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EDITOR’S LETTER

The Aonian aims to provide a space—to provide a page—so that we might meet. It is 
a way for writers and readers to connect, and it is this connection that we yearn for. As 
you turn our pages you will happen upon the intimacy of storytelling that you crave, 
you will linger on the portrait of your neighbor, and you will be captivated by the 
pieces that force us to question the curious inventions of our insatiable minds. 

When you arrive at this place of opportunity and pleasure, may you revel in the cel-
ebration and the sorrow on the page. May you take comfort in the poetic creature, 
the character with which you empathize, and may you laugh alongside the dark comic. 
May you lust and fear, and may you encounter a few words that you are fond of, or 
perhaps a phrase you might wish to take on a date. 

We hope these words and images linger with you like the note left in the steam on your 
bathroom mirror. May we inspire you. May we touch you. And may we not fall from 
your hands until you have turned the final page and are only able to see light from the 
glow-in-the-dark stars sticky-tacked to your ceiling. 

Julia Lee McGill, Editor in Chief 
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1:07 am, 1/31/13//CAMILLE GUILLOT

On ice-smelling nights without
clouds’ comfort, the close moon
hanging anxiously, sky-gaze.
Stare up, or through the mesh
of trees at sky’s edge. The end
of all things is farther, colder
than you thought. Day lied to you.
Time is longer than it looks.
The stars are not the stars,
only whispers of themselves.
Rumors of old brightness.
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 Ms. Hoover woke up in the same fashion she had every day for the past sev-
enty-two years. She knew the morning sun would be there and felt no need to greet it 
hastily. She rose slowly on creaky knees and inched her way from her bedroom to the 
kitchen.
 The hallway between was unadorned: hooks for pictures where there were none 
and a thin coat of dust. The sun had stained the opposing wall at every doorway, form-
ing lines of sharp contrast between light and dark. With the exception of Ms. Hoover’s 
bedroom, the doors all remained open, unable to shut from years of rust and lack of 
use. The air possessed an eerie, stale nature, and it was clear that those rooms had not 
been entered for quite some time.
 Ms. Hoover disliked the intense brightness of the early morning but still main-
tained a rigid sleep schedule as relic of her once busy working years. She found time to 
be much more abundant these days and loathed the numerous gaps in her day she was 
not able to fill with routine.
 Her early morning coffee was the only dependable escape from the cumulative 
fatigue of seasons; its kiss was the only warm touch she felt since her teens. It was 
the closest thing she had to a friend. Even the sound of the percolating coffee maker 
drowned out the incessant early morning stirrings of the birds and bugs.
 Ms. Hoover reached into a haggard wood cabinet for the mug she had used 
since childhood. There was a small but visible chip on the rim. As she ran her finger 
across the jagged crack, she thought about the cup’s family. Its parents had shattered 
from use in their old age, but that was quite some time ago. Now all that remained 
were the two smaller sibling cups: the one cradled in Ms. Hoover’s hands and another 
left untouched in the kitchen cabinet, seemingly new, if not for the dust. Its years 
without use made it give off the impression that it had been waiting for someone all 
this time, an owner that was never actualized.
 Ms. Hoover knew this to be true. Her parents never mentioned a younger sib-
ling. Such things were too painful to speak of and Ms. Hoover’s cold, business-like 
parents never knew how to translate their feelings into words. Instead, her only source 
was an unsent letter she found when sorting through her mother’s things. The concep-
tion was an accident that stemmed from a rare and brief moment of passion. Compli-
cations later arose, as Mrs. Hoover was well past even the later years of childbearing, 
and their son was lost.
  Rather than mourn openly, the Hoovers distanced themselves from the daugh-
ter they already had, subjecting her to solitude from an early age. Mr. Hoover, who 
did not understand the nature of such things, blamed the miscarriage on his wife. He 
never said so much as a word stating this belief, but he made it painfully obvious in the 
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way he treated her up until her passing. Though he too had been gone for many years, 
Ms. Hoover came to resent her father much like he had come to resent her mother.
 The coffee maker finished its duties, and the noises of the outside world flooded 
Ms. Hoover’s daydream. The machine was designed to make coffee for a family rather 
than a single person and always made too much. As she lifted the pot, Ms. Hoover 
found it to be slightly heavier than it was the day before. 
 The steam and smell of her morning fix were a reliable relief. As she carefully 
approached her first sip, Ms. Hoover was shocked to find her coffee cold.  Even strang-
er was the fact that the coffee had not cooled to room temperature, but, upon further 
inspection, she found that it verged on freezing temperatures, her finger nearly numb 
from the brief examination.
 She dismissed the anomaly as nothing more than her coffee machine failing 
after years of service and placed the cold cup on the stove to warm. While she waited, 
she reached for the carton of milk in the fridge and found it too to be heavier than it 
was the day before. 
 The slick spot on the kitchen floor, most likely the result of spilled cleaning 
supplies years earlier, finally got the best of Ms. Hoover that morning, as she fell onto 
the floor, spilling the milk in the process. Already nearing tears, she grabbed a rag from 
off the counter to mop up the mess.
 Pressing the rag over the spill, Ms. Hoover’s efforts were met with the awful 
and overbearing sensation of skin ripping apart. She thought she heard herself scream, 
though the lack of sensation anywhere but her hands made her unsure if her cries were 
audible to anyone else.
 Terrified, Ms. Hoover managed to crawl away from the strange liquid, her 
hands still searing from the unexpected heat. As she sat propped up against the oven, 
she heard her coffee mug shatter on the hot stove and felt a cold liquid trickle down 
her neck. She did not even bother to confirm if it was the coffee she had been heating 
up.
 She began to weep openly, unsure of the cause: the strange events of that morn-
ing or those preceding it. Then, as if having reached a moment of clarity in the confu-
sion, Ms. Hoover stopped crying. She calmly stood up, ignoring her creaky knees and 
badly burnt hands, walked over to the freezer, opened the door, and stuck her head 
inside. 
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without much rainfall

even a desert blooms,
the cacti both irreverent
and humble towards the
dry air, snatching droplets
from our flesh, seared and
scarlet, envious of scales.

we resemble them closely,
the flowers, colored milky
and sunset, dotted about 
the landscape like small souls
on green islands. we are still,
vibrant, waiting for pollinators.
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Nessie//RUTHIE HOKANS
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Winnie//STACEY SVENDSEN



My father sits in his bed all day, back pressed to its frame, his feet outstretched. My 
mother says that the skin of his ass just up and well got started growin’ there. With 
a butter knife he has begun tallying the walls for all the days he has been attached 
to the bed. My mother has told the neighbors that my father died in the cave-in last 
month. They leave casseroles overdone with butter and pity on the front porch and I 
bury them dish and all in the backyard. I climb stairs and stand in the doorway of his 
room. As he clinks a spoon across each pole of the brass headboard he looks at me and 
says, “It won’t be too long for we break outta this joint, Slim.” He has taken a fork my 
mother forgot and carved a naked lady into the sheetrock. “It’s my love,” he says.
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Terminal//LAURA KLASEK

	 “Got to tell you, Walt, I wish I had better news for you.”  The tinny voice on 
the phone fought against the noise of several hundred people trying to get through 
security.  People crammed tightly together, clutching luggage and boarding passes and 
three ounce bottles of shampoo, waiting in line to fly home, eat turkey of varying quali-
ties, and fight with their relatives.  
 Walt adjusted his grip on the battered leather suitcase.  “Doc, it’s all right.”  The 
back of his throat was curiously thick, and he wanted to run out of the airport.  But 
that wouldn’t solve a thing, and in any case his old knees would never last four hundred 
yards.  “This test was just to confirm what the last twenty said, right?”  Walt put his 
suitcase down and rubbed his sweaty palm against his green pants.  
 “Yes.”  Dr. Ralkins sighed.  “But I keep hoping it’ll tell me something different.  
Where are you, Walt?  I can barely hear you.”  
 “Grocery shopping,” Walt replied.  He bent over and picked up a boarding pass 
the woman in a maroon sweater had dropped.  “Ma’am, is this yours?”  The woman’s 
eyes widened, and she snatched it out of his hands with a half-mumbled thanks.  A tall 
man, also wearing a maroon sweater, snapped at her, running his hands through his 
hair.  
 The intercom crackled.  “Please be advised that the security level is orange,” a 
calm female voice announced.  
 “Walter, you’re at the airport?  I thought you were driving with your younger 
daughter.”
 “Liz isn’t leaving until tomorrow.”    
 “Walt…”  Dr. Ralkins trailed off.  The maroon sweater woman spit a string of 
impressive expletives at her husband.  “You haven’t spoken to your daughters yet, have 
you?”  
 “Do most doctors get as involved in their patients’ private lives, or is this just 
one of your many quirks?”  
 “It’s my job, and I’m serious, Walt.  We have some decisions to make in the next 
week or two, and they are not decisions that you can make in a vacuum.  You told me 
that you were going to talk to your family three weeks ago.”  
 “It is not a conversation I’m going to have with Nat over the phone.”  Walt’s 
voice roughened, the gruff notes louder.  The maroon woman stepped to the left, and 
a five-year-old – also in a maroon sweater – wrapped herself around her mother’s leg, 
screaming something about Goldfish.  Despite himself, Walt smiled.  Oh, for the days 
when his girls were that small and he could solve all their problems with pretzels and 
hot chocolate. 
 “What about Liz?  She lives in town.”  
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 “Liz has a colicky baby, a new boyfriend, and her mother’s common sense.  She’s 
liable to panic without Nat there to tie her head to her body.”  
 “Is there a way for you to contact your ex-wife?”
 “Leave it, Doc.”  Walt took a deep breath.  “Liz has made her peace with Pam, 
but I haven’t, and Nat hasn’t, and—”

 “Would the person who left a jacket at the security station please come back and claim it?”      

 Walt bounded through the door and threw his briefcase on one side of the sag-
gy, faded couch.  “I’m home, lovelies.”  The kitchen faucet was running, and an obstacle 
course of blocks lay scattered over the carpet. Walt picked up a bear, Mr. Picasso, 
whom Pam had named the day Nat was born—“They both had blue periods, baby, but 
they both got through them”—and turned up the volume on the second-hand radio.  
Mr. Picasso.  The never-ending reminder of the scariest day of his life: Natalie, born 
blue.  Just the kind of thing that Pam liked to memorialize.  Except this time in their 
daughter’s toy, not on canvas.  
 It was a therapeutic strategy that worked better for her than for him.  
 “Dad, what are you doing?” Natalie shrieked, emerging from the back of the 
apartment.  Walt swayed back and forth, his hands up above his head, tilted in until his 
fingers touched.  The music pulsed out of the speakers.  
 “What does it look like I’m doing?”  
 “Having a seizure,” Pammy said, walking down the hallway with a fresh mug of 
water to clean her paint brushes in.  Hopefully not his World’s Best Dad mug again.  It 
took ages to wash the taste of oil out.  But, he corrected himself mentally, if she was 
feeling good enough to paint, maybe they were finally past the crazy roller coaster that 
had followed the birth of Liz.  
 God.  After Natalie’s traumatic entry into the world, he’d never even consid-
ered that the birth of his second girl would end up being more difficult.  
 His daughter jumped up on the couch and cocked her head up at him.  “I don’t 
know what you’re doing.  That’s why I asked,” she said.  “Dummy.”  
 Walt flung his arms out in the air.  “Y.”  Hands curved to jab himself in the head.  
“M.”  Out wide again, leaning to one side.  “C.”  And back up, touching above his head.  
“A.”  
 She stared up at him.  “You’re weird, Daddy.”
 “I have sophisticated tastes, Natalie dear.”  
 “Walter Bachman, I can’t hear the baby,” Pam shouted from the bedroom.  
“Turn it down!”  
 Walt frowned, reaching over and twisting the knob.  The girls’ room was across 
the hall from their bedroom. If Liz started crying, Pam would have to be deaf not to
hear her.  Pam was many things, but she wasn’t deaf. 
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   He bit down the urge to shout, “Better?” (patience, Walt, she needed you to 
be patient) back at her and scooped Miss Three-Almost-Four up with both hands.  
“Dinner time?” he asked, ducking through the hallway into the kitchen.  An amber pill 
bottle sat on the counter next to the toaster, out of the reach of Natalie.  Pam hadn’t 
gotten the cap back on properly.  He shifted Natalie to one arm—“Goodness me, 
you’re getting big”—and snapped the cap down.  

 “Smoking is not permitted in the terminal or  the  jetways  in  accordance  with  local 
ordinances”

 “Walt, not to interrupt, but it is time to start thinking about making peace.”
 “You’re a meddling son of a”—the phone beeped against his ear—“Hold up.”  
Walt held the phone away from his face and squinted at it.  “Doc, my daughter’s call-
ing.  I’ll talk to you after the holiday.”  He punched Accept.  “How goes the turkey prep, 
hon?”  
 “Dad!”  Nat’s voice hitched as the pitch spiked, a cue which had always meant 
she was about to cry.  Walt stilled, and an overgrown man with a cheese wedge on his 
head rammed into him.  “Give the phone to Liz right now.”  Nat’s harsh breathing 
crackled down the line.  The color remaining in his already-pasty cheeks leeched away.  
Nat knew…no, she couldn’t.  Nat was in Boston.  Walt swallowed a gulp of air and 
stepped forward a foot.  
 “Your sister’s not flying with me, Nat, remember?”  
 “Goddamn it!”  The speakers in the phone screeched.  Another voice, foggy and 
distorted, said something in Nat’s background.  “No, Mo…Esmeralda …excuse me.”  
A door slammed, loud in his ear.  “God, Dad.”  The fury burned in Nat’s voice, but 
she sounded as though she hadn’t slept in fifteen years.  “The worst thing about this 
Thanksgiving, I thought, would be my daughter’s vegan preaching, but…”  She floun-
dered to a halt.  Walt rubbed his abdomen.  “Mom’s here.”  The noise of the airport 
whited out, and Walt almost broke the phone when he tightened his grip.  “Mom is 
here.  Crap, Dad, what am I supposed to do?”  
 Walt opened his mouth and shut it again.  He scrubbed his face with his hand.  
“Pam is at your house?”
 “In living color.  This is all Liz’s bloody fault.”  Nat continued to talk, swearing 
vengeance on her sister – something about diapers and dishes and, “she just doesn’t 
think, Dad.”  Walt disconnected the line without saying a word to Natalie and pressed 
the phone to his forehead.  His feet tingled; his eyes stung.  And his gut ached, but 
that…well, that, at least, was not new.  A mini-hurricane of emotion ravaged through 
his head. 
 
 “Any luggage left unattended will be confiscated.”  
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 “Blue Mountain Life, Walter Bachman speaking.”  Walt swiveled around in his 
chair, taking the stack of mail Fred held out.  He dropped the mail on his desk.  “How 
can I help you?”  
 “Daddy?”
 “Nat?”  Walt sat up, holding the receiver in his hand instead of between his head 
and shoulder.  “Nat, hon, why are you playing with the phone?”  He knew they should 
have moved the phone off of the table she could reach.  
 “Daddy, come home.”  
 “Hon, I’m at work.  I’ll be home in a few hours.”  
 “No, come home now!”  
 Walt leaned forward and frowned.  “What’s that noise in the background?”  A 
voice.  The television?  Up really loud?  
 “Daddy!”  Something crashed on the other end of the line, and Walt’s stomach 
dropped.  He swallowed and stood, shoving papers in a briefcase with his free hand.  
“Something’s wrong with Mommy.”  
 Walt stopped putting papers away and grabbed his keys instead.  “I’ll be home 
in ten minutes.”  

 “All passengers are allowed one carry-on bag and a small personal item.” 

 Walt let his tiny phone fall away from his face.  His hands were shaking.  He 
swore silently.  
 “Honey, where’s my ID?” the woman in a maroon sweater asked.  She had one 
hand in her purse.  Her daughter held up a dirty Kleenex, and the woman wrinkled her 
nose.  “Amber, keep it.”  
 All the snotty Kleenex and damp Band-Aids and full airplane sick bags that 
Walt had dealt with without comment over the years, and this woman wasn’t taking 
one Kleenex.  Walt, blindly handing over his passport, which was already open to the 
correct page, and his boarding pass to a TSA agent, wondered if the art of parenting 
was as dead as the language of Latin.  The agent checked and initialed the slip of paper 
and held it out.  Walt blinked a few times before remembering how to move his hand.  
He took back his boarding pass and passport as though he were a robot. 
  The girl tried to hand her Kleenex to her older brother, but he tossed 
it back at her.  She crossed her arms and glared at him, and for a moment, Walt saw 
Natalie and Liz as children, staring each other down.  His girls had never intentionally 
been at each other’s throats, but Nat tried to put things in order, and Liz tried to make 
things better.  Sometimes Nat’s rules strangled Liz, and Liz always made a terrific mess 
of things.  God, inviting Pam had Liz written all over it.  Disastrous, but from the best 
of intentions.  Lizzie, carefree and chasing butterflies with open hands, so much like 
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her mother it was nearly painful at times, and Natalie, trying to hand her sister but-
terfly nets and backpacks and peanut butter sandwiches, Walt’s clone in ways that 
worried him even now. 
 Lizzie, why? Walt wondered.  Pam, in Nat’s house.  Now?  Like the Ghost of 
Christmas Past, with paint smudges on her face.  Maybe “making peace” with Pam 
might be Dr. Ralkin’s idea of closure, but after everything…Walt never wanted to see 
that…her…Pam again.  Never.  But she was at Natalie’s house.  
 Vegas.  He could go to Vegas.  He’d never been.  “Why not?” Walt said to the air 
of the terminal.  He stepped out of his shoes and set them in the box with his sweater 
and glasses.  “What’s Thanksgiving anyway?”  Walt set his suitcase on the conveyer, and 
waited for it to be swallowed by the X-ray tunnel.  
 “Sir, could you put your feet in the boxes there on the ground?”  
 Worn navy paint on a black floor was hard for old eyes to see, but had anyone 
thought about that?  No.  In the fluorescent, clinical light – just a shade too bright for 
comfort – of the security checkpoint, the boxes blended into the ground.  He shuffled 
over, watching his step.  That was another thing – who put just an inch-high step into 
this thing?  Deceptive little bugger, not noticeable unless you were paying attention, 
but just enough of a rise to catch on the toe of his loafers.  
 Which, of course, he wasn’t wearing.  
 God, he’d gotten old.  
 His feet obligingly settled into the boxes, and he squinted at the TSA agent 
standing just outside this manufactured tunnel.  The agent’s hand pressed against his 
ear, and he stared down at the floor in concentration at whatever was being said to him 
through the earpiece.  
 Walt waited, stomach churning.  He tried not to think, forcing thoughts out of 
his head like a running back strong-arming tackles.  Some, unfortunately, pushed past 
their blockers and sailed in for the tackle on his blind side.  
 How could he go to Nat’s with Pam there?  How could he pass her the cran-
berry sauce without seeing her as he last did, so many years ago?  How dare she invade 
his life?  How dare Liz invite her in?  How…
 “All right.  Now, could you put your hands above your head like this?”  The agent 
lifted his arms and crossed his wrists just above the point in his shiny skull.  Walt raised 
his own arms and stared at the massive wall of black.  What was this thing shooting 
through him?  
 The TSA agent covered his entire ear with his hand and frowned.  “We’re going 
to try this again, sir, there seems to be a problem with the…”  The agent trailed off, 
listening again, and studied Walt with his mouth pulled to one side.  Walt could almost 
hear elevator music and a serious voice in a TSA training video saying, “Terrorists will 
appear as the most ordinary of people.”  His suitcase sat forlornly at the end of the 
conveyer belt, the plastic bin with his shoes, sweater, and glasses sitting next to it.  
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 The TSA agent took his hand away from his ear and motioned Walt out of the scanner.
 “I’m going to have to pat you down, sir,” the agent said, coming at him with 
gloved hands.  Walt sighed and held his arms out.  The agent slid his hands over the 
taped injection port, and Walt winced. 

 “Attention passengers: Flight 2753 to Chicago O’Hare is now boarding.”

 “Nat, find me a yellow fish.”  His elder daughter raced in circles around the 
fish tank.  “Walk, don’t run.”  She slowed down for a beat or two and knocked a bat-
tered tabloid onto the ground.  Scooping it up, she passed it to him and resumed her 
race, happy chortles echoing through the mostly empty emergency waiting room.  She 
clutched Mr. Picasso to her side as she ran; it left her off-balance.  
 Walt bounced the baby up and down, rocking his weight from foot to foot.  She 
snuffled in her sleep.  The sound of sirens rushing up outside would wake her again in 
a few minutes, but for now, she was quiet, little hands curled up in fists.  
 His daughter poked her finger at the tank, leaving oily smears on the glass.  
“There,” she said.  “Next?”  
 “Find me…a fish with blue spots.”  His daughter circled the tank, nose almost 
touching it.  
 “Excuse me, Mr. Bachman?”  A nurse in purple scrubs stood across the forest 
of chairs that populated the empty waiting room, a folder in her arms.  He nodded, 
shifting the baby to his other arm.  “Mrs. Bachman is resting now.  Her doctor’s taking 
a look at some tests, but he said to tell you that it was probably a reaction to the new 
medication,” the nurse said.  Her face was blank.  Walt wondered how often she’d said 
those words or similar phrases today.  
 “Okay.  Thank you.”  
 The nurse vanished, swallowed back up by the leviathan of the hospital.  
 “Found it,” his daughter announced, tracing the path of the fish with her whole 
hand on the glass.  
 Walt smiled.  “Good job, sweetie.”  
 She turned around, leaning back against the tank with Mr. Picasso hugged to 
her chest.  Nat had stopped crying hours before, but her eyes were still swollen.  “Dad?”  
Her clothing matched more than usual.  Yesterday, his wife had put Nat all in orange.  
Neon orange.  With a forest green hat.  Walt wondered absently if Nat’s coordination 
today had been a moment of clarity by Pam.  Or, given his wife’s propensity for color, 
perhaps it had been a sign of impending collapse.  Or maybe Natalie had dressed her-
self.  “Is Mommy a Martian?”   Walt sighed.  The tension had been growing inside of 
him ever since he’d come home to find his wife screaming at the ceiling, half of their 
belongings broken on the floor.  Plates, tchotchkes, radio, smashed and stomped into 
little bits.  Now that tension was physically painful.  Sharp, needle-like pinpricks of
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stress.  “Hon, Mommy’s not a Martian.  Mommy is just Mommy.”  God love her.  
 “Okay.”  Natalie didn’t sound all that certain.  “You sure?”  Walt nodded, tick-
ling his Liz’s ear.  

 “Baggage from Flight 472 from Los Angeles now arriving at Carousel B.”

 “Sir, what is this?” the agent asked, his fingers on the uneven bump that was the 
ball of gauze taped to the inside of Walt’s elbow.  
 “I had a test done at St. John’s earlier,” he said, wishing the man would stop pok-
ing the tender skin.  
 “What kind of a test?” the agent asked.  He lowered his eyebrows.  
 Oh, yes, because Walt was such a threat to national security that the TSA need-
ed to know all about his damned pancreas.  “One of those ones where you lie in a ma-
chine, and it makes a lot of noise,” he said.  “Whatever you call it.”  
 “I’m going to go test my hands now,” the agent said.  Walt waited in his socked 
feet while the agent wiped his gloves with a circular piece of paper and stuck the paper 
under what looked like a checkout-line scanner.  The agent pressed a few buttons, Walt 
stared at the ceiling, and the people behind Walt in line shifted.  Probably wondering 
why someone hadn’t shoved a pillow in his face already. 

 “Any passengers flying with small children or needing assistance to board the aircraft may 
line up for pre-boarding.”

  He danced from foot to foot, swearing under his breath.  His shirt was 
un-tucked, and he thought he might have worn it the day before.  The departure board 
scrolled upwards, numbers whisking briskly by.  God, it had left already, hadn’t it?  It 
was the flight he could hear roaring overhead now, on its way east.  Pam was gone.  
Fuck. 
 No!  Wait, there.  Now boarding.  Gate B27.  
 Walt spun around, hands shaking.  The metal detectors stood in a neat row 
of boxy arches.  He edged under the shadow of the nearest detector and broke into a 
headlong sprint down the concourse.  His balance was off from his shoes – one loafer, 
one tennis shoe – and he almost knocked into an older couple.  In dodging them, he 
tripped in earnest and slammed his head against the news stand.  The headline – Cart-
er Boycotts Moscow Olympics – glared at him.  He stumbled to his feet and sped up.  
Gate B27.  
 “Pam!  Wait.”  Walt skidded to a halt at Gate B27, grabbing for her carry-on bag.  
 “You can’t go.” 
His wife jumped.  “What in God’s name are you doing here?” she asked.  
 “You can’t go.” 
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   “I need this,” Pam said, pulling her multicolored bag out of his hands.  Her 
clothing was pure retro-hippie: long dress, wavy, ill-tended hair, scarf wrapped around 
her forehead.  “I need to do this.  It will be better for all of us.”  
 “No, it won’t,” Walt said.  He grabbed Pam’s bony shoulders.  Damn the people 
gaping; he didn’t care what they thought.  “We can work this out.  We can fix this.  But 
not if you run away.”  
 She stared back at him, brown eyes surrounded by dark purple circles.  There 
was a smudge of paint on her cheek by her ear.  She was forever pushing her hair out of 
her face with paint-covered hands.  The smudges had been green the day he met her, 
sitting in the middle of the pathway between Gorman and the main quad, painting a 
tree with her fingers.  Today, they were blue.  
 “Walter, you’re a great father, but you’re a crappy husband.”  Pam pushed him 
away.  Walt raked his hands over his head.  An elderly woman watched the two of them, 
hands over her mouth.  “I don’t need another father, and frankly, I don’t want a hus-
band.”  
 Walt’s jaw worked.  “Pam”—he threw his arms out wide—“the girls need you.  I 
need you.”  Walt pounded his fists against his chest.  
 “Bullshit.  You’re more of a mom than me.”  
 Walt exhaled and rubbed the side of his face.  “Pammy, you are a great mom.”  
 “Bullshit!”  Pam’s voice rose higher, and she jabbed her finger into his chest.  A 
businessman walking past her started, face alarmed.  “You’ve been promising me that I 
am a good mother, that I would be a good mother, since you decided you wanted kids.”
 “Because you would be.”  Walt shook his head as though to clear it and reached 
for her hand.  “You are.”
 “What part of this”—Pam shoved her arm, bandaged where she’d gouged it on 
a broken ceramic plate, into his face—“is being a good mother?  How can you live with 
that, Walt?”  
 Walt closed his eyes and sucked in a breath.  “Pammy, you’re sick.  You’re get-
ting better.  When we get through this, it will make us all stronger.”  
 “There you go again – you are not my father, Walt.  Stop treating me like Nat.”  
 “How else do you want me to treat you?”  Walt’s face flushed a violent red.  He 
seized both of Pam’s wrists in his white-knuckled hands.  She wrenched away.  “What 
am I not doing right, Pam?  How else can I be?  How can I help you?”  
 For a moment, Walt thought Pam would scream right back at him.  His heart 
pounded with adrenaline, and the flush stayed high in his cheeks, more from embar-
rassment now than anger.  He broke his gaze from her and ran his fingers through his 
hair again.  It was sticking up at every angle from his nervous yanking. 
 Half the terminal was watching them now.  Young and old, blond and brunette, 
nylon and silk, all eyes on their raucous fight.  A girl not much older than Natalie stuck 
a lollipop in her mouth.  
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    “You are so dumb, sweetheart.  Why did you marry me?”  Pam cupped her hand 
over his cheek.  “You wanted to be a father, not a husband.”  Her eyes went out the 
window to the tarmac.  “And you’re going to treat me like an unstable nuclear reactor 
for the rest of my life, Walt.  I’m not.”  
 “I know you’re not!”  Walt was almost praying, knees bent and hands folded.  
 “I need to get on the plane,” Pam said, stepping backwards.  
 He grabbed for her arm.  “Don’t, Pammy.”  
 “Security, this man is trying to stop me from getting on my flight!” Pam shout-
ed, waving her arms wildly.  “Get him off of me.”  
 “Wait, no.  What?”  
 The uniformed man who had been lurking at the edge of their audience stepped 
up.  “What’s the problem here, ma’am?”  

 “Please have your boarding pass and identification for the agent at Security.”

 The scanner beeped, and the agent tapped a screen.  “All right, you’re free to go, 
sir.  Sorry for the inconvenience.”  
 “No problem,” Walt replied, picking his way carefully over to his shoes.  He had 
no desire to spend five hours inside an airport holding cell again until he’d managed to 
convince enough people that he wasn’t some crazed stalker.  
 Maybe that was the benefit of progress.  Now, they wouldn’t have even let him 
through security to begin with.  
 “Sir?” the agent called after him.  Walt swore and twisted his head half-around.  
“I hope your test results are what you want.”  
 Walt stared at the shiny-headed agent for a moment, his breathing shallow.  
Clearing his throat, he rubbed a hand over his elbow.  “Have a happy Thanksgiving, 
son,” he said.  The agent nodded.  
 Walt put on his glasses and slipped his socked feet into his shoes.  His phone 
blinked at him.  Natalie.  
 Please call me, Dad.  I don’t know what to do. 
 For a moment, Walt stood there, staring at his phone.  The family of six shoul-
dered past him.  His eyes refused to move from the screen.  Nat.  Little Nat, always 
soldiering on, no matter what changed around her.  His dependable little girl.  His.  
Not the woman’s who’d taken off when Liz was only seven months old.  Pam had been 
his wife.  Now she was going to get to be the grandparent to his children’s children, 
without ever being his children’s mother, while Dr. Ralkins shot more radioactive iso-
topes into his blood, trying to figure out what, where, and how to slow down crazed 
cells. 
 She got to live.  Well, it was what she’d always wanted, wasn’t it?  To live.  The
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 moment, that was what she used to say.  “I need the moment, Walt.”  Pam had left to 
live, had run away to live, had abandoned them to live, and it looked like her wish had 
been granted.  She got to live.  
 He got to die.  Six months, a year, two years, the prediction varied and changed 
so often Walt felt like he was riding on a roller coaster.  But if Dr. Ralkins was iffy on 
the timeline, he was rock-solid on the conclusion.  Terminal.  Ninety-five percent prob-
ability.  Five percent chance of a miracle.  
 But Walt’s miracle had come thirty years before when a little blue baby started 
coughing.  When a healthy, squalling second baby curled her hand around his finger.  
Two perfect girls.  Two healthy, grown-up, happy daughters.  
 How could he ask for another miracle now?  
 He dropped the phone down into his pocket and rolled up his right shirt sleeve.  
The medical tape felt like it stripped six layers of his skin away as he yanked it off, and 
he wrapped the excess tape around the gauze.  He dropped the bandage into a nearby 
trash receptacle and rubbed at his arm.  The wrist band he’d had clipped off before he’d 
left this morning, but the antiseptic smell of hospital still clung to his skin.  
 The littlest boy from the family in maroon sweaters tore back up the con-
course, squalling.  His father chased him down and picked the boy up.  His son kicked, 
clawed, and beat his head against his father’s chest.  
 “We’ll buy you another bear, Jeffrey.  Calm down!”  
 “I don’t want another bear!”  
 Walt took a breath.  And then he took another.  Picking up his suitcase, he 
moved out of the ebb and flow of people rushing through the crossroads.  He hit 2 on 
his phone.  
 Natalie picked up on the first ring.
 “Okay,” Walt said, as if the conversation had never stopped.  “How is she?”  
 “Okay.”  Natalie’s voice steadied as she went on.  “I mean, other than saying we 
should call her Esmeralda.”  
 “Yes.  She’s healthy?”  
 “Purple hair and confiscated weed and all.  I don’t understand how she looks 
younger than me.”  
 “You took after me, Nat.  You and Lizzie both.”  Walt had always thought that 
had been a blessing.  But now…maybe not.  Maybe they would have been better off as 
clones of Pam, immune to the ravages of time.  Funky brain chemistry and a long life.  
Would that have been better than a middle-class American worth ethic and a failing 
body?  One day he’d ask.  Not today.  They didn’t need to know about the tests and the 
scans and all of it today.  Tomorrow, maybe, but not today.  No, Friday.  After the feast. 
 “Yeah.”  Silence lingered on the line.  “Well, I’ll be there to pick you up.”  
 “I’ll text message you when the plane lands.”
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  “Text is used as a verb, Dad.”
 “Verb.  Okay.  I’ll…text you?”  
 “All right.  I’ll see you then.”
 “Bye, hon.”
 Walt sat down at his gate, chair creaking underneath him.  He folded his arms 
across his chest and hunched over.  The kid sitting next to him had the music on his 
headphones cranked up loud enough that Walt could hear the pulsing beat and a tinny 
voice singing, “Young man.”  The kid’s head bobbed up and down.  
 “My daughter loved that song when she was a little girl,” Walt said.  The boy 
looked at him sideways, through the fringe of his straightened bangs, then spun his 
thumb in a circle.  The music faded.  Walt rubbed his hands together and sighed.  
 After a moment, the boy shifted in his seat.  “Your daughter had interesting 
taste in music,” he said. 
 Walt lifted the corner of his mouth.  It wasn’t a smile, but it was close.  “I did 
all right with her.”  

 “If you have a B boarding pass, numbers one through thirty, please line up at Gate C14.”
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a place i can’t reach//RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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Burns party of four, your table is ready
//ALLISON TSCHIEMER
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Connor Corley, A Portrait
//MAUREN KENNEDY
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Parsley and Vitamin C//ANONYMOUS

Dear X,

I’m sorry, but I spied
your rows of calculations,
your columns of estimations
(your rules and regulations).
you say “we’re cool.”
But what you mean is:
“God Kate, how do small things look so big on paper?”

63 40 206 14 95  25 fuck.

The perfection of numbers 
on the straight blue lines 
of notebook paper is
surely no way to measure
sanity.

60 35 17 102 214 4 fuck.

Nights in the bathtub.
Sage, how your bruised body crumbles.
Sage, how you sit on the porch,
toes dug deep into the jagged earth.
Uprooting dandelion roots. 
Disturbing bees.
Dirt.  Blood.  Filth.
The sharp lemon never leaves your tongue.

It’s poison it’s poison. 
Don’t put it in your body.
Shut your lips-
but don’t listen to me
words are poison too.

Shut your ears, Sage.
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When you don’t brush away the imaginary spiders in the night, then you know it’s all 
 really over.
Who’s stayed up for 6 days straight watching the stars shift and reading Camus?
Lilac, Amber, Ember
Zygote, fender bender.

Hearts and Minds//ANNA PIERATTINI
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Device for Divination//KELLEY LANE



Ruby tells me her body doesn’t feel as good as it normally does. I tell her to                             
concentrate on the windowpane. I see white petals out the window.  She sees cotton  
that covers either the moon or the ocean.  There is a different layer of earth where 
glaciers are not firm but are still in the way. I ask Ruby who might consider the cloud. 
She asks why I consider the storm. 
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Ruby in the Window//ALLI DILLARD
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Lobby A, we need a dedicated gallery
//ROBERT NIELSON
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curved mirror
//RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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 Kenlyee slept. I walked her up and down the stairs and through the halls of the 
court house until her little body relaxed and fell soft against me. Kenlyee slept as we 
sat down again in the waiting room, and the woman and her daughter with the bruised 
cheek smiled at me and my achievement.
 Kenlyee slept as her father’s mother ran past us, sending me a cold glance from 
streaming eyes on her way. I stood up, and Kenlyee slept as her other grandma fol-
lowed behind, eyes red and tears falling. She nodded her head at me, “Ten years.” I sat 
back down. The doors to the court room opened, and Kenlyee slept as everyone filed 
out, bringing with them their tears and a strange, anxious energy. Through the knot-
ted crowd of ties and dress suits, I found Kenlyee’s mother’s face, red and white and 
dappled just like mine, and Kenlyee slept as my eyes, too, filled with tears. I could see 
that my sister cradled the heavy weight of the future in her folded arms, so I did not 
bring her daughter to her. Friends and family gathered and clung to one another and 
created a great swirl of hopeless murmurs. They brought her daddy out, one hand con-
nected to another man in pink handcuffs, and the great swirl buzzed about him like 
some provoked hive of bees. I watched him hug her mother goodbye, and Kenlyee 
slept as I trembled and heard myself gasp. Her daddy kept looking at her and looking 
away and looking at her and looking away, so I walked her to him and Kenlyee slept as 
he gave her one quick, painful kiss on the head as if he were submitting to the shot of 
a syringe. 
 They took her father away, and Kenlyee slept as we buckled her into her car 
seat, covered her little glowing face, and stepped out of the courthouse into the wind 
and cold. We made sure the car seat was firmly locked into the base, and then we 
started the car and drove out of Lonoke, Arkansas and away from it’s promise of “Life 
as it should be.” We bumped off the exit, and the interstate was smooth as we hummed 
our way back to Little Rock, and Kenlyee slept.

Lonoke//COURTNEY BASS
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I missed you more than usual last night. I rummaged in the car and found a road map 
from me to you. With the map spread out, I could see the line that connects us. That 
line was seven-hundred miles long. The fastest way to get to you was by following the 
line. I placed my finger on the spot I knew to be me and drag it along the contour. The 
mountains rose as I moved steadily northwest. The lush green surrounded me and I 
soaked in the humidity I was so used to. I crossed many lakes and rivers. The sun re-
flected brightly on their surfaces as it made its descent.  I miss the summers we spent 
together on those lakes.  Now you’re so far and I go alone.  As I moved farther west 
the air dried out and eventually the mountains gave way to dry, brown plateaus. Here 
and there the rivers carved deep canyons. We used to imagine what made the cracks 
so deep, but that was before you left.  On the other side of the big city, the halfway 
point on my journey west, my journey to you, the landscape changed dramatically. The 
plateaus fell away into hills of red dirt the color of a sunset, an eerie type of beauty that 
made me pause. As I entered the last span of my journey through the Panhandle the 
land became utterly flat. I began to turn south, but still nothing broke the horizon for 
miles, as if a speckled dome of night covered me.  Remember when we would come out 
here and gaze up at the beautiful stars?  Now I look up and remind myself no matter 
how far you go the stars are the same.  Fields of grain sprang up around me, coloring 
the land gold under the dark sky. The stalks tickled as I ran my hands over them and 
quickened my pace across the vacant land.  I was getting close. You were near. I turned 
onto a rural, desert byway as I came into your town. I navigated down the empty night-
time streets to the place I knew you to be. I turned onto your street and found your 
house. This house is where you go when you must leave me.  You were in there sleep-
ing, so close to me. And yet, when I picked up my finger from the map I found myself 
back where I’d started, no closer to you than before. 

Cartography//LILLIE PETERSON
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The Routine//AMELIA ROBERT

Spinach and sesame,
tonic and gin.
Through the mud
and back again.
These are the patterns
I find myself in,
mem’ries grown foggy
and patience worn thin.
Feet stuck in high heels,
hair taught with pins
trying to charm
disinterested men.
Jaded hearts, batted eyelashes
can’t seem to win.
Feel empty and homesick,
pine for my kin.
Distract myself,
hob-knob with friends
who lavishly live out
young lives in sin 
in palaces with walls
pliant as tin.
Begin to envy
their lifestyle, then
fail to obtain it.
Start over again.



42

Namaste 2//EMILY DEPRE
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Self no. 2//KELSEY MANNING
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Self no. 3//KELSEY MANNING
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Striking Stings//ERIKA JASSO
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Something like a sea tossing
in its weedy bed, the tides
its yawning tries at waking,
partly rising, then returning,

something like sounds lying
in a word’s shape, like something
lightning-welded, something locked,
something like magnets clinging,

something like plant-cuttings rooting
together in night dirt, like something
braided, three things, and one, a trinity,
are you, your bed, and I this morning.

Aubade//CAMILLE GUILLOT

Murphy Contest Second Place Winner//Poetry
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 My man walks down the familiar path. We know this place, every tuft of grass 
that grows on the sandy trail, each bare patch alongside it, but each time there is some-
thing new: another dewdrop, a strange beetle, an extra pink bud in the clover patch. I 
float behind my man like an unnoticed shadow. I don’t see his face; I never do. 
 Dawn is approaching, but the sun is still hidden behind the dark forest in the 
distance. We round the sharp curve in the road and sight the merchant. He wears his 
usual tattered black cloak, which flutters and threatens to fly away from him, although 
I feel no breeze. The merchant hasn’t yet unveiled today’s wares. His caravan sits on 
rotting wooden wheels sunken in mud, a scarlet and gold curtain draped over it. He 
greets us wordlessly. His smile is hideous, more like a grimace, and his wild eyes bulge. 
He is unpleasant to look at, so I stare at the velvet curtain, which is equally unsettling. 
 His withered hand pulls on a braided golden cord, and the curtains separate 
to reveal four rows of faces. There are at least ten faces on each row. These gruesome 
faces, rotting and pale, sickly greens and yellows, are strapped onto wooden display 
stands, and each face captures a different emotion, the eyebrows and cheekbones and 
mouths stretched into various expressions and secured by rusted sewing pins. I always 
feel nauseous when I see them and their repulsive grins or surly scowls. One face has 
its mouth open, as if letting loose a fatal scream. Another is pinned into a distorted 
smile that stretches across the expanse of decaying skin.
I can no longer bear the relentless gaze of all the eyeless faces. I look away, sick to my 
stomach and lightheaded. I hear my man bartering with the merchant. After a few 
minutes I turn around in time to see them shake hands. The merchant hands my man 
a velvet sack that matches the caravan’s curtains: scarlet with a thin gold drawstring. 
Trembling, I rejoin my man on the path as the curtains close over the grisly faces and 
the merchant disappears behind his caravan. 
 I try desperately to direct my gaze anywhere but at the bag, but it swings back 
and forth mesmerizingly in my man’s hand as he walks ahead of me. We were facing 
the sunrise on our journey to the merchant, and now we face the same sunrise on our 
return. It is threatening to spill over the horizon of tall, gray buildings in the distance.
  I know time is running out, so I finally ask “What’s in the bag?” He stops a few 
steps ahead of me and slowly turns around. The sun breaks over the line of skyscrapers, 
and white light veils his face and blinds me. I suddenly remember what comes next, 
but it’s too late. I turn to run, but he is on top of me. He pins me to the ground with 
ease. Even with his face a foot from my own, the sunlight shrouds his features. Can the 
sunrise be that bright? Everything is white and light, except this weight on my chest. 
He has my arms pinned down with just one strong hand, and I hear him tug on the gold 
drawstring with his other hand. Terror floods my body. I am sweating under his weight,

Faces//EMMA PAUL
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under the overbearing white sunlight, and under the clammy membrane that has just 
been shoved onto my face. 
 I can’t breathe, and even if I could, I wouldn’t, because the stench is nauseat-
ing. I feel searing pain as jagged pins pierce my face, and I want more than anything 
to know why I put myself through this pain every day, whose benefit this repulsive act 
serves. The final pin is thrust into my burning skin, and everything is white pain—
white light—white.
 He woke at 7:45, a little shaken from a forgotten nightmare that floated elusive-
ly just on the edge of his consciousness. He shuffled groggily into the bathroom. He 
turned to face the mirror above the sink and examined his reflection. In the mirror, he 
watched a wide grin spread across the expanse of his face. As he inspected the convinc-
ing smile that he wore whenever he left the apartment, he noticed several small cuts on 
his chin and around his mouth, and wondered how he could be so clumsy shaving. He 
took a step away from the mirror and he inhaled sharply and cursed as he felt a sharp 
pain in his foot. He looked down at his bleeding heel. The culprit, now rolling across 
the tile floor, was a rusty old sewing pin. 
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They say they saw a dead man walking here.
I knock my head against the old front door
and sense their chants and hollers coming near.

I trek out, slinging boots on muddy floor
with golden, glowing clouds against dusk sky,
purple as my skin, trembling bones and core.

Oh Lord, forgive me, I have sinned and lied.
I light a cigarette and place my hand
back on my gun. The purple moon arises.

I hear ’em screaming, and I know I’m damned.
They found Joe layin’ on the ground, blood caked
in his white hair, white head I reprimand.

Escaping through the fields for my own sake,
a dead man walking, alone and naked.

Cane Fields//BLYTHE CATE
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Turtle Graveyard//ROBERT NIELSON
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Voyage into the Mist//TY SPRADLEY



Commute//JULIA COOK

 It appeared one morning, a painting on the wall that faces the tracks, the wall 
which no one cares to look at, usually.  The custodians of the Lexington Avenue station 
still stood looking at it when commuters began to arrive from Hoboken and Williams-
burg.  It was all they could do to step off the train, confronted by this beauty.  Everyone 
was late for work that morning.
 Even the pictures, Instagrams and Blackberry flashes reduced the internet 
to tears.  The booth for tokens changed overnight into ad admission kiosk, security 
guards unnecessary because the Average American cannot stand a sight so pure for 
long, as in the city such things are few and far-between.
 Its beauty was an obstacle.  Lunch breaks prolonged to two, three hours inhib-
ited the progress of humanity as lines grew and bus drivers walked off the job.  Those 
who had seen it tied up the phone lines calling their therapists, suddenly reflecting 
on memories past.  A land once ruled by capitalist enterprise found itself hugging its 
knees, shivering in the tunnel of the A-train, in the face of incomprehensible color and 
light.
 Work should not be fused with leisure.
 The subway was no place for the most beautiful painting in the world.  Bloom-
berg’s men scoured the city for graffiti artists, subjecting them to lie detector tests, 
interrogations, waterboarding.  Still no one confessed.  And when they were all in jail 
the Lexington Avenue station custodians painted the A-train tunnel grey again, mak-
ing a tearful mess of themselves as they betrayed their fellow men.
 Business picked up again.  Husbands went home at night and assistants rushed 
hot coffee to 5th and 33rd.  Art found the Average American as he grabbed a morning 
coffee from the pretentious, art-dealing bistro around the corner.
 But if you take the A-train you may see someone standing, in her pencil skirt or 
his sensible slacks, facing the tunnel wall, crying.  Because you can’t paint over a violent 
father, or a lover lost.
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Here is a  vessel whose maiden journey 
lit from the drenched crescent of New Orleans
three years back.  A little ship, a schooner
with a trio of trilling sails and a hull like a wine glass,
she skips on the water with her wordy cargo.
She trails brief streamers of froth.
Her teak scalds the unwary hand,
reflecting the flame-blue sky
she sails under. She pitches on waves
she picked. She is wind-swollen.
Beneath, she begins to barnacle
over, but if you tried it
her prow would taste of clean salt and, still,
her champagne baptism.

Portrait of the Artist as a Sea Craft//CAMILLE GUILLOT
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In the Belly of the Fish//RACHEL THOMAS
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 It was difficult to say when exactly the doubt had started, like a seed in the back 
of his mind, but he could say exactly when it had sprouted and begun to grow.
 He’d been in his second week at seminary, and he’d held a door open for a young 
woman who was in her second year there. He hadn’t learned to recognize her type yet, 
the aggressive feminist priests. So he had opened the door and received an unexpected 
and utterly acidic look, as if he’d offered her some Old Testament sacrifice, a cow cut 
down the middle or his own child on an altar. She hadn’t said anything, but later, when 
they spotted each other across the cafeteria, he saw her turn to her friends and say 
something, pointing him out. They’d all laughed.
 Jonah could remember the moment perfectly. The contorted faces of the wom-
en, their laughter just audible across the room. A room where seconds before an in-
structor had been intoning a blessing to a silent, pious crowd of curled backs. He could 
remember thinking: those women are going to become priests? Those are the sort of people 
God calls to His church? That was when the seed sent up its first small sprouts.
 He was well aware of the irony of it. If he had never become a priest, he might 
still believe in God.
 Not that he realized at the time that he had stopped believing. It was funny 
that you could go through all the steps, all the ceremonies, and not arouse the slightest 
suspicion in anyone, even yourself, that you doubted. By the time he had realized he 
was an unbeliever, he was already ordained and employed.
 He liked that word: unbeliever. He knew that atheist or, better yet, secular hu-
manist, were the preferred terms, but he didn’t feel that they quite fit him. He certainly 
wasn’t a secular humanist because, after ten years as a priest, the last thing he had faith 
in, after God, was humanity. He’d seen broken marriages, abusive families, addicts 
and ex-convicts and supposed “true believers” who could give any of the sinners a run 
for their spot in the outer darkness. Some of them were priests. Of course, he’d also 
met the truly faithful, but they rarely bothered him. The doubt that had sprouted and 
hooked its vines around his soul, if he had such a thing, stopped whatever it was that 
emanated from these people from taking root. He could enjoy their company, but the 
rational part of his mind was always whispering: they’re living in a fantasy world. They’re 
like children. You have your eyes open, and you can’t close them now.
 Sometimes he’d wake up in the middle of the night and wonder if he really had 
his eyes open. In the darkness, how could you tell?

Murphy Contest Third Place Winner//Prose
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 It was dark in the undercroft, not pitch-black but close. The storm had gotten 
worse.
 It had blown in while he was answering calls at his desk, in a corner of the 
sacristy, which was the fancy name they gave to the closets and drawers in which they 
stored vestments and altar clothes. They were all very nice, hand-brocaded by some-
one who knew what they were doing. Though the church was small, he had a relatively 
rich congregation. Old retirees without too many grandchildren, that was where the 
money was. He was paid a good deal more than most priests, and he had full medical 
insurance. On top of that, there were all the perks to being a young man in a congre-
gation of doting grandmothers. On particularly good weeks, he could make it from 
Monday to the following Sunday without having to cook a single meal for himself.
 He hadn’t noticed it getting dark. He’d been on the phone with a young man 
who’d called to ask if the church offered monetary support to people in need. He 
hadn’t used a phrase like “monetary support,” of course, and Jonah had found the man’s 
subsequent questions about the  financial state of the  church to be  suspicious and  
unnecessarily aggressive, so he’d eventually told him tartly to try the Baptists and hung 
up. He’d been vaguely aware that a storm was coming in -- the older ladies in the con-
gregation had worried about it loudly -- but he hadn’t expected it to blow in so quickly. 
In fact, he’d been planning to make it home and batten down the hatches there, but 
then the power had gone out, and he’d decided not to risk the weather.
 He had to admit the church was probably sturdier than his house up on East 
Mountain. Still, the undercroft was gloomy and, frankly, creepy. At home he had his 
big screen TV. The undercroft had nothing like that. It had an old TV from the ‘90s 
on a rolling metal stand. No cable, just two DVDs about the history of the Anglican 
Church and a pile of VeggieTales VHS tapes.
 So, no TV. And no good books, either. There were bibles, sure, he was drowning 
in bibles. And there was a collection of apologist and theological works on the shelf by 
his desk, which he kept for show and hadn’t looked at since seminary.
 So that left, well, not much. Jonah supposed all it really left was working on his 
sermon for next week. Normally he didn’t start on that ‘til about Wednesday or, if he 
was feeling casual, Saturday evening. Still, if he knocked it out now he’d be able to relax 
knowing he’d gotten the main chore of the week out of the way.
 Jonah enjoyed delivering his sermons because he knew he was a great public 
speaker. He hit the jokes just right, and he had this way of pausing and then slowly re-
peating the relevant portion of the previous sentence that he’d been told really drove 
home the message. He simply hated writing them. He told himself it was because it 
was always so difficult to get started and stringing together buzzwords made him feel 
dishonest. The truth was, though, that writing sermons made him feel guilty. He wor-
ried, sometimes, that he was doing some harm to his poor, innocent, elderly congre-
gants.  Was it possible that his unbelief crept into his sermons,  and then into their



56

aging brains? He was content accepting that God didn’t exist, and he didn’t mind that 
he made his living peddling lies. At least he was realistic about it. But his congregation 
needed to believe. They were getting close to the end, and it made things easier for 
them  if they had  something to cling to.  He took  genuine pride  in giving them  that 
comfort, however false.
 Well, since he was already miserable waiting out the storm in the dark and 
creepy undercroft, he might as well get the sermon out of the way.
 He pulled the copy of next week’s readings from his prayer book, sitting down 
on a creaking metal folding chair. He started with the Old Testament. It was easiest to 
write sermons about the Old Testament because you could pad them out with histori-
cal trivia and debates over interpretation, and if you were lucky, that filled most of the 
time.
 The reading was from the Book of Jonah, one of those short and sweet lit-
tle prophet’s stories that was inclined to slip one’s mind. It was a good one for talk-
ing about literal readings and the mythological nature of the Old Testament, since it 
stretched the modern imagination a bit to believe that Jonah was really swallowed by 
a giant fish (or a whale, as recent translations would have it).
 Jonah always rather enjoyed preaching on the Jonah story, since the jokes prac-
tically wrote themselves. “Haven’t we all felt like a Jonah sometimes? I know I have…” 
-- or, oh, this was good -- “I was feeling a bit like Jonah in the belly of the whale last 
Sunday during that tornado scare, although I was Jonah in the belly of the church…”
 He wrote that down on his pad and then added a few others as well. He ex-
panded on the metaphor of the belly of the church. Isn’t the church meant to be like 
that whale, stopping us from running away and forcing us to realize how much we need 
God? He couldn’t use the word forcing. It needed something a bit less authoritarian. 
Pushing, maybe, or, aha, yes, opening our eyes. That always played well with audiences.
 Jonah finished the page and flipped the pad over, and the inspiration dried up. 
He had gotten to the repentance of Nineveh. He’d already made a note to talk about 
the forty days in the warning Jonah gives to the city and the Biblical significance of 
that number. What else could he talk about?
 He sat for a few minutes, tapping his pen against his lips and listening to the 
storm. Rain battered the windows in fitful little gusts, stopping and starting again. The 
wind shook the old building. The windows rattled. He remembered his upcoming holi-
day bonus. If the stained glass windows upstairs blew out that would suck the money 
right out of the budget. Stained glass was expensive to replace. He hoped the windows 
held. He was planning to buy a new sound system.
 There was a crash from overhead, and for a second he wondered if merely 
thinking about the windows breaking had tempted fate. If there was such a thing. 
 Except had it really been a window breaking? It had sounded heavier, more like 
someone knocking something over, candlesticks maybe.
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 Someone. Why had he gone and thought about someone being upstairs? Now 
that he’d thought it, it seemed to be the only explanation.  The sound had come from 
more or less right over his head, the sanctuary, and it wasn’t as if the storm could have 
snuck in, knocked over a candlestick, and snuck out again. So, someone was clearly 
upstairs.
 And of course, if they were upstairs, they might come downstairs.
 Jonah had always found those people who investigate strange noises in horror 
movies irritating. After all, what could possibly convince them that it was a good idea 
to creep down some ill-lit hallway towards an ominous noise? Why didn’t they have the 
sense to stay put and call the police?
 Now that Jonah was in the situation, he had to admit that there was a definite 
desire to creep up the stairs and try to find the someone who had knocked over the 
candle, no doubt springing from some animal instinct to see, to know. To dispel the 
image of a shadowy figure, unknown, undefined, possibly with accomplices.
 There was something beyond that, though, too. Something that came from 
another part of his brain entirely, and it was whispering that he would look like a com-
plete fool if he called the police, told them there had been a break-in, and then found 
out that the candle had just been put back in such a way that it fell on its own, or 
something. The story would get out, it was a small town, and he would be the paranoid 
priest who saw thieves in shadows.
 He got up from the folding chair as quietly as it would allow, and crept over to 
the staircase. He peered around the wall that separated the staircase from the under-
croft, and looked up the stairs. The landing was dark, but it didn’t look like the sort of 
darkness that held ravening monsters preparing to eat your flesh. Of course, he imag-
ined that the protagonists of horror movies usually thought the same thing.
 He pulled his head back and leaned against the wall, shaking his head. No, no, 
this wasn’t a horror movie. Be realistic, Jonah, what’s the worst that could be waiting 
for you up there? Some crazy person with a gun? A serial killer who murders priests? A 
fundamentalist nutjob who’d discovered that he was an unbeliever?
 Well, any of those things was pretty bad. But he knew, logically, that reality 
wasn’t like that. For every serial killer or madman, there were dozens, hundreds, of or-
dinary, fairly reasonable and cowardly petty thieves who probably wouldn’t even notice 
him. It wasn’t like he was going to be heroic, or anything. He would just get a look at 
them, make sure they existed, and then creep back down the stairs and call the police.
 He checked to make sure his silenced cell phone was still in his pocket, and 
then he crept up to the stairs, got down on his hands and knees and began to climb. 
About halfway up he heard a noise and threw himself down flat, the carpeted angles of 
the staircase digging into his stomach.
 Up in the darkness above, the mysterious someone was trying to get the door 
from the sanctuary to the landing open. It was kept locked when there weren’t services
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going on, since they kept all the valuables in the sacristy.
 It  wasn’t  a  particularly strong  door,  and it wasn’t a particularly  strong  lock. 
If there was one building that didn’t have to rely heavily on security, it was usually a 
church.
 That thought didn’t help much in the present moment. Someone was trying to 
get through the door, and Jonah figured it wouldn’t take them very long.
 Thunder rumbled in the distance, and he jumped a little in spite of himself, 
landing hard on the ridges of the stairs.
 The door cracked. Someone was kicking it. It took another blow, a third, and 
burst open on the fourth.
 He couldn’t see the thief from where he was -- he wasn’t far enough up the stairs 
-- but he heard footsteps cross the small landing and then try the door to the sacristy. 
Thank God for that, he thought, and didn’t bother to correct himself. If the thief had 
decided to come towards the stairs, well, he would have found a prone priest. Hardly 
the most dignified way to encounter an intruder, particularly a malicious one.
 The door to the sacristy was unlocked, and he heard the thief go in. He didn’t 
hear the door shut behind him, (or, equal opportunities) her. It was probably ajar.
 And there was that weird little desire again, that suggestive little voice. He 
wasn’t sure it was an instinct anymore; it seemed to have far too little concern for his 
well-being. It was more like that friend you always had as a kid, the one that always 
wanted to push things a little bit farther than you were comfortable with. 
 The voice didn’t speak in words, but there was a definite suggestion coming 
from somewhere in his mind that he climb up the stairs and peer into the sacristy to 
see what he could see. It was a mad idea. Sure, it would make a great anecdote in a 
sermon, but you had to be alive to give a sermon.
 Maybe if he were a believer, he would climb up and confront the thief imme-
diately. He would defend the honor of the church, and protect the Food Bank money 
he had just remembered was sitting in a very obvious bank envelope, right out on the 
counter where they counted the collection haul every Sunday. He’d told the vestry 
treasurer that he would lock it in his desk when he finished up that day, and then he’d 
forgotten.
 Yes, if he were a believer, he would go in and stop the thief from taking the 
envelope. After all, it was money to buy kids’ school lunches and propane for families 
that couldn’t afford to fill their tanks. It was for helping people who were really in 
need, probably just the sort of people Jesus had in mind when he talked about “cloth-
ing me when I’m naked, caring for me when I’m sick” and so on.
 He actually wavered for a moment, thinking about that. Not because he actu-
ally believed all that Jesus stuff, the man was a crazy apocalypse-obsessed weirdo who 
had probably smoked whatever the first-century Judean equivalent was of some serious 
shit. Still, the people suffering were real, and Jonah had some sympathy for them. 
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 But you had to be alive to be sympathetic, particularly if there was no afterlife 
to reward self-sacrifice. He stayed stretched out on the stairs. 
 He could call the police, was his next thought. But he didn’t want to move back 
down the stairs and risk the thief hearing him through the open doorway. Indecisively, 
he pulled out his phone.  Could you text the police?  Probably not. He flipped it open 
and looked at the screen. No signal. The storm must have knocked out a cell tower. 
Which seemed to mean that his options were creeping back down the stairs and tak-
ing the risk that the thief heard him, or staying where he was and taking the risk that 
the thief decided to head downstairs after ransacking the sacristy. He tried to weigh 
his options rationally, although this was difficult because every few seconds he heard 
another clatter or scuffle from above him. He had just decided to start crawling back 
down the stairs when the thief came out onto the landing again, and he froze. 
 The wind redoubled, whistling around the church and shaking its wooden 
frame. Thunder rumbled loud and low overhead, vibrating Jonah’s teeth. And, as the 
howl of the wind and the growl of the thunder rose to a crescendo, the little window 
directly above him burst inward.
 Something about shards of glass raining down on you has an immediate effect. 
Jonah heard the noise, felt the patter of glass on his shoulder blades, and leapt instinc-
tively to his feet. He realized what he had done a second too late and froze, knees bent, 
looking up.
 There was a young man crouched on the landing, staring at him. He was tanned, 
dirty and thin, his hair tangled. It didn’t look like he was armed, the only thing he was 
holding was the bank envelope with the Food Bank money in it, but Jonah clutched 
his cellphone in his hand anyway. If necessary, maybe he could throw it at the thief, or 
bluff his way out by saying that he had called the police.
 They stood in complete silence for a few moments, and Jonah slowly realized 
that the thief wasn’t exactly staring at him, at least, he wasn’t meeting Jonah’s eyes. His 
gaze kept flicking between Jonah’s cheek, and his white collar, which he hadn’t taken 
off. The thief began to mouth something, and then he found his voice and began to 
whisper, “Oh God, oh God, oh God, forgive me, forgive me, forgive me.”
 Just that, over and over, for what might have been a full minute. Then he 
dropped the bank envelope and bolted back into the sanctuary. Jonah climbed to the 
landing and picked up the envelope. He turned to look through the shattered sanctu-
ary door. The young man hadn’t left. He’d collapsed on his knees in the aisle in front of 
the altar and was rocking back and forth. Praying. Maybe he was insane.
 He took a small step forward without really consciously deciding to. The man 
was consumed: his eyes clenched shut, his hands held out before him. With each rock 
forward he brought his hands to his chest and beat at it. The hollow thumps of his fists 
on his chest and the desperate murmur of his voice were the only sounds in the sanctu-
ary. The storm had stopped.
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 For some reason, probably because he’d been thinking about it before all this, 
he was  reminded of the story of Jonah again.  The great storm,  the reluctant prophet,
and the terrified sailors who asked Jonah to speak to them. And he didn’t speak, even 
though it’s a prophet’s purpose to proclaim God’s message. Yet the men were con-
verted anyway, in spite of him, and prayed for deliverance.
 He had to get out. It hit him like a lightning bolt. He couldn’t keep looking 
at the thief, praying as desperately as the tax collector in the temple. Which made 
Jonah the Pharisee—no, stop. Why did he keep coming back to those stupid stories? 
It must be because he’d been writing his sermon. That was all. He backed out of the 
sanctuary and stopped on the landing, holding the bank envelope tightly in his hand. 
He should probably get out of the church, now that the storm had stopped. He should 
find someone with a phone and call the police. That was reality. Cellphones, police, 
laws, criminals, crimes. That was the whole trouble with this religion stuff. Where did 
it fit in with the modern world of crime and concrete?
 Concrete, that was what he needed, he needed to get out and have real, rain-
soaked concrete under his feet.
 Jonah leapt down the stairs, crunching bits of glass under his shiny black shoes. 
He reached the bottom, the back door, put his hand on the handle, and stopped.
 It was dark outside. The glass window of the door showed an almost perfect 
reflection of his face. He knew what they said about shock and glass cuts, but he was 
still surprised to discover that he’d gotten cut, and hadn’t felt it. As soon as he saw it, it 
started to throb, and he became aware of the stickiness of blood, unnoticed until now, 
creeping down his cheek. That wasn’t what stopped him. 
 The cut formed a clear mark. The bits of glass had grazed him and left two 
clean lines, intersecting at almost perfect right angles, the vertical one longer. 
 It was a cross. An almost perfect cross, red and bloody on his pale face. He 
couldn’t imagine how it had happened. Except that he could imagine, as crazy and 
stupid as it was. The vines of doubt shuddered, as though in a gale.
 All he had to do was open the door. He knew he would, any second now, he 
would open the door and step out of the church, climb the steps and stand on the 
street. He would see the streetlights at the end of the road, and he would see black TV 
screens through windows, and coffee makers and refrigerators, all those little common 
pleasures. All those houses full of petty, pointless dramas. He knew them all. He was 
their priest. The couple across, the blissfully ignorant husband and the cheating wife. 
The old lady in the grand house next door who had been running a dedicated one-
woman campaign to keep children out of church services for years, all while greeting 
every family with a smile each Sunday. The continued feud over hymns between the 
choir director on the end of the street and the organist just around the corner at the 
other end.
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 That was the world, the real world, the world that had sprouted, nurtured, and 
watered his doubt. He knew as soon as he stepped outside it would bloom again, like 
flowers after a storm.
 But in that frozen moment, that second before he turned the handle, there was 
only him, and his reflection, and the cut on his cheek.
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baby’s on fire//RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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Flaying of Marsyas//HENRY BARKER
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Asceticism//WILLIAM REPASS

   PLEASE FASTEN YOUR SEATBELT WHILE SEATED

     LEASURE--------------------------------------FLIGHT, A
STREAK;       
       EASY&FAST;      
                  STEEL             DIALS:
                 TURNSTILES;
             A WHILE
        PASSED,
        PAST-------OUT,
 ELAPSED.
                                    YOU    FEEL
   LAPSED---------------OUT,
              YOU
    TIGHTEN YOUR            BELT;
                                    YOU
        FAST           &         EAT              &            EAT;                    
        FASTER       EATS;
        FAST-FOOD   GREASE. 
                                                    EAT           UNTIL  SATED.
                UNTIL  SEDATED,
        FEAST,
              YOU   BEAST,            WITH
                                               SMILING TEETH.

  PLEASURE
                            TEATS
                            TEASED &
  PLEASE(oh)
  PLEASE(oh)
  PLEASE(oh)
  PLEASE(oh)...
                                                  YEAST.



65

Cow Pelvis//ROBERT NIELSON
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Untitled//HENRY BARKER
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 reflections//RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS



Stories for the Backing of the Heart//
CAITI ROLFES-HAASE

Here is this one story I wrote this one time
I wrote it at four in the morning

I wrote it to the music in my head
And the best part is, I wrote it for you.

No catch phrase, Sir. No telling. 
I will never write you a story in 4/4 time.

There is a knocking noise. You think it might be your heart. You are kneeling, arms 
wrapped around something, maybe yourself. You are frightened.
>Pray

You cannot pray, your father was sacrilegious.

>look around

You’ll have to open your eyes first.

>open eyes

Cue light. You are in a room.

>look around

You look around. You are in an eggshell-painted room with crème-colored carpet. 
There is no furniture. A single forest-green door lies to the North. There is some-
thing—it looks like an old photograph—on the floor, just in front of your knees.

>examine photo
You examine the photograph on the floor. Turning your neck slightly to the side, you 
can make it out more clearly—it’s a grainy sunset-colored Polaroid of a dirty hand, 
palm up.
The sunset is important. Gain 17 points
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 >pick photo up
You cannot pick the photograph up. Your hands are covered with ink.
>clean hands
You cannot wash your hands of it.
>take photo
You cannot take the photograph with you; your arms are full of mandarin oranges, 
your hands are covered in ink. 
>go north
You’ll look a little odd walking north on your knees.
>stand up
You stand up and all of the oranges in your arms topple to the floor, no longer sup-
ported from underneath, they fall, fall fall, fall, fall.
>pick up oranges
You cannot pick up the oranges, your hands are covered in ink.
>go north
There are oranges everywhere. You cannot avoid stepping on them.
>step over oranges
There are too many oranges to step over.
>step on oranges

>step on oranges

>help
There is no help.
>what?
I do not understand that command.
>help
No.
>HELP
Do you choose to take the orange slide, or the black slide? One is missing a bolt, the 
other is not. Make your choice…if you dare. 
If you choose to ride the orange slide, turn to page 52. If you choose to ride the black slide, turn to 
page 17.

17
 Once I was sliding down your body. I was sliding down, pulse pulse, like confi-
dence was an oil thick thing, just as black and just as strong. Something no one can see 
through. 
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 Once I was hoping for the day when I could change anyone I touched. With 
my hatchet, skulls are soft like newborns’. And I have always thought that blood was 
so beautiful.
 But you, you bled starfire. You bled firecracker. You bled lightsocket. Your inner 
magnet slipped my safety clasp from off
 to
 on
 And I fire fire fire fire fired away. Now I am aware of feeling like a meter
 And when I am too juiced up
 I explode
 And then I am at empty
 And then I am refilled.

Introduction
 Sometimes all I want is nights. Nights and then sleep until morning and then 
make breakfast with you so you smile and so do your eyes the way they crinkle reminds 
me of every good joke in the world it’s so, so, warm so your arms are what holds my 
heart and my head in from falling quite out I guess I should’ve known that but I never 
thought it was about that when you kissed me it was the
 Softest kiss
 I have
 Ever felt. It surprised me. And when you said you wanted to kiss me forever I 
thought just like OKAY sure thing I don’t mind that at all so when you have kept true 
to your word so far it makes me wonder about my breath like yours I think the first 
time I opened your mouth with my mouth was the first time I leapt into a furnace like 
I was crawling into your sentences and when they came back at me I don’t know what 
noise I made but I do know they should put it into the dictionary because that sound 
encompasses half of the damn words in there anyway honestly all we need is Stop, Yes, 
Beautiful,  Sorry, That Noise I Made, and Go. 

PART ONE
DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE

 SHE WAS becoming exhausted, sitting by that bank. The water was colder 
than most water is, and the sun was itching the back of her neck. There were dandeli-
ons peeking out of the grass. “It’s a pretty picture,” she thought, “sitting with my hands 
in it.” She smiled. The veins from both of her wrists were trailing out into the water, 
swirling with the water’s current, spilling like red music, twirling. She was growing 
more tired by the sec—
Second. Her thoughts would cut and break right in the middle of her self-conversa-
tions,   and everything was growing a little smaller, everything was closing in  and
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opening out. She thought of fear. She laughed, and she thought of fear. 
There was nothing so very remarkable about that, a young girl (you call a girl) in a dress 
by a river with her blood filtering out. 
The droplets from her wounds weaved out of their casings. They flew into the stream 
and became fish, became raw and powerful. Red fish. Purple fish.  The sunlight shone 
down upon them. Downstream, a fisherman caught one of the fish by its mouth, his 
first of the day. It pulsed with life. It fought like death to get away. He reeled it in and 
held glory in his hand. He smiled. 
The other fish, they swam like mad. They pushed through the water—not the water 
itself, but through the very boundaries of it; through the hydrogen, the oxygen, they 
broke the bonds, swam through the atoms and swam through the spaces in between. 
They swam through until they reached the Milky Way. They fell out of the same stars 
you see from your bedroom window. They broke the glass with their scales. They 
plunged downward into the gaps of your ribcage. You awoke from the raging pool 
in your chest, you arched up and bled sheets of water that ran down your back and 
dripped onto the sheets of your bed. The beads burned through your mattress and 
singed the carpet. 
THIS IS NOT CIRCULAR. The girl is dead now and your house is burning down. 
There are dead fish in your chest and they fight to push through your skin. 

>Keep going
You cannot continue.
>Keep going.
Are you sure?
>No
You will hurt at night. You will be covered in ink from the elbows down, you will find 
yourself in white rooms. You will tell yourself not to try.
>Keep going.
Okay.

-------------------------------------------------------NOTES---------------------------------------------



72

Poison//ANNA PIERATTINI



Steve//ALLI DILLARD

Steve’s got an entire confederacy wrapped around his head and I am afraid he will     
follow us to the cave. He is not a chiropractor, he has a crooked back like a snake’s, if 
it was frozen, to match his crooked teeth and tongue. Steve leans back when he walks 
forward which is why I can not tell where he is going ever. He has shrunken under the 
weight of heavy leather, false power, and misplaced pride.
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Fixer Upper//ALLISON TSCHIEMER



Polygon Cathedral/American Poetry//RYAN BRY

Here, I Am standing
with my body  
in Polygon Cathedral.
 
The mechanical force 
of its emptiness Surges
among  the cybernetic light
of rigid colored windows
and the unsounding
organ Within me.
 
Now I Am sitting, Here
my unfurled eyelids
expose the 62--Furiously
counted 1 September--miles
between them and
the pupils, the dark
transparent mounds
that birth and devour
Earthy irises incessantly.
 
Pixels of borrowed window
seep into the 62
and torment the cloudy
figures There--the Gods of
walking down the stairs
and digging a hole
and finding things
you’ve never seen
and putting things
you’ve never seen
into the Ground--
with quick bursts of light.

 ////
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It Is outside, Now
there are friends
to talk to and everything
is green or grey.

I can look at This
animal before me
being American Poetry,
firm and shadowy,
while a harsh
intangible landscape
flickers in my eyes.
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Seats of Solitude//TY SPRADLEY
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Roy//ROBERT NIELSON



Jarrah Trees//JENNY VOS

 It was mid-afternoon when Donna Durant closed the gate to the dairy farm she 
ran with her husband Steven, and drove down the dirt track towards her home. The 
passenger seat of the ute was filled with white shopping bags, their handles waving like 
the tops of grass in the dry wind that whipped in through the windows. Their house, 
with low walls of double brick and a corrugated tin roof, was set half a kilometre back 
from the road. There was a hayshed to one side of the house and a milking shed, car-
port, and a few other sheds for their tractors and farm equipment beyond that. The 
house itself had a good view to the northwest, looking out over acres and acres of roll-
ing fields and the small creek that wove its way between them. It was beautiful pasture, 
though the season had turned the earth into a yellow and brown wad of tinder so dry 
and full of eucalypt oil that one stray spark could send up enough flames to destroy it 
all. The trees that dotted the fields looked tired and thin as they stretched themselves 
towards the iridescent sky, and their dark leaves crackled in the sun. 
 Donna pulled into the carport and grabbed the largest part of the shopping to 
take in with her. The drive between the carport and the house was sandy and dry, and 
each step Donna took shook up a large cloud of dust that caught in her throat. When 
she got to the veranda she kicked off her shoes and opened the fly-screen with her el-
bow. The inner door was already open, and the ceiling fans working furiously in every 
room that had one. 
 “David!” She set the things down on the kitchen counter and filled herself a 
glass of water. “Can you get the last of the shopping in?”
 There was no reply. She stuck her head into David’s room and saw him lying 
on his bed with a thick book, headphones locked over his ears. At seventeen he had 
grown tall, and the blond beginnings of a beard lined his chin and jaw. He had inherited 
Donna’s dark eyes, his father’s light hair, and he looked utterly ridiculous; overgrown 
in a room that had last been redecorated when he was nine years old. In fact, apart 
from the desk covered in last-year’s schoolbooks and a few novels checked out from 
the library, the room might still have belonged to the nine year old. 
 Donna went up and shook David’s knee, causing him to jump and pull off his 
headphones. 
 “David. Didn’t your dad need your help today?” 
 He shook his head. “Told me to take off.” 
 “Well in that case, could you bring the shopping in?” 
 “Hang on.” He sat up, his eyes scanning the book quickly. 
 “Do it now, David. I don’t want to have to ask you again.” 
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 “Just a sec, Mum. I need to find a place where I can stop–”
 Donna shook her head and took the book from his hands.
 “Oi–!”
 “Shopping. In. Now.” 
 David sighed and stood, making sure his protest was known before he went 
outside. Donna gave his book a quick once-over. It was one of those expansive fantasy 
series with nonsense words in the title and a poorly drawn cover of a man brandishing a 
sword in one hand and a buxom princess in his the other. David swore the books were 
better than the covers made them seem, and that they helped him unwind after the 
end-of-year exams. Donna set it aside, not thinking to keep his page.
 Donna began packing away the rest of the groceries. For a while she did not 
notice it, but when she reached up to open the cabinet beside the kitchen window 
she paused, set the tins of corn back down on the counter and looked out at the field, 
squinting. She cursed under her breath and when David came in to set down his load 
she didn’t give him time to pick up the book again. “That tree’s finally come down over 
the fence line. Once we’ve put these away I’ll need you to come with me to clean it up.” 
 David groaned but nodded. “’Course.” 
 Donna watched him brood and her lips twitched into something of a smile. She 
tossed him a bag of rice, and he started as it collided with his shoulder and fell into his 
open hands. 
 “Come on,” she goaded. “Don’t drift away on me.”
 David laughed, and almost smiled. “I’ll try not to.”

///
 There were several paddocks between the house and the place where the old 
jarrah tree had fallen across the fence that divided the Durant’s property from the 
neighbouring vineyard. Donna had been watching the tree with concern for some time. 
The tree had been the victim of several lightning strikes and grassfires over its long 
life, all of which had contributed to the sixty-degree angle at which it had last stood. 
In the end its nine-foot girth had been almost entirely hollowed out by fire, and there 
were only a few living branches left amongst the weathered grey of long dead wood. 
If the tree had been growing on her property, Donna would have cut it down long ago 
to avoid the splintered posts and snarled wire that were now all that remained of that 
section of the fence. All the same, she was a little glad that the old tree had been able 
to cling to life for as long as it had. 
 When Donna stepped out of the ute a cloud of grasshoppers sprang away from 
her feet, their small bodies clicking and clapping as they hurled themselves against 
stalks of dry grass and hardened earth. She and David pulled on stiff leather gloves, set 
mufflers on their ears and work glasses over their eyes, and then started up their chain-
saws. Together they cut the tree into sections small enough to move by hand, then they 
shifted  these  rounds  into a  rough pile.  Dark red sawdust flew  in every direction  as
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their saws ate into the fallen trunk, and it wasn’t long before Donna could feel the stuff  
working its way through her  clothing and into every pore of her skin.  They kept at it 
for hours, cutting and shifting and every so often stepping back to appraise their prog-
ress. Donna could feel the sun beating down upon her, burning the back of her neck 
and pounding against her forehead.
 When they were a little more than halfway done a car approached from the 
vineyard’s side of the fence and Donna paused, letting the chainsaw wind down and 
pulling the muffler from her ears. Though she recognized the car as belonging to the 
winery, the man who got out and came towards them was a stranger. As she watched 
him approach, Donna scrubbed at her forehead with her wrist and her nose filled with 
the reek of petrol. The man was wearing a neat button-down shirt and pressed pants, 
and he stumbled over the soil as though it were a no-man’s-land. “Afternoon! You must 
be the Durants.” 
 Donna crossed her arms over her chest. 
 The man cleared his throat. “I’m the winery’s new manager, Gary Leeuwin. 
Sorry about the tree. We should have a team coming out later this week to fix the fence 
back up and –”
 “And how do you expect me to keep my cows off your property while the fence 
is down? This is my best field.” 
 “Ah, well… I don’t know what else we can do. One of our managers is on sick 
leave and no one on our side can see to it any sooner.” 
 “Well you shouldn’t have let the tree fall in the beginning, that’s what you 
should’ve done. Anyone could’ve seen that thing was going to tip, and what did you 
think was gunna happen when it did? Sick leave, pah!” 
 “I understand your frustration, Mrs. Durant, I do. But really there’s nothing 
that can be done now. I can’t answer for my predecessor’s–”
 “Where are you from, Mr. Leeuwin?” 
 The man shifted his weight and straightened his back. “I don’t see how that’s 
relevant.”
 “The city, by the looks of it. And what did you think, come down to the country 
and live a quiet life? Well it’s not quiet out here, Mr. Leewin, and the sooner you stop 
thinking it oughtta be the sooner you’ll stop making a fool of yourself.”
 The man blinked, his mouth hanging open. Donna glared at him. 
 “Thanks for offering, about the fence,” David stepped in, shaking the sawdust 
from his shirt. “It’ll probably be easier if we fix it ourselves. We can’t have the cows 
wandering in your vines.” 
 The man looked to David with a grateful smile and nodded. “Alright then. I’ll 
make sure you’re compensated for your trouble and I’ll try to put pressure on the fenc-
ers for you, but don’t expect much.” 
 “Don’t worry.” Donna gave her son a hard glance. “We don’t.”
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///
 Dinner that night was terse and filled with long silences. Steven took one look 
at the pile of mail that Donna had brought back from town and groaned at the num-
ber of bills. They had a conversation about the deregulation of the milk industry that 
had gone through a couple of months ago, and though it hadn’t hurt them much yet it 
seemed the price of milk had yet to make its steepest drop. 
 “We’ll have to get more cows,” Steven concluded. “We can’t get by with the 
amount of milk we’re selling now. Not at these prices. Definitely not if they go any 
lower.” 
 “But we don’t have the acreage to support more than just a few more head.” 
 Steven shrugged. “We’ll have to find it somewhere.” 
 Donna leant back in her chair, and she felt the weight of the land’s future gather 
upon her shoulders. What acreage could they buy? The vineyard took up the largest 
portion of their boundary and their other neighbours were old family farmers like 
themselves. Another option was to sell and let a corporation take over their opera-
tion, or to give up the land entirely, let a developer or a winery move in as they were 
so eager to do these days. Donna looked at David. The thought was unbearable. Their 
land wasn’t just some slab of economic capital to be bought and sold and traded, and 
it certainly wasn’t anything she would trust anyone else to work. She and Steven had 
learned all the peculiarities that had to be watched for, like how in the winter the water 
would stream between the hills to make a patch of mud so deep it was almost impass-
able, how the swooping magpies nested only in one cluster of marri trees, and how hay 
would grow thicker on the eastern side of the farm than on any other. The land was in 
her blood. Giving it up would not only betray her self, but David as well. The farm was 
his inheritance.
 “I heard you had a run-in with the new vineyard manager this arvo,” Steven 
broke into her thoughts. 
 “That old tree finally fell and ruined the fence. We’ll have to keep the cows out 
of the west field for now, but David and me should get it fixed up again tomorrow.” 
 “That’s not on. The tree fell from the vineyard’s side. They should be the ones 
to–”
 David stood with his plate and put it in the sink.
 “Where do you think you’re going?” Donna snapped. Perhaps it was too harsh, 
but she was bone weary. 
 “To finish reading.”
 “No you don’t. This is family business. Sit down.” 
 “No, it isn’t. This is farm business.”
 “And?” Donna could feel the cutting edge in her own voice. “It’ll will be yours 
soon enough so just sit down and–”
 “Not if I can help it.” 
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 Donna stared at him. It felt like the wind had been knocked from her chest. 
“Excuse me?” 
 David settled into his stance in a manner that reminded Donna eerily of herself 
some twenty years ago; like a young sapling sending down its taproot. “You know I’m 
taking the tertiary entrance exams this year, mum. After year twelve, I’m going to uni. 
I don’t want to farm this place.” 
 Donna sighed. “We’ve talked about this before. I know your teachers want you 
to go, but it’s a risk, David. You’ll have to go into debt to pay for it, and even then who 
knows if you’ll get a job? No. This land is already yours and we need you here.” 
 David stared at her, then looked to his father. 
 Steven sighed. “I think he should go.” 
 “But he can’t.” Donna’s hands were balled into fists. “He’s our son.”
 “My sister went to university, and she’s done quite well by it.” 
 “Damnit, it doesn’t matter about your sister. He was born here. The farm is 
already his and if he doesn’t take it then who the bloody hell will?” 
 Donna didn’t realize she was standing until she heard the door slam. David had 
gone outside. Steven was leaning back in his chair, rubbing his forehead with scarred 
fingers.
 “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted to send him off?” she growled. “How could 
you surprise me with something like that?” 
 Steven sighed. “Darl, I wasn’t hiding it from you. Dave only came to talk to me 
about it this morning and I didn’t think he would bring it up again so soon, before we’d 
had the chance to talk.” 
 “It’s all of these bloody new people moving in, this development,” Donna 
cursed. “He wouldn’t be thinking like this – he wouldn’t be wanting to leave if it wasn’t 
for people like Leeuwin bringing their sort down from the city. He’s a good kid, Steven, 
he’s always been a good kid and even if he isn’t so keen on farming now he’ll get there 
– he’ll get there in the end. He just has to hold on a bit, like we have.”
 “Maybe, but he doesn’t want to. And you know if we can’t get more acreage, he 
might not even have the choice. It might be us who have to leave it.” 
 “No,” Donna shook her head. “I won’t let that happen. Are the Bussells still 
looking to lease some of their property down Darch Road?” 
 “I don’t think so, but I haven’t looked into it lately.”
 Donna nodded, though her mind was too weighed down now with the costs 
of cows and of property, milk prices, interest rates and electricity bills to keep it all 
straight. “There’s always something. We just have to hold out for it, that’s all.” 

///
 A call came the next afternoon, and the alarum of the phone shrieked against 
the bare wooden floor and plaster walls, reaching Donna even as she split and stacked 
the jarrah  from the day before.  She  was  up to the veranda in two  great bounds, and
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once inside lifted the phone from its hook with one gloved finger.
 “Hello?”
 David paused in the doorway and leaned against the frame, watching her with 
a question in his eyes. Donna nodded and ran a hand through her hair. 
 “Thanks. Thanks, I’ll see how things look and get back to you.” 
 Donna hung up the phone. Her hands were shaking.
 “There’s been a fire down Redgate Road. Your Dad says it might be heading this 
way, if the wind picks up. He’s out there now.” 
 David began to breathe very quickly, but his voice was level when he asked, 
“Should I bring in the cows?”
 They kept watch all that long summer evening, shivering with each hot breath 
of wind. Donna had checked her firebreaks were clear of brush, and had the pump of 
the rain tank thrumming in wait, just in case she had to water down the outbuildings. 
David had filled every bucket they had full to brimming and placed them around the 
property where a fire might be likely to catch hold. The smoke rose like an amber 
Zeppelin above horizon, and sent a bizarre and unnatural rain of ash down upon them. 
Donna could not help but pace, her nostrils flaring to catch every whiff of smoke.
 “The wind hasn’t picked up yet,” said David. “Maybe the fire crews will control 
it before it can get this far.” 
 “Well if they can’t, I want you to take the ute and drive down to your Nan’s in 
Augusta. Stay off the highway.” 
 David looked back to the house. “If you’re staying, then I will too.” 
 “Don’t be an idiot. Worry about protecting yourself, not me.”
 “I’m not worried about protecting you,” David yelled, and cursed and scrubbed 
at his eyes complaining about the smoke. “I’m staying here Mum, for as long as I can.”
 As the sky darkened with an early dusk, Donna could make out the distant vio-
lent light of the fire as it licked its way up trees and through underbrush. She did not 
worry for Steven, though she knew he would be in the thick of things with the other 
volunteers. If he did not know what he was doing by now, there was nothing she could 
do about it. They had all prepared as much as was possible.
 It was fully dark when the fire edged onto their property. It raced across their 
western paddocks in a blazing tide, chased up the sides of marri trees and encircled 
the cement water troughs, staining them black as pitch. Donna and David watered 
down the sheds and the outhouses, but the fire never even made it that far before the 
firebreaks caught it and turned it south.
 The main danger passed them in the matter of an hour or two, when the grass 
burned out and the line of the fire continued to the south and east.  The burned fields 
still glowed with embers well into the dawn, and the thunder of falling trees and the 
whine of boiling sap filled the night with strange and tremulous voices. Donna and Da-
vid sat in the back of the ute,  watching the fire pass, watching to make sure the wind 
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 did not change and send it doubling back upon them. 
 David fell asleep just past midnight, and Donna covered him with her jacket. 
His face was smeared with ash and charcoal from the few small fires they had put out 
along their firebreaks, but beneath this his expression was slack and calm.  
 When dawn came Donna stretched and walked down to see what was left of 
the old jarrah tree. The vineyard had not been too badly damaged, but the fire had 
reduced the stump of the old tree to a pit smouldering coal, and the ground around 
it had collapsed where the root system had burned away.  Donna picked up a gumnut 
from the ground and rolled it between her hands. The thing was brown and hardened, 
its seeds protected by the thick casing, invulnerable, infertile.
 Donna threw the nut into the smouldering ashes of the old tree and wondered 
if what she heard was the snapping of hungry embers or the hard shell finally breaking, 
cracking, spilling. She could not know for sure. She could not predict whether or not 
the tree would ever grow back. Only time would tell. 
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Take-out//KIM LANE

People like to label things,
to put them into terms they’ll understand
and remember later.
The way we label our pizza box
when we have leftovers:
“Supreme Pizza – 27 March 2011.”

They like to label us.
First we were unethical,
like something dark and forbidden – 
the hairy, spotted mold in the back of your fridge.
Then we were wrong,
something vinegary, something
people “don’t like to talk about,”
but always do.
Then we were complicated,
like your plastic tub of yogurt
that was bad before it started.

They still ask us how we’re doing,
wondering if it’s time to throw us away –
time to move on to their next specimen.
They never knew yogurt could last this long.

But I still haven’t found a name
for my place in your eyes, 
for the warmth I feel when I reach for your hand
and it’s waiting for me, for the closeness
of your voice when you answer the phone.

I don’t need to tape you up
and put you somewhere in my mind,
away from the world,
in a dark corner of the fridge.
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Instead, you are the picnic basket 
that I take with me: 
the refreshing lemonade after a long day,
the crisp apple smile that never expires,
the sticky s’more kiss on the woven blanket
in dancing afternoon grass.

Guppie Catchin’//KELSEY MANNING
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Untitled//MOLLIE LONG
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Interruption//JILLANN MEUNIER

 Her crying pierced up the corridor from behind a bamboo privacy divider. It 
rebounded off the pebble-blue linoleum as I stepped out of the elevator, and it made 
my stick-on earrings shake. Crying wasn’t an unusual sound for a hospital. But from the 
moment I first walked in I wanted it to be my hospital, a playhouse, and that is what I 
made myself believe.
 I strolled down the corridor with my mother, headed to the corner at the very 
end surrounded by windows, MS5 (Medical Station Five), Pediatric Endocrinology. 
James Whitcomb Riley Hospital for Children in Indianapolis is known across the 
globe for the lives it has saved, but it was only an hour from my hometown and so to 
me could have been the local doc in a box. My mother and I made the drive northward 
once a month from the time I was seven until I was fourteen. I didn’t love or hate my 
hospital visits. They were simply another part of my life the same as brushing my teeth 
or daydreaming through math class. I would go and then I would come back. When a 
grownup asked me what it was like to be a little patient, I let myself think about the 
good things that my hospital gave me – the presents, the nice people, and the day off 
from school. Usually my mind wandered to the scrawny African-American girl who 
once sat next to me for a blood test, whose parents didn’t stay to hold her hand, or to 
the drooling kids I rode the elevator with who convulsed in their wheelchairs; they 
were seven or eight years old like me.  But I quickly snapped back into the pleasant  
vision I had created. If I focused on my routine, I could keep on my blinders forever.  
 Each visit began with a car ride. I rode past the same cornfield highways and 
mosaics of jagged limestone. Then the lightless skyline of what we affectionately called 
Indy-No-Place would emerge from behind the coal plant smog. When we arrived, the 
hospital campus  seemed to be in a never-ending cycle of construction.  There was    
always another scaffold that had grown out of the ground to support the latest ward or 
parking garage.
 I never saw inside the new parts. I had a path long pounded out: through the 
automatic doors, across the atrium, stop to take a picture with the life-sized giraffe 
puppet, past the inpatient food court, push the UP button on the elevator, get inside 
and push for the Third Floor. There, I marched up to the check-in counter of MS5. 
Parents shuffling through diaper bags or reading magazines at other stations would 
glance at me enviously because MS5 was almost entirely outpatients. I was sick, but I 
wasn’t dying. I tried to smile at their stares, reminded that I was supposed to feel lucky, 
and then shooed the death part out of my head. I would wait among the blue, woolen 
chairs, listening to the smallest children drive Tonka trucks up the wall and ask my 
mother – sometimes my dad – the same consuming question: would there be a needle 
today? Needles came in four different sizes at MS5 and a handful more at MS4, the 
Phlebotomy Lab.
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 At last a dewy-eyed nurse would poke her head out from behind the right-
side door and I’d blow past her into the white light, under the exam room’s plastic             
curtain to sit in the armchair.  On with the blood pressure cuff,  on to the scale, now 
the stethoscope, always with my eye on the measuring stick glued to the wall.
 “Stand up straight, chin forward,” she’d say. I’d dig my heels into the baseboards 
to flatten my spine like I did with the pages of my sheet music at singing lessons. The 
nurse would lean forward and squint. She never told me how I much grew unless I 
nagged her; sometimes I could crane from my chair to decipher centimeters out of 
a file, feeling like the sneakiest of spies. I was never an athletic girl, partly because I 
was so short,  but those   half- and quarter-centimeters gave me the same triumph or  
crushing disappointment as most kids got from Little League trophies.
 Next it might be time for a growth plate X-ray (“she’s making progress; only 
three years behind now”) or I might lie down on an exam table as Dr. E----‘s magenta 
fingernails palpated my stomach, chest, and neck, tickling me with cold. Or maybe 
Nurse Debbie would tell me jokes while she choked me with a tongue depressor down 
my throat, exploring my glands. Every few visits I was ordered over to MS4 for a blood 
draw, sobbing and whining all the way. For my trouble I was rewarded with a crocheted 
frog or a bubble gum pink harmonica, donated by spring cleanings everywhere. The 
end meant McDonald’s and chicken soup in a Styrofoam cup.
 Long ago these repeated images of my unlikely home in Indianapolis blended 
into a kaleidoscope of lab coats, tourniquets, and measuring sticks. As I spin it around 
in my head, some rhinestones of memory shine bright and others are mere shadow, 
until seven childhood years bleed together into one picture: a crying baby at MS2, the 
Pediatric Oncology station.
 I turned my head to follow her piercing cry. She had no legs; maybe it was a he. 
It’s impossible to tell when a baby is so tiny, unless its mother makes it obvious with 
ruffles and bows or else overalls, but this baby was in a doll-sized hospital gown and its 
mother pressed her against her shoulder. The baby’s face, smashed flat like a pug’s, was 
a violent shade of crimson underneath wisps of grayish brown hair. Peeking out from 
the gown’s hem were two stumps wrapped in starchy white bandages. I stared from 
afar into her toothless mouth, twisted into a square. Her eyes were sealed tight into 
folds.
 Her mom  looked about thirty-five,  her eyes heavy and baggy, and staring          
intently but at nothing. Her hair, like twigs in a nest, was pulled into a loose bun, some 
strands falling over her baby’s back and others onto her sweat-stained gray shirt. She 
bounced her baby with one hand while her face was contorted as if she were sobbing 
tearlessly. 
 I was too young to know words like “chemotherapy” or “metastasized.” I just 
wanted her to be quiet so I could concentrate on my own dilemma. It had been three 
months since a blood draw, which meant it was almost a sure thing; my hand quivered, 
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trying to run for it, in my mom’s hand. They wouldn’t hit the vein the first time, I was
sure of it. They’d have to go fishing under my skin, jabbing at muscle and fat with the 
middle-sized needle. My friends in school would be at art class learning how to draw 
horizon lines.
 I covered one of my ears with my free hand. My brain spun around in my skull 
as I darted farther from the elevator doors. How could such a little blob of a person 
make a noise like that? Not loud, not chafing – just a terrible, disgusting noise. As we 
scurried by, I looked over my shoulder at her. Her mom had given up on bouncing and 
started to rub her back. Her crying turned to gasping hiccups; a male nurse walked up, 
asking if he could help. The mom shook her head. 
 When we reached MS5 less than half a minute later, the cry had faded like an 
echo into the background. I never saw her again. But I hear her when I rub at the 
needle scar, a creamy-white blotch, above my bellybutton. In my head, mother and 
baby are still waiting for their doctor in a blue corridor on the third floor.
 A few years later my little brother was born and I learned his different cries, 
each with a special rhythm to replace words with the one sound he could manage. 
There was the “I’m hungry” cry and the “I’m tired” cry and the “I’m bored, get me out 
of this crib” cry. And because of him I now know that this crying half of a baby was 
saying none of those simple things. She did not have my blinders. And I have often 
wondered what she really was trying to explain to me about that time, and that place, 
that I refused to see between car rides and McDonald’s chicken soup.
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Through the Frame//RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS

Art Department Contest First Place Winner//Visual Art



Y O U//WILLIAM REPASS

you,
oh you,
do you remember?

I’m trying to 
piece together 
you & 
you & I;

everything we said
or did 
or said we did--
I can’t remember
why, but I remember
  Y: a glass of white wine;
  O: a moan, an open laugh;
  U: a bloom, a turning-to;
  & the budding of O;
  & the branching of Y;
  & I the bolt 
of lightning running & splitting through 
you(& you through me)
so we; together we looked
      like so:

													U					U					U					U					U
O				O				O				O				O
Y					Y				Y				Y
U											U
O				O
Y
	I.

O				O				O				O				O
Y					Y				Y				Y
U											U
O				O
Y
I
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You often sit here in this house built 
like a long box made of tin,
sprawled out on the couch,
the remote clutched in one hand, a beer in the other.

Mother folds your laundry from the loveseat
on the far side of the room
as you shout at the television screen.
“No! God damnit!”

Your fists slam into the couch cushions
sending motes of stagnant dust into the air
to rise like an aural fog that mixes with sloshing beer,
a tribute to your greatness.

Your grip usually tightens on the bottle 
in your hand and I can’t help but wonder 
when the glass will fissure 
and crack and shatter all over you.

You are like Zeus 
with the powers of lightning 
and thunder in your palms—
the god of the trailer park.

My sister hovels in her room
amidst a scatter of books
doing homework because she wants
to please you, but some moments 

when I watch you from the cracks in
my bedroom door, from underneath hers, 
I see two eyes aglow, and I know 
that she is watching too.

Father God//JORDAN BRECKENRIDGE
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I watch you from behind my bedroom door
because I secretly hope that you will fall asleep 
and I can come into the living room to talk to my mother
who is pouring out half-empty bottles that got too warm.

Then my sister will come out too—
to retrieve the remote
while you are snoring your thunder. 
We have stolen your lightning. 

Majesty of the Canyon Lands//TY SPRADLEY
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post-modern beaner//MAX INCHÁURREGUI

 “ay que sabrosos estan, asi nomas cocidos, el puro sabor del frijol, asi crecimos, mijo, co-
miendo puro frijolito,” my mom told me once a few years ago over a bowl of freshly 
boiled beans, “how delicious these are, simply boiled, the pure taste of the bean, it’s 
how we grew up, son, eating just beans.”
 All throughout my early childhood my mother showed a proclivity for boiled 
beans, affirming that the beans themselves have a very distinct and wonderful natural 
flavor, and that in reality not much was needed to give them flavor; this is something 
that did not quite click or become obviously apparent until, while standing over a pot 
of gently simmering beans, I individually identified the few essences making up the 
aroma flowing from the pot. There was the fresh and earthy bay leaf, the spicy and 
sweet garlic and onion, and then there was the powerful, subtle, heady and earthy es-
sence of the beans, perfectly accentuated by the other flavors, as if it had been waiting 
all these years for me to rediscover it. I realized how very satisfying that taste and smell 
was to me, that I had “inherited” my mother’s love for beans.
 It seems almost unfathomable. In the kitchen of a college-owned apartment 
in Conway, Arkansas I stood enjoying the wonderful aromas emanating from a pot of 
simmering beans grown in Baja California, reconnecting in a very special and intimate 
way with a childhood lived in Mexico and in Texas and more importantly with my 
mother, who was 450 miles away in Houston. Mystical. And it seemed almost inevi-
table that I should connect with the person who has given and sacrificed so much to 
give my siblings and myself all the opportunities we have had. Magical. The simple 
leguminous concoction in front of me reminded me of our trajectory, of my duty to 
fulfill and exceed the dreams and hopes of my family. It was a signal sent by the ances-
tors, their hand craftily working through the serendipitous web of space and time.
 Yeah, that’s right, I’m a beaner… one of those dreamers. I’m just a little bit 
crazy and maybe my dreams can align…
 What is a beaner? Who is a beaner? It sounds ethnic. Where does a beaner hail 
from? Well, let’s consult Urban Dictionary. It says: “derogatory word for a mexican...” 
What really kills me, though, is the cautions against letting a Mexican catch you call-
ing him a beaner, warning that if caught, you’ll have to fight him and his twelve cousins. 
Yup, big-ass families. I certainly can’t deny it. When my family moved to the United 
States, we left behind cousins, aunts, uncles, grandparents, memories, home. In a way, 
I am grateful now that I wasn’t old enough, only seven at the time, to have developed 
stronger ties.
 So, what did we find? Well, Texas was flat, that part of it anyway. Nothing like 
the red, parched, shrubby hills I had taken for granted, just green and flat. And every-
thing was huge, the cars, the roads, the city, food portions, drinks, movie theaters, life 
itself,  the world  seemed to have expanded.  However, to the relief of my parents, our
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family had kept up with this expansion. In this unfathomably new place I came to 
meet for the first time and make memories with a lot of family members on my moth-
er’s side. Sure, my mom and her brother recall anecdotes of our families’ shared experi-
ences back in Mexico, but I don’t have many of those memories. My first memories of 
my mom’s brother and cousins and their families are in Texas. The most valuable thing 
we found in this new country was the warm welcome of our family, their unconditional 
love and support. My uncle’s family, having preceded us by nine years, helped us find 
an apartment, jobs for my parents, and enrollment in school for my siblings and me.
 And that was our mission, us children. To stay in school all the way through, 
educate ourselves, and attain economic stability, to move on up, to climb the ladder.
 “Nuestros hijos serán ingenieros, doctores, abogados, empresarios.”
 “Our children will be engineers, doctors, lawyers, businessmen.”
 How ‘bout… anthropologists? ...yikes, ma, sorry to disappoint, but I think may-
be I’ve lost the point. Well, here’s mine anyway: it’s like a friend had jokingly told me 
once, when commenting on our need to get back to the books after eating dinner 
together: “bueno, Max, a trabajar, como hormiguitas,” he’d said, “well, Max, back to work, 
like little ants.” His offhand comment struck me, it brought back into focus several 
preoccupations that have been troubling me for a while and have been the cause of 
much angst. I don’t want to spend a lifetime of monotony toiling away like an ant, 
certainly not with a career that’s not right for me, and certainly not when I consider 
just what sort of “colony” we are working within. It’s a global economic system driven 
by profit at the expense of all else, be that our environment, local communities, our 
health, etc. It does not matter how minuscule or insignificant a role we might play, we 
are worker ants in a colony, cogs in a wheel, dispensable human capital.
 Yet what should privilege me above the generations upon generations of my 
family who DID toil away their lives to provide me with these opportunities? Is not 
sucking it up and making my way to a career with a hefty salary the minimum I can do? 
Maybe, but it doesn’t seem right to do so without a bigger sense of direction; the very 
magnitude of the sacrifice of my predecessors demands something much more mean-
ingful. But do I have the liberty to be a hopeless romantic? To dream? To lose myself 
in quasi-delusional pursuits?
 As much as I attempt to reassure myself that I will find a purpose, there is an 
overwhelming sense of lack of direction. It is unnerving to begin to realize my own 
agency and creative power in carving new paths, in writing my chapter of the narrative 
of my people. I have never been a good storyteller, much less an actor.
 But anyway, I think you get the point, the beaner is not just a beaner, she or he 
has family, those twelve cousins or more that got her or his back. And not only do we 
have family, we’ve made more family in this country. Two of my siblings are now mar-
ried to Americans, and just as their families have welcomed us, so have we opened our 
arms to them.
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 My brother’s mother-in-law was a lawyer for ConocoPhillips, worked in In-
donesia for a few years working with the local government to get contracts signed 
and loopholes worked out…I know, the devil’s work, right? But her family has not al-
ways lived in such economically assured circumstances, and although not exuberantly 
wealthy, they have a certain security for which very many people strive. My sister-in-
law, her daughter, has told me of the modest means of her family growing up.
 “It makes sense to me, though,” I remember her telling me once, “I mean, 
yeah, my parents are well-educated, well-informed, conscious individuals with liberal 
political views, but they’re not radical, they’re not anti-establishment, you know, that’s 
hippy shit.”
 I could only smile sheepishly.
 “They trust in the moral fiber of their country, and their employer, and they 
believe in their right to a piece of the pie… and I mean, heck! That salary and that neat 
little addition to her résumé, it was just too good of an opportunity to pass up.”
 And indeed she was acting in very admirable fashion by the standards of my 
family; she was being a breadwinner. And a paycheck is a paycheck, and bills have to 
be paid, mouths have to be fed, luxuries that afford us a false sense of security are just 
too irresistible. So her decision was motivated by a sense of unconditional loyalty and 
love for her family.
 It’s frightening to think that the American nation, the American family has 
lived out a narrative, a story, a destined path of prosperity and growth, and that this 
had led us to embrace a global economic system that actually perpetuates inequality 
and indirect exploitation. It is a system that does not accommodate for the prosperity 
of all humankind, or for the survival of the planet. The legacy, the footprint of colo-
nialism and post-colonialism still mark our world, both the human and the natural. As 
a global family we have not yet developed a collective consciousness strong and wise 
enough. But we’re making progress.
 Maybe a good place to start is to remember. To recall who we are and where 
we come from. A person’s identity is not limited to his or her characteristics, interests, 
achievements as an individual. Identity is inextricably bound within the relationships 
to everything and everyone around. So if a healthy and functional global community, 
family, is to be achieved, then maybe it might help to look beyond ourselves to de-
fine ourselves, to realize that all the people that have come before us are part of our 
global family (as they are very much alive in memory), and to realize, also, that earth is 
Mother.
 A very wise mentor, whom I consider a grandfather as he considers me a grand-
son, taught me something very valuable this past summer, or at least he made me aware 
of it.
 “Listen, son, this is very important,” he  got my attention one day as I was  
wrapping the extra rope around the  waist of the  djembe (drum). “When they asked the 
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Prophet Muhammad, ‘Who is the most important person in a person’s life?’ he replied, 
‘The mother.’
 ‘And the next most important person?’
 ‘The mother.’
 ‘And the next most important person?’
 ‘The mother.’
 ‘And then?’
 ‘The father.’”
 But sitting here writing about my mother, and about OUR mother, does not 
really solve my problem. My beaner dilemma. How do I align my personal journey with 
our communal trajectory? How do I fulfill such a vast and demanding responsibility?
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On West Republican Road//JULIA LEE MCGILL

 Through the dirty window of a new old house there is a naked girl sitting on a 
wooden dresser, and the bedroom door is unlocked. Her knees pressed to the mirror, 
she pulls at her shoulders, searching for the little red bumps. All of the little creatures 
living under her  sweet, city skin eaten alive  out in the mountains, where folks eat  
bologna and mayonnaise. She heard that painting clear nail polish over the bites would 
stop the itch. That it would kill the creatures. The naked girl opens a drawer, and takes 
out a metallic blue nail polish. The girl turns red mounds into constellations. 
 The naked girl has a new step-brother that is seven years older and walking 
down the hallway in socks. He stops in front of her bedroom and opens the door. The 
new step-brother that is seven years older and wearing socks in the summer sees the 
naked girl. He sees the naked girl sitting on top of a wooden dresser, with her knees 
pressed to the mirror, trying to cover her nakedness with her hands. Turning around, 
he leaves, saying something of learning to lock doors.  
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Blind Collage//DAVID DOBRY
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Stopping//KIM LANE

For countless minutes 
in the evening mist,
the moonlit car,
the rain dancing in the tunnel
of the headlights,
your hand soft in mine,
our arms tracing a line to the windshield – 
a line perpendicular to our gaze
toward the rusted, occupied tracks
as car after car is catapulted forward
into the mist, the sky, our gaze,
we watch the show before us.
“I wonder if it will ever stop,” I say,
watching the silent warning of the crossing.
The air glows red
then dark again.
Our rails and ties cling together
as our fingertips trace each other’s tracks
and we forget what we’re transporting.
I’m a coal-fired engine, and you
the hesitant conductor.
Your cheeks are red
Then dark again.
“No,” you say, “it never will.”
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Disfigurement//KELSEY MANNING
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Poppies Push//CLAIRE NASSAUX
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 Miranda Greer shoved her way through the crowd of tables, flopped her purse 
on the sparkling green Formica counter, and planted her hands on her hips.  
 “Black coffee, Cal, as fast as you can pour it,” she said.  “And a chocolate long-
john.”  
 Cal raised a single eyebrow.  “Mrs. Greer, you know you’re not supposed to have 
that.”  
 “This is one of those damn-the-diabetes mornings,” she replied.  Her hands 
rooted around in her purse for her wallet.  She found it under a few uncapped pens, 
her husband’s car keys, and a half-empty packet of gum.  She pursed her lips as she 
tallied up the total for both her late breakfast and the morning’s minor disasters.  Her 
husband forgot the year, her church needed another six dozen cookies for fellowship 
on Sunday (why they’d thought Rebecca Good could be relied upon to supply them…
madness), her son Zack hadn’t called but his old friend Ezekiel had with this week’s 
existential crisis (she loved that boy, but damn, he could flip out over nothing), the dog 
had to be coaxed into eating half his Velveeta-Braunschweiger-arthritis drug breakfast 
then promptly vomited it up, her oil needed changing.  Fighting the urge to slump 
against the counter, Miranda freed three battered dollar bills and handed them over.  
“But you better make it one of those low-calorie muffins.”  
 “I thought I might.”
 Cal ducked out of sight.  Slithered out of sight, really, since the path between 
counter dominated by a plastic display case and back prep table littered by a coffee 
urn, stacks of mugs, insulated pitcher of milk, espresso machine, and mountain of 
plates wasn’t really even wide enough for him to turn around.  Miranda shook sixty-
five cents out of her wallet.  He reappeared, armed with a solid white mug – not one 
of those wussy paper things, but ceramic and cylindrical – full of steaming coffee and 
a plate with a large muffin, just as she wiggled loose the dime she needed.  He smirked 
at the dubious look she gave the muffin and took her change.  
 “How is Mr. Greer?” Cal asked.  He punched buttons into the register, then 
looked up and met her eyes.  Miranda bit her lip and pushed to the back of her mind 
her husband’s hoarse crow voice shouting that he didn’t know her, to get out of his 
house.    
 “Same old, same old.  Hasn’t been up to much since he went and bought that 
lifetime’s supply of tinned peas.”  Miranda rolled her eyes because it gave her an excuse 
to blink and stare at the floor for a moment.  That would be what she could leave to 
Zack when she and Harry kicked the bucket: cans and cans of peas.  His least favorite 
vegetable.  He’d love them, she knew.  
 Cal nodded, a motion that distorted the tattoo on his neck.  Which, of course, 

Scorched//LAURA KLASEK
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was already a confusing blob – originally a Nazi symbol, he’d covered it over with peace 
signs and a John 3:16 when he cleaned up his act after dropping out of high school.  He 
deposited her change in the register and hip-checked the drawer closed.  “And how’s 
your son?”  
 “Recovering, thank the Lord.”  Miranda collected her coffee mug and balanced 
the plate with her muffin on top of it.  The door jingled behind her.  “Do you have to-
day’s paper?”  
 Cal opened his mouth to reply, but another voice beat him to it.  “Miranda!  
Sweetie, I haven’t seen you in ages.”  Miranda twisted her head around and swallowed 
down a groan.  Gail Esher floated into the coffee shop on a cloud of stale perfume and 
cigarette smoke that she thought the perfume hid.  Regulars ignored Gail with the ease 
of long practice, but the few strangers twisted their heads around to gape.  Gail nearly 
hit a teenaged girl in the head with her rose vinyl bag, the contents of which rattled as 
she walked, out of sync with the rhythm of her heels.  Miranda hadn’t worn shoes taller 
than loafers in twenty years.  Gail hadn’t been seen in less than two inch heels in nearly 
as long.  
 “Gail.  Yeah, it’s been a while.”  Miranda stretched her mouth in a facsimile of a 
smile that looked a lot more like a coyote snarling at a rival.  The only thing worse than 
dealing with your son’s mother-in-law was dealing with your son’s ex-mother-in-law.  
 “I’ve been up in Virginia with Mary Ellen for a few weeks.  She needed help on 
the move to Richmond.  Grab us a table, will you?  I’ve got new pictures of my grand-
babies.”  She strolled up to the counter and rattled off a long string of nonsensical syl-
lables.  Halfcaftripleshotwholemilk…Miranda lost track.  Cal’s black-lined eyes went a 
little wide.  
 Miranda swore under her breath and picked her way over to the table in the 
far corner.  She brushed it down, sending the stray crumbs onto the ground.  Maybe if 
they stayed over here, Gail’s voice wouldn’t carry through the entire shop.  
 “Where’d you go?”  
 With the volume on Gail’s voice, they could hear her in the next county over.  
 “Over here.”  
 Miranda wrapped her age-speckled hands around the hot coffee mug.  (If her 
hands burned, she would have an excuse to get away.)  Gail fell into her chair.  Miranda 
buried her nose in the steam coming off the coffee to avoid breathing the puff of stale 
smoke and failing deodorant Gail released.  
 “Goodness me, the munchkins wore me out.”  Gail fanned herself, then unfas-
tened her purse and pulled out an iPhone.  Miranda hadn’t seen anyone within twenty 
years of age to Gail with one of those; hell, she’d just barely started to see them in the 
hands of teenagers stealthily texting in church.  But it didn’t exactly surprise her that 
Gail had splurged on it.  Traditional photo albums could only hold so many things to 
brag about.  “Here.  There’s my girls.” 
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 Our girls.  Miranda took the phone like she’d been offered a live snake.  They 
were their girls.  Not just Gail’s.  Ann with her arms brown and poxy from long hours 
outside with too many mosquitos.  Hannah with hair that had grown out and gone 
blonde in the summer sun.  She looked more like a clone of Miranda’s daughter Allie 
than ever, and Miranda’s hand trembled when she handed the phone back.  
 “There’s more than just that one.”  Gail snatched the phone and dragged a 
purple-nailed talon over the screen.  “There.”  
 Ann on the swing set in the backyard.  
 Ann chasing Hannah with a frog.  
 Hannah lying on her stomach and drawing, marker all over her hands.  
 Hannah curled up against Mary Ellen’s side as Mary Ellen read.
 Both girls standing, heads level with the kitchen counter, while Mary Ellen 
mixed something in a bowl.  
 Miranda pushed the phone back, her breath catching in her throat.  “They’ve 
grown.”  
 “Like weeds.  I asked my daughter what she fed them.  You’d swear it was Mira-
cle Gro.”  Gail shook her head.  Her curly hair didn’t move.  “Mary Ellen and Rich were 
such slight children, but I guess that’s what comes of the diet I fed them.  Lord, I wish 
every day that I had known better.”  She sighed.  “A husband would have kept food on 
the table.”  
 Taking a sip of coffee, Miranda flapped her hand in the necessary oh-but-you-
raised-them-kids-so-damn-well gesture Gail sought.  Gail smiled and leaned back in 
the rickety wooden chair.  Miranda clenched her jaw.  
 When Gail’s husband died shortly after Mary Ellen’s brother Rich had been 
born, Gail had decided her life had become a tragedy.  She wore black for a while and 
contemplated having a mental breakdown, but she hated hospitals, and if she were an 
unfit mother, the state would take her babies away from her.  Miranda often thought 
Gail would have been better off with poodles rather than children.  Mary Ellen and 
Rich grew up with good values and new shoes every fall, but every sandwich packed 
and every shift at the post office had been a burden on Gail.  Mary Ellen developed a 
wild streak, which suited her mother’s sense of drama, and poor Rich still lived with 
the harpy.  
 Cal set Gail’s coffee – if you could still call it that, creamed and frappéd and de-
caf-ed within an inch of its life – in front of her.  A little sloshed out but he pretended 
not to notice.  He topped off Miranda’s mug with fresh, almost boiling, black salvation 
and slipped away.  
 Miranda pulled the mug in close and inhaled.  Gail sipped and yelped.  “Oh, 
that’s hot!”  
 Miranda hoped Cal had spit in it too.  
 Gail set the mug down and puffed at it, blowing little waves in the foam.  It
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 took a good two minutes before she satisfied herself and tried the coffee again.  Cooled 
down, it appeared to pass inspection.  
 “When’s Zachariah going to come on home?” she asked.  Her nails drummed on 
the heavily waxed tabletop.  “Mary Ellen said she’d heard he was out of the hospital.”  
 Miranda picked at the paper liner on her untouched muffin.  “He’s not coming 
home.  Why would he?”  
 “But surely he’s not going to try to live on his own!”  Gail’s hand covered her 
mouth.  “Not like that.  He’ll be in a home, of course”—Miranda started to speak, but 
Gail flapped at her—“Oh, sweetie, it’s inevitable.”  
 Oh, that would be just peachy.  When Harry’s early-onset dementia got bad 
enough, her husband and her son could have adjoining rooms.  Zack could roll in his 
wheelchair after the dementia patients on their way to shuffleboard.  Miranda ripped 
the muffin wrapper.  
 “He’ll be fine living on his own once he gets the hang of everything.”  Miranda 
forced a chuckle out.  “Everything’s so accessible these days.”  
 “But he’ll need time to get used to that big old chair.”  Gail leaned forward.  
“You really should bring him home.  Some time here would do him good.  None of us 
have seen him since he deployed that last time.”  
 And none of you busybodies need to see him, Miranda thought.  Damn it.  The 
things people in this town thought they were entitled to.  “I’m sure he’ll be back some 
time, but not for a while.”  
 “Well, where will he go?”  Gail threw her hands in the air.  “A shelter?  The 
streets?  Is my grandbabies’ father going to be homeless?”  Miranda’s glare could have 
stripped paint.  Gail’s eyes went wide.  “Oh, sweetie, forgive me, but I’m just worried 
about my precious girls.  It’s been so hard on them.  And how will they ever see him if 
he doesn’t have a permanent address?”
 “He’s staying with Ezekiel for the time being.”  
 Oh, damn.  She hadn’t meant to say that.  
 Gail’s face lit up with a delighted horror.  She’d run the gamut from frustration 
to penitence to shock and disgust in less than a minute.  “Ezekiel?  Ezekiel Johnson?”  
Miranda nodded.  Gail leaned in closer and glanced around.  “The one who’s a writer?”  
Miranda nodded again.  She clenched her hands around the coffee mug again, knuckles 
going white.  “But…well, Ezekiel’s…you know.”  Miranda refused to nod.  She raised 
her eyebrows at Gail.  Gail twisted her mouth to the side and leaned in even further.  
“Queer.”  
 “Everyone is unusual in their own special way,” Miranda replied.  She shouldn’t 
bait the bear like this.  She really shouldn’t.  The bear was fiercer than she was and had 
half the town, including the ministers of all but two major churches, on her side.  Eze-
kiel Johnson was a black sheep.  It had been decided.  No one disputed it now that his 
grandmother had passed on.  Miranda really shouldn’t prod the conventional wisdom.
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  Miranda had never been good at doing what she ought to do.  
 “I don’t mean…no, Ezekiel’s a…well.  Gay.”  To Gail’s credit, she didn’t use a 
worse euphemism.  
 “How does that affect his ability to be a roommate?”  
 Gail shifted in her seat.  “I thought they kept all that out of the army.”  
 Miranda rolled her eyes.  “For one thing, Zack’s a Marine, Gail.”  
 “Oh.”  Gail paused and sipped at her coffee.  “Well, forgive me for saying it, but 
I always knew that Ezekiel Johnson was trouble.”  Her voice settled into the melody 
of denunciation.  It wasn’t just Gail speaking; it was what felt like half the town, all 
with identical smug looks.  “His grandmother, bless her soul, was a saint, but her boy 
and that girl from the next county…well.  It’s no surprise she ran off after he drowned 
himself.  Some women don’t have the gumption to go on after that kind of tragedy.”  
She glanced up and half-smiled.  Her claw landed on top of Miranda’s hand.  “Do they, 
sweetie?”  
 Don’t draw parallels between us, sweetie, Miranda thought.  Your widowhood 
“gumption” was nothing like losing a child.  “Ezekiel drew a bad hand,” she replied, 
trying to pull her hand out.  Gail caught hold of it and stroked it.  
 “I thought he might surprise us all when he was so good to your little Allie, 
but I guess her passing…well, he went unhinged.  Not a stable family, that one.”  Gail 
pursed her lips and kept petting Miranda’s hand.  Revulsion crept up Miranda’s spine 
like a dozen spiders running up to the back of her neck.  Gail sighed, blowing enough 
coffee-scented air to put out a small fire.  “No, not a stable family.”  
 “Cynthia Johnson and old Moe took very good care of Ezekiel,” Miranda re-
plied.  She ripped her hand free and took a sip of coffee.  
 “That boy took advantage of them.”  Gail leaned back and crossed her arms.
 “He did no such thing, and you know it.”  Miranda couldn’t help the edge that 
crept into her voice.  She gulped down another mouthful of coffee and tried to count 
to ten in her head.  
 Gail ignored her and brushed a hand over her face.  “I don’t know how Cynthia 
could manage.”  She paused and blew on her coffee.  “Not with her weak heart.”  
 Miranda put down her mug.  Weak heart.  That did it.  Gail could play on the 
edge of rudeness forever, but she’d stepped over the line.  Cynthia’s heart had been as 
strong as Secretariat’s, and everyone knew it was the cancer that got her in the end.  
No, if Gail was talking weak hearts, she meant Allie.  She meant Miranda’s baby girl, 
with her rerouted circulatory system and too, too short life.  Miranda valued life too 
much to sit here and listen to any more of this bullshit.  
 Miranda tossed the untouched muffin into a nearby trash can.  “Sweetie.  I 
need to get back and check on Harry.  You must be tuckered out.  We should catch up.  
Later.”  She stood and pushed her chair in, its legs scraping loudly on the floor.  
 “Oh!”  Gail fluttered half up out of her chair.  “Of course.  I wouldn’t want to 
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keep you from Harry.  And I am tired, but…”  She smiled beatifically.  “How could I 
begrudge my little angels the exhaustion?”  
 Miranda gathered her purse and scooted toward the door, but not fast enough 
to evade Gail’s whisper to herself.  “I feel for her, I really do.  A family of invalids and 
degenerates…”  
 Miranda froze.  “Oh,” she said.  She glared at the door for a minute and felt the 
eyes of the restaurant fall on her.  
 Gail tapped her nails on the table.  “Probably a blessing in disguise that she lost 
that Allie so young.”  
 Cal shoved himself out from behind his counter and started towards Gail’s ta-
ble, ears red, but Miranda’s hand shot out and caught his arm.  She shook her head.  
The rest of the coffee shop did their best (and failed) to stare without being obvious.  
Miranda straightened her spine and turned.  “I just realized.  I forgot something.”  She 
walked over and picked up her coffee.  “You look thirsty, Gail.”  She upended the coffee 
straight down onto the phone still sitting on the table.  Coffee splattered everywhere.  
It caught Miranda’s sleeve, drenched Gail’s lap, splattered over the floor, and soaked 
the phone.  Gail shrieked, leaping up.  
 “No one in my family is an invalid or a degenerate, and neither is Ezekiel.  Shame 
on you.”  
 “Shame on me?”  Gail’s hands flailed; her voice could have broken glass.  
 Miranda crossed her arms over her chest.  “Yes.”  
 “Your son”—her pointing finger shook with rage—“your son up and left my 
daughter with two children under the age of six.  To go live with that boy!  I’ll say what 
I damn well please.”  
 “Mary Ellen can say what she wants.  Zack wronged her, not you.  You keep a 
civil tongue in your head about my family, you selfish witch.”  Miranda glared one last 
time and pushed her way through the crowd of tables to the door.  It slammed shut 
behind her, but she kept walking, as strong as her son in full dress uniform, all the way 
over to her car.  
 Then, out of sight of the shop windows, she covered her face in her hands.  Oh, 
Miranda Greer, Gail set that trap, but you walked right into it and wrapped yourself in 
the net for her, she thought.  She’d be lucky to make it home before half the town had 
heard about this.  And…Miranda scrubbed at her eyes…it wasn’t like Gail’s accusation 
had no truth to it.  Zack walked out on Mary Ellen, and Ezekiel…well.  Miranda sighed 
and straightened her spine.  
 The door rattled behind her.  “Mrs. Greer!” Cal called.  She peered out from 
behind the car as he jogged over.  He held out a white paper bag and a travel coffee cup.  
 “What’s this?”  
 He shrugged and pressed the bag into her hand.  “It’s a damn-the-diabetes kind 
of morning, ma’am.”  His mouth twitched.  “And if she’s mad enough to come after 
you, you better be well-armed.”  
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as leaves are dropped in the winter,
the mistletoe is exposed like scars
and tattoos when i take off my clothes.
they are you and they are me, evergreen,
dependent, and ridiculous. they hover
over december kisses and blight trees
when they have taken far too much.

i stalked the forests and valleys, asking
every thing with or without breath
to promise me no harm—i had dreamt
my own death, holes in my body and my blood
on the land. i made hornets swear oaths and
i made boulders sign contracts, desperate
for salvation like a sapling pining for light.

but i was no sapling. i was the mistletoe
and you were the mistletoe, and we were
something i overlooked, like your red face
swollen with anger and fear as you chopped
carrots for soup and my white hands twitching
with displeasure and grief as i tried to pluck
the strings of a banjo, old and out-of-tune.

it was in the winter, as leaves dropped and
as rose thorns avoided my skin and as snakes 
retracted their fangs, that i saw my own blood 
in mass, like a bowl of red jam, thickened and clotting, 
oozing from my mouth. i had just kissed you
for the last time. this is what we mistletoe do.
we cry when we wither the trees we love too dear

and we never realize that it was all our fault.

Parasites//CARL NAPOLITANO

Murphy Contest Third Place Winner//Poetry
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Elements-Sun//KELSEY MANNING
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Hair//LANDON MCGARRY



Mausoleum//TAYLOR FOREMAN

My father found a family of mice dying behind the sofa.
Just when his big black boot came down on their skulls,
one mouse scurried away across the hall and up the back of the dining room chair
and he perched atop the curve of the antique cherry wood.
The first time I heard my father fire his shotgun he 
left a mouse-shaped hole in the wall of the dining room we never used
and promised to patch it up. But every winter, 
thousands of mice wept and paid their respects at the tiny grave.

My mother’s feet swelled one summer and she fasted for a whole year,
feasting only on the bitter roots my father left on her plate.
Her breath was clouded cyanide and her kisses peeled my lips away.
She must have given me some prickly roots to eat
because at night I coughed until millions and millions
of tiny briars spilled onto virginal white tile,
dissecting my insides until at last I found a barbed vine
deep inside my belly, carefully sewn to the hollows of my ribs.

My father and my mother divided my blood equally between them
and drank in a peaceful silence.
My father’s shotgun lay propped and loaded against the mantle, 
my mother’s roots sat cold and untouched.
The mice kept vigil over the silent house,
deep in prayer and lifting feeble voices in hymns
until at last the sun had set on that unholy place.
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Melon Bellies//ZOË CALHOUN

 At every fourth of July family barbeque my uncle told me to “watch out for 
seeds, you don’t want one of those sproutin’ in your belly.” I would laugh and imagine 
the sticky, twisty watermelon vines filling my insides. I couldn’t understand how a body 
could make a human, but could not grow a watermelon. 
 I dreamt about a special watermelon-growing contest at the fair that includ-
ed enormous, hard-faced men with bellies full of melons. The fancy suit people with 
clipboards would x-ray their used-to-be-beer-bellies to find the man with the largest 
melon. He would be interviewed by TV suit people about his success and he would 
respond: “I made sure to remain stress-free, thanks to the lazy-boy and my sweetheart 
of a wife. It took fifty-four tries. Number fifty-five, she worked like a charm.” I knew 
my uncle would enter a melon belly competition, if there ever was such a thing. 
 I snuck seeds into my uncle’s Cocoa puffs every Sunday morning before church. 
He would slurp up spoonfuls of sticky puffs until only the gross looking chocolate milk 
remained. He would set the bowl down on the tile floor for my dog, an old beagle 
named Sam, to slosh up. 
 Sometimes I thought my uncle had processed a melon seed when I heard him 
say, “Oh dear,” as he got up from the kitchen table and migrated to the bathroom. 
Maybe he never looked inside of the toilet bowl before dropping the lid, but I never 
thought of him as being that type of dude. Or maybe my uncle never actually grew a 
watermelon inside of his perfect-for-overalls belly. I tried watermelon sprouts. I tried 
the expensive seed brands in the thicker envelopes, but my uncle’s beer belly never 
became a melon belly.
 I entered the annual watermelon-eating contest at my school’s carnival. I ate 
half of a watermelon in two minutes and forty-one seconds. I came in second place 
behind a rosy-cheeked country boy wearing a John Deer hat. As we exited the red 
tent with its hay floor, my uncle said to me, “Nice job kid, way to avoid the seeds,” as 
he slid a homemade envelope into my sticky hand. In my honor, we stopped by Dairy 
Queen for a celebratory Blizzard. I opened the envelope in Dairy Queen’s bathroom. 
Inside it were two black teardrops splattered with white dots. I could not tell if these 
watermelon seeds were sick or special. When I got home, I crammed the envelope 
underneath my mattress.
 That night, I ate a starry night watermelon seed with Cocoa Puffs while my par-
ents dreamt of my future watermelon-eating successes. I giddily climbed underneath 
my cosmic sheets hoping for dreams of beautiful melons sitting in plastic cradles, like 
the ones where babies go in the hospital, while their families admired their creations.
 I measured my waist every morning,  starting and ending  at my grimy belly  
button,  it  always came out to twenty inches. I expected  the monkey bars  to become 
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harder and to lose my desire for fruit snacks. I made sure to drink all of my milk at 
lunch and eat all of my peas, but my body did not transform. I waited one week. 
 After a week, I ate the other seed from the envelope that my uncle gave me, 
but this time with Lucky Charms. My stomach woke me up twice that night: the first 
time it rumbled, the second time it burned. I spent most of the night propped up by 
my plaid pillows watching my stomach churn; it looked as if I had a belly full of boiling 
stew or violent ocean currents. I did not want to sleep. 
 Once my beef-stew-belly settled, I fell asleep with both hands resting on my 
bare belly. In the morning, the sun splashed across my exposed stomach in geometric 
patterns. Snatching the yellow measuring tape off my night stand, I carefully stuck one 
end inside of my belly button and fed it around my back. Twenty-three inches. 
 It was Sunday morning—Cocoa Puff day. My uncle and I sat at opposite ends of 
the table pretending. He pretended to read the newspaper, while I pretended to giggle 
at the “Baby Blues” comic strip. I rode with him to church that day. With satisfying 
smiles pasted across our faces, we did not speak. When we pulled into the parking lot 
he said, “You’re lookin’ quite ripe today,” while flashing me a quick wink with his right 
eye. I never took my hands off of my melon belly. The next morning my belly measured 
twenty-four inches. 
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Museum//WILLIAM REPASS

     La muse inspirant le poète (Rousseau):
the grove leans naïvely in-around them,
& spurts pink from the stalks around their shoes:
his scroll rolled, his quill rigid, a toad-faced 
Apollinaire, & his fat muse; she gestures
lewdly, a sprouting from her palm as if––
but the poet gawks a foot above his patron,
who thinks of later rubbing out the natron
    from her eyes, & oozing from her frame.

 Dulcinea (Duchamp):
proliferation of her Shape, obscured;
either a woman shedding her cocoon &
departing, nude––or then, a woman stripped 
by lurid eyes & folded in the corner,
only a canvas-fantasy of movement;
another esoteric pig, in a blanket
knitted from dreamed-of flesh & latent––
    splotch-dappled with stains of quixotic squirt.

 Carnival Mask (Beckmann)
(inside this quiet violet room, screened-off)
from the dust kicked-up in revelry outside,
(a green-velvet curtain, draped-back, reveals
a smoking columbine––her costume comes off
with the hat––to start with––conical & pink;
her thighs, filling their hosiery, spread open
to the brush––the mask closing her emotions
   remains, when every thing is said undone).
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 Girl Before a Mirror (Picasso):
she lugs a tumor in the sunlight leaning
heavy against her cleaving face against
the bathroom tiles; she bellies-out in clouds
of flesh & fat; a blotch––a blush; is she
ashamed of what the painter put inside
her womb this painted morning? or the after              
-math of birth & bodily disaster?
    that shrivels down her image in the mirror.

 Adele Bloch-Bauer I (Klimt):
a pyramid of woman; from her base: a
gold ooze of fabrics smelting, shot with eyes
––extrudes an ossified display of swans 
for arms––as left devours right she tapers
to a pinhead, stamped-flat against the bruising
of tarnish&decay; lugubrious brows
in a prim trim of chocolate, droop down,
    but her lips are sealed-shut, a moanless tomb.

 International Klein Blue (with a slice):
something cold; something dry; something prussian
in the turgid-Virgin’s stained glass eye;
so color me lazuli lapis tragic
& crystallize my planes in sodalite;
my body powders––pure&blue: the canvas;
the planted flag; the vein that wires the wrist
(scraped open to a maraschino-styx;
    unpainted, true)––a pure dragged-out too drab.

 Amorpha, Fugue en deux couleurs (Kupka):
propped-up on the doubled moons: a form, a
woman erupting from the monochrome––re
-fleshed in blood straining hot thru permafrost &
chinked with the light; her arm curves down
in a tight blue arc, her legs part––the Ur
lolloping molten from her ecstasy;
her chine composed in momentary-C:
    an interactive body, realized.
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Media Medication//CLAIRE NASSAUX



120

Mardi Gras Skull/ALLISON TSCHIEMER
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The River Innocent//JORDAN BRECKENRIDGE

I was two when I emerged from the womb,
sopping wet with the damp coldness of the world—
I crept from my dark bedroom one night, having woken up
to a siren’s sobs and a river of tears flowing all the way to my bedside.
I followed the weeping winding river, soaking myself as I went,
into the living room.
A dim lamp in the corner cast shadows 
between the swift swiping blades of the wobbling ceiling fan
that threatened to come down at any moment.
I found her lying on the couch,
the river’s source,
my mother. 
Mimicking her maternal instinct,
I brushed back her hair into a mound and whispered with a smile,
“It’s going to be okay, mommy.”
Tears streaming, she could only say,
“No, it’s not going to be okay.”
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Waterfall//JOHN DYER
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 Emma is wearing brown tights, miniature mary jane shoes, and a green frock hold-
ing her most treasured possessions - a teal crayon, a ladybug fresh from the playground, 
and two rocks, grey and smooth- in its large pockets.
 She isn’t wearing her backpack. But in it is a note from her mom. She is her moth-
er’s only child. The note expresses love and the hope of a good day at school.
 Emma’s hair is blonde and cut short, she has goofy bangs that never fall quite right 
across her forehead. She has deep green eyes, big with the wonder of the world. She loves 
to read and she loves animals. Her favorite book is the “Kissing Hand.” Her favorite ani-
mals are frogs. She has always admired the way their tummies move in and out when they 
breathe. How wise they look as they sit in the murky shallows-and how surprisingly solid 
they are when caught. Not the expected squish, but a bony body - which adds to the great 
wonder of being. She lives with her mother and father a little ways out in the country, and 
at night she can hear them sing with perfect clarity as she lies in bed. 
 When she lies in bed she dreams. When she dreams, she dreams that the earth isn’t 
real. She dreams that what we see around us is just a small fraction of what exists.
 She carries her dreams into her life, just as she carries them into her death.  
 In life, she realizes the preciousness of spiders. She fauns over the way their tiny 
legs move, and their stealth and ability to create their own homes. She makes worlds out 
of the spider webs, kingdoms divine. One such kingdom is the Isle of Cerulean Jay.
 The Isle of Cerulean Jay is somewhat of an intergalactic phenomenon. It is situated 
in deep space under the light of a dying star. The only land is water, and it hangs suspend-
ed, a huge watery mass. Growing out of the water are cavernous oak trees. Their image 
is reflected perfectly onto the bottom of the lake, as well as the top. In the oak trees live 
the Wind Whisperers. They are responsible for all the wind on earth. When they whisper, 
a soft breeze flutters through the trees, rustles the lakes. When they fight, and they fight 
often, they cause tremendous storms and hurricanes. 
 The water on the Isle of Cerulean Jay also possesses certain qualities. Emma has 
found that it helps heal her when she is feeling particularly sad, all she has to do is dip her 
body in it. Emma does this when she discovers a sick animal, or after she listens to her 
parents argue, as they often do in the depths of the night.
 Emma dies suddenly, without the time to be afraid, or ask questions or understand. 
She dies from a bullet wound. 
 The bullet, shot from five feet away pierces her directly through the heart. The 
person who shot the bullet is of no significance. What matters is the aftermath, Emma. 
Shot in the heart, lying dead without the chance to be afraid, or ask questions, or under-
stand.
 And yet, and perhaps this is the miracle of Emma - she carries her dreams into 
death. 

Emma//KENNA TUGGLE
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 Emma is dead. Lying on the floor but rising up, slowly slowly. She does not see the 
people now crowded around her body. She does not hear their voices - maybe screaming, 
maybe crying. She can however, feel the air around her, warm and inviting. Here are the 
things she realizes:
 1.When the sun is out, if you look hard enough, you can see the spider lines drifting 
lazily in the sun. (She realizes she is like one of those lines.)
 2.When her mother calls her in from playing outside and she is covered in mud, her 
mother would always still welcome her with a hug. (She realizes she is this kind of love)
 Emma continues to rise, enveloped by air. At last, she feels something tangible. She 
realizes she can see, and she realizes she can hear. She is in a cave, but it is what lies beyond 
the cave that is important. Beyond the cave lies her kingdom, the Isle of Cerulean Jay.
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Birds//JOSEPHINE REECE
When I was a bird I 
carried clarity on my breast, 
a badge 
torn from our Northern Wind. 
My home, 
oak branches and sharp sap
from the summer pine. 
When I was a bird 
silence made its home in my ear-drum – 
coffee between friends, 
rest between notes, 
the empty classroom, 
the end of the movie, 
your lips, 
and our endless sky – 
all this I carried.

I caught the sky between my feathers 
I tore cloud from cloud 
and heather and sage and rough dirt 
made my garden.

My mother gardened, 
when I was a child. 
She drew flower and leaf-bud 
from the earth, as I 
drew birds across school-books. 
When I was a child, 
I hid among the honeysuckle 
crouched and unblinking, 
to catch the night as it fell. 
When bright sun passed to brighter prism, 
and shadow to darker shadow, 
the flock, crowned chickadees and quick sparrows, 
filled my night with a noise, 
like towers of stone, like the deep lakes, 
like a thousand thoughts pressing against the temple of a buddhist monk 
until silence fall, 
and I dreamed I might disappear.
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Some nights I dream still, 
when language fails, and the spaces 
between your words are pushing through my feathers. 
In the dark, then 
I climb from the window 
to the honeysuckle far below. 
Its late leaves lie spent at its feet, 
golden harvest smashed and lost. 
Into these skeleton branches I climb 
and dream I am a bird again. 

Self-Portrait//LANDON MCGARRY
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Womb//SYDNEY RASCH
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Weaving//JORDAN BRECKENRIDGE

A sticky soft apparition
floating in wisps and curls of air 
is strong but gentle—
Inviting

A dancing breeze, a blue heart
gliding above slick green shoots,
warm air lifting higher—
Stillness

Butterfly in the night’s web, 
dewdrops forming on delicate wings growing heavy,
tantalizing sweetness and venomous beauty—
A kiss

Saintly hands that reach to release 
receive
crimson spots and the flutter of azure wings—
Life

The breeze pulls the blue flutter away;
safety comes in two 
heart-shaped droplets of red—
Love
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Eliza’s Dollhouse//CARL NAPOLITANO

one: living room

there is a couch backed against the wall like a suspect captive at station. it is a tin of 
band-aids, dented and empty except for the last baby tooth—a blood-stained molar. 
there lies a sandpaper throw rug, pinned down by a bottle cap coffee table elevated 
by broken safety pins that had once fastened soiled diapers. there, scrawled on the 
wall like a cave painting, is a television set with a blank screen, filled in black as if 

there were no power to turn it on at all.

two: kitchen

there is a ring box for oven, its velvet worn like calloused skin. it holds a rotten grape, 
shriveled and hairy with mold. there is a refrigerator in the corner, an old boxy cell-
phone that stands on its own and has lost its battery. it does not open and it does 

not close, providing no nourishment. there a dead fly lies on its back, six legs folded, 
pining for the fruit it cannot reach, haunting the porcelain thimble that has no stove 

to be a pot upon.

three: dining room

there a deck of cards make a table that lies on the floor like a snake on its belly. three 
of the cards are missing children run away from home; the rest are sealed in with 
masking tape, trapped with the family. there are stacks of green pennies for chairs 

and cut up paper clips for knives and forks. there many hungry ghosts wait for a meal 
that never comes. they sit patiently on the pennies until they die again of starvation.

Murphy Contest Second Place Winner//Hybrids
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four: bathroom

there a bottle of black witch’s ink is used for toilet. it overflows when filled with def-
ecation, spilling streams of dark hieroglyphics on the bare floor, and it can never be 
flushed. there spirits without mouths are summoned and they pile into the bathtub, 

a white baby shoe soggy with water. they clap their hands to speak. there on the floor 
away from the ink is a pile of small pink pills for hand soaps that go unused by the 

spirits whose stench wanders around the entire upstairs.

five: bedroom

there is a large match box full of burned-out matches and forbidden spells like a 
witch doctor’s coffin. it is tattered and it is the bed below a window cut out crooked-
ly. there demons crawl in through the crooked window and rifle through the mint tin 
suitcase packed tight with clothes of used tissues and folded sugar packets. they tear 
and spill its contents all over the room, thwarting any plans to leave. there banshees 

pour out of the chest, a box of animal crackers reduced to crumbs, and screech at the 
demons. they are scared and pale and only wish to be alone.

six: attic

there is a birthday candle lamp lit and aflame, eating the air like a fire-breathing cha-
meleon. it melts and its wax coats the floor, trapping the feet of goblins and incubi 
that sleep there during the day and prowl the house at night, ravenous and teeming. 
there a pocketknife trunk opens and its contents cut the chains of the imps impris-
oned there. they are freed now but not for long as the roof catches fire and sets the 
rest of the house ablaze by the will of an infernal djinn. there lies the doll, a clothes-
line clip grasping a wilted bouquet of baby’s breath, forgotten and left behind. there 
lies the doll, a clothesline clip stolen from the neighbor after she hung her wet dress-
es, causing one to fall into the mud. there lies the doll, a clothesline clip, haunted and 

left behind.
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Tenzin (Wisdom)//ROBERT TUNG
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“What are you taking a picture of?  Fuckin’ India, dude.”
//ROBERT TUNG



Illness’ Obsessions//CLAIRE NASSAUX
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So Long As//ALLI DILLARD

When I heard of your marriage I kissed your neck and plotted your divorce. When 
I quit dancing for the weather I began looking for no one specific and nothing at all. 
When I realized that to be part of a sequence there  needs to be  a division of wholes,  
I made my scissors ready.  And when I understood that this has nothing to do with you, 
I understood that we have nothing to do with each other.
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How to Leave Home//COURTNEY BASS

 Be friendly and open to everyone. Teeth and skin are not the marks you once 
used to judge a man. Examine his car, his wheels, his shoes. Keep your own teeth and 
skin clean and shiny. Hide your car. Hide the cigarette holes in the seat, the tearing 
tint, the fast food wrappers.
 Dress up everywhere you go. Wear a dress you bought on clearance at Forever 
21. Pair it with gold bangles on your wrist and rings that stain your fingers green. When 
the weather settles into permanent frost, wear the tights you stole from your little sis-
ter. You know her closet is already overflowing. When your clothes are dirty, and the 
water has long left the pipes, and you’ve used all the quarters to buy chicken nuggets, 
hide the stench with that expensive perfume your mother told your father to buy for 
you last Christmas. The bottle looks like a purple gem, and the spray of the liquid on 
your throat makes you feel rich. Smell like spicy cigarettes. 
 Never call yourself a ho, a prostitute, a call girl, or a hooker. Never put an ad 
on Craigslist. Don’t follow the Craigslist girls to their seats in county jails. Never work 
for a pimp. Think about the girl Darryl told you about. Think about the 4.0 college 
girl studying to be a nurse at the city university. Think about her weekend trips with 
her pimp to Houston, Dallas, and New Orleans. Think about her pimp paying his own 
bond, but leaving the girl to rot in an Alexandria jail. Think about him bragging about 
it outside of Jay’s yesterday.
 Ride around in cars, a lot. Ride around with men who make money but don’t 
have jobs. Ride around with men who call themselves rappers or producers or “self-
employed.” Ride around with men who like to show off, who show you stacks of money 
to make you laugh, who always pick up the tab at Wendy’s and IHOP. You can’t know 
just one man. There have to be at least five, a handful of friends who always answer 
your phone call. Always be in control. Make phone calls, but don’t answer them.
 Be valuable. Even if it’s only the lightness of your skin that contrasts you against 
the darkness, be rare. Tell them stories of your family’s home in the country. Talk about 
the horses and the land and your daddy’s new truck, as you ride through the city in 
twenty year old Cadillacs and Chevys. Be a resource, if only in their imaginations. 
 Most importantly, never ever ask for money before sex. Limit the number of 
times you ask for money outright. Don’t worry, they will give it to you anyway. After 
you’ve driven east on 630, then back west, exited on University, driven through Wen-
dy’s, taken a trip down Markham, and past his family’s old home, the blue house with 
two stories, tell him you want to smoke, and he’ll drive you down one-way roads you’ve 
never  heard of  until he  parks next  to  a soccer field you’ve never seen.  Always  use a 

Murphy Contest Second Place Winner//Prose
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condom. After his last groan and heave, peel your face off the steering wheel, and slide 
back over to your passenger seat. 
 “Ohh baby, damn.” They always say that. 
 Tell him about your baby girl. Tell him how she flipped off her daycare teacher 
yesterday. That will make him laugh. Tell him how expensive her pull-ups are. Tell him 
how you just spent your last forty dollars changing your oil, how you don’t know how 
you’re going to pay the light bill. Don’t tell him that you don’t have a light bill. Never 
say “thank you” when he hands you the money. Take the wad of green bills as if it has 
always been yours. Really it has.  
 When your mother calls, don’t ask her for help. You’ve done that so many 
times. Tell her about job applications and interviews. Tell her about your baby girl 
asking, “Where’s Mema?” Tell her about your baby girl peeing in the toilet. Ask her 
about book club. Listen to her tell you about the new color she is having the kitchen 
painted. Tell her, “I love you.” And when you’re alone, driving around your city late at 
night with your baby girl sleeping, mouth hanging open, in the back seat, don’t think 
about any of it. Think of a friend with an extra bed or a couch. Think of a safe place to 
take your baby. Wonder if she misses her bed. Wonder if she even remembers her old 
bed. Wonder when her father is going to come home. Wonder if you can ever go back 
home. Turn up that volume dial on the radio and don’t let her hear you cry.
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Living Ghost Stories//JULIA LEE MCGILL

My momma became a phantom to cover the moon. She tried to push me from her 
body; she wanted to clothe me in burlap. But instead she set my soul a sail over the 
creeks of the South. I buried my birthing clothes underneath the cypress trees in the 
swamps and washed my hair with half full beer cans and river water. I found her hiding 
in the gray smoke of pontoon boats. She wanted to find her body and bury our bones 
in the dirt. “Maybe I have waited too long to howl against the night,” she told me. 
“Maybe I didn’t kill you just right,” I said.
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Sister//LANDON MCGARRY
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Nocturne//CAMILLE GUILLOT

You spider yourself down to a strange thinness,
the better to hide from the people.  You and your styrofoam
plates share a delicacy, cracking at excess.
I think instead of bone you’ve a twisted handkerchief—
flutter at wind or glance.  Light as a pen, pretty mind,
you renounce, refuse, turn to the shadows.
Don’t fly off, however wind vies for you.  Maybe
cigarette smoke isn’t your foster mother.
I think instead of belly you have a coin purse.
You sing, sometimes—sort of a tuned murmur—
of death and oceans. Who are your songs calling?
Your lure’s this: your sharp hips, wrists, clavicles
catch ideas that swarm in a haze around you.
Cosmetic makes your eyes as big as a skull’s are.
I think instead of flesh you just have a shiver.
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William//STACEY SVENDSEN
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Checkmate (Cain and Abel)//HENRY BARKER
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& your easel
dries with me
(my fine shoulders
stunned yellow
& sour eyes half-
closed)--all wrong

pinched blobs
of paint
coagulate our love--
scraped off
on a pallete-knife.

& crumpled
for a blank sheet

Acrylics//WILLIAM REPASS








