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Editor’s Note   
 

 The dynamism of contemporary American literature is 

echoed in our journals and quarterlies. Showcasing fiction, 

poetry, and dramatic writing alongside forms that have 

exploded the canon in recent decades, such periodicals now 

regularly feature memoir, micro-fiction, travel writing, and 

graphic narrative (also known as “comics”). Technology also 

has influenced how artists create in the twenty-first century, 

with electronic communication and media reflecting exper-

iments in language and visual representation. Readers of 

Stonesthrow Review will find in this seventh edition examples of 

traditional as well as burgeoning genres and formats, the 

selections (our largest compilation to date) collectively ex-

pressive of a bold and often idiosyncratic sensibility. May you 

delight in the eclecticism and diversity broadcasted by our 

energetic contributors. 

 

—Pauline Uchmanowicz 
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Kasey Tveit 
 

On the Stoop 
 
A slow cigarette 
And the moan of the blues 
Twist in the fading summer haze, 
And the moon 
Is a jewel-cold sun 
 
For the night people, 
The strangers, 
The ones who glance from corners 
Of dim, foggy rooms 
 
Eternally alone, 
And grateful 
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Felicity Jane Pickering 
 

Brother  
 
He tattooed “alive” to his leg 
To remind himself  
He still was. 
  
It seemed a strange contradiction 
At the morgue, 
His hollow face slumped 
In an effortless smile. 
  
It hurt me to see, so I cut off the flesh 
With my pocketknife. 
  
People can live lies 
                   But in death 
There should be no deception. 
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Daryn Bleach 
 

Roll of the Dice 
 
Her death story reached every ear 
of our small, reminiscing town, 
a sudden case of bacterial meningitis. 
Although the same walls sheltered 
us for four years, I didn’t know her 
except by name on the varsity stats. 
 
I attended her wake feeling like a fraud 
and quickly took my place along the wall, 
hoping to assimilate. The crowd 
slowly rounded the room, allowing 
too much time to ponder the posters 
showcasing eighteen years of personality. 
 
We filed to the front, where a box 
holding her body waited topless and solitary. 
I didn’t kneel or pray, just examined her painted 
skin, looking for traces of decaying insides. 
I left her casket feeling guilty for my pulsing blood; 
ruthless chance stopped hers too soon. 
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Lauren E. VanderMaas 
 

On Fourth Lake 
 
 The cabin is outdated. The furniture is from the 
seventies, and the walls are so thin you can hear absolutely 
everything no matter what room you’re in. It is a log cabin, 
which adds to the novelty of staying up in the Adirondacks, 
where you can still get lost in the woods, and every now and 
then find yourself terrified of a not-so-far-off black bear. My 
grandfather’s ancient deer heads are hung up outside. I find 
them disgusting, what’s left of them. They’re gross shabby 
things, with the skin of their mouths folding up past whatever 
taxidermists use to replace the soft tissue. I remember when I 
was little I was so upset about the one deer head, with his sad 
glass eyes, that I confronted my grandfather. “Did you shoot 
him?” I asked, and he told me some story about a stampede of 
deer all running at him at once, and how he didn’t want to hurt 
them, but to save his own life he shot that one deer. That 
seemed fair enough.  
 My mom said that when I was born I captured my grand-
father’s heart. She said I had him wrapped around my finger 
like she’d never seen. I was his first grandchild, and it was nice 
to see him happy about something. He isn’t a very joyous 
individual. He does chuckle on occasion, but the laugh rarely 
reaches his eyes, and it’s always due to something clever he 
thinks he said.  
 My grandfather is a religious hypocrite. He’ll drive two 
hours half blind and deaf to get to church every Sunday, but 
he’ll fight you for every penny you have if he thinks he 
deserves it. He drinks every night, and talks about politics he 
doesn’t understand. He goes on about how schools were better 
in his time, but tells us how the nuns hit students. He uses the 
same hearing aid he’s had since the eighties, but when he 
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comes across a waitress with an accent, it isn’t his hearing that’s 
the problem, it’s her inability to speak English. His favorite 
relative is his cousin Vinny, a crazy old coot and an outspoken 
racist. My grandfather can talk for hours about everything the 
Bible says is against God, like homosexuality. He has a gay son 
he verbally abused and hasn’t spoken to in years and three 
other children who can barely stand him. 
 Recently I started to notice how old my grandparents are 
becoming. They used to be old but still had the same faces 
from the pictures of my parents’ wedding, only with a little 
extra gray and a few more lines. Now they’re ancient, and when 
I see them once a year I can’t help thinking about time. I’m 
frustrated by their ignorance, their lifestyle, and the things they 
did that they shouldn’t have. Then my parents tell my brother 
and me we’re leaving, and getting in the car, I watch those two 
antique people stand on the porch and wave goodbye. They 
look so weak and sad. 
 When I was seven or eight my family went up to the 
cabin just like we did every year. We went swimming in the 
lake, we barbequed, we went out to eat. I spent evenings sitting 
by Grandpa as he smoked his sweet-smelling pipe and watched 
the news. I didn’t pay attention to what he grumbled about; I 
didn’t know what any of it meant. I was just happy, relaxed and 
warm, tan from being in the water and ready for the next day’s 
adventures. 
 We went tubing that week. Grandpa had a little round 
tube, and we hooked it up to the back of a boat. I don’t 
remember if it was my dad, or my uncle, or Grandpa who 
drove the boat. It was my first tubing experience and the lake 
was cold, but it was wonderful. Then we came to the dock and 
I got off and wrapped myself in a towel. I sat by my aunt, 
bundled in terrycloth, and happy to be alive in the way that 
only kids can be. Then my dad got on the tube and I laughed 
because he was so big and that little rubber donut so small. My 
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mother probably would have told him to get off, but I 
remember her being far off in the house or at the top of the hill 
playing with my little brother. My dad told my uncle he was 
ready to go, and my uncle told my grandpa, and he gave the 
boat gas, and neither one of them looked back. I guess my dad 
flipped over on the little tube; he had his fingers knotted in the 
ropes, and he was stuck under water. He was headed for the 
big wooden dock, couldn’t get his hands out, and missed 
hitting his head by inches. Then my aunt was up, and there was 
screaming, and my dad was cursing. He stormed out of the 
water, my mother now there. Suddenly we were leaving. And 
we had days to go. Now we were leaving, and I was crying and 
didn’t understand. 
 I remember standing in the little bedroom with the full-
size bed and the two military bunks, looking at the wooden 
vanity, and crying as my mother frantically packed up all of her 
makeup. She asked me if I had everything. I was too upset to 
think, and worried I’d forgotten a toy. Then we were out the 
door, in the car, and my dad was icing his purple fingers as he 
attempted to maneuver the steering wheel and drive home.  
 I didn’t see my grandparents for a few years after the 
incident. My parents didn’t talk to them for a while. I guess I 
was too young to understand the situation, but there must have 
been more to it. It must have been the final straw, my mother 
done with doing everything the way her dad wanted it, my 
father fed up with his father-in-law’s strong opinions, bad 
advice, and no-talking-to-him stubbornness. My father could 
have been hurt quite badly, and I guess my grandpa had some-
how turned it all around, repositioned the blame, put it on 
someone else, or brushed it all off entirely, and they were done. 
And I was done, because I was seven and had no control over 
whether or not I saw my grandparents.  
 When my mother stopped being mad and convinced my 
father that that’s how Grandpa had always been, and that he’d 
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never change, we went back upstate but never stayed at the 
cabin. We stayed at campgrounds at least an hour away and 
we’d meet my grandparents for two or three meals, three or 
four hours, here and there, as we enjoyed our own vacation. 
My grandparents became old familiar strangers who see me 
once a year. 
 Last summer, we planned a last minute trip upstate to 
visit them. We hadn’t seen them in a while and my grandma 
has been sickly. I think my mom is finally starting to realize 
how old her parents have become. She tried to book a motel in 
the area, but the place wanted an astronomical amount. So my 
brother and I agreed to stay with my grandparents.  
 Looking past all of their flaws that weekend, I decided to 
try and soak them up into my memory as best I could, to get to 
know my grandparents before it was too late and they were just 
vague recollections. Maybe it was because my father’s mother 
had just died a few months prior. I had almost asked her a 
bunch of questions at Christmas, little things like how she met 
my grandfather and what she was like at my age, but she had 
been in a bad mood as she often was. Then I went off to 
school, and she was gone, and no one had answers to my 
questions. 
 Every night, my grandfather mixed a brandy-whiskey 
blend with disgusting cheap vermouth in his metal cocktail 
mixer. He added ice and made at least two drinks each for him 
and “Liz,” or him and “Mom.” My grandmother’s name is 
Patricia, but for some reason he’s always called her by her 
middle name, and when he doesn’t he’s stuck on calling her 
“Mom.” I suppose he got used to the name from being a 
parent in the fifties. When I was younger, I always thought it 
was so funny that he didn’t change it to “Grandma” for my 
brother and me, but by now I’m used to it. He mixed their 
drinks, and we sat in the living room on the ugly orange velour 
couches with their big wooden backs. I avoided religion and 
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politics and asked them about their lives: what their parents 
were like, what they did as children, where they lived and how 
they met.  
 My grandpa told me about his home in Brooklyn. He told 
me that he lived in a four-floor apartment building. He and his 
father and mother lived on the first floor, and each of his 
father’s three sisters and their families lived on the other floors. 
His father was Italian and his mother was Irish, and all of his 
aunts cooked the meals because they said his mother was 
useless in the kitchen. His family lived comfortably through the 
Depression, even when all of my grandfather’s uncles lost their 
jobs. My grandfather talked about his father with pride. He said 
he was a lawyer, and a good one, who had managed to support 
the whole family. Grandpa said he loved that apartment in 
Brooklyn, and that he remembered wearing his coat and 
stockings, and riding tricycles for hours in the basement with 
his cousin Vinny.  
 When my grandfather finished talking, he looked over at 
the orange couch closest to the television. He was looking at 
his old stuffed rabbit, perched carefully on top of the backrest, 
its facial features nearly gone, and nothing left of its clothing 
but the worn-out faded boots, and a gray vest that must once 
have been brightly colored. Grandpa showed me that rabbit 
when I was very young, I remember he told me he had taken it 
everywhere with him when he was my age. I remember how 
baffled I was at the idea that he had ever been my age. I looked 
at my grandfather, his ancient face, his spots and wrinkles, and 
his foggy old eyes, gazing, smiling at his toy rabbit.  
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Arielle Lindstrom 
 

Charity 
 

My mother moves 
through the kitchen 

with her hair 
tied back in- 

to a braid 
and replaces the fruit 

that bruised overnight. 
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Amie Johnson 
 

The Cockeyed Optimist 
 
You’re an empty wineglass, my love. 
And here I was, thinking you were half-full. 
 
You’re feeling a little lighter, a little better. 
But, frankly my dear, 
 
I’m starting to feel a little sour, a little bitter. 
 
Oh, maybe your tannins have gotten to me— 
 
You started out smoothly complex, 
Ah, such beautiful body! 
 
But you could sure as hell work on your finish. 
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Caroline Cunningham 

 
Displaced 

 
“He asked me to humiliate him this time, during—” 
Lacey stared back at her. “What?” 
Kenny used her pointer finger to stop a drop of conden-

sation from dripping down her glass. “You know, say things 
like ‘This is fucked up . . . you’re a freak . . . I’m so disgusted by 
you right now.’” 

“Are you going to do it?” 
She picked up the glass and rested it against her lips. “I 

don’t know.” 
 

* 
 

She had not been serious about the job at first. It was a 
joke when she and her friends were originally looking through 
the wanted ads on Craigslist. But when she saw the amount of 
money some people were willing to pay for those types of 
services, she had to reconsider. She knew she wasn’t going to 
make a fortune, but she could definitely use the extra cash. The 
job didn’t require much of her and she was able to schedule the 
appointments at her own leisure. She decided to contact 
Christian and give it a try.   

 
* 
 

“You should charge him more for it if you decide to.” 
Kenny slowly tipped the glass back and fixed Lacey with a 

raised brow. 
“I mean, it’ll definitely take more effort, thinking up and 

spewing insults at him for that long. How long does it take, 
anyway?” 
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Kenny shifted her eyes downward as she carefully rested 
the glass on the table. “He gives me thirty bucks for a half 
hour, fifty if I let him jerk off.” 

Lacey chuckled and reached for a handful of peanuts. 
“He’s never taken that long, though. It gets uncomfort-

able.” 
“No duh.” 
“I mean physically, my legs get sore from hanging them 

off the bed after a while.” She moved her finger around the 
edge of the glass. “I mean, it’s obviously awkward, but I pet 
Nico the whole time so I just kind of pretend it’s not going 
on.” 

Lacey craned her head around the kitchen in search of the 
cat while munching on some peanuts. “Do you think Nico 
realizes what’s going on during it?” 

Kenny looked up at her friend. “I don’t know, actually, I 
never thought about it.” 

 
* 

 
When she first met Christian, Kenny was surprised by his 

appearance and behavior, but later could not recollect what her 
original expectations had been. He timidly introduced himself 
to her in the doorway of her apartment, his occasional “ums” 
dispersed throughout his introduction made his nervousness 
apparent to her. He asked her if he should remove his shoes 
before coming inside. She liked his cordial manner: he was soft- 
spoken and tall. She found herself wanting to make him feel 
more comfortable, to dissipate the awkward bubble enveloping 
them. She was relieved to have invited him over when she 
knew her roommates would be out. 

She could sense Christian had a good soul. He softly 
explained to her how to position herself on the bed with her 
feet hanging off the end. He was the one to suggest having 
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Nico present to keep her company as she lied on her back 
staring at the ceiling. The only peculiar thing about him was the 
music he put on: ambient and chaotic sounds that came clam-
oring from the speakers he brought with him. She was open 
minded though, and even tried to enjoy the music a little bit 
while lying on her bed, tapping her fingers to try and catch the 
nonexistent rhythm. The first time he only took about twenty 
minutes (she had a digital clock on her side table that she 
looked at intermittently while waiting for him to finish what he 
referred to as “worship”) and she could only vaguely hear the 
sounds he made, little syncopated squeaks, beneath the loud 
noises coming from the speakers. His hands were soft and his 
actions were slow and gentle. His tongue and mouth gingerly 
examined the soles of her feet. He asked her if her legs were 
getting sore and they were, so he came out from under the foot 
of the bed. He told her she was a natural and she remembered 
averting her eyes from his gaze as her cheeks began to get hot. 

 
* 

 
“I don’t think I’m going to do it.” 
“You’re crazy. Think of the cash you could get.” 
“I wouldn’t feel comfortable, I wouldn’t be able to, really 

mean it, you know? It would feel too forced, he probably 
wouldn’t get into it.” 

Lacey was cackling. “I can’t believe this is the straw to 
break the camel’s back, or foot, rather.” 

“Shut up! He’s a nice guy.” 
“Kenny. He’s a fucking creep.” 
Kenny stared at her friend with a scrunched look of 

contemplation.  
Lacey rubbed some peanut debris onto her pants. “I 

mean, how do you know he’s not gonna try to cut your feet off 
to dangle on his rear view mirror or something?” 
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“He wouldn’t do that! I know he wouldn’t, he’s a nice 
guy. You’ve never even met him.” 

“I don’t think I have to. Oh, my God.” 
“What?” 
“Nothing, Kenny, I can’t believe you sometimes. You 

crack me up, stuck in this idyllic world of yours.” 
“What are you trying to say?” 
Her eyeballs rolled loosely in their sockets. “I don’t know, 

you just sound pretty defensive about this weird foot smeller 
dude.” 

“Not defensive, just tolerant.” 
Lacey crossed her arms. “There is definitely a tone in 

your voice other than tolerance, Kenny.” 
“Whatever, it’s nothing. You don’t know what you’re 

talking about.” 
Kenny turned and started fumbling with some dishes in 

the sink. Nico tiptoed into the room and rubbed up against her 
ankles; she was small and looked emaciated despite always 
having a bowl of food available to her on the floor in the 
kitchen. Her friends made fun of Nico’s rat-like appearance, 
but Kenny believed she was the epitome of cute.  

 
* 

 
After a few sessions with Christian, Kenny began to feel it 

was necessary for her to maintain the appearance of her feet. 
She used the extra cash she was making to get pedicures and 
buy shoes that flattered their unique shape (at least that’s how 
Christian described them: “slender” and “sexy”).  

At home she would lie back on her bed with her legs 
hanging off the end and flex her feet, practicing and improving 
her endurance. She usually listened to upbeat music while she 
“exercised,” rocking her hips back and forth on the mattress, 
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developing a sort of horizontal dance routine. Nico would 
sometimes sit and watch her from the floor. 

 
* 

 
Most nights Kenny had trouble falling asleep. Thoughts 

infested her brain. They were small, smelly and elusive, fleeting 
almost immediately when she thought she had finally grasped 
their significance. Whenever she would finally fall asleep her 
nightmares were of a giant, dirty puddle.  
 

* 
 

Lacey had left and Kenny waited patiently for Christian to 
arrive. She sat at the foot of her bed and admired her bedroom. 
Nico was asleep on the bed. If the cat was aware of the 
mingling that was about to take place, she didn’t let it show and 
remained nested. Kenny was about to rearrange her stuffed 
animals when there was a knock at her apartment’s front door. 
“Coming!” she called. She tripped over a pair of shoes in her 
scurry to answer. Christian stood in the doorway, stereo 
speakers in tow. He half smiled at her and walked in. Kenny 
smiled in recognition of his quiet manner.  

She situated herself at the foot of her bed and watched 
him as he set up the stereo speakers. Her teeth were on the 
verge of hole-punching her bottom lip when she finally decided 
to ask, “How was your day?” 

Christian remained focused on the speaker wires from his 
crouched position on the floor. “Fine.” 

“Lacey came over today for a while. We did nails, see?” 
She wiggled her shiny pink toenails at him. 

He licked his lips. “Nice.” 
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“Yeah, we watched The Real World and downloaded some 
music. I downloaded this really good album, maybe we could 
listen to it?” 

His vision remained stuck on her toes. “No thanks, um, 
can you. . . . ” He motioned for her to lie down.  

“Oh yeah, mhmm,” she shifted her body slowly down-
wards onto the bed. 

He proceeded to lie down on the floor and Kenny put 
her feet on his face. He began making his usual motions and 
noises using both his mouth and hands. This time Kenny 
started making little noises too, softly at first, then yelled out, 
“Oooooooooooooooooh yahhhhh.” 

He removed her feet from his face, sat up and looked at 
her. “What?” 

“Oh, sorry, I just thought that—” Her thought trailed off 
and she resumed to lock her teeth over her bottom lip. 

He looked away for a moment. “Um, so, I was kind of 
hoping you’d, you know . . . do what I kind of, uh . . . asked 
you to . . . um.” 

Kenny sat up on her elbows. “Well, I don’t know, I can’t 
really think of anything that mean to say, I mean, to you.” She 
widened her gaze.  

Christian turned away from her. He scratched his head 
and coughed. “Um, you know, I don’t have much time, so I, 
uh, guess just, you know, don’t say, uh, anything.” 

Kenny lay back down and stared at the ceiling. “Okay, 
sorry.” 

 
* 

 
That night Kenny couldn’t fall asleep. Nico kept trying to 

nuzzle her, but after a while she gave up and left the room. 
Kenny lay awake in her bed and stared at the darkness sur-
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rounding her, trying to assure herself that she was a snowflake 
about to land on someone’s tongue.  
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Pamela Ousley 
 

32 Lunch 
  
This woman, whose brother does egg hibachi 
at the diner they own, is stout and Greek 
and has eyes the color of chocolate Labradors. 
 
She is worried about natural disasters,  
like the eruption of the supervolcano and fault 
lines causing earthquakes. There’s a fault line 
 
in New York, she says. And apparently, a man  
lives in Hawaii, alone, watching lava flow  
just outside his windows. This woman  
 
doesn’t understand this man. I get him a little bit  
but I’m afraid to tell her. She refills my coffee,  
says her brother is insane, but he buys good 
 
stuff and cooks it good. While tossing eggshells, 
he listens to Mariachi bands on the radio, and talks  
all the worst politics. She’s quieter, knows more  
 
than she lets on: a brown-eyed Sphinx. But she also 
thinks I’m the woman who lived in the woods 
five or six years ago, and I’m not. The old man  
 
a few stools down says, Those things are good,  
gesturing at the bran muffins. Then: I come here  
to be abused by that guy, gesturing at the woman’s brother. 
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Zoe   Krumanocker 
 

Till Then 
 
I will love you till the milk’s gone. 
Till you’ve emptied your  
glass and finished your cookie. 
Till you’ve buttoned all the buttons 
that keep skin from touching. 
Till you’ve laced all the laces 
that ensure your departure. 
Till you linger by the doorway, 
fumbling with the doorknob. 
Till you wave from across the yard, 
mouthing hollow words. 
Till I can no longer see auburn hair 
glistening with evening sun. 
Till taillights soften in the distance, 
and I am alone— 
I will love you till then. 
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Corrie Janelle Louis 
 

Mr. Lucas’s Wife 

 

She stood behind the door of their hotel room, awaiting 
his arrival, eager to rip into him for abandoning her after the 
concert was over. She had a name, of course, but everyone 
referred to her as Mr. Lucas’s wife. The two obnoxious teenage 
girls she was forced to babysit, though one was her own, lay on 
the stiff sheets of one of the beds. They inspected scrapes and 
compared bruises from their first real concert, anticipating their 
return to school to show them off. The girls hadn’t noticed that 
Mr. Lucas was not back yet or that Mrs. Lucas was still 
standing in the same spot, her eyes glued to the door. She 
pulled at the stretchy black skirt that was riding up the back of 
her legs, an attempt to catch her husband’s attention; it was an 
attempt to catch anyone’s attention. 

She knew perfectly well where her husband was, and that 
was why she couldn’t wait to confront him. She touched the 
back of her hand to her forehead and wiped away the sweat. 
She had no idea why she was sweating. Her mind went back 
through everything that happened that night, going over every 
detail of the concert, every drink her husband consumed.   

Mr. Lucas was with his girlfriend now; Mrs. Lucas was 
sure of it. He told her he had to run out to the store to get 
something for his headache, but she knew he had something 
else in mind to ease his pain. He had been gone for almost an 
hour, and she couldn’t see what could possibly be taking that 
long. 

“Mom, we’re hungry,” Rose said. 
“Order a pizza,” Mrs. Lucas replied. 
Mrs. Lucas couldn’t remember when or how this had 

become her life. She had spent so much time dreaming of 
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growing up and getting married and having babies, being 
happy, being loved, and now she was having a panic attack, 
standing here in this room with the two annoying girls. She 
wasn’t alone, but really she was. It was something she said or 
something she had done wrong to make Mr. Lucas see her 
differently, but what it was she didn’t know.  

There was a soft knock at the door, and Mrs. Lucas pre-
pared herself to confront her husband. She was glad that the 
girls had occupied themselves with arguing over what type of 
pizza to get, so they wouldn’t be paying attention to what she 
was saying. She swung the door open to reveal Mr. Lucas with 
a smile on his face and flowers in his arms. 

“What’s this?”  
“Sweetheart, I feel so guilty for leaving you so quickly 

after the concert. I just needed to take a walk and clear my 
head. It was impossible to breathe in that arena.” 

Mrs. Lucas eyed her husband suspiciously, but then her 
eyes fell back to the enormous bunch of roses he held. Maybe 
he had felt bad for the way he’d acted and really just had a 
headache. She couldn’t believe she was acting so paranoid 
again, just like Mr. Lucas always said. 

“Are those for me?” Her hand reached out to touch the 
petals, and she felt her heart begin to quicken.  

“Well, who else could they be for?”  
Mrs. Lucas blushed self-consciously and took the gift 

from her husband. “I don’t know,” she said. Mr. Lucas brought 
his wife in to hug him and she absent-mindedly breathed in the 
scent of his freshly showered skin and ran her hand along the 
collar of his clean shirt.    
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Aaron Tremper 
 

Anemone 
 
When the girl was born, 
she was as pink and soft as living coral. 
 
But the doctors were afraid of her. 
Said her eyes were the same color 
as Hurricane Katrina’s. 
 
Had to plug their ears when 
she cried because it sounded too much 
like a harpooned whale. 
 
Her mother named her Anemone 
and brought her to the ocean to let her rock in the waves. 
 
“When you’re father was alive,” her mother said, 
“he used to hold me just like this.” 
 
When Anemone could walk, she used to 
return to the beach, yelling, “Daddy! Daddy!” 
as though she were an orphan of the sea like Aphrodite. 
 
At sixteen, she fell in love with the surfer 
who used to ride the waves like one does a sea green-eyed lover. 
He let her hold his hand all along the boardwalk. 
 
But one night, when he was drunk on the beach 
he lifted his shirt and asked, 
“How many ribs can you see?” 
Then asked, “How many women can I make out of these?” 
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She kept her anger at low tide and said, 
“Eight, just enough to make you a Mormon.” 
 
Asked him, “After you’ve made the first  
seven wives and hoarded them like shells,  
will you give the last one a fishtail and throw her into the sea?  
Don’t give her red hair or name her Ariel, though,  
or else she’ll try to beach herself for you.” 
 
After that night, she swore to herself she’d never  
make the same mistake as her mother and  
fall in love by the ocean.  
 
Decided God lived  
on a lost island and that she’d buy a boat and find him. 
 
That summer, she worked at the tourist shop, 
cutting pieces of her heart off and selling them as souvenirs. 
Convinced each skeptical tourist that it was real coral. 
 
When she bought the boat, she painted the name Ariel on its side 
and set off to become A PART OF GOD’S WORLD. 
 
When the girl washed ashore three days later,  
her own mother mistook her heart for a dead hunk of coral. 
Mistook her body for driftwood. 
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Wietske M. Smeele 
 

Waterways 
 

I. The Puddle 
 
Perfectly simple to lean over, to see 
an easy reflection in the water, 
carefully maneuver out the blue 
sky, the peaking stubble of grass, 
or hop between them, row by row, 
tracing boot-prints from yesterday. 
  
 

II. The Brook 
 
Troop by troop, each trickle travels days 
on end, tracing simple paths to the sea, 
barely skirting past attentive rows 
of swamp cigars that direct waters, 
deeply clayed, past fields of grass 
into streams of deeper blue. 
 
 

III. The Stream 
 
The rains came quickly, blew 
past the banks. Yesterday’s 
braided reed-rafts caught in the grass, 
washed high by sea- 
like waves of rising water; 
we’ll sail them off tomorrow. 
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IV. The River 
 
It’s cool under the bridge if you row 
to where stretching shadows lie blue 
against shifting waters. 
Take the boat out on a day 
so clear and bright you see 
the banks abandon mists for grass. 
 
 

V. The Estuary 
 
The kissing point, where grass 
heads poke out in rows, 
taking a second to breathe, to see 
when the next flood of blue 
arrives. It was salty today; 
tomorrow we’ll swim in sweeter water. 
 
 

VI. The Sea 
 
Blending water: 
mud-meddled, fish-kissed, grass- 
tainted—different each day, 
and today borrowing 
from feet paddling in briny blue, 
smelling of vintage sea.  
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VII. Envoi 
 
Water birds lined in a row 
peck wide grasses blown 
up by yesterday’s sea. 
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Carolyn Quimby 
 

Don’t Ask, Won’t Tell 
 

We press our backs into the moss-green shag carpet in 
his sister’s room. We stare up at the bars of the empty crib 
above us. It is just us (and “the enemy”). He tells me that we 
have to be quiet or they will hear us. I tell him that he is the only 
one who is talking too loud. He smiles at me through a sticky, 
watermelon smile. 

They can’t see us here, because the grass is really high, he whis-
pers. Don’t worry. He reaches over and pretends to pluck a piece 
of grass from my hair. I lean over him and shake my thick, 
brown hair in his face. He stifles a laugh then snaps his head 
towards the door (“the jungle”). He presses the Nerf gun back 
into my hands and lifts a finger to his lips. Shhh. 

The footsteps outside the room sound like twigs snap-
ping. They have us surrounded, I think. He begins to army 
crawl out of the dark corner we have tucked ourselves into. I 
grab his calf just before his head emerges into the light.  

It could be a trick, I say. He nods, and settles back into the 
carpet angel his body had made. Whoever was outside the 
room is gone (“the enemy” had fled). The room had gone 
silent except for our voices. We lay, shoulder to shoulder, tell-
ing each other how we spent our morning. 

We should kiss each other, he suddenly says. His mouth is 
pressed into the carpet. 

What? I say loudly. 
We could kiss. He lifts his head. There’s a piece of lint 

caught in the hollow of his dusty pink pout. 
Soldiers don’t kiss, I say and pass him the Nerf gun. 
I don’t want to play anymore, he yawns. I’m bored. He crawls 

out into the room (“the battlefield”), and I don’t stop him. He 
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throws the door open and retreats back to his bedroom 
(“home base”). 

 
* 

 
He stands in front of me and I realize it has been over a 

year since we last saw each other, and over twelve years since 
the incident. His hair is buzzed short; his body is as straight as 
a rod. For us, there have always been awkward pauses when 
settling into a conversation, but tonight there is none of that. 
We skip the formalities and fall effortlessly back into our child-
hood. Our parents drink coffee around the dinner table and we 
sit in my living room. He presses his hands between his knees 
and lets his rigid posture relax. I find comfort in the curve of 
his back. The minutes are passing quickly. I wonder if he is 
already reading the clock in military time. 

What are you doing for your last night? I ask him. 
My friends and I are playing our last Frisbee game, he says. I’m 

just going to try to say goodbye to them. 
We keep out conversation simple. The question I really 

want to ask gets stuck in the cobweb of my throat. I look at 
him and remember how intricately he has been sewn into the 
edges of my childhood.  

I have to go. The game is starting soon. 
I nod. We walk to the front door and I pull him into a 

hug. My hands try to find the boy I once knew in the concave 
of his back. He says he will see me soon as he pulls away. I 
don’t ask the question, because we both know it is better not 
to. He lets the door swing closed behind him. He looks back 
for one second, lifting his hand to wave goodbye. I lean into 
the door frame and wait for his silhouette to be swallowed by 
the dark.  
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Charles Cullen 
 

Walking through the Killing Fields 

 

It was over a cup of coffee and biscuits that we decided 

to go to the killing fields. 

I was accosted by a group of international volunteers, 

who had been working in Saigon, for ideas on a good place to 

eat. Together we found a cheap breakfast buffet in an old 

French colonial building along the Tonle Sap River, where we 

drank coffee and talked about death. 

Arguably, the biggest tourist attraction in Phnom Penh is 

a field where 17,000 people were murdered. They were going, 

and invited me to join—best if your belly is full before a massacre.  

I had avoided the physical—the graves and death camps 

that dotted the country—but in Phnom Penh, genocide was 

unavoidable. I’d felt the aftermath of the Khmer Rouge. In 

every face, every dusty street and pockmarked building, a 

shadow of a brutal past remained.  

After breakfast, we split the cost of a Tuk Tuk and rode 

the fifteen kilometres to the fields. Behind the Moto driver, a 

laminated paper listed the attractions around Phnom Penh: 

travel packages to the former torture center Tuol Sleng, or S-

21, and the killing fields were advertised alongside trips to a 

shooting range.  

You can shoot chickens with the Kalashnikovs, I heard. 

In Cambodia, money can get you anything. One of the volunteers 

added: If you pay extra, you can blow up a cow with a rocket-propelled 

grenade.  
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The Khmer (ancient name of Cambodian empire and 

language) have long had a love affair with death, going back to 

the ancient days of Angkor. Inscribed in the bas-reliefs of the 

jungle temples at Angkor Thom and the mighty Angkor Wat 

(one of the largest religious temples in the world), depictions of 

war and violence set in stone over a thousand years ago—of 

kings forcing their peoples to agrarian enslavement—eerily 

resembled the Cambodia of the late 1970’s.  

I passed up killing chickens and cows to see mass graves.  

 

* 

 

The first Khmer man I talked to about the war was near 

Battambang, on a stopover before heading down to visit the 

capital of Phnom Penh. I was alone, tired, and sweating from a 

long bicycle ride out to the 11th-century temple, Wat Ek 

Phnom—seeking refuge from the sun in the cool interior of 

ancient stone.  

Families were picnicking near the ruins. At the center of 

the temple was a Buddhist shrine; here I met one of those 

families. A young boy of about fourteen practiced salutations in 

English. His mother went out and brought in her father, whom 

she commended repeatedly, by saying: He speaks g-o-o-d English.  

A short man wearing a dress shirt and thick-rimmed 

glasses entered. He was old, and had the same tan skin and 

complacent face of the ancient Khmers churning the sea of 

milk (a Hindu creation myth) above the lintel to the temple. 

His English was impeccable and his voice was deep and 

calming. We spoke of many things: of my life in America, of 
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my travels, of his life as an English teacher; but soon the 

conversation turned political. 

I morphed into a mock ambassador, a direct link, for the 

man, to the United States and all its power and responsibility. 

We need more help here, more American Peace Corps volunteers. I 

agreed. America owes us for what it did in Vietnam. I agreed.   

The country was destabilized by the carpet-bombing 

campaign of eastern Cambodia during the Vietnam War, he 

informed me, leading to the takeover of the communist Khmer 

Rouge. More bombs were dropped on Cambodia than on Japan during 

World War II. The United States is responsible for the death of 

some 250,000 Cambodian civilians. I apologized.  

 

* 

 

There are dozens of killing fields throughout Cambodia. 

In each city and town they were used to cleanse the population 

of undesirables: monks, minority groups, intellectuals, city 

dwellers, and anyone unwilling to join the ranks of agrarian 

farmers working the rice fields for the party. Two million 

Cambodians died between 1975 and 1979, one out of every 

eight people in the country.  

The site of the Phnom Penh killing field is the most 

famous. It was once a Longan tree orchard, and the small 

dragon-eyed fruit of the Longan still littered the field when I 

arrived. It was a tranquil place. Tourists walked the dirt path 

leading through the old orchard, around pits and mounds in 

the still air of silence.   

The peaceful trees dotting the field held brutal secrets. 

Some were used as solid posts to bash in the heads of children, 
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saving ammunition. The adults saw similar deaths perpetrated 

at the hands of spades and bamboo sticks.  

A large Buddhist stupa stands in memoriam, an ornate 

red crown solemnly watching over the bones of the dead. 

Inside its acrylic glass sides, 5,000 skulls lined the interior, many 

cracked and broken. A Cambodian man sold flowers and 

burning incense at the bottom of the stairs to the stupa; it 

smelled of saffron and coriander. Tourists crowded around his 

stand getting the best angle for photos of the skulls. A Japanese 

family smiled—Cheese. My camera dangled from my neck as I 

walked past. I never took a photo. 

I squeezed into the stupa, which had a hollow walkway—

barely exceeding shoulder length—between the exterior wall 

and the acrylic glass. I walked around the glass, face-to-face 

with the skulls. My eyes drew to one pristinely shaped among 

the broken fragments. I stared at the empty holes which once 

held eyes: that once held a person—a living, breathing human 

being—and found in it the irrevocable face of a genocide. 

After a heavy rain, bits of clothing and bone still rise to 

the surface at Choeung Ek, where 8,895 bodies were exhumed 

after the war; over 6,000 are said to remain. It was June and the 

rainy season was in full swing, but the day was hot and 

humid—the South East Asian sun glaring down on us. A sign, 

in broken English, asked tourists to return recovered bones. An 

Indian girl from our group placed a piece of human bone in the 

bin. I saw a femur in the mud but couldn’t bear the thought of 

touching it.  

Near the stupa, a tiny museum stands. Records kept by 

the Khmer Rouge, including profile photos of all the victims, 

were on display. They were just as meticulous as the Nazis at 
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keeping files on their crimes. The photos showed stoic faces 

holding their assigned number. The walls of the museum were 

lined with photos of the excavations after the war and crudely 

drawn, grotesque depictions of atrocities committed here dur-

ing: a group of blindfolded prisoners being hammered in the 

skull one by one, a baby being thrown up to a bayonet. Below 

the drawings, in the glass cabinets, pick-axes and crowbars—no 

longer stained with blood—lay solemnly as a tangible reminder 

of the incontrovertibility of it all.  

 

* 

 

Why has it taken so long for the Khmer Rouge to face trial? I 

finally asked, the question dropping like napalm.  

The old man explained to me, right there by the golden 

Buddha and incense and the stone of the Khmer temple, the 

essence of forgiving genocide. To him, it was peace. The last ten 

years have been the first peaceful times in Cambodia since the early Sixties. 

To him, peace was more important than causing divisions with 

a trial.   

The integration of the Khmer Rouge back into Cam-

bodian society after the Vietnamese invasion of 1975 made 

justice difficult; and a series of civil wars, military coups and 

power struggles within the government, put justice on the 

backburner for more immediate concerns.  

For the first time since the genocide, an internationally 

backed tribunal is trying remaining senior officials of the ex-

Khmer Rouge government. Pol Pot avoided international 

justice with his death in 1998, but Nuon Chea, Khieu Samphan, 
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and Ieng Sary—all in their eighties—are awaiting possible 

punishment for crimes against humanity.  

Leaving the interior of the temple, I sat underneath a fig 

tree—its roots smothering the ancient stone like a wooden 

spider web—and thought. I tried to unravel the facts, to make 

sense of the senseless but I couldn’t. I needed to see for myself. 

I decided then that in Phnom Penh I’d walk the killing fields.  

 

* 

 

I split with the volunteers from Saigon. They were going 

to S-21, the prison where the political prisoners were housed 

and tortured before their execution at Choeung Ek. I passed up 

the invitation, flagging a Tuk Tuk back to the city to forget the 

past.  

The driver smiled at me and pointed to a flyer behind 

him. You want shoot big gun, fun time at the shooting range? Very close 

to Killing Field! 

No thanks, I said soberly. No more genocide for me today.  
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Alexandra Kamyk 
 

Time Travel 
 
Once I sat for fourteen hours straight 
after sitting still for six just right before. 
Many slept but I was wide awake. 
 
They served me dinner when I expected break- 
fast, but these oddities were easy to ignore 
once I sat for fourteen hours straight. 
 
Such little effort one must make 
to round the globe like a white hot meteor. 
Many slept but I was wide awake. 

 
If my time machine were to break, 
I’d plummet to the Pacific Ocean floor at 
once. I sat for fourteen hours straight. 
 
If asked, I would not have known the date. 
My exhilaration was great, but tame. I soared. 
Many slept but I was wide awake. 
 
Half of planet Earth was in my wake. 
Time travel does exist. Of this I’m sure. 
Once I sat for fourteen hours straight. 
Many slept but I was wide awake. 
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Ryan McEwen 
 

Flight 
 
As the turn signal clicks, I stare out the window, people  
 shuffle by. 
Everybody has somewhere to go and when the light’s  
 green so do we, 
off as if it were a race, if only with ourselves. From the  
 passenger seat 
I watch flashes of life that are gone in an instant. We  
 speed past all of it. 
 
The smell of skunk slips in the car without warning 
just as quickly as his hand slips over my jeans. We pass 
 the Super 8’s 
tacky motel sign and I’m thankful that it’s not our 
 destination. 
The smell of skunk is gone as quickly as it came. All that 
 is ahead of us 
is a speed limit sign, which he takes as a suggestion. 
 
I concentrate on the smooth pavement I can barely see, 
and I’m taken back to the days of skinned knees and 
 chalked hands. 
That cardboard box of color promising me a world of 
 swirls and suns 
only to be followed by disappointment; chalk will always 
 fade with time. 
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In the dark I can barely see the outline of leafless trees. 
 Ahead is only 
empty space. My eyes are forced to stare into the 
 nothingness. 
I tighten my seatbelt; my boyfriend’s foot pushes on  
 the gas, 
like he’s hoping his car will take flight up into the 
 night sky. 
 
I wouldn’t have minded if his ’98 beat up Civic took 
 flight, 
leaving this snowy October behind along with 
 everything else.  
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Lyndsay K. Strandell 
 

New Love in Ruins 
 
Let’s go back to Cyprus. 
The heat clung to our skin  
while we glided through the ruins  
in a sunburned daze. At Petra, we  
undressed behind a dying thorn  
and galloped through the sharp rocks  
into the Mediterranean Sea. 
We swallowed salt when we laughed,  
and ran our toes over smoother stones. 
 
It was just you and me, spread out 
on a boulder jutting into the sea. 
I closed my eyes. Your shadow passed 
over my face, and this time 
you didn’t just pause there. 
You did more than breathe my air: 
you kissed me. 
Let’s go back there. 
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Taylor Steinberg 
 

The View from Mount Helicon 
 

… che l’arte vostra quella, quanto pote, 
segue, come ‘l maestro fa ‘l discente; 
sì che vostr’ arte a Dio quasi è nepote.* 
 

                                      —Dante, The Inferno  
   

Naked on the ledge of the balcony, 

the sun bleeds through the leaves  

of a laurel tree, and casts  

a halo that shadows his face.   

  

Staring at a nail beneath  

his palm, through his palm  

and into his palm  

he can see it all. 
  

And seeing all he screams,   

“I am the artist!” extending his arms. 

“I am the artist and it means nothing.”  

An audience crowds below 

                                                             
* . . .that your art takes, as best it can, the lead 
  that Nature gives, as a student does from master. 
  Your art is nearly grandchild, then, to God. 
                                  —Dante (Inferno Book XI, Lines 103-5) 
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as he talks in tongues and speaks 
with divine clarity. “The birds, 
they sing to me in ancient Greek. 
Is it not my responsibility 
 
to confer to you their song? 
I give it you, like Icarus 
gave us Crete. The sacred waters  
of Permessus flow through me.”  
  
A woman with a flush face   
covers her daughter’s eyes,   
as he stands on his tiptoes,   
fully exposed and lucid. 
  
Red and blue flashing lights; 
the sirens ease the crowd, 
luring him from the ledge 
and into their back seat. 
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Kelsey D Garmendia 
 

Stained Glass Windows 
 

Show and Tell 
 
My memories of my early years come and go in flashes. 

The small collection I have seems to rotate on a carousel in 
distinct patterns.  

 
SLIDE> 

 
We are outside of a Shoprite on the outskirts of my 

hometown. My mother goes in to the store to pick up 
something, but being two or three, I do not understand.  

I scream my head off once she disappears from sight. 
Either because my father feels bad or he wants me to shut the 
hell up, he allows me to play with the headlights. 

 
PROCEED TO NEXT SLIDE> 

 
The square-tile flooring and plain white walls of the 

hospital surround the room where my mother is. Inside the 
claustrophobic cubical, a bluish hue from the lights turns my 
mother’s complexion a dark green. 

My father picks me up, instructing me to kiss my mother. 
My lips meet her skin; her lips are cold. 

 
PROCEED TO NEXT SLIDE> 

 
I stare down at the outdated brown shag carpet of the 

funeral home. Across the room, someone calls my name. A 
woman sitting in an ancient armchair with honey-colored hair 
and red lips waves her hand at me. 
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I stumble across the room and find a woven basket filled 
with butterscotch candies. I peel the gold wrapper off and pop 
the brown candy into my mouth. 

To this day, the taste of butterscotch reminds me of 
brown shag carpets and funerals. 

 
PROCEED TO NEXT SLIDE> 

 
The wood-paneled walls surround me. That same ragged 

shag carpet covers the floor. 
My mother’s coffin is in front of me, but I cannot see in. 

I see my reflection in the golden casing instead. 
The strong hands of my dad lift me up above the top of 

the coffin. 
A gold cross is placed around her neck, the corners of her 

mouth straight, giving her a look of indifference.  
I kiss her on the cheek and feel nothing. 
 
PROCEED TO NEXT SLIDE> 

 
We are outside, and I am in an ugly flower-print dress. It 

is very stiff and very uncomfortable.  
If rain was falling, I do not remember it. 
My dad’s hands grab me under my arms and lift me up to 

pat the top of the gold coffin. I tap the top, not knowing that 
moment will be the closest I will ever get to my mother again. 

At three years old, six feet of separation seems like no-
thing to me. 

 
PROCEED TO NEXT SLIDE> 

 
Years pass—I guess. 
I am in my playpen, watching the deconstruction of a 

birthday party. 
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The tattered streamers hang loosely from the ceiling, and 
my sisters are standing on old metal stools that our mother 
bought. I am stuck behind bars to witness my oldest sister 
scream at the sight of a spider. 

“What the hell is it, Kimberly,” my dad yells. His feet 
trudge through the barren beige carpet of our living room; the 
bars of my playpen shake with each step. 

 
CAROUSEL JAMS 

 
Slide projectors never were the most dependable type of 

technology.  
Slides go missing. They fade. Some—completely torn out. 
After my mother’s death, my slides have missing spaces. 

“Episodic memory,” a term invented by Endel Tulving in the 
1970s, explains the way my memory works: I can recall only 
certain frames from my memory while others remain empty. 

 Most of my family members fill the holes with some 
biased story of my life. I have always known these memories I 
keep in my slideshow to be true—they happened. My mother 
died when I was three; the tombstone is placed in New 
Prospect Cemetery on the left-hand side of the dirt road. My 
family’s stories, however, prove that my memory is just out of 
focus. I wonder if Tulving could explain the doubt I have 
towards my memories now. 

In the lingering days of the summer of 2009, I tattooed 
my mother’s favorite flower on my skin, the day she died 
stained neatly underneath. When the needle was finally lifted, 
everything seemed real, for once.  

The moment my father saw my tattoo, he said, “You’re 
not going to remember who that was when you’re seventy.” 

I accept the fact that, as you grow, specific frames from 
the “good old days” slowly deteriorate. One day, I will forget 
my fear of hospitals. I will forget why butterscotch intrigues my 
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taste buds. That indifferent look on my mother’s face will be 
replaced with smiling photographs. 

Those days are far in the future. Yet still, I search for 
something, anything, to prove that my carousel was not com-
pletely fabricated. 

An article I read in The Harvard University Gazette said 
long-term memory develops after one year of life. According to 
the Starch Research Professor of Psychology at Harvard, my 
memory functions differently than some. I still cannot remem-
ber the year after my mother’s death.  

It went something like this: 
Before my mother died, my father worked midnight 

shifts, using mornings to sleep off the stress and exhaustion 
from the night before. Now he worked days, leaving my sisters 
and me in the care of our grandmother. 

My life: Filled in like missing pieces of a glass window. 
The technical difficulties earlier made those memories 

non-existent. I try to remember the screaming my grandmother 
would endure when my father left me with her. But no such 
story comes to mind. I try and remember my sisters—how they 
changed, how they did not change—but that same blank slot 
glares at me from my patchy slideshow.  

If my long-term memory was supposed to develop by 
then, I would have known what my childhood life was like. 
Most of the time, though, I just question whether they were real 
or if my memories will be told by everyone else. 

Sometimes I think about seeing a hypnotist or psychic. 
Maybe they can understand why I cannot remember.  

Tell me my future, show me my past—anything at all, 
really. 

 
EMPTY SLOT 
 
SLIDE> 
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“I know this song,” my father said. “Man, I’d love to play 

this game.” 
All I could do was laugh; the days were far from over 

when my dad actually participated in the things I did. 
“I—uh, had a question,” he mumbled.  
I paused the video game and looked up from the TV 

screen again. 
“Did you know Lindsey Billman?” 
The name did not ring a bell. I shook my head. 
“Well, she played for the sixteen-year-olds’ team, you 

know, Heather’s team?” 
By this point, I half-expected some long, draining story to 

escape my father’s mouth about how great a volleyball player 
this girl was. I sighed and nodded, just to show I was attempt-
ing to listen. 

“She uh—fell through a skylight and died this weekend. 
The whole club is going to the wake. Did you want to go?” 

My dad always had a way with words when it came to 
death. 

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” I answered. He nodded and left me 
there listening to the quiet buzzing from the TV speakers. 

I ate General Tso’s Chicken, “high-school style,” for 
lunch that day. Only reason I remember that is because I threw 
it up after the wake. 

When we arrived at the church in Port Jervis, the red 
jackets from my volleyball club were overwhelming. The line 
for the viewing stretched several blocks—past the hospital that 
Lindsey died in. I, too, joined the red mass and waited for my 
turn. It was the first wake I had been to that had a waiting line. 

The humidity clung to my skin. My feet were heavy; my 
red warm-up jacket weighed down my shoulders. As the door 
grew nearer, I saw friends with their eyes swollen from tears; 
veins bulged from their necks as they passed us. 
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We were the innocent—we had not seen her yet. 
Along the way, I heard that it was open-casket. 
“It’s not good,” one woman in red said. 
I swallowed. Open-casket—the second one I had ever 

been to. 
I cringed at the thought of seeing what a dead person 

really looks like. My memory of funerals flashed in my head. I 
pictured how my mother looked until the image was burned 
into my optic nerves: The indifferent look on my mother’s face, 
the cross that hung around her neck, her black hair parted 
neatly down the middle, her white outfit, how her hands were 
folded neatly across her stomach. That is what I remembered, 
and I believed it was the truth. 

Until it was my turn. 
I told myself not to look; it would be better that way. But 

my eyes slowly followed the closed half of the wooden casket. 
They staggered when they reached her hands.  

It was my turn to pay my respects. 
 
 
When my father and I returned to the car, I continued to 

wipe my face clean. We drove on the slick streets for a while in 
silence. I stared at my hands fiddling with each other in the 
reflection of the window. 

“She looked horrible,” my dad commented. 
I kept quiet. 
His fingers strummed the edges of the steering wheel; it 

sounded like a heartbeat. “Mommy looked just like that, too.” 
His voice cracked. 

This was the first time he’d spoken about one of my 
memories. 

We stopped at a traffic light. A church was the only illum-
inated building. The stained glass window showed an image of 
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a brown cross surrounded by gold. Shadows passed behind it 
before my father pulled away. 
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Matthew Cronin 
 

Godspeed 
 
You will carve the casket in my art of slow decay: 
Giving image to bleak requiems of fading intent. 
Here I render bone and bone and bone alone, 
But along a meager and meandering stretch of dead 
I’ve a bungalow of looming sky, a self-sufficient 
Body polishing on its own star-dust limbs and flesh.  
 
I still remember the night we walked through the  
Panic of shadowed mannequins. All the blue dawns 
When you were buccaneer of the bruises—admiring 
The inability all the way to my goddamn blood vessels. 
Do remember this is merely a sick and tragic déjà-vu, 
And like the flytrap, like the lily, I will recoil to illusion. 
 
You will leave me once you slip into the realms of 
Ration—remorse trailing through your fingertips while 
A full and colorful face that stands sharply structured  
Becomes violently violet in fossilized suffocation. The 
Love ruined by a chemical warfare; the closing of cuffs  
On our sleeves when lunar lips kiss our wrists goodbye. 
 
I must say I was the only private eye, the sleuth acting 
Sheriff in my late note of a splendid, harrowing objective:  
The secret I once believed you would vulgarly decode. 
Just know now that no matter the face, figure, or lovely 
Lack of faith, that if you choose my body ajar you will  
Also have its closing—paling to grey, modifying marble. 
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Katrine Jensen 
 

The Silence 
 
A moth keeps fluttering inside my head, 
tossing the dust on which it should rely, 
stubbornly insisting to be half dead. 
 
Wanting to be a Question Mark instead, 
or an Emperor who knows how to fly, 
the moth keeps fluttering inside my head. 
 
I once tried to help the thing, but it shed 
the tears of retreat, not wanting to try, 
Stubbornly insisting to be half dead. 
 
I tried to leave it alone in regret, 
but alas, it did not seek to the sky; 
the moth kept fluttering inside my head. 
 
At last I set fire to my own bed; 
the moth simply flew and bade me goodbye, 
stubbornly insisting to be half dead. 
 
The thing has consumed me with all its dread, 
and finally my eyes are free to dry; 
a moth kept fluttering inside my head, 
but soon a silence is coming to spread. 
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Abby Harmon 
 

Hic Sunt Dracones 
 
The dragon eyes me from enormous scale 
in green and blue; the color in my eyes 
is sun tiptoeing on a boiling sea. 
Inevitably he’ll blot out the skies 
 
on this, the day I’d set my course to sail 
to Orient (for her exotic spice). 
Imagining how my true love would plea, 
I feel a feeble struggle should suffice. 
 
But gazing at that red-forked mystery 
between a row of sparkling eatery, 
I understand my life is at its turn 
and do not give a thought of how she’ll learn. 
How funny—how ironically odd—  
that through a map dragon, I now see God. 
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Morgan A. Malloy 

 
The Touch of the Moon 

 
Minerva was outside among the moss. 
Odin felt warm yellow light kiss the creases of his skin 

and slip off onto the crumbled bed sheets encircling him. 
Winter had reared its head early and slept in the bedroom, 
closing itself over the yellowed landscape like a glove. The cold 
haunted Odin, forcing him to creak his way out of bed. His 
hands, purpled like a plum, reached to turn the dial of the 
furnace. It hissed, making a slow tic . . . tic . . . tic. . . . 

Odin teetered back slightly, confused by the alarming 
sound. In response to the disturbance, he whispered hush 
through his cracked lips and patted the furnace like a small 
child. He turned his attention to the blue-lined piece of paper 
taped adjacent the radiator knob. Turn me off at night! it 
instructed, leaping off the page in dark black letters. 

There was something desolate about the morning that 
Odin felt comfort in. Routine as his compass, he navigated 
towards the kitchen. A label on the wooden cupboard indicated 
where the cereal was. He grabbed for the rectangular box. Odin 
immersed his hand in the oat mix, swirling his pruned fingertips 
around the cereal. He brought a heap of the mix up to his 
mouth and bit at it. Displeased with the stale taste, he stepped 
away from counter and wiped the corners of his lips. His 
mouth was absurdly dry. 

“Minerva!” he bellowed. He waited, listening to the frost 
settle. “Minerva!” he called once more. 

A gentle knocking vibrated from the living room to the 
kitchen. He teetered around and cautiously walked toward the 
living room. Odin pressed his pale palm against the wooden 
door. 

“Who is it?” he asked. 
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A soft voice called from the other side. “Dad, it’s An-
gela.” 

Hesitantly, Odin peeled back the door like a curtain. 
Angela stood smiling on the other side in a white bath robe, her 
auburn hair frazzled.  

“Can I come in?” she asked smiling, the first signs of real 
age sweeping around her blue eyes. 

He bobbed his head and shuffled away from the crevice 
of the door, allowing her inside. His fingertips slid along the 
rim of the door when he faced her. 

“You’re up early,” she commented, a smile still plastered 
to her lips. She stared at Odin curiously like she was expecting 
something new from him. Almost as if she had the ability to sip 
conversation from his eyes if she looked at him long enough. 
Odin responded to her gaze by looking passed her shoulder. 

Angela was abstractly attractive; a beauty one had to study 
for a moment before one really found the true wonder of it. 
What she lacked in aesthetics she made up for in humanity. 
Angela was shaped like a Picasso but smiled like a DaVinci. 

Odin meandered back into the kitchen and distractedly 
stared out at the ripe orange slice rising behind the mountain. 
Angela was studying the cereal disaster on the counter, cupping 
her hands around the golden O’s then throwing them into the 
trash. 

“Did you have cereal?” she asked softly. 
Odin tore his gaze away from the window. “Hmm?” 
“Did you have cereal for breakfast?”   
Odin furrowed his caterpillar eyebrows and shook his 

head. “Minerva forgot to go to the market. I think the cereal is 
old,” he commented, scrunching up the sides of his mouth. His 
gaze moved back to the window. He reached out and touched 
the cool glass, trying to feel the smell of the outside. Autumn 
smelled like a damp moon. 
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“How about you come downstairs and I can make you 
breakfast,” Angela suggested. She was a cat peering over him, 
shaping her neck around the curve of his shoulder. 

Odin bobbed his head again. “That sounds good,” he 
muttered, looking down at the knotted floorboards, but still 
slightly angling his head towards Angela. “I want to get a book 
first.” 

 
* 

 
Downstairs was warm, coated with the smell of home. 

Odin rubbed his feet along the carpet, scrunching his toes up 
against the blue rug. It felt soft against the base of his calloused 
feet. Angela had sat him at the far end of the oak dining room 
table. 

“Hi Grandpa,” said a small voice from the end of the 
table. The golden haired girl swung her feet back and forth 
eating pancakes. Syrup oozed down the sides of her lips. Her 
jeweled eyes peered at him, waiting for a response. 

He stared back at her. 
Angela interjected, placing two large pancakes on the 

table in front of him. “Cadence has a chorus concert tonight, 
Dad.” 

“That’s beautiful,” Odin smiled. “Did you know that 
sirens sing?” he asked the little girl, who was now dipping her 
hands in the pool of syrup on the plate. 

“Like . . . police cars?” she giggled, picking her right 
nostril with a sticky finger. 

“They’re bird women who seduce sailors with their 
beautiful voices. They’re almost like Mermaids,” he said, with a 
sense of wonder in his voice. “Sailors get stuck on the island . . 
. and well . . . they never return home. . . .” 

Cadence beamed. “I love the Little Mermaid!” she 
exclaimed. 
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Odin grunted and grinned, falling back into a fragmented 
memory. He had once been an English teacher. 

 
* 

 
Odin found himself standing in front of the oval mirror, 

observing his skin wrinkling around his bones. His skin 
branched out like dark freckled constellations. 

“Dad, do you need help?” Angela asked quietly from the 
frame of the door. 

Odin had been attempting to tie his shoe for the past 
fifteen minutes. Things that should normally be only a brief 
moment had the ability to grow into an hour. 

“I’ve got it, Minerva,” he answered, in a contemptuous 
manner. A moment of silence flickered between the pair. He 
sighed and placed his head in the base of his hands. The orange 
of the sun began to fade against the autumnal twilight. Small 
pools of light bathed the top of his weathered feet. “I’m tired.” 

Angela sauntered over to him and gently placed her hand 
on his knee, speaking in a soft voice. “How about we try it like 
this?” She weaved the laces together, letting her fingertips 
dance over the toe of his shoe. 

Odin was told that the family would be coming for dinner 
because of Cadence’s chorus concert. His son Foster would be 
there with his wife, as well as his daughter Angela, her husband 
Eric, and of course their daughter Cadence. 

Odin had been sitting at the piano resting his hand 
against the ivory keys. He stared outside the window watching 
as orbs of light bloomed against the pavement and stretched 
themselves upward like ballerinas. The moon had shaken the 
dust off of itself and beamed in full. Odin wondered where the 
light went when it was dark—did the moonlight just disappear? 
His middle finger slipped forward against the ivory key, 
emitting an E that stumbled into an E-flat. 
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 Odin listened to pieces of conversation drifting from the 
dining room. Angela and her younger brother Foster were 
talking, while Foster’s wife sat like a plant at the corner of the 
table. He glanced over at Angela, whose face had remained like 
a statue since her brother Foster had arrived. The corners of 
her lips were turned down and her eyes pensive. Foster had 
reached his hands across the table grabbing Angela’s, but in 
response she drew them away from him, and stood up abruptly, 
pushing the chair back along the carpet. It tipped over and 
landed with a thud. Odin looked down at the floor, pulling his 
jacket sleeves down to his fingers before looking back up again 
to see Foster and Angela both looking at him. 

 ”Dad, are you alright?” Angela called. The cheap chan-
delier blasted yellow light, painting the top of her face. 

 
* 

 
“Are those potatoes okay, Dad?” Angela asked as the 

family sat at the dinner table. A silence had blanketed itself over 
the conversation. 

 Odin rubbed the confusion out of his eyes. “Oh, um, 
yes,” he grumbled, bringing the mushy texture up to his lips. 
He ate slow and steady, mimicking the rest of his dinner guests. 
It was still except for the clinking of silverware. The moonlight 
fell across the table. Odin pressed his palm against it. 

 “So . . . how are things at the office, Eric?” Foster asked 
his brother-in-law, neatly cutting a slice of steak. Foster’s wife 
did the same, chewing at the conversation. 

“Oh, you know, same old shit, different day,” he com-
mented. 

“Eric,” Angela scolded, motioning towards the small girl 
who stared up at her father. She giggled a little and returned 
back to the mashed potatoes she had been running her fork 
along making tire-like tracks. 
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“How’s the new house?” Angela asked both her brother, 
Foster, and his wife. 

 “Nice,” Foster’s wife responded. 
 Foster laughed, placing his hand on his wife’s shoulder. 

“It’ll be nice once we finally get some repairs done. I swear I 
think the people before us enjoyed living with raccoons,” he 
said, grinning at his own joke. “We’re thinking of getting a 
swimming pool for the kids next year. You know Joshua’s on 
the swim team just like his dad.” 

Foster looked next to him at his father who had remained 
still for the past few minutes, ignoring the meal in front of him. 
Mushy potatoes and a few peas spread themselves out on the 
plate. 

Foster looked over at Odin. “You know Angela, there are 
some really great facilities—” Foster broke off feeling his 
sister’s glare. 

“Not right now.” 
Angela swallowed hard and looked over at her father, 

causing the rest of the table to as well. 
Foster narrowed his eyes at Odin and looked down at his 

plate. “Angela made a good meal, you know.” 
Odin hadn’t responded. 
Foster reached over at his Father’s plate, dumping a piece 

of steak on the top of it. 
Odin shuttered and pushed his hands outward. He 

croaked something unintelligible and resisted. 
“Foster,” Angela hissed. 
“He needs to eat. Come on, you like this,” he told Odin, 

reaching over, ripping through the meat with his steak knife. 
“Stop, please,” Odin begged, pushing his palms against 

the corners of the table. He felt like a small child, pushing away 
from his parents. 

“Foster, stop it!” Angela said, raising her voice. Her eyes 
burned through her brother. 
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“Is he even on medication?” 
“Foster!” 
“Minerva, please!” shrieked Odin. 
Foster threw the fork and steak knife down against the 

plate, causing it to bounce off into Odin’s lap. “Can’t you see 
that’s Angela, Goddammit! She’s with you every day! Angela! 
AN-GEL-A! Your daughter!” 

Odin yelped and threw the plate from his lap, hurling it to 
the floor. Foster’s wife gasped. 

“You’re an asshole, Foster,” Angela cried, getting up 
from her seat across the table. Angela disregarded the mess 
seeping into the blue carpet and walked over to Odin, who 
looked down at the floor. She gingerly placed her hand on 
Odin’s back. “Come on, Dad. Let’s go upstairs.” 

Odin pushed her away for a moment, but gave in slowly 
trailing behind her. He refused to look back at the table know-
ing even the plate was angry with him. He pulled his body 
towards himself and hunched towards his bedroom. 

Once upstairs, Odin climbed into bed in his black suit 
and loafers, facing himself towards the wall, bringing his knees 
up to his chest. Hot tears rolled down his face and kissed his 
lips. 

Angela sat on the white chair beside his bed and rubbed 
his back in a small circular motion, like he had done when she 
was a child and afraid of the darkness. “Shhh,” she cooed. “It’s 
okay . . . everything’s okay. . . .” He reached out from behind 
him and grazed her hand. She leaned over and placed hers on 
top of his. 

Once Odin’s sobs had settled, Angela began to read to 
him. Her voice was dulcet. 

 
    The full-orbed moon with unchanged ray 
    Mounts up the eastern sky, 
    Not doomed to these short nights for aye, 
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    But shining steadily. . . . 
     
Odin would go to the moon. He would go outside next to 

the moss that night and wait for her to glimmer at him. To 
touch him with her soft glow. He had been waiting for her for 
so long, but tonight would be different. Tonight, Odin would 
sail to the moon. 
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Colin Williams 
 

Cultivar in Kabul  
 

 Before the mountainscape sat Badakstan. To the east, a 
few lone men wade through bobbing poppies, incising pods. 
The evening sun is a couple hours from setting. In the shadows 
of the mountains are homes, fences, goats. A dirt road leads 
through the entrance, along which lie makeshift tents of white 
curtains draped across poles and mortar walls. Within the tents 
are children attending class. Jasar Khan, a lightly bearded young 
man, is in the front instructing. The children fidget in their 
seats and play with their Kufi caps. Two men, shielded from 
the sun by their head scarves, come to speak with Jasar. He 
sends his students off early, as they excitedly scurry into the 
fields. Jasar and the men walk through the sweet potato fields 
and then the wheat. Soon they enter the cannabis fields and 
through to the opium poppy.  
 “They will be here soon, Jasar.” 
 “Yes, I know,” he says as he turns over a fully bloomed 
flower. He takes one of the larger pods in his hands and the 
scoring tool from his belt. He runs it laterally across the widest 
part of the pod and a creamy liquid oozes from the incisions. 
The bubbles swell from the holes and coagulate along the thick 
outside of the pod in the quiet sound of the desert. They never 
run.  
 “We have most of the pods scored.” 
 “Yes. We have only one more day before we have to 
turn—” 
 Jasar interrupts. “And what about the hashish?”  
 “It is black.” 
 “But they will not want it.” 
 Jasar looks away from the men. A light desert breeze 
blows through his Shemagh. There is dust on his face.  
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 When Jasar arrives home Taiel, his wife, is feeding the 
goats. Their son is also with her.  
 “Pa pa!” Ezaan yells with glee, as he runs arms out-
stretched for his father. 
 “Hello, my child, are you helping mother?” Ezaan nods 
his head. There is dirt on one of his cheeks and nose. “Let’s get 
you cleaned up now.” Jasar pats his son along inside the house 
to go use the water basin, but he scampers off defiantly to play 
in the dirt. Jasar goes back to Taiel. 
 “One more day.  . . .” 
 “Isn’t it always one more day, Jas?” 
 “And one more after that. . . .” 
 Taiel puts down the bag of feed and hugs Jasar. He 
brushes back her shawl for a moment and kisses her on the 
forehead. She snatches back her headpiece, picks up a basket 
and walks away into the house.  
 It is night and the house is warm from a clay stove and 
lanterns. Ezaan is eating sweet potatoes while the house smells 
of turmeric and nutmeg. Jasar is pensive while Taiel flutters 
about. The room is quiet, save the flickering flames in the 
stove.  
 Jasar leaves the men and his family and heads towards the 
school tents. He passes an elder man sitting crouched at the 
side of the path. He has one hand open and outstretched. His 
haggard beard drapes down from a foul, nearly toothless 
mouth. Jasar enters through the back of the tent. The room is a 
dank, grey hole. There is a dirty towel lying on the ground. He 
gathers his hookah from below one of his tables, adjusting its 
components and filling the vase from a water satchel he 
brought. There is a single portable, propane stove he begins to 
heat coals on, among trash and other scrap metal. His legs are 
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folded. As he waits he thinks. He looks at the chalk board from 
earlier in the day, it reads: “#49: Whoever of you sees an evil act, let 
him change it with his hand, if he is not able, then with his tongue, and if 
he is not able, then with his heart, and that is the lowest branch of Iman.”  
 He sits meditatively, taking long pulls from the hose. 
There is a glaze in his eye. He lets out a deep breath through his 
nostrils as smoke pours out. He feels a familiar sensation. He 
inhales from the hose again as tingling sweeps of energy course 
from the heels of his feet, through his back and up his neck, 
leaving through his crown. He shuts his eyes, the hose falls to 
his lap, and he rests his head back against the wooden table. He 
dreams of nothingness and bliss. He eventually stirs and 
meticulously returns his utensils to their proper places. Upon 
leaving, Jasar again sees the elder man from a distance. He 
watches as the man tweezes out a tiny ball of resin from his 
robes and places it into a long metal pipe. The man lays on his 
side with the pipe propped on the ground, resting the mouth-
piece on his lips. He takes a metal rod he has heated in a fire 
and pokes the bowl. Plumes of white smoke flow from his lips 
as he shuts his eyes. Jasar decides to sit outside of the tents a 
while longer. The darkness of the night cloaks them both.  
  
 
 Jasar and the men enter through the house and into the 
back room, which is filled with candles and opened jars. Within 
the jars is the opium. It is drying into a thick brown tar-like 
rock.  
 “You know I do not like to do this.” 
 “Not all the opium will dry if we—” 
 “It is not the natural way of things,” says Jasar, as they 
begin moving a large batch of still liquid opium into the 
previous room. They pour it out into a clay pan and set it above 
the stove. 
 “It shouldn’t affect the quality, Jasar.” 
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 “We shall see.” 
  
 

Jasar sits in the warmth of the rising sun with the men 
and the goats. The sky is red. Jasar is again pensive. A third 
hooded man approaches them. He is carrying his AK-47 across 
his chest.  

“They will come today,” the man shouts as he approaches 
from the distance. 

“We are ready, Zaighum.” 
“Ah, cutting it close this time, Jas?”  
Jasar nods to Zaigh, who is smoking an American cigar-

ette. He takes a hard pull and looks to the mountains. The 
smoke runs from his lips quickly in the wind. The other two 
men head into the house to begin moving the packaged opium 
into the truck. A few of the children have stirred and are 
running barefoot through the tents, waving sticks. Zaighum 
removes his hood and wipes beads of sweat from his forehead. 
He is a young man in his early thirties. He has dark whiskers 
and dark brown eyes. His lighter brown hair runs out from the 
top of his head and down the sides until it hits his beard, which 
is almost the same length. He opens the chamber of his gun 
and blows some dust out. 

The dust has cleared in the sky, and it is now blue. The 
white sun rises. The truck is almost completely loaded.  

“Let’s go,” Zaighum begins to growl, as the men are 
franticly throwing pouches aboard. 

“Last one,” a lackey grunts. The men rush off to grab 
their arms as Jasar revs the engine. A wind begins to blow 
ripples through the fields.  

The men tear off down the path, kicking up dirt and 
stirring the goats and chickens. They pass children playing hide 
and seek, the tall grasses drying in the sun. Upon arrival to the 
first crossroads they park and get out. Jasar bundles his head, 
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revealing only his eyes. As do the others. Their eyes are dark 
and flicker in the sun. All along the horizon the air dances 
feverishly in the heat. For a moment everything darkens. 
Turbulent wind kicks a large plume of smoke up in the horizon. 
As it settles across the arid plains, the men do not flinch, 
speechless, as is ritual.  

A truck emerges from the horizon followed by clouds of 
dust, its image shifts franticly in the distance. Jasar looks to his 
accomplices meeting only Zaigh’s gaze, whose eyes are 
squinted. A single bead of sweat crests over the final ripple in 
his forehead, streaking down the bridge of his nose. The wet 
trail of sweat is immediately replaced by dust. The second truck 
arrives.  

The new men are also completely covered. However, they 
are more heavily armed. One of the men approaches Jasar, as 
he is barking in Pastho to his subordinates. They begin unload-
ing the opium from Jasar’s truck and into their own.  

“Thirty kilos.” 
“Yes, in the truck.”  
“Good,” the man says, as he hands a sack of seeds over 

to Jasar. “We will be back in two weeks.” He turns and walks 
back to his truck. The men leave as quickly as they had arrived.  

 
* 

 
“Eat up, Ezaan.” Jasar places goat meat onto his plate. 

Ezaan defiantly pushes his sweet potatoes away and begins to 
play with the rest.  

“I’m not hungry.” 
“You can go, Ez,” Taiel says, as she takes away his plate. 

He scurries off outside. “Jas, why don’t we just pack up our 
things and leave? We can take Ez to somewhere safer. You can 
keep teaching and we can grow sugar cane. The government 
has been pushing for it, Jas, it must have some promise.” 
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“I just talked to Ubay, one village over, and he says they 
began growing only sugar cane. He said they grow twenty acres 
to net what we make with five.” 

“How much longer can we disobey the Qur’an?” 
“I wouldn’t say we are. . . .” 
“Well, you’re walking a fine line.” 
“Don’t start again with this—” 
“You know as well as I do, Jas!” 
“You don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“You’re producing an epidemic!” 
“This isn’t Kabul; I am just trying to make enough to 

survive! For you to survive, for Ezaan. It isn’t my fault what the 
users do. . . .” 

“How can’t you sympathize with them, Jas?” She looks 
away from him. “Don’t you know what it does to them?” 

“You couldn’t possibly know.” His eyes penetrate her 
head despite her attempt to look away. His demeanor: a tightly 
woven tapestry with the beginning of a fraying edge. The wind 
blows harshly outside scattering dust and dirt around the 
village. He stands up and goes outside.   

It is dark out. Jasar looks around the village. A man with 
one leg hobbles with his crutch towards his house. He hops 
down a couple of dugout steps and into the dull glow of his 
home. Jasar watches from a distance. The man’s wife helps him 
to the floor where a tablecloth was laid. She brings him some 
chai and dried chick peas and almonds. They don’t speak to 
one another, but the woman brushes her hand across the man’s 
scalp. He rests his head back and relaxes in the serenity of his 
dark home.  

A goat meanders towards Jasar. It turns its head curiously 
at him. Jasar tries to shoo him away but it just continues its 
devoted gaze. Jasar turns and walks towards the fields, the goat 
following.  
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They walk along through to the sweet potatoes, their light 
green, leafy bodies rushing across their ankles. The goat 
tramples through a couple bushes of them before moving on. 
They then brush through a pale golden tract of wheat. Jasar 
pauses for a moment and runs his calloused fingers along the 
furry caterpillar bristles of the ears. The goat gnaws at a few of 
them. They continue their walk as the sweet pungent aroma of 
the cannabis tickles Jasar’s nose. His breathing becomes medi-
tatively calm. They enter the next field as the plants swoosh 
above Jasar’s waist and above the goat’s head. Again, they pause 
as Jasar inspects some of the buds and the plants’ leaves. The 
goat investigates the plants thoroughly, knocking through them 
with its head and grinding its teeth against sweetened stalks. 
They spend a bit more time here, examining the fields, the 
botany, the sky. Finally, they crash through the tide of the 
poppy. Bobbing and wading, they make their way to the center, 
the goat occasionally trying to keep his head above the horizon. 
The pale blue and green plants reflect a dancing glimmer of the 
moon. Jasar lowers himself down to a sitting position, the goat 
nibbling on his hair and licking the back of his neck, the myriad 
bulbs of the poppy floating and swaying above their heads.  
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 A. A. B. Steiner 
 

Paying Obeisance to Observance 
 

A chill un-vacuumed room in France, 
The clock sheds tears of ghostly green, 

Amethyst, and tangerine. 
The colors of diaphanous scent 
Recall the loss of memories lent 

To raucous stalls of crowds enshrined 
For the day in worm-holed pine. 

 
The crowd of will and circumstance 

Cannot hear his stories tick; 
Of this Clock-watcher soon grows sick. 

He lives his life in fear to drop 
The space of hands to six from top. 

All this anxious watching winds 
The replaced cogwheels of his mind. 

 
All the crowds in stalls ensconced 

Feel wood depress unto itself, 
Though it’s not them upon that shelf 

—Only statues born inside 
The mind of he who clocks with pride 

When it is his time will stop 
and clock-like head earth’s axe shall lop. 

 
If all forget the shoddy facts, 

The Watcher’s life is left intact. 
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Aaron Kravig 
 

Commerce 
 

A blood diamond is forever, she says. 
Two months? It will not take so very long 
to buy all of the blood soaked toothpastes  
we want to slide down the throat mid-brush 
and heave fresh brewed empty light and sweet bile down 
the drain made in East Ohio and washed  
away with post sewaged H2O. Oh! 
And the cocaine-nose-blooded money burns holes 
through the pockets of my sanguine haute jeans. 
 
As it seems, our proud providence succumbs  
to the deceit of short stayed voyages  
into the sere willowy middled lands 
of aluminum-sided grovelish summers 
under leaded sweet fogs and noxious gurgling brooks, 
beside.  
 
Depraved custom we offer to those most high! 
Our demand for absolution from some earthly sins 
brings gloried plastic packaged bountiful harvests 
to our tables—Oh Sweet Mercy! Exalt! 
We twiddle our thumbs over endless voids! 
We feed our insatiable and vague fond  
lusts for the grating exposition of one 
posed like a patient on the table, 
to poke and prod and—WHAT THEN IS WAR? 
Bloody motherboards and teen homophobes 
Twiddling souls away to RAM with blood smart phones? 
 
 



88 

 

Apple knows your dark lies, dirty secrets, 
all you whispered in private messages, cut, 
splayed-out skin pinned down to expose 
to statistic surgeons malfunctions of liver and heart. 
 
They know we want their bloodied pads 
their bloodied phones blood Barbies dolls blood decorative 
 soaps 
blood Nike Kobe Bryant’s blood XBox 360s 
bloodied six plug surge protector 
blood slim notebook computers 
blood screen HDTVs OMG! <3 blood sextings! 
 
And where is your sweetly tempered blood lust 
Main Street America? On corpse hallowed  
ground you deny your succulent future 
of rusty dried cakey profit-quenched spills 
out-sourced five times round the blood-clotted world. 
 
That Olympus of the technologic age 
just has to Go! Go! Go! on the coattails  
of record breaking twisters and tempests 
gushing forth from obliterated veins at sea 
clogged with old sludgy black dinosaur bloods 
rent from the core by blood sucking machines. 
 
LOL! It’ll be a total gas, a digital disease! 
To forage for product of un-dear departed, 
to the mall we go tra la la, la la! 
The stains of miseries on sale today? 
Oh, yes! We’ll pay! and pay! and pay! and pay! 
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CONTRIBUTORS 
 

Daryn Bleach, an Anthropology major with minors in Art and 
Creative Writing, plans to pursue Psychology in graduate 
school. A dancer—mostly of ballet—her whole life, she was 
once attacked by bats and likes the smell of skunks. 
 
Sean Case likes cooking, reading, and writing. Currently, his 
favorite spice is cumin and his favorite word is postlapsarian. He 
edits the literary journal Petrichor Review.  
 
Charles Cullen, from High Falls, New York, is a senior, 
double majoring in Communications & Media and English. 
After studying abroad in Australia and traveling through Asia 
he developed a passion for travel writing, putting his 
adventures to paper. Upon graduation, Charles plans to teach 
English in South Korea.  

 
Caroline Cunningham, an English major, is a native of 
Delmar, New York. 
 
Matthew Cronin, an English major and double minor in 
Creative Writing and Philosophy, has had work featured in 
Awosting Alchemy and Chronogram.  
 
Alison DeMartino is an environmental advocate who would 
rather be lying in a field. 
 
Abigail Duckor, an Art History major and Studio Art minor, 
hopes to attend graduate school for Art Conservation.  
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Kelsey D. Garmendia, 21, a fourth-year Creative Writing 
major, has been twice published in Midnight Screaming and has 
work forthcoming in Poydras Review. A Resident Assistant, she 
also volunteers at Pets Alive and the Renegades Pitch for Kids 
Fund.  
    
Abby Harmon, after a painfully boring five-year career in bank 
management, has decided to leave the world of finance for a 
life of creative poverty. Currently pursuing a second degree in 
English, she enjoys collecting cats, snorkeling with friends, and 
eating brownies for dinner.  
 
Katrine Jensen is a Dane who likes bagels and oatmeal. She 
hates animals, cats in particular.  
 
Amie Johnson is an English major. When she’s not in class or 
working for “the man,” you can find her bird-watching or 
people-watching.  

 
Alexandra Kamyk is from Westfield, Massachusetts, where 
she won the Westfield Athenaeum’s city-wide poetry contest in 
1998. She was in third grade.  
 
Aaron A. Kravig is majoring in English. 
 
Zoë Krumanocker can say “bless you” in five different 
languages—and sometimes does. She prefers when the trees 
are not naked, but in general has no issue with nudity.  
 
Arielle Lindstrom’s work has been published by Haggard & 
Halloo Publications, Wild Leaf Press, The Legendary, and 
Chronogram. She lives and studies in New Paltz.  
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Corrie Janelle Louis is a 25-year-old English major from 
Saugerties, New York.  
 
Morgan A. Malloy, from Blue Point, New York, is an English 
major and Creative Writing minor. 
 
Ryan McEwen, a sophomore double majoring in Sociology 
(concentration in Human Services) and English, is from Port 
Jefferson, a small town in Suffolk County on Long Island. She 
loves to read, write, and go to the beach.   
  
Pamela Ousley can be found on fossiliferous boulders, eating, 
or in bed. She enjoys industrial design and egg sandwiches, and 
will one day become a pool shark.  
 
Felicity Jane Pickering, an exchange student studying 
Creative Writing, is completing a BA in Writing and Cultural 
Studies at University of Technology in Sydney, Australia, where 
her ten-minute play The Banquet is being produced for the 
second time. She blogs at: http://fliction.wordpress.com/. 
 
Carolyn Quimby, a third-year Creative Writing major and 
Journalism minor, is an aspiring memoirist, redhead, and 
human rights advocate. She wants to travel everywhere. Her 
work has previously appeared in Stonesthrow Review. 
    
Wietske M. Smeele is a senior English major, who minors in 
Creative Writing and German. 
     
Taylor Steinberg is studying English. “The View from Mount 
Helicon” was inspired by a report seen in the New Paltz police 
blotter during September of 2010. 
 

http://fliction.wordpress.com/
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Andrew A. B. Steiner, writer, musician, and artist, is a co-
founder and editor of The Fugitive. 
 
Annette Storckman is an English major and Creative 
Writing/Theater Arts minor. Her work as a playwright has 
been produced at SUNY New Paltz and the Dixon Place 
Theater. 
  
Lyndsay K. Strandell is a senior, double majoring in 
International Relations and Creative Writing. She wrote “New 
Love in Ruins” after studying abroad in Egypt, where she 
traveled to Cyprus for a long weekend.  

 
Aaron Tremper is currently working towards degrees in 
English and Creative Writing.  
 
Kasey Tveit earned an AA in Communication & Media from 
SUNY Orange and is a senior BA candidate in Creative 
Writing.       
 
Lauren E. VanderMass is a senior Childhood Education 
major with a concentration in English and a minor in Creative 
Writing.      
 
Colin Williams is unsure and spurning, concerned and 
quaffing, alive with reckless abandon, but treading with 
trepidation—sometimes. Currently a junior Creative Writing 
major, his work appeared in the 2011 edition of Stonesthrow 
Review.  
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