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The Deacon’s Ring
Kathleen Buckley
Your hands, pasty, creamy white,
go up, down and float,
back and forth like
messenger doves; those
same hands are the hands of a
conservative car dealership owner
who makes bad jokes on
Sundays.
This time I watch as they swing, you
in your issued gown and sash; I
pay attention, searching for
Vanity, finding none but those
classic black shoes that
jut out beneath your cloak and
a ruby-red ring on the
third finger of your right hand.
It’s thick, a fat band wrapping,
Weighing down the trinity white – a
bleeding songbird. I’m curious
why you wear it, because
isn’t that a sin? I wonder absently.
Do you believe what you’re telling us?
You write it down beforehand and
Read it aloud as
the dull morning filters
through the slanted windows. That’s
when I do my wondering most,
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watching your ring. I’ve decided
it doesn’t matter
if you pray to God or have a
cross ornately carven round
your neck. I don’t care if you’re
a spiritual man; I still don’t like the
air of arrogance, how
you can’t really connect to us
young people, as you call it,
or even all the old.
Yet, with your ring bouncing in the light, I find
I cannot fault you for any of it.
I am the same, with the fear and the
children and the jewelry, never telling
all my secrets
in Confession. I stand beside
my mother and say those
chants to God – the wrong words for
all the wrong reasons - and we’re all doing it for
all the wrong reasons,
maybe you are, too, but
I don’t know; how
Should I?
I do know you’re human, if only
because of that
ruby-red ring and the
way, though we’d never spoken,
you used to tap your
scrolled-up homily notes
on my head when you walked up
the middle aisle after mass.
My mom told me, later, that you did it
because I reminded you of your daughter.
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The Interview

Confetti

I’m just as lost as you,
he said, although he didn’t
so much as open his mouth
or even look my way.
The slump, the wayward
twist of the backbone,
the way he looks at a pen
as if he fears the ink
will poison his veins.

May 16
I didn’t ask
for much this year

Emily Burns

He’s not so much here
as somewhere inside his lungs,
maybe in his crooked knees,
in the tips of his worn fingers.
He taps his foot to the drum
of the blood in his ears
to find the trembling earth
and know he’s not dead,
not yet.
Still he wakes up, and can’t
remember where he is or why
his pulse grows fainter each day,
why his outline grows weaker
every morning in the mirror.
Something to do with
nothing, he mutters. Like still water
resting on ancient bedrock, he waits
for the moons to pull him away.

7.

Tanya Krapf

just confetti
to throw in the air
let fall down
around me
glittering and
spinning
7:30 PM
No candles
No cake
Slammed door
Dad’s home

May 16

all she wanted
was confetti

7:36 PM
I sink back into the armchair
and feel yesterday’s chips
crunch underneath me

no confetti

Sara at school said
wishes don’t come
true
without confetti

8:27 PM
A tug on my jeans
Her 7 year old hands
tapping and tugging,
begging for confetti
To make wishes
(that won’t come true)
And raise hopes
(that will crash and burn)
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Let the rich kids play
in their confetti
gold and glittering
While I work
for low wages
welfare
waste
8:43 PM
Your confetti isn’t coming
I hate those dark
pleading eyes
(you have your mother’s
eyes)
But I look straight
into them
tilt my head back,
and everything is spinning
out of my hands
at the wall
Glass shatters
(Hopes shatter)
Here’s the damn confetti
You were begging for

Clara Riedlinger

Liz Greendyke
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The Rise of the Medici
Max Breidenstein
Florence glistened in the mid afternoon rays. The sun reflected off the
canopy which sheltered the alley housing the vast sea of merchants. The massive
archway that marked the entrance to the San Lorenzo Market possessed a circular
window at its beak, filled with four tired and rusted iron bars in a lattice work arrangement. The bars used to be ideal specimens of what the city was capable of.
During the previous century they were silver clad and crafted by the finest metal
workers in all of Italy. They told a story of a man in the market, a vendor, who
bested other vendors and eventually fell for his betrayal. The bars’ time of beauty
was many years ago, the silver has been stripped as the city aged and few remember
their glory. Now, all the ancient metal does is cast a latticed shadow in the western
end of the market as the sun drifts deeper into the horizon.
Light streamed through the high window upon the stalls and stores of
relentless merchants selling their premium linen. The aroma of fish lingered in the
air, polluting nostrils and provoking animals. Stray cats with mangled manes scampered through out the ocean of chaotic buyers and precariously pawed their way
across the beams left up from the last attempt to construct a mural above the alley.
As the people bustled and buzzed from stall to stall searching for the best deal,
pickpockets floated between coin pouches unnoticed.
What could they want what did I do and where do I go I haven’t done anything to
anyone involved in the wrong crowd and the damn Medici are back in power so they can’t be after
me - I’ll go into the olive oil vendors stall there will be too many people around for the mercenary to
stay on my tail - Right at the linen cart past the blacksmith - Two days in a row now I’ve had to
ditch a follower it’s starting to get on my nerves - Left down the alley and I’m in the clear behind
the basilica.
“No where left to go, Niccolo.” The voice was exhausted as he gasped for
air, bent over with his right arm plastered on the stone wall of an adjacent vendor.
“Your actions have irked many powerful men and now, they desire to – talk with
you.” The last three words of his power lusting voice seeped out slowly, like a turtle
protruding its scaled head from a moss covered shell. The man’s words hovered in
the air, not knowing where to set themselves down.
There is no God I can expect to miraculously save me He’ll save me through logic years
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Brian Johnson
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of His guidance and my own quest shall provide the way out I suppose this barbarian is still a
man of moral righteousness – God help him if he is not – so there is a hope for me to impose
logic upon the poor man’s will
“Sir, if I may go so far as to inquire to whom I’ll be granting my presence then perhaps
an arrangement can be made?” Maybe some coin will be the answer to these lesser men coin seems
to cure everything in this city Yet it causes all the problems too Please let the drawstrings be tight I
need to remember to tie the pouch the finger of the thieves have gotten much lighter recently “Perhaps some coin could set another appointment which would be more suitable for
my schedule? It’s been five weeks; I do need to check upon my wine, you certainly
know how temperamental fermentation can be.”
“You’ll see who wants to meet you Niccolo.” Again the words dragged
their way out from between his lips. “Don’t you worry.”
Machiavelli dreamt of the morning sun rays streaming through the crack
in his blinds warming his abdomen. His conscious thoughts slurred with very little
structure; everything melted into a vivid dream. He tossed himself over, narrowly
missing the rough stone wall with his head, and began to pull his crisp sheets to his
chin in order to fight off the seemingly indefatigable cold. Machiavelli stirred as the
aroma of fresh straw failed to register in his nostrils. Something was wrong. Perhaps he simply rolled onto the floor again; it had been a more frequent occurrence
recently. The hypnotic trance began to lose its hold upon him, and his conscious
mind sparked into action. where’s………where’s the where’s the straw I just had the bed…
had the bed refilled - much more comfortable in fact I rolled on the floor – again – I shall have to
move a new rug into the room… how will I move the bed I’ll require assistance for that I suppose
I may be able to use a lever of some kind… but another hand would be of greater practicality oh
what I would give to have a fresh loaf right now ohhh the wonder
Wait what happened at San Lorenzo did the pickpocket get me – oh my head – why
does my room smell like It’s too cold for me to be home but where else could I – the alley way- he
must have clubbed me They must have brought me in for our introduction Where am I Why is
it so dark What if I Where should I look for There has to be a lamp There is no light I see
nothing Am I alive still Of course I’m still alive I have conscious thought – I need to calm down.
Deep breath. Clear thinking. Logically. I must have been abducted. It explains all of the unexplained, my head, my location, the stench. Who though? No – not the Medici. It can’t be
What was that! The light the door it must be opening I know that voice If only I had
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a face to go with it The light oh my! how long have I been here to not recognize the simple sense of
sight! The voice is – it can’t be…
The light that reinforced the silhouette of Giovanni Medici was more
powerful than the sun to Niccolo Machiavelli.
Machiavelli lay poised like a man dying in battle. His groin was to the
ground with his left knee brought slightly closer to his abdomen. His shoulders
were jacked off the ground by his right arm which bore his weight upon the elbow,
his forearms acting as a base of support. The left arm of Machiavelli sheltered his
dilating eyes from the intense waves of light.
“You vile dog!” Giovanni’s staff struck Machiavelli leaving a welt of an
easily discernable Medici seal.
I must show no weakn- ahhhhh!- I mustn’t let him have the upper ha- ahhhhhhh!!- I cannot submit I must provide myself a distraction Government is to
bestow tru- ahhhhh!!!
“Take him. The vermin must be taught a lesson. Resourceful as it may be,
he shall be punished for his sin.”
Perhaps submission might not have killed me, no what I am saying I must stay strong
perhaps these fine men would care to converse. “Excuse me, where exactly are we right now?”
“Below the San Lorenzo Basilica? Do you not remember the fountain
we-”
“Shut up you buffoon!” The second guard snapped at the first, as if he
ran the operation.
“Marcus, what does it matter? He’ll be dead soon anyway.”
This is precisely what I needed an escape might be easier than I though these two appear
to have slight fidelity issues. Perhaps if Marcus – please don’t drag me through the – nope to late
for that - Perhaps if my acquaintances here disagree over something they see I will be provided
with a moment to disperse. “Gentlemen, I believe I just saw a hooded man with a sword run down
the corridor.” That was much too convenient I can’t believe an actual distraction appeared when I
needed it, the probability of that must be minute!
“Giovanni mentioned your tongue and he warned us of its treachery. I’m
not falling for it.” Marcus had a short temper and let the back of his hand fly across
the cheek of Machiavelli.
“Marcus I think-”
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“Silence Roberto! Don’t let this traitor sway you in any direction. Anything
that slithers from his mouth should be struck down by our righteous savior. Once
we have brought him to the interrogation chamber, we can go back and investigate
the ‘rats’ that you saw.”

by no means a position he is worthy of. The Medici Family and I have a long running feud, going back past the founding of Florence. This feud does not concern
you. You seem to be an unexpected variable in my mission.”

This barbarian handles his authority much more maturely than I had hoped. I suppose
all I have left to do is run. I didn’t want to resort to this but my survival comes first Now to
wait for the right Go! The most illogical route possible will be the safest route I need to avoid all
patterns but it is too natural for a pattern to emerge it is human nature Left - right - right - left
- right - left – left – left - right now I need to hide so they run by allowing me to back track This
basket ought to do but of course it would have to be a fish basket I couldn’t choose the – shhhhhhhh – a basket of rosemary or spices would be so pleasant but I am stuck behind the…

a man of my own intellectual standards I shan’t bother to persuade him with logic.

“If you make a noise we both die.” The hand that wrapped itself around
the mouth of Machiavelli was slathered in calices and marked on the top by scars
evidently from a sword. “I will explain in a second, let us get to safety first.”
Curiosity! Oh the questions spurring through my mind I must keep them contained I
don’t know why but there is something about that man something eerily comforting like a higher
power leads him he must be determined he works for a cause the nobility of the cause may be up to
question but who am I to question this man is saving my life I am forever in his debt.
“We should be out of ear shot of the guards here. You’re Niccolo Machiavelli, no?” His words were harsh yet concise. The man wasted no time with
formalities.
“Yes. Yes I am. Who are you though and what are you doing in this place?
Well, the more essential question may just be what is this place? I know Florence
rather well, and I do not have any knowledge of an elaborate underground tunnel
system.” This was rather impulsive following this man I may have made a massive
error this could be very detrimental to my
well being but I suppose I have no choice
other than trusting him.

Brian Mistark
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“My name is not important; my purpose, however, is. You
recognized the man who beat you as
Giovanni Medici, did you not? The
man is in line for the papacy which is

“What is your mission? And what shall I refer to you as?” This is refreshing
“You may call me Cloak. I am here to kill Giovanni Medici.” his words
were stern like stone with no cracks or fissures of doubt.
Do I agree What do I do I know this city is in need of desperate change more than
can be done by one man but the removal of the problem may be the best solution I shall help My
life of social acceptance and political clamor yearns for more “I will help. Florence deserves
more -- more than the Medici have to offer and I shall see it done by your blade.”
“Very well then. I feel sincerity in your voice and I will trust my instinct.
But beware Niccolo, do not double cross me.”

Infinite Pockets
Maria Dunaevsky

The brilliant light from the trees
As if the fire was running,

The resting place we used to call home A marvelous, dazzling show
Now just some spilt dying embers

Twisting, flying into the sky

On the changing page of the town

And I thought it created holes there—
Stars.

Remembering what was written
In the old red notebook
Would be sublime.

The moonlight that night was hypnotizing
Yet after the fire went out
The forest looked sore

I wrote about stories
And fairytales with princes
And the time I saw a forest fire.

Tired and weeping.
The burning incense of the trees
Floating near home
And the glowing dream assembling.
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Letter Poem
Katie Hegley

Flickering every color in the
Black window pane,
We’re friends first.

I laugh at you when your blue sweatpants are
Rolled up to your knees, your sleeves bunched at your elbows
While the fan above the stove inhales the heat, clogging
The room in its unbroken whirring,
Drawing it out through the vacant scraps
Of birds’ nests that probably still litter the pipes.
Every night it’s red-copper soup flecked with spices or
Thick pasta sauce or
The stubborn oily outline of salad dressing
Smeared on your shirt,
The accidental emblem of your work.
I know sometimes our voices grow too loud,
Our separate stresses spill
Like drops of food from your spoon.
But I couldn’t trust anyone else to
Share the strains
That you could easily leave to me.
And even when you know
I should go back to bending over papers,
To leaning my forehead on my palm
And scratching tasks off the list,
You don’t remind me.
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When my head is on your shoulder
Like it was even before I could reach
Your shoulders standing up, I might not be
Three inches taller than you and
You might not be “the parent”.
When the only light is the glow of the TV

Nikki Pierce
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The Prison House
By Emily Burns
Tom had only gone out to buy socks. White, with thick ribbing and a
grey stripe at the top. No one seemed to stock this particular kind of sock and as a
result, he had to visit several dimly-lit stores before finally finding the proper kind
at Louie’s, just down the street from the church and across the way from the store
that sold patterned umbrellas and duck food, one dollar a bag. It was nine thirty
when he walked back up the small cement path to his house. He could see a piece
of paper taped on the screen door, but he couldn’t read it until he hit the top step.
“EVICTED” was written across the top of the paper in bold letters so
black that a person could get lost in their depths. “Evicted,” mumbled Tom, tasting
the words as a sort of novelty. He pulled down the notice and unlocked his door,
reading it as he stepped inside the house.
The ranch-style house had been built in the 70s. Its teak paneling and
musty yellow carpeting had long bothered Tom, but he had never done anything
about them because he couldn’t stand having people in his house, touching, looking
at his things, studying the photographs in small wooden frames lining the staircase,
asking if they could use the bathroom. If he were to decide to pull out the carpet
or the paneling, he would need at least one other person to help him. It just wasn’t
worth the effort.
As he turned on the lights one by one, making sure all his blinds were
down, Tom moved his eyes across the eviction notice, trying to take in the words.
He saw “mortgage,” “foreclosure,” “effective immediately,” but none of it made
sense.
In the kitchen, he pulled out the tea kettle but aimlessly stood at the faucet without turning it on, watching it release one drop at a time. “I’m evicted,” he
finally spoke out loud. “I’ve been evicted. I am being evicted from my home.” He
paused, contemplating this. “I’m leaving.”
Still, the words only dully pierced his consciousness, and for several hours,
he sat at the kitchen table. He pondered why oranges were so orange, why pillows
never broke open and released feathers into the air as they always did in movies,
who in his right mind would lay down yellow carpeting in a house with teak walls.
He thought about all of this, and only when it was near one o’clock did he read the
entirety of the eviction notice.
“Dear Mr. Parker,” it began below “EVICTED.”
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We regret to inform you that due to having not received mortgage
payments for the past
six months and having already sent several
notices, we are issuing a foreclosure on your house, 12 Broad Street, effective immediately. We will be coming one week hence,
Friday,
August 30, to complete forms and procedures. Please make the necessary
arrangements to remove all personal items. Please call the number below
with questions regarding this notice.
Below, several people he had never met nor heard of signed with
elaborate, looping scripts. True to their word, they had included a number
at the bottom, appealing to “All questions, concerns, and comments.” Tom
knew better than this. An automated voice on the other end of the line
would drone in a monotonously cheerful tone about his complaints before
hanging up and pretending it was a disconnect. Besides, he knew this wasn’t
a mistake.
When he had stopped paying the mortgage bill, it seemed so easy.
He thought that safe within the walls of his home, no one could get to him.
His house wouldn’t be foreclosed, not because he had paid as he was supposed to, but because no one knew and no one cared.
He glanced at the clock on the oven. Two thirty. Sighing, he
pushed himself away from the table and walked out the door and down the
cement path.
***
At Colleen’s Diner, customers sat in small red booths at tables
that always seemed to have a thin layer of grease on them. There was a
small cup of crayons by the napkins, encouraging families to stop by for a
wholesome meal with good company. In the late 90s, this definition applied.
However, it had since become a stopping point for truckers and construction workers on a break. The only children who ever seemed to show up
were the two Parker kids.
Mattie was the elder, and thus wiser, of the two, at all of ten years
old. He was thin, like his father, but he had his mother’s mop-top, unconquerable by combs and haircuts alike. His face was pinched into constant
scrutiny so he always appeared to be thinking and made adults uncomfortable that he was always judging them. Truth is, he usually was.
Janie was seven, with dark tangled braids that hung like inelegant
columns around her face. She often pulled at the left one, or wrapped it
around her head like a crown. Her father had said that one day she would
be a beautiful princess and told her a bedtime story in which she married
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the handsome prince and lived happily ever after. When she told her mother the
next day, however, she said that princesses only existed in fairytales and in certain
countries. Janie could never be a princess because she wasn’t pretty enough, or
rich enough, and certainly not well-spoken enough. Instead of making eye contact
when speaking, she mumbled into the top of her overalls and pulled at her braid.
People said that this was because she was only seven, after all. But she knew it was
because she fell in love with everyone she met, thinking they were her princes, and
that if she looked at them they would know everything by her eyes.

and he tried to hide anything in his face that would give him away. But he had done
the job. Mattie was sold, hook, line, and sinker. “What did you do then, Dad?” he
asked, eagerly.

By two forty-five, Mattie was squirming on the booth’s red plastic covers. Napkins lay abandoned on one end of the table with games of tic-tac-toe
and hangman scribbled in green crayon. Janie had balled up her sweater under her
head half-an-hour ago and fell asleep immediately. He did not have any money
with him and the clear cake covers revealed whole pies and cookies on the counter near where they sat. He yawned hungrily and put his own head down on the
table. Just as he felt himself dozing off, Tom slid into the booth across from him.

***

“Hiya, Mattie,” he whispered, revealing a row of slightly crooked teeth.
Mattie looked at him sullenly. “You’re late,” he spoke crisply, letting there
be no mistake as to who had made the error.
“I know, kiddo, but I had to do a few things.”
“Like what?”
“Like…” Tom grasped the air for impressive things he could tell him
he had done in the time when he was supposed to be eating lunch with his kids.
Across the room, he saw a burly man enjoying a slice of pie and wearing a baseball cap which read, “World’s Best Fly-Fisher.” As he waved the waitress over, he
said, “Well, you know I’m a pretty good fly-fisher, right?”
Suspiciously, Mattie shook his head.
“No? Well, imagine that! My own son doesn’t know that I’m world’s best
fly fisher! I tell you, son, I caught a beaut today. Really spectacular. Around four,
maybe four and a half feet, I’d say, conservative!” He measured the distance with
his hands, eyeing Mattie significantly.
“Really?” Mattie tried to hide his excitement with an air of disinterest,
but Tom could tell he was impressed.
“Would I lie to you, son?”
Under the table, Tom’s foot, which he bounced constantly, missed a beat
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“Well, then I realized that I was inexcusably late for a previous engagement!” Tom nodded to the waitress, who stood snapping her gum and twirling a
chewed pencil in her manicured hand. “So I put down my catch, and here I am!
Now, who’s up for a Shirley Temple?”

After they woke Janie and had received three electric blue Shirley Temples,
Tom excused himself to the men’s room. Outside the bathroom door, he pulled a
worn leather wallet from his back pocket and carefully counted out his cash, separating each bill to make sure he hadn’t missed any.
Twelve dollars.
Exhaling slowly, he walked back to the table. “Daddy,” Janie whined.
“Mattie says that he wants his own French fries! I want my own too!”
“That’s not fair!” Mattie retorted. “I’m older than her!”
Their voices raised and the bickering escalated. Tom’s head began to
throb. “Enough!” he finally shouted with explosive energy. The diner turned silent
and everyone turned to stare at the man whom they had known to be so quiet, so
reclusive. The boss stood behind the counter, stopped in the act of wiping down
a glass, shocked to see courteous, if stand-offish, Mr. Parker yelling at his children
in public. The children who were always the only thing that kept him smiling at
people, the one day a week he saw them. The only thing that kept him in this world.
From disappearing.
Keenly aware of all the eyes on him, Tom dropped his eyes to the floor.
“Let’s go,” he muttered out of the corner of his mouth, pulling Mattie out of the
booth and helping Janie into her sweater roughly. Mattie, flushed with embarrassment, looked at his father in disgust and ran ahead out the door. Tom tried to walk
out with his hand on Janie’s shoulders, but she too pulled away from him.
They walked back to Tom’s house silently. He tried to break the ice once,
asking, “How is your mother?” Neither Mattie nor Janie responded. He knew exactly how she was though. Her business was just beginning to take off. He walked
by the little store she ran every week—he had told himself it was coincidental, even
when every Wednesday at noon he found himself on Bell Road, scanning the street
to see if she had come out to grab the mail, or take out the garbage. Sometimes he
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saw Janie sitting in the bay window seat which looked out onto the street, but then
he always quickly looked down and tugged his hat down.
At the front door, Tom unlocked it and stood back to let them in. They
entered without looking at him. He instead glanced at the spot on his door where
only a few hours ago he had found the notice. It was almost as though he could see
the outline of the paper, like when the light fades all the wallpaper in a room except
where a painting had protected it.
Inside, Janie had begun making chocolate milk and Mattie had retreated to
the corner of the living room where he built forts out of pillows and blankets. Janie
wasn’t allowed inside, ever, but sometimes he let Tom sit with him. He supposed
that he wouldn’t be allowed inside the fort today.
“Hey, buddy,” Tom bent over to look at Mattie hiding in his shelter. Mattie, in response, stared with dark eyes. “Go away.”
“C’mon, Mattie,” Tom moaned desperately. His head was still pounding
even away from the noise, and he couldn’t take a child’s sullenness on top of it.
“Talk to me. Tell me why you’re upset.”
“You should know why!” Mattie lashed bitterly.
“I don’t think I do.”
“You yelled at us! And there were a lot of people…and they were watching…” his voice trailed off and tears of anger began to collect in his eyes.

the fort. Checking over his shoulder to make sure Janie wasn’t coming in, he stared
directly at Mattie. “The truth is… I’m not actually having such a great day. I didn’t
actually go fishing today. Actually, I don’t think I’ve ever gone fishing in my life.
Fish creep me out, honestly.” He sucked his cheeks in and pursed his lips together
while bugging out his eyes to see if he could make Mattie laugh. Nothing.
“But it’s worse than that, actually. You know how you and your sister
come here every week, on Fridays? And we go to lunch and then spend the day
together? Well… I’m not sure if we’re going to keep doing that.”
Mattie jerked his head up. “Why not?” He demanded.
“See, Mattie, I’ve run into kind of a tight spot. I didn’t do things exactly
like I should have. Your old man is pretty good at screwing up his life, I guess.
That’s not how I’d like you to see me, but there it is. Simply put, this…” He
gestured to the room, to the teak paneling and tightly pulled blinds and the yellow
carpet and the stained kitchen linoleum. “This is all going to go away for a while.”
“What do you mean?”
“I’m not going to live here for a while, is what’s going to happen. I’m
going to live somewhere else. But just for a little while.” He thought for a moment
and, biting his tongue, said, “It’s almost like a vacation. Change of scenery, kind
of.”
Mattie thought about
this for a minute, cocking his head
thoughtfully to the right. “Okay,”
he spoke slowly. “But what about
me and Jamie? Can we still see
you?”

“I know, but you gotta understand, kid, I’m having a rough day…”
“Why? Why would you be having a rough day? You caught a fifty-foot
fish, and you said that’s really good and you’re always doing cool stuff. Why should
you be having a rough day?”
Tom looked at his hands. They
were thin and bony, as they always had
been. He hated it when his father had lied
to him when he was a boy. And he could
always tell, too. His hands would twitch
at exactly the wrong moment, like Tom’s
leg. And Mattie was smart. He was so
smart; he must know, thought Tom. He
must know his father is a fake.

“That’s the thing, kid.
I’m not so sure. I’m not sure if I’ll
be seeing you guys for a while. My
vacation starts next week, Friday,
so I don’t think I will see you then.
A lot of guys are going to help
me with my move.” As he spoke,
Tom looked around at the house
which he hated. He hated it when
he moved in, after having left the
house with his wife and children,
and he hated it every morning

“Listen, kid,” Tom lowered
himself to the ground and propped up
his back with one of the pillows from
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Rachel Smith

Justine Kistler
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when he woke up, and even though he tried to hide inside it, he hated it. He hated
the way it sucked his life from him, and how easily he let it. And he hated the eviction notice even more for taking him further away from what he once had.
“Well, maybe…” Mattie started slowly. “Maybe, as soon as you get to your
new house, we can come to see you. Right?”
Blinking away the clouds that flooded his eyes, Tom nodded and smiled.
“Right, kid.”

Nirvana

Rachel Donahue
Nirvana comes out of boomboxes like honey.
Mixing with the spilled wine on the floor.
Always stopping mid song.
I brushed my hair with that pretty hair brush made of metal.
And ran my fingers through it until it was sticky.
Clinging to my shoulders, and falling out
Stuck to the table
And the cats and the grass.
We clinked glass bottles, and twirled in circles.
Probably much slower than we thought, but once
You start you feel it increase,
Swirl around you like a safe tornado.
My stomach never appreciated that.
We’d stumble falling,
Just the world grabbing our ankles,
Pulling our backs on to the wet grass.
Heads hit hard.
Snapping with a thud.
While the stars rain from the sky,
We try to catch them with our tongues.
But like snowflakes they elude us.
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Elizabeth Levengood
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Paper Plates
Abby Johnson
They met on the Ferris wheel.
Her name was Janie. She was fifteen until November. She hadn’t even
wanted to come to the amusement park, much less the Ferris wheel. Alice and Nick
had insisted.
“Don’t be such a drip Janie.” Alice begged. She said this while her lips
were still pressed onto Nick’s.
After arriving at the amusement park the first thing they had seen was the
Ferris wheel. It was half a sun, tucked into the landscape of the boardwalk.
“Oh,” Alice breathed. “Let’s do that first!’ Nick, in agreement, slipped a
thin piece of ice down the back of her blouse. Alice shrieked and turned around to
swat him. Janie was wacked in the face by Alice’s wet, fiery ponytail. Janie wondered
why Alice was always the one to get the boys who were flirty as opposed to Janie
who only attracted morons.
They all filed into a neat line at the Ferris wheel. “Hey Janie,” Nick said.
Janie had never realized how bushy Nick’s eyebrows were. “Maybe you can go with
someone else on the wheel so, ya, know…” He sloppily winked at her. Never mind.
Maybe Nick was a moron too.
Alice squealed. “Baby that’s a terrific idea!” She turned around and saw a
tall, lanky boy with unruly blonde hair and a light smattering of freckles. “Excuse
me?”
“Yeah?” He tossed his head twice and looked at her.
“Would you mind terribly if my friend here,” She pushed Janie forward as
if she was going to auction her off, “rode with you?”
“Guess not.” He shrugged, but it was an agreeable shrug heightened with
Alice’s blinding smile.
His name was Michael. He was seventeen and he didn’t want to tell them
that he actually worked at the pier and it was his fifteen-minute break. He had been
hoping to buy a cigarette. Ted, his buddy running the machine, winked at him and
snapped his gum. Michael would have done just about anything for that piece of
gum.
The girl who approached him was tall but filled out. Her red hair was
slicked back into a wet ponytail and although her eyes were pretty she had buck-
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teeth. Her boyfriend noticed Michael sizing her up and Michael quickly averted his
eyes. He couldn’t get into another fight.
There was another girl too. She was shorter and had thick, short brown
hair—brown like the upholstery of his grandmother’s couch. She had a friendly
smile: one full of straight teeth. She looked uncomfortable but not so much that
she would run away.
Michael and Janie stepped onto to the Ferris wheel. “Have fun.” Ted murmured. Letting the slime in his voice ooze onto the vibration of his “v”. Michael
wanted to sock him too.
The first tick of the Ferris wheel. “Hi.” Michael said.
Janie waited five whole seconds before responding. Michael counted. “I’m
sorry about my friend.”
“Yeah.” Yeah? Michael silently groaned. Working all during the summer
had severely limited his social capabilities.
“I’m Michael.” The second tick of the Ferris wheel passed smoothly as he
waited for a reply.
“Janie.” She whispered. Or maybe she had said it outright and the wind
had just stolen her words.
The third tick of a Ferris wheel lurched them further into the air, almost
at the left side, almost at the ninety-degree angle.
tighter.

Michael noticed Janie’s hands were paling as she gripped the metal bar
“This your first time?”
“Pardon?”

Michael gestured at her hands. “Oh.” Janie giggled nervously. “I know
there’s nothing to really be afraid of.”
Michael knew that too. He was only scared of one thing and it wasn’t any
damn amusement park ride.
Tick number four. Janie couldn’t hold her breath any longer. With a collapsing sigh she leaned forward and breathed in again. She exhaled happily. “I love
the way the ocean smells.”
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“Like dead fish?” Michael said it before he remembered he wasn’t talking
to one of his sisters.
Janie shook her head. The truth was she had no real opinion on the ocean.
But everyone else loved the way it smelled so why shouldn’t she?
At tick number five Michael could see the grill where he was due to back
to work four minutes ago. His boss, a short black man with thick glasses that always
were fogged on account of the heat, was flipping burgers. Even from halfway into
heaven Michael could see the way his bottom lip hung out slightly and with a hint
of pouty anger.
The Ferris wheel moaned its way to the highest part of the sky. Janie
whacked her feet back and forth unhappily. “What school do you go to?” Michael
asked, hoping to distract her.
“West Ave.” She said. West Avenue Prep was a blend of rich kids who
wanted to seem less rich and poor kids who wanted to hang out with the rich ones.
But Michael’s family had been too poor even for that. “How about you?”
Michael cleared his throat, a nasty habit of his when he was about to lie.
“Saint Peter’s.” Michael used to go to Saint Peter’s. He used to do the whole Catholic boy act. He went to church every Sunday and confession every other Thursday.
He could tell you the many ways one could be eternally damned.
Then his stepfather came and he did the whole slap his new wife around
act. Michael’s mother refused to leave him and so Michael dropped out of school
so he could pay the medical bills. Each bruise, each wound that needed to be
treated was another week of Michael’s education lost.
The color came back into Janie’s
hands as the Ferris wheel made its first
step towards safety. “You must think I’m
real silly. Being scared of an amusement
park ride. And not even a rollercoaster
to boot.” Janie laughed a long shrill of a
laugh although she was not sure why she
was putting on a show for some random boy who seemed nice but probably
wasn’t.
That’s the problem with boys,
Janie thought. They always seem something they’re not.
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Mack Burns

“I don’t think you’re silly.” Michael said as the Ferris wheel groaned its

way down a little more.
Janie’s grandmother who had been married five times told her boys were
like paper plates. If you used the same paper plate all the time it would get soggy,
gross, destroyed. But switch the paper plates up, each one will only be a little worse
for the wear, and you’ve got yourself a system. Janie’s grandmother died on her
fifth honeymoon because she was still smoking her cigarette when she fell asleep.
The Ferris wheel was close to its final resting place when Michael adjusted
his position and limply lifted his arm so it was enclosed around Janie.
Janie knew she was supposed to feel something flutter in her heart. That’s
what Alice said kissing felt like. Like a butterfly lightly tapping its wings on your
heart. If there was anything in Janie it was only a moth, she was sure of it.
Alice hooted and Nick whistled. “Look at you girl, what a flirt!”
Janie never hated Alice more than she did in this minute.
The Ferris wheel came to its end. Michael snaked his arm around Janie’s
shoulder blades and tucked it in between them. He got off first and helped Janie
off.
“You kids have a good time?” Ted said absentmindedly as he shoved
someone else where they had just
been seating.
Janie turned to Michael.
“Thanks for riding with me. You
really didn’t have to.”
“It wouldn’t have been
right of me to let you ride alone.”
He said these words before he
knew he was going to say them.
“Good bye.” Janie said
sweetly and trotted off behind Alice and Nick who were entangled.
Michael was twenty-six
minutes late to work.

Kenzie Hogarth
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Carley Moynihan
Clara Rieldinger
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Center City

Clara Riedlinger

my eyes to his face and know that if I could only tell my story to the
present, everything would be alright.

I can tell that he’s staring at my legs. This makes me rather uncomfortable as I’ve never liked him and he’s certainly never liked me.
We drove through a bad part of town last night. There was a stretch
of road lined with shady hotels that kept hourly rates and run down
dive bars with black plastic over the windows. Then there was nothing for a while until we passed a neighborhood of houses with
cracked windowpanes, lead painted frames, and disintegrating sideboards. We were miles and a while from where we wanted to be, not
that any of us really wanted to be there. There hadn’t been a familiar
street sign in over an hour. Nothing to take us back to Center City.
I was shaking as I told him this. The friendly and familiar atmosphere
of the cafe was a welcome contrast to the cold crack house streets
on which I had previously found myself. Not only could I feel myself quake as I remembered, but I could feel his concern, not for my
safety but for my fear.
Eventually we decided to take a chance a turn right. This may or may
not have been the direction from which we came. Maybe it would
lead us back to the East End.
Avenue went on for miles. I had never heard of Willoughby Street or
Daisy Lane. We passed Archer and Alster, Avenues A, C, D, and E
...no word from B. Then Dewey and Jay. There were girls on the corners. The blue on the signs was all that told me we weren’t in another
world.

Joe DeLettera

Court Street. Court Street saved us. We drove past the libraries and
into Corn Hill where we turned around at the river and back towards
Main, then Chestnut, and finally East. A sigh of relief nearly let my
tears escape, but I couldn’t let that happen. All I could do was lock
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A Mentor, a Friend, Friedrich Nietzsche

mind like a chisel to stone.”

Robbie Harding
“How is it fair that my father and brother died and left me, a boy seven
years of age, to find his own way in the world?” cried Nietzsche.
“Not all lives are similar or equal but that does not mean all should be
treated as such. Do you realize what you are proposing? This would cause chaos.
For years we have worked to end such injustice, to give others an equal chance in
life. You want to topple the system!” replied Heinrich Koselitz.
Nietzsche clutched his head with both hands, falling to one knee, another
of his migraines coming on. A vein bulged from his forehead, squirming like a
worm trapped beneath the skin. His cheeks flushed, spit spewing from his mouth,
he screamed,
“Let the weak fall. Become what you are! What do they do besides hold us
back? Where can a man, weak of mind and body, best a man who is strong in both
respects? Forget your morals! Imagine where we could take society if the strong
were in power.”
“Then what do you suggest we do?”
“Dispatch them! Enslave them! Why is a master-slave relationship so horrible? He who is strong commands he who is weak, and together, we rise to new
heights. The weak shall no longer stand on the shoulders of the strong.”
In a fit of coughing Nietzsche collapsed on the ground. As he fell, a small
bag of the powerful sleeping powder, chloral hydrate, slipped from his overcoat
and scattered its contents across the floor in front of him. With it fell his prescription, signed, Dr. Nietzsche. With a moan he tried to regain his feet, but slipped on
the polished rock floor, this time smashing his nose on the cold stones.
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“I hear bells,” he cried. “A cacophony of shrill beats pounding into my

Watching over him coolly, Heinrich retorted, “You are mad my old friend.
Pull yourself together,” he said as he stared upon the elderly man writhing on the
ground.
Nietzsche rolled over, revealing his blood stained face and his bushy gray
mustache trembling beneath his long, crooked nose. His pale skin, wrinkled from
age and exhaustion, contrasted sharply with his yellow teeth and eyes, set deep
within his head. He had not aged well. What could have happened in one’s life to
reduce a man to such a state? A thin film appeared to cover his eyes, matching his
glazed expression.
As he regained focus, Nietzsche glanced around the Basel Munster Cathedral, seemingly unaware of his surroundings, desperately trying to remember where
he was. When his eyes finally landed on Heinrich his body went rigid and his eyes
widened, an expression of shock frozen on his face.
Heinrich moved towards him, abandoning his cool aloofness to help the
poor wretch. As he did so, Nietzsche raised his eyebrows and tightened his jaw, his
expression of shock melting to fear. Limbs flailing in an attempt to distance himself from Heinrich, his voice shaking, he shouted, “Why do you haunt me so? I left
you long ago. I seek peace! Leave me. Leave me!”
“Calm yourself Friedrich, we will take you back to your mother where you
will be safe. You are not well,” said Heinrich.
		

“I am not well for the likes of you will not leave me be!” Ni-

etzsche roared. With a final scramble he found his footing and turned his back to
his former friend, sprinting for the exit as a gazelle flees a lion.
“Friedrich!” bellowed Koselitz, his voice resonating throughout the cathedral. “Friedrich!”
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As he neared the exit, Nietzsche looked upwards, his gaze settling on the

“We were friends, he and I; and before that we were partners; and even

stained glass window above the doors. The Virgin Mary stared back down upon

before that I was a young student at the University of Basel, and he my mentor.

him, with baby Jesus no more than a bundle in her arms.

How time has changed things,” Heinrich Koselitz said as he stared across his small

With a burst of speed Nietzsche barreled through the double doors of
Basel Munster Cathedral and stumbled into the frigid Prussian winter air. In a
scramble of commotion he shoved his way through crowds of people, receiving

kitchen table at his wife. His gaze wandered around the room, pausing on the fire
as he tried to gather its warmth and strength and forget his troubled memories.
After that night, he had returned to his two-bedroom apartment he rented

angry shouts in return. He ran head-on into a stocky, red-faced man, who slapped

with his wife in central Basel. He had refused to discuss the incident until now,

him across the face and scolded him for his clumsiness.

several days later, holding himself responsible for Nietzsche’s death.

Nietzsche threw his hands over his ears, screaming nonsense words, foam

“You know, I was the only one he allowed to criticize him,” Heinrich

forming at his lips. As he staggered into the street he lost his footing, twisting his

continued. “The old bastard alienated himself from everyone he once held dear.

ankle until he heard an audible snap. Like lightning, pain rushed up his leg, jarring

His stubbornness came full turn when he realized he no longer had any audience

his movement. All strength sapped from his body, he fell to the ground, the pointy

for his books, and that his radical positions had ruined his reputation.”

rooftops of Basel spinning around him as he fell towards the snow-covered road

“Why did you seek him out that day? ” Heinrich’s wife inquired.

beneath.

Heinrich stared again at the fire, his eyes glazed, his mind left deep in
In his fall, the buildings and sky became one, each covered with the gray

thought. He did not bring his eyes back to meet hers, but responded after a few

smoke pouring from the factories of the newly industrialized city. The labors of

moments.

production had robbed the city of some of its former beauty.

“I did not seek him out. Earlier that same day, I noticed his figure in the market

As his hands clutching at his ears, nails digging beneath the skin, Ni-

and hoped to start conversation with him. I did not know he had returned to Basel

etzsche’s head slammed directly into the ground. For a moment, all was quiet. Then

since he had resigned his chair at the university and moved elsewhere due to his

he awoke a second later to the sound of screams assaulting him on all sides. A man,

failing health. He had not noticed me, and before I could catch his attention, he

clad in expensive robes and fine jewelry, stepped out of a carriage in front of him

hurriedly set off in the direction of Basel Munster.

and bowed to one knee. A single snowflake fell on Nietzsche’s cheek and the last

I followed his hunched form; hoping to intercept him, perhaps to start

thing he saw was the man pressing his hands together while his mouth moved in a

our friendship anew. But I did not know how time had changed him. He was mad;

silent prayer.

but make no mistake, the man was a genius.
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“Be this not my world,” Nietzsche whispered. “God is dead.”

He entered the cathedral before I could catch him, and I began to wonder what

And then all was dark.

business he had there after his campaign against Christianity. It was here that I
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confronted him.
My introduction was brief, for he remembered me well, and we began
discussing philosophy as we used to. He told me of his latest works as well as his
war against the Church, and his theory of how modern society has killed God. He
talked of how people are superfluous; how only the strong are fit to have power
and they should exercise their supremacy. He too had been swept up in this craze
of nationalism! He was not well, my wife. Oh he was not well.”
A knock sounded at the door. Heinrich did not move, his gaze fixed on
the sizzling logs in the fire. His wife rose to answer it instead.
“Package for Mr. Koselitz,” a young man’s voice said from the doorway.
“The late Mr. Nietzsche has left this for you in his will.” The man set a small package down upon the kitchen table, as well as a letter. “May his soul rest in peace,” he
said as he exited the apartment.
Taking up the letter, Heinrich slowly opened the parchment. It read, My

Snow
Jennifer Sun
I need warmth
as the white wips
slash my face.
I have walked so much
in the endless white world,
where the whistle of an atrocious monster
viciouly devours my tired soul.
Colorless wind and their snowflake apprentices
play tug of war with my worn body.
I sway back and forth
as I see no end to my cruel journey.
I see no people
to save me,
and I see no light
to lead me.

old friend, may this book inspire you as it once inspired me. Dropping the letter to
the table, Heinrich peeled away the brown paper wrapping on his parcel to unveil
the book within. It was called Die Welt als Wille und Vorstellung (The World as Will
and Representation), the very book that inspired Nietzsche to pursue a career in
philosophy.

I take my last breath,
I break,
like a tattered doll,
and collapse in my soft
grave.

Heinrich stared at the book in his hands, memories of his former mentor
and friend flooding his mind, filling it to the brim; and then he turned and in a
swift motion threw the manuscript into the fire. The flames licked greedily at the
text, melting the words off the pages and spewing smoke from between them, until
all that remained was ash.

39.

Bridie O’Donovan
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Letter Poem
Katie Strang

You talk like you know what you’re talking about, like you know all
the razor curls and coiled corners, and how to come out of the labyrinth alive.
You don’t. You’re not Ariadne and you don’t have golden rope or
even tooth floss for that matter.
I’m sitting here on the roll out paper, and listening to you zoom out
and look at this maze I’ve been in long enough to call it my maze.
And tell me, “Well, you know, if you always turn left you’ll get out
eventually.”
And, “Here’s a compass, just keep heading north.” For God’s sakes,
don’t you see that those contradict each other?
And really, the whole point of a maze is that by heading north you
end up somewhere near Key West just thrashing in the ocean.
I think this visit would be more productive if you let me go back to
kindergarten and I contorted myself so that you can trace my outline
on the paper skein.
That will give us a better picture of me and my predicament (that I’m
not even really mired in anymore) than you can give in your undereducated blabber.
Not that you aren’t well educated or smart. But this isn’t your forte,
you talk like you’re reading an entry out of the book that’s got a page
and just a page dedicated to each country.
I can do better. I’m a coyote now. I know the route to the border.
I’m a conductor now; the railroad system is mapped in my mind, all
the swamps and safe places.
I am Icarus. And while I haven’t memorized my father’s entire book
of blueprints, I’ve seen it enough times to know what to expect from
his convoluted knots of ink turned stone.
Thread gets you back out the way you came in. But what if one
doesn’t want to go back to Athens? What then?
Won’t you please stop, Doctor? Won’t you please set your pride
down for a moment and look at me and realize that I’m the one that
should be teaching you now? Not about everything. Just about this.
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Or at the very least, let me leave the room; you can tear off my length
of paper and mete out the next allotment for the next patient. Go
back to the realms of strep throat and ear infections, where you know
all the attractions and routes and tours that the travel guides you’ve
helped to write discuss.

Matt Holmes
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Shade of Darkness
By Liz Harvey
People wear wrinkles the way they wear old, familiar clothing. They become comfortable in the creases; looking at oneself in
the mirror is as habitual as donning a worn pair of pants. Lawrence
realized this now, as he was anticipating his company. While the glow
of youth continued to shine through his face, others were not as
fortunate. What humanity does not understand is that wrinkles fail to
showcase life-- they serve only as indicators of imminent death. His
internal monologue was interrupted by the arrival of his visitor.
The creeks and rivers of this guest’s face narrated a story of
regret, misery and solitude. He entered without a word, and placed
his briefcase on the nearest table. Lawrence felt as if his heart was
pumping molasses instead of blood, and he was exhausted from the
additional exertion. The man’s cold, vacant eyes settled on Lawrence,
who found the penetrating glare disconcerting. The room felt submerged, and the silence was neither comforting nor peaceful.
Finally, the man spoke: “Allow me to preface this with the
following warning. Once we begin, you will never be the same. Your
life will revolve around this day, your hopes and fears will hinge on a
certain date. Time stops for no one, not even the knowledgeable.”
“I was briefed on the procedure, and its effects,” Lawrence
replied. His voice seemed too loud for the present environment.
“I won’t tell you how or where, but I will be able to tell you
when. However, this serves as my final warning: God keeps mankind
in ignorance for a reason.”
“We remain in ignorance because He is too frightened of the fearless
man.” Lawrence paused, then spoke with strong conviction, “I am
ready.”
The session proceeded in silence. The man removed two
metallic items from the briefcase that resembled tuning forks. He set
them down and subsequently motioned for Lawrence to hold them.
The man placed his hands on the opposite end of the tuning fork
and immediately afterwards Lawrence felt like his soul was consuming his Earthly shell. His head filled with the blood of enlightenment,
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and he heard a howling inside his ears. The noise engulfed his entire
apartment, a sort of strained scream that arose from darkness. The
man released his hands, and Lawrence experienced the icy rush of
knowledge.
Lawrence knew what the man would say before he began.
“December 17, 2031.”
“How long have you known your date?” Lawrence asked,
hoping that this man could guide him out of the terror and trepidation that surrounded the moment.
“I have known when I was going to die for forty years.”
“Was life as you expected?”
“Is it ever?” With that, the man left Lawrence to contemplate.
With the passing of each year, Lawrence felt as if his grave
were deepening. At night he would awake to the sound of a hammer
and nails echoing through the darkness. Thirty years passed, empty
because of broken promises yet full with fear and dread. Lawrence
awoke to December 17, 2031, surrounded by darkness yet living in
light. Twenty years ago he closed a drawer and resolved to open it on
the date. He opened this drawer and removed a gun that had never
before been used. Every passing second dealt a crippling blow, and
within one minute Lawrence was reduced to a weeping mass, lying on
the ground in the fetal position. He raised the gun to his head. It was
then that he realized wrinkles don’t indicate death; instead, they tell a
story of survival. He pulled the trigger.
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To Opa

Tanya Krapf
It rained yesterday,
And everyone complained about how the weatherman got it wrong,
and
how their plans for the supposed-to-be-sunny afternoon were ruined.
But when it rains, I think of you,
and of going outside to count the raindrops
when everyone else scurried inside to protect their birthday ribbon
perms.
Sometimes I climb up to the attic
and dig out that old fairytale book you used to read at bedtime,
and I can almost feel your hands
guiding mine as I tried to turn the pages.
They were big, your hands, and rough.
Worn by the wind and the rain and the hard wooden tools…
You called them well-worn and warned me of women with whitewashed, weak fingers.
Hands want to work, you said, and never forget that
You’re not a sugar cube, kid,
you won’t melt in the rain.
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Westen Weiss

Nicki Pierce
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Seance

leaving behind only smoke.

Maggie Morgans

That too was soon taken by the wind.
Fingers began to shake uncontrollably,

Well past midnight

all eyes went to the North for guidance

a circle of candles lay in the Northern Field.

but found none.

Larger ones stood at each compass point

One set of hands grabbed frantically for the matches,

with small tea lights spaced evenly between them.

they struck a match hard

Hands hovered over each one muting,

but only succeeded in breaking it.

but not blocking

One more match and flame burst forth.

their glow.

The candle relit,

Their faces were distorted

the circle reformed,

with pain but no hand dared

but the eyes were still wide and wary of the wind.

to move even a finger.
The breeze
came
forth,
beckoning the flame forward,
urging it to lash out against its captors.
The Northern candle flickered wildly for a moment,
hovering on the edge of indecision,
and went out,
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Alex Josphe
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Pilgrimage
Nina Daniels
He blasted his car horn as the other car zoomed ahead, cutting us off, almost peeling off the side window.
“What a jerk!” Peter growled.
“Hey, relax…” I soothed, “Maybe they’re going to the hospital to, you know, have a baby or something.”
“…What? Why you always so damn optimistic? I would’da
never thunk anything like that. The idiot almost crashed my baby.”
“Just the way I was born, I guess.” I sighed and looked out
the window. The leaves were just starting to turn a burnt orange
color. I thought about how he and I used to play in the piles of leaves
while “helping” mom and dad with yard work. We’d spend endless
hours outside; mom had to drag us inside by the belt loop because
we’d refuse to stop playing. Now, I never see him.
“So…” I started, “how have you been? You stopped writing… I got a bit worried. I thought that um, something bad happened, like…”
“Broke my arm. Couldn’t write.”
“Yah, ok,” I thought to myself. He didn’t like to write. School
was never a problem for me, but no matter how much my parents
tried to micro-manage him or even the opposite, let him do whatever
he wanted, they weren’t able to get him to succeed. At all. He wasn’t
happy, either. So a few years ago they sent him away to Valley Forge
Military Academy. Thought it’d straighten him out, or something. But
I went along with his little trick…
“Oh dear! When? …How? I’m glad you’re all better!” I tried
to sound as genuinely concerned as possible.
“Ya, no, I’m just messin’ with ‘ya. Why the hell would I write?
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Nun o’ the stuff that you had to say was worth replyin’ to anyway.”
It was true. All I told him was that I made honor roll,
and that the first frost came, so I had to quickly pick the rest of
the tomatoes before they were ruined. But I couldn’t figure out
where he picked up this dialect of crude English. Is that how
they really speak in Pennsylvania? Gosh, it’s not even anywhere
close to the south. And why was he still so unhappy? It killed
me. I just wanted to help.
“You could’ve let me know how you’re doing,” I said,
kind of snippy.
“Pfff... as if there’s anything to say.”
I just sat there, letting his words soak in, curled up next
to the door, staring out the window. Even though it was about
ten degrees Fahrenheit outside, I decided I would be much
more comfortable out there than cooped up in here with this
hooligan.
“So… you at least looking forward to seeing everyone?”
“You kidding? You know I didn’t want to come here.
Got better things to do. None of ya’ll want to see me anyway.
And don’t try to pull that garbage on me like you actually care.
I didn’t want to come here. I don’t see the point.”
“The point is…”
“Yo, you wanna tell me where we’re going?” he interrupted. “Try ‘ta remember I haven’t been to this damn place in
forever. Oops, ya turn in here.”
We pulled up to the church. His eyes widened. I forgot
that he’s been gone the entire time they were doing renova50.

tions. I quickly tried to picture what it must’ve looked like the last
time he was here. Everything had changed, except for the swing set
on the east side of the property near the woods. That’s where he
taught me how to defend myself.
The car rumbled a bit as it shut off, and I climbed out of
the car. I started walking up towards the church, and looking behind
me I noticed for the first time how sharp he looked. How did I miss
that in the car? It even looked like he shined his shoes. If he learned
anything at military school, I guess it was how to clean up nice.
Aunts, uncles and other family members greeted us on the
way into the church. Mom and dad were already waiting inside, but
we wouldn’t get a chance to talk to them. Maybe in heaven.

The blacktop looked like a salt flat I saw on a family vacation.
Cracked in every direction.
His 54’ Desoto Fireflite is starting to be dragged under
The warm blanket of death,
The green blanket that has already engulfed the house, and the
man.
“Desoto” reads the top of the trunk.
Each letter seems to be stretched sideways, elongated.
The chrome is blistered, a pox of sorts,
Opening to ooze its rust filled pus.
The tires are out of air. I step over the previous months newspapers.
The driver side door coughed like that of a lifetime smoker.

Desoto
Ben Christ

I leave the newspaper for someone later,
Someone to know when the art this once was, died.
The title read: “Kennedy Dead. Shot in Texas.”

I take it, the job.
It is the only one offered.

The next day this paper is gone,
In its place an American Flag.

Forever, the road twists.
Biking uphill for a mere dime piece.
Not even one that I can see now.
The first house on my run is green.
Oddly looking as though it is swaying in the wind.
Kudzu, to Yankees and prospectors,
An incredible sight. I see
A person, trapped within his house,
The door that never opens.
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Important Things
Nicki Pierce
He dies on a Saturday.
She breaks in an empty room,
once full of life. There is nothing
emptier than a place that was once
filled. They tell her it will get better,
that it won’t always feel so bad
as she clutches a picture to her chest
and knows they’re lying.
It rains.
She cries and it rains,
the water like ice, leaving
a salty taste as I catch
the teardrops on my tongue.
I sit outside, feet dangling
off the edge of the porch,
and let her sadness wash
over me, let the raindrops
soak my clothes,
dripping off my bare feet.
She breaks
and I reach my hand out,
wanting to help.
But she is too far away in sadness,
alone in a way that
only pain makes us.
Death comes on tiptoes,
slipping in through the windows.
But it leaves through the door,
slamming it loudly on the way out,
taking with it the things we should’ve
held onto the hardest.
My hand trembles and drops
back to my side.
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Guardian
Indiana Brown

Trying to Put Together a Life
Casey Mulroy

The deer skull whose home lies in the rotting wood
stares silently at the wash of blue slate upon the tangible earth.
The festering dock,
boat covered with a film of sap,
numinous groves in the rolling hills,
steep in the blue ink of dawn.
The empty cervine gaze remains fixed on the shivering landscape,
as the navy waters shift to opaque pearl with the ascension of
Helios.
Blooms of rose flutter to the surface,
churning the sluggish puffy clouds over the hills.
Their shadows drip over the pines like headless horsemen,
reminding the grasses of their own mortality.
A sticky breeze blows strong enough to overturn
the pensive skull, into the waves of the shore.
Its hollow eye sockets flicker like candles.
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Izzy Bulling

Trying to put together a life,
One that is broken and shattered beyond repair,
Can be flat out 						
impossible.
It is like trying to put together a puzzle
One without a picture and only a few pieces
That refuse 							
to fit.
On the road to recovery, life can seem
Impossible, tiring, and a constant struggle,
My mind refusing to recall any tidbit of detail from 		
my now

Julia Merrell
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W ho wants to write in MLA anyways?
Joey Lanzone

Lilli Biltucci

#45
Joey Lanzone
There’s an answer in silence, a tumult of turbulent questions,
expressions of indefinite measure, unclear colors, unintelligibly
vague
please say that we can unmake what has been made
paint these walls a different shade
different days I know will see our debts repaid.

I felt it close in, I saw it with my third eye. Every hair follicle stood
on end with the speed of a lightning strike and was just as quickly
subdued by the wind. The rock struck my face, I was pulled like a
punch and burnt like a cigarette; tossed end over end violently into
the foaming sea.
Remember the time you spent with your father? Perhaps not, I used
to like to pretend I knew my father, I invented memories, Christmas,
Boxing Day, my birthday. My favorite “memory” is throwing out
pumpkins the day after Halloween. My father and I would toss them
into the trash bin outside, they would split and I would giggle as a
splatter of orange flew across my dog’s nose.
This is how I would describe my death.
My head smashing like a rotten pumpkin on 1st November. All of my
memories, invented and real leaking out into the shimmering sea. The
sea is like Nestor, our garbage man, so happy even though his life was
going so horridly.
I wish I had learned something from him before I died.
The sea carried me away, like Nestor carried away the cans on garbage day.
Last recollections, surrounded by enemies who were my friends only
in the end. Three, three of them realized what I was, what I was for,
and only when it was too late. Perhaps it was my brash decision that
got me killed. Perhaps it took a brash decision to get my peers to
listen.
Too little too late, in eventuality they will learn.
Hell, even I learned.
“the naïve will prosper while the soft-spoken intelligent suffer.”
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Just ask my friend Simon. Who knows, I now just might be given the
opportunity to meet my mother, I think I’ll create some real memories. I’ll catch you on the flipside.
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Excerpt from a novel that will never be finished.
Joey Lanzone
Anni could hear her restless neighbors all around her. It
made her anxious every time she heard a thump or a scrape or a closing door with jingling keys or footsteps on the stairway outside her
apartment. Not quite so badly as it did when there were roommates:
people who she could potentially see (or, worse, be obliged to interact
with) whenever she went into the kitchen, or was on her way to the
bathroom from her bedroom. It nonetheless set her on edge. She’d
take a swig of the 64 Fl. oz. bottle of Welch’s Pure Grape Juice she’d
bought earlier in the day every time she heard people in her building
moving around. And sips in between them moving around. And, if
she were honest with herself, continuously through the night, which
is why she’d set the bottle next to her mattress on the floor within
easy grabbing distance.
She couldn’t play the guitar. In fact, she was probably tone
deaf, although it’s hard to know something like that without having
the ability to compare being able to hear tone with being unable to
hear it while being one or the other, so she didn’t really know. She
lit a cigarette (her thirty-fourth that day) and strummed it anyway,
making awkwardly-strung-together chords sound respectably sad,
even if not particularly melodic (E minor, A, E, E minor, C, G, E
minor again, not really keeping track of which strings she strummed
in which direction). Then she put it down again. Reconsidering, she
picked it up and leaned it far out of the way against the wall in the
corner of her studio apartment and grabbed the nearest book.
She secretly loved Stieg Larsson’s trilogy of novels, The Girl
With the Dragon Tattoo, The Girl Who Kicked the Hornet’s Nest, and The
Girl Who—she couldn’t remember the name of the other one at this
point. The more intelligent women who she was (or had been) close
with, whom she respected, were condescending toward appreciation
of the series, so she’d kept her enjoyment to herself. But she also felt
a certain pride in the fact that it was based on factors irrelevant to
their criticisms. She enjoyed the construction of fictitious organizations’ structures, and the painstaking attention paid to the minutiae
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of the lives of the characters: half a page spent on the process of
making a bologna sandwich. Three pages spent describing Mikael
Blumkvist warming up from the cold and doing research. She was
the kind of reader who could enjoy Proust (making her subject to
relentless teasing from one particular acquaintance of hers every time
he noticed the author on her shelf while in her apartment).
In short, with respect to literature, she was boring.
Her bookshelf contained the four-volume set of The World of
Mathematics, presented by James R. Newman, which she would never
be able to convince any of her friends to read but with which she
thoroughly enthralled herself, along with numerous volumes resting
on her shelf regarding calculus, statistics and methodology, and various social sciences. The only person she knew now with whom she
could talk about it was her grandfather, who found her disconcerting
and mildly disgusting.
She didn’t have any of those books within grabbing distance,
though. Being spectacularly lazy, “grabbed the nearest book” meant
that she grabbed her netbook (a Samsung N210, an outdated model
loaned indefinitely to her by her boyfriend, with whom she would
break up in several days, being unable to commit to a relationship),
upon which she’d downloaded, via a torrent sharing websites a number of novels which she fully intended to read but had never really
gotten around to. She read thirteen more pages of Anna Karenina
and then stopped, putting the netbook away. Stared at the ceiling.
Observed that there was an unusual square of drywall simultaneously
protruding and retracted relative to the rest of the ceiling. Rolled
over in bed. It was ‘quarter past three in the morning.
Insomnia had treated her well in the past. She’d found herself feeling uncharacteristically creative, motivated, and profoundly,
deliriously delusional with respect to her own importance (she was
aware of this last part, and was rather fond of the feeling) after two
or three days without sleep. Over the course of the last few months,
however, it had done nothing of the sort, and she often found herself lying in bed and reading, half dozing, or chainsmoking and let60.

ting her mind drift over things past—both long past and recently so.
Anni was five when her father left. She was inconsolable.
Who would she join in eating toast with peanut butter while they
stayed home from church, her listening to his anti-deistic banter and
caught in the plot of his thoughts, his chocolate-colored eyes so
intense when he discussed the metaphysical? Who would she watch
attempt to play the part of motorcycle mechanic on a decrepit Triumph on those hot, dry Saturday afternoons, cicadas buzzing loudly
in the trees? Who would tell her not-quite-that scary stories on that
weekend, the one between every third weekend, when he would be
home from his long business trips, smelling of tobacco smoke and
motor oil? Like every child in similar circumstances, she was convinced that she could fix this, repair their relationship and he would
come back and they would have so much fun together. Fun watching
him repair vehicles, her offers of a game of hide-and-go-seek never
enough to convince him to tear away from the motorcycle (or the
antique truck, or the classic hot rod).
After she’d reached that point which everyone whose parents
were both present (or, as was her case, somewhat present) during
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Tessa Drinkwater

childhood and then split up (also during said childhood) wherein it
dawned upon her that there were irreconcilable differences between
them which would make re-coupling impossible (for example, her
father was a hedonist and an addicted alcoholic, and her mother was
an ascetic and addicted to religion—the born-again evangelical type,
every time her mother would date another man she would be disappointed. Her parents were both artists, and she could see nothing
about a person that could possibly be quite so important in those
days. Even now, though she possess no artistic qualities of her own
to speak of, she still slips easily into love with those who surprise
her with talents in the realms of music, or painting and drawing, or
poetry.
They never stood up to any of that: the kind, boring, bourgeois
Joe (whose children would perpetually try to fight her and then cry
deeply to their respective parents when they lost), or the alcoholic
and verbally abusive Tony, or her uncle Julio (on her father’s side, and
he wasn’t really her uncle, he was more of a cousin-once-removed),
or “Lucho,” as she and her siblings called him, after the soccer player
(he adored soccer, and Anni adored watching it with him only to hear
the long, enthusiastic cries of “Gooooooaaaaaalll!!” once every five
to fifteen minutes), who was sweet and kind of cute, Anne supposed,
but who was also kind of stupid, and her mother just wasn’t that into
him.
Obviously, like most fantasies of children, such a thing as
mending the relationships of others was impossible. She couldn’t fix
it. When she sees her father now—round and bearded like a mountainman, forever carrying around a concealed handgun (a Desert
Eagle with the weight of a particularly fat newborn baby), living off
of his wife’s disability checks and wallowing in his paranoia, dying of
hepatitis C and drinking and prescriptions—she’s glad of the fact.
He could play the guitar and piano and panpipes and some type of
clay flute which she didn’t know the name of and she-didn’t-knowwhat-else like no one she’d ever heard, but she hadn’t heard him do
that in at least a decade. He stopped maybe three or four years after
they (they: her mother, her two brothers, her sister and her) moved
away from Virginia, away from him, to New York in a rural outlier of
Schenectady to follow her future stepfather’s pipefitting career.
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At the time, though, Anni was appalled by her failure. She
spent countless nights sitting on the bottom few steps of the stairwell
leading up to her, and her sister’s, bedrooms dripping salty tears while
listening to conversations her mother had with her over the landline
telephone, or with her aunt, or with her grandparents. Anni was, at
the very least, a successful little eavesdropper.
The next few years of her life were a somewhat disorienting
blend of homeschooling swapped back and forth with public schooling and expulsion from both. Her mother taught her sister and her
to read, write, draw, a smattering about the United States’ history,
and how to do very basic algebra. Public schooling taught her social
anxiety, how to try and fail at writing with her right hand, how to be
cruel, and a bit more about math. Home schooling taught her about
biblical verse and the horrors of abortion and homosexuality. Public
school taught her that she should tell them if she thought her parents
were being abusive.
The agony exposed on Suzanne’s face would haunt Anni for
the rest of her life, bring a wetness to her eyes when, in the dark and
alone, she would think of her mother. She felt closer to her than
she’d ever felt before that moment.
“No. No! You’re not, you’re not,” and she burst into tears,
“you’re not.”
Anni, now also crying, embraced her mother.
“This is something you’re doing for attention, and I’m so
sorry, I’m sorry that I’ve never been able to give you that.”
“No, no, no,” and she whispered hushing noises into her
mother’s sweet-smelling hair, and she hummed a comforting melody,
and she wept.
“I will always love you, no matter what,” they said.
“But you can’t do this,” Suzie choked. “You can’t be this
while you’re around me, while you’re living with me or near me.”
It was a hopeless request, and she knew that it was.
Like most of her peers who were no longer, or who never
were, college or university students, or who had to work through
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college, Anni was employed in customer service, blandly and rather
against her will providing a cheeriness and assistance or a product for
the older people of a generation gifted with careers out of an economy wherein a lack of three years of related job experience would
not exclude a person from an entry-level position, older people who
felt entitled to a respect they believed they’d earned from a younger
generation for whom they, as a group, had destroyed any semblance
of hope and optimism. Or maybe they were just riding a wave and
felt all the more central to the functioning of the universe simply for
being there.
Anni hated her work.
She hated the condescension of so many of her customers,
the offhanded innuendos and crude flirtations of her male customers,
the forced politeness and subservience which she had to display and
which did not come naturally to her. She hated the favors and exceptions expected by the more attractive men who would come into the
location of the franchise of the food service corporation she worked
at, and she hated that she would unwillingly grant those favors. She
felt like she had no control over her own behaviors or desires, over
her life or her future.
It had been like this for years. Anni had an incredibly difficult
time saying “no” to men. She was well aware of it, had spent countless hours talking to “friends” about it, yet felt completely powerless
to change it. She’d been wounded in the past, had her will to live
ripped out by its roots by a man who’d taken from her something
that she hadn’t wanted to give to him; but, for all her disgust, she
couldn’t refuse him.
Pedro, not a name that brings to mind charming and tall, slender,
handsome men, lived up to his name. He was stocky and roundjawed, and he was awkward around women, and he had an exorbitant
amount of body hair. He was an engineer working for the New
York state government. He was an artist, a stage actor; he’d been an
enthusiastic member of his technical institution’s theater group, and
had taken part in many of the plays and musicals they’d produced.
He was a professional wrestler simply because, to him, it was a popu64.

lar and horrible comedy in which he was thrilled to always play the
foreign villain. He had a brilliant scientific mind, and had published
research which, ignored where he was the author, had resulted in a
small bouquet of breakthroughs in environmental engineering, published by professors at a handful of U.S. universities, revolving around
waste management and the disposal of plastics. He thought himself
as sensitive, kind, giving, and liberal-minded. He was an environmentalist with progressive ideals. He didn’t even mind that his work had
been stolen, so long as it was making a difference in the world.
Before going to his office, he’d often stop at the Dunkin’ Donuts Anni worked at to pick up a cup of coffee to motivate him during the morning. He’d been doing this for about six months before
she’d started working there, and he didn’t meet her until one morning
after she’d been working there for about a month. She enthralled
him: she, with her short, almost-black hair, her high cheekbones and
slender face, her cold, blue eyes and pale, smooth skin glowing in
the morning sun shining through the northeastward-facing wall of
windows. Seeing her, watching her smile at him, looking at the something in her eyes that was unfathomable, she made him begin to fall in
love with her. He began coming earlier, staying longer. He had little
conversations with her; found out that she was a graduate student at
the public university across the street, found out that she wasn’t in a
relationship, found out that she was looking for a new apartment. He
hadn’t been looking for another apartment, but now he was.
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The Girl Everyone’s Moms Said Not to Play With
Lilly Iserson
A meeting at a street corner: Jesse Michaels stood adjacent to a stop sign. His black hair
was curled in thick tufts around his forehead, his shirt tucked halfway inside the waistband of his shorts. His left shoelace, a neon Nike green, was untied. He sniffed and
wiped his nose, waiting. He was not patient. With every second he fidgeted and suppressed his low groans at the base of his throat. He hopped up and down as the minutes
passed; one toe touching the street, then the other, and the time flew no more quickly.
One minute, two minutes, and it was only the third minute when Wendy Ross appeared at
the end of the street, Mary Janes tap-tapping the sidewalk. Jesse figured that she must’ve
come right after ballet, because she had her hair tied up and her fingers were clutching
the ends of her skirt so it wouldn’t fly off in the wind. Her face was all wrapped up in a
wrinkled scowl, and the boy could only laugh and laugh and—
“You quit your laughing if you know what’s good for you!” she snapped. Jesse
tried to shut his mouth, because Wendy knew a thing or two about throwing punches,
and if word got out that tough and big and older-than-everyone-in-the-neighborhood
Wendy Ross had a Mom who made her do ballet, her reputation would be ruined, just
like she said a few months back...
They were in the park where they first met at one of the neighborhood picnics,
and Wendy was talking away her life story She had her arms stretched out in the air, like
she thought she was a pigeon. “See, my Dad wanted me to be a boy more than anything,”
she explained. “Mom didn’t understand, so he taught me boy things in secret. We ‘d work
every Sunday in the backyard. Once he showed me how to knock someone ‘s brains in —
he learned it in the army.”
She made a fist and flexed her muscle. “See, Jesse? Watch. I’ll show you. Work
all your knuckles together the way I do it. Then you gotta punch the bridge of the nose
first, hard enough to crack it.” She whipped the air, grinning.
“That’s step one. Step two’s when you punch him upside the nostrils so his
whole face sinks in. But you can’t practice on me, alright?”
Wendy talked a lot about “boy things” and “girl things.” Jesse wondered why
there couldn’t be plain old people things, and why doing boy things meant he had to walk
around knowing how to kill people. When he told Wendy this, she rolled her eyes and
said he had a lot of growing up to do —she should know. After all, she was ten, beating
him by a whole two years of Worldly Experience.
“You know what Jesse, I like you. You’re a dumb weakling, but I think I can make
you a man. How about this...if you stick with me, I’ll tell you everything I know, & I’ll
show you more.”
And so, today was the start of one of their summer missions between the idle
hours of Jesse’s baseball practice and Wendy’s stupid dance class. The duo walked side
by side, sandwiched between the rows of houses, and Wendy started prattling away, like
always.
“Jesse, you lucky son of a. . . never mind. But you are lucky. I’m gonna teach you
about spying today.”
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She folded her arms across her chest and pursed her lips.
“You brought the binoculars, right?”
Jesse swallowed. He reached into his pocket and unfolded a light blue contraption called a “Seeing Scope” that he had received as part of a Magic Kit when
he was seven. Wendy snatched it from his hand and pressed it to her eye.
“Jesse, I told you to get binoculars! This is a kaleidoscope!”
“A what?”
“Kuh-lie-duh-scope. It’s a trick toy. That’s why it makes weird flecks of
color when you push your eye up to it -but Jesse, this is gonna make our job a
whole lot harder!”
Jesse’s cheeks flushed. “S-sorry. I couldn’t find any binoculars in my house,
and I—”
Wendy sighed, cutting him off. “It’s fine, really. But we can’t spy from far
away now.”
Her eyes, which were green, darted back and forth, like someone was
watching them already, someone like a parent or a teacher or a crossing guard.
“This’ll be a little advanced for you, but if you’re brave, it can work. You
think you’re brave enough, little man?”
Jesse nodded fiercely.
“I am. Brave, I mean.”
A wry little smirk crossed Wendy’s face.
“Excellent. C’mon, I’ll tell you the plan.. .we’ll have to walk a bit to get to
this guy’s house. All you have to do is listen to me, and I’ll let you play with my
soldier toys when we get back. Deal?”
His name was Wei Leeang (“Way-Lec-Aang”, Wendy said). He was a
fifty-something Chinese guy who lived at the end of the street. He never married,
never had kids, barely left his house. All anyone knew about him was that his twisty
mustache rivaled those of Jesse’s cowboy heroes, and that he kept the neatest daisy
garden in the whole town. Wendy was convinced that Wei was a secret agent for
Martians or Moon People because one time, when she was out biking just before
her very impressive 8:00 pm curfew, she saw him lying in the backyard outside and
staring up and up into space.
“I mean, I guess space is interesting. It’s not all rocks and dirt up there, but
I biked the whole lane back and forth five times and he was still out there.”
She swore she saw his lips moving. Trying to communicate, she supposed.
“If you brought the binoculars, we could’ve done this from farther away,
but now we’re going to have to peer by his window. I checked, he never draws his
curtains-”
“We’re going up to his house?” Jesse’s eyes widened.
“Of course.” Wendy walked ahead of Jesse. She lifted her skirt and
tottered daintily across a row of daisies to the side wall. Maybe ballet taught her
something after all, he thought.
Wendy crouched in the dirt and clung to the window ledge, looking in. She
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gasped and ducked her head quickly.
“He’s here! He’s here! I bet he’s talking to the Martians on the television.
. .what’re you waiting for, Jesse, get over here!”
Jesse crawled through the flowers, It was less impressive, he trampled
a few, but he was able to reach the window with a semblance of his dignity. He
pressed his back against the wall and looked through the glass. He could see Wei
sitting in a green armchair in the center of his living room. Across his lap was a
TV dinner. He had his feet kicked back and his chin was tipped in the direction
of a small black television. Jesse could recognize the show on the screen, if only
because his own Mother loved it, she had called it a soap. To Jesse’s surprise, he
could even see Wei’s lip curl into something.. .trembling. His face unfolded before
the children. The man was crying, right over his TV dinner and across his cheeks.
Jesse swore he could see the rolling tears touch and droop the corners of his
mustache.
Jesse gaped.
“I’ve never seen a grown up cry before.. .1 didn’t think they could cry.”
Wendy pat Jesse’s shoulder. Somehow, her eyes seemed trained on something far away.
“They can. It just.. .doesn’t happen often. It’s not that special, Jesse.”
Jesse and Wendy looked at each other. Jesse shifted uncomfortably. He
wasn’t sure why, but he didn’t like watching this. Wasn’t it. . .private?
“Wendy. . . can we go now? I really don’t think Wei’s a Martian.”
“What!? It’s way too early to know for sure!”
“Wendy... I... it can’t be it! Martians can’t watch Earth television! Don’t
they have their own shows on their own planet?
“Jesse.”
Her voice was icy. Jesse knew it well. He had dropped the mission, he
failed her. He felt terrible, and he guessed it was like the time Tommy Ramone
was caught cheating on his reading test and the teacher yelled at him in front of
everyone. It was only secondhand guilt then, because everyone felt bad for him,
even if he was a cheater, but Jesse knew how he felt.
“I’m staying.”
She crouched in the dirt and traced her hand across one of the daisies.
Without looking in its direction, she ripped the petals from the flower slowly,
reducing it to a mess of yellow shreds.
“Go, Jesse, I don’t want you lumbering around here if you’re going to
chicken out.” She sighed.
“Next weekend we’ll start you at square one. Alright?”
Somehow, Jesse wasn’t sure there’d be a next weekend.
“...okay, Wendy.”
He walked away carefully. He didn’t want to spoil her fun, even if he
didn’t understand it. He looked back once, Her ballerina bun was undone and her
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brown hair waved in the breeze. Dirt cluttered a pink outfit that was so faded in
color that it must’ve been washed dozens and dozens of times. She had the exact
look of a wild beast that crawled out of the woods and decided, for some reason,
to live here in town, when she really belonged in the forest with the other animals.
She was watching the man and smiling.
Jesse shook his head and wandered back to his house where he would read
at the kitchen table over a plate of Oreos. He heard his Mom say something on
the phone, and he only understood bits of it, but enough to latch onto the overall
meaning.
“I don’t know Cheryl... I don’t know how some people can become
parents. I saw.. .you know Lucy Ross, of course... I know you play cards together,
but please, listen. I saw something quite disturbing.. .oh, you know how Wendy’s a
bit of a problem child. I told Jesse time and time again not to play with her, but he
never listens. Anyway... I saw Lucy dragging her own daughter up the road in front
of everyone and she hit her...”
“I know just lost a husband, but... I have a good feeling their relationship was always this bad.”
Jesse stared into his crumbled cookies. He pushed them aside half
finished.
Maybe the mission next week wouldn’t be so bad.

My Cousin Harold
Alex Strang

Family reunion 2008: the year Grandma choked on an ice
cube. Mother called the ambulance. In the chaos my five-year-old
cousin stole a slice of cake and Uncle Tony snuck out to smoke,
Mother would never let him in front of the kids. In fifty, say sixty,
years I’ll probably only remember two things about scraggly Uncle
Tony, that he let us stroke his stubble, and that summer he came
to stay, argued ferociously with Mother over just about everything,
offered my 12 year old brother a cigarette and was gone without so
much as a goodbye the next day, as if he’d just vanished. More likely
Mother put the fear of God into him. He never came back.
We had a family reunion every August in the middle of nowhere in Maine. I’m not sure who planned it, or why they, or whoever it was, decided to pick Maine every year. Somewhere in the middle
of nowhere, godforsaken, hot, humid, Maine, that’s where we held
our annual family reunion. To be fair there was a lake, but no canoe
and the water was too cold for swimming. The mosquitoes loved
August.
Grandma, sweet and pruney, would sit contentedly on the
porch all day, while tensions festered in the August heat and the cousins cried because Aunt Patty wouldn’t let them use their phones when
the family was around. She’d gather us all up and say, “go play” as if
playing with cousins five years younger than you who you only saw
once a year was the most natural thing in the world. We dreaded “go
play” like a prison sentence. We would’ve preferred solitary.
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It wouldn’t have been so bad but we had no air conditioning,
and year after year the weather would compete to out do itself. I don’t
know how many times I heard the weatherman say “record breaking
heat”, or “the hottest August in a decade.” It seemed like every year
was yet another Guinness World Record, and we were left to sweat it
out in air-conditioning-less purgatory.
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All the women were crying, well all but Grandma who looked
rather pleased with herself. Mother was standing by her gurney looking worried.
“The doctors said it was just an ice cube, that’s all, nothing to
worry about, it should just melt away. They said you’ll be out of here
in no time.”
Grandma smiled back. Mother squeezed her hand comfortingly, Grandma ignored her. “Bring me Harriet.”

ing anxiously prepared to descend in a smothering mass, but Grandma waved them off and again pulled me close.
For a few seconds the room was silent, then Grandma whispered as quietly as possible, “Don’t tell anyone, I hate Harold.”
And just like that she died. Smiling. Poor cousin Harold never
looked quite the same.

“What?”
“I want to talk to Harriet.”
Mother beckoned and I approached. Grandma pulled me
close so her cracked lips were right up against my cheek and I could
feel her pickled breath on my face. I think she meant to whisper into
my ear but her vision was failing, and her eyes were watery from the
excitement.
Whenever Grandma got excited her eyes would water.
We never really knew why, but those little eyes, furrowed deep into
her face like thiny shining Japanese beetles burrowed into a cabbage,
never failed to water at birthdays and the annual arguments over the
reunion photo.
to her.

“What is it Grandma? What do you need?” I whispered softly

Slowly she attempted to raise herself off the gurney, her body
trembling with exertion.
“Its all right, what is it, I’m here.”
“Harriet?’

Maria Dunaevsky

“Yes, Grandma.”
She sighed, and lowered herself back onto the gurney. I
turned helpless and confused towards Mother. The women, all hover71.
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The Pawns of the Crane
Indiana Brown
“Hyaaa, ikuzo!”
Manabu roared and charged his men into the masses of oncoming enemies. Thick, warm drops of water pelted his helmet. The sound of the rain echoed
in his head as he hacked his way through hoards of samurai. Under the bleak white
sky the fields were outlined in red, from the splattered blood and the lacquer of
Manabu’s face mask.
This isn’t a large offensive, he thought. It’s too small to be the only attack. There’s
bound to be another wave of warriors. As he slashed his blade wildly and his mahogany
stallion reared, Manabu counted the men and searched the horizon for signs of another group. As of yet, none of his allies had fallen or been forced off their horses.
The battlefield was littered with polearms and the corpses of enemies, but hardly a
drop of Terauchi clan blood had been spilled. Perhaps our spies had been mistaken. This
attack is no larger than a band of rogue ronin.
As Manabu barked orders, the air grew increasingly smoky from the incense escaping the armor of enemies. The sickly, metallic odor of blood combined
with the musty perfume began to affect his concentration, and he grew lightheaded.
He backed off the front lines and led his horse away from the chaos. Manabu
grunted as he removed the detachable nose piece from his mask. The air was
fresher away from the gore, and the scent of the salt wafted around him. A little
further east and they would be at the shoreline, adjacent to eta territory.
Manabu watched as his allies finished off the last of the intruders. A
pathetic attempt. How could they believe they could penetrate our lands so easily?
Just as his arrogance began tainting his judgment, he heard a wild screech
and impressive rumbling in the distance. Good god, is that coming from the eta ward? A
congress of ravens scattered from the trees, producing a frantic dissonance.
He donned his mask again and raised his clan flag on his halberd, flapping
violently in the morning wind. The crane on the mossy green solid background was
stained with the damp air. Manabu wailed desperately, voice cracking lamely.
“Men, follow! I believe there may be another attack near the eta ward!”
The other samurai gathered their scattered weaponry and wordlessly rode
beside him. The coast was shortly upon them, foamy tide lapping at the hooves of
their steeds. Seagulls sailed overhead, fleeing from the ever increasing pounding in
the distance. Manabu grimaced. The attack back in the fields must have been but a diversion. How could I have been so naïve? His horse jumped over a mass of driftwood and
Manabu bit his tongue upon the surprise of landing. Blood oozed over his lip. He
swore and tightened his grip on the reigns of the horse.
As they drew upon the invaded territory, thick smoke began to slip into
their masks. Manabu coughed and squinted as the sound of battle grew louder.
Dilapidated shacks and grimy streets lay before them, home of the incestuous, the
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perverted, the criminals of night, those who worked side-by-side with death and
gore. Manabu had never visited such a section of his master’s estate. He scowled at
the filth that covered this habitat of pariahs.
Further into the streets they went, and solely anarchy they discovered.
Tenfold the number of samurai they had fought before were slaying the eta and
burning their homes, wailing oaths of conquest and vengeance. Manabu unsheathed his katana and let out a bloodcurdling, guttural howl.
He and his fellow Terauchi clan samurai were hardly a match for the mobs
of enemies. Manabu desperately flailed his sword around just to keep room to
move. His armor was fortunately strong enough to deflect their arrows. We would
have no chance if they had the firearms I keep hearing rumors about. Manabu slew a good
number in his immediate rage, but despite his best efforts to deflect attacks, a pike
slid into his steed’s belly and it flung him off. Screaming, the horse sped away as
fast as its sore legs could manage. Manabu slammed into a wall and his helmet
cracked, face mask falling off with the cleaved sides.
Shivering from the collision, he slowly stood upright and hobbled away
into an alley, his escape hidden by the discord. In every step a jolt of pain shot
up his left leg, and the armor around his back was dented and jabbed into his
ribs. Manabu stood in the smoky darkness for a few minutes, panting heavily. The
shrieks of horses and agonizing calls of civilians were intensified without his helmet on.
He heard a pained shout up ahead. Feeling confident again, he readied
his blood-caked katana and tiptoed on. Outside the other end of the alley, an
unmasked enemy samurai was preying upon a sobbing woman in tattered rags. The
man was bold chested and had his sword lifted up against her chin.
“Undress,” he hissed.
She whimpered and shook her head. “I am just an eta woman, please, you
don’t want to associate with my kind.”
“Do it.” He circled her collarbone with the tip of his blade. The woman
choked on a scream as Manabu jumped out of the cloak of misty shade and hacked
off the samurai’s head.
“Eta or not, you Ochiai bastards will not terrorize citizens of my lord’s
estate.” He tapped her arm with the blunt edge of his blade. “Up, if you can stand.
I hear others approaching. Hide in the alley, if you have to.”
The woman gazed up at him with wild eyes. Her matted hair clung to her
damp cheeks.
Manabu scowled at her and her filth. “Or stay here to die. It really doesn’t
make much difference to me. Were this not within my lord’s territory, I wouldn’t
bother saving the life of scum like you.”
She propped herself up without lifting her stare. Her eyes sparkled like a
wounded fawn’s, yet had the peculiar intensity of a bird of prey. Manabu scoffed
and moved along. I have no time for this. I must return to the streets and eradicate these
heinous vermin. He backtracked through the alley, running with renewed vigor in his
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step. The woman approached the headless corpse of her attacker, knelt in prayer
and listened as her savior’s battle cries reverberated throughout the town.
***
Manabu ate his steaming rice and miso soup in silence. The others around
him laughed, sake helping the drunken mirth along. Many of the samurai were
draped in crimson stained bandages, or had precisely slung broken limbs. But the
food and drink warmed their injured spirits and soothed the pain of their injuries.
Manabu stared into his bowl and watched the bean curd become cloudy and separate from the broth.
At the head of the table came a booming laughter. Manabu shuddered
and stared harder at the shiitake mushrooms aimlessly bobbing in his soup. He
squinted and concentrated on making out what was being said, but with all the
noise he could only hear the deep, honey dripping voice change in intonation and
pitch. He closed his eyes and let the voice drape itself over his frigid gooseflesh.
Suddenly the room grew quiet, and Manabu’s warm blanket was ripped
from his frame. He opened his eyes to find that at the head of the table stood his
daimyo. All eyes were upon him, and the sounds of ravenous supping had ceased.
Manabu let his eyes wander to the man’s fine, silken robes and elegant lacquer ware
laid in front of him. Elaborately stroked kanji depicted his name upon his chopsticks. Terauchi Madoka, Manabu said to himself, caressing each syllable with pride.
Madoka cleared his throat. Manabu looked up at his trembling adam’s
apple. Not the eyes.
“Men,” the daimyo began gruffly. “We are living in a lethal age. Every day,
with this incessant state warfare, we are increasingly at risk for invasion and assault.
All surrounding warlords are thirsty for my land and for my blood – their greatest desire is to see my head lopped off and our pristine castle walls stained by my
death.”
Manabu felt his stomach turn as he imagined Madoka’s tender throat fall
prey to the blood lust of an enemy samurai. Just don’t look into his eyes.
“Knocking the Terauchi clan down provide the Ochiai clan with an easy
access to the ocean and the Nosaka farming lands to the south. There is no doubt
in my mind that if we fall, the Ochiai will bring anarchy and let it leak into every
corner of Nippon. Today, all of you prevented that. Today was one more day of
holding them off, a glorious day in which one fluke could have set us back to the
point of no return.”
He paused, and looked at Manabu. Every gaze in the room slowly met
his eyes. Manabu succumbed and let his eyes lock with his master’s. His forehead
grew hot and his thoughts misty as he was trapped in those opaque molasses irises,
flecked with kaleidoscopic amber shards.
“I would have surely met my demise on this very day were it not for the
direction and cunning of the valiant Enoki Manabu. During these poisonous nights
and worrisome days, we need men like you, Enoki-san, to lead our ranks. I congratulate you on your success and ask you to further your fealty to me – it would honor
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every member of our estate if you would command the men pledged to my name
in wartime and preparation of defenses.”
Manabu’s jaw dropped, his senses in a fog after hearing his lord’s tongue
lap over the sound of his name.
“D-daimyo-sama-” he dropped his head, his limbs and torso quivering
“Manabu, you are my right-hand man of battle, if you would accept my
offer. No need for such painstaking formalities. Terauchi will be fine.”
His master’s voice was smiling, but Manabu kept his head in the safe darkness of his robes. He raised it enough to whisper, “I accept, Terauchi-sama.” The
words vibrated upon his dry lips.
“Very good. And now, further celebration! I shall be retiring to bed, but
there remains plenty to drink and eat.” He gathered his things and stepped out of
the room, a couple of wary bodyguards shuffling behind. Manabu rose to leave,
but was poured several more cups of sake before his peers would dismiss him. An
hour later he was wobbling out of the daimyo’s residency, accompanied by only the
translucent moonlight on his way home.
From giddy to mortified his mood grew. How can I possibly manage this? I
will surely be seeing him more and more often now, being in charge of all offensive and defensive
affairs. How can I continue this facade of pure loyalty when I am to be near him constantly?
Manabu groaned, exhaling liquor saturated breath. Terauchi Madoka, he said to
himself. Terauchi Madoka. He repeated the name like a mantra, cradling each sound
gravely, like a child being taken away from its mother. Manabu grasped the scabbard
of his short sword tightly. Madoka-kun, he thought, allowing his forbidden term of
endearment to excite his inebriated mind.
Nearing his home, he reluctantly abandoned all thoughts of his lord and
hardened his expression. As the tatami door slid open, discarding pools of excess
warmth into the night, he pursed his lips. She’s awake.
Suzume stood in her night robes, wispy black hair cascading over her
shoulders and chest.
“Manabu,” she murmured.
“Tadaima,” He muttered gruffly. She bowed slightly as he walked past,
revealing the chest hidden within the kimono.
“How were the celebrations-”
“Everything was great. My lord promoted my title. I’ve had far too much
to drink, I’m going to bed. Good night, Suzume.” He began placing his weaponry
on a rack outside his room.
Suzume stared blankly at him. “That’s wonderful, Manabu.”
“I’ll be working with Madok-...with Terauchi-sama more often now,” he
said.
“What an honor. Are you sure you don’t want anything to eat?”
“No, Suzume, I’m going to bed. Good night,” he said with disdain, and
retired to his quarters.
Suzume stood alone, robe open, exposing her slim frame.
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Once again, I spend the night alone, she thought. Suzume released an exasperated sigh and returned to bed.
***
The following morning, Manabu arose with a throbbing head. He ate the
stew Suzume had prepared for him wordlessly, and immediately returned to his
room when he had finished. He knelt before a small easel, ground a small ink stone
into water and began some calligraphy. He swiped his brush delicately over the thin
rice paper, producing Japanese characters bereft of error. Manabu’s cursive was
remarkably uniform and his hand moved with the fluid motions of a calm ocean
wave. He stroked out Terauchi Madoka, each kanji receiving unique, tender care.
Footsteps approached his room, and he swiftly crumpled the sheet up
and tossed it aside. When Suzume entered the room, he had started a new leaf. She
knelt without a sound before him. He scribbled furiously and did not acknowledge
her with eye contact.
“What is it.” He slashed his brush over the paper. Ink splattered onto his
wrist.
She bowed her head slowly, silken locks falling over her eyes.
“Soon,” she mumbled, words descending from her lips like nectar. “We
shall soon have a third in this family.”
The brush stopped abruptly, leaking ink into a swelling black circle, a pool
of mistakes.
“When – how –” Manabu spluttered. His face fell with remembrance. Almost two months ago. The evening air had been tainted with jubilation after a festival,
his mind saturated with sake. Her warm, soft curves had been a poor but immediately available substitution for his relentless lust.
“I know...I know you were not expecting this yet,” she said. With obvious
strain, she added, “Will...will we keep the child?”
Manabu growled and dropped his brush onto the floor. He stood and
stormed out.
“What’s done is done,” he hissed before the door closed behind him.
***
The briny seaside air stung his raw, sore eyelids. Manabu rubbed the salt
stains from his face and looked out upon the sparkling grey waters. He envied the
sea. Its permanent presence and its unmitigated force. The ocean maintained fear
and respect. It had no desires, no concerns. And it certainly never got anybody pregnant.
“Terauchi Madoka!” he bellowed helplessly. Exhaling his name helped alleviate the heartache.
Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a shadowy figure approaching
him. Manabu gripped his katana and watched it draw closer. Oh, it’s that eta woman.
“What do you want?” he spat as she drew closer. “A woman of your status does not approach a samurai so eagerly.”
The woman stopped a few feet away and stared at him. She had cleaned
up a bit, and was no longer wearing rotted fabrics or covered in grime. Her eyelids
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were clammy and blemished with miniscule purple veins. They had the appearance
of an aged woman with plenty of life experience, but she could not have been
more than twenty years old.
“What do you want?” he repeated incredulously. “I’m a very busy man, I
have no time for your games.”
“My name is Adachi Kazuko,” she interrupted. Her eyes glimmered with
desperation. “You saved my life and...you...thank you.”
“Is that all? It was a mere act of-”
She ran up to him and embraced him. Manabu tensed up and pushed her
off.
“Off, eta!” He growled. “Do you not realize that I am a samurai? I could

slit your throat just for looking me in the eye.”
Adachi flinched and recoiled at his reprimanding. She mumbled something incoherent to herself. It sounded like an unfamiliar
dialect.
Manabu could not read this woman. “Uh, just..be on your
way.” Why won’t she stop looking at me?
“I-I love you!” she exclaimed suddenly, a deranged fire in her
eyes. Once again she leaped toward him, but this time his guard was
up. He shoved her down into the sand.
“Baka,” Manabu grumbled. He kicked sand over her body
and began walking away. “If this is how you filthy vermin show your
gratitude, it’s ridiculous. Touch me again and I really will cut your
head off.”
“Wait...” she sniveled. Manabu turned back and looked at her.
Adachi’s face was wet with tears, and sand stuck to it in clumps. She
remained on the ground, staring at the granules beneath and shaking.
“What is your name?”
Manabu scoffed uncomfortably. The poor eta really likes me.
“Enoki Manabu.” He cleared his throat and continued walking. Adachi murmured again, and traced the characters of his name
into the sand with her finger.
***
During the weeks following, every morning Manabu saw his
wife’s belly and convinced himself that it had grown a bit more. Any
discussion about the baby quieted him for the rest of the day. Now
and then he had to discuss impending attacks and threats from the
Ochiai clan with the daimyo. During the meetings he had to gaze
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right into Terauchi’s welcoming eyes and hide any trace of deviance
in his expressions. The slightest smile from his master would shatter
whatever eloquence remained in his speech. Manabu had to hide his
feelings from everyone close to him, and sent him into a spiraling
state of introversion.
At night he could not fall asleep, and what little relief from
his insomnia he got was filled with night terrors. One night, he
dreamed that he confessed his secrets to the daimyo and was disgracefully rejected. He was subsequently forced to commit seppuku.
The following night he envisioned his Suzume miscarrying.
After an agonizing evening of discussing defenses with Terauchi, he returned home with a surprise waiting on the doorstep.
A bloodied carcass lay upon the threshold of his home.
Matted feathers dark with blood stains blanketed the foul smelling
corpse. A closer look revealed the snapped neck of a crane. Manabu
stepped back, horrified.
“Manabu!” His wife called from inside. “What’s the matter?”
She opened the doors and shrieked.
“Who...who would do this?” Suzume covered her mouth in
disgust. The birds inky eyes were sheathed by a protective, milky, post
mortem film. Manabu grabbed a branch from the ground and pushed
the bird into the bushes.
“Manabu-kun...”
“Silence. Get back inside.”
She quietly obeyed. Manabu retired to his quarters immediately, assessing the situation. Is this a threat to the Terauchi clan? Did an
Ochiai intruder do this? The image of the mangled crane was burned
into his retinas. After a while, he dozed off from sheer exhaustion.
Outside in the bushes lay the feathered corpse. Had Manabu
examined the bird further, he might have noticed the grans of sand
sticking to its damp feet, and a scrawled note hidden beneath its
wing. Your Beloved Madoka, he would have read. But he did not. And
so the mystery of the bird remained.
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