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Telelangapathy  
 by Leo Kellogg  
 

I will write you something: 
 
It will be full of suns and moons, 
in the way that Earth is full of songs 
and moons and suns and 
tides and 
 
your fish eye gaze. I will write 
something very big and tall 
like a Shanghai skyscraper 
 
with empty desks and loose 
cables drawn across the floor 
behind solar shaded windows. 
 
)Î Á ÒÏÏÍ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÉÔȟ ÏÎ Á ÂÅÄ 
beneath a collapsable A-frame roof 
and read it wondering how I got your 
address. 
 
Ink covered in handprints will fill the page; 
no words, no apostrophes or commas; 
just a hand pressed to paper 
a half-dozen times. 
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Selene 
 by Isaiah Porter   
 
I stared at the singular moon  
far in the abyssal vacuum,        
her craters; infinite, gaping eyes, 
and gravity; hands molding the oceans,   
like obedient children,                  
dancing under her merciful grasp. 
 
           
I laid ÉÎ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȟ  
ÁÒÍÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÎÉÇÈÔ ×ÁÖÅÓ ÃÒÁÓÈÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÎȭÓ 
will. I never wanted to have children. 
The beach, soaked our dripping wet feet into a watery vacuum, 
as a singular turtle, crawled back to the ocean, 
not wanting her eggs, leaving them without ears or eyes. 
 
 
) ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓȢ 
3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ!Î ÁÂÙÓÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÇÉÎ ÔÏ ÇÒÁÓÐȢ  
A murky and expanding ocean. 
7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ! ÖÉÇÉÌÁÎÔ ÍÏÏÎ 
so vast and void around a hazel ÖÁÃÕÕÍȢȱ 
I replied. We giggled. So childish. 
 
 
There was a cry, a wailing child. 
"ÕÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÅÒ ÎÏÒ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓȢ 
Sea stretched over the sweet spring bed horizon, like a mattress          

sheet, yet a swirling vacuum, 
churning at a ÌÁÄÌÅȭÓ grasp. 
Why must she be so violent, the moon? 
Must her wishes be so harsh on the ocean? 
 
 
 
The screams had stopped, swallowed by the ocean. 
Gone. The waters calmed. Grounded children 
contemplating with my feet as they surveyed across the sands; a  

rover on the moon, 
desperately moving through with a singular eye. 
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My wife tried to jump above the waves when they chased her toes,  
but their grasp, 

too strong, pulled her; sucked her in the dense sandy vacuum. 
 
 
We would die in the vacuum. 
Too weak, too insignificant for that vast ocean, 
ÔÅÁÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ %ÁÒÔÈȭÓȟ -ÁÒÓȭȟ ÁÎÄ 6ÅÎÕÓȭ ÇÒÁÓÐȢ 

 

Too distant to be depending children 
clinging to hugs too tight to let go of. We would never leave their  

gaping eyes, 
ÔÅÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÌÉËÅ %ÁÒÔÈȭÓ ÍÏÏÎȢ  
 
 
And who is that grasping Mother Moon, 
ÃÌÁÉÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÇÈÔȩ !ÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÔÏÏȩ $Ï ÔÈÅÙ  

fashion 
ÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ 3ÅÌÅÎÅȭÓ ÏÂÅÄÉÅÎÔ ÏÃÅÁÎ ÃÁÓÔ ×ÁÖÅÓ  
of influence? And are our hands not mothers of their own grasp? In  

spindling 
labor of those children we call fingerprints and these words 
put on page. Sucked in a maternal vacuum, stuck on legacy;  
 
 
I and her are the same, as my wife is to that child-like ocean and so am I. 
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Hey Pudding ! Do You Have a Dollar?  
 by Vicki Erickson  
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Bonnie and Clyde  
 by Emily Rova  
 

Large raindrops fell from the gloomy, grey sky. Despite this, 

the city below was still as busy as ever. The lights of the cars driving 

by reflected off the wet street. Two pairs of feet rushed across the 

street, not taking the time to avoid the puddles that had formed. 

Neither of the two hesitated as they ran on the busy street. In the 

distance an alarm began to ring, rather than making them stop and 

look, the two only began to run faster. Travelling further away from 

the alarm, the sounds of the busy street began to quiet down. Soon 

enough the only sounds they heard was an occasional car, their feet 

hitting the ground, and the constant patter of rain falling down. The 

pair slowed down as they started to lose their adrenaline rush. After 

coming to a full stop, the two locked eyes before bursting out into a 

short-breathed laughter. The shorter of the two pulled down the 

hood of her coat, revealing her short cut, blonde hair and pale face 

flushed in pink from the cold and breathlessness. A smirk crossed 

her rose tinted lips as her eyes caught sight of something just behind 

the other. With a gesture, the other turned to see a convenience store 

only a few feet ahead. 

The bright, white lights of the convenience store starkly 

contrasted the dreary sky outside. Inside the store the pair split, the 

girl made her way to the small section of food, while the other went 

to area with personal items. The taller of the pair had on a beanie 

that covered most of his hair, only a few dark brown strands could 

be seen peeking in the front. Above deep brown eyes, a pair of thick 

eyebrows furrowed in concentration while he searched for 
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something on the shelves. They relaxed once his eyes landed on a 

bottle of pain reliever. A gloved hand hastily grabbed the bottle as 

well as a roll of bandages right next to it. Not a second later, the girl 

appeared at the end of the aisle, her hands holding up a basket with 

various types of snacks and drinks. A sigh escaped the male, shaking 

his head in defeat he set the items he had in his own hands into the 

basket. As they checked out, the noise of the small tv behind the 

counter filled the otherwise silent store. The voice of a news 

anchorman interrupted whatever show had been playing previously. 

Ȱ0ÏÌÉÃÅ ÁÒÅ Én pursuit of two suspects in a bank robbery that 

happened only two hours ago. The pair are also suspected to have 

been involved in three other robberies that have occurred in the past 

ÍÏÎÔÈȢȱ 

The cashier paused for a moment to look over at the tv, two 

mug shots of a man and a women were shown on the screen. The 

woman looked to be in her early 20s, with short, blonde hair, hazel 

eyes, and pale skin. The man looked around the same age as the 

woman, his hair was dark brown, with eyes that matched with a 

similar shade. Both of them looked as if they could be just an average 

citizen. 

The sound of a hand slamming down on the counter caught 

the attention of the cashier and he snapped his head in the direction 

of the sound. He was met face to face with the barrel of a pistol. The 

woman had the gun in a steady hold, keeping it aimed between the 

eyes of the cashier as her accomplice reached over the counter and 

grabbed handfuls of cash from the open register. The cashier kept his 
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eyes locked on the gun, fearing if he looked anywhere else he would 

seal his fate. He was shaking, yet his body was frozen, not allowing 

him to move even if he wanted. A low voice broke through the soft 

ÎÏÉÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÖȟ Ȱ0ÒÅÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÅÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÂÕÔÔÏÎȢȱ 

Hesitantly the cashier turned his head to look at the male 

miscreant in confusion. Only receiving a slight nod in confirmation. 

Slowly, the cashier moved his hand under the counter to find the 

button to alert the police. Not a second later the alarms began to 

blare throughout the small convenience store. The woman lowered 

her gun, the calm look on her face remained throughout the whole 

ordeal, even with the sound of sirens in the distance. Both the man 

and woman made their way to the exit, only to be stopped by the 

unsteady voice of the cashier. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ 

! ÓÈÏÒÔ ÓÃÏÆÆ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ 

ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔ ÓÈÁËÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȟ Ȱ)Ô ÍÁËÅÓ ÉÔ 

ÍÏÒÅ ÆÕÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ×ÉÔÎÅÓÓÅÓȢȱ 

Without sparing another glance, the two young fugitives ran 

out of the convenience store and into the now sunny streets. The 

rain had stopped and the skies cleared, the only remnant of the 

storm were the puddles that two pairs of feet dashed through, not 

wasting time to avoid them. 
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You 
 by Jane OõShea 
 

                                                                  Curls, bobby-pinned, shrouded: 

tiny son clinging like baby gibbon; 

                                       You emulate the maudlin Madonna  

obscured in a cobbled brick niche,                veiled from the floating, 

                                                   bleeding god-man. 

                              You beseech Mother Mary for a daughter. 

 

                                                       She gleefully boots your ribs,  

tiny Sasquatch 

                                                                 floating smug in her skin globe. 

Saltwater bursts and gushes  

                                                                she arches her back and swans: 

effervescent otter 

                                                                                                                                                                                                          

belly-flopping a glassy slope. 

 

                                                                      Leather manacles imprison 

                                      your tender wrists like raptor claws. 

Doctor general commands silence. 

                                                               Your teeth press your bottom lip,  

                                       till iron blood espouses brackish tears; 
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4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÇÁÓ ÉÓ ÓÁÃÃÈÁÒÉÎÅ ÉÎÔÏØÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȣȢ 

 

Sultry, suffocating July:               you sail, through dust glitters,  

                                         weathered timbers reeling,  

                                                                                                                                              

petrified fingers gripping, 

                                        bristly braided twine with chafing knots, 

                                            scratchy straw pillows the crash. 

                           9ÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÕÓÉÎȭÓ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÒÉÃÏÃÈÅÔÓȢ 

 

You fall, barefoot, onto a worn woolen blanket, 

                                        picnic plaid under your carmine pedal pushers, 

                                                                                                                                          

virgin pressed Oxford blouse, 

                                his Brylcreemed forelock candy cane twirling, 

                                               pack of Camels pappoosed in one sleeve 

 your adolescent eyes and tongues coalescing, 

                                    his Levi-clad legs your lifeboat,  

                                                        ham sandwiches abandoned 

                                                                                                                             to 

an ant parade. 

 

                                    Agony threadbares reverie: ramps and rips. 

                          Her swirled head, sable, slippery, presses at the gate: 

          a swift incise, sharp mirror of silver; seawater wells, cascades. 
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Your primordial scream escapes,  

                                           duets with lusty newborn wailing. 

                                               Hoisted by her clacking baby ankles,  

slippery buttocks slapped, she caterwauls 

                                                                                   her brazen indignation.  
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Smash 
 by Angeline Roehl  

  
I want to wrap my fingers tight 
around the taped handle of a metal bat, 
feel my sweat slicked palms pulse in time 
to a raging heart as my back muscles pull  
and my shoulders crackle with the force 
of my bat colliding with forgotten glass bottles. 
 
 
I want to see the bottles fold into themselves 
and the jars blow up like landmines as the shattering rings  
like broken little bells in my ears 
while the glass flies around me like jagged little fireflies 
glittering under the pounding rays of the sun. 
 
 
I want to hear the glass crunch beneath my beat up boots 
as I stalk across the yard to the rusted shell of a car 
before I break into a run; raising the old bat like a  great sword  
as I charge with a scream rising out of me like a Wednesday tornado 
siren, 
starting low from the depths of my burning belly only to grow 
louder as it rises into a roar of a savage warrior, drowning my ears 
in a voice bigger and stronger than my whole being. 
 
 
I want to smell the mildewy musk of the old patterned seats 
as my weapon breaks open the cracked windshield or  
the sweet dusty metallic smell of oiled machinery 
as I beat the rusty hood like a cheated woman  
from a Carrie Underwood song, watching the metal bend 
and flake off like oxidized scabs as my bat bites into the metal. 
 
I want to taste the bittersweet blood 
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dripping out of my nose from my aggressive exertion 
as it drips to the trash covered ground  
and stains the front of my dusty shirt, 
ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÌÁÒÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙ 
×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎ fire and feel the burning of new calluses 
forming on my soft palms, scratched up and swollen 
as the beast behind my hissing teeth is finally soothed.  
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The Sign Says Not to Touch  

 by Anna Gergen  

 

!ÆÔÅÒ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ (ÅÎÒÉȭÓ Ȱ%ÄÎÁ 3ÍÉÔÈ ɉ4ÈÅ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ 3ÈÁ×ÌɊȱ 

Oil on canvas, 1915 

 

He gilded her body in a moulded frame,  

her lips in oiled light, her nipples he daubed  

from the same rosy pigment of her navel.  

I researched flowers to compare, hydrangea  

double delights fit the pink rococo. I think  

Henri would have approved. Nipples as  

pointed petals. Girls as breasts as flowers. 

 

He ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÔÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÕÁÌÉÔÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÒÏÔÉÃ  

spontaneity. A three-inch mounted plaque captures  

his capturing. Edna simpers. She sheds dresses 

for kicks. A self-possessed woman, it says, what fanciful 

femininity. But where is the plaque denoting  

the connotations of the original plaque? The curator 

must deem the subject an agreeable woman, likes 

long walks on the beach, has a penchant for disrobing. 

 



16 
 

Teenage artists throng through the gallery.  

A baggy military jacket with a nose ring  

describes the allure of portraiture, what you can do  

with a permanent eye. Break fourth walls. Cast  

eternal shade. Edna peeps at the next portrait, a maid  

who slides her fishnets wide for the world  

but not ÔÈÅ ÁÒÔÉÓÔȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ 

×ÉÔÈ Á ÌÏÏËȟȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÕÍÂÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒȢ 

 

Oh, Edna. The shit 

you put up with. Teenagers snorting charcoal  

and plaques with smarmy agendas. Artists 

painting your lips shut and writers prying 

them open. And you:  

 

Come and get me. 
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Get Ready for Me Love, ôCause Iõm a 

Commer  

 by Anna Gergen  

 

Slap! His hand hits the desk, hits  

like a body, thud thud thud, ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ 

Á ËÎÏÃËȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÆÉÒÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÁØÅ  

through a lock, the way a man  

spreads his arms, grabs the world  

by her shoulders, and shakes. He tells 

me to fix it! ÌÉËÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ 3ÉÎÁÉ  

with an ice pick. Oh boy, has he seen 

the light, has he everȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÂÌÏÏÄ  

in his eyes, age staining his lips. Fix it! 

ÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÔÓȟ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅȭÓ Çrown to sky heights  

      and multiplied. 

 

Fix it! he and he and he says. 

Fix it! 

Fix it! 

Fix it! 

 

Fuck it. 
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I am electric. I power whole 

cities, crackle through every  

wire, signal, and impulse firing  

in every brain. I stretch my fingers  

to the sky and lighting whipsɂ  

cracksɂ though empty skies.  

)Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÓÈȟ  

ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÒ ÂÉÇ ÕÇÌÙ ÔÈÕÎÄÅÒȢ  

It booms in his ribcage, splinters  

every bone he picks with me.  

 

I hit back. 

 

He slaps the desk and  

spits on his chin and  

tears his old hair and  

peels his dull skin and  

rages, rages, a blind bull.  

 

(Å ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÅÔÁÐÈÏÒȢ 
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I will write this a million  

ways on a million walls:  

Light has no eyes.  

It does not see you. 

 

)ÔȭÓ you ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÏ×Ȣ1 

 

 

 
 
 
 
  

                                                           
1 Italicized title taken after ñDonôt Rain on My Paradeò by Barbra Streisand 
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Ribcage 
 by Anna Gergen  
 
My bird heart beats its bird skull on bars made of bone, thwap, again 
ÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÁÄ ÈÁÉÒ ÄÁÙȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÎÇÉÎÇȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÂÁÒÂÓ 
ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÌÉÍÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÌÏÏÄȢ 0ÏÏÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÏÉÓÏÎȟ ÈÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÓÎÁËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÍÙ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȟ ÔÏÐÓȢ 
Thwap, thwap. The liquid burbles like swamp muck, hissing like it 
ÈÁÓ Á ÇÒÕÄÇÅȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÉÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÅÓȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 
goldfinch whimpering. She flaps her wings, hops from foot to clawed 
foot. 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÆÕÚÚÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÌÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ 
ÉÎÃÅÓÓÁÎÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÃÁÇÅÓȟ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ 
meant to keep in, not out. 
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A Valentineõs Primer (on Ash Wednesday) 
 by Anna Gergen  
 
! ÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÁÐÐÌÅȟ ÅÖÅÎ %ÖÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÉÓÔȢ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
biblical because I, too, self-select sweets over 
cards and roses crumpled in a littered backseat. To- 
day, at least, I say it is intentional. Sooty 
evangelist ashes cross foreheads while pinked people 
French kiss in the crosshairs of saints: Valentine versus 
'ÏÄȭÓ ÒÅÓÕÒÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ×ÈÁÔ Á 7ÅÄÎÅÓÄÁÙȢ ) ÅÁÔ ÉÔ ÕÐȢ 
 
H is for humdrum, as in ho-hum, as in Harry Styles 
insisting I light up his world like nobody else. The shame 
just floors me as I wail like a rockstar in my Taurus. It 
kills my dignity to shimmy shoulders, wiggle hips. I deny 
ÌÏÖÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȟ ÄÅÆÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÕÓÈȭÓ ÐÌÁÃÉÄ ÓÈÒÕÇȢ ) ÓÉÇÈȟ 
ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÆÆȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÁÃË×ÁÒÄÓȢ (ÁÒÒÙ ×ÁÉÌÓ 
nobody else ÌÉËÅ Á ×ÏÌÆ ÓÅÒÅÎÁÄÉÎÇ ÓÈÅÅÐȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÖÅȢ 
 
/ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ ȰÏÈȟ ÂÁÂÙȱ ÁÎÄ ÖÁÒÉÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÅÍÅȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ 
please honey leave the poetic waxing to fridge magnets: 
quivering loins and engorged something-or-others, ew. 
Really anything that heats cheeks should be quarantined to 
ÓÈÅÅÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒÓȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÕÄÅȟ ÄÕÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÂÉÔ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÐÕÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÉÎ ÁÂÓÔÉÎÅÎÃÅȢ )Î Á ×ÏÒÄȡ ÂÌÕÓÈȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ 
under-experienced, over-it -all sensibility. And yet 
 
V is still for Valentine, at least in the carefully kerned 
white space of this unholy thing. I strike a match so 
ØȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÏȭÓ ÂÕÒÎ ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÓ ÏÎ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄÓȟ ÌÉËÅ ÌÉËÉÎÇ 
you and all your illicit iterations. Like coupling 
ȰÚÅÁÌȱ ×ÉÔÈ ȰÆÅÅÌȱ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ baby a lovechild.2 
  

                                                           
2 Italicized line taken from ñWhat Makes You Beautifulò by One Direction 
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Snow Deer 
 by Jane OõShea 
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Bites from Winter  
 by Angeline Roehl  
 
!ÖÁÌÁÎÃÈÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÉÓÔ ÉÎ -ÉÎÎÅÓÏÔÁ 

because our white Winters already bite the cold 

cuts of frost nestled deep in our  bundled bodies. 

Dark snow already slicks our roads, tasting of bitter salt that 

eliminates the glossy shine our cars bore last  

Fall, a season that filled our ears with crispy leaves and the  

ghost of pumpkin spiced everything that filled the world with orange. 

Hell has frozen over here, leaving a white desert  

ill with negative numbers glazing my eyes over with ice, 

jagged breaths being pulled from chattering teeth 

killing my small body slowly with sharp stabs 

lacerating the strings that hold warmth to my shell. 

-ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÏÕÐ ÉÓ ÓÁÖÏÒÙ ÏÎ ÍÙ tongue but 

not enough to free me from 

out of this body of ice, crackling first from my hands. 

0ÏÐÌÁÒÓ ÔÁÕÎÔ ÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ )ȭÍ ÎÏ 3ÎÏ× 

Queen just for silently coming into the world in a  

ÒÁÉÎ ÏÆ ÆÒÏÚÅÎ ÃÒÙÓÔÁÌÓ ÇÌÉÍÍÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÁÉned eyes 

true to her panic punching her swollen gut 

until her first babe born shy of being blue, left her 

vulva as a tiny doll of wrinkled flesh in the cold dead winter. 

Water tickles my cold body warm with its rising steam as I think of  

Xs made by footprints in the snow on my long trek home. 

Young lovers cuddle in for warmth, smelling of cold desire but 

:ÚÚȭÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ) ÇÅÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÒËÓ ÎÉÇÈÔÓȢ 
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The Prairie  

 by Jane OõShea 

 

!Ô ÓÕÍÍÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÎÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÕÅÓÔÅÍ ×ÁÖÅÓ ÆÁÒÅ×ÅÌÌ 

Over fading wild sunflowers and starry purple asters 

Seedheads spread like spindly monkey hands 

Whitetail melts into the flora 

 

Over fading wild sunflowers and starry purple asters 

She flags her snowy tail like a referee  

Whitetail melds with the flora 

/ÎÌÙ ÃÏÎÅÆÌÏ×ÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÉÖÅÒ ÒÅÖÅÁÌÓ ÈÅÒ  

 

She flags her snowy tail like a referee 

Fades into tall and crispy native grasses 

/ÎÌÙ ÃÏÎÅÆÌÏ×ÅÒȭÓ ÑÕÉÖÅÒ ÂÅÔÒÁÙÓ ÈÅÒ 

Raucous pheasant erases deadens footfalls 

 

She fades into tall and crispy native grasses  

Burgundy and gold against chilly cobalt sky 

Raucous pheasant drowns footfalls 

#ÒÉÃËÅÔÓȭ ÃÈÉÒÐÉÎÇ ÄÒÏÎÅÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÓÅÒÍÏÎ 

 

Burgundy and gold against chilly sapphire sky 

Milkweed pods stippled, pregnant with silken seeds 

Crickets drone, an endless Sunday sermon 

Wind parts prairie grass; startled whitetail leaps 
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Milkweed pods dappled, pregnant with silken seeds 

Prairie bends low, reveals a squatting hunter 

Wind parts prairie grass, startled doeling leaps 

And the skirmish to the death commences 

 

The prairie bends, unveils the squatting hunter 

He shoulders his rifle, presses cold steel to cheek 

The skirmish to the death has commenced 

And the odds are stacked against his quarry 

 

He shoulders his Remington, pressing barrel to stubbled cheek 

Gunpowder and surprise are powerful weapons 

And the odds are against his quarry 

Whitetail limbs become springs; she bolts and zigzags 

 

Gunpowder and surprise are powerful adversaries 

 Adrenaline launches the doe like a fighter jet 

Whitetail limbs become springs; flying, zigzagging 

Fence but a few leaps beyond 

 

Adrenaline launches her like a fighter jet 

Heart pounding like a woodpecker in her breast 

The barbed wire fence just one leap ahead  

Haunches bunch: a final bid for life 

 

Heart pounding like a woodpecker in her breast 

Breath a ÄÒÏ×ÎÉÎÇ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÇÁÓÐ 

Haunches bunch: a last bid for life 

She leaps skyward 
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"ÒÅÁÔÈ Á ÄÒÏ×ÎÉÎÇ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÇÁÓÐ 

$ÅÁÄÅÎÅÄ ÂÙ ÇÕÎȭÓ ÃÒÁÃËÉÎÇ 

Leaps skyward, clipping the No Trespass sign 

Crimson stains her pure white stockings 

 

3ÉÌÅÎÃÅÄ ÂÙ ÒÉÆÌÅȭÓ ÃÒÁÃËÉÎÇ 

Lashes at the void and tumbles into the field beyond 

#ÒÉÍÓÏÎ ÔÁÉÎÔÓ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÏÃËÉÎÇȭ ÐÕÒÅ ×ÈÉÔÅÎÅÓÓ 

Staggers, finds feet, and races for the forest 

 

Thrashes at the void and tumbles into the field beyond 

3ÔÕÎÎÅÄ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÅÒ ÅÓÃÁÐÅȠ 

She staggers, finds her feet, and races to the trees  

Melting into tangled vine and fading limb 

 

(ÕÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÃÌÏÓÅÓ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÒÇÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÁÉÒÉÅ 

Seedheads span like spindly monkey hands 

Whitetail collapses in the gully to lick her wounded hock 

At summÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÎÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÕÅÓÔÅÍ ×ÁÖÅÓ ÆÁÒÅ×ÅÌÌ 

 

To the hunter, slouching home. 
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A Fishing Story  

 by Jane OõShea 

 

 At dawn the lake is flat and silver, a newly minted fifty cent piece 

strewn with lily flowers, waiting for the first kiss of the morning sun. The 

canoe is roped to the aluminum dock, tied up like a horse at the hitching 

post, wooden paddles idle across the seats. The soft thump of Georgia's 

careful footfalls echoes in the silence, broken only by the whistling of the 

earliest birds. Coffee is already flowing in her veins, kicking in the adrenalin 

rush of the fisherwoman, the huntress, the provider.  The steel dock is slick 

with last night's dew, and she lowers herself carefully, slipping off the edge 

to the bottom of the narrow, unsteady boat, settling herself and her fishing 

rod on the seat in the bow. She does not allow herself to shiver in the damp 

air, but quickly unwinds the rope tethering the canoe.  

She pushes off, the soft plop of paddle on water rinsing away her 

sleepiness.  Grey mare's tails flit across the eastern sky, and a soft, rosy 

pinkness blushes on the horizon. Georgia chooses her weapon, a red and 

yellow buzzy bait, and the casting begins, a soothing, regular rhythm. The 

line whirs off the spinning reel, the lure plinks in the shallow water, the bail 

clicks over and she winds in the tiny, shiny trap, churring and diving, 

leaving a vee in the water like south winging geese. In the reeds, the great 

blue heron also stalks her breakfast, her legs lanky, like wooden chopsticks.  

There is an aerie made of sticks in a dead box elder leaning over the lake. 

Safe and warm, still sleeping in feathery balls, her hatchlings await brunch.  

 She wonders if her own young are awake yet. She left them curled up 

like squirrels in their sleeping bags, the edges of the bags rolled around their 

sleepy heads like fluffy gray tails. Her heart sinks then as she remembers her 

oncologist's face yesterday afternoon. Ȱ%ÁÒÌÙ ÓÔÁÇÅÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÅÅÌ 

eyes veiled; eyes accustomed to puddling themselves into quicksilver when his 
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ÔÈÉÎ ÌÉÐÓ ÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ȱ#ȱ ×ÏÒÄ-cancer.  She had coiled herself like a mama kitty 

around the boys last night as the campfire slowly burned to ash, numb at even 

the prospect of leaving them orphans.  She wrapped her arms around her 

breasts as she lay awake in the tent, wondering how they could have betrayed 

her, still stinging where the needle had drawn the biopsy.  

 On the third cast, the first bass rises to take the bait, striking like a 

hungry lion. She is startled out of her reverie, lifts the rod tip, and reels 

furiously. The fish flips out of the water, slaps the surface with a webbed 

tail, and spits the lure back at her, disappearing into the weeds. Adrenalin 

ÒÕÓÈÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÅÒ ÖÅÉÎÓȢ Ȱ.ÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 

gritt ed teeth.  

 The lakeshore, a perfect circle, forces the meandering arc of the 

canoe southward, then east into the sunrise and a carpet of lily pads. A 

sleepy painted turtle blinks at the intruder, and spotted leopard frogs 

spring off their pads and plop into the water.  The southeast curve of the 

lake, just beyond the lilies, is called Bass Cove by those who know its 

secrets. A cormorant dries her wings on a craggy log hanging out over the 

shallow water. Georgia knows a well-placed lure will sting the bass resting 

in its shadow. She breathes deeply, rears back, and plinks the shiny, buzzing 

bait just off the point of the log. The water swirls, then explodes, and the 

game is on. The tip of the rod bends nearly double, and it takes all of her 

biceps and triceps and forearms to keep it from touching the lake. Her 

wrists scream under the weight of a fish fighting for its life. The bass is 

game and feisty, darting left and right, pulling out line even as he is drawn 

in. The fisherwoman reaches for the net, her deltoids on fire, as she one-

hands the rod and sneaks the net into the water. Dipping underneath the 

wriggling fish, she sieves it from the cool depths of the lake, triumphantly 

grinning at the trophy. The slippery bass writhes like an angry eel, and the 

lure, barely anchored in the corner of its lips, dislodges.  With a final buck 
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he exits the net and flops back into the water, disappearing with a saucy 

touche' of his tail.  

 Ȱ&ÅÃËÉÎÇ 'ÏÄÄÁÍÍÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÌȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÖÕÌÇÁÒÉÔÉÅÓ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÕÄ ÉÎ 

the quiet morning, and the dirty echoes bounce off the boat ramp and 

ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÄÏÃËȢ Ȱ3ÈÉÔȦȱ 

 She startles a family of rowdy otters sliding down the muddy bank, 

belly-whomping with utter glee, sleek and dark and shiny. She is so close 

she can see the glint in their eyes, their quivery whiskers. The round-

tummied, stumpy legged, awkward pups flop in the water, splashing madly. 

They climb up the slope again and again, bunting their watchful mother 

constantly, to make sure she is there to protect them from the unknown, 

needing her guidance. Their games have spooked the Northern Pike from 

their haunt near the dock, so she paddles the curve on to the north shore of 

the lake.  Dipping, dipping, swinging the paddle back, over and over. The 

sun is ascending, and there are ripples on the water. The magic fishing hour 

is evaporating.  She promised the kids a fish in the fry pan for breakfast.  

 Yesterday, the oncologist said promising words, too, like Stage One 

and curable. She remembers her own mother, the grandmother her boys never 

met, dying before they were born. She remembers her own anger that her 

mother had accepted the terminal diagnosis, had seemed to slide into death 

too easily. There had been no Hollywood scene of sentiment at her deathbed; 

rather she had slipped so willingly into the morphine cloud. She had faded 

into the white hospice sheets and wisped beyond the curtain without a last 

goodbye. The cancer word sticks in Georgia's chest like a broken arrow. Even 

the pure joy of otters at play does not cheer her today. 

 The last weed bed promises nothing. A whip-poor-will mourns 

from a willow tree at the edge of the lake. The sun is glary now, and her 

sunglasses are back at the campsite. Her wrists ache from fish battles and 

reeling, reeling, reeling. Her dock nears, and she can count the remaining 

casts on one hand.  When the fish hits, it startles her with its ferocity. She 
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cranks the reel handle, tucking the curled rod under her armpit and 

winding her arm around it to hold its weight. There is no cheeky leap, no 

slap of tail.  The fish dives deep, and heads under the canoe. Even a novice 

knows a Northern Pike is on the line, and it feels like a whopper. Georgia 

forgets to breathe as they battle. She pulls in a yard of line, and the fish 

takes two back, straining and diving into the weeds in the fight for its very 

existence.  Each moment is suspended animation: an adventure movie in 

slow motion.  At last the line shortens, and the fish is there, two feet under 

the surface. It shies when it sees the shadow of the net, and dives one last 

time. Georgia dips the net into the water, lifts the rod with the last of her 

strength, and scoops the behemoth into the canoe. 

 The battle is not yet over. The lure is hooked in the roof of the 

Northern's bony mouth. Its teeth are those of a carnivorous dinosaur, 

jutting fangs slanted backwards. He is as long as her arm, and angry. 

Georgia's heart hammers. The Northern Pike flops wildly, sliming her with 

his fishiness and slamming his drowning body against the wales of the 

canoe and her leg. She grabs the ratty towel, wraps it securely around the 

monster's jaws, and pries the barbed hooks from the bony palate of the fish.  

They are jammed deep in between the bones, and she reaches into her 

pocket for the pliers, gritting her teeth as she twists the treble barbs. He 

squirms in pain as the hooks dislodge.  Her hands are trembling as she 

wrests the third hook out.  The lure clinks into the bottom of the canoe. 

The pike's eyes are golden and glassy in a perfectly carved prehistoric face.   

His body is long and shimmery, striped in saffron and black, full of juicy, 

mild white flesh.  But he is not a he; the pale, swollen belly is engorged with 

eggs. She is a she. And an expectant mother, too.  Her time is running out as 

she drowns in the oxygen above the water. Her mouth gulps for breath. Her 

flopping slows and her eyes bulge.  Georgia wraps her arms around the 

giant fish and places a tiny kiss on the top of her head. She gently lowers the 
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rubenesque creature over the side of the canoe, like a mother settling her 

baby into a bassinet. She watches the fish's body resurrect in the cool water. 

The Northern floats and pauses, unconvinced she has been liberated.  Then 

she wriggles wildly and darts into the soothing depths of mother lake.   

 There will be a fierce battle with an unseen enemy. There will be pain 

and fatigue. There will be needles and nausea and her hair will may run down 

the drain. She will keep Will and Levi close, and let their youthful optimism 

buoy her through the deepest waters. She will fight for the chance to raise 

them into manhood, and the chance to hold her grandchildren to her battle-

scarred bosom.  

 All that remains is the slime and the stink of fish, splattered over 

Georgia's ragged sweatpants, scruffy boots, and old undershirt.  The bottom 

of the canoe is littered with the detritus of the battle: a wet net, a smear of 

blood, stringers and spools of line tossed about like potato chips. She clips 

the lure to the second eyelet on the rod, and rinses her hands off in the soft 

water of the lake. Georgia paddles the final bend of the lake slowly, catching 

back her ragged breath in the clean air of a new day.  The busy buzz of the 

redwing blackbird and the hollow hammering of the woodpecker tickle her 

ears.  The kids are waving from the dock, barefoot in their crumpled 

pajamas, with cherry cheeks and bedhead. There will be pancakes on the 

camp stove for breakfast, with lots of butter and syrup. 
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Still Wet  

 by Jane OõShea 
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Edward Albert  

 by Kelly Bort  

 

Grandfather was a curmudgeon 

He was also a kind protector 

When he was not drunk 

 

He smelled like unfiltered Camels 

Coughed into an empty milk carton 

Wheezed, gasped, tried to breathe. 

 

He did not work, no breathe 

Instead, he cooked all the meals 

Sat in the kitchen all day. 

 

He had time for her 

She slept in his warm lap 

Safe from her mother 

 

He sold Lemon Water Ice 

Delicious, sour, sweet, refreshing 

She helped him push the cart. 

 

He was always gruff to her 

Ȱ'Ï ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÅȱ 

But his push was always soft. 

 

One day the kitchen was empty, 

The girl searched the house. 



34 
 

4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ȰÉÎ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȱ 

 

She begged to see him 

The Doctor gave special permission 

She entered the room sad and scared 

 

He lay in a huge white tent 

Trying to breath he gasped to her 

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÍÅ Á ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅȱ 
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Anxiety  

 by Jane OõShea 

 

Slithers between sheets, 

uninvited, serpentine 

 

Coiling deep inside my corroded core,  

sinking icy fangs into my nucleus. 

 

Adrenaline eddies and surges,  

brawling with the fuzzy rodent  

curled in my brain. 

 

The bravado of yesterday is lost 

 in the tangle of high-count cotton, 

and scales, and slippery doubts. 

 

Sleep dissipates with a laconic whimper. 

 

Little dog gurgles and vomits 

on the imported Indian rug, 

 

and I envy her talent at regurgitating 

her pain. 
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Not My Fatherõs Daughter 

 by Clarissa Schmieg  

 

4ÈÅ ÄÁÒË ×ÁÔÅÒ ÂÅÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔ ÉÎ Á ÓÏÆÔ ȬÔÈÕÍÐȭ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ 

rhythmic it could put a screaming infant to sleep. It was often the only noise 

you heard on the lake, apart from the birds and the occasional motors that 

passed by. If you listened intently enough you could hear the reeling of the 

fishing rod and the splat of the red and white bobber as it hit the surface. I 

ÔÒÉÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔȟ ) ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ 

find myself reading a book at the stern of the boat, with both feet dangling 

in the water. The cool liquid would hug my toes and the occasional fish 

would come up for a nibble, tickling my feet.  

I would spend hours on this boat and once the afternoon came, the 

sun would glare violently against the water, so that I could barely keep my 

eyes open because it hurt so bad. And as bad as the sun on the lake was, 

nothing compared to the burning against my shoulders and back when the 

sunburn starts to set in.  

 Despite how hot it was; it was equally peaceful. Once in a while a 

breeze would come through the open space and my hair would tickle across 

my nose as well as the faintest smell of fish and dirt from the worm bucket 

that rested on the deck behind me. As much as I disliked the smell, it felt 

glorious as it stopped the sweat that would trickle down my back for a 

moment as I cooled ofÆ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ !ÂÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÒÄÓ 

would swarm in flocks waiting to see if they could get one chance at a worm 

or a fish, looking for a moment to strike and as they circled it gave a 

wonderful break from the rays when they flew so perfectly over you. They 

would squeak and squawk ruining this silent bubble I had created for 

myself.  
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My father, whom I had just become acquainted with, disliked them 

with a passion. He disliked anything that disrupted him. Once I had found 

my spot at the tip ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ɀ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ 

figure out the most comfortable point and have my can of soda in a spot that 

ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ×ÁÒÍ ÉÎ ɀthen I was to freeze. Every turn of a page in my 

book was to be as silent as the fall of an eyelÁÓÈ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÃÈÅÅËȢ  )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

matter if we were there for 2 hours or 10, it was what he wanted and what 

he liked so who was I to get in his way; even if I was his kid. However, I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ) ÌÏÖÅÄ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÙ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓ 'ÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÉÎ 

tÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÏ×Î ÏÆ 2ÅÅÄÓÂÕÒÇȟ 7ÉÓÃÏÎÓÉÎȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÒÏÏÍ ÆÏÒ 

entertainment and only left room for hunting, hiking and fishing. All things 

that were against my very nature but they made him who he was and I 

wanted to be a part of that.  

 (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÃÌean man: his house was dirty and he had empty gun 

shells everywhere along with mud stained boots laying in the front entry as 

a trap for anyone who entered without caution.  The one room we shared 

together was just as messy, I had a little corner to myself that was all neat 

and tidy; and sometimes I found it hard to believe this man was my father. 

His life was always in chaos, he never had any jobs either. Which was 

frustrating for him because obviously with kids you need money so he did 

things such as cash ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÊÏÂÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ×ÁÓÈÉÎÇȠ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ Á 

check that had the child support automatically taken out. I remember he 

×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÐÁÉÎÔȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ σππ ÂÕÃËÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂȟ ÈÅȭÄ 

lay it on the table and crack a beer in victory. As if telling himself job well 

done.  

 I think these things jaded him slowly. He was mean and angry most 

ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÈÉÍȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÇÒÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÈÏ× ) ÈÁÄ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ 

it at that time. However, one day he seemed to lose his mind and he 
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snapped.  When you hear someone snapped you imagine that they went on 

a killing spree, started a shooting or went screaming through town naked. It 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÄÁÒË ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÈÁÖÅ 

ever seen so much blood and so many things broken like I did that day. 

* 

 7ÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÍÙ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÕÐ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

coral pink dress shirt take me from my foster home if I did. I would have 

thrown a fit and dug my heels into the ground until they decided I had a 

screw lose in my head and the only solution was to lock me up in a padded 

cell. Anything was better than thereȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÁÓ 

going to change so much and instead of the fear I soon became accustomed 

to, I had a swell of anticipation. Growing up all I wanted was a family and 

finding out that I had one that wanted me was more than I could have 

hoped for and  here was this man who wanted me. My surprise was unlike 

anything I had felt before because I had thought my step father was my real 

father and once I found out that was a lie, my mother gave me the 

depressing news that my real dad was dead. Shortly after that I was placed 

into the system with no hope of a family, but here was now a sliver. 

 The whole ride up I watched cars go by, they were speeding faster 

than we were as the old lady gripped the wheel tightly and drove ever so 

carefully. Her driving had to have added 2 more hours onto our long 

journey. But I found plenty to do for a while. I would pick the first letter I 

saw on a car and think of an item that started with it; and I did this until my 

brain could think no more. The highway driving was not bad, the comfy 

cushions from the light blue car made it bearable, but the rural drive was a 

different story. The smell of cow poop invaded the car, covering the old 

ÍÕÓËÙ ÐÅÒÆÕÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÙ ×ÏÒÅȢ "ÏÔÈ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏ Á×ÆÕÌ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ 

worse.  



39 

 Sometimes it looked like it was just a painted picture of farm land, 

other times our car would spook the animals to run away freely and I could 

picture myself running alongside them all day long, I was prepared to pick 

up after them and take care of them with all the love I could muster. I 

wondered if he would let me get a dog, it was what I always wanted. I 

wondered if I had brothers and sister and if so did we look alike? Did I look 

like my father? Was I like my father? 

* 

As it turns out, I am not like my father very much. To an extent I am 

ÁÎÇÒÙȟ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÒË ÏÎ ÉÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÒÄ 

growing up, I guess, which is where I may be too compassionate; because I 

make excuses for him and forgive him, yet my life was not much better than 

his, in fact it was worse.  But I can still understand him. His mom was an 

alcoholic, when I first met her I could smell it coming from her pores. She 

ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÍÙ Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÐÁȱȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ 

honest. So this guy, who ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁȟ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÙ ÄÁÄȭÓ 

father until he snuck out one night. He had snuck out to go hang out with 

some friends after winning a wrestling match and he drank a little then 

drove home. Grandpa, not unfamiliar with the smell of liquor, caught it right 

away and it had to have been hard to hide the disappointment. Here is your 

ȬÓÏÎȭȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÙÏÕ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÉÒÔÈÅÄ 

him, a boy that is on his way to becoming a successful athlete, a boy that 

could have a better future then you ever had, sneaking around like a low 

life. This was literally how my Grandpa explained this to me. In response to 

ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÍÙ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ 

and that he spent all his life pretending to be his father but his real father 

walked out on him, probably because he knew what a disappointment he 

was going to be. Then he knocked him upside the head and shoved him into 

his room, locking him away with the windows already nailed shut. The 

branch on a tree can only bend so far before it breaks. However, the same 
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ÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÏÏȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ 

even alive and I lost an entire family and through this I lost a piece of 

myself. And from that point I understood that was what we had in common, 

our noses and our loss. 

 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÈÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ 

himself, I understand that now more than ever. He looks at this man and his 

whole life something must have felt off; he must have felt like he was a 

misshaped puzzle piece that was trying to squeeze its way into a picture 

ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÉÎȢ  (ÉÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÉÔÙ ÔÒÁÉÔÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÌÏÏËÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ 

from his mom and now, as it turns out, not from his dad either and as far as 

he was concerned hÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ 

ruined him, that complete feeling of despair and emptiness, it can make a 

person crazy. He became cynical and mean, violent outbursts with my mom; 

which she warned me about years later when I visited her. When I 

ÃÏÎÆÅÓÓÅÄ ÍÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȟ 

actually laughed like I had told her a joke and asked me what I had 

expected. Not this Mom, not this.  

* 

Despite it all, some days were good. Especially in the beginning. 

There was fishing that was routinely done every Tuesday, Friday and 

Saturday. I will never know how we afforded it. We watched WWE 

wrestling matches and he would go on long tales about him in the good 

days while I secretly fell in love with John Cena and Randy Orton. Every 

morning I would get up for school and he could be sleeping on the couch, he 

would wake up a little and give me a wave; then reach to take a swig of 

whatever liquid was available on the coffee table. Unless it was a fishing day 

I would usually find him in the exact same spot when I got home. And while 

some days were good others were obviously bad. He drank a lot, punched a 

ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÈÏÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌȟ ÓÈÏÖÅÄ ÈÉÓ ȬÄÁÄȭ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ got pretty handsy once 
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he got comfortable around me. He had a pattern of seeming perfect at first, 

he did it to my mom, he did it to me and as far as I know he did it to the 

girlfriend that came after me.  

 It had changed so much and only gone downhill that the day I left 

was a day of horror. He had gotten a call from the school saying they were 

concerned about me, that some of my friends had voiced concerns and the 

school would like to speak to him. He had come bursting into the bedroom, 

not even bother to open the door all the way and taking off the framework. 

He just started screaming, I had seen his fits before but not like this. I 

×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÁÎÄ ÒÕÎ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÐÕÔ ÂÏÁÒÄÓ 

up much Grandpa had done to him. So, I opted to run through a tiny gap 

between his body and the door while he made steps closer to me because 

with each step he would find something to throw. I was scared if he got too 

close to me I would be next. His rough and tanned hands were too calloused 

and cruel thÁÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÍÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÆÅÁÒ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ) ÇÏÔ 

around him, he was drunk and with lack of coordination it was an easy win 

on my part until I got to the hall way. It was a weird hallway, there was a 

room on each end, a bathroom in the middle and a big, random mirror on 

the wall from the floor to about a third of the way to the ceiling. I felt a hand 

on me and suddenly I had found myself on the floor, with shattered remains 

from the mirror covering me.  

* 

My father, who was a master manipulator, ended up not going to 

jail. He ended up going to a psych ward for a little bit until we had court. I 

×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÌ×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ 

my lawyer was with me when suddenly the air shifted. She grabbed my arm 

and flung me into the nearest bathroom. There must have been something 

about him that just tipped her off, but she still asked for a description of 

him. She looked at me from the crack in the door with sad eyes and told me 

ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÍ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ he was turned away, she told me I had 
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to look. Here I am, shaking against the tiled wall, my body slowly turning to 

stone from fear and she was asking me to look at the man who had 

bothered my dreams every night since the incident.  I plucked what little 

courage I had and peeked through the tiny crack, my nose squishing against 

the wall as I tried to identify him. His back was turned and I recognized the 

gray hair that had peppered his once chocolate brown hair. But more than 

that, his right back pocket had a circular indent from his canned tobacco 

chew. I knew it was him and quickly nodded my head, jerking myself from 

the door like I had been electrocuted.  

 That was the last time I saw him.  
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Good Morning  

 by Kelly Bort  
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The Phoenix  

 by Kaitlin Kramer  

 

Timid buds, slowly peek 

their faces out of their coffins, 

rising like vampires at night. 

The sun coaxes them up 

and they peel the shields 

off of their backs 

revealing hues, 

striking cobalt 

flaming crimson 

lovely blush 

And the sun a proud mother 

gracing them in gold 

and crying tears of joy 

which crash upon her children 

 

Their miraculous birth forgotten, 

novelty here and gone 

like a firework burst, 

the bellflowers, marigolds, and peonies 

lie weary in the torrid, 

caramel heat that 

beats down in drumming waves 

Stalks swaying and sleepy, 

hunchbacks with scorched garments, 

the sun forsake 
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them long ago now 

treated as bastards the lot. 

 

 

They take on a dusty tinge. 

Wind is too often a visitor 

of the battered blossoms. 

The crisp air making hollow shells  

of their vibrant, velvet limbs 

bodies now jade and jaded 

by the piercing, biting breeze 

that carries the smell 

of cinnamon and rot. 

Corralled by burnished  

brass and bronze, 

hellfire occasionally floating 

down from the heavens, 

their grave determined from the start. 

 

Hoarfrost wheedles its claws, 

latching deep in their tired bodies. 

Shards of ice burden 

creaking bones, 

rigid and brittle.  

Their glowing hearts 

smothered, and blazened black 

cough and sputter. 

In their final moments 

wrapped in glass, 

they curse the rosy hues 
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that they used to hold 

now bouncing tauntingly 

off of the snow. 

Still among skeletons, 

wickedly furled and coiled, 

and bodies spoiled to ashes, 

a single spark lay comatose 

waiting to be thawed. 
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Windy Wind I Cannot Breathe  

 by Leo Kellogg  

 

)ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÓ 

where thoughts get carried by the wind 

to your brain. Thoughts that say Hey, do you 

ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÅÎȣ  

What once were dreaded curiosities got 

sent into the wind long ago  

to be forgotten. Somehow the wind came 

back and incarnated into conversation. 

 

)ÔȭÓ Á ÎÉÇÈÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅÍÏÒÁÂÌÅ  

ÃÈÁÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ 

forgotten. A night where pizza boxes  

make a leaning tower of pizza 

boxes. A night where you hate to know 

ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÁÔÉÂÌÅ 

with usb-c charging.  

  

)ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÉÇÈÔs with old friends you thought you had forgotten. 

Old friends you once saw walk into the suction of a tall twister that wisped 

them away to Boulder, Grand Forks and Menomonie. 

 

A perfectly crisp blow sends a snowflake to our 

facesɂa snowflake that we saw once before. 

A snowflake we swore was sawn in the woods 

 

of Bredesen Park at our hippy hutɂat the peak of 
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Edina where we sat in detached car seats looking down on 

Highway 62ɂThe Bunker where we  

hid from our battlefield of invisible bullets. 

 

Then, our shelters were wood and ramshackle, 

rebuilt by three generations of high-schoolers who 

did what they could to resist wind. Teens who now 

  

sit like us tonight, not far but at their favorite bar. 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÌÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ 

sliding glass door could stay shut to 

stop the wind from getting inside. 

 

When the wind passes, it takes an  

old broken thought, moving it on to the next girl 

or boy. The forests and backyard shacks 

filled with smoke create a vortex for these echoed caws 

ȬÃÁÕÓÅ ÍÙ ÄÒÅÁÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ get dealt with. I threw it sidearmed like a 

boomerang frisbee whirling into a  

 

cyclone. Inside were scrawling 

notes on paper asking why we fall in line, why the  

steps in the snow we take stick. Inside  

the cyclone was glass and ash and crunched 

up water bottles drowning active soul like a sewer 

fish trying to breath 

sunlight. Inside were pictures, oh how I thought 

I was becoming Pollock or Kandinsky. Inside was 

genius untethered 
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but unconsciously boyish. Inside the cyclone, 

I gave away every thought that I thought was fruitless, but 

I birthed a giant and put it in a basket. 

When the basket broke and the giant rose, he found me. 

Those shuttering screams rose back to ground zero 

because I never really left them behind. 

 

wind  

 wind  

         wind  

 

         stop finding me 
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A Full Life  

 by Katie Miller Chang  

 

) ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÅØÁÍÉÎÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÁÓÐÅÃÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÁË ÔÒÅÅ ÃÌÏÁËÅÄ ÉÎ ÓÐÒÉÎÇȭÓ 

first leaves just outside the window, so I had to look elsewhere for a while. When I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÕÏÒÅÓÃÅÎÔ ÌÉÇÈÔÓȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÌÉÃËÅÒÉÎÇȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙ 

I tried ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÎÅ× ÏÂÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÐÁÉÎȢ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

noticed something different, even in this boring history classroom.  

) ÈÁÄ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ Á ÇÉÆÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÏ ÆÁÒȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÓÅÆÕÌȢ -ÁÙÂÅ 

it would be if I wanted to be a doctor or a psychiatrist, but focusing in school was 

becoming harder. I could sense the pain of others, often acutely enough to tell 

exactly what was wrong with their bodies or minds. I could read emotions and 

interpret what caused them. As I grew, this ability became more distinct, and 

powerful enough to detect strong emotions from the other side of the school 

ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȢ 5ÎÔÉÌ ) ×ÁÓ ÎÉÎÅ ÏÒ ÓÏȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÔÅÃÔ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÓÕÆÆÅÒÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÅÌÔ 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÐÁÉÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÆÏÕÒȢ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÍent of my ability had 

something to do with growing up.  

Ȱ4ÏÂÉÁÓȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

 ) ÓÈÉÆÔÅÄ ÍÙ ÇÁÚÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÉÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÅÌÄ Á ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ 

ÍÉØÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÅÒÎÎÅÓÓȢ ) ÓÅÁÒÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á 

connection to his last words before addressing me. My classmates were anxious, 

especially those toward the front of the room, the ones who cared most about their 

ÇÒÁÄÅÓȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÏÐÉÎÇ ÍÅÔÈÏÄȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ ÉÎɂ

Tim McClellan was afraid his cat was going to die, Janice Woodsworth was having 

intense menstrual cramps, Drake SÅÌÌÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÕÐÓÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎ ÁÒÇÕÍÅÎÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ 

ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȣ  

Ȱ) ÁÍ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ )ȭÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÎÅÓÔÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÐÏÌÉÃÙɂto a 

point.  

-ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÏÂÉÁÓȟ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÃÌÁÓÓȢȱ  

I nodded and continued examining the ceiling, trying to block everyone out 

again. I felt his gaze on me for a few moments before he continued with his lecture. 
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The class period was almost over, and I sensed the atmosphere of the room change 

as my classmates mentally prepared for the usual rush to leave. They were better 

than a clock. I winced as Amy Bergman got a paper cut in the webbing of her index 

finger and thumb as she put papers in her folder. I hated paper cutsɂthey made me 

think of that slit of open flesh, the sides like almost-closed lips sliding past each 

other, that special kind of pain that only came with a paper cut. Someone was always 

getting a paper cut.  

After my classmates left the room, I remained at my desk. I was used to 

this routine with all the teachers. Mom was the only person who could maybe have 

helped me, and she had been in Riverview Cemetery for the past two years. All I had 

left were well-meaning teachers. Mr. Strom straightened a pile of homework on his 

desk before strolling around it to me.  

Ȱ4ÏÂÉÁÓȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ere in first grade, I subbed for your class. I was just 

ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÁÓ Á ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȢȱ  

I stayed quiet, but I was impressed. He was taking a different tack than 

ÍÏÓÔ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒÓ ÄÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÙ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÙÏÕȢ !Í ) ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ feeling it would be rude not to break his expectant silence.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÉÐÁÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÃÌÁÓÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÒÄȟ ÁÔ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 

Not like nowɂÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÔȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 

) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏȢȱ  

4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ Á ÆÌÙ ÂÕÚÚ 

ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÌÁÎÄ ÏÎ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒȢ (Å ÓÈÏÏË ÉÔ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȢ  

Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÙ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÙÏÕȢ .Ïȟ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ 

last day here. The day before, after school, I had slipped on the ice and landed on my 

ÈÁÎÄȢȱ 

 I frowned as the memory came to me. He watched my face. His eyes were 

the color of walnuts.  

Ȱ$ÕÒÉÎÇ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙȟ ) ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ 

wrist hurt. You came ÒÉÇÈÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓËȣȱ (Å ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȭ7ÈÙ ÄÏÅÓ ÙÏÕÒ 

×ÒÉÓÔ ÈÕÒÔȩȭ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȭ) ÆÅÌÌ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢȭ 4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× 

ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȭ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢȭ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÅÓË 

ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ  

Ȱ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟȱ ) ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ when the pause grew too long.  
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 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ɂI did go to the doctor, the next day, at my 

×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÎÃÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÃË ÏÆ ÍÅ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȢ )Ô ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ 

a sprain and I neÅÄÅÄ Á ÂÒÁÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙɂȱ ) ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ  

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȟ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÎ Á ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ)Ô ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 

ËÎÅ×Ȣȱ  

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ËÉÄȟȱ ) ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÆÅÌÌ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ 

ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢȱ  

-ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÅÉÇÈÔÈ 

ÇÒÁÄÅȟ 4ÏÂÉÁÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ËÉÄȢȱ (Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ Á 

ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÐÅÒ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅȢ  

I recognized the mood of dismissal and stuffed my things in my bag. He 

ÍÅÔ ÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÈÁÌÌ ÐÁÓÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ 

ÅØÁÍ ÎÅØÔ &ÒÉÄÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ!ÎÄȟ 4ÏÂÉÁÓȣ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÃÌÁÓÓȟ ÂÕÔ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÚÏÎÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎt you to know you can 

ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏȢȱ  

I almost told him right then. Really, I almost did. I knew he had a prep 

ÐÅÒÉÏÄ ÎÅØÔȢ )Ô ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÍÙ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ (ÅȭÄ 

ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȣ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ 4ÏÂÙȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ "ÉÏÌÏÇÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ 

class of the day.  

Miss Heckleburr, a new teacher this year, took the hall pass that bore Mr. 

3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ ÆÅÁÔÈÅÒÙ ÈÁÎÄ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÆÅÌÔ Á ÐÁÎÇ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ 

desk. I traced it to its origin, as I always did before saying anything. Miss 

(ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÐÁÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÉÎ ÎÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÌ ÐÁÓÓ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÔÏ 

the front of her mind.  

0ÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÏÌÌ ÏÎ ÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ 4Èe 

ÓÔÒÏÎÇÅÓÔ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÎÖÁÄÅÄ ÍÙ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÓÅÎÓÅÓȢ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔÁÃÈÅ 

over Mr. Strom registered as a conflicting cascade of tastes and smells in my mind. 

Her feelings of rejection and hurt tasted like sour grapes and spoiled milk. Under 
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that was a dark, smoky scent, and I recognized that as sexual repression because my 

father had felt that since Mom had died. Some nights at home were horrible for that 

reason.  

The attached silent mental film confirmed the emotions: Miss Heckleburr 

remembered standing in front of her mirror, making sure her makeup was perfect, a 

troubled expression on her face. Now, another memory: Miss Heckleburr talking to 

-ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÉÎ Á ÄÅÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÓÁ× 

-ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÍÏÕth move, saw her move toward Mr. Strom, and saw his 

uncomfortable expression and his reflexive step away from her. His mouth moved as 

he held up his hand, displaying his wedding ring. I could tell he was speaking gently, 

but Miss Heckleburr burst into tears. Raw. Vulnerable. A fresh wave of bitter-

almond-flavored misery followed as Miss Heckleburr relived this memory, unaware 

that I could see it, too. What happened next was worse yet: a fantasy. 

Memories looked different than fantasiesɂÍÅÍÏÒÉÅÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ that 

extra shimmer around the edges. I had seen plenty of fantasies, but this one was a 

whopper. She imagined him showing up at her house after school. No, showing up at 

her house late at night. Wearing a suit. No, dark blue jeans, with his white shirt 

unbuttoned. Apparently, she thought he had a six-pack. She kept editing. Some 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÉÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÅÌÌ-rehearsed, but maybe this was a new obsession. I could 

see the visions because they were strongly associated with negative emotionsɂI 

never saw gleeful fantasies.  

I stared desperately at the movie on cell structure, trying to hear the voice 

of the narrator, but the silent, shimmering fantasy kept creeping in at the edges of 

my brain, so vivid it threatened to obscure my physical vision, and it drowned out all 

ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÌÁÓÓÍÁÔÅÓȭ ×ÏÅÓ ÉÎ Á ÔÉÄÁÌ ×ÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅ ÁÓ ÈÅÁÔȢ 

The fantasy Mr. Strom was taking off his shirt and draping it on a chair while saying 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒȢ (Å ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ 

skimpy pajamas, and began touching her. First her cheek, his mouth moving as he 

ÔÁÌËÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÄ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃË ÁÓ ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ Á ËÉÓÓȢ 9/5ȭ2% 4().+).' 

ABOUT THIS HERE? AT SCHOOL? my mind roared at the oblivious Miss Heckleburr, 

but no amount of noise, real or mental, could mask the next imagesɂTHE 

MITOCHONDRIA ARE THE POWER PLANTS OF THE CELL I screamed in my head. It 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐȢ  
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7ÈÅÎ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÇÒÏÐÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ ÊÅÁÎÓȟ ) 

finally wrenched myself out of my torpor and groaned out loud.  

Ȱ-ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÉÃËȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ 

far from the truth.  

I felt her confusion as she surfaced, and the fantasy collapsed into a pile of 

disconnected images, leaving only wisps of longing and disappointment in Miss 

(ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÏÂÙȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄȢ (Ï× ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ Ó×ÉÔÃÈ ÍÉÎÄÓÅÔÓ 

so quickly?  

Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ  

I spent the rest of the class in the bathroom, trying to distract myself from 

Miss HÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÉÎÎÅÒ ÓÁÇÁȟ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÁÎÄ 

the only adult was the teacher, school was a lot easier. The subject matter was 

simpler, and the pain of my classmates was simpler. Children were like diluted 

adults. As my classmates and I matured together and most of us hit puberty, school 

became a roiling stew of emotions, strange pains and discomforts no one 

understood, and the ever-ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȟ ÃÏÐÐÅÒÙ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÁÎØÉÅÔÙȢ !ÄÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒÓȭ 

dramas, and I was in for a difficult school career.  

) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÁÎÄ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÉÒÔÅÅÎȦ 

7ÈÁÔ ÁÍ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȩ ) ÒÁÇÅÄȢ (ÅȭÓ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟ ÆÏÒ ÃÒÙÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȦ !ÎÄ 

as usual, I worried that I was supposed to help. What can I possibly say to her that 

×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÒÅÁË ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔȩ Ȱ5Èȟ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÉÚÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÒȢ 

3ÔÒÏÍȢ )Ô ÓÅÅÍÓ ÕÎÈÅÁÌÔÈÙȢȱ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ËÎÏ×Î ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 

married, but had taken the chance anyway and got the door slammed in her face.  

When the bell rang, I went straight to the bus from the bathroom and was 

home within half an hour. I usually spent as much time as possible outside or 

reading, away from my two little brothers and especially my dad. Mom had died of 

ÃÁÎÃÅÒ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȟ ÂÕÔ $ÁÄȭÓ grief was fresh. His pain was a double echo of mine; 

it was impossible for me to endure both for long. Mom was the only one who had 

known my secret. She would have known what to do about Miss Heckleburr.  

Today, Dad seemed tired and faded when I got home ÆÒÏÍ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ Ȱ4ÏÂÙȟ 

×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ !ÌÅØ Á ÂÁÔÈȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Å ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÄ ÔÏÄÁÙȢȱ  
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Dad worked at home, so he never hired a babysitter for my four-year-old 

brother. Dad worked as a translator, fluent in English, Finnish, and Russian. He used 

ÔÏ ÊÏËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȡ Ȱ-ÁÃÈÉÎÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÌÁÎÇ ÉÓȟ ÓÏ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÐÒÅÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÅ 

way a person would, or we could end up with World War III because of some 

ÍÉÓÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÕÓÓÉÁȢȱ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÊÏËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂ ÉÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȢ  

I took Alex up to our second-floor bathroom because it was his favorite. I 

liked it, tooɂthe tall cedar trees were lined up outside the window, protecting the 

house. As I bathed Alex in the old clawfooted tub, I wondered if I should tell Dad he 

should send Alex tÏ ÄÁÙ ÃÁÒÅȢ /ÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ $ÁÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ Á ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÙÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȢ !Ô 

the same time, I noticed that Alex was humming under his breath and splashing me 

playfullyɂhe usually hated baths. Maybe he should be allowed to play 

unsupervised.  

Supper was pleasant enough on the emotional front. For once, Dad focused 

on his children.  

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÅ× ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟ 4ÏÂÙȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

 ) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÅ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ 

agesɂit was like he was seeing me for the first time in two years.  

I said thÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÉÎÄȢ Ȱ5Íȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÔÅÓÔ ÎÅØÔ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÉÎ 

ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÃÌÁÓÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟȱ $ÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Shawn, my ten-year-old brother, scowled at me over his food.  

Ȱ7ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÁÃÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ $ÁÄ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ 

ÔÈÉÓ ÁÌÏÎÅȟ 4ÏÂÙȢ ) ÇÏÔ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÔÏÄÁÙȢȱ  

I had my strategies to avoid exactly this. I usually pretended to pay 

attention for a few weeks after being reprimanded, until the teacher forgot about me 

ÁÇÁÉÎȢ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ ÃÁÌÌ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒÅÄ Á ÆÁÖÏÒÁÂÌÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÉÎ $ÁÄȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ ) 

had to admit that I missed individual attention from Dad. I finally started to 

understand why some kids acted out in school.  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩȱ 3ÈÁ×Î ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅȢ 

 Ȱ$Ï ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ) ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÏÏÄÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ  

Ȱ0ÁÓÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÁÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȟȱ 3ÈÁ×Î ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÔÅØÔÂÏÏË ÉÓ ÆÏÒȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÎÏÏÄÌÅÓȢ )Î ÔÒÕÔÈȟ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ 

usually worried about their personal lives during tests. They were too busy 
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stressing out about the test, and their mental films often poured into my head 

whether I wanted them to or not. The very best test-ÔÁËÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÍÁÎÙ ÎÅÇÁÔÉÖÅ 

ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÅÓÔÓȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÓÏ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÌÅÁÎ ÍÕÃÈ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÍȢ  

Ȱ-ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟȱ $ÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Å ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢȱ 

 Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟȱ ) ÐÒÏÍÉsed. 

 Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÇÏÅÓȢȱ $ÁÄ ÓÈÉÆÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÁ×Îȟ 

ÈÏ× ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÙȩȱ  

4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÐÁÉÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÆÁÃÅ ÏÆ $ÁÄȭÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ ) 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÐÅÃÉÆÉÃ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÒÓÔ 3ÈÁ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ !ÌÅØȟ 

other than the persistent aching of his thick fingers from typing all day. This new 

attentiveness from Dad seemed too good to last.  

And so it went. Miss Heckleburr continued to moon over Mr. Strom at 

school, mostly right after lunch. For some reason, I was becoming extra attuned to 

her unrequited feelings for him. I could pick up flashes of them when I was in 

unlikely places, such as the bathroom or the locker room.  

Dad started to drop away again. His alertness dwindled until all we were 

ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÁÓȟ Ȱ0ÁÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÌÔȢȱ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÈÉÍȢ -ÏÍȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÕÐȢ ) 

doubted he would understand if I told him what was on my mind all the time. His 

mind was nearly as full as mine was.  

4ÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ -ÏÍȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙȟ ) ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÖÅÒÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ -ÉÓÓ 

(ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÅÄ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÌÁÓÓÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

distract her. I stood in a batÈÒÏÏÍ ÓÔÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ 

I only saw things from Miss Heckleburrɂ) ÓÁ× ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅȟ 

but it was exponentially worse when they were about a teacher I saw every day. I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÔÏ Á ÃÁÖÅ ÉÎ 

the mountains. Or to a padded room.  

Finally, there in that bathroom, I decided to open up to Mr. Strom about my 

ability. I was having additional difficulty concentrating in his classes because I had 

been seeinÇ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȭÓ ÖÅÒÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ  ÈÉÍȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÃÔÕÒÉÎÇȢ  

-Ù ÄÉÓÃÏÍÆÏÒÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÓÃÁÐÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ 

ÂÕÔ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ )ȭÄ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÕÇÇÉÎÇ $ÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×Ȣ 



57 

 I thought it would be a relief to tell someone my secret. Dad was 

ÕÎÒÅÌÉÁÂÌÅȟ 3ÈÁ×Î ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÉÎË ) ×ÁÓ Á ×ÅÉÒÄÏȟ !ÌÅØ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÙÏÕÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ -ÏÍ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 

ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Æ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȣÂÕÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÍÙ ÁÇÅ ÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ËÎÅ× ) 

was different. Their eyes always slid straight from me to someone right next to me. 

It was enough to keep me from trying anymore after second grade. 

 )Ô ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓ ÉÎ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȭÓ 

classroom during his prep time, skipping Biology entirely. I liked the subject, but I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎt to endure Miss Heckleburr.  

Ȱ4ÏÂÙȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȩ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȦ *ÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ 

ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÇÒÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȣȱ  

I watched a little dent appear under each of his eyebrows as he 

concentrated. He had a throbbing headache behind his right eye. It must have 

ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÏÒ ÓÏ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ×ÁÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ 

of his class, trying to plan my first words to him.  

I figured I might as well spill the beans. The headache was broadcasting so 

loudly, it was hurting me, ÔÏÏȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ȰÍÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ 

ÔÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÁÄÁÃÈÅȢȱ  

Mr. Strom stopped writing. He put his hand to his right eye as if making 

ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !Ô ÌÁÓÔȟ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÍÅȢ Ȱ) ËÎÅ× ÙÏÕ ËÎÅ×ȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ 

were in ÆÉÒÓÔ ÇÒÁÄÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄȩ 7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÏ×ȩȱ  

(Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ 

ÄÉÓÂÅÌÉÅÆȢ ) ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐ 

me. This ability takes up my whole life. I can tell you what people are worried about 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÎÅØÔ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ  

Ȱ)Ô ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ Á ÂÕÒÄÅÎȢȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ (Å ÔÈÒÅ× ÂÁÃË ÓÏÍÅ ÉÂÕÐÒÏÆÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÕÌÐ 

of water and drank until the bottle was empty. I felt the water seep into his system 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÌÉÅÆ ÉÔ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔȢ 7ÁÉÔ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȣ  

 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÕÎÁ×ÁÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÄ Á 

breakthrough.  

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÊÕÓÔ 

ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÉÎÇȩȱ  
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I nodded and closed my eyes, immersing myself in his experience on 

purpose. Each of his sensations and emotions, good and bad, registered in my mind. 

The world was no longer a sea of total negativity. I was no longer limited to feeling 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÐÁÉÎȢ !×ÅÄ Ây the change, I described my ability to Mr. Strom. I abandoned 

caution. I started giving specific examples. Before I knew what I was doing, I was 

explaining in detail how Miss Heckleburr had been suffering due to her unrequited 

love for Mr. Strom.  

I stopped talking. There was a stunned silence.  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÂÌÕÒÔ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ ) ÇÏÔ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐȣȱ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄȩȱ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÈÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏÎÅȢ  

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÙ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÂÓÅÓÓÉÖÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ 

pretense.  

Ȱ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÆÒÏÍ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȣ×ÅÌÌȟ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÂÏÏËÓȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÐÓÙÃÈÏÌÏÇÙȩȱ  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȩȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÖÅ 

during ÃÌÁÓÓ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎÉÎÇ "ȭÓȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÕÓÅ ÂÉÇ ×ÏÒÄÓȢȱ 

-ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ 

ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

 ) ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢȱ  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÉnk you should put them aside. 

9ÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÉÓ ÁÓ ÌÉÆÅ-consuming 

ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ 

 That was true. When Mr. Strom called Dad about my behavior in class, it 

woke him up for a while. Maybe Dad would wake up and be there for me if I told him 

my secret.  

I realized I was staring at my hands and raised my eyes to see Mr. Strom 

regarding me with compassion in his heart. An image of his wife cooking and the 

hunger in his belly also registered with me.  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ -ÉÓÓ 

(ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȣ)ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȟ ÕÈȟ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌȣȩȱ  
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Ȱ)Æ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÅȟ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ  

Mr. Strom buried his face in his hands. Ȱ5ÇÈȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÁÌÌ 

ÔÈÁÔȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÎÃÅÎÔÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ (Å ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȣ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȩȱ  

I was fascinated by the richness of his mental imagery. He was 

embarrassed and felt bad for me, but I could feel his love for his wife predominating 

as he rejected the concept of cheating on her. He pitied Miss Heckleburr. )ÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ Á 

limit to how much stuff a mind can process? Am I going to go insane?  

Ȱ4ÏÂÙȩȱ  

) ÂÌÉÎËÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ -ÒȢ 3ÔÒÏÍȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ to be harder than I thought. I 

ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÎÔÒÁÔÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÐÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÎÅ× ÓÔÕÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ 

he said. 

 Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÉÄÅÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÉÓÓ (ÅÃËÌÅÂÕÒÒȢȱ 

 I felt MrȢ 3ÔÒÏÍ ÐÕÓÈ ÄÏ×Î Á ÌÁÕÇÈȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ 

I felt a rush of my own emotion in responseɂempathy. Lately, the strongest 

ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÒÅÆÒÅÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÆÏÒ Á 

change.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÄ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 

one.  

The bell rang. We listened to the students tossing books into their lockers, 

gathering backpacks, and getting out of the building as fast as they could. Only now, 

I could feel their hope, pride, peace, and happiness, and other things, jumbled in 

×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎØÉÅÔÙȟ ÁÎÇÅÒȟ ÐÁÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÄÎÅÓÓȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ 

with all of that information, but it was so much better than living halfway. 
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Contrast  

 by Jane OõShea 
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Drinking It All In  

 by Anna Gergen  

 

 They sat around the basement table holding bright glasses of wine, 

filled-to-brim pints, and ciders I could smell across the room: sunny, 

effervescent, inaccessible. Between the servers and wait assists and maybe 

an odd host or two, eight of them sat on mismatched IKEA chairs and 

broken stools hauled from upstairs. Their faces were washed of color; some 

propped themselves on elbows, others reached their arms out and linked 

their fingers with other wanting hands. There was laughter, laughter 

everywhere, voices rising and dipping and rising further. The tableau was 

cast in chiaroscuro lighting from the overhead fluorescence. It was straight 

out of a Renaissance scene: sinners breaking pizza dough between 

themselves, alcohol pouring freely from cans and bottles into tired, thirsty 

ÍÏÕÔÈÓȢ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÎÁÍÅÓȢ 

 I bundled silverware on the other side of the room. It was my 

second week on the job. The percussive rhythm of rolling forks and knives 

into napkins grated ÍÙ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÅÒÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÙ ÆÉÓÔÓ 

clenched with strain. My carpal tunnel had not yet been diagnosed. The 

persistent dry patch I would develop under my thumb was still smooth. I 

was still the newbie. I knew it, and so did they, the raucous disciples 

clinking glasses over by the employee lockers. They did not invite me over, 

and I did not ask to join them. 

At twenty five years old, the pizzeria was my second job ever, the 

first lasting just shy of one year. The squirmy little line on my resume about 

working in a suburban diner seemed wholly unfitting compared to their 

employment histories: most of the servers had been there four, five, six 

years, with a prodigal few starting work the day the pizzeria opened. As it 
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happened, I would not join their server ranks for another ten months; but 

what bothered me most that day was a question nagging my thoughts: how 

was I ever going to fit in? 

 The question trailed behind me through the coming days as I 

bustled around the floor and learned the machinations of a high-volume 

establishment. The busiest Sundays at the diner seemed like calm, unstirred 

waters compared to the tsunami waves of guests streaming into the 

restaurant each weekday evening. I watched my new coworkers navigating 

the tides with precision and intuition. A server carried in his arms three 

scalding rounds of pizza and swivel around the crowd until he landed 

square at his table. A wait assistɂ responsible for bussing tables, stocking 

glassware, and a myriad other tasksɂ easily handled ten wine glasses in 

one hand, and stacked them on the bar counter as if she had waved a magic 

×ÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÌÁÃÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÏÕÓ ÃÈÅÆ ÓÌÉÃÅÄ ÁÎ ÏÖÅÎȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ 

pizzas in a matter of seconds. And the host, the job I was training to take on, 

smiled ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÍÏÂ ÏÆ ÇÕÅÓÔÓ ÄÉÓÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î 

ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÔ Á $ÏÍÉÎÏȭÓ ÏÒȟ ÍÁÙÂÅȟ Á ÓÕÂÕÒÂÁÎ ÄÉÎÅÒȢ  

That smileɂ thin, wan, shy of judging by a miniscule degreeɂ floored me. I 

saw it all across the restaurant: my coworkers could deflect even the 

reddest of faces with cool, seemingly empathetic grins. I needed to learn 

that. I needed to learn how to not let my insides curdle like old milk every 

time something went wrong. 

I watched them. Jesus, I watched them all the time, coming together 

and floating apart like little tidepools ebbing in the chaos: a joke was 

whispered here and there, screwed up lips tried not to laugh too loudly, a 

ÈÁÎÄ ÒÕÂÂÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÁÃË ÏÒ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÓÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ 

silent reminders ÔÈÁÔ ȰÈÏÎÅÙȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÏÁÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 4ÈÅ -ÉÄ×ÅÓÔÅÒÎ 

summer heat drew sweat from all their faces, and the steam of too many 

bodies crowded around an open oven cooked their skin until it was bright 
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and shiny. Those hands, the ones that shared wine and food and each other, 

kept moving and moving until the manager drew the shades and the last 

guests had stumbled into the night, drunk and full. 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÅ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÃÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÒÉÎËɂ 

×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÎÔÅÒɂ but curiosity made my mouth water each 

night. What did wine taste like? Was it sweet or sour? Did it make you 

instantly giddy, like bubbles were passing from your lips? Or was that 

ÓÅÎÓÁÔÉÏÎ Á ÐÒÏÄÕÃÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȩ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÆÌÁÖÏÒÓ 

could be complex and have contrasting layers. My coworkers understood 

this too well. On the floor, they snapped their teeth at each other, shook 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÁÄÓ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÂÅÌÉÅÆȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÒÅ× ÕÐ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÅÁÌ 

×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ "ÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÅÁÃÈ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ×hen the manager blared 

rap music from the stereo, so unlike the carefully selected folk rock during 

ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÌÌ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÃÕÐÓ ÕÐ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

They would talk and bitch and laugh until they were just as drunk and full 

as the last stragglers to leave at 11:00 pm. 

I watched this, too. I learned how the no-nonsense mother of twins 

could hold her liquor like no one else until a final sip tipped her over the 

edge and she was leaning on the arms of others. I catalogued every shade of 

ÐÉÎË ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÅÒȭÓ ÓËÉÎ ÂÌÕÓÈÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÄÒÁÎËȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÅÃÒÁÃËÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ 

the purple stripe in her hair could pound back pints long after the 

heavyweight chefs had called it for the night. At first I thought it was just 

the alcoholɂ that mystery substance I had avoided for twenty five yearsɂ 

but even after I learned what buzzed felt like, the question remained: what 

would it take to be welcomed into their ranks? How could I make friends 

after years of friendless solitude, with one heroic bestie as the only 

exception? What would I have to become? 

 3ÕÍÍÅÒ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÔÏÏ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ 7Å ÎÁÖÉÇÁÔÅÄ Ȱ(ÅÌÌ -ÏÎÔÈȟȱ ÁËÁ 

August, with such dogged persistence that when Labor Day arrived, and the 

crowds suddenly dissipated into the fire-hued world outside, we were all a 
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litt le shell-shocked. I must have lost ten pounds over that summer, but I 

gained the weight back in part by the pizzas I gorged upon each night. It 

was September, and while I could now hold a conversation with my 

coworkers with only a minimal degree of awkwardness, they were still 

thatɂ ÃÏ×ÏÒËÅÒÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÆÁÕÌÔȟ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÕÔÇÏÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ 

ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅȟ ÏÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅÖÅÒ ȰÔÈÅÒÅȱ ×ÁÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ 

1ÕÅÅÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÏÎÅ !ÇÅ ÁÄÖÅÒÔÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ËÎÏÃËÏÕÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÔÏ 

tag along with the rest of them. When they pooled tip money to buy lottery 

ÔÉÃËÅÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÓ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ Ô×Ï ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓȢ 

The lottery was a waste and a scam, I believed. The chances were much too 

low; taking a risk would never pay off. 

 One fall night, in my corner of the basement, I watched my 

coworker Maria linger after the others so she could check the padlock on 

her locker two, three, four times. She kept tugging at the metal to make sure 

ÈÅÒ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÅȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÊÕÄÇÅ ÍÅȟȱ Óhe said with a sheepish 

smile. 

 Ȱ.Ï ×ÁÙȟȱ ) ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ËÎÅ× ÈÁÌÆ ÍÙ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ× ) 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ ) ×ÁÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÔÕÎÎÅÄ ÂÙ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÂÏÌÄÎÅÓÓȢ 

 3ÈÅ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÕÓȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÁÌË ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅȟȱ 

she said.  

And that was it. I had wedged myself into a sliver of their circle. I 

had begun to earn my keep as a host; now, I had a friend who could loop me 

in on conversations, get togethers, inside jokes. Instant camaraderie, 

immediate gratificationɂ I was in. 

Alex was nextɂ the snarky bartender who wore tight jeans and a 

ÄÅÖÉÌȭÓ ÇÒÉÎȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÒÕÂÂÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ 

kissing cheeks, tapping asses in a way that, for some reason, others let him 

ÄÏȢ !Ó -ÁÒÉÁȭÓ ÒÏÏÍÍÁÔÅȟ ÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÅØÔÒÁÖÁÇÁÎÔ ÄÉÎÎÅÒÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ 

carrot risotto the first time they invited me over, I wanted to grab seconds, 
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thirds, fourths. I was too intimidated to ask. A couchful of pizzeria people 

ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÎ ÐÉÌÌÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ 

any room to join the fray, ) ËÎÅÌÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ !ÎÎÁȟȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ 

and reluctantly I squeezed my way in. They kept on jabbering. I cracked a 

joke. They laughed, and it felt like salvation. 

I had dealt with mental illness through my teenage years and into 

ÍÙ ÁÄÕÌÔ ÌÉÆÅȢ Ȱ$ÅÁÌÔ ×ÉÔÈȱ ÉÔȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ȰÓÕÆÆÅÒÅÄȱ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȟ ÁÎÄ 

ȰÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄȱ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÓÏ ÃÏÒÎÙ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÁÇȢ 3ÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ Á ÃÏÕÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÓÅ 

beautiful, golden-ÈÁÌÏÅÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ×ÈÏ ÃÕÒÌÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ 

ÔÈÒÅ× ÂÉÔÓ ÏÆ ÒÉÃÅ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÕÎÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÉÎÇ facesɂ it was almost too 

much. 

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ -ÁÒÉÁ ÁÎÄ !ÌÅØȢ -ÁÄÄÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÅÃÒÁÃËÅÒȟ ÈÁÄ Á ÌÁÕÇÈ 

that worked its way into my ribcage. Brooke, the mohawked writer and 

seamstress, seemed genuinely interested in my writing. Even Grace, who 

was not about to take shit from anyone, warmed up to me. There was Ky 

ÁÎÄ *ÁÍÅÓ ÁÎÄ 6ÉÎÃÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï *ÁÍÉÅȭÓȟ ,ÉÎÄÁ ÁÎÄ -ÁÙ ÁÎÄ !ÄÄÉÓÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ 

ever-smiling Sarah and her best friend Erin cast sunlight into every room 

they entered. And Carly, the host who was hired alongside me, would 

become my roommate after my best friend found her own place. These 

people, these coworkers, had become something like friends. The thrill of 

being able to laugh and share drinks with them rumbled in my chest, and I 

found myself shaking with the feeling of belonging, belonging, belonging. 

Omar, one of the sous chefs, would always give me crap for being the one 

who sometimes had to roll silverware and answer takeout calls in the 

basement, rather than hustle like the rest of them on floor. One night, as I 

sipped on my half glass of Vinho Verde at the bar, he called from the 

ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȟ Ȱ"ÅÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÕÓÙ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ (Å ËÎÅ× ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔȠ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 

ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÁËÅÏÕÔ ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ) ÔÏÏË ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

bother me, at least not in a way I was willing to admit. Then Alex picked up 

Á ÃÈÁÍÐÁÇÎÅ ÆÌÕÔÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÔ /ÍÁÒȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ 
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ÂÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅÓ ÄÏ×Î ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3ÈÏÒÔÌÙ ÁÆÔÅÒȟ 'ÒÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 

ÔÏ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÂÕÂÂÌÉÎÇ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ 0ÒÏÓÅÃÃÏȢ Ȱ) ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ Óhe 

whispered. That night, the humming warmth in my chest was not a product 

of the alcohol. 

A fine dining restaurant debuted in Uptown sometime in late 

autumn. A former server roped Maria into serving their part time, and what 

started as a couple days a week became a near full-ÔÉÍÅ ÊÏÂȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ 

ÏÎ -ÏÎÄÁÙÓ ÁÎÄ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÓÕÒÅÄ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÙ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅ ËÅÐÔ 

me away from the restaurant during the weekday, so I almost never saw 

her. Maddy followed her there in the winter. Brooke moved up to Duluth. 

Erin found her partner, and moved out to Wyoming to be with him and his 

son. I began training in as a server to fill in the gaps they were leaving 

behind. 

As we approach the busy summer season once again, more gaps 

will need to be filled. Sarah will soon follow Erin out west, refusing to be 

parted from her best friend. Another server is having her second child, and 

yet another is considering leaving now that the landscape looks so different. 

It is like the pizzeria is a pitstop on a road to bigger and better thingsɂ 

money, love, family, opportunity. I have begun considering what exists past 

my stop in the road. But that journey is still a far off dream. 

These people, these coworkers and friends, came together as if by a 

dance or converging tracks at a waystation. But dances end, and tracks 

move only forward. When Maddy left, I hugged her in a dive bar I never 

would have considered visiting even months before. We were never the 

closest of friends, but I remember our goodbye well. I clasped her hand, 

then decided to circle the table and hug her briefly. In many ways I was still 

that shy girl secretly pining for friends in the blooms of spring. I hugged her 

for a second, tops. Now, I wish I had held onto herɂ onto all of themɂ for a 

little longer. 
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Making  Apple Butter  

 by Jane OõShea 

To prevent sticking or scorching, 

dip your heart in paraffin wax 

and store it deep in the pantry. 

 

Do not remember her voice like Crystal sugar, 

her wrinkled, capable fingers, 

the way the paring knife chased her thumb  

around and around 

 

or the way she could skin a whole apple 

in one long peel of comforting, concentric circles 

striped in jade, red, and amber.  

 

Never recall her optimism 

at a battered cardboard box 

full of mottled seconds and thirds: 

worm-pocked and misshapen rejects. 

 

You can adjust the taste 

with teaspoons of cinnamon and allspice 

and a long simmer on the back burner 

in a dented Dutch oven. 

 

Headspace can affect sealing and the preservation 

Of long-dead memories. 

 

Stirring occasionally will unleash 
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hot butter that scalds and blisters. 

 

Bring to a boil, 

add two cups of granulated grief 

until thickened and numb, 

then cool and store.  

 

Believe the lie that you can adjust, 

if desired. 
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Denouement  

 by Rachel Lindo  

 

 Staring at the overcast sky, Camille laid with her back nestled in the 

snow-covered ground with her legs open and spread out, so she could be a 

star. Despite how the cold pricked her cheeks and nose, she had been out in 

ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÙÁÒÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÈÁÌÆ-hour, waiting for any snowflakes to fall 

instead of searching for another dead-end job. She closed her eyes and 

breathed in the sharp, iced air through her nose. Camille started to cough, 

disrupting her elegant snow starfish form. After a few moments of calming 

her lungs down, she plopped her head back into the snow. She hoped that 

maybe, just maybe, there would be a blizzard that would vomit a thick layer 

of snow on her body and suffocate her phone bills, credit card bills, and the 

reality she moved from her cozy apartment and back into her childhood 

home at twenty-seven-years-old. She had been living there for four months 

now, it was humiliating.  

 Her day dream of being buried under layers of frozen 

procrastination came to a halt when she heard snow being crunched under 

boots. Camille let out a sigh, opened her eyes and cocked her head ever so 

slightly to see her adopted kid-brother, Harry. Her mother, Patricia, swept 

him up from foster care five years ago when her home just felt too empty 

×ÈÅÎ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÆÁther packed up and left for a much younger, thinner, more 

active woman six years ago.  

 (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÏ×Îȟ ÆÒÅÃËÌÅÄ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÂÌÏÃËÅÄ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÖÉÅ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ 

being swaddled by the clouds. Henry himself was swaddled, his body puffed 

up by layers of thick jackets, his hands swollen by bulky gloves, and his dark 

brown mop of hair covered by a big, wool cap. No doubt done by Patricia 

ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÐÐÏ-

ÔÈÅÒÍÉÁ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÙȭËÎÏ×Ȣȱ  
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 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ hypothermiaȟ ÓÍÁÒÔÓȟȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÏÎ 

ÈÅÒ ÌÉÐÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ËÉÄ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ 

young age. The only responsibility he probably had on his mind was not be 

caught with his finger up his nose.  

 Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÕÒÎ ÂÌÕÅ ÌÉËÅ Á ÈÉÐÐÏȟ -ÒÓȢ 4ÕÐÐÅÒ ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓȟȱ (ÁÒÒÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ 

defending his honor. 

 #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÕÆÆÓ ÏÆ ÁÉÒ ÆÏÇÇÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÄȢ Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ 

ÓÕÒÅȢ .Ï× ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÕÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÌÏÃËÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÖÉÅ×Ȣȱ  

 Harry looked around and up at the sky, confusÅÄȢ Ȱ/Æ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ  

 Ȱ)ÎÔÒÕÓÉÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ (ÁÒÒÙ ÆÕÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ 

twitched his upper lip. He was quiet for a while, probably because he was 

trying to figure what Camille meant. 

 Ȱ-ÏÍ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ  

 Camille groanedȟ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ )ȭÍ fineȢȱ  

 Harry stomped his foot and kicked a small pile of snow onto her 

ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȦ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȦȱ  

 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ Á ×ÅÅËȦȱ  

 Ȱ#ȭÍÏÎȟ #ÁÍÍÉȦ 'ÅÄÄÕÐȟ ÇÅÄÄÕÐȟ ÇÅÄÄÕÐȦȱ (ÁÒÒÙ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ 

snow onto her stomach but missed. Snow lodged itself in the crook of her 

neck and right ear.  

 The frozen wad in her ear felt like earwax that had jumped into a 

freezer, then jumped back into her ear to clog it. Camille jumped up and hit 

her left ear with her head cocked to the size, trying to free the snow from 

her ear canal.  

 Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÕÙȦȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ 

back, then hunched her shoulders, and let out a growl. The nine-year-old 

yelped and ran, only to trip over a miniature snowman. At least for a half 

hour, her worries were replaced by childish giggles and snow ball battles.  
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 Eventually, Camille lost the battle and she wondered back inside 

the house with Harry. She felt light, despite her winter clothes weighing her 

down. As she shrugged off her jacket, she stopped herself from laughing 

while she watched Harry wiggle around to escape from his winter-gear. 

Camille stopped laughing when her mother entered the living room. Her 

mother was professionally dressed and usually was as if she chose to never 

leave her psychologist office downtown. Her mother held out a cordless 

telephone, her wrinkled lips pursed with concern.  

 Ȱ"ÅÌÌÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÔȟȱ 0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÙÏÕÒ 

ÈÅÌÐ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÏÕÔ ÂÒÉÄÅÓÍÁÉÄ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÓȢȱ  

 7ÈÏÏÐÔÙ ÄÉÎÇÕÓȟ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏ so happy her life is wonderful. 

She pressed her lips in a thin line as she observed her mother observe her. 

No doubt she was looking at her through the lens of Patricia Dubois, PhD. 

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÆÌÁÔ ÔÏÎÅȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ )ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢȱ  

 3ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȢ  

Camille kicked off her boots and made her way to her room. Her 

ÒÏÏÍȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ )Ô ÈÁÄ ÒÉÄ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ ÏÆ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ 

relating to a punk teenage girl. Patricia made it into a guest room/office, 

managed to paint over dark red walls with a bright yellow coat of paint and 

ÐÅÅÌ ÏÆÆ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÅÔÈÏÒÁ ÏÆ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÎË ÂÁÎÄ ÐÏÓÔÅÒÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 

think punk left of Camille was her continuation of cutting her hair short and 

buzzed on the sides. She used to stylize the remaining blond tuft of hair, but 

now it just seemed pointless.   

When she laid back in what was now her bed, she pulled a green 

comforter over her body and closed her eyes. As she was swathed by 

stifling darkness, she remembered how going out for a simple cup of coffee 

last Friday became her unfortunate catalyst that jumpstarted her 

melodramatic existential crises. For all of this, Belle was responsible.  
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Camille had been looking at the newspaper critically for job 

openings while she sat at a local coffee house, with that cliché red pen 

jammed between her teeth. It was the only place where wearing three-day-

ÏÌÄ 0*ȭÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÁÂÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ /ÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÒÒ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÆÆee bean 

grinder, Camille heard a familiar voice ordering a specialized latte that 

ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÏËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÎȭÓ ÃÁÐȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÖÉÂÒÁÎÔȟ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÔÈÉÃËȟ 

energetic Minnesotan accent. She flicked her eyes up to capture Belle in all 

of her beauty with her dark hair in a neat bun, wearing a clean white blouse, 

sleek pencil skirt, tights, and chic coat hung in the crook of her arm. She 

ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÂÁÃË ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ 

filled with competitive and idealistic drives that would bring them one step 

closer to working for the Star Tribune. Both of them secured an internship 

there, but only one got the job: Belle.  

Camille spat out her pen and felt suddenly self-conscious over her 

unruly blond tuft and well-worn PJs. She reached for her winter jacket, 

which she hung on the back of an empty chair next to her. She licked her 

lips and thought, 3ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÏÎ ÙÁÐÐÉÎÇȢ -ÁËÉÎÇ 

an escape is easy.  

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ  

Belle in all her successful glory, turned around and it seemed that 

the morning sun caught her face and made it shine bright over her tasteful 

make up. Her mouth opened into a wide smile and she raced over to Camille 

after picking up her order, graceful in her high heels.  

Ȱ/È my ÇÏÄȦ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ forever ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÓÁ× ÙÏÕ ÌÁÓÔȦȱ "ÅÌÌÅ ÃÈÉÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ  

Camille quickly flipped over her newspaper to hide her evidence of 

unemployment. She forced out a chuckle and took a sip of her coffee, which 

ÈÁÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÃÏÌÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩ )Ô ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÓȟ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ  
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Belle slipped into the open seat across from Camille, uninvited. She 

set her latte down on the table, her paper to-ÇÏ ÃÕÐ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ7Å 

ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÕÐ ÏÎȦ (Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎȩ 4×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓȩ 4ÈÒÅÅȩȱ   

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÌÏ× ÓÌÉÐ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÌÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÂÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ 

call. Have you? Have you really?  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅȩȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎ Á ËÉÎÄÅÒ ÔÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȢ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȦ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ 4ÒÅÖÏÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 4ÒÅÖÏÒȩ &ÒÏÍ 

ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÎÓÈÉÐȩȱ  

Camille had been ready to respond with, vaguely, but Belle carried 

on without her.  

Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÅÎÇÁÇÅÄȦ *ÕÓÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÚÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÏÃËȦȱ "ÅÌÌÅ ÊÕÔÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ 

hand across the table, almost hitting Camille in the nose with a three-carat 

diamond and flawlessly manicured nailÓȢ Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȩ 'ÏÄȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 

such a dork ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÏÏȦȱ  

Camille, again, was about to respond but Belle carried on about the 

explicit details of not only her wedding, but how her job at the Star Tribune 

was going great, how her brand-new house was great, and how, really, 

everything in her life was going. Just. Great.  

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ÃÈÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅÁÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÌÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÉÎÔÏ 

ÈÁÒÄȟ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ Ȱ"ÅÌÌÅȟ ) ÇÏÔÔÁ ÌÅÁÖÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ 

ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ×ÏÒËȢȱ 

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÏÒÎÅÒÅÄ 

with her lie, Belle had her head so far up into her clouds it hardly worried 

Camille.  

"ÅÌÌÅ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÊÅÅÚȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÉÆ ) ÍÁÄÅ 

you run lateɂȱ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ You almost sound sincere. In a 

moment of stupidity, Camille took her red pen and scribbled down her new 

numberɂ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÏ× 
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ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÏÒË ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÌÉÆÅȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÙ 

number if you want toɂȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȦ! I want you to be one of my bridesmaids! You just 

ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅȦȱ  

4ÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÉÎ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÂÉÔÔÅÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

overbearing innocence of it all.  

 

Camille was startled out of the memory from a knock on the guest 

ÒÏÏÍȾÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ'Ï Á×ÁÙȱ ÔÏ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȟ 

ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȭÓ ÈÉÎÇÅÓ ×ÈÉÎÅÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÉÔ ÃÒÅÁËÅÄ ÏÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ 

slowly slithered out of her blanket cocoon. Patricia stood at the threshold, 

one hand on the knob while the other held onto the bane of her existence. 

Her mother cleared her throat and motioned the cordless telephone in her 

ÈÁÎÄȟ ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ Á ÐÅÎÃÉÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÂÒÏ×Ȣ Ȱ"ÅÌÌÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ  

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÇÒÏÁÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȟ Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȩ )ȭÍ 

ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢȱ  

Patricia took a seat on the bed and Camille felt it shift from her 

ÍÏÍȭÓ ×ÅÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ  

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ (ÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÏÎÌÙ 

ÐÒÉÃËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÍÐÅÒȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÁÌÌ ÓÈÒÉÎË ÏÎ ÍÅȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ 

ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓȢȱ  

Her mother frowned and placed the cordless telephone in her lap 

ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÃÅ Á ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÎ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÏÎÌÙ 

ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄȢȱ  

#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ ÏÆf the bed, 

×ÁÖÉÎÇ 0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÏÆÆȟ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȢȱ  

Ȱ$ÁÍÍÉÔȟ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÒÁÐȩȱ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ 

snapped.  
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#ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÆÒÁÍÅȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÓÉÃËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ 

from me? To open up? For you to just give me the psychologist cure-ÁÌÌȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÂÏÔÈ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ  

Camille licked her teeth and the inside of her cheek, then crossed 

her arms over her chest. She bit her bottom lip, knowing all too well that 

her mother, like her, was a persistÅÎÔ ÏÎÅȢ Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ  

0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÃÁÌÌ "ÅÌÌÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÅÒɂȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÔȦȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄȟ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȦ 

Belle is just going to be all nice about it, so sweet about it, then make me feel 

ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÁÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔȟ )ȭÍ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÕÇÌÙ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÉÎË 

ÄÒÅÓÓ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÉÆÅȦ 4ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÅÓÍÁÉÄȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÈÉÔ 

ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȦȱ  

Patricia closed her eyes and nodded slowly, taking one of those 

intellectual pauses before she made a judgement. Camille scoffed and 

thought, 9ÅÁÈȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ Her mother started to chuckle 

through her nose, which only annoyed Camille.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ  

(ÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȟ Ȱ.ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ 

ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ  

Camille pursed her lips.  

Patricia patted the open space next to her and Camille sat down 

begrudgingly.  

Ȱ"ÅÌÌÅ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÁËÉÎÇ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ before Camille could 

ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ Ȱ3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ 

ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ %ÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÊÏÂ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ Tribune ÓÅÃÕÒÅÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

ÍÅÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔɂȱ  
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Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȟȱ 0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ 

then paused. Both mother and daughter were quiet for a while. Her mother 

ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÌÁÓÔȢ 

Look at your father and Iɂȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÌÅÁË ÏÕÔÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ Á ÔÈÅÒÁÐÉÓÔȢȱ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÏÎÅȢȱ 0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÎ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ (ÅÒ 

touch felt warm. Her mother then took the cordless telephone from her lap 

ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÃÁÌÌȢȱ  

Camille pressed her lips together and gazed at the phone in her 

hands. She let out a slow breath that had been trapped in her throat. Camille 

ÇÒÁÚÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÕÍÂ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÏÏÔÈȟ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÂÕÔÔÏÎÓȢ Ȱ)Ó ÉÔ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ 

ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ  

Patricia sighed through her nose and ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ 

ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÇÅÎÔÌÙȢ Ȱ) ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÉÄÇÅȢȱ  

Camille chewed the inside of her cheek while she contemplated. 

"ÅÌÌÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇȢ -ÏÍ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÂÁÄÇÅÒÉÎÇȢ Camille looked at her 

mother with wide eyes, the kind she gave her mother when she was little 

for reassurance she was doing the right thing. Her mother gave her 

daughter a slow nod.  

Camille got off the bed, her legs trembling while she made her way 

to the kitchen. On a bright-yellow post-it note stuck on the fridge door, was 

"ÅÌÌÅȭÓ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÎÅÁÔÌÙ ÐÒÉÎÔÅÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÅÎȢ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÔÉÐÓ 

on the piece of paper and dialed the number. She leaned back on the fridge, 

raising the phone to her ear. Her heart throbbed in her chest, its intensity 

reaching her throat and choking her breath.  

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÏÕÔȟȱ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅ ÓÁÉÄ 

through a shaking sigh.  2ÉÉÉÉÎÇȣȢ2ÉÉÉÉÎÇȣȢ2ÉÉÉÉÎÇ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ  

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ "ÅÌÌÅ, ÉÔȭÓ #ÁÍÉÌÌÅȣȱ  
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5:47 A.M. One Day My Poems Wonõt Be 

About You Anymore  

 by Samantha Hendrickson  

 

 

 

Now 

You are just a stranger holding all my secrets, 

Whose laugh I recognize on street corners of cities you have never been to, 

And the voice in the background of all my sober decisions.  
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Contributorõs Notes 

 

 

 

Bort, Kelly. I am an artist exploring a different medium, writing. I graduated 

from the University of Michigan and have worked as an artist for my entire life 

since then.  

 

 

Chang, Katie Miller. Katie won second place for fiction in the Patsy Lea Core 

Award. 

 

Gergen, Anna. Anna is pursuing her AFA in Creative Writing at Normandale 

Community College. She writes in little pockets of time when sheôs not studying 

or waitressing. She would like to answer Shel Silversteinôs invitation as a 

dreamer, a wisher, a liar, hope-er, a pray-er, and magic bean buyer. You can find 

her at her local tea shop. 

 

 

Hendrickson, Samantha. Samantha is a student, a sister, a poet, and aspiring 

journalist. Storytelling in all forms is her passion, and she hopes to bring that 

love of story to the world of news and give voices to those who feel voiceless. 

She writes to process and to give. 

 

 

Kellogg, Leo. Leo Kellogg is the type of guy to break all of your bones and say 

"whoops.ò Leo Kellogg is the type of bad mama-jamma to take off his 

sunglasses only to reveal that he's wearing another pair of sunglasses. If you see 

Leo Kellogg working on his AFA in Creative Writing at Normandale, look the 

other way because if you make eye contact, he'll write you into his next poem or 

screenplay and make you look like a complete rube and you won't be able to get 

a girlfriend/boyfriend ever again.     
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Kramer, Kaitlin. I started writing as a class necessity. I later continued as a 

means to relieve stress by playing with the musicality of words and phrases. And 

almost absurdly juxtaposing this, I am planning to double major in Biomedical 

Engineering and Neuroscience. 

 

 

Lindo, Rachel. Rachel won third place in fiction for the Patsy Lea Core Award. 

 

 

OôShea, Jane. Jane O'Shea dwells in a yurt in the forest and milks ewes.     

 

 

Porter, Isaiah. Selene is the Titaness/Goddess of the moon in Greek mythology. 

The sestina is probably my favorite form of poetry. It's just really fun to play 

with. Anyway, this is my 5th semester here and I'm part of the creative writing 

AFA program. And yeah, stories are my peanut butter and jam. 

 

 

Roehl, Angeline. My name is Angeline, but I usually go by Audrey Burne when 

writing. This is my third year at Normandale working for an AFA in Creative 

Writing. I usually prefer to write short stories, but will occasional write poetry if 

an idea hits me that isnôt long enough for a story or flash fic. Iôm hoping to get a 

novel series published once I finish my time here at Normandale. I hope you 

enjoy my work as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

 

 

Rova, Emily. Emily Rova is a Normandale student and hopes to become an 

English teacher in the future. She has many hobbies including writing, dance, 

drawing and photography. 
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Schmieg, Clarissa. I would like to thank the Paper Lantern for considering my 

work. I am a writer that has a lot of works but none published. I appreciate the 

time and effort it takes to review my piece and look forward to hearing from 

you. I am a college student going for a double major. The first Literature and 

Composition so that I may teach at a college some day and the second Creative 

Writing so that I may continue my passion for it while enhancing my skills. 

Thank you.  
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Back Matter  

 

 
The Paper Lantern is the student literary journal of Normandale 

Community College, 9700 France Avenue, Bloomington, MN., 55431. 

It is edited by Normandale Students. The project is made possible by 

the Normandale Student Life Activity Fee.  

 

The following members of the Fall 2018 Creative Writing Club 

produced this issue: 

Jerry Carrier, Amir Carter, Anna Gergen, Marietherez Glime, 

 Christine Horner, Leo Kellogg, Joshua Medley, Anna Mshar,  

*ÁÎÅ /ȭ3ÈÅÁȟ ÁÎÄ )ÓÁÉÁÈ 0ÏÒÔÅÒȢ 

 

Thomas Maltman, Faculty Advisor 

Contact: thomas.maltman@normandale.edu 

 

&ÒÏÎÔ #ÏÖÅÒȡ Ȱ5ÍÂÒÅÌÌÁÓȱ ÂÙ *ÁÎÅ /ȭ3ÈÅÁ 

"ÁÃË #ÏÖÅÒȡ Ȱ-ÉÄÎÉÇÈÔȱ ÂÙ 6ÉÃËÉ %ÒÉÃËÓÏÎ 

 

Submit your creative writing to the Spring 2019 issue of The Paper 

Lantern. All work is reviewed anonymously and acceptance is based 

on literary merit. Submission links and more information can be 

found at www.paperlantern.org. 

 

Works in all genres of creative writing (poetry, fiction, memoir, short 

plays, etc.) are considered with a limit of 1,000 words for poetry and 

2500 words for prose and drama. Multiple submissions accepted. 

Submission is open for registered NCC students only. 

 

Submissions are received via the online service Submittable. 

Submittable is a free and easy way for writers to submit work to a 

variety of publications. The Paper Lantern online is made possible by 

a generous gift from the Kevin Downey estate. 

mailto:thomas.maltman@normandale.edu
http://www.paperlantern.org/
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