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Rooted 
- JD DeHart 
 
Always thought I would stay 
in the spot by the creeping vine 
where promises were well-lit. 
 
Summer locked away. 
 
I would find my life in these 
pages that waited for me. 
Pages I knew, pressed with age 
and tradition. 
The land my grandfather walked on. 
 
I would know life well, and be 
known. 
 
I would wallow in the familiar 
instead of out on this limb, 
suspended in the air, 
 
where roots reach to find 
no purchase, 
dangling, refusing to wither. 



The Kiss 
- Philip Writer 
 
In this painting of a kiss at the edge of a cliff, 
his lips crash against the side of her head 
while her calm expression seems farther from him 
than all the stars in the universe around them. 
Grabbing her face, her jaw, her eyebrow ‒ 
so hard he must feel the skull through her skin ‒ 
the prince devours whatever softness he can, 
forgetting that force cannot keep what it seizes. 
His robe engulfs her like molten gold ‒ and yet, 
she is the one with the power here, the lover 
who needs the other less. Her toes among the flowers 
clench the ground like roots he does not notice,  
and her fingers, bent at his neck, suggest absence, 
as if she were pinching a piece of private air. 







Call to Arms 
- Mike Edwards 
 
  Staff meetings rarely start on time at Positive Counseling Services. It used to irritate 
Tyler, but he’s learned that’s just the nature of community behavioral health: consistently 
inconsistent. This pattern is likely due to being understaffed, overworked and underfunded. Tyler 
learned, in the same way Pavlov’s dogs learned, to wait to head into the conference room until he 
hears the taps of his clinical director’s heals walk down the hallway. Today Tyler uses the few 
extra minutes to prep for the meeting; he is discussing the opiate epidemic, an update on the 
recently released, and quite dismal, statistics. He also plans on giving armbands to everyone who 
wants one. 
  Tyler’s final meeting prep includes making copies of the stats on the epidemic. He cuts 
the graph out of the Republic. He tacks the original clipping of the chart to the corkboard off his 
desk. This was the sixth clipping since the governor and the Arizona Department of Health and 
Human Services started releasing weekly statistics on the opiate epidemic. 
 
  “As you can see,” Tyler says, wrapping up his presentation, “the numbers remain steady. 
Not much change in the number of deaths, still averaging two a week.” 
  The clinicians respond: 
  “Thanks for the update.” 
  “It just keeps getting worse.” 
  “This is hard work.” 
  “I lost two clients this year.” 
  “I had one OD last week. She’s okay though.” 
  “One last thing, I have armbands for everyone,” he says. “They are to help bring 
awareness to the opiate crisis. I thought about having bracelets made but, honestly, they’re too 
expensive . . . and a bit trite. It seems there are bracelets for everything. Plus, this seems more 
bold.” He attaches the armband above his left bicep using safety pins. The armband is solid 
black; however, stitched in yellow, is the number two, representing the number of people who 
die from an opiate overdose in Arizona every day. He then passes the box of armbands to the 
clinician next to him. 
  “Another Tyler original.” 
  “You’ve out done yourself.” 
  “You’re such a weirdo. But I love you.” 
  “Doesn’t match my outfit. But I’ll still wear it.” 
  “Great idea. But a bit dour.” 
  “Oh, and one last thing,” Tyler says, “Riley graduates today. Those of us who have been 
here more than a year or two, “ he looks around the table, “all three of us, a third, not bad, know 
how big of a deal this is for her . . .” he pauses, “and us. This is a big fucking deal. She was a 
wreck after her brother’s OD. Her twin brother died shooting the same dope she was shooting. 
But she’s been clean thirteen months and is planning on starting college in the Fall. She actually 
wants to be a substance abuse counselor.” 
  “Way to go Riley!” 
  “Good for her.” 
  “You couldn’t talk her into a better career?” 
  “Good work Tyler!” 



  “What an inspiration!” 
  “I am super proud of her,” Tyler hears the crack in his voice as he speaks. 
  “OK everyone,” the clinical director, Melissa, interrupts. “Good meeting. Have a great 
day.” She turns to Tyler. “You got an extra minute?” 
  “Does anyone have an extra minute in community behavioral health?” He smiles. He 
likes Melissa, likes her no-bullshit-I-get-it-this-is-hard-work approach to community behavioral 
health. He likes her, too, because she has been there the longest ‒ next to him, that is. In the eight 
years he’s been with the agency he’s had four clinical directors, she’s been there for nearly half 
of those years. 
  “You have some incredibly tough cases right now,” she says. 
  “I’m glad you noticed,” he says with mild sarcasm. 
  “How’s your self-care?” 
  “My what?” he jokes. “I’m good. Have a little stress at home but it’ll pass.” He pauses 
briefly, “But there is something though. I was going to discuss this with you in supervision but I 
am struggling with a new client. And I really feel for the parents.” 
  “What’s going on?” 
  “John has OD’d a half dozen times, and his parents are doing their own version of harm 
reduction. Basically they’re ignoring his use while keeping him locked up in their basement. And 
he’s telling me he has no desire to stop using. And they’re okay with it, even giving him the 
drugs to, as they say, ‘ease the withdrawals.’” 
  “The parents sound desperate.” 
  “Absolutely desperate. They went months not knowing if he’s dead or alive. At least they 
know he’s safe in the basement,” 
  “I can’t imagine.” 
  “No, of course not. ” 
  “So locking him up in the basement makes sense ‒ they know he’s alive.” 
  “But it’s not living. Really. For all of them it’s not living. And they, the addicts say the 
same thing.” Tyler feels his phone vibrate against his thigh. 
  “That’s not really for us to say.” 
  “But they’re barely alive when the drug has them.” 
  “Yes, and sometimes alive is enough.” 
  “Is it? I wonder sometimes.” Tyler looks at his watch. “I need to go. I have an 
appointment in San Tan.” 
  “We’ll pick up this conversation in supervision on Friday. Unless you want to grab lunch 
tomorrow?” She tugs at the armband. “I really admire your passion.” 
  He smiles: “Yes, maybe lunch tomorrow. I’ll let you know.” 
  He checks his phone as he walks off. The text reads: Got a minute? 
 
  It’s a forty-five-minute drive to his first appointment in San Tan. Good NPR time. During 
the drive he listens to a report on the statistics he just discussed in the meeting. The stats have 
remained consistent since week one, with an average of two opiate deaths a week with 
approximately thirty non-fatal overdoses. Increased distribution and administration of Norcan, 
the drug that reverses symptoms of an overdose, are credited with decreasing the number of 
deaths. Tyler has Norcan close by at all times: glove compartment of car, office drawer, 
nightstand next to his bed. He has yet to have to administer it; however, he has seen the 
immediate after effects ‒ a seemingly violent return to life, much like being born again but more 



aggressive. 
  Six months ago Tyler learned that one of his clients was in the ER being revived with 
Norcan. He got there shortly after the drug was given. The client seemed enraged, tried tearing 
the IV’s from his arm, swore drunkenly at everyone and ultimately had to be restrained. Tyler 
talked to the nurse afterward and learned that doctors, nurses, and anyone administering the drug 
have a choice on how to do it: injecting the drug quickly and all at once causes a violent birth. 
However; a slow administration eases the revival. The nurse seemed frustrated at some of the 
doctors for taking the more violent approach because they’ve grown tired of the “return 
customers.” The conversation reminded Tyler of a city council man from Ohio who wanted to 
limit the number of ambulance trips to the ER for those who have overdosed. The congressman 
was not able to get the legislation passed but will certainly be re-elected ‒ people like that sort of 
tough talk. 
 
  Tyler is amazed at how in less than an hour one can become removed from 
city/civilization/resources. The final stretch of the drive to his first appointment is on two miles 
of dirt road. The nearest stores from the client’s home are a nail salon, a pizza place and a CVS. 
The nearest grocery store is twenty minutes away. His client grew up out here. One might think 
heroin doesn’t hit this part of rural America, rural Arizona, but it does. 
  James is just out of treatment; he’s twenty ‒ and it was his third trip to treatment. The 
first when he was sixteen and then again at eighteen. Tyler has known him since he was sixteen; 
he was James’s first and only therapist, excluding the one while in treatment. 
  The double-wide trailer is located on a desolate lot. Dirt, gravel and large builders act as 
natural decor, while the overturned trash bins, soda cans, and cigarette butts represent the 
artificial. The nearest neighbor is nowhere in sight. 
  Dogs greet Tyler first. At least they’re friendly; Tyler’s been bit a couple of times while 
part of community health. James walks out the front door, yelling at the dogs to settle down and 
give Tyler some room. 
  “Thought our appointment was tomorrow?” he says. 
  “Did I come early?” Tyler looks at his watch, smiles. 
  James’s grandmother follows him out the door. “Weren’t you just here?” she says. 
  “Friday . . . . and I’ll be back again in a couple of days. Might want to mark that on your 
calendar, James.” 
  “What calendar?” 
  “The one we’re going to develop today to keep track of all your appointments”  
  “Oh.” 
  “You mean, ‘that’s a great idea Tyler.’” 
  “That’s a great idea. Thanks Tyler.” 
  “Can we sit over here today?” Tyler asks. He doesn’t want to go inside. Grandma is a 
chain smoker; Tyler is an ex-smoker. They take a seat on old, half-rusted and white patio 
furniture. “How we doing today? Four days clear of treatment.”  
  “I’m good, little restless at times. But it’s good to be home, sleeping in my bed.” 
  “Did you hit any meetings over the weekend?” 
  “Yes sir. One each day. Picked up a new sponsor, too. One closer to me.” 
  “That’s great, James. Any thoughts of using since you’ve been home?” 
  “Not really. Haven’t much since I got out of the hospital. I just look at my arm if I do.” 
James and Tyler look at James’ left forearm. The arm has a large section missing, a chunk, 



almost the entire muscle removed due to an infection caused by shooting heroin. The remaining 
skin, healing, is a fresh flesh toned pink and purple ‒ rawish and hard to look at, even for Tyler 
who has seen worse. Seeing the actual infection is worse. 
  “I think you said the same thing about your thigh.” James also has a piece of his thigh 
missing, same cause. 
  “I did but the problem was I had to wear pants. Couldn’t always see it. This, what?” He 
points to his arm. “Am going to wear full sleeves all the time.” 
  “You’ve done that, too.” 
  “Legit.” He looks at his arm. “I talked to my dad. You know, while I was in treatment. 
The therapist there thought it would be a good idea.” 
  “How did it go?” 
  “Good, I guess. He wants me to come see him. Guess he can’t afford to come here.” 
  “Is he clean?” 
  ”Says so. But who knows. All I know is I’m clean.” 
  Tyler smiles. “The shit on your stick is coming off.” 
   “What?” 
  “The shit stick, remember? The one handed to you when you were born.” 
  James laughs. “How can I forget? Yea, it’s getting cleaner. ” 
  “Alright, so before I go, let’s review your relapse prevention plan and out together that 
calendar.” 
 
  Tyler stops at the CVS before getting back on the highway. He gets two texts while 
standing in line to buy his tea and Kind Bar. He’s motioning to pry the phone from his pocket 
when he’s asked by the woman behind him about his armband.  
  “I’m glad you asked. It’s to bring awareness to the opiate crisis. ” 
  “Really?” She shifts her basket from one hand to the other. 
  “Want one?” 
  ”Yes. Thanks.” The young woman is in her early twenties, brown hair, brown eyes, tatted 
up-sleeve, sock, thigh. The tattoo on her forearm reads: 3/4/12; accept the things we cannot 
change. This makes Tyler smile. He’s also smiling because she’s exactly the kind of woman he’s 
attracted to: edgy, dark, probably a little off, damaged ‒ but clean and sober.” 
  “I have extras. Follow me to my car.” 
  “So, are you like a case manager or something?” she asks. 
  “Sort of. Mostly I’m a counselor but I do some case management. Which arm?” she 
chooses the arm with the fewest tattoos. “I’m with Positive Change Agency, been there a while.” 
  “So, you help people try and get clean?” Tyler feels an old but familiar feeling in his gut 
as he maneuvers the armband around her arm, pulling it snug against her bicep. He fastens it 
with a safety pin. 
  “Yeah, that’s part of it. I like to talk about the root cause of addiction.” 
  “You mean like childhood trauma?” 
  “Yes, exactly.” Tyler feels the crunch of community behavioral health time biting down 
on him. He wants to talk some more with her, but doesn’t want to be late to his next 
appointment. “Sounds like you know a thing or two.” 
  “You can say I’m well versed in trauma . . . . and addiction.” 
  “And recovery?” he says, looking at her arm. 
  “I actually need to get a line drawn through that one and then put my current date 



underneath.” She states with confidence: “I just picked up my nine-month chip yesterday.” 
  “Congrats. Way to go.” 
  “Thanks. I’m Liz.” 
  “I’m Tyler.”  
  “Was it your idea for the armband?” 
  “It was.” 
  “Just have a thing for armbands?” 
  “Have a drawer full of them.” 
 
  “God, grant me the serenity to accept. . . .” Saying the Serenity Prayer eases the feeling in 
his gut. Liz told him that she’s lost eight friends to heroin. She needs to stay straight for her 
daughter; that’s her motivation. She told him once she had a daughter her perspective changed. 
“It was hard as fuck. But I had to stop. I couldn’t imagine losing my girl. I realized my mom 
probably had the same thought. So I stopped. My relapse was stupid. I thought I could smoke pot 
at a Lumineers concert. And I did. And I realized after I exhaled that it wasn’t for me anymore. I 
don’t want to miss out on this world ‒ whatever it has to offer. I missed out on most of my 
twenties  ‒ like a lost decade.” A lost decade, Tyler has heard that a lot from his clients the past 
several years. But a lost decade is a decade survived. 
 
  The bowl of spaghetti rests on his lap as he carefully maneuvers his food from the bowl 
to his mouth. He’s running late to his next appointment. He doesn’t like being late, he doesn’t 
like eating in his car while driving, but it was worth it, he thinks. After eating he gets a chance to 
check his phone. The two latest texts read: “?” and “Call me. Please. I am really struggling.” 
  He calls: “What’s going on?” 
  “I feel like using. My head won’t stop spinning.” 
  “What’s your relapse prevention plan say?” 
  “Call someone.  I’m calling my someone.” 
  “What else?” 
  “Go for a walk. Go to a meeting. Call my sponsor. Listen to music. Blah. Blah. Blah.” 
She snaps, “I’ve tried all that. It’s not working. ” 
  “Are you going to be OK until I get home? I have to go. I’m running late.” 
   “I don’t know. Maybe. I guess,” Her tone is uncertain, shaky. “It’s just not working.” 
  “I’ll touch base with you later. Hang in there. You can do this.” 
 
  Tyler takes a few deep breaths as he pulls up the drive of his next appointment. He 
normally doesn’t park on the driveway of a client’s home, but because there is plenty of room, 
and the house so large and spread out, he does. 
  Allison greets him at the door with an enthusiastic hello. 
  “How are things?” he asks. 
  “Things are going well. Great actually. My classes are going well. So is practice. College 
is different this time around.” She leads him to their usual conversation spot in the great room. 
Tyler takes a seat in an extremely soft, white leather sofa chair. 
  “How so?” 
  “For starters I’m thinking about the topic rather than worrying if anyone knows I’m 
loaded or dope sick. Dope sick was the worst. Having to run to the bathroom to . . . “ She blushes 
a little. “But it’s fun this time.” 



  “And the gymnastics?” 
  “Hard. But I love it. I am getting better every day. Stronger. I don’t know if I’ll get back 
to where I was pre-dope mode but I owe it to myself to try.” 
  “You might come back stronger. I see it happen all the time. People who’ve been put 
through it, survived adversity, tend to come out stronger. Post-traumatic growth, I think I’ve 
mentioned it before. Aren’t you discovering strengths you didn’t know you had?” 
  “I guess,” she is silent for a moment, obviously thinking about it. “I probably have more 
empathy . . . and certainly humility. I didn’t think it was possible that people like me ‒ well off, 
white, LDS, got addicted to heroin. And my father is a state rep. ‘This does not happen in our 
family.’ That’s what he said.” 
  “ I remember.” 
  “But blowing out my knee, I can almost say, is the best thing that has ever happened to 
me. Almost because . . . “ She pauses again. 
  Tyler is comfortable with silent pauses. Early in his career he wasn’t.  He now knows that 
emotion, thought and process occur in silence. 
  She resumes: “Because there are few things I could have lived without doing. You know, 
to get drugs.” 
  Tyler takes a few centering breaths in his car before starting it. This was an intense 
session, he thinks. Allison has been opening up more and more about what happened during her 
use. Today was the first time she disclosed that she prostituted herself to get drugs. Tears build 
as he pulls away. 
 
  “So when we’re born, we get handed this stick,” Tyler says to Andrew. Tyler holds a 
pencil up and points to it. “This stick is programmed with all kinds of stuff; for example, the 
color of our eyes, whether or not we go bald,” he makes a motion with the pencil to the top of his 
head, “have diabetes or heart disease. It’s coded in our genes, our DNA. This stick also contains 
addiction, alcoholism, abuse, trauma, anxiety. This coding is passed down to us from our own 
family history: great-grandparents to our grandparents’ parents to us to our kids. So if we had an 
alcoholic grandfather its more likely our father would be an alcoholic. I need both hands to count 
all the alcoholics and addicts in my family. So all this information is placed on the stick.” He 
moves the pencil up to his nose, smells it, makes a sour face. “And this stick has a smell. It 
smells . . . like, like shit. It’s a shit stick,” he says excitedly with a twinge of disgust. 
  Andrew laughs.  
  Tyler tosses the pencil at him. “Here, it’s yours. You didn’t ask for this shit stick but it’s 
yours.” 
  “I don’t want it.” 
  “Of course you don’t. And you didn’t deserve it. No one ever deserves it. But it’s yours.” 
  “So what do I do with it?” 
  “Well, I am glad you asked.” Tyler explains . . . 
 
  Tyler checks his phone for messages before heading to his next appointment. Nothing. 
“How are you doing?” he types, then presses send. He checks his phone few times while in route. 
Nothing, no response. 
  Tyler’s final appointment is with Riley. Gradation day. Tyler has worked with Riley for 
three years, starting when she was fourteen. Her parents brought her and her twin brother, Nate, 
into the clinic to address their developing drug problems. Both parents were clean and sober, 



about two years, but exposed the twins to a lot of the ugliness as an addicted couple: fights, 
strangers, neglect. The twins picked up where the parents left off: pot, pills, heroin. 
  Riley greets him at the door with a side hug. 
  “How are you doing?” 
  “Good. But sad this is our last session. But now we can be friends on Face Book. I am 
gonna hit you up once you leave here.” 
  “Well, in theory, I’m not supposed to accept your friendship request . . . in theory.” He 
winks, then adds, “just don’t judge me by my profile pic.” 
  “Too late for that.” 
  “Creepy troll,” he laughs. “I have something for you.” He hands her an armband. “I am 
trying to bring attention to the cause.” 
  “What cause is that?” 
  “The opiate epidemic” 
  Riley sticks out her arm, he maneuvers the armband around her bicep, fastens it in place. 
“Your arm looks good, the scars are fading nicely,” he says. 
  “It’s good to have veins again . . . and muscle.” 
  “Amongst other things?” 
  “Right. You know, I was one of those abscesses I used to get in my arm ‒ infected, ugly, 
contagious. I felt worthless. I wanted to die but didn’t want to die. I know you know what I 
mean.” 
  “I do.” 
  “And I have something for you,” she reaches into her back pocket and pulls out a pencil. 
“This pencil. This pencil isn’t as shitty. Thank you.” 
  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he smiles. 
  “So, when I was born I was handed this stick, Nate got one too.” There’s a crack in her 
voice. “And it had all this shit over it; for example, my father’s alcoholism, my mom’s anxiety ‒
my grandparents’ whatever . . .stress, abuse. The shit piled on for years. I dealt with it, my 
brother and I dealt with it the best we could by using. Drugs were always there for me . . . I 
thought they were my best friend until I lost my best friend. When I lost Nate nothing made 
sense. Shooting dope? No fucking way. That’s what killed him. It should’ve killed me. Somehow 
I recognized the insanity. Somehow you got through to me.” She’s crying but seems happy, 
grateful. Tyler’s crying because he’s grateful ‒ not everyone makes it. 
  “I’m so proud of you,” he says. They hug, a full hug rather than the typical side hug. 
 
  In the car he takes a moment to appreciate the moment he just had with Riley. He 
connects to his breath (slow, steady), his emotions (sad, proud, happy, and then worried) and 
how he feels physically (tired, a little stress). “I got this,” he says to himself. He checks his 
phone. 
  “Nevermind” reads a lone text. Puzzled he calls her. The call goes straight to voice mail. 
“I’ll be home soon. Just need to run by the office to bust out some notes. See you soon. Hope 
you’re OK.” 
  He’s met in the breakroom with a cacophony of calls from the clinicians. 
  “I got lots of requests for armbands today.” 
  “People loved them.” 
  “You should sell them to pay off your student loans.” 
  “You’re a rock star.” 



  “How was it with Riley?” 
  His phone vibrates. “I can’t do this anymore.” 
  “Excuse me. I have to go. Something’s come up at home. 
 
  She’s lying in bed, needle in her arm, one of his ties tied around her arm, an armband 
around her other arm. She’s unconscious, brown throw-up like foam has come out of her mouth 
and onto her chin. She’s a bluish color. No breath. 
  “Oh, fuck.” 
  Tyler walks to the nightstand next to the bed, opens the drawer, pulls out the clear plastic 
bag with the Narcan. He feels the ache in his gut again, a familiar craving, as he draws the 
medication into the plunger. 
  “I can’t do this anymore. It’s too hard. I’m tired.”  
  In the ambulance, she gradually stirs and awakens ‒ returning to this world. Tears are 
flowing as Tyler sits on the seat with his head in his hands, staring at the floorboard. The medic 
says she’ll be OK. 
  “She’ll be OK.” Tyler repeats. “Good. She’ll be OK.” He rocks back and forth in his seat. 
“She’ll be Ok. Good. I’ll be OK. I’ll be OK. Fuck.” He rocks some more: “I’ll be OK?” 



Honor System 
- Lois Greene Stone 
 
  "I promise." "I swear to you it'll never happen again." "I give you my word." "Honestly. 
Believe me." 
  Sure, I trust. Why not? 
  I teach English Composition at a private college. With a certain excitement and intensity, 
I read my student's essays, hoping to find the person behind the pen. But as each semester 
progresses, plagiarism appears. Not only is my intelligence insulted as one assumes I won't 
detect a polished piece of prose from an otherwise-average writer, but I feel a sadness that a 
student has resorted to buying a paper from a peer. Writers have a style like fingerprints and, 
after several assignments, I can match a pupil's work with his/her name even if it's missing from 
the upper left hand corner. 
  Why is learning less important than a higher Grade Point Average? When we're 
threatened or ailing, we make conditional promises. "If you let me pass math, I will...". "Lord, if 
you get me over this virus before the big homecoming game, I'll...". Once the situation is behind 
us, so are the promises. Human nature? Perhaps, but we do use that cliché to get us out of 
uncomfortable bargains. Divine interference during distress is asked; gratitude is unpaid. After 
all, few fulfill the contract, so why should anyone be the exception. Why not? 
  I once took a student before the Dean. He had turned in an essay with vocabulary and 
sentence structure of a PhD thesis. Until that time both out-of-class and in-class works were 
borderline passing. I questioned the person regarding his essay, and he swore it was his own 
work, and he'd really put hours into this assignment. I gave him the identical assignment and told 
him to write it in class, that I'd understand that this copy would not have the time and attention 
an out-of-class paper is given. He had already a finished piece so he understood what was asked. 
He sat one hour, then turned in part of a page of unskilled writing and faulty logic. I confronted 
him with both essays. "I promise...I'm not lying. I swear to you that I wrote the essay. I'm just 
nervous today." 
  The head of the English department agreed with my findings, and the meeting with the 
Dean had the boy's parents present. After an hour of conversation, presentation of eight prior 
essays, his grade point average which indicated he was already on academic probation, the Dean 
agreed the student had plagiarized. His parents protested, “He's only a child,” and we instructors 
are wiser and should be compassionate. College people are not really children and most times 
would resent being labelled as such...except in this uncomfortable circumstance. 
  There's a moral interdependence between parents and children. These did not feel any 
consequences should result from cheating or lying, and rules that govern human conduct should 
not apply to their offspring. How fickle this family was! Rules of conduct were for others; then 
they excused their son's behavior with being a “child'” Didn't they expect better of him when he, 
indeed, was a small boy? Cheating is okay; getting caught is bad. 
  The problem was that my parents had taught me about truth/honesty, and I followed their 
instructions. So, it seems, I caused this man/child embarrassment and suffering since I spent 
energy and hours assembling a portfolio which proved, beyond doubt, plagiarism. 
  Each school year, teachers see amulets on desks during exams while eyes flirt with 
someone else's answers. "Give me another chance" is granted, occasionally honored, often re-
uttered after a subsequent offense. No person is obligated to promise anything. Think about it. 
Each new semester juniors and seniors take my three hour course on writing. Collectively, I trust 



them. But there's always one undergrad who slips behind a desk and plays a game called 
cheating. 
 
Previously published: ©1988 The Christian Science Monitor  



Your Fingers 
- Randy Minnich 
 
Like a ball of garter snakes, 
they twist and squirm, 
anxious on your lap. 
 
Stiff and brittle as dead twigs, 
but fierce in your despair 
they grip my arm. 
 
Although the words you need 
slip through your ragged neuron net, 
your fingers are still eloquent. 



Paradise 
- Andy Stallings 
 
I want nothing of the past  
but its vanishing. What  
predetermines the paragraph, 
not specificity but closure.  
The frail, incomplete  
body/mind, at ease in 
conflicting desires. Even  
the patriarch suffers  
the patriarchy, though  
that’s neither the point,  
nor why to care to  
erase it. A double  
indicative, everything thus  
condemned. The structure  
of the western white  
imagination yields prisons,  
ghettos, holding yards, labor  
camps. A difficult bird  
dying down through the ages,  
but not yet dead. In the end,  
it led me beyond the end,  
through irony, through guilt,  
through compassion. It led  
me to you. 





 

No Honor In This Venture2 
- TJ Neathery 
 
.   PROGRAMME FOR THE EVENING 

 
PART I 

ITEM 1. Introduction to Key Information 
ITEM 2.  Forward Looking Statements 
ITEM 3.  Challenges Facing the Industry and the “Company” 
ITEM 4.  Comparison of Industry Peers  
ITEM 5.  Internal Evaluation of Assets 
 

PART II.  

ITEM 6. Independent Evaluation of Assets 
ITEM 7. Controls and Procedures 
ITEM 8.  Acquisition of Extraordinary Item 
ITEM 9. Analysis of Historical Market Trends 
ITEM 10. The Offer and Listing 
 
PART III.  

ITEM 11 A.  Dinner – Chicken Parmesan and Salad 
ITEM 11 B. Corporate Presentation 
ITEM 11 C. Traditional Proceeding 
ITEM 12. Reevaluation of Market Position 
 
INTRODUCTION TO KEY INFORMATION 
  Every year, across the United States, hundreds of young women undergo Initial Public 
Offerings. At the most impressive offerings, such as the New York City International, expenses 
often reach astronomical sums: $23,000 for a “ring-side” table or $13,000 for a white, beaded, 
Giambattista Valli evening gown. Almost needless to say, these events carry lasting social and 
economic influence. The IPO assesses, through a straightforward process of bidding and 
valuations, the total value of a girl’s assets. In this manner she is thus integrated into the major 
indices of upper class society (NYSE, FTSE 100, NYX, etc.). The appraisal is based upon long-
established fundamentals: appearance, etiquette, tact, intelligence, and character.1 
  This year, Pamela Barr (MOM) hopes to successfully introduce her daughter, Lily (GRL) 
at the Oscar Mayer Wiener Company (KHC) Youthful Ladies’ IPO. Pamela has high hopes for 
Lily’s valuation. Lily is a kind and thoughtful girl who will pay substantial dividends in the long 
run. A satisfactory price, however, might take a little marketing finagling. Pamela fears potential 
investors won’t see past Lily’s poor posture and reserved personality. IPOs unfortunately weight 
presentation materials and surface fundamentals quite heavily.2 But Pamela remains dedicated to 
her personal slogan: “Pinch a penny today – hold a dollar tomorrow.”3 
___________________________ 
 
1 Though few people actually know the difference between etiquette and tact. 
2 Lily suffers from a difficult case of scoliosis. Pamela prefers to avoid this in conversation, 
hoping instead that people simply fail to notice the slouch. 



 

3 The saying was coined by Pamela’s mother, but over time she adopted it as her own. 
 
 FORWARD LOOKING STATEMENTS 
  What does Pamela hope to profit from the event? This is difficult to say. Perhaps a 
handsome son-in-law. Perhaps a gainful internship or business contact that could protect Lily 
from a major economic downturn.4 Non-tangible results might include increased affinity toward 
her daughter and a confirmation of her proficiency as mother. 
  Because hopes like these are often opaque and multifaceted when unexpressed, it is 
necessary that mothers articulate their expectations to their daughters through forward-looking 
statements. And vice versa. Words such as but not limited to, “believe,” “expect,” “anticipate,” 
“estimate,” “intend,” “plan,” “targets,” “projects,” “likely,” “would,” “could,” and similar 
expressions or phrases may identify forward-looking statements. All forward-looking statements 
involve risks and uncertainties. Actual results may differ materially from expected results. 
  Important factors that could cause actual results to differ materially from those discussed 
in the forward-looking statements include: 
  • Bad attitudes 
  • Spilled smoothies 
  • Frizzy Hair 
  • Socially inept dates or otherwise poorly mannered5 
  • Uncontrollable spells of vomiting or other digestive failures 
  • Misplaced Bibles - as in the case of Pamela and Lily 
_______________________________ 
 
4 Richard (not present), Pamela’s migraine-ridden husband has been hemorrhaging family 
money from the punctured artery that is his company, Vacuumania. 
5 Like Lily’s date, 16-year-old Brian Calhoun, who self-identifies as a “State Debate Team 
Semi-finalist with a penchant for a well-mixed Arnold Palmer.” 
 
CHALLENGES FACING THE INDUSTRY AND THE “COMPANY” 
  Pamela angles her body away from the obnoxious woman in the gold Christian Siriano. 
Lily’s text message reads: 911!!! Bible not in bag. U hav it? :( 
  Pamela has neither the Bible nor the time to run home and fetch one. The ceremony starts 
in an hour, and if Lily does not have a Bible to read from, then her Character metric will surely 
plummet to everyone’s embarrassment.6 Pamela slides the phone back into her bag. 
  “There’s just so much you can do with artichokes if you know a few tricks,” says the 
woman. She is on her fourth glass of Pinot Noir and has effectively cornered Pamela between the 
prosciutto hors d’oeuvres and a potted palm frond. 
________________________________ 
  
6 Strangely, the event is organized by a few traditionally-minded, secular humanists. 
According to rumor, the founders impulsively decided that a reading from the Bible was “a 
nice thing young girls should probably do.” Even IPOs in more traditional states such as 
Georgia or Texas do not require a scripture reading of their debutantes. 
 
COMPARISON OF INDUSTRY PEERS 
  Then the woman in gold leans in, saying, “OK, honestly, I won’t tell. What’s your 



 

daughter’s price target? I’ve got my Jillian pegged at $17.52 a share. 100,000 initial shares.” 
  Pamela nods. “Oh, that’s very nice.” 
  What she wants to say is, “Shut up, I’ve got an emergency on my hands!” She would also 
like to stab an hors d’oeuvres toothpick in the lady’s eyeball. But that wouldn’t be polite. Pamela 
considers stoic endurance a virtue. 
  The woman continues. “My oldest daughter, Brenna, got merged last summer at a nice 
little cottage on Martha’s Vineyard. Want to know how she got hitched? I’ll tell you. We got her 
some of these” – the woman hefts a pair of invisible breasts – “and we did the same for my girl 
who’s in the show tonight. That’s the real secret to a good appraisal. It’s not a Stanford 
scholarship. It’s boobs.” 
  To think of ever subjecting Lily to that kind of procedure, Pamela thinks. The scalpels 
and anesthetics. A bit demeaning. And to do it to her little girl. 
  Then the woman extends a hand for a long overdue introduction. “Amy Baker from 
Baker Hughes Industries (BHI). You can find us in the Energy Sector, specifically Oil & Gas 
Related Equipment and Services.” 
  Pamela puts two and two together. Baker – Barr – Alphabetical order. 
  “Amy Baker…” Pamela pauses. “Can I ask you a favor? I was wondering if my daughter 
could borrow your daughter’s Bible for the deb scripture reading. They’ll be next to each other – 
Baker, Barr. She can just pass it down the row when she’s done.” 
  Mrs. Baker’s eyes widen. My God, my God, no. My God, no one is allowed to handle 
that Bible. My daughter shouldn’t even have it, honestly. It’s priceless. One of the few surviving 
from the Massachusetts Bay Colony. No, no.” 
  And with that, Amy Baker blusters away into the crowd. Pamela scoffs. She reevaluates 
Amy Baker’s sociability indicator and downgrades her to SELL. 
 
INTERNAL EVALUATION OF ASSETS 
  Although she chose not to disclose her projections for her Lily’s stock price, Pamela 
possesses an extensive balance sheet on Lily – both assets and liabilities. It pegs her overall 
market value at $9.87 per share, assuming an original issue of 100,000 shares. Sadly, Lily likely 
won’t fetch $17.53 a share like Amy’s daughter, but Pamela has learned to be content with 
$9.87. 
 
Lily’s Asset Highlights: 
  • Trust fund valued at $500,000. 
  • St. Benedict’s Academy for the Academically and Spiritually Gifted – $130,000 in total 
tuition. 
  • Attending NYU next year, approximately $200,000 for the entire degree, which the 
family plans to depreciate over the next 30 years. 
  • Violin lessons at $5,000.  
  • Braces at $4,000.  
  • Goodwill makes up the difference. Lily is a nice girl.7 
 
  Still, deep down she wishes Lily could crack the $1 million mark. She often explains to 
Lily that it is possible to work up to this benchmark. Lily either refuses to take this advice to 
heart or she is incapable. Pamela does not know. Either way, sometimes it seems like Lily is 
living on an entirely different planet.  



 

____________________________ 
 
7 Once, a bird trapped itself inside the Barr family’s chimney. In its panic, the bird injured 
itself and collapsed into the fireplace. Pamela wanted it gone, citing disease and possible 
erratic pecking. But Lily was determined to help. So she filled an eyedropper with milk, 
stuck a rubber-gloved hand past the grating, and fed the little bird until it died and was 
removed by an animal-handling professional. 
 
INDEPENDENT EVALUATION OF ASSETS 
  Pamela bursts into the debutante dressing room. It reminds her of a ballet studio. Vanities 
and standing mirrors run along both walls of the narrow space. A dozen perching girls chitchat 
under the pungent haze of hairspray. Pamela spies Lily near the end; but also finds a large, 
middle-aged, Eastern European man with his hands over Lily’s back and stomach. He moves his 
right hand over her sternum and presses while Lily adjusts the hairpins situated near the Victory 
roll above her forehead. Her wrists come dangerously close to the sculpted hairdo.8  
  “Don’t touch those,” Pamela shouts. 
  Lily and the man turn. Lily slips out from under his hands. The man in his suit is more 
attractive than his back would suggest. 
  “I’m sorry,” Pamela says, “I thought she was going to mess up her hair.” 
  “Are you the legal guardian?” the man asks. 
  “Yes. Pamela Barr. And you are?” 
  The man flashes a gold signet ring. “I am Prince Vladimir Ozbolt.9 From Yugoslavia. 
Arts and Entertainment. Modeling. Privately traded. This girl is pretty but has very bad posture. 
Very bad.” He places two fingers right below her collarbone and presses to straighten Lily’s 
back. 
  When he releases, Lily brings her shoulders inward. Pamela raises an eyebrow that says, 
“Can’t you even try?” But oh, that bad back. Sometimes it’s the only thing Pamela can see. 
When Lily sits down to eat, she inclines toward the fork. At golf lessons, it’s “Stop leaning into 
your swing.” Three more degrees. That’s all it would take for the doctor to recommend surgery. 
And no brace, not yet. Imagine prancing through a quadrille in what might as well be an iron 
lung. 
  “You’re right,” Pamela says. “It is bad. Please, feel free to advise my daughter. We could 
use some results-oriented direction around here. Please, keep working.” 
____________________________ 
 
8 A hairdo valued over $500. 
9 This is Prince Ozbolt’s fourteenth year attending the Oscar Mayer Wiener Company IPO. He 
has no children. However, he is the only member of any royal family who agrees to attend 
the event. Without him, the owners cannot legally make reference to “International 
Royalty” on the brochure. 
 
CONTROLS AND PROCEDURES 
  As Ozbolt prods and aligns, Pamela gets straight to the point. “So you lost the Bible?” 
  Lily shrugs. “I think I left it at home.” 
  “Of course you did. You know we had the GAAP checklist to account for things like 
this.” 



 

  “Maybe I could read it off my phone?” 
  Ozbolt runs his thumbs up Lily’s lumbar muscles. She winces. 
  “Don’t be stupid,” Pamela says, “I’ll procure an extra Bible someplace. What passage are 
you reading again?” 
  “I had it bookmarked.” 
  Pamela has to catch herself on the vanity. “You had it picked out in April! We attended 
the orientation meeting!” 
  “I don’t remember. We didn’t have to memorize it. I was just going to read.” 
  Her head now rests on Ozbolt’s forearm. He has her in a strange, head-locked embrace. 
He leans into her, stabbing his elbow underneath her shoulder blade. Something pops. Lily 
pushes against him. Her eyes moisten with tears, which she struggles to keep from falling, from 
streaking her mascara.10  
  “You must retrain the body to hold itself,” Prince Ozbolt says. “The muscle portfolio is 
imbalanced.” 
  “Thank you Mr. Osbolt, I completely agree,” Pamela says. “A little effort wouldn’t kill 
you, Lily. Without effort, your back is just going to get worse.” 
  “What exercises do you do?” he asks Lily.  Lily, unsure, says, “Mom, you’ve never said 
I had to do exercises, right?”11 
  Ozbolt gives Pamela a tsk, tsk of the tongue. He makes no effort to be pleasant. He has 
seen this dysfunction many times. 
  Pamela collects herself. “Alright, forget all this. Lily, why don’t you read 1 Corinthians 
13?” 
  “What’s that?” 
  “The love section. Love is this and love is that.”  
  “Is it famous?” 
  “Yes, it’s what people read at traditional mergers.” 
  “That one’s probably taken. There’s a sign-up sheet.” 
  “Why did I not know about this? Who administers the sign-up sheet?” 
  “Mr. Radcliffe.” 
  “Great,” and Pamela, relieved to escape the condescending eye of Prince Ozbolt, turns on 
her heel to find this Mr. Radcliffe. 
_____________________________________ 
 
10 Pamela could tell Ozbolt about Lily’s scoliosis, that this is a chronic condition. But she will 
not admit that her daughter is defective, especially in front of royalty. 
11 Pamela considers all the things Lily has done: attend Cotillion, brush and floss after every 
meal, nail treatment every two weeks, put 12% of her allowance into savings, eat at least 
one piece of fruit every day (Lily prefers Granny Smith apples), etc. And yet despite all 
these things, Pamela has forgotten back exercises. To Ozbolt, she is simply a bad mother 
who has forgotten back exercises. 
 
ACQUISITION OF EXTRAORDINARY ITEM 
  Mr. Radcliffe is one of the original founders of the Oscar Mayer Wiener Company 
(KHC) Youthful Ladies IPO. He has little eyes set behind wire rimmed glasses, and his arms are 
long and pole-like. He clasps a plastic clipboard against his chest right under a laminated 
nametag that reads Bible Verse Broker. 



 

  Pamela tells him she needs a verse and a Bible. He tells her that much of the good stuff 
has been bought up already. Did she not send in the form? And to her chagrin, he lists off a few 
of the unavailable passages, 1 Corinthians 13 being one of them. She asks for a Bible so she can 
cross reference verses with the verses already taken, but he can’t do that, he explains, because he 
has a very specific job, which is Bible verse broker, not Bible broker. He manages the verse 
index. Bible acquisition is more of a self-directed service.  
  Pamela wants to scream. But then the man interjects, saying that they are at a hotel, and 
that she might be able to find a Gideon Bible somewhere in a vacant room.12 
  Pamela gains access to a hotel room and does, indeed, find a Gideon Bible. She picks it 
up from the nightstand and runs a hand across the pearly, red cover. Like a fancy HR manual, 
she thinks – the Ten Commandments and all that. She thinks she might crack open the cover and 
read for a minute. But she doesn’t. She is afraid she will hear, in her mother’s voice, something 
to the effect of “Have I not commanded you? Be strong and courageous.” Something simple, 
striving, and condemning. Pamela knows enough about Pamela without reading the full report. 
Pamela who never graduated college, who let the summer call center job extend into the fall and 
then winter, indefinitely.13 Pamela who accepted Richard’s proposal only because she couldn’t 
shake the image of old Janice, the office janitor, hunched over a metal trash barrel smoking, 
nearly freezing, coughing up a lung. And it was Pamela who just last year had to wait until Lily 
left for school before furtively cutting out grocery store coupons over her glass Horchow dining 
table.14 The same Pamela who had never thought to have Lily perform back exercises. 
  She lays down on the edge of the bed. She closes her eyes. She does not sleep but she 
rests.  
____________________________ 
 
12 In spring 2015, Gideon’s International distributed their 2 billionth copy of the Bible. At 
one dollar each, this equals $2 billion in losses. This business model is not recommended.  
13 The job hardly paid above minimum wage, but she was good at it, unlike academics. But 
over time, minimum wage crushed her spirits more than any bad grade could.  
14 A hollow metallic ring had echoed through the empty house when she placed the scissors 
on the glass tabletop.    
 
ANALYSIS OF HISTORICAL MARKET TRENDS 
  In 1986, Pamela Barr completed her own IPO in Raleigh, North Carolina. At that time, 
the debutante scene experienced a boom. Tradition and etiquette roared back into the national 
consciousness in a democratized way. Who would have predicted that Pamela’s mother, a diner 
waitress from Bluefield, West Virginia, would have the opportunity to present her daughter as a 
gentle-lady? 
  Pamela’s mother handwrote every announcement on fine cardstock. Coming home after 
her shift at the local pioneer museum, she would sit at her writing desk, turn on the lamp, and 
produce these exquisite works of penmanship.15 An hour would pass, and still her mother’s hand 
continued to glide over the paper, relishing every stroke that comprised the phrase, “Lady of 
High Society.” 
  The ceremony itself was held on June 27th. It was summertime in North Carolina, which 
meant sunny and humid. The heat sunk into the Raleigh Country Club ballroom during the day, 
and when evening came, thirty minutes before the debs arrived, the central cooling unit failed. 
But the show went on. Beads of sweat rolled down Pamela’s back as she shook the Governor and 



 

First Lady’s hands. Her white dress yellowed by small degrees. The entire social hour became a 
strategic dance to maneuver beneath the radii of a few electric fans. 
  But when the time came for the guests to sit for the formal announcements, Pamela’s 
mother did not bat an eye. As Pamela waited in the stuffy stage wings, crammed in with all the 
other girls, she waited for her mother to move, to lift a finger wiping away an errant drop of 
sweat. But she never did. Her poise was astounding. Back so straight. Chin raised just high 
enough. And though her mother’s gown fell completely to the floor, it was still possible to notice 
her calves whenever they came up against the blue satin – waitress calves – earned through long, 
lonely nights serving drunken truckers and pitiful meth heads craving eggs-over-easy. Her 
mother was a symbol of competence, a woman who knew how to carry herself. Hers was the 
severe language of investment, hard work, and self-determination. 
__________________________________ 
 
15 After Pamela’s mother remarried to Pamela’s father, she was able to quit waitressing. She 
worked at the museum because it was interesting, it kept her mind sharp, and she enjoyed 
the work. 
 
THE OFFER AND LISTING 
  Pamela returns to the dressing room and drops the Bible onto the vanity. Prince Ozbolt 
stands behind Lily, hands on his hips, shaking his head. Then he hands Pamela a business card. 
  “I do sessions for small performance fee. You call,” he says before excusing himself. 
  Then Lily says, “I wish I wasn’t like this.” 
  Instinctively, Pamela steps toward her daughter. But she does not embrace her. She does 
not want to placate the girl. However, now too close, she fills the space with words. 
  “I know honey, and we’re going to make the best of it, and I’m sorry that this...16 Where 
are your gloves?” The gloves lie carelessly on the floor. She picks them up. Wrinkled gloves are 
unacceptable. 
  “You are who you choose to be,” Pamela snaps. “If you foster poor fundamentals, then 
that will necessarily reflect in reduced share-holder confidence. The IPO system has its flaws but 
it has been proven to work. Time and time again it has been proven. Don’t throw a fit and ruin 
this for yourself.”17 
  Lily smoothes her gloves on the countertop. Her hair is still up. Skin clear. Makeup fine. 
The afternoon might still be saved. Pamela even manages a smile. “Well, as I say, ‘Pinch a 
penny today-’” 
  “ – And hold a dollar tomorrow, yeah, I know.” 
  Pamela pulls out the Bible and opens it to Proverbs.  Tracing along with her finger she 
reads, “For the Lord gives wisdom; from his mouth come knowledge and understanding; he 
stores up sound wisdom for the upright” – She pauses for emphasis – “he is a shield to those who 
walk in integrity.” 
  Lily takes the Bible. “I’m sorry,” she says. 
  The debutante coordinator announces that the ceremony will begin in fifteen minutes. 
____________________________________ 
 
16 What would she apologize for? That idiopathic scoliosis can manifest on account of 
genetic defect? That Pamela might be the source of this disease (though she’s never 
experienced symptoms herself)? Should Pamela claim responsibility? She already has. Here 



 

and now, she is trying to offset any disadvantages she might have bestowed upon her 
daughter. If a mother can pass down a disease like scoliosis to her child, then she can also 
repay the child with the benefits reaped from social events such as the Oscar Meyer Wiener 
Youthful Ladies IPO. 
17 Pamela finds this familiar language comforting, like a consultant with a trusted business 
model. Simple principles of cause and effect. This is how the world operates. 
 
DINNER 
  Dinner, as stated in the programme, consists of Chicken Parmesan and Italian Salad. The 
chicken is cold. A dossier listing each debutante’s personal portfolio is placed at each seat. 
Guests are encouraged to look through them to get a better sense of each debutante’s assets.   
. Above each plate are cards and pens. These are to be used during the final bidding event. 
  Lily and Brian walk in, arm in arm, for the opening procession. They are a handsome 
couple. They make one turn around the ballroom floor and find their seats. Pamela, Lily, and 
Brian share the table with an older couple, the Jenkins, from Atlantic City. Their granddaughter 
sits with them. The girl eats like a rabbit, exposing long, upper teeth when she chews. Prince 
Ozbolt sits at an adjacent table. Though it could be coincidence, he glances at Pamela whenever 
Lily makes a slip of etiquette. 
 
CORPORATE PRESENTATION 
  Lily and Brian then complete the couples’ dance. Brian leads Lily around the dance floor 
in a figure eight pattern with few, if any, flourishes. Walking might be a better term than 
dancing, though it’s hard to tell because Pamela’s view is restricted by the overly zealous 
centerpiece of roses, orchids, and cat O’ nines. 
  When Lily glides out of view, Pamela stares down at the red Bible beneath the chair. She 
taps her foot. Despite the skimpy portions, she simply can’t eat.18 Investors are so fickle and 
unpredictable. There will be no rest until the closing bell rings and Lily has been accurately 
valued. 
_____________________________ 
 
18 Though this is nothing compared to the stories her mother used to tell about the farm. 
Pamela visited the place once. Only once. Among the musty odor of rotten chicken coops, 
her mother showed where a cousin had once beaten her with the fire poker. Imagination 
then ran its course, and the old farm became the backdrop to many of Pamela’s nightmares.  
 
TRADITIONAL PROCEEDING 
  For the traditional proceeding, each girl ascends the stage and introduces herself with a 
potpourri of unique tidbits and collegiate aspirations. Afterward, they line up for the annual 
scripture reading. This is the final event before bidding when the audience will submit their price 
cards, which will indicate a figure corresponding to each girl’s underlying asset value. The first 
girl steps up to the microphone and reads: “Who can find a virtuous and capable wife? She is 
more precious than rubies. Her husband can trust her, And she will greatly enrich his life.” 
  The Jenkins murmur their approval. Pamela sneaks a look at others’ cards. $12.37. 
$13.08. Seems a little high. She has heard this verse a hundred times before. Plus, the Anders girl 
wants to attend a middling state university. Pamela breathes in and breathes out. Oh well. The 
attendant comes around to collect the cards. 



 

  Amy Baker’s daughter is next. She is more put together than Pamela expected. Straight, 
brown hair. No obvious rouge streaked across the cheekbones. But the dress, well, Pamela thinks 
it’s a bit gaudy. The girl has to take care not to step on the ten-foot dress train. And even if 
Pamela were seated in the furthest corner of the room, she’d still notice how tightly the fabric 
stretches across the girl’s doctored bust. 
  The Baker girl reads from Colossians 3:14-15: “Above all clothe yourselves with love, 
which binds us all together in perfect harmony. And let the peace that comes with Christ rule in 
your hearts.” 
  The response is cordial. Pamela admits it’s a clever selection, bringing the focus back to 
fashion and the dress and the implants. She soon realizes just how clever it was. She hears 
mutterings of, “You think $18.23?” and “No, $18.45,” and “How about $19.02?” The Baker girl 
has far exceeded expectations. And this is what Lily must follow. 
  Lily approaches the microphone. Her back is not upright. The Bible, that red clunky 
thing, looks like a brick against Lily’s white dress. Not attractive. Lily adjusts the microphone, 
and in doing so, she lets the Bible dangle from her left hand, holding it by the corner like a 
boomerang. This is sloppy and thoughtless, Pamela thinks. 
  And then, to her horror, she sees Lily’s fingers twitch, and the cloth marker slips from the 
pages, and it hangs limply from the spine. Was this intentional? Lily opens the book. She turns a 
page or two. She looks for the bookmark. She closes the book and opens it again at random. She 
must read, so she reads. 
  “A reading from…” she checks the reference, “Judges. Judges 4.” 
  Pamela places a hand to her mouth. 
  “But when Sisera fell asleep from exhaustion, Jael quietly crept up to him with a hammer 
and tent peg in her hand. Then she drove the tent peg through his temple and into the ground, and 
so he died.” 
  Mrs. Jenkins whispers, “How ghastly!” 
  Mr. Jenkins says, “Disgusting.” 
  And yet, Lily does not stutter. She is cool and collected. She reads with a certain power to 
her voice as though she planned this all along. To spite her poor mother. 
  “When Barak came looking for Sisera, Jael went out to meet him. She said, ‘Come, and I 
will show you the man you are looking for.’ So he followed her into the tent and found Sisera 
lying there dead, with the tent peg through his temple.” 
  Lily meets her mother’s gaze with pursed lips that seem to ask, “Why have I never heard 
this story before?” 
  Pamela looks away. She has to. Oh, she must. But there to greet her is Prince Ozbolt, who 
is not watching Lily at all but is watching her with the detached interest of someone regarding a 
crossword puzzle half complete. Tsk tsk. The room holds its collective breath. And yet many 
people seem strangely at ease. Fathers raise their eyes to the stage lights and chuckle at a half 
forgotten joke about Catholics in a bar. Mothers remember open-topped convertibles: wild hair 
and free laughter through the wind. Daughters peek into their own Bibles to check if Lily’s story 
truly exists. But Pamela sinks into her chair thinking, “I didn’t know. I didn’t know this would 
crumble so easily. I promise you, I didn’t know.” 
 
REEVALUAITON OF MARKET POSITION 
  And the moment passes. The unrelenting momentum of duty and expectation shakes the 
audience from its silence. There are prices to be set. So the asking begins. 



 

  Mr. Ozbolt grunts and says, “Four dollars and fifty-six cents.” 
  “Fair enough after this fiasco,” comes a response. 
  Pamela’s eyes fill with tears. She glances at the Jenkins’ cards. $6.47. $6.01. So low! She 
can’t believe how casually they place the valuations into the basket. Her throat constricts. 
  Pamela sees Lily through the tears. It’s as though Lily has grown three times her size. 
And Lily regards the audience with a bewildered, distant look, which suggest she is considering 
tent pegs and what they mean. And Pamela understands that Lily did not plan any of this. Lily is 
a good girl. The lights refract through Pamela’s tears, assaulting her vision with diamonds and 
glitz. She dabs her eyes with the napkin once again, and when she looks up, Lily has 
disappeared; she has returned to her place in line. 
  Pamela’s hand reaches for a blank card and pen. She’s not allowed to submit a valuation 
for her own child, she knows this, but she wants to write something. Something good, channeling 
the pride her mother felt handwriting those precious announcements. She hopes to give the card 
to Lily in the parking lot after the programme’s conclusion, whatever the outcome. 
  And here comes the memory of Lily raking leaves across the sloping front lawn; Pamela 
telling her to stop, the lawn crew would take care of that. Here is Lily, five-years-old, throwing 
her mama a “surprise” birthday party, which really means Lily will watch as Pamela calls all her 
friends inviting them to a “secret” get together.19 There is Lily with her eyedropper, marching 
toward the contaminated fireplace, heart full of tenderness and goodwill. And yet, in the end, the 
animal man still had to remove that small, lifeless, sooty bird anyway. What use are good 
intentions without good results? That, Pamela thinks, is the million-dollar question. 
  By the time Pamela collects her thoughts, the next girl has begun to read. Her voice is 
faint and frail compared to Lily’s. She reads something about sparrows.20 Pamela does not hear 
the first part. She looks down at the card, the card meant for Lily. She has written something. She 
reads what she has written: $10.31. It is accurate. All things considered, it is what this unknown 
girl deserves. 
_______________________________ 
 
19 Which turned out to be the best birthday she’d ever had. 
20 Six years later, Pamela will stop into the garden store for a new hose nozzle. In the home décor 
section, she will see the complete verse printed on an over-priced length of driftwood. It will 
read, “You are worth more than many sparrows,” and Pamela will pause for a moment, breathe 
deeply, and realize for the first time how very pleasing is the smell of potting soil and ceramics 
warmed by the sun. 

 
1 Though few people actually know the difference between etiquette and tact. 
2 Lily suffers from a difficult case of scoliosis. Pamela prefers to avoid this in conversation, hoping instead that 
people simply fail to notice the slouch. 
3 The saying was coined by Pamela’s mother, but over time she adopted it as her own. 
4 Richard (not present), Pamela’s migraine-ridden husband has been hemorrhaging family money from the 
punctured artery that is his company, Vacuumania. 
5 Like Lily’s date, 16-year-old Brian Calhoun, who self-identifies as a “State Debate Team Semi-finalist with a 
penchant for a well-mixed Arnold Palmer.” 
6 Strangely, the event is organized by a few traditionally-minded, secular humanists. According to rumor, the 
founders impulsively decided that a reading from the Bible was “a nice thing young girls should probably do.” 
Even IPOs in more traditional states like Georgia or Texas do not require a scripture reading of their 
debutantes. 
7 Once, a bird trapped itself inside the Barr family’s chimney. In its panic, the bird injured itself and collapsed 
into the fireplace. Pamela wanted it gone, citing disease and possible erratic pecking. But Lily was determined 



 

 
to help. So she filled an eyedropper with milk, stuck a rubber-gloved hand past the grating, and fed the little 
bird until it died and was removed by an animal-handling professional. 
8 A hairdo valued over $500. 
9 This is Prince Ozbolt’s fourteenth year attending the Oscar Mayer Wiener Company IPO. He has no children. 
However, he is the only member of any royal family who agrees to attend the event. Without him, the owners 
cannot legally make reference to “International Royalty” on the brochure. 
10 Pamela could tell Ozbolt about Lily’s scoliosis, that this is a chronic condition. But she will not admit that 
her daughter is defective, especially in front of royalty. 
11 Pamela considers all the things Lily has done: attend Cotillion, brush and floss after every meal, nail 
treatment every two weeks, put 12% of her allowance into savings, eat at least one piece of fruit every day 
(Lily prefers Granny Smith apples), etc. And yet despite all these things, Pamela has forgotten back exercises. 
To Ozbolt, she is simply a bad mother who has forgotten back exercises. 
12 In spring 2015, Gideon’s International distributed their 2 billionth copy of the Bible. At one dollar each, this 
equals $2 billion in losses. This business model is not recommended.  
13 The job hardly paid above minimum wage, but she was good at it, unlike academics. But over time, 
minimum wage crushed her spirits more than any bad grade could.  
14 A hollow metallic ring had echoed through the empty house when she placed the scissors on the glass 
tabletop.    
15 After Pamela’s mother remarried to Pamela’s father, she was able to quit waitressing. She worked at the 
museum because it was interesting, it kept her mind sharp, and she enjoyed the work. 
16 What would she apologize for? That idiopathic scoliosis can manifest on account of genetic defect? That 
Pamela might be the source of this disease (though she’s never experienced symptoms herself)? Should 
Pamela claim responsibility? She already has. Here and now, she is trying to offset any disadvantages she 
might have bestowed upon her daughter. If a mother can pass down a disease like scoliosis to her child, then 
she can also repay the child with the benefits reaped from social events such as the Oscar Meyer Wiener 
Youthful Ladies IPO. 
17 Pamela finds this familiar language comforting, like a consultant with a trusted business model. Simple 
principles of cause and effect. This is how the world operates. 
18 Though this is nothing compared to the stories her mother used to tell about the farm. Pamela visited the 
place once. Only once. Among the musty odor of rotten chicken coops, her mother showed where a cousin had 
once beaten her with the fire poker. Imagination then ran its course, and the old farm became the backdrop to 
many of Pamela’s nightmares.  
19 Which turned out to be the best birthday she’d ever had. 
20 Six years later, Pamela will stop into the garden store for a new hose nozzle. In the home décor section, she will 
see the complete verse printed on an over-priced length of driftwood. It will read, “You are worth more than many 
sparrows,” and Pamela will pause for a moment, breathe deeply, and realize for the first time how very pleasing is 
the smell of potting soil and ceramics warmed by the sun. 



Harlow at the Dump 
- Andrew Miller 
 
  I had just chucked my rubbish into a dumpster when I spotted an older, white-haired man 
wrestling a walker out of his gray Volvo station wagon. I’ve never seen anybody at the dump 
using a walker, or crutches, either. I thought maybe he had just recovered from a serious accident 
and was about to toss his walker into the trash. 
  His wife probably asked, “Where are you going, dear?” 
  And he would have snarled back, “I’m takin’ this damn thing to the dump.” 
  When the man turned, I realized that he was Harlow Fenwick, who sometime sits near me 
at the weekly Men’s Breakfast. Slightly stooped, thick glasses, large hearing aids stuffed in each 
ear, he wore a bright red flannel shirt and clean khakis. Harlow has suffered from arthritis for 
years and is far beyond the need for a cane. 
  When the walker was planted on the ground, he dropped a shopping bag stuffed with 
empty cans into the handlebar basket. Shoulders hunched, bent at the waist, he jerked toward a 
long maroon dumpster perched atop a wooden platform. He couldn’t lift his feet; they scraped 
along behind the walker. 
  “Harlow,” I called out, “let me help you.” 
  He recognized me as a breakfast buddy, and we shook hands. After some hesitation, he 
allowed me to dispose of the cans, then a bundle of newspapers. 
  I noticed a pile of scrap wood in the Volvo. “I’ll take that for you.” I said. 
  He shook his head. “You go on, I’m used to doing this myself.” 
  I waved goodbye and drove to the Take it or Leave it, and dropped off three old puzzles, 
a broken lamp, and a bag of mismatched golf clubs. A few minutes later, I saw the Volvo by the 
burn pile. Harlow had just set the walker next to the rear hatch and was filling the basket with 
wood scraps. When it was full, he trudged toward the pile. 
  Harlow’s wife must fret when he goes to the dump. Not only does he have to drive there 
safely, he must navigate to the various disposal stations by himself. It was obvious that he didn’t 
arrive expecting help from others. A friend told me later that whether its minor chores around the 
house, trips to store, or visits to the dump, he always refuses help. I don’t think he’s just stubborn 
or obstinate ‒ he’s persistent, tenacious. 
  Harlow’s behavior, his determination to do it by himself, is an important adaptive feature 
of Homo sapiens, honed by millions of years of evolution. But it’s a mistake to assume that 
going it alone exclusively characterized our ancestors. The 2009 issue of the Proceedings of the 
National Academy of Sciences carried a series of articles that described many instances of 
prehistoric hominin compassion. In one, Pleistocene hunter-gatherers cared for a child with a 
severe brain deformity. Despite the child’s condition, it was not abandoned at birth but survived 
for five years. In a series of modern experiments, Frans de Waal, a Dutch Primatologist and 
Ethologist, demonstrated that the roots of our empathic behavior run deep. His found that 
capuchin monkeys, elephants, and chimpanzees, could cooperate, be compassionate, and had a 
sense of fairness. He concluded that these traits were not given just to humans by God. We 
inherited them from our vertebrate ancestors; they are in our DNA. 
  I watched Harlow hobble back to the Volvo, handlebar basket empty. He stowed the 
walker, then using the car body for support, slid toward the front door. He didn’t wave when he 
zoomed past. 
  Whether they struggled alone or in groups, our ancestors succeeded because they had 



resolve. And they cared. Our species is not without hope. I’ll tell Harlow that at the next Men’s 
Breakfast. 
  I wonder if he’ll be interested. 



Just Before Dawn 
- Richard Luftig 
 
the old man sits 
in the stern 
of his rowboat 
now so weighted 
down with gear 
and oars and what’s 
left of no sleep 
that it points up 
as if angled, reaching 
for the crescent moon. 
 
There is not much 
left to say, left to do  
but continue to cast 
saddened glances 
at the hard and angled 
shore now choked 
with rushes, downed 
limbs, a sodden, hollow 
 
log, hoping that regret, 
all jumbled together 
like snags in his line, 
could yield to the tip 
of his bobbin,  
the tug of his hook  
so that whatever 
remains and pulls  
so hard at his heart  
might just for these  
few moments be 
reeled in for the night. 
 





Too Late to Save the F-word 
- Rita Stevens 
 
  An overheard conversation on a Sunday morning: Older Man A said to Older Man B: 
“He used the F-word. I just had to tell him I considered the word unacceptable.” 
  My husband Jack and I, winding up a long weekend, sat in the hotel’s breakfast room, the 
two men at a table near us. The unacceptable word, I found out, had been uttered on the golf 
course the previous afternoon. The pro had put together a foursome of single players, one of 
whom was Older Man A. Unfortunately, another of the four was the F-word offender. 
  Jack and I lingered over warmish coffee as A and B continued to remark about the young 
man who had been “out of line,” as B diagnosed it. And the situation became even worse: Older 
Man A described how he overheard others using similar language later in the day. 
  Wives A and B arrived from their rooms for breakfast. Older Man B spoke with his wife 
at once. “Young people drinking beer were outside around here last night, using the F-word,” he 
informed her. I saw her nod and look serious as she sat down.  
  The four went on to other topics, but my mind lingered on the F-word. In an abstract way, 
I’ve long been a fan of the word, although probably never, even in late Medieval times, was it 
considered a polite term. (For what it’s worth, I’m also a fan of the despised “ain’t,” but that’s 
another issue.). 
  My appreciation of the F-word lies in its being a punchy old Germanic verb with 
interesting features. For one, the universally popular action it names has given it emotional 
weight and some erotic usefulness. And, as an interjection, in the way it was once used ‒ rarely, 
and under extreme circumstances ‒ it delivered as intended. It’s a short word compared with the 
Latin derivatives “fornicate” and “copulate,” and both of them are intransitive verbs, unlike the 
sturdy F-word. 
  “Just try to think of a synonym that takes a direct object,” I said to Jack on the drive 
home. “There is none.” 
  “Screw?” Jack suggested. 
  “Well, yes, but that’s a late-comer euphemism with the wrong consonant sounds, a third 
rate word when you take it out of the tool box.” 
  Jack had to agree. 
  We both remembered an F-word incident from many years ago involving a relative on 
Jack’s side of the family. It was under circumstances that all of us have experienced at one time 
or another – the “no good deed shall go unpunished” scenario. 
  We had tried to intervene for the benefit of a worthy cause, but were opposed by the 
relative ‒ let’s call him “Clyde.” Because of Clyde, we had no success in our intervention and 
subsequent events led to the kind of many-tentacled horror we had predicted. However, before 
Jack and I shrugged and gave up, Clyde sent us a letter. 
  “Dear, Jack,” the letter began. It proceeded mildly. Then it elevated into cold sarcasm, 
became slightly heated, and, in its last sentence, it fired the F-word, followed by “you and your 
wife.” 
  Jack and I remembered how shocked we were. But I thought at the time ‒ and still think ‒ 
that it was an especially good use of the F-word in its attack mode. 
  As far back as 1951, J.D. Salinger’s fictional Holden Caulfield was driven to distraction 
by a proliferation of the F-word written on walls. Holden was a sensitive soul but very young. 
Personally, I’ve never been able to figure out if, at heart, he most objected to the triteness of the 



signs, or to their random belligerence, or if he had internalized a generational revulsion for the 
word. I’m pretty sure Salinger didn’t intend his protagonist to come across as protective of its 
purity. 
  Seems a shame that dramatists have sprinkled around the F-word, willy-nilly, in recent 
decades, because, like the rubber belt on a vacuum cleaner, it weakens with too many uses. I 
remember when any of the impolite Anglo-Saxon four-letter words uttered onstage would be 
met, reliably, with nervous giggles. Those words were a sure-fire way of assuring people that the 
production exemplified originality and that its audience was intellectually sophisticated. 
  Actually, to a faint degree, that remains true of the F-word onstage. But if you look 
around at your fellow audience-members, you will still see the straight mouths and disapproving 
faces of the sensitives in the crowd. Their impromptu reviews will emphasize the play’s “bad 
language.”  
  I agree with the sensitives much of the time, but for my own reasons. Sometimes scripts 
deliberately throw in so many F-words that, after a while, the audience hardly notices them. The 
movie Pulp Fiction employs that technique 265 times. The most, I thought, but, unfortunately, no 
‒ only the most for movies I have actually seen. Goodfellas reaches 300, and The Wolf of Wall 
Street makes it to 569. Unacceptable, as Older Man A declared recently. 
  Losing a golf ball or hooking into the rough may call for a tension-relieving snarl of some 
kind, but using the F-word seems like overkill. Deplorably, it seems to have become a common 
substitute for “Shit!” Or even “Rats!” or “Nuts!” or “Darn!” 
  I hate to see the F-word thrown about thoughtlessly. Overuse undermines its utility. So 
I’m doing what I can, but I fear it’s too late. 
  Unlike vacuum cleaner belts, there’s no replacement. 



Whirligig Beetles 
- David Gross 
 
"Nickel bugs," 
the old man called them, 
telling us that's what he'd 
pay for each specimen we 
caught, fairly certain we'd 
give up after an hour or so 
of splashing stinging palms 
and just missing them, 
thrashing pools into muddy 
clouds to pick a single, dizzy 
bead from its zig-zagging 
course over waters' tense 
surface, diving when we got 
too close. A lesson on the 
futility of desire every time 
a sneaky sycamore leaf 
swirled down out of sunlight 
and captured one in shadow. 



Camera Obscura: Image of Houses 
Across the Street in Our Living Room 
- Joan Bauer 
 
after a photograph by Abelardo Morrell, 1988 
 
Imagine this room. 
A child’s dark rocking chair, 
empty & unmoving. 
 
Blanched walls transfused with light. 
But from the ceiling, house & pine tree 
suspended. 
   A photographer’s trick 
or has the world up-turned itself, 
a Dali-like circus, 
in which anything can happen? 
 
Who once played here, rocking 
back & forth ‒ was she once a girl 
with braids flying in the wind? 
 
Will that chair grow smaller day by day, 
until it's a mere museum piece, 
a relic from an abandoned past? 
 
I remember my own room, 
my feet on its hardwood floor. 
Sometimes I'd try to gauge its sturdiness 
with curling toes. 
   As though one could 
squirrel away the certainties. 
 
And who will come to dust 
the silver-edged photos 
when I am gone?  
 
Previously published in Lens Cap (Silver Eye Center for Photography, Pittsburgh, PA) and the 
journal, Spillway published by Tebot Bach in Huntington Beach, CA) 









A Facebook Rant 
- Henrietta Aiello 
 
  I changed my Facebook photo on one of my profiles. I have two (don’t ask!). One profile 
has a photo of me kayaking and the other ‒ the one I changed ‒ was an outdated picture of me 
wearing glasses. I don’t wear glasses full-time anymore, not since my double cataract surgery 
back in 2014. Now, when I wear glasses, it’s only for reading, which come to think of it, is a lot 
of the time. Anyway, I changed the with-glasses-photo for one I took of myself using the camera 
on my desktop computer. Yes. A selfie. 
  There’s so many things wrong with the events described above. First, I haven’t been on a 
kayak in several years. Who am I kidding? Second, a selfie? When did I become a stereotype of 
the 21st century tech-enraptured person, who just follows the trend to delight oneself with his or 
her own blurred image taken from a smart phone or personal computer? I own a fine camera, 
which I never use. I have two sons who would readily take a decent photo of me, if asked, and 
two grandsons who would probably fight over the opportunity to snap a picture of Nana, if they 
could use my camera, my IPad, or my phone. Instead, I amused myself by snapping photo after 
photo of my face, reviewed each, laughed at every one of them, and eventually, chose the least 
hilarious. If you happen to go to my Facebook page, you might not agree the selected photo is 
the best of the lot, but trust me ‒ the others were worse! 
  So, now my new Facebook profile picture is uploaded and on display. This profile is the 
one I set up while serving in my last church as a full-time pastor. Frankly, I can’t figure out how 
to eliminate the page, so I make the best of a bad situation and live with it. Since nothing is 
sacred on Facebook, as soon as the picture was featured as my “profile photo,” an unexpected 
announcement was sent out to all my “friends.” Hmmm…. Suddenly, my in-box was filled with 
emoji’s picturing high-fives, thumbs in salute, smiley faces, as well as texted messages, all by 
people I hadn’t heard from in three years. Being the kind of person I am, I wondered if those 
dear folks needed to get a life. Perhaps, I’m the one who needs to get a life. Rest assured, if I do 
‒ that is, get a life ‒ I’m not going to mention it on Facebook for fear of the avalanche of 
potential emoji’s filling up my unwanted profile page. 
  As a rapidly aging baby-boomer (a sociological category which seems more ludicrous 
with each passing year), I could not have imagined a world in which, for some, maybe far too 
many of us, our communication with our “friends” is largely, if not solely, accomplished via 
email, text, Facebook, Twitter, Snap Chat, or a multitude of other social media outlets. For 
those of us with grandchildren, there is a visual/mental disconnect between what we see as we 
watch these young people whom we love, thumbing their way through a conversation on a 
smart phone while sitting beside the very person or persons they are communicating with. Our 
eyes see it, but our brains can’t comprehend what we’re witnessing. Just turn around and talk 
to each other! It’s what we want to say, but it seems safer, if you still want to be cool in the 
eyes of your grandkids (we can dream, can’t we?), to shut our mouths and silently shake our 
heads as unobtrusively as possible. 
  Well, enough of that! I started this ramble with my dismay over the flood of unexpected 
responses to my act of changing my Facebook profile photo, and as is typical in this age of 
online interaction, one thing leads to another. In these days of social engagement, where it isn’t 
necessary to step out one’s door to connect with someone else, it has become almost 
impossible to stay focused on, just seconds before, the purpose of our effort. We start in one 
place and, via a link here, a link there, we end up at quite another. 



  So, here is my solemn vow. I promise not to write anything on my Facebook page 
which could set up another stream of well-intentioned responses. Hear me now! I will not put 
anything online via Facebook which would warrant an email alert to all those connected to my 
page indicating my “status is changed.” In my world, a status change means I just got married, 
bought a house and moved, or my doctor has declared me mentally incompetent and in need of 
a conservator to handle my health and financial decisions. None of these are in my immediate 
future…I hope! 
  That being said, the truth is, I’ve no idea what triggers a status change. Perhaps I 
should take a class on the Ins and Outs of social media. No doubt such a class would, of its 
own volition, find its way to my Facebook page and declare, “Ricki Aiello has updated her 
status.” Well, maybe I have.👍🏻 



Draft 3 of a dirty little ditty 
- Martha Phillips 
 
How can I write an astonishing poem 
Without expressing an embarrassing moan 
My guess it will be a flop or a fluke 
If I pull this one out of the usual chute. 
 
I like nasty and plain 
Please don’t me disdain 
With a setup like this 
Surely I’m worth a juicy wet kiss. 
 
Ooo let me roll up my sleeves 
And quit farting around 
I must eek (sic) out the words 
With some sense and good sound. 
 
The meter must tweeter 
And I can’t let it peter 
Lest Akimbo and Askance 
Soften my rants. 
 
A brief aside about this poem’s grotty tone 
You see, I borrowed a book on light verse 
Poems rhyming and quite silly 
In fact, downright frilly with the 
Exception of Dorothy who Parkers her 
Ditties to the left of quite chilly. 
 
In truth I cannot or shall not go on 
With this dervishy digression 
I must spend my time in search 
Of another profession. 
 
Anonymous/currently deceased (Feb. 1943-March 26, 2018) 
 









 

 

Nothing Works - Episode 569.32 
- Joe Glaser 
 
On the bus. 
 
That perfect recorded voice 
announces the next stop 
‒ but it isn't. 
 
The progress-sign is blank 
so I stare out the window 
at dim street signs whizzing by 
‒ but eyes hurt and I feel dizzy. 
 
Nothing left but to stumble forward 
and nicely ask the bus driver 
"What's the next stop?" 
 
She doesn't know. 





Recovery Room 
- Art Nahill 
 
Like an Indian scout 
in a Saturday Western 
 
I track 
a wounded animal 
across a field 
 
crouching low 
touching a shock 
of blood 
on the crusted snow 
 
rubbing it  
between my thumb 
and index finger 
 
to judge its warmth 
the time since it passed 
 
or maybe I just imagine 
I’m tracking  
a wounded animal 
 
or maybe the spatters 
of blood are mine 
the wounded animal 
 
me. Either way 
 
I track them 
until cold 
and spooked 
 
by where 
they lead  
 
those woods  
that failing light 
 
and turn again 
for home 





Shopping Malls are Dead - Long Live Shopping Malls 
- Bruce Harris 
 
  Back in the day, hanging out at the mall was the thing to do. It still is! Suburban shopping 
malls have been in the news lately but not for good reasons. In 2017, a USA Today headline 
read, “Are Shopping Malls an Endangered Species?” The title of a 2017 CNN report screamed, 
“Malls are Doomed: 25% will be gone in 5 Years.” The articles detail a myriad of woes for the 
health of shopping malls, first and foremost is the digital age. 
  Yet the beneficial aspects of malls, both physical and mental, are often overlooked. And, 
like the moon, the malls belong to everyone, and the best things there are free (well, maybe not 
the food courts). 
  How can malls help you physically? They are excellent locations in which to walk. 
Doctors recommend walking at least 30 - 60 minutes a day, 4 - 6 days a week. Indoor malls are 
temperature controlled, barrier-free, and their smooth floors usually shine like diamonds. Multi-
level shopping malls also provide those with enough strength and stamina to walk up a flight or 
two for extra exercise. Mall walking can be done at any pace and is rarely boring. Keep up with 
the latest fashions and styles. One can window shop and people watch while burning calories. 
After all we are all social animals. 
  The physical health benefits of walking are obvious, but what about a mall’s beneficial 
mental component? In the Sherlock Holmes story, “The Adventure of the Red-Headed League,” 
the great detective stands at a street corner and observes: 
  “I should like just to remember the order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine to have 
an exact knowledge of London. There is Mortimer’s, the tobacconist, the little newspaper shop, 
the Coburg branch of the City and Suburban Bank, the Vegetarian Restaurant, and McFarlane’s 
carriage-building depot.” 
  Why not channel your inner amateur sleuth during walking exercise and make it a hobby 
to have an exact knowledge of the store locations in the mall? Begin with three or four, and then 
expand to five or six stores. Continue until you’ve memorized every store on one side or wing of 
the mall. At night, try to recall the order of the shops. Write them down. Go ahead and exercise 
that grey matter. Use any means at your disposal, including but not limited to the “mind palace.” 
  Benedict Cumberbatch, who plays Holmes in BBC/Masterpiece’s Sherlock, uses a 
mnemonic device first used in ancient Greece ‒ the mind palace. When the inevitable happens, 
and a store gets shuttered and all signage is removed, which unfortunately occurs all too 
frequently these days, try to remember the name of the now empty and unidentifiable storefront. 
I’ve done this little exercise myself, but admittedly have had to cheat on more than one occasion. 
When memory fails, I seek out the UPS driver and ask, “What store used to be in that spot?” 
He’s never let me down! 
  Many malls are reinventing themselves, creating open-air areas, and adding 
nontraditional mall stores such as gymnasiums and offices in unrented spaces. Whether you 
make it a morning, afternoon, or evening routine, try it. Many malls are open seven days a week 
and the malls are accessible early mornings, prior to when the retail stores open for business. 
Daily, weekly, or monthly walks help physically and mentally. So, put on those walking shoes 
and a deerstalker and get out there! 



Snapshot On A Beach 
- Marty Marcus 
 
Too important, somehow, 
this hundredth part of a second, 
stopped by some indifferent holidayer, 
jostled in the viewfinder by his laughing eye. 
How unfair to describe life without art, 
in halfhearted poses smaller than moments, 
preserved in gloss: the shadowy man ‒ an uncle? ‒ 
looking off; the children pouting, licking sun 
softened cones, swimsuits loose on bony hips, 
one of them, I take it, me, at five or six. 
 
In the next moment the shadowy man turns into 
full sun, revealing himself to be a beach attendant; 
the children fall upon each other in a 
free-for-all, one expelling to the ground his cud 
of custard; mothers run on sand-rashed ankles 
to sort the rowdy tangle of brats, boxing ears 
and losing their shoulder straps as some family men 
peer down over their shoulders. 
 
But what of this was captured by the camera? 
Which length of lens sees beyond  
the moments lives that are seas, 
rising, crashing continuously 
through and against each other, throwing off, at times, 
genius rays and vanishing tableaux, 
and great sun-spangled frescoes of foam?  
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