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C ivil

Lacey R. Blankenship
Woman , pull your tongue
tight like a girdle
to the ribs
of your mouth
and breathe silent for awhile

(

.,
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My Lih
<Tit le>

Delphi
Tom Buckbcrry

Andrew Burchett

Along the footpaths to edification,

I

<A uthor>

I came across an overl y gregarious man who violated the unwritten
laws that govern human space.
He extended hi s hand to me . So [put hi m in a box.
On the box [ fashione d a plaque upon whic h I inscribed

HERE RESIDES AN OVERLY GREGAR IOUS MAN,
FETIERED FOR UNSO LI CITED D1SPENSATIO OF
CONGEN IALITY!!
So I set about schooling him in the facile nature of hi s afTabil ity.

In 1953, a couple of guys named Stem and Price took a fun

(

liu le idea they'd had lind decided to publish it: since that day, bored
and right-brained children have had Mad Libs at their fingertips. 1've
only been bored a few times in my life and there arc times when I
think maybe I might tend toward the left hemisphere, but I, nonetheless, wiled away grellt gobs of my chi ldhood playing with Mad Ubs.

I spoke to him of atrocities incalculable.
Ofbencvo lcll t civi lizations driven into dust by the wicked ,
or infants ripped from thei r mother's bosom; the prey of blind ataxia.
Of bound less love mutated to obtuse repugnance.
I told him all this,
Opened the box , and sent him down the footpath,
con tented with th e progress of my pedagog ics.
My gaze followed him long enollgh to see him embrace the first
outlander he encoun tered
without hesitation , and I shook my head.
I turned away and st'TOde the footpath so purblind with knowledge
tha t I paid no heed to the ravine.

My overl y gregarious pupil and hi s new comrade found me,
put me in a box, and on my cenotaph insc ribed

HERE RESIDES AN OVERLY PEDANTIC SOPH IST
WHO KNEW TOO MUCH TO KNOW HE KNEW TOO L1TILE.

At times, I started to sympathize with the protagonists in these Mad
Libs: I mean, if the protagonist had an

girlfriend. they

<adjccti\e>
obviously had some communication issues, so I had to help him out
and make surc an adjective got in that slot, right?
I can cmpathi£e with the guy, though. My dad was just as
dominecring, ifnOI morc so. As many negllti\'e things as I have to
<'1djecll\'e>
<adjective>
say about my fo lks, 1 can thank my father for most of my preoccupalion with language and li lerature, as it is one ofthc --.,.---,_--,-<few/many>
facets of him self l hat he managed 10 instill in me. When I was young,
maybe in second or third grade, my falher decreed that my brother
and I were to read at least _

hours a day. We started immediately:
#
the first book I read as a part of this regimen was Robert A, Heinlein's
PodkaYlle of A'lars, but the first I picked out myself was -:,----;-:c;-:-.
<book title>
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Once I got to where I was de\'eloping my own tastcs, I spent less
time on Mad Libs and more time on Piers Anthony in
S lite
of
<honor/spi te>
my fath er, who enjoyed Anthony's work, but not as much as

Wlly or another, my fricnd Emily won't find some way or another to fill
<name>
in the blanks of my past, prcscnt, and fut\lrc alike with that which fits hcr

I
picturc of me best? For all that, who's to say the name "Emily" showing

(
Heinlein 's. Ultimate ly, no matter how many birthdays for which I

up there isn't just my fathc r filling yet another slot with what he'd prefer

gOI _ _ , and no matter how much

to have there? Call mc suspicious, but I find it interesting that my brothcr

the Mad Lib 's protagonist's

ended up majoring in Computer Sc icncc, jusl like my father in his eollcge
<major>
days and I cnded up in Writing, a favorite hobby of my father's. All of lhis
<major>
despitc the hours upon hours I spent convincing my brother that our fathcr

there Illay be in
<gift>
<emotion>
the famil y, I'll still owe my dad some amount of grati tudc, just as
girlfriend wi ll always be
<.1djective>
in the story liS his girlfriend.
When I come to look

111

Mad Libs as aetuallives I have to

wonder if, by fillin g in all ofthesc blanks, we aren 't basically play-

wasn' t, a ner all, thc source of allthc wisdom in the world: he just made a

••

point of carryi ng a pen with him.

ing the role of overbearing parents, ourselves. Who arc we to dccide

These days, not onl y am I scparnled from my father by miles of

what the protagoni st's girlfriend is like'! For all that, maybe some of

eounlry roads, but I'm busy with classcs and work, so I'm 5.1fe from that

these blanks arc blanks fo r a rClIson: maybe the protagoni st hasn't

pen, and on the occasions when it docs mCCI its mark, it writes in illegible

decided what he Ihinks of his girlfricnd yet, maybe somcwhere

chicken scmtch. Thcse days, when I nip forward a few pagcs, I see myself

there's a slOllhal says _ __ because he can't seem to remember
<dog>
the name of that shih-Izu he had when he was a kid. On the othcr
hand, if life is a Mad Lib, aren't we privileged to be able to read thc

moving to Japan after I graduate and making a living
tcaching
<Japlm>
<Icaching/writing>
maybe someday I'll evcn marry _ __ . However, no matter what dircc<nHme>
tion my life takes, there's onc thing my father has cnsured: whencver I

story before filling our blanks? Ifmy distant aunt decided to buy

write. I' ll write in pencil.

me a _ _ _ she'd bc doing so without the context. So, excepting
<gift>
bad memory like minc and assuming thcy aren't blank for good
rcason, I'm happy 10 fill them.
The problcm is: so arc many others. Who 's to say thai, one
10
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' Vhe" I was a tree
After JO{lI1ie Mackowski
Lesley Hope Doyle

I was a sycamore,
a "Plantal1l1S occidemalis,"
with thick ve ined leaves
as wide as dinner plates

I
(

whose shadows flirted across my
body, making it seem as if I
were twisting in the sunsh ine,
serpent-like, ou l of my skin.
I was clothed in thick grey sc roll s
of bark that sp iraled in
upon themselves, scored with the thin
signatures of squirrel claws.
Birds would cry out the songs of God
from my bleached bran ches
in voices I still hea r, in languages
I no longer remember.

Brandon Hagan

Big City Bear
13
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I)oetry:
Lesley Hope Doyle
(art)

(a",o.)

The deli cate qui ll of night
dips into the inky comers
of me, traces hi s fa ce
onto the canvas of my eyelids.
A fractured half-moon of red Iipslick
is tattooed 01110 the edge
of my mother's co ffee cup .

(botany)

" If poetry comes not as nalurall y as the leaves
to a tree, it had bener not come at aiL " - Keat s

(hortie .)

The words, "icicle pansies"
on a roadside nursery adGinsbergs' "hydrogen jukebox."

(j udi e.)

" Poctic j usti ce."

(med.)

William Carlos Williams

(meteor.)

Pal e fl ecks of snow
dart past my windshield
like bleac hed li re nies.

(neg.)

"When people say to me, ' I don ' t like poctry,'
I tell them Ihat, 10 me, poetry is like weatherand you wouldn't say 'J don ' t like weather,'
would you?" - David Kirby

(oecu. )

"There's no money in poetry, but th en
there's no poetry in money, e ither." - Robert
Graves
t4

(tran,p.)

See olso:

At the bus SlOp, sun bleached fliers
are plastered to a telephone pole,
ragged edges fluttering futilely,
lik e the wavi ng hands
of too- late pedestrians.

I
(

gravity (11.): the force of attract ion between all
masses in the universe.

.'
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My Doppel ga nger

Her father
Morgan Eklund

C had Emerson

Her father was buried in a ye llow flannel shirt,
a worki ng man's mosaic.
But first he laid out in a room of flora l paper.
A hefty barren mound in a pencil box
with a be ll y spilling over the rim .
If I hadn't seen him with life
I wouldn 't think twice of him without.
Nor would I want to wipe the so iled glares
if I hadn ' t scripted the gen tle rhythm witnessed.
He slumped dead on a Thursda y
So she could noi ca ll her fat her on Friday
So I ca ll ed minc o
but estrange remains a pit il ess sea
We are not ink or pcncil curls
We are not mended to understand.
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Emily wake up. Emily. Shh. It 's midnight. Come on, careful. I heard the monster again. He wokc up. We havc to hidc. Easy.
Hcre I got you somc socks. Hurry. The floor is cold. Come on. Under the bed. Under - oh quickly I hear him coming, I think hc's coming Emily.
Thcy crawled under the daybed, knees and shins to the icy
hardwood, hai r in tangles, hand in hand. Emily cowered against hcr
sister here in the darkncss where dust makes you snceze.
Close your eycs and im.1gine pretty colors. If you can't see
the monster the monster disappears. Eva told her that. But if you
hear it coming you have to open them again. Peer out there into the
moonlight whcre the furni ture looks like chipped marble and cement.
Where Emily's doll lies like a dead person, red yam hair fra yed out
over a ponyta il. Where they once saw a mouse scurry about in search
of its family. Where the door rattles and the light comes on and the
monster shambles in to take Eva away.
Ifhe gets me, Eva said. Emily listen, okay? Ifhe gets me
what do you do?
Put on my ear mulls and use tclthapy.
Telepathy. T hink about the monster bringing me back. You
11lIve to think really hard so you can control his brain. Okay?
Okay. And then you' ll comc back.
Then I'll come back.
And the monster won't hurt you.
Eva nodded and her grip tightened on Emily's hand. That' s
right.
They wlIi ted fo r sounds o f the monster. The big lurching
ogre. Mean eyes and dirty claws and sour breath. When they heard it
slamming things in the kitchen Eva said. The closet, the closct.
Out from under the bed and tiptoeing across the floor. Wincing when a board creaked. Emily tugged on Eva's hand to stop her
and stretched out and grabbed her doll by the leg. Crying hinges. A
pause in the downstairs hubbub. Who or what did the monster despoi l?
Inside, Eva said.
You first.
Together.
Okay.
AI onee they entered the blackness llnd Eva closed the door.
She led Emily to the back comer where they sat on their pillows and

17
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cuddled under the blanket. Eva fe lt around under the hanging clothes
and scooted something close to her. A spark in the nothingness like
an exploding SllIr. a fla sh of white and shadows. Then Eva's face lit
up behind n spastie yellow flame. The smell of purple grapes crept
into the air like the faraway jollity of others, as if some invisible thing
emergcd from the wall 10 bequeath a whisper of promise and then
retreated to its antediluvian quaners.
Thc candle fl ame floated to the floor, dimming the orange
glow on Eva 's cheeks, and somewhere below them the monster
growled.
Eva I' m scared.
Don' t be. Tonight 's the night.
Will it work?
Of eourse it will , as long as you believe.
Promise mc.
Emily I promise.
II's far uway isn't it.
Wlmt's far away?
Where you're going.
Yes.
Is momma there?
Evn looked down to the fl oor, blonde strands of hair spilling
over her facc. Shc scratched her long while legs and nodded. One
more magic capsule. she said.
They had eleven ulready, slOwed away in the shoebox. Eva
stole one fro m the monster every time it took her. And when we get
enough. [' II take them, she had c:ttplai ncd to Emily. And I' ll tum into
the knights of the round table and come rescue you.
For all the times I reseued you, Emi ly had said.
Mmm-hmm. Only when they come, you have to give them
what?
Your diary.
And you'll know it's me when I do what?
When you say the magic words.
Which are?
My doppelganger.
Good job.
Ca use that 's what we arc.
We look just alike.
And we have the same hean.
The exact same and how do we know that?
Cause we love all the same stuff. Like kiuies and ...
And tuna sandwiches.

18

Yeah and Charlofle's Web.
And most imponant?
Each other.
That was two months ago when Eva first found the magic
capsules. When Emily's telepathy didn 't work in time and Eva ca me
back with blood on her cheek and glassy blue eyes full of terror.
Since then Emily practiced her mind control constantly. She would
stare down the kitty and try to make it IIl CO W. Sometimes it did.
Sometimes it wandered away. She evcn tried [0 make her doll stand
up and walk around until Eva told her doll s don 't have brains.
What do they have?
Just cotton.
I wish I just had cotton.
Why?
Cause what if somebody tries to control my brain?
No one would do that, Eva said.
Promise?
I promise.
There came from out there in the room a slow creaking
SOllnd and Emily fe lt her sister sti ffen. Heavy footsteps growi ng
louder and louder. The closet door flew open and there before them
stood a dark figure cut out of the moonbeam.
Put that damn candle out forc you burn the house down, it
spoke. Voice hollow and wet and ugl y. Eva blew Oll[ the flame.
Emi ly watched the red glow fade from the wick. Supposed to be in
bed girls. How come I knew you was up and about'?
I'm sorry, Eva said.
Come on.
Go away, Emily said.
Say what?
Emily.
You go llway and leave us alone.
Wanna be a lillie smartass? A rush of shadows and Emily
felt big claws hook her by the ribs and pull her into the air. Eva
screamed. The monster was shaking her.
Stop it stop it please daddy please put her down.
Emily's fee t touched the floor and by the monster's command she hurri ed crying \0 her bed and buried hersel f undcr blanke[s.
Her cars rang and her nose dripped, the blankets hot and itchy agai nst
her tiny pant less legs. Shc closed her eyes and produced on her inner
eyel ids drifting patterns of green and yellow and red and purple and
pink like light from the sun after il fa lls over the horizon and touches
the undersides of elouds while the castern darkness spills over the sky
19
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blotting out the world lind hoot owls like soothsayers whistle their
spooky tunes to signlll the night creatures, Come forth and thy bloodlust be satisfied.
Eva.
Footsteps making a crescent shape in volume and the door
sereamed closed. Emily tossed away her blankets and scurrying back
to the closet felt blindly about the floor and found her item of search
and hurried back to bed as though ghouls were at her heels. She covered herself again and stretched the ear mutTs over her head and
closed her eyes and thought wi th all her might, Bring my sister back.

Wake up Emily. Em. Shh. It' s okay. I' m back. Did you
thi nk - you can take them olT now. Did you think real hard?
Yuh-huh.
Good job. You can go back to sleep.
Em ily looked up to those restless glittery eyes.
Eva?
Yeah.
Will you sleep with me?
. For ~ea sons Emily couldn't comprehend Eva began to cry.
She clunbed II1to the bed and over Emily and scooted herself under
the covers. Resting her head on the pillow she \vrapped her ann
around Emily and curled her fingers around Emily's fingers lind
hugged those interlocked hands to Emily's chest.
Don 't cry Eva.
Okay. But she didn"t stop. Emily tried to think hard about
Eva not crying.
Did you get another magic castle?
Cap - capsule. Yeah J got it.
Are you gonna take them?
Aner you fall asleep.
Can I take them too?
No, the oldest has to take them.
Emil~ hugged her doll in the same fashion that Eva hugged
her. She studied the gray-black of the moonlit floor for mice. Cute
little ani mills. Always running darting skittering as if chased by unseen entities. She had once taken a mouse 10 show-and-tell and the
other children pok ing the glass and screaming had scared it to death.
All ?y itseJfthe little mouse. Emily blamed herself. Every creature is
:'f~ald to be alone, and when something big comes along it thinks it
will get hurl. Bad thoughts and bad things come from being lonely.
Shc thought about the poor baby mouse onen, how she should never
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have taken it from its family.
Tonight she s..1W no mice. Thcy were hiding away, shaking
in their nests of newspaper and insulation. And if they got hungry
enough maybe one brave lillie mouse would dare nibble the mousetrap and give himself to the big squish so his brothers and sisters
could eal.
Emily closed her eyes and thought hard about the mice finding the leftovers on the kitchen table, so long liS the monster slumbered.
Eva I'm scared.
Don"t be. Tonight's the night.
Knights of the round table.
Exactly.
And I'll know it's you eause you'll say the magic words.
Yep.
Eva?
Yeah.
Did the monster hurt you?
No no, your telepathy worked good.
Eva?
Ycah Emi ly.
But Emi ly ~Iid no more.

White sunshine and the chimes of birds chirping. Emily
awoke sore under her anns and crusty about the nostrils. Eva"s arm
lay heavy across her side like a root on a creek bank. She turned over
and buried herself into Eva's chest, hand hooked around the back of
the shoulder.
Eva wake up, she said, shaking Eva so slightly. Eva.
The frosty morning air. Emily shivered and shook harder.
Eva you wanna cat some cereal?
Not a stir or the slightest breath.
Eva. Eva you wanna watch Clwrlotte·s Web?
Emily pushed Eva's anll aWlly and sat up. The arm fell
stone-heavy and the hand bent under it at the wrist. Stringy blonde
hai r moved down Eva 's check.
Eva.
Somewhere below hcr it stirred.
I don't wanna play anymore. J'm scared.
Shake. Rocking back to stillness" Pokc. No reaction. Push
punch pleading, Eva please. Eva wake up. Eva! Emi ly began to cry.
She fell against her sister, knee stri king something hard and sharp.

21
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She picked it up. Wrapped it over her head. Lay aga inst the pillow
and closed her eyes and thought hard, Please please no please Eva.

Eva was still next to her when she awoke, her arms cold, her
mouth open.
Don't sleep with your mouth open, Eva had o nce told her, or
spiders will crawl in there.
Eww Eva!
I'm serious.
Nuh-uh.
Eva had then shown her proof in one of her science books.
It's okay though, she'd told Emily. They won't bite you.
Still the thought had kept her up nights, and though she
yeamed for tnlth as all children do this was somethi ng she regretted
knowing.

Emily if !'I'e rake" 'he magiC caps Illes a"d YOIl 're IIOW readillg 'his please slop or else i' WOII', work. I 100'e yOIl alld I'll be back
.1'0011.

Emily sneezed and held her doll and kept reading the inscription inside the cover of the dillry, the thing above her no longer her
sister, the words in the dillry all that remained of her in this room,
Eva had schooled her in her letters,
To 'he recipiem of 'his diary: YOII'I/ see II'hy 'his has happelled in what fol/olt's, )'011 '1/ see Ihe reasolls for II'hal J will noll' ask
ofyou. Please make Emily beliel'e ),011 're me. Please. Iioid her I'd
111m illlo klligh,s who wOlild come rescue her. I lI'alll her to be/ie\'e
she's not alolle. I told her she '.I' my doppelganger. Tell her she '.I'
yOllrs 100.

That morning the monster called 10 her and with no hand to
guide her she went to it, socks loose and pant less down the stairwell,
hand to the wall. [t asked of Eva and when she gasped and fell to
sobbing it stonned up to the bcdroom tcaring down cvcrything it
touched and stomped about and cursed its pitiless god. Guttural picas
and raspy condemnation. All by herse lf Emily Slit on the couch and
watched out the window as the knights of the round table came in
carriages nashing blue and invaded the house and fought the mo nster
to the ground. The monsler begging for redemption, the kn ights offerin g sympathies.

22

She held the diary to her stomach, and when the knights unshackled the monster she cried out to them and thrust the diary into the
hands of the blue-cyed knight.
What's this?
What the hell is that?
Is this yours?
That's hers!
It 's Eva's. It's yours.
Give me that ! the mo nster bawled.
Eva wanted to tell you.
The knights shack led the monster again and took him to their
carriage. The bl ue-eyed knight went to the kitchcn to sit and study, He
held assembly wi th his army. They whisl>crcd to cach other and
glanced at Emil y with sorrow and shame and out of the discussion
arose grellt dispute lind the flaring of tempers and Emil y sat alone and
closed hcr eyes and tricd to ignore the thundering voices like murmurs
of curious giants looking down upon her.

Battle homs blared and red lights led the convoy. Emily sat
bundled in a blanket clutching her doll and crying,
Don't cry hon.
She cried.
You know what? The man tumed down his radio. You know
what Emily?
Emily looked up at him, lips quivcring, throat burning,
You have blue eyes just like me. You notice that hon?
Emily said nothing. She had nothing to say.
I think we look a lot al ike. Well you' re a pretty little girl,
but. , .
The blue-eyed man coughed and looked out the window.
Drummed his fingers on the steering wheel.
They got a word fo r that, he said. Lookin' like somebody?
DoppelDoppelganger! You're my doppelganger. Yeah that's it.
Right?
Do - do you like ClWrlOIlC '$ Web?
Who?
Emily clutched her doll and stared at its red yarn hair and
thought hard about just having cotton.

23
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Blue Smoke
Brent Fisk

Daydream
Heat her Funk

At dusk two men dri ve by,
tan arms dangling from the windows,
lawn mowers jutting from the tnmk.
The roofs tattered fabric hangs in the dim interior.
Whole summers consumed with edging si dewa lk s,
sweeping grass from concrete stoops.
There's a freedom in the scent of mown lawns,
a beater wallet fat with fives,
a car that knocks to a stop all summer.
The sky is touched just yell ow
like iced tea too long in a glass.
Blue spruce needle my arm,
and rose thorns scratch the window screens.
Late afternoon and I' m ki cking up gravel ,
watching boys jump ditches on bikes.
The moon so pale I hardl y know it's there,
li ke the old me in this dream
watching the youn gcr mc frin er away a July.
Da y lil ies close at dusk
as two birds creep toward each other
along a thin wire.
There's my father dead on his feel,
a cigarette bchind his ear.
He knuckle-busts an old ba ttery free,
looks at my mother through the window
as she forks ca rs of Sil ve r Quecn
from a stcaming pOL My brother is still in hcr belly,
and for oncc in my life I'd come at my father' s fi rst whi stle,
if he'd on ly cup his hands and fiercely call me home.
24

Sipping on a yerba matc- ko mbucha tea? No, billeben y soda ,
in her favorite cafe, I am struck by the ease
with which she speaks . She is, after ail , only twenty(wo- make illwenty-olle. She is, after all. only twentyone. Also striking is her resemblance to certain silent
film stars, a quality Ihat resonates nOI only from her young
small-lipped face, but al so from the scif-llware
grace which Oows from her animatcd hands, stirring the
straw in her viol et drink , playing with the silver locket
that grazes the neck of her--o f her--of her blue vintage
blouse. BUI the physical descriptions arc certa inl y more her forte,
as is conveyed beautifully in her latest her first book,
entitled No where BOllnd, a collection of essays from the time
she quit school and hopped in her car with her
adorable, well-behaved, short-haired dachshund El iot,
as in T.S., and traversed is Ihal lite righl word? the country
washing dishes, sell ing amiques she found in lovely little shops
from coast to coast, the rad io on loud and Ihe windows
all rolled down, sleeping on Ooors or in parks. She chronicled
her exploits the entire way, really, she says,
j ust to let her mom know she was still a live ; on a blogIltal 's SlIch al1l1g/y word- a site which quick ly gained
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a cult fO llowing. In a twi st of fate straighl oul of
some fairy talc- no, Ollt ofaposlmillel1l1ial indie Cil1derel/aji/mDoubl eday picked lip her SIOry, and her ride to success was as
easy as- as easy as-as ~'\\'eel as thi s b lueberry soda she has urged me
to try. "Come on, you ' ve Oown all the way OUI to Louisville, and
blueberry soda means spring is here," she says . I obey: I have, after all, come
all the way from New York- San Franci sco?- dejil1ilely Nelli York
to speak with this young li terary star because she is certainl y
a busy woman these days . Everybody who was ever
mean to her must surely be so jealous.
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Vignettes of Zelda Fitzgerald
Healher Funk

Summer's End
Heather Funk
The hat of the man silt ing next to me at the bus stop is so ft
an d dry and dirty lik e the skin of th e elephants we lIsed to ride
(fifteen of us, corralled on top of a swayin g dusty beast for
two do ll ars a tum) at the zoo in high Jul y.
Today I knew summe r was over-on my way
here I saw the withered husk of a banana peel that mllst
once have been the same bright yellow as the sari of the woman
standing on the balcony above me. The season wen t the sa me way,
borne on a Sunday wind that rushed roughly against the side of the
house, sounding enough li ke a Jul y train to lull me back to sleep.
It 's clove cigarette and dead leaf time now, tim e for air that
nips sweet and cold aga inst the backs of my arms li ke thi s
fan wa iling oul its last days in the hallway. And I
want so bad ly to touch that elephant-skin hat, climb on it and
let the sun bake Illy skin agai n as we swayed back and forth in
sil ky worn windblown dust.

Ode

a Pea r Tree
The pear tree was the only cool thing inlhe hot summcr nights
of hcr youth. It grew palc green like a moon goddess outside her bcdroom window. tn May, whi lc flowers sprung from it like lace. By August, the newly-formed golden fruit perfumed her room heavily and
lushly.
Her earliest memories were of color and summer. In the day,
everything was hot and golden. lazily baking in the Alabama sun. The
gold would fade as the hours passcd, into lavender tWIlight when lightning bugs would sct thc trccs a-glitlering. When she was very young
shc would catch them in her hand, feeli ng them crawl ever-50-slowly,
tickle her palms and glow from betwecn her fingers.
They lived at 6 Pleas:!nt Avcnue, she, her mother, her brother,
and hcr father the Judgc. Whcn she was older, she detested thc street' s
namc for its blandness, but the sound of it would always sting pleasingly and poignantly. Born the same year as a new century, she felt
like she had always known that a biggcr lifc was calling her.
But the pear tree on Pleasant A venue was a good stan, a comfonablc place despite its oppressive mugginess. Summer days were
the only oncs shc could remember of Alabama, and they wove togethcr
to form the tapestry at the background of her life, all gold and violet
and clcar blue and grcen and white, which would color even the most
dismal blankncsscs later on.
The pear tree itself was a beacon and a mothcr in its way.
Whcn she was young she felt shc could climb it as high as forever, rest
in its anns when she got thcrc. That it would never let hcr fall.
10

Folly in a Pink Ba thing Suit
She maintained very publicly that she detested school, and
dcclarcd hcr prcfcrenec for boys and swimming in the yearbook.
Thcsc wcrc rightfully things shc lo\'ed, and both together were bestand lucky was she that her father was thc Judge, because when she
would swing from the ropc althe swimming holc in her pink bathing
suit, wcll, it could sct people to talking, as it seemed that she swam
wearing nothi ng at all.
From thc time she wus very small, she loved hcr ballet classes.
It was all about lovely long strctchcs to her: ofhcr body. liS shc reaehcd
her arms far enough to embrace thc world within her lithe ercsccntmoon frame; of her mouth. around thc French words-pUe Ilndje/e, lin.
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del/x. trois all the way up to six. counting outlhe positions Ihal fclt so
completely natural to her.
She cont inued the ballet lessons even into the summer aftcr
she left high school. It was the summer the soldiers came to Alabama. scores of young. tidy men, some with comical Nonhcrn accents
or mustaches which tickled when she kissed them. all willing to share
a sip of gin in the moonlight o utside of the grand Old Exchange 1-10tel 's Friday night dances. the contents of their flasks- which glinted
in the night stinging, but warm from resting SO close to their skin.

Days before her eighteenth birthday, she perfonned before
the crowd at the Old Exchange, dressed as Folly in flo wing green
chi ffon . She and her mother had labored over the dress for days in
their parlor on Pleasant Avenue, and that evening she had posed for
photographs among the tiger lilies in the yard, tilting her bare shoul ders and holding her mouth just like Ruth Roland, the film star.
She knew the steps to the dance wcll; she kept her eyes
closed the whole time. When she opened them at the end, though, was
when she saw 'he soldier. The soldier with the deep-SCI eyes under
neatly parted blonde hair, combed to either side like most of the others. This one was staring right at her, though, his eyes penetrating and
curious. She bit her lip and left the stage, almost uncomfonably
aware of the naked, sun-baked gold skin of her shoulders and the unself-conscious spectacle of her dance. It was as if, to thi s staring man,
she had accidentally given something tender and private, heart or soul
or mind.
He was wait ing for her whcn she returned 10 the dance floor,
ready this time to participate in the festi vi ties.
'·May I have this dance, m' lady?" he asked her. His voice
ran like cool water over rocky creek-beds. "My name 's Scott."'
"Maybe," she replied, and smiled, close-mouthed. ''I'm
Zelda."
Fruit und Icc; Dill lllunds, Lell ers
He was from Milwaukee, a name which tasted candy-coated,
like Jordan almonds in her mouth. He would stand neat and slender
with his shirt tuc ked in just so, lean ing against the columns on her
front porch, with a pocket knife and a pcaT in his hand, lazily clLtting
ofT slivers of fruit while the juice nowcd haphazardly down his hands.
Hc said that, according to Keats and Browni ng, shc should
marry him. She would giggle, only vaguely knowing who Keats and
Browning actually were, and coax him to join hcr on the porch swi ng,
to lake a sip of the iced Icmonade her mother had made for them
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which glittered in Ihe pink-orange evening light like liquid sun. He
was, she said, an educational feature, his words an ovcnurc to romance. I-Ie didn't know that she h3d almost decided that pcrh3ps she
might marry him after all. He was a writcr, and he told her exciting
stories of cities whcre no one went to sleep in build ings of glittering
stone that stood taller than loblolly pines, places she longed to make
her o,,"n. There was, too, something about him that was unlike any of
the Alabama boys she'd known si nce she was small, or thc soldiers
which all proved to be too young and timid, all the men who blended
together despite their tickling mustaches, dcspire whether they were
from Montgomery or Montana .
By the lime it became too cool to spend his free evenings on
thc porch with her, he was sent Non h and probably to France. She
promised to write to hint.
Soon enough, the war ended, and he'd never even gone.
Bright nowers and confetti, thrown fr0111 windows nlong Main Street
and Pleasant Avenue, noated slowly to the strcetns if in sighing relief. Similarly in relief, a diamond ring urrivcd in Ihe mail. as if to
seal her fnte.
With All th c Iridescellce orth c Beginn ing ort he Wo rld
The Cathedral of Notre Dame could not have been as sp lendid as SI. Patrick 's Cnthedral on Easter Eve, 1920. The Bil tmore Hotel, grander thnn Versailles; where she and Scott set thcir Tiffany si lVCIViare ne.'(t to wilting lilies and she learned how to be a writer 's
wife.
They returned to New York, to a whorl of marble and sih'er
and electric lights glowing peach, silk to replace her organdy, holel
parties to replace dances at the Old Exchangc Hotcl. There wcre,
strangely enough, newspapers and magazi nes, nnd gin gi n gin champagne gin, jazz, dark wood restaurants, and Scott on a typewri ter \\Titing slories about her. And here she was in the bathtub with her expensive sal ts, with the door open and the nat full ofpcople, riding
atop a taxi , di ving into the fountain 3t Union Square. Here was broken glass nnd laughter and dizziness and all the gliller that he promised her, all she wanted, and she took it like someone starvcd confrontcd with a feast, took her till and more.
h is all anyone remembered of her latcr. But it was gone so
quickly, lmd then they were in Europe.
Rubber C hec ks
Nothing was simple. Obviollsly, it couldn ' t be any 1I10re:
they had a baby, now, a girl they named after her father. There was
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money, too: they spent what they had, he wrote another story or so to
make more, whieh was also quiekly spent. Then there was infatuation:
he had Ernest and she had Jozan.
Ernest was a great swaggering brute ofa man who Scott mother+
henned in coffee shops all over Paris. Ernest called her crazy. She called
him phony as a rubber check.
He was nothing like Jozan, the pilot, of the tan and smile that
glinted like a row of piano keys. She was exhausted, and he was more
than a cool gravelly voice, he was salt-water on her hot and tired skin,
braeingly cold, awakening. It was wonderful to have someone new to tell
her she was beautiful, someone who she knew would not tum stoten em+
braces into fodder for NO/per's.
When Scott found out he locked her in the house, and sometimes she would curse herself as everything she held dear broke into little
pieces.
Somet imes, though rarely, life seemed all right after all, when
they pretended that the not+so-serious was serious, and their smart and
glamorous frien ds, who called home "the States" and couldn't imagine
life as a Judge's daughter in Alabama, would smile reassuringly and discuss what mattered to them, which was a million years away from the
world that got smaller as she began to sec how big it really was.

she held dear. Concrete objects held prophetic significance, as if carrying a clean handkerchief on a particular day meant her legs would fall
off, Madame would vaporize, that her porcelain dol! ofa daughter
would shatter.
In early spring, they were having a luncheon in their flatwhose walls were crea m-colored and whose roof was red, the whole
thing not-quite-happi ly bright-during her ballet lesson.
That knowledge-she waS missing the most important thing,
the thing that gave her purpose, meaning, autonomy-made her heart
beat sideways, turned her blood to soda-water.
She put her napki n down on the table and rushed outside,
caught a taxi, barely breathing, nervous sweat turning her hair to tendrils, causing her clothes to stiek to the small of her back. When she
finally got to the studio--after a journey that seemed to last eons- she
threw herse1fat Madame's feet, weepi ng.
"Something is quite wrong with you," is all Madame said.
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And th e Earth was Made of Eggsh ells
It seemed that all he did in Paris was drink, and all she did was
slowly go crazy. So they went to Genoa instead.
She wanted to dance again. She was tired of being a writer's
wife, and tonged to dazzle within her own right again, to be Folly or the
barbarian princess who had mesmerized the pale blonde writer from the
candy city. Her legs had become soft over the years from walking on the
bottoms of her feet like everyone else.
A wealthy friend introduced her to Madame. Madame was
sternly, severely beautiful, like a waiting hawk. Zelda spent her days at
the studio, treated the exercises like a life and death matter- as if pausing
to breathe would bring the ceiling crashing down around her.
She was very afraid most of the time, of something she couldn't
name. It was as if nothing would ever be new again. The people they
met were the same people they'd always known with difTerent faces, the
loose laughing man who she'd married for his glinery promises was silent , sullen, or gone, his face hard, the deepness of his eyes tumed simply
to shadows. Her daughter was beautiful, but fragile, and Zelda was very
afraid she would break her.
Fear begat superstition. Missteps, wearing the wrong color leotard, could unleash 11 fiery bath of flaming, vengeful fury upon everything
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Birchwood Park
Bobbie Hayse
The fi sh kepI dying.
The water was fresh, Ihe bowl was clean, Ihe motive was good,
and yel Ihe fi sh kepI dying.
Some days he'd eome home 10 find her shiny and wet-faeed
slaring woefully al Ihat fish lank- Ihe floating gold body unmoving in
Ihe prisline water.
AI firsl, he'd blamed sehematics. Hc lOok her to a pet shop and
bought the best tank he could afford- thc SeaClcar Bowfront 30 gallon
comer lank, complele wilh light and heatcr. And still, the fish dicd.
Thcn their deaths became the fault of poor nutrition, so he brought home
Aqueon Goldfish Granules with natural ingredicnts and enhanced vitamins. And still, the fish died. So he suggested different fish. Perhaps a
bcta, which seemed able 10 withstand evcn the strictest of environments.
But she was dctcnnined to have a goldfish, and insi sted terribly on their
survival. And still, the fish died.
So they bccame gifts of tiny goldfish swimming around a bag
of water instead of nowers he brought home most evenings. He would
arrive 10 find her smiling and optimistic, placing the fish delicately into
the prepared water.
The tiny park across the street called Birchwood Park became
their burial ground. It was a small park- with only a fcw benches, three
dogwoods, and an old magnolia- but she considered it a better fate than
a lOilet bowl. So he agreed, and would take the dead fish there wrapped
up neatly in paper napkins.
Most nights when he would sneak to the park to bury them, she
would stay in their sixth-floor apartment, and he could sec her sorrowful
silhouctte in the window. But sometimes, if the day had been particularly difficult, or her paints hadn't been mixi ng properly. she would
come along to bury the fish. She would slowly sink to her knees beside
Ihe ti llY grave as he slowly covered its tiny gold body.
[t was late tonight, and as Wilmington tried desperately to
break his spade through the icy grip winter had on the ground, he looked
upward. There he saw her dark figure , and while he could not see her
face, he knew the shape of her body as she cried. He knew that she
again would 110t sleep, and that in the morning he would wake to an
empty bed and a 36X24, oil-filled canvas in the living room.
He sighed his fish-burying sigh and continued stabbing the dirt.
The ground gave only slightly, and he continued the process again and
again, all the while aware of the motionless figure in the window that
was his wi fe.
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Thc sirens were going off. Instantly, Wilmington jarred
awake. Anncne bugged him about buying an alaml, but he argued
that one needn't have one when every morning. likc clockwork, the
fire tower two blocks away sounded its alarm at prcciscly 9 a.m. Annette eventua lly began sleeping through it. but Wilm ingto n's body
adapted and cvery morning he awoke with its shrill sound.
He grazed his hand over her side. Cold and empty. l ie
breat hed in deeply, and sure enough, smelled the sour smell of turpentine and oil painL This was " her" smcll, and he had leamed to love it.
On mornings like this she usually walked down to the bakery
all thc comer to buy a fresh loaf of bread. And as he predicted he
heard the sound o f her keys in the door, and the banging ofkitehcnware as she prepared French toast and coffee.
He entered the kitchen and she looked up, her tired eyes
smil ing. Behind her he S<1W the painting, siuing dimly in the living
room of their small apartment. He wal ked toward it, and as he passed
Annette, she reached out and touched hi s bare chest. This was her
"good morning" and he quickly grabbed her hand and kissed her fin gers softly bcfore continuing to the dark strokes ofbumt umber, sapphire, and sangria . l ie picked up the canvas gingerly, by the edges as
Annette taught him 10llg ago, and scooted the easel so that he could
survey it through the window's morning light.
The painting screamed darkness. In the middle a large, heavily painted oak tree stood . In the tree a single bird's nest rested. A fat
robin sat on a branch of the tree ncar the nest, and below another
robin sat, staring up at the sky, mercifully. As always, in the bottom
right corner was hcr familinr signaturc-etched solidly: Bailey-Myers.
" Walden," her tiny voice said from behind him.
Wilmington nodded to himself because he already knew the
name o f this painting. And her lnst, and the one before that, and the
hundreds of others that had graccd this very same spot io exactly the
S<1me fashion.
He went into the kitchen to help sctthe table fo r their brenkfast.
" Yo u need to sleep, honey:' he said. She nodded her little
gi rl nod and they continued eating in silence. 1·le poured her cofTee
and watched her still lips, hoping this day would be better.
An ho ur later, Wilmington kissed hi s wife goodbye :lIld began the IO-block bike ride to the airpark where he worked as a pilot.
Final Flights began in the early '90s liS an ash scattering company for
those who wished to retum their loved ooes to earth or sen. Wilmington had been working for Final Flights for a year and a half, and
found it to be a peaceful job thm fit the pace of his life well.
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He arrived around I I a.m. every weekday morning to a list
and a box of ashes waiting to be hoisted into his planc. Ilis ooly flight
crew member consisted ofn 19-year-old boy named Maxwe ll, who sat
in the back of the Cessna 340 prepared to open urns and scatter ashes
at Wilmington 's command. Mnxwell talked a lot about girls and atrocious plans for the future- like buying a Yamaha YZF R6, and asking
some girl named Ganelle Kazinsky for a dance eventually. Wilmington considered the boy's eccentric yammering to be useless, but he
enjoyed Maxwell's compa ny and thought of him as a friend most
days.
"This one's from Charlolle. North Carolina. 'Enclosed nre
what's left of our beloved Sophie, who loved the sea and sleeping on
the back porch summer nights. ,.. Maxwell read from a card placed
inside the dull-colored bronze urn . " Hey, look, and there's a picture."
Wilmington was checking gears and knobs, test ing his signals and communications, and buckli ng his seatbelt. I Ie looked up to
see a photo of a dog most likely husky wit h the clearest eyes he 'd
ever seen. Eyes that reminded him of Annellc's.
It wasn't all that uncOlTlmon fo r familie s to send the remai ns
of their much-loved pet to be scattered. Final Flights bega n with serious conventions nbout finality, and Wilmington never questioned or
argued the sancti lYof providing this closure. After all. he was an idealist and had much experience in the death ofpcts-howevcr small
and scaly his mighl be.
"Oh, dearest Sophie," Maxwell began to croon, and so on
and so forth lImil he was eventunll y rambli ng about lost cnuses and
the state of pitiful human beings.
Wilmington said nothing to Maxwell's banter as always, and
began talking with air traffic contro l, who granted him permi ssion to
take ofT. Once in the air, Ma:'twell began again berating those who
were silly enough to pay money to cremate and then scatter their pet's
ashes, and those who nnmed their pets such silly names like Butch or
Sophie. Wilmington rarely li stened to these relentless long-winded
rants, so he tuned Maxwell out. And he liked the namc Sophie.
The comedy ofa job such as the one Wilmington and Mnxwell worked was nevcr voiced by Wilmington. He was happy to do
the honors that many cou ld not, and took much pride to be the one to
deli ver solemn j ustice. The job was ensy and fun and allowed him to
do two of his most sought after passions every single dny: fly and
think of Annette. While flying, Wilmington measured his wife's pain
nnd mulled over many a solution to its inevitabi lity.
She needed somelhing to love, rhis he knew, and he wanted
to be thc one 10 give this to her. Only, Ihey had been tryi ng for nearly
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a year, and cvcn he was bcginning to gi\c up hope. After count less
trips 10 doctors and specialists he learned that nothing was wrong
medically. Innumerable changes were made in both he and his wife's
life in order to accommodate a hcahhy baby-making atmosphere, yet
slillthey were unsuccess ful.
While they were in college, Wilmington brought up the idca
of the cheap gold fish because Annette missed her cat from home. As
a joke he brought two of the littlc things to her one evening, and instantly they became recourse for her lonelincss. Ingrid and Il umphrey
she had named them, and for three w(.."cks she could do nothing but
boast of their playfulness as they swamlcd the eireumfcrencc ofthcir
tiny littlc bowl. Then he eame home to find an empty bowl. a devastated woman, and the beginnings ofa painting.
No, Wilmington never jokcd about the tenderness these people hcld for pcts because he could share their sadness; he knew their
grief. And besidcs, Maxwell joked cnough for the both of them.
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"Muriel Sanders," Maxwell said after he'd opened the hatch
and tipped the rest of Sophie's life out the window. Wilmington
tuned the rest of this conversation out as he maneuvered the tiny plane
in circles, all the whi le his thoughts circling the certain altitude of
death.
When he returned home that night the first thing Wilmington
noticed was their clean apartment As he was accustomed aftcr a
night such as thc one Annette had the night bcfore, he usually spent
the day aftcr cleaning up her miserable adventurcs: her curled nnd
empty aluminum tubes of paint, shavings from her graphite pencils,
her smudgcd fingerprints on the comers and furniture .
But as he stepped through the door, his bike hanging from
his shoulder, his first inst inct was to worry. All around him he saw
clean, swept, and wiped-down surfaces. No piles of stained and ycllowed rags, no dirty smock hanging haphazardly over the casy chair,
and most importantly- no painting in the middle of the floor. He was
the one who usually took it upon himself to remove the paintings the
morning after-feeling it his duty to clean up the mess the night had
made for her. But somehow thc floor was void of the painting and the
eascl he 'd built for her their first Christmas together. Hc put his bike
away and went to their office: the second bedroom in thcir apartment
that served as a storage room for her paintings and his stacks of
books.
The door creaked open familiarly and the bright, thick smells
of paint filled his nostrils. lie noticed il immediately leaning against
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the far wall- the two robins hiding, still gleaming wetly. He wal ked
toward them, wiping his sweaty hands along the way. lie tilted her
painting called "Walden" fo rward so he could see her previous pieces
of despair.
Sigourney. Yes, he remembered Sigourney. He'd bought
thi s one for her birthday last year. It had survived three wecks- a
record- before gracing a small and shallow grave in Birchwood Park .
Next came the painting of the most hideous looking dead sun fl owers
he'd ever seen. This painting was nearly void of all color stark gray
with several streaks of black and white hanging ominollsly in the sky
above the unfortunate garden. Miller is what she'd named this fi sh,
and he remembered findin g him floating belly-up before her. He had
come horne from work earl y and tried his hardest to remo\'e all evidence of Miller's life before she camc home ... fai ling miserably.
As Wilmington flipped through the stacks of paintings he
remembered each fi sh clearl y.
Betsy, Ihe whitc onc with the splash of gold nC<'lr her tail ;
Jane and Exodus, the tiny pair he 'd won at the fair. li e remembered
watching her paint this one-her tear-filled eyes unstopping as the
violent swing of her arms swept across the canvas to fonn the rugged
train tracks that lead to nothing. And as Wilmington ran his fingers
over the rough strokes oflhe tracks he remembercd the painful
screams as she sank into him later thaI nighl-signaling hcr surrender.
Patrick and Henry- the painting oflh e child praying before
a gravestone that read Nowhere. A"d Fast. Parsley, his personal favorite fish that followed his fingers as they circumvented its tank.
Speklor-memorialized as a Buick 8 that was smashed into obliteration against a concrete barrier.
He could go on and on. He walked toward the large window
and saw her then- her back facing him as she kneeled, concentrated
on a spot in the grass below. He took the stairs four at a time on impulse, threw open the door with a thrash, and bolted across the street
without bothering to chcek to see if cars were comi ng.
The honk and screech of tires as they tried to suddenly stop
Slarted Annette. She tumed around- alarmed- and when her eyes
met Wilmington 's, he cou ld sec her whole body relax . This, in tum,
relaxed Wilmington, and he left the Street to meet her as she walked
toward the bench . Before she opened her mouth to speak Wilmington
knew she was okay, because she smiled and reached for him as she sat
down.
" You scared me, Will! I completcJy lost track of time. I-low
arc you? How was work, honey?" she said all at once, and before he
could even begin to answer she began to explain how she 'd fallen

37

I
(

••

asleep after Wilmington had left for work.
"And 1 had this dream, baby, and 1 was lying down in this
canoe and the water was rough. The boat was rocking and shaking
and 1 was screaming and crying for help, but it was as if' was all
alone in the world."
Out of habit, Wilmington reached out to touch her check, but
she smiled and continued.
"And then all at once the movcmcnt stoppcd. I took my
hands from the front of my eyes and sat up and ull around me I saw
the clearest, calmest water." She stopped then to look Wilmington in
the eyes- stopping his breath immediately.
" Like Lake Tahoe when you flew me there last spring," she
added calmly.
Wilmington remembered the trip vividly. The clear water,
the reflection of his plane as they flew above, and best of all Annette's
amber-colored hai r that reflected the sunlight perfectly.
"Anywuy, after that I woke up and felt much bctter. I needed
air so I came down to read, only when I got here ..... her voice drifted
offas she looked over Wilmington's shoulder 10 the back of the lot
that was littered with the tiny graves.
" Do you rcmember Sophie?" she asked her eyes still on the
patch of earth under the magnolia.
Wilmington did remember Sophie. She was the fish with the
"ich," some type offish pneumonia. On this particular night, Wilmington had brought Annette to pick out the fis h, and sure enough she
fe ll in love with the fi sh that was dying. But with a week's worth of
consistent antibiotics, Annette had nursed the thing back to health
again, only to come home to find her dead after a play one night.
Annette smiled then, and though Wilmington eould see the
studded glitter of tears in the comer of her eyes, he knew she was
glad. He put his ann around her and led her baek aeross the street
where they both gingerly walked up the stairs to their apartment and
silently went inside.
That nighl lhey l11:ldc the kind of love thM WtlS slow and delicate. Wilmington learned the geography of Annene's body long ago
and knew to cxpeclthe tangled mcss oflimbs that clung ruthlessly
together. He knew nothing but her pleasures, and it seemed the more
hope she lost the morc hope he tried desperately to give. She would
sink against him gratcfully and he would try his best to extinguish
every inch of sorrow her tender cries would surrender.
Wceks passed as Wilmington and Annette continued their
cycles of life: Wilmington in his plmle wit h Maxwell at his side, and
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Annette in her studio pausing every so onen to watch the tUlllultuouS
pMtem of the gold fish swimming in their tank. After days of solitude, she had convinced Wilmington to bring home several of them,
and they became Harry, Baldwin, The Cushion, :lnd Soviet. The
Quads is whut Annette called them, and aner they survived the fi rst
week and ~he~ the. second, Wilmington began feeling the flurry of
apprehenSion III hiS stomach he usually did when waiting fo r the fi sh
to die.
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Thi.s p~rtic.ular day ~gan usually enough with Wilmington
~aklllg and IIIstlllctlvely palling Annette's empty side of bed. I-Ie lay
the near-darkness of their room until he heard her come hOllle and
begin breakfast. She hummed from the kitchen and he knew that fo r
now Ihe lish still lived, and his wife was at least happy. After their
usual morning cOllversalion, Wi lmington kissed his wife and gathcred
his things for the bike ride to work.
,,' have a doctor's appointment today, and aficrward I plan to
go to the gallery to check on a few things," Annette said. "So you' ll
have to come strtlight home to check on them, okay?"
She looked toward the tank where The Quads swam peacefu.lly ..She didn't have to tell him he was checking to sec if they were
SI1I1 ailve, but she meant it. Wilmington assured her that he would
and continued down the stairs to the TOlid where he hopped on his bike
and traveled on to work where he knew Maxwell was already wait ing.
111

After their usual start up, Wilmington and M:l:\[well were in
the air with Maxwe ll reciting the various degrees of eulogies the box
ofum~ ha? to offer. Therc was the gentleman who seemingly died
alone III hiS apartment in upstatc ew York. He had been sent across
the country by his neighbor who knew nothing personal about the
guy, other than the fac t that he liked to collect things. There were also
the assonment of pets as usual: Polly the Siamese cm thtlt lived to be
20 yca~ old; Mar!solthe Labrador mix that liked to go swimmi ng in
the Stral.ls of FlOrida; and Sylvitl the parakeet that was nothing more
!lm~ a pl1y-sCattcr, accordi ng to the lettcr from the boyfriend who had
aCCidentally left hcr cage open.
Wilmington piloted his plane all morning and cventually the
box was empty and Maxwell sat up front , leaning back in his chair
~nd talking relcntlessly through his headset about his typical meanderIIlgs.
.., wlll1tcd to get ajob at that eopy pltlee where she worked.
~our times I tri~,(\ , man. Four times I SCnt in my appl ication and four
tllllCS ' was dellled . II 's a bunch of bulls hit is whtlt it is."
Wi lmington slared ahead without commenting back. Max-
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wcll continued.
"So I endcd up just spending, like, ovcr a hundrcd bucks
thcre by the cnd of the scmestcr, just so I could sce hcr and tal~ ~o
hcr!" 1·lc continued to complain on and on about his own stupldl.ty
and willingness to make a complcte idiot of himsci fin front of hI S
future wivcs and Wilmington stayed quict all thc while. IIc \\ondcred
how someone could ha\'c such a heavy and continuous c01l\crsalion
with themselvcs, and didn't blame Ganelle at all for ncver giving
Maxwell thc timc of day.
.
Whcn they finished for the dllY, Wilmington packcd up hIs
gcar and rode his bikc home, remembering that beforc he wcnt to thc
bar around the corncr, hc'd havc to check on Annetlc's fi sh. He
stepped through thcir apartmcnt and gavc a sigh of relief (0 scc IWO
gold and two whilC bodies swimming around their tank fervently.
""Thanks, guys," he said as he tapped their glass as he passed.
1·le put his bike away, grabbed a copy oflhe Merton book he
was reading and headed out Ihe door. Hc kncw that if Ann~tte was
spending timc lit the gallery she wouldn't b~ homc fo~ awhile. When
she did go there, she tended (0 stay a long time or untIl she got her art
fix , shc used to say.
Marcus Antonius was the fi rst bar Wilmington found whcn
he moved to the city. While he waited to hear from prospective jobs
and while Annette painted he had stolen lIway one afiernoon to the
nearest pillce he found. He was in dire need of conversllti~n and.a
cold beer, and found both ofthosc things in Marcus Ant01l1 us. Smce
then, he stopped there a few times a week to read, or to wl1tch the .
oldcr gentlemcn that sat lonely on their barstools. An.nclt.e came With
him when he could coax hcr to, and she seemed to enJOY It as well. It
was here he told her about his job with Final Flights, and hcre where
Annette had cried over many a lost fi sh, nursing her Soeo and lime.
lIenee the paradox of III/selfish love cannot rcstlJerfeclly
except ill a 101'C thar is perfectly reciprocllled: because it klloll"s thar
'he only (/"lie peace ;s fOllnd ;n sel/less 100'e, Wilmington rcad as he
sipped his drink. Hc saw her enter before she sa\~ him. Her face was
flushed from her bike ride, and she pushed her hair from her eyes and
squinted around the room. Wi lmington smiled and put a hand in the
air. Annette rcturned the smi le and after SlOpping by Ihe bar 10 order
her drink she continued toward him.
He could tell she had something to say before she reached
the table, and he pulled a chair out for her and waited. She bent for·
ward to kiss his chcek as shc sat down.
She began talking about the gallery then and Wilmington
listened full y, asking the appropriate questions when they arosc. She

spoke of complications, planned cxhibits. and artistic drama. When
he was sure she was fin ished, her drink arri ved and he asked what she
failed to mention.
" How was your appoimmcnt?""
She sipped her drink slowly before looking him in the eyes.
"Dr. Hatcher said nothing's changed. Nothing is worse, but
that certainly means nothing is beller, either. He suggested several
other alternatives, and he' s still really pressing the Nashua medicine,
but I don't know ... " 1·ler voice drifted off then and she stared at her
class as she slid it back and forth on the table.
Wilmi ngton did know. He knew three times before, three
different doctors suggestcd surefire altcrnatives proven to work. He
shuddered remembered the nights Annette spcnttrying to recover
from three fa iled attempts.
He put his hand out to comfort her, but she jerked hers away
before he could do so, and instead grabbed hi s wrist fi rmly. Il er eyes
met his and beforc he could respond they filled with tears lind she let
out a quick laugh.
"" I want it, though," she said suddenly.
Wilmington began explaining the hope they spent, and
wasted, on desperntcly trying exactly this. But Annette shook hcr
head, took another sip of her drink, and looked at the stained table top.
""I just have a feeling. Thisjust can't be it," she pauscd briefing and looked up. " J refuse to give up.""
Wilmington could not argue this, and knew no matter how
much he resisted he would eventua lly give in because it's what she
wanted. He would support her and understand her decisions, regard.
less of how reluctant he was. And he would reach deep within himself to c1cnch a fi st around another batch ofhopc for her.
They sat together in the bar for a long time, holding hands
and nOt tal king. After awhile, Annette picked up Wi lmington's book
and flip ped through its pages. She put her face close to the fl utteri ng
book, and closed her eyes, smelling it.
"Lct's go home, Will ," she said afierward, and stood.
Wilmington followed, placing his hand gingerly on the smalt
of her back as he led her toward the door.
Ten weeks bter they sat together, quietly eating over their
breakfast on a Saturday morni ng .. fier they 'd both slept in . Autumn
had fi nally come along, and they both starcd out the open blinds mthe
city as it said goodbye to summer. Afier breakfast they planned to
take a walk, and stop by the art shop. Since the addition ofthc four
scarecrows that hung bleakly over the dry ri verbed painting Annettc
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hadn't picked up a brush. The fish tank hummed empty in the comer.
She had been talking of getting another fish, and thus decided to replenish her supply of oils.
" h 's been ten weeks," she said quietly, not taking her eyes
fro m the window. Her coffee cup was in her hands, and she leaned
with her elbows on the table with the cup lifted to her face, inhaling
its fumes.
" Yes, dear," Wilmin!,rton said, remembering their trip to the
clinic, and how they did everything they could not to wait in anxious
anticipation.
" I' m going Monday, and I want you to be there," she said
and he agreed. I-Ie preferred to be there.
They finished their breakfast and walked the five blocks to
her favori te shop, and on the way home they stopped to sit on a bench
at Birchwood Park. They sat facing the roadway and watched midday
lravelers pass slowly.
"Now, me, I like names Ihat begin wilh 's.' There 's Susan
and of course, my favorite, Savannah. Sarah. Sabrina. Sandy, and
even Selma. 'S' is sexy, man, real cute. Espec ially the name
Sophie." Maxwell was silting with his feet on the back of the scat in
front of him, his arms folded behind his head.
They were preparing to land and Wi lmington had said nothing the whole day, except to announce his change ofl uck. Maxwell
had immedi:uely asked the name Annetle liked most and had spent the
duration of their fli ghl commending her on such supreme babynaming skill s.
Wilmington didn't complain, as usual, and actually enjoyed
the sound of it coming from someone else's lips.
The suffocating excitement that followed them home from
the clinic that morning twO weeks ago had finally left the air that surrounding him and Annelte. Now an excitement lingered that hinted at
a bi t of fear and unpreparedness.
l ie landed the plane, went to a short briefing, and gathered
his things to head home. It had begull to rain, but Wilmingtoll wasn't
upset because he enjoyed the rain and began 10 walk home. As he
walked he tried desperately to slow down the thoughts that sped
quickly into the future. Their apartment had instantl y become a hotbed of ex hilaration as they innocently quibbled over the four names
they eventuall y picked out: Wilmington brought Theodore and Emma
to the table and Annette decided on Jack and Sophie.
The rain soaked his hair to his scalp, and Wilmington knew
the decision wasn' t up to him, and he smi led. Annette favored Sophie
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and so they would have a Sophic. As he nearcd their apartment he cut
across Birchwood Park and looked up. A single light was on in their
living room, but Wilmington couldn't sec Annettc. li e quickened his
paee and took the stairs two at a time.
The solid smell of oils hit his nose as he neared the top of thc
stairs. Without a pause hc slid a key in the door, opened it, and swung
it open. Annette was standing behind the easel as he'd hoped and
imagined she would be. After a quick scan he not iced nothing out of
the ordinary and saw the bulkiness of the baek of the canvas surrounded by the piles of discarded paint rags and tubes of paint on the
fl oor. He saw her bare feet sticking standing unmoving in front of the
easel, but could not sec her face.
" Honey'?" he said as he slid hi s wct jacket from his shoulders
and slid off hi s shoes. There was no response and he began to walk
toward the easel. The silcnce in the apaTlmeIU unnerved him, and he
ca lled fo r Annette again. There was still no response as he passed the
empty fi sh lank and ran quick fingers through hi s dripping hair.
He reached thc casel and stared at the painting intelUly.
There was a mountain thick with trees with heavy clouds above. At
the base stood three tiny figures silhouetted and wading in what appeared to be a thick and black, oily substance. It was obviously and
unfinished painting as only part of the detai ls were in place.
" Looks good, babe," he said, kissing her check. It was wet,
and finally then he noticed her red eyes and rigid, tired stare.
Wilmington leaned in close to smell the oils. l ie noticed the
crude words written along the bottom ofth c canvas. They were
nearly indiscernible, rough, and lightly painted.
But he could make out at least of the words. l ie read it over
and over again, his heart beginning to beat nervously.
"Annette?" He called as he gripped the sides of the painting
tightly.
And he read the word ovcr and over again, standing alone
their apartment, trying 10 figh t the tears as they forced themselves
fro m his tired eyes. I-Ie called for Annette one last time and turned
away from the easel. I-Ie sank to the eouch slowly and stared at the
half-finished painting, and even from hi s distance he could make out
the name painted rudimentarily on the roughl y woven fabric .
"It's cal led "Sophie,"" Annette said soflly without turning
away from the painting. Her hand was still poised in the air with a
paintbrush, but she did not Illove.
And as she began to cry, Wilmington said nothing. l ie only
watched thc rain spatter violently againslthe limbs of the trees nestled
in the park the liny park across the street.
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La DerrOla de La Nina
(The Defeat of La Nilia)
Jessie Magee
"Man, why does Spanish group masculinc and femi nine
nouns together? The anicles change to masculine cvcry time. The
feminine gets swallowed by the masculine with groups of anything."
He moves nothing but his mouse finger as if I didn't speak.
I'm on the bed in his dorm trying one last time to get him to talk to
me. He hasn't moved from his computer IIcross the room since I came
in and seemingly hasn't noticed a woman is in his bed, He didn't look
up when I came in.
His constant video gaming uses the cncrgy I get so upset
about wasting, but he doesn't make the connection, a~ us~a.1. It's possible I' m \\Tong and computers have nothing to do with rising t.e~
peratures, Maybe EI Ni~o wi ll reall y save the ~ay instead of rum It.
Maybe he didn't understand what I said.
..
'
"Li ke 'ci n i~o' and 'Ia nina' change to 'los Il1nos IIlstead 01
' las ni~as, ,,' The back of his head stares me down. He look French;
maybe it's different in French.
I'
'
"
" People don't know nearl y as much about La Ina enher, I
5<1Y, and begin reading wha! I' m slUdyi ng, "Oftell. olle d~eSl/'t kllOw
La Niita exists and is somelimes cafled lIlIIi-£! Nino (which means
'anti-Christ child). II's Ihe same basic phenomenon liS EI Nhio and
causes similar deslruction. The frequency of both is illcreasing as
carbon emissions alld temperatures go III'. " 1 peer around the side of
his car. His eyebrows arc raised like he could respond ~ut knows bet-,
ler. As hard as J'llltrying, you'd th ink he'd say somethmg, He docsn t
get it and I don ' t do well with si lences.
"Maybe you could reduce your own carbon emissions by
turning otT your damn computer once in awhile. Pretend you aren"t
just doing it fo r me or that you have a relationship based on some.
thing that isn' t digital. Maybe talk to m e ? " .
The first thing he's heard since I walked 111 the room IS the
attack on his pathetic passion fo r online poker, his manhood. His
freshly chopped hair doesn't move when he tums his head toward me.
"Whatever," hc says, typically,
I remember what he looked like before all his shoulderlength hair disappeared. He used to talk to me and hold my ha.nd, 1
didn't love him because of his long hair, but if this decreased mtcrcst
in cverything is the progress he makcs from long hair to shon hair, I
have no desire to know him when he's bald. "Los Nillos dOli 't e\'er
come Ileal' each other. " I read aloud, now to myself more than to him.
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"rhey occllr somell'hat on olher sides of Ihe plallel. rhey dOli '1 ever
IOuch. ..
His lips twitch, but he doesn't smile. He'd lose every time if
he played real-life poker with a tell like that.
"Every so oftell, it is ambiguous if the wellliler changej' are
from EI Nilio or La Ni,/ll. Inlhis case. Ihe effects tire alwtlys allrib/lIed 10 EI Nil/o. That's why so few know about La! EI gets all the
credit! ..
rm suddenly very aware of his cyes on me. He blows me a
kiss, and J wish I had been able to convince him silent ly to stand up
and ki ss me properly, He shouldn't necd conv incing that being close
to me won't cause catastrophic climate changes like being closc 10 his
electronic rriends will, that the convergence of our lips won't cause an
uproar at sea. IIc's happy as long as they aren't catastrophic effects to
the electronic hand he's been dealt.
"La Nil/a i,f cold. EI Nitta hal. Their existence is IIlIlIIral, bul
sOllie research ShOll'S risillg lemperatures tire making il more ul/likely
forlhem 10 occllr (If the same lime . .. La has to do something drastic to
reach EI or he'll get the credit next time she strikes,
I stand, go towards him, and kiss him likc I wanted, Hc
moves so little his kiss comes from the comer of his mouth. He doesn't even bothcr 10 close his eyes so he can see his next hand .
For a split second, his eyes cotmect with mine instead of his
King's and I think we've won.
He blinks, and when his heavy, sleep-deprived eyelids lift up
again, his pupils arc staring - blankly - at the computer screcn, unable
to resist the shiny, bright lights.
I've gone all in for thc la st time.
His royal flus h trumps the hands of the others. He smi les and
tums hi s head towards me for a kiss,
I fold.
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Pantoum for Your Garage
Jessie Magee
My finge rs didn ' t reach your skin.
I sal behind you, examining your hands,
busy in a struggle wilh a carburetor,
your muscles teasing the wrench in half-circles.

I dropped my hand from your back;
I saw Illy love drop rrolll your fingers
when the motor crushed metal to a halt.
Your hands started turning half-circles before

I sat behind you, examining your occupied hands.
I wished to be a carburetor to feel your muscles work me
like
your muscles teased the wrench, in half-circles,
ir on ly so you cou ld lind my love, the love

I saw my love drop from your fingers:
busy in a struggle wit h a carburetor,
hands turning half-circles before
my fingers cou ld reach your skin.

I
(

I wished was a carburetor. To reel you r muscles work me
• I

like
I needed fixin g, needed my oil changed,
if only so you could find my love, the love you
lost in your garage that day you kissed me like
I needed fi xing, needed my oil changed,
not like I was a woman
10s1 in your garage. ThaI da y you kissed me like
you knew how to repair my damage,
not like I was a woman:
trai ling your greasy lin ge rs down my ann,
thinking you knew how to repair my damage
like you could stop the leaks in the carbu retor.
You trailed your greasy fingers down my arm
and I dropped my hand from your back,
hoped for leaks like the carburetor hadwhen the motor crushed metal to a halt.
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Medica l Record
Kimberl y Reynolds

The \ Vhippoorwill
Kimberly Reynolds
From inarticulate darkness
the Whippoorwill's refra in
drips from tree fingers,
tiptoes the strand ,
branches th e waterscape
between th e black bramble
and the belly or my boat,
fonning ligaments, muscles, bones,
the skeleton given shape to stand
in the air made e lectric
by its song.

NAME: Kimberly J . Rl.'y no lds
DATE: 3 / 05 / 2009
AGE / DOB :
31 / Aug 17 1977 1:18AM
ACCOUNT #: 70000001
PH YS ICIAN:
Qui nn Quackery M.D., FACS
General Surgery
KIMB ERLY J. REYNOLDS

70000001
J I 0512009
C UI EF COM I)LA INT(S):
I . Hashimoto's Thyroidi tis (an autoimmune disease in which
the immune system attacks the thyroid gland; named after
and discovered in 191 2 by Dr. Hakaru Hashimoto, who was
inspired to study medicine because of the legacy of his great
grandfather. a physician who, trusted by the feudal lord, was
permitted to carry a sword while he practiced) with the presence of goi ter.

2.

She repons sometimes forgctting where she 's going, being
preoccupi ed by the prattle of bi rds at the window, which, she
says, remind her of death and her grandmother, all igator lady
skin, waking from dreams of red, slithering things sli nking
beneath her flesh. feel ing like a marionette on her last string
being directed by a cl umsy hand in the sky, checking the
alarm clock, the stove, the lock too many times, believing
that god's voice is the slendcr strcam of light that slips
through cloud clusters, thinking thm everyone' s distracted by
the bulge that bobbles in her neck when she talks, real i:ring
that, though unspoken, everyone fee ls the s..1me, lonely and
afraid of dying.

HI STOIl.Y OF PRESENT I LLN ESS:
The patient believes the
Illass in her throat may have developed from " keeping quiel" for mOSt
of her chi ldhood, as that' s what "good little gi rls do" or afte r too
Illany home haircuts, in which she could never ho ld her head still or
crane her neck high enough for the sheer of her mOlher's si lver scissors.
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PAST M [O ICAL I-II STO I~Y :
Paticnt appcars untrusting of doe·
tors, claiming they judge her when she 's honest about past recrea-.
tional drug use and are always laking things out of her: teeth, tonsIls,
and now, thyroid.
SOC IAL HI STORY:
In seventh f,'11lde, she reports being fearful
that peers will discover Ihal her whitc "Highlights" shoes are generic,
not the actual Sam and Libby's everyone else is wearing. At puberty,
she is ashamed of her breasts or, as her mother calls them, her
"shame," and is embarrassed because she just doesn't need to shave as
early as the other girls and gets her period long after all of her friends
have gotten theirs.
ALLERG IES:

SULFA.

M [O ICATlONS:

Synthroid 75 meg and Ortho Cyclen.

FAM ILY UISTORY:
The patient reports leaving home first at
five years old, packing her makcshift " Raggedy Ann" suitcase, which
had been a child's record player, but. after it stopped spinning, the
intemal contents were gutted and the outer part kept as a suitcase,
with pencil, paper, crayons, coloring book. and her favori le doll. Just
before making it nllthe way to her babysiuer's trailer. she is found out
by her father. Because of her poor decision to run away in loo-big-forher house shoes, she must stop cvery few moments to slip hcr fcct
back into thc sl ippers and c ... ery pause invites a wiry switch across the
backs of her legs. And "switchcs," she says, "hurt worse than belts."'

for the doctor, being lold 10 lie back on the table, relax, and look up at
thc lo\'eablc puppy poster on thc ceiling whilc ncedlcs are poking and
prodding hcr neck. She wonders why thc nurse had to rcstrain her
during the fine needlc aspiration whcn she clcarly was not struggling.
SHE IS ASK ING TOO MANY QUESTIONS. Surgcry recom.
mended.

(

PLAN: Invasive surgery to rcmove mass and thyroid. I have dis.
cussed the treatment. risks, and side efTects with the patient: thyroidectomy; polentia l voice loss and pemmncnt hoarsencss (NO MORE
BOTHERSOME QUESTI ONS FROM THIS PAT IENT); lifelong
medication: conditions syslematic of hypothyroidism.
POST-OP FOLLOW UP:
I)atient rl!ports short-tcrm voice
loss and deprcssion. She is comforted tl13t many 110teworthies likc
Faulkner, Hcmingway, Dickens, Woolf. Blake Dicki nson Eliot
Keats, Poe, Plath, and Sex ton shared similar l1l~d disorddrs. Sh~ also
reports sleep disturbances characterized by nightmares of "axes at the
root of my throat whcre Ihe taut red-bluc cords pul se and sing; the
scooping and hollowing out orthc place where the lump had grown
ripe and round, largcr eaeh year with the words that would not comc
out." In addition, she cxhibi ts some marked paranoia, wondering if we
kept the "lump" for biopsy; she is fearflll that if dissected, "her secrets
will tumble OUl."

DISCUSSION : In further qucstioning about her goiter, she appears
anxious. asking why her bolded account number takes preeminence
over her condition. This, she says, proves doetors care more about
making money than curing patienls. In addition, she wonders why shc
has to wait so long when shc "clearly" had an appointment and complains that the stafT wi ll not listen
to her ("she knows her own body") and addresses her with questions,
commands, and jargon she cannot understand. She is anx ious about
missing school and work for "this litany oP' medical procedures. She
is tired of undressing in front of strangers, wearing an ill -fitti ng paper
gown, the ch ill of the stethoscope, breathing in, then out, being asked
questions with a thermometcr in her mouth, making a fist , then releasing it, thumbing through outdated magazines and looking at a painting
ofa surgeon's hand bcing guided by Jesus while waiting another hour
50
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Cod in The Bomb
Eddie Rogers
~At allY street comer thejee/ing oj absurdity call strike allY mall in the
jace. " -Albert Camus

Jordan Speer

Tim Gcilhncr

Tick-tock- a second of time floats ofT the clock-towards
heaven, except it's floating toward the sun, and in this world there is
no heaven. I'm sitting at the dinner table thinking, "How the hell did I
get here?" And I don't know. Alii know is that I've been here before.
The Atomic Bomb has invited my cousins over for dinner. The
Atomic Bomb wi ll drop - hi s pants, humiliate me, <Lnd force me to
come to the ultimate conclusion that this life is meaningless, and I am
nothing but a meaningless fragment of dust blowing in the wind. The
Atomic Bomb, he will be laughin g hi s ass ofTthe whok time .
My eyes trace the perimeter of my kitchen, like they've done
a countless number of times. They scan three gray b<Lrren walls, wi th
<L fourth one behind me in my periphera l. There's some sunlight shining through the window to my left . I can see it reflecting off the sink
in the comer. A grandfather clock sits against the wall straight in
front of me. It's a colossal eyesore. It does nothing 10 the room except aggravate its aura. It's like a big fat beached whale, all rotten. If
it were literally a beached whale. I would try to tear il apart with a
stick or something. I would destroy it. I'm here, thinking thi s
thought, motionless, staring straight, waiting. I'm wailing for my
cousins [i ke ['ve done many limes before. I'm waiting for Ihe end of
the world - all over again.
Tick-tock- a second of time fl oats ofT the clock - and instead
of float ing toward the sun, it buzzes across my round wooden table
and up 0010 my forehead , only it has six legs and little wings, and I
slap its frail little body against my skull. Still staring forward, I can
fee l its guts sliding down my face. I just wish they were the guts of
something real.
I've been here at thi s table so many times, it feels as though
time has given up on me. To be honest, I elm't even remember my
namc. [don't think it mailers though. I'm not telling you all thi s so
you know my name, or my story, or to tell you about true love, or the
meaning of life, or any of that bullshit. I'm telling you this because I
j ust gotta believe that someone is listcning. [ gotta believe my existence is not just a reoccurring pract ical jokc, but [ know it is. I know
it is, because The Atomic Bomb is laughing his ass ofT. I know it is,
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because in an hour from now, I'll realize my mind has been plugged
into some crazy ass computer simulation program- all over again.
Let me tell you about The Atomic Bomb. He's the guy who
controls my life in this place, where\'er the hell this is. The Atomic
Bomb is a no good filthy bastard, but he's one drop dead gorgeous son
of a bitch. II is smile would drive the most eamest and pious of nuns
straight to hell, screaming halle-fuckin-lujah all the way down. His
smi le is like a big fat line of pure cocaine. I know it is. I've seen the
end of the world over and over, and I swear to you, right before the
world ends. The Atomic Bomb smi les a big pearly Chri stmas moming
at this one grizzly bear looking dude, and that dude, he s ll1as he ~ a n~a
son jar full of coi ns right against his fa ce. He bleeds to death TIght III
the middle of the sidewalk before anyone calls:m ambulance or anything. And I watch him. I watch him die every single time: .
Sec, in this computer simulation program, I keep Ilvmg the
same fourteen hours over and over, and I've seen this grizzly bear looking dude bleed to death over and over and again. An~ I've nev.er seen
his funeral, but I can imagine everyone would be telhng realmee stories about the grizzly bear looking dude, and making him sound illi .
profound und everything. I'm sure they'd have the dude draped up III
all sorts of war garments and meda ls of all kinds, and have his body
sent on a naming raft over the ole Niagara, and e\'eryone would reo
member how much ofa great ole bastllrd he was.
But, I've never seen his funeral. He'll be dead IIgain here in a
bit, and in a sense, maybe he's already dead. Maybe hc's dead fo rever.
In a sense maybe I'm dead forever too. I gucss I have to be, bccause
I've seen l~lY own funem!. I'm nOl kidding. The Atomic Bomb video
taped my funeral in the real world and plugged it into my mind in this
computer simulated purgatory. I guess he still has my brain in a jar or
something. That's really the only explanation [ can come up with. I'm
foreed to watch it every timc it's playcd. [havc to. I mean, [ can't
closc my eyes or anything. Closing my eyes isn't gonna do shit if the
thing is plugged into my fucking mind. so [ watch.
.
.
At my funeral, no one cried. Everyonc was k1lld ofplsscd ofT
actually. It wns pillin bad and everyone thought so. All the gucsts had
all been waiting around for about an hour and a halfbccause my body
arrived late to the funcra l. By the time it got there, only fi ve people
were still there, wait ing for the damn th ing to be ovcr with. There was
The Atomic Bomb, 2 strippers that he was bringing to a bachelor party
later that cvcning named Shcy·Shey and T -Bone, my uncle Mark who
is the leader of somc bizarre alien-god cult somewherc out in Knnsas,
and my mother.
They held the funeral on one of the basketball courts lit First
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Baptist Church, and thcy had to CUI the funeral short due to a youth
group basketball tourney going on that day. Not much was said; however The Atomic Bomb told this one story about how I once drank
two whole bottles of cough symp during my first day of high school,
climbed out the window. got onto the roof, then started pissing and
throwing my own shit allover the dean of student's white mustang in
the parking lot below. The tmth is, I never did tltal, but Thc Atomic
Bomb thought it would be good to tell. li e said it was an example of
how litt le I cared about the troubles of the world.
Since there weren't enough anus to carry my casket to my
grave, and the whole Ihing became a big hassle, everyone agreed that
uncle Mark could take my body back to Kansas with him and usc it as
a vessclto try to summon one of hi s crazy ass alicn gods with. The
Atomic Bomb eventually decided 10 se ll the casket to somc dude from
this nihili stic Swedish drone metal band for real cheap on eBay. The
bnnd wanted to use it fo r the purpose of burying their lead singer alive
in it with a microphone, then record hi s Inst struggling moments of
life. Apparently it was goi ng to be the most darkest, most metal shit
ever. " He would have wanted that," everyone s.1id when they found
out about me and my coffin, "Hc would have wanted nothing more."
The troubling thing about having my mind plugged into a
computer simulation program is that I 'm not able to tell the difference
between the real world and the simulated one. It's an exact copy, al·
most. At least, [think it is. Once thc script of the program ends, it
resets, and I go right back to thc beginning of it all. I'm living the
same shit over and over, but I never realize the reality of the end until
my cousins arri ve. Right now, silting here, I know it's going to hap·
pen, but I don't actually "realizc" the reality of it until I see them nr·
rive. It's like a bad dream you keep wnking up from and goi ng back
into as soon as you're done tell ing yoursel f it was just a dream. When
you're ilwake. it's easy to tell yourself it's not real.
In just 45 minutes I'll reach the end of the script. It's as if
God, in all his omniscient and omnipotent glory, just throws in the
towel 5 minutes after staning the creation of the universe and says,
"Eh, what the hell! Just put what I got so far on repeat. Forever.'·
And hcre I am, sitting at my round dinncr table with 5 empty seats
around me, waiting for my cousins, wai ting, being foreed to feel this
experience is unique. Tnlst me, in this state, you can feci the warmth
of spring and all it's merry-go· rounds and tulips dancing around all
day long and not believe it one bit. Eventually you stop seeing reality
as "real" because you realize that your rcality is just a copy of n copy
of a copy of a, well you get the picture .
My ass stans to feel all damp so I stand up and strctch. I feel
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my spine bend. My arms reach towards the cei ling. Moving my body
is difficult. It fee ls as though all the fluid in my body has been replaced with glue . It feels slow and sticky, like mucus draining down
your throat. I begin to cough. I feel sick, so I decide to stumble over
to the kitchen sink and splash some water against my face. The water
is thick with grime and ruSI. It feels disgusting. and I don't feel any
bener. I knew it wouldn't help. but I pretended it would anyway. Feeling indifferent. I tll.1ke my way back to the chair. I slare allhe grandfather clock.
I must have gone through the routine of Ihese fourtecn hours
at least eight million times by now. Who keeps track after Ihat long?
1·lave you ever had that movie you've seen so many times, that you
don't havc 10 pay attcntion to it anymore to experience it? Do you
know what I mean? You watch it and you're saying all the dialogue in
your head two seconds bcfore it's even delivered out off your television
sel. You watch the ending, thinking it's just as great as the last time
you've seen it, and all the times before that. You repeat the process- all
over agmn.
But, you know, there's something that changes between the
first and the cight mill ionth time you've scen something. Somewhere.
subconsciously, your mind begins to play the movie - thc scripl whatcver it is - for itself and you're no longer waiting. but cxpccting.
and instead of watching the movie - script - whatcver- you begin looking for things that shouldn't be there. You begin scrcami ng for the
good guy to die. fo r the hero to trip and fall on his face just before he is
supposed to make it OlLt alive at the very last second. Sometimes you
wish the cowboy would j ustlcave that bitch tied up on the train track
and let her sorry ass be transfonned into a blood eloud.
Eventlllilly. you just want change, no matter how terrible it
may seem. I know this. I know this, because it·s all I thi nk about. I'll
think nbout all sorts of shit like that, like how bad I'd like to be bobbing
for the apples of Eden, then say fuck it, and grip thc serpent wit h my
teeth and rip his fuc king head off. Then. I'd take all those apples and
shoot thcm into space towards heaven with a note that says, " How's
this for free will , ass hole!" But, thcrc's no heaven to scnd my notc to
hcrc. no afterlife. Therc's no rejoice hallclujah, no thy kingdom come
thy wi ll be done. There's onl y these fourteen hours. There's on ly the
tick-tock of The Atom ic Bomb.
Almost thirteen ho urs ago. and al most forty minutes fro m
now, my world ends right before it begins. It ends wi th the death ofa
grizzly bear looking dude. It begins with me peeling my sticky face off
the surface of my round dinncr tablc, and sceing The Atomic Bomb
with a shovel outsidc my window, He's in my backyard, standing in a
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pit, waist deep. He's smiling a set of ivory piano keys at a white wedding.
" Rise and shine, Gary," hc calls to me through the window
sticking his shovel deep imo the ground, "Wake up and smell the '
fucking morning, Gary!" I lis voice is Illumed.
My eyes are glazed over so bad, they might have both jusl
popped out of a \vomb. "Gary?" I say under my breath, "Who thc fuck
IS Gary? My names not-"
"You're namc's fuckin Gary. Gary," he says as hc shovels a
large scoop of dirt over his shoulder. His smile is gorgeous, It's like a
dove breaking the bonds of chains and liberating itself up imo the
clouds, "You don't have a choice."
"What the hell arc you doing!" I yell at him through the pane
of glass.
"I'm diggi ng up dead bodies, Gary!"
"What? Why the hell arc you I mea n what the -"
" Because I've gOlla! lJecause you don't amount to shit, Gary.
I'm th.e one who has to 1ll1lkc changes in the world. Change is desired,
you bitch ass ! That's why I'm switching all these dead bodies around
mixing em up. I dig up this bastard and bury em where that bastard '
was supposed to be,"
"But why?"
"Because Garieec." hc yells, taking a few steps back and
grabbing a half-decomposed corpse propped up beside a trce,
"Because Gary, I'm God now. I eomrol things now. Deal with it!"
Dragging the corpse from underneath its arms. he brings it to the pit
and drops it down.
"Whatever... .. I hCliT a mumed thud.
He laughs, wiping his hands on his khaki pants. "Oh, and by
~he .way, I invited your cousins into town. They'll be hcre tonight. I
lIlvlted them ovcr for din ncr. Tonight's the night, Gary,"
I want to say, " fuck you," but I don't. Instead. I stay scated
and stare at the grandfathcr clock, thinking about my cousins' arrival.
I obsess ovcr their visit. From the momcnt The Atomic Bomb tells
me about my cousins' invitation, to the timc they arrive, I dwell on the
subject. Most of my existence is spcm doing this, dwell ing on how
emba~ssed I'm going to bc. The Atomic Bomb will drop _ his pams
nghtlll fro nt of my cousins, and humiliate mc to no cnd. This is thc
worst thi ng that ever happcns to me, and that's why it's so horrible to
experience. The Atomic 80mb is right. I don't have a choice, because if! did I would do somethi ng about it all. I swear I would.
In thirty minutes thc world ends and I'm daml! fine with it.
There's no sunlight shining through the kitchen window anymore. A
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hand is resting on my shoulder. My staring contest with the grandfather clock is brought to a hah. I look over my right shoulder. The
Atomic Bomb is peering down at me. His smile is a white picket
fence that bo:uders the foundlltio n of the American dream, all
wrapped up in white powdery one hundred dollar bills and baby diapers clean enough to scrub the oil off your face with.
Behind him lire my cousins. There arc millions of them.
They are black silhouelles, tall enough to be sky scrapers. They are
lined in rows long enough to go 011 fo r miles. They arc strangers.
They all look the Sli me. Thcy nil look like me. They begin cra wling
into my kitchen on their hnnds and knces and start tearing down the
walls. Dust and rcsidue crawl into my cye lids. The Atomic Bomb's
hand still rests on my shoulder. Hc is laughing his ass off. I-lis laughter is rattling the inside of my skull. Thc silhouettes are whispering.
Suddenly, there is si lencc. The d ust clears. I sit at my round
dinner table in II graveyard that strctches on beyond sight. The silhouettes arc standing, surrounding lIle, staring at lIlC Irom hundrcds of
feet up in the nir with blnnk black faccs. Thc Atomic Bomb crawls
onto the dinner table. laughing, then slowly stands, slouches over, and
drops - his pants. His khaki pants fa ll down to the surfacc of thc dinner table and pile up next to his ankles. I'm blinded from a light projccting from his groin. He is lllughing. There is a television displaying a screen of gray static in the place of where his genitals should be.
His laughter transcends into the ringi ng of static. It emi ts an ovcrwhclming cruckl ing hiss, which creates a dizziness throughout my
body.

One of the silhouettes kneels down and extends an ethereal
finger. Slowly uncoili ng, the finger slides into the The Atomic
Bomb's back, and pulls out a bronze crank, which looks liS though it
would be appropriate on a chi ldren's wind-u p toy, then bcgins winding the crank in slow precise 180 degree turns. The sound of static is
dcafening. Thc winding persists. The Atomic Bomb is smiling. like
genocide. Thc winding stops. The black shadowy f<"tces of the si lhouelles are focused onlhe television screen. They glow in a sea of
static. They watch the screen. I watch the screen. Thc static begins
to clear. A television broadcast is revealed.
I wlltch liS I see headlines scroll over a variety of news
broadcasts. The headlines read all sorts of crazy ass thi ngs like:
"Worst Genocide Si nce Hit ler," "Computer Hacker Kills lIalf The
Human Race," and "Nuclear Holocaust Begins." A female reporter
on the verge of breaking into tears begins explai ning how a mastermind computer hacker found a way to break the V.S. govemment's
security system and fired anned nuclear warheads all o\-er the world.
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There are ~mages of vast deserts of ash. One shows Berlin. Another
show~ Pa~ls. I sec London, Beijing, Ghana, Moscow and Los Angeles. 1 hey re all deserts. They're all graveyards.
. Thi.s is when I reali7c everything. This is when I realize
there IS ~ pomt when humil ity turns into guilt, and there's a point
whe~ gUilt gets so overwhelming it baptizes you in nihilism. There's
a ~lI1t when everything rational slips into the absolute absurd. And
that s what happened to me. I'm feel ing the weight of half the deaths
of the human race, and now I'm hidden here with The Atomic Bomb
and.IllY secrct fo r eternity. The Atom ic Bomb is right. [ don't have a
chOIce, because if I did I would do someth ing about it all.
, The t~levisio n is back to static. The sil houcnes are still.
They re ~r~athlllg. They're glowing the samc gray fuzzy distort ion as
the tclevlston screen. There is white noise fluttering down on me like
snow flakes. The world looks different. For the fi rst time in the last
fourteen h~urs I hear my heart beat. I feel my eycs blink rapidly. I
feel the I~alr on ~he back of my neck stand stilT. Everything appears to
be bJeedlllg st:tt l~. Is this rCIII? I stand up for the first time in hours.
~y legs are shakt~g. They'rc brillle. They're vibrating. They're movIIlg. They're runnlllg. I'm runn ing as fast as I can. I'm running as fast
as I can. I'm running as fast as.
"Excusc me sir, do you have any change? I'll be honest, I
Just need some money 10 drink away this terrible world. Can you do
that f~r a poor w~shcd up vetera n?" The grizzly bear looking dude is
standlllg straIght ltl front of me, gently shaki ng his mason jar wit h a
small assortment of change in it. The coins clink against the glass.
I pause for a moment. I'm just as shocked as J've been a
COuntless number oflitl1~s before. Looking around, I find mysclfsurround~d by sky scrapers 111 the streets ofa city I can't recognize. Attem~tl1lg to gather,myscl,f, all out o~b~ath, I barely manage to mutter, Vh u~ m I can t. I, I t~l trapped inSIde a computer simu lation program. J thmk, J mean I thmk I'm here bec,lUse I killed half the human
rac~. J uhl~: I th ink someone is plllying a joke on me. Someone put
me In here!
.
. The grizzly bear looking dude's eyes widen and he scratches
hiS chill through a thickjunglc ofbcard. "Really? That's real damn
st~nge .. I t~ink the same thing has happened to me. Is this program
Written III bmary or decimal coding?"
"I uhh, I mean, I have 110 fucking clue."
"Ah, I sec, J guess you're not a computer guy arc you?"
. In twent.y five minutes the world will end. The Atomic
Bomb ]S approachmg me. ]·Ie's smiling a smi le that is meaningless.
lie gazes at mc for a moment with his big meaningless smile, then
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says, " Hey Gary, do you have any spare change on you? I'm just
looking to get fucked up." Then, he sees the grizzly bear looking
dude standing behind me and pecks around my shoulder. The Atomic
Bomb and the grizzly bear looking dude make eye contact. The
Atomic Bomb is smiling an abyss of absolute absurdity. I hear a mason jar shatter against fle sh and bone. Coins dance across the sidewalk. I turn around. He's unconsc ious. He's bleeding.
"Why did you do that! " I say, almost choking on my own
words.
"Jokes on you, Gary," The Atomic Bomb says, as he lights
up a cigarette. Its ember is burning likc the SUIl. Smoke floats towards the cold, dead cmptiness of space.
"No, J mean , why arc you doing this to me? Why am J here?
What's the meaning of all-,"
"Shut the fuck up Gary, and watch him! Watch what happens to him."
The man lies bleeding in thc street corner. I watch him. He's
dying. He's bleeding. He's dead. Tick-tock- a second of time floats
off the clock- all over again.
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Ode 10 Silence
Eddie Rogers
" There is I/O s uch thing as 01/ empl)' space or an empty time. There is
alll'a)'s something 10 see, something to hear. In fact. try as we may to
make a s ilenCl!, lI'e CallI/ot. .. --John Cage

brothers and sisters point up
to heaven, where they think God should breathe
maller, pulling vices from all us sinners, while
the lips of slouched over veterans pull smoke
from narcotics and push them out like
the bi g bang, or the boom boom of gangsta rap
frolll the shiverin g subwoo fer in the car
outside my rattling window. fingers and
compass needles point in various directions
that feet walk in. footsteps push grass
beneath trails where earth's detectives
find hardened so il. people point
down where grass is mi ssing. they say nothing.
nothing, like the sound of mathematics. pencils
scratch the surface of paper, as prayers strap
sadd les to faith , and ride up-up-up with helium
towards heaven, towards Chicago,
where I heard the subtle hum of the stage
before the lights dimmed , before the saxophone
pretended to be an el ephant, somewhere
between the darkness of my bedroom and my
first dream ofCthulhu's silhouette out at sea.
my thought s slurred like a drunken trombone.
silence was nowhere, even the roaches scraped
against lhe cherry surface of my desk drawer
as they scattered after light crept in, over
the cracks li ke a morn ing horizon.
si lence was nowhere. even if i had a remote con trol
for my brain, the mule button would cause my last
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thought to ring out to infinity, beyond the reach
of fingers, beyond the direction of heaven, beyond
everything, everywhere, except nowhere,
where God's thoughts are still, as he holds
his breath, and listens to silence.
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Thoughts About Hard Ncws on th e
First Day of C reativc Non-Fiction
Mandy Simpson
U ad : Short. Make them salivate. Tell them the only way to satisfy
the suddenly heavy moisture wetting their tongue is to fill their
mouths with the words len untouched on the page below. If you have
style. if you can actually transform heavy-handed information into
something elegant that swcetly slips down the reader's throat thrill
them with it here. From this point on, facts and formula run the game.
so say it here. Prme to them you can write now, right now.
Example lead : If you want to know the purpose of thi s es5<.1y. I haven't gOllcn to it yet. Keep reading. (The pressure ora lead
gets to me. Keep reading. I w3ntto show you I can write. Keep
reading.)

Nutgraph: One sentence. Sum it all up here. Feed them li ke you
promised. If they only read this sentence, they should understand the
entire purpose of the article. Cran it carefully, though . Take the edge
ofT, but leave them hungry for the swell of explanations that follow.
Exnmple nutgraph: This piece isn't really about how to write
hard news,

Example:
I. J oum~lism has little in common with creati ve writing, he said,
She did 100; actually, mOSI people do. I am painstakingly
aware of this fact.
2. I write like a journalist, listing fhcts, telling other peoplc's stories. [I have no idea how to tell my own story.]
3. I starve for news, breaking news, because I can' t write like
H.cmmingway, but he can't rise from the grave to tcll you the
director of Hobson House has been embezzling for three
years.
4, You don't care. You ' re busy reading Hemrningway, Man, he
can write.
Unim~rtant infomlation: lfany readers make it this far, give them
somethlllg ~weet, succulent. Wet their moulhs again. Rcward yourself
as well; wnte what's important to you. Your SIOry is ubout whalthc
reader nceds to know, not what you want to tell them. Tell thcm now'
no one will make it this far anyway.
'
Example: Sometimes, I think r pursue journalism because I
don't have the skill to write creatively. I'd rather pretend I nobly sacrifice the beauty ofwhac 1 want to say, for the urgency ofwhac people
need 10 know,

Quote: Let someone credible say iI, or react 10 it. You have no voice,
You hnve cold facts, and hot opinions from "credible" sources.
Throughout thc rest of the story, mix them perfectly to concoct something lukewarm- casy to swnllow courses for readers with slowly
filling bellies. But for now, give them something burning, something
biting,
Example quote: "For all youjoumalisls, pretend you're writing fo r an audience whose reading level is above fourth grade," the
professor said. [Heat]. "Write a real sentence for once," hc said.
[Fire]
Explain the facts in descending order of importance: Self explarUltory, (Jounmlists explain the self-explanatory.) Use the classic inverted pyramid model. At the lOp, placc essential information: long
strips of tough, rubbery, protein readers must gnaw until subjectivc
tTllth seeps out of objective information-a perfect main course.
Don't forget to leavc all the small details, all the spicc, all the unique
particulars thac make a story worth consumption, at the hollom.
Those ingredients arc unimportant.
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Bones
Sarah Spinks
It is late aftemoon
when we find the bones.
Pale reminders of life
lost
transfonned
pushing through moist dark earth.

I stand,

I

trapped between earth and sky and
disjointed wind,
unsure, caged by bones.

(

Don ' ll11ove, he says.
Don' t move.

No joint no flesh no
connect ion
transfixed and
scattered

.'

lost
aJaw,
a femur,
a hoo r,
a rorgotten pelvis
li ke a roman mask
peering through the dirt
of memory.
I do not touch ,
1 do not draw ncar
but move up the steep hillside
to the wind and the sun
whil e he takes up the ma sk,
props it on a dead branch
and through its empty eye
fixes my image with a clear glass gaze.
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Swimming Pools
Brillany Szabo
The only way to survive summers growing up in Florida was
in your swimming pool. At eight years old, the water was my holy
ground on the days \~hen everything looked yellow and blurred, like
the whole world was melting into a hazy pool for me to swim in.
Some people ease into the water toes first, then knees, belly
bUllon, nipples, neck, like it's their baptism. But I had to dive headfirst every time: tip-toe to the tile, arms raised to the sun, eyes closed,
a leap of faith and ... SPLAS H, I enter a new world as a new being.
Underwater. everything sounds far away. Words arc lost in a
rush of tiny bubbles; you can hear their sounds but not their meaning.
Everything looks fULlY and dull: the bright flowers in your bathing
suit tum a wilting pale-blue. Underwater, everything loses its weight,
even the organs in your body and the thoughts in your brain. This
feeling of weightlessness is somethi ng rare, something people forget
until they see a single leaf making its slow, dancing descent to the
ground.
I used to take a blue plastic dive ring and squeeze it around
my ankles so I could only swim like a mennaid. My mother told me I
was only going to drown myself that way, but I liked being something
other than human. [liked noatingjust under the surface with my mermaid tail, watching the clouds ripple into new shapes in the sky and
the tree branches bend and bulge in the waves.
Graceful I was not, and I wore the ring around my ankles
every time I swam, hoping to evolve into a beautiful half-fish right
there in the chlorinated water. I spent as much time as [ could underwater. Even in the bathtub, I would stick my head under the mountain
of soap bubbles and hold my breath until I almost passed out. I
brought down lillIe cups and had tea parties at the boltom of the pool,
where sometimes a huge Great White shark would crash the party and
I'd use my trusty trident to stab the shark after a fierce chase through
the drain-cave in the deep end. After emerging from the abysmal
depths, my fishy friends all cheered for me in a growing cloud of bubbles and OUi of these bubbles swam the cutest merboy in my whole
pool to kiss my puckered mennaid lips.
Underwater, I erCllted my own ,",,'orld, my own mles, a powcr
lost along with childhood laughter. Something has to happcn in cvcry
kids' life that makes them grow up.
That same summer, my mother took us to the creek she livcd
in as a little girl in Beaver Creek, Pennsylvania. Every day after
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school, she'd go thcre to catch fish, pick nowers, swim, sun bathe on
the rocks, anything. It was her escape, one she'd lost long ago. "The
water is much lower than it used to be," she said to me as I slipped
across the roeks covered in some sH mey plant . It was the first time I
saw inside my mom, and I saw a lill ie bit of myself in her.
The summer I gave up on Illy Illennaid ideas and my water
sanctuary was a few years later, the same summer my mom started
sleeping on the couch. I guess you could say it was the summer I had
to grow up. I slipped the blue ring around my ankles and noated out
to the middle of the pool in the rain, but instelld ofnoating, I sank.
I grew ten years before my knees hit Ihe bouom, and when I
looked up, the world looked like a watercolor painting someone left
out in the rain, the colors blurred into chaos, and my hair floatcd
around my head like a halo, glowi ng around illili.
I knelt there at the bottom of the pool and cried my first real
cry, the kind that comes from deep inside and pours out like a fountlli n, threatening to drown us all. The kind that comes when thc world
you thi nk you understand turns 011 you and leaves you stranded, lost,
confused, sinking.
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\Vhen I Boarded the f Train
Christ ina Yiannakos
Brooklyn has not changed much since my father 's daynew graffiti on old buildings,
Russians now inhabit where Puerto Ricans once li ved,
and before them Italians
and before them Irishall the trains st ill end on the same track,
sli therin g slowly out of their tunnels
like a bride out of her while slip,
all fire and sparks and indifference
for the satin and lace falling to the flo or.
The spark les at a di stance look like magic,
wizards fighting by the sea,
hidden amongst dull apa rtment buildings,
and laundry, flapping on balconies.
The children on the train are fid get ing already,
dressed in bathi ng suits and slathered pal e wi th sunsc reen,
as the catch a glimpse of the Wonder Wheel over a gravel roof.
The tra in stat ion is full of bodies, moving together,
crying, laughi ng, cursi ng, living together.
Coming together from the comers of the sweat ing ci ty
to feci a bit of ocean air.

and a lthough we are both scared of hei ghts
we take the risk and ride again.
Here is my father's childhood , his you ng yea rs.
Here he learned where the subway ends.
Years later, when I fo llow his path
and make my home in a quiet BrookJ yn neighborhood
I look out across the beach
and st ill see him walk ing.
you can have your skyscrapers. your Times Sq uare
and I will have Astro land.

~
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My fat her's past and present can walk together here
past the Cuban woman selling tacky touri st chintz
and Nathan's Famous Hot Dogs.
The heck lers ha ve learn ed to yell over the sounds
(heyasshole! Bet you co uldn ' t hi t the barn side of a broad!)
of th e crowd rushing around them.
Ahead rattl es th e Cyclone, its screeching a siren call
that on ly a child 's ears ca n hear.
From the top of the Wonder Wheel, we can see th e shore
stretched out, fading into the haze of Slimmer,
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This is not an apology.
Brittany Szabo
Lord, forgive me for growing weeds
from the souls of my feet.
Break my knees and use them to house
little birds. Peel the rind
of my skin and stretch it across the earth.
Lord, forgive me for keeping
the most dangerous criminals in my brain
cells. Pluck my eyes and fill
the holes with grains of sand that slide down
past my throat. Lord, forgive me
for loving the rot in the roots of trees. Chain
my arms to the thorns around
the princess's tower. Let my palms touch
nothing but the air around them.
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