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Of Time & the Editor  

 
 Time exists on its own terms. It is the paradoxical foundation 
of our consciousness, as strong and rigid in its generality as it is fluid 
in its particulars. Yet the consciousness time structures opens up 
further dimensions, so that, as the Buddhist teachings suggest, any 
given moment can be the event of enlightenment.  

We might say it is the artist‘s mission to retrieve such moments 
and, as it were, stencil them against the surface of the mundane. We 
might muse, as did St. Augustine, the fourth century ―church father,‖ 
―Who will catch hold of [time] and make it fast, so that it stands firm 
for a little while, and for a little while seize the splendor of that ever 
stable eternity and compare it with the times that never stand 
fast…?‖ Who but the artist can unearth and sculpt the crystals 
embedded in time‘s terrain that speak to our collective sense of 
epiphany? The work of art, a product of—to use a Keatsian phrase—
―slow time‖ becomes our delight and our refuge as we puzzle out the 
meanings hidden in its specific ambiguities. Ultimately, it is this 
intellectual and emotional investment that deepens us.  

In this, our fourth issue, we once again celebrate the strength of 
the creative gesture. This season we broadened our scope, soliciting 
submissions from the larger academic community at SUNY New 
Paltz. As a result, we sifted through hundreds of prose pieces and 
poems, all of fine literary merit. As we moved through the selection 
process, we came to notice that in several of the submissions, time 
itself was the talismanic property of the poetic landscape. As we 
narrowed our choices, we found ourselves considering the role time 
plays, not merely in the selection process, not even in the creative 
process, but as a driving force behind artistic vision. 
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Ultimately, in making our final selections, our aim was twofold: 
to offer the most accomplished of the most exploratory works, and 
to offer works in a wide range of modes from the surreal, to the 
cerebral, to the gritty. Here at Stonesthrow Review we honor both these 
selected artworks and their creators, for both pay homage to the 
power and force of the stupendous moment. 

 
—Marlis Paffenroth 
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Tyler M. Collison 
 

In Lieu of 
 
It‘s as familiar to me as the barber. 
Some casual conversation, beating 
around the bush. One prays for 
no slip-ups and a perfect result; 
 
the other instructs— 
tilt your head this way. 
 
I knew those sounds like I knew 
the sound of the dentist‘s office. 
Scraping and rubbing and moans 
and spitting, maybe swallowing 
 
and advice. 
Or was it just criticism? 
 
I can see it like this in the jungle: 
Primates screaming and snakes‘ heads 
bobbing up and down, satisfied. 

Rapture, even when the poison hits. 
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Clifford Venho 
 

Real Citizen 
 

Here At The Diner 
 
 I‘m Here again. I always wake up in this place. Every morning I 
have to process the question that arises [inevitably]: ‗Will I always 
wake up Here?‘ First I have to discern what Here entails on that 
particular day—the dimensions, textures, furnishings, colors (in 
shades of varied gradation)—essentially the feeling of Here.   
 This morning, for example, that question [inevitably] entered 
my mind. As usual, I remembered this place—knew how it looked, 
felt, smelled, tasted, sounded—and I wondered if I‘d ever leave; as 
usual, I wondered if I‘d be Here for the rest of my life. Rationally, I 
tried to convince myself that of course I wouldn‘t, that Here is a 
transitory state, a place I would leave later that day. ‗But I don‘t 
always leave Here later in the day; sometimes I spend the entire day 
Here‘ I argued. True, but at some point I will not be Here. ‗Is that all 
I have to look forward to? Some point?‘ It‘s transitory. I‘ll only be 
Here at this time in my life. Just be patient, soon I‘ll spend most of 
my time somewhere else. ‗But I don‘t feel like I‘ll ever leave Here.‘ 
 Anyway, that‘s always the first conversation of the day. As 
usual, this morning it happened while I was still in bed. Afterward, I 
laid there and felt Here, until [inevitably] I had to lurch my way to the 
bathroom. In the bathroom, as usual, I urinated a lot and excreted 
liquid feces. Then I looked in the mirror and wondered how I had 
gotten Here. A memory from when I was Not-Here came to mind—
just an image (my mother cooking) and a smell (fried eggs)—
[inevitably] reminding me of how much I didn‘t want to be Here. 
Then, as usual, I lurched back to my bedroom where I laid down for 
a couple hours before I was ready to take on the day. I got dressed 
and walked to the diner. I ordered eggs with home fries, toast, and a 
screwdriver. [Inevitably] the question arose, ‗Why am I still here?‘ 
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That Thing 

 
 I want to sleep, but that thing is yelling again. I just want solid, 
dreamless sleep, but that thing keeps fucking yelling. My eyes are 
shut. I‘m trying to push that thing down with my eyes. I‘m pressing 
my eyelids together as hard as I can, pushing that thing back down to 
the recess that it came from. It‘s indistinguishable, just yelling and 
echoing inside.  
 The problem is it‘s me. That‘s the real problem with getting 
that thing to stop fucking yelling. That thing, inside |somewhere 
inside|, that‘s me. So what happens when I can‘t push it down with 
my eyes? How do I make that thing stop?  
 I‘m done trying to figure it out (what that thing is). All I need is 
for it to quit, to quit into silence and be done.  
 My head hurts—so, thus, I don‘t feel like it‘s mine at all. My 
head is just the head. It‘s someone‘s head, I think, for certain, but I‘m 
lower than that |lower down my body inside|. That thing |me| is 
yelling. I‘m yelling inside and echoing above.  
 I won‘t stop yelling because that is my function. I yells; I feels 
pleasure; I likes it very much. I is not sad, I |that thing| is not sad 
anymore; I yells. 
 That thing |I| yell, won‘t fucking stop. I yells, |that thing| yell 
down inside—God just quit and melt! It was better before, yes it was; 
so much better before I started yelling. 
 
 

Resolution 
 

 I dreamt of a large screen {20 square feet} stuck on the outside 
of a building. {The screen was broadcasting in a 480p resolution}. 
Michael Jackson‘s sterile face stretched to the perimeters of the 
screen. He spoke to me. Words streamed out of his mouth in 
lettering that was as stark in chiaroscuro as his effete face and hair—
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{The image resolution was 480p with a 3-Mbps bit rate because his 
face moved subtly and did not require an HD resolution of 720p or 
higher.} outlined in black with white centers—and the words yawped 
at me, rushing by like so many scuttling ants.  
 I can‘t quite understand what he‘s saying, can‘t quite make out 
the words; they‘re too fast. The image is clear enough {In the 480p 
format, half of the digital image is renewed every 6th of a sec.} but the 
words don‘t mean anything; they move fiercely, like scuttling airborne 
ants {so, because they scurry quickly, they‘re broadcasted in HD 
resolution which renews the entire digital image every 6th of a sec.}.  
 I start wondering who controls the resolution, who gives the 
orders. ‗It couldn‘t be me. No, I don‘t have that kind of power. 
Maybe it‘s that figure over there on the street cor—where‘d It go?‘ I 
look back to the screen and Michael has left. He was there a second 
ago and now he‘s gone. I walk down the street toward the figure that 
just disappeared.  
 I reached the corner to discover there was no indication of Its 
whereabouts. I found it exceedingly bizarre that there was an absolute 
lack of evidence; it was as though the figure had never been there, as 
though I had never seen It slip down that side-street, as though I had 
never suspected It of controlling the varied resolutions of that place.  
 ‗If I can‘t see It, It must be watching me. It knows I‘m here 
looking for It, It knows.‘ I walk quickly away from the corner and 
across the street. I sense the height of the buildings and screens 
above. I‘m nervous and want to find It before It finds me. ‗First I 
gotta get outta here, give It the slip. Then, I can find It. But what if It 
changes the resolution, what if It distorts the images around me? 
How will I find It then?‘ 
 The street is deserted; ‗It‘s here though, somewhere, in-
specting.‘ Night just fell ‗I think‘ but can‘t be sure. Was it night 
before? ‗I don‘t know.‘ The moon though—the moon‘s slapped onto 
the pitch black sky and it‘s fucking bright, blinding. {The ‗p‘ in 480p 
stands for ‗progressive scan‘ and the 480 denotes the four-hundred 
and eighty vertical lines that contain pictorial information.} 
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 Up the block I duck into the front entrance of a building. 
Inside the lobby is an unmanned security desk. I walk up to the desk. 
There is a binder that holds a blank Guest Sign-In Sheet.  
 It was on my tail, inspecting me. I could feel It, feel Its 
presence close behind. I knew that I had to move fast, before It 
caught up with me.  
 I dash into the open elevator and press B on the button panel. 
The doors slide shut. I am here in this metal box, hurtling down 
underground, under the surface, under the street. Metal and sweat; 
blacker; the lights are dimming, in the elevator, as I descend. There‘s 
something strange about the descent, like downward movement is 
upward. 
 I can‘t be sure how long I was in the elevator. Time wasn‘t 
working properly. 
 The elevator stops. The doors open. I step out into the hallway. 
Dim, it‘s a very dim hallway. I turn left and pace apprehensively. It 
begins distorting the resolution. The hallway starts to blur as the 
resolution downgrades. I feel It blinding me, taking my eyes from me. 
I stagger down the hallway; I can hardly see. 
 I‘m not positive how I ended up in front of that black door. I 
knew It was close—stalking—but I couldn‘t see It. I could feel It 
|that thing somewhere inside| but I couldn‘t see It.  
 ‗It‘s coming. The black door is the only answer.‘ I turn the 
knob quickly and rush inside the room, slamming the door behind 
me. The inside‘s dark and spacious. I stumble ahead, arms out, 
waving clumsily for signs of a wall. I hit something, something hard, 
yes, a wall, yes. I slide my hands along the wall. Hands hit something 
else, not-wall, something rattling and then light. String. I pull the 
string and the window shades rise up.  
 Out the window, tar rooftops pattern into the distance; out, 
expansive, endless.  
 The florescent hum as the screen stirs outside window. 
Thousands of things racing through mind, but one thing for sure: It‘s 
coming and I can‘t stop It. {1/6 of a sec. for half the image to renew; 
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2/6 for the entire image; four-hundred and eighty vertical lines of 
information scan to compose an image.}  
 Time must have slowed at this point because 
 four-hundred and eighty vertical lines materialize gradually 
{1/6 of 1 sec} each line composed of thousands of faces, human 
faces. They vibrate to life, out of the screen; there is one image 
forming out of the four-hundred and eighty lines, one face. Just 
before it fully appears, I see my face in the rows; I recognize myself 
in the screen. ‗It‘s here.‘ 
 The image materialized and 
 the gaunt face of Michael Jackson, eyeless and cold.  
 I recognize myself [inevitably] somewhere inside |down inside| 
{in 480p resolution}—Here—I see myself. 
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Megan Falley 
 

written sometime after i lived in you 
 
when i was smaller 
we were bandits. 
 
i‘d flutter kick from the shopping cart 
while she plucked grapes from the plastic 
and popped them in my mouth. 
 
we would laugh so loud 
the grocery would announce a cleanup in the produce aisle. 
 
i remember when she cut my hair with kitchen scissors, 
how she spent the afternoon convincing me i was still a girl. 
 
some days i envy the thermostat, 
how she nurses its temperature 
like a sneezy child, home sick from school. 
 
sometimes i resent the silverware 
still small enough to be bathed 
by my mother in the kitchen sink. 
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Megan Falley 
 

day 33,584 
 
years later, did you look for my name on the bookshelves? 
 
flip to the back cover to see if i‘m still pretty 
how many kids i have 
if i mentioned you? 
  
your wife knows 
you have dreamt of making love to me again 
in your sleep you have broken both hips. 
 
i am not what i once was. 
 
my spine; curlicue and scoliosis 
from crescent moons you bent in to me. 
 
my skin; sunset and jaundiced 
from a daffodil you rubbed across my cheek. 
 
my hair, silver as a daydream 
from the cutlery we never owned. 
 
in my rocking chair i forget your singing voice 
let a teacup put its mouth on me 
try to fit your name into the crossword puzzle. 
  
you tip nickels, lint, lifesaver mints 
you are stale and brittle like staircase and bone 
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the waitress wears my name on her tag 
you repeat it endlessly to the sugar packets. 
 
when you finally remember 
it will be like replacing the faulty bulb 
in a string of Christmas lights 
  
you bend a straw in Brooklyn and 
my knuckle cracks in another continent 
  
i reach for dried apricots 
and chew on your earlobes 
  
you pull on the dental floss 
and wedge my hair between your molars 
 
you will lose me one more time 
in the sink drain. 
  
when the doctors unlock my hospital gown 
i hope your hands are unbuttoning my blouse 
 
that the chill in the morgue 
is a long weekend snow day 
 
the autopsy is oblivious to how we lived 
but when the nurses see us they will drop their clipboards 
we‘ll be the prettiest bags at the blood bank 
  
mostly i hope that dying 
feels like night swimming  
on your back, 
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wondering what it felt like to be Neil Armstrong, 
walking the moon 
and then, 
   
knowing. 
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Zan Strumfeld 
 

The Screen Door 
 
 With one swig of the whiskey, he was drunk. He certainly had 
been drunk before, as in earlier in the day when the sky was black 
along with the dresses of the girls and the shoes of the men, but now 
was the worst. His hair, which had previously been slicked back with 
an excessive amount of grease, was unrecognizable. Normally it fell 
swiftly over his eyes, covering the blue tint he had inherited from his 
father. But not today. Today he wore it back. Today his eyes were 
blue. Today he looked like his father. 
 The bottle stayed firmly in his hand as he screwed the top back 
on and stared at its lifeless state. The smell of the whiskey burned 
through the glass. He could smell it and he liked it. 
 ―What if you could swish around on your own?‖ he said to the 
bottle while tilting it back and forth. He watched the liquid splash up 
and down, side to side. 
 ―Martin, darling,‖ a woman‘s voice said. She placed her hand 
on his shoulder, wrinkling the white sleeve underneath with the sweat 
that poured from her palm. ―I am so sorry, darling. What can I do for 
you?‖ 
 Martin looked up from the whiskey bottle. The woman 
squeezed her hand tightly on his shoulder. She smiled. Her dentures 
were rotten and her breath smelt of watermelon.  
 ―Yes, sir. Sure thing.‖ 
 ―What, Martin? Oh, Martin. Give me that bottle.‖ 
 ―Step away, old man.‖ 
 ―Old man? It‘s me, Martin! It‘s me, Aunt Mel. Your words are 
nonsense. Give me that bottle, now,‖ she said while trying to grab it 
from his strong hands. Martin held onto his possession and pushed 
the woman away. 
 In an instant, the woman‘s eyes filled with water. One tear 
trickled down her left cheek and, with that, she turned her head and 
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briskly ran out of the room. The screen door slammed abruptly 
behind her and Martin glimpsed toward the direction and then 
quickly back to the bottle.  
 ―We told her, didn‘t we?‖ Martin asked the bottle. Its gold 
lining glistened while Martin held it in front of him. ―We sure did. 
We sure did tell her.‖  
 People filled the room around him. Some held drinks while 
others held prayer cards or purses. Some spoke while most just 
stayed quiet. Many of them stared at Martin as he talked to the bottle, 
wondering whether to approach him or just leave him be. One stared 
him down.  
 ―He looks so distraught,‖ a man whispered while placing his 
blazer on a chair next to him. ―Someone better get him a drink.‖ 
 ―Are you mad?‖ another responded. ―Look at his eyes! He‘s 
been good for hours now.‖  
 ―I was only trying to help, Willy. No need to overreact.‖ 
 ―We‘re all in a state now, Nathan. Don‘t tell me or him what to 
do.‖ 
 ―Ah, shut it. You‘ve always been this way and I could never 
understand it. Especially to Martin.‖ 
 ―Been what way? And don‘t tell me to shut it. Why don‘t you 
shut it?‖ 
 The whispers of the two began to rise higher and higher. The 
crowd around them turned to watch as their mouths gaped open. 
Glasses half-full of wine were placed on the table, and one carelessly 
crashed to the ground. A red stain appeared and began to expand like 
a recently opened wound, soaking the carpet beneath. One woman 
screamed as she witnessed the act unfold, running straight toward the 
mess and patting it intensely with a used napkin. 
  ―What is the matter with you two?‖ The veil around her head 
covered her face, but it was easy to see the tears forming in her 
almond shaped eyes. ―At a time like this? Don‘t you have any re-
spect? Both of you! Get out!‖ 
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 Willy and Nathan looked at her sympathetically but said 
nothing. Nathan grabbed his jacket and the two walked out the door 
with their heads down. The screen door followed them out, once 
again slamming as they left the house and its grieving guests. 
 Martin had not noticed a thing. The blur of the room made him 
focus only on the bottle. He had not taken another sip. He tugged at 
the striped blue tie choking his neck and loosened it from its knot. 
He felt uncomfortable. He felt hot. He felt strange and tired. Most of 
all, he felt woozy. But Martin knew he couldn‘t leave his spot by the 
wall. The wall supplied security and balance for him. He knew once 
he moved that the overwhelming blur in front of him would become 
real. Instead, he decided to stay where he was and carry on with the 
bottle. 
 His hair was slicked back and his eyes were blue and he stayed 
with the bottle. It only seemed right, really. At least in these circum-
stances. 
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Maggie Caron 
 

Back Home 
 
 Hmm…why is it I only get good ideas when I‘m smashed or 
delirious with lack of sleep? I think God likes playing that little prank 
on writers. He only bestows inspiration when we lack the motor skills 
to play God ourselves. I‘m staring at a rum bottle and wondering if a 
few swigs might help me start, but I‘ve already conceded with my 
laptop. We agreed no false muses tonight.  
 My life‘s too short. I have only finished two decades and I have 
nothing to write about. Wonder what it‘s like to be old? What‘s it like 
to be eighty-seven years old with all simplicity of youth gone. If I had 
eighty-seven years of living I could write for the rest of my life even 
though no one would listen.  
 But… 
 I still have to talk. You‘re still expecting a story from me even 
though I got nothing. I stick my tongue out at the rum. My laptop 
hums appreciatively, and I look out the window.  
 I don‘t like the trees here. They‘re weird. Trunks rest in long 
rows of tree soldiers shaped by human generals. They stand no 
chance against the concrete. Trucks beep. Rock music blares. We yell. 
They‘re silent. I feel bad for the trees here. They were drafted.  
 I liked the trees back home better. If a tree grew, it grew 
because it wanted to. Nature wasn‘t a word back home. It wasn‘t 
foreign because it spoke. The trees creaked and swayed. The high 
branches clattered together in spontaneous chorus. A buck grunted 
to his doe as she mewed consent. The hunter looks on holding his 24 
millimeter rifle. A small black woodpecker digs for grubs in a dead 
white pine. A pack of coydogs howl instructions to bring in the kill. 
A grey fox mourns in the road where its mate was hit by a teenager 
going too fast. He was from the city. He didn‘t even stop to say sorry.  
 People from the cities forget there are people here. The 
mountains are not a backdrop because we are part of them. We are a 
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part of the precious backdrop. But we aren‘t remembered as more 
than an afterthought. Like mountains, we are stuck behind the actors. 
I played a tree in theatre club once. Weirdest role you‘ll ever play.  
 The telephone lines are old back home. They haven‘t been 
changed since the 60s. We don‘t even have cable. Sometimes they are 
so brittle they break if a bluebird lands on them. How do the electric 
companies expect them to fare against a thunderstorm?  
 You know when you look outside and watch the lightning 
strike the mountain. That‘s my house it‘s hitting. It‘s as dark as it can 
be, and suddenly the whole room is lit up like the sun. The thunder is 
right there too. If you‘ve ever put a Heavy Metal CD in the radio, 
turned the volume all the way up, put your ear to speaker, and press 
play then you know how loud that thunder is. Then you are plunged 
into darkness, and the smell of ozone reaches your nostrils. You can 
hear Mom and Dad swearing upstairs. You look outside to see your 
favorite climbing tree cut right down the middle like a split 
cucumber. Your little sister hugs you because she‘s scared. Then the 
lightning hits the transformer on top of the telephone pole. Have you 
ever seen a transformer blow up from excess electricity? It‘s really 
pretty. Looks like a rainbow. Only bad part is the power company 
saves us for last, so it‘s a week before we see a truck. Good thing we 
have a woodstove for winter.  
 I was once told it was our own fault that we lived out in 
nowhere. Well I‘m sorry I don‘t like human noise. I‘m sorry I prefer 
night where the nearest street lamp is seven miles away. I‘m sorry my 
family has known this dirt so long. I‘m sorry you don‘t understand.  
 I‘m sorry… 
 I‘m rambling and you deserve a story. I‘m sorry. But I felt this 
was important. I‘m sorry if it sounds silly to talk about trees and 
lightning, but I don‘t have a choice. I‘m not eighty-seven and God 
took away my rum. 
 Let‘s start over… 
 The country has been my home since Mom and Dad first 
conceived the idea of having a child. I went to school eleven miles 
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away in a little town of about 5,000 people where everybody knew 
everybody. You went to church not because you believe in God, but 
because if you didn‘t some old bitch told the preacher. He was not 
averse to making a house call to find out what illness or catastrophe 
had kept you from hearing the word of Christ. We are a tight knit 
community like that.  
 Every once in a while a new family would move to town. As 
tradition dictated, they were gossip for two weeks. No more. No less. 
It happened that when I was twelve a new family moved to town 
bringing along with them two boys. One was fifteen. The other was 
seven. There was nothing magical or mysterious about their arrival. I 
got to know them through the PTA where our mothers volunteered 
us.  
 The oldest asked me out a few years later. He just handed me 
this crude little piece of crumpled up paper. It took a while to 
decipher the chicken scratch. I was elated when the message was 
clear. Any girl would be. On our first date he got lost trying to find 
my house, and called me to get directions.  
 ―Well where are you?‖ I asked him.  
 ―On a dirt road,‖ the receiver muttered to me.  
 ―What do you see?‖ 
 ―Fields and cows.‖ 
 ―Could you be any more blunt?‖ 
 Thus started my relationship to the man I would marry. Thus a 
socially awkward country girl got her first kiss. 
 It was fall. The leaves hung over us in a passionate canopy of 
orange and red. The slightest cool breeze knocked them loose to 
cascade down. I love fall. It‘s my favorite season. I suggested we take 
a walk in the fields next door. Blushing like the virgins we were, we 
decided to go hand in hand. I led since he didn‘t know the way. 
 The long ragweed stocks had turned brown. Cotton pods 
opened up to reveal a bounty of seeds that took off like paratroopers 
when the wind blew. I pulled him up the path made by four wheelers 
and dirt bikes. The weeds lazily sloped up to the little birch grove I 
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was aiming for. Beneath the trees was a flat rock you could sit on, 
and it wasn‘t uncommon to find a patch of flattened grass where a 
deer had lain. I liked it here.  
 We curled up on the rock to relax. It was cold so he stealthily 
nudged closer to me for warmth. I pretended my burning cheeks 
were a result of the nipping wind. We talked about mindless things 
new couples talk about. What‘s your favorite band? Isn‘t the English 
Teacher a prick?  
 Then he asked me why I had agreed to his note. I stiffened. 
The birch bark next to me became the most interesting thing on the 
planet. I confessed my feelings, and told him things I won‘t tell you. 
Private things not are meant to leave the loose-leaf pages yet. Maybe 
when I‘m eighty-seven I‘ll tell you. 
 It was the most natural thing to lean in and kiss his cheek. 
Realizing my horrible error, I whipped my head back around and 
started panicking. What had I just done? Stupid, stupid, stupid! His 
hand turned my head back to face him, and he kissed me. Simple as 
that. Just a quick chaste little kiss.  
 The adrenaline rush hit me so hard I almost fell off the rock. 
We were having an earthquake! The whole world had just shrunk to 
the boy next to me. The peeling white birch was still there. The 
yellow leaves still fell. The birds whistled above me. It kept going 
while we stayed still.  
 I wanted to cry, but I was never taught how you‘re supposed to 
cry when you‘re happy. His lips held me to reality. The cold rock 
beneath me became the entire planet slowly rotating. If this is how it 
felt with a simple kiss, what was it going to feel like when he 
advanced? What was it going to feel like when his lips left for more 
forbidden places? I don‘t believe my emotional dogma could take on 
such an onslaught. I‘d melt. I wondered what it will feel like to 
crumble. I knew for certain he would be the only one holding 
Elmer‘s Glue.  
 Miraculously, I pulled myself together, but his invading scent 
was still pushing at my barriers of reason. It‘s a thick masculine smell 
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of Tide, cheap shampoo, Pepsi, and sweat. I can smell him now. I‘m 
high on his smell. I wondered if that‘s how love is. You get addicted, 
and you have no choice but to obey and suffer. 
 He pulled back and I realized his eyes were blue. His blush 
matched mine. Our panting breaths were turning into fog as night set 
in. Time remembered my deflowered rock. 
 ―So…‖ I finally managed.  
 ―Yeah…‖ he told me.  
 We headed back. He climbed into his little red truck, and drove 
off with a promise to see me tomorrow at school. 
 That‘s it. I know it‘s not exciting, and there‘s no plot twist. But 
like I said before I‘m only twenty, and God is being an asshole 
tonight. If you wanted something more come back when I‘m eighty-
seven, or better yet, bring rum. Until then all I have is a little first 
kiss. I don‘t want to sound corny and say he took my heart with him 
in that little red truck.  
 He probably took my lungs or my lips or my finger or some-
thing.  
 That‘s how the story really ended. 
 They‘re his now. 
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Jeremy Alexander Simms 

Deadlines 

Deadlines are the bane of me,  

I realized today as I sipped a piping cup of Earl Grey in the office.... 

Deadlines are the monsters that bore holes into the cedar 
beams of my colonial on the corner of Main and Elm. The 
deadlines hurl fibrous globs of saliva down from the lofty 
ceiling onto the glossed wooden floor when we‘re out doing 
errands. I step on the deadlines‘ spit and the deadlines‘ waste 
and crawl into the King size bed with white linen sheets and 
white plump pillows and the scent of the new, lemony 
Bounty detergent, but I can sometimes hear them scuttling 
above me as I try to sleep. 

Deadlines show up as a brainy mass in the garbage on 
Tuesday mornings. I peer down and see the deadlines 
spawning in my home cooked filet mignon from last week— 
on the piece that I had been reluctant to finish due to a 
stomach ache. I notice eggs and larvae and pupae, and I know 
that some deadlines have already hatched, and that there must 
be one flying through the open window with the broken 
screen. I put the lid on the garbage can and hope that the 
garbage men come early, because the deadlines will escape 
their putrid container somehow. Then, I look across Elm and 
count the other garbage cans out there and I shudder at the 
thought of the unseen deadlines among the oriental hedges 
and blooming lilies. 

The deadlines make an enormous nest every summer on my 
cherry blossom in the front lawn. The swarm grows larger 
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and more agitated each day. Somewhere, within the grayish 
sphere, lays the mother of all deadlines, and the agency at her 
command frightens me. I have never seen this particular 
deadline, but I know that it‘s there, deep in the cortex of that 
dangling orb; inside the gray, humming fruit, only ten meters 
from the front door, rests a deadline which I cannot remove, 
for the pest control company‘s poisons merely seep into the 
water table when it rains, and the deadlines tap my bathroom 
window when I‘m keeled over the toilet bowl inhaling the 
acrid fumes of my own vomit. 

Deadlines are the bane of me. 
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Jeffrey Canino 
 

My Mother, My Fridge 
 

My Mother 
  
 Never loved me. But she did love tank commanders. She would 
watch old war movies late at night on our black and white television, 
hollering at me to fix the rabbit ears whenever the picture gave out to 
static. Sometimes she‘d make me stand there holding the antennae, 
the conductive channel of my body keeping the picture clear. Those 
times I‘d get to watch her watching the old war movies, on past my 
bedtime. I‘d watch her and she‘d doze until the tanks came on screen. 
When they did she‘d jolt up, grip the arms of her recliner in rapt 
attention. Her bottom lip would tremble and tears would start 
pouring out. And usually around then she‘d notice me watching her 
and she‘d tell me to stop and I would. 
 We‘d go to the military parades in town just about every week, 
or however often they‘d have them, and we‘d stand on the sidewalk 
in the crowd as all the uniforms marched by in their precise lines. 
The clacking of their boots and side arms as they walked was almost 
musical, and I‘d slap my palms against steel street lamp poles to the 
invisible rhythms. Mother would pull on my coat sleeve when the 
tanks started rolling by and have me hold on to her purse. Then she‘d 
run out in front of the tanks, arms outstretched as if she were trying 
to embrace the cannons treading toward her. The tanks would have 
to stop and the parade would halt and the music in my head, in the 
air, would vanish and mother would be forcibly removed from her 
place in the road and we‘d be escorted home with a lot of time left in 
the day before the movies would come on again, after dark. 
 My dad, I think, had been in the Navy. 
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My Fridge 

 
 I took my mother out of the fridge and she said ―Brrrrr, oh 
Son, I‘m cold!‖ and I said ―I know, Mom,‖ and wrapped her up in 
the blanket Aunt Bea crocheted for me when I was a child; all my 
favorite colors—red, lime, black, pumpkin yellow. 
 The soup was at a healthy simmer on the stove, so after leading 
mother to the kitchen table and making sure she was seated 
securely—no risk of tumbling sideways—I scooped out a bowl. 
 She dug in with relish, ladling mouthfuls in until steam started 
seeping from the corners of her pursed, cracked lips. ―Mom, 
swallow,‖ I said, and she did. 
 Mom forgets. 
 I wiped some ketchup and mustard off her nightgown. She 
burped and said she was tired, so I led her back to the refrigerator. 
 Before stepping inside, she tugged on my sleeve. I looked down 
at her. ―Can I see your father?‖ she said. I opened up the freezer 
door and Dad said nothing. 
 Mom was happy, so I helped her back onto the shelf, moving 
around egg cartons and milk jugs so she could get comfortable. 
 I told her I‘d see her tomorrow. 
 She said the light inside was broken. 
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Lisa Perrin 
 

All That Glitters 
  
If a grimy flake of sand can become a pearl, why can‘t I  
Calcify? 
Like bone, white and strong. 
Rigor mortis curling form sheathed in opalescent, 
phosphorescent,  
Like a rock, 
Like Stonehenge, 
A giant smiling tooth among the bedrock. 
Michelangelo‘s David, 
His mourning, massive Madonna 
Weeping behind bullet-proof glass. 
  
How to ascend? 
Transcend. 
If only I‘d been born in marble or bronze, 
Holding the severed head of Holofernes, 
Or armored like an armadillo emerged 
From my father‘s heaving skull. 
Or rendered in paint, 
Or depicted in verse, 
Instead of goosey flesh. 
How grand I‘d be, and impressive! 
How imposing and aggressive! 
 
They‘d say 
What a statue! Cold and foreboding! 
Hold your breath, see how it commands the trembling air! 
In the grand master‘s tradition, 
More than worth the price of admission! 
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When we are born our mothers 
Should snatch us from the doctor‘s slippery hold 
While the nurse is fetching this or that 
And dust us in silver-leaf and powdered gold, 
Tiny, screaming metallic icons 
Who cry not for milk, but for greatness. 
 
These golden children would succeed in all they did, 
Catch the light and blind the bus driver 
So he drives to a candy store instead  
And all the children rejoice! 
 
But wasn‘t it the golden calf  
That invoked god‘s wrath 
In old stories 
Where the people feasted and danced in the desert 
Like wild animals and were slaughtered and left to wander 
Forever? 
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Kimberly Shannon 
 

Buoy 
 
You think my tales are wishful fabrications, 
Canary frosting sweetening my crime… 
I know my telling lacks authentication; 
My memories fall through the sieve of time. 
He planted parts of him in private homes 
That only he and I had ever known; 
I try to let guests in through songs and poems 
That serve as keys for only me alone. 
Those once-upon a backyard-bay blue eyes 
Seem empty as they rip me to the core, 
But deep they are behind that low-browed guise; 
I know because I‘ve drowned in them before. 
You ask me why I will not let him go… 
He taught me to hold on to what I know. 
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Tina Cherny 
 

I am not my hair. 
 

 
Natural. 

Black hair. 
Short kinky fro. 

I rock curly naps. 
No longer pin straight. 

Cut off the long tamed ends. 
It doesn‘t have that ―white girl‖ flow. 

Back to the roots of my enslaved ancestors. 
Coils all tangled in the history of my hair. 
I am not my hair, I am my African culture. 
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Kate Brady 
 

Grandma Gloria (in Excelsis Deo) 
 
When I was small, I didn‘t know God. 
My parents said that He was make-believe, 
like the tooth fairy or Santa Claus, 
a tall tale that my grandmother would weave. 
 
Her name was Gloria, and she was born to pray. 
Jesus loved her, and she was grateful, 
but when the time for marriage came, 
she chose a man who wasn‘t faithful. 
 
She sent me nun dolls made of porcelain 
that spun around like Lucifer at night 
with eyes that rocked in and out of their heads, 
possessed by God in all his light. 
 
On a crusade for family relics,  
I found my dead grandmother‘s wallet,  
and taped inside, worth more than money, 
was a picture that she‘d taken of the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
 
a miracle of refracted rainbow light, 
on a glass building,  
next to a Florida palm tree,  
cloaked like death. 
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Melissa Kaiser 
 

How I was Conceived and When 
 

The depravation in a glass of wine 
Soiled by wax-bred lipstick, 
Admired by their sharp opine, 
Seven numbers on a guest check. 
 
Elusive member, tall and sharp, 
Eradicate your fear, dear. 
Brutally brazen in the gutter‘s park, 
His vivid, ever-fading veneer. 
 
She wore her cons with cotton socks 
Pressed firmly against the wheel. 
Her sticky poison on the rocks 
‗Til nerve she could conceal. 
 
Imbibing less, then he proceed, 
An interwoven grip, the light 
Embodied ‗gainst the seed conceive, 
Goddamn, each plead was trite. 
 
Aligned with dementia: strife 
Is always an unnerving good night. 
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Samantha Tansey 
 

Sex 
 
Sex is a cochlear implant long overdue:  
A hard itch on your mind too pricey to scratch, 
A collar found on foul monkeys at the zoo, 
A craving with no pill, gum, or patch. 
 
A gentle touch tenses that eager spot,  
Playing with it amid drugs, toys, and tools.  
Soon your head lightens off that moist cot,  
And you drift to a realm of fainter rules. 
 
O, wake from that bed and listen to that praise, 
Dare you stand new ground as hearer and lover. 
But sound has a steep price in this new shrill haze 
For that speech impede will never recover. 
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Emily Sussell 
 

What Was But Is No Longer 
 
We lived on the top floor of an old Milk and Egg Factory in 

TriBeCa. 
We lived there before anyone knew what TriBeCa was, before 

Whole Foods showed up, before skinny blonde Moms 
surfaced and started naming their kids ―Mason.‖ 

We were the first, the original neighborhood kids, the children 
of the pioneers.  

We rode a freight elevator and got lead poisoning from licking 
the bare shaft walls. 

We played on creaky wooden floorboards that amplified our 
footsteps and gave us splinters. 

At night we sat on big blocks of concrete covered in pigeon 
shit and gazed down the street at two giant towers lit up 
like angels. 
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Russell Karrick 
 

Hum of Traffic 
 
Dispersed and undulating hums of traffic 
Sound like waves soughing in the sea. 
 
The soft, trailing murmur mends the sad silence  
Of night, lulling my thoughts into dream 
Like a salt washed shell‘s muffled trance of the tide. 
 
Its melodious whisper wrenches into a roar; 
A hefty resonant bellow folding thunder in her breast 
And with each blow unfolds a stinging and savory, salted kiss. 
A seagull‘s cry shrieks in the wind, it quivers my spirit, 
But hails no response from the tide. 
 
Cars sound nothing like the sea. 
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Russell Karrick 
 

My Brother 
 
When the fields were festive with petals of mauve 
And our swords were sticks that carved the wind, 
We conquered the country of neighboring orchards 
And fed on the fruit that shone bright in the sun. 
The delicious crunch and crack of the skin 
Reminds me now of what I‘ve lost since then. 
On the meadowy fringe, we stored our spoils; 
Saddled the wind as if we had wings 
And labored our dreams of flight, while flecks 
Of golden light glinted off of our darkened brows. 
When the sun went down, we braved the night together; 
Entered the dark forest on separate paths and found shelter:  
A rustic dwelling in a vine entangled shed 
And through a few missing boards above, 
Beyond the black web of boughs,  
Beyond the truculent howls, hoots, and quivering shrieks, 
Inward, the watchful diamonds did peek. 
We held our heads high, swords sheathed at our sides 
Ready to rid the forest of any lurking evil. 
But when the clouds darkened and veiled the heavens, 
No longer was our valor bright and bold. 
The arborous web shuddered and spit, 
We sat, knees deep in our chest, trembling, so damp and cold. 
Boughs split, fractured by light that in brief glimpses 
Made day of night. The heavens roared  
And rattled our bones, we bowed to the night 
In reverence of Nature‘s mighty throne. 
Soon the winds calmed and the clouds spread thin, 
And the stars, wide-breasted, sparkled once again. 
We removed the swords from our hip. 
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The leaves slouched slowly a-drip. 
When dawn arose in her auroral glow, 
Light unfolded through a canopy of trees  
And the honey spangled wings of a small angel 
Fluttered through the harvest breeze. 
Iridescent beads and pearls of dew 
Glistened as we began to softly muse. 
Now here I stand with ashes in hand 
On the fringe of that very same forest, 
And what better land to spread the dust of a man 
Than of a place where a chorus of meadow and wind, 
Rustles and bends, singing the song of our innocence.  
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Justin Hubbell 

Market Day 
 
Outside, in the calm dampness of silent 
dawn, the moon still masters the morning sky. 
My mouth yawns itself awake as Alex 
begins to stir; slowly I rise and she 
pulls me back into her embrace, ―not yet.‖ 
I close my eyes, give in and lie with her. 
 
Jays sing as I dress, while she looks for her 
glasses. We pack our things, we‘re both silent. 
Shivering we defrost the car. The sky 
wanes from gray to quiet yellow. Alex 
combs her hair, inspects her face, I peak, she 
peaks back, her smile like hot chocolate. Yet 
 
though I move to kiss her she coos, ―not yet.‖ 
It‘s Market Day, every Saturday; her 
hands still shaking, we share the silent 
time together as I park the car. Sky 
replaced by roofs, quiet with noise. Alex 
orders our breakfast above the crowd, she 
 
always seems to catch the vendor‘s eye. She 
has a face that most can‘t ignore, and yet 
the chef turns grave again as he makes our 
egg sandwich. I buy coffee, its silent 
steam lazily licks our chilled faces. Sky 
yields at last to the climbing sun. Alex 
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and I hunt the booths. ―Look at this, Alex.‖ 
I hold out a bushel of sprouts and she 
looks them up and down. Quietly, ―not yet.‖ 
We weave through the crowd and I follow her 
lead to the prime farmers. With eyes silent, 
she wordlessly haggles each down. The sky 
 
frowns as dark clouds barge in for brunch. The sky 
is like that in late November. Alex 
and I load up the car. I stretch and groan, she 
stretches too, lets out a big yawn, and yet 
those eyes still dance with unfathomed spark. Her 
neck submits to the head rest. It‘s silent. 
 
Alex and I creep back to our silent 
chamber. The sky puts down her gray hair. 
I close my eyes. She smiles and chimes, ―not yet.‖ 
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Angela DeVivo 
 

Adages of Our Secret House 
 

Warm winter floor furnaces never doused, 
clay coffee cups which endured warm paint splashes 
full of whispered morning conversation and steam. 

Adages in our secret house. 
 

Studying charts of self-scribed constellations, underneath 
brief meteor‘s visits fast to come and go, 

telescopes and brass compasses. 
Some place safe to bare your teeth. 

 
We‘ll break rules. 

 
Our house amongst woods and swaying grasses‘ sheaths 

and the horizon hosting mystery, 
we‘ll mourn dirigibles but know exploration isn‘t dead, 

not with us, some place safe to bare your teeth. 
 

We‘ll have protection from pines that host beasts beneath 
or until we‘d like to join them and leap out 

extend our claws and howl our howls 
some place safe to bare your teeth. 
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KC Kirkpatrick 

 
Pentobarbital 
 
 Hudson came to us as a rescue pug after Hurricane Katrina. 
His owners were never found, or maybe they weren‘t alive anymore, 
but regardless of the family that abandoned him, we were his 
adopters. I had driven us back to our house as Marnie held him, 
swaddled in donation blankets that the shelter could afford to 
relinquish to us, and Hudson‘s head bobbing up and down on her 
lap. He took to her instantly. Out of the other couples and families 
there to scoop up the strays, Hudson adopted Marnie. 
 He was older when he came to us, which was something that 
set me at ease immediately. I knew that I wasn‘t going to have to 
make the longest of commitments to this animal. The shelter vet told 
us he was probably somewhere in the ball park of eight to nine years 
old. I was hoping for a beagle. I was hoping for a golden retriever. I 
was hoping for a collie. What I wasn‘t hoping for was a pug. I wasn‘t 
hoping for a ham hock with legs. I wasn‘t hoping for a wheezing and 
snorting and snot-ridden ottoman. Marnie wanted a pug. Marnie got 
her pug. I got the responsible role of taking care of the pug. 
 I wasn‘t hoping for hip dysplasia that would cause Hudson to 
moan in pain, and I would have to pick him up and carry him to his 
food dishes to make sure he was eating and drinking. I wasn‘t hoping 
for patellar luxation that would cause Hudson to limp around the 
house because his knees would slip out of place. I wasn‘t hoping for 
encephalitis that would cause Hudson to convulse and seizure at my 
feet and scream in pain while Marnie worked her demanding job. She 
was barely ever home enough to bear witness to the discomfort and 
disintegration of his body. Marnie got the playful Hudson. Hudson 
got to see her for a few hours here and there, and he would be full of 
tail wagging and bouncing. Hudson knew Marnie was the one who 
loved him. Hudson knew Marnie was the one who saved him. 
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Hudson knew that I was the one who kicked him when she wasn‘t 
looking. 
 Some people have babies to wear as their life preservers when 
the desperate realization that their relationship is a sinking ship finally 
hits. We had a pug. And for a while, Hudson kept us afloat. 
 Marnie would lie on the floor to be eye level with him and say, 
―Look at my cutes. He‘s my cutes. Is Hudson my cutes? Aw, my 
loves. My cutes gets loves. I loves my cutes.‖ Hudson snorting and 
licking her nose turned me off to touching her later that evening. Her 
insistence in pluralizing everything when it came to that dog turned 
me off from touching her at all.  
 We had only been together for a year when Marnie persuaded 
me to go to the shelter with her to adopt Hudson. It was only six 
months after the hurricane when we brought Hudson home, and we 
had to be extra sensitive to the trauma he had just been through. For 
awhile, our focus had shifted. It wasn‘t about trying to work on us 
anymore. Marnie was always fixated on ―working on us.‖ I was never 
sure how to do that. I didn‘t realize that ―working on us‖ meant 
talking about how closed off and uncommunicative I can be. I knew 
that already.  
 My parents had a marriage of longevity. My brother had the 
suburban dream of the house and the wife and the kids in the yard on 
their ornately pre-assembled jungle gym. My grandparents, both sets, 
were together until their dying breaths. When my first long-term, 
adult relationship ended, my mother shook her head and tsk tsk tsked 
me. She never let me forget how uncomfortable she and my father 
felt at our commitment ceremony. When my wife left me, my mother 
had told me that it was time to find a nice young man. Have children. 
Grow up.  
 I wasn‘t sure what it was that I wanted, but I knew it wasn‘t a 
nice young man. I didn‘t want the children. It never sunk into me 
that I should be the doting housewife, fussing over recipes with the 
other ladies in the PTA and swapping pictures of our children. ―Oh 
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look what little Billy did!‖ they would exclaim. ―He put the fish bowl 
on his head and said he was an astronaut! Isn‘t he just precious?‖  
 I never played house.  
 When my friends came over, I wanted to play Star Wars 
figures, and I would have to be Han Solo. I would make Jennifer 
from my school bus be Princess Leia. I hoped she would kiss me like 
Leia did to Han Solo in Return of the Jedi. But girls don‘t do that, 
Jennifer told me. Then she told her mom. I spent a lot of time alone.  
 When Hudson came to us, it was almost refreshing to me. The 
clinginess that Marnie had to me was transferred to that dog, and I 
felt like I could breathe again. The dog gave me the ability to breathe. 
He took the brick of Marnie off of my chest and opened up 
moments of privacy again in my life. Marnie would take him to the 
dog park and talk to other pug owners, and I was able to watch the 
news without hearing, ―What does that mean? What does insurgent 
mean? What does jihad mean? Why doesn‘t Akmoud Mamadidejad 
like us again? Why didn‘t Favre retire? Is Wolf Blitzer his real name? 
Do you like my new shoes? Do you think Anderson Cooper is gay?‖ 
When she would return with Hudson, she and I would cuddle on the 
second-hand couch and she‘d tell me about the ―cutes‖ things that 
Hudson had done at the park and how ―cutes‖ he was. 
 When Marnie got promoted at work, I thought it was going to 
be a reprieve for me, and it was for a bit. I began to take Hudson to 
the dog park and meet the other members of the Pug Cult, and for a 
month or two, I felt like maybe this wasn‘t so bad. Maybe I could see 
that Hudson was not as deplorable as I had built him up to be in my 
head. I began to like the routine that we had. I began to enjoy taking 
him to the park and talking to the others in the Cult. They lauded 
upon me the accolades I so deeply wanted about how wonderfully I 
took care of Hudson, even if I knew it was just for show. The picture 
was very important to me. 
 A few years ago when I was driving him to the park, he was 
strapped into his doggy car seat and he was staring up at me, and I 
thought that he was smiling, his bright pink tongue flailing to the side 
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and the corners of his mouth tilted up. Maybe he simply smelled 
something out the window that he fancied. But I thought, maybe, he 
was smiling at me. ―I guess you are The Cutes.‖ He breathed and 
snorted and yipped a bit. ―You are The Big Ugly Cutes.‖ He was 
lively. Curled tail, clean nose, pink tongue. 
 Hudson was crusted from ear salve; his tongue hung out to the 
side, darkened. His snout was a persistent residue of flakes and dried 
mucous. His eyes were glossed with cataracts. His legs no longer 
wanted to hold his body up. Marnie didn‘t know how to moderate his 
diet. I would try to plot out what he should eat, when he should eat, 
how much he should eat, and Marnie would give him Big Macs from 
the drive-thru. His coat was no longer the shiny specimen of health 
that it once was.  
 The night before the decision was made, Hudson could not 
even climb up the doggy steps to get into bed with us. Marnie made a 
blabbering fuss until I went and picked him up and placed him in his 
comforting spot, laying right between our bodies. Marnie had a week 
off from work and was home with me for his seizure that night. She 
had finally seen Hudson at his worst, and she nodded when I told her 
that I was going to call the vet. I talked to Dr. Wasserman, and we 
both agreed that there was a serious decision that would have to be 
made. Marnie had just bought a new dog carrier, lined with faux fur 
and with little ventilation windows so that he could watch the world 
happening around him. 
 We had a backpack picnic in the park, and Marnie pushed 
Hudson around in his stroller. She met some of the other women in 
the park that she had not seen for a while, since work became so 
hectic. Other members of the Pug Cult showed off pictures of their 
puppies in their costumes from the Pug Halloween Ball that they had 
last month. Marnie made sad faces that emphasized the deepening 
creases around her mouth. They were beginning to make her look 
like she was constantly frowning. The muscles in her face had begun 
to pull down over the last year. She was looking older.   
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 Looking at the lines on her face, I realized, maybe I just wasn‘t 
getting laid enough back then. Maybe I had just been lonely. Marnie 
had needed me so much, and it was nice to be needed. Her constant 
need turned into constant caretaking on my part. Marnie was a 
woman whose career persona could make decisions with confidence 
and conviction, but when she was at home, she would become so 
overwhelmed with the prospect of making a decision about dinner 
that she would break into a panic and cry. Marnie needed me, and I 
loved her so much when we first got together that I wanted to be the 
one that she needed. Lately, all she needed me for was to take care of 
Hudson.  
 On the way home from the dog park, I reached over to take 
Marnie‘s hand in mine. ―I think I should make the call, Marnie.‖ She 
looked back at Hudson asleep in his car seat and she slumped her 
body against the car door. Her hand was limp in mine.  
 ―He‘s my cutes,‖ she whispered. 
 ―I know. But, Marnie, it is way past his time. He doesn‘t have 
any good days anymore. You know I wouldn‘t say that unless I meant 
it. Marnie, you know, I . . .‖ and I used the words I barely ever use, 
but I had to make my case. I had to let her know it was going to 
affect me as well, ―I love that little guy. I just want to do what‘s best 
for him.‖  
 She didn‘t respond. I knew she needed me to do this for her. I 
knew she could not make this decision on her own. This decision was 
not one that would choose between pesto and marinara; this was a 
decision that would choose if Hudson should breathe anymore or 
not. 
 I thought of the look on my aunt‘s face the minute before she 
had passed away. I thought of how scared she looked and how angry 
I was, and I forced that image to stay with me until a tear rolled down 
my cheek. I had to blink with force to make the second one roll out 
of my bottom eyelid. Marnie spotted the tear. She knew tears did not 
come easily to me. The severity of the situation finally sunk in to her.  
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 Driving to the final vet‘s visit, Hudson was in his pink blankie 
on Marnie‘s lap. He looked better. We spent a crisp early winter‘s day 
at the dog park. Hudson was good enough to take on the leash, 
which surprised me, and he looked like he was smiling again. Marnie 
said it must have been because he knew deep down that he wasn‘t 
going to be in any pain anymore. 
 I checked in with the receptionist at the counter, and she led 
Marnie and I into the room where the hard metal table was pulled 
down from the wall. Marnie placed Hudson up on it and squeezed 
him. She cried, heaving heavy sobs into his fat body, and she looked 
at me as the doctor walked in and said, ―I can‘t.‖ 
 ―What? But . . .‖ 
 ―I know, but I can‘t. I can‘t be here. I can‘t be here when they 
do this. He‘s . . .‖ She cried and blabbered and heaved. 
 ―I know, he‘s your cutes, I know.‖ I rubbed her arm and told 
her to wait out in the waiting room.  
 ―But you love him, I can‘t let you do this alone,‖ she cried 
harder. 
 ―I am ok. I can do this. You know me, right? You know I can 
take this on for you. For you, honey.‖ I kissed her cheek, I wiped 
away her tears with my thumbs and shushed her. ―I will be out in a 
little bit.‖ 
 Marnie left the room, and Dr. Wasserman told me to pull up a 
chair. ―I have been really thinking about this little guy,‖ Dr. 
Wasserman said while scratching behind Hudson‘s ears. ―Although 
he is around the expected lifespan for a pug, he isn‘t as bad as other 
pugs that I have seen at this age. He is looking to be in better spirits 
than normal for him. I was thinking about how much you two have 
invested in him. He came a long way to be with you two. We could 
run an MRI on him, and compare it to the old one. We could see if 
there is any more deterioration. I think that if we put him on a very 
strict diet to bring him back down to somewhere between fifteen and 
eighteen pounds, that would certainly take the strain off of his hips 
and knees. It would take a lot of work, but I really think that we 
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could extend this little guy‘s life with some pretty decent quality. 
After all, Hudson‘s been through a lot, he‘s a survivor.‖ Dr. 
Wasserman gave him more scratches behind his ears and looked back 
at me, basking in the pride of his great news.  
 My face turned to stone. I sat on the round metal stool and 
swung my legs from side to side a bit, absorbing Dr. Wasserman‘s 
hero‘s speech. My shoulders were scrunched up near my stiffened 
jaw. My core felt cold. I darted my eyes around the room to pictures 
of happy kitties and puppies frolicking with their owners, and notes 
of thanks written in crayon by small hands. Thank you Dr. Wasserman 
for helping my cat Mr. Whiskers.  
 Hudson‘s bulging black eyes looked up at me from the cold 
metal table. His tail, which hung so straight lately, curled back up and 
began to wag. Without further hesitation, I said, ―Are you trying to 
tell me you haven‘t prepared the injection yet?‖ 
 Driving home from the vet, Marnie laid against the car window, 
crying and sobbing and blubbering incoherently. The car ride to the 
vet was devoid of music, but coming home I had set my iPod to 
random and began to hum to myself. She cried harder, and I knew I 
would have to take care of her tonight. I knew she‘d lay against me, 
expecting her back rubbed and her chamomile tea honeyed and hot, 
and she‘s expect me to listen to her remorse over not hearing 
Hudson snore all night. ―I can‘t sleep without him snoring in my 
ear.‖ 
 I looked at her deep creases pulling her face down. Her swollen 
eyes were gathering mucous goop near her tear ducts. She snorted 
and blew snot into the sleeve of her sweatshirt. She could barely 
breathe. Her hair was dull even in the sunlight. A fleck of dead skin 
hung in her ear canal. In the rearview mirror, I checked quickly on 
Hudson‘s cardboard box and wondered what the appropriate time 
frame was for ending a relationship after you kill someone‘s dog.  
 I give it a week. 
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KC Kirkpatrick 

 
Things Without Use and Why 
 
Mimes.  
This is not an art.  
It‘s a manifestation of how you felt invisible to your mother. 
Ventriloquist. 
It is never cute when an adult plays with dolls.  
John Wayne Gacy played with dolls.  
Cirque Du Soleil. 
See: ―Mimes.‖ 
Scouts. 
It‘s just a paramilitary brainwashing cult. 
Unless there‘s cookies, order two boxes of Samoas. 
Civil War Re-enactors. 
We all know how it ends.  
Toddler Beauty Pageants. 
Eight-year-olds with as much make-up as a Thai hooker and 

more petticoat than Scarlett O‘Hara. 
It‘s an all you-can-eat buffet for sex offenders. 
My Dad. 
There are days he can‘t remember his name or if he took his pills. 
 

 



53 

Sean Murphy 
 

Canarsie Line 
 
A tautology in black struck me 
With phenomenological furor 
On the L train late on Monday; 
The legs, fulsome and creamily 
Undercut by repurposed negligee 
And patent pumps conveying 
The simple utterance of hello, 
Simple and perfunctory as a Doug Edge 
In the California sand miasma 
Caked on my hobo heart. 
 
An assignation, you wonder, swept 
Under the jackets of these stars; 
These preening ghosts that seem 
To suggest the mendacity, the usurious 
Night of Johnny Walker Black and Marlboro 
Reds; our outmoded way (le mot juste) 
Is killing me— (Oh, those praedormitary doses  
Of French fries at Flourent before you went all  
Vegan-puritanical and Stella McCartney  
Drove out our tranny brethren…) 
 
—As it destroys you; but I want to obliterate  
All of that, just as I yearn to obfuscate your  
Passions and draw a tripartite division between  
Artifice, brutality, and the topography of listlessness; 
The topography of the venal streets that 
Come clamoring to me even in these tunnels 
That are not my own. 
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And still yet enumerated on these reticulated,  
Vongerichtified, and utterly fallow platforms  
Of the Aughts; well, Baudrillard (may he rest well) had it  
Damn right with this simulacra business. 
Nevertheless, the stockings will rip and the legs will part 
And our own simulacrum will delight in the strange 
Amid the rail clangor and asbestos.  
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Elaina Crary 
 

This is What It’s All About 
 
Late August, 2006 
 I rang the doorbell. It was the day before I left for college, and 
I was at my grandfather‘s house. I could hear the television ranting 
from outside. He came to the door wearing an old, white, V-neck 
undershirt with baggy shorts from which his short, white, scaly legs 
poked out.  
 ―Elaina! I didn‘t know you were coming.‖ I hugged him and he 
kissed me on the cheek with his wet, box-wine lips. He stood only a 
few inches taller than me, pale with a big nose and grey thinning hair. 
Bathing was an inconvenience. He wore Brut deodorant and put 
African hair oil on his head to soothe his itchy scalp. His cheeks were 
rough; shaving was reserved for special occasions.  
 ―I know, I just wanted to say goodbye and I have to get my 
birth certificate.‖ I walked into the dark house. Newspapers covered 
every surface. Malted milk balls and honey buns lurked in the 
corners. The house smelled like urine and old food. A battery- 
operated vacuum stood propped against the wall, straight from a 
Sunday morning infomercial.  
 ―When are you going to school?‖ he asked as he shuffled back 
into the living room. 
 ―Tomorrow.‖ 
 ―Jesus Christ.‖ He turned down the television. 
 ―If you want, I can give you my address and you can write to 
me.‖ 
 ―I‘m sure your grandmother has it.‖  
 ―Do you think you could unlock the safe? I need to get my 
birth certificate.‖ 
 ―What? I wish you had told me you were coming. I didn‘t know 
I needed to open the safe.‖ He grumbled as he made his way into the 
kitchen. I followed. The safe is ancient. It came with the house and 
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sits in the kitchen closet, hidden under green cloth. It takes patience 
and determination to open it, but once inside, it encapsulates 
everything that holds value in my family. 
 ―I‘m sorry; mom just told me this afternoon that I needed to 
take it with me.‖ It was around seven at night, which meant he had 
been drinking since three or four. Opening the safe takes utmost 
concentration. He knelt down on the kitchen floor cursing under his 
breath. As he tried the combination, I surveyed the kitchen. An 
assortment of medications was strewn across the chopping block, 
black bananas sat permanently on the counter. The sink was 
surprisingly empty, most likely because Poppie made the switch to 
paper plates years ago.  
 ―SHIT.‖ He couldn‘t open it. 
 ―Do you want me to try?‖  
 ―No. Is it even in here? How does your mother know it‘s 
here?‖ 
 ―She just sent me over here.‖ More huffing, more cursing.  
 ―Here let me try.‖ He relinquished the safe-opening duties to 
me, while he angrily asked why I hadn‘t called, why my mother hadn‘t 
had him get it out before hand, preferably before four. After a few 
minutes I had the safe open, and found the certificate amidst ancient 
documents, old coins, and other treasures. After I locked it back up, 
Poppie walked me to the front door. 
 ―Where are you going to school again?‖ 
 ―New Paltz, it‘s near Poughkeepsie.‖ 
 ―Oh yeah, your mother told me.‖ 
 ―I‘m not sure when I‘m coming back again.‖ 
 ―I‘ll just ask your mother.‖ 
 ―Are you sure you don‘t want my address?‖  
 ―I‘ll just get it from your mother.‖ 
 ―Thanks for helping me with the certificate.‖ 
 ―Yeah. Good luck at school.‖ I kissed him on the cheek. 
 

* * * 
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My grandfather has always been a bit of an anomaly to me. The 
confusion that I have regarding my relationship with him is that we 
hardly had a relationship at all. His name was Sam Danial. He was 
born in Syracuse, New York on March 22, 1922. His parents were 
immigrants from Sicily. These things I know for sure. The family 
name was originally Damiani, but my great grandfather changed it so 
that it wouldn‘t get butchered, but also so that the family could 
assimilate with ease. The family owned and operated a soda plant 
called the Delizia Club, which my grandfather took over after his 
father‘s death until it went bankrupt. He married my grandmother 
Elena and had three daughters. He was drafted in World War Two 
where he did clerical work. We don‘t know much about his time 
overseas, except that he didn‘t do much. After he came back he was 
granted the status of Disabled American Veteran after answering the 
door in his bathrobe for months. As soon as it was official, the 
bathrobe came off.  
 
 
Winter 2007 
 I was at home with my parents and my grandfather was 
expected for lunch. I was in the kitchen, and my mother was getting 
ready in the bathroom. The doorbell rang. My father was upstairs. It 
rang again.  
 ―Can somebody get that?‖ My mother yelled from the 
bathroom. We pretended not to hear her. The doorbell rang again. 
 ―COMING!‖ She yelled as she made her way to the door. ―Hi, 
Dad.‖ 
 ―Jesus! What took you so long? I‘ve been standing out here for 
ten minutes.‖ My mother was looking at his pants. 
 ―Dad, you wet yourself.‖ 
 ―What was I supposed to do? I had to go to the bathroom.‖ 
 

* * * 
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I don‘t know that much about my grandfather. He was a people 
person, and would often entertain large crowds at holidays and family 
functions. He would say things at dinner like, ―I must be the best fed 
man in the world,‖ or, ―this is what it‘s all about,‖ or, (if we were 
eating seafood) ―When I was in Italy I asked the waiter for cheese 
and he told me, Italians never put cheese on fish!‖ He put salt on 
everything, and ketchup on most things in an attempt to wake up his 
dormant taste buds. He enjoyed buffets, and large quantities of food 
for a low price. For example, one of his favorite deals was the five-
roast-beef-sandwiches-for-five-dollars deal at Arby‘s. He enjoyed 
watching television, specifically Oprah and college sports. He hated 
Hillary Clinton, and was always quick to give out his Hillary-hate-
literature to unsuspecting, guests. Ironically, there was a photo of him 
shaking her hand at a veteran‘s convention on the cover of USA 
Today a few years ago. He bought about twelve copies of the issue, 
but after he would show it to a friend or family member he would 
always follow up with, ―I hate her.‖ 
 I know that he frequented dollar stores, and once stole a learn-
to-speak-Spanish children‘s computer from the DAV hospital when 
he found out that I needed a laptop for college. He was a thrifty 
shopper, and valued quantity over quality. He had many gadgets, 
including an electric peppermill and a battery-operated, hand-held 
mixer, which he would use every morning to mix his orange juice. 
Every year at Christmas time, the DAV would give out hundred- 
dollar gift certificates for K-Mart to children in need, and my 
grandfather would always get one for me and my brother. My mother 
would always make us donate whatever we bought immediately 
afterwards. 
 I know that he made my grandmother miserable for the 
majority of their marriage, and had a difficult time showing people 
that he cared about them, often to the point of driving them away. 
Example: two of his daughters moved to the west coast not long 
after high school.  
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 I know about my grandfather, mostly from what I‘ve overheard 
growing up, but I never really talked to him; we mostly just watched 
television and ate together. He was a big fan of the Friday night 
Sam‘s Club fish dinner, and since I would usually visit my grand-
parents on weekends, we shared many fried haddock and cold French 
fry dinners together. Our love of afternoon talk shows and the 
Salvation Army was the extent of our relationship. 
 
 
Approximately 1998 
 It was a Friday or Saturday night and I was spending the night 
at my grandparent‘s house while my parents were out. The Syracuse 
basketball game was on, and usually that meant nothing to me. 
Typically if sports were on, my grandmother and I would sit on the 
loveseat and talk or read. For some reason, that night I decided to 
watch the game. My knowledge of basketball was sparse, so I asked 
my grandfather to explain it to me. He had been drinking, so I got 
the condensed version of the rules, but that night we watched the 
entire game. My grandmother sat on the loveseat quietly, watching 
the two of us cheering and animatedly rooting for the home team. 
We were an unlikely pair, my grandfather in his late seventies and me 
around ten. That was the only time we ever watched a game together, 
and I forgot the rules of basketball soon after. 
 

* * * 
 
My grandmother left him in the fall of 2006 after she fell down the 
stairs and broke her hip. He depended on her entirely, but never gave 
anything in return, and it was killing her. After she left, my 
grandfather lived in the huge house alone, often refusing dinner 
offers with my mother or his friends. His dementia was beginning to 
surface, the effect of years of heavy drinking, and very little mental 
activity aside from watching television. He got caught up with some 
scam artists from Jamaica who promised him a convertible and 
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women if he sent them money. They would call incessantly and this 
took up most of his time until he died in the fall of 2008. His best 
friend Eddy grew nervous because he hadn‘t heard from him. The 
police said it was probably a heart-attack, and that he had been there 
for a few days. At the wake, my mother, my aunts and I shook the 
hand of every disabled American Veteran in Syracuse as they told us 
what a great man my grandfather had been. 
 
 
Summer 2002  
 In my family it has been said that when a girl is no longer 
considered a baby, that my grandfather has no use for her.  
 I have a photograph from the summer when I went away to 
band camp. I stayed there for a week and at the end there was a big 
concert and my entire family came: my mom, my dad and my 
grandparents. In the photograph I am probably twelve or so, at the 
awkward stage in my adolescence with bushy eyebrows and braces. 
My grandfather is standing to the left of me, my grandmother is on 
my right, and I am clearly embarrassed. I am looking down, smiling, 
probably hoping that none of my peers are nearby, and my 
grandfather has his arm around me and is kissing me on the cheek.  
 



61 

Chris Paolini 
 

Three Portraits of Birds 
 
   I. 
Tucked away inside of me is the scream 
of ten thousand infants 
drowning in the Nile, 
who rocked away their early days 
in cradles made like wicker baskets. 
And behind the walls that saw them fall 
were two trapeze swingers, 
kissing. 
And behind their lust, 
a Grecian bust 
with lips at large and breasts like harvest. 
And in between the marble‘s dream, 
a lonely blackbird swept his kitchen. 
And on his back I wept enough to flood a mighty river. 
 
 
   II. 
Tucked away inside of me is the heat 
of ten thousand linen sheets 
made unclean by love‘s debris 
creeping in from every corner. 
And between the stains I saw the face 
of a trapeze swinger, 
falling. 
And between her breaths I found a nest 
with a single blackbird missing. 
And from the bough the nest was housed, 
a drunken poet swung like time‘s tail. 
And below his feet I made love to photographic memories. 
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   III. 
Tucked away inside of me is the hope 
of ten thousand lines of polished prose 
scratching tallies in a single branch 
afloat in unmapped waters. 
And between the peaks I saw the beak 
of a tender albatross, 
speculating a painting. 
And between the lows I saw her toes, 
tanned from swinging high in Heaven. 
And on her canvas, a marble chalice 
full of bookshelves‘ cheapest whiskey. 
And in her eyes I saw her lies, shining lovelier than jewelry. 
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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 mines. 
Grandpas and their tobacco stoned 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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Andrew Limbong 
 

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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Thomas Bair 
 

Green How I Love You Green 

 
Well-lit! a yellow t-shirt and  
Spring occasion your browner hair  
Browner At the fruit market on  
Broadway! We watch a Korean man 
Make limes into limeade He twists  
And smiles he looks so 
Happy I will not reprove Lime  
Pulp is the most joyous shade of green 
It is more of a light than a 
Color We will not buy anything  
In this store We play with each 
Others eyes the way a baby learns 
Its own toes we will swallow  
A green lamp! and  
Glow home. 
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Thomas Bair 
 

A Black Woman, Blonde Hair 
 
Rose is a mother from the neighborhood who 
I trust from a distance. Today 
She wears a purple bubble coat and stone-washed, 
Navy-blue denim. As a mother, she is explosive and kind 
In that order. I walk into the deli, and I hear her, inside, yelling, 

again. 
Last winter, she told me ―Newburgh is pretty when it snows, 
And a day later, the snow is dirty, and you‘re home again.‖ 
I step through the door and I shake this morning‘s snow out of 

my boots. 
O bright day get off of me! Don't be so dependent! 
I don‘t mean to be rude. The city is radiantly blonde. 
I pull a strand of hair out of my mouth. The wind blows 
And I think of white sand and seagulls. 
A purple rose, white sand, and seagulls. 
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Marie Thérèse 
 

The Bottle Story 
 
 Marise awoke to find that Pipo and Ti Jean had climbed over 
her during the night again so that they were now back to back: Pipo 
with his grey and wrinkled thumb resting in his open mouth and spit 
stretching down into a pool next to his hand, and Ti Jean with his 
right leg and arm dangling over the edge of the mattress and lolling 
on the packed dirt floor (which made Marise shake her head because 
she knew that he would refuse to take a shower again, and all day 
long he would be running around with dirt on his knee and elbow.) 
This meant that it was Maman‘s bony legs that were stretched out 
against the back of her calves, her shallow breathing that crept into 
the girl‘s ear and then scurried along the curved cartilage to be 
dragged back into those excuses for lungs, lifting her pruned breasts. 
Marise had to keep from shivering when she realized this. She held 
her breath as she first gingerly pushed herself up on all fours, then 
into a standing position, arms outstretched for balance, nose wrinkled 
because she caught the sight of Pipo with his other hand down his 
pants, and tiptoed between the boys‘ tangled legs and stepped out 
onto the cold floor.  
     She consciously turned her back to the bed when she pulled off 
her night-shirt: now she had things that needed secreting, fragile feed 
bags that arrogantly presented themselves in front of her, that now 
kept her from playing with Ti Jean and Pipo; and while she wished 
they had another room, and she wished she had something she could 
tie them down with, she tried to appease herself with the thought that 
she at least had the power to turn around, even though the others 
were sleeping. She had to be careful when she picked up her book 
bag; she already had a few bottles in it, and she didn‘t want them to 
make any noise that could wake Maman up. It was a wasted 
precaution, however, because when she hitched it over her shoulder 
and turned around to walk out the door she saw the eyes. They were 
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bright white, two glistening globes that peered out unblinkingly, but 
still focused, and seemed to be accusing her of something. Perhaps 
she hadn‘t replaced the covers when she‘d gotten up. Perhaps she 
should have known better than to try to turn her back into a wall. All 
Marise could think to do was to raise her eyebrows innocently, even 
though she was sure this gesture of compliance would go unnoticed, 
dark as it was, and inch towards the door as the eyes reeled upwards 
to follow her all the while.  
     She found only six more bottles set atop one another in a 
triangle outside the door; the gleaming shards of others were 
scattered like the looted and pilfered bodies of soldiers after a battle 
for unseen yards ahead. The boys had been throwing them at each 
other again. She would have to pick a few up along the way again. 
She placed these bottles alongside the others and made sure her bag 
was zipped up all the way. She hated this bag now: the straps were 
too short and whenever she wore it now she had to continuously tug 
at the front of her shirt and shrug her shoulders inwards to keep the 
straps from stretching it across her breasts. When she finally filled 
enough bottles, she would go to the pépé* section of the market and 
rifle through the heaps of clothing to buy something new.  
 Marise knew her sandals would be useless against the wreck of 
the bottles, but she wore them anyway; she liked the way they 
slapped against the ground as she walked. It was a sharp sound that 
struck out with purpose; it was like carrying a gun. In the dark of that 
morning she could only see a few feet ahead and the smack of her 
footsteps made her body tangible: it sculpted her shape and form, 
created mass for gravity to act against, and was a reassurance that the 
limbs she felt were not phantoms. It was good that it was dark, 
though. It meant that it would be harder for other people to see her. 
Her chest would be safe and no one would stop her and ask her why 
her book bag was so large and strangely shaped. It occurred to her, 

                                                 

* Used clothes that are sent over to third world countries when Goodwill can no longer 

sell them. 
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again, that this would be so much easier if she had a license, but there 
was no way for her to do that. She was too young, and she could 
never pass the tests.  
     She passed Mr. Jean Baptiste‘s house, turning her head away 
from its boarded up windows and rooms that were now used by 
squatters from en déhors* who thought they could make a living in 
the city. The air was cool and moist and stuck to her skin, which also 
reminded her body to feel. Grandmère would call it ―a morning that 
kisses you in places where it shouldn‘t,‖ which Marise still did not 
understand, but liked to repeat to herself anyway. She would repeat 
this line, and many other things Grandmère had said, in her head, and 
shape her lips around the words the way she remembered 
Grandmère‘s lips would shape them and then push air out. But air 
and no sound, again, was the only thing that came out. The rest of 
Grandmère‘s face would come into her mind when she molded 
words, stretching out from around her lips: she‘d had vertical lines all 
along the top of her upper lip with a bit of fuzz, some of which had 
just begun to turn white. She‘d had a stern face, a flat face, one that 
seemed to expand if you looked at it for too long. 
     One more mile, a squeeze through a fissure in the chain link 
fence, and she would be in Cité Soleil.† Maman didn‘t know that this 
was where she came to get it, but she couldn‘t bring herself to take it 
from the people whose houses she worked at during the day. (You 
must forgive her: she was not yet acquainted with that bitter taste in 
her mouth which she would come to identify as disdain at her own 
susceptibility to social construction, though not in those words; for 
now she was comfortable accepting the idea that those who lived in 
bidonvilles‡ were animals, and those who didn‘t were not.) 

                                                 

* The country. Take care not to confuse this with the Western idea of “the  

 country”; no one goes there for vacation. 
† “City of the Sun.” A ghetto. 
‡ A ghetto. Cité Soleil is a bidonville. 
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    It was dangerous for her to do this here, but it was less likely 
for her to find any police that would question her, (and she did not 
have the imagination to determine what other things a person who 
found her there alone could do to her.) She had been stealing time 
since she was five, anyway, and had never once gotten caught. She 
hadn‘t actually known what she had been doing when she would 
follow Maman, holding onto the hem of her skirts because she 
couldn‘t see in the dark; she hadn‘t known that she had been 
breaking a law, when Maman would pick her up and raise her above 
her head—telling her to ―Shh, remember to be quiet‖—and would 
unscrew the caps of the bottles and place the rims against the sills of 
windows that were cracked open and wait patiently as the time would 
slip in, slowly, leisurely—as if someone‘s arms weren‘t shaking with 
the effort of holding her up, as if the victim couldn‘t wake up at any 
moment—and then curl at the bottom of the bottle with a tinge of 
haughtiness, as if it were sentient and knew its own worth, and burn a 
color whose name people had yet to agree on. It was Grandmère who 
had explained it all.  
     There are, of course, many ways to handle time. The legal way 
is to leave a bottle open wherever you are, and whenever you aren‘t 
doing anything the time will just lazy on into it and stay there until 
you are ready to screw the top back on. Then, on a morning when 
you are late, or when you need just fifteen more minutes to finish the 
test, or when one more second is the difference between a stillborn 
and a scream, you can open the bottle up, and voila! Time. Saved 
time, gained time, old time, time atop time atop time. Renewable and 
in abundance: time. Or you can sell your time: you could go to Le 
Bureau Féderale de Plus de Temps,* hand a bottle over and get money in 
exchange. You could sneak into the hospital rooms of brain dead 

                                                 

* Federal Bureau of Extra Time, 2340, Rue de la Tortue, Port-au-Prince, Haïti. 
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patients, or loiter around the infirmary (but be warned: acquiring time 
from any person under the legal age of assent—7—is punishable by 
up to 3 years in jail.) You could steal the already full bottles from 
homes with laughable locks, or break into the bureau itself and risk 
execution. Or finally, you could simply thwack an unsuspecting 
―provider‖ over the head and hope it is hard enough for un-
consciousness to settle in. (Marise would soon come to realize that 
time is an ever-expanding market, and everyday someone was coming 
up with a new way to handle it.) 
     It was the day she had seen Mr. Jean Baptiste strolling down 
the street with a vacant smile on his face (the kind that doesn‘t fill the 
face up, but creates a void, a parenthesis with nothing to say) walk 
straight into oncoming traffic that Marise had realized that something 
was amiss. (―Here I am and I need more money, and this is the time 
the dumb shit decides to kill himself,‖ was Maman‘s response; frozen 
shock and then a dead faint was Marise‘s.) She‘d known the man, 
she‘d seen his profile for the past two weeks whenever she had 
peeked in through his window to wonder at how it was possible that 
he could sleep through someone taking his time. Couldn‘t he feel it? 
Couldn‘t his intuition alert him? And now he was dead. It had taken 
several slaps from Maman and a bucket of cold water being thrown 
over her by Grandmère for her to come to. When she finally did, her 
mouth was shaped in a gaping ―o‖ and her veins were sticking out of 
her neck, but there was no sound to drown out the image of a car 
rolling over a human body. It had been a strangely mechanical 
operation: Mr. Jean Baptiste simply stepped off the sidewalk and took 
a few steps forward, his hands till in his pockets, and—WHAM!—the 
force of the first car threw him back about seven feet and it was a 
few seconds before anyone began to scream, and then the car was 
rolling over him: the driver had let go of the steering wheel and was 
covering his mouth with his hands; his foot must have been on the 
brake because the car behind him came slamming into his rear. When 
the wheels had gone over Mr. Jean Baptiste, there had been an 
unnatural crunch-sound, so much louder than any sound Marise 
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could make, and it was that, more than anything else, which made her 
faint.  
     Clawing at Maman‘s legs didn‘t lessen the sound, running 
herself up against the walls of their room didn‘t lessen the sound, 
throwing anything she could find and stuffing her clothes in her 
mouth didn‘t lessen the sound. Grandmère had to push Maman, Ti 
Jean, and Pipo out, lock the door behind them, fight Marise to the 
ground, and then pull the entire mattress over her while holding her 
down with one knee, and after that it was hours before Marise would 
stop struggling. Afterwards she sat on the floor with her legs 
outstretched and pulled the girl into her lap, wiping the dirt and saliva 
from her face and rocking her to and fro.  
      ―Don‘t you know? Don‘t you know, my sweet girl?‖ 
     To and fro, to and fro. 
 ―Poor, dumb, thing. It‘s all right. I‘ll explain. Stop making that 
face and close your mouth. Haven‘t you ever seen the people walking 
around downtown? When Josephine takes you to market and she 
pulls you away from them, don‘t you know what they are?‖ 
     To and fro, to and fro.  
     ―They‘re ghosts, honey. How can you think to take something 
that is not anybody‘s and take it and take it and trade it? They‘re 
ghosts, baby. That‘s what happens when too much is taken, you 
become a ghost. Soon you won‘t remember anything and you‘ll smile 
all day long and even eating won‘t be of a concern to you. Take and 
take and soon you‘ll be dumber than a baby. Uglier, too. And no 
one‘s going to wipe the ass of a 35 year-old man, honey, not even a 
sweet girl like you.‖ 
     To and fro, to and fro. 
     ―Why? Why? What kind of a question is that? I just finished 
explaining one thing to you, and now you want another? Hmph. 
Why? Well, I‘ll tell you a story. Once upon a time—‖ 
     Marise crouched down by the window of a shack that was 
smaller than the room she shared with Maman. 
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     ―—a long, long time from now, before Jesus, our Lord and 
Savior—don‘t you dare listen to anything your mother says about 
Him, she‘s going to hell—before he was even born, there was a 
world not so different from this one—‖ 
     She peered through the window for a few seconds to make sure 
there were no babies inside. She could never take time from a baby, 
animal or not. 
     ―—there lived these people. Now you mustn‘t mistake these 
people for us, because they weren‘t us, not one bit. They were the 
people God made perfectly, the people he never became dis-
appointed with, and they were tall and big and strong and smart. He 
loved them, and they loved him, and they loved each other—Hmm? 
Yes, yes, like we love each other—‖ 
     She unzipped her bag and took out a bottle. She peered into it 
to make sure it was completely empty and placed its rim near the 
bottom of the hole that served for a window. 
      ―—and God loved them so much that he let them have one 
wish. They had one wish and He gave it to them: He let them live 
forever. Now these people, they started living forever and things 
started to happen, see they‘d never lived so long before. Some of 
them grew old, older than me, but they could still sprint up hillsides 
and walk on their hands and see just fine, and some of these people 
they just aged really slow and so never got old, and—‖ 
     Her knees started to ache, and she knew that she should have 
sat down instead of crouched, but it was too late now: any movement 
would ruin the whole process and she‘d have to start all over. 
     ―—and within these two groups of people there were two other 
groups that took to all the time they had in another way. Some 
people became really lazy and did absolutely nothing: they would 
wake up late and lounge around all day, and they were happy. And 
then this other group of people, they wanted to do everything. They 
never slept. They read everything they could read, and traveled 
everywhere they could go, and drank anything that was liquid, and 
they were  happy—‖ 
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     Time flowed into the bottle (somewhere between green and 
purple, she thought) and Marise was finally able to stand up again. 
     ―—and then the day came when the hungry people had eaten 
everything there was to eat, they ate so fast, they ate faster than 
anything could grow, and the bums had slept for one thousand days 
straight and they were still so very tired, and these people, they 
looked at one another and they didn‘t know what else to do. You see, 
honey, they never died, but everything else did. Winter still came after 
fall, and their dogs died so much that one person had a dog named 
Mr. Fluffy XXIV. So the filthy vagabonds waved the others over, and 
they sat together, and sat together, and sat together. And they‘re still 
there. To this day, they are all still there.‖ 
     Marise put the placed the bottle in her bag, zipped it up, and 
moved on to her next shack. 
     ―You don‘t understand? What do you mean, you don‘t 
understand? You break my only framed picture of Jesus, you get snot 
all over my shirt, you make me grow hoarse from telling you a story, 
and now you‘re telling me you don‘t understand? You better hurry up 
and understand, because you need to get off of me and help clean up 
this mess you made.‖ 
     ―Death is the mother of beauty.‖ It was something Grandmère 
had found in a book back in the days when she‘d had the folie* of 
wanting to read. The book had belonged to Alice, the white woman 
whose husband had come from over the sea to ―gather firsthand 
quantitative data on the effect of international aid on the prevalence 
of HIV/AIDS on a third world populace.‖ It had been a book she 
wasn‘t supposed to be looking through, as ―an authentic Haitian 
dinner for all [my] new friends‖ still had not been prepared, but she 
had been flipping through the pages when she‘d recognized two 
words, ―peignoir‖ and ―paradise.‖ She‘d gone to Alice, who had 
translated the words into French, which she then tried her best to 

                                                 

* “Uppity” notion. 
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understand from the words that sounded like words she would know, 
and that sentence was the only one that came out sounding like 
language. When she‘d repeated the words to Marise, it had been like 
the time she‘d gotten lost in the midst of a riot on election day: at 
first she‘d been so scared that she couldn‘t think, but then she‘d seen 
a road she recognized, and then another and another, and she‘d 
found her own way home. It had never occurred to her that anyone 
could, or would, speak the way Grandmère had been speaking then, 
even though she‘d already been acquainted with what the old woman 
could do with words. She shaped those words in her mouth now, as 
she trudged back home with her heavy backpack, and wished that she 
could speak English. How wonderful, she would think to herself, 
how wonderful it must be to have these things written down. How 
wonderful it must be to be able to open a book and see what other 
people had written—not what they were saying right now, but what 
they had written, maybe years and years and years ago, maybe when 
Grandmère was still alive. To have a language that has a past, one 
that has a future, a language she could write down Grandmère‘s 
stories in (she wouldn‘t be able to remember them forever), surely 
this was more valuable than what she was carrying in her bag? Creole 
was so foul, how could she remember anything with it? Already 
Grandmère‘s pretty words were dissipating into the words she heard 
Maman say: they would mingle together, and Marise would be 
confused for a moment, and she‘d be afraid that she‘d lost something 
invaluable.  
     It was well past dawn by the time she returned. Ti Jean (as dirty 
as ever) and Pipo were outside using the shards of glass to draw 
pictures in the ground.  
     ―Oooo, you‘re late.‖ 
     ―Yeah, yeah, Maman‘s gonna beat your ass.‖ 
     Marise shoved them both away by their heads. She pushed the 
door to the room open slowly. Maman was lying on her side on the 
mattress.  
     ―Where have you been?‖ 
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     Marise stepped inside and pulled a bottle out of her pocket. She 
handed it over to her mother, who took it from her, unscrewed the 
cap, and brought the bottle to her lips. Time swept out and Marise 
watched as she swallowed it down.  
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Shana Krisiloff 
 

A Short Dictionary of Misunderstood Words 
Pertaining to the Life of Eloise Nicola 
 
Woman 
 Eloise Nicola was proud of her sex.  
 She had always felt, from the time of her innocence to the 
corruption of her youth, that to be a woman was more than a gender 
or a sense of identity—it was an occupation. At the early age of three, 
she had taken up in her scrawny arms a stick three times her size and 
waved it about, calling Je suis Joan d’Arc! Oui, j’aurai mange votre cochons!* 
She quickly earned herself the title of Défendeur du Rue Rousseau. It 
wasn‘t until she was in University did she grasp the irony of that title.  
 For Eloise, the Bible held the masked defense of womanhood. 
Reading it for some dull class instructed by God and his whores, 
immediately Adam‘s skittishness and weak person jumped out at her 
from the text. She constantly argued—even in the face of ex-
pulsion—that Adam could have easily bitten the apple first, but he 
was too scared to take the risk. Eve had upstaged him in valor and 
personality, establishing herself as the risk taker and therefore the 
smarter of the two.  
 The squawking crows in black and white did not agree with her. 
 With the feminist movement of the 1970s, Eloise found her 
calling at the ripe age of twelve. She was out on the streets from 
dawn till dusk, flashing conservatives as they cowered in dimly lit 
corners of the streets, pulling their furs to their sharp chins and 
tightening their red lips into thin hyphens. She read Beauvoir‘s La 
Vieillesse with a passion, joined the Mouvement de liberation des femmes,† 

                                                 

* Je suis Joan d’Arc! Oui, j’aurai mangé votre cochons! : I am Joan of Arc! Yes, I will 

eat your pigs! 
† Mouvement de liberation des femmes : The Movement for the Liberation of Women 
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and was an ardent defendant of the Manifeste des 343 salopes and its 
signatories.*  
 As she reached her twenties, however, Eloise took a step back 
from her ardent Feminist agenda when she read Rousseau‘s Émile. 
She realized that it was not only the conservative bastards that lived 
around the corner and up the street, but it was also educated, widely 
respected people who advocated for such ―separate spheres‖ as 
forcefully as William the Conqueror had stormed the small, detached 
Island of England. With this realization (which she later argued 
should have come sooner as she liked to think herself well informed 
and not too ―conventional and gullible in the face of ardent 
representation‖), she dropped her linguistics concentration and 
adopted a history major with a concentration in Women‘s Studies. 
Her mother, a chef at Le Café L’Amour, allowed her daughter to take 
on such a controversial area of study as long as she worked at the 
Patisserie four days a week and Saturday nights. The crowds from the 
theatres swamped the small, antique tables and her mother‘s arthritis 
was inflamed by the rapidity of rolling croissants. 
 And so it was that Eloise began to skip down the path of 
informed feminism, stopping every week to pull up her sleeves, 
refuse the apron her mother offered (je n’aurais pas lier moi-même)†, and 
hold the torch exactly three inches above the heavy cream. 
 
Detachment 
 In 1921, Bregetta Foley d‘Pierre married Fredrich Moulin. They 
lived in a large house in the countryside of Bordelaise, where 
Fredrich owned a prosperous winery and Bregetta spent her years 
producing children and exceptional embroidery depicting the 
congenial landscape surrounding their home.  

                                                 

* Manifeste des 343 salopes: “Manifesto of 343 Bitches” – women signed admitting to 

having an abortion (not all signatories actually had received one). 
† je n’aurais pas lire moi-même : I will not bind myself. 
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 In 1940, under the growing threat of Germany‘s ruler-mustache 
and twisted cross, the Moulins left the winery in the care of 
Fredrich‘s elder brother and moved to London. The war that fol-
lowed was taxing on the Moulins. Medical assistance was constantly 
drained by the missing legs and wounded screams of soldiers and 
citizens alike. The youngest girl, Emelie, succumbed to scarlet fever 
two days before the Blitzkrieg hit France with a vengeance Napoleon 
would have acknowledged with a terse nod and a title or two. The 
two children left in her innocent wake—Marie-Helène and 
Guillaume—attended university and assisted in the resistance on the 
home front, helping fortify the motherland from the soil of the 
Tower. 
 When Paris was taken, Bregetta fell into a state of impenetrable 
unconsciousness, and her children and drained husband had given up 
hope that she would ever wake. When she did open her glossy eyes in 
the afternoon of May 7th 1945, she saw her children and her home for 
the first time in five years, and could only describe her emotions as 
―detached.‖ 
 When she was small, Eloise could never quite understand what 
her Grandmother meant by ―detached.‖ 
―But you were home Nana—with your family and your friends.‖ 
 Her grandmother would answer patiently, ―my friends were still 
in France. Those who had survived the war that is, and my children 
were grown. I did not know them as I had before. To me, your 
mother was still in love with the McCarthy boy and spent her day 
sucking lollypops by London Bridge. And your uncle—rest his 
soul—was still in school, following his interest in mathematics. But 
such was not as it seemed. Your mother had met your father a year 
before and was engaged. Your uncle had joined the press and was a 
journalist stationed in Prague. And your grandfather had suffered a 
heart attack and died in January 1943. I was told his hand never left 
mine.‖ 
 ―Could you feel it Nana?‖ 
 ―Feel what my darling?‖ 
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 ―Feel Grandpapa‘s hand?‖ 
 ―No. Wouldn‘t it be nice to think so?‖ 
 Bregetta Foley d‘Pierre would look out her bedroom window 
of the Moulin‘s Paris apartment and sigh deeply as Eloise propped 
her small chin on her lap, ―I knew nothing of anything anymore. It 
was as if someone had drawn out my life on a slate—dates, mem-
ories, feelings—and trailed their nails through my essence. A screech 
resonated through my very being. The vines that had once held me to 
your grandfather were cut, frayed edges hitting against my skull again 
and again and again. I was separated from everyone and everything 
around me. And the smell of London did not sit well in my head.‖ 
 ―And so you came to Paris?‖ 
 ―And so I came to Paris. Your mother and her new husband 
followed, and soon enough you were born, mon petit rossignol,‖ * she 
would say, alluding to her granddaughter‘s bath time sing-a-longs. 
 ―Detachment‖ was Eloise‘s word for England. She felt that 
there, in the ales and the suits and sweet cream there lay a sinister 
shadow that broke her away from her family. The smell of fried fish 
would make her cry with loneliness, even if she were surrounded by 
two hundred of her closest friends. The thought or mention of that 
country across the rolling water echoed in her head, bounced off of 
the confines of her skull, and pulled forth the image of her 
Grandmother‘s wrinkled eyes; the deep disturbance that flickered in 
the black holes of her being when she spoke about waking up, five 
years spent in darkness. 
 Detachment was Londres, and it was a place Eloise would never 
set foot. 
 
Cemetery 
 In her quest of history, Eloise was drawn to that which was 
extinguished. She was fond of the old, dilapidated buildings that were 

                                                 

* mon petit rossignol: My little nightingale. 
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so precious to her people, sketching them when tourists had moved 
onto the next souvenir shop or street performer. She loved the 
arches of Notre Dame, the angles of the Louvre, the symmetry of the 
Tulleries, and the ripples in the Seine—it never lay still. But most of 
all, she loved the Cimetière du Montparnasse. She would walk the 
narrow aisles between the cheap flowers and chipped stone, and feel 
the shadows swirl around her in a symphony of reminiscence. 
 Guy de Maupassant‘s* handle bar mustache could be seen in 
the ill arrangement of carnations spread over Jules Dumont d‘Urville† 
grassy legacy in a lame imitation of de Milo‘s graceful arm. She felt 
the shadows with no obvious identity pull her down one aisle and 
across another, never leading her to a final destination but rather to a 
final thought or question. She would write down these short bursts of 
reflection in a small notebook purchased from a street vender—an 
elderly man with a beaten beret and always smelling of brie—around 
the corner from her apartment. 
 12 avril: If I do not change the world, will I caress passersby as a shadow? 
Or will I claw at them, trying to make them see – make them do something that I 
failed to do? And is this noble? I do not think so. I do not wish to be a shadow 
that clings to the plump matter that surrounds me. I wish to be free… to whisper 
and glide at will.  
 24 avril: My grave will not be adorned with pink carnations. I have 
removed them from Maupassant as I found them offensive. No, I plan to purchase 
white carnations from the vendor outside the gate. They are much more refined – 
as I would hope Maupassant was in his height of fame and scribbled glory. 
 3 mai: I do not understand where I am to go from here. Do I turn left or 
right? No, it seems that I must go straight. I must trudge into the haze of the 
future with only the firm belief that what I do will encourage a multitude; that 
these members of an unforeseen revolution will understand how history is vital to 
how they perform. To how they walk, where they step, what words they use and so 
on. Without history we are nothing but incomplete shadows lost in the abyss of 

                                                 

* Guy de Maupassant – father of the French form of the short story. 
† Jules Dumont d’Urville – discoverer of the Venus de Milo. 
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time and blankness. But I must wonder, put my amateur thoughts on paper with 
a broken pen, what will the present hold for the future? What will our mistakes 
and our glories teach? 
 
Light and Darkness  
 Bregetta Foley d‘Pierre-Moulin hated darkness. Her time spent 
in that space between sleep and wake had introduced her to a lifetime 
of dense, thick blackness that she never again wanted to feel wrapped 
around her neck. In her room located across the hall of Eloise‘s, she 
had a gallery of lamps kept on at all times. Eloise would sneak into 
the room when her grandmother was away and study each lamp with 
interest. 
 There was the giraffe lamp, standing by the leather reading 
chair, books pilled against its hoofed feet and reaching its pregnant 
belly. Eloise would watch its eyes, hidden by the green lampshade, 
and wonder how the animal could see through all that light. 
 By the eighteenth-century armoire there stood a tall chrome 
lamp with a bendable top. Eloise was never tall enough to reach the 
head of this enormous lamp, and she never was able to figure out 
how her grandmother—only three inches taller than she—had 
reached the upside down bowl of liquid silver.  
 Near the window, on her grandmother‘s reading table, a small 
flowered lampshade hid a small bronze base. Eloise thought that the 
flowers were reminiscent of those that grew in the English 
countryside, but she knew that this was a fragile subject. She never 
asked. 
 On either side of the small bed there stood lamps in the shape 
of Grecian urns. Painted on the surface of each base were stories she 
remembered from those her mother read to her at bedtime. Athena 
bursting from Zeus‘s forehead. Persephone sitting next to Hades on 
a bone-white throne. Atlas holding the world on his broad, heroic 
shoulders. Achilles bleeding to death by the wound to his ankle. 
Eloise often wondered if the figures ever got tired of the constant 
sixty-watt sun beating down upon them; if they ever whispered to 
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each other how much they would like it if cool darkness could caress 
their necks and shoulders for just a moment. Once, Eloise turned off 
the light to see if this change in environment affected the figures at 
all. She found that in the dimness of the room, Athena looked 
vengeful. Drawn faces peered from Persephone‘s throne. Atlas 
looked tired and scared. Achilles was pale and sickly. Quickly she 
turned the lights back on and left the room.  
 She never again turned off her grandmother‘s lamps. 
 
Shadows 
 As a historian, Eloise felt that she was surrounded by shadows. 
They were in her apartment, her books, her hair, her pens, the 
pockets of her sweaters, hanging around her neck and from her ears. 
She worked with shadows more than with people, preferring their 
wispy voices to the loud, obnoxious guffawing of the Parisian 
multitude.  
 There were shadows she feared and shadows she embraced 
with envy. They could disappear, whisper sweet-nothings in the ears 
of the living, giggling all the while. It was in the library of the 
Sorbonne, on Le Pont Neuf, underneath the Île de la Cité, hovering 
above Rue de St. Antoine and the bricks of that infamous prison – 
these were the places her shadows lurked, waiting for her to call for 
them.  
 There were times, late at night, when Eloise walked the streets 
of the 8ème Arrondissemen with her notebook and waited for a 
shadow to whisper to her and tell her where she should go. Napoleon 
came to her once, his voice smooth as honey, Le lumière arrive avec votre 
pas…pas pas pas…* and so she walked forward, her steps emanating a 
faint glow as they lifted from the Rocks of Ages and set back onto 
the streets of the revolution, paved with wine and red. Edith Piaf 

                                                 

* Le lumière arrive avec votre pas: The light arrives with your step. 
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caressed her neck with a soft hand, her shrill voice bounding through 
the caverns of Eloise‘s skin: Non, je ne regrette rien.*  
 Once, it was the shadow of a small boy, his presence covered in 
soot and ash… C’est moi qui vous aurai montré le monde.† 
 C’est moi qui vous aurai montré le monde, she whispered back into 
the gathering syrupy air. 
 C’est moi.  
 
 

                                                 

* No, je ne regrette rien: No, I regret nothing. 
† C’est moi qui vous aurai montré le monde : It is I who will show you the world. 
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