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Editor’s Note: Revising the Universe 
 
 
 Change. This year is marked by a departure from the 
norm, from the ease in every arena: the social, the political, the 
economic, the philosophical. These times are tumultuous, and 
so they are raw, uncharted, and undifferentiated in their col-
lective frenzy—in essence, these times form a fertile expanse 
for the artists who by their nature shun complacency, thriving 
in what Martha Graham once dubbed “blessed unrest.” 
 Whatever happens, happens first in ideology, and what-
ever happens in ideology, appears first in art. Art is, after all, 
“the cutting edge of philosophy,” as John Gardner once so 
trenchantly pointed out, and artists are, according to Ezra 
Pound, “the antennae of the race.” Artists not only re-position 
themselves, they revise the universe. They are the ones who 
lead the way into the unknown, blazing trails, mapping out the 
caverns. It is they who allow us to glimpse through their cloud-
less intuition multiple levels present in what truly is now and 
what is soon to come.   
 This, our third volume, is a celebration of the profound 
inaugurations that our times require. Among the submissions, 
we found many experimental pieces that seem to mirror our 
culturally surreal landscape. Other pieces we have chosen to 
present allow a surreal, extraordinary moment of epiphany to 
emerge from the ordinary, the everyday. These fine pieces, 
taken as a whole, present a poetic discourse in which the subtle 
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balance between the real and the imaginary, between the or-
dinary and the visionary, shimmers in our consciousness, 
communicating the reality and the necessity of both realms, if 
we are to resolutely discover this moment through which we 
must find our way.  
 

—Marlis Paffenroth 
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Kelly Spoto 

Just In Case 

“So where are you from, Sergeant?” The reporter, a petite 
female with dirty-blond shoulder-length curls, flips open her 
spiral notepad. 

“Where am I from?” I ask her slightly confused.  
Where am I from? I’m from here. I have been here for a million 

years; and, when my body gets on that plane and heads home to the states 
and I am holding my daughter and eating my dinner and making love to 
my husband, I will still be here. I am a part of every damn grain of sand 
in this damn country. 

She smiles patiently and looks nervously around the 
convoy at the other Marines. They are tripping over themselves 
to get a good look at her. She is pretty with her makeup and 
fitted khaki pants and designer t-shirt and North Face con-
struction boots.     

“Where am I from.” I repeat the question as a statement. 
I roll it around on my tongue. 

“What do you mean where is she from? She’s from here.” 
Sergeant Vasquez picks the thought from my brain and says it 
casually. He is not as impressed with the Barbie Doll as most of 
the others are.  

I sit on the back of our HUMVEE, and he stands leaning 
against the side. 

The reporter Barbie Doll smiles slightly, unsure of what 
he means. 

I look up at Vasquez and nod. I understand as he under-
stands. I look evenly at the women standing in front of me and 
I say it as I feel it. The truth taking a hold of me. 

“I come from another world.  
“In that world, you hold your breath as you stand on the 

street corner. You let the heavy air into your lungs with an 
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effort, prepared to never let it slip out again. There was once a 
time and place before that world, but you don’t remember it 
now. In that world, the one with the heavy air, the one on the 
street corner, the sweat slides down the smooth crevices of 
your body and you pant like an animal. The heart races in an 
effort to maintain normalcy, to keep you alive. The muscles in 
your shoulders flex and strain against the weight.   

“In that world, on that street corner, where the air shim-
mers above the sidewalk and the body labors against living, 
blood-shot eyes, thick with sleep, dart from left to right… 
counting. Watching. Waiting. Eyelids fall quickly to catch dry 
rims, and open slowly to reveal a world where the bizarre is 
mundane and the normal is seemingly out of place. You shift 
your weight from one foot to the other. Fatigue gnaws at the 
back of your mind. Your frame tilts forward onto your toes… 
alarmed, and then rocks back on your heels…resigned.  

“In that world, on that street corner, lost in an ungodly 
heat, and at once weary, yet alert, your hands moist from sweat, 
fingers cramped white, you shift your rifle to a more com-
fortable position. Your left hand probes your own pockets for 
ammo…just in case, probes your hip for a gas mask…just in 
case, probes your neck for a pulse…just in case. 

“On that street corner, you grimace when you look at 
your watch. Only two minutes since the last time you checked.  
Sweat still slides uncomfortably down the arch of your back, 
and you smile and nod at your fellow Marines, only a few feet 
away. You stare wearily at the Iraqi women cloaked from head 
to foot, in black. Cloaked head to foot in black, even in this 
ungodly heat. You lean away as they pass by, too close. You 
lean away…just in case. 

“In that world, you breathe in the heavy air and the 
stench of decay is never far off. Trash multiplies on every street 
cor-ner. Its contents stew in the heat and liquefy onto the curb. 
A steady stream of noxious waste slips into the gutter where 
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the barefoot children play. Rancid food, stagnant water, and 
putrid shit claw the air.    

“You wrinkle your nose in distaste, and pull at the collar 
of your Vietnam-era flak jacket. Once upon a time, it would 
have stopped a speeding bullet. Forty years of combat wear and 
tear, recycled from one generation of war fighters to another, 
have made its threadbare bones incapable of stopping even the 
smallest fragments of shrapnel. You tilt forward, rock back, 
and sweat under its weight, wearing it anyway…just in case. 

“On that corner, surrounded by the decay of garbage and 
broken down buildings, you peer down the street, noting 
passer-by Iraqis.  They are enemies—one-and-all…just in case.  

“Your ears perk hard, as a sound, a particular sound, tries 
to grab you. Strangle you. It pulls you forward onto your toes.  
The tires squeal as they strain against the pavement, the driver 
flooring the pedal. The frame of the little car bucks hard 
against the engine. You lower your body to the ground as the 
car, dinged and damaged, barrels down the street toward you, 
toward your fellow Marines, frozen half through their smiles.  
There are so many passers-by.   

“In that world, the heat forgotten, the sweat and weight 
forgiven, the warnings unheeded, you pull the butt of your rifle 
into the pocket of your shoulder, aim, and fire.  Five-five-six 
rounds slice through the heavy air and easily dig into the little 
car’s soft skin.  The driver’s head whips to the right as a bullet 
slams into his jaw. A wound blossoms on his cheek and he 
slumps to the side.  

“The car slows and drifts off the street into a once-
functioning lamp post. You and other Marines move slowly 
toward the vehicle. Slowly, now. You take the lead and edge 
forward alone. The driver is dead, his eyes are rolled to the 
back of his head and his jaw hangs slack against his shoulder.  
An Indiana Jones lunch box sits on the passenger seat beside 
him. You shoot him again…just in case. Double-tap to the 
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forehead. Tink tink. Dead-checkin’ that camel jockey…just in 
case. 

“A fellow Marine walks up beside you and evaluates the 
carnage. 

“‘One Hadjii, sunny-side-up, mother-fucker!’ He an-
nounces and spits on the ground. 

“‘Sunny-side-up?’ You ask him and look at him sideways.   
“‘Yeah,’ he smiles and pats his stomach, ‘I’m hungry.’ 
“‘Hmm. I hate eggs,’ you answer. 
“In that world, you move back to your street corner and 

keep on watching the passers-by. You think about the man, 
dead in his car with blood sliding along the smooth crevices of 
his body, and you feel nothing except the heat across your skin, 
the heart hammering faithfully in your chest, the strain of 
muscle against bone, the weight of the flak jacket, the distaste 
for the smell of the air, the wariness of too many hours without 
sleep. For the man with blood slipping down the arch of his 
back, splashed across the dashboard of his little car…you feel 
nothing.” 

Again Barbie Doll is unsure of herself.  
What the hell do you do with a mommy G.I. Joe that’s all twisted 

and mangled? You can’t sell that. That doesn’t work.  It doesn’t fit.  It 
isn’t pretty. 

I look over my shoulder at Sergeant Vasquez. There is no 
expression on his face and he says nothing. Our eyes meet and 
an implicit understanding passes between us. My brother. My 
comrade. We know the soul of each other. He nods once and I 
swallow hard past the dry truth that is stuck in my throat. 

We come from another world. 
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Dana Grey 
 
Untitled 
 
Full of wine, I stammer from place 
to place and repeat you and repeat you  
until you are made. Full of wine,  
 
the body brightly passing into sleep.  
I am thrown by a dream and I dream  
you into me; the pear tree and the landscape, 
 
and you, around, your legs lush 
like a row of birds. I once sat down  
next to a row of birds. I once sat down  
 
and watched a gibberish of blackbirds  
perched on a church’s roof. An older church,  
full of quiet like a shore. I once  
 
paced around a shore to collect glass.  
I opened its massive door to a curl  
of dry wind, and a pear tree; black and green. 
 
The black and the green! Spangled 
by one another! I held a pear, softly, 
as one would hold a planet. It was so soft 
 
it sang to me. Above, the blackbirds  
revolved around the tin-grey roof  
like constellations. I took this sacrament.  
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Drunk, your legs  
are an open-water  
of god. 
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Jeffrey Canino 
 
Holiday 

 
 The showrunners said I couldn’t do it, no, that it wasn’t a 
case of being highly unlikely but in fact impossible, designed 
that way to boot, and to struggle against it, out from the ebb 
and tide, wasn’t just a waste of time, which in those days I had 
quite a lot of, but plainly made me look silly. How I loathed to 
be called silly, and they knew it, too…. 
 But against all expectations one day the boulder came to 
rest at the top of the grassy hill, and upon securing it in the 
peak’s soft earth, I thumbed my nose up in the general direc-
tion of the sun. And to note: was definitively not struck down 
by lightning in response. 
 Of all the things to say about the ordeal, first allow me to 
say I always knew I could do it. That it was all probability 
anyway; you repeat the same cycle enough times something 
surprising inevitably pops out of the hillside. Frankly, I was a 
little miffed my number hadn’t come up sooner. How many 
rolls did it take to get a rock to the top of a hill? An eternity’s 
worth. 
 But no worse for wear—the boulder was secure, my task 
completed and I still had my youth. It was feeling awfully like 
time to spend it elsewhere. All too suddenly, it felt, the land 
opened up before me. From the top of the hill I was able to see 
all: the vast expanse of green plain the show runners had seen 
to drop me in, a single apple tree sprouted at the foot of the hill 
that somehow I’d neglected to notice previously, the sun rising 
and falling endlessly in the distance…. All that for miles in 
every direction.  
 Nothing else, though.  
 Well…best to make due. 
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 I brushed down a nice, flat spot next to the boulder and 
lowered my bottom half. Sitting seemed a welcome reprieve to 
constant activity, and I solemnly pledged to spend a good deal 
more of my time reaping it.  
 A moment later I rose from the ground, because as you, 
slothful reader, already know, sitting is a terrible bore. My legs 
started tingling, the back-end started throbbing, a general 
malady of restlessness overtook me. 
 Next I tried to spread myself flat on the ground, limbs 
splayed in a manner I believed resembled something of rest.… 
The constant cycles of the sun, blinding to blackness and back 
again, made it impossible to shut my eyes, which seemed the 
appropriate action to take, for more than what seemed mere 
moments. Similarly I outstretched down below, protected in 
the shade of the apple tree. Cue a repeated malady from the 
first attempt at non-activity. Aching, listlessness, etc. 
 Rest being thrown pretty much completely out at this 
point, I resolved to spend whatever fruitful time I had left to 
me in a more active manner. I reached above to the lowest 
branch and picked a ripe green apple. Sustenance after a long 
life’s work, I’d heard, could never be overrated.  
 A nibble and a spit. 
 The fruit of victory contains worms. 
 Next I found a sharp rock in the ground and used it on 
the bark of the tree to write down my story, a memoir for the 
future generations of the vast expansive green, to be instructive 
and ancient, a relic of a time long gone.… It first occurred to 
me then the thought of settling down, courting a wife in a far-
off exotic city, charming and marrying, bringing her back here 
to where I had taken root, showing her the mountain, the 
boulder, the tree…building a house with my own hands while 
she and a nursemaid mind after the little ones scampering all 
round the field, pulling the grass up with their tiny fists and 
showering it down upon their tiny, gleaming skulls…. 
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 Clouds in my eyes, I scratched the lines: 
 
 One day they made me push a rock up a hill,  
 and halfway to the top it rolled back down and.… 
 
 The pointed rock dulled, but it had already felt redundant 
from the start. 
 It then struck me, much like a thunderbolt, that this place 
was what was stifling my life’s journey. The vast green had 
lulled me into submission, pinning me to a locus where nothing 
but repetition was worth a hoot and holler. In rebellion of des-
tiny and pre-location, I walked toward the horizon. I ambled 
ahead for countless sun cycles. Really, I tried to count, but the 
number was lost to abundance. I began to run and soon tired. 
Nothing lay in my path but green. 
 The clouds above me formed into a gigantic eye, staring 
down, its lids strained in good humor and malice. I’ll not lie; I 
cowered at the sight of it. But as quickly as it formed, the 
clouds drifted away, the image dissolving into the blue.… 
 Another one of those thunderbolts splitting my crown— 
there was never any observer. No unconquerable task, nor 
binding obligation. Not one stitched into the fabric of reality 
and truth, nonetheless. Meaning was meaning, and action was 
often the first meaning, and sometimes boulders are meaning 
too. What a relief to discover that I, cheater of Death, roller of 
rocks, was a bit late to this gala, but I did arrive, dressed as 
nicely as time permitted. 
 The green bored me from this angle—I turned back and 
saw my hill as a fuzzy blotch in the distance.… 
 I started the long trek home. 
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Cliff Nason Venho 
 
so much like myself 
 
whenever that guttural stir creeps up overwhelming to my 

  throat—  
a stir swelling from unsettled visions— 
I take refuge in facebook to organize my sloppy  

  fragments— 
a comforting image 
  
(what would I be without cyber-consciousness??? 
my images like shadows would remain, 
uncontrolled by a mind or by desire. 
I would faintly lurk in living photos 
that sculpt other lives 
an unconscious shell. 
I would be dead to that world;  
a nearly forgotten fraction of its aesthetic, 
a feeble image of what once was,  
a ghostly face, zero at the eyes. 
and as other cyber-lives crumbled to dust 
I would be lost entirely to the composition. 
Time (madness!) reaches its unrelenting fingers online 
too, just as in the sun’s domain 
it peels back the fabric of reality 
undoing everything). 
 
myriad cerebral dimensions fork to 
cleave my brain; 
the snap of elastic sinews echoes on the walls of my skull. 
 
visions prowl in my mind’s shadows and call themselves 
memories. 
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i’m convinced, most of them are not mine: 
all black chalk on a blackboard. 
 
the Madness online is  
the Madness of visions in sleep 
           of visions awake. 
the Madness is tranquil chaos, unconcerned. 
 
what does it matter to the sometimes-indistinguishable- 

  realms  
of facebook, of dreams, of waking life, of bizarre and  

  unfathomable devilish divergent dimensions of 
  space and time 

whether I contain memories, visions, thought patterns and 
  so on and so on? 

 
the Madness is unconcerned 
by our desire to nestle in the womb once more. 
it is unconcerned 
by our incessant carving, our sculpting of its formless  

  shape. 
 
I taste the moon’s pale cackle 
like gin against my throat. 
I see the murmuring voices of cyber mouths 
like the oratory Ohm of the universe. 
in my sleep I hear the deafening pixels of times square  
as apocalyptic ocean waves loom to purge the city streets. 
 
the shadows are unconcerned 
by the End: all black chalk on a blackboard. 
The infinite lake, mere being, becomes Madness  
when our aspirations like stones meet the water’s surface 

  unrippling. 
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sometimes I chuckle with the Madness  
as though I understand its sub-zero indifference. 
those times Madness is my brother 
and i’m no longer an only child. 
the Madness humors me, sometimes. 
sometimes, the Madness is my brother. 
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Eva Zanio 
 
Seehaus 

 
 Murky, brown water baptized the concrete over and over 
again. Pleasant, round little ducks swam nearby my shiny out-
door table that bordered the Kleinhesselöhe See lake.   
 My beer garden menu was a word scramble that I was 
trying to decipher, and before I could properly use my sleuth-
ing skills a waitress came up to me. 
 “Guten Tag. Kann ich irgendetwas für die Frau veranlassen zu 
trinken?” 
 Aha, she is going to detest me for butchering her 
language. I skimmed the menu and ordered the first “bier” that 
crossed my visual path. Why doesn’t America have places like 
this? Multiple picnic tables cover the field in the unforgiving 
afternoon sun, and slumping evergreen willows tickle the sur-
face of relaxed waters. 
 When I glanced back up at the waitress it was impossible 
to ignore that there was a lavender glow to her skin that hadn’t 
been there seconds ago. It was happening again, but I had 
become an expert at pretending that nothing had changed. The 
lilac skinned goddess wrote down thick, black, German hiero-
glyphics on her note pad. None of the other beer guzzling 
picnickers could perceive that she had wild, squiggly, aqua hair 
framing her face and blazing sapphire gems for eyes. She thun-
derously ripped the paper from her pad like an oceanic wave 
crashing down on the silence of a perfect day. Within that brief 
tearing intermission she snapped back to how she normally 
appeared: slightly tan and frustrated.    
 This is difficult for me. It’s also genetic. You would think 
that having insanity genes in your family is enough, but no, not 
for us. I see people’s true natures. Károl could do it too; that’s 
my father’s name and it drives my mother crazy when I refer to 
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him as that. I wouldn’t know what else to call him since he left 
when I was young and I haven’t seen much of him since.  
Every other child of Károl’s line has this slight genetic incon-
venience. My older sister was actually due to inherit this “gift,” 
but because of my crummy luck the gene skipped her and 
settled for me instead. 
  Let me explain—you know how you can tell if someone 
is very stern if they have that crinkle of concentration between 
their eyebrows? It’s the same for me except I see people as 
certain colors or even different animals. No one looks the 
same, ever! I’ve seen people ranging from Shivas to eagles. 
Once, I glanced in a mirror when my bizarre vision kicked in, I 
saw how I truly looked. Normally my hair is just plain brown, 
but through that looking glass, it shines like sunlight striking 
against molten copper. In the pits of my pupils there’s a reflec-
tion of snow flurries spiraling continuously. On my forehead 
there is a giant blue eye that looks like it was painted on with 
acrylics. The creepy thing is that although its feels like paint I 
can sense it moving and watching people. If people could see it 
they would probably find it as annoying as a rude child un-
apologetically staring at them. 
 The waitress returned with my beer. Holding an enor-
mous, frothy mug in my hand, I felt like an authentic German. 
As I slurped on foam, I noticed that a few tables down from 
me sat a woman quizzically staring at me. She couldn’t have 
been more than ten years my senior.  
 My vision jump started again. The woman had a honey 
suckle glow to her skin and her hair fell in molten copper 
waves. She had giant, blood red flowers adorning her entire 
head and they appeared to be breathing; their petals were 
pulsating. On her forehead was a painted blue eye. 
 The only time I had ever seen that blue eye was on 
myself, Károl, and one of my uncles. I had never seen it outside 
of my family. 
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 Without breaking her gaze, she ventured closer to my ta-
ble, and I managed to smack my purse off of it. Thankfully she 
caught the purse before it hit the ground, and as she returned it 
to me I noticed the identical, inconceivable, white snowflakes 
drifting in her pupils. The blue eye on her forehead shifted to 
stare down at mine.  
 My fingertips accidentally touched hers when I took the 
purse back. A balloon of grief started to steadily well up in my 
chest. Her wintry, opal eyes unstitched a ravenous urge inside 
me. I wanted to tell her about the paper thin quality of my walls 
at home, how my mother’s sobs easily traveled through them, 
like icicles falling off of rooftops. Or confide to her that I had 
seen Károl slam that door one last time, but the grapefruit in 
my throat kept my English words from escaping. 
 The wider her smile grew, the brighter the lava shine 
illuminated her coppery hair. She turned away from me, and I 
watched the red flowers stretch their petals like butterflies 
opening their wings. We never spoke a word to one another, 
but as I reached up to touch the eye I noticed liquid blue stain-
ing my fingertips. 
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Ben Campbell 
 
Night Hosting 

 
 An automatic door sign proclaims caution behind glass 
window. Words from an electric sign dance backwards, mir-
rored green and red, mirrored in space. Outside trees are 
yellow, gold, and bronze, bathed in light from everywhere, light 
that keeps the stars away. Everything else is yellow. Indoors we 
sit on a faded gold couch, circles hatched with pattern marks. 
Unnatural brightness emanates from the walls, but all is calm 
until a phone vibrates. “That’s why I don’t live in the city,” 
Charlie says. His nose is red and his face tired, hair turned to 
straw by chlorine and winter sunshine.  
 Words are dancing in the mirror again, half legible.  
 Pajama pants man walks through the door with a pool 
cue.  
 What is he doing with it at this hour?   
 In the hall behind glass one finds Martin Luther King and 
President Obama, reflective and sad, faces in blue on a poster.  
 Someone walks by but I missed her face. She passed in a 
whirl of magenta and tall boots, heading elsewhere.   
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Jennifer Fae Bernstein 
 

Sea Glass 
 

Damaged, 
but not shattered— 
fragmented. 
You can pick up the pieces 
like sea glass, 
worn smooth 
with time. 
Ground into something 
nonthreatening, 
something you can handle 
with your bare hands. 



26 

 

Lydia Ember 
 
Feel That? 

 
“The wind blows often here.” 
 
You said that once, but I didn’t understand. 
The winter had ended a few weeks before 
though the air still held its chill. 
You have traveled, you said, 
to lands that we commonly 
walk right by without noticing. 
You were never common, were you? 
 
The wind blows often here. 
 
Whenever we’d go for walks 
you always stopped my stubby short legs, 
on the wet concrete of a water park 
on the ghost tracks overgrown with weeds 
on a tree shaded hill by some back road. 
Sometimes you wanted to look at 
the trees, the deer, the wildflowers; 
sometimes you would want to say 
 
“The wind blows often here.” 
 
You absorb sociology, the news, table talk, Bible verses; 
pay attention to your  pets 
not unlike a sage to his followers. 
More than this, more than this 
I recall the time one summer 
the two of us on that old roof, 
a safe haven in a flood of golden-wheat weeds 
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and you reminisce that  
 
the wind blows often here. 
 
“Not just here, but anywhere 
You pause.  
Just 
Pause…” 
 
The wind blows often here 
 
Though I don’t notice the power that 
your messenger, your teacher, your fellow prophet 
as I rush by the hawk watched campus 
I do notice its presence and often question 
if the wind blows often here 
what endless wisdom has it whispered eons ago? 
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Jonathan Dixon 
 
The Constant Traveler 
 
I am no one you have seen before. Indeed who 
I am you cannot now judge, though try you surely will. 
I am waiting to hear your words, just as under the moon  
I am standing, ready to greet you still. 
 
I am patient and yet eager for our flight. 
I am anxious to lift you up where the night-flyer  
I am remains doomed to carry such souls as yours, each so 

  airily light. 
I am native to that region where all must venture. Of  

  course, 
 
I am no one you have seen before. Indeed, what 
I am you cannot yet judge, though 
I am certain you already know the reason why 
I am here, tonight, waiting for you of all people. 
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Kelly Spoto 

Combat Triage 

Ma, 
I have heard it said that the learning curve of 

Marines is slow. I think I disagree.  Since I have been 
here, I have learned that in combat triage, Corpsmen 
barely know what they are doing…and the rest of us 
know even less.  I learned that the heart bone is 
connected to the pulse bone and you can’t have one 
without the other.  

I learned that even the squeamish and faint- 
hearted can dress a sucking chest wound, when the 
sucking chest wound belongs to their best friend; that 
geeky long haired four-eyed kid they joined the Corps 
with. I learned that gauze only soaks up so much blood 
and it does not discriminate between American or Iraqi; 
between military or civilian; between friend or foe; 
between man or woman; sadly, between adult or child. I 
learned that blood seeps through the layers of bandage 
the way light leaks through stained glass windows in 
church. It spills across the floor and blends in with dirt.   

I learned that CPR is a must, and that sleep is a 
don’t. I learned to slide the needle in slow and hold the 
saline up high. That more is definitely better; but too 
much can kill you…so go easy on the pressure, the 
morphine, and promises. I learned, too, that all Marines 
carry something from home. A photo. A love letter. A 
wedding band. A talisman. While you’re at it, go easy on 
the bandages, there needs to be enough for everyone. 
The wounded. The fallen.  

I learned that any wounded child, every wounded 
child, reminds you of your own child. You pull them 
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close and hold them tight to ease their pain; to cease 
their endless screams and shrieks; for a moment, to ease 
your own.  

I learned that the heart is hard wired to the brain 
and it will short circuit under extreme duress.  And, 
when the lights go out, you go down.  I learned that 
blood returns from the body through the pulmonary 
aorta and is harder than hell to wash out of a 
camouflage uniform…no matter how hard you scrub.  
You have to keep scrubbing, though.   

I learned, contrary to United States Naval medical 
standards, that 800 milligrams of Motrin (three times a 
day) is not the cure to everything. I learned that 
painkillers take the edge off, but they never really stop 
the pain.  It certainly doesn’t re-attach limbs. I learned 
that in the desert dehydration is a definite and water is a 
maybe.  

I learned that speaking English louder does not 
ease the fear of Iraqi wounded; a child will still weep 
and reach for her dead mother, a 5.56 round lodged in 
her abdomen.  I learned that everyone’s blood flows the 
same, hot and thick; dark and slow at the veins, bright 
and fast at the arteries. 

And I learned that, while Marines never leave a 
man behind, kneeling in a puddle of blood, arms 
wrapped tight around their body, you may have to let 
go. I learned sometimes you can’t save them all. I 
learned no matter how hard you pray, the dead do not 
breathe.  I learned sometimes you walk away 
unwounded and die right there beside them.   

 
-Amy Franza 
Sergeant 
United States Marine Corps 
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Kyle Dougherty 
 
Just One Petal   

 
 The bars of the turnstile click, conversing in circles as the 
faces push through. He swipes his metro card and floats across 
the platform in a dream. The aroma of burnt pretzel-salt and 
roasted nuts permeates down from the street above to mingle 
with damp, dreary exhaust. There is a bum curled up against 
the tiled wall, wrapped in a foul cloth, looking upon the faces 
that pass him by. A few yards down another beats a bucket 
drum and whistles blissfully, nodding at the tides of expression 
in the crowd. A speaker mounted on the wall says nothing. 
Everything flows dysfunctional to the low reverberating in-
constancies of the track, peppered by the bothersome clock 
that ticks from the far wall. 
 She flutters down the steps as graceful as a vibrant leaf, 
colorful scarf draped freely over her collarbone; tiny pink ear 
buds sing pop music as she hurries among the crowd. The in-
flating and popping of her gum-bubbles rings out over the 
hushed buzz of cell phones and laughing key chains, and a hint 
of roses hangs in the air, coming from the corner shop above. 
Children are racing around their parents’ legs, leaving dirty 
smudges on mom’s white skirt. She glides quickly past the 
bums, of whom she takes no notice, to the edge of the plat-
form to await the train. 
 Leaning against the wall under which the bums sit, he can 
perceive the back of her golden head. He takes her in, inch by 
ignorant inch, and watches as her delicate fingers fumble with 
her iPod, which casts a blue tint upon the side of her face, 
reaching around and upwards into the depths of her eyes. She 
seems to glow there on the precipice. Under her heels the 
ground warns her to stay off the yellow paint—advice which 
she ignores triumphantly. He half wishes a train would slip by 
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and claim her, the forewarned victim, whose somewhat mag-
netic pull on him has become almost unbearable. He wishes 
she would relinquish this grasp and let him melt to the floor, to 
sink down alongside the bums. 
 Time slows to a crawl as the wait continues. All around 
him faces are chatting, incoherent to his distracted senses. The 
mumbles run on ceaselessly, echoing everywhere, but he re-
mains transfixed. How could he be the only one noticing her? 
He glances briefly at the bums. The sleeping one has shuffled 
over to the drummer, and now taps his foot to the beat, mum-
bling musical phrases which mix into the ebb of unintelligible 
conversation. A double take to the girl, then back to the bums, 
and he wants to shake them into sense, to show her to them so 
they can share his marvel. Like a beach full of firework viewers 
on the Fourth of July, they would sit propped up against the 
tile, watching her sway ever so slightly to the tinny music from 
her headphones. But he won’t budge. He swallows hard, looks 
away, and paces over to the far wall, out of sight of her.  
 Light begins to bounce its way down the tunnel; she can 
feel the rumble of the ground beneath her feet. The crowd 
motions forward a bit, but then recedes as the sound rushes by. 
Not their train. Among the restless shrugs of the throng she 
notices a distraught young man push forward, and then frown 
when the train doesn’t stop. He seems like a nice guy for all she 
knows, and he leaves her thinking about him for a moment as 
he trudges back to the far wall. She likes his well kept ap-
pearance and shrewish demeanor, which is apparent in the way 
he slinks shyly back down in the bench across the platform. 
She might very well unplug her ears, click off her iPod, and 
saunter over to introduce herself—to pass the time at least—
but she refrains, because there is a hint of distress on his face, 
and she need not interfere with the personal grievances of a 
stranger. She might, after all, make his already troubled day 
worse if she were to get in the way. She scrolls down the 
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playlist glaring from her iPod, clicks on a song, and turns her 
eyes towards the tunnel. 
 He had refused to look at her while the train flashed by, 
and reluctantly walked back to the far wall to find an open spot 
on a bench. Another glance to the platform edge where she 
stood leaves him once again mystified. The array of colors she 
is dressed in plays happily with her light golden curls and the 
dancing beams of light that taper off down the tunnel after the 
train. He finds himself fighting with the growing crowd for a 
glance of her here and there. He hates her and feels addicted to 
her at the same time. Forcing himself to ignore her once again, 
he unzips his backpack and fumbles for his Shakespeare 
anthology, flipping open to Hamlet—big test next week. 
 Another train groans around the bend, casting beams of 
light which leap around corners and converse with the tiles on 
the wall. The crowd starts up, and again withdraws as the 
whistle fades away down the tunnel. Where is their train? Ten 
minutes late now. She glances back at him, who had not gotten 
up from his spot on the bench this time, being too absorbed in 
the thick anthology covering his lap. She doesn’t enjoy liter-
ature, it being too boring for her liking, and she thinks it silly 
when her classmates raise their hands to announce a newly dis-
covered meaning hidden in the plot of some dry short story. 
And don’t get her started on poetry. She likes math. Something 
formulated that she could be sure about—nothing chanced. 
She does, however, feel a bit of admiration towards someone 
like him, those who could devote themselves to such abstract-
tions. Maybe their souls are shaped like coinciding puzzle 
pieces, both different extremes which fit perfectly. She giggles 
to herself as she breaks off her gaze—getting way too deep for 
herself there. The vision of him is still etched into her lids as 
she closes her eyes and turns her head. 
 The speaker mounted on the wall starts spitting static. He 
looks up distractedly at it, and eventually it barks out that their 
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train is running twenty minutes behind schedule. Hamlet is 
being indecisive, so he bookmarks the page and looks around 
the room. Among all of the figures in the dim station, she is the 
only one which seems to throb with life and color. He notices a 
dark cluster of jackets descending the stairs onto the platform, 
talking loudly to each other, but the pulse of blurred action all 
along the platform drowns it out to a hum. Some faces are 
tossing the bums change from their dark pea coat pockets, and 
snicker at each other, swallowing their laughter as they hurry 
away. The bums are elated and start thrashing more and more 
energetically on the bucket. The room fills with a reverberating 
pulse and all seems to move under the command of the har-
mony between bucket-slap and train whistle. Their train had 
come at last. He leaps up, grabs his book and slings his pack 
over his shoulder, half darting towards the still unopened door. 
 Having always been waiting defiantly on the painted 
yellow edge of the platform, she is first to step inside. The yel-
low paint she once stood on continues to reprimand her as she 
treads off in victory. She is greeted with an onslaught of hot air 
rushing past her golden head to diffuse with the bitter atmos-
phere outside. The car is mostly empty, but the crowd of faces 
behind her—which had been waiting for so long, listening to 
the mounted speaker telling them over and over that the train 
was late—has now become quite large and very impatient. The 
seats of the train car fill like an ice tray under a torrential sink. 
In an instant she is sandwiched between two fat, middle-aged 
faces—one of which smells of thick garlic and the other of a 
teeming ash tray. She turns up the volume in her ears and 
crosses her arms tightly across her chest. 
 There are many faces in front of him when he comes to 
the doors of the train and he doubts he will get his desired spot 
at the back of the car, where he would be able to read without 
distraction. He peers down the length of the car as he enters, 
and notices that a row of plump faces indeed occupies his 
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favorite back row. There is a spot on his right hand side, so he 
promptly slings off his backpack and sinks into the chair. The 
train is pulsing with voices and breath from all directions. 
Jackets are unzipping to the beat of the bucket-slaps still 
emanating from the tiled wall outside. He opens his book 
across his lap and fingers the pages for the bookmark. The 
train jolts suddenly and is thrown into motion. He looks up in-
stinctively, his gaze falling upon her, sitting across from him, 
her vibrant hair flowering behind her as she looks idly out the 
window at the black tunnel wall. 
 The bright lights inside the train car and the thick 
darkness outside turn the window into a fairly reliable mirror 
through which she looks at him, seated across from her. She 
had been looking out the window at nothing, until he suddenly 
sat down, and in the window she could see the apparition of his 
face materializing in front, as well as behind her. His is the only 
face interesting enough to hold her attention. Everything else is 
darkened out of her frame of vision. She feels as if in this 
instant she truly perceives him, simply in the expression written 
on his face: frenzy. What was his mind so enthralled with that 
provoked this expression of delirium? The answer is unat-
tainable to her. She can not explain it in words—all she has is 
the color of him, displayed faintly against the blackness on the 
other side of the window. She begins to wonder all sorts of 
things about him: where is he from? He must be in school. 
Maybe he likes movies. She likes movies. Does he like hot 
chocolate? It’s certainly cold enough for it. Where is he going? 
Does he know she’s watching him? Maybe she should stop. 
And with that she turns from his view in the window. She is 
now sitting straight forward, and there he is, no longer a 
reflection. She finds she has nothing else to look at but his face, 
cast downwards at the enormous anthology. 
 Hamlet is knee-deep in inaction. Shakespeare’s plot is 
growing dull. He pulls his eyes away from the page, hardly 
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adjusting to the change in contrast from tiny black words on a 
white page to her lively color against the dark window as she 
sits in front of him. In an instant the spell she has him under 
takes full effect. Tunnel vision and breathlessness overthrow 
his ability to look away; it seems all too possible that time has 
indeed stopped altogether. The hustle and bustle of the train 
car is hushed to a low drone, and all movement ceases. There 
she is, alive and inexplicable, and she is staring right into his 
eyes, smiling. He feels as if he is not prepared for her to see 
him. He is caught off guard and has no time to present his face 
as he would like her to see it. Just then he is transported—away 
from the train, away from the city, out of his young, naïve 
mind, brought to some remote countryside chalet, under the 
boughs of a solitary tree, and she is still there, sitting in front of 
him, staring, smiling. They are sitting alone outside their home, 
on the crest of a hill of grass, surrounded by natural sublimity. 
In the distance he can hear the patter of bare feet in the yard. 
She breaks her smile to begin to speak, and as she parts her lips 
the hills drain away, the house fades into blackness, the patter 
of bare feet is reduced to the clicking of high heels, and the 
sublime sky takes the form of a sheet metal ceiling. 
 As he looked up at her she realized she was staring. Her 
face is now flushing; she cracks a nervous, awkward smile, and 
averts her eyes to her iPod. She scrolls frantically, embarrassed, 
and a little spooked by her own fascination. After all, she 
doesn’t even know who he is. The way he was just sitting there 
staring, not saying a word…he could be a complete creep, 
ready to follow her out of the train and who knows where else. 
The high-heeled footsteps heading towards the door hint that 
the train is nearing its destination. She zips up her jacket, tosses 
her scarf around her neck—partly to shield her face—and 
stands up to walk towards the door. 
 He breaks out of his trance in time to see her quickly turn 
her head and prepare to leave the train. He sits paralyzed with 
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bewilderment. Where is she going? Certainly there is no need 
to leave so soon. Among the scuffling of feet, in a fit of regret, 
he casts his eyes back down towards his lap. Hamlet is up to his 
neck in inaction…. Yet I, a dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak like 
a John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, and can say nothing. 
 He claps his book shut and stuffs it into his bag. As he 
walks out of the train door he can see her bright, colorful shoes 
tapping up the wet stairs against the blackness of the station 
wall. He turns towards the opposite stair and starts his walk 
home. As he reaches the top he wishes he could turn back and 
descend the stair, chase after her and ask her questions, but his 
feet disagree, and won’t break their course.  
 Thoughts of her swim through his mind, coming and 
going freely, with no respect for his wanting to drown them all. 
They swarm his senses and words become noise; noise be-
comes color. All he can think of is a freeze-frame image of her 
face against the train window, not clear and focused but 
blurred like an over-diluted watercolor. It is getting dark, and 
the street lights flicker on as he paces the sidewalk.   
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Jeffrey Canino 
 
Merian C. Cooper’s 8th Wonder 
 
The Great Ape’s atop the Empire State 
Swatting at Cooper’s toy planes, 
Growling crooked curses  
Through cracked plastic. 
 
He’s wearing the woman’s 
Evening dress and high-heeled shoes, 
Which Cooper dressed him in this morning, 
Tho his bulk stretches them to tatters. 
 
He shifts his weight back and forth 
On anxious opposable toes. 
Planes buzz by hurling shells,  
Daggers, megaphones. 
 
“Damn dirty Ape,” they shout. 
And he knows they’re right, 
Tho not how he climbed 
So high. 
 
Cooper’s on the ground pointing up, 
Cranking the camera entranced. 
He’s locked in a dogfight with nature, 
And wearing an ape suit. 
 
Ape blows his bride a kiss… 
Knocks a plane out of the sky. 
The blonde squawks,  
“Yer a reel monster, you know that?” 
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With his pinky he flips up her dress and 
Pulls it over her head— 
She stumbles around the peak 
Like a silver-screened ghost. 
 
A burst of machine gun fire 
Sound effects rip through him. 
He bleeds acrylic paint. 
Cries it, too. 
         
“Denham! Cooper! Shoot the picture now!” 
“Much obliged to that beauty and the brute.” 
“Ape’s got dollar signs in his eyes, 
If only he knew how to pluck ‘em.” 
         
Instead he’s way up there moaning about the jungle 
As the hornets take pass after pass, 
Riddling him down to naught but tacky celluloid— 
A sweaty plaster husk that Merian molded. 
 
The man falls out of the gorilla costume; 
Gorillas fall out of the man costume. 
Mottled hair and dust, tumbling soundlessly— 
Fay Wray looks down and sez: “Jump, Coop!” 
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Dana M. Di Lorenzo 
 
Chasing Koi 
 
I remember you from long ago, 
You were always chasing after koi fishes. 
 
Do you love this koi with her golden scales? 
She is a skittish one, forever gasping at the surface. 
Yet you continue to throw her stale crumbs of promises. 
 
When I come to you with my shining red scales, 
You will see her shabbiness as she swims beside me. 
You will decide she’s had enough to feed on. 
Once again you will chase koi. 
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Lisa MacWilliams 
 
Nature 

 
The rock stares at me. It tells of a future surrounded by fire and 

chaos. The world will eventually end, the rock whispers. I laugh out loud 
and tell the rock it needs to stop its lies. I ignore the rock’s rebuttal and 
turn to face the wise oak tree. Its old bark holds wisdom beyond my years, 
and yet it says nothing. Its eyes bore through me, reading my emotions and 
thoughts. I stare back, hoping to win the contest of the eyes. Each second 
that ticks by causes my mind to expand and open, opening thoughts I had 
forgotten. I lose the battle. I walk away into the setting sun. 

 
Chris follows the streetlights home with hesitant feet that 

slowly drag against the pavement. Each step becomes heavier; a 
relenting agony awaits him. The neighborhood is quiet and 
quaint in the twilight and each house glimmers with lightened 
windows. The porch light comes on when he reaches the 
stairwell of the porch. Chris stops cold in his tracks and waits 
to see the outcome. Slowly, after some time, his feet begin 
movement again, and he proceeds onto the porch. The handle 
slowly turns, and Chris enters the house.  

“It’s late, Chris.” He recognizes the voice of his step-
father and turns to face the shadowy figure in the kitchen. A 
cloud of smoke surrounds his face and disappears into the air.  

“I’m sorry, sir. It won’t happen again,” Chris replies. He 
walks into the kitchen, grabs an orange juice container and 
heads downstairs into the basement. He notices his mother, 
permanently planted in front of the television. Ten o’clock, he 
thinks, time for “Cops,” and proceeds down the stairs.  

The course of his mother’s life was played out through 
the T.V. Guide. She only moved from the moth eaten couch 
when the bathroom called her name. This habit started shortly 
after the death of Chris’s father. Chris was young, but re-
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members small moments from his father’s life. His father’s 
hands were always rough and the smell of mulch was perman-
ently plastered on his clothes. This comes with the occupation 
of a gardener. Chris remembered their morning walks together 
and playing in the garden every afternoon, but this was the past 
and that’s where Chris decided to keep them. Several years 
later, around Chris’s seventh birthday, he passed away. His mo-
ther remarried quickly and planted herself in the life of tele-
vision. With each passing year, the wrinkles on her brow and 
the weight on her bones grew.  

Chris’s room covered the entire basement floor, ex-
cluding the small set of weights that sat idle in the corner and 
The Room. He hated that small room; its damp atmosphere 
crawled into his brain and never left. His feet were sore from 
the walk, and he slowly removed his shoes, attempting to avoid 
the smell of his damp socks. Next, his shirt came off and finally 
his pants, leaving him alone in his boxers. He walked over to 
the mirror hanging by the weights.  The awkward pale child of 
a man stared back, mocking him with puberty. Most boys gain 
weight after high school, but Chris only seemed to lose it with 
each passing year. The tattoos covered most of his torso, and 
he allowed his hand to trace each one, stopping at his favorite. 
He traced each root and branch that sprang from his chest with 
his fingertip. The final picture revealed an old oak tree with 
eyes that bore into the soul. 

Chris left the mirror and crawled into bed. He looked out 
the window just above his head and said goodnight to each of 
the stars and finally the moon. With each star, he whispered a 
small prayer for the night. His eyes closed at the moment the 
door crept open at the top of the stairs. The figure began to 
make his way down the stairs with heavy, boot-clad footsteps. 
Chris curled into a ball. A hand placed itself gently on his 
shoulder.  
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The morning sun stung brightly in Chris’s eyes and 

caused them to fly open. The music of the morning was sweet 
and beautiful. He curled his knees into his chest, and rested his 
chin upon them. Slowly, he closed his eyes and allowed the 
music to fully consume him. In his grogginess, Chris slowly 
found clothes and headed up the stairwell into the kitchen. His 
stepfather sat at the table and greeted him. His usual cloud of 
smoke surrounded his head. He almost looked like an angel. 
Chris poured himself a bowl of cereal and joined his mother in 
the living room. Nine o’clock, “Maury.” Chris finished his 
breakfast and started to head out the door. 

“Don’t be back late,” his step-father shouted from the 
kitchen. 

“Yes, sir,” Chris replied and headed out the door into the 
sunshine. His stepfather wasn’t a particularly active man. He 
injured his back in a construction accident shortly after his 
marriage to Chris’s mother. His butt was permanently planted 
in the kitchen, where he waited for his disability check each 
month.   

The neighborhood hadn’t changed much over the span 
of Chris’s life. The same, white suburban homes stared with 
judgmental eyes and changed little in their opinion. Each lawn 
was well managed and a customized mailbox displayed each 
family’s name. Chris always stared at his feet when he walked; 
the similarities of all the houses scared him. He knew the exact 
path to the wise, old oak. 

 
The rock stares at me. Its forecast is not heard today, and the fire 

will hold back. It will not talk to me. It will not help me escape. I become 
annoyed. 

 
“Hello, there!”  
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Chris was suddenly interrupted. A young girl sat down 
beside him.  

“I said, hello!” she repeated.  
“Shhh, quiet,” Chris replied in a gentle tone.  
“What are we listening to?” she asked. 
“Nature,” Chris said. The two sat there for hours, until 

the sun began to set. Chris abruptly got up and stretched his 
legs. 

“Wanna walk me home?” the girl asked. “My name’s 
Aubrey, by the way.” She smiled the most beautiful smile Chris 
had ever seen.  

“Chris,” he replied, “and sure.” He smiled back.  
The two walked down the streetlight path. Aubrey talked 

the entire way, barely pausing for a breath. Chris just listened 
and stared at his feet. She told him about school, and how 
horrible her classmates were to her. They always found a new 
way to harass her and make her feel terrible about herself. 
Finally they reached her doorstep, and she bounded up the 
stairs and waved goodnight.  

“I’ll see you tomorrow!” she shouted. 
Chris watched the stars, allowing them to guide him to 

hell. The porch light was already on when he walked through 
the front door. 

“I told you not to be late, Chris,” the ominous voice said 
from the kitchen. The cloud of smoke was particularly thick 
tonight, making the voice look like a ghost. 

“I’m sorry, sir. It won’t happen again,” Chris replied with 
no inflection. 

“Go to bed, Chris,” his stepfather stated. His words were 
heavily covered in anger. 

Chris walked down the stairs and crawled into bed, his 
clothes still on. The door creaked open and heavy footsteps 
clomped down the stairs.  
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“Into the room,” the shadowy figure commanded. Be-
fore the words escape the figures’ lips, Chris was up and 
moving towards the closet at the corner of the basement. There 
was a metal chair and a small window which allowed the tiniest 
starlight into the room. Dust coated everything and clogged his 
lungs.  

“I told you, ‘Do not be late,’” the ghostly voice stated, 
each syllable stronger than the next. Chris had learned in his 
youth not to fight back; it was useless and only made the pain 
worse. He turned to face the starry night. His focus fell upon 
the moon, the face mocking him with devilish delight. The dust 
within the room coated his lungs, making it difficult to breathe. 
Chris allowed his eyes to focus solely on the moon, and its 
children, the stars. The clanging of a belt buckle reached 
Chris’s ears and soon a hand fell upon the button of his pants. 
Chris did not resist, but simply focused on the moon and 
allowed his soul to escape into the night.  

 
The morning sunshine pierced Chris’s cold eyelids. He 

crawled from bed, body sore and stiff with movement. The 
dust from the closet was plastered upon his hands. He made 
his way towards the bathroom and desperately scrubbed the 
filth from his body. His reflection starred back at him, 
highlighting the fresh bruise on his eye. The bloody, black 
circle was a semipermanent brand that reminded him of the 
room. 

The water was cold upon his face and jolted him awake. 
The dark circle refused to wash away.  

Chris’s clothes provided comfortable, familiar warmth, 
but the stairwell became colder with every step. The cloud of 
smoke greeted him as Chris poured his cereal. His footsteps 
were heavy and guided him to the living room. Eleven o’clock, 
“The View.” The cereal slowly moved down his throat, making 
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his stomach churn. He put the bowl down and headed for the 
front door, attempting to escape. 

“Don’t be late,” his stepfather said from the kitchen. 
“Yes, sir,” Chris replied. He turned the handle of the 

heavy door and headed down the street. The old oak tree was 
calling him.  

Aubrey was waiting when Chris arrived and he silently sat 
beside her. They were both silent. The tree had words of wis-
dom to share. 

 
Its eyes bore through me. Today is the day. I listen to its words and 

smile with their wisdom. It tells me of the old and of the new to come. 
There is no chaos within its tale, but rather intelligence and infinite 
wisdom. I wish to escape, I say. The oak smiles warmly at me and beckons 
me into its arms. I smile and reach for Aubrey’s hand. We stand and step 
in front of the old oak. My eyes fill with sunshine and slowly, I disappear 
into his warm bark. The enlightenment of a thousand years consumes me. 
I am free.   

 
Across town, the porch light turned on outside a small 

suburban home. A man sat at the kitchen table, a heavy cloud 
of smoke around his head and a lit cigarette in his hand. The 
large, old woman on the couch settled herself in and changed 
the television to the latest show. Eleven o’clock, “The Soup”.  

“Where the hell is that boy?” the shadowy figure shouted 
from the kitchen. He lit another cigarette and waited for a re-
sponse from the heavy woman upon the couch.  

An hour passed with no disruption or sound, only the 
drone of the television was audible. Slowly, the large woman 
rose from the couch and turned off the porch light, then 
headed back towards the television. She starred at the bright 
screen for several minutes, mesmerized by the moving pictures. 
Suddenly, she reached forward and turned the bright screen 
off.  For the first time in ten years, the only sound was the 
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occasional flick of a lighter. Anxiously, they waited for a boy 
who would never come home.  
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Andrew Limbong 
 
Untitled 
 
The past is the past is the past is the past, but we don’t care. 
We lean forward, strong-footed in our ways, never  

  stopping. 
Driven on by the present tense, we keep the motion going,  
riding ahead, ceaselessly moving, not wanting to look back. 
We don’t, not because we won’t, not because we can’t. It’s 

  just hard. 
The past is the past is the past is the past is boring. 
The old grandmas, and their stories, and their tapestries of 

  life, 
half sewn by their fragile memories, and their broken  

  hearted minds. 
Grandpas and their tobacco stained fingertips trace over the 

  past, 
telling histories of their life, of my life, of family. 
My life begins to flicker, and I wish I had cared more. 
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Tom Bair 
 
I Read Her Poem Once 
 
It was filled with a darkened fury. 
Its words were black and despairing. 
It said something about suicide. 
It had something to do with Kurt Cobain. 
It mentioned an epic loneliness. 
It was an attempt at the grotesque. 
It tried to be poignant. 
It seemed like it was written in junior high. 
It would have been better if she were kidding. 
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Caryn Schuster 
 

Two Haikus 
 
 
 
Fog and mist obscure 
Sky and earth collide as one 
Mountains disappear 
 
 
 
Geese squawking nearby 
Deafening din of nature 
Then all is silent 
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John Fleckenstein 
 

The Boot  
 
 I didn’t want to be like them. 
 I heard that a man drove his car into a tree. Another man 
tried to kill his wife. A woman stopped showing up to work—
they found her fried in her bathtub. 
 I didn’t want to be like them and not know. Day in and 
day out, living in a haze of uncertainty. 
 I can’t even remember when it started. It may have been 
there for days before I noticed, but when I finally noticed, I 
couldn’t get it out of my head. The boot haunted me every 
second I didn’t see it.  
 The yellow boot; it had looked to be a man’s boot, al-
though I had never driven by slow enough to take an adequate 
measurement. The boot stood on the pavement in between sets 
of double yellow lines on Route 22, right where the lines 
opened up to allow a left turn onto Riverside Road. There it 
rested, waiting futilely to make a left turn it was unable to 
make. 
 I remember the first time I saw the boot; I had been 
driving to work, and I remember thinking, “How long has that 
yellow boot been in the middle of the road?” I stared down at 
the boot as I approached it, and then watched it shrink into the 
depths of my rearview mirror. I did not think much about the 
boot that day, except briefly when a co-worker told me “Mr. 
Sutter gave Stevens the boot today,” to which I had responded 
by telling him about the yellow boot on Route 22 I had noticed 
that morning.  
 Again I forgot about the boot, that is, until I approached 
the section of road where I had last seen it. As I drove, I 
craned my neck to try to anticipate where the boot was. Finally 
I arrived at its resting place and saw it bridging the gap between 



52 

 

the yellow lines, just as it had that morning. It wasn’t until it 
was almost out of sight in my mirror that I noticed a peculiar 
detail; the boot looked the same as it did in my mirror that 
morning, toe pointed at me, only I was driving the opposite 
way. Perhaps the gusty draft of a passing truck turned it 
around, I thought. 
 The next morning I almost missed the boot. With my lips 
puckered out, I tried to sip my coffee as to not splash it on my 
white dress shirt just as I drove past the boot. It was only a 
yellow blur until I saw its toe facing me again in my rearview 
mirror. It’s been two days now, and who knows how many 
before I noticed, I had thought as the boot disappeared around 
a bend. I almost missed the boot again on the way home, on 
account of me talking on my cell phone and focusing all of my 
attention on my mirrors, but I saw it. Its yellow toe appeared 
first in my side mirror, and then to the rearview, lingering in my 
sight before it vanished from my vision.  
 I was eager to see the boot the following day. I turned the 
radio off as I approached its location, and strained to see it as 
long as possible in my mirror. I was anxious all day at work, 
inventing that a man wearing one yellow boot had come to that 
Route 22 intersection to claim his long-lost boot. I had won-
dered, as I imagined this, which boot was missing. After 
practically racing to the spot of the boot after work, I was 
relieved to see that it was still there. It rocked gently as cars 
sped past it. I slowed enough to see that it belonged to nobody 
in particular’s left foot.   
 The next day I left early to go to work. In case the 
Highway Department was on its way to clean up the boot, I 
wanted to get one last glimpse before it was carted away. Sure 
enough, as I followed the double yellow trail, the boot was still 
there, waiting for me.  At the moment I drove past the boot I 
took note of my odometer. Exactly 7.8 miles from the boot to 
the office. That day I had been particularly more restless, on 
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account of the boot. I invented another bootless man, wan-
dering the countryside in a single yellow boot on his right foot, 
in search of its companion. His blistered left foot would rejoice 
as the boot was slipped over it, and the man would begin 
traveling home after completing his quest for the boot. At 7.7 
miles from the office I slowed down and was pleased to see the 
boot up ahead, right where it belonged.  
 The boot sightings continued for a few more days. I had 
calculated that it was 4.1 miles from the boot to my apartment.  
Each day, the yellow boot remained on Route 22, barely 
moving, perhaps only inches at a time in any direction. The sun 
shelled it constantly with its light, until the boot’s only 
companions were the moon and its constellations. I worried 
about the boot on days when there had been strong storm 
winds, but the boot endured and stayed firmly on the pave-
ment. I had given up on telling my co-workers and my 
girlfriend, who I shared my apartment with, about the boot. 
“Can you believe that nobody has picked it up yet?” I would 
ask them. “It’s only a boot,” they would reply. While that I 
knew nobody seemed to care, I began to wonder how many 
people like me there were; how many people see the yellow 
boot every day? 
 These kinds of questions began to keep me up at night.  I 
would invent an animal that would find the boot in the middle 
of the night and carry it off into the woods in its front teeth; it 
would bring it back to its nest and use it to shelter its young. I 
would imagine a Church group or a Boy Scout troop picking 
up litter off of the shoulders of Route 22, and they would see 
the yellow boot in the middle of the road and point at it, and 
they would wait for the traffic to slow down, and one par-
ticularly brave boy would run to the boot and pick it up with 
his mechanical grabber, pinching the yellow rubber as he ran 
back across the street to deposit it in a large black bag that 
would be later brought to the waste disposal site.  I would get 
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up from bed and run cold water into my cupped hands, and 
throw it at my face. Still, I thought about the boot. 
 Even that Saturday night, when I told my girlfriend I was 
going bowling with some people from work, when I was really 
going to have an affair with an attractive co-worker of mine, 
the boot flooded my thoughts. “Meet me at the Motel 22,” she 
had told me over the phone. I knew already that the Motel 22 
was exactly 1.3 miles past the boot. Even as I drove there in the 
pouring rain, I knew the boot would remain committed to its 
spot on Route 22. Even through the heavy downpour, I saw a 
blotch of yellow in the road, splash of color on a drab canvas. 
The boot, which I had never seen on a Saturday, seemed to 
glow as I drove past it. 
 Inside the motel room I shook the rain from my clothes.  
Melinda emerged from the bathroom wearing black lace pan-
ties and a black lace strapless bra that held up her rounded 
breasts; though I knew when I unhooked the lace bra they 
wouldn’t fall much further down. And I knew when I hooked 
my fingers onto the black lace panties and pulled them off her 
hips I would see her smooth, tan, shaved skin.    
 I had begun to take off my shirt when Melinda undid my 
belt and pulled my pants to the floor, dropping to her knees. I 
could feel her warm breath on my crotch as I pulled the shirt 
over my head and tossed it gently aside. As the shirt fell to the 
floor, I saw a single yellow right-foot boot in my peripheral.  
With my boxer shorts now at my knees, I staggered towards 
the boot in a panic. I had not thought that Melinda had been 
the one who lost a boot. Perhaps she knew that I saw her boot 
every day, and that I studied its habits, and that I monitored its 
every move. Perhaps I was the only one who noticed, and it 
was a trap to lure me to the motel.  
 The other boot had only been hidden from my sight 
behind the bed. Startled by my sudden lurch towards her boots, 
she asked what the matter was. “Nothing,” I told her as I sat 
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on the bed and finished removing my boxer shorts, trying to 
relax. She stood over me and reached behind herself and un-
clipped her black lace bra and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts 
seemed to remain suspended, even as she bent over and slowly 
slid out of the black lace panties. Kneeling before me again, she 
used her mouth to trace a line up my body, finishing by shov-
ing her warm tongue in my mouth. She moaned lightly before 
she pushed me back onto the bed, pressing her body against 
mine.   
 “Where’s the rubber?” she asked me through a deep ex-
halation. Caught off guard by the question, I lifted her off of 
me and stood up. I made an incoherent stab at explaining that I 
couldn’t stay as I found my clothes and put them on as fast as I 
could. I rushed out the door, catching one last look at the pair 
of yellow boots that lay on the floor next to the bed.   
 The rain was coming down much harder now, making it 
difficult to even stay on the road. The entire 1.3 miles back to 
the boot, I invented a river that would come and sweep the 
boot off the street into a stream, where it would float down 
waterfalls and through rapids until it reached the ocean, where 
the tides and currents would toss it around in the salt water 
until it landed on a beach on a desert island. I had imagined all 
sorts of fates for the boot until I finally saw the yellow oasis 
through a wall of rain. Without thinking, I pulled over and 
stopped about fifteen yards past the boot. I threw my door 
open and ran into the road towards the boot and was instantly 
saturated. I stood over it and watched as its yellow exterior de-
flected even the biggest raindrops, then I scooped it off the wet 
pavement. I sprinted back to my car and sat in silence with the 
boot in my lap. The rain that dripped off my nose and from the 
tips of my hair beaded off the sides of the boot.  
 I have the boot now. It’s mine. 
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Amal Jacobson 
 
A Song for Slumber 

 
 When I was a very little girl, in a time I can’t wholly re-
member, my mother used to sing me lullabies as I went to 
sleep. The melodies drift to me even now, lazily as if out of a 
dream, rising to meet me in an ebb and flow of song and form; 
sweet lyrics of sleep and shelter; of never having to cry again. 
 

 When you wake you shall have 
 All the pretty little horses. 
 Blacks and bays, dapple grays, 
 Coach and six white horses. 
 Hush-a-bye don’t you cry, 
 Go to sleep-y, little baby. 

 
 My mother’s gentle coaxings would surreptitiously guide 
me to sleep, but I never dreamt of blacks and bays, of dapple 
grays. My mother would talk to me of dreams sometimes; of 
other worlds we went to when we slept. She called it the land 
of Fae, where we could mingle with the spirits and the sprites 
and play languidly with our fantasies in a place where nothing 
mattered. But still, the dreams never came to me. My mother 
would sing to me, sing to me and tell me not to cry, to sleep 
little baby, only sleep, and I would. The darkness would come, 
the darkness would go, and in the morning I would wake—but 
the dreams never came. 
 A small part of me wondered if something was wrong 
with me. If my mother went to the land of Fae when she slept, 
then where did I go? A place of darkness. A place with no 
memory.  I began to wish I could dream too. I began to wish I 
could dream and meet my mother in the land of Fae. Then she 
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could sing to me more. Then I would know everything was 
okay. 
 It was not long afterwards when my first cat died. Her 
name was Epona, named by my mother long ago in a time 
when I was not yet living. She was a very sweet cat, big and 
grey and very gentle. She always used to roll over when I went 
to pet her, and that always made me happy. Then one day 
something went wrong, and she could hardly move. She started 
going to the bathroom all over the house, all over the white 
carpet in my room, and then she’d lie there in her excrement 
and moan and moan, and I felt so bad. I was very scared, so I 
ran into my mother’s room and woke her up. My mother 
seemed very tired that day, and when I finally managed to get 
her out of bed and show her Epona, moaning and writhing on 
the white carpet, my mother just looked more tired than she 
did before. She bent low over Epona and petted her very 
softly, a look in her eyes telling me that she had been expecting 
this all along, as if she had just dreamt about it. 
 “Cancer,” I heard her say. “I didn’t think it would come 
back.”  I sat back in the corner of my room and thought about 
cancer. Thought about something that could just come like 
that, come and go as it pleased without prior notice. My 
mother told me about things like that before; things that snuck 
up on you when you least expected it and frightened you like 
that. She called them “nightmares.” Cancer was my first night-
mare. 
 Over the next two or three days Epona only got worse. 
She wasted away to skin and bones, and then a man with 
spectacles and a black leather bag came; that’s when my mother 
walked me into the other room and told me the man had come 
to put Epona to sleep.   
 “Only this isn’t the kind of sleep that she’ll ever wake 
from,” she said to me. “But she will sleep very peacefully... 
Epona will be fine. Just fine.” Then my mother led me back 
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into the room and told me to say goodbye to Epona, but I 
didn’t know how. Epona was wrapped in a blanket on her side, 
her breathing shallow and weak. Even through the blanket, all I 
could feel when I went to put my hand on her was the cold 
reality of her ribcage protruding out of her loose, hanging 
skin—a tattered strip of fur on bones. I went to pet her behind 
her ears, where she always used to like it, but Epona hardly 
seemed aware I was there. She blinked slowly like a fish in dirty 
water, her glazed eyes staring out at nothing, to nowhere, her 
head but a spent vessel in a bleaching bone yard. It was not the 
Epona I once knew. It was not Epona at all. After that my 
mother picked me up and kissed me on the cheek. She petted 
my hair and asked me in a whisper if I had said goodbye. But 
how could I explain to her? Epona was already gone. 
 I lay my head across my mother’s breast, felt her breath-
ing soft and warm beneath her skin. My mother only continued 
to stroke my head in silence before carrying me out of the 
room—it was time for the man in the spectacles and the black 
leather bag to put Epona to sleep. How nice, I thought. Maybe 
he’d sing Epona a lullaby. I only hoped Epona would be able 
to hear it, to hear and appreciate the man’s song before she 
drifted off into her silent sleep forever. 
 That night, after my mother tucked me in and sang to me 
about all the pretty horses, I asked her about Epona and the 
land of Fae. If Epona went to sleep and would never wake up 
again, would I be able to visit her in my dreams? 
 “Of course you can,” she said. “That’s what dreams are 
all about.” I lay there quietly for some time and thought about 
that.  If that was what dreams were all about, maybe that’s why 
I had never been able to do it. Maybe I had to lose something 
first.  Maybe it was only possible to have dreams after one had 
nightmares. I looked up at my mother, who smiled sadly and 
stroked at my hair again. Mother was always doing that—
stroking my hair. I wondered how many people she had lost. 



59 

 

How many cancers lay hidden in her smile to have made her so 
sad and so gentle? My mother once told me that my daddy died 
before I was born. A heart attack, she said.  I wondered what 
that must be like, to have a heart attack. To have your heart so 
sad and empty that it would attack you and snatch away all you 
ever had. I wondered if death was anything like sleeping; 
wondered if maybe my daddy was there with Epona now too, 
in the land of Fae; maybe that’s why his heart attacked him—so 
it could stay asleep in the land of Fae forever. I wondered if 
maybe that’s why my mother slept so much every morning, 
why she was so reluctant to get up with the sunshine; maybe 
her heart missed daddy too much. I only hoped her heart 
wouldn’t attack her, too. Because I never dreamt when I 
slept—and if I couldn’t dream, when would I be able to see her 
again? And what if I died, too? If I couldn’t go to the land of 
Fae, where would I go? And who would go with me? 

 
 Hush, little baby, don’t say a word, 
 Papa’s gonna buy you a mockingbird. 

And if that mockingbird won’t sing, 
Papa’s gonna buy you a diamond ring. 
And if that diamond ring turns brass, 
Papa’s gonna buy you a looking glass. 
And if that looking glass gets broke, 
Papa’s gonna buy you a billy goat. 

 
 That night my mother left me alone in my room before I 
fell asleep. I think her heart must’ve longed for sleep more than 
mine; I think her heart longed for dreams in the land of Fae. I 
remember bundling myself up in my quilt and being amazed at 
the darkness that night. I could hear a train clanking about off 
in the distance, could hear the kit-cat clock on my wall tick 
away the time. But what I could hear, I couldn’t see; couldn’t 
see the train leave me to go away elsewhere; couldn’t see the 
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kit-cat clock watch me with its wide, creaking eyes. The wind 
blew in warm through the window, its breeze caressing my face 
like my mother, but it was different. It was a caress without 
sadness—without regret. I imagined the curtains billowing by 
my windowsill for want of the sight of it, wishing that maybe it 
would rain, and so I imagined that too. Imagined the rain 
falling equally upon all the houses in the land, imagined and 
heard its steady pitter-pattering on my windowsill. I imagined 
myself sleeping, sleeping and waking up in the land of Fae—
and that’s the last thing I remember before I died—before I 
slept and went to the place where dreams are born. 
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