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Grumblings 
by James B. Nicola 

 
Prompt: Post-Apocalyptic Theme 

 
 
the grumblings of a disaffected crew 
who sensed but could not put their fingers on 
the pivot when the world stopped were too few 
and not one poet noted that the dawn 
so long unnoticed was now all but gone 



Chester A. Arthur is Prepared to Gnaw Off His Own Feet 
by Kate LaDew 

 
Prompt: If you've got an idea where you've either got too many people in space 
too small, or not enough people in a very big space, reverse the idea. Write the 

same story, but put lots of people in a big space, or very few people in a very small 
space. 

 

 
     An elevator had been planned for the use of President James Garfield's elderly mother, but after his  
     assassination, successor Chester Arthur installed an early hydraulic model in 1881, which required the removal  
     of a back stairway.  As the elevator was relatively new technology, most did not trust it, especially Arthur.   
     Always a resourceŦǳƭ ƳŀƴΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ŦƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ 

 
     Chester A. Arthur was more than a little sure people liked him.  Numerous, numerous 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ  ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƭiked 
Arthur.  These people no doubt thought about him and talked about him and remembered 
things Arthur said so they could tell other people about what Arthur said.  These people waited 
for him and bought things for him and wished sincerely for Arthur to be happy.  And not just 
because he was President of the United States.  It was because they felt sincere affection 
towards him.  He knew it to be true.  And all of this was very nice, all of this was splendid.  
Arthur only wished some of the people-- not all, but some-- some of the people who were 
ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ !ǊǘƘǳǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦΦΦƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ 
these numerous, numerous people were on the elevator with him right now.  Because Arthur 
was more than a little sure they were not.  Not in the slightest. 
     ²Ƙƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚ  ²Ƙƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΚ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
ƪƴƻǿΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ !ǊǘƘǳǊΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  !ƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
elevator.  That was the thing of it.  If there was a thing, it was that.  Having never claimed 
thinking up the elevator, he could hardly bear the responsibility of its mistakes.  And damn but 
did it make mistakes.  Big mistakes.  Monstrous.  On a scale of the worst mistakes ever, which 
had to ŜȄƛǎǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ !ǊǘƘǳǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΩǎ 
mistake fell between drunk telegramming and the Great Chicago Fire.  And Arthur was not 
prone to exaggeration.  Anyone who liked him, and there were numerous, knew Arthur was not 
prone to exaggeration.  All these people he was currently trapped with, there on some kind of 
tour his sister insisted on having, all of whom most obviously thought of Arthur as the inventor 
of the elevator, and not just the President of the United States, which was all he had ever 
claimed, were likely to be under the impression he was prone to exaggeration.  He was not.  
Arthur and the people who liked him knew this.   
     So what, anyway.  So what if he shrieked and immediately bashed the attendant with the 
palm of his hand after the elevator he did not invent stopped between two floors with an 
ŜǉǳƛƭƛōǊƛǳƳ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ōƻǳƴŎŜΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΚ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƘǊƛŜƪ ƛƴŘǳŎƛƴƎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ  LŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
shriek when an elevator stopped where it was not meant to, when would you do your 
shrieking? 



     Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ  bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ--these people 
staring at him now-- ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΦ  bƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ 
any, ever.  Simply stepping onto an elevator and nodding at the attendant and declaring the 
number of your desired floor and remembering as people do that this was not in fact the floor 
you wished to be deposited on and smacking the attendant in the head so that he lay prone on 
the floor--this was not now, not ever-- a cause for the whole damn elevator to stop.  It was a 
mistake.  A simple mistake that would not have registered on the scale of the worst mistakes 
ŜǾŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƛƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘȅǇŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ to get a magnifying glass to see 
ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǊ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎƳǳŘƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 
ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƳǳŘƎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƳǳŘƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƳǳŘƎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƳǳŘƎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ΨǿƘŜƴ /ƘŜǎǘŜǊ !Φ !ǊǘƘǳǊ ǎƳŀŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΩΦ  
Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ   
     IŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻƴ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ  {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ 
ƻƴ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊǎ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΩ ŦŜŜǘΦ  This is what 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻƴ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊǎΦ  !ƴŘ !ǊǘƘǳǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
not going to start eating feet.  He had promised to himself throughout his life he would not eat 
feet.  Even if he found himself in a feet eating circumstance when eating feet was the logical 
ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ōŀŘ ŘŀȅΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ŝŀǘ ŦŜŜǘΣ ōŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ƙƛǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ 
was something Arthur would not negotiate.  Looking around at the dead, hungry eyes, the 
dead, hungry eyes looking at his feet, Arthur wondered.  Maybe God wanted him to eat feet.  
Maybe this was a test to see how much Arthur valued life.  What he would go through to keep 
ƛǘΦ  {ƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ DŀǊŦƛŜƭŘΩǎ ƭƻǎǎΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ 
fooǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƻǊΚ  IŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ 
by almost everyone, especially those who thought feet were a good idea.  There had to be a 
better way.  Maybe the same person who came up with the worst mistakes ever scale could 
work on this.  Could it really be a test God thought up?  The Guy did have a lot of odd ideas.  
Arthur knew that.  But coaxing people to start gnawing on body parts-- Maybe God wanted him 
ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ  aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŀǎΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƙƻǿ it would end.  A harrowing thought.  
Arthur was young.  Young-ish.  Only fifty-two. In fact, comparatively, he was the youngest 
person on this death trap.  With the most to live for.  He was guessing on this, but no one else, 
none of the dead, hungry eyes looking at his feet, seemed very accomplished.  In fact, if Arthur 
had ben asked to choose seven people he would most not like to get stuck in an elevator with, 
at least six if not seven of the ravenous beasts would have made the list.  Especially that one 
guy.  Maybe God was using this elevator Arthur did not invent as a means to an end, but it sure 
ŀǎ ƘŜƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ !ǊǘƘǳǊΩǎ ŜƴŘΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻ ǎƛǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ .ƻōΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ 
than upset that all of these people who had nothing to live for would blame their timely 
misfortune on Arthur and his feet just because he smacked someone once. It was time for 
action. 
     άL ŀƳ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ƳŀƴȅΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ 
because I did not invent the elevator!  Many people love me and I never said I invented the 
damn thing and I am not, no matter how much you beg me, going to eat your stupid feet and 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƛƴ ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŦƛƴŀƭΗέ 
     The eyes of the people Arthur had never wished to be on an elevator with stared at him with 
a mix of shock and dismay before bouncing towards the elevator door as it was opened by the 



dazed attendant.  Pausing a moment to situate pocketbooks and straighten ties, they filed out 
in silent confusion, continuing the tour with trepidation. 
     Chester A. Arthur put a hand to his chest, breathing deeply.  Those two minutes had been 
the longest of his life.  He guessed he might want to file these last moments away as a 
reference for future elevator etiquetteΦ  bƻ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ DƻŘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŦŜŜǘ 
before the five minute mark. 



Lunch Date 
by Carrie Herzner 

 
This is a 'scene' piece written from a prompt in my online writing class. Our instructor simply asked us to write 
about a time when food and control merged. I immediately found myself in a restaurant, with a man I wasn't 

supposed to be having lunch with, talking about anal sex and eating chicken wings. I wasn't supposed to be having 
lunch with him, because my husband thought we were having an affair. Perhaps he was psychic. 

 
 

άL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ƴŀƳŜŘ Ψǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŀƭ ǎŜȄΩΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛǊŘŜǎǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŀƴŘΧέ 

²ŜΩǊŜ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘΣ ƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ΨƎƻƻŘ ōǊŜǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ WŀƳŀƛŎŀƴ 
WŜǊƪ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ǿƛƴƎǎΩΦ  

LΩƳ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭƛck his fingers, Jamaican Jerk goodness dripping, herbs and spices clinging - 
just as I do - as he begins telling me this.  

 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƴŀƳŜŘ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ real ƴƛŎŜ ΧΦέ 

LΩƳ ƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎ ǘƻƻ ς ǎǳƎŀǊΣ ǘƘȅƳŜΣ ƴǳǘƳŜƎΣ ŎƛƴƴŀƳƻƴΣ ƘƻƴŜȅ Χmmmm they really are 
so goodΧ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ǿƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾƻǳǊǎ ƛǘΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƳ ƪƛƴŘŀ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǎΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΦ 

άL ƭƛƪŜ ǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŀƭ ƭƻǾŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ L ƻŦŦŜǊΣ άŦƻǊ ŀ ōŀƴŘ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΦέ 

ά!ǿΣ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅΣ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǿƛǎƘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǎŜȄ ƎƻŜǎΣ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǇǇŜǘƛȊŜǊǎ ǎƻ ǘƻ 
ǎǇŜŀƪέΣ L ǿŀǾŜ Ƴȅ Ƴǳǘŀƴǘ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǊ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴΦ 

άIƳƳΣ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦέ IŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 
ƘŜŀŘΣ ƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΣ άL ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ ƻǊƎŀǎƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ 
ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊ L ǎǳŎƪ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊƻǳǘŜΦέ IŜ ŀƛǊ ǉǳƻǘŜǎ ΨǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭΩ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛfully 
sticky fingers and winks at me. For some reason, I want to lick every single drip from his 
fingertips. 

ά{ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀƴŘΣ ǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŀƭ ŦǳŎƪΧέ 

ά{ŜȄέ 

ά[ƻǾŜΧ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊΧ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚέ 

ά/ƻǳƴǘǊȅΦέ



Two Poems 
by Mark DeCarteret 

 
Prompt:  Write a poem written without any words longer than 3 letters 

etc 
 
is the jaw of the ass 
& the rib of the man 
 
etc is the sky we hit up for air 
& the sun we pin on it 
 
etc is the god we sit up for on tv 
& the pit we go to for our fix 
 
etc is the car we eat out of  
& the oil we buy so as we can go at it  
 
etc is the war to be all one can be 
& the you we can not see in any of us 
 
etc is the day the pig has its say 
& yes how I too am a put on etc 

 

six 
 
you had to go do it, 
pig, ask how one sky can 
do, one sun-lit sea, one god? 
 
so we had to say six-- 
say it so low as to 
be a fit of air... six ... 



The Exclamation Point Shed 
by Caroline Berg 

  
tǊƻƳǇǘΥ ¢ƘŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ǇƘƻǘƻΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀǇƻŎŀƭȅǇǘƛŎ-y 

 

 
 

 

 

 

I gazed over at the shed with the large, white exclamation mark painted on it.  We stood 
beside one another like two embarrassed strangers in an elevator.  My eyes wandered over the 
sweeping grayness of the courtyard.  I scuffed my sneakers absentmindedly right and left on 



the dusty brick surface.  I drew a half circle with my right foot, hands in my pockets.  I looked at 
ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ [ŜǎƭƛŜΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ  bƻ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΦ  

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ L ƳǳƳōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƛǾƻǘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŘΦ  L ǿŀƭƪ ƻǾŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇŜǘƛǘŜ ŘƻƻǊ 
stiffens against the weight of my hand.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻ ŦǳƴΣέ L ƳǳƳōƭŜΦ  
I extract a bobby pin from my messy updo and begin fiddling inside the keyhole.  Just 

last week I had accidentally locked myself out of my apartment, so I was feeling pretty 
confident about this breaking and entering business. 

 Scree-eech! 
I look over my shoulder to see Leslie skipping down the stoop. 
ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƛƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƻǊΣέ L ǎŀȅΦ 
άaŀǊƎƛŜΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ŀǎƪǎΣ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǘƛǘŎƘ 

between her brows. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄŎƭŀƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǎƘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ L ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ǊŜŦƻŎǳǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

keyhole. 
άLǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƳŀǘƛƻƴ Ǉƻƛƴǘ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ǎŀȅǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇŜŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƛǇǘƻŜ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛƳȅ ǎƘŜŘ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ  άDƻƻŘ ǊƛŘŘŜƴǎΦέ 
Click! 
άhƘΣ ȅƻǳΦ  {ƛƭƭȅ ŜŘƛǘƻǊ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƳƳŀǊ ƘƛƎƘ ƘƻǊǎŜΦέ 
I replace the bobby pin in my hair and push the arthritic door open.  I creep inside.   
άtǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǘƛƴƪȅ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 
ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  
L ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘƭƛƎƘǘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜǊ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀǘ [ŜǎƭƛŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ Ǉƻƪƛng in 

through the door. 
ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
άbŜŀǘΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ  ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΣ 

aŀǊƎƛŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΦέ 
I pick my way through the little room, over loosened floor planks, empty flour sacks and 

a ratty blanket.  I notice something protruding out of the opposing wall like a fuse box.  I pull 
the sleeve of my sweater up over my hand and pluck the metal window open.  Unconsciously, I 
hold my breath as I read, 

  

      №    
0  1  1  12  37 
0  1  1  12  36 
0  1  1  12  35 
0  1  1  12  34 
0  1  1  12  33 
 
ά½ŜǊƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƘƻǳǊΣ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ-ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΚέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ŀǎ L 

watch the seconds tick away like a time bomb from a James Bond film.  
I take a moment to indulge my imagination, but then try to rationalize the situation. I 

ǘŜƭƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ 
residents for their electric bills.  



άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣέ L ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜΣ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘΦ  ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 
 

*****  
 

I distance myself from the pack.  My friends are all yelling at each other like a bunch of 
ǎǉǳŀǿƪƛƴƎΣ ƘƻǊƳƻƴŀƭ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ  L ƭƻƛǘŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ 
stare out at the horizon beyond Marblehead Harbor.  I wish on magic to teleport me to that 
peaceful point.  

I check my watch and notice the second hand is counting backward.  I assume faulty 
mechanics.   

I look up at the afternoon sun.  I notice it reverse its trajectory and come to shine at its 
noontime apex.  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ, I think to myself and stare at the sun. 
Seconds later, I watch the sun ride its orbit clockwise across the sky, inching closer to 

the horizon as quickly as my heart beats.   
άDǳȅǎΣέ L Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǉǳŀōōƭƛƴƎΦ  άD¦¸{Ηέ   
One by one, they quit their chatter and look over at me. 
ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΗέ L ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻǳǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊōƻǊΦ   
We all witness the sun descend into the horizon. 
ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎǇƭŀǎƘΚέ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀǎƪǎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ still staring at the spot where the sun 

dropped.  
In that instant, we all realize, The sun just dropped into the ocean.   
RUN! 
My first few strides feel as heavy as racing through a trough of molasses.  We only make 

it a few feet before the infinity of space engulfs us in its black nothingness.  I look down on 
9ŀǊǘƘΣ ǘŜƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ǊƛǇǇƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ŜŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭŀƪŜΦ 

It then occurs to me: 
hƘΣ ǎƘƛǘΦ  LΩƳ ŘŜŀŘΦ 
 
άhǿΗέ L exclaim, waking up to the thud of my body falling onto the floor.  
I sit upright, gaze at my bed and think of the exclamation shed.  
LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ [ŜǎƭƛŜ. 
 
 

*****  
 

L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŦƻŎǳǎ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ  hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǳƴǘƛƭ Ƴȅ ōƻǎǎ 
called an emergency meeting at 5:30 to brainstorm a new motto for the ever-evolving China 
Life magazine.  With my hands hidden under the conference table, I text SOS messages to Leslie 
for 60 distressful minutes until my boss mercifully calls the meeting to an end.  

/ǳǊǎŜ .ŜƛƧƛƴƎΩǎ ǊǳǎƘ ƘƻǳǊ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴƻ ǳǎŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ  L ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ 
chances on the subway, which takes me three attempts just to elbow my way onto a train.  I 
feel like one too many shrimp thrown into a harvesting tank.   



Yards before the third stop at Dongsi Shitiao station where I plan to get off, the train 
rumbles to a halt.  I stare desperately at the black wall outside. 
 ά[ŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘƻǊ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜǎ ƛƴ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ 
over the intercƻƳΦ  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƳƛƴƻǊ ŘŜƭŀȅΦ  hǳǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦέ 
 Two minutes pass and the same announcement is made.  The people around me shift, 
ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊǊŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƛƴŜǘƛŎ ǇǳȊȊƭŜΦ  ! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ǇǳǊǎŜ ōǳƳǇǎ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ 
rear ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ǎǿŜŀǘȅ ŀǊƳǇƛǘ ƭǳǊƪǎ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
 Again, the announcement.  I look at my watch.   
 7:30! 
 
 I make it to the shed, out of breath, a half hour later.  Leslie is holding a hammer in one 
hand and a pair of scissors in the other.   

ά/ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀƴŘƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƳŜŜǘ ǳǎΚέ L ŀǎƪΦ 
Leslie tells me she had called the landlord, who was surprised to hear about a timer in 

the shed and confirmed no known use for the gadget.  
 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ƴƻǿΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜǎΦ   
 I grunt and take ouǘ ŀ ōƻōōȅ Ǉƛƴ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŘΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
 
 I dig out a flashlight from my backpack and shine it on the floor.  My eye catches on a 
blotchy brown banana peel sprawled out on the shed floor.   

Was that there yesterday?   
I scrape the peel aside with the sole of my boot and march over to the box on the wall.  I 

pry open the cover and see twenty-nine minutes and twenty-two seconds remain on the clock.   
I take the box in my hands and give it a yank.  A sound emits, like a suction cup getting 

ripped off ǘƛƴ Ŧƻƛƭ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǿƛƎƎƭŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǘƻƻǘƘΦ  
 άIǳƘΦ  aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƳƳŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣέ L ǎŀȅ ǘƻ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ 
me. 
 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƘƻŘŘȅ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜǎΦ  ά/ŀǊŜŦǳƭ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΦέ 

I give another tug and rip the box an inch off the wall so that it hangs with the support 
of two wires, a red and a blue.  
 ά{ŎƛǎǎƻǊǎΦέ  L ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
 ά²ŀƛǘΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƛǊŜ ǘƻ ŎǳǘΚέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴǎΦ 
 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ IƻƭƭȅǿƻƻŘ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴΣέ L ǊŜǇƭȅΦ  άL ǊŜŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ  !ǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎƴƛǇ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǊŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŜǘΦέ 
 ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ The OnionΚέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ǘŜŀǎŜǎΦ 
 άbƻΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ 5ŀƛƭȅΦέ 
 άhƪŀȅΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ƭŀǳƎƘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
 I reach the scissors around the backside of the box, open the scissor blades, and wince 
slightly as I pinch the blades firmly through the red wire. 
 The clock instantly shuts down. 
 ά¸ŜǎΗέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳǎΣ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦƭƻǳǊ ǎŀŎƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ  ά5ƻ 
ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƻƻΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜΦέ 
 I wrap the scissor blades around the blue wire and snip.   

Silence.  I hug the box into my chest like a bouquet of flowers and look at Leslie. 



 άIƻƻǊŀȅΗέ L ŎǊȅΦ  άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 
 

We decide to go to our favorite Chinese barbecue joint to celebrate.  We manage to 
snag a spot up on the two-tabled rooftop terrace.  The other table is packed with partially full 
and fully empty Yanjing beer bottles, and a gathering of lively locals. 

Leslie and I order some boiled peanuts, a handful of spicy lamb skewers and a couple of 
Yanjings for ourselves. 

άL ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƻƳōΣέ [ŜǎƭƛŜ ǎŀȅǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǉǳŜƴŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƛǇ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ¸ŀƴƧƛƴƎΦ 
ά²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎΣέ L ǎŀȅΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ Ƴƻƻƴ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ in the 

ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƪȅΦ  ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ  
[ŜǎƭƛŜ ƴƻŘǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛǇ ƻŦ ōŜŜǊΦ  ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ 

ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƘƛŘŜƻǳǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 
άhƻƻΗ  Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻǳǊ ŎǊƛƳŜ ǎƻƭǾŜǊ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΗέ L ǎƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘe basket of 

peanuts that just arrived on our table. 
άXiexieΣέ L ǘƘŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƛǘŜǊΦ   
I throw my head back and pop a couple peanuts in my mouth.  My eye catches on 

something in the sky.  My jaw clamps shut on the mashed peanuts and my chest tightens.  I 
watch a fiery red object soar across the sky. 

L ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀƴǳǘǎ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪΣ ά[ŜǎƭƛŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ  
Leslie looks up at the sky. 
ά²ŜƛǊŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŀǳƎƘǎΦ  άhƘΣ /ƘƛƴŀΦ  LǘΩǎ 

probably some new military techƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦέ 
I suddenly feel cold.  I grab my shoulders with opposite hands.  Leslie senses my unease 

and continues to ponder the foreign flame in the sky.   
άNa shi shenmeΚέ L ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƛƴƎ ǘŀōƭŜΦ  L ƭƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ and I 

see the man pointing out the red flame to his friends.  They all stare spellbound at the sight.  
Now, the flame transfixes us all. 

About thirty seconds pass until the flaming red object reaches the point of the horizon 
in which the city buildings block our view.  I stare anxiously at the point where the object 
disappeared.  Seconds pass.  I notice a faint cloud of dust spill over the horizon of rooftops.  I 
clench my shoulders and jerk my spine straight.  I flash a look of terror at Leslie.  She catches my 
fear and her eyes widen.  My body becomes a petrified plank.  

ά[ŜǎƭƛŜΣέ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜǎΦ   
The sound of a deep thud sweeps over the rooftop like a wave of warning.  The group at 

the other table erupts in a mash of shouts. 
I jump up from my stool and Leslie follows suit, like a chain reaction.  I lead as we run 

toward the door to the spiral staircase.  A haze of cries and clamor buzzes in my ears as I make 
it inside the stairwell.  I grasp the railing and leap over a couple steps.  Instinctively, I look back 
to check on Leslie.  I see her and one of the Chinese men following close behind her.  I look back 
at the metal steps as I take another leap.  A shrill sound, like steam erupting out of a tea kettle, 
strikes my ears.  And then, there is nothing.  

 
*****  

 



No one witnesses the banana peel transform into a golden robed monkey.  The creature 
sweeps a blanket of empty flour sacks into the corner with a single swing of his wood staff to 
uncover a metal hook fastened to the floor.  With a swift stab, the monkey pokes the staff 
through the hook and lifts a square wood panel to reveal an underground chute.  The monkey 
whips the staff 180 degrees and jabs the panel upright.  He props the opposite end of the pole 
securely into the soot-laden shed floor and somersaults like Sonic the Hedgehog into the hole. 

άvǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŜǎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪŜȅ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ-haired woman lounging in 
a blossom tree and stroking the curved beak of her bird, Qing Niao. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΣ ²ǳƪƻƴƎΚέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ŀǎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀȊŜǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘhe Monkey King.   
ά¢ƘŜ ŀǇƻŎŀƭȅǇǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ŀƴŘ ōƻǿǎΦ  ά¢ƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘ 

ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ƳȅǎǘƛŎŀƭǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇΦέ 
The Queen Mother sits up and takes Qing Niao in her arms.   
άIƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳΚέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǎƪǎΦ 
ά! ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎΦ  ά¢ƘŜ 

ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘƻƴŀǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘΦέ 
¢ƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎǘŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘǿƛƴƪƭŜǎ ƛƴ 

her eyes. 
άDƻΣέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎΦ  άwƛŘŜ Ƴȅ vƛƴƎ bƛŀƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻŀǎǘ ƻŦ 

/ŀƳŜǊƻƻƴΦέ   
The Queen Mother pauses to sing a birdsong to Qing Niao.  The bird extends her twig-

like legs, hops off her perch and gracefully glides down to meet the Monkey King. 
άvƛƴƎ bƛŀƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀƴŜΣ {ǳ {ƘǳŀƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ 

aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎΦ  άLƴŦƻǊƳ {ǳ {ƘǳŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǇƻŎŀƭȅǇǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ 
!ǘƭŀƴǘƛǎΦέ 

¢ƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎ ōƻǿǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘΦ  IŜ ǎŜŎǳǊŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀŦŦ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ 
belt at his back, straddles himself over the bird and reaches up to grip the top edges of Qing 
bƛŀƻΩǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴƎǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ŀǊŎƘŜǎ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƴƎ ƴŜŎƪ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ 
down passenger.  The Monkey King nods his head.  The bird comes out of her neck-bend and 
makes a great flap with her wings to take off. 

άCŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎ vƛƴƎ bƛŀƻΗέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǘΦ  άaŀȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 
ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΗέ 

 
Within ten seconds, Qing Niao lands with a light swoosh on the coast of Cameroon.  The 

Monkey King pats the back of the pterodactyl-sized bird and slides off onto the beach.  Qing 
Niao calls out with a nasally honk to a crane standing fifty feet out in the Atlantic.  Su Shuang 
cocks his head toward the couple standing on the sand, extends his neck as a sign of happy 
recognition and sets sail upon the waves rolling into shore. 

¢ƘŜ aƻƴƪŜȅ YƛƴƎ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜǎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƭȅΣ ƛƴ {ǳ {ƘǳŀƴƎΩǎ ƛƴŘƛƎŜƴƻǳǎ ŎǊŀƴŜ 
ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻƴƪǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ŧƭŀǘ ŎǊƻǿƴ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ŀǘƻp Su 
{ƘǳŀƴƎΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǇƛƪŜǎ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǇƻŎŀƭȅǇǎŜΦ  {ǳ {ƘǳŀƴƎ ƘƻǇǎ ƻƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƭŜŜ 
and immediately sets out over the Atlantic to find the great fish Peng. 

Midway between Africa and South America, Su Shuang plunges from 500 feet in the air 
straƛƎƘǘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇǘƘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛŎΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΦ  IŜ ȊƻƻƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŀ ƭƛŦŜ 



until he comes to the home of Peng.  The crane peaks his head in through the floating fort of 
seaweed to find the fish taking his dinnerτa whale. 

άtŀǊŘƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊǳǎƛƻƴΣέ {ǳ {ƘǳŀƴƎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƻ tŜƴƎ ōȅ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ōǳōōƭŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 
sort of Morse code. 

Peng looks at Su Shuang and gestures the crane in with a wrench of his head.  Su Shuang 
gives the news. 

άaȅΣ ƻƘ ƳȅΣέ tŜƴƎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƳƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ ƻŦ ōƭǳōōŜǊΦ  IŜ ǎǿŀllows and relinquishes 
the half-ŜŀǘŜƴ ǿƘŀƭŜ ŎŀǊŎŀǎǎΦ  άL ǎƘŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŀǿŀȅΗ  hƘΣ ƳȅΗέ 

Su Shuang bids farewell to the lumbering fish and shimmies his way back up to the 
ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ  aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ tŜƴƎ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜǎƘens up before he 
sets out to contact the mayor of Atlantis. 

 
Pescia sits before her vanity, tying some seaweed ribbons into her braided hair, when 

she notices a shadow fall over the left-hand side of her bedroom.  The mayor turns her head to 
ŦƛƴŘ tŜƴƎΩǎ Ƙǳge face peaking in through her bedroom window.   

ά!IΗέ tŜǎŎƛŀ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ǎƘƻŎƪΦ  LƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜǎ 
Peng and takes in a great sigh of relief.   

Peng nods to Pescia through the window.  The mayor sits up from her stool and wags 
her shiny green tail as she propels over to open the window. 

άtŀǊŘƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊǳǎƛƻƴΣέ tŜƴƎ ǎŀȅǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōǳōōƭŜǎ ŎŀǳǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀȅƻǊΩǎ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ 
ǘƻ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅΣ ŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ aŀȅƻǊ tŜǎŎƛŀΦέ 

Pescia chuckles and gives her old friend a peck on the cheek. 
άDƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΣ tŜƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊƳŀƛŘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜǎ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ  άLΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǳǇΦ  {Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǿƛƳΚέ 
Peng waits outside for Pescia to finish decorating her hair.  Within a minute, Pescia 

emerges from her window and the two friends take off for a leisurely swim through Atlantis, 
looking like the ultimate odd couple. 

Peng and Pescia conduct small talk along Grand Seawayτ!ǘƭŀƴǘƛǎΩǎ Ƴŀƛƴ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘŦŀǊŜΦ  
tŜǎŎƛŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ƻǳǘ ƴŜǿ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ tŜƴƎΩǎ ƭŀǎt visit a month ago and shares the 
ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀƴŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƭƛǘŜ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛǎ /ƻǾŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘǳŘȅ 
marine biology.  Finally, Pescia leads Peng to the Atlantis Coral Gardens, where they take a seat 
beside the multi-tiered bubble fountain.   

άtŜǎŎƛŀΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǇƻŎŀƭȅǇǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜΣέ tŜƴƎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎΦ   
The mayor gasps. 
ά¢ƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŜȄǘƛƴŎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎΦ 
Pescia looks up at Peng with her mouth slightly agape. 
άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ƳȅǎǘƛŎŀƭǎτthe unicorns, the elves, the fairies, the centaurs, 

the lake monsters and all othersτǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ  
 ά²ŜƭƭΣέ tŜǎŎƛŀ ǎŀȅǎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ  άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
ƛǎƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛǎΦέ   

She looks up at Peng and flashes a smile. 
 

 



 

 

 

do you feel white frost 

by Eleanor Bennett 



Cold 
By Patrick Cline 

 
Prompt: Write a short piece evoking a specific mood. 

 

It gets bent-over and huddling cold here in the winter. Snow and sleet alternate most 
days and cover over our clearing. It becomes difficult to cross the distance between each other. 
Walking anywhere, we have to break through the different layers of ice up to our knees, up to 
ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǘƘƛƎƘǎΦ IŜǊŜΣ ōǊǳǎƘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƘŀŎƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ȅŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ 
ŦƭƛŎƪ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƭƛŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎΦ Up north, close by now, towns are getting 
ǊŀȊŜŘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ 
heard the war stories of charred bones and burnt towns come suddenly, the skin of corpses left 
behind after they return into these same trees. They vanish like that. We see many tracks in the 
snow, along our outskirts and sometimes crossing our own paths. They seem to be animal 
tracks, but after a certain weight it becomes more difficult to tell and not much less dangerous. 
LǘΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǇǊƛŎƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƴŜŜŘƭŜǎΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΣ 
ǘǊǳŘƎƛƴƎ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƴŜŜŘƭŜǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ 
see and touch out of their mouths and arms. Who knows how they come and go? This land 
ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŎƻǳǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ       

 



If You Can Haul It  

by Malka Davis 
 

Prompt: This story is the result of an exercise based on the philosophical teachings of Aristotle. Teleological 
reasoning, Aristotle states, is directed toward a particular end or purpose. Consequently, I began this story with a 

specific ending already written and moved toward it 
  

 
 

There had been a hail storm in the afternoon. It was a Tuesday. I remember because 
Tuesday is liver and onion night at The Dinner Bell, and I never miss it. From my table I could 
see Jimmy Bailey across the street assessing the damage to his used cars. The year before, he 
had lost nearly a hundred pounds on some liquid diet, but he still walked with the swagger of a 
man carrying a six-month supply of feed out to his truck. He waved his arms about and cursed 
ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƎǊǳŘƎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀƴƎŜŘ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ 
the hell was insurance for anyway?   

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳŎƪǳs startedτand all on account of 
ǘƘŜ YŜƴƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ WƻǎƛŜΩǎ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ IŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ 5ŜƴǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ 
ƴŜǿ ƛƴ Ωру ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ŜŀǊǎ wƻŜōǳŎƪ ŎŀǘŀƭƻƎǳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ƪƴŜǿΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭŜ 
piece of machinery. But a week after Denver was killedτworking for the Apple Valley Lineτthe 
washing machine gave out, too. None of the Johnson kids had the mechanical know-how of 
their father, and with her impending compensation from the railroad, Josie fixed on buying a 
new one. So a couple of the bigger boys swiveled and rocked the thing from the kitchen to the 
front porch and down to the end of the drive, where they taped a cardboard sign on it that said, 
IF YOU CAN HAUL IT YOU CAN HAVE IT. That afternoon hail the size of gumballs fell across our 
part of the state. And though it seemed unlikely that anyone would want a broken and now 
battered washing machine, it sat for nearly four years, night and day, through rain and snow, 
ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊǳǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŜŜŘǎΦ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿƘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ WƻǎƛŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
lies low and meek beside a willow tree three miles north of the town center, next to a stretch of 
tracks that crisscross the two-lane county road, the only route in and out of Dixon.  

To say that Dixon is a town most people drive through to get someplace else would miss 
ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ 5ƻǿƴǘƻǿƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎǊŜǿ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ 
been talk lately of just turning it into a flashing red, but you know how people resist changeτ
especially of the declining sort. Back when I was a boy, one of my teachers told a storyτone of 
those mythological kindsτabout a fellow who asked for immortality and got it. Only problem 
was he forgot to ask for perpetual youth in the bargain, and so he spent the whole of eternity 
getting ƻƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŜŎǊŜǇƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ Lǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǎŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ 
the poor guy deteriorating so without the ability to die. I suppose that was the whole moral of 
ƛǘΥ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƻǊŘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ to die for a reasonτat least 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ 5ƛȄƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
same mistake.  

.ŀƛƭŜȅΩǎ ¦ǎŜŘ /ŀǊǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ƭƛǾŜƭȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ŀǎ ŘƛŘ ¢ƘŜ 5ƛƴƴŜǊ .ŜƭƭΦ hƴ ŀ CǊƛŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ 
folks would drive all the way from Indianapolis to get a heck of a deal on a Buick and then walk 



across the street for all-you-can-eat catfish. Josie was the cook during those days, and though 
after twenty-ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǊǘƘǊƛǘƛǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ Ŏŀǘfish at The 
5ƛƴƴŜǊ .Ŝƭƭ CǊƛŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦƻǳǊ ƧƻƪŜǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ 
the dawn of time. She still lives in the house Denver built out by the tracks, but her six children 
leftτas most of the young people doτas soon as tƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ .ŀƛƭŜȅΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ ŎŀǊǎΦ 
CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƻǊ ǎƻ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 5ƛȄƻƴ ōƭƛƴŘŦƻƭŘŜŘΦ 
We no longer have ourselves a mayorτjust a town council that meets once a month at The 
Dinner Bell to discuss such weighty matters as the single traffic light, and whether or not Moze 
Lawson ought to be allowed to shovel snow outside the elementary school since getting his 
pacemakeǊΦ hǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǘǳǘŜ ƻŦ ƭƛƳƛǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ƘŀǳƭƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƭƛŀƴŎŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ 
ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΦ .ŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ŜȄƻŘǳǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ Ƴƻǎǘ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭƴŜǎǎ ƻf it. Without 
ƴƻǘƛŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ aŜƳƻǊƛŜǎτgood or badτtend to 
stick to you. Like dried paint. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ WƻǎƛŜΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ōƻȅ ƻƴ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ¢ƻǊƻƴǘƻ ǿƘƻ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ Ŧǳǎǎ 
about the washing machine. MŀǘǘƘŜǿ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǎǎƻŎƛŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘŘȅΩǎ ǳƴǘƛƳŜƭȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ 
and no doubt Josie was just as happy to keep it for precisely the same reason. Matthew called 
me one morning after his momma had left the house and asked me to meet him with my 
pickup and hand ǘǊǳŎƪΦ άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLŦ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ƙŀǳƭ ƛǘΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΦέ 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ Ƙƻǘ ŀ Řŀȅ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŎŀƭƭΦ IŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ 
on either side of the county road were the color of a pale moon. From a distance of about fifty 
yards I could see Matthew standing in front of the machine. His head was bent like someone 
had drove by with a two-by-four and knocked it over. Even when I turned into the gravel drive 
ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ƘŜƭƭƻ ƻǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ŎŀǇ ŀnd put it back on as 
ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǇǊƛŎƪƭŜ Ƴȅ ōŀǊŜ ǎŎŀƭǇΦ άaŀǘǘƘŜǿΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎƪǳǇΦ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƘŜǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴτone I have a habit of asking 
when I got nothing else to offer. I went deep into the pockets of my overalls and felt around for 
ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻŦ ²ǊƛƎƭŜȅΩǎ ǎǇŜŀǊƳƛƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƭǳŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƛƭΦ 

Matthew had growed into a pretty tall fellow like his dad, and as dark skinned as his 
momma. But he had a mouth all his ownτa scar on his lower lip that looked like a very thin 
third lip, the result of a cut his little sis gave him after he chased away the first of her many 
ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ά²ŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƴ ŎȅŎƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƴŘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘǊȅ ǿƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛǊ 
the boy from his reverie. It didτjust not the way I expected. He looked down at me with a pair 
ƻŦ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

Until that moment I figured he had been staring at the machine to determine its weight, 
or a strategy for lifting it from its foundation. Maybe he was contemplating the space that 
would be left behind, an emptiness made visible by the perfect outline of weeds and exposed 
earth. I thought he might even have been thinking of Denver, whose own negotiation with a 
piece of machinery had come to a disastrous end. But when Matthew answered my bit of 
playful humor with a searchingτalmost agonizingτplea, I understood there was something at 
ǿƻǊƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ his 
mouth while the other skittered over the surface of the washer, where the depressions from 
our hail storm four years earlier had oxidized into small blotches of dried blood. On account of 



his strange sobriety I asked if maybe he was having second thoughts about hauling the thing 
ŀǿŀȅΦ ²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƎŜǘǎ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ IŜ ǎƘŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ άbƻΣ ǎƛǊΣ LΩƳ 
ƴƻǘΦέ  

So I pulled the hand truck from the back of the pickup and after some considerable 
effort, which involved the hacking away of overgrowth and shoveling of hard earth, we 
managed to extricate the Kenmore from its earthly roots. All the while, Matthew told me about 
his studies. He was going to be an anthropologist, he said, without going into some long-winded 
explanation of what an anthropologist was, but just assuming I knewτwhich I appreciated. He 
was the only one in his family to attend a university, and he said it made him feel a little like a 
stranger to his momma and siblings. But he seemed like the same old Matthew to me, the boy 
who would help me with my crossword puzzle in between busing tables at The Dinner Bell; the 
same Matthew who took the fall for my grandson when a friendly game of pool at The Phoenix 
turned ugly. Josie harangued me for weeks for posting his bail, but I knew what her boy had 
done for Tyler long before Tyler stumbled through his half-hearted confession.  

We secured the machine to the hand truck and rolled it over to the rear of the pickup. In 
the time it took me to hoist myself into the bed and get in position Matthew was once again 
absorbed by the red-orange blotches atop the machine. From where I stood they looked like a 
ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŎƻǊŜƻǇǎƛǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΣ aŀǘǘƘŜǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ǎǇƻƻƪŜŘΚέ IŜ 
looked up at me and squinted against the glare oŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƻǾŜǊ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴȅ 
ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ aǊΦ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΚέ  

I told him of course I did.  
άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 
ά!ƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦέ 
ά{ǘǊƻƴƎΣ ǘƻƻΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻȄΦέ  
Matthew smiled and pointed up the drive as if he could see someone walking toward us. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ aǊΦ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΚέ !ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ƴŀƴτthat 
man was so strong, when we got to be about knee-high to him, he would hold out one arm at 
Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ aŀǘǘƘŜǿ ǘŜƴǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΦ άWǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ !ƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƧǳƳǇ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǘŎƘ ƻƴΦέ IŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƛƴǘŜǊƭƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ 
ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŘŜŀǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǿƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭŀǎǎƻΗ Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 
through the spin ŎȅŎƭŜΚΩ ƘŜΩŘ ȅŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ 5ǊƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƴǳǘǎΗ .ǳǘΣ Ƴȅ 
ƎƻŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ǊƛŘŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǘƘǊƛƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǎǇƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛȄ ŦŜŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΗέ  

I laughed too, although mostly at the telling of it, as I had never actually seen Denver 
perform that particular stunt.  

άaǊΦ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣέ aŀǘǘƘŜǿ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪŜǊŎƘƛŜŦΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΚέ 

The question took me by surprise, and I hardly knew what to say. I knew Denver had 
given up the bottle for good the day Josie walked out of the house in her bare feet with a baby 
ƛƴ ŜŀŎƘ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŜƭǎΦ L ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
tolerate backsliding. But who knows what a man might be up to a hundred miles from home. I 
told Matthew I had never heard it spoken of before and asked him what on earth gave him such 
an idea. He looked up and down the county road as if someone might be eavesdropping. 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΦέ 



ά²ƘƻΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άbƻōƻŘȅΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜŀƭ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ άƘƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ 
I thought about it for a moment and said that if his daddy had been drunk there was no 

way in hell the railroad would have ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƳŀǊǘ 
ƪƛŘΣ aŀǘǘƘŜǿΣ ŀƴŘ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
matter to rest, as he said nothing more about it. And so with Matthew on the ground and me 
up in the bed, we hefted the old hunk of metal with one swift and mighty prayer. Standing up 
there, waiting for my heart to stop hammering inside my chest, I took stock of the situation. I 
turned and looked up the drive, thought of those boys who had rocked and swiveled the 
machine all the way from the kitchen and reckoned we got the easier end of the deal. The only 
thing that remained to be seen was where on earth we were taking it. Matthew looked at me 
ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΗέ L ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎŀǇ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘ Ƴȅ ŘǊȅ ǎŎŀƭǇ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ aŀǘǘƘŜǿτin 
case it had escaped his noticeτthat his daddy already had a respectable monument. 

IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘτjust adding to 
ƛǘΦέ Ie settled himself in the cab as if a great burden had been lifted from his shoulders. The 
tension in his face was gone, his mouth relaxed so that the corners lifted a little. I thought of 
Jimmy Bailey, the way he still moved with the lumbering gait of a fat man. His wife must have 
badgered him about losing those hundred pounds during most of their married life. But it 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ WƛƳƳȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ Lǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
moment that things might have gone a whole otheǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǊŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ōƛǘ ƻŦ 
Řƻǳōǘ ŀōƻǳǘ 5ŜƴǾŜǊΩǎ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘȅ ǊƻŀŘ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŀǇ ȅŀǊŘ ƛƴ 
Plymouth. Instead, I backed up and headed south into Dixon. 

You might think I was a bit concerned how folks would react to a beat-up rusted 
washing machine sitting in the heart of their only cemeteryτōǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ 
Dixon would see it that way. No, it all came down to a question of whether we had a right to 
haul it away to begin withτeven though the damn thing had been put out there for someone 
to take. After all was said and done, though, I think it was the sign that was to blameτmade it 
out like it required some extraordinary measure of physical strength, the power and courage of 
Hercules. When the truth of the matter was, it was no great feat at all. 



tƻŜƳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ά{ƻƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƭŜŜǇέ 
by rob mclennan 

 
 

What little resemblance this would have to Amy's wedding, 

for Amy Dennis and Andy Cook, 

 

 

 I've lost my way on 

 more than one occasion. 

  Keith Waldrop, Transcendental Studies: A Trilogy 

 

 

1. 

 

A sublime, frame. Premeditates. Sibilance, and. Displaced into entirely.  

 

Meditations, into fact. From a bone-dry tree. Haphazard, through the earth. Overwhelmed, a 

doubtless pleasure. Plant-wrapped chairs, bouquets of pavement, walk. Hope springs eternal, 

Welsh. Thin, barracuda rage.  

 

Applause of light. Atlantic, wanders. Coastlines, wither. A window, thinking about itself. Does 

anyone. To bed, with a ring. Step backwards, dance. Reflexive, of. This. A certain golden band. 

The blondest wish. She eyes, we carpool. Squandered water, a square. Perfectly, different. 

Escape, of true complexity.  

 

Torn apart, by crinoline. Fisherman's light, the family. Enjoy, variety. Confetti, tinkers. Children, 

beckon. A simple thing, distorted. Conversations blossom. Show of hands.  



 

We don't know how an apartment works. The food was glorious, again. 

 

 

2. 

 

What darting glance, a crease. Complies, a flower. From the yard. I wish for people, standing. 

Redwood. Slipped, into the burly ground. The English countryside, a patch of planets. 

Formidable, a myth. Walls, were closing. The end of the movie.  

 

Burlington. Old music, longing marvels. A silver pin, a bridge. Sublime. 

 

I open heartbeat, read. Domestic space of writing, hearth. A blood-stone. Salt-thick, an orange 

sweater. Method, burning. Blowing smoke. Undid, tanned hands. A context, isolated. Expert 

means. Outside, a single, bubbled froth. Champagne, these incandescent bursts. She turns, an 

atmosphere of pearl. 

 

The wedding afternoon, so slowly. Delicate, to balance. A tonal, underlined. We drive, between. 

 

Heaven's, bronze. Fool's quarters. The shape of, basins. Cadence, trains of thought. They coast, 

a cool spray. To even me, who'd seen. 

 

Topology, a wonder. Tune slowly to taste. 

 

To unfold as a rich and interesting collaboration, 

for Khalia Scott, 



 

 

 Enough failed attempts at Beauty 

 to declare, are these unique responses 

 to specific questions? 

  Sachiko Murakami, Rebuild 

 

 

1. 

 

An all-star. Gorgeous, restraint. A vertical, I. New boots descend. Art replicates, responds. An 

emphasis on execution, craft. Of certain landmarks, up through planks. What window, turns. 

 

A business lunch. Silhouette. At least, a meeting. 

 

What, glorious knowledge. Of what can, happen. Side door of a myth. Application for a slow. 

Ten photographic, prints. Something or, discussion. Rock stars, rush the stage. Walk now, 

slightly south. Adaptation, leaves.  

 

To trade this: skin, for bone. Portfolio. What kind of, drawn. 

 

We texture, spilled glass. Windstorm, rambles. Thin blink of cherry trees.  

 

 

2. 

 



A quest, nonwriting. Dalhousie, blues. Beware, this syntax. Lower, town.  

 

In, lowercase. I can explain, everything. Is not, the city. Whom, assigned. Restriction makes it, 

beautiful. Some portraits, of. A working, water. Pecked, out of the sky. 

 

Flown down, among. Barbituate heat. The sunflower, perfectly still.  

 

Street surface, curved. We raise the question. Accident, of labels. Can't manage, what the 

earth. Two cars, collide. Grappling, an argument. To split, like shingle. Improved, intellligence. 

These sagging trees.  

 

Courses, craft maintains. A famous line. 

 

Impossible is all we have. 

 

 

 

 

Staring straight west, beach to beach, from Kitchissippi Lookout, 

for Wendy McPhee, 

 

 

 Only that which exists can be spoken of. 

  Fanny Howe, Come and See 

 

 



1. 

 

Watch, the river. Her, two. The one for whom, is hidden. Mystics, tidepool. Wandering, the 

beach. Collective, heaven. 

 

The river, great. Invention, sunshine.  

 

Your only, progress. Cities, roundabout. He makes, to kiss her mouth. A salted, quarter. Wood, 

or words. Awareness, of this distance. Sailboats, floating. Small, white dots upon horizon. 

 

Demand it. Ask for what you need. 

 

Have prompted, warnings. A thought, that carried through. So much, can disconnect. These 

glassy waves, the water. Windsurf, clues. Reflected light, amid. A second century. The shoreline, 

passes.  

 

What is, in the eye. Such beauty, anyway. 

 

 

2. 

 

Imperfect, figures. Such, staring. Fallow, blue. The earth, another bird. Carved stone.  

 

An entirely, different. Shore, to distant shore. Among. Her lily-heart, now warm as bread. The 

space around, enormous. Hilly grass, gives way to sand. Dignified, in passage. River's edge, e 

coli levels. Dead leaves, a yellow spot. 



 

Shallow, several hundred. They two, feet.  

 

Beyond, an iron railing. Listen. Bodies, in creation. Waterlogged, a wet dog. Floating, boy. 

Remote control, a tugboat. Passengers, on board. Seduce, a sunset. What is in the eye. 

 

Even, individuals. She pulls, the cloudy curtains. 

 



Two Poems 

By Nancy Flynn 

 

Wisdom for the Twitter Generation 

 
Prompt: The things I took for granite. 

 

 

A penny saved is a penny urned. 

A potted watch never boils. 

A Rolling Stone gathers no moss.  

A stitch in tine saves nein. 

A head always fishes from the rot down. 

Absinthe makes the heart grow fodder. 

!ƭƭΩǎ ŦŀǊŜ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ϧ ǿƻǊŜΦ 

Brevity is the sole of whit. 

Due as I say, not as I dew. 

5ƻƴΩǘ ǇǳǊƭ ǎǿƛƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘǊƻŜǎΦ 

Even a turn will worm. 

Evil is the route of all money. 

Every tell stories a pitcher. 

Fever a cold & feed a starve.  

Flocks of a feather bird together.  

Fly times. 

Hay makes waist. 

He who tunes the call pipes the payer.  

If deals lemon you life, Liz Lemon-ade! 

It never pores but it reigns. 

Make haste while the son shines. 

Leave no stone unterned. 

Let lying gods sleep. 

Never book a cover by its judge. 

Never gift a mouth-look in the hoarse. 

Nothing is taxed but dearth & curtains. 

Rod the child & spoil the spare.  

Rush fools in where angels tread to fear. 

The fall does not fruit far from the tree. 

The whirly bird catches the worm. 

Thick is bloodier than water. 



Those who dog with sleep will flee with rise. 

¢ƻƻΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǘƘǊŜŜΩǎ ŀ ŎǊǳŘΦ 

Two wons are better than head. 

The fence is always grassier on the other side of the green. 

The world that cradles the rock rules the hand.  

²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛŜŦ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ  ϝheart*. 

¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ϧ Ƙǳƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƴΦ  

¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀǿƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛƴǎΦ  

Young is wasted on the you. 

 
 

All That Remained to Be Discovered  
 

tǊƻƳǇǘΥ !ƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΧ 

 

 

channeling Molly Bloom 

 

the boy behind the counter puts a bag named Refresh in a cardboard cup when I ask for mint tea and 

other customers talk about chocolate-covered cherries and gingerbread while the boys behind the 

counter speak in tongues the argot of coffeeτamericano cappuccino double grande mocha latte two 

shots-and-- halfτand I hold the pen tight and Dean Martin croons Christmas and the café door opens 

night winds of December and more voices young women Jade and Vanessa laid-off baristas bitching 

about Starbucks and I turn run-on sentence running to a cliff of no meaning above a house on a beach 

above Possession Soundτcaramel macchiatoτmy warranty expired on the too-much-crazy or is it that I 

never broke in the first place only toyed with his danger animal attraction of two misfits sitting on the 

plaid linoleum my head against the Grill-A-Vator wall oven in the Titus Avenue house both of us drunk 

on that liter of wine when he said will you marry me?τeggnog frappuccinoτand I thought about all his 

boys the carpenter the cokehead the vampire my own budding juvenile delinquent son but there we 

were at long last same floor same town same force of the same universe colliding like in 1973 another 

bang in 1992 so I said yes and he lifted the empty bottle and we took turns last drops anointing our 

tongues kiss be happy he was happyτtriple nonfat espresso ristrettoτI remember he was happy yes 

the boy behind the counter puts a bag named Refresh in a cardboard cup when I ask for mint tea yes 

 



 
is worry seen 

by Eleanor Bennett 



So Fine and Subtle Were They 
by Meg Stivison 

 
Prompt: Vulcan was very angry when he heard such dreadful news, so he went to his smithy broodingmischief, got 
his great anvil into its place, and began to forge some chains which none couldeither unloose or break, so that they 

might stay there in that place. When he had finished hissnare he went into his bedroom and festooned the bed-
posts all over with chains like cobwebs;he also let many hang down from the great beam of the ceiling. Not even a 

god could see them,so fine and subtle were they. Homer's Odyssey VIII ll. 266-369, Butler Translation 

 
 

Vulcan was very angry when he heard such dreadful news, so he went to his smithy brooding 
mischief, got his great anvil into its place, and began to forge some chains which none could 
either unloose or break, so that they might stay there in that place. When he had finished his 
snare he went into his bedroom and festooned the bed-posts all over with chains like cobwebs; 
he also let many hang down from the great beam of the ceiling. Not even a god could see them, 
so fine and subtle were they. Homer's Odyssey VIII ll. 266-369, Butler Translation 
 
 

She has rules about it. She checks her email only at work, she calls him only from the cocoon of 
ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƛŎƘŜǎΣ ƴƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǎǳŘŘŜnly in town, no late nights at the office. 
{ƘŜ ǎǘŜŀƭǎ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ tŜǘŜǊΩǎΦ 
 
LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ tŜǘŜǊΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ !ƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ 
the endless nagging about wet towels not neatly hung, lights left on, milk forgotten at the 
ǎǘƻǊŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƛƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƴŜǇƘŜǿΩǎ 
christening, sucking every bit of pleasure from a shared life. 
 
She imagines, though, those same conversations with Richard, their relationship unfolding as 
ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǇŜŀŎƘŜǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ ǊŜƛǎƭƛƴƎΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŦŦƻŎŀǘƛƴƎ 
stillness of the same stories over and over. Sometimes she imagines Richard beside her, wishes 
he could hear her say something clever or see the way her hair swings forward when she 
laughs.  
 
There had been one night. One drunken night in a city neither of them called home. Ruby was 
ōƻǊŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ tŜǘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 
things, she was sick of herself. All bad reasons to make a bad decision, but it had led to her 
those hours with Richard. 
 
She is enamored of everything about Richard. She loves the clutter in his bathroom, the rings 
on the tub that translate both into a dreamy ideal of an artist unfocused on his physical 
surroundings, and also into the knowledge that Peter's criticism about a fingermark of 
toothpaste left on a mirror will never come out of Richard's mouth. 
 



She wants to know everything about him. She's thrilled to her fingertips when he suffixes a 
description of a name in wide cast of characters with "I think you'd like him," she wraps herself 
in that tiny announcement that he wants her connect their lives. He texts her good mornings 
and good evenings, that tentative connection of their lives.  
 
WhŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŜǘ tŜǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜϥŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴŘŜǎǇŜƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀ ǇŀƴƛŎƪŜŘ 
voice on the phone late at night would become a thank-you bottle of wine after Peter had gone 
out and fixed whatever silliness had taken their network down. She'd waited up for him, in 
those days, made the extra-strong coffee he loved ready for his 5 or 6 AM return, when he 
would sip it, shrug and say he might as well stay up. They would get the paper, do the 
crossword together in the dawn. 
 
Now, though, he picked up his own coffee from a drive-thru, and the late night calls meant only 
a cranky, overtired Peter the next morning.  
 
She remembered that one night with Richard. She replayed every detail, remembering how he 
took her and how he held her. He was a frat boyΣ ŀƴ ŀƭǇƘŀ ƳŀƭŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
forsaken when she met kind, stable Peter. 
 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴǘǊŀŎŀōƭŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ 
questions about the air conditioning filter or the airport shuttle from unsuspicious Peter. But 
Richard stayed in her thoughts. 
 
More than sex, more than the not-Peter-ness, more than Richard himself, it was a feeling that 
her story was not over. She was still capable of the glancing and touching of attraction. She was 
still hŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ tŜǘŜǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ 
misplaced the insurance paperwork. 
 
Sometimes, when Peter was out on a last-minute call at night, she would go downstairs to the 
study and sign in to chat. It was breaking her carŜŦǳƭ ǊǳƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ  
 
***  
 
Peter knows. Of course he knows, after so many years, he could tell from her grocery shopping. 
The small green bottles of shampoo, although she agrees that family-size is cheaper. And then, 
as if in apology, the imported capers he likes. 
 
IŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǇŘŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǊǎΣ ŀ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǊǳǎŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 
updated, but she smiles, thanks him, and goes back to her book. 
 
She was not a bad wife, overall. She constantly wanted to go out, even before this thing. Her 
suggestions of bars and restaurants to try with him turned into nights out with a group of 
friends, a seamless transition, without getting caught in a wifely nagging phase. Now she was 



kissing his cheek cursorily and telling him where she was going, reminding him that he was 
welcome to join, but nowadays not even waiting to hear why he wouldn't be coming. 
 
He had, a few times, driven by the restaurant when she'd said she'd be. She was having, as she 
said she'd be having, sushi with coworkers, or she was drinking coffee with Lisa and Lisa's sister, 
the blonde one, whose name he always forgot. Once he caught her alone in a coffeeshop, and 
ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǎŀŘŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǾŜǊΦ 
 
A few days ago, right after the capers and shampoo, he had agreed readily to her request for a 
girls' night DD, insisting on coming inside when he picked her up. He found only empty wine 
coolers, romcom DVDs, a half-eaten tray of brownies, and someone's niece's oujia board, which 
thoroughly embarrassed Ruby.  
 
He flipped her PC into slavemode, jerry-rigged a keylogger, planning to catch her in the act, 
ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǇȅ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻǾŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ 
glancing through her PC. There was no secret file of her lover's photos, no messages, but it was 
ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ IŜǊ ōǊƻǿǎŜǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ /ǳōǎ ǎŎƻǊŜǎΣ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ¸ƻǳ¢ǳōŜ ǇŀƎŜΣ ōƻƻƪǎ ƻƴ 
YȅƻǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎƛǇŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛǾŀƭ ǿŀǎ ŀ /ǳōǎ 
fan, and somehow the feeling that Ruby was no longer so passionately anti-athletics as she 
been once was a worse betrayal than anything physical that might have happened. 
 
tŜǘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ wǳōȅΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
theyΩŘ ƳŜǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅ 
ƘƛǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ wǳōȅΣ ǿƘƻ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōȅ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΩǎ ƻƛƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎΦ 
Left to herself, Peter knows, Ruby would pay the bills when the shutoff notice came. She would 
clean, cursorily, when the mood struck or company was expected. She would never clean the 
ŘǊȅŜǊΩǎ ƭƛƴǘ ŦƛƭǘŜǊΦ 
 
And yet, Ruby was the prize, the trophy wife. She had been out of his league, he was amazed by 
her. She had come to him not for his money -- her father was loaded -- but for what he 
provided emotionally. The secure home. He was sure of it. It was not his looks, this was certain, 
but she had been enamored with his stories, with all the things he could tell her, with all the 
ways that he could make her laugh and take care of her. Had once been enamored. Maybe it 
was gone.  
 
He could catch her now, there was no question,when next she talks next to his rival. He 
imagines a confrontation, when she cries and apologizes and never speaks to the other man 
again. Never speaks to or about the other man.  
 
tŜǘŜǊ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ wǳōȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǘǿƻǊƪ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΣ 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǿŀǊƳ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǳƴŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊǳƴƎΦ 
 
.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀnt a confrontation, he wants things to go on as they were, the peaceful 
contentment he has known with Ruby. He imagines her tears and apology. He imagines how it 



will feel when he has incontestable proof of her infidelity. He imagines, this time, her 
foolishness dying a natural death when Ruby sees, so clearly, that he is the one who takes care 
of her.  
 
In the morning, she is asleep on the couch when Peter comes in.  
 



Two Poems 
by Danny Barbare 

 
 

 
October Night 

Prompt: "October Night" was inspired after being alone working as a janitor in a closed in building. When I came 
home, I was inspired by the fresh air, my surroundings as I walked Miley. It was this beautiful October night that 

relieved me of being closed up. It in a sense awoke my senses. 

 

LΩƳ ŀ ƭƻnely janitor 

Now at home looking 

Up at a roof of  lovely 

Stars and soft moon 

And silhouette of pecan 

Trees as I walk Miley 

And listen to the rattly 

Crickets and feel the 

Lively breath of wind  

On an October night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Janitor 
Prompt:  "The Janitor" is also about being alone. But in this poem I was able to resolve my conflict at work before I 
came home. If I can, I like to think up poems while working, because it helps keep me at a certain pace, much like 

farm workers in the past you might say, or people doing menial labor jobs. It doesn't take all my brain to just mop. 
This poem was inspired by my job and was in sorts a therapy, that a sense of saying what I want, and this always 

inspires me to want to keep writing. 

 

Mopping 

my 

way 

down 

that 

long 

hallway 

 

I 



start 

alone 

like 

always 

 

then 

the 

floor 

shines 

 

deservingly 

clean 



 

! tƭŀŎŜ ²ƘŜǊŜ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ Any Trouble 
by Lindsay Irish 

 
Prompt: My prompt for this poem was watching the clip from The Wizard of Oz where Dorothy 

ŦŀƳƻǳǎƭȅ ǎƛƴƎǎ ά{ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ wŀƛƴōƻǿέΦ 

 
LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴǘƛŀƭΣ 
sentimental, 
about the ironic omen  
of Dorothy singing 
somewhere  
over the rainbow 
ōƭǳŜ ōƛǊŘǎ ŦƭȅΧ 
  5ƻǊƻǘƘȅ h5ΩŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 
a daughter with a voice as 
crazy as hers. 
{ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘ  
in bad way, 
except in the sepia tones of Kansas 
and the city lights of St. Louie 
and in me on Halloween. 
   She made the child realize 
we have more to carry within us 
than the sight of Chinese lanterns 
and chow mein noodles, 
buckets of candy in  
fluorescent pumpkins, 
the fractures of light  
on shoes 
glittering fire. 
    There is more to give than 
king-sized candy bars 
from the insides of  
white doors; 
there are avenues of 
terror that mean more 
than the grim reaper 
sitting in a lawn chair. 
There is more trouble to be 
had in the corner of a room 
alone 
than ringing the doorbell 
and running away. 



     Somewhere over the rainbow 
LΩƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣ 
so as to say: 
You are not alone. 
LΩƳ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ 
So as to say: 
Trouble is the fool,  
behind the moon, beyond the rain. 
 



 

The Prompt 
by Ed Meek 

 
tǊƻƳǇǘΥ ά! ōƭǳŜ ǊŀƛƴŎƻŀǘΣ ŀƴ ǳƳōǊŜƭƭŀΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴέ 

 

 

   The prompt is the color blue picked out of a hat,  

                                        and someone in a raincoat with a reason for being there. 

   Elements of a short story or a novel or maybe  

ŀ ƴŀǊǊŀǘƛǾŜ ǇƻŜƳ ŜƳǇƭƻȅƛƴƎ YŜŀǘΩǎ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ŎŀǇŀōƛƭƛǘȅΧ 

 

   Say you put yourself beneath a blue sky on your way  

to meet someone. You wear your raincoat 

   because Emily, the ditzy weathergirl, cheerily predicted rain.  

Now, you feel betrayed by her, the weather, 

   and the government. Meanwhile, the sun  

burns your eyes, sunglasses left home.  

You grip the umbrella like a weapon  

until your hand turns blue waiting for the light to change. 

   ¢ǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ōǳǘ ƛƴŎŀǇŀōƭŜ 

   of crossing the street, never mind  

assuming a persona. 

  

Yet we all assume a persona 

   whenever we don the raincoat 

   ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ 

   ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ƛǘ Ǌŀƛƴǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ 

   for someone or something to change 

   our ignominious lives. 



 

This is just to say 
by Jane Blanchard 

 
tǊƻƳǇǘΥ /ƻƳǇƻǎŜ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǇƻŜƳ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅέ 

by William Carlos Williams. 

 
 

I have written 

My last letter 

To the editor 

Of the newspaper 

 

Because you post 

As well as print 

Such matter where 

Anyone and everyone 

 

Can leap on it 

And heap on it 

Beyond the bounds 

Of civil discourse 

 

 



Dig 
by Michael Cronin 

 
Prompt: Create a story where the setting defines the character, rather than the 

character interacting with the setting. 

 
Everyone in Sloan was dead except for the grave digger. There was no trace of violence; 

no sign of disease, famine or panic. They had simply perished where they stood, leaving the 
table 
ǎŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǊŜǎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ¢ǳƳōƭŜǿƻƻŘΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ƘŀŘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘhe 
ground, and there was no remnant of their bodies, but the Digger searched for them anyway. 
Others had been mauled by various animals and hauled off to feed some wretched horde in the 
woods. He searched for those, too. 

The man had woken up in the fall, as he always did, at dawn. There was no alarm to 
startle him; no crow to stir him up. He simply arose at the first light and went about his duties 
with the same unwavering diligence as on any particular day. He kindled the fire and lit the 
stove-the old furnace had died long ago-and cracked an egg over the frying pan. The table was 
set for three, but on that day, as always, he would dine by himself. 

.ȅ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƭƭΣ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀǘŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭǳƳōŜǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŘ 
and retrieved the rake and shovel to throw into the flatbed. The Digger made his rounds that 
morning, examining the grounds of his cemetery and bearing down on every leaf and stick that 
riddled the hallowed land, so as to make it most appealing to those in mourning. He did this in 
the meticulous manner which always accompanied him in his work. He was a good caretaker, 
and took his job seriously-so much so that he was reluctant to hire any hands to help with the 
grunt work, save a young man by the name of Crowley who worked part time on Sundays. The 
Digger buried him, too. 

.ȅ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƳǇƭƻȅƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ƘŜ 
started up the battered pick-up for a drive into town. Sloan was a small place with few 
inhabitants, but even for a township of that size there was usually some amount of traffic. As 
the 
Digger drove toward the common, however, there was no sign of the typical afternoon 
congestion. 

The man heard the first noise-aside from the choked cough of his engine-as he stopped 
at 
a red-light on Main Street. It sounded like a car horn, but droned on in an infinite monotone. As 
he drew closer, the sound began to dim and droop as if weighed down by some heavy baggage. 
He drew up alongside a large SUV, whose bumper was staved in by a fire hydrant that 
protruded 
from a nonexistent license plate, water spewing lazily from its end in dying spurts. The driver 
seemed to be praying. Her hands were clasped together on the steering wheel; her head bowed 
below them and limp against the horn. The incessant beeping sputtered and gurgled, then 
ceased. 
The Digger moved on, and after a short while found that there was much work to be 
ŘƻƴŜΦ WŀǎƻƴΩǎ .ŀǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ƛǘǎ ƻŎŎǳǇŀƴǘǎ ƴǳǊǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭ Ǉƛƴǘ ǿŜƭƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ 



the last call. The Police Department was littered with boys in blue, and by the time the Digger 
managed to get all of them out of their chairs and into a neat pile by the sidewalk, they had 
begun to rot. 

When he reached the first row of houses, he pondered the idea of liberating a larger 
truck 
from the nearby dealership, but decided against it on the premise of larceny. The man piled 
bodies into the trunk bed-ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛǘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜȄŎŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƪŜǊǎΩ ƭƻŀŘ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅ-
and 
chugged back to the cemetery to fill the fresh holes with their future occupants. 

He dug in the morning and at night, so as not to labor during the hottest hours of the 
day. 
He reserved that time for collecting bodies and supplies. The work was slow, but the Digger got 
into a groove, methodically dragging, hauling and stacking as he passed each house. He marked 
each door with a cross as he departed so as not to forget the ones that he had already 
searched. 
The man was thorough, and not a one escaped him. 

The digging was the easy part. If his collecting was methodical, then his grave digging 
was honed down to a science. He would shovel by hand, for lack of an excavator, and the earth 
gave way with a speed that ascertained the urgency of his enterprise. He laid them out in neat 
rows, even measuring the distance between the grave sites. Crosses would be added later, after 
the digging, but for now simple flags with numbers etched onto their canvas would suffice as 
markers. 

By Saturday the Grave Digger had excavated some three hundred graves and checked in 
one hundred some odd tenants into their final hotel. The bodies had begun to feter with decay, 
ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŦƻǳǊ 
trips 
to the store for new gloves, placing money by the cash register and helping himself to his 
change. As the sun approached its apex in the sky, the Digger paused in his work and looked 
across at the mass of fresh, brown graves. A bead of sweat dripped down from his forehead 
and 
ƭƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŀŘŜΦ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ άbƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊΦέ 



On The Empire Builder 
by Iris Graville 

 
The prompt: Write an exuberant story as a run-on long sentence. 

 

 
I could get to New York from Seattle in five hours, non-stop on Alaska Airlines, but last 

Christmas my husband and I snaked across the upper United States on the Empire Builder, the 

train leaving Union Station four hours late (we would have been approaching JFK by then if 

ǿŜΩŘ Ŧƭƻǿƴύ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƭŜŀǊΣ ŎƻƭŘΣ 5ŜŎŜƳōŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ƭǳǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ 9ǾŜǊŜǘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

turning east toward Wenatchee and Spokane and on into Montana where, at 4 am, the Empire 

Builder wheezed to a stop to accept bleary-eyed, half-asleep passengers who had expected to 

board at 11 pm and now were ushered to their sleeper cars by the attendant, Juan, a twenty-

two year veteran of the rails who smiled in the darkness as he oriented the new arrivals to their 

cabins, converted the two lower seats to a twin-size bed and pulled down the upper bunk with 

its crisp, white sheets tucked tight with hospital corners and its navy blue wool blanket turned 

back, welcoming them to be rocked to sleep as the train rumbled on through the rest of the 

night until the dining car opened at 7 am for omelets, raisin bread, and juice to be shared with 

strangers before any of us had even had our coffee. 



 
old sour 

by Eleanor Bennett 



 

The Land of the Dead 
by Michael Kavanagh 

 
Prompt: for "The Land of the Dead" came from Writing Fiction: A Guide to Narrative Craft: "Describe a place where 

a character feels trapped.  It could be obvious--a jail cell, a dentist's chair, elevator, or orphanage--but it might be 
less obvious--an RV, an amusement park, a wedding rehearsal, or a library.  Use sensory details to suggest your 

character's discomfort, claustrophobia, or dread."  Obviously, I chose a cemetery as the place where Justin feels 
most trapped.  The story evolved from there. 

 
 

 

 In his camouflage uniform, Justin was the most conspicuous person in the Delta terminal 
at JFK.  He was aware of the eyes watching him, wondering about him, as he waited for his bag 
to drop onto the carousel.  A woman pushed past him, trying to retrieve her bag before it got 
out of reach.  Justin grabbed the bag for her and set it at her feet.  When she bent down to 
retrieve it, Justin could smell her perfume and it reminded him of Amanda.  The woman 
thanked Justin for his help and for his service before walking out into the November night.  It 
was good to be home.  After collecting his bag, Justin exited to the passenger pickup area and 
waited for Dan, who had never been on time in his life.  When Justin had called from Atlanta to 
give Dan his flight information, he told Dan an ETA that was thirty minutes early.  He should 
have gone with forty-five. 

 ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ƳŀƴΣ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΣέ 5ŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǎŜŀǘΦ 

 άLϥƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ  /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 As they drove along the Belt Parkway away from the airport, Justin looked out the 
window, trying to determine if anything had changed in the past two years, and as far as he 
could tell, it hadn't.  Dan kept quiet for most of ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜΣ ōǳǘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά{ƻΣ Ƙƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
ŦƭƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ /ƻƴŘǳƛǘ !ǾŜƴǳŜΦ  ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L 
ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ  IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ 
thrill.  He kept his nose pressed to the glass and looked for the skyline when the plane got 
closer to the city.  As the plane flew along the southern coast of Long Island, Justing tried to 
identify landmarks and roads to figure out just how far he was from the airport.  He had 
probably flown in and out of the city a hundred times, and every time he had a window seat. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƎǊŀō ŀ ōŜŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘϥǎΚ  L ǘƻƭŘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǳǇΦέ 

 άL Řƻƴϥǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  L ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǘ ƻŦŦΦ  ²Ƙƻϥǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΚέ 

 ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 



 ά!ƳŀƴŘŀΚέ 

 άbƻΣ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴϥǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 άWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘϥǎΦέ 

 Cypress Hills Cemetery straddled the border of Brooklyn and Queens.  Among its many 
residents were Jackie Robinson, Mae West, and Charlie Williamson, Justin's father.  Of course, 
Charlie was the only one of these to actually have a pulse.  He was the care-taker and lived in a 
house near the south entrance on Jamaica Avenue.  Justin had grown up in that house, though 
he had not seen it or his father in almost two years. 

 ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚ  9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

 Justin climbed out of the car, and told Dan he would meet him later on.   

 ά²Ŝϥƭƭ ōŜ ŀǘ YŜƭƭȅϥǎΦέ 

 After Justin retrieved his bags, Dan drove off and Justin walked towards his father's 
house.  He had no key, so he rang the bell.  A light flicked on in the hall and soon after that, 
Justin's father arrived at the door. 

 άWǳǎǘƛƴΗ  ²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΚέ  /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ 
ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Wǳǎǘƛƴϥǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ŎŀƭƭΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΦ  /ƻƳŜ ƛƴΣ ŎƻƳŜ 
ƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŜŀǘΦέ 

 Justin entered and dropped his bags on the living room floor, next to the couch.  He 
plopped down and surveyed the room.  On a small table in the corner was a photograph of 
Justin's mother and Justin's Army graduation picture.  Two candles stood burning on either side 
of the picture frames.  The television was on mute, but tuned to the local news.  A glass of 
whiskey sat sweating on the coffee table. 

 άaƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴϥǘ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻŀǎǘŜǊΦέ 

 Charlie smiled half-ƘŜŀǊǘŜŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΚ  ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ōƻǘƘ 
get on Lindaϥǎ ōŀŘ ǎƛŘŜΦέ 

 ά{ǳǊŜΣ 5ŀŘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳϥǾŜ ƎƻǘΦέ 

 Charlie disappeared into the kitchen and brought out a glass with ice and a bottle of 
Bushmills that was nearly empty.  He placed the glass on the table in front of Justin and poured 
until his son waved his hand.  Then he filled his own glass and sat down. 

 ά{ƻ ǿƘƻ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘΚέ 

 ά5ŀƴΦ  L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊŀƎƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴΦέ 

 ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ L ǎŜŜΦέ 



 άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LϥŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 ά²ell you sure did.  It's great to see you, kid.  Nice that you walked through the front 
ŘƻƻǊ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻȄΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ  ¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǊ ǿǊƛǘŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

 Justin nodded slowly before picking up his glass and taking a long sip.  The Bushmills 
warmed his throat.  Charlie reached for his own glass, and the only sound was the tinkling of 
the ice cubes as Justin and his father drank. 

 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΚέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 άL ŀǘŜ ƛƴ !ǘƭŀƴǘŀΦ  tƭǳǎΣ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ YŜƭƭȅϥǎΣ ǿŀƛǘƛng  Sort of a welcome 
ƘƻƳŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦ  L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ 

 άLǘϥǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ 5ŀŘΦ  L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ Řƻƴϥǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  L Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ ƻǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀ ǘŀȄƛ ƻǊ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ  Lϥƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ  Wǳǎǘƛƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇΦ  άhƘΣ 5ŀŘΣ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

 ά¸ŜǎΚέ 

 ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ ƪŜȅΚ  L Řƻƴϥǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƛƴΦέ 

 άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅΣ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ 
door. 

 ά{ŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ 5ŀŘΦέ  Justin walked out while Charlie stood watching him from the 
doorway. 

 ά.Ŝ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ƪŜǇǘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ 

 It would have been simpler to take the bus up Cypress Hills Street, but Justin decided to 
walk through the cemetery instead.  Going that way would take him over an hour to get to 
Kelly's, but Justin had always liked to wander around the cemetery and knew all its ins and outs.  
He knew there was only one road that went underneath the Jackie Robinson Parkway (so 
named because of its proximity to the Dodger great's final resting place) and where most of the 
famous graves were.  He knew that the hill behind the abbey was a great place to throw a 
kegger and that Cypress Knoll was as good a spot as any to lose your virginity.  He knew to 
avoid Houdini's grave in the Hungarian section because of all the weirdos trying to 
communicate with the dead magician.  Most of all, though, he knew where his mother was 
buried. 

 The grave was near the north entrance, on the Queens side.  Justin had walked there 
countless times since she had died at the beginning of Justin's senior year of high school.  Her 
death was one of the main reasons he had joined the Army after graduation.  Justin felt 
compelled to retaliate against the people who had smashed a plane into his mother's office 
building.  He also knew that he didn't want to live in the cemetery his whole life and that going 
to college was his only way out, but Charlie couldn't afford it and Justin wasn't quite smart 



enough to get a full ride.  So he went to a recruiting office and signed the papers.  The recruiter 
told him he had made a wise decision, that he would get paid to see the world, and that when 
ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ όǘƘŜ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άǿƘŜƴέύ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƭƭ 
for whatever school he attended.  Charlie protested when Justin told him, but also understood 
that the decision was final. 

 Justin sat on the ground next to his mother's headstone.  He leaned his head against the 
cold granite and took a pack of cigarettes from his breast pocket.  Justin had started smoking 
when he was fifteen and though Charlie never caught on, Justin suspected his mother knew.  
Even at twenty-two, Justin never smoked in front of his father. 

 άbƻ ǳǎŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ aƻƳΚέ  Wǳǎǘƛƴ inhaled the smoke and blew out a 
stream that appeared thicker when mixed with Justin's frozen breath.  The cemetery was 
mostly dark around him, but some light carried from Cooper Avenue, enough for Justin to see 
the graves that surrounded his mother's.  He had never really taken notice of them before.  
Since it was only a few weeks after Veterans Day, many of the graves had small American flags 
stuck into the ground near the headstone.  Most of the veterans were buried in the National 
Cemetery at the westernmost point of Cypress Hills.  There were even a couple hundred 
Confederate soldiers there.  But in all the years he explored the cemetery, he never noticed just 
how many of the dead had served.  Justin checked his watch and, seeing that it was getting late, 
left Cypress Hills and hailed a cab on Cooper Avenue. 

 At Kelly's, people crowded around the circular bar, drinking and laughing with one 
ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ άIŜȅΗέ  ¢ƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ 
and cheered and welcomed the returning soldier.  Justin walked to Dan who threw his arm 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ  άDƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ  ²ŜϥǾŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ  IŜ ǿŀǎ 
having trouble getting through any more sentences than that, so he put his beer into Justin's 
hand anŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŀǾŜ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ 

 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜ Lϥƭƭ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦέ  Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǎƛƎƴŀƭŜŘ ǘƻ aƛƪŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ 
him a cold bottle of beer and refused to take his money.  Another thing the recruiter had 
promisedτthat he'd have a hero's welcome when he got back.  The free booze was a nice perk, 
but it wouldn't have bothered Justin to pay for it all the same.  Turning back to Dan, Justin 
ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ !ƳŀƴŘŀ ŎƻƳŜΚέ 

 άhƘΣ ƳŀƴΣ ǎƘŜΣ ǳƳΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƧǳǎǘΣ ǳƳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ  {ƻƳŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎƘƛǘ or 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ  L Řƻƴϥǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

 ά¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΦ  {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ  L Ŝ-mailed her a couple weeks ago from 
ōŀǘǘŀƭƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ǳƳΣ ōǳǎȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ 

 Justin hoped some of his other friends were less drunk than Dan and he walked around 
the bar, shaking hands, giving hugs, everyone telling him how glad they were to see him.  Some 



ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  άbŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ me, what's going on 
with youΚέ  IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ had gotten married, who'd had a kid, who had been arrested, 
who had a great job on Wall Street.  They all asked what he was going to do now that he was 
back.  When he told Kristin Miller he was thinking about going to St. John's, she made a face 
and said, ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ !ƳŀƴŘŀ ƎƻŜǎΦ  ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƛǘΚέ 

 άIŀƴŘƭŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

 άhƘ ǎƘƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ Řƻƴϥǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 άYƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ 

 ά!ƳŀƴŘŀϥǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ  ! Ǝǳȅ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚ  CƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΚέ 

 ά! ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ  {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴϥǘΦέ 

 άLϥƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ WǳǎΦέ   

 Kristin went to hug him, but he walked away.  He signaled to Mike again, but when the 
ōŜŜǊ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻǳōƭŜ .ǳǎƘƳƛƭƭǎΦ  bŜŀǘΦέ  ²ƘŜƴ aƛke returned, 
Justin knocked back the whole glass in one shot and slammed it on the bar.  He looked over at 
Kristin who was talking to someone and pointing to Justin.  Some welcome, he thought, and 
ordered another drink.  With a belly full of whiskey, Justin went outside for a smoke.  He 
thought about going to Amanda's and pounding down the door, but even in his drunken state 
he knew it was a bad idea.  Justin found himself with no desire to go back into the bar, so he 
began to stroll down Eliot Avenue.  The QM24 bus was stopped at 80th Street, so he climbed on.  
But he didn't have a MetroCard so he asked if anyone had change.  An older man got up and, 
using his own card, paid Justin's fare. 

 The end of the line was near the Cooper Avenue entrance of the cemetery.  Justin 
walked to the gate, but remembered that the gates get locked at 8:00, so he climbed over the 
fence.  He fell when he hit the ground, but picked himself back up and walked back to his 
mother's grave and sat down.  He lit another cigarette and looked again at all the stones with 
flags next to them. 

 άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƭŀƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ 
right Mom?  Then people will see it and think, 'Wow, a hero must be buried there.'  You know 
what I did over there?  I dug fucking ditches.  Hundreds of 'em.  We tossed in the bodies.  I'm no 
ƘŜǊƻΦ  Wǳǎǘ ŀ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƎǊŀǾŜŘƛƎƎŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊƻƻƪƭȅƴΦέ   

 He got up and walked to each stone, reading names and dates, trying to figure out 
which wars the people had fought in.  There were a few from Iraq, judging from the dates they 
died, but Justin didn't know any of the soldiers. 



 Back near his mother's grave, Justin saw one of the tiny flags lying on the ground.  He 
picked it up, looking for a headstone that might be missing one.  He went to the grave next to 
his mother's, where no one had been buried before Justin left.  On the stone was written, 
ά/ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎƻƴ мфрф - Φέ  Wǳǎǘƛƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ōƻǳƎƘǘ Ǉƭƻǘǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
but didn't know that his father had already reserved a spot right next to his wife, let alone had a 
tombstone made.  Even more troubling for Justin was that the stone next to his father's read 
άWǳǎǘƛƴ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎƻƴ мфуо - Φέ  Wǳǎǘƛƴ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎƪŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΦ  IŜ 
planted the flag at the base of his own tombstone. 



 

Setting the World Ablaze 
by Christian Behrend 

Prompt: American fronts of W.W. II.  

 
 

 

Red white and blue reign down 

Red gold and black retaliate 

Trees mowed over as if grass underfoot 

Waves of men in green slowly advancing 

Birds flutter above, eggs dropping 

Rain falls from the sky 

Sherman rolls down a French street, the stocky man on edge 

He knows a Tiger is near 

 

A thousand miles away lies a simple circle 

The Rising Sun lighting up the mountain 

The Stars above trying to blot it out 

A flag envelops an island, trapping the sun in 

A Fat Man flies over cities, and mushrooms begin to grow. 

 



Two Poems 
by Kate Falvey 

 
Prompt: Write about a dream destination, fantastic, real, or really fantastic. My daughter has never been to 

Scotland and has developed a real crush on the Loch Ness monster. We planned - but, alas, couldn't take - a trip to 
Scotland. Burns' work was a fun Scottish excursion. 

 

{ƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ !ƴƴŀΩǎ [ƻŎƘ 

 

Could you travel to the highlands 

and lure the creature forth 

you would keep her icy secret 

Ψǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ CƛǊǘƘ ƻŦ LƴǾŜǊƴŜǎǎ  

is ghostly on the maps of time 

and severed from the Lorne, 

and the sea is but a rumor 

and the Loch itself a myth. 

 

Song with Gowan and Devil 

for a hypocritical Catholic 

 

Your forked-tongue tamps 

the tasty bits, 

with all the gowans blowing. 

The ease with which you pick your teeth  

with bloody bits a-showing 

against these fields of sweetness 



is of certain to be owing 

to your unholy compact 

with a kindred field of knowing. 

So tell your beads and purse your lips 

and laud your blatant faith. 

You are a self-deceiver with  

dead bone-flowers on your breath.



The Blues on Tuesday 

by Jennifer Anolik 
 

Prompt: άaȅ ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƻŜƳ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƛǘȅǎŎŀǇŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳǇǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀ ǇƻŜm that 
ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ƻǊ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

 

 
 

He looks about forty, with a tweed hat. 

I see him look at me 

as I stand at the traffic light, waiting  

for the walk signal. At first 

I think he is going to ask for money 

and I cue up my street-ward mumble. 

 

άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǘȅΣ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǘȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ 

I thank him, startled, and he slides 

into my stride as we cross the street. He tells me 

ƘŜ ƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ {ƻǳǘƘ /ŀǊƻƭƛƴŀΣ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ 

for five weeks and has eaten a lot of Cuban  

food in the neighborhood. He likes the plantains 

and mojitos the best. And every 

Tuesday he goes to hear the blues  

on South Street. 

 

He says Philadelphia is the only place 

you can find quality hats. 



IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Ƙŀǘ ǎŀƭŜ 

and now he has to figure out how 

to fit all of his ten new hats into his suitcase 

tomorrow when he travels home. 

 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǇΣέ L ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ 

when we reach the next corner. 

He tips his hat and steps 

on toward the lights of Center City, 

his fingers snapping to some  

saxiphonic melody. 



The Little Johnny Series 
by Maureen Crowley 

 

 
 

Prompt: For this exercise, I chose a picture at random and write a dialogue about what was happening in the 
scene. The purpose of this exercise was to learn proper dialogue punctuation.  

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Problem With Little Johnny 
     On the day of the big game, Little Johnny was running late.  His father was questioning him about 
things that never happened. 
     "Why did you break Mrs. Johnson's window, Remus?" his father asked. 
     "My name is Johnny," Johnny replied, frustrated.  "Mrs. Johnson died three years ago!" 
     "Now Billy, I know you didn't mean to set that bus on fire." 
     "What?" 
     "Harold, how did you get that cat stuck on the ceiling?" 



     "My name is J--" 
     "You know we can't get a puppy, Sue." 
     "Wh-What puppy? Wait, Sue is a girl's name!" 
     "That's it, Chad," his father said angrily, "go to your room!"  
     "But dad, the game!" Little Johnny protested, but his father made up his mind.  Upset, Little Johnny 
trudged up the stairs.  "For the record, my name is Johnny!" he yelled, slamming his bedroom door. 
     Ϧ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ {ŀƳƳȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ  IŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊΦ ϦaŀƴΣ LϥƳ ƎƭŀŘ 
I don't have kids!" 

Little Johnny Goes Hunting 
     One day Little Johnny and his father decided to go hunting, though it was his father who made the 
decision. 

     άhY .ƻōōȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

     ά.ǳǘ ŘŀŘΣ LΩƳ ƻƴƭȅ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΗ  !ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ WƻƘƴƴȅΣέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

     ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ IŜƴǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΗέ  

     His father grabbed a gun.  

     ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΚέ 

     ά²Ƙŀǘ ŦƛǎƘΚ  ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǉǳŀƛƭ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎΦέ 

     ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǉǳŀƛƭ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊŜŀΗέ 

 άvǳŀƛƭΚ  IƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ DŜƻǊƎŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦέ 

     ά²I!¢Κέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ  ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘǎΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ Ǝƻǘ 
into the car and drove out of town.  Some time later, they arrived at a remote wooded area.  After what 
felt like hours of walking, they finally arrived in front of a quaint log cabin.  

     ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ 

     άbƻǿΣ .ŜƴƴȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ 
hunting turkey ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ   

[ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƛƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳƴ ŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
cabin.   

     ά5ŀŘΣ ƴƻΗέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ  ! ǎƘƻǘ ōƻƻƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭlet whizzed by 
the woman and burrowed into her fine china cabinet.  Alarmed, she and her family evacuated the cabin 
and ran screaming into the surrounding woods.  Little Johnny and his father stepped over shattered 
glass as they entered the abandoned cabinΦ  hƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ 
and all.  

 άaŀǊŎǳǎΣ ƎǊŀō ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΗέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎǎΦ 

     ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŘŀŘΗέ 



     ά5ƻ ƛǘ ƻǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘŜŘΗέ  

 Against his will, Little Johnny stuffed his pockets with cranberry sauce and stuffing. 

     άbƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘǳƴǘΗέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Little Johnny Dies 
 άWŜǊƻƳŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜΗέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ W--L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ L ǘǊȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ  
Before he could say anything else, he was whisked away by his father. 

 ά!ƴŘȅΣ ŀ ŎŀǊ ƛǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ŘƛƭƛƎŜƴŎŜΦ  Wǳǎǘ 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣέ Ƙis father said. 

 ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΗέ 

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛǘŎƘΦέ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚ ²Ŝ ǿǊŜŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ aǊǎΦ !ŘŀƳǎΩǎ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ōŜŘΗέ 

 At that moment, a woman came from the house, her face white with horror.  

 άaȅ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ  {ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŀƛƴǘŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǇǊƛȊŜ-winning tulips torn and 
tread marked by the black Model-T sitting in her garden. 

 άwǳƴ 9ŘŘƛŜΗέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƭǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ  [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ Ǌŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ aǊǎΦ 
Adams in her yard with the wrecked car and maimed flowerbed. 

 Suddenly the car began to roll backwards.  Little Johnny glanced over his shoulder.  

 ά¦ƘΣ ŘŀŘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άbƻǘ ƴƻǿΣ tŀǳƭΗέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ 
his father.  He was tired.  At that moment, the car made a sickening crunching sound.  It was not the car.  
[ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀ ƭǳƳǇȅ Ƴŀǎǎ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ 
continued to roll away.  Little Johnny was nowhere in sight.  A deadly silence set in.  His father crept over 
to the pile.   

 άbƻΗέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ  IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƻǿŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳΦ  

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ aǊǎΦ {ƳƛǘƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛǘΣέ aǊΦ IƻǿŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά5ŀŘΗέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅΣ ǳƴƘŀǊƳŜŘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŎǊŀǇŜǎΦ  IŜ ǿŜŀǾŜŘ 
through the crowd.   

 ά5ŀŘΣ LΩƳ hYΦ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ 

 Disappointed, the crowd began to dissipate.  



 άhƘ ǎƻƴΣ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

 ά5ŀŘΗέ 

 ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜŀǾŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǎǘΚ  hǊ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

 ά5ŀŘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ aǊǎΦ !ŘŀƳΩǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƎƴƻƳŜΦέ 

 Wait a second, Little Johnny thought.  If he is preoccupied with this garden gnome, maybe I can 
finally do what I want without being involved in his shenanigans.  This is perfect!   

 ά¦ƘΣ ōȅŜ ŘŀŘΣ LΩƳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǾŜƴ ƴƻǿΧέ 

 άDƻƻŘōȅŜΣ ǎƻƴΗέ 

 Little Johnny ran happily down the street.  He was free.  Baseball in the park with friends, 
swimming at the local pool, and even a milkshake with Mandy Walsh, the girl of his dreams.  He did it all.  
Sadly, these events only lasted about five hours.  

 He strolled through the neighborhood, bored.  On his way home, he noticed a large crowd, 
even bigger than earlier.  The cops were even there.  Little Johnny raced to the scene.  As he joined the 
crowd he noticed his mother among the faces.  

 άaƻƳΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 άhƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ  IŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƎƴƻƳŜ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ 
ōƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Little Johnny frowned.  He began to feel guilty. !ǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴǘƛŎǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
day?  the boy wondered as he went to is distressed father.  Seeing him, Little Johnny sighed.   

 άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ hYΣ WƻƘƴƴȅΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ƴŜǿΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ 
gnome.  

 άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 His father looked up.  Time seemed to stop.  The crowd froze.  No one dared to make a sound.  

 ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ YŜǾƛƴΗέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƘŜŜǇƛǎƘƭȅΦ  [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ 
Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΗέ 

 He stood up and put his arm around his son.  The crowd cleared a path for them.  Together, 
Little Johnny and his father left.  

 ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǇΚέ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŘƛǎǇŜǊǎŜŘΦ 

 
 
 



The Things He Has Misplaced 

by Alli Marini Batts 
 

Prompt: Write 12 objects on 12 slips of paper, shuffling them in a hat or a bag. Draw one and compose a piece 
where the object drawn is utilized for something OTHER than its intended purpose. The object drawn for this piece 

was "car keys". 

 
 

I have found and put where they belong,  

dirty socks in the laundry,  

car keys hung on the rack, 

his wallet on the dresser, next to a coffee mug of change  

 

and his wedding ring,  

 

which he left 

in the left pocket 

of a pair of pants I did not buy him 

but will wash, with his socks,  

 

regardless,  

 

then fold,  

and place in the dresser drawer where they belong 

next to my bitten tongue.  



 
Travis Jackson Lives 

by Nels Hanson 
 
 

 

 

Travis Jackson was a friend of mine, 

Cowboy-bred but out of timeτ 

The West is going, going, gone, 

You can hear it fade when you hear his song. 

 

 The day before we were supposed to fly out early to Renoτά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ-health 
ōǊŜŀƪΣ .ǳŎƪΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀǘ IŀǊǊŀƘΩǎέτI came down with a terrible 
flu, complete with fever and chills and a feeling of weakness in my eyes. I lay sick in bed, with 
my head propped up, a box of Kleenex in my lap, the curtains drawn tight, aspirin bottles and 
half-filled glasses of juice crowding the night table. 
 WƻŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ L ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ wŜƴƻΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ 
improve between us. 
 άWŜǎǳǎΣ WƻŘƛŜΣ LΩƳ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǳǇΗ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ƭƛŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭǳΚ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
thermometerτ Look at meτέ 
 άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǿŜƭƭΦέ  
 She stood at the closet with her back turned. 
 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘǳƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƭƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ  
 She moved to the bureau and pulled open a drawer. 
 ά¢ƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ !ōƻǳǘ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪτέ  
 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 
 άCŀǊƻƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛƴΦ hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜτέ   
 Jodie turned.  
 άL ƪƴŜǿ CŀǊƻƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ ΩфсΣ WǳƴŜ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ /ŀǎƘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙis ashes on a 
ǿƛƴŘȅ ŘŀȅΦ bŜȄǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 
 άbƻΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘτL ƳŜŀƴǘ aƻŜ .ŀƴŘȅΦέ 
 ά¸ƻǳ ǎǳǊŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ ƛǎ ƛƴ bŜǾŀŘŀΦέ 
 άhƘΣ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ 
 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 
 Jodie swiveled toward me.  



 ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ    
 άIŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǇǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƭŘ 
ǘƘǊŜŜ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΦέ 
 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΚέ  
 Jodie stepped to the foot of the bed. In one hand she held a black silk slip.  
 ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŀŘŘŜŘ ǊƻƻƳΚέ  
 ά²ƘŜǊŜΚ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ IƻǳǎŜΚ Lƴ ǘƘŜ hǾŀƭ hŦŦƛŎŜΚ LΩƳ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŀŘŘŜŘ ǊƻƻƳΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ 
ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀ ǎǘǳŘƛƻ ƛǎΚέ 
 She turned away.  
 άLΩƳ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ  
 LΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
thrown her ring at me and gone off in the Blazer to meet Johnny Black and his bandτ 

{ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ 5ŀȅΣ ƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜ ōǳŎƪǎƪƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ /ŀŘƛƭƭŀŎΣ ǎƘŀǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
fed me clear soup for a week, before the Coles started through the snow for Denver and the 
Cowboy Club to join Johnny.  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘƛƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩŘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜŘ ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴέτ 
I sat up. Jodie had a suitcase open on the loveseat and was throwing clothes in it.  
L ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻƎƎȅΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƛŘȅƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ bƻǿ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ 
 ά²ŀƛǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Řŀȅǎτέ  
 άbƻΗ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ Řŀȅǎ ŀǎ [ŀǎƘ [ŀǊǳŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ 
ƴƻǿΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΗέ 
 άWƻŘƛŜΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻτ .ǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ ōŀŘΦ LΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ŀǎ a dogτέ 
 Jodie slipped a pair of red spike heels into a plastic bag, pressing them down on top of 
the clothes. She snapped the suitcase shut and stared at me with what looked like cold murder 
in her heart. 
 άLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ΨǎƛŎƪΩ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 
 The front bell rang. She lifted the suitcase and started across the room.  

άWƻŘƛŜΚέ 
In the doorway she stopped short and half turned. 

 άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ L 
plan to have a decent dinner tonight, ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘǊƛƴƪǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŜŀǊ 
you, think of you, for a week, till we go on stageτέ  
 άWƻŘƛŜΣ ŦƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜτέ 
 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘΗ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ 
ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǎƻƳ ōǳŘŘȅ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎΚ ¸ƻǳΩŘ Ǌŀther pal around with Harvey the Pookah than be a good 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ǊŀƴŎƘŜǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ōǳŘŘƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƘƛƳΚέ 

²ŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ 
άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ŏŀƭƭ DŜƻǊƎŜ .ǳǎƘ ŀ ǊŀƴŎƘŜǊτέ 
ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǇ ƛǘΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ 

goddamn make-ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘǿƛƴΗέ 
  There was rage in her voice, but also sarcasm and condescension. Now that we were 
famous and lived in Nashville, Jodie was the only one who really knew what my friendship with 



Travis had meant. It stung me. 
L ŦŜƭǘ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŎƘŜŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΦ  

 {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŀƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǎǘǳǇƻǊ 
ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ bǳƳōŜǊ мΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ saying that right along in front of 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŀǎ ŀ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƧƻƪŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ   

Did she believe it? Had she talked about it with Laura?  
Years ago Laura Bush threatened to leave her husband, gave him a firm ultimatum, and 

ƘŜ ǉǳƛǘ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ IŜΩŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǘƻ ǇǊŀȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ 
asked for another Travis story.  

!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ WƻŘƛŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜΣ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ 
WŀŎƪǎƻƴΣέ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ƭȅǊƛŎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿŜΩŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ 
become huge stars, the song was sure to be a monster hit.  
 άWƻŘƛŜΗέ  
 I got up and staggered after her through the house. 

I stood at the front window, watching her.   
She was marching down the walk toward the limousine. Her boots clicked on the brick 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ 
betrayed too.  
 I winced against the bright light. Jerry was there with his bandaged hand and somber 
face, holding the car door open for Jodie.  

{ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ŀ ǾŀǎŜ ƻŦ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǊƻǎŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ōƻƻǘƘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ DŜƻǊƎŜ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ 
it was a mimicτRed StamplŜȅΣ WƻƘƴƴȅΩǎ ǇŜŘŀƭ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǇƭŀȅŜǊΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǘ ƘƻǳǎŜτand 
tossed the vase and wounded Jerry when I ducked. 

Their heads came together and then they turned, staring toward the house.  
 I stood watching them as they watched me. 
 I went down the hall and got back into bed. I pulled the covers around my neck. I 
shivered hot and cold, but finally I was able to fall asleep.  
 I had a nightmare. In flickering black-and-white leaf shadows from the bedroom 
window, Jodie was making passionate love to someone I cƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ L 
watched the back of his head.  
 Unable to rush forward or turn around, to shout or speak a word or close my eyes, 
condemned to stand and watch, I stood paralyzed in the doorway, listening to the moving 
leavesτ 
 I woke up dripping sweat. I saw the fluorescent stars Jodie had pasted to the ceiling, to 
remind us who we were, and looked over at the radium clock face. It was 10:45 p.m.  
 I crawled out of bed and took a hot shower, then put a clean dry towel across my pillows 
and lay down again.  
 Once the phone rang and when I picked it up it sounded like Bush. He wanted to tell me 
ŀ ƧƻƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ¢ŜȄŀǎΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ōǳƭƭǎΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 
 ά.ǳŎƪΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǾƻǘŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ L ƭŜǘ the phone drop.  
 Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ ƻǊ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ 
 ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪΩǎΥ 
άWƻŘƛŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ ƳŜΣ .ǳŎƪΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭŜǘ WƻŘƛŜ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜ Φ Φ Φ Φέ   



Johnny had been dead hardly a week, shot by a rapper with a flintlock on an Arizona 
ranchτƘŜΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǎŎƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ /ƻƭǳƳōƛŀ wŜŎƻǊŘǎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ WƻŘƛŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪ .ŀƴŘΦ 
²ƘŜƴ LΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ WƻƘƴƴȅ LΩŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǇƭƛǘ ƛƴ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻȊŜΦ 
 After three days, I felt a little better.  

bƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ƻǊ Ǌǳƴ 
ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ aȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎǳƴƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜƴŎƘ 
doors at the pool without squinting. 
 I began to move around the barn-like house, eating snacks and sipping 7-Up, reading the 
newspaper, sitting out on the shaded patio. There was fan mail, and a fancy note from the 
²ƘƛǘŜ IƻǳǎŜΣ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƳǇŜǊ ǎǘƛŎƪŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛŎƪǳǇ ǘǊǳŎƪΥ ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ [ƛǾŜǎΗέ 

I tried ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻŎƪΦ L 
watched movies, one after the other, to take my mind off Jodie, then Johnny Black and his 
widow, Marlene.  

wŀȅ aƛƭƭŀƴŘ ƛƴ ά[ƻǎǘ ²ŜŜƪŜƴŘΣέ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ ǿƘŜn he starts to panic 
until he finds the bottle hidden in the lampshade of the overhead light.  

ά¢ƘŜ ¢ƘƛǊŘ aŀƴΣέ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŜŜǊƛŜ ȊƛǘƘŜǊ ƳǳǎƛŎΦ  
Black-coated Harry Lime murders an accomplice and has him buried in place of himself, 

so Lime can go on selling bad black-market penicillin and killing children. His old friend Joseph 
/ƻǘǘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊ ƻŦ  ά5ŜŀǘƘ ŀǘ 5ƻǳōƭŜ-· wŀƴŎƘΣέ ŦƛƴŘǎ [ƛƳŜΩǎ ŀŎǘǊŜǎǎ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ [ƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ 
in the sewers of Vienna puts the wounded Orson Welles out of his misery.  

L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ it in years and had forgotten the weird plot.  
hƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ ά¢ƘŜ aŀƴ ²ƛǘƘ aȅ CŀŎŜέτBarry Nelson pulls into his driveway at the 

end of a workday, but his front-ŘƻƻǊ ƪŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘτwhen he knocks, his wife and his double 
stand in the doorway and ask who he is.  

¢ƘŜ aƻǾƛŜ /ƘŀƴƴŜƭ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ ƴŜȄǘ ŀƴŘ 
turned it off.  

L ƪŜǇǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǘŀǇŜΣ ά5ƻǳōƭŜ wŀǿƘƛŘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ [ŀǎƘ [ŀǊǳŜ ǳǎŜǎ ǘǿƻ 
bullwhips, each whip-ŜƴŘ ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴ ƻǳǘƭŀǿΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ȅanking him from the saddle. 
Lash leaps between the horses, a hand on each horn, a boot in each stirrup.  

He gallops through the oak shadows and moonlight on the pinto and the bay, toward 
the burning cabin where the pretty dark-haired girl in a calico dress is tied up. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ƳŜΣ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ [ŀǎƘ ƛƴ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ŀǘ ŀ 
reasonable hourτWƻŘƛŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ŧǳƴ ƻǊ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅ ǳƴǇƭǳƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǘΦ 
 Each afternoon I had a single shot of whiskey and sensed my strength slowly coming 
back.  
 But the empty house and dead telephones made me more and more nervous. At night it 
was strange sleeping alone. I checked the medicine cabinet but Jodie had taken all the sleeping 
pills.  

²ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ Řƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ƻǾŜǊ WƻƘƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƭŜƴŜΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ 
about Travis Jackson? 
 Twice more I dreamed of the same black and white room of flickering shadows, of Jodie 
making love to the faceless stranger as I stood rooted at the ranch house door and the 
cottonwood rattled in the wind. 
 I wondered if Jerry had gone with Jodie to Reno, if they were having an affair. If he 



touched her breast with his bandaged handτ  
L ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ Řƻ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴƎŜǊ {ƭƛƳ CǊȅŜΣ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƻƭŘ ŦƭŀƳŜ 

ǿƘƻΩŘ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ tƻǊǎŎƘŜ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ƛƴ Nevada, put her out of the car and set her walking 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ LΩŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎƪǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴŎƘΦ  

bƻǿ CǊȅŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŀƴŎƘ ƴŜŀǊ !ƭōǳǉǳŜǊǉǳŜΣ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ŎƭƛǇ ƻƴ ά9ƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƳŜƴǘ ¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ  
L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ in the dark my imagination ran wild. I fought 

the urge to jump up from bed and drink a six-pack of beer. 
I half thought of calling Laura Bush, to see if Jodie had talked to her, but it was always 

ƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊτL ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎ 
line.  

{ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ LΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ άDƻƻŘ 
ƻƭŜ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎΦέ  

Lƴ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ WƻŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ 
the way from NashvillŜ ǘƻ IŀǊǊŀƘΩǎΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘǳǊƴ ƛƴǘƻτLΩŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ 
died from grief, before Jodie showed up at the ranch in the Cadillac that snowy Christmas 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊ ǿƛǘƘ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 
songs. 

But what could I do? 
 WƻŘƛŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ IŀǊǊŀƘΩǎ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘΦ  

L ǇƘƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴŎŜƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
get hold of Travis. 

Anyway, I needed some time too, to rest up and get my bearings. The flu was nearly 
ƎƻƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƴŜǊǾŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŀǿΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǉǳƻǊΦ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƘŀŘ 
been a shock, and then the scene with Marlene, who blamed Jodie.  

[ƛƪŜ WƻƘƴƴȅΩǎ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ aŀǊƭŜƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘτǎƘŜΩŘ ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƪŜ-up 
room on the Donny Williams Show and thrown the white cake. It had made the news, Laura 
had called to see if Jodie was all right. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƴŀƎƎƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎΦ 
I had to do something, just to get my body moving again. I thought about swimming, but 

I was afraid of a relapseτ  
L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ LΩŘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ bŜǾŀŘŀΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƴƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿΣ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘƻǇ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ 

Ǿƛǎƛǘ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ wŜƴƻΦ LΩŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŀƛǊ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƛǘ 
was past due that we meet up again. 

I was all packed to go early Wednesday afternoon when the doorbell rang.  
 For half a second I thought it might be Jodie, no one else could get through the gate.  

Then I felt a shiver. Maybe Jodie had asked the Bushes to set up an intervention, flown 
to Washington, D.C., instead of Renoτ  

{ƘŜΩŘ ǎǳƴƎ ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴέ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴ /ƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ Iouse 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻǊ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ [ŀǳǊŀΣ WƻŘƛŜΩŘ ǿŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ  

hƴŎŜΣ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅ άLǊŀǉΣέ άIǳƳŀƴƛǘŀǊƛŀƴ !ǿŀǊŘΣέ ǘƘŜƴ 
something about somebody staying up all hours of the night. 
 I took a breath and opened the front door.  
 I was relieved. 



A woman about 60, wearing too much make-up and dressed in shiny rayon, stood on 
the step. 
 ά5ƻŜǎ WƻŘƛŜ wƛƎƎƛƴǎ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΚέ  

She adjusted the front of her orange blouse. 
 άwƛƎƎƛƴǎΚ bƻΦ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƴƻǘΦέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ the door. 
 άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ άL ƳŜŀƴ WƻŘƛŜ /ƻƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΚέ 
 ά²ƘŜƴΚέ 
 ά!ǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΦέ 
 ά{ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦέ bƻǿ L ŦŜƭǘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ƻǳǘ ŦŀƴǎΦ  
 ά{ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǊprised. 
 ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ wŜƴƻΦ {ƻǊǊȅΦ LΩƳ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ  
 ά{ƘŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴΩ ŘƛǾƻǊŎŜŘΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦΦέ CƻǊ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀǘ IŀǊǊŀƘΩǎΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΚέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎΦέ 

 ά.ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
 L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƻ ŜŀǎŜ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ŀƴ L ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΚέ 
 ά/ƻǳƭŘ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 
 ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜτέ 
 ! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀ ǎƘƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ 
ǘƘŜ ŦŀƴΩǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘŜƴƛŜŘ.  
 It was sudden, real hurt, then shock, then something in between that canceled both and 
stared out at me blankly like a threatτthen dissolved into shy embarrassment. 
 άLΩƳ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
 άIŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΚ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘτέ 

I studied her powdered face, trying to see ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƻŦ WƻŘƛŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 
 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΚέ 
 ά¸ŜŀƘΦ LΩƳ .ǳŎƪ /ƻƭŜΦέ  

This was a new one. I held onto the doorknob. 
 The woman put out her hand. 
 άaŜƭǾŀ wƛƎƎƛƴǎΦέ 
 L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀnt to 
provoke a crackpot, trigger an incident. 
 άLΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦΣ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƳŜŜǘ WƻŘƛŜτέ 
 άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ƭƻƴƎΦ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇŜŜƪΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ WƻŘƛŜ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘŀȄƛΦέ 
 .ŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀr. I thought I caught a hint 
of Jodie in the swaying of her hips, in the way she leaned forward to tell the driver. 
 ¢ƘŜƴ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘǿƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ 
right away the eye finds a resemblance. If someone said Laurel and Hardy were fraternal twins, 
you might find similarities.  

!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ ά¦Ǉ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΣέ WƻŘƛŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
porch in Nevada and watched the night sky.  

Jodie and I were orphans as well as Western idols, that was part of our Cinderella story. 



Country fans and Republicans ate it up.  
 I started to go call security, but the woman was walking briskly back up the sidewalk. 
The taxi sat at the curb, its engine off. 
 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ WƻŘƛŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦέ  

She sounded a little breathless.  
ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƴŘǎ ƳŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΚέ 

 She stood on the steps, looking at me.  
 άbƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦέ  
 ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōŀǊƎŜ ƛƴΦέ  
 Again she touched a button on her blouse.  
 ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ !ŘŀƳΦέ  
 She began to fiddle with her purse.  
 άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ WƻŘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳŀƭƭτέ 
 ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
 άIŜǊŜτέ 
 She fished out a creased black and white snapshot and handed it to me, of an attractive 
girl in a sun suit holding up a bald baby in a blanket. 
 ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ WƻŘƛŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƳŀȅōŜ WƻŘƛŜ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŦŀǾƻǊ ƘŜǊ 
philandering father rather than her alcoholic mother. Jodie had said at the ranch that both her 
parents drank too much before they died. 
 The baby might have been Jodie. It might have been anybody. Sun bounced off its head.  
 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ 
 I stalled a second, then surrendered. 
 ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ƛƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  

I led her into the living room.  
 She looked at the ceiling and walls and rugs and the gold and crystal awards on the 
mantel, stared hard at the Grammies, the framed portrait of the Bushes, then the platinum 
ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΦέ  

I saw her locate the obsidian rock on its glass stŀƴŘΣ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ {ƘƻǎƘƻƴŜ 
Canyon she posed with for feature storiesτbefore her eye caught the wet bar.   
 ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ 
 ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ aŜƭǾŀΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊΦ  
 {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΦ [ƛƪŜ WƻŘƛŜ, she had greenish eyes, 
though they looked a little blurred and might be contact lenses.  
 She was waiting, a thirsty set to her lips.   
 άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΦέ 
 ά{ǳǊŜΦ {ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻΦ  
 άLΩŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜΦέ 
 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΚέ 
 ά.ƻǳǊōƻƴ ǊƻŎƪǎΦέ   

She sat in the easy chair, staring up at a big oil portrait of Jodie and me in our trademark 
black and red cowboy clothes. I poured a good drink and offered it to her with a fancy cocktail 
napkin. She seemed harmless enough. 
 ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƻƴŜΚέ 



 άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΦέ  
I sat down in the leather armchair.  
άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜτέ  
But what could I say? That she was alive? 

 I hesitated as the woman stared at me, waiting. 
 άWƻŘƛŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦ 
 She nodded and took a drink. 

ά¢ƻƳ ǿƻǊƪǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƭΦ aŀǊȅ !ƴƴΩǎ ŀ ƴǳǊǎŜΦέ 
 άLƴ tƻŎŀǘŜƭƭƻΚέ 
 άaƛǎǎƻǳƭŀΦέ 
 άaƛǎǎƻǳƭŀΚέ  

Something was off. 
 άaƻƴǘŀƴŀΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΦέ 
 άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ LŘŀƘƻΦέ 
 The woman drank from her glass. 
 άbƻΦ !ƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ aƻƴǘŀƴŀΦέ 
 L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŀǘ WƻŘƛŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ-struck pine as we picnicked and rested 
the horses the first morning at the ranch. 

Melva smiled. 
 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ Ψ¢ƘŜ .ƛƎ {ƪȅΦΩέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 
Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 
άhŦ WƻŘƛŜΦέ 
She looked taken aback. 

 άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ŀƳΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƴŜǿ WƻŘƛŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƭŜƴǘΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ 
singingτέ  

{ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘt. 
άbƻǿ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ IƻǳǎŜΦέ 

 ά²ƘŜǊŜΩŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƛƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 άhƘΣ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 
 ά²ƘŜǊŜΩŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻŦŦΚέ 
 ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΚέ  

She frowned, trying to remember.  
ά!ǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ ŎŀƳǇΦέ  

 άLƴ LŘŀƘƻΚέ 
 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦέ 
 ά{ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 ά²ƘŜƴΚέ 
 ά!ǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ ŎŀƳǇΦέ 
 ά¢Ƙŀǘ tŀǘǎȅ /ƭƛƴŜ ǎƻƴƎΦ Ψ/ǊŀȊȅΦΩ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜΚέ 
 ά{ǳǊŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƛƭƭƛŜ bŜƭǎƻƴ ǿǊƻǘŜ ƛǘΦέ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ-in-law. Intact and back from the dead, 
dressed in orange and blue and eager to reunite with her long-lost daughter. 



¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƴ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎΦ  
Jodie might have given out the information, though it seemed unlikely. Jodie never 

ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ family to me, except that 
her parents were long deceased, one in a bad wreck. 
 άLǎ ǎƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ  

The women bent forward over her drink, looking at me closely. 
 ά5ƻŜǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  

Lǘ ǇǊƛŎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƘŜǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ LΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜǘ ƘŜǊΦ  
I nodded, to cut it short.  
I thought she might be a plant, from a tabloid. 

 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ōŀŎƪΦ άWƻŘƛŜ ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ƘŀǊŘΦέ  
 ά{ƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  
 The woman turned her glass in her hand.  

άaȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΦέ {ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎΦ άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ WƻŘƛŜ 
ŦƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳΦέ  
 L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǊŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ƻŦΦ 
 άWƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ŀ ōŀōȅΦέ 
 Melva threw back her drink and set the glass and napkin on the coffee table. IΩŘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ 
a double Jack Daniels and she was finished.  
 άIŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 
 ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ hƴŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛƳƛǘΦέ 
 We sat smiling at one another. The clock ticked from the mantel, then the ice machine 
emptied under the bar.  

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦέ 
 She started to get up. 
 ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦΦέ  
Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛƎ ƴŜǿǎΦ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ 

ǘŜƭƭ WƻŘƛŜ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ 
  άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ /ŀǎƘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ 

 Was she related to him too? 
 άWƻŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ΨwƛƴƎ ƻŦ CƛǊŜΦΩ {ƘŜΩŘ 
ŘŀƴŎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘΦέ  
 L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻǊ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 
 άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ WƻŘƛŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ WƻŘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ 
easy for me to lie. 
 άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ  

She stood up with an effort. She raised a hand to pat her hair. 
άLǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘǊƛǇΦέ 
άIŀǎ ƛǘΚέ 
άL ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΦέ 
άCǊƻƳ aƛǎǎƻǳƭŀΚέ 
άCƛǊǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ 5ŜŜǊ [ƻŘƎŜΦέ 

  I got up reluctantly. 
  άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 



  ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΦέ  
  Her brief smile clouded over.  
  άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ WƻŘƛŜ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ bƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƪƛŘǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇΦ WƻŘƛŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ 
ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƻƳ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅ !ƴƴΦέ 
  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 
  ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ 
  άL ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀ ǘǳȄŜŘƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƳΦέ 
  She shook her head. 
  άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ¢ƻƳΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ 
  άL ǿƛǎƘ LΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊΚ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ WƻŘƛŜ 
ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōȅΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ  
  άbƻΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  
  Now she looked worried. She smoothed down her blue skirt.  
  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀƭƭΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƭŀȅΦέ 
 άLŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘΦέ 
 {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
 άLǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘŘȅ ŘƛŜŘΦέ 
 άIŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΚέ  
 άIŜ ƘŀŘ ŎŀƴŎŜǊΦέ  
 She said it matter of factly. 
 άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 
 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ {ǘƻƳŀŎƘΦέ 
 ά²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŜΚέ 
 WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƘŜΩŘ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǘ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ 
and ended up draped over an oak limb.  
 άCƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǇǎŜǘ ƘŜǊΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 
 Now everything started to slide again. 
 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜτέ 
 άbƻΣ ǘƘŜ ǘŀȄƛΩǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƭŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦέ 
 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǊŜΚέ 
 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΦέ 
 άL Ŏŀƴ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦέ 
 άbƻΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΦέ  
 She lifted a hand to her brow.  
 άL ǎŀǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢± ǿƘŜǊŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦέ  
 She seemed eager to switch the subject. 
 ά[ŀǎǘ ǿŜŜƪΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 She looked me in the eye. 
 ά!ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΚ 5ƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ WƻŘƛŜΚέ 
 άbƻΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀ ŎŀƪŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ The Star. 
 L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
 ά²Ŝƭƭτέ 
 She turned and I followed her to the door. She put her hand out to shake. I started to lift 
aƴ ŀǊƳ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƘǳƎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  



 άbƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳŎƪΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳŜΦέ L ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
άL ƪŜŜǇ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΚ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴ 

¢±Κέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎΦ !ōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ LΩƳ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΦέ 
άtǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ .ǳǎƘΚέ 
ά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΦέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦέ 
 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΦέ 
 I started to ask if she needed some money, for the cab, then decided against it.  
 !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ WƻŘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
last gift from Jodie. 
 ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜΦέ 
 ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŀƴŘƻǳǘǎΦέ 
 άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ bƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 
 άbƻΣ L ōŜǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƎƻΚέ 
 I glanced at my watch. 
 ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΣ LΩŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ hƳŀƘŀ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ 
a good long visit with Travis. I felt in my pocket for my money clip, to give her a couple hundred. 
{ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ WƻŘƛŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƘƻǿƴ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ  

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ LΩŘ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ aŜƭǾŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƪŜŜǇ ƳǳƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǾƛǎƛǘΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ WƻŘƛŜ 
acted up and I needed an ace in the hole.  

There was no need to cut off Melva from her source, if she had a source. I doubted that 
Jodie gave her very much. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘΚέ 
 άLǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ {ƭƛƳ CǊȅŜ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘΚέ 
 L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ Ŏoncerned 
ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ƳŜǘΦ hƴŜ Řŀȅ ƻƴ ŀ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ǊƻŀŘ ƛƴ bŜǾŀŘŀΦέ 
9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭŜǎΩ 

rags-to-riches legend. 
 ά²Ŝƭƭτέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ άDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘΦέ 
 L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ά{ŀȅ ƘŜƭƭƻ ǘƻ WƻƘƴƴȅΦέ 
 άWƻƘƴƴȅΚέ {ƘŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦ 
 άWƻƘƴƴȅ /ŀǎƘΦέ 
 άhƘ ȅŜǎΗέ {ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜƭƭƻΦέ 
 I watched her walk down the sidewalk to the taxi. She smiled and waved as it drove off.  
 L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ WƻŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ 
it into the kitchen. I noticed the orange lipstick on the rim and for a second felt a sliver of 
doubt. I thought of keeping it, for DNA, but decided against it and turned on the tap.  
 L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŘ ǇŀƭƳǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ƳƛƴŜτ 
 ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƳŜ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΚέ 

The first night at the ranch, after Frye had abandoned her in the desert, Jodie had stared 



ŀǘ ƳŜ ŦƛŜǊŎŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŜƳŜǊŀƭŘ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ LΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀǘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ  
{ƘŜΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ǎǘŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǎƻƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƭȅǊƛŎ ŀǎ 

she floured and fried the chickenτά¢ǊŀǾƛǎ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΦέ  
She set down her fork.  

 ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘΦέ  
She traced the curved crease with her fingernail.  
ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜ ƭƛƴŜΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǊǎǘΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳƛƴŜτέ 

 She turned hers over, so our palms met side by side on the tabletop. 
ά{ŜŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘŀǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ƘŀǾŜΚ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭƛŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦέ 
 ά²Ƙƻ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  
 άaȅ ƳŀƳŀΦέ 
 ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅΚέ 
 ά¢Ƙŀǘ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜŘŀȅ LΩŘ ǎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜǎτ
Iƻǿ Ωōƻǳǘ .ǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ WƻŘƛŜ /ƻƭŜΚέ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ƻǳǊǎ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ 
flickered with the moon and rustling shadows of cottonwood leaves.  

I let it all goτaŜƭǾŀ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴƴȅ .ƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƭŜƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ CƛǊǎǘ [ŀŘȅΣ WƻŘƛŜΩǎ 
siblings Tom and Mary Ann and their father dead of cancer. I turned to get my suitcase, thinking 
about Jodie and Reno and the long drive in front of me, about what waited on the other end, 
maybe a Jerry or Slim Fryeτ  

Then suddenly I smiled to myself, for the first time in a week, as I saw the coming scene 
light up in my head.  

Travis Jackson would be fairly amazed when the white Caddie pulled into the barnyard 
by the big cottonwood.  
 
 



Scaffolding 
by Chelsea Clammer 

 
Prompt by Kathryn Deputat from the book Now Write! 

Directions: 
1. Begin with a specific topic (moment, person, place condition, etc.) 

2. Find an image that draws you, and bring it into your writing space. The image does not 
necessarily relate to your topic. 

3. Make a list. Write the first thing that comes to your mind in the response to the following 
prompts whether it relates to your topic or not: 

 
1. an expression or phrase 

2. a day of the week 
3. a sound 

4. something you associate with a grandparent 
5. something in you refrigerator 

6. a sensation 
пΦ DƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ ŎŀǘŎƘŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜΦ ²ǊƛǘŜ άLǘϥǎ ǘƘŜΦΦΦέ όǿƛǘƘ άƛǘέ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

which you glimpsed and contine writing without stopping for twenty mintus. As you write, 
bring in the items listed in number 3. 

 
Alright, so here is what I set myself up with: 

 
1. Licking a lover's back 

2. The cover of a book found on the desk 
3. Tuesday 

4. a phone with an answering machine 
5. bang 
6. cake 
7. chill 

 
It's the ring on her finger that catches my eye. It rests attentively on her middle finger, the hand 
almost curled into a fist. But it's not quite a fist, not quite ready to punch out. The ring is silver 
shining gold, her skin a tan hue. I have a ring like this, one I bought at an antique mall when I 
was in high school. I haven't been to an antique mall in years, and I wonder what I would find in 
one now. I wonder if I would find one of those old phones, like my grandmother uses. Not the 
rotary kind, but a new sort of antique. A phone with an actual answer machine. An answering 
machine with an actual tape you have to rewind and erase, recording one message over the 
next.  
 
It was a Tuesday night when I left a message on her voice mail. Emma had a cell phone, a 
number I used to have memorized, but now it is just a jumble of digits in my mind. It was a 
Tuesday that I called her, because Tuesday was the day in which I always felt manic. This was 
when I was in high school, this was when my bipolar disorder was trotting along unmedicated. 
There was a bang in my mind, a chill that went through my spine. Yes, this was Tuesday because 
I was flying down the highway in my truck, leaving manic messages on Emma's cell phone about 



how great the world was, how happy I was to be in it.  
 
Emma had curly brown hair and dark brown eyes. Later, I would look at Jen and I would think of 
Emma's eyes. I would think of the way Emma's eyes always looked into mine, as if she could see 
past the mania, past the dizzying swirl of my irises and into the actual person that lived inside. 
Jen did this, and she could do it even with her eyes closed. 
 
We are in my bed, I have tugged my favorite ring off of my finger. The one I got at the antique 
mall, the one that's silver shining gold in the soft yellow light of my room. The ring is a heavy 
silver, and consists of thick swirls. Lying on my nightstand, it stares back at Jen and I, as I flip her 
over on her stomach and lick my way along her back. Even with her eyes closed, even with her 
face turned down to my pillows, I can feel her presence penetrate me, eat at me as if I were a 
delicious cake. She divulges into me, and I come back at her with hands full of noise.  
 
I am on top of her, our skin smooshed against each other. But this is before we could kiss, before 
her girlfriend gave us permission to do so. So I lick her back and taste all of her skin that I can. 
Her sweat is like icing, a sweet layer to savor I will eventually bite into more. 
 
 



 

Wasting Time 
by Samantha Nelson 

 
Prompt: άI used the video ǇǊƻƳǇǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜƳ άǿŀǎǘŜŘ ǘƛƳŜέΦέ 

 
 

Wasting time  
I plan to unwind  
I'm in the kitchen  
pouring my wine  

Skipped work today  
Drinking away  

The hours will go  
But the buzz always stays  

It's nice to kick back  
Just sit and relax  

pouring glass after glass  
As the time seems to pass  

I sit on my ass  
Wasting time 

 
 



Veil Lifted 
by Gary Glauber 

 
Prompt: Create a poem using as many ie and ei words as possible. 

 
 
Fie on thee, fiend financier. 
He who deceived friends and neighbors, 
the thief, selling a piece of the dream 
with strangely reinforced returns. 
A proprietary fiefdom of inscrutable liens  
and phantom hedge fund niceties,  
a steady diet of piebald skeins  
woven into leisure and fancy eiderdown,  
eight pied-a-terres with views of the Seine,  
an inveigled world where crossed circuitries  
created a deity of false beliefs, where unwavering loyalty  
to this fiery nonpareil of the investment field 
unveiled a quiet acquiescence that belied  
the Frankenstein reality, a feisty monster 
gone amok with seismic grief, veiled threats, 
and an unsteady diet of seized assets and 
sovereign guilt, with weighty ties to all. 
Promises now forfeited are sadly reinvented 
as a collapsed vein, a no yield nightmare,  
a receipt for the void that exists in lieu 
of the tiers in this pseudo-9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴΩǎ ǎŎƘŜƳŜΦ 
Vanished in a brief, piercing way,  
tied to the mast and drawn through the sieve  
until all that remains is a short pier and a long walk,  
a beige reverie and the heavy freight  
of knowing their deficiencies and how,  
even in grief, nothing can be retrieved. 
 
 



 

Two Poems 
by Michael Pagan 

 
Prompt-ά.ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƳŀƴǳǎŎǊƛǇǘ ǘƛǘƭŜŘ Ϧ¢ƘŜ 5ŜŦƛƴƛǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ¦ƴŀōōǊŜǾƛŀǘŜŘ IȅǎǘŜǊȅ ƻŦ 

the Ordeal also known as Human Society by Marvelous Swabb."  Eric Baus once mentioned in an interview that all 
he ever tries to do with his poetry is "create an environment." That's definitely an element that I try to explore 
throughout my manuscript and these two pieces in particular. What I did was employ two structural/narrative 

approaches: the narrative sequence form, and how it relays poetic narratives in newer and more unique ways, and 
ŀ ŘƛŀƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ LΩǾŜ ǘŜǊƳŜŘ ! tŜǊǇŜǘǳŀƭ ¢ŜƴǎŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀƭ 

realities are given agency to perform within the same space, at the same time. Simultaneity, in short. Tom 
Stoppard's play Arcadia was a huge influence there--particularly the final scenes of the play.  In a lot of ways, I 

believe that's how "reality" works: we're constantly juggling between private time and public time; private reality 
and public reality; real-time and memory/imagination/personal history. 

 

 

Dramatic Gesture Above the City 
 
There are new, subtle red 
edges--a breathtaking sound 
dusting the rounded elbows;  
trees, large as brains: 
 
the organ of an unsuccessful genius. 
 
Swooping about, the city was too, imitating 
motions of brushing the pavement, at  
the window, inhaling the city: 
 
άƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎŜŜƳ ƘŀǊƳƭŜǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 
 
--weeping into a pillow-- 
 
άǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘέ 
 
--all moving the same direction-- 
 
άōǳǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴΣ Ƴȅ ƎƻŘΚέ 
 
ineluctable dust; at the edges, ate. Loving 
in fragments--air made sound: I am the victim. 
 
άŀƴȅƘƻǿΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘέ 
 
this side of the highway grass, alongside 



the foot, where my bare feet grub along,  
and pry loose drowsy pools of rain water;  
collapsed on its side; stripped like grave-clothes; lying  
the sounds of clapping; moving the sound  
of shambles; its depressed soles mumbling--sinking.  
 
What are the autobiogeographies of green grass?   

 
How does one get to know the crippled limbs of a city?  
 
The street--as in the actual road-- 
like broken shoelaces 
 
 

 
A DIAPHRAGM OF AN HUMAN 
 
This is where I became beautiful 
fresh and clean after the aftermath of the rains 
the color of God (whose real name we never really knew) 
by the time the rains came at the end of August, 
under-world marriages were taking place, then someone dared to say: 
those contraptions will fall, will slice my head in the dark hours 
and leave my body in the discolored morning sky for the day, 
as cheaply as possible, to conceive even more ambitious plans 
ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀƴŘ ǳǊƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭ 
well, at least one of us will make it 
ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊǎǘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǿǊƛǘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻŘŜǎǘȅ 
that was the end of plaguey optimism the end 
of lungsbreath the end of good 
shall I call you Gd. instead? 



you will fly with happy thoughts 

by Eleanor Bennett 



Everything After the Before 
by William Henderson 

 
Prompt: Post Apocalyptic. 

 
¢ƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ōƭƛƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎe I told them I am blind, but I am not blind, and because they think 
LΩƳ ōƭƛƴŘΣ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ƴŀƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŀǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳǎŜŘΦ L ǘŀƭƪΣ ǘŜƭƭΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ 
rapture ς enraptured, probably, but in rapture is more apt, I think, and because I tell this story, I 
am this story. I will use the words I want to use without regard for how you might want me to 
use these words ς and sometimes they can no longer sit in rapture and sit still and then they 
are not still. I invite everyone inside, and they, in turn, occasionally, invite someone inside, men 
inside men inside women inside men, feeling, not wanting to feel, remembering, not 
remembering, humid afternoons becoming necessary showers, leaning against a tile wall, 
sweating. 

And I do not stare because they think I am blind, and there was a blind storyteller before, 
Tiresias, who told stories, and who was blinded when he did not name Hera the loveliest of 
them all. And I might one day be blinded because I am unable to name one of these bodies 
lovelier than any other, because these bodies are alive, and surviving. 

I found my son in his room. He was wearing a green-hooded jacket. I hated this jacket. Hate this 
jacket. My son wore this jacket regardless of season. August-hot, and still, that goddamned 
jacket.  

My son was wearing this jacket and he had tied the hood tight so that all I could see of his face 
were his eyes, amber. And his eyes were open, though his body was not open, and he was not 
breathing and I held him and I cried and I offered to switch places with him and I wondered why 
I was not taken and he was still there, not being there, and I held him and I told him about the 
day he was born, even though I have ς had ς told him that story so many times. 

Remember Alas, Babylon? I read this book ς prophecy ς in tenth grade. Mrs. Rowe, loved to 
teach this book and did, every year.  I remember the women who stole jewelry off dead bodies, 
rings and necklaces, bracelets, and whose skin, where touched by these stolen rings and 
necklaces and bracelets, turned green.  

If jewelry is being stolen and worn, we cannot tell. Nothing green here. And I miss the color 
green, and I ask sometimes for someone to define green for me, and each definition I hear is 
different from the one that came before. I like that each definition is different from the one 
that came before. They define green for me because they think I am blind, and I do not tell 
them that I can see, and that I have seen green, and that the color green is the color I most miss 
because we no longer live in a world in which things are green. 

If I tell you that I am getting aroused telling this story, thinking of you reading this story, getting 
aroused at my arousal, would you tell me what you think of the color green? 



The emergence, because what else to call how we ventured out of our hiding spaces but 
emergence, happened slowly, then all at once. Men and women and children, some related, 
most not, venturing outside, emerging, blinking into the August sun, not sure why the sun was 
still shining. Is still shining, suspended, rising, falling. The moon remains, too. How these orbital 
bodies remain suspended, doing what these orbital bodies do, is a mystery.  

They ask me to solve the mystery, to find out who did it, and with which instrument, and in 
which room ς library, kitchen, the oval room with the red phone always tied to Moscow ς the 
flash originated. 

A child in a grocery cart, in the back of the cart, clinging to a box of animal crackers, wanting to 
open this box of animal crackers, angering his mother, a clip in her hair, a hastily tied ponytail, 
shoes without socks, tired, sad, still angered by this boy ς her son? ς clinging to a box of animal 
crackers. Before the flash, they were in aisle seven. After, they were still in aisle seven, the box 
of animal crackers on the ground. No ark would keep these two-by-two animals safe. 

James and Juliet. Or Peter and Marie. Chris and Samantha. Son and mom. Mommy. Mama. 
Baby boy. Wet thing. Names we give each other, ourselves, the people we call community and 
home. I call these people the last two people I saw before the flash. I was in aisle seven behind 
them, and I was holding a box of animal crackers, and I was going to open the box of animal 
crackers and eat one in front of this complaining child because complaining children bother me. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ L 
was doing before ς washing my car ς and I remember what I was doing after ς not washing my 
car ς ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳber the flash.  

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ  

In the beginning, even before the heavens and the earth, the flash must have been. I imagine it 
lurking out there, in here, wherever it was before it did what it was born to do, and I imagine it 
with a moustache, because most villains have moustaches.  

After the flash, because we have no other words for what happened other than the flash, but 
before the emergence, because what else to call how we ventured out of our hiding spaces but 
emergence. we waited in basements and storm cellars, barns, attics. We were Anne Frank and 
her family. We remember that story; we remember most stories about hiding. She died. Most 
ƻŦ ǳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ hǊΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛŜ ŘǳǊƛng the flash. No other words for the flash 
but the flash.  

Everything since, after, has been because of, or due to, our inability to name what happened as 
anything other than the flash.  

My fellow Americans, Europeans, Eurasians, Antarcticans, and so on replaced with My fellow 
humans, said once a month by a shifting rotation of former world leaders who share leading 
this after world.  



My fellow humans, today is the 11th, 45th, 79th, 100th, day since the flash ς even our world 
leaders use the words the flash to describe the moment after which everything changed ς and 
today is a little better than the day before, and tomorrow will be a little better than today, 
because we are here and we are thriving and there is plenty for which we must give thanks. 

Days turned to weeks turned to months. Food and water dwindled, but not as quickly as you 
might think. 6.94 billion becomes fewer than 1 million and the food and water supply continues 
to stretch. Farther. Through. Around.  

Some of us were afraid to eat and drink, and some of us starved because of it, and some of us 
ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
remember much from before, because the after is much like the before, but with fewer of us 
ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ remember much from before. 

On that first Thanksgiving, we hunted turkeys and we mashed potatoes and we traded pie 
recipes and we did not sit as a group, because the best way to spend that first Thanksgiving was 
alone, eating until we slipped into deep tryptophan-fueled sleeps. 

We still have electricity, and laws and order and mostly no one breaks these laws, and order is 
kept, and no one is put to death because we no longer live in a lottery world.  

Plenty of room to expand. Up, sideways, down. Maybe not down. Underground remains 
underground. Tools? We have plenty. No need to reinvent the wheel. 

That first Christmas, we waited for Santa Claus to present himself as real, because, in this after, 
everything we once thought unreal was real.  

Buildings were left undestroyed, mostly, but cars no longer work. Who can say who picked and 
chose what would remain viable. Some of us remain viable and are repopulating. Every night. 
Repopulating. Before, we would have called this repopulating fucking. I liked saying that word. 
Before. 

We leave the dead where the dead were left, because we have few places to move the dead 
that were left after. There is no stink. Or, there is stink, but we no longer can separate stink 
from life after. For a while, some of us wore masks, and for a while, we fought over these 
masks, but when those without masks outnumbered those with masks, we knew that we no 
longer, and never, needed masks.  

No one knows why the flash, and when then, the flash, and why those who are not dead and 
left where the dead are left are not dead and left where the dead are left.  

²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ bŜǿ IƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ 
Freedom and Never Forget bullshit. Cities keep their already foreign-sounding names: Tampa 
and Berlin and SŀǊŀǘƻƎŀ {ǇǊƛƴƎǎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ƻǾŜǊ ŦŜƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǿŜŜƪƭȅ ǘƻǿƴ Ƙŀƭƭ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎǎΦ ²Ŝ 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ CŜǿŜǊ ƻŦ 
us, sure, but is less such a bad thing? 



I miss music, new music. Nothing new is being recorded or released. A lover made me a mixed 
/5 ƻƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ±ŀƭŜƴǘƛƴŜΩǎ 5ŀȅΦ IŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǊƻǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ 
given me roses in a long time, and before I went home that night, he gave me this mixed CD, 
and when I miss music most, I remember this mixed CD, and I may not remember each song on 
the CD, but I make up the playlist. I think I get at least one or two songs right.  

LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘoo much joy, I would be taken away. 

! ƭȅǊƛŎΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ! ƭȅǊƛŎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ǎƻƴƎǎ ƛƴΦ IŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŀƛŘ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ 
but I knew the I love you was coming, on the tips of our tongues most nights, and I had not yet 
memorized his body, the scars on his wrists, where, one night, he had cut himself, just because, 
he had told me when I asked him about the scars. And just because he used the words just 
because, I stopped seeing the scars as anything but the before in his life leading to his after with 
me. 

I look for him, for adults I knew as a child, and I look for faces and voices I once knew, 
sometimes intimately, and each time I seek familiarity, I am reminded that nothing after can be 
familiar because we have nothing to compare after to.  

Roses are gone, or, if they live, they live somewhere else. We are restricted to the places we 
can reach on foot. Some set out to walk the world. An old woman ς probably 70, if 70 can be 
called old in our after ς led the walk. She wanted to see Australia before she died. She was 
living in a place called Illinois before. After, she was in Topeka. A tornado, she said. A 
farmhouse. A woman on a bicycle pedaling furiously outside the window in the tornado. She 
had a dog, this woman inside the farmhouse, but this dog had been afraid and died, after, 
always after, because the people and animals who died during would not remember being in a 
farmhouse in a tornado while, outside, a woman pedaled furiously on a bicycle. 

We do not live in her tornado. We live elsewhere, here, somewhere over the rainbow, where 
we dream in black and white because anything brighter than black and white reminds us of the 
flash and we do not want to be reminded of the flash because reminders of the flash mean 
remembering what was before the flash. 

This music on the CD he made me made me love him and hate him, because I knew that by 
loving him, when he no longer loved me, or when I no longer loved him, or when we decided, 
mutually or otherwise, to stop loving each other, would remind me of him and of this specific 
±ŀƭŜƴǘƛƴŜΩǎ 5ŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǊƻǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘǊŀƴƪ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
used the word love in a card and I badly wanted to tell him that I loved him, but I did not want 
to taste saying these words out loud. Out loud.  

hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘȅΦ IŜ Ƴŀȅ 
have. He knew how and where to touch me, the times to be gentle and the times to not be 
gentle, and the moment when he decided to no longer love me, he knew that moment, too, 
and he knew how best to tell me that he no longer loved me so that I knew definitely that he no 
longer loved me. 



¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊƴŀŘƻ ǿƘƻ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ¢ƻǇŜƪŀΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ 
Harriet, even though Harriet is not her name. We named her Harriet as in Ozzie and, because 
she was in a farmhouse in a tornado and landed elsewhere. 

I liked the before. I ran each morning, and I wanted to like yoga but I did not, and I was 
apathetic about religion ς think how quickly that changed for many of us ς and I went to work 
where I worked and hated the work I worked, and I kissed my spouse hello and I kissed my 
spouse goodnight and sometimes my spouse and I did more than kiss goodnight. 

My stories become their stories become our stories. 

/ƻƳŜ ƛƴΣ L ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ōǳǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ 
incoming outgoing postcard from before. 

5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜǊǎ ŦŜƭƭΚ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
month, that day, for days and months and years after, you know about the day the towers fell 
because we were each inside those falling towers and we were each the bodies falling outside 
of the falling towers and we were the rescuers and the mourners and the newsmen and women 
trying to capture the moment the towers fell because already, then, we knew that we would 
remember wanting to remember the moment the towers fell.  

Before those towers fell, we did not know of an after the towers fell, because we did not think 
in terms of before and after. Only after a before do you think in terms of after.  

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ǎƻ L 
will say nothing about not knowing what to say about not knowing what to say. And I will train 
a neǿ ǎǘƻǊȅǘŜƭƭŜǊΦ LΩƭƭ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ !ƴ ŀǇǇǊŜƴǘƛŎŜΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōƛƭƛƴƎǳŀƭΣ ǘǊƛƭƛƴƎǳŀƭΣ 
willing to try anything at least once and hopefully more than once, because storytelling is a 
lonely story to be. I must be everything to everyone and I end up being nothing because I have 
nothing left to ensure I stay everything. This apprentice will become the new sorcerer, and 
under his reign, brooms and mops will dance and make merry. 

We need more merry. We shrouded our mirrors in black and tore our clothing and cried until 
we were waterlogged from crying and we went to cemeteries and talked to the before-dead 
because there is no room for the after-dead and I feel I must archive each after-dead, 
remembering their before-dead, resolving their afterlives.  

A soccer star. A home run legend. A father who tried and failed to quit smoking. Lovers under 
bridges in parked cars in locked rooms in hallways and schoolyards and beds with limbs akimbo. 
I like the way the word akimbo sounds and feels, though I have stopped recognizing the sound 
my voice makes when my voice has a sound to make. 

We went to church and we asked for forgiveness and we asked for reasons and we kept saying 
that word, why, whywhywhywhywhywhywhy, until we sounded like a murder of crows. 



 

The Fender Bender Ninja 
by Bonnie Ditlevsen 

 
Prompt: This is a flash poem, written in response to a writing prompt to find a creative way to detail one's most 

recent vehicular mishap. 
 

When the love tap happened 
on the 164th exit, that 
stupid right turn where you get your own lane 
but nobody ever knows that 
and they slow, sometimes stop 
When the love tap happened 
since you, Fool from Not Around Here, had stopped, 
then only half accelerated 
And I, kind of tired, 
having driven my boys all day up the Gorge 
having tasted high desert wines, their sage still in my throat 
Well, I stepped on it, wanting to get home 
thinking you were stepping on it, tooτ 
and my eyes checked the two lanes to our left 
because cars will change lanes right into a person there, 
even a tired person 
just back from the Gorge 
and 
I rammed your dirt bike rack 
Ruining it 
and the front end of my car. 
aȅ ƻƴŜ ƪƛŘϥǎ ŎŀǊ ǎŜŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōǳŎƪƭŜŘ 
τHe's a rebel, like his dad wasτ 
and the little guy flew forward into my back, 
and I hated you for not driving when you were supposed to just 
drive 
τWith no one in front of you, what was the delay?τ 
but it was my bad 
[though this spot is the worst in the county] 
And I knew you would not like me 
But I never dreamed 
You'd step out of your Bronco, yell FUCK 
raise your two arms like an eagle 
And your right leg, foot to knee 
then do a Warrior III move at me, 
Arms clasped, right leg sticking out 
holding yourself like that 



before storming my way 
My sons said Did he use the F-word, Mommy? 
[that's 50 cents in the swear jar] 
and I quivered in my seat 
Not sure if I should talk to you, Tall, Angry Ninja 
American freedoms make head cases 
out of so many of us 
But I got my balls together 
Like any self-respecting solo mother 
and stepped out, looked at you 
Thought about that Warrior III move 
and why. 
I used deference 
and told you I was tired 
driving tired 
And that I was sorry about wrecking your bike rack 
and probably your bike. 
You were tall, nerdy, one of those 
Intel types 
and you stared at my butt 
and then, seeing the kids, 
ceased with the harshness 
We worked it out 
You wore a gold band 
And later on I laughed 
each time my sons asked me 
Why, Mommy, did that guy want to ninja us? 
Because, boys, I said, 
he wanted to use his yoga somewhere 
outside the studio 
and we gave him a really cool chance to. 



Qhd 
by Letitia Moffitt 

 
The prompt: Write a creative nonfiction essay entirely in dialogue. Normally we think of a nonfiction essay as 
having narrative at its core, but why should this be so? Eliminate narrative intervention entirely and see what 

happens. 

 

Ten years ago: 
aŜΥ  LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ tƘ5Φ 
IŜǊΥ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ  [ŀǿ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ  aŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ 
aŜΥ  LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ tƘ5Φ  Lƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΦ  ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛǎΦ 
Her:  (long silence)  Business school? 
 
Last year: 
MeΥ  LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ tŜŀŎŜ /ƻǊǇǎ ǎǘƛƴǘΦ  LΩƳ ƛƴ ŀ Ǌǳǘ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
my life. 
Her:  (long silence)  How about law school? 
 
Last month: 
aŜΥ  LΩƳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƴȅ tŜŀŎŜ /ƻǊǇǎ ǎǘƛƴǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƳŀƴȅΧǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
life to deal with right now. 
IŜǊΥ  ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ 
 
Two weeks ago: 
aŜΥ  LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ 
Her:  What kind of business? 
aŜΥ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅŜǘΤ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 
Her:  What kind of business? 
aŜΥ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  LΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ 
ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΦ  LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǎǘŀƎŜΦ 
Her:  What kind of business? 
aŜΥ  LΦ  5ƻƴΩǘΦ  YƴƻǿΦ 
 
One week ago: 
IŜǊΥ  ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ  L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀȅ Ŧƻr it, but I would need to know 
what you wanted to study first. 
Me:  Can we not talk about going back to school, like, ever again?  I already have a PhD.  They 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ vƘ5Φ   
 
Yesterday: 
Her:  If you want to start a business, I have money.  I can help.  I have over one hundred 
thousand dollars set aside. 
aŜΥ  L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ 



IŜǊΥ  όǉǳƛŎƪƭȅύ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ 
Me:  Then why did you bring it up? 
IŜǊΥ  LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ L ƘŀǾŜ money. 
 
Me:  I am thinking maybe Lauren could work with me.  She needs a job. 
Her:  What kind of business? 
aŜΥ  [ƻƻƪΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛŘŜŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ  ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǊŜƧŜŎǘ ǘƘŜƳ 
all. 
Her:  I am not rejecting.  I am just saying that if you do something like this with your sister and it 
fails, it will affect us all. 
aŜΥ  ¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ  L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 
failing.  And people wonder where I get my negative attitude. 
 
Me:  I juǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘΦ  {ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 
Her:  I saw her just last week.  She looked fine. 
Me:  She can look fine and still be sick.  She can look fine one day and be a total wreck the next.  
This is her mental ƘŜŀƭǘƘ LΩƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 
Her:  I talk to her oftenτalmost once a week.   
Me:  Once a week.  She talks to the mailman more than that. 
IŜǊΥ  {ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ 
aŜΥ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ 
Her:  What things? 
aŜΥ  {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿant me to tell you.   
Her:  What things? 
aŜΥ  5ƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΦ  LǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƘǳƳƛƭƛŀǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ  {ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ƧƻōΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ 
borrow money from you to pay her bills. 
IŜǊΥ  LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳƛƭƛŀǘƛƴƎΦ   
Me:  Not for you.   
 
Her:  I can help.  I have money.  I just want you and your sister to tell me everything. 
Me:  (silence) 
IŜǊΥ  L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ  L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
Me:  You want to hear everything?  I hate my life.  I hate my job.  I have not achieved any of the 
ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŜȄ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
άƻƴέ ǇŀǊǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ  IŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦ  L ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŦƛŜƭŘǎΦ  L ǿƻǊƪ ŀǘ /ƻǊƴŦƛŜƭŘ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΦ  L 
ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ  {ƻ L ǿǊƛǘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ƳŀǊŀthons and travel to Europe alone and 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ōǊŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊƻǳǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ Řƻ 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊ ŎǳǊƭ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ƘǳǎƪǎΦ  !ƴŘ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ normal daughter, the 
successful one, remember?  [ŀǳǊŜƴ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ƻŦŦΦ  {ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŀŘ 
school and her ambitions reach as far as being a receptionist in a hotel or a data entry clerk for 
ŀ ŎŀǊ ŘŜŀƭŜǊǎƘƛǇΦ  {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŘŀǘŜΦ  {ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŘŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  ¸ŜǎΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎƛŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ are 
quadriplegics who have more of a social life than she does.  All of her friends are old people.  
We are messed up.  We are not normalΦ  !ƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ 
ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦ 



Her:  (prolonged silence) 
Me:  You still there? 
IŜǊΥ  ¸ŜǎΣ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ  L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ  L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
 



I touch your side as I climb on 

By Betsy Johnson-Miller  
 

Prompt: I hate to fly, and because I was going to take a trip to Japan (long flight, big ocean), I started talking to the 

plane in my head. This was part of the conversation. 

 
 

plane, you are an obsessed dog 

ready to chase the ball of light 

across the blue lawn; you are the grave 

waiting to take me to new life. 

I step inside your belly knowing 

you will vomit me into air. safer 

than lightning, you are still mighty 

capable of sky fire. 



Two Poems 
by Kenny Fame 

 
 

 
 
KWAANSABA: (THE MAKINGS OF YOU) PEACH COBLER  
 

Prompt: Create a found poem out of a cookbook. Using both elements found in a recipe & imagination. 

 
 
 

fruit scented   a r o m a    invaded my    nasal    p a s s a g e 

ƛƳŀƎŜǎ    ŜƴƘŀƴŎΩŘ     ƧǳƛŎȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ   ŀǿŀƪŜƴΩŘ ǘƻ ŎƛƴΩŀƳƻƴ  

sticks     d a n c i n g    with   nutmegs    hint of sweet  

p e r f u m e    made this    black   boy   blush    sight 

of    s t i c  k y    s y r u p     this    i     c r a v e d    so 

much      eyes    watered    at    that    flaky    crust 

ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ    ǘƘŜ    ǿŀǊƳǘƘ   ƛƴ   Ƴȅ    Ǝ Ǌ ŀ ƴ ƴ ȅΩǎ    ǘƻǳŎƘ 



 
PREGNANT MOON 

Prompt: Take a catchy phrase or word found anywhere: a word in a 
favorite poem, or a catchy slogan, an interesting term 

 
 
Blink 
of an  eye you appear 
 
blue. 
Half dazed; crescent   
 
Moon  
you remind me of 
  
good friends.   
All I have to do is  
 
look for your  
bright  face, against a  wall of  
 
grey &     
I know that I am good. 
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agent-but-hoping-to-land-one-soon-to-be-published-memoir, Good Luck Bill. 
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formal publication of one of her works.  Outside of acting in theater productions in Portland 
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Ottawa. The author of more than twenty trade books of poetry, fiction and non-fiction, his 
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New York, and she currently teaches creative writing as an associate professor at Eastern Illinois 

University.   
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