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e d i t o r ’ s  n o t e

I’m in a ruminative mood in writing this editor’s note. 
The College of Charleston, home of Crazyhorse, will be 
starting up its new MFA program this fall, but what 
needs to happen before then—now—is the hiring of 
a new fiction writer to augment our creative writing 
faculty. That means interviews, and because of matters 
of time and proximity, I’ve volunteered to pick up the 
candidates at the airport as they come in to begin the 
arduous odyssey that is The On-Campus Interview. It’s 
a responsibility I have been happy to observe.

But I’m ruminative because while I wait in the recep-
tion area of the airport here in Charleston, looking for-
ward to meeting each of these eminently hirable people, 
I am given a bit of time to think about my own life here 
at the College, a life that began precisely thirty years ago 
this week—the same week during which I’m picking up 
candidates—when I, too, walked off a plane and into this 
airport to begin my own on campus interview. 

I was a kid, twenty-seven years old and two years out 
of my MFA at UMass Amherst, an instructor at The Ohio 
State University, where I taught five sections of remedial 
English a quarter, twenty kids a class, three quarters a 
year. To put it mildly, I wanted to get a different job.

I’d published a handful of short stories, had an agent 
who was sending around my first novel, a book that, 
by the time I interviewed, had been turned down ten 
times. I was still sending stories out to the journals by 
the truckload, continuing to try and find my foothold 

on the cliff face it sometimes seemed the writer’s life 
appeared. And along with that effort came welcome op-
portunities to work for a few journals, too. 

One evening while I was still at UMass, a fellow stu-
dent, Holly Robinson, came to workshop and asked if 
anyone wanted to be a slushpile reader for Ploughshares. 
That journal was the first one I’d ever laid eyes on, back 
when I was an undergrad at Cal Sate Long Beach, and I 
shot up my hand, shouted Yes! This led to my first experi-
ence with a journal, and the cornerstone of all the expe-
riences to come: reading hundreds of stories, searching 
for the one the journal might offer a home in its pages. 
Though nothing I ever forwarded made it past editor De-
Witt Henry—this was the old days, Ploughshares housed 
back then in a tiny storefront in Somerville next door 
to a Kung Fu studio—I did receive a gift that remains 
one of the highlights of my life as a writer: one Saturday 
morning, me there to pick up yet another box of submis-
sions to read, DeWitt showed me a manuscript that had 
just come in from none other than Raymond Carver, the 
story “A Small, Good Thing” in typescript right there on 
the table. I got to see that. I did.

In my last year at UMass, after I’d published my first 
story in the journal Writers Forum out of the University 
of Colorado at Colorado Springs, editor Alex Blackburn 
wrote and asked if I would serve as assistant fiction 
editor for the journal, to which I shot up my hand and 
shouted Yes! This meant reading more stories, searching 



again for the one that might see publication. Later still, 
while I was teaching those 100 students a day at OSU, 
the late David Citino asked if I might be a reader for what 
was then called Ohio Journal—it’s now The Journal—and 
the search went on.

So that when I stepped off a plane in Charleston, 
South Carolina in February 1986, I had relationships 
already on both fronts of the literary journal world: I’d 
seen that handful of my own work in their pages, and I’d 
been searching a few years for the next new story to help 
get published. And when in the year 2000, Ralph Burns 
at the University of Arkansas at Little Rock called and 
asked if the College might want to take over Crazyhorse, 
I knew what we were getting into: that search, yet again, 
to give a home to a worthy work of art. I shot up my hand 
and shouted Yes!

Now, thirty years into my time here at the College, 
me here at the airport, I’m waiting for each candidate 

to arrive, and I’m ruminating. No doubt the candidate 
will be excited and anxious and at least a little bit over-
whelmed with all the people to meet, all the questions, 
all the talking and talking and talking. No doubt the 
candidate selected will be a grand addition to this new 
graduate program we’re beginning in the fall, a colleague 
committed to the community that is our students. And 
no doubt the candidate selected will one day work to 
make the pages of this journal you hold in your hands 
the best it can be, the search accomplished, the writing 
given a home. 

I’m ruminating, thinking, wondering as here comes 
the next candidate into the reception area here at the 
airport, bright-eyed and smiling despite the travel here, 
only a carry-on in tow, hand out to shake with mine. And 
I’m ruminating: thirty years in, and still I’m searching for 
the story we can give a home.

—bret lott 
Nonfiction Editor
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| i’M  n o W  P R E P A R E D  F o R  t H E  n E W  E X u B E R A n C E

The brothers are cleaning shotguns, 
sisters sharpening the edges of polished knives. 

The rest of us sit, fists clenched 
at our sides, in front of televisions 

as long belts of cartridges 
are laid beside the machine guns. 

I swear that sound is a bone breaking 
and all I know about anatomy is this. 

I didn’t ask for this. One Christ or another 
is preparing a fire in the fire place. 

r i C k  b u r S k y
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| t H E  S P i n n i n G  P L A C E

Mars rotates on its axis, completing one revolution every 24.6 hours.

—nasa

Think of something you wish we had 
a word for, I tell my students. 
If our experience flows through the current
of language, then how do we live
what we cannot say? What would you say
if you could? A student says, a word for longing
for someone who is in the same room. 
A word for the particular quiet of the house 
just after loved ones leave, the spare bed
disheveled, extra cups by the sink, 
alluvial silt of tea still warm in the porcelain.
One girl raises her hand:
a word for the way we feel when people sing
Happy Birthday to us. 
Yes—that annual blend of pleasure
and embarrassment, the sombrero
tilted on your head while the other patrons
look up from their salted rims, 
the birthday candles beading blue wax while dad
pans the camera around the glowing faces.
I last heard the song four months ago
just as my daughter pushed free of me.
Dr. Wilson began to sing, the surprise of his baritone
rising in the midst of both our cries, 
happy birthday, dear Eloise . . . her face purple
and swollen, the slick curling cord that bound us
then cut. I have often wondered what the doctor said

C h e l S e A  W A g e N A A r 
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when my sister gave birth to twins, one alive 
and one not. No song or word can sing 
into that abyssal joy, that sorrow. A word for the prayer
of pure praise wedded to sheer anguish. A word 
for longing for someone who is in the same body. 
How often I’d longed for my daughter
those nine months, even as she turned and stirred
beneath my hands, only as far away
as my skin is deep. Perhaps there is no word
that is not longing. When my sister and I  
are silent together on the phone, 
I can’t help but think of the Mars Rover, 
280 million miles away rolling slowly 
through a crater of red rock and dust, 
singing Happy Birthday to itself.
This is how my sister will always feel 
when she sings that song to her son—
both elegy and ode, a tune that rises
from the dark depth of a place no one can go
with her or follow her out of, even if she promises
not to look back. A word for praise 
struck from the flint of sorrow. A word for longing
for someone who is in the same cosmos.
A word for the look of the earth 
as glimpsed from Mars, twinned in its spinning, 
unsayable and green in its faraway light.
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| g . C .  W A l d r e p M y  G H o S t  F E L L  A G A i n S t  t H E  G R o V E

Plane me, nail                        of chronic faith—
the grain of me, unwrithing
              in its narrow bed—

that life which lay within me—
               set out, against the broad alphabet
    of September—

that fossil ordnance—

Fastened—           as to root or branch—
drilled (as seed) from iron’s
     stiff preceptory—

the male breast—           distracted
              by the college of physicians—
a splinter lit within the wax—

’alaph, bet, waw—
the cambium layered like a clean fog—

I photographed the tin funnel
          dangling from the barn shank’s peg—
shame is prayer’s debt—
             & countenance—

step          step                           / /carpenter—
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| g . C .  W A l d r e p C o M E  t o  y o u R  G A R D E n ,  o  G A R D E n E R
Rebersburg, Pa.

beautiful things kept apart from language,  ~deciduous
                                                          honey-harrowed

(blind as) church-milk

pass another shadow beneath the flesh’s crass amplitude

even inside music are the blind made perfect
brother-garment now dark with music’s
             speaking wing

the bridal fields, a perfect place
     behind night’s green house
goldbody             the beautiful machines of wheat
            flexes as a man’s depth, nothing music made

astride the forestlight
green instruments                        in faith’s brackish vein
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m A r k  J u d e  p o i r i e r  | M E n t o R

When you meet him in 1980, he’s eleven years old with 
a dusting of freckles and a choppy haircut that looks as 
if his mother did it at the kitchen table. Ears too big for 
his head. Cute, though, with dimples and a shy smile. He 
has seven siblings, but he’s the only one of them here at 
Bellerive Country Day. You know he’s gay by the way he 
nervously averts his eyes whenever you look at him. His 
voice is slightly girlish, too, but you can hear him fighting 
it, clipping his syllables and straining to speak from his 
chest. He’s smart. You’ve seen his entrance exam. You’re 
the assistant headmaster, in charge of admissions at this 
tony little school in the corner of Baton Rouge. His father 
taught at MIT before he moved his family down here last 
spring. With all those kids, a few of them babies, they 
don’t have time for him. How could they? And they’re 
Catholics. What would they do with a gay son? Shame 
him to suicide, that’s what. 

At first, you’re careful about singling him out. He’s al-
ways with Andy and Tim, anyway. The sixth-grade al-
pha males. You could address all three of them now, ask 
how it’s going as they walk across the rich, green lawns 
between classes, playfully shoving each other, rough-
housing in a way that doesn’t initially make sense given 
his soft manners, until you consider that he has four 
brothers. Instead, you sneak up behind them, hear their 
conversation—video game prowess, an ugly girl named 
Rachel—and grab the back of his neck. Harder than you 

should, but not so hard that it bruises. He’s startled but 
he’s deferential. He understands that he’s on scholarship 
and he’s lucky to be here. You can imagine his time at 
Capitol Elementary, the public school he attended when 
his family first arrived: grouchy teachers, unruly kids 
with thick accents, crowded classes. He had likely never 
seen grits or po’boys, and probably skipped lunch, spend-
ing the lonely hour in a large cement pipe—a sad excuse 
for playground equipment—hiding from the heavy sun 
and reading Judy Blume paperbacks.

He holds up his end of the financial aid bargain. He’s 
elected to student council and makes A’s in everything 
except Spanish, which is taught by a humorless Cuban-
American woman, whom you hate. She assigns him a 
B+, and writes in his narrative evaluation that he “has 
problems conjugating verbs in the imperfect tense.” If 
she keeps this up, you will make sure her contract isn’t 
renewed. You’re serious. 

You call him into your office to discuss his grades. He’s 
nervous as you guide him, gripping his sweaty neck. He’s 
wearing a ball cap with velour wings sewn on its sides. 
A popular history teacher wears one with devil horns, 
and he started a trend among the students. You find 
the hats absurd. You ask him to remove it. It’s what one 
does when entering a building, and especially before 
a meeting. You try to put him at ease by congratulat-
ing him for making the high honor roll. Only three of 
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the twelve sixth graders did so. Now he’s embarrassed. 
He doesn’t likely hear many compliments at home. He’s 
wearing light-blue corduroy surfer shorts. His legs are 
brown from the sun, and newly sprouted hairs curl over 
his drooping tube socks. His canvas Nikes are grubby and 
there’s a small hole in the toe of his right one. He catches 
you looking at them. You watch his face as he tries to 
summon some dignity. He fails. On his way out, you 
squeeze his neck and tell him to keep up the good work.

For the next two years, you witness his puberty. He 
grows eight inches but doesn’t seem to gain any weight. 
He’s in the study hall you monitor, so you’re with him 
every seventh period. He has begun to be more label-
conscious and wears Ralph Lauren and Lacoste shirts. 
The colors are off, though, like he bought them on sale. 
A purple Oxford. A long-sleeved polo the color of mar-
garine. You’re familiar with all five of his shirts and you 
notice how he rotates them. His hair is too long and still 
smacks of a home-cut, but at least he has stopped sport-
ing those ridiculous winged and horned caps. 

He wears pleated tennis shorts one day. His legs look 
so thin that you ask, “Are you eating enough?” His face 
flushes red as he mutters, “Yes.” He’s jerking off on aver-
age twice per day, you guess. You envision him kneeled in 
front of the toilet, his brother’s Sports Illustrated opened 
to a Jockey underwear ad. But you know the men in the 
photos he studies while he masturbates are nothing like 
you. Their muscles are defined. And they aren’t teachers 
in boring, humid, rednecky Baton Rouge. They don’t 
bother him. They don’t seek him out. They never grab 
his neck. They are not faggots, who spend their Sundays 
sunbathing and cruising the fruit loop in Capitol Park. 
“You must be losing a lot of protein,” you say. You smirk 
when you say it, even raise an insinuating eyebrow, and 

his face melts before he opens his copy of A Separate 
Peace. He knows what you’ve implied. This makes you 
hard, but you’re safely seated behind the desk. 

You imagine driving him in your Fiat to the barber 
downtown on 3rd Street, getting him a proper haircut, 
and then ushering him to Burkman’s, where you buy him 
several shirts in decent colors and patterns. You might 
encourage him to lift weights in the gym and put some 
meat on his bones. You’d spot him on the bench press, 
enter the showers with him afterward, horse around a 
little, permit yourself to slap his ass.

The summer before his ninth grade, Sara Blankenship, 
his academic advisor and math teacher, leaves Country 
Day and moves to Colorado. This means he will need an 
advisor in September. You decide to make yourself his 
advisor. You can do that; you’re the assistant headmaster. 
You ignore the disappointment and fear on his face when 
you tell him in the fall, and instead focus on the fact that 
he gained some weight over the summer, that he’s filling 
out. There’s a smudge of a moustache pushing through 
his upper lip. He’ll have to shave soon. When you ask 
him what he did over the summer, he tells you he got a 
job at Baskin Robbins and complains about the brown 
polyester pants he has to wear. “That’s right. You’re a bit 
of a dandy,” you say. His face flushes red and he looks 
away. You’ve essentially accused him of being gay, which 
was your intention.

Now that he’s a freshman, his grades count for college 
admissions. You know he speaks fondly of Massachu-
setts, so when you spot him reading in the shade of a 
tulip tree by the science building, you say, “Hey, young 
scholar, how about we get you into Harvard?” You see 
something in his eyes, a gleam of interest and hope. You 
can’t help but imagine him in Cambridge at eighteen, 
meeting other gay boys, and falling in love. You muse 
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that after he has a few experiences, he’ll return to Baton 
Rouge at Christmas break and knock on your door late 
at night with a bottle of wine.

He’s ambitious and he takes both Spanish and French. 
He’s in Accelerated Algebra. Six academic courses. You 
keep track of his grades, and when you hear from Mr. 
Marsden that he scored a B- on a history quiz, you hurry 
over to the art room, where you find him glazing a pot, 
and you tell him you need to see him in your office. Now. 
His friends Carl and Fred laugh. They know you’re overly 
fond of him. But they don’t matter. 

He wears L.L. Bean hunting boots, even though the 
rain stopped last night and it’s in the seventies and 
sunny. His job scooping ice cream affords him nicer 
clothes and decent haircuts, and he affects a New Eng-
land prep school look with some success. You tell him you 
like his clover green trousers, that you have very similar 
ones. He doesn’t respond. You grab the back of his neck 
like you do normally, only this time, you squeeze a little 
harder. You tell him to loosen up, that he’s not in trouble, 
but by the time you reach your office, he hasn’t uttered 
more than a few words.

You show him glossy college pamphlets and point 
out the photos of shirtless young men playing Frisbee 
on lawns spread before Neo-Gothic buildings. He pre-
tends not to be interested. He crosses his arms tightly. 
He shakes his leg. Sweat beads on his upper lip—which 
he finally shaved. You convince yourself that you’re help-
ing him, but you allow your erection to form as you watch 
him squirm. You tell him he can finally be himself when 
he goes away to college. He acts as if he doesn’t under-
stand. But he knows exactly what you’re implying. You’re 
not subtle.

In late April, the students may request new advisors 

when they fill out their course selection cards for next 
year. He chooses Bob Bender, his math teacher. When 
you see this, it’s as if someone has kicked you in the 
stomach. You nearly vomit and you have to step outside 
and feel the intense sun, which calms you until you look 
once more at his bubbly, effeminate handwriting: Because 
Mr. Bender is my teacher and Mr. Roth isn’t. How could he 
do this to you? You’ve been an excellent advisor—car-
ing attentive, thoughtful. You’re not flamboyant or silly; 
you’re an educator and an administrator. You believe 
you’re rather handsome. Objectively, you’re not fat. You 
look younger than your thirty-seven years. And you’re a 
nice guy. You have a wonderful sense of humor. What’s 
his problem? You should have been so lucky to have a 
mentor like you.  

A few minutes later, through your window you see 
him walking and laughing with Marina Gaudette, a soph-
omore. The two of them write for the student newspaper. 
You’d like to march out there, tell Marina you need to 
speak with him privately, pin him to the giant Cow Oak’s 
trunk, force him to explain why he no longer wants you 
to be his advisor. “Be specific!” you’d demand. “Say it!” 
But you don’t have to step outside again; he’s heading 
for the office.

You find him in the small Xeroxing room, duplicating 
articles for the newspaper. You watch him for a moment. 
His posture is horrible. If he’d just pull back his shoulders 
like you’ve told him a hundred times. When he looks up, 
you see the fear on his face. His eyes widen. “Hi,” he says, 
turning away, pretending to focus on aligning the docu-
ment with the edge of the copier glass. You begin to cry. 
You can’t help it. He stiffens when he notices your tears. 
You say, “How could you?” He says, “What?” You glare 
at him. Tears course down your face and drip from your 
jaw. You sniff. “I’ve been the best advisor you’ve ever had 
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and the best advisor you will ever have.” That’s it. That’s 
all you can say with your cracking voice. You leave him 
cowering, the white light from the copier wiping across 
his face. You’re the college counselor, and he knows he 
screwed up. To hell with him. He can go to LSU with the 
dregs from his class. He won’t attend college anywhere 
near Harvard.

You hurry into your office and slam the door loudly 
enough so he can hear. He must feel terribly guilty. Your 
hands tremble as you close the blinds, and unlatch your 
belt. Minutes later, as you wipe up the Saltillo tiled floor 
with tissues, you cry again.

He is one of three sophomores who tested into Pre-Calc, 
and because he’s taking two foreign languages, this 
means the only English courses that fit in his schedule 
are Composition and AP British Literature. You teach 
AP British Literature. It’s normally a class for seniors. 
You pride yourself on it being tough. You justify putting 
him in it because there are already sixteen students in 
Composition, which is for dumb kids and stoners. He’s 
in your course. He won’t know ‘til the first day of school. 
You’re his teacher now.

His work is mediocre. While most of the others in the 
class are seniors bound for the nation’s best colleges, and 
he’s only a sophomore, he should be doing better. His 
essays are weak, with unsubstantiated and undeveloped 
claims. He rarely contributes to class discussions. You 
often have to tell him to stop talking to Trish, who sits 
next to him. They gab and giggle in a way that almost 
seems like genuine flirting. You can sense that he hates 
your class. At home, you’re certain, he curses you as he 
slogs through Beowulf or Marlowe or Wordsworth, turn-
ing the flimsy pages of The Norton Anthology you forced 
him to buy.

He earns a C+ that first semester. You hesitate before 
you type it into his grade report. You know his parents 
will come down hard on him. But his mother’s on your 
side. She has been since you first offered the scholarship 
almost five years ago. Even if he does break down when 
she asks him about the low grade, the lowest he’s ever 
received, and tells her that you like him too much, that 
you harass him and that you fixed it so he’d be in your 
class, his mother say him he’s being silly. She’d caution 
him that he could lose his financial aid. “Be nicer to him,” 
she’d say. “Being nicer never hurts.” Maybe he’ll finally 
understand that you care for him and his parents don’t, 
not really.

For the first in-class assignment the following se-
mester, he writes about turning over a log in the woods 
behind his former house in suburban Massachusetts to 
discover a tribe of red efts. In your signature brown ink, 
you jot encouragingly in the margins. His essay is rich 
with detail, meaningful, and seemingly heartfelt. He’s 
trying. That C+ must have shaken him. When you return 
the essays, you notice he smiles when he sees he earned 
an A-, which is better than what Trish earned, and she’s a 
National Merit Scholar who recently gained acceptance to 
Berkeley. You keep him after class to reinforce the praise 
you wrote on his essay. He thanks you. You tell him he 
ought to put that much effort into all of his essays. He 
says he has a biology test next period and he has to go 
over his notes on the Krebs Cycle. Too specific. He’s lying. 
He wants to get away from you. 

School’s over for the day and you’re walking to your car 
when a junior named Caren or Cara asks if you’ve heard 
what happened. “He was playing football and he bumped 
his head and he couldn’t remember what day it was or 
anything.” You learn that he was standing at his locker 
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a few minutes later, examining his paperback copy of 
Macbeth, unsure of what the play was about. He began to 
panic, and fortunately someone realized he was seriously 
hurt. He has amnesia, and his friend Eric is rushing him 
to the ER right now. 

You call his house that night to check on him. One 
of his sisters answers. She tells you that he’s still at the 
hospital and he has a concussion. They’re keeping him 
there overnight. “Is he okay?” you ask. “I think so,” the 
girl says, “but he’s probably not going to school tomor-
row.” Of course not, you stupid bitch. You forget to ask 
which hospital, and you shouldn’t call back or you’ll seem 
as desperate as you feel. Now you can’t visit him. You 
won’t see him ‘til Monday. Four days. 

The autumn of his junior year, you receive his SAT score 
report. He did well. Well enough. Better than all twenty-
two of his classmates—though, his is a weak class. Most 
are on drugs. You see him talking with his friends by the 
Coke machine and you hurry over. The look of annoyance 
on his face doesn’t stop you from forging ahead. “What’s 
up, lads?” you say. His friends hurry off. He doesn’t. You 
praise him for his scores, and ask where he wants to go 
to college, but before he answers, you mention that you 
could have gone to Duke like your father and grandfa-
ther, but you wanted something different. You chose 
Reed College in Portland, Oregon. No one else from your 
school in Houston went there, which made it even more 
appealing. “I had a boyfriend within a month,” you men-
tion. “A poet from New Mexico.” The strategically cavalier 
reference to your boyfriend makes him anxious. He looks 
around. He doesn’t respond to your question. So you 
suggest he consider colleges far away, where no other 
students from County Day matriculate. “I have a year to 
think about it,” he says, and the sixth-period bell rings.  

You stay after school to watch him play tennis. His 
stance is wrong. His chest is constantly parallel to the 
net. He barely bends his knees. It’s sadly evident that he’s 
never had proper lessons. He’s scrappy, though, and he 
beats his opponent from St. George’s 6-2, 6-3. After the 
match, you walk over to the court to congratulate him 
and you seize his neck. It’s sweaty. “Why do you always 
grab my neck like that?” he says as he ducks away from 
your grip. “Just a show of masculine camaraderie,” you 
say. He rolls his eyes, and jogs off, and it becomes clear 
that he thinks you’re a pathetic pervert. You flick a tiny 
green lizard from its perch on the net.

In March, the students choose from a long list of edu-
cational trips, each overseen by a faculty member and a 
few parents. You’re leading a trip to Springer Mountain 
in Georgia, where the Appalachian Trail begins. Your 
group will hike and camp and study the “The American 
Literature of Nature: Emerson, Thoreau, Whitman, and 
Dickinson.” You tell him about the trip, hope that he’ll 
sign up for it, but he doesn’t. Of course not. Instead, he 
and his buddies head down to New Orleans to presum-
ably learn about jazz with Gene Babineux, a notoriously 
lenient physics teacher who will probably allow them 
to drink.

He may not be on your trip, but Michael, a sopho-
more, is. Michael has few friends at school and none 
of them is here on the trail, breathing the deliciously 
earthy air. Michael’s plainly not interested in the poetry 
or prose you’ve assigned, but he hikes with gusto. You 
barely keep pace with him, and you ask him about school, 
about girls, about baseball and soccer. Michael’s friendly. 
Michael answers in complete sentences and asks about 
you, about the sports you played in high school, about 
why you like literature, about your neighborhood, Span-
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ish Town. Michael doesn’t seem disappointed to share a 
tent with you, and he doesn’t pull away when later that 
cool, damp night, you spit in your palm and reach over. 

Michael remains silent when you spoon scrambled 
eggs into his tin camping pan the next morning. You 
hope Michael won’t tell anyone. Michael won’t. You’re 
certain he won’t, but last night was stupid, really stupid. 
You don’t know Michael well enough. You barely noticed 
Michael before this trip. Michael may be very close to his 
parents. Michael could tell them. Michael might. You’re 
gone, if he does. Maybe even arrested. 

You’d normally attend every home baseball game, 
chat up the parents, but you don’t—not with Michael 
at second base. During assembly one rainy morning, 
you catch Michael glaring hatred at you. You look away. 
A fifteen-year-old holds absolute power over you. That 
afternoon, you call your friend at Cimarron Academy in 
Oklahoma City. It’s a nice little school with decent col-
lege placement. You tell him you need to teach there in 
the fall. You don’t have to explain why you’ll be leaving 
Country Day. He understands. He fucked up six years ago 
at a school in Connecticut. 

You don’t make an announcement to the students at 
this year’s final assembly. They’ll learn that you’re gone 
in the fall. You’re confident he’ll eventually miss you; 
you’ve been an excellent teacher and a good friend, and 
he knows this down deep. But then you realize he will 
feel tremendous relief. He will not have to spend his 
senior year avoiding you.

A few years later, you call his mother, and she proudly 
tells you that he’s at Dartmouth. You say, “That’s won-
derful.” You’re concerned. This is 1988 and Dartmouth is 
not hospitable to gays. You’ve read about their appalling 
student newspaper, how students were outed to their 

parents. What if he chose Dartmouth because of its con-
servative atmosphere, figuring he wouldn’t be tempted? 
It’s not your fault. You would have advised him against it. 
You decide to send him a genial note. You drive over to a 
shop for homo knickknacks in the 39th District and find 
the perfect postcard: a nude muscular young man holds 
an exploding champagne bottle in front of his crotch. You 
write how happy you are that he was able to go away to 
college. You ask him if he likes it, what he’s studying. You 
ask if he has any other news. You leave your address and 
tell him to drop you a line, but you know that when he 
sees your brown ink scrawl his stomach will drop. He’ll 
tear it up and toss it without reading it. He’ll feel like 
you’re gripping his neck again. The press of your palm 
and the clamp of your fingers will return with a sickening 
visceral immediacy. 

He doesn’t respond to your note, which is rude. 
 

You have to leave Cimarron for the same reason you had 
to leave Country Day. You call a friend at The Driggs 
School in California, and soon, after a few interviews 
with the board members, you’re the new headmaster 
there. You have a relationship with a twenty-five year-
old fey Mexican you met at a gay bar in a strip mall in 
Riverside, but after a few months, you tire of him, his 
neediness, his poverty, the smell of sex. There are boys at 
the Driggs School, but none over the next several years 
is worth anything to you.

You’re retired. You sport a blond mustache and you’ve 
abandoned Brooks Brothers blazers and bowties for 
loose-fitting drawstring pants and V-neck T-shirts. You 
wear comfortable clogs. You’ve returned to Baton Rouge 
and live again in Spanish Town, where you lived years 
ago, a block away from your former house, in a bigger 
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bungalow that you bought for a song. Built in 1932. Hard-
wood throughout, except the kitchen, whose floor is 
poured cement. You love the sun. You love the food. You 
love running into former Country Day students. For the 
local arts paper, you write thoughtful and intelligent film 
and book reviews—a bit more sophisticated than this 
city is accustomed to, you fancy. 

You’re given a book to review, a collection of short sto-
ries set in Baton Rouge that features a photo of a plastic 
alligator on its slick dust jacket. He wrote it. It’s his first 
book. How did you not know this? You can’t help but well 
up with pride. You knew he was a writer. That essay he 
wrote about turning over a log in the woods was excel-
lent. You taught him to love writing. He pretended not 
to listen in your class, but he did. He’s a handsome man 
in his author photo. His bio mentions he studied fiction 
writing at Johns Hopkins and won an NEA fellowship. 
It mentions that he grew up in Baton Rouge. The book 
is dedicated to two of his friends from Country Day. You 
flip to the acknowledgements page. You’re not listed. You 
thought you would be. Ungrateful prick.        

You read the book in one sitting and immediately 
begin to type the review. You mention you’ve known 
him since he was a sixth-grader, and that all through his 
youth, he spoke fondly of the Northeast, where he had 
spent the first eleven years of his life. You write that 
he couldn’t wait to get out of Louisiana, and this anti-
Louisiana sentiment pervades his stories of losers and 
drug addicts and inbred, raccoon-eating Cajuns. You hope 
his mother cuts the review from the paper and leaves it 
for him on the nightstand when he’s in town for a read-
ing as part of his book tour. Maybe you’ll discuss it with 
him over a few beers. He’ll thank you for your thoughtful 
frankness.

There’s a crowd at bookstore for the local boy. You 

stand towards the back. His arms are thicker with mus-
cle. He obviously goes to the gym like all gay guys do. He 
reads a technically competent story about a little boy lost 
in Cortana Mall. The audience loves the local references 
and laughs when they should. He glances out into the 
crowd and spots you, and you see shock on his face. He 
stutters a word, but only one, and in a few seconds, he’s 
reading confidently again, like you’re not out there in the 
audience, like you didn’t review his book for the Gambit 
Weekly. Still, you made him stammer. You made him 
squirm. You did. And this buoys you and carries you to 
the front of the line to talk with him when he finishes his 
story. “I knew you were a writer even when you resisted,” 
you say. “Hi, Mr. Roth,” he mutters. “I wrote a review of 
your book,” you say. “I know,” he says and he grimaces at 
you. An older woman who’s dripping in turquois jewelry 
taps him on his shoulder, he turns around, stands, and 
hugs her. They speak quickly and eagerly, and leave you 
there with the other people waiting in line to have him 
sign books. And you thought he might want to grab din-
ner and few drinks afterwards. You’re a fool. 

Years later, you read in an interview that he finished his 
latest novel on his back, felled by excruciating sciatic pain 
in his right leg so intense that he passed out and bumped 
his head on the floor of the apartment he shares with his 
partner, an oncologist. The reporter, who refers to him as 
‘one of today’s preeminent Southern writers,’ mentions 
his limp, his red walking stick that he calls “baton rouge.” 

You had sciatic pain a few years ago, so you sympa-
thize. It was so awful that you had to piss in a jug, and 
crawl to the door when you ordered food from Spanish 
Town Market. You consider contacting him to tell him 
about Dr. Sarno, whose controversial theory is that back 
pain is a diversion meant to support the burial of uncom-
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fortable unconscious emotions. If sufferers determine 
what’s disturbing their unconscious, their physical pain 
disappears. It worked for you. You journaled about your 
callous parents for a few days, and then you focused on 
him, how he hurt you, and by the time you filled the 
journal, you could walk without wincing. 

You imagine him discussing the foundations of his 
deep grief with his therapist: his emotionally absent and 
judgmental parents, the Catholic fear of hell, the years of 
loneliness and shame. But then his manner changes and 
he begins to spout acrimoniously about you. You were 
the only openly gay person in his life, and you made him 
think that gay men were creepy. And you taunted him 
and relished his discomfort. You pestered him. You pur-

sued him. You grabbed his neck, and you knew he hated 
it but you kept doing it, and now it’s as though the pain 
traveled down his spine and manifested itself as a bulg-
ing disc at L5. As he pushes away any remaining empathy 
he might have felt towards you and trudges through all 
the sickening moments and interactions, clinging to the 
word ‘trauma’ that his therapist uses to describe what 
you put him through, he says he wants more than any-
thing to feel unmitigated rage, to wallow in it and make 
you fade, alongside his sciatica, into nothing. 

But he can’t do it, you know he can’t, and you see 
him late at night, swallowing three hydrocodone tablets, 
praying that the waves of searing pain in his leg will sub-
side—even a little—so he can sleep. 
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| y o u  C o M E  B A C K  t o  M E  i n  2 0 1 7

   Honeysuckle bursting from your sternum
It is time. Fragile bluebirds all making ready in my tomato
Garden
           Then I’m certain. Like the invention of barbed wire
Coinciding with the west’s dark bondage
      Fantasy, some
Things are inevitable. Those bluebirds flung edible gold 
Paints on my bare body & on
       The poinsettias also.
The poinsettias themselves not edible.  & you would w/ 
A sponge tint
   My face blue & fit me out w/ one
 Giant seraphic wing & we’d shoot a Max Ernst
        Porno. 
Suddenly the wing is crawling w/ wasps. We needed
A higher production 
                 Budget & maybe that could’ve
Saved us. Still. You were blameless & we drank the moon sake
It had 
  The pH of the moon & you called me lakechild
You called me thistledown you wept in my hair you.
        Kept
Naming my legs you named them over & over but always
For two of the four. & the bluebirds drank
       From icicles
The paints stung my eyes. But anything you put in your mouth
Is likely
           Hazard. Until you named them both Famine, Famine
& Famine. The lavender man can

l A u r e l  h u N T
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       Only heal you temporarily.
Then doubt has its beak at your throat again. You may be
Willing to saint 
    Your false prophets. The buffalo got darker.
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| l A u r e l  h u N T

In the only image of Mars  taken by MARCI, Mars is waxing
  & pale & very far  away.  No higher  resolution is available.
The Mars Climate Orbiter vanishes  on 23 September.
                The difference between   metric & imperial units is unlike
the difference between a kiss on the back of the neck     & on the ankle,
             the distance between  he is in my pantheon & he is     my pantheon.
Outside the hotel   near Times Square there was a billboard
    on which a woman had either    bubblegum or a bubblegum-
hued condom in her mouth.   We had neither of these things.
   The Mars Climate Orbiter   is at an altitude much    lower
than intended when NASA                begins orbital insertion maneuvers.    This
                is not known as a reverse Icarus     to anybody but me.
It burns, of course. It burns & then it’s gone & someone’s      very lonely.
   Elegizing the little one   & its waxy needless end. It was raining
that night in the city    & we had missed    the last train to New Haven,
      I think because      I demanded to stop      for pasta.
I was wearing blue & you wore gray, or we both       wore blue, & the Germans, or
  either Secretariat  is Secretariat at all times          or
Secretariat is only Secretariat once. One of those must be        your morality.
   But let me be clear: of the two of us,   I was the one
who spoke of Newtons.   Two months & ten days later    the Mars
   Polar Lander must’ve touched down  near the South Pole     looking
for ice    but there   communication stops & it does not start up again.

C o n V E R S i o n
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| S T e v e N  d .  SC h r o e d e r M y t H S  A B o u t  t H E  D E At H  o F  t H E  F R o n t i E R

They say how tall and laconic. They say nothing 
survives that fall. As in dust storm, as in ravine.

Memories lie like mineshafts. This telling adds 
a rusted pistol. Maybe a rustle in the underbrush, 
maybe just restlessness. Rumor is the hand still 

fast from days it did whatever bad it could 
now crafts woodcarvings. The toughest animal

to capture? Head of a river, body not found.
Men chase who and why based on the color

in their skies. Shade of a ghost, no shade of clouds.
Trail grows cold a fortnight northwest from nowhere. 
They say those tracks can span continents easy

as civilization does. Something lost across the water, 
something mechanized arriving right on time.
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| S T e v e N  d .  SC h r o e d e r o u t S i D E  V i E W  o F  t H E  V i C t o R y  F E S t i V i t i E S

Each mouth in the crowd launches a fighter jet. 
Every confetti flutter represents as much potential

energy as an artillery shell made good. More stars
than on all the souvenir flags, more parts to a salute

than anyone knows. Overturned and burning cars
believe in team. The lottery chooses what boys become

exiles next. Place where darker and darker scars
map futures already faced, where preachers sacrifice

bodies by the score to slow an unstoppable fall.
Men disciplined into stone for days without twitching, 

even breath, can still watch with both eyes closed.
To reach an enemy’s heart at such distance,

a single finger touch. This country wants winners.
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J e N N i F e r  m .  d e A N  | S o u n D i n G  i n  F o G

It strikes me that there are more difficult things about adulthood than navigating the express-check-

out line, and more that it demands of us than overcoming self-centeredness and reflexive sourness. [In 

the Kenyon College commencement speech] what Wallace describes as a universal rite of passage into 

maturity seems more to me like the daily struggles of a serious depressive, which he was. 

Christian Loretzen, “The Re-Writing of David Foster Wallce”

David Foster Wallace and I have been at this for over an hour. This is us getting in and out 
of a speedboat caught on a sandbank in a reed marsh, alternately digging with a kitchen 
ladle and serving spoon we found in a picnic basket and pushing while one of us throttles 
the engine in reverse. There is no one to answer our distress calls, the marsh is empty 
except for us and the wildlife, and despite our best efforts, the boat is truly stuck. 

David Foster Wallace is shorter than I imagined, maybe only another five inches taller 
than my five-feet-four, but stocky. Between the two of us, we should be able to move this 
lightweight watercraft off the sandbar. The hull is fiberglass; the heaviest part is the engine, 
toward the back and in deeper water. We should be able to figure this out with brain power 
or move it with brute force. When we started the air was clear, no fog, and though there 
was a sunny sky, it is now overcast and a thick mist comes in with dusk. 

The symbolism is a little much, even for me, and it’s apparent to David that this is my 
anxiety dream and he’s a device. Covered in mud and panting from the effort of rocking 
the boat, he re-adjusts his headband and slides into a sitting position, looking up at me 
from a squat as he leans his weight against the beached hull. 

“So,” David begins “what is it we’re trying to get unstuck here?”
“Stop it. You sound like my grandfather. You’re not supposed to sound like my grand-

father.”
“You mean the one who has the houseboat in Alabama?”
“Yes. The geriatric Huck Finn. He’s stuck, too. But you’re not supposed to know about 

that.”
David ignores this accusation because this is, after all, an anxiety dream and me being 

uncomfortable is the point. 
“But not like we’re stuck,” David iterates unnecessarily.
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“No, not like we’re stuck. He’s just old.”
David gives me a meaningful look, a pause filled with footnotes to this conversation as 

he fills in the blanks. He waits while the fog visibly thickens around us.
The technical definition of an extended metaphor is one where there is a single main 

subject to which additional subjects and metaphors are applied. The extended metaphor often 
acts as a central theme, for example where an object or scenario appears and is then used repeat-
edly and in different forms. The power of an extended metaphor is in the hammer blows that it 
applies, demonstrating the passion and commitment of the author. 

It can also work in the subconscious, a bleeding together of daytime dread into the slip-
stream of a dream world, wherein there are no strangers, only faces and ideas the waking 
mind has seen and dropped into back stair cupboards, mental cul-du-sacs, and oubliettes.  

“We’re in a speedboat because I’m reading Renata Adler’s Speedboat; I’m supposed to 
teach it, and I’ve no idea how to begin. We’re in a reed marsh because I watched a horror 
movie about people trapped in a marsh before I fell asleep. You’re here because I’m re-
reading your writing.”

Even now I don’t want to tell David why I’ve been re-reading his writing—or what 
else I’ve been reading—don’t want to tell him about the diagnosis, what happened to his 
dogs, talk about the medications and treatments—mine or his— any of it. A childhood in 
polite society prevents me from going further, even in a dream. It’s too delicate a subject. 
It seems as if he already knows anyway; with his head cocked, eyes intent and clever, he is 
both listening to me and reading ahead, over my shoulder, and he has decided to humor 
me because what’s coming next is not something either of us really want to talk about and 
wouldn’t in real life. Not directly, anyway.

Depression starts out insipid, fogs the days into a dull color, weakens ordinary actions until 
their clear shapes are obscured by the effort they require, leaves you tired and bored and self-
obsessed—but you can get through all that. No one has ever been able to define the collapse point 
that marks major depression, but when you get there, there’s not much mistaking it. 

David Foster Wallace takes in my dream scenario: the boat, the marsh, the encroaching 
dark, mist swirling in at our feet. 

“So this isn’t about writing then.”
“Ah, no. It’s not, exactly.”
“I see,” David says, shifting forward so the boat’s hull is no longer supporting his weight.
On board the Nadir—especially at night, when all the ship’s structured fun and reassurances 

and gaiety-noise ceased—I felt despair. The word’s over used and banalified now, despair, but it’s 
a serious word and I use it seriously. For me, it denotes a simple admixture—a weird yearning for 

Shufang Cheng, “The 
Influence of Metaphor 
on Sense-impression 
in English” 

Andrew Solomon, The 
Noonday Demon: An 
Atlas of Depression

David Foster Wallace,  
“A Supposedly Fun Thing 
I’ll Never Do Again.”
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death combined with a crushing sense of my own smallness and futility that presents as a fear of 
death. It’s maybe close to what people call dread or angst. But it’s not those things, quite. It’s more 
like wanting to die in order to escape the unbearable feeling of becoming aware that I’m small 
and weak and selfish and going without any doubt at all to die. It’s wanting to jump overboard. 

David nudges the speedboat with his right elbow and it drifts freely backward into the 
water. “Let’s go.”

I never met David Foster Wallace in real life. I was just a junior in college in the fall of 2007, 
reading “Ticket to the Fair” from John D’Agata’s The Next American Essay anthology. My 
introduction to both writers came only a year before David’s death by suicide. It would be 
almost a decade before I’d drift back to his writing, finding comfort in his confident and 
acerbically intelligent observations on days when getting off the couch, taking a shower, 
much less leaving the house, were too exhausting to manage. 

The depressed person is in terrible and unceasing emotional pain, and the impossibility of 
sharing or articulating this pain is itself a component of the pain and a contributing factor in its 
essential horror. Despairing, then, of describing the emotional pain itself, the depressed person 
hopes at least to be able to express something of its context its shape and texture, as it were-by 
recounting circumstances related to its etiology. 

I called those days Dates with David, and I often slipped into a muggy sleep, dreaming 
of ocean cruises and men wearing tweed coats sitting next to my deck chair in arm chairs 
asking me to explain myself while the fog from their cigars clouded the whole deck. 

The continuing human need for narratives of illness seems to be this: they offer a language-
terms of representation-in which disease, pain, and the often surreal impositions of treatment 
can be reflected upon, integrated into the life of the sufferer, and shared with others. Or, if suf-
fering cannot be integrated into a life, narration allows experience to be held apart as part of 
one’s life and self. 

The men and their cigars made me nervous. I worried that the Captain wouldn’t be 
able to see, that I’d be blamed for the smoke, that we’d run aground, but they would talk 
anyway, over my objections and through the fog.

Both medicine and literature are signifying systems that include fundamental ambiguity, a 
semiotic strategy of interpreting symptoms, a narrative and mythologizing urge, and the creation 
of categories through performative speech acts.

Awake, more than once I tried to research my way out of the fog, find a solution some-
where in musky, dense monographs. Homichlophobia is the medical term, mostly found 
in the technical notes of doctors, for a pathological fear of fog. This fear of fog is a unique 

David Foster Wal-
lace, “The Depressed 
Person.”

Arthur Frank, “Met-
aphors of Pain.”

R. D. Tobin, “Pre-
scriptions: The Se-
miotics of Medicine 
and Literature.”
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one. It draws its strength from the power of an over-afflicted imagination, a blank space 
where broad, low dark shapes remain shrouded, and the potential for the shape to form 
into a bear or a man becomes as plausible as a bush or shrub. Depression is often charac-
terized by sufferers as a kind of mental fog, perhaps because when it arrives it is both an 
insubstantial yet irrefutable presence.

Living in fog all the time—a world without color or laughter. . . . It feels like you’re a ghost . . .  
not a part of the real world. . . . Depression is silence. It’s feeling the drag and pull of life making 
you smaller by the day. . . . Swimming through treacle. Trying to keep your head above water 
when it’s up to your nose. And getting deeper. And you can’t swim. . . . It’s like drowning . . . 
except you can see everyone around you breathing. . . .

Fog, mud, water, and drowning all make frequent cameos in the depressive’s lexicon as 
more concrete metaphors for their mental state. Fog: isolation:: mud: being stuck, trapped; 
water: drowning :: falling overboard into a rolling sea : major depression. Though it’s a 
fuzzy kind of math, there’s an intuitive sense to it. It isn’t strictly a coincidence that the 
metaphors of language often used to describe the constellation of feelings identified with 
the term ‘depression’ frequently revolve around invoking water. 

The Tigris and Euphrates, Nile, Indus, and Yellow river valleys were the first incubators 
of modern culture and civilization. We know now that the human body is mostly composed 
of water on a molecular level. We need water to live. We know the survival rule of threes: 
we can go three weeks without food but only three days without water, yet we also know 
an over abundance of water can snuff out life. Deprived of air we can only survive a brief 
three minutes. 

The familiar kinds of drownings involve large bodies of water— floods, tsunamis, going 
overboard—instances where the individual is submerged, in over their heads, but it is also 
possible to drown from the inside out.

Hyponatremia, a word cobbled together from Latin and Greek roots, translates as “insuffi-
cient salt in the blood.” Consume too much water in a short period of time and the blood becomes 
waterlogged. Most cells have room to stretch but this is not the case for neurons. Brain cells are 
tightly packaged inside a rigid boney cage, the skull, and they have to share this space with blood 
and cerebrospinal fluid.

This resonates for me, the I of this essay. On a practical level too much water in the body 
crowds the brain, water welling up from tributaries of veins, pushing the brain up against 
the confines of the skull—a literal trap—putting incredible strain on a mind with nowhere 
to go inside its own head. Internal pressure, invisible to the observer, and apparently 
inescapable. The biological symmetry of the metaphor becomes too precise, too realistic. 

“50 Sufferers De-
scribe Depression.” 
HuffingtonPost .
com.

Coco Ballantyne, 
“Strange But True: 
Drinking Too Much 
Water Can Kill.”
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It is extremely difficult to stay alert and attentive, instead of getting hypnotized by the con-
stant monologue inside your own head.

Like drowning; like living in fog; like sinking in mud. Like, as though, as to, as if, sort 
of, could be, in the same way as, to illustrate: a close study of the symbolic language of 
depression and its real world stand-ins blur that distinction into irrelevance. Depression 
is drowning, a flood in the mind. It is living in a fog. 

I live in Fresno, California, a place that, geographically speaking, rests in the bottom 
of a bowl. On clear days when the rain has washed out the haze of smog you can look 
out and see the Sierras, their snow dusted peaks pointing heavenward, brushing the few 
clouds that roil over the peaks. Some geologists maintain that Fresno, and the rest of the 
San Joaquin Valley, was once an inland sea before an earthquake, the proverbial Big One, 
on the San Andreas fault created a rift in the mountains on the western rim, allowing the 
water to drain out to the Pacific. 

According to climatologists, if the polar ice caps were to completely melt and flush 
their contents into the ocean, Fresno and the entire San Joaquin Valley would become the 
bottom of an inland sea once the levels in the San Francisco Bay area crest their eastern 
ridges. When I share these facts with fellow residents, their faces blanch. Thanks to our 
seasonal fogs, it’s easy for us to imagine.

One of Fresno’s more memorable traits is its seasonal fogs that settle on the flat, grid 
system of streets so thick you can’t see more than four houses down the street on a morn-
ing commute. There’s even a regional pea soup dish named after the phenomena. Whenever 
a new comer to the area makes a comment locals are quick to explain the geographical 
reason for the dense fogs before sharing stories about pulling over on the 180 freeway, 
only to hear the amplified sound of car wrecks—squealing tires, crunches of impact and 
shattering glass—echoing from behind and farther up the road, over the ticking sound of 
their cooling engines. They tell these stories the same way that campers talk about looking 
up from a creek bed and seeing a bear on the other side: with a shiver, still a little terrified 
to have been so close to death. 

On winter mornings when I’m awake before the sun or haven’t slept at all, I find myself 
staring out at the lead colored veil between me and the rest of the world, thinking about 
glaciers melting, floods, and how muddy water might look like fog to a diver, maybe one 
exploring St. Thomas. St. Thomas is another regional phenomenon that lies over the 
eastern lip of the San Joaquin Valley in Nevada. The specter of St. Thomas beneath Lake 
Meade is a quasi-ghost story for Fresno residents, like the Ghost of Fresno Future. 

St. Thomas, once a booming western town on the road between Los Angeles and Salt 

David FosterWal-
lace, “This is Water.”
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Lake City, was deliberately flooded in 1938 to create Lake Meade. At their highest, the wa-
ters of Lake Meade can cover the tallest buildings in the ghost town by 60 feet. Now, five 
years into the worst drought in recorded memory, regular news reports on the dwindling 
fresh water levels sometimes feature tourists walking through St. Thomas and archived 
interviews of former residents. 

I spend a lot of time thinking about the residents of St. Thomas, the ‘how’ and ‘when’ 
of their decisions to abandon their homes. Some families began moving early in the 
spring, when climate changes would be right for a little morning fog, their Studebakers 
and Model-Ts’ loaded with bedding, pots and pans, maybe a few family heirlooms moving 
up the hills in a fog. Some left later in the summer of ’38, when the waters were already 
beginning to fill the streets. 

In my darker moments, I catch myself imagining the flooding town of St. Thomas looks 
a lot like Fresno. 

Be conscious and aware enough to choose what you pay attention to and to choose how you 
construct meaning from experience.

The constant return of fog, the sense of being caught in a flood, of the sense of drowning 
in our common depressives’ lexicon isn’t an accident, but a matter of design, an attempt 
to make the real accessible through language, and if the metaphor is too apt, then the 
answer perhaps—if there is one at all— is also somewhere in the logic of the physical. 

On land in a car surrounded by fog we have the option to pull over, kill the engine, and 
wait until the sun burns off the fog. Or, since we’re on a road, a path with a clear destina-
tion, there is the second option to simply slow down and trust the road, put on the low 
beams and follow where it leads. The danger of fog lies in its paralyzing effect on the imagi-
nation, or an inability to accurately assess potential danger. The idea of a sudden flood, or 
even a gradual one filling the streets up in a steady flow, is an immediate, concrete threat. 

At sea, fog signals must be sounded. Listening for another vessel’s fog signals is just as im-
portant as sounding your own. If you hear something, don’t jump to a quick conclusion about its 
direction and distance, listen some more. 

On the water there are no roads to follow, and even in this digital age sailors often make 
their way by sight to avoid a collision with other boats or rocks and shoals, real beneath-
the-surface dangers that threaten a vessel at sea. Being trapped on a boat enveloped in fog 
is an existentially terrifying experience. The potential for a wreck becomes an imminent 
threat and there is often no immediate escape from climate and geography. 

David Foster Wal-
lace, “This is Water.”

“Operating in Re-
duced Visibility.” 
Boatsafe.com
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The thing is that, of course, there are totally different ways to think about these kinds of situ-
ations . . . It [. . .] has almost nothing to do with knowledge, and everything to do with simple 
awareness.

The car, the boat, the counseling, the drugs: all of these are simply faster ways to reach 
the safety of solid ground. The real question, then, is what to do until you find a place 
where your feet are again rooted to hard earth, or how to survive if before that you find 
yourself tipped over and submerged. 

On one level, we all know this stuff already . . . . It’s been codified as myths, proverbs, clichés, 
epigrams, parables; the skeleton of every great story . . . 

In the story of Lake Meade’s creation, the last resident out of St. Thomas was a bachelor 
named Hugh Lord. The apocryphal tale of his departure from St. Thomas goes like this: Hugh 
woke that June morning in ‘38 to water at the level of his porch, and by mid-morning it 
was knee-deep as he loaded his possessions into a rowboat. For reasons best known only to 
Hugh he lit his house on fire before rowing off on rising floodwaters, away from St. Thomas 
and toward a changing landscape, the smoke of his old life billowing behind him. 

David Foster Wal-
lace, “This is Water.”

David Foster Wal-
lace, “This is Water.”
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| e l i z A b e T h  S C A N l o N E S C A P i S M

The temple of escape is fully loaded
with parachutes and backpacks suspended 
from the rafters in bear nets, rigged on pulleys 
so that we might access them quickly 
when the need arises. 

We congregate to sing praises 
to warmer climates, unfamiliar faces 
and accents not our own. 

The tithe is 50% of your waking thoughts. 
The litany is there’s plenty of time.
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| e l i z A b e T h  S C A N l o N W A L t z B A L L

There are too many parties sometimes and you want to say no, 
no, I don’t feel like making merry tonight. 
Everybody’s coming on like their lives depend on it, 
like getting someone to come home with them tonight is the cure to cancer.
The snowsmell in the air is a cure for foggy notions. Everything is clearer
when staying outside is painful. When Neil is pulling Guinness 
at the Sassafrass Bar, there is no reason to resist. 
The flirters are just making faces, 
come-hither faces like we’ve been shown 
to do by all the avatars. The icons scatter because you didn’t back up. 
You’ve been careless with your data.
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| e l i z A b e T h  S C A N l o N t H E  o D D S

You have a better chance of being canonized 
than of winning the Mega Millions lottery, 
Good Morning, America would have us know, 
which raises the question oh, sainthood, 
what are you worth? How many houses 
would that much goodness go for? How much 
cocaine? When the not yet sunrisen day begins
with an accounting of your chances, 
with an infographic to make plain the absurdity 
of what you’re paying for, let’s ask:
How many dollars sanctify your pain?
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| A d r i A N  b l e v i N S L i t t L E  E L E G y

Winter’s no drag in Maine to me.  More like 
the big-fancy sister of the present tense 
as in all up-to-date and forward-looking 
and even vaguely avant-garde and insubordinate 
like the sky itself can’t say what’s going to happen next 
whereas back in VA the Jeffersonian troposphere 
was always rusty and nostalgic like wagon wheels 
and people in boots smashed at the hoedown 
and despotic mothers making toy rabbits 
with kids who won’t leave the country store 
but must lean against the sides of things forever.  
Winter’s back home I mean the weight and the weight 
and the sad and missing vapor-mist weight-weight 
of people everlastingly almost somehow passé
whereas in Maine for me at least it’s not 
because I’m not at all from here as in I’m not 
all that much really these days from anywhere 
since by coming here I somehow left my little atoms 
and proteins and other cells and whatever waters 
somehow completely behind like a specter 
might leave an old watch on her deathbed 
and never know thereafter what the foghorn means 
wailing all sopping and crestfallen like infants like that.
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| A d r i A N  b l e v i N S S tAt u S  R E P o R t

                 I love-love-loved the alphabet 
back when I could use it to go OMG and WTF

vis-à-vis some shady late capitalist wrongdoing 
such as the rich and famous floating off the continent 

in the most flagrant of boats, leaving just 
the youngsters and me here on the prairie 

to keep everything intact with just this sugar on the mantle 
in its charismatic tin.  But then the youngsters 

got up from the knitting circle and put down their seedcakes 
and other organic whatsits, saying OMG and WTF to me 

as in in reference to me like what I had on was not just 
the dress, the feeling unfortunately was, but also 

a shawl as in a cloak as in a stole as in a shroud.  
That’s when I finally knew what animals 

youngsters just naturally are.  What piles of tractor parts.  
What fishheads in a sink!  So now I’m using my Rosetta Stone 

to examine the language of rhinos for the impenetrable skin 
and the language of axes for the battle for when our foes return 

to knock down our pretty little door. And here 
I just wanted to sit out the rest of my days 
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with my sweeties by the hearth and talk the talk to hold at bay 
whatever apocalyptic thing’s got our number as in our address 

as in the extent to which we were born to fight moneyed reprobates 
with just our lingo as in our candidness and cheeky verbal fluidity 

if that’s what you want to call running out the clock on the ends of things 
                 in an old lonesome song like this.  
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A l e x  k .  h u g h e S  |  A  R E A R i n G  P A C t

My son tells me I can walk up silos and I struggle not to 
laugh at him. My wife and I have made only one rearing 
pact: never laugh at our son, never let him feel dumb. 
This was easy before he began talking.

His claims began small and I could humor him eas-
ily. He said my bald-hair would grow back, and I found 
some grass and twigs, buried and grimy in the driveway 
gravel, to glue on my scalp. When I walked through the 
front door, he smiled wide, pulled on the dry-weeds to 
test them, and unspooled my work. He still apologizes 
at dinners when we have them. 

“I can walk up silos?” I say before I size up the silo in 
the wavering cornfield across our yard. “Of course I can.”

“And you will walk it now.”
“I will?” I say and I stare at him for a long time. His 

eyes are petite and he does not blink. The black dimples 
blowing out from the corneas lock onto me. I say, “Of 
course I will.”

I stand, and stretch. I look at my son and tell him, 
“We must be limber.” My bones crack, audio proof of my 
age and vulnerability. My son does not seem to notice.

I lead my son deep into the corn, lightly shielding 
him from the leaf-blades among the stalks. They glide 
over his face when I hold them. The silo looks impos-

sible from this angle; large metal chunks lean out from 
the structure. 

He tells me they are stairs. 
“Here it goes,” I say and make a big show of putting 

my first foot on the silo. I move my other foot up and 
step. I move my other foot up and step. And again and 
again until I stand at the top of the metal curve. I say, 
“I did it.”

“Of course you did,” my son says.
“Of course you did,” my wife says, laying on the far 

side of the dome.
“How did you get up here?”
“Just like you.”
I lean over the edge and look for my son between the 

cornstalks. His blond hair impossible to find; his quiet, 
limited voice impossible to hear.

“Our son is a miracle,” I say. “He says, ‘You can walk up 
a silo,’ and you can. We’ve raised a beautiful, miracle son.”

“Maybe so, but how do we get down?”
I place one foot on the vertical silo wall for a moment, 

for a minute, for an hour, for a day. My foot never moves 
down. I watch my wife’s face turn from serious to laugh-
ter. She looks beautiful in this moment; I cannot let her 
have that moment alone. 

w i n n e r  o f  t h e  C r a z y s h o r t s !  c o n t e s t
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| t H E  A C C u S At i o n

  1.

Sunday pulls out the dictionary for our love
means to blanch one of us has said

to whiten something 
by growing it in the dark.

Another counters nigrescent is the process 
of becoming dark. Like night or wives stuffed with fear 

My man glanced at a singing girl.

When I was a girl. Have you ever misplaced
memories like painkillers in the bottom of your purse?

When the police came I imagined a bucket.
I imagined fish swimming in this bucket

& my girlhood. 
No witnesses. But the mother.

The police report says he climbed on a rock.
There was no rock.

  2.

Heat rash prickling, we ate mangoes with chile,
scissors clipping butterfly wings in three 

J e N N i F e r  g i v h A N
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equal parts: fireflies the night our adopted 
son came barreling through the teenage girl

who handed him to us. I was so jealous
but couldn’t admit then anything but love.

Husband, staring into the gaping hole
of my throat, Chile Colorado & other trifles:

my bluing hands combing through your black braids
& from my mouth, a curse: Cut them off. 

When the policeman came to my door
with the white woman: Don’t limp to the station, 

man, run, & tell them your side of the story
while flies circled the pan dulce on the table. 

  3.

Bastard, watching a young girl in the shower. 
I didn’t know then how gorgeous & developed.

I’d only heard her voice. Crazy Joe’s daughter, 
I’d heard her screaming to her mother.

Send me away like Crazy Joe. I dipped 
corn tortillas in oil, nestled them 
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in a glass skillet, red enchilada sauce in the beds 
of my fingernails. Either you’re innocent 

or you’re guilty. That’s the long & short of it. 
But your braids on the bathroom floor, & my hands 

on the scissor blades, colorful wings, Folklorico skirts 
in my Delilah grasp, dancing us to safety. Our boy 

with caramel cheeks, with curls budding to kinks, 
burning in the playpen, unsung & unchanged. 

  4.

I took the test & my data suggests 
little to no automatic preference 

between African & European 
(Americans). I’ve always been a good 

test taker, demon bubble-filler, whiz 
with a fill-in-the-blank. 

How I deal with pencil shavings, pointed 
edges of leadless heads, pink thumbs

of erasure? Another story altogether.
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| i F  i  S tA R t  tA L K i n G  A B o u t  i t  n o W 

i  W o n ’ t  S t o P  H o L L E R i n G

A man once told me sweetness 
  was the highest quality a woman 

could own then put my name 
  down as Trouble in his phone. 

And here I’ve gone 
  and said too much already,

for this is the country of fat
  threading through muscle, 

the land that bleeds corn syrup
  and brown rivers that flow 

in directions I can never 
  recall. Stop speaking. Now smile. 

This is how you keep 
  a story from being told—

mothers teach daughters
  what knowledge they write

in bloodlines and what they must
  trace into silt or wet snow,

each letter erasing itself as soon
  as it’s exposed. I have learned

A N N e  b A r N g r o v e r



Barngrover crazyhorse | 37

that sweetness is love
  thrown back in my face.

I have spread a map across 
  my knees and dreamt of all 

the places I could flee—
  the better states (not many 

after all) with better laws 
  (my body still not my body 

wherever the corn oil sun 
  rises and falls) and then I saw 

a picture of myself as if 
  from afar listening again 

to your endless white boy 
  search for God—oh, there’s

the God in your weekly 
  Poker game, God in your 

grandfather’s barn, God 
  in your goddamn manifesto 

on human consciousness,
  God in your marriage 
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to a much younger girl 
  who believes you’ve hung

the moon, and there’s God 
  in your painted bedroom, 

God in the bleakest heart 
  of your coldest Midwestern 

woods—where any woman
  would be a fool to go alone—

the God who has been there 
  for you all along, who was 

made to look like you, 
  who never wanted me. 

They tell me, Trouble, 
  let down your hair. Use it to hide 

your eyes. Tell me how, 
  then, do I still see shame 

as it courses through 
  the aching silence of lineage, 

this rusted river that stains 
  its color on my hands?



poetry crazyhorse | 39

| A N N e  b A r N g r o v e r P R u D E S V i L L E ,  u S A

  Even my angst isn’t punk rock anymore.
   Truth be told, I am too restless for seasons.

   I can’t abide the long-awaited pleasure 
of spring, to endure the months of noodle casseroles and gray 

  snow encrusted with trash and motor oil  
   for a yard of mud and mousy daffodils.

   Don’t tell me I need to be more patient. 
I just want it hot all the time, the humidity prickling like lust 

  under my skin. I used to live in a place like this.
   Once, when I thought I would return

   to a man who was hurting me, I bought
myself a bouquet of flowers from the grocery store. I filled 

  a vase with water, cut the stems, and arranged 
   the bouquet on my desk, next to where

   I’d stuck a Post-it note for myself, 
I love you, no matter what. The flowers were Gerber daisies dyed

  a garish neon green. The next morning
   I drove back home down a street lined

   with blooming crepe myrtle, all 
those tiny pink hands waving at me under a bright banner 
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  sky, my one woman parade of foolery. 
   What was I thinking? I must have been crazy 

   all those nights I bent over 
his gas stove, transfixed by the blue-orange rings 

  I could turn on and off while he raged 
   like a house fire in the next room, like a kind

   of lightning that wakes you suddenly
like the dawn, and then it is dawn, and all is quiet, and I am 

  quiet though years have passed in a flash, 
   and still I am nobody’s bride in the swamps 

   or in the fields. You’d think I would 
have learned: even now I can’t help myself from leaning in closer, 

  no matter how clearly I am not wanted, 
   no matter the smell of my own singed hair.



fiction crazyhorse | 41

p AT r i C k  r yA N  |  y o u  n E E D  n o t  B E  P R E S E n t  t o  W i n 

“Come find me,” she would sometimes tell her son over 
the phone, in advance of one of his weekly visits. “I might 
be anywhere.” But Serenity Palms, by design, was not 
a sprawling place, and Ellie was ninety-two years old. 
Finding her was not a challenge. She would be in the 
community room, or in the activities room, or in the non-
denominational chapel, or—more often than not—in her 
own room, sitting awake or asleep in the Arcadia recliner 
Martin had bought for her. The recliner swiveled and was 
throne-like, with its high back and wide arms, and if El-
lie had preferred to keep her feet on the floor she might 
have looked like a wizened, B-movie empress when she 
turned away from the television or the window to greet 
him. Instead, she kept her feet up, used her cane to rotate 
the chair, and looked like a castaway rowing a life raft.

Her olfactory receptors had become so sentitive that 
Martin could no longer bring her flowers. The smell of 
flowers made her queasy, as did the smell of so many 
other things: candles, nail polish, aftershave, the stucco 
and terra-cotta exterior of the building, almost any kind 
of food. She liked both the smell and taste of Weetabix, 
and she tolerated Ensure—which was fortunate, the 
on-staff doctor had told Martin, because if she got much 
lighter, they would have to consider intravenous feed-
ing, and Ellie wasn’t amenable to needles. In fact, Ellie 
wasn’t amenable to much of anything, and Martin, who’d 
recently turned seventy and felt every year of his age in 
nearly every movement he made, couldn’t blame her.

When he arrived that Saturday, she was in the recliner 
and had it faced away from the door, toward the picture 
window and its view of A1A, the distant sliver of beach, 
and the ocean beyond. Her roommate—Martin had yet 
to learn this one’s name—was sitting up in bed, working 
a pair of rounded scissors over the pages of a magazine. 
Over the past two years, Ellie had gone through four 
roommates, none of whom had passed away and all of 
whom had requested to be moved rather than suffer her 
complaints, her ramblings, and her observations about 
race that could only come across as insults.

As a rule, Martin tried not to startle his mother. Her 
hearing was as sharp as it had ever been, but she was 
easily alarmed and occasionally had to orient herself. 
Her eyes were closed, he saw as he drew near. Her cane 
was leaning against one of the recliner’s padded arms. 
He set his windbreaker on the back of the plastic chair 
nearby, dragged the chair partway between her and the 
window, and eased himself down. When he cleared his 
throat, her eyes fluttered open and she stared forward in 
the general direction of both him and the window. “This 
again,” she said.

“Hello, Mom.”
She gasped. “Jesus, you scared me half to death!”
“I thought you knew I was here.”
“How would I know that? You’re like a cat.”
Martin forced a smile. “You said, ‘This again.’ I thought 

you meant me.”
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“Not you. This,” Ellie said, lifting a hand and motion-
ing toward the window. She had been dreaming about 
Clermont, about the classrooms of children, about try-
ing to teach the younger ones what an octave was. She 
could stand at the piano and strike the eight notes of an 
octave one at a time, low C to high, and get every child 
in the room to say Yes when she asked if they heard the 
difference. But when she struck the low and high C simul-
taneously, they only heard one note. “Listen carefully,” 
she said. “It’s this note.” Plunk. “And this one.” Plunk. 
“Low and high at the same time.” And then struck the 
two notes together. “Hear them?” The seven- and eight-
year-olds could distinguish between the two notes, but 
the six-year-olds couldn’t. It was fascinating. Either their 
hearing hadn’t yet developed beyond the monophonic, 
or their brains were only capable of registering one piece 
of stimulus at a time. If she were a scientist rather than 
a music teacher, she might conduct a study. But then she 
had opened her eyes and seen the palm scrub, and the 
beach, and the tiny man with the parachute going up and 
down over the water, and she had thought—apparently 
had said aloud—This again.

“Anyway, I’m here,” Martin said.
“I was back in Clermont,” Ellie said. “I was trying to 

drill some sense into those kids.”
“But you’re here now. Cocoa Beach. It’s Saturday—you 

know that, right?”
“For godsake, I was having a memory.” She blinked at 

him, then narrowed her gaze. “Do you have a tardy slip?”
“Mom—”
“It’s a simple question. Either you do or you don’t. 

If you don’t, I’m going to have to ask you to take a walk 
down to the principal’s office.”

This was what the on-staff doctor called “mental ju-
risdiction.” Ninety-two-year-old Ellie was entitled to her 

own mental jurisdiction, just like seventy-year-old Mar-
tin was entitled to his. It was okay—even healthy, the 
doctor had said—to indulge her a little. And so Martin 
found his wallet, pulled out an ATM receipt, and pre-
sented it to her.

“Ha!” she said, ignoring the receipt and taking hold of 
her cane instead. She brought the rubber-tipped end of 
it down to the floor and gave a push, so that the recliner 
turned away from him. “You fall for that every time!”

Martin nodded and tucked the receipt back into his 
wallet. She was moving the recliner full circle—slowly, 
but she was getting there—and as he was putting his 
wallet away he had to stand a little and push the plastic 
chair back to make room for her elevated feet.

“That was a bad idea,” she said, coming to a stop. “Now 
I smell something.”

How a minute could feel like an hour in this place. 
How an hour could feel like a week. Martin had news for 
his mother, but the ideal moment for telling her wasn’t 
going to present itself. The ideal moment didn’t exist. He 
glanced at the roommate, who was watching the two of 
them as if they were on television, and then pivoted his 
head, listening to his neck crackle. “What do you smell?”

“I should never go all the way around. Part way around 
and back is okay, but all the way around stirs something 
up. Is it floor wax?”

“Is it floor wax?” the roommate suddenly piped up 
from across the room. “Is it floor wax?”

“Oh!” Ellie said. “I’m smelling a parrot! Have you met 
my parrot, Martin? Her name’s Pauline, and she loves to 
imitate, loves to sharpen her beak on things.”

“Squawk, squawk,” the roommate said. “Go choke, 
you old bag.”

Martin opened his mouth to say—something—but 
his mother and her roommate kept talking.
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“She sheds, is part of the problem,” Ellie said. “She 
molts. And, I swear, when she doesn’t get enough at-
tention, she picks up her poo with her feet and flings it 
across the room!”

“Gas bag!” the roommate said. “Gas bag from hell!”
Should he tell them to stop, call for assistance? Was 

there protocol for such a thing in an assisted-living 
home? A semi-emergency cord to pull alongside the regu-
lar emergency cords that were hanging next to each bed 
and in the bathroom?

“Do you hear the filth that comes out of the parrot’s 
mouth?” Ellie asked him. “It’s like a toilet flushing in 
reverse.”

“Look who’s talking,” the roommate said. “Everyone—
I mean, everyone—on this floor is sick of you.”

“Ask her what she’s up to over there, Martin,” Ellie 
said calmly. “Go ahead, ask her what she’s working on.”

Martin didn’t want to ask either one of them any-
thing. He wanted to leave, but they’d come to a lull in 
their volley, and they were both looking at him. “What 
are you working on, Pauline?” he asked, then felt his fore-
head tighten, realizing her name might not be Pauline, 
that “Pauline” might only be Ellie’s parroty nickname 
for her.

But the roommate seemed unfazed. Her scissors were 
still moving. On the nightstand beside her bed, Martin 
noticed, were cutout circles stacked according to size—
some as small as quarters, some as big as coasters. “A 
collage.”

“Ask her what kind of magazines those are,” Ellie said.
“What kind—”
“They’re pornos,” Ellie said. “Ask her where she got 

them.”
“Where did you—”
“She stole them,” Ellie said.

“I did not steal them,” the roommate told Martin. “And 
they’re not pornos. They’re Playboys. The home fired Mr. 
Strickland, the head custodian, and they had to clean out 
his office before the new custodian got here. I walked by, 
and these magazines were stacked on top of the things 
waiting to be thrown out. No one else wanted them.”

“She picks through trash,” Ellie said.
“Liar,” the roommate said.
“She collects them. Not the magazines. She collects 

the breasts and the lower-downs. She’s got hundreds of 
them in a shoe box under her bed.”

“So what if I do?” the roommate asked. “And how 
would you know, unless you went snooping?”

“Mom,” Martin said, “can we go somewhere and talk? 
Somewhere private?”

“This is my room,” Ellie said. “We can talk here.”
“But it’s not private.”
“It’s not private because of her. That’s not my fault.”
“I’m not blaming you for anything. But come on,” he 

said, getting to his feet. “Let’s get out of here for a little 
bit.”

Her wheelchair was folded up and standing beside 
the dresser. Martin opened it and wheeled it over to the 
recliner. It was slow business getting himself around 
these days, but it was very slow business getting Ellie 
from one chair to the other. Her legs weren’t much wider 
than his wrists, her wrists not much bigger around than 
his thumbs. Her skin was cool to the touch, and it bruised 
with the slightest contact, but she didn’t seem to mind. 
She had dry mouth but it didn’t affect her teeth, which 
had been swapped out for dentures two decades ago. She 
suffered from macular degeneration and mild glaucoma 
but managed, so long as her drops and her magnifying 
glass were nearby. She was unhappy with her bowels. 
Unhappy with the constant swelling in her feet. Unhappy 
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with her hair, which was white and wispy and untamable, 
as soft and volatile as dandelion seeds. But she was still 
here and, for the most part, still operating under her own 
steam. Had she ever actually been sick? Martin had made 
a point of asking her that recently, and she had told him, 
emphatically, yes: she’d been as sick as a dog in 1943, on 
her honeymoon, and sick again right after Martin was 
born. She’d been on-and-off sick during all her years of 
teaching public school. And she hadn’t exactly felt well 
since he’d moved her into Serenity Palms, if he wanted 
the truth. But she was holding on for a little while longer, 
thank you very much.

He held both her hands as he helped her into the 
wheelchair and noticed the absence of her wedding band.

“Did you lose your ring?” he asked. They’d already had 
it resized once to accommodate her weight loss.

“I traded it,” she said.
“To who? For what?”
“To Mr. Hollingsworth. For Weetabix. The British 

Weetabix you can’t get in the States. His niece sent a 
box over in a care package.”

“Mom, for Pete’s sake, you can’t—”
“Take as long as you want,” the roommate all but sang. 

“Take her to China, for all I care!”
“Enjoy your smut,” Ellie said as Martin wheeled her 

past the foot of the roommate’s bed.
“I will. I might even glue these to the wall over your 

bed.”
“I think that’s wonderful,” Ellie said. “I really do.” She 

reached over her shoulder and tapped one of Martin’s 
hands. “Tutti-frutti, that one.”

Poor Martin. When was he not in a rut? He had grown 
up to look just like a character in one of the comic books 
he used to read. Private Punky? Sargent Schlep? Ellie 

couldn’t remember the name. Despite years of correct-
ing him, he had the poorest posture she’d ever seen 
in a young man. “Tab neck,” she used to call it in her 
students, and she would warn them that if they didn’t 
straighten up, they were going to turn into bass clefs. 
Well, here was her own son: a bass clef. And getting a 
little soft in the stomach because of it, all that middle 
body pushing forward. It was sad, really, because with 
posture like that, how was he ever going to land a nice 
girl? Or a wife, for that matter? But that was wrong, she 
realized. Martin had a wife—had had a wife, and she’d 
died. That was a perfect example of a fact Ellie had to 
keep track of, because when you got something like that 
wrong—something big, like a death in the family—the 
doctors and the neighbors and even your children wrote 
you off as senile. Mr. Griffin, who used to live across the 
hall, got it into his head that he’d been hired by the mafia 
to shoot Lee Harvey Oswald but that Jack Ruby had got-
ten there first. So where did that leave Mr. Griffin, who’d 
never been reimbursed for his plane ticket to Dallas or 
for the gun he’d bought? One day, tired of waiting for 
answers, he climbed up onto a sofa in the dayroom and 
started demanding to know who was mafia around here? 
Who was going to get him his damn money? Well. No one 
took him seriously again after that, least of all Ellie. She 
pitied him, but she never again took him seriously. And 
so, certain facts had to be kept straight.

Claire was the name of Martin’s wife. She’d had can-
cer, and she’d died the same week as Bob Hope.

And the comic-book character’s name was Sad Sack.
They were passing the chapel room now, where she 

had one of the staff members wheel her several times a 
week just to sit in the peace and quiet and gaze up at the 
starburst on the wall that wasn’t supposed to be Jesus 
or Buddha or anyone else a person could actually pray 
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to. She thought about asking Martin if they could stop 
in, but it was against the rules to talk in the chapel, and 
hadn’t Martin said he wanted to talk? That he had some-
thing to tell her? There were diamonds on the floor—big, 
ugly, turquoise diamonds against a mud-colored back-
ground. She hated the new carpet.

“I think you and your latest roommate are a good 
match,” Martin said from behind her.

“She’s an idiot,” Ellie said. “And a typical Italian.”
“I predict she’s going to be the first one who ends up 

not asking to move,” Martin said. “She seems stubborn 
enough to stand up to you.”

“There is just no telling how perverted some people 
are until they show their true colors. Don’t you think 
I’m right?”

An ancient but energized-looking resident in a bath-
robe and tennis shoes strolled past them and nodded 
hello. They nodded back.

“Of course you’re right,” Martin said, and Ellie recog-
nized the patronizing tone in his voice—the same tone 
she used to hear in her own voice when he was six years 
old and would come running into the house babbling 
about something she had no interest in. He was placating 
her, letting her prattle. They’d come full circle.

“What do you think about standardized tests?” she 
asked, reaching for a topic that would lend her authority 
and show how smart she still was.

“I was never very good at them.”
“You certainly weren’t. But I don’t think they’re fair 

to the teachers. They measure what’s been learned, not 
what’s been taught. See the difference?”

“Sure.”
“If I teach you how to tie your shoes, that doesn’t nec-

essarily mean you’ve learned it forever. People forget 
things. What if you wear loafers every day of your life 

except for the fifth of May? Do you think it’s fair that 
they’d come after me for that?”

The question was most likely rhetorical; she would 
keep going if he grunted, which was good because he 
was trying to figure out where in this place you were 
supposed to have a conversation without people linger-
ing around and listening in. Maybe that was part of the 
idea of assisted living: you were assisted, or accompanied, 
each and every moment of the day. His stomach was 
growling. He should have eaten lunch before coming 
here.

“I taught all those children how to read music, but it 
was just dots to them. And who can be expected to re-
member what you never had a passion for to begin with? 
One of those boys—his last name was Pratt, I’ll never 
forget it because it rhymed with brat—told me I was a 
waste of his time. Can you imagine? A third grader sass-
ing a teacher like that? Standardized tests would have 
weeded out the Pratts of the world, let me tell you, but 
the school board didn’t want to use them for electives.” 
She was vaguely aware of having gone back on the point 
she was trying to make. “Let’s stop in here,” she said, 
motioning toward the open doors of the dayroom.

Not that Martin’s assessment mattered, but the day-
room was his least favorite part of Serenity Palms—the 
room he found most exanimate and depressing, the 
room he would avoid entirely if he were a resident here 
(and, indeed, some of the residents looked to be not 
much older than him). There were overstuffed chairs 
and couches laid out in a kind of grid. An entire wall of 
windows facing an over-fertilized lawn. And at one end 
of the room, a large console television around which a 
dozen people sat staring at Judge Judy. Thankfully, Ellie 
never wanted to linger in the dayroom. Today, for some 
reason, she wanted to show it to Martin as if he’d never 



46 | crazyhorse fiction

seen it before.
“There they all are,” she said, her eyes scanning the 

room, her voice lowering, but only by a few decibels. 
“Greeks and Jews and Irish and Italians. Mostly Greeks. 
And only one colored, which, if you ask me, is unusual.”

Several residents looked their way.
“Mom,” Martin whispered.
“What? I said ‘colored.’ And I’m pointing out there 

should be a few more of them, statistically. I’m all for the 
melting pot, so long as everyone behaves. The Greeks can 
actually be nice people.”

Martin turned the chair around.
“Where are we going?”
He steered them out of the room.
“I’m not a shopping cart,” she said.
“No, you’re not,” he said, as if he wished she were.
“Slow down, then.” They were already moving at a 

snail’s pace, but she disliked the surrender of control 
implicit in the wheelchair. She didn’t need the chair for 
short distances—she had the cane and the walker for 
those—and being lowered into it always made her feel 
like she might never come out again. She could be as 
bossy as she wanted with the Serenity Palms staff when 
they wheeled her around, and they would either suffer 
it quietly or dish it right back to her in a jovial sort of 
way she didn’t mind. But Martin was so sensitive. Always 
brooding. He’d never been in a full-blown argument in 
his life—not with her, anyway. Certainly not with any 
of the bosses he’d had, who’d been so stingy with their 
raises and promotions. And not with his wife, who, as far 
as Ellie could tell, got everything she ever wanted. And 
whose name was Claire. And who was dead, she reminded 
herself. There you go, that bit of information was secure 
and it was nothing to shake a stick at; she was a widow 
herself—since before Martin had ever gotten married—

and she could barely remember what life with Howard 
had been like. The sound of his voice, yes. The stink of 
his cigarettes, certainly. But not how his presence had 
felt in a room, or in their bed. Sometimes it seemed as 
if her memory was as big as a hatbox. For everything 
she tried to fit into it, something had to be taken out. 
She had given up whole pieces of herself to make space 
for the clutter of other people, and who ever thought 
to acknowledge that? Who ever thought to thank her? 
“Where in the world is the fire?” she asked, gripping the 
arms of the wheelchair.

“We’re barely even moving, Mom. Would you like to 
stop for a while and rest?”

“I’m not doing anything. Why would I need to rest?”
“Listen, about your ring. Who’s this Mr. Holling-

sworth? I don’t know what kind of person would think 
it’s okay to do that, but you can’t just take someone’s 
jewelry and give them a—snack.”

“Weetabix,” she said. “British Weetabix.”
“But you gave him your wedding ring. It’s valuable.”
“Probably not, knowing your father.”
“Sentimental value, then,” Martin said. “It has that, 

doesn’t it?”
“I suppose.” She wanted to change the subject. More 

and more, she found that interacting with anyone made 
her want to change the subject. “Who cares? Is that what 
you wanted to talk to me about?”

She could still surprise him, now and then, by paying 
attention. He did want to talk to her about something; 
he just wanted to get her someplace private first because 
he knew that no matter how gently or diplomatically he 
phrased his news, she was going to react poorly.

“Are you hungry?” he asked. “Do you want to go to the 
cafeteria?” The cafeteria was sometimes empty between 
mealtimes.
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“God, no.”
“What about outside? It’s not so hot today. It’s nice, 

actually.”
“Why are you so eager to get somewhere?”
“So we can talk,” he said.
This didn’t bode well, she decided. Martin wasn’t usu-

ally crafty, or particular. Under normal circumstances, 
he was as clear and simple as a glass of water. He had 
something up his sleeve. “Come around here,” she said. 
“Come around so I can see you.”

She felt the chair stop moving. Then he was squat-
ting down in front of her, his knees crackling. She was 
relieved to see that he didn’t have a crazed, Richard Wid-
mark glint in his eye. It was this godawful chair that 
was getting her so rattled. Unless you were Franklin 
Roosevelt, it was impossible to stand your ground in an 
argument when you were sitting on wheels.

She had to remind herself that they weren’t arguing. 
But he looked so somber, her Martin, such a little dough-
face. “There’s my little man,” she said, wanting nothing 
more than to see him smile.

He did smile a little. He even leaned forward and gen-
tly hugged her—something he usually only did at the 
end of his visits. Things were sliding back into Ellie’s 
favor. Her throat, which had been fluttering just mo-
ments ago, was now regaining its grip. Her nostrils flared 
as she caught the scent of something disagreeable—the 
wallpaper, maybe, or the glue behind it. But all of this 
was going to be fine.

The atrium was a compromise, since Ellie refused to go 
outside. Located in the center of Serenity Palms, it had, 
until just a year ago, been a proper atrium: open-air, ex-
posed to the elements, with a pond in the middle where 
koi and goldfish swam. But the fish couldn’t keep up 

with the mosquitoes, and the summer storms scattered 
the mulch over the walkway—little sticks that might 
catch on slippered feet—so the atrium had been enclosed 
with a peaked skylight. The bugs were gone now and the 
walkway was clear, but the air was no different than in 
any other part of the building and hummed with the 
compressor of a hidden air conditioner. Also hidden were 
a set of speakers that dripped music—sometimes piano, 
today violin. The fish had been removed. The pond had 
been filled in with cement and was now a sitting area.

Martin put the brake on Ellie’s wheelchair. He pulled 
out one of the patio chairs and sat down across from her.

“It’s like the great outdoors without having to be 
there,” he said.

“I liked it better when it was open.”
“You never wanted to come in here before. The smells, 

and noise from the highway, remember?”
“Now it smells worse.”
“But there’s music. You like music.”
She looked down at her lap and smoothed the fabric 

of her robe with both hands. “You don’t need to tell me 
that,” she said. “I know I like music. I used to teach music. 
I just don’t think Vivaldi should get as much attention as 
he does. He’s not serious enough, flits around too much. 
If Charlie Chaplin had had violins for eyebrows, they’d 
have played Vivaldi.”

Fair enough, Martin thought.
“And you look spotty,” she added, as if these topics 

were at all related. “When’s the last time you saw a der-
matologist? Some of those marks on your forehead could 
be cancerous.”

“Do you like it here?” he asked.
Possibly a trick question. She glanced at the ficus 

trees, the bamboo, the Mexican fans.
“Not the atrium,” he said. “The facility. The home.”
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“It’s okay. There’s a lot wrong with it.”
“But you like it better than the other two homes, 

right? I mean, you seem at least a little happier here 
than you were at Garden View or East Haven.”

“That’s what you wanted to talk about?”
“I’m just asking,” he said. “Just checking in.”
“Do you want to take my temperature, too?”
“No.”
“What is it? You’re acting so strange today. Why did 

you even bother to come?”
It occurred to them both that she was getting ahead 

of herself. She usually saved this particular zinger for 
just when he was about to leave.

He sat forward and rested his elbows on his knees. The 
whites of his eyes looked pink all of a sudden. “I came be-
cause I love you, okay? And because I wanted to see you.”

She didn’t like the sound of that. “Go on.”
“And there’s something I need to tell you. The fact 

is—” He sucked in a shot of air through his nose. “I’ve 
gotten really tired of being alone all the time.”

“Me, too!” she said with more spark than she’d in-
tended. “I’ve been alone my whole life.”

“No, you haven’t. And neither have I. But I’ve been on 
my own since Claire died, and that was eleven years ago.”

“Bob Hope’s been gone for eleven years?”
“Who—would you just listen, please? For once?”
All she did was listen. All she did was get talked to. She 

pressed her lips together and widened her eyes at him.
“I had a great life with Claire. We were married for 

twenty-eight years, and we shared something that’s al-
ways going to be special to me. I know the two of you 
never got along, but there was nothing I could do about 
that—”

“Stubborn,” Ellie slipped in. “She was stubborn.” Then 
pressed her lips back together.

“—and she always told me she wanted me to move 
on. So the fact is, I’ve met someone.” He paused for a 
moment to let this sink in, but nothing changed in his 
mother’s expression. “Her name is Beth. She’s a land-
scaper—she’s retired now, but she still grows orchids and 
takes them to shows. We’ve been doing that together for 
a while. We’re serious, Mom.” He cleared his throat. “We 
actually got married six months ago.”

One of the doors to the atrium—the front or the 
back, Ellie couldn’t tell which—swung open and then 
hissed shut on its slow-moving hinges. No one appeared, 
though. “That’s what you wanted to tell me?” There was 
an opportunity here, she just wasn’t sure what it was. 
Martin had had a toy when he was little, a Volkswagen 
car that had flashing lights and a mechanism inside that 
made it back up whenever it ran into something, back 
up and redirect, over and over, until it was turned off. 
Her thoughts felt like that sometimes. They felt like that 
now. Back up, redirect. “Does this person have children?”

“Beth. She does. She has a son and a daughter. And 
her daughter has a daughter. Which makes me sort of 
a grandfather.”

“Why didn’t you ever have children? You and Claire, 
I mean.”

“We didn’t want any.” Martin had always been indif-
ferent about becoming a parent and had left the decision 
up to Claire, and when she’d waffled on the idea until she 
was too old to have kids, he’d been relieved.

“It would have been nice to have a grandchild,” Ellie 
said. “A little Martin Jr. to toss around.”

“That’s beside the point.”
“I guess I don’t see what the point is, then. When do 

I get to meet this—” The name was gone from her head.
“Beth,” Martin said.
“When do I get to meet her?”
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“Well, that’s just it. I don’t think it’s going to happen, 
Mom. Like I said, I’ve been married for six months, and 
I haven’t been able to bring myself to introduce the two 
of you—or even tell you about her. And I finally decided 
there was a reason for that. A good reason.”

“What in the world are you talking about?” she asked. 
“Of course I’m going to meet her.”

“I don’t think so,” Martin said. For all the mental 
preparation he’d undergone, his hands were shaking. 
He locked his fingers together to steady them.

“Why not?”
“We don’t have to go into that.”
“We most certainly do. She’s your wife, for godsake. 

I’m your mother.”
“And you were horrible to my first wife. You were hor-

rible to Claire from day one, and right up to the end. 
Horrible.”

“I was not. I was not. Don’t you come here and rewrite 
history. Not while I’m still around to keep the record 
straight. I was not.”

“You were,” he said, eyes still pink but his voice calm.
“Oh, this just takes the cake!” Ellie said. “You’re as 

stubborn as she was! I’ve never heard of such a thing 
in my life.”

“Do you remember,” Martin said, the moment so 
alive in his head that it might just have happened an 
hour ago—and, oh, how he’d longed to throw this back 
in her face for so many years, and how he’d sworn to 
himself that he never would because the past belonged 
in the past. Well, the ugly truth was that there was no 
real divide between the past and the present. The pres-
ent couldn’t be ignored, and the past never went away. 
They were like twins joined at the hip. “Do you remember 
when Claire was in the middle of chemo and radiation, 
the first time she was really sick, and you wanted to come 

stay with us and help out?”
“Of course.”
“And I came to Garden View and got you and brought 

you back to the house, and you did nothing but com-
plain? About how messy the place was, and how bad my 
cooking was, and how preoccupied I was?”

The house was a mess; she remembered that clearly. 
But she redirected her thoughts and said, “I was sad. It 
was a sad time—for all of us.”

“It was. And you stood there in the hallway, asking 
what time we were going to eat dinner and saying you 
hoped it was better than what we had last night. I was 
helping Claire get dressed for her appointment, and you 
were complaining about the food.”

“I was sad!” she said again. “It was a sad time! Your 
wife was dying!”

“She wasn’t dying at that point. She was undergoing 
treatment. For all we knew, she was going to beat it and 
live another twenty years. But, yes, it was a really sad 
time.”

He was going to cry, she thought. She wished he would 
cry. Comforting him would be easier than listening to 
him.

“I said, ‘Mom, I’m not thinking about dinner right 
now.’ And do you remember what you said back?”

“It was so long ago,” she said. “I’m tired, Martin. I 
want to go to my room.”

“You pointed at Claire, my wife, and you said to me, 
‘Of course you’re not thinking about dinner, because all 
you care about is that.’”

She should have been keeping a ledger this whole 
time. From day one of getting pregnant, the diapers, 
the spitting up, the scabbed knees, all the work she’d 
done to keep him alive and safe—only to have him zero 
in on one thing she’d said, one thing he claimed she’d 
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said, which she had no memory of saying whatsoever. 
She should kept a ledger.

He took his handkerchief from his back pocket and 
wiped it under his nose.

“Why even tell me, then?” she asked. “Why tell me 
you’ve married this person, if you don’t want me to meet 
her?”

He wagged his head a little. “I don’t know. I guess so 
I could tell you I was happy.”

“Oh,” she said. “And that’s it?”
“That’s it.”
“Well, good for you!” she said, raising her voice, nearly 

shouting. “Martin is happy, hip hip hooray!”
Birds would have taken flight, if there’d been birds. 

Heads would have turned. But they were alone.
He wheeled her back to her room.

The Italian was sleeping. The magazines and the rounded 
scissors lay on her lap.

Martin brought the wheelchair up alongside the re-
cliner, put its brake on, stood in front of Ellie and held 
out his hands. Ellie raised her own hands and held on to 
him as he lifted her and carefully moved her back into 
the recliner. He asked her if she needed anything.

“Some water,” she said.
He took a cup from the shelf next to her nightstand, 

filled it at the sink, and brought it to her. She drank down 
half of it and set it in the cup holder built into the re-
cliner’s arm. For a moment he just stood next to her, and 
fearing he might want to resume their conversation, fear-
ing the conversation itself, she looked out the window 
and pointed and said, “What is that?”

“What’s what?”

“That tiny man with the parachute. Out over the wa-
ter. He goes up and down, up and down, like he can’t 
make up his mind. What’s he doing?”

Martin followed to where she was pointing. “Parasail-
ing,” he said. Then he bent down and kissed her cheek.

He stopped at the front desk on his way out and asked 
the woman there if she knew a Mr. Hollingsworth. She 
did; she said he was a resident. “This might sound crazy,” 
Martin said, “but is it possible he’s traded some biscuits 
for my mother’s wedding ring?”

She smiled. “Mr. Hollingsworth gives her the biscuits, 
and she gives him her ring even though he doesn’t want 
it. So he brings it to us. It’s happened several times.” 
She reached over to a table beside her desk and found 
an envelope with his mother’s name written on it. She 
held it out for him.

“That’s okay,” he said. “I’m on my way out. Would you 
mind giving it to her?”

“I’ll make sure she gets it,” the woman said.
He thanked her and walked through the automatic 

doors into the warm afternoon.
The sun beat down on the back of his neck and his 

forehead as he crossed the parking lot. For just a mo-
ment, he imagined he could smell the stucco and the 
terra-cotta radiating off the building. She was right about 
the dermatologist, of course; he would have to make an 
appointment soon. She was right to question why he’d 
told her about Beth. She was maybe even right to trade 
her wedding ring for a box of biscuits, if the ring was al-
ways going to be returned. But he was done, he decided. 
And if it confused her, wondering where he’d gone, even 
if it hurt her terribly—well, it could only hurt for so long.
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| o F  o R L A n D o ,  L E t t E R S  o F  C R E D i t  &  G L A S S 

B o t t L E - M A K i n G  M A C H i n E R y

Because invoices and commercial letters are the beginnings of history . . . 

—Fernando Pessoa (as Àlvaro de Campos)

In the days of teletype & telegram, I inscribed in my neatest hand
instructions Lois or Kathy typed up. Twenty-two & newly half-orphaned,
I peered at sentences I hoped would haul the hermetic machines there
& the money here—unless a third or fourth party figured in parts
going there & money over there, cracked molds here & credit 
to a Pakistani corporation or a Chilean ministry. Tissue-thin pages, 
integral carbons, signature lines, vast penalties, bureaucracies 
beyond terrified imagining—acing Cost Accounting no help, 
balancing my father’s till a lost comfort, meatball-sub-scarfing me 
washed ashore in a wrack of fine print I’d drag home each night. 
You bet I lit a joint, fixed a cucumber salad, boiled spaghetti,
giggled, wept, slept & schlepped the gnostic pages back in. 
Though Walt now stalked the London office, he’d ring up
to ride hard the moron he’d left in charge: “Jesus Christ, 
just call Orlando. He’ll fix your stupid.” Bluff, hale, voice 
as impeccably tailored as his Manayunk-made suits, Orlando 
would ask what I meant, so I’d say my gobbledygook again
& he’d wonder what I meant till word-by-word we’d get
those house-sized machines to India, Thailand & Brazil.
I want Walt long dead so I can dig him up & dance 
my saved-bacon dance, then shovel him back down,
my stupid forty years fixed, me the one back there
in Orlando’s box, the Broad Street Bullies roiling
the ice down below, every client rolling a cigar

J o h N  r e p p
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between his fingers, thanking God that puta Castro
set Orlando’s sails for Philly. A warm March night it was,
perfect for a post-game corned beef & sour pickle
where my folks had their first date, then the drive along
the ancient road home, a free Saturday soon to dawn.
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| m o N i C A  b e r l i N L E t  t H E  D Ay  M A K E  i t S  o W n

occasion. Let sky. Let this
wind—so much itself tonight

we’re reminded how little any 
calendar or forecast matters.

Let season, whatever comes
& comes & comes again some

-times in the same hour. & 
let hour, where we can always 

stay just long enough, quieted 
there in some small window of 

peripheral & smaller still in 
our hands. If from that tremble

or grasp, from that palmed or
pocketed, we can call back

how once & so very much—
a memoried when—then even

gone an occasion, where any after
-noon sun coming in might try

& keep trying, might throw some
shadow on our faces, leave lit

-up, exposed, a darker corner. 
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| P R E S S E D  A G A i n S t  t H E S E  D Ay S ,  &  A G A i n S t

cheek & neck & every single ache, something 
to warm, something artificial enough that will

do the trick, as it is, as it can only. A week ago
—just that?—when I shrugged beige, half

-prayer on my lips a muted please, no, hope 
imagined aloud would put it off, turn 

any dim brighter, undo the undoable, 
inevitable, likely. So, beige, of course, & how 

could it not? I swear I’m trying to find a way
to save this view. In the Dictionary of 

Needlework, circa some year in the late 
nineteenth century: soft textile; graceful in 

draping; employed for morning; & snowflake 
beige, of a neutral ground. From the coast, 

in this year, you turn to sky so I might hear 
what you wake to come morning. What I hear: 

your hands raising the screen, your hands reaching 
through the window, your hands the day 

spreading out. Someone else says all 
at once birdsong. & today my son 

m o N i C A  b e r l i N
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tells me sparrows nesting in the bare-
branched rhododendron just outside 

his bedroom in a house where I no longer 
live came back. 
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| i S L A n D S  o F  t H E  A R C t i C

The oldest ices are the fastest to decline,
 the least hardened by salts of the modern

ocean and so the first to be forgotten,
 to carry the international waters ashore.

Imagine an amnesia that takes the core
 and cortex of the long gone and leaves us

nameless, spacing out between commercials.
 First ice, then grief, then the letting go,

as if the polar regions where they weep
 belong to no one, their foothold tenuous,

their boundaries political and therefore challenged.
 Or that they liquefy to the vast unease

whose waves are everywhere and nowhere clear, 
 whose siren strikes the coastal town that braces 

for rage. Or something more impersonal.
 Those who lose a loved one’s mind, long

before it takes the body with it, they know
 that look, the inconsolable note of danger

in eyes whose hidden wires are condemned.
 Or the fight in the evicted memory, 

b r u C e  b o N d
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the man in the man who says to his wife, 
 what have you done with my wife. And why.

I have seen it, and yet I have not seen it
 coming or where it goes, or known the words

to answer the garbled phone-call in the night.
 First ice, then dread, then the shore inhaling

the drowned islands of the Arctic we call
 a continent. Or sea. Or one day neither.

It’s here, they say, the deep past becoming
 deeper, the nation smaller, the real estate

more priceless, just before the market tanks,
 and who can tell what it will make us, 

each on the raft of her rooftop waiting 
 for an answer, a copter, the deus ex

machina of fresh water and supplies. 
 Who will save the harbor where the seas turn

to one sea, one great infusion, surge on surge
 of paradise washing through our wetlands,

our walls, our questioning, who, whose home 
 is this, this blur we stand on, searching the sky.
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d A N i e l  g r o v e S  |  G o S S i P :  A n  o R A L  H i S t o R y

Cybill Shepherd: “From the start, I let it be known that 
I wanted an ensemble cast, that everybody’s part should 
be great. I meant me too.”

Yulia Ustinova: “The problem of the early Sibyl’s his-
toricity is insoluble.”

Cybill Shepherd: “Looking up into the vaulted ceiling . . . 
I was overwhelmed by the power of those frescoes . . . but 
my eyes drifted to the image of a half-clothed female.” 

David Letterman: “It looks like you in a towel . . .”

Sophia Papaioannou: “. . . legend and history . . . blend 
into a continuum inaccessible to such values as truth 
and objectivity.”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘Excuse me,’ I asked the guide, ‘who’s 
that big ol’ muscular woman reading a scroll?’ ‘That is the 
Delphic Sibyl,’ he answered.”

Ted Gachot: “. . . the character . . . fits into this con-
tinuum . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . a name I’d hated and heard mis-
pronounced all my life, was known to Michelangelo (al-
beit with the spelling tweaked).”

Linda Rosenkrantz & Pamela Redmond Sataran: 
“The ancient Greeks used this as a genetic word to rep-
resent prophetesses—women who relayed the messages 
of the gods. It now has a rather . . . unfashionable image, 
despite the blonde gloss of the uniquely spelled Cybill 
Shepherd.”

Cybill Shepherd: “People . . . acted as if my brain was 
blonde and watched rather than listened when I spoke, 
as if wondering where the ventriloquist’s hand went.”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . trance behavior is considered . . . 
a kind of language.”

Geoffrey Ashe: “. . . the Sibyls seem to have gone into 
frenzies and poured out wild verbiage . . . too vague to be 
interesting . . . Heraclitus speaks of one . . . as having a 
‘raving mouth, uttering things without smiles or grace.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . with ‘Recital’ Performance . . .”

A.M. Juster and Robert Maltby: “The Sibyl had  
given . . . oracles about the foundation of Rome . . . when 
the site of the future city was home to simple shepherds.”

Hal Erickson: “La Romana (Woman of Rome) is a worth-
while early . . . vehicle . . .”
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Cybill Shepherd: “And there were lots of us. In Roman 
mythology, the guide informed me, Cybele was . . . called 
the Great Mother of the Gods . . . a temple in her honor 
was erected on the site now occupied by the Vatican . . . 
Sibyls were named for her, and their oracles . . . guided 
imperial policy . . .”

Walter Stephens: “The Sybils . . . according to certain 
fathers of the Church . . . were divinely inspired to pre-
dict the coming of Christ and describe his true divinity.” 

Peter Conrad: “Byzantine lore changed Sheba’s name 
to Sibyl, making her a sibylline prophetess . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the roles are mutable . . . I don’t 
think you can play one without ending up playing them all.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “First . . . meditation (including 
the accumulation of seemingly haphazard notes. . .) . . .”

Brian W. Breed: “The Sibyl’s . . . procedure . . . is to leave 
her prophecy written on leaves to be read in her absence 
. . . confined to text, the Sibyl’s prophecies are liable to 
become disrupted and disordered.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I got involved in the editing . . . I like 
it when I hear this process called ‘montage.’ It seems to 
convey . . . that the whole will add up to . . . more than 
the sum of its parts.”

Carolyn Alessio: “The book brims with inconsisten-
cies . . . perhaps the more apt title would have alluded 
to Sybil, the film about a schizophrenic with manifold 
personalities . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “I’m used to that actually—I’ve been 
mistaken for other people for a mighty long time.”

Debbie Nathan: “Sybil, the blockbuster book . . . about 
the woman with sixteen personalities . . . was moving off 
the shelves as briskly as the Bible . . . it had sold over six 
million copies . . . worldwide. A television adaptation was 
. . . seen . . . by a fifth of the American population . . .” 

Cybill Shepherd: “I’d probably be depressed if . . . no 
one recognized me.”

Debbie Nathan: “The book is still in print and the TV 
drama has become a classic. Both versions were instru-
mental in creating a new psychiatric diagnosis: multiple 
personality disorder, or MPD . . . Sybil also created a 
new way for millions of people . . . to think about their 
memories, their families, and their capabilities . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . our sibling relationships were 
defined . . . by our mutual needs to survive and to contain 
the secrets of our fragmented lives.”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . Sybil was typeset and bound, with 
a shiny cover featuring an image of a young woman’s face 
in jigsaw puzzle pieces.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “. . .writing, and rewriting, on spe-
cial index cards . . .”

Hugh Kenner: “The Sibyl. . . answered questions by 
flinging from her cave handfuls of leaves bearing letters 
which the postulant was required to arrange in a suit-
able order.”
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Cybill Shepherd: “I . . . plucked the petals off one by 
one, making a little pile of vanquished foliage.”

Brian W. Breed: “A fragmented and hence meaningless 
text . . . confronts the Sibyl’s visitors after they have en-
tered and . . . let in the wind that throws the prophecy 
into confusion. . . .”

Hugh Kenner: “. . . the wind commonly blew half of 
them away.”

Oscar Wilde: “I myself used to receive many bouquets 
at one time.”

Brian W. Breed: “The Sibyl can always be counted on to 
deliver a prophecy whose meaning is subject to interpre-
tation (and misunderstanding).”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . a slow pan . . . the only sound . . . 
blowing wind.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “. . . a blast of inspiration sweeps a 
card onto the floor . . .”

Debbie Nathan: “Why . . .when Sybil was first published, 
had so many millions . . . fervidly embraced as truth a 
story whose mythic qualities should have immediately 
made us skeptical? How had we been so naïve?”

Ahban Azer: “. . . in love with myths, he and Cybill were 
attracted to each other for all the wrong reasons.”

Cybill Shepherd: “His luminous olive skin glowed with 
what I later learned was bronzing makeup.”

Peggy Lipton: “Like millions of others . . . I had idolized 
him . . . he didn’t even seem real.”

Cybill Shepherd: “If ever there was music announcing 
the arrival of a god, this was it. A noisy procession of mo-
torcycles swept onto the stage before Elvis appeared in a 
jeweled cape and jumpsuit. . .”

Peggy Lipton: “. . . girdle to bring in his waist. His blue 
eyes . . . lined in kohl and mascara . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “I’d always admired his voice, but 
now. . .”

Peggy Lipton: “His voice affected me right away . . . a 
thick . . . drawl . . . a built-in echo. He talked the way he 
sang. I heard his words as if he were in the middle of a 
song.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . as if he were singing directly to 
me . . .” 

Peggy Lipton: “An Elvis song, for God’s sake.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . without thinking, I rose to my 
feet just like the rest of the audience . . .”

Peggy Lipton: “I had no choice. Think about it.”

Debbie Nathan: “Scholars . . . pointed out that everyone 
is prone to ‘dissociate’ . . . Think of what happens while 
watching a really good movie. You are aware of nothing 
around you, least of all the people in the theater.”

Miss Lollobrigida: “No I . . . I have to be with so many 
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people. But I feel sometimes more alone in a lot of people 
then when I’m completely alone.”

Mr. Graves: “Yes, yes.”

Ken Kennamer: “‘He’s got everything. He’s Marlon 
Brando with a voice . . .’ That was one of the thousands 
of teen-agers . . . close to the platform where Presley 
was . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘It’s for you,’” she said, handing me 
the receiver . . . ‘Some weirdo pretending to be Elvis Pre-
sley.’”

Donna Jo Napoli: “Character systems often change into 
another type . . . called a syllabary, in which each symbol 
represents a syllable of sound rather than a whole word.”

Bill Jensen: “Kaufman, wide-eyed . . . with a high-
pitched . . . vague accent, began doing terrible imita-
tions . . . he was going to do ‘de Elbis Presley’ . . . ‘My jaw 
dropped. This was no impression, this was Elvis.’”

Debbie Nathan: “Some commentators . . . argue about 
whether MPD was real or a hoax . . . more useful . . . was 
to recognize that the feeling of being inhabited by other 
selves has very deep roots in our culture and history.”

Bill Jensen: “Elvis himself said his favorite Elvis im-
personator was Kaufman. But he was more than Elvis.”

Cybill Shepherd: “Word that Elvis had entered the 
building . . . filtered into the lobby like a game of whis-
pering down the lane . . . everybody in the row to my  
right . . . moved one seat over.”

Peggy Lipton: “’Elvis would like to talk to you,’ Joe 
said . . . I finally picked up.”

Debbie Nathan: “Searching for a sense of integration, 
women took up multiple personality disorder as a meta-
phor, thanks entirely to Sybil.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “Sybil’s personality, she said, had a 
rainbow edge as if a little out of focus. She said that had 
I known Sybil better I would have . . . understood how 
Sybil-like was the aura of minor events which, in spells, 
had suffused her . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “The house was luxurious in a rental 
sort of way, sprawling and devoid of personal taste. Ev-
erything had a metallic glow.”

Peggy Lipton: “. . . there he was, sitting . . . in full white 
regalia . . . sunglasses, rings, and rows of gold chains . . . 
Elvis looked like an action figure of himself.”

Cybill Shepherd: “Sometimes the photographs looked 
like another person altogether.”

Debbie Nathan: “Cavett noted how bizarre the concept 
of multiple personality was and asked if anyone had sug-
gested the story was a hoax.”

Orson Welles: “In F for Fake I said I was a charlatan 
and didn’t mean it . . . I was a magician and called it a 
charlatan, which isn’t the same thing . . .”

Adam Cohen: “. . . an autographed photo of Priscilla 
Presley was clearly inauthentic, since the photo was actu-
ally of Cheryl Ladd.”
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Jonathan Rosenbaum: “As perverse as it sounds . . . 
It’s All True: Based on an Unfinished Film by Orson Welles 
most calls to mind . . . Vladimir Nabokov’s . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘They’re all phonies,’ I said. ‘They’re 
all horrible.’”

Miss Lollobrigida: “You mean that actresses, even 
when they are playing parts, they are themselves any-
way?”

Cybill Shepherd: “It’s okay for Robert Mitchum to get 
up early . . . and look like Robert Mitchum, but . . . not 
okay for me to wake up and look . . . like Robert Mit-
chum.”

Mr. Graves: “. . . Tell me, Gina, how many real peo-
ple do you know, present company excepted? How  
many . . . absolutely real?”

Nick Squires: “The Italian film star claims that her ex-
boyfriend . . . staged a secret ceremony in which he ‘mar-
ried’ an impostor pretending to be her . . .” 

Cybill Shepherd: “‘Name, please,’ said the woman, 
consulting her master list . . . ‘Cary Grant,’ he said. The 
woman glanced up over half-glasses. ‘You don’t look like 
Cary Grant . . .’ ‘I know,’ he said apologetically, ‘no one 
does.’”

Miss Lollobrigida: “Very, very few.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . my agent . . . got a call from a young  
director named Martin Scorsese . . . ‘I need a Cybill Shepherd 
 type,’ he said. ‘How about the real thing?’ she asked.”

Peggy Lipton: “. . . how could I possibly have anything 
in common with Elvis . . . ?”

Cybill Shepherd: “Peggy Lipton was the first per-
son that people’d mistake me for . . . then . . . Cheryl  
Tiegs . . . then . . . Cheryl Ladd.”

Andrew J. Rausch: “. . . they envisioned someone who 
looked like Cybill Shepherd, only with less baggage . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . Diana Vreeland . . . editor of 
Vogue . . . handed me a bikini . . . and told me to change 
in a closet. My ass hung out . . . which did not go unob-
served . . .” 

Andrew J. Rausch: “Scorsese agreed to audition  
her . . . he liked what he saw.”

Cybill Shepherd: “But . . . they weren’t much interested 
in what I had to say.”

Andrew J. Rausch: “When she first read the script,  
she . . . threw it across the room . . .”

Brian W. Breed: “. . . seekers of knowledge who en-
ter the Sibyl’s chamber and find only the disordered 
fragments of . . .text that she has left behind are  
frustrated . . .”

Vladimir Nabokov: “This box contains index  
cards . . . notes I made at various times . . . and discarded 
when writing Pale Fire . . . a little batch of rejects . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . my character . . . was such a ci-
pher . . . I couldn’t imagine breathing any life into her. 
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My anxiety was palpable . . .”

Hugh Kenner: “She is the prophetic power, no longer 
consulted by heroes but tormented by curious boys . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . for once I was chattering away 
rather than deferring to the conversation of others . . . 
Brando . . . looked at me . . . ‘If this girl doesn’t shut up,’ 
he said to no one in particular . . .’”

Brian W. Breed: “. . . they despise the seat of the  
Sibyl . . .”

Adam Woog: “. . . his idol . . . was sitting behind him. 
Elvis was too shy to introduce himself, so Sheperd told 
him to push his chair back . . . he’d bump into Brando.”

Church of England: “. . . all sins, I say, against God 
and all men heaped together, nameth he, that nameth 
rebellion.”

Matt Robinson: “Studio 54 . . . I met Cybill Shepherd 
there . . . with the . . . ‘underground’—Andy Warhol and 
all that group . . . down in the secret areas. . .”

Vladimir Nabokov: “I’ll read a few . . . ‘I,’ says Death, 
‘am even in Arcadia’—legend on a shepherd’s tomb.’”

Peggy Lipton: “He disappeared into the bathroom for 
hours . . .”

Joyce Duncan: “Namath used the club as his own pri-
vate retreat, hanging out with celebrities like Elvis Pre-
sley. . .”

Roland Gregory Austin: “Such compression of space 
makes it more plausible that the Sibyl should have a 
double office.”

Cybill Shepherd: “Having all the pleasure points . . . 
attended to simultaneously . . . made me feel adored, 
emancipated, and more relaxed . . .”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . the woman who became Sybil fell 
in with a psychiatrist and a journalist, and the three saw 
their project . . . burst upon the world with perfect tim-
ing. They were a blessed sisterhood . . .”

David Letterman: “We’ve had all of the great quarter-
backs . . . then the night you were on, and Joe, and myself 
. . . pretty good luck . . . three of us at once . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “I was a little excited.”

Jason Hartley: “Brando is the third of the Three Fat 
Men of Advancement, along with Elvis and Orson 
Welles.”

Dave Gelly: “The original Brothers were . . . Zoot Sims, 
Stan Getz . . .”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . I found the records of their en-
terprise . . . They named it Sybil Incorporated . . . the 
contract they signed designated a three-way split of all 
profits and spin-offs from their book, including Sybil 
movies, Sybil board games, Sybil tee shirts, Sybil dolls, 
and a Sybil musical.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I’d given my name and much of my 
identity to the series . . .”
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Dave Gelly: “Nobody Else But Me . . . recorded in a single 
day . . . is a beautiful piece . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the character was set to die . . . I 
declined, thinking surely I could do better than death on 
a toilet seat . . . my acting career was stalled . . .”

Whitney Balliett: “Getz became a romantic, an idol, a 
kind of . . . Elvis Presley.”

Cybill Shepherd: “With great qualms, I . . . invade an-
other medium . . . record an album of standards . . .”

Sophia Papaioannou: “Here the Sibyl declares that 
when her corporeal life span reaches an end she will 
survive in her voice.”

Dave Gelly: “. . . on Cybill Shepherd’s Mad About the 
Boy, he sounds as though he is thinking about something 
else . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . when I declined, he snarled, ‘It’s 
your fault if I go back to being a junkie . . .’ ignoring me 
for the rest of the session.”

Peggy Lipton: “For that moment, Elvis had made an 
effort to communicate . . .”

Dave Gelly: “As Zoot Sims . . . famously declared: ‘Stan 
Getz? A nice bunch of guys.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘Well, that’s it for us,’ he said. Those 
were his last words to me.”

Debbie Nathan: “Sybil was a hit, wrote the . . . Post 

. . . because her multiple personality disorder mirrored 
‘the contemporary stereotypes that people . . . apply to 
themselves . . . as disparate assemblages of roles, without 
any reigning self.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “With the barest trace of good night, 
Elvis pulled away and proceeded right through a stop 
sign . . .”

Charles S. Peirce: “If we suppose ourselves to know 
no more of man than what is contained in the definition 
Man is the rational animal. . . we might divide man into 
man-risable and man non-risable . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the officer signaled . . . Elvis 
flashed his Special Deputy badge from the Memphis 
Sheriff’s Department.”

Mark Kriegel: “. . . that night, he presented the Oscar 
for Best Costume Design with Cybill Shepherd. ‘For those 
of you who don’t have a program,’ he said, ‘my name is 
Joe Namath.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . everybody in Hollywood knows 
the maxim: no names on location . . .”

Mark Kriegel: “‘He’s great,’ gushed . . . Warhol, ‘He’s 
the biggest star here.’ Although Namath flubbed a line, 
calling his co-presenter ‘Cheryl,’ nothing could diminish 
his fabulousness.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . whole chapters of my life . . . can 
be written with the postscript, ‘And the part went to . . .’”

Simon Karlinsky and Alfred Appel: “. . . in Holly-
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wood, the Nabokovs attended a dinner party . . . and 
Gina Lollobrigida . . .”

Deborah Luepnitz: “. . . Cybill Shepherd, and Carlos 
Santana . . . have mentioned publicly their experience 
with talking therapy.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . I didn’t learn . . . chattering mind-
lessly on Dick Cavett’s show . . .”

Simon Karlinsky and Alfred Appel: “‘She speaks 
excellent French,’ says Nabokov. ‘It wasn’t that good,’ 
interrupts Mrs. Nabokov.”

Debbie Nathan: “The telemovie became so iconic that 
Scholastic, a company that produces educational mag-
azines . . . developed a ‘Sybil’ lesson plan for. . . high 
schools.”

Anke Holdenried: “. . .  the advent of scholasticism, did 
not diminish the . . . theological role of the Sibyl. . . her 
testimony was now adduced in the context of increas-
ingly complex issues . . . ”

John Stevens: “The oldest surviving collection. . . of 
sacred and secular songs . . . contains pieces as diverse 
as a lament for Charlemagne . . . Sibylline verses . . . ”

Debbie Nathan: “Teenagers were instructed to ‘Write a 
discussion in dialogue form between two or more sides of 
your personality. Name them as Sybil named her Selves. 
Try to indicate why you are more “together” than Sybil.’”

Julia Kristeva: “We might say . . . the image of the Sibyl 
is that of the infinitization of discourse, the figuraliza-

tion of the word . . . liberated from its dependence on the 
symbol . . . enjoying the ‘arbitrariness’ of the sign. Be-
longing to this and not the other world, the Sibyl speaks 
all languages . . . reunites improbable elements both in 
and through the word.”

David Letterman: “. . . I don’t even know what it means, 
do you exactly?”

Cybill Shepherd: “Yeah . . . I know what it means . . .”

Douglas Harper: “sibling . . . ‘brother or sister,’ . . . 
modern revival (in anthropology) of Old English sibling . . . 
from sibb ‘kinship, relationship; love, friendship, peace, 
happiness,’ from Proto Germanic *sibja ‘blood relation. . .’ 
properly ‘one’s own’ (cf. Old Saxon sibba, Old Frisian, 
Middle Dutch sibbe, Old High German sippa, German 
Sippe, Gothic sibja ‘kin, kindred’), from PIE s(w)e-bh(o) 
(cf. Old Church Slavonic sobistvo, Russian sob ‘character, 
individuality’), an enlargement of the root *swe ‘self ’ 
(see ‘idiom’). Related to the second element in ‘gossip.’”

T. S. Eliot: “. . . the mutual implication of its several 
purposes gives us a feeling of an identity of the word. . . 
similar to the feeling I have professed to have of identity 
among the several uses of the word runcible.”

Debbie Nathan: “Sybil, with her brilliant and trauma-
tized multiplicity, became . . . a language of our conflict, 
our idiom of distress.”

Miss Lollobrigida: “I think is all so complicated, the 
English writing, because the. . . language is so rich.”

Mr. Graves: “Impossibly rich. You’ve got to live with 
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English . . . read and read . . . consult dictionaries which 
give the history of words . . . I’m just beginning to know 
a little . . . ”

Brian W. Breed: “. . .The story of the Sibyl’s cave de-
scribes the predicament of . . . any reader.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I could see a maintenance man on 
scaffolding near the roof. . . spray painting over my name. 
But the twenty-foot-high Cybill . . . was impossible to 
completely eradicate . . . ”

Carolyn Alessio: “Throughout, Shepherd pointedly 
mentions that reading has shaped her life . . . ”

Lucy Maddox: “. . . Shade reads . . . section by section 
to his wife, Sybil . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “In Heart of Darkness, Joseph Con-
rad exposed . . . unexplored and unowned areas of my 
psyche.”

Hannah Sullivan: “. . . Eliot originally chose the famous 
passage from Conrad’s novel . . . ending ‘The horror! The 
horror!’ . . . In the epigraph from the Satyricon, the char-
acter . . . reports in Greek the words spoken to the Sibyl 
hanging in a cage. . . ‘Sibyl, what do you want?’—and her 
reply—‘I want to die.’”

Brent Marchant: “. . . a brash, inventive young film-
maker named Orson Welles attempted to make a movie 
version . . . perceived logistical problems killed the proj-
ect in preproduction.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . I had died before—cacophonous, 

public, psychically bloody deaths. . . at the box office and 
at the hands of critics—but this demise was singularly 
painful.”

Gene M. Moore: “Welles’ plan was to keep the camera 
‘constantly in the place of the hero, showing us things 
as they appear to him, without ever being allowed to see 
him except when he looks at himself in a mirror.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . .to devour the classics, to live in-
side them: in Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, I 
learned the tragic bargains people make for eternal youth 
and beauty.”

Rick Reilly: “They probably said the same thing to 
Cheryl Tiegs that they did to Joe Namath . . .”

Miss Lollobrigida: “So what about me?”

Mr. Graves: “Well, don’t try, my dear.”

Kerry Powell: “. . . Wilde departs from the usual script 
. . . in making Dorian prefer Sybil the actress to the ‘real’ 
Sybil who loves him.’”

Geoffrey Ashe: “Sibyl is sometimes spelled Sybil, but 
less correctly.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “Joseph Conrad . . . Oscar Wilde . . . 
are essentially writers for very young people . . . I differ 
from Joseph Conradically.”

Emily Smith: “. . . Welles flew to Paris to discuss the 
project personally with the Russian author.”
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Cybill Shepherd: “Orson . . . had given me the novella . . . 
‘Henry James wrote this for you,’ he said . . . ”

Henry James: “I have seen no other foreigners of dis-
tinction except Charles Peirce.”

Stephen C. Meyer: “So subsumed is Gina Lollobrigida’s 
character . . . in this foreign identity that she is never 
given a proper name: she remains ‘the Queen of Sheba’ . . . 
throughout the film.’” 

Cybill Shepherd: “‘What are all those?’ I asked, looking 
at the slabs of marble, the various tints and typefaces.
‘Those are your choices,’ he said cheerfully.”

Charles S. Peirce: “. . . the connotation of man would be 
less than that of either man-risable or man non-risable . . . 
conversely man-risable and man non-risable would have 
a less extension than man.”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘You know,’ said Orson, looking up 
at the inspirational images, ‘there was a time when God 
was a woman.’”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . the last alter to yield was ‘The Blonde.’” 

Anonymous: “Welles. . .was also reportedly quoted as 
saying that he thought Fellini’s Satyricon was ‘frightened 
in the crib by Vogue magazine.’”

Cybill Shepherd: “I know how pretentious and melo-
dramatic this sounds, but . . . There seemed to be a per-
sonal message in the chapel for me . . . ” 

Carlos Santana: “You can become . . . famous like Joe 

Namath . . . Elvis . . . if you are not into spiritual prin-
ciples, you become a caricature of yourself real quick.”

Hugh Kenner: “. . . Fame is a speaking, hence a breath . . .”

Dave Gelly: . . . “the version of ‘It Don’t Mean a Thing’ 
with which the Shrine concert ends . . . is more like a 
celebration.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the existence of a female deity 
before the time of Christ symbolized the limitless power 
and potential achievement of women . . . I believe in 
both, and the Sibyls were a little calling card from the 
divine.”

Vladimir Nabokov: “This of course might have been 
mistaken for the work of the wind, and Sybil hated the 
wind.”

Tom Robbins: “Lipton’s memoir, Breathing Out, was 
published . . .”

Cybill Shepherd: “I told him I knew about Cybele from 
the Sistine Chapel . . . he suggested I read The Greek 
Myths by Robert Graves . . . Reading that book cover to 
cover intensified my spiritual quest to learn more about 
the so-called Great Goddess.”

Debbie Nathan: “A . . . Times reviewer wrote that the 
book made him ‘uncomfortable from beginning to end,’ 
giving him feelings of ‘nagging embarrassment 
and ultimately of anger . . .’” 

Mr. Graves: “I must tell you, Gina . . . I was bouleverse . . . 
that you agreed to be my interlocutrix, I think the word 
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is . . . I get an understanding of what different actresses 
represent . . . I don’t want to . . . mention names . . . ”

Cybill Shepherd: “‘How do you spell your name?’ the 
mortician kept asking, eventually recognizing this as a 
photo op and requesting that I pose in front of a display 
of headstones.”

Debbie Nathan: “. . . christened . . . Sybil because it 
sounded more mythic yet more American, and more 
saleable.”

Mr. Graves: “. . . from the start I’ve been conscious that 
you are communicating something quite different—call 
it the goodness and truth of woman.”

Miss Lollobrigida: “I’ve received a really beautiful 
compliment.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . a pithy present: a shiny steel 
heart-shaped dog tag on a chain that said: My Name is 
Cybill, I Belong to No One.” 

Samuel Johnson: “Vane, n.s. . . . a plate hung on a pin 
to turn with the wind.”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the album was released by a small 
company . . . bankrupt a few years later. The company’s 
lawyer . . . changed the name . . . to Cybill Getz Better . . .”

British Broadcasting Corporation: “. . . he dropped 
the decibel level and surrounded himself with . . . acous-
tic musicians in tune with his . . . individual world.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I was born a Christian, sang in the 

choir, then I lost touch. . .” 
Oscar Wilde: “As for Sibyl, I do not know at present 
whether her attachment is serious or not.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I just started talking to Jesus . . . 
started to feel really good, and . . . got the offer to do 
this film.”

DeSales Harrison: “The self as sibyl is a self of gradi-
ents, of inclinations . . . constituted in lack . . .”

David Letterman: “. . . somebody from a different life 
comes back . . .one of those things . . . ?”

Cybill Shepherd: “Well, yes . . . but that’s sort of in-
cidental.”

T. S. Eliot: “Now to come back . . . to the word runcible . . . 
a nonsense word, but I think we can learn something 
about ‘sense words’ from examining nonsense words.”

Cybill Shepherd: “I remained ‘Girl Shepherd’ for several 
days while my family debated . . . finally . . . combining 
the names of my grandfather (Cy) and father (Bill).”

Variety: “Orson Welles’ unfinished final film The Other 
Side of the Wind may be . . . a theatrical release next year.”

Hugh Kenner: “(The two volumes of The Greek Myths 
overwhelm with some 2,000 source notes, many of them 
relevant.)”

Cybill Shepherd: “. . . the different characters’ stories 
intersect and merge—but it was the script . . . ”  
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| g i o vA N N i  p A S C o l i P i A n o  E  M o n t E

Il disco, grandissimo, pende 

rossastro in un latte d’opale: 

e intaglia le case ed accende 

i lecci nel nero viale;

che fumano, come foreste,

di polvere gialla e vermiglia: 

s’annuvola in rosa e celeste 

quel botro color di conchiglia.

Qua lampi di vetri, qua lente 

cantate, qua grida confuse:

là placido il muto orïente 

nell’ombra dei monti si chiuse.

Si vedono opache le vette,

è pace e silenzio tra i monti: 

un breve squittir di civette, 

un murmure lungo di fonti:

via via con fragore interrotto 

si serra la casa tranquilla:

è chiusa: nel bianco salotto

la tacita lampada brilla.



poetry crazyhorse | 73

| Translated by TAi Je  SilvermAN 
&  mAriNA  dellA
puTTA  JohNSToN

P L A i n  A n D  H i L L

The circle hangs, red-sheened, 
in an opaline milk.
It chisels the houses and shines 
through the holly oaks lining 
the ample black street.

As if in a forest, the holly oaks 
smoke with a red-golden haze 
of seed dust. Above them
blue clouds clog a gulley
of rust-colored sky.

Here windows close, flashing,
and someone sings slowly,
a mishmash of shouts sinking fast 
into dusk. Placid behind the dark hills 
the mute East remains shut

in a wrapped sack of shadows.
The peaks of the hills have blurred. 
There’s peace, in the hills, and quiet: 
Nothing heard but the brief
shrill of owls, and the burble of faucets.

And little by little with snatches 
of sound, the calm house
will close down. Now it’s closed. 
In the white of the living room, 
a silent lamp glows.
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| o u R  F i R S t  y E A R

You ask me to hold you, if they’re coming 
now, the streetlamp pouring through
our bathroom window onto your shoulders
and unshaven face, if they’ll catch you
like I’ve found you, curled on our tile
damp as a pea sprout.

   You’ve pulled your pockets 
from your sweatpants, your shirt in the shower 
like a fallen bat, and though I will leave you
tonight for that motel past our suburb, the one 
twenty-five dollars for a smoking room 
though I don’t smoke, bedcover soft

as used wool but burnt through—,           I don’t
know it yet, have only been eyeing the building
each time I drive home, thinking, it’s cheap 
enough for when you do it, a few nights 
a week—and I don’t know how I’ll hold
myself there, later, watching Late Night, an actress

husking her hair from her round shoulders,
her skin gleaming like new corn, the old host
dancing to please her in some kind of thick, 
hazy vaudeville, and my body at the edge
of the bed, not wanting to touch
the room’s strangeness. For now,

S A S h A  p i m e N T e l
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you are so close but so foggy, walls veiled
with steam, the mirror fully clouded,
your pupils spread: your eyes full eclipses—
and I pleat at my knees to wrap around you,
because Baby, shhh, there’s nobody coming,
Baby, there’s nobody coming.  

The first time you showed me, the pipe glowed 
in your hand like a secret. You taught me 
to pull the steel wool to two slender pieces, 
how to pack the pipe, and the sliver burned
in the glass and in your hand a single spark 
in the night so quietly, I could’ve thought

it was magic, but I was scared then too. 
   I didn’t know I would leave you,
sink into what you showed me, that one leaves
at night, but I’d come back at your call—:       how
many times I would learn to settle in like on an old lover
the mauve cover, trembling the cabled remote 

control, waiting without knowing I was waiting
to sit out my own anger: how used I would get
to the sound of drunks serenading gritos
outside my rented room, singing to a bush,
a wrought iron gate, singing to nothing
and everyone, and my fingers pushing through 
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the blanket’s cigarette burns, as if I were
fiddling with lace. 
   Our summer will drip one day
into another, like the four walls of our bedroom
when, one morning, you finally come home, 
your body so bent and tender, I won’t

speak, will just make you paint. Who can say
what flickers privately between husbands
and wives? Each roof clamps down its own
tight gloom. We slough off on one another.
You light tapered candles, tug my hand
with your right thumb, calloused 

from the sparkwheel, pull me to the porch
for romantic dinners, our voices streaming
to the street from our home in the growing
dark.  It’s night now.
   You are looped on the floor
like an apostrophe, light from the window

spilling on what is naked in slats of yellow
and dark. Along tile: frogs bellow
ache, the pipe refracts a rainbow. You ask 
me to hold you, and I sink to the floor, rock
our slow bodies until you quiet, not knowing 
how much          my body will hold. 
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| t o o  M A n ye m i l y  k o e h N

You want a new start but too many old dishes, chards even, that nest in a cabinet 
with dust and all you can think about is revenge.

Platter up the breathing; separate our instincts from our collections.

From out of animal bone, out of calculated calcium phosphate, out of breathing.

Acute accusations result in the tulip border if we’re not careful.

You’ll plant them all over, slivers of another time, those fat bulbs, someone else’s dining 
room, elegance you’ve defaulted, waiting to be served.

Suggestions multiply chalk in weather; light that hits this.

You’ll own up that anger is what’s at the pulse of your skin at 3pm when you finally stare 
directly into the sun.

In forgotten weather sun a melody against what you thought.

Soft-paste porcelain that has a home in bone ash.

Never question the table when the sun is over it in lines.

Logic is wrapped in glint.

Too many thoughts are open, spilling down the corners of mouths, and us, caring about 
the day before we toss it.
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| k AT h r y N  N u e r N b e r g e r P o o R  C R o W ’ S  G o t  t o o  M u C H  F i G H t  t o  L i V E

I’m watching an angry crow with his foot caught
in the wire as his wings become his own worst enemy.
Poor bird, just lying there now breathing his gasps
of bottom ocean blue. Like when I was giving birth
I just got tired of giving birth after awhile and said
forceps, suction, do with your knife, whatever.
Mercifully, the metaphors we have to live through
are fewer than the ones we think of. No one
is going to give birth anywhere near this crow
in the Dollar General parking lot. It would be easy
to free the bird from his situation, if he didn’t
have so much fight left. When I told the doctor
after 68 hours, “Yes, to anything. Do whatever 
you think is best,” he took a huge suction cup 
and pushed it all the way through me to the baby’s 
head and had a nurse squeeze the pressure gauge 
as he tugged my child out of my body’s confused grasp. 
I watched him sweat and grimace his pulls just right. 
You could see it was hard what he was doing for me
and I felt so sorry about that for months. A woman 
isn’t supposed to be grateful to a man for birthing 
the baby for her. That’s the patriarchy I wanted to push 
out of, but I was so grateful to him I could almost forget 
about the inherent sexism in our every system, 
including the medical industry. I could even almost 
forget about the other doctor in his practice I saw just once 
while my good, dear doctor was on vacation. That guy 
jammed his hand into me hard and without warning, 
I think because he was offended by our conversation 
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about my birth plan, which was boiler plate stuff 
about avoiding drugs and letting my body run its course. 
I’d like to prosecute him, for myself and even more 
for everyone else, but it took me months to understand 
what he had done and why and by then it could so easily 
be time telling the story instead of truth.  I mean, 
let’s look at the uncertainty of facts: He and I talked 
about the natural birth plan that I had shared previously 
with my regular doctor, because it was sitting there 
in my file and he asked. I interpreted his face 
during that conversation as annoyed. I interpreted myself 
as meek because I was not wearing pants and you could see 
the shadow of my pubic hair through my paper blanket. 
I nodded along noncommittally to the things he said. 
My real doctor would be back soon enough. He told me 
to put my legs in the stirrups. Normally a doctor will 
adjust my thighs and say something like “you’re going to feel 
a touch” and that’s when I exhale, but his hand was already
in me, I was startled and uncomfortable, and his nurse
who follows him from room to room was at my ear so quick 
saying in a nurturing voice, “Practice your breathing dear,” 
as if this normally happens, but also as if there was 
some kind of emergency. It was taking a long time 
and hurting a lot, the nurse’s talking about breathing 
really made me frightened. I was worried something
was happening to the baby, I couldn’t even see the doctor
over the mountain of my pregnant belly. Then he said, 
“If you do this while you’re in labor I won’t be able 
to help you.” I couldn’t tell what this I was doing was
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besides waiting for him to stop what he was doing. 
Time has helped me hear those words as a threat 
of punishment for disregarding his authority, 
as I think they were intended. Or maybe it is true 
that I tightened the muscles in my vagina in such a way 
that he couldn’t get his hand out and I was crushing him. 
Maybe it is true that can happen? I should ask a gynecologist. 
Do you know one who will talk about sexual assaults 
committed by other members of his or her profession? 
I haven’t met such a doctor yet. When I was pregnant 
for the first time a different OB gave me a pap smear, 
and that was also uncomfortable, as you would expect, 
but then she was the one startled and nervous
and telling the nurse there was a lot of blood and asking
for a cauterizer and asking me if I had a tipped uterus.
I said I didn’t know what that was, so she carried on,
cauterizing something at the far end of my vaginal canal
near what I would call my tipped uterus until another OB
would tell me all uteruses are tipped, so that was
a weird thing for her to say. When the bleeding stopped
she sent me for an ultrasound. The baby was fine,
robust heartbeat, little beautiful fish we watched swim
with the very beginnings of her arms and legs,
but a few weeks later I miscarried anyway, and the doctor
never said her hand slipped nor did she say I suddenly
clamped down. She didn’t say anything except 
that these things sometimes happen. And they do. 
I knew most likely she was telling the truth and I knew 
she wouldn’t tell if it wasn’t. Whatever the reason, 
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I don’t blame her, but I’d like to know what’s true 
about the other one. I’d like to file a police report, 
in case there are other women like me, because 
of course there are other women like me, 
but it’s been five years, I live in a different state 
now, and I’m not even sure I believe myself. 
I’m sorry, other people he might have or still yet 
hurt, but I’m not so naïvely idealistic as to think 
any good could come of saying to the public that I was 
assaulted by an OB/GYN in his office in Hocking County, 
Ohio in May 2010 and I’m willing to testify to that.  
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k A r i N  l i N - g r e e N b e r g  |  S i n C E  V i n C E n t  L E F t

After my marriage dissolved, I was left with the dogs, 
which Vincent, my ex, said was fair since I was the one 
who’d wanted them in the first place. He said I’d wanted 
the dogs the way a child wants pets, first exuberant and 
enthusiastic, then my interest in the animals quickly 
waning when I realized much of dog ownership consisted 
of scooping shit, hauling home fifty-pound bags of dog 
food, and constantly using a lint roller on my wardrobe 
of mostly black clothing. Vincent said it was my fault I 
was stuck with two dogs instead of one because I had 
insisted that if we only brought home one dog it would 
get lonely while we both were at work. 

On the day the divorce became official, I was at the 
dog park a few blocks from the home Vincent and I used 
to share, which I now shared with only the dogs. I had 
argued that I should keep the home if I was keeping 
the dogs since it was ideally situated near the dog park. 
During our negotiations, Vincent and I had been seated 
across a wooden table, he with his lawyer on his right 
side, me with my lawyer on my left side. Vincent’s broken 
right arm was in a sling; it had been seven months since 
he’d broken it, and instead of healing smoothly, he’d had 
to have two surgeries, and he blamed me for this. “Fine, 
Amy, fine, take the house,” Vincent had said, waving his 
good hand dismissively as if I were a haggler at a garage 
sale, trying to talk him down from fifty cents to a dime 
for an old record. 

At the dog park that day, I kept thinking of the word 

divorcée, which was what I officially was. Divorcée, di-
vorcée, I repeated in my mind as Gunner and Rufus ran 
after the slobber-covered tennis ball I tossed. 

“Beautiful dogs,” said a man wearing rolled-up dark 
jeans, a red and black checked flannel shirt, and suspend-
ers. He cradled a Pomeranian in the crook of his left arm. 
The dog’s tongue hung out of the side of its mouth, and 
its eyes were slightly crossed, and I wondered if these 
issues were the result of overbreeding. It did not look 
like the man had any intention of putting the dog on the 
ground, and I wanted to know why he’d even brought it 
to the dog park. The man had a mustache with curled 
up ends as if he were a strongman in a 1920s circus. He 
was my age, late thirties, too old for the hipster urban 
lumberjack get-up.  “What breeds are they?” he asked, 
gesturing toward my dogs with the hand that was not 
full of Pomeranian. Gunner had given up on chasing the 
tennis ball and had collapsed in a panting heap of gray 
fur in the shade of a tree. Rufus was attacking the tennis 
ball vigorously, growling as he gnawed on it.

They were mutts. Pound dogs. Adopted-before-they-
could-be-gassed dogs. “That one,” I said, pointing at Gun-
ner, “he’s a Snuffle Retriever. And the little one, he’s a 
Blue Marmoset Snauzer.” I waited for the lumberjack to 
tell me I was ridiculous.

“Right, right,” he said. “I thought so.”
“Rare breeds,” I said. “Expensive.”
“Of course,” said the man. He brought a finger to his 
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face and caressed his mustache. “Rare and expensive,” 
he echoed.

I read once in a women’s magazine that life has three 
prongs: your personal life, your work life, and your home 
life. Home life refers only to your actual abode, not what 
goes on inside of it. The magazine said that you could 
only realistically expect to be happy with two prongs of 
your life at any one point. I wanted to say that at this 
juncture I was only happy with my home life, but happy 
wasn’t exactly the word. I possessed a home, but I wasn’t 
particularly happy in it, mostly because it had fallen into 
a state of disrepair since Vincent left.

After I got home from talking to the lumberjack at the 
dog park, I bent to wipe Gunner and Rufus’s muddy feet 
with paper towels and realized how overwhelmingly my 
house smelled of wet dog and how everything—includ-
ing the white carpet—was covered in muddy footprints. 
I suppose I should admit that some of the footprints be-
longed to me. Vincent had been the one to clean, had al-
ways reminded me to take my shoes off by the door, had 
somehow kept the carpets the color of fresh snow, had 
gotten the dirt and footprints off the kitchen tile, had 
kept the whole place from smelling like drowned dogs. 

The phone rang, and caller I.D. displayed a local num-
ber I wasn’t familiar with. Rufus howled, as he always did 
when the phone rang. I thought I must have forgotten 
another appointment, maybe with the dentist, maybe 
at the car dealership to get my snow tires on, maybe at 
the groomer to get Gunner and Rufus haircuts. When I 
picked up, I was disappointed to learn that it was Arnie 
Holmes, the Chair of the English Department. 

“Amy?” he said. He sounded tired, troubled.
“Is everything okay?” I didn’t really care very much 

about his well being, but it seemed so strange that he’d 

be calling me that I wondered if he was being held at gun-
point in his office, and he could only see my phone num-
ber in an open faculty directory on his desk. I imagined 
his unruly gray hair getting more unruly from stress, 
transforming itself into an Einstein coif. I pictured the 
armpit stains spreading on his polyester-blend short 
sleeve dress shirt.

“Well,” Arnie said, “there’s a bit of an urgent situa-
tion.”

“Yes?” I said, feeling a spark of excitement. I was ready 
to drive to the college, burst into Kellerman Hall holding 
a shovel, prepared to beat any intruders over the head. 
Or, if not that, I was ready to summon Public Safety on 
Arnie’s behalf. 

“Sort of an emergency,” Arnie said.
“Yes, yes?” 
“You know Morgan Norton?”
I knew Morgan Norton. She was a senior English and 

Business major, Communications and Pre-Law minor. 
She loved telling everyone how many majors and minors 
she had, and she loved telling everyone, especially her 
professors, how she was such an incredibly busy person. 
She was a know-it-all, blathering on all the time, espous-
ing her usually wrong theories and ideas. I imagined her 
holding Arnie hostage, demanding he change her grade 
from a B- to an A, her eyes bugged out with insanity.

“What’s she done to you?” I said. “Do you need me to 
come over to the office?”

“Done to me? No, no, you stay put. I’m at home, not 
at school. It’s just a matter of this conference that she’d 
like to go to and I was wondering if you’d chaperone. The 
deadline for registering is today. Morgan just e-mailed 
me about it. The College requires a faculty member to 
accompany students on all trips.”

I felt deflated. This was decidedly unexciting.  
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“The conference is in Vermont, so only a little more 
than an hour away, an easy trip. Next Thursday and Fri-
day. It’s for editors of undergraduate literary journals. 
Morgan wants to go with Bennett Belluci. They’re both 
on the editorial board of Basilisk.”

“I know that,” I said. I was their faculty advisor. Mor-
gan and her crew were running the literary journal to 
the ground because Morgan, the editor-in-chief, always 
claimed she was too busy to organize any events or so-
licit work from students in my creative writing classes. 
Therefore, when the journal came out in May each year, it 
featured about five of Morgan’s terrible stories, a handful 
of her equally terrible poems, and a dozen stories and 
poems from other members of the staff of Basilisk. 

“The administration would really love it if you’d do it. 
They’re encouraging us to do things with our students 
outside the classroom.”

“Do things with our students outside the classroom 
seems problematically vague, Arnie.” 

He ignored my comment, which is what he generally 
did when I tried to stir up trouble. “Would you be able to 
drive a van? I mean, with the students in it. You’d have to 
go through campus van driver training first, but you’ve 
got a week, so that could perhaps happen.”

I didn’t want to drive a van. I didn’t want Morgan sit-
ting in the passenger seat with a map open on her lap, 
barking directions at me. I didn’t want Bennett Belluci 
slumped in the back, taking a nap, like he did during 
most days of my Introduction to Creative Writing class. 
I wanted to drive my own car and be free to come and go 
as I pleased. “I had a bad van experience in college,” I said, 
even though this wasn’t true. But the man at the dog 
park had been quick to believe my lie about dog breeds, 
so I figured I’d try lying to Arnie. “I was in this band and 
we were touring and . . . bad things happened.” I would 

have tried harder with the lie if it was anyone else besides 
Arnie, but he had very little imagination, which made 
him the ideal administrator. I imagined him whistling 
cheerfully over Excel spreadsheets as he figured out 
our course and classroom assignments each semester. 
He liked charts, numbers, and order, and sometimes I 
wondered if he’d have been better off in the Account-
ing Department than the English Department. Plus, 
he wouldn’t want to hear a more elaborate lie. He was 
always quick to depart the room if anyone, especially 
women, revealed anything about their personal lives, 
which reminded me of a series of male gym teachers 
I’d had throughout middle and high school who would 
excuse any girl from gym who simply clutched her mid-
section, and said, “Cramps.” 

“All right, no van then,” said Arnie. “I think Morgan 
has her own car. So, yes, you’ll chaperone them? You go 
in your car, they go in Morgan’s car?”

“Fine,” I said. “But this means I have to cancel my 
classes and shift around all the assignments on my syl-
labi.”

“Excellent. But there’s one more crinkle in the plan. 
We currently don’t have funding for the students to at-
tend. Or for you to attend. Will you put everything on 
your credit card? You need to book the hotel today too 
if you want the conference rate. And,” he coughed, “you 
need to book two rooms for the students. We cannot 
have a girl and a boy sharing a room. We’ll figure out 
reimbursement later. I’ll try to squeeze some money 
from a variety of sources on campus.”

“I am not independently wealthy,” I said. “Also, I be-
lieve we’re supposed to refer to them as women and men, 
not girls and boys. And why should I be working extra 
hard to make the administration happy when they cut 
our salaries by seven percent this year?”
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“Yes, Amy, I know,” said Arnie. He sighed for a long 
time and so loudly that Gunner, who’d been resting at 
my feet, raised his head, alert. “We’ll figure out a way to 
get you reimbursed, but for now the school can’t front 
the money.”

“If the school won’t pay me back, will you?” It was 
unfair to ask, I knew, and I was talking to him more as if 
he were my father than my department chair, but Arnie 
always brought out the insolent child in me. 

“We’ll figure something out.”
“But I can’t leave my dogs alone overnight. Will you 

watch them?”
“Oh, I, well, I suppose I . . . ”
“I think it’s a fair trade. Two dogs for two students. 

You have a huge house. And a huge backyard. You could 
just leave them in your backyard and then have your 
cleaning lady pick up the poop after I come retrieve 
them.”

Every year, Arnie threw a department Christmas 
party at his house. His mansion. The first year I’d been 
invited to the party, I’d stood there gaping in the living 
room, looking at the spiral staircase that led upstairs, 
and Rosemarie Sethi, our postcolonist, sidled up to me 
and whispered, “His wife’s a lawyer. And he’s got family 
money.”

“Why is he teaching, then?” I asked.
Rosemarie took a sip of wine and shrugged. “This is 

the question we all ask about him.”
I heard Arnie clear his throat on the other end of the 

line. “I could walk them,” he said.
“Walk who?” 
“The dogs. Your dogs. I had a dog as a boy. Roger. He 

was a basset hound. He was slow and too fat, but I loved 
that old boy. And I’d like to think he loved me too.”

I didn’t know what to say. This was more than Arnie 

had ever shared about his life with me. Even during the 
Christmas parties, his wife was always away, supposedly 
on business trips, and although there was artwork on 
the walls of the living room—the only room we were 
allowed to be in—it didn’t contain any photographs of 
Arnie or his family. Most of the artwork were paintings 
of trees. I didn’t even know if Arnie had children, which 
is maybe something one should know about someone 
you’ve worked with for four years.

“Arnie, you don’t have any pets right now, do you?” 
I asked.

“Just a hedgehog,” he said. “But he won’t bother your 
dogs at all. I’ll keep him in the bedroom.”

I couldn’t deal with imagining Arnie a) in his bed-
room, and b) with a hedgehog on his nightstand. And so 
the only thing I could think of saying before I slammed 
down the phone was, “I am going to be so fucking pissed 
if one of my dogs eats your hedgehog and then I have to 
pay for a trip to the vet on top of everything else.”

The first day of the conference was fine. Or as fine as a 
conference like that could be. It consisted of seven hours 
of presentations by undergraduates. Much of the day 
involved said undergraduates trying to find PowerPoint 
presentations they’d emailed to themselves, and I liked 
seeing the subject lines and first sentences of their emails 
projected on the large screen at the front of the room. 
Things like “Flush the Toilet on Clinton 2nd Floor, Ass-
holes” to “Party tonight, bring someone hott this time” 
to “I love you!,” which was followed by this line: “Honey, 
Dad and I haven’t heard from you in two weeks and we’re 
a little worried.” Most of the presentations were boring 
and bumbling, much like the presentations given by the 
students in my classes who thought it was easy to get up 
in front of a room full of people and then, once they were 
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up there, realized it was actually not easy. There was a lot 
of mumbling and reading from notecards, and there was 
one boy who presented while balanced on one leg like a 
flamingo, crutches tucked into both armpits. 

The grimy cast on the boy’s leg was covered in signa-
tures, and of course the cast reminded me of Vincent’s 
broken arm. I had asked if I could sign Vincent’s cast 
after we’d gotten home from the hospital, and he’d said, 
“I’m not a child. I don’t intend to go around collecting 
signatures.”

I told Vincent that when I was twelve I’d broken my 
arm falling off a large boulder I’d scrambled up on a Girl 
Scout camping trip despite my troop leader’s warnings 
that the boulder was slippery. “You should have smelled 
the cast when it came off after six weeks,” I said.

Vincent shook his head. “Well, that’s how we’re dif-
ferent, isn’t it? You broke your arm because of your own 
lack of discipline and carelessness.” 

I knew he blamed me for the broken arm. I had talked 
him into going skydiving with the idea that it might 
somehow save our marriage, might scare our hearts into 
beating hard and wildly, might wake us up in some way. I 
was bored, bored with everything, with us, with our lives, 
with my job, with the novel I’d been writing for seven 
years that still wasn’t finished or right in any way. We’d 
been married for six years by that point, and people had 
given up on asking us if we were going to have children. It 
was always a possibility, but a possibility for the distant 
future was how I always thought of it. Vincent’s accusa-
tions that I was irresponsible and never took anything 
seriously were not untrue, and I kept thinking, year after 
year, that I wasn’t quite ready for children, and then we 
were both thirty-seven and it had become more of a time 
sensitive issue. But I told Vincent that before we could 
even consider children seriously, we had to do all the fun 

things I’d always wanted to do, and Vincent had said, “I 
think your idea of fun is very different from mine,” yet 
he’d agreed to go skydiving with me. 

“If we die,” I told him in the plane, “it’s good that we’ll 
have left no one behind.”

“We have two dogs,” Vincent said, and I realized I’d 
completely forgotten about Gunner and Rufus. 

Something went wrong with Vincent’s landing, not 
something with the parachute, but something with Vin-
cent spazzing out and flinging himself onto the ground 
after his feet had touched land, and that’s how his arm 
broke. At the hospital, we sat in a dark room and he 
pointed to the X-ray, glowing in an X-ray illuminator, 
of his broken ulna and radius and said, “It’s a metaphor 
for us. Broken.”

“Metaphors are my territory,” I said. “Insurance bro-
kers don’t get to use metaphors.” I smiled at Vincent, but 
he didn’t smile back. He’d wanted me to grow up, had 
expected it would have happened by now, and it hadn’t 
happened, and he said he was uncertain it ever would.

I was struck by the sound of pencils scratching wildly 
on notebook paper, and I turned to look at Morgan and 
Bennett, who were scribbling notes on what the boy with 
the crutches was presenting on, something about cre-
ative nonfiction and how you have to make sure people 
aren’t lying in their essays before you publish them or 
you could get in big trouble as editors. On the screen was 
a white slide with only the word TRUTH typed on it in 
large, bold, black letters. I’d never had Morgan in class 
because she believed she already knew everything she 
needed to know about creative writing, but I’d never seen 
Bennett so alert in any of my classes and I had never, 
once, seen him take notes, never imagined he could write 
so quickly and vigorously. Crutches Boy said, “Raise your 
hand if your school offers creative nonfiction classes,” 
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and Morgan and Bennett sat there, hands not raised, 
pencils poised to jot down the next thing Crutches had 
to say about creative nonfiction. “Raise your hands,” I 
hissed. “I teach creative nonfiction. Every fall!” Dutifully, 
they raised their hands, although the looks on their faces 
showed they were dubious. 

Because Morgan was a senior and Bennett a sophomore, 
she treated him like a baby, insisting he report his where-
abouts to her. During a break from the endless Power-
Points, Bennett stood up, and Morgan said, “Where are 
you going?” 

“Bathroom?” 
“Well, you just make sure you’re back before the next 

presentation begins,” Morgan said, and Bennett nodded 
as if it were perfectly acceptable for Morgan to bark at 
him as if he were her toddler. “Call me if you get lost,” 
said Morgan, her hand over her iPhone.

“God, Morgan,” I said, after Bennett left, “the bath-
room is right down the hall.”

Morgan sighed. “In case you hadn’t noticed, Dr. Miller, 
Bennett is kind of an oaf.”

I had, in fact, noticed that Bennett was somewhat 
oafish. He was one of those boys who’d grown too big 
too fast, and he was unkempt throughout much of the 
semester, letting his hair and beard grow until he went 
home for breaks and was likely forced by his mother to 
clean himself up. Overall, he presented much like a Saint 
Bernard, oafish and large, fuzzy but pleasant. 

“It doesn’t seem nice to call your co-editor an oaf,” 
I said.

“But Dr. Miller, doesn’t he remind you of Shrek? I 
mean, Dr. Miller, just a little bit?”

I hated the Dr. Miller, Dr. Miller, Dr. Miller business 
with Morgan. If she paid any attention to anything, she’d 

know I had an MFA, not a PhD, and I wasn’t a doctor. 
I hated the repetition of my name with an incorrect 
title attached to it. I was sure she’d read about repeat-
ing names in some handbook for junior businesspeople, 
something about how you ingratiate yourself to people 
by saying their names over and over. 

“I’m sorry, Morgan, but I don’t know who Shrek is,” I 
lied. “Is that some football player?”

“Oh, Dr. Miller, no, not at all. He’s a movie star.”
“Like Brad Pitt?”
“No!” Morgan said, a little too loudly, and some of the 

non-bathroom goers and non-smokers still remaining 
in the room during the break turned to look at her. “Dr. 
Miller, Brad Pitt is handsome. And Benny? Do you think 
Benny is handsome?”

“Legally, I’m not allowed to answer that question,” 
I said. 

“I’m not sure that’s true,” said Morgan. “You know I’m 
Pre-Law, right? Along with my Communications minor 
and my English and Business majors.” 

“Well, I’m not a lawyer, but I’m just saying you’ve still 
got a lot to learn in those pre-law classes. Wait, do you 
think Bennett is handsome?”

“Oh, I,” Morgan said and stopped speaking and her 
face flushed red. 

I saved her from answering by saying, “Look, Shrek’s 
coming back, so let’s cease and desist with this conver-
sation.”

At lunch, some of the other professors who were at the 
conference gathered together and others sat with their 
students, but I wanted to do neither, so I took a paper 
bag labeled TURKEY CLUB off a table with dozens of 
bagged lunches and wandered on the campus where the 
conference was being held until I found a bench behind 
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the art building. Inside, a handful of students wearing 
safety glasses were using loud circular saws to cut pieces 
of wood. I liked the noise, the loud and constant whirring 
that drowned everything else out. 

I’d told Morgan and Bennett that I needed to make 
a phone call, but that wasn’t true. In the past, I would 
have called Vincent, whispered to him about Morgan and 
Bennett, the poorly made PowerPoints, the word TRUTH 
hovering over Crutches Boy, but now I could no longer 
call him to jabber on about unimportant matters. He 
didn’t want to hear from me. I could call and ask how his 
arm was doing, but I didn’t want to bring that up either. 
When I had agreed to the divorce, I knew there’d be an 
empty space in our home, but I didn’t think of the times 
when I wanted to call or e-mail Vincent that I’d have to 
stop myself. I missed Vincent most, it seemed, outside of 
the house, when I wanted to let him know how the day 
went, to run some sort of silliness or frustration by him. 

I wanted to talk to someone, so I called Arnie’s office 
at school. “Yes?” he said.

“It’s Amy. I’m calling about the dogs. Just checking in.”
“I have Rufus with me,” said Arnie. He laughed, spoke 

away from the mouthpiece of the phone, and I thought 
I heard him say, “Good boy, who’s a good, good boy?” 
I couldn’t be sure, though, because of the noise of the 
saws.

“You have Rufus in the office?” 
“He’s tiny. No one cares. The students like playing 

with him.”
“We’re not supposed to have pets in the office. If I 

knew that wasn’t a rule that actually had to be followed, 
I’d bring in Gunner and keep him under my desk and 
use him to warm my feet. As you know, the heat doesn’t 
work in my office.”

“Gunner is too big,” said Arnie. “Come here, baby.”

“Where is Gunner? And did you just call Rufus ‘baby’?” 
“Gunner’s at home. Safe and sound. What breed is 

Rufus, by the way?”
“A Blue Marmoset Snauzer.”
Arnie was silent for a second. Then I thought I heard 

him typing something. “There’s no such thing, Amy.”
“No, you’re right. He’s the result of the coupling of a 

Chihuahua and a hedgehog.”
“You should know that both dogs have behaved im-

peccably around Lord Byron.”
Again, I wished I could call Vincent, to tell him that 

not only did Arnie own a hedgehog, but he’d also named 
him Lord Byron.  

“What’s going on there?” said Arnie. “What’s all that 
racket? I can barely hear you.”

“Oh, that. We’re just having a shredding party. We’re 
taking all the literary journals the students brought and 
we’re shredding them. Because they’re terrible.”

“All of them?” said Arnie. “That’s hard to believe.”
“Yes, all of them. We’re using this conference as a 

fresh start. A do-over for Basilisk. It needs to be built 
again from the ground up.”

“Well, that’s good. So this conference worked out 
then. Aren’t you glad you went?”

“Oh, so glad,” I said. “So, so glad.”

I told Morgan and Bennett that I would drive to dinner, 
so I picked them up in the lobby of our hotel and walked 
to my car, a fifteen-year-old Toyota. I had to drive the 
students to dinner, pay for it, and hope for reimburse-
ment at some point. I watched Morgan closely as she 
got in the passenger seat, and she seemed disappointed, 
as if she’d expected something much nicer. Bennett 
squeezed himself into the back seat, and his puffy hair 
was squished by the roof. 
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It was dark already and it was rainy. I got lost getting 
to the small downtown, looped onto a highway that took 
me out of Vermont and back into upstate New York for 
a few miles, and when I got off the highway, I found my-
self on a dirt road, and there was fog floating near the 
ground. A few minutes down the road we crossed over 
a red covered bridge. From the backseat, Bennett said, 
“This kind of feels like being in a horror movie,” but he 
said it with such a flat affect that I was unsure if he was 
excited or upset.

There were only a few restaurants in the two-block 
downtown, so I picked a brewery and only once we were 
seated I realized I shouldn’t order a beer since the col-
lege wouldn’t reimburse for alcohol, and Morgan was old 
enough to order alcohol, and the last thing I wanted to 
do was pay for her beer. Morgan, of course, proceeded to 
order the lobster macaroni and cheese, the most expen-
sive item on the menu, while Bennett and I both ordered 
moderately priced sandwiches. I still didn’t know if I 
would get money back for this outing, and I was already 
out over eight hundred dollars for the registration fees 
and hotel for the three of us. 

“Would anyone mind if I ordered dessert?” Morgan 
asked when we’d finished our meals. 

“That’s fine, whatever,” said Bennett. 
While we waited for Morgan’s Baked Alaska to arrive, 

she leaned toward me and said, “Dr. Miller, I have an 
important matter to discuss with you.”

I looked at the labels on the large silver tanks of beer 
that were brewing behind Morgan’s head. IPA. Porter. 
Stout. Pumpkin Seasonal. I wanted a beer, but I knew if 
I ordered one, Morgan would order one too, and I was 
still committed to keeping her meal under fifty dollars. 

“We were thinking of amending our club constitution 
to say that we won’t accept any materials that include 

use of illegal substances, sexual situations, or cursing,” 
Morgan said.

“Why would you do that?” I asked. 
“Because we’re a Catholic school! Because we have 

good Franciscan values.”
I snorted. Yes, we were a Catholic school, and yes, 

there was a wooden sculpture of Jesus on the cross in 
every classroom, and yes, there were some friars walking 
around campus, their brown robes skimming the ground, 
but mostly we used our Catholicism as a marketing tool. 
We told parents their children would be offered not only 
an education of the mind, but a moral education, an edu-
cation of the soul. These parents, many of whom had sent 
their children to Catholic schools for their entire lives, 
were happy to continue to pay good money to continue 
this education of the soul, but from the stories my stu-
dents had told me, there was just as much debauchery 
on our campus as on any campus in the United States, 
despite the watchful eyes of Jesus above every doorway. 

“Morgan, you’re in college,” I said. “You’re not editing 
a middle school literary journal.” 

“Yes, but I just don’t agree with inappropriate mate-
rial.”

“Maybe you don’t personally agree, but have you con-
sidered that what you want to do is censorship?”

“I wouldn’t exactly call it censorship.”
“Then what would you call it?”
“I would call it being selective.” 
“Bennett, what do you think?” I asked.
“Oh,” said Bennett slowly, his eyes moving to Mor-

gan’s face. She squinted and her lips drew into a rigid 
line. Her hand twitched, and I thought she might hit 
Bennett if he answered incorrectly. “Well,” said Bennett, 
“I guess I can see both sides of the argument.”

“People use drugs. They have sex. They curse,” I said, 
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and Morgan’s eyes opened wide. 
“No,” she said.
“No? You’re denying that people engage in these ac-

tivities?”
“I’m not. I’m just saying I don’t want to read about 

these activities. Look, I know where you stand on this, 
but do you think you could ask the President what he 
thinks I should do?”

“The president of what?”
“The college. I’m sure he has some thoughts on this. 

I mean, he’s a friar. Could you imagine what would hap-
pen if he read the literary journal and saw something 
scandalous?”

“Actually, I can’t imagine the President reading the 
literary journal at all. I would put down good money on 
him not even knowing of its existence.”

“No,” Morgan said again. “I’m certain he reads it. I 
brought a copy to the friary last May. I slid it under his 
bedroom door.”

“I didn’t think students were supposed to go inside 
the friary,” said Bennett. “I mean, the friars live there. 
It’s their home.”

“Well, yes, students shouldn’t, but the editor-in-chief 
of the literary journal is a completely different matter,” 
said Morgan, and she shoved a large spoonful of Baked 
Alaska in her mouth. 

After I dropped Morgan and Bennett off at the hotel after 
dinner, I decided I needed wine. By this point it was a 
need, not just a want. There was a supermarket down the 
street from the hotel, and I picked up two small boxes 
of Malbec. These boxes had twist tops, which meant I 
could dispense with the corkscrew and drink directly 
out of the box.

It was only 7pm, and I didn’t want to go back to the 

hotel and be alone for the hours until I fell asleep. Be-
sides academic conferences, I was never in hotels alone; 
hotels reminded me of being on trips with Vincent. I 
liked going on vacation with him, just getting away from 
everything, seeing new things. Vincent was a planner, 
loved getting maps, highlighting the path we’d travel 
with a yellow marker, even though we could leave the 
directions up to our GPS. He studied too much before we 
went anywhere, memorizing the ten-day forecast, read-
ing the Yelp reviews of all the most popular restaurants 
in the area, studying the topography. Throughout these 
trips he’d bust out facts and statistics about wherever we 
were visiting, and I would tune him out. Later, I’d inevi-
tably ask him about something he’d already talked about, 
and he’d say, “Do you ever listen to anything I have to 
say?” His facts used to annoy me, but now I wished he 
were beside me in the grocery store, telling me which 
boxed wine Consumer Reports had rated as the best, com-
ing up with a plan for the evening, spouting off facts 
about the elevation of the Green Mountains. 

I walked up and down the aisles of the supermarket, 
dragging out the time before returning to my room. As 
I walked, I got an idea. In one aisle, I grabbed a box of 
Gobstoppers. In the next aisle, there were cheap toys, 
and I saw a treasure hunting kit, which included a map, a 
compass, and a magnifying glass. I put the kit in my cart. 
Then I saw a basket of small plastic moose and placed half 
a dozen in my cart too. 

I returned to my hotel room, drank one box of wine 
from the container, drove to the covered bridge we’d 
driven over earlier, set things up, and returned to knock 
on Morgan’s door. She opened the door dressed in flannel 
pajamas with poodles on them and fluffy white slippers. 

“You’re going to sleep already?” I said. “It’s not even 
nine.”
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“The day was exhausting, Dr. Miller.” She stood in the 
doorway blinking at me.

“Do you and Bennett want to go do something with 
me?”

“Bennett’s Skyping with his girlfriend right now.”
“Bennett has a girlfriend?”
“I know, can you believe it, Dr. Miller?” 
“Well, didn’t Shrek eventually find a girlfriend?”
“I thought you didn’t know who Shrek was.”
“Listen, do you want to go?”
“Go where?”
“On an adventure.”
“I don’t know, Dr. Miller. We have to get up early to-

morrow for the conference.”
“Live a little, Morgan.”
“I’m in my pajamas. It’s not appropriate to go outside 

in pajamas.”
“So change.”
“I have homework to do. I don’t know if you know, but 

I have a double major and two minors.”
“Why do that to yourself? Why sign up for so much?”
Morgan shrugged. Then she said, “I need to make ev-

eryone happy. My mom works for Goldman Sachs and 
wants me to go to business school after I graduate. My 
dad’s a lawyer. He was an English major, though, and 
he said lawyers should be able to read and write well. 
Everyone wants me to follow in their footsteps.”

“And what do you want to do?”
Morgan paused. “I have no idea,” she said. “I don’t 

know what I’m going to do or what I’m good at. And 
I’m graduating in a semester. Do you have any advice 
for me?”

“You’ll figure it out,” I said, but I knew it was one of 
the worst things to say. This was the kind of thing clue-
less adults who didn’t remember being young and con-

fused and unsure of the future said to younger people. 
“So are you coming or what?”

Morgan stared at me for a few seconds. I knew that if 
nothing else she was curious and then the next day she 
could boast to Bennett that she’d done something he 
hadn’t done, that she’d been invited out by a professor. 
“All right, Dr. Miller,” she said. “I’ll come.”

In the car, Morgan asked where we were going. The rain 
was coming down harder, and one of my wipers squealed 
each time it passed over the windshield. I’d have to re-
member to buy a new one at some point.

“Nightclub,” I said.
“Oh, no, really? I’ve never been to one. And I don’t 

think I’m dressed for it. Oh, Dr. Miller, no, we can’t do 
this.”

I laughed. “Morgan, look around. What do you see?”
“Trees. Woods.”
“Exactly. I was kidding about the nightclub. I don’t 

think there’s one for fifty miles. Just calm down.” I 
reached into my pocket and extracted two Gobstoppers 
from a baggie I’d put them in earlier. I had originally 
brought the baggie to slip the hotel’s TV remote into. 
It was something Vincent had always done, because he 
said hotel remotes were some of the most germ-infested 
objects in the world, but I’d already picked up and used 
the remote and had forgotten to put the baggie over it 
when I’d remembered I had one in my suitcase. “Have 
one of these.”

“What is that?”
“It’ll calm you down. The street name is Ataraxia.”
“Dr. Miller, I don’t do drugs. And you shouldn’t either, 

especially not while operating a motor vehicle. You know 
I’m going to have to tell Dr. Holmes about this when we 
get back.”
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“Take one, Morgan. Take the red one. It’s for people 
who are really uptight. I’m having the green one since I’m 
already halfway mellow from drinking some wine earlier.”

“Are you driving drunk?” Morgan said. “That’s not 
safe, especially not on a rainy night.” 

I laughed. How would Morgan deal with the world 
once she graduated? She was so self righteous, so cer-
tain of her own correctness, so sure that no one else 
knew what they were doing. I extended my hand with 
the red Gobstopper in it. She took the Gobstopper, rolled 
it around her fingers, and smelled it. She stuck out her 
tongue and licked it. 

“Dr. Miller, this is an Everlasting Gobstopper.”
“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe it’s just packaged to look 

and taste like a Gobstopper. Eat it and see what hap-
pens.”

Morgan rolled down her window and threw the Gob-
stopper out onto the road.

“Great,” I said. “Do you know how much that one At-
araxia cost?” I wondered if I could take Gobstoppers to 
the dog park and sell them to the hipster lumberjack 
or to suburban moms who just wanted an escape from 
the drudgery of their daily lives, the monotony of cook, 
clean, bath time, bedtime, repeat. 

“Dr. Miller, could you please take me back to the ho-
tel? I don’t want to be in this car with you in your com-
promised state.”

“Ha! I’m just like one of those characters in the stories 
you want to censor, right? What’s my next move? What’s 
my next crazed move under the influence of a small box 
of wine?”

“Dr. Miller, I think you’ve lost your mind.” Morgan 
grabbed the handle on the passenger side door. “How 
about you pull over and let me drive?”

“It’s fine. We’re here anyway.” I stopped next to the 

covered bridge. Morgan took her phone out of her 
pocket.

“I don’t have reception,” she said.
“Don’t worry about it. My phone isn’t working out 

here either.” I could tell she was panicked. I reached into 
my jacket pocket and withdrew the map from the trea-
sure hunting set I’d gotten at the supermarket. “I found 
this,” I said. “In my tote bag from the conference. I think 
someone wanted to let me know there was treasure out 
here.”

I’d taken the map and wrinkled it up and had drawn a 
few landmarks on it that I’d seen on my drive, including 
the covered bridge. I’d ripped off part of the map, which 
showed an Egyptian pyramid and claimed there was a 
“tomb of jewels” inside. 

“This is a toy,” said Morgan. 
“Is it?” I said. “Or is it a map to treasure?”
“Why would they put a map to treasure just in your 

tote bag, Dr. Miller?”
“Sometimes our job isn’t to ask why,” I said. “Some-

times our job is to seek out adventure when it’s been 
laid before us.”

“Dr. Miller, I think you’re drunk.”
“Stop it, just stop it, would you, with the Dr. Millers? 

Enough. Can you just call me Amy?” The car was begin-
ning to fog up from our breath. 

“I can’t call you by your first name. You’re a professor.” 
“Then just call me ‘Hey, you’ if you need me, just stop 

with the constant Dr. Miller, okay? Miller’s my hus-
band—my ex-husband’s—last name. I just can’t stand 
hearing it come out of your mouth every five seconds.” I 
unbuckled my seatbelt. 

“Oh,” Morgan said. “I didn’t know. You’re still wearing 
your ring.” 

“Let’s get out of the car,” I said. “There’s an X on the 
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treasure map at this bridge.”
I led Morgan inside the covered bridge. Our footsteps 

echoed in the damp darkness. It felt cooler inside the 
bridge than it had outside. I could barely see anything, 
just Morgan’s dark silhouette.

Morgan pulled a small flashlight out of the pocket of 
her jacket and shone it around the bridge. 

“You’re impressively prepared,” I said. 
“I’m a Girl Scout,” Morgan said. “I haven’t been able to 

keep up this year, but maybe after I graduate.”
“Yeah, maybe you can be a full-time adult Girl Scout 

after graduation,” I said. “Can you get a badge for hav-
ing the most majors and minors out of any Girl Scout?”

She glared at me. “This is totally creepy. I wish Benny 
were here. He could at least defend me in case you go 
completely off the rail.”

“I was once a Girl Scout,” I said.
“Apparently you learned nothing about being a good 

citizen,” Morgan said.
I laughed. I wondered if Morgan really thought I was 

going to do something horrible to her, kill her and bury 
her under the bridge maybe. I wondered if the thought 
that these were the last moments of her life made her 
bolder than usual.

I put two Gobstoppers in my mouth and let them 
clack against my teeth. I held out the bag to Morgan, but 
she shook her head. “Hey, are you into Bennett?” I asked.

“Benny? No, I, no, I mean, he’s nice and all but he has 
a girlfriend.”

“And if he didn’t? You’d go for him?”
“It’s not exactly that simple in matters of the heart.”
“No, it’s not. You’re right about that.”
“The thing is, Benny would never go for me. His girl-

friend is gorgeous. And look at me.”
“Oh, Morgan, you’re . . . ” I swept a hand toward her, 

taking in her black North Face jacket, her gray sweat-
pants with the college’s logo printed up the side, her 
Uggs. She was perfectly normal and ordinary. She looked 
like thousands of other twenty-one-year-old girls. Noth-
ing that would make her stand out, nothing bad, really, 
besides her personality. 

“See, now this is where you should be lying. I believe 
it’s called a white lie and you tell me that I’m not an ogre 
and it wouldn’t be impossible for Benny to like me.”

“I was just distracted,” I said. “Just thinking of how 
Bennett could find himself a gorgeous girlfriend.”

Morgan shrugged. “He’s easy to boss around. Some 
women find that very attractive.”

She stomped to the side of the covered bridge, her 
steps reverberating. She shined her flashlight up a hori-
zontal beam, and reached up. She pulled down a moose. 
She stepped a few feet away and pulled down another. 
She kept going until she’d pulled down all six moose I’d 
purchased earlier in the evening.

“The meese are a clue to treasure?” said Morgan.
“Is meese the plural of moose? Not moose? Like 

shrimp is the plural of shrimp?”
“I’m certain it’s meese,” Morgan said.
“I think the moose or meese are the treasure.”
Morgan examined a moose under the beam of her 

flashlight, held it up close to her face in the darkness. 
“Did you come out here after dinner to put the meese 
here? Why would you do that? Don’t you have papers to 
grade or something?”

“I have plenty to do.”
“And instead you do this? What’s wrong with you?” 

She put the moose on the ground, lined up in a neat row 
near the side of the bridge, so if any cars drove over the 
bridge, they would not crush them. I could hear rain fall-
ing outside. Morgan’s hair had frizzed from the moisture, 
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and her words came out with small puffs of smoke. 
 “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I said, and 

I really didn’t. But I was starting to think that maybe 
Vincent was right, in some ways at least, about my need-
ing to grow up, to take things more seriously. How had 
I found myself on this dark bridge on a cold night with 
Morgan Norton? What was I hoping to accomplish here? 
I was like that hipster lumberjack holding the Pomera-
nian in the dog park; I was someone ridiculous with no 
good reason to be where I was.

“I was supposed to call my parents tonight. To let 
them know I’m okay. They would freak out if they knew I 
was in the middle of the woods right now,” Morgan said.

I thought it was nice, important, to have someone 
to report in to, someone that cared about your where-
abouts. In just a few months, Morgan would be thrust 
out into the world, and no matter how many majors and 
minors she had, they wouldn’t protect her from how dif-
ficult real life could be. Nothing in textbooks and class-
rooms really prepared people for how to live once you 
were on your own, once you were done with school.

“Let’s go,” I said. “You want the moose?” and Morgan 
shook her head, shined her flashlight beam over them 
one more time, then clomped toward the car and impa-
tiently pulled at the door handle. “I have to unlock it,” I 

said. “I don’t have automatic doors.” 
In the car, Morgan shivered, wrapped her arms around 

her torso. I turned up the heat and we drove away from 
the bridge and headed back toward paved roads. My arm, 
the one that I’d broken all those years ago, bothered me 
and I steered with only the other hand. The arm got 
sore when it rained hard, when it was damp, as if the 
bones could remember how once they’d been shattered. 
I thought about Vincent and his still-healing arm, and I 
hoped this last surgery would work, that his bones would 
grow together correctly. I thought about Arnie playing 
with our dogs—no, my dogs—maybe with them curled 
up on his bed, warming his feet. I wondered if the dogs 
would want to come home to me after all the attention 
Arnie had given them, after Rufus’s field trips to campus. 

“So all of that, it was really a wild goose chase,” said 
Morgan. She fidgeted with the zipper on her jacket, zip-
ping it up and down, up and down. “A waste of time. Do 
you know how much homework I have to do?”

The first thing that popped into my mind was wild 
moose chase, but I didn’t say it out loud, I didn’t say, 
“No, Morgan, not a wild goose chase. We went on a wild 
moose chase.” Instead, I said something else, something 
I almost never said, had not ever said to Vincent in the 
years we were married. Instead, I said, “I’m sorry.” 
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| t H E  S t u D E n t S  H A V E  A S K E D  M E 

t o  B E  M o R E  V i S i B L y  q u E E R

First, you must peruse my shoes. Always black 
boots, chunky, militant. Do these heels seem 
too high for a dyke? Then you must assess

my hair. Is the fade ethnic or gay? White
women say, You pull that look off, meaning: 
Even with a buzz cut, you still look straight. 

If the shorn locks don’t disclose what you’d hoped, 
eye my clothes. Do jeans, do shirts that expose
lean biceps read as queer? No? Punk, you say,

or the prof ’s slumming today. In drag, then—
boas and leather skirts, peacock strutting 
his stuff—do you name this dragon lady 

or genderfucked? Here’s where you scrutinize
my nails, painted deep green and blue, livid
hues. Lesbians keep theirs short. What do bi

and pan folks do? Do my fingers obey
the rules? Will you view instead my tattoos:
snake circling my shoulder, Venus symbol

on my fist, the sheela na gig spreading 
her vulval lips. Are these clear enough clues,
or do you wonder, as my father did,

JeNNiFer p e r r i N e
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How will you explain these to your husband,
your kids? Last resort: please appraise my space,
my office adorned with rainbow stickers, 

safe zone signs, bookshelves lined with Cunt,
Gender Outlaw, Stone Butch Blues. Attributes
of a good ally, or have you unearthed 

definitive proof? Still confused? That’s not
your fault—the world erases us faster 
than we can carve our marks. Listen: if we’re

out in the forest and no one sees us,
let’s learn other ways to find each other,
to walk together, even in the dark.
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| S P A M  i S  P A S S i n G  i n t o  o u R  L i V E S

with apologies to Philip Levine

It’s wonderful to scroll through six minutes
to skinny, ENDS TODAY, $19.99, a massive

contradiction (There’s still time), brain glogged 
with need, with breakfast guaranteed to flatten 

my will to sing. I can smell Just waiting to meet you! 
Whiff of I’m the type of every way and position, 

not settle but fool around; I’m the pig rooting
in the land of unfair advantage that shakes  

my shanks with a woman named Lillian calling me 
deer, beginning her missives I am a woman, 

ending them with Yours. In my dreams, press here 
to be friends with a cheating wife, absolute 

last chance tickling my tusks, or shit, discover 
TV, my Boston butt a suspicious attempt 

at limited functionality. They want to restore 
my access, but I must proceed with verification 

process. O, my suffering hocks, my unsafe oink, 
my exceeded storage, the sale always extended, 

m A r T h A  S i l A N o
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always a permanent cure, the chance to feel 
twenty again, my solicited assistance 

in a claim of $9,400,000. You the gold merchant, 
needing my cooperation, my 50/50, my sincerest want.
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| l A N C e  l A r S e N

I was making good time through red-rock waste, lights on, leaves drifting like cinders.
A mile into this twisty mayhem, I thought, Wait, no trees? I pulled over, cracked the
door. Not leaves passing under my car but beetles: tens of millions, Lake Bonneville
rising without water. If I had just driven away from a kiss and a girl holding it, I could
have droned on about the invisible mouths of desire. If I were halfway to a funeral, I
could have catalogued the way grief drags along on jointed legs, antennae tasting the
air. No, I was seventeen, in a hurry to somewhere else. And now, stopped by beetles.
Ugly, everyday, otherworldly beetles. Like striped tanks they fingered forward, moist 
and redly pulsing. Behind me: tracks I left, as if through red snow. Ahead, tracks I
was yet to make. I made slow my mantra, with Johnny Cash and windows up to
camouflage the crunching, then fast with me singing made-up, madman tunes. Still
they crept, and I jittered over them. Would my tires ever come clean?  When the road
cleared, I slumped—too earthy to rise like smoke, too young to climb out right there,
kiss the dotted line, and say thank you. Instead I killed my lights and drove blind for
five miles, navigating by sweat and moon. And the stars said what is your name, and
my foot said I’m sorry, and the beetles said we are the sea, we are the endless sea.

H u R t i n G  t H E  W o R L D  At  D i F F E R E n t  S P E E D S
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| l A N C e  l A r S e N t H E  W i D E R  yo u  tAC K ,  t H E  t Ru E R  you  WA n D E R

Hopping around like a flea, isn’t this the best way, yes like a tornado auditing a paper
factory, to read a book of poems, randomness your modus operandi, fingers hungry,
every stanza haunted by déjà vu, plenty of time to stub a toe on an angel, kiss the
sleeping dog instead of the beloved, look at me jump twelve alligators I mean titles,
how will I know I’m finished, white space is a lovely abyss in the brain if not a god, is
that my rapture of the deep or yours, without crumbs to follow where is home, is that
a funeral up ahead or preparatory mist?
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S A r A h  k .  l e N z  |  t H E  B E L L y  o F  D E S i R E

1. Belly: The protruding abdomen of a pregnant woman

When I was five, I played the Pregnancy Game with the 
Hruby sisters, Jennifer and Stephanie. We used my Cab-
bage Patch Kid, Tallulah, a coveted Christmas present in 
1986, but one that turned out to be a disappointment 
because she was so ugly. Tallulah’s hair—short loops of 
yellow yarn that haloed her head—looked like a helmet 
made of a hook-rug. I hated her for that. Still, I played 
with her often enough that her soft limbs developed a 
patina of grime.

After dinner, while our parents sat around the table 
talking, we girls went to my bedroom to play. We fought 
over who got to stick Tallulah up her shirt, but I won 
because she was my doll.

“I’m going to have a baby!” I cried. Then as I had seen 
my mom do when she was pregnant with my little sister, 
I practiced Lamaze breathing—whooo, whooo, heeeeee.

Stephanie, playing Nurse, had me lie down on the bed 
so she could stick my arm with a fake hypodermic—a 
retractable Bic pen. To us babies came from bellies. We 
knew nothing of birth canals or uteruses, so every de-
livery necessitated a C-section. Doctor Jennifer reached 
in under my shirt with the scalpel—improvised from 
a plastic picnic knife with serrated edge—and swiped 
across the flesh of my abdomen, grasped Tallulah by her 
ankle, pulled her from under my Care Bears sweatshirt, 
and dangled her, triumphantly, above my head.

“You have a healthy baby girl,” she said.

Once born, Tallulah was never fed, diapered, or 
rocked. My desire for child rearing began and ended with 
the drama of birth. The game was about being the center 
of attention.

2. Tummy: Slang for paunch

I got my tummy in the third grade. It came from eating 
too much fast food at the Chanticleer Drive-in. That was 
the year Mom went back to work and stopped cooking, 
the year Dad lost the farm and we moved to a house in 
town. I was grieving my old home. As if by filling my 
tummy with French fries and hot fudge sundaes, I could 
fill a deeper emptiness.

Sometimes I sat naked on the toilet before bathing. I 
hunched over, grabbed the thick snake of fat that started 
at the side of my waist, pinched it away from my rib cage, 
and imagined ripping it off. When I reached the center 
of my abdomen, I had two handfuls of fatty flesh. My 
belly button disappeared into the fold. What remained 
looked like a giant, puckered mouth. I squeezed these 
blubber lips.

In the weeks leading up to my ninth birthday, I pored 
over Mom’s Wilton-method cake decorating magazines, 
flipping through pictures of exquisite frosting designs. 
Pastel-green leaves unfurled over paper-smooth fondant 
from a cascade of buttercream frosting roses, the petals 
so delicate they looked like real flowers. The children 
pictured next to the birthday cakes fascinated me too. 
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They were thin and smiled freely. I, on the other hand, 
sucked in my tummy anytime I thought someone might 
be looking, especially the eye of a camera. In most photos 
I wore a tense, pained look on my face, more grimace 
than smile.

I settled on a chocolate sheet cake trimmed with a 
shell-frosting border, a cascade of pink-buttercream 
roses, and my name inscribed in pink frosting at the 
center. In the birthday snapshot, I wear a pink sweater 
stretched tight over my round tummy. I’m so caught up 
in the moment—seconds before I scoop one of those 
coveted roses off the cake and into my mouth—I forget 
to suck in my tummy. I smile, fat chipmunk cheeks fram-
ing my face. I look so happy knowing how the desired 
sugar will comfort me.

3. Midriff: Middle part of the body between chest and waist, 
often revealed to incite sexual appeal

The summer after third grade, my cousin Erin came to 
stay with my family. Having abandoned the Pregnancy 
Game, the Hruby girls and I taught Erin our new favorite: 
Dirty Dancing. Inspired by the 1987 film starring Patrick 
Swayze (which I watched on VHS until I could repeat 
every line), we took turns dancing to the soundtrack. 
Still years from puberty, we couldn’t see what was “dirty” 
about gyrating hips, but we got the love story. By the end 
of the film, Jennifer Gray’s character, Baby Housman, 
won the love of Johnny, the sexy dance instructor. It 
inspired us to emulate her every move.

For Christmas that year, my mother bought me the 
soundtrack, a vinyl LP. I played it on my Fisher-Price 
turntable. Using the song list on the album cover, we 
made elaborate dance lists, plotting out who was allowed 
to dance to each song.

My song was Eric Carmen’s hit, “Hungry Eyes.” In 
the scene at the dance studio, Baby wears a pink bra and 
matching pink shorts. Johnny dances in front of her, 
and Penny (the dancer Baby will sub for once she learns 
the routine), dances behind, her hands on Baby’s back 
and waist, guiding. In this composition, Baby’s midriff is 
the focal point, centered in the screen. Her chiseled abs 
undulate under the slight twisting movement each dance 
step triggers. Sweat glistens on her skin.

In classic 80s-style montage, the film cuts to a series 
of dance practices, all revealing that delicious midriff, 
while Carmen croons: “I’ve got this feeling that won’t 
subside….Now I’ve got you in my sights with these hun-
gry eyes.” In the next cut, Baby wears a tight white crop-
top. Then we see only her torso, the waist of black Jockey 
panties, and Johnny’s hands at the side of her waist.

With the recent development of my own midriff, 
Baby’s image was one to aspire to. Surely when I was 
older and had breasts, my torso would look like that. 
Baby gave me something to hope for while miserable at 
school and scared about how much my parents worried 
about money. Though I didn’t feel sexual attraction yet 
at that age, the way Johnny held, hugged, and laughed 
with Baby in the movie filled me with a feeling that I 
couldn’t describe.

4. Jelly Belly: A gourmet jelly bean made in 51 flavors popular 
in America during the 1980s

When I was in fifth grade, every time Grandma B took 
me to the mall, she bought me jelly beans. Grandma had 
roughly the same measurements as Buddha. She stood 
about five feet one, measured 45 inches at the waist, and 
possessed wide, child-bearing hips that allowed her to 
have nine babies. Even without all that childbirth, she 
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would have been bottom-heavy. All the women on that 
side of the family have inherited her shape.

I had tried on twenty pairs of jeans at J. C. Penney, 
but the only pair that fit around my belly had hideous 
front pleats and an ugly acid wash. Grandma insisted 
on buying not one, but two identical pairs of them since 
I couldn’t get by with only one pair of school jeans. To 
my classmates, it’d look like I wore the same pair every 
day, making me seem even poorer than we were. As we 
stood at the Jelly Belly store counter, I tried to forget the 
shopping bag hanging from my wrist.

Though you could pick and choose separate flavors, 
I was too greedy, too worried about making the wrong 
choice and missing out. I loved the brilliant colors—
cactus-pad green, stoplight red, buttery-yellow, blue-
indigo, all luminous like sea glass. I wanted them all. So I 
ordered my usual—a ½ lb assorted. The cashier weighed 
the candy and shoveled it from bin to white paper bag 
with a silver-handled scoop.

When I clutched the bag, the beans clinked like peb-
bles, each a promise of pleasure. I cupped my eye over 
the opening so I saw a tunnel of white paper bag, and 
the end of it, a riot of bright-colored beans splendid as 
any kaleidoscope.

5. Muffin Top: Fatty flesh that spills over the waistline of pants 
or skirts because of tight clothing and/or excess body fat

When I was growing up, dressing up meant wearing No 
Nonsense Control-Top pantyhose, a modern replace-
ment to the girdle, packaged in plastic orange envelopes. 
For church I wore dresses Mom had sewn from Simplic-
ity patterns. On my body the finished garments never 
looked like the girls’ on the pattern envelope. The bodices 
were too big, the waists too tight across my stomach.

“Control tops will fix that,” Mom said when the fabric 
puckered unflatteringly over my gut.

She helped me pull the nylons up my legs, pinching 
my skin in an attempt to grasp the flimsy material. The 
waistband dug into my flesh, but as soon as I pulled my 
dress over my head, the waistband rolled down, making 
a sausage. I pressed hard on my lower belly. Swathed in 
tight elastic, it took on the tautness of a basketball while 
forming a crest of muffin-soft flesh above the waistband.

By the time I started college I’d stopped wearing con-
trol tops. They suffocated me. And I didn’t need them 
anymore. The clothes off J.C. Penney’s racks fit me fine. 
Though I wouldn’t have described myself as thin, I kept 
my weight down by giving up junk food and by exercis-
ing.

I wore control top panty hose only once after leaving 
home, when my mom and I went to a cousin’s wedding 
and shared a hotel room for the weekend. As we were 
dressing, I snagged a runner through my pantyhose.

“I have a brand-new pair you can have,” Mom said. 
She rummaged through her luggage and handed me the 
orange package, unchanged over the years. As I shimmed 
the tight pantyhose up my legs, she kept up a steady 
commentary on my appearance.

“That lipstick’s awfully bright for your complexion,” 
she noted as she fussed over her hair in the bathroom 
mirror. Her tone reminded me of Grandma B.

She nodded to my dress hanging from the towel rack 
and then to my Mary Jane flats. “Those shoes don’t go 
with that hemline. Are they the only ones you brought?”

Standing there in my bra and pantyhose, I looked 
down at my belly. The pantyhose seam reminded me of a 
scar. I wanted to rip the nylons off my stomach. Instead I 
helped my mother zip her dress. Like wearing pantyhose, 
this wedding was something to be endured.
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Since middle school, I had compared myself to the 
bride, Melissa, and always came up short. She was thin-
ner, prettier, and richer than me. For years I’d wanted to 
shuck off the fat around my midsection, but standing in 
that hotel room, a new desire came over me. I wished I 
were the bride.

6. Six-Pack: A set of well-developed rectus abdominis

My junior year of college, I dated a soldier. He had come 
back from Iraq hard and chiseled. As we lay in bed, I 
traced his six-pack with my tongue, then lightly kissed 
the six rippled muscles running from his pubic crest to 
his ribs. He was tan, lean, and smiled like a super-model. 
My head told me, “He’s sexy,” but my body wasn’t into it. 
I was so uncomfortable around him while naked, I could 
never climax. Once he ran his hands over my naked body, 
but stopped suddenly at my stomach.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“You’re just so—soft,” he said. “Not fat, but soft. 

You’ve got to do some sit-ups or something.” He grabbed 
at my belly and shook his hand like a dog wrestling a 
chew toy. I fought back tears when I thought about those 
hours of Pilates I had done when he was deployed, and 
still my body didn’t make him—or me—happy.

When I got sick of faking orgasms, I broke up with the 
soldier. Even though I had done the dumping, I still felt 
like a failed husband-catcher.

7. Solar Plexus: Nerves of the sympathetic system located at 
the pit of the stomach

I found my solar plexus after breaking up with the soldier 
to date the man I would eventually marry. I had enrolled 
in a Hatha yoga class at the university fitness center. 

Chakras, I learned, were the body’s energy centers. The 
solar plexus chakra controlled my fear, anxiety, personal 
power, and transitions.

“Let your belly soften. On the inhale let it grow large. 
Grow round,” the yogi instructed. To nurture calmness, 
he explained, you must breathe from the bottom of your 
belly.

We did Mountain Pose—or Tadasana—which didn’t 
look like any yoga poses I’d imagined. We stood. Feet 
aligned parallel, hip width apart. Eyes closed. Arms hung 
with palms out. Energy floated through my body and 
tingled out my fingertips.

“You’re like seaweed floating in the ocean,” the yogi 
said. “Your bones can float around in your body.” He told 
me to place my hand on my belly.

“Your belly is an air pillow,” the yogi said. “You know 
when you order something from Amazon, and it comes 
with those little plastic pillows full of air?” I chuckled. 
He was right. Just like an air pillow, the flesh cupped in 
my hand was somehow firm and soft at the same time. 
I imagined a radiating yellow ball of energy revolving 
just under my solar plexus. My belly didn’t feel fat. It 
was strong. Whole.

When the session was over, I stood as tall as a moun-
tain, proud of my rugged crags and jagged outcroppings.

8. Pot Belly (1): A swollen or protuberant stomach

While dating the man I married, we took in midnight 
showings of cult-classic films in Midtown Omaha at the 
Dundee, a historic theater, the interior of which resem-
bled a red velvet cake. Until I saw Quentin Tarantino’s 
1994 film Pulp Fiction there, I never thought a pot belly 
could be sexy. Fabienne (played by Maria de Medeiros) 
obsesses over blueberry pie and pot bellies. Her lover, 
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Butch Coolidge—the boxer played by Bruce Willis—
comes to her on the lam after killing his opponent in 
the ring.

She lolls on the bed of their dive-hotel room wearing 
a baggy T-shirt and a pair of cotton panties and says in a 
sexy French accent, “I’ve been theenking about pot bellies. 
How I wish I had one.”

“ You should be happy, ’cause you do,” Butch tells 
her.

She bristles, explaining that having a bit of tummy is 
not the same thing as a pot belly. Butch is perplexed and 
agitated, but she goes on.

“Pot bellies make a man look either oafish or like a 
gorilla. But on a woman a pot belly is very sexy. The rest 
of you is normal. Normal face, normal legs, normal hips, 
normal ass, but with a big, perfectly round pot belly. If 
I had one, I’d wear a T-shirt two sizes too small to ac-
centuate it.”

“You think guys would find that attractive?” he asks.
“I don’t give a damn what men find attractive. It’s un-

fortunate what we find pleasing to the touch and pleasing 
to the eye is seldom the same.”

Pot Belly (2): Having a round, protruding shape

If you Google the words “pot belly,” one of the hits will 
take you to photographs of the Guatemalan pot belly 
sculptures. Hundreds of them dot the Pacific slope and 
highlands. Human figures portrayed as crude spheres 
with large, jutting guts. As if holding a ball, they cup 
their hands to their bellies. Some look fierce. Others 
tilt their heads back and stare into the sky with hollow, 
sunken eyes.

When I look at the Guatemalan pot belly sculptures 
in grainy black and white photos from archeological 

magazines, I imagine what it would be like to visit the 
sculptures, to walk along the wind-whipped coastal para-
dise, and to feel dwarfed by its twelve-ton body. Carved 
from basalt, a volcanic rock amalgam of large and small 
minerals, the sculptures’ surfaces can be at once harsh 
and crude, smooth and fine. I want to run my hands over 
the rough velvet because it’s one of the most beautiful 
things I’ve seen.

At first my attraction to these crude lumps puzzles 
me, until it dawns on me that until now my standards 
of beauty have had three sources: glossy magazines, the 
movies, and my mother. To all three I owe my shame 
at having a pronounced gut. For as long as I could re-
member, two contradictory and paradoxical desires—the 
wish for a flat midriff and the wish to be a mother—had 
tugged at me. I never questioned them, let alone their 
sources. Now I wondered if those urges were genuinely 
mine.

The pot belly statues were beautiful precisely because 
they shocked, and in doing so, broadened my sense of 
what is “acceptable.” They’re beautiful the way a Picasso 
painting is beautiful because it challenges staid notions 
of “beauty.”

9. Baby Bump: The protruding abdomen of a visibly pregnant 
woman

After I turned thirty and had been married for five years, 
photos of pregnant bellies started crowding my Facebook. 
One by one, women I’d lost touch with over the years—
the Hruby sisters, my cousins—appeared on my page, 
their bellies bloated by pregnancy. They pressed bellies 
up to sinks for bathroom mirror selfie shots. In profes-
sional portraits, they cupped their hands under their bel-
lies and gazed lovingly down at their round protrusion.
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When my younger sister got pregnant last year, it 
was the first time she ever beat me to a milestone. Put-
ting careers first, my husband and I have delayed start-
ing our own family. The intense jealousy I felt over my 
sister’s pregnancy—when I wasn’t even trying to get 
pregnant—startled me. The latent longing for a baby 
suddenly sprang to life. It was like wanting Baby Hous-
man’s midriff all over again or envying Melissa when she 
was a bride (who, by the way, had just birthed her third 
beautiful baby).

The Christmas before my sister gave birth, she hired a 
photographer. She wanted to document her baby bump 
as it strained the elastic of her maternity jeans, and she 
wanted a family portrait too. One sunny day in early 
December I found myself with my mom and sister in a 
field with a photographer, who prompted us into posing.

“Put your hands on her belly,” she told us. My mom 
and I followed instructions. I’d never touched a pregnant 
belly before. I was shocked by how hard her bump felt, 
smooth as a wind-polished boulder, yet under that stony 
hardness a delicate fetus curled, floating in amniotic 
fluid—a future member of the family already beloved 
by my sister and her husband.

10. Rectus Abdominis: A long, flat, narrow muscle originat-
ing from the pubis to the seventh rib, forming part of the 
anterior abdominal wall

I was a year into a daily swimming and yoga regimen 
before I realized I had developed visible ab muscles. 
One evening I was packing for a business trip while my 
husband drank a beer and lounged on the bed watching 
me, hoping we’d have sex before I left. I tried on a new 
blouse, something slinky and tighter than anything else 
in my wardrobe.

“Does this blouse show too much belly?” I asked.
“You don’t have belly to show.”
I swiveled my hips in front of the mirror. He was right. 

For the first time in my life I didn’t look like I had a fat 
belly. After years fighting my flabby stomach with exer-
cise, I had won. It took me a while to realize this because 
I had long ago stopped exercising to shrink my waist 
measurement. Somewhere along the line it became its 
own pleasurable routine, satisfying and satiating.

I took the blouse off, folded and packed it in my suit-
case. I grabbed my husband’s beer off the nightstand 
and stole a swig. My beer drinking days are numbered. I 
hope to get pregnant soon, and my relationship with my 
belly will change again. The women who posted Facebook 
photos of their baby bumps now tell me all about their 
tiger stripes.

11. Tiger Stripes: Stretch marks and scarring patterns re-
maining on a belly after pregnancy

My cousin, Erin, was the first of my generation to have 
babies. She started when she was 20, and now, almost 
15-years later, I still haven’t tried to get pregnant, and 
she’s still saving up for plastic surgery on her pregnancy-
wrecked belly.

“Want to see something gross?” Erin said the last time 
I saw her. She lifted her shirt, revealing squishy, loose 
folds of skin that hung from her thin, petite frame be-
tween ribs and hips. The skin rippled with white scars.

My friend, Jodi, sees her tiger stripes differently. She 
told me about her four-year-old daughter’s curiosity. 
“When Elizabeth asked me what those marks were on 
my belly, I said, those are my tiger stripes. They’re special 
because I got them when you were in my belly. You’ll get 
tiger stripes too someday after you have a baby.” Jodi 
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smiles when she tells me how excited Elizabeth is to get 
stretch marks someday. I wonder if Elizabeth plays The 
Pregnancy Game with her dolls.

I try to project into the future. Will I conceive? And 
if I do, how will pregnancy change my body and my re-

lationship with it? Wanting is different than having. I 
won’t know until I have them if tiger stripes will make 
me feel inferior or fierce. Still, naming what I want must 
count for something. I want someone, someday, to call 
me Mom. 
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| xoChiTl- JuliSA  be r meJo M E D i tAt i o n  F o R  t H E  L o S t  A n D  F o u n D

“You won’t get lost if you take the road to the left and bear to the left at every crossroad.” 
—jorge luis borges

Baboquivari Peak is plastered on water gallons like children on milk cartons. If lost, keep
Babo Peak to your left to find your way north. If lost, expect bones to be found by
scorpions. Babo is an “incase of ”: incase of forgetting, incase of getting left behind. But
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| A l l i S o N  p i T i N i i  d Av i S i n  t H E  B A C K  o F  t H E  i n n K E E P E R ’ S  M i n D ,

t H E  K E y R A C K

There is a way to love things open, 
to turn and turn:

a line of numbered doors hinging
on the highway. 

There is a June night thickening with duplicates.

There is a flashing longitude of neon.

There are the keys. They hang like filthy bats
that chime out on the hour. Oh Pall Mall tower,

their teeth are sharp! Nocturnal with cavity. 

They are enough to make money.
To make nervous. 

On the rack, each shines out like a capital 
rich with understudies.

Each one the kind of city that makes you wait
 
with your head throbbing no 
then vacancy. 
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| r yA N  m AT T e r N F o u n D  i n  t H E  A z i M u t H

The deer crosses its legs and bows,
performs a little taunt.

The creek is gentle, has weakened with time.
There are smashed rocks lining

its floor—their song is something like
how things used to be.

This is what we know:

diner banter on vinyl seats,
our pockets holding too few quarters

to hear the song we love.
Our grandmother’s cigarette lighter

used for its purpose.
The dimestore tint peeling from the windows.

The memory’s gone rabid
so we raise our rifles to it.

This is all right.
We’ve not forgotten how to love.
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| r yA N  m AT T e r N t H E  n E W  B E D

In the new bed, I swim in your hair
while the sound of the highway
laps at the windows. The moon,
a quiet light, a fabled cave ocher.

Your body tosses, rapt in some dream,
over the dogs and the cat who watch
the shadows track up and across
the walls with disinterest.

I can feel it now, the heartbeat
you’d asked of me, in the spot
between my smallest toes.
I should stop here.

We woke up too long later
with hungry animals and wet sunlight.
A hurricane found home in the city.
They gave it a girl’s name.
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k r i S T e N  i S k A N d r i A N  |  t H E  F A M i L y  At  t H E  E n D  o F  t H E  W o R L D

The revelation being that his baby could have an advan-
tage over other babies. He stashed bottles of breast milk 
in every place he could: the glove box, the center console, 
underneath the seats, along the rear windshield. In the 
deep pockets on the backs of the front seats he shoved 
mementos—a scrapbook with the earliest pictures and 
documented milestones; some small, furry toys; Marcus’s 
birth certificate as proof of existence, and their worn, 
pocket-sized copy of the Dhammapada. Under the floor 
mats he tucked photos of themselves, to ward off forget-
ting, if forgetting could even still exist.

The first telegram came before Marcus was born. Alex 
went to the door in a towel, but whoever knocked had 
left. A small slip of paper was wedged beneath the heavy 
hinge of the knocker.

The earth shall inherit the meek. Plan accordingly.

Alex brought the note to Alex, who looked at it for a 
long time. She rubbed her belly, filled with movement. 
She stuck the note on the refrigerator with the magnet 
shaped like a fish.

“I think it’s a good omen,” she said. She knew exactly 
what kind of mother she wanted to be.

Alex got dressed and brushed his teeth with all-nat-
ural toothpaste. Sometimes, he wished for Crest. He 
wandered back to the kitchen, still brushing, and looked 
out the window over the sink.

“It looks like everyone is getting one,” he said, care-
fully, trying not to spray toothpaste. A man was walking 
down the steps of the neighbor’s front porch, and across 
the lawn to the next house. Alex could see a stack of 
paper, like a deck of cards, jutting from the man’s back 
pocket.

“Maybe he’s a Jehovah’s Witness?” Alex wondered. 
She was standing in the doorway of the bedroom, which 
was also the doorway of the kitchen, still rubbing her 
belly.

Alex spit into the kitchen sink and swished water in 
his mouth. He rinsed his toothbrush and laid it on the 
counter before answering. “I don’t know. I don’t think so. 
I think Jehovah’s Witnesses maybe ask to come inside.”

Alex went into the bedroom. The bed was still unmade 
and had small piles of baby things all over it. Seeing them 
made her feel happy, lusty. She wanted sex all the time. 
“I have to finish folding everything and find a place for 
all of it.” 

She was thinking about how one appetite begets an-
other. Sex made her want to eat, and eating made her 
want to sleep, and sleeping made her want to have sex. 
She wanted many babies, and a bigger garden to feed 
them all, and a giant bed for everyone and their piles 
to sleep in.

Alex was looking out the window again. The man was 
still in view, at a distant neighbor’s door for a moment, 
and then, again, walking briskly down the steps. 
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“Let’s go to bed,” came his wife’s voice. 
“Now?” said Alex. 
But he joined her, amidst the mounds of small socks 

and blankets. Her body felt ensconced in flesh.

Marcus was born at home to the sound of Alex’s mea-
sured om-shantis and Alex’s favorite theramin record, 
surrounded by crystals that snowflaked the bright light 
of the midday sun. Alex held Alex from behind, naked 
down to his underwear. His ample chest hair was matted 
with sweat. He rubbed her neck, back, and arms, and 
spoke softly to her. Moment by moment, he was over-
coming his nausea and terror by focusing on the details 
of objects around the room: the worn corner of the jute 
rug, the dog-chewed leg of the secondhand sofa, a cob-
web strewn through the arrangement of dried flowers in 
the big tin watering can. The midwife kept murmuring 
that their baby was a prince, the prince of light, that 
he knew just how to be born. “He was born to do this,” 
she said several times. Alex contemplated the sentence, 
vaguely aware that there was some funny business going 
on in its logic, grateful to have another thing to occupy 
him. When Marcus emerged, the room seemed to go 
very still. Alex, Alex, and the midwife watched in aston-
ishment as he nudged himself upward, toward Alex’s 
breast. He sucked blindly, pushing against her breast 
with one tiny hand while the other loosely held the cord 
still binding her to him.

Alex and Marcus stayed attached for three days, the 
placenta resting in a ceramic bowl: nonseverance. Alex 
dusted it often, per Alex’s instructions, with lavender 
and goldenseal, happy to have something physical and 
specific to do. The living room smelled sweet and musky, 
as something in a dream smells. Alex and Marcus and the 
bowl lay amidst pillows, blankets, and towels, moving 

only to shift positions.
“We are still one,” she said on the second day, gently 

tapping the umbilical cord with her fingers. “But soon it 
will be dried out, and we will be two.” She smiled at Alex, 
a bit sadly. “We will be three.”

Her milk came surging in, soaking Marcus and their 
pallet. She nursed him constantly. Alex moved through 
the house in a trance of fatigue and uncertainty, won-
dering if these feelings amounted to the bliss of new 
fatherhood, if his wife’s body would ever return to him. 
From time to time, Marcus opened his eyes and stared 
at his father. It was a look that said, “You can go now.”

When Marcus was two weeks old, a second telegram 
came, delivered in the same manner as the first. This 
one was longer:

Start saying goodbye. The best things are always painful. 
Pain will disappear when you do. The burden of memory 
will disappear also. Expectations, disappointing whether 
met or unmet, will similarly fade. Congratulations! Soon it 

will all be gone. 

“At what point,” said Alex, who was growing a beard 
again, “do we maybe begin to take this seriously? I mean, 
as a kind of harassment? Or, like, being a public nui-
sance?”

Alex was wearing Marcus in a sling. She was slicing 
fruit languidly into a giant bowl. She consumed large 
quantities of fruit every day. “I don’t know,” she said, 
eating a piece of kiwi off the edge of the knife. A pulpy bit 
landed on Marcus’s head, but she didn’t notice. “I mean, 
who would we call? The cops? Seems tiresome.”

Alex was looking out the window again, seeing the 
same man as before walking briskly to each front door to 
leave the same slip of paper. Feeling suddenly put-upon, 
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with a sudden and uncharacteristic aggressiveness charg-
ing through him, he ran outside. “Hey!” he yelled. “Hey, 
stop! Who are you? What’s going on here?”

If the man heard him, he convincingly acted as though 
he did not, could not. 

“Excuse me! Please, stop! What do these notes mean?”
The man, now three houses down, was still in plain 

view. The street was otherwise quiet. It was a weekday; 
most people were at work. But the quiet, Alex thought, 
felt excessive, like being in an empty auditorium and 
calling to a balcony. He hesitated for a moment and then 
jogged toward the man. He imagined, as he ran, Alex 
running instead of him, Marcus knocking against her 
hip, his tender flesh bruising.

He was out of breath as he approached the man. “Who 
are you?” he said, holding his side a little. “What are you 
doing?”

The man faced him. They were standing on the side-
walk in front of someone’s house. 

“I’m just the messenger,” said the man.
“From whom?” said Alex. “Of what?”
The man smiled. “Ready or not, here the kingdom of 

orphans comes!”
“What?”
“Last one to know is a rotten egg!”
“Know what?” Alex felt some feeling he couldn’t name 

become physical in a part of his body he couldn’t place.
“I know you are but what am I?” The man giggled and 

his face looked like a baby’s. A little, thought Alex, like 
Marcus’s. With surprising speed, the man darted to his 
car and drove away.

Alex, Alex, and Marcus slept in the same bed. Alex was 
beginning to hate sharing the bed with her husband. He 
was so big, compared to Marcus. So noisy. At night, she 

cradled Marcus and tried to ignore Alex. During the day, 
she forgot she felt that way, and experienced a range of 
positive emotions toward him. Marcus seemed easily able 
to ignore Alex, night or day.

Alex found another telegram one morning, just before 
Marcus turned two months: You mustn’t believe that life 
is only this. There will be life without you in it! Pay attention 
to the final sunset. Die unto yourself, first. So that when you 
die unto your children you will feel only the seismic ecstasy 
of the world starting anew, its progeny returned to Eden! 
He crumpled it and stuck it in the junk drawer in the 
kitchen, under an old phone book. 

“I think I should start pumping,” Alex said, a few weeks 
later. “What do you think?”

For a moment Alex thought she was talking about 
exercise, weights. But then he realized this must be about 
her milk. Everything since Marcus was born was about 
her milk, in some way or another. She’d wanted Alex 
to taste it. “We should know, as his parents, what we 
are giving him.” Alex watched as she’d taken a breast 
from her shirt and grabbed his hand. Here was the word 
made flesh. Here was the idea, the suggestion—some 
imaginary, bodiless thing—becoming physical. The fig-
ment becoming fig. “Don’t be a baby!” she’d said, and 
he’d never felt more like a baby, as she grabbed his hand 
and expressed some milk onto his fingers. “It’s sort of 
sour, but buttery.”

He’d put his fingers in his mouth and felt his cheeks 
burn. He concentrated on not vomiting but afterward 
wished he’d just vomited, right at her feet, the mess a 
stand-in for the refusal he could not give.

To her question now, Alex simply said “Okay.” From 
his Moses basket on the floor, Marcus was making what 
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could only be called a rutting sound.
“I mean, I never really believed in it, but I got one at 

my shower, remember, and I figure, what if something 
were to happen and I couldn’t get to him, and someone 
else had to feed him?” She gazed at Marcus, asleep in her 
arms, as she spoke.

“Well, and I guess, too, we could get a babysitter or 
something sometime, and he or she could feed him, and 
we could get out, just the two of us,” Alex said. In general 
he had difficulty remembering anything about their life 
before Marcus, but for a split-second, he saw them seated 
across from one another, being served food, Alex wear-
ing heels and a tight red dress, feeding him something 
chocolatey off a fork. Her gaze restored, his.

“Oh,” she said, blinkingly. “I’m not sure I’m ready for 
that yet. But sure, maybe sometime in the future. For 
now, though, I guess you should learn to feed him too, 
with a . . . bottle.” She said the word disparagingly. “I’m 
going to stock the freezer. He’ll have my milk ‘til he’s 8!”

That afternoon, she pulled the pump from its box and 
sanitized its many parts in a pot of boiling water. When 
they were dry, she fit them together, laid a towel on the 
couch, and sat with Marcus latched onto one breast and 
a baby bottle fitted with a plastic funnel latched onto the 
other. When he started sucking, she turned the machine 
on, and milk began filling the bottle, first in drippy perfo-
rations, then in razor-thin zigzags, and finally in forceful 
gushes, at which point she leaned back and closed her 
eyes.

Alex went to the bedroom to lie down. He stared at 
the white ceiling and felt tired in his bones.

The third telegram—Two weeks until Total Orphanization, 
Leave Child in Small Enclosed Place—was delivered when 
Alex and Alex were out taking Marcus to the holistic 

doctor for his four-month check-up. That evening, the 
local news picked up the story. 

Alex was stirring quinoa on the stove. “Can you maybe 
turn that off?” She had read that television was bad for 
developing retinas. “Or just bring him in here? Wait, let 
me get the sling.” She put it on and took Marcus from 
her husband’s arms. He opened one eye and let out a 
long, rolling fart.

“Local residents have been receiving a series of odd, 
prophetic messages in their mailboxes and on their front 
doors, warning them that all children would soon become 
orphans, and advising them to ‘start saying goodbye’.” 
The news anchor had brilliant red hair and a bright pur-
ple top. Alex found her attractive. Her breasts were so, 
well, anchored.

“Look!” he said. “That’s exactly what we got!”
The screen showed slips of paper identical to the ones 

that had been delivered to their home. He felt the need to 
find them, as proof. He dug into the pocket of his jeans 
and pulled out the most recent one. 

Alex had returned to the kitchen and was humming 
gently, swaying in place at the stove. “You know, I wonder 
if he’s maybe sensitive to soy? He’s been so gassy lately.”

“They’re calling this guy the ‘Gloom Bandit,’ says he’s 
waging a ‘Scarepocalypse’.” Alex went to the kitchen 
and rummaged in the junk drawer for the telegram he’d 
stashed there. He noticed the one on the refrigerator and 
took it down, smoothed the three slips on the counter as 
if to decide something.

“Can you put this tofu back in the freezer, I think I’ll 
skip it tonight. We’ll see if it makes a difference.”

Alex took the white block and opened the freezer. It 
was filled with small bags of milk, rows and rows, ar-
ranged by date. He tried twice to balance the tofu on 
top of some bags but they were stacked too high; finally 
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he managed to wedge it in a corner. He banged shut the 
freezer door and the whole machine shuddered. Alex gave 
him a slight frown.

“They don’t know his name, or where he lives, or any-
thing. I guess there’s a small reward for any information.” 
He stepped away from the freezer.

“Hm. I wonder what they’d charge him with, exactly. I 
mean, nobody’s taking him seriously, right?” She looked 
Alex in the eye, for what felt like the first time since 
they’d been born.

“Who knows. There’s always someone who takes 
someone seriously.”

The last telegram said Now now now and was left in a new 
place, poking out from beneath the mat at the front door. 
Alex heard the thud of the screen door and footsteps 
on the porch, but when she went outside, she saw no 
one. She picked up the slip of paper and looked intently 
around, as if for an answer. Everything looked new to her 
eyes. The shabby chairs with their beginnings of rust, the 
low table that held the herb planter, Alex’s bicycle with 
the flat back tire. The day was warm, but there was a draft 
she could feel in the back of her throat, and under her 
skin, as if the air were passing through her, being filtered. 
She heard a low wail and darted inside just in time to 
see Marcus wriggle himself off the edge of the couch, 
where she had left him when she went to investigate, 
and thump onto the floor with a sharp cry. 

“My baby, my baby,” Alex said, and tried to move 
toward him, but her legs were like two cones of paper, 
bending in all the wrong places.

Alex rushed in from the other room and scooped Mar-
cus into his arms, kissing his face and rocking him until 
the screaming subsided. He checked his head carefully for 

bruises, and held him upright to see if his neck seemed 
hurt. Marcus regarded his father for a minute, before 
putting his thumb expertly into his wet cherry mouth 
and sucking. 

“What is he doing?” Alex said, breathless, pulling at 
the buttons of her blouse. “He’s never done that! Let me 
nurse him! He needs to be soothed!” She was still trying 
to make her way across the six or so feet of hardwood 
floor separating her from them. 

Alex watched her in amazement and confusion. She 
shimmered a little, like spilled oil. She was ionizing, be-
coming less solid. Alex kept thinking that he was seeing 
something that couldn’t possibly be happening, couldn’t 
possibly be real. This cannot be happening, he thought 
to himself, because. If he just finished the thought, he 
thought, he would stop the process. But he could not. 
His disbelief seemed only to accelerate it. Alex looked 
pixelated, then vaporous, until she was scarcely more 
than an outline, the red of her shirt wobbly like a child’s 
drawing. This cannot be happening, Alex thought, but 
it is happening. It is happening despite not being able 
to happen. He wanted to run away, but since what he 
wanted did not seem to matter, or like his wife, was not 
matter, he ran closer. He ran into the impossible. He put 
Marcus in the faint circumference of the impossible’s 
arms, and when Marcus started to slide through them, 
the impossible threw what was left of her body against 
the floor. She gathered herself in folds around him, chuff-
ing tears of air from where her eyes were disappearing. 
Soon she was almost invisible. Alex gathered them both 
up, feeling his wife pulse against his son with surprising 
force, and carried them toward where he thought they 
would be safe. 
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| q u E E n  i S A B E L  o n  W At C H  H i L L

Impeccable waiters waver in corners
as the Ocean House carousel cocktail
stills me. I’ll try to coax the rocking horse
out of my ear. All hilltop curbs signed
Private, I parked four blocks down
in an emptied town.

Now bankers own the old Portuguese
fishermen’s houses,
their wide chestnut planks and Persian
rugs seen only on weekends. 
I didn’t know a bay could freeze in waves, 
ruffled in place where the sea’s shallows
are a pewter plate.

In a dining room at the inn,
three walls of casements fill up
with the Sound. How many bright panes? 
Fallen into the ranks of those alone,
a glittering host feeds my gaze
over empty tables.

My love of loves is less than a ghost,
speaks to me not from the next room
or in dream.
Holy memory give me a crust—
rich soup of his voice or light
of his face on the glass
and I’ll sell all my jewels to feed us
poor believers.

k AT h l e e N  W i N T e r
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b r A N d o N  W i l l i A m S  |  S q u At t E R S

After he finishes his lunch hour shift behind the counter 
at the Flyers gas station, Mitch Buchanan drives to the 
courthouse. His wife, Janice, has been there all week, 
giving testimony against her former employer, the Sher-
iff’s Department, in exchange for a plea deal that she’s 
explained to Mitch enough times that he should be able 
to understand it by now. There are two twenty-dollar 
bills in his wallet, slipped out of the Flyers till, and three 
more folded into the small pocket of his left hip where 
they bunch tightly against the fold of his skin. He’ll give 
the two twenties to Janice when she asks for them, and 
he’ll hold onto the other three.

He sees Janice shining bright against the sun in her 
finest yellow dress, sitting at a table outside Plaza Roast-
ers across the street from the courthouse, so he parks in 
the garage and walks over. She’s sipping coffee from a 
to-go cup. Sugar, no cream, he knows from experience. 
The lid sits on the table, and beside it a small plate. A 
croissant takes up half of the white sphere, pad of butter 
softening on a fat-bottomed knife on the side. “How’d it 
go?” he asks, when he’s close enough he doesn’t have to 
shout. “They let you out early?”

Janice is wearing her large floppy hat, her churchgoing 
hat, and she has to push the brim back to look at him. 
“They released me, but you don’t care about that,” she 
says. “Sit down.”

“Don’t I?”
“You do not.” Janice picks up the knife and her crois-

sant. She spreads the butter conservatively. Mitch stays 
standing while she does it, noting the slow precision of 
her movements. When the croissant is suitably buttered, 
she sets both the pastry and knife back down on the 
plate, squares her shoulders, lifts her eyes to look into 
his, and says companionably, “Your whore is just order-
ing. She’ll be out in a second.”

Mitch sits down. His back presses against the wall 
of the Roasters, so there is something calm and steady 
against him on at least one side. Above him, he can feel 
the official Hangtown Hangman’s Noose, welded tight to 
the side of the Plaza building where it’s been displayed 
since it was officially retired from public service. There’s 
a plaque near his head that runs through the history of 
that noose and the men whose necks were wringed, that 
explains the way the constant death of the early years has 
come to represent Hangtown: its hardscrabble nature, 
its dogged determination to do everything the hard way.

“Good boy,” she says. “Now, how much did you get?”
Mitch reaches into his wallet and pulls out the two 

bills. She takes them like a teacher collecting homework. 
The other three stay in his pocket, for gas and meals dur-
ing the week and just to be contrary. He might use thirty 
bucks of that sixty, and the rest he’ll drop in their Mason 
jar marked “New Home Fund” where the two bills he just 
passed to Janice will go, where they’ll settle with all the 
rest of the money he’s stolen from his ten-hour-a-week 
job at the Flyers. But it feels good to keep something for 



Williams crazyhorse | 121

himself, to hold onto a thing and possess it. That feeling 
strikes heavily in the current moment, as he waits for 
Naomi to step out of the coffee shop.

They don’t talk. Janice busies herself with the money, 
straightening out the crinkles and unfolding dog-eared 
edges, smoothing and smoothing again before placing 
each carefully in her clutch. She bites into her croissant, a 
small nibble followed with unnecessarily emphatic chew-
ing. Mitch plays with his hands, and keeps his eyes on 
the door.

After a wait that feels interminable and can’t have 
been longer than two pastry nibbles, Naomi steps into 
view. She’s wearing a black skirt, and she holds a small 
Styrofoam cup. Her blouse is white, the jacket over 
it black again. She’s wearing heels, also black, wiring 
around her foot. She takes the seat opposite Janice, 
leaving Mitch hemmed in on both sides. He is aware 
of the clear disparities between the two women: Jan-
ice’s vibrant yellow dress floats to her ankles, Naomi’s 
black skirt clings to the bend of her knees. She folds her 
right leg over her left, and Mitch can see her calf flexing 
and relaxing, the dark pump dangling free of her heel. 
Naomi is a fine-looking woman, but he’s trying to be a 
good man.

Mitch and Naomi aren’t sleeping together anymore. 
Now, she’s just trying to help him save his house. She’s a 
manager at Golden State Credit Union, high enough that 
she can lose eviction paperwork, shuffle property list-
ings, delay scheduled visits from potential homebuyers. 
She’s doing her best to help Mitch and Janice navigate a 
moment beyond their own abilities.

“Well, we’re all here,” Janice says. “So, talk.”
Naomi takes a sip of coffee before she lays it on them. 

“Your house just sold.”
Since she found out about the affair, Janice has kept 

things fairly tame: she broke a lamp, she excised Nao-
mi’s number from his phone, she insisted Mitch come 
home every evening and would take no excuses to the 
contrary. But there’s been tension corded behind her 
motions since, a wiry mean streak running beneath her 
muscles, just below her voice when she speaks and just 
barely underneath the swinging motion of her arms. 
Mitch watches it, and waits for it to erupt.

And here, he thinks, here would be that moment. 
They haven’t owned the house for months. Mitch and 
Janice and the kids have been squatting there all this 
time, waiting for the worst. Naomi’s continued purpose 
has been in staving off that eventuality, and that pur-
pose has ended. If there’s ever a time to explode, this is 
a strong contender. But Janice keeps control of herself, 
ratcheting her fake smile tighter against the raw blades 
of her jawbones. Mitch watches her swallow, the motion 
of her throat as she opens it to speak. “How long do we 
have?” she asks.

“You need to get out,” Naomi tells them. “There’ll be 
inspectors there tomorrow morning for the final walk-
through. You know how this works.”

Mitch worked as a teller for the credit union. He re-
ported to Naomi, he took cash and gave cash, he handed 
people slips of paper and sometimes cash. He told people 
to take their hats off when they walked in the door. He 
has no idea how any of this works.

“So, that’s it?” Janice says. “There’s nothing else you 
can do?”

Naomi slurps at her coffee again. “I’ve exhausted every 
option.”

Janice takes her time responding. There’s not much 
left to say, except, “Why did you fuck my husband?”

Naomi uncrosses her legs. She stares into the swirls of 
her coffee. It’s hard to catch on the maple-bar brown of 
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her face, but Mitch can see a faint blush pulsing through 
her cheeks. And he can feel that noose against his throat.

Janice stares at Naomi and says, “I never got to punch 
you in the face.” There’s no venom in the words. It’s 
something closer to resignation, an emotional displace-
ment as true as the physical displacement of sudden 
homelessness. The two women sit across from each other, 
their defenses down, Mitch between them with his back 
to the wall. It’s getting hard to breathe.

When it is clear Naomi will not respond, he asks, 
“Who bought the place?”

“It’s the couple from Alaska.” When Naomi had told 
them about the family coming to look at the house, 
she’d said they seemed serious. A serious offer, her ex-
act words. “They made a generous cash offer, and they’re 
highly motivated. Everything’s going to move quickly 
now.”

“So, what she’s saying is,” Janice tells him, “all that 
hurry up and wait we’ve been doing is done for.” She fin-
ishes her croissant with a single bite. “It’s official. We’ve 
got nothing left.”

The affair started after he was given his two weeks’ no-
tice. It was a Saturday evening, the credit union just 
closed. He was the last teller there, and he was putting 
on his jacket when she called him into her office. She 
wore a blouse with two buttons undone, and he could 
see the smallest bit of her bra, a pink the color of donut 
frosting. She wasn’t precisely beautiful, but her breasts 
were inarguably her best feature, and she dressed to ac-
centuate them, in clean lines that drew the eyes. They 
pulled at Mitch’s attention while she talked, and they 
pulled at him even as the termination handshake ended, 
as she said, “I’m really sorry.”

He nodded and said, “Me too.”

It was almost 8:00 at night, and the day had been 
difficult even before learning he’d be let go—a teller had 
called in sick five minutes before her shift, and there’d 
been no one to cover so Mitch had worked through both 
breaks. Probably wouldn’t have, if they’d given him the 
two weeks’ notice before his shift, but there was no get-
ting that time back.

So he stood in her office, hands flat at his sides. Naomi 
was laying him off, and she was wearing a pink bra and 
had two buttons undone and her skin was brown as an 
oak tree and it was one of those moments, those ab-
solutely perfect moments that never happen. It was a 
scripted moment, a movie moment, a scene. It was ripe 
for an event, for something to happen.

He could have done anything. He could have picked 
up his pride, taken a professional reference, thanked her 
for the opportunity. He could have pitched a fit, told her 
how hard he’d worked—relatively true—and how unfair 
this whole thing was—completely true—and gone on 
for five minutes about how the system was falling apart 
and he couldn’t tell up from down anymore, about moral 
ambiguity and questionable faith. Or, he could have done 
what he did.

He said her name. “Naomi.” She was slightly off-bal-
ance, most of her weight on her left leg, stepping back 
toward her desk, and she turned into him when he spoke, 
a question on her face. He settled his right arm behind 
her, firm against her back, and pulled her closer. Then, 
he kissed her. She tasted like apples, those precious Pink 
Lady varietals that Janice loved so much.

He’d always wanted to do it, but he wasn’t expecting 
anything. He certainly wasn’t expecting her to settle 
around him like hot apple cider against his teeth. He 
took her there on the ground beside her executive chair, 
or she allowed herself to be taken, or she took him, in 
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the empty office, only a few lights on and the building 
bathed in shadow, on the taupe rug just inside her office. 
She would correct anyone who called it brown. Taupe, 
she would insist. There was nothing brown about it, not 
a damn thing, and that, she’d say, was the kind of im-
portant distinction that credit union members expected 
their service providers to be able to understand.

Her skirt crumpled against her thighs. His pants 
caught against his ankles. His belt buckle bounced 
against his knees, hard. He would have bruises, and he’d 
explain them to Janice as tripping on the stairs going to 
the kitchen for orange juice.

She was gorgeous in that moment in a way that in-
spired him to the kind of forceful rutting that he’d imag-
ined but never attempted with his wife. He wanted to 
believe that it wasn’t the cheating that pulled that heavy 
need out of him, though introspection would leave him 
little choice but to believe it. His hips smashed against 
hers. It’s the only thing in his life that’s ever happened 
exactly how he’d imagined.

After, Naomi touched him. Their stench filled the 
room, and he was sticky with himself and with her. He’d 
just been fired. The world was in the middle of becom-
ing something new, the economy in the first spasms of 
faltering.

“You can’t have your job back,” she told him. Her voice 
was thick with regret, with the despair that overtakes 
good people, the fortunate, as they are forced to stand 
aside and watch the unfortunate crumble. They were 
lying on the ground, Naomi against the crook of his 
shoulder. Her breasts, he noted, were just as impressive 
in that position.

“I don’t want it,” he said. He thought he’d find some-
thing else. He didn’t know where he would go, and he still 
doesn’t have an answer to the question of moral value, 

but feeling himself rise to hardness for the second time 
against the quick hands of a woman in a crumpled skirt 
who’d just given him a notice of termination and an or-
gasm, with his wife miles away and cooking what would 
turn out to be Hamburger Helper for the second time 
that week, morality didn’t seem to have much meaning.

At home, Mitch and Janice pack what’s left of the house, 
but there isn’t much. They’ve been living out of the Ex-
pedition for months. The clothes are all packed, and the 
box of pictures they’d stored under the bed, the kids’ 
toys and school supplies and the Hardy Boys books their 
oldest Harper has recently gotten into, it’s all been in the 
car for weeks.

Most of the pots and pans they leave, for want of 
space. The kitchen table, the chairs, every appliance, 
the couch and television and bed set, the trivet on the 
counter, they leave it all.

There are ants climbing the walls, traipsing across 
what furniture is left, crawling the counters, taking over 
before the Buchanans can leave properly. Mitch lets him-
self remember that the place hasn’t properly been theirs 
for a good long while, not legally. The Alaska people will 
have to reclaim their space from the ants and the dust 
and the creeping vines that are crossing the fire marshal’s 
ten-foot perimeter of defensible space.

They spend one last night there. Janice hasn’t spoken 
to him since the morning, so Mitch sleeps on the couch, 
and he tells the kids it’s because he’s going to miss that 
ratty old thing. He can see they don’t believe him, but 
he doubles down on the lie and holds strong. “I’m going 
to miss it,” he tells them, and pats the brown material. 
It’s a definite brown, a dark brown, nothing that could 
be confused for taupe. It’s no longer springy, and the 
lumps have never been comfortable. “If I could sleep 
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here forever, I would.”
In the morning, the kids disappear to school. Mitch 

pushes off the couch and makes coffee for himself and 
Janice, a process which requires a trip to the Expedition 
for the old Coleman camping stove, for propane and two 
cups and two packages of instant coffee and napkins. 
Janice comes downstairs already dressed, takes her cup 
and drinks it in a few long swallows, then dumps the 
remnants in the sink. She flips the nozzle on the faucet 
and watches the dusty drip that comes, then collects one 
of Mitch’s napkins to clean her mess. The water’s been 
off for weeks, the electricity for months. Ants are already 
walking in formation toward the small mess. “Well,” she 
says. “Let’s get on with this.”

“There’s only so far down you can go,” he tells Janice later 
that day. They’re sitting on the bank of the Cosumnes 
River in lawn chairs, watching with binoculars the flurry 
of action at their old house. The inspectors are rum-
maging around, and the new homeowners have come to 
watch the proceedings. It’s the first time Mitch has seen 
them. They even look Alaskan. It’s barely fifty degrees, 
and they’re wearing shorts, shielding their eyes from the 
half-sun slipping out from behind clouds. Maybe that’s 
unfair, to label that a result of their Alaska nature, but 
Mitch is not in a forgiving mood.

“Oh, yeah?” Janice says. “Show me one time in mod-
ern history where things stopped getting worse.” She sips 
at a Coors Light. There’s a big blue cooler between them, 
filled with ice, with her Coors Light and his O’Doul’s. It 
tastes as ugly as it looks. “Show your facts,” she tells him. 
“Cite your sources.”

He used to love when she talked like that, over his 
head because she’d gone to the JC and pulled an AA in 
Criminal Justice before he proposed, before he found 

the job at the bank that meant criminal justice degree 
or not, the best she could get would be local police. Be-
fore she got and then lost the County Sheriff dispatcher 
job in a swirl of accusations, then squirreled down into 
being a mother, called homemaking the only job she’d 
ever loved, and demanded he start providing. Before 
she became something he didn’t understand, angry and 
second-guessing every comment he made. Before he felt 
himself withered away into a small space beside her the 
size of an acorn, an insult to which he retorted by reach-
ing for the first woman who responded. Now, her words 
feel like lecture. “You should’ve been a schoolteacher,” 
he tells her.

Janice drinks her beer. “And you fuck like a salaman-
der, but I have the good sense not to mention it.”

Mitch doesn’t know what to do with that, so he lets 
the words roll over him without response. He holds the 
binoculars to his eyes, tight until it grates against the 
bone, and he watches the action below him. “There was 
still half a deer in the freezer,” Mitch says.

Janice nods. Her binoculars rest against her chest. “I 
forgot to empty the medicine cabinet.” She takes another 
sip and stares straight ahead. “And I left your records.”

The inspection doesn’t take long. Outside, on the hood 
of a company truck, the Alaska couple sign papers and 
smile and the man takes a key from the realtor and they 
all shake hands. Mitch thinks about shaking Naomi’s 
hand, about the softness of her skin and the hard click 
of her acrylic nails. He wonders what Janice is thinking 
about. He looks at her face and can’t find anything. “So, 
what are we going to do?” he asks.

“I could always just leave,” Janice tells him. “I could 
get up and walk away.”

Mitch steals another glance at her. She’s looking off 
toward the sun, toward the great phalanx of trees that 
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separates their property from Picket’s. A person could 
get lost in there. That’s where they’ll pitch their tent later 
tonight, sleeping in the near-frozen air and thanking 
God for zero-degree sleeping bags and trying to figure 
out what exactly happens next, where they’re going, and 
hoping to get there before there’s nowhere left to go.

When it gets dark, and cold, and there’s nothing to do 
but curl up in sleeping bags and look up at the folds of 
the tent, they go to sleep to avoid talking.

Mitch falls asleep quickly, but that sleep is easily 
disturbed. He wakes up multiple times throughout the 
night. The wind rises, and the tent sways. At one point, 
it calms down for a few minutes, so he pushes himself 
out of his sleeping bag and unzips the tent, steps out-
side and stares at the blackness of the forest. They’re 
deep under the pines, where there aren’t even any porch 
lights twinkling in the distance. They’re less than an acre 
from their old house, but it feels further. With the moon 
clouded over and the stars hidden, it feels like a new start 
in an old world.

Mitch has sixty dollars still tight in his pocket. He 
could always just leave, like Janice said about herself. He 
could walk to the road and catch a ride with Marshall, 
their neighbor three doors down who works the early 
shift as manager at the Robertson’s Feed Store, head into 
town and get a bus ticket. He could go down to Folsom, 
up to Roseville, over the state line to Reno, someplace 
nobody knows or cares about him. He could disappear.

From the tent, softly, he hears his wife say, “Mitch?” 
He doesn’t respond. He’s wearing a light jacket over two 
layers, but he could use a coat. It feels like winter, like 
the real deep winter that settles over the mountains ev-
ery year, but it’s just a normal night. This is every night 
in the mountains, without central heating. “Where are 

you?” he hears her ask.
He’s walked perhaps five feet. The tent is the mottled 

color of the woods, already invisible to his eye. He can’t 
see anything but black, and the slightly darker black of 
tree trunks and their branches. If he started walking, 
he’d disappear completely, and if he walked long enough 
and far enough, when the morning sun finally begins 
its slow ascent over the Sierras, he’d have no idea where 
he was. He used to work construction, years ago. Build 
a little cabin wherever he stops, hunt and fish and stay 
in the mountains the rest of his life. All the rest of this, 
who needs it?

It rests at the edges of his fingertips. But a small light 
blinks to life, and the tent comes back into view, Janice’s 
shadow and the smaller sleeping shadows of the kids. 
He watches her clamber out of a sleeping bag, the long 
tent clasp unzip, her head appear. The light is from her 
cellphone, intoxicatingly bright. Her eyes glow against 
its shine. “I’m here,” he says, when she catches sight of 
him. He tries to decipher the look in her eyes and fails, 
so he tries again. “Here I am.”

“What are you doing?” she asks. She pushes herself 
further out of the tent, and he watches her slowly appear 
in front of him: shoulders, then arms, torso, hips, until 
her body is bisected by the tent, and Mitch can imagine 
her two halves exist separate of one another, as if there 
are two of her, both equally valid. It’s a pleasant thought, 
and he follows it—two of her, two of him, two realities 
with multiple possibilities, disparate events in each. In 
one of those potentialities, he holds control, and he has 
not relinquished it.

The thought comes to him suddenly. “I’m going back,” 
he says. “For that deer.”

She stares at him, long enough to blink twice. What-
ever she says, he’s going back. The blue cooler can’t hold 
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everything, but it can hold plenty. “Okay,” she says qui-
etly. She pushes herself up and out of the tent. The two 
planes of herself become one again. “Let’s go.”

And they go home. It takes fifteen minutes, traipsing 
through the unfamiliar nighttime world of the forest, but 
soon enough they’re there, looking at the imposing pitch-
black skeleton of their former house. Already, it looks 
unfamiliar. The plan is to slip through the back door, 
which has never worked right. But that’s not necessary.

The Alaskans have already made the place their own. 
Everything the Buchanans left sits on the driveway, 
where Mitch used to park their Expedition. Now, the 
car’s hanging out at Picket’s for the night, and everything 
they left in the house sits in a heap, thrown on top of one 
other like a burn pile. He sees the brown couch, and the 
kitchen chairs, and all of the lamps. Bulbs lay shattered 
against the asphalt, and scraps of wood are scattered 
around the pile.

“They chucked it all,” Janice says. “Unbelievable.” She 
points to the bottom of the pile, at the trivet that sat on 
their kitchen counter. It’s unbroken, but there are black 
jagged black remnants all around it. “They even threw 
out your records.”

The shards of music hit hard, but at the very center of 
the heap, between the overturned kitchen table and their 
old armoire, sits Mitch’s freezer. It is white as a rabbit, 
and has held every deer he’s ever killed. He walks up and 
opens it. Water tumbles out onto his shoes. It is warmer 
inside the freezer than the night’s wind. He has to squint 
to see the butcher papered ovals of meat that he’s been 
saving, holding onto even after the county shut off their 
electricity. The day the electricity went out for good, he 
bought a battery-powered generator to keep the freezer 
lit and humming, and he went through batteries like 
smokers go through packs of cigarettes, but he’s man-

aged to hold it together ever since. And it has taken less 
than a day for these new homeowners—those damnable 
Alaskans—to destroy everything.

Janice says what he’s thinking. “Those absolute bas-
tards.” It’s been a while since they’ve been so in-sync.

“I want to punch them in their Huskie-loving face,” 
he says. “But it’s only been a few hours. Maybe some 
of it’s salvageable.” He reaches in and grabs a slab. It is 
mushy all the way through to the center, so he drops it 
and reaches further. It can’t all have thawed. But the next 
piece is just as soft, and thick-clotted bloody moisture 
coats his fingers before he lets the second slab slip to the 
ground beside the first. Anything worth keeping is going 
to be way down deep.

“Maybe,” she agrees. She reaches down to grab the 
two pieces he dropped. When she straightens again, 
she’s holding one in each hand, like Lady Justice and 
her scales. They are thick as bricks, and the leaden dark-
ness is not enough to hide the bedeviled angry grin on 
her face, the first full emotion he’s seen from her in ages. 
“But fuck them anyway.” She rears back, pivots her arm 
in its socket, and lets one bundle fly. Mitch loses sight 
of it quickly, but he can hear it splash against the broad 
front of the house. She lets the other one go too, and 
again it lands with a thick slap. It is a satisfying sound, 
and Janice must agree—she whoops like a child when 
she hears it.

It releases something in Mitch, the thud and her 
whoop, exultation in the connection between the two 
of them, so close together yet hidden by the clouded 
night. “Yeah,” he says, and he collects two more slabs. 
“Yeah, you’re Goddamn right.” He starts to pass one over, 
but Janice is already digging through the freezer for her 
own missile, so he turns his attention to the house and 
throws both packages. They hit, and he’s reaching for 
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two more, and Janice is doing the same, and he throws 
both and grabs more, and the cycle seems repeatable ad 
nauseam, and there’s watery blood squelching through 
butcher paper running all along his hands and the cold 
has him numb to his shoulders and that lack of feeling 
is the best feeling he can remember. He’s laughing and 
snarling and moving so furiously he can already feel a 
slight ache in his legs, and it doesn’t matter because he is 
doing something, and it’s been so long since that’s been 
an option that the simple act of doing is passionate. This, 
he’s thinking, I can handle this.

Along the asphalt, at the top of Deer Run Road where 
the street curls, a pair of headlights slash the night. And 
there she is, the woman he’s loved from the start, spot-
lighted for him exclusively. Resplendent in blue jeans 

and a cowgirl top, shirt decorated with arrowheads danc-
ing from shoulders to elbows, both her arms covered in 
blood. It’s good to see her again.

The bounces of light also reveal their former house. 
White with blue trim, clear windows, silver gutters—
there had been nothing remarkable about it before. Now, 
it looks like it has weathered a massacre, blood and meat 
and gristle sliding down the house like the remnants of 
so many firing squads. There is more meat in the freezer, 
but they’ve made their point. “Come on,” he tells her, “I 
think we’re done here.”

She’s looking straight at him, hands at her sides. The 
energy that has propelled her these past few moments 
is gone, and she looks serious. “Done?” she says. “I’m 
finally ready to start.” 
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| e l i z A b e T h  W h i T T l e S e y F o u n D  P i o n E E R  L E t t E R

Maybe rodeo dust and resistant 
bulls were not the right questions
to put to these mountains.

Shelter is not the only goblet
to be raised, when hyphenated
silences were all anyone ever 

actually hunted in these parts.
I put mothballs in many a man’s
woolen heart to keep him 

from being eaten and to keep myself 
from becoming too much of a zealot.  
You said one day you’d get back to me.

When it came time to grow 
the thicket and launch the turbine
(I became the second-largest

energy-producing solitary collective 
this side of the Mississippi),
my tributes nevertheless

failed to satisfy the local candor.
Burgeon if you must.
I must. But I seem to be stuck
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here with one disloyal elbow.
I did try the cellar, but it offered only 
its familiar, musty plummet.

When will I stop remoting myself
down these rivers? It could be 
enough, any fusion benign.  

But who will be my adjudicator?
Would you mind handing me
that blanket, fellow canine.
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| H i G H  S C H o o L  R E u n i o n

The cheap cocktails smudge the lens and club
open a soft heart of skull

where once ropes swung in the elm, the river, the grill
bumped over at a barbeque,

once toy tanks in the tall grass, little league
bubble gum, dusty August onion 

rings, once itchy underpants, a note dropped, locker
combinations, slow walks holding

hands growing up into crowbars and bats in the gas
station parking lot, the one .22 in the glove

compartment of a ’78 Nova rusted blue with a hole
in the floor and a stolen tape deck 

stereo of stone wash, Champion sweaters, hair
waiting in a can, masturbation

discussed in a city bus not long after 
a bomb scare, teachers creeping on pretty track 

stars who were so cold, wonderful, Bud Light bright.
We demanded such devotion to the tears and the play,

to the furious cliché that we blocked, propped, 
and costumed in real time across a script

m AT T  W.  m i l l e r
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a century or so old that we found in the woods, 
behind the football field, in the cement

factory, by the train dodge train 
tracks doing push ups for the cops lining us up

for the wagon ride and phone calls home
for which we will now wait up all night one 

blue October after own our electric 
archetypes have long slipped behind an iris wipe.
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| W u n D E R K i n DJ o h N  J A m e S

I reach my mother’s door and it smells 
       of hair and pickled cabbage. 
  Domesticity to a tee. Story: a man comes 
         home for the first 
    time in years. Maybe he was at war. Mother 
falls around his neck. 
       Maybe she weeps. 
   Enter Stepfather: a drunkard and a heavy 
         fisted brawler, burned 
  in 1946, in one of those sensational 
        train wrecks of that time
when the priests and merchants’ daughters cast
      long glances at each other, at the dashing 
    rail workmen. This is my story: my long 
  glance thrown 
        into a past already 
worming its way through the snow 
      littered hedge maze, a small
   boy retracing steps to cover 
        up where he has been. 
  At my mother’s house the rank 
         polish on her fingers. 
A soiled apron round her waist. 
       Cabbage boils over. 
   Stepfather takes a cutting
        knife from the shelf and begins
to chop cod. Somewhere 
      in the city I hear 
  a whistle blowing.
       That’s where the fire burns.
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| J e h A N N e  d u b r o W F R o M  t H E  A B E R D E E n  P R o V i n G  G R o u n D

After the blast, the geese return 
   to pecking at a razored field, 
beaks like tweezers teasing 
  shrapnel from a wound. 
All spring, the sound has hurled 
  kilometers across the Bay to us, 
as much a form of local color 
   as the sharp striations 
of a Smith Island Cake, 
  or a waitress in the diner saying Hon. 
We barely notice each gun
   and ordinance gone off, 
the way we hardly see 
  the colonial charm of High Street, 
the tall ship at the waterfront 
   with its gleaming portholes  
to the 18th century. 
  Only when those guests 
from out of town arrive, 
   come to demolish a regional dish 
like the salted purse of shad roe 
  or rockfish caught in Rock Hall,
do we again pick out the boom 
   and after-boom, the dust 
of silence that for a moment 
  falls on everywhere we look.
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| h A d A r A  b A r - N A d Av P i L L

You die by drowning
and worship the sea.

Blond anodyne.
Chemical god.

Come quickly,
pool in the blood.

I have been waiting
for you, please,

  insatiable and brittle
  as a chalk-eater.

Promise me a bleach-
clean soul 

  and obliteration.

Order the orders,
the hours, the next,

like my family marched
to their shoeless deaths.

Pull your gauze
coverlet over my head.
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To sleep finally
in your arms,

smell the snow 
on your breath—

I bow to the moon
that fits in one hand.
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| h A d A r A  b A r - N A d Av S W A n

Sail 
of surrender.

Cold geometry.

Slow ice treading
on blue skin.

  Slow dread
  (treading, treading).

Beauty as a form
of isolation,

  bled and tethered.

An accidental hook
rusted in.

She dreams of green
meat and eel grass,  

a blizzard of fireflies,

but survives on air
and decay. 

Winded instrument
that sings

about drowning
under a pale awning.
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Her cry stripped
of its chord,

a wounded call
that will not carry.

Sludge inside
her shining—

  swirls of 
  opalescent oil.

Each circle rings
then shatters

  then violetly 
  disappears. 

A flock of zeroes
follows her everywhere,

unslakable and damaged. 

Carved angel, 
chimerical, 

  a cold melt.

Death dressed 
in snow.



138 | crazyhorse fiction

k i r S T e N  vA i l  A g u i l A r  |  A n y t H i n G  i n  B o n E S

The next morning, she eats a hard boiled egg like she 
usually does on Sundays: shakes the salt so it falls like a 
white dust on the egg’s rubbery surface, pops half into 
her mouth, chews. This morning it feels chalky against 
her teeth and her gums. Her mouth is dry and in one 
disorienting moment when she tries to swallow, she’s 
afraid she’s going to choke. 

Her friends ask about her night and she tells them—
about the sex they had on his desk and on the floor and 
how she’s pretty sure she left a sock in his room. She does 
not tell them about the moment when it started and he 
was so heavy and pressing, about the rug burn on the 
small of her back and how the skin on her knees blushes 
pink. She does not tell them about the way she feels a 
certain weight in the ends of her fingers now, about how 
when she walks, her legs feel like they cannot carry her 
the way they used to, that her chest is filled with a heavi-
ness she can’t seem to shake. 

She sees him on the way back to her dorm. They talk 
briefly—he asks her how she’s doing and she says fine. 
The heaviness in her fingers tugs her shoulders down 
and she asks him how he is. He says he’s good, that he 
found her sock in his room—does she want to come get 
it sometime?

It’s just a sock, she says. 
No, no, it’s a nice sock, he says. You should come get it.
She shakes her head. I don’t need it. 
He steps closer to her, a hair closer. Along the path 

people rush to class, backpacks on backs. She believes 
for a moment that they are all ghosts—weightless and 
without form, that she could stick her hand out, try to 
grab at someone and they’d move over her, around her, 
leave her leaded and human on the path. 

You’re okay, right? he says. His eyes are a deep, deep 
brown. 

Of course. She feels herself smiling, a strange, plastic 
smile that cracks her lips, leaves her tongue swollen in 
her mouth. 

Okay. He reaches out and touches her elbow, then 
moves along to class. 

She’s never thought much about her elbow but to-
night in the shower, the water runs over her body, pum-
mels it with little hot fists and her elbow is all that she 
can feel, somehow too big for her arm, like she’s grown 
an extra bone that is trying to split open and escape her 
skin. She stands for a while in the stall after she’s washed 
and turned off the water. Goosebumps rise all over her 
like pimples. She lets them rise, does nothing to warm 
herself up. 

Her elbow has grown a little in size overnight. It reminds 
her of a plum, a misshapen, half-hearted plum. It’s bruis-
ing the color of one too and she has a strange, deep-
rooted desire for a childhood summer, for a backyard 
and a playground, her father taking the day off of work, 
pumping up a soccer ball, kicking it back and forth with 
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her until it goes over the neighbor’s fence, the one with 
the mean dog that snarls and runs back and forth all day, 
crazy and cooped up. 

She feels a little empty this morning and chalks it up 
to hunger but her Acting 101 class starts at 10:00 which 
is in fifteen minutes and at the edge of campus so there’s 
no time for breakfast and hardly any for getting dressed 
and looking cute. 

She’s a few minutes late despite an attempted jog the 
last one hundred feet, and Professor O—a limby man who 
reminds her of green beans and, when he’s particularly 
amped up, those cattails that shudder and shush in the 
wind—asks her where she could have possibly been and 
what she could have possibly been doing that was more 
important than getting to class in a timely fashion. Her 
elbow is throbbing from the run (jog), feels like there’s a 
little sock full of rice hanging at the apex of her arm. She 
sits down on the floor at the edge of the rest of the class 
and as soon as she does, Professor O claps his hands in 
a rather shocking manner—the girl next to her jumps. 
Get up! he says. Up! Up! It’s a beautiful day for acting! 

They do an exercise designed to get them more in sync 
with each other and with their own bodies. 

Close your eyes, Professor O says. Put your arms out. 
Walk around aimlessly for a while. Let yourself walk. Let 
your body do the guiding. Give your mind a rest. 

But her body feels weird to her and she doesn’t exactly 
trust it to guide her the right way. It feels like a bulbous, 
foreign thing with too many functions and too many ex-
tremities, too many layers that are so hard to coordinate 
all at the same time. 

She hears the others shuffling around. Squeaky, bare 
feet and smooth, whispering socks and she realizes that 
she’s forgotten to take off her shoes. That’s a big no-no 
for Professor O. He likes them to be able to feel rooted 

and connected, to feel how their souls extend out the tips 
of their fingers and feet. She’s not sure if she should open 
her eyes, remove herself from the center of the floor and 
take off her shoes but she knows Professor O would see 
and she doesn’t want him to single her out because he 
might make her do a monologue as punishment. 

She stays walking around in her shoes with her eyes 
closed and bumps into someone else, steps on a bare-
footed toe. 

Ow! That’s my foot. 
Shhh, says Professor O. 
I’m so sorry, she says. 
Shhh, no talking. 
That fucking hurt. Professor O, someone is wearing 

shoes. 
Stop! Everyone stop! says Professor O. Open your 

eyes. This is abysmal. Shoes? Who’s wearing shoes? 
The room is bright and people are blinking, crowded 

in strange, haphazard groups around the room. 
I’m sorry. I’m wearing shoes, she says. She tries to 

raise her hand, but when she gets her arm almost past 
her shoulder, a pain worms from her elbow out to her 
wrist. 

Really? Shoes? Professor O says. What are you think-
ing? We don’t wear shoes here. Take them off. He shakes 
his head. Well, this exercise is ruined. Completely ruined. 
Anyone have a suggestion as to how we can restore the 
connectedness? The ambience? The groove?

She has a break after class so she goes to the health cen-
ter. They send her upstairs to see a doctor and in the 
room, the nurse hands her a gown. It is blue and vast, 
a sort of papery fabric that reminds her of fancy tissue 
paper. 

Undress and put this on. 
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But it’s just my elbow I need checked out. I’m wearing 
a short-sleeved shirt. 

Protocol, the nurse says. 
When she is naked, she looks down at her body and 

is surprised by how small it is. Puny and weak and no 
wonder everyone bosses her around. She wishes she had 
a little bit more flesh to pinch, a little bit more bone on 
her body so that she’d feel more solid and less like one of 
those wispy trees that falls in the first rain after a very 
dry summer because its roots don’t go deep enough. 

The doctor knocks. Can I come in? 
Hold on a sec. She scrambles to figure out the gown 

but can’t find its opening. One moment! 
The door is opening and she doesn’t have the gown 

all the way over her head, her body is just out there and 
the doctor is coming in, chuckling. 

He sits in the cushioned chair with wheels. Having a 
good day, sweetheart?

She pulls the gown down, finally. 
So it’s your elbow that’s bothering you? the doctor 

says. Have a seat on the edge of the examining table so 
I can take a look at you.

There is a clock in the corner of the room that reads 
7:30. Your clock is wrong, she says. 

Oh, that old thing? He chuckles again. 
The stethoscope is cool on her elbow. The doctor leans 

forward, listens intently. 
Is that really a good method for that? Can you hear 

anything in my bone? she says. 
Of course. He moves the stethoscope a hair to the left, 

lifts his eyebrows then shakes his head. Nothing, he says. 
He takes his stethoscope off, places it with a rattle on 
the tray. You’re fine. Not a thing wrong with you. Must 
be in your head. 

But look at my elbow, she says. It’s misshapen and 

red and I’m having a hard time straightening it all the 
way—but he’s stood up, turned his back and is writing 
something on the chart. I’ll be right out, he says. In a mo-
ment, you can get dressed and then you’re free to go. He 
turns back around to face her, folds the clipboard under 
his armpit, pats her heavily on the shoulder. 

You’re a good girl, he says and then he is gone and 
she is alone in her gown, her clothes folded neatly in a 
pile on the chair. 

By the next day, her elbow has grown a few more lumps. 
It now looks like there is a clump of cherries beneath her 
skin, red and delicate and juicy. 

Professor O assigns them partners for the scene 
they’ll be performing at the end of the week and she 
gets Asa, a white guy with big glasses and a backwards 
hat that Professor O lets him wear during class. They 
break off into groups to practice and she and Asa go near 
the windows. 

Their scene is about two cousins who are arguing 
over their dead grandfather’s watch. Professor O comes 
to watch them, stands a little too close with his arms 
crossed over his chest. Good, he says when she pretends 
to be waving the watch around out of Asa’s reach, but I 
need you to bring your arm all the way up. Straighten 
it out. 

You need me to? she says. 
Yes. I need you to. 
Okay. She straightens her arm and there is a soft hiss 

like the sigh of an old engine. It hurts, it really does, but 
she keeps it up.

Do the scene again. 
From where? 
From the part where Asa bursts in. 
So the beginning, she says. 
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He makes them do it five more times. By the end of 
class, her eyes are watering and she feels lightheaded, 
like she’s only half there. 

On the way out, Asa taps her on the shoulder. I dig 
your performances, he says. There’s something about 
you. You’re the real deal. 

Thank you, she says. 
You want to get a cup of coffee with me? 
I don’t drink coffee. 
Come on, he says. Get a cup of coffee with me.
The student union is crowded. 
She chooses a table in the corner beside a couple who 

are both on their computers, typing away like mad-peo-
ple. Asa asks her what she wants and she tells him a chai 
tea, if they don’t have that, then green tea is fine. 

I forgot what you wanted, so I just got you a coffee, 
Asa says when he comes back to the table. 

Oh. Thanks, but I don’t drink coffee, she says. 
He puts a mug in front of her, rough so that a little 

spills over the edge, makes pretty splotches on the plas-
tic. I forgot to ask if you wanted cream? I’ll go get some 
if you do. 

I don’t actually drink coffee, she says. 
He sits down. He takes a sip from his mug, loud, slurp-

ing. No? he says, eyebrows up. 
No, I don’t. 
Why not?
I don’t like the way it makes me feel. I think I’m too 

small for it. 
He laughs. Oh come on. Don’t be a baby. This is pretty 

good coffee. Just have a sip. 
No, I’m okay. But thanks. 
Okay then. He shrugs. You have pretty eyes. 
Thank you. I have good vision too. 18/20 in the right 

and 20/20 in the left. I mean it’s been three years since I 

last had them checked, but I eat a lot of carrots, so, you 
know, they should still be around the same. 

Maybe. Your eyes are going to get worse as you get 
older. That’s just a fact of life. Carrots or not, you’re go-
ing to lose your sight by the time you’re 70 or so, he says. 

I don’t think I’ll lose my sight. I agree with you that 
it’ll get worse, but it’s not guaranteed to be gone all the 
way by the time I’m 70. That’s a little ridiculous. 

My dad’s an optometrist. He says we’re all just wait-
ing to go blind. Eventually, we’ll just be walking around 
in a really blurry world. It’ll be like being underwater. I 
think that will be cool. I’m looking forward to it, actu-
ally. I’m not really afraid of getting old. I think it will be 
cool, actually. 

Hm, she says. And then somehow, she is crying. 
What’s wrong? he says. 
My elbow. I think it’s really broken. 
How can you break an elbow? he says. I don’t think 

that’s a thing. He laughs. You’re cute, he says. I really 
like you. 

On the way back to her dorm, she wonders if she’ll have 
to be this way the whole rest of her life. This broken thing 
with a creaking elbow and a smile that can’t quite hold 
itself upright. She doesn’t want it to be that way but 
when she tries to think of her future as a vast plain of 
opportunities, it narrows to a tunnel and she sees her-
self limping along, the weight of explanation tied to her 
ankle. This is why I am the way I am, she hears herself 
saying to future lovers and friends and boys who ask her 
to get coffee. 

She doesn’t exactly know what that means—the way 
I am—but she knows that there is a shadow there that 
has buried itself somewhere between her heart and her 
lungs and will inevitably creep its way into her throat and 
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bubble over in cruel words, a soured tongue, the chalky 
desire to be alone and held simultaneously. 

When she gets back to her room, she pulls out an old 
notebook that is stained with coffee (back when she used 
to drink it, it would race straight to her heart, make her 
feel lightheaded and claustrophobic and worried that she 
was about to die) and writes: 

Potential reasons my elbow is still fucked up: 
Bone cancer? 
Something I’m eating
Stress 
Parasite 
Getting older
I’m imagining it 
The sock 

His room is on the third floor of the dorm beside hers. 
It’s a beautiful old building made of stone that peeks 
from beneath green ivy, the kind that turns red and or-
ange in the fall. The stairs are squeaky and old and the 
ceiling of his hallway is so low it makes her feel like a tow-
ering human being with limbs that stretch for infinity. 

She stops in front of his door. Number 312. It is a deep 
brown, chocolate wood. A heavy door. She remembers 
that he pointed this out to her, how heavy his door was. 
Showed off a little about the way he could easily open and 
close it. She holds her arm up. Knocks briefly because her 
elbow is starting to throb again. 

He opens the door. He is so solid and real and it scares 
her for a moment that people can have so much muscle, 
so much force behind them. 

I came for my sock, she says. 
Oh, of course. He opens the door wider, motions for 

her to come in. 
She stays standing on the threshold. Voices come from 

the stairwell at the end of the hallway. 
Come in, he says. I have to find it. 
Okay. So she steps in and there is the desk and the 

rug and the little incense thing plugged into an outlet 
that smells so good. 

The sock sits on his desk, a small crumpled thing. 
You didn’t have to find it, she says as he shuts the 

door behind her. 
He winks. I don’t know where it is. 
It’s right there. On the desk. 
We’re going to have sex, right? he says. 
No, I just came for my sock. 
We both know why you came. 
No, really. I just came for my sock. 
You came because you like me. 
I don’t. 
Come here. She’s not sure why, but she does. His 

hands are on her. 
We can’t have sex, she says. 
Why not? 
Because we can’t. 
That’s not a real answer. 
Halfway through, she has that thing where she thinks 

it’s a dream and she tries pinching herself. The skin on 
her arm stays dented from her fingernails and she knows 
that it is real. 

What, you like hurting yourself while we do it? he 
says, a little out of breath. 

No, she says. 
Do it again. 
She doesn’t. 
He kisses her on the forehead when she leaves and 

on the way back to her own dorm, she wonders why she 
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let him do that—that stupid, stupid forehead kiss. She 
feels that heaviness again in her fingertips and now a 
heaviness in her feet and several times, she swears the 
sidewalk is bending, buckling beneath her, about to open 
up and pull her in. 

When she is back in her dorm, she sits on her bed and 
unclenches her fist, holds the sock like a precious jewel in 
her palm. She closes her eyes. Please, please be the cure. 
I need to be cured. 

There are voices in the hallway; someone is calling to a 
friend that they are fucking starving, hurry up for dinner.

The sun is setting. It leaves her room rosy and shad-
owed. She sits there for a while, eyes closed, sock limp 
in her palm. The voices wane. The hallway is quiet. She 
opens her eyes. Closes her fist again around the sock. 

Friday, she wakes up and her elbow is okay. So okay that 
she’s able to straighten her arm out entirely. During their 
performance, she straightens it, holds it there brilliantly, 
the pretend watch dangling above her head. She is light 
and happy and she should have known all along that it 
was the sock breaking her elbow and keeping her from 
being whole. 

At the end of their scene, Professor O is quiet for a 
while. The whole class waits, barely breathes. His face is 
blooming red, his jaw is mashing like he’s trying to chew 
something tough.  

Where the fuck was the struggle there? he says. 
Where the fuck was the passion, the tears? That was an 
empty, hollow fucking performance. I’m disappointed. 
Simply terrible. 

But I was acting, she says.  
Acting is supposed to be real. You’re supposed to 

sweat and bleed and feel everything your character feels. 
But that’s how people kill themselves—Heath Ledger 

for example. And that movie, Birdman. 
You’re a lousy excuse for an actress. You could have 

been brilliant. 
I’m just doing this for my art credit. 
You could have been brilliant, says Professor O. In-

stead your brilliance is fading like an old star. It’s a mi-
rage, couldn’t light up a closet if it fucking tried. 

That’s a terrible metaphor, she says. 

She stops in the bathroom on her way out and looks at 
herself in the mirror, at the ease with which she bends 
her elbow. She was born to bend it and straighten it 
again. She decides she’ll head back to her dorm, before 
she goes to the dining hall for lunch. She’s almost there 
when she sees him again, coming along the path toward 
her. For a second, she wants to turn around and run 
away but then she remembers her cured elbow and feels 
invincible so she stands there, feet planted on the ground 
waiting for him. 

Hey, he says. 
Hey, she says. 
That was fun the other day. 
Yeah, she says, even though it wasn’t. 
I’ll see you around, he says. He touches her on the 

waist.
She flinches a little and he walks away. Quick, pan-

icked, she fumbles through her mind trying to think of 
anything she might have left in his room. But there’s 
nothing. She has all her belongings. She’s good. She’s 
whole. Her elbow will be fine. 

That night in the shower, her waist aches. She runs her 
fingers along it, comes across a scab. The  blood is crust-
ing and red, a deep, deep red, brilliant and beautiful. 

Alas, she thinks, Professor O will love this.  
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| A  C A i R n  o F  F i n E  B o n E S :  A  P L E A

A red dress shivers from a clothesline 
& smoothes itself, for a moment, against the body
       of the wind—
there’s a background for the screen of the Desire Theater 
if it’s ever reopened, that theater
                  just off the square
in every town in America—

or the cairn of fine bones your ankles conjure in the air
when they meet behind my neck 
     (how many nights of rain gleam 
in those bones?), or the palm-size blooms of Queen Anne’s Lace

left in the dirt-shot paddock long
     after the horses have eaten everything else. 
What’s left of us, between us, what persists. Tell me
of the elephant in its chains at the carnival, the slaughterhouse

workers who remain despite DHS or INS
or whoever shows up to raid the plant at dawn, tell me of the prodigals

returning to our small town, to Main St USA,
Best We Can Do USA, grain silo skyline, 
knee-high corn plant perimeter, 

radio towers flashing in the dark fields just beyond, red light pulsars
endlessly casting their plumb lines
     into whatever’s beyond us. 

m A r k  W A g e N A A r
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Meet me in the middle 
of the distance we become 
      when we meet. 
Trace upon me the hundred handprints left in the soot
              of the arsoned house. 
If reason will betray us, like flame, 
if we can’t even trust our poverty, turn back 
to me, tell me again we’ll bust the elephant free some day, 
                   pachyderm jailbreak,
tell me again we don’t give up on anyone,
tell me it’s not our faces falling
               to the cutting room floor
in the darkened theater,
as the coyotes begin to cry a few fields away,

& snow, impossible snow, begins to fall on this town, 
lighter even than the bodies we ruin ourselves upon.
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| A  S E P A R At E  B i R D  E A C H  t i M E  ( o R i G A M i )

Even the crane made from paper,
        folded and folded along careful lines. Even the lines

of the palm uplifted to receive it (but of all
        those lines only one named for love). When I believed

in a name for everything, even the smallest
        and most far, the child offered her simple square,

creased into neck & wings & pleated beak
        and I took it against the minnow-thin

alleys of my hands, and sometime
        just before or after sat across a table from you

while inside my body street after street
        tracked to the winter river, the city’s

skyline pierced by church spires whose dark
        unfolded against the different dark behind

so for a moment it seemed anyone
        could know their edges,

could coax them into closeness
        by telling herself spire, sky.

k A S e y  J u e d S
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| t H E  H E D G E

“When the prince approached the briar hedge, he found nothing but big, beautiful 

flowers. They opened to make a path for him and to let him pass unharmed; then 

they closed behind him to form a hedge.”

“Briar Rose,” in The Grimm Reader

Trans. Maria Tatar

In the middle
of the story,
another story. Of how

the suture
of briars became blossom
became wound, the open
place where they

were not. As you
were first a body, then
a body, like

the unbroken
thicket of radiant
flowers, as if nothing
had been injured or changed.

k A S e y  J u e d S
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| m AT T  m o r T o N L o o M i n G S  n o  L o n G E R

I was all freshly aglimmer, 
wave-persuaded into a gold possibility. 
At first a marsh, a murkily-seeming surface. 
But magnified our practiced roles 
of shrinking turned up false. And strangely so—
how the beacon of dreams we imagined 
could be so easily swept aside. Now 
it was his shadow of terror who shrunk. 
No, it was not the hoped-for endless 
autumn stowed away, but a nevertheless 
little gift, a balance beam. One half 
level way to look, one half calmly steeling-oneself
in the wind. Leaves, burnt on 
occasion, sharpened their edges. 
The costumed sky became, merely, the sky. 
I thought to my waking morning self, 
Would that I might for year beyond year
discover myself just so! Because it is 
after all a large fine planet, a giant sea.
I do not owe, but give thanks for 
such bright and brief sufficiency.
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with Safe Spaces, is forthcoming from Sundress Publications.

adrian bleVins is the author of Live from the Home-
sick Jamboree (Wesleyan University Press, 2009), The 
Brass Girl Brouhaha (Ausable Press, 2003), and two chap-
books. She is the recipient of many awards and honors 
including a Kate Tufts Discovery Award for The Brass 
Girl Brouhaha, a Rona Jaffe Writer’s Foundation Award, 
a Bright Hill Press Chapbook Award, and, more recently, 
a Pushcart Prize, a Cohen Award from Ploughshares, and 
a Zone 3 Poetry Award. Ohio University Press released a 
collection of essays she edited with Karen McElmurray—
Walk Till the Dogs Get Mean: Meditations on the Forbidden 
from Contemporary Appalachia—this fall. New poems are 
forthcoming or have been recently published in American 
Poetry Review, North American Review, Florida Review, 
and Copper Nickel. Blevins’s work is also being included 
in Best Creative Nonfiction of the South, forthcoming from 
Texas Review Press in 2016.  

bruce bond is the author of fifteen books including, 
most recently, For the Lost Cathedral (Louisiana State 
University Press, 2015), The Other Sky (Etruscan, 2015), 
and Immanent Distance: Poetry and the Metaphysics of 
the Near at Hand (University of Michigan Press, 2015). 
Four of his books are forthcoming: Black Anthem (Tampa 
Review Prize, University of Tampa Press), Gold Bee (Crab 
Orchard Open Competition Award, Southern Illinois 
University Press), Sacrum (Four Way Books), and Black-
out Starlight: New and Selected Poems (Louisiana State 
University Press). Presently he is Regents Professor at 
University of North Texas.    

ricK bursKy’s most recent book, I’m No Longer Trou-
bled By The Extravagance, is out from BOA Editions. His 

previous book, Death Obscura, was published by Sara-
bande Books. His poems have appeared in many jour-
nals including Field, American Poetry Review, Gettysburg 
Review, Conduit, and Iowa Review. 

allison Pitinii daVis is the recipient of a Wallace 
Stegner Fellowship from Stanford University and an 
MFA from Ohio State University. Her work has appeared 
in The New Republic, Linebreak, Black Warrior Review, 
Connotation Press, and elsewhere. She is the author of 
the chapbook Poppy Seeds (Kent State University Press, 
2013) and a forthcoming collection about family busi-
nesses in Youngstown, Ohio (Baobab Press, 2017). She 
is currently a poetry fellow at the Provincetown Fine 
Arts Work Center. 

Jennifer m. dean grew up in East Texas. She earned 
her MA in poetry from the University of Nebraska-Lin-
coln, and is completing an MFA in Creative Nonfiction 
at California State University in Fresno, California where 
she currently lives, works, and writes.She is an Associate 
Nonfiction Editor for The Normal School. Her poetry has 
appeared in The Southern Poetry Anthology, Vol.VIII, Poetry 
Quarterly, Midwestern Gothic, and elsewhere; “Sounding 
In Fog” comes from her first essay collection manuscript-
in-progress.

JeHanne dubrow is the author of five poetry col-
lections, including most recently The Arranged Marriage 
(University of New Mexico Press, 2015), Red Army Red 
(Northwestern University Press, 2012), and Stateside 
(Northwestern University Press, 2010). Her work has 
appeared in Virginia Quarterly Review, The New England 
Review, Ploughshares, and The New York Times Magazine. 
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Jennifer giVHan is a Mexican-American poet from 
the Southwestern desert. Her full-length poetry collec-
tion, Landscape with Headless Mama, won the 2015 Pleia-
des Editors’ Prize and is forthcoming in 2016. Her honors 
include an NEA fellowship, PEN/Rosenthal Emerging 
Voices fellowship, The Frost Place Latin@ Scholarship, 
The Pinch Poetry Prize, The DASH Poetry Prize, and po-
etry in Best New Poets 2013, AGNI, Southern Humanities 
Review, and Prairie Schooner. She teaches online at The 
Rooster Moans Poetry Coop. jennifergivhan.com

daniel groVes  is the author of The Lost Boys 
(University of Georgia Press/VQR Poetry Series, 
2010).His work has appeared in Paris Review, Yale Review, 
Poetry, and elsewhere.

aleX K. HugHes is a PhD student at Oklahoma State 
University. His work has been published in Journey, and 
he previously served as associate editor of Big Muddy 
and The Cape Rock.

laurel Hunt has an MFA from the Michener Cen-
ter for Writers at UT, Austin. Her poems can be found 
in Smartish Pace; Forklift, Ohio; DIAGRAM; PANK; Salt 
Hill; The Journal; Pleiades; and elsewhere. She lives in 
Portland, Oregon.

Kristen isKandrian ’s work has been published in 
Tin House, Denver Quarterly, Gulf Coast, and many other 
places. Her story “The Inheritors” won an O. Henry Prize 
in 2014. Her first novel will be out next year from Twelve/
Hachette. Originally from the Philadelphia area, she cur-
rently lives in Birmingham, Alabama.

JoHn James is the author of Chthonic, winner of the 

2014 CutBank Chapbook Award. His poems appear or 
are forthcoming in Boston Review, Kenyon Review, Gulf 
Coast, Colorado Review, Best New Poets, and elsewhere. 
He serves as Graduate Associate to the Lannan Center 
for Poetics and Social Practice at Georgetown University, 
where he is also a Lannan Fellow.

marina della Putta JoHnston is the Assistant 
Director of the Center for Italian Studies at the Univer-
sity of Pennsylvania, where her scholarly work focuses 
on Medieval and Renaissance texts. 

Kasey Jueds is the author of Keeper (University of 
Pittsburgh Press), winner of the 2012 Agnes Lynch Star-
rett Prize. She lives in Philadelphia, and has new work 
forthcoming in American Poetry Review.

emily KoeHn’s poems have appeared or are forthcom-
ing in Pleiades, Thrush, Denver Quarterly, CutBank, and 
other journals. Her work has been nominated for the 
Best New Poets series and two Pushcart Prizes. She re-
ceived her MFA from Purdue University and currently 
lives in St. Louis, Missouri.

lance larsen, poet laureate of Utah, is the author of 
four poetry collections, most recently Genius Loci (Uni-
versity of Tampa Press, 2013). He has received a number 
of awards, including a Pushcart Prize and a fellowship 
from the National Endowment for the Arts. He teaches 
at Brigham Young University, where he oversees the MFA 
program.

saraH K. lenz’s nonfiction has appeared in New Let-
ters, Colorado Review, South Dakota Review, Front Porch, 
and elsewhere. Her work has twice been named Notable 



contriButors crazyhorse | 153

in Best American Essays. She won the 2014-2015 New Let-
ters Readers’ Award. She holds an MFA from Georgia 
College and lives in Corpus Christi, Texas.

Karin lin-greenberg  is the author of the story 
collection Faulty Predictions, which won the Flannery 
O’Connor Award for Short Fiction and Foreword Reviews’ 
INDIEFAB 2014 Book of the Year Award in the Short 
Story category. Her stories have appeared in the Antioch 
Review, Bellingham Review, Hayden’s Ferry Review, and 
elsewhere. She teaches creative writing at Siena College 
in upstate New York.

ryan mattern holds a BA in Creative Writing from 
California State University, San Bernardino and MA in 
English from the University of California, Davis. He is 
the recipient of the Felix Valdez Award for Short Fiction. 
His work has been published in Ghost Town, THE2ND-
HAND, Poetry Quarterly, and The Red Wheelbarrow, 
among others. He currently serves in the United States 
Army.

matt w. miller was born and raised in Lowell, Mas-
sachusetts. He is the author of Club Icarus, winner of the 
2012 Vassar Miller Poetry Prize, and Cameo Diner: Poems. 
The recipient of a Wallace Stegner Fellowship at Stanford 
University and a Walter E. Dakin Poetry Fellowship from 
the Sewanee Writers’ Conference, his work has appeared 
in Slate, Harvard Review, Southwest Review, Missouri Re-
view, The Rumpus, and other journals. He teaches at Phil-
lips Exeter Academy and lives in coastal New Hampshire 
with his family.

matt morton has poetry appearing in Gulf Coast, 
Harvard Review, Indiana Review, Ninth Letter, and else-

where. A finalist for a Ruth Lilly Fellowship from the Po-
etry Foundation, he is also the recipient of the Sycamore 
Review Wabash Prize for Poetry and scholarships from 
the Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference and the Sewanee 
Writers’ Conference. He serves as associate editor for 
32 Poems and is a Robert B. Toulouse Doctoral Fellow in 
English at the University of North Texas.

KatHryn nuernberger is the author of two poetry 
collections, Rag & Bone, which won the Elixir Press Anti-
venom Prize, and The End of Pink, which is forthcoming 
from BOA Editions in 2016. She is an Assistant Professor 
of Creative Writing at University of Central Missouri, 
where she also serves as the director of Pleiades Press. 
Recent work has appeared in 32 Poems, Green Mountains 
Review, Indiana Review, and West Branch.

gioVanni Pascoli is a founder of modern Italian 
verse. He lived an initially idyllic and then tragic child-
hood in the rural region of Romagna, and he went on to 
become Professor of Italian Literature at the University 
of Bologna. He died in 1912.

Jennifer Perrine is the author of No Confession, No 
Mass (University of Nebraska Press, 2015), winner of 
the 2014 Prairie Schooner Book Prize in Poetry; In the 
Human Zoo (University of Utah Press, 2011), recipient 
of the 2010 Agha Shahid Ali Poetry Prize; and The Body 
Is No Machine (New Issues, 2007), winner of the 2008 
Devil’s Kitchen Reading Award in Poetry. She teaches 
courses in creative writing and social justice and directs 
the Women’s and Gender Studies program at Drake Uni-
versity in Des Moines, Iowa. For more information, visit 
www.jenniferperrine.org.
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Born in Manila and raised in the U.S. and Saudi Ara-
bia, sasHa Pimentel  is a Filipina poet and author 
of Insides She Swallowed, winner of the 2011 American 
Book Award. Selected by Philip Levine, Mark Strand, and 
Charles Wright as a finalist for the 2015 Rome Prize in 
Literature, winner of the Ernesto Trejo Prize and a Philip 
Levine fellow, her work has been published in such jour-
nals as The American Poetry Review, New England Review, 
and Crab Orchard Review. She is an assistant professor in 
a bilingual (Spanish-English) MFA program on the border 
of Juárez, Mexico.

marK Jude Poirier is the author of two novels, two 
story collections, and with Owen King, a graphic novel. 
Films he has written have played Sundance, The Toronto 
International Film Festival, and at MOMA. He’s cur-
rently a Briggs-Copeland Lecturer on English at Harvard.

A native of the Pine Barrens region of southern New 
Jersey, JoHn rePP has lived for many years with his 
family in northwestern Pennsylvania. His most recent 
collection of poetry is Fat Jersey Blues, winner of the 
2013 Akron Poetry Prize from the University of Akron 
Press. 

PatricK ryan is the author of the forthcoming short 
story collection The Dream Life of Astronauts, Send Me, 
and three novels for young readers. His work has ap-
peared in The Best American Short Stories, Tin House, One 
Story, The Iowa Review, Catapult, and elsewhere. He is the 
recipient of a National Endowment for the Arts Fellow-
ship in Fiction and is the editor of One Teen Story. He 
lives in New York City.

elizabetH scanlon is the Editor of The American 
Poetry Review. She is the author of The Brain Is Not the 
United States (The Brain Is the Ocean) (The Head & The 
Hand Press, 2016) and Odd Regard (Ixnay Press, 2013).

steVen d. scHroeder ’s second book, The Royal 
Nonesuch (Spark Wheel Press, 2013), won the 2014 Dev-
il’s Kitchen Reading Award from Southern Illinois Uni-
versity. His poetry is available or forthcoming from Crab 
Orchard Review, The Laurel Review, and Four Way Review. 
He serves as a board member, reading series co-director, 
and contributing editor for River Styx magazine. 

martHa silano is the author of four books of poetry, 
including The Little Office of the Immaculate Conception 
and Reckless Lovely (both from Saturnalia Books). She 
also co-edited, with Kelli Russell Agodon, The Daily Poet: 
Day-By-Day Prompts For Your Writing Practice (Two Syl-
vias Press 2013). Her poems have appeared in Poetry, 
Paris Review, American Poetry Review, Orion, and The Best 
American Poetry 2009, among others. Martha edits Crab 
Creek Review and teaches at Bellevue College.

taiJe silVerman’s book of poetry, Houses Are Fields, 
was published by Louisiana State University Press in 
2009, and newer poems have been in journals such as 
Agni, The Massachusetts Review, and The Harvard Review. 
She was a 2011 Fulbright Fellow in Italy and she teaches 
poetry and translation at the University of Pennsylvania. 
Her translations of Giovanni Pascoli with Marina Della 
Putta Johnston have most recently been in The New Eng-
land Review, Five Points, The Nation, and Agni.
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cHelsea wagenaar is the winner of the 2013 Philip 
Levine Prize for her first collection of poems, Mercy Spurs 
the Bone (Anhinga, 2015). Her work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in Blackbird, Michigan Quarterly, North Amer-
ican Review, and Image. She is a doctoral fellow in poetry 
at the University of North Texas and lives in Denton with 
her husband, poet Mark Wagenaar, and their daughter. 

marK wagenaar (ABD PhD: U of North Texas / MFA: 
U of Virginia) is the 2014-15 Jay C. and Ruth Halls Poetry 
Fellow. He is the 2015 winner of the Juniper Prize in 
Poetry, from University of Massachusetts Press, for The 
Body Distances (A Hundred Blackbirds Rising) and the 2012 
Pollak Prize winner for Voodoo Inverso. He’s also the 2015 
winner of the CBC Poetry Prize & the Southern Humani-
ties Review’s Jake Adam York Poetry of Witness Prize. 
His poems appear or are forthcoming in The New Yorker, 
FIELD, 32 Poems, The Southern Review, and many others.

g.c. waldreP is the author most recently of Testa-
ment (BOA Editions, 2015) and a chapbook, Susquehanna 
(Omnidawn, 2013).  He lives in Lewisburg, Pennsylvania, 
where he teaches at Bucknell University, edits the jour-
nal West Branch, and serves as Editor-at-Large for The 
Kenyon Review. 

elizabetH wHittlesey ’s poems have appeared in 
journals including Gulf Coast, jubilat, Boston Review, 
POOL, BETTER, Two Serious Ladies, JERRY, and Phan-
tom Books. She grew up in Salt Lake City, Utah and lives 
in Manhattan.

brandon williams’s work has recently appeared or 
is forthcoming in Black Clock, Soundings Review, Cadence 
Collective, Yellow Chair Review, Huizache, CulturedVul-
tures.com, Blue Earth Review, MIRAMAR, and Solo Novo. 
He currently works as a Lecturer at the University of 
California, Riverside. A product of northern California, 
he finds himself constantly called back to the Sierra Ne-
vada Gold Country.

KatHleen winter is the author of Nostalgia for the 
Criminal Past (Elixir Press), winner of the Antivenom 
Prize and the Texas Institute of Letters 2013 Memorial 
Award for a first book of poems. Her poems have ap-
peared in Tin House, AGNI, The New Republic, The Cincin-
nati Review, Poetry London, and other journals. She was 
awarded fellowships at the Dora Maar House, Méner-
bes, France; James Merrill House; Cill Rialaig Retreat 
and  Vermont Studio Center.  She is the Fall 2015 Ralph 
Johnston Fellow at the Dobie Paisano Ranch in Austin.
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