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1956 Chevrolet Bel Air  
- Beth McKim  
 
Long, sleek, in pretty shades of green, she glowed ─ 
a ray of sunshine inside our backyard chain link fence. 
Her polished grill greeted me a toothy, happy grin. 
I smiled back, and my six-year-old hand touched her gently. 
 
Two headlights, bright eyes; I opened mine wide to match. 
A gold ornament akin to airplane wings atop her hood ─ 
a necklace a princess would wear. 
Soft, light green seats with tan-colored trim 
matched her two tone green exterior. 
 
She took us to exotic locations ─ downtown Birmingham 
and Florida and sometimes Daddy’s office. 
The pride when someone called her pretty 
echoed the joy I felt gliding down the streets inside her 
 
until the day Daddy announced with pride we would sell her 
to make room for the station wagon just purchased. 
But Daddy, I said, it is white and ugly and not shiny at all. 
Tears went unnoticed, and the deal was done. 
 
When the mean man came to take her, I ran to say goodbye, 
stroked her one last time, and took a mental picture of her glossy 
colors, silver teeth, bright eyes, and seats like thrones. 
I gave her one last kiss and hug before she glided off 
down the alleyway to a new life ─ without me. 
 
When my tears finally dried, I prayed for her 
to be happy and not get into a wreck. 
Fifty years later, on a trip to Havana, a city stuck 
in the 50s, I thought I saw my first true love  
on the street, still safe, green, and shiny. 



A Door Somewhere, Remembered 
- SuzAnne Cole 
 
Such a door in such a house, sealed shut  
now but once flung wide in welcome,  
as open as her grandmother’s smile,  
love flooding an invitation across the sill  
where her two worlds touched, outside  
choked with familial fury, inside serenity,  
steaming tea, and fragile sugar cookies,  
A place a child could be herself. 
The door now is not as it was then ─  
robin’s egg blue brightened gray primer,  
fan-shaped glazing proudly gleaming,  
perfectly arched panel snugly tucked  
into matching frame, rails forming a cross.  
Abutting walls of stacked and mortared  
stone ─ dove-gray, cream, russet, ocher,  
gold, umber, tints of palest turquoise ─ 
echo the door lines ─ arched above  
fanlight, vertical beside the frame. 
Now, years later, she lingers before the door 
remembering the sanctuary offered here,  
salvation that enabled her survival  
until she grew enough for flight.  
Grandmother gone now, house forsaken,  
she pats the once proud door good-bye.  
 







Grampa and the Ku Klux Klan 
- Ray Scanlon 
 
  It's time to come out. For way too long I've tried to cope by means of denial and aversion 
therapy, but I've finally come to accept that it's genetic, something I can no more change than my 
need to breathe. For sixty-two years I've hidden behind my Irish surname. I've endured in secret 
the shameful stereotype that my people are aggressive, nasal-sounding peasants of dubious 
hygiene who originated in a country of haughty, cheese-eating, surrender monkeys. It is such a 
palpable relief to acknowledge the elephant in the room. No more living the lie: I'm French-
Canadian. 
  My resolve to go public crystallized when I read this newspaper announcement: 
 
A Little-known History of Discrimination in New England:  

the Ku Klux Klan Attacks on Franco-Americans in the First Half of the 20th Century 

 
In her lecture, Dr. Eileen M. Angelini, Ph.D., will discuss the influx of over one million French 
Canadians from Quebec, who came seeking positions in New England textile mills and moved 
into largely English Protestant communities. Many expected to return to Quebec someday and 
thus remained loyal to their own traditions, culture, and Roman Catholic beliefs. However, some 
Protestant communities became fearful of these foreigners and formed branches of the Ku Klux 
Klan, which tormented French Canadians from Massachusetts to Maine. At one point, New 
England KKK members outnumbered those in the South. 
 
  My first thoughts did me no credit. I was smug and elated. I had achieved the moral high 
ground of victimhood. I could flaunt my new status as an oppressed ethnic minority. I would 
swear off any pesky libertarian principles, sue somebody and get bucketsful of free money, 
which would make my shattered pitiful life whole and good. 
  The euphoria wore off, and the KKK reference titillated, although I suspected Prof. 
Angelini of indulging in hyperbole regarding the Klan's strength. Of course, I myself am 
completely above sensationalism in the service of a catchy title. 
  My friend Google found one of Prof. Angelini's articles ("New England and Canada: 
Understanding the Language, Cultural, and Historical Connections"), upon which her lecture is 
partly based, and from which the lecture announcement quoted. It confirmed what had always 
seemed obvious to me as I genealogically researched my Francophone ancestors. Their 
communities, if not actual ghettoes, were close-knit and insular. They were intensely Catholic, 
or, as my gut reaction has it ─ from a different culture and time ─ priest-ridden. However, it was 
a revelation that they viewed their time in the U.S. as a presumably short sojourn until they could 
return to Quebec, that it was a conscious, unified policy to preserve their own language, culture, 
and religion, and to resist assimilation. In a word, to remain alien. 
  It's extraordinarily exciting to learn something new, a far-reaching piece-clicking-into-
the- puzzle game-changer. They freaking did it on purpose. Now it makes sense. When you go 
on exodus, you're forced to choose between weathering potentially lethal xenophobia or losing 
your identity. My ancestors chose the hard-ass, bloody-minded way. I admire them for it. 
  But it's no wonder they suffered discrimination. That kind of isolation is corrosive. It 
breeds distrust. It's a self-inflicted form of the malignant balkanization resulting from glorifying 
ethnicity. There needs to be cultural intercourse ─ if you catch the drift ─ so that the host 



nation's immune system learns not to attack alien interlopers. As a matter of courtesy and self-
preservation the aliens would do well to learn their host's language ─ language is so primal, the 
basis of much of what we perceive as dangerous otherness. With a lingua franca it's at least 
possible to agree to disagree. Without one, conflict is inevitable. 
  Prof. Angelini's article illuminated a part of my earlier life I had taken for granted: so 
that's why one of the two Catholic churches in my hometown was known as "the French church," 
unwritten law dictating which one you'd go to. It wasn't coincidence or the timing of the waves 
of immigrants; it was deliberate segregation. How little I understood in my raw youth of the 
schismatic nature of churches and how easily language could trump religion. 
  Her article also helped set the stage for one of my favorite Grampa stories. My 
grandfather is the only Catholic I know who quit the church cold turkey, and made it stick. 
Stories are legion of those who've drifted away after more or less agonizing, some to 
reconciliation, some to constant seeking, some to apostasy. But Grampa, in the course of at most 
a few minutes, cast the die that changed his own life, and the lives of his descendants. Though 
the chances are vanishingly slim, during the afterlife I would love to hear his story from the 
horse's mouth, over and over again, and interview the other players and witnesses ─ no doubt in 
French. Not to mention apologize for any mistakes I make in the telling, and for using his name 
in the same breath with the KKK. 
  Grampa ─ Ray, for whom I'm named ─ came from a paternal line of WASPs dating back 
to the 1630s. His mother was a second generation Irishwoman, born to a couple who figured 
gaudily in the local newspaper for drunkenness and beating the hell out of each other. According 
to the rules of the time, Ray's father converted to Catholicism, and Ray and his siblings were 
raised Catholic. Ray's future wife Eva's forebears were Quebec French Catholic ─ maybe you 
can see where this is going. Her mother and father migrated from upstate New York to 
Huntington, the small western Massachusetts town where Eva was born and Ray grew up. Ray 
and Eva met, possibly because Eva worked in the paper mill where Ray's father was a 
superintendent, and courted. Devoted to Eva, Ray helped nurse her through the weeks of her 
touch-and-go bout with typhoid fever, cementing her parents' gratitude and approval. They 
married in 1920 in their Huntington church, which at the time was administered by Fathers 
McCarthy and Curran, literal Irishmen both, who apparently had no problem with this instance of 
assimilation. 
  For about four years they lived in Springfield, and then moved to Westfield, about ten 
miles closer to their childhood homes. Both Springfield and Westfield were big enough to 
support a French church, and I conjecture it was in one of these that it hit the fan. From the 
pulpit, according to family lore, a priest denounced Ray and Eva for miscegenation. They walked 
out, and Ray abjured the Catholic Church, swearing never again to set foot in one of its edifices. 
Electric ripples throughout the congregation ─ approval or condemnation? White-hot rage on his 
part, or cold determination? No matter; steel-willed, he kept his oath. Ray and Eva's two children 
─ my mother and uncle ─ were required only to attend a church of their own choosing. My 
uncle's friends went to the Methodist church; that's where he went. My mother's friends went to 
the Congregational church; that's where she went, and Ray had no problem going there for her 
marriage. It's another measure of the man that he never forbade Eva the consolation the Catholic 
Church afforded her while their son, a Navy fighter pilot during the war, was dodging Japanese 
bullets. And there was always a small crucifix on the wall over each bed in their house. 
  I owe Grampa more than my name. If antipathy to churches is heritable, he gave me that 
in profusion, and I'm pretty sure I got my fair share of his wide-ranging curiosity. I'd gladly have 



taken more than a dash of his steel, if I got even that, weak-willed connoisseur of rationalization 
that I am. He had only ten years to make himself larger than life to me, but he did a damn fine 
job. 



A Good Bowl of Soup 
- Sean Quadlin 
 

  Maryanne didn’t like having so many people in the house. There were her sisters Debbie 
and Rita and their husbands. And that was it, which shouldn’t have been so bad, but they were all 
unpacking and packing things, and that made the house feel much fuller than it was. Maryanne 
didn’t like the way that the house felt. Almost everything was packed but it still felt full. Her 
sister Rita was cleaning out Mom’s room, and Debbie was sitting with Maryanne in her room. 
  “You need to start packing up your things. And you can’t bring everything,” Debbie said. 
  Maryanne crossed her hands in front of her chest. “I don’t see why I need to move.” 
  “We’ve been over this, Anne.” Debbie walked over to Maryanne’s bookshelf and 
grabbed a stack of VHS tapes and put them into a box on the ground. “You won’t need these 
tapes. We can drop them off at the Goodwill.” 
  “I can go through them. I still want them.” Maryanne walked over to the box and put the 
tapes back onto the shelf. Debbie smoothed out her bangs even though they were already 
straight. 
  “I’m serious, Anne. This room needs to be packed by the end of the day, and you can’t 
bring everything to Lakeside. There won’t be room. Aside from your clothes you get two boxes.” 
Debbie walked over to the bookcase on the opposite side of the room and started putting 
Maryanne’s collection of lunchboxes into a milk crate. 
  “Don’t touch those,” Maryanne said, louder than she meant to, but she didn’t want 
Debbie to touch her lunchboxes. Debbie ran a hand under her bangs this time. Maryanne sat on 
her bed. She had a total of sixteen lunchboxes but some were better than others. Every year when 
they went back-to-school shopping Maryanne and Mom would stop at the drug store, and 
Maryanne would pick out a new lunch box. A new lunch box for a new year. She had one with 
Sylvester and Tweety, another with Green Acres, and one with everyone from Mayberry on it. 
Once school stopped she didn’t get many new lunch boxes. One Christmas she had gotten the 
Towering Inferno lunch box from Debbie; she didn’t like the movie that much so she always 
kept it on the back of the lunchbox shelf. But that was before everything changed so now she 
kept the Towering Inferno front and center. That was definitely going to be in one of her boxes. 
  “Anne, this needs to happen.” Debbie paused to breathe before she said that, and it 
seemed as if she was angry at Maryanne. But Maryanne didn’t care. She was mad at Debbie. 
And Rita and Mark and John and everybody that was in Mom’s house. Debbie left Maryanne’s 
bedroom and walked right across the hall into Mom’s. She started whispering with Rita. 
Whenever they whispered they were talking about Maryanne. They thought they were sneaking 
something by her, but she wasn’t stupid. 
  She stood so that she could go listen to what they were saying. On her way out Mark and 
John cut her off. 
  “Is it all right if we grab the bed? We can bring some chairs in,” Mark said. 
  “No,” Maryanne said. Instead of leaving the room she closed the door so Mark and John 
couldn’t get in. She couldn’t hear what Debbie and Rita were saying about her, but they always 
said the same thing anyways. 
  Maryanne sat on her bed and picked up the receiver on her Charlie Brown phone. It was 
Lucy’s arm with the football attached to it. She talked into the football and heard things through 
Lucy’s shoulder while Charlie swung and missed on the football like always. It was a hoot. She 
was going to call her friend Tom to talk about her sisters but Rita was already using the phone. 



  ”That’s unacceptable. We’ve planned on her checking in today since last week. What 
happened to her room?” Rita sounded angry like she always did. 
  “I’m so sorry, ma’am. We are unable to accept Maryanne until the first of the month. I’m 
not sure where the miscommunication occurred, but we don’t take new patients until the first.” 
Maryanne didn’t know who the other person was. He must work at Lakeside Home. 
  “She’s not a patient. She’s not disabled or anything. She just needs someone to look after 
her, someone to clean after her and make sure her laundry gets done. She’s not senile or an 
invalid. She just needs a place.” Rita always sounded so angry. Maryanne didn’t know how John 
lived with her. Maryanne sure was glad that she didn’t have to live with Rita. She would have 
been so much worse than Mom. 
  “We have a program for new residents that starts on the first. Without it we’ve found that 
the patients have a hard time adjusting to their new lives here. We simply can’t accept Ms. 
Monroe until the first.” Maryanne always liked when people called her Miss. Miss Maryanne 
Monroe from Menominee, Michigan. Mom was the only one who called her Maryanne. 
Everyone else called her Anne but that wasn’t really her name. 
  “She’ll be able to adjust just fine. She’s resilient when she needs to be. She didn’t even 
cry when our Mom died. She just worried about getting the good food at the wake. She’s great 
with change when she needs to be.” Maryanne remembered that Mom said it was impolite to cry 
in public. It was something that Rita forgot. Mom would have been angry. 
  Maryanne didn’t feel like not talking anymore. “That’s okay. I don’t want to go anyway,” 
she said as she stifled a laugh. That Charlie Brown was so funny to her sometimes. 
  “Anne? Shit, I have to go. I’ll call you back.” Maryanne heard Rita hang up the phone in 
Mom’s bedroom. She knew that the man from Lakeside was still on the line. 
  “We don’t need the room. I’m going to stay in Mom’s house.” Rita walked into the room, 
and Maryanne threw the phone at her, but the Charlie Brown phone had such a short cord that it 
didn’t reach her. If Maryanne could have gone back in time, she wouldn’t have thrown the phone 
at Rita. She still wanted to talk to the Lakeside man. 
  “Goddamn it, Anne. You’re going to Lakeside.” Rita picked up Lucy’s arm and tried to 
hang it up on the receiver but she didn’t turn it the right way. 
  “That’s not how her arm goes,” Maryanne said. 
  Rita didn’t say anything back. She reached behind the bed and pulled the phone cord out 
of the wall. “I know something that’s going to the Goodwill.” Rita started to walk out of the 
room with her phone. “Deb, where’s the donate pile?” Maryanne reached up and tried to pull the 
phone back from Rita but Rita slapped her hands away. 
  “Give me that. I want it,” Maryanne said. 
  “No,” Rita said. “Just sit on the bed and look at all of your shit and don’t help us. You’re 
really good at it, so just stay in your room. Sit on your ass and make this as hard for us as 
possible.” Rita was angry. But so was Maryanne, so she stood while Rita walked out and 
slammed the door behind her. Then she sat on her bed again. 
  The house just felt so full. There were so many people in it, and all of Mom’s things were 
out in the open and not in their drawers. Everything felt so big. She wanted to go to the diner and 
have a bowl of minestrone. Mom always said that nothing cures what ails you quite like a good 
bowl of soup. 
  She walked past Debbie and Rita with John and Mark in the living room. It felt like there 
was no room in there at all since there were so many things and people in it. She went back out 
to her car in the garage behind the house. She started to back out before she realized that John’s 



truck was blocking her in. She honked the horn. 
  Debbie came out of the back door. She stared at Maryanne until Maryanne lowered her 
window. “Anne, what are you doing?” 
  “I want some minestrone. John needs to move.” 
  “There’s plenty of soup in the cabinet. You can eat here,” Debbie said. 
  “I need a good bowl of soup.” 
  Debbie was about to say something back, but Rita came out through the screen door. She 
was listening to their conversation from inside. “If she wants to leave, let her.” Rita had John’s 
keys and jumped into the cab. After she started the truck, she leaned out the window and yelled 
to Maryanne. “Say hi to everyone down there for me.” Rita was trying to be friendly but it was 
obvious that she was still mad. 
  After the truck backed up Maryanne pulled out, drove to the diner and parked along the 
lake. There weren’t any clouds; Mom would have said it was a crisp day. She walked in and sat 
at the far end of the counter where she could see the whole diner and the lake across the way. 
Chip was working. 
  “Hi there, Maryanne,” Chip said. It was so nice when people were nice to her. 
  “Can I have some chips, Chip?” Maryanne laughed. 
  “What can I get you?” Chip asked. 
  “I need a good bowl of soup. Some minestrone, please.” 
  “That should cure what ails, ya,” Chip said as he went over to the soup kettle. Maryanne 
smiled to herself as the steam from the minestrone shimmered over the blue background of the 
sky and the lake. It was a very crisp day. 
 
  Mom didn’t like eating out much anymore so Maryanne hadn’t been to the diner with her 
in a while. Back when Maryanne was working at the laundry and Mom was working as a 
secretary at the grammar school, they would meet there for lunch. Every Friday they would both 
sit at the counter and talk with Chip’s dad Bill back before Chip worked there. Maryanne usually 
got a club sandwich and took apart the layers so that she had what seemed like two sandwiches. 
Mom usually just got the soup, but she always snuck a couple of Maryanne’s fries. Maryanne 
never minded, though. Mom always tried to hide it from her by asking Maryanne what was 
happening out there on the lake. When Maryanne looked out into the distance, Mom grabbed a 
fry or two. It was one of her goofs. 
 
  Maryanne stayed at the diner for exactly two hours and watched Chip Off the Old Bill 
serve others. Mom said that a bowl of soup should buy her two hours so she sat and listened to 
people talk in the diner and walk by the lake right up until the clock that said “It’s Always Eatin’ 
Time” said she’d been there for two hours. She put a five dollar bill from her pocketbook on the 
counter. 
  Chip walked over and handed it right back to her. “This one’s on the house.” He smiled 
at her. 
  “Thanks, Chip. I think I’ve cured what ails me.” 
  “I sure hope so, Maryanne.” And he even called her Maryanne. It sure was good that she 
went to the diner like she did. 
  When she got back to Mom’s house John’s truck was gone. At first she was glad, but 
then she saw Debbie’s car in the driveway, parked further up. Maybe at least John and Mark 
would be gone so the house wouldn’t feel so crowded. She pulled onto the driveway and honked 



because Debbie’s car was in front of the garage, but then she saw that it was only blocking 
Mom’s car. She pulled in and went back into the house. 
  As soon as she opened the back door, she heard Rita call out. “What are you honking 
about?” Maryanne opened the screen door, and the kitchen was empty. Mom’s table was gone 
and so were the sugar and flour jars. She walked over to the oven and opened it; all of Mom’s 
cereal was gone.  
 Rita called out again. “Anne, why the honking?” Rita’s voice came from Maryanne’s 
room. Maryanne looked over at the kitchen counter, and the fruit bowl was gone. She used to 
pick what fruit went into her lunch box every morning from the bowl. Mom would guess and 
Maryanne would either pick that fruit to make Mom happy or pick something else if she felt like 
being a stinker. 
  Maryanne slowly walked through the kitchen and into the living room. It also was empty. 
And so was the guest room. Even the towels were gone from the closet, and there weren’t any 
soaps in the bathroom. Maryanne nudged open her bedroom door; the furniture was gone. There 
were only two boxes and Debbie and Rita. 
  Debbie stood up from the windowsill and walked over to Maryanne. “It’s okay, Anne. 
You knew this was going to happen. You can’t stay here by yourself.” 
  Maryanne backed out of her room and looked over into Mom’s room. There weren’t even 
boxes in it. The shades were open, and Maryanne could see that the sky wasn’t as crisp anymore. 
She padded softly back into her room and looked at Debbie and Rita. Rita smiled at her. “You 
have fun at the diner?” Maryanne hated when Rita asked questions like that. 
  Debbie started rubbing Maryanne’s shoulder, and Maryanne shivered and pushed her 
hand away. Debbie took her hand and crossed it over her chest. She looked at Maryanne. 
“You’re going to stay with me and Mark for a couple of weeks until they’re ready for you over at 
Lakeside. We’ve got the guest room all made up for you.” 
  “I don’t want to go. I’m going to stay here,” Maryanne said. 
  “We’ve had enough of the games, Anne. You’re going to stay with Debbie for a while 
and then you’re going to Lakeside. There’s no discussion. We’ve packed you a couple of boxes 
of your things. We already dropped everything else at the Goodwill,” Rita said and stood up 
from the box she was sitting on. 
  “This isn’t fair,” Maryanne said. 
  “Not fair is living in a house for over fifty years and not lifting a finger to help box it up. 
That’s not fair.” Rita was so mad all the time. 
  “I have to go through them. I don’t know what’s in them. This isn’t fair.” 
  “You had the chance. Debbie packed them up with different stuff. They both have a 
couple of tapes, a couple of figurines, a couple of lunch boxes. Believe me, you will have all the 
shit that can fit on your shelves.” Mom never liked it when Rita swore like that. 
  “That’s not fair. I need to go through them.” Maryanne walked up towards the nearest 
box and scratched at the tape on the top. Rita grabbed both of her wrists hard and leaned her head 
down so that Maryanne had to look at her. 
  “No. Say goodbye to the house, then we’re going.” 
  Maryanne tried to pull her hands from Rita but couldn’t. Rita was holding onto her so 
hard, it hurt; Maryanne started to cry. 
  Rita leaned over and stared into Maryanne’s eyes. Even though Maryanne closed her 
eyes, she knew Rita was right there on the other side, staring at her as soon as she opened her 
eyes. 



  “Now she cries? This is so fucked,” Rita said. “It doesn’t even faze you when Mom dies, 
but now that we gave away some of your trivial shit, it’s too much?” Rita squeezed even harder 
on Maryanne’s wrists. “Goddamn it, Anne. Just pick up one of the boxes. We’re leaving.” 
  Rita could be so mean. She kept trying to make Maryanne feel bad for not crying at 
Mom’s funeral. But Maryanne knew something that Rita didn’t about the funeral. Mom was 
cremated, and, so, at the funeral there was this flower vase filled with her mother’s ashes. They 
had a service, and they were going to scatter her ashes in Lake Michigan afterwards, but Lake 
Michigan was so cold. Maryanne knew because she had swum in the lake plenty of times, and 
every single time it was so cold. Mom had said a long time ago that she wanted to be scattered in 
Lake Michigan, but that was a long time ago. It was before Mom woke Maryanne up every night 
saying that she was cold. Maryanne had to sleep with her door open in case Mom called out for 
more blankets. That was even the last thing she said to Maryanne. It was a warm night, but Mom 
woke up in the night, and she was cold. Maryanne brought in more blankets and put one on her 
and another two on the ground in case she needed more. Maryanne was so worried about her 
being cold that she slept on the ground in Mom’s room so she could put on more blankets as fast 
as possible. Maryanne fell asleep and woke up the next day but Mom didn’t. The last thing Mom 
had said was that she was cold.   
  So Maryanne couldn’t let them put Mom in the cold lake for all times. Even on bright 
sunny days, it was cold in the lake. She tried to explain this to Debbie and Rita but, like always, 
they didn’t listen. They were going to put her into the cold lake. Before the funeral Maryanne 
took the flower pot with Mom in it and put Mom into her Towering Inferno lunch box. It wasn’t 
her favorite lunch box but it looked like the warmest one. She filled the flower pot with regular 
flour even though it was a lot whiter than Mom. Everybody was so sad at the lake later that they 
didn’t even notice. Maryanne was happy knowing that Mom was nice and toasty near the fire 
instead of at the bottom of the lake. 
  But now Maryanne didn’t know where her Towering Inferno lunch box was. Crying 
made sense to her now like it didn’t before. She didn’t know what she would do if she didn’t 
have her lunch box anymore. Maryanne was sure that Rita wouldn’t even let her look for it. And 
she couldn’t tell them – they would make her put Mom into the lake with the flour. 
  Maryanne started crying harder than she could ever remember crying. She fell to one 
knee and then fell all the way over to her side. Rita let go of her wrists once Maryanne was all 
the way to the ground. 
  “Oh, Maryanne,” Rita said. 
  Maryanne felt a little bit better since Rita called her Maryanne and also she sounded sad. 
“Can I look through them to see what I still have?” 
  Rita laughed a little. It was one of her laughs that made Maryanne feel stupid. Then she 
walked over to the box that she had been sitting on and peeled back the tape. “Sure. Go ahead.” 
Her voice sounded soft. 
  Maryanne sat up and looked over at the box. The two tops were poking up now that the 
tape was gone. Maryanne was nervous. She remembered what it felt like the morning after Mom 
died. When Mom didn’t answer her when Maryanne asked if she wanted any cereal. Maryanne 
walked over to Mom’s bed and pulled back the blankets to see if everything was all right. The 
thought of looking through her two boxes made her feel like it felt when she pulled back those 
blankets. She didn’t want to do it. 
  “I’ll go through them later. I’m tired.” 
  Rita grabbed the open box and walked out of the room. Debbie grabbed the other one and 



looked down at Maryanne. “We’ll be outside when you’re ready.” 
  Maryanne nodded, and Debbie walked out. Maryanne didn’t know if she would ever 
stand up again. Her room was empty now just like Mom’s room and the rest of the house. She 
had a really bad feeling in the pit of her stomach that the Towering Inferno lunch box was gone 
and that she would never get it back. Even if she did, she realized that a lunch box is a lunch box 
and a Mom is a Mom and those two things are very different. 
  It was getting dark outside and Maryanne didn’t like driving at night. She stood up and 
went out to her car to drive over to Debbie’s while there was still some daylight left. 

 



A September Sunset in Venice, on the Zattere 
- David Trame 
 
Venice and the Zattere,  
I have left them for too long 
to tourists, as postcard matters. 
But now the Giudecca line 
of palaces on one side 
and straight there St. Mark’s  
orange and gold 
just look like mine. 
In the late  
blaze of the season 
with no cloud in the sky. 
Plasters crumbling brightly 
in patches, oozing 
damp and salt 
and blushing, I dare say,  
like skin,  
in the familiar smell 
of lingering summer closeness. 
In the rosy choir of colours. 
Rose pastel and oil 
and the watercolour of the lagoon. 
Let me say it’s all mine. 
Because I was born 
and have lived here and met 
the person I loved most. 
In a sunset like this  
that now spreads on its canvas  
the memory of whom I lost. 
And transfigures it in a breath 
I can almost taste.  
“Transfigures it” yes,  
let me say this while feeling its force  
as a further sense, brimming 
with silence and magnificence. 
Since it is silence we are all sailing into. 
 



After 
- Mariam Dubovik Lease 
 
 His space 
Was flight into fight 
Climb hard again     pause 
Inside long climbing 
 
Not different from dead 
Inside circles of rain 
I become forsythia     friend 
To the broken sun 
At the end      stay 
To find 
 
My place 
In the empty familiar 
Patched loneliness     inside 
Pieces of comfort 
Wooden floor in a grey sun 
The chair turned to empty 
 
The stairs curve either way 
Indifferent difference 
Without matter    vacant 
Even empty is different 





Marvin Karl and the Whatsit He Found on Tuesday 
- Nicholas Thurkettle 
 
  Marvin Karl woke up a half-hour earlier than he liked. The damn Talmoon Creek Bridge 
was still out from that storm in April, and he was going to need the extra time to get around it. 
Back in May he had written an acid letter to the local Bugler on the subject of important 
community bridges being washed over in April and still being unusable in May. It was June now, 
and he was indignant about that. 
  He read the paper over his coffee and messy eggs. That boob, Stan, who used to run the 
camera store had another of his rambling columns. This one was about how the parking spaces at 
the market on Howard Avenue didn’t seem wide enough for cars they make these days; this 
somehow relating in Stan’s feebling mind to the Nobility of the Older Generation. 
  Marvin snorted as he ground more pepper into his eggs. Stan’s ongoing refusal to find 
anything goddamn interesting to say was just rude. Marvin didn’t know how the paper could 
invite the oaf to stand on the same weekly soapbox for going on sixteen years. Depending on 
what side of the bed he woke up on, he figured basic sloth or blackmail. Either way, it always 
made him grumpy on Tuesdays. He itched at his mustache. Damnation on Stan for making his 
mustache itch. 
  Out his front door, Marvin clumped down the three porch steps, swinging the stiff leg in a 
wide half-circle. Weather looked okay. A few black bugs, more a scout party than a swarm, 
circled his head while he crunched across the gravel drive, and he muttered oaths of vengeance 
against the whole breed of them. 
  The truck didn’t want to make up her mind about turning over, but Marvin kept the pedal 
down and the key wrenched sideways, and, finally, she gave in. The sun wasn’t high enough to 
be out of his eyes when he headed east on Pipestone Road, so he squinted and flipped down the 
visor. He slowed down, too, since this would be the time for some poor dumb critter to wander 
out of the trees just when he couldn’t see as well. 
  He made it to Talmoon Creek and took the turn down the street that ran along it extra 
slow; just to let any higher powers, human or otherwise, understand the inconvenience to him. A 
month ago they had put up cones and poles and a fine big sign that read REPAIR IN 
PROGRESS. Marvin had driven past this point twice a day each Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday 
ever since, and he hadn’t seen any repairing going on, and, not that anyone cared, but he didn’t 
find the sign all that funny. He wondered what those crews did on weekends – take time off from 
not working? 
  Then he was prompted to stop the truck. Something new was standing at the bridge 
washout, next to the cones and the sign. Marvin leaned his head out the window. Looked like a 
pole with a big ball on top. He got out of the truck but left the engine running. Curious though he 
was, he didn’t intend to hang around all day. 
  It was indeed a ball stuck on a pole, with the pole stuck through the lid and body of a big 
paint bucket. Marvin reasoned that the bucket had to be filled with something to keep the 
contraption upright. But none of this helped since it didn’t explain why the damn thing existed at 
all. 
  And then he turned it around. The ball had a smiley face drawn on it – a smile with big 
cartoon teeth, and big eyes painted brown, and some scribbly imitation of facial hair. Below the 
head was a sign fixed to the pole with a screw and bolt. Black paint spelled out TAKE ME 
WITH YOU! 



  Marvin saw smaller print on a second piece of the sign dangling below it. Squinting to 
see the words, he tried to tilt it up, but snapped it clean off the fasteners that had held it there. He 
stomped up a dust cloud and cursed the son-of-a-you-know-what who’d made this pole and 
whatever ignorants of the Third World had made the fasteners. 
  Once that passed he huffed back to the truck and grabbed his glasses off the dash. The 
former bottom half of the sign, now in his hand, read thusly: I am on my way to Christina 
Barlow, to tell her that Sean Whitley loves her, and that until he can see her, maybe I can remind 
her of his stupid grin she’s always teasing him about. After giving her address, it concluded: If 
that’s in your direction, I’d love to ride with you awhile, and you can sign my bucket and tell 
Christina when and where you picked me up and dropped me off.  
  Marvin knew the street well enough; it was only three miles away. Well, only three miles 
when there was a working Talmoon Creek Bridge. Then he realized what must have happened; 
this hitchhiking dummy had made it this far, only the last folks driving him had no idea how else 
to get over the creek, and didn’t care to spend the time to find out. And since whenever it had 
been dropped off – must have been since Friday, Marvin was sure he hadn’t seen it Friday – not 
one neighbor had bothered to do anything with it. This was all typical of the human race in more 
ways than Marvin had time to number. 
  He looked at the rig for a minute. The hot air got thick in his lungs. He looked down at 
the ripped-off half-sign in his hands. And then he hoisted the pole in the bucket with the ball on 
top into the bed of his truck. Doing so sent a lightning bolt of pain from Marvin Karl’s lower 
back up through his left shoulder blade. 
 
  There was a long line at the post office and only two employees. Marvin idly scanned the 
pictures of the FBI’s Most Wanted hanging on the walls, and perused the line ahead of him just 
in case. That old hag with the giant perm looked like she was up to her usual trick of bringing in 
some oblong she wanted to mail to her grandson. She’d tie someone up for fifteen minutes trying 
to decide on a box and then act surprised that she couldn’t haggle on the price. 
  With the other clerk thus hijacked, Marvin ended up with Norris. Norris was generally 
polite but he had passed fifty and still wore a ponytail, and Marvin found that offensive, 
particularly for a uniformed representative of the government. 
  “Six stamps.” 
  Norris replied, “Do you want to buy a book? That way you can take them home with you, 
just send out your letters from there.” 
  Marvin puffed out his mustache with his breath. He took the six stamps he’d ordered and 
held one up, “This is worth more than a coin and is about fifty times easier to lose. So do I want 
to keep these lying around my house until they fall behind the couch. and I never get to use 
them? Bet you’d like that!” 
  With nothing to refute Marvin, Norris gave a thin, silent smile. 
  This was the first conversation of Marvin’s day, and he didn’t like how he was going; so 
he lowered his head to apply the stamps to his letters, then summoned his patience and changed 
his tone. “Listen, uh, have you been having any troubles, what with the bridge out?” 
  Norris thought it over: “Not me personally.” 
  Marvin resisted his first, second, and third impulses then spoke again, “I mean deliveries, 
stuff getting through. Are you finding people skipping the mail, trying to get things there other 
ways?” 
  Now Norris made a troubled face, “I guess if they don’t put something in the mail, we 



never really know about it. Garth, he’s the one does that part of town by the creek, says it took 
him a day or two to get used to the new route, but what we get’s been getting through like 
normal.” 
  Marvin shoved his six stamped envelopes at Norris and tried to nod his head in a grateful 
way before leaving. 
   
  Every time Marvin looked in the rear view mirror, he saw the ball bobbing around back 
there with that maddening jolly grin. He didn’t so much wish it would bounce out of the truck 
bed and thus his life, but he did have the urge to spin it around, because he felt that grin was 
saying something like he shouldn’t be finishing his errands first, whereas Marvin wanted to 
retort that he was the one doing the stranger Sean Whitley a favor, and so shouldn’t be judged on 
the order in which he conducted his affairs. And these other stops were on the way besides. 
  He parked on the street in front of the hardware store. Next door was Stan’s old camera 
store – still closed and vacant. Marvin smirked to himself. Inside the hardware store he headed 
straight for the fiberglass insulation and started piling up bales. That little simpleton Antonio 
who worked there didn’t give him a minute to himself. 
  “Doing your attic up, Mr. Karl?” 
  Marvin allowed Antonio to help him hoist some of the insulation. “Yeah, old stuff’s been 
there twelve years now. Want to have it all cycled out before October.” 
  Antonio patted one of the bales with pride, like he’d made the stuff himself, “Well, not to 
talk us out of a sale, but if you’ve already got fiberglass up there, it’s guaranteed for fifteen years 
after you lay it. In practice, it’s usually good for a lot longer.” 
  Marvin huffed, “What the hell would you know? You haven’t been laying anything for 
fifteen years.” 
  The young man chuckled, “Whatever you say, Mr. Karl.” 
  He insisted on continuing to talk with Marvin, about whether or not Marvin would be 
buying all his insulation now (he wouldn’t), and whether Marvin would like help taking it out to 
his truck (he wouldn’t, but somehow the kid wouldn’t be deterred), and in all the dumb patter he 
made it all the way to pulling out his wallet before he remembered. 
  “Damn it, hold on a second.” And, squinting into his glasses, he walked over to where 
the store kept all shapes and sizes of little metal doodads. He scanned the bins, muttering to 
himself, then picked out a package of small hooks and brought them to the counter. “You got a 
pair of pliers sitting out back there?” To Antonio’s apologetic headshake, Marvin rolled his eyes. 
“Some excuse for a handy store. If you weren’t the only one in town, you’d starve.” 
  “There’s always the Home Depot over by the mall.” 
  “You know what I mean!” 
  Outside, Marvin rummaged in his glove box and found his pliers. Antonio was already 
lifting the insulation into the back of the truck, following Marvin like some helpful ghost. 
  “What’s this thing back here, Mr. Karl?” 
  Marvin had intended to repair the sign here; now he changed his mind rather than have to 
talk about it with the boy any longer than necessary. “Picked that up over by the bridge washout. 
Some imbecile out west trying to get it to his sweetheart by letting strangers drive it for him. The 
girl’s place is in town, but I broke part of it, so I’m fixing it up before I drop it off.” 
  “Should you leave it back there like that? Open? Somebody might take it.” 
  “Well then it turns into their problem; or that kid’s problem for doing something so 
foolish to begin with. What do you want me to do, carry it around everywhere? Puh! They’ll put 



me in straps!” 
  “Whatever you say, Mr. Karl.” 
 
  He didn’t make it to the diner until 12:10, which gave him a metric by which to fully 
condemn Mr. Sean Whitley’s interference with his day. He took his lunch at 11:30, and every 
waitress knew it. While he parked he tried to predict what chipper joke they’d use to rub it in. 
  Halfway to the front door he stopped, turned, and looked back at the hitchhiker in his 
truck bed. And he sighed as he accepted that his tardiness would not be the thing any waitress in 
there would pick to have a damn comment about today. 
  The little bell dinged over the door the way it always did; and the counter seat he 
preferred (so he could keep an eye on potential idiocy in the kitchen) was available despite the 
lunch crowd. But there was no more room near it for the pole in his hand than a potted plant. 
Irked, he took a booth. 
  The seat squished under him, and he pushed the thing against the window. He sat there, 
wondering just what kind of a goon he looked like sitting next to this thing with a fake face. He 
wondered how much worse it would look if it were set across from him. 
  Edith – big, saggy Edith – found his table, handed him a menu he didn’t need and poured 
him water he wouldn’t drink. “Who’s your friend there, Marvin?” 
  “I want the tuna melt – if Luther’s back there cooking he knows how I like it. And I’ll do 
without the comedy cavalcade.” 
  Edith grinned, “Oh, I haven’t started being funny about that thing yet.” 
  Marvin looked stridently at the outside view. Edith wobbled away. Marvin yelled after 
her, “And a Coke!” 
  Finally blessed with a moment to himself, Marvin fished out the pliers and the hooks and 
set to work repairing the sign. Once he had it hanging by the new hooks, he bent them shut – it 
wasn’t the sturdiest job, but if the thing had made it this far, it would survive the last few miles 
like this. 
  He saw a couple of the signatures on the bucket. Dozens of people had carried this thing 
and admitted to it. Almost all of them ended with at least one exclamation point: “Headed home 
from Disneyland – best of luck to you crazy lovebirds!...I wish I had a boyfriend like Sean 
Whitley!!!!...I.S.U. Tau Delts rule, homos!...” 
  When Edith clattered his plate onto the table, Marvin all but jumped out of his boots. 
“Cripes, Edith! First you’re padding around here quiet as a cat, next thing you’re banging every 
plate between here and the parking lot. Make up your mind why don’t you!” 
  “Can’t scare me off, Marvin; I still remember when you used to spank my ass and say we 
should run away together.” 
  “I must have been drunk – three lunches a week with you is too much.” 
  Edith waved a half-empty water pitcher towards him. “Now are you gonna tell me what 
that thing is or do I have to tickle it out of you?” 
  “You come near me, and I’ll spit in your ear.” 
  But Edith just stood there like she didn’t have a job to do, so finally Marvin told the story 
once again. 
  “You old softie!” Edith swatted his shoulder. “You’re like Cupid, delivering a love note.” 
  “I’m just old. I’ve got time on my hands. These fools went silly over each other long 
before they roped me in. It won’t last, if anybody asked me; two people without half a person’s 
common sense between them.” 



  “Marvin, that’s not fair; you don’t know anything about the girl!” 
  “I sure do – I know she entertains a first-rate boob for a boyfriend!” 
  “It is awful shoddy-looking.” 
  And Marvin felt his mustache itch. “Now don’t say that. I mean, he’s a fool for not just 
sending a postcard, and I wouldn’t trust him to build me a porch – but for just thrown together, it 
did the job. I mean – he had to come up with something you’d see driving by, but would survive 
2,000 miles with any clumsy jerk who might pick it up.” 
  “Sounds like someone doesn’t mind doing this favor half as much as he claims.” 
  “Leave me to my sandwich, woman!” 
 
  Ms. Christina Barlow lived in a snug place with a busted screen door nowhere special on 
a back road dotted with bur oaks. The only sounds were the bugs contending with the power 
lines. Marvin checked the addresses two, then three, times. Finally he quit the engine of the 
truck, and got out to fetch the whatsit. 
  She had five steps up to a narrow porch, and each one squeezed his stiff leg as he tried to 
maneuver with the pole; the ridiculous bucket kept getting in the way of his feet. He wasn’t sure 
if the doorbell worked, so he rapped on the door frame six or seven times as well. 
  Seconds passed. Marvin looked back to the driveway – car was there. Could be some 
girlfriends had shanghaied her away for shopping; or could be she was inside with her head 
clamped in some hair contraption that was cooking her brain along with her tresses. 
  But at last there was a shuffling noise, and the inner door opened. From what Marvin 
could tell through the screen, the girl inside was young, grown but not more than twenty-three or 
so. She was tall, with a long neck and plain brown hair straight down to the small of her back. 
Marvin couldn’t call her pretty because he didn’t like the plain-faced, gangly types, but he 
supposed someone else might see something in her. 
  She didn’t say anything – she had a worried look that grew confused as she stared at the 
man on her porch. Marvin felt awkward and annoyed that she was leaving this silence in the air; 
it was discourteous. But he had better things to do than teach a kid manners, so he went ahead 
and talked. 
  “Look, uh…Found this thing out by where the bridge is out at Talmoon Creek. Said it 
wanted to be delivered to you on this sign here. Guess if you’re Christina, it’s from your fella 
Sean.” 
  Christina opened the screen door, which pushed Marvin back against the porch railing 
while she stepped out, staring at the pole with the smiling ball on top – the scribbled hair and the 
goofy eyes. 
  “What…what is it?” 
  Marvin didn’t understand why she was asking him, but he tried to keep his voice even. “I 
don’t know what you call it. He just, uh, you know, he left it by the side of the road, like a 
hitchhiker; had people heading this way bring it with them.” 
  Redness spread out from Christina’s eyes as she read the sign Marvin had fastened back 
on, and she started sniffling; great, wet sniffles separated by little gulps of air. She blinked like 
crazy, and her voice cracked out, “I don’t understand; this is wrong, it’s all wrong.” 
  Marvin had not expected this reaction and was beginning to wonder why he hadn’t just 
left the thing on the porch and driven away. “What’s wrong with it? You’re Christina, aren’t 
you?” 
  More sniffs, more gulps, and now little shining tears. “Mister, I…I broke it off with Sean 



two days ago.” 
  Marvin felt as if someone had just chiseled a hole into his skull, where that sentence was 
even now creeping in. “You what? What, Sunday? Why, for God’s sake?” 
  She looked helplessly upwards “I can’t explain it; I just…I felt like I didn’t matter to him, 
like he didn’t do enough.” 
  If Marvin had had room on that porch, he would have stamped his feet. “Didn’t do 
enough?! Look at this thing! He made it for you. He’d already made it when you let him go.” 
And a new, more horrible thought slammed unwanted through the same fresh hole. “It was here 
in town! It probably would have got to you on Saturday if the bridge hadn’t been out!” 
  Christina braced herself in the doorway, started shaking her head. Marvin had the notion 
he was supposed to give a consoling pat or something, but the door was in the way, and he still 
felt too sour regardless. He thought he’d stumbled upon an argument, though: “I mean it isn’t my 
business, but I think he’s, uh, proved his worth here. So you can call him up, you know, tell him 
it was a misunderstanding. It’s clear he’s sweet on you now, right?” 
  And, like she was remembering he was there, she brought her eyes up to his, still shaking 
her head. “I can’t, mister; don’t you see? I mean, I know he loves me, but I already made up my 
mind to do it. I already did it.” 
  Marvin felt his face go a hot he could not remember from any of his many years. He 
sputtered, clenched his fists, got one syllable each into a half-dozen different holy 
condemnations of her and her whole family line.  
  The girl sobbed, retreated into the house and let the screen door swing shut. “I can’t, I 
can’t deal with this right now, Mister. I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” And with that, she shut the main 
door, leaving Marvin alone out there with the whatsit. 
  Finally, he found his voice: “You’re not even going to take it?!” And just like that he 
seized it and dragged it down the steps with him, awkward bucket and all. “Well I’ll take it. 
Maybe I’ll toss it in that goddamned creek, too! You know you ought to patch it up with him – 
two as dumb as you deserve each other!” 
  And Marvin hurled it onto a bed of insulation and roared the truck out of sight. 
 
  Marvin Karl pulled back onto his driveway while the afternoon was still refusing to give 
up its heat. He’d treated himself to a steak with his groceries and was looking forward to eating it 
rare. He thirsted mightily for a beer but wasn’t about to leave the truck loaded. With each trip 
punctuated by his swinging gait up and down the three steps, he took in the bags of groceries, 
and put all away where they belonged. One bale at a time, he toted in the insulation, setting it in 
a space he’d cleared near the attic ladder. 
  Tired, thirsty, leg throbbing, he looked out his window at the last item, the hitchhiking 
pole. To think about it now, the right thing to do would have been to just leave it on her porch – 
make her deal with it whether she felt like it or not. He couldn’t just set it out on the road again; 
some other helpful, unsuspecting soul would pick it up and walk right into that nightmare. 
Marvin put the whatsit in his garage. 
  Later, after the sun was down, with the steak chewed and three cheap beers softening the 
aches of a long life, he set his typewriter out on the kitchen table. He typed out the address of the 
Editor of the Bugler and with great relish began: Our local government, if it can be called that, 
continues to have no idea just what inconvenience it is creating in the community by its failure to 
address the problem of the Talmoon Creek Bridge. One wonders just what they think their job is 
– to wave at park picnics. 



  The letter continued on for some time in that fashion. Marvin made plans to mail it on his 
next trip to the post office on Thursday. 



Two Worlds 
- Joanna Weston 
 
to come out of the sea 
is a dangerous thing 
 
to walk from wet sand 
to dry to gravel 
taste seaweed 
children’s play 
the leap of sand-flies 
 
the danger of reality 
comes upon me 
after a slow dream 
deep under waves 









 

 

 “I’ll Teach You to Build the School” 
- Ron Singer 
 

  In early 2010, while writing a book about African pro-democracy activists, I 
visited Gaborone, the capital of Botswana. There I spent five days with a man I had read 
quite a bit about, Patrick van Rensburg (b.1931). In 1962, returning to southern Africa 
with his English wife, Liz, he fetched up in the village of Serowe, Botswana. There he 
attempted to alleviate poverty by developing a series of projects combining education 
with production. This work was inspired by figures ranging from Mao, Nkrumah, and 
Nyerere, to the Cold Warrior, Walt Rostow.  
  The goal of my visit was to learn what had become of his projects: Swaneng Hill 
School, the Brigades, boiteko (boiteko is a Setswana word that roughly translates as 
“Many hands mean light work.”), and the Foundation for Education with Production. 
These efforts looked to me like a microcosm of socialism. Because Botswana is often 
held up as a progressive African polity, I also wondered how hospitable the government 
had proven to the projects. Finally, I wanted to take the measure of the man whom I was 
ready to regard as a hero. 
  Van Rensburg’s immediate motive for founding Swaneng Hill School was that, 
when he arrived, there were only six secondary schools in Botswana for thousands of 
primary-school graduates. Thus, when he told a contingent of these young people that 
they would be offered places in a secondary school if they helped build it, he found 
enough workers. His larger point was that poor countries could not afford sustained 
development without massive amounts of unpaid, or poorly paid, manual labor. 
  The beginnings were auspicious. After the first buildings had been constructed, 
the students asked van Rensburg for a sports field. His answer was that there was no 
money left, but that they could make one for themselves. They did just that. As demand 
increased, more buildings went up. In the course of all this construction, the students 
received training that became the germ of the Builders’ Brigade. Other Brigades soon 
followed. 
  The Brigades began as vocational training programs associated with Swaneng Hill 
School. At first the school seemed to embody van Rensburg’s egalitarian self-help 
principles. Students had their own cooperative association and government, and, 
wherever possible, both academic and practical work were integrated. Van Rensburg and 
an important associate, Robert Oakeshott, created a curriculum entitled Development 
Studies, which was designed to instill progressive attitudes in the students and to provide 
theoretical underpinnings in social theory for the practical instruction. But no Department 
was supposed to be purely academic or theoretical For example, the Carpenters’ Brigade 
Department built desks and chairs. The Science Department found limestone on campus, 
which was used for new buildings. The English and Setswana Departments started 
several publications, leading to a newspaper, Mmegi. Van Rensburg’s comments about 
the origins of this paper capture the heady optimism of those early days: 
  “In August [1967] the first issue of the new village newspaper we had planned to 
launch as part of our policy of making the school a centre of development in the 
community, appeared. We called it Mmegi wa Dikgang – Setswana for The Reporter. It 
proclaimed itself – in the vernacular – a forum for promoting the development of 
Setswana, and of literacy and rural development, as well as for reporting news and 



 

 

discussing social, political and economic affairs. Several students worked on it with staff 
members. Mmegi appeared irregularly; its influence was limited; but the first locally 
owned, private paper had been set up. It was in time to acquire a significance that could 
not then be foreseen. “ 
  With physical work built into their weekly schedules, the students went on to 
build classrooms for a local primary school and to start a cattle-marketing co-op. In 1969, 
under Oakeshott’s guidance, they joined a second set of Brigades in the building of 
another secondary school, in a place called Shashe River. Later, they built a third. 
  Interviews in Bessie Head’s non-fiction book, Serowe, Village of the Rain Wind, 
chronicle some of the early successes of van Rensburg’s projects. In one interview, 
Mututsi Seretse, manager of what were called the Swaneng Consumers’ Cooperative 
Society Stores, proudly described their profits and large membership during the first 
years of operation, 1965-67. 
  “…membership at present stands at about 5,000. …His [van Rensburg’s] idea was 
to give village people cheaper goods at wholesale prices. …We called our first annual 
meeting and paid out a bonus of 5 per cent… Then, with permission and agreement of the 
members, we started an extension to the self-service co-op store, a co-op bottle store and 
butchery, and a co-op hotel.” 
  Boiteko was van Rensburg‘s response to the need for jobs for Brigades graduates. 
It began as a barter system intended to create a self-contained subsistence economy 
parallel to the formal sector. Boiteko generally attracted older students than did the 
Brigades, many of them long-term unemployed people from the village. 
  Within just a few years, however, Swaneng Hill School and the two other projects 
ran into serious difficulties. Even while the work-study mix was at its apogee, the 
school’s institutional arteries began to harden, and its blood pressure to rise alarmingly.  
In 1966, van Rensburg appointed a new Vice Principal with a mandate to improve results 
on external academic examinations. In part because of this push, many, if not most, of the 
students began to resist manual labor. Especially the older students preferred to regard 
themselves as book scholars and incipient members of the elite. 
  Over time, a town-and-gown divide developed. The students at Swaneng Hill 
School began to mock their cohorts, the purely manual laborers of the boiteko. As these 
elitist attitudes hardened, a disgusted van Rensburg completely separated the Brigades –
and himself ─ from the school. Without the founder’s leadership, Swaneng Hill endured 
a serious student riot, and the erstwhile Vice-Principal, now Acting Principal, herself 
moved on. Since then, Swaneng Hill has come to resemble other, more ordinary 
secondary schools in Botswana. 
  The now-independent Brigades and their offshoot, the boiteko, encountered their 
own difficulties. On several fronts, van Rensburg struggled with the problem of 
motivation. Money was a never-ending worry. The Brigades were expected to pay for 
themselves by selling their goods and services: building skills, agricultural products, 
woven textiles, and so on. Some Brigades, such as the Builders’, did pay for themselves, 
even turning a profit. That particular enterprise wound up building a hotel, a cooperative 
store, and many workshop buildings, all over Serowe. (Swaneng Hill School is on the 
outskirts.) But many of the Brigades bled red ink. When the barter system of the boiteko 
also proved untenable, the project evolved into small businesses that sold their own wares 
and services. But boiteko membership never provided a full livelihood. 



 

 

  There are numerous vignettes and anecdotes in Bessie Head’s A Question of 
Power that speak to the financial problems endemic to alternative economies. For 
instance, Head describes a meeting of the food co-op at Swaneng Hill School. After the 
principal has patiently explained the finances of the co-op, the chronic complaint about 
too much work for too little money bubbles up, threatening to disrupt the proceedings. 
  “They were still muttering like that when an old man stood up slowly and 
importantly. People thought he had a momentous speech to make on production and 
turned to him, expectantly. He said: ‘Last week I fell off a lorry….’ He got no further 
than that. A loud roar of laughter drowned the remainder of his words. He stood there 
smiling good-humoredly. He had broken the serious, tense atmosphere of the 
schoolroom.” 
  Another major problem was finding jobs for graduates, which transformed the 
school-leaver problem into Brigades- and boiteko- leaver problems. Several interviews in 
Serowe, Village of the Rain Wind speak to the problem of post-Brigade and post-boiteko 
employment. Ndoro Sekwati, a graduate of the Weavers Brigade, puts the problem in 
perspective:”…most trainees cannot set themselves up as weavers and silk-screen printers 
because the equipment is too costly… In spite of this, many girls did not regret the period 
spent in the Brigade. They would have joined anyway, out of curiosity, just to see if it 
would help them or not. Young people in Serowe are very attracted to something new.” 
  Remarkably, van Rensburg managed to keep these problems of wages and post-
training employment at bay for years. One pillar of his projects was the labor of paid and 
unpaid staff from abroad, people such as Oakeshott. He also attracted significant ongoing 
support from foreign foundations, notably in Sweden and the Netherlands, and even 
employed some Peace Corps volunteers. 
  Parts of Serowe: Village of the Rain Wind describe the antecedents of van 
Rensburg’s projects. Among the proto-Brigades was the building of primary schools and 
a water supply system by Tshekedi Khama (1909-59). Tshekedi was the son of Khama 
the Great, who, as Chief of the Bamangwato and a leading figure in the pre-colonial era, 
had himself used labor brigades. Tshekedi was also the uncle of, and regent for, Seretse 
Khama, who was to become the first President of independent Botswana, and who was 
initially, at least, a friend and reliable ally of Van Rensburg. 
  As Chief of the Bamangwato, Tshekedi Khama marshaled the unemployed into 
“voluntary” work regiments. Head interviewed many people who were involved, in one 
way or another. One such person was Lenyeletse Seretse, later a civil servant, who 
painfully recalled those days: “In Tshekedi’s time, work regiments were a part of village 
life, and he had a terrific amount of projects going on at the same time. …And unlike 
today there was no aid money to build schools… The suffering we went through! It was 
1948. It was hot, as only drought years can be, and we worked all day outdoors. Those of 
us who had more means were forced to share with those who had less. Soon, we were 
starving… He had a contractor for the college; we provided the free labor.” 
  This was the legacy Van Rensburg inherited when he came on the scene fourteen 
years later, a white foreigner, to boot. The positive aspect was that people knew what 
cooperative labor was all about; the negative, that it was associated with coercion and 
privation. For the most part, van Rensburg successfully neutralized the negative parts of 
the legacy, as well as the large threat of anti-colonial racial animosity. He hired and 
promoted numerous capable Batswana, and far from being white overseers, he and his 



 

 

wife worked alongside everyone else. 
  In fact, few or no others worked as hard as he did. When, in 1967, he pointed out 
the need for a great hall at the school, student and staff grumbling became an uproar. 
Even the energetic and visionary Oakeshott found Van Rensburg’s plans for this new 
building excessive. But from 1967-1970, Van Rensburg built it anyway, doing a 
disproportionate share of the work himself and coming down with pneumonia in the 
process. 
  ”… I’m very proud of this building…. Of course, the hall was a big, big 
challenge. And they took it, they took the challenge. …We minimized the cutting down 
of trees. IVS [International Voluntary Service] sent us somebody who had architectural 
skills…. At least 6 000 bags of cement had gone into building it along with many 
hundreds of tons of river sand, pit sand, and crushed stone for concrete, mortar and wall 
plaster. Because it was on sloping ground, large quantities of earth for filler was [sic] 
required. It was dug out of a rectangular hole that was envisaged for a possible swimming 
pool. Over three years of Saturdays, I had personally moved at least 50 tons.”  
 

 
 
Van Rensburg inside the Great Hall of Swaneng Hill School. At the time of its completion in 1970, it was 
the largest hall in Botswana.  
 
 From Serowe, the Brigades spread across Botswana. During the years following 
the huge expansion of diamond mining (beginning in 1965) and Independence (1966), the 
Brigades participated in a protracted construction boom. The building in Gaborone where 



 

 

van Rensburg now lives, and where Mmegi (the newspaper) is also housed, was part of 
that boom. 
  Ron Singer (RS): How many trainees built this building? 
  Patrick van Rensburg (PvR): About twelve. But we also had other buildings that 
they were building. Some houses, too. We trained them, then said, “You have to go out 
and make your own job.” 
  RS: Were they able to get jobs? 
  PvR: Yes, a lot of the housing that’s been built here is by trainees. This was early 
Gaborone. 
  During the typically very hot and dry late-summer day that I spent driving and 
walking around Swaneng Hill School and the village of Serowe with van Rensburg, I saw 
the current reality of what he had built, most of it sleepy and faded. But what I saw was 
juxtaposed in my mind’s eye with the place of stirring hope described in his and Bessie 
Head’s books. 
 
  As if those first three ambitious projects were not enough, in the final section of 
his book The Making of a Rebel, van Rensburg describes his most recent undertaking, the 
Foundation for Education with Production (FEP), an offshoot of the initial projects. I 
learned more about FEP during our interviews, from two small publications he gave me, 
and from a subsequent e-mail exchange. 
  Since the 70’s and 80’s, FEP projects have been undertaken in Botswana and 
several other southern African countries. After the rapprochement between de Klerk and 
Mandela in 1990, FEP moved into South Africa, marking a homecoming, of sorts, for van 
Rensburg. Always on the lookout for life patterns, I hypothesized, “FEP, that’s an 
interesting development. Your career is interesting. Every step seems a logical outcome 
of what’s just happened.” 
  PvR: Well, to some extent. 
  RS: A planned, unplanned life. 
  PvR: Yeah. It’s not like you planned all those things that went wrong. 
  In developing FEP, van Rensburg demonstrated his usual pragmatic flexibility, 
adapting projects to local conditions. Although unions were not a problem in Botswana, 
where they have never been strong, private building companies sometimes were; so he 
built where he could. In South Africa, union and company opposition depended on local 
conditions; so, again, he picked his spots.  
  He also sought out strategic allies. In the early 1990’s, when he was allowed to 
return to South Africa on one-month visas, he traveled to the Eastern Transvaal (renamed 
Mpumalanga in 1995). There he met Chris Seoposengwe, a member of the ruling African 
National Congress (ANC), who was directing the education and training programs of the 
Congress of South African Trade Unions’ (COSATU). Seoposengwe was very interested 
in incorporating FEP methods into government-sponsored vocational training programs, 
and Van Rensburg helped him do this. 
  Subsequently, van Rensburg lectured at conferences and other venues across 
South Africa and Europe, spreading the FEP gospel and finding further philanthropic 
support. School-and-home building projects were undertaken in several South African 
homelands and provinces, including Bophuthatswana (later Northwest Province), 
Lesotho, Gauteng (home to Johannesburg, where several residential flats were built), and 



 

 

KwaZulu-Natal. As had been the case with the earlier projects, van Rensburg kept to a 
policy of letting go as soon as a project was up-and-running. 
  RS: Once you started an FEP project, did you remain in charge? 
  PvR: I’d go to greet them, but not to observe. There are twelve places throughout 
South Africa. I started several, and some of them have gone out and started others. When 
they start off, it’s education with production. Then, after a while, they’ve got their skills, 
they don’t need any further assistance. 
  In KwaZulu-Natal, van Rensburg introduced FEP to Jacob Zuma, whom he had 
first met thirty years before, when he had been a Liberal Party organizer, and Zuma, a 
local Chief and entrepreneur. Van Rensburg offered an interesting perspective on South 
Africa’s current, controversial President. 
  RS: So who was Jacob Zuma, back then? 
  PvR: He was living on the Natal coast. What I got him interested in was housing, 
because I could see that the housing of the poorer people was appalling. 
  RS: It still is. 
  PvR: I got him into Empangeni [a town in KwaZulu-Natal], into building. That’s 
where he lived… . He had a farm ─ farms ─ there. He also had some fishing enterprises. 
  RS: He came from some money? 
  PvR: No, he wasn’t particularly wealthy. I interested him in the education, getting 
students involved, particularly in practical skills. He had some responsibilities as a Zulu 
chief. He was open. He tried out some of my suggestions. When I went back much later, I 
found that things were happening. Building, carpentry, and farming. It grew. Some of 
them took it up, and then they brought in new skills. Sugar, cotton farms, and the big 
sugar factories. 
  RS: What do you think about Zuma and housing these days? And education? Now 
that he’s responsible for everything. 
  PvR: Well, I don’t think he’s got any great new ideas. But he sticks by what he 
undertakes. 
 
  In several conversations, van Rensburg expressed a mixture of resignation and 
anger toward Botswana’s current government. He reiterated the point that, once you build 
something, you just have to let it run its course, but he also railed against someone he 
referred to as “that crazy Swedish woman,” a free-marketer, the wife of a Minister, and a 
nemesis of the Brigades. He even made an old man’s threats about publicly denouncing 
government bean counters, who are in the process of “rationalizing” – i.e.,radically 
shrinking ─ the Brigades. 
  No doubt van Rensburg can find much to regret. I am sure it saddens him (as it 
did me) to see that many of the Brigades compounds across the country are now clusters 
of crumbling old buildings, like the Tswelelopele Brigade Centre near the South African 
border at Ramotswa. The compound is a sleepy place with peeling paint and a weedy dirt 
yard. The original Farmers’ Brigade in Serowe still exists, but it, too, is a run-down, 
sleepy place. Van Rensburg showed me this vestige without much comment. 
  From co-op to co-optation. Over the years many of his programs have passed into 
the mainstream and been subjected to the vicissitudes thereof. For instance, Botswana 
developed an extensive network of cattle co-operatives (147 with 100,000 members), but 
these could not compete with supermarkets, and they have been ravaged by epidemics, 



 

 

including hoof-and-mouth disease. 
  Half a century later, van Rensburg’s first three projects have left a mixed legacy. 
Nothing now seems like what it must then have been. Most boiteko enterprises have 
metamorphosed into private businesses. When we visited the hotel, the only people we 
saw were three middle-aged businessmen drinking to the music of a boom box in the 
open-air bar. The place did not have much of the feeling of a co-op. 
 
 

 
 
He stoops to conquer. At the hotel, Van Rensburg checks to see how well the work of the Builders’ Brigades 
has held up over forty-five years. (Very well.) 
 
  PvR: I built all this. All the stone comes off the hill… Let’s not go in, I don’t want 
to be drawn into anything. 
  RS: You put in the boom box, the sound, right? 
  PvR: No, I can’t be blamed for that. 
  Van Rensburg also told me parts of the post-Swaneng Hill story of Mmegi. 
  PvR: I re-established it in ’84. In Serowe…. We bought out an old Dutch editor. 
He’d retired. 
  RS: Are any of the people downstairs holdovers from those days, products of 
Swaneng Hill training, the student paper? 
  PvR: I think it’s too long ago. This paper! Half the staff leaves at the end of each 
… This paper is something else! 



 

 

  My own research revealed that Mmegi is currently owned by Dikgang Publishing 
Company, formed in 1992. The new company took over from Mmegi Publishing Trust, 
an NGO that remains a major shareholder. 
  I do not believe, however, that change should be confused with failure. Forty-five 
years later, the designs of the hotel, school, and other Serowe buildings still seem 
beautiful, and the masonry remains stout and virtually flawless. As for the still-standing 
boiteko buildings, van Rensburg expressed his lingering pride. “This is what I started, all 
this, the Serowe Development Trust. There were printers – they’ve moved now ─ 
carpenters, garages … where all the different businesses were located. The people who 
rent them are entitled to keep some of the profits. We had twenty-five when I was still 
running it. In all probability, if I hadn’t come, it wouldn’t have happened… The only 
thing I haven’t got is a Batswana wife. And I feel I ought to have at least five or six.” 
  In evaluating van Rensburg’s efforts, one needs to see the forest. For almost fifty 
years now, large numbers of people have enjoyed livelihoods running, or working for, 
businesses that he created. When Swaneng Hill, the Brigades, and boiteko were at their 
apogee, did the good work carried on from day to day, month to month, year to year, by 
all those people – students, paid employees, and idealistic volunteers, both Batswana and 
outsiders ─ not matter to their own lives? Would those who gained affordable food, 
shelter and clothing say that the projects that produced them were failures? 
  Since then, people’s lives have continued to be touched by van Rensburg’s work 
in many ways, some trivial, some, not. Whatever he may think of present-day Mmegi, 
readers all over the country look forward to each day’s edition. As we were leaving the 
School compound, the men at the gate smiled and waved to us. 
  RS: Are you still appreciated around here, Patrick? 
  PvR: Oh, I don’t mind if … 
  RS: I think you are. 
  PvR: No, I think I am. I am. 
  True, almost everything built by van Rensburg has changed, but what ideals, or 
ideology, have the changes betrayed? Even then, in the 1960’s, the informal, rural 
economy he worked so hard to create, combined equality with wealth generation. Was 
that pure socialism, or (God forbid!) did it include a tincture of closet capitalism? If 
graduates of van Rensburg’s programs have risen through the professional ranks or 
developed viable businesses, are those successes or failures? Does he mind that the 
current rulers of South Africa, busy, self-aggrandizing, and frequently self–enriching, 
have not honored him for FEP, not to mention his important earlier work against the 
apartheid regime? 
  RS: After ’94 [majority rule], weren’t you welcomed back? 
  PvR: I was allowed back, not welcomed. 
  RS: After what you did for them? the Boycott Movement? I don’t understand why 
they wouldn’t have had a parade for you. Ride into Jo’burg on an elephant. 
  PvR: No, it wasn’t like that. I had made some kind of peace with, uh, Mafikeng 
[now called Mahikeng, capital of now-North-West province]. 
  Van Rensburg is alluding to his having brought FEP projects to the hated 
Bantustans, Limpopo and Bophuthatswana, before they became (in 1994) part of the new 
South Africa. For that matter, he also brought FEP to Southern Rhodesia before it was 
liberated and renamed Zimbabwe. And the program still operates there; even now that 



 

 

Zimbabwe needs to be liberated from its liberator, Robert Mugabe. 
  If van Rensburg does mind the slights, he should blame his own resolute 
humanism and resistance to racism from both directions, and his imperviousness to all 
forms of partisanship that impede the eradication of poverty. Van Rensburg’s own values 
explain why this prophet is without more honor in his own country. Besides, no one has a 
monopoly on disrespect. I asked him about communism and socialism in present-day 
South Africa, and beyond. 
  RS: Do you understand the South African Left, Patrick? I don’t. 
  PvR: Well, I don’t think there is one. 
  RS: Well, the government has absorbed the former Left, communists included. 
High-ups in the government. But I don’t think they’re really communists, anymore. 
  PvR: No, there’s no communism. But I don’t know what communism is now. I 
mean, we never really … the Soviet Union had a dictatorship. 
  RS: I think there is a socialist ideal in South Africa. But I don’t imagine it could 
ever really amount to much. I can’t see any African countries becoming socialist states. 
  PvR: No, they don’t have sufficient production capacity. They’re still importing a 
lot that they need. 
  The final paragraphs of The Making of a Rebel anticipate the triumph of 
capitalism in the new South Africa. Like many other activists, van Rensburg regards 
economic apartheid as today’s villain. Although the post-1994 nation was born out of an 
almost miraculously peaceful political change and transfer of power, the ruling coalition 
of politicians, labor unions, and the Communist party has thus far proven starkly unable 
to redress poverty. Today, South Africa is the most unequal nation on Earth. As might 
have been expected, and as is the case in the majority of post-colonial liberation regimes, 
in their new South Africa, some ANC leaders have rewarded themselves with money, 
land, and well-paid jobs. The truth, too, is that most Afrikaans big business, and the 
bigger business of English-speaking South Africa, plus even bigger international 
investors, all supported the inevitable transfer of political power, at least partly in order to 
hold on to as much of their own wealth as possible. 
  Perhaps the best way to look at the sum total of all that Patrick van Rensburg has 
accomplished over the years is to take a Pisgah view. As in the rest of the world, people 
across southern Africa are living in houses, learning in schools, and working at jobs that 
are the fruits of all sorts of motives. Van Rensburg’s were among the best and, as such, 
the predominantly weak record of African socialism notwithstanding, new generations 
will be inspired by what this man has thought and written, and by the projects he invented 
and developed. When van Rensburg came to Serowe in 1962, perhaps it was fortunate 
that he could not have anticipated the failures of African socialism. In his own pragmatic, 
un-ideological way, he just went ahead and practiced socialism. Here, at least, on this 
imperfect planet, I cannot imagine a life better spent.  
 
               Update 

  In January 2012, Mmegi relocated, leaving van Rensburg marooned, without an 
Internet connection, in the building that he had built and they had occupied. 
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Together Alone 
- Joseph Glaser 
 
unbending 
side by side 
parallel lives stretch out like rails 
 
peering expectantly ahead 
towards the vanishing point 
where perspective paints the 
illusion of convergence 
 - drawing out vain fantasies 
 
side by side swinging 
resonant hammers 
like trackwalkers 
striking random notes 
 - a word echoes here 
 - a laugh jingles there 
 - a barb screeches smooth steel 
the sticky sounds of dissonance 
clamor for connection 
 
side by side eyeing 
a gingerbread station 
rising on the horizon 
offering escape into Disneyland 
wishing on a star 
 - a respite at least 
 - perhaps even end-of-track 
the promise of a new paradigm 
floats in the air 
 
lonesome bells soon toll plaintively 
signaling soft frustration 
dialogue becomes monologue 
emotions swell and sag as 
parallel tracks reach out again 
relentlessly side by side 
through Fantasy Station 
exiting toward the horizon 
side by side encased 
in rusty ancient armor 
shielding shadowy shapes 
ghosts cradling unburied relics 
grasp for resurrection in an 
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inchoate fusion of past and present 
 
parallel lives stretching out like rails 
held firmly apart 
by deep ties 
 
alone together 
together alone 
 
 





Hello, My Name Is Denise 
- Nikki Dolson 
 
  “I saw God once.” 
  A man in a blue trucker hat laughed, and it cut through the silence of the small room. He 
and the man next to him sat in the back row wearing matching Carhartt jackets. Blue Hat 
chuckled again, nudging the other who shook his head and the green brim of his trucker hat 
dipped down as if he was trying to hide. Denise guessed Blue Hat was Green Hat’s support 
system. They were all supposed to bring someone but Denise’s grandmother was working the 
polls that night. The only other person she’d wanted there was Dumont, and he was too far away 
to drop in. Denise saw disbelief on Blue Hat’s face. It was on the faces of many in the audience, 
they, too, had seen God and Santa Claus and the Easter bunny, all while in their own personal 
stupors. 
  “I know what you’re thinking,” Denise continued. “It wasn’t that way, and it wasn’t in 
some weird near-death experience with me floating over an operating table but in the alley 
behind Grouper’s Tavern in Las Vegas. Sure, I was drunk but not good drunk. Good drunk is 
when I can’t remember what happened after the last shot, and I remember that night and how I 
ended up in that alley, face down and bleeding at God’s feet.” 
  Denise looked up at the drop ceiling, at the stained acoustic tiles. The building was used 
mostly for Sunday Bible classes and daycare. She stood on a low stage behind a podium that hid 
most of her small frame. Participants were encouraged not to use the podium. You are among 
friends. You have nothing to hide, the counselor told her. Denise agreed she didn’t have anything 
to hide but she thought a little stationary support couldn’t hurt. She pieced together a bigger 
smile, her cashier smile, the one that made her words bouncy and bubbly. The smile that made 
customers comment on how nice she was as she bagged their groceries and sent them on their 
way. 
  “You see, me and my guy, his name was Wardell, fine ass, quick-trigger temper when 
intoxicated. Intoxicated, that’s the counselor’s word, not mine. We were celebrating my new job, 
my second in as many months, and my buying a new car. My first new car. It was a sturdy, little 
blue Ford Focus. Wardell twirled the keys to it on his finger as we made our grand entrance into 
Grouper’s. He immediately bought the whole bar a round of shots. A cheer went up, and men 
raised glasses to him in thanks. Now nobody really cared for Wardell, they thought he was too 
young to swagger the way he did. Too young for me, too. He was nearly six years younger. 
However, if somebody was buying them drinks, who were they to say no? Yeah, it was my 
money Wardell was spending, he’d been in between jobs for most of our relationship, but I let 
him. When Wardell was happy, I was, too.” 
  Denise was interrupted by the squall of a metal door opening at the back of the room. 
Dumont was there, all long limbs and dressed in slacks, a crisp white shirt and a tie, of all things, 
like she was graduating from college or something instead of receiving her thirty-day chip. He 
was dressed up as if he thought she was special when she knew she wasn’t. Or at least, not 
special enough. He smiled at her then found a chair in the back row with the men in trucker hats. 
  She bit her lip and wiped her hands on her jeans, tugged at her sweater, the sticker with 
her name on it crackled. She smoothed it back into place. She looked out at the people sitting 
clustered together in the center of rows of metal folding chairs. It was only a dozen people but 
she could feel their varying degrees of impatience. Tonight in front of these people, some she 
knew on sight, if not by name, others she didn’t know at all, Denise was telling the truth. 



  “Wardell swung me up onto a stool, and I sat facing out, watching the shots go round. I 
had mine, slammed that little glass down onto the bar with the rest of them, and we all enjoyed 
the burn. I was a little tired but I put on my best smile. It was easy with Wardell next to me, one 
hand on my thigh the other on his beer like he did when we were at his place or mine. Like usual, 
his fingers crept up my thigh sneaking under the hem of my skirt where his fingers slipped up 
and down while he talked hockey with his buddy, Dumont. In high school, they’d played football 
together, both of them linebackers. Long after they’d given up on their athletic dreams, they still 
hung out. Dumont raised his beer to me, and I grinned back. He was always good to be around. 
He always had a calming effect on Wardell. Whenever Wardell said we were going out, I always 
hoped it was with him, too. 
  “Another round of shots was ordered, and I had another shot directly after that, then I 
ordered a Corona, so I was early drunk, only leaning a little. I listened to the hum of the bar, to 
the music that leaked from the jukebox, and to the clink of glasses on tabletops. It was a good 
night so far. I leaned closer to Wardell and listened to him and Dumont talking about the 
Olympics and how Wardell thought there was something about those Mary-Lous. Him going on 
and on about the Mary-Lous, saying that there was hardly nothing to them but when they got up 
on the beam and did that flip ─ you know the one where the girl lands, straddling the beam? ─ 
and how he couldn’t help but imagine her doing that flip onto him in a bedroom setting. 
  “Now Dumont’s a nice guy, with a round face and big brown eyes. I’ve never known him 
to say an unkind word to anyone so of course he laughed but not in that big robust way he 
normally laughed. His laugh has been known to shake doors and windows in their frames. Not 
that Wardell noticed. He was caught up in his vision of that gymnast. Then he started talking 
about another girl, one who was obviously not even sixteen yet, and I said as much kind of under 
my breath. 
  “I didn’t think he heard me. The hand under my skirt was still there trying to slip ever 
northward, his fingers dug in deep between my crossed thighs. I realized a little late that people 
in the bar were looking at me funny. Old men half-grinning, waiting for a little flash of panty to 
go with their free drink, and one heavyset woman, one who’d prettied herself up and squeezed 
into a black lacy top, was giving me the side eye. I tried to get Wardell to quit it without actually 
having to say anything. I squirmed and tried to keep my beer from spilling while he talked on, 
his head turned away from me. I tried to gently shove his hand down with my right hand and 
keep my stool from swiveling too much. Then my beer spilled onto my skirt and down his arm. 
He yelled and tried to yank his hand away but it being August, it was just this side of too warm 
in the bar and his hand stuck to me the way I used to stick my Grandma’s plastic covered 
couches during my summer vacations. Wardell ended up pulling me off my stool before his hand 
finally ripped free of my tacky thigh. The beer I was holding was still near full; when I lost my 
grip on the bottle, it landed on his thigh and fell over, neck down, spreading its ice cold essence 
liberally across his crotch. 
  “At this point, y’all can be sure that Wardell was done being happy for the night.” 
  A couple of people shifted in their metal seats but their eyes never left Denise’s face. One 
or two smiled up at her and Denise smiled back. Denise looked right at Dumont when she said, 
“Sweet-face Dumont ran interference for me, and I scooted off to the back of the bar where the 
back door was kept open for the smokers since Vegas went smokeless and where the bathrooms 
were. Before I went into the ladies room, I looked back and saw the bartender toss a towel 
Wardell’s way. He pressed at his crotch with the towel trying to sop up some of the mess, and I 
was truly hoping he wouldn’t come back to where I was. Dumont was loud talking to him, trying 



to calm him down, and Wardell just cussed on and on while everyone around him laughed, good-
naturedly. 
  “In the bathroom, I tried to salvage my work skirt, dabbing at the dark spots as best as I 
could with the completely non-absorbent brown paper towels, you know the ones supplied in 
most low-caliber establishments all over these United States of ours? Sure, Wardell was pissed 
and maybe uncomfortable but he was wearing the black jeans I’d bought him the week before so 
he’d be fine in the bar. I was in my work clothes, and my skirt was dry clean only. After the 
rounds of drinks bought and coming up with the down payment on the car, I knew I’d barely 
have enough to make it to my next payday, so paying to have my clothes dry cleaned wasn’t an 
option that week. 
  “I kept at my skirt though. Praying it wouldn’t look so bad, that maybe I could get 
another wearing out of it. That’s when I realized I was trying to dry new spots. In the mirror over 
the bathroom’s sinks, I saw tears were pouring down my cheeks and splattering onto my blouse 
and skirt. Now I wasn’t wailing or about to have a real my-heart’s-in-it-crying-jag. The tears just 
fell. I guessed three hours spent car hunting and haggling over prices had worn me out. I should 
have let Wardell party without me. 
  “I suppose I stayed out with him because of the car. I wasn’t worried about Wardell 
cheating on me because I knew at his worst he’d only hook-up with a girl long enough to get her 
to give him a blowjob in a dark corner somewhere. Then he’d come home to me, all excited and 
eager and not caring a bit that I’d been sleeping. He’d fuck my dead body, I think, then complain 
about my lack of passion. No, it was my new car with its new car smell and the courtesy paper 
on the floorboards so the carpet wouldn’t get dirty. My new car that I hadn’t gotten to drive once 
since I signed the paperwork for it. All I had gotten was the test drive and after that I’d let 
Wardell have his way. He wanted to drive, so he drove.” 
  Denise paused here and took a sip of water from the plastic cup on the podium. She 
glanced at where Dumont sat, hunched over with his hands between his knees as if bracing for 
the blow he knew was coming. Denise let go of her smile. 
  “I was being silly I told myself. I shook my head at my reflection in that mirror, patted at 
my face with those useless paper towels, fixed my hair and assembled the pieces of a smile onto 
my face before I pushed open the bathroom door. The jukebox was playing but on the Grouper’s 
unfortunate speakers all you could hear was a tinny bass line. I looked out into the bar. Dumont 
was at the jukebox with his back to me. The bartender was leaning way over the bar to whisper 
into some blonde girl’s ear. Wardell’s narrow-eyed face, tinged red under the deep brown skin, 
leapt into focus as he grabbed me by the neck. 
  “He yanked me clear out of one shoe. He switched his grip to grab me by my hair and 
half-dragged, half-pushed me out the back door. All the while, I was gasping and stumbling, 
trying to keep up. In the alley, there was a nothing but empty beer boxes stacked and the nasty 
smelling dumpster, all just barely lit up by the backdoor's overhead light. Wardell spun me 
around, and I blinked, trying to focus, feeling the full effect of the shots and the beer in my 
system. I closed my eyes again, and before I could open them, pain thumped through my head 
like a thunderclap. Heat swarmed into my ear. He hit me again, probably because I was still on 
my feet, and he broke my nose with that hit.” 
  Denise touched her nose and grimaced, remembering the pain, that white hot lightening 
that shot through her face and made her knees go to jelly. Someone grunted in the front row, a 
man Denise had seen a few times. His cheeks and nose still held the too-bright ruddy redness 
from a long history of alcohol. He nodded at her, urging her on. 



  “I hit the ground, and he leaned over me and said real quiet like, ‘Did I ask your opinion 
on the age of that girl? No, I did not. You’re old, Denise. Old and used. I think I need me a new 
model.’ Then he kicked me. Now, I’m sure he was aiming for my stomach but he’d had a fair 
amount to drink himself, and he lost his balance a little, so his kick landed with less force and on 
my leg. Not that it didn’t hurt. That muscle rolled itself up tight as hell almost immediately. I 
was whimpering and holding my leg and nose. I heard Wardell cuss and saw his foot rise again 
but then he just left me there. I didn’t get up. I thought someone would come for me. Someone 
had to see him drag me out. I just stayed there and cried until I passed out. 
  “When I woke up, I thought I’d heard my name. I felt the ground under my cheek ─ a 
rock was jabbing me there ─ and I opened my eyes a little, fully expecting to see Wardell’s 
brown steel toed boots, scuffed and tapping impatiently near my head. He’d be waiting to 
apologize or to begin round two. The light was brighter than I remembered and at first I didn’t 
see anything but the empty beer boxes next to the dumpster. For just a second, I closed my eyes 
then reopened them and saw a dark, backlit figure. Figuring it was Wardell, I tried to curl up real 
tight like they tell you to do when confronted with a bear on your camping trip. But then this 
voice floated down to me, real soft and low and said my name like it’s never been said before or 
since. So, of course, I looked up again because this voice could not belong to Wardell. In my 
head though I was thinking, Please don’t let this be the nightmare where the nice guy turns into 
Wardell accusing me of cheating again. 
  “I said, ‘Yes?’ but it was slurred to my own ears. I coughed and spat blood then felt the 
full on body ache hit me. 
  “When I was done spasming and crying, I looked around again and there He stood. Not in 
the weak-ass low wattage light from Grouper’s dollar store light bulbs but in a pure white light 
that lit him up and made his brown hair shine and glinted off his handlebar mustache.” 
  A woman laughed. Next to her a man leaned in close and whispered low and furious into 
her ear. Her face fell and she looked away from Denise. The man crossed his arms over his chest 
and focused his attention back on Denise. Denise understood how she must sound to that woman 
and felt the need to acknowledge her. She put her hands up and said, “I know how this must 
sound but it was one of those Wyatt Earp in O.K. Corral type mustaches and behind that was the 
kindest face I’ve ever seen. I swear to you I stopped hurting in that first moment. My nose didn’t 
throb in His presence. The ground wasn’t as hard any longer but soft like the grass you only 
remember in dreams about your childhood.” 
  Denise looked out across the room to Dumont who watched her steadily. She wondered 
what he saw. If he only saw the old Denise. The one who was always a little too drunk to walk 
proper. The one who rolled over for Wardell at the snap of his fingers. That old Denise, she was 
ashamed of her. She wanted Dumont to know that she had changed. She was doing the hard 
work of living all by herself. Well, for the most part anyway. She didn’t make enough to have a 
place by herself but she was working on it. The next words Denise said were for Dumont, and 
she made sure he was listening when she continued her story. 
  “‘What are you doing down there?’ said the man. And if that wasn’t the question of all 
questions! What was I doing down there, other than crying and bleeding? I shrugged, which did 
hurt a little. ‘You gotta help yourself, Denise.’ Then I heard my Grandma loud and clear in my 
head say, ‘God helps those who help themselves,’ and I remembered something. It was this: “My 
grandma spent nearly the whole of her marriage taking care of my grandpa. A year after my 
mom was born, Grandpa fell at a construction site, hitting his head. He never spoke again after 
that day or kissed my grandma or my mom, or ever managed to wipe his own ass again but 



Grandma never wavered in her devotion to him. You gotta imagine my grandma, no taller than 
me, and she was skinny, frail-looking. She had the look of always being tired, I mean, even her 
skin looked tired. But long after my mom escaped that life, Grandma took care of that man alone. 
Though eventually the guilt caught up with my mom in San Diego, and she sent me to do her 
penance. 
  “For three summers, I gave up the ocean and balmy summer days to sweat it out in the 
heat and humidity of Chicago while I helped my grandma take care of her husband. I fed him 
and wiped his mouth when she was busy selling bottles of RC Cola and red popsicles for a 
quarter each out her back door to the project kids. While she gave him a bath, I mopped and 
waxed her kitchen floor. For all the work though I enjoyed it at her place. In San Diego, I’d’ve 
spent days on end fending for myself while my mom would be out enjoying her time with some 
man or sleeping off her alcohol stupor in the drunk tank. But at my Grandma’s, after Grandpa 
was in bed, we’d sit out on the back porch and watch the fireflies go by. It was a night like that 
when I asked Grandma why she didn’t put Grandpa in a home. 
  “She was sitting in the straight backed kitchen chair with a bottle of RC in her hand and 
without looking at me she said, ‘That’s my husband you’re talking about. Be careful.’ I was 
twelve then, and I knew I crossed some line but I told her I was only saying what my mama said. 
Grandma made a face, and I thought she was angry but now I realize she was tired and she said, 
‘God helps those who help themselves.’ 
  “Over the years I came to think she meant she was obligated to take care of her husband; 
that her life was traded for his, and I didn’t want that for me. The one thing my mama taught me 
was to go after the good times because you never knew when they were gonna end. So I tried to 
live my life like that. But lying there in that alley, bleeding at the feet of the Almighty, I realized 
that my mama, for all of her good times, had nothing to show for it, and those men she had those 
good times with always left her. I decided there in that alley that helping yourself can mean a lot 
of different things, and that night it meant that Wardell wasn’t good for me. Unless I gave him 
up, I’d never be free of him, and nobody could intervene on my behalf. Dumont couldn’t distract 
Wardell long enough for me to ever truly escape him. I had to do it. So I said, ‘Okay, but could I 
ask for a hand up off the ground.’ But in the time it took me to remember my grandmother’s 
words, He was gone. 
  “Then I got up real slow on my own. My face felt twice its normal size. My nose felt big, 
sore, and was throbbing something mighty. I stood finally and looked both directions down the 
alleyway but there was no one to see, only the red from the streetlight or from a car’s taillights. I 
limped back into the bar and found it near empty. The bartender and the same blonde were 
cozied up at the far end of the counter. I could see my purse near the cash register and as I 
hobbled over, the bartender brought it to me. He offered to call an ambulance but I just asked for 
a cab. Dumont came out from one of the corner booths, took one look at me and told me he was 
taking me home. I let him. It’s not like I had money for a cab after all. Nobody mentioned 
Wardell, and I didn’t ask about him. I figured he had my car. I thought maybe I’d report it stolen 
after I had some sleep and aspirin. Overall, I felt good leaving that bar without Wardell. 
  “Dumont eventually talked me into going to the ER. They did what they could for my 
nose. I’m lucky. It could be much worse than having this little bump. So it leans to the left, I 
could still be in that alley. I know y’all are thinking that I didn’t meet God in the alley. Maybe 
you’re right. All I saw was a dark figure who told me to get up off the ground on my own. 
Hardly a biblical meeting, right? Can y’all see Charleston Heston talking about the Ten 
Commandments then saying ‘Hey, did you hear the one about the drunk chick behind that bar in 



Vegas?’” There was laughter. “Getting here isn’t easy. But I don’t have to tell y’all that. But here 
I am.” 
  She didn’t say all she thought. She didn’t say how much she missed drinking, nearly 
everyone in her audience knew that loss. For a long time drinking and Wardell went hand in 
hand, one never done without the other. The Wardell-shaped hole in her life was constant and 
unfillable, she thought. 
  No one clapped for her. Denise stepped off the stage, her eyes on Dumont in the back 
row. She shook hands with a few people. Then everyone else made their slow, shuffling way 
towards the refreshment table on one side of the room. Denise weaved between the empty chairs 
to sit next to Dumont. His head was down, cradled in his hands. Denise sat close enough to feel 
the warmth of his body. 
  “You couldn’t save me that night, Dumont. I was trying to tell you that.” 
  He nodded. “You sounded real good up there.” 
  “Thanks for coming. You didn’t need to, Dumont. You could’ve just called me back.” 
  He shrugged. “Wasn’t nothing. I’ve got people out this way. I’m staying with a cousin.” 
He lifted his head from his hands and looked her over. “And you called. It was good to hear your 
voice but it’s better seeing you, though.” 
  She felt herself blush. 
  “Maybe you’ll let me take you out?” Dumont asked. 
  “I’m not like I was before. I’m not her anymore.” Denise was more on her own now than 
she’d been in ten years living in Vegas. She didn’t want a new man to lead her through life 
again. 
  “Then I need to get to know this Denise.” 
  She didn’t know how to say that she was afraid Wardell was the one she meant to be 
with. How for all his flaws, he’d made her feel alive. That every day she found herself looking in 
every bar window, checking out every man in slouching jeans and a white tank top. Every 
tattooed bicep made her remember Wardell and pulled at her heart. Every man who said hello 
was almost Wardell. 
  Denise nodded and held out her hand. Dumont shook his head but he took her small hand 
in his and they shook hands like strangers. 
  “I’m Dumont,” he said. 
  She smiled up at him. “Hello, my name is Denise.” 



American Haiku 
- Robert Weston 
 
At Santa Barbara:  
The sea darkens;  
The voices of the sea 
Birds 
Are dim 
And 
Oily. 
 
 
Sewanee, Tennessee 
The shell 
Of a cicada:  
It 
Sang 
Itself 
Utterly 
Away. 
 
 
A horse 
Ambles 
Slowly 
Over the hill; 
I 
Find 
Myself 
In the picture. 





Body Art 
- David Hart 
 
I make believe a flower 
blooms in the weeds 
beneath his shirt, at the 
tip of the tendril that 
twists up his arm and 
under his sleeve,  
 
that a spotted egg was left 
by the serpent that  
slithered between her breasts to 
lick the cleft of her neck 
with red and green 
fire,  
 
though the needle pricks  
less than blood,  
the color of blood. 
 
Ancient bodies 
jammed in jars 
for burial, 
broken arms hug 
broken knees, 
jars slashed by lightning, 
circled 
by serpents that swallow their tails, 
a black river that empties 
into itself. 



Therapist Treats Agoraphobic at Her Home 
- Carol Carpenter 
 

Elderberry bushes rooted, 
flourished in my fertile brain. 
White flowers, every perfect petal 
shriveled, replaced 
by blackberries 
I turned to wine. 
Sip a bit with me. 
You, my therapist, 
tracked me for years. 
Your footprints 
meandered along shores of my thoughts, 
paused where you plucked cattails, 
fuzzy in autumn wind, fluffy 
and white as my fear. 
I saw you toss a stone 
into my river, feared 
for my life 
as concentric circles rippled 
outward from the center 
as that rough-edged river 
stone sunk into silt. 
Such a small disturbance 
could tug me under water, 
could hold me there 
until I grew gills 
and minnow fins. My mind 
huddled behind skull bone, 
its home, right 
where it belonged. Only I 
should walk there. 
 
Here, let me fill your glass. 
As you drink 
elderberry spirits, 
you will understand the way 
my neurons flickered, 
lighted gray ghosts 
outside my window. Yesterday, 
I swam on dry land. Moist 
with sweat, rivulets of me 
dripped onto roads 
red with Georgia clay, 
with shimmering heat 



mirages where I rested 
on sand under weeping willows. 
I wiggled my toes in the blue pond, 
curled my skin around wetness. 
Don't interrupt the telling 
for I know where I go. You can 
traipse after me, mark my route. 
If you stare through my window, you may glimpse one leaf  
on that red maple, unfurling late 
this spring as if it weren't sure 
it should show itself at all. 
I watched every day 
waiting for that leaf to open. 
Down the street 
by the stoplight, 
one diseased ash tree 
draped its limb 
against the green light 
before the trimming. 
I listened to 
that awful whizzing saw you hear 
before something tumbles 
to ground. Yes, I heard 
the fall. I certainly did. 
 
I could show you 
ways to leave this state 
I'm in. But then 
you have seen 
all seasons, anticipated 
changes when snow melted 
and wild daffodils dotted 
grassy banks on the freeway. 
I rode the backs of pigeons, 
saw orange barrels closing lanes 
under construction 
for a better tomorrow I thought 
the signs said. Hard to see 
clearly when pigeon feathers 
twirled toward earth, toward gray 
concrete that would not melt 
ever. Like my mind, the lines 
led to other states, even 
the Arctic Circle, a frigid zone 
where all was frozen, 
where I straddled an ice floe, 



drank elderberry wine, 
and toasted you who lived 
my life outside this house. 











Spoke the Beautiful Ones 
-Matthew Zingg 
 
  Chloe cuts hair at an upscale salon named A Parlé la Beaux. Each morning she leaves the 
house carrying a lemon, the scissor kit I bought her and a book, then catches the 7:30 bus 
uptown. I always offer to give her a ride but she refuses, saying the bus is where she gets most of 
her reading done. I do pick her up at night. When I come for her, Chloe is always sitting at her 
booth reading the last pages of a book and on the ride home, just like clockwork, she asks me to 
suggest another title. 
  “Come on. Name anyone.” Chloe is turned in the passenger seat, facing me, on the verge 
of begging. I can never answer her. My mind goes blank every time she poses the question, and I 
can’t understand why she still asks after so many car rides home. Only once or twice have I 
successfully recommended a book. The rest of the times I just shrug and, when we get home, she 
picks one out on her own. “You’re kidding. After all those books you’ve read, you can’t name a 
single one,” she prods my side with her finger, “Mister Intelligentsia?” 
  “Well, I’ve never been able to think on my feet. How was that one.” I point to the book 
with Tibet printed, in thin red letters, across the top. Chloe says it was fine and becomes a 
strange type of silent. She turns and faces out the window. 
  This was how Chloe looked when I first met her. Perched by a coffee shop window, 
wearing a sundress. The light coming through the window made her pale shoulders glow. One 
hand was laid across an open book, the other absentmindedly held a cup of tea in midair. When I 
worked up the courage and finally sat down in front of her, Chloe only looked at me for a second 
then returned to look out at nothing. “There must be something interesting going on up there,” I 
said. 
   She made a half-giggle, half-scoff and said, “Nothing of importance.” 
  I ask her how work was, and she says nothing important happened. It was the usual. Fat, 
rich ladies who insist that their toy puddles sit in their laps and want to look like movie stars. 
‘Sometimes,” Chloe says, “I wonder what I’m doing or what I’ve done. I come into work every 
day, and I cut hair as if it is the only thing to do.” She sighs. Her blonde hair is a mess, and she 
pulls a strand back behind her ear. Its paradoxical, I think, that she spends so much time on 
others but has a tendency to neglect herself. “If you could see me at work, then you’d see. I stand 
there and listen. One lady is afraid her husband is cheating on her. Another is so bored she goes 
shopping for a new fur coat. And it’s summer. I stand there, and I listen to that, and there is 
nothing to do but cut hair. I feel like a robot.” Chloe is quiet for a moment then says, “And the 
damn stuff keeps growing. It never stops. Even after you’re dead. That’s what I hear anyways.” 
  We are in the kitchen, preparing our dinner. Chloe is at the draining board scalloping 
potatoes. I cut carrots and celery and put them in a pot of water. I mull over the day’s events, 
news I heard, strange things I’d seen and I tell her about a blind man who had come into my 
office. He needed help with his taxes, said that it took too long to get the forms in Braille. And 
he had a beard. “That is too much,” I say, “for a blind man to have a beard.” 
  Chloe stops scalloping and rinses her hands off. The sleeves of her blouse are rolled up to 
her elbows, and water sprays over her forearms. She looks over her shoulder and says, “There 
was one time today I actually got to talk instead of listen. Mrs. Nelson, you know her. I’ve told 
you about her. She’s a regular and a nice enough lady.” I nod my head. “Well, I tell her about 
these things called sand mandalas. Tibetan monks make them. They’re pictures made with 
colored sand. They take weeks to make and when they’re done, the monks destroy them, mix all 



the sand up together and send it off down a river or something.” Chloe closes her eyes tight and 
rubs her temples. “I tell Mrs. Nelson this, and she just looks at me, perplexed. She said that that 
was the stupidest thing she’d ever heard. She said ‘what a waste of time,’ and I almost cried.” 
  I finish chopping the vegetables and set the pot on to boil. I lean on the counter beside 
Chloe. She is taking the slices of potato and putting them in a dish. “Have you ever thought 
about doing something different?” I ask her.  
  Chloe says, “No, there is nothing else to do. Somebody has to do it. Hair never stops 
growing.” 
  Chloe had been cutting hair since I could remember. She cut hair before we got married, 
and she cut hair even before I met her. She cuts my hair, and she cuts her own. Her hair cutting 
had at once solely supported us, and I never forgot the importance of her job. It was such a 
simple and casual occupation but it always had a mysterious, almost glamorous, quality that was 
hard to pin down. 
  Maybe it was how, sometimes when I came to pick her up, she was bent over the day’s 
last customer, snipping off quarter inches of hair, slowly and deliberate. Or maybe it was the 
bandages wrapped around her fingers where she had snipped herself by accident. Little white 
scars decorated her hands, and maybe it was the quiet pride she took in this. 
  Whatever it was, I knew that she was most beautiful when she was intently slaving over a 
head of hair, her forehead pinched in the spacey way it had been when I first saw her. “How 
about something Marxist? Early Sartre?” I suggest. I am helping her to set the table. I lay out our 
plates and silverware. She lights a candle and brings out a bottle of wine with some glasses. I 
watch her hands and the bandages as she twists the corkscrew into the top of the bottle. The 
muscles in her forearms flex faintly. 
  “I don’t know. It seems that he is always talking in between things. I hope you like the 
wine. A client gave it to me. Supposedly it’s expensive.” Chloe cradles the bottle under her arm 
and pulls on the corkscrew. The cork slips out with a pop. “He sits around and wonders why he’s 
doing what he’s doing.” 
  “Yes but that sounds a lot like you,” I say. 
  “I don’t spend that much time wondering why, though. And I never forget why. Sartre 
forgets. He forgets why he’s doing what he’s doing.” I tell her I’m confused and she pours two 
glasses of the wine. It is red and syrupy and smells fragrant, and it leaves crimson rings on the 
glass when Chloe swirls it. “I’m confused too,” she says, “try the wine.” I try it; it’s delicious 
and expensive tasting. 
  Chloe is shy to admit that what she does resembles any type of craft. There is no 
immediacy in cutting hair, she says, and there is certainly no expressing anything in it for her. 
But I know better. She says she only creates what other people want, and her main purpose is to 
provide a service that otherwise people couldn’t provide for themselves. Not true, I tell her. 
Chloe is an artist who can’t bear to be one. 
  “But I would think he would interest you. I mean, right now, you’re questioning some 
things yet you are resigned to the fact that they just are,” I say. Chloe takes a few testy bites of 
scalloped potatoes and shakes her head. A buzzer goes off in the kitchen. The chicken is done, 
and Chloe goes to get it. I sit and pour another glass of wine. Admittedly, there are perks to 
Chloe’s job. If she is an artist, then, undoubtedly, she is a professional and relatively respected 
artist. I just wish she knew it. Chloe returns still shaking her head and tells me that I don’t 
understand. 
  “You see, what I do, I do because I must. Not for money or anything like that. It’s 



strange. I don’t wonder ‘why hair’. If I did, I’d only wonder ‘why,’ and the question has never 
been too tremendous to be important. And really I’m not resigned, more like yielding. I can’t 
help myself.” Chloe surgically cuts a slip of chicken meat off the bone. “And you,” she says, 
“don’t you ever ask yourself what it is about crunching numbers?” I know Chloe well enough to 
see there is something bothering her. She is too preoccupied to confront it and changes the focus 
of the conversation. Still, I think about her question. Accounting is a humble profession, and I 
never thought it existed for any reason other than it ought to, and does. I shrug, and Chloe nods 
knowingly. 
  “The pay is alright, and it’s a job. That’s about it,” I say. Chloe pinches up her forehead 
and looks at the ceiling. 
  “I can’t understand that. I’m sorry.” She gets up and takes her plate to the kitchen. 
  There were plenty of times I didn’t understand Chloe. In the beginning of our relationship 
she told me she wanted to move to Hollywood and be a celebrity hairdresser, that it was her 
dream. Chloe said she would love to be responsible for creating a fashionable icon. “Imagine,” 
she would say, “people all over the country would see what I’d done, and they’d love it because 
what I’d be doing would be important. It would set standards.” I understood that she wanted to 
stand alone as a hairdresser, and I supported her, but still, I couldn’t understand her devotion to 
do so. 
  For a month we lived in the Silver Lake neighborhood of Los Angeles, in an efficiency 
apartment the size of a janitor’s closet. During that month Chloe rushed about town applying and 
being interviewed for possible jobs, and I hardly saw much of her. She would be gone in the 
morning before I awoke and she’d come in late at night, exhausted. But she would go straight to 
her desk where there was a line of dummy heads, and practice on them and try to create 
something new. One night I woke and saw Chloe hunched over the dummy heads. I called her 
name but she didn’t answer so I went to her. When I placed my hand on her shoulder, she 
jumped and looked around unfamiliarly. I begged her to come to bed but she said her samples 
had to be done. 
  In the end nothing panned out, and Chloe was devastated. Before we left, I spent the last 
of my savings and bought her a scissor kit. We moved back home, and Chloe easily and 
immediately got the job at A Parlé la Beaux. The owners apparently were very impressed with 
her and gave Chloe the job on the spot. Since then she never talked about her dreams or 
ambitions, and I supposed she had outgrown them. 
  I pour us both a fresh glass of wine. She asks me how I liked the chicken. I tell her it was 
fine. “But,” I say, “you shouldn’t quit your day job.” She laughs and playfully brushes off the 
comment. 
  After we finished cleaning the dishes, Chloe and I take what remains of the wine onto the 
front porch. It is a nice night, chilly for summer but not cold. We rock in our wicker chairs, and 
watch children playing out the end of a kickball game. A mother calls her child’s name. The 
child waves goodbye to his friends and runs home. The sawing dialogue of crickets goes well 
with the warm expensive wine, and the aphids, floating dreamlike through the air, make me 
drowsy. I tell Chloe that I love her and that I’m proud of her. She smiles and then for the longest 
time we sit in silence. It is not a bad silence. It never is. 
  I lean back in the wicker chair, and it creaks. A nightingale drops down on the lawn and 
pecks at the ground. In a moment, it swoops back up into a tree. All throughout the neighborhood 
is the dotting of porch lights and the sounds of televisions and radios. The smell of apple pie and 
broiled turnips comes and goes. 



  “You know, I keep thinking,” Chloe says, breaking the silence, “it was a horrible thing 
Mrs. Nelson said about the sand mandalas.” She sits up in her chair and looks directly at me with 
intent. There is a change in her eyes. A mood passes over them, and she appears as she did in the 
coffee shop. “She doesn’t understand but I’m not surprised. I think sand mandalas are 
marvelous.” Chloe is beaming and sets down her wine glass. “She doesn’t understand because 
sand mandalas aren’t important enough. Not to her, not to anyone, maybe not even to the monks. 
But that’s why I love them. It is something that is done because it must be, not because it has to 
be.” Chloe is bubbling now, and I wonder how drunk she is. “And in the end all that work is 
swept away down a river or thrown in the trash. The monks don’t worry about it. They don’t 
miss what’s already been done, they just make a new one.” 
  “You might want to try Wordsworth,” I say teasingly. 
  Chloe isn’t listening. She says, “Hair is a lot like that. You cut it, and it grows back. It 
never stops growing. You cut it. It grows back, and you get to cut it again.” 



Charm School, 1952 
- Nancy Scott 
 
Miss Moreland’s hands were her livelihood. 
She had to audition them, so didn’t wash dishes,  
but slept with white gloves on, vigilant 
 
not to suffer scratches or a chipped nail. 
When her hands were not in demand,  
she ran a charm school in her Sears’ 
 
bungalow on the other side of town. 
Miss Moreland taught the six of us 
how to stand straight, walk 
 
without mincing, while balancing a telephone 
book on our heads, always cross our legs 
at the ankles, keeping knees firmly 
 
together. Comfort never an excuse 
to cross legs at the knee. 
We learned how to slip smoothly into a coat 
 
or sedan, how to wait for the man to pull out 
a chair or open the door, how to kiss him 
good-night. Shake hands with the right 
 
firmness, make eye contact, extract 
errant fish bones from our teeth, 
which direction to spoon consommé. 
 
In that modest bungalow with its faded chintz 
slipcovers, Miss Moreland demonstrated 
how to fold napkins, arrange silver, measure 
 
inches when placing the china and crystal. 
We learned how to stay away 
from discussions about politics and religion,  
 
stick to school events and the weather, 
never gossip or mention bodily functions. 
We pored over photos of Miss Moreland’s 
 
hands holding bottles of shampoo,  
caressing the cheek of a man in a tux,  
smoke spiraling from a thin cigarette holder. 



 
We begged her to show us 
how she wore her hands gracefully 
enough to earn money, drop the wrist, flip 
 
the hand upward until fingers curved 
elegantly, an art form we never mastered. 
At the end of six weeks, we received 
 
our diplomas, then sipped Oolong 
from Miss Moreland’s porcelain cups,  
thin ribbon of cream, sugar cubes 
 
transferred with miniature tongs. 
Remember to arc pinkies 
as we raised cups to lips. 
 
When the time came, we’d be ready 
to bag the perfect husband, 
because we didn’t want to end up 
 
like Miss Moreland, wed 
to her hands, and living alone 
on the wrong side of town. 
 
(First published in South Mountain Poets Anthology, 2010) 
 





As Though  
- Ricki Mandeville 
 
I pretend you’re merely  
a small angel feigning sleep, 
a brief catechism 
twitching on your lids, a faint 
flutter of wings at your wrist, 
your cheeks stained pink 
with the sum of your fevers. 
 
Beside the bed your heart sketches 
ranges of electric-green peaks 
across a black firmament 
and suddenly your eyes slide open, stare 
past me as though already you know. 
 
I wonder if any moment you will 
slip from yourself ─ diaphanous, 
doubting for an instant that the light is for you, 
looking down at the top of my head 
while I sit foolish and unaware  
against your hip, 
fingers curled around your cool 
palm as though I could wrest you 
from that implacable brightness 
by one pale hand. 







She’s on a mountain, tethered in a line 
- Robert Laughlin 
 
She’s on a mountain, tethered in a line  
Of fellow climbers, certain of their place. 
Both up and down, it’s stretching out of sight… 
Her dream the night her fertile egg takes root. 









Maturity 
- Pat St. Pierre 
 
A simple phrase 
like a tiny seed, 
has little to show. 
A work of art can 
then bring transformation 
to merit praise deserved. 

 









Lapping Ideas 
- Daniel Wilcox 
 
Backstroking across the ceiling 
white gulls of light arcing 
wing refraction 
 
from the high intensity bulbs above 
that shekel-flash on the blue body waves of the pool 
bright incandescent ─ dare we say transcendent ─ lights 
 
swimming in this liquid marble 
strikes of lightening broken 
and broken on the waves 
like archetypes that shimmer in this cavern 
and electrify under water across the blue cement, 
chimeras of our mental synapses; 
 
After the swim, stepping out the glass door 
into the brilliant sunlight ─ 
 
Shades of Plato. 
 
Previously published in The Green Silk Journal 



Rural Reality 
- Christopher Woods 

 

 

 

 

 





Mirrors  
- Elaine Seehafer 
 
Within my book  
of mirrors 
I rise between 
two tides ─ 
the one who is  
and the one who  
wants to be  
 
With each page 
I journey to the 
other side ─ 
of the 
partial darkness 
split by  
spatial light.  
 
Where words 
carry colour 
and sounds 
into the flesh ─ 
as each wave is 
a weaved mirror 
of the next.  
 



Mother and Daughter At Play 
- Jack Blackstone 

 

 

 

 



Portrait in Gray 
- Richard Schnap 
 
There’s a different world hidden in the shadows,  
In the backs of buses, the corners of coffeehouses,  
 
It watches TV in the middle of the night,  
With the lights turned off, the volume low,  
 
Sometimes you see it from the corner of your eye,  
Passing on the sidewalk like a silent ghost,  
 
And when it sleeps it dreams strange dreams 
That even it doesn’t understand. 
 





Purgatory 
- Peycho Kanev 
 
All the space around me has been taken 
hostage by the blackbirds. 
They are dropping like flies, darkening 
the sky. And my mouth is shut. I am afraid 
of botulism, you see. 
The path is covered with feathers and faded 
songs, with memories and broadcasts of tragic 
events, so I walk gingerly on the small, sharp 
beaks, their stories of ancient times, 
silenced, noble maidens and poets 
in their nightgowns sitting by the candle, 
scribbling their majestic, sublime songs –  
of Homo Scribens. 
And now their tiny hearts start to sing, sensing 
the approaching blessings, feeling my foulness 
and wickedness, telling me that everything will 
be alright! 
Their little, feathered souls grab me by the feet 
and lift me up and up in the sky and leave me 
in this pure place, where I don’t belong. 



Snakes for Belle 
- Al Ortolani 
 
You really Belle Starr, I asked, 
pushing my arm against the pickup. 
Her black eyes twinkled, cheeks 
drawn and shadowy in the party lamps. 
You really a bandito, she poked  
with the tip of her finger. 
Sure. I said. Half surprised at 
the confidence in my voice.  
She pulled herself close 
and undid her bandana. Kiss me here, 
Senor Bandito, right here. Her finger 
traced the edge of her scar. 
I began at the base of her throat, 
my lips kneading the jagged flesh  
to the line of her jaw.  
You got a bullet wound? 
Si, from the Federales, I assured her. 
Yes, she answered, show me your scars, 
the esses hissing between her teeth 
like snakes crossing desert sand. 



Sunnyside Gardens. 1934 
- Louis Slee 
 
Tea in the afternoon. 
What time was it? 
Haze filters sunlight 
on a brocade chair 
taupe rug 
a familiar room. 
Shadows slide across 
the patina of urban polish. 
An odor of floor wax rises 
through low conversation 
the rhythm of genteel giants 
a generation long gone. 
Words softly spoken 
circle a green vase 
drift through silk flowers 
fade into a tapestry 
threadbare memories 
figures out of focus. 
 
Previously published in U.S. Worksheets, 2011 
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