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Dear Reader,
The book is an invention thousands of years old; stories, older. For
as long as people have been alive, they have created worlds to hold
in the palms of their hands and tales to take along with them. Books
have sustained readers in times of need -- living in the corners of
bookshelves, hiding underneath beds, or, in certain cases, holding up
a table leg just a bit shorter than the others.
As time advances and the tides of it follow the progression of calendars thrown away on December 31st, our stories have changed with
them. In this issue, our stories -- those of the students of Sutherland
High School -- have made the change to a digital medium, but without any loss of talent, craft, or resonance. And are the stories truly
so different? Each harkens back to familiar themes: the endurance of
the human spirit, interesting settings, pinnacles of nature; justly, there
are as many old ideas as there are new in this year’s Pegasus, reflected
in the number of submissions we’ve received and the diverse range
of skills shown by each writer we have encountered.
And writers we have. Though all the contributors and editors of
the past have come to Pegasus with different ideas, backgrounds,
and experiences, the magazine is a unifying factor in that it provides
students a voice, often for the first time. With this spirit, each Pegasus year is unique in its style, idiosyncrasies, and ultimately, its final
product. As editors, we have great respect and appreciation for those
who have worked on Pegasus -- this magazine would simply not exist
without them. In our last year, we can only hope that we have managed to foster a love of reading, writing, and assisting others just as
past editors have for us.
That said, we present to you the 2013 issue of Pegasus in all its literary, digital, and artistic glory. Thank you for reading and thank you
for writing.
Emily Burns and Lily Iserson
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They Call It Night
by Jennifer Sun
1.
They call it night. When the moon dies and the wind cries. They call
it night. When the world leaves and leaves freeze. They call it night.
When she prays with her flooded heart and her empty limbs.
A soft box with the world’s dust lay at the doorstep. Her name was
written on it so she brought it to the bedroom. She climbed miles
high to the top bunk and her short legs dangled in the sky. She broke
apart the box and found pink dresses and a note,

light hair, big eyes, cheekbones.
Her dad came home with his army check every Sunday. For three
days her mom would make feasts of beef noodles, seared dumplings,
and sun cakes. But every Thursday the money disappeared, and they
would borrow their neighbor’s rice until the next paycheck.
Her dad liked to drink. He would gamble with his friends, laugh at his
handsomeness, and drink until his beautiful face flushed with sadness.
After four years she left for the golden roads. She left her four-yearold daughter. But when the American beauty made a new home in
America, she remembered to send back pink dresses.

“我愛你。生病參觀的到來。照顧你的兄弟。”
They laughed and ripped and shredded the dresses. “She left you.”
2.
They burned her throat, her eyes, her toes. The rubber melted, but
before it died, it made sure to kill a bit of her too. But she was sixteen and this was her job and she molded the shoes and she watched
herself breathe in the fumes and she felt herself burn.
The bus stopped. Her dreams slipped by her braced arm. She still
had two stops so she stared at living dreams. The hallowed brown air,
the oyster pancakes, the purple and gray ghosts.
*I love you. Take care of your brother. I’ll see you soon
Max Mooney
3.
Her parents met when they were seventeen. They were the beautiful
couple in the village. Her mom looked American, they said, with her
6
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The Only Decor in Lust’s Lobby
By Indiana Scarlet Brown

Corporate Soul: Parts I and II
By Nicki Pierce

I love the way
Your upper lip gets caught
On the stale enamel of your teeth.

Faust, You Never Learn
Last night I dreamt that you left, crumbled
to dust in
the empty parking lot of the dreams
you were too scared to reach for,
waiting for the sun to filter
through the tinted windows of your terminal
uniqueness,
as you punch in the I.D. number
that you’ve let replace
your soul.
Outside, the other employees huddle
empty-eyed
around the backdoor like
victims of a corporate massacre,
they inhale too fast with
shaking hands
already reaching for the next cigarette.
Oh, what else can the doctor say,
as you cough blood onto the fine print of the deal
you thought you’d gotten away with,
but:
“Sorry, you don’t have coverage for that.”

I’ll pay for your cancer sticks and whiskeys.
Just let me watch you
Push your mouth over the glass
And let the cigarette dangle from your ashen gums
Better to seldom close your mouth.
Leave it parted like a door whose lock won’t click
Then I’ll dream to become an ill-fitting key.
Perhaps you could let your lips fall limply
Or press them together with saliva’s sudsy glue,
But one day they’ll taste
The dust on my fingertips
I’d pledge to let the pungent tavern air
Caress my moonlit, buckled knees
For a promise of solace in that blushed
Rim of flesh.

Dear Smoker, What Are You Running From?
The backdoor altars
littered
with evidence of worship
in the disfigured bodies
of cigarette butts, twisted
into concrete
where the employees amass in reverent silence
during five minute breaks, winded
by the run to the nearest exit,
8
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expert fingers already sparking the lighter
through habit rather than feeling,
exhaling into air so cold even
untainted prayers curls up like smoke
from down-turned lips.
They reach for the second,
the third,
the fourth,
bracing themselves for the next shift
and the next week,
and the next year,
and.
There is always another and
always a reason to open the next box,
to keep the assembly line momentum from
hand
to mouth
running smoothly, but
even the black lungs of the Gilded Age gave out
in the end, because how
do you bargain with your own striking body?

Westen Weiss
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Here
By Miranda Konar
The restaurant is nice, but not so nice you have to change out
of the flannel shirt you’ve worn four times this week (“Don’t worry,
Dad, it’s clean”) and apparently not so nice you can’t question the
origins of your blackened cod. “From whence did this fish hail?” the
drunken man next to us slurs at his plate, and his friends burst into
laughter.
It’s spring, and we sit outside, removed from the street by a
stone path and pretty black gates hung with ivy. I’m looking at this
ivy, which holds the metal bars in a chokehold, when I hear shouting.
Two black girls are running down the street. They are tall and
skinny and would move faster if they didn’t keep turning to watch the
big white lady following after them.
“Take everything you can get and run!” the drunken man
laughs, and I’m confused for a second until I realize he’s joking that
the girls have robbed the woman. The woman makes this connection
at about the same time I do.
“Who do you think you are?” she screams, suddenly just under
the arch to the restaurant. “You don’t know anything about this! You
shouldn’t be involved!”
“Then why am I being involved?” he counters, and a harsh, gunshot noise makes me wince. I identify the noise as applause coming
from the other diners. The woman’s face turns patchy and red, and
she mutters to herself as she walks back down the path, the two girls
already gone.
I look at the man, who laughs as his friends pat him on the
back, and I look at the diners, who have returned to their $27 freerange chicken, and I imagine Janira, one of the sixth-graders at the
city school where I volunteer. “We had to move here to get away
from my step-dad. He molested me,” she told me once, frowning as
she struggled to peel her orange. “But I think he followed us here,”
she added like an afterthought as she broke through the skin and set
a slice behind her lips, flashing me with an orange grin.
We will never understand each other, I think as I look around the
restaurant. Janira doesn’t understand people who drive twenty min11

For my mother, on her fiftieth birthday.
By Emily Burns
Mother, today
You are twice what
Keats ever was
And if this were
A dust-ridden civilization from the stories
You would probably have died
By now and
It would probably have been my fault.
Instead, I hold your fingers
Strong in mine and smooth
Your hair back like a child’s.
I am an adult, and you
Are half a century, today
When you cried in the laundry,
Turning socks inside out.

Claire Thomas
utes into a city they barely know to eat expensive salad, and I don’t
understand those tall skinny girls and the woman too old to catch
them, or the sixth-grader more concerned with her orange than her
step-father. That’s what I’m thinking as I get into the car that night,
and the night after.
And after, and after, until it’s been so many nights that it’s
time to go back to School No. 35 and see Janira. Today we eat quiche.
She likes the cheese quiche, but not the broccoli, and she complains
about a mean girl in school, as though she’s forgotten what she told
me last week. I don’t understand you at all, I think, but I’m here.
12
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The Bug Spray Taints Lips
By Rachel Donahue

Thanatophobia
By Zach Muhlbauer

The bug spray taints lips,
Filling bumps on tongues with distaste.
While in the cold they’re grazing forgotten droplets,
Of upper lip sweat.

than·a·to·pho·bi·a [than-uh-tuh-foh-bee-uh]
noun
an abnormal fear of death.
I
Meyer worked as a floor manager for the construction of
water bottles. His pay was respectable, though not enticing; he did,
however, have health and dental benefits—something that always
comforted him late at night when experiencing loneliness in his
one bedroom apartment on the fourth floor of the Ego-Sky Apartment Complex. His only animal was a nameless goldfish. It swam
across a rectangular aquarium which sat atop an old cherry wooden
bookshelf alongside a couple of books and nothing more. Such a
decoration was dazzling relative to his otherwise bland living room.
The fish, with stiff black eyes, carrot orange scales, and flaky worn
gills, admired the solemn Meyer, who sat across the room alternating
his gaze between the fish and a peeling wallpaper of gray roses and
diamonds. Their eyes often met, him and the fish, a weariness in both
their glares, though the nameless fish held a tenacity in its countenance every now and again—an expression Meyer disliked so much
that when anxiety peaked after a long day of tedious factory work, he
would lift the fish and its aquarium into his closet like an old pair of
jeans and leave it there for a night or so.
Rustling in his seat like an uncomfortable five-year-old with
cramps, Meyer felt judged by the fish. “Look at this animal,” he said
to an invisible listener. “It has no sense of self and no purpose in
life other than to entertain me. If I were such an animal, the mundaneness of life would strangle me entirely. Just look! All he does is
swim from the fake coral to this boring old rock, eats his food, and
repeats.” The fish returned his words with more judgement, as it
seemed.
Meyer had been woken up several times the night before
from the perpetual tapping of twigs against his window, so listless
tension was at an unusual high. This, combined with a long day of
work ahead and the stoutness of his fish, put Meyer in a frenzy that
ended up with his aquarium buried deep within a hodgepodge closet
15

The grease on your face pools next to your nose.
And mine bleeds, lapping into a puddle.
The hair stands up against the skin.
Triangular daisies were plaited into dark hair.
And the pink mountain tops taught us never to smile.
But the fire’s licks caught us mid-dance,
Cheeks risen, we hid it with a grimace.
Water tickled the toes,
And a tastier variation rolled slowly over the lips.
And when eyelids dropped and reflections doubled,
You abandoned our car-beds.
Strawberry flesh sticks in between teeth.
Like a cannibal.
And end games trickle into blonde leg hair,
Dyeing skin in swirls.
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of old swimsuits, lucky ripped jeans, expired orange jello, and several
books on death and Existentialism. Afterwards, he drove to work,
pensive and worried by the day’s beginning. The Book: On the Taboo
Against Knowing Who You Are, by Alan Watts, was on his dashboard,
sauntering back and forth with sudden turns of the wheel. It was a
gift from a friend, who in handing it to Meyer had said, “I think you
need a change of scenery from all your sullen philosophy texts, man.”
But grasping a firm identity within himself, Meyer felt, was an unnecessary internal conflict, sort of like a circular journey to nowhere,
chasing a tail that he had already caught or didn’t exist to begin with.
Before entering his ghastly factory, which resembled a
cleaned-up horror asylum filled with machines and buttons, Meyer
glanced at the Watts book reflecting itself in the windshield. A
brooding, languid sensation filled his bloodstream as he looked away
into a different reflection—one of himself: “I know who I am,” he
whispered to the window, stepping out of the car in a factory issued
work-suit that had his name spelled wrong on the name tag. “I know
me better than anyone. I am well within my own grasp, and that damn
book or any of its nature can’t help. I need to focus my attention
elsewhere, in a place of mystery and uncertainty. Not in thoughts of
identity—this I know. This I know,” he thought to himself further,
mouthing the words but never speaking them, for fear of what they
may sound like aloud.
The primary mystery Meyer explored regarded the subject
of death, or more specifically, the chronicling of near death experiences. This enigma, he felt, was of the most profound in existence,
and troubled him deeply. To ease the anxiety, he read stories of men
and women who believed they voyaged through peaceful tunnels,
endured out-of-body sensations, encountered surreal fusions of love,
peace, euphoria, horror, hunger, and emptiness. These go on forever
in many directions, most of which have sat across Meyer’s bed stand
at one time or another. He read this genre of human experience religiously, but could never shake the feeling that it was all nonsense—a
bunch of hoopla confounded by one’s dreaming mind, rather than
salvation to come.
The subject of death, to Meyer, was vital and well suppressed
by common society. More than anything, however, it was something
16

he feared with all his heart. Eventually, it was difficult for him to
distinguish whether his fear of perishing caused him to read about
death, or his reading of death caused his fear of perishing. Meyer
knew a casual terror toward the end was normal, but still, its ambiguity positioned a terror well within the bones of his body. One thing
Meyer knew, despite any readings or knowledge that might come
through to society, he would, no matter what, be horrified the moment death arrived at his doorstep, and the only person that would be
on his mind, is himself.
II
After a monotonous day at work, Meyer fled to a small coffee shop around the corner entitled McNex’s Coffee and Pastry. He
had not ventured there before because it never seemed to jell with
his routine day of waking up, eating, working, napping, eating, reading, and sleeping: not always in that order but usually so. Today was
different, however; a temptation for cinnamon rolls and caffeine had
waltzed its way into Meyer’s desires and spread cancerously across
the lining of his empty stomach until he found himself within eye’s
length of McNix’s. Its structure was starved and lofty with black
overhanging eaves that encircled an elevated rooftop which resembled a lurid dunce hat without the dunce across the top. Instead, it
said McNix’s Coffee and Pastry.
Unearthly gargoyles, each the size of refrigerators, stood
hunched over the two-door entrance peering down at Meyer, who,
holding a bag of books in one hand and several one-dollar bills in the
other, gazed right back up, literally shaking in his suede brown boots.
“This certainly does not emulate your average coffee shop,” he said,
signaling to a passerby who didn’t acknowledge a word. A moment
later he entered McNix’s double doorway, skittish noises radiating
across the shop immediately in the form of unsettled hand gestures:
cracking knuckles, compulsive snapping, and the consecutive tapping
of pinky to thumb and back again against his thigh.
He devoured several rolls and two cups of black coffee by
hour’s end, but it had begun to rain outside, and the day was still
somewhat youthful, so Meyer remained, dry and half content, at first
admiring the lustrous metal chairs, extravagant gothic paintings, and
dimly lit chandelier lights, and later burying his head in the near-death
17

Maria Dunaevsky
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experience book, Death’s Arrival, until veins popped from his forehead and the yearning for coffee and pastries returned, stronger than
ever.
Planning to fulfill these desires at the stroke of 9:47, Meyer
stood from his marathon reading session to find the coffee shop
entirely deserted. Chairs were left untucked to their tables and lights
had dimmed into darkness, almost as if they had been off the entire
time, as if the McNix’s was like this the whole time. A sweat overtook Meyer as he paced from wall to wall searching for anyone or
anything. He blinked excessively as the sound of three loud snaps
echoed across the room and burnt out into utter silence. The sound
of his own heart, his own breathing, was all Meyer could hear as his
skin crawled and writhed at the sight of a figure, slender and built
with very dark brown eyes and long black hair slicked over the top
of his head, appearing before him between the interval of a mere
blink. He wore a black robe that fell over his torso and legs, hemmed
right before it hit the floor, fully in accordance with his lofty height.
His shadow was inordinate and descended the room with foreboding
terror among every inch. The man grinned at Meyer with condescension, looking down at the tremulous man who, flexing every muscle
in vexation, appeared more a boy than a man. The figure spoke in a
voice that filled the room with thick humidity, “My boy, you are Spencer Meyer, are you not?”
Meyer tried to speak, opening his mouth with intention to do
so, but all that emerged was nothingness, a sound without a sound—
the essence of space. A meal of embarrassment, apprehension, and
amazement filled his stomach as he leaned against a scabrous wall, a
painting of crows and clowns, each sitting at separate tables, playing
chess and looking in opposite directions, stood above his head. One
crow gawked downward at Meyer, emptiness within its eyes.
The man laughed a maniacal intonation and spoke again. “I
am here to present you with important, life-altering news.” He then
spat out another sinister smile, a more esoteric grin this time, as if he
were grinning at the idea of this encounter, sort of like the amusement a ghost would achieve if he haunted his enemy from the grave.
“What—what do you mean?”
“Spencer Meyer—age twenty-seven, no children, no family
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except for two distant parents—death, in some form or another, will
visit your household, at one point, in the next two weeks. I am here
to spread this unpleasant word unto you and only you. Prepare yourself, my boy.”
“This is impossible. I am dreaming, I must be dreaming.” After saying this, Meyer lightly pinched himself, like a child, then stood
there, wholly disappointed with the results.
The man burst into laughter yet again. “Oh enough with the
platitudes of pain and dreaming. This is reality.”
Meyer took a slow step backwards. “Who are you?”
A silence emerged.
“Who am I, you ask? A common question, but deserving
nonetheless. I am merely a messenger of a concept you have dedicated your waking life to exploring. I am the voice of an idea that has
no voice, an idea of which petrifies your identity and soul. Beware,
for I am as real as anyone you’ve ever met, any lover you have ever
led astray, any animal you call your own, and even at that, I pale in
comparison to what you seek to comprehend, an impossible fathoming if I may say so myself. Now, go home Spencer Meyer, study your
books diligently, and remember my message. I am sure the latter will
not be difficult.”
“Shinu made kurushimu,” an unknown voice whispered into
the lifeless air after the figure had finished speaking.
Before Meyer could respond he was back in his seat, book
in front of him, flipped to page forty-nine. The entire coffee shop
was present as before, everything normal, customary, monotonous.
Thoughts bustled across Meyer’s consciousness with unbound chaos,
his knuckles cracking intensely every second or so. He found himself
driving home a moment later, speeding with little control over the
car and himself, Watts’s The Book continuing to saunter from right to
left, until cascading onto the passenger seat. Its infinity sign, which
replaced the two O’s in its name, stung Meyer’s pupils—it reminded
him of the most despairing belief in the afterlife he could imagine: an
absolute nothingness.
As soon as he arrived home, he jumped into bed and attempted to sleep, which he believed could solve this insurmountable
problem. The bedroom was bare and secluded from the rest of the
20

small apartment. All Meyer could see from his bland room was an
even blander entryway door of the apartment outlined from the open
frame of the doorway of his bedroom. He waited for a’knock, knock,
knock to approach and drag him away into an abyss of oblivion. All
his pleasant readings of near-death experiences disintegrated from his
mind like a leaf catching fire—burning and dying and lost from reality. And then there was blackness.
III
The sound of rushing vehicles rose up through the half-open
window as air gushed inward, making the room considerably colder
than before. Meyer had passed out on his bed, discombobulated and
divided.
He dreamt he was watching himself fall across the sky and around
the world endlessly because gravity had shifted to a horizontal flow. He watched
himself as a third party, sweating and panting, wishing to help this other self
while stuck on another plane, an entire other dimension it seemed. Meyer felt helpless, his role in the dream as an observer. He watched himself hit buildings, trees,
and people, all while rounding the world bloodied and defeated. However, when
death had come about, it was not from injuries sustained in the endless fall, but
starvation, for he was forgotten by all who were kind enough to throw him scraps.
So it was: his name blown away by Time’s ever-reaching hand, stomach empty,
body malnourished and broken. The circumstance was hopeless, and death imminent. Meyer watched himself from this separate plane as he rounded the world,
falling and falling and falling across the sky, suspended from natural reality, from
connection and harmony and peace. No one else fell, which puzzled the dreaming
man. A void formed inside him as he watched himself die, painfully alone, forever
detached from a world where gravity applied, where life was his to control, his to
create, and his to lose to eternity.
Once the dream ended, he awoke frightened and intolerant of
his surroundings. He jumped up from his bed, traveled to the door,
and peered through the peephole to see if any figure loomed. The
hallway was empty as ever.
After pondering possible choices, Meyer decided to leave his
apartment and walk to the library. Weakly hopeful, he knew if he
was to survive this—whatever this was—he had to understand what
he was dealing with; maybe then, he could avoid what he previously
believed to be the unavoidable: death.
21

Thoughts stirred across his mind for hours at the library,
which, at first, trembled with hungry minds, but soon fell to listless
wanderers and obsessive readers. At around midnight, Meyer woke
to the sound of a book hitting the ground. It echoed throughout the
nearly empty library, softening into absolute silence soon after. He
jumped from his seat to see nobody present—the book, which had
fallen, detached and alone in the middle walkway. Wobbling over with
lazy steps, Meyer tripped on his feet and fell forward before regaining
balance. For an instant he believed that was it: his head would smash
against the sharp wooden corner of a table and life would be lost, but
this imbalance was his own doing, his own fault, no entity of death
involved.
The text, he found, was entitled, Reyem and the Dragon, and
outlined the story of a man named Reyem who inadvertently kills his
pet Bearded Dragon by feeding it a poisonous snake. Reyem sees a
cage—that of the dragon—and instinctively throws the snake behind
its walls in fear of it biting him. However, the snake, in reality, was
peaceful and misunderstood, and just wished to scare Reyem a bit,
telling him, “You’d better watch out, boy—my venom is deadly!”
Meyer, mystified and partial to the story, brought it home
with him to read again and again, feeling it a sign and surprisingly
worthy of his now invaluable time.
The walk from the library to the Ego-Sky apartment complex
was ominous. Meyer reeked of fear, trembling the entire walk home.
He called out to corners screaming, “Who is there? Come out!” but
never reached a response. The line between lunacy and lucidity had
begun to fall apart for poor Meyer, who was losing every sane and
rational thought he still had to offer.
Arriving home, he fell asleep only to wake up to his ringing
phone, seemingly louder than usual. Meyer turned his head slowly
and gazed at the black cell phone, cut and chipped around the edges.
Ring. Ring. Ring. He sat up, mapping out his every movement. Creaks
and groans came from the bed and floorboard. Wind darted against
the apartment window, bouncing off into the atmosphere. Ring. Ring.
Ring. He jumped forward and answered the phone. It was on speaker.
Meyer spoke with a calm voice that teetered with intervals of tumultuous silence: “He...hello? Who is...there?”
22

A voice returned swiftly, “Meyer, where have you been? The
factory missed you today.”
“Who’s this?”
“Jimmy, who else would it be? Have you lost your mind?”
“I’m not sure. I’m a little out of sorts, you could say. Can I
call you back?”
“You’re not sure if you’ve lost your mind?”
“I—um—no, obviously not.” Meyer rolled his eyes and shuttered to the sound of several branches knocking on his window. He
breathed deeply, holding each progression as if planning to swim a
pool’s length without oxygen.
“If you’re hesitant or not sure, that’s usually a sign, man,”
Jimmy said, laughing a bit.
The statement birthed a deep silence.
Jimmy spoke with concern after a few moments, “Meyer?
You there, man? What’s wrong?”
He refused to respond, reminiscing the whispering voice of
earlier: Shinu made kurushimu. He snatched up his computer and typed
the phrase in, his heart beating like tribal drums.
‘To suffer until death’ the search responded as more twigs
knocked on his window.
Jimmy spoke again, but was muffled by Meyer’s phone dying,
which gave way to a familiar silence—one of haunting fixation and
wayward eternity.
IV
For a few weeks Meyer lived off spare jello and corn. The
only thought that entered his mind in morning when he woke and
night before he slept were the words spoken from the messenger:
“Beware, for I am as real as anyone you’ve ever met, any lover you
have ever led astray, any animal you call your own,” followed by the
phrase “Remember my message,” which as the man predicted, was no
problem for Meyer.
The days quickly blent together, though his fear remained the
same. He cuddled in his bed while drinking faucet water and eating.
Eventually weariness grew and Meyer feared entering the kitchen. He
moved all supplies to his bedroom, and for days on end would stare
at the doorway, never answering for friends or family or whomever
23

The War Game
By Nicki Pierce

Claire Thomas
went a’knock knock knocking on his beloved doorstep.
Meyer didn’t know what to make of the message after the
two weeks became distant memories. Soon enough, the ubiquitous
fear steadily disintegrated like salt in water, and an inevitable boredom
kicked in. He threw Reyem and the Dragon into his closet and forgot the
book, its eerie presence venomous to a stable perspective.
Leaving home one fine September morning, Meyer ordered
a hamburger at the local diner, no longer fearing mad cow disease or
any intestinal virus that might conquer his immune system. He ran
through the circumstance a thousand times over, a true fathoming
becoming ever more distant as days became weeks and weeks grew
to months. Rationalizing such hallucinations, as he began to call them
after time, never placed Meyer even close to a wavelength of real
understanding.
Nonetheless, all was well and life went on, as it always has.
After the unusual encounter at McNix’s coffee shop, Meyer
entered his closet in search of a lucky pair of jeans, but discovered
something else entirely. His goldfish had died from starvation. Death
had arrived after all.
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He converts,
reborn in the crack of a gunshot,
the trigger spooned against
his finger like a lover.
There are no names to
tattoo into the sensitive skin of his wrist
so he leaves the bodies
in the dark like
an unfortunate mistress.
The ending will be swallowed up
like all the tragedies of history are.
They tell him he has served
his country well.
I’m honored, he says but
shoots because he knows how.
For justice, the plastic toy soldiers say
when the right string is pulled.
Sometimes,
he wonders if they realize
dead people smell like any other road kill.
He obeys until the silence
loses meaning and the rolling of his tongue
crashes against his teeth.
For liberty, the toy soldiers say.
(If he ripped the strings out would their mouths keep moving?)
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On Old Houses in Old Countrysides
By Jake Turner

bitter nicotine and Turkish Camels.
But clearly it’s the fireplace.

I.
A dull light flicks on.
The countryside is a frozen hellscape
of black ice and snow,
but the light stays steady and unaware.
Old and worked hands shake.
Cold and tired feet slow across my once
untarnished, creaking,
hallway, floor, bent inwards by beaten age.
My old man stumbles.
With a cigarette in between fingers,
and a weak grip on
an icy knob, worn green by weared slow turns
the door swings open.
An icy, bitter woman stumbles in
fresh from the cold air,
straight to criticizing his many flaws.
Picking right into
his threadbare clothes and overturned bed sheets.
Going back to his
dull light and covering its flickering
leaping flame, pitied cold.
Gripping blankets closer to my cold chest
as she saunters through
the rest of the house in a huffing air,
frustrating him now.
The door swings closed in a spiteful grunted
“Goddamn” of exhaust.
He’ll smoke inside for the night and the next.
Standing next to an
opened window and a cool fireplace.
Fingers of frost poke
into the house, beaten back by hot smoke.
The house still stinks of

II.
The room is broken.
A shattered pane of glass
crunches underneath heavy treaded boots.
He came from not so far down the road,
to the home of an old man.
Car vanished, and all kinds of
lights flicked off,
he listened in the cold outside
for a hint of life, but
none was there.
Come up the stairs.
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The room is hidden.
Dressed in all black,
Undercover, Rick Owens,
young hands dipped in gold and sterling,
a treasure chest of a dresser drawer.
He slowly piles into deep pockets
slow glances over the shoulder
hide the figure framed by the doorway.
Cool Browning in shaking hands.
Raised and aimed and fired.
The room is an eruption.
Eyes close in shock.
Electric, static panic
fingers squeezing tight springs
pulling twisting screaming
letting out a million sirens.
All black clothing is shredded
and stained,
thrown to the wall
and now slumped over.
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An iron alarm drops and hits the ground.
Clattering against hardwoods and moldings.
A gasp, a rasp and a sigh and he’s gone.
All youth, all mistakes, all horrid choices.
The room is silent.
Badges and hung bullets stand
holstered around the body.
Blue and red flooding the living room,
and he’s sitting next to the fireplace,
arms still outstretched like he’s
holding something that can’t be dropped
so simply like he did.
The room is silent.
III.
The doctor’s mask seems
to detach him from us.
I’m sure it does to everyone else standing here waiting
for some kind of result or purpose to
be here.
I know its not,
because his eyes are shiny
and he’s mouthing with his body
I know the mask hides cheery smiles
of calmness.
Or wearied lines of long days
stuck in a room
with a family and a girl
that enjoys her stay at the hospital too much.
So it still unnerves me to see the mask sitting
there on his face.
He’s come into the gift shop a couple times now.
Aloof, frowning, hands clutching
sugar and plastic.
Seeing him with the mask takes away some of his
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harshness.
But the intensity is still there.
He’s gazing at his patient, eyes slighting up
and down and back up and once more
up gauging symptoms.
Like he doesn’t know what’s the cause.
Luckily I don’t see him around much more,
he must be busy up in the hotel that he stays
at all day instead of going home
to see anyone.
So it still unnerves me to see the mask sitting
there on his face.
IV.
At least the sky is clear...
No clouds threaten treacle and spectacle
upon these tired backs,
beaten and cracked,
worn into dirt.
Hills of snow cover corpses of old homes.
They’ve been long derelict
remains of a living museum,
unearthed by archeologists.
“Ahh, the great tombs of peasants”
With such exotic finds such as the cigarette
ash and butts,
that cover our porch and shelter in our
tired patio covering.
Thrown into the grass and brick
for years and years and years and years
and never dug up
because who wants to find the trash of
an old man who can’t seem to value the fact
that he’s making a mark at every second.
“Ahh, the great tomb of kings”
With such bittersweet monuments to
their preservation and longevity.
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Thick plastic tubing coiled around
mummified bodies still peacefully in bed,
snaking through slit throats and larynges, lungs.
Sheets tucked tightly into
silk sarcophagi.
Lungs still moving in rhythm to the machine’s
now natural beat.
Damn, the generator never gave out after all these years,
even if the man plugged into it did.
The words
“Do Not Intubate”
in gold font on a silver bracelet.
And all the men stand around
and marvel at what a king he must have been
to earn such great machinery,
and to have lived as great as he did,
but it’s a gripping,
gnawing sensation on the bones that
drags the king down into his tomb
and leaves him there.
“And at least the sky was clear”
they say when they examine him
because he had sunshine
in his brown scared eyes.
But they don’t think about the lack of
windows in his room
but the frames of glass that lead into a
colder, colder world.

Max Mooney
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Lady Mary
By Liz Harvey
Constantinople, 1717
“Mr. Wortley certainly does not approve?”
“Mr. Wortley is occupied with matters of the state. His wife’s
excursions are of little concern to him and thus I may move through
the city as I please. It is unfortunate that other husbands lack this
indifference—I say engage all men in difficult work so as to grant
their wives the freedom I enjoy!”
“The entire world cannot live on such autonomy, my dear
Lady Mary.”
“Ah, Madame Ambassadrice, désolé. S’il vous plaît, pardonnez mon
impudence.”
“Je vois que vous pratiquez. Très bien.”
Their conversation faded as they moved through the Exchange—the various pillared buildings breathing with the ebb and
flow of the day’s activities. The wind weaved through the cyprus trees
and the air drifted sweetly around them. They arrived at the besisten in
the far corner of the marketplace. Sunlight pierced the various jewels
and for a moment, the soul of Constantinople hung in the glistening
multitudes.
“Well, for all the faults of your negligent husband, he does
not fail to furnish you with a lavish supply of diamonds.”
Lady Mary laughed and informed the ambassadress that if
this were the only measure of spousal competency, she would never
again complain. They stopped and she began to occupy herself with
the readjustment of her asmack. The Turkish veil consisted of a serigee
and two murlins, one of which had fallen to reveal her face. Her dark
eyes flickered with a confident liveliness and the corners of her lips
rose in a sly smile. Her skin, scarred from smallpox, appeared to glow
with an almost violent energy.
“I do appreciate the anonymity these afford,” she declared
when she fastened her veil. “One is not marked as a foreigner; rather,
one dissolves into society as a whole. If only life was always so
simple.”
“Oh, Lady Mary, do not deceive yourself—you would never
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be content with merely following the crowd.”
‘I fear you are right. Yet, Madame Ambassadress, we must
quicken our pace if we intend to arrive on time.” The two women
motioned to their janizaries that they intended to make haste, and they
arrived at Lord Ozan’s chiosk within the hour. The chiosk was situated
in the midst of his garden, with vines and honeysuckles scaling the
gilded pillars. The murmur of a fountain at the room’s center blended
with the buzz of various insects. When Lady Mary and the French
ambassadress mounted the steps leading to the chiosk, Lord Fuat
Ozan approached them from a gathering of sixteen Turkish nobles.
He radiated the benevolence of a seasoned host.
“I cannot begin to express my gratitude for such an opportunity to satisfy my curiosity, Lord Ozan. I will be forever indebted
to you.” Lady Mary’s eyes shone with an earnest anticipation as they
surveyed her surroundings. The pine and cyprus trees hummed as the
wind rustled their branches and the murmur of conversation drifted
pleasantly throughout the chiosk. Various members of the party
lounged on ornate sofas, arms extended as the sunlight brushed their
golden skin.
“Far be it for me to deny your curiosity, Lady Mary.” Lord
Ozan motioned to a woman, her face creased, holding a large needle.
“Are you at all familiar with the process of engrafting?” The woman
lowered the needle to a boy’s outstretched arm, his tunic gently billowing in the breeze. The arm trembled a moment and Lady Mary
perceived a sharp intake of air as the needle broke the skin. The
woman opened a vein and into it inserted a speck of matter. She
sighed as she reached for a hollow bit of shell to bind the wound.
“Every autumn, once the great heat is abated, we assemble to inoculate against the small-pox,” Lord Ozan continued. “We infect
ourselves so as to prevent the contraction of the disease in its purest,
most fatal, form. Most look upon our practice as unwise and primitive; yet within eight days of engrafting, when the fever subsides, we
enjoy a life free from the affliction.”
The French ambassadress, who had up to this point been
silently observing the inoculation, turned to Lord Ozan. “Has this
process produced many casualties?”
“None, Madame Ambassadress.”
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Lady Mary, mouth agape, rose from examining the procedure
at a closer perspective. “None? Lord Ozan, perfection is a falsity. If
not in fatalities, where do the flaws of inoculation lie?” She glanced at
the boy, the various puncture wounds now bound and forgotten as he
leapt about the garden with the other children.
Lord Ozan followed her gaze and smiled. “We have yet to
find fault with the process.”
					

Kera Turner

The sun idly faded into the Earth, painting the landscape with a red
and golden hue. Lady Mary assembled her janizaries and together, they
parted for the British Embassy. The building had a large court before
it and the setting sun tinted the grass a rich jewel tone. Open galleries
leading to the rooms lined the square. Lady Mary, her face set in determination, sought the embassy surgeon, Doctor Charles Maitland.
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She found him seated at a mahogany desk, shrouded in the low light
of evening. He rose upon her entrance, and observed a fierce resolve
settling in her eyes.
“Doctor, I know of a matter that requires your immediate attention.”
London, 1721
Dr. Charles Maitland’s hand twitched in discreet hesitation.
His uncertainty lingered in the stale air of the drawing-room. Inoculation in England is an issue of entirely different significance, he thought.
Doubt flowed through his watery eyes as his gaze settled on Lady
Mary. The resoluteness in her stare willed him to continue. He lowered the needle to the child’s arm as Lady Mary prepared to deliver a
final speech.
“Gentlemen, the small-pox threatens us all, yet today we
advance towards its eradication. It is with the utmost confidence in
the practice that I present my own daughter, Francis, for inoculation.
My son has already undergone the procedure during our sojourn
in Turkey. In eight days’ time, he returned to play with no apparent
consequences. The technique of engrafting is widely used in the East,
so that entire populations enjoy freedom from the very disease that
plagues England. Together, for the good of our country, we must
bring inoculation to the masses.”
The four court physicians observed in tentative anticipation
as Maitland made the incision. The back of his neck stung with the
intensity of their collective stares. The same thought bore an aching
sense of doubt in his mind. Inoculation in Turkey is one matter. To bring
the process to England, under the scrutiny of the court physicians, is another
affair altogether. They will ruin us if we provide them with such an opportunity. We must proceed carefully. He glanced at Lady Mary, her dark eyes
glowing in the firelight with a roaring tenacity. I must proceed carefully.
He inserted the needle tip into a vile and withdrew a sample of the
virus. He then placed the sample in the open vein and bandaged the
wound.
One of the court physicians cleared his throat. “Where do
you procure the samples?” He asked with such a disinterested indignation that a moment of silence followed as Lady Mary processed
the question. Age punctuated his face, lining his lips and forehead
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with creases. His eyes seemed out of place among his other features.
He lacked eyelashes—a deficiency which rendered his eyes severe
and disconcerting. Save for this element, his face was soft and unassuming. The juxtaposition of such opposing traits produced an air of
rigid apathy.
“From the sores of a patient,” Lady Mary replied, holding
his gaze. She shifted uncomfortably before continuing. “The concept
behind the procedure is deliberate infection, so as to allow the body
to process a modified version of the small-pox. Just as survivors of
the disease do not develop it a second time, engrafted patients are immune.”
“Forgive me if I am not entirely convinced.” His words resounded in the space between them as Lady Mary inhaled sharply.
“Yet I cannot imagine why, considering the information I
have just provided.”
“Although perhaps difficult to fathom, the world does not
rely solely on your testimony, Lady Mary.”
“That is to say that the world does not rely on the truth,
Mr…” Her voice trailed off expectantly.
“Acton. Dr. Phillip Acton. And truth is an illusion, Lady
Mary. Good day to you, Madam. Good day to you, Doctor.” Lady
Mary and Maitland echoed his farewell in a startled whisper. Acton’s
slender frame passed through the doorway, followed by his fellow
court physicians, and the four men faded into the bustle of midafternoon.
Lady Mary turned to Maitland, her arms crossed and face
contorted in a grimace. “I assume it was too troublesome to offer
your professional opinion on the legitimacy of the practice.”
“Do not blame me for your own shortcomings. I agreed to
perform the operation, despite my misgivings. The task of persuasion
rests solely on your shoulders.” Maitland began collecting his materials.
“You will regret this caution when I succeed, Dr. Maitland.
You may share in the credit if you simply abandon this foolish reserve.”
“Only you, Lady Mary, would label reserve as ‘foolish.’ You
may not understand my motives, but I expect you to respect them.
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I could remove myself completely from this business.” His words
lingered in the silence as Lady Mary approached him. As she neared,
she perceived a gentle tremor in his hand and droplets of perspiration falling from his ashen forehead. He inhaled sharply and continued. “It is to your detriment that your temper possesses a thoughtless
and reckless quality. Such attributes, unfortunately, predetermine the
fate of inoculation. My dear Lady Mary, the practice was destined for
failure the moment you associated yourself with it. A woman of your
reputation is not to be trusted.”
“I did not ask for your opinion on such matters, Dr. Maitland. Although I am intrigued by your characterization, it is of little
concern to me. I am willing to work in conjunction with your reserve
and expertise, if you will condescend to associate with a woman of
my reputation, as you say. You see, we need each other. Your practice
is struggling and I cannot bring inoculation to Britain on my own.
However, Dr. Maitland, I would like to clarify one point before we
continue with this partnership.” She paused, her smile radiating a
confident poise. “I do not fail.”
**6 Months Later**
Lady Mary judged the state of the country on the sound of
her husband’s steps as he climbed the stairs. After a particularly strenuous day at Parliament, he appeared to take great relish in creating as
much noise as possible. Today, he applied such force so as to shake
the vanity before which Lady Mary was situated. Upon his entrance
into her room, she observed him to be in a worse state than ever before. His face—usually set in a waxen indifference—was flushed with
anger.
“I allow you certain freedoms,” he began, “because I judge it
wiser to indulge your whims than to deny them. When we discussed
the notion of an inoculated Britain, I stood aside and left you largely
to your own devices, despite my apprehension of imminent opposition. You see, my dear wife, I am merely the figurehead—a servant
to your fierce determination. However, when your actions damage
the family name, I must finally rise to fulfill my husbandly duties.” He
paused as Lady Mary drew nearer. His eyes were ablaze with unfamiliarity and his entire body sporadically convulsed.
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tryside. Their laughter wafted through the garden as the afternoon
sunlight cast a gilded shadow across the landscape. The two newlyweds lounged unaware of their impending marital decay—the foundation of which was already underfoot. In London and Constantinople, the relationship crumbled. Lady Mary currently looked upon
their love as an ancient city—the ruins serving as an eerie reminder
of the once-thriving civilization. They were relics of their former
selves.
Mr. Wortley’s voice, a forlorn whisper, interrupted her
thoughts. “Does the name Monsieur Rémond sound familiar?” After
perceiving her reaction, he lowered his head and murmured “I assumed as much.”
Lady Mary, her eyes wide and lips parted, took his hands.
A melancholy flicker settled in his eyes, as if their shadowy depths
contained the embers of a dying hearth. His other features reverted
to their characteristic expression of indifference.
“What have you done?” She drew back at the accusation,
spoken in a low hiss.
“Nothing! I have done nothing! What has he told you?” Her
auburn hair hung wildly about her face and the sleeve of her nightgown fell to reveal her bare shoulder. She appeared to glow in the
candlelight with a frantic energy.
“He was not involved in this matter at all. A certain Mr.
Acton, however, has been very informative. He told me the truth, I
presume. He wrote of your indiscretions. More troubling, however, is
his threat to publicly reveal you as an adulterer and a swindler. As you
can imagine, this will not only ruin the public acceptance of inoculation, it will destroy our family. I’m not sure which is more devastating
to you, given your behavior in the past months.”
“He is lying!” She exclaimed with a violent vehemence. “I
admit to a correspondence, but the charges Mr. Acton brings against
me are entirely false. I have remained faithful to you and have certainly stolen no sum of money.”
“From the beginning of our courtship, your fidelity has been
a concern of mine. A handsome young suitor needs only to compliment your beauty or your wit to be welcomed into your confidence.
I chose to overlook this flaw. Yet as the years passed and you became
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more beautiful and more intelligent, and I less of both, I often wondered. Now I know.”
“It is often the case that if one is fixated on something; one
more readily observes one’s deepest fears. My loyalty is a source of
anxiety, and thus when you learn of a possible betrayal, you assume
the worst.” She paused before speaking in a low whisper. “I only ask
for one day with your trust. If I cannot assure you of my devotion by
tomorrow’s end, you are free to believe whatever you want.”
In the silence that followed, he paced around the room. Lady
Mary’s hand lightly swept the tears forming in her eyes. She trembled
as she inhaled, and it required great effort to control her breathing.
She closed her eyes. Dr. Acton had emerged as her principle adversary in her struggle for small-pox inoculation. Presumably, the man
feared the loss of revenue that would result from the eradication of
the disease. He lives in death. Now, he was attempting to discredit her
by revealing fabricated indiscretions. Before she could muse any further on the subject, Mr. Wortley muttered “One day,” and exited.
Lady Mary exhaled as she traversed the ornate carpet, woven
into intricate patterns with burgundy and gold thread. She settled
before the vanity and began composing a letter.
To the Countess of Mar,
My dear sister, I fear I have made a terrible mistake. Over the last six
months, I have engaged, against my better jugement, in a correspondence with a
certain M. Rémond. Since it was impossible to satisfy M. Rémond in the manner he desired, I resolved to console him with some other form of kindness. Thus,
I continued to write to him and agreed, over the course of our communication,
to invest a large sum of money on his behalf. I flattered myself with thoughts
of my noble deed, in helping to make a man’s fortune though I did not care
for his advances. Unfortunately, I invested poorly and lost the money. When I
wrote to inform M. Rémond, he replied that he had discovered all my tricks. He
was convinced I had all his money remaining untouched and he vowed to have
it again or reveal me as unfaithful and a thief. Mr. Acton somehow discovered
my relationship with M. Rémond and is threatening me along similar lines. Yet,
I would not trouble you with such problems had not a solution presented itself
before me. M. Rémond would not risk exposing himself, and thus his attempts at
intimidation are unconvincing. Mr. Acton, however, is a man of his word. He is
not expecting retaliation and thus I will have the upper hand when I confront him
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tomorrow morning. He has left me with no other option—such rumors would end
my struggle for inoculation and destroy my family. I write to you with no intention other than to sort out this business in my own head. Please, do not concern
yourself with my foolishness.
		

Your sister, ect. ect.

The following morning, Lady Mary’s carriage stopped directly
in front of Mr. Acton’s property. She disembarked as heavy droplets
of rain fell overhead, blending the scene’s colors into a dark monotone. Her footsteps echoed on the damp cobblestone as she approached the door. The landing offered little refuge from the downpour and she shouted until she perceived a rustling inside. Mr. Acton,
his unsettling eyes blinking wildly, ushered her into the foyer.
“Lady Mary, I trust all is well.” The smell of alcohol seeped
from his pores. Lady Mary resolved to maintain a comfortable distance from the man.
“Mr. Acton, I regret to inform you that things are quite the
opposite. You see, vultures, like yourself, are encircling my reputation
and my family.”
“Let us not fool ourselves into thinking that the latter is of
any concern to you. A threat to your reputation, however, is quite
serious.” He laughed—a vicious, spiteful gurgle that alarmed her with
its ferocity.
“Do not attempt to understand me or what concerns me, Mr.
Acton. It is an insult to us both. I have come to ask for your discretion in terms of the gross accusations you have leveled against me.
You know of my innocence yet you persist with these lies.”
“Well, Lady Mary, if you are innocent, you should have no
need to fear.” He staggered towards her and she countered with a
step backwards.
“In this society, a rumor is just as detrimental as truth. Is inoculation so distasteful to you that you would ruin a woman so as to
discredit her?”
“Inoculation,” he thundered, “is a crude and savage practice,
paraded by an overconfident woman with no expertise in the medical
field.” The fervor in his voice startled Lady Mary.
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“What of my children? They serve as case studies in successful inoculation.”
“Instances of irresponsible parenting do not convince the
medical community.”
“Look around you, Mr. Acton. London is in a state of crisis.
Inoculation will protect us from the very disease that ravages our city,
yet you are against it. We are in a constant state of opposition. You
feed off death, and I am attempting to reduce your supply.”
He advanced towards her, the vein in his neck pulsating
violently. “You arrogant and impetuous woman,” he sneered, “Your
pathetically timid husband affords you an unusual amount of liberty,
and I fear this causes you to overlook the restrictions imposed on
your sex. Let me aid your memory. When in the presence of a superior, you hold your pretentious tongue.” He lurched forward, driving
her into a corner. “Failure to do so,” he roared, his normally humble
mouth drawn into a snarl, “will result in dire consequences.” A quiet
whimper escaped from her as he drew closer.
“I-I’m sorry,” she stammered, “You seem to be preoccupied.
I’ll return another time.”
He stared at her, his head swaying as if he were struggling to
stay awake. “Today,” he whispered, “Is the thirtieth anniversary of
my wife’s death.” Upon seeing her surprise, he continued. “I thought
you knew. She died of small-pox at eighteen.” His body appeared to
crumble as he slowly sank to the floor. Lady Mary hesitantly joined
him. The two sat in the hallway in silence, listening to the calming
murmur of the rainfall.
Lady Mary spoke softly. “Would you not prefer to spare future generations of the pain your wife suffered?” For a moment, she
feared a return of his wild fury, but as he raised his eyes to meet her
own, she perceived in them defeat and exhaustion.
“She was so—” his voice faltered and tears began to well
in his eyes. “so young. The living are the truly cursed, however. For
thirty years, I have faced unending, unbearable pain. I cannot—” He
stopped, tears staining his checks. “I—I will not suffer alone.”
Lady Mary’s voice gained strength. “You need only to observe
your surroundings. Your pain is not exclusively yours—it is shared
with all of humanity. Yet as a doctor, it is your duty to alleviate some
41

of this suffering. Assist me in bringing inoculation to the masses.”
They remained on the floor for some time in silence. The
rainstorm had passed and the street began to hum with activity.
“Alright,” he rose, slowly. “I will help you.”

A Palliated Passion
By Indiana Scarlet Brown
The dust veiled china rattles in the backseat
Despite being swaddled in naphthalene reeking sheets.
Fireflies under the guise of glass shards
Flicker aimlessly amidst the highway’s crypt of trees.
At least I have you.
My bottle is nearly empty
And my clothes are damp and moth-bitten.
I swear I felt a few helminthic spawn writhing around
Just a moment ago.
At least I’m with you.
Steam arises from the cool, shallow lakewater
Complimenting the insipid, muggy air.
I can barely see your imperfect skin
Immersed in the clouded shore.
At least I’m near you.
I hear you in the other room,
Pulling your eyelids below the scarlet rivulets
Eroding the pale of your eyes.
I’ll just imbibe from my overflowing mug.
At least I know you.
I’ll walk hand in hand with him on the lakeside path,
Fecund morning sunlight washing over his straight teeth and
Unblemished gaze.
But, a drop of regret will remain in my body,
To leave our sinful castles in the air.
At least I remember you.

Izzy Bulling
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Text Messages for Greenland
By Emily Burns
In New York, the only dinosaurs have already been dug up
and dusted their millions of years’ worth. The museum was crawling,
and children sat and slid and spit on the shiny floors. Evan leaned
on the plastic glass fence that surrounded two Anatotitan skeletons,
instinctively pulling himself in closer every time he felt a child running behind him. It was Monday, and he couldn’t take children now
for anything.
The loudspeaker rang through the halls. “Attention: the museum will be closing in twenty minutes. We will reopen tomorrow at
ten o’clock. Thank you for visiting the American Museum of Natural
History.”
In the fossils room, mothers checked their watches hurriedly
to convince themselves that the disembodied voices were not lying.
They gathered their four and a half children around purple baby
strollers and counted heads. They promised graham crackers and
carrots and if Evan had been promised merely carrots at their age
he never would have left. He smirked as they wheeled out, ready to
check out the gift shop and delay closing even more.
He stuck his hands in his pockets, fingering some sand left at
the bottom and the hole from when he sharpened an arrowhead just
a bit much. The lights were all still on, but the guards in each room
stood up straighter now, saying goodnight to those who had said
hello earlier and avoiding eye contact with those who had yelled, or
answered their phones, or tried to touch the exhibits. They liked him,
and nodded as he passed. He nodded back.
It was December, but not snowing just yet. He stood on the
steps of the museum, supported by the pseudo-Greek façade, and lit
a cigarette held tightly between his teeth. His girlfriend said it was a
filthy habit and that he would kill her, and did that make him happy?
He didn’t answer, but rubbed the cat’s head vigorously, until she said
that he would kill it too. He stopped smoking at home.
He didn’t wear a coat. He should have, since working at
excavation sites in Africa had taught him what hot really was, and
New York was a far cry from the equator. But he didn’t. He shoved
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his fingers deeper into his pockets, one finger down the frayed hole,
and bent his head down from the wind as he barreled through to 90th.
The cat had died, by the way, but the vet said it was just old age.
In the hall of the brownstone, he passed the fourteen-year
old rebel on the stairs who cradled his skateboard beneath his plaid
shirt. Because he was a nice guy, or so he had always been told, Evan
nodded to him. The kid looked the other way. Evan shrugged.
He let himself in to the apartment, which was dark except for
the glint of last night’s beer can on the coffee table. There were no
messages on the machine.
He nodded to himself. So there it was.
***
In the morning, the subway shook the sidewalks and Norwegian rats dug into takeout boxes that had fallen into the street. Evan
tried to shake the crick away from his neck, but that only made it
worse. He looked around: saw the beer can, saw the open window,
saw the unopened envelope on the table, saw his pants crumpled on
the floor. He tossed the can, closed the window, pulled on his pants.
He opened the envelope. The handwriting shot through his fingers
and straight to his stomach. He read,
Evan.
I’m sorry, but I think you know this was mostly your fault. I’ve accepted the
fellowship. I will not be waiting for you, so don’t feel like you have to wait for me.
I’ll send you a letter when I know more, but I’ve thrown my phone into the river,
so don’t bother. I need to figure some things out and you need to stop being such
a baby. Good luck with the excavation in Turkey. Don’t fall in love with a dead
woman again. I guess we’re just friends now, so
From your friend,
Claire.
The letter was written on British letter-paper which Claire had
bought at the specialty stationary shop when the cashier flirted with
her. It made no difference when Evan asked her please, for the love
of God, just stop. She asked Why?
He dropped the letter on the second shelf in the refrigerator
as he reached for the orange juice. What does orange juice gone bad
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taste like? He thought for a second before putting it on the counter.
Maybe it tastes like this.
In the morning, the sun came full-blast through the windows
since Claire thought curtains were gratuitous and there was no newspaper waiting on the doorstep since Claire liked to save trees. Evan
stood in the middle of the room like when he came home from a job
and was covered in dirt. There was a strict no-dirt policy in the living room, but if she wasn’t there right away, Evan liked to just stand
there, because. He did so now, but was spotless. The city was wearing
him away.
***
The Hudson River was grayer from Hoboken. Evan stood
on the pier and inhaled the salt-and-seagull air that felt empty to him.
Perhaps it was the absence of the smog or street vendors or perhaps
it was the oxygen from mown grass confusing his head bred on steel
and glass. The suburbs had children. He hated children. He hated the
suburbs. He disliked syllogisms.
He crouched down next to the toxic waters and looked at
his reflection distorting and refiguring, trying desperately to find its
original form, or at least one that wouldn’t crush his brain into his
nasal cavity, or place his eyes too close to his ears. The sculptural
work took form beneath his feet and he traced it with his fingers. It
was like discovering bits of a skeleton shrouded in dust and coughing
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up age. First you saw the tip of the discovery, a vigorous green shoot
peeking out from underneath the slush. You brushed at it for hours,
ceaselessly; you put your whole self into the act of gently sweeping
away thousands of years and dirt tread by thousands of feet: bare,
armored, hiking boot-ed, both stumbling and assured. Finally, perhaps it would emerge with all the love and care that you put into it:
a jawbone, half a fibula, the shard of a skull. His supervisor would
take credit, of course. The jerk. But for a moment, he held something
in his hands that was once alive, and which once built homes and
prepared food and sustained at least himself. And people say we are
in the age of the modern man.
He only loved a dead woman once. He was on a dig in Iran
and the desert came home in his socks. He discovered her at the base
of what was thought to be a city wall. She was the most complete
skeleton he had ever found; the excavation took hours, until the sun
had set and nightfall rang with its arrival. They could deduce later
that she was five feet tall, had rotten teeth, probably suffered knee
problems. She was only 26 years old. He spent the better part of the
night with her, wrapped in his jacket and breathing on his fingers. He
would have spent the night with her, except that the other 26-year old
woman on the site happened to be alive. Claire ushered him away for
hot water (no teabags left). The descended onto the airport holding
hands brushed with dirt and the remains of a woman in Iran who
had had children and was probably arthritic, but who had never had
back problems.
He blinked, and the Hudson River dissolved like a painting,
like shards of pottery thrown from the upstairs window. Perhaps it
was enough that he knew better by now; perhaps it was enough that
he had almost forgotten the dead woman, except for what he almost
named her, and the image of her skeleton emerging out of the earth
like a message. Perhaps she would tell him to grow up too. Perhaps
they were all the same.
Fingering the arrowhead in his pocket, Evan tossed it into the
river and walked to the station to catch the 2:20.
***
In Central Park, Evan collapsed on one of the green benches
by the reservoir. The ducks were out, even though it was autumn, go47

ing on winter, and they should probably have left by now. His hands
felt enormous and the noise was puncturing holes in his skull. He
tapped his finger against his knee until a shadow passed over his feet.
“May I?” An elderly man in a jacket and a hat stood over him.
His back was bent like a twig, but he blocked the sun with his head
and seemed to grow the longer Evan blinked and squinted at him. He
held a cane in his left hand and wore his hat tipped to one side. Evan
nodded and squished himself into the far end of the bench, clutching
the railing like life support.
The man sat down with a sigh of relief. “That’s better,” he
smiled appreciatively, and winked at Evan, before turning to survey
the reservoir. “This is my favorite place in the city,” he breathed happily. Evan snorted.
Turning sharply, the man surveyed him quickly. “Yes, young
man? Is that funny?”
“No, sir,” Evan stumbled. “Not at all.”
“And I suppose your favorite place in the city is the well-disguised opium den in Greenwich Village. Am I correct?”
“No, sir.”
“Then what is it, my boy? Do share with us. The ducks are
just dying”—he gestured to the ducks paddling for their lives with
the waves—“to know.” He regarded Evan with light gray eyes and a
disapproving turn in the thin line of his mouth.
Evan swallowed. “The Natural History Museum, I suppose,
sir.”
The man blinked. “Ah yes. I know it well. You are, I wager,”
he looked down his nose, as though resizing the man in front of him.
“A student? No? Well then, you are a teacher? A writer? A mathematician? No? Good god then, boy, spit it out!”
With every suggestion, Evan had shaken his head. Finally he
grinned a little. “I’m an archaeologist, sir. Sorry to disappoint.”
“Well! That certainly is a new one. What sort of archaeologist, if you don’t mind, spends his days in a city? Especially this city?
What is there for you to do here?”
The sun was descending in the west, slowly, but measurable
by the layers of candy-floss colors that formed the cross-section of
a glacial canyon above the buildings. A plane no bigger than Evan’s
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thumb propelled itself across the sky. He wondered at how it didn’t
even slow down or perhaps pause mid-flight to examine his surroundings. Surely the clouds would have caught the plane, even as it
tipped to the earth; they looked solid enough. Of this Evan was absolutely sure, but instead he pulled at a string on his sleeve and stared
at the sky without saying a word. The man watched with him.
“I see,” the man finally said. “You hate it here. You hate
everything about the city. Ah—excuse me. Nearly everything.” He
smiled and nodded and Evan continued to stare at the sky, at the sun,
even though he begged to blink. Of whom did he beg?
“I see it all, young man. You sit here on this bench, because
you, and every other man who has walked these lands, and every
woman too, has found yourself lost at sea and left to drown. Am I
correct?”
The sky was violent now, with lavender explosions marking
where the plane had been seconds before.
“I am correct. I see that you are alone, for the first time in
your life. I see that you are scared not of being alone, but of the
sound of your footsteps alone in your apartment, and of reading love
poems to yourself, and of buying only your kind of coffee. You seem
like a Folgers man, am I correct?
“I am correct. My boy, it has happened before and it will
happen again. Maybe you’re lucky and it won’t happen to you again.
Perhaps you will not be so lucky again, but then, you have me, yes?
You have these words now and this image in your head.”
The man popped off the bench and stood before Evan, holding the lapels of his jacket and bouncing up and down on the balls
of his feet. The cane swung wildly from the crook of his elbow and
Evan remembered a boy with a skateboard who ignored him in the
hall. He looked at the man, this strange man, who looked and smelled
like tweed and had probably never played in dirt his whole life.
“I see it all, young man, and you are not unique. And perhaps
it is not worth upsetting yourself about in the first place.” The man
kneeled forward despite his age to look into Evan’s eyes. “I think we
understand each other. Am I correct?”
Evan closed his eyes and felt the blinding colors disappear.
He felt his fingers, one by one, and patted his knees. Everything was
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there and accounted for and he was alive and every part of him existed dirtless. He was alive alive enlivened and alive.
“You are correct.”
***
The door to the apartment gave with a shove; he had forgotten to lock it that morning. There was nothing to steal, of course,
and the window was still shut. The answering machine pulsed with
red vengeance and he ignored it and there was a note on the doorstep
telling him there had been a call at the front desk and he ignored it.
He walked out of the apartment building and west towards the Hudson.
He stood on the pier and the water was still gray, but less
forbidding. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and looked at it
for a moment. There was one message from an unfamiliar number,
and he saw his own message, not yet sent to Greenland, collect, left
on the screen. Come back.
The sun was gone and wind slid off the small waves of the
river to his face, striking it. He smiled there on the pier and held his
phone as a barge went past.
The horn of the boat covered the splash of one silver cell
phone hitting the water, but the captain of the passing boat later
noted how a man retreating from the water’s edge that night seemed
lighter as he walked away. Good thing too; he had lost the suicide
hotline number and was not fancying a dip so late in the year.
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Local News at Eleven
By Gillian Moore
He is the benevolent dictator
and he still gets asked what “benevolent” means
on a daily basis.
He is the benevolent dictator
and the television doesn’t have
time for him, doesn’t have the time
to explain that when everyone is nodding,
you don’t have to have elections
(if you can’t shake your head
in front of the crowd, then
you don’t deserve a vote.)
The television is out looking
for the eleven o’ clock news
at ten thirty, scrounging among
the loose ends and fish bones
for something it can shoot
(better yet, something that’s
already been shot),
something that people will
pay to feel bad about,
pay to feel mad about,
pay to feel sad about,
(no channel surfing needed)
something that will keep unemployment
right where it is and
keep the unemployed
on their couches.
They tell him that they’ll try to
squeeze him in in the last few minutes,
a few panoramic shots of the smiling masses
in their distant land with their foreign flag,
foreign faces, foreign unity,
but they have to get in that bit
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about the homeless man who was shot
outside the local laundromat,
(he still had the styrofoam cup
for spare change in his hand)
because they have their priorities, understand…;
He is the benevolent dictator,
and he may as well be last week’s trash.

Almost Amphibious
By Lily Iserson
SCENE: The year is 2007. Lights cast across the stage, illuminating a small
office with a single, open window. The set contains a black desk, scattered files,
and a bookshelf. Stark tomes within the shelves appear to suggest that the man
who maintains this particular room is an intellectual - few would notice how
new the books are, that not a single spine was cracked in the last several years.
Notwithstanding, the office’s owner must nurture some mental faculties. After all,
the room possesses two framed degrees, photos reflecting numerous lifetime achievements, and other awards the individual must have thought noteworthy, all related
to the newspaper industry. Perhaps this character is simply too busy to read.
Various editions of the Indianapolis Annual (the publication in question) are
taped to these walls. They showcase headlines that range from tragic fires that destroyed entire neighborhoods to every presidential race in the last thirty years. Such
decoupage is typical of any newspaper’s editor-in-chief, the objects lovingly placed,
lined perfectly beside each other like wallpaper.
Jack, baby faced despite being in his early thirties, is seen removing these documents from the wall. He places them quickly –carelessly– into cardboard boxes
littered across the floor. He is of Asian descent, with light brown eyes and wide
forearms, bearing no resemblance to Carter, the other man in the room. Jack
moves with carefree cheer – though not lacking in intelligence, he has the demeanor
of a lovable fool.

Max Mooney

Carter, a gruff and rotund fifty five year old, appears paralyzed beside the desk,
his posture stiff. He touches the desk possessively from time to time, almost always
to fidget with a modest collection of alligator statues lined neatly across the head
of the desk. The figurines are the only objects in the room that reflect any degree
of personality. They are subtle to the audience for their size.
Jack removes Carter’s diploma from the wall.
JACK:
Looks to Carter, holding the diploma.
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JACK (cont.d):

JACK:

Hey…I had a friend that got his grad from Wisconsin! How come
you never told me….

He hesitates as he opens another box, this time to pack away the books.

CARTER:
Gruff.
I’ve mentioned it. I was only there two years anyway.
JACK:
…well, never mind that. You remember Paul, Paul Lecher…? Uh,
guess not. But I know Mom told you about him – we saw him at the
Christmas party a few years ago, he introduced himself, you liked
him….except…what did he major in? Maybe English. He wanted to
be a writer, once.
Jack glances in Carter’s direction. He sighs, the sound audible, but not noteworthy. Jack places the diploma inside the nearest cardboard box. He kneels beside it,
sealing it away with clear tape.
Though he also said he wanted to play major league baseball, and
everyone knows how that turned out. See, I knew him best from
baseball – him outfield, me second base. Except….he sucked – you
should have seen how awful he was. And he just got beat after losing
for so long. Jack starts laughing. It is a forced noise, meant to ease tension.
I wonder if he tried to play for Wisconsin…
CARTER:
Carter begins to fidget with one of the alligators.
Yeah, yeah. That’s good.
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…you have any idea how we’re gonna deal with all this yet?
CARTER:
He looks up for the first time. What’s that?
JACK:
The books, the archives, everything. Where are we…where are you going to put it? I mean, there’s no room in the apartment, not with all
Mom’s junk, unless we moved everything out of the back closet…
CARTER:
Jack, I’ve carried my weight and messes for years.
JACK:
I know that. I just thought…I thought you needed a hand. You
called me and said you needed someone to heavy lift, so…I mean, I
came all the way out and I feel like I’m barely making a dent.
CARTER:
Don’t. You’re doing fine, the way you are now.
Carter folds his arms across his chest and examines his things, or, rather, the last
of his things, as if he was gently weighing the possibility of helping Jack. Instead,
he replaces the alligator in his hand with one larger than it, characterized by its
large, bobble-head eyes. He snickers quietly at the creature’s expression.
Carter notices that Jack has turned his back to him to pull some books from the
topmost shelf. Carter’s expression falls. He turns to his left so the audience can see
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the movement of his hands. With his fingernail, he picks out one of the alligator
eyes and hides it in his pocket.
Carter places the alligator on the desk. He reaches for it seconds later, as if he
were inspecting it for the first time. He hides it behind his back.

JACK (cont.d):
He takes the alligator from Carter.
Huh…I’ve been here all day, and I didn’t even notice.

CARTER:

CARTER:

Hey, Jack.

Shrugs.

JACK:

JACK:

Surprised that he was acknowledged.

CARTER:

Oh, no! I mean – it probably fell out when we were shuffling things
around. I can…I guess I can look for it. I bet it’s in the hallway. I…I
didn’t mean anything by it, but I put the crocs outside for a little. I
needed the desk space to keep some of the photos you had lined in
the hall.

Look here. He points at the alligators, still on the desk. You see what I see?

I’m sorry.

JACK:

CARTER:

…uh. Mom’s croc collection?

Well, what’re you doing just standing there?

CARTER:

JACK:

That’s right. He holds up the damaged alligator. This one’s Jason. Named
after a Greek hero and all. Maybe you read about him.

Right, right! Be right back!

Y-yeah?

And what’s this? He pokes the socket. Something’s missing.
…you see what’s wrong here, right?
JACK:
…oh.
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Jack exits to the opposite, darker side of the stage. Carter snickers to himself,
stopping abruptly, as if he were overcome by the slightest tinge of guilt. He
slouches into his desk chair and knocks his knuckles against the armrests.
CARTER:
I thought I could keep this up….
He picks up a copy of the Annual from his desk and reads the article on the
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front page.
“We opened the Annual with a promise that we would provide our
readers with consistency: consistent quality, consistent material, consistent neutrality; that was our mantra, our dogma, if you would allow
us such a grand adjective. This is part of the reason why we have
reached the decision to close circulation.”
…can’t believe I wrote this garbage...
Carter rolls his eyes and begins reading the article with depressed familiarity.
Someone knocks at the door. Carter glances over the top of the paper, annoyed.
He sits up.
CARTER:
Jack, I told you, you don’t have to knock. Stop being soThe door opens. A woman, Gail, enters. She is old - her skirt long and nunnish, her lime turtleneck barely concealing her pruning neck lines. Physically, she
resembles a grasshopper, unremarkable, yet somehow sinister. She allows Carter
a thin smile. They know each other.

the story – the great Annual, out of circulation, and here you are, sitting around, and you have the gall to tell me you’ve work to doCARTER:
Talk, it’s all talk.
GAIL:
Snorts.
Come on. There’s boxes all over the place, and frankly, you look like a
chemo patient.
Just now, I spoke with this kid in the hall. He told me the same thing,
the same story - you’re packing to leave. And he mentioned alligators...
I know you’re done, Carter, plain done.
CARTER:

GAIL:

It’s not that. I meant you, I was referring to you. All you do is talk.
God, woman.

Your secretary let me in.

…what do you want?

Gail closes the door. Carter is speechless. Gail’s smile widens.

GAIL:

CARTER:

Straightens.

His tone seems to imply a joke.

I was going to say; I’m not sure yet. The news surprised me, was all.

Of all the…I don’t have time for you.

CARTER:

GAIL:
Really? Fine, tell me – what work’s left? Shoot, y intern got hold of

Eh. You just like to pity things.
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CARTER (cont.d):
A cruel, knowing smile crosses his face.
Speaking of, how was your trip to Iraq? Get enough sob-story expositions?
GAIL:
It was Afghanistan, and that was two years ago.
She steps away from the door, toward the center of the room.
Afghanistan wasCARTER:
I know. I was leading you on. It was enlightening, right? I saw the drivel
on your website.
GAIL:
Triumphant.
Oh, so you read it.
CARTER:

of cigarettes and a lighter that boasts a shiny, designer emblem on the front, so
large the audience can see its garishness.
Gail hands both items to Carter.
Here.
CARTER:
…what’s this supposed to be?
GAIL:
A present. A peace offering. Call it what you will. You need to relax.
CARTER:
Pauses.
GAIL:
C’mon, you haven’t quit. Your office could be a tobacco factory and
no one’d know the difference.
…take it, or I’ll blow smoke under your nose.
CARTER:

Glares.

He begrudgingly lights the cigarette. He reclines only slightly, almost suspicious.
He flicks the lighter’s flame on and off, glancing at the emblem.

Once.

This is too girly for you.

GAIL:

Gail sits in the spare chair, pulling it awkwardly to the desk. Carter blows smoke
at the ceiling. He returns the cigarette and lighter to Gail, who yanks it quickly
from him so she can take her own. They smoke in accustomed, awkward silence.

…well, if you’re going to be like that…
She pulls her handbag out, colored lime and fake snakeskin. She removes a box
60

61

GAIL:
…I’m sorry, I have to ask.

Yeah. So, she collected these things, always was obsessed with them
as a kid.

CARTER:

…I never liked them, actually. I thought alligators were the zoo’s ugliest animals, and the reason she kept them to begin with was crazy.

Glances at her.

Concentrates. The story is important to him.

GAIL:

She used to tell people this all the time…see, she grew up in Florida,
lived off the gulf. She was six at the time, bored, and there was a
marsh in the back of her house she used to explore. And one day,
right out of the water, an alligator bit her. It wasn’t large, but she was
a kid; it must’ve been large enough.

What’s up with the crocodiles?
CARTER:
Alligators.
…I mean, they’re not crocodiles, they’re alligators.
They were my second wife’s. She died this past April.
JACK:
Having searched in vain, Jack returns. He notices that Carter has company, so
he stops to eavesdrop on the conversation in the door frame instead of entering.
At the mention of his mother he smiles sadly. He stuffs both his hands into his
pockets and leans boyishly against the wall.
GAIL:
Shifts in her seat, noticing Jack’s initial movement. Gail says nothing. She hangs
her arm over the back of her chair, letting the cigarette droop in her fingers.

She punched it over and over again until it let go. Her arm was
chewed halfway to nothing, but it let go.
Laughs. He’s well aware that he’s the only one who would find this funny.
So typical…nine times out of ten, I’m sure that wouldn’t work. She
had a lucky streak for a good long while.
Except she was freaked out; course she was freaked out. Couldn’t
step into her own backyard for months after. Eventually her dad
convinced her to start collecting all these figurines to reclaim…security, comfort, who knows. Me, I always thought it was Stockholm
syndrome.
Carter becomes noticeably more resigned.

Oh.

…anyway, I thought about throwing them out after she died. They’ve
got no sentimental value for me, but I keep them here because I
respect them.

CARTER:

His tone momentarily changes from nostalgia to instruction.

Oblivious.

Alligators are sharp. Sharp and strange and people won’t stop looking
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at them. Like monsters in a way.

CARTER:

Plus, Jack likes them. Jack…he’s my wife’s kid from her first marriage.
He’s not all there, but he’s nice to have around; a good kid by the
general standard. Come to think of it, you probably saw him. I sent
him on a goose chase outside.

Amused.

GAIL:
Was he the one picking food from the carpet?
CARTER:
Well, it’s not supposed to be food. I sent him out on a dumb errand…
but yeah, that’s the one.

You remember that?
GAIL:
Sure. It was my first day of work. Besides, what kind of boss says
that to the new girl? I mean, really, you made me want to quit the
industry…
…but don’t flatter yourself.
Let’s see…we can figure this out. You don’t respect your own kid-

JACK:

CARTER:

His expression turns sour; full of other incomprehensible emotions. He exits
sharply.

He’s not my kid-

GAIL:

GAIL:

So you really like him?

But you respected your wife, whose name, by the way, remains a
mystery…

CARTER:

CARTER:

I wouldn’t say really like. I mean, I tolerate him. He helps me around
the office, he’s meticulous, he speaks well…

Caitlyn. Her birth name was Xue.

GAIL:
So what’s wrong with him? Hm…what was it you said…
She mimics his voice, perfectly, with noticeable satire. “A man can’t bother
respecting anybody. They’ve got to earn it.”
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GAIL:
…and you respected the Annual.
You respected your work most of all.
CARTER:
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Hesitates.
GAIL:
Might as well ‘fess it.

bad these days; I don’t care what everyone says the economy’s gonna
look like in a few years. Making this newspaper work’ll just take some
smart investing, that’s all. Plus…Caitlyn had some rainy day assets.
Not all of it was spent on her hospital bills.

Her tone is apologetic, yet oddly mischievous.

I’m working the Annual, and you and all your trendsetters, you’re
dust. Dust. That’s it.

Was it financial pressure? Competition? Both?

GAIL:

CARTER:

Flicks cigarette ashes to the carpet.

His good humored expression falls instantaneously.

You’re so immature.

Oh, that’s rich. Look, I told you I read your paper, but it was only
once; your blasted internet whatever-it’s-called. Let me tell you, no
one’s gonna read that and expect serious news, even if it’s cheaper.
They’re going to want pictures of cats, jokes, celebrity gossip. That’s
all internet audiences want, distractions. Real readers, men who want
facts, they’ll go for us, or watch it on their TV….

Couldn’t you see? This was going so well…
CARTER:
Keep it coming, just keep it…

GAIL:

…you wished you still worked for me. The Annual was the best thing
that ever happened to your career.

Carter, you knew this was coming.

GAIL:

…also, it’s called the Plug-

She stands from her seat.

CARTER:

True. You showed me how to do it wrong.

Ranting.

CARTER:

And I’m telling you, I’m not quitting for long. I’ll get my contacts
back. Jack can help me with that. He’s likable. Damn likable. When I
tried to put him to writing, he was useless, but who cares about that?
He can network, advertise. He’d do anything if I told him….anything.

He approaches Gail closely. He is shorter than her, but his face is red and furious, his fists balled.

…I’m going to get my money back. I’ll get a loan. Banks aren’t so

You’re nothing. You’re old, you’re a washout, and if you think you can
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CARTER (cont.d):
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run that piece of trash Plug better than I could…
GAIL:
That could be interesting.
CARTER:
…what?
GAIL:

Gail backs into the door frame.
I’ll give your secretary my card. Get back to me before April – that’s
when all the college interns start knocking on my door.
Looks close to saying something truly significant, something that not said before.
She refrains. Her voice is pitying.
…goodbye.

You’re full of-

Gail leaves. Carter runs his hand across his head once, twice. He looks on the
verge of a violent, childish scream in the face of what he can’t control, and regains
his composure only after leaning against the desk and tapping his foot a few times.
He takes the copy of the Annual he’d laid on his desk and rips the topmost part
of it as he thinks, cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. He remembers
something.

GAIL:

CARTER:

Stop.

Because the cigarette lies in his mouth, his voice is somewhat muffled.

Softens. She speaks quickly before he can interrupt again.

…Jack?

Look, I know you’re not like this. Not all the time. You just…you feel
backed into a corner. But I’m not that patient. If you don’t shape up
soon, you won’t get out, you, and all the other newspapers that think
they can get away with their so-called “tradition”.

He hangs out the doorframe, annoyed. He places the newspaper on the desk,
knocking over a few alligators in the process, and takes the cigarette from his
mouth. Carter calls loudly:

I said that could be interesting.
CARTER:

As an aside.
…even I can be preachy.
So…that’s the deal, Carter. Drop the attitude, the cock and bull excuses…work with me, for me. I could use people like you on my team.
No one’s stubborn or mean enough these days. And I’ll shape you up,
put your experience to good use. You don’t have to retire like this.
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…Jack!
There is no answer.
CARTER:
Damn it Jack, where’d you go…? We need to finish the work.
He wipes sweat from his forehead, and is seen pacing the stage. A noise erupts
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Ice Cream with Jim
By Julia Blanding

from the window. It is the sound of a car, screeching away.
Carter approaches the window and stares out.

Business is slow on Sunday mornings.
Christians value church more than ice cream.
Evidently, I do not because I’m here.
When Rodney, with his lobster’s face and his hog’s stomach
Slips into the frigid milk cooler,
I sneak a sample of Perfect Storm
And let its creamy taste slip down my throat,
Relieving me of my boredom and fatigue.

Jack’s Ford…
The stage fades to black.

Then, suddenly, the giant push doors burst open
And in struts a figure about six feet tall.
With him enters the thick stench of alcohol.
He is clearly drunk.
His greasy, brown hair curls down to his chin
And it seems to move wherever it wants
Just as he does.
He has stubble peeking out around his mouth
Which is curved down into a frown
Not of sadness
But of contemplation.
I knew precisely who it was once I looked to his legs.
He wore a pair of leathers older than my father
And dirtier than dirt itself.
Jim Morrison.

Emily Burns
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With slurred speech,
He pounds his fist on the counter and
Places an order for a large Kahlua Mudslide*
Then asks me my name.
So I tell him and hand him his frozen dish,
My hands shaking.
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Flying to Mars
by Mary Visca
Some fall evenings, crisp like a dying breath, my brother and I
would make the short journey from our house to our backyard swingset, intent on flying to Mars. Snug like bugs in our fleece sweaters
and sweatpants, we fancied ourselves rudimentary astronauts,
about to venture into the unknown. Higher and higher on our blue
swings would we fly, their creaking becoming a rhythm and playing
us songs. Our vigorous swinging propelled us from the surface of
the earth, and in our mind’s eyes we could see the house becoming
smaller and smaller until it melted away completely, leaving us with
an unblemished view of the planet as a whole, imaginary clouds
obscuring much of it. We would take a break. Lifting a spacecraft
solely with the power of your swinging is hard work, after all.
But we would have to start swinging again, to touch down
on the surface of Mars: our backyard colored red. Cautiously

Lilli Biltucci

I tell him he’s my idol and he asks how come.
I say because he’s the greatest lyricist who ever lived and he says
No he isn’t.
But I tell him how his words have touched so many and he says,
“I’m just a drunken mess.”
* Kahlua is an alcoholic coffee and the Dairy has an ice cream in that
flavor.

Emma DiMarco
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venturing out, we would come across our Martian friends. We would
have a short chat. Even though the Martians were not real, the
conversations floated in the air and created a presence, a presence of
sibling child play at its finest and most vivid. Soon, we would touch
back down on our normal colored backyard, our cheeks flushed
like roses from the autumn atmosphere and ready for TV and hot
chocolate. But the memory would live on to this day, forever a
symbol of what my relationship with my twin could be.
Growing up as a sibling of someone with autism, I can say
that it is hard to feel a certain type of closeness with them. We love
and respect each other, but in our own ways.
The first time I really felt the difference between us took
place on a normal elementary school morning. As the garage door
slowly rolled open, my brother and I were ready to begin the footrace
of our lives. We took off down the driveway and hurtled towards the
looming street corner, our backpacks banging boisterously against
our young, lithe backs. I didn’t make it very far that day. My foot
caught on an unfortunate sidewalk crack and I tumbled gracelessly to
the ground, my arm in significant, but not searing pain. My brother
had been a little bit behind me. But when I looked up for help, my
brother was not next to me, trying to help me up or comfort me. He
was at the bus stop, enjoying his rare first place finish. That situation
was very upsetting to me, and I am still bothered by it, though I am
now used to it.
When I talk to my mom, she recalls sitting and talking with
me in Wegmans one time when I was about five.
“Mary, you know Matthew’s a little different, right?”
“Yeah, but that’s ok, everybody’s different!”
Of course I understood my brother was different. When we
were about two years old, an Occupational Therapist would come
over and work with Matthew to develop his social and cognitive skills.
She would bring beans, cards, a little fishing game, and lots of those
things that are only cool and interesting to little kids, because only
they can make cool interesting things from them. Sometimes, when
she would want to work with Matthew alone, I would feel a little
twinge of jealousy: I wanted to play too! But Judy always saved a
little time for me at the end. Now, I know the reasons she came over
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and why I was sometimes not included. But at the time, I considered
the hours when Judy would come over as play-time.
Sometimes, I wish that I could fly high on the swings again
and reminisce about extra-terrestrial beings and places, while viewing
the planet from a bird’s-eye point of view. High above everything. A
naive child who sees everything, yet nothing. But, the swings are no
longer there. Over a year ago, the swingset was removed from our
backyard, which is now bare and un-interesting. There is still a patch
on the ground where little to no grass grows, where my swing-set
days can still live on- if only as a memory.
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Negative Charge
By Claire Thomas
The power lines run across the road,
Suspended, curving down into the valley.
Stretching for miles,
Flying away into the distance.
The space between them was larger than the gap between their bodies.

The energy was drained,
the generator long worn out.
Two hands,
entwined,
were all that was left.
The setting sun dipped below the horizon,
the moon would illuminate the brush and dead earth beneath their
feet.
Together, they stand
void of any vibrancy.
They study the power lines,
sending surges of endless electricity
perpetually into the distance,
covering vast areas, never waning.
How quickly their energy had drained,
unable to arc across the expanse between them,
they were not dynamic,
N
O
T
L
I
N
E
A
R.
Unlike those power lines,
connected pole to pole.
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Slowly they let their hands drop,
the attachment fading
long after their spark had grown dim.
77

Ein Lied
By Jennifer Sun
1.
A song drifts through the woods, it licks leaves, it soaks in the sun.
The song prances, dances, sings, burns. Mid leap, it’s caught by Till
like a cigarette, between his lips.
He turns away from the singing forest and returns to the hunchback
town. One foot after the other. He fiddles with the song, turns it in
his mouth like hard candy, and swallows it down his throat.
It was after 9 so the curfew had shut down the town. A dying leaf
sailing in the wind absorbed the last of the sleeping sun while Till
pushed apart his door. His family absorbed him. “you have a star, you
have a curfew. It’s after 9. You have to be home before 9” Holding
little Leisel’s hand, he fades upstairs.
2.
Holding Leisel’s hand, Till is shoved through the gates. The gate tells
them, “Arbeit macht frei.” They are separated by a man. Though the
town is small, he never saw his little sister again.
3.
The darkness wakes him as it does every dawn. It grips him with dead
hands, chokes his worthless neck, his dried heart, his head filled with
sand and mud. When others begin to silently wake around him, the
darkness crawls out the window and leaves behind the faint smell of
warm bread.
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4.
His brittle bones bruises as he stabs his shovel into the solid Earth.
This grave for others, he wishes was his own. Sometimes as he made
this infinite grave, he would let out a bit of the song he once caught
like a cigarette, between his lips. The song was running out though,
and so was he.
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Meine Liebe

Lebensmüde

1.
He used to sing that song to Rosalinde. Rosalinde Freud. She was
sent to foster parents who happened to be Till’s neighbors. He met
her when he saw her crying outside the second night she moved
there. She cried alone in the silence, the darkness wept with her
shoulders, and Till and the moon sat as crossed legged companions.
Till though, brought a blanket
They used to walk together in the forest after school. He would sing,
she would talk. Her voice filled the forest as she explained how leaves
are like feathers, and trees are sleeping birds. She would talk about
how she wanted to hug a giant boulder and sink to the bottom of the
sea, and sit there in silent liquid air. Before the end of their walk, she
would always ask him to sing that song. And he would return a little
of it to the forest before she left.

1.
Breathing in the fading smell of soft bread, Till stands up. Red, glass
screams are shot at him and the room. Aufstehen! Aufstehen! why are
they always so loud, so frantic, so cruel, so lost. Redder, shattered
glass screams are shot.

“Wenn ihr nicht schlafen könnt
sei euch ein Lied vergönnt
Und der Himmel bricht
Ein Lied fällt weich vom Himmelslicht”

Antreten!! Antreten!! Anmärsch!! Anmärsch!! Anmärsch!! Anmärsch!!
And so Till lines up and he marches.
Ende
1.
The Earth’s ice breath strips away his layer of dirt and sweat, it
smoothed over his bare skin, biting, licking, cutting the hands Liesel
used to hold, the crossed legs that sat with Roselinde, the lips that
caught the song. Earth’s breath steals his legs and he falls. Sich Rheben!
He hears a shot. It is so loud it surrounds him, and it eats him, and
turns it in his mouth like hard candy, and it swallows him down darkness’s throat.

2.
Once she answered the door with an apron and a lightly powered
right cheek. “Hereinkommen,” she pulled him in. The air in her house
was made of warm bread. She taught him how to measure out the
ingredients, “like you have the power and uncertainty of god.” She
taught him how to knead the dough, “with the firmness and love
as when you squeeze a baby’s cheeks.” She taught him how to wait,
“wait till it yawns and raises, give it time to be ready for the days
ahead.”
3.
She celebrated her sixteenth birthday on December 11, 1941. He
kissed her that day, he kissed her stories and her words and her
tears. It was a beautiful kiss, it was a last kiss. The next day, Roselinde Freud was killed. The bomb had flattened her the air had
pulled her the ground had held her and the boy had wept for her.
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The Dusty Attic
By Samantha Huang
Footsteps lay, undisturbed
Forgotten on the stairs leading
To an old place.
Everyone thinks of attics as
Locked-up places but
If the sun can enter, why
Don’t its creators?
An attic is only as dejected
As the visitor makes it to be
In the silent environment, with
Dusty films covering the books,
The barren chests, that old chair with the
Torn canvas, file cabinets lost in
The greed of money makers, their
Secrets whisked away by the secretary.
The old, bad secrets are
Hidden further in the dark
Musky corners, where
Dust is proud to be.
Then why is it best shown off when–
The door hinged too low creaks open
With the rusty doorknob opened
By a shiny key
Meaning someone around here cares
They care enough.
Carley Moynihan
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But these–
These footsteps are different
Softer, lighter, without the creaking
Loved by owners past
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Time does not exist in the attic
They simply live
Stationary, the ones whom they serve:
They don’t mind if they leave.
They don’t need to have a purpose in life
Life in the attic is timeless, remote
And that’s all they need.
Then why does the life in the attic finally
Stir, as this visitor is slowly acknowledged, and
Welcomed, but rejected as soon as
The steps go by the chests too fast to be
Noticed, but when the steps are seen clearly, the
Attic is awakened with the single, clear line
Drawn across cold glass with
The finger of life, letting in the
Single ray of gold, more than just
Nature, for it is light
And light is life in the attic when its
Personality is retired to the dust, the
Dust that flares up again as the attic
Leans forward, looking
Triumphantly, but then scared
Knees on a floor in front of a chest
Mean nothing, unless–
The notebook is pulled out, with that old,
Memorable mahogany cover.
Hope swells through the attic
Family congregated there, but
It begins to fall, pages flipping too
Fast to be read, until
The riffling stops.

Finger skates across the floor, touching
Only dust.
And the presence is gone, leaving only
A lingering sense of hope.
The notebook is sitting on
The windowsill. The whole attic can
Sense the words as she speaks:
“You can come out now.”
--Is that all the attic needs
A single ray of sunlight, to be
Refilled with promise and possibility?
You’d be surprised how much of
A difference it makes, when
The dust is no longer heavy, settling
On age-old wooden floorboards
Come to the attic and see the
Dust flying through the light
And you’ll know the truth of what
A spark can do
When the pencil
Touches paper…
Light is special, but hope
Is priceless.

The attic is silent as the
Chest is rejected. Turning away, the
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Taking Papou’s Advice
By Soula Sidou
I knew there was going to be trouble when I glanced at the
“Mην Kαπνίζετε” (No Smoking) sign and noticed that the bus drive
held a cigarette between two fingers, a cell phone in his left hand,
and steered the bus with his knees. I exchanged worried glances with
my brother and sister. We had heard rumors that transportation in
Greece wasn’t great, but we didn’t expect that there was a chance that
our driver would veer off the road on our voyage from Zaharo, in
the South of Greece, to Florina, the town where my family is from.
Ironically, it’s located in the very north of Greece. It was going to be
a long bus ride.
I was starting to dose off when the driver slammed on the
brakes and jolted me out of my much needed slumber. An annoyed
voice came on to the loud speaker “Λυπάμαι όλους, υπάρχει μετάβαση
να είναι μια καθυστέρηση, υπάρχει πολλή κίνηση”. I translated for
my brother and sister; apparently there was a great deal of traffic
and there would be a large delay. Loud groans and curse words were
heard throughout the bus. A baby wailed.
My grandfather always told me that the journey is always
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more fun than the destination. I usually to try to listen to my papou,
but at that moment, I was thinking, “Yeah right, Papou. I’m stuck on
a smelly bus next to some lady holding a chicken”. I later found out
that her name was Maria, and that she had bought her chicken, which
she named George, for her family’s dinner that night. My shock must
have been pretty apparent because she burst out laughing and told me
that I was a sweet girl and that it was good for a young American girl
like me to speak Greek and have respect for where she came from.
Another woman glanced our way and smiled. Apparently it wasn’t
weird for her to see a woman holding a rambunctious chicken on the
bus either. I was just glad that George didn’t bite me.
Maria wasn’t the only person I met on the bus. Two girls, sitting with their tired, worn out, grandmother, quietly chatted to each
other in a language that I recognized as Albanian. The town where
I am from in Greece, Florina, is very close to the Greek-Albanian
border, so although I don’t know the language, I detected their accent
almost immediately. Even though we didn’t speak the same language,
we were able to communicate in a different way. I pointed to myself
said my name and the word “America”. Their faces lit up as soon
as they registered that word. I whipped out my digital camera and
showed them pictures of back home: the Erie Canal, the local mall,
even some pictures that I had saved from my family’s trip to New
York City a couple months before. They pulled out old, worn photographs from their frayed knapsacks of their farm, their small house,
and their cute dog. With simple hand gestures, a lot of pointing, and
a great deal of laughter, those two girls helped to make my bus ride
go by a lot faster.
Eventually, it was our stop. We gathered our belongings, and I
looked back at my two new friends. I wrote down their names, Christina and Alexia, and promised to add them on Facebook as soon as
I got a chance to go to the internet café in town. As we exchanged
hugs and kisses, I thought about how different their lives were. They
lived humble lives, and their dream was to come to America, a place
that I take for granted. I stepped off the bus and into the night; we
had gotten home four hours later than we anticipated. My papou was
right after all; the delay was actually a blessing in disguise. Not like I
would I ever tell him that; I would never hear the end of it.
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Letters from Penelope
By Emily Burns
I am tired, true of heart,
Scraggly son of Ithaka.
Every day I sit by
Awaiting your ships billowing
Into port, the sound of your smile
Crashing against waves with pride.
You do not come.
You do not come,
And yet your house is full with men—
And I wait.
I wait for you, you
And your shipwrecked jaw
And eyes filled with siren songs.
I swear this on your solid memory—
Ten years in the making and still tangible.
My dear husband: I do not pen these words
For guilt, but simply to tell you these things:
Your dinner is growing chill;
I must apply cold cream to my face.
Dear Telemachus has run away from home again,
A scarf tied like an emblem around a stick
And has brought nothing for sacrifice.
When you come home,
Pray that you don’t arrive drunk
And glowing with conquest.
Hold me as you used to,
Maybe, and lie to me.
Lie to me most sincerely and tell me
About your grand odyssey.
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Silver
By Eve Brewer
At dusk before the set of sun
I came down the steps with my pitcher
(my master’s pitcher)
to wash their hands for their meal.
Full of water, heavy, silver
(my mother said
tell the future
in water and silver)
I carried it around the table
and back up some steps, down more
to wash my hands to eat.
In stone, not silver;
but water in stone gets you as clean or more
and slaves have no need of silver
to tell their future.

Introduction to the Dramatic Monologue
“That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as if she were alive. I call
That piece a wonder, now: Fra Pandolf ’s hands
Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
Will’t please you sit and look at her?”
“My Last Duchess,” by Robert Browning, 1842
In Mr. Steele’s AP Literature and Composition class, students
were asked to complete a dramatic monologue project in the style of
Robert Browning and other writers. They were instructed to select
one significant figure in history (ideally an artist) from 3000 B.C.E .to
1970 that they would embody in an original poem, entirely in blank
verse. Afterwards, students were tasked with writing a metacognitive
piece: a reflective nonfiction piece that would illustrate their individual experiences and approaches towards the project itself.
Naturally, such an assignment inspired great anticipation and
fear in the students, for it combined the arduous task of writing poetry, undergoing college-level research, and reading said poems aloud
in a single, tremendous effort. However, every student rose to the
occasion – each piece was individually evocative, personal, and wellwritten. The staff of Pegasus has selected a small representation that
demonstrates the works produced from this unique assignment in the
following section.

Claire Thomas
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1939-1940: Frida Kahlo
by Abby Johnson
You don’t remember what it’s like to sleep alone
before you remember that you aren’t supposed to care
because you’re an artist, not a spouse
and you don’t remember that before you it wasn’t just the injury
that caused constant pain but the isolation
and so you’re alone and I’m alone and in all this desolation
I can’t help but think that I should have stayed with Gomez
because he came with a group and youth
and you came with a round stomach and a round suitcase of endless
baggage
and expectations; I was a wife who occasionally wore suits
and still always dons a thick brow above the window
that you used to peer into so lovingly
but you want a wife who dolls herself into some traditions
because it’s fine to be a communist
and it’s fine to be a visionary
but it’s not fine to be married to someone
who dresses as if she knows there is a world outside of Mexico
and I’m not Lupe and I’m not Cristina
I’ll have you know that I tried to hate Cristina more
you watched me march, sign in hand and fury in heart
for the right to hate her just as much as I loathe you
Diego, and I want you dead and dust and gone , and
--maybe I even want you back—but
Cristina could merely just go to hell.
when the earth swallows her and me up—
We’ll go at the same time because after all this we might as well share
that too
Diego, you’ve split me in two
and the last time it was the seventeenth of September that divided
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me:
the old Frieda to the new Frida
(one whose old name says kill and one whose new name says never
again)
the future MD to the girl flat on her back
with a paintbrush as poor substitute for a scalpel
It was that bus that came with cloak and dagger
because I was going to save some beating heart
and instead it’s just my bleeding heart
stringing along its dripping veins to connect I and me
You made me feel like a schoolgirl until
I realized one day that I no longer had jacks, pranks, and dreams
spilling out of my pockets and you were no longer
the dashing man who came by with stories and bravado
on Sunday afternoons and instead I was a grown up or
as grown up as I’ll ever be as Mrs. Rivera or Mrs. Mural and
I can only hope they’ll address you as the Royal King of Thrice Divorced
I don’t know if I ever told you about when
I caught my mother drowning baby rats in the basement
and that was the first time I saw cruelty coexist with sweetness
but then I lived a life and had a marriage and now
it doesn’t seem so hard to believe
Here I flirt with Marianne and hang
This painting on the wall at this museum with its
glass garden in the front and I will not leave the dirty mark
of an arrogant mural that assumes it’s until earth do you part
Before you make your defense case, I’ll say it:
one year and fifteen hundred miles keep me from
the man who sought shelter in the homeland
and found asylum in me, that lacey left woman you so easily found
fault in
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Ten years and el mar parts me from
the lucky pairing of the elephant and dove
and my father’s warning that you’ll always have to be my keeper
and the reality that you are no longer mine
we are separated as when Moses pushed apart the red sea
and I feel as even if I swim forever
(as I’m sure, this hurts coming off, I’ll love you forever)
to reach the other side I’ll never be able
to cross the line of divine intervention
I’m not sure if you’ve heard but the Louvre bought my painting and
I’ve wanted to tell you all this for a very long time but my words
fell into silent thoughts and those thoughts into memories
which in time became paintings and those into a life
I know this because it’s my life and if you can’t quite recall
my life is something you are no longer a part of.

Jacqueline du Pre
By Jennifer Sun
Do you remember when I told you about
Moscow. How I liked smiling and swearing at
Russian ladies, “Devoch’ka”
How their surprise rearranged wrinkles.
The lights were on as we flew on and they
fought on as we played on and they died as we lied
and ate nuts and wine. I became
Shulamith Barenboim in the Wailing Walls
of Solomon’s Temple while lights burned off
on June 16th, 1967.
Let’s dance with Brahms again on New Years
Eve and run through Malvern’s plains and lanes.
I’ll ask you if Freud created the atomic bomb
and we’ll talk about women who knit and sing simply
without tragedy and laugh over Shosty’s glasses.
We used to laugh Mr. Barenboim.
Do you remember Mr. Barenboim.
Come back Mr. Barenboim!
Oh there you are washing my laundry
like you did when I crawled and I
married and now that I sleep. But
where were you then, Mother, where
were you then, Iris. You weren’t entirely
dead then, though your eyes were already rocks.

Emma DiMarco

You loved Davydov but what of Danny
you never heard the glass break completely.
You smelled the orange tangerines while
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Margaret, Healing
By Joyce Wang

Maria Dunaevsky
I traveled through the Bach suites in
hallowed Reykjavik. You smiled while I smiled while
I got shot while I played Dvorak.
You smiled in the darkness as I became the endless
Romanza. You listened to me play The Trout
with my bare feet with Perlman.
But damn you damn you.
Where were you Iris when I fell
down the stair alone. Surrounded by limbs
and cement and broken wood.
Where were you when my hair started
falling off and Oklahoma men
stopped calling me angel.
Where were you when people called
me sloppy when they accused me when
they laughed inside while I struggled
while I floated when I was supposed to play.
How can you play when you float.
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Draw back those velvet drapes reeking of death,
My heart’s shadowed enough – no need for more.
Twice now has this damn leg bedridden me:
First Bucephalus, that summer day, warm,
Sticky, as if powdered air-molasses,
Galloping free past the tall, silent oaks,
Sentinels of my drafty Jackson home –
(Were you there? My memory’s bulletholed –
It’s this leg! Pain that shrouds my common sense
Tighter than drowning men clutch rotten planks)
And now Bucephalus reincarnate,
The same inky mane, the same leg-shattering back –
More syrup! – No, away! I hate this haze…
Cammie, did my mother lie here before?
Did she exhaust her canteen, lungs fluid-filled,
Hacking her life away in this dark room?
Did she too lie corpse-still in this dark bed –
Do I now fill the feathery void she left?
Know you if Stephens sat here, pen in hand,
Dutifully recording Mother’s last breath?
– One day too late! God! (And she would say this,
‘Invoke not the Lord’s name in vain’) One day…
Her soul sang with indomitable fires –
Dressing me in a “Votes for Women” sign
While baby fat still dressed my womb-grown cheeks
To hear that suffragette Mrs. Catt speak!
And on my fifth, I said I despised math,
That I’d never drag myself there again.
Oh she whacked me like an insolent fly,
Stamping out my rebellious child-thoughts.
We drove out along the Jonesboro road,
Lonely among the blood-red Georgia hills,
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Passing mansions ruined by time and men,
The once glorious lives, as evening
Approached – passing through history itself.
And she stared into my wide eyes and said
Those cold ghosts were once hot blood and white flesh,
Like me, believing themselves to be safe.
Yet when Sherman marched with his blue-backed men,
Tearing through those fields with thunderstorm force,
Those folk became phantoms nevertheless.
‘Education!’ she shouted into air.
That I would be lost without one someday
When another storm blights security.
The carriage plush warmed me against the night.
I went to school the next day after all.

What would you say to me if you could but speak?
Would you whisk me to Confederate shades,
Would you rain fire down from the heavens?
Would you love me still, be proud of me?
Because despite our pains, despite your iron jaw
And your mulish pushing and that hairbrush,
Cracked like a whip over slaves in fields of white –
I miss you, your demanding presence, a giant
Wrapped in a package smaller than even me,
Your steely spine, your sharp gait, your soft arms.
And more than schoolchildren, glancing outside,
Pine for the sun-kissed meadows of summer,
Or the cool-draped branches of old magnolias,
I wish our New York week had lasted an eternity.
One day, the difference of a lifetime.

Would she take that worn hairbrush to my back
If her breath filled still this house, gliding down
The white-pillared staircase, penetrating
The ornate walnut doors, giving life here?
Without backwards glance, I – roaring May rains,
The girls of Ten Hen, mediocre grades,
And Southern belle play – forgone for her heels
To bear, an adhesive for upheaved lives,
Green as spring’s first grass yet all ungrounded.
No Smith degree-ticket to Vienna
As a pupil of Freud, just Atlanta;
Just another mistress of the household,
Gladly beholden to brother, father –
Hollowed, dazed, tear-ed out father,
Crumpled inside like a wad of tissues.
I am not a physician, Mother!
I’m living for the family I have left
I dropped my education – No economic skill
With which to save myself in a new world –
What do you think of me now, Mother?
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Although Unremembered
By Sara Xu
It is good that you have come, for the men in this city,
they do not trust so easy and by extension, so have I—
only family I might trust, it seems, in this world.
I have left the best behind.
Oh, Naples is not so bad as you think—yes,
these streets reek of dirt and play, nothing
compared to my old mistress’s beauty—but now
there is a certain sense of here that I found lacking before;
here, and I see art is real, the very nature
of these grounds follows the path of my brush
while my brush runs the course of nature.
That is enough for any apostle of beauty, I think.
So you say father’s work still holds?
Yes, it has not been so many years
since I had seen him again; you were not present,
but he expressed a deep desire to see us all once
more before… I have not told him yes.
I suspect he has written you, mayhap you have
written back, but I will not tell him yes.
I lost contact with him before Roma. I do
not care to know where he has gone, nor,
I think, does he. It will remain that way.
I see you staring, and indeed, it goes
as poorly as it looks. Palmira, her wedding has broken me
despite the joy, and here I am searching for the work
that will not come—perhaps for the better.
My art revolts; inside, I am rolling like the angry oceans…
King Neptune is offended! And the sailors skitter,
rushing to their ropes and stations, yet who would be frightened
of me, a struggling painter in a tin dress?
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You realize, of course, that once the outline, the sketch,
the idea is penned all that remains are colors—
a trifling thing; little Niccolo could paint a woman
so gentle she looks to fall out the canvas
once the painting is finished, and yet it is my
genius that has created the woman, my work
to give her life! There is no man
that would shame another in this way.
But come, look, and I shall show you why you
behold my humble home today. Here
is a painting which I have done, and I require
it to be transported to Sicily—Galatea died
at sea, and I do not wish for that to happen
again. Enough women have suffered at the clumsy
hands of man, and I especially. My portrait
need not meet the same fate, no?
Careful with your precious cargo, dear brother, for you hold
my uncertain future in your hands. You are
off to your job, and I to mine, but what
different worlds they are! The difference seems
comical, yet I cannot bring myself to
smile—that, I shall reserve for a later date;
there is too much to consider now,
another commission to paint, and I enter
my world yet again to forget the deaf
and blind men at the cusp of my nightmares. Enough!
They need not listen. My works will speak for themselves.
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Although Unremembered: Metacognitive Piece
By Sara Xu
I had read a book about Artemisia when I was floating
through my historical fiction obsession two years ago. At that time,
she was interesting—perhaps not grabbing, but interesting enough to
bring her home to show my mom, who was also a painter by hobby.
What I thought was odd was that although the impression she left
on me was minimal, her name was the first to come to mind when I
received the project.
She was the first to jump into my mom’s mind as well.
If there is such a thing as fate, this was probably as close as it
was going to get.

Maria Dunaevsky
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Going to the library is a little more of a hassle than it used to
be; driving ten minutes there and back for a total of twenty minutes
for maybe exactly that time inside the library itself doesn’t always
seem worth it anymore, especially when time to read for pleasure is
limited. But, I dredged up the motivation to go, because while whoever coined “no pain, no gain” should be given a large roll of duct
tape and told to go wild on the face, he or she was also right. I found
all my Gentileschi books approximately fifteen minutes before closing
and was on a quest to find a suitable mystery book for my younger
sister as per request (no magic, no weird things, and no romance).
On my way to the Youth section, I nearly ran an old woman
in a white fur coat and grey muffler hat over, a frog with bright red
lipstick and gnarly joints. She stopped me, saying, “Is the library
closed?” I told her in so many words that I thought there were fifteen
minutes left (despite the number having just been announced). She
then mumbled something about needing to reach a book and not
being able to find anyone, and so I either fortunately or unfortunately
piped up, “I can do that for you.”
I followed her into a quiet corner section between twin imposing shelves, where she said she wanted a book on either a James
or Nikolas, and pointed up the shelf. After rooting around, I did
manage to find one, but she had already read it.
“Ah,” she said. “I was looking for a different book…”
It took a while for me to understand she wanted a different
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novel from the same author, but once I did, I searched the shelves
nearby and although there were more Louises than Nikolases, I found
another one by the same author, with a badly-penned red butterfly
on the cover. She dropped it into her bag before turning to me with a
crimson smile as wide and flat as her hat. “Thank you so much,” she
said, and looked as though she wanted to say more, but I was bouncing off, running away from her crusty words and frog hat.
I needed that mystery book. (When I did find it, it was too
inappropriate for my sister to read.)
A few days later in the school library, it occurred to me as
I was looking for books that it might be more consumer-friendly
(although perhaps not safety-friendly) that the books be stacked so
that their spines are horizontal. It was tiring leaning over so far to
the right in order to be able to read their spines, and my eyes were
telling me either taking a break or actually sleeping was in order. As
I thought on this, Rudy came over and asked me what I was looking
for; a red encyclopedia on the Renaissance, the only work that had
any conclusive information on Gentileschi. It turns out I had missed
it one shelf back. I knew stacking books sideways was a bad idea.
I carried my book over and asked for it to be copied; a tall,
thin librarian I always thought looked a little like a spoiled wedding
cake took it over to the machine. Upon seeing what I wanted, she
asked how I knew about the artist—understandable, considering that
she wasn’t a particularly famous painter. Embarrassed, I laughed a
little and pointing, said that I had read about her over in the fiction
section and was so intrigued I wanted to write more about her. That
wasn’t entirely true (I also wanted to add a few Italian words to add
some flair but ultimately failed to do so), but I knew that she was
the right one. Unfortunately, “it felt right” isn’t an acceptable reason
anymore.
Halfway through my research I found out my sister had returned half my books to the library before I could even start reading
them. By the time I had found time to visit the library again to fetch
the books, they were gone (although the system read that they were
on site, but stranger things have happened). Luckily, just by browsing
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the general section, I found a handful of other painters that, although
they were no Artemisia, inspired by sheer spunk.
Giotto in particular was a feisty old man; I learned that the
story of the perfect red circle belonged to him, and that he once
snapped at a patron for calling him old (in a very politically correct
way; he offered Giotto take a rest). Giotto’s arrogance and faith in his
own brushes (he needed no epitaph, he said, because his name was
enough) brought to life the idea of a flawed artist, chipping away at
his life to bring about something bigger than he would ever be.
I was stuck until three days before the assignment was due. I
had written a good fifty lines and hated all of them; they were for different moments, too—I could have written about her confronting her
father, or her rapist, or her husband, but none of them grew. I even
borrowed a book on Salvador Dali in preparation for the last-minute
switch, and had a moment picked out too (he once showed up to a
wedding in scuba diving gear; his speech would have been even more
extraordinary, I think).
Then, stepping back, I wondered what I, not Artemisia, liked
to write about. A amateur trend showed that most of my pieces in
Creative Writing class were about siblings. I remembered that Ar105

temisia had three brothers, none of whom, no matter how hard I
searched for their names, apparently had made it through history, and
yet she relied on them to transport her paintings when ordinary men
could not be trusted. That type of faith in family is exactly the sort I
knew and admired, and I found my moment.
Performing onstage terrifies me.
No matter how many times I’ve done it before, I never fail to
feel as though I’ve swallowed an entire family of frogs who wielded
spears and swords and they’re all determined to murder me from the
inside.
Walk, smile, bow, smile, nod, tune, sit. It’s a rhythmic pattern
that’s almost down to an art, except it’s not, because there’s always
the chance of something different happening and there is never a
backup plan—how many second chances does one get if she trips
on her skirt and falls offstage? This particular time there was a ripple
of silence before the audience began to catch on that clapping was
a ritualistic part of the concert and brought their hands together
sporadically. Our conductor merely gave us a Look before she started
the first piece.
Probably a bad omen.
After tripping through the entire program, all of us felt
relieved to be offstage, where we could mourn our failed attempt in
peace and leave the stage to the flashier band.
As the orchestra of the school, we generally dislike playing
with the band. If we play one piece, they play two. If we play three
pieces, they play five, and if we play five, they play seven. It was like
Gettysburg all over again at a high school level. We play the part of
Lincoln, and they are Everett.
They played seven that night.
It wasn’t that it was boring, because it wasn’t; band music
tends to be more exciting and upbeat than orchestra music, but it also
tends to be more repetitive. After the fifth piece we were attempting to memorize the members of the bands’ names or counting out
syllables in our poems for the fourth time. If anything good came
out of that concert, at least we had a pretty decent idea of where the
stresses were in our monologues.
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Charlotte Bronte
By Miranda Konar
In Angria, the Brontes played at kings and queens,
The Duke of Wellington and Napoleon warring in our meadow,
But never Cleopatra, remember?
We dreamt sweet dreams we hoped were real,
My brothers-in-arms, my ladies-in-waiting, slept still,
Their dreams deepening as I awoke, uncrowned,
No capital of Europe, but an isle, my Hibernia?
To be the queen of my domain, at least,
The most your daughter could hope to claim.
How different a story had I written it,
Had Anne, had Emily, had not he.
How long ago you brought us toy soldiers,
Now you stand, sentinel, at my gate.
Tell me, Father, will we let him in?
Oh, Zamorna would laugh at his lesser model,
Bible for a sword, reverence for passion,
But I cannot forget him crying at the fence.
Indeed, I have already worn his name,
All the Bells acted at marriage in our service.
His letters recall those from not so long ago,
Letters filled with my anguished love.
Do I not reply, as mine did to me?
But having felt the love I need,
A love of respect, and wit, and fire,
Do I feel its lack in my side?
Mary Pacey I will never be,
But I was her once, and no happier.
I left Gondal and Angria, but they remain,
Forever fantasy, this constant companion,
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I must remember I cannot write my end.
Time to say, rest in peace,
And feel their bones beneath us.
Father, I know you feel them too,
Those shadows in the garden and voices in the fire.
Some days I feel we live in our own grave
And they await us and I feel
We live more dead than alive, but you know,
They live on in ink and stone.
Only let me go to the man at the fence.
No African kingdom, nor austere master,
But this I can have, and let me!
To think I scorned him, hoped he would go,
Would stay forever on holiday, but
It’s true what they say, people grow dearer in time.
And some nights, I feel their death in me, it moves
And beckons, but I must live three-fold.
Our lives are not the stories we told,
Fantasies we dreamt nor worlds we wrote,
No garden dripping in saccharine sin,
No split tree nor flint-eyed rogue.
In Haworth I will live and die,
My name carved beneath my sisters,
But first, to add before I go.
Father, do you accept the offer? I do.
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Charlotte Bronte: Metacognitive Piece
By Miranda Konar
I was raised Jewish, but each Christmas my mother has
returned increasingly more to her Protestant upbringing. I knew she
really gave up when I opened my bedroom door a few years ago on
December 25 and found a stocking. Inside was coal gum, lip gloss,
a book on dream interpretations, and, among other things, a copy
of Jane Eyre. It’s a purple hardcover decorated with red vines, full of
notes and references inconveniently placed in the back, so you have
to hold one finger in the footnotes section and the other on the page
you’re reading. Despite the annoyance, I’ve read that particular copy
about four times.
Sometimes I’m embarrassed to admit that I had to see the
movie to finish the book, but then I remember, it’s an awesome
movie with great cinematography, an incredible score, and Michael
Fassbender. It’s true that I was about halfway through when I saw
the movie, but I already knew how the story ended, and being able to
picture it all made the book even more interesting. Now, every time
I reread it, I approach Jane Eyre with a question in mind: why does
Rochester lose a hand and an eye? Or, why is there a fire motif ? It’s
my favorite book.
So of course Charlotte Bronte immediately came to mind
upon hearing the assignment. I hoped that she would be just like
her heroine: smart, direct, plain-spoken but insightful, even funny at
times. Knowing Jane’s voice as well as I do, I thought it would be easy
to mimic the author’s. I began my search in the school library and we
found the books jammed ignominiously on the lower shelves: books
printed thirty years ago, yellow-paged and with the peculiar smell of
age. Most were the standard scholarly texts, but one, ominously titled
Dark Quartet, was “biographical fiction” that probably more closely
resembled The Other Boleyn Girl than The Madwoman in the Attic. The
best book I found was one that my father (always eager to involve
himself in my schoolwork) ordered online: Authors in Context: The
Brontes.
As I read I started to put together a disconcerting view of
Charlotte Bronte. Did you know her fans or colleagues would invite
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her to parties and she wouldn’t say a word? Everyone wanted to hear
what this celebrated author had to say, and she was quiet the whole
night. Did you know some believe she chose not to be treated for
pneumonia during her pregnancy because she wanted to die? That
was the hardest thing to read. Not everyone believes it, though.
Ultimately I ended up pitying her. It feels strange to say,
because I’m in awe of her in many ways. I think she was an extraordinary writer and a philosopher in her own right. I wanted to change
my senior quote to, “I would always rather be happy than dignified.”
They wouldn’t let me so it’s still this weird lyric from a song I liked
in October. But the conclusion that I came to is that, particularly in
Jane Eyre she wrote characters similar to herself in their intelligence,
plainness, and fervor, but gave them the endings she couldn’t have.
She fell desperately in love with her teacher, and he ripped up her letters. She tried to open her own school, and not a single pupil applied.
She lost almost everyone she loved. So what makes me saddest is that
she invented amazing worlds, Angria as a child and Thornfield as an
adult, in which she could never live.
It took me a long time to decide which “moment” to choose.
I thought I should choose the moment when she sent her and her
sisters’ writings off to a publisher, but I wanted to choose the moment in which she agreed to marry Arthur Bell, a family friend and
painfully sensible curate. For me, her marriage signified the end of
her career. It’s true that she kept writing, and perhaps would have
published had she not died so soon after, but the fact is she didn’t,
and her marriage was its own kind of death.
At first she refused Arthur, who was so heartbroken she
found him one day crying against the fence to her house. Her father
didn’t approve of the young curate, feeling that he was beneath his
famous daughter. But over time Charlotte changed her opinion of
him. She believed that, at the very least, she must respect the man she
married, which was why she turned down other proposals. And they
grew fonder of each other the longer they were married, so that she
started to refer to him as “my dear boy” in her letters. But she also
reprimanded her friends for pressuring her into marriage, saying that
no girl understands what she is entering.
In her early stories, Charlotte fashioned a dashing character
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Isaac Hertzon
named Zamorna who went off on adventures and fell deeply in love
with a woman named Mary Percey. In Brussels, she admired her very
austere, very smart, very married teacher, Monsieur Heger, and was
devastated by his ultimate rejection. And she created Edward Fairfax
Rochester, the flint-eyed, fiery vagabond who I believe inspired the
cult of the bad boy (see 10 Things I Hate About You, the Jessica Darling
series, and every high school sophomore girl’s yearnings-filled journal
for evidence). And she married Arthur Bell.
So that’s why the project made me sad. Because you can
be such a passionate person, and end so obscurely, perhaps having
accomplished something but not the objective that inspired your
creations. People often ask me why Jane Eyre is my favorite books
and I think that’s part of the reason. It’s a story filled with Charlotte
Bronte’s wishes and thoughts and fantasies and fury, and I feel it every time I pick up the purple hardcover wrapped in red vines. Here is
the legacy she left: not in a house in Haworth, not in the family plot,
but in your hands, warming beneath your fingers and burning like a
woman who knew she would never live as she wrote.
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Child’s Play
By Michel Liu
The mission was to make a new friend.
Amidst the crowd of third-graders flooding out of the cafeteria, I craned my neck for a good candidate and spotted it in a bobbing black ponytail. “Hey, Grace! Wait up!” I called. I ran towards
her and skidded to a stop.
“Do you want to play with me today?”
“All right!” she complied.
The playground at my elementary school sits on a large
square of mulch and is framed like a painting, boxed in by long
wooden planks. The first day we played together, Grace and I carefully trod on these planks like tightrope performers. It was here
where we chanced upon the entrance to another world: delicate, tiny
mushrooms with thin stalks and tan caps that grew on one of the
playground’s corners, where mulch was mixed with soft grass.
For reasons I cannot fathom today, my brown eyes widened
at the fungi as I mused to my new friend, “These mushrooms would
make excellent umbrellas for mice.”
“They would!” piped Grace.
“What if…mice could harvest them? And bring them back
to their king – the king of Mouselandia?”
That one innocent question transformed the recess grounds
permanently. All of a sudden, there were kingdoms – all ruled by
different animal species. Birds ruled the air; cats eagerly guarded
their hill. In our eyes, trees became natural apartment buildings, and
even the common beetle had a role in our new world. Groundhogs
tunneled for rare gems under our feet. Also, of course, our beloved
mice flourished.
Close to a rough brick wall of the school was a congregation
of trees that provided constant, refreshing shade during boiling days.
One of these trees had four slim trunks, instead of one: the royal
Mouselandian Headquarters. Take a few steps from this anomaly
of nature, into the blazing sunlight, and behold the playground.
Multiple ladders that grew hot during the summer led to a swaying
bridge, which led on to a regal tower. The tower was home to a tube
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slide that became high-speed when winter snow was dropped down
its turquoise depths. Other slides of different shapes and textures
sat next to short and tall monkey bars. Imagination turned all of this
into the mice’s bustling, shiny purple-and-green metropolis for trade
and commerce.
In the winter time, the students adored the green hill next
to the playground. Snow coated the hill like a perfectly frosted
cake, and we sledded down the hill’s slopes in small plastic sleds, the
wind whipping terrifically in faces and blowing back scarves. When
warmth seeped back into the frozen air, the melted snow left the
hill soggy, like a green towel. A muddy static stream circled its base.
This strip of water, creatively named the Mississippi, was dangerous
territory for the citizens of Mouselandia. The whole hill, you see,
was Catopia territory, fiercely claimed by – who would’ve guessed –
cats. Being loyal magicians to King Harold of mice, the espionage
activities Grace and I committed in Catopia were undoubtedly perilous, and we barely escaped with our lives.
Initially, this make-believe pastime was quite cheerful. We
waved around twigs, consulted King Harold at the four-trunked tree,
infuriated pompous cats, and regularly checked the health of the
mushrooms. The game would not have lasted very long if it stayed
that way, though, and soon I led my sidekick into darker plots.
Conflicts between the mice and cats intensified. Our magical
skills increased. The unused end of the basketball court shaded by
streaming willow trees and strewn with thin leaves became the dark
forest of Tek. There were plagues. Royal family betrayals. Battles.
And then, a black shadow formed from the purest evil threatened to
take over all the animal kingdoms:that was the greatest struggle of all.
Perhaps it was a little too frightening for a pair of third-graders, but it
was so captivating.
Every outdoor recess day was devoted to Mouselandia for
over two years. Each day, Grace and I escaped to a world of magic,
adventure, and pulse-increasing excitement. Then a little thing happened, before we could even glance at a watch: we graduated from
elementary school. There are two middle schools in our district—
Grace went to one; I went to the other. We are still friends, but our
conversations are awkward and forced. We never talk about our
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Mouselandian days.
It’s a shame that when one ages, imagination fades. In a way,
growing up is like becoming blind. Nowadays, when I set my eye
upon an object, I see it for what it is while my younger self somehow
saw something deeper, something invisible. I wish that I could return
to the center of that magnificent playground, to kick around the
mulch with my sneakers, to look around. Back in the day, it was an
exciting challenge for me to reach the monkey bars; today I am most
likely tall enough to sit on top of them. Maybe the hill that was once
Catopia would look small. Maybe I would not be able to fit into the
tube slide. Maybe the mushrooms do not grow there anymore.
Even so, I think that I would smile. I would smile for my
second world. I would smile for my past friendship. I would smile
for the time when the air sparkled with imagination.

Weep
By Julia Blanding
Not all of them were human.
Not all of them were real.
They laughed at me, hunting through
The paisley-lined pockets of
My coat for knives or contraceptives;
Violating me,
Running their hands up the front
Despite my objections.
And gently touching my hair,
They tried to justify their wrongs.
They brought the fairest then.
Is it fair to call her the fairest?
I had no rest.
Thoughts blast through my mind like bullets.
She unbound her hair
And chopped it all off.
And we lay down near the world.
The stars were meant for moments like these.
I was drunk with her scent,
Or maybe it was the vodka.
Coming back from that place of mystery,
I realize now my purpose.
She made me weep,
But not for me,
For her.

Claire Thomas
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The Ride
By Liz Harvey

Vignettes
By Emma DiMarco
Knots
I walked on the Great Wall of China with your favorite pair
of sneakers on my feet and the red shoelaces tied so tightly; triple
knotted. You said you didn’t want to watch me go. The bricks began
to crumble under me and I walked on the tops of my toes. I read that
one million men died building that pointless wall. You’d think all that
time and all those men would amount to something great, but it fell
apart from the friction between the soles of my shoes.

Bookshelves Are the Slaves of Mirrors
She mapped out thoughts on her bedroom floor with white
paper covered books that had never been opened. They held promises between the men she had tried to love. She shaved her head that
very morning in the mirror and didn’t feel any sadness. She had seen
so much regret inside of herself that it clung to her like parasites on
the backs of whales. “Go away nostalgia, I don’t want the past.” For
the first time she opened a book and wrote in the text covered pages,
words thick enough to cover all the lost promises they held.
Lions Are Hiding Under the Bed
Thunder could be heard if you put your head to his chest
Pressed against ribs and cool skin you could hear the roaring
It never ended
Days and years
I write to you from the grass over his decaying body
My head rests on his stone
And I can still hear the rumble of the boy who ran naked throughout
the streets crying out your anthem
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The crow’s feet around her left eye seem to lift off the ground
And relentlessly claw. The scar alongside her mouth is faded
But still nips at me when she speaks. Her hazel eyes are muddied with
Age and frustration and life. Brown specks fall across her cheeks
And remind me of dirty rain, falling from a cloudless sky.
I look away, through the window and the rain is falling.
Melting the greens and blues and reds together.
And she is talking. We are moving through a stationary world
But it seems the other way around. In this moment, in the car,
It is the other way around.
The gray upholstery itches as she yells and I cry,
And on the window I can’t tell which are rain drops
And which are tears.
She doesn’t stop and the car keeps moving through the city,
Passing different people with different lives.
I see the wide-mouth laugh of young children, a man’s arms
Flapping wildly as he runs. A woman wearing a stained red jacket
Disappears into a store. A dark-haired girl at the street corner fidgets
As she waits to cross. Pictures of parallel lives,
To the tune of her disappointment.
Suddenly—nothing. She sighs and I wish to be anywhere
But in this small car, driving through the decaying streets.
She whispers her apologies and I whisper mine, but they are empty.
I close my eyes, drowning in darkness. I say mom this has to stop;
She agrees we can’t go on like this. The rain silently drums on the
window.
I know it won’t stop. I know that when we arrive and the two of us
climb out
From this claustrophobia, he will ask about the trip and she’ll say it
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was fine
Even when it wasn’t. And I’ll hug him and glance at her.
We will all go inside with tight smiles and uneasy laughter. When the
door closes,
Our words will fade and we will gravitate towards the ends of our
empty house.

Birdsoul
By Gillian Moore

I will go to my room and rest, until I hear the creak
Of the old wooden floorboards. She will not enter the room completely,
For fear of falling into the great depth of distance between us.
But we will both look at each other and wonder to ourselves
About how the glittering summer day by the water delivered us here.

Everyone was holding their breath
for a scientific serenade,
for his signature superior intellect
to come oozing,
spilling from the violin,
spilling from the Victrola,
spilling from the oral cavity,

He was a bunch of pixels
and a few more Victrolas.
No one could loop like he could.

but it never came.
He looped,
he looped and he whistled,
(Jesus, can the man whistle;
it’s a cosmic thing,
maybe biblical)
and he whistled
but it never came.

Westen Weiss

He’s getting old at heart,
he’s getting tired.
Maybe now he’s too tired
for the great Cause & Effect miracles
of people in motion,
the science of subway stations;
everything’s relative anyways.
He’s been looking for the right words
all these years
in a jumble of
palindromes
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and plasticities
and effigies
and natural disasters
and he used to make puzzles,
puzzles for the soul and for the ego,
where you could get lost in
searching for the meaning
that he maybe never meant,
maybe never penned—

And maybe now he’s found them, and
They.
Are.
Simple.

Who knows.
He’s still genuine
so I won’t complain.
He’s been looking for the right words
all these years
and now he’s looking up instead of down
and looking in instead of out
because down and out won’t ever get you
The Big Picture,
and that’s what he wants now is
The Big Picture,
and if only more people wanted to see it,
then maybe there wouldn’t be as many bombs
and tears
and starving-bloated-dying African babies
(They’re all babies. We’re all babies.)
and people could all just go out for coffee
and not worry about being late.
He’s looking for
The Big Picture
and the right words are
right there, just
Sitting.
Right.
There.
120

Lilli Biltucci
121

Dodgson
By Audrey Higgins
“How was last night’s social, Louisa?” asked Charles.
“Oh it was quite wonderful,” Louisa gushed, her eyes lighting
up at the mention of the previous night’s gathering. “I haven’t ever
been in those rooms before. Have you, Charles?”
“No, I am not usually inclined to wander over to that part of
the college,” Charles replied, smiling at Louisa’s excitement. “Do tell
me about it.”
“There was one gentleman who wanted to tell everyone about
every portrait on the wall, and he snagged the poor Misses Walkers
into his lecture. They looked so bored! Though their aunt was quite
lucky, she managed to escape.”
“That sounds like an accurate description of Lord Rogers.
Was he wearing little black spectacles?”
“Yes, they were the funniest things, all curvy and shiny! Oh,
and I met the most pleasing gentleman, Charles; I think you would
have liked him very much.”
“Mary, would I have liked him as Louisa says?”
“I believe so. He was quite a normal gentleman, a solicitor
from Reading if I understood correctly. If he talked a bit less, I am
sure you two would get along quite well,” Mary gently teased.
“What is this gentleman’s name, if I might inquire?”
“Mr. Jones. Charles, he said he would like to call on me this
week. Mary believes it would be fine; Do you think so too? I know I
am being too eager, but I would very much like to meet him again,”
Louisa finished, looking at Charles expectantly.
Charles couldn’t imagine saying no. “Well, since we have
Mary’s approval, I can’t imagine there is anything dangerous about
Mr. Jones. Make sure to invite me next time,” he said, smiling.
“Oh Charles, I must be the happiest person alive! Thank
you!” Louisa replied, jumping up from her seat and twirling about the
room as if she were dancing with the mysterious Mr. Jones. “We shall
have those biscuits that Caroline bought yesterday and the tea that
Henrietta drinks and we shall serve it all on Mama’s serving china!
Oh, I am so excited!”
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Sensing that all Louisa was likely to talk about now was her
impending visit, Charles stood up to leave. “I must go; I have an
appointment to photograph Lord and Lady Donkin’s son.” Saying
goodbye to Mary and Louisa, who were still dancing an imaginary
waltz, he donned his hat and left.
As he boarded the train for Oxford, Charles wondered about
Mr. Jones. Few solicitors were ever invited to college gatherings, especially those which Louisa liked to frequent. However, Charles was
glad to see Louisa so happy. Although she was quite pretty, Louisa
hadn’t had a suitor in years, leaving her resigned to the life of a governess. As the ticket man walked by, Charles hoped that Mr. Jones
was a respectable man, for he didn’t want to interrupt his sister’s happiness.
As the train pulled out from the station, Charles turned his
thoughts to his upcoming appointment with little Alistair Hatch, who
had a reputation in the college of being a little brat. Charles dearly
wished that Reverend Hatch hadn’t asked him to take some photographs, but he felt that he had to accept, since Reverend Hatch was
a great supporter of the mathematics department. He hated working
with disagreeable and fidgety children. Perhaps, he thought, a story
would keep him still. As the train passed Reading, Charles pulled out
a paper about Sylow theorems, and read quietly as the farms danced
by.
***
The next Saturday, Charles made his customary visit to the
house in Guildford. But as he strolled up the front walk, the door
opened and a man of about thirty-five left the house. He was quite
tall, solidly built, and had ginger hair that was escaping from underneath a rather fashionable bowler. As Charles allowed him to pass
on the narrow walk, the man smiled and greeted Charles in a loud,
bright voice. Charles, who was not used to being greeted with such
enthusiasm, could only nod as the stranger walked by. As the stranger
passed, Charles thought that the stranger’s build and face looked
familiar, but he dismissed the idea as he knew no one with such wild
ginger hair. After a few seconds, Charles recovered and continued up
the walk to the front door where Henrietta and Louisa were chattering excitedly. As Charles reached the bottom stair, he heard Edwin
123

comment, “I don’t think he was all that impressive. Really Louy, I
don’t know why you’re so excited.”
“Oh hush, Eddy, you don’t know what you’re talking about.
He is really quite handsome, don’t you agree Hetty?”
“I do think he was sent from the heavens just for you,” Henrietta replied. Noticing Charles, she said, “Oh hello Charles! How are
you on this lovely day?”
“Very well Henrietta, thank you. Who was that man who I
just passed?”
“That would be Mr. Jones. He came to visit our dear Louy today,” she said, looking at Louisa who was arguing with Edwin about
Mr. Jones. “Didn’t he, Louy?”
“Oh, yes, Charles! I must tell you about his call, it was so
enjoyable! He must be the most amusing solicitor I ever have met,
always cracking jokes. He even made Caroline laugh! Can you imagine?” She adopted a furrowed brow and a sour face, and said in a
drawling voice, “I am Caroline, the most sophisticated lady on the
entire planet earth, and nothing can make me laugh.”
“Except for Mr. Jones!” Henrietta interjected, laughing at the
accurate imitation of Caroline. Louisa’s act began to disintegrate and
soon she was leaning against Edwin, giggling uncontrollably.
“Oh, do get off me, Louy! Charles, do you want to come in
and leave these two sillies to themselves? There was a fantastic article
in the journal this morning about the underground rail lines that I
think you would enjoy. They’ve begun testing on the Circle Line.”
“Thank you for the offer Edwin, but I think I shall hear from
Louisa first about her caller, and then we won’t have any interruptions later. I won’t be too long.” At this, Edwin gave an affirmative
nod and retreated past the foyer and into the house calling for Wilfred.
“Louisa, now that I’ve promised Edwin that I wouldn’t take
too long, how was your call?”
“It was positively lovely,” Louisa said, her face lighting up.
“He is the nicest man, Charles, and no matter what Mary says about
him talking too much, I do think that you two would get along swimmingly.”
“What was his name again, Louisa? I’m afraid that I’ve for124

gotten it.”
“Mr. Jacob Jones. He’s a solicitor from Reading –”
“–and quite desirable apparently, but he’s got his eye on
Louy,” Henrietta interrupted, smiling wickedly. “He never did look at
any one of us but Louy. If he had only been looking at anyone else, I
might have thought him rude!”
“Oh hush, Hetty! We shouldn’t presume anything yet, even
if he did say that my needlework was the tidiest he ever has seen,”
Louisa said smugly.
“Well he must not have ever seen much needlework done, if
yours is the best he’s seen,” Henrietta retorted.
“Oh do hush Hetty! You don’t know what you’re talking
about! Charles, tell her that my needlework is well done.”
“Although I am not well versed in the intricacies of needlework, my dear Henrietta, I do believe that Louisa’s cross stitch does
strictly stick to right angles,” Charles said, smiling. “Now, my dear sisters, I must attend to Edwin before he thinks I’ve fallen down Alice’s
rabbit hole.” He left them in the foyer, bickering about the quality of
Louisa’s needlework.
***
The following Tuesday, after reading papers in the common
room, Charles deviated from his normal routine of returning to his
rooms and instead went to the rooms of his colleague T.B. Strong,
hoping to inquire about Mr. Jones. As Charles pushed open the solid
oak doors that shut Strong’s rooms off from the hall, he could hear
Strong’s booming voice bouncing off the stone walls. “Yes, m’boy,
spot on! You see, there is a reason behind selecting the date of Easter
Sunday!” Strong came out into the foyer, and seeing Charles said,
“Ah, see young Smithers, even Tutor Dodgson here needs my brilliance! Make sure to prepare your report for Thursday; you will be
presenting them during lecture!” He clapped Smithers on the back,
causing Smithers, who was wincing at Strong’s volume, to cough violently. “Oh don’t you worry m’boy! Now make sure that cough goes
away so you’re in top form for Thursday.” Turning to Charles, who,
having witnessed the effects of Strong’s enthusiasm on Smithers,
was slowly backing towards the oak doors, he asked, “What’s wrong,
Dodgson? Can’t say hello?”
125

Quickly recovering, Charles said, “My apologies, I was thinking about how very much Smithers looks like my brother Wilfred.”
“Got lost down that rabbit hole of yours again, didn’t you?”
said Strong, laughing heartily. “I always know what you’re thinking
Dodgson. So what’s really on your big, funny mind this afternoon,
other than the striking resemblance between young Smithers and
Wilfred?”
“I wanted to know if you knew any of the solicitors in Reading.”
“Well you’ve certainly come to the right man, Dodgson.
What with that nasty business with the Clarks three years ago, I’ve
met quite a few of the Reading solicitor clan. What brings you to ask
about them?”
“I’ve just become familiar with the name of one and would
like to inquire about his background and such.”
“Always curious aren’t you, Dodgson? So what’s his name?
Anyone but a washerwoman and I would be interested by now.”

Claire Thomas
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“Mr. Jones. I believe his first name is Jacob,” Charles replied.
“Ah, Mr. Jones! A most fantastic solicitor! He really is a good
choice if you’re ever looking for one. He’s a most fabulous chap,
always very tuned in on the details. I had him write my mother’s will
and he did a beautiful job, just beautiful.”
“And about his background?”
“Oh, yes! That was your question, wasn’t it? I know he’s a
Rugby man like you, so his background can’t be that bad. Let’s see,
he’s probably about thirty-five, though don’t come running to me if
you lose a bet on that. Oh! And he’s got the most brilliant color hair,
it’s like a – oh, let’s see – burning pumpkin! Fiery ginger, it is, and the
dear man never brushes it, though we shan’t hold that against him.
He really does have a fantastic personality, very kind and gentle, all
while having a roaring sense of humor. He impressed me, and as you
know, very few men do,” Strong finished, winking at Charles, who
had paled at the mention of Mr. Jones’ Rugby education.
“Do you know anything about his education at Rugby?”
Charles inquired, his voice rising in pitch.
“Not much really, other than that he played some silly sort
of sport. Bah! I never could stand sports, what with all that running
around after a silly little ball! Did you play sports, Dodgson?”
“I could never much tolerate them either. I much preferred
academics,” Charles replied.
“I knew you were a good man, Dodgson! Would you like to
take tea with me? The servant will be coming with some soon,” asked
Strong.
“I dearly would like to, but I must decline,” Charles said. “I
have an appointment that I must be getting to.”
“Ah well, another day then! Just don’t get lost down that rabbit hole of yours on the way! Afternoon!” With that, Strong left the
foyer, leaving Charles to pull open the oak doors and walk out into
the hall beyond.
As Charles wandered back to his own rooms, he thought back
to his days at Rugby. There he had been top of his form, but always
the target for the athletic boys, particularly a stout little boy named
Morris Hopkinson and his favorite partners in crime: Bart Harvert,
who had a floppy face resembling a bulldog, and Jacob Jones, who
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everyone always described as looking as an unusually tall and unkempt elf. Jacob’s favorite target was always Charles. Charles could
recall the countless times Jacob had come up behind him to yell in
Charles’ bad ear, and then whisper in his good one. Furthermore, to
accentuate Charles’ inadequate athletic skills, during football Jacob
would run up silently when Charles wasn’t looking, taking advantage
of Charles’ bad ear, and steal the ball from him. Once Jacob had
scored (as he always did), he would lead the Morris’ gang in his favorite chant of, “Dodgson’s got a dodgy ear!”
Although Charles wished that Louisa’s Mr. Jones was not the
same Jacob Jones who had once tormented him, he could not remember any other Jacob Joneses at Rugby, especially with wild ginger
hair. As he turned the corner to his rooms, Charles decided that he
would visit Louisa’s Mr. Jones on the following Monday, when he had
no lectures, to determine if he was the Jacob Jones of Charles’ Rugby
education.
***
By the time Monday had come around, Charles was very anxious about meeting Mr. Jones. While he was nervous about possibly
encountering his former tormentor, he knew that if Jacob and Mr.
Jones were one and the same, he must put an end to his relationship
with Louisa, for he would not stand having a man who was once so
capable of harm to marry his sister. However, Charles was equally
afraid that he would spoil Louisa and Mr. Jones’ courtship if Mr.
Jones was indeed not the evil Jacob Jones from Rugby. His visit the
Saturday prior had proved to him that Louisa was smitten and happier than ever.
As Charles descended from the train in Reading, he looked at
the town spread out in front of him. Small factories spouting ashyblue smoke were dotted at regular intervals across the town. Directly
ahead of Charles, storefronts were lined up like little soldiers, advertising products in overly bright colors, including, much to Charles’ interest, an advanced Chinese abacus. He passed the storefront, noting
the price, and continued on to the business sector of Reading. Here
the buildings were less enthusiastic about the services offered inside,
and Charles nearly missed the drab olive-green sign that was marked,
“The Reading Solicitors’ Office.” As Charles looked doubtfully at the
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front windows, whose curtains shielded the building’s occupants from
Charles’ inquisitive stare, a fat little man, who was quite bowlegged
and pigeon-toed, pushed open the door with surprising force. With
the bell attached to the door ringing furiously, the man began to furiously stomp his way down the sidewalk, muttering to himself, “Them
damn taxes! Never had to pay them before, I never! Them idjits never
know what they’s talking ‘bout!” As he passed Charles on the sidewalk, who was having a hard time containing his surprise, the little
man glared at him and continued on his rant, “Oh, there’s one of
them twiggy men, one of them rascals, all damn collectors that they
are! Taking my earned pay! Them solic’tors not know what they’s
talking ‘bout, I never had to pay them before, I never!”
As he exceeded Charles’ hearing capacities, the door opened
and Mr. Jones poked his head out, watching the little man storm
down the sidewalk. Noticing Charles, he said in an energetic voice,
“Hallo sir! I sincerely apologize for Mr. Bilk’s behavior. He’s just been
told about the new taxes he has to pay on his farm. Could a cup of
tea perhaps entice you to forgive us?”
“I’ll have to pass, thank you. Are you perhaps Mr. Jones?”
Charles asked nervously.
“Well I am!” Mr. Jones exclaimed. “Oh! And you must be the
gentleman I passed on the way out from Miss Dodgson’s house! I do
apologize for nearly running over you; I had a train to catch, you see.
How do you know the Dodgsons?”
“I am Miss Dodgson’s eldest brother, Charles Dodgson.”
At this, Mr. Jones seemed to shrink slightly. “Ah, well. I am
terribly sorry for pushing past you. What brings you here today?” he
asked, paling.
“I am simply here to learn more about the man who is courting one of my dear sisters.”
Charles waited as Mr. Jones tried to hold his composure. Finally, after a pause, he said, “Well I see no problems with that. What
would you like to know?”
“Did you attend Rugby?”
Taken aback by the question, he cautiously replied, “Yes, I
did.”
“When did you graduate?”
129

“1850, and after that I went to university.”
“Do you remember a boy a form ahead of you who was very
skilled at mathematics and Latin, but who was terrible at athletics?”
“I do, but how does this relate to my calling on Miss Dodgson?” Mr. Jones asked.
“You’ll know soon enough I daresay,” Charles replied snippily. “Do you remember tormenting that boy by chanting, ‘Dodgson’s
got a dodgy ear’?”
Mr. Jones lost all color in his face, his freckles looking like
inky dots against his skin. In a voice that had lost all of its previous bravado and charm, he asked, “You wouldn’t happen to be that
Charles Dodgson would you?”
“The one and the same, Mr. Jones.”

Minutiae
By Emily Burns
The National Geographic
cover of the woman with green
eyes, or the storybook
wallpaper in the first floor bathroom,
the waxy crayons in the boiler room
and the rusted key collection
on the green-matted desk,
the telephone which still had
a twirling, winding cord
latched solidly into the wall,
and you, sitting in your chair,
cradling your Lapsang,
bones quiet as dust, you
who were once announced by fireworks
on the day of your birth.

Maria Dunaevsky
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The Quick Wind Whistles
by Eden Knight
The quick wind whistles as it twirls through the dark sky, blowing Lucy’s golden curls in a frenzy. They spring up and down and she
giggles. The wind roars; she bounces impatiently on the cold cracked
pavement. The day her grandparents come to visit has finally arrived.
She waits outside trying to pass the time; her feet start to bounce
and soon her mind springs back to last Christmas. She is in her room
sitting on the white carpet. Her wicker basket filled with plastic food
lies next to her while the five prized items are displayed in front of
her feet. An apple, candy bar, eggplant, carrot, and box of cereal
form an exhibit surrounding her. Papa sits across from the display; he
reaches his big white hands into his jean pocket and pulls out a dollar.
He looks up, and his blue eyes sparkle when he looks at her; he gently
hands her the dollar and with a big smile on his face. He picks up the
apple. “That will be one dollar, sir” Lucy giggles. He twirls the apple
around his hand.
“Now what is this prized possession, young grocery-girl?” Papa
teases.
“Well, it’s an apple of course!” Lucy plays along. She takes the
apple in her hands and can feel its smooth cold skin; she feels its
pointy stem and its bumpy bottom. She lifts it up to her lips and at
once it disappears. Her mouth opens and she watches a cloud of mist
drift into to the icy air. It fogs through her gapped teeth and expands
until suddenly, it vanishes too. She spins around searching for it. She
imagines it turn into a ghost and glide around her home, a small brick
house lit with Christmas lights, and then float to the backyard, where
she sees the makeshift soccer field, used for summertime tournaments, now enveloped in the endless snow. She starts bouncing again.
Her crisp curls shoot up like rockets as she hops from one foot to
the other. Hugging herself tightly, she shivers. But why do my rockets
always come back down? Why don’t they fly up into the universe and take me
soaring with them? She starts to hop faster and then stops, and her curls
follow. Her eyebrows contort. She hops. Her curls fly up again, only
to spring back and collide with her shoulders once more. She frowns.
Beep beep!
132

A forest green minivan zooms into the driveway, and Lucy’s
state of obfuscation is forgotten. Gran is in the driver’s seat. Before
she can stop the car, she swirls it right round in the driveway to face
the road once again. The van jolts to a stop and the back door slides
open. “Jingle Bells” is blasting on the radio. “Get in Lucy!” shouts
a frail but eager grandmother. In her red velvet holiday dress, Lucy
sprints straight towards the open van. A smile spreads across her
chubby cheeks. But not just a regular smile--this one’s so big, that you
can see all of her 20 little teeth, and it’s big enough to make her forget that she was cold in the first place. Her curls hop like kangaroos,
up and down, as she runs. She pops in the van. It smells like pine and old
people laundry. She kisses both her Papa and Gran on their soft sagging
cheeks.
“Hello my love!” Papa yells over the radio. Now he too has a
big smile on his face.
“Hi Papa, Hi Gran!” Lucy says as she buckles in.
“Hi honey.” Gran struggles with the key to restart the engine,
but with some muscle she finally gets it. They zoom off in the snow.
“So, where we going?” Lucy says. Gran lowers the radio volume.
“To Wegmans, of course. You know your Papa and me, we just
couldn’t resist!” She looks up at the roof and smiles. Almost embarrassed she laughs.
“We missed it so much, my love; we’ve practically forgotten
what it looks like,” Papa plays with his key chain.
“Oh, and especially during the holiday season. I hope they have
those little gingerbread cookies I love!”
Lucy giggles.
“Jingle Bells” returns to full blast and Lucy bounces in her seat.
Her head wobbles from side to side, and soon the window captures
her wide-eyed gaze. It’s coated just enough with snow that she can
see a crisp layer of white, but not enough that she can’t see the cheerful people and other drivers through it. There’s a man, maybe 30
years old, with a young boy and girl on either side of him; they’re all
holding hands, trudging their boots through the thick snow. There’s a
young couple with red noses and smiles on their faces; they laugh and
glance in each other’s eyes. Then there’s a grandma and grandpa with
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seven young children, playing in their front yard of a nearby house.
They’re building a snowman with carrots for both the eyes and nose.
Swoosh. Lucy’s weight swings to her right as the van swerves
sharply into the parking lot of the legendary “Wegmans”. Out the
window, Lucy is mesmerized by the perfectly organized parking lot,
like a chess board with each of its pieces exactly in their spot, not a
queen or a bishop out of place. Gran pulls up to the handicapped
parking space and shuts off the engine.
“Well, are you ready or what?” squeals Gran with delight.
The three rush out of the van with excitement, like children
ready to go to the grand opening of a toy store. They walk through
the automatic doors and a sudden warmth promptly replaces the chill
of winter. Lucy’s iced fingertips are thawed with the heat. The crowds
are welcomed with samples of eggnog and gingerbread. The sweet
smell fills the air.
“Yum, give me some of that,” Gran snags three gingerbread
samples and a cup of eggnog. They keep walking.
The store is illuminated by countless rows of lights attached
to its high ceilings. Wreaths with red bows decorate the walls. The
people are going wild with holiday delight; one woman elbows another to the ground in an attempt to get the last available ham. The store
has reached its busy prime and is full of anxious families, rushing
to escape the madness. Even the cashiers struggle with the endless
customers, but all the while, keep frantic smiles on their faces.
The three decide to go their separate ways in order to pick
out the different items they desire. Gran and Papa dash off in opposite directions and are soon lost in the crowd. Lucy lingers around the
store, amongst the frantic families fulfilling their last minute holiday
scavenger hunt. She soon finds herself in the patisserie, in complete
awe at the beautifully decorated pastries, tarts, and cupcakes.
“May I have the pink one?” She points to a raspberry chocolate cupcake in the front row.
“Of course!” says the nice lady smiling behind the counter.
She hands over a cupcake. Lucy’s delicate fingers grasp the treat and
she prances off. She dawdles over to the apples, where she meets
back up with her Papa. By the time she gets there, the cupcake is
gone.
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“Papa, mmm…” Distracted, Lucy fingers a few of the glossy
red globes, searching for just the right one. “How many apples can I
get?” She licks her lips and her happy eyes gently return his gaze.
“Oh…” Caught off guard, Papa stares, scrunching his eyebrows. “Hello sweetheart, what’s your name dear?” In a flash, Lucy’s
big, brown eyes squint in bewilderment. Wait. That’s him, right? Yeah
that’s him. Her forehead wrinkles.
She does a double take and examines the old man who is now
also consumed in studying the apples. He’s bent over, wearing a blue,
fuzzy, quarter zip sweater; his potbelly is protruding ever so slightly
from his torso. His soft, white, and thin hair is somewhat tousled and
yep, he’s wearing white Velcros. This has to be my Papa.
A deep crease forms a “V” on her forehead and hesitantly,
she whispers “I’m Lucy.” A few seconds go by. Her words linger in
the air just long enough for a charge of hope to explode through
her body. He just forgot me for a minute. I already see it in his eyes. Phew! He
remembers now.
He looks back at her, “Well, very nice to meet you Lucy!”
Lucy’s heart stops for a second, her jaw drops, and one eyebrow rises.
She stares blankly at her Papa.
Why? Is all she can ask herself. She picks up a random apple.
Her stomach twists and turns into a knot. She feels its smooth
surface, its pointy stem, and its bumpy bottom. Her throat shrieks
for hydration. She squeezes it gently and feels its soft interior juicing from the inside out. Her mouth dries and shrivels up like a raisin.
A drop of juice runs down her fingertips and drips into her palm.
She can feel the life within the apple; she knows it’s real. But deep in
the back of her mind, she can’t shake the feeling that somehow, it’s
plastic.
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Forever Goes Both Ways
By Sara Xu
Part I.
(The background is the black drapes of the stage and overhead lighting is dim.
Two workers dressed in baggy, bright-orange construction clothes are crouching by
a dead cat stage left.
The one closer to the left, Vincent, has taken his jacket off and tied it around his
waist; he is wearing a stained white t-shirt underneath with dog-tags tucked into
his shirt. His heavy white (now stained dark with work) gloves are still on. He
talks slowly but with great deliberation; everything he says goes through his mind
first before coming out in a drawling Canadian accent. Vincent has sawdustcolored hair and dull green eyes.
The one closer to the right, James, has only unzipped his jacket, but his gloves are
lying down next to him. James talks quickly and gestures often, using circular
motions to express his perpetual excitement. His face is angular and he is much
thinner (albeit taller) than Vincent; he is half-Asian, with dark brown hair and
dark eyes to match.
Both their hard hats are still on. A lit lamppost is at stage right.)
James: He dead.
Vincent: I’ll say so.
James: Pretty bad fortune, that.
Vincent: What, for us or for… (gingerly lifts up a leg to check the cat’s
gender) him.
James: Well, realistically both, but mostly for us.
Vincent: You don’t say.
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James: Think about it. The cat wanders into an unsupervised area—
an area we were supposed to supervise—and gets his way into some
gears. Boom, and now we have a dead cat on our hands, maybe even
on the last life he’s got. Not to mention it’s a black cat—you know
how they are now; can’t see a twitch of the ear without thinking of
death. Sayonara to that. The commissioner finds out about this, the
cat and the broken gears, and (gestures emphatically) it’s on both of our
heads!
Vincent: I know.
James: The cat’s dead.
Vincent: I know.
James: (He throws up his hands halfway as if he wanted a solution from
Vincent but expected no better.) Well, we got to at least give him a proper
burial.
Vincent: (jerks thumb towards the back of the stage) Leave him there.
Birds.
James: (grin spreads across his face) That’s what I’m talking about.
(They both carry the cat gingerly to the back, although Vincent does most of
the carrying. James watches over, occasionally twitching a hand to touch the tail
before pulling away. Vincent lays the cat down and they both look down at their
handiwork.)
James: (laughs loudly) That’s good work, right there. Away from the
scene of the crime, I say.
Vincent: (glances at James oddly) What crime?
James: I like the way you think! Alright, what are we going to
do about the gears? Can’t really leave ‘em lying there like that,
although… (He looks back to where they were at the start of the scene.) Can’t
say there’s much difference, right? It’s all in the hands.
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Vincent: (shrugs) Might be, might not be. (glances to where they were at the
start at the scene) At least it’s not all there.
James: At least it wasn’t all there anyway. Maaan, the commissioner
will have our hands for this! And let me tell you, I like my hands a lot.
Vincent: The commissioner won’t notice over that high wall.
James: Yeah… What a fence.
Vincent: Only place that’s got one.
James: (cheerfully) Well, if you’re not at the top, might as well be at
the bottom. Or on the inside. You know. That sort of thing. I say we
did pretty well for ourselves, man, having done anything for ourselves
at all! That cat—
Vincent: That cat did pretty well for itself. (He scowls and stuffs his hands
into his pockets.)
James: C’mon, you can’t say you want to climb into the gears yourself.
Vincent: Charles did.
James: (suddenly angry) Charles was insane.
(There is a stilted silence in which Vincent does not move and James stalks away
from the cat towards the right.)
Vincent: (He looks up to the top of the stage.) It’s coming. We should get
out of here.
James: Yeah. I’ll see you around, then.
Vincent: Yeah. (smiles wryly) Try not to let the commissioner bite you
on the way out.
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James: Ha! You neither.

cat?

Part II.

Vincent: Yet another day of nothing.

(The overhead lighting brightens considerably; it’s daytime. The background is
now grey, and there are now two steel beams blocking the dead cat from view.
Vincent is staring off into the distance facing forty-five degrees out from the
audience towards the left, standing in the outermost corner of stage left. James
(now wearing large circular thin-wire glasses) approaches him from behind.
The lamp is unlit.)

James: What? That’s not out, right? Yeah, it’s not! A real shame, but
what can we do? Once a thing is out, it’s out forever—however long
that is.

James: Vincent!

Sandra: Out is a new thing, isn’t it?
Vincent: Define “new.”

Vincent: (without turning) James.

Sandra: You’re a real Henry, you know that? Anyway, it can’t have
been out long.

James: What’re you looking at?

Vincent: It’s been—

Vincent: Not you. Which means I’m not talking to you.

James: New, Vince, new! You know what we mean; dogs to dogs,
cats to cats! At any rate, it’s only forever, and doesn’t forever go both
ways?

James: You don’t have to insult me every beginning, you know. You
could mix it up a little; insult me every second or third day. That
would be cool. Anyway, it turns out the commissioner got delayed,
which means we’re off the block for a few more days. If that does
help, which it probably won’t. We’re on again tonight, by the way, so
bring your hat and light—no sense in wandering around in the black!
Vincent: And you heard this from…
James: The inspector’s notes!
Vincent: (He sighs heavily with a note of resignation.) You’re going to be
the end of us.
James: It’s not my fault that cat… (He trails off as a woman dressed in the
same construction uniform as them walks onstage.) Sandra!
Sandra: (walking up to join their conversation) What’s this I hear about a
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Vincent: (darkly) Just one: away.
James: It wouldn’t kill you to be more positive, man.
Sandra: (laughs) Well, James, you would never know. We’d have to
Glasgow him for any emotion to make it onto his face. Or we could
get the gears to do it for him; that would be more economical, don’t
you think?
James: (distant) The gears are a nice way to go… Fast, too.
Sandra: Hey, Vincent, you think you could fulfill James’s dying wish?
Set the gears up; let ‘em rip!
Vincent: (grunts and shrugs)
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Sandra: That’s right. None of us here know how the gears work,
James, so you might as well stop wishing. Sheol doesn’t come with an
instruction manual, only a pile of hands and gears to boot. Maybe
you can figure it out, but I sure as hell can’t. The last person that
figured it out was Helen, and we all know what the commissioner did
to her. Poor girl. She—
Vincent: Does anyone actually know if Helen even exists?
Sandra: What?
Vincent: Does anyone know if Helen exists. Stories of her are all over
the place, but do we even know if she was ever here? She might be
some crack a poor sod before us made up to tell to the children at
night; stop them from getting into the gears themselves to have a go
at the bolts. Stop them from getting into the gears and…

Early Measurements
By Gillian Moore
There was something charming in it
because it wasn’t racist at the time.
War paint now,
controversy later.
I’m eighty-eight percent Lost Boy,
thirteen percent Peter
and I’ve done the math to prove it
in fingerpaints on the walls;
you wouldn’t understand.
(I’m just enough Wendy
to get homesick when
the going gets rough.)

Sandra: (bitter laugh) Too likely to be false, right?
Vincent: That doesn’t change the fact that no one knows. She
probably doesn’t even exist.
James: (reviving from his stupor) Hasn’t existed for nine lifetimes. You
said so yourself; it hasn’t been out long. Only forever.
Vincent: And forever goes both ways.
Sandra: Just not here.
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Erie Canal
By Xuanyu An

This magazine would not have existed without the efforts and
assistance of...

The oak by the bench whispers Jovian oracles.
Pigeons take off, shadows
Spilling over the red coal tower,
Wing-beats rustling with the leaves.
Boats sway imperceptibly on their blue and white lines;
The river-god is quiet today.

Mrs. Konar and Mrs. Scoville, for helping Pegasus to exist every
year and for never giving up on us;

Strangers stroll along the stony bank
And pause for the mild rays of an aged sun,
Sundry words with familiar hearts,
Or chocolate ice cream in a paper cup,
Back to the wind, hair as alive with hostile alarm
As Medusa’s must have been just before she died.
For a while they linger, then merge into the murmurs
Of diners and traffic and this October afternoon.

Mrs. Curran, Mr. Elling, and the art department, for their patience as we robbed the shared drive of remarkable works and
for their dedication to visual media;

A child laughs. With commotion,
The pigeons take off again,
Flapping greedily, gathering around,
Winging Apollo’s sign to a plebeian seer
Who offers in outstretched hands
Demeter’s golden corn, freshly disinterred
From a plastic tub
Marked
“DUCK FOOD $1.”

Mr. Weymann, for ensuring that Pegasus could uphold a sense
of virtue and morality in its final publication;

Sutherland’s English department, for their continued encouragement;
The Delavan Foundation, for their generous scholarship and
support of the arts;
Mrs. Jarvis, for taking the time to ensure that the staff of Pegasus was technologically literate before we faced the cumbersome
quirks of InDesign;
Mr. Steele, for his relentless wit, for introducing countless
Pegasus members to Keats, Ginsberg, and Stevens, and for his
characteristic excitement and passion for the literary arts;
Mr. Shafer, for his infectious humor, excellent taste in films and
literature, and for his continued efforts in unearthing fantastic
writers and artists from all grades and experience levels;
And of course, the brave new voices of Pittsford Sutherland
High School, who will undoubtedly impact the world in new
and creative ways.
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