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EDITOR’'S NOTE

EMILY MATHIS, EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

\owe were finishing up this fourth edition of Hothouse, the slogan for the
Himed Strand Bookstore in New York kept popping up in my mind: “Where
Boolks Are Loved.”

0 me it seems redundant to describe a place as a haven where books
J loved—are books not loved everywhere and at all times? Who doesn’t
“octoprab a book off the shelf and find a spot to sit and greedily delve
w i story? My fellow English majors share this mentality. We English
o tind we lead the pack in numbers here at UT) know that stories and

deling are as necessary as air. The philosophies we explore within a text
oo Baplish elasses are often as enlightening, enriching, and relevant to
S ey canon as they are to our personal lives.

Hhe tealey and saft wichin the Department of English have worked
b e our peneration of storytellers. Hothouse is the cumulative
St ab the extinordinary students in the Department of English and the
sl eptre uscThis year’s publication would be nothing without the

Satde helpe ot Bead Tlumphries; and my fellow editors: Jordan Smith,
b b b, Glori Sung, Catdin Cowart, and Naomi Kuo,
L ol the entive Hothowse seafl are }1|‘f11|{| (O present the tourth volume

o Fhihaiie i t)iing Fed ] lovers of lilt' WIren ‘.H-'Hl'll.
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KAYLEIGH HUGHES KAYLA MOSES
If I see someone picking at their skin, 1'hat summer was made of two colorts.
Fingers bouncing, arrhythmic,
With sickly yellow knuckles | [t was considering the mid-hundreds
Clenching and unclenching, ' Jdurning the morning houts,

dud I found myself yelling at you

Or if I see someone stiffen as they suck in air, aver the air conditioning in your sputtering Chevy.
And hold it in for five seconds too long, Lou you think this is what Africa feels like?

And then release it,

Limbs settling into a heap of conflicting angles, we'd stay in all day, hiding in sheets
dainp with perspiration,

Or if I see someone, back bowed, vonidering it it was the heat,

Grimacing 1nto a tuﬁﬂﬁt3 s e heat —

Mouth glistening with vomit, S0t the question of whether

Nose drlapmg} be wire lovers

Eyes begging for even the weakest mercy, b b

I find it is safe to assume vl bietween the reluctant exhales,
That they are writing a poem. sl the fan blades

cotate ke swimming goldish
But, of course, appearances can be misleading il e cetling
And the work of every spitting, gnashing, wincing poet I've ever seen
Sings. Bl o thut wae torpotten at night.,
And squeezes your hand just enough,
And kisses you so deep.
[ts vital signs synch up with yours

And you realize you're hiving,

'




URBAN FOSSIL

JOANNA REESE

Sunset was like being born again, 1'he erey and wrinkled man

And we wondered if this made us wallks down the equally as vintage street
owls ' ledora on his head

or fruit bats. | culap in his step

Foxes, you said, from the shower. | win sure it has been there

Tb@; re nocturnal, aren't jf)@!? Hice the ]‘Jilﬁtﬁl pﬂiﬂt Was b‘.i.‘ight

dul betore the Brothers” (Grocers

We skinny-dipped in the neighborhood kiddie-pool, wn hecame B ot ers’ Gr c rs.
drinking Blue Moon and orange slices out of Mason jars L looks around him
that were damp as the hairs at the back of your neck. Al the stores were still alive,

Sl they are only lit by the burnt amber streetlights.
And we’d race cars on the highways to dry oft,
windows rolled down in the Chevy — wild Lot think he knows
it this street 1s dead.
We were bandits in blackness: Ll he never knows.
stretching through town,

around town,

until it was gold again.

4l | 5




MY COUNTRY | LONG RIVER STONE

m

COLIN VANDERBURG JAMES WALKER

Enough of men—rare, dead, and untcachable. | I'he desert has gone dry.
Networked people, let’s gawk and honk | lin color retreated into the ground
At our backwards parade. Lile starving roots.
Let’s Midnight Ramble, let’s Strut With Some Barbeque. | von the nopales are parched yellow
Every jazz belonging to me as good belongs to you. vil bowed in unremitting thirst.
What do you mean, under arrest? ' VUl the snakes are gone
For strolling naked beside a red dachshund? vl left warnings in their place.
A public street?
But look how his ear sticks up— e desert bas gone cold.
Alert, stiff, listening to earth’s low frequencies. | e long silence shadowing
Badger frequencies. We're on our beat, too, officer. Lidelivered rains.
We rule these alleyways.

Lhoath s hroken into the 1'1')(:]{1
I’m fleeting, ’'m eternal, 'm going for a beer. e e of alack cutting in,
Or I would, if 1 drank like my friend here. atpe hlled with the absence.

I’'m declaring a new nation for dachshund people—

Guttet-sniffing Balla blurs, trotting fine-footed sausages, P desert e without words
Immune to authority—a swing dance of the dead. B fadle the lacl
This is our music, o temember the Wasteland is filled with corpses.

Our limited pressing of the best joke ever told,
C)h Tﬂﬂdﬂm S]lﬂklﬂg pEDPlEj i Riiab i i .||I|IJ.|.| VoLl

A gorgeous heart, our afterlife. B o b, now yvou have found

RRE Bl nibt by etul NRNITEY
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At the elbow’s bend,
Where winter barely meets the Rio Grande
You find rocks flat enough to

Skip onto the other side and keep going.

Hammered-down ligature.
The retreated banks a reminder
Of when it was so much larger

Than it is today.

When it was big enough to cut the mountains that shoulder it.

Flowing soft and steady

As the soil breaks around you,

A river through a desiccated mouth,
Drawing a line in the sand

That blows away a little everyday.

| ¥

ARS POETICA

loctry s a spool of thread —

i imuch the honeyed light of the late afternoon as the

urlicued breath of a waking child,
the thpht of a symphony;

the truth and the hunest}t

onnider the orange tree: bearing fruit
Ll brait’s sake, with no fanfare

1Rl IIII |!|IiHHf]'ﬂ1.

vhientcrty, thae 1 treasure.

e speckled elderly, the pigment of beets,
ke hinad IVy

v ulnerable,

i Bl Nesl

PR hve g o celebratton of the unnoticed:
EEL ll*i lli IIH 1|lii||!ull.1ll|l,

s Iy vibwraad

i Iy LR AR ALY |:II||1[IH|!'I |H‘|' Nest:
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LEAVINGS

JAMES WALKER

(e carring found.

[ would crown the plain were it not ‘0 car, no match,
for the crown itself — e hooked eye
for woven throughout, we knew poetry. Coatted from the sheets.

i the |1:11‘d ﬂﬂimﬂl starc
Lhe unique soul you loved

L iulures a second death.

W lorgotten

o leenly remembered.
Wt wis so diminished

Heaches from the ghost.
{11 Lo I;|1IHUL'{|
B ath voun H]tllllliIL'I”
Lhe mockimgbird’s original piece.
L Hial | |1 | Hl‘at'li‘ii

b di | ll|r LLIVLU'D S ,||l'1-1|-.||.]'|1”.rl]

21 13T *l|+un|'|1 !in 'p|..l,"|f‘tllil.




JAPAN LITTLEFIELD HOUSE
——

EMILY BUCHANAN COLIN VANDERBURG
Such a thing as this. Devastation in that earthquake nation. Too |
many possibilities to count, to fear. Tears of mine for ones ' L 0u'll notice I have no head.
who cannot cry anymore. Butterflies in my L hive pearls and corals,
stomach like those when they saw that cllow petals line my lip
wave ot ocean. The island has Lile o moustache.
turned to water once more,
fish swimming alongside Lo much beauty!

—

roads and cars. Help is Hpinize us, shred this lace.

coming. Another Lol each doily.
place we must o ploaming.
Restart.

W e
L Biee powders lunched.
iy paile aunts were all
LAl Bunted bhusi

NRITHH lllll

ST rtlrr“H'.q 1| IIIL-. '1\‘5'['{"[][[”‘"

LN Ol coeaime,

i 1...1r|. |i JH SRR HARRININ |1;Iil'




Lie down on the couch.
We have much to discuss.
Cigars, lanterns, primitive Man,

Pant-legs, ¢lory.

The fading parade of dust

As that lady’s carriage leaves us.

2

At night, unopened like a letter.
Some of its doors argue.

No, you shut up.

The Himalayan Cedar isp’t talking,
But mourns the moths, sparrows,
Dead old racists. Sways its sedimented

Horizons.

Living girdle, these shutters,
These ghoulish porches loop
And dwell among us

Like curtains frozen in their fall.

X

BRIT

MADELEINE GUY

hecause that accent is sexy.
Loty pet drunk on the wine
Iurwite saved away
i dark closet
it vou haven’t had the time to clean out

i the vear since her funeral.

Luaw how you stared at me from inside of your car window where you

Honpht the dark tint made you invisible, (And I liked it.)




AT THE PIANO SHOP | CHRISTINA GEORGINA

MELISSA RAGSDALE COLIN VANDERBURG
Listen, I’ve lost it
Winsome devoted goblin mother
but there were the days | L int seen in her little white robed death of 1894
when 1 could take a picce of music L dropping devotion
and spin it into a dream for you vier ucharist with the bohemians
the days when no score was impossible Llet with cancer
i when the patterns and notes would form | Lnecling on the flat flowers.
on my mind like red wine soaking a towel
when everything fell into place as simply Mt vacancy, pitiable empty scene:
as black and white, when 1 always knew Hiop i storage, 1n dark rickety rooms,
my exactly where each of my fingertips were - ot heled jar mouths—gaping glass.
hand  when my mind was a howling fire Chey crash out of their pyramidal stacks
sha lit by the scent of a Sohmers upright sk smash the tamily below until it wakes.

kes  the days when 1 would come
as home in knots and unwind myself

nto 88 strings—and I’ve lost it.

it I lost it like love on a hot winter night
hov that twisted into shivers and this isn’t working
ers lost it like a voice screaming for nothing

r

Jjust  or a word caught in the back of a throat
above the baby Grand is a 1918, made of mahogany
the keys are yellow, the middle C
1s chipped, just slightly on the right corner
cach note lingers a little too long after
1t's been pressed and released, it yearns
not to be forgotten, it sings a silent song

into the dark, steadily decaying cvening,

20




BURN SCENES
————————

ALLIE KOLECHTA MELISSA RAGSDALE
Making dinner over a stove, |
flipping over chicken, ver the movie
sauce, vegetables, maybe beef o went back to your place
sliding your palm down here we used our hands
the handle of the skillet | didety the laws of physics
shifting it over the stove
over the heat dilmolded brown sugat
over the coil winandceastles and sculptures
then shock, drop the pan Cdincers potsed on the very tips of their toes.
vour hand hits the metal,
like you slid too close
to friends who never listened e Saturday
when you told them not to spill LWl my grocery list as a sonnet

small secrets contained Blacedd 1t in the pocket of my raincoat.

in the back parts of your heart.

g, so the audience knew

-

The clatter of the dropped pan
resonates with the pulsing feeling ething was poing to happen.

in the burn.

Lobwor hiours Tor me to learn your name

e Vi ||H|+ vou did i rambice pentameter

el 1 with | 11 .HHII'_.'I Ity vorur "\".'H'I'l{.'w.

STNARTITEITIN u|-:||||u|1lnl ¢

Lot head between my thumb and torehinger

')
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the way it would look on a screen.

4-_
I learned how to dance on the steps
of the Chicago Art Institute

my feet pattered with the rain.

It was a homeless man who taught me

his skin was the same color as brown sugar.

s
I 'was pressing my hands into dough

when you told me it was over.

I threw the dough, tingerprints and all
slammed my wrist onto the counter

fell from the tips of my toes.

[ stared at you, pulsing

wrist rolling, pan left

fade.

-

None of that happened.

i)

ATRY
“Inthe bus back to Dean Keaton,

e bag of brown sugar burst in my hands.

'




NOSTOS

There 1s an indigo

that happens

somewhere in the careless vacuum

ot watching the phone towets’ cadence

on the horizon.

It is a hymnal to youth.

Postmarked in that memory,
find the chiseled tables

of that cotfee shop,

the one with the red door,

with the scones

that tasted like home,

maybe with mugs fat

and stained as moss-covered rocks,
nestled together in

a trifecta: robin’s eggs.

It’s that endless.

Seventeen 1s a blue jean jacket

that fades just the right way.

II"I

KAYLA MOSES

L watched your cheekbones
el the years,

e way they caught

o birown of summer.

v were all bones then,

W plno keys on a fishing line.

Vel thewse -:i:l}’H we live

~ lnking over our shoulders,
g sale at our demons,
i leaving light trails

1117 tu| N |!I‘IH"L'.
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STRIPPING AND COSTUMING

JACH LINGE

Pulling the stench of opaque stockings

like molten scales off my hairy

mammal legs. Do they make me

Man? Disorderly corset breast pads

slap the floor with a fury. As I

undress my dress and peel

the layers of a laced

button-down

bustier

| wonder

what 1t means

to fuck. Foreign,

matted plastic hair

scalps me as I tithe, lashing

my back bruises from any of the

cages I dance, hide, shine in. Black

leather pumps beat across my studio floor as
I wade through diadems, blush, false lashes, a killing
color of deep red lipstick, and animal skulls.
In so barren a room, with only a bed,

a sink, and the strewn entrails of

my dejection, one would think

that self would be obvious

as kiddy books. Fach

plastic fingernail

utrers

vl

cchiredding cry
| iemove it, the pain
(orhates how torturous
it leels to feel the same when
dude asin disguise. 1 could invite
au i and apologize — depending on
it | think you mean to me — for the mess,
A metamorphosts, the ruse, the regret of being
dbile 1o reciprocate each or any emotion you define
Jieell with, and attempt to project back onto me. If you
G something, T mighe tell you 'm not that kind of lady and
g you cover your C€yces. | £ you mean ﬂDthiﬂg} 1 might
Lo voun until you're naked, hard, and eager, then tell
Wt lenve, 1 you're family, I'd have stripped
ocach liver beforehand, and the layers
iy would like quite different. 1f
Che i it ol me, however,
E by o my back = naked
1 iu-m*hl.!lln‘l
e vl know
bt thie neglected
L e tive tence keeps
e bl thie valgarity of my
1i TERETTELY ||1t|1_a'l, I.l"l,'l'il'll |'IIIIH'.‘1.

5 R RTTITREIN l|||||_u”1|Hu|||[l|' Daddy, you

T B e, nnl A I” |.Huu Vil ililtl*t WHITIT L,
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BETTER OFF

MATTHEW HOWARD

s an English major, have never been quite good with numbers, but will
nonetheless sum up all I have to say on the matter with a simple phrﬁse;
I use $5 words for nickel concepts and even though I won’t make a dime b

doing so, I damn sure hope to make a difference. ..

Ma}?be the latter statement involves a little more math than you (or I, for
that matter) care for, but the point is clear; my major will not achicwv
me a great level of what many dub as “success.” This I knew when 1 clicked
the button registering me as an English major. All my life I’'ve wanted mort
than everyone else, but not in a materialistic sense. Rather, I prefer to kno
more, to think more. Because of a few people, who were successful in a dif

terent way too, | now strive for what they owned. ..

13

lgurr}rman taught me the blank verse which 1 practiced in the seventh
orade. It was simple then, and still is, but these unrhymed passages gave
e a sense of sense, that I did not need to conform to what 1 was taught;
(rpet the iambic pentameter if it obscures what you are trying to say. As
Whitman noted, “The greatest poet has less a marked style and is more the

ee channel of himself.” To write poetry in this way is a test of mental free-

o

l ' mily Dickinson gave me the theory behind dying and seeing beauty in-
doverything 1 do and use. Because of her, 1 don’t plan to stop for Death;
Sl he'll have to come and get me. It will be just two gentlemen carrying

1o conversation when he (inevitably) comes.

' | theodore Dreiser taught me to instll strength within my writing, to make
It imeaningtul, influential, to let those who are reading it know that there
- dndividual behind these words and concepts. Thus, I’ll let the characters

Sb oy tiles determine their own fate; but only though the force of my per.

’ I fwain threw light on a world that is as quaint as the day is long. He was
A leiaderin showing us what we may not want to see or even experience.
e b not a Pudd’nhead, 'l heed current social issues and use them in

23 SIRIRIY

l " diest Hemingway pave me stream of consciousness, which to this day
foroduces portals o my mind. Like RNA making a protein, I'll first
b material onto the paper and leave you (the reader) to translate
St bt then againg 1es not surprising because my mother may be a

el pve me the gothie novel of the 19th century. This 've played
S ron e times, qust to dooat Twant to meet the black and cursed
B b haunts the world in order to amend it perthaps am, he,

i\



O’(:nnnur gave me faith in my Paith, enough to even write about it. 1
now tackle my religious fears in writing and am not afraid to throw in a

pinch of morals into everything 1 write as well.

I Voucault oot me thiﬂl{ing about the death of the author in a2 more pro-

found way; if I'm ever going to share my ideas, I must assume that hav-

ing my name on a work means nothing 1t the work itself is incoherent or SHADES OF BROWN

inconsistent with that of all my general ideas and beliefs. Thus, I’ll ground

| myself in writing, not for the fame, but for the founding of a discourse to be

built upon later.

ANNIE PAIGE

our years ago, had anyone told me that I would choose English as a ma-
Carncd to love at Shades of Brown. This hip cate 1s filled with mismatched

jor, I'd have looked at them like some half-wit and replied that it wouldn’t

. . L Candiire, constantly changing pieces of art, the sweet aroma of brewing
do me any good overall. Whether it was due to listening in ELLA courses ot * g p =
. o , . , oo, und memortes. The local cotteehouse in the artsy Brookside area
being bored of television, I now know English and Writing are not passive “
* : + i 3 C o bulin, Oklahoma was my hang-out all throughout high school. I went
subjects. We use this language, no, this discourse from day to day but don't R ) 5 5 N
: ; = . | St b lenst once a week to drink chai tea, read in a comfyv arm chair, study
think ot it as we should. Nietzsche, Derrida, and all those others who studied “ }
. i ; . b bemites at the round wooden table in the front room, ot to sit with
the arts know that literature and writing are an essential part of our socie

: : | el the decrepit rocking chairs outside enjoving the calmness of a
In fact, we would be dysfunctional without them; why then, do my fellow l = JOYIE
Lot evening, Whatever my need, Shades of Brown delivered.

students discourage me from studying this lost art? I’ll never understand, bul

. . . : o callechouse detimed my comine-of-ace experience. 1 first went to
honestly, I hope to make a difference in spreading the word (pun intended ; = pEieRl

1 . _ ol Loth prade, The place had already become the cool hangout at my
about how people I've never even met have helped shape my career into whi ' * |
- . . , | b school, but as a shy 15-year-old, 1 was hesitant to go. The cafe’s hip-
it will be. And this, of all things, is what leaves me better off than most. ' " |
dulthe maturity of ats regular customers intimidated me. I imagined
Ooanble o find o friendly face, wandering aimlessly from room to
heckig all the nooks for my friends, while the ultra-cool twenty-

S reading and sipping drinks openly mocked me. But my anxieties
diartanted, While my first visit to Shades was nerve-wracking, it
Lot Walkimg o the quiet atmosphere for the first time,
St peaple reading, denking coffee, engaging in what 1 presumed was

S covernntion, and generally being cooler than me, 1 feared that

Hﬂ'i CUTR RN ti iill Ht{l 1| :|1i|l|-~+ Wil H:M i"xln INC 11106 KN IIH‘ |'.i|:'|l*‘ \'nltllli" ill]|n:*.

At




ter that I was. To save tace, | ordered g latte, the most sophisticated coffee
drink I knew, Taking my firs sip, surrounded by friends and energy, | fell
in love. In love with coffee. in love with Shades, and in love with my new
independence.,

Shades of Brown quickly became our spot. When we asked the un. |
avoidable “So what should we do tonight?” the answer inevitably returned
“I don’t know. Shades?” Students from across mid-town converged at the

cafe on Friday evenings or lazy afternoons after school. During the wintet,

dows always steamed up, obscuring the activities in the coffeechouse from
the outside and providing the place with an intimate and magical feeling,
During the summer, as adulys slaved away in the office, we enjoyed our frees
dom from school and parents and frequented Shades constantly. No matter
the time of the year or reason for the visit, Shades welcomed us,

We'd lounge for hours, drinking coffee and tea, cating the gluten-free
cookies that looked so appealing from behind the counter but always disap-
pointed, skimming through the odd collection of books that lined one wall.
sitting outside and watching the cars pass by (and in our later years, passing
around a cigar while the smoke swirled around us), and talking. Shadegsy
sreatest commodity wasn’t its three dollar cup of bottomless coffee or th
local bands that played on Saturday night. It was the way that it brougl|
people together, As reenagets, experiencing a new leve] of freedom ang
friendship, Shades tepresented the phase in our Jives when youth beging i«
mature nto adulthood. We could sit for hours and be ourselves, withoul
anyone telling us what to do or how to think. At Shades of Brown, we e
cided for ourselves our beliefs, our actions, and our thoughts,

However, as we got older and left high school, we outgrew Shades, A

our youthtul joy and innocence taded away, we became realists and saw (ly

cotteehouse for what jt really was merely a coffechouse. We tired of {ly
shop with its snobby baristas, overpriced drinks, and pretentious, judgmer
tal vibe and began spitefully referring to the coffechoyse by a series of snl |

nicknames (“Shades of Blue,” “Shades of Elpsters,” “Shades of Lamal

i

I'he place that once offered such freedom and independence became 2 relic
0l the past and a silly reminder of our immaturity. I now look back on the
s Twas afraid to go to Shades, and | laugh at myself for acting so young,

owa confident woman and an avid coffee addict, it’s hard to remember
w1 fele then, when it felt like life was Just beginning, But every now and
ien, 'l enjoy a beautiful book in the sun or relish 2 particularly delicious

|+ ol cotfee, and I’ll be transported back to Shades of Brown. Then I can
hiember what that excitement felr like—as if I was just awakening—with
e collee, to fresh mornings and with the cafe, to a new stage in life. In

e moments, 'l smile and think fondly of Shades of Brown, while the

Iecand the memories warm my soul.







TOUCH AND GO

ROBB BRIGGS

Mt. Stern plopped down behind his makeshift desk strewn with scraps of
paper, an assortment of pens, and an unfinished hot dog. A portly man,
Stern had allowed his waistband to expand congruently with increasing age;
his hands were heavy, breaths were wheezy, and cheeks were pudgy. But his
eyes. His eyes gleamed in austere blue: sharp, quick, and piercing. His eyes
had earned him this spot behind a makeshift desk overlooking the footbal

field below, the vigilant observer.

I always figured uniforms were for team sports and the Army. Dress blues,
Pinstripes. Looks the same, but has my name on it. A distinction from the
whole. Not hete. Two hundred other me’s. Black from head to toe. Part ol
the whole. Part of a family. Not the one in the stands—they’re probabl
looking for me right now. The one on the field—whose sweat I shate an |
dependence I rely on. One break and the form fails—we die. Oh sure, the
crowd will sympathize. Won’t understand what it means to be a par

something bigger. Selfless. Iaithful.

I'lh¢ next marching band in competition filed out onto the football field,
‘wounding taps on the lead snare keeping time. Stern grabbed another judg-
i sheet from the disheveled pile on his left and set it in front of him. He
whed. What band is this? 202 30? Stern thought as his meaty hand de-
“oured the pen on his right.
Perhaps I'm getting too old for this; it’s just too goddamn repetitive.
| very year there’s a show on water, or fire, or the sky, or, Heaven forbid,
inpires. There’s always a Shostakovich tribute, a Wagner refrain, or a Kha-
Jourian dance. If it’s jazz, it must be Rhapsody in Blue, or Pat Matheny.
il pood golly Miss Molly, must every closer be Mackey’s “Asphalt Cock-
il or Zimmet’s “160 BPM”?
l¢ threw his glasses onto the desk and rubbed his eyes. There’s no life
1 these shows. Most are played, some are performed, but none are lived.
Siern noticed the sudden lapse in white noise from the audience and
wtuined his olasses to his face to determine his first impression of the
il before him. They stood at an erect and rapt attention, eyes transfixed
S their drum major ascending his podium. Leaning forward slightly, each
Coher tilted their chin upward, arrogant and intimidating. Stern grunted.
Sl they don’t lack presence.
|l drum major turned on his podium and saluted the judges.
\Willow Run High School Band, you may take the field in competition.”

e drum major turned and faced his band again, arms extended to

s luet the show.
| bl
BRI,
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Hhn snipn to my lips—=did I move 1t? "Sounds like a dying cow™ people

Sl leedd ton 1 didn't care. Didn't want to be in band, Anything but, Things

Shatiiewhere else would 1 belong? Big hit, Not a dying cow no motre,

F
I '
]



New tempo. Wateh the drum major. Best friend. We laughed to fits read-
ing Patton’s speeches. Back when “fuck” was funny. Dry ice bombs in his
backyard. Forwards march. Held him when hijs mother died. Sobbed into
my shoulder. Straight legs. 1 eried, too, terrified of being alone. Chin up. _I
He was strong. I was weak, Parting ways this year. Even stride. Afghanistan.

College. I won’t cry.

The opener was strong. No surprises there. Stern’s eyes roved over the shift-
ing mass below, searching for discrepancies in form and technique. Lines

morphed into diagonals which bended into curves which varied into archaic

designs before returning to lines again. Brass deviated from the form at one
instant, only to return as the woodwinds deviated in the next. The form
changed with articulate fluency, guided by the rhythmic hands of the young
man on the podium. One marcher, a euphonium, caught Stern’s eye. The
marchet’s brow was furrowed, and underneath his ferce gaze did not wavel
from his drum major, gleaming with conviction. Stern grunted. He may b

living, but he’s just one.

Flash of color. A flag catches in the cool breeze as it arcs across the nigh
sky. Its graceful master swipes it behind her back and across her feet, turn
ing as the flag changes hands before it is tossed loftily into the air. 1t ho
ers in the air for only a moment, frozen in time, before succumbing to (I
allure of gravity and the girl’s outstretched arm. Jesus, she’s beautiful,
met freshman year, though I didn’t know it at the time; | liked her fricm
She got in the way. But junior year something changed—1I can’t explil

what—and 1 began searching for that auburn wave of hair and oreen ey

that would flicker and dance in fluorescen Hghe, We started dating—|

in this uniform, Man | was nervous, Whyt | knew she liked me. Our [

1

kiss was when she told me baseball was stupid. It’s not stupid. She kisses
me again—World Series? She whispers “I love you” in my ear—are we on
the ballad now? 1 hold her close while we look up at the stars, burning and
lceming In innocent white, as we try to make sense of the world. This makes
sense, Bugs are biting our ankles, but we don’t move. Lies. | can’t move

when she breaks my—what? Her eyes. Black.. .not ereen...black dwarfs...]

count the measures of rest. ..

The band returns in a euphonic forte pressed to the box, like a long lost
‘1o returning home. The ballad is too pretty. Not pretty enough. It doesn’t

mike sense.

Vlear trickled down his cheek. One drop splashed across his judging sheet
delore he quickly swiped it away while pretending to adjust his glasses. He
tud ot thought of her—had not visited her in ages. Carnations were always
Wt Bivorite. She deserves more than that dull gray. Swallowing the hard
s that had formed in his throat, Stern scribbled one word onto the judg-

di shivet, broken: Charlotte,

Sppded teiplets on the bass and thirty-seconds on the snares. Drum break.
e tun Pallow the leader, Running to catch up with Daddy. Follow in his
S scouts, Business, Make him proud. Was he ever proud? His eyes
S e even now. Iean feel them: caleulating and appraising. I must
W bt Stralght leps separate the upper and lower body, Loqual space

BRRE Sl time, Is that what Facher and | need? No, the form, Crescendo,

|4



Snare roll. Cymbal crash. He’s yelling at me. I’'m not him. Done following-

Horns up. Let me go.

Stern’s pen was frantic with life, but it wasn’t writing. It drummed on the
table along with the staccato rhythm of the percussion ringing in the sta-
dium. His teet tapped a steady beat underneath his desk, reflected in small,

furtive nods from the judge himself. Stern was engaged. He was living,

We move into the closer—double time. My leg cape flaps in the wind as we
shape shift across the field by hip shifts and touch and go’s. I'm no supert-
hero. Batman for Halloween. Thete are two hundred other heroes on this
field, though. Worked with them for four years— I’'m lucky. Through all the
toil and sweat of summer and fall, we are still here, Together. The culmina-
tion of love and loss, success and failure has led us all to this moment. The
penultimate hit. Loud, but leaves audience anticipating—buzzing. My hear(
beat quickens— I know it’s almost over and soon the show will be forfeit to
the past, like dry ice bombs and bug bites. We march to the bottom of the
home sideline and halt in an accentuated, crisp close. Final message—presy

to the box. This makes sense—will I miss it?

The band’s final crescendo emblazoned Stern’s ears in a symphonic cupho

ria. The chord reverberated throughout the stadium, clectritying the still

night air. The audience jumped to their feet in raucous applause and exelp
matton. Stern just sat there stunned—mesmerized. Fach member of the
band bore the same countenance: brow furrowed with those SAme plerci

eyes, confident and daring, They were lHying Stern wis 1o lonper judging; hie

was listening. And in that moment, one solitary, shining moment when the
present is transparent and its music is infinite, Stern jumped to his feet and

joimned the entertained in their thunderous ovation.

e slow, rhythmic cadence of the bass drum announced the end of the
wason. We collapsed into four compact lines, and began to march off the
eld. Sweat glistened on my forchead, dripping down and stinging my eyes.
| drew sharp, ragged, breaths between my lips, set in a light-hearted smirk.
\tound me there was more of the same heavy and elated breaths. A trom-
none staring intently at the back of the head of tje mellophone in front of
. "Woooo-hooo-hoool AHHHHH!” A saxophone. A clarinet stiflling a
b " luck yeah, baby!” a trumpet. A flute wiping tears that streamed down
ot flushed cheeks. The euph next to me was praying. Color guard main-
vined those dazzling, ivory smiles—yes, even her. We carried ourselves out
Jbthe stadium with chins up and legs straight, still keeping time as one.

As we reached the water station, the tealization of what transpired hit
depretty quickly.

“Oh my God! Did you hear the echo on the last note?”

“Clatre! You nailed it!”

“Haha, remember Hell Week?”

| Tound my drum major and ardently shook his hand before he pulled
e ntoacfieree hug. No words needed to be said as we clapped each other
fothe back, marveling at how far we'd come—from dying cows to Finals
i Bventually, 1 lee go to find other members—no, brothers and sis-
o congratulate, when out of the corner of my eye 1 saw a rather stout
chman walking in our direction, seemingly too fast for his clderly age. 1
dodde o has pachy and as he noticed me | stuck out my hand.

You sire | asked,.
Lhe man dido’t say anything at fivst, but took one plance at my hand

setare b austere blue gaze prerced my own, He pripped my hand with

hl



surprising firmness and said in an authoritative but somewhat shaken voice,
“T'hank you son.” Then, as quickly as he came, he left, with his hands in his

pockets, a spark in his step, and his lips humming the music of our show.

THEY COME MARCHING

VINCENT RIDENOUR

JACK

| move out from behind the blue, paper curtain and the glare from the
military-issue wall clock, roughly the size of a wagon wheel and fixed to
e wall just below the ceiling, makes me have to adjust my glasses. The

e paper curtains section off pieces of the enormous circular room in
mote than a dozen other places, making the chamber a hive of semi-private

rovery spaces. Doctors are shuffling across the expanse without looking

worbed in clipboards and writing orders to waiting interns and various
W and VN, all trailing behind like baby ducklings.

| walle directly across the big room, weaving between lab coats and

|+|1; N

Ciuhis, to reach my next assigned patient for the shift. As soon as 1 put my
dody through the opening in the curtain I know from the delicate, rotten
dultscent hanging above the bed that an infection has taken root under the
srnekan pratt T he weren’t so strongly affected by the painkillers, antibi-
deecand various other fluids pouring through his TV, T know he would be
feling the suffering, The border space where the man’s wound meets the
st shows that 1t 1s not taking, "The slight lictle valley where skin wouldn’t
e meet skin s socky and angrey looking, making a bumpy wet circle

i hiv chest, T go about my duties, noting the progress of the graft on




the chart. Before I can replace his dressings, 1 have to clean out the exposed
flesh. When I set down my bag of disinfectants and gauze and other sup-
plies, I notice the ants again.

In a military hospital, everything is seen in terms of wars. If life can’t
be won or lost, it can at least be stabilized, triaged, evacuated, etc. For the
last four months, the hospital has been fighting two wars over its usual one.
The first was always understood to be the never ending war against infec-
tion. The attending doctor had told me in my first week that most patients
that die here don’t die of what they come in for: they die of subsequent
infection. “The war never ends,” he said. The new war was with the ants. A
civilian hospital would be too afraid of lawsuits to stay open, but I had my
orders and every two weeks I replace the ant poison in the cottee tins all the
bedposts sat in. So far this had kept the ants from crawling up the posts and
onto the patients, but I didn’t feel good about it.

[ force myself to look away from the crawling trail under the bed, say-
ing in my head that it’s just a delicate line of hair and to tell the floor janitor
to sweep. The fruit smell comes a little stronger as I clean out the border
around the graft on the man’s chest. Most would expect a smell of meat il
they saw an image like this. Such a meat smell would tell me decomposi-
tion, more a sign of something like gangrene. Infection is lighter, sweeter,

and generally more like an old fruit drawer. The shuffling of the doctors

outside the thin curtain mixing with the scent of infection and preservative
antiseptic gives me a vague feeling of nostalgia for country stores I bought
candy from as a boy. I let my mind drift with the memory for the moment

betore moving on.

TIMOTHY

Line is unbroken, brothers behind me and brothers ahead. Feet say the (e
is sticky, sugared. Hormonal chemicals excite mnside me and T get ready |
exude a cloud announcing victory, My head Teans close, forchead flexes 8

long noses, brain buzzes that i is only a bie ol dey tea, not the smell we cal

Al

e . S s . e

tfor. Move forward, move on. I come to the wall and my front four legs reach
up to grip as my brothers ahead of me have and my brothers behind me will.
The paint i1s rough, grips strong, and my view 1s wide from the wall as 1
crawl up, up. I see the dead brothers from the first attempt at securing the
source of the smell, clustered around the bedposts and peppering the coffee
cans full of potson. The lesson was hard won, but well valued. The line does
not break now, not a single brother moves towards the poison baits, instead
Lkeeping to their places. The trail pushes on slowly but with purpose along
the wall, forward, onward. A man, existing in the room as a vague shape,
luzzy and without detail, as all mountains seem from a distance, comes
Jdowly to a full stance and then walks through the hanging paper. With him
10 the strong scents of soaps and salves that had been clouding the signals
ltom my long noses. The smell of the goal comes strongetr now, clearer, a
weet sugary scent like putrefied fruit.
|.cad brother reaches the next step of the plan. I watch him stretch his
Hont legs out trom the wall and touch down on the clear bag ot water on
the long metal hook. With his lead, I am determined anew. The brothets
nove together, excited, throwing off small puffs of victorious hormones.
Licinch the end of the path along the wall and extend the front section of
dvubdomen across the small gap of space between the rough grip of the
cll paint and the slick plastic of the bag. Feet tell me to grip hard, the new
Hoon s slick and too clean. I move down the bag, carefully, down and down.
L turn, 1 reach the long hose attached to the bottom ot the bag, Brother
cishies behind me as 1 hesitate; [ can see 1t 1s very far to the end ot the hose.
Sthoa small movement air, I’'m hit direct with a pure cloud of the scent. My
e teelers fire and spark and tingle and 1 almost fall I am so dizzy. When
hoad s straneht, 1 am hungrier than I have ever been and 1 find I have
Heady hepun to move down the hose. It is not so scary as 1 thought, 1t is

Al moving torward, moving on, moving, moving,

I Iy




NATHANIEL

My head feels damp and swollen with medicine, and 1 can’t open my
eves. '];he light still pushes through them, blinding and fluorescent, always
bﬂzzzzzzzzzz.zzzzz all around me. As a reflex 1 first try to orient myself in-
wardly, figure out how long I've been here, but everything swims, including
my thoughts, and 1 feel myself fade.

Swish scratch, swish scratch, shuffling shoes wake me again. The din

- = i - :come something of white noise, al-
of voices SPEﬂLJng medicalese has becom C o ;

most inaudible, but the shuffling walk always stands out, like sandpaper

against cheap plastic. It’s accented with mindlessly violent writing on
Clipbgards—-—SCfﬂtCh, scribble, scratch, tip, scratch, scribble, scratch, rip. 1
listen for my own breathing under the sounds of the room, but I don’t hear
it. The only sense that rises above the various prickling noises is the over-
whelming tactile sensation.

The liquid in the IV masks much of what I can tell I would otherwise be
feeling, but 1 feel the liquid itself pushing into my arm, ice cold and giving
my veins toO much thickness. From my chest I still feel the same crushing
ache, the same pulsating, radiating soreness, The only difference in this mo-
ment of wakefulness as compared to those he’d drifted in and out of before

now is the vague smell of food in the air, something sweet, like jam or fruif

ple.
A tickle on my arm draws my attention suddenly and fully. I feel a8
] " = l a L T 1. 4 ""l-[.‘ l'

though a series of hairs are standing on end in a trail up my side. Like
many times before now, I attempt to lift my arm or shift my body and il
‘he movements futile. As the hairs move to my armpit, I exhaust myself

' - rtemples, matting
1ne e in any way I can. 1 feel sweat torm on my temples, m
trying to mov y wad)

mv hair and running behind my ears, as I fight to summon energy. All'| hive
! 4 < o
' 2 act am able to accomplish, but the strain of the ¢F
goes into the one action [ am able to accomplish, b ,
fort has my mind sharper and more present than it has been in what seem
like davs or weeks. In what must appear from the outside to be o pathel
b i "

| limply bob my head forward, tltng my face towis

cally weak gesture,

50

my chest and allowing me to look down at the sensation. I focus all my will
to pull my eyes open for the first time since my arrival here. If not for the
sudden presence of mind this odd sensation has brought me, I doubt I’d be
able to do it, but the lids stretch slowly, and after several long moments of
painfully blinding light, shapes around me sharpen.

[ look down and toward my left arm, to where I first felt the sensation,
and it looks like tiny bits of dirt are crawling up the crook of my elbow and
side of my chest. My heart is beating faster now, panic clearing my head and
sharpening my thoughts further. My eyes move deliberately slowly to the
bandages around my chest. A swarm of prickling brown trails is leading
under the white bandage at every angle. I never think to try calling out with
true words, but I can hear an animal whine come from somewhere deep
inside my throat. | follow the border of where skin meets bandage, trying
(o break down the event into something understandable. A twitch draws my
ittention to a lump on a spot of skin just above the bandage. T refuse to be-
lcve, refuse to think, as the twitching lump moves, under the skin, like a tiny

urrowing mole. Before my vision darkens again 1 watch more twitching

imps emerge from under the bandage, following the first in a studded line.



OTHER HALF i

KRISTEN JONES

The first thing I experienced in my new life was light. Before that, I lived in

constant motion, surrounded by suffocating darkness. Nothing was visible
in that murky abyss, and the emergence into this new world with colors and

Shapes and sunshine terrified me. Now I know I was right to feel this way.

When 1 was washed ashore, the air stung my body. The salty wind licked
and dried my skin until I could no longet move. Immense figures clouded
my vision as they walked along the sand. 1 hoped they would pass me by,
and they did again and again. Thankfully, I realized my body was partially
covered by a bundle of dried seaweed.

I dreaded the sound of birds. Their shadows circled over me. Once, i
scagull’s disgusting feet inched towards me. He laughed and strutted across
the sand. I struggled to move. It was useless. I lay there staring down the
dirty creature. He shrieked to his friends, and suddenly a swarm of them
drew near to feast their eyes upon me. 1 shuddered, waiting for certuliy
death. I would be torn apart by the greedy monsters, They would pohhile

me up and ﬂ}’ away to cackle and bother the rest of the world,

Y

But, alas, a couple that chose the wrong time for a seaside picnic saved
me. The flock of birds caught the smell of bread and chips. Not able to
resist the Intoxicating aroma, they left me alone in order to attack someone
else’s feast.

The most agonizing part of this new place, however, was that T could
hear the waves, my |

, my home calling out to me. | longed to return, but my body
Was us —dri aking in thi g |
vas useless—dried and baking in this newfound heat. One afternoon, 1 real-
jZE | ¢ | 7 +
d I had died. My flesh had turned white, and I was smoother than ever

before. I did not pass into that state in which most believe. One moment |

was alive and the next I was not.

lmal-a i
Weeks passed. The wind blew, but it no longer troubled me. I did not have
(0 fight to stay alive. One morning, as the sun peeked over the waves and
the seagulls began their wretched song, 1 noticed a shadow approaching. It
Was a man. )
I He was alone, carrying only a fishing rod. His steps were timid, as if
¢ was unsure of each movement. He was large, though to me everything
v large. His body was wrinkled and tired. T remember he did not carry anv
it with him. In fact, his fishing rod went unused that day. Later, I won-
dered why he carried it at all. His shadow became darker and darker until he
tood over me, peering down at my lifeless form with plercing gray eyes. A
lny smile flickered across his face. He slowly bent down. I héa;Li L:he#bﬂnes
i his knees crack. His breath came quick and heavy. 1 was torn between
cwditement and sheer terror. What would he do with me? 1 was almost
Cortam humans wouldn’t eat me. |
lover so slowly, his dry, weathered hand extended towards my place in
e wand.  His fingers came so close, but suddenly, his entire hc};h-; lay on
wp ot me, was caught beneath the sof part ol his belly, rnrnnlwﬂd EI; the
bric of his shirt, Flis body pressed me o licle deeper into the earth as he

trugpled to stand, Fe rolled onto his baclk, freeing me, He spreead his arme

Y,




above his head. As he failed to sit up again and again, his face became red

and damp with sweat. There, as I lay next to him, shining and whole, he

began to cry. Thick tears swept down his cheeks, and as he turned onto his
side, I could feel that familiar moisture that 1 had longed for all these weeks.
The giant drops slammed against me, but I relished the feeling. Though my

flesh was gone and could no longer enjoy the sensation, 1 was overtaken

with what had once been my life.
The man’s body shook with an unspoken orief. People often believe

that things that cannot speak do not feel. To them 1 say this: that day,

watching the old man sob ncar the sea made me realize 1 could feel despair

and loneliness, nostalgia and pain. But as his body ceased trembling, and

the tears subsided, he saw me once again. 1 was the reason he had fallen
in the first place. He <miled for the second time, and when his ojant hands

moved to lift me from the sand, 1 was not afraid. In fact, for the first time,

I knew what hope was.

That morning, he carried me in his hand. His thick fingers cutled

around me gently, and I was brought to a new place. I heard a gate squeak
open, and the sound of the sea was 2 distant whisper. Through the slits in

his fingers 1 could see many steps leading up to a cottage. The blue walls

were faded and worn, and the potch creaked as he walked to the front doot,

It swung open, and we enteted the place that T would learn to call home.
He sat on a whicker chair in the living room and rocked gently back
and forth, still cradling me in his palm. His massive legs stretched out, and
he slowly opened his hand to gaze at me, Rough fingers stroked my suf)
bleached surface. 1 was glad to be somewhere cool and shaded, and this
man was not frightening, as 1 had imagined all humans to be. Shelves lined
the walls, and 1 noticed dozens of glass jars flled with seashells. They wets
little deposits of my formet companions. 1 dreaded being placed amaong

them, forgotten and anonymous among the oreens and grays and pioks

of the ocean. He set me on a table and examined me ander the hght of 3

lamp. 1t was bright, but it fel nice to be admired. For the first time 11 1

existence, 1 tell heautiful,

()

Suddenly, he cleared his throat and spoke.

“Clara, come here. I want to show you something” 1 heard a noise
in another room. Minutes passed in silence. The clock on the wall ticked
loudly, and the man tapped his feet along with it. Finally, a woman appeared
wearing an apron and a large hat. She was out of breath and her face was
red and puffy.

“Yes, darling, What 1s 1t?”

The man stared at his companion with an odd look of sadness and frus-
tration. He gingerly swept me into his hand, stood up on his third try, and
brought me to Clara. 1 was apprehensive of this woman, but the mf:;merlt
she caught sight of me, her eyes danced with excitement.

“Oh, Arthur” she murmured. “It’s beautiful. How did you ever find
a whole one?” The man shrugged shyly, beaming at me. I stared at Clara.
Her face was dry and craggy, lined like Arthut’s but in a different way. Her
features sagged unnaturally, as if she could no longer ward off time.

“Can I wear it?” she asked him. He smiled and brought me to a differ-
cnt room. He placed me on another table, and rummaged through some
drawers. Slowly he brought a long, thin piece of wood into view, placed it
on me, and slowly tapped it with a hammer to form a small hole. I could not
lcel any pain but quivered with each blow from the wooden point. Finally,
he stepped back, blew away the dust I had shed, and brought me to Clara.w

She stood in the kitchen, staring at colorful bubbles in the huge sink.
\rthur crept up behind her, kissed her softly on the neck, and muﬁnured
womething 1 could not hear. She laughed, a full, hearty laugh that filled the
room but was gone as quickly as it came. She disappeared down a hall-
wiy and returned moments later with a thin pink ribbon. Arthur looped
I through my new puncture and Clara turned her back to him. At first 1
thought she was unhappy with me. She had just been admiring my beauty,
What had changed? 1 thought, |

1hen, with reverence, Archur lifted me hich over her head and lowered
e to her wreinkly chest, 1 fele the ribbon IIIIE'hi’IlI‘l{ t'|_11||1IL‘I‘ as he secured the
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heart beat faintly against me. [ wondered what 1t would be like to have sO

nd life lowing through you. 1
soft fingertips. Arthur’s smile

organs and blood a would never know.

many
clutched at me with her

She turned and

stretched across his entire face.

ys wanted 2 whole san

“T’ve alwa d dollar,” Clara whispered.

«“\Well, my love, nOW you've got one.”

She slept with me, at€ with me,

[ spent weeks against this woman’s body.

bathed with m

of her habits. She took hout-

e, and could not fathom removing me. [ came to know all

long baths, submerging me 10 freshwater and

oaInst the pmtcelaiﬂ tub. Folds of skin lay

Her white skin shone a
meticulously, washing

soap.
ed every inch of hetself

against her bones. She lather

each wrinkle and dark spot clean.
« took walks togethef, th

He would sigh, ple

ough she was always the onec

She and Arthu
ad with her to

o take his hand and ask to go home.

, but ultimately we would al
landing with a thud

king me into a state

| turn rround and return tO the cot-

keep going
tage. Once, against the wood
< 1 was afraid she woul

mained upright, 1 coul
hour ot so, she ased the bed

<he fell in their bedroom,

d collapse against me, crac

Aoor
d hear Arthur in the nexl

of worthlessness, Lt shere

che didn’t call out to him. Afrer an

room, but
o, Arthut pulled the pink sheets away from her body

ro stand. Fach motnin
ad agﬂinat her stomach. He wou

his balding head, but he could

and rested his he 1d lie there antil she awe e,

tretch and stroke never d1sguise

She would s
the despair.

One evening after dinne
scribble answers to the ¢

r, she and Arthur sat on the tattered couch, |

rossword. Then, suddenty.

watched Clara’s hand

;j;r:;lh\‘:-ud Arthur’s and | could see

she stopped and 1rm. She turned to him,
| rosc and (ell with her i

the worty of his face. She took 2 deep yreath.,

(lating lungs, ut she said nothing, She went back

Arthutrs eyes,

(0 her crosswi wrd, 1 N

(4
Pleas i 7
e don’t leave me here,” he begeed. 1 saw her hand reach to touch
his face. She sal | . - | |
h ; She ;
said nothing, stood up, and we both left him there waiting for
reassurance. 1 hated Clara for that.
Days later, as we lay 1n |
a3 _aswe lay in bed, her heartbeat grew fainter and fainter. | lis

tened to the I : i
last lub dub, and then it was quiet as she went still beneath me

[l A E’H f‘.t = .
J.Il\.I.I ] -
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vinoede HlHH'li' ! W' . T
.. e opened his mouth to continue but was interrupted
R IRY Intage q | | ! a
. .vintage, Is it okay 1t 1 wear it? It’s so pretty.”
She didn’t wal i ' |
At for an answer.  She tied me around her neck with

1"'1'““"1[ & ]I“ll (M i ]
: AN [t g
b a g0 show Mom, She T
F |  She'll love 1t ‘Thanks
. anks,



» And with that, she brushed her lips against his hollow cheek and

Grandpa.
bounced out of the room.

dangled precariously Above her ample bosom. She st
here 1 had been so many rimes with Clara and Arthur. In-
plaid couch. Her legs wete dghtly crossed

rode to the

I now

living room W

stead, another womah sat on the

At the knees, and her hair
at 1 found. 1t was Grandma’s.

severely into a bun.
Doesn’t it look perfect

1 decided 1 looked
ht have

was tucked

“Mom, look wh

oy 32 T F
on me?” The girl fip
¢ skin, but only out ©

but 1 didn’t belong to her.

ped her hair for good measurc.
f bitterness. This gitl mig

hideous against he
She had stolen me

been Clara’s gmnddﬂughtcr,
where 1 came from.

idn’t even know
though. It looks fragile.”

away and d
[t's pretty. DBe careful,

“Hm? Oh, yeah.

Sadie walked to the ru
hair fell over her slim s

isty mirror on he wall, and 1 was taken aback by

houlders, and her face was

het reflection. Brown
and her lips were unnatu-

smears coated her €yes,
n Clara had. Her fingers touched

She flipped me

covered 1n makeup. Black

rally rosy. She wore different clothes th
ain, but this time 1 was held between two red nails.

de to side. 1 would have rather stay

k. NeeeecOOOOIIITT spla

me ag
ed with the CcOINS.

roughly st
7 A toy plane crash-

«\roo00000m. BIrrts
nd a small blond boy 010

pile of tiny soldiers. He be-

gled with excitement.

ded in the living room
s, and collapsed next to 2
little tongue protruded ff

Sadie in front

lan

He dﬂpped his hand
om his

them 1nto battalions. His

oan organizing
sed his head and saw

mouth 1n concentraton. Slowly, he rai

of the mirroft.
“That’s 2 dead Echinarachnius «“Tn New Z.ea

kies. You should put h

announced.

parma,” he
im back where he be

_ they call them sea €O

land
ssil fuel one dﬂ}’.”

He could be a fo

yse and fell beneath me. Sea cookie, 1 thought.

longs.

Sadie’s chest 1«
t to g;r;cl' me.

Maybe thats why those seagulls were Ou
Vou'te annoying me.

(O plnjf somewherce else.

“1 don’t care effrey.
..'I ¥

(i

Huh,

“Y y
ou’re not the bos -
08¢ ;
e squecled 3ss of me. Mom? Tell her she’s not the bo ;
squealed. Their S )ss of me,”
. . 1’]’] 4+ 2 . b
| other was reading a magazine
her children’s argument. She | ! azine, completely unaware of
s : ¢ hummed loudly tc
1lv to hetse i
“She doesn’t care. G ' rself, lost in the pages
care. Go away,” Sadie snarled o
ch e Gl :
1 wanna s . i
a sce the sea cookie!” His scream caused
3 L £ c
s i oo used the clock on the wall
F-i'l 2
It’s not called
= (— ﬂ L 1;’ -1 - e k)
e e | sea cookie, freak., It’s a sand dollar, and
. You just can’t have it. G 1f, and you can sec
- have 1it. Grandp: ' ‘ “
¢ Da gave |1 A .
taunted. His cheeks filled with - t to me. It was Grandma’s,” she
: s filled with blood e
o - yd and his fists
i - = L 5 h ’ " <
Sadie laughed at him. clenched at his sides.
I:-':-J_ 1
1ate vou! You're
J are — ; -
| ure the worst sister in the whole w »
gained no reaction but anothe icker f world.” When he
c er snicker from Sadi
Sadie. h T
the reason Dad left usl” , he added, “I bet you’re
_|'_F T e 1 1 "
Angry tears brimmed in the boy’
L o g boy’s eyes and spilled onto his round cheek
Fe ran at his sister, arms flails 4 o CHEEKS.
oo 1 | , arms flailing. When he reached her, he beg : oy
et legs. His head reared back ' j egan kicking at
— ack, and 1t slammed into her stomach. Si
= € Er (ri} . g = 3
gut, and I hung just inches from the b
gasped for air. Jeffrey fell to h - rown carpet. Sadie
e il § ) to his knees, hiccupping from another f
L Y. L (:)W 1_,} Wﬂ{iie r‘il-r : : - [ 3 -‘IJI,J'FEI_.E;E D
; aised her head |
o all, and I caucht si
: : sicht of tl ;
ﬂ,]plﬂg his fﬂ{fﬁ = S e bD‘i-‘ H r
: S and N y. € was
e , and a long stream of snot hung from his nose. He rub
11s chubby fineer : | S noge: Bigiubbed
F E].S Oy . " e jE
e 5 er 1t, transferring it to his grimy little hands. S
alsed her ar B | : | | | 1ands.  dadi
m, poised to punish Jeffrey for what he’d d adie
T g ~ ) one
']ﬂts ; e / l
enough.” A shadow .
oo, G appeared over the three of us. Arth
- starine at his ot * sl
. , ¢ at his grandchildren. His breath cam ickl -
im to lift me f _ ¢ quickly. I yearned fi
e from these disgusti — et
L1CS sousting humans
5 g nans and
he had s . d matvel at my be :
T — ‘ at my beauty like
— _ ; y like
” ’ g ago. Instead, he turned away and shuffled dc e s
eard his bedrod k ; own the hallway
: ’ :. RS e Al {:-‘F'
| m door slam., and I was left stuck to Sadie’ ‘
n a moment, she hac . s sweaty skin.
N , she had untied the knot of the ribbon and I ‘
wards her brother . | 1bbon and | swayed t
wa. Tomoe | \ O-
Dangling between them, [ saw Tefrey’s I
Irlllﬂl | J'IHH.”‘I:{] . Lk ; ' -\-H’H 1]_}5 I_'U.Ir,i"]tch ' 2
s 5 0 the ribbon ' ‘ Into a
cand the imaee of -
ace Of their faces :
Hpure,  Sad o aces blurred into a single
K C Sadie, Jeffrey, Sadi . O a single
, oadie. Jeffrey { =
v, When 1 ¢
uld no loneer disti -
£l distineuish
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at my Sur’face, and

snot Iefttﬁ:a s face had just
[ saw chunks of brown caked under them. His 1

. the middle and extending to my edt‘rca Eventually, he

orooves, beginning

dared to glance at Sadle.

“Don’t ever talk about Dad again, ’
back and forth in her grip antil 1 lande

She snatched me

d on the

> she whispered.

from his hands. 1 swung

kitchen table.

1+ around me, the silence was only broken

That night, as the four of them sat |
V'S food being destroyed between his

fre
he clatter of utensils and Jef
o cken his mother had made, his mouth flap-

ceeth. His jaws gnashed the chi :
1n eternity of this hell, Arthur

i 1 : 'S ‘hat seemed ¢
ping open like 2 seagull’s. After w

w1ped his creased lips.

’ he mumbled. He rose slowly,
dlSﬂppEﬂl’Ed from the room.

< mouth stilled for a moment.

» Qadie whined. Her mother

oripping the table for sup-

“FExcuse me,
He shoved the chair back under it and

of forks ceased, and ev en Jeftrey’s

pﬂl’t.

The scraping
“Mom, how long do we hav

sighed and stabbed at her peas. e
| - I or cettine married. (Girls ar
«Grandpa’s so sad. lt scares me. I’m never getting
icky.”” Jetfrey said defiantly.
T. - '- . i) 2 :
«Trust me, boys are icky too, his mot

<« onto the table. 1 shook with the impact.

1ﬂ 23
nding up. We 're so cool.”

-.1'

L

)

“Yeah, but boys can pec sta
* Nt.
., the table and she groaned at her brothet’s comme

“Please stop talking, Jetfrey.

(il

her mumbled as she slammed her

Sadie’s head fell

I was he | 4 '

5 left on the table that night. When all the dishes were cleared away,
and Jeffrey began tetrorizing his sister, no one noticed me. As I lav in the
moonlight, I missed Clar: ‘ere ' * scef

ght, ira. 1t she were here, I would be resting peacefully
against her skin. Her heartbeat would comfort me, and I would rise and fal]
steadily as she slept beside her husband.

When I could see the stars through the window, 1 heard a doot creak.
Footsteps echoed in the hally ay, and Arthur stumbled into the kitchen. He
pulled out his chair and winced as he lowered himself to sit. The skin
around his thin mouth trembled as he stared at nothing. His eyes were un-
focused, lost in another time,

Then, his big hand reached across the table. It shook shohtly until it
found me as finally cr: in his ' F

. I'was finally cradled in his palm, just as I had been on that fateful
day. His thumb d agains ' | *

4 brushed against me. He brought me to his cracked lips and
pressed me against them. The air from his nostrils blew against me. His
body swayed back g | "hai ' il

y swayed back and forth in the chair. Then, just as quickly as I had been
taken from the table, T was flung down. I saw the anger he had butied deep

inSj- ..'l‘ = - 'F. . 3 .
de. He left the kitchen, abandoning me once again,

When the sun peeked through the window and the damn seagulls began
screeching, Sadie made coffee. The machine gurgled, and she wrestled
around with some pots and pans. The blue flame of the stove flickered
alive, and eggs began to sizzle. She slid plates onto the table and poured
juice into glasses,

Jetfrey raced into the kitchen, surely lured by the smell of food. His
mother soon followed. When the eges were done, the three took their

places around the table and stared at the empty chair. Jeffrey could no lon-

ecr contain himself,

'm hungry. Why aren’t we cating?”’

We're walting on ( randpa,” his mother declared.

(y /



“That’s stupid. 1t’s gonna get cold.” He reached out to grab the plate

of eggs. Sadie gmbbcd the other side and pulled hard.
> she said. The boy kept

“You can’t have any until Grandpa gets here,

his fingers locked on the plate and 1t hovered over me in the center of the

aable. Both of their fingers began to slip, and 1 was helpless to prevent it.
The plate dropped. 1 split into two pieces. I heard them gasp, and then

silence fell upon the kitchen.
me. When it cleared my vision, I saw that they weren’t looking

After several moments, the plate was lifted
at me.

from

Following their

gaze, I saw Arthur standing next to the table. He clutched
the back of his chair. He was so still. His lips were pressed into a hard line,

and his eyes were in that distant place again.
One moment | was

I cannot accurately describe being two things.
whole, and the next I was split. There were two of me, but I was one being,
I was not either piece. I would always be both.

The three of them stared at Arthut, attempting to judge his reaction.

He breathed steadily, but his silence was suffocating, Sadie spoke first.
“Grandpa, it’s okay. We can put it back together.” Her voice quivered.

«“And even if we can’t, it’s no big deal. T only had it for a day. 1 wasn’t too at-

tached yet.” She giggled awkwardly, but it dwindled away into silence again.

Arthur reached out to touch me. He picked up both of my pieces. This
time, his hands were firm. I was squeezed tightly into his palm. His voice

was ragged and cold.
think 1 care about that? You're so guddﬂmn selfish.”

“Do you honestly
With that, he began walking, The kitchen door slammed shut behind us,

and 1 could hear the waves beating against the shore. Arthur stumbled over
ooed rocks but stayed upright. When he finally reached the edge of

some ja
d motionless. I was torn. Iloved the sea. It was my first

the water, he stoo
home. Somehow, though, I didn’t belong there anymore.

Arthur bent over. Against all odds. he knelt down. The waves lapped
at his knobby knees, soaking his pants. He plunged his fist into the water,
and T was immersed in that salty liquid. One by one, his fingers released me
1 1 floated for a moment until 1 was saturated, and then I began

itlin t'|u' SC

(44

sinking. I caught a

brﬂe _EE| L ks p £ }

against the sun.

L

(')

and those s: ay '
se sad gray eyes blinked
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stand doing it anymore in my |

stacks of ruined magazines on the table, tattered pages

and faded covers
flowing through his fingers as |

1¢e looked for aﬂ}fthing to read. The man next
to him spoke up,

“Which washer is yours?”
“Huh?”

“Which washer has your clothes in it?”

He put the magazine down, and pointed at one across the room.
“That one’s mine.”

The other man pointed to the one next to it,

“Mine’s right there. Look, they’re right next to each other.””
"1 guess they are.”

The man in the seat next to him

was an anachronism, a statue from
another time. His skin wr

1s translucent, and skinny blue ve

Ins crisscrossed
through his arms. Spots of age dotted his

face, his hair was white and like
the wind. The Velcto straps on hi

s shoes were stained with dirt. He struck
meet you.”
His eyebrows arched “I'm David.”

- 3

out a hand, “I’m John, its nice to

John’s skin was dry and chalky,

soft like old papet. “You smell like
smoke, David.”

“Well, I just smoked.”
“Oh. Well that makes sense.”

“Do you want a cigarette?”
“No, I quit.”
David’s hands tfumbled in his pockets. He lit a ¢

garette. The reflection
from the flame on John’s skin aged him.

“Why are you here, David?”
“Huhr ’'m getting my laundry done.”
“No, I mean, why don’ you have a machine

at home?”
David huffed, “Why don’t you?”

“lused to do the laundry for my wife and 1. but when she left, [ couldn’t

ouse,””
1.1{ };l 11
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2 " a3
ford a washing machine.

ApPeE inoleum.
David’s oiled leather shoes tapped on the ]

; 9
“I’m living alone right now.

* =23
“Right now?

rmv wife. Even
' e of weeks ago by my
“T was kicked out of the house a coupl

el
| ' own the house.
though 1 technically own

“What'd you do?”’
“Cheated. Got Cﬂught.”

“Huh.”

] , achines played
There was silence, like a still pond. The drumbeat of m P

in the background.

. a3
“I cheated on my wife too.

33
“Well, Jook at you. B o
| ' - on a Friday night.
‘ .ir laundry on a Friday nig
| “Two guys, doing theit H
David lauched, “Iwo guys, {
E / fucked up.”
John rasped, “Well, we tucked up. .
. J il
«“That we did. What did you do after she caught yo

(. -‘fl j

" 2 7 b}'
lex across 1-35, down

: " y the apartment compile:

young, eatly 20’s. | moved to P

2 22
¥
i ’m sure you’ve seen 1t
that old gas station. I’'m sute yoO

p 22
“This was here? N
“Yeah. I've been in that apartment for close to 50 years i 1 (

eah. I’v

' -ent from me anymore.
doesn’t even collect rent

his joints breathe.
: 23
“Christ, that’s a long time.
“Yeah, it 18.”
fe?”
‘“Well, what happened to your wite:
2 ! |
| ad two kids. I «
“Also moved on, got married again, had two ki

28 i - B * : , "” 59
‘ t to see her, if she’s doimng well,
sometimes. every month or so. Just to sec
| L j J

us
“Do vou talk to her?

. .
” John flexed his fingers, letting

lrive by her house

“I did once. I walked up on her porch and knocked on the edge of the
screen door that they had. She yelled me off the lawn. Since then, I've been
just driving by, though not as much lately. My car broke down, so I take the
bus every where now, and no bus makes 2 pit stop in the suburbs. Haven’t
been by in years.”

David stared straight ahead at the rows of machines, his John looked

at him,

“What’s your story?”

“I, uh, I met this woman at 2 bar one night, after work. I told my wife
['was staying late, and we did, technically. Big project due the next week to
some firm, plans for a building, I can’t even remember the name now. She
comes on to me, and I'm tipsy, and stupid. All T remember is waking up the
next morning, my phone had twelve missed calls, and then I looked over.
She found out next week, after I gota call from the woman I slept with. She
yelled and cried, and mascara ran down her face, to the side of her nose. It
got stuck there, in that little fold of skin.”

T'hey sat together in silence as lights started to flicker like candles,

John pulled out his flask and sy allowed, handing it over to David.
David took it wordlessly, letting his throat burn. Smoke started to gather
above them from John’s cigarette.

The liquor started to take hold, stringing nooses around their necks.

Flush faces, tinged with blood in the cheeks; they laughed like kings on their

plastic thrones, drunk with apathy.

“Still have a cigarette?” asked Tohn.
&= a .

David handed over the pack of Pall Malls and John lit up. I'rom a
distance it looked as if they had smoke ring halos. They burned through the
pack silently, waiting for the laundry to finish.

John spoke first, “What are you going to do now?”

David sighed, “I don’t know. That’s the problem.”

“When did vou talk to her last?”’

“Two weeks,”

SWhere are vou staying now?”



2y
“Super 8 by the freeway.
Smoke continued to gathet.
27
“You could go get her back.

. o
«“That sounds a little cliche.

X it 1 2 fifty yvearss
“Well. you wanna Sit 11 an ﬁpﬂftmf;ﬂt for V 3
I
12
o ife back?”
“JDhn why didn’t you go get your wilc f
| ‘. W -r back.”
“T don't think 1 v anted her back.
“Really?” fed before
.;. | ‘ y > O1CC c
Mayl If 1 truly did, | would have tried harder. 1 trie : |
(44 . : , . T
& 1.1|-lr _JL'! o - Y L] L] Sl B l_lqd L r‘*l
'. I w Y 2 idiot. dhe he )
d. It was a disaster. 1 was crying, like an
she oot remarried. g

. .
r sfore we could buy
houch. It was at the apartment we Stay ed at, bef
e S h with a new
| e -0 1 hew house
i Ten she moved out to a
' f -ed out. and when sh
house. 1 was kicke : ‘
i1l live 1 t
| e in that apartmen
d back in. I still live
husband, I moved
'rj.'}:'
“That’s the apatrtment you bought:
ek
_ 3
«“Vou wanted het back.

3 )
T don’t know, David. I don't know.

W C ve David?”
John pulled another drink from the flask, “Who do you love
) : ¢

H\K]h ﬂ,t:’j”
“Did you love her?”
“Rachel?”

i
“So that’s her name. N N
h the smoke, “Yeah, it’s Rachel.

David olanced at John throug

: -

4 T
“So did you?
2 a3
“Veah. I still do, I think.
. 1
“You think? She doesn’t think that.
| ) 373
“Fuck vou, how would you know: | -
; ' ‘ > -odd.
id. I’ uooestineg something
“You cheated David. I'm not sugg o et il
| ‘1 -- ; | 2 .l ) Ilrt_.‘n [l d L}

David 11(')ppcd his cicarette on the tile, letting 1t dic

David drofg S 1o

' E _' : y A S ITE \'|[al1|
| aclk lissourl, where we s
ith Rachel before we werc martied, back i Mi
ment with I

] : i P i R.ll
| iehe our shitey fable s
Id study topether, 1n the litehen, on

() Hl‘IH'IH:il, \‘K[‘ woulad S (o

ow In the parking lot, David was watching the machines, |l

got from some ministry. We would work until two of three A.M, in silence,

drinking coffee we would take turns refilling. Then we would go to bed,

leaving everything out scattered. We would do that almost every night. I had

never been so content. I remember one time the light bulb burnt out, with

this pop. Rachel screamed and I just laughed. We didn’t have any other bulbs

In- the apartment actually, so we had to burn one of those scented candles

she was so fond of and keep it in the center. We were huddled together to

catch glimpse of the light on our papets.” David’s cheeks
curtains,

pulled up like

“Shit. That sounds like love, David.”

“Fucking hell, John, I know that’s love. But that’s not here

anymore,
Not anymore.”

David’s eyes were half filled wells,

The fire alarm went off, yelping like a dog, Through the blanket of
<e, John and David could see the little blue light flash on and off. They
sat there as the siren sang,

SIMo

John coughed.
“Oh, hell.”
David cleared his throat.

“Now what?”’

I guess the fire department would come, eventually. Find us drunk in l
a laundromat.”

They both laughed at the absurdity of

. | 1 |
it, of how strange it seemed. Two |

= : : . ; |
men, drunk off of cheap liquor in a laundromat at 2 A.M, with clouds of |

|1
smoke rolling from machine to machine, trapped by the ¢lass. They

laughed |i|l
. i (W
like tools walking to the gallows. :|.|
l
'.f
“
IIII
® & @ ’
When the firetruck rolled around. its bulky mass casting a strange shad

¢ thought about



how careless the clothes seemed. Firemen jumped out of the car, lengths of

rubber hose wrapped on their houlders, but when the saw only the smoke,

nd no flames, the look of disappointment was almost palpable. One walked

in. his shiny boots squeaking on the floor as he wav

way over to David, who was staring at

ed some of the smoke

away. He made his his laundry, and

how empty the machine looked to him.

The firemen followed his line of sight, «“\What the hell are you doing?”

David mumbled.

“What?”

David grabbed John by the shoulder, laughing at the fireman. He shook

John. An empty bottle sat by David’s chair.

“l.ook, buddy. We gotta go, before you inhale too much smoke. This

isn’t exactly a big laundromat.”
David looked up at him,

“Fine, fine. Let’s go, John.”

The fireman glanced around, “Who’s John?”
David pointed.“John’s right here.”
“There’s no one right there.”

“What?”’

‘“Vou're alone?” He saw the empty bottles and flask, “How much did

you drink?”’

the chair, his body limp like wet cloth. The

David was motionless 1n
vid by both of the armpits, lifting him up and dragging

Areman grﬂbbed Da
lowed them. The fireman sat

him along out of the laundromat. Smoke fol

David down on the grass and pulled out his radio.

“Hello? Yeah, we have a drunk guy over at the laundromat by 1-35, he

set off the fire alarm inside with four packg of cigarettes. We need someonc

dical services too, he was hallucinating,’

5

to come pick him up. Possible me

David started to cty, and his laundry was done.
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THIS OLD LOVE

-_'\

KAYLA MOSES

Walt Whitman once said of this old love:

We were together. 1 forget all the rest.”
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l a0 way to refuse the feelings that wash
' e WS .
davs. But there wi

.

o

she read those letters, It was overpowering, especially at sixteen, Everything
that year had seemed veiled in a blushed haze. The war

was a l_omming for:
eign headline that could be Swept away in

a stolen glance or between lines of
Clive’s prose. He was only cighteen then, a baby. It was then that she began
to call him Keats.

Eliza’s eyes crinkled at this memory. Keats. If only

she’'d known. Keats
died young. Clive, too, ha

d died in a way when he came back from France.
[t wasn’t a surprise then; all the boys got off the train with this flashbulb

look in their eyes like they couldn’t adjust to the darkness because they’d
been living there so long. She married him less than 4 year after he returned,
expecting their life together to be just like his poems. She'd saved up her
typist’s checks for all the weeks he’d been gone and bought him a leather-

bound notebook and weighty silver pen as a wedding present. He’d accepted

it with hollow resignation. She found over half the pages in the wastebasket
a week later, most with a single word crossed out at the top.

He told her he couldn’t write anymore. Not poetry, not anything. Some-

times she’d catch him squinting into the sunlight as though he wanted to go

blind. One night, weeping into his side of the bed after a nightmare, he’d
asked her to hold him closer.

“I'm afraid of the monsters that take me when I can’t feel

vou, Clem.
Never leave me.”

And all she could think of as she held his shaking frame was the years

that stretched ahead of her and those empty, empty pages.

KEATS

Clive listened from the rocker on the back porch as Eliza pulled out from
the drive. He had asked her to bake him an apple pie over breakfast that
morning. Hliza loved to bake.

He'd needed some time to himself. His bones hurt and he was feeling
nostalgic. The ereek behind the house smelled like INentucky, Clive |

reathed
deeply, his vickety chest puttinge with effort,

')




The humid smell of summet bmught him back to the first tfime he’d
ly pretty Eliza Donahue from two

written to Clem, back when she was simp
fancied himself a writer

over and not his Clementine. He’d always

streets
her love brought forth a wealth of words

he never knew

before Eliza, but

existed.
When he was in France, he kept notebooks for her of all the things

he’d seen,

good and bad. As he rode the train from Avignon on leave two
|

years later, he tore out the pages with descriptions of anything gruesome.
Eliza was porcelain and knew no wrong in the world. Her immunity meant

evcr}*thing.

Clive chuckled at the recollection of the concessions he’d made for his

young wife. He puffed a few draws on his pipe, squinting,
On their wedding night, she’d looked at him with animal eyes walst-
deep with horrot stories from mothers and close friends. He’d kissed her

~heekbones with understanding; they spent the rest of their first night to-

gether as husband 1nd wife slow dancing to Glenn Miller in their honey-
moon suite until Eliza was too tired to stand. He remembered carrying her

to bed, stroking her hair until she’d fallen asleep.
He cherished these memories in his old age. All the beautiful he had

left was muddled around in his head, the company of ghosts and phantom

B-17 propellers.
The sweet nothings of his letters had fallen underfoot somewhere back

yside. This was hard. He knew she expected the poct

in the French countr
boy from the 4th of July

that climbed the trellis, the freckled Kentucky
picnic that was too poor to carty 2 notebook. Clive stroked his whiskers

and adjusted his pipe. Bliza never raised her voice because she was a lady,
but he knew that for years she’d been silently collapsing, unable to vocalize

anything at all.
She’d only really fallen apart once, several years into their

e 1Lindbergh book Gift from the Sea. which she’d teartully
she'd

martiage,

She’d just finished th
coted around for weeks. He knew there was something wrong becausce
stopped baking, All those smells of spices and (our that came to mind when

S8 |

'{-)I lllb q!ﬂ]f rl";i"lt F et 1 COWET - t )
ba il 00T ]ﬂ.{:k el {.i {) 5 ]
. ' 1€ V11l Y H{EHL -E Vvt } Cﬂu[]l ) : P 1O°CS ]l!lfiF d p E‘lﬂ(] fl I‘;
® - E {— f i ; y : <
qUEStI{JHS H}JUHT__ ﬂiflﬂ’lnﬂﬁ; “;“l il.['} .{'u f Y L | | . b:D[— l]ﬂs
- £ L8 .-1 1— Il.-I 1.-1_11 ‘I:'Hrlr fq I"--].- i i
) ¢ & £ 1"!' 'Hfﬁnr 1(‘:}(—}]{ 1 h % 7 ﬁ .
E t.r‘ "Eﬂlﬂ = .'-. ; '. . [j
| | | { i h_ L L. r __] = i
]I{__]'t A1 S{'JUHd] 5 S -;F > | I &1 IHE{E f: . 1T | t j—l ‘
EL Ltw hf:- {.i t;-i.]“:c = L
[ i 1 {}f h l 5 .
L !-lt 2 -
l{.)n . tlv 1 f{)rl arte d}ﬂﬂﬁlj flﬂd hEI‘ hGSEd el
e pIE I{E r]_ ch . : L vl. - t .
L E-.-'.. 5 / p
th{]\.;e fl- Hgilﬁ ShGUI(.iErS- R cl -- ‘Itl.lg | | 1-'-]

"She flew,” she sobbed. “But I don’t know how.”
ENDINGS
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s an old love, after all. We do what we can



THE POND MONSTER

JOANNA REESE
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ino for the firefly I tried
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“Where did it go?”” she says.

to murder.

“T+ died.”

-
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She takes a step back, as though tearing she would be next
“My mommy says you're lonely.”

I let it sting for a2 moment I've started embracing these sorts things in
the hopes that I’]] develop

an immunity.
“Yeah? Well. vour mommy’s 4 h—"’
} - w

1 stop myself because I’'m not teady

for this to be rock bottom. Tell;

no
oft the lower o1rl could wait,

s 1

beautiful Matron of Honor.”

All her mother, Cam, had ever done was give birth (o
3 =

Anna and three
other kids. I don’t think she’s ever e

ven had a job. Wheneve
pid smiling face, ] imagine having to stay home with
about how

r I see her sty-

them all day and think
miserable she must be. Her house is COV

and she collects ceramic dolls,

l'am the only other cousin of (

_am and Chelsea, the bride, but I was
lieved to not be in tl

1e wedding. After 2

maybe, an option that | scribbled

re-
I, I had sent back the RSVP checked
in myself.

It might have been harsh, but it just feels Jike my family always acts extra

trying to convince me how
As if they can smile me oyt of this

happy around me, a5 if they’re great it is here,
“tunk” I’'m in, as they put it. They
week and church ey
d yet I'm the one in 4 funk.

Anna runs off. | brush

to work from nine to fye every

ery Sunday at ten in the
morning, an

the grass from my butt and w

alk further away
from all the noise toward the small

pond where Cam, Chelsea, and I use
l, they would play while I sat on tl

knees scrunched to my chin, thinking about how
from the grass and how g]]

d to
play when we were girls. Wel

1€ small dock
with my

my IE;:;S itched
the rocks they skipped were probably upsetting
the snakes and monsters that lived in the

murky depths. I never even dipped
In a toe.

LLooking at the lights reflected in the pond makes me long for the city.
No one there thinks it weird to be twenty-four and single, In

the city,
I know what VOu want to e

vou're allowed (o 1

oreven what the hell you're
domg now

=
-
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“The country air smells great,” a voice says behind me.
i | ' i ' i ¥
I turn and scrunch my nose at him. I remember seeing him standing up

i HOMS i ing back tears.
there with the other groomsmen, beaming and holding

Ll E jj
inless you’re ‘1ter Afetime.
“Don’t say that. Not unless you're a Writet for |

" %
“Close. My name 18—

“D[}]_‘l?t,”

“[ixcuse me?” he says with a smile.

. - ’m gof g ‘hen 1 see vou later
“1f vou tell me your name, I'm going 1o feel bad w f

- _',Ij‘
and can’t remembert It.
. T
“Okav.” He says this with his voice going high at the end, like I’'m a kid

i ' ym say! “Pt 1l g0
who refuses to get out of the pool. I imagine my mom saying, Fine, I'll g

- %
home without you.

* i * saying anythi it the dock but let
He sips his beer without saying anything. I sit down on <

' ’s surte ’ * hat the pond gives
mv feet hover just above the water’s surtace. I’'m grateful the p o

as something to look at.
“T'he cousin,” he says in a faraway fashion.

dv for it. The assessment. Grandma and aunts and brothers will

1 get rea

2
i i Tk Ing t F won't
ask vou all these questions about your life already knowing that they w

¥ » ._._. iy T ’-01
be impressed with the answers. Where are you working? Oh, you have ¢

i ork ilosophy store?
degree? Are you going to work at the philosophy

philosophy

; 't matter if you're living their kind
1 always want to tell them: it doesn’t mattet it you're o

if ing is miss 'm | sing to finding it than
of life or my life, something is missing. I'm just closing o
they are.

i (m : - he’s smiling e. It’s
When he says nothing, 1 look up at him and see he’s smiling at m

+ IS W 5 peak - evebrows. I think that maybe
then that I notice his widow’s peak and dark eyebrows \

i w i : HeE ay, 1
i T'd seen him somewhere else, maybe 1n 2 low lit bar or on the subway

| >d his ¢ hi .d something that would make him
might have grabbed his arm and whispered som o

1 T ¥ x] 3 F = o *}; {'i
want to leave with me. But the next morning [ always sneak out and go back
' L

_ . e hink of him
to my studio apartment where I’ll shower him away nd never think of hi

part this time and

211, S Yok - 2t the pond. I'll cut out the middle
again, so I look back at the p

just go straight to foreetting him.

-—
-

H S ' v e : » : . _ o
e sighs. “If you’re not going to do the small talk I’ll do it for vou.” Out

of the corner of my eye | see him take a ste

p closer and turn his back to me.
“What do you do?”

He goes back to his original position. “I’'m a writer.”

He switches back again.

. S o n e .
Oh, that’s so interesting. What kind of writers”
Again.
21 H
Thank you for asking. I'm a greeting card writer for Hallmark.”
“What?” I laugh. “That’s so .. . ”
“Mundane?”
“Nauseating,”
44 sl 10 ; ' :
Ilike it, actually. It’s a job.”

“Yeah, but, is that what v anted? Wer '
, but, at you wanted? Were you a little boy

who dreamed
of com; * | ke |
coming up with things like ‘Dearest sister, I hope y

ou cherish this special
7 - ? ’ i
day, and don’t choke on rainbows or shit out puppies.’?”’

He shrugs. “I think there’ -thi j imblic;
irugs. 1 think there’s something to be said for simplicity. 1t’s good

people happy.”

I can understand the allure. ] mean, I don’t hate ev

working conditions and I’d like to think ’m making

| erything. I’'m just not
interested in pretending to be interested.

1“‘1'. . RN § o e :
grin and say, “You’te churning out facades of happiness.”

YL s * 95
Okay, I tried.” He takes a few steps away but then turns back. “You

know, you'’r ¢ |
nOw, you're one of those people that gets off on being complicated, but I

had you figured out instantly. Tt wasn’t hard at all.”
[ keep my eyes on the water. “Oh, really?”

g g 7 e % b

Yeah. You wore that slinky black dress and your hair stick straight
}j C& SR r i - . - ’ )
ecause you know your mother hates it that way. You think you’re so much

better the : ' : s
ctter than all these people here, Just because you went to a liberal arts

SC : 't be satisfied wi | | |
hool and won’t be satistied with the classic white picket fence story.”

ust when ink he’s done, he takes : "
| I think he’s done, he takes a deep breath and then puffs out

his cheeks a little.

You Lt'{']‘l Willting for HHIHL'[IH'IIH better to iUH! |'!|H[! N vour ]-|;‘= You

spend all yvour time waitine for ¢’ T WL SRl i . i
g tor iy but ‘it doesn’t exist. it’s this thing yvou’ve

"




7
i i > fixate at you can't
built up in your mind. something you’ve become SO fixated on thaty
u rour & 0 .
| i reryone ye a revolution-
stop and enjoy breathing the country aif. Not everyone can be 2
L | | ' y realize t . start
| it M for vou to realize that and
| i to take a bit more ume J
ary, but its going
a L} [ ] ::
enjoying the ride. | 1#
. = L] 2 i 2 5 E.Hh
I pretend that his words haven’t chilled my bones and calmly sp
¥ ) L] i??
c you k ng:
ithout looking at him. “What makes vou think you know anything
withe Hking : f .
7 - . ¥ F retﬁn_
“1 used to be scared of happiness, too. Then | realized whata p
i . 27
tious dick I was being.
23
“You should put that on a card. |
- ! > 1 . 3 o i .I_l uSt
He walks away. 1 realize that I'm sitting with my knees tucked 1n, |
. J S ’m still afraid.
like when I was little and afraid. 1 peer over the dock’s edge. I'm still aftz
[ i |
* < self back and forth unul |
My legs won't stand, so 1 start rocking myself back ¢ "
enou " ' -dge and Into
' ; et and slowly fall over the edg
in e l momentum to roll over a \
gain enoug
the water.
' * and after
There is a small splash. More of a plump. | stay balled up
- all I see 1s oonbeams
sinking for a few seconds, 1 open my €yes, but all 1 see is dull m .:
filtering through the green watct. e
i 7 elr | .
\Wherever the monsters are, they don’t care that I've 1nvaac P
3¢ rface
r bre I let mvself float to the su
When I can no longer hold my breath J .
| -' eeling the
and reach for the dock. I pull myself up and plop on my back, o |
I - | |  drips ' v legs anc
ater pool around me, loving how 1t romantically drips around my leg
W _ | | 1
. 4 TE T o
i i -an’t believe 1've never 1€
down mvy neck. I take in deep gulps of air, and 1 can 3
. J i S > watetr mixes with
allv thought about how aif tastes, 5O clean and soft. The wat
¢ o '

os life to

L

the air and rather than the cold making me uncomfortable, 1t b%ﬂ‘n f
mv limbs. 1 feel a vigor growing inside my chest and 1 sit up, smiling. [ am a
ﬁs:h who has just now realized she needs water. 3
1 do want to know his name. Maybe 1 will give him my numl_).m. W
can go to dinner. That’s what people who want healthy 1‘E]ELI’.iHI1H]"1;]‘1H {h;.
erv them as my feet dance across the SOT

My shoes are too squeaky so [ carry them as my feet c

' \ | ‘H'il'ﬁ“'l”ili‘ll'ﬂl
: : ‘he tree at the «coePi1on ;11‘.‘1{} h]‘n}l I‘I!l11 Ll | =4
I 'qq ol a0 1{.1 111 . tl I:].t ll'l{-.- IL{‘-{_l

Cam’s friends.

18

2 = i ; H
She’s pretty, but it doesn’t bother me. It doesn’t bother me because now
['m looking at him, and his tie seems too plain and his shirt too ironed. His
hair is ; oelled % GG -—% et '
r1s perfectly gelled and he’s sitting straight up and giving her polite eye

contact. He speaks, and then she speaks, and then he speaks again. They are
playing ping-pong with words.

All of a sudden I want him to marry her, because she would fit perfectly
into his simple life; a life that anyone could live if they wanted to. But I will
keep looking for it. I will keep looking for it and even if it is never found or
if I never even find out what it is, at least I will be away from here.

He spots me, this swamp creature covered in sludge, peering at him
under twinkling lights and the air smells like vanilla and there is an otf-key

mandolin playing around us. I mouth Thank yvou, and he keeps staring with
his eyebrows scrunched together.
I drip, I walk around the edge of the reception ignoring all the wrin-

kly and soon-to-be wrinkly people glaring at me. If I hurry, I can catch the
10 o’clock train into the city.




SOPHIA
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ruining Sophia’s uniform - like
my universe. I’d cone and

her

fice buzzed me out of Katz’s fifth
accident, because she’d had a little
WI’H’H il :H‘I“f\'t‘:i. lﬂti T

WIS oo { [jI{I 1i) I."”' F_Il””'“.

were bizarre little pleats and Underoos

ined it was the same sort of

plans, even.

built into the bottom half. T imag—

personalized shit reserved for athletes, Olym-

| Shrugged Off my old man’s N
crumpled Keith Rich
belt buck]e jaﬂgled

uevo Boogaloo Stones shirt, kicking a
ards into the corner. 1 didp’ need his eyes on me, My
as 1 dropped my skinnje

s. I circled my hips a few times
in the skirt half, squinting

to see a bleached belly dancer in the mitror. My
body looked like meat spilling out of 2 g usage casing. My ass didn’t look the

patt, either. Cheetleaders werce golden and shining, and my

floppy moon-

beam cheeks puckered out the stdes in al]l the wrong places. | ¢

ven heard g
few stitches rip.

The top was all straightjacket, and | wondered how cheetleaders
they couldn’t breathe for

getting caught in my bra; cventually [ vy

disgust, half because | hated

man-
shit. The zipper kept
anked the whole thing off out of

my reflection, but more becgyse
rayon telt like hell and a half There

aged to yell so much when

the itchy-ass

were red marks, an

Imprint from the
zipper along my spine.

| read somewhere once that Venus de Milo w

as like a size ten or some-
thing. But there’s no fucking

way. I stared back at myself — g

beluga calf,
cxpansive, the product of pasta

and adoring Ttalian mothers.
Sophia’s uniform looked

defeated on my closet floor, ]
wond

stood over it,
ering if 1 should even bother of

ving it back since [ gave the whole

Plus, I had ripped those stitches. And

e stretched out., [t wWas

built-in Underoos thing a go, the
whole thing looked 2 litt]

a sort ot private revenge,

a bizarre desecration of everything perfect in
ruined something stupid th

at meant the world to
. Probably one of the only thing

s that mattered to her, honestly. |

ater, when the dopey desk lady Ms. Bissell in the front of-

period algebra to ask if T°d

I'd lie about it |

recerved it by |
accident. and could I please let her know |
Yy no, and continue to Say no until Christmas

nyway and nobody aredd

s when i



But it was there, the fat box with the wrong last name. 1t sat hotly in the
back corner my closet, re-wrapped under outgrown sweatets and constantly
reminding me of my lot in life: not among the chosen few, not golden, but
something dull, limited and small.

Periodically I dug the thing out from underneath the junk in my closet
nd tried it on. It was something my mother would have called godly dis-
oraceful. Bit by bit, month by month, it fit tighter and itched more intensely.
The red rayon and wool letters of St. Bernadette’s on the front were a joke.
Who believed in fucking Catholic school cheerleaders? The only sactred
heart they knew was that one of Jesus looking all forlorn-like, eyeing them
from the mantle as they gave their boyfriends handjobs on their parents’
couches.

Me and Christ are on good terms. Being Italian, us neichborhood kids
orew up with a lot of shit from our parents about being on good terms with
he Dio trio. But at school nobody really gives a shit. Anybody can accept
communion and say Hail Mary’s or whatever. I'm sure those girls all have a
regular rotation.

[ began to wonder about getting straight with Christ about the whole
uniform thing. Was it really worth an afternoon in confession? Iather
Doherty would just tell me to return it to the school, and by now most
sports are finished. I think the Pom Squad does the cheering or whatever
for swimming.

The main office and Ms. Bissell never did get wise to me. [ mean, shit,
they asked me day in and day out if itd arrived vet, and I always said -
“Nope! Check with the postman, v’know? It’s a big city. Lotta Baccio’s.
Iotta Lorenzini’s. Helluva lot of Sophia’s. Maybe 1t went somewhere clse.”

Ain’t that the truth. Ms. Bissell kept giving me the stink eye like she was
oonna go all ninth circle on me, but she never said a word. All the Sisters
probably gave up the first week it went missing. Not that they cared much,
really. Sister Francesca that runs the cheerleading is kinda a dark horse, A
bit of a pariah, yknow? | personally think the Oother Sisters are just jealous

that she’s younger than them and a helluva lot less squishy, She mighta even

‘)

Pl I
— = d Pt PREERETEN

I]-E].E-I L}Ed b a s L] .
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for Ty o other Sisters have ;
or Francesca, 1 just know it, They i

3
re always titteri |
bt ys tittering behind her back w
¢ without her habit, lookine all reg
5 = 4 =

You can tell she likes it, too — the

hen
ular-like.

ules cheerleadine o attention, I mean. She always sched.
Jcading practice right befi ;
gnt betotre the bovg

ﬂ'n. I‘\

l (.: rI. ’_!. ';-'j I.j

ady schedul he 1l vi
v scheduling when they’ll visit Father Doherty

confession. .

I can just i ' 7
10 just imagine Father

sitting there, havi
times before: : g heard this a thousand

LET ¥
Forgive me, Father, for I have
lumpisl

plumpish peaches that are Sister Francesca’s s

And mavbhe —

sinned. I was looking at those

weet ass cheeks.”

esus, w ‘t thi
] , wouldn’t this be something — m

DDtht TN ' - HVI}E then F her
V Wou “t+ o ; ather
) Id just h]‘f._‘:r_h and say

thfﬂuﬂ' 2 g 2 € " '
gh the screen, Son, d

It wouldn’ he . Sy
ldn’t be the first time for either | -

of us.”




-

THE MOON BABOON
S

FORREST LYBRAND

]
“The twigs are on the grmuﬂd.

. ' 2
“Yes. and the twits are all inside. 1 the ledoe of Grayson's
3 * : = \ .
. tt1ne bC]_FHﬂ e 1C = /
Sze r intended, sitting |
[t wasn't poetic as they ch pine short and

> pINe st, ea
It overlooked the edge of the pine fores

balcony. black in the night, no cars

, ' mpletely
e ad bevond it, co |
Inourished, the ros 3 | | o ane., Gl
ain | nd Jelly Angelica for real, standing t
A0 c

. 5 | arius a .
gleaming across it. L hivering and her arms pimpled. ltwas
, : shive |
s, her knees

’ : ka thit’l dl‘ES . nd
yeas in. ot T ut sampling the cold all the same. A

Iav) 1‘,_‘}
winter in south Texas, not SNOWY, her, given up on ap-
vest, hands wrapped togetner, g |

rest, |

Darius, silver-tie and knobby

| weather.
pearing detached from the

7 x -
' : said Dartus.
“I can’t stand them,” S o
“The bawling, loud membets

: SR sl 5
" Eie clubs Sdldjdl}. said Darius. “No one 1S
DL - ol

3 L
et Nt your
: T 4 ‘etentious, arcnt )
“Bawling? You are pte n

crying.”’ .
) o
l’-‘\};‘?hﬂt d{j }?ﬂu mearir: o + — ££(11+1rir1[]_j 1{}“{“},".”
«“That’s what bawling is, Jelly k. AL AARRAS S . -Ats
Thats v : | .» gaid Jelly. “Talking about cars,
The noise they make might as well be,” sald Jeliy | .
" € NOoIsc ‘ : ; 1Oy the party,
_ e (O €NJOY ]
| nmer plans half a year away. I came out i
alking about sut - ’ | | KT
lﬂllﬁ- E'.'J' | Lild th{' SaImnc,

+? caid Darius.
Ty I he DArcy ‘-"'”Hdl ¥ : 1
;\\uﬂ}. trom the | 1 af vhe Lhalcony 1n trofnt

tic C he edec
e had an empty clear lﬂzlhtlt cup on | |

1:||
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tilted against the side of the cup. Jelly’s fingers threatened to crack her cup,
still half full of punch.

“So, Grayson invites us and we sulk away,” said Darius.

“Yes, we, the loners.” said Jelly laughing.

They were madly in love. Madly, not in a passionate way, not in a des-
perate sense, but mad in a completely misunderstood, made-up idea.

“They’re probably talking about us,” said Darius. “Why did ‘those two’
go outside? They’re too good for us?”

“Yes,” said Jelly. “And they think we’re talking about them. Which we
are,”’

Both chuckled, both delighted at a common cleverness they shared.
Commonplace.

“1 don’t care.” said Darius.

A snippet of wind, not vet a breeze, dove down past them, ruffling
Darius’ shoulder-length hair and smoothing Jelly’s, which was cropped to
the sliver on the back of her neck. She had the pixie-cut, and her skin was as
white as the sandy stones the balcony was composed of, T hey stood close.
Only a stack of unread books could have filled the space between them,
though they both shivered now and again.

“I don’t care about Grayson’s tree either,” said Darius, “J why he
bought a house with a twenty-foort tall ceiling, isn’t it? To stand 4 gaudy tree
in. That’s why he insisted the club’ party be held here.”

“lIt’s bare)” said Jellv. “Just some green lights, not real ornaments.”

“Lights are all you need, I expect he’d say,” said Darius. “Christmas
s for the sinners, he’d say, and we need lights to show us our way home.
Nothing about fancy ornaments to prolong our vanity.”

“He’s all about humility this year,” said Jelly, gigeling

“New house, twenty-toot tall ceiling,” said Darius, “Marrying a CEO’s
daughter in a few weeks. Very humble.”

Jelly Taughed, squeezing her cup more. They had met through the club,
she and Darius, a year before. Darius was a painter, living in 2 tiny loft in
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“No,” said Jelly. “He found Piglet a new coat. It was g Disney book. It

Was one ot the cartoons when we were kids.”

“There’s real decency,” said Darius,

“No, I guess it wasn’t one of the old books.” said Jelly. “Whoever wrote
them a hundred years ago. | doubt those are sold anymore.”

“1ts from your roots anyway,” said Darius. “Regq] innocence and good-
ness, when we were kids.”

“I’'m sure the club’ all hung up on politics,” said Jelly. “Ugh, nasty suit-

wearing idiots.”

“I almost didn’t come tonight,” said Darius,

“Why did you?” said Jelly, smiling at him, as he only looked out at the
trees and occasionally at the sky. It was without any stars. The moon was
butied in a black cloud.

“Just because they thought I wouldn’t” said Darius, not looking at her.

She continued looking at him, at his hait, longer than any other man
in the club, at hjs shoulders, slouched and ruffled in the shabby vest. She
looked at his shivering hands, the fuzy of his knuckles pointing up at his
nose, also rurned up.

“Me too,” she said, looking at his lips. He looked at the trectops. At least
his eyes did. His hands moved into his pockets, though he imagined they
were grasping the edge of the balcony, and pretend; Ing that he was gazing at
a silver moon, and that the twenty other members of the club were all star-
ing at him from inside, through the glass doors.

They had all dated one another, the other club mem bers, Jelly thought.
Trading off cvery few weeks or months, trying out a different man or gal

and sceing which shirt fit the SRUggest, or which mittens were warmest.

They were animals, 2 colony of baboons interbreeding and producing no

offspring, Not she and Darius, madly in love. she had told the o 1hey

were the newes members, even though thevd heern around long ctouph,




and they were better off, they were close friends. They were evolved trom
the baboons, those junior-highers inside, dressed up in adult bodies.

“Painted anything new?” said Jelly.

“Hmm™

“A landscape ot something?” said Jelly.

“Ive been thinking about painting the poor,” said Darius. “Like Van
Gogh did. Show the others their self-absorption. Maybe go downtown and
paint 2 homeless man. I’d probably buy him lunch, even.”

“You should paint Piglet,” said Jelly. “Him of, oh, I don’t know. Re-
mind society of our childhood.”

“They wouldn’t get it,” said Darius. “They’d think I was exploiting him.
I’d paint his shopping cart blurred and his face very clear, and his beard the
wrong color, to make them think.”

Jelly laughed, her fingers finally snapping the plastic cup. It broke and
its new edges pressed against each other, derailed and sharp. She looked at
Darius’ hair again.

“I think you should kiss me,” she said, her voice much quieter than
she had hoped, from the cold and her own embarrassment. A little louder.
“You should kiss me.”

Darius was transfixed by the shrouded moon that he thought he saw. He
said nothing, Jelly smiled and almost laughed again, unable to, but smiled
wider and looked down at her broken cup.

“Mr. Dandruff is always making passes at me,” said Jelly. “Always ask-
ing me to come into his office and giving me extra work. But he's like that,
doesn’t know how to flirt without mixing in business. Ugh he’s an idiot.”

“] think I’'d paint his beard pink, if I did it,” said Darius in a grossly
fake mutter, for it was loud and enunciated fine, but bordered with a gruft
ness that no one would have been fooled by. Jelly ogled at it. She thought
it was so insightful, she turned her toes toward one another. She dropped
her ruined cup over the edge of the balcony, hoping he’d see that she did 1t

“I think you should k...” Jelly started again. One ol the glass doors

opened behind them with perfect silence, Out stepped Fzra, cutting off
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“Tzra” said Dartus. «\What would you think of a homeless man with
a pink beard?”

Fzra tasted his cigar again. «Pd think he was a goof.”

Darius laughed, the <ound coming from his throat like a chugging, an-
cient train engine, unused o iravel and open air. Jelly joined him, several
seconds late, adding a high whistle to the odd noise.

«“And how’s work, old fellow?” said Darius, laughing mote. Jelly tried
o follow his sound, but her mouth stopped short and she looked down at
the balcony, blushing.

“I’m sure you all are talking about us In there” she said, wiping her
mouth for no reason.

“Mm, no,” said bHzra, sucking in more <moke and releasing it solemnly.

The pines leaned to the left in unison as a real wind arrived, stretching
them, perhaps to grow taller someday. The moon began to show itself as
the cloud was hurried along, brightening the shadowed road and shining
on the two pieces of trash in Grayson’s backyard. The wind knocked into
the three people on the balcony. Darius’s back stiffened and strained and
his arms flattened against his sides, Jelly rattled 1nd wished she still had her
cup to squeeze. Fzra <miled as his neck felt coolet, his coat keeping him
comfortable and loose. He puffed four times more on the cigar, and then
spat on the edge of the balcony, dipping the lit end into the water and extin-
guishing it with a sugared hiss.

“By the way,” he said, turning to go inside. “No one gives a damn what
either of you think.”

He went back in, his hard steps disappeating behind the silent glass
door. Jelly ~ontinued to shiver, unable to StOp; while Darius looked at the
circle of peppered spit on the now-moonlit balcony. Fzra obviously didn't
read the classics. He was just like the old generation. They both would
bring decency back into the world.

The pines tipped left as the wind blew with morte strength.
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