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A Poem Written in the Late Style of Myself  
- Jim Zola 
 
Blackbirds flap backwards into morning mud. Crow you say.  
I am not sitting at a desk sharpening the lead pencil of my father’s death  
or looking out a window at childhood blooming incessantly 
or even driving blind in love with sight 
Write you say the last thing written. 
I’m stuck in thought – three cold strawberries on a blue plate. 
Eat you say. Stain your fingers before the birds return. 



How to Take a Physics Final 
- Daniel Olivieri 
 
  Hayley needs an 88% to get an A for the year, a 48% to get a B, and  a -2% to get a C. 
That last one is more likely than it seems. 
  The fifth question on her AP physics final asks her to determine the frequency of a red 
visible light wave (λ = 650 nm). Instead of an answer, she draws Albert Einstein giving the 
finger to Sir Isaac Newton. This is the most physics-related response she’s given so far. 
  Three and a half months ago, Hayley was the girl you would ask for the answers to the 
physics homework. Three and a half months ago, she would have given you the answers. They 
would have been the right ones, too. 
  The next question is about centrifugal force. Hayley responds with a limerick about MC 
Hammer. Hayley isn’t just misbehaving to give her teacher something to talk about in the 
teacher’s lounge. No, she’s misbehaving because physics misbehaved first. This misbehavior 
started right after It happened. Since then, the porch door has been opening on its own. The 
swing in the backyard has been swiveling by itself. The balls at tennis practice have been 
hanging still in midair, forgetting to fall. Raindrops have been falling upwards. On top of all 
these, the day after The Second Funeral, every sharp knife in her house disappeared. 
  But that last one has nothing to do with physics misbehaving. That was just Hayley’s 
mom. When Hayley asked why all the knives were gone, she got the response, “It’s not that I 
don’t trust you around them, it’s just…” 
  She didn’t elaborate. It turns out that Hayley’s method of dealing with existential 
problems (talk about it) is different from her mom’s method of dealing with existential problems 
(don’t). It was Hayley’s mom who coined the term It to describe her husband’s death. And when 
Hayley’s grandmother killed herself a month later, Hayley’s mom referred to it as “The 
Accident.” 
  On the test, Hayley gets to a question about gravity. She decides to skip it. She always 
skips gravity questions these days, even when she’s actually trying to do well. Before Hayley can 
move on, she notices the gravity formula the teacher has given: g=GM/r2. 
  Before this year, Hayley lived a bubblewrapped life. All broken bones were minor; all 
hospital visits lasted less than three days, all cuts just rusted into scars. Tragedies were reserved 
for other people. Of course, there was never any bubble wrap. Physics works the same on 
everyone. g=GM/r2 is true, whether it’s just sitting there in the middle of your physics final, or 
it’s pulling your dad forty feet to the concrete. And, yes, that is what happened to Hayley’s dad. 
There was a rumor circulating that he’d been pushed. Hayley wishes it were true. It would be 
easier to hate a person than a formula. 
  After It happened, Hayley saw gravity shift. People were pulled to her, offering different 
variations on the phrase, “I am here if you want to talk.” The question, “How are you doing?” 
became way heavier. Her physics textbook (which usually represented about half the weight of 
her backpack) was light in the way a Frisbee is light. People saw her appearance at parties as 
some sort of brave thing to do. 
  And at one of those parties, she finally managed to kiss a boy, Eric Nuemman, from a 
social circle that intersected with hers. And, yes, people thought it was weird that the girl whose 
father had just died (and did you hear that her grandmother killed herself, too?) was kissing some 



boy she hardly knew. But those people’s murmurs were light in the same way that the physics 
textbook was light. 
  As nice as kissing him was, it was Eric Nuemann who caused physics to give up 
completely. He did this by standing still. Specifically, by standing still in a street without 
noticing that a car was doing fifty towards him. He survived, but his ability to walk didn’t. 
  And this is when Hayley became certain that the universe itself was conspiring against 
her. When one tragedy happens, it tears up your life. When another happens, it is a Hard Time. 
But when three tragedies happen, it’s hard not to take it personally. 
  The physics room is filled with the sound of physics being scrutinized, which happens to 
be silence. And then Kevin raises his hand and says, “Uhh, Mrs. Kelmer…I’ve been working on 
it for twenty minutes, and I don’t think finding an answer to number fifteen is, like, physically 
possible.” 
  Mrs. Kelmer leafs through her copy of the test. She gets that expression teachers get 
when they’re trying to decide whether to admit a mistake or to claim that they’d intended it. 
  “Oh,” Mrs. Kelmer says, “I…you’re right.” There’s a groan from the class. Several 
people say that they were stuck on that one. 
  And that’s when Hayley starts to laugh. 
  Mrs. Kelmer waits for Hayley to stop laughing. But Hayley doesn’t stop laughing. And 
so Mrs. Kelmer asks, “Excuse me, Hayley, what is so funny?” 
  Hayley points to what is so funny that it’s making her disrupt this whole class. 
  Eventually, Hayley will go back to the bubblewrapped world. Tests will be scary again. 
Tennis balls will fall in their usual parabolas. Knives will reappear in the kitchen drawers. But 
right now there is no bubble wrap for her. What does Hayley point at? Not the limerick she 
wrote. Not the drawing of Newton and Einstein sharing an angry moment. It isn’t on her test at 
all. 
  Hayley points to all the other students. They’ve been doing for a few minutes what she’s 
been doing all year: trying to make sense of physics that doesn’t make sense. 



7th Inning Stretch 
- Bruce Harris 
 
  Chicago Cubs -- champions of baseball! They defeated the Cleveland Indians in seven 
exciting World Series games last year. No, you didn’t mistakenly click the “Fiction” tab. This is 
an essay. 
  Springtime. Baseball. Thirty major league teams are back in competitive action after 
weeks of training under bright Arizona and Florida suns. We can all look forward to the lazy, 
hazy, longer summer days. But wait, something is happening with the great American pastime. 
There is a rising hue and cry that today’s game is too long. For example, it took the 2016 Cubs 
and all other teams an average of three hours and one minute to complete a game. Contrast that 
with the one hour and forty-six minutes the 1908 Cubs required to finish games. What’s going 
on? A number of things may be responsible. But before delving into the cause(s), let’s pause a 
moment and take stock of current American culture. Ironically, it seems to be moving in the 
opposite direction. Everyone agrees that today’s world is increasingly fast-paced. We are caught 
up in nonstop information overload, endlessly balancing home, personal, and work lives. 
  According to Linda Buzzell, author of the 2009 book, Ecotherapy: Healing with Nature 
in Mind: “Time poverty is now a recognized psychological and social stressor. In a speeded-up, 
highly complex society, there just isn't enough time for everything: our demanding jobs, our 
interlocking bureaucratic responsibilities…our loved one, kids, our community…plus 
commuting and keeping up with traditional media and endless 24/7 online communications.” 
  And the problem seems particularly salient in the United States. A December 2014 article 
appearing in The Economist (“Why is Everyone So Busy?”) reported, “Professionals everywhere 
complain about lacking time, [but] the gripes are loudest in America.” 
  Given our hectic lifestyles, it seems baseball may be society’s elixir. After all, there is no 
clock. The game progresses slowly, poetically, strike by strike, out by out, and inning to inning. 
There’s no guarantee that the first out in the first inning will ever be made. Conceivably, a game 
could continue without end. Yet, the season traditionally begins in April and just as predictably 
and reliably concludes every October (or early November). 
  On the surface, baseball is the natural, pure antidote to our rushed lives. Yet, “Our sense 
of time seems subject to the law of contrast,” said William James in 1890, (The Principles of 
Psychology). A serious effort is underway by baseball executives to speed up the game! 
Suggestions include, but are not limited to, instituting a twenty-second clock between pitches, 
forbidding batters from stepping out of the batters’ box, and reducing the number of warm-up 
pitches before each inning, thereby shortening the time between innings. To all these artificial 
man-made attempts, I say a resounding, “No!” 
  Baseball’s top brass have already sullied the game’s ballet-like tempo with the injection 
of umpire replay reviews. They should go the way of the Edsel. Games are longer today for the 
simple reason that relief pitchers have become so important and are used more frequently than 
years ago. It takes time, wonderful time, for a manager, once lithe and a terror on the base paths, 
to amble out from the dugout toward the pitcher’s mound, and signal for a new pitcher. We 
watch as the now elder statesman, usually with short-cropped grey hair visible under a colorful 
baseball cap, imparts wisdom to an arm-weary youngster before a fresh arm takes over. And, 
there are more strikeouts and walks (increasing time) today versus in games of old. 
  Our lives are rushed. Leave baseball alone. Let the game play out, the way Abner 
Doubleday meant it to. Heck, we’ve waited 108 years for a Cubs championship. Let’s savor the 



season one out, one inning, and one game at a time. The 2017 World Series will be here before 
you know it. What’s the rush? 









Harlan County 
- Rachel Peterson 
 
Home is in the vocal chords ‒ 
the sound. Lost now, as the tune. 
My murmur slips up to mother's room, 
my first one here in Harlan County. 
 
In the same hospital, the same headboard 
my mother and I fell into florescent lights, 
while the same blood reddened the same linoleum, 
maybe mere 'coincidence' in Harlan County. 
 
Black Mountain, named after coal, 
the thick, fern-fingered ridges that show 
my first birdsong, yellow finches, 
in the cradle-space of Harlan County. 
 
My father did whistle as he threaded  
hope into veins of grim, glittering earth 
until the ridgepoles lay stripped like 
naked thighs can be in Harlan County. 
 
We left the rock, the redbud's soil 
that stained his fingers for where the ole 
glacier flattened Ohio, but kept the Word, 
in the steep syllables of Harlan County. 
 
I level my mother-tongue on highways, 
clip every consonant, while father, 
street-maker, story-shaper, still 
bloodies the sun for Harlan County. 



Dream of Patagonia 
- Arya F. Jenkins 
 
  My brother had been gone six years when he finally decided it was time to come home. 
He barely looked like the Jake I knew, already with graying beard stubble at thirty-three. I held 
him close, taking in all the space of time he’d been gone along with the scent of whisky and film 
of perspiration that defined him then during the summer of 1996. 
  Jake had taken off during the first Gulf War, wanting no part of it, tired of American 
imperialism, and I was proud of him for that. But his pronouncements veiled other truths, too, 
which eked out in letters and faxes he sent subsequently to our dad. He owed money, more than 
just a college loan. He had always been generous in his ambitions, and I had been the one telling 
him all along he could do whatever he wanted, whatever it was. We had been rebels, deviating as 
often as we met the expectations of our parents and authorities. Our kid brother Leo was the 
anomaly, the predictable one. After falling in love with an Aussie tennis pro at the club when he 
was nine, he learned how to string rackets, then how to teach. Tennis became his life, and it has 
served him well. 
  Dark and chiseled, with wide hazel eyes, Leo looks like neither mother nor father. Our 
mother’s roots are German, and father is part Italian, from northern Italy, where they have blue 
eyes. Leo has always stood out, and although no one ever said anything about it, Jake always had 
to say something, to taunt him about his roots: 
  ”You look just like an Incan, like your mother,” he would tell him. Leo would toss 
himself onto the nearest couch or bed, his eyes pinching with hurt, sometimes grabbing a pillow 
to cover his face. If I was there, I shot back: “Jake, you are so mean. Of course Leo is ours. I love 
you, Leo.” 
  I am sure our mother elected to raise Leo as her own because it was the right thing, 
although perhaps it was also to prick our father’s guilt. Our nursemaid Ana left our household 
immediately after giving birth, but of course not before our mother had arranged for her child’s 
future with us. It was she who named him the sun child, Leo. While the bond between her and 
Leo grew over the years, the only thing that grew between her and our father was bitterness. 
  “That’s why Leo sleeps with our mother,” Jake would say, “To thank her. No honest-to-
goodness kid sleeps with his mother as a man. It’s abnormal beyond words.” 
  It was true that from the time Leo was a boy, whenever our father went away, Leo 
accompanied our mother, sleeping in father’s king-sized bed next to our mother in hers, 
providing a sense of protection, maleness and comfort. It was this simple act of kindness Jake 
twisted. By the time of his return, Leo was the age I had been when Jake left, twenty-two, and 
still living at home. Our father had long since gone, and Leo and our mother were living together 
then, each in their own section of the house with their own routine, like regular people. 
  “Regular,” of course, doesn’t adequately describe who we were: James Jefferson Cooper, 
Abbie Gladstone Cooper, Leo Franklin Cooper, named after presidents, inventors, accomplished 
relatives, expectations imprinted from day one. Jake became a star athlete in high school, and I 
came out at the Laurel Ball, but we also got trashed, did drugs, ran away, and Jake never did as 
told, escaping every night, from the time he was ten, down a ladder placed against the window to 
his third floor room, to go drinking. Once, he stole our nursemaid Adela’s car and was brought 
back in the wee hours by police. Our parents alternately ignored and overreacted to our antics. 
Soon as we could, we each moved away to be on our own. 
  Jake’s sudden need to leave the country didn’t seem all that out of character to me. 



Mystery and unaccountability were his trademarks. He had always wanted to see Chile, where 
“people love poetry and nature.” I was there to provide a buffer, to inform our parents he was 
gone. There was really no other explanation. 
  Of course our father couldn’t abide Jake’s leaving or any diminishment in the household. 
He always wanted to sum us up neatly, this one is here doing this, and that one there, doing that, 
and now he couldn’t. Jake’s leaving upset our mother, too. In her view, he was just stirring 
things up again, as ever. 
  Our mother might as well have been wearing a warning sign that read, stay away, or 
something like that the day we met Jake at the airport. She greeted him by merely extending a 
free hand and jiggling his arm a little while chatting on her cell with a client. Jake responded by 
taking her wrist to appraise the large, expensive man’s Tag Heur Tourneau on it. They were 
impossible with one another. 
   I took the wheel while our mother finished up her cell phone conversation in the 
passenger’s seat, and Jake sat quietly behind her, his eyes glazing at the passing scenery. As we 
turned off Route 123 onto the winding roads leading to our house, he observed, “Everything is so 
green here, green as money,” recalling exactly an exchange my father and I had driving through 
that section of Connecticut when we first moved there from Chicago years ago. I couldn’t 
believe he remembered that, just as I did. I had said just those words to the back of our father’s 
head as he drove, “Everything is so green here,” and our father had replied, “Green as money,” 
his voice thrilling with possibilities, without the sarcastic spin Jake put on it. 
   I turned up the front drive for the best view of the house, driving slowly alongside the 
sloping, manicured lawn to the rock garden. Jake was out of the car before I had even parked. I 
knew where he was going. 
  Our cook Lenore had always favored Jake, and her arms were still around his waist when 
I reached the kitchen. She snatched tissues from her apron pocket and dabbed her eyes. “I have 
something special for you,” she announced with her heavy accent. “You go there,” she shooed us 
away. 
  I stretched on a couch in the living room, and Jake headed for the small bar set near the 
baby grand nobody played. The bar was still packed with bottles of father’s favorite liquor. His 
drink was gin ‒ Magellan martinis after work, and gin and tonics, summers. Jake poured a hefty 
glass of Chivas Regal and downed it quickly. “I haven’t had this in years” ‒ then picked up a jar 
of Planters peanuts, tilting it in my direction. 
  “Remember how dad would pour us each a bowl of these whenever we sat with him to 
watch games?” I flashed on those times sitting silent and blasé with our father, drinks in hand, 
watching football or tennis on the set in the den. Occasionally, our father lunged toward the TV, 
his arms punctuating the air. The more he got lost in a game, the more likely we were to get 
sloshed on his liquor without his noticing or caring. There was nothing in the memory for me. 
  Mother had changed into a classy pale blue Christian Dior suit with matching heels and 
bag, overdressing a bit, I felt, although there was no doubt a point or plan to it, as there was to 
everything she did. She was somebody who demanded respect and who you listened to and 
watched, having earned her place in the world.  
  Growing up, we rarely saw father, and he made few, if any, decisions regarding us. It was 
she who got us into the best schools and clubs, devising extensions to the house and our lives, 
shaping the image we presented to the world. It was she who did the real work. All our father 
really did was provide his seed and money. Beyond the certificates of his accomplishments on 
his study walls and our minimal conversations with him that usually ended with, “Yes, sir.” “No, 



sir.” “Good night, sir,” or “Good-bye,” there was little to rely on where he was concerned. 
  The rare times he was home, in a casual place, he removed his business jacket and tie and 
flipped open the collar of his white shirt as he deigned to join us for a meal. His gray hair, 
slightly curly at the ends, was always neatly parted on the right side, and like Cary Grant in the 
movies, his façade was always immaculate. 
  Although he and our mother had spent time conjuring our names on the occasion of our 
coming into the world, whenever he addressed us, we became “Jack ass,” “Missie,” and “that 
boy.” 
  “Jack ass, what did you contribute to the score in that last game?” And if Leo was late or 
spilled milk at the table, which was often, it was, “Where is that boy?” or “What’s wrong with 
that boy?” Never  Leo, his son, directly. He pressed me about grades, “Missie, have you learned 
the multiplication tables yet?” and would declare jubilantly, “Straight A’s again!” He was kind to 
me, but wanted us all to perform for him. Between our mother’s tight-lipped, glum resignation, 
and Jake’s, Leo’s and my collective state of nerves whenever he was near, it wasn’t hard to tell 
we wished him gone. We were all basically glad when it finally did come to pass. 
  Our father went away, but his imprints remain.  Sometimes, when I look at Leo with that 
part in his hair so identical to our father’s, I think of him, and it arouses such a confusion of 
feelings ‒ anger, hurt and fear, and I want Leo to stay over there. 
  Hearing our mother in the room with us, Lenore stepped out of the kitchen with a 
basketful of regañonas, wiener-shaped fried rice, cheese and onion concoctions that were a 
favorite of Jake’s. Only Jake partook of them, reaching into the basket and popping a couple into 
his mouth, licking his fingers, one by one. 
  “Jake, dear, let’s not make a display of it, shall we. We’re having lunch at Centre’s. I 
think that’ll be just right.” She glanced at her watch, then at me. “Abbie, aren’t you 
uncomfortable in those?” referring to the leather pants I was wearing. 
  I rarely dressed in anything other than leather pants, boots and tees then. We looked like 
representatives from different eras ‒ mother, straight out of Town & Country Magazine. It was 
only then, checking one another out, that I noticed Jake’s slight paunch. I was sure our mother 
had noted it, too, but neither of us said a word about it. Jake had always been rail thin. 
  “Love the wife beater, Abbie, and the blue hair too,” Jake said pointedly. 
  “All right then. Is everyone ready?” Our mother always had to do the final check. 
  In the Benz, she broached her favorite topic. “If anybody’s interested, Leo’s not joining 
us today, he is working. That boy is very special. All he does is work and make people happy.” 
  “Imagine, playing tennis and making money, too,” said Jake from the passenger seat, 
flipping down the visor, winking at me in its mirror. I returned a punkish grin. 
  Jake and I were like teenagers together, but I’d been analyzing him for years, trying to 
understand the distance he’d forged between us. It had been Adela’s, Lenore’s and Ana’s 
whispered stories in his ear from the time he was a boy impelling him south. That much was 
sure. Our nannies and cook had also imparted kindness, cajoling, dispensing favors, always 
spoiling Jake, the perennially hungry child no amount of love, food or care ever appeased. In the 
wake of his appetites and the attentions they aroused, Leo and I often felt piqued, although we 
never failed to support the illusion fostered by his collective mothers that the world revolved 
around him. 
  Centre, with its pink stuccoed walls and shadowy interior brought cool relief on that hot, 
June day. On its walls hung framed, child-like drawings executed by a patron, and at the center 
of each table sat a water decanter topped by a whole lemon. Dense columns separated the bar in 



back from the restaurant space. 
  We were seated deep inside the room, next to an old man in a gray suit and his slightly 
younger wife, mawkishly attired in a red dress, bright scarf, and too much make up, poorly 
applied. The man’s cane with a wolf's head rested nearby on an empty chair. His wife chattered 
ceaselessly, and I came to realize his pained expression came not from having to listen to her, but 
from the understanding that her blather was driven by dementia. Once or twice, he bid her kindly 
to lower her voice. He ate very properly, his knife and fork at neat angles, so aware of himself 
and his surroundings that upon my realization and flurry of attendant compassion, his head 
turned slightly in my direction, as if to acknowledge me. I looked away. 
  Our mother ordered Chablis and almost too conveniently it seemed to me picked up 
another business call on her cell. Jake sat, his large chapped hands at the edge of our table, 
elbows close to his sides, like a man too big for his surroundings. His dark blue eyes were deeply 
bloodshot. I placed an affectionate hand on his warm paw momentarily, then plucked up a bread 
stick to offer him. "How's the fam," I asked just as the waiter approached with a basket of bread, 
and our mother got off the phone. 
  "Cajamarca," she noted, "is such an unusual name for a child. Whose idea was it? 
Aurita’s?  But she is Chilean, right?" 
  Jake inadvertently picked up his fork with one hand, as if to anchor himself, the fork 
trembling an inch up from the table. “Right, mother,” he shifted, releasing the fork. 
  "It's a cool name. Cajamarca is where the Incas were conquered. Right, Jake?" 
  "Right, sis.” 
  “And Joseph is after grandpa, right?" 
  "Correct again, dear one." 
  “Well, it looks like I win,” I took up my Chablis. 
  “Why don’t you come home?” our mother began. 
  Jake shook his head emphatically. “Because this isn’t for me.” 
  “What is it? Too many amenities? Too much conviviality?” 
   “No. Too many people. Too much of everything. I don’t want to be a slave to anything.” 
  “My dear, you are a slave to your own ideas.” Her eyes flitted, as if searching for a 
different tack. She was trying to seize control somehow, of Jake no less and making it apparent 
to all. 
  "How’s the lodge doing? I’m sure if you need help, you can ask your father. You know 
he’s always there for you,” she said, her voice straining with irony. 
  "The lodge is fine. Business has never been better. Look," he said, "Is there anything 
stronger than this? This wine is cheap. Honestly, I don't mean to complain, but in Chile…" 
  "Dear boy, at one o'clock in the afternoon on a work day, we generally don't review 
cocktail menus in Fairfield. Maybe you’ve forgotten, it's not our habit here." She had turned on 
that frosty edge that use to curdle something in us when we were kids. 
  When the waiter returned, Jake queried about the fish. 
  "We have some excellent Mahi Mahi.” I figured Barton, who knew our mother well, had 
picked up on the scene. Our mother lunched at Centre often with her real estate pals and clients, 
and I knew she bragged about Jake, the great fisherman, Jake who led trout-fishing expeditions 
along Patagonia’s rivers and wrote about his adventures for fishing magazines. We had long 
nurtured the image of him as a modern-day Hemingway, an image he had planted. 
  "The Mahi Mahi then. And some whiskey on ice, please. Any kind will do." 
  I ordered a Caesar salad quickly to intercept mother’s judgment about Jake’s drinking 



hard stuff. Mother ordered the same.. 
  "Barton, this is my son Jake, who is here from Patagonia. Jake, you might recall Barton, 
your classmate at Fairfield Prep, I believe, before going off to Exeter." 
  "Actually, I graduated a few years earlier, Mrs. C, and went to Fairfield after leaving 
Exeter." Jake smiled broadly at him, and feeling the wine, I tapped Jake with my knee under the 
table. I wanted to get drunk with him, as in the old days, although not here with our mother. 
  The whiskey made Jake expansive. He inquired about our mother’s business and asked 
me about school. I was attending Parsons in New York, alternating between cramped hours of 
study and wandering around the city's cafes and bars, uncertain of what to do with my life. I 
missed my brother and longed for something not yet defined. Jake went on in that easygoing way 
of a salesman who has clinched a deal, charming, self-assured. Eventually, he inquired about our 
dad. 
  "He's just fine. Hunky dory. Seeing some woman at the club, I hear.” She took up the last 
of her wine, and Jake ordered another bottle. 
  While they discussed Leo’s tennis, I fixed on a man in his forties sitting not far from us, 
typing on his laptop. His silk Christian Lacroix tie was askew, his lanky hair damp from some 
exertion, his table, littered with empty glasses. Suddenly, he snapped shut his computer, stood 
quickly, began yanking his tie, and then dropped like a puppet. The entire place turned his way. 
Barton rushed over, bent over him slightly then looked around, lost. 
  “Call 911, 911,” somebody yelled, and Barton took off, presumably to do that as if it was 
the restaurant’s responsibility. My mother's cell sat untouched beside her plate. Our eyes met, 
and she smiled. The scene hadn’t affected her at all. It was as if someone had committed a faux 
pas over there that had nothing to do with her. Jake however had gotten up and was kneeling 
over the man, applying CPR. Our mother looked on, sipping her wine. Minutes went by. Then an 
EMT rushed in, checked the man’s vitals and summoned a couple of other men in pale and dark 
blue uniforms who applied an oxygen mask and lifted him onto a gurney. “You’ll be all right, all 
right, man,” Jake reassured him, as the EMTs took off with him. 
  Returning a little breathless, Jake poured the remaining wine into his glass and drank it. 
  "You okay?" I asked him. 
  "Sure. A man dies. It's all swell. Happens all the time."  
  "Well, I'm glad that's over with. Such distress," said our mother. 
  Jake scooted away again. I could see him putting out two fingers as he addressed a 
waiter, and presently wine coolers arrived for him and for me. 
  "Did you know him?" I asked Jake, referring to the man we had seen go down. 
  "No." 
  "Be sure and rinse with Listerine when you get home, Jake. You don't know what 
diseases that man had." 
  "For Chrissakes, he had a heart attack, mother. You don't catch heart attacks." 
  "Well, you could, Jake. You've put on quite a bit of weight," she said tightly, pointedly, 
sure of herself now. 
  "If I do die, mother, it will be from pancreatic cancer and not from that, rest assured." 
Something caught in my throat and stayed there, and I watched mother blanch as awareness crept 
over her. 
  "Jake, what a horrible thing to say." 
  "I'm sorry, mother, Abbie. I'm so sorry." He closed his eyes, stretching forward his hands 
in a loose prayerful clutch. "I'm sorry to be so cruel, to tell you this way, but it's true. It's why I 



came." 
  "But it can't be," our mother was aggressive, indignant even. 
  "I've been checked. And rechecked." 
  "Jake, the doctors in South America aren't like doctors here. We have specialists." 
  "Mother, please. I came to tell you and Abbie, not to make a deal with you or God.” 
  "Are you having surgery, for Chrissakes, Jake. This is serious.” 
  ”No, mother, I'm not. It’s not worth the time and suffering it would cause. I’m letting it 
be. It’s what I want." He leaned back then. He might as well have said, “And that is that.” 
  A conversation I’d had a while back with Jake began to jell. He’d called from Chile 
announcing, "I want to start writing my memoirs, now that I'm well past the apex of my life." It 
made me laugh, and when I told my mother, she thought it ridiculous that a man of thirty-two 
then would think of writing his life story at such a tender age. 
  He had run away from us all, applying the drinker’s absenting cure that never works, and 
forged another life with a woman who’d borne him two children whom neither my mother nor I 
nor any of us had ever seen. And now after delivering his shot, he would return to that place far 
from us, to lose himself forever. There was nothing we could do. I thought of a piece I was 
working on whose colors harked back to other times and places. Jake was its counterpoint, a 
design refusing contexts, devolving without borders. 
  It was still light when we got back to the house, although it felt late. Leo was there, and 
he and Jake headed for the pool. I could hear them roughhousing as in the old days. Then Barton 
called to inform us that mother had left her purse at Centre, and I drove back for it. The word 
“nothing” kept repeating in my head as I drove. I kept reminding myself Jake was home and that 
was all that mattered. 
  The next morning we sat together over croissants and coffee at a table on the porch. Jake 
was headed for Florida, to fish with friends before going back to Chile. He was going to write 
Leo and our father, tell them his news his way, he said. I could tell by our mother’s expression 
she was thinking, “When did he ever not do things his way?” It was what crossed my mind, too. 
  Then the back kitchen screen door slammed, and we watched Leo strutting across the 
pebbly back drive, heading for a swim in the buff. 
  “Hey, Tarzan, where’s Jane?” Jake called out. Leo had a towel over his right shoulder 
and raised his right hand on which was a red string doing a backwards wave.  
  “He looks so much like a young Greg Louganis. Someone confused him for Louganis 
once at the club,” mother said. 
  “What’s with the red string?” I asked. 
  “One of his Jewish students, a rabbi, gave it to him for protection.” 
  “Protection from what?” said Jake. 
  “From his beauty, for one, I would gather,” our mother said seriously. I flipped up my 
sunglasses to roll my eyes at Jake. 
  We listened to the distant sounds of Leo making laps in the pool and once or twice the 
spring of the diving board as we ate and drank in what felt like eternal slow motion. Our mother 
had pulled her hair back, was wearing a sleeveless ivory white Tahari dress that day, and her 
unadorned, bare long arms and legs and impeccably manicured hands and feet struck me as 
remarkably youthful for someone well into her middle age. 
  She kept her eyes behind sunglasses. In a while, Leo slipped past us back toward the 
house, a towel around his waist, smoothing back his hair with both hands, the gesture showing 
off his arm muscles and hard, broad chest. Leo, the gem. Presently, he appeared, looking neat 



and jovial in his tennis outfit, slugging down the remainder of a glass of orange juice. 
  “There’s my perfect boy,” our mother said. He deposited the glass on our table and 
leaned over to peck her cheek. 
  “Must you go now?” She grabbed his hand impetuously. 
  “I’m running late, mum.” He pecked my cheek, downed some of Jake’s coffee, then 
wished him bon voyage while applying a mock stranglehold. “You suck,” Jake called out to him 
as Leo hopped into a red MG, the small convertible our mother had given him so he could travel 
back and forth easily on the narrow roads to and from the club.  
  “You suck worse,” he returned. 
  Lenore came in to refresh our coffee and set a bag of regañonas on Jake’s lap. “He is a 
good boy, Mrs. A good man,” she patted Jake’s shoulders. Our mother returned Lenore a blank 
stare. Then the living room clock began to chime, and Jake pressed his hands to his knees, 
standing as if on cue. 
  “I’m afraid it’s that time. I love you both," he grabbed our mother’s shoulders pressing 
his cheek to hers. 
  “You will call or write,” she said, weakly, remaining seated and frozen. 
  “Yes. Of course.” 
  The phone rang indoors, and Lenore came to fetch our mother. She rose, straightening 
her dress as if preparing for a part she did not want to play that day. 
  A taxi was on its way. We stepped outside, and I pulled out a joint of Hawaiian pot a 
friend had pressed on me, one I had saved for the two of us. Jake lit it, and we took turns doing 
shotguns. Too soon, the taxi came crunching up the back drive. I stumped out the joint with the 
heel of my boot. Jake fetched his satchel, removed his sunglasses, and stretched out his arms, 
pressing me to him so hard his dangling glasses hurt my chest. I told him to take care and to 
write. 
  After he’d gone, I stood there a long time watching the places he’d just been. I could still 
see his long eyelashes quivering over half closed eyes, his blond hair damp at the temples, smoke 
wafting between us. I had spent years imagining that while he was away, he was just over there, 
would return at any moment, no sense of finality. But now he had spoken to us as to the future, 
and it was over. From this day on, there would be only absence, recollecting, no looking forward. 
  Afterward, I remember getting lost in music, Patti Smith’s “Horses,” and Nirvana’s, 
“Smells Like Teen Spirit,” songs that brought me to my center, unraveling my hurt and 
confusion.  
  One time, Jake called, and I saved the message on my answering machine: “Hey Abbie. 
Sis, you have the most beautiful voice. We’re about to settle down to dinner ‒ Aurita, Cajamarca, 
Joseph, Jr.” Then a resounding, “Hey Abbie, Auntie Abbie,” coming from the others. Then, “We 
love you.” Then silence. I wept over that for years as if my brother’s voice was all I had ever had 
of him. 
  Our mother saw Jake’s letter to Leo, a letter begging forgiveness for a lifetime of insults 
which Leo left open on the kitchen table, and we assumed he read. Jake didn’t write our father as 
promised, but it was our father who got the call when Jake was taken to the hospital in Santiago. 
By the time he made arrangements to fly over, it was too late. 
  My brother passed away only months after his visit to the U.S., and the only one with him 
was Aurita. There was no embalming fluid where he lived, so he was cremated, which is what he 
had wanted, his ashes strewn across the mountains and hoisted up by the wind into the mouths of 
albatrosses. 



Crime Wave 
- Ray Scanlon 
 
  I ease like a sardine into the last empty chair in Dr. X's waiting room and kiss my chances 
for a quick in-and-out visit goodbye. The television is dead ‒ a sign, if ever there were one, that 
God loves us and wants us to be happy ‒ so I anticipate peaceful, undistracted time to myself. 
Should that pale, I will be able to people-watch, without my specimens anesthetized into a slack-
jawed stupor. 
  As fond as I am of my own company, some days a little of it goes a long way. I carefully 
look around the cramped room, making no loud noises, no sudden movements, adjusting my 
video and audio brain circuits for optimum performance. A two-year-old waits on a bench in the 
hallway, his babble and gurgle the counterpoint to his mother's murmurs. With graceful, 
seamless transitions, a conversation to my left interleaves paragraphs of Spanish and English. 
Sometimes the granularity is finer ‒ one sentence starts in Spanish and ends with "you have that 
option." 
  My sidelong gaze to the right is arrested by a plain, grey woman of preternatural 
expressionlessness, her hair pulled back severely, almost to the snapping point. It is obvious at 
first glance that she is an axe murderer, quite likely serial. I have seen that inhuman face on a 
hundred wanted posters, responsible for heinous crimes. 
  It's no big thing to share a room with a killer; nevertheless I am relieved when my theory 
collapses. The woman plays peek-a-boo with the tyke in the hallway, just as if she were a normal 
human being, and starts a conversation with another of my neighbors, who had dropped a 
twenty-two pound frozen turkey on her foot. She also has piercings at the distal ends of her 
eyebrows, and probably hidden tattoos, so God only knows what unspeakable depravity she's 
capable of. 
  How provisional, indeed how dangerous, are first impressions. Obvious outward 
appearances, whether they're superficial or reflect deep qualities, confer useful and unfair power, 
though their reliability is sketchy. It intrigues me that a state of detached stillness struck me as 
reptilian and psychopathic rather than as the attainment of enviable inner calm. Little wonder we 
chide friends and strangers alike, trying to compel a smile. 
 









Ho Chi Minh City Rain 
- Edward Tiesse 
 
Flocks of motor scooters 
piloted by 
many-colored helmeted drivers 
dance a buzz saw sounding ballet 
swarming through the streets 
around people and taxis 
and trucks and buses. 
 
A fire hose of rain 
held distantly in dark clouds 
by hot afternoon air 
drenches the riders 
who now scurry to the shelter 
of trees and eaves. 
From under scooter seats 
a rainbow of ponchos fly and 
billow in the sideways moving rain. 
 
The riders remount 
wipe water from their eyes 
set forth slowly into 
the flooded streets 
their speed is 
swan-like paddling 
their swallow darting movements 
now paralyzed. 
 
They will be late 
picking up sons and daughters 
or signing final papers 
for a first home 
or learning from the doctor 
if the spot on an x-ray 
is cancer 
or meeting a lover for 
an afternoon’s betrayal. 



“On the starting line we're all cowards” 
- Alberto Salazar, three-time winner of the NYC marathon. 
- Madeline McEwen 
 
  Graham hurtled downhill, as graceful as a jelly doughnut, until he crashed into the gate. 
He gasped for breath like a landed salmon. Why did he think he could do this, make a fresh start, 
turn over a new leaf? 
  His daughter, Karen, watched him from the safety of the kitchen window, her face etched 
with deep disapproval. 
  He trudged back to the house, chest heaving, shoes pinching, shorts chaffing. Bathed in 
sweat, he knew the sour taste of defeat. Eight pounds light of an obesity label, hope shriveled 
like a chocolate-covered raisin. 
  In the hall, he caught a glimpse of himself in the full-length mirror; dressed in Spandex, 
he looked like an overstuffed sausage. He frowned at his brand new cross trainers. The mall sales 
clerk must have seen him coming with "Newbie" stamped across his pallid, couch-potato 
forehead. What an idiot! As if a pair of fancy shoes would transform him into an athlete. 
  In the kitchen, Karen, slim as a whippet, sipped a glass of green liquid, eyes fixed on her 
phone. 
  "You'll give yourself a heart attack," she said.  
  At thirty-two, Karen was as resolute as her mother had been. How had their gene pool 
ever created this slip of a girl? Although to be fair, they hadn't always been heavy.  
  "Do you want one, too?" she said, coming closer, resting a cool hand on his. The 
television burbled in the background, full of bad news, war, and famine. 
  "No thanks. Can't stomach that wheatgrass stuff. Gives me indigestion." 
  "Please, Dad, it'll do you good." 
  She sounded like a mother, his mother. How had their roles reversed, the child parenting 
the parent? 
  "You need a new phone, Dad, or perhaps a Blue Tooth. No one has a landline these days. 
You're such a dinosaur." 
  This was true. He couldn't even turn on the computer, now caked in dust. 
  "You need to start off slow," Karen said, "pace yourself, not go at it like a bull at a gate, 
literally, in your case." She tugged at the label on his T-shirt and yanked off the price tag. 
  The phone's LED flashed against the wall. Had she heard the message? Was it from the 
doctor? Had his diabetes worsened? She seemed to read his mind, leaned over, and snapped the 
elastic on his waistband. 
  "Doctor Orb's office called," she said. "You need some tests. I made your appointment 
for Tuesday." Grabbing her messenger bag, she kissed him on the cheek. "Return those neon-
orange clothes and buy something black. You look like an escaped convict." 
  The front door slammed. He watched Karen glide down the driveway on her bike for 
another class-filled day at San Jose's Community College. At least her education was back on 
track. What wouldn't he do for an ounce of her energy? The thought of energy tempted him to 
the fridge. Breakfast. He deserved a reward for all that effort, or if not effort, at least taking the 
first plunge. Resolving to turn his life around tomorrow, he chose a single pop-tart and a massive 
serving of applesauce ‒ unsweetened. A few spoonfuls of honey helped the healthy medicine slip 
down and keep Dr. Orb at bay.  
  The pop-tart, his prize, pinged from the toaster to chime with the telephone ringer. Damn. 



 

To hell with delayed gratification. He let it go to voicemail until he heard a familiar monotone 
and snatched up the receiver. 
  "Yes," Graham yelled. "What is it now, Mr. Maloney?" His neighbor of more than twenty 
years never wore his hearing aids. Widowed, he lived a monastic life in the house across the 
road. They had that in common. Otherwise, they couldn't be more different. 
  "Is that you?" Mr. Maloney said in a querulous tone. "Did I see you out jogging just now 
Mr. Cracker?" Mr. Maloney preferred what he called, "the formal mode of address rather than 
the casual." Graham still didn't know the guy's first name, only his initial, an intriguing "X."  
  "Yes, that was me." Graham didn't have time for another tedious conversation. Retired, 
Mr. Maloney had nothing to do with his day except stare out the window at other people's lives. 
Why didn't he give up and go back home to England? 
  "What you need is a jogging buddy," Mr. Maloney said. 
  What I need is an uninterrupted breakfast, thought Graham, but Mr. Maloney droned on 
in his crisp British accent. 
  "You could do worse than join forces with me. I'd be happy to take you under my wing, 
give you a bit of encouragement and a word of advice." 
  Graham suppressed a snort. Mr. Maloney's frail frame would snap in a light breeze. The 
idea of staggering along the sidewalk with an octogenarian at his side was ludicrous. They'd be a 
laughing stock. 
  "Don't worry what other people think," Mr. Maloney said like an ancient soothsayer. 
"Tell them you're my minder if you like, or bodyguard if you prefer. We'll be like Laurel and 
Hardy. Did you know Stan Laurel was English?" 
  Graham pursed his lips. The image of the portly Oliver Hardy, who right now could be 
his twin, was an unwelcome thought. If only he'd lived a hundred years ago, he wouldn't be in 
this mess now. When did the figure of the jolly fat man fall out of favor? 
  Graham poured himself a glass of milk and took a slug.  
  "Thanks," he said, "but I don't want to overdo it." While this wasn't strictly true, it 
followed the spirit of her message. "Karen says I need to back off."  
  "Karen asked me to help," Mr. Maloney said with a hint of pique. 
  “Karen?" Graham spluttered and wiped his mouth on his sleeve. Such betrayal. "When 
did she say that?" 
   "Yesterday, at the gym." 
  "You go to a gym?" 
  "Doesn't everybody?" 
   How had he become such a loner? Even Mr. Maloney had an active social life. 
  "It's one thing to go to a gym and use a jogging machine," Graham said, playing for time, 
"quite another to pound the pavement outside, in the elements." 
  "This is California, my fine friend," Mr. Maloney said in an accent stiffer than his lip. 
"You don't have weather here."  
  Graham shifted his weight from one foot to the other, eyeing his cooling pop-tart. 
Jamming the receiver between a couple of chins, he fought the easy-open frosting sachet. Yards 
of spiral telephone cord stretched between the wall socket and his ear. 
  "Okay," Graham said. 
  "Good show. I'll come over tomorrow, bright and early." 
  Graham relaxed, and the telephone catapulted across the room. What had he let himself in 
for? Why didn't he say, "No?" He stuffed the pop-tart into his mouth and stomped off to the 



 

master bedroom. He slumped onto his wife's side of the double bed, closed his eyes and 
wallowed, imagining Jenny beside him. The hospital bed and all the other paraphernalia were 
gone. Gloom washed over him. Jenny would be the first to chastise him. He hated the word 
"passed." Jenny hadn't passed. No. Kick-ass Jenny had clung to life, fought the battle and lost. 
Sighing, he rolled off the bed and dragged his feet toward the shower. 
 
  The following morning the doorbell rang on the dot of nine. Opening the front door, 
Graham found Mr. Maloney on the doorstep in the skinniest pair of European shorts Graham had 
ever seen. They barely covered his underpants. He wore a long, fishnet shirt, like some jaded San 
Francisco hippy. A black pad was strapped to his upper arm by a thick Velcro band. A heart 
monitor? Geez, which one of them would die first? Graham only knew basic CPR. Hadn't they 
changed the guidelines recently? He should have listened to Karen and bought a cell phone. Then 
again, with his current track-record, he wouldn't have enough breath to speak a single syllable in 
an emergency. By the time he recovered, Mr. Maloney would be long gone and stone cold. 
  "Now," Mr. Maloney said, "none of that negativity." 
  Was Mr. Maloney a mind reader? Telepathic? 
  "I like to stretch first," Mr. Maloney said opening his arms like a limber ballet dancer. 
Pale flesh hung in loose swathes from his upper arms like a pair of turtle flippers capped by 
skeletal hands. His cadaverous face broke into a wide smile. "Like this," he said bending his 
bony knees and dipping into a plié. All he needed was a tutu to polish off the picture. 
  Two young women cruised by slowly in an open-topped convertible. Graham sucked in 
his gut. If they drove any slower, they'd be static. He suppressed a moan. Were they Karen's 
friends, neighbors, or strangers? Mr. Maloney raised an arm in greeting. 
  "Good morrow fair ladies." 
  The girls giggled. Graham shrank. 
  "Hi, Mr. Maloney," the blonde said, her bronzed, slim arm draped along the side of the 
sleek car. "I'll take you out for dinner if you tell me your first name." 
  Mr. Maloney wore a wry smile. "One day, my dear, one day." 
  Once they were gone, Graham challenged Mr. Maloney. 
  "Good morrow? Seriously? What century are you from?" 
  "I like to entertain. You can reinvent yourself at my age. I choose the country squire type, 
although I've never ventured further than the borough of London until I came here. Relax. This is 
going to be fun." 
  "By the way, what is your first name?" 
  Mr. Maloney rolled his eyes and raised his arms in a giant stretch. 
  Graham tentatively moved up and down on his tiptoes, anything to avoid cramp. 
  "That's the ticket," Mr. Maloney chimed, a man from a different era if not another planet. 
  "What do you have planned?" Hopefully, they'd be back indoors within the hour. 
  "See here?" Mr. Maloney tapped the screen on the black rectangle. "I bought an app. This 
little gizmo's got it all worked out for us." 
  "That's not a heart monitor?" 
  "No, it's a phone. Now, who's out of touch? We'll start by walking for ten minutes, then 
jog for ten, then back to walking, and so on." 
  "And so on? How many times?" 
  "Wait and see." Mr. Maloney tapped the screen, which lit up and spoke aloud in a robotic 
voice, "Begin! Now!" 



 

  They walked. 
  "Swing your arms," Mr. Maloney commanded, and Graham obeyed. "Speed up," Mr. 
Maloney said, and Graham quickened his step keeping in time with his companion. "You're 
alright there, are you?" Mr. Maloney said, "Street side?" 
  "Sure." Even at this pace, it was hard to catch his breath. Beads of sweat bathed his face, 
and several trickles coursed down his back. 
  "In the olden days," Mr. Maloney beamed, fresh-faced and sunny-eyed, "a man took that 
position on the outside of the pavement to protect his lady love from the splashes of passing 
carriages. That way a gentleman could unsheathe his sword to fight off blaggards." He 
demonstrated the gesture with a flourish. 
  "Blaggards?" Graham puffed. If he kept Mr. Maloney talking, maybe he'd slow down. 
  "Slang for 'black guards.' In essence, a scoundrel, although the exact derivation is the 
subject of some debate." 
  Graham pulled his damp shirt away from his skin. How could Mr. Maloney keep talking 
and walking at the same time? He'd barely broken a sweat.  
  The phone's robotic voice spoke, "Running-time-starts-now." 
  "Off we go," Mr. Maloney said, placing his hand on Graham's elbow. There was no 
escape. The phone piped tinny music and words of encouragement like an automated 
cheerleader. Graham longed for ear-plugs and a new set of lungs. Every step shot sharp pains 
through his shins. His stomach churned like a washer on the spin cycle. Even his hands felt 
leaden and dead. The ten-minute run lasted forever until the cheerleader whooped and signaled 
switchover. 
  "Take it gently," Mr. Maloney said, although his long strides spoke otherwise. Graham 
watched the countdown on the screen, the seconds falling away as slowly as drops of molasses. 
  On the other side of the street, a woman marched along with her dog, more of a power 
walk, hips swaying, arms pumping, the dog obediently at her side. The dog panted with 
exhaustion. Graham had seen them before from his kitchen, but never like this. He felt exposed 
without a pane of glass shielding him from the outside world. Without Jenny's ebullience to drag 
him into daily life, he'd allowed himself to withdraw. 
  Eventually, warning beeps announced the end of their session. Graham slumped against 
the nearest wall, Mr. Maloney's. Miraculously, they had completed a circuit. 
  "Don't do that," Mr. Maloney said. "You have to keep moving." 
  "But we've finished," Graham huffed, his heart heaving. 
  "Yes, but you need to let your system cool off, or you'll be a stiff as a plank tomorrow." 
  "Tomorrow?" 
  "And the next," Mr. Maloney said, as jovial as a jester. 
  Graham staggered up his driveway. Inside, he collapsed on the sofa, fighting 
asphyxiation. He'd need a month to recover. There was no way he was going to put himself 
through that torture ever again. 
  Some while later, he wandered over to the bedroom and pulled out a plastic bag from the 
nightstand where he hid Jenny's old sweater. He rationed this guilty pleasure to once a week 
because the scent had faded during the last two years. Opening the bag, he inhaled deeply. Her 
smell, a mixture of herbs and something sweet like dark honey, filled his nostrils. His eyes 
prickled. He brushed away the wetness with the back of his hand, smothered a sob, and fell 
asleep.  
 



 

  Later that evening, Karen pounded into the house, slammed the door, and kicked off her 
shoes like always. She threw her jacket over a chair, and tugged her top at the shoulder. 
Underneath, she wore a pale-colored undershirt ‒ that was the wrong word. What had Jenny 
called them? A thin, silky strap slipped off her shoulder. He remembered Jenny's advice; "When 
I'm gone, don't comment on her clothes. You're not qualified in fashion." She was right. 
  "Good day?" Graham asked. 
  "I heard you did great with Mr. Maloney," she said buoyant with unaccountable 
enthusiasm. 
  "I survived." 
  "Mr. Maloney's such a sweetheart." 
  There were many ways to describe Mr. Maloney but that didn't come close. Drill 
sergeant? Although on reflection, he could have been much tougher. Maybe that was the deal for 
tomorrow. The new schedule. He and Mr. Maloney out jogging, every day, from now until the 
soles of his new shoes wore out, or possibly longer. 
  "Mr. Maloney said you asked him about his name, his first name." 
  "I may have." A long time ago, when they were still a family of three, they'd play a 
guessing game ‒ Mr. Maloney's Moniker ‒ Jenny's were always the funniest. 
  "I bought you this," Karen said. "A phone. Nothing fancy. I stuck it on my credit card." 
  "Karen ‒ " 
  "You need one, Dad." Her voice had a plaintive edge, a whine. "What if something 
happens when you're out?" Her face crumpled like a little kid. 
  Graham took her in his arms and stroked her hair. 
  "I'm not ready to be an orphan," she mumbled, a line she used with her mother. 
  "Come on, Miss Smarty Pants. You're not going to get rid of me that easily." It's what he 
always said, both cliché and code in their delicate two-step. 
  The following day, Graham cursed. He had one set of running gear. Why hadn't he 
bought two? He heard ringing. From where? Hurriedly, he pulled on yesterday's clothes and 
charged downstairs. He opened the door and removed Mr. Maloney's finger from the doorbell. 
  "I thought you might be hiding." Mr. Maloney grinned. "It's three after nine already. Why 
didn't you answer your new phone?" 
  Graham blanked. Was that the ringing? 
  "Karen gave me your new number. Go and find it. We'll use it to track your progress." 
  A short delay occurred while Graham hunted for his cell phone. Then, Mr. Maloney 
uploaded a few apps with the skill of a magician. 
  Graham focused on his aching butt. Of all the many pains, that muscle hurt the worst. 
After a few preliminary stretches, they repeated the course from the previous day. If anything, 
the circuit was even more agonizing. His ligaments had frozen beneath his bulk, rods of steel but 
as brittle as raw spaghetti. Half an hour later, Graham hobbled to a halt. 
  "Well done," Mr. Maloney said. "What a good egg you are." 
  Graham wasn't in the mood for Mr. Maloney's whimsical words. His body felt like 
scrambled eggs, smashed and crushed and full of broken shells. 
  "It will get easier," Mr. Maloney said, "perseverance will conquer, believe me." 
  Graham didn't, although he persisted, not because he wanted to, but because of Mr. 
Maloney's relentlessness. There he'd be on the doorstep day after day as timely as a cuckoo clock 
and twice as annoying. 
  They didn't run on the weekends but soon the days of training turned into weeks. They 



 

tried different routes. Gradually, Mr. Maloney lengthened the sessions by a few additional 
minutes. And then a few more. Graham didn't notice at first. Then, on one particular day, the 
automated male voice on Graham's phone clashed with the female voice on Mr. Maloney's 
phone. A cacophony of commands gave the game away.  
  Mr. Maloney smiled. "You should mute yours." 
 
  Karen uploaded Graham's data onto the computer one evening. Thankfully it was Friday 
with a whole weekend of leisure ahead. A bar chart appeared across the screen. 
  "That's amazing," she said, enthusiastically. She stared at him for a moment. "What's up, 
Dad?" 
  "Running's so boring." 
  "Listen to your music. Did you like the  i-tunes app?" 
  "Yes, but not when Mr. Maloney's talking my head off." 
  "How thoughtful," she said in a teacher-to-Kindergartner voice. "You should ask him 
about his marriage." 
  "Why?" 
  Karen paused. Graham waited. She twisted her bracelet, a graduation gift. "Mr. Maloney 
talks about his wife all the time. She's been dead for twenty years." Karen left the question 
hanging ‒ when would it be safe to talk about Mom? 
 
  Monday arrived all too soon. The morning was bright in the sunny kitchen. These days 
Graham drank his breakfast, easier on his stomach before the run. However, Mr. Maloney was 
late, so Graham washed the dishes from the night before. After nine o'clock, he glanced through 
the window. Mr. Maloney's door remained closed. Graham dried the dishes and put everything 
away, a rare occurrence. What next? Where was Mr. Maloney? 
  Grabbing his phone, Graham dialed. His call went to voice mail. Great, a day off. 
Freedom. Should he run on his own? No. He checked the phone for missed messages. Nothing. 
Unusual. Graham drummed his fingers on the counter. Why not go round there and rouse the old 
guy. Revenge. Graham grinned. Pulling on his shoes, he felt the smooth tread on the soles. 
Perhaps he should buy a new pair. 
  Graham closed the door and broke into a gentle jog. Crossing the street, he powered up 
the steep incline and planted his finger on Mr. Maloney's bell. That would teach him. Graham 
chuckled and waited. He gave up after a few minutes, the joke wearing thin. The drapes were 
closed. Away for the weekend?  
  The power jogging lady steamed along the street with her exhausted dog in tow, but this 
time instead of heading straight through to town she opened Graham's gate. That was odd. 
  "Hey!" He waved. The woman turned and retraced her steps. Graham met her in the 
middle of the street. The dog slumped at their feet, panting. 
  "I'm Mrs. Mann, Nurse Mann. Mr. Maloney asked me to call." 
  Graham listened, dumbfounded. 
  "He's at the hospital," she said. "Pneumonia. Intensive Care. Not in my ward." 
  "When?" Graham said. She hadn't sugar-coated the message. 
  "Saturday night." 
  "He was fine on Friday." He reflected. Mr. Maloney had had a handkerchief stuffed in his 
sleeve when they last ran. That quickly? 
  "Pneumonia's like that sometimes," Nurse Mann said. "Vicious." She yanked the leash, 



 

and the dog struggled to his feet. "Especially for seniors," she added, striding away. 
  Graham stood alone in the street and dithered. Should he go to the hospital? If only he 
hadn't lost the company car along with his job. He should have kept his head together but Jenny's 
care consumed his every waking minute. Then her car was repossessed. He didn't worry at the 
time. Now he was stranded. What to do? Grabbing his phone, he searched for a cab company. 
  The taxi arrived and sped Graham to the hospital without explanations. Maybe taxi 
drivers heard the word "hospital" and automatically broke the speed limit. 
 
  "Are you a relative?" asked the nurse at ICU reception. 
  "No, but ‒ " What was he? A neighbor? A casual acquaintance? "I'm a friend." 
  "I'll see what I can do." She hesitated, eyeing him with practiced expertise. "Wait here." 
  Five minutes later, Graham was ushered into a private room where Mr. Maloney's frail 
form was barely visible beneath the blankets. Graham tried to ignore the tubes, needles, and 
machines. He hadn't stepped inside a hospital since Jenny died. He pulled over a chair. Tempted 
to take the old man's hand, he resisted. Mr. Maloney wasn't the touchy-feely type. 
  Instead, he read the chart, just like he used to read Jenny's. He waited an hour. Mr. 
Maloney didn't stir. Nurses came and left. Graham didn't dare ask the prognosis, too 
presumptuous. He was there under false pretenses. 
  Leaving, Graham made his way to the line of taxis. His phone rang and just for the 
briefest moment his gloom lifted. No, it couldn't be Mr. Maloney. 
  By the time he arrived home, it was dark. Karen, barefoot, leaned against the gate. 
  "Dad," she said, wrapping her arms around him. "When I found you weren't home, your 
phone gone, I thought ‒ "  
 
  During the following days, with Mr. Maloney's permission and key, Graham collected 
some personal items from the house and fed the man's scrawny cat. 
  Graham visited the hospital every day for want of something better to do. The staff made 
no objections. Graham stopped jogging. No point without his buddy. Instead, Graham returned to 
watching life through the kitchen window. 
  The days fell into weeks until one evening at the hospital Graham found the bed empty. 
  "Where's Mr. Maloney?" he said to a surprised nurse. 
  "Gone to a private facility." 
  "But I thought he was getting better?" Not the hospice, please.” 
  "He's improving. They've moved him to Willow House." 
  Graham wasn't sure he trusted her reassuring smile. 
 
  Willow House bore no resemblance to Jenny's hospice but Graham still felt 
unaccountably nervous. The receptionist accompanied him to Mr. Maloney's room. He sat in an 
easy chair, not in a bed, by a vast sunlit window. He looked different, shrunken and dressed in 
unfamiliar clothes. 
  "Mr. Cracker! You found me. That's two visitors in one day. I am doing well." 
  Graham pushed a bag of grapes into the old man's hands. More grapes sat in an 
ornamental basket. 
  "Karen brought them," Mr. Maloney said. "What a considerate family you are, worrying 
about my regularity." 
  "Karen visited?" 



 

  "Are you going deaf, too? We were talking about you. It appears you've fallen off the 
wagon. We can't have that, so we've devised a plan," he said, conspiratorially, "Karen and I." 
  "A plan?" Where had this "we" come from? "What plan?" 
  "She'll tell you all about it, but for now, if you'll forgive me, I'm feeling somewhat 
weary." 
  Dismissed, Graham headed home where Karen busied herself in the kitchen with Mr. 
Maloney's new i-pad. The man certainly had money to throw around. Graham immediately 
regretted his mean thought. 
  Karen tipped a fluffy omelet onto a plate next to a bowl of green salad. It smelled good 
until she divided it and gave him half. 
  "That's not enough to keep a muffin alive," he complained. "Can I have fries with that?" 
  "Stop moaning," she said. "This is your new regime." 
  "What's this plan you've cooked up? Tell me more." He climbed onto the stool by the 
breakfast bar. "No, I think I'd rather die in ignorance." 
  Karen turned the awful i-pad around. The screen displayed a terrifying schedule and a 
detailed diet. 
  "What do you think?" 
  "Impossible, impracticable, and completely pointless." 
  "Glad you approve so wholeheartedly," she said. "There's this, too. While you're out 
training, we're going to phone your old customers for sponsorship. That'll give Mr. Maloney a 
purpose, too, part of his therapy. Besides, unlike you, he's not afraid of technology." 
  "Sponsor me for what?" 
  "The half marathon," she said. "Raising money to refurbish the Women's Center." 
  Graham frowned. Karen had metamorphosed into a conniving woman in less than two 
years, much like her manipulative mother. How underhand, using Jenny's favorite charity as a 
bribe. He'd been out-smarted by the queen of smarty pants. 
  What followed was a punishing training program with little light relief. Karen ruled, a 
martinet never deviating from the course. She joined him occasionally, long-legged and 
determined. She sprinted through the air like a proverbial gazelle, leaving him scuttling behind 
her like a warthog in the dust. He'd round a corner and find her sitting on a step, stopwatch in 
hand and an arched eyebrow of incredulity. "What took you so long?" 
  If she'd put him on a diet of gruel, he couldn't have been more miserable. He did lose a 
few pounds, not many, but he was heading in the right direction. 
  November nudged closer. The date, December first, loomed large. He tried not to focus 
on the date's significance, but it was hard to ignore the anniversary of Jenny's death, an unhappy 
coincidence. 
 
  The day of the race dawned on an inauspicious Tuesday. Karen hit the liquidizer's button. 
“Drink this." She pushed a glass of green liquid over to his side of the counter. "And then, we're 
off." 
   He didn't protest and drank it down in one. Then he let her lead him, a lamb with his 
daughter, off to the beginning of the end. 
  After the administration and form filling, Graham slipped the contest number over his 
head and loosened the ties. They weren't designed for a man of his build. 
  "You can do this, Dad. It's only 21.0975 kilometers from start to finish." 
  "What's that in miles?" 



 

  Just do your best. I'll be watching." 
  Graham mingled with the other runners. They were a hodgepodge of competitors. Most 
were svelte, fit and eager. By contrast, Graham was large, unhealthy, and unlikely to be ready 
this side of Armageddon. The starting gun startled him. 
  Graham plodded forward. He took advantage of the water stops at frequent intervals, 
more than anyone else. He managed okay for the first few miles, steady and ponderous. He stuck 
to his regular regime. Counting imaginary circuits in his mind, he pretended Mr. Maloney was by 
his side. He visualized his companion droning away with his endless monologs. He listened to 
the old man's voice, his outlandish tales, obscure facts about England, and his never-ending 
trivia. 
  The hours staggered by. He listened to the crowds lining the route who shouted 
encouragement to his fellow penitents. He saw the finish line a tantalizing distance ahead, and 
then Karen waving an illegible banner. He couldn't hear her words but her face spoke for her, 
animated and alive. She waved her arms furiously, luring him like a fly fisher. "You can do it," 
chorused around him, an amorphous mass of humankind. Then, he saw the yellow ribbon 
beneath his feet and knew he'd done his personal best. 
  Someone threw a lightweight sheet around his shoulders, and another passed him water. 
Graham kept moving and searched for Karen in the crowd. 
  "Glad to see you learned your lesson." 
  Graham turned and saw Mr. Maloney in a wheelchair, Karen steering. 
  "Dad, you're fantastic." 
  She threw herself at him and pulled him close into a bear hug. 
  "Yes," Mr. Maloney said, "that's a feather in your cap and no mistake." 
  Graham grinned, unable to speak. If he lived to be a hundred, he'd never understand Mr. 
Maloney. Graham took the handles of the wheelchair and propelled Mr. Maloney through the 
street. 
  "I'll not trade places," Mr. Maloney said, "but you can use the wheelchair to prop yourself 
up." 
  They headed for a bistro on Main Street where Karen had made a reservation and 
threatened salad. Was she joking? 
 
  Graham removed a chair, and Mr. Maloney tucked his knees under the table. Amazingly, 
the server brought a bottle of chilled champagne. They ordered from the blackboard and waited 
in patience. 
  "So tell me," Graham said, bubbles bursting on his nose, "what does the 'X' stand for?" 
  "Xowie," Mr. Maloney said, dry lips enunciating with emphasis, enjoying himself as 
usual. "I say it rhymes with phooey but who knows or cares?" 
  Graham sounded it out with the soft zee.  
  "It's the kind of name," Mr. Maloney said, "that makes a kid a coward from the start, 
before you've even begun your life, you know it's going to be an uphill battle." 
  "A coward?" Graham scoffed. "That's the last thing I'd call you." 
   Mr. Maloney shrugged his shoulders. "Supposedly, it's a Greek name." 
  "Not English?" He chuckled. This stuffy old guy had stayed the course, close as a second 
skin, and yet still inscrutable. So saying, he had all the most admirable qualities of humanity. 
Wasn't that enough? Graham smiled. "What does it mean? Something special?" 



Tick-tock 
- Lois Greene Stone 
 
  Time. The measuring concept changes as decades are discarded: too much before 
summer camp or the adventure of high school; too little after a semester break or on vacation. 
Teens can’t wait to be in their twenties and get their ‘adult ID’ drivers’ licenses. Elderly sense 
there will be fewer calendars. 
  As an adolescent, did I use too much when I spoke to friends while cradling a heavy 
Stromberg Carlson device? I wasn’t paying the bills, and the word ‘bills’ was abstract; so the fact 
that each minute meant money didn’t affect my conversation. Certainly my allowance was never 
in jeopardy. Even if I’d known that per-minute really had a built-in-meter and the phone 
company would extract money from my parents, my time on the phone was part of my growing-
up. At that stage of life, minutes were measured around my sense of self. 
  Recently, I sat through yet another grandchild’s high school graduation remembering 
when that granddaughter, born eleven weeks prematurely, weighed 2 ½ pounds and struggled to 
live. Hours felt like days, and days felt like months until her life was out of danger. With four 
different academic honors printed on her diploma, she imagines university life as endless time. 
Her older brother, an accountant, looks at his college years as having passed so quickly. Another 
grandson completed the twelve years post-high school and is a physician ready for private 
practice; didn’t my husband and I get him a stethoscope recently and not a dozen years ago? 
How did some of my fifteen grandchildren get old enough to marry and produce my great-
grandchildren when my standing in my bridal gown is so clear?  
  Not enough hours in the day! Oh, such a long day! Phrases spewed with the longing for 
more or fewer minutes. Injury healing takes more time than it might; festivals flee rapidly. Has it 
been twelve months since a birthday?  
  I’d made a quick photocopy of each page of my marriage document before donating the 
original to a historical society; the booklet was held together by a gold cord and tassel, similar to 
those worn by graduates on their mortarboards. Not concerned about the vibrant colors, I 
assumed I’d just look at it, perhaps once, to touch the signing spot with the date. My daughter 
and her husband, who live 500 miles away, came here with ideas to celebrate an anniversary few 
reach as it takes luck to have husband and wife both alive. She and her younger brother did 
choose to acknowledge a date, and on June 10, 2016, my mate and I looked at that photocopy 
that she mounted and spread out, and an original candle from the long-ago head table sat beside 
it. Our daughter and her husband and our in-town son and his family marked this milestone for 
us with a quiet reminder of time. Nothing was a spectacle, and this was not a family reunion 
forcing others to travel and interrupt the rhythm of their own lives with obligations and such. 
Silly statements such as the fact that my genes have not allowed me to turn grey or get heavy, 
were mixed with sincere words about our value and relationships. 
  Does it take getting old to really-really notice that life is a privilege?  Does it take 
accumulated days to recognize that appreciation always should be shown?  Yes. 
 
 





How the stars trembled above us 
- Elizabeth Bonhorst 
 
our slick blue bodies ‒ 
curving, chaotic ‒ 
minnows in the palm of God’s hand, 
the tin moon reeling up the sky  
like a gear.  
 
Was it a wave uncurling? Or your wet lips 
unsealing? 
 
Oh, return to this dusty road 
‒ my home. My heart  
is water. 
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Showering With Job 
- Mike Mulvey 
 
  My introduction to life at Warren G. Harding Junior High came on day one of the first 
week of school. During library orientation I made the mistake of getting mouthy with Miss 
Snopes, the school librarian, as she went over her rules and regulations. “Why can’t we take out 
more than three books at a time?” I asked, as if I would even take out more than three books in a 
year. “That’s a library rule,” she calmly replied. 
  “I think it’s a stupid rule,” I answered, with an attitude I hadn’t dared use at Saint Joe’s 
Parochial School. Out from under the thumb of the Sisters – especially Sister Aloysius – I grew 
bold. She’s only the librarian, I reasoned, not a teacher, nobody to fear. She was old ‒ had to be 
at least thirty-five, maybe even forty ‒ wore over-sized black glasses and stood maybe five-foot-
two in her flats. 
  The kids on either side of me inched their chairs away from mine. The dull look in Miss 
Snopes' gray eyes disappeared, replaced by a twinkle and a smirk as she picked up her phone, 
dialed a three-digit number, murmured a few almost imperceptible words, and hung up. Before 
she had even placed the receiver back in the cradle, it seemed, in walked a tall, ominous-looking 
man in dark burgundy sweats – who I later learned was a gym teacher named Mr. Edwards ‒
carrying what looked like a sawed-off cricket bat. 
  “Come with me, young man,” said Mr. Edwards. My legs went rubbery as Mr. Edwards 
led me into a back room of the library, a dim and dusty place filled with books in need of repair. 
“Put your hands on the table and bend over,” he ordered. 
  Although my classmates couldn’t see us, I'm sure they heard the resounding ‘whack’ as 
Mr. Edwards firmly applied his bat to my buttocks. Red-faced and duly chastised ‒ more 
humiliated than hurt ‒ I returned to the library and gingerly sat down among my classmates 
who'd learned, at my expense, that this little lady, although only a librarian, was no one to screw 
with. 
  Miss Snopes was a rude and unexpected introduction to public school education, to be 
sure, but she was only a prelude of things to come. An omen, of sorts. By the end of my first 
week at Harding, I found myself running to God, a God I wasn't even sure existed – despite the 
best efforts of the Sisters at Saint Joe's. At Harding I found I needed to believe in God. Any God. 
Catholic, Protestant, Jewish. I didn't care. I needed someone to protect me from my teachers, 
teachers such as Mr. Bradford, a sullen hulk with a build like a professional wrestler. 
  We were warned by a ninth grader that forgetting to bring a pencil to Mr. Bradford's math 
class was the equivalent of a mortal sin. Another ninth grader sitting next to him chimed in, 
telling us that Mr. Bradford was nicknamed 'the Brute in the Suit' because he wore what looked 
like an expensive three-piece suit and was rumored to have almost killed some guy in a fight. I 
almost believed him until the ninth grader smirked. Then I met Mr. Bradford. He reminded me of 
Frank Nitti on "The Untouchables," one of my favorite TV shows. All he needed was a fedora 
and a big cigar. 
  It was just my luck Mr. Bradford overheard me whispering to Jimmy, asking if I could 
borrow a pencil. Mr. Bradford was on me like Tommy Hogan on a plate of fried chicken. 
Luckily, Jimmy passed me a pencil before Mr. Bradford could body slam me into the 
blackboard. Dominick wasn’t so lucky. He didn’t have a pencil either, but he made an even 
bigger mistake. 
  “Why do we have to use a pencil? What’s wrong with a pen?” he asked, in a smart-alecky 
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tone that made us all cringe in our seats. Mr. Bradford called Dominick up to the front of the 
room and grabbed him by the shirt. “Because I said so,” he yelled before whacking Dominick 
across the face with the back of his hand. “Now shut your mouth and sit back down."  Dominick 
ran back to his desk, sobbing, blood and snot oozing from between his fingers. Mr. Bradford shot 
his cuffs, straightened his tie, then proceeded to unravel for us the mysteries of improper 
fractions. 
  That night I was down on my knees, “Please, God, don’t ever let me forget to bring a 
pencil to math . . . and keep me from making any smart-ass comments like Dominick.” When 
Dominick's parents found out about the incident with Mr. Bradford, they yanked Dominick out 
of Harding, gave him a crew cut, and enrolled him in Holy Trinity Junior High. Even though he'd 
be back under the watchful eyes of the Sisters of Mercy, I envied him. 
  I began to wonder if Harding Junior High was some kind of test, like one of those tests 
Father Cohn told us God sometimes sprang on people in the Bible. One particular Sunday, back 
when I was still at Saint Joe's, Father Cohn's sermon topic was the suffering of Job, who he 
called "a blameless and upright man." God took all of Job's possessions, Father Cohn told us, 
then killed his children and covered Job with sores and boils. "It was God's way of testing Job's 
love for and devotion to God," Father Cohn had said. "But not once did Job lose faith or curse 
God for his suffering." As I sat there, enthralled and disturbed by Father Cohn's sermon, I hoped 
that was one test I'd never have to take. 
  My buddies and I had celebrated our graduation from Saint Joe's that sultry summer day 
in late June, but at lunch that Friday – minus Dominick – we sat in stunned silence. We now 
understood the meaning of that old saying, "Out of the frying pan and into the fire." 
  “If Mr. Bradford ever lays a hand on me, I’ll shove my pencil in his friggin' eye,” said 
Jimmy, breaking the silence. 
  “I’ll kick his nuts up around his ears if he ever touches me,” said Mickey, a little kid with 
big specs who probably couldn't reach Mr. Bradford’s nuts if he stood on a chair. 
  "I’ll call my Uncle Tony. He knows people," I said. Bold talk coming from a bunch of 
seventh graders, but I knew that if Mr. Bradford ever smacked me, I’d either cry or crap my 
pants. “I just hope I never forget to bring a pencil to class again,” I said to myself, checking my 
pockets. 
  “I wish I didn’t have to take no English,” said Tommy, a chubby, good-natured slob who 
always found a way to make someone’s shit list. “I know one thing, though, if Miss Thornfield 
pokes me with her pointer again I’m gonna shove it up her fat ass,” he added, scratching at a zit 
on his chin. 
  “I told you to underline the nouns in the sentence,” Miss Thornfield had yelled during 
second period English, poking Tommy with her pointer for emphasis as he stood at the board, 
shivering in fear. “Since when is laid a noun?” she roared. In the back of the room, Jimmy blew 
a snot bubble trying to stifle a laugh. 
  For some reason Miss Thornfield only poked the boys with her pointer. The girls who 
made a grammatical faux pas only got a tongue lashing. Because of her heft, Tommy said she 
looked like an over-sized bag of Pantry Pride dinner rolls encased in polyester.  
  “You won’t do nuthin’,” said Mickey, in a voice too loud even for the cafeteria. “I saw 
you up there. You almost pissed your pants.” 
  “Yeah, so did you when Miss Winthrop asked you if you rolled in dirt before you came to 
school,” answered Tommy in his high-pitched voice. 
  “I did not,” shouted Mickey, leaning over the table, threatening Tommy. Mickey’s big 
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mouth drew the attention of Mr. Edwards who had lunch duty that day. Mr. Edwards gave us a 
long look, but another commotion drew his attention away from us.  
  Unlike Mr. Bradford and Miss Thornfield, our short and squatty social studies teacher, 
Mrs. Winthrop – nicknamed The Angry Toad ‒ never laid a hand or a pointer on us. 
Occasionally she'd tug at a tuft of your hair if you weren't paying attention, but it was her tongue 
we feared. If you broke one of her cardinal rules ‒ like chewing gum or passing notes ‒ she'd yell 
until the classroom windows rattled.  
  And in every class, it seemed, she came out with comments such as, “Were you born an 
idiot or do you take private lessons after school?" When Mickey made the mistake of coming to 
class in a wrinkled shirt, Mrs. Winthrop gave him a disgusted look. "Does your mother own an 
iron?" she asked, hands on hips. 
  During career week, Mrs. Winthrop assigned a report. We were to choose a profession 
and write about the educational requirements, the pay, the pros and cons, etc. Most of us wrote 
about what we wanted to be when we grew up. At the time I thought I might go into one of the 
building trades, be a carpenter like my Uncle Tony, so one Saturday afternoon I went to see him 
and wrote down everything he told me about how to hammer nails and saw wood. As I took 
notes, however, I noticed he was missing part of a pinky. 
  Jimmy wanted to be a doctor someday. Unable to interview Dr. Burns, his family 
physician – Dr. Burns was home with the flu, or so his secretary said ‒ Jimmy went to the town 
library and consulted a reference book. When he learned that he had at least ten more years of 
schooling ahead – high school, college, then medical school ‒ Jimmy wrote about the pros and 
cons of driving a beer truck like his dad. "He must love his job," Jimmy told us. "He comes home 
smiling every day." 
  While passing back our reports the following week, Mrs. Winthrop snorted derisively at 
some of our dreams and plans. She saved one particularly cruel comment for Mark Levy who 
wrote his report on the legal profession. “That’s just what the world needs, another lawyer,” she 
said with distain, dropping the report on his desk.  
  "That's rude," whispered Jimmy in a barely audible tone not meant for Mrs. Winthrop's 
ears. But when she turned and gave Jimmy that look of hers, the one she saved for times like this 
and kids like Jimmy, we all knew she'd heard. We were sure Mrs. Winthrop would tear into 
Jimmy, yelling until he dissolved into a puddle of tears, all the while tugging tufts of hair out of 
his head until he was completely bald. 
  We all hunched down in our seats, waiting for the storm of abuse. The room grew quiet. 
So quiet we could hear the clock ticking on the wall over the blackboard, every tick like a 
hammer on an anvil. I was sure it was counting down to Jimmy's violent death, inflicted by Mrs. 
Winthrop's razor-sharp tongue. Instead, Mrs. Winthrop just stared at him. A long, cold, ominous 
stare. We were at a loss. After what seemed an eternity, Mrs. Winthrop continued passing back 
our reports ‒ minus the cruel and snarky comments. 
  With Mark Levy's humiliation fresh in my mind, that night over supper, I asked my 
mother, “Can a Jewish God punish a sinner of another faith?” Fork halfway to her mouth, she 
looked at me, dumbfounded. “Sometimes you amaze me,” she replied. But when I told her about 
Mrs. Winthrop's comments and the teachers at Harding, I found a sympathetic ear for a change. 
  “This is 1959, for Christ’s sake, not the dark ages,” she said. For once, the irritation in her 
voice was aimed elsewhere. But then she added, “Just keep your mouth shut, and you shouldn’t 
have any problems. Now finish your supper and go watch TV.” 
  Whenever I saw something terrible on the evening news, like wars or murders, I used to 



4 
 

pester the sisters at Saint Joe's with questions like, "Why does God let those things happen? Why 
doesn't He punish those people?" All I ever got was, "It's not our place to question God's will," or 
"You watch too much TV." 
  Although I asked God to never let me forget to bring a pencil to math, to help me 
understand the difference between a noun and a verb, and to always wear a clean and pressed 
shirt to social studies, what really scared me ‒ what scared all of us ‒ was gym. The night before 
every class, I was down on my knees, praying my ass off. "Sweet, Jesus, please, don't let Mr. 
Edwards call me out of the shower." 
  We all had to shower after gym, even those of us who patiently waited for the onset of 
puberty – and pubic hair. At least once a week, it seemed, Mr. Edwards would order some wet 
and naked kid out of the shower and into his office. Once there, he'd close the door behind him. 
The clang of that metal door closing was like a knife to the gut.  
  Why did Mr. Edwards always wait till we were in the shower before he dragged one of us 
into his office? What happened behind that closed door, we wondered, shivering with fear under 
the warm shower? Sometimes we thought we heard crying, but mostly it was quiet. It was the 
silence that got to us. What was Mr. Edwards doing to the kid while he stood there, naked and 
wet, probably shivering in fear in that dimly lit room filled with cold metal office furniture and 
soiled athletic equipment? For some reason, none of us ever had the nerve to ask what went on in 
there. Curious as we were, we really didn’t want to know. And anyone who'd been called into 
Mr. Edwards's office never volunteered any information. 
  The following Tuesday it was Tommy Hogan's turn to be called out of the shower. 
“Hogan, into the office,” ordered Mr. Edwards, standing at the entrance to the shower room. Had 
Tommy forgotten to wash his gym uniform, we wondered? Or had Miss Snopes called down and 
asked Mr. Edwards to have a ‘talk’ with Tommy because he'd made the mistake of keeping a 
book out past its due date ‒  or worse, tried to take out more than three books at a time? Was he 
guilty of wearing a wrinkled or soiled shirt? Then it came to me. Miss Thornfield had caught 
Tommy listening to his transistor radio in English class. 
  Maybe that's why Tommy couldn't tell a noun from a verb. Tommy hid the radio in his 
shirt, ran the earpiece wire up his sleeve to his hand, then leaned on his hand, covering the 
earpiece so it couldn't be seen. He sat in the back of the room, hiding behind a girl the guys 
called Large Marge. When Miss Thornfield called on Tommy, and he didn't respond, she hauled 
herself out of her chair and waddled up to Tommy's desk. When she saw the earpiece and the 
rectangular lump under Tommy's shirt, she held out a doughy hand. In her other hand she held 
her much-feared pointer, fingernails digging into the wood. Tommy reluctantly gave up his 
radio. 
  Now, it was bad enough to be caught listening to a transistor radio in class, but Tommy 
compounded his sin by protesting: "Hey, that's mine!" he yelled as Miss Thornfield dropped the 
confiscated radio in her desk drawer. To be honest, I wasn't surprised by Tommy's outburst. Next 
to that copy of Nugget magazine hidden in his closet, Tommy's transistor radio was one of his 
most prized possessions. 
  Miss Thornfield gave Tommy a look that sent shivers down the spines of everyone in our 
class, but to our collective surprise, she said nothing, the only sound coming from the big iron 
radiator at the back of the room as it hissed and clicked.  After a while she turned and called on 
someone else. 
  As Tommy stepped out of the steamy shower room, both hands covering his crotch, he 
began to whimper. But instead of turning left and heading into Mr. Edwards’ office as ordered, 
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Tommy suddenly turned right and bolted for an exit door that led to the street, grabbing his 
clothes off a locker room bench along the way. He shot out the door, into the daylight, and was 
gone. Someone later said they saw Tommy, his wet hair steaming in the cool autumn air, running 
down Forest Street, barefoot and hopping along on one foot as he struggled to put on his pants. 
That night Tommy called and told me his parents were sending him to live with his widowed 
Aunt Edna in another town. 
  If losing Tommy weren't bad enough, on our way to school the next day, Mickey had 
more bad news. He told us his father had just gotten a job in a steel mill in Cleveland. We knew 
his father had been out of work for a while, but this news came out of nowhere, like an 
unexpected dope slap to the back of the head. 
  "My father left yesterday to find us an apartment," said Mickey. "Me and my mother will 
be leaving next Saturday." 
  "Where's Cleveland?" Jimmy asked. 
  "Out in Ohio," said Mickey. "Maybe you should pay less attention to Kathleen Rooney's 
chest in social studies," he added. "Anyway, my mother said it would take us almost two days to 
drive there. Most of our furniture is already loaded on a truck. My Uncle Vince is going to drive 
it out for us."  
  Heads down, hands thrust deep in our pockets, what was left of the old gang walked in 
silence the rest of the way to Harding. That rough and rascally mob of juvenile delinquents in 
training ‒ me, Tommy Hogan, Mickey Cicarelli, Jimmy Kavanaugh, and Dominick Romanello, 
the bane of the Sisters at Saint Joe's, especially Sister Aloysius, who called us 'her lost boys' ‒
would soon be down to just Jimmy, me, and what was left of Tommy Hogan's wet foot prints on 
the locker room floor. 
  Saturday morning Jimmy and I stood on the sidewalk outside Mickey's empty apartment, 
said our goodbyes, then watched as Mickey and his mother drove away in their '51 DeSoto. As 
his car disappeared around a corner, heading west for Cleveland, Jimmy waved and yelled, "See 
ya," even though we both knew that that would probably be the last time we ever laid eyes on 
Mickey again. 
  At lunch the following Monday, Jimmy and I sat alone, picking at our sandwiches. We 
wondered who'd be next ‒ to escape Harding or to be called out of the shower. It didn't take long 
to find out. The next day it became clear why Mrs. Winthrop hadn't torn Jimmy a new one in 
social studies. 
  "Cavanaugh, in my office," said Mr. Edwards as we all stood in the shower. Jimmy 
turned his back on Mr. Edwards. "I said in my office!" yelled Mr. Edwards. Once again Jimmy 
ignored him. Mr. Edwards stepped into the shower and grabbed Jimmy by the arm. 
  "Leave him alone," I yelled.  Before the words had even left my mouth, it seemed, I knew 
I was stepping into deep shit. Still holding Jimmy by the arm, Mr. Edwards turned and gave me a 
threatening look. "I said leave him alone, God damn it!" Mr. Edwards let go of Jimmy's arm and 
took a step towards me. 
  "You put your hands on him, and I'm callin' the cops, ya friggin' pervert," said Jimmy in a 
tone that signaled not only had he just grown a set of balls, they'd just descended.  Mr. Edwards 
glared at Jimmy, then around at all the wet and naked seventh graders, all of whom looked like 
they were ready to rumble. Except for the hissing of shower heads and the splattering of water on 
slick and moldy shower room tiles, it was as quiet as Saint Joe's Church on a Tuesday afternoon. 
  Mr. Edwards could have easily kicked all our asses, for sure. Instead, he stepped back, 
looked around again, blinked, then barked, "Get dressed. You'll all be late for class." He gave us 



6 

all one last look then turned and walked out of the shower room. 
We stood there for a moment, stunned, then scurried out of the shower. We grabbed our 

clothes and ran out of the gym to our next class, dressing along the way. 
As Mrs. Winthrop droned on about Central America and the Panama Canal, the weight of 

what I'd done ‒ what we'd all just done ‒ began to sink in. Jimmy had stood up to Mr. Edwards. I 
had stood up to Mr. Edwards. We had all stood up to Mr. Edwards. 

I ignored Mrs. Winthrop and stared out the window. The late autumn sun played hide and 
seek, flitting between red and yellow leaves swaying in an afternoon breeze. Then the wind 
picked up, and the sun disappeared behind slate-gray clouds. 

Why does God let those things happen? I asked myself. If God loved and looked over us, 
like Sister Aloysius claimed, why did he allow Mr. Edwards to drag naked kids out of the shower 
into his office? Was Mr. Edwards God's way of testing our love and devotion, I wondered?  
Sister Al once told us that God was everywhere and knew everything; but if that were true, then 
God already knew what was in our hearts, and there was no need to test us. If Mr. Edwards was a 
test, I had failed. I had cursed God. 

At lunch, Jimmy and I sat alone in a corner of the cafeteria, staring out the tall windows 
onto Forest Street and a damp, overcast afternoon. We ignored our lunch mates and the soggy 
sandwiches our mothers had made for us. "I never told anybody this, but at night I get down and 
pray to God asking Him to protect me from people like Mr. Bradford and Mr. Edwards," I said. 

"Lotta good it did, huh? Remember what Sister Aloysius said, though? When God doesn't 
answer our prayers, it's His way of saying 'No'?" 

"Why would God say no to anyone asking for protection from people like Mr. Edwards?" 
I asked. 

"Maybe He's just too busy dealing with all that stuff we see in the news every night, you 
know, like the murders and all," said Jimmy. "Or maybe God's testing us like Father Cohn said. 
Or maybe God has nothing to do with it. We're just a bunch of rotten kids like Sister Al said, and 
we get what we deserve." I had no answers, just doubts . . . and a limp baloney sandwich. 

After that day, Mr. Edwards never again called anyone out of the shower into his office - 
at least not from our class. And never again did I get down on my knees and pray for God's 
protection. Maybe God was just too busy to hear our prayers and pleas like Jimmy claimed. Or 
maybe, like I had long suspected, nobody was there. 

Somehow Jimmy and I managed to make it through the next two years at Harding and 
three at the high school without any beatings and just a minimum of verbal abuse from our 
teachers. After high school Jimmy got that job driving a beer truck, and my nine-fingered Uncle 
Tony took me on as a carpenter's apprentice. Ironically, my first job was helping my uncle repair 
fire damage at Harding. The fire marshal reported that the source of the blaze was an 
unauthorized hot plate in the third-floor teacher's lounge. 

Although Jimmy and I occasionally met for a beer – "I love this job," Jimmy would say 
as he pulled a six pack from the cab of his truck – we slowly drifted apart, life taking us in 
different directions. Soon, the only commonality in our lives was the lingering doubts we both 
had about the existence of a loving, caring God. 

In the Fall of 1967 Jimmy's sister called to tell me that Jimmy, who I knew had been 
drafted, had been sent off to war. In February of the following year, the doubts ended when 
Jimmy's death was reported on the evening news.  







Maples 
- Pamela Martin 
 
When I was a child, so young I walked 
barefoot across hot asphalt & searched for copper pennies 
caught in its hold 
 
I climbed maple trees, whirling 
beckoning in afternoon light. 
 
I climbed & Del climbed behind me 
soles and toes searching for footholds 
wrapped around bark-carved branches 
limbs that caught & pinched, fingers reaching 
grasping for higher heights. 
 
We did not ask, did not tell. 
Breath ragged, foot sore 
we spied uppermost aeries 
& arrived, perched ‒ small robins aloft ‒  
swinging red legs, ankles scratched 
and gazed at life miniature below. 
 
And laughed. Then laughing 
at our laughter still, 
climbed earthward to safety. 



Sandstorm 
- Andrew J. Hogan 
 
  Late one July afternoon, almost exactly a half century ago, I stood in the shade of 
barracks T-275 near the G-4 guard tower of Camp Florence, the largest POW camp inside the 
United States. The Reich had surrendered, but the war between the Allies and Japan continued. 
  A large, dark cloud moved across Blackwater toward the camp. Mormon Rain, the guards 
called it, a thunderstorm without the rain. The storm hit, and the adjoining barracks a few yards 
away disappeared into the dust. A great time for an escape, had there been anywhere to escape 
to. The North and South Buttes vanished in the haze.  A guard poked me with the barrel of his 
rifle. He had to scream over the blizzard of the sand. 
  “Bremer, the Commandant wants to see you and Captain Faslem right away.” Faslem 
was the POW representative for our barracks. 
  The Commandant, Major William Clark, didn’t bother to ask Captain Faslem to be 
seated. The Captain refused to do anything but stand at attention in the presence of an enemy 
officer. 
  “Captain, one of your men has died, Sergeant Fritz Ertl. He was chopping cotton on Deer 
Ranch in Blackwater. It appears he was struck in the head with a rock. Only POWs from your 
barracks were in the field at the time. The guards didn’t see any local workers in the vicinity. 
There was no escape attempt, so this death is an internal matter and falls within the purview of 
the barracks police officer. Unless you have an objection, I’ll turn over the investigation to 
Lieutenant Bremer.” 
  I’d been a civilian police officer in Germany before being drafted into the military police 
and later taken prisoner in North Africa. Most POW camp commandants had given up 
investigating ‘internal’ crimes among their POWs; no one, not even the victims, would 
cooperate. Moreover, no one cared if Nazis killed and maimed each other, not after watching the 
newsreels of the liberation of the concentration camps in Germany and Poland. 
  “Jawohl,” Faslem said, remaining at attention, impassive. 
  “I would like to visit the scene, Major Clark. Can you arrange for a guard to take me to 
Blackwater?” I said. 
  “Are you sure that’s necessary, Lieutenant? I’m very short staffed now. Couldn’t you just 
speak with the members of the cotton chopping crew when they return?” 
  This was my first homicide investigation, and however unusual the circumstances, I 
wanted to do it correctly. 
  “It could prove an embarrassment later on if we do not inspect the scene now, should any 
questions arise,” I said. 
  Clark’s main priority was to avoid embarrassment. A well-publicized murder of a POW 
at the nearby Papago Park Camp had ended the command of Clark’s counterpart. He was only a 
few years from retiring with a full pension. With the war nearly over, the U.S. Army was getting 
ready to reduce its ranks, and POW camp personnel were widely considered to be inferior to 
combat personnel.  
  “Very well. With your permission, Captain, I will send Lieutenant Bremer to Blackwater 
tomorrow.” 
  “Jawohl,” Faslem said. 
  “Lieutenant, you can travel with the cotton chopping crew tomorrow. Of course, I know 
that as an officer you are excused from these work assignments, but if you like, once you finish 
your investigation, you can participate in the field work. I will credit you with a full-day’s 
work.” 
  Keeping the cotton fields operating during the war had been a major challenge for the US 
military. Cotton from Arizona and New Mexico was the staple for most military garments. It was 
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no accident that POW camps were located in cotton growing areas, and that camp commandants 
went to great lengths to get enlisted POWs into the fields. 
  “That’s very kind of you, Major,” I said. The Major loved flattery from those he 
considered his inferiors. Faslem scowled at me but said nothing on the way back to the barracks. 
His disapproval meant little to me; with Germany defeated and the Nazi navy disbanded, his 
authority over me was merely ceremonial. I was already an outcast in my POW barracks ‒ a non-
sailor among sailors. 
  The next morning I was on the bus for the Deer Farm cotton fields in Blackwater. I’d 
examined Ertl’s body the night before. He had been killed by a single, powerful blow to the left 
side of his head, above the ear at the level of the temple. The bus pulled out of camp at four in 
the morning; this time of year field work had to start early because the temperature could reach 
110° in the afternoon. For the POWs captured in North Africa, these temperatures had become 
routine, but our American guards, mostly from the Midwest, wilted in the heat.  
  I asked the head guard to assign the cotton chopping crew to work in a different area and 
lend me one of the guards who had been on duty the day before to take me to where the incident 
had occurred. He assigned Ray Breeze, the guard who had discovered Ertl’s body. 
  “This is where I found him,” Breeze said. “They’d left the tractor parked here.” He 
pointed to the wide tire prints with deep cleat marks in the soil. “This was my only blind spot on 
the whole field.” 
  “What about the guard on the southwest corner? He had a clear view.” 
  “Stokey. He had his back turned. A couple of inmates half way up the field were getting 
too close to the fence. They didn’t respond to his ‘halts’, so he went up to chase them back into 
the work area.” 
  “Did you hear an argument or a fight?” 
  “Nothing,” Breeze said. “I saw a bunch of the inmates standing around by the tractor, and 
I went over to check it out. By that time, Stokey had turned around and was coming my way with 
the two POWs he’d corralled.” 
  A five-foot row of cotton plants had been trampled in the area where the body had lain, 
marked by a small pool of dried blood; a bloody rock lay in the row between the plants.  
  “There are a lot of footprints here,” I said to Breeze. 
  “Yeah, everybody came over to have a look at the body. Seven or eight guys helped to 
carry him over to the truck,” Breeze said. 
  “Who were the two POWs that Stokey had to chase back to the work area?” 
  “Krats and Zondorf, I think. You’d better double-check with Stokey on that.” 
 
  German POW camps had a nominal military chain of command, with the ranking officer 
in charge, but there was also a political chain of command, based on affiliation and rank within 
the Nazi party. The Kriegsmarine was less politicized and more professional than the Heer and 
the Luftwaffe, so the ranking naval officer often was not a Nazi party member or even a 
sympathizer. There were three captains in our compound, Faslem, Werner Mohrdieck, and 
Heinrich Guggenberg.  Guggenberg was the senior officer and from a traditional naval family, 
but not a Nazi. Faslem and Mohrdieck were both Nazis, and, as the senior Nazi, Faslem became 
the POW representative for our barracks. 
  Lacking formal authority, the Nazi POWs ruled through fear and intimidation. Threats 
against family members back in Germany were a common tactic earlier in the war, but as the 
Third Reich crumbled, the Nazi POW groups engaged in beatings and, occasionally, murder, 
particularly against those they considered disloyal to Hitler and the Fatherland. For example, 
Hofericher was Falsem’s favorite enforcer. 
  If Ertl’s death had been an execution ordered by the military chain of command, I and 



 

 

every other sailor in the barracks would have already known about it; the murder would have 
been the punishment for treason or some similarly serious breach of duty. Ertl’s murder surely 
had been planned and jointly executed by the members of the cotton chopping crew of that day, 
roughly a fifth of my barracks. The murder had to have been planned and organized by someone 
who could influence the composition of the work crew and who had some political reason to get 
Ertl out of the way. 
 
  I worked the rest of the day in the field chopping cotton. Back in Camp Florence, I was 
ordered to report immediately to the Commandant. Captain Faslem was not present at the 
meeting. 
  “Lieutenant, what did you discover regarding the death of Sergeant Ertl?” Major Clark 
said. 
  “Should we wait for Captain Faslem, Major? It is customary for the POW representative 
to be present at such a meeting.” 
  “The Captain is unavailable at the moment. You can report to him as soon as you return 
to the barracks. I need to call in a report to 9th SC/SID/PWB before eighteen hundred hours,” 
Major Clark said. 
  “Very well, Major, if you insist.” I stood at attention and spoke in my most officious 
voice. “Hauptbootsmann Franz Ertl’s death was accidental. Bootsmänner Dieter Krats and Wolf 
Zondorf attempted to start a tractor that had been left in the cotton field, not for the purpose of 
escape but for mischief. When they started the engine, they did not realize the tractor was in 
gear; it threw a rock that struck Hauptbootsmann Ertl in the side of the head, killing him 
instantly. The remainder of the cotton chopping crew lied to the guards about what had happened 
to protect Krats and Zondorf from punishment.” 
  “Thank you, Lieutenant, but I don’t understand why none of the guards heard the tractor 
motor start?” the Commandant said. 
  “Private Stokey was distracted by two sailors who were venturing too closely to the 
fence. He moved to intercept them and was too far away to hear the engine. Corporal Breeze 
mentioned to me that around the time of the accident several training planes from the Marana 
Army Air Training Center passed nearby. I believe Corporal Breeze may have mistaken the 
noise of the tractor as one of the planes, and this is why he was not looking at the tractor when 
Krats and Zondorf engaged the engine.” 
  “I see,” the Commandant said. He was quiet for a moment, and then he stood up abruptly, 
seeming satisfied. “Excellent. I can report Sergeant Ertl’s accidental death as a closed case to 9th 
SC/SID/PWB. Please relay my regrets to Captain Faslem over Sergeant Ertl’s death. I will need 
your notes tomorrow for translation and typing. Father Jacques can perform a memorial service 
in the mess hall tomorrow before evening mess. I’ll order the cotton chopping crew back to 
Camp in time for the service.” 
  “Will Krats and Zondorf be punished for their role in the death, Major?” 
  “Yes, I think so, but let’s wait until after the memorial service; we’ll give everyone time 
to settle down. I’ll take it up with 9th SC/SID/PWB,” the Commandant said. 
  As soon as I returned to the barracks, I found Faslem and gave him of my report. 
  “Gut,” was all he said. As I was leaving, I mentioned that Krats and Zondorf would be 
disciplined for their role in the accident. Faslem stared at me but said nothing. Then he nodded. I 
was dismissed. 
  The next morning after the cotton chopping crew had departed, I spread the word around 
to the other sailors in the barracks about how Krats and Zondorf were taking the blame for Ertl’s 
death; I suggested that the punishment might be severe, possibly incarceration in an American 
military prison for years after the rest of us were sent back to Germany. By the time Krats and 



 

 

Zondorf returned in the afternoon with the chopping crew for the memorial service, the 
scuttlebutt about their impending punishment was exaggerated out of all proportion. Captain 
Faslem was an arrogant bastard and wouldn’t be able to apologize to Krats and Zondorf for the 
trouble he’d caused them; they would never be told the reason for their diversionary maneuver.  
  POW morale and respect for authority had been eroding for months, and, by the time of 
Ertl’s memorial service, the growing dissension and resentment of the Nazi regime would tell me 
who ordered the murder and why. After the memorial service, Krats and Zondorf were taken 
away by the guards to the Camp brig. The cotton chopping crew were interrogated by the rest of 
the barracks about the ‘accident.’ After evening mess, the real story was emerging. Everyone 
knew that Krats and Zondorf were nowhere near Ertl at the time of the accident. It was assumed 
that I was in on the fix to protect the real culprit and whoever gave the orders. 
  Later that evening, I was followed to the latrine. Helmut Schröder, a career officer from 
the destroyer Königin Margarethe who had recently disavowed his earlier Nazi affiliation, was 
already sitting on the bench. The door closed behind me, and I could see feet standing in front of 
the door, blocking anyone else from entering. 
  “Why did you make up that story about Krats and Zondorf killing Ertl? You know 
perfectly well they were only decoys for Hofericher,” Schröder said. 
  “They were still part of the plan. They’re responsible, too,” I said. 
  “They were dupes. And what about Hofericher? He goes free? And Faslem who gave the 
order?” 
  “Krats and Zondorf can rat out Hofericher, if they want him to share the blame. All three 
had it out for Ertl because he was denouncing the Nazis, at least to his friends like you,” I said. 
“Faslem had no dispute with Ertl.” 
  “Ertl served under Faslem on U-132. He was on board when Faslem ordered the ship to 
dive with Kikes on deck,” Schröder said. 
  “What are you talking about?” 
  “Back in 1942, U-132 was stationed in Bremerhaven. The Gestapo had rounded up a 
large number of Kikes for shipment to the Husum detention center, but the rail line had been 
destroyed. Faslem was ordered to sail the detainees fifteen kilometers up the North Sea coast and 
drop them off at Westerheven. 
  “Using the deck of a U-boat to transport people on the open sea was preposterous in 
itself. Once out of the harbor and in the open sea, Faslem ordered the U-boat to dive. At first the 
crew did not obey his order, thinking it a joke, then a mistake. Faslem claimed that he had 
received word a squadron of British anti-submarine torpedo airplanes had been sighted and that 
he had been ordered to dive to save the ship. The crew finally obeyed the order, and all the on-
deck passengers were drowned. No effort was made to rescue them; they had no life jackets or 
rafts.  
  “Ertl was talking about reporting Faslem as a war criminal so he could be a witness at the 
Nuremberg war crimes trials. Ertl grew up near Nuremberg; being a witness would get him out 
of this shit-hole. Ertl claimed there was no evidence of the U-boat having received any radio 
messages during the time the Kikes were on the deck,” Schröder said 
  “If someone’s ready to testify about what Ertl said about Faslem and the detainees, I 
could probably get the Commandant to reopen the case,” I said. “Catching a war criminal would 
be a real feather in the Commandant’s cap.” 
  “There are plenty of others here in the camp with dirty linen just like Faslem,” Schröder 
said. “Ertl’s death was a warning to anyone who might want to make a war crime accusation. 
Nobody’s going to talk.” 
  “Well then, it’s too bad for Krats and Zondorf,” I said. 
  The next day Hofericher went missing. Faslem did his best to prevent the guards from 



 

 

conducting a complete roll call, but by evening the disappearance had been detected. Faslem was 
punished with a transfer to Camp Continental near Sahuarita for recalcitrant Nazis. By the end of 
the week, there was such a stench coming up into the bathhouse the POWs were refusing to 
shower. The guards dug around the base of the bathhouse and found a partially excavated tunnel 
covered by desert vegetation being grown in boxes above the entrance. Hofericher was trapped 
in the tunnel; he had apparently suffocated after the entrance was closed. Since Hofericher died 
in an escape attempt, the death wasn’t an internal matter, and I wasn’t formally involved in the 
investigation. I did consult informally with Deputy Commandant Markham, who was conducting 
the investigation. 
  “Hofericher had been acting erratically for some time,” I told Markham. “Ever since the 
surrender and especially after watching the death camp newsreels, he’d been moody and out of 
sorts.” 
  “Really, I hadn’t noticed it,” Markham said. 
  “He was the type to hide his feeling from those in authority. In any event, this tunnel he 
was digging had been abandoned months ago. Once it was apparent the war was lost, what was 
the point?” I said. “Hofericher was acting on his own, out of personal desperation.” 
  “Yeah, everybody’s getting antsy,” Markham said. “The war in Europe been over for two 
months, and they’re still not talking about releasing you guys. Who knows how long we’ll all be 
stuck here?” 
  “I hope we’re not going to see a lot more of the suicidal escape attempts,” I said. 
  “I’ll talk to the Commandant. Maybe he can get someone at 9th SC/SID/PWB to commit 
to a date.” 
  On Christmas Day 1945 there were still thirteen thousand POWs at Camp Florence, but 
by June of 1946 we were all gone. Like most Camp Florence POWs, I was sent to England and 
another year of forced labor before returning to Germany. 
 
  The detective pressed the button on her compact tape recorder. “This is Sergeant Lucy 
Martinez, badge number 1163, of the Pinal County Sheriff’s Department, interviewing Mr. Ewalt 
Bremer regarding the death of Jorge Faslem in the Martin Luther Assisted Living Facility in 
Coolidge on July 16, 1995. Mr. Bremer, can you describe the events leading to Mr. Faslem’s 
death, please.” 
  “I was sitting here, visiting Captain Faslem, when the sandstorm hit,” I said. “His 
breathing became irregular. He had COPD. I buzzed the attendant. There was a delay because of 
the sandstorm; some of the residents were outside in their wheelchairs and had to be helped in. 
By the time the attendant arrived, the Captain had stopped breathing.” 
  “Why do you call him Captain?” Detective Martinez asked. 
  “That was his rank,” I said. 
  “His rank in what?” 
   He’s a foreign national. In the German navy, we were both POWs here in Arizona, at 
Camp Florence,” I said. 
   “You were Nazis?” 
  “He was a Nazi. I was a regular police officer before I was drafted and assigned to the 
military police,” I said. 
  “His passport is from Argentina.” 
  “Yes, he never returned to Germany after release,” I said. “Many Nazis did that.” 
  “And you knew each other at Camp Florence?” Detective Martinez said. 
  “Yes, we were in the same barracks.” 
  “So you were friends?” Detective Martinez said. 
  “Not exactly.” I re-adjusted myself in the chair. “Captain Faslem and I were in the same 



 

 

Compound, T-2. We were both in the German Navy in the Mediterranean fleet. He, however, 
was the captain of a U-Boat, very elite; I was an insignificant military police officer  –  shore 
patrol, picking up drunken sailors mostly. I only met him after we arrived at Camp Florence. He 
was the POW representative for our barracks.” 
  “Why did Faslem come back to Arizona?” 
  “Emphysema, COPD,” I said. “Captain Faslem remembered Arizona as a place where 
Americans with lung problems came before the War.” 
  “And you just happened to run into him after all those years?” she said. 
  “Yes, I was looking for an assisted living center for my wife, who had just had a stroke. I 
happened to notice Captain Faslem’s name on the list of residents, although he had changed his 
first name from Jürgen to Jorge.” 
  “Is your wife still living in this facility?” 
  “No, I placed her in St Catherine’s. She died recently,” I said. 
  “So you stayed in Arizona after the War?” 
  “No, I was repatriated to Germany after several months of forced labor in London,” I 
said. “By that time my English was quite good. I returned here to the southwest in 1947 and 
became a citizen. I did security work for the Atomic Energy Commission, as it was known then. 
They had a number of former Nazi scientists working at Los Alamos and other weapons facilities 
in New Mexico and Arizona. I kept tabs on them.” 
  “Quite a coincidence you ran into Faslem after all those years,” Detective Martinez said. 
“I don’t suppose you know how Captain Faslem’s oxygen line became disconnected?” 
  “I suppose it was accidentally disconnected when the attendant performed CPR on 
Captain Faslem,” I said. “It’s unfortunate that the oxygen line is too narrow to hold an adequate 
fingerprint.” 
  “Yes, unfortunate,” Detective Martinez said. “Did you remember something else you 
would like to add?” 
  I’d been looking out the window in the direction of Camp Florence. “Nothing. Just 
remembering some of the hard times Captain Faslem and I shared here.” 
  After the interrogation I walked to my car parked in front of the facility. Off in the 
distance, across the Gila River, a crew of Mexican immigrants was chopping cotton in the former 
Deer Ranch field where Ertl had been murdered fifty years earlier. I turned to Detective 
Martinez, who was staring at me through the window of the conference room some fifty feet 
away. 
  “Justice for Hofericher, yes, but for Faslem, too little and too late,” I said. She was too far 
away to hear. 
 
Originally published in Sandscript, 2010 









Olene 
- Rachel Nix 
 
On the bye and bye, 
I will count only the sighs 
that’ve landed softly. 
 
  Your absence has left me 
  stealing your ways. 



Tilting At Windmills 
- Columbkill Noonan 
 
  The windmill groaned, and creaked, and lurched, until at last it shuddered to a complete 
stop. So, too, did the man who worked it. 
  Once, long ago, the windmill was young, and stood tall and proud as its blades danced 
merrily in the wind, and the gears within rolled round and round and round without a sound. Not 
quite as long ago, but yet still long enough ago to seem a lifetime away, the man was also young, 
and he danced and played and sang at the feet of the mighty windmill. 
  The windmill had seen many such children; tens if not hundreds of them. Children were 
born and grew and played beneath it, until they grew old and passed from its notice. But the 
windmill didn’t mind; such was the way of the world. As one child aged another came to take its 
place, so that there was always someone to dance and play and sing. 
  Thus the years went on, and the years turned into decades and the decades into centuries 
and still the blades of the windmill turned tirelessly in the wind. 
  But this one, this one child who was had now become an old man, was special. He was 
special because he was the last child to grow, the last young man to work, the last old man to 
wither under the steady watch of the windmill. Neither he nor the windmill could have known 
this; surely that was impossible. But it seemed that the man and the windmill sensed it somehow 
nonetheless. They were intertwined and such a bond is felt even if it is never acknowledged, 
couldn’t be acknowledged, because one is a windmill and the other a man, and one is wood and 
bricks whilst the other is flesh and bone. 

As one withered so did the other. So it was with the windmill, and so it was with the man. 
Of course, it wasn’t always this way. When the man was young and his limbs were 

straight, he worked the windmill just as his father had. His father’s father and his father and so 
on beyond all living memory had done the same. It seemed that since it had always been so in the 
past then it must therefore follow that it would always be so forever into the future, and the man 
and the windmill were content with that. Things were as they were and it was good. 

Sometimes the man dreamed of a different life, a life filled with adventure and 
excitement and crazy dreams. “Don’t go tilting at windmills,” his grandpa used to say, a little 
twinkle sparkling in his eye because of the cleverness of his own joke. But the man had 
understood very well what was meant, and though he might dream of such things sometimes 
never did he chase them. He had all he needed, here with the windmill that provided for him as it 
had for his forefathers before him, and life was good. 

And so the man stayed, and worked the windmill, and had a family of his own to play and 
dance and sing beneath the mighty old windmill that had seen the same things so many times that 
it couldn’t bear to count them. 

The man thought that his children would certainly stay to work the windmill, just as he 
had and his father had before. And the windmill probably thought the same thing, and might 
have said so if anyone had asked it. 

But it was not to be, because the world had changed and chasing dreams was no longer 
considered such a frivolous thing. So the man’s children went off tilting at windmills of their 
own, but the windmills that they chased were none of them the same boring old windmill that 
had sheltered them as they grew but instead rather different ones that were far, far away. 

And so the man and the windmill were left alone. 



Still, life was good. The man was strong and so was the windmill, and the children were 
happy with lives of their own. It seemed that things could go on, should go on, like this forever, 
and that this was the way that life should be. 

Of course, things never do go on just as one wishes them to, and so it was with the life of 
this particular windmill and this particular man. 

The man grew old and tired, and it became hard for him to work the windmill. Without 
the strength of a young man to maintain it, and to repair its weary joints that had turned for 
centuries, the windmill, too, grew old and tired. As the man grew old and slow, so too did the 
windmill. 

The years went by and the old man and the windmill slowed and creaked and drooped. 
Sometimes one of the children would notice that the man seemed older and slower and 

clunkier. “Do you need help?” the child would ask doubtfully, now a grown man or woman with 
a fast life and much more important windmills of his or her own to chase. The old man always 
heard the reluctance, the sense of duty, in the voice. While his heart was made glad that his 
children cared enough to ask, so too was it made sad that they didn’t really wantto ask. 

And so he would say, in a brisk and decisive tone, as though all were perfectly well and 
his joints didn’t hurt and his heart wasn’t a little broken and he wasn’t so very, very tired, “No, 
no, me and my windmill are just fine. We’ve got along alright this long, and I daresay we’ll get 
along together just the same forever.” And things were fine; just because the man and the 
windmill couldn’t dance as fast as they used to didn’t mean that they weren’t happy, at least a 
little. 

Sometimes, in the days when the man could still work without a protest in his bones and 
his windmill hadn’t yet begun to slip away from him, it felt as if he and it might never grow 
really and truly old, that they might go on together just fine forever. Or, at least, that they might 
go on together for long enough for it to not matter anymore if they kept going on or not. 

Of course, that time always comes a bit faster than one expects. Even if it seems to take 
forever in the getting there, once one is there one looks back and wonders how it all went by so 
fast. 

And so it was with the windmill and the man. They got along just fine, and then, though 
it took years for the decay to creep up on them, it seemed to take just the blink of an eye for them 
to notice that things didn’t quite work the way they ought anymore. 

The blades of the windmill couldn’t turn so quickly anymore, but instead slugged soggily 
through the air. The man, too, couldn’t dance anymore; indeed, sometimes he could scarcely 
stand without grabbing onto something or another to hoist himself up. 

The man couldn’t help the windmill, and the windmill couldn’t help the man. 
”Don’t go tilting at windmills,” his grandpa used to say. Ah, the irony of it, because now 

the windmill really was tilting, and he couldn’t stop it from tilting if he tried. 
No more could he slow the windmill’s steady decay than he could his own; he couldn’t 

straighten the wilted proud edifice any more than he could un-kink the slumps and coils in his 
own back and knees and wrists and fingers. 

All mighty things will one day be humbled; all lively things will one day cease to dance. 
Brick and wood fall into wreckage; flesh and bone return to the earth. So it was with the 
windmill, and so it was with its man. 
 



Poaching 
- JD DeHart 
 
Here I find a name 
I like 
and pin it on my vest. 
 
Here I find a bit 
of scrap 
that makes me feel 
somewhat whole. 
 
Here I find a love 
letter 
and sign my name to it 
instead. 
 
My face appears 
in flecks and mosaic 
bits and I take the pieces 
off to form 
an authentic self. 



Stars You Can’t Swallow 
- Kami Westhoff 
 
Snow shivers over the road as you hover in my atmosphere, 
a moon desperate to belong to, to obey, to blame for.  
 
I press against your chest with Ouija fingers so I can later swear 
the touch wasn’t mine. Not Now throbs deep in the cave of your ribs, 
 
your mouth stuffed with stars you can’t swallow. I could offer you my sky, 
it’s full of you anyway, but I don’t deserve those stitches of light. 
 
I want to say I’m stuck in your orbit, but I’m as earthed as anyone. 
I want to cough you out, but every breath billows with your air. 
 
Let’s pull over, blame the slick tracks of those that came before us. 
Drink me into the dark throat of your surface. 
 
Distill or dissolve me. Dissect or devolve. 
Let’s become moonless planets nobody bothers to birth. 



Threshold 
- James Krehbiel 
 
  Hank McLeod shifted in his seat. He turned the car’s heat up, lifted his forearm to his 
nose and sniffed. He wanted to smell good, young, just in case she showed up. 
  Last week Hank’s neighbor, Maggie Fremont, had popped her head over the privacy 
fence separating their backyards. “Are you going to the reunion this time?”  
  Hank thought of it as some kind of ritual. Maggie asking the week or so before every 
reunion, and Hank always bowing out. Why go to this one when he’d passed on all the others?  
“Eh, you know me. I’m just not the social type,” he’d said. 
  “Well you’re social with me. Besides, you don’t have to stay long. Just see if she shows.” 
  It was tough not to be social with Maggie. Hell, the caption under her graduation picture 
read: Talk show host wanna be. The gift of gab was one Hank didn’t possess but could admire. 
  “I just assumed you’d want to see Leora again. You missed your last two chances. 
Remember? I told you that Cecelia Ashcroft saw her two reunions ago, and I saw her at the last 
one. Leora didn’t stay long, but she was there.” Maggie said. “Well, I won’t keep nagging you 
about it. I just thought you’d want to find out what happened.” 
  Hank hiked up his jeans, shortened one of his suspenders. “Guess I’ll think about it,” was 
all he said and headed for his back door. 
  “I’ve put the pot on for coffee. Do you want to come over for a cup?” 
  Hank had expected her to ask. Maggie’s invitations had started coming more frequently 
since Norm’s death twelve years ago, invites for coffee or to a movie. Last month it was the local 
high school’s production of Annie Get Your Gun, and Hank almost agreed to go until he found 
out that even though it was set in the wild West, it was a musical with singing and dancing. Not 
the shoot ‘em up kind of show Hank preferred. 
  Besides, Hank wasn’t sure he wanted to get that close. He wasn’t ready to give up his 
salmon-fishing weekends, or his Western of the Week program that come on every Friday at ten 
p.m. “Naw, thanks for the offer but I’ve some things I need to do inside.” 
  “Well, okay then,” Maggie said. She started for her back door, paused and turned around. 
“I hear there’s a new movie opening up at the Palace ... can’t remember the name ... something 
like Far From Here or maybe it’s just Far Away ... thought it sounded good. You interested?” 
   “Is it a western?” 
  “I don’t think so.” 
  “Hmm, well, then probably not. Not much for movies unless it’s a western.” 
  “Well, just because it isn’t a western doesn’t mean that it might not be good. Don’t you 
ever want to get out of that house of yours for a bit?” 
  “Naw, don’t mind being home... guess I’m sort of set in my ways.” 
  “I guess so,” Maggie mumbled under her breath and walked back into her house. 
 
  The reunion invitation had been sitting on his kitchen counter, mixed in with junk mail. 
Each time he’d walked by, it nagged at him, tugging him back to when instead of so-called 
“friends” merely skirting the periphery, Leora and he were together. He’d thought about Leora 
over the last fifty-five years. He thought about her a lot right after her family left town. Never 
could understand why there hadn’t been a goodbye or an explanation. But fifty-five years had a 
way of making memories more distant, almost forgotten, and Hank had thrown himself into 
keeping busy with repairs around the house, his job at the trash burning plant, salmon fishing, 



and his vegetable garden. Every now and then, though, he would make the hour trip to Blue 
Creek and hook up with that pretty brunette, Jean, who waited tables at the Do Stop In diner just 
off route 395. A roll in the hay every month or so, no strings, perfect.  
 
  Once the decision to attend was made, he hunted for the only suit he owned. It hung in 
the basement, last worn fifteen years ago as he’d stood over his father’s casket. It reeked of 
neglect, dank and stagnant so he took it to the dry cleaners. 
  “Can you make this smell young?” he asked the twenty-something blond with the pierced 
eyebrow standing behind the counter, staring at him. 
  ”Make it smell young?” 
  “Yeah, you know, not so musty and old,” he said. “Maybe you could spray it with 
cinnamon or pine. Or rub some soap on it or somethin’.” 
  The girl squinted at him. “Well, we can make it smell clean but that’s about the best we 
can do.” 
  “Okay,” Hank said. “Maybe I can throw some cologne on it when you’re done with it.” 
  “Yeah, maybe,” she said.  
 
  Hank peered over the steering wheel and sniffed his forearm again. It didn’t smell like 
cinnamon or pine or young. He watched as the last of the attendees straggled into the school. 
Maybe he should forget it and just go home. She’s probably married or has someone in her life. 
Maybe she’s changed or, hell, maybe he has. Hank had never thought he’d be the type to look 
back or forward. Now, though, it bugged the hell out him that he found himself not only mulling 
over the past, but looking to his future with the feeling that time was running out. He cinched up 
his tie and looked in the rear view mirror one last time. He stepped out of the truck, checked his 
zipper and headed for the front door. 
  The GO COUGARS banner still hung at one end of the gymnasium although it appeared 
more tattered and faded than he remembered. Brightly colored streamers sagged under the 
ceiling, one snapped in half, its loose ends hanging in mid-air. The floor looked as if it had been 
recently sanded, the smell of varnish lingered, and there were still those same weird metal grates 
over the windows. He and Leora had laughed about being held hostage in the asylum, counted 
the days until they’d be set free. Hank stood off in a corner with a Dixie cup in his hand. 
  She wasn’t there. Or if she was, they’d both changed so much neither of them recognized 
the other. Or maybe she was there and just didn’t want to come over. Maybe she didn’t want to 
have to explain. A few people did say hello. Bob Murdock walked right over, stuck his hand out 
and slapped Hank on the back. 
  “Well, where the hell have you been?” He stood closer to Hank than was comfortable but 
that had always been Bob’s way. 
  “Hi, Bob. I’ve been around.”  
  “You still livin’ out in the sticks?” 
  “Not sure it’s ‘the sticks.’ I got neighbors on both sides.” 
  “Hmm, thought you were farther out ... nobody ever sees you anymore.” 
  “You know me. Never was one of those social types.” 
  “You were pretty social with Leora Nichols if I remember right.” Bob grinned a 
lecherous grin, one where the corner of his lip hiked up causing a nostril to flare open.  “She 
here?” 
  “Haven’t seen her.” 



  “Eh, too bad for you. Oh, hey, there’s Marla Spimella!” He pointed. “Remember her? 
She was a cheerleader. Damn, had the best split jump out of all of ‘em. Every time she jumped, 
you could see her panties.” Bob sneered again. “I gotta go say hi. Good seein’ you. Don’t be a 
stranger now,” he said and was gone. 
  Hank watched for a few more minutes. Tunes from the 60’s floated through the 
gymnasium: Chubby Checker’s “The Twist”, “Tossin’ and Turnin” by Bobby Lewis, and of 
course hits by the Beatles. A few couples slow danced to Elvis Presley’s “Are You Lonesome 
Tonight?” and “It’s Now Or Never.” One couple just stood there as if the best they could do was 
to simply hold each other up. And then “Big Bad John” came on. Hank loved Jimmy Dean ... 
liked his sausages, too. 
  He recognized Edith Hamlin sitting across the room next to a white haired, well-put-
together gentleman ... must be her husband. Ed Brown was pouring punch, saw Hank and waved. 
And of course when Maggie Fremont caught Hank watching her, she started across the floor in 
his direction. 
  “She’s not here?” Maggie stood with her back to the room, facing Hank. “More?” She 
asked, as she held out a cup of punch. 
  “No, thanks. Sure wish they had some beer or somethin’. Who organized this thing 
anyway?” 
   “I think Muriel Bosworth did, and she’s a teetotaler. You’ll just have to live with it. 
Besides, if you think about it, booze probably isn’t the best idea. Some of us aren’t all that steady 
on our feet to begin with.” She laughed. “You know, I really thought she might come again.” 
   “Yeah, me too. Actually, I didn’t know if she would or not. Guess she has better things 
to do.” 
  “Still,” Maggie said. “I’d think she’d want to see you.” 
  “Maybe it’s been so many years she forgot.” 
  “I doubt that. Have you forgotten?” She took a sip of punch. “Hmm, no, I didn’t think 
so.” 
  “Hell, she’s probably married with kids and grandkids. No reason to visit the past,” Hank 
said. 
  “Maybe she’ll still show, you never know. My offer is still on.” 
  “Offer?” 
  “The movie? If you’re ever bored and just want to get out some time.” 
  “But it isn’t a western ...” 
  Maggie pressed her lips together, crumpled up the Dixie cup in her hand and chucked it 
into a nearby trash can. “You know, Hank McLeod, sometimes you irritate me.” 
  “I do?” 
  “You’re a mystery.” She snatched Hank’s empty cup from him and tossed it into the 
garbage, too. “One of these days, you’re going to wake up and discover you’re old ... well, older 
than you are now,” she said and crinkled her eyes, “... and you’ll be sitting in that darn house of 
yours, all alone, wondering what the heck you did with your life.” 
  “What do you mean?” 
  “I mean, life is short ... and for every person at this reunion, the end is getting more and 
more real. Maybe you’re happy sequestered by yourself. Maybe that’s what you want. Maybe 
you’ve convinced yourself that you don’t need anyone. And I’m not talking about some great 
love of your life ... just someone to grab an occasional dinner with or talk to. I wonder.” She half 
shook her head. “I just hope the day doesn’t come when you look back and have regrets. Heck, 



knowing you, you’ll probably keel over in that house of yours, and no one will ever even know!” 
Maggie crossed her arms and stood there staring at him. 
  Hank didn’t feel like he had to explain. But he did feel the collar of his shirt cutting into 
his neck, the knot of his tie growing. Finally, Maggie let out an exasperated sigh and walked 
away. 
  Hank stepped out for some fresh air. He couldn’t decide whether to go back inside or 
head for home. As he was about to leave, he felt a tap on his shoulder. 
  “Hank?” 
  Except for the slight tilt of her head, little else was familiar. Leora Nichols looked as if 
she’d gone to war with life. Her eyes sunken and dull, hair thinning, the roots grey. 
  “Leora? I didn’t think you’d be here.” 
  “I had to come. I felt like I owed it to you.” And then she added, “I was hoping you’d be 
here this time.” 
  Hank pushed his hands deep into his pockets. “Fifty-five years seems like a long time to 
owe someone.” 
  “I know,” she said, tugging a worn corduroy jacket around her neck. “Are you going in?” 
She glanced at the front door. 
  “Already been ... was just about to head home.” They stood in silence for a moment as a 
couple exited through the front door. Hank nodded to them. “You goin’ in?” 
  “I’d rather not. I really just wanted to see you.” 
  Hank watched the man hold the car door open as the woman climbed in. The first few 
drops of rain started to fall. Leora watched the couple drive away. Hank stared at his feet. 
Finally, she looked up and asked, “Can we go somewhere and talk?” 
 
  They sat at one of the red vinyl booths tucked back into the corner. Leora exclaimed, “I 
can’t believe this place is still here.” 
  “Yep, old man Watson died about fifteen years ago, stroke I think. His son took over.” 
  “It looks pretty much the same.” Leora ran her hand over the vinyl, the curled edges of 
duct tape. “This is where we used to sit.” 
  “Yep ... not much changes ‘round here. Menu’s pretty much the same, too.” 
  A diminutive, stout woman walked up to their booth, her apron hanging well below her 
knees. She cracked her gum and said, “Hi, I’m Sally. I’ll be waiting on you tonight.” She handed 
them each a menu. “Can I get you something to drink before I take your order?” 
  “I’ve actually already eaten,” Leora said. “Maybe just something to drink?” 
  “Same here,” Hank said. “How ‘bout I order for both of us?” 
  “I don’t mind.” 
  “We’ll have two hot chocolates ... extra whipped cream.” 
  “That’s all?” 
  “That’s it for now,” Hank said. 
  Sally scribbled down the order and wandered off. 
  “You remembered,” Leora said. 
   “I still stop in every now and then for one.” 
  “Good memories, aren’t they?” 
  “Yeah,” he said. “They were ... up until you left town.” Below the surface, half-hidden 
behind her eyes, was the look of a little girl guilty of harboring the truth. He didn’t mean to 
accuse, though ‒ just a statement of fact. “I thought we had plans.” 



  Leora fiddled with the jukebox selector at the end of their table. “I haven’t seen one of 
these in years.” She flipped page after page over, not reading any of them. She refolded her 
napkin, wrapped a stand of hair around her ear. The florescent lights accentuated the creases at 
the corner of each eye, her mottled complexion and the hairline broken blood vessels trailing 
across her cheeks. 
  “I did try to get in touch as soon as I could,” she said. “I guess your parents had moved 
away by then. I couldn’t find a forwarding address, and your old phone number was no longer in 
service.” 
  “We ended up movin’ about six months after graduation. But we were still there for a 
while. I wondered what happened. Suddenly you were gone, no reason ... nothin’. Where’d you 
go?” 
  “The morning after graduation,” she said, “Mother woke me up early saying we had to 
leave. She’d already packed my bag. She pulled the comforter off of me and started handing me 
clothes to put on. ‘We can’t wait forever. Eventually, people will start talking. Come on, hurry 
up.’” 
  The sound of cracking gum signaled Sally’s return. She set the hot chocolates on the 
table. “Anything else?” 
  “Nope, we’re fine,” Hank said. 
  “We drove straight through the whole day ... ended up in Montana.” 
  A woman, roughly Hank and Leora’s age sat alone at the counter, a bowl sitting in front 
of her ‒ steam rising. Leora glanced over, and then back to her cup. 
  Hank scooped out a dollop of whipped cream from his cup. “Why didn’t you call?” 
  “They wouldn’t let me. I had to promise not to tell you.” 
  As if unaware, she slowly traced her finger along the rim of her cup. “And after that, once 
I was out of the house, I wanted to get in touch. I can’t tell you how many times I almost picked 
up the phone to call you.” 
  “What stopped you?” Hank asked. 
  “I just couldn’t,” she said, as she lowered her head and stared at her cup. 
  “So why now after all these years?” 
  “I’m tired ... tired of lugging it around.” 
  Hank hesitated to ask what “it” was. He was torn between wanting to know and not. “I 
still don’t get it, though. Why’d you leave in the first place?” 
  “Hank?”  She looked up. “Did you ever wonder why I missed so many school days 
before graduation?” 
  “I just thought you were sick. I remember your mom tellin’ me that when I called your 
house.” 
  “I know. I remember thinking it was the stomach flu. They took me to see Dr. Randal but 
he never really told me what was wrong ... just said not to worry, rest, that I’d feel better.” 
  “And did you?” 
  “Eventually. Do you remember our senior prom?” 
  “Yeah.” 
  “And after the prom we went for a drive, ended up at Myer’s bluff?” 
  Hank grinned. “I absolutely remember that!” 
  “We were so young, so naïve,” she said. “Just couldn’t keep our hands to ourselves.” 
  “I know I didn’t want to.” 
  “And remember me telling you that we shouldn’t? 



  “Vaguely ... yeah, I remember.” 
  “You didn’t have any protection. I was scared.” 
  “And I remember I asked what the chances were ... it was only that one time and ...” 
  Watson’s fell still. A reel of film that without warning suddenly stops, a single frame 
holding a moment frozen in time or a department store window display, the mannequins lifeless 
seen from the outside looking in and held in that split second. As if he were standing in the sleet, 
peering in through that window, Hank saw the woman sitting at the counter fixed in mid-bite, her 
soup spoon raised, her mouth open. He saw himself sitting with Leora tucked back into the 
corner of the diner, she, motionless with her head in her hands, he, staring off into space. And 
Sally carrying an empty tray, a statue – stuck halfway through the swinging kitchen doors. 
  “I guess we were an exception to the odds,” Leora said. 
  The bell over the door jingled as a teenage couple walked in. They sat down at the end of 
the counter, swiveling their stools, bumping shoulders, laughing. He poked her in the ribs, and 
she let out a little half shriek, half laugh. “Jared, stop it!” She smacked him on the arm, then 
flipped through the list of songs on the counter jukebox, popped a dime in and “Please Stay” by 
The Drifters filled the diner. 
  Please stay don't go 
  If I got on my knees and I pleaded you 
  Not to go but to stay in my arms 
  Would you walk out the door like you did once before? 
  Or would this time be different, would you stay? 
  As if his ear had been pressed up against the speaker, Hank heard every lyric distinctly.  
Left unheard was the stacking of dishes coming from the kitchen, the raucous banter between 
Sally and the cook, and the clinking of the woman’s soup spoon. 
  Sally was suddenly back. “Can I get you anything else? Just so you know, we close in 
about a half hour. Should I just leave the check?” 
  “Yeah, fine,” Hank mumbled. 
  The teenage couple continued to pop dimes into the jukebox as Sally wiped down empty 
tables. The woman at the counter seemed more concerned with the soup she’d spilled on her 
blouse than anything else. 
  Finally Hank ran his fingers through his hair, cleared his throat. “So then what?” 
  “There was no choice. My God, it was fifty-five years ago. Mother and father wouldn’t 
let me leave the house until after he was born. They kept reminding me of how much I’d 
disgraced them, that I was a disappointment, immoral. It was horrible.” Leora pulled her coat 
around her shoulders, presumably for warmth or maybe protection. She kept gazing at her cup, 
although it seemed as if she weren’t really seeing it. “I feel like I’ve ruined everyone’s life ... 
theirs, mine ... and probably yours.” And then in a voice sounding hollow and distant, she said, “I 
remember I felt dirty ... cheap.” 
  Hank fought the urge to reach out and calm her fingertips that were still tracing the rim of 
her cup. If he could, he would have taken his napkin and wiped the defeat from her eyes, the 
surrender coating each word. 
  His brain tried to catch up. “He?” 
  Leora nodded. “They wouldn’t let me see him. Years later, mother told me he looked 
more like you.” 
  “You name him?” 
  “Before he was born, I told mother I wanted to name him Henry if it was a boy.” 



  “My name on the birth certificate?” 
  “I don’t know. I somehow doubt it. Mother and father took care of all that.” 
  Hank picked up his spoon, slowly turning it in his fingers. “No idea what happened to 
him?” 
  “No, I don’t ... sorry.” 
  Sally was picking up chairs, setting them on top of the tables. The woman had left. The 
teenage couple stood at the cash register, giggling, turning their pockets inside out trying to find 
enough money to pay their bill. 
  Sally called over to Hank and Leora. “Just so you know, we’re closin’ in ten minutes.” 
  “You never got married?” He glanced at Leora’s left hand. 
  “Actually I did,” she said. “Seems fitting that I lost my ring a few days ago... you know, 
just as I was about to come here. I was working in the yard, pulled my glove off, and it was gone. 
I guess my hands have gotten smaller over the years.” 
  “Any other kids?” 
  “No ... Elliot never wanted children ... said they were a nuisance.” 
  “Thought you always wanted them.” 
  “I did, but I was already in my thirties when Elliot and I met. Mother said I should take 
him up on his offer ... that I wasn’t getting any younger and no one else was about to ask. So I 
did.” 
  “You happy?” 
  “Happy?” She went back to the jukebox, flipped a page. “I’m not sure what that is 
anymore.” 
  “Content then, at least?” 
  “It’s not what I envisioned. Don’t get me wrong. Elliot’s not that bad.” She hesitated, and 
then as if needing to explain, she added, “He doesn’t hit me or anything.” 
  Hank wondered what that was better than. 
  “If I had to do it over ... but it’s too late.” She shook her head like she was trying to push 
it all away. “What about you? I feel like I’ve been doing all the talking.” 
  “I’ve been okay. No complaints.” 
  “Ever get married and have children of your own?” 
  “Nope ... never met the right gal.” 
  “Hmm, I guess maybe it didn’t turn out the way either of us thought.” 
  “Okay, times up, kids,” Sally called out, sarcastically. “We’re lockin’ up now.” 
  “I got this.” Hank tossed a ten on the table alongside the two half empty cups of hot 
chocolate. He helped Leora on with her coat, held the door for her as they walked out.  
  The sleet was heavier, trying to turn into snow, the street empty. They stood in front of 
Watson’s, lit by the overhead street lamps and the red florescent light coming from the Watson’s 
Diner sign in the window. Leora shivered and pulled her coat snug. 
  “You stayin’ in town overnight?” Hank asked. 
  “I can’t. Elliot will wonder where I am. I told him I was going to visit my sister ... said 
she was ill. I had to fight with him to let me come. He’ll have my hide if I don’t get back soon.” 
  “Cause I was gonna say ... if you needed a place to stay ...” Hank shifted his weight from 
one leg to the other, scuffed his shoe in the slush. 
  “Thanks, but I can’t.” 
  “Okay then ... well ...” 
  “Oh, I almost forgot.” Leora opened her purse and pulled out an envelope. “Here, this is 



for you.” She handed the envelope to Hank. “I found it a few years back when I was going 
through some old boxes ... thought you might get a kick out of it.” 
  Leora snapped her purse shut and held out her arms. “For old times’ sake?” She felt 
different than he’d remembered, as if time had taken the old Leora and replaced her with 
something less concrete, less sure ‒ something that slips through one’s fingers as easily as a gust 
of wind through an open door. 
  Leora walked away across the parking lot, her head slightly tilted. She climbed into her 
car and pulled out of the lot with one last wave. Behind him, the diner door locked, Sally flipped 
the “open” sign to “closed” and a moment later, the Watson’s Diner sign went dark. 
  Printed on the front of the envelope were the words, Halloween 1961. .Hank slipped the 
photo out, looked at it and smiled. He had dressed up as a hobo that year, black soot all over his 
face, a front tooth blacked out, and an oversized rumpled jacket. She had dressed as a princess, 
all glitter with a tin foil tiara perched on her head. She was smiling with her head resting on his 
shoulder. He remembered the photo well. What he’d forgotten was Maggie standing in the 
background, watching them. 
 
  That photo which his father had taken before they left for the Halloween party sat on his 
coffee table, those two young faces and the possibilities peering up at him. Hank tried to connect 
the photograph with the woman he’d sat across from in Watson’s. Leora’s voice had sounded so 
fatigued, so resigned, and even though he’d heard every one of her answers clearly, he 
remembered few of his questions. He glanced at the photo again. It triggered a memory of a 
family dinner  when he was nine years old. 
  His father was talking. None of ‘em even felt the initial impact, like it didn’t even happen. 
Wasn’t till later when they found the courage to look at the horror of the missing limb that it 
really sunk in. 
  Hank saw those veterans with pieces of their bodies blown into a ditch or strewn over a 
mine field as young boys hitting a home run or sliding into home plate to win the state 
championship. And he’d stood on the banks of the Columbia River watching the salmon fight 
their way upstream in order to spawn before they died.  Those were moments that Hank could 
see and know. 
  He poured himself another cup of coffee. He wandered from room to room. He 
reorganized his linen closet, went through old clothes, deciding what he’d donate to the Rescue 
Mission. He cleaned out the garage. He killed time. And he thought about his next door 
neighbor. 
  A few days later, through his dining room window, he noticed Maggie on her hands and 
knees bent over her garden, furiously cutting back dead flowers. It reminded him of his father 
working in the garden when he was a kid, complaining about all the work but reveling in the 
beauty of it. And he thought back to his father’s funeral service, too, the chapel with row after 
row of pews, and only a handful of people in attendance all scattered around making it look like 
even fewer. He remembered thinking how it really was okay that his father was gone and 
couldn’t see. 
  “Need some help?” Hank stood just inside Maggie’s back gate, garden shears in hand. 
  “Oh! You startled me.” She stood up brushing leaves and twigs from her pants, pulled her 
gardening gloves off and rubbed her hands together. “I’m freezing. Why did I put this off? I 
should have done it weeks ago,” she said. “Sure, if you want to help, I won’t say no!” 
  They knelt down side by side, cutting back day lilies, phlox, hosta. For the first few 



minutes, they worked in silence. Finally, Maggie said, “I’m sorry Leora didn’t come the other 
night. I guess you were right ... that she wouldn’t, or couldn’t.” 
  “She was there.” 
  Maggie’s head snapped up. “She was?” 
  “I ran into her as I was leaving. We ended up goin’ to Watson’s.” A breeze kicked up; the 
first few drops of rain started to fall. 
  “And? How is she?” Maggie yanked a weed from the garden, picked up her shears and 
went back to cutting. 
  “It’s kind of a long story,” Hank said. 
  “Oh.” And that was all she said for the next few minutes. Eventually she stood up. “I’m 
frozen. I can’t do this anymore. I need to go inside.” She leaned over, picked up her shears and 
the pillow she’d been kneeling on. “Maybe I’ll make some tea or coffee ... something warm.”  
She headed towards the house. Hank pushed himself up from the ground and just stood there, his 
legs stuck, like in thick mud or quicksand. 
  Maggie stopped halfway through her back door. She turned and looked back at Hank. 
“You know,” she called, “you really don’t have to just stand there.” 
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