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Static Reception
Malory Curtiss
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Reconstructing Fragments for the Book of Sharks
Robert Carney

The work of a shark is entirely body.
The work of a gatherer is voice;
it’s to disappear under the stories
like under the waves, to imitate the moon’s pull.
A shark follows scent through the water—DeadWhale—
finds a floating month of food.
I come along after the tide’s out,
when history’s past and memory’s an empty lantern.
The electrical field of a shark picks up a thrashing fish
in the distance, and these fragments
I’ve happened on here and there
are the same.
I have this one dyed onto birch bark:
spearing a shark means seven days of,
and this one carved into cedar:
man with jaws in window
most afraid.
I have Catch a shark in your net you have to
written on a scrap of sheepskin . . .
not stories but maps to the stories.
And so I begin.
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•••
There must have been keepers of knowledge once
in an ancient Order of Ideas
since somebody needed to chisel the rituals in wood
and carve cold warnings,
since somebody needed to know what portions to allot—
to give to the ground before planting,
give back to the ocean as a way of thanking waves
for letting the boats return.
For the dirt, eight pounds from each fisherman’s catch
and a weight of clam shells ground into powder.
For the waves, a marlin’s liver or thirteen cod,
one for each moon in the year.
As for instructions on feast days:
“Start with a cauldron of seawater.”
For warnings?
“Life’s eyes are a shark’s eyes,
always open
up until the bite.”
•••
These long-ago scribes would have understood
the edge of the sea is a teacher.
They probably met at the shoreline
to listen to wind
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and find what bones
the tide scattered.
The bones of a humpback whale, for instance,
can never be harpoons,
only gaff hooks
for hauling the bulk of a halibut aboard.
They would have considered which uses were worthy
then made sure everyone learned . . .
the way gulls learn that rocks crack crabs wide open,
that hard words are good tools.
•••
The man with jaws in his window is the most afraid
he’s inessential.
He wants a prop,
wants a shortcut to identity,
whereas Death knows Its own size already
and doesn’t need his bones.
•••
Spearing a seal means seven families eat
and seven kids have raincoats,
but spearing a shark
means seven days of snow
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or heat,
depending on the season.
If it’s winter, the heat brings avalanches.
If it’s spring, the cold takes blossoms
off the trees;
there won’t be peaches full in August . . .
no apples to press into cider
and distill.
It’s a waste,
a breach in need of punishment:
You must drag a driftwood log along the beach,
one side of the harbor to the other,
then saw it—and saw your spear—into pieces
for someone else’s fire.
•••
Catch a shark in your net, you have to kill it,
understandably. It doesn’t know
you want to cut it loose,
that you’d trade a night of mending for its life;
it goes on thrashing, goes on
searching with its teeth.
You have to club it
and club it,
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then wait for the air to do its work,
’til it’s safe to untangle the body.
It’s a terrible hour when it happens.
And each wave slaps like an accusation.
And the hull of your boat is the shape of regret.
You should offer the ocean your knife.
•••
There must have been a Council of Scribes once
making stories like oars to help us row.
We only have fragments,
some passages,
but they’re enough.
A fin rising out of the water says a shark
is just below the surface;
and warnings, insights, apologies,
occasions chiseled for the record—
these tell me what used to be essential. And should be again.
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March into April
Jim Daniels

Okay, tulips
in their red-orange cups,
their annual spring thrust.
Okay, the wind wiggling them
into giggly jitters, and okay
the hokey personification.
Okay, the violin-child
on the faint moon
in the squint-lit sky
humming in your ear.
Okay, the odd lone drop
of falling moisture imagined
into mist on your wrist.
Okay, the voice-smile c’mon,
the beckoning to your child
the extending of a hand
before night closes up
the flowers. Okay.
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Fowl

Tera Faulkner
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Absolution
Robbie Blair
Hi. Emily. Hi....
I guess you must be out. I like your new voice-mail greeting, by the way.You
sound—more serious? More professional? Well, no—I just mean, you sound good.
You sound strong.
But, uh, yeah, that’s not really why I’m calling. I’m calling because … well, you
said you wanted to know what it was … that you wanted to know why it was so hard
to quit. That you wished you knew what it felt like. And I’m … kind of in the middle
of it right now.
What you get is halfway between sugar and dust. I can still see some of it on my
fingers, barely, from the light of the streetlamps here. When you take it, it mostly
feels like tickling your nose hairs, and then it hits you. It hits you right away.
Right now, I’m floating on it. Oxycodone. That word—God, that word is a
rosary. My patron saint. And it feels like …
Do you remember that time up on the hill by the old library? How we kissed
like no one could see us and got grass stains on our clothes? And then, a month later,
they tore down those musty stones and tore up the grass and made it all into a giant
pit, and we always said that was our hill. That no one else could ever have it again.
This feels like … it feels like how we would have felt if we knew the wet grass would
be gone in just weeks. It’s like being the most beautiful sort of terrified.
And it feels like that first moment when someone lets you go after a long, tight
hug. That moment when you can still feel their skin imprinting into yours, and you
don’t know who the heat of your body belongs to.
And it feels—
Emily? Is that—I thought I just heard … no. No, of course not. Sorry. I just
thought I … nevermind.
Anyway, I guess I should just say goodbye and everything.
And, Emily? I’m sorry. For all of it.
And really, your new voice-mail is a ton better. I mean, who likes those cliché
couple greetings anyway?
I’m not even sure—how long have I been talking, anyway? Your machine
probably cut me off. I’m probably just talking to the air now.
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But, Emily? If I pretend it’s still you, is that okay?
If you can’t hear me, can I tell you—if you’re not really there, am I allowed to—
I miss you like crazy, Emily. And I’ve been trying so hard to quit. It’s just, these
pills.
When I was a kid, the priest told me that sins could be absolved but they didn’t
really go away. That I was forgiven, but the marks were still there underneath. Like
dents you could see through the paint even after you’ve whitewashed something. Or
like scars, where the wound is healed but you can still … you can still trace it. He
said that in purgatory we became perfect and even our scars were healed.
These goddam pills. Everything in the world goes so colorful, and then the white
bleeds in like winter making its slow and total conquest of the world. And when it
does, I understand the word, really understand, “absolution.”
I didn’t mean to call you, Emily. I’m sorry. It’s just, these pills.
Did you want to know what it feels like, Emily? Are you listening?
The grass is cold on my back. My skin is tingling, but my body doesn’t know if
it’s numb or in bliss. The lights on the streetlamps swell up like little suns, and I can
see a halo of light around them, rainbows going in and out. And I’m honestly not
quite sure if it’s actually snowing now or if that’s just in my head. But everything’s
glowing, and I’m not—
… Emily? Emily, is that you? I thought I heard … I thought I heard.…
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The Quietest Silence
Cody Deitz

Chinese mystics determined
there are twenty-seven kinds of silence,
each their own unique quiet. There’s the silence
of the sleeping and the silence of the dead.
The exhausted silence of bodies after sex,
and the silence of the sheets.
The silence of insanity is the smallest,
carried down the hallway in tiny plastic cups.
As you might imagine, some silences are quieter than others
and the quietest of all was when the news reached Heaven
that Nietzsche was right: God was dead.
His angels must have felt perfection’s weight lift
and the folds of silence settle on the plush-clouded floor.
In that impossibly long moment,
the music withered and fell from their instruments,
their hands coming to rest, for the first time in centuries,
at their perfectly robed sides.
Surely some angels refused to believe it
and prepared for God’s return,
tidying gardens of azure and gold in their waiting,
but they would wait forever.
The only silence that might’ve been quieter
than Heaven’s shallow air in that moment
was the numbing silence of Hell,
where Lucifer sat weeping; the God
who gave meaning to eternal rebellion was gone.
He wept because he would be like us now, seeking
life’s meaning in smoggy twilight
between traffic lights, their electric
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green, red, and golden-amber, absurd
the order we press into the world.
Like a prisoner who’d grown fond of his bars
set free, I see him on the corner of Venice and Lincoln
standing in a suit and tie, crying out to things we can’t see:
Take me home, he screams. Take me home.
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Burns

Jordan Loveridge
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Red

Changming Yuan
seeing the strange belts
like little mouth masks
hung on bamboo poles
I often wondered:
what kind of clothing was
so funny looking
in front of almost every straw-thatched cottage
but you boys don’t bother about that
until one of my aunts told me
on a showering afternoon
it was only until I began dating
a girl in a major city, so close
to Beijing many years later
did I get to know them
to be no other than menstrual rags
(a taboo of female blood?)
although they actually looked
more like shrunken flags
than thick masks
that’s all I remembered about my boyhood
my native village, my motherland
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Village of the Damned
Andrew Kozma

You must kill your darlings, O loving
parents, O genetic prototypes, O falsehoods
doomed to uncovering. You must
cut the throats of the bees
that hum everything right with the world.
You must raze the corner store
for its convenience, salt the earth
of the graveyard so everyone knows
nothing grows from death.
Nor life. In our small town
there is no history. We’ve blotted our names
from the county register and stained
our hands with the ink.
Our children are worse than we were
because they are perfect
and so, stagnant, and so,
unable to improve. There is no heaven
for angels, O heavenly beasts.
There are no dreams for the dreamt.
O census taker, take our sins, please.
Tell us what to do with them.
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Alas

Cathryn Essinger
Lying in bed at night, I think
about my bones—the fringe
of fingers and toes, the geography
of tarsals, the elegant sweep of tibia.
Fibula, like legs of a Renaissance chair,
the lace of vertebrae, the airy rib cage.
But at the skull I always stop, my own
face unimaginable without its flesh.
This is where I draw the line, the one
image I refused to let my children
bring into the house even in adolescent
rebellion. No skulls, I said. Tattoos
and rings, jewelry from the hardware store
perhaps, but no skulls, as if I might stave off
that “Alas, poor Yorick” moment? Tonight
I tap lightly around my eye sockets,
feel for that bump on the back of my head
that my mother said made me family.
No dental records needed here, the coroner
will say… still, it is not my good bones
that keep me awake at night, but the thought
of them without me. Impersonal skull,
please show me the blessings of anonymity–
how to be unknown among the unknowable.
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Girlskin
Alexis Stratton
Haerim remembered the ache well. The boys playing in the field, and her
looking on. Always watching. No girls allowed. Neon shoelaces and short hair made
people mistake her for a boy on weekends when she wasn’t wearing her school
uniform. She felt every muscle in her leg, the blood swarming, willing her out to
play. They’d just look at her.
She never got the ball, but she saw plenty. The playful shoves. The triumphant
cheers. Smirks and lines of sweat.
She tapped a cigarette out on the tabletop. Her mother’s voice—You activist
types, thinking you can—you’re all the same with your cigarettes and—
Her fingers trembled as she lit up and inhaled a steady stream. She looked at the
empty stage, the tables filled with customers leaning close together or bubbling with
laughter. A dance beat played in the background, but no one was dancing.
A man at a table near her kissed his lover on the cheek, hand under the table.
When the young woman laughed, she threw back her head and light shimmered on
her neck, catching what must’ve been glitter. Soft skin, soft lines, soft lips.
Haerim looked away. She ran a finger down the side of her bottle, water
clinging to her fingertip, dripping onto the bar.
Yeseul was late. Haerim had thought that after so many years Yeseul could’ve
managed to show up on time. But she should’ve known better. Yeseul was always
late to everything.
She took a drink. Tugged at the brim of her hat. Looked at the empty seat
across from her, the empty stage, the lights swinging across it.
It was Yeseul who’d suggested coming to a drag show—here in Hongdae, near
Haerim’s old stomping grounds. It hadn’t really been Haerim’s thing since college,
back when she thought she was the world’s first feminist. She had a whole class on
translating Judith Butler into Korean, and she knew she was genderfucked by the
time that class ended, but fortunately everyone else was just putting on a show, too.
It was then she decided that men were motherfucking patriarchs wanting to uphold
the system. She became a Marxist, a dissenter. Her dad, company man, red in the
face. “No daughter of mine—”
Her mom said it was just a phase. Every time Haerim made the five-hour trek
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to visit her parents in Yeosu, her mom asked her why she didn’t wear makeup. “Or
wear a dress once in awhile? Let me take you shopping.” Her mom, still trying to get
her married.
She downed the last of her beer and clinked its base to the table. Pushed it away
from her. She pushed a small button on the table that blinked red back at her. An
electronic bell rang somewhere nearby. A server came, her skirt short and the rims
of her glasses thick. Purple plastic frames and piercings all along her ears. Haerim
wondered what the server’s mother said about that, what her own mother would say.
“What can I get you?” the waitress asked, holding a pen to her notepad. Slender
fingers, broad face. Suspenders and tights and tennis shoes.
Haerim smiled. “Just another.” She tapped on the beer bottle.
The server scribbled. “Sure.” She looked up for a moment, grabbed the bottle,
and paused before turning away. “You’ve got a beautiful smile. Anyone ever tell you
that?”
Haerim shook her head and looked at the slick, lacquered finish of the table.
The tiny lights that trekked back and forth across the ceiling glowed at her in the
reflection. She glanced up at the waitress but didn’t make eye contact. “There are
nicer smiles.”
The server shrugged. “Maybe.” She winked and before Haerim could say
anything, she was gone.
Haerim didn’t even bother to look after her, just grabbed a handful of nuts from
the bowl on the table and crunched them in her mouth.
Her best friend Ji-ae once introduced her as “the perfect lesbian.”
“But I never said—” Haerim began.
“Come on, you can tell just by looking.”
A beer slid in front of her. “Thanks.” Haerim tugged the damp napkin off the
ice-cold bottle and wrapped her hands around the bottle’s body, feeling the cold
press into her palms.
She remembered walking hand-in-hand with a boy, Hyeongnam, on Odong
Island, the waves crashing on the rocks. Her mom told her she was acting
shamefully, that years ago, it would’ve been a shame. Haerim didn’t care. His hand
in hers, she felt strength grow out from her center, felt as tall as the sky.
And in college, there was Minho, her first kiss, and Jinsu, who’d slipped a hand
up her shirt in a DVD-bang. The boy who invited her to a motel. The names he’d
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called her when she said no.
If she were honest, she might admit that the closest she ever felt to love was in
high school. She was in a play. It was there she met Yeseul. They were both smart
kids, so they could do those extra things and didn’t always have to be in the hagwons
like their friends.
Yeseul was the lead and had a voice like a jazz singer. When she was on stage,
she commanded the world. Her hair was cut to her chin but was long enough that
she still played with strands that hung around her face. Haerim wondered if it was
because she was nervous, but she knew Yeseul couldn’t be nervous about anything,
because everyone loved her. Everyone knew she was the best singer in school, and
when she moved around the stage, she was so graceful it was like she was gliding on
air.
Haerim did the lights, moved scenery. Once, at the end of the show, Haerim
overheard Yeseul telling someone how kind she was, and caring, always listening.
Haerim was surprised at Yeseul’s words. She pretended she never heard them, but
her heart flooded. And when Yeseul gave her a hug after the final curtain fell, she
knew that it was the end of one thing and the beginning of another.
Now Yeseul was married with kids and living the life Haerim’s parents always
wanted for her.
But what did she want of marriage anyway? Of men? She’d seen her father
sleep out on the couch enough times not to envy them—the others, married after
graduation, after the protests ended and they had to get real jobs. After their parents
gave them enough pressure or maybe they got tired of fighting.
All she knew of men was wrapped up in her father and brother. Her father who
came home late from business meetings—out drinking, or maybe stressed, or maybe
with a mistress or hooker at some motel. Stinking of cigarettes and soju, stumbling
to kick off his shoes. Or silent at the table as their mother worried over him,
refilling plates and letting him be first in all things.
And her brother, the firstborn son, filling the space laid out before him. Son.
Son. Son. They say it’s a responsibility—all that pressure, especially as they get
older. And when he came home from Army training, he had a new swagger and was
spitting and smoking just like her father.
He used to love art. Singing in the shower. Picking flowers to give his sister.
By then, though, they were all older, and he knew how to be what he was. The
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oldest son. Army reserves.
Whenever she sees his two children, she wants to hold them down, to press
them in, to tell them to stay small and unclear and untouched.
But already there are touches—pink bow. Blue bib.
The front door swung open, a cold breeze pushing in behind it. A figure,
wrapped in coat and scarf and gloves, but clearly recognizable. Yeseul scanned the
room, and Haerim raised a hand. The bar music thumped as Yeseul sauntered over,
almost in time to the beat.
She hadn’t changed much since high school. She was graceful. Thin enough to
float away. Sharp jaw line and a point to her nose that made the kids joke and call her
hapa.
“It’s so good to see you,” Yeseul said as she leaned in to give Haerim a hug. The
scent of vanilla clung to Yeseul’s scarf. Her earrings caught light and bounced it back
as she lowered herself onto the seat across from Haerim. “You look great.” She
reached a hand across the table and touched Haerim’s arm.
Haerim smiled. “You haven’t changed a bit.”
“Is that a good thing?”
“Of course.”
Yeseul’s hand drifted away as she looked around the room. “This place hasn’t
changed much either.”
“Those are new.” Haerim pointed to the the ceiling, the tiny lights fading in and
out.
“Ah, I see. And I thought I was having a stroke. Have you ordered anything?”
She punched the button on the table.
“Just a beer while I was waiting. Want to split a pitcher?”
“Or some soju?”
“I’ll drink anything.”
The waitress appeared again, bobbing her head with the music. Yeseul ordered
two bottles of soju, a sausage plate, fruit, and dried squid. The waitress vanished.
“Two bottles?” Haerim asked.
“Long week.”
Haerim nudged her beer bottle toward Yeseul. “Need some to start you off?”
Yeseul raised a hand. “The soju will be plenty. So, how’ve you been?” Her
earrings danced as she spoke. She could’ve been an artist, or an actress on TV.
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“Not bad.”
“Work?”
“Busy.”
Yeseul laughed. “That’s always your answer. The life of an activist.”
“It gets harder when the administration changes. A few years ago, we made
some really good strides forward. But you know this president, well, he—”
“Hates women, right? Isn’t that what your people say?”
“My people?”
“I mean, you liberal, women’s rights people. Your group.”
Haerim took another drink. “He makes my job difficult. That’s all.”
Two servers came back to their table, glasses clinking on trays and steam rising
from platters. Chopsticks and bottles and the scent of grilled meat. Yeseul poured
a small glass for Haerim and then one for herself. Yeseul raised her glass. “To our
illustrious president.”
“Funny.”
“I mean, to old friends.”
Haerim met Yeseul’s glass in the air. Both took quick drinks.
Yeseul wiped her mouth with a napkin. “It’s strange to be back here. In
Hongdae.” She drew out her chopsticks and picked at the steaming sausages on the
table, cut into small bites. She stuffed a piece in her mouth. “You get down here
much?”
Haerim shook her head. “We usually stay up near Sinchon, if we go anywhere.
There are some Ewha and Yonsei students who volunteer with us, so we have
meetings and things down there sometimes.”
“Business meetings?”
“With drinking.”
Yeseul smiled. “You remember that time when they caught Han Jeongsook and
Song Minsu making out after the dress rehearsal? Reeking of alcohol?”
“Almost shut down the whole show.”
“Mom swore never to let me in any plays again. Kids and drinking.” Yeseul’s
acrylic nails clicked against the table.
Yeseul had grown her hair out. Long, down past her shoulder blades, curling
slightly at the ends. She must’ve had a perm because Haerim knew her hair was stick
straight. Yeseul always complained about it—“straighter than the straightest hair”—
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but Haerim liked it. She thought it framed her face nicely when it was cut to her
chin. They had to keep it short in middle school, and some of them left it that way
in high school. Haerim had grown hers out then, if only because it was easier to put
in a ponytail. Now her hair was cropped so short she sometimes got mistaken for a
man. Ji-ae called her jeolmeuni. Even gave her a hat that said “DUDE” in English. It
was a joke. Or it was supposed to be.
“So, how’s your husband?” Haerim asked.
“Fine.” Yeseul tipped back her cup, and held the empty glass up to her friend,
who grabbed the soju bottle and filled the glass to the brim. “Thanks.”
“Just fine?”
“Yeah, you know. The life of a Gwangju housewife. Not as exciting as a Seoul
girl like you.”
“It doesn’t have to be exciting to be interesting,” Haerim said.
Yeseul shrugged. “I guess. Well, the kids are growing every day—it’s hard to
keep up with them. I know they’ll be going to hagwons before you know it.”
“Or auditioning for school plays.”
“Only if they’re as smart as you.”
“And you.”
Yeseul smiled and looked down at the table. She opened her mouth as if to say
something, but took a drink instead. As her glass came back down, she gestured to
the stage, where spotlights danced, teasing them. “Speaking of performing, you ever
do something like this?”
“No.” Haerim watched the way her friend was watching her. Button-up shirt
and black pants. No makeup. No sparkles or frills that signaled femininity in smalltown Yeosu.
But this was Seoul. There was variety here, a range—these city dwellers. More
possibilities. Yeseul had been to Seoul enough when they were in college. She had to
know that.
“When I was in college, in Gwangju, I did a drag show once,”Yeseul said.
“Yeah? For fun?”
Yeseul smiled. “We were raising money for our theater organization. I dressed
up like Michael Jackson—you know, the red jacket and all of that. I couldn’t pull off
the hair—mine’s too straight—but I think I got the rest right.”
Haerim imagined Yeseul in Michael Jackson’s tight jeans and red jacket, a hat
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cocked to the side, that look in her eyes.
She pressed a cool hand to her cheek. She glanced at the stage but saw only
images:
Yeseul’s hand on hers.
The sunset and Hyeongnam’s arm around her waist.
Her history teacher’s calves pressing out under the hem of her skirt. Defined.
Precise.
The flash of Yeseul’s smile and the long hug after the show.
“So tell me something new. Are you seeing anyone?”Yeseul asked.
Haerim shrugged.
“Come on, let me live vicariously through you for a few hours.”
“No one. Too busy.”
“That’s what you always say.”
“And it’s always true.”
Most of Haerim’s friends from college thought she was a lesbian. Or maybe
asexual. “The best of both genders,” one of her women’s studies friends joked. And
when she looked at herself in the mirror, standing naked in the buzzing fluorescent
light of her room, her vision blurred, and she wasn’t sure of what she saw at all.
She remembered once in high school she thought she might be gay. She wasn’t
like the other girls in her school, wasn’t that interested in boys or makeup or skirts
or any of that. There were rumors of girls in her school who experimented with
each other, and she heard that some people thought that was okay—how else would
they practice for when they got to be with boys? As long as that desire ended with
graduation, for some it was fine.
She was afraid that she would never be normal. Never be like everyone wanted
her to be. She remembered going to the bathhouse with her mom and believing that
she could know that way. With all the women’s bodies all around, if she desired or
didn’t desire—that would give her an answer. She was afraid to look but knew that
she had to, because she had to know, she had to be certain. She would die if she was,
but she had to know.
But she didn’t feel that rush of blood to her face, not the way she would later
when Yeseul came into a room. Not the way she did when Hyeongnam pulled her
close. Her mom drove her home. “Are you okay?” she asked.
“Yes. Of course,” she said, watching the city streets glide by.
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Yeseul lit a cigarette. “Want one?” she said, holding the pack out to Haerim.
Haerim lifted one out carefully. Yeseul’s slender fingers flicked at the lighter.
Haerim inhaled.
“So when was the last time you had sex?”
The smoke caught in Haerim’s throat. She coughed it out. Yeseul’s laughter rang
in the background. “Come on. It’s not like we’re not friends. Since when have you
ever been shy?”
Haerim thought of the shadows backstage. Her mother’s disapproval when she’d
heard rumors of Haerim kissing Hyeongnam in the park. They had just held hands
and hugged, but it was enough to send her mom into a cold rage. Propriety and
honor and all of that. Yeseul’s hand in hers in the hallway—a meaningless gesture of
friendship, girlhood.
“I work,Yeseul. It’s what I do.”
“Come on.”
“I said, ‘I work.’”
She’d kissed women and been felt up by them, but it never really meant
anything.
She thought back to those stolen hours in the hallway. Yeseul’s smile and a
lingering hug. The way she threw back her head when she laughed.
If Yeseul had kissed her then, if Yeseul had told her all the things Haerim felt
herself, she wouldn’t have known what to do. She would’ve tried to find a way—to
make this last, this thing she knew was something real.
She knew how silly that sounded. How even at 16 the ground would’ve fallen
out from under them quickly enough. Yeseul would get a crush on a boy, or they
would go to college, or they would feel the pressure from their families to carry
on these bloodlines, to do things the way everyone else knew they were supposed
to. There would’ve been no more secret glances, no whispered conversations, and
instead of bringing them together, the hours would’ve drawn them apart, one to
Seoul, the other to Gwangju.
That’s how it happened, after all. Yeseul met her soon-to-be husband within
the first semester of college, and Haerim stopped going to class so she could attend
the protests her feminist organization was “holding against every fucking thing that
moves,” as Yeseul once said.
Of course, they called and visited after that, but it didn’t mean the same thing
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anymore. It’s not that Haerim didn’t try—with Yeseul, with others. Haerim tried to
love—men, women—and sometimes came close. But that was all.
Yeseul blew smoke into the air. It swirled up into the lights and disappeared
among others’ refuse.
“It’s been a while,” Haerim said.
“What’s a while?”
Haerim shook her head. “Long enough, okay?”
“Don’t you miss it?”
“I don’t want to talk about this right now.” Haerim took a long drink.
There were things she had never said. She had pushed them so far down into her
gut that she believed they had disappeared, but now she felt them running from ear
to ear inside her brain.
What she knew was that she didn’t have the capacity for this. For Yeseul’s
questions or for her mom’s prodding. To show up at home in a suit and tie or to
show up at a club in a dress. She wore a dress to Ji-ae’s wedding, and her other
friends laughed at her. Maybe it was the way she wobbled in heels, or the way it
revealed her embodiment—the curves of flesh that were not curvy enough for
womanhood. Or maybe it was the way men looked at her that convinced her to put
the dress away for good. Their eyes that seemed to see through her or under her but
never really saw her. That saw a dress, and that slender if bony frame. That made
desire crawl between them.
Those were passions for other bodies. As for her, she was an activist. A thinker.
The mind doesn’t have curves, she thought once. Or bones.
“Can we change the subject?” Haerim asked. “You know I hate talking about this
stuff.”
“Too smart for this pedestrian talk, huh? I’d forgotten.” Yeseul shook her head.
“What brilliant concept do you want to talk about now? Something else to save the
world?”
“No, it’s not like that at all.”
“Then what’s it like?”
Haerim pressed her lips together, her eyes digging into the table, scraping
through it, down to the floor, the ground beneath. She felt a thickness in her throat,
and a wanting. But not for sex, or touch, or for other bodies. No, she wanted to
crawl out of her skin, to slip into someone else’s and disappear among the crowd.
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No more nagging from her mother. No more suggestive glances from her friends.
Leading the life she was perhaps born to lead—supposed to lead—dictated by a new
body. A body that fit. No more lanky, teenage-looking legs or a flat chest that her
father half-jokingly blamed for her singleness. She would be voluptuous and softedged and would fit perfectly in a dress and would make heads turn when she walked
down the street. Or she would have shoulders to fill out the corners of her suit
jackets, and a mellow, deep voice that would put everyone at ease, and some rough
stubble along her jawline that all the male movie stars had in ads these days.
“Haerim?”
Haerim continued staring at the table’s heavy lacquer.
Yeseul’s voice came out softer. “If it makes you feel better, it’s been six months
for me.”
When Haerim looked up,Yeseul’s eyes were fixed on the glass in her hand,
which was almost empty again.
“Six months? That’s a long time for a married couple, right?”
“Maybe. You know, though. Sometimes couples go through these things.”
“What kinds of things?”
Yeseul shrugged. “Ups and downs.” She swirled the drink in her glass and tipped
back the remaining liquor in one triumphant gulp. Glass hit the table. She smiled,
but the corners were tight and her lips were thin.
Haerim saw it in her head. Her father who came home drunk and yelled at her
mother till she cried. Her father, just like her brother. Just like all the other men in
Korea. The guys she’d dated—sweet guys mostly, but all just wanting sex or a good
woman to give them children. When they got out of the military, they’d all had their
glory fucks with prostitutes and could push around women like they were pushed
around as enlisted men—pushed and shoved and called pussies and faggots out of
some shared sense of togetherness, a common enemy.
Yeseul’s smile was still fixed on her face, but the corners had slipped down, and
her lips twitched. “You know, sometimes you think you love, but you don’t. Or
you’re supposed to love, but you can’t.” Yeseul’s fingers trembled as they touched the
rim of her glass. “He’s a kind man. And he works hard. It’s just—I don’t know. It’s
hard to explain.”
The silence over breakfast. The children’s jabbering noises. His late nights at
work. Business meetings and visits to barber shops with back rooms and women
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who would help him let off the sexual energy his wife didn’t have room for.
Haerim studied Yeseul, whose eyes were trained on the closed curtains of the
stage, whose leg was bobbing so energetically under the table that her whole body
moved. Her bangs that almost touched her eyes.
Haerim touched Yeseul’s hand. “Yeseul.” Her bobbing knee stopped.
The room weighed heavy around Haerim, the liquor, and the smoke, and the
humidity of bodies. All the bodies, their smiles, and their lives. Yeseul’s babies, a
husband at home, the night a cold space between them. Mom’s questions, “You’re
not getting younger—when will you--” Her brother fucking at the front line,
brother and now wife and kid, and “Haerim, have you ever thought of—” and Mom’s
“Why don’t you—” and her friends acting like they knew.
Yeseul singing at the school talent show. A love song Haerim wished was meant
for her but knew never could be.
“Hey.” Yeseul pulled her hand away and reached for the soju bottle.
Haerim dreamed once that Yeseul grew wings and feathers and flew off like a
bird. She beckoned from above, but Haerim couldn’t fly, and Yeseul didn’t seem to
understand that as she circled higher and higher, still calling.
Yeseul refilled their glasses, her hand wavering in the air as she raised hers.
“Another toast?” Haerim asked.
“You. Me. Us.”
And now Yeseul was across from her and the past was past and she realized that
all her life she had been here—in this bar underground, lights fading in and out and
making her disappear. The stage lights shaded the curtain in colors, and she knew she
would never be that face or that body or that dance or that voice. She wouldn’t be
applauded, wouldn’t be held, wouldn’t be glowing in lights that burned into her skin.
And her father on the couch, the day falling down, her mother’s questions, her
brother’s swagger and spitting—those were all memories, pressing on her skull,
holding her down. No, no, she wouldn’t, that life.
Yeseul waited, but there were too many things unspoken for Haerim to lift her
glass, too many words that she could say that wouldn’t be remembered, and even
now, they were slipping from her memory. No, they were never in love. No, there
wasn’t desire. No, she was always wrong.
Haerim looked to the stage. The curtains ruffled, pointy-toed shoes poking
out from underneath. The announcer said something, and when Haerim looked
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back at Yeseul, the lights had painted Yeseul’s face into a colorful mask, and her glass
had drifted back to the table. Haerim wanted to take her friend’s hand, to tell her
things—but what things would she say? Yeseul was looking at the stage, laughing at
the announcer’s jokes, sipping on her drink as if it could erase their words and her
memories and all that they never shared. Haerim tried to say something. She wanted
Yeseul to look at her, to lift up her glass again. She longed to get back that feeling.
“What?” Yeseul said, leaning in.
Haerim touched her glass. “No, nothing. It’s nothing.”
The lights dimmed. They both looked at the stage. Spots came up.
The music pounded louder as the curtains pulled apart.
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Ripples

Bruce Bohm
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Garden Variety
Deborah Majors

A columned mansion
sequined with stained glass
is more than I desire.
Give me studded-with-rain
climbing yellow roses
clinging to bay windows,
a welcome mat with our initials
entwined like lovers,
and I’ll do your laundry
till death do us part.
Eggs Benedict, champagne Sunday brunches
are not what I crave.
Give me you in boxers, ladling
pancake batter into a buttered
black skillet. Offer a stack
awaiting maple syrup
and those strawberries picked
fresh from your patch,
and I’ll shudder your earth
whenever you wish.
Oh, beautiful life,
no tuxedoed orchestra
playing under an ivy-covered gazebo,
just my lone harmonica player
and me,
swaying porch swing,
strawberry juice
on his shirt,
a yellow rose
in my hair.

30

Philosophy, Frozen
Jessica Cory

Nor’easters mottle our papery skin
purple as your gloved hands
tighten my scarf’s noosehold.You said the sky
crumbled into bland vanilla cake crumbs
and that was how snow came to be.
I laugh because you are 32,
too old for folktale immersion.
I then inquire about lightning—
the exact kind that hoodwinked
Nabokov’s mother. “Fate,” you explicate,
tugging at my scarf, “like faith,
but a slightly darker shade.”
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The Night Marveled and Elsewhere Blamed
Bernidick Bryan Hosmillo
—for Deborah Chow
Bad news is not much overrated; good news is
the pathetic of a talented photography.
Think of a cyclorama where everything is
predictable: My plants will grow
tired of me: I will hate watering
down the concentrated horseradish leaves
medication: The heat of July is tensed to the coming
rain and trees will soon hibernate, disappear
temporarily: I will grow old
in the process: My mother will die eventually.
But is growing old not the very process
of dying? The changing season is precisely
the color of time, the color of fear that is
made real by the night; solace is a perspective,
yet always an intimate enemy as close as her skin,
this one-year-old room encased in a single
sound of painful concision. The timid dawn
of December is but a clue: We both mature
in this cracking space with every single touch.
And I’d like to believe there is more news about her
that can make me realize in respectable fondness
she was not really the woman in line to becoming a dust.
Water crashing on tiles; a story
made to be recounted, enjoyed; the wholeness of
decaying both novel and observable that we make it
mean something else, a different language in return
of the body; her autobiography on chemical therapy
I wished I hadn’t seen her perform; the night
telling us a lonely word and how immediate
it could be; her cowering skin from the prints
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of brutal syringe I thought will be new
the next day. Think again of another situation
when choice is as distant as the radiating
sun: History is authentic by archives.
The process of being told; the record of her
jade black eyes that often spoke of invisible
dangers as swift as light. The aperture delays
what is to be made a sense of separation:
what I see in her eyes is what I once saw in goats
of a slaughter house before they got killed
one by one: innocence, the continuous fictive that one is writing
back the immaculacy when life’s tapestry is yet
to begin at the calling night: I assess it and how I can only see.
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The First Humans
Doug Ramspeck

The first humans
walked inside the field of their bodies,
the grass primal in its indifference, alive the way
a current of river moves off all in one direction,
believing only in the imperative of relocation.
And once, as boys,
we found a black snake hissing in the weeds
and anointed it with blows from a baseball bat,
dropped it as an offering into the current.
And then we were grown with children of our own.
And if our newborns
lay asleep inside their cribs, breathing
the way the stars lie still behind the freight
of clouds, and if each late
hour was a ceremony, here was the world
outside the one room, this manifold reaching.
We waited sleepless in the next room,
listening for the first human cry.
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Pogo Chicken
Robert Kaye

The pogo stick constituted a conversation, not a metaphor, each bounce
an integer. As satellites and Apollo missions whizzed overhead and the cold war
crystallized, Linn rabbitted down the alley on his pogo stick past corrugated metal
trashcans. He cleared the Gephardt’s back fence with two feet to spare, hopped once
by the swing set and again beside the clothesline, vaulting the chain link gate on the
street side.
The tetherballs at the playground dangled like single electrons too apathetic to
orbit a nucleus. Linn waited, bouncing in place, for the rest of the marauding pack
of neighborhood kids to arrive on their banana-seated bikes. Up and down, spring
versus gravity, earth versus sky, pogo sticking quelled the unsolved math, chess and
science problems seething in his head, reducing endless complexity to simple one,
one, one, one, one.
The mob of kids he liked to think of as friends failed to arrive. It wasn’t the
first time they’d ditched him, probably as much for the weirdness of the pogo stick
as his big brain. He staved off the encroaching embarrassment and shame with the
observation that travelling with a pack equated to intellectual suicide. He’d bounce in
his own direction. Alone if necessary.
•••
Linn happened to ricochet past on a day when the gaggle of kids needed a right
fielder for the street game. “I’ll play,” he said, defining his own terms. “If I don’t.
Have to dismount.” Nobody cared, since it was just right field and just a pickup
game. In the second inning, he sprang skyward to snag a line drive no one else could
have caught.
“Not fair,” said the batter, a skinny new kid with jug ears named Dempsey. “How
do you stay on that thing without holding the handle?”
“Practice,” Linn said. “And strong knees.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Dempsey said. “You’ve got a girl’s name, you know that?”
Perhaps Dempsey intended to invalidate the out by starting a fight, but the
inning was over, the sides swapped and nobody lingered to come to the defense of
the new kid. “It’s spelled. L-i-n-n. After Linnaeus. The naturalist. I’ve got. A spare.
Pogo stick. If you want.” The pogo stick enforced its own staccato conversational
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cadence and transformed earth-bound listeners into bobble heads.
Dempsey did want to borrow the pogo stick. Neither boy played another game
of street ball.
•••
Dempsey organized the first attempt at the pogo stick duration world record
when they were both eleven. They began at 6:30 AM on a Sunday in the parking lot
of Frontier Furniture, Dempsey’s father’s place. As the strongest bouncer, Linn made
the first attempt while Dempsey arranged tuna sandwiches and Tang and a garden
hose to wash Linn down if he had to pee.
Temperatures ascended into the low 80s by afternoon. Linn passed the time
reading a book in the holder affixed to the top of his stick with duct tape until it
became too dark to see under the parking lot lights.
“That’s fifteen hours and thirty minutes,” Dempsey said. “You can probably quit
now.”
“How much. Are we over. The record?” Linn said.
“Good question,” Dempsey said.
“You didn’t check. The record?”
“I thought you already knew what it was.”
“Details,” Linn said. “Are critical.”
He kept bouncing until 6:30 AM the next morning to make sure. Dempsey
made runs to 24 Hour Donuts by the new interstate for coffee and carbohydrates.
Linn beat the standing record by five hours, but The Book of World Records
disallowed the attempt for lack of the requisite number of witnesses and proper
documentation. Dempsey swore that would never happen again.
•••
It took a year to organize another shot at the record with six adult witnesses in
rotating shifts and an official clock. Dempsey made sure a reporter from the town
paper showed up.
“You should do the bouncing this time,” Linn told Dempsey. “I don’t want to be a
glory hog.” He’d been identified as a ‘gifted’ student and begun to wonder how many
more years he wanted to be known as the Kid on the Pogo Stick.
“Shut up,” Dempsey said. “We’re a team and we’ve got to go with our strengths,
which means you.” He’d made Herculean efforts to match Linn’s pogo stick skills,
but could never clear the same obstacles or navigate difficult terrain. A couple of
months prior, he’d split himself on a high picket fence in bloody and spectacular
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fashion. “Maybe next time.”
Linn bounced for two days, sleeping while wrapped around the stick, tuned to
his own internal gyroscope. The over-caffeinated Dempsey looked more wrecked
than the new record holder posing for the newspaper photograph.
“What are your plans from here?” the reporter asked Linn.
Linn couldn’t help thinking that a world record made his chosen form of
locomotion seem juvenile and part of a pack, albeit a very small one. “I’m quitting
the pogo stick,” he said. “I’m bored with it.”
“You can’t do that,” Dempsey said, jumping up. “You have a responsibility to the
sport.”
Linn thought Dempsey might suffer a caffeine-fueled heart attack. “OK,” he said.
“But I’m going to study physics too.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Dempsey said, looking ready to crash. “Nobody ever said you
couldn’t.”
•••
Linn looked out at the crowd eating deep fried everything, broad American asses
spread out on seats too small, the smell of rancid popcorn wafting over the stage. The
Pogo Phantastics appeared at street fairs and community centers, but the biggest gig
they did all year was the State Fair. Linn had started at the local college at sixteen,
and, after two years, even the best professors ran in the opposite direction when they
saw him coming with questions. Performing paid for what the scholarships didn’t
cover.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” Dempsey proclaimed bouncing center stage, for he
was the funnyman and true entertainer, leaving the hard tricks to Linn. “I invite
you. To enter a world. Where each step. Is an invitation. To oblivion. I give you. The
Labyrinth. Of. Death!”
Linn started the route through the plywood obstacle course piled in two stepped
towers, clamped and braced to withstand the strain. He traversed from one heap to
the other, tossing in a flip on the way to the next highest shelf, his biggest problem
complying with Dempsey’s instructions to make it look hard. The crowd gasped in
the right places, children shrieking as he plummeted off the highest point, bouncing
in place for the ovation, trying to stifle a yawn. One bit left to go.
Dempsey returned to the opposite side of the stage in vest and bowler hat,
bouncing out of sync, as usual. “Well folks,” Dempsey said. “There’s only. One thing.
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Left. To say.”
“Pogo!” the audience bellowed, most having seen the act before, “Chicken!”
Dempsey and Linn hurtled toward, around, under and over each other in
chaotic freeform oneupsmanship. Linn liked to picture the two of them as subatomic
particles ricocheting inside an accelerator. The audience rose to its feet, clapping in
time to the chaos.
Today Dempsey threw his all into the act, executing flips he’d barely mastered,
challenging Linn for the higher trajectories. They clipped each other in midflight,
dangerously close to the edge of the stage, the gaps in the safety pads below exposing
gray cement.
They’d had a tough conversation the previous day after doing four shows. “Look,”
Linn said. “I need to get a PhD to be taken seriously and the nearest school with
a decent particle physics lab is five hundred miles away. We can’t go on doing this
forever.”
Linn noticed Dempsey’s demonic grin, a twisted zipper of chipped teeth, as they
passed close together. He liked risks and had suffered the consequences, breaking
legs, arms and fingers too numerous to recount. He had a plate in his head and rarely
performed without at least one cast. He’d developed hip and back problems, but his
enthusiasm for pogo stick performance never flagged.
Linn bounced up to the highest block in the obstacle pyramid, making a
mockery of having ascended the structure in hesitant steps. He executed a backflip,
landing center stage, with a following forward flip, stopping in a balanced standstill,
an elegant demonstration of Newtonian physics. Dempsey answered on the opposite
side of the course, executing a full gainer with an additional twist, soaring into the
second rotation but running out of both control and stage. He struck hard on the
cement apron, pogo stick clattering up the aisle.
“You’ll recover,” the orthopedic surgeon said at Dempsey’s bedside after the
operation on two fractured vertebrae and a shattered shoulder. “But you’re lucky to
be alive. Any more of this and you’ll bounce yourself apart.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Dempsey said. “It’s a good time to stop.” His eyes rested on Linn,
his head and neck fixed rigid by cast and hardware. “I’m holding you back. I get it.”
“It’s not like that,” Linn said.
Actually, it was.
•••
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Three and a half decades later, Linn arrived at the Pogolympics building in the
pre-dawn hours of a Saturday morning, the dregs of a thirty-two ounce coffee in the
rental car cup holder, a half-eaten box of donuts on the passenger seat and a headache
born on the red-eye flight encamped in his brain. He’d made two wrong turns on
the way from the regional airport, convinced he still remembered the way, until
it turned out he didn’t. Even the interstate looked like a beaten down byway, his
hometown scuffed by time. The main business district appeared to have dried up and
blown away.
The warehouse building before him bore the right address, but appeared vacant,
its white sides illuminated by cones of streetlight shining on life-sized cartoon figures
bouncing on pogo sticks. Graffiti defaced some of the figures with sentiments like
“Fuck U Dempsey” and worse. Linn struggled to recall what structure occupied
this corner in the distant era of his youth and realized it was Frontier Furniture,
Dempsey’s father’s place. He’d parked the rental car approximately over the spot
where he’d set the record.
Linn extracted the invitation from his suit pocket. The scrawl below the
engraved message announcing the world record attempt said “my turn!” This could
have been read as an expression of bitterness, but something about the signature,
a big D and a squiggled line, conveyed unbridled optimism. The card had rested in
Linn’s mail tray for months while he summoned the courage to book a ticket.
Linn’s watch showed 6:12 AM. He stepped out of the car and pounded the
corrugated metal loading dock door with the side of his fist. Nothing stirred. He
pounded again.
“Yeah, yeah,” a voice came from inside. “Coming.”
The door rolled up with a rush, revealing a short, roundish man in red warmups, his head large and jowled, white hair dragged over a bald dome, jug ears sticking
straight out. “You from the press?” the man said.
“Dempsey? It’s me, Linn.” They squinted like pedestrians on a collision course
approaching each other from opposite sides of a crosswalk.
“Holy shit,” Dempsey said. “You came?” He grabbed Linn’s hand and pumped it.
“You got old, but you still look pretty fit. What’s with the suit?”
“Of course I came.” Linn felt self-conscious about the suit and arriving early.
He hadn’t RSVPed as requested on the card, just as he hadn’t responded to much
after his retirement from engineering. The Cold War had fueled construction of
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nuclear power plants until Three Mile Island and Chernobyl brought the business
to stagnation, but what killed Linn’s career were the flaws in his designs for cooling
tank sub-systems.Years of depositions and testimony motivated him to try teaching
high school physics, only to see the best and brightest students opt for finance
or computers or medicine—anything but applied science. Summer breaks were
reserved for marinating in depressions like the one in which the invitation found
him. “Where’s your support crew?” he said.
“They’ll be here momentarily. What, did you think we were starting at 6:30 like
in the old days? We’re civilized adults here, my friend. Come in, come in, I’ll show
you around. Those donuts?” Dempsey moved like a jumping bean.
“Help yourself,” Linn said.
“Carb loading,” Dempsey said. “I would have gotten some myself, but 24 Hour
Donuts is only open after 10:30 these days. Go figure.”
Linn stepped inside. The two-story furniture store had been gutted to form a
high-ceilinged gymnasium. A well-worn obstacle course of plywood forms filled
one side of the space, opposite a pit and stanchions for high jumping and a basketball
hoop about 15 feet off the ground. According to the website, legions of kids had
eschewed baseball, basketball and football for a chance to bounce here, the activities
sponsored by the local bank where Dempsey served as CEO and Chairman of the
Board. Until recently.
“Nice facility,” Linn said. “When do you start?”
“What the hell, might as well go at 6:30 for old times’ sake. That is, if you’re
ready for your record to fall?”
The straight, unchipped teeth made Linn feel like he was talking to a game show
host. A far better world record holder than himself. “It’s your turn. Go for it.”
“Fantastic,” Dempsey said. “I’ll finish this fritter and don my diaper. No hoses
for me, my friend. Meanwhile, have a rocket ride on my secret weapon.” Dempsey
motioned to a pogo stick of unusual size resting on a metal rack on the wall.
“Custom made,” Dempsey said, disappearing into the old showroom offices. “I call
her Excalibur.”
Linn took down the fire engine red pogo stick. Flames licked the word
“Excalibur” painted in old English script on the barrel. “I’m not sure Excalibur is
female,” he called. No answer. He applied a wingtip to the shock-cushioned footrest.
The plunger hissed. Something stirred within him that he hadn’t felt in over thirty
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years: the compulsion to mount up.
“That’s right, compressed air,” Dempsey said. “It’s not cheating, I checked.Your
record is toast.”
“Be my guest.” Linn couldn’t remember now if he’d even mentioned the
record to his second wife. He was positive he hadn’t told the third. Each of these
relationships started out as the love of his life, but petered out in a few years after
proving imperfectable, dissolved by mutual consent. Dramatic irony, he thought,
that the most difficult equation in his life was one plus one. The only person he had
told about the record in the last decade was Eduardo, a promising math and science
student. “Pogo stick? The world record?” Eduardo said. “Dude, that’s sick.” It hadn’t
made a difference. Eduardo declined to take AP physics in favor of playing football,
where his superior cognitive skills would be concussed to subnormal.
Linn tipped the stick toward Dempsey, letting it arc into waiting hands.
“You change your mind, there’s another one over there.” Dempsey nodded to a
rack.
“I’d break my neck,” Linn said.
“Join the club.” Dempsey chuckled and looked at his watch. “Show time.” He
stripped off the warm-ups to a Pogolympics singlet and nylon gym shorts. His knees
and arms were dimpled by fat and crisscrossed by puckered scars, some brighter
ribbons of pink than others.
“What about the six witnesses?” Linn said.
“I’ve got you. And these.” Dempsey pressed a button on a remote, awakening
the red eyes of video cameras mounted high on the walls. “All kosher. I checked.”
He turned to the camera with the largest lens. “This is an attempt at the pogo stick
duration world record,” Dempsey said as if addressing an auditorium. “And I am
honored by the presence of the soon-to-be former champion.” Dempsey motioned
for Linn to step into the frame. He did so, tipping an imaginary hat to the camera,
then backing out of the shot.
“Well. Here we go.” The pogo stick issued a breathy sigh under Dempsey’s
weight, the sound replicated by each bounce across the floor and back. Stick and
rider minimized their rhythm, conserving energy. Dempsey’s face beamed with
confidence.
It seemed possible Dempsey might compensate for the decrepitude of years with
a smile and force of will. “What about your plates and screws?” Linn said. “Didn’t that
doctor say you’d shake yourself apart?”
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“I had all. That hardware. Replaced.Years ago,” Dempsey said. “Titanium now.
Better than. Original. What’s the. Matter. Worried?”
“No,” Linn said. “I just don’t want to have to haul you to any more emergency
rooms.”
“Yeah, yeah. There’s worse. Ways to go. Have a seat. Because this’ll. Take a while.”
Linn realized how disconcerting it was to talk to someone bouncing up and
down. He paced, unable to sit. “You don’t have to prove anything,” he said. “I know
about you and the bank. It wasn’t your fault. I did a web search.” He’d read the
articles in the local papers about Dempsey stepping down as CEO and Chairman of
the bank; the doctored loans, the proceeds funneled into keeping the bank afloat,
the ongoing investigations. He’d also found news of the International Olympic
Committee’s injunction against the name Pogolympics.
“You’re trying. To psych. Me out.”
“It’s not like that,” Linn said. Or maybe it was, at least a little. “I just don’t want
you to think you have to keep up appearances.”
“Yeah, yeah. I did it. To save. The bank. I’d do. It. All again.”
It occurred to Linn that Dempsey looked satisfied, even happy. Linn took a seat
on an old church pew against the wall, listening to the whirring cameras accompany
the push-push-push pneumatics of the pogo stick. Would he have come if he hadn’t
expected Dempsey to be crushed by his failures? The beginnings of a hot day filled
the gym with shafts of light through the windows of what used to be the second
story, dust swirling in the rays of sunshine.
•••
An hour passed.
“Hey. Hand me. A drink. Would you?” Dempsey said.
Linn retrieved a canned energy drink from a long row of them on a high shelf,
noting they were positioned so Dempsey could reach them himself. The drinks were
the fully leaded kind, with irrational levels of sugar and stimulants. He passed the
drink like a baton to Dempsey at the bottom of a bounce and watched him struggle
to pop it open.
“Nobody else is coming,” Linn said. “Are they?”
“You. Are. Correct. Sir.”
Linn sat down on the pew and considered that he could have stayed home if he’d
wanted to be depressed.
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“Say,” Dempsey said. “Ever wonder. How smart. We’d be. If we. Hadn’t killed.
All those. Brain cells. Bouncing?”
“It wouldn’t have mattered,” Linn said.
“Not on. Cooling tank. Designs? We’ve got. Google. In the. Sticks. Too.You
know.” Dempsey grinned. “Details. Are critical.”
Cruel, but he had it coming. Linn noted a wobble at the bottom of each bounce
and knew Dempsey would be lucky to make it into the afternoon. He didn’t know
what was worse, Dempsey taking the record or failing.
Linn couldn’t sit for one more instant. “Would it bother you if I bounced around
a bit?”
“Knew it,” Dempsey said. “Feeling. The itch. Please. Do.”
Linn mounted the backup pneumatic pogo stick. The first bounce vaulted him
skyward. He landed at a slant, old reflexes redirecting his body mass to avert disaster.
He bounced across the floor on a zigzag course, calf muscles complaining.
“Try not. To make,” Dempsey said. “Me look. Bad.”
“Too late.” Linn felt his way into each bounce. Up, down. Gravity, freedom. The
velocity. Of escape.
Wonderful.
Linn explored the building from a fresh perspective. The simplest route through
the obstacle course almost floored him. He returned to his starting point and
dismounted, glad to stop before falling.
“Pretty good,” Dempsey said. “Still. Got it.”
Mail gushed through the slot in the front door.
“You get mail here?” Linn said.
“Why not?” Dempsey said. “I live. Here.”
•••
“Goddamn,” Dempsey said several hours later, straightening one leg to the side,
pinwheeling into a slow spin. “Cramp. Can you. Grab me. A drink?”
Linn aborted his attempt at a back flip, a trick he used to execute without
conscious thought. He hadn’t been able to resist trying progressively complex
combinations of bounces and obstacles. One glance at Dempsey—comb-over
pasted to his skull with sweat, face flushing into the beet spectrum—caused him to
dismount immediately. He hobbled to the fridge in the office where he’d moved the
drinks to cool.
“Ever learn to sleep on that thing?” Linn opened the drink and passed it to
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Dempsey.
“I have. A high. Tolerance. For stimulants.” He slurped the drink like salvation.
Rays of sunlight hit the floor through the high windows on the west side. Captive
heat and humidity hung in the inadequately vented room and sweat dripped down
the inside of Linn’s suit pants. He tried to detect a breeze from the floor fans. Veins
throbbed in Dempsey’s neck and forehead, his bounces barely clearing the floor.
“Why are you doing this?” Linn said.
“I had,” he said. “A good. Life. Two sons. In Florida. My wife. Died. Last year.”
“I’m sorry,” Linn said. “I didn’t know.”
“Thanks. I just. Always. Regretted. . . . Not. . . . Taking. My turn.”
Linn didn’t know what to say. He handed Dempsey a towel and watched as he
almost crashed mopping the perspiration from his scarlet face.
“It means.” Dempsey said. “A lot. That.You. Came.”
“You’ve got a long way to go,” Linn said. It had suddenly become very important
that Dempsey continue.
“I don’t,” Dempsey said. “Think. So.”
Linn remounted the spare stick and they bounced face to face, synchronized.
Linn wondered if resonance could convey some energy from one stick to the other,
the way one vibrating tuning fork causes a still one to begin ringing. He couldn’t
ever remember having bounced exactly together before, though they must have done
so. Sometime. It was sad to think that in a life of motion, they’d never really been in
sync. Dempsey remained impossibly far from the record, just as they were both now
so impossibly far from their youth.
“Well,” Linn said. “If you’re going. To wimp out. That leaves. Only one. Thing. To
say.”
“What’s. That?” Dempsey roused, ear cocked for the next line that, by tradition,
followed with a mutually shouted response:
“Pogo! Chicken!”
“Hell.” Dempsey’s bounces amped off the floor. “Yeah!”
Linn made for the far end of the obstacle course while Dempsey positioned
himself at the entrance. Each leaned forward, launching like bulls toward an invisible
matador, vaulting plywood boxes that groaned under the impact, Linn over, Dempsey
under. The painful blisters on the bottoms of Linn’s feet provided extra cushion for
the flips and corkscrew spins and vaults, each more exhilarating than the last.
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Equinox

Jessica Cory
We are entering the season of echoes
Where the dusk hymns icaros to the conifers
And tattoos shadows on covetous leaves.
This season is earthy. Full of moon
Crater grit and itself. Covered in moss
Softness and fungal spore slime.
The mountains recall when Icarus flew
Too close to their sun and they’ve distilled
His wisdom into the crickets who croak his name.
It is the start of Ostara;
There is ash in my hair.
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After Dark
Doug Ramspeck

Or say the moon is a prayer
of the unremarkable, a burning
tracery of forgotten light. And if
she peels back the sky around
the clouds, will she find the first field?
Her husband is what thrashes toward
her in the dark of the woods, is breath’s
gate opening then closing in the garden
behind the garage. Come morning,
she will kneel there and dream
of a child growing in her belly,
dream of alluvial and ancient memories:
the first stain of blood, the first mud
of the first body. She has seen a dark stain
at dusk that seems uncertain whether
it is a bird or bat, has heard a hand
knocking at a window in her sleep.
Her husband is the bloody sheet of dawn,
while her body becomes the dark room
where a child will take hold,
will grow there like an epidendrum.
And if the rope of day drags itself
into the rope of night, she wills
her husband’s body atop her own,
wills the black sky to nurse
at the areola of the moon.
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Lover in the Key
Nancy Carol Moody

Lover in the Key of Past Subjunctive Present Progressive
-Pluperfect Indicative
Because he is dead, my lover is a saint.
This is not to say that he was a saint.
Or wasn’t a saint.
Or that he might have been one, but wasn’t.
Or that he was one, before he wasn’t.
Perhaps he could have been a saint, but wouldn’t be one,
or would have been one if he could have.
Desire does not factor into the parsing.
Because he is dead, my lover has been being a saint.
He had not been being one.
Or he had been being one and would have been being one
if he had not been not being one.
The key to is being hinges on the could have been.
The key to would be hinges on the might have been.
If what was had not been
then what is having to be wouldn’t have had to have been.
If my lover is not dead, he is not being a saint.
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Posters

Roger Camp
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Calendar Girls
Roger Camp
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To a Pariah
Ellen Wright

grease gobbler bone gnawer
screeching scuffling scrounger
spawn of grounds and rinds
creeping sewer citizen
you seep into foundations
cellars
you strip wiring shred
woodwork
you whose
hit-and-run eyes and gouging
snout are said to crumble
even prison solidarity
			
are no less
deterred by crib bars than
by the cardboard around
the Cocoa Puffs where
is the I-beam proof against
the chomp of your incisors where
is the concrete to blockade
your larval energies refusnik
of category oozing swarm
writhing menace to authority
to monoliths bridges skyways
to scurry of commuters to crawl
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of traffic who in the creed
of scarfing will end by
eliminating whom 						
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An Airplane Ride with Robert Vivian
Amber Braden

I came across Heaven one evening
moving in strides from my window seat.
Amazing, I thought, with writer Robert
Vivian crammed next to me in our two–
lighted, two-seated cubicle, the spiral
wind from the vent drying out my eyes.
It must have been a topographical error–
polar bears don’t thrive at this
altitude. And I should have made that eye
doctor’s appointment months ago,
but what I saw–
at least two and a half million oranges
peeled perfectly without wasting a drop
of color spread across the horizon
framing the polar bears like a live,
matte-finished photo waiting patiently
to be hung in the family room. My eyes
hurt from forgetting to blink, fearing
if I did blink, this picture, or poem
in my head would wane from existence.
Then Robert Vivian leaned forward and said,
Amazing, isn’t it? I smiled and thought
I can blink now. Even if my eyes
forget what they had seen, I’ll always
have a witness that Heaven exists.
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In Sickness and in Health
Darlene Young

Loathe the smell
of myself, these
sheets, the constant
ragged termite whine:
I might die and
leave things undone
or, a thousand times
more harrowing:
I might live
and leave things undone—
a lame limb
trailing me in the dust.
Loathe the walls
and ceiling: my own
body inside out.
Love was once
the lightning;
it has become
the bread.
While my loathing clots
my lashes, coats
my teeth, you
still, strangely, reach
for me, this gritty
fickle prison.
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You stroke
between my fingers,
so softly,
so intent.
Love holds
my hair back from my face
as I retch,
appears before me
in my raging:
kind,
still.
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Hanging Bubbles
Kathryn Sutton
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Carcinoma Sounds Like A Village in Italy
Jessica Cory

It’s a land just as foreign.
Villas self-constructing at light speed
like prefab homes in Midwestern suburbia,
but in cellular shades of bougainvillea and tomato sauce.
Pictures of nuclei on the exam room wall resemble eggplant
parmesan, cheese conquering vegetable flesh
with an unquenchable hunger.
Papillary shares its root with papacy.
Destined to self-destruct, not destruct the self,
this cancer is cardinally blessed.
The nurse says it’s time for a bath;
someone bring the holy water.
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Blood Work and the Silent Man
Maximilian Werner

In late March, just as a system of spring storms was drifting into the Salt Lake
Valley, Kim and I loaded our six-year-old daughter, Greer, and our eight-year-old
son, Wilder, into the truck and drove south to Torrey, Utah. We would enjoy the
warmer weather for four days while I set up an environmental writing class I would
be teaching that summer in Capitol Reef National Park. Given the energy involved
in parenting my children, and the opportunity I’d have to get some work done and
have an adventure, I had seriously considered going alone. But after some thought,
I decided the trip was a chance to reconnect with Kim and the kids in a place where
we had experienced much joy the summer before, when we stayed in Torrey for the
month of June. I knew that going down there with my family was the right thing to
do, but it wasn’t an easy decision to make, and it never is when I have a chance to run
off alone and do as I please.
I know Kim feels this dilemma too, this urgent need to cut loose and disappear
from her life as a mother and wife and into some other space where she is free to
do what she wants for as many unbroken hours as she chooses, or that choose her.
So far, her maternal instincts have prevailed and she continues to give our children
everything they need and, knowing what I do about my own mother, I suspect she
always will. If Kim gives too much, I give too little. I have really had to fight my
tendency to disconnect from family life. I think Kim would agree that I’ve made
improvements, but I know I’ve got a long way to go, and I worry that I’ll never get
there or that I’ll get there and it will be too late. I’ve always thought, though, that
I am at my best in natural environments—rivers, mountains, woods, and deserts—
and that I would therefore be a better father in a place like Torrey.
During our four days in Torrey, I would rise with the sun and finish my work
early to leave time for family outings. Perhaps in part because of our month-long
stay in Torrey last summer, my kids also love to explore the desert, so when I
suggested we take a walk out into the desert behind our hotel, Greer and Wilder
were eager to comply. Five minutes later, we came to the marsh and the outing
started to get complicated. I had on high boots, and I was eager to get out into open
desert, so I quickly cut across the small marsh and waited for Kim and the kids on
the other side, as if that would somehow get us out there faster. Kim could have
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done the same thing by crossing the marsh and coaxing Wilder and Greer from the
other side. But that’s not Kim’s style. Although Wilder and Greer were at an age
when they could have easily navigated the marsh without help from us, Kim, the
perennial mother, hung back and tried to comfort and reassure them as they tiptoed, minced, and tried, unsuccessfully, to stay atop the dense marsh grass. I hoped
to exchange looks with Kim to see how she was feeling about the outing so far, but
she kept her eyes on the children.
We humans have all sorts of overt and covert ways of communicating and Kim’s
apparent refusal to look at me is an example of the latter. Of course had Kim wanted
me to know how she was feeling, all she had to do was look at me for a split-second
and I would have been wise to her mind. Perhaps sensing that I might compound the
already volatile situation with the children, Kim likely opted for the covert method
because, in all fairness, it could have meant absolutely nothing. The beauty—if that
is the right word—of ambiguous communication is that it suspends us in a weird
grey area that can either calm or wrack our nerves. For the time being at least, I was
resolved to stay calm, which I did by looking around at the birds, rocks, trees, views
and whatever else caught my eye.
As a parent, I sometimes feel as though Kim and I must constantly decide
whether to proceed according to her ideas or to mine. Fortunately for us, our ideas
about the important things are basically the same. It’s also true that often times her
ideas about parenting are better than mine, which simplifies things. But I also think
that sometimes the grey area itself is the answer, in which case Kim and I model
two different approaches to the same experience and essentially leave it up to the
children to make sense of them.
I realize this sounds like it would be confusing, and certainly our culture frowns
on parents who send mixed messages to their children about how the world works
and how they should behave in it. Generally speaking, I agree that it’s important
for parents to function as a team and to minimize uncertainty in their children’s
lives. This is particularly important when children are in the early stages of their
development, when they need information to be clear and simple. In other words,
they don’t need a whole lot of explanation about why it’s important, as one popular
children’s jingle reminds us, to look both ways before they cross the street. Children
only need the basics, the underlying purpose of which is to keep them healthy, safe,
and alive. But the world is a nuanced place, and often times there isn’t a simple or
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single answer as to how to approach or interpret our experiences, such as crossing a
black, strange smelling, shoe-sucking marsh in the middle of the desert.
I can still see the questioning looks on Greer’s and Wilder’s faces: What does this
mean, Mom? Dad? Is there danger? When we answer these kinds of questions for our
children, we inadvertently, or not so inadvertently, shape their feelings about their
experiences, which is why offering a single, unambiguous message may not always be
the best idea. Some questions can have conflicting and yet equally plausible answers.
My “answer” was to ignore the inconvenient aspects of the marsh and my children’s
responses to them and to forge ahead in the interest of getting to our destination. I
guess somewhere in my mind I thought that if I didn’t acknowledge their concerns
that somehow they wouldn’t have them. Kim’s approach was, naturally, just the
opposite: she was sympathetic almost to the point of coddling. But is her parenting
style in this instance any more or less effective than mine? I don’t think so. Surely
validating our children’s concerns is every bit as important as helping them not to
fear or overreact to what are, in many cases, just minor inconveniences.
I recall a summer over twenty years ago when I invited my brother, father, and
little sister Anna to go fly fishing with me at one of my favorite spots on the middle
of Provo river. They weren’t going to fly fish. Instead they came along for a walk
along a beautiful river in a beautiful place. I was in my late-twenties then, as was
my brother, and Anna, who my dad had fathered with another woman when I was
nineteen, was about eleven years old.
In those days this particular section of the river was still relatively unknown
and received very little pressure from fisherman. As a result, there were plenty of
deer trails, but there weren’t really any human trails to speak of. The other related
problem was that as of that day, I had only been there a few times, so I pretty much
had to rediscover the path (or some variation of it) to my favorite fishing hole each
time I went there. I remember it was a hot day, but most of the walking took place in
the trees, which made for fine shade and the possibility of seeing a red-tailed fox or a
great horned owl, among other animals that called the area home. Unfortunately, it
also made for some confusing travelling, and the next thing I knew I was leading my
father, brother, and Anna through some thick willows in an effort to get back to the
river and figure out where we were.
My brother Christian is a year older than me and, perhaps owing to our
childhood in the woods of northern Maine, was happy to walk through the woods
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and the willow thickets. I think he was just excited to be outside. My sister Anna
was fine at first, but then she began to whine and fret. As the moments passed, my
father became increasingly agitated, until finally he launched into a full-blown tirade
that went on for five minutes. “Why the hell did you bring us out here?” and “Where
the hell are we going?” and “How far is this fucking place?” and so on.
It is with some embarrassment that I confess that this was one of the only times
I can remember ever wanting to kick-the-shit out of my father, or if not kick-theshit out of him, then to quiet him with my fists. In a voice I could hardly contain
(my rage surprised and frightened me), I finally told him to shut his fucking mouth
and pointed out that he was making the problem worse by losing his cool in front of
Anna. How he dare act like that in this place, I remember thinking. He could have
turned the crisis into an adventure, into something positive or at least manageable,
but, as his own protective instincts no doubt dictated, he succumbed to his daughter’s
plaintive cries, which predictably became louder and more frequent the longer my
father ragged on me. My brother would make a good father. He’s a lot more patient
than I am most of the time, and fortunately he acted as a kind of counterweight to my
father’s negativity by being playful with Anna and helping her to see that there really
wasn’t anything to worry about. We eventually got to the fishing hole and things
improved, but it took a toll on us all and I don’t think my father and I spoke two
words to each other for the rest of the day. I still think he could have done a better
job of dealing with the situation, but now that I am a father I can appreciate why
he acted the way he did. Any honest person will admit that being a parent is just as
much about failure as it is about success. I know that now.
A more nuanced view of parenting may be more complicated for us and for our
children, but in the long view I think it has much greater real-world, developmental
promise than does the simplified alternative. My guess is that children who are
encouraged to recognize and negotiate the world’s complexity will be much better
at living in it than will be their sheltered counterparts. I also wonder what else
might be inferred by examining the different parenting styles of men and women,
and whether or not those differences are generally common to each gender. When I
think about all the mothers, children, and fathers I’ve ever known, I begin to see how
differently we all think, as individuals and as groups. When it comes to travel, as the
protectors of young mates and children, males generally seem to be more focused
on reaching the safety of the destination (every minute of the journey is a conflict
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waiting to happen), whereas women with children seem more focused on the
journey, perhaps because they have always been primarily responsible for attending
to the needs of their children over the course of it.
I wonder if my father became agitated because he did not know our destination,
which then forced him into a role—the role of sympathizer and comforter—that
he was not used to assuming. In my own case, I knew the desert behind the hotel
in Torrey, but what I did not appreciate as I listened to my kids complain about the
water, and the strange smells, and “the pokey grass” that made their legs itch, was
that my assessment, although correct (it was safe), was sort of beside the point.
The kids (and Kim, much to her dismay) were more interested in the specifics and
the challenges of the moment, regardless of whatever may or may not lie ahead. I
probably could have done more to prepare them for the obstacles they would face,
but I just didn’t think it mattered. After all, getting wet and dirty were just natural
parts of, well, going into nature. But it does matter. I see that now, too.
Kim and the kids finally crossed the small spring that ran through the marsh,
and when they emerged on the other side, their shoes and socks were still wet and
black with mud, and the kids’ legs were red and lined with small scratches. But at
least now we were together and could continue on to the arroyo and the open desert
that glowed softly in the late day sun beyond it. A cool breeze that smelled of sand
and rock and dry grass blew from the west, and as we walked to a small rise above
the marsh, the breeze carried away the dust from our footsteps. Again I very quickly
found myself ahead of Kim and the kids, and I would have kept going had they not
called me back so that I could see a black-tailed jack rabbit they had found.
“Is it dead?” I asked, knowing that a living jack rabbit would have bolted at the
first sight of a human.
“No,” Wilder said as he, Kim and Greer looked down at the rabbit.
“Okay, but don’t get too close,” I said as my pace quickened.
The rabbit might have been one year old and had much darker fur than the adults
I had seen in the area. It was black with tawny hairs dispersed throughout its fur,
and it sat in a tight ball with its ears down next to two black lava rocks that weren’t
much bigger than it. Rabbits discriminate between different wave-lengths of light,
which they perceive as different colors, so it is likely that the rabbit intentionally
positioned itself near the similarly colored rocks in an effort to encrypt itself in the
landscape and avoid predation. But the rabbit was clearly struggling. Encryption or
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no encryption, it was out in the open, under the sun, and it didn’t budge even though
my kids walked within five feet of it.
“Look! There’s another rabbit!” Wilder said, pointing to a large black tail about
fifty yards away. The females are much larger than the males, and this rabbit sat at
least fifteen inches high, so I wondered if maybe it was the mother of this little rabbit
and had bolted at our approach.
“Good eyes, Wilder,” I said, trying to focus on the positive.
“Is that the mama rabbit?” Greer asked, looking up at me, squinting one eye, and
tilting her little sun-browned face into the sun.
“It’s possible, but I’m not sure.” I cupped the back of her head with my hand.
“I think it is,” she said.
I nodded and smiled and asked her and Wilder if they were ready to get going.
“We still have a lot of exploring to do,” I said, and then I glanced at Kim, caught her
eye, and motioned away from the rabbit.
“Let’s get going, kiddos,” Kim said as she rounded up the kids and gently guided
them in the direction of the arroyo.
“Do you think the rabbit’s going to be okay?” Greer asked.
Both she and Wilder were now looking at us, waiting for an answer. Kim and I
looked at each other, and she looked at me like, Do you want to handle this, Mr. Nature
Man? And then I looked at her like, You know, I’ll probably mess it up and say something
we’ll both regret. Why don’t go ahead and take this one? And then Kim folded her arms,
cocked her head, and made a funny little frown that meant, Thanks for nothing. Then I
grinned and motioned toward the kids, as if to say, They’re waiting.
“Well, I do know that the rabbit will feel a lot better once we’re gone.” And it
was true, the rabbit would feel better when we were gone. I’ve got to hand it to
Kim, she’s a real pro when it comes to diplomacy with the children.
For all their energy and curiosity, most eight and six-year-olds don’t last long
out in the desert in the middle of the day, and Greer and Wilder are no different.
Kim and I have therefore learned to return from our outings long before the kids
get tired. So after thirty minutes of wandering around and exploring, we told the
kids they had five more minutes before we were going to head back to the hotel
and get cleaned up for dinner. Later, when we came to the area where we had seen
the rabbit, I cut across country hoping the kids would forget about it and we could
get back to the hotel, a shower, dinner, and bed that much sooner. Greer and Kim
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followed my lead, and Wilder did, too, but at that critical moment between my
route and the route back to the rabbit, Wilder said he wanted to go find the rabbit.
“Okay,” I said, “We’ll walk slowly; catch up when you’re done,” which seemed like
a compromise. I wanted him to do what he wanted and to have his adventure, but I
also knew that if we all went back over there, it would put an additional five or more
minutes between me and a cold beer.
Luckily, Kim and Greer kept going while Wilder and I talked. He said “okay”
and he went his way and I went mine. Of course I would never let Wilder out of
my sight, so even though our paths had diverged, I saw his every move and quickly
realized he was looking for the rabbit in the wrong area. I called to him and,
pointing, told him he had to come this way if he wanted to find the rabbit. When he
couldn’t find it right away, he started to wander around aimlessly, which again was
adding more time to our outing, so I backtracked and then walked toward the place
where we had seen the rabbit, talking to Wilder as I went. “The rabbit’s over here,” I
said, pointing to the general area.
I crossed a depression of stiff yellow grass and then climbed a small rise. Once
there, I looked for the seep and the black rocks that the rabbit had tried to become,
and I saw the seep and the rocks, but no rabbit. Wilder was still a several yards away,
searching without success, and I figured that was fine for the moment because if the
rabbit had wandered off, Wilder’s distance away would buy me time to find it. I
walked down the rise and as I neared the rocks, I began to see clumps of fur scattered
about the area and not far from them I found what was left of the rabbit.
“Oh no!” I said.
I’m not usually one to overreact to death in nature, but the scene was so violent,
I couldn’t catch myself. Judging by the freshness of the blood and the remains,
whatever had killed the rabbit had done it only minutes ago. All that was left of the
rabbit were its two front legs—it was like they had been snipped off with scissors—
and hind quarters from about the waist down. No viscera, no head, no bones or
spine, nothing.
“What’s wrong?” Wilder asked as he came toward me. “What is it?”
I looked to Kim, but she and Greer were almost at the marsh. I was going to
have to field this one on my own. It seems silly now, but I tried to down-play what
had happened, as if it were no big deal. But it was a big deal. Anyone could see that,
and there I was, trying to convince Wilder—and myself?—otherwise.
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“Looks like something ate our rabbit for lunch,” I said, simultaneously putting
my hand on Wilder’s shoulder and wishing like hell that I would have thought of
something better to say. But what, exactly, would that be? I admit that I am not
always the best judge of what my kids do and do not understand, so when Wilder
turned to go without saying a word, I didn’t stop him. I assumed that he was
unaffected, which I now realize was a bad assumption. How could he not have been
affected? I sure wasn’t taking it lightly. Less than an hour earlier the rabbit was
a living and breathing animal. Now that living and breathing animal lay in bloody
pieces at our feet.
My inability to say anything useful to Wilder had a lot to do with my own
inexperience communicating with children, but it wasn’t just that. It also had to
do with the fact that I couldn’t figure what had happened, and if I didn’t know, how
could I possibly explain it to him? None of it made any sense, and I do not mean
existentially, although that was part of it. I mean that the physical details just didn’t
add up. For one thing, there wasn’t a single animal track in the damp soil where I
found the rabbit, and that was troubling, because whatever animal had the power
to do what had been done to this rabbit would have surely left some clue as to its
identity. Even a large raptor would have left behind talon marks as it went about the
violent business of dismembering its prey. But that’s the other thing: Why tear apart
the rabbit in the first place? A quick bite to the head, or piercing the vital organs as
in the case of a raptor, would have done the job. It would also seem that an animal
large enough to kill the rabbit would have been able to carry off the entire body. But
this predator left behind a significant chunk of meat and the rabbit’s front paws.
In terms of what they will eat, coyotes and foxes aren’t picky. They will eat the
entire animal, from nose to tail. Life in the wild is unpredictable, and animals don’t
know when they will get another chance to eat, so the idea that a fox or coyote killed
the rabbit and then left behind the rabbit’s hind quarters and paws just doesn’t ring
true. Unlike coyotes and foxes, which both have very powerful jaws and can easily
crush bones such as those found in rabbit’s feet, hawks are more limited in terms of
what they can ingest. While it’s true that hawks can swallow small prey whole, when
taking larger prey they likely focus instead on the abundant supply of meat and leave
the less palatable parts of their prey to the coyotes and other scavengers. That the
rabbit’s front paws appeared to have been snipped off also points to a raptor, whose
beak is both powerful and razor sharp.
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But one problem still remained: the absence of tracks. A red fox can weigh
between seven to twenty-four pounds, and a coyote can weigh up to fifty pounds or
more. Both animals weigh enough to have left a good impression in the damp soil.
The absence of any sign of the hawk has less to do with its weight (although a red
tail hawk, for example, can weigh over two pounds) and more to do with the shape,
sharpness, and piercing quality of its talons, which would have left multiple gouges in
the soft earth.
Inconclusive evidence aside, one thing I came to know very quickly was that
my son was deeply troubled by the rabbit’s death. Wilder had run and caught up
with Kim and Greer while I stayed back and tried to figure out what had happened.
I was in the throes of a natural mystery; I was disturbed by what I knew and
intoxicated and baffled by what I didn’t. In an excited voice I called ahead to Kim
and commented on the rabbit’s condition, how strange it all was, and how she should
really come back and check out what I had seen. She and Wilder were walking
together, and he had his head down. She was talking to him quietly. When I finally
caught up to them, I looked at Wilder and whatever excitement I felt vanished. His
face was flushed and tears had cut paths down his cheeks, which is when it all came
back to me in a painful rush and I wished I had protected him from the sight of the
rabbit.
Whatever Kim said helped Wilder to calm down. I should have left well enough
alone, but this was an experience that he and I had shared, wasn’t it? Kim hadn’t
seen what we had seen, so wouldn’t I be in a better position to help him interpret the
experience and work through his feelings? Wasn’t it my responsibility as his father
to teach him about blood work and explain to him why things die? I thought, I will
have my say. Then I took a deep breath and opened my mouth to tell him what I knew,
what his mother could not possibly know, and to explain why such things happen, but
I could not think of a single word to say.
I think of the silent man, the man of few words, the man who knows much and
says little, the dormant man who moves through a brutal world known only to him
and to other men like him, who themselves have perfected the art of silence when
it comes to explaining death to an eight-year-old boy. My own silence did not stem
from my selfish need to avoid an uncomfortable moment with my son, nor was it
necessarily because I wished to spare him from the strange and troubling nature of
the world. No, if I had had an answer, if there were an answer, I would have risked
our happiness and given it to him.
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Interrobang

Moneta Goldsmith
Interrobang*
Hey mountain!?
I see you looking all good up there reaching
for the sky, all trying to be infinite.
Hey mountain!?
I like the way you flirt with the clouds
like they owe you something
        (mmm yeah, you a cock-tease, mountain).
Hey mountain!?
You make me want to invent a .99 Cent app
that lets me lop off the top of your head
so I can play etch-a-sketch with your vegetation.  
You make me want to sing Wander Vogel songs, mountain.
Hey mountain!?
You look like a serious speech
I am afraid to interrupt.
You look like a conversation
I meant to have like eight years ago
       (you can be a pain in the ass, mountain).
Hey mountain!?
I see you curl up all into yourself
when no one’s watching,
you look like sleeping dinosaurs, yo.
Hey mountain!?
Your summit looks like a halo
in the shape of a Frisbee, I am not catching
what you’re not throwing down
(you’re the firmament’s bitch, huh mountain?)
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Hey mountain!?
I like the way you stare down
the measly limits of gravity—
like some kind of punctuation
(yeah, you a poetry-junky mountain).
Hey mountain!?
I want to open an art gallery in your deepest, darkest forest,
and decorate its walls with smart-phones,
their screens all set to pictures of the Himalayas
and of Mt. Everest, and of other more impressive mountains!?
Hey mountain!?
I love the way you let yourself go
      (mmm yeah, you an eroding mountain).
You make me want to erode too, mountain.
You make me want to stand on your chest until you apologize, mountain
(until I prove you wrong).
*Interrobang: the form of punctuation that marries an exclamation point with a question
mark, often used with some combination of mock-surprise and/or rhetorical misunderstanding.
*This is not to be confused with what happens when you interrupt someone while they are
having sex with you to ask them a question – ‘Why are you having sex with me?’ for instance.
Although this usage is perhaps a more phonetically accurate definition of the term.
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Drive-By
Liz Clift

Sometimes I think of the boy I knew
who played basketball on crumbling courts
patterned by Bermuda grass and the blue
and green crystals of broken glass. I can almost
hear the steady thunk-thunk of the ball, worn smooth,
against asphalt and the clang of it hitting the rim,
the distinctive lack of swish because no net
had hung on that hoop in years. I can almost
smell the dead-fish smell of the Bradford pears,
that marks spring in the South, feel the fine
coat of humidity against my skin, see the bodies
crushing brown on browner on brownest,
the way none of our bodies fit in
with the Crayola color palette. I see the boy
I knew arcing up for a dunk, or perhaps
standing at the free-throw line, sweat sliding
down his back and off his chin. I think about the car,
which can be any color and any make I want,
because I never learned those details, the way
it slowed, the way the window came down—
the front passenger? The back driver’s side?—
and three flashes and boys hitting the pavement
and the boy I knew falling too and when
tires squeal away, the boys standing
only not the boy I knew. Sometimes I think
of how I never attended his funeral, because
we weren’t friends, just classmates. I wonder
from time to time, how long before he coded,
and if the ambulance came with sirens on
to that neighborhood that heard sirens too often.
Maybe it was raining that day, and maybe
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it was fall. But what I remember,
more than a decade later, is a topaz sky,
the way the possibility of summer freedom
saturated the hallways, the clang of lockers,
and the girl with the streaming mascara
who walked out of my first period Spanish class,
the sound of her green boots tapping
down the hallway.
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May

Trina Burke
Drought-blighted dogwood, I forgot your blossom
could not call up your name, had to hang on to the nagging feeling
that I knew you from somewhere and the suspicion that that place
might be of my own imagining. But there you were, presenting
tangible evidence, every bract a madeleine memento of other species
of you. I plucked what loved me not, a petal reminiscence of pillow
fights that never happened. With every breeze you shed sheaves
of wist. I promise to rake them up, if you would just tell me true things,
manufacture for me a history. Even one moment that might explain
how the blush of your buckling flower can unravel me,
remind me to seek shade on the sunniest of days.
Star jasmine and honeysuckle battle for purchase, dominion
over the chain links lining the alley, and this season is an embarrassment
of scent, blowing its wad in weeks. The sweetness must sustain us.
the front yard gardens fill the absence with color in other months.
The relentless abundance threatens to overwhelm the senses. I will
find a sun spot like a cat and nap. I will refuse to acknowledge
the advantages of the out-of-doors to dream of snowdrifts, wet boots,
frostbite. There are no sidewalks in this neighborhood,
so the neighbors walk in the street to church. A little girl
scuffs her patent leather on the curb and her mother stops to scold her.
I never hear them singing hymns, but I think they do just the same.
There are many ways a man could die and that makes me think
of the rutting of bighorn sheep, the loud battery that precedes it.
But I guess nothing ever ends in spring. I ask whether the day is warm,
place his hand on my forehead where the sweat threatens to bind
the cup of his palm to me. I would never ask anyone to fight. No one
can accuse me of being that kind of shit-starter. Not for my fingers,
the stars of Orion’s belt. I spit my passion at a fence post a while back
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and it’s long since run down to the dirt. I’ll happily spend
an hour watching a black fly buzz up against the window screen,
but I won’t say that I’m not angry—because I am. If I could lay
waste to the new green grasses as far as the horizon.
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Shimmer

Hall Jameson
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Speak No Evil
Mary Carpenter

Part I – Winter 1974, Boston
At the end of a therapy session, Dr. R asks me to fill out a questionnaire
“for her.” Aiming to please but slightly annoyed because I don’t have much time, I
sit in the waiting area and begin. All the questions concern God: “I feel/do not feel
close to God because?” and “I think that God wants/does not want me to be good
because?” I suspect the questionnaire of being a sneaky psychological test assessing
my resistance to something: to God? to therapy? Because I don’t believe in God, I
answer “no” and “not applicable,” but these answers make me feel like I’m falling into
the trap. I emerge into the snowy early morning darkness of Commonwealth Avenue
and forget about the questionnaire for years.
Part II – Winter, 1978, Boston
As we’re leaving my friends’ apartment to see the new Vietnam movie, The Deer
Hunter, the phone rings. It’s my mother telling me Grannie has died. No need to
change our movie plans, I signal to my friends. Mummy has always criticized her
mother, and once Grannie found God, she is the person my mother seems most
to disdain and despise. Mummy’s views seep into me, though I work hard to steel
myself against them and her. “Do you think, possibly, could I come to the funeral?”
I ask my mother on the phone, surprised at myself. In our family, questions and
requests are forbidden, and flying to Florida from Boston is extravagant by my
Quaker mother’s standards. “Why, yes,” she answers, sounding as surprised as me.
Lights out, “The Deer Hunter” begins. My friends were in grainy Western
Pennsylvania, then Vietnam. But my mind fills with Grannie’s world, brilliantly
sunny Palm Beach, Florida of the 50s and 60s, and with images of Grannie,
a beautiful, poorly-educated woman with a syrupy acquired southern accent
and naturally engaging eyes, an unabashed social climber and, at the end, a
Fundamentalist Christian. Thirty-five years later when I see The Deer Hunter, a
second time, it looks like a dimly-remembered dream. By then my view of Grannie
has been revised – by psychoanalysts, by my mother’s death and by time.

73

Part III – Early 1950s to early 1970s, Palm Beach.
Every spring vacation Grannie waits at the Palm Beach airport as my mother
descends with me and my younger brother and sister onto hot, black tarmac. Palm
fronds shimmer green, and warm, humid air envelops us. My hair escapes its heavy
red plastic band and frizzes off my forehead, enraging my mother: it’s like my father’s
hair, unacceptable. From across the terminal, I see my willowy grandmother with
her impossibly wide red-lipsticked smile and hear her trilled “Come to Grannie!” As
her long, bare arms engulf me in clouds of Chloe perfume, I cringe and wriggle to
escape.
Soon, we are heading across Lake Worth in Grannie’s stifling Buick, impatient,
hoping the drawbridge won’t open to trap us and make us wait. At Grannie’s house,
a modest rambler on a street of simple, pastel-colored houses, I go barefoot on the
Florida grass, unnaturally bright green and sharp against my tender winter feet. Ola,
who has been Grannie’s servant and companion since before I was born, emerges
from the darkened garage where she makes fresh mango ice cream and does the
laundry. (Because Grannie has a servant and resides in fancy Palm Beach, I don’t
realize that she survives on a tight budget; as she gets older, Grannie turns to others,
mainly my father – by then her ex-son-in-law– to help with expenses and pay her
taxes. My mother must have refused.)
Ola also tries to hug me. But in my family we barely touch each other except
for punishments, and our servants, black like Ola, never hug us. Grannie’s laconic
husband Clark emerges for a perfunctory mumbled hello, and we shake hands and
sit for a minute at their small kitchen table to be polite. Next to the salt and pepper
shakers is a connected row of brass monkeys, heavy and cold, about four inches long.
Each year Grannie reminds us of their message: “See no evil, Hear no evil, Speak no
evil.” I have been taught to speak about almost nothing at all.
Back in the Buick, we head for Grannie’s beach club and race into the ocean, the
gentle waves cleansing us, salting tiny cracks in our winter goosebumped skin. We
stretch like cats on our stomachs in the sun-warmed sand.
•••
Grannie doesn’t “find God” until after my parent’s divorce and I’m in high
school. None of my friends, nor most of Grannie’s, can believe it when she becomes
what we call a “Jesus Freak,” a Holy Roller, saved-and-born-again. In a family that
doesn’t spend much time together or talk much about loss, I haven’t paid attention to
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Grannie’s story: her husband Clark has died, which I don’t learn about for months,
leaving Grannie alone, and her emphysema has worsened. When she is hospitalized,
she has one regular visitor, Madge. Ma-a-adge, as both Madge and Grannie intone
it in the southern way, appears at Grannie’s bedside least once a day, while our
family doesn’t come until months later at vacation time. Madge converts Grannie
and becomes her closest friend. Now each year when we arrive, Madge is there in
Grannie’s kitchen with her grating voice and her banana bread, each year telling us,
“this is my own fresh-baked banana bread,” as if we haven’t heard that exact sentence
over and over. None of us likes banana bread, and soon we dislike bananas. Maaadge
has stolen my grandmother.
“May the Lord be with you!” Grannie now shouts her blessings everywhere, across
grocery store parking lots, across Palm Beach’s designer shopping street, Worth
Avenue, and across the pristine white sands of the beach club. “BlessYou,” and, “God
BlessYou,” she sings to the parade of friends and acquaintances trooping through her
small kitchen, to her postman and her hairdresser, to the waitresses at Hamburger
Heaven, and to us every time we encounter her. I ridicule her to my friends until I
find out they are amused but also curious about her conversion. Then I pour out my
Grannie stories, breaking all strictures of privacy and kindness.
One day waiting with Grannie and others for valet parkers to bring our cars,
I am babbling away when I feel a sudden jab in my ribs and let out a scream. My
elegant grandmother has clipped me hard with her elbow. Grannie says loudly:
“Do not take OUR Lord’s name in vain!” A “God” must have slipped into my
conversation. As Grannie’s car appears, the parking valets joke quietly, “Here comes
the king” -- “THE KING” being inscribed on Grannie’s license plates. (Are they
thinking of God? Maybe Elvis?)
In my most popular story, Grannie goes with her church group to a Holy Roller
revival meeting in New York’s Shea Stadium. They take a large chartered bus from
Florida to Long Island, more than 20 hours on the road each way. Grannie never
contacts my mother who lives practically within sight of Shea Stadium. When my
friends protest to Grannie, not believing that she could have rolled on the ground of
a baseball stadium in her immaculately ironed linen sheaths and high heels alongside
thousands of people, Grannie explains: “Billy asked us to.”
The Reverend Billy Graham has a large following among the Palm Beach elderly,
mostly ladies and most very wealthy. They hold Bible class once or twice a week
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at different houses. When the meeting is at Grannie’s, she and Ola serve cranberry
juice and chocolate chip cookies, while the limousines wait out front, arousing the
gossipy neighbors. Billy Graham sometimes attends, and there’s a large signed photo
of him and Grannie standing together beside the large wooden pulpit that now lodges
permanently in one corner of her screened-in loggia.
•••
My friends like coming over to Grannie’s house to talk about her religion, and
she adores having visitors, especially males around whom she is an irrepressible flirt.
She doesn’t seem to mind our amusement at her beliefs. One friend has taken a
high-school course on the Bible-as-history and he tells Grannie that Biblical miracles
have rational explanations, that God’s parting of the seas for Moses to lead the
Israelites out of Egypt was probably just “wind tides,” a common occurrence in those
waters. Grannie gives him her sad smile reserved for the unsaved, including me. “The
difference between you and me is that I believe and you do not,” she tells us. “If I am
wrong, I have nothing to lose. But if I’m right, when Judgment Day comes, I will go
to heaven to be with God.” Sounding a tad mean-spirited, she adds, “And YOUUU
will go to the lake of fire and brimstone in Hell.”
A Christian song becomes popular on AM radio with the verse, “Put your hands
in the hand of the Man who stilled the waters,” and my friends buy the 45 and leave
it on Grannie’s doorknob. I ask Grannie if she got it, and when she says her religion
forbids listening to non-religious music, I try singing the words for her. She shrugs,
not smiling, but not annoyed. For years afterwards, when Grannie’s name comes up,
we burst into that song laughing, “…the man who ca-almed the seas.”
But we don’t laugh at how much Billy Graham guides the political beliefs of
his followers: Nixon can do no wrong. At any mention of Vietnam, Grannie chants
almost mechanically, “there will always be wars and rumors of wars” (“And you shall
hear of wars and rumors of wars,” Matthew 24:6). I march against the war, have friends
who’ve been killed and am upset at Grannie’s chant. But my friends and I are most
distraught about Billy Graham’s influence on one of his wealthiest Palm Beach
followers, whose son is our friend and who, when her son falls apart at college, sends
him to a Christian “facility.” We don’t hear from him again.
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•••

Among my mother’s constant criticisms of her friends, my friends, our
neighbors, servants and extended family, Grannie is the most ridiculed by her. I
learn early on to be polite but keep my distance with everyone. Not only do I evade
Grannie’s welcoming hugs, but I sneer at her gifts of porcelain animals and Indian
dolls dressed in soft beaded leather, bought on road trips with her husband as far
away as Alaska. I’m embarrassed to wear the cable-stitched sweaters she knits in
delicate wool, navy blue, pale peach and white, with tiny pearl buttons shaped like
bunnies and kittens with colorful eyes. The dolls and animals are quickly discarded,
and by the time I’m old enough to appreciate them, the sweaters are gone as well.
After Grannie’s conversion, whatever slights my mother has doled out before,
she now becomes indignant at Grannie’s every utterance. If Grannie answers a
stray question with something like, “The Lord is my God,” my mother snarls at her.
“Really Mother!” Mummy is proud of her education and intellect, often speaking
about how at age 16 she was accepted at Wellesley College and got her degree in
creative writing– for which she wrote a novel, though I never saw it. She reads the
Existentialists and every morning pours over the New York Times, every section
from Arts to Business. I struggle to understand how Grannie, belonging to my
intellectually snobby family, can believe in, “every word of the Lord,” when many of
those words contradict reason, history, and science. But Grannie didn’t finish high
school, and the only books in her house are piles of phone directories, until Bibles
sprout up all over. The only newspaper-like material Grannie reads is the “Shiny
Sheet,” a slick photo-filled tabloid of gossip about wealthy people, their houses,
their parties– and on duller days, their arrivals and departures from the Palm Beach
airport. (After the paper’s “columnist” comes to drop something off in an apartment,
where my friends and I are in the midst of a pot-laced meal and can’t stop giggling,
she writes about “the younger set’s lively spaghetti dinner.”)
Grannie’s signature loud trills make my mother groan with embarrassment.
When we arrive at friends’ houses, Grannie sashays through their front doors with
a high soprano, “Yoo-hoo, anyone home? Yoo-hoooooo?” When Grannie’s postman
calls loudly from her kitchen with news from her postcards– “Lydie’s not well,”
“your grandson has…” – Grannie, still in her dressing gown, hollers back to thank
him or ask about the weather. By contrast, my mother forbids raised voices in our
vast Delaware house. Locating someone, even for something important, like a long
distance phone call, requires searching silently from room to room, floor to floor.
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•••

To be fair to my mother, Grannie abandoned her over and over throughout her
childhood. When Grannie’s first husband, a telephone operator, took off around the
time of my mother’s birth, she deposited her new baby on a lower Delaware farm
for seven years with grandparents. My mother came to love these grandparents,
whom she called Momma and Poppa, and often spoke fondly of them to me. When
Grannie returned with a rigidly Quaker new husband, they wrenched my mother
away from both farm and grandparents and moved her to a new life in the city. Again
when Mummy was in high school, Grannie left, moving to Florida, “for her health”
following a collapsed lung from tuberculosis.Grannie must have struggled as well
during those years– getting knocked up by the local telephone operator in a small,
rural town in the 1920s, being abandoned with an infant, then marrying a strict
husband who rarely spoke to anyone much less to Grannie, who loved people.
			
Part III – 1962, Ethel Walkers School, Simsbury, Connecticut
We will discuss the New Testament, and on the tenth Sunday you will be confirmed in the
eyes of God
-My Confirmation teacher
When I’m in tenth grade, just before Grannie’s conversion, I signed up for
Confirmation classes without telling my parents. Although I’ve never believed in
God, I hope that I will learn of His existence, and then He will help me. In particular
I hope He will stave off my loneliness, which is at its worst in boarding school, not
unlike my early longings for a twin sister. After I am confirmed, for a few Sundays
I go to church and pray earnestly to God for better grades, closer friends and more
time away from school (we are permitted to leave campus only three weekends each
year). I’ve proved my allegiance by getting confirmed and believe that my prayers
should be answered. Nothing changes. I feel let down and cease all religious efforts:
no more church, and no more thinking about God. So when Grannie becomes saved
and born again, I am armed with cynicism and disbelief.
But Grannie is the one person who makes boarding school bearable. She sends
frequent packages: enormous cans of pistachio nuts, an exotic treat many of us
have never seen before; and cans of her chocolate chip cookies, each one wrapped
in waxed paper so as not to break – more delicious food than we ever get at one
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time. Word spreads fast at school and each package is consumed in a matter of
hours. In Grannie’s letters, written with unusual green or red ink, or when I visit,
she asks gentle questions about my life and friends. And she continues to attempt
her enveloping hugs. Besides not hugging, my mother doesn’t ask about my life or
friends. When I’m at boarding school, Mummy sends nothing, visits rarely, limits
phone calls to once a month or less, and brooks no complaining about the school.
For Wellesley College, Mummy doesn’t come with me to my interview and once I’m
accepted, doesn’t drive me there or ever visit.
Mummy never mentions Grannie’s siblings, so I have no idea they exist until I’m
in my mid-20s and I visit Grannie once by myself. She takes me to see her brother Ed
in a nearby hospital, and they talk about their sister Lydie Lou. I picture my mother
cringing at these hick country names. Even as I become more critical of my mother,
though, I never question her condemnation of Grannie. And when my feelings
about Grannie finally begin to change, it takes decades longer for me to consider
Grannie’s late-life embrace of Fundamentalist Christian religion through anything but
Mummy’s condemning eyes.
•••
As Grannie gets older, her lung problems keep her awake and coughing late into
the night. She spends hours on the phone, talking mostly to information operators
in Miami, which she pronounces “Miama.” She learns their names, discusses their
children and their illnesses, and mails them chocolate chip cookies. I marry at age
19 briefly, like Grannie did. My husband adores my grandmother, whom he calls
“Grannie,” and loves gossiping with her on our vacations there – breaking the ice
for me. Now when Grannie waits up for us very late– until 3, 4, 5 a.m. – and then
yoo-hoos to “Come sit for a while with Grannie,” I ignore my mother’s criticisms as
well as her taboo against name-dropping. I embellish my nightly escapades with tales
of wealthy or well-known people I’ve seen only from far across a barroom, down a
street, or not at all. I elaborate and dramatize the love stories of my friends, happy
that Grannie knows and likes them.
One night I become tired of a long, raucous party and begin walking the mile
or so back to Grannie’s house alone along the ocean. The low, full moon casts pale
beams across the calm, silent water. Suddenly I hear a loudspeaker voice and notice
swirling blue lights behind me. It’s a cop, cops being alternately hated and feared by
my generation. Walking the streets at night, he tells me, is forbidden in the carefully
cossetted community of early-1970s Palm Beach.
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The officer instructs me to get in and drives me the few remaining blocks to
Grannie’s house, where he keeps the lights swirling for the entire time it takes him
to walk me inside and speak to Grannie. Along with many Palm Beach policemen,
the officer knows my grandmother from the many times she’s been stopped for
driving too slowly. Each time she protests, “I was only praying to our Lord,” but she
has received many tickets. When the policeman finally leaves, at the point where
Mummy would have lambasted me and then refused to speak to me for days, Grannie
smiles happily, “Sooooo?” I add extra juicy details for her neighbors, sure to be nosing
around in the morning. When my husband returns, Grannie gets me to tell the story
again.
•••
After she is saved and born again, Grannie’s life changes dramatically. She cuts
off most of her lifelong friend, never again joining them for afternoon Canasta or
Bridge as card games are forbidden by her religion. Grannie also leaves Bethesda-bythe-Sea, her beautiful old Episcopalian church nearby with stained glass and spires
attended by her old friends. The new church, about 20 miles north of Palm Beach, is
a squat modern building with low ceilings and aquamarine carpeting.
Visiting Grannie with my mother one night, after dinner, I am reading in my
room when what sounds like repeated retching comes from the adjoining bathroom.
I peer around the door to find Grannie pouring into the toilet noisily, one by one,
several dozen liquor bottles, which she has carried at great effort from the kitchen
bar. I suspect Grannie of making a heavy-handed point about her virtuous religion
and joke with my friends, lamenting the waste. Decades later though, when my
mother begins hiding vodka bottles under her bed and becomes a public drunk, I
wonder if Grannie had been more on the ball than I’d realized.
Even when saved, Grannie still calls loudly for “Ooo-laaaa!” from wherever in
the house she happens to be, to pull up her zippers or prepare grapefruit halves by
slicing the little chunks out of their compartments. Ola arrives panting slightly, her
hips rocking from arthritis, with a little exaggeration as though she’s been hurrying,
to please Grannie. But in Bible class and elsewhere, Grannie and Ola proselytize side
by side. After my mother’s death, about twenty years after Grannie’s, I visit one last
time with Ola, who gets right to work proselytizing my toddler sons. By then in her
nineties and appearing practically unchanged, Ola has become the doyenne of five
generations of her family: “we were all teenage mothers,” she says – having that in
common with Grannie.
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Part IV– 2003, Washington D.C.
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name… For Thou art the Kingdom and the
Power and the Glory…
-The Lord’s Prayer
				
In my 40s, I write a children’s biography of Temple Grandin, during which I
encounter Grandin’s exceptional visual abilities related to her diagnosis of autism.
When Temple as a little girl found it impossible to understand, much less memorize,
the Lord’s Prayer, she created mental images: for example, for the “power and the
glory” an electrical tower with lights represented the power; and a brightly-colored
rainbow the glory. Afterwards hearing the Lord’s Prayer, I think of these images and
of a little girl struggling to understand God– Temple, and also me.
Around the DC region, I lead creative writing workshops at programs for
adults, mental patients, prisoners, and other groups including psychoanalysts. In
a short stint editing the psychoanalysts’ journal, I come upon a paper about doing
therapy with Fundamentalist Christians. I’m curious how the paper’s author, a
woman analyst and pastor whom I know to be wry and insightful, views these people
I’ve considered fanatics and freaks. The patients she describes are educated, even
sophisticated– enough to seek analytic help– yet they believe their lives are guided by
God.
About halfway through the paper, I am unsettled to read a quote from my
former therapist Dr. R, whom I haven’t thought much about for decades. About
ten years after I left Dr. R, I learned that she had written a book, “The Birth of the
Living God.” I bought it, but the book looked technical and dense, and I was busy
and distracted -- moving to Europe for my new husband’s job, freelancing, having
kids. I put it aside. Seeing the book mentioned now, I remember the annoying
questionnaire and have a new suspicion: maybe it was not related to my therapy at all,
but was merely helping with Dr. R’s research. If so, did her request take advantage
of me? I never received explanation or feedback from the questionnaire, but I’d
been too much of a “good girl” to ask about it -- probably part of the reason I needed
therapy in the first place.
When I take another stab at Dr. R’s book, I find that the questionnaire is the basis
for Dr. R’s life work, which involves studying an array of religious beliefs including
Fundamentalist Christianity. In the book, I reread the questionnaire and am again
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annoyed that I spent time on something that didn’t apply to me at all.
I also discover a second part of the questionnaire, which I’d forgotten, about
family– including questions like, “whom do I like most?” “admire most?” to which
I gave answers unsettlingly similar to those for the God questions: “no one” or “not
applicable.” By this point, both my mother and father have died.
I have always imagined Grannie’s God as one who loves His followers and
forgives their sins: Grannie told me that a murderer, once saved and born again,
has his crime expunged, his record cleaned. In my mind, Grannie’s God also holds
followers to strict rules and severely punishes those who stray. To me, He sounds
manipulative– on the one hand loving and forgiving, on the other angry and
demanding total allegiance. Her God makes hard bargains, provides few rewards, and
sometimes gives nothing or even takes away.
In her book, Dr. R concludes that people imagine God differently depending
on their early experiences with their parents. Reading the book, it dawns on me
slowly: my image of Grannie’s God is close to the ones I have of my mother, a queen
of manipulation, and of my father, a successful defense lawyer. At home rarely, Daddy
conducted family discussions about everything from abortion to bedtime until he
became impatient and went for the jugular. On any topic remotely related to race,
he defended Charles Murray’s theory of inherent intellectual differences. (Other
times, he caved abruptly, as when my little brother pointed out the hypocrisy of our
parents dropping us off at Sunday school without going to church themselves: we
never went again.) My father had little sympathy for family members’ difficulties:
when one of us who struggled with mental illness misplaced a rented video, Daddy
muttered angrily, “He is incredibly stupid.” Years after taking and resenting Dr. R’s
questionnaire, I recognize my image of God: derived from my understanding of
Grannie’s God as well as from my experiences of my parents’ behavior – an image I
had never considered “mine” but one that had wormed its way into my psyche. Seeing
the questionnaire in this light becomes a helpful exercise; after almost 40 years, I
forgive Dr. R.
In her book, Dr. R divides people into four categories, for each one providing a
case study and a drawing that portrays that subject’s idea of God. As I begin to see the
parallels, I think about my father appearing infrequently and then often angrily, and
wonder if his behavior made it hard for me to believe in a God who was ever present
and ever loving. And my mother, discouraging me from getting close to anyone
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while keeping her own distance from me, may have added to my difficulty believing
in spiritual connections.
Cherry-picking through complex psychoanalytic theory is risky, as it is with
fortune-telling. But generally I place myself in Dr. R’s category #3: “Amazed,
angered or quietly surprised to see others interested in a God.” Loosely, Dr. R traces
this category of beliefs to an unmothering mother and an emotionally unreliable
father, one who flips quickly from charming and intellectual to terrifying and angry.
The chapter on Category #3, titled “God, the Enigma,” describes people who wish to
avoid the God they imagine, and that avoidance keeps them in limbo about whether
and how to believe. The accompanying drawing is a childish rendition of a man’s face
sporting a full beard with the penciled caption: “this represents my image of God –
Extremely Wise – but sad at men’s inhumanity to man – also patient and sensitive to
suffering of mankind.” According to Dr. R, “He drew a man very similar to his father
but attributed to God a wisdom and kindness that are totally foreign to his father.”
The patient’s image of God is “colored by his wish that God could be that way.”
As for Grannie, Dr. R contends that throughout one’s life, God is “always
potentially available” for further acceptance or rejection…for love, cold disdain,
mistreatment, fear, hatred…With aging, the question of the existence of God
becomes a personal matter to be faced or avoided.” Feeling alone and sick near the
end of her life, Grannie’s new-found faith becomes more understandable to me. Dr.
R writes, “For most people the occasion for deciding on the final representation of
their God comes in contemplating their own impending death.”
Part V 1990s, Delaware
I baptize you in the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.
-Episcopalian Baptism Service
			
Years before these revelations about “my God,” I arrange for my sons to be
christened, despite the hard work of convincing my half-Jewish husband and then of
traveling from Belgium where we live to my childhood church in Delaware. Mostly,
I believe that having been baptized might be useful for them, as it was for me when I
wanted to be confirmed. But also, like Grannie’s just-in-case thinking, I don’t want
to have destroyed my kids’ chances at heaven before they’re old enough to decide for
themselves.
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Part VI January 1973-May 1976, Boston
In January 1973, I want to return to Wellesley, having transferred a year
earlier to Connecticut College (both colleges belonging to a 12-college exchange
system) because my naval officer first husband was stationed at the nearby Groton
submarine base. Overwhelmed by marriage and loneliness in a place where I knew
no one, I fell apart, dropped out, and worked as a secretary until the Navy stint was
done. But because “dropping out for emotional reasons” is uncommon in the early
1970s, the Wellesley dean warns me that I have “one more chance” to finish there.
Panicked, I go to the college infirmary and am referred to Dr. R.
At first my weekly appointments are cumbersome and uncomfortable, involving
a 30-minute drive and payments that seem indefensible, especially in the thinking of
my frugal Quaker mother. Then one day Dr. R turns a key that begins unraveling my
jumbled emotions when she tells me, “I think your mother is sick in her relationship
with you.” A sentence I never forget. My breath begins to come more easily. Slowly
I discover the complications created when my mother at the same time demands
loyalty and obedience, becomes enraged at any undesired behavior, and competes
with me.
After a year and a half of therapy, Dr. R suggests analysis, and I agree,
though I worry about spending more time and money– and after about a year find
a job on another continent, partly to escape analysis. But from that first morning
when I lie on my back on the couch, something magical happens. I feel exposed, as
if from her position behind me Dr. R can see all the badness bursting out that my
mother has me convinced I have buried inside. And because I can’t watch Dr. R’s
face, I can’t try to manipulate her reactions to me as I’ve spent a lifetime learning to
do with my mother. Slowly I embark on topics forbidden by my mother: sex, bodies,
money, fears. Most important, after each session I know Dr. R will welcome me back
again, will never impose days of the silent treatment. If Dr. R can see the real me and
stay with me, I must not be so bad.
• • •					
During my final months of analysis, I have my one visit alone with Grannie.
By now I am divorced and in journalism graduate school, and have been in Jamaica
covering the 1976 elections with a journalist friend from Miami. It’s Christmas and
I want to stay in Florida so that afterwards we can drive back to Boston together.
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Palm Beach is cold and rainy, and I have no other family members, no vacation
friends around. Grannie’s church has many Christmas services, and as a “Christmas
Christian,” I like attending holiday services with friends. But Grannie doesn’t feel
well enough to go out.
We have little to do. We sit in her living room; for Grannie, there is no
newspaper, no TV, no books except the Bible which remains closed. No one comes to
visit: where is Madge when we need her? (In church.) The grandfather clock chimes
the quarter hours, sounding louder and louder over our desultory conversation.
Because personal questions are outlawed in my family, I have no idea what to say
to Grannie. I’m curious about her story– early marriage, single motherhood, the
search for a new husband. Was she happy with Clark? Do I want to find someone like
him? But I know to speak no evil: to bring up nothing unpleasant, which I imagine
Grannie’s early years to have been. Instead I chatter mindlessly.
In the end I ask only one question but make it more of a statement, “Men can be
difficult.” “They sure can,” she says.
I don’t understand that I might never see Grannie again, that we might never
have another chance to talk, that I will be so sorry when she’s gone. I know very little
about family members getting older and dying: family deaths were never discussed
and I never went to family funerals– not for Grannie’s husband or my father’s brother
or anyone else. After our Christmas together, I’m busy, I travel. I don’t focus on the
future or on Grannie.I don’t visit again. Grannie dies.
Part VII 1978, Palm Beach
In My Father’s house are many mansions…
-John:14
Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust.
-Book of Common Prayer
At the funeral service in Grannie’s Fundamentalist church, my mother sits with
her shoulders squared and jaw tightly clenched. In the long front pew she looks
alone, although I am several feet away and on the other side of me is Ola. During
the service when Ola moans and sways with the rest of the congregation, Mummy
shoots nasty glances her way. Having Ola near me and hearing the funeral blessings
along with Grannie’s congregation, I feel the comfort of their connection to God.
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Afterwards congregants stream up to congratulate my mother on Grannie’s “joyful
ascent” into heaven. My mother shrinks from them, and we leave almost immediately.
There is no reception, or if there is we don’t go. Within weeks, telling no one, my
mother sells Grannie’s house and then, after complaining for years about disliking
Palm Beach, immediately buys a condo in the center of town. Not long after that,
Mummy stops speaking to me for five years without explaining why, except that on
the last phone call before our break she tells me, “You have always been sick and a
burden”– which seems to come out of nowhere.
Part VIII, 21st century
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want…Surely goodness and Mercy shall follow me all
the days of my life…
		
-Psalm 23
As I get older, tears come to my eyes at Bible verses familiar since childhood –
especially the 23rd Psalm. I haven’t gotten any closer to God, but slowly I feel closer
to Grannie. I wince remembering all the ways thatI didn’t appreciate her until it was
too late, didn’t hug her, didn’t make her happy. To me, the things about Grannie
that made my mother cringe begin to imply something more positive. Grannie was
spunky. She forged her own way off the farm and became a generous, amusing, and
elegant woman. At age 19, she took off alone to look for a husband; at age 35 she
moved to Palm Beach, again alone, until her husband could retire and join her, where
she created a new life and made many friends.
Neither did I appreciate Dr. R nearly as much during our time together as in
the years afterwards. Reading the psychoanalyst’s journal paper and thinking about
Grannie, I begin to credit Dr. R for helping me to feel Grannie’s affection, the most
I would get from any family member. I find Dr. R’s address and write her, and she
sends back a friendly card. I don’t apologize for running away: she understands.
On occasional brushes with religion over the years, such as a few stints
volunteering in church soup kitchens, I think about becoming more connected to
spiritual endeavors and wonder why I’m not drawn to believing in God when so
many other people are. But when the brushes are over, I’m relieved to get away, and
the inclination disappears. When a close friend dies, I attend a memorial service
in her Catholic church and, more than any time since the days of my Confirmation
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classes, I think about how much I feel comforted and not alone during the service.
Catholic churches, with their lavish decorations, are always the most beautiful. But
attending someone else’s church gives me enough of those feelings: I’m not tempted
to look for more.
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Rosa, Strength
Laurelyn Whitt

-after a photograph by Elizabeth Siegfried
Gravity’s cupped hand is opening,
giving her up.
Perched in a chair, fledgling
on the cusp of flight
she pauses in the moment
where risk lives;
commits the world
that goes with her
to memory.
Each visit, there is less of her
but more of that is Rosa:
at ninety-eight, the inessential
has been shed;
she is distilled.
Last night, a young woman again
on horseback, she chased
the horizon, and reached it;
their warm bodies
one.
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This morning, she still clutches
mane, hears the horse’s
laboured breath
wonders where she is
on which side of the horizon?
which of dream?
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Matilija Poppy
Kathleen Gunton
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Local Volcanism
Amanda Corbin

Sylvester had technically never seen a volcano before, not in person, but he
saw them in other things. At six, he saw them in his mashed potatoes and gravy and,
at ten, he saw them in science fairs. As a teenager, he saw them in his friends’ throats
after chugging Four Lokos and again in the morning after they mistook vodka for water
in a clear bottle. In college, he saw dormancy in each girl he touched. Getting girls
off equaled the difficulty of swimming from Mount St. Helen’s to Mauna Loa, he
measured. After all, he had seen videos of all kinds of eruptions. He often comforted
himself by taking hits from his friend’s volcano vaporizer and expelling the smoke
above his head, hoping for ash to bury him below.
After graduation, he and his girlfriend of a year fought the entire drive to
Yellowstone. They argued about her new paleo diet, Palahniuk’s authorial validity,
and their floundering sex life. As she smoked out the window, his girlfriend crossed
her legs and exhibited annoyance through painted eyebrows. Sylvester refused to stop
at a gas station until they arrived, even when she threatened to pee on his stained
passenger seat.
They were quiet and civil as they walked the park, laughing at tourists
and pointing out hiding spots in the surrounding woods. The prismatic springs
particularly captured his imagination. He put his arm around her and told her the
color of her eyes were somewhere in the iridescent water. She scoffed, wiping away a
subtle laugh, and leaned against a deteriorating fence.
“Do you know the story of Izta and Popo?” He asked.
“Who?”
“Mexican volcanoes.” He explained the story of the soldier who went to battle,
leaving his lover to think he died, before dying of sadness herself. When he learned
of her death, he offered her to the gods, who turned the two of them into volcanoes.
“Out of gratitude,” he emphasized, “so they would always be together.”
“We stand inside a caldera,” she read from a sign. “If it erupts, the whole country
will be coated in ash.”
“You say that like it’ll be no different than the first snowfall.”
“We’re overdue,” she cheered.
“Let’s go see Old Faithful,” he insisted while calculating the magnitude of that
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kind of explosion. There should be a Richter scale for orgasms. He grabbed her hand
and led her to the geyser, both of them watching clouds gather in the sky.
But as he walked, he planted each step firmly with extra weight onto the dusty
path, just in case he might wake the magma chambers bubbling beneath him.
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Lift
David B. Essinger
Kate makes herself say “I’m leaving” out loud, in the mirror, but it’s like her lips
don’t want to make it happen, and the phrase slouches into one long, slurred syllable.
She says it again, concentrating on her mouth’s reflection, and this time the words
come out distinctly. She waits to see if the reality is going to crash in, that feeling of
the whole world contracting around her head, but it doesn’t.
She faces the mirror squarely and resolves to repeat the words until she truly
feels their meaning. In no time, though, it devolves into an empty mantra, and even
the sounds of “ving-I’m-lea-ving-I’m” run together until they no longer sound like
words. Instead, the sound makes her think of grape leaves on a vine; her mental
image is of eating concord grapes and spitting out the skins, lying under the trellis in
the orchard at Fred and Mary’s, her best set of foster parents, back in Ohio.
She shakes off this memory and forces herself to concentrate. She’s barely been
home an hour from the doctor’s office, and already the pills are sweeping over her in
a wave of numbness. It’s like she’s wrapped in a roll of fuzzy cotton. She flips out
the light and walks out of the bathroom, stepping over the dog in the hall, and the air
moves slow across her skin, lukewarm and lazy as dishwater.
She’s leaving because of what she can’t possibly tell Jeromy: two months ago
in South Dakota, when she’d showed him the plus sign on the pregnancy test, the
vertical divots on his forehead that have been there as long as she’s known him
momentarily smoothed out. It was just a hint of relief, a shadow of a high-flying
plane passing over parched scrubland, but for once in a long time, he was not closed
off to her. She knew how badly he wanted them to be a family, and it was easy to
succumb to his optimism, his naïve inclusive vision that trumped everything else.
After so long worrying that she lacked some secret interpersonal skill to be a part of
a family, suddenly one was growing up around her. Or, literally, within her. It had
been nice, that brief shared future.
Now in the pit of her stomach, she feels a growing rumble, and she puts a hand
to the doorframe, to steady it or herself, she’s not sure which. The roar escalates in
a second from barely audible to incredibly loud, world-filling, then fragments into
identifiable pieces of sound, its tenor diminishing and echoing away above, as a big
jet passes overhead on its takeoff path. Jeromy would be able to identify the aircraft

93

by sound alone, head cocked upward, as the whole trailer rattles and vibrates around
him.
Jeromy oversees airport facility downsizing projects across the northern Rockies
and plains. His company sends him from one struggling airport to the next to tear
down and haul away structures that are no longer productive. Between the economy
and the increasing hassle of air travel in general, there has been plenty of work, but
he worries its future is limited—costs can only be cut, facilities streamlined, so many
times, at a finite number of locations. Here in Montana, they are dismantling an
unneeded baggage handling structure; no one pays extra for bags beyond carry-on
anymore.
And yet the planes keep coming and going, private jets and the big liners flying
half-empty behind the curtains of business class. It’s a dying industry, he says, but it’s
spawned an opportunistic standby crowd, willing to fly wherever’s cheap that day.
“Old retired types, sure, but—you wouldn’t believe this—so many are younger, like
mid-twenties—our age,” he said the other day. “Going anywhere just because they
can. No permanent address, no rent—not even a cat to feed. Can you imagine?”	He
looked to her for a response, and she shook her head sadly, murmuring about what it
must be like, to have no roots like that.
“Like hitchhiking through the sky.” Then he had gone to his other topic, the
transition in his company and the long-promised promotion to a supervisory job in
Boise or Denver, and an end to the travel. They will have a down payment for a nicesized house, by the time the baby is due; she sees it’s a thing he’s been pulling himself
toward, like a flag in a long stretch of survey line. She can see the toll it’s taken on
him, desperately playing short-term house with her in Deadwood, Spearfish, Billings.
In the seasonable weather and long daylight, he’s been working fifteen-hour
days, racing to collect a bonus for closing the project early. He comes home dusty
and exhausted, capable of conversation only over the noise of the shower and before
he falls asleep, but just the other night, he’d fallen asleep with his hand on her belly
as they discussed baby names. The baby was the only bridge between them. He
obsesses over details of the pregnancy, as if it’s some secret she still might hold away
from him.
Until now, she’s been patient. She’s spent some long days sitting out front with
the stray mutt that Jeromy adopted and named Fruitcake, waiting for the planes in
and out of Bozeman International to rattle all the trailer-homes’ frames like a box of
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silverware in an earthquake. Outside the trailer next door, a pair of cowboy boots
have sat unmoved for a week, the mud on them baking from rich black to a cracked,
scabbing white. From time to time, a cat appears in a window then recedes, silent
as a fish in still water. Little else happens in the trailer park, and she wonders how
many units are even inhabited.
“You’d be surprised how often this happens,” the doctor told her gently. “Some
women never even know they were pregnant. It’s not because of anything you did
or didn’t do. You may experience some cramping.” The doctor’s hand moved over
her prescription pad. “Give this to the front desk, and I’ll want to see you again in a
week. We may need to schedule a procedure, to remove the tissue.”
The pills were supposed to last the whole week, “as needed.” Kate hadn’t waited
for the least hint of pain. Now she shakes out another and gulps it down dry. A
deeply bitter taste blossoms behind her molars, and she relishes the burn it will bring
to her empty stomach.
In the trailer’s little kitchen, she shakes out a paper bag and puts into it one pot
and one frying pan. She opens and closes drawers, dropping in a plastic spatula,
a couple forks and spoons, and a dented tin mug. She takes two sharp knives, but
leaves the rest of the cutlery. A pack of paper plates. The big, mostly full, jar of
peanut butter, and half a loaf of white bread, then she curls the top of the bag.
Coordination is difficult, and the bag slips through her fingers; she’s startled when it
hits the floor, because her fingers still feel like they’re holding something. She curses
thickly, checks to see nothing is broken, then lifts from the bottom.
She carries the bag out to the car and, balancing it on one hip, stabs her key
repeatedly at the trunk lock. When this doesn’t work, she has to put the bag down
and use both hands, one steadying the other. She shoves her bag to the back, then
fills a plastic grocery bag with loose junk of Jeromy’s—a camo baseball cap with a
broken bill, a cheap pair of sunglasses, some cracked CD cases.
Packing her clothes is easy: most of her stuff is still in boxes or trash bags. She
puts her big navy pea coat in the top of one box, and gathers up all her sandals and
sneakers in another. She’d like to take one of Jeromy’s flannels, but she knows she’ll
never make it if she does. As she hauls boxes to the car, Fruitcake follows her out,
and then sits watching her curiously. Once, she falls and cuts her knee in the yard.
It rips through her jeans and there is a little blood, but it doesn’t hurt. Maybe it
twinges a little, she thinks, putting her spilled clothes back in the box.
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Then there’s only one thing left. She could write it in a letter, she thinks, and
mail it tomorrow, after her head’s had a chance to clear. But a real note is the least
she owes him. Her throat chokes shut as she sits down to write it. She thinks about
ways to begin: “I love you,” or “This is not your fault.” Finally, she skips down a few
lines and just starts in the middle, with the explanation. She has to squeeze the pen
until her fingers ache to write legibly that there is not going to be a baby after all.
And, how much, without that, did he think they really had, anymore? And maybe it
was for the best—because how’s that fair to a child, counting on it to fix so much?
She reviews and wishes she’d used a pencil, but doesn’t want to start over. The idea
of Jeromy skimming through her discarded drafts is too disturbing, and too like him.
The top part, the beginning, she finally is unable to attempt. All things
understandable from the context anyway, she supposes. She signs the bottom “With
love, really” and folds it in half in the center of the table. It’s effective, and will not
let her come back. She turns and walks out, feeling weightless. The knee of her
jeans is sticky with blood, but it just feels warm now: the bleeding, she supposes,
must have stopped by itself, sometime while she was not paying attention.
The car door hangs open, and Fruitcake has climbed inside. Summoning all
of her coordination and balance, she leans over and tugs the dog’s collar; the effort
makes her dizzy. She tries again, but he won’t budge, so she goes back for Fruitcake’s
leash, food and bowl. If the dog wants to come with, she thinks with sudden hilarity,
let him. The dog’s expression takes on a new seriousness when she drops his things
into the back seat.
Putting the key in the ignition takes some aim, and positioning her feet on the
pedals is difficult because everything below her shoulders feels like it’s in a warm
bath. She takes a deep breath and holds it, then blows out, then shakes her head to
clear the effects of her painkillers, which she thought would have plateaued off but
are still building. Those nothing little pills—their brave achievement inside her body
makes her inexplicably proud and weepy.
Her vision warps in the sunlight as she looks at the shitty trailer by the airport
that now is also making her cry. She turns the key. Nothing happens, so she kicks
the gas pedal. She begins to smell gasoline.
When she actually looks at her feet, she realizes her right has been on the gas
since she got in—the car will be flooded. Shit, she realizes suddenly, I can’t do this.
She can’t drive. She’s a danger to herself and others. On one painkiller, you’re
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probably not supposed to operate heavy machinery, and on six of them, this must be
why.
She begins to giggle, then laughs out loud. Everything’s ridiculous, she’s
ridiculous, she’s sabotaged her own plan. And what a supremely half-assed plan,
without destination—had she even decided which direction she would take on the
interstate, when she got there? Suddenly the little rusted trailer home in front
of her is beautiful, or maybe it’s ugly in a beautiful way, she’s not sure, but if she’s
condemned to it for the next few months she doesn’t even mind, as long as Jeromy’s
there too, and he is, or he isn’t now but he will be soon, and because of all that, it’s
worth it, and she doesn’t have to give it up this minute anyway. She laughs some
more, and Fruitcake looks at her quizzically, wondering no doubt why the car hasn’t
moved. “I can’t drive!” she tells him.
They sit in the driveway for a while, until Kate decides the gasoline fumes might
be making her even more loopy. Now, of course, Fruitcake hops out eagerly. She
starts unpacking. Between loads, she picks up her note from the kitchen table,
creases it in half again, and slips it in her back pocket.
After the exercise of putting everything back away, she feels the blank
walls of her pill buzz recede a little. She sits down on the couch to wait for the
underwater-y sound in her ears to go away too. Objects in her vision grow gradually
sharper, more defined, like someone’s slowly tuning their contrast and brightness.
She finds her own actions stunning, impossible to believe: Had she really been
serious?
She turns the situation over languidly, again and again in her mind, letting the
slow action gently wear down all the rough edges. She thinks of the way the sea
polishes stones, waves lapping pebbles until they’re smooth. Then she thinks for a
while of planting pumpkin seeds: make a hole with your fingers in the earth, put a
seed in it, and softly cover it over with dirt. Do this until it becomes a repetitive
motion: cover up, then pat down lightly, your hands moving smoothly in the warm
dry dirt.
Soon she will be able to tell Jeromy everything he needs to know. She’ll tell him
they can try again, even. A day to grow used to the idea, she thinks, maybe two. She
gets up once to use the bathroom, and smokes a cigarette—outside, even though
there’s no point in her quitting now. A little after seven, she hears gravel crackle out
front. She reaches for the remote and turns on the TV.
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When the screen door bangs behind Jeromy, Kate smells dust and sweat and sun
and work. She smiles at him, but his half-smile in return is guarded, as if offered
conditionally. “So,” he asks, “how’d it go at the doctor’s?”
“Fine,” she says. “OK.”
“You know I want to go, for the first ultrasound. That’ll be the next
appointment. Right?”
She hates how he has researched this, counting weeks. “They didn’t schedule it
yet,” she says, her voice wavering. She just needs to buy time. Tomorrow, she’ll tell
him. She aims for tomorrow like throwing a dart at a calendar.
He looks skeptical, but says nothing and disappears into the kitchen. She hears
him rattling around, opening and closing cabinets, pulling one drawer after another.
She notices she’s turned the TV on to sports, and hurriedly changes the channel.
When he comes back, those lines in his forehead look carved out of wood. He
has a beer, which he opens, but puts down on the table without drinking. After a
second he taps out a cigarette. “Sit outside with me?” he asks.
The front porch is already cool with shadow, while the mountainpeaks gleam
impossibly bright. Jeromy fishes a disposable lighter from his back pocket. Its torch
of a flame flashes up dangerously high, but as if he doesn’t see this, he puts a cigarette
to his lips and inhales. Smoke and a sudden sizzle rise from his bangs. She watches
two or three hairs curl and blacken before he lets the lighter go out. The air is thick
with the smell of burned hair.
He looks at nothing for a minute, exhaling carefully away from her. When he
notices her knee, she just says she fell. Her stomach churns; she’s eaten nothing all
day but pills. She’s thinking about food, just something for a snack, when his brow
furrows, his attention drawn to something down in the yard. He goes to it, and picks
it up; it’s the size of a tennis ball. After examining it for a moment, he turns slowly
and tosses it to her. It lands in her lap. “Those your socks?” he asks. His voice carries
a false lightness.
“Yeah,” she says, her pulse quickening. “That dog.” He looks at Fruitcake, then
at the front door, then not at her. “Or,” she says, “oh. They must’ve fallen out of the
laundry basket. I did laundry today. I mean—” she stumbles, realizing it’s obvious
she did not do laundry. “I mean, I meant to go do laundry, but I was all out of
quarters. And, and the one place, near the doctor’s, wasn’t open today. They just...
weren’t.”
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Jeromy squeezes his eyes shut, as if struck with a suddenly painful headache.
With a very tired voice, he asks, “Again? You promised—with the baby now.”
“About that,” she says, then stops. She pulls the note from her pocket, numbly
hands it over.
He unfolds it and reads. Finally he turns away, and she can see the movements of
his facial muscles in profile as he cycles through a series of expressions he can’t make
fit. And then when he turns back, he looks at her like he doesn’t know her, can’t
comprehend what she even is to him.
“I am sorry,” she says. “You don’t understand.” She pulls a crumpled tissue from
her pocket and dabs it past the corners of her eyes, her nose, all of which are dry.
She reaches, fumbling for his hands, the useless tissue falling on the steps between
them, but he retreats from her and stumbles through the yard, past the neighboring
trailers, his face flashing light and dark in alternating shadow and sun.
She hurries after him, distraught, through the maze of empty trailers. She finally
sees him at the edge of the trailer park, under the razor wire that separates them
from Gallatin Field and the airport. A big jet taxis up for its takeoff run, but she
can’t hear the sound of its engines yet. Beyond it, the sun is setting, and the lowest
part of the sky is a fierce crimson.
She stops and watches him. He moves back and forth in a repetitive motion, like
an abbreviated dance step. He reaches down, then charges toward the fence with one
arm back, and she sees he’s throwing large rocks, the size of his fist or larger, lobbing
them as far as he can. She can hear his boots scraping in the gravel and the savage
grunt he exhales with every throw. Although these sounds carry remarkably well,
everything comes back to her delayed a half-second by the distance, and she feels like
she could shout his name and he wouldn’t even hear.
He starts picking up bigger rocks and chunks of discarded concrete, and still
gets them pretty far. He’s as regular as a machine; it’s like watching a newsreel of
naval bombardment. Each black dot he throws vanishes into the sun, and he keeps
at it. She imagines the cathartic burn that must be throbbing now in his shoulder
and lower back, and envies him a little. There must be, she thinks, something to be
savored in physical pain like that, so strong it occupies completely.
The airliner in the distance begins its takeoff; she can see light beneath it now,
and hear the keening of its engines. It struggles for altitude, and then is above them:
the high desperate chord echoes through all the hollow space in her body. As it
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passes, the tone drops with the Doppler effect, and she watches the jet go, banking
gracefully against the Bridger Range. She thinks of the brute power it must require
to lift so much metal, along with so many people and their cumbersome lives, away
from the Earth and its gravity. She smells sweet warm exhaust and a whiff of ozone
in its wake, wafting down.
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Xochi Field

Melissa Castillo-Garsow
-For Gloria
It is an open wound
this herida abierta
that splits my soul
like a clay piñata
and glue leaves little holes
little pieces unteathered.
Still she grates and bleeds
over my discomfort
this brittle future
I bleed blue
on stained pages
when the red has dried
and the leaves have died.
I walk to an unmarked grave
shivering through black tinged
nails while sunshine gleams
on ivy (fresh and green) like
the Neutrogena coed
who giggles.
I spit
on my poco seeds
begging for water.
I have to move onshe needs me to dance
by her stones, water
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these dried out lands
plant xochi bright orange petals that
refuse plucking because
I am an open herida
and she,
a curadera.
Against these sad bones
I graft the many hers
sew together this slit
run my hand along this
lifeline scar from when
I stood one foot on
either side exposing my
vulva to the rio bank.
In spring I bloom poppies
carve the landscape of my body
pull out the weeds dig
further until xochi is everywhere you can keep dancing
with the spirits you carry
to get by in this body
I no longer cast off the
basureros of this life; I
collage them into tables
and posters
and sign posts
to mark these journeys
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Sin fronteras I
cross roads to her final rest
the masked woman is no longer
pulsing and now I am
scared the words will dry before
I can write myself
a home
where mi casa es
mi casa and cactus
reproduce xochi that smell
like warm ponche and
hoja Santa blushing
my checks blessing
years of drought.
I am no longer barren.
I shove my hand into
golden arena
it gives slides down mangled arms me cura.
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When I Asked my Friend the Entomologist
Robert Carney
Processional
“Is it true . . . does a female praying mantis kill its mate
by biting its head off?” she said, “Sure,
but at least they’re honest about it.
And they get it done with faster than a woman.”
She’s pretty thin herself,
wears toughness like an exoskeleton,
but I’ve seen her run across a football field behind a moth
just because they’re beautiful,
because you don’t see many in the daytime,
and she’ll buy herself a dress for New Year’s Eve—
one year it was monarch orange,
another it was dragonfly blue, knee-length,
dramatically backless.
She said it was a kind of camouflage,
that she had to blend in with the champagne bubbles.
“But yeah,” she admitted, “I’m hoping for some of that too.”
Arrival
When I asked what she meant about women,
she didn’t explain. My yard was more interesting:
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A baby bird had fallen out of its nest,
and my cat had killed it and set it on a rock—
a nice flat one, almost like a dinner plate—
and I wanted to know what was eating it, hornets or bees?
She could have answered on the phone, of course,
but figured she might as well come on over.
The bees were gone by the time she got here . . .
just ants, a fly, doing clean-up work inside the rib cage.
She said, “It doesn’t take a scientist to be an observer.
	You’ve spent some time around women; you tell me.”
Burial
It’s been a good summer for bumble bees.
Something about the weather:
rain in April, and for once
an unscorched June.
Last month, one of them was different though.
It had a bright red circle on its abdomen.
“Probably Bombus centralis,” she told me,
“as common in Utah as dandelions.”
But then, since I’d come all the way to her lab,
she said, “Unless . . .”.
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I’ve always liked that word—like a lighthouse
keeping an eye on possibility.
I tend to forget that a lighthouse is signaling risk.
“Unless it’s sylvicola.
They typically stick to Montana, Wyoming,
parts of Colorado.
They’re rare around here,
but sometimes they’ll surprise.”
She picked up a marker,
lifted her T-shirt,
drew a bright red circle on her stomach.
She said, “Bombus centralis or sylvicola, which am I?”
Recessional
A praying mantis would have answered her
and had it add up to a story.
A bee would have flown with that invitation to the hive.
There would have been honey.
I guess that’s the upside of instinct:
	You know what to do.
I stand on the porch some nights
and listen to the unison crickets,
or maybe my cat brings a hummingbird moth in the house
and the chase goes from windows

106

to light bulbs.
Some days I look at those bird bones
and hope she comes around.
I’ve heard there are ants so strong
they can carry away a person’s anger.
I want to ask my friend the entomologist if that’s true.
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City at Night
Kathryn Sutton

Liquor stores and meat pies,
lotto tickets and Pad Thai,
knock off jewels and hardware;
I watch the steady rise
in my hired cab’s fare.
Night-time shroud
over a strange city’s face.
One night layover
in this famous, unfamiliar place.
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