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E D I T O R’ S  L E T T E R

With the release of this year’s Aonian, we have reason to celebrate. Last year’s 2010-2011 
Aonian won first place at the Southern Literary Festival for college literary journals. This 
recognition not only serves as proof of the outstanding work that comes out of the Hendrix 
student body, but also speaks to the growth and development of the arts here at Hendrix.

Celebrating is indeed what we should do, but it is also the time for the Aonian to push itself 
to new limits and grow even further.

The theme that the Aonian has taken on for this year deals with sewing, stitching, collaging, 
and blending materials to create one unified product that displays Hendrix’s ever-changing, 
ever-growing spirit.

While we have reached a new standard to hold the Aonian to, we desire to keep raising 
that standard and continually display the creativity that comes from Hendrix’s students. Of 
course, it is this very creativity that makes the magazine what it is.

We invite you to read and enjoy the pages you now hold in your hands. We ask you to think 
about the merging of all these pieces together. The binding of the spine of the book that 
turns it into one unified product. Consider these pieces sewn together with the thread of 
creativity and the possibility to always become something different. Something magnificent.

Hanna Al-Jibouri, Editor-in-Chief
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S

((prose))
JULIA COOK

The Poker Game (83)

LAURA KLASEK
Vocatio -Murphy Foundation Contest Honorable Mention (59)

LAURA PODD
Pale Horse  - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (45)

BETH POND
The History of My Left Roundhouse (23)

L Sounds (108)

TESS STEWART
Keeping You Alive (15)

RACHEL THOMAS
How to Fufill a Stereotype (35)

What Happened During the Ice Storm -Murphy Foundation Contest 2nd Place (147)

((hybrids))

SYDNEE ABERNATHY
Cockroaches - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (105)

Forrest Fire (Spoiler Alert) (57)

HANNA AL-JIBOURI
If You Crave a Bloody Mary (122)

What Arabic Sounds Like in a Daydream (121)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S 

LAUREN BOWDEN
Formed (20)

Licorice Love (97)
Orange Autopsy - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (98) 

Reformed (19)
Swing (131)

MARIA IMS
What She Can Stomach (10)

LINDSAY LLOYD
Cancer (37)

JULIA LEE MCGILL
Livin’ on the Edge of the City Limit Line (74)

My Blue-eyed Baby Brother (34)

WILLIAM REPASS
1957 Supramundane Pastorale (141)

Narrative: (75)

CAITI ROLFES-HAASE
There is a pretty girl on the floor (67)

SAL SALAM
Quiz (114)

TESS STEWART
Losing Time (78) 

Replacements (113)

KRYSTAL SUIT
Hymns - Murphy Foundation Contest Honorable Mention (132)

Inhumed (30)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S

((photography))

ZOE CALHOUN 
untitled (90)

CONNOR CORLEY
Confluenza Fishing (125)

MOLLY ELDERS
Waterwall in Folkstone, England (126)

RUTHIE HOKANS
Bliss (110)

Dogpatch (109)

JONATHAN HOWARD
Marfa, Texas II (107)

JARED KING
untitled (81)
untitled (81)

MOLLIE LONG
untitled (18)
untitled (36)

HANNAH MCGREW
Trenzas (79)

SARAH PULLEN
Flour Storm (116)

Look-alike Dolls (115)
This Picture Blows - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (66)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S
MATTHEW TILLETT

untitled (58)

STACEY SVENDSEN
untitled (12)

untitled - Murphy Foundation Contest 2nd Place (119)
untitled - Murphy Foundation Contest Honorable Mention (151)

((visual arts)) 

FRANCIS BOWEN
Death of Beauty (39)
In Her Shoes (138)
Modern Mary (40)
The Thinker (104)

untitled (103)

EMILY DEPRE
Laundry Day (118)

Refuse (52)

ALLI DILLARD
Crowded Minute (54)

Snakebit (102)

ANNA HUNTER
Decisions - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (77)

JULISSA HUTCHINSON-YBARRA
untitled (70)

KARA KING
Whitney (68)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S 

HANNAH MCGREW
Deusa Ontipotente (134)

The Landscape (43)

NICOLE MORGAN
Desk - Murphy Foundation Contest Honorable Mention (95)

Headdress (144)
The Immigrant Song (143)

Mask (140)
untitled  (29)
untitled (29)

CLAIRE NASSAUX
ATX (137)

Forgotten (112)
Obsession I (21)
Obsession II (22)

ANNA PIERATTINI
Misfits in Space - Murphy Foundation Contest 2nd Place (33)

untitled (94)

RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
Brenna (71)

McGang Bang (72)

CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON
Closet (129)

Grace in the Striped Room (96)
Hombre Pequeñito (150)

Limbo (55)

JENNIFER ZILLY
untitled  (133)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S

((poetry))

HANNA AL-JIBOURI
On the Only Time I Ever Told You No (53)

LAUREN BOWDEN
Dieting (145)
Radha (146)

ALLI DILLARD
Stasis in Darkness. And I am the Arrow. (13)

Walter Wayne (130)

SARAH GHIDINA
All Up To Me (69)

ZACH HALE
10 poem-ish Clipart Captions from Imagezoo.com (73)

LINDSAY LLOYD
Aubade on East Seventh (11)

Basement (117)

MEREDITH MORRISON
Elegiac Music (82)
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T A B L E o f C O N T E N T S

DAVID MOSKOWITZ
All that You’ve Given Me (91)

Cathedrals (32)
Moon-Dust (139)

The Sonnet Sonnet (31)

TAFI MUKUNYADZI
Without Concern (44)

WILLIAM REPASS
Ode to Antonio Gaudí (127)
Ode to Contraception (41)

Song the Third: Ode to an Artificial Ficus, and to Criticis Fostering a Less-than-favorable 
Opinion (Excerepted from “Songs of the Absurd”) (99)

SAL SALAM
Ode to Orange Juice - Murphy Foundation Contest 1st Place (93)

The Park Avenue Poet (120)
Trousseau - Murphy Foundation Contest Honorable Mention  (123)

TESS STEWART
Half-Open, Half-Shut (135)

TREVOR TRIETSCH
Intimacies (111)

Passing (152)
Somnambulist - Murphy Foundation Contest 2nd Place (80)
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A fly flew in her eye. Trapped-like to her amber iris. Its wings tick seconds, so she always 
knows the time. Time for sleeping, time for sinking, time for swallowing dream seeking. She 
knows she is behind schedule. When she takes time to breathe in sleep, she blankets the fly 
with her eyelids. She presses it in like a book flower. But it is not really trapped there. She 
could pluck the tick when she pleases and click click come on.  

WHAT SHE CAN STOMACH

MARIA IMS

MARIA IMS
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Dwell deep within the half-blue morning; she is
emptying the night air, stale as you 
lying prone on an old mattress. 
I manage to stem my cough before,
violet-tinged in soft electric light, your
eyelashes shudder, dark moths on your cheek, but
remain shut; two planets roving under the lids.

Urge your arm beneath my chest and 
sleeptalk until I forget that we are supposed to be

feigning sleep, forget that we are supposed to be
resisting temptation and being adults— but adulthood is
onerous and, like the muscadines we picked last summer, leaves me
mulling over a bitter taste like dark earth in my mouth.

Early morning: slipping across the lawn of your house,
venturing tentatively from sidewalk to wet grass,
indulging my whim to wave at passers-by,
lingering just long enough to be remembered by them.

AUBADE ON EAST SEVENTH

LINDSAY LLOYD

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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STACEY SVENDSEN

((photography)) STACEY SVENDSEN
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A dated camera etched into the skin of your arm 
reminds you of the dad you only knew 
 through the photographs he took. 
 Your mom can tell their stories,  
images from his Texas and her New York --
 they met in Memphis in their youth,
 but youth
ends.   What you’ve got now will end 
 but your name will never change.
 He picked it for you 
like your first tattoo was for him --
 you’d tell strangers your name came from Plath instead.

STASIS IN DARKNESS. 
AND I AM THE ARROW.

ALLI DILLARD

((poetry)) ALLI DILLARD
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CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON

REFLECTIONS OF CHAOS

CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON((oil painting))
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Writing from You

 I collect hundreds of your letters since the first time you sacrificed your freedom 
for the bottle. The various addresses marking the front of the yellow-edged envelopes 
represent a nomadic childhood. The oldest letters hold the address of the blue-shuttered 
house on Kimmeridge where I grew up in without you. On my twelfth birthday, Dad 
left me on your mother’s doorstep because I began to remind him too much of you. The 
ink-smudged words of those letters are almost illegible from both of our tears. After you 
left for the Simmesport Women’s Correctional Center for the third time, you sent your 
apologies to my best friend’s apartment I moved into when I had nowhere else to go. You 
now mail the letters to a box number at a college you know little about. I graduate this 
year, and your seat will be empty. 
 Some of the words on the manila, flower-rimmed stationery are lost in the 
wrinkled creases of folded years, but in each letter you surmise how things will be bigger 
and better. How you will move into your mother’s home until you get your feet on the 
ground, but by the holidays you promise to own a beautiful two-bedroom apartment with 
a balcony that overlooks a pool. You can decorate your room however you want, baby, 
maybe in that safari print you always dreamed of having. You only know me as a child. 
Do you not realize your little girl is grown up now, matured beyond her seven-year-old 
desire to have a cheetah-themed bedroom?  You tightly grip memories of what used to be 
before being locked inside your barbed-wire home where time has stopped. But my time 
continues to run farther and farther away from the past. 
 Bible verses clutter many of the letters. You find comfort in Jesus when cinder-
block walls keep you from finding it in a six-pack of beer. He forgives your sins, so I 
should too. But Jesus wasn’t the one biting his fingers bloody waiting for you to come 
home from the bar at night. You begin and end each letter the same, My darling daughter, 
and I love you more in delicate calligraphy. Instead, you should address me with the more 
fitting term of Dear pen pal and end with I’m sorry. 
 Why do I keep them? I ask myself as I move from place to place, stuffing the mass 

KEEPING YOU ALIVE

TESS STEWART

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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of envelopes into a black trash bag. I try throwing them away, but after a few minutes I 
retrieve the sack from the garbage can. I unpack the letters one at a time, filling shoeboxes 
with your regrets and apologies and please write me back’s. Maybe I keep them to justify 
my bottled resentment for you, remembering how you are only pages of cursive sentences 
to me. I would feel too guilty if I threw you away. These wrinkled pages keep you alive.
 

Writing About You

 Your beauty is the kind you only encounter once in your life, Mother, but your 
habits make you human. My friends’ mothers try to hide what is naturally there, unsatis-
fied with their faces, caking foundation to mask dark circles and deep wrinkles. You hide 
nothing except for your addiction. 
 Spanish blood dances through your body, and you move to the honey melodies 
of whispered accents. Open necked t-shirts barely cover your breasts, and your mother-
in-law often complains of your shamelessness behind your back. Brown lashes skirt the 
whites of your eyes dotted with green, eyes that hide far-away dreams, blind to conse-
quence, always searching for something lost.  In the mornings, you wear silk panties 
underneath and no bottoms, your legs allowed to move without constriction. You hate 
constrictions. Constrictions turn people lifeless, you say. 
 After seven o’clock, you drink a bottle of wine at dinner while my father, your 
husband, criticizes you about the piling trash or the grocery bill or the way you flirt with 
our neighbor. You down another bottle of wine while you wash the dishes, before you 
tuck me in, molding my young body into a quilted lump. 
 Sometimes I wake up to the sound of heaving, finding you crouched over the toi-
let. Your back moves up and down to the rhythmic constriction of gags. I pat your back as 
you try to push me away, barely able to pronounce my name, mascara-tears staining your 
tan skin black. With each strained gag, the vessels in your eyes bulge and sometimes pop, 
bloodying the whites of your eyes red until those lost dreams become regrets, regrets of a 
life lost to the bottle and a daughter lost without you. I sleep on the cold bathroom tiles 
with you, holding you close to me, breathing in fermented grape and bile. I put my finger 
under your nose every hour to make sure you aren’t dead yet. There you lie, ugly in your 
habits, my barely living mother. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
TESS STEWART
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Writing to You

 It is easy to not write you back. Your sisters call me often, nagging me to respond 
to your letters, telling me that you are waiting. To shut up my aunts and my guilty con-
science, I attempt to compress my life into letters made up into words to form sentences. 
A ten-year sentence, that’s what the judge gave you. I sit back from the stationery and 
think about how you and your sisters expect me to seal ten years of my life in envelopes 
addressed to the Simmesport Women’s Correctional Center. I begin by asking about you 
because that is polite, but you never taught me to be polite. Instead, you would always put 
your elbows on the table during dinner, almost choking on a mouth full of food because 
you couldn’t wait to tell a story. 
 I choke over every word, struggling to write this letter, this story to you. My in-
ability to write to you doesn’t make sense because I dedicated the past four years of my 
college life to writing stories about you. Writing about you comes easy, the words fluidly 
course through me, from my brain to my fingertips to the page, and I am boundless. 
Writing to you, I do not blink and my shoulders tighten until I felt breathless. My letter-
boxed feelings sit false and depthless on the surface of the page.
 How are you? I already know the answer to this question. Your hands shake from 
withdrawals, mascara-tears blacken your pillow, and the guards force-feed you, weary of 
your starvation suicide attempts. It is beginning to get cold here, I write. But I erase the 
sentence because it doesn’t matter. The changing of seasons in a state you are not in does 
not affect you. 
 Thanksgiving break quickly approaches, and my schoolwork overwhelms me. I 
don’t tell you that I have a hard time focusing on school because a girl broke my heart 
a few months ago. I don’t tell you that I plan to stay in my apartment for the holidays. 
Traveling back to Louisiana seems pointless because your seat remains vacant at the din-
ner table. No one sacrifices good manners for the sake of a good story. No one fills your 
empty space. I don’t tell you these things because I don’t want my teardrops to make the 
ink drip like it does on your letters. 
 I end the letter with Love you always, when I really mean to say, I don’t know if I 
will ever forgive you, but I am trying. I place the letter into a shoebox containing match-
ing tri-folded papers, letters from you and half-written letters to you. You collect dust on 
the top of my closet. 

TESS STEWART((non-fiction))
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After Synagogue we walk to an art gallery to look at paintings of a messiah who hasn’t 
saved us. I watch Lazarus frozen, in between rising and dying on the third floor, as 
you kiss my neck from behind in apology. We are fighting over Andy’s kippeh. I say 
he’s too young, he’ll lose it. Anyway,we’re reformed. You say he’s ready and pin it to 
his wispy curls with a bobby pin before we left for temple.  Now it flops back and 
forth as he runs in Spiderman sneakers on the hard wood. He’s bored of frozen oil 
paint and frigid parents. I am looking at Jesus’ lips when Andy trips and falls down 
a flight of steps.  He doesn’t cry. I get there first and scoop him limp into my arms.  
For a second he is a pale noodle, but then his eyes move underneath his putty eyelids 
and his chest rises in the cathedral of his ribs.  The blood rushes to paint murals on 
the inside of his veins. Finally, he wails like a chorus of angels. My beautiful son that 
I pushed from my body with sweat and blood, pushes the red sea from his eyes and 
wails. I bounce Andy on my hip, and shoot you a mean look.  You take my son from 
me, reclip his kippeh and walk away. I watch two covered heads walk away from me 
and wonder if Lazarus was more cautious the second time around.

REFORMED

LAUREN BOWDEN
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I watched Jesus bring Lazarus back from the dead today. My brother had not taken a 
breath in four days. I watched him lay his hands-half man, half God on the gray skin of 
my brother. I watched my brother’s eyelids unsheathe and his ribs unclasp with spirit. 
My Jesus unwrapped him from the gravecloths and he stood naked and new. Jesus’ 
child is forming in my stomach. Each kick is ecstasy. I know Jesus will leave again. He’ll 
traipse into the dusty desert with a trail of sweaty fools, but soon I will unfold our baby 
from my body as a squirming brown infant--clumsy and fragile. I hope he will have his 
father’s fingers.The same fingers that unwrapped my veil and filled me with holy spirit, 
before they unwrapped the world.

FORMED 

LAUREN BOWDEN

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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CLAIRE NASSAUX
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THE HISTORY 
OF MY LEFT ROUNDHOUSE

BETH POND

Part One

 At five years old, I fancied myself an expert at the roundhouse kick. My brother 
Danny and I would watch Power Rangers every Saturday morning like it was our religion, 
and the roundhouse kick was the first move I picked up. In my heart, I knew that the Power 
Rangers weren’t real, but I convinced myself I had to keep up with my Ranger training, just 
in case my heart was wrong and Zordon started recruiting the next generation. (I held out 
the same hope six years later when I was of age to receive my Hogwarts acceptance letter.)
 “No fighting” was an implied rule in the Pond household, not a spoken one, which is 
why watching the show was fun, but acting it out was even better. Knowing that we were do-
ing something we probably shouldn’t, and more importantly, that we were getting away with 
it, made me giddy. 
 When we’d play fight after watching episodes of The Mighty Morphin’ Power Rang-
ers, I’d be the Pink Ranger. Of the two female Rangers, the Pink Ranger and the Yellow 
Ranger, the Pink Ranger was the better fighter and better gymnast, which made her my hero, 
even though I liked the color yellow way more than I liked the color pink. Danny would be 
Lord Zed, the leaders of the bad guys and sworn enemy of the Power Rangers. Sometimes 
he’d say, “No, White Ranger,” but I’d overrule him. He couldn’t be the White Ranger. Rang-
ers didn’t fight each other. One of us had to be the bad guy, and, knowing all too well that 
the bad guy always lost, I decided it wouldn’t be me.
 In terms of physicality, Danny and I were probably more evenly matched in those 
play fights than we’d ever been before or since. He was quick and I was strong.  We started 
kicking and punching in the other’s direction, never making contact. We even trash talked 
a little; well, I trash talked. Danny never has been and never will be capable of intentionally 
insulting someone, so he kept punching and kicking the air.
 I didn’t really have patience for this no contact version of Power Rangers. How was I 
supposed to win if I didn’t even touch him? That’s when I debuted my secret weapon:

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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the roundhouse kick. I brought my knee up, rolled my hip over, and drove the top of my 
foot into his side.
 Right after that Danny debuted his secret weapon: biting. He grabbed me by the 
wrist and clamped his teeth down on my forearm. He bit me hard enough to break the 
skin, and I was in shock enough to cry.
 I ran to find our mom. “Danny bit me,” I said between sobs. There was still spit 
on my arm, and the bite mark had started to bruise.
 She didn’t say anything to me. She just thundered out of the room and I thought, 
“Danny’s gonna get it.” 
 “We do not bite,” my mom said in a tone she had learned as a boss and perfected 
in her then eight years of being a parent. Her hand met my brother’s bottom with a crack. 
It echoed. 
 We were a northern family, so spanking was a last resort. I say northern family 
because when we moved to Arkansas some 13 years later and my mom took a teaching job 
there, she was asked if she wanted to witness a paddling. She declined. The thought of it 
horrified her. Hitting a student was a good way to get yourself thrown in jail in Connecti-
cut. She didn’t want any part of it.
 There was something about the sound of that spanking that intrigued me. I 
wanted to witness it again. 
 After my mom left the room, I waited until the count of thirty before resuming 
our play fight again. I tried to get Danny to bite me again: I kicked, I punched, I even 
held my arm out and said “C’mon, bite me,” but he wouldn’t. He’d learned his lesson. 
Still, I wanted to hear him get spanked again, and, in testament to my determination and 
what I then perceived to be my quick-thinking nature, I did the next best thing. I bit my-
self. Not hard, but enough for there to be a mark. I still had some tears left over from the 
first incident. Those would do.
 “Mom, Danny bit me again.”
 I showed her the mark.
 “No he didn’t.”
 “How’d you know?”
 She knew because I still had all my baby teeth and Danny didn’t. He was older, so 
his front teeth were permanent.
 Lying is a developmental milestone. Most children tell their first lies when they are 
between the ages of 6 and 7 years old. I was five, so I was ahead of the curve. Mom didn’t 
find this nearly as impressive as she did the fact that I started speaking in complete sen-

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
BETH POND
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tences at 15 months old. Early speech was good. Early lying was not.
 Individuals with Asperger Syndrome and other forms of autism often have great 
difficulty lying because they are unable to place themselves in another person’s shoes. This is 
also why autistic individuals have difficulty expressing their own emotions and understand-
ing the emotions of others. They can only think of things from their perspective. 
 Danny was diagnosed with Asperger Syndrome when he was 11 years old. I was 
eight. Danny was born prematurely and was very sick as a baby, so in his preschool years, 
doctors assumed that his developmental delays were the result of his prior illnesses. He 
hadn’t had much early interaction with other toddlers because he was sick with pneumonia 
and multiple severe ear infections. By the time Danny was of elementary school age, how-
ever, it became more apparent that his delays were more than just simply the result of being 
delayed due to illness. My parents took Danny to numerous specialists and they all said the 
same thing: autism.
 Technically, they weren’t wrong. However, back in the early to mid-90s, autism 
awareness was not what it is today. My mom refused to accept the diagnosis. Doctors spoke 
of autistic individuals as being shut off from the world around them and unable to show 
compassion. That was not her Danny and if that’s what autism meant then her Danny was 
not autistic. 
It’s important to remember that each case of autism is different. Danny has great difficulty 
understanding and expressing his own emotions. For example, like most people, Danny gets 
frustrated when he can’t do something. However, unlike most people Danny doesn’t have 
the vocabulary to express his frustration. He experiences a physical reaction to his frustra-
tion, he tenses up, when he was little, he’d tantrum if he couldn’t do something, but he 
doesn’t have a clear understanding of why his body is reacting the way that it is. Danny can, 
however, express compassion, and is very sympathetic to other people’s emotions. 
 When we were growing up, every time Danny got something for himself, he got 
something for me too. The first time he did this was when I was a month old. My mom 
took us both to the pharmacy to pick up a prescription and the woman behind the counter 
offered Danny a lollipop. Danny looked up at her and asked “One for Buffy?” 
 When I was born, Danny couldn’t say “th” sounds well. They came out as “f ’s.” 
Buffy was his version of “Bethy” and it stuck.  He can now say Beth if he really tries to ar-
ticulate, but most of the time it sounds like “Buff.” 
 My mom’s refusal to accept the diagnosis of autism led her to travel to conferences 
about learning disabilities; she wanted to learn why he acted the way he did and ways in 
which to help him. She’d often travel with Libby Lane, a family friend, who also had chil-
dren with learning disabilities, and Janet Chamberlain, Danny’s special education teacher. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Both Libby and Janet had kids that were about my age. In fact, Libby’s daughter, Kathryn, 
was my best friend growing up, so I thought it was normal for moms to travel across the US 
for a few days at a time. Looking back, I guess it was my normal, but not a universal normal 
like I thought it was, which shows how committed my mom was to offering Danny the best 
care possible.
 It was at one of these conferences that she learned about Asperger Syndrome for the 
first time. She was in Chicago and the speaker Ami Klin was from Yale. Dr. Klin’s descrip-
tion of individuals with Asperger Syndrome described Danny to a tee, so much so that dur-
ing the presentation, both Janet and Libby asked my mom, “So when are they going to put 
Danny’s picture up?”
 Even though Dr. Klin and his research partner, Dr. Fred Vollkmar, were from our 
home state, Asperger Syndrome was not well known in Connecticut. In fact, because Dr. 
Hans Asperger conducted his studies during the middle of World War II, his works were 
not translated into English until 1989. 
 Danny’s pediatrician and neurological specialist later confirmed the diagnosis of 
Asperger Syndrome.
 Now that she had a diagnosis, my mom had another issue to deal with. How do you 
explain Asperger Syndrome to an eight-year-old?
The best analogy my Mom gave me to explain Danny’s autism and why it was a big deal for 
Danny to lie was this:
 “Suppose Danny, you and I are in the kitchen and you both see me put a box of 
cookies in the drawer, then you leave, and after you’ve left, Danny sees me move the cook-
ies into the cupboard. If I asked Danny where you (she always placed an extra emphasis on 
you when she gave this example) thought they were, he’d say, in the cupboard, because that’s 
where he knew they were. What’s the correct answer?”
 “In the drawer,” I’d say.
 “Right, Danny can only think of things from his perspective. He can’t understand 
other people’s perspectives.”
 “So he’s self-centered,” I deduced. I only said this the first time she gave me the 
example.
 “Kind of, but he can’t help it.”
  After giving me the cookie example for the first time (let’s just say I’ve heard the 
cookie example a fair amount over the years) my mom made me repeat the sentence “Dan-
ny has Asperger Syndrome, which is a condition on the autism spectrum.” That would later 
become my default answer to the question “what is wrong with your brother?” 
 Danny has Asperger Syndrome. I remember thinking Asperger kind of rhymed with 
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hamburger. That’s how I initially remembered how to pronounce it.
 Both adults and kids used to be very open in asking me “what’s wrong with your 
brother?” I didn’t mind it coming from other kids so much. All I had to say was, “He 
has Asperger Syndrome,” and they accepted it and moved on. Adults, on the other hand, 
required more of an explanation. I remember thinking, “If adults are smarter than kids, 
why do I have to explain what Asperger’s is so much?” I figured out that if I said, “He’s au-
tistic,” instead of “He has Asperger Syndrome,” most adults seemed to at least understand 
that. 
 I can tell that awareness about autism has increased because nowadays when I tell 
people my brother is autistic they ask questions like “Is he high functioning?” or “Does 
he have regular autism or Asperger Syndrome?” That’s a big step up from “What’s that 
mean?”
 Danny told his first lie 12 years after I told mine. I was 17 and he was 20.
The logic of Danny’s first lie was no sounder than mine had been. 
We’d gotten back from the store. Mom had brought Oreos even though she repeatedly 
vowed she’d stop buying sweets because it was bad for Dad’s diabetes. Somehow the Oreos 
found their way into the cart like they always did.
 “Dan, where are the Oreos I just bought?” Mom asked.
 Danny had a ring of chocolate crumbs around his mouth.
 “Chloe ate them,” he replied. 
 Chloe was our dog.
 Mom practically cried for joy when Danny told his first lie. I asked her what the 
big deal was.
 “Lying is a developmental milestone,” she said.
 I wished she had seen it that way 12 years earlier. 

Part Two

 Age eight was a big year for me. It was the year of Asperger Syndrome and the 
cookie example. It was also the second time I got to unleash my roundhouse, only this 
time I didn’t get in trouble. 
 There was a girl who lived down the street from me named Bethany who I used 
to play with on weekends and after school. I don’t remember what Bethany and I were 
playing that day or what we ended up fighting about. All I remember is us being in my 
backyard and her saying, “I’m so mad I could punch you.”  She stormed off through the 
side gate that connected our front yard to our backyard, which also happened to be right 
by our driveway. 
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 I followed her. Eight-year-old me was big on two things: talking about feelings and 
getting the last word in. 
 Danny was sweeping the driveway. Bethany walked straight up to Danny and 
pushed him backwards. She cocked her fist back, ready to punch him. Danny looked 
scared. I’ve never seen him that frightened before or since. 
 “Get your hands off my brother! He didn’t do anything to you,” I yelled. 
 I planted myself between the two of them. Bethany cocked her arm back again and 
tried to push me aside to get at Danny, so I roundhouse kicked her in the floating ribs. 
 Fun fact: Legs are longer than arms.
 She backed up.
 “Danny has Asperger Syndrome, which is a condition on the autism spectrum,” I 
said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say so I repeated the words my mom had said to 
me.
 She turned and ran home.
 Terrified of what she was about to go home and tell her mom, I ran inside to get 
my mom. Unlike three years prior, I told her everything, how Bethany and I’d fought, how 
she went after Danny, and how I kicked her to protect him.
 Bethany got in trouble for what she did. We didn’t play together for a whole week 
after that, which felt like forever.

Part Three

 I kept my roundhouse kick well-closeted for the next 13 years. Only Bethany, 
Danny, and I knew of its true majesty. That all changed when I started martial arts at 21 
years old.
 After three months of training and attaining the rank of 1st degree yellow, I flew 
to Arizona to compete the Grandmaster Han’s Martial Arts Arizona’s state championships. 
(Typically state championships imply you live in that state, but in some sports, or activities 
like beauty pageants, thank you Toddlers and Tiaras, non-residents can compete in a state 
championship event.) 
 I won gold in sparring thanks largely in part to the power I can pack behind my 
left roundhouse kick. 
 The first thing I did after returning home was put my uniform in the wash. 
 I heard Danny laughing behind me, that deep, infectious belly laugh that he has 
become known for. 
 I turned around, wondering what he thought was so funny. 
 “Buffy’s a Power Ranger,” he said.
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I hide my father in old Sci-Fi books, slipping sheets of skin between the pages and grind-
ing his spine into the binding. I weave his palms into each cover and his eyelashes into each 
word. I pack the books in brown boxes and stack them in the shed. When he breathes, the 
pages turn yellow and undulate. Now the boxes wear jackets of dust and crowns of web, each 
black word fluttering in the dark.

I find my mother in handmade rice baskets, woven from the script of her name and the fibers 
of her nerves. I preserve her cheeks with exotic spices—some sweet, some spicy, some bit-
ter—and extract the oils from her skin to mix with the salt of her eyes. When she smiles, the 
spices waft in scents from foreign places, and her heart hangs like ripe lychee from an ever-
green tree. 

In the garden where we grew up, I lay my sister down among a patch of dandelions gone to 
seed. Wish flowers, she called them. I read her the obituary of our childhood and cover her 
eyes in clovers. Soon her dreams are bursting into fragile globes, her roots fed by yellowed 
paper, the seeds carried by foreign winds.

INHUMED
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I slowly strode upon a hidden route,
And crooned my song in metered prosody,
And heard the verse’s heartbeat pounding out
Iambic rhyme and rhythmic harmony.
With every footstep’s rise and fall a note
Was sounded out; my heart in unison
Did beat with music’s trilling call, not rote
Composing but symmetry’s fruition.
Yet as I traveled carelessly, altered
Landscape, severe and rocky, I did meet.
On unforgiving slopes my song faltered.
I tripped and tumbled; my heart skipped a beat.
For simple sound does not a meaning make;
One wanders in the wilderness without
A destination picked. This lesson take
From aimless false meandering about:
While corporal song unto the meaning leads,
Polluted sense polluted body breeds.

THE SONNET SONNET

DAVID MOSKOWITZ
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Vaulted ceilings are liars.
Every one of them will pretend they
reach into the clouds. They will tell you
that their stones are made of air and their mortar
is merely mist. They will tell you that you too can learn to
glide casually away, soaring above petty hurts and grimy jealousies. They fail to mention
one condition: if you wish to be lighter than air, you must bargain away your blood and bones.

Even though you wish to climb into the sky, no more than another bright dot to those below, you must 
remember that there is nothing more precious than the whorls on your fingertips; that
grains of sand hold the highest truths; and, above all else, that
only wayward toenails and lost strands of hair teach the meaning of life.

So many were told these things, and would have
understood them, if only they had ignored the
mutterings of vainglorious cathedrals.

CATHEDRALS

DAVID MOSKOWITZ
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Forever reckless. Waiting by the propane tank for the school bus.
Locked in the Ozarks, he had said: “I’d like to piss on your designer boots.”
Eternally eight. Sprawled amid the burning weeds, laughing at the rain. 

MY BLUE-EYED BABY BROTHER

JULIA LEE MCGILL
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 Marry your cousin. You can’t half-ass this thing. If you live in a state that doesn’t 
allow you to marry your cousin, do it secretly. If you haven’t got a cousin you like enough, 
or your cousins live in the North and talk about your twanging accent behind your back, 
marry your second cousin or maybe a friend who’s like a cousin, but don’t marry a sibling. 
No need to carry this too far.
 Buy a banjo. If you don’t know how to play the banjo, learn. Get good. Practice 
with old folk songs, anything you can set a fast square dance to. Build up calluses on your 
fingertips. Start chopping logs for the wood stove. Build up callouses on your palms. Stop 
wearing shoes. Build up calluses on the soles of your feet. Contract everything. Never say 
you all if you can say y’all, never say isn’t if you can say ain’t, never say get them if you can 
say get’em. Keep dropping your g’s off the ends of –ing verbs. Play it safe, drop letters off 
the end of every word, out of the middle, off the beginning. Don’t say around, say ‘round. 
‘Round these parts. Talk about these parts. They’re better than those parts, ain’t they?
 Learn to bass fish. Learn to hunt. Learn to hunt with a shotgun and a compound 
bow and a rifle. Hunt deer hunt ducks hunt turkey hunt rabbits. Shoot squirrels for fun. 
Learn how to skin an animal while its still warm. Learn how to game-dress a deer, bag 
your first six-point buck. Watch ESPN, but only for the bass fishing and the football. 
Wear overalls and denim. Wear denim with denim. Wear hunting boots and hiking boots, 
darn your own socks. 
 Quit your job. Work in a diner or a hardware store. Get a smaller house, out in 
the woods. Get a log cabin. Stop going to the dentist. Stop going to the doctor. If you cut 
yourself, take care of it yourself. Tough it out.
 Become paranoid, stop going to the post office or the town hall. Become poor. 
Grow your own food in the rocky Ozark soil. Go to a white-washed little church with no 
AC. Sell your shiny F-150 and buy a truck from the 50s. When a belt wears out, replace 
it yourself. When the transmission breaks, go to a junkyard, buy a rebuild, take the truck 
apart in your front yard and fix it yourself, get oil stained. When the engine block cracks, 
park it in your front yard and let it rust. Grow beans around the wheel wells.

HOW TO FUFILL A STEREOTYPE

RACHEL THOMAS
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 Stop filing your taxes. Stop paying for utilities. Dig your own well. Light your 
house with gas lamps. Forget how to write. Forget how to read. Forget everything but the 
sun through oak branches and pine needles, the buzz of cicadas in late summer and the 
gushing roar of the creek bed after a storm, the gentle stalking step of a white-tail through 
the underbrush.

MOLLIE LONG
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There were people talking everywhere, all the time. 

It wasn’t even a thing.  

It was just the urge to touch another human being. And you didn’t know why it made your 
body convulse with guilt. Why it made you so nervous when you thought about it later. 
Since you hadn’t even done anything wrong. Of course not. 

Now the smell of vanilla and grapes makes you sick. Sicker than sick.  

You can’t even figure out why. Since a month ago it smelled so good and you couldn’t get 
away from them and you were smothered, gagging on the sweetness till it made you retch.  

You looked up, your hair greasy and matted, and your eyes were red-rimmed and the green 
color of your skin matched the smell. I couldn’t remember anything about you, in the end. 
Nothing but your yellow lips and grey eyes and hair that stayed stuck to the pillow when 
you weakly lifted your face to sip water from a chipped cup. 

Your delicate hands were so small and so breakable. The cold outside made them dry. When 
the skin cracked, it was like your bones were only a step away. The brittleness of your body 
matched the bitterness of our attitudes. I couldn’t leave you there just yet. I had to watch 
you decay so I knew that the rot was real. I had to convince myself that you were dying and 
I couldn’t do anything about it. 

So I sat on the edge and stuttered my way into your heart. You couldn’t quite grasp at the 
edges of sanity; you’d bitten your cuticles till they bled, and it hurt to clutch anything for 
longer than a second anyway. But your hands. Those hands made me weep until the salt 
started to dry out my lips and I couldn’t get the words to even trip their way out.  

It wasn’t like I could leave you alone. Because there were marks on your hips where you 
grew too fast and scars on your lips where you chewed them when you got scared. Or when 

CANCER 
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you couldn’t understand. I had to stay and watch you and make sure you didn’t get out of 
your bed for at least five days while all the wounds healed. But it wasn’t working, because 
when one gash closed, another bruise appeared, sore from lying in one position so long. So 
we ignored the calendars and focused on the clocks.  

You had so many clocks in your room that all made different noises at nine when you had to 
wake up. Because if you didn’t take those pills at the right time, nothing would work right 
for the time we had left. 

And all those bottles lined up carefully, red green red red green. Reminded you too much of 
Christmas, you said. Placed every one in the palm of your hand, and the contrast of white 
on whiter was too much to bear, so I left while you swallowed and spit and swallowed again, 
until finally the coughing was finished. 

So I came back and you gripped my arm like I was the only thing holding you here. But I got 
scared and wouldn’t let you touch me, even though all you wanted was to feel a real some-
one’s skin.  

Later when I was in bed, lying down like you couldn’t, I started to shake and I couldn’t stop 
and all I could think was that I’d let you down. But there was no way to fix it so it wasn’t 
worth it to try. Because your crumbling form was all I could see, and it’s foolish to believe 
things you can’t even look at. I wanted to examine your body before it was entirely decom-
posed, but that smell was too strong. So I just lay there, like I was waiting for something, 
but really I was counting the seconds until I would have to suck in breath again, greedily and 
hastily, hoping to god it wouldn’t taste like vanilla grape mold. Even though it always did. 

Even though you always moved closer to me. And I was flailing inside, gagging, wanting to 
lay out all my organs on the table and make sure none of you had gotten in, inspect every-
thing for the slightest contamination. But my writhing curiosity was just too intense. So 
when I wanted to slither away from the slime in your throat I convinced myself that this was 
an experiment. And you didn’t know. You just kept getting nearer to me until the intimacy 
was so inevitable I could barely stand it and I had to tell you that your actions were simply 
intolerable, that they wouldn’t be allowed. And I apologized and I caressed your face while 
you cried guiltily and shamefully, but it wasn’t enough to rid myself of the things that sent 
me into spasmodic fits nightly.  

More uniform than even the administration of your medication. 

LINDSAY LLOYD
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DEATH OF BEAUTY
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ODE TO CONTRACEPTION

WILLIAM REPASS
 The night of vernal equinox dissolves
As the sun takes wing, showering all he sees
With gold (actually, the Earth revolves,
And day-or-night’s a false dichotomy,
But logic’s no ingredient for a poem;
If any syllogists have grievances
To niggle out, I’d recommend they stow ‘em).
The seasons cycle ‘round, in sequences,
And each in turn may serve the subject of
A sonnet, or sonnet sequence. Mine, however,
Is subject to the Spring, and the fresh love
She breeds on Earth with her arrival––tempered
With a warning, and as the title says,
An Ode for you, O Wondrous Innovation;
For soon you’ll save our skins... But, anyways,
That golden swan, the sun, through our gyration
Mounts to his noon zenith––pulsing, molting
Molten plumage, which alights upon a field.
Come afternoon, his beams will be assaulting,
And I’ll abscond to the shade’s mottled shield,
But for now, each blade of grass, soaked in dew,
Ignites; light with moisture mingling in beads
On Earth’s nether tufts, in a rendezvous
That satiates the throbbing air with seeds
Of sweat, as if the sunrise were a joyous
Bout amongst the cosmos, between the spheres,
Ushering in our day with rhythmic coitus;
Wrapped in the sheets of space, and starry smears.
 Though the sun takes measures, they’re not enough,
And Earth is peopled with the brood of love:
Beneath the soil, bacteria are weaned,
And before long, their conduct’s quite obscene.
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Above the soil (where bards are wont to stray),
An orgiastic dance is in full-sway:
The buds and bulbs are swollen, fit-to-burst,
Waiting for the seed to be disbursed.
Bees in pollen trenchcoats pick their locks,
Perked for playing the stamens’ proxy-stocks,
And nursed with honeyed milk for burrowing,
Carnal accessories, upon the wing.
Proboscides maraud from bloom to bloom,
Dipped in a thousand pitchers of perfume––  
Dripping with syrup-scents, and jellied oils
––Without a thought for parasites, or boils.
Beetles latch in an aerial embrace;
Reeling, tumbling without a hint of grace,
Spraying their boozied croons through empty space.
 These goslings, dragged along like daisy chains,
Mimic their Mother; reasoning with bird brains
That life is much too fleeting to abstain;
With every opportunity, and mate,
They find excuse to sing, and copulate.
But neither winter, nor frosty Mathus’ claims,
Have power to quell vile Reproduction’s aims,
And soon the field, fraught with over-pop,
Becomes a pit of cess––an incest-crop...
Though once a field, hardly a field at all;
Looking as if the locusts came to call...
And so forth, in an exponential sweep,
Until the Earth collapses in a heap.
 Now, return we to the Ode’s nutty gist––  
Nestled in half-shells of rampant globes
And eroticism, disguised in Spring robes
––To justify the crest with a volta-twist.
Imagine, if you will, a world where acts
Of fornication do not slight the Gods
Enough to curse us with pea-swollen pods...
Pity, our deities aren’t quite so lax.
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 Thus, I laud you, O prophylactic aegis,
And mean to celebrate you with my Ode
(Rather than cause your bronze bust to erode
To staled words that steep a pair of pages).
Why not partake delights, beneath your ward,
Of shapes and hues diverse as wildflowers?
(Could I convince them of your safeguard powers
Had your dyes coaxed Genghis to sheathe his sword?)
Beneath your tutelage, we turn to druids,
And nectares stirred for overcoming-death
Are turned to pools. We dive, we hold our breath,
And surface without a drop of spilled fluid.
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Without concern for our worn-out memories
or the simmering pain
that would surely boil over,

without care for my night-wishes
and the thoughts of day
that float and then dart past my bare shoulder,

without honor for what we were going to be
in that terrain, once defined only by our two bodies
now marked by a border of jagged edges,

you pressed my soul deep
into the moist earth once
you had made it ragged
with your forked tongue.

You took care that the cold mud
crept into every wound, fresh,
from your lashings,
so I would become sick,
weak, haggard. 

You took care that my soul
would revive, but never recover.
Just enough life to live,
just not enough for living.

WITHOUT CONCERN

TAFI MUKUNYADZI
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PALE HORSE

LAURA PODD
Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 1st Place

 When Pestilence rode into town, we weren’t surprised, seeing as how War and Fam-
ine had already been through and taken the teenagers and the cattle. Still, we turned out in 
our dozens to watch the horseman arrive, a swelling dot on the two-lane highway. The ashen 
horse’s hooves struck through the asphalt straight down to the red clay beneath, and the 
scrubby wildflowers on the side of the highway withered in its fly-ridden wake. My mother 
started muttering about Lady Bird Johnson and how she’d be rolling in her grave if she could 
see this, Father Ackley tried to shush her and broke out the Communion wine like some-
body in an action movie montage, and I was just happy that at least the horse wasn’t leaving 
puddles of blood in its wake like War had. He took away the only swimming hole in town by 
turning Stark’s Pond into blood, and then Famine dried it up entirely. 
 The edges of the rider bled pale green and black onto the hard blue canvas of sky, and 
as Pestilence came closer, it congealed into a visible form: a skeleton covered in skin, mouth 
and eyes full of flies in their thousands, lank blonde hair falling out to lie like pale serpents 
across her black leather jacket, white tee-shirt, Levis worn nearly white. 
 “Somebody’s a Brando fan,” Mister Dryden said as Pestilence rode her horse through 
the parting crowd and down Main Street to the town square. Miz Jones saw her box of pe-
tunias by the courthouse crumble as Pestilence passed by and dissolved into tears on Father 
Ackley’s shoulder. I ducked out from beneath my mom’s hand and met up with Bobby on the 
edge of the crowd. 
 “Let’s follow her,” said Bobby. I didn’t really want to, since the last thing I’d heard my 
older brother say before he fell into step behind War on his blood-red horse was “I have to 
follow him,” but Hico was a tiny town and if the other kids thought you were a coward than 
you were just doomed for life or until you went to college, which when you were ten seemed 
like the same thing anyway.
 Bobby yanked me down the street towards the courthouse, past the Koffee Kup 
Café and the Billy the Kid Museum, and we ducked behind the columns outside the back 
entrance. The horse stood on the pristine lawn that wasn’t so pristine anymore, cropping 
the grass and swishing its tail to shoo away the flies that followed its rider. Pestilence herself 
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sprawled out on the steps, her booted feet kicked up on the banister, a battered cowboy hat 
she’d swiped off the wooden Billy the Kid statue outside the museum tilted low on her head. 
Her face, now that I could see the skin stretched tight as a drum across her skull, looked like 
a saddlebag with eyes. 
 “Look,” Bobby hissed, stabbing a finger at her and nearly toppling out from behind 
the column, “she’s got the newspaper!” 
 True; the force of religious terror and disease held the newspaper propped on her 
bony knees and perused the sports section with fly-ridden eye sockets, then crumpled it up 
and threw it over one shoulder into the trashcan without looking. God knew why she read 
it; it’d been nearly a month since the horsemen started riding, and we hadn’t had a new 
paper since. My dad tried to get to the next town over and found out that all communica-
tion devices stopped working when the horsemen came. He’d come back and told us that the 
horsemen possessed, quote, ‘quantum powers’ and appeared simultaneously in every town, 
no matter where it was. The end of the world would all come at once, so there was no point 
in trying to drive anywhere else, because no matter where you went the horsemen were there, 
waiting.
 I supposed you could take comfort in the fact that the end, when it came, would 
leave no one behind. 
 Still, it may have been the end of the world, but for the most part life went on as 
normal. There wasn’t any school on account of the horsemen, so Bobby and I spent our days 
climbing trees and carrying water in buckets from the well in Bobby’s backyard in some sort 
of purgatorial summer vacation. Every Sunday we had to go sit in the church with the rest of 
the town for the entire day and listen to Father Ackley and all the adults argue about why the 
end of the world wasn’t happening the way Revelations said it would. I tended to fall asleep 
when Old Timothy, who lived in a fallout shelter outside town and wished the Cold War 
never ended, started screeching about how barcodes were the Mark of the Beast. 
 My father said our ability to hold endless meetings about the proper procedure for 
the end of the world illustrated either that bureaucracy had finally won or the triumph of the 
human spirit.
 
 The day after Pestilence came Old Timothy tried to shoot her. 
 Bobby and I were on the roof of the Koffee Kup Cafe when Timothy came marching 
down Main Street with an old Remington rifle slung over his shoulder. Father Ackley hur-
ried after him yelling about what happened to the JROTC teacher, who’d tried to shoot War 
when he’d taken the high schoolers off and gotten his neck broken in one hit for his trouble.
 Old Timothy, who’d given up listening to anybody but himself when his idol Ronald 
Reagan betrayed the capital-C Cause by having a summit in D.C. with Gorbachev, shot him 
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the finger and took up a position beneath the oak tree across from the courthouse steps. 
 “He’s not really going to do it,” said Bobby, wide-eyed. 
 “I dunno,” I said, watching Old Timothy lift his rifle and sight down the barrel, “he 
looks pretty determined.” I grabbed my Girl Scout binoculars, stuck one side against my left 
eye and the other against Bobby’s right, and we both peered down the street at Old Timothy, 
who slid down onto one knee and braced the stock against his bony shoulder. We would’ve 
kept talking, except Old Timothy yanked the trigger and fired.
 The bullet hit Pestilence in the ten-gallon hat, whipped it off her head, and thudded 
into the stone column behind her, sending stone shrapnel arrowing outwards and tearing 
into her leather jacket. Pestilence peered down at her jacket, raised a skeletal hand to touch 
her newly bare head, and jerked round on one booted heel to face Timothy. The sound of 
flies and locusts got louder, a roar like a mighty wind that set my one remaining baby tooth 
to rattling in my mouth. She shambled down the courthouse steps, stepped onto the lawn 
and left the grass blackening in her wake, and approached.
 Below, doors and windows slammed as people leaned out to see what Pestilence 
would do. Some of them, in all honesty, were probably rooting for her, since Timothy liked 
to flaunt the fact that he had a huge store of canned food laid aside for any apocalypse while 
refusing to share it: a pretty stupid stance to take when it didn’t seem like any of us were go-
ing to be around long enough to eat fifty canned whole chickens.
 Timothy shot again, but he might as well have been shooting at a glacier for all the 
good it did him. That shot buried itself in Pestilence’s chest and stayed there, Pestilence 
unperturbed. She halted before Timothy, who shrank back against the tree. His eyes started 
from his skull like my brother’s Stretch Armstrong when you squeezed too hard and his gun, 
a futile shield, clutched to his chest. She reached out, all of Hico holding its breath, and 
settled one hand on his shoulder. Timothy quailed, his gaze glued to where she touched him. 
The roaring of insects grew louder. Pestilence lifted her hand, dropped it again, patted the 
man that had shot her on the shoulder, then went back to the steps, dusted off her torn hat, 
and plopped it on her head.
 Timothy slid down the tree and ended up flat on his back in the grass gibbering.
 “She didn’t kill him,” said Bobby, pulling away from the binoculars and frowning 
down the street. “What, he tries to shoot her twice and he gets a gold star for effort instead of 
his head smushed?”
 I shrugged. “Maybe she doesn’t want to kill us; maybe she’s somebody who’s really 
bad at her job but does it anyway. You know, like Paula Deen shilling diabetes medication.” I 
paused, struck by the glory of my own simile. “And anyway her cooking qualifies as a pesti-
lence.” Bobby rolled his eyes and swung off the roof to the ground.
 Philistine.
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 The next morning my father and the other adults found Timothy dead in his fallout 
shelter, his stomach bloated and his eyes yellowed. They buried him in the ground outside his 
shelter and stuck his gun atop the grave, and came back wondering at how awful it was that 
the one person in town who had been looking forward to the apocalypse ended up being one 
of the first to crack. My mother said it was a textbook case of being careful what you wished 
for, and Pestilence said nothing when I and the other kids shouted from the safety of the oak 
tree to ask if she killed Timothy: only smiled.

 That Sunday Bobby and I sprawled on the floor beneath one of the tables at the back 
of the parish hall while the adults had their weekly argument. The other kids were across 
the hall, because they didn’t like either Bobby or me: me because I didn’t eat meat and cried 
every time I went past the butcher’s, and Bobby because-
 Well, because he was skinny, and didn’t have a mom, and wore hand-me-down 
clothes that stunk like cigarette smoke and cat pee. He’d only invited me to his house once, 
staring at his feet as he mumbled that we had him over so often and fed him so much that he 
might as well return the favor, and...
 When I said, “Let’s not and say we did,” he looked like he wanted to cry in gratitude.
 “Hey, Sam?”
 I looked up from the slot car track we were assembling and tilted my head in ques-
tion. 
 Bobby turned over one of the cars in his hands for a long moment, his face cast 
undersea-greenish by the shadow of the table, and said, “What’d you do when your brother 
left?”
 I swallowed and rubbed one hand over my eyes to press back the swelling tears at the 
memory of Mike. He’d been a high schooler, might as well have been a god to me and Bob-
by; taught us to make a fist the right way and punch anybody that said anything mean. Then 
War had come, and Mike had followed, and my mother had chased him all the way to the 
edge of town shouting for him to come back, but he’d already been gone by then. He’d been 
gone the moment War and his red horse appeared on the horizon, his eyes hollowed out and 
something else left behind: something that breathed and lived but that wasn’t my brother.
 “Um. Well. I tried not to think about it, but I can’t really not. His room is still 
there-” I knew, because I slept in his bed, curled around his football helmet, “-and my 
mother hasn’t been the same since.” My voice cracked. “I know he’s gone, but it doesn’t make 
it any easier. He took up so much space, you know?”
 Bobby hitched himself a little closer and slung a gawky arm around my shoulders. I 
sniffled and wiped my hand on his jeans, and he let me, which is how you know you’ve got 
a true friend. I heard the other kids giggle and start whispering, but I didn’t listen. The one 
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good thing about the end of the world: it gave you the freedom to not care.
 “Why’d you want to know?” I said.
 Bobby avoided my eyes and rolled his car back and forth across the tile. “Pestilence 
got my dad. Found him this morning.”
 “Oh.” I’d seen Bobby’s dad once: a jowly mountain of a man, his nose red with 
broken veins and his eyes tiny and piggish. He’d scared me, and if I’d been Bobby I would’ve 
stayed out of the house as much as I could, too. “I’m sorry.”
 “No, but see-” Bobby said, “-I’m not. He drank too much and he only ever cooked 
T.V. dinners and he hadn’t left the house in years. You’re the only person I’ve told, because I 
don’t think he’d want to leave the house even after he died. I’m probably better off without 
him, but then I feel like a bad person because he was my dad, even if he was terrible at it.”
 I chewed on that for a moment. “Way I see it, we’re all going to the same place any-
way. You’re probably going to have to see him soon and eat Hungry Man Extra-Extra-Large 
Dinners for eternity, so might as well enjoy freedom while you can.”
 Bobby jabbed a companionable hip into my side, then let go of my neck and slith-
ered around to stare out at the crowd of adults. I joined him.
 Father Ackley droned, “The horsemen-”
 “Horsepeople,” someone in the crowd said. All eyes turned to Miss Jones, the high 
school civics teacher.
 “What?” Father Ackley said. He looked shocked, like he’d been in the middle of some 
fire and brimstone sermon when Miss Jones leaped up and whipped off her clothes.
 “Horsemen implies that they’re all male, but Pestilence is a woman. Ergo, the gender-
neutral, proper term is horsepeople.” Miss Jones planted her hands on her hips and jutted her 
chin out like a prize-fighter daring someone to take a swing.
 “I-” Father Ackley started, then paused, “Hm,” subsided into a long silence, staring 
fish-like at Miss Jones. “Should we really be discussing the political correctness of the Horse-
men- Horsepeople-” he corrected himself as Miss Jones drew herself up and ballooned out, 
“-of the Apocalypse?”
 “Well,” said Miss Jones, rock-steady as tears started to leak down her face, “It’s now 
or never.”  

 Bobby spent the night after his father’s death in Mike’s room with me, and the night 
after that, and the night after that, until finally my mother started setting out another place 
at the dinner table as a matter of course. She never asked why he didn’t go home. I think, 
even then, she knew. 
 Pestilence became a mascot of sorts, a friendly harbinger of our own apocalypse. Her 
hunched and fly-ridden figure could be spotted almost anywhere in town: shambling down 
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Main Street to sit amongst the early-morning crowd at the Koffee Kup Cafe, on front stoops 
watching kids play pick-up football, a shadow in the stained glass of the parish hall. Her pres-
ence became a comfort, a tangible reminder of the fact that none of us would die alone.
 My birthday came a month after Pestilence did. We celebrated in the line-dancing 
club-slash-bar that was the only business in town whose take had increased since the horse-
men started riding. I had a chocolate cake, and my father gave me and Bobby beers and 
glared at anyone who looked at us twice. The three-piece band struck up something twangy 
and we all got to dancing, fiddling while Rome burned.
 A shadow fell across the door. Pestilence slid into the maelstrom of people, stepped 
her way across the floor to the music and left images of the Black Plague etched in her wake. 
We kept dancing, determined to wring all the goodness we could out of our remaining days. 
 Dizzy, drunk, I whirled my way out of Bobby’s grip and into my mother’s arms. I 
blinked up at her, grinned, and closed my eyes. She pressed her lips to my hair, held me 
close, and in the neon-drunk glow of the bar, my mother lied, “It’s going to be all right.”

 “Sam,” my grandmother called, interrupting me where Bobby and I crouched in the 
front yard poking an anthill with a stick. “I have a feeling something’s coming.”
 “Sure, Granny.” Granny always thought things were coming, had even before the 
Horsemen started riding through every town, and most of the time she’d been wrong. But I 
couldn’t tell her no when she started spreading sacred salt (bought for 19.99 a pound off the 
cable channels) across the front yard and hanging quote-unquote Native American healing 
crystals from the ceiling fans, because my mom would chew me out for hurting Granny’s 
feelings.
 Standing, I stared to the east where purple twilight spread across the sky. Streetlamps 
glittered like fireflies, marching row by row until they dissolved into a point on the horizon, 
a point where something gleamed. Couldn’t quite make it out, though; it shone starlike, too 
bright to get a fix, so I ran inside to get my binoculars and leaped onto the front porch rail-
ing to get a better look. 
 A pale horse staggered, head hung low, towards the town, and its hunched and face-
less rider bore a sword with the point touching the ground. Where the point touched, dark-
ness spread out in a thin line along the horizon and climbed up and up and up, swallowing 
the stars, and as the horse passed the first set of streetlamps on its way they blinked out and 
left half the sky in shadow. The next pair went, and then the next, pulled into the absolute 
emptiness, all mankind’s works undone. 
 “Sam? Do you see something? Sam?”
 I put down my binoculars with shaking hands and crouched beside Bobby. Across the 
street the neighbors had come out and were staring into the eastern blackness. 
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 “It’s the last horseman, granny,” I said. Porches filled with people; seemed the whole 
town was out there, staring straight into the end without flinching, the last protest we could 
make against the certainty of the horsemen.
 Granny harrumphed and kept rocking, and the lights kept going out. I clenched my 
eyes shut hard as I could and grabbed Bobby’s hand. He squeezed back, his hand gross and 
sweaty against mine, and I blurted,
 “Bobby, when you stuck that tarantula down Angie’s dress in first grade, that was me 
that snitched on you-“
 “Sam, I stole your Veterinarian Barbie last month and lit it on fire,” he interrupted 
me. 
 I gaped and would’ve popped him across the mouth but didn’t, because this was the 
time for going out forgiven, and the terrible, awful thing was that now, when the time was 
here for all to be revealed, there was no time.
 “Don’t worry,” Granny said. “This is a good end.”
 I didn’t know if it was or not, but we didn’t have a choice. All we could do was 
crouch or stand there, eyes closed or open, and wait for the horseman to come and turn off 
the lights. 
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ON THE ONLY TIME
I EVER TOLD YOU NO

HANNA AL-JIBOURI

It was Mother’s Day
but I spent it in your bedroom
instead playing footsie and drinking
wine from a plastic cup. 

Your friends had left and we
were alone and you proposed
the idea of making love in the bathroom
before I had to go home.

I cannot recall where my mother was,
perhaps picking a bouquet of her own
flowers or stirring the pot on the stove
of her own home cooked chili, but

your mother was by herself in the kitchen
emptying her own bottle of wine,
and sorting through the pile of mail
that had arrived throughout the week.

When you told me that we could
run the water and that she would never
hear us, I didn’t believe you.
I was nervous—not just with getting caught

by your mother, but nervous with my own
body and the way it looked beside yours,
you inside me. The closeness of it all
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made me short of breath at times.

We had made love a dozen times before, but this
was different: it was daylight, I was too sober,
and I loved you more than usual, I think. I declined,
drove to join my family for dinner and television reruns.

My voice never sounded as stern, I imagine,
my tongue gripping the word as it exited,
not wanting to let it go due to possible
regret or fear of intimacy: No. I told you

No, and ever since the word fell out my
mouth just once, it’s been far gone, disappeared,
perhaps. I’ve been trying to find an appropriate
synonym to turn you down with. No luck yet.

CROWDED
MINUTE

ALLI 
DILLARD

ALLI DILLARD((gouache painting))
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CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON

CARMEN ALLIE THOMPSON
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FORREST FIRE
(SPOILER ALERT)

SYDNEE ABERNATHY

 When you know someone and then they die in a fire, many things may happen. 
For instance, if he was only fifteen-years-old, the expression Sweet Sixteen will take on an 
entirely new meaning for you; one that suggests our poor odds in life’s gamble, even when 
we are young and healthy. More significantly, if his name was Forrest, every time you hear 
the phrase Forest Fire, your stomach will turn, and your skin will crawl. Sometimes you’ll 
wish that it would crawl right off your body so that you could wrap it around yourself in a 
different way, more like a blanket. You’ll picture everyone standing there, blankets from the 
ambulances wrapped around their bodies, all of them staring up at the orange blaze of a once 
silver barn. You’ll imagine the difference between their cold clammy flesh under those itchy 
blankets and his charred skeleton blanketed by fire and smoke, and you’ll want to shake your 
brain and ask it what the hell it thinks it’s doing, thinking that way. You’ll want to prod it, 
punish it for being so morbid.
 It’ll be your imagination’s tendency at late hours to produce ghastly images of his 
unconscious body enveloped by flames, his red hair singed to nothing, that will keep you 
up at night and give you nightmares of fiery apocalypses, where people and trees randomly 
combust into a fire that cannot be extinguished. After these dreams grow familiar, you’ll find 
yourself plagued with a new kind of nightmare. A nightmare in which he comes back—older, 
taller and burlier, and explains that he escaped the fire and has been hitchhiking around the 
country in a disoriented state. But he’s back now! It’s all fine, and what a handsome young 
man he grew up to be. The terror of these dreams will lie in their inevitable termination; in 
having to wake up and reorder your world. Sometimes, you’ll lie awake at night thinking of 
all the things that could’ve been done to prevent the fire. These nights, you’ll have dreams of 
being granted the chance to go back in time and destroy the faulty generator, but each time 
you’ll fail right before the explosion. You’ll develop the OCD tendency of checking to see if 
the stove is off. Even when you didn’t even use it. Sometimes you’ll go back twice, because 
you won’t trust your eyes the first time.
 But all of this will be manageable. You’ll get used to it. What you’ll never get used 
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to is receiving text messages from the woman whose only son died in a fire, asking how you 
are. That’s not how it works, is it? Shouldn’t she have the right not to worry, or even care how 
everyone else is doing—everyone else who hasn’t suffered something worse than death? No 
matter how many messages you may send her telling her you’re thinking about her or shar-
ing funny and happy thoughts of her son, her simple How are you?’s bear witness to a heart 
and backbone, both bigger than you could ever even pretend to possess. You’ll wonder what 
dreams she has at night, if she even has them. You’ll wonder what she felt like that night she 
sat, shrouded in a blanket and covered in unscathed skin. You’ll wonder if she’s developed 
any OCD habits. Most of all, though, you’ll wonder how she gets out of bed every morning 
and goes to work at a funeral home, and still has the capacity to care how other people are 
doing. Other people with no dead sons and jobs to remind them of their abysmal loss every 
day. Every damn day. 
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VOCATIO
 

LAURA KLASEK
Murphy Foundation Contest Winner

Honorable Mention
 U should come, her phone blinked at her, screen bright on her tired eyes. No more 
hermit-ing. U need to get out and talk to people.
 Ree peeled off the blue latex glove on her left hand and tapped out a response, 
sweaty fingers leaving streaks on the phone. 
 I’ve already told you I’m too busy. 
 The arms of the squid lay open on the blue, spongy wax, fanning out in graceful 
spirals from the beaklike mouth. A tongue with wicked spines hid within that mouth, ready 
to rasp and scrape and consume. It never would. The fumes of formalin fixative rose in 
waves, stinging her eyes and scouring her nose and mouth. She jabbed the red-tipped pen 
through the triangular lateral fin and sat back, coughing. 
 The laboratory had sunk underwater, with the light dim and cephalopods lurking 
all around. Squid, cuttlefish, Nautilus, and octopi frozen in place, lined up on shiny trays 
in rows so neat that her uncle Ned, the Marine, would have difficulty finding fault. Logilo 
forbesi with its pearly skin, Sepia officinalis with its brown, black, and white pigmentation, 
Nautilus pompilus huddled in the first chamber of its shell, Octopus vulgaris with eight 
suckering arms. The huge windows on the western wall gave the entire room the feel of an 
aquarium tank as pale, false-dawn light filtered through them. Ten lab benches were neatly 
placed to provide the proper visual and physical stimulation for this exhibit of Studentis 
biologis. All that was missing was the sign on the viewing window listing the species, their 
geographic distribution, and status as threatened or thriving.
 The subspecies inhabiting this particular lab were the variant of Studentis biologis 
known as pre-med-freshman-who-didn’t-realize-becoming-a-doctor-was-actually-hard-
work-and-will-be-a-Spanish-major-bashing-biology-by-the-end-of-the-semester. Unfortu-
nately, this particular subspecies showed no signs of endangerment. Ree wanted them desig-
nated a noxious, invasive pest species that should be sprayed with formalin upon approach 
to the lab, but no one on campus agreed with her. 
 She squeezed her eyes shut and rubbed them against her shoulder.  Picking up the 
last plastic cover, she snapped it over the stationary squid, keeping it fresh for the bleary-
eyed, hungover nitwit frosh-lings to rip into pieces in a couple of hours. Scraping her stool 
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against the tile floor, she stretched and stood. Her back cracked loose with a sound like the 
snap of a bivalve shell breaking. 
 “Why a doctor?” she said. “Why not an auto mechanic? Mechanics don’t have labs. 
Mechanics certainly don’t have TA jobs.” Her phone buzzed again, rattling perilously close to 
the edge of the black lab bench. She snatched it before it could fall – another broken phone, 
and her bank would be after her with pitchforks, tar, and torches – and shoved it deep in her 
pocket without checking the screen. Ginny meant well, but she thought all problems could 
be solved with enough alcohol and pounding music hammering your skull. 
 She leaned against a lab bench and stared down at the street below. Cars rolled past 
occasionally, but for the most part the street was deserted. For the most part. A cluster of 
cars hugged the curb at the base of a broad staircase, their windshields and roofs and myriad 
bumper stickers overshadowed by the towering church. The neo-Gothic limestone marvel 
stained with car exhaust swooped upwards, dramatic arches and circular windows out of 
place in the uniform monotony of the rest of the street. Its enormous doors hung wide open, 
spilling light on the gum-blackened concrete steps. Ree set her jaw. 
 “You’re doing it again.” 
 She pinched her lips together and rolled her eyes. “I am not,” she said. 
 “You are.” 
 A middle-aged woman with four of what Ree’s father called YLDs – Yappy Little 
Dogs – coaxed and bribed her pack up the sidewalk, her legs tangling in a leash. She tripped, 
muttered something, and started picking up dogs and placing them snout forward on the 
sidewalk. A bike rider swung around the corner far too fast and swerved to avoid the woman. 
He leapt off his bike to avoid crashing into a light pole and spun around, full of the particu-
lar indignation mastered only by someone who regularly wore brightly colored, skin-tight 
nylon. 
 A kid with a backpack and Save the Whales t-shirt walked out of the church door-
way, took one look at the argument brewing, and went the other direction. A couple – the 
hands-clinging kind of couple, the ones whose palms were permanently glued together 
– passed by him, too absorbed in cooing to notice the showdown between biker and dog 
walker. 
 “You’ve got to stop this sooner or later, Ree.” 
 The littlest dog, a black one the size of a toaster, barked at the biker. The woman 
tugged at the leash, but the dog, with typical Canis Size Inferiority Complex, took that as 
encouragement to yap louder. 
 “If I was doing anything to stop, which I am not, it would be none of your concern,” 
she said. Her fingers traced around the window glass, circling the couple. They had stopped, 
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sitting on the low stone wall that bore the sign for the church. Their dangling feet partially 
obscured the words, Ad Majorem Dei Gloriam, carved under “St. James Catholic Church.” 
The light pouring from the doors wrapped them both in golden halos. Ree pinched her lips 
together as she stared. 
 “It’s not the church’s fault.” 
 She spun around and stalked over to the prep area. A half dozen probes lay scattered 
over the surface. She wrenched the faucet on and dropped them down in the sink with one 
hand and gathered tissue detritus with the still-gloved hand. The green, foul-smelling “living 
waste” bag sat in a Rubbermaid box under the prep table. She threw the brown mass away, 
stripped off her other glove, and groped for the dish soap. 
 “You know I’m right. That’s why you’re angry.” 
 “I’m angry,” she said, flinging rinsed probes back into their tray, “because you will not 
shut up.” 
 The blade-less scalpels tumbled into the sink next, and she yanked the paper-towel 
dispenser handle a few times. Spreading the sheet out on the counter next to the sink, she 
fished the scalpels back out and set them down to dry. 
 “I can’t shut up. You’re imagining this entire conversation.” 
 “Do not bring logic to my crazy party!” she snapped, rubbing at her forehead with 
a damp hand. Her head throbbed, and the last dose of caffeine had well and truly worn off. 
She felt like a thin layer of butter scraped over too much bread: insufficient, worn, and pa-
thetic. 
 “I miss you.” 
 “No, Chester, you don’t,” she replied, shaking her head. She scrubbed at her hands 
now, drenching them in green-apple soap in the hope of banishing the fixative smell. 
 “I do. I told you so.” 
 “You wrote one letter that got sent to Guatemala City, Boston, and El Paso before 
finding its way here, and, ‘I miss you,’ was scribbled on the bottom, the throw-away line 
right before your signature. Your, ‘I miss you,’ was on the level of, ‘Hope you’re having a 
good time,’ or, ‘Sincerely.’”
 “Did you expect a sonnet?” 
 She kicked a stool out of her way and slammed the lid down on the clam bucket. 
The sounds echoed in the empty lab. Across the street, the couple had changed position. 
They were in the primate-like grooming state of coupledom, picking at each other’s hair and 
clothes. 
 “I expected you to be here,” she said, knocking her forehead against the window. She 
squeezed her eyes shut for a moment. 
 People streamed out of the church doors, accompanied by slightly louder strain of or-
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gan music. Father Brandon, in green vestments, stood at the top of the stairs, shaking hands 
as his parishioners headed off for breakfast or class or work. Her throat caught. She’d spent 
many a morning cramming for O. Chem in the narthex or reciting the names of taxa while 
pacing on the steps, attending hundreds more Masses than most of the students on campus 
who actually were Catholic. She would wait patiently for the choir to finish and Chester to 
make his way out. They’d go to breakfast. He’d quiz her on her chemistry, or she’d drill him 
on his Latin. They’d split for classes and rejoin each other the instant they were free. He made 
her ice cream soup – vanilla ice cream with chocolate sauce stirred in until the mix reached 
the consistency of soft serve – when she had migraines, and she ran to Target to ensure he 
never ran out of Looney Tunes socks in the weeks he was too busy to do laundry. He was the 
best friend she had ever had. He was the only friend she really had. 
 “You couldn’t have waited a year?” she asked the window. “A year? Before you ran off 
to join the celibate pedophiles in dresses.” 
 “Listen, I know I should have…” his voice in her head trailed off. That wasn’t what 
he would say. Chester did not explain. He did not apologize. Not aloud. 
 Swinging her backpack on, Ree flipped the lights off and locked the door. Was it 
worth walking home? She needed to be back in an hour, and the couch in the lounge was 
divinely comfortable.
 “You have to let this go, Ree.” 
 She turned left and shouldered open the stairway door. “I’d like you to leave me 
alone,” she said.
 “I am. I’m on the other side of the planet, working with a mission group for six 
months before I enter the seminary. I’ve only written one letter, just like you asked.” 
 “So?” she muttered. 
 “You’re the one who won’t leave this alone.” 
 Ree opened the front door, nose filling with the cigarette-and-exhaust smell of city. 
The church confronted her, its stone walls dour and glittering glass eyes cold. The couple was 
arm-in-arm, promenading towards the confrontational biker and woman. Father Brandon 
had beaten them there, and he had one hand on the woman’s shoulder and one hand on the 
biker’s shoulder. 
 Reconciliation in action. Joy. 
 “Ree, stop projecting. We are not feuding morning people who’ve never met in their 
lives.”
 “Well, we’re feuding, and it’s morning, and I don’t give a damn,” she said. 
 “How are you doing, Rhiannon?” a lovebird called across the street. Traffic rumbled 
and shrieked in the distance. She grimaced and waved.
 “Been busy,” she replied. Med school applications and interviews were a colossal pain, 
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but neither of them cared about that. Neither had Chester, apparently, since her proofreader 
and sanity-keeper had split for Africa when she needed him most. 
 Chester said softly, “We’re not them, either. You know that, right?” Ree pinched her 
lips together. 
 “I see,” the lovebird said. There was sympathy in the lovebirds’ eyes, but Ree didn’t 
need their pity. “Well, take care.” 
 “You, too.” 
 Chester’s voice said, “You could be a little nicer.” 
 “I am not listening to you,” she replied, turning in the direction of the student union. 
The direction that brought her right into Father Brandon’s sightline. 
 “Rhiannon, come get some coffee,” Father Brandon called, his hand cupped next to 
his mouth. 
 Damn it. It was too early to swear creatively, but damn it. Father Brandon. He had 
known what Chester had decided before Chester had dropped the news. He had advised 
Chester to do it – to go to Kenya, to go to the seminary, to tell her that day standing on 
melting tar in the hot August sun, four hours before his flight left – and now he wanted to 
talk. 
 Three months of successful avoidance. Now she failed? Damn it. 
 “I was going to go get some from the union,” she said, pointing down the road. 
Father Brandon was short but built like a linebacker, and he drank enough Red Bull that 
he had the energy this early in the morning to chase her down. But maybe, just maybe, he 
would let her escape.
 “Nonsense. Come over here.” 
 The biker nearly ran her over as she crossed the street, and the woman picked up a 
dog in each arm and dragged the other two down the sidewalk. The carried dogs wiggled; the 
dragged dogs whined; no one appeared happy with the arrangement. She empathized with 
the mutts – she didn’t particularly want to follow Father Brandon up into the narthex of the 
church, but, like them, her options were limited.
 A folding table leaned against the wall, sinking under the weight of two carafes of 
coffee, each the size of a three-year-old. A picked-over tray of Krispy Kremes sat in front of 
the towers of paper cups. Father Brandon handed her a cup, and Ree poked at the dispenser, 
sending spurts of steaming coffee splashing messily into the cup. The floor squeaked under 
her feet, and the smell of incense, coffee, and musty books settled on her shoulders like an 
old quilt.
 “You’ve been having a bit of a time lately,” Father Brandon said. He always spoke 
without asking questions, like everything that came out of his mouth was fact. “Talk to me.” 
 “I’m actually fine, Father.” She smiled, mouth thin. “Thank you for the coffee,” she 
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said, turning away. Maybe if she could get to the doors…
 “It’s terrifying to be one step away from something you’ve worked for your entire 
life,” Father said. She stopped, coffee sloshing against the sides of the cup. “I know it has not 
been easy for you.”
 The coffee in her cup rose as she squeezed the thin paper walls. “Father, I don’t want 
to talk about Chester’s decision. If you don’t mind.”
 Father Brandon ignored her and asked, “Have I ever told you the story about my 
friend Brent and the basketball scout?”
 Ree clenched her jaw. “No, Father.” He smiled, a spark in his eyes. He’d trapped her. 
Chester had told her that there was a suspicion among Father Brandon’s Newman Center 
flock that if you ever interrupted a story about his friend Brent, you’d have bad luck for a 
month. She suspected he’d started the rumor himself, and she certainly wasn’t one of his 
flock, but she wouldn’t risk bad luck right now, not with her applications floating out there 
in the void.
 “The night before Brent’s ordination, he went to the gym to play basketball.” Father 
Brandon’s voice rolled and softened; he was a master storyteller. “He’d been a great player in 
college, even had an NBA scout give him a card with his number. Brent would go and shoot 
free throws for hours when he got stressed, and he was more than stressed that night. He was 
scared. And with every shot, his fear grew, until at three-thirty in the morning, he pulled out 
his wallet, went to a pay phone – back when we still had those, you know, in the Dark Ages 
– and called the scout. Told the scout that he had made a mistake and wanted to play basket-
ball.”
 Ree shifted her weight and took a sip of coffee. 
 “Well, the scout – after asking Brent if he knew what time it was – said this: ‘Son, I 
remember watching you play. You were good. Real good. But I remember this, too: all your 
team called you Little Padre. Your team named you, son. You’re not calling me right now 
because you changed your mind. Go to bed.’”
 Ree stayed silent, swirling her cup in her hand. 
 Father Brandon sighed. “Ree, Chester is your scout.” What? Her head jerked up. 
“Your voice of reason. He disappeared on you, and you’re upset. He told me again and again 
that he couldn’t leave, but he also told me – and I know he told you – that he didn’t fit here. 
This wasn’t his vocation.”
 “A year would have killed him?” she snapped before she thought about the words. 
His vocation? Damn his bloody vocation. Did having a vocation mean cutting and running 
without looking back? All ties burned with a blowtorch, everyone left behind, Ree left be-
hind, standing in hot sun and feeling like a scalpel had been driven between her ribs. Damn 
him. Him and his bloody feelings and faith and incense and lack of rationality. 
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 “Vocatio means ‘a calling,’ not ‘a want.’” Father Brandon put his hand on her shoul-
der. “Not ‘a choice,’ either, though you can chose not to hear it. You know that, Rhiannon. 
Your vocation pulls you just as hard and strong as his does. Stronger, probably.” 
 She blinked, looking down on the ground. The floor was covered in tiling that pre-
tended to be some kind of marble – a creamy base sprinkled with brown and green and red 
flecks the size of her thumb print. The flecks blurred together as her eyes swam with water. 
She closed her eyes.
 “You knew I had to leave eventually,” Chester’s voice said in her head. “If I went to 
the seminary and you went to med school, I’d have to leave. Would you ever have been ready 
for that? Would you have ever been ready to let me go?”
 Father Brandon took the coffee cup from her limp hand and filled it back to the top. 
Ripping open a blue packet of Equal, he dumped the sugar in and swirled the cup. “There 
is a stack of letters piling up in my office. You made him promise not to write to you”—he 
pressed the coffee cup into her hand—“but he’s been sending the letters he writes to you to 
me. Talk to him, Rhiannon. It’ll do you both good.” 
 She already talked to him. She talked to Chester every single day. His voice had 
seeped into her head. He commented on every damn thing she did. How many versions 
of the same argument, the same discussion, had they held in the confines of her own skull? 
Enough that any decent psychiatrist would think her crazy. 
 “He went to Africa, not to Mars, and he hasn’t abandoned you.” Father Brandon’s 
phone clamored for his attention with a few measures of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. He 
frowned, squinting at the screen. 
 Ree took a deep breath and lifted her coffee cup up to her nose, soaking in the steam. 
The throbbing in her head refused to ease, and the ache and drag in her limbs did not lessen. 
It was still seven thirty a.m. on Tuesday, and she had a mountain of work to get through for 
the undergraduate professors she helped out. 
 But she had a half an hour before lab began. 
 “Father?” He glanced up. “Thank you for the coffee.” She raised her cup. Father 
Brandon held her eyes for a moment before nodding.
 “Anytime, Rhiannon.” 
 She shouldered the door aside and walked down the steps, careful not to watch her 
coffee cup lest too much attention cause it to spill. At the base of the steps, she dumped her 
backpack on the ground and sat down on top of the sign, nestling her coffee next to her. Fid-
dling with the zipper to the backpack, she extracted a notebook and pen and opened both. 
 Dear Chester, she wrote on the top of the page. I’m still mad at you. 
 But tell me about Kibera. 
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THIS PICTURE BLOWS

SARAH PULLEN

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 1st Place
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THERE IS A PRETTY GIRL 
ON THE FLOOR

CAITI ROLFES-HAASE

There is a pretty girl on the floor.
I do not know what this means.
She has glass in her neck.
 It must hurt.
I am not saying this as some sort of plunder into pity.
And I am not saying it is possible.
But, she has glass in her neck, and it is hard not to notice her there,
Sitting cross-legged on the ground, rocking rocking. Back and forth, soft and mute, like don’t 
wake the children. She has small hands with thin fingers, they are white fingers, and clean-
cut nails. There is glass in her neck, large pieces, pretty shards like window frames. The bits 
stuck there are haloed by blood. She lifts her hands to her neck, and touches there, touches 
what is there and should not be there, and her mouth opens and then closes like a gaping fish 
or a flower. Her hands clench the creases on her palms; as fists, they fall to her lap. She clears 
her throat every few seconds, and the shards pump and pulse, up and back down again, as 
her larynx contracts and relaxes. Her eyes are squinched shut. The floor is washed wooden 
and the room is crisp cold and there is a soft fine layer of dust over everything that always 
falls back into place after every cleaning. Pray, pray, pretty girl. But do not let them hear you.
I will ask you what this means. I will ask you why she looks that way. I hope you do tell me 
the truth, but to her
DO not tell her she is poetry. DO not tell her she is metaphor. DO not say to her that THIS 
TOO SHALL PASS 
For
I have seen the passing. I have seen her passing through the bright plate of a doorway, away 
the way she thought led outside. I tasted the moment when her mouth went dry and she fell 
against a clear wall. There was no one there to aid in her collapse, she fell upon glass; when 
she woke up, she crawled around the disaster to get back indoors. She sat down in the family 
room and turned away from the trail of red she had left from the porch under the awning 
into the hallway and next to the door. She sat down and swallowed her blood because her 
voice didn’t work and rocked because she could not see straight enough to sit still. Because, 
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get this, she has glass in her neck and no she is not ignoring it, listen, she is too aware to face 
it, she is too full of the feel of knife-in-neck to talk about it, she is, listen, she is too damn 
hell-bent on screaming to be loud.
 I once saw a boy crying next to a stone wall. He said sorrysorrysorrysorrysorry and   
 held his jaw like a soldier, his knees quaking like screen door. That reminded    
 me of this. 
I ask you what does this mean. I ask you why do they look that way. I hope you will tell me 
the truth, but to her
DO not tell her she is poetry. DO not tell her she is metaphor.
She is filled with glass and pretty pretty, she is shake, shake, she is eyes and hands and sitting 
down, but 
she is enough. 
Just, not enough to stop the quaking. 

WHITNEY

KARA KING
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ALL UP TO ME

SARAH GHIDINA

Inside my ears 
the blood it pounds. 
It goes a-drumming 
and a-thumping 
all the way down 
into the pit of my 
knotted-up stomach. 
Here my tendons 
have twisted 
into a great big leathery 
bow sitting atop all my 
frustration and tension. 
Unwrap it like a present 
and see what you can find
in there, I dare you. 
Just try to break down 
my crusty hardened anger.
I challenge you
to this because I know 
it can’t be done. 
Not even an angioplasty 
could make enough 
room for the light to peer 
into this dark,
boarded-up place.

And now I am
all closed-off 
and you are
all closed-out.
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There is no cure 
for which you can 
provide me. 
It must be done alone. 
I must go inside myself 
and break it all apart. 
Loosen up the pressure 
and release all of the pain.

Only I can set me free. 
Not you, but me.

JULISSA 
HUTCHISON-YBARRA

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((pen and ink)) JULISSA HUTCHISON-YBARRA



-71-

BRENNA

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

((oil painting))



-72-

MCGANG BANG

     RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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10 POEM-ISH CLIPART CAPTIONS 
FROM IMAGEZOO.COM

ZACH HALE

1.     Young boy sitting on pencil shaped car.
2.     Little girl cooking vegetables.
3.     Children walking to school on a big clock.
4.     Girl sitting on a pencil shaped see-saw with a stack of books.
5.     A young boy holding a rose with a long stem.
6.     A man wearing patches of grass.
7.     A father and son using a laptop.
8.     Woman holding a heart with her son running inside it.
9.     Children chipping away at a question mark.
10.   Three children holding hands to form the universe with the world floating  
        in it.
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While on the couch I lean over and point to your new girlfriend with my eyes.
“Don’t tell me,” I say. “She smokes Camel No. 9’s and she’s a virgin.”
You fix your hand on my thigh, and my throat contracts and then explodes into the ash 
of a thousand rolled cigarettes. You press into me, teeth clinking on the piercings that 
line my ears. 
“You’re not a poet,” you whisper. “Just a drunk with a pen.” 

LIVIN’ ON THE EDGE 
OF THE CITY LIMIT LINE

JULIA LEE MCGILL
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NARRATIVE:

WILLIAM REPASS

Huddled on the subway. Hunched like an embryo or an eremite, worldworn. Wombed 
in garbage––emptied cans; emptied milk jugs; emptied brownpaper wineskins. Emp-
tied news-rippings and emptied words etched across this stainless steel husk, this capsule 
screaming and sweating putricides through the city’s bowel-canal.

Posterboys-and-girls loom from the burnish––teeth gleaming with celluloid-smiles and 
rippling with generator-pneuma. As if for contrast: the subway is chockfull of people emp-
tied-out: Vagrants like me. Cowering inside ponchos, zippered in black plastic bodybags. 
Mugs unshorn, waiting for sheepshears and slaughterhooks. Smeared with beards and 
veneers of filth, fig-leaf facades, jowl-sag miseries. Bottleheads bobbing to the third-rail-
cadence, self-corked and sloshed with a swig of stories-never-shared. Drunk up. Guzzled 
down. That’s the good shit. That’s what I want.

Stories rest between the eyegaps. That’s where I pry ‘em out. Most times, they finch-flit 
away, sensing the leverage of another pair and taking their stories with ‘em. I catch ‘em 
when they’re not busy eying. When gazes are glazed, folded-in. Hook ‘em, and eyes smol-
der like a just-flicked cigarette fin; telling stories about what isn’t there, about a longing 
long-smoked, dragged out in serpentines.

The subway falters, gathers, grinds to a halt. Emptiness exhausts itself, so it’s time to move 
on, search elsewhere. Clawing through the automatic doors, I glom into a heap of people. 
We flock to the stairs, expelled in a black clot. The railings are tarnished. Fingerprinted 
with oil paintings in-memory of hands once that gripped, brushed, glid; hands gasping for 
a grasp, just handhold enough to prevent a fall. And we surface. Umbrellas bloom black 
lotuses. People separate out on the sidewalks, attending to secret desires. 

Tracking twins through Central Park, where leaves tongue the falling skies, swallowing 
up the traffic-drone. They must have a story, this Siamese figurine. Keeping my distance, 
shadowing from the trees. Don’t think they’d notice even a step behind, they’re so ab-
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sorbed absorbing the rain. Following for a long while as they pathfind the gravel byways, I 
realize they’re empty too.

Can’t take this anymore, so I’m hobbling from hiding to confront them. Grabbing them 
by their windbreaker and shaking them like the ragdoll they are. Tell me your story. Just 
tell me your fucking story. Wailing, they tear from grip and connect with a cudgel-fist.  
Crumpling to the ground, I watch them tear across the park through a film, a bloodreel. 

I realize. This was a story all-along. Floodgates gape to waves of bleach. Bleach when I 
craved booze. Locusts when I drempt of butterflies. Pouring from the void into my eye-
socket-amphoras until my brain presses against the concave of my skull: so many stories. 
My stories.

WILLIAM REPASS
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 I think it’s been six months now. I refuse to keep track of passing days or months 
because thinking about time without her is unbearable. I cried for three weeks after the 
cancer ate her alive, but after those three weeks, my eyes burned dry. I occupied my time 
with other women. When I am inside them, I can forget my wife for an instant. 
 I have been sleeping in Jane’s bed for awhile now. I keep my spare toothbrush in 
the plastic cup on the sink of her bathroom. She insisted that’s what couples do when they 
hit the month mark. She is easy, a fast mover, and she wants our relationship to get some-
where. My wife would always take her time, thirty minutes late to everything. She took 
her time with dying too. Five years and three months. 
 “Why do we never sleep over at your house?” she asks me. 
 “You don’t want to go there,” I tell her,  “It’s a dirty place, a shitty bachelor’s pad.”
 I say my wife left me a few months ago for her high school romance. I eventu-
ally let in to her longing because her voice is screechy when she nags and hurts my ears. A 
couple of hours before Jane comes over, I begin to hide my dead wife. I box up the pic-
tures of us from our honeymoon in Ireland, her perfume smelling of vanilla and cinna-
mon, and the herbal vitamins she swore would heal anything. I pack her outdated clothes 
and panties into trash bags I stuff beneath the bed. I remove any trace of her quickly, as if 
I am a burglar ransacking my own home. 
 Jane arrives at seven o’clock sharp. We eat Chinese food from cartons and watch 
her favorite movie, “Sleepless in Seattle.” I miss my wife and our shared fondness for sci-
ence fiction T.V. movies. We met at a Star Wars convention. I spotted her across the room 
and gathered enough courage to approach her. “Honey, you’ve been looking for love in Al-
deraan places,” I told her. She told me later, “The only reason I even considered going on a 
date with you was because you were the only half good-looking Luke Skywalker there.”
 I want to have sex with Jane soon because I begin to miss what used to be. Hov-
ered over her small body, I kiss Jane’s neck and push her thighs apart. I don’t feel sad in 
that instant, not happy, just empty. 
 Afterwards, we lay in bed and I try to synchronize my breathing to hers to attain 
some kind of closeness. But she breathes in her sleep like she is running a marathon, and I 

LOSING TIME

TESS STEWART
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can’t keep up. 
 The night my wife died, I cradled her atrophied limbs tight in my arms, and our 
bodies were indistinguishable under the hospital bed covers. Her breathing was strained, as 
if the hands of the cancer were slowly suffocating the life out of her lungs. I finally allowed 
myself to fall asleep next to her after three days of being awake from fear of closing my eyes 
and losing sight of her alive. That night, I didn’t see her die, I only felt her ribs stop rising. 
Time stopped ticking forward. Now, my life is boxed up, and I am doing the limbo beneath 
the bar of remembering, keeping my chest low and my head almost touching my ankles in 
a backbend. If my chest hits the bar, knocking it from its support, time will be propelled in 
motion, and I will cry again, thinking about the days I have to live without her.   
 The next morning, I mistake the heat of the other woman’s body as my wife’s. But as 
I breathe in, I don’t smell vanilla and cinnamon.
 “Do you know what time it is?” she asks me. 
 “No,” I reply. Never. 

HANNAH MCGREW((photography))
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SOMNAMBULIST

TREVOR TRIETSCH

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 2nd Place

Why is it that you feel most loved, most loving, when you slip into sleep?
You lie here wishing for his lips’ and eyelashes’ simplicity when asleep.

Slivers of moonlight, warm glow of lamplight barely seeps into your room.
The traffic below his apartment streams on. He feels no chagrin... asleep. 

What a precious constant, that semi-conscious state. What sight in blackness.
Can you taste roasted chicken and cayenne? Can you still see Berlin, asleep?

So many nights together, so many more apart. He’s there, in the city that never sleeps.
You’re here with the crickets and the wind. Yet he’ll manage, once again, to sleep.

“See you in dreamland,” he always says; he waits for you at the appointed place.
He is your lucid dream, the destination of your sleepwalking; you’ve been asleep.

Yes, you spend your days asleep now. Everyone is fooled while you walk about. 
Everyone is fooled while you dream. The sun goes up then down—again sleep.

It won’t be long now. The same empty daily, nightly dream. Soon you’ll be...
Have you forgotten how to wake? Now’s not the time. Grapefruit and gin, then sleep.

Sleepers can’t be blamed for their actions or inaction. Their minds are elsewhere.
Sorry I didn’t see you; sorry you don’t exist; I can’t be held responsible if I sin in sleep.

You sometimes worry that things are blurring; what is the dream? Is it you?
You’re waxing existential, Friend. You hear the subway violins, you sleep.

((poetry)) TREVOR TRIETSCH
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ELEGIAC MUSIC

MEREDITH MORRISON

Your weak heart struggles,
As the vital muscle beats a closing tune.
You will never sing with our tempo,
The rhythm of healthy youth. 
No metronome tick will be slow enough 
For you to hold steady notes
And play effortlessly before the piece’s final rest. 

MEREDITH MORRISON((poetry))
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THE POKER GAME

JULIA COOK

 Andy had nothing left to study and nothing left to clean.  He poured himself a glass 
of wine and sat down at the kitchen table.  He wondered whether he should turn the radio 
on—it stared at him from the counter and seemed to play the city sounds from outside as 
its featured program.  Being a good Midwestern boy, Andy could focus on any pigeon-call 
or police siren; years of small-town silence made every noise clear to him, as articulated as 
Reagan’s voice on the radio.
 He lifted his cheap glass to his lips and there was nothing left on the table.  He was 
proud of it, the old card table had been fifty cents at a flea market and was easy to transport 
from Chicago, the beer stains and folding legs easy to cover with a sheet.  Andy glanced at his 
satchel on the floor, wondering if he should get ahead on his reading.  He needed something 
to eat first—he was a slim guy and the wine was floating to the top of his head, like cigarette 
smoke trapped in a jazz club.
 He knew if he went outside the smell of piss and cheap drinks in the hallway would 
kill his appetite.  But he finished his wine and the radio seemed to glare at him, and he had 
nothing better to do. He zipped his wallet into a windbreaker pocket and locked the door 
twice behind him. And out he went.
 
 In the city, the sun grew older in the afternoon and exploded off skyscraper window-
panes. Everything glowed orange like it had been refracted through the autumn leaves.  Andy 
suddenly realized it was fall even though he put dates on all his notes, papers, even shop-
ping lists. His chucks slapped the sidewalk as he weaved through workers young and old, the 
breeze pushing against his windbreaker as he set his sight on the corner pizza shop a river of 
hats, hair gel, and baseball caps away. It was rush hour and he moved against the tide.

 Dominic’s was warm and dark.  Muted disco music crackled over the stereo almost in 
time with the blinking light bulbs.
 “The usual, Andy-boy?”
 Andy followed Dominic’s cheerful voice to the counter.
 “The good thing about you, Dominic, is that I never have to read a menu,” Andy 
said, rubbing his eyes.
 “The good thing about me is that I make you what you fucking want,” Dominic 
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glanced at a black woman with a scarf on her head and a toddler in her lap, “Sorry, Rosie.  
You know how I am,” he winked at Andy, “Nicky, let’s get 2 slices and a pint for the old 
chap—”
 “You can hold the pint,” Andy said, laughing at the Bronx-Brit accent.
 “Bloody hell, mate.  It’s Friday,” he put his real voice back on, “I’m gonna tell Rosie’s 
boy here not to let you leave until you have some god-damn fun.”
 Rosie’s toddler banged his tiny brown fists on the table, laughing.
 “I’ma tell my boy to knock some sense into you if you don’t stop cussin’ ‘round him!”
 “Fieday!  Fieday!  Fieday!” He chirped.
 “You see?  I know what the kids want,” Dominic said, setting the pint on the coun-
ter.  Andy shrugged, handing him two bucks, and took a stool by the window.  There was a 
Wall Street Journal on the table, a companion to some businessman’s lunch, Andy thought.  
Would he be coming back here in a few years, checking stock prices in the WSJ while he had 
his favorite pizza?  Andy couldn’t bring himself to read—he had been looking at words all 
day.

 He was halfway through his second piece of onion-ham-mushroom pizza when the 
door swung open.  The bells clanged, making Rosie’s boy shriek.  A pair of loafers clicked 
over to Andy and a big hand clapped the back of his windbreaker.
 “Andy!  Why the hell didn’t you call me if you were gonna start the night early?”  Phil 
said, pulling a stool from the other table.
 “I’m not starting early, Dominic told me to live a little—”
 “Phil, take this boy out and make him stop acting like he’s fifty fuckin’ years old.”
 “You boys betta stop this or I’m gonna—”
 “Sorry, Rosie.” Phil and Dominic said in unison.  Her boy started to laugh.
 Phil took a gulp of Andy’s pint.
 “You’re coming to the poker game tonight, right?”
 “Where is it?”
 “Jimmy’s place.”
 “I don’t know where Jimmy lives,” Andy said, taking a bite of pizza.
 “Oh, it’s easy,” Phil started to draw a map on the WSJ with his finger.
 Andy counted the hats that bounced by outside.

 “Phil, let the boy get a word in edgewise, you’ve lost him,” Dominic said, setting the 
boy’s pepperoni slices down and snapping his fingers in Andy’s face.
 “Andy, man, are you doing ok?”
 “I’m fine.”
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 “Why don’t you come to the poker game?  You wanted to on Wednesday.”
 “I’m just tired is all.”
 Phil grinned.  “So, how’d you do on the exam?”
 “I think I did fine.”
 “Well, let’s see,” Phil picked up the WSJ like a clipboard, “Listless, aloof, unwilling to 
go out on a Friday night—”
 “Shut up, Phil.”
 “All signs point to academic anxiety!” Phil said through a mouthful of pizza.  “The 
doctor recommends—Hey Rosie, you wanna go out with this fine young man tonight?”
 “Like hell I do!”
 “Easy, woman!  There’s kids around!” Dominic laughed as Rosie angrily bit off a piece 
of pizza crust.
 “Well, Andy, looks like I have to prescribe you a night of poker and a healthy dose 
of beer!”  Phil took the last gulp of his pint, “and anyway, what were you gonna do?  Stay at 
home and listen to the radio?”
 “I’ll go, relax.” Andy said, wiping his mouth on a napkin, “and I did just fine on the 
exam.”

 The Subway was the only thing about New York that Andy would never get used to.  
It wasn’t so much the smell or the hustle noise—waves of black shoes hitting cement—it was 
the unspoken rules of interaction, which everyone seemed to know and observe.  Never look 
anyone in the eye, never talk to someone you don’t know, never try to get a girl’s number.  
And Andy was baffled by Phil’s disregard for all of them.  From his place between a haggard 
old businessman (and weren’t they all like that) and a guy who had placed his headphones 
between the spikes of his Mohawk, Andy watched Phil in the opposite seat, chatting with a 
blonde nurse, maybe a nursing student.
 She had perked up at the sight of him, and what girl wouldn’t?  Phil was average 
looking, but always had a smile on his face, and he looked put together without trying too 
hard.  His navy double-breasted jacket and grey tapered pants would have looked ridiculous 
on anyone else, his gelled hair making them look even more like a costume.  Andy guessed 
that the pretty girl, and all the pretty girls for that matter, felt that Phil was genuine.  What 
girl didn’t want that?  Still, Andy wondered if the girl would have talked to his own jeans, his 
windbreaker, his curly unkempt hair, especially on the subway where contact between inner 
worlds was so rare.  He quietly shuffled off the train behind the girl and Phil.
 “I’d invite you, Jane, but you don’t want to be around us uncouth male specimen.”
 “Oh, I didn’t want to impose anyway.” Jane, the pretty nurse, blushed.
 “Well, it was nice talking to you, and I hope your night is positively grand,”  Phil 
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bowed to Jane as she walked off, giggling.
 “So why didn’t you get her number?” Andy asked when they emerged from the un-
derground maze.
 “So when I see her again, it will be fate,” Phil winked.  They rounded a corner and 
he jerked Andy through a windowpane-door into a burgundy carpeted threshold.  Jimmy’s 
mailbox looked like a recycling bin.  Andy stared at it and winced when Phil rang the door-
bell.  The boys buzzed them in.
 Andy had to squint through the cigarette smoke which had already saturated the air.  
The Doors filtered through the thick heat of Jimmy’s little apartment, Ray Manzarek’s organ 
humming across the ceiling, tones vibrating in the smoke.  There was a white cat hunched 
in the corner.  Andy thought he’d imagined it until he heard the poor thing hacking.
 “Pete, you owe me a beer.” Jimmy said when he saw Andy through his green plastic 
visor.
 “The hand’s not even over, ya jerk.”
 “Take your nose out of your ass,” Jimmy punched his arm, “and look who decided 
to show up.”
 Pete finally looked up from his cards when Andy pulled one of the folding chairs 
from the wall, “Andy!  I thought for sure you’d stay in after that exam.  I mean, I put in 
about a quarter of the time you did—”
 “More like an eighth,” Jimmy chimed in, raising his eyebrows at the bored looking 
boy to his right.
 “We gentlemen have no need for petty cares like exams,” Phil said, raising a bour-
bon on the rocks with one hand and unfolding another chair with a jerk of the other.
 “But, I mean, Jesus, you know?”
 “Shut up, man.  You sound like an idiot.  Andy probably smoked the exam.”  Pete 
rolled his eyes at Jimmy and got up to refill his drink.
 “I think I did fine on the exam,” Andy said, staring at the dirty ashtray.  A little big-
ger, and it could have been the cat’s litter box. 
 “Found you a beer,” Pete called from the kitchenette, tossing one to Jimmy.  Andy 
felt the can pass over his head.  Pete had played football.  He’d probably majored in football.
 “You fucker, you can’t pay your gambling debts with my beer!” Jimmy aired out his 
hand.
 “Where did you get the liquor, Phil?” Pete asked.
 Phil winked at Andy.  Phil confused the hell out of Andy.
 “This is Jack, by the way, he’s the roommate.” Jimmy indicated the quiet kid, who 
looked about seventeen and was lighting his 2nd cigarette since Phil and Andy had arrived.  
He didn’t seem interested in the cards, the ashtray, or Andy’s extended hand.
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 “He plays a mean poker game.  Worked as a dealer in Atlantic City.”
 “Not Vegas?” Phil asked wryly, “Where ya from, Jack?”
 The boy blew a smoke ring.
 “You always gotta bring your own, Phil.  Never any for the rest of us,” Pete said, sit-
ting down with a Budweiser can and handing one to Andy.
 “We’ve gotta stick to our sensibilities, Pete.”
 Jimmy snorted, gathering the cards.  The boys got their wallets out.  Andy didn’t 
mind not having much to play with—he figured he’d be out early.  He could get home in 
time for the news.  Robert Smith harmonized with the clicking radiator now.
 Phil raised in the first round and the pot grew to three dollars and a condom before 
Pete folded and Jimmy called the rest.  He won with three queens, and Jack still looked 
bored.  Andy wondered where the kid had gotten such a sizeable stack of bills.  He had a 
prickly face and heavy eyebrows that were just touched by the ends of his greasy black hair.  
His Metallica shirt looked like a tissue with three holes in it.
 “No one can protect you now!” Jimmy looked at Phil through his visor, waving the 
condom as he gathered the pot.
 “Can you even raise with a rubber?” Pete asked, immediately shoving his hand in his 
pocket for more loot.
 “He’s sticking to his sensibilities,” Andy said.
 Jimmy dealt again, for a stud hand.  Jack passed to Phil, who was holding back a 
smile.  Andy threw two out.  He’d put in fifty cents, and now had two tens and a queen.  He 
could get a straight if he got a jack, two pair if he got a queen, or three of a kind with an-
other ten.
 “Someone fancies himself in the game,” Phil said, grinning at Andy.
 “You want a change too, Pete?”
 “What’s the use?” he threw his cards down and took a swig of Bud.
 Andy looked at the cards Jimmy gave him.  Another queen.  He looked at Jack to 
make sure his turn had passed.
 “I’ll raise you, Andy,” Phil said.
 “Not with a damn rubber, you won’t.” Pete barked.  Phil slid another fifty cents to 
the center of the pot.
 “Well, you gonna call it, Andy?”  Jimmy asked.  Andy though they must be baiting 
him.  He called anyway.  The pot was five dollars, half of it in quarters—two and a half ‘starts 
to the evening’ at Dominic’s, as Phil would say.
 Jack turned over a straight, dragging his triumph on his cigarette.
 “I told you guys he was good,” Jimmy laughed.
 “Lucky, maybe.” Phil said.  Andy made sure no one saw him get more money out of 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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his wallet.
 Phil leaned forward in his chair.  Jack didn’t even look at him—his eyes seemed 
trained on Andy through the cigarette smoke.  Every high note brought static to the ra-
dio; Aretha was pounding Andy’s head with every vocal flourish.  Under the table, the cat 
wheezed as if it had consumption.  Five hands later, Jack’s haul was twenty dollars, the 
condom, an IOU from Jimmy on a folded post-it, a Ziploc bag of marijuana, and two cans 
of beer.  Andy had a dollar fifty left in quarters, which was more than he could say for Jimmy, 
Pete (who had fallen asleep in his chair), and Phil.
 “Why don’t we top off the last round?” Jimmy asked, “You guys took the subway, 
right?” He nodded at Jack to grab another round.  Andy looked at Phil, who returned his 
glance with a pointed look.
 “Hold mine, Jack-o.”  Phil said, looking at his watch, “I’m meeting a lady for drinks 
after this.” Jimmy smirked at him.
 Jack dropped Andy’s can on the table in front of him, rattling the quarters.  The cat 
bolted from under the table into the kitchenette.
 He had to beat this kid.
 Jimmy dealt stud again, five cards.  Jack lit another cigarette, without looking at his 
hand.  Phil asked for a card and raised the pot by a quarter.  Andy asked for two, but he 
looked straight through Jacks curtain of smoke instead of his new cards.
 “All in,” Andy said.  Jack raised an eyebrow.
 “You can’t raise him to that,” Jimmy said, looking from Phil to Andy.  “Your loot isn’t 
nearly enough.”
 “Scared, Jack?  Is this why you’re not in Atlantic City?” Andy said.
 Jack pushed his pile to the center.
 “Jack—” Jimmy stammered, glancing at the post-it.  Jack stared at Andy.
 “Well, that’s it for me, boys.” Phil said, “I still need my subway fare.” He got up to 
put his coat on, still watching the game.
 “I call your raise.  Jimmy will have to spot you the subway fare, because I sure as hell 
aren’t gonna.”  Jack’s voice was deep and made Andy recall bullfrogs at night back home.
 Andy had gotten what he needed.  His pair was low but added security to his straight; 
a ten, a jack and a queen, all black.  He thought he saw Jack grip his cigarette tighter.
 “Well, Jack-o, what do you have?” Phil was grinning at him.
 Jack took a long drag on the cigarette.
 “Jack?”  Jimmy took his visor off.

 Andy looked homeless on the subway.  He was tired, he reeked of smoke, and he was 
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so paranoid of arousing suspicion that he gave the two beers to the first beggar he’d seen.  
They were enough calories for a real meal, he rationalized.  It was better than giving him 
the grass.  What the hell would he do with the grass?  It was in the paper bag next to him, 
which wheezed and flopped with every lurch of the train.  His pockets were stuffed with 
quarters.  He carried the bag against his chest, up the station stairs and around the corner, 
through the piss-soaked hallway and into his apartment.  Sighing, Andy bent down and set 
the paper bag on the floor before he went to the bathroom to brush his teeth.
 To think the post-it was an IOU.  Jimmy would never have been so impractical.  
And anyway, he never would have been attached to money, of all things.  Andy had stuffed 
the pills and coins in his pockets—he was not one to gloat—as Jack had stomped his ciga-
rette out on the floor and retreated to his room.  It was only when a dumbfounded Jimmy 
packed the other things into the large paper bag that Andy thought to look at the post-it.
 Mercedes.
 “You bet your car on a poker game?” Phil laughed, slapping Andy’s back in congrat-
ulations.
 “You don’t have a car, Jimmy.”

 When he came to shut off the lights, the cat was sitting in front of Andy’s radio.
 “You’re not coughing anymore.”
 Mercedes stared at him with big green eyes.
 “Do you feel better without all the smoke?”
 Her tail twitched.
 Andy ripped the paper bag open, shoving the grass in a drawer.  He lay the bag on 
the kitchen floor, pointing to it.  Mercedes just stared at him.  He walked over and patted 
her on the head.
 “You can stay here,” Andy said.  Jimmy had looked distraught but at least the cat 
wasn’t coughing anymore. “You can help me study, would you like that?”

 In the morning he found her, asleep on his notebooks.  Andy left to find some cat 
litter.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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ALL THAT YOU’VE GIVEN ME

DAVID MOSKOWTIZ

3 pair grey pants, creases ironed 
crisply. Several ties,
purples, indigos, and whites,
muted blues and greys.
5 or 6 shirts, 
button-downs,
2 you had tailored
from material you bought.

A bottle of cologne, 
the only one I own,
left carelessly uncapped
upon the dresser.

Several books,
Rushdie, Lahiri,
Wilde. A copy
of Midnight’s Children paper-
backed, spine especially creased
(my fault, I think.
You take better care
of books than I).
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A profusion
Of new CDs, mingling 
with old Stones
albums.

A journal, with red
and brown designs
of flowers and grasses
stamped on the cover,
the first
that I’ve written in; with

a love letter,
the first
that I’ve received,
written in a graceful,
curving style in
its first few pages.

And the faint scent
of nutmeg pressed
into my pillow.
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ODE TO ORANGE JUICE

SAL SALAM 

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 1st Place

You are contained joy,
calm when encased
in plastic promise.
Uncapped and set free,
you become multitudes 
of golden boys
and girls sailing off                                                                                                                         
a cliff tipped 
over the waiting crystal
of long-sunned rivers.
You are wave
after wave of chilled sunlight,
grove after grove 
of Eden made unlost.
You are songs
squeezed from tropical Augusts,
You are sky poured through
the sieve of a flame-cooked sunset.
How, asks man, to marry                                                                                                               
the blossoming of joyous health                                                                                                      
to the sighs of pleasured senses.                                                                                                  
The answer lies                                                                                                                                
in the splash of your gemmed fall,                                                                                                    
the cool citric flush of your breast.
Soccer match scores, wins
and losses, are mostly forgotten,
but I know by heart the ching 
of your freshly minted smell

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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after rain-sodden grapplings
on muddy fields.
You flood the pitted prairies,
the slicked ocean caves
of my mouth
with rushing life.
The tanged ache
as you burst and burst
on my tongue
is life itself—
bliss at the pang’s heart 
and at bliss’s heart a pang.

ANNA PIERATTINI

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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DESK

NICOLE MORGAN

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner
Honorable Mention

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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GRACE 
IN THE STRIPED ROOM

CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON

((painting)) CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON
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LICORICE LOVE

LAUREN BOWDEN

Our thighs claim a tire swing and we split a pound of licorice sticks. Red floppy pieces hang 
out the corner of our mouths.  Fatima is a twirling fat cowgirl. She rips her rope from her 
teeth and stands up, bending her knees and giving us lift. “I don’t never wanna be skinny,” 
she says through teeth, “cause fat people are the best pushers”. I think of how my mother 
portions crusty baklava with a fork and uses cheesecloth to bind my sister’s stomach before 
we visit the cadi. I think of Fatima’s fat fingers around the silver chain.  She throws her hips 
like a lasso to push us higher and tosses her head back to eat the sky. She is named after the 
Prophet’s only daughter, the one who married young and chubby-faced. I am her Ottoman 
kidney bean. I will drink juice-box moonshine until my arms are as thick as hers, and I can 
rope my Turkish loves with cherry twizzlers. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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ORANGE AUTOPSY

LAUREN BOWDEN

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 1st Place

In the Keys, Muhammad smokes almond hookah from a clinking funnel to quiet his hunger. 
The smoke lingers on the calluses of his fingers until I lick them clean. This morning he told 
me not to leave the Quran on the floor, but I did anyway. You’ll hurt its skin, he said, but 
he uses dirty fingers to peel his fruit, and I don’t understand the difference. When he comes 
home from the groves tonight and finds me on the balcony, my hijab tumbling off in pages, 
he is not so angry. He knows I am bored here. I miss my sisters and red sand. Tonight Rama-
dan is over. We feast on each other, hoping not for ummah, but for the little death. We fall to 
the floor naked, kneeling in prayers to Mecca. He cracks my bra and halves me apart. When 
I am finally swallowed and squeezed, my hair soaked, my body spent, I taste juice. I am a 
Pakistani orange. The white women in my town may click their tongues as I trace the shore 
swaddled in a silk rind. They forget—the pleasure is in the peeling.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
LAUREN BOWDEN
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SONG THE THIRD: ODE TO AN 
ARTIFICIAL FICUS, AND TO CRITICS 

FOSTERING A LESS-THAN-FAVORABLE 
OPINION

(EXCERPTED FROM “SONGS OF THE ABSURD”)

WILLIAM REPASS

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((poetry))

Some poets might be similied to goats
Whose offal bleats get lodged inside the throat
When, in jesting, they expect ingestion
Without enough concern for smooth digestion.
Not I! My feet appease the tongue and tooth,
As soothe as dry sherry, or neat vermouth.
I fortify my lines carminative
By stirring in absinthal narrative,
So here’s an emblematic anecdote
To keep my reader’s olive high afloat
And sink that triple-masted ego-bloat
Of critics less benign ‘bout what I’ve wrote
(And if my digestif cannot accrue
Fit praise, at least my critics are subdued,
Boozed with “the elixir of quietude.”)
In this, the feisty Muse agrees with me,
And recommends an ode upon a tree.
(You’ll find I almost never snub my Muse,
Who’ll dispense a sharp sting if I refuse
To entertain her sage advice.) That said,
I’ll now regale all those who haven’t fled
With this my promised tale (of course, in rhyme––
What better way to perpetrate a crime?)
It happened yesterday––or perhaps the day
Before, for Time is like a child at play
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WILLIAM REPASS

In slipping by, unnoticed by its parents,
Until the threat of Death, and bloody remnants 
Strewn out across the jungle gym, is brought
Into the realm of meditative thought
On paranoia’s stage, a grim tableau
(Of which a further rendering I’ll forgo
For readers’ sakes) But still, you’ll find it’s true
What Einstein says (a truism through and through),
That Time is relative – but not as father,
For we chide time for its bad behavior.
And now, where was I? Ah... yes, back in time
A day or two, half-listening to the whines
And soothing hums of human hustle-bustle
Inside a hive of US Service Postal.
All a’ sudden, I found myself distracted,
As I am often wont to be, impacted
Thus by a sylvan-green facsimile:
It was an artificial ficus tree
(Of genus Sham, and species shrub, and more,
Subspecies pseudo bogus); fit décor
For such official space. This work of Art
All ready-made by cogs and moving parts––
Machines imbued with more artistic taste
Than man by man (more skilled at cut-and-paste)–– 
Was but factory prefabricated:
From choice materials, amalgamated,
Then finished with a flourish, here and there,
Of paint, synthetic grace, and snazzy flair.
O Artificial Ficus, Nature’s twin––
Of the woven leaves and crocodile skin––
Suspended overhead, your tangled boughs
Did shade me from fluorescent suns, and rouse
The metaphysical in me, that lies
Dormant, like Mount Tambora. In disguise
And yet, unleashed at times inopportune,
Its hidden surge of lunatic lampoon
Leaves jumbled detritus in its dread wake,
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Along with fertile soil––a give and take.
I pondered why humanity would think
To furnish you with roots that never drink.
I pondered, and I pondered, scratching head,
And after due deliberation, said:
“Eureka!” having stumbled on the cause––
As all around did burst into applause.
O fake Ficus, you’ll longer live than me,
For you were made to last Eternity.
For I’m a mortal; mortals can only die
And when we’re dead, having sighed the last sigh
Of life, then you will crown the refuse pile,
Gathering up the dust and disgorged bile
Of late humanity – persisting free
In the faded green of immortality;
You! The timeless God of our endeavors:
Mock-Messiah of unfulfilled forevers.
Gentle reader, prepare! ‘cause I maintain
For those who might aspire to attain
Enlightenment, that any given tree
Is suitable – just take a look at me;
I’ll gladly play the role of guinea pig,
For phony ficus serves as Sacred Fig
(Admitting, of course, the leaves of spun silk
That distinguish those of the Sham shrub ilk).
Yes, indeed, this tree was mighty neat-o;
To report such things has ever been my credo.
Yet sadly, though I have my Bodhi tree,
I’m not, it seems, as wise as wise can be;
To escape the gold enameled iron chains,
And all the plethora of aches and pains
That constitute what Buddhists call “samsara”
Only the brief cessation of caesura
Still remains to me... but not nirvana.
But it’s best to never over-paint a painting;
When layered thick, paint is fond of flaking––
Despite my Muse (that naughty doppelganger...),
I’ll leave my reader hung from a cliff-hanger.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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SNAKEBIT

ALLI DILLARD

ALLI DILLARD((thread on linen))
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THE THINKER

FRANCIS BOWEN
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COCKROACHES

SYDNEE ABERNATHY

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 2nd Place

 I’m going to make them pay rent, she used to joke with her friends over lunch. They 
would laugh and sympathize. Girl, I feel ya. With the fortune we’re paying to go to this col-
lege, you’d think they could get some quality extermination goin’ up in these shitholes. She’d 
laugh, but she would be disturbed by some faint activity beneath her skin, mostly at the nape 
of her neck. She would reach back and rub the anxious area with her hand, but she never 
really could put her finger on the feeling—was it fear? It felt a bit like guilt, but it itched like 
fear.
 Her grandma had left a bottle of Raid under the sink (the same grandma who had 
given her two cumbersome bottles of wasp spray in case of attempted mugging or rape, 
because she’d read somewhere, or maybe had just heard from Barbara, that they would spray 
with three times the force of Mace). She couldn’t use the Raid though. Not anymore. The 
bottle read Kills on Contact! but she knew that this was a sick lie because whenever she 
sprayed one with it, it would continue to scurry for a foot or so and then flip over on its back 
and convulse and she would end up standing over it spraying half of the bottle with tears in 
her eyes, whisper-yelling so as not to wake her roommate. I’m so sorry little guy, ahh shit, I’m 
sorry, Please just die already. In the beginning, she had used a Solo Cup and a piece of card-
stock to trap and carry them outside, but this tactic involved hysterically throwing both the 
cup and cardstock into the air and going back out later to retrieve them. She often worried 
her neighbors at the Eco House referred to her as “the serial litterer.”
 One night, when she was stuck in another web of insomnia, envisioning roaches 
scurrying across her ceiling and into each other’s matchbox beds to mate somewhere inside 
the walls, a roach fell onto her half-open mouth. Aw hell no. That’s it, and she packed up her 
essentials. It’s time, she told her roommate. They set up camp in her car. It was only a tempo-
rary solution until they could decide how to proceed. Things were going considerably well, 
given the circumstances, until one night when she ground her teeth so hard, one of them 
cracked. In the hurry to pack, she had forgotten her mouth guard. Don’t go, her roommate 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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had begged, wide-eyed. I have to, she’d said. They’re my last set of teeth.
 On her way up the staircase, she remembered that they hadn’t even thought to take 
the trash out before the evacuation. The roaches had been feeding on it for weeks. She began 
to unlock the door, and realized that it was already unlocked. She could hear the faint sound 
of music playing. She pressed her ear against the door—Eartha Kitt? She held the house key 
between her index and middle fingers, pointing outward toward potential predators (just as 
her grandma had trained her to do in situations kind of like these) and she eased the door 
open. She glanced around the room, but the only movement she caught was the record 
player’s spin. The itching fear at her neck’s base recklessly emboldened her and she yelled out 
Alright, show’s over, motherfucker. A baritone voice replied from her bedroom Ah, but the 
show has only just begun. He moved slowly into the doorframe, but she knew instantly who 
he was when she saw the first twitching leg. In front of her stood a giant cockroach wearing 
her red kimono and smoking from a calabash pipe. 
 Not such a little guy anymore am I, he said, using his huge antennae to disperse the 
cloud of smoke that lingered between them. She screamed and ran to the bathroom, lock-
ing herself in. There was a polite knock at the door and the baritone voice said Relax. We’re 
going to start paying rent. The itching had grown so urgent that it was overpowering all other 
fears. She reached her fingers up to her neck and paused. She felt something solid and cold. 
She looked over her shoulder at the mirror and saw a zipper stretching down the length of 
her back. At the top of the zipper, where it had begun to ease open, was a twitching brown 
triangle. It’s a great sin to kill one’s own flesh and blood, came the deep voice of the roach. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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TEXAS

II

JONATHAN HOWARD

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((photography)) JONATHON HOWARD



-108-
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

L SOUNDS

BETH POND

 I don’t think I’ve ever actually heard my dad swear. The closest thing to a vulgarity 
I’ve ever heard come out of his mouth is “oh fooey.” My mom, on the other hand, hates such 
cutesy expressions. To her, they’re worse than swearing. Even though she visibly cringes every 
time someone says “fiddlesticks” instead of fuck or “shitake mushrooms” instead of shit, she 
doesn’t condone swearing either.  I remember I dropped the f-bomb in front of her one time, 
just to test the waters, and she told me that surely an articulate young lady such as myself 
could come up with something more appropriate to say.  It may come as a surprise, then, to 
know that my brother’s favorite and arguably most frequently used word from the first grade 
all the way up to his sophomore year of high school was “asshole.”
 Before I continue, I should probably clarify that Danny did not learn that word from 
either one of my parents. Actually, he learned it from me. When I was three and a half, my 
mom told me to go say goodnight to my dad before going to bed. I curled up in his lap, 
kissed him on the cheek, and, in the sweetest, most innocent voice possible said, “Good-
night, asshole.” I’d learned the word from a little boy in my preschool class. Danny heard me 
say it that night and after he saw the reaction evoked by me saying the word, he decided to 
say it too: every day for rest of the next two school years.
 Time has shown me that people’s initial reaction to Danny provides unique insight 
into their character. Do they stare? Do they answer his questions? Do they make a face of 
disgust and then try to hide it? Do they treat him the way they’d treat other people? 
Danny’s second grade teacher cried when she realized he’d be in her class. That’s how bad of a 
reputation he had and that’s the kind of teacher she was. In my opinion, this reaction means 
she failed the litmus test from the very beginning. 
 Danny’s second grade year was the year she started buying large, expensive look-
ing fake diamond rings off of QVC because she realized that if people thought she was rich, 
they’d be nicer to Danny. 
 That little trick didn’t work on Danny’s teachers though. The principal called my 
mom at least once a week to discuss Danny’s behavior and all the calls started the same way. 
“Mrs. Pond, do you know what Danny did today?” Most of the time the answer was that he 
called his teacher, Mrs. Finnelli an asshole…again.
 Toward the end of the school year, the secretary called my mom and asked her to 
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come in the following day for a meeting. She was greeted by a firing squad of sorts: the prin-
cipal, Mrs. Finnelli, and a speech therapist. 
 “We’d like to talk about Danny’s speech development,” Mr. Acumpora, the principal 
said. 
 “Your son cannot say his L sounds correctly,” the speech therapist interjected.
 “That’s not true,” Mom replied. “One of his first words was McDonalds. That’s an L 
sound.”
 “Actually, that’s a LD sound, which is different. It’s a combination of sounds, not the 
single L sound.”
 “Fine,” my mom replied. “If my son cannot say his L Sounds correctly, then why do 
I keep getting notes and phone calls home about how Danny keeps calling Mrs. Finnelli an 
asshole. That’s an L sound.”
 Mr. Acumpora tried his best not to laugh. “I think we’re done here,” he said.

((photography)) RUTHIE HOKANS
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INTIMACIES

TREVOR TRIETSCH

Two wasps wrestle
in the rent earth.
Are they killing
or making love?
Their colors fuse
and flail in faceted
eyes. They dance like
multi-armed gods
engaging in some
cosmic play, bringing
dire consequences
or ensuring the
coming of the day.

You have so many
intimacies, so much
intercourse coursing
through the water of
your eye. A gaze is like
a hand outstretched,
my love, feeling,
searching, as the blind
do see—a kind of worship
with tentative caresses
like young virgins
trembling with eagerness.

((poetry)) TREVOR TRIETSCH
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The look withheld is a
rolling over in the bed;
the vacant glance,
a touch so insincere—
the cold hands of
the staring dead.

Seeing and holding
your stubbly face,
my face becomes
all eyes, and my
eyes all hands.

Love me too, with
your looks, and my
facade alone, for I’m
a jealous god. No image
may encompass me.

CLAIRE NASSAUX((drawing))

FORGOTTEN

CLAIRE NASSAUX
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REPLACEMENTS

TESS STEWART
We empty things only to fill them again. 

It’s only been a month since you unloaded my belongings that crowded your closets on my 
doorstep. Do my replacement’s floral dresses and wool coats now inhabit the space in the 
closet you once emptied for me? You told me “this is your side,” pointing to the right end 
of the closet, “and this is my side,” pointing to the left. But as our relationship grew, and we 
filled each other’s empty spaces, our clothes began to intermingle. Now that we are separate 
and not filling one another, my clothes suffocate in trash bags while yours still hang in the 
company of the replacement’s. 

We empty things only to fill them again, the closet and my body-shaped indent on your old 
mattress. The girl that has replaced me is much thinner than I will ever be, and I wonder if 
she sinks in the dent of my body every night or if you pull her out, holding her tight to your 
ribs. I purchased a new mattress last week, and I shift from side to side, trying to find com-
fort in the firmness. You see, the freedom in choosing which side to sleep on only leaves me 
empty.

I asked your friend about my replacement. She told me that she works as a veterinarian and 
that she has a big heart for helpless animals. No wonder she likes you. Is she trying to cure 
you of your maladies? Are you filling the human-patient spot in her heart? She doesn’t realize 
that the medicine of another woman’s love will not cure you, that your disease is chronic. 
And I hope her big heart is steel-protected because you will replace her as well, just as you 
did me. You unclothed my heart, and now I shiver in the empty coldness. 

You call me a few days after the drop-off wanting my copy of the house key. Now it is the 
house, not our house. You emphasize the, and you might as well be saying the replacement’s 
and my house. Will you recycle the house key? Will you gift wrap it in a small box and leave 
it on the counter for the veterinarian? Maybe with a note that reads “a key to my heart and 
our home”? 

We empty things only to fill them again. 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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QUIZ

SAL SALAM

Place T or F in the blank provided: (1 point each)
__ The sky, when it is that precise, painted blue of a clear autumn day, is his favorite sight, a 
song in his eyes.
__ He doesn’t believe in magic, even the kind that makes butterflies land on his sneaker and 
sprinklers break out in a rash of rainbows as he walks by them.
__He invariably hops over cracks in the sidewalk, never knowing why he does it.

Choose the correct answer: (1 point each)
He spent ______ in Chicago’s Art Institute staring at a painting called “Journey to the Cen-
ter of the Earth,” oil on canvas, naked bodies louche, rose and white, twined around birches.
 A)  an hour, rapt  
 B) 5 minutes, minor-key pleased
 C) 2 minutes, humoring a friend 
 D) no time at all
His favorite cuss word is: 
 A) He never swears. 
 B) variations on Fuck in a British accent 
 C) the Hindi for “asshole” 
 D) B and C in combination
He dances because:
 A) It feels like rivers of rum and pagan joy coursing mad and loud through his   
  silken muscles, plastic sinew. 
 B) He is in communion, in hushed conspiracy, with the music’s thump.
 C) He feels severed, for a few thrash-about minutes, from the trunk of certain  
  ties, absolutes, day-and-nights. 
 D) All of the above.

Answer the following briefly: (2 points each)
Would you say his laugh is shaped like a conch, fat with noise and then fluted, or like wind-
blasted waves, peaks and curved falls?

((hybrids)) SAL SALAM
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What does his hair smell like in your face when he is smashed, slim and gold, into your 
shoulder during a horror film?

Extra Credit:
Will you love him when he folds into the earth of himself and cannot be found? When he is 
cold and sere like dunes at night? When he is unfeeling in anger, uncaring in joy? Will you 
love him long, love him well?

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((photography))

LOOK-ALIKE DOLLS
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FLOUR STORM

SARAH PULLEN

SARAH PULLEN
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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BASEMENT

LINDSAY LLOYD

Be careful. Don’t get ahead 
of your feet. Grope at 
the wall for the switch 
like a prayer.

Remember that concrete is just
stone, sand, cement, water, 
nothing makes home in 
cold cinderblocks.

Wonder, again, why you feel amphibious,
then recall your clammy forehead and 
the thin brass of the doorknob,
slick in your grip.

Let your fingers find carpet scraps,
newspapers, board games, old
maps. Forget why you opened 
the door to begin with.

Breathe deeply the mildewy smell
of the midwest, nestled with 
mothballs and fabric softener 
blue-lit by the pilot light.

Count five jars of preserves on the shelf,
cherry, peach, strawberry, blue 
and blackberry standing 
firm in their glass.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
LINDSAY LLOYD((poetry))
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Do not listen when your tricky mind
tells you the house is just settling.
It is too cold to hold much
in its exposed beams.

Run up the descending staircase
two steps at a time. You are a 
one-woman stampede.
Be careful.

LAUNDRY DAY

EMILY DEPRE

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
EMILY DEPRE((printmaking))
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STACEY SVENDSEN
Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 2nd Place



-120-((poetry)) SAL SALAM
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

THE PARK AVENUE POET

SAL SALAM

I cry, I plead, I beg, but what’s the use?
Her mind’s made up and she’s to leave, she says.
Alas! I’ve been deserted by my muse.

At first I thought her threats were just a ruse
to have me heap her high with printed praise,
but no! I plead, I beg, but what’s the use?

She’s deaf to me. “A greater pen,” she coos,
“has won the favor of my golden gaze.”
 That bitch! I’ve been deserted by my muse.

She’s packed up all her Pradas and her Choos.
“His Towncar’s here to take me to his place.
Don’t plead or beg, my dear, for what’s the use?”

My work will now be damned to poor reviews.
My words shall be devoid of charm and grace.
I’ve been deserted by my fickle muse.

My mind’s a mess, my heart’s a throbbing bruise,
She’s taken off in clouds of sequined lace.
My tears are naught, my pleas are of no use,
for I am now deserted by my muse.
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WHAT ARABIC SOUNDS LIKE
IN A DAYDREAM

HANNA AL-JIBOURI

I can say hello and goodbye and my love, but that’s it. Every few sentences, my cousin trans-
lates, apologizes, and says it’s much quicker and easier to speak in Arabic. I understand. 
Eventually, we both get tired and I am left to my own imagination to pick up on conversa-
tion:

We were naked in the river and the water was always clean, we were never scared of filth and 
sometimes we would sit on the rocks by the side, hair hanging over our breasts, and eat grapes.

 I remember those days like they were yesterday. But really, they were centuries and centuries ago, 
back when some of us were mermaids and others of us, just orphans, but all of us were flying or 
swimming everywhere we went. I didn’t learn to walk until I was 378 years old.

The last time I ever felt that young was when my husband took a paintbrush and used white and 
green and blue and painted me. The blue was for the mountains and the green was for the sky and 
the white was for the tears.

If we closed our eyes and scratched our noses, we could go back for one more day.

My cousin leans over, tells me they are still only planning the funeral arrangements for my 
aunt. The service needs to be as soon as possible so that her soul can finally rest. 

I understand. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((hybrids))
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IF YOU CRAVE 
A BLOODY MARY

HANNA AL-JIBOURI

Grit your teeth so hard that you begin to think there is tomato skin peeling back from your 
tongue, squishing down until seeds stumble down your throat. Swallow them, little tiny 
polka dots of birth. The vodka is sharp, you will realize, and it runs like a river. Then it 
starts to come out of your nose, ears, and eyes. Sprinkle Tabasco on your tongue; enjoy the 
burn. Then swish it around like mouthwash, to the point where you want to spew it out of 
your mouth like a volcano. Spoon horseradish against the side of your mouth and if it tastes 
tangy, just add more. Tilt your head backwards so that Worcestershire sauce trickles onto 
your tonsils, unless you’ve had them removed. Slice a lime, season with salt and pepper, run a 
stick of celery clear to the back of your mouth. You taste it heavily on days like these. Usually 
Sundays when the liquor store is closed and you have no money for the bar. Taste the bloody 
mary like it is really there until you are drunk and don’t crave anything besides just one more.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
HANNA AL-JIBOURI
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((poetry))

TROUSSEAU

SAL SALAM
 

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner Honorable Mention

The last time I was home, in the pleasant, toothless Dhaka winter,
my sister and I dragged out the old Samsonite, that dusty behemoth
of an expat childhood, from under her bed. It lay open
at our feet, spiced with the careful, keen smell of mothballs.
We went through my mother’s saris, picking the ones that would go
with Rinda to her new home, old joys made new for a new bride,

this one not shyly unknowing of her mate, but in love and impatient.
There were the saris she couldn’t take, the ones bulleted with neat holes. 
The moths making a meal of them, we concluded amid laughter and sighs, 
were as primly ladylike as Ma had been.
The tissue-thin handlooms (her “deshi event” saris)
– the more transparent they are, the dearer 
– had weakened like old nerves. The gold-flecked purple one
that she once wore to a Bangladesh Ladies Association lunch 
and the standard red-edged white one for the Bengali New Year -
(the streets that day are clouds edged with crimson)
were among the rustling casualties of age and the exile to storage. 
Several of these fell apart when, one on each end of the six yards, 
we gave them a slight tug to straighten them out.

The cheap, serviceable georgettes proved sturdier. Back in the day,
these were for everyday wear, the wildflower-printed pink-blues 
and mad-striped orange-blacks - for when she went grocery-shopping 
in the cooked Arab sun, and when she bustled 
into the rearranged classrooms for our parent-teacher meetings, 
brisk and kind-faced and ready with questions as to how
her son could do better at Math, he had A’s in everything else,
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SAL SALAM

and how her daughter could be more organized, more focused;
“she is well-behaved and tries hard” was not nearly good enough.
Rinda says these are just right for the office, 
though the colors are just a touch faded, the frenzied prints 
not so bright as they used to be, since these had been washed
most often, in cycle after creaking cycle of our old-timey washing machine,
and later with precise brutality by our efficient maid.

No hand-washing for the silks, of course.
Dry-cleaned, these gleamed, gemlike, wrapped in plastic.
These were for parties, for weddings, 
to be worn with gold at the neck and gold at the ears
(Rinda will wear them with pearls; she loathes heavy jewelry). 
“They don’t have silk of this quality anymore,” Baba often says,
And indeed the fuchsias, the reds, the silver-embroidered greens,
the shimmering paisleys and arabesques and leaves 
blazed rich like nothing we see in shops these days, 
their softness and heaviness miraculous with heady glamour. 

The chiffons were in quieter pastels, the embroidery delicate, 
the fabric breath-light. These were our favorites,
almost storybook in their hushed grace, the spun romance 
of their folds. I remember Ma in these, young and pretty 
every time she was done adjusting the rose-colored or the whispery blue 
pleats. 
These still, if we held them up to our faces,
wafted her talc and the flowers of her perfume into the nooks 
of our minds. These are the ones I know my sister, still so young, 
limbs still sweetly clumsy, thoughts so often an unmade bed,
will unfold years from now to venture, draped 
in the assurance of beauty, into the chill of a western evening. 
These are the ones she will wear as she wakes into grace someday, 
wife, maybe mother, but also
and ever daughter, the wearer of her mother’s life.
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((photography)) CONNOR CORLEY

CONFLUENZA FISHING

CONNOR CORLEY
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((photography)) MOLLY ELDERS

WATERWALL IN 
FOLKSTONE, ENGLAND

MOLLY ELDERS
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ODE TO ANTONIO GAUDI

WILLIAM REPASS

Gaudí, reveler in stone, 
you swim still
in the tide pool grotto
of Casa Batillo, beneath
a tortoise-shell cupola 
and the whorls
of a fossilized mollusk

your amphibian fingers trace
a mosaic of fish scales, 
a thousand bottles shivered
jagged, but without sheer lines, 
without straight lines,
all cave curves 
and ripplestone façades

they trace in turn
the veins which limn your face,
all scalloped bones and water-lilies;
your dome of a cheekbone
is sodden with alabaster
teardrops: hard to divide
from blood or sweat

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((poetry))
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your marbled eyespots wink
in the sapphire-serene depths
of a lily-pond kaleidoscope, 
although your flesh lies trapped
in ribcage archways
and a spinal-column staircase

a staircase you believed
was something other
than a set of snail steps that 
climaxes in the light-play
across a glazed ceramic vault,
or in gargoyle chameleons
and a porphyry cypress

your salvation is not in suffering
wrought by dice rolled 
for clothes before a crucifixion,
or in photographed Roman soldiers,
not in Jesus’ mutilated tendons 
but in the Forest, the Ocean,
in the originality
of return to origin.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
WILLIAM REPASS
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CLOSET

CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON

((oil painting)) CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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WALTER WAYNE

ALLI DILLARD
When I met your dad 
I met his dying body instead 

shrunken and mute like 
your house used to seem, 

with its strength only 
in its silence.  

Flowers on your doorstep
told you he’d died.

Going through 
his apartment 

and all his hoarded 
things like dirt 

made you sure you didn’t 
want what was his. 

You tried to rid yourself
of his disease like 

I tried to rid myself
of yours, 

after you whispered
fifteen years 

of your saddest thoughts to me 
and pressed them deep into my ears. 

((poetry)) ALLI DILLARD
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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SWING

LAUREN BOWDEN

My father becomes obsessed with suspension over the holidays.  He hangs several thousand 
Christmas lights on our roof and drapes them around the banister. The angels in the nativity 
float with fishing string. When the tree begins to tilt he wraps a bristly branch with electrical 
wire and staples it to the ceiling. Outside he uses a harpoon gun to shoot rope into a tow-
ering pine tree and hangs a two by four.   My brother and I take turns lying on our bellies 
on the swing until our cheeks pinken with blood. My father pushes so high I believe I am 
flying over the snow and fold my wings to hold onto the rope. A few days before Christmas, 
my father’s heart chokes on blood and he falls dead onto the carpet.  We bury our father on 
Christmas eve, and the next day my mother makes us pack away the decorations. When the 
preacher comes over to our house to pray with us, my brother and I escape outside, drape our 
bodies on the swing, and celebrate the resurrection.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((hybrids)) LAUREN BOWDEN
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HYMNS

KRYSTAL SUIT

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner Honorable Mention

I have hymns you haven’t heard. They are in the chest of drawers in the far corner of my bed-
room, where we have done things before God in the name of love—things that have opened 
me to you in ways I did not know I could be opened.
 “Sing them,” you say, and I do. 
 But now I cannot sing them in church—before God—knowing you have heard them 
in the same voice that moans your name. They have become the sound of intimate embraces 
in new rhythms, with new sonority and ache. 
 I wonder if they are still hymns at all. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((hybrids)) KRYSTAL SUIT
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JENNIFER ZILLY

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
JENNIFER ZILLY((visual art))
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DEUSA ONIPOTENTE

HANNAH MCGREW

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
HANNAH MCGREW((painting))
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HALF-OPEN, HALF-SHUT

TESS STEWART

You are clothed
in metallic leather,
a tarnished lock
leaving you
half-open,
half-shut.
Your handle 
has been clutched 
with sweaty palms
as I’ve danced in bars, 
revealing your brown 
underneath.
Split-ended threads
loosen from your seams;
you’re a survivor 
of the elements.

Your innards hold 
a small slip of napkin 
exposing a brave man’s 
vulnerability in a set
of seven numbers,
seven numbers 
never dialed 
because he looked
too much 
like my father.
A plastic covering
barricades a picture

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((poetry))
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of my mother
half-smiling 
at Thanksgiving 
the year after my father 
left (this time)
for good.

Wrinkled slips
of purchases
I could not afford
protrude from your openings
like wiry hair
escaping a hat.
I bought a dress
that I wore 
on my first date
with her.
And a pizza
from yesterday
that found home
in my hips.
Shoved to the bottom,
there is a record 
of the cigarettes
I purchased that night
I lost my inhibitions.
Menthols at that,
as I wanted
to feel coolness
and rawness
against my cheeks
that burned 
from red wine,
red wine I finished

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
TESS STEWART
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because the first date
did not bring me
on a second. 

Your lock
eventually severs
for good (this time),
and your contents
collide with the floor,
a splattered pile
of almost
forgotten regrets.
I gently place,
not toss,
you in the trash can,
not wanting
you to suffer
another fall. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((etching)) CLAIRE NASSAUX

ATX

CLAIRE NASSAUX
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IN HER SHOES

FRANCIS BOWEN

((collage/printmaking)) FRANCIS BOWEN
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MOON-DUST

DAVID MOSKOWITZ
The Earth is spinning like an aimless top; 
its arbitrary orbit sending it, forlorn, 
from under the harsh regard of the Sun’s panoptic 
glare to disappear within the shadows of the moon.

There we take those fantastic shapes, long 
of wispy limb and pale of gliding skin,
typical of those who dwell
within the silvered lunar valleys.

We’ll shed our coarsened leather hides
and rough-hewn fingers rasping, 
and assume  instead a thin silk membrane,
allowing communication far beyond the shabby commerce 

of mere words hung indeterminate in the air
and signs scratched in shifting sand. Speaking 
instead, in a direct exchange of nutrients, we will commingle
ourselves with the fluids flowing in one another’s veins.

No longer will we run that inconsolable race
to grasp the fast retreating Earth and hold
it in our arms. The ground will not recede while arms stretch
out to touch it, nor will we be dragged along by gravity’s pull.

No longer will we toil underneath
the bronze impassive glare of the sun,
our shattered forms will no longer scurry in a vain
seeking shelter from its careless burning gaze.

We will make a home of darkened craters,
and float unhindered across the lunar plains,

DAVID MOSKOWITZ((poetry))
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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and all will sit contented in the moon-dust;
all will find eternal rest within the moon-dust.

Perhaps our forms, strange automatons 
of softest silver, left like bread crumbs strewn 
across the trail of some cosmic way-farer,
the effaced emblems of forgotten truth, will 
patiently abide;

or perhaps our forms will return again
from whence they first were shaped,
dissolving into moon-dust, dispersing
in a quicksilver mingling into shadow.

MASK

NICOLE
MORGAN

NICOLE MORGAN((charcoal))
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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1957 SUPRAMUNDANE PASTORALE

WILLIAM REPASS

 Mrs. Left boils broccoli soup. She has to feed her children when they get home from 
play, and her husband when he gets home from work.
 Her children are regular children. A girl and a boy. They play regular childhood 
games like sacrifice-the-sacred-bull and lay-with-the-river-nymph. Mr. Left is of course a 
shepherd; his life a flock of sheep and a sweep of rolling hills to roll them over. Each morn-
ing, he wakes where he fell in Last-Night’s stupor, pecks Mrs. Left on the cheek, his kiss 
drenched in the stench of elderberry wine, and strolls out to the sheep pen. Whistling care-
free tunes, or coaxing them from a pipe of willow bark, he navigates his flock across the hills 
and valleys, dales and fields. And sometimes, he brings home gifts for his wife and children; a 
belt of straw and ivy buds, a cap of wildflowers. 
 Mrs. Left turns down the burner and cracks the lid. She waves away the steam, 
breathes a stale smell. There’s something missing, an ingredient. Salt. She’ll have to cross the 
street and borrow some from that nice neighbor, Mr. Alive. She heaves a little sigh. 
 Mrs. Left gropes a measuring cup from the cupboard and leaves her kitchen. She 
walks through to the hallway. Removing a gas mask from the coat hanger, she pulls it down 
over her face and hooks the oxygen drum to her silken sash. The eyes of her mask are the eyes 
of a cockroach: glassy, fixed, immortal. She opens the hatch and ventures out into the world, 
straightening her dress for the benefit of Mr. Alive. She makes the four mile trek, across the 
hills and valleys, dales and fields, towards her neighbor’s house. Along the way, she waves a 
friendly greeting to the carapace of an Oldsmobile and picks a nonexistent daisy. A wind stirs 
the silence and her hair whips behind her in dead tresses. At last, Mrs. Left 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
((hybrids))
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arrives at bunker #2. She taps on the wind-burnished titanium hatch. The man who is not 
her husband, Mr. Alive, opens the hatch and beckons her inside. His head is that of a cock-
roach. His body is that of a man.
 After a cup of tea and some light fondling, all thoughts of salt dissolve. She mates 
frantically with the cockroach satyr on his kitchen floor. Mrs. Left, face down at one point 
(Satyrs are known after all for their wildness), notices that while Mr. Alive’s kitchen seems 
identical to her own, the pattern doesn’t match. Hers is domestic linoleum, mottled like 
marble. His is a chessboard mosaic that reminds her of a dry lake bed. 
 Mrs. Left finishes her cup of tea, slips back into her skirt. She abandons her measur-
ing cup; there’s already too much salt in her sweat. On her way home, the sun beats down 
her back. The shadow of a woman, sans measuring cup, stretches before her across the waste, 
a spindle-giant. The shadow shivers with ripples of sand that sail on the wind, inches above 
the clay, which defines the horizon in a baked lake bed of ceramic scales. 
 Back inside bunker #1, Mrs. Left is still waiting for her children and her husband to 
come home. The soup has grown cold. The soup has grown mold. Mrs. has grown a pregnant 
belly. Her eyes have grown salt tears.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
WILLIAM REPASS
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IMMIGRANT SONG

NICOLE MORGAN

((sculpture))
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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HEADDRESS

NICOLE MORGAN

NICOLE MORGAN
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------



-145-

DIETING
 

LAUREN BOWDEN

When Zac arrives my salad
sits mostly untouched on the table.
The tasteless vegetables are sliced
and bleeding watery beads.
His wife is a skeletal sword-swallower,
and I plan on taking the ring.
Last week she hurt herself swallowing swords, 
and bled so far back into her throat
that she couldn’t taste the blood
He and his wife are vegetarians.
They clip the beef from orange slices 
and snap pea bones.
He longs for the meat of my tummy.
My full breasts. 
He dices his fingers through my hair, 
parts my flesh with forked fingers, 
and licks my bones clean. 
This morning I ask him to leave her. 
Move in.
He gives me cucumber-no kisses and leaves.
I strip naked, unclench my stomach
and feel both beastly and beautiful.

((poetry))
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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RADHA 

LAUREN BOWDEN

Krishna unfurls his arms and makes me a blue-god hammock.
We swing in the Hampi forest,
drinking milkshake bhang lassis and ice-lip kissing. 
Krishna’s back brushes against the ground 
and makes the air unfurl with lavender. 
He opens his third eye, and with darshan
I am undressed and ready for puja worship. 
He pours me from my sari 
and blends me with a chorus of hands 
until I am wet and white with frost.
I am Kama milkshake. 
Though my love will leave tomorrow,
I will hear his flute weep for me, 
and though the devadasis will follow him into battle, 
my dance alone will milk him home. 

LAUREN BOWDEN
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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WHAT HAPPENED DURING 
THE ICE STORM

RACHEL THOMAS

Murphy Foundation Contest Winner 2nd Place

 Despite rumors to the contrary, my grandfather didn’t die driving a Toyota across his 
pond. First thing is, he loved that fucking truck like nobody’s business, he loved it more than 
he loved my grandmother, some days, which ain’t so hard to see if you know my grandma 
Betsy. She could be a bit of a stickler about some things, particularly eating everything on 
your plate and not cursing in the house. Once I took the Lord’s Name in vain in front of her 
and honest to God she did not let it lie for three straight weeks, told my aunts and my uncles 
and my parents, not once or twice but a dozen times each, ‘til I was swearing up and down 
and sideways that if I ever cursed “Jesus Christ” in front of her a second time I’d straight out 
kill myself before going through all that again.
            Second thing is, my grandfather’s pond just ain’t that big, there weren’t no need to 
drive across it, hell, it only takes about two seconds and a half to walk around the damn 
thing. So what I know is, he wasn’t trying to get across it at all. That’s why they got it all 
wrong, saying that he died driving across the pond.
            Third thing is, and this is really the most important one, my grandfather grew up 
around here. He knows Arkansas ice storms pretty well, and he knows better than anybody 
that there ain’t never been an ice storm big enough to freeze a pond so that you could drive 
a big old truck across it. Won’t ever happen, not here. The ice’ll get thick and you might just 
think you could manage it, but trust me, it ain’t so.
           This part I know for sure, since my grandfather told me when I was a kid once, dur-
ing that ice storm in ’97, not to ever walk out on the pond just because it looked frozen. He 
told me he’d seen a cow try that once, how she’d got out into the field in the first place he 
didn’t say, but only that he’d seen her try, and she’d gotten pretty far out, about to the middle 
of the pond, and then there’d been this big old crack. Like the crack of branches falling from 
the trees, heavy with ice, or the crack of a shotgun going off, but worse because it came up 
through your feet. It came up through my grandfather’s feet where he was standing on the 
shore, and that heifer turned and gave him the smartest look he’d ever seen on a cow, because 
she looked terrified, and also, my grandfather would say, sort of hopeless. Like she knew it 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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-148-

was too late. Still, she took a little step back towards him, and then the ice just broke under 
her. It was a hell of a thing, my grandfather would always say. It was a hell of a thing to see.
            So that’s how I know he didn’t die driving that truck across his pond.
            But aside from knowing that, it’s been a bit tricky to figure out exactly what did hap-
pen, and although I’ve worked out an idea, I don’t know that I’ll ever be able to say for sure.
           When I asked my grandma Betsy about it the first time, when I told her I knew there 
was no way he was driving across the pond, she told me to shut my mouth with tears in her 
eyes. I knew she was serious because of those tears, and I also knew I was right because of 
them. But I shut my mouth because you haven’t met my grandma Betsy, she was not going to 
talk if she did not want to, and it was clear to me she did not want to.
          That left me without much of an option. See, when the ice storm blew in I was in 
town, and so I got stuck at my place in town, and my grandparents were out of town, and 
they got stuck at their place out of town. When an ice storm sticks someone some place they 
stay stuck there. I couldn’t even walk across my front yard for the first few days, it was so 
damn slick, and since the power was out I couldn’t call out to the farm and check on them. I 
just had to figure that Grandpa was making a fire in the stove with the wood we chopped up 
in the fall, and that Grandma was fixing him her special bean stew, and that probably they 
were having a lot better of a time of it than I was, huddled in front of the cheesy ornamental 
fireplace in my house and eating Spaghetti-O’s out of the can. 
 The house is too big for me, you see, and what with my wife off and with the kids 
with her, that left a big cold space with little old me in there in the middle, freezing my balls 
off. And not even a dog to heat the place up because I’d taken my coonhound out and left 
him with my grandfather on the farm, best place for a dog, and I didn’t think I was in any 
state to look after him properly, not right after my wife left. I wasn’t in much of a state to 
look after myself, to tell the honest truth. But things were a bit better, and I was feeling a bit 
better, ‘til the ice storm hit. I tell you there ain’t nothing like an ice storm to remind you how 
small and lonely you are. The whole world’s just white silence, and you might begin to think 
that there weren’t any other people left out there, or at any rate weren’t any other people that 
cared about you.
         I wonder if maybe that’s what my grandfather started thinking. See, the farm wasn’t 
doing so good, and although I’d told him I’d take it over he knew and I knew that that wasn’t 
going to happen. As it was Grandma Betsy wanted him to sell the place, and she would harp 
on him about it whenever the occasion arose.
        I imagine she was harping on him about it during the ice storm. There weren’t much 
else for them to do, I think, except talk, so they probably talked quite a bit, by which I mean 
Betsy talked and my grandfather listened. He never did talk much, he wasn’t that sort of 
man, but he thought a lot about things. I always knew when he started in to talk he was go-

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
RACHEL THOMAS
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ing to say something worth hearing, even if I didn’t much want to hear it at the time. Didn’t 
he warn me that Suzanne was going to take off with the kids? Boy I felt foolish when he got 
proven right. But my grandfather was always a good judge of people, and he always knew 
when someone was getting seriously set on something.
           Anyway, I reckon they were talking, and grandmother started to talk to him about 
how he really ought to sell the farm, and how they could buy a little condo in the retirement 
village on Table Rock Lake if only he would just sell it, and really what good was keeping it 
anyway, it wasn’t as if they were making any money and they couldn’t afford to feed the cows 
or keep up the pasture, so why not retire and buy a Prius or something like that, and grandpa 
could golf and grandma could garden.
        I think that’s Grandma Betsy’s idea of heaven, but I know for sure that’s my grandfa-
ther’s idea of hell. See, what Grandma Betsy sort of forgot, or maybe made herself forget, 
is that grandfather is an Ozark man. He grew up on that farm, back when he had to walk 
to school, and back when he didn’t walk to school that often. He learned the world on that 
farm, learned the damp summer heat and the smell of a cattle pond in summer and the color 
of oak leaves in autumn and the sticky sharpness of pine pollen under fingernails, the feel 
of that hard, rocky Ozark soil, edged chert and rounded limestone, through boot leather. 
Beyond the farm there just wasn’t a world to him.
        So what I think is, when he saw at last she was seriously set on this thing, and with the 
ice storm reminding him how small he was, and how that world of his could vanish in an 
instant under a blanket of white nothing, how it was already vanishing on all sides, what 
I think is, he just climbed behind the wheel of that old battered white truck, the truck he 
loved more than his wife sometimes, and drove down to the pond. And I think he felt that 
crack coming up through his feet, and he just let the world he loved swallow him up.  

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
RACHEL THOMAS((prose))
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HOMBRE PEQUEÑITO

CARMEN ‘ALLIE’ THOMPSON
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((poetry)) TREVOR TRIETSCH

PASSING 
TREVOR TRIETSCH

thoughts, scenery, memories blur by
metal-tipped pines scrape the skies
gleam like green pipe-cleaners in the dying sun
my fingernails too left their red tracks on his back
proof either of my passing or trying to hold on
some paltry claim like a name carved into a bench

I’m driving blind on this lonely road so
goddamn straight so goddamn tired of
driving down everyone else’s roads
all roads lead to Rome or him or home
whatever that means

is it due west in the cleft between sky and earth
between day and night
where the former’s lips bend down toward his lover
and ignite her

or east toward the cube of God’s gold and onyx throne
and the circling saints and archangels
all turned to light light light

there is a driver in my rear-view mirror
passing me he pauses for a moment
steals glances through sanctity of steel and glass
(my already-plundered cathedral)
he came
he passed on his way

how funny we are in these vehicles
thinking we are safe and isolated
how funny souls are in their bodies
why should either of us stop to chat
we have our own destinations












