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Note From the Editor
Dear Readers,
2020 was a year filled with the unexpected. I am the editor for
the 2021 edition of the Garfield Lake Review and, to be completely honest, I had my worries. I was leading a group of people who were as new to the GARF as I was. The theme I chose
for this year was duality because 2020 was a bad year for most
if not all people. The goal of this journal was to create some
good from the bad with the help of my peers. I wanted everyone to say, “I helped create this journal during such a difficult
year.” This journal is special because I along with many others
have crafted something that has become hard on everyone, and
I was worried we wouldn’t be able to pull it off, but we did. I
would not have been able to become a better leader if it wasn’t
for my group who put their trust in me to lead us into the right
direction. I want to thank everyone who has contributed to
making another great literary journal.
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Editorial Staff
Andrenae Johnson
Editor
I’ve always loved reading books since
I was a child. In high school I discovered that I was really good with writing essays but unfortunately, I decided to become a Biology major. Taking
my first English class was the turning
point for me to switch and become an
English major and ever since I have
been getting great opportunities.
Bray Wright
Editorial Board
I was telling stories before I could
even write them and learning to write
only made me love stories more.
Helping other people tell their stories
through the Garfield Lake Review has
been an honor.
Kayla Blett
Editorial Board
I am currently a senior at Olivet and
this my first year being apart of the
GARF. It has been a lot of fun and a
good learning experience. Being a
graphic design major, this allowed me
to use my skills I’ve developed over
the past 4 years.
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Savannah Baker
Editorial Board
English has always been my favorite subject, and I knew I wanted to
pursue an English degree in college
with the goal of a profession in the
field. The GARF was a great opportunity for me to get some real-world
exposure. It has been a wonderful
experience.
Allysen Smith
Editorial Board
I fell in love with reading when I read
Ender’s Game, and I knew I wanted to be a writer when I read Percy
Jackson. Having the privilege to real
all of these pieces has expanded my
love of reading and writing, especially
poetry.
Audrey Lama
Editorial Board
It was not until my senior year that I
decided to become an English major,
so before then I did not know much
about the GARF. I wanted to become
involved because I enjoy supporting
others’ creativity, therefore I knew by
becoming a member of the GARF, I
could do just this.

*Not pictured:
Meredith Dodson, Faculty Advisor
Penelope Katz, Editorial Board

6

Glory of the Gospel


Espresso is not a cure for depression, but sometimes I take a
double-shot, hoping it will get me up and moving.
I found God today. Cost me $190.00 at Total Wine
and Liquor. The bottle is empty now, but I am keeping the blue
label in my nightstand.
I am still feeling the glory of the gospel at dinner time.
I make grilled cheese. Tom wants a steak, but I tell him we are
not rich. I cut my finger opening a can of vegetables. A spot of
my blood cooks together with the corn in the microwave. I stare
through the muddled window as it turns around and around.
The microwave keeps shutting off in mid-cook, and
Tom tells me enough already, buy a new one. It’s fifteen years
old and doesn’t match the other appliances.
GPS girl tells me Brandmart is a twelve-minute drive.
My mother is always telling me about their sales. In eleven minutes and eight seconds, I see the store, glaring and patriotic.
The paint, loud and lewd, like a middle-American prom queen.
Microwaves are not that pricey, but I put it on my credit
card because I am saving up for a trip to the Maldives.
The kids are cranky the next morning; they left the
puzzles all over the living room floor. I trip over an empty box
and tell them they better clean. They fight over candy from
Halloween, which was five months ago. No one listens when I
tell them, “Brush your teeth, put on your shoes.”
I give them both a lollipop, push the pieces of the puzzle aside; it’s 7:46 am and the bus will take it all away soon.
When everyone leaves, I sit at the computer and delete
work emails. After, I drive to the gym. I park in a spot, and
since I am late, I watch the women run. They workout devoutly, this lot, worship the bar, yet their thighs are dimpled skin,
jiggling in tune with their yapping jaws. I smile when one looks
up at me and drive back home.
At home, I get properly dressed and head out to lunch.
Near the beach sits a popular sandwich shop. At noon, it’s
thronged with locals and their lattes. This time I exit my car,
walk past the soccer moms, the work-from-home moms, the
yoga moms. Eyes forward, I pretend I don’t know any of them.
Next door is the Four Seasons. I walk through the lobby, out
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past the towel check, past the pool. I sidle into a spot, ocean
side, imposter tourist. The waiter asks me if I want the usual.
I order the swordfish, because I am bored and it’s
thirty-six dollars. He is young and looks like the beach: sandy
hair, briny-green eyes, teeth straight and white against his tan.
He flashes his boyish grin, “Something different today?” But I
don’t answer, and he doesn’t expect an answer, just smiles and
looks friendly and decent. Waiters are great actors.
Back he comes, aroma of suntan oil and lunch. When he
walks away, I look at the azure blue of the ocean, take half the
fish and toss it over the railing. Seafood is disgusting, I never
eat it. But if I did, I would only eat half.
Later in my living room, I pick up the jumbled puzzle
mess, sorting all the different pieces, for all the different boxes.
I’ll tell Tom how good the kids are, cleaning their messes.
But the mess is never really clean, and the Glory of God
deserves diligent service. I grab my keys and think: to hell with
the gym girls, I’ll worship my kind of bar.
Only I never get the chance because next to the liquor
store, in the Home Depot parking lot, I spot a huge fiddle leaf
fig tree prominently displayed outside the garden section. It
will be a perfect replacement for the dead one, sitting barebranched beside the sliding glass door in the family room.
Sure, Tom will complain because it’s my fourth one.
They don’t actually live inside, these fig trees; they only actually live on Instagram. But I feel a short burst of happy at the
thought of bringing it home. My initial intent diverted; alcohol
is dreary anyway.
I take a selfie in front of my new tree, lunch makeup and
fig leaves, shiny, dewy, camera snapping in great and furious
succession until I get the one with the pretty side of my face.
The tree fits in my Town and Country, but I drive too
fast and the pot tips on its side. Spilling out mulch and dirt,
little styrofoam balls of fertilizer combining with stale french
fries and discarded Pokémon cards, together ugly on the van’s
leased floor.
To view this great felling takes only a moment, and I
never see the tow truck slam into my side. In that first brief
breath of a millisecond, I think: I am one with the fiddle leaf fig,
my insides spilling, beautiful only on Facebook, dry and withered by the window, always dying.
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The millisecond ticks over into the next order of magnitude, and now I am awake, the universe a blinding, shiny
hue—sharp, vivid. Daughter’s seven-year-old face, breathy
laugh, skateboards, holding hands; she likes her friends to see
I can ride with her. One day she will grow and that will embarrass her. My son, hockey pads too big, the coach tells him to
be aggressive, later, pajamas too small, says he doesn’t want to
“check”, doesn’t want to hurt anyone. Tom yells at the TV on
Sundays, never yells at the kids; laughs at me, rolling his eyes,
because I am always dancing with the broom.
Middle-age is a mire of conundrums, a trap of the routines of mundanity. A chase of fleeting moments, objects of joy,
materials to fulfill; we consume in frantic bouts, hoping to slake
a creeping empty.
In childhood, we breathed life in greedy gulps; it was
never the new bike; it was the very action of riding it.
Angry metal, impossibly loud, reverberates in a space
impossibly small, where sound collects. Those big things I
wanted to do so long ago, big things I wanted to be, they are
faded tracing paper, pale silhouettes; I can’t seem to color in
their forms. I see only the Barbie sticker, slightly crooked,
slightly peeled, inside the pantry door; my little boy’s laugh,
easy, contagious, he laughs at everything we joke; I keep
forgetting to bring my mom’s cheesecake pan back, that thing
is thirty years old; the smell of wet grass, Tom must be mowing
the lawn.
Quiet finally, the busy air stills. The mess is gorgeous,
I think, it’s the glory of the gospel, no espresso to start the
engine or scotch to keep it running. Tonight, we will skip the
baths and play Uno. I’ll make their favorite chicken soup, the
one I said it was too hot for last week.

- Jen Beebe
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Move-In Day
In the beginning, you turn a blind eye. You’re both getting older—and you tell yourself that age begets forgetfulness.
But then you notice how she leaves her keys on the mantel—
where she always leaves them after coming home—and the next
morning she can’t remember where they are. Another time,
you’re in bed, and she’s telling you about a story she’s read that
evening, and, as she starts to describe why she thinks you’ll
like it, she screws up her eyes, her voice trails off, and she asks
you what she was talking about. Or maybe it’s when your son
comes home for the holidays with his new partner, and, during
Thanksgiving dinner, she whispers in your ear—three separate
times—“What’s the name of our son’s new friend?”
You both have a sense that something’s happening—
something you don’t want to admit. Because of your concerns,
you agree to see her doctor together. Before the appointment,
you try to stay upbeat. “Maybe it’s stress,” you tell her. “Or
maybe you need more rest.” When you see her doctor, she
asks your wife some questions, expresses her concern, and refers your wife to a neurologist. Your wife is scared—and so are
you. You find yourself waking in the middle of the night—unable to sleep—looking out the window at the moon and the stars
and wondering what you’ll do. You don’t want to fail her, and
you swear you’ll do whatever you can to help her through this.
A few weeks later, you go with her to the neurologist.
He conducts a battery of tests and confirms what you feared all
along. He prescribes medication and suggests moderate exercise to slow the disease’s progression. Outside of the clinic,
she breaks down, crying as you take her in your arms. “Don’t
worry,” you say. “It’ll be OK,” although you don’t know if
it will be OK. You don’t know what to expect anymore, but
you promise to take care of her, telling her you’ll never let her
go. Once she stops crying, you get in the car and silently head
home. You both seem aware that this short drive is the beginning of a long, frightening journey into the unknown.
Still, for the next year or so, things remain relatively
normal. The changes are slow, almost imperceptible. And the
two of you take the steps you need to take. You revise your
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wills. You obtain a power of attorney. You visit your daughter and her family so your grandchildren can remember their
grandmother before things get worse. You call your son more
often. Also, when the two of you are alone, you spend time
doing things you should have done all along but never seemed
to find time to do. In the early morning, you take walks on the
trail near your home, noting how the wildflowers change from
season to season. At lunchtime, you sit on the back porch,
gazing at the sparrows as they flit around the bird feeder that
hangs from a nearby tree. And, in the evening, you rest in the
living room, watching movies you said you always wanted to see
together.
But eventually the changes come more quickly. You
notice she’s beginning to forget things like your address or the
date—and then she gets angry at herself for being unable to remember. And even though she always has been conscientious
about cleanliness, you notice she’s washing her hands more
and more often, sometimes twenty times a day. Then, too, one
night, you wake up in a puddle, knowing she has wet herself.
When you wake her and she realizes what has happened, she
tells you she is scared, that she doesn’t want to wear a diaper—
that she doesn’t want to live like this. You try your best to
comfort her. You tell her you love her. You tell her you’ll get
through this together. Yet you feel, deep in your heart, that
you’re lying to her—and to yourself.
You tell your children things are getting worse. They
offer to help in whatever way they can, but neither you—nor
your wife—wants to be a burden. Still, you realize this existence is becoming more and more difficult. Your wife sometimes shouts at you for no reason, has trouble sleeping at night,
and—if you leave her unattended—wanders into the backyard
and walks in circles. One day in particular, you become really
scared. You get out of the shower, dry off, and dress yourself,
but the house is quiet. You search your home for her—checking every room—but she’s nowhere to be found. You go into
the backyard, but she’s not there either. Calling her name, you
race to the front yard and look up and down the street. In the
distance, you see her in her nightgown as she walks on the side
of the empty road, talking to herself. You run after her, grasp
her hand, and tell her she needs to come home. She screams
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at you, pushes you away, and tells you to let her go—but then
she relents, as if nothing happened, and follows you back to the
house. You know at this point something needs to be done—
for her safety, if nothing else.
You start looking for help. You search online for
assistance with daily care. You reach out to the local chapter of
the Alzheimer’s Association. A volunteer answers the phone
and gives you the names of organizations that provide in-home
care. You call a few places and arrange interviews for the following week. You’re relieved because your son says he’ll take
time off of work so he can help you with the interview process.
The two of you meet with several aides and choose a woman
who is friendly and has experience working with people with
dementia. The woman meets your wife and agrees to start the
following week. You feel relieved and allow yourself to hope
things will be easier with the woman’s help.
At first, it seems like you can breathe again. The aide
helps your wife with the basics—washing, dressing, and eating—and provides her with companionship. And you have time
again for shopping, running errands, and fixing things around
the house. But, when the aide isn’t there, you notice more and
more of a decline. By the end of the day, your wife forgets most
of what she and the aide did earlier—sometimes even forgetting
anyone was there at all. And, when she speaks with you, her
words are often jumbled and she repeats the same sentences
over and over. Sometimes, too, at night, you wake to find her
standing alone in a corner, conversing with her sister who died
decades ago. You rise and help her back to bed, looking into
her vacant eyes and remembering how in love you were with the
person who is no longer there.
Over time, the aide’s presence brings less relief. Your
wife loses the ability to recognize the aide from one day to the
next and even struggles to recognize you. She also becomes
more combative, insisting she can wear shorts outside in the
winter or a coat in the summer and throwing food at the aide or
you when she is upset. One day she punches the aide when the
woman has her back turned and you have to intervene, holding
your wife firmly in your arms as she screams, “Don’t say things
like that about my father!” The aide, trembling, leaves and
calls you the next day to say she won’t be back. She apologizes
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for the short notice and recommends you look into a nursing
home for your wife. You put down the phone, knowing what
you have to do—but still feeling bound by promises you made
long ago.
Over the next few weeks, you vacillate. Your son and
daughter want to help more—but they can’t realistically leave
their jobs and relocate. You insist you can handle things and
admit you’re considering all options. They tell you not to feel
guilty about finding a nursing home for her. They even tell you
they’ll help with the costs. They say she would understand,
despite any promises you may have made. Reluctantly, you
agree and start to look at nursing homes in the area. You call
several places and request brochures. After looking at the
information, you narrow it down to three options. This time,
your daughter takes time off from work, returning home to help
you find the best place.
You and your daughter haven’t seen each other for
months—and, the first day she is with you, she realizes the
strain you’ve been under. Your wife no longer recognizes her,
asking you, Who is this nice girl who’s come to visit? Between
bathing, changing diapers, and cooking, your daughter witnesses the constant care you provide. She remarks about the
precautions you have to take—how the doors have locks on the
inside, how no sharp objects can be left out anywhere, and how
the electrical sockets have safety covers. “Dad, I had no idea it
was like this,” she says, “It’s like living with a child.” She hugs
you, and you both cry because you know that, unlike a child—
who one day will outgrow the need for such care—your wife’s
future is diminishing, not expanding.
Over the next few days, you and your daughter visit the
three nursing homes you’ve chosen. You speak with staff, tour
the facilities, and discuss costs. You rule out one of the places
immediately. It’s run-down and dirty, and the staff evade your
questions. The other two homes are nicer—and you settle on
the one in a more rural setting, since the staff seem friendlier,
your wife’s room would be larger, and the residents have more
opportunities to go outside in small groups. On the drive
home, your daughter notices you are silent. “Don’t worry,
Dad,” she says. “It’s a nice place. Mom will be OK.”
Before your daughter leaves, you and she discuss the
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contract for the home. Your daughter explains what expenses
the contract covers—such as meals, housekeeping, and laundry
services—and what you’ll need to pay for out-of-pocket. You
call your son, and the three of you talk about finances. Medicare will cover little, if any of the costs. And the long-term-care
insurance you and your wife purchased years ago will pay only
for a portion. The three of you agree to split the remaining
expenses three ways—but, in your heart, you feel like a failure.
Am I not the one who is supposed to provide for them? you ask
yourself, believing you have let your children down.
A few days after your daughter leaves, you pack the
things your wife will want to have with her at the nursing home.
You select family photos to place on the dresser in her room.
You pick out colorful clothes you think will brighten her mood.
And you choose her favorite compact discs, making sure she
has the Bach CD she played whenever she wanted to hear
something soothing. You make no mention to her about going
away—and, although you are afraid for her, you start to become
afraid for yourself too. As you pack her things, you realize you
will be alone in your home for the first time in decades—and you
will have no one with whom to share your bed for your last years
of life.
The night before move-in day, you lie beside her. She
is fast asleep, breathing softly, like she breathes whenever she
is deep at rest. You look at the face you fell in love with fifty
years ago and wonder, whether in the depths of her slumbers,
she dreams of those early days with you. You see her as she
was back then, in a blue summer dress on a park bench, her
hair pulled back and tied with a bow. She is reading a thick
book. Having noticed her on the park bench before, you hear
yourself thinking, I should talk to her. I really should talk to her
this time. And you do. You ask if you can sit beside her. And
she smiles and says yes. And that brief conversation decades
ago leads to this moment in bed together—and all the shared
moments and memories in between. You fall asleep crying into
your pillow.
Early, the next morning, you rise from a fitful rest. You
gather the nursing-home paperwork and load the car before
your wife wakes so as not to worry her. Once she is awake, you
prepare her favorite breakfast—scrambled eggs, toast and jelly,
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and fruit salad—and tell her the two of you are taking a trip.
She looks at you and asks what happened to the nice lady. You
assume she means your daughter, who left a week ago. You tell
her, “Don’t worry, she’ll be back.” Then you hold her hand
and say, “I love you.” Unexpectedly, she tightens her grip
and says, “I love you, too.” For an instant, she becomes the
person you knew before the disease took hold. You set down
her plate, retreat into the living room, and sob where she won’t
see you. Once you regain your composure, you return to the
kitchen and say, “Darling, let’s get ready.”
Outside, you open the car door and help her into the
passenger’s seat. She is wearing a yellow blouse and red pants.
You remark how pretty she looks. She smiles and asks where
you are going. You say you are going to a place where she’ll
make new friends. You wait for her reply and sigh with relief
when she asks no other questions. During the drive, you play
her Bach CD, and she seems content as she gazes at the passing
irises that grow scattered by the roadside. You tell yourself you
will visit her every day—and you will. Your faithfulness is one
of your strong points. But, despite the travails of the last few
years, you fear how she will cope without you—and you fear how
empty your life will be without her at home, even in the state
she’s in.
When you arrive at the nursing home, your wife, at first,
is reluctant to leave the car, but, after hesitating briefly, she
follows you to the entrance. Along the way, you motion toward
a trellised path and mention how nice it will be to walk there
together. You notice the thorny vines upon the trellis and tell
her the roses will soon be in bloom now summer is here. Once
you enter the facility, the admissions staff greet you, and you
and your wife wait on a gray sofa in a sunny atrium as the coordinator reviews your paperwork. To distract your wife, you
talk about the weather and, within a few minutes, another staff
member appears. Your wife looks at the young woman questioningly, and you hold your wife’s hand and tell her everything
will be all right.
The young woman accompanies you both to your wife’s
room. As they talk, you return to the car for your wife’s things.
You unpack and decorate the room with the items you brought
from home. At the young woman’s request, you write your
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wife’s name on any valuable items—in case another resident
wanders off with them. Then, you spread your wife’s favorite
blanket across her bed, listening as she repeats over and over to
the young woman how pretty her eyes are. Before the woman
leaves, she explains to your wife how to call a staff member if
she needs anything. Your wife nods, but you’re unsure whether she’ll recall any of this. Once the two of you are alone in the
room, your wife asks how long you’ll both be staying there.
You lie, telling her you’ll only be there for a few days. She
smiles, gets into the bed, and says she’s tired.
You wait until she falls asleep, knowing this is the
best time to leave. You watch her for a few minutes—her eyes
closed, her breathing steady, a faint smile on her face—and blow
her a kiss as you leave the room. At first, you feel a sense of relief, as if a weight has been lifted from your shoulders, but that
feeling is followed by a profound sorrow. Then, in the hallway,
you pass a wrinkled man, hunched over and shuffling in the opposite direction—and you wonder, Would she have abandoned
me here so easily?
Outside of the nursing home, you see a staff member
who is sitting on a bench. He is peeling an orange with a paring
knife and doesn’t look at you as you pass. The late-morning
sun is shining, and a goldfinch alights on a nearby thistle.
The bird’s song becomes enmeshed with the thrum of insects
and the hum of passing cars on a nearby road. Life continues
unabated around you, unconcerned that you will soon enter an
empty house, unaware that your wife will soon sink deeper and
deeper into oblivion.
As you get into your car, a child and her mother walk
past. The girl stares at a daisy she is holding, and you look
away. Will the person whom they are visiting remember them?
you ask yourself. You sit in the driver’s seat for a moment,
gathering your breath and staring through the windshield into
the unending blue sky. Then, with a twist of your wrist, you
turn the key, rattling the engine into life.

- Lewis Beilman
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Sweet Ivory
A golden crown, made from the weeds of a nearby field,
shelters the delicacy of my head. I’m six, dancing to the tune of
a birdsong as a crowd of honeybees watch my performance. My
breaths were so easy, my feet thankful for the forgiving touch
of slippery mud from the rain a few hours prior. I’m wearing
an ivory dress and the two don’t mix well, brown polka dots
making homes on the fabric. I don’t mind being a princess of
nature. I sway my way over to the tree that loves to hold me,
crawl to the top, and sit in a silence that is so beautifully loud.
I feel the warmth of the sun, the first pure ray after a storm,
slither into my skin. I feel happy, as though any words I spoke
would be a sparkling yellow, the kind that ignites a firefly.
A silver crown, made from the greys of the world,
overbears the hardness of my head. I’m twenty, distracted by
the noise of busy as I sit and watch the neighbor kids playing
in the sprinkler while wearing a princess dress that looks like it
desperately needs washed. They keep slipping but the ground
catches them and the abundance of giggles that follow them
down. I’m wearing an ivory slip dress after my college presentation and I am reminded of the times I use to crave earth stains. I
don’t know how growing up makes you feel like the things you
used to love are so far out of reach, but it does. The sun tries
piercing through my window to get to me...it doesn’t make it. I
feel sad, as though any words I spoke would be a smack of blue,
the kind that ignites a flurry.
Then and now, I was and always will be that girl who
wants a life among the wild. The only difference is that little girl
version of me was willful and did anything to make that happen,
even if it meant eating an entire plate of broccoli. The girl I am
now is a wishing woman, her dress caught on the door handle
of a house that holds nothing but responsibilities. I can’t wait
for the day she breaks loose again, when she lets the tree hold
her like old times. It’ll be like a lost princess coming home in a
dirty, yet sweet ivory dress.

- Kailey Collins
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Thinking About Thirteen
I pull into the driveway that always welcomes my family
and I home every July. It’s a river of dirt that leads to a wood
castle house that is framed by a lake I’ve been going to for
years. From the very moment I open the door of the car, I’m
drenched in the scent of pine and feel so connected to life that
I swear the wind could sweep me up and claim me as its own. I
can’t deny this place my most genuine smile; it’s the architect
of my being. I breathe deep, saturating my lungs with a birdsong and embrace the sweet serenity around me. Times like
these are when my heartbeats are the happiest. Every time I
come here, my sharp edges are sculpted into something a little
more soft.
I go upstairs and change into a sweatshirt while the rest
of my family gathers around a fire pit that is about to be on a
continuous cycle of burning for the next week. A soft orange
radiance presses itself against the window near me, bleeding
through the curtains and staining the sheets I had just laid out
on the bed. It eventually crawls into my chest and I force myself
to sit and cradle the setting sky. The gentle light blooms within
me. I’m interrupted by the silhouette of a teasing man. I open
my eyes and swear I see him standing there, but he isn’t. I shake
off the scene and make my way to the fire.
Someone I met here and have made some of the most
memorable moments of my life with is the one I thought I saw,
the boy whose heart I broke more than once, even when it
broke mine along with it. But he doesn’t talk to me anymore
and I don’t blame him. When we did, life slowed down for us.
Our laughs were so loud the echoes would carry over into the
next day. Chasing sunsets together was our favorite thing to do.
To be totally honest, he turned my sorrows into train tickets
to better tomorrows. There’s no thank you great enough for
someone who unknowingly saved your life.
So to you, my first love, thank you for showing me that
happiness is within me even when I didn’t think it was. Thank
you for loving me even when I never could accept that I was
loveable. Thank you for rooting for me even when I didn’t deserve it. Thank you for reaching for my hand even when I didn’t
ask you to. We could’ve been that forever, I’m fully convinced
of it. But there was too many miles in the way that needed construction. I had to become okay with him and I being a glimpse
but that doesn’t take away the fact that he woke me up from a
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nightmare I was living inside my head.
I’m happy with where I am now and more in love than
I have ever been. But the 13-year-old me still wonders sometimes where I would have been if I had followed that man down
county road 500. I don’t think it is wrong to wonder about
things if one different choice was made how different your life
could have been. I think people deny doing so out of fear or
guilt.
In reality, it’s a natural thing to wonder, even about
things like this.

- Kailey Collins
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The Limestone Husband
Most of his life passed before he realized he was in love.
By then, she was packing her things: the sheepskin cushion,
the jewelry woven from her mother’s hair, the spinning wheel
her father had built and on which she wound bobbins as richly
colored as jewels. Driven off, finally, by his apathy and arrogance, she was moving to a cottage of her own, a tiny stone
structure in the widow’s glen near the sea.
Their sons loaded her belongings into an oxcart one
misty afternoon. From the cliffside, the terns shrilled their
judgment. She pressed the man’s hand, asked him to visit, and
led the ox into the mist. As the cart descended into the valley,
he heard a single thump as one wheel hit a rock. Then fog
stuffed up his ears and the sound of her leaving haunted only
his memory.
The man turned back to his carving. The limestone was
pale and rich with golden veins. The stone was particular to his
region, finer than stones found elsewhere, and popular with
lords and dukes to the farthest reaches of the kingdom.
A tap from his chisel sheared too much stone from the
block. Far from a disaster for the sculpture, the destruction
was nevertheless unbearable. He wept, and his tears turned the
golden veins green.
The limestone blocks stored up in the man’s shed
didn’t last long. He filled the few orders he had, delivering the
sculptures to Derbyshire and Cross Locke and Castle Down.
Then he turned to his own project, a collage of shallow curves
chiseled atop a single block. But the work was more demanding
than his skill, and he ruined the rest of the stones.
He quarried another load. For days, he chipped at
the rock before splitting chunks free with wedges and metal
splines. Soon, the oxcart was full. As he released the brake, a
jewel-like splinter caught his eye.
A slip of her thread had caught between the boards.
He held his breath as he worked the emerald strand free. With
it she had made trees bud, grass grow, and crops gravid. He
slipped the thread into his mouth where it coiled between his
cheek and gum.
The vegetable dye and lye fixer pinched his skin. The
bitterness was light, easy to bear, and the thread was safe until
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he returned home.
The man knew only the limestone. New orders came
only to be rejected through messages carried by his sons. The
man knew only the swirls of this new sculpture. The image he
wished to bring to life consumed his world.
The fog rolled back for the sun, the sun bowled over
for the stars, and Gavin’s questioning eyes went away unsatisfied. The man could not spare time for the quarry again, so he
squared smaller stones from the waste pile and tried again.
As the seasons changed, cold settled on the cliffs. Soon,
the woman who had left would settle by the hearth in her cottage in the widow’s glen. There she would take up the winter’s
work. Lost in her impossible forests, she would draw the stitches to and fro, each piercing of the needle a tether for her magic.
Her woodland scenes would shift with a hidden life.
Her trees, tangled like lovers among vines and shrubs, would
be heavy with globes of fruit. Her birds would soar on rippling
feathers made with stitches too fine for the eye to see.
Each leaf of grass would take a dozen or more passes of
the needle. Who could say how many stitches, how much fine
thread, how many fairies danced with those needles? The only
certain thing was that rough cloth became a thing of splendor.
Joy overwhelmed any who saw the finished pieces.
On the mantle, he found a thimble. He slipped the
thick leather pad onto his little finger and imagined he felt her
warmth there.
Later that week, or perhaps as late as that month, the
man found a nearly untouched limestone block at the base of
the waste pile. He had rejected it because it had been cracked.
He saw now that the crack was a particularly rich vein of golden
color, and that it would perfectly enhance the project he desperately strove to finish.
For nights, he spent hours at work, yet chipped out only
the tiniest bits of stone. Even his sons, who had spent their lives
looking over his shoulder, couldn’t tell whether he actually accomplished anything in all those long hours. And yet the work
progressed.
Finally, his project was done. The block was heavy, but
he would never risk the chance that the sculpture might fall
from the cart and be ruined. Instead, he wrapped it in leather
and carried it down to the widow’s glen.
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They met in front of her cottage, each as bashful as a
young lover first smitten. He set the stone on the ground and
pushed back the wrapping. She bent down, huffing against her
age and the stiffness each year added to her bones. She peered
at the bowls and curves. When she looked up again, she smiled.
“So,” she murmured. “You really do love me, then.”
God’s truth, he thought, but stayed silent.
She removed her slipper and stepped on the stone.
“A perfect fit,” she said.
The footprint he had carved was a perfect reproduction.
From her toes to her heel, he had carved the least part of her,
a place few saw and none valued as beautiful. But to the man,
every bit of her was as beautiful as any preserved in the carving
of stone. The limestone said this for him, and more perfectly
than he might trust his tongue to speak.
After placing the sculpture at her door, he returned to
his own home. He wasn’t a husband yet; no, not nearly. But he
had caught someone’s fancy, and there was time yet to win her
heart.

- Laine Cunningham
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Day? - An Experiment
The earth was dark. There was no power, there were no
lights or running infrastructures. It was bleak, and sullen with
rotting corpses. It was a stench filled with the outbreak of the
infected, and the victory of ignorance in 2050. There was nothing now, humanity dwindled, and the form of the world lost its
shape and elasticity. Bleakness, Desolation, and Irresoluteness:
it’s all the world had.
Day 50
Still no sign of other people, even after searching among the
rubble of the suburban centers in California. It’s quiet and it’s
deafening. Maybe everyone’s been killed or infected, maybe I’m
the only one left, and the mere thought of that left me hollow.
Day 57
I found another person today, but his breaths ran short because
I put a stop to them. They had contracted the virus, and they
had shown signs of infection early. The man screamed of hallucinations and monsters following us, but became aggressive
after some time. I had thought I had found some companionship, but I found myself alone once again. Maybe that would be
the norm and the only entertainment I’d have would come from
killing the infected when I found myself around them.
------Krishna had slung a bag around her shoulder. It contained a small supply of water and pieces of jerky that she would
find herself rationing for a while, for as long as her body would
allow her to. She had been like any other secretary on the
day everything changed. She was working in her office, filing
paperwork when her coworkers frantically turned on the TV,
showing them what was happening in downtown LA. There
were masses of people who were yelling, tearing at each other’s
flesh, attacking innocent people. They screamed biblical chants
and they said they had been cleansing the earth for the second
coming, but it hadn’t stopped in LA. Other incidents like these
started to pop up across the U.S, and then eventually across all
continents. The government assured they had it under control,
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but Krishna had an eerie feeling about perturbed incidents.
One day, a group had raided the firm she worked at, murdering
her coworkers, tearing at their flesh, nearly bathing in their
blood as an offering to prevent the second coming. Krishna
had hid that day, behind a bunch of towels and unopened boxes
in the storage closet. After what felt like hours, she left, realizing that people in her firm didn’t survive. Their bodies were
messily scattered across all floors. Blood spattered across the
walls, the cubicles, and the screens of the windows. Branches
and twigs of crimson swirled around the linoleum. She hadn’t
felt more nauseous before that. She clutched her stomach when
she had stumbled on the corpses with unrecognizable features.
Their faces had been torn apart. Ligaments and muscles were
all that was left, and Krishna could feel her stomach turning;
she ran as fast as she could, getting away from the smell of
blood, the unrecognizable and twisted corpses. They had mere
ligaments and muscles exposed in their jawlines and their
chests.
The outside to her office was no better. The government didn’t have it under control, and she saw it firsthand.
Mangled corpses were scattered across the boulevard. People
screamed while others chased them. Some of the infected
continued to rub the blood across their arms and legs, maybe as
a mechanism for cleaning their sins, but little did they know it
only cemented their sins even more.
------Day 85
I found someone on my way to Washington, on my way to
Paradise Haven: that’s what they called it on the radio so many
days ago. He wasn’t infected. He thought I was when he held
the gun to my head, demanding me to speak, and I did. I more
so made a snarky remark, one I don’t want to repeat, but it was
one that kept him at bay, even made him chuckle. He told me
his name was Thomas, he had darker skin, the color of umber.
He had brown eyes, big and doe like, yet his actions showed he
wasn’t vulnerable in anyway. He was broad shouldered and
tall. He was strong, and maybe that’s why he had gone so long
into this personal hell of our world, but why had I? I wasn’t
strong. I was scrawny, but I assumed my drive to live had
maintained my life.
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Day 97
My journals have become less frequent, but I can’t think about
writing when Thomas and I are so close to our destination. I
had doubts about him at first, but his standoffish attitude was
one that would waver at times. He still didn’t tell me about his
life before all of this, but come to think of it, I didn’t either. Maybe we didn’t have to, the past was too connected to the apocalypse, so a fresh start may have been the best option.
------It had been more than 200 days since Thomas and
Krishna had been on their journey, catering out where they
could, but traveling had taken a few turns. They had one another, they had companionship, and they didn’t realize just
how important that may have been. The horrendous sights of
bodies started to diminish more, and they found themselves in
the Northwest. They had stumbled upon groups of the infected
together, killing them as needed. At that point, it had become
a chore because it was either them who survived or the infected
who survived. There were no news outlets, there were no safe
havens.
Krishna and Thomas had found that out the hard way.
They had heard of a safe haven in Washington. They had little
food, little water, and little drive by the time they had made it
there, but they had taken a chance, hoping that it would pay off
It didn’t.
The safe haven had been ruined. It had already been
attacked by the infected. Bodies with no faces and limbs were
scattered across the haven, some were of women, some of men,
and some of children. Krishna had gotten use to the sights but
whenever she saw the corpse of a child she couldn’t help but
feel her body exert energy just to hold back from getting sick
or weeping. She still felt human in that regard, not fully cut off
from the world. Thomas was the same, he couldn’t get over
seeing the corpses of children.
“It isn’t here,” Krishna mumbled, her voice nearly inaudible. There was no hope in her words.
“They got to it,” Thomas said, anger started to spill
over into the tone of his voice. He looked back at Krishna,
watching her eyes glaze over. She was giving up, but Thomas
couldn’t have that. She was his only companion, she was all he

25

had, and at that point, he needed her by his side. It was a companionship that was deeper then mere infatuation. They knew
of one another’s feelings, but their bond drove them to protect
one another more than anything else. They held one another
when they could, sharing ideas and the words to pass the time
by.
“Hey,” he whispered, placing his gun into the sling of
his bag, stepping up to Krishna, taking her head in the palm of
her hands. “It’s one stop, we’ll keep moving like we always do.”
“I don’t want to,” she said, biting down on her lip.
“What’s the point? We aren’t going to live.”
“What happened to the strong Krishna I knew? The
one who lost her whole family, yet she continued to fight. The
Krishna who survived with no other person for so many days!
We will make it through this,” he whispered, pressing his forehead to hers.
“I’m scared,” she whispered, choking back a sob.
“I am too,” he replied, wrapping an arm around her
waist, pulling her closer. “But we’ll make it, we have this far,
okay?”
In that moment, Krishna had found some hope. She
believed what he said. “We’ll get through it,” she repeated
to herself, lips connecting to Thomas’. It wasn’t the best of
circumstances for a time to share their first kiss, but nothing in
this broken and shattered world was ideal.
------Day 150
We found the safe haven. There wasn’t anyone. It had been
ruined and the stench of dead bodies till lingers in my nostrils,
but it always does.
Day 187
We left the camp, taking as much as we could carry. Those few
nights together had cemented our bond more than before. I had
realized just how much we depended on one another. If we
didn’t have one another, I wouldn’t be surprised if we would
be insane, part of the infected, but we fed off one another. We
lifted each other off, encouraging one another even though our
circumstances weren’t great.
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Day 228
He opened up more today. He talked about his son and how he
lost him, but wouldn’t go into detail about it. I could tell it hurt
Thomas, the mere recollection of losing his son, but I had found
reprieve in his story and his flickering façade. He was like me,
he felt more then he wanted to let off sometimes.
He is all I have. Thomas is what’s been keeping me sane. The
prospect of us remaining together for days to come is what
drives me.
------The pair had made their way through the west, getting
closer to their destination of Colorado. It was another safe
haven that they had heard about. Only a few more weeks of the
journey and they would find their way to their land. They had a
sense of hope because it was what they depended on. They had
heard of another compound in Colorado, taking in survivors,
and from what they could tell, it wasn’t a populated area, so the
military may have been able to defend that safe haven better
than the other ones. Maybe it was foolish to think that, but
Thomas and Krishna preferred being naïve over being hopeless.
------Day 330
We’ve had to ration more than ever before, and our speed
had slowed down. We exert so much energy, but we haven’t
stopped, not with the silver lining just on the horizon.
Day 333
I can see the gate. I can see the military. I can hear the people,
the slight bustling that is muffled by the tall walls, but I can see
it; I can see civilization. I see mine and Thomas’ future.
------They were scared, frightened and petrified when they
had stumbled on the compound, but they also were full of hope
and excitement. At first, the guards were weary but they assessed the pair, determining that they weren’t infected. They
let them enter the compound, taking into view the people, the
small community of the non-infected. They were healthy looking, smiles on their faces.
“He’s here,” the military personal spoke into his wrist
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band, but before Krishna could really see what was going on,
she was being pushed back, arms wrapping around her to hold
her back as multiple other guards got to Thomas, knocking him
out after a few rounds of punches. Krishna cried out. It was feeble and pathetic, but it’s the only sound she could exert without
using too much energy. She pathetically tried to fight against
the guards grasp on her. His hands dug into her torso and up to
her chest, nearly suffocating her, or maybe she was delusional,
maybe she was imagining this, maybe she had become infected
and this was only the beginning, but her attempts had been cut
off by the time that she had been injected with a form of tranquilizer, making her body go completely limp.
------Day 304?
I don’t know how long I’ve been asleep. I woke up, and all I
remembered was them taking Thomas, and that’s how I ended
up here. They had dressed in a grey tracksuit, leaving me in a
white room, but they had luckily left me with my bag. Was it
the 334th day? I wasn’t sure. Time in here was less measurable
than ever before. There was no clock, there were no people. It
was just me in a white room, and that wasn’t even the beginning. Maybe they’d be back soon, maybe they would be here to
let me out, where they were.
Day???
Time Something I think we take for granted because we have
the luxury of figuring it out so easily, but it’s a luxury I don’t
have in this prison. I haven’t had it for days, maybe weeks,
or has it been months. They gave me food on a stainless tray
through the door, a sandwich and an apple with juice. It’s always the same. It is always monitored. sometimes they gas the
room, knocking me out, but no one ever comes in. I haven’t seen
another human in however long I’ve been kept in here.
And I can’t help but wonder about Thomas, what are they doing to him? Are they treating him the same way they’re treating
me? Is he slowly losing his sanity like me?
Day???
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No recall of time. I’m losing hope. I beg and I plead for interaction. I still yell at the security camera in the room, but no one
responds, and I can’t hold it together anymore. I hear voices. I
see shadows. Maybe I’m infected, maybe they’ve quarantined
me, and maybe I’ll start babbling about the second coming,
even ripping my own skin off to bathe in my own pool of blood.
At that moment, that alternative crossed my mind versus me
remaining in this prison any longer.
Day???
Someone’s coming. I can hear footsteps, I can hear the lock on
the door------The guard seemed foreign to Krishna when she laid
eyes on him. His pure white uniform blended in with the walls,
and she clutched onto her knees out of fear, for she hadn’t seen
another human in so long.
He forced her out of bed, ripping her forward and out
of the room. She twisted and fought, but it was no use. She was
lethargic, and even for being fed she was weak. No doubt they
had done that on purpose. Krishna yelled out, begging for him
to let her go, but he didn’t respond. Instead, he brought her
to another room, one that reminded her of her office lounge
back in Los Angeles. In that lounge she immediately recognized Thomas. A few others stood behind him, but they weren’t
familiar, and Krishna didn’t care.
She ran to Thomas, engulfing him with her arms, tears
streaming down her cheeks. His arms tightly wrapped around
her, embracing her. He was still as strong and broad as she
had remembered, and she slowly pulled away, noticing how he
hadn’t lost weight like she had. He had gained weight. He was
smiling, but he didn’t look tortured or tormented.
“It worked,” a blonde said, shooting Krishna a smile.
Krishna shook her head.
“What worked?” Krishna asked. Her own voice felt
foreign to her. She had spoken to herself hadn’t she? Maybe
not, maybe these were the voices she had begun developing to
hear, yet those voices weren’t here. They abandoned her when
she left that white cubicle of a room.
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“I think you should tell her, even congratulated her,”
the blond said, nodding towards Thomas.
“What are you talking about?” Krishna asked, taking a
step back.
“The outbreak, that wasn’t by accident,” a man said,
stepping forward. He reached his hand out, but Krishna just
flinched. “I’m Monty. I’ve been assisting Thomas on this experiment for over a year now.”
“What experiment?” Krishna asked, pressing on further.
“The outbreak of course. We needed a way to solve the
population crisis, and Thomas found the way, but it got out of
control, yet he found the cure,” Tony explained. He was calm
and collected. He had practiced this one too many times.
“T-this can’t be true,” Krishna shook her head, taking
as step back, but Thomas grabbed her wrist gently.
“You’re the cure. It worked on you,” he whispered. He
was proud, but Krishna was absolutely horrified.
“You used me for a cure?” she asked.
“For the greater good. It worked, you survived it like I
knew you could,” he responded, and in that moment Krishna
felt her heart fracture. She hadn’t known Thomas like she had
thought.
------Day 410
Thomas revealed who he was, the founder of the epidemic, the
founder for chaos, yet he lied to me. He used my pain and my
psychological torment to test his cure, and it worked, but he
needed me to stay there to develop it, but I wouldn’t do that.
Day 412
I ran away, leaving the compound and everyone behind it. I
left Thomas. I left his cure in my veins, and I left him with none
of my blood. He was back to square one, and I knew I couldn’t
have stayed there.
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The world was broken, but that compound was nothing better.
They were all infected but in a way that was eerily intelligent,
and I refused to stay there. Maybe they were on their way to
find me because the cure was running through my veins. I was
the only living person with it. I was too prized to lose, but that
only made me run further, it only made me turn my back to
civilization because in that moment I knew it was no better then
the world outside the walls.
I’d rather be surrounded by the infected who aren’t delusional
by choice. I’d rather be grounded by the spiritual chants and
dead bodies then by the people who want me for my blood.
I found myself alone again, but in that loneliness I found
strength. I found my own hope.

- Marah Heikkila
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Ragnarök
Fat drops of rain splattered against the large, slanted,
frosted windowpanes, whose glass was so chilled by the late
November air it turned the splatter to creeping ice. I watched
its progression on the glass, grey apathy devouring me like the
earth succumbing to a storm. My loft was not equipped for the
cold, as I liked to blot winter from my vocabulary. Still, I lay
on the painfully flat stone floor, shirtless and alone. I lifted my
arm blindly, groping about for my cigarettes and lighter, which
I knew to lay just out of reach. My brain was not yet crying out
for nicotine, so I gave up, flopping my arm across my bony
chest. Rushing across my skin was a tapestry of ink. Blacks,
greys, and muted colors danced together, clashing in chaotic
improvisation. The corners of my lips twitched as I stared hard
at the line where my tattooed flesh met concrete. The riotous
images blurred until they lost all meaning; I flicked my eyes
back to the cruel night sky.
Sova Irene, my father’s mother, with her flint-grey hair
tied back in a severe bun, would say that ice storms were the
gods blessing winter. I wonder what she would say about an ice
storm in November.
“A blessed winter leads to a blessed year,” Sova would
say as she stirred the cocoa on her rickety gas stove. “Is this too
hot?” she would ask in her sharp accent, gifting me a chipped
mug full of Freia Regia, the best hot chocolate in the world.
Bjarni called earlier today.
“Leah says she only sees you on payday,” his tinny
phone-voice was thick with worry.
“Leah runs the place perfectly.”
This was half-true. My business partner was a customer
service marvel but an absolute wreck with the books.
“I have no reason to go in,” I lied, thinking of the weekly inventory sheets I had been ignoring for too long.
My brother paused, and in the tense silence, I could
hear the moment he decided to believe me.
“Are you at least feeding yourself?” he sighed.
“Of course, I am!” I huffed.
I wasn’t.
Another loaded pause, then, “You know you can talk to
me about anything.”
“Yeah,” I said, picking at my bloody cuticles. “I know.”
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Sova Irene looked after Bjarni and me every winter
break while our parents went vacationing in Oslo. She lived in
northwestern Norway in a quaint cottage fit for one. The small
white cottage had a funny slanted red roof, perfect for reckless
sledding off its peak. It’s one bedroom, Sova’s room, always
smelled of strange, winding smoke that burned perpetually on
her altar to the Old Gods, whom Sova believed were very much
alive. The smoke tickled my nose while I brushed my teeth in
the adjoining bathroom. There was a wood-burning stove in
the living room, which heated the whole house. At night, Bjarni
and I were thankful for its heat while foul winter winds howled
over the Aurlandfjord.
One night, when Bjarni was eight, the wind bellowed
so fiercely it rattled the canning shelves in the kitchen. Bjarni
poked me awake, narrow eyes alight with fear.
“Is that Furr-rear?” he whispered, reverence keeping
him from screaming.
“Is that what?” I snapped. I was twelve: too old and
tired to deal with my brother’s little kid stuff.
“The big wolf that’s gonna kill the world.”
His tiny fingers were gripping my pajama shirt so tightly
I thought he might break something. I laughed a little, thinking back to the previous evening when Sova opened the wood
burner and let us roast donuts while she told us the old stories.
“Why are you worried about Fenrir?” I asked. “Sova
said Ragnarök hasn’t come yet.”
“What if Raggarock is happening now?” Panic began to
creep into his voice.
“Then we’ll die, and you won’t have to worry about it
anymore,” I snapped.
Bjarni cried for an hour while the wind battered Sova’s
cottage. Eventually, his wails mixed with the screaming over
the Fjord, and I drifted off to sleep.
When the cutting cold of the concrete burrowed into
my stomach. I knew I had to move, if only to find another angle
at which to watch the skylight. Hunger growled faintly, fogging my head and turning my limbs to lead. Standing now, I
stretched out the stiffness in my joints, chasing away the hard
floor from my body’s short memory.
Coffee, I thought, stumbling my way barefoot to the
French press in the kitchen.
My Kents were lying neatly next to a neon pink Bic, six-
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ty feet away from where I thought they were. My lips twitched
while I gazed, transfixed, at the clean white carton with its little
red castle badge. I was not sure if I was actually craving a cig or
if my bones were just hollow with boredom.
I filled the French press instead, watching the hot water
squeeze down to caffeinated bliss.
I should call someone.
But then reason kicked in, and I realized I didn’t have
anything to say. I didn’t know the time, but I knew the oven
clock was at least an hour off. It was dark outside - that, I knew.
The rain sounded less like a gentle patter and more like a rhythmic roar, and the skylight was so coated in ice gazing through
it felt like opening your eyes underwater and trying to find the
sun.
My loft apartment was sparsely decorated. Sparse, I
snorted, surveying all I had gathered into this home. The living
area boasted a single teal corduroy sofa, draped in the wool
blankets Sova sent me during college. A Wi-Fi router lay on
the floor by an outlet, alone. I owned no rugs, though the shiny
grey cement desperately needed some cover, color, warmth.
The mezzanine bedroom was over the kitchen, where I stood
now, but I knew it had similar trappings to the main floor, with
some added dirty clothes scattered across the room.
There was nothing here I loved.
The fire played tricks on Sova’s scraggly face, bringing
her stories an extra level of realism. Bjarni was so enraptured,
he didn’t notice when his donut slipped off the poker to die
on the flames. I was holding Fiske, Sova’s wheezy fat old cat,
squeezing the tolerant beast a little too tightly.
“And Tyr, most noble of the gods, saw his fate spread
before him.”
Bjarni gasped, predicting the end of this tale. Sova nodded gravely.
“Tyr knew Fenrir would never trust the All-Father,
Thor, or, gods forbid, his father, the Trickster Loki, so Tyr
volunteered to be the one to place his hand in the maw of the
wolf.”
“But they were friends!” Bjarni exclaimed, unable to
hide his outrage.
“Yes, mitt barn,” Sova said kindly, patting Bjarni’s little
head. “That is what makes this tale sorrowful. Sometimes you
must sacrifice your own comfort for the good of others.”
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I scoffed, and Fiske wriggled free as if offended by the
very notion that I would question the gods. Sova shot me a look
that invited me to speak.
“Imprisoning Fenrir didn’t actually save anyone,” I
said, an indignant smirk beginning to take hold of my features.
Sova motioned me on.
“Odin was so paranoid that Fenrir might one day be on
the bad side of Ragnarök, that he does the very thing that makes
Fenrir a bad guy! Tyr loses his hand and his friend for nothing.”
This was not the first time I had heard the stories.
Sova laughed: a clear, true sound.
“Now, my boy, you understand.” Her fierce blue eyes,
so like my dad’s, flashed in the dim light of the coals. “There
will be many moments in your life when you try to do what is
right, but failure is your current fate. Only then will you learn
to rise above, to be strong-” she cut herself off to bite the air
close to Bjarni’s hand, “even when you are bleeding from the
bloody stump of your wrist.”
Bjarni and I were both silent, mulling over the meaning
of her words.
Sova kissed both of our heads. “After all, mine gutter,
Ragnarök is not about death, but the life after. Now off to bed,
both of you! Before the night trolls eat your toes!”
It was well past midnight, on a Wednesday, according
to my phone. The amount of coffee I had brewed in the wee
hours of morning assured I would not be sleeping tonight. I
made my peace with that. The mezzanine needed to be cleaned;
I could see a pizza box on the floor by my bed.
Sighing deeply, I turned the opposite direction and
decided to rest on the couch.
I had the pink Bic in my hand, and I flicked it on and off
in the darkness. Rain still pounded at the windows, begging
the glass to shatter and let its dark magnificence indoors. Leah
needed me, I knew that, somewhere in my empty mind, but a
deeper part of me knew I could not be bothered to care. The
coffee shop could run another day or two low on stock. Leah
knew what she was doing, going into business with me.
fwick, hiss, fwick, hiss
The flame illuminated my fingers for the briefest of lives
before stuttering out.
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fwick, hiss
My stick-n-poke moon tattoo needed a touch-up, I
noticed as the lighter bathed my knuckle in warmth. With the
Bic, I brought my cigarettes from the kitchen. I held a Kent between my thumb and forefinger. Its paper was so dry it seemed
to give off a heat of its own. The yellow end looked like a brown
speckled egg this close to the flame. Before I could think of the
thousand reasons not to, I stuck the Kent, filter first, between
my lips.
fwick, hiss, sstss
The end caught light, filling the room with smoke more
acrid than my sova’s incense. Rushing dopamine flooded my
brain. A lazy, dull smile crept along my cheeks despite myself. I
sobered for a second while a balloon of something nasty threatened to burst in my chest. My eyes stung for a moment outside
the smoke.
I looked around the area for somewhere to put out the
cigarette, but my only ashtray was on the fire escape, getting
washed clean in the November ice storm. Maybe the wind
knocked it off the railing, smashing it to bits on the ground
below.
I balanced the lit Kent between two fingers of my left
hand, holding it over the concrete floor. I had my phone in my
right, automatically pressing a contact before my brain caught
up.
“Hello?” a groggy voice greeted me.
“Hey, Bjarni.”
Silence.
I took a deep breath, “What if Ragnarök is happening
now?”

- Penelope Katz
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The Crucifix
Clara stares through the open window of the car at the
ruined houses, boarded up windows, plastic sheets flapping between doorjambs. Black sticky soot has adhered to windowsills
and the brickwork. Pigeons - the sole owners of the abandoned
buildings - coo in the eves like playful children calling to each
other. Here and there stands a relatively undamaged building,
with glass still intact in the window frames. The few remaining
inhabitants follow the progress of the cab with suspicion and
surely pass judgement – if condemnatory or absolving, she
cannot guess.
She wonders where all the people she used to know
have gone to. As if reading her thoughts, her mother takes her
hand into her own, work and weather-worn one, and pats it
distractedly.
“Gone, all gone now,” she says with seeming indifference.
Her breath smells strongly of cigarette smoke and faintly of lemon drops she likes to suck on to get rid of the everlasting smell of ‘Lara’, the cheap tobacco she buys by an ounce in
the little kiosk next to the derelict steel factory.
“Gone. Like you,” she adds after a pause. No indifference now but a tinge of reproach and resentment in her voice.
“What did she expect?” Clara thinks.
“What was there to stay for apart from the dying residential leviathans and the old people clinging to their dilapidated houses like homing birds to their nests? A town rooted
too far from the seduction of the neon-lighted Berlin and too
close to the still iron-curtained Polish border. A halfway town,
a non-entity. And she, like most of the population, was a Sorb,
neither fully German nor completely Polish, it robbed her of
a clearly recognizable identity, deprived her of a harbor she
could truly call her own and never let her heal this abysmal
duality imposed by birth.
With a twinge of regret, she thinks of her childhood and
her dreams to be free of the despotic atmosphere of a place inhabited by people who know each other’s lives inside out, who
passed judgment easily and gave opinions cruelly. Years later,
she would still find those memories hanging over her - the constant and relentless scrutiny of her every move, of everything
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she did. True, there were good moments too (summer swims in
the tailings ponds, winter skating when they were frozen over)
but for some obscure reason she can only recollect them faintly,
as if the mist of distance and the passing time shrouded the
once vivid memories in a haze of passive forgetting and voluntary oblivion.
The gears shrill as the taxi turns left then shudders to
a stop in front of a two-story house with shrubs that, in the
summer heat, droop waxy dust-covered leaves. Money changes hands and they slide out of the hot cab into the even hotter
dusty street.
“We’ve arrived,” her mother says redundantly, implying Clara might have forgotten her own home, evoking another
wave of resentment. It seems that the old woman is reproaching
her for having allowed so much time to pass since the last visit.
And long time it has been indeed, more than 20 years now.
The door creaks open revealing the unchanged core of
the old house - the same chocolate brown suite with cigarette
burns in the armrests, the same antiquated and black with age
wallpaper with lilies and ferns, the same glass-topped shelves
with a proliferation of china and glass gnomes.
Clara is amazed by how little has changed in the kitchen
with its chinked tiles around the steel sink and the crack-frosted linoleum. The past comes flooding back. All of it. Her
mother bent over the sink, her fingers crinkled into crepe from
bleach and detergent, washing the after-dinner dishes, scraping
off congealed lagoons of grease with her fingernails, rinsing the
plates and pots with cold water. Her father, yellowing teeth and
dark hair slicked back - a half-empty bottle of vodka in front of
him, his eyes glued to the television screen, completely focused
on the scantily dressed girls with feathers sticking, seemingly,
out of their asses. Her sister Nora, on her knees, polishing
dad´s black boots with a piece cut out of an old lumberjack
shirt, spitting on them from time to time to give them a nice
shine. And she, Clara, her hands clasping the ears, eyes fixed
on the book on her lap trying to decipher the small black words
that seemed to blend together, trying to block out the songs
from the howling television set, the clinking of the cutlery, the
annoying sound of her sister’s spitting. Her mind was set, there
was no detour. One more year and she would be gone – a nursing diploma in her bag, never to come back to this hell hole.
The memory is so vivid that, if she only dared, she could
stretch her hand towards the sitting man or the woman by the
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sink and touch them. But she doesn’t, fearing that by doing that
she will conjure back to life the world that was dark and somber.
Water gurgles in the pipes brining her back to reality.
“I’ll fix some tea. You can unpack in the meantime,”
her mother says filling the kettle with water.
She strides timidly to the bedroom where a wooden bed
with a carved headboard dominates the place. It too brings back
painful memories. The sounds, coming from behind closed
doors, were muted, subdued and yet so intense she can still
feel them in her bones. The resonance of angry arguments, the
rhythmic creaking of springs, the moans and groans and her
mother’s repressed sobbing.
On the wall just over the bed, there is a large silver crucifix with a spread-eagled Jesus, his face contorted in pain. In
some way he was, just like Clara, a silent witness of her parents’
mutual aggressions and reconciliations. Clara used to pray to
him once, but his silent indifference and the eyes of a martyr
finally put her off religion - a fact she skillfully managed to
conceal form her mother for years. When finally discovered, it
became a source of constant reproaches and nagging which she
tried to ignore.
“Tea is ready,” the old woman is standing in the threshold holding her cup in the right hand and pointing with the left
one to the sitting room.
“Drink it before it gets cold,” her voice has the same
steely edge of authority Clara remembers from her childhood.
She drops the suitcase to the floor and obediently marches to
the sitting room where she slumps down on the old sofa with
grouchy springs. They sit together, her mother’s work-worn
hands caress the delicate china cup - an heirloom dating back to
her wedding day. They have never been at ease with each other
- Clara’s aspiration to university education, to running away as
far as possible from this dead-end town, seems to have forged a
gap between them, a gap her mother didn’t know how or didn’t
want to bridge.
Clara remembers the bitter arguments following her
announcement she was moving to Chile, to be part of a German
philanthropy group.
“Chile? Where the hell is that? And why do you want
to be a nurse? Why not stay here? The factory needs workers,”
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her mother said rubbing the edge of her nose pensively.
“There’s no money in nursing, you know. Wiping sick
people’s asses. And you will never make it on your own, so far
away.”
“That’s what I want to do. I want to be a nurse. And I
want to travel,” locked into her obstinacy, Clara refused to give
in.
For her it was nearly a moral obligation to leave the
town that for years had been breathing its last breath. She
couldn’t wait long enough to be free from the stifling air of
decay and abandonment, to be far away from the marketplace
where scrutinizing eyes dissected her alive, where sharp
tongues wagged behind her back and where everyone knew
everything about everyone else. She was sure that the same type
of people existed everywhere. The dregs of any society, nameless scum who had no merit of their own but who judged others
like referees in a football match.
“Look at your sister now,” her mother added.
“She’s finishing her secretarial course and soon will get
a job in the factory or maybe even in Intershop and earn some
real money. How are you going to pay for your ticket to that
weird land?” the acidity in her voice implied an immoral intent
on Clara’s part.
“You’ll be all on your own, far away from your family,
far away from any help.”
“As if I´ve ever had any help from you,” she wanted to
scream. The feeling of rancor had unfolded in her throat poking all its spikes. No help outside. Still less here…
Now looking at the bedroom, she squeezes her eyes
shut trying to block out the images that keep coming. The
hot, wine-smelling breath on her neck…The heavy pressure
of drink-numbed body…The hands roving up and down her
back…The rubbing of a three-day old stubble on her cheeks…
“You’ll only get into trouble. You might even get pregnant. And when you do,” her mother’s drone-like voice came
back to her again,” don’t come running to me for help. We are
a God-fearing catholic family.”
“Running for help…I’d never run to you for help,” she
thought.
“Not after than night. You didn’t want to listen. You
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didn’t want to know. What would people say? you screamed at
me. You called me a whore who brought it on herself.”
“So, what’s new in the big bad world out there?” her
mother asks sipping the tea slowly.
Clara looks at her and tries to find some feelings – if
not cordial, at least not completely antagonistic. There must
be something left, some type of emotion for the woman who
gave birth to her. She searches the seemingly empty store of
emotions and comes up with a residue of pity. A residue only
because the long years of hatred have done away with the rest.
“I sent you a picture last month. In my nursing uniform.”
“I practically run the hospital by myself. It’s not that
big. And we have a maternity ward as well for local women.
That’s what I like the best. Delivering babies.”
Her mother nodded.
“How much do they pay you?”
“Not much, but I have everything I need. My own room.
The place is nice, right in the middle of a forest - there are
flowers and trees and paths and arbors. I don’t mingle much
with the locals; we are nearly 40 kilometers from Parral and
Herr Paul doesn’t want us to socialize with the residents. He
says they don’t like the way we live. But I do get to travel a bit. I
went to Mexico twice on business. And I must tell you that after
seeing the hectic traffic and hordes of people, I was glad to be
back to my simple life,” her voice trails off.
“I sent you a postcard from there.”
Her mother’s laughter booms in the quiet room.
“I told you there wasn’t much money in wiping puke
from the floors.”
She reaches into the pocket of her maroon cardigan and
takes out a crumpled wad of tissue, blows her nose and puts the
soiled ball back into the pocket.
“Your sister now,” she says,” she´s bought a new car.
A red Fiesta. Neat and compact. Helps her get the children to
school on time.”
The nagging is back in her voice - aggressive, insistent,
annoying. Clara drains the tea as if trying to wash down the ball
expanding in her throat, threatening to suffocate her. How can
one measure success? In the number of bank accounts? In the
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price of their car? In the size of one’s apartment? She knew her
success amounted to nothing in her mother’s eyes. Childless,
single, living with a group of weirdos in a country few people
heard of.
And her bank balance… As a matter of fact, she didn’t
even have an account. Paul, the boss, said no one in the Colony
needed one. Didn’t they have everything they wanted? They
had room and board, their clothes were washed, occasional
transport provided and if they had to go on official business, all
expenses were paid for.
Still, she was happy there, being a nurse. She was happy
delivering babies and then occasionally taking them to families
who really wanted them. Taking them as far as possible from
the mothers who did not deserve children. Just like her mother
didn’t deserve her.
Like the skinny red-haired girl with luminous greygreen eyes who doodled butterflies on sheets of paper and
could not comprehend that her son would be much better off
with a family that really could afford brining up a child and
provide him with all the necessary comforts. Obstinate and
composedly convinced that they would give the child back to
her after he was born. So sure of it that she kept making tiny
clothes and painting butterflies on little bibs and writing letters
the newborn would never read. There was nothing else they
could do but tell her that the infant had been born malformed
and died and that it would break her heart to see him like that.
It was better to keep pleasant memories of a child whose hatter
she would never hear.
But the girl had never shed a tear, wrapped in a shroud
of calm sadness, sinking into the depth of utter but silent
depression. Strangely dried-eyed, she kept doodling her butterflies and writing more letters and singing to herself in a soft
voice. Thank God the girl’s father had saved her from making
a terrible mistaking at such an early age, from ruining her life.
He had sent her to the Colony’s hospital to deliver the baby and
then got her back home to the life a 17-year-old should have school, then university perhaps, parties and friends.
“You’ve ruined your life, Clara,” the old woman’s voice
pierces her thoughts again.
“Who’s going to take care of you when you are old?
And what about your pension fund? Your father worked all his
life and although it’s not much, he´s left me this house and a
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little something to live on. You are not even married. You’ll
never know what it means to have children, wait for someone
you love to come home.”
And I’ll never know the heartache of realizing my husband is abusing my child, Clara thinks bitterly. It balances out
in the end. The sorrows cancel the joys.
“Nora has someone to lean on, to take care of her. To
bring money to the house. She won’t have to shoulder all the
burdens alone. Not like you.”
But she won’t have the pleasure of coming to a place
that is completely her own, where she’s not threatened by the
screams of an irate husband. She won’t know what it feels like
to witness the moment an abandoned infant is taken into the
arms of his future parents for the very first time. The type of
happiness that is akin to childbearing, some would say.
“Well, you won’t listen to me anyway, I know,” her
mother whines. “I am not even sure why I’m wasting my breath
on you.”
Clara looks at her then diverts her gaze to the mirror
on the wall. It is slightly dusty, lacking the water transparency
of the mirrors that hang in her own room in the Colony. The
dirty sheet of glass in the place she no longer dares to call her
home is callous and yet she knows that its reflection is true. it
shows the years piled on her skin like layers of wet plaster. And
like in plaster, there are cracks under the eyes, around the nose
and mouth - a mouth that involuntarily tends to turn down as if
the force of gravity took a strong hold on it. She has aged. And
coming back here reminds her that nearly 20 years have passed
since she left with a nearly empty carboard suitcase in her hand
but her head full of dreams.
“When are you leaving?” her mother asks.
Angry bitter bile surges up from Clara’s stomach. When
are you leaving? When are you leaving? Not even: how long are
you staying? For the last 20 years she yearned for this moment,
for the return she thought would heal her. But when it came, it
actually managed to finish her off.
“Tomorrow,” she says suddenly not expecting any protest. None came.
“There’s something I have always wanted to give you,”
the old woman says instead.
“Oh, yes? What is it?”
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She gets up with difficulty and trundles off. Clara
follows her with her gaze until she disappears in the bedroom.
She can hear her heavy breathing affected by the years of chain
smoking then the sound of furniture being moved around.
She comes back to the room - her hair is disheveled, and
she is still gasping for air.
“Here. Take it. It will remind you of your childhood and
the years you spent here. Happy memories,” she stretches out
her hand with the crucifix in it.
Once again, the mirror claims Clara’s attention. Her
eyes, normally dark brown and partly extinguished, have
sprung up to life as if the pupils were made not of prosaic tissue
but of incandescent fire. She can feel the same fire, the same
rage, flare up inside her. For an instant, she sees herself grabbing the hated object and flinging it against the wall or even
smashing it on the old woman’s head. But just for an instant.
Instead, she reaches for it and holds it to her chest.
“It will be one of my most treasured possessions,” she
says knowing well she will deposit the hated thing it in the nearest charity shop as soon as she lands.

- J.B. Polk
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Tango For One
When he first saw Las Pampas, Rose O’Brien’s father
said it had the stagnancy of an Irish bog. It didn’t surprise her
much to hear that comment because for as long as she could
remember, Eamonn, fond of cliches and ready-to-digest phrases, had always compared some facet of their life in Argentina
to the vestiges, half-remembered, half- imagined, of his childhood and adolescence in Ireland. The past, his past, had never
relinquished the hold it had on him and he bequeathed it on
Rose like a most precious inheritance, a family relic that had no
monetary value but that had to be maintained at all costs.
One could argue that by a generation of self-imposed
exile the O’Briens had forfeited any claims to call themselves
Irish but Eamonn disagreed fervently. What mattered, he said,
was not the time of absence but the time dedicated to remembering, sustaining traditions that determined what and who a
person was. And in Rose, apart from an icing of freckles and a
cloud of hair red as blazing gauze, he seemed to preserve a tiny
slice of his native land.
Like many other Irishmen, Eamonn O’Brien had left
his country in search of fortune but, always unorthodox, he had
opted for less explored and more challenging fields. In Argentina, he found what he had hoped for. He had made a little money
in tea imports. Not much, mind you, he said, just enough to
keep afloat and maintain a certain status in the community of
émigrés but for his child he wanted the best. Good was not
good enough. In Eamonn’s opinion, and as if through osmosis
hers as well, Rose deserved better than others. It was her right.
After all, she had so much to offer - herself.
That’s why her engagement and then marriage to Carlos
Antonelli received Eamonn’s approval and blessing. In the eyes
of the Buenos Aires beau monde it was a perfect match, and
she, Rose, became the object of universal jealousy for having
snatched the most desirable bachelor in the whole city.
Mild-mannered and courteous, Carlos was handsome in
a typical Latin way - lean but of average height with anthracite
hair that, according to the fashion of the day, he slicked back
with brilliantine. Educated abroad he spoke French with the
fluency of a native Parisian and English with a charming Oxford
lilt.
Apart from enticing looks Carlos Antonelli possessed
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another valid quality that made him an enviable catch - Las
Pampas, thousands of hectares of grazing land, undulating,
melting into a never reachable horizon. It was rumoured that
to cross from one end of the Antonelli property to another one
would have to travel on horseback for a full week. Rose never
substantiated the rumour and for the first year of her marriage
she didn’t venture more than a mile from the main house.
The first Antonelli to set foot on the Argentine soil had
been Laurence, a Swiss who, remembering the bucolic, gingerbread chalets from his native Alps, had imported a European
architect and asked for his home to be built along the same
lines.
The servants’ quarters were adjacent to the main
building but the collection of gauchos’ huts, the Las Pampas
cowboys, stood a mile away. It was some time before Rose got
to know the world of the gauchos and her first impression, the
impression that would remain with her for ever, was that of fusion of smells: of wet hide, horses’ sweat and steaming manure.
She was not expressly forbidden (her husband was too
soft-spoken to forbid anything outright) but neither was she
expected to mix with servants or with the rude, ruddy cowboys.
Carlos, although not backward, did not want Rose to mingle
with what he thought of as unsuitable company for a wife of an
hacendado.
It took Rose the whole of the first winter to discover
what her father had meant by the stagnancy of Las Pampas.
After the tempestuous life of Buenos Aires, the Buenos Aires
of the twenties with its movie theatres, Ford motor cars, foxtrot
and Charleston, sophistication and chic clothes courtesy of
Chanel and Helena Rubinstein, Las Pampas seemed soulless
and insipid.
In his unimposing way, Carlos tried to relieve some of
the boredom that had settled over his wife like a black veil. He
had seen the same boredom gain a firm grip on his mother’s
existence and probably his grandmother’s before that. Generous with both money and praise, he encouraged her to remodel
the house according to her wishes and she realised that what
she’d taken for a marvellous upkeep of the furniture, rugs and
tapestry was nothing else but the result of the efforts of other
Antonelli wives who, bored to tears, tried to escape the monotony by redecorating the house time and time again.
She dabbled for a while in changing satin curtains for
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damask ones, ordered Eileen Grey chairs and elaborate marble-topped tables, imported objects d’art from Dresden and a
grand piano from Madrid. Trunks and boxes shouting in bold
lettering ‘fragile’ and containing hand-painted china arrived by
wagon from the capital. She duly supervised their unpacking
and placed each item in an appropriate place, but she was just
pursuing a hobby not sufficient to defeat the idle hours stretching in front of her interminably long.
There were days that tears of frustration sprung up to
her eyes and, due to her blustery temper, she erupted into a
blaze of rage yearning to smash the orderly harmony of her
beautiful but tedious home. She mooched around flicking ash
from her cigarette holder straight onto the hardwood floor or
pounded Wagner on the piano keys, the cacophony of sounds
summoning servants from the kitchen and her husband from
his study.
The immutability of the landscape, of life, of the few
people she was surrounded with dragged her down to a bottomless depression. There are men and women who take pleasure
in well-regulated routines and the company of their own musings. Rose, on the other hand, who could never sit still, would
welcome an upheaval, no matter how small. Some kind of an
entertaining cataclysm that would break the monotonous progression of days, weeks and months.
Whether it rained or the sun broke through curdled
grey clouds nothing ever changed in Las Pampas. There were
too many hours to fill with mindless reading, straightening
ornaments that were not out of place anyway, or writing letters
to friends who enjoyed an eventful, even frenzied life Buenos
Aires.
Eamonn wrote frequently and his notes, scribbled
between engagements, only added to her misery. Furious, she
tore the letters to pieces and, like a child whose favourite doll
had been taken away, vented her anger on Carlos.
With the patience of a man used to the hypnotic effect
of Las Pampas, he promised trips to Buenos Aires, mornings
filled with shopping sprees, afternoon visits to the cinema to
see the latest Pola Negri flick, evenings of shimmy and waltz.
But not yet, not until the calving season was over.
If the arrival of spring brought any alterations, they
were too small to be noticed, at least by her. But unable to cope
a moment longer with the lethargy of both the house and her
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husband she decided to ignore Carlos´ concerns and leave
the confines of the living room and see if there was some kind
of life out there in the pampas. She asked for a mild-tempered
mare and set off across the flats that lacked even a tiny distinguishing mark: a tree, a boulder, a river to break the monotony
of the surface, only plain rolling land.
When the disorderly constellation of the gauchos’
shacks came into view, she welcomed their appearance and
guided the horse towards a profusion of broken troughs and
heaps of rotting straw partially submerged in muddy puddles.
There was a rusty pump spurting water and pigs, black and
hairy, gathered around it pushing their snouts into the clear
stream.
And then she saw him - naked from the waist up, the
chest overgrown with a tangle of black hair, muscles bulging
under the bronze skin, rippling with every movement. He
splashed water under his armpits with the abandon of someone
convinced of being alone. Totally absorbed in the self-caress he
continued washing, luxuriating in the intimate gestures.
She pulled the reins tightly and the horse reared. The
man, alerted by the neighing, lifted his head, his hands froze in
mid-air. He looked straight at her, regarding her with prurient
curiosity, with an interest reserved for prize-winning cattle and
the black pools of his pupils sent a shiver of anticipation down
her spine.
She saw him approach in a fast, confident stride and
attempted to turn the horse back towards the safety of Las Pampas, but the animal reared again nearly sending her down to the
ground.
In three long steps he was beside her, grabbed the bridle and restrained the panicky horse. Drops of water glistened
on his torso, on the black curly hair. He was close enough for
her to smell the odour of sweat that despite his recent ablutions
clung to him. She tried to free the bridle, but he was too strong
for her and the horse, sensing a sure hand and a dominating
mind, stayed firmly rooted to the ground.
“Let go,” she snapped.
His lips parted in a mocking smile exposing white,
monolithic teeth.
“Let go, I said.”
He kept holding the leather straps and smiling at her.
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She was mesmerised by him, by the volcanic substance
other men she knew lacked. She had not found them in her husband with his clipped accent and mild, salon manners. Yet she
knew they existed. She’d seen them before when, without her
father’s consent and, for that matter, his knowledge, she’d gone
to a steamy, hot café on the banks of the River Plate. And there
she had discovered them in the angular movements of a dancer,
dressed all in black, with greased hair falling onto his forehead.
She had sensed those primitive traits when he clutched his partner indecently close. The tango, still years away from becoming
a national and international craze, exuded those qualities and
she had wished that instead of the small, drab girl it had been
her in the tight embrace of the dancer - divining every move,
every twirl, every pressure of hand upon her waist, dancing with
precision to the beguiling rhythm of the tango.
She saw them now in the half-naked gaucho and a flash
of shame shot through her.
“I’ll tell my husband,” she stammered.
He ignored her, his gaze wandered up and down her
body.
“You’ll be back,” he said suddenly in a hoarse voice and
flashed one last smile.
He let go of the reins and the horse, no longer restrained, bucked. She dug her heels into its flanks and galloped
off feeling his eyes drilling into her back.
Carlos, as always in pursuit of intellectual betterment,
was sitting on the porch, an open book in his lap. He greeted
her with a smile, and she grinned back insincerely.
“Enjoyed your ride?” he asked.
She nodded but kept silent fearing that one sound
would unseal her lips and unleash a flood of words she would
regret later.
He went back to the book and she entered the house.
The furniture - new, unused - jarred. She had a desire
to scatter a few cushions, fling vases down from mantelpieces,
scratch deep grooves in the dark skeleton of the piano in whose
highly polished surface flickered the image of the gaucho.
At night she tossed and turned in bed unable to forget
him. Beside her, Carlos, dressed in grey silk pyjamas, snored
softly. He slept the same way he lived - with great economy of
movement, without violence, without passion.
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The next day a letter from her father arrived announcing, like many times before, his imminent return to Ireland. He
was getting old and there were only two things he wished for in
life: to see her settled happily and to salvage whatever remained
of his days in the comfort of his native land.
At breakfast she watched Carlos nibble daintily on buttered toast, pour dark fragrant Earl Grey into both her and his
cups, wipe his mouth free of crumbs with languid, effeminate
gestures. Despite the apparent refinement, she was repulsed.
His correctness, his god-damned decency in everything he did,
everything he touched, infuriated her. She’d like to see him
bite into the toast lustily, slurp the tea, spill it on the pristine
tablecloth.
Soon after she had the horse saddled and rode off towards the gauchos’ shacks.
She approached gingerly, still bound by the inbred decorum that predominated for years but she knew the restraint
would not last. With each step, she shed inhibitions like a slave
unshackled for the first time in his life. She was not completely free yet, the penitentiary of her home still looming not far
behind.
The man was waiting. A dark crinkled shirt on his torso
this time, a yellow bandanna knotted around his throat. They
stood for a moment eyeing each other - she by the horse, he
with his back against one of the shacks. He made no move leaving the decision to come closer entirely in her hands. She held
back, fighting whatever remained of her dignity but soon desire
took over. Leading the horse through the peat-brown ooze she
walked drawn by his unwavering, mocking smile.
There was nobody around. Even the pigs were gone. He
didn’t stir drawing her closer, closer until she was beside him,
close enough to smell again the feral scent of his body. She
pulled off her gloves and stretched her arm towards him. She
took one more step and their bodies touched. Only then did he
allow himself a sluggish motion. His arm encircled her waist,
gathered her up to him destroying completely the last barrier of
decency in her. She placed her head against his chest, breathed
in the spicy aroma of sweat. Through the fabric of her blouse,
she could feel the hardness of his palms callused by raw hide
lassoes and the bite of farm tools.
She subjected herself to the enjoyment of his touch.
There was nothing gentle about him, yet she loved the harsh
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efficiency with which he unbuttoned her blouse, the raspy
protuberances of hardened skin on her breasts. He had struck a
chord in her; a chord Carlos didn’t know she possessed. And all
at once the roving hands paused and he pushed her away.
“Tomorrow,” he said. “The boys will be back soon.”
He walked away leaving her with her clothes in disarray
and her emotions boiling over.
All the way to Las Pampas she felt like screaming. The
horse sweated under her merciless whip and frothed at the
mouth. The desire that had remained dormant, subdued by the
norms she’d been moulded into, nearly knocked her heart out
of her body.
Throughout the day she stayed in her room ignoring
Carlos’s quiet plea to please join him for tea. The cook had
made brioches, her favourite. But again, he accepted defeat stoically, left her to her own devices, without a word of reproach.
She wanted him to yell at her, to crumble, for once, the wall of
bovine inertia he had cordoned himself off with. But she knew
he wouldn’t. Both violence and rapture were alien to him. He
was not, would never be, a participant in the drama of life but a
mere onlooker - unresponsive, detached.
The night dragged on and in her insomniac pacing she
ticked off the hours till dawn. She could think of nothing else
but the next day and the gaucho’s rough hands on her skin.
As soon as breakfast was over, she ran to the stable
and ordered the horse saddled. Racing the wind, she galloped
towards the now familiar huts and the waiting man.
To her surprise and disappointment, she found him surrounded by a group of men - all dressed alike in coarse shirts,
faded trousers with leather patches and mud-spluttered boots.
They watched her approach, smirking, muttering to each other.
She walked closer with more resolve than she felt.
Words, like toast crumbs, stuck in her throat.
“I… I need to talk to you,” she said.
The gaucho rubbed his chin pensively.
“The boss’s wife wants me, boys. It wouldn’t do to keep
her waiting, would it?”
They laughed in unison.
The man grabbed her elbow roughly and steered her
towards the nearest shack. Behind her back the men whispered.
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The inside of the hut was dark. There were two iron
beds with messy blankets, no sheets as far as she could see,
discarded clothing and boots flung on the floor. A spear of light
pierced a grimy-paned window. Motes of dust pirouetted in the
shaft. The wooden floor creaked answering the tread of their
footfalls.
The man’s hot breath tickled her nape as he blew away
a few renegade tendrils of hair. Without tenderness he pushed
her down onto a bed looming above her, boring into her with
the deep black eyes.
Visions spun in her mind. Sounds of the tango floated
around her as she sank into his embrace. She closed her eyes
pretending she was back in the hot, steamy café on the banks of
the River Plate dancing to the pulsating, heart-rending throb of
an accordion. Now she was the small drab girl in the embrace
of the male dancer - divining his every move, every twirl, every
pressure of hand upon her waist.
The last clear thought before she let herself drown
completely in the mist of imagination was that she could not
turn back. But why should she? And although she was not fond
of romantic platitudes from trashy romances, she could say she
found something akin to happiness in the wasteland of her life,
a respite, an escape - even if only temporary.

- J.B. Polk
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Closing Time
Bad timing it was. When we first met, in an Irish border
town, drunk and falling. That didn’t seem right. You looked at
me glassy-eyed, but I saw hope in my reflection, and I needed
it.
“Shag me,” you said.
That wasn’t going to happen. Every pint had a chaser
and I was just keeping guard. I had a safehouse, you could stay
there. I wouldn’t have to set the alarm or bolt the front door.
Just close the curtains. And the next morning I’d have something to tell Yolanda when she’d ask:
“Well, any news?”
But there was a fork in your brow, an air of devilment
weaving its way through your flailing arms and neck as you
spun rings around Frank, the barman.
“You’ve had enough lad. Better take the lady home.”
I wanted to set Frank straight. You see, we hadn’t had
that conversation, probably never would. I didn’t even know
your name.
He was a decent skin, but then you had to coax it out of
him, spitting in his face.
“You’re a wild buck, that’s well oiled.” He wasn’t happy
and had your card marked. But you wouldn’t let it go.
“Hit me,” you said. “Hit me”.
So, he did. That moment all your pain went away. Your
head flipped back, and two drops of deep red blood landed on
the slate floor.
It was almost a religious experience watching you, your
coat and your bones all fall down. I remember your smile.
“I’m going to take you with me,” I said.
You staggered down Park Street screaming profanities
to closed blinds and damp streetlights, my hometown. I listened to your howls, their swell and sway stretching towards the
sky before tripping on the curb.
In the middle of the road, you dodged traffic and danced
with holey soles, bloody-lipped, telling me how they turned the
other cheek and you leathered them. I wanted to believe every
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word and hung on to each one.
The rest of them from the pub had moved on in disgust.
Perhaps some were afraid. The odd pasty face looked back but
with no intention of waiting. You had made and lost friends in
one night.
You had no idea where you were heading but I knew
you weren’t lost, and it was that which drew me to you. That,
and the fact you kept pushing me away.
We brushed past wing mirrors, lay across bonnets,
swung on gates before diving on top of hedges.
“Perfectly formed tits,” you said. You were chicken
skin with twigs for arms when I clutched your sleeve. It was
only when our backs were arched over tightly packed leaves and
branches that we could see the stars.
“I could marry you, but I won’t. You’re far too fucking
good for me,” you said.
As if good was everything and everyone that had forsaken you. Those for whom your heart yearns, those you left
behind. Neither of us felt the cold.
We sat arm in arm, backs against a pensioner’s garden
wall savouring dizzying puffs on a shared cigarette.
“Have you ever heard a dawn chorus?” I asked. “I mean
really listened to the birds singing first thing? Those sounds
can open and close gaps, expand spaces in your mind.”
A mischievous grin made your nose crinkle.
“I wrote the music,” you said getting to your feet. “And
I can play it for you, if you like?”
With that you picked up a concrete squirrel which sat
beside a toad in a row of garden ornaments and slammed it
through the windscreen of a red Fiesta.
“What are you waiting for?” you shouted.
Without thinking, I grabbed a concrete rabbit and hit
the passenger window of a silver Toyota and the chirps began.
There was no doubt we were bad for each other, revelling in a heady toxic delight. I could have died laughing. Your
eyes glistened brightly in the moonlight. My tears dried. I forgot my own rigmarole, the fact that I had been made redundant,
that my father had Alzheimer’s, and the chaos next door. You
had started closing the gap and it made me remember…
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I was four years old and we went to collect my grandmother from the airport. She had been visiting my aunt in
Wyoming. It was 5am and in the car on the way home she told
me to try and stay awake. If I did, I’d get to see ‘the daybreak’.
Needless to say, I fell asleep and when I woke, daylight flooded
the car as we breezed down the M1.
“You missed it,” she said.
I’d missed it and as I lay down again on my elbow, I
imagined what I had missed and she was right, it was spectacular. A huge golden crack in the dark sky, heaved slowly apart
as the birds sang letting the day push through with a blinding
shine.
“You bring out the best in me,” I said. “I hope I’m like
this in front of others.”
But you had given up conversation for the night. At my
house, I gave you a blanket. You slept on the sofa and the gap
closed. It was 5:35am and I could hear a blackbird.

- Derville Quigley
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Squeezing Lemons
Their scent reached him first, a strong astringent
perfume that drifted on the breeze. Ryan smiled and continued
along the public path that bordered a trickling creek on one
side and the fenced backyards of modest homes on the other.
Oaks and California Sycamores shaded him from the August
heat.
Rounding a sweeping curve, the source of the fragrance
came into view. A tree loaded with fruit crowded the corner of
the yard of a two-story home. The tree leaned over a wrought
iron fence, helped shade the path, and had more lemons than
leaves. Windfalls littered the ground beneath its weighted canopy.
Ryan stopped to touch one of the low-hanging fruits,
remembering the times as a small boy when his father helped
him pick lemons from their ancient tree in Santa Monica. Then
came the squeezing and adding sugar and water to the juice to
create the perfect summer drink, that magic of making something pleasing out of something so bitter.
“Can I help you?” A man pushed aside the screening
vines that clung to the fence and faced Ryan. A big guy dressed
in shorts, T-shirt, and a baseball cap stared unsmiling.
“I was just . . . just admiring your lemons.” Ryan released the one in his hand and took a step back, glad for the
fence between them.
“Yeah, ain’t this tree somethin’? I hardly water it and it
just pops out fruit.”
“It is prolific. But . . . but it doesn’t look like you use
the lemons.”
“Nah, don’t need many for cocktails. And my kids are
gone. They used to make lemonade. Sell it on the sidewalk out
front.”
Ryan took a deep breath and tried to relax, thinking a
family man can’t be that much of a threat. “Yes, I have two small
boys and a girl at home.”
“Well, bully for you. My wife got the kids. At least I
kept the house—but it cost me.” The man lifted a beer bottle
to his mouth and took a long draft. His unshaven face showed
creases where he’d been sleeping, probably on one of the
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lounge chairs next to the pool.
“Sorry to hear that.”
“I’m not. Now, whatdaya want?”
“My name’s Ryan. We just moved here. I got tired of
unpacking and decided to check out this wonderful path system.”
“Yeah, you’re the hippie-dippy couple that moved into
the Sanders’ house. I saw the Allied guys unloading your stuff.”
“I teach chemistry at the University.”
“Ah, another egg-head. Just what the neighborhood
needs.”
“And what do you do?” Ryan asked, trying to ignore the
insults.
“Whatever I damn well please.”
“Okaaaay.”
Ryan took another step back, feeling that this guy wanted to unleash a storm of pent-up affronts. But still, the lemons. “Well, I was just wondering if I could pick some of your
lemons. They look perfectly ripe. My wife and I make the best
lemon meringue pies.”
“No.” The guy chugged his beer then crossed his arms.
“Look, I won’t take that many and you’ve obviously got
plenty to spare.”
“No, I don’t think so.”
“What if I take some of the windfalls, the ones that are
still good?”
“What the hell are windfalls?”
“Ah . . . the fruit on the ground.”
The man seemed to consider the request, then grinned.
“No.”
An old Golden Retriever wearing a doggie smile padded
up to the man’s leg and gave it a nudge, tail wagging.
Ryan figured the guy didn’t deserve a smiling dog.
“What if I paid you for them—ya know, maybe a dollar a dozen.
And I’ll clean up all the rotten ones on the ground.”
“Nah. How ’bout a dollar apiece?”
“But that’s more than they charge at Vons.” Ryan knew
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the jerk was playing him. He felt his face flush with anger and
shoved his trembling hands into his pockets.
“Well, then go the hell to Vons and stop snoopin’
’round my place.”
“I wasn’t snooping around anything,” Ryan snapped.
“This is a public path.”
“Look, Ronnie, Ryan, or whatever the hell your name
is, just quit messin’ with my Saturday afternoon. I wanna work
on my pickup and not flap gums with the likes of you.”
“Is that your ’38 Ford out front?”
“Yeah, why?” The guy squinted his eyes and glared at
Ryan.
“My Grandfather owned one long before they became
classics.” Ryan offered a final olive branch.
“So?”
“Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb your afternoon.”
“You’re sorry, all right. Now, get lost.”
Ryan strode away, incensed with his boorish neighbor,
with his failure to connect with this guy, with his failure to pick
lemons. But a strain of sympathy found its way into his consciousness and began to grow. He thought about what it would
be like to live alone with an old dog in an empty house, without
wife or kids, remembering their voices echoing in the rooms—
angry shouts, laughter, incessant giggling, the morning hustle
before school, the calm after lights-out with a warm body next
to him. Ryan’s anger did battle with his innate sense of sympathy, with no clear victor.
***
Keith lay on a lounge chair under an umbrella in his
backyard and watched a baseball game on his tablet. The Braves
were kicking the hell out of the Dodgers, and no amount of
beer could calm him down. He grabbed his bottle and paced the
yard, muttering to himself. He remembered the geeky neighbor
from the day before, the skinny chemistry professor with thin
lips and curly hair down to his shoulders. That memory made
him pace faster. But as he walked, he began to wonder if he’d
been too hard on Ronnie, Ryan, or whatever the hell his name
was.
After his wife had left him, Keith vowed to only start
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drinking past sunset. But most days he broke that vow and he’d
wake up in the night, sprawled on a patio chair with the soundless swoop of owls brushing the black sky.
Keith moved toward the rear fence and the lemon tree.
As he neared them, he froze. The tree stood bare of most of its
fruit. All branches that hung over the fence and adjoining path
had been stripped clean, even the windfalls had vanished. Yes,
he remembered the Professor explaining what a windfall was.
Made him feel stupid.
“That son-of-a-bitch,” he muttered and closed his eyes
then opened them, hoping to find something different. But the
lemon tree hadn’t changed, stood there mocking him, just like
that well-spoken little bastard of a professor, with his kids and
wife and new home, everything new while Keith’s whole life
seemed worn and frayed.
He fished in his pocket for his cell phone and called the
police and reported a robbery. In a few minutes a patrol car
rolled up out front. After answering a knock on the door, Keith
ushered the officer into his backyard.
“The bastard about cleaned me out,” Keith complained.
Officer Ramos ducked his head for a moment, trying
hard to conceal a smile, then stared into Keith’s eyes. “You’re
talking about lemons, right?”
“Yes, yes. That damn tree was loaded with ’em. You
can see it’s almost bare. That’s my tree and my fruit. He had no
right.”
“Let’s back up a bit,” the cop said. “Tell me the whole
story.”
Keith sighed and recounted the events of the previous
day and his run-in with Ryan or Ronnie or whatever the guy’s
name was. The cop listened patiently, scribbling in his notebook as Keith’s soliloquy spilled out.
“So, did this guy Ryan ask you if he could pick some
lemons?”
“Well, sure he did, the little weasel. And I told him no
way.”
“You do realize that he might have the right to take
some, with or without your permission.”
“What the hell you talking about? It’s my tree, my
fruit.”
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“It is your tree. But it hangs over a public path. The law
is fuzzy about this, but my bet is he has a right to take fruit that
hangs over public property.”
“Fuzzy law, just what this country needs. But it looks
like he picked some from my side of the fence. That’s trespassing and theft, isn’t it?”
“Well, maybe petty theft. And it would be pretty hard
to prove one way or another. Sounds like you two just got
off on the wrong foot. I can write up a complaint and go talk
with the man if you insist. But this sounds more like a neighbor-to-neighbor thing. I’d give it a couple of days then go speak
with the guy.”
Keith and Officer Ramos moved through the house,
with the Golden Retriever trailing, and onto the front sidewalk.
“If you want me there when you talk with your neighbor, give
me a call.” Ramos handed Keith his business card.
The officer moved toward the patrol car. Keith walked
up the driveway toward his house. He noticed that the driver’s-side door to his Ford pickup stood ajar. He swung it open
to give it a good slam. A wave of lemons rolled off the front seat
and dropped onto the concrete. Keith let out a yelp. The lemons rolled down the drive and sidewalk, and into the street. The
Golden Retriever tore off down the road, chasing two lemons,
yipping and woofing like a puppy, as if the whole scene had
been staged for his benefit.
The chuckling cop helped Keith corral some of the still
moving small yellow footballs. “Looks like your neighbor saved
you the trouble of picking those lemons.”
Keith shook his head and sighed. “Yeah, but he was still
trespassing.”
“Well maybe you could follow that old advice, ‘When
life gives you lemons, make lemonade’.”
“I hate that,” Keith muttered. “It takes all the fun out of
being pissed.”
“Yeah, well, staying angry is not good for anybody.
Good luck with your neighbor and call me if you want help.”
After the patrol car pulled away, Keith retrieved a cardboard box from his garage and filled it with wayward lemons.
For a moment he thought about setting it on the sidewalk with
a sign “Lemons: 25¢ each” and a collection box.
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But instead he lugged them inside and set the box on
the kitchen counter. He opened the fridge to grab another
beer, but hesitated, then sat at the quiet counter and stared
through the window and across the backyard at the lemon tree.
The cop was right. His anger burned him up, an internal rage
that flared at the least provocation. It had been over a year since
Shirley took the kids and disappeared across-country. The
ensuing custody battle fanned the flames. Only the booze made
him uncomfortably numb but did nothing to cure his affliction,
simply replaced one with another.
He stared at the hands in his lap as if they belonged to
someone else. They shook with a strange tremor that had only
recently appeared. Yes, the cop was right. It had been a long
time since Keith had admitted his faults, his mistakes. He really
didn’t know how.
He rummaged in a cupboard below the sink and retrieved a brown paper bag, filled it with lemons and set it on the
counter, intent on delivering them to his chemistry professor
the following morning.
Keith clicked on the TV, watched the remainder of the
baseball game, able to focus on the play and less on how bad
his team was losing. That night he slept well and woke an hour
before he had to leave for work. He grabbed the bag of lemons,
sucked in a deep breath and headed for his truck.
He opened his front door. A pink pastry box rested
on the threshold. He knelt and opened it. The box contained
a perfectly-formed lemon meringue pie and a neatly printed
note.
Sorry I got mad at you the other day. This gift might
help make things better – make something delicious and sweet
out of something so bitter. The hardest part was squeezing the
lemons. Enjoy.
– Ryan, or Ronnie or whatever you want to call me.
Keith dipped a finger into the pie and stuck it in his
mouth. The tartness with a touch of sweetness made him smile.
He clutched the bag of lemons, knowing he’d received more
than he gave, from someone more than just a stranger.

- Terry Sanville
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Origin Stories
There’s a man who never had children of his own. He
lives at the edge of town making statues of children. Whenever a child is born, he carves their form out of stone—granite,
limestone, glittering quartzite—their little chins, big eyes
unmoving. No one knows how the man captures their essence,
distilled into a forever moment…
There’s a woman who lives out in the woods alone.
The townsfolk visit her for various ailments, various hoped-for
outcomes, various discardings. The woman knows of herb and
root, blood and ligament. She also knows much of cost…
There’s a person who works with metal and wood,
springs and coils. They make everyday items, things of necessity. They also make things that windup, things that blink, speak
in brassy voices, these simulacra…
There’s a family who lives in an apartment, too small for
their budding tribe. They plot and plan, and when an elderly
neighbor dies, they tell no one. One out, one in, the father
jokes, though even to his own reddening ears it is repugnant.
They knock down the wall that separates their apartments.
Soon the new larger space is filled, and so they plot and they
plan…
There’s an old man who lives on the highest floor in
the tallest building. He can see the city and beyond from his
window. But he grows tired of the view, the distance, being so
close and yet so far from so many. He climbs down all the steps,
and drives through the city with the windows down, breathing
it all in, even as the fumes suffocate and choke, and no one
notices him. He sees a child playing in the spray of a busted
fire hydrant and wonders if they have ever seen beyond the city,
wonders if they might like a ride…
There’s a father who lives by himself…
There’s a mother who has no children left…
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There’s a couple who wants a child more than anything,
will do anything…
There’s a child who wanders in the woods outside of
town, hearing stories of girls in red cloaks and wolves who
appreciate a good dance. The child hears stories of candied
homes and of witches who eat naughty children. The child
hears stories of warlocks and wantings, of death and abuse, of
gods and wind, of bombs and bootlicking. The child knows
they were desperately wanted, were an accident, were planned
for, prayed for, wished against, the Only One, the regret, the
miraculous birth, the one to carry on the name, the last chance,
the broken condom, the runt of the litter, the accident… The
child’s house is far away now, glowing with an inner light, and
shadows dance on the walls while parents sit still and stare, unmoving, barely breathing, consuming another’s tale. They carry
their own stories close, imprecations buried in their hearts like
twisting weathervanes, but they don’t dare speak of the weight
of expectation. The child thinks of returning, but only for a
moment, and in spite of all the stories, walks deeper into the
woods…

-Evan James Sheldon
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We Come Out At Night
I came out of the basement and found my parents arguing in the living room, peeking around lace curtains to peer at
the front yard. I wasn’t expecting this, but I was hoping.
I see them, of course I see them, Martha. How could I
not? my father was saying.
If you see them, why aren’t you doing anything. They’re
terrible. Their eyes. They don’t blink. It’s not normal, my mom
replied.
They noticed me and both put their backs toward the
window as if to block it.
Hey there big guy, my father said.
My mother looked curdled and about to cry.
What are you looking at? I asked.
Nothing, my father said too quickly. This time my mother did start to sob. I pushed past them.
Outside, in a near perfect semi-circle, stood six deer
evenly spread out and staring at the house. They were all the
same; same ruddy coat, same wet-black nostrils, same fuzzy
antlers. I have to admit it was chilling to see them like that,
unmoving. In the weeknight suburban darkness, their outlines
betrayed an inner menace. I let the curtain drop.
My mother and father huddled together on the far side
of the living room, the sectional between us. They looked
scared.
We know you’ve been listening to that devil music, my
mother blurted out.
Now Martha, let’s not put this on the boy just yet, my
father said.
I didn’t say anything.
We could never prove it was you that lured them here
son, you know, in court, my father said.
Just make it stop, make them leave. My mother turned
and buried her face into my father’s chest.
I rummaged around, found my boots, and began to tie
them, one foot up on the coffee table for support. Where’s
Cloudy? I asked. Oh, and I’ll need some whiskey. All the whis-
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key, actually.
Don’t tell him where the dog is, Ned. He’s going to
sacrifice it!
Shhh, my father said and then gave a quick whistle for
Cloudy, our Labrador. He passed me a bottle of Old Crow and
one of Eagle Rare. Just let him go.
I grabbed Cloudy’s leash, took a deep breath, and
opened the front door.
I strolled past the deer and turned the street corner. My
friend, Ally, was just leaving her house and almost tripped over
one of the hunting decoys imitating big horn sheep that stood
on her lawn, facing her house. She was holding a six-pack. To
the park? she asked. I nodded.
As we walked down the middle of the street, I saw other
teenagers escape out into the night while the plastic animals
our parents used to hunt stood sentry on manicured lawns.
They’re right, you know, Ally said, to be afraid of what we’re
becoming.
I nodded but didn’t take my eyes off the road in front of
us, not even when Cloudy began to growl at something behind
us.

- Evan James Sheldon
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Death Frequency
It is impossible to say how long I’ve known Constance.
She’s one of those people that seems like they’ve always been
around, if not in front of my eyes, then in the background, under a blue awning somewhere on a food street, by a neon sign
for Asahi, where a smoke cloud fills the air.
She seems to hover in and takes a seat on the blistered
chair opposite me. She rolls her eyes and points to two stools at
the bar. We both sit. She orders a cold beer and pulls a face.
“Seven years playing their stupid fucking game and they
still won’t lower.”
Constance has been living with residence owners
Belinda and Reese—a very bland couple—since 2011. She was
hoping that since she had been paying rent to them consistently, for several years, they would be open to letting her pay less
so she could have more time to spend practicing her art.
She’d cleaned more, she’d managed to tone down her
ingrained hostility, and, regularly, she’d offered to stock up
the fridge with items of their choosing, despite being broke.
Regardless, the couple had refused.
My mysterious friend is prone to locking herself away
and smoking ounces of skunk, until the choked-up room presents her with what she calls “a symbol.” She wants to do video
portraits in the city. Areas that in some way resonate at what
she calls “a death frequency. A death frequency is not what you
think it might be. It’s not a graveyard or a haunted house. It’s
usually somewhere frantic and busy. A place which vibrates
with survival and mobility. The metro, the city square, the
mall.” She would remain as still as possible in these places of
constant traffic “and something hidden would emerge, something about us.”
She finishes her beer and looks around the room of
drinkers, not without a flicker of resentment in her eye.
I had worried about Constance before. Her solitude,
her sly way of always reeling to an edge. But my worries had
never been validated. So now, as ever, I listened: cautious, but
interested.
The plan, she explained, was to quit waitressing at La
Bateaux—her first job—and focus on the project. She didn’t
make enough in tips, and she’d been having problems with her
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boss. Her second job as a comic book store clerk, suited her
better anyway. The clients were chubbier, nicer, and she had
never left that job feeling used and defeated, unlike the other.
She looks at me with fierce, rabbit eyes; burning ruby.
She is tapping her knuckles on the bar. “This project. This
project is going to tap into something universal about large
groups of people, the way we behave, anonymity, the resistance
toward death… the wilful blindness to mortality.” Her hands
move in spirals, even after the bad news.
She hasn’t let go of enthusiasm, at least, even in its morbid
form. And why should she?
I can already picture what it is she is going to ask. And
I barely remember my address—she has that effect. Time and
memory alter in her company. She is one of those who make
you feel like you’re in a different time zone, a different person.
Maybe, a better person.
We take a metro back to my apartment, and sit together
in silence, listening to the train’s echoes winding through the
endless tunnels. There are few passengers on the train, and
the alcohol in my blood disorients my gaze out the window at
pylons into a double-edged vibration.
I look at Constance.
Her face is pale in the bright carriage lights and she is
focused on her phone, typing something. The black dress she
is wearing rides up her thigh. I notice the soft, paleness of her
legs, the ampleness, prominent, and somehow helpless. I turn
away and look out the window at the blackness passing by like a
void.
I take some of Constance’s bath salts from under the
sink, unclip the wash-stand peg from the crinkled bag and drain
what’s left into the running water.
A few weeks have passed since I invited her to reside on
my sofa in my shitty apartment; to become the sacred jewel in
my crappy life.
The plan was to make her the bandage to my loneliness,
but I never see her. We meet—but it’s usually at a bar or a metro
or a park—somewhere we can scope out candidates (her idea)
for the project.
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Maybe she feels she has to avoid me, that I need my
own space. A few nights a week I clean the house of a wealthy
woman and walk her dog. But Constance has been doing other
things, other kinds of work. The nights are getting colder,
lonelier, and the people who exist in them stranger.
She told me that she had found a job as a dancer at one
of the all-night places in Pigalle.
I see her so infrequently, sometimes it’s like I know her
only by her possessions: the misshapen boxes of Tampax; the
leather journal I’m so desperate to read. I lift the flannel from
my face and look at it through the crack in the door. The rough
cut edges on the satin robe.
I slide into the bathtub and feel the water getting hot.
I switch off the rusted tap and stub out a cigarette in the little
makeshift oyster shell of an ashtray at the edge. Another one of
her ornaments. She’s made the place more liveable and decorative, giving the empty, male barrenness of the place a lift. The
aromatherapy lamps, the vogue cigarettes, the stockings. All
her bags and trinkets. The charm of her presence drifts through
the flat like a good eau de parfum.
My head thumps, a bruised apple. My bones ache. Fuck,
I think. What did we do last night?
I look at the water, its circling dust. Dead skin cells and
salts mixing through a blanket of warm silt: a falling church lost
in a spiral of filth.
I sink lower into the bath; soak the flannel and drape
it across my face so it covers my eyes. This is how it comes to
me. I let the waters drift; the insides of my skull crawl through
a stammer of shadows. It comes in little sparks, like a scathing
electrical plug, a train screech.
I see long, gilded, sepia-tinted windows; the inside of a
train station; the crowds of pedestrians crisscrossing the marble floor; a random network of black scribbles; the huge circular clockwork at the centre whose arms move slower than the
apparitions tracing across the hall, transparent spectres with
gloves and briefcases; the hazy digits of the timetable blurring
into one big halo of yellowy fibre.
It had started as a simple project, nothing too unusual.
The idea was to try and transmit to film, the unnerving quality
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of large, densely populated places; to expose how they carried
with them a deathly essence. Spaces which, in some way were
charged with the human awareness—and fear—of death.
We would go to underground malls, the parks, the
busy metros, airports, bus terminals—anywhere Constance had
sniffed out her own idiosyncratic notion of the fear of death.
There we would film ordinary people in transit.
It was the energy in those places, the fear in the subjects
and the space, which made the videos—in the beginning—so
vulnerable. When I watched them back there was a power in
the tapes. The dark blue looming out the open sky window, the
eery silence of the film, the flickering faces, anthropological,
nuanced and yet distanced. There was a human substance to
the project, and watching them made me realise what it was
she was trying to convey: hard to put into words, but a particular kind of human dread, or loneliness, at the expense of the
knowledge of death.
Constance fell deeper into the bottomless portals of
Pigalle. Her principles seemed to alter at the same rate as her
features, which had sharpened. The lips had changed colour.
The eyes had gone yellow, seeming to smoulder permanently with nihilistic joy. She had evolved into a fully functioning anarchist. The videos, the recent ones that I’d seen,
were different now. Something essential was amiss; when I did
meet her, the talk was little, blunted by the way she seemed to
be staring off, into something much more eternal than the here
and now.
One night, she had instructed me to meet her at the
regular bar on the fringes of Paris. She mentioned in a kind of
trance that it was no longer the death frequency she was interested in, but death itself. It was clear to me then that she had
tapped into another way, another form of being; she had absorbed its philosophy completely. She left, the fizz evaporating
from her untouched glass of beer.
She seemed on the edge of the precipice, unafraid to
dive. I worried about her, but not enough to stop any of it. I was
too intrigued, too hooked on whether the thing she was diving
after was really worth it. What happens when someone exposes
existential fear? Did it act as a mirror? What did fear of death
look like in a reflection?
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She had told me to meet her at the Belleville metro
station. Her voice conspiratorial and sly over the phone.
When I arrived she was drawing peculiar shapes on the
floor with her foot. Under the hood, I made out a cunning rictus in the neon light of the cigarette machine. Crowds passed;
leaves gathered.
When she asked me to start filming her, I fumbled for
the camera in my bag and hit the record button. She faced the
lens. A dark glimmer scored through the centre of her eyes.
The crowds ushered to and fro, squeezing themselves in and
out of carriages. She took down her hood carefully, and from
one of her side pockets, dragged out a rat by its tail, and hung
it in the air. Then, taking a small blade from her other pocket,
stuck the blade into the rat’s oesophagus. Her expression had
not lost its calm.
Blood spurted from the rat’s arteries across the tiles
of the underground. The rat made an odd, muffled sound,
and slumped like a dish cloth into Constance’s bloody hands.
Suddenly, I vomited on the track. Constance seemed to tower
over me. “Mortality’s an illusion,” she said repeatedly. The
panicked throngs fled like scattered birds through emergency
exits.
When I bailed Constance out of jail, she didn’t talk
about the arrest. All she wanted was to see the video, the results. When I showed the tape to her, she was thrilled.
She praised the fear on display. The shock of ordinary features;
fear in the tunnels; the shadows shuffling erratically across the
windows of the train.
But as she slowly peeled from away from normalcy, and
entered the wild sea of anarchy, I took a step back. I couldn’t
turn off the thing Constance had learned to turn off.
I told her to stop, knowing she wouldn’t. And maybe my
protests were weak because I was still so curious.
She stuck her tongue out at me.
That was the last impression I have—of her mocking my
unwillingness. I stopped seeing her in the flat. Then one day,
the phone rang. I hadn’t heard her voice in a long time, which
was smaller now, more boxy than before. She was talking in
whispers, something about a final project, something she kept
referring to as “the big event.” How could I say no?
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I ascend from the lukewarm bath and dry myself off with a towel. I kick the door open and notice a video on the sofa. I pick it
up and on the front there is a sticky label: PLAY ME in black
marker pen.
I recognize the witchy scribble as Constance’s writing.
I put the video in the cassette player and the blue screen
shows a flickering white text. There is a scramble and then an
image. Constance is in a cornfield, there is a dark blue sky, the
sun still showing its rays across the hill brimming with hay. The
melancholic saturation brings a kind of sacredness to Constance, as though she might be a prophet, or a saint. Her mouth
moves but there is no sound. For a moment, I see it differently.
Not as a genius set on their life changing message, but as an
ordinary person, trapped behind their own insights; a prisoner
in a glass cell.
Birds streak across the sky like pencil marks and she
holds up a piece of card with writing on it. The camera zooms
in as she begins to read:
I AM NOT SORRY. I WOULD RATHER MAKE SOMETHING
OUT OF MY LIFE THAN NOTHING. A SACRIFICE IS THE NOBLEST FORM OF ART. YOU HELPED ME. YOU TRIED. FOR
THAT, LAWRENCE, I THANK YOU. GO TO LE CLUB D’ART
SOUTERRAIN ON 56 RUE DE DIABLE AND ENJOY THE REST
OF THE SHOW.

I enter through a black door. On the inside, there is
a display of screens with headphones connected to each one.
They are playing a tape on repeat. The room leads to another,
and then another. I recognize the portraits as the early ones
Constance and I had made. The filming of migrations in train
stations and malls; the camera honing in on unusual expressions, the fear and the light drawing patterns out from and
between one another.
As I move through into the next room the heat gathers
in my throat.
I watch. It is the video of Constance killing the rodent,
stopped by myself immediately after the knife plunges into the
neck. I walk across to the next video playing. Constance sacrifices the animal—what appears to be a small squirrel—with a
knife. The Luxembourg Palace flickers behind her, as people
panic. Next, she is outside the Louvre—a swarm of tourists in
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the background, as she plunges a sword across the cracked
scales of a snake.
I walk toward another door which leads to another
room, the walls bare and white. A black screen radiates from
the centre. There is a single seat, a pair of headphones. I put
on the pair of headphones and sit on the seat. The screen
flashes on. Constance stands in the middle of a station. There
are fractured visions now, remembrances. I rub my head and a
grainy mass of people shift behind her. Digital timetables blur.
A clock spins in the background; shadows shift above the high
windows of the hanger.
Constance has a lightness in her cheeks. She is radiant
and clear.
Sound crackles through the speakers.
“You won’t remember this, Lawrence,” she says. “I
gave you something to wash away the pain. There’s some more
if you need it. Kitchen cabinet, top-left, behind the sugar.”
Her sullenness quickly breaks to laughter through the
grainy distortion of the screen. A black bar of energy seems to
spike through the centre of things. What happens to us when
we wake up to the death frequency?
Constance’s expression has changed. A look of serenity
casts across her face, like a small cloud of light in a garden.
“This is how we break the spell,” she is saying now.
“We face it. There is no beauty in things unless things
are broken. We run from death, but those who knew—Jesus,
Buddha—embraced death. They saw death as the point at which
one is reborn. And so they did not fear. That is what I call true
faith.”
She reaches for her pocket. The sun shines and shows
itself in the light of the lens. She places the barrel to her temples and almost smiles. She pulls the trigger as crowds pass
behind. There is a flash. My head goes weightless and my body
shoals to a pile of fine sand. Blood streams from my temples
in neat red tracks along the white linoleum. The walls blur
into one long circle of soundless, colourless light, and I finally
understand what it was she was trying to say.

- Chris Viner
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Golems
The first thing one must know about Damien Stormblade is that he is an adventurer and a hero. A well-known hero,
actually. One of the strongest, most powerful, most famous
heroes. And the fact that you have not heard of him is, quite
frankly, ridiculous. Surely, you must have heard of him, even if
you do not know it.
The second thing to know about Damien is that he is a
monster-killer on the side. This means, quite obviously, that
he kills monsters. For a fee. An extremely high fee. A fee so
high an entire town might not be able to afford it. Of course,
Damien always explains to the townsfolk that he is one putting
his life on the line, so naturally, he should be rewarded handsomely. Often, this reasoning works, and they find some way of
paying him. Occasionally, he gets run out of town and can never come back. However, Damien is quick to stifle these stories
with one of his own, meaning this information never gets out to
general public.
It was after one such running-out that Damien found
himself in another town, smaller than the previous. Damien
made his way to the tavern, hoping that a drink and a bed would
abate his disappointment. And if the tavern brought some form
of employment, or some enjoyable company, well, he would not
complain.
There he sat, idly drinking watered down beer and
poking at this tavern’s pathetic excuse for a meal as the sun fell
closer and closer to the horizon. Slowly, tired, dirty men began
to congregate in the small tavern, chatting about wives and
work and children. Damien let his eyes wander the bar, searching for something or someone of note. Nothing stood out. He
leaned back in his chair and downed the rest of his beer.
“Damned creatures. Always in the way,” grumbled
someone near him. Damien glanced up and saw a group of men
at the table next to him.
“Creatures?” he asked, sitting up. The men turned to
him, though none looked happy to be interrupted.
“Uh, yeah. Out by the rocks. Make my delivery route
hell.” Damien leaned forward.
“Are these creatures… dangerous?” he asked. The men
all looked at each other, then a few shrugged.
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“Could be,” a slightly younger man said. Damien
smiled at the group.
“Well then, it is your lucky day. For I am Damien
Stormblade,” he said, throwing his arm out dramatically. He
paused, waiting for the looks of awe and adoration.
None came. The men sat there, silently, confusion
blooming across their faces. One older man looked amused.
“What kind of a name,” he said after a beat, “is ‘Stormblade?’” Damien dropped his arm.
“A good one.” After all, he had picked it himself. “How
have none of you heard of me? I beat the hydra in the North.”
None reacted. “I saved the town of Luftvale.” A few
shook their heads. “I beat Alric the Wise to the top of Fire
Rock Mountain!” Recognition lit up in the mens’ faces.
“Oh, Alric the Wise? You know Alric the Wise!”
Immediately, the men began to praise Alric the Wise’s
many accomplishments from the various stories they had heard.
Damien seethed.
“Anyway!” he interrupted, regaining the attention of
the men. “I am Damien Stormblade, an adventurer and a monster-killer, and I can get rid of your creatures.” The older man
scoffed.
“You can’t rid of them,” he said, taking a swig of his
beer.
“Why not?”
“Well, first of all, there’s hundreds of the little bastards.
You couldn’t get rid of ten, much less all of them. Second,
they were here long before us and they’ll be here after. Nothin’
some pretty boy with a sword can do about it.” Damien forced a
smile.
“Well, people said the same about the hydra, and now
it’s dead.” Damien stood up, spun his chair around, then put
his foot on it. Perfect, just as he had practiced. “Gentlemen,
wouldn’t it truly be easier to just be rid of these pesky things. I,
Damien Stormblade, can and will rid your lands of these creatures.” The rest of the men looked suitably impressed. “For a
fee,” Damien quickly added. The men all deflated, except for
the youngest.
“How much?” he asked. Damien told him. The youngest’s jaw dropped and his eyes nearly popped out of their
sockets. The rest of the men all looked at Damien with shock,

74

and the older man began to laugh hysterically.
“You can’t be serious,” the older man said between
laughs. “You’re insane. No one in their right mind would pay
that!”
“You said the creatures are dangerous. Dangerous acts
require much compensation.”
“Could be. We said they could be dangerous.” Another
man said. Damien waved him off.
“Perhaps Alric the Wise has a smaller fee,” the youngest man suggested. The men began murmuring about how to
hire the other adventurer.
“Fine! Fine! I shall waive my fee, but only to stop you
from hiring that incompetent fool!” The men jumped, startled
by his yelling, but seemed to relent. They gave him directions
to the rocky area where the creatures resided, but also warned
him it would be better to approach during the day when he
could see them. Tired from his beer and the day’s other incidents, Damien concluded a morning attack would be best.
Damien reached the rocky area shortly after the sun
passed its highest point. As he rode, he could not help but admire the day—a pure blue sky, a bright shining sun, and barely
a cloud in the sky. It was not the scene of an epic battle, but
Damien was sure it would still make a good bar tale once he was
finished.
Once he arrived, Damien dismounted and began to
wander. The creatures—golems, as some of the men had called
them—lived all throughout the stones, so he had to search
for them. Damien continued his wandering for many minutes, checking under ledges and in holes aplenty. Finally, he
stomped his foot and turned back to his horse, determined to
give those men a lashing. “No one makes a fool out of Damien
Stormblade,” he muttered under his breath.
Then he tripped.
Damien pulled himself to his hands and knees and
looked back to whatever tripped him. He looked and saw a
small rock… staring at him? He raised an eyebrow at the tiny
creature, no bigger than his thumb. Its body was made of a
small stone, with pebbles for limbs and two glowing circles for
eyes. Damien assumed this was the rumored golem.
He stared at it a bit longer, waiting for it to make the
first move. It stared back, unmoving. Damien waved a hand in
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front of the golem. It waited a bit longer, then blinked once and
moved its own limb in a poor approximation of a wave.
“Oh, for God’s sake,” Damien muttered, rolling his
eyes. He flicked the golem away, internally berating himself for
ever worrying about such a creature. He stood and resumed
walking.
Then he tripped again. He looked and saw two more golems right at his feet. They looked up at him with blank, glowing eyes. Damien stood and walked again, moving faster than
before. Then he felt something fall upon his head. He looked
down at it and saw a third golem staring up at him. He turned to
run from the newcomer but found a small row of golems staring
silently. He turned back and found more golems joining the
one that fell on him. Damien realized, quite suddenly, he was
surrounded, and more seemed to be appearing from nowhere.
The golems just stood there, staring at him, and he could feel
their little eyes digging into his soul.
Then they swarmed.
He felt them moving, tugging at his legs. He began to
kick wildly, but the golems were undeterred and continued to
climb. Damien began to realize how resilient these creatures
were, and how heavy their combined weight was. He stumbled,
trying to run, but more latched onto his legs and feet. To make
things worse, more golems were falling on him from above,
further dragging him down.
At last, he fell, and the crowd mobbed him, covering
every inch and blocking his view. “Help! Help,” Damien
screamed, but he was drowned out by the sound of hundreds of
rocks colliding and grinding.
Damien felt the dirt beneath him begin to move. Some
of the golems had wormed their way under him and were beginning to dig.
“No! No, stop! Please, stop!” He realized, with horror, that they were planning to bury him alive, with their own
small bodies if they had to. He felt the dirt being thrown back
onto him, faster than any human could have. What little light
he could see was fading fast. “Please! Please, I’m sorry! Ple—”
One golem, slightly larger than the rest, shoved itself inside his
mouth, choking Damien and cutting off his cries.
The mound of dirt shook once, twice more, then
stopped. All was silent and still. One little golem—the very first

76

one, in fact—stared at the pile. Then, it lightly patted the mound
and sat down, gently rocking back and forth, like a child when
bored.
The other golems slowly crawled out of the mound,
which sunk down as they did so. One golem walked up to the
first and bumped their heads together. The swarm stood and
began making the journey back to their little caves and hidey
holes. The first golem, just before entering its cave, turned
back to where the mound once was and moved its little pebble
arm up and down, trying to replicate a wave.

- Bray Wright
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High School Winners
For the first time, The Garfield Lake Review is proud to feature
six winners from the 4th Annual Olivet College Area High
School Art Exhibition for this year’s publication. Each student
is a winner for a visual arts piece they’ve created and submitted
for the exhibition. We would like to thank the following:
•
Emma Stempien
•
Kendall Connors
•
Betsy Mares Castro
•
Camila Castaneda
•
Krista Longstreet
•
Zoey Robertson-Degraaff
For the exhibition, each student has received a certificate of
recognition or a scholarship. We are honored to showcase
young, upcoming talent in this publication. Congratulations!
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Shadows of Shippensburg, Photography
Emma Stempien, 11th grade
Plainwell High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award

79

Hubert & Jolene, Mixed Media
Kendall Connors, 10th
Kalamazoo Central High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award
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Venomous Blossom, Mixed Media
Betsy Mares Castro, 11th
Kalamazoo Central High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award
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The United Notes, Mixed Media Sculpture
Camila Castaneda, 10th
Kalamazoo Central High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award
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Dear Flowers, Watercolor, Graphite & Collage
Krista Longstreet, 9th
Kalamazoo Central High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award
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Ideal, Mixed Media
Zoey Robertson-Degraaff, 12th
Vicksburg High School
*Garfield Lake Review Publication Award
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Haunted Home
Beneath the lush purple prayer rug
My headscarf kisses the ground
I pull out hope from dawn
fingers twirling the beads of my tasbih
I drink tea till I find a way
to push back my fears
Blurred;
the line between dreaming
and thinking that I’m dreaming
I stopped writing diaries a long time ago
My TV lies idle on my sitting room wall
Outside my home, heartbreaking
I shut myself in, searching for peace
Better to get tea-drunk
than let the voices in
faint, muzzled voices
from parched lungs
silently screaming along the streets
haggling for the last piece of bread
to keep bodies from ripping apart
A painful sight!
round chubby sprogs
now bags of bones and water
Hollow cheeks, Haunted eyes
eerily roaming the streets
Cracked cold feet wandering around
in search of home fires
I wake at dusk and peek
into the wild silence of the night
From where do I find the spirit
to memorialize this home
this country
that kills its own!
- Wardah Abbas
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SEVENTY-SIX MINUTES
The train continues.
Wheels against the track a windy grind,
clank of rusty door that will not close.
A hail of kid-thrown stones
at every overpass.
The voice over the speakers is always distorted.
You have ridden this train
for years and still do not understand it.
The train continues.
Out the window, tall grass, trash,
endless brown. You try to remember
the last time you saw a building.

- Robert Beveridge
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MENSTRUAL
every time
she tastes
the sweet alcohol
and recent tobacco
on his lips
she bursts
but she hasn’t
separated
from her
husband yet
so both are limited
to impotent verse
and dreams of the sea
for the next
few moments

- Robert Beveridge
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A Love Without Urgency
Saturday afternoon we are together again
Just as we have been most Saturdays before.
We meander about through a hole-in-the-wall
Of a town we’ve never been to.
Inside it’s filled with cluttered memories
We’ve never had;
Rusty ironing boards and encyclopedias
From a time we never lived.
I was here
In a place like this once before.
Ventured through a hole-in-the-wall
With a boy you’ve never met
In a town you’ve never been to.
My memories of it are nothing but cluttered now;
Unorganized and lost.
From a time I pretend I never lived through.
Still, I never forgot
The potency of my misplaced passion.
How I felt emotion rattle through me,
The urgency of the good and the bad
all huddled into one unnamable feeling.
But this Saturday afternoon,
I am with you.
Watching you fill up a room already stuffed
With someone else’s favorite memories
I make my own.
For the first time they are made
Simply from the sweet obscurity
Of feeling nothing urgent at all.
- Payton Cianfarano
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Dueling Myself
A choice of pistols, as you will,
or swords if that’s your choice of skill;
we’ll meet at dawn, on level ground,
and duel until someone is downed.
It’s too late for apologies
so choose your weapon, if you please;
my honor won’t be satisfied
until one of us, sir, has died.
I thought my older self would be
defined by his integrity;
it shames me that you’ve turned into
the kind of sophist I’d eschew.
You symbolize the blackguard I
have spent my best years to defy;
I’ll compromise not, nor forgive
how you’ve become conservative.
Your record as a man is not
the sort of character I sought;
I am aghast to hear details
of disobligements to females;
and all the men you’ve dealt with say
your decency’s in disarray.
I stand dishonored to hear that
no longer you’re a Democrat.
I take no pleasure in this, then,
to challenge you, like some villain;
but if I’m going to grow up right,
my future begs better hindsight.
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I’m going to slap your face so you’ll
accept at once my ardent duel;
and let us hope experience
fights not as well as innocence.

- Wortley Clutterbuck
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BEFORE THE STORMS
I hauled the yawl ashore last night before the storm
and hightide swept it away.
It was never an easy craft to sail;
its mast cracked,
rudder bent,
bow smashed,
leaky hull,
but after all,
it was mine.
What good times we once had before the storms,
sailing out before the dawn,
our sights set on the horizon,
leaving behind once more
all signs of shore.
So many times, we tacked against the current.
So many times, we ran aground on hidden bars.
So many times, we were forced to bail.
So many times, we lowered sails and drifted
aimlessly beneath the stars.
There was a time I recall
when we set sail so confidently,
assured we would reach our destination
long before we lost all sense of navigation.
Before the storms,
I had hoped we might discover a whole new world
out there, somewhere, someday,
that we would claim as our own.
But instead, we are left with only this old and battered boat,
barely afloat, I trust,
that I refuse to surrender,
because it is mine,
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because I remember,
because I believe,
there is a whole vast sea
that still lies before us.

- Jack Conway
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REINCARNATION BLUES
When I die,
I hope that I
don’t come back
as a dragonfly.
But if I do,
I hope that you
will still be
in love with me.
I hope and pray,
that on that day,
I’ll arrive,
as a butterfly,
or humming bird
not some absurd,
spectral squirrel.

- Jack Conway
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THREE SISTERS ON A HOT AUGUST NIGHT
Three sisters sat
on a hot August night
within sight of the old man
where they all planned
their futures.
The youngest one vowed, that she was so sure,
she would care for all the world’s creatures.
The middle proclaimed, she would always remain
devoted to the sick and the lame.
And the oldest one said, that she would see
that they would be
all dressed, fashionably.
They sealed their plans
by clasping their hands
and dutifully pinky swore.
Then they ran back
to where the old man sat
and told him of their pact.
And just like that,
the fireflies arrived en masse
absolving the dark
with a hundred brilliant sparks,
celebrating their august resolve.
That’s when they knew,
all their dreams would come true
someday.
- Jack Conway
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The Community of Dogs
				for L. & V.
The community of Moscow dogs and their owners accept me,
as long as I hold tight to the leash that binds Deena to me,
as her son, Deke, lunges toward unseen prey.
Poor Deena wants nothing more than to go home,
back to the warmth, even up the elevator,
sticky with beer that Vanya, the drunk
on the third floor, could not contain.
So that four human feet and eight paws stick.
Each step a struggle of pull and squeak,
sole to dirty tile and back.
A common understanding of ritual:
The early morning walk before the path fills
with children filing down the slope to school.
Or residents, cigarette in one hand, bag in the other,
make their way around the dogs over the icy walkway.
Habit pulls them to the metro on Profsoyuznaya Street
like honing pigeons, freeing the mind for memories
or numbness, to ease them into the workday.
My host is the most social of them all, an easy smile
of delight when the fluff of a creamy dog
bounds through the snow towards her,
thrusting its wet nose into her gloveless palm.
When she addresses the owner,
it is as the mistress of that ball of fur.
Here, thousands of miles from home,
where the yelps and growls are the same in both languages,
I too want to belong to this community of dogs,
to know my place in the world with such certainty.
- Carol V. Davis
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Precision Knives
Things people are obsessed with:
Precision knives with edges
so thin they can sliver a tongue
A set of sheets
450 thread-count
anything less will cause hives
(Think of the women
who picked the cotton, spun & dyed
bound & packaged)
The birder
scribbling with a chew-stumped pencil
determined to amass 50 sightings in a day
The student calculating
grade point over and over, shifting numerals
to alter the formula like an alchemist hovers over the pot
Obituaries are split between statements:
She worked at such and such firm for 40 years &
He loved to travel, 11 times to Europe, 2 safaris to 		
Africa
All buried eventually, some with the obsessions
touted graveside by the survivors as if this is what makes
a life meaningful and perhaps it is.

- Carol V. Davis

96

Presentation
The cat parades outside in the rain
marching up and down the patio,
black coat slicked down like the Mafioso
who leaned against the hoods
of their Benzes in our neighborhood in
St. Petersburg, waiting for their bosses
to emerge from a prerevolutionary building,
a floozy hanging from their arms:
peroxide blond, huge fake earrings, enough
cleavage to embarrass my children.
At first they were afraid, having seen, even then,
enough old movies to know how gangsters
looked. But these men were not interested
in the likes of us. They had bigger fish to catch,
expat businessmen to shake down, a government
official to photograph in the public baths
with a woman (not his wife) packed on either side,
a wide grin on his red puckered face.
Still we walked quickly by the men on Marat St.,
the English silenced on our tongues. Why tempt fate?
We knew pockets were secreted with silencers,
how a pedestrian was nothing more than an inconvenience
caught under a shower of bullets, all an unfortunate
mistake. Timing is everything.

- Carol V. Davis
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Dead Fawn on the Trail
Beside the maggots
feasting on her flesh, and hooves
as dark as swollen twilight,
rises a foxglove.
Blooms shaped like a soprano
saxophone play taps all day.

- John Davis
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Looking Back to 5th Grade, 1964
Not enough for two teams, we played work-up
at recess, slapped ground balls across the mounds
of dirt and cut grass, the sky a hiccup
of mist when Gordon, our strong bat, pounded
a curve ball high over Clancy’s waiting
mitt. It crossed the fence though Taylor leaped up
as the ball sailed high to the public school playground.
The black boys our age were playing work-up.
They stopped, stared at our ball. We stood along
the cyclone fence, thumbs clenched in the metal.
Two teams. One boy yelled hey, rifled a long
throw. Thanks we yelled. The ball cleared the short hill.

- John Davis
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Ode to Oxygen
The gruff fellow who discovered anger
also discovered air. He coughed, exhaled
in seething spits and sharp sputters the grr
that growled inside him before he inhaled,
found the sweet scent of oxygen, perfumes
of rain, nettles, ferns and berries that stirred
a smile. He breathed the African blooms,
the roses and lilacs inside a room
like this room around the oxygen tank,
the tubes, the flash of monitors, the beeps
that keep my mother breathing while the bank
of clouds and wind outside begin to weep.

- John Davis
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RACHEL AT THE EDGE OF THE YELLOW TAPE
Rachel at thirty-two
tries not to listen too closely
to the murmur of voices
rising up from the river.
At the edge of the yellow tape,
she has enough problems holding on
as the earth beneath seems to move
like a boat going out on a whale watch.
And deep in her mind
she rediscovers Matthew at three,
stumbling from chair to couch
under the careful eye of her husband
and the face of that man
still in awe of the mystery of fatherhood
who has also gone missing
though in a civilized, legal manner.
Cops pull a body from the river
but the crickets arrive just in time.
So many chirrs compound into a tumult.
She resolves not to chirr until she knows.

- John Grey
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A World Colored in by Crayon
a world so crumpled in the folds
of black and white exhibit
no color, no individuality
or hopefulness.
a world of conditions,
agreements, and contracts
dwindled the creative senses
of the budding youth and
the creativity of the
newly implied, fruitful minds,
but the youth never entirely failed.
when pushed down into the
heaps of ranks and despair, a
dew hopefuls remained.
youth used the broken bits of
crayons, of whole pieces and
shavings to apply to the crumpled
corners of the world,
starting off with a few swipes of color
among the horizon
and the skyscrapers of the world.
the once black and white world
began to blossom in shades of
violets and yellows, bleeding
down the white pages, smearing
among that of shades of
blues and greens,
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creating a world that was once
referred by legends or stories
as being a
a world full of color,
a world so fruitful in love
and perseverance, and
it ended up being strong
enough again to become reborn
once more from the hands of the
youth.

- Marah Heikkila
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Love. Lost.
I know what you want me to say.
I can’t.
Because I don’t.
Not anymore.

- Doug Hockenberger
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The Writer Would Like To Thank The Following
The bank account for humility. The phone book for extra reading.
Sativa for last Saturday and the other kind for Misha
Holding me down when I couldn’t figure out the seat belt.
The tsinelas for not being the belt. The belt for being held
By my father. My father for being, like God,
A poem. The church for not taking
His name in vain. The sign of the cross
For being replaced by the much easier backspace.
The poetry workshop for teaching me how to use
The much easier backspace.
The backspace as another name for snow. Mississippi
For learning how to spell, how to shoot
The white man who shot my uncle. From the back
Of the room I would like to acknowledge
The Pacific for not being the Atlantic. The Atlantic for
Holding space. Matt in that poem for holding
Morgan. Every white man
For being a poem. The Pentecostal church in Brownsville
Where God took us by our tongues. Praise be to White Jesus
In snowstruck weed and street. I am humbled
To be among the most High. As a person who is poem-adjacent
I would like to talk about our issue with
Blankness but have too many lines to speak. Bless
Danez for every empty page. Audre for the editor’s tools.
The backspace as home when the poem was not
And still isn’t. White space for feeling most brown against,
As distinct and not imitation of
Blank. Thank you to
The flight to California that stretches six hours
Across another poem. To whoever invented the plane over the
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Pacific
That holds the old church and my uncle’s
Spread ashes. To the ashes for being the last thing left
When Misha took the one-hitter and held me
Down. To Ocean for a day spent loving Ocean,
The sun for the season of Virgo. To the backspace, the bullet,
All the holy things. The holes, too.

- Jay Laureta
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Autumn
If you haven’t ever felt
The leaves change colors
Or understood the eerie silence of
An underwater silence,
Or beckoned the black midnight
To whisper its secrets.
Then you
Can never handle
May never know
The impossible vulnerability
Of love
Felt in the moment of your laugh.

- Rebecca Ledbetter
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A LATE RESPONSE TO THE MISSION
A mission fell on the sidewalk
from the burden in the sky’s hands.
Cleared paths of redemption,
excite the pioneer suited with soberness.
The chosen enforcer is desired to be a great distraction.
Quietly replacing the veil from behind the scenes of praise.
Its crocked edge flashes darkness like a robber’s stare.
Catching wandering eyes around all four corners.
A call sent before the rise of fall
stirs an acceptance of repentance.
Birthing a calculated vision filled with
blueprints leading to aged treasures.
Where the reformer favors anarchy
driven by righteous rule.
A resolve stable like a humble lion, carelessly
dances around time to recover peacefully in space.
In position, the reformer blissfully walks
to befriend nightfall’s loneliness.
The building lights give aid to an anticipated arrival that is like
the pull of a grenade.
Ready to set the flag, the will of the ground breaks the intent.
In route to seek fertile soil,
anxiety grows on the servant’s bed.
Regret, strength and turmoil sleeping fair and stretched.
Under the weight of casualties of hope in the smoke of morning
cigarettes,
the sunrise says, “Go and gather more prayers from the sunset.”
- Solomon Ensley Lewis
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Hymming Birds
Oh!
The pain to sing is a joy unseen.
Birthed by trials
Hidden truths said in vile tones.
Flocking towards winds filled with jealousy
and glee.
Their words a penalty.
The note is heard from afar.
Written from heartfelt thoughts,
the verse begins to cling
To the scars recorded from the inner scene.
Wherein the sins reunite
By the grace of their crimes
Playing along to conform to the law
They set the table in time.
To play the song for the ground who weeps
at the memory of another’s deed.
but rises like a king’s honor
when the first bird sings.
So, will the first bird sing?
Forgiving the test that it brings?
Wearing hope like a halo with a
hand of life around the navel.
A hunger to hymn convicts
the road of this two-note breath.
Courageous strings cut the cord
connecting love through fear.
- Solomon Ensley Lewis
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TIMES OF TROUBLE
Pandemic sounds like pandemonium
(all those devils running around the streets.)
Newest advice: just keep sipping water,
you’ll wash away the virus. but for whom,
of what am I afraid? For children’s children?
For me? I do not feel quite ready
to meet my Maker. Charity and fasting?
For friends who brush anxiety away,
and buy cruise tickets still. And for the future-what world will be inherited? My angst
throbs. I take pills for it when I can find them.
Last night I dreamed of an old friend’s rambling
three-storey house, my writing friends
went up and down the stairs bearing flowers
in vases. Forget it, said the Poet-King.
Poetry is destruction, not bits of beauty.
Takes the house down to the ribs, the basement.
I think of this poem as a tiny leaden hammer,
smashing earth-clods into airborne dust.

- Janet McCann
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CORONA
A friend who has cancer tells me
she has learned to live with ambiguity.
I haven’t. I watch the virus spread,
black circles across the map coalescing.
Uncertainty was never my room of choice.
I always wanted to know. I want to think,
four weeks and it will be over. Six weeks tops.
Then everybody will get back to work.
Acquaintances will kiss.
The neighbor who never liked me and I
will hug, while our dogs, having forgotten
their lifelong enmity, will sniff each other.
The priest will offer the chalice at mass again.
We can share ice cream cones,
even with the dogs. My hands are shiny with washing.
They yearn for other hands, for the touch of skin.

- Janet McCann
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Frozen
The fog followed the bullets in the train windows like
Contrails behind airplanes.
Frozen.
The blinds were drawn.
Now, they dance,
While everything else remains
Frozen.
Trapped in an endless cycle of
Manic stillness.
I could escape, but I am
Frozen.
The fog followed the bullet across the aisle.
I could grab it.
Like a rope, it connects A to B.
I could cut it, but I am
Frozen.
The sky is far away
But children can touch it
Reach out with their hands and
Erase those airplane contrails
Like condensation on a window.
But in the end, they are
Frozen.
The laws of nature are binding.
Life is a breathing document.
I could erase the truth.
Wipe away the fog trail following the bullet.
But I couldn’t as a child wipe away
The airplane contrails.
I was frozen by gravity.
So how could I now—
Wipe away the fog following the bullet
Into my chest?
-Leah Miller
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Skipping Stones
A mist always blankets the ocean in the morning
We’d eat until the mist cleared
Coffee and omelets, sometimes oatmeal and blueberries
A kiss before the door opened for him and
Closed for me
From my window I’d watch
Him undo the ropes in the harbor,
Releasing himself from the constraints land gave him
And he’d make love with the wind until dinner
“It’s just like skipping stones”
One day the mist took too long to clear
The plates empty
And the door closed for the last time.
My blinds are shut on the ocean.
The coffee stale -- Crackers and jam
I sit by the suppressed sunlight and read the newspaper
PRACTICE SAFE SAILING -- WATCH THE 		
WEATHER
WATCH THE WIND -- WATCH THE NEWS
Watch your husbands
There are shadows on the walls where pictures used to be
Somewhere in a box in a drawer locked
The key lost to the ocean
Green light breaks the dreary hypnotism
Crawling in from behind the curtain
At the beach was a shadow of person
Skipping stones
The world is fog, and I am the foggiest piece of it
Playing hide and seek with the ocean
Yet this person’s glow is penetrating
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I step into it, eyes at the sand
a pile of thin rocks at its feet
Try it
I threw one that ricocheted off a boulder
My world went dark
SAILBOAT CRASHES INTO ROCKS
ONE DEAD
Hands steadied me from behind
Adjusting a rock in my fingers
It’s just like sailing
The shadow disappeared
The world was a blurry shape
And I was running
The dock was warm
Droplets of water splashed my legs
I saw only one thing -- the boat
Town memorandum
efforts to draw me out
On the deck—hands on the ropes
I closed my eyes on the sun
He took the sail to the wind like paint on a canvas
My hair held back by a scarf
We sailed until we saw only blue—until the sky was amber
The shadow steadied my hands
We opened the door for the wind
I leaned into it, before it closed again
And I was on the beach skipping pebbles
When I first saw the rocks.

- Leah Miller
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For a Moment
There are moments
For which there are no words
That existed in a place
So sacredly intimate
That they can’t be doubted
Those moments
deserve to be remembered
1848 13th and H street
Washington D.C.
The streets are too busy
Full of nondescript faces
Hiding traces of history
Time so lost in itself
That even it said
Hamilton who?
I knock on the widow’s door and
Eyes deeper than a century greeted me
She never forgot a moment of the past—
And I’m struck silent
By the preservation of love
A bust of Hamilton himself
Her husband
Immortalized in stone
A whispered “My Hamilton”
Floats through the air on invisible wings
Recalling a million undescribed moments
I watch— nothing but a fly on the wall
as a flower bloomed with memory
transfixed by those marble eyes
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As though life itself had stopped to emote
Eliza’s memories are cursive,
Fluidly describing a painful and tumultuous story,
Represent the irony of maintaining the complexity
of a fond life, long outlived
If ever there was a tear stained page
It would be of Eliza
resting her hands on her husband’s documents,
and the words
‘I am so tired’
Resting in the air
If only for a moment longer.

- Leah Miller

116

The Mythical Family
I was bitten by a werewolf,
My brother was bitten by a vampire,
My sister is the only one
Who grew up anything close to normal
He seduces and drains the blood
From renters and the like
I roam, howl, and thrash in the woods,
Before wrecking bars and readings
Meanwhile, our sister is engaged
And works for the District Attorney,
Simply filling out paperwork
And putting people in and out of jail

- Benjamin Nardolilli
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Approaching the Disco Void
Dancing and sweating, hammering out
A machine made of bones, manufacturing moves
Set to the grooves of songs recorded
Many decades ago, and now
My memories of dancing to them for the first time
Are part of history too, aged
To the point of no return, a delicacy
Impossible to explain, only experienced,
Just like the reminiscing bug
My parents always seem to catch
When these same tunes vibrate out over their radio

- Benjamin Nardolilli
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Sticky Notes
And you looked at me and knew I deserved the world, but you
also knew I’d accept so much less.
My insecurities stuck to me like sticky notes.
Each one another reason why I could never learn to love myself
the way everyone else always said I should.

- Rissy Pritchard

119

Fall
Steam spiraling from a cup of hot tea,
Cats curled up in the fleeting sun,
Leaves of fire on dynamic trees,
Fall has only just begun.
Cozy sweaters and tall boots,
Breezy days laying outside,
Cold morning frosty commutes,
Chilly evenings spent fireside.
Yet, fall is a beautifully slow death
Food scarcity is soon to come,
The world is holding its breath,
For the challenges, it must soon overcome
Fall is undeniably beautiful and peaceful,
But, peel back the facade, and Fall’s beauty is lethal.

- Amanda Ray
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In My Father’s Woodshed
In my father’s woodshed,
there is a silence; a heaviness.
Dust settles over saddles, sweat-crusted blankets,
over hinges that carry a last memory of grease,
of long use in the summer heat.
The leather stiffens with each frost, brittle under my hands.
I see it on the lake,
when the water is still and murky.
After autumn rains, when the fields in the empty lot are slick
and brown,
I catch a glimpse.
In the freshly-stained deck, when wet paint warns the children
away:
I sink my hands into the memory.
A color that reeks of sandwiches in paper bags,
leathered hands, and a temper.
Of a man unbending at the end of life, even when his mind
came unmade.
We tore it down after the old man died,
but I will carry the color of that woodshed with me all the days
of my life.

- Abigail Sims
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Respite
I can’t find him in the shimmering tide
pools of Laguna Beach. My father is
lost. He is not among the butterscotch
or in the box of Good & Plenty stashed
inside the pocket of his overcoat where
another man might have tucked a metal
flask. He is not in the gray smoke that drifts
through the yard from the neighbor’s woodstove
or in the ripple that comes from the box
turtle slipping into the lake. He is not
in the milkweed that floats in wisps over
the old airport fields. I have checked all the usual
places. But then yesterday a black-capped
chickadee shared a single note with me—
the feathered thing, the purest sound, with one
intention. My father is lost but I might find
my way back to him, eventually, one holy bird
call at a time.

- Susan Shulz
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The Seasons
From rivers bottoms to mountain tops
Sparkling blue waters calm the steaming hot summers.
Trees turn colors, leaving jumbled rooftops
And leaves fall to everlasting slumbers.
The rivers freeze and cover like snow
The icy waters tell the cold air to blow.
Frost then turns into a snowflake
Hoping that the day will not ever break.
Snow begins to thaw, and ice has disarranged
The clouds fade away and leave room for a change.
The flower’s bloom is to begin
Here we must go another year again.
When too many days turn to years
The world begins to go grey.
Every bit of tears
Feels like a never-ending rain.

- Sarah Shevenell
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My Tangled Hair
You told me once I have sex hair.
I can still hear you playing that song, the one
with the people chanting their religion,
the one before you rolled toward me
and pressed wealth into my body,
before your kiss hijacked my memories
your fingers were tangled in my hair.
Always tangled when I see you sing
on stage at York Street Café,
when your eyes watch me lean in
to the remembered affection.
You could have been the sun
that stood at the center instead of Pluto,
on the outer rim of the universe,
watching planets spin, as you
snarl your fingers in my hair.
In your apartment you said I love the reflection
of me in your eyes, and what a waste
the connection would be. I’ve turned on
the light to this important view of you
in my eyes, it spilled unspoken heat. Who
cleans it off the floor where you
took that kiss? It was more than a moment
treasured, a moment coveted, as you
weave your fingers through my hair.
You walked home to live in the easy
where you are content. I can only wish
you were brave enough to be happy,
to leap off the moon, to catch me,
but courage wasn’t in your appeal,
it wasn’t in your landscape
to come to me.
- S.J. Stephens
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The Tax I Pay
Perhaps God forgot to give me light
		
when I laid in my mother’s womb,
maybe it washed away through the placenta
		
like water down the drain.
Perhaps I was meant to suffer
		
the way a dog buries his bone, or
I let that bone be buried in me to ward off the dark
		
I can’t otherwise escape.
Perhaps when I slipped from my mother’s body
		
the moon pooled on the floor with her blood.
it left a peace that must be fed
		
from the breast of human kindness.
Perhaps I lost that humanness somewhere
		
between her womb and today, and
the only song inside me turns sour
		
when I cut my flesh to sing, or
Perhaps its red that runs from the razor sharp streaks
		
marked on my flesh
Perhaps when I bleed it is penance,
		
the tax I pay with pain.

- S. J. Stephens
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AVERAGE
She is of average height,
Average weight.
There is nothing average about her.
She has an average job,
Makes the median income.
There is nothing average about her.
She has two children.
She is married to a confused and selfish man.
There is nothing average about her.
Her father was absent,
Her mother domineering
Yet somehow there is nothing average about her.
Her eyes are windows filled with beautiful women Some pristine, some defiled.
Her body is a holiday in the village square
Fulsome with passion and religion and celebration.
Her voice is vapor rising from the grass in the morning
On the ground before the chapel steps.
Her heart is something at once timid and fiery.
It could either cool or detonate the sun.
Average?
There is nothing average about her.
- John Tustin
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MY GOD IS A ROOM
My god is a room of music
Punctuated with silences.
Aloneness is the king of my soul,
Sadness the priest of my heart,
Inertia the manservant of my body.
My god is a room of darkness
While the rain falls outside.
I worship in this tabernacle
Of graceless drunkenness
And nightmare-fueled sleeping.
My god is a room that grows smaller
As the hair falls into my face and I weep
Without sound or tears.
This room like the skeleton of a sunken ship,
The broken parts of me just floating around.
I pray and I pray to my god –
A room of music punctuated with silences.
A room empty of all but my own voice
And thoughts that never subside.

- John Tustin
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THE BELL JAR AND YOU
When you told me it was your favorite book
I went out and got it
Even though I don’t really read
Books anymore.
I just wanted to understand you better
And I think I have
Even though all these months later
I still have a few pages left to read
But does it really matter?
You still exist,
You are not my imagination,
But I will never meet you
Like I believed I would.
I saw you in Plath’s words.
I feared for you, I understood you more.
There was always this wall
You erected between us
And I made little effort to leap it.
I probably knew deep down
I was only there for you
When better men disappointed you
And I could give you that
Enamor without condition.
It hurts but I’m good at getting hurt
And moving along
And so I have.
This ugly face will always be my face.
This condition likely one of permanence.
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You were used to men articulating your outer beauty
But I saw the good and bad within.
I tried. I made myself a fool.
I wanted you and you didn’t want me
But I understand.
It’s Saturday night and I’m sure you must be at work
So when I post it on Facebook you won’t see it, but –
I know you never wanted me
But I did want you
And you are better than you know
And I am in a good place now so I am not angry at you,
Just myself,
For having bet on a pretty face and a scarred heart.
I could have made you happy,
If only a little while. I know it.
May you find the happiness I imagine for you.
Stop worrying about money, pretense, beauty
Or perception
And just find the man
Who will examine the contents of your opened heart
And accept it, love it,
Desire to keep it close
To him.
Like I would have
If you had only wanted.
May your heart never be hurt again
And may you be the last woman
To hurt mine.
Good night.
- John Tustin
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MAKE US WEB-FOOTED
Pastels and greys, dripping and pattering
Original, yet mindful of Sextons and Plaths
Wandering through cumulo nimbus pencil drawn paths
As words soften and trickle down into puddles
Like candles melting wax
Onto sheeted paper
Burying the old like the cadaverous undertaker
Slashing worlds like the fleet-footed rapier
Carrying wonder like the devoted mother
Baring souls like the holistic mystic
Gossamer-floating into the mist
Ah, the air is saturated with rain,
Translucent, transcendent and immaculate!
Some fear it – certain old ones, congealed and
Scooting under newspapers, hats flying
Their pants in cuffs sounding wheezes and sighs.
But the children laugh and unashamed point
Their tongues to the skies
Their shirts clinging, their sneakers squeaking
Drinking giddy of the cloudburst.
Roses baptized, their pollen turning to yellow paint,
Red and leaning against picket fences like lovers like
Writers growing attached to their words.
Anchored yet free, treasuring the thorns,
Worrying and jubilant that the life of poems
Is either the luscious blossom nurtured by the storm
Or nothing but rain drooling in a cave
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Opening its mossy mouth to all the world.
Umbrellas open and close like skittish minds
Giving birth to ideas, then recoiling and trembling.
O Rain, give thought to us, make us brave.
Make us web-footed and at home in the water!

- Brian Yapko
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TO SYLVIA PLATH
Verdammte
Eyes, eyes always looking at you
As if your achoo
Was so worth listening to
Then more eyes
Blue-eyes, moon-eyes, lies, lies...
The open wound, the painful stitch
The Berlin-bee and the lazarus-witch
Heartaches and jeeps, hexes and sighs
And a cauldron of toxins, a paranoid brew
High-strung insanity
Bell jars, colossal vanity
Always thinking someone was looking at you
Liebchen tortured, red hair-tossed
So sad, so lost
The oven, the show
But no one is looking at you now.
You’ve left, braided, like a martyr
Crossed.
And bitter to the taste
Your words and thoughts bloodier, harder
And those cries, those heart-rending cries!
Shrieking like babies slapped in the soul, the very soul
All grieved away with poison laced
With gas debased.
Never to be whole.
Ah, what a waste.
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Yet for all of the cries of your heart
For your booze, blues, shoes, zoos and I do’s,
Oh, Sylvia. Oh my poor Sylvia....
Who dares to say you lose?

- Brian Yapko
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Despair

Oil Paint on Canvas
This piece was created during quarantine and was a depiction
of the artist during that time. She used a monochromatic color
scheme to use the color blue to represent the emotion of sadness. This was one of a six painting series.
- Abigail Licht
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Joy

Oil Paint on Canvas
This painting was one of a six painting series studying color
and emotion. The painting in particular used a reference in
which the artist was feeling joyful. She used orange to furthur
represent the emotion of joy.
- Abigail Licht
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Mental Gymnastics

Digital Painting using GIMP
The piece is a bit playful and ironic. This piece shows that
flashy tricks may wow an audience but, in the end, they are just
tricks; one is just dancing in the air with the air.

- Edward Supranowicz
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Rings of Eternity

Acrylic on Canvas, 40x50cm
It is the painter’s repeated try to illustrate eternity with colors
and forms. It was influenced by Friedensriech Hundertwasser.

- Velibor Baco
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Immobilite et Movement

Photography
The piece Immobilite et Movement captures two beautiful
dancers who truly make the pictures come to life. The title is
French, as the moves/positions in Pointe and Ballet are often
French terms. These girls braved the cold so I could photograph their talent.

- Grace Wheeler
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Immobilite et Movement

- Grace Wheeler
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Immobilite et Movement

- Grace Wheeler
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Lavender Bumblebee

Photography - Nikon D3500, 70-300mm lens
The photograph was taken at Lavender Hill Farm, in Boyne
City, MI. There were hundreds of bees at the farm, so I wanted
to capture one in action.

- Audrey Lama

141

Here and There

Digital Photo
The ghostly subject captures the impact of remote learning and
the pandemic on our home life. We are spending almost everyday with our families but are not actually present, consumed
instead by our computers. We are both here and there.

- Asher Wertheimer
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Afternoon Air

Oil on Canvas Paper - Mounted on Wood, 9x12
Virginia Woolf once said, ‘How I feel autumn’s ache, and
“Afternoon Air” was inspired by just that - that remarkable moment in time when the sun is just beginning to set, summer is
coming to an end and you feel the ache and longing of autumn
in your bones.

- Rebecca Ledbetter
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Spontaneous Living

Encaustic & Oils on Wooden Panel
I wanted to create a sensation of living an exceptional life.
Anais Kin once said, “Ordinary life does not interest me,”
and I tried to breathe that same ethos into the movements and
dreaminess of this piece.

- Rebecca Ledbetter

144

Author Bios
Prose Jen Beebe spends her free time, little of it she has, reading old
books and taking new classes. In 2018, Jen had two scholarly
pieces published in the undergraduate journal Sabiduría. She
was the recipient of the 2019 English Speaking Union Poetry
Prize and 2020 Florida Collegiate Honors Prize in fiction.
Lewis J. Beilman III lives in Hamden, Connecticut, with his
fiancee, son, and two pets. His stories have appeared in Foliate
Oak Literary Magazine, ArLiJo, Reed Magazine, and other
literary publications. His children’s book, Little Ozil, is forthcoming from Adelaide Books in the spring of 2021.
Kailey Collins is an aspiring adventurer in life, love, and language.
Laine Cunningham is a three-time recipient of The Hackney
Award. Credits include Reed, Birmingham Arts Journal, Fiction Southeast, Wraparound South, As You Were, and MacQueen’s Quinterly. She is the senior editor and publisher of
Sunspot Literary Journal, a multinational publication seeking
to change the world.
Penelope Katz. “Last year, two fiction pieces of mine were
accepted in the Garf. I am excited to be able to see behind the
scenes!”
J.B. Polk. First story short-listed for the Hennessy Awards,
Ireland, 1996. She became a contributor to WQF, Books
Ireland, IncoGnito. Her creative writing was interrupted as she
moved to Latin America. Since she went back to writing fiction
last year, 14 of her stories have been accepted for international
anthologies and magazines.
Terry Sanville lives in San Luis Obispo, California with his
artist-poet wife and two plump cats. Over 300 journals, magazines, and anthologies have accepted his stories and essays.
Two of his stories were nominated for Pushcart Prizes and one
for inclusion in the Best of the Net Anthology.
Evan James Sheldon’s work has appeared recently in the
American Literary Review, the Cincinnati Review, and the
Maine Review, among others. He is a senior editor for F(r)ic-

145

tion and the Editorial Director for Brink Literacy Project. You
can find him online at evanjamessheldon.com.
Derville Quigley is an Irish writer based in Amsterdam. She
has published short stories in the Ogham Stone, 1001 Nights
Cast, The Blue Nib and Ink Pods. In 2014 she was awarded the
Irish Writer in the Netherlands Award. Her last short play was
produced by Cork Arts Theatre.
Chris Viner is the author of Lemniscate (nominated for a
Pushcart Award). His work appears in Ash, Colorado Review,
Critical Read, The Festival Review and The London Magazine,
among others. He is poetry editor for the Twin Bill.
Bray Wright is a sophomore English major at Olivet College.
She enjoys reading, writing, knitting, and listening to musicals
and podcasts. When not writing short stories, she tries to write
poems and novels. She dedicates her work to her brother, who
bet he could get published before her.
Poetry Wardah Abbas is a writer, Storyteller and Poet. Her works
have been published in a number of publications, online media
platforms and anthologies. Her story “Radical Muslim in Love”
was recently published by Penguin Random House in the anthology “The Ordinary Chaos of Being Human”.
Robert Beveridge (he/him) makes noise (xterminal.bandcamp.com) and writes poetry in Akron, OH. Recent/upcoming
appearances in Blood and Thunder, Feral, and Grand Little
Things, among others.
To Payton Cianfarano writing has always come almost as
naturally as walking; clumsy at first, a little better with practice,
but with frequent and substantial stumbles throughout the process. She is currently pursuing a B.A in Public and Professional
Writing at the University of Pittsburgh.
Wortley Clutterbuck’s latest masterwork is the rococo rap
opera Poèmes Déplorables, available gratis at https://soundcloud.com/wortleyclutterbuck. Recent work at Litro (UK),
Quadrant (Australia) and Spindrift (US).
Jack Conway’s poems have appeared in: Poetry, The Antioch
Review, The Columbia Review, The Hiram Poetry Review,
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The Norton Book of Light Verse and other poetry journals and
anthologies. His book, Outside Providence: Selected Poems,
was published in 2016.
Carol V. Davis was the 2008 Sandburg Poet-in-Residence at
Olivet College. She is the author of Because I Cannot Leave
This Body (Truman State Univ. Press, 2017), Between Storms
(2012) and won the 2007 T.S. Eliot Prize for Into the Arms of
Pushkin: Poems of St. Petersburg.
John Davis is the author of Gigs and The Reservist. His work
has appeared recently in DMQ Review, Iron Horse Literary
Review, One and Rio Grande Review.
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in Soundings East, Dalhousie Review and Connecticut
River Review. Latest book, “Leaves On Pages” is available
through Amazon.
Marah Heikkila is a former Olivet College Alum, earning their
B.A in English and Cultural Studies in 2020. They currently
are working towards their M.A in Literature at EMU. Their
work “Bloody Sunday” was featured in Toe Good Magazine
and their prose and poetry has also been published in the Garfield Lake Review in the 2018 and 2019 editions. Their poem
“Constellations” was published in the Havik’s 2020 edition.
When they aren’t reading or writing they enjoy spending time
with their two dogs, nephew, and family.
Doug Hockenberger has always been fascinated by the written
word. It wasn’t until recently he has been able to explore it.
Jay Laureta is a multi-instrumentalist and writer based in Harlem. They enjoy rhythms, ube ice cream, and being brown.
Rebecca Ledbetter is a poet and artist, whose work deals with
abstracting and romanticizing our everyday human experiences. She received her BA in Communications and Studio
Art from Denison University in 2013, and since then has
showcased work in Philadelphia, Granville, OH, and Martha’s
Vineyard.
Solomon Ensley Lewis is a new, in-tuned poet, where the
many events in life are sparks of inspiration for him to find and
express its meaning in figurately. Redemption, peace, new
paths are themes illustrated in his writing, which aims to create
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fresh, new perspectives in the mind of his audience.
Janet McCann taught creative writing at Texas A&M from
1969 until 2015, is now Professor Emerita there. Journals
publishing her work include Christian Century, Christianity
and Literature, New York Quarterly, Tendril, etc. Her most
recent book-length poetry collection: The Crone at the Casino,
Lamar Univ. Press, 2015.
Leah Miller is a writing and history double major and music
minor. She has a passion for abstract concepts and likes to
push the boundaries of how people perceive familiar topics in
her fiction. Traveling is her forever-love, and she is pursuing a
career promoting intercultural understanding.
Benjamin Nardolilli currently lives in New York City. His
work has appeared in Perigee Magazine, Red Fez, Danse
Macabre, The 22 Magazine, Quail Bell Magazine, Elimae, The
Northampton Review, Local Train Magazine, The Minetta Review, and Yes Poetry. He blogs at mirrorsponge.blogspot.com
and is trying to publish his novels.
Rissy Pritchard. 21-year-old female poet
Amanda Ray is a freshman at Olivet College. She is a Biology premedical major with environmental and biochemistry minors.
Abigail Sims. Since space pirate, traveling swordsman, and
dragon-tamer-for-hire are no longer reliable paths to job security, Abigail has settled for wordsmith. She lives and works in
Austin, Texas, surrounded by her legion of snails.
Susan Schulz is a Physical Therapist. Her poetry has appeared
in SWWIM, Shooter Literary Magazine, Barrelhouse online,
South Florida Poetry Journal, The New Verse News, Panoply
and elsewhere. She lives in Putnam County, NY with her husband and one or more of her 3 adult children. It all depends.
Sarah Shevenell is from Madera, California. She is attending
Olivet College and majoring in biology with a focus in Pre-Vet
studies. She also plays softball for Olivet College.
S.J. Stephens lives and writes in the coastal town of Wilmington, NC. She is an MFA candidate for poetry at the University
of North Carolina, Wilmington. Stephens has published in
a variety of journals and has recently published a chapbook,
Where All the Birds Are Dancing, with Finishing Line Press.
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John Tustin’s poetry has appeared in many disparate literary
journals in the last dozen years. fritzware.com/johntustinpoetry contains links to his published poetry online.
Brian Yapko is a lawyer who also writes poetry. He has had
three poems recently accepted for publication. He has also
written two published children’s plays, several fantasy short
stories and is presently completing his first science fiction novel. He lives in Santa Fe, New Mexico.
Visual Arts Abigail Licht is a Junior Visual Arts Major at Olivet College.
She’s studying Graphic Design and Studio Art. She’s an avid
lover of painting.
Asher Wertheimer is a sophomore at Olivet College. He has a
passion for art and is honored to be considered for publication
in the Garfield Lake Review.
Grace Wheeler is a senior at Olivet College, graduating with
a degree in Psychology and Social Work. Grace is a part of
Soronian, Psi Chi, and Black Student Union. She has always
enjoyed photography as a hobby but became more serious with
her work in 2017.
Audrey Lama is an Olivet College senior student athlete who
is pursuing degrees in Psychology and English.
Edward Supranowicz is the grandson of Irish and Russian/
Ukrainian immigrants. He grew up in Appalachia. Some of his
artwork has recently or will soon appear in Fish Food, Streetlight, Another Chicago Magazine, The Door Is a Jar, The Phoenix, and other journals. Edward is also a published poet.
Velibor Baco. Born 1985 in Bosnia the writer studied law in
Salzburg, Austria. Currently living in Vienna, Austria he paints
abstracts and writes German and English poetry and prose.
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A History of Olivet College and the Garfield Lake Review
Jim Coleman Prize
Prior to the Garfield Lake Review was Olivet College
faculty member Jim Coleman, a professor in the 1960s and
1970s. It was through him that the undergraduate literary journal we know today exists.
While Mr. Coleman now lives in Connecticut, his
Comet connection continues through the Jim Coleman Prize,
which has been awarded since 2008 to students who have
been published in the Garfield Lake Review. The Jim Coleman
Prize was established in memory of Tim Boal, Class of 1969,
and funded through the Bill Buchanan Fund. The honoree is
chosen annually by outside judges.
Past honorees:
2020 Kailey Collins, Class of 2022
2019 Emma Cole, Class of 2018
2018 Adam Walle, Class of 2017
2017 Linda Jo Scott, professor emerita of English
\2016 Meghan Eldred, Class of 2015
2015 Camieo Green, Class of 2014
2014 Meghan Wilkerson, Class of 2013
2013 Jennifer M. ten Haaf Hodges, Class of 2012
2012 Jennifer M. ten Haaf Hodges, Class of 2012
2011 Jacob “Coby” Heller, Class of 2012
2010 Anabel Montalvo Hall, Class of 2009
2009 Anya Letson, Class of 2008
2008 Katrina Williams Thigpen, Class of 2007
Olivet College, the home of the Garfield Lake Review,
has a storied history beginning even before the founding of
our nation. Pilgrims that traveled across the ocean seeking
religious freedom were the first Congregationalists, the founders of the earliest colleges in the United States. These same
Congregationalists also funded the defense in the court case of
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the Amistad, a slave trading ship, in which the slaves won their
freedom. These revolutionary efforts would trace their way to
Olivet, Michigan.
Naming Olivet College after the biblical Mount of Olives, Rev. John Shipherd founded the school in 1844 in a small
area of south-central Michigan. Because of Olivet’s unorthodox view – offering anyone, including women and minorities,
an education – the state of Michigan refused to grant Olivet a
charter, so it opened as a private institute.
Into the early nineteen hundreds, Olivet College transformed from a primary school for educators into a true liberal
arts college. By the nineteen thirties and forties, young president Joseph Brewer pushed forward with innovative educational policies that allowed Olivet to become a haven for scholars.
By the late 1990s, Olivet had experienced many changes, and the faculty created a new Olivet Plan to encourage
students to combine the founding principles of the Congregationalists and the reforms of President Brewer. The Olivet Plan
still exists today, allowing students to focus their education on
the global mindset. It is a nationally recognized educational
plan.
One of the school’s proudest accomplishments is the
Garfield Lake Review. The Garfield Lake Review is a production of Olivet College students interested in creative writing,
artwork, and music; it began in 1971 as a project in a creative
writing class. The founders of the program were Professor
James Coleman, Brent Danielson, James Hudson, Andrew
Johnson, Amy Leithauser, George Palmenter, and Norm
Wheeler.
The Garfield Lake Review is the annual literary and visual arts magazine produced by Olivet College students, and it
is a proud member of the Olivet College Media Board. From its
inception, the policy for the Garfield Lake Review has been to
accept submissions from students, staff, and alumni. Submissions from outside of the college are accepted as well. Submissions for the magazine are accepted every fall; see guidelines at
garfieldlakereview.com.
Works are chosen through a blind screening process
that was introduced in 2006. The blind screening assures that
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no author will be judged by race, creed, sexual orientation,
or political ideology. The selections are reviewed, selected
and edited by students on the Garfield Lake Review Editorial
Board.
Readers interested in donating financial support for
future issues of the Garfield Lake Review should contact the
Olivet College Advancement Office at (269) 749-7000. The
Olivet College website is www.olivetcollege.edu.
Olivet College is committed to the principles of equal
opportunity and non- discrimination. The college, in its employment, student admissions, recruitment, and personnel
policies and practices, will not discriminate against any individual on the basis of age, color, sex, gender identity, disability or
disability status, height, weight, marital status, national origin,
political persuasion, race, religion, military or veteran status,
or sexual orientation.
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PROJECTS OF THE BILL BUCHANAN FUND
Bill Buchanan died in Sri Lanka before he could return
for the celebration of his 80th birthday. Well over one hundred of his former students, colleagues, neighbors, family, and
friends participated in the service that was held for him. They
came from around the country, and recited poems, played
music and told stories for three and a half hours. Five years
prior to that event, many had gathered in Klock Commons to
celebrate Bill’s 75th birthday, just like they had for his 70th.
Throughout Bill’s 16 years of teaching at Olivet College, his classes were not as populated as the required courses.
However, they were no less important. The Bill Buchanan
Fund was established on April 2, 2003 to create projects
in support of the liberal arts. As the fund grows so will the
amounts of the prizes and the award. The balance of the fund is
$40,000, and we are committed to raising $400,000.
The Coleman Prize has been presented every year since
2008. It goes to an individual associated with the Garfield
Lake Review, which was established by Jim Coleman in 1970.
The Stevens Award recognizes an excellent educator in the
tradition of Arthur R. Stevens & Charlotte Whitney Stevens,
who both taught in Olivet. The first award honoring Art and
Charlotte Stevens was presented at the Honors Convocation
on April 17, 2019.
Olivet College strives to provide diversity and depth to
students because its founders understood the value of a liberal
arts education. Those associated with the fund experience this
value. Marty Mason Jennings earned a degree in the fine arts,
and Steve Burton studied chemistry. As a philosophy major,
my education included biology, chemistry, math, and physics.
Marty and Steve are advisors to the fund, and I am its founder
and representative.
2023 is the 20th anniversary of The Bill Buchanan
Fund and the centennial of the birth of Bill Buchanan. By then,
additional projects of the fund will be established. In keeping
with the intention of the founders, Olivet College has renewed
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its commitment to a liberal arts education. Those who want to
support the projects of the Bill Buchanan Fund may give online
at: www.olivetcollege.edu/fundraiser1.
Rev. James Briney ’69
jbriney47@msn.com
(520) 219-0233
Marty (Mason) Jennings ’67 Alumni Director 2002-2017
martymjennings@gmail.com
(239) 207-9125
Dr. Stephen R. Burton, M.D. ’68
stephen@theburtons.us
(810) 223-4905
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