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So, I found this plastic fork
- Wade Martin
I don't know where it came from.
Maybe Chinese, maybe someone else's take-out.
But I've been using it for weeks now.
I smelled it today, preparing to stir my mashed potatoes,
seeing if I could tell where it was from, originally.
No clue.
Just this black fork,
sticking around my kitchen.
You could say it was a relationship of convenience.
I mean, it's plastic.
I can throw it away any time.
All my actual silverware is packed away in that drawer,
while this plastic prong is always there for me,
just lying where I left it.
And maybe it doesn't feel as good as a stainless-steel fork does,
sliding out of my mouth
before plunging back into a sliced peach,
but it has a unique greasiness
that I savor and long for
between each bite.
I lick it clean and set it aside until next time.
I don't even think about it during the day;
I just know it will be there, waiting, as soon as I get hungry again.
Someday it will break a tine,
or get mixed up with other junk in my life,
and I'll go back to my real utensils.
But lying here, satisfied,
I can't imagine giving up this casual comfort.
I've memorized the curves and tips of this fork,
and I think I'd be genuinely sad to lose it.

The Christmas Ham
- Nancy Scott
for Jimmy
I know you don’t eat ham.
For argument’s sake, let’s suppose your father meant well,
but he’s suffering from old age, memory lapses.
Maybe brain damage from too much canned air
flying transatlantic so often.
Maybe he got a bargain on the ham.
Maybe he’s regifting it because he doesn’t eat ham either.
Maybe you could learn to love ham again.
A pig, a chicken, a fish. In the dark, how do you tell the difference?
Maybe you could invite him to your house to eat
mac and ham while you have soft-shelled crabs.
Maybe you could make a ham dish and send it to him as leftovers.
Maybe you could find a buyer or donate it to a soup kitchen,
or just leave it outside for the dogs or wolves or neighbors.
Maybe it isn't a ham, but a chicken in ham's clothing.
Maybe your father just doesn’t give a damn.
The maybes are endless. The ham will eventually disappear.
A gift card would have been nice.
Previously published in The Prose Project, 2012

Travelwear
- Joe Glaser
a shirt to make you smile
feather-light
cooling mesh vents
loose patch pockets that bag out
like flat breasts waiting for enhancement
happy to bulge with
tickets
passport
currency
emergency contacts
scribbled notes and reminders
and that scary stack of tour rules
....all at the ready
tucked into pants to make you proud
also so light yet
with zip-offs at the knees to convert to shorts
with tie-offs at the cuffs to keep out critters
and with a paradise of pockets pockets pockets
....slit pockets and patch pockets and zip pockets
pockets hidden so well inside other pockets that
even the thief of Baghdad won't find them
clothes that shed rain like a duck
clothes that wick away sweat scentlessly
...and wonder of wonders
clothes that chase away bugs....even after 25 washes
yes indeed
these are things that I need
of course I'll buy them
and some quick-dry travel socks
and a Bugsaway travel hat, too
and who can resist a jacket so thin and light and packable
that it scrunches completely into one of its own pockets
well
buying long done
trip underway
feeling well-prepared and ready to step out anywhere
just load up the pockets with whatever's needed out there
better practice one-handed unzip and extraction then reverse
better practice one-handed Velcro rip and extraction then reverse
better cache a decoy wallet for easy lift by pickpockets ha-ha
maybe spread things around in multiple pockets for extra security
decisions decisions decisions

everything finally in place
strolling jauntily into the unknown
airport
taxi
hotel
restaurant
store
...you name it
ready to instantly pull out
exactly what's needed
if I could only remember where it is

Photographs of Summer and Winter
- William O. Haynes
- July, 1980
Shelley held the phone to her ear, her lips pushed together in a thin red line. “Hell, no, I
won’t see you or talk to you! You killed my brother, you son of a bitch!” she screamed, and
slammed the receiver onto the handset. Listening to the dead air on the motel pay phone, her
father, John Dugan, checked the empty change slot and walked across the lobby to the lounge for
a scotch and water. He wasn't sober for another fifteen years.
December, 1995
John arrived in Chicago on a Greyhound bus slicing through the dirty slush in the
morning of December twenty-fourth. The hiss and clack of pneumatic brakes echoed off the
buildings surrounding the downtown depot as passengers formed a line in the center aisle. After
picking up his suitcase, he went to the cafeteria for a cup of coffee and sat on an empty stool. As
he regarded a pathetic artificial Christmas tree behind the counter, he reflected that it was a
Christmas devoid of promise, more of an ending than a beginning.
In his seventy years he was only married to Karen; they’d had a son who died as a child.
After Joey’s funeral Karen and he could not easily look each other in the eye; the divorce came
six months later, even though his wife was pregnant with Shelley.
John lived as a traveling salesman representing a company that sold small kitchen
appliances, knives, silverware, and storage containers. John was good at his job. Indeed, when he
had a heart attack at age fifty in a Holiday Inn, he sold each member of the EMS team a set of
steak knives before they got him to the hospital. While he was quite a salesman, he could never
convince Shelley to give him a chance.
Karen raised Shelley and died five years ago, but not before she spent years poisoning his
daughter’s opinion of him. Now Shelley, her husband and their thirteen-year-old daughter,
Amber, lived in the Chicago suburb of Evanston. Over the years Shelley had made it crystal clear
that she wanted nothing to do with him. The last time was fifteen years ago when he tried to
congratulate Shelley on her marriage to Mark. Since his diagnosis with lymphoma, John Dugan’s
only remaining goals were to make peace with Shelley and meet his granddaughter.
He caught a taxi in front of the bus station and went in search of a cheap place to stay.
The Hamilton Hotel, once a popular stopping point for tourists, now had rooms you could rent by
the night, week or month. He took a room on the twentieth floor and paid for three nights. The
pay phone in the hotel lobby was in an old wooden booth across from the desk. John pulled a
card from his wallet and dialed the number of his daughter’s home. After three rings, a female
voice answered. “Hello?”
“Shelley?”

“No, it’s Amber.”
“Hi, this is John, your grandfather. Merry Christmas.”
Amber paused and replied, “Merry Christmas.”
“Is your mom there?” John asked.
“No, my parents are out Christmas shopping, but I know they won't talk to you. They
have been mad at you for years, and I never understood why.” After another pause Amber said,
“I’m going to be walking down to the dime store in a couple of hours to buy Christmas presents.
If you want, I can meet you at the snack bar, and we can talk. ”
John was torn between the thrill of seeing his only granddaughter and the guilt of doing it
behind Shelley’s back, but it was his only chance and he was not going to miss it. He went out
into the snowy evening and made his way to the nearby “L” station. He took the purple line north
to Evanston, a suburb that had a small town feeling compared to the Chicago loop. On the train
John sat across from a family returning home from Marshall Fields, their shopping bags full of
presents. The children were sipping hot chocolate from paper cups.
The F. W. Woolworth’s was almost empty on this afternoon before Christmas. The front
windows were sprayed with artificial snow, their borders strung with red, green, yellow and blue
lights. In the center of each window were large pictures, one of Santa Claus pulled by reindeer,
the other of a nativity scene. Inside, the smell was a mélange of popcorn, chocolate, caramel
apples, rubber boots and warm mixed nuts under glass. White opaque lamp globes dangled on
poles from an imprinted tin tray ceiling high above a creaky wooden floor. John walked down
the narrow aisle past a revolving display of sunglasses and shelves filled with pencils, lined
tablets, oilcloth table coverings, and chiffon curtains. He stopped to buy a bottle of Blue Waltz
perfume and a ceramic stallion for his granddaughter. Past the goldfish, parakeets and hamsters
was a marble soda fountain. He waited on a vinyl-covered revolving stool for Amber, who was
probably delayed by the snowstorm. Hot dogs spun on stainless steel rollers as the soda jerk in a
white paper hat cleaned the counter. As John ordered his third cup of coffee, Amber appeared in
a full length blue wool coat with a long red holiday scarf, cheeks blossoming from the cold. He
ordered her a hot chocolate, and they ate hot dogs, talking about her life and John telling her
about years of traveling. When he gave her the presents, he knew that one was too young for her,
the other too old. But Amber was polite and thanked him anyway.
Amber knitted her eyebrows and looked around the store. She nodded her head toward a
photo booth near the snack bar. “I’ve got a dollar and a quarter, and we are going to have our
picture taken as your present. The camera takes four pictures, so we can each have two.” She
grabbed his hand and led him toward the photo booth. “Hey, what’s wrong; you look scared?”
“I’m not very comfortable in small spaces, I guess” said John.
They closed the curtain and sat together on the narrow seat, laughing and making faces as
the flashbulbs went off, capturing them on film. They waited patiently by the booth for a simple
strip of four pictures, each an inch square, to be ejected from a slot into a tray.
When the pictures came out, Amber tore the strip in half and gave two pictures to John.
“Well, I’ve got to buy a couple of presents and get home before dinner. I’m really glad I came.”

John pulled her in for a hug, and she kissed him on the cheek. And with that John
watched her turn and walk down the aisle toward the front of the store.
That night John opened his hotel room window and pulled a Pabst Blue Ribbon longneck
from the snowy window sill, taking a long draw from the icy bottle. He placed the two pictures
from the dime store against the base of the lamp on the bedside table. The bedsprings squeaked
as he reclined, holding the Pabst in one hand and reaching into his vest pocket with the other.
Between his thumb and forefinger was a creased strip of pictures from a photo machine, a
sequence of four pictures each an inch square. Lit by the dim bulb filtering through a parchment
lampshade, the photographs appeared even older than their fifty years, sepia, like antique
tintypes.
The pictures were of himself and Joey at Coney Island. They sat together on a bench in
the photo booth as the flash automatically froze them in time at fifteen-second intervals. In the
first picture he was laughing and was trying to get the boy to smile. After all, it was an
amusement park with rides, games of chance and freak shows. Even though it was over a
hundred degrees that day, it was still fun. They had been on fifteen different rides and eaten
hotdogs and cotton candy. But the boy just stared dreamily into the camera with just the hint of a
smile. In the second photograph the man was making a funny face to the camera while the boy’s
head was rolled back against the wall of the photo booth.
He took another swig of the beer and set it back on the bedside table.
The third picture showed him shaking the boy who appeared to have fallen unconscious.
And the last picture was a blur as he whisked the boy from the booth to get help. A policeman
tried to revive the boy by dousing him with cold water, but he never woke up. In the basement
morgue of the hospital, the policeman, almost apologetically, handed him the strip of pictures he
had left at the photo booth on the boardwalk.
He opened the window to get his last bottle of Pabst, looking out at darkness, city lights
and the falling snow. The winter cold filled the room, and he could see his breath. He tore off the
first picture of the boy smiling and put it into his vest pocket. He held the strip of remaining
photographs outside the window and released it. The pictures spun gracefully like a helicopter
among the large snowflakes, wafted by the wind currents around the tall buildings. John picked
up the pictures of Amber and put them into his pocket. Sitting on the sill, he remembered the
rhythmic clanking of chains slowly pulling a coaster car up a towering hill of shiny tracks. And
now, almost at the pinnacle, he wondered if the inevitable descent would feel like it did a
lifetime ago while riding The Cyclone with his son in the heat wave of 1954.

Pitch Black
-Rick Bettencourt
With my hands holding the steering wheel, I sat in the new-to-me 1969 VW Camper, one
just like Josh used to have. White with red accents.
I looked out onto my cobble-stoned driveway, tilted open the side vent-wing window and
started her up. My mechanic had just given the recently overhauled engine a clean bill of health.
The perfect clattering from the rear engine was like music to my Woodstock-loving ears. I threw
the clutch, jostled in my seat as I drove over the driveway, hit the remote to close my garage
door and left my suburban Boston home.
I love this car. The way it drives. Even though this mint-condition antique cost me nearly
half of my savings, it’s worth it. Early retirement is a blessing. Thirty years at the shop now
somehow all felt worth it.
Boston to Philadelphia, hopefully I'll get there in time.
He was surprised to hear about my trip.
"Josh. Hey it's Evan. You know. Evan Stevens from Boston..."
"Evan! Good God...it's been ages. How the hell are you?"
After about fifteen minutes of catching each other up on nearly four decades of our lives,
me still a bachelor having dropped out on the free love movement by joining Westinghouse. He
now married to Julie, two grown kids, three grandchildren and still holding onto free love with
his vintage record shop in downtown Philly.
"God, do you remember Pitch Black?" I asked. Our band had only a small following but
we were a legend in our minds. We partied better than we played.
"Evan, we're still together Mitch and me.” Mitch was our drummer. “We get together
every Sunday just to jam in my basement. Damn, I tried calling you about ten years ago to
reconnect but never heard back."
I was silent.
As I drove south through Boston, over the Zakim Bridge and down into the Big Dig
tunnel, a kid in his early to late twenties, dressed in a gray suit, driving a BMW, offered me the
peace sign. I saluted one back. Following me into Quincy, we sat in traffic. The clatter of my rear
engine resonated behind me. I cracked open the window; the engine vibrated louder. BMW-kid
lowered, from a button on his armrest, his passenger-side window. "Hey, what year is that?
Pretty cool!"
Pitch Black. Those were the days. 1969 playing the Tea Party, hanging with the band.
I took a deep breath.
It was in Josh's VW: We lied in the back with the pop-top extended. It was dark. The
music from the AM radio suffused the small cabin. We talked about our future. We pledged to
live a life of freedom, music and love for those components, in our hippie-minds, were the only
sustenance required. I remember fondly us making a pact ‘never to surrender’. No need to join in
on the rat race ─ the establishment that was death to us. As a commercial came on the radio, Josh
moved to the front of the cabin, turned off the radio, grabbed his guitar, which had been sitting
on the passenger seat. We then played for hours in the back of that VW, parked upon a grassy
hill in some town of which I can't remember the name ─ on a road trip to nowhere. It will live
with me as one of my fondest memories.
I took another deep breath. The road sign read: Trenton, New Jersey 2 miles.
I remember the day I surrendered. It was a cold Tuesday in January. I was two months

behind on my $175-a-month Cambridge apartment rent, reading the headlines about Nixon,
eating two-day old pasta and drinking a cup of milk. With one call, I took the job at
Westinghouse. The money was decent. I vowed not to let it interfere with my music. Two years
later, the supervisor position opened up, and my voice and guitar went into the closet.
Breath. Girard Ave, Philly.
I parked the Bus in a decent spot just in front of his shop.
Josh looked older than I had anticipated. Then again, my oxygen-wheeling tank and I
were probably more of a shock to him than he was to me.
"They give me six months," I told him.
He went out back, grabbed his guitar and we played.

poker and magnolias
- Jackie Gu
My grandpa yeye taught me to cheat in poker
if I could get away with it
but never to cheat in school ─
he hoped I would win success through hard work
not by slipping jokers into my
oversized shoes.
He always smelled of musky tobacco and
magnolias and sometimes nainai’s perfume ─
somehow someday I was young enough to believe
that nothing
could be irreparably shattered.
His lungs were vulnerable, though, as were the
strings of tinfoil love that once seemed so iron-clad
─ he tried to balance his broken wheezing and splintered heart
with swigs of vodka and gambling ─
for money, for pride
for the crusty remainder of his life
and of course it didn’t work
I didn’t go to the funeral
and it took me a few months to cry
All I have left to his name are small pleasures:
the smell of magnolias, the song of
poker chips being slammed onto a table
the glow of joy when the last Sudoku piece falls into place
and stolen cards and wishes and lychees
but most of all I still hold onto the sadness
of never having really known him,
and thinking of him is khaki orange-brown
dusty and pleasant but lacking substance
like the dry spaces between our words and lungs
when I forgot to say good-bye

Acceptance is the Last Step
- Ellen Scheuerman
At the last minute she changed her mind. He would’ve wanted me to go, Iris thought.
After all, we already paid for the trip.
She called a taxi and sat on the porch. Suitcase at her feet, she looked at her watch with a
perfunctory impatience. She had decided to go on the cruise because she felt she’d reached an
expiration date of sorts, and it suddenly became urgent to put as much distance as possible
between her and her old life.
Once aboard, Iris wondered if she’d made the right decision. The guidebook promised
décor “reminiscent of turn-of-the-century luxury liners,” yet her stateroom was saturated with
borderline-neon teal and orange. The sheets, folded back in a limp suggestion of invitation, were
scratchy with bleach. Then there were her fellow passengers ─ young men with tattooed
shoulders and spiky hair, girls in triangle-top bathing suits, shiny with tanning oil ─ celebrating
spring break with rum punches a yard long. Her assigned tablemates made little effort at
mealtime conversation, so she ate in silence. Despite informing the cruise director of the change
in her reservation, the wait staff continued to set an extra plate beside her, forgetting.
Still, Iris kept herself busy. She played bingo and read magazines by the pool. She wore
her nice blue dress to the theater’s current-run musical and tried to ignore the performers
teetering against the rocking of the ship.
Late one night, with a thin robe over her shoulders, she looped around the outer decks.
Sometimes she leaned over the railing, looking for stars, but clouds obscured them. All around
the ship the sea and sky fused into an expanse of black so immediate she felt claustrophobic,
even though she knew the nothingness extended for miles.
On her final lap, Iris came across a young girl crumpled against the wall, crying.
“Are you alright?” Iris asked.
The girl shook her head. “It’s gone, it’s fucking gone.”
“What’s gone?”
“My ring. It fell off.” She screwed up her mouth, readying for fresh tears.
“Your wedding ring?” The girl looked to be about Iris’s age when she had married.
She hiccupped in reply. Pink dribbles and splotches stained the front of her dress. As if
she could hear Iris’s thoughts, the girl looked down, let out a puff of laughter. “God, what a
mess.”
“Don’t worry, dear. It’ll turn up soon.”
“Yeah, sure. Or I won’t ever see it again.”
Iris didn’t know what to say. The ship lurched. Abruptly, the girl stopped crying.
“I think I need to lie down.”
Too intoxicated to locate her own room, the girl slept in Iris’s. She was already half-gone
as Iris draped the covers over her shoulders. Next to the bed Iris placed a glass of water and the
wastebasket, just in case. Had no one thought to look for her? she wondered. The girl looked
drawn and peaked, as though twenty unkind years had piled on her at once. Iris’s caretaker duties
complete, she took up a chair and waited to drift off.
Iris awoke to stiff legs and an empty bed. The girl had left. Outside the cabin window Iris
could see that they’d docked. Although it was their first day in port, Iris only wanted to sleep off
the night.
While waiting for the maid to arrive with clean sheets, Iris wandered the decks. With

everyone on shore, her usual route was abandoned. A new world of soft sand and gleaming
waters stretched out before her. At the center of the island, craggy peaks ascended into the
endless blue. Yet, without meaning to, Iris found herself staring at the deck, searching for the
girl’s missing wedding ring. But then, as she was about to admit to herself that it was gone, some
glinting thing or other would catch her eye and, again, she would fall to her knees.

After You Left
- Janeen Rastall
After you left,
how did you fill that hollowed-out hour:
the hour after work
when we sorted coins from your coat pocket,
or danced in our jammies ─ Jack to your giant,
the hour you read from the pile of books by our beds?
What did you do in that emptied hour
alone in the room that peered out at the freight yards ─
its rug and armchairs cigarette-scarred?
The room with the escape plan
tacked to the back of the door.
What did you do
once the phone fell back into its cradle?

Animals at the Dinner Table
- Deonte Osayande
I've never watched wolves
sit around their dinner table
discussing things they have
no intention of acting on.
Flamingos don't hold
hands when tragedies befall
them. Whether they should
or not is no matter but
sometimes we get too caught
up in the experience of loss
that we forget the wild instinct
of joy

Coffee and a Muffin
- Dennis Beard
It’s cold. Snow’s falling, and it’s crisp underfoot. Every night for the last five years I’ve
locked up promptly at five-thirty and walked home. It used to be old Kronhausen was there ‘till
closing time. We’d leave together; he’d lock up, we’d say goodnight and go our separate ways.
He leaves early now. I take care of accounts, and we’ve hired a younger man, Hayse, to do what
I used to do.
Tonight, by 5:45 I’m at Myerson’s, which I deem one of the two best places to eat in our
town. The liver and onions are good, the lamb chops are good, and I like the meat loaf. On
weekends I go to Simpson’s, which is Italian. Simpson’s mother was Italian, and she taught him
what Italian cooking’s all about. This is Wednesday, though, and I’ve got a taste for liver and
onions.
I’ve been going to Meyerson’s five nights a week, with occasional exceptions, for over
twenty years. Meyerson is a man I’d as soon not talk to. He knows this, and we never say more
than hello, calling each other by our last names. Waiters and waitresses have come and gone over
the years, but Scanlon is a fixture. His first name is Curt, but I call him Scanlon. Scanlon is tall,
could stand to lose ten pounds, has even features and a thick shock of fair hair. Hayse, who
sometimes lunches at Meyerson’s, says Scanlon looks like me. He comes over, and I say,
“Scanlon, bring me the liver and onions ─ coffee now.”
Scanlon says, “Right, Mr. Smith, liver and onions.”
One thing I like about Meyerson’s is the chairs are comfortable and have arm rests. The
room is large, dark and quiet ─ quiet even when nearly full. I always lean back, my elbows on
the arms of the chair, my thumbs under my chin and my fingertips touching just above the tip of
my nose. I close my eyes and go over the transactions of the day. This exercise puts my
conscience at rest. People trust old Kronhausen and me, and we do right by them. We are trying
to get that thinking into young Hayse.
In the midst of all this, like always, I’m thinking of Mitzie, my delightful phantom.
After the liver and onions, I put on my coat and my fedora and walk through our snowcovered downtown. I turn south for six blocks and then left under the railroad bridge onto
Gordon Lane, which is a street of shops where I live in three rooms above an art gallery. The
street’s a dead end, so it’s quiet. I push on the gallery door; it’s locked, but I see Mark Hansen
inside, so I knock and he opens the door.
“Come in, Bob. Have a brandy with me.”
“I could use one.”
“Bad day?”
“Can’t say I have any bad days. Just tired.”
“Can’t take it like you used to, eh, old boy?”
“You got that right but easy on the old boy stuff.”
Mark pours the brandy. “Here, sit down and gaze upon that Gambelli.”
I sit, brandy in hand, and look at the Gambelli, a favorite of mine. The painting is a full
4x6 feet. The background is solid earth tones of subtle variation blended by broad brush strokes
at various angles. There is a sense of movement. On this background are random, smallish
streaks and splashes of brighter but still subdued earthy colors. There’s a muddy red, a darkish
green, and dull orange ─ all beautifully fluid and chaotic. The picture connected with me the first
time I saw it, months ago.

“Here’s my question: why is it an orderly man like myself sees so much in the chaos of a
picture like this?”
“All I can tell you is when people begin to talk like that, they usually buy. So, when are
you going to buy it, Bob.”
“As I’ve said before, I’d buy it now if I had a place to hang it. The only way I can hang a
new picture is to sell an old one. No. I’ll just have to stop in here to see it. Of, course, being the
kind of man you are, you’ll sell it out from under me some day.”
“Probably. You know who wants it? Mitzie. Wants to hang it in her shop.”
“Let her buy it. Then I can go there to see it.”
“And Mitzie, too.” He gives me that knowing, sidelong glance.
“Enough of that. I got to get on upstairs.” I set the glass down and head for the door.
“See ya.”
“Stop in anytime. You, I’m always glad to see.” Mark unlocks the door and lets me out.
The entrance leading into my place is hardly noticeable between the gallery and the
millinery shop. Letting myself in, I pick up my mail and newspaper and climb the twenty-six
stairs to the second floor. I’ve been doing this for thirty-two years ─ ever since the four years at
Oberlin. Inside, I hang my coat in the closet and lay my hat on the shelf. My rooms are large and
comfortable. One is made up as a living room, the second is a library, and the third is my
bedroom. In addition there’s a kitchen I seldom use. The place is tight and snug, and nothing
much has changed in a long time. I can look out over the street of well-kept old buildings, the
effect of which, I’ve always thought, is beautiful. Across the way is an antique shop specializing
in old brass chandeliers. There must be fifty of them in that store, all wired and glowing with
their golden light reflecting through the falling snow.
I could live somewhere else if I choose, but I like this place. Old Kronhausen was stingy
with me in the early years, but when he saw I was going to stick, he became more liberal. I’ve
more than I need, and being alone, I give away as much as I think is prudent.
I run water into the kettle for coffee and turn on the burner. Then turn it off again. I sit
down and shuffle through the mail. Nothing. I open the newspaper. Much ado…
What I regret most is never having married. I’m not sure what sort of life I could have
given a woman, or even if there’s a woman with whom I could have been happy. On nights like
this I’ve often wished I could share a story, or a poem, or a cup of coffee and a piece of cake
with her. Whoever she might be.
There’s the woman who has been sitting next to me at the symphony five nights a year
for the last seven years ─ Mrs. Gillhooley. After three years of simply nodding, I asked her name
and gave her mine. From then on, upon arrival, I’d always say, “Good evening, Mrs.
Gillhooley.” To which she’d reply, “Good evening to you, Mr. Smith,” and she’d shift her eyes
away, and nothing more’d be said.
One night I arrived just as she was getting to her seat. I stood in the aisle and watched as
she removed her coat and arranged it over the back of her chair. I could see that she was stunning
in a new dress. Her motions seemed fluid and graceful, and I saw her in a way that was new and
full of mystery. I moved to my seat and said, “Mrs. Gillhooley,” whereupon she looked up at me
with large blue eyes I seemed to be seeing for the first time. “Mrs. Gillhooley, may I compliment
you on your dress. You are especially lovely tonight.” Her eyes narrowed and turned to clear
blue ice. She looked away, and we’ve not spoken since. I wasn’t disappointed because, except
for that one brief moment, I’d never thought of her as anyone except Mrs. Gillhooley who sat
next to me at the symphony.

There’s Mrs. Carlson, the widow I see when the need hits me. No poetry in it though, for
her or for me.
I pull on my coat and overshoes, thinking I’ll go out for a walk in the snow. The brisk
air’ll do me good. On the table by my door, there is a slender volume of poems I slip into my
coat pocket. I take my hat off the shelf and head down the stairs and out the door. Maybe I’ll
walk up to the Café Cappuccino and have a cup of coffee.
The snow is deeper now. The street is silent and inviting in the soft light of the lamps,
and the store windows glow with magic luminescence. I walk under the bridge and toward the
coffee shop.
I’m going on the chance Mitzie’ll be there. She’s had that shop for as long as I’ve worked
for old Krohnhausen. From the beginning she’s always been friendly in the way I’d expect a
waitress to be. But besides tending to business, Mitzie’s one of those women a man sees and
doesn’t forget. Is it her eyes, the way she smiles, the shape of her, or the way she moves? I don’t
know. None of these is bad. What I do know is every morning she hands me a cup of coffee and
a muffin. I sit reading the Wall Street Journal and USA Today. There is always a second cup of
coffee…and…the warmth of her. That’s what it is, the warmth of her.
Over time I’ve noticed men come into the shop and buy coffee just to get a look at her
and perhaps have the chance to tell her how nice her dress is. They always try to be casual and
yet always linger if only for a moment.
Walking on, I glance across the street at the flat above the flower shop. That’s where
Mitzie lives. Then, I see through the front window that Café Cappuccino is empty of customers.
No one walks through deep snow for a cup of coffee. Mitzie is hunched over a ledger spread out
on the bare counter.
I walk in. The air is thick with the smell of coffee and the sound of a soft jazz piano. It’s
the kind of music that’s good listening but that fades away if you want to read or talk or pour
over ledgers. “Good evening, Mitzie. What’re you doing here tonight?”
“Suzie is sick so I’m filling in. Coffee?”
“Please.”
“I thought of closing early. What you doing out on a night like this?”
“Thought I’d take a walk through the snow and see who’s here. It’s a beautiful night out
there. At the risk of you thinking I’m overly effusive, I’d say it’s enchanting. At least, almost
enchanting. Thanks for the coffee.”
“You’re the only guy comes in here who’d use a word like effusive.”
“Can’t help it. Influence of the paternal grandmama ─ extraordinary woman.”
“Ah, yes. We are what we are because…”
“Exactly.”
I pull the book of poems out of my pocket, lay it on the table, and throw my coat over the
back of a chair. Mitzie looks down at the ledger. I begin to read, but I’m also thinking that not so
many men come in here as used to, just to gaze at her and try to flirt.
Presently I hear the ledger close. She comes around the counter and sits down opposite
me, as she sometimes does. She rests her crossed arms on the table and leans toward me.
“Bob, you been coming in here for as long as this place has been in business.”
The warmth of her breath brushes my face. “Guess you’re right about that.”
“You’re a very even-tempered man.”
“Guess so.”
“I know you come in here to see me. You came up here tonight hoping I’d be here. Fact

is I’d hoped you would. Yet, you’ve never tried to flirt with me, or take me out, or tell me I’m
good looking. Of course, I’m not so much anymore, but I wasn’t bad once. You’re a lonely man,
Bob.”
“I suppose I am. Sometimes. As for your looks, Mitzie, I’d say that back when I first
came in here, you looked almost as good as you do now.”
“You flirt!” she laughed. “You’re flirting with me! In your somber way.”
My eyes focus on her hands that now lay crossed on the table. “You know I don’t flirt.” I
smile, crushing back my feelings for her.
“What are you reading?” she asks.
“Poems. Bronte. You want to hear one?” I say and begin to read without waiting for her
to answer.
Long neglect has worn away
Half the sweet enchanting smile;
Time has turned the bloom to gray;
Mold and damp the face defile.
But that lock of silky hair,
Still beneath the picture twined,
Tells what once those features were,
Paints their image on the mind.
Fair the hand that traced that line,
“Dearest ever deem me true”;
Swift flew the fingers fine
When the pen that motto drew.
I look up. “How do you like that one on a cold night?”
“A cold warning, I’d say, Bob.”
“Indeed it is ─ a second chill.
She holds me in her gaze. “No man ever read me a poem before.”
My eyes drop to her hands still resting on the table, one lying over the other. I’ve always
liked hands. If someone made a book with pictures of hands, I’d buy it. Mitzie’s are neither
delicate nor callused but graceful. I can picture the way she holds a cup or pours coffee or cuts a
piece of cake. I am wondering if she likes liver and onions.
“You were telling me one time, Bob, about going to the symphony. I always laugh when
I think of that tale of Mrs., what was her name?”
“Gilhooley.”
“Yes, that was it. She sits next to you. I never mentioned it, but I used to go to the
symphony, you know, but I gave it up ─ too lonely. You take the trouble to get decked out and
fight your way down there. Then you’re all by yourself. No one to have a glass of wine with at
intermission. No one to talk to about Mozart ─ or the weather, for that matter. You stand there ─
alone ─ with a glass in your hand. People walk by. Men look you up and down. You wonder.”
I look into my cup. Empty. Nothing there but the dregs. Her hands are close to mine.
Again she leans, almost imperceptibly, in my direction. In her face I see every kindness she’s
ever shown me.

Damn! I’ve lost my phantom.
“I like that piano,” I say. “That’s ‘All of You’ he’s playing.”
“Yeah, Bill Evans.”
“Always liked Evans.
“Mitzie…,” God I love the sound of her name. It’d be so easy to tell her I’m ordering a
pair of tickets. “What is it…holds me back?”
“Don’t know. Believe me.”
“Mitzie, I’m wondering…” I push the chair back, stand and pull on my coat.
“Wondering what?” she says.
“Ah, are you going to buy that Gambelli from Mark?”
“Maybe.
“Anything else you’re wondering about?”
I pick up my hat and step sideways toward the door. “No. Nothing else.”
“You forgot your poems.”
I walk back toward the table, her soft eyes pulling me along. She reaches out with the
book in her hand. I grasp it. She holds on. A moment passes. I let go.
A trace of a smile crosses her eyes, “See you for breakfast…coffee and a muffin.”
“Right,” I say. “Coffee and a muffin.”

Condensed Version
-Richard Schnap
As a boy, he collected bus schedules
And jars of New Orleans cockroaches.
Downstairs, his father thundered
That his mother’s love would turn him gay.
Later, kids at night would pelt his window
With eggs, laughing like wild hyenas.
Today, he relishes the smell of diesel fuel
And traps spiders to release them outside.

A Small Town Sound
- Don Cadwalader
Hampton, South Carolina, 2011
A small town sound
heard echoing from
Hampton Tire & Collision:
a tire iron
dropped on cement
next to a ‘63 Buick
high on the hydraulic
rack
A block away
where people cross the lawn
of the Hampton County Courthouse,
it plays largely unnoticed ─
And not at all
across the trees
in Columbia,
and not a ping
in the blue skies
of Charleston.
Hardly anyone
listens today,
on the edge of tomorrow…
But soon,
perhaps,
a train whistle.

Finale
- Joanna M. Weston
she lies
paper thin
her breath
barely stirs
the sheet
one hand rests
dry as chalk
in mine
I remember her body
lithe graceful
ballet dancer

Making Peace with Nature
- Lynn Pinkerton
Bandit winds stalked the agitated Gulf Coast waters, weary weather forecasters broadcast
updated warnings and, for the third time in three years, we evacuated the Houston area, seeking
shelter in the piney woods of East Texas. Racing to outrun the fury of a hurricane.
Houston sits a straight-shot hour’s drive north of Galveston, a noodle of an island less
than thirty miles long and three miles wide, improbably standing guard between Texas and the
Gulf of Mexico. Lounging contentedly in the late summer sun of 2008, Galveston became the illfated target of Hurricane Ike, the costliest storm ever to hit Texas.
Longtime veterans of coastal living, we know hurricanes are part of an unspoken pact
with nature and have learned when to buy batteries and hunker down and when to load up
treasures and leave town. As Hurricane Ike rampaged in the Gulf with is sights clearly set on
Galveston, we took a vote and unanimously decided this was a time for skedaddling.
My cousins and aunt, who live on Galveston Island, loaded up their cars with old photos
they were sure the great-grandchildren would want someday, the cello my aunt never played, an
antique clock from England, important legal documents, basic essentials, the wine on hand, the
cats and the kids. Although I live sixty miles inland, predictions about Ike’s ferocity motivated
me into similar action. Minus the cello, clock, photos, kids and cats. I did take my wine.
Our destination was the anticipated safety of my brother’s home almost ninety miles from
where Ike had begun to menace the shoreline. The hurricane continued to intensify, and we
arrived to find my brother boarding up his windows, a rarity that far from the coast. Ike’s
relentless rage finally found us around midnight, and dawn revealed my brother’s cautious
foresight paid off. Ike had ripped through the neighborhood, wiping out electrical power and
tossing scores of tall trees into crisscross piles of Pick-Up Sticks. When the generator-powered
television revealed a devastated Galveston and predicted it would be a minimum of two weeks
before electricity was restored to the Houston area, we prepared for the final stage of our pony
express evacuation.
Next destination was our family farm in East Texas, almost five hours inland from where
Hurricane Ike began unleashing his fury on Galveston. Confident we would surely out-smart Ike
by traveling so far from his predictable domain, we assembled our small convoy and set out for
the familiar place we were certain was out of his grasp. Like Moses leading his people out of the
wilderness to the Promised Land, my brother headed up our hopeful caravan, only to discover we
had again underestimated the power of Ike. Like a continuously running movie, we watched two
hundred miles of badly bruised countryside roll by. Uprooted trees, missing roofs, abandoned
cars, scattered debris and no sign of electrical power. Ike had found our hiding place. Drained
and in disbelief, we eventually found respite at the farm where electricity was soon restored, and
Ike’s diminishing howl headed toward Arkansas.
Immersed in our technical, microwave lives, we are often seduced into believing we
humans control and direct the workings of our world, forgetting we are continuously living in
concert with nature. Both her beauty and her tantrums. Hurricane Ike was a compelling reminder
that nature directs the show, and we are powerless to negotiate with her. Guided by rhythms as
old as the earth, she creates and destroys, while we shuffle around pretending to be in charge.
As I grow older, I am increasingly humbled and astonished by this thing called nature. I
grew up with constant access to the miracle of trees, birds, flowers, bees, creeks, sunsets,
rainstorms and moons. Our family almost always had a vegetable garden, fruit trees and a clear

lake for fishing. My Dad kept his own bee hives and built countless bluebird nesting boxes,
while my Mom relished leading us on adventure hikes and showing us where to pick wild plums.
The juice of life was all around me, but I was often off on more seemingly important missions
and failed to pay close attention.
With time and age I have cleared away much of the clutter blocking my view of nature. I
return often to that family farm and find it increasingly harder to leave. Like falling under the
spell of an old lover, I can sit for long stretches watching a magnificent hawk weaving circles
against a hot summer sky or revel in a slow sunset until the colors burn themselves into my
memory. I am dumbfounded by the perpetual courage of green baby figs and in awe of the
beavers that confidently craft intricate lodges for their families. The reliable rhythms and cycles
of nature are both my joy and my teacher. I know another Ike will come but am also comforted
knowing the lake that was sucked almost dry by last summer’s drought, now sits full and sweetly
satisfied.

Pope Upon Waking
- Katherine Berta
The mirror
in which I comb my hair
is gilt. The hair
has turned white.
I washed it
when I woke, a man
standing close
with towel ready.
My eyes choke in wrinkle,
tear the mirror’s surface
with their likeness.
I cannot look at them
without vestments beneath.
I will say it again
to my reflection:
habit has its value.
I am a man whose worth
expands away from his body.
I will say it, also,
as I’m loaded into the car,
bullet proof glass
rippling the road, the trees,
faces turning up to me
or to the sky.

a space not crowded
- Michael Estabrook
On weekends I’d drive an hour
to her school to study with her there
in the library, a cold concrete place,
ten stories high, with dull
gray carpets and thin metal shelves.
We'd find a space not crowded,
spread out our papers and books,
work in silence doing calculus
and embryology, genetics, physics
and organic chemistry.
But sometimes I'd bring Byron
and Browning, Tennyson
and the songs of the Troubadours,
whisper their lines across the table
at her turning the ugly windowless
concrete tomb of a room
into a pine forest with butterflies
and a softly murmuring brook,
yellow, blue and red flowers
covering its banks, beckoning.

Gertrude Overheard at the Salon
- Dayna Patterson
─ "Frailty, thy name is woman!" Hamlet
We wonder how she can say
those words so casually.
Since my husband passed away...
Her aluminum cane waits near, sure
of its burden. The stylist, Claudia,
smelling faintly of ammonia,
aims the spray away from her face,
grooved like a prune, rinses
silver hair with splayed fingers,
caring for each grey lock,
towels them off till the story's done.
Kindness, sometimes a full shampoo
and a set, keeps a lonely old
woman from snapping. She holds
her glasses away from the spray
by the nose piece, a frail place.
She's not going to get them wet
again.

about: home
- Ken Pardue
It was in a meadow,
so as better to see
the sun's rays
drop like golden honey
on its homey
Good Housekeeping Seal effervescence.
Inside a woman with make-up,
with hose, in a dress
in high heels, for godsakes!
is vacuuming
the most perfect
unlived-in-looking living room.
It's dark & dim.
My grandmother waddles
down the hall to the back bedroom –
her portable TV babbling Divorce Court,
a bottle of Milk of Amnesia,
sits on the bed stand
on top of a lace doily
next to the unmade bed.
It was built in 1946,
in the post-World War II housing boom,
used good wood with straight, plumb lines,
real wooden cabinets.
Leapfrogging in the wet grass,
blades upon blades
stuck to our legs.
Clutching a handful of china berries,
we ducked behind perfect corners.

How the Road Turns on Itself
- Robert S. King
A road never leaves the past but already
touches tomorrow. It twists like a rope around
our feet, stays tied to a home place still watching
our backs no matter how we turn them.
To the future the road follows the river pulse,
its writhing and coiling toward a sea we've never
sailed. Where the road begins, the headwaters
are murky in memory but still flowing after.
Should we travel then by wild water
or by the unpaved road?
Right here in this tangled light between
what we dreamed and what we dream of,
the road is a rut of struggle
lined with cryptic signs of the times
that bid us stop, yield, or forbid us to pass.
Here too the river heaves against its logjams.
The present is where no one wants to stay.
It's where the weather storms the loudest;
where dreams glow in the dust between stop
signs, and dark wings glisten in the mist
and undergrowth of river banks;
where moths chase fireflies in a storm
of sand and water, blurring vision, each
of our sidelong eyes watching its other:
in one the reflection of a waterfall with cradle,
in the other a foggy road with a clear dead end.

Turnahdee
- Kristen Forbes
They let Loretta and Harry eat lunch alone if she arrived early enough. If she didn’t get
there on time, staff members herded Harry into the small dining room with all the other residents,
strapped a towel around his neck, and sat by his side to spoon-feed him his meal. Loretta was
only late a handful of times: for a dentist appointment, to get her hair cut, and after an early
afternoon meeting with the lawyer. She hated trailing in toward the end of the meal, seeing him
with food smeared all over his face.
She liked to wheel him into the sunroom, facing the windows during the meal. “I do wish
it would stop raining,” she’d say, and sometimes Harry would agree, and sometimes he would
disagree, and sometimes he would say nothing at all. Even if Loretta felt like she was talking to
herself, she refused to let silence creep into the conversation. She would motor on about her
bridge game, the upcoming election, that day’s meal, her need for a manicure, and her phone
calls to the bank. Sometimes Harry would cut her off mid-sentence and say something such as,
“Brasheeki.”
“Oh?” Loretta would say. She wanted to say, “That’s not a word.” She wanted to say,
“What on earth are you talking about?” She wanted to say, “What have I done to deserve this?”
“Oh?” she would say instead.
Harry had several choking episodes – once on a piece of chicken and once on a mouthful
of lime Jell-O. Loretta chose the foods she brought in carefully, opting only for soft foods with
no frills. Today she brought in grilled cheese sandwiches, almond cookies, and lemonade. She
put a sandwich on a red paper plate and set it in front of Harry. She twisted the top off his bottle
of lemonade and handed it to him slowly. Harry began to pour the lemonade over his sandwich,
as if it were a bottle of Ketchup or steak sauce.
“No,” Loretta said, pulling at his hand. “Watch me. You drink it like this.” She brought
the bottle to her mouth slowly, showing him how to take a sip. Harry imitated her movements
and took a big gulp.
“You eat your sandwich like this,” Loretta said, and took her grilled cheese in both hands.
She raised the food to her lips and took a bite of cheesy bread. She motioned for Harry to follow
along. His sandwich remained on his plate, untouched. He watched Loretta curiously and smiled.
The skin on Harry’s face was dry and flaky, like dandruff. He scratched at it so much it
looked raw on parts of his cheeks and chin. His right eye drooped down and the white hair on top
of his head stood up in thin wisps. His bulky frame slouched in his wheelchair, and his shirt was
only half-buttoned, leaving a large patch of pale stomach exposed.
Loretta thought of the young officer, trim and toned in his uniform on their wedding day.
His hair used to be blond and wavy, his eyes clear and blue, his skin tanned and taut. Today
Harry’s hands were wrinkled and covered in sunspots as he absently scratched at the flakes on
his face.
“Eat your sandwich,” Loretta said, the exhaustion spilling out of her voice. She barely
slept anymore. The bed in her room felt too big. She longed to feel someone’s embrace around
her ─ she didn’t need a lover, but she craved a comforter: someone to hold her gently and settle
her into sleep. Harry hadn’t been able to hold her for years.
Harry continued to stare blankly at the grilled cheese, so Loretta took it from him and
tore it into small pieces. “There,” she said. “Little bites. Go ahead and eat.” Again she picked up
her sandwich to demonstrate the technique, but again he didn’t bother to try.

“That was some game,” he said instead. “King, queen, jack, ten.” He pointed at the bitesized pieces of grilled cheese: “King,” he said as his index finger hovered over one piece,
“queen” as his finger moved on to a second piece, and so on.
“Was this bridge?” Loretta asked, and Harry smiled softly. “No, no,” he said. “It was the
greatest game.”
He continued to point at the hunks of bread and cheese. King. Queen. Jack. Ten.
“I wish you would eat,” Loretta said.
“Oh, I am eating,” he said. “It’s wonderful.”
Nobody ever warned Loretta about any of this. To fall in love, to grow old together, that
was the dream for everyone, wasn’t it? Here they were, married sixty-seven years and still
together. Nobody told her the man she’d grow old with wouldn’t be the same man she’d wed.
Nobody told her she’d feed him his meals while he wore a towel tucked around his neck like a
bib. Nobody told her the only embrace she’d receive at night would come from the overly
welcoming arms of loneliness. This loneliness enveloped her and cradled her every evening,
insisting that she couldn’t close her eyes until she felt it to its full extent.
“I’m glad you played the greatest game,” Loretta said to Harry.
“I just needed the queen of diamonds,” Harry said.
“Maybe next time.”
Harry looked down at his plate again. Where he saw suits moments before, he now saw
produce. “Artichoke, artichoke, artichoke,” he said, pointing again. “Avocado, avocado,
avocado.”
“Could you eat your sandwich for me? I don’t think you’re getting enough to eat.”
Loretta wasn’t sure if Harry ate much of anything. Any time she tried to discuss this with
the staff, they shrugged. “He doesn’t feel like eating anymore,” said a caregiver named Malia.
This, to Loretta, seemed unacceptable. But these days, it was all relative.
“Turnahdee,” Harry said. “Turnahdee.”
“Oh?” Loretta said. What else could she say?
An alarm went off in the hallway behind them ─ one of the residents having an
emergency ─ and Harry jutted his chin toward the ceiling and began to howl like a mountain
lion.
“Don’t shout,” Loretta said. She hated feeling like his mother. “Do you want my
lemonade?”
Harry consumed his lemonade quickly, though the food on his plate remained untouched.
He accepted Loretta’s offer and started in on her lemonade as well. “Ah ah ah ah,” he said,
smacking his lips after each sip.
“Let’s take a nap after lunch,” Loretta said. What she meant was: You’ll take a nap in
your room, and I’ll take a nap in mine. Those days when they’d drift into slumber with their arms
draped around each other on the black sofa in their San Diego home seemed like a different
lifetime. That couldn’t have been the two of them ─ it must have been someone else. Actors,
maybe. Loretta felt the memory within her, simultaneously aching with nostalgia and
disbelieving it had ever actually happened.
“There’s a hole in my hip,” Harry announced, referring to the bedsore on his tailbone.
There was little that could be done about this. He was always in his wheelchair or in bed. He was
always rubbing against it. The wound grew a little wider each day, pressing against his spine.
The friction of his body slumping against the wheelchair made the pain unbearable, and
sometimes he moaned and screamed.

“I’m sorry you’re hurting,” Loretta said. She wanted to say, “I’m sorry you’re falling
apart.” “Getting old is for the birds, isn’t it?”
“Turnahdee,” Harry said.
Loretta peered out the window. A rainbow was forming, creating an exquisite line of
vibrant colors in the dewy distance. Loretta wanted to appreciate the beauty, but she looked back
at Harry, rubbing his face raw again, and sighed.
“I’m going to be late for lunch tomorrow,” she said to Harry.
Harry smiled and continued to scratch his skin. Harry couldn’t care less what she did.
Loretta used her hands to massage her own shoulders. Loretta needed to do everything for herself
now.
“I might even be late for dinner,” she said.
Harry just smiled.

Your Honor
- Jerome Long
Your Honor, if it pleases this court, I would like to say my actions were entirely
unintentional. I was sitting in the café of the local bookstore, reading from a book of poetry
while sipping a hot cocoa. It was a wintry afternoon, but not too cold. There had been snow on
the ground the previous night, but it had mostly disappeared in the day’s sunshine. It was just the
beginning of winter, and people had not yet adjusted to the seasonal change.
The complainant was sitting at a small table next to mine, pecking away at her laptop,
evidently doing homework. I couldn’t tell her age exactly. She probably was ─ I should say is ─
a college student. What was remarkable was the way she dangled her shoe from her right foot,
slapping it back and forth against her bare sole. She obviously hadn’t made the transition to
winter wear ─ woolen socks or hose of any kind. As she worked, my eyes could not avoid the
delicate smoothness of her foot. It was a mesmerizing sight. Perhaps I should say evocative, for
it sent memories streaming through my mind. My daughter’s bare foot when she was a child that
I so gently held and tickled to her great delight. Shivers went up and down my spine in spite of
the hot cocoa in my hands.
I want to tell you, Your Honor, that I noticed nothing else about her. The color of her
hair. The clothes she wore other than the slim, flat-soled, black shoe that dangled from her foot.
Whether or not she had on glasses. Even when a member of the store’s security force questioned
me, and later when the policewoman he had called arrested me, I was utterly unconscious of
these details. Your Honor, this is the first time that I truly see the complainant. A delicate mouth,
yes. Fine blond hair. Was she wearing a scarf back then? And, if I’m not mistaken, blue eyes
shading toward green.
I mentioned my daughter when she was a small child. You know how it is playing on the
floor with a child. Feet bare. Toesies ready to be tickled. This little piggy went to market and so
forth. Glorious giggles and uncontrollable laughter. Yes, that was what coursed through my
mind. Nothing sexual. Nothing remotely aberrant. If it pleases the court, may I suggest that Your
Honor may have had similar, altogether wholesome, experiences in his own family life.
So when I reached out, knocking over my cocoa, mostly on me, Your Honor, only
slightly on Ms. McCullough, which I now know is the name of the complainant, and touched the
bottom of her foot. When I reached out and removed her shoe that was bouncing up and down in
a sensuous rhythm. When I stroked the cool sole of her foot while kneeling on the ground. When
I tried to make nice-nice to those wiggling toes, I was not ─ absolutely not ─ indulging in what
might be called sexual advances.
As a consequence, Your Honor, I plead not guilty to the charges against me.
What’s that, Your Honor? Did I attempt to lick the cocoa off her foot? I absolutely deny
it. It was rather a kiss, a light kiss where the misdirected drops had landed. It was the least I
could do, an apology of sorts for discomforting her in any way.
Am I sorry? Would I ever do such a thing again? As I look at Ms. McCullough, or rather
at her right foot ─ see how she still waggles it? Bouncing her shoe on the toes of her foot? This
must be habitual, an invitation to an adoring public, who must pay homage to those seductive
little feet.
While proclaiming my innocence, Your Honor, I humbly submit, Yes. Yes, I would.
With or without cocoa. I certainly would. And, if it pleases Your Honor, I ask that you have
mercy on my miserable soul.
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