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Letter from the Editor 

Dear Esteemed Reader, 
 
Thanks for perusing the pages of this newest installment of Four 
Ties Lit Review. We cherish the opportunity to share the hard 
work of not only the brilliant writers and artists you will discover 
over the next few hours, but also the efforts of the dedicated 
editorial staff. Bringing Issue 5 Volume 1 to you has been an 
exceptional experience for which we are grateful. 
  
Issue 5 Volume 1 is a themed publication. Dedicating issue 5 to the 
theme of “work” actually was discussed amongst the editors shortly 
after Issue 4 closed. We felt that shaping a conversation around an 
activity which is at the center of many of our lives, by way of 
creative works seemed like an excellent way to bring the 4Ties 
community together. And we’ve succeeded.  Four Ties Lit Review 
Issue 5 Volume 1 had the largest editorial staff (entirely volunteer) 
in the short history of the magazine. Additionally, the fear that 
some of us had, that a theme would somehow limit the number of 
submissions was baseless.  There were exactly 500 submissions to 
the magazine representing approximately 900 poems, 225 pieces of 
fiction, 70 pieces of creative nonfiction, and 140 pieces of graphic 
art. This represents growth of nearly 70% over the previous year. 
Many, many folks had something to say about “work” and we were 
glad to be here to listen.  
 
If you are a regular reader of 4Ties, you may note that despite the 
growth in submissions we did not choose to expand the 
publication. 29 pieces of work from 28 individuals make up Issue 5 
Volume 1, a number very similar to Issue 4. It has always been our 
plan to select only the best work submitted to us and as the 
number of submissions has grown so has the quality of our final 
product. This is not to say that there wasn’t a story or poem (or 2) 
that got away. In any case, we are very pleased to present the 
writing and art in I5V1. 
 
As we move forward from this publication we are convinced that 
centering each issue around a single topic or idea is the right 
direction for the review. It will help us to continue to expand and 



serve our community. Additionally, concrete plans to evolve into a 
non-profit press are being made and will be put in motion soon. 
We’ll keep you updated.  
 
In the near future, look for news about how we’ll be celebrating 
this fifth issue of Four Ties Lit Review. The initial planning stage 
will begin shortly after this version of the issue is posted to our 
website.  
 
And finally, thank you dear reader for the opportunity to bring the 
hard work of all the folks who contributed to this issue of Four 
Ties Lit Review to you. 
 
Matthew W Larrimore 
Editor in Chief 
Four Ties Lit Review  
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Man of Salt by G Franklin Prue 

7:10 a.m., Tuesday morning 
Black crows always flew in Henry Applewhite’s dreams. 

Maybe it was a Poe thing…redemption or atonement, he thought, 
as he raised the knife and then slit his buttery toast down the 
middle. He was like a lame duck; most of his drug dealers were 
dead. His seas were always red, black or green and filled with the 
crows of death, always around him like the Poe raven, remaining in 
his dreams, as the fair scavenger crow of death mystified, holding 
out the door of sleep to his casket.  

He used most of his money to buy dope. He was on crack 
too now, the secret that was slipped in his brain by some big-tit 
girlfriend, Tyra. Thanks for the memories, because weekend after 
weekend he was dropping off the moon. Sweet Honduran coffee 
nectars awoke him to smells of jealous women. He bit the toast and 
chewed down time as he stepped on a filthy cockroach, just like 
him. He checked his watch, seven twenty-five, cool. Marijuana 
smoke and Yves St. Laurent cologne floated off his cheeks and 
neck. He straightened his red, silk tie in the mirror in the bitter 
cloud. High flier, he started early to read some of that Poe shit. 
Man, that writer was crazy-obsessed with death, like him, so many 
loved ones already dead. Smoke and drown man, fly with that black 
crow.  

He looked for his keys and briefcase to catch a ride on a 
black crow underground. He hung on subway straps to fly, reading 
his Washington Post and not looking at you. What you want, a 
rock song…maybe that girl you had last night in the Moon Bar, 
with her amazing smell like some sweet Mexican taco sandwich? 
Was she the enemy? He could still taste her like the bottle of 
tequila as he pretended she was his Latina dream. 

He was clean and fresh as he scanned the dog faces of 
people like a hot line qualified for credit debt…all colors, all 
second class. He was in paradise and traveled to his job trembling 
between the Asian girl and Arab, standing on the shelves of misery 
in the great America. You welcome mama. Grin, and photograph a 
sleepy black man hanging on a strap with a fancy tie, a modern-day 
lynch rope. 

Life is hard, and the newspaper tells you half-truths about 
death, violence and destruction of the soul. All rose and got off at 



K Street, no sense being worried, clueless. He shrugged and went 
to his office, with women taking control. He was still glad being a 
man today. He stared up…chance of a thunderstorm. Women held 
hands with their lovers, sending him over the edge. He was lonely 
and needed twenty bucks to get another hit of that coke-straight. 
He wanted to stay home nursing a comic book, but he had to get 
to his research gig, military dog that he was. Love letters he wanted 
in this real life, as he went in and died till five. 

He was trying to work things out writing poetry under the 
Colonel Faulkner galloping statue, getting in trouble in front of the 
pigeons. He wanted to forgive everybody for having to go to some 
fucked-up J.O.B. world. Pocahontas-fine women from various 
Gargoyle-wrapped office buildings strolled to catch their trains. 
The dying, yellow sun became a dropped ball behind helium-green, 
oak trees up and over Pennsylvania Avenue. Open your nose and 
smell three feet away perfume of loaded women descending with 
briefcases down stairs of justice, bureaus of evidence. With no trace 
evidence of  man or husband, on pain killers, and on a search for 
law-suit husbands,  redheads, blondes, brunettes, and afros went to 
mulish drinking holes. One more chance, as he closed his notebook 
on his not-yet-finished poem, his great, great, unpublished poem 
dangled out his ass. He couldn't wait to get home to smoke an el 
primo. 

On the corner, he huddled with other shoulders under the 
frigid red light. He noticed to his right a picture of an old woman 
with a shopping cart, a bag lady like many sad bag ladies. Nobody 
greeted her; they just held their noses, nothing to smile about. In 
his heart, she was somebody's mother. He reflected on the yellow 
light, until he heard a screeching horn, and he saw a truck pile 
frown coming to date her with the sword of death. 

"Oh shit!" 
He lunged through the crowd and snatched her collar 

back, feeling dry winds of her body, as the truck crashed through 
her cart, throwing it at least twenty feet in the air. 

She gazed in large, brown, hound-dog eyes. This neatly-
dressed guy with a nervous grin grabbed her and let her drop in his 
arms before she hit concrete and the grill of the truck. Her heart 
choked her; she flailed out, afraid. Henry didn't want to be part of 
the street screech of American pie. He awkwardly let her go and 



slipped out through the crowd who had watched him save a not-
there type woman on the street. 

As he rushed away, an ambulance came to the circle of 
people around the woman by the White House. He wound 
through horses of statuesque war heroes and blended back into the 
world. He felt good, disturbed, but good, as he hugged the spring 
day. He rushed to catch the Red Line home, missing the applause 
of people behind him.  He went down the escalator into the 
subway with gentle tones of the day and chestnut oak leaves over 
his head, leaving behind the spicy smell of chicken and shrimp 
from Indian restaurants, and woodshed-jazz piped from swinging 
bar doors, like good things he always wanted. Mostly what he 
wanted was a job, a woman and peace between his father and him.  
Today, the world answered all his questions with breaths of spring 
days as he got that one thing right.  

Metallic, screeching, Pennsylvanian trains shot like silver 
arrows over cereal-box rooftops, the same kind that killed his 
mother one drunken night inside this fist-raised world, uptown 
D.C. People and buses, landed by like a Charlie Parker theme song 
with strings.  

A football sailed in the blue skies as he walked by Howard 
University, past the rhapsody of students on bikes, walking, talking, 
with books under their arms. Henry was finished with all that. 
Henry was finished. He just wanted to smoke his el primo and chill 
out in his fish bowl of an apartment. Man! This was great to be 
alive, not in jail. He stopped in the bar-b-que joint on the corner of 
Sixth and Lessing Streets. Sharp, butt-knocking women walked by 
the window, as his corner buddies sold good dope from South 
America. Bobby's joint smelled saucy, with aromatic herbs and 
peppers. Hot, spicy, southern tones of men and women eating their 
dinners filled his ears…corn cob, collards, rib sandwiches, chicken, 
grits, black eye peas, with chitterlings on the side…and don't forget 
the pork chops. People knew him and nodded. At the counter 
Martha said,  

"Henry, barbeque sandwich…two?” 
"Thanks, two." He watched television over the counter. It 

was April, like Paris, but he watched the uproar over a story: “She 
talked about her life being saved today.” His attention shifted, as he 
watched a woman come in. She was shaped like a bottle of Coca-
Cola, long-legged and radiant as the day, his April, in his Paris. 



She waked to the counter, "I'll have a fried chicken dinner, 
to go." 

"Hi!" he moved aside. 
She looked at him, “Hi!” His demeanor was studious, 

professor? He was cute, with a gold-button, blue sport coat and 
white shirt, “just getting off work?" 

"Yeah, that's all of us. My name’s Henry," he extended his 
hand. 
She shook it. "Winnie,” she looked around, "I’m hungry.” 

"Hi, Winnie,” he grinned, "me too." 
"Henry," she nodded to some tables, "I'm going to sit 

down.” 
"Okay," he followed her to the large front window behind 

the logo 'BOBBY'S RIB HOUSE’. Brown sparrows sounded like 
Ray Charles songs outside the door. She looked nice in her blue 
suit and short-bang hair, all business. Window people shopped at 
stores, kids ran, police cruised around the block and strangers like 
them met for the first time. 

"Henry," she pointed up at the T.V., "I wonder, who is 
that hero they’re talking about?" 

He shrugged, "what hero?" 
"Silly," Winnie smiled at him, smiling at her, checking her 

out in this place of good smells, "the guy who saved the old lady." 
"Leave it alone," he said, "I need you to save me." 
"Oh yeah, Henry," she rolled her eyes. 
"You have pretty eyes," he touched her hand. 
"Is that line going to get me in your bed?” 
"No, but it might get you to come have your dinner at my 

place," he pulled his ear. “I live ‘round the corner.” Winnie stared 
into his soft brown eyes, with a nice mustache. He didn't threaten 
her. Past problems with men, she had it under control. She smiled; 
it could only lead to something good with this guy who needed her 
to live, to fly, with those Ray Charles birds singing some kind of 
Georgia on my mind song. He didn't pay attention to the T.V., 
only her…nice. He lived around the corner, and around the corner 
she went, with him and their food. 

She liked his apartment, with green plants in the window, a 
large fichus tree in the corner, a zebra pattern on a seven-foot sofa 
and a small bamboo dining table. African statues sat on the coffee 
table, with a giant painting of a farmhouse and fields of people 



behind the couch. He was broader than an average bachelor. 
Winnie liked the full bookcases too. He turned on some music, and 
a golden sun helped its way into the room of blue walls.  

She settled in, kicked her heels off, and they talked about 
families and jobs, a government, cookie-cutter, technocrat and a 
high-class secretary at N.I.H. As they licked their fingers over their 
bar-b-que, they discussed black poverty, black hunger and 
improving the prosperity of a complex, slave world that they 
couldn't fix. She appreciated his humor, even in the midst of such 
heavy topics. He poured her more wine,  

“We all slaves.”  
"I would like to take you out sometime,'' he said. 
"We'll talk about it," she slipped her shoes on, "but…take 

me home now." 
"Let me get my keys," he stared in her eyes, "kiss?" 
"Okay, be gentle." 
Henry kissed her, his heart happy. He revealed tenderness,  

slightly rubbing the back of her hands. She gave him a little tongue. 
He stopped, "Okay?" 
She opened her eyes, "Okay." 
He nodded and got his car keys from the kitchen hook, 

"let's go." 
Henry wanted to show her a strong brother. He wasn't 

physically big, but he wasn't a drug dealer and had never been to 
jail. He drove fast, but carefully. He checked the rearview as 
crawling darkness seeped oven them in his black Volkswagen. 
Winnie touched his hand on the clutch. She was tired and yawned, 
smiling at him at the red light. She didn't want to make him over; 
he was just right. He wasn’t dangerous, but still a mystery, still a 
man who had secrets, and it would take a while before he opened 
up to her. Until then, she would keep her legs closed. 

She quietly watched the dark, shrub-filled streets trail off, 
as if they were falling from the earth. She met a nice guy. He 
carried himself like a man. Maybe he’d been a soldier...a man left 
alone in this world with an interesting and attractive personality. 

Radio news... 
"MISS FAIRCHILD OF FAIRCHILD 
INDUSTRIES WAS SAVED TODAY BY A 
STRANGER. WHOEVER THIS STRANGER 



IS, THERE IS A HEFTY REWARD FOR 
HIM.”  

“I wonder who he is?" Winnie asked. 
"Hmmm…" 
She shrugged and directed him to the third apartment on 

Longfellow Street. He walked her to the door, where she hugged 
him. 

“You going to call?" 
“Yes,” he kissed her, “I’m going to call.” 
“Okay,” she unlocked the door, "goodnight." 
“Night.” Henry watched her go inside and headed home. 

He scratched his head as he drove, excited, but worried, thinking 
about Winnie and his family and the old woman earlier in the day. 
He passed well-lighted, ma and pop stores, showing trails of moon 
dust towards urban nativity street scenes of little junkie shepherd 
boys. His father was still alive, with a young wife and new family. 
Some aunts and cousins were left around. He shrugged at the 
quarter moon over Beacon Hill Apartments.  

Henry’s family on his daddy’s side was from Natchez, 
Mississippi. It was time for his forty acres and a mule, if he 
collected his reward. And would his quiet world be shattered if he 
showed his face? He liked living under the radar and going about 
his business quietly waving his American flag. He turned on his car 
radio to Mr. Marley singing his redemption song. 

Thursday evening after work Henry stood in his kitchen 
drinking a beer. He thought about his heroism as he listened to 
John Coltrane, playing like it was going to be a blood bath and no 
boxing gloves. The phone rang. His cousin Mike lived in the same 
building, two floors down. He came up with a sweet potato gal in a 
long brown jacket, black miniskirt, and raised big tits that burned 
through a white, V-neck sweater. She had sleepy, brown, cat eyes, 
but she was hot like an Arizona wind. He hugged Mike, his favorite 
cousin, taller, wise and like a tattoo on his life. They grew up 
together, drinking and dancing around the Jeffersonian town. But it 
was Thursday night, and Henry couldn't go out to forget about a 
reward and worrying about people with a lot of guts asking him for 
attention, money or his blood. 

“Henry, this is Kelly." . 
"Hey, Kelly," Henry nodded, "getting ready to smoke an el 

primo and hit the sack." 



Mike pulled a joint from his shirt pocket. 
"Okay..." Henry got the matches. Kelly was on the couch, 

watching his tiny T.V. 
"Hey man, who was that girl I saw you with?” Mike 

crossed his arms, leaning on the refrigerator. He glared at him like 
he had caught something tasty. 

"Winnie," smoke was slowing down his thinking, like 
mellowed jazz in the apartment. He passed the joint. “Nice." 

“Minnie?" he handed it back. 
Henry shook his head, "Winnie.” 
"How you like it?'” 
“Good.” he  passed it and watched him inhale as if he was 

going to suck up the whole goddamn planet in his lungs. 
"It's smooth." 
"Yeah, like us!"  
He slapped him five. 
Henry held the power of the weed down his throat. The 

room spun, and he wanted to cry and sing about all the shit in his 
life. 

"You okay Henry?" Mike took the joint. 
"Just tired," he moved to the living room where the girl 

was, "I see you tomorrow." 
"Okay, see you tomorrow," Mike handed him the joint. 
"Mike, thanks," he opened the door. 
"Come on baby, my cousin got to get up in the morning." 
"We all do," Henry scratched his head. 
"Okay! Bye Henry!" Mike asked his girl, "Hungry baby?" 
"Yeah!” 
"What you want?" 
"I got a taste for some chicken,” she snuggled against him, 

“I think Mister Wings is still open."  
“Night cuz! Okay Baby!” Mike winked and closed the 

door.   
Friday morning a diamond sun opened his eyes. Henry 

stretched from his six o’clock dreams, his yawn mixed with 
thoughts of cream and sugar in his coffee. He liked his peace, his 
silence with his thoughts. He did his morning routine on automatic. 
As he wrapped his red and gold tie through his button-downed 
collar in the mirror, his face looked like his father’s. He didn't want 
to be like him. Although they weren’t on speaking terms, there was 



never a day he didn't think about him. They were close when he 
was little. Big Bill used to take them to McDonald's every Saturday 
evening, him, his sister and his mother.  

His mama, Sweet Betty Applewhite, died of bad judgment 
and a taste for bad men and pneumonia, and Henry died with her. 
Probably his father did too. But Big Bill went to jail for seven years 
for killing her old boyfriend. It killed his mother. Nigger already 
had two wives. What he want with his mama? After that, he kind of 
lost him, especially after Henry and his sister went off to college.  

He turned the television on in time for the tanned, Nordic 
newscaster to give his update... 

"There was a shooting at Mister Wings Restaurant 
last night. Police apprehended the suspect, but 
sadly three people died in the shoot-out before it 
was all over…” 

“Damn! Welcome to the real world."  He shook his head 
and flipped through his Time magazine. He read an article on the 
mysteries of the Supreme Court. He smiled at the fart-face, old 
men scratching themselves under their robes. "These old guys are 
full of shit." His phone rang. 

"Hello!" 
“Henry this is your Aunt Beth. Did you see the news?" She 

was sitting in her cushy rocking chair; her round upright body 
shook as she scrunched tissue in her fist. 

"Uh, no…" 
“Mike was killed at that restaurant." 
“Killed!" his chest became heavy as the phone got hot in 

his hands. He fell against the wall, to his knees, "Nooo! Noooo! 
Nooooo!" he screamed. 

“Yes, baby, yes! Henry, he was killed in that chicken 
restaurant robbery." Her right leg shook, "Henry, come 
over to grandma's house.”    
"Okay, Aunt Beth, okay," he swiped his eyes, “bye!" The 

sorrow in him was terrible. He wanted to die too, to die with all the 
sorrows of the world. He didn't want to be on this earth anymore.  

He called his job, "Good morning, Mrs. Bent. This is 
Mister Applewhite. Tell Mrs. Carlton I won't be at work today.  I 
got a death in my…in my family." Henry ached like an enemy tore 
him apart. He felt robbed, lost. His cousin was gone. He tried to 
concentrate on her voice, "I am sorry Henry, I’ll tell her." He hung 



up, wiped his eyes, looked around and fell on his bed. He felt so 
weak and tired. Then he rolled up and rushed to the cookie jar on 
the refrigerator as he wiped his eyes. He examined the moon 
smiling, porcelain face of the jar, where he hid money and 
memories of his life. He opened it at the table and pulled papers, 
money, drug paraphernalia and photos, of him, Mike and their 
friends. One had them sitting under a giant honeysuckle tree; they 
had a summer picnic in Rock Creek Park. Another one showed 
them hugging up on midnight women at a New Year’s Eve party. 
"Why Mike?" He smiled and filtered his fingers over the photos of 
Mike and him tussling in the snow, leaning on a hilly lawn at a 
barbeque, footloose.  They owned the sun, the whole fuckin’ 
world. Two cousins grew up together like a Kenny Loggins song. 

They were black crows pecking the flesh of the earth with 
respect and smart afros sitting with their grandma, two bookends 
in the business of growing up together, not knowing, not knowing, 
before they moved on to their own worlds. They went into the 
world and played with it like a ball of yarn. Play right, play hard. 
They were heavy into everything from 1966 to 1968, especially jazz 
man, jazz. He remembered Mike falling drunk asleep in a hot club, 
how he had to get him out before some pretty woman picked his 
pocket. Mike saved him one time when he was stuck in the snow in 
Detroit with some voodoo woman, got him the money to get him 
out of the icy fingers of her love. "Why Mike?" Damn, he wished 
he was there to save him one more time…one more time. Henry 
started to write a poem on a piece of paper to Mike. He wanted 
him to know that he understood him, he walked with him as they 
were like tight roots from God's earth. 
 
I 
watched 
him 
become 
a 
flower 
and 
shovel 
women 
up 
like 



wet 
soil 
to 
grow 
 

Henry folded the poem and stuck it in the cookie jar. He 
was hurt and mad. He ripped off his tie like it was all the 
possessions he had, and he didn't give a shit anymore. 

Ivy vines branched around his grandmother's house on a 
street of dwarf chestnut oak trees. It was a quiet street of proud 
black folks, a street he grew up on. Now he was back for a funeral. 

Henry kissed his little cousins playing tag. He smiled and 
went inside the house that tackled his heart Go deep as he looked 
to his left into the living room, through white French doors. He 
reached down and squeezed his Aunt Beth like a ball of love. 

"Hi, baby," she said, "you okay?" 
"I'm fine, Aunt Beth," he hugged her, "he's still with us, 

he's with us." Tears fell; he didn’t want them to. He hugged his 
sister tight, then six other cousins and a dozen friends. They were 
all there with his Uncle Joe, who was gray like the clouds in the 
house. A tragedy like this made everybody older, physically hurt. 
Mike had been a handsome, nice guy, with always a twinkle in his 
eye and a smile for you, or anyone. He was like an older brother. 
This was too much. His sister gave him a glass of wine. 

"Henry, how you holding up?" 
"I'm okay, Sis," he sat down on the gold sofa under a fleur 

de leis, gold-framed mirror. The room was full of nice perfume 
from well-dressed folks bringing in food amongst the house plants. 
Henry looked out the big picture window on the cobbled streets 
where they all grew up and lost and found each other. He sighed 
and hugged and rocked his sister like they were kids again. Friends 
and neighbors kept bringing flowers and condolences. No party 
music today, as friends talked quietly to Aunt Beth, who kept her 
feet up on a stool. Cakes, chicken and salads spread across the table 
in the dining room of family pictures. The sun drowned them in 
the living room on such a terrible day.  

Henry watched his old girlfriend, Barbara Rainey, his first 
love, come into the house, gracing the room. She came over to him 
with a hug. Friends, we could never love enough. And sadly, they 
could never be together. She was afraid of his power over her. 



"Barbara, how you been?" 
“Okay, you?" It was difficult for her to see him, but no 

regrets about the young man she left when they were sixteen. She 
would have had to give him everything. Barbara missed him and 
wanted Henry to hold her, and was too afraid, because his love 
would drown her, and she couldn’t swim. 

“Let's go outside." 
“Okay,” she hugged a few more people. 
They went out front by the fence, where his little cousins 

were playing. Sparrows plucked crumbs, and the garden flowers 
made her look even more beautiful, with her dark eyes, her 
African-Indian hair, her yellow skin in her blue dress. She was still a 
wonder to behold, and he could never look her in the eyes, because 
he would simply become lost. 

"We always meet at funerals." 
She swung on the gate, "Remember this fence?" 
"I remember us talking here at night…we had fun.” He 

moved the gate with his knee, "Yeah fun…you married yet?" 
"Do you see my husband idiot?” 
 “Dumb luck." 
"When are we going to get serious?" 
"You," Henry got closer, held her, "You not ready yet." 
"I'm not?" she laughed and swung away from him and the 

gate. “More like you, not ready yet.” He kissed her. She hugged 
him like good medicine, as tears flowed. 

"I'm glad you came," he said. 
"Me too," she stepped back, sniffled over this mess with 

Mike and meeting him over their life that they could never decide. 
"You okay?" he thumbed tears from her big brown eyes. 
"I'm okay."  
"Take a walk around the block with me," he took her 

hand, "I miss the place." 
Barbara wiped her eyes, “I do too.” She hugged him and 

laughed as they took a little walk to clear the air and their own 
imperfect lives. They both knew they wouldn't see each other again 
for a while. It was how it was, and how it was meant to be, as they 
listened to cars, busses and birds sound off in a blue and pink 
morning. 

Brick-colored houses were slapped tight together, with 
short step-stoops and small gardens in a small-big city that 



exploded worlds. You could see the dome of the D.C. capitol from 
backyards. Angel shaped clouds drifted over children playing in 
front of their houses. Henry held Barbara's hand as if they were 
children and filled up with the sadness and a good place in their 
hearts for a friend. Handcuffed to the past when they all chased 
each other around the big old oak tree, they played cowboys and 
Indians  on small corners that swallowed them and spit them out to 
become strong tree trunks…except for some like his cousin, and 
we keep dying too young.  

When they entered the house, he saw his father, Big Bill, 
by the chimney mantle beside his aunt Rose. With a short scotch in 
his hand, he had on denim overalls, smudged red mud across his 
chest and canvas work boots, a dusty, hard-working man with arms 
the size of cedars and the gloss of the1-95 highway construction 
site in his concrete face.  

Henry hugged him. "Hey, Pop!" 
“How you doing son?” 
"Okay. I see you’re on the job." He could smell the drunk 

coming up in his father's skin. 
Aunt Beth fanned herself in Uncle Joe's arms. He rocked 

her steady to Mahalia songs in the angels’ flapping wings. 
"I came after I heard the news," he winked at Miss Rolle 

who still lived across the street. 
"Where's Miss T?" Henry asked, out of respect. 
"My wife had to go to work tonight at the hospital, Henry. 

She wanted me to tell you hello." Bill went around and greeted old 
friends. "Son, you need some money?”  

"Pop, I’m okay. Give Pat some money. I’m working for 
the Energy Department."  

Pat kissed her father and her brother. “Hi Dad.”  
“Hi Honey, how is law school?” 
“Fine dad. Make sure you make it to my graduation.” 
“I will baby.” 
“I’ll tell Miss T,” she winked over at Henry, “and what my 

brother been doing?” She noticed him entranced with his old 
girlfriend, “same thing.” 

Henry watched Barbara standing with her sister Diane in 
the vestibule. Time would never be right for them. Memories of 
talking on the fence together would die. He watched his aunts and 



cousins crying, hugging each other as the church nurse got smelling 
salts out. 

Henry felt alone.  He reflected on the death of his mother 
when he was a little boy. Nobody could help him. He had to pull 
himself through it alone…alone. 

Henry watched his father kiss and hug all the sad, beautiful 
women. Henry’s mother was a woman who was too sweet and 
loved too much. Love can kill. She was a woman who had a touch 
for the drink, and now her son barely touched the stuff. He looked 
like him with a wide-spread buffalo nose and deep brown eyes that 
said, give me the world, give me the world now. Henry was strong 
and would never give up, never quit through all the shit coming his 
way. "Have a drink with me." 

"Okay Pop," he got a beer and stood with him. “How you 
been Dad?” 

“Great…You held up well, since…” 
“Okay Dad! Cut! I know what you mean.” 
Henry smiled through tears, hugged friends and laughed at 

Mike's yesterday's jokes with them. Reverend Peters came to give 
prayer, solace to the family, and calm things down, as they each 
must go towards the light alone. He wiped his face with a 
handkerchief, waved his hand like a poster child for God, then in a 
booming voice, 

Oh Lord, help this family to get through this trial of losing 
a good man, a good son, because these times will always be 
rough, will always be rocky...we just have to stand together 
with you Lord! And see it through! Ride it! Swim it! 
Through better times with you oh Lord, here on this earth. 
Amen!'' 

His father left after this, slipping Henry some money. Big 
Bill drove off in his black Ford pick-up, as if he won the battle of 
love between the both of them. Henry filled his belly with the 
healing funeral foods in the house of the black crow. Then he saw 
a familiar face and long, wild, white hair of a woman who 
approached his Aunt Beth. They hugged and cried.   

It didn't make any sense? She wore a long, blue dress with 
white lace collars and pearls. She had big, beautiful, watery, blue 
eyes, in her eighties. She glanced up and stared at him through the 
crowd, “You!” Henry couldn't believe it wasn't some crazy dream. 
His aunt had been a maid in many white folks’ homes. Miss 



Fairchild’s was one of them. The room of family and friends stared 
at the old woman’s gold-tipped cane pointed at his chest.  

“Miss Fairchild, this is my nephew Henry," Aunt Beth 
said. 

"Henry, please come here," Miss Fairchild smiled.  
“Yes, m’am.”  She hugged him. Henry thought she smelled 

like summer flowers as he hugged her gently, frozen in time.  
“Thank you Henry Applewhite,” she felt so good that she 

had found him.  
Henry felt many pats on his back in the middle of a black 

and white sea. 

  



Where I Work by Catherine Alexander 

 I’m an administrative assistant and a liar.  My boss is Dr. 
Dennis Philpot Hedges, a liar, too.  He’s a research professor in the 
Primate Department.  Most of the time he just plunks his lard butt 
down in his office to write papers.  Although I type his 
manuscripts, I can’t figure out what he’s talking about.  And how 
he can stand working in that little room in the lab beats me.  It 
stinks.  Smells like the sewer’s backed up behind his desk.  If that’s 
not enough, he’s hung pictures of his favorite monkeys all over the 
walls.  These are not just any kind of monkeys.  They’re called 
Macaca nemestrina; I always get the spelling wrong so Dr. Hedges 
always has to fix it.  He’s real patient with me about technical stuff 
and uses lots of funny words.  He’d be a whiz at crossword 
puzzles, but I wouldn’t trust him at Scrabble.  For all I know he 
makes words up, such as “fibroblast.”  Now who would know that 
one? 
 No matter how much these precious chimps cost – I mean 
almost a thousand dollars apiece – they still stink and still throw 
their poop.  Gross. 
 As you might expect, Dr. Hedges is an extremely busy 
man.  If he doesn’t get his research done and the results published, 
his grant money goes down the drain.  So I have to protect him.  
Especially from his wife. 
 She calls all the time.  Once she phoned from 
Bloomingdales and had to know if Dr. Hedges preferred 
herringbone or tweed sport jackets.  Now how would a man who 
spends his life with monkeys know the difference between 
herringbone and tweed?  And at least twice a week she calls and 
gives me a grocery list for Markettime where Hedges has to stop on 
his way home.  And last January she called all hysterical about a 
sick squirrel in the yard.  Asked if she could bring it in the house.  
Then yesterday she’s panicked because the hot water tank sprung a 
leak and water is following all over the laundry room floor. 
 “Dennis must come home right away!” she says. 
 “Well, he isn’t here just now,” I lie. 
 “What do you mean, he’s not there?  He’s always sitting in 
that cubbyhole.” 



 “I’m sorry, Mrs. Hedges, he has an emergency with the 
primates.  One of them wedged himself between the cage and the 
wall.  He can’t afford to lose one, you know.” 
 “Look, Ms. Kelly” (she always calls me Ms. Kelly although 
everyone else calls me Colleen); “I need him to come home right 
now.” 
 “Why not call the gas company?” 
 “I don’t really think this is your problem.” 
 “Anything that concerns Dr. Hedges is my problem.  I’ll 
tell you what; let me phone the gas company for you.” 
 “Look, Dennis handles these things.” 
 “I know, I know, Mrs. Hedges, but he’s not here just now.  
I can take care of it for you in no time.  Don’t you worry about a 
thing.” 
 In the meantime Dr. Hedges is coming out of the lab.  As 
he walks in, he stops at my desk like he wants to know who I’m 
talking to.  I shake my head and hunch over the phone as though 
the call were real personal.  Now I’m lying to my boss.  And he 
believes me. 
 Then he waddles into his office carrying his lunch (usually 
two carrots and low-fat cottage cheese) in a wrinkled brown bag.  
He’s got to eat more than this.  He could eat with the monkeys for 
all I know. 
 Meanwhile I quickly get off the phone with Mrs. H. and 
call the gas company and say it’s an emergency.  They promise 
they’ll be out in an hour.  I just had to tell a tiny lie this time; 
although sometimes I can really get going. 
 But today I’m typing his latest paper about primates on 
high cholesterol diets developing heart disease.  I start to wonder if 
they get patty melts and fries.  Then I hear a little tapping at the 
door and watch it open just a crack.  Then a cane pokes through 
the little opening and the door opens wide.  In walks the leading 
Japanese scientist on atherosclerosis!  I recognize him from 
pictures in heart-disease journals. 
 I almost say, “Dr. Yamashima!  You’re not supposed to be 
here for a month.  We’ve been planning your visit for a year and 
you show up a month early!  We were going to clean up the lab and 
get all the poop out so the monkeys wouldn’t be throwing it while 
you’re here.” 



 Instead I say, “Dr. Yamashima . . . how delightful to see 
you!  Apparently you didn’t get our letter asking you to come in 
July.”  Then I start to panic, thinking I wrote June rather than July.  
So I go into the lying mode right away. 
 “Oh, sir,” I say, “Dr. Hedges will be delighted to see you.  
I’ll just tell him you’re here.” 
 Yamashima bows, I bow.  Then I go into Dr. H’s office 
even though I know he’s gone on what he calls his “break.”  Two 
hours out of every day Dennis (he lets me call him Dennis when no 
one’s around) leaves the office.  One time he said he jogs around 
the block.  But, of course, he was lying.  I mean, with his lard 
bottom and jelly belly, regular moderate exercise is simply not a 
possibility.  But the oddest part is that when I do call him on his 
pager he comes back to the office within five minutes.  I can call 
him 10 minutes after he leaves, or one hour after he leaves and he 
always gets back to the office in five minutes.  Some jogging. 
 So, I go back to my desk and page Dennis immediately.  
Five minutes go by.  I try to humor Dr. Yamashima by saying that 
Dr. Hedges will be so happy to see him.  Dr. Y. just sits there, 
smiles and taps gently with his cane.  I’m beginning to think he 
doesn’t understand English.  I try asking if he wants some tea.  He 
says, “No thank you” in pretty good English and bows.  I bow 
back.  Fifteen more minutes go by.  Dennis must be jogging!  
Yamashima keeps bowing while I talk, but I know the guy either 
doesn’t speak very good English or knows I’m always lying.  But he 
sits there tapping his shiny black cane, all the while smiling.  I’m 
getting sick of this little man, tapping his cane and either smiling or 
bowing or both.  His gray hair in slicked back with sticky goo.  He 
looks old and wrinkled.  I notice his shoes; they have three-inch 
platforms!  Pathetic.  Wish he’d wipe that frozen smile off his face.  
And that hairy mole between his eyebrows is sickening.  Why 
doesn’t he have it removed?  Instead, I ask him again if he wants 
tea.  He says, “No thank you” again in pretty good English. 
 By now I’m panicked.  For seven years, I have never had a 
problem with Dennis coming back when I dial his pager number.  
Maybe I’m dialing the wrong number.  I look it up twice.  I dial it 
twice.  I start thinking awful things.  Like he collapsed or croaked. 
 Finally the phone rings.  It’s Mrs. Hedges looking for her 
husband.  This time I tell the truth.  “He’s not here and I don’t 
know where he is.  Do you, Mrs. Hedges?” 



 “I have no idea.  All I know is I have to talk to him right 
now.” 
 “About what?” 
 “Listen, Ms. Kelly, I need to talk to my husband now!” 
 “You could if he were here, but unfortunately he isn’t.” 
 “Oh, why are you so antagonistic?” 
 “Me, antagonistic?  I’m only trying to help.” 
 “Oh, just tell him that he’s taken the garage door opener.  I 
need to get to an appointment before two o’clock.” 
 “Mrs. Hedges, calm down.  He’ll be here in a second.  I’ll 
have him call you right away.  I better get off the line in case he 
calls.  Bye.” 
 “She probably thinks I’m just a dorky secretary.  That’s 
what most people think secretaries are.  Dumbbells.  After all, I 
went to college – even if it was 25 years ago.  Back then they called 
it business school and my favorite subject was math.  Hedges 
thinks math is changing numbers to correspond with his research 
results.  Everybody around here does.  Words get to be games, too.  
Like Mrs. Hedges.  She just wants attention so she gets wordy on 
the phone about some crisis or another.  Either it’s herringbone or 
tweed jackets from Bloomingdales or the hot water tank bursts or a 
sick squirrel wants in the house.  And now the garage door opener.  
Probably she’s got an appointment with the beauty parlor to have 
some fancy bird’s nest perched on her head.  She’s the one who’s 
really dumb, if you ask me.  And Dr. Hedges doesn’t care about 
this Yamashima guy; he just wants to know his secrets.  So they 
play word games to learn each other’s methods. 
 In the meantime, this famous heart scientist is still sitting 
and tapping his cane on the floor by my desk.   
 I’m smiling.  He’s smiling.  He’s bowing.  I’m bowing. 
 “You see, Dr. Yamashima, Dr. Hedges jogs every day 
somewhere between 10 and 12.  He can usually be reached by 
pager, but he must not have it with him today.” 
 Then I get this brilliant idea. 
 “Would you care to look at our primate lab?”  Now Dr. 
Y.’s really smiling, bowing and tapping like he’s gonna get up and 
do a soft shoe with those platform heels.  We go through Dennis’s 
office to the primate center.  You always know the monkeys are 
there because they scream.  But Yamashima doesn’t seem to notice 
and keeps tapping his cane while he walks.  I unlock the door to 



the primate center.  Everything looks as it should.  The monkeys 
are screeching; the ceiling fans are whirling.  But I’m afraid Dr. Y. 
might be hit by a monkey muck-slinging from the cages.  
Yamashima stops at the front door to copy some figures from the 
blackboard.  I’m looking everywhere for someone.  I know 
someone’s here.  I think I hear talking.  Might even be Hedges. 
 But the Japanese scientist is so fascinated by the data on 
the front board that he barely looks up from his note-taking.  He 
seems to have forgotten about the primates.  Probably Hedges, too.  
So I slowly start walking up and down the aisles between cages.  
The smell is getting to me.  But Dr. Y. doesn’t seem to notice 
anything but what he’s writing down. 
 Just then, I see way back in the corner a large table with a 
Scrabble game on it.  There sits Dennis, his lab technician and 
three monkeys eating cheeseburgers and French fries and playing 
Scrabble!  One of the monkeys goes to make a word.  
“Unbelievable!” says Hedges, “I’ll never call you a stupid monkey 
again.  In fact, it’s a triple word score!”  Meanwhile, Dr. Y. is still at 
the front blackboard.  Dr. Hedges starts to look my way.  He sees 
me! 
 I can hardly believe what’s happening.  Dennis gets up 
from the table.  He spots Yamashima, ignores me and walks right 
up to the blackboard.  Dr. Y. turns around and begins all that 
bowing stuff.  But they end up shaking hands and walking back 
towards the table.  I stand there staring at the largest monkey 
playing with the pager.  I turn to walk out and guess who comes 
flying through the door?  Mrs. Hedges! 
 She’s walking straight toward Hedges and Yamashima.  
Her hair looks like it needs something, a perm maybe.  And she’s 
wearing a white fur jacket in the middle of June.  No sense, no 
sense at all. 
 “Dennis!” she says real loud while she’s still walking.  “I 
had to take a cab here.  Now please give me the garage door 
opener.”  She stops in her tracks when she reaches the table.  
“Dennis!  You’ve been playing Scrabble with the monkeys!  So this 
is what you call working!  I come all the way here and you’re busy 
playing with monkeys.” 
 Dennis gets this stupid grin on his face.  He stammers and 
then introduces his wife to Yamashima.  “He’s a very famous man 



in heart disease research.” Hedges explains to her in a funny 
affected voice. 
 Instantly she smiles.  “A sincere pleasure, Dr. 
Yamashima,” she says, offering  her gloved hand.  “I’m absolutely 
delighted to meet you.” 
 Then she glares at Dennis who quietly slips her the garage 
door opener.  She rushes out. 
 Dennis turns to Yamashima.  “Come on over and join us 
at the table.  I’ll have Colleen call out and order another burger and 
fries.  Anything to drink?” 
 “Oh, I wouldn’t want to intrude,” says Dr. Y. 
 “Not at all.  Not at all.  We’re delighted.” 
 “Colleen?” he yells. 
 “Yes, Dr. Hedges?” I say, as if I don’t know what’s 
coming. 
 “Please call out and order a double burger, fries and 
chocolate malt for our guest.  And get a couple more patty melts 
for the monkeys.” 
 “Okay, Dr. Hedges.  In just a moment.”  And I think to 
myself, great, I’ll be sure to tell them who the patty melts are for.  Like 
they’d believe me.  Or anyone else, for that matter. 

  



Connection by Robert L Penick 

It was 10 P.M. at the Hicksville, Long Island Burger King 
and Louie didn’t give a shit whether the oil in the deep fryers got 
changed or not.  Tonight marked his one-year anniversary as 
manager.  Twelve months spent stinking of grease and feeling the 
itch of the polyester shirt.  He hunched over the desk in the tiny 
office, using his ten minute break to double-check time sheets.  An 
MBA and fifteen years at AT&T, only to land here.  Taking drive-
through orders from people with little grasp of the English 
language.  Working with obese high school dropouts with no 
regard for personal hygiene.  God had drained his bladder on 
Louie, who didn’t appreciate the shower.   
  A down-sized, brown-nosed pushover.   

That’s what his wife, Lenore, had called him.  When he 
came home from being laid off, his belongings in a box, she 
seemed almost gleeful.  She met him at the door with her arms 
crossed and a smile on her face. 

“They had to find you out, sooner or later,” she offered in 
the way of comfort.   

Once upon a time, their relationship had been warmer.  In 
graduate school, Lenore pursued him with a monomaniacal 
intensity, sending him flowers and leaving notes on his car.  As 
soon as he received his MBA and signed on with the company 
where he interned, she abandoned her own studies and announced 
plans to become his wife.  In a very few years she grew into a 
childless ogre, ironically blaming Louie for her homebound status.  
He didn’t argue with her, at first hoping things would get better 
and later merely wishing for quiet moments when he could relax 
and enjoy being a middle manager during the halcyon days of the 
early 21st Century. 

Early on he got those moments, usually while she went out 
with her friends.  He could lay in the recliner and review his 
workload.  Now, his career gone, he often cranked the chair back 
and watched the History Channel.  

~~~ 
At closing time Ronell was the closest thing to an assistant 

Louie had.  He was an intelligent young man who had been fired 
from a waiter position at a four star restaurant over a discrepancy 
in the silverware inventory.  There was nothing worth stealing at 



the Burger King, unless a market opened up for thousand-count 
boxes of pickle relish packets.  The only thing keeping him from 
management training was his criminal record and lack of a G.E.D.  
That didn’t seem to bother him a bit.   

“The trick in life,” he often told Louie.  “Is to be happy 
wherever you’re at.  The joy is in you, not the job.”  Then he’d go 
back to cleaning the grill or wiping down trays.  He could be 
irrepressible, joking when the crew was stressed, consoling when 
anyone was upset.  Louie tried to emulate him, but the philosophy 
ultimately served only to point out his own flawed life.  His wife 
despised him and his Master’s degree mocked him from its place 
on the wall.   

Closing time at the BK.  Ronell runs across the street to a 
convenience store and returns with a six-pack of beer.  He and 
Wilson, the other closer, leisurely wrap up, wipe up, and mop up 
while Louie writes up the receipts.  Wilson is an acne-scarred white 
kid who rarely talks.  He has other good qualities: Works hard, is 
never late, can drink a couple of beers without getting stupid.  
Louie schedules Ronell and Wilson together as much as possible.  
They make a good yin-yang at the end of the evening.  Ronell 
drops Wilson off on his way home. 

~~~ 
Lenore was out when Louie got home Friday night.  

Probably gone until morning.  Louie hated the heavy mix of 
perfume and alcohol that emanated from her after a night out with 
her girlfriends.  Sometimes he fell asleep on the sofa to avoid that 
noxious smell.  He took off his greasy clothes and changed into a 
T-shirt and sweat pants.  Briefly he pondered the swell of fat 
beginning beneath his sternum and continuing in an as-yet subtle 
wave to his beltline.  Time.  He was eroding like a mountain, the 
superior falling into the mundane.   

Enough of such thoughts.  He trod into the kitchen and 
drank from the orange juice container in the refrigerator.  It was 
time to get online.  Visit the news sites, the interesting distractions 
he found in the digital ether.  This $99 Wal-Mart office chair was 
the place he felt most at home.  In front of the computer reading 
the baseball scores, conducting armchair research on serial killer 
Edmund Kemper, reading the online edition of The Economist.  He 
sat back down and clicked the keyboard, but the desktop did not 
light up.  Blue Screen of Death, bad news.  Thumping on the 



Enter key, Louie thought of how the machine had become dodgy 
the past month, taking forever to load, freezing up in   the middle 
of operations.  He rebooted the machine.  Minutes passed.   

Nothing but a flashing   cursor in the upper left of the 
screen.  After awhile it disappeared and the screen returned to blue.  
Louie didn’t know much about computers but he knew that, with 
this model, the BSOD meant you were done.  It was the PC 
equivalent to Hiroshima.  He leaned back and absorbed it all.  Like 
Hiroshima, it made for an eerily beautiful sunset.  Leaving it on, he 
curled up on the sofa and fell asleep.   

~~~ 
At work the next night he talked to Ronell.  
“The worst part is I’m short on cash and Lenore has 

maxed out the credit cards.”   
“Hell, man, I can get you a great desktop computer for a 

hundred bucks,” Ronell told him.  “Less if you just want the 
computer part.  That is, if you don’t care where it came from.” 

“Do it,” Louie told him. 
A week passed.  Lenore went on a weekend trip with 

friends and didn’t return.  .  Louie soaked up the quiet in the house, 
cherishing every serene, spent moment.  When not at the 
restaurant, he lay on the sofa and studied the dead PC.  He didn’t 
want Lenore to come back.  Ever. 

At work Ronell announced he had found a CPU. 
“It was hell, man.  You’re lucky we’re tight.  I had to walk 

through more shit than a Tennessee hog farrmer to get a line on 
this.” 

“How much?”  
“Sixty bucks.” 
“Ow!  For a stolen CPU?” 
Ronell jumped and looked around. 
“Keep it down, man.  This is quality!  Made last year.” 
Suddenly Louie felt uncomfortable. 
“Hell, I don’t know.”  He walked back to his office. 
“You don’t know?”  Ronell followed him.  “I got the 

mother in my trunk.  These guys want their sixty tonight or I start 
walking like a hermit crab.” 

“Man, I’m broke.  And no guarantee.” 
“This isn’t a situation where you keep your receipt and 

take it back later.  This is called ‘a great deal.’” 



“Tell ‘em forty.” 
“Oh, shit.  Were you a pawnbroker in a previous life?”  

Ronell pulled out his cell phone and walked off, punching numbers 
into it as he went. 

In the parking lot after work, they settled on fifty dollars.  
Ronnell popped the trunk and Louie examined the machine.  
Almost new, a reputable brand.  What the hell.  He drove home 
with it belted into the passenger seat like a pre-schooler,   

When he got home, Lenore’s car was in the driveway.  
Louie parked on the street, giving her an easy exit if she decided to 
leave.  He trod up the steps with one arm full and turned the key in 
the lock.  Once in the living room he replaced the ruined CPU with 
the one he had bought.  Just as a flicker appeared on the screen, 
then the log-on text, Lenore entered the room. 

“It smells like shit in here,” she told him. 
“Please shut up.  For just one night.”  His eyes never left 

the screen.  The start-up progam loaded and the Windows logo 
filled the screen.  Perhaps his minor felony had paid off.  He barely 
noticed the door closing as his wife left the house.   

Woo hoo!  Programs aplenty.  Adobe Design Premium.  
Nero CD/DVD burner. Microsoft Office.  Louie was dazzled as 
he looked at the icons on the monitors.  Going to the menu, he 
found still more programs.  This rig was well beyond what his old 
machine had to offer. 

Finally, he hit the Documents button.  Dozens of titles 
cascaded down, from spreadsheet phone lists to Photoshop folders 
to text files.  He opened the one labeled “Resume.” 

 
Emily S. Mattingly 
2718 Hillcrest Avenue Apt. C 
Brooklyn, NY 11218 
 

A wave of electricity ran down his arms.  He wasn’t just 
exploring a computer.  He was spying on a life.  He breathed 
deeply and scrolled down. 
Education 
2006-2007  Student, Freshman 
                   New York University 
                   English Major 
2008-2009  Hillsborough High School 



                   Wichita Falls, Texas 
                   GPA: 3.55 
                   Activities:  Varsity Softball 
                                     Spanish Club 
                                     Chess Club 
   
     Louie smiled.  He had been in the chess club in high school. 
      
Employment 
2006-Present  Edelmann Media Associates 
                   454 W. 44th Street 
                   New York, NY 10036 
                   Position: Receptionist, Proofreader 
            
2004-2005  Seymour Lawn Service 
                   19818 Seymour Highway 
                   Wichita Falls, TX 76717 
                  Position: Secretary, Dispatcher 
 

A sharpness jabbed at his abdomen and he recognized it as 
guilt.   

“Aw, her cowboy parents probably bought her another 
one,” he murmured to himself.  Not entirely convinced, he backed 
out of the Resume file.  A dull ache still persisted in his gut.   

Clicking on the Internet Explorer icon, he went online.  
He had email from a high school classmate warning him of a 
reunion, seven offers for penis enlargement, and an email from 
Ronell.  Does it work, boss? Was all it said. 

So far it’s perfect, he wrote back.  I really owe you for this one, 
buddy. 

Days passed and Lenore didn’t return.  Louie held his 
breath.  When he returned home one night to find her clothes 
gone, he went ahead and changed the locks.  A new life, some 
solitude, and this beautiful, faceless young woman he’d found in 
the computer.  She didn’t seem real, like a lost childhood crush or a 
daughter he’d been meant to have.  He read her poems, which were 
rhymey but sweet, and perused her first semester term papers.  
Christ.  He hoped he had not disrupted her studies.   

Of course you did, you idiot.  You stole her computer. 



Meticulously, he went through each of the files, from the 
word processing programs to her Photoshop projects.  He hoped 
to find an image of her, but had no luck there or through Google..  
Anything she created seemed to have an awkward, innocent quality.  
Photographs of flowers with cartoon bees added.  Each time he 
explored her world, he felt more guilty.  But he didn’t stop.   

One night at work he told Ronell: 
“It’s bothering me that this kid had her rig stolen so I can 

surf the net.” 
“How do you know it’s even stolen?  Maybe she upgraded 

and farmed it out.” 
“For fifty bucks?” 
“I didn’t say it wasn’t appropriated somewhere along the 

way.  I’m saying merchandise can go through several subsidiaries 
before reaching the discount store.” 

“I’m thinking of tracking her down and returning it.”   
His employee slammed the cash drawer shut with a bang. 

      “Are you fucking crazy?” 
      People standing in line jumped and Ronell immediately 
waved a patient hand at them. 

“Sorry, folks. Sorry.” 
He glared at Louie. 
“You’re joking, right?” 
Louie shrugged. 
“I guess.”   
“Cause I took a chance for you.  And I could get 

crossways with a school of sharks if that went wrong.  Don’t fuck 
me up on this.” 

“You’re right.  Stupid idea.  Sorry.” 
Louie walked back to his office and sat staring at the wall.   
There was a world, and there were good people in it who 

didn’t work the night drive-through at Burger King or have 
nagging spouses they feared might return.  Something had gone 
wrong in his life, had frozen him into a lethargic, passive lump.  He 
needed to shake this off somehow.  He had ambition once, when 
he emerged from the MBA program and won the corporate job.  
He could be that way again:  Regain his strength, recapture the fire 
that once drove him forward.  He could learn again how to try.   



And the girl, Emily, with the slipshod sonnets and digitally 
manipulated butterflies.  She was alive and young and full of 
possibility.   

At his desk he snatched up the phone and punched in a 
number he already knew by heart.  In the middle of the second 
ring, someone picked up the receiver. 

Louie took a deep breath.   



Cassie Hogan Saves the World by Dawn Corrigan 

Cassie Hogan wanted to save the world. Starting in childhood, 
it was her most cherished desire. 

It wasn’t necessarily her only desire. For a time in fifth grade 
she also wanted to be a rock star. But even that ambition was 
subordinated to the other: she would be a rock star singing to save 
the world. 

She did like clothes. And sometimes she yearned to own a 
certain pair of  boots. These wishes embarrassed her, seeming so 
far off  the mark from the primary goal, so trivial. Nonetheless, she 
occasionally succumbed to them. 

For a long time she thought she had to keep her ambition a 
secret, not so much because it would sound silly—that went 
without saying—but because revealing it might somehow diminish 
its power. 

But then, at the age of  35, she decided to come out of  the 
messiah-wannabe closet. 

The problem was who to tell. Her father was out of  the 
question. Disdainful of  people who “sat around solving the world’s 
problems,” he already suspected Cassie of  a dangerous 
tenderheartedness. Once, years before, when he’d taken her to the 
Greyhound station to catch a bus back to college, she impulsively 
said, “I love you!” as she was receiving her goodbye hug. Her 
mother called the dorm that night to report that Cassie’s father was 
in “a complete tizz,” declaring that Cassie was too emotional and 
that this condition would be her downfall. 

Unfortunately, her mother was out as well. Though Cassie was 
open with her, and they shared a deep bond, her mother tended to 
prefer concrete problems she could solve. 

For instance, when Cassie and her last serious boyfriend, 
Mitchell, a struggling musician (is there any other kind?) broke up 
after four years, Cassie called her mother one night when she was 
feeling low. “I miss Mitchell.” 

There was radio silence at the other end of  the line. “I don’t 
know what to say to that,” her mother finally said, after a very long 
time. 

But Cassie hadn’t been looking for a solution. All she wanted 
was something along the lines of  “I know” or “Poor baby” or, as 



her friend Lee said when she called him later, “It’s okay to miss 
him. Just don’t take him back.” 

There were no takebacks, but she wound up settling on 
Mitchell as the person with whom she would share her secret 
ambition. Though she’d moved out six months before, she and 
Mitchell were still having what he referred to as the “post-
relationship relationship,” which in their case consisted of meals, 
beers, and even occasionally falling asleep on the other’s couch for 
the night—though not the falling back into bed together that often 
comprised the post-relationship relationship for other people. 

Cassie decided to broach the subject on the night she took 
Mitchell out for his thirtieth birthday. At Mitchell’s insistence, the 
celebration took place at a bar called Totem’s. It was housed inside 
a log cabin featuring cathedral ceilings, huge wooden rafters, and 
walls plastered with the heads and skins of animals. 

While they waited for dinner, Mitchell filled her in on what 
he’d been up to since their last meeting. This mainly seemed to 
consist of him getting drunk and then being late for work. 

Cassie tried to look politely interested and refrain from 
scathing remarks. Finally he turned his attention toward her. “So 
what have you been up to? Besides buying new boots?” 

“I’ve been thinking about what I’d like to do with my life,” 
Cassie said, glancing down fondly at her feet. 

“And what have you concluded?” 
“Well, I seem to have this tendency to, you know, want to save 

the world or something,” she stammered. “So I’m trying to figure 
out what I can do with that.” 

“Ah yes,” said Mitchell, nodding sagely. “Cassandra Hogan and 
her redeemer impulses.” 

“Hey!” 
“No, listen, I think it’s great. Admitting you have a problem is 

the first step toward a cure.” 
“At least I want to do something constructive! It’s better than 

wanting to drink the entire world!” 
“Oh, right. Like the quest for universal redemption isn’t also 

about appetite.” 
Cassie looked at Mitchell with grudging admiration. This was 

exactly the problem with him. Her mother and Lee and her other 
friends could dismiss him because of his lack of steady work and 
his drinking and his fanatical devotion to his music that 



nonetheless never seemed to amount to anything—but then he 
went and said something like that, something just right, something 
that made Cassie question herself and her motives in the most 
interesting way. 

“I still want to save the world, even so.” 
“I know.” 

***** 
When Cassie got to work the following Monday, the 

servers were down. The phones were ringing off the hook, and 
everyone on the other end of the line was mad. 

She barely had time to regret all the decisions she’d ever 
made in her life before she was taking her first call. 

Cassie had fled grad school rather precipitately, no degree 
in hand, in 2008. At first, she just picked up some extra shifts at the 
pub where she was already working part time. She assumed it 
would be a temporary arrangement until she figured out what to do 
with the rest of her life. 

After a few months, one of her friends at the restaurant, a 
line cook named Lee, got a tech support job at a software start-up 
in Murray, a Salt Lake suburb. During his final shift at Desert 
Edge, he offered to set up an interview for Cassie as well. Three 
weeks later, she was a Tier I support agent at Time-It, Inc. 

Cassie figured this too would be a short-term thing—just 
something to tide her over until she learned how to save the world. 
But then she’d started dating Mitchell, a bass player. The stability of 
the call center had seemed comforting compared to the chaos of a 
musician’s life. 

And now here it was four years later, and she had no 
Mitchell and was still in this dead-end job. 

All morning long her mind raced over this timeline over 
and over again as she tried to placate customers for whom she had 
no solution. Finally, right before her lunch break the developers got 
the servers back up, the queue cleared, and Cassie found herself in 
Ready mode for the first time all day. But she’d barely begun to 
savor the moment of peace when her boss appeared in the mouth 
of her cubicle. 

He was only a couple years older than her. His name was 
Bill. 

“Can you join me in my office for a moment?” 



Removing her headset, she logged out of the ACD 
software and followed him to his office with trepidation. She did 
enough to skate by at Time-It, but just barely. She was always half-
expecting to get fired. 

When they reached Bill’s office, he shut the door behind 
her as she took one of the guest chairs. Then he rounded the desk, 
sat down, and tented his fingers in front of him. Finally he spoke. 
“How far back do you think we would have to go to kill Grok?” 

Cassie relaxed. She wasn’t getting canned, at least not 
today. 

Grok was Bill’s name for the Most Recent Common 
Ancestor (MRCA) of all salespeople. Grok was the first guy who 
broke a wheel, patched the pieces together with mud, and sold it 
“As Is” to his caveman neighbor. 

Clearly, Grok has a lot of descendants. Bill figured that was 
because, while the other cavemen were out on the Great Woolly 
Mammoth Hunt, taking risks and, more often than not, taking 
themselves out of the gene pool, Grok hung back at the caves, 
selling disability insurance and seducing the cavewomen. 

Bill was kind of obsessed with Grok. Over the past few 
months he’d developed an elaborate Grok mythology, often 
enlisting Cassie’s aid to fill in the details. At this point, Cassie 
figured her willingness to indulge Bill on his Grok cosmogony 
contributed as much to her continued employment as her tenuous 
tech skills. She sent a silent shout-out to Dr. Foreman, her cultural 
anthropology professor. Turns out all those years of grad school 
were paying off after all. Sort of. 

Bill was feeling particularly ill-willed toward Grok that 
morning because the Time-It sales team had grossly oversold the 
company’s current capacity to offer Software as a Service, resulting 
in tech support disasters like the server failure. 

Having personally spent the morning slogging through the 
aftermath of their mistakes, Cassie sympathized, but she also 
thought there was more to it. “I don’t think we can say this 
morning’s crisis was entirely the fault of Grok and his 
descendants.” 

Bill’s eyebrows arched. He wasn’t used to being 
contradicted while dissing Grok. “Really?” 

“Really. Because this time, the salespeople were abetted in 
their crime by the Big Gulp Brigade.” 



Bill nodded. The Big Gulp Brigade was their sobriquet for 
the software developers, so named because they tended to move in 
a pack, and because they carried the largest imaginable refillable 
mugs with them at all times. 

Since Time-It was in Utah, the Brigadiers’ mugs were filled 
with Mountain Dew, the beverage of choice of Mormon software 
engineers. Non-Mormon developers, of course, have the additional 
options of coffee or amphetamines to perk them up. 

Members of the Brigade were the polar opposites of 
Grok’s extended family; but opposites aren’t necessarily enemies. 

Cassie figured that was because way, way back, when the 
MRCA of the Big Gulp Brigade, Fortran, went on the Great 
Woolly Mammoth hunt, he hung back, not being the most 
mesomorphic of cavemen, and observed the goings-on. 

After a while, he noticed that his comrades tended to get 
trampled when they got too close to the mammoth with their stone 
knives. 

So Fortran went back to the cave and invented the bow 
and arrow. 

Grok saw what he was doing and said, “If you let me 
handle the marketing of your new product, I’ll split the profits with 
you 50-50.” 

Fortran wasn’t sure what profits were, but he’d noticed 
that Grok seemed to have a way with the caveladies. So he agreed. 

And you know who had to train the customers on the new 
product, which wasn’t really stable for another 9,000 years? 

That’s right: Tron, the MRCA of all tech support agents. 
~~~ 

When Cassie got home that evening, her neighbors were 
clustered around the picnic table in the yard drinking wine out of 
plastic cups. They waved her over. 

She’d moved into this place after the breakup. They’d 
decided Mitchell would stay in the old apartment, so she had to 
find somewhere new to live. So she’d gone out and found her 
dream apartment. 

She knew it was her dream apartment because it matched a 
page she’d cut out of a catalog years before. The catalog showed a 
room with distressed wood floors, an old-fashioned radiator, and 
six-foot windows. Its decor was monastically simple: a futon on the 



floor, a lamp, a book. Only the duvet the company was hawking 
showed any sign of opulence. 

Cassie’s bedroom in the dream apartment came with the 
floors, the radiator, and the windows. She added a futon on a pale 
wood frame, austere white bedding, and an ungainly Madonna and 
Child painting she’d picked up at a thrift store. 

It was like a nun’s room. For weeks after the breakup, she 
would stand in the doorway, crying and marveling that she had 
such a beautiful bedroom. It was confusing to feel so lucky about 
her apartment at the same time as she was feeling so sad about 
Mitchell. 

The apartment was on the second floor of a two-story 
house. Originally built in 1910, it had eventually been divided into 
four apartments, two up and two down. The property managers, 
Rob and Terri, lived downstairs in number 1. A guy named Shawn 
lived across the hall from them in 2. Later Shawn was replaced by 
his friend Ben, and later still by Cassie’s friend and coworker, Lee. 

Cassie was upstairs in 4. Number 3 was vacant when she 
moved in. A month later, a biologist named Barry took occupancy. 

Living there was kind of like living in a monastery. All the 
tenants were introverts who would experience sudden bursts of 
sociability. Weeks would pass during which Cassie would hardly see 
her neighbors at all, then suddenly they’d all be sitting at the picnic 
table in the yard bumming smokes from each other and drinking 
wine until 4 in the morning. 

This week was obviously destined to be a social week. A 
few hours later, Cassie found herself ensconced in Lee’s living 
room, watching Iron Chef with Lee, Barry, and Terri. 

Iron Chef was a Japanese show, half cooking program, half 
game show. It was Lee and Terri’s favorite thing. And even Cassie 
had to admit it was fun watching a man in a puffy chef’s hat 
making a custard dessert out of, say, shark’s fin. 

The show featured a stable of house chefs who competed 
against a rotating cast of challengers. Each week the challenger 
picked which house chef they wanted to compete against, leaving 
the others free to stare ominously down at the challenger. Whether 
because of these intimidating stares or not, the safe money was 
always on the house chef. 

The show was dubbed into English. In what must have 
been an attempt to retain the flavor of the original, the producers 



had the dubbers address each other using the Japanese “-san.” As 
in, “Ota-san, what’s happening now?” 

“Well, Xi-san, it looks like the challenger is putting the 
shark’s fin into a big blender!” 

Naturally, this led to much “san”-ing in the living room, 
particularly as the night and the beer drinking wore on. 

“Barry-san, this ice cream is truly delightful,” Terri said. 
Barry had whipped up a batch of homemade ice cream. “Cassie-
san, don’t you agree?” 

“Indeed I do, Terri-san. And I must say, Barry-san, I think 
the decision to go with strawberry instead of shark’s fin was a 
prudent one.” 

“Thank you, Terri-san and Cassie-san,” Barry said. “If I do 
say so myself, I think I could be an Iron Chef.” 

“That would be your dream job, wouldn’t it?” Terri said. 
“I, on the other hand, would prefer to be an Iron Gardener.” 

“What about you, Cassie?” Lee asked. “Would you like to 
be an Iron Support Technician?” 

“No!” Cassie sputtered indignantly. 
“What then?” 
Suddenly she saw it, clear as the picture on the TV. “What 

I’d really like to do is go back to South Jersey and buy an old house 
or church in the beach town where my parents live, and convert it 
into a temple.” 

“A temple to what?” Lee asked. “Gucci, the God of 
Shoes?” 

“Shush, I want to hear this,” Terri said, waving him off. 
“Go on.” 

“The Goddess of Compassion, I think,” Cassie said, 
blushing. 

Terri took this in stride. “What would you do there?” 
“And aren’t you supposed to be a virgin for this gig?” Lee 

added. 
“Oh, you know, I’d keep the place tidy—sweep the altar 

and stuff—and when people brought offerings for the goddess, I’d 
make sure they were used properly,” Cassie said, answering Terri’s 
question first. 

“As for being a virgin, you know perfectly well it’s much 
too late for that,” she told Lee. “Besides, I don’t see any reason a 



Priestess of  Compassion needs to be a virgin. Sex should be part 
of  a Priestess of  Compassion’s repertoire.” 

“I’d have to agree with that,” Terri said. 
“Plus, I’d like to retain certain privileges. You know, the 

priest of  some primitive vegetable god might stop by.” 
Lee tilted an eyebrow. “So besides getting it on with some 

primitive vegetable god—” 
“—The priest of  some primitive vegetable god,” Terri said. 
“—the priest of  some primitive vegetable god, excuse 

me—does this job entail anything else?” 
“Of  course. I’d tidy up, and eat whatever people brought 

me. At first, that would probably be mostly sandwiches from my 
mom. But gradually I think other people would start to trickle in. 
They’d sit for a spell; it would be peaceful; after a while they might 
want to talk about whatever was on their minds, and I’d just sit and 
listen.” 

“You’d just sit and listen?” Barry interrupted. 
“Fine. No doubt I’d talk back. The point is, they might feel 

a little better when they left.” 
They all pondered this for a moment. Then Terri said, 

“That does sound nice.” 
“I know. But you never see a job like that advertised in the 

want ads.” 
~~~ 

The following weekend, Lee invited Cassie to join him for 
a visit to a real life monastery. He was going to see the Trappist 
monks who lived in Huntsville, an hour north of Salt Lake. 

Lee had hooked up with the monks through a web design 
class he was taking at Salt Lake Community College. They’d 
approached the school in search of a volunteer to design a web site 
for them. Lee took the gig, and in return the monks invited him for 
a weekend retreat. 

It was approaching dusk when they turned onto the road 
with the “Welcome” sign hanging over it. Lee wound through 
farmland for half a mile, then pulled into a parking lot in front of a 
yellowish Quonset hut. 

Cassie peered at it with interest. She’d never seen a 
Quonset hut 

“Let’s go in,” Lee said. “I think we’re in time to catch 
Vespers.” 



They passed through a gate, down a garden path, into the 
hut, and up to a set of double wooden doors. When Lee pulled the 
left door open, Cassie beheld one of the barest Catholic churches 
she had ever seen. It was virtually unadorned except for the large 
rose window on the back wall. The curved walls of the Quonset 
hut met seamlessly above them; it was like standing in a cranberry 
sauce can turned on its side. 

A few other visitors stood among the pews. The monks 
were in front, looking down at choir books. They were chanting. 
One man led and the others followed, in a call and response similar 
to those Cassie knew from her youth, yet somehow different as 
well: 

Into your hands, Lord, I commend my spirit. 
For you have redeemed me, O God of truth. 
Keep us as the apple of your eye; 
Hide us in the shadow of your wings. 
Lord, have mercy. 
Let us pray for the peace of the world. 
Lord have mercy! 
For our civil authorities. 
Lord have mercy! 
For our brethren absent from among us. 
For those who serve and have ministered to us. 
For those who envy, and those who love us. 
For those who lie in sickness. 
For those who have requested our prayers. 
For those who travel by sea, land or air. 
For those who work in fields, factories, and scientific 

laboratories. 
Let us pray for an abundance of the fruits of their labor. 
Amen. 
When the service was over, most of the monks began to 

file out the back of the church, but one of them headed toward Lee 
and Cassie, his face breaking into a smile as he approached. 

“Welcome,” he said, taking them each by the hand in turn. 
“You made it.” 

“We sure did,” said Lee. Cassie just stood there grinning 
idiotically. The man was wearing a white hooded robe with bell 
sleeves. He looked marvelous. 



He introduced himself as Brother Daniel. “Let’s go get you 
settled in the guest house,” he said. “I just need to run back to my 
room for a moment. Then I’ll grab the monastery car so you can 
follow me down to the female guest quarters. 

“I’m sorry you can’t stay here in the main building,” he 
added, turning toward Cassie. “It’s only because in the current 
building the guest rooms and our rooms are right next to each 
other. When the new building is complete, male and female 
retreatants will all be able to stay in the same area.” 

Lee had told Cassie the monks were hoping to raise funds 
so they could get out of the cranberry sauce can and into a new 
building that would allow more visitors; hence the pressing need 
for the web site. 

Cassie spent an uneventful evening in the female guest 
quarters, which she had to herself. The next morning, Lee picked 
her up at 6 for the Prime service. Afterward, they had breakfast 
with the other visitors while the monks ate in the adjoining room. 
Then Brother Daniel gave them a tour of the building and grounds, 
introducing them to some of the other monks. 

After lunch, he left them to their own devices, suggesting 
they should explore the grounds and go wherever they needed to 
get good material for the site. 

Late that afternoon they stumbled upon the monastery’s 
small cemetery: sixteen white crosses hammered crookedly into the 
ground directly behind the main building. They had just taken what 
they hoped would be some artistic shots of the crosses and were 
circling back to the front of the building when they ran into 
Brother Barnabus. 

In a community of old men, Brother Barnabus might have 
been the oldest. He walked with the assistance of a cane, and had a 
mouthful of silver teeth. But his blue windbreaker brought out the 
color of his amazingly clear blue eyes, and his metal grin was sweet 
as honey. 

“Can we take your picture?” Cassie blurted, as soon as they 
got close to him. 

“Certainly,” Brother Barnabus said, in a quavery voice. He 
smiled dutifully for Lee as he snapped the picture. Then he leaned 
toward them. 

“I grew up in the Bronx, you know,” he said. 



“Yes, that’s what we hea …”, said Cassie, when suddenly 
she realized they were not to interrupt. 

“We used to go see the Babe. We sat way up high in the 
nosebleed seats. ‘Hit one out of the park for us, Babe,’ we’d call. 
And he’d point up at the stands. And wherever he pointed, that’s 
where the ball would go. 

“You know, some of those evangelicals came here years 
ago, wanting to talk to us. And tell us about evangelicism, I guess. 
And one young woman was talking to me, and she asked how I 
would like to die. 

“ ‘Sitting on the can, reading a newspaper,’ I said. 
“ ‘Excuse me?’ she asked.” Brother Barnabus giggled. 

“You should have seen her face! ‘Excuse me?’ she said, and I told 
her again, ‘I’d like to be sitting on the can reading a newspaper 
when I die.’ ” 

He lifted his arms in a shrug. “What could be more 
human?” 

He waited for their nervous chuckles to die down before 
proceeding. “Do you know what Jesus means when he says ‘Pray 
always?’ ” 

“No!” Cassie said. “But I’d like to.” 
“I’ll tell you what he means.” The twinkle in the monk’s 

eye grew brighter. “He means, Just be your sneaky old self.” 
Cassie burst into laughter. “Really?” she asked. “What a 

relief.” 
Brother Barnabus beamed at her. “That’s right.” 

~~~ 
When she got back to Salt Lake on Sunday, Cassie decided 

to head over to Mitchell’s to tell him about Huntsville. She thought 
if nothing else he would get a kick out of Brother Barnabus. 

Arriving at their old apartment, she knocked once, then let 
herself in. He never locked the door, and this was always how she’d 
always done it before. 

She was already launching into the story before she 
registered that Mitchell wasn’t alone. He was sitting in his armchair, 
a guitar on his lap. Across from him on the sofa, but so close their 
knees were practically touching, was a pretty young woman wearing 
a flowered dress and red lipstick. She was probably five years 
younger than Mitchell, who in turn was five years younger than 
Cassie. 



All of a sudden Cassie felt about a thousand years old. 
The thing about Mitchell was, Cassie knew a different 

Mitchell than everyone else. She knew that sounded delusional, but 
it was true. When Mitchell was around other people, even at his 
most sober and self-deprecating and charming, there was still some 
discomfort and anxiety. Often, it would manifest as hostility. Even 
when it was only an undercurrent, it was still there. 

When they were alone, though, it was different. Not 
always. Sometimes when he wasn’t feeling well, Cassie got the same 
sardonic jerk everyone else did. But when he was relaxed and 
comfortable, it was a different story. That’s why, after they broke 
up, Cassie was able to be patient with friends and family when they 
said things like, “I never really got you and Mitchell.” 

When he asked her to move out, people let her know what 
they thought of him by urging her to find someone else. “Maybe 
you’ll meet somebody else, who knows?” her grandmother back in 
Jersey said—a startling betrayal, since she’d always professed to like 
Mitchell and had carried on an outrageous phone flirtation with 
him for four years. 

Mitchell knew how to spackle. 
When Cassie bought a 1968 Chrysler New Yorker and on 

the third day it rained and she couldn’t get it started, Mitchell went 
out to the car and started it right up. 

When they first met, he’d been devastated by life. A 
tumultuous five-year relationship had recently ended. His relations 
with his family were strained. 

Frequently, in those early days, after a bunch of beers he’d 
become weepy. Then he’d cover his head with the thin white 
blanket from Cassie’s bed. 

“Little Ghost,” she would say, “why don’t you come out 
here and tell me about it?” 

When they slept, he’d wrap his limbs around her and cling 
like a drowning man. 

She’d never had anyone hold her so tightly. It was easy to 
envision that he really was drowning, and she was swimming him 
to shore. 

She had to admit: she liked it. She liked being needed so 
much. But of course her goal, right at the outset, was to make 
Mitchell stronger; so later when he was, and he swam away, what 
right did she have to complain? 



~~~ 
At work on Monday, Bill called Cassie into his office again. 

After a little Grok talk, he told her she was being promoted.  
“I’m very pleased with your progress,” he said. “I always 

knew you had potential, but until recently it didn’t seem like you 
took the job all that seriously.” 

On her lunch break, she went out for a walk. Her 
meanderings took her past a bus stop, where a man and his 
daughter waited for their bus. The man sprawled on the ground 
beside the bench, reading a book, while his little girl tore up 
handfuls of grass and put them in his ears. 

When her break was over she went back inside to her 
cubicle, put on her headset, and pressed the button to pick up a 
call. 

“Tech support, this is Cassie.” 
“Cassie, you’ve got to help me!” a woman’s voice said. “I 

can’t log into the program and payroll is due in an hour and I don’t 
know what to do.” 

Cassie asked for her company information, verified she 
had a support contract, and then got her software working again. It 
took about ten minutes. 

“Oh my God, I don’t know what I would have done 
without you,” the woman said at the end. “You saved us.” 

 
  



Affianced, Finally! By Nidhi Singh 

“Show them the love, Humpty Dumpty. Wrench it up 
from the guts and whack them on the head with it, if need be. 
Scream from the rooftops, or cry from the sidewalks – let them 
know what love is,” said lovely, insanely lovable Alessandra, 
flicking off stardust from her damask cheek with a long delicate 
porcelain finger, as she primed her beau to seek her parents’ 
blessings for marriage. 

 Humbert Lambert, junior barrister’s clerk with Messrs. 
Sapper, Suckett, and Siphonandra at the Inns of Court, with a 
modest salary for now, but with the vague promise of an immodest 
bonus in a few years, fumbled at his tie knot and quivered. “I wish 
you would stop calling me that – it hardly inspires a man about to 
look a lion in the eye in his lair, and ask him to part with his flesh 
and blood.”  

“Don’t sketch papa like that – once you get to know him, 
you’ll see what a cuddly bear he is,” she replied, stroking his hand, 
and getting him all twitterpated. 

Bear or lion, it was all the same to Humbert: Percival 
Wallace, her father, with the demeanor of a dark lord, with business 
interests ranging from trout to baked beans to single malts, and 
with an eye out for a nomination to the Upper House, hardly 
motivated a suitor to shed his comforting coat of armor and drape 
him in close embrace.  

“It’s very well of you to say so,” Humbert observed, trying 
not to chew the end of his tie in anxiety. “But fathers are dry-eyed 
seasoned auditors ever ready with an antidote for the barbs of a 
pining heart. Pray, what must I tell him when he asks about my 
salary?” 

“Simple,” his enchantress said, drugging him with her 
sweet, delirious breath, “lie to him.” 

“That is out of the question, I can not speak an untruth. 
And a man like him is certain to have made inquiries – he probably 
knows me better than I do myself already.” 

“What’s a lawyer that can’t tell a convincing lie?” 
“Well that’s me. I will tackle the man anyhow – leave it to 

Hump – Humbert.” He crossed and uncrossed his legs; his words 
seemed to waft like strange tidings from afar. 



“Tackle as you will, Humpty, but don’t be late. And don’t 
take no for an answer. Ta da,” she said, brushing his cheek lightly 
with her bee-stung lips and tearing off with long shapely legs after 
the 3:20 to her Fine Arts class. Humbert loosened his collar, and 
oblivious to the sunshine and summer cheer on the sidewalk cafe, 
wondered how the meek might inherit the earth. 

~~~ 
It wasn’t then a knight in shining armor on horseback that 

came knocking the next day at the castle gates to claim the hand of 
his fair lady: Humbert felt more like a little schoolboy in 
knickerbockers at the headmaster’s office asking for his answer 
sheets to be reevaluated. Standing under Greek pillars at the 
Belgrave Square home, Humbert walloped a large brass knocker on 
a lavishly decorated oak-paneled door, and then promptly jumped 
at the resulting thunderclap.  

A tall, bald man opened the gate almost immediately, as if 
he’d been lurking all day behind it in wait; and fixing Humbert with 
a saurian gaze, he half bent at the waist contemptuously.  

“Ahem,” mourned the cheerless manservant in the usual 
bib and tucker of white wing-collar dress shirt, pocket-watch, grey 
striped trousers and white gloves, making Humbert feel lucky he’d 
been allowed till the doorstep without being collared out. Humbert 
was sure the man had never smoked pot in his life, or shared tea 
with a parlor maid. 

“Hump…Humbert Lambert,” he announced his arrival, 
straightening up somewhat, to match the minion’s expectations. 

“Aha! A Mr. Lambert is expected indeed,” the Butler 
declared, not believing himself. “Would that thing be yours,” he 
asked, raising himself on his toes and looking over Humbert’s 
shoulders at the cheap Renault parked in the driveway. “You could 
leave the keys here, we’ll get it hauled to the back. Master wouldn’t 
have that thing parked where visitors can see it.” 

Pocketing the keys, he led Humbert through a marbled hall 
with recessed lights and picture frames with gold-leaf finish to the 
study. Helena Wallace sat on a large, leather Montague sofa with 
rolled paneled arms, while Percival took up place next to the carved 
mantelpiece, casting a grim eye upon him, as his battle-ready 
ancestors might once have done, from the projecting battlements 
of Flodden Fort at the enemy armada landing below.  



Humbert was certain he’d seen Helena’s face on the 
Tattler magazine – she probably ran an advice column warning 
young girls of poor suitors. Or was she the head of some secret 
coven whose name he couldn’t recall; else, she was definitely 
involved to some extent in eleemosynary activities involving an 
African-American child’s life.  

“Well,” said Humbert, rubbing his sweaty hands. 
“Well,” said Percival, twirling his mustache.  
“Well,” said Helena in a drawn-out, emphasized voice that 

was very cold and creaky. 
“Ahem,” muttered the butler who’d brought in a silver tray 

with tea and buttered toast. After he’d served and left, Humbert 
cleared his throat and began; ” Lissy and I…I mean Alessandra and 
I were together at Cambridge…” 

“Can’t help who you rub shoulders with in college these 
days,” Helena observed to her husband. “I believe now you have 
rice eaters there, people who live on fiery curries.” 

“They are some of the brainiest and hardest working folks 
out there….” muttered Humbert. 

“And what are your folks,” Percival asked, keeping a 
comforting hand on Helena’s shoulder – she’d crinkled up her nose 
as if the whole house smelt of boiled rice, asafetida and smoking 
chilies. 

“They’re from Ashburn. Dad has a small farm, and he 
tends to sheep, chicken, and pigs. Mom retired from the post 
office,” Humbert said proudly. 

“See, I told you so.” Helena looked up at her husband 
accusingly. 

“I work at – ” Humbert started; he felt an insight into his 
own standing might clear things up a bit. 

“I know, I know,” said Percival, looking at his gold pocket 
watch, and tapping his foot impatiently on the hand-woven Turkish 
carpet. “What is it that you want from us?” 

“I want…we want… I was thinking…Lissy asked me 
to…”  

“Alessandra is a dreamy kid. She’s an artist – she has these 
make-believe notions from another world. Don’t take her too 
seriously – she’ll soon get over it. I know she takes up these 
projects – she has a thing or two about the underdog and the 



downtrodden. Long shopping lists and creature comforts soon 
push affairs of the heart on the back foot – remember that.  

Now – can I write a reference for you, or advance you a 
spot of loan or something?” Percival said, reaching into his breast 
pocket for the checkbook. 

“Certainly not, Sir!” Humbert rose to his full height, his 
jaw set. “I have come here to ask for Alessandra’s hand in 
marriage, Sir, not compensation!” He bowed stiffly, his British 
manners, and strict upbringing stretched to the straining limits. 

Helena cupped her hands to her mouth and looked faint. 
Percival’s sideburns bristled as he grabbed Humbert’s arm and led 
him out of the room. “You Sir, are out of your mind,” he said, 
banging the door in Humbert’s face.  

The smirking butler stood in the hallway trying hard to 
compose himself. “Follow me please,” he said, showing Humbert 
into the balmy sunlight of Belgrave Square.  

Humbert was sure he’d heard a wry chuckle as the oak 
doors creaked shut on him. 

~~~ 
The Regent’s Park was awash in a ruckus of colors and 

chirping and sunshine, but the pensive young man on the white 
bench remained oblivious to the charms of the quiet lake and the 
sculptures park nearby, or the black swans and bolshie squirrels 
that gamboled over there, or the thorns on the rose stem that he so 
moodily twirled in his fingers. Lissy snuggled up close to Humbert 
and weaved her artistic fingers through his mop of red hair. 

“Why are you so mad – what happened,” she asked again. 
“And why weren’t you there? Leaving me alone with 

them…puffed up...scoffers.” 
“Aunt Rhadamanthine was out of sorts. At the last minute 

I was bundled into a car and asked to keep her company – my 
parents would have none of my protesting.” 

“And was she?” 
“No. She was hale and hearty, wagging fingers at the 

menials. Forget her – tell me what happened? Did they agree – did 
you tackle papa like you said?” 

“The question of tackling arises when one is allowed into 
the field – I was collared and heave-hoed before I could spit in my 
hands and say hut-hut. I tried to get back into the game, but then it 



was like maneuvering your ball in a field of very agile attackers with 
no one to pass to.” 

Lissy chuckled like a cow that has discovered sweet cake 
mix in her feed. 

“It all started with the hound dog on pork chops you’ve 
got at the gates. He relieved me of my car and snuck it six blocks 
away – he said the master would be ashamed of it!” 

“What a dear…oh what a…” Lissy hastily changed to 
“…bear,” as Humbert turned to her in pain. “Then?” she shook his 
coat sleeve eagerly. 

“Your dad said I was a project; that you were in love with 
the idea of love! Why, he even offered me some money!” 

“Really? I hope you took it! We could go shopping,” Lissy 
said, doubling up with laughter. 

“That was another thing he said about you – the long 
shopping lists!” Humbert rose in a huff. “So they do know you 
properly – and I’ve been blind! I’m the standup comic around here, 
and you’re quite the chuckle bunny today, aren’t you? You’re going 
to be getting over it soon, aren’t you…the sad little project? Do 
you ever take anything seriously, Lissy? The joke is on me, isn’t it?” 
he said, and stormed off. 

“Wait,” she cried, and ran after him. “Humpty – hold up!” 
“I’m not Humpty!” He paused to waggle a finger at her, 

and then continued on his way. 
“Yes, you are,” she yelled, and sprinted after him. When 

she caught up she leaped on his back and held fast. Humbert 
tripped and they rolled to the ground. Humbert tried to break free, 
but she wouldn’t let go. 

“You are a determined woman, aren’t you?” he said finally. 
She didn’t say anything but just wrapped her long legs around him 
tighter. “And I am your project?” 

“No you aren’t – never say that again.” She turned up his 
chin and looked deep into his eyes. A tear had stolen to the brim of 
her eyes and hung there bravely.  

Humbert realized he was being a fool. “I’m sorry. I was 
taking my frustration out on you,” he said. “ I was such a miserable 
failure. I love you so – I couldn’t bear the thought of losing you.” 

“I love you too.” She bent down and pressed her lips 
against his for a long blissful spell. “Now the important thing is,” 



she asked, leaning on an elbow and tickling him in the ear with a 
grass stalk,” what are you going to do.” 

Humbert crossed his hands under his head and looked for 
an answer in the fluffy clouds floating lazily overhead, with their 
white plumes outstretched.  

“Let us elope,” she cried out. 
“Please, Lissy. I wouldn’t steal you from yourself. I won’t 

have it without the parent’s consent – you would always be looking 
over your shoulders. You pretend to be tough – I know you chew 
rusty nails – but I know you love them too well to let them down. 
And deep down, we’re all too conservative to do anything rash.” 

“The consent is not coming unless you become a Lord or 
a tycoon or something – and knowing you – that’s not happening 
anytime soon.” She giggled, and then cupped her mouth just when 
the hurt-puppy look began to flicker across his face again. “I could 
ask papa to get you a promising position?” 

“Never! That wouldn’t be the right honorable thing to do. 
Just leave it to Hump – Humbert, darling.” 

“If I leave it to Humpty again I’ll turn grey and wrinkly 
before I float down that aisle. What happened to that drunk, rich 
uncle of yours? Any chance of his copping it and leaving you the 
hidden loot?” 

“No chance – the wine seems to be agreeing with the old 
primate. I can swear the man is getting younger by the day – I 
won’t be surprised if he outlives me!” 

“Then I will have to think of something,” she said and lay 
back, thoughtfully chewing on a rose petal. 

~~~ 
Nothing much changed for the next couple of days. 

Except that Lissy received a call from Ursula, her American 
roommate and soul mate from Willingham-Boarding-School-days. 
Ursula happened to be flying back from a business trip to Germany 
on a hopping flight to Canada, where she’d moved with her family. 
She’d wondered if Lissy could take time out to meet at Bentleys’ 
Oyster Bar & Grille at Piccadilly and catch up on old times. It was 
always a delirious delight to meet Ursula, so Lissy had readily 
agreed.  

Now, Ursula was not one, but a twelve-hugs-a-day person 
who’d headed a Laughter Club in school, and taught people how to 
activate sullen solar plexus chakras in their body by spreading the 



love. She was like a flower that wilted without a comforting cuddle, 
peck – and a firm back rub if possible. Accordingly the old friends 
rendezvoused at the grill one sunny afternoon before her flight. 

It was a chic place done in pastels and gold with mirrored 
walls and leather banquettes, with artwork of the chef proudly 
displayed on the broad white pillars with Corinthian caps. The girls 
tucked into complimentary canapés and coffee, and began to chat 
animatedly about boys – out of old habit. 

“What’s the family strength now,” Lissy asked. “Is Robby 
still the Italian Stallion?” Ursula had gone ahead and married right 
after school. 

“He’s called the Italian Stallion, not because he runs fast!” 
Ursula laughed, squeezing Lissy’s hand tightly – in fact she hadn’t 
stopped stroking it all afternoon. “I had to put the brakes at 
number four – mothball the birthing cannon, as it were – else the 
entire neighborhood would have been run down by the offspring. 
And what about you? Has the lawyer boy perked up enough nerve 
to face the old Grouch?” 

“I had to put him up to it at gunpoint – ooh, the silly oaf 
makes me go so weak in the knees! But it went very badly I believe. 
It provoked even the sad Butler into drollness.” 

“Oh my poor babe.” Ursula, always one to embrace 
other’s miseries, reached forward and pecked Lissy and curled her 
fingers into her hands again. 

“Can I,” Lissy asked, gesturing towards one hand, wanting 
it back so that she could tuck into the Bouillabaisse with Seared 
Squid. 

“Oh sure,” Ursula shrugged and reluctantly let go of one 
hand.  

From the corner of her eye Lissy noticed two old ladies 
sitting beyond the broad pillars in the far corner, glaring 
continuously over pince-nez at her, their mouths agape. ‘That’s so 
rude,’ she thought. She leaned back in the wing couch slightly so 
that they couldn’t see her. As she turned her head slowly in their 
direction, she saw it was Aunt Rhadamanthine, with another old 
lady, a fellow coven member perhaps. Lissy’s first instinct was to 
walk over to them and say a loud Hello and thwack them on their 
backs – see if she could thump their fake dentures out, but 
something made her decide against it. 



She pushed aside her soup bowl and crawled her hand 
back into Ursula’s tentacles, which coiled themselves gratefully 
around once more. “Have you checked out Chanel’s vanilla hand 
serum? It’s awesome!” she dangled her hands in Ursula’s face who 
couldn’t resist rubbing her snout appreciatively on them, rolling her 
eyes, and moaning softly. Lissy giggled, it felt so ticklish. 

“My, it’s yummy!” Ursula said, rising halfway, and like a 
sniffer dog nuzzling all the way to her shoulders. “I’ll make sure to 
pick some up at the duty free shop. Canada is so cold and dry; my 
main problem is frizzy hair. But yours are so luxuriant – what do 
you use on them?” 

“Russian Amber Imperial Conditioning Crème by Philip B 
– no less – the best of the best! Feel them?” 

“Sure!” Ursula leaned in and cupping her wavy mop of 
hair, inhaled deeply. ”Umm! And what’s that delicious scent you’re 
wearing?” Her face encircled Lissy’s neck and lingered at the 
hollow of her neck, inhaling deeply of Chanel No. 1. “Like old 
times, eh? Lord, how we used to love it back then. But I am 
famished now,” she said and returned to her seat to winkle out the 
grilled halibut with peach and pepper sauce, and quell the growls of 
the healthy appetite of a mother of four. 

“Oh my God,” Ursula screamed later as Pineapple 
Carpaccio and Sicilian Citrus Sorbet were placed before her to 
round off the perfectly gourmet meal.  

Lissy, realizing the peaking distress of the old ladies, who 
were now leaning in and jabbering animatedly, decided to serve up 
a piece de resistance herself. “My feet are killing me – would you,” 
she asked, shaking off her heels and putting a foot on the edge of 
Ursula’s chair, between her knees. 

“Why not, child.” Ursula, trained masseur who could 
induce burps in the most stubborn of babies at her knee, began to 
good-naturedly knead Lissy’s toes with one hand and digging into 
the dessert with the other, enjoying the sweet dish thoroughly with 
unbridled expressions of loud ‘oohs-and-aahs’. 

The Maître De seemed embarrassed with all the brouhaha 
the growing, unbecoming intimacy, and public display of 
unwarranted passion between the two ladies was causing, but 
remembering who Lissy was, decided to look the other way. 

But the old women, who had seen what seemed enough 
unchristian sin through their failing eyesight from afar in the 



darkled hall, got up, and striking the Chef Sous deftly with the 
leather bound bill, stormed off, their umbrella tips sharp as snicker-
snees pointing straight ahead of them. 

~~~ 
Lissy came back home to find Aunt Rhadamanthine 

leaving the house. Lissy’s full-throated “Yo, Grumpy,” met with a 
cold shoulder and icy silence. She went upstairs and plunked on her 
bed. She gazed at Humbert’s picture frame for a while, sighing ever 
and anon, wondering when the twain shall meet and become one. 
While daydreaming of him kissing her among the amorous white 
blossoms, now red with love’s wounds, she fell asleep. Awakened 
by a soft knock at the door just before supper, she was informed 
by her handmaiden the Ancients’ desire to see her at once in the 
Study – the Bema seat of Judgment. 

*** 
Mother looked like she’d been caught in a sudden 

downpour without an umbrella – she swayed slightly in the wing 
chair, while Father hung on to the mantelpiece for support, 
fortifying himself with scotch and soda. 

“Hello parents,” Lissy piped. 
“Where have you been,” the Pater asked, his finger, like an 

accusing compass needle pointing straight at her. 
“School – sketching. In fact, we were drawing nudes 

today.” 
“What – men I hope?” Mother was rapidly deteriorating 

into the arena of delirium. She looked discomposed and awesomely 
unwell. “O lord, what am I saying?” 

“No – women.” Lissy, with a carefully constructed cool 
demeanor, began to leaf through a copy of ‘Country Homes for the 
Rich.’ 

“And no doubt, you treated one of them to lunch today?” 
Father said; his hand already half-raised to hammer down the 
‘guilty’ verdict. 

“Now that you mention it – yay – I do recall taking one of 
them out today – though I can’t remember if it was the same one 
as yesterday, or different.” 

“You were seen in the bar – you were being watched.” Her 
father’s voice shook as he absentmindedly plucked hair from his 
sideburns. 



“Everything?” Lissy allowed her hand holding the 
magazine to quiver, nay shudder violently, so that everyone could 
see it. 

“Everything,” her father thundered. He wiped his brow in 
slow motion, and then changed tack. In a much gentler, coaxing 
voice he said,  “ look we all know you are a bold…adventurous girl 
– it runs in the family, alas. But that’s no reason to get rash on the 
rebound. A little emotional setback doesn’t mean we should let our 
youthful passions…our hot-bloodedness…the fires in our belly run 
amok, and we start playing against nature’s course.” 

“This is what becomes of little girls when you send them 
to girls-only convents. O Percival, I told you so! My little baby,” 
Mother moaned and looked like she was about to keel over and 
capsize. 

With another great heave, Percival continued: ” What 
happened to that Humturd who drifted in that day – you aren’t still 
seeing him, are you?” 

“Hump- Humbert Lambert, Papa. With his looks… heart 
of pure gold – and he was on rugby scholarship in college – fat 
chance! I guess he must have moved on. He never tried to contact 
me after the way he was treated here. And I can’t find any match – 
in men at least – who can show him dull in comparison.” 

“In retrospect, it seems we were a tad crisp with the boy. 
He didn’t get the hearing he deserved.” 

“You bet, papa. He was hunting for his car all evening.” 
“Yes, yes, the servants do tend to read a little too 

enthusiastically into their orders – I shall have to talk to them about 
it – I dare say. But the boy has promise – why in a few years, 
Siphonandra assures me she will be ready to pick him as a partner. 
You must remember we give them good business each year, and I 
do have stocks – and a say in that company.” 

“He’ll never let you influence his standing papa – he’s a 
very proud, self-made man.” 

“Yes – what a pity – an affliction rather. I do wish they’d 
pay him better though – our Lissy is used to a certain style.” 

“There is nothing a fat dowry cannot correct – no man 
may object to what parents wish to bestow upon their daughter,” 
said Mother. “But what of his status – his standing in society?” 

“He has an uncle, with a drinking habit,” Percival said, 
carefully avoiding Lissy’s eyes. “In deep debt – a pecuniary 



condition carefully guised from society. His estates could be 
purchased as dowry, and a title of ‘Lord of the Manor’ could be 
transferred to this Huppert.” 

Mother suddenly became bright eyed and bushy tailed like 
a squirrel that has discovered a chest of hickory nuts buried deep 
under the tamped snow. “How nice – being mother in law to a 
‘Lord of the Manor’ – whatever that might mean.” 

“What say, Lissy,” Percival asked, looking from wife to 
only daughter. “Should we call the man, and settle for a date – the 
earliest possible?” 

“What can a girl, who is not financially independent, say, 
Papa dear, when her parents have already thought out everything 
for her. I know you mean the best for me – so I will go along with 
anything you folks say,” she said, trying very hard to look the coy, 
demure wife-to-be, and not explode with the fireworks that were 
popping inside of her. 
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An Old Woman Quarrel by Jay Hansford C Vest 

It was an Old Woman quarrel; a time when she wrestles with 
herself, they say.  “Kippataki,”said the Old Man, as we looked into 
the October night where the prairie lay bathed in a moonshadow 
while frost crunched beneath our feet.  “Careful,” he cautioned, 
“when she kicks her leg out like that, you might get more than you 
bargained for.”   

~~~ 
We were coming back from one of Jake’s gigs across the 

river on a ranch in the Big Belt Mountains near White Sulpher 
Springs.  They say the Blackfeet built war lodges in these parts 
when going to look in on the treatment of horses among the Sioux, 
Cheyenne, and Crow who were notorious for abusing their ponies.  
No self respecting Blackfoot could suffer the abuse of horses so 
they were compelled to examine the animals and liberate the ones 
in need of rehabilitation.  Warriors traveled in pairs, nisku they 
called it - comrades for life - closer than brothers and committed to 
give their life for each other.  Only two things could break a niskuni 
bond, gambling with each other and an Old Woman quarrel.   

So I mused as we left the Big Belt Mountains where Jake 
had been playing at a dude ranch owned by some rich Republicans 
from Florida.  Somehow I could not help but think there were 
parallels in the story – something to be found like in the business 
of caring for horses.  Coming down on the big river, I looked out 
to see the ancient crossing place, imagining Indians and horses 
sluicing through the waters while evading their pursuers.  The Old 
Man had pointed out the place, telling me with squinted eyes, 
“That’s where the people used to cross.  If you look closely you 
will see the warriors and horses.  The Old Woman crosses there, 
you have to watch for her in the night.  Her image still glistens on 
the waters.” 

Shortly afterwards, we reached the reservation.  Passing 
through the cutbanks, I looked for signs of the Isonokops in the 
earthen slopes.  Huge leg bones had been unearthed here when the 
highway was constructed, proof of the great wind sucking monster.  
I was still looking as we crossed ghost ridge where six hundred 
Blackfeet had died in the winter of 1883 after the disappearance of 
the buffalo.  Is this were the Old Woman threw out her leg, I mused.  
Clouds had obscured her face while wolves howled into the night 



accompanied by ghostly shades of blowing snow in the wind when 
an army surgeon stole sixteen skulls and bones.  They say their 
sweethearts are waiting in the valley below, down by the river 
singing and chanting with berry cakes for their loved ones 
returning from the war trail. 

Stopping at the Town Pump in Browning, Polly carelessly 
let the door fly open.  Released into a gust of wind, it was bent 
backwards flush with the fender.  Sprung beyond repair, we 
struggled to close it and make it fast but permanently shut.  After 
tanking up with petrol and coffee, we embarked on the Duck Lake 
road past the Thunderbirds and down into the valley of the old 
Saint Mary’s where the Buffalo Chalet beckoned.  It was more than 
a cabin, built by a generation of Blackfeet stone masons, there were 
images of mountains with ancestors referenced in the colored stone 
walls.  A sacred mural featuring Nitsokan, the dream bringer – 
reflecting the power of the butterfly it appeared in the motif of an 
equal distant cross – visioned in the mountains as per the stylized 
peaks about its base.  Jake had defined it as a communal lodge 
where cousins and relations of all rank were welcome and 
uninhibited by superficial self interests and ownership.  His cousin 
Bret, with his Navajo girl friend, had taken residence in the old 
cabin – a prefabricated lodge on runners pulled aside at the head of 
a draw leading down to the lake.  Bret and Lorna were not home, 
they had migrated south to the Dinetah for winter in the sun to 
escape a Skinwalker.   

Polly approached the door and gave a start with fear 
echoing in a piercing cry across the lake.  Someone had left the 
portal open and it was apparent there had been a forced entry.  We 
accessed the house fanning out to look for intruders and missing 
objects.  Again Polly gasped, this time upon looking into the 
bedroom, which had been ransacked and left in utter disarray.  Jake 
had descended into the basement and I had checked the upstairs.  
On my way back to the main level, I noticed all his expensive audio 
equipment had been taken.  The intruders had broken through the 
patio door and presumably left the front entrance open after 
looting the place.  As we stood looking at the loss, I noticed a 
beaded hair clip in the corner, dusty and dull in its hiding place.  
Made with a traditional Navajo sunburst design and for a moment I 
wondered if it was Lorna’s.   



Reaching down, I collected the clip from the dingy corner 
and handed it to Jake.   

“This hair clip belongs to Polly, where did you find it?” 
“It was there,” I said, while pointing to the corner, 

“encrusted with dust and dirt.”   
He handed it to Polly without a word and she sheepishly 

took it to the bedroom to store with her other grooming objects. 
~~~ 

It was then I began to reflect on events from the summer; 
I had come out to the Buffalo Chalet to reacquaint myself with the 
place where Old Man and Old Woman had created the world. 

They say in the long, long ago time Old Man and Old Woman were 
quarrelling down by the lake.   

“See I have made light upon the water,” boasted Old Man, “I want 
to have first say in everything.”   

Old Woman saw it was true and she responded,  
“In the darkness I will make light in the mountains, everything will 

glow with a soft silver hue.  It will make the mountains shine and the lake 
glisten; you will see yourself in a moonshadow.”   

Old Woman made it so and she decreed, 
“Old Man you may have first say in everything but I shall have last 

say in everything,” so it was decided. 
Following her somber triumph, the Old Man sought to make her 

laugh as he determined to play with the design of the peoples faces. 
“Look Old Woman,” he cried, “I will make the people’s mouth 

vertical so that it opens side to side.  It will be most amusing,” chuckled the 
Old Man. 

“That is no good,” answered the Old Woman,” when they drink the 
water will pour out.”  And so she rebuffed the Old Man while making the 
people’s mouths horizontal and then she smiled at her reflection upon the water. 

With a twinge of self-pity, Old Man again sought to amuse his mate. 
“Look Old Woman lets give the people ten fingers on each hand,” as 

he mimed his fantasy with a humorous display of ten sticks for fingers on each 
hand.   

“That’s no good Old Man,” she again berated him saying, “they 
must have four fingers and a thumb on each hand so that they may grasp tools 
of flint, bone, bows and arrows.” 

Cringing at the Old Woman’s rebuke, Old Man retreated to the 
lake while declaring,  

“Let’s make people to live forever so that there will be no death.”   



Recalling how Old Woman had mourned the loss of her son, he felt 
quite smug with this revenge.   

A plaintive sigh passed through her lips as Old Woman recalled the 
pain in her heart.  Responding to the Old Man, she quickly recovered asserting, 

“If you do that there will only be room for people in the world and 
there will be much suffering from hunger and want of a place to live.  Besides 
without death, there will be no mourning for the dead and the people will not 
know the value of life.”   

But then she relented saying, 
Ah well Old Man, if you can make a rock float on the water there, 

the people will die only for a short time and then return to life.” 
Taking a thin flat rock from the shoreline, Old Man placed it upon 

the lake and lo it began to float so that Old Woman was amazed at the feat.  
It was just then Coyote came walking in the moonlight by the shore.  Seeing the 
rock floating on the water, he mused to himself – “That is a strange thing, a 
rock floating on the water.”  In response, he reached out his paw to touch the 
mysterious rock, which upon contact sank into the depths.  A collective sigh 
sounded in the mountain fastness and that is why there is death in the world.  
So it is said. 

~~~ 
Earlier in the summer, upon my arrival, Polly spoke of 

missing items from the kitchen.  Things being stolen she insisted – 
kitchen ware, including stainless steel cutlery, cookware, and 
assorted china – mostly just thrift store items like mismatched 
bowls, cups, plates, wooden ladles, spoons, and forks, having no 
pawn value but only the worth vested in them by an old woman.   

Two years before Jake had anointed it a communal kitchen 
and decreed the Buffalo Chalet – “a place for all my relations” 
many of whom – had helped to construct it.  In those days, Polly 
had wandered into the place tentative wearing knee pads while 
helping to put up dry wall and getting by in the makeshift kitchen 
where she gave no complaints whenever Lorna fluttered about.  
Minding the memory, I marveled how quickly and completely Polly 
had become queen of the Buffalo Chalet.   

Having been ceremonially adopted by the old man in 
Brocket, above the line in the Wild Rose Country, at the near time 
when I met Jake, there was a long standing bond with the 
Blackfeet.  Vaguely Polly seemed to understand this relationship 
declaring, “You are family” when acknowledging my arrival but 
there was something incomplete, something odd and incongruent 



in her assessment.  Her notion of traditional bonding was 
fractured, incoherent within the Blackfeet world.  Hers was more 
of a popular multicultural sense of modernity.  She envisioned the 
relationship as some sort of linguistic equivalent where words are 
simple substitutions for value and coherence like so many 
replacement parts.  The inner meaning was desolate and vacuous, 
bound in an empty relativity, given over to “wannabe” cliché.  Polly 
mimed the insiders desire but never really understood the intrinsic 
perspective of cultural authenticity.  She compensated for her 
inadequacy with half-backed tales of an insider’s association.  Her 
favorite anecdote was to label Jake’s actions of pandering with a 
reference to “Merton” in an acknowledgment of a womanizing 
Crow Indian of her acquaintance during study at Montana State 
University.  It was a cultural relativity lacking in the basics of tribal 
specificity. 

As Polly jabbered away telling me of the kitchenware 
thefts, she began weaving a sinister narrative bound in stereotype 
and “wannabe” values.  She told a tale of her Navajo friend who 
had made a deathbed gift of the beaded hair clip that I had found 
in the dusty corner.  She explained how her friend in a last dying 
gasp had wanted her to have the cherished object.  As the dead 
need their things on the other side, the deathbed gifting rang 
hollow in my ears as I reflected on traditional Navajo mortuary 
practices.  Silently I listened to her narrative holding my tongue 
while recalling Navajo tales of Skinwalkers using personal objects 
to bewitch the living.  She had cherished the beaded hair clip when 
one day she took it off leaving it on the communal table while 
going to the lake to bathe.  Upon her return it was gone, the gifted 
heirloom had mysteriously disappeared and the only “real” suspect 
was the Navajo woman – Lorna – sharing Bret’s cabin.   

Polly’s persistence in charging Brett and Lorna with 
thievery began to take its told.  Cousin Harve was over for 
breakfast, bathed in self-pity, he lamented the loss of his woman 
but the talk of thieves began to draw him out.  At first he confided 
to Jake and me,  

“It’s maybe just a hen fight, two women seeking to rule the 
roost. “ 

Within earshot, Polly jumped in saying,  
“Jake pays the bills around here.  Brett taps into his power-

line.”   



Adding to this idea of free loading, Jake remarked,  
“Brett’s brain is fried.”   
Harve, countered with a story. 
After the reservation days came, there was an old fellow who missed 

his wife.  She had gone off to be with another man. He knew it and he knew 
where they were.  He saddled his pony and leading his best horse, a white steed, 
he rode over to the fellow’s place.  She was there just as he knew she would be.  
Calmly he explained,  

“I brought you the white horse.  It’s a good horse.  You are going to 
need that horse.”   

She began crying and wailing; begging him.   
He responded,  
“You have your horse.”  
At that, he turned away to mount his pony and rode off. 
Jake was enamored and without giving away the meaning, 

Harve offered another tale. 
There was a guy begging in the street, just a drunk asking for money 

when the old fellow came along.  Seeing the drunk with his palm up, the old 
fellow responded,  

“I am not going to give you any money because you will use it to buy 
more drink.  But I’ll give you this tobacco, you can use it with your prayers.” 

~~~ 
The stories produced a profound effect upon Jake; it was 

apparent, he seemed to look upon Harve as some kind of 
replacement father figure.  

With the tales, Jake got excited; he called the power 
company and ordered the installation of a new pole and meter so 
Brett could pay his own bills.  He rushed out to inform Brett of his 
new decision.  The utter incomprehension was apparent on Brett’s 
face as he offered something about looking after the place and 
keeping it secure.   

Later while Brett worked nearby my trailer pulling spotted 
knapweed, Jake came by with a hang dog look and approached him 
as he prepared to go to the village for ice cream.   

“Hey Brett you want us to get you an ice cream bar?”   
Looking confused, Brett gasped with a “no thanks,” and 

turned back to his task. 
Polly noted the inconsistent behavior to chastise Jake,  
“You don’t send a message by offering to make it up with 

sweets.” 



Next day Polly and Jake were mowing the access road 
bank, while I worked in my trailer.  My attention was focused on 
my research when I heard something at my window.  It was a soft 
rustle of grass moving when she spoke in a subdued voice saying, 
“Jake wants you to work in the house,” and as an afterthought she 
added, “he wants you to speak up more.” 

In contrast, I had found my trailer comfortable and less 
distracting to my work as I composed thoughts and research into 
my book project.  Designed with ample ventilation, the little habitat 
permitted a breeze to pass through and keep the place refreshed 
with a gentle scent of the Park atmosphere.  So it began, I was 
compelled to abandon my genial surroundings and take a place in 
the house.  Pressed into the duty of a guard dog, I was to keep 
Lorna out and halt her “stealing ways.”  The prospect troubled me 
with an anxiety that disrupted my work and gave me an uneasy 
feeling of being made the victim of Polly’s irrational fantasies.   

While the house offered a broadly open and expansive 
view of the lake and mountains beyond, there was still something 
confining and daunting in the space that hindered my thoughts and 
progress.  Practicing a passive solar and thermal cooling regime, 
they opened the windows of an evening and closed them by mid-
morning which kept the space cool and reasonably comfortable.  
However, I found the practice confining and it did get warmer than 
I was accustom to in the trailer where I used a fan during the day to 
create a cross breeze.  In the house, ventilation was the greater 
problem particularly with the dogs shut in and generating a canine 
aroma that was not easy to ignore.  With the afternoon heat, the 
dog scent became genuinely intolerable.  As a result, I opened the 
windows seeking some small breeze to evacuate the ugly odor.  
Later when Jake and Polly returned, there was a row.  Jake set in on 
me with a lecture about the role of passive cooling principles used 
in the Buffalo Chalet.  It seemed rude and demeaning to me as I 
entered the house to be confronted with his lecture while his 
children and others looked on.  In response I offered, “It was you 
who asked me to work in the house and between the rising heat 
and the smell of the dogs I chose to open the windows.”  There 
was an edge in my voice that gave onlookers to supply odd glances 
and whispers as I stood my ground.  Guard duty was not my idea 
of a summer vacation in the Park. 



Following breakfast just days before, I had sat at the table 
while offering some commentary concerning an important issue.  It 
was the issue that kept me coming back to the area and in regular 
contact over the years.  Despite my being in mid-sentence, Polly 
blurted out, “The talking’s over.”  Her intrusion had caught my 
words in mid-air as if my remarks had no value.  Having had 
enough of these interruptions, I made protest commenting upon 
the rudeness of such behavior particularly since I had been asked to 
speak up more during our conversations.  The incident created a 
pallor of unease that haunted my remaining days at the Buffalo 
Chalet.  Politely thereafter I chuckled at the jokes but I lost my 
desire to converse and share my thoughts to be dismissed and 
made light in Polly’s cackle of laughter.   

Sensing something wrong on the next day, Jake remarked 
about my role as his mentor and called it nisku with a failing 
bravado.  Later I overheard Harve remark, “Now if we can find out 
what’s wrong with Jace,” as he thought to attend this “social” 
problem with another visitor.   

It was a remark that fairly burnt my ears but I held my 
tongue and made my way back to the little trailer.  Later Jake came 
to visit, speaking in a gentle voice he was trying to reassure me.  My 
response was simple, “if I had my truck, I would leave but I am 
stuck here and I cannot do anything until I get it back from the 
shop.” 

Jake was quick to remark, “You don’t have to leave,” but 
the words hung in the air like smoke weighing down the wind.   

When Jake departed, my thoughts turned to our first 
meeting.  It had been way back in the summer of 1988, when I had 
come to visit the old elders and learn more of their values regarding 
their sacred places and traditions.  In the process, I had also just 
published a new article devoted to the role of the wolf in Blackfeet 
mythology.  Copies were in my satchel as I took a seat in the Babb 
Café.  Fresh from an adventure in the Badger Two Medicine 
wildlands that I had affirmed sacred to the Blackfeet in my thesis, I 
had made a two week foray into the mountain solitudes as a reward 
to my soul’s academic adventure.  Following the wilderness 
experience, I had also made my way to Buster Yellow Kidney’s 
encampment at Mittens Lake.  One of the visitors there invited me 
to Babb where his wife worked in the café.  She was by profession 
a school teacher but by necessity worked the café through the 



summer to keep the family afloat.  The guy was trying to get me to 
buy a mountainside property as they were going east so his wife 
could pursue a doctorate in her native Indiana.  Having latched 
onto my status as an academic scholar, he had little idea of my lack 
of fiscal well being and prospects at the time.  Yes I had my 
doctorate and I had worked hard to document the Blackfeet 
traditions within the sacred mountains, but there had been no 
money in the work.  So I agreed to see his place and accompanied 
him to Babb as an act of courtesy but I was not a serious client.  
Our visit was nearly over when Jake and his cousin Tom, two tall 
well presented Indians, entered the café.  They took a seat in an 
adjacent booth with Jake speaking to my friend.  Jake was 
discussing a cut from his newly released album, a song honoring 
wolves that I could not help but overhear.   Having my newly 
published “Medicine Wolf” article on hand I offered it to Jake.  He 
began reading it with great interest and soon he took leave to go 
across the road where he retrieved two cassette copies of his 
album, as he presented one to each of us.  It was the beginning of a 
lasting friendship that took us through the marriages, children and 
an array of travels that always seemed to stand firmly within the 
Blackfeet Nisku warrior category of relationship.  It had all come to 
this, an Old Woman quarrel. 

Polly made faces in my dreams where I was haunted by her 
jabbering accusations wherein she condemned Brett and Lorna 
with allegations of stealing.  She spoke of summer homes being 
broken into across the lake.  In one case, the perpetrator had 
lingered over the victim’s cosmetics and other personal items.  
Polly just knew it was a woman; she spoke of Navajo pawn being 
stolen by their own people.  Saying “the poor feel privileged 
thinking they have a right to take what they do not have,” she 
cemented her prejudices for all to hear.  Polly concluded, “I just 
wish she would come and get whatever belongs to her.”  
Afterwards, she and Jake went shopping; they returned with new 
items and marked them with little dabs of paint so as to prevent 
their theft.  

As evening came, Lorna entered the kitchen to collect her 
kitchenware while doing so she picked up a purple mixing bowl 
when Jake declared:  

“My mom gave me that bowl.” 
Lorna answered, 



“I bought this bowl in Kalispell.” 
Jake then cracked,  
“Mom would have wanted you to have it.” 
Later this retort became the object of Lorna’s ridicule as he 

repeated it to visitors while Polly laughed with great vigor. 
In the intervening days, Lorna was working on a new job, 

Polly expressed “worry about those kids,” as if she really cared 
about them.  In the inner folds of my mind, her remark resonated 
with hypocrisy.  Earlier in the summer, Jake had been asked to 
address a meeting of Unitarian leaders.  Surely they had wanted the 
Blackfeet storyteller and troubadour when they invited him but 
harkening back to his Catholic parochial education, Jake recounted 
the wisdom of Saint Francis as if this ecological model trumped his 
indigenous heritage.  Did the Unitarians really want an Indian’s take 
on Saint Francis and his lecture to the animals?  Were they 
themselves not aware of this peculiar insight from Catholic 
Christianity?  Surely they had invited and Indian to speak of his 
ancestral ecological vision and wisdom.  Often he had asked me to 
explain a Native metaphysic of nature and he was very much aware 
of the traditional stories affirming a Blackfeet organic 
understanding of the world.  Still when addressing his audiences, he 
persisted on translating all that I had taught him into a Western 
imperial interpretation – projecting a Christian theological overview 
onto his Native ecological heritage as if it could only be understood 
in these blunt ways of simple location and mind over matter 
spirituality.   

Arriving for the family’s annual climb of Chief Mountain, 
Jake’s friends began to appear at the Buffalo Chalet.  There was an 
associate from Alcoholics Anonymous, who found himself 
surrounded by liberals whom he secretly loathed but yet enjoined 
for lack of genuine friends from the other side.  An accountant, 
who played the comic Indian and never knew a speed limit he 
could observe.  Acting and behaving a lot like the Blackfeet 
trickster, he reminded me of a clown given to inappropriate 
behavior, yet Polly adored him as the spiritual master of the place.  
As Jake made promises he could not keep, Polly confided to the 
air: “The man has no boundaries.”  Over the summer, however, it 
was clear to me she was actively giving him her boundaries and 
deciding who he should and should not seek as friends.   



As I prepared to leave, Polly was again bursting with 
activity, backing the trailer up and forward to the point of breaking 
the jack stand, which I forgave with a shrug.  While I awaited with 
the relief of departure ahead of me, Polly made her best comic 
imitation of an embrace holding her arm high as if to hug me 
goodbye.  In that moment, I marveled at the orangutan gesture and 
waved her off in disgust.  Immediately she ran to the house and 
soon the cackle of her laughter pervaded the inner sanctum.  It 
wasn’t enough, however, as she later appeared at the door running 
to catch us and offering a newly minted glossy magazine devoted to 
a recreational insider’s perspective on the sacred mountain 
wildlands as if I was destined to learn something from the shallow 
outlook of anthropocentric desire.  Gently I responded, “No thank 
you,” and climbed aboard the pickup for my departure; it could not 
come too soon in my mind. 

~~~ 
The landscape fell away open to the prairie vista eastward 

with a scorching brightness as the morning sun grew upon us.  We 
drove past Camp Disappointment where Lewis with his intrepid 
band of explorers ascended the Bear River, he labeled it Marias in 
honor his fiancé, to quarrel with the Blackfeet over horses.  The 
encounter led to the death of two young warriors during that long 
ago voyage of discovery – the only fatalities recorded by the 
expedition.  It was the sole conflict engaged in by the Corps during 
the historic exploration of the upper Missouri and Pacific 
Northwest, but it had come at the expense of the Blackfeet tending 
to the welfare of horses.   

Like so many teenagers of his generation, Jake’s son Luke 
was head down fixated with his cell phone as I told the story.  Later 
it was the same as we headed south past the Willow Rounds site of 
the Baker Massacre where nearly two hundred Blackfeet – mostly 
old men, women and children – had become victims of an army 
command decision determined to break the proud warriors from 
their care of horses.  At the behest of General Sheridan’s order – 
“Tell Baker to strike them hard” – the cavalry had ridden out of 
Fort Shaw on a January morning in 1870 while temperatures 
hovered at thirty below zero.   

Buffeted by the arctic winds, Colonel E. M. Baker set forth 
on a mission of punishment aimed at the “renegades” led by Owl 
Child, son of the plenary leader, Mountain Chief, of the Blackfoot 



Confederacy.  As the assault commenced, an old man, Chief Heavy 
Runner came bearing a letter of friendship having been signed by 
the president while waving an American flag in pleading peace 
before the “Long Knives.”  Shortly before the breath of Coldmaker 
had descended upon the Rounds, Owl Child had relocated with his 
band only to be replaced there by Heavy Runner and his people.  
Cut down with the first shot, the old man fell to the frozen ground 
while the soldiers burned the Blackfeet lodges inhabited with 
defenseless Indians suffering an outbreak of smallpox; their men 
away hunting buffalo to slake the winter hunger.  Shameless treachery, 
I thought, but all Indians have their massacre at the hands of the 
colonial locusts invading these indigenous lands.  Head down, Luke 
could only grunt as we passed the haunted site. 

We were bound for Conrad, a high plains city named for a 
trader and dealer in hides.  With the outlay of a half interest in a 
silver dollar, Charles Conrad had stripped the buffalo from the 
prairies thereby starving the Blackfeet as the winter came to waylay 
them with hunger and death.  Abandoning the plains he had left 
barren, the only trace of his passing was the name and a mansion in 
Kalispell that spoke to his greed and destruction.   

It was the site where my truck had broken down earlier in 
the summer when I failed to notice a warning light associated with 
a failed pulley serving the fan belt in cooling the engine.  There I 
had been hobbled with no escape as I awaited repairs estimated to 
consume my remaining vacation.  Some kindly folk had towed my 
trailer northward to the reservation in view of the park at Jake’s 
Buffalo Chalet.  On a shoe string budget, I was in need of a short-
term loan for which there were harsh words bent on holding an 
invisible line – a boundary imposed upon thirty years of friendship.  
Cast in the absolutes of yes and no – my old friend was not himself 
– even Luke interceded saying “Dad …” but the damage was done.  
Hesitating Jake turned back exclaiming - “Niskuni, Niskuni, 
Niskuni” - while the wind stole away the bravado of his words as 
our old friendship blew away across the prairie.   

Time had come for me to move on down the road, but in 
the recesses of my mind I thought about what I had learned in the 
long ago time with the Old Man.  In those early years with the old 
elders, I had come to know the moon as Kippataki – Old Woman 
– and that she governs all things feminine.  



In the vast spaces stretching out before me, I knew I had 
seen more of the Old Woman than I had wanted to see.  It was an 
Old Woman quarrel.  
  



Paid to Play Pretend by Mary Alinney Villacastin 

“You see, this side is a jungle; that side is not.” 
“You mean, that Alicia Keys song you were singing along 

to earlier… ‘Oh, New Yooork – the concrete jungle where dreams 
are made of – oh, New Yooooork!’ Isn’t she saying that you can 
imagine this whole city as a jungle – not just Central Park?” 

“No, but that side is full of buildings, sidewalks and 
streets. You already know what’s over there. But in Central Park, 
there’s trees and squirrels and lakes and playgrounds and you never 
know what you’ll find when you go inside. That’s what makes it a 
jungle.” 

Riding down Manhattan’s Central Park West with 
Adelaide, a precocious eight-year-old girl whom I babysit on 
Tuesday and Thursday afternoons, is always a route of adventure. 
Our method of transportation is typically the scenic M10 bus, 
stopping somewhere usually in the lower 90's or upper 80's, 
generally to a playground situated off the street.  

Despite the consistency of our movement and destination, 
the first hop off the bus into the park always marks the beginning 
of uncharted explorations and unforeseeable encounters. A ‘jungle’ 
as it may be to Adelaide's raw perception, the actual territory itself 
far from the metaphor functioning in her imagination. 

“Come here, I know a shortcut to the playground!”  
Her shortcut is to run through a hill of grass instead of 

walking along the paved curved sidewalks where other caretakers 
slowly haul their strollers. She detours from the structured path 
breaking out in a big smile, so satisfied to have crossed an invisible 
barrier only perceptible to those grown children no longer in need 
of pushes on baby carriages. I sense her rushing feeling of freedom, 
so I do nothing but smile back and run towards her. 

Crossing through the shortcut, we come across two friends 
from Adelaide's preschool (“Wow, your hair is different!”), a few of 
her current classmates (“Wanna play the game we played in 
lunch?”), her old baseball coach from last summer (“I'll never 
forget Adelaide, always beating the boys!”), the ice cream vendor 
(“That will be $8 for the two sugar-free Popsicles, please”), a 
conventional guitar busker belting Beatles lyrics (“Imagine all the 
people, living in harmony...”), a shirtless athlete running while 
talking on speaker phone (“Honey, can you pick up the clothes at 



the laundromat?”), a cluster of tourists standing aimlessly and 
unnecessarily close to each other (*clicks*clicks*clicks* of the 
camera), and a gang of pigeons battling another gang of squirrels 
for the lunch leftover by a young couple on a wooden bench.  

Traversing through partly an urban maze of complex social 
relations, partly a material network of moving objects in money 
exchange and partly a natural preserve of living species sprawled 
over green grass and silver rocks, I, for a quick millisecond, lose 
sight of my destination. 

I see it, I see it, we’re almost there, run faster!” 
Finally, we arrive at the playground.  
By all sense of the word as metaphor, a playground is a 

jungle, a dense landscape of unknown overgrown life, a labyrinth 
of erupting structures where limbs hang out and dangle off its 
edges in suspense. It forces those who stumble inside it to 
cognitively and tangibly activate their senses of livelihood: to play, 
see, feel, jump, swing, learn and intersect. With only a handful of 
swings and slides, unruly kids hurry to have a seat on the wild ride. 

They say the playground is an icon of childhood; certainly, 
it is a site to be and a sight to see, a liberating space for the growing 
body's energy and mind's imagination to run free. I am here, 
anyway, to ensure this child a memorable everyday experience of 
recreational life at the playground, arguably an increasingly rarer 
event in the digital age of iPads and techno toy gadgets for sensory 
distraction. Here, all the fingers, toes and mouths participate in 
action.  

Yet what is the playground as a physical and material 
phenomenon? I look a little closer.  

Visually, it consists of a series of structural elements 
looped together in three-dimensional form. Each part is overtly 
molded into shapes, as squares, triangles, triangular rectangles, 
semi-circles, curving lines, diagonal lines, straight lines, circular 
poles, rectangular poles, etcetera. Each intersection is organized 
along visibly varying widths and heights. Each piece is painted with 
calming hues of primary and secondary colors. Bridges, tunnels, 
mountains, swings, slides, monkey bars - it all comes together to 
make an abstract assemblage of chromatic shapes in constructed 
movement, like a funhouse mirror to the city itself.  

In a more materialist sense, from the bottom ground to the 
highest point, every element in this space consists of wood, iron, 



metal, rubber, plastic, glass sand and other natural resources. All 
parts most likely the excess elements of industrial production. All 
parts most likely produced, packaged, and placed here through the 
energy of fossil fuels.  

Both materially and abstractly, the playground is the work 
of the capitalist-industrial world process. Children of the 
metropolis cannot simply flee to the forest for an afternoon 
adventure; this is what is left over once the concrete and steel have 
made their way onto the map of human life. Only as a product of 
surplus resource extraction and excess capital labor could this 
structure – made of manufactured materials and constructed for 
leisurely consumption – be understood today as a recognizable 
form in the modern fields of perception. Perhaps the playground is 
a closer metaphor to the city than the jungle, after all.  

And yet, people do not bring kids here merely for 
amusement in abstract space. It also marks itself as a place of and 
for social relations; its function is to be used by all children and in 
its use, comes to serve an integral, developmental role for society.  

Between best friends, complete strangers, classroom 
acquaintances, close neighbors, boys among other boys, girls with 
other girls, boys and girls together, older kids, younger kids – a 
child who roams a playground can construct social relations with 
almost every other child he encounters. Sometimes all it takes to 
connect is a question: “Wanna play?” 

“---Let's all do it; let's all jump on the sand!” Three 
screaming little girls plop to the floor laughing at fluctuating 
frequencies. Behind the girls, two boys weakly kick a soccer ball 
back-and-forth with poor aim. One child gives a strong push on 
the tire swings where a group of three spin so fast so that their 
pastel-colored clothes blend with the background of spring flowers.  

“---Tag! You're it! -No, you're it! -No, I don't want to play 
anymore! Let's go on the hippo. -Ok. -Woo, this is so much fun! 
I'm on a hippo! -Get off my hippo! -WWWAAAHHH 
MOMMY!!!” 

All at once, I get the impression of a collective rhythm 
directing the impulsive movements and spastic cries of all these 
kids, freed creatures of the concrete jungle.  

Feeling myself peeled to the visual and auditory 
happenings as if watching a film at the cinema, I get up from the 
seat and walk. Around me, I see parents and paid caretakers – 



mostly the latter – chatting on the benches along the playground 
edge. In a New York City park playground on the Upper West 
Side, when a child with light skin runs up to someone with much 
darker skin, or someone who looks nothing like them at all, or 
someone who looks too young to have had a child, or someone 
who unwraps the sugar-saturated candy bar without fussing, one 
can assume it is the latter category of caretakers with whom the 
child interacts.  

I look over at Adelaide and think about our relationship 
together. Does she think of me the same way that the other 
children here think about their nannies? The other nannies whom I 
meet on playgrounds are often financially struggling immigrants 
like me, but much older, have an accent, and dress in a foreign 
style. I am a young Filipina-not-yet-American-citizen college 
student of anthropology with four babysitting jobs, only one of 
which brings me Central Park playground encounters twice a week 
to ponder on the mysteries of psycho-social-material reality.  

Despite our differences, I am, like all the others, paid to 
travel to the playground from the lavish apartment of the employer 
and provide the child with a classic outdoor-in-the-city afternoon 
experience; more honestly, us paid caretakers often use this time on 
the playground sidelines to interrupt the banal patterns of our 
domestic working day. Together, we sit outside, we chat and we 
wait for the working parent's nine-to-five shift to end. 

“Hey Mary, try to find me! I hide and you seek!” 
Adelaide's proposition makes me laugh out loud for two 

reasons: 
1. You, my darling, are in a public playground where everyone is 

visible. Even the moving cars on the street can catch a glimpse 
of your running behind into the bushes. To be both here or 
there, to be hidden or recognized, or to move between the 
symbolic boundaries constituting the idea of the self – such 
abstract play can only manifest through individual practice, not 
around socially-mediated structures that internalize a specific 
gaze within and of its abstract form. You can't hide here, just 
like I can’t hide my skin within predominantly white spaces. 

2. Of course I will seek for you. You cannot hide. Do not forget 
my dear, I get paid $15 per hour to watch you.  
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Fartistry by Landen Raszick 

Fartistry 
 
Inhale the thousand colors 
of invisible fumes 
split through a polluted prism’s gasoline sheen. 
 
Sing a note that trembles 
your eardrums like monks chanting in your sinus, 
like river cracking through stone. 
 
Sit on the toilet until your legs fall asleep so bad 
you feel nothing, then everything, 
like millions of suns popping in your ankles. 
 
Freeze the world to a photograph, 
smells blending like smoke across faces 
you immortalize into sculptured ideas. 
 
Mould the dirt into a pineapple. 
Cut a tree open with the scalpel of your eye. 
Read the symbols feathered onto the pottery of a bird’s wing. 
 
Eat the anticipation of a hamburger. 
Fuck the hole of imagining fucking. 
Fuck your own mind into a thousand realistic portraits. 
 
Release all control of your motorbike. 
Flow like a dumb fish 
in a sea of metal and endless currents. 
 
Hear the series of language we call being, 
the lilt of the soft palate as you touch her arm, 
the glottis lumping for a pup that will die in the woods. 
 
Feel how the whole of existence slurs like one magnanimous diphthong. 
  



Cottonballs by Daniel Pravda 

Cottonballs 
 (for Keith) 
 
It's normal they napalm the cottonfields, 
call it exfoliate, burns off the leaves  
so the popping cotton comes out clean.   
Soybean sunset, sorghum orange, autumn 
hovers like fear of Halloween. Napalm fragrance 
of piss and gasoline, cropdusters like  
Apocalypse Now helicopters, more like horseflies.  
 
Pretty damn quiet at the close  
of the day, the dusk of the year. 
The empty road between the fields  
feels no need to boast. 
Cotton is a lovely crop: snowy, foamy,  
a field of q-tips, best case scenario  
for an unlucky paratrooper. 
 
Contrast with crimson barns and rusty trees, 
viny silos and giant blue balers 
dragging, trudging, rumbling, leaving 
off-white houses of plastic wrap 
and four-foot cottonballs 
blowing across the road like fog. 
  



Wretch Palm by Josh Anthony 

Wretch Palm 
 
Away from the stove we put on last winter and my supine eyes 
frothing over with worm light. Cue: never turn around believing it’s 
a dream and it’ll change as soon as we see our footsteps sinking in 
the tide.  
 
We can/never stop ourselves from sinking in the sand, letting the 
glass get under our nails and burning to let the sun in. Cue: we 
stand a little too close to traffic while it pinches us with its neon 
trails, headlights, it’s drooling need to move forward/we nostalgia.  
 
We dusting windmills, we phone cords plugging dirt. Cue: we blow 
our nose and cough. We can’t shutter the shadow process.  
 
We’re always closing off in/the cold, blowing smoke on the 
window pane and drawing names like they can see [again]; the 
fright, the lawn, the freight, the dawn. 
  



fishermen by Daniel Marshall 

fishermen 
 
i find scorch marks on my walk,  
black smears hardly noticeable against  
scoria rock hemming the sea wall; 
a place concealed from the road, where tourists do not go 
due to the stench of sewage dumped by a nearby factory;  
here fishermen gathered in the early morning hours 
 
: the ribs of mackerel & ribbons of blue scales 
left in the embers, extinguished over time. 
a stack of soju bottles & the splinters 
of disposable chopsticks tipped with ramen stains 
in 5 neat piles where each man sat. 
 
what anecdotes were shared, what topics raised? 
i see no footprints back to the road, 
there seems to be no testimony 
as to where they were destined next; 
did they jump into the sea & swim to meet the dawn? 
 
 
  



Words Best left Unkissed on a Dry Martini by Lana Bella 

Words best left unkissed  

on a dry martini, 

still, I will unlock my door's latch 

for the woman who hid behind  

the Chanel red rouge,  

and whose lips chiseled my grief  

on her desert-scorched  

crescendos, 

  

every syllable she spoke 

found strange shelter in my flesh 

gone wrong, tasting her lies 

I stayed, spitting out dust 

I was granted a passage across  

her wide-mouth yawns, 

then she found my heart can flex,  

and eyes swell with her remaining, 

so she peeled wetness  

from the glass of my martini, 

as vertigo buckled down  

the portals of our kiss. 

  



For His Birthday by Matthew Vasiliauskas 

For His Birthday 

 

He was given a door for his birthday, 

An affordable door his parents had first 

Seen in Stinson’s catalogue and had saved 

Every last penny to purchase. How he loved 

This door, and bestowed on his mother  

And father several kisses an hour in gracious 

Gratitude. He took the door everywhere with 

Him, the park, the library and even the burned 

Out church near Bancroft street where the poor 

Deformed boys held services and prayed to the god 

They had invented and would do anything for. In 

The evenings he would bring the door to the cellar 

Where they would play the game of whispers, his lips 

Sinking into the fragrant cedar and with each taste 

He would drift into a different memory, and the tastier 

The splinter the more lively the memory, and if he happened 

To cut his lip on the wood the recollection would freeze  

In his present reality so that he found himself enmeshed  

In the gauze-like veil of swaying, tattered time, and with his  

Bleeding lips he’d blow at the frayed fabric sending the Sunday  

Strolls with his sister flapping against the rotting rafters of the house.  

As the years went by he used the door for many things, until finally  

Attaching it to his own little home miles and miles beyond the mountains,  

Where it remained even when he no longer had the ability to open his eyes. 

  



Wood-turner by Andrea J Nolan 

Wood-turner 

 for my uncle, Art 

 

Polishing wood for hours, working higher 

through grades of sandpaper, until just a rag 

does the work: it seems impossible  

for cloth to influence wood, like water  

on rock, but after days of patience, the surface transforms 

into feather – feels like the skin of an infant whose warmth 

breathes through to the finger’s touch.  

 

Breathing through the finger’s touch, 

the wood-turner caresses sycamore stumps, 

salt cured driftwood and redwood roots  

pulled deep from earth. They still have more life  

to live: more shapes, forms hidden in imperfect grains. 

Guided by a careful and callused hand,  

wood transforms, ground by steel and blade. 

 

Ground by steel and blade, wood takes form:  

piece after piece, knotted red oak burls  

turn into bowls, rounding beech into vases.  

Slabs of maple trunks spin under rotor –  

lace circles of once living timber. 

Absorbed, machines buzz until the shaped  

trees cover the turner in a thin skin of dust. 

 

The turner, covered by a thin skin of dust,  

sends shapes into the world: boxes,  

crosses, pawns and kings, doves, owls,  

tables, plates, bowls, spoons.  

Subtly, the work refines, the edges thin. The grain 

shines, and interlocking circles become lace:  

impossible lattices, so craft becomes art. 

 

In impossible lattices, craft becomes art: 



the first vase is solid in its beech, now a second  

emerges, loose hoops encircling a slender stem. 

All those that came before are likewise perfect   

in their growing and dying. So many trees still  

to be carved by the wood-turner who endlessly 

polishes wood, always working higher.  

  



Khakis by Paul Smith 

Khakis 

 

We brought khakis 

We had meetings 

Reviewed plans and specifications 

Made schedules 

Hired catrachos 

To run bulldozers, cranes 

Piledrivers and end loaders 

Watched as the work force 

Expanded and production 

Didn’t 

Learned how trucks needed 

Three drivers, not one 

The crane required two men to run it 

We got laid frequently 

Went to San Pedro Sula for drinks 

Equipment broke 

Barges sank 

Garapatas bit 

We were told 

Everything we did 

Was wrong 

New managers came 

With fresh khakis 

The workers smiled 

Revealing pink gums 

The new management held meetings 

Steak dinners were served 

Every Thursday 

  



Whirligig by Barbara Costas-Biggs 

Whirligig  

after Mary Oliver 

 

It’s okay, I tell him, 

his small boy tears on the back 

of my hand, now on my forehead 

where I wipe dirt from the morning’s 

gardening away.  Let me get a better 

look at you, I say, 

never knowing what might set him 

spinning, like a whirligig falling. 

It all seems right: fingers intact and 

wiggling, no obvious signs of trauma. 

My worries for him are not 

these small defeats. I worry that his 

dreams might fly out of his head, 

circle above and out of his reach like the buzzards 

over the curvy county roads., 

the hawks over the henhouse. 

So much loss on these roads, I think, and so 

much that I am unable to fix. 

The things I have lost I measure in  

resentment and shadow, 

all boxed inside my chest, resting like flint. 

Across his cheek, I smudge him, 

whisper to the god-of-small-boys, 

more powerful than mother and 

more present than I can be: 

Carry my love like your best trinket 

and follow the geese wherever they fly. 

  



Like Water by Chris Abbate 

Like Water 

 

After we install the faucet in the kitchen, 

after navigating the roadmap of instructions 

and cursing the adapters, washers, and retainers, 

 

after we distinguish the O-ring from the trim ring 

from the base ring, secure the mounting bracket 

and nut, and use the hose guide to thread 

 

the stubborn hose through, I reach out my hand 

and you pull my stiffened back like a plank 

from under the sink and we turn the handle 

 

for the obedient stream and embrace 

like the way we would in the stairwell of our college dorm, 

the crown of your head fitting under my chin, 

 

our hands surveying each other’s landscapes, 

me kissing the water of your forehead goodnight, 

the same water that fills this house on a Saturday 

 

in November, quickening our flesh, our valves 

harnessing red and blue fluids, an abundance of water 

pooling at the tap, gathering thickly under our feet. 

  



When on Vacation by Brad G Garber 

When On Vacation 

 

I forget to take the anti-cholesterol medication 

sitting in the luggage, along with the other stuff 

that is designed to lengthen my life, the one 

where I bring in the money to fund the game. 

My heart beats as strongly at these times 

and my lungs still breathe in air, much better 

than they do during the performance review. 

What I do not forget to ingest is the medication 

that causes my dick to stand on end like it did 

when the threats to my long life were unknown 

and naked women ran through endless fields. 

My bare feet still feel the energy of the earth 

and simple stones are the focus of my love. 

Overhead, a golden eagle is looking for food 

and I eat eggs and bacon and drink bourbon 

my clothes scattered across the motel floor 

my books open, filling the air with word dust. 

I will not worry, these days, about the end 

those three last days when I might think again 

about what may have been gained, for I 

am on vacation, the game’s conclusion my own. 

  



Made in America by Shahé Mankerian 

Made in America 
 
They decided to call their firstborn Sears  
Roebuck Krikorian because every immigrant  
 
should carry a strong American name. They fed  
the hazel-eyed infant Gerber applesauce  
 
because rosewater yogurt caused constipation.  
According to Dr. Smith, with the Masonic handshake,  
 
“The baby picture on the glass jar is Richard Nixon.”  
Even God is made in America. Father stared  
 
at the mirror as he trimmed his mustache.  
My boy will be president one day like Tricky Dick.  
 
He envisioned his son parting a sea of banners  
in a Lincoln convertible. The ticker-tape crowd waving  
 
Sears in red, Roebuck in white, Krikorian in blue. 
  



Locker #27 in the Freehold Big Lots! Breakroom  

by Charles Lobaito 

Locker #27 in the Freehold Big Lots! Breakroom 

 

We hide our Donut Shop coffee & foam Solo Cups  

In locker #27.  Along with Splenda & Coffee Mate  

In locker #27.  Who needs lucky numbers when we  

Have locker #27.  Locker #7 is Tim’s, with a Marines  

Sticker plastered to the front, like a paintball grenade.   

 

His 2nd son serves.  Tim took a vacation to see Lars  

In Virginia & the DM demoted him for it.   

It was a blackout week.  In retail terms: Thanksgiving. 

Now, we need a new tattooed biker, furniture manager. 

Would you like to apply?  Try online. 

 

Locker #13 is Michelle’s.  She keeps it unlocked 

For good luck.  The other day her black, Adidas 

Jacket went missing, along with a pack of smokes. 

She eventually found it, the jacket, in aisle 1 next to  

The Wall of Big Deals.  Who did it?  No one knows. 

 

The Staten Island, former Calvin Klein model didn’t mind.   

(She’s cool like that: a magic ninja who can rap!) 

This is why I keep my brass store keys in locker #27. 

Along with a copy of Cuttlefish Bones in locker #27. 

Would you like the combination to locker #27? 

It’s: 28-34-20.  Remember: it is locker #27. 
Go ahead, make a fresh, dark cup of jubilant coffee. 
It’s on me.  There is no cash back guarantee. 
You can use the Splenda, if you like. 
I’m not a fan of the taste. 
  



Touched by God’s Fingers by Jeston D Dulin 

Touched by God’s Fingers 
  
Mother sees the archangel in 
the garden and asks 
him why 
the tomatoes won't grow anymore, 
  
and why can’t she paint anything except 
      Jesus. 
Missiles and wings 
   finally, crucified. 
 
Tornadoes tore through the farmhouse. 
  
Mom pretends she's deaf now, 
that the freight train sound 
took her hearing to Kansas. 
 
 
  



One In by Nicole Scott 

 
One. In. 
 
I. 
 
There is an entire history of me  
nestled between two drunk lips 
and it gnawed me down to a welcome mat.  
My rationale told me I was a dirge before  
we met. I used to grind myself up 
like cinnamon in my empty kitchen. I fell  
fast like dust and rumbled to an echo. 
I became so arid, so much 
I couldn’t harbor the sweetness – so bitter  
I sopped up oceans and spit them out,  
and mermaids begged for their lives. 
I write to you an honest note,  
and out comes the blood. You  
were previously undiscovered. 
Instincts alert me of potential danger.  
Incoming. 
Drip, drop. Ebb, 
retreat. This is my hymn for you, 
to no longer be a destructive anthem. 
My imagination made you a desert island.  
And clarity made you an Earth. 
I walk to you singing in the desert of my wake,  
no longer faced with the fork in the path  
between a siren and a story. 
 
II. 
 
I carried my voice along the bank.  
The current cradled me, 
pulled my bravery into sandcastles.  
Across the bridge, I deciphered  
your burnished teeth. 
They ground down my gold eyes  



to silt. You displaced 
my restlessness, submerged it 
in your darkest ocean. You kept it  
in case of an emergency. I forgot  
I was brackish. I should have kept  
my families nearer, a part 
of my symphony. The water dripped  
slowly from the hem of my jeans,  
my eyelashes, into cold memory. 
My organs, a wind chime,  
clinked in your deliberate gust. 
A sternum can only jangle so much,  
but at least it is polished now. 
The water curved my absent world  
into your briny coast. 
You found sea shells on it. None bore cracks.  
Plucking them out carefully, 
you raised them for the world to see. 
 
III. 
 
I used to build my homes out of future people.  
Skin as shower curtains, teeth as roof shingles,  
breath as specks of dust in the den. 
A palette of hearts I wanted to paint with,  
be painted by. You were the favorite color. 
It’s weird how I was always homesick  
in my Pandora’s box. I had it all. 
Had. My relationships, my broken shells. 
I was surrounded by so much water and hate,  
I feared I might birth a hurricane. 
My skin protected the world of me from drying up.  
Evaporating but never raining. 
You were the opposite of coincidence.  
My front door was constructed of bones,  
my bones, my dry bones. 
You didn’t trip on the welcome mat. 
I had the utmost struggle letting – keeping –  
the right ones in. One. You, in. 
  



Odysseus Returns by Timothy Kercher 

 
Odysseus Returns 
  
It’s not so much that 
people don’t recognize him, 
it’s that he feels the beggar 
on his own island; as for 
Penelope, what are either 
to each but reminders 
of wasted years? Telemachus, 
better off plowed and planted 
by a crazy man then 
to grow up soaked in the blood 
of suitors, the peacetime 
greed reeking of an absence 
from Troy. The people older, Argo 
barking then dying when 
all Odysseus wants is a welcoming 
lick; instead, he has to stay 
hidden, to walk the streets where 
nothing changes except 
himself, a quiet island 
superimposed on the battlefield 
of his mind, making body piles 
out of trash heaps, to see 
each parked car on the roadside 
as war-wrecked. What other option 
but to make his own home 
a killing floor? The line 
of his weapons is what he knows, 
firing shots at a life 
he no longer comprehends. 
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Poetry 

Brad G Garber has degrees in biology, chemistry and law. He 
writes, paints, draws, photographs, hunts for mushrooms and 
snakes, and runs around naked in the Great Northwest. Since 1991, 
he has published poetry, essays and weird stuff in such publications 
as Edge Literary Journal, Pure Slush, On the Rusk Literary Journal, 
Sugar Mule, Barrow Street, Barzakh Magazine, Ginosko Journal, 
Smoky Blue Literary Magazine, Aji Magazine and other quality 
publications. 2013 Pushcart Prize nominee. 

Closing Time by Tom Darin Liskey 



Barbara Costas-Biggs holds a BA in English and an MLIS and 
works as a law librarian after years as a public librarian.  She, her 
husband, and two young sons live on an organic farm in Eastern 
Kentucky.  Her work has recently appeared in The Pikeville 
Review, Compose Journal, The Oyez Review, and others.  She is 
currently an MFA student at Queens University of Charlotte. 

Paul Smith writes fiction and poetry.  Sometimes he draws on his 
work life for inspiration.  He has worked all over in the 
construction industry as engineer and superintendent.  "Khakis" is 
set in Honduras.  He met his wife Flavia there and he stays in 
touch with people from Trujillo, Progresso and Tegucigalpa.  He 
and Flavia live near Chicago. 

Daniel Marshall is an English fella living in Jeju Island, Korea.  he 
runs a cafe & guesthouse, which he built. in the quiet moments 
afforded him he blogs at danielpaulmarshall.wordpress.com & 
traipses round the island admiring accidentals in shape, sound & 
colour. he has been published at Poethead & Poetry Shed 

Charles Lobaito is a native poet from New Jersey. He is currently 
a Senior at Southern New Hampshire University working on his 
B.A. Degree in Creative Writing and English. His poems have been 
published in The Manatee Literary Journal and The Suburban 
Newspaper. Charles studied poetry under Ada Limon in her 
Provincetown FAWC online workshop, and under Robert Pinsky's, 
The Art of Poetry, an online program through edX and Boston 
University. Charles is a member of the International English 
Honors Society and The National Society of Leadership 
and Success. "The Distance Between Hopes and Dreams" is his 
latest poetry collection. 

Timothy Kercher lived abroad from 2006 to 2012—four years in 
the country of Georgia and two in Ukraine—and has now moved 
back to his home in Dolores, Colorado. He continues to translate 
contemporary poetry from the Republic of Georgia. He is a high 
school English teacher and has worked in five countries—
Mongolia, Mexico, and Bosnia being the others. His essays, poems, 

http://danielpaulmarshall.wordpress.com/


and translations have appeared a number of recent literary 
publications, including Music & Literature, Crazyhorse, Versal, 
Plume, upstreet, and others. 

Jeston D Dulin has spent the past eight years in Missouri, studying 
and teaching English. He's currently pursuing an MFA in poetry at 
the University of Missouri - Kansas City. His fiction and poetry 
have appeared in Torrid Literature Review, the Bicycle Review, 
Phantom Kangaroo, Here Comes Everyone, and more. Jeston’s 
writing revolves around themes of nostalgia and a questioning of 
reality. 

Landen B Raszick confesses "I'm a confused child rummaging 
through adult society. I couldn't face the power of my own love so 
I ran away to explore the world and find the word." 

Shahé Mankerian's manuscript, History of Forgetfulness, has 
been a finalist at four prestigious competitions: the 2013 Crab 
Orchard Series in Poetry Open Competition, the Bibby First Book 
Competition, the Quercus Review Press (Fall Poetry Book Award), 
and the 2014 White Pine Press Poetry Prize. His poems have 
appeared in Mizna. 

Nicole Scott is a West Virginia native and graduate of Marshall 
University with B.A’s in Creative Writing and Classical Studies. 
When not writing, she watches It's Always Sunny in 
Philadelphia, dreams of living in Helsinki again, and sings to Green 
Day. Her poetic work has also been published in The 
MockingHeart Review and forthcoming in Glass: A Journal of 
Poetry. 

Josh Anthony is a boy, man. They currently live in the shadow of 
Mt. Fuji. 
Their email is j.awkwardrobot@gmail.com 

A Pushcart nominee, Lana Bella, is an author of two chapbooks, 
Under My Dark (Crisis Chronicles Press, 2016) and Adagio 
(forthcoming from Finishing Line Press), has had her poetry and 



fiction featured with over 230 journals, California Quarterly, 
Chiron Review, Columbia Journal, Poetry Salzburg Review, 
Plainsongs, Pure Slush, The Writing Disorder, Third Wednesday, 
and elsewhere, among others. She resides in the US and the coastal 
town of Nha Trang, Vietnam, where she is a mom of two far-too-
clever-frolicsome imps. 

Daniel Pravda earned his MFA at George Mason University and 
returned home to teach at Norfolk State. His poetry has recently 
appeared in Vine Leaves, The American Dissident, Dos Passos 
Review, Poet's Domain, Gihon River Review, Poetica, Asinine, 
PoetrySuperHighway.com, and Solo Novo. He has published one 
book, A Bird in the Hand Is a Dumb Bird, in 2011. He also fronts 
a rock band called The Dunes. http://www.thedunes.us/  

Andrea Nolan has published two narrative guidebooks, Sea 
Kayaking Maryland’s Chesapeake Bay and Sea Kayaking Virginia, 
and have had essays and stories listed as “Notable” in both The 
Best American Essays series and in The Pushcart Prize. Previously 
working as an environmental educator, and then as the owner of a 
sea kayaking company, she now works as a lecturer of English at 
Old Dominion University, in Norfolk, Virginia. 

Matthew M Vasiliauskas is a graduate of Columbia College 
Chicago. His work has appeared in publications such asConjunctions, 
Berlin’s Sand Literary Journal, The University Of Wyoming’s Owen Wister 
Review, Chicago Literati and The Pennsylvania Review. Matthew currently 
lives and works in New York City. 

Chris Abbate's poetry and short fiction has appeared in Main 
Street Rag, Timberline Review, Common Ground Review, and 
Comstock Review among other journals. He has been nominated 
for the Pushcart Prize and received honorable mention in the 2015 
Concrete Wolf Chapbook Competition. He has also received 
awards in the Nazim Hikmet Poetry Contest and other poetry 
contests in the Triangle area of North Carolina. 
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Fiction 

Author of indie novels G. Franklin Prue, attended Jenny McKeen 
Moore Writers Workshop at George Washington University and 
University of Georgia Writers Conference. His published 
novels:  A Year of Madness, Mammie Doll, The Man from Sweet 
Loaf, Golden Arms, Blu and Scriggler.com 

Dawn Corrigan has published poetry and prose in a number of 
print and online journals. Her debut novel, an environmental 
mystery called Mitigating Circumstances, was published by Five 
Star/Cengage in January 2014. Currently she's trying to find the 
right ending for a family saga set in Southern Italy, Hell's Kitchen, 
and South Jersey. She lives in Gulf Breeze, FL and online 
at www.dawncorrigan.com. 

Robert L Penick's work has appeared in over 100 different literary 
journals, including The Hudson Review, North American Review, 
and Plainsongs. he lives in Louisville, KY, USA, with my free-range 
box turtle, Sheldon. Find more of his 
work at www.theartofmercy.net 

Catherine Alexander, Pushcart Prize nominee, has published 
stories in 33 literary journals, includingNorth Atlantic Review, 
Rosebud (two successive issues), Bryant Literary Review, Rockhurst 
Reviewand won "Jurors' Choice" in Spindrift. National Public Radio 
has aired her work. Her story, “Backyards,” was performed by Jorja 
Fox (Sara Sidle in TV’s CSI) in a Los Angeles Word Theatre 
production. She has taught fiction and memoir at the University of 
Washington, Edmonds Community College, writing conferences, 
senior centers and to homeless groups. Currently teaching privately 
in Seattle, she lives in Edmonds, Washington, with her dogs and a 
Maine Coon cat. She is presently working on a novel. 

Nidhi Singh attended American International School, Kabul, 
before moving to Delhi University for BA English Honors. 
Currently, she lives near the sea in Gujarat with her family. Her 
short work has appeared in Firefly Magazine, Four Ties Lit Review, 
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The Insignia Series, Inwood Indiana Press, Bards and Sages 
Publishing, Scarlet Leaf Review, Bewildering Stories, Down in the 
Dirt, Mulberry Fork Review, tNY.Press, Fabula Argentea, 
Aerogram, Fiction Magazines, Flash Fiction Press, Asvamegha, etc. 
Her novels, and essays on Sikh Holy Scriptures, Indian Cinema are 
available both online and in print in India. 

Creative NonFiction 

Mary Alinney Villacastin is a filipina-gringita writer decolonizing 
roots between South Florida (instagram@swamp_sea_suburbia) 
and Oaxaca, Mexico. A graduate of anthropology from Barnard 
College and endlessly enrolled student of Earth, she experiments 
with auto-ethnographic storytelling on traveler's road 
(realityenroute.blogspot.com). She is also known by her feisty 
childhood nickname, which means 'little crab that bites.' Her 
writing is published online in Local Nomad, Alien Mouth, 
Epigraph Magazine, Rambutan Literary and Minor Literature[s]. 

Jay Hansford C. Vest, PhD. Professor of American Indian 
Studies at the University of North Carolina at Pembroke. He is an 
enrolled member of the Monacan Indian Nation and a direct 
descendant of the 17th century Pamunkey chief Opechancanough; 
in 1989, he was made an honorary Pikuni (Blackfeet) in ceremonial 
adoption. Dr. Vest is author of more than one hundred ninety 
publications.  For more information 
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u/home/vestj/scholarship%20publications/ 
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Green, Ohio. His photographs have appeared in “Agave”, 

“Blinders Journal”, “Blue Hour”, “Conclave Journal”, "Elsewhere 
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“Rose Red Review”, “Sonder Review”, “Timber Journal”, 

“Tishman Review” and “Your Impossible Voice”. His web pages 

can be viewed either 

at  http://staeblestudioa.weebly.com or http://lstaebl.wix.com/clo

seup. 

Tom Darin Liskey spent nearly a decade working as a journalist in 
Venezuela, Argentina and Brazil. He has published two novellas, 
This Side of The River & The Bridesmaid. 

W. Jack Savage is a retired broadcaster and educator. He is the 
author of seven books including Imagination: The Art of W. Jack 
Savage (wjacksavage.com). To date, more than fifty of Jack’s short 
stories and over eight-hundred of his paintings and drawings have 
been published worldwide. Jack and his wife Kathy live in 
Monrovia, California. 

John Chavers lives in Austin, TX where he enjoys working as a 
writer, artist, photographer, and general creator. He has a 
fascination for the diminutive, works of art on paper, and the 
desert. He is currently working on a series of kaleidoscope images 
that incorporate photographs as well as abstract artwork. Most 
recently, his work has been accepted at 3Elements Review, Birch 
Gang Review, Ground Fresh Thursday, Crab Fat Magazine, and 
the New England Review among others. John’s residency 
fellowships include Blue Mountain Center in the Adirondacks and 
the Great Smoky Mountains National Park. 

Camille Kleinman is an award-winning writer, Artist, Music 
Composer, Virtual Fashion Designer and Marvelous Designer 
Trainer. She's been drawing since she was little. her mother is a 
sculptor and father is a painter. As a child, sometimes she'd would 
paint with my dad in his Atelier, and return home (much to my 
mother's annoyance) all colorful with paint in my hair. She lovese 
sculpting, drawing, writing stories, acting and dogs. 

Traveling is Shara Johnson's passion. She writes nonfiction 
essays, primarily centered on her travels abroad, which have been 

http://staeblestudioa.weebly.com/
http://lstaebl.wix.com/closeup
http://lstaebl.wix.com/closeup


published in numerous literary journals since 2005, and twice have 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize in nonfiction. She pursues 
photography as a complement to her writing and maintains a 
narrative travel blog. You can read more about the San people and 
her other experiences abroad at SKJtravel.net.   

  

http://skjtravel.net/


 

 

About The Editors 

Fiction 

Arron Lawhon is a 3rd year MFA Student at Old Dominion 
University and Fiction Editor for Barely South Review. He hails from 
Texas. 

Robert Mateo Keegan Burbano  

Tyler Becket is a 3rd year MFA Fiction student at Old Dominion 
University. He is originally from Georgia. 

Propane by Louis Staeble 



Chrystal Trapani is a voracious reader and writer. With her M.A. 
in English, she works as an adjunct at Old Dominion University. 
Her closest minions refer to her as a brilliant anti-hero who wields 
sarcasm as her sword. When her head is not buried in manuscripts 
or texts, you can find her snuggling her dogs (giant breeds) or 
immersed in a world of digital fantasy via video games. 

Leslie Entsminger graduated from Purdue University in 1979 in 
Interdisciplinary Engineering. She worked for Mobil Oil as a 
geophysicist before retiring in 1986 to raise three children. While in 
Houston from 2000 to 2011, she worked as an artist in oil painting 
and printmaking. She graduated this May from Old Dominion 
University’s MFA program in Creative Writing/Fiction. Her recent 
work can be found in The Cincinnati Review, Shark Reef Journal, 
and the Barely South Review. 

Matthew Hillary 

Non-Fiction 

Lin Kaatz Chary is a Perry Morgan Fellow in the Creative Writing 
Program at ODU in Creative Non-Fiction and she also writes 
poetry. She is the winner of the 2016 ODU College Ruhi Dayanim 
Poetry Prize.  A Yankee from the shores of Lake Michigan, and old 
enough to be everyone's grandma, she is loving it in Norfolk, 
although hating the heat and living without air conditioning. She 
enjoys hanging out with her Lassie-look-alike Sheltie, Flirt, the 
other writers in the program, Fellini's thin-crust gourmet goat-
cheese pizza, Borjo's brownies, and reading murder mysteries by 
women. She is trying to acclimate to the jets that fly really low over 
her duplex on a regular basis from the near-by military base. 

Molly St. Clair is a Composition and Literature instructor in 
Flagstaff, AZ. She has taught at the college level for five years, and 
she enjoys editing during the summer. She's fond of theater and 
binge-watching detective shows and reading anything in sight. 



Ellie White holds a BA in English from The Ohio State 
University, and an MFA from Old Dominion University. Her 
poems and creative nonfiction have been published or are 
forthcoming in Antiphon Poetry Magazine, Harpur Palate,Tincture, and 
several other journals. Her chapbook, Requiem for a Doll, was 
released by ELJ Publications in June 2015. She currently lives near 
some trees and big rocks outside Charlottesville, VA. 

Poetry 

Ben McClendon is a PhD student at the University of Tennessee 
and a graduate of the creative writing program at Northern Arizona 
University. His work has appeared in Indiana Review, Chautauqua 
Literary Journal, Yemassee, Toad Suck Review, Cæsura, The 
Chariton Review, Redivider, and Rattle. Once, while walking near 
the forest, he saw a dog. 

Tom Kelly is a poetry editor for Barely South Review and a Swiftie 
without reservation. His poems have appeared or are forthcoming 
in Southeast Review (2015 Gearheart Prize Finalist judged by 
David Kirby), FreezeRay among others. Write to him 
at thomas.v.kelly@gmail.com 

Sarah Pringle received her M.F.A. from Old Dominion University 
in 2014 where she worked as the coordinator of the Writers in 
Community project. She has also served as a poetry editor 
for Barely South Review and Green Briar Review. She’s a citizen of the 
USA and Canada; and goal her in life is to travel as much as 
possible! 

Abby Brunt is an MFA candidate in Poetry at Old Dominion 
University in Norfolk, Virginia.   Her favorite poetry often 
incorporates lyrical and formal stylistic elements, but she can also 
appreciate zany thought provoking experimentalism.  She has a 
deep love of art and ekphrasis.  She works as a certified massage 
therapist and has been practicing for seven years.  When not 
writing and reading, Abby enjoys cooking, spending time at the 
ocean and traveling to places she’s never been before.   In 

mailto:thomas.v.kelly@gmail.com


everything, she is motivated by her desire to experience the world 
broadly and to question it deeply. 

Joshua McGarry 

Erin Wahl 

Zoe Phoenix Hitzel grew up in the plains, met her gender in the 
desert, and found her heart on the west coast. She earned her MA 
in Creative Writing at Northern Arizona University, and nabbed 
her MFA in Creative Nonfiction at Oregon State University. When 
not writing, she hikes, builds computers, tinkers with her bicycles, 
and plays online video games. She keeps a blog of her transgender 
experience, zenoted.wordpress.com, and her work has appeared in 
entropy, pacificREVIEW, The Chariton Review, and elsewhere. Zii 
is a citizen of the wind and currently lives/moves between 
Tennessee, Missouri, Arizona, California, and Oregon. 

Amanda Gomez is an MFA candidate in poetry at Old Dominion 
University. Some of her works have been published or are 
forthcoming in the Eunoia Review, the Ekphrastic Review, the 
Manchester Review, Expound Magazine, the San Pedro River 
Review, and Avalon Literary Review. 

Art 

Jude Larrimore is married to the Editor of Four Ties Lit Review 
and is blessed with 2 four-legged fur-babies and 1 finned friend. 
She studied art, art history, and education at Goucher College. 
Following her heart in all things, she earned three Associates 
Degrees in Early Childhood Education, math, and the 
environmental sciences. She worked in a photography lab and was 
owner / artist of her own mural and specialty painting company. 
Life's "Plan B" has taken her to Colorado, Arizona, and Virginia. 
Her current full-time job is for a research and publishing company 
in the change management field. She is happy to be a part of Four 
Ties as Art Editor, as art has been one thing that ties all life’s pieces 
together. 

http://zenoted.wordpress.com/


Editor / Founder 

Matthew Larrimore was born and raised in Baltimore, 
Maryland, but spent six years in the west, first finishing his BA at 
Northern Colorado University then earning his MA in English with 
an emphasis in Creative Writing in May 2012 from Northern 
Arizona University. Since then he relocated to Virginia to earn an 
MFA in Poetry from Old Dominion University.  He’s an annual 
journal veteran, and served as the managing editor of Thin Air 
Magazine. He teaches composition and literature as an Adjunct 
Professor at ODU. His own work has appeared in The Princess 
Anne Independent, The Noise, Poetry Pacific, and Aproposthearts. 
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