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Dancing

Suzanna Anderson

Daylight Saving
The winter’s dark is hard.
And when the early dawn comes,
Across the ice and through
The timber stripped of all its life,
We turn ourselves away.
The ice will loose and run,
The trees will gush and bend,
While we return ourselves to hope
And waiting for the light again.
Despair and wanting roots
Our wayward leanings, and
Our frozen feelings matter when
We’ve something to fight against,
Something to catch our wish.

Jared Pearce

Fred, Half Dead, Beethoven In His Head
You can’t talk to Beethoven
on a bus stop in Chicago
because you’ll just get lost.
Lauded as a genius,
he can’t give good directions
because he’s dead.
.
Ask Fred about Beethoven
about Fred
his hands waving wildly with excitement like
the vibrations coming up through his feet.
conducting symphonies in an empty room.
Fred will tell you how planets hum
give directions to angry flocks of pigeons
lecture on string theory
like harpsichords, and how Beethoven was more
of a transcriber than a composer.
I picture the two sitting together
lost in deep conversation.

Holly Day

Imperfect Codes
all is right with this world
that keeps turning
skylines, our horizons
we don’t miss sunsets
thirst instead
for words to span
free-standing towers
language to crush
anguish
crack an edge
open a window
a woman leaps
split skin skull
caught wordless
constriction in my throat
we toll
from our fragile campaniles
for mass, for war, for fire
we, Babel babblers
sling shoot
approximate codes
across ineffable gaps.

Marie-Andree Auclair

Spring Frost
too high to reach
those tiny feet
the tiny cries
I watch her fall
I see it all.
I hold my breath
the bird falls, slow
the trembling nest
too high to breach
wings vainly beat
as mother dies
awaits her breast
across the skies
A bird flies.

Holly Day

Untitled
Everywhere at once, aimless
though the day lilies
no longer make a sound
are used to how the sun
can still be found in moonlight
that has no rain left to comfort
with warm stones and the mist
that is now your heart
is circling night over night
as some giant red cloud
listening for the scent
from when a flower held your hand
too long and the calm
that has its fragrance: your echo
faint from waving goodbye.

Simon Perchik

Echo
Rock faces and stone mouths
spit her name at each other
across the slim valley
back and forth
until
the sound of her name
dies of exhaustion
then the child
shouts
again
smiles at her mastery
over sound waves
name effortlessly
multiplied
mystery
awe.

Marie-Andree Auclair

Untitled
With each hand the same turn
you learned to take apart
put together, tighten
and though the wrench holds on
the tire’s slowly going flat
the only way you know how
—you let go, circle
spring-like, for keeps
around the pin-hole leak
already planes falling into place
as a training song from the ‘40s
louder and louder, struggling for air
—at last the tire goes down
half under the ground
where you need both wrists
the way flowers wilt and each breath
takes in more smoke, still black
on course, end over end, almost there.

Simon Perchik

The Iago Complex simplified in the womb of
time
You say Iago. I say imago.
You say insect. I say protein.
You say Id. I say I’d rather not.
Still, what you call simple I know
as knots. The rough trade of war
chafes but can be had for a price.
Mired at the dock, you are moored
in cruel doubt. Like me, not who
you are. Doubly crossed are we,
if I can presume to speak for all.
Blind cats are we, crossed-eyed
and unmarried. Hidden from light
yet seen, acknowledged, often feted
when not given a lengthy baptism.
The world deracinates us, pulls us
out of earth and into air. We grow
in air and sorrow, beaten into life.
A monstrous life without light.

Richard Weaver

When You Take
The brick
Out of the brick
You are left
With the heat
In the kiln
And straw waving
In a far field
Above thick gobs
Of moist red mud
A wall However
Is something and somewhere else
Especially the wall
My friend's daughter's new car catapulted into
Its silence approaching the speed of light

John McKernan

EXTERIOR.WILLOW SPRINGS ROAD—
NIGHT
Resurrection Mary in her dancing dress
stops a truck with thumb-power, bums a ride
into Chicago. Tell that driver later
that he hauled a local ghost, he’d reject
the premise. His passenger seat’s still wet
from real rain dripping off her real hair.
Mary said her parents would be worried.
That’s no apparition—his position.
Like roadside Samaritans have claimed
since the nineteen-thirties, when she
left the ballroom bound for home,
an address that was demolished
when they built the Eisenhower.
Late to home where her folks waited,
until they knew to end the vigil.
Now they’re under granite stones
at Mary’s same cemetery. It’s not far
from the ballroom where a jazz band
played the melody she whistles
when she’s out there hitching rides,
too giddy to sleep like we expect.

Todd Mercer

Diaspora
Too brown for there
too white for home,
hands that smell of
curry, but stop at Thai
takeout menus—words
that ripple too much
for foreign tongues,
but stay, heavy unbending
weights on the ones
that lick home into shape.
Too loud for there
too silent for home
minds that think in
one language, sing in
another, and curse in
the third, words mixing
with one and other,
losing out on the ठ, त, ढ़
only to gain broader
vowels, and clipped tones.
Too close to comfort,
too far from home,
if you ask, ‘where are
you from?’ you'll get
a moment's hesitation,
an internal conflict that
lasts just a second too long—
choosing which story to tell—
of parentage, or culture, or
passports, or personal hells.

Harnidh Kaur

The Gift
From the beginning you were the one,
bird lofting above us, through.
There were no words for it,
your hours and years the passage
carrying us on believing in more
than the broken corners of death.
Still a child you brought us flowers
from that forbidden garden where
we had been told not to enter
and didn’t.
The day you drowned and came back
still as winter ice and rose to tell
of shadows far down, shapes
of angels, your pale arms
embracing fin and scale, sleek
beings patrolling alongside
to guide you up and out to
sunlight and familiar words
of those who hovered in wait,
strangers now who might
have been gods in coats of flesh
and eyes that wrote a world.
The day this week when you
became mother to twins
and died in the brazen hours
of a dawn that marched over
you like an army on the charge.

You the small bird of dream
and knowing and silence
always listening for the roses,
whisper of rain over petals.

Doug Bolling

Locusts
A conference of locusts has assembled itself in the dogwood tree that blocks my view of
the neighbors’ house in back. They are disinterested in my flowers; they are disinterested in my
lawn; they are obviously disinterested in my feeble tomatoes and my feebler patch of beans. It is
this tree they are after. This particular one. This minor player in our town’s ecology. It is this
tree, at the rear of my garden, the one that blocks the view that I alone can claim, that they want
to eat, and I can’t credit it.
They are parasites, my wife says.
They’re only hungry, I say.
We have problems of our own, Renee and I. She’s only recently admitted to an affair, to
sleeping, off-and-on, with the town postmaster. She called it “lust, and nothing more”; she called
it “not just not love, but negative love.”
I am not happy about it. But then I, too, am to blame for things. For instance, I know the
neighbors in back love each other very much. They leave their windows open and do things in
the kitchen that only lovers do. It’s hard not to notice—when I’m working in the yard, for
instance, when I’m cleaning up after the dog. Lately I’ve taken to staring. The progression their
happiness is taking has become the book I’m reading.
Do you want to stay with me? I ask Renee.
I don’t, she says. Not really.
But it’s inconsequential, you said.
She says, I didn’t say it’s inconsequential. I said it wasn’t love.
The locusts are eating my dogwood like a corncob. I am sure they’ll have it completely
gone by the end of the week, but long before then it will have died. It will be dead as soon as
they burrow into the heartwood. Several days from now, I won’t even have to leave my den for a
clear view of happiness.
Not making a choice is the same as making a choice, Renee says.

J.P. Sheridan

Tequila
I’ve strewn my clothes all over this place—
my bra adorns a lamp; my hose, a chair.
The morning after dawns with such disgrace.
Where’s my skirt? On the bookcase,
and one heel dangles from the chandelier.
I’ve strewn my clothes all over this place,
tracked my satin blouse to the curio case
and the other shoe’s in the Frigidaire.
The morning after dawns with such disgrace.
Hanging off your Waterford crystal vase:
my camisole, that bit of lace and air.
I’ve strewn my clothes all over this place.
I’ve yet to find my kerchief in the space
beneath your bed—maybe it’s on the stairs?
The morning after dawns with such disgrace.
My panties I’ll not ease from your embrace
as you sleep—I’ve got pairs enough to spare.
I’ve strewn my clothes all over this place.
The morning after dawns with such disgrace.

JC Reilly

Concession Lines
A stranger comes to
our town
steps…..into the unknown
pauses,
curtains flutter
a nip of fear, a challenge.
Are there keys
to turn the familiar
precious?
Edge of knowing
— shall we, why not —
hope
tap-root
that risk tendrils,
vines
blooms
doors ajar
a stranger, curious what makes a home.

Marie-Andree Auclair

Marianna
Interrupted every night to answer
A spurted message in the dark—
The fleeting text of a faded lover,
How a friend tempted her into
The Garden of Good and Evil—
She barely sees beyond her blurred
Face in the hand-held screen,
The magic mirror to shape her dreams
And realities, to see and be seen
In her lovely ways, in her love, in her
Being loved, finally, the crowning
Achievement of modern living.
Why else have touch screens
And tweets, reading our faces
A thousand miles away,
If not to capture that person
If it takes all night, if justice or love
Is murdered to do it, if she feels safe
In her way, if her pornography’s complete,
If not to show-off our marriageability.
He doesn’t love her, he says
He prefers death. Her finger taps
Against the window to so many souls,
Prodding each time: you must have
Me, you must have me, you must.

Jared Pearce

Cookout
It was in a cornfield, or a small town where a rodeo
was taking place in the rain. Or a campus. Or a song.
Music played somewhere, hamburgers cooked on
a grill. She wore a loose yellow cotton dress.
She laughed and dared me. I didn't take to dares
as some had burned me. I saw she would destroy
me so I was attracted and circled closer, then
we were alone, no sounds, no light, just the sense
of a light rain, others I knew had disappeared
or we had, she and I, would they wonder where
we'd gone, no we were not central to their
hilarity, they were stoned and drunk and
missed only themselves, and we pursued our
dangers without them. Later one would say,
"You could see her tits right through that wet
yellow dress." I avoided him after that, but she
was unavoidable, though her laughter had
gone somewhere. And she did destroy me, and
self-destructed as they say. One said, "You
should have seen it coming." I did, I had, seen
it. Like an afterimage of fireworks in tightly
closed eyes, I see it.

Guinotte Wise

A Woman I Know
The wrath of wolves at once, then
As doves a forlorn readiness to flight—
A fish, a hook, a useless fight.
Her husband left her. She worked
To screw-shut the basement windows,
Setting traps for the unknown men
Who captured her bank account,
Who watched her through computer screens—
As a wild horse screams, her terror, her dreams.
She changed every lock twice, added bolts
Against the ghosts who came
In prescription bottles, her name
Clear in every case, her genealogy
A forecast for angelic help to net
Revenge, and warrior Navajos to ride
Again to freedom, comfort, wide
And lonesome prairie drifting in its breeze,
A thrush of grass, a blossom sparking hope.

Jared Pearce

In Praise of Apples
She reaches to the sky, her arms the branches
of an apple tree, her fingers the pink of pippins,
her hair the green leaves that flutter and rustle
with spring gusts, the squirrels that bound
from branch to branch like the quickest of smiles,
the sudden shift of mood. I want to lie beneath
her, wait for her touch that like a crack of a bough
snaps my attention to her. In the spring, she rains
white-blush petals down upon me, her passion
flooding the ground where I lay, covering me
till I drown for love of her—and does she know
that I lie here for this? To be blanketed by her
kiss, these pink lips that take me in, hold me
rigid, till I expire always in her dewy, wet field?

JC Reilly

What I Would Tell You if You Would Listen
It was the lack of fireworks over the Columbia River that pissed her off. Fourth of July
was her birthday (she was eighteen) and the whole town used to show up on their front lawn. Her
dad grilled hotdogs and hamburgers; her mom made red-velvet cupcakes with white frosting
starred with lacy blue icing. But this year, because her dad shut down the family mill and the
government shut down the forests, they were going on a picnic.
The idea was to go somewhere away from town, so they piled in the front seat of the
pickup and drove past the mill and then to company housing where they got stuck behind
someone who didn’t want to move their U-Haul to let the Frankes through. Her dad lifted his
Mariners’ cap and rubbed his forehead in the way he did when he felt stressed. He drove in the
ditch to get around. He was a tall, thin man but strong, and his hands kept them steady through
the turmoil of rocks and muddy ground.
On the other side of the U-Haul stood another dad and his two kids, ten and twelve years
younger than Moira, giving them the finger. Her mom acted like she’d been shot through the
chest and her sister ducked her head away from them. Her dad tensed his jaw and whiteknuckled the truck until he got well past them and then he drove up onto the road. Moira looked
through the gun rack, ducking below the shotgun so that she could see them better. She waved.
She babysat those kids before she got involved in marijuana, rock-and-roll, and boys. She wasn’t
nearly as deep in those things as people assumed, but she didn’t mind the gossip because she
didn’t want to babysit anymore. She got what she wanted: a Fender Mustang and practice
amplifier. But she’d sit for those kids to get out of this picnic.
Her smile and wave made things even more tense. Eve pinched her in that sensitive spot
under her arm near her bra. She got a hold of enough flesh to twist and there would be a bruise
tomorrow, brown splattering to green and yellow. Moira kept the pain to herself—her parents
never believed her when Eve did these things—but thrust her elbow near her sister’s face; not
making contact because that would be taking it too far, but she could have given her sister a
bloody nose, smashed it into her face so she’d have a black eye. That’d teach Eve.
“Moira, stop,” said her dad.
He made a left turn, drove over the railroad tracks and parked the pickup next to the
convenience store, and she was like pus in a pimple to get out; climbing over her sister and then
her mother, trying to laugh about it, turn it into a joke. Mother, so passive, said “Oh, Moira,” and
leaned back, cleared the way for the window. Moira hooked her arm around the outside of the
pickup and swung down to the ground. She didn’t fall hard; more like falling in slow motion
with her own arms and legs to save her. She got her feet under herself and stood up, dusted off,
checked that her zippers at her ankles were down.
“Oh my gawd, did you see that?”
Nobody paid any attention to her. Her mother and dad were already arguing, not like
other families, where parents got the yelling out and then got on with it. But the way Donna
looked at him, as if she could say anything with that look. Moira was determined to be
consequential, to get what she wanted with action, not silence substituting as words.
She left her family and opened the door to the Kwik Mart where her friend Cate worked.
She’d been mad at Cate since April, when her dad picked them up at Aberdeen because they’d

been arrested for solicitation. It wasn’t really solicitation but indecent exposure, which was a fact
because even though she and Jimmy were having sex under Kurt Cobain’s bridge, he didn’t pay
her for it. The dirt reeked of oil and river mud but when she told Jimmy (who wasn’t as old as
her dad but maybe as old as her mom) that Kurt Cobain was dead, he said, “Yeah, bullet to the
head,” and kissed her like he understood then took her pants off.
Cate was mad at Moira because Jimmy was supposed to be her boyfriend. But what she
and Jimmy did was closer to solicitation because he left money for her on the kitchen table. Cate
had lived by herself for two years, taking over her parents’ convenience store, which didn’t make
enough to keep the lights on. In retaliation for taking Jimmy away, Cate was now working on
Moira’s dad; which, Moira had to admit, would do more than keep the lights on. Her dad owned
the Kwik-Mart building and the apartment upstairs where Cate lived.
Moira didn’t say hi but walked straight to the beer cooler. Cate always let her buy beer on
credit because if she paid for it, that would be contributing to a minor.
“Why’s the beer locked up?”
“Can’t pay the bill.”
“Well unlock it.”
“I don’t want people stealing what I can’t pay for. As a matter of fact, I don’t want people
stealing at all.”
On her way to the cash register where her friend waited, Moira picked up a package of
peanut butter bits and put them in her pocket.
“But you don’t mind owing the candy bar people money, do you?”
“Pay for it or put it back.”
“It’s fifty cents, for Christ’s sake,” said a young man who slouched near the register.
“Give her some money.”
His hair ran past his shoulders, and he wore khakis and a pastel-colored plaid shirt. Moira
had never seen a pastel-colored plaid shirt before, and she figured he must be from California
and brand new to town. On that realization, there was a pull in her stomach that traveled to her
groin and spread hot through her body.
“Who’s Too Skinny?” he said to Cate.
“Hi,” said Moira.
“Not yet,” he said, and both he and Cate smirked.
“That’s Moira, my best friend in the whole world.”
Moira looked out the window to her dad’s pickup, wondering how much time she had
before they came in. Her parents were standing on his side of the truck, bickering. A breeze held
the door open and brought their voices closer. Even that much of an argument was unusual for
them. The door shut, and they were silenced. Now there was only him and things humming on
electricity.
“Go on. Give her some money.”
Moira fixed him with her stare. He pulled two quarters from his pocket.
“Here.”
His fingertips touched the palm of her hand as he placed the coins there. He had a
homemade tattoo of two hearts side by side in the fleshy part between his thumb and his hand.
“Now give them to her.”
Moira slid the coins over each other. He smirked, stepped closer. She turned toward him.
Her hair was long and stringy. As an act of protest, she hadn’t washed it since Cobain’s death,
and it smelled oily but not unpleasantly so. She shook her bangs out of her eyes. Everything

about him was neat. His hair curled gently, holding the light like jealousy. She picked up his
hand and turned it so that she could see the hearts.
“That’s where it hurts the most,” he said. “Where there’s fat.”
She knew it was the opposite, but she didn’t say so. The bells above the door rang again,
and her mother’s voice called over.
“Hello. Good to see you.”
Her mom went to the far end of the store, a satisfied smile on her face. She wandered as
if the Franke family needed a dozen things for the picnic, not just Spam. It was obvious that she
knew and liked the new guy because there was very little on the shelves and her wandering
looked fake.
Moira narrowed her eyes at her mother. In twenty words or less, she could say something
about having more food at home than there was on these shelves, make both her mom and Cate
blush, drive home the adequacy of the Franke family against Cate’s inadequacy. But she sensed
that saying any of this in front of Mark would give Cate the advantage, so she kept it to herself.
“You know my mother?”
The young man turned to her. Young man was what her mother would use but Moira
didn’t want to think of him as fully-grown, not yet. She wanted to believe he was in high school,
though he looked old enough to be in the real world (a place with jobs) and make something with
his life.
“He’s Mark, the pastor’s nephew,” said Cate making Groucho Marx eyebrows at her.
Cate was really stupid and Moira gave her eyes that said so.
“What’s up with your hair?” he said.
“She doesn’t wash it because Kurt Cobain’s dead.”
Mark didn’t say anything but looked at her as if he approved.
Moira’s mom dropped something, said, “Oh, dear.”
“Broom’s in the closet,” said Cate.
“Don’t talk to my mom like that,” said Moira. “Go help her.”
Cate left to help her mom, and Mark pulled a bag of weed just enough out of his pocket
for her to see.
“And so I told him,” he said, loudly so that everyone should be fooled by his fake story.
Moira’s mother looked over, smiled.
“I got this,” she said as Cate walked away.
Mark moved quickly, like he wanted to share the weed with Moira, not Cate. Moira put
her fingers on it. She felt bold, reaching like that, and her fingers followed his hand all the way
into his pocket where she felt the thin cotton and beyond that the flex of his muscle.
“When?” she said.
He exhaled and she felt his breath, sweet with chewing gum.
The bells announced her dad, and she heard his silent assessment of Mark. Mark lifted his
head in greeting and winked at Moira. He pinched her fingers before she could take her hand out
of his pocket. Cate came back, and she stood awkwardly on the other side of Mark.
“I wish I didn’t have to go on this picnic,” she said.
He snaked his arm under her jacket but she skipped back a few steps. He did the same to
Cate. Cate didn’t move away but looked at Moira’s dad in apology. Her dad walked directly to
them—his glower on Cate—and Moira shifted away from her friend. All this time sunlight had
thrown itself through the windows and warmed them in a friendly, lazy way, but now the heat
felt oppressive. Moira turned to her dad, willed him to look at her, be angry with her. But the

way he looked at Cate locked Moira to her own body. He’d done this before. Moira had fetched
him from the Mint where he sat with Hayseed’s mom so often that she and Hayseed became
temporary friends, playing games of pool while they wrapped up. Please, thought Moira, not
Cate.
When her dad finally looked at Moira, she saw the way surprise can make even an old
man look like a child. He watched her, and she knew that he saw her as his daughter and his look
was an apology. But as soon as Moira recognized it, he caught himself. Cate looked only at him.
Moira curled her lips at her friend who would not be able to call him “Mr. Franke” anymore. At
least not around Moira, because now Moira knew. She narrowed her eyes at her dad to show him
that she knew. She would call him Daddy from now on. Sugar-Daddy Franke.
Her mother watched them from the other end of the store. She snugged a loaf of bread
under her arm and clutched a can of Spam to her chest. When she saw Moira looking at her, she
turned to the window as if prayers could save them. She knew. She knew but would never say
anything, not directly. She would sigh, remind him to pick up after himself, remind him with her
eyes that it was his responsibility to be the man in this family, the father. And Moira’s sister Eve
would do exactly what she was doing now, find a compartment to keep herself in until they were
all done with the thing she didn’t want to know about. And who could blame her, little sister that
she was.
“Who are you?” her dad said firmly to the pastor’s nephew.
Her mother looked over from her corner of the store, wary, disappointed. She held
anyone associated with the church in high esteem. If her mother knew about the weed in his
pocket, it wouldn’t matter. He would be a young man trying, Moira, that’s all it is. He’s only a
man. He can’t help himself.
The young man held his hand out for Moria’s dad to shake.
“Mark,” he said.
“Well, Mark, I hope you realize what kind of town this is, that it’s a family kind of
town.”
“Yes, sir,” said Mark. He put his hand down because Daddy Franke wouldn’t shake it but
he smiled the same smirk he’d used on Moira.
“Are you mocking me?”
“No, sir. Not me, sir.”
Awkward but intentional, Mark put his arm around Cate’s waist and squeezed her. He
kept his eyes down on her.
“You going to be okay?” said Mark.
Cate wouldn’t look at anyone. Her face was flushed as if in a fury. Donna, still at the far
end of the store, looked at her with almost pity. Moira laughed. They all stared. She cut eyes at
Mark and Cate. Her dad stood a little straighter as if he had something to say. Cate shrugged
from Mark, not all the way but enough to make him drop his arm from her shoulders.
“Take care,” he said.
When he passed Moira, he smiled. Then he stopped at the door and looked at her as if to
say: do you see this, do you understand how it is going to be?
Her dad was watching, so Moira gave him a hard look. She couldn’t explain it, but she
wanted to be on her dad’s good side, at least at that moment. But when her dad turned his
attention to her mom, she mouthed, Tonight, at Mark, thinking that she could win him back. He
looked angry, possibly at her, and he strode away, the bells a cheery goodbye as he jerked open

the door. They watched him cross the street and take the path into the trees, presumably to the
church.
“You’re so stupid,” said Cate to Moira after her parents went out.
Moira punched her in the stomach.
***
The rest of the day was rotten except for one moment. While her dad drove miles looking
for an out-of-the-way place to have a picnic, her mom started to make sandwiches, peeling back
the top of the Spam and releasing the greasy smell of salt and ham. Moira sat next to the
window, which was up. (Her mother had complained that there was too much wind, “I’m getting
blown about.”) She rested her head against the door and cracked the window, pressed her nose to
the tiny whistle of fresh air, and listened to the gelatinous sound of her mom pulling each slice
out and putting it on the bread.
Each time her dad pulled into a picnic area or fishing access, someone was already there.
Each time he tried to back out before they saw him.
“What’s wrong with this place?” said her mother.
“He doesn’t want to picnic with people he fired.”
When he drove back onto the highway, he unintentionally gunned the engine, drawing
more attention to them and causing him to slump lower in his seat.
Moira said: “Do you even know any of these people? Everybody from Lewis left hours
ago, gone to Ass-toria to see the fireworks.”
She kept her nose pressed to the opening in the window and thought about how Mark
looked at Cate. Did he really like her better than Moira? Her mother halved the sandwiches and
wrapped them in paper towels, put them in a sack for later. They obviously had planned not to do
anything for her birthday, and she wondered what caused them to change their minds and force
her to go on this picnic.
“God,” her dad said, “you’re so stupid.”
He said it under his breath, lifting his cap and rubbing his hair back, but she heard him.
“That’s not true,” she said under her own breath.
Her mother put her hand on her dad’s knee and told Moira to be quiet.
He saw a driveway that looked as if it hadn’t been used in a while and steered the pickup
over, careening to a stop. One tire tipped into the ditch as if it wanted to pull them all down.
Wanting, but not having the strength to. He got out first and looked up at the trees, pressed a
smile on his face.
“Yeah, no one is going to notice us here,” said Moira. She opened the door to the pickup
but remained sitting, making Donna and Eve maneuver around the gearshift to get out the
driver’s side.
“Just let it go,” her mom said to her dad.
She came to Moira’s side of the pickup with the-smile-of-forgiveness and gave her a
sandwich. Then she said something so stunning that Moira almost loved her for it.
“God knows you’ve let enough go lately. So just let this go, too.”
“Oh my gawd!” said Moira, looking at her with fake admiration.
Eve moved further into the woods and leaned against a tree with her eyes on Moira. No
compartment to escape to out here. She ate as if eating could make her disappear. Moira looked
right at her and got out, just to see her flinch.

A truck pulling a shipping container came around the bend. Moira walked to the side of
the road, thought about lifting her shirt but instead gave him a pose, shook her hair that in the sun
looked more glossy than greasy, and smiled at the driver. He leaned over when he passed. His
face disappeared behind the passenger door, and it was only his hand with his finger pointed at
her that she saw. The wind lifted her hair and blew it around her face. She thrust her hips out,
gave an air guitar move. She loved how his speed pulled her in, and she watched the truck until it
was gone around the bend.
“This is stupid,” she said to nobody, hips still thrust out.
The truck stopped. They heard the tense growl and whine as he backed his way towards
them; and instinctively they all looked the other way for oncoming traffic but the highway was
empty except the truck that reappeared at the bend. Moira began to make giant scooping motions
with her whole body.
“C’mon,” she shouted. “Come get me.”
Her mother gathered the picnic items, moving as if she had rehearsed for this moment of
pure Moira evil. She threw the cooler into the truck-bed. Her dad looked beyond Moira to the
trailer squirreling towards them. His eyes opened wide and his face was pale, the skin of his
lower lip tightened as if he still chewed tobacco and was preparing to spit it out.
“Please, Richard. Let’s go. Please,” said her mom.
Eve just stood there.
“No,” she said. “Let him come.”
The truck arrived, stopped in front of Moira, blocking their escape. The driver leaned out
the passenger window to make a motion with his head, then sat still. His hair was trimmed short
and dirty around his head. His skin looked smudged with soot and his eyes were clear water
berserker blue. Moira felt the instinct to dash into the woods but stood with one hand in a back
pocket, looking through the black lace of her greasy hair. He pressed his thumb to his lips like
she was his good idea.
She smiled sweetly, said to her sister, “Do you want me to go, Eve? Do you want me to
run away? Just say the word and it’ll be your fault.”
“Go ahead,” said Eve, above the rattle of the truck’s engine. “My life will be better when
you’re gone.”
Moira wouldn’t but she wanted to test Eve for as long as it took to break her.
“Richard, please. Let’s go.”
Her dad was reaching into his pickup for the shotgun. Her mom’s hand was on his arm.
The man in the truck disappeared but the truck didn’t move away. It just sat there, idling: waiting
for a car to come along and hit it, waiting for her dad to make his challenge.
“Moira,” said her mom, “get in the pickup.”
“It’s not like we can go anywhere,” said Moira, still looking at Eve.
But her dad stole her attention. He lifted the shotgun off the rack but the strap got caught.
The trucker’s face reappeared at the window, looking as if he had nothing to lose. Her dad tried
to untangle the strap with one hand by dipping and tugging so that he didn’t have to turn away
from the trucker. Dipping and tugging, dipping and tugging; it wouldn’t come lose. The veins on
his neck rose. Dipping and tugging, dipping and tugging. His hand on the shotgun was gentle,
clumsy. The veins on his neck kept rising. He wouldn’t stop trying with one hand to get the gun
off the rack. The trucker was laughing. He leaned way out of his window and gun-sign pointed at
her. His finger was lined with grease and dirt and scared her. Moira turned from them all and got
in the pickup. Eve was already inside. Her mom got in the passenger side and shut the door.

“Richard! Get in and drive!”
Moira reached over, her fingers nearly pinching his shirt. She choked on the word,
couldn’t say, “Please.” She couldn’t get to him. She put her hand on the shotgun, pushed it back
onto the gun rack. Her dad looked into the pickup at her like she was the crazy one. The trucker
laughed.
“Let go,” her dad said, but she wouldn’t.
He stood like that for a long time, looking at her, giving up. The veins receded back into
his neck. She heard the growl and sigh of the truck moving away from them, the progress as the
trucker shifted through the gears.
Her dad sat roughly, almost on top of her. She moved closer to Eve, settled the shotgun
back on the rack. She’d never touched it before, not even unintentionally, though he always kept
it unloaded. The wood on the forestock and the butt were worn smooth, handled.
He took his face from his hands and started the pickup. His hands shook. He gripped the
wheel and careened back onto the highway in a big U-turn. Moira looked back. The trucker was
gone.
Twenty minutes down the road her mother said, “Eat this,” and pushed a sandwich into
her hands. It made Moira angry that she’d put the sandwich in her hands like that. Moira slid
open the back window. Grit back-drafted into the truck. She threw the sandwich out, watched it
break apart and land partly in the back and partly on the road. Her mother didn’t say anything but
slid the window shut, latched it. No one breathed. Her dad’s neck turned red.
“A family kind of town,” said Moira.
***
“It’s just that it’s wasteful,” said her dad when they were almost home, his voice husky
and tired.
Her thigh touched his and she let it because it made him uncomfortable.
“So much waste. A waste of my money, a waste of your mother’s time, and a waste of
you, Moira. You’ve got to eat sometime.”
“Anything else?”
Her mother sucked in her breath.
He took his cap off and rubbed his head and when he put it on, he didn’t shove it down
but left it cocked as if he’d forgotten about it. The skin below his eyes sagged and the flesh on
his cheeks was red, capillaries webbing out unevenly.
“No?”
She rolled her eyes out the window, rested her elbow on the back of the seat, stretched
her hand towards Eve who leaned as far as she could away.

K.R. Rosman

Splintered
piece of scrap. metal flakes, a thin silver curl
an unconscious sculpture, an arm
moves overhead, a face, a flower, the magnet
still stained with blood, a steering column
sharp as a pin, a razor blade. wheels crush overhead
bending metal pinion around metal pinion
pulls the loose scrap up, a sharp edge
metal scrapes, drags against another metal
one second of realism. wheels
a door.

Holly Day

The Chaparral Crackles with Drought
The hand imperceptible
jabbing out of the window. Flick
impossible to see.
Then fate readies to address conditionals
with definitive details.
How hard the flick, how lit the cigarette?
Which direction did it zip?
If shot back, a splash of embers,
a firework of cinders on the windshield,
a flutter of panic, jerk of wheel
or brash tap of brake. A brief instant
of breath-chasing excitement,
a few minutes of dashing heart cool down
as the sharp focus found
by the thrilled blood-filled brain
again softens over the night road
like a lopped pad of butter
on this same stretch
of sun-sopped street.
If flicked soft, the catharsis
of cursing the littering bastard
perhaps the hyperbole of mild road rage—
the fire they could cause!—
sepia-tinged memories of the backstop
besieged by a towering wall of flame
as it snuck up to home plate,
having consumed hundreds of homes.
If flicked harder, off road,
the regret of driving on
at freeway speed
thoughts smoldering slowly roadside.

Zebulon Huset

Mr. Shadow

Suzanna Anderson

In A Dark Time
“In a dark time, the eye begins to see.” Theodore Roethke
Hitting Bottom
On a cold December day when I was living in Manhattan, my father died unexpectedly
back home in the Northwest. My mother lingered another year. Until I met my husband and we
moved east, my parents and I lived within walking distance through a forest. I saw them almost
every day.
After their deaths, I envisioned my siblings and I together on the stone wall my father
built above the shoreline, site of so many family gatherings. I murmured the lyrics to the old
spirituals we sang together, the eight Pedersens a coup for any choir.
Instead, the wall literally crumbled into bits in a winter storm, revealing dozens of bottles
that had been tossed beneath as ballast. Our family tree, too, seemed rotted to the core. As if
we’d ingested grief-brewed poison with the ancient hymns, we fled our separate ways.
I slid into a profound depression. For some time, though, I didn’t even notice. Already
depleted by the loss of my once-fabulous family, I was halfway there and simply not strong
enough to slow the descent. Who wouldn’t weep to become a sudden orphan?
Death Journal
Despite my dismal performance at a local gathering when I refused to speak to anyone
except the oldest person there, I don’t feel as depressed today. Most of the time, three months
after Mother’s death, all I want to do is cry. And howl.
Mark slept in with me, which I always love. He tries to be kind. A few times when we
argued, and then I asked for a hug, he said “All right,” grimly, as if he’d rather tear me apart. I
don’t think he realizes how far gone I am. I’m not sure I realize how far gone I am. At the store, I
crashed the car into the planter box.
I don’t blame Mark for being upset. We stayed in the Northwest rather than return east
because of my need to maintain vigil, although over what, I’m unsure. And now the sun is out
and a million birds are singing. Although winter isn’t over, perhaps the darkness is turning
around. Since I stood on the sidewalk on 142nd Street and received the call that my father was
dead, I’m in a state of almost total paralysis. My skin crawls with anxiety, dread, and despair. I
am always exhausted.
Pills
In an article entitled “Head Case” in the March 1, 2010 New Yorker, Louis Menand
describes pharmaceutical Calvinism, a term invented by psychiatrist Gerald Klerman, as
“shortcuts to happiness are sinful,” and that “happiness is only worth something if you work for
it, suffer for it, really.” Menand continues: “…sucking it up, mastering our fears, is a sign of
character. … Why should [we] have to pay a price in dread, shame, and stomach aches to
achieve a state of being that [those without depression and fear] enjoy for nothing?”
Menand then examines the medication option. “Or do we resist the grief pill because we
believe that bereavement is doing some work for us? Maybe we think that since we appear to

have been naturally selected as creatures that mourn, we shouldn’t short-circuit the process. Or is
it that we don’t want to be the kind of person who does not experience profound sorrow when
someone we love dies? Questions like these are the reason we have literature and philosophy. No
science will ever answer them.”
When Mark and I returned to my Northwest home to attend the aftermath of parental
dying, I felt responsible for everyone else. I felt guilty about my teaching. I felt guilty about my
dead parents. I felt guilty about my siblings and the cats and dogs. I didn’t bother about the
negative voice that lived inside my brain.
When, with great shame, I told the people in a bereavement group that I couldn’t stop
crying and wanted to die, I learned that most were taking Celexa. Such a perky-sounding name!
“I felt normal again,” one serene-looking woman smiled.
“Sometimes you can’t do it on your own,” said a former actor.
His beautiful wife, seated across the circle of chairs, nodded. “It’s a miracle!”
I tried Prozac once, and it flipped my feelings all right. My then-husband Tim was
diagnosed with incurable cancer the day I started a new job, and Tim had a young daughter I was
helping raise. Then, too, I couldn’t stop crying.
If I didn’t accept the prescription, my doctor said, he’d have to hospitalize me. I gave in
to the threat, and briefly had the “return to myself” then advertised. Looking back later, it
seemed that the entire seven years it took Tim to die, I had a big smile glued to my face. I didn’t
want to surf through the loss of my parents with equally blunted feelings, yet I wasn’t sure I
could survive my self-hatred and despair. Each morning I woke with dread. I even considered
giving my beloved dogs away. Making an appointment to have them groomed—and don’t even
think about grooming myself—was more than I could face.
Menand mentioned three books: The Noonday Demon, by Andrew Solomon; Unholy
Ghost, edited by Nell Casey, and Poets on Prozac, edited by Richard M. Berlin, M.D. I devoured
all three. The overwhelming advice: Take. The. Meds.
Psychotic Depression
One morning while walking the path to my late parents’ home, I hallucinated Dad in his
blue coveralls digging out the flooded ditch. Clearly psychotic depression. A sense of
disorientation. Check. Dizzy and scared. Check. Sure, I called it “grief,” but it was clearly
insanity. My heart felt heavy and literally hurt, as if it would pop out of my chest. My head, too,
felt it might burst. I was suffocated, sometimes gasping for breath. My skin hurt. I cared about
nothing. I woke each morning hoping the day would end without my having to live through it.
Check all.
“I’m just going through the motions,” I told Mark. I was operating on one cylinder. I
wanted to check into a mental institution. I’d been low in my life before, certainly with the pain
of adolescence and during Tim’s cancer. But this sadness seemed the culmination of all previous
grief and then doubled. I kept telling myself I can be strong. I have to be. But so far, my
interventions weren’t working.
And yet. In yoga class, I felt fine, even though there was noisy construction going on
outside. I felt loving towards my classmates and toward the teacher. Then I walked into the
parking lot, climbed into my car, and crashed into the flowers. Perhaps after all, only medication
could save me. Then I would be “myself” again, with energy and hope and interests. That my
lost self might never return scared the holy shit out of me.

Here are the Steps I Took
In Manhattan, it seemed, there was a therapist on every block. Conversations referenced
“my therapist” as if everyone has one, like a maiden aunt or uncle. Back in the Northwest, in the
remote rural area where I grew up, admitting to therapy is viewed slightly askance. I had a few
private sessions with the therapist running the family group, and her predictions were dire. She
didn’t threaten me with involuntary commitment, but she said I’d be lucky to escape the burning
building of my life with my car keys.
Still unwilling to return to meds, I went on-line. Earlier, plagued by the darkness that
starts in the Northwest in October and doesn’t end until the following June, I’d read Dr. Norman
E. Rosenthal’s 2012 Winter Blues. For what turned out to be clear-cut Seasonal Affective
Disorder, or SAD, I’d ordered full spectrum lights. In a search for Rosenthal, I landed at
something called the Center for Environmental Therapeutics at Columbia Presbyterian Medical
Center (www.cet.org). Week after week, obsessively, I took self-assessments on my circadian
rhythm type and my current level of depression. Each time, the results came back “mild to
moderate.” Really not bad, I figured. No need to take drastic measures yet.
The site also offers Q&A with staff physicians, and one day, in my desperation, I sent a
Q. “I have mild to moderate depression on your scale,” I wrote. “But this seems normal after the
deaths of both my parents within a short period of time.”
Instantly one of the vast crew of psychiatrists responded. “Mild to moderate depression is
not normal,” he wrote. “You need to talk with someone.”
Well, the group therapist implied I was probably beyond help, so, at last, I visited my
medical practitioner, a kind physician’s assistant named Sarah. She suggested a low dose of
Celexa. And, almost immediately, I became physically ill, as if I had a horrific flu. I was flat on
my back until the follow-up, when Sarah switched me to Wellbutrin. This produced no dramatic
side effects, but I felt deadened. Some essential part of me seemed to have shut off.
I re-read Joseph Glenmullen’s Prozac Backlash, published in 2000, and The
Antidepressant Solution, which appeared in 2005, as well as articles about side effects and longterm impacts of the S.S.R.I.’s or Selective serotonin reuptake inhibitors. After three months of
deadness, I titrated off the Wellbutrin.
“A lord of nature, weeping to a tree”—Theodore Roethke, “In a Dark Time”
We returned to Manhattan. Before, I’d been happy there, sometimes outrageously happy,
surrounded by friends and delighted with activities. Now, it seemed everyone had gone mad. I
see now, of course, how everything I saw reflected my own insanity. My previous despair
returned full-force, and perhaps due to the depleted immune response stress and grief can cause,
a tooth abscessed, and I developed debilitating back pain.
I’d tried my list of non-drug cures that final year of my mother’s life, but my practice was
desultory. Now, flattened by physical and emotional pain, I became determined to survive. What
follows are the methods I applied that not only healed me, but led to a joy and stability beyond
anything I’ve ever known. Driven at first by desperation, I practiced day after day, week after
week. To hold myself accountable, I recorded each day’s activities and, at least weekly, I shared
the results with a trusted friend.
In August of the third year of daily practice, with an almost-physical and mental thud, I
landed back in my body. I’d swear I felt an actual thud. And here is my prescription for those
who might like to explore a slow-cooked recovery.

Social Rhythm (with music)
Social Rhythm Therapy is generally aimed at those suffering from bipolar disorder, but it
helped me with the extreme disruption grief can bring. The general idea is to do more or less the
same thing at the same time every day: get up, eat, work, exercise, and go to bed on a schedule.
Because I work for myself, this meant setting up my daily schedule as if reporting to someone
else; my better self, perhaps, the one who wanted me to live. Every day, even though it was
exactly what I’d done the previous day and would do the next, I wrote my scheduled activities in
my planners, virtual and paper. As I completed each often-mundane task, I checked it off.
Around that period, Mark and I discovered the Early Music scene in Manhattan. I learned
that this kind of music most closely matches one’s pulse or heartbeat, and is therefore calming.
Early music, Baroque, and a Bill Evans Pandora station usually soothed me best.
I also suggest turning off the news, or scheduling a safe and limited time to check
anything potentially disturbing, which can include email and social media. Stick to the schedule
if you can. It really isn’t that we have more brutality than in the past. It’s that every horrific
tragedy in every corner of the world is in our faces all the time; that’s what produces clicks, and
clicks equal money. Ask yourself what you really need to know, and whether you want it
hovering in the background at all times.
Exercise
Running, bicycling, kayaking, and swimming each offer their own delights. For me, the
basic exercise is walking. Many studies back up the salutary effects, including brain, heart,
muscle, and mood function. During my healing phase, my guru was British writer Robert
McFarlane, author of the 2012 The Old Ways: A Journey on Foot, a book I read repeatedly. He
describes how, back to the beginnings of time and in all parts of the world, humans bonded to
earth through their feet and thus freed their spirits.
My preference is to begin and end each day with walks or hikes, almost always with dogs
and often one-on-one with my husband or a friend. I’ve tried group hikes and walks, and find
them stressful. I prefer forest paths, but I’ve also enjoyed walking in New York City, particularly
around the periphery of Central Park or along Riverside, and in any wilderness in any part of the
country or world I might be lucky enough to visit.
Yoga
According to Portland yoga instructor and international teacher Julie Gudmestad, also a
licensed physical therapist, it’s a good idea to walk before yoga, and to practice yoga before
meditation, but as with all these survival skills, the idea is not how or how long, but simply to do
something every day. I keep the mat and props readily available so they are in my face, already
set up. According to Gudmestad, five minutes is better than no minutes, which is what most
people do with plans to rehabilitate from physical injury. Shavasana, or corpse pose is
considered a necessary transition from the yoga practice to life off the mat.
I also take classes, but this can be risky. Gudmestad has instructed me to be clear with
instructors when I need to alter or avoid poses that might be harmful. In The Science of Yoga:
The Risks and the Reward, published in 2012, science writer and yogi William J. Broad points
out how many are injured or even killed by yoga-related injuries. Unlike Gudmestad, most yoga
instructors aren’t physical therapists, and can be unaware of what is safe. Although I started yoga
to free myself from physical pain, which eventually happened, I now credit the practice with
many subtler effects, including psychological. In the time of death that initiated my own turn to

yoga, I liked the statement some yoginis make, “Your final breath will be an exhalation.” I liked
the idea that every time I lie on the mat and consciously exhale, I’m practicing my own death.
Perhaps more than anything else, my parents’ deaths taught me that I too will die.
The Power of Awe
I was born in a remote rural wilderness, where I continue to live part-time, and nature is
my greatest healer. After my father died and my mother was dying, during my long meandering
walks, I set myself the task of learning the name of one new bird, mushroom, bush, tree, or
mammal a day. My handbook was Cascade-Olympic Natural History: A Trailside Reference by
Daniel Mathews, published in 1999. The act of naming deepens meaning, and helped sew me to
the earth. Being out of doors, at least during sunny months, also helps activate production of
Vitamin D, yet another piece of the depression puzzle.
In the January 15, 2016 New Yorker, Robin Wright described a national obsession with
pandas. She interviews Brandie Smith, associate director for Animal Care Services of the
National Zoo in Washington D.C. “People talk about the power of awe,” Smith says. “When you
see something that brings awe, it produces oxytocin.” The myriad species I can now identify,
besides the inner silencing caused by concentration, must surely offer a massive dose of this free
drug.
Meditation
In a previous incarnation, I married a Buddhist monk. Before I met Hung Ju, whose birth
name was Tim, I enjoyed a forty-minute daily meditation practice I’d figured out for myself. I
suppose I was the idiotic sound of one hand clapping, but for me the practice soothed and
calmed. The monk soon took me in hand. The only way to meditate, Tim said, was “bolt upright
in full lotus,” two sits a day for forty minutes each. He lit incense sticks to track my time. I soon
found other things to do.
In When Things Fall Apart: Heart Advice for Difficult Times, published in 2000,
Buddhist teacher Pema Chodron defines meditation more simply: “Just find time every day and
sit down with yourself,” she instructs. After my parents died, when I was flattened from jaw
surgeries and reclining on ice to relieve the horrific back pain, meditation seemed like something
I could do. According to Chodron, over time, meditation allows one to let go of what she calls
story lines. “Don’t feed discomfort with thoughts,” she urges.
It seemed a great idea to stop thinking. And also to let go of my story lines, whatever
those were. I soon learned that, like walking and yoga, meditation has deeper health benefits,
including improved blood pressure, enhanced immune system, stabilizing of mood, and
reduction of chronic and acute pain. Muddling my way back into my non-drug armamentarium,
the simple trifecta of walk/yoga/meditate, probably saved my life.
Mark and I were living in a noisy sub-let on the Upper West Side, but I soon found a
garden on the grounds of St. John the Divine Cathedral, as well as empty chapels inside where I
could sit in silence. I also discovered countless synagogues and churches, open and beautiful, as
well as the paths that trace through Central Park. If in our sub-let, I inserted ear plugs and
covered my eyes. When in the Northwest, I claimed an unused shed.
Serious meditators would agree with Tim that meditating while lying on my back over ice
packs was improper. However, for me at that time, any kind of sitting was profoundly painful. A
danger, of course, is that one will fall asleep. To which I respond: “So what?” Although I rarely
do fall asleep, sometimes falling asleep while deeply relaxed is exactly what I need to do. And,

after a few years of yoga, I found myself able to do a “real” meditation sit. But anything that
slams the door in the face of those who’d like to meditate—how to breathe or empty the mind or
ways to sit—keeps too many from even trying. My suggestion mirrors that of Gudmestad: try
five minutes a day. Expand to fifteen. At a certain point, the self-rewarding factor kicks in. The
act itself becomes the reward.
A common complaint of those who try meditation is, “I can’t shut off my mind.” I
manage my chatter with simple tricks. “Thanks for trying to help,” I tell the thoughts. “I know
you mean well.” I then place the babble, as best I can, onto the shoe rack near my door, or into
the worm compost bin when in the Northwest. “I’ll be back later if I need you,” I say. But it’s
rare I need those churning thoughts again.
When I started walking, yoga, and meditation, I followed Gudmestad’s suggestion of five
or fifteen minutes at a time. “The point is to do something every day,” Gudmestad says. Taking a
daily action becomes cumulative, and around the one-year mark, I discovered I could become
serene even with outside disturbances. Somehow I had learned to self-calm, as a crying baby
learns to soothe itself. I knew something had changed when, after a lifelong and rather ferocious
dental phobia, I found myself calmly reclined in a dental chair chit-chatting with my dentist.
Who the hell was this new self?
A study at Rutgers University found that a combination of exercise and meditation causes
neuronal changes. Depressed subjects improved. My daily trifecta didn’t simply dispel
depression; it seemed to have permanently rejiggered my brain.
Gripes, Gratitudes, and Gifts (the Three G’s)
When I’m walking alone in the forest or driving, I talk out loud. And I follow a specific
formula. First, I list everything I can think of that pisses me off. These are the Gripes. I don’t
censor or shame myself or try to fix or explain whatever I’m griping about. I just say it, as in
“I’m pissed off that it’s overcast today,” or “I’m griping about all the chores I still have to do.”
It’s usually petty stuff, but I don’t judge. I don’t try to explain or justify myself to myself.
When I can’t think of any more gripes or grudges, and sometimes just listening to myself
causes me to laugh, I start in with Gratitude. All kinds of studies, scientific and spiritual, cite the
value of gratitude, as in we can’t hold negatives in our minds at the same time as positives.
Again out loud, I list everything I’m grateful for. If I’m on an hour-long walk, my Gripes last
from five to ten minutes. My Gratitude always surprises me. Forty minutes later, I might still be
talking, and sure enough, I’m starting to feel great. Maybe it’s simply that endorphins seem to
kick in for me about thirty-six minutes into a walk, so I’m floating on a double high.
I end with what I call Gifts, which are actually goals I’m setting for myself. My only rule
is that the goals concern only me and actions I can take. I don’t, for example, request perfect love
or that my husband stop snoring. The Three G’s are for me, or as Pema Chodron might say, a
way to practice loving-kindness to myself. And, from there, it does tend to spread, but that’s a
side effect, not the purpose.
Massage, Acupuncture, and Nutrition
Once when I was single and feeling sorry for myself, a friend said, “Buy a vibrator and
get eight hugs a day.” Meanwhile, a licensed massage therapist can provide soothing human
touch, which also helps reduce depression through the release of cortisol. Acupuncture also
appears to reduce symptoms of depression. As with yoga, it’s important to find the right
practitioner. Ask around. Both can be covered by insurance. Check that out too.

Vitamins to treat depression is a complex topic, and the jury remains out on whether all
such products are created equal. However, there is no question that consuming processed foods
and sugar depletes the body and mind. When available, I prefer fresh fruits and vegetables grown
by local farmers, and I probably get a serotonin burst from getting to know the farmers who grow
them. I also seek out fish markets featuring wild-caught fish.
Whereas some claim the benefits of retail therapy, buying stuff doesn’t do it for me. I
take pleasure in a pared-down existence. For this reason, the expense of buying organic and fresh
food is balanced by my almost zero-spending on the consumer goods that fill box stores and the
Internet. Living chemical-free, if partaking of massage, acupuncture and fresh food, can cost, but
for me the long-term effects are being happily alive and sane.
Pets
In my journals from the death year, I cite my love for my animals almost every day.
Every day, whether I wanted to or not, Lilly and Molly needed to walk. I hooked their leashes to
my belt and off we went. Sometimes I’d lie on the moss in the forest, and they’d rest quietly
beside me. Indoors, the cats would crawl into my arms or under the covers, unconditional love
for the cost of kibble and a combing.
Those who can’t manage a cat or dog might consider worms. As my depression started to
lift, a friend called about a workshop on vermiculture, composting with worms, offered free
through the county. Taught by the owners of the Bugabay Corporation (bugabay.com), I learned
that the messy detritus of all those fruits and vegetables can be transformed, odor-free, with the
use of a simple cedar bin. And yes, the invisible worms transforming cucumber peel and kale
into brown gold induces the power of awe.
The Shocker
When, during my first three years of drug-free recovery from depression and death, I
started to jot notes about what was working, I left out a major part. When my parents died, I
became an orphan. After living a stroll away from the home where I grew up, I lost my tribe.
Community is hard-wired into our DNA. Just as I had no idea how important my dogs were,
until they were gone, I took my parents for granted. Surely, they would always be there for me to
love and scorn.
And so, great, I walk for miles every day. I practice yoga alone on my mat. I meditate in
my rented apartment or wilderness cabin. But if I don’t feel part of a community, I will go mad.
Prisoners placed in solitary confinement go quickly insane. In the end, survival is about love. I
don’t mean an abject pursuit embodied in another human. That kind of obsession, for me, is like
one more pill. If only I find the right bottle, then at last I’ll feel right. What I mean, really, is the
loving-kindness Buddhist teachers suggest. For all my reading on depression, I missed
something, perhaps because I’m blind to what is most difficult. I sensed that the so-called
epidemic of clinical depression might stem from lack of connection and community.
In Necessary Dreams, published in 2005, psychiatrist Anna Fels says that social
affirmation changes the neurotransmitters in the brain, and that it’s important to be around
positive people, which is a natural anti-depressant. “Social contact constantly arranges our
DNA,” Fels says. Conversely, obsession with negative people, which can include family,
impacts us at a cellular level as well. “Getting away from negative people can be like
withdrawing from heroin,” says Pamela Allister, a retired counselor and nurse.

Love, community, and connection, of course, can’t be measured or quantified, nor
prescribed and covered by insurance. We can adopt a cat or dog or set up a worm bin and use the
results to grow a house plant or garden, but we can’t manufacture love. In a very few cultures
today, and certainly in the caves and plains and forests from which our civilizations evolved, I
wouldn’t have much choice about being part of my community. To bond and to perform some
kind of contribution, however small, would ensure my survival. The activities would replicate
the actions that helped me become well: physicality, doing more or less the same things every
day, eyeball contact with others, tending critters, and enacting rituals. Rituals related to death
might have surrounded me with support rather than even more isolated and alone.
In the remote rural area where I was born, pioneers, particularly women, often killed
themselves. Sometimes, if I was alone for too long, I would forget how to converse. When I went
out to the tiny local store, I couldn’t recall how to make small talk. Chatting with the owners
perked me up, and on the way home, I’d feel downright jolly. As with the visits to my local
farmers, long talks with my pets, or hiking with a friend, eye contact causes up-ticks in betaendorphin, serotonin, oxytocin, and dopamine, a grab-bag of feel-goods one could never
purchase over or under the counter. But I can produce them for myself for free, and they never
leave a hangover.
And so I forced myself to attend bereavement support and family therapy groups offered
free through the county. I scheduled hikes and walks one on one with friends. This didn’t mean I
was sharing sadness. I found it more therapeutic to listen. “Tell me your life story,” I’d suggest,
and for the time he or she did, I was transported out of my own. After all, I had nothing to say
but how sad I was, and hearing about their lives pulled me almost instantly out of myself.
Slow-cooked Recovery
When I took Prozac during Tim’s seven year dying, the drug pretty much popped into
effect within a few weeks. The early claims about S.S.R.I.’s were that one became “weller than
well,” and that was how I felt. Only later did I realize adverse effects that made me unwilling to
pursue that path again. The people in my group said they returned to themselves, and I believe
them and all those who report they could not make it any other way.
And I get that the problem with more natural treatments is they require a daily
commitment to forever. Using non-drug treatment, over three years, I gradually moved out of
depression. But here’s the payoff. Fairly early on, the treatments I self-prescribed became
delicious habits. And eventually, I moved into a realm of calm and happiness beyond anything
I’ve known. Following what has become a way of life also leaves me feeling weller than well,
and the self I “returned” to is one I never knew.
This means, though, that I take action, in some small way, every day. If you can’t take an
hour, try fifteen minutes. If even that seems too much, try five. This isn’t as hard as it seems,
because these activities become self-reinforcing. I do them now not because I have to to stay
sane and pain-free, but because they offer pleasure. And now, despite a lifetime of depression, I
feel quiet pleasure almost all the time. Today I communicate with positive loved ones, or at the
very least, with my beloved pets or that cluster of chestnut-backed chickadees and goldencrowned kinglets in the willow. I edge a bucket of kale stems and carrot stalks into the bed of
worms. Every day, at least once, I take a long walk, preferably through some kind of wilderness,

even in the midst of a vast city. Almost every day, I practice simple stretches followed by even
simpler meditation. By taking these actions most days at the same time, I create ritual, practicing
gratitude in a cathedral comprised of buildings or trees.

Kirie Pedersen
Winner of The Magnolia Review Ink Award

Season of the SAD Light-Box
Ivory light drapes the weeping trees.
A sudden sun-flash dazzles her eyes.
She drops her gaze toward trodden coppered leaves.
Cyan birdwings rustle in the skies.
Amber bonfire sparks the air with red.
Statue-still, she stands to coat the glow.
Indigo-seamed clouds oppress like lead.
Behind her back a black dog roams.
Day withdraws, an over-sensitive guest.
Curtains tomb the room; she sits alone
by brittle toast, piano keys unpressed,
blanketed in sorrow’s dark cocoon.
All hope is boxed in bright electric dawn:
Let the blue light of happiness shine again.

Julia D. McGuinness

Confidence
Lately it comes with waking, culling through dreams,
tracing the light to make a way forward, looking after
a mean of survival, clear passages that are serpentine, and
make them fine to the touch. Getting through work and back.
There are so many ways of moving ahead. Walking the dog.
Paying the rent. Standing ground. Coming home.
Calling anywhere home. Planting a garden with flowers in every color.
Deep purple violets. Poppies soft and pink against the wild desert sky.
Surviving night. Living big in the day. Plotting it out against
the first of the stars that show in the night sky. Looking up. Taking time
to breathe deep and plan a new way to do things. Maybe planting
a few sweet peas or a petunia or two. Any will do. This way to stay steady
has worked for me for years here in the desert, a place hot as hell
in the summer and balmy in the winter. My approach is steady as it goes
under the oasis of palms where the crows talk day and night in the tree tops,
where the wrens hide in the mesquite, where the rabbits run to beat sunrise,
scooting into the high grass, where the roadrunners build
homes out of nothing and race on.

Charlene Langfur

Caves
The meditative caves wherein
the ancient saints offered their prayers
in the dark, are like the nights.
We close our eyes.
Whose breath comes in
and goes out, like life?
In the midst of speechlessness,
I invite my ancestors.
They are here, almost
touching me, their
light breath falls on my
brown skin, digs out histories.
The caves are here, will
always be there.
Whose wandering voice
takes hold of me wherever I am?
Who plays his dark games
far inside the body’s mysteries?

Bibhu Padhi

When Your Substance Is Drained Away
hold out
sometimes
victory is long in coming
there is nothing we can do
to stop the sunny places
from turning cold
put
on your mittens wear
a sweater tuck in the blanket
edges
the seasons
make way for each other

Lisa Stice
*Author’s note: some words borrowed from “Waging War” (“victory is long in coming,” “when
their substance is drained away”), “The Army on the March” (“sunny places”) and “Weak Points
and Strong” (“The four seasons make way for each other in turn”) The Art of War by Sun Tzu

Avian
The birds have flown the coming storm,
For where in air can they have rest?
The bough is cracked which breaks the nest;
An inch of ice comforts the worm.
The tribe of sparrows in the brush
That shrieks then splatters on the sky
Knows what it means to live and die:
A spike of snow, a little hush.
And so we go from strength to sin
To gather all the life we can,
To bolster in a howling wind
When there’s no strength on solid ground—
We hope that love is what we’ve found,
But nothing holds and nothing stands.

Jared Pearce

Reduction
at the bottom of the box
we found the broken pieces
separate parts of a whole
the importance of a ceramic
elephant reduced to sharp
edges
dust
disconnected
system of reliability of
expectation and memory
legs once strongpoints
now leave nothing left
to stand on
a memory
to throw away and forget

Lisa Stice
*Author’s Note: some words borrowed from “Weak Points and Strong” The Art of War by Sun
Tzu (“separate parts of a whole”)

Lucy
It’s a cold day after it happens.
I woke up and rolled over in bed only to find the sheets on the other side of the bed were
still nicely tucked in. No graying face stared back at me. The smell of drool and milk bones was
absent from the air. I got up, walked to the kitchen, and grabbed the bowl off the floor to put
some fresh water in it. After it was returned to its proper spot, I stuck my arm into the big bag of
dog chow and started to sob. For some reason I took a scoop of food out of the bag and dumped
it in her bowl just like always. I swore I heard each morsel ding into the metal, a deafening
reminder.
You know all the usual sounds by heart. Claws on the title. Tags jingling as they scratch
that itchy spot under their collar. Food gurgling back up their throat because they ate a clump of
pine needles and their stomach’s rejecting it. Tail wagging into the table leg because they want
to share some of your pizza.
The day after is a noiseless day.
No one came to lick away my tears. I had always known I would miss Lucy, but no one
told me how much. No one told me the day after I would go through the routine like always and
feel like a defeated idiot as I sat next to a bowl of kibble that would never be eaten. No one told
me I would open the front door to leave for work and holler bye Lucy into the void, and then
have to reapply my makeup in the parking-lot at work.
No one ever thinks about the day after. Or the week after. If they did, they’d never get
a dog.

Samantha Chasse

When you first start to lose your mind
it begins
in
whispers
a creeping
thrumming
prescience
crawling behind
one
ear
neonatally gnattish
then
cacophonous
it staggers
with
talons
as your
body
clamors
to garrote
your
mind

Sarah Bigham

Your Breakdown
When it came, like a stray dog, it sat obediently by the door.
At first, I didn’t notice it, small and rough as it was,
more thumping tail than anything. It didn’t seem to want much
attention—but then it joined us in the living room, shredding pillows
to pass the time. At dinner, it scrounged for scraps, always right there,
whimpering. You dismissed concerns, said “Work was rough.” I grew
more used to its presence, though I didn’t like the dog, how it circled
at our feet or jumped beside us on the couch, leaving muddy
paw prints. If I asked what was going on, you barked, “Nothing.”
If I pressed, the dog would growl at me till I dropped the conversation.
When the dog moved into our bedroom it would lie between us,
bigger now, wolf-like, hulking. I couldn’t reach over it even to kiss you
goodnight. If I tried, the dog would whine, or snap at me, or even bite.
So I’d pat it on the head, tell it, “You’ll be ok,” and it would settle
back down. Sometimes in the night, I’d hear it pacing, or pawing
at the door; sometimes a sudden crash—dishes breaking, overturned
furniture, photos smashed on the floor. The dog wasn’t housetrained.
In the mornings, I’d walk into the kitchen, and see beer bottles
in the trash, our fridge and cabinets ransacked, bags ripped open,
the dog starving and thirsty for anything to fill it. The last time
this happened, as I cleared debris, I begged you to put the dog outside
for good, said we couldn’t keep it anymore. “Please, it’s killing us.”
You snarled at me, “You think I don’t know you want to get rid of me?
You think I don’t know you never loved me?” But it was the dog
I didn’t love—though most days it was hard to tell you apart.
.
When the “dogcatchers” came, they took you too, seventy-two hours
in a white cold kennel—and another four weeks at the “pound.”
You came back from Brightwood, shaggier, glassy-eyed from the meds,
but calmer than I’d seen you in a year. You seem like yourself now.
Sometimes I see the dog lurking, but so far it stays outdoors.

JC Reilly

Sun/Shadow
Resting on the hard bench
opposite the library the books all chattering inside
the way the air feels on my skin and the way the words
of my loves whisper I think why would I
call out for death
when he is always coming with his scythe
coming in through locked windows
breaking down doors
striding across rooms
cutting us down to size
why choose now with the joy of the buds opening
why would I even let the strange yearn
of it beat round my head when all the joy
and laughter is waking
in the trees
think of the way love comes and goes
quick as sun-shadow quick as love how could I
even think of a time to leave
choose to pull down the blinds on the buzz and rush
and the green growth?

Cathy Whittaker

An Old Man Waits to Remember His Youth
I sit by the window, my hand rests under my chin
and a cigarette burns, but I’m not inhaling, I’m too
busy watching the kids playing in the street.
The Grandfather Clock behind me hasn’t
chimed since I turned seventy;
I wish to use it as my coffin.
My beard is gray and pigeons delight
in picking sandwich crumbs out of it.
I don’t shower much these days,
my wife died ten years ago.
I spend my days chain smoking and
wandering around in my bathrobe
with my cock hanging out, so I can
enjoy something before the throat
tumors claim their prize.
My pupils hang low, like a diseased
bird pushing flight long enough
to find a place to rest and die.
A young boy playing kickball with his friends
races to catch a flyball at my front window.
He catches it, stops, and hesitates.
He turns and looks towards me,
I smile, he smiles back.
I wave to him, he runs off.
I used to be like him, afraid of running
into the elderly, reclusive neighbor.
Afraid of my hair whitening and falling out,
afraid of knowing that one day my
fingers would be too arthritic-ridden
to even so much as pick up a kickball.
These days, all I’m afraid of is locking eyes
with a young child and letting him see me cry.

Steven Allan Porter

Afternoon One Day When You Were Young
It is nearly autumn’s end, but
we wear short-sleeve t-shirts
and light denim, and you
with the feather-lite hair
the color of maple syrup
and pancakes, you chase
your Norwich terrier brother
who chases squirrels
through loblolly pines,
his barks louder and shriller
than the call of a tea kettle,
and this is the day I want
to pause, to fold up like a card,
open when you are taller
and no longer spin past dizziness.

Lisa Stice

An Old Fool’s Revenge
I don’t like people who chew gum, especially the ones who keep their mouths open,
smacking and slopping, cud chewing cows, who feel themselves above decorum or decency, as
though the essence of their rapture is a balm to all who surround them.
I don’t like loud people, fat people, those people who try to push themselves into line at
the movies, who try to make you feel foolish or insignificant, or impostors, posing as someone
they aren’t.
I’ve been called a bigot, a racist, an uninformed curmudgeon, and I’m sure much more
the moment my back was turned. Well, let them talk, the squeals of ignorant piglets, oinking
themselves into their own squalor.
And I don’t like the color of attitude. A patina that coats so many young people in my
neighborhood. I’ve worked out a formula, not being a mathematician, not even possessing a
grade level education, but I can still think and what I’ve come up with proves that attitude is
inversely proportional, a phrase I read on the cover of The Wall Street Journal at the foot of
Amos’ newsstand, to character.
Of course, Amos doesn’t accept much of my raving bias, my pronouncements, and
stuttering indignation. What he does accept is that we are both old and that we have been friends
for so many years I can hardly tell the difference between his temper and my patience.
“Cold as shit today,” he gestured, tightening the woolen scarf around his neck, the one he
found last winter. It’s bright red and green, and I told him he looks lousy in it, but that was only
to get back at him for telling me I’ve gained weight, which I have, but it was none of his damn
business. I also hate people who tell you things you don’t want to know.
“Cold as a witch’s tit.”
Amos gives change to a man buying one of those nasty tabloids, the ones that have all the
answers to life—who has been abducted by aliens, who is sleeping with whom, which of us is
the illegitimate child of world famous celebrities and politicians.
“Never understood that one,” he answers with that challenging tone of his.
“Nothing to understand. It just is.”
A gust of cold wind comes down Broadway and envelops us. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving.
A day for celebration and joy. A day for families to gather around a linen-covered dining table
and feast on plates heaped with delicious food and reminisce about their good fortune. Neither
Amos nor I will savor such riches. We don’t talk about it anymore. Memories are clouded by
time and denial, and more pressing circumstances, like surmounting the difficulties that lay
before you between the time you wake up in a cold room to the time you squeeze yourself into
an unsatisfactory cocoon of sleep.
“Nothing, just is.”
He does this to me purposely. “Lots of things just are,” I answer, staring down at a
wooden matchstick caught in the tread of my wheelchair tire. I try to keep them clean so they
won’t split or tear. Last time I had to replace a rubber wheel, the welfare agency took three
months to get me a new one, except it wasn’t new at all. “Like the fact that you’re a black old
fool.”
“And you’re a white old fool.”

“And you’re a black old fool, and that’s a lot worse than any white fool I could ever be.”
“Says who?”
“Says me.”
“Well, shit. Now what a fat old white jackass like you says doesn’t count for much of
anything.”
“Does if I say it does.”
“And what makes you think you’re so special?”
“Because what I say is; because it just is.”
“I ain’t got time for your craziness.”
“Fat old man, you ain’t got time for nothing but time.”
A couple walks by. People he knows, a few of the good ones left from our street. They
begin to talk to Amos, like he was part of their family. I move off, as I always do when I feel that
I’m not part of life anymore. I can’t explain it, but there’re times when I just know that the
camera of life in the sky is looking down on everybody but me. Someday I’ll tell someone about
these feelings. It’ll probably be old Amos. Maybe he’ll listen. Yeah, he will do me that last, one
good turn.
I’m getting hungry. That means making my way up to the Inwood Settlement House on
96th Street and Broadway. I could go up to my apartment a few blocks and make a sandwich for
myself. But this week the settlement house is having special holiday meals. They’re trying to
make up for a whole year of thin soup, tired chicken, stale bread, and watery coffee. They do
their best, but it’s not easy. We all do. Before I cross the street, I turn back once more to Amos.
He’s alone. His half mittens protect everything but his swollen, reddened fingertips from the
cold. All day people throw money at him. And all day he tries to smile and every day the smiles
become thinner like the settlement house soup. He waves back, a gesture I’ve never seen him do.
There is discomfort in his expression.
It’s not that I don’t want to turn my chair around; it’s just that I have a golden rule, once
you’ve gotten going, stay going. I don’t change my direction for anybody. When you spend your
days moving about, staring at people’s belt buckles, you have to stand for something, even if it’s
so paper thin. But this is Amos, and he counts. Slowly, I spin around and roll, with my most
hard-earned indifference, back to his stand. “You forget to give me something for free?”
“No.”
“You’re hiding the new tits-n-ass magazines from me.” Amos supplies me with all the
latest men’s magazines. Not the ones with animals or whips and chains, but the old-fashioned
kind with beautiful women posing in provocative positions. Except in the last few years, even
these have worn thin especially as women’s breasts artificially increase to the size of basketballs.
I can’t imagine what tits like those watermelons are going to look like when their silicone
implants are removed. And sooner or later, they’re going to be removed. What goes up, usually
comes down.
“No.”
“Then unless you know the winning number of the lottery, what’s on your mind?”
“What are you doing tomorrow?”
I scratched at my beard. I’ve been meaning to shave for days. Once I used to be proud of
how I looked. But I can’t remember that far back now. “What’s it your business?”
“Don’t you give me a hard time now, old man. Now, what are you up to?”
“Nothing yet.” And I wasn’t. Things like Thanksgiving only made me sadder for my past.

Amos shook his head, the sign of regret that one of the few he really cared about was so
far gone. Not with a weak heart, but a forlornness that can kill just as surely. “A friend invited
me to dinner.”
“What’s it have to do with me?”
“She said I could bring a friend.”
“She!”
“A woman I know.”
Amos continued stacking piles of coins for change. It kept him occupied. Small thinks
like that keep us all occupied from ourselves. People rush by, toss coins, and pick up a
newspaper as if Amos didn’t exist. He’s been on the corner of Broadway and 86th, a major
intersection on the Upper West Side of Manhattan, for the better part of three decades. He’s been
there in the toasting heat of August and bone-rattling cold of January, in rain and wind and fury
Amos has served the neighborhood, though once, a long time ago, I know he had more to give.
He’s a good man, decent I’ve heard many say. Kind, too.
I can’t recall when someone described me by either word. Yet I believe I am decent and
kind. But it’s a different kind of goodness. Amos’ kind of caring stands out more, it’s noticeable
from up close and far away and just requires less reason to express itself. It seems mine demands
much more before it bubbles to the surface, and then only after I have reasoned it out of hiding. I
believe we share the same soul, and in that conclusion accept the magnitude of our difference.
What has become of him is a lot better than my lot in life. The pastor at the settlement
house believes that life is what you make of it. I guess to some extent it’s true, although, I
believe that luck and well-off parents may have more to contribute to our future. Amos had and
lost a wife. I’ve never been married. His youngest daughter lives in Detroit with her second
husband, a retired steelworker. I’ve never knowingly fathered a child. Amos doesn’t speak of her
much. I’ve always supposed there wasn’t much between them. Not like what keeps the two of us
going.
“So, are you coming or are you going to spend another Thanksgiving at the settlement
house?”
“There’s nothing wrong with that you know.”
“Not unless you can do better.”
“So where’s this fancy-ass party going on?”
“Not far from here.”
“Who’s going to be there?”
Amos pulled himself up to his full six feet, his disapproving dark brown eyes threatening
impatience. “The Pope, Elvis, Judge Crater. The usual lot.”
“You’re making fun of me.”
“Peter,” he began, leaning forward, “it’s a Thanksgiving dinner. It’s an invitation. If you
don’t like it you can leave.”
“But you won’t tell me who’s making the dinner?”
“It matters that much to you?”
“It does.” But I didn’t know why. Yes, I did. It was me. Distrusting, unaccepting, unforgetting and unforgiving.
“OK then, I met Esther last week in the street. She asked how I was, and of course how
you were feeling and asked me to join her and her husband for Thanksgiving if I wasn’t doing
anything.”
“And of course you went for it.”

“I said I wasn’t busy and would join them. The invitation was for me.”
“Apparently not.”
“It was an afterthought.”
“Now I’m an afterthought.”
“Stop it, Peter. She was glad to see me and offered me Thanksgiving dinner. She didn’t
know whether to invite you or not. But when she did, I saw the relief in her eyes. She really
meant it. She misses you, too.”
“Forget it.”
Amos made change for a woman buying The Wall Street Journal. “She would like to see
you again. I know it. She asked me how you’re doing.”
“And what did you tell her?”
“The truth. That you were getting by.”
I gripped the rim of my cold metal wheels and spun myself around, “Well, you enjoy
yourself and, as for them, I hope they choke on the damn stuffing.”
The next few blocks were a maze of pants and skirts, children being hurried along against
their primal instincts, red lights that turned green too fast and green lights that had no
compassion for the engine of suffering that hurdles me forward. By the time I reached the
settlement house, I wasn’t hungry anymore, but my arms and hands hurt from the anger I brought
down on them. I could feel my body shaking, my forehead was already fused with a damp shield
that only exposed me for my innate anger and rage, and for my recall of a past that might have
been.
Esther. I spent so much of my insides forgetting the face behind the name. Not since that
day two or three months ago, when I saw a woman walking down Amsterdam Avenue around
84th Street and stare into a shop window, was I reminded of such beauty, of such calm charm
and dignity. I nearly choked on my fear that she would turn and see me as I was, as she never
saw me before. The woman was in her late fifties, with a trimness and proud cant of her head
that reminded me so much of Esther Dennison. My almost very own, my very beautiful Esther.
A driver hammered his horn intolerantly because two teenagers didn’t get out of his way
fast enough. They turned around and threw him a threatening glance. I’ve seen it before. One
more horn honk and he might have had company in the front seat. Fools know no bounds in the
expression of their arrogance. I know. I would have honked until somebody put a bullet into my
belly.
Inwood Settlement House, the focal point of most charity work on the Upper West Side
of Manhattan, blossomed in the last decade into a quarter of a city block refuge from a indistinct
storefront neighborhood outreach effort. It was open twenty-four hours a day and, with the 30th
Police Precinct only two blocks away, possessed the needed backup and support to manage the
seamless stream that were drawn to a glimmer of hope and sanctuary.
“Hey, Peter, what’s happening?”
It was Miles Cannon, a likable if outspoken toady and not to be trusted with the truth. He
worked in the settlement house soup kitchen for over a year and made a habit of accidentally
overhearing the lingering suffering of others. But you always wanted to keep him on your side.
Throwing him a tidbit of someone else’s grief usually meant that your plate was full of food
instead of full of plate.
“It’s getting cold,” I answered, in no particular mood to carry on a conversation. Weather
was always a favorite topic of the chronically indifferent.
“Are you coming around tomorrow?”

Tomorrow. Thanksgiving. “Count me in.”
“Great man. It’s going to be a hopping place. A good time will be had by all,” he said and
greeted others as they entered.
“I don’t want a good time,” I muttered to myself. “I don’t want turkey or sweet potatoes
or stuffing or the pain in my head.” I closed my eyes but the image of Esther Dennison holding
my hand, walking down Broadway on that fine fair autumn afternoon was too real to be denied.
How could Amos do this to me? And why now, when my life had come to mean so little?
Two other men greeted me, as one of the volunteers handed me a cup of steaming
vegetable soup. I wheeled myself around to a corner table and drank it slowly, thoughtfully. Who
else was going to be there? I asked myself, already knowing the answer. Milton Dowling. The
image of that peppery thin, bland bastard almost made me gag. What could Esther ever have seen
in that pestilential Dowling? How could any woman proclaim her love for me, and then betray
me for a stiff like that?
“You left her, you fool. She would have never left you.” I recalled Amos’ harsh reminder
many times over.
“She left me,” I insisted.
“You got hurt and you started to drink and she couldn’t take it.”
I remembered threatening her. I would never have touched her, but she couldn’t have
known. I hated myself as the words passed between my lips, but apparently not enough to
apologize.
“Her father died a drunk and her first husband was a drunk. To her, your weakness was
the third in a line of curses. She wasn’t going to wait until you destroyed yourself or her.” Amos
had brushed away a man who wanted to buy a newspaper to make the point. That reproach took
place a year ago next week.
At first, I denied my drinking, denied the self-pity and rage. The fall was partly my fault,
but thankfully, the insurance company was more than willing to settle, which only fueled my
self-righteous indignation. I was going to be strapped into a wheelchair for the rest of my life
while the world danced and twirled and played out its life in a blurred colored swirl of
movement.
I finished the vegetable soup, recalling my tenuous steps toward sobriety, a journey that
was still in progress. I hadn’t touched a drink in three months, or thought about one in weeks.
That is, up until today. Now the image of a shot glass of scotch, my favorite, was as clear as the
cuts on the inside of my hand, a present from the metal rim of my wheels. Most others used
leather gloves, which like Amos’ gloves, were cut off at the fingertips. I had lost mine the day I
thought I saw the image of Esther. I had no recall as to how I lost them. But when I closed the
door to my apartment, they were not on my hands. I began to retrace my movements but could
go no further back than seeing Esther at the store window. What if it had been her? What if she
had seen me? What would I have done, or she have said? I began to shake. Instinctively, I looked
over at the wooden cupboard where I used to keep the alcohol. I finished the evening in a
bedridden drunken stupor.
“You all right, Peter?”
I looked up. Pastor McMannis was staring down at me. We were the same age but the
street, my past, my natural contempt, and the chair had taken their toll. “Yeah, fine. I just got
caught up in something.”
“You look upset.”

When you’re bound to be the object of pity and fleeting compassion, sometimes you want
to walk away. And when you can’t, when any movement seems a discourteous slander, you stay
planted and let ne’re-do-wells swarm as they like. “I’m fine. Just distracted.”
“You want someone to take you home?”
There was nothing at home I wanted, least of all to be driven there by some good-natured
intruder pretending to care. “I think I’ll have some more soup.”
“Excellent idea. I’ll get you a fresh cup,” the pastor said with his usual gleam of
servitude.
I rested back into my chair, not realizing how far forward I had been leaning, like a man
readying himself for a final fall, or leap. My feet rested, as they have for so many months, on two
lifeless foot pedals, as if waiting, like Snow White, for Prince Charming to kneel by their side
and breathe life into deadened nerves. Except there was no Prince Charming, I learned that early
enough in life. As for the need for such benevolence, well, it would simply have been wasted on
me. I believed I was that far gone, that corrupted. I wasn’t Snow White. I was Dorian Gray.
A few women sat by themselves or in huddled corners along with others. Some were
alcoholics, others clinging to the myth of drugs, many were simply lost souls, who had been
disconnected by chance and circumstance from the tethers of life, those simple things that keep
us going like a job, a home, people who love you, someone to work for, someone to come home
to. A friend who still believes in you no matter how far you may have fallen. And none of the
women were like Esther.
She was probably still as pretty as the day she graduated high school, or was first
married, or I saw her in the park. God, was she a vision. An angel. If I had known then what I
knew was going to happen to me, and how immorally I was going to respond, I might not have
approached her, I thought as the bedraggled five-piece volunteer band struck up a Christmas
Carol in preparation for the Annual Christmas festival. Why all the indulgence, I railed? Why all
the flourish? Why the consuming necessity of it all?
“Here, this will fix you right up.”
I took the steaming cup of soup and thanked the pastor who was already stooping at the
side of an even less worthy soul. Another wave surged through, this time pressing into my chest
down my arms and surging sweat into my palms. Hot soup spilled onto my pants, but I didn’t
respond. I kept thinking of Esther and of what might have been. How could Amos do this to me?
And why now? Just when I had made some progress and all by myself, not as one of the
proselytizing chorus in an overstated, self-pitying twelve-step program.
One of the other men, an ex-cop named Manny, waved me over to his table. I saw his lips
mouth added encouragement. I set the wet cup between my wet legs and wheeled myself over. “I
didn’t think you’d be out tonight.”
“I like it here. I have more friends here,” Manny said with a glow.
And it was true. Manny was one of the most well-liked regulars at the settlement house. I
couldn’t imagine why. He wasn’t particularly smart or clever or whatever it took to be popular;
but he was liked, nevertheless. “It’s OK.”
“Hey, this is a great place. It’s clean, the food’s pretty good, no drugs or booze allowed,
and some of the evening programs are really interesting,” Manny said with infectious
enthusiasm.
“What programs?”
“I’m surprised you didn’t know.”

“I’m a lot slower than most,” I said motioning to the chair. This usually worked. It took
people off-guard, made them sympathetic. Sometimes repentant.
“Did you know a social worker comes in each week? You can talk to her about your
problems. Hey, I’m not too proud to admit I can use a little talking to once in a while.”
Can I talk to her about my life? The harsh unfairness of it? Can she help me get back my
youth, my Esther? Can she punish all those who have betrayed and been unfaithful to me?
“Nothing is bothering me.”
“Peter, we all have issues to resolve. We all need help.”
“I don’t.”
“I do, and I think maybe you do too.”
“It only looks that way.”
“Hey, man, what’s the matter? Are you angry at me for trying to help?”
You mean meddle. “It’s nothing to do with you. I guess I just got up on the wrong side of
the bed today.”
“How are you feeling?”
“You mean how does it feel to be crippled?”
“I didn’t mean that.”
“How does it feel to wake up in a hospital with no feeling in your legs? How does it feel
when they tell you that it would be a miracle if you ever walked again?” I don’t ask myself these
questions anymore. They seem, somehow unnecessary.
“I’m sorry, Peter. I didn’t mean to pry.”
“Yeah, everybody is always trying to help me. But no one can change anything.”
“You can.”
“Look, I know there are others a lot worse off than I am. But frankly, you know, I don’t
give a flying rat’s ass. There’s more out there that are better off than old Peter here. And he ain’t
getting better anytime soon.”
“Well, you let me know if I can help with anything.”
“Sure, you’ll be the first to know.” Now go back to your preaching and praying.
I pushed open the doors with my foot pedals, banging them purposely so everyone would
notice. From my height, being noticed was everything. It means respect, it means people getting
out of your way, making sure not to run into you. It means not getting sideswiped by a car,
although, if it were done with a perfect sense of timing, might make for an interesting settlement,
with minimal injury.
I was greeted by a bellow of cold night air. I welcomed the sensation after surviving the
inferno of intruding dolts. But I had nowhere to go, no one to see, and no one waiting at home
for me. I know it sounds like I’m feeling sorry for myself, and maybe I am. In a way, we’re all
sorry for our lot. Some make more of a spectacle of it. I like to make others take notice. I’ve seen
worse.
It would take less than four minutes to make the distance from the shelter to Skelly’s Bar
& Grill, just a block from Amos’ stand on Broadway and 87th Street. So I began to push myself
forward, then stopped. “Why me,” I muttered, for no apparent reason, other than to express my
grinding self-pity. Sometimes when I realize that I’ve been off the wagon for, how long has it
been now?—too long—I feel unusually deserving.
“You have to get yourself a life. Stop feeling so sorry for yourself. You got a generous
insurance settlement from the fall, and it keeps you alive. In some ways, you’re a lucky man, so
why don’t you just try and get on with your life?”

I’ve heard Amos’ preaching, in that same impatient tone, so many times I can repeat it in
my dreams. Maybe sometime I will use it on someone else. I need a drink. Badly. A belt of
scotch. Just one long one. It’s cold tonight. Later it’ll be colder, and I’ll be alone. Amos will go
home to his older sister who tends house for him. I could go over there, but not tonight. I don’t
need her prying condemnation or his advice. I need a drink.
I once heard Deloris, that’s his sister, tell him that I was lazy. Lazy. No legs and lazy!
Insensitive bitch. Deloris didn’t know me back when I was a complete man, when I could walk
down the street proud and confident, maybe make a few of the ladies’ heads turn, and be afraid
of no man. She couldn’t understand, probably like Esther, why I had taken the turn I did.
Another block to go. What if I just had one drink? What harm would that do? How drunk
can you get on one shot of scotch and maybe some friendship? I mean, there are other people in
the world other than Amos Bridges. Some pretty good people too, and they might just disagree
with his pressuring platitudes. Davy Nolan, an ex-jockey who now sells insurance and loves to
buy drinks all around is good on advice. He’s also pretty quick with a joke and cliff-hanging
tales of his racing past. Kenny Longo, who once owned a small fleet of delivery vans in
Baltimore but now manages a pharmacy in Greenwich Village, is no dummy either. Others too.
Friends, drinking buddies from Skelly’s, just up ahead.
“Where the hell do you think you’re going?”
I could recognize that aged rasp in my dreams. “None of your business,” I answered as
Amos shuffled across the street toward me.
“It is if I’m your friend.”
“I don’t think I want a friend right now,” I said pushing myself along.
“Friends don’t come along when you want them, Peter; only when you really need them.”
“Then why do they come up with moralizing crap? Why always with a lecture when you
don’t want it?”
“Because it’s when you don’t want it most that you need it most.”
Two men came out of Skelly’s just up the block. I thought I recognized one of them. I
certainly recognized the unsteady sway in the walk of the other. How many nights did I come
from here and go directly to Esther’s apartment after the accident? Ten? Twenty? A hundred and
twenty? Too many, that’s how many.
“You got too many answers, old man.”
“It’s just one that you need right now.”
“Hey, where are you taking me?”
“Home. It’s late and you have a date tomorrow.”
“Forget it,” I said unable to stop the wheels from turning me away from my avowed
destination.
“I told her you would be there.”
I snapped my head around. “You did what?”
“That I would bring you around about four.”
“Son of a bitch, you didn’t.”
“Pretty much did,” Amos said, pushing me across the street so we would not pass directly
in front of Skelly’s.
I knew that it would have been more than just one drink. It would have been three or four,
more; whatever it took to forget, after all, isn’t that what we all want? To forget mistakes, people
who might have been yours, others who didn’t deserve your pity or wrath. I could taste the

scotch foaming up in the back of my throat, cold and cutting, innocent in its simply clear form,
like acid, that corrodes from within.
“It’s been two years, Peter,” Amos said pulling up on the wheelchair and coming around
to the front. “Your legs are not what they used to be. Neither is my back, and the minute I let
them get their knives into it, we’re going to be chair mates. So no self-pity. There’s a party to go
to tomorrow and there will be people there who cared for you and you once cared for.”
I looked through him, down the street to my building and empty third-floor apartment. I
knew these streets as if I were born to them, because I was. Sixty-four years ago on a stormy
February afternoon, the midwife brought the youngest of eight children into the world, and I
have never forgiven her.
“It’s getting cold.”
Amos stood and tightened the scarf around his neck. “So it is,” he said, sensing he had
lost the battle, “so it is.”
We crossed Broadway at 86th Street and approached my building. “Amos, I know you’re
only trying to help, but this is something that has no answer.”
“You may be right,” Amos agreed, holding open the door as I pushed myself up the
handicapped ramp. “You’ve cut yourself off from the rest of the world. That’s not your legs’
doing. You haven’t let anybody into your apartment since the accident as if you’re hiding from
the rest of the world.”
“Sometimes we all need to hide.”
“Agreed. And sometimes we all need to come out into the sunlight.”
“Amos, I lost Esther and the use of my legs, and I haven’t stopped losing since.”
“So you see yourself in that chair for the rest of your life.”
“I only know what the doctors told me.”
“You told me there was a chance—a slim chance—you might walk again.”
“I understand the difference between their kindness and my reality.”
Amos looked at the elevator in a building that was stylish and full of charm thirty-five
years ago. Now paint flakes rim the terrazzo lobby floor, two of the three bulbs are missing in
two of the three light fixtures, and if you wait around long enough you can smell the urine or are
approached by someone selling crack or heroine or themselves.
“You’re right, it is getting cold.”
“And you have to be there for your customers tomorrow.”
“And a lifetime of tomorrows.”
“Don’t you ever get tired?”
“What would I do with myself? Who wants a fat, half deaf seventy-year-old black man?”
“A fat, half-deaf seventy-year-old black woman.”
“Now that sounds sexy,” he said with a bellowing laugh. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say
I was getting turned on.”
“Go home Amos. You’re a lucky man.”
Amos pulled open the door as much as it would yield. “Then you’re not coming
tomorrow?”
For a second, I thought I would give another answer. But in the end, it had that old
familiar ring. “I don’t belong there.”
“Why?”
“Not tonight Amos, I respect you too much.”
Surprised, “What does respect have to do with it?”

“You’ll know when I tell you.”
“Then I guess I’ll just have to wait.”
“I guess so.”
A young man came down in the elevator and held the door open. Both Amos and I were
surprised by his courtesy. There was a mutual nodding before both of us disappeared around the
appropriate door. By the time Amos was at the corner, I was in my apartment.
I switched on the one desk light I kept in the apartment. There was a mellow, stained
yellow glare everywhere. A noticeable layer of dust covered chairs and tables. Magazines from
two years ago lay open, as if a breeze had swept by and flipped over the pages, then left forever.
There was the kind of mustiness you smell when you’re uncertain if someone ever lived in a
strange, unsettled place.
I locked the door. The shades were drawn tight. They hadn’t been lifted in years, but I
made the rounds to make sure no light crept out, or anybody could see in from across the street,
or rooftops or somehow standing on the street blocks away. I checked the deadbolt again, then
wheeled myself over to the corner of my living room.
It was where my wheelchair was set ready and waiting when I was not using it, where I
left it when I was barefoot, padding around my apartment in near darkness, rain or shine, day or
night, when I was out of sight of people who might condemn me, not for my lack of hospitality,
not even for the fact that I could walk, or that my gait was not compromised or hampered by
expected dysfunction, but because I was afraid they would somehow find out I could walk within
a week of returning from the hospital, and not understand why I have become such a
contemptible fraud.
Something I have asked myself for so long I no longer have any interest in the answer.

Arthur Davis

Lover Come Back
Four summers ago, when I was new,
you lavished me with pinks you nicked
from a neighbor’s yard as I feigned
watching a woodpecker at his work.
I scolded you for the theft, but couldn’t
quite suppress a loopy smile, the sudden
swell of bells and chimes resounding
in octaves only I could hear, love’s gamut.
I wouldn’t say the notes have changed,
but I’ve seen the way your impish side
is caught inside a bottle now, and how
you hide yourself from me—a larceny
worse than stolen flowers, worse even
than the heist of my heart when we met.

JC Reilly

Buried Alive
My words stretch out long and tangled,
sound like the shallow fall of autumn leaves.
I spend all day in this white place with blurred walls.
People pass ghost-grey, their touch on my sleeve
spirals like smoke in the damp-heavy air, voices high and looped,
repetitive, always calling. I don’t know how to reply.
The doctor stoops, a vulture on the cliff face.
How are you? he’ll say. His words fall into each other.
I think of the path by the fields where I can watch the sun
dip behind trees, their naked branches held high and crying,
red berries gleaming in the hedgerows, the air tasting of smoke,
the way the evening dusk light comes early.
But soon the night will cover the track with shadow.
Then I will walk a thin line like the spine of the mountain
and if I fall I’ll be buried alive.

Cathy Whittaker

Cold Front
Paging through cookbooks in search of a meal delicious enough to salve my husband’s
discontent, I heard the doorbell and left the book open face down at linguine with Puttanesca.
“Cal’s not here,” I told my mother-in-law, a well-preserved seventy-year-old who wore
tweeds skirts and matching jackets in lavender or ivy or beige, colors the neighborhood
association approved for houses.
“Excellent!” she said as she entered, removed her fur-trimmed coat, and dusted
snowflakes onto my rug. “Exactly as I intended. You’re the one I want to speak with, Judith.”
I invited her into the living room where she sat with her ankles crossed. I pulled my knees
up onto the sofa and tucked my feet under my butt.
After ten minutes of small talk, she said, “Now, Judith, do you remember at your
wedding ten years ago, Archie said that we weren’t losing a son but gaining a daughter? It’s a
cliché but I’ve really come to see you as a blessing to our family.”
I returned her smile. “Thank you.”
“And over the last few years we have grown close. Which is why…” She paused and
pulled her dusty rose lips into a small moue of distaste, a clue that I wouldn’t enjoy the coming
conversation.
“Can I get you a cup of coffee, Maeve?” I asked.
“That would surely warm me up. Thank you.”
I hoped to escape to the kitchen, but she followed and climbed carefully onto a bar stool.
“You mustn’t think Calvin has been telling tales, dear. But we had lunch yesterday and
he seemed upset. He wouldn’t tell me what the trouble was at first. He’s loyal, you know, and I
think, a little ashamed – or perhaps embarrassed is a better word.”
I closed my eyes and turned to the faucet to fill the coffee pot.
“But mothers and sons – you know – it’s hard to keep secrets between them. You’ll
understand one day when you have boys of your own. If you have—”
I ground the coffee and drowned out her words for a few seconds. “Sorry. You were
saying.”
“After a certain amount of probing I persuaded Calvin to tell me what was upsetting him.
He said that you are now sleeping in separate bedrooms.”
“Yeah, I like to read late, and he wants the light off.”
She cleared her throat. “It seems that that isn’t the only bone of contention. Apparently
you are refusing…” She shifted on her stool. “To give him his… uh, refusing to satisfy… to
make love.” Her cheeks colored through the foundation.
The water in the pot hissed and spat. I couldn’t very well deny it. “Yes,” I said softly.
“He said it’s been three months.”
“Yes.”
She tapped shapely pearl nails on the counter. “Is there some sort of physical difficulty? I
know it’s embarrassing discussing this with a man but you can tell me, and I know an excellent
Ob-Gyn, a woman herself.”
I swallowed. “No.”

“Perhaps…” Another hesitation. I realized this must be difficult for her. “Perhaps a
psychiatrist. He—or she—could prescribe something that would raise your spirits.”
“I’m not mentally ill,” I said as firmly as I dared, although I inwardly admitted it was
possible. One couldn’t tell for sure, but I didn’t want to open the door to any doubt on this point.
“Has he wronged you?” She leaned towards me. “I’m his mother, but I know he’s not
perfect. Like most men he can be a little selfish and insensitive.”
I poured the coffee, added cream to mine and sweetener to hers. My mind went blank as I
scrambled to think of Cal’s faults. All I could think of was the time he yelled at me for breaking
the speed limit, the time he insisted on sex three days in a row even though he must have seen I
didn’t want it, and the time he threw an apple core at my head. In fact, it was the apple core that
made me refuse him that first time. Had he told her about that? But an apple core, not even a
whole apple, seemed a petty reason to refuse your husband ‘his conjugal rights’—and for three
months! Even I could see that.
“I don’t want to discuss this with you, Maeve,” I said.
“Evidently, but sometimes we have to do things we don’t want.” She fixed me with a
laser-like stare. “You’re not trying to provoke him to sin, are you?”
“What?”
“A man has needs. I think you and I have no real conception of their force.” Her voice
dropped and her tone softened. “Men are different from us. If you keep this up, I can’t vouch that
he won’t… stray.”
Adultery was indeed something Cal had thrown at me when we argued about my refusal.
I didn’t like the thought but… “I could live with that. I’d have no right to deny him that.”
“You could live with that? You could live with that!” Spit speckled her lips. “How like
you to think only of yourself. What about Cal? What do you think a sin like that would do to
Cal’s soul?”
We belonged to different generations. Sexual sin meant something different now. She
cared about Cal’s soul. But what about mine? She was asking me to compromise my own
integrity? I kept myself from yelling but couldn’t resist a quick shrug.
“I told him that I’d try to change your mind but that if I couldn’t he should seriously
consider divorce proceedings. Sexual neglect is a form of cruelty, you know. He said he loves
you and doesn’t want to lose you, but you’re putting him in a monstrously difficult position.”
Why? I thought. He had a right hand, didn’t he, that worked perfectly well to open cans
and pull up handbrakes. Masturbation was hardly a sin. Not much of one anyway. Not nowadays.
Why would that be such a sacrifice? I was happy to talk to him, listen to him, comfort him, make
his dinner, clean his house. Why couldn’t he do that one chore for himself? I didn’t say any of
this out loud, though. There are some limits to what you can say to your mother-in-law.
“Do you love him?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said, meeting her eye.
“Then why not make love?”
I twisted where I stood—wanting to escape. “I don’t like it,” I finally said. “You’re
supposed to like it.”
“Yes. You should like it. Just as you have a duty to love him. You took a vow,
remember?”
“I mean—you’re supposed to enjoy it if you do it.”
“No. That’s one of those foolish contemporary myths. You don’t have to enjoy it. Think
about cleaning your bathroom. Not necessarily your favorite way to spend a morning, but

necessary as a means to an end.”
I laughed. “Really? That’s how you think of it. You think of Archie as a dirty bathtub that
needs scouring?”
“Don’t talk about Archie. Leave my private life out of this. The cases are not analogous. I
have a stake in your affairs. My only son. You have no such stake in mine.”
I rolled my eyes.
“But—if you insist—yes. I have sometimes accepted my husband’s attentions when I
didn’t particularly enjoy them—for his sake.”
“For the sake of the BMW and the holiday home in Maine, you mean.”
She sighed deeply. “I care about him. I care about the marriage. The occasional sacrifice
is worth it to avoid injuring him.”
“But sex is supposed to be joyful, springing spontaneously from deep love.”
She sniffed. “You’ve been reading too many Cosmopolitan magazines.”
I read The Atlantic Monthly and The New Yorker, not Cosmo, I wanted to complain. But
then the sound of a key in a lock and then the front door banging turned my mind in a different
direction. “Speaking of Maine, do you have any summer travel plans?” I wanted to be talking
about something else when Cal found us.
But she ignored me and turned toward her boy. My husband was tall with wide shoulders
and strong thighs, green eyes and light brown hair with just a few touches of grey. He would
have no trouble straying. Any number of women would be delighted to slip off the path with
him.
Cal gave his mother a peck on the cheek and then pulled me into an embrace, his breath
warm on my neck.
“How was your day, Calvin?” she asked.
“Hard, boring.” He pulled off his gloves, tossed his jacket on a chair, and loosened his
tie.
“I was just about to start dinner, Cal. How does linguine with puttanesca sauce sound?”
“Delicious,” he said. “If it’s not too much trouble.”
“No. I enjoy cooking.”
“Don’t you worry that you’ll stop enjoying it, and you won’t be able to continue and then
you husband will starve?” Maeve asked.
“Cal wouldn’t starve,” I said. “He’s perfectly capable of feeding himself.”
Cal looked from her to me, opened his eyes wide, and pulled back his lips in a grimace of
mock horror. “I need a whiskey.” He took the bottle and a couple of crystal tumblers from the
cupboard. “Judith?”
“Mmm. Thanks.”
“Mom.”
“No thank you.”
“You staying for supper?” he asked.
I tried not to let my shoulders slump, hoping against hope that the anchovies and red
pepper flakes would be too much for her delicate stomach.
“No, I need to get going. And you two need some time on your own.”
I said good-bye. Cal followed his mother to the door. I chopped garlic, thyme, basil,
trying not to imagine what she was saying to him. Cal returned. We talked about his day and my
day while I chopped and sautéed and stirred. I’d done the laundry, taken a walk in the snow, and
filled out job applications. Not enough.

We sat; he prayed briefly over the food; I served.
Into the long silence, I said, “You talked to your mother about me. I wish you hadn’t.”
He laughed a little. “She weaseled it outta me. You talk to your sister about us, don’t
you?”
I nodded. “But my sister doesn’t come and chew your ear off.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t ask her to do that.” He rolled some linguine on a fork. “Did she
persuade you?” He added a boyish grin like an emoticon.
“No.”
He put a warm hand over mine. “Could I hold you for a few minutes?” Then he stood up.
I looked at the plates. “Our food will get cold.”
“Just a few minutes.”
If I said yes, I knew where a hug would lead – to an attempted seduction and then most
likely a fight. If I said, no, the fight would start right away. I kept quiet.
“You’re stone-walling,” he said.
“What?”
“I watched this video by this marriage guru on-line. He said there were four horsemen of
the death of marriage and stone-walling was one of them.”
“It’s just … I know that you’ll start pestering me for sex and I’ll say no, and it’ll end up
with us quarrelling, and I’d hoped we wouldn’t have to do that tonight.”
“But why do you always say no, Judith? You used to like it so much – back when we
started out – we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Don’t you remember? What changed?”
“I don’t know. I just lost my taste for it. I’m sorry.”
“Sometimes I feel you’ve lost your taste for me. It’s hard not to believe that when you
always reject my expressions of love.”
He looked very glum, so I stood and stepped into his embrace and murmured into his
chest. “No, that’s not it at all.”
The top of my head reached his shoulder as he wrapped his long arms around me and
pulled me tight against him. He loved me and cared about me, his embrace said. We stayed like
this for a few minutes, until the hand that was stroking my back slid down to my buttocks. I tried
to pull away but he held me tight, pressed hard against his erection.
“Stop!” I said.
“No!” He gripped my arms hard, hard enough to leave bruises. The bristles on his cheek
grazed my face.
“Don’t hurt me,” I whispered. “Don’t force me. Don’t rape me.”
“It won’t be rape if you say yes.”
“Yes, it will – if I say yes only because you’ll do it anyway.”
He frowned and shook his head, then gripped my arms tighter, closed his eyes and
breathed hard – like an impatient dragon. I sensed the pent up forces inside him – ancient,
biological, impervious to logic.
Then his muscles relaxed and he slumped against me. “I would never… I just want you to
understand how much I want you.”
“Can’t you get some relief by... you know...?” I moved my fist up and down.
He released me and took a step back. “I don’t just want an orgasm.” He sighed hard. “But
if you insist,” he said with an awkward laugh and headed for the bathroom.
I smoothed my hair, rubbed my arms, and opened the window to let the freezing air sooth
my burning cheek. Then I leaned against the window sill and stared out. Stalks of old tomatoes,

rhubarb, and squashes, dried and blackened, were silvered with a trace of snow. How had I
gotten myself into this mess? We hadn’ t had sex for more than three months. For perhaps a year
or more, sex hadn’t turned me on. And being touched when I wasn’t turned on was … I couldn’t
find the right word for it. Disconcerting was too weak, repulsive too strong, icky too juvenile.
And I didn’t know how to be when we were intimate. Should I just lie there like cold silverware
being rubbed and twisted or should I fake enjoyment? Being rude and being dishonest made me
equally miserable. And then I wondered why he kept at it. He said it was an expression of love,
but love doesn’t ignore the other person’s needs. The apple core gave me an excuse to say no.
And when that worked, I realized I could refuse a second and third time and keep on refusing.
I heard the toilet flush and the faucet running. Then he opened the bathroom door and
moved to the table. “We should eat this—even though it’s cold.”
We sat and idly twisted stiffening strands of linguine and sipped our whiskey while I
racked my brains for something else to talk about. “I’m going to see Benedict Cumberbach play
Hamlet at the Pickford next week. Wanna come?”
Different emotions crossed his face. “Well, I don’t much enjoy three hours of boring,
incomprehensible nattering, but sure, since I love you, I’m willing to put up with some
discomfort.” His jaw tightened as he spoke. His heat was gone, and his warmth.
“No. Please don’t,” I retorted. “I’m quite happy watching on my own. I’d hate to make
you do something you don’t like.”
Cal’s laugh was chilly. “You’d hate to make me do something I don’t like?” He paused.
“Well, what the fuck was that about?” He gestured towards the bathroom.
I flinched at the word.
He ate some more and then threw down his fork. “You know I was standing there – with
my pants down and my shirt tails hanging out and my hand on my dick. And I thought this is
pretty pathetic and then I saw my reflection and I said to myself, you’re not a bad looking guy.
You shouldn’t have to do this.” He looked hard at me, as if making a comparison.
I bent my head to hide my blush.
“What do you think?” he asked with a smile as thin as the frost on the rhubarb.
I swallowed. “You’re thinking of leaving me?”
He shrugged. “I can’t live like this. You have to make a decision.”
The choice was stark. Screw me or get out. His eyes narrowed as he waited. He expected
an immediate response.
What would getting out mean? I thought of the practical questions. What would I live on?
I didn’t have a job. Cal would give me money but it wouldn’t be much. Where would I live? And
I would lose Cal. I thought of the fun times we’d had together: backpacking through Europe,
starting a garden, laughing and drinking with friends, confiding in each other. All those losses
would be worse than sex, I knew that.
And yet.
Cal watched me like he thought the choice was simple and couldn’t believe my
hesitation. But the choice wasn’t simple. If I did what he wanted, I’d be doing it because he held
a gun to my head. What would that say about me? What would that say about his regard for me?
I wished I hadn’t started down this trail. If I’d just let him have his way without
complaint, I wouldn’t be here. The truth wouldn’t be facing me so starkly. I’d have my good life,
my handsome husband, my nice house, for a small price, and I wouldn’t even know it. But now I
knew it.
He pushed his plate away and shook his head. “What’s wrong with you, Judith?”

His tone made clear that the question was not an expression of concern. What’s wrong with you?
The implied answer was everything. His question spun me through a gauntlet of hard slaps,
pinches, and sharp jabs: you’re indecisive, you’re lazy, you’re fat, you’re a slob, you don’t
contribute your share, you’re cold, unfeeling, frigid. Cal hadn’t said all these things, but he’d
said some and hinted at others. Like the time when I commented about a character in a movie,
that being a stripper would be a hard life, and he’d laughed long and hard, like a greasy crow.
and said, “You really think that you, … you …could be a stripper?” And then he’d kept laughing,
a long joyless crow-laugh, at the absurdity of the thought. And I’d heard the pent up contempt
that I’d just given him an excuse to release.
Remembering that moment, I suddenly understood why I didn’t enjoy having sex with
him. But I also knew that I wouldn’t, not in a million years, have the courage to explain this.
You’re a coward, Judith, I added to the litany of my faults. But I could take the first step.
I took a long swig of whiskey and raised my head. “You’re right. It would be better if
you found someone else.”

Frances Howard-Snyder

Black Hole
Each day your gravity grows:
like my own little Sagittarius-A*
in the living room, you sit
blank, unreflecting, collapsed
under the weight of a misery
4 million solar masses strong.
The cats, fearless, orbit
nimble as a pair of binaries,
and for them, you just manage
to emit some light,
offer your hand for a pet or two,
your despair’s accretion disk
contracting a moment.
My rotation off, I spiral around you,
feel my radius shrinking,
our proximity close, closing in,
but the distance never greater.
I worry you’ll stay this way,
absorbing love till nothing escapes,
fear my heart’s emptying space
the dark matter that started it all.

JC Reilly

Got to get on your party face
After you nibble a couple days off
December, it’s hard to feel happy,
Drunk in all that darkness, all that
Cold holding your hand into the bathroom,
Stroking your back in mock comfort.
You try sipping on those twinkling lights,
Step out under the crystal sky to place
Orion on the rise, hoping he’ll swing by
Early enough to pick you up and get you out.
You hoof it past the pasture where the kine
Plash in the ravine and the hawks have
Folded their wings. That wild asparagus
Has to be here—something from chance,
That comes on its own and stands.

Jared Pearce

Bridge
I’ll dive
same as when
I dived
into the deep end
of the school pool
and everyone
cheered

Cathy Whittaker

Across the Bridge
Gary was sick by the end of his shift: he itched, he ached. The minutes dragged as he
smoked cigarettes and took turns with Jose whenever a car pulled in. It’d been a hot day but was
cooler now and breezy; Gary’s skin was covered in dried sweat. As he glanced at the clock inside
the garage, he rehearsed his story; his delivery had to be perfect because he hadn’t had a hit since
morning and if his mother didn’t give him the money, he didn’t want to think what he’d have to
do.
At 6:59 Gary waited in front of the time clock; half a second after the numbers changed
he punched out. He waved to Jose and got into his Toyota; the truck had been a gift from Gary’s
mother for his eighteenth birthday and had almost one hundred ninety thousand miles on it.
He parked in the driveway. Inside, his mother sat at the kitchen table doing a crossword
puzzle. She was small and frail and had curly white hair.
“Mom? I need to borrow sixty dollars. Remember I told you my truck was making that
noise? Turns out there was trouble with a wire, and Pete had to replace it. He’s there now; I told
him I’d be right back with the money.”
His mother didn’t look up; Gary’s words hung heavily. She said, “I don’t believe you.”
Gary was enveloped by panic. “What do you mean, ‘don’t believe me’? I’ve been telling
you about that noise all week. And Pete’s waiting; I promised I’d be back with the money.”
His mother closed her crossword puzzle book. “You’re lying.” She stared at the book’s
cover.
“No, I’m not.” Gary’s panic threatened to turn into hysteria. “The wire was broke and
Pete had to replace it. He said it was dangerous to drive, that I could’ve crashed, so I told him fix
it. But now he’s waiting for his money.”
His mother looked at him. Her blue eyes glinted soberly. “Why doesn’t he take the
money out of your pay?”
Gary rolled his eyes. “Because I told him I’d pay him tonight. And he’s waiting for me
now.”
She gently nudged her crossword puzzle book, as though straightening a painting. “Call
him and tell him to take the money out of your pay.”
“Mom!” This was not going as planned, and it was a plausible story: Gary had been
mentioning the phantom noise for days, anticipating a night when he wouldn’t have money.
His mother sat there, stone faced, and didn’t look at him.
“I have to pay him.” Gary tried to convey reason and concern rather than the turmoil and
frustration that roiled inside.
Then suddenly, he thought of a different tack.
“You want me to lose my job?” He held his hands out. “’Cause that could happen if I
don’t pay him.”
His mother was silent.
Gary realized—with clarity and fright—his mother wasn’t giving him the money. “Fine.”
He spoke with solemnness and hopelessness. “Then I’ll lose my job.” He marched upstairs and
into his room, already settled on plan B, which he wished he didn’t have to resort to because it
meant living with his sickness longer; but under the circumstances, he had no choice. Plan B

consisted of waiting for his mother to take her bath and then stealing money from her purse. If
that didn’t work, there was plan C, but that involved filching something, finding a place to hock
it, and then going to the Bronx; that could take hours.
Gary lay on his bed; he scratched his neck, he kicked his feet; he squeezed the quilt.
His mother knocked. “Did you want dinner?”
“Not now,” he called. He was amazed—yet not surprised and sadly touched—she asked.
“I’ll eat later.” This poignancy briefly usurped his dope sickness and caused his eyes to well; but
a moment later he was cursing his mother to hurry up.
Gary watched the clock and listened to her walk around. At seven-thirty, he went to the
bathroom. Back in his room, he lit a cigarette. He didn’t feel like smoking, tobacco tasting so
much worse in withdrawal, but he couldn’t just lie there.
By eight, Gary was even more anxious. What if his mother didn’t take a bath until later?
What if she didn’t take one at all?
He closed his eyes; he tried to will his mother to hurry up. Then, at 8:11, the bathroom
door shut. As soon as Gary heard the water, he hopped off the bed.
He checked the kitchen and living room, but didn’t see her purse. Quietly he went into
her bedroom and looked in the closet and bureau; but he didn’t find it in either place. The water
stopped running. Panic encroaching, Gary thought. Suddenly he felt underneath the bed; he
found nothing. But then he reached farther; he touched the purse’s strap.
The wallet had three twenties and three tens. Gary took the twenties. Then he reasoned
since he’d taken this much, he might as well take the rest, and he grabbed the tens, too.
***
He drove fast.
Shortly before the George Washington Bridge Gary hit traffic; he cursed. He tried to
change lanes, but the cars next to him were stopped, too. Gary sighed; tapping his fingers against
the steering wheel, he absently looked at himself in the rearview mirror.
He was bald except for a few wisps where a full head of hair used to be. His eyes were
watery, hungry; wrinkles spread beneath them. His skin was blotched and sallow. Thirty-seven
years old, he thought.
After the toll, the cars moved slowly but steadily. Gary drove onto the bridge and looked
at the city’s lights; he was overcome with the same longing and awe he always felt, but now, as
he’d been thinking of his age, the sight of these lights became more poignant and even mournful;
it called to mind all the other times he’d looked at them over the years; always, he’d been on his
way to score.
He’d tried stopping. Once he’d gone to an outpatient program for twelve weeks per a
judge’s orders; another time he’d spent two months at a detox center his parents paid for; and
once, when his father had been alive, he’d quit cold turkey. Gary would stay sober, but after a
few months—one time even a year—he’d start drinking and smoking weed; then, wanting
something more, he’d score dope. He’d shoot a bag on weekends; then, he’d do one every other
day; before long, his sixty-dollar-a-day habit was back.
But the problem—or so Gary told himself—went further than dope. Since he was a child,
he’d felt disenchanted and frustrated, as if under a cloud of malaise. While everyone else seemed
to know how to achieve happiness, it was as though Gary were in a removed place, where he
could watch but not participate. And if he got near these contented people, he’d get anxious, as if

being in proximity to this much felicity was too much; he’d return to his distant place,
knowing—or thinking—that was where he belonged; and to make this place as tolerable as
possible, he did drugs. So Gary would get high and look into the distance at all he yearned for,
things he thought he could never have because of who he was; and in the midst of this—pathetic
as it was—a melancholy romance endured—at least when he was high. But when he was sick,
there was only unbearable discomfort.
He parked in front of an abandoned storefront; up the block next to a deli, his guys stood.
Hands in pockets, Gary approached.
He made eye contact with Carlos; Carlos walked over.
“How much?”
“Eight.”
They walked up the block. Near the corner, Carlos said, “Got the money?” His hand
brushed Gary’s.
Gary held out the tips of the bills; Carlos grabbed the money and counted it; he then
pressed the tiny wax-paper bags sealed in plastic into Gary’s palm. Touching that plastic was like
touching life itself.
At the corner, Carlos turned left, and Gary went right.
The neighborhood was bad, but Gary wasn’t thinking of getting mugged; he was too
worried about getting busted and being denied his chance to shoot up. He walked by men on a
stoop drinking from cans in paper bags. He passed a corner newsstand, inside of which the
proprietor sat behind bulletproof glass. Finally, Gary reached his truck.
He drove up Grand Concourse; soon he was passing liquor stores, pawnshops, dollar
stores, and fast food restaurants. These streets were full of people. Gary’s sickness was
intensified by knowing he was about to get straight. He parked in front of a hydrant; he hurried
into the Burger King’s bathroom and locked the door.
Five minutes later, Gary emerged. He felt wonderful, normal.
He hit light after light, but Gary tapped his fingers to the music on the radio. On the Cross
Bronx he lit a cigarette and turned up the volume. As he left New York, though, wistfulness and
apprehension came over him: he thought of his mother. Gary looked at the dashboard clock:
9:32. She’d be doing her crosswords and waiting for Law and Order, a show they’d watched
many times together, to come on.
He sighed.
The city and bridge disappeared behind him; Gary got on the exit for Route 4, while a sad
song that had been around since his youth played on the radio.
***
He sat in his truck; he didn’t want to go inside; he wished he were someone else and this
wasn’t his life. But against his ankle he felt the remaining six bags he’d hidden in his sock; this
made things easier.
He opened the door slowly, like a burglar.
His mother was in her chair; on the coffee table, accusingly, sat her purse. The VCR’s
clock said 9:58. Gary took a deep breath and sat down.
“Mom.”
She didn’t look at him. On the TV, the end credits for NewsRadio played.

Gary tapped his foot. He said, “I’ll pay you back,” but even as he spoke, the words felt
empty and spurious; he could only imagine how they sounded to his mother.
She didn’t answer.
Gary clasped his hands. The Law and Order theme song started. He thought of all the
times he and his mother watched this show together; occasionally Gary had been sober; usually,
he’d been high.
“Mom?” He wanted her to look at him, he didn’t care how much she reproached him; he
just wanted a sign (a look was all it’d take) that everything was okay.
But she didn’t turn from the TV.
Gary squeezed his fingers. “Mom?”
She closed her eyes. Then she turned off the TV and stood.
Gary looked up at her; but she walked by without a glance. Her footsteps went up the
stairs and down the hall. Her bedroom door closed.
Gary listened to the faint noises of the house. He looked at the TV control and crossword
puzzle book; he was overcome with love; he wondered how many more shows his mother would
get to watch, how many crossword books she’d get to do, before she was gone.
He’d flush the bags. For however much time his mother had—and he prayed it was many
years—he’d be sober.
He climbed the stairs.
But as he held the bags over the toilet, he realized he could flush them tomorrow; in fact,
it’d make more sense to: an action such as this was best done in the morning.
And since he was waiting until morning…
He took out his works.
Afterwards, Gary looked at himself in the mirror. He felt he could learn to be like those
people he’d been envious of and bewildered by. He could be a new person. There wasn’t as
much time as there once was, but he felt encouragement and relief in the knowledge that
tomorrow was another day.

S.F. Wright

At the Addicts’ Meeting
So there I was, one fourth
The group to measure truth—
The focus principle that night—
And bolster those who needed help.
But we were all too full
And ready for truth’s revealing beam:
Our sins apparent, emptied,
We used the truth to wipe us clean,
And then we split the scene.
It might have been enough to get
Us there, but nothing held
Us hankering for a little more—
Addiction to truth is fine and good,
It keeps a keen eye looking in.
But truth tells me that there must be
A thirsty want to be made free.

Jared Pearce

Dear Ms Psychiatrist
my life has been switched back on
in color
I see trees budding, grass springing up
feel sun on my face
hear rustle of wind in hedgerows
smell pine-resin in the wood
I see for miles
fields rolling away hazy smoke of bonfires
I pick blackberries
sour-sweet taste spills in my mouth
At night I sleep
it’s like drinking water in a palm-shaded oasis
I can sing again
I am growing back into the world
I want to thank you Ms Psychiatrist

Cathy Whittaker

Detox
Where are these voices coming from?
I hear screams through padded walls,
their direction aimless, cracking in tone
like a dehydrated chain gang worker calling
out to mountains in the distance, but his voice
can only be heard by a fly buzzing above him.
A single fluorescent light illuminates my white
bed sheet and covers. I decipher a facial imprint
on my pillow that doesn’t match mine.
How did they get out?
My teeth chatter, my body temperature won’t cool down,
if only I had something to knock out this fluorescent light.
I pass time by peeling dead skin off my fingertips and imagine
a clock is nearby with a minute hand moving as slowly as dead
skin flakes drifting to the ground.

Steven Allan Porter

It Must Be Time
That’s how it comes. One life on top
of the other. Dreams the same as water.
Tomorrow the same as air. Substance the same as
light. Each time I think this way, a new place
is about to open up, so I can see better, feel more.
The simple expanding, surprises in the air.
If only I can wait it out, is what I think,
sit balanced, work as hard as is required.
There are ways to get ready, some kind
of guidelines for all this, for breaking through.
Holding center as long as possible and then
listing off if that is what happens because
maybe I have learned to do it too safely,
take to the day, sleep at night, pray
to be better and do better, be happy and healthy.
Today a longer walk over the back fields
with the dog. Rogue walks really. I talk of new love
and take it to mind because the heart and the mind
go together. They need to work as a team. I see
the palm trees swaying with the heaps of little
dates on top. It must be time. The crows know,
black as night, talking from the tree tops, talking
of the day and the way things are. Time for winter
flowers, the pink poppies, the purple heather,
wild roses ready to pick

Charlene Langfur

Medication
It’s cold in her room
she taps on a pad, offers me pills
as if pills are any use.
They numb me up like anesthetic.
I can’t even feel sun on my hands
I eat time.
These ones will work she says
only side effects, weight increase,
nausea.
I promise to take them.
I’d agree to anything
if I could walk in the fields again
smell spring coming.
She ticks boxes, organizes therapy
cognitive works apparently,
makes an appointment for me.
I promise to attend the clinic.

Cathy Whittaker

Beginning Again
I’m thinking to start off with thoughts about happiness
as if it is the same as light or a cup of morning coffee
or a blue all cotton shirt, a deep color with long sleeves
dazzling with its hue, or a bush full of roses in bloom
and ready to bloom again over and over, covered in small buds
and all of this from the beginning of a poem to the other side
like in a picture, a horizon. This is how it starts. All the pushing
away of what doesn’t work until something actually does.
And it begins, what rises almost on its own and finds a way
to stay. A garden in a couple of old clay pots, a simple plan,
plants to save a whole life. Ones that give the oxygen back.
Calendula for complete health and aloe for cuts and bruises.
A dinner of black beans and garlic and brown rice. Slow cooking
and eating as if there is time to eat what’s good and tell stories
and telling more stories. And walking again and moving as far
as the feet go for the day, the dog and I moving fast along
with the moon’s rise. On and on and on. A plan costing
as little as any starting over can. The slow way. A night’s
replenishments, what’s less but more, what changes, as if we
can change with it. I am sure of it today. A new day. Edible violets,
a plan, hours and seconds, more walking, less driving, quiet,
a picture of a field of sunflowers on the wall, that’s all as if
it is enough sitting under the palm tree in the middle of the desert
under an old black sky

Charlene Langfur

The Old Familiar (Equivalencies 7=7)
New shame, I withdraw your shard
palisade that surrounds me.
voice rasps ever more ragged,
Camouflaged among shadows,
until it is safe for me
no one lurking, goad in hand.
along the path, have mapped each
guard escapes. This furtive life
heated between my fingers,

Devon Balwit

and add it to the bleeding
Scarred by your working loose, my
a gargle of brokenness.
I lick my wounds, watch and wait
to emerge, ghosting secrets,
I have memorized each rock
dead end, always careful to
is what I know, its worn burl
kept banked by my fretting hands.

Hospice Nurses Say:
Don't tell her she must eat. Don't wake her up. If agitated, give morphine and Ativan.

Your hands, Mother, your bare hands. Thin, arthritic. I touch them through distance, slanted
slats, rain. One’s a fish fin. Out of water. One claws. Your rock climber’s hand. Over the phone
you spoke so slow, and I, in turn, weighed answers. We overtoned— there might have been a
better love but this is our love each of us child & mother to one another your tongue-slam abuse
your worn-out mind does not remember, I forgive. I want to forgive. One claws. Your rock
climber’s hand. One’s a fish fin. Out of water.

Marjorie Bloom

The Ache of Sound
Carol, a first grade teacher for over thirty years, quit a week after her husband’s stroke.
They called it a retirement. The principal, a shy smiling thirty-year-old thanked her for her years
of service to the school and its children. I want you to know, she told him, this wasn’t my choice.
On a day in July, the angle of sunlight tumbling into the room alarmed her. There was an
urge to move, rise and get something accomplished. Her classroom needed organized from the
summer cleaning. New posters for the walls. Adding name tags to all of the desks. Marveling at a
new class of students. The constant whoosh and gurgle of the oxygen machine whisked away
these images. She won’t be going back this school year.
The metal guardrail and the ridge of comforters hiding her husband’s body blocked her
view of the alarm clock sitting on the nightstand. Pins and needles from tired legs, as she tried to
stand up. Mid-morning already. It was almost time for math, the kids coming in from recess,
breathless, as they huddled around the drinking fountain. She ran a hand along the guardrail, its
metal cool against her palms. The bars were suggested by Bill’s doctor, but to her they seemed
superfluous, considering Bill only had control over one side of his body. Rolling over had
become an almost uncertainty. When he was awake, which wasn’t often, he could barely talk.
Even under the mound of blankets, the weight loss was evident. The skin around his mouth was
no longer taut and lineless. His chest rose and fell without much change. She would have left the
room, but she knew she’d find herself there again wondering why she had ever left. The silence
settles among the house like a feather dropped from a child’s hand over a dried up river bed. She
dragged the chair closer to the bed. Leaning against the rail, Bill’s breath reminded her of the
wind, the way it hid among the corn stalks, moving the husks in and out of place. She aches for
noise.
Her mornings used to be a bustle of movements, a choreographed dance to avoid
bottlenecks at the sink, Bill brushing his teeth, while she fussed with her hair. There had been a
time when their house too had been filled with noise: Bill bellowing into the phone, her jazz
albums twining away while she made supper, the kids running in and out, excited by their own
expeditions. They had a daughter and a son, both contacted—with urgent phone calls, the
messages relayed in harsh whispers—both refused a return visit. Each had cited logical
arguments or important events that couldn’t be missed, cancelled, or skipped. “It’s your father,”
she had said. “It’s our lives,” she had heard. Neither had been so callous or forthright to actually
say this, but she heard it slithering among their words.
His clothes were rumpled. The shirt collar was no longer tight against his neck, exposing
the skin around his collar bone and most of his shoulder. She wiped at the crumbs clustered at
the edge of the blanket. They caught on the fabric, miniscule pieces of oatmeal and bread. She
had to chop, mince and pummel them with a meat tenderizer before serving. They needed to be
puréed, but, she refused to buy a blender. She touched his shoulder, before resting her hand in his
nickel- and penny-colored hair. Even when he was healthy, he’d let it grow long, past an
acceptable length for a Vice President of a bank. “I’m afraid I cut one, they’ll all go,” he said
whenever she brought it up.
She gave his hair a tug, gentle at first, her fingers slipping off. The strands feel waxy and
limp. She could cut it. The thought came to her like a gift, a lost idea among an array of thoughts.

She wouldn’t have to ask, wouldn’t have to nag. She could do it, and Bill wouldn’t object.
Shaping her fingers into pretend scissors, she ran them in circles around his scalp.
“Bill, dear, do you mind if I cut your hair?” she asked out loud. She hates the pleading
note to her voice. She tugged harder at his hair, her palm now resting against his skull. His lack
of response felt like a challenge. Her teeth grit. She dropped his hair and pushed herself away
from the bed. She stalked out of the bedroom afraid to look back sure she would find him awake
and staring.
The hall was dark, the pictures on the walls glassy museum exhibits she was learning to
ignore. She no longer ran at her age, but she stepped quickly, feeling as though too many
children were grabbing and pulling at her shirt sleeves, frantically needing her attention. Her
students had been overeager, mouths open, yelling and bawling, working themselves into an
anxious state over the smallest things, a broken pencil or a misspelled word.
Yanking open several drawers, she was grateful for the cacophony of sound as she sifted
through the silverware and small appliances looking for a pair of scissors. She found an old pair
of sewing scissors in the linen closet. A strange place for scissors, but she was willing to admit a
lack of effort on her part. It amazed her how easy it was to be lazy, when there was no one there
to hold her accountable.
Bill’s room was just as she left it. She can’t count how many times she had rounded the
corner, her body billowed with hope, wondering if today might turn out better. She dragged a
comb through his hair, bringing the split ends to the edge of its prongs. The rattle of the oxygen
machine chides her for her lack of expertise. Her idea had been to cut with a style in mind, or at
least with some form of precision, but each time she placed the blades among his hair, the task
seemed too daunting. A shadow came over the room: a mid-morning cloud eclipsing the room’s
scant light. The scissors felt foreign and no longer useful. She dabbled with the longer hairs,
pushing them from side to side trying to find a part that would make him look more alive. He
was never more alive than on their wedding day, so she dropped the scissors and left the room,
looking for the picture left squatting on top of her antique dresser. The picture had been taken
during their first dance. It shows nothing of her face, only the back of her dress. Bill’s face was
planted on the ridge off her shoulder, his eyes canted toward her hair, as if he couldn’t help but
breathe her in.
The doorbell rang with exciting clarity. It reminded her of the church uptown, the way
they rang the bells whenever someone got married. The doorbell rang again and her heart beat
out an anxious excitement, hoping that one of her children had changed their minds about
visiting. They were much like their father. They could get her life back in order.
At the front door, she peered through the door’s decorated glass. Not seeing anyone, she
opened the door. At the bottom of the steps there was a pile of newspapers yellowed from the
sun. A scattering of grass clippings surrounded the paper’s protective plastic coverings. The road
and driveway were clear, so she stepped onto the porch. The overhang had kept the cement cool,
though the air was already hot and stagnant. From her right, came the rattle of the porch swing’s
chains. Her heart a wing flap, as she took in a man sitting on the swing twisting a spray bottle in
his large hands. The town was small, only a collection of fifteen hundred people, but he didn’t
seem to fit. The driveway was empty, the heat shimmering above the pavement.
“I didn’t mean to startle you, Mrs. Piper,” he said. “I got tired of waiting, was all.”
The mention of her name caught her off-guard and before she can say anything, he stood
and thrust a spray bottle into her hands. The bottle is filled with a yellow, sudding liquid. The
monogrammed print reads “Rapid Clean.”

“Look. This was for you.”
A breeze like a shallow breath snakes through the cornfield across the road. The
queerness of this encounter on her porch had taken away her thoughts of safety. It had been
weeks since she’d last talked to anyone face to face, and against her better judgment, she was
intrigued by where their conversation might end up.
“Don’t go nowhere now. I’ll be right back,” he said. He walked around the house leaving
her to stare at the bottle. Instead of stepping toward the house, she moved down a step, and then
a second, peering around the corner of the house. A curiosity both her father and husband had
cursed her for, warning that it would lead to her undoing. She’d laughed at their phrasing. Was
she some Victorian age princess? The man stumped around the bushes, struggling a floral print
suitcase and a stained backpack looped around his shoulders.
“Just a few minutes of your time, ma’am, is all I need. You’ll see,” he said. He flashed
her a smile. There was a tooth missing, the one just to the right of his front canine. She wondered
how he lost it. That added moment of curiosity dropped her guard, and she led him into the
house.
“I’ve got things to do. My husband will be home soon.” The lie was an old trick her
father taught her to ward off strangers, but she can’t remember if it had ever worked.
“You won’t regret it,” he said. He further complimented her on her house, praising the
high ceilings, telling her how sensible it was to keep the house so dark when it was so hot
outside.
In her own living room, he asked her to sit. Fear and anticipation, made her listen to his
suggestion. She didn’t think the man meant her any harm, and hadn’t she just been longing for
sound, something to break up the monotony of watching her husband wheeze. And there was
something familiar about him now that he was in her house, as if he had been one of her students
or one of her son’s friends from the neighborhood. She searched his face for the long lost child
hidden by what she guessed had been a hard life.
“Looking around I can tell that you appreciate a clean house. Even in a clean house,
you’d be surprised how much dirt this thing can pick up.”
The house was in a state. Strewn along the floor were magazines and books—their titles
proclaiming the crash of the stock market—a pile of clothes she had been in the middle of
folding, and dirty dishes left on both end-tables. Lately, she found herself getting lost, tied up in
silly, obsessive things like checking for Bill’s pulse or staring at his chest for hours, the phone
clutched to her own chest, waiting for the time when he simply stopped.
“I’m not sure you understand. The dirt is the least of my worries.”
“Ma’am, I’m here today to take you on a journey. You may or may not have heard of my
product, but after today I can assure you that you’ll want to tell your friends about it,” he said.
“What’s this all about exactly?” she asked. He could be her son’s age, but it was hard to
tell because of the pock marks on his cheeks, a scar below an eyebrow, and the missing tooth she
couldn’t stop looking at. It gave his appearance a serious and severe look. A reminder of why she
was often intimidated by adults.
“I’m glad you asked that,” he said. He scrounged around in the bag and pulled out a
display menu. She took it reluctantly. She had hoped for something more than a typical sales
call. The menu was filled with bright colored charts and quotations. Nothing she needed, so how
was she going to get this man out of her home? Bill would have had no problems getting rid of
him. Bill’s used his body well to get what he wanted, his height and barrel chest looming over
salesmen or their own children, silencing them into agreement.

“Of course, if you give me a second, I’ll get this set-up and you won’t need that. For the
next thirty minutes I’ll be your guide.”
“Young man, how did you know my name? Have you been here before?”
He shrugged the bag off his backpack and let it fall with a thump on the ground. From the
bags, he pulled out hoses, plastic tubes, filter pads, an electrical cord and a gleaming silver base.
“It was there on the mailbox. I’ve found that people appreciate hearing their own names.
It breaks the ice.”
If she felt comfortable leaving him there in the living room, sure he wouldn’t follow her,
she’d see about getting those scissors and cutting through the cord, wondering if he would leave
then.
“I don’t think any of this is necessary.” Her voice sounded raw and warbled. She listened
for the sound of a passing car, but so few people drove down their road in the summer. The
occasional thud of bass rattling their windows as the teenagers rocketed past on the uneven
country road heading for the baseball field. The ladies of the church, in the first couple of
months, had brought by suppers, dishes of spaghetti and lasagna, but left after a few minutes of
“How is he, and how are you?” She can no longer bring herself to attend the church, sitting alone
made her feel conspicuous in a place most people wanted to blend in. She called her children, but
seldom received a response. She was left talking to their answering machines, waiting for the
beep and leaving messages. They all started out the same, her detailing Bill’s progress, before
spiraling into a long diatribe on their lack of sympathy. Her children—she’s not surprised—
forgot to call her back.
“Now what you’re about to see is a state of the art piece of machinery. No other vacuum
on the current market had this kind of technology. Assista-Vac has twenty-three confirmed
patents and hundreds more awaiting approval,” he said.
He puts the vacuum together in a matter of seconds. The whole time she watched his
hands. They flit from piece to piece, smoothly, as if he had put in hours of practice. There was a
boy, once, who used to haunt their hallways, hands rotating the bright square of a Rubik cube,
hoping she imagined for a glimpse of Shanda, her daughter, twirling her hair or walking around
in her bare feet. The way that boy mooned over her daughter. She had thought it sweet, while
Bill had threatened to throw the boy out of the house. Carol had let him stay. Though rough
around the edges, he was harmless.
He plugged in the vacuum, the noise, a jet engine started in her living room. For a second
she was grateful for the sound, her house filled with something solid, giving way to a history of
her own domesticated past, allowing her to forget this new life of a sick husband and retirement.
For a moment, she didn’t feel so hollow. But what if Bill woke up, alone and disoriented, not
knowing where he was in his own home. What if he called out, one, two, three times, his voice
peaking, and she didn’t hear a word? She couldn’t fathom it. It had been hard enough to watch
him lying there, broken from inside by his own body.
She tried to catch his attention, but he continued to run the vacuum. The noise filled the
space between his words. His perfectly crafted spiel had run its course, and there was nothing left
to say. He would have to rely on the results of the product. His shoulders have slumped, a child
who knows he’s not getting his way.
“My husband’s dead.” She shouted, wanting to see how that news looked on another
person’s face. She took a hold of the moment as if it were true, swimming through the images of
the future until she got past the funeral, but there she smacked her head against the blank wall of
her imagination and started to drown, darkness surrounding her.

He nodded, as if she had commented on something as banal as the weather, and
continued to push the vacuum. Dust and dirt from how many years, swirled and collided against
the transparent canister. He passed by the edge of the couch forcing her to lift her legs. How
many times had she made her own children do this, wait unheard while she sucked up their
messes? She was beginning to think that she was the one that needed help.
The vacuum switched off, it gurgles to its death, and she knew he hadn’t heard her. Her
first instinct was to repeat herself, but then she found herself shrinking, remembering that though
he looked so familiar he was still a stranger, a salesman.
He kneeled on the floor, pointing to the carpet. “If you look closely, the years of wear
and tear have already started to disappear.”
“Everything’s gone?” she asked.
“Mrs. Piper, it can be that easy.”
“Really, sir. I should get going. Maybe if you leave your brochure behind, I could talk to
my husband. I’m sure you understand?”
“I was hoping it wouldn’t come down to this,” he said and he reached into the front
pocket of his jeans. She had one of those moments where she thought she was seeing something
ominous, a shadow of a violent possibility where she’d end up on the news a victim of a gun or a
knife. She put her hands up to ward off whatever harm was coming her way, when she saw that
he was holding up a picture.
“Wait. You’re little Braxton Phillips? Well, why didn’t you just tell me that from the
beginning?”
“I didn’t... I was worried about Mr. P.”
“Oh honey. You don’t know?” She patted the coach cushion next to her. He sat, rigidly
on the edge of the seat. Here, finally, was a child she knew. Someone who might help her after
all.
“Tell me why you do it?”
“Sell vacuums?” He turned toward her, his desperation weaved throughout his facial
features. Here again, was the boy with the Rubik cube, the boy who hid this particular obsession
from his peers by pushing and shoving, shouting to be heard, the boy who came to her crying
when his dog had died, the blood caked across the knees of his ratty jeans.
“There’s a script I’m supposed to stick to. Words they’ve taught me to say when people
say no.”
“But I’m not saying no, Braxton. I’m asking you to think about it in a different way.
Remember there’s—”
“More than one solution. More than the right way to do things. I remember, Mrs. P. But
out there, we don’t have anyone to teach us...”
He started to take the vacuum apart, the plastic clicking out of socket, houses curling like
stretched out Hawaiian leis. A glimpse of a memory, her husband stuffing his face with roasted
boar, the sun twilight pink on his hearty face.
“Did you ever find someone, you know, the way you used to look at Shanda.”
“Was I that obvious? I think maybe I was in love with your entire family. Except maybe
Mr. P. I always wondered how anyone could love him, you know?”
Kneeling on her floor in front of the half-assembled vacuum, she could see, for a second
the child she used to know. The idea came to her like the sudden appearance of a storm. She’d
get Braxton to cut her husband’s hair. She’d even buy the vacuum if she had to. She thinks of its
full-throated rattle, the way it elbows out the silence, making room for its small engine roar. She

felt so responsible for the lack of sound, as if she had offended her loved ones. Goddamn Bill
and his strokes. Hadn’t she asked him to watch what he ate, asked him to try that new
medication, cut down his hours at the bank, and call their children, but he wouldn’t hear of it.
“I won’t live like that,” he had said, as if she were asking him to live in a monastery.
“It will give us more time together,” she’d said, gripping his forearm, as he raised his
arms to take a bit out of another’s Wendy’s cheeseburger.
“That might not be what we need,” he’d said, waiting for her to drop his arm, before
chewing like a cow, eyes flittering in enjoyment. “Enjoy your life, sweetheart. I am.”
Coming back from her memory, she caught Braxton saying something about a girlfriend,
a pregnancy.
“I got a girlfriend—maybe she should be my wife, maybe she shouldn’t—but either way,
she’s pregnant.”
“Do you think it was a mistake?”
“I didn’t start out wanting to sell vacuums. I didn’t start out wanting a family either. But
if it’s a mistake, it’s the best one I’ve ever made.”
“I want to show you something,” she said. “It will only take a few moments of your
time.” She could feel him debating, deciding on a polite course of action. She didn’t wait for his
response.
Even though Braxton knew the way—how many times had he run up and down this hall
way with her son—she took the young man by the arm, and led him toward Bill’s room. She
chatted with him, pointing out the pictures of her children, stuck in professional photos, the
memory of the cajoling to get them to stand up straight and smile. She kept the conversation
light, as she would in the classroom when one of the children was in the middle of a fit, slowly
marching them out of the room and down to the nurse if they’d cooperate and to the principal’s
office if they didn’t. She preferred to give them options, a way out of their own trouble, if she
could. Now she was the one in trouble.
But now she wasn’t so afraid. Maybe she could have cut his hair, maybe not, but
something she couldn’t quite articulate told her that somehow watching the hair fall around Bill’s
chin would give her something back. Surely not something so easily named as happiness or
freedom, but a small shift toward the road that led to those places. There was the anxiety that
came with getting directions and thinking that you had messed them by taking a wrong turn, and
then finally seeing the landmark or street sign that allowed you to breathe a little easier, because
you were almost there. You’d make it now.
They stop at the door; the pneumatic swoop of the oxygen breathes on the other side of
the closed door.
“I don’t know about this, Mrs. P. I’ve got other doors to knock on. Vacuums to sell, you
understand?”
“Now everything’s ready. It won’t take but a few minutes. The scissors are right next to
the bed on that little stand there.” She flipped her wrist, nudging the door on accident and it
skated forward revealing the glimpse of a hospital bed, where a pair of socked feet lie rigidly
outside the blanket that had half-fallen to the ground. Maybe she would ask him to arrange the
blanket too, but the cutting was surely enough. It’s just a room. Just her husband, but the breath
of death hovered invisibly in the corner of the ceiling, waiting for the last billow of his lungs. So
she sent in the boy, promising to take care of everything else.
“I’ll buy five of those things. I just need this little favor,” she said.

“A joke, right?” he said, backing away from the room, the space between them cut in half
as he tried to get by her.
She gripped his shoulders, forcing him to meet her eyes. How quickly she resorted to her
old teacher tricks. So much about that job was spent on developing their character rather than
teaching them how to add or read. “I’ll put one in every room. I’ll buy one a month.”
Some men never lose their boyhood. The false bravado followed by surges of joy and all
of it tempered by fear. She didn’t know what had become of his life, the mistakes, the hurts or
pain he had caused or felt himself, but she knew he still had that desire to please adults he had
back in first grade.
“Aren’t you coming?”
“Can’t,” she said, waiting until understanding filled his face. “Go ahead now and pick up
those scissors. Start anywhere and don’t worry about trying for any kind of style. Just a few
cuts.”
He picked up the scissors and cut the air, showing her he had everything under control. “I
forgot how tall Mr. P was. Man used to scare the shit out of me.”
When she didn’t say anything, he apologized. “Language, right? Sure you’re gonna buy
one? Cause my boss said...” he trailed off when she held up a finger.
“Right. Keep it simple. Stay focused. One problem at a time. I remember Mrs. P.” This
was what she missed. Not the hugs and certainly not the fights, but the looks on her students’
faces, the one where it was obvious that they were trying—struggling—but trying to find the
answer.
There was a part of her that hoped Bill would wake up, rise to his full height and ask,
“Just what the hell is going on here?”, but the oxygen machine spoke for him now. She found
herself standing next to Braxton, their shoulders close, but not touching. “He used to scare all of
us,” she said.
“No shit. I thought you guys had it all. Ya know?”
“How many times have I told you that looks can be deceiving? Look at us now.”
She thought she couldn’t do it, but she was learning she just needed help. She put an arm
around Braxton’s waist for balance and she felt his back stiffen. She gripped the handle of the
scissors.
“You’ll help me now, won’t you? Pretend. You still know how?
“Pretend? Sure, but what are we going for here?”
She took a clump of her husband’s hair. The angle was awkward and her back started to
ache. The room was hot with all three bodies in close proximity, but she wouldn’t give up now.
“We’re back in the classroom, working on cutting out a picture, anything. It’s just a
picture.”
“Keep it simple. Staying focused. No problem,” Braxton said.
They brought their hands down together and the scissors, dull from years of quilting, cut
a jagged line through the wilted gray tuft of hair.
“Mrs. P?”
“Yes?”
“Are you still afraid?”
“Not right now,” she said, taking the scissors away from him and fitting them into her
own grip. “Go get that machine of yours. We’ll see what it can do with a pile of hair.”
Tommy Dean

Weeping Mask
The mask weeps
diamond tears,
turning ruby like
as the blood
flow starts.
Then black
like coal
as decay begins
and the mask
itself
begins to crack,
to distort
and disintegrate,
to flake away,
to disappear.
As all masks will
in the end.
Until only
the tears
remain.

Lynn White

Maps
On maps that aim to guide
fingers and eyes seeking direction
mind seeking meaning
I plot trajectories, here to there
on the table, on my lap
forward and not committed
—a plot’s only a suggestion—
Blue lines contain oceans
squiggles mimic a country road
dots, villages, sheep grazing in a meadow
I read 3D in parallel curves
understand symbolic distances
reassured that I’ll get there
if I follow what’s outlined.
Mistakes are a detour.
I can reverse my track
yet there is no way back
to amend misplaced words
intentions and deeds
there is no U-turn to yesterday.
Words run down river
ink leaks over its own borders
and lines spill indiscretions
there are no maps for poems
and time never cared about geography.

Marie-Andree Auclair

The End
Once up on a time
he thought
the worst would be
not knowing
what happened next,
not knowing
how it all ended.
Now,
with the madness spiraling
into an ever tighter vortex,
he no longer wants to know
more.
Now
he thinks
there will be no end
to the madness.
Only his end
with his death.

Lynn White

I won’t be Returning
I’m off the pills you’ll be pleased to know
feeling great in the clear-eyed morning,
but the nights still fall, hard and slow.
It’s great to see buds unwrap start to grow
it’s even good to feel my old tangled yearning,
I’m off the pills you’ll be pleased to know.
Sometimes I swing too fast from high to low
I’m strong enough to ignore the warning,
but the nights still fall, hard and slow.
Afternoons often funnel into shadow
but it’s all right, I’m still awake, still burning.
I’m off the pills you’ll be pleased to know.
It’s fine to hear your voice again, although
at times it fades, it’s ok, I’m still learning,
but the nights still fall, hard and slow.
I’m brave enough, not too scared to throw
out the shadows calling; I won’t be returning.
I’m off the pills you’ll be pleased to know
but the nights still fall so hard and slow.

Cathy Whittaker

A Healing
At first, all I planned for was to open up like the flowers in the night,
the off white roses outside the door and the purple heather
and the sunflowers with their tall stems and thick leaves,
accoutrements for getting on in the world. How they flower
no matter what is happening around them. And I’m out walking in the early light
at the break of day, moving with how the light weaves in and out
under the trees. I am putting myself back together one day after another,
redrawing a world that’s diminished again, chasing after stars in the sky
on a dark night from the ground up. Looking for new life in a flickering place.
I know I have to find a new way to put it together to make it. Count steps.
Write love notes whether they are answered or not. Make lists for improvement,
new numbers for each day. Wearing a blue blouse, the color of the sky. It always helps.
Putting it all back together even if there doesn’t seem to be a reason to start,
and no matter how light or dark, copying the hummingbirds flying
like wild little things, taking to the cool wind blowing through
the desert after a hot time at the beginning of winter. Healing with the seasons,
changing with the place I’m in. And using all the light for sifting and bending and
taking second looks. Patience. Maybe a garden made up of pots. A few violets
to add purple, and nasturtium, yellow ones to keep me nimble and touching the earth
with my hands and feeling the dirt with my fingers. The most important part.
This sometimes works. Reconnecting with what is. Anything can grow. Me too.
I know I will start over again. Walking in the dark, the light, opening
until I come back.

Charlene Langfur

Letter from the Editor
Dear Readers,
Thank you so much for taking the time to read the fifth issue of The Magnolia Review. This is an
exciting time. I am thrilled for the coming additions to our regular two issues a year, including a
special award, interviews, and a contest. The website is updated,
www.themagnoliareview.wordpress.com, and there is now a separate page for each issue, listing
contributors and links to their biographies. There is also a page listing all of our contributors,
from all of the issues, with links to their biographies. I have updated the biographies with our
Pushcart nominations next to the title of the piece. Congratulations to our 2016 Pushcart
Nominees: Lisa Stice, Elisha Holt, Joshua Daniel Cochran, Teressa Rose Ezell, Lindsay A.
Chudzik, and Scott Blackburn.
For this issue, I added an optional theme for the submission period. The optional theme for this
issue was Depression. I quoted from the DSM (Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental
Disorders), since I am going back to school to study art therapy, and I’ve been fascinated for a
long time with Depression and how it manifests in writing and art. I am sad that no artists
submitted for this issue, so I used my own artwork for the cover and the depression-themed
section. Each theme will be different for each issue, but it will always be optional. All
submissions are welcome.
The Magnolia Review Ink Award is awarded to an outstanding submission selected for
publication in an issue of The Magnolia Review. I selected “In A Dark Time” by Kirie Pedersen,
a creative nonfiction piece, for this honor. More details about this award will follow this letter.
Interviews are a new facet of The Magnolia Review. I am curious to see how I can alter my own
writing and art habits in order to produce more creative works. I love reading about famous
writers’ habits, and I thought, why not ask our submitters? So as an optional interview, I’ve
asked contributors from this issue some questions. I’ll also ask previous contributors to
participate if s/he desires. Interviews will be posted on our website.
The contest details are still in the works, but I will release information on the site when it
launches. For a fee, the contest will include art/photography, creative nonfiction, fiction, and
poetry categories, with a monetary prize for the winners. Handmade books are key to this, and
will be explained at the launch.
I look forward to submissions for our sixth issue, with the optional theme of balloons. Thank
you, and enjoy Volume 3, Issue 1.
Suzanna Anderson
Editor-in-Chief and Founder

The Magnolia Review Ink Award
When I worked on Prairie Margins and Mid-American Review, they had awards and honors for
the contributors. After much thought, and after two years with four issues, I decided it was time
for The Magnolia Review to launch its own award.
I grew up with a magnolia tree outside my childhood home. When the wind blew, its branches
tapped on my bedroom window. After school I would climb it and enjoy the view. Every spring I
looked forward to the pink-white petals and the eventual change to green leaves and bare
branches. I choose submissions that I can read over and over again, that continuously bring joy
and awe and beauty. We will still do Pushcart Nominations, but this is a special award for a piece
that unifies the entire issue. It stands out. It reads well. It is something I’ll remember long after
I’ve stopped reading. It is an immediate “Yes! Let’s publish this.” There are lots of great
submissions, and it’s an honor to select an outstanding submission for this award. One piece will
be selected in every issue.
The winner will receive a plaque, made by Suzanna Anderson. It is a relief sculpture to hang on
the wall, engraved with the winner’s name and year. The relief is in the shape of a heart, with “I
love ink,” with the “I” as a fountain pen, a series of hearts, and the ink bottle. A picture will be
posted on the website.
I selected “In A Dark Time” by Kirie Pedersen, a creative nonfiction piece, for this honor for
The Magnolia Review, Volume 3, Issue 1. Congratulations, Kirie!
Suzanna Anderson
January 2017
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