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On Saturday morning, weather alerts scrolled along the 
bottom of the TV screen: seek shelter, stay away from windows, 
swells, flash floods. Eddie found it hard to enjoy the college football 
previews with all the hullabaloo. He tried to ignore the warnings 
and concentrate on watching the highlights from Syracuse’s 38-
21 thrashing of Florida back in ’91. Reveling in the moment of 
that glorious game which harkened back to a time when his alma 
mater fielded a respectable team, Eddie slouched further into his 
worn leather recliner.  

He held up his “Retired: Let’s Get this Party Started!” 
coffee mug to block out the annoying weather messages, but there 
was no denying it: Northeast Florida was going to get walloped. 
He wondered if the tropical storm was an omen of Syracuse’s 
football fate. 

His wife, Iris, hurried through the kitchen and disappeared 
down the hall that led to the house’s three bedrooms. Petey, their 
spirited beagle, followed at her heels.   

Her bustling added to Eddie’s foul mood. He scowled and 
felt a tightness in his lower back. They’d lived in Florida for 
fifteen years and had survived a half-dozen storms, but this one 
seemed to make Iris more nervous than usual. For days, his wife 
had made lists of the things they would need if the power went 
out: bottled water, canned goods, and propane tanks for the camp 
stove. She’d stocked the pantry closet with granola bars, cereal, 
and jars of pickles. In every room of the house, she’d set           
out flashlights with new batteries. Her planning even extended to 
the neighborhood. She’d arranged the contact list with a well-

organized phone tree of who would call whom.  
Now, she was running around, checking and re-checking 

her preparations. She reappeared, turned around quickly as if she 
forgot something, and nearly tripped over the dog. “Go lay down, 
Petey,” she scolded. “I got you plenty of extra food. There’s no 
need to worry.”  

Eddie sipped at his coffee and wished he had a warm 
donut. During the next commercial break, he glanced out the 
sliding glass doors. Though it was mid-morning, the sky was still 
black; it felt like an extension of the night, as if day had never 
really come at all. If it wasn’t for the football games and his 
watch, it would be difficult to tell what time it truly was.  

Just outside the sliding doors and attached to the back of 
the house was a large wooden pergola. Hanging from the open-
rafter structure were several of Iris’ plants, and they swung in the 
gusting winds like iron church bells.  

Iris had forgotten the plants.  
While commercials for auto insurance and pizza played, 

Eddie watched the large pots and considered his choices. He could 
go outside and take the plants down, just as they’d done before 
other storms. Or he could leave them. What was the worst that 
could happen? They could break loose and come crashing into the 
glass. Eddie took another sip. Yes, that would be bad, he decided.  

 Kickoff was about to begin. Eddie said a prayer that 
Syracuse would at least make it a close game against the top-
ranked Gators.  
 Iris was back in the kitchen, talking on the phone. He 
hadn’t heard it ring. “We shouldn’t tie up the line, Anne,” Iris 
said. She stood in front of the kitchen window that faced the 
Jennings’ place next door. “In a few hours, the storm will be over, 
and we’ll chat then.”  

Anne Jennings had been a widow for a year. Her husband, 
Frank, Eddie’s best friend, died of a heart attack, and his death 
had changed all of them. Eddie had grown more withdrawn and 
irritable, and Anne was now frightened of everything. Iris was the 
only one who hadn’t changed, at least not as Eddie could tell.  

“We’re fine, Anne,” Iris assured. “Yes, we have supplies. 



Food, water, batteries. You don’t have to worry about us. Yes, 
everything is buttoned up, too. I’ve told you all of this. The car is 
in the garage, the patio furniture is put away, and…”  

Iris appeared in the space between Eddie and the 
television.  

“Oh, no. My plants!”  
Eddie stood, and the two of them walked to the patio 

doors. Iris held the phone against her chest. Eddie could hear 
Anne’s muffled voice calling: “Iris? Iris? Iris?” 

Outside, beyond the swinging plants, rain splattered the 
brick pavers that extended out from the pergola and surrounded 
the pool. The pool’s blue cover rippled in the wind like a detached 
flap of skin.  

“I think they’ll be fine,” Eddie said. “The pergola isn’t 
going anywhere.” 

As Iris explained that she was worried about the plants, 
not the pergola, Eddie remembered building the cedar structure 
with Frank Jennings fifteen years ago. Lily was ten. She and the 
Jennings girls spent that weekend running back and forth 
between the two swimming pools, sunning themselves, blasting 
pop music from a boom box, and sipping Shirley Temples.  

Eddie smiled at the memory. The two families had gotten 
along so well that over time, they merged into one large group. 
They shared rides to soccer practices and play rehearsals. They 
ate dinner together at least twice a week. Besides the pergola, 
Frank helped lay new tile in the kitchen and showed Eddie how to 
build jewelry boxes for Iris and Lily. In return, Eddie filed the 
Jennings’ tax returns and tutored Frank’s oldest when she was 
failing calculus. And when Frank collapsed during a morning 
walk last fall, Eddie was there to hold his best friend’s head in his 
lap while he passed on.  

Dawn had been beautiful that day: bright orange poinsettia 
blossoms had decorated the sidewalks, and Muscovy ducks 
waddled along the pond’s edge, content beneath their red cowls. 
Just before Frank crumpled, Eddie had been thinking that maybe 
he could, after all this time, finally accept Florida as home.  
 “…before the storm gets any worse,” Iris was saying.  

Petey nudged into the space between Eddie and Iris. Then a 
series of lightning flashes startled the dog. He scampered away 
and hopped onto Eddie’s chair. 

A few moments later, Eddie was in the garage, pulling on 
his blue and orange poncho. Then the little dog was beside him. 
“Feeling braver, huh?” Eddie sat on a step and checked his shoe 
laces. “Don’t want to break another hip.”  

The fluorescent lights flickered. He was upset about 
missing the game, but figured the power would go out eventually 
and he’d have to settle for listening to the scores on their battery-
powered radio. Plus, he had to at least try to save Iris’ plants. If he 
didn’t, she would do it herself, and he would have no chance of 
enjoying the game at all.  

He lifted the aluminum ladder from its hooks, took a deep 
breath, and turned the knob on the back door. The wind pushed 
back hard. When he fought the door open, Petey darted past him, 
yapping. The beagle led the way up the side of the house, past a 
row of pineapple bushes that Iris had planted beneath the kitchen 
window. Surrounding them were several other exotic tropical 
plants, none of which Eddie liked. To him, all plants in Florida 
looked like aliens, about to strike out with bright, fleshy tongues. 
And in the rising winds of the storm, the plants jumped and 
gyrated, making them even uglier.  

Eddie pined for an apple. Or some cider. Or pie. That’s 
what autumn should be about—not tropical storms. He couldn’t 
remember the last time Iris made an apple pie.  

As he trudged past the kitchen window, he heard a loud 
knock. He peeked up beneath the poncho’s hood. A gust blew the 
hood back. Rain splattered his glasses. Inside, Iris cupped her 
hands beside her mouth and shouted, “Don't let Petey out! And 
please be careful!”  
 Eddie grunted.  
 When he reached the back of the house, Petey was waiting 
for him in the space between the pool and the pergola. A palm 
branch tumbled into the yard. The dog waddled over to it and 
barked. Eddie opened the ladder, which was cold with rain. His 
body shivered. “Warm apple cider sounds good,” he said out loud. 



“And some of those fresh-baked cinnamon rolls from the cider 
mill.” He looked over at the dog, who was now lapping at the rain 
as it fell.  

In three steps, Eddie was inside a forest of hanging plants. 
Despite the swirling winds, the smell of rich, dank soil hung in 
the air. Eddie shook off the poncho’s hood. It wasn’t keeping him 
very dry anyway. But the movement made him dizzy, and he 
grasped the top of the ladder until the feeling passed. He felt silly 
and imagined his head rooted in one of the pots. 

One of the plants knocked against his face, its prickly 
leaves scratching his ear. He grasped the pergola’s rafters. A 
wood sliver slid into his fingertip. He cursed and wished he had 
stained the structure that summer like he had for the last fifteen 
years. 

Eddie looked down to see that Petey was under the ladder 
now, curled into a tight ball. “Don’t you know that’s bad luck?” 
he said, struggling to raise his voice over the roar of the storm.  

One by one, he lifted the plants off their hooks and carried 
them back up the side of the house and into the garage. Each trip 
he made, Petey followed close behind, but the dog wouldn’t come 
inside.  

Once, he returned to the pergola to find the ladder on the 
ground, rattling in the wind. The storm seemed angry now, not 
just a nuisance, and Eddie got the sense that he was a fool to 
taunt it. It could pick up any number of things and hurl them his 
way, knocking him unconscious. He considered leaving the rest  
of the plants. But he was the meticulous type and didn’t like 
leaving a job unfinished. He picked up the ladder, climbed again, 
and grabbed for another plant.  

Inside the house, the lights flashed. He shielded his eyes 
from the wind and rain and saw Iris standing at the door, the 
slider open just a few inches. She pushed her nose and mouth 
into the gap. “Eddie! It’s getting worse! Come in, honey. Forget 
the plants!”  

Behind her, the TV glowed warmly. Even through the   
rain-soaked glass, he could see an image of Syracuse’s Carrier 
Dome on the screen. That was home, and Eddie longed to be 

there. To smell the crisp air. To drive through the rolling hills of 
Skaneateles and Cazenovia, ablaze in autumn colors, in search of 
pumpkins. To be away from this goddamn crazy weather.  

He nodded. “Almost done!” he told her. Iris’ face 
tightened, but she said nothing more. As she retreated to the 
kitchen, Eddie followed her path. He noticed a bottle of beer on a 
coaster on the coffee table. Beside it, Iris had placed a bowl of 
mini pretzels, his favorite game-time snack. 

After a few more trips to the garage, there were only two 
plants left. He moved the ladder nearer to the edge of the pool and 
climbed, the wind at his back. He wished he could have a beer 
with Frank, to talk about football and doze off in their easy chairs 
as afternoon turned into night. He wished Iris would slow-cook 
something in the crockpot so that the whole house smelled like 
pot roast or chili.  

More than anything, though, he wished to go home. It was 
where Lily went when she finished high school. She had adopted 
her father’s dislike of the “Swamp,” as they called it, and applied 
to only northeast colleges. When Syracuse accepted her, he 
thought they’d all move back.  

Fumbling for the last two plants, he found himself 
blaming Iris for his unhappiness. She didn’t share his yearning to 
go back. “There’s nothing there for us anymore,” she said when 
the subject came up. “Everyone we knew has moved away or 
died.”  

The plants hung at his sides, weighing him down. His 
whole body felt drained, empty. And for what? Just another task 
that needed to get done. Was this all that was left for him?   

He decided that when he went back inside, he would tell 
Iris everything that he’d been thinking about since Frank’s heart 
attack: that he didn’t want to die in Florida, that it’s a hellish 
place, that the ocean terrified him, and that their friends annoyed 
him with their incessant talk of golf, fishing, and prescriptions.  

And that she was the only reason he stayed.  
 Movement inside caught his attention.  
 Iris now stood beside the coffee table, nibbling pretzels. 
She was holding the remote in her other hand, and he guessed 



that she had switched over to the weather station.  
Eddie descended the ladder. His foot slipped, but with his 

hands occupied, he had to find his balance some other way. He 
shifted his weight and leaned into the aluminum frame.  

While he balanced on the bottom rung, the power went out 
again. Then the storm unleashed a wild torrent of wind and rain.  

The flurry of powerful gusts was too much for him; he 
couldn’t fight it. He was pushed away from the ladder. Both feet 
slid from the rung. He landed squarely, but the ground was too 
slick. The storm continued to slap him. He wobbled, weakened 
and stunned, and fell backward into the swimming pool.  

Chlorinated water flooded into his nose and mouth. The 
blue pool cover swallowed him. He was content for a moment to 
be out of the storm’s wrath, but he couldn’t ignore the choking.  

He pushed his feet downward, desperate to find a footing.  
When his rear end hit the bottom, he released the plants, 

angry at himself for instinctively holding onto them. He clawed at 
the plastic cover, bunching it against his torso as he drew it near. 
His body crept upward, but his face was a few inches beneath the 
water’s surface; a ridiculously small distance separated him from 
his ability to breathe. 

Then his kicking feet collided with something solid. He 
steadied himself on the object as best he could and pushed his 
face out of the water. He gasped for air. With his arms stretched 
outward and his toes flexed, he was able to keep a tenuous 
balance atop one of the potted plants. 

He looked up. He could see little beyond the rain that 
pelted his face. It reminded him of driving through heavy lake 
effect snow, mesmerized and disoriented by the swirling flakes. 

Droplets exploded all around him, and the wind howled. 
When he lowered his gaze to take stock of his situation, the 
gentle folds of the blue cover held him transfixed. He was struck 
by the notion that he was a stamen within the center of a huge 
indigo flower.  

Clematis, Eddie remembered. A climber.  
 He remembered daisies and impatiens. Hardy mums.  
 He flew from the present moment and imagined the blue 

flower rising, sucked upward into the engine of the hurricane. 
Overhead, grays and blacks tossed together in an undulating ink 
stain. He imagined the storm subsiding. He slid down into the 
flower’s sunken middle, his spine curved, his hands cupping his 
bent knees. Below him, the fabric of the petals heaved and 
contracted in gentle, breath-like waves. Then the blue ran out of 
them, leaving a see-through skin through which Eddie watched 
the storm batter the coast while he glided high above it, 
unscathed.  

Eddie closed his eyes and remembered long ago, when they 
still lived in central New York, seeing the remnants of Hurricane 
Andrew arrive from the south. It was 1992. The weather reports 
had said people would see “high clouds.” He expected dark, 
Medusa-like tendrils whipping angrily against the stratosphere, 
but instead, the clouds were soft and white, thrown far from the 
weakened, invisible eye. The clouds twirled slowly—a carousel of 
shape-shifters.  

He had carried Lily outside and pointed to the sky. 
“They’re so high,” he said. “I bet you could touch outer space 
from way up there.” His daughter giggled and lowered her face 
into his shoulder.  

Petey appeared at the edge of the pool. He was furious. His 
yapping was incessant, like an alarm clock. It was time to get up.  

Though the pool’s edging was slick, Eddie managed to pull 
himself onto solid ground. On his hands and knees, he welcomed 
the dog’s enthusiastic kisses. He looked up. There, under the 
plant-free pergola, beside the fallen ladder, was Iris, her hands 
covering her mouth.  

“We should move back to New York!” Eddie shouted. 
“Blizzards are a lot easier than this shit.”   

Iris was sobbing. “I couldn’t find you! I didn’t know where 
you went, Eddie. Oh my God, oh my God, are you alright?” 

He stood and felt his new hip pop. The winds calmed 
around them. The eye, he thought. We’re in the eye.  

He spun Iris around and pulled her tightly to his chest. The 
blue cover drifted back to the center of the pool and spread out. 
Pieces of the sunken plants drifted to the surface like injured sea 



creatures. 
Then the water began to bubble. A whirlpool formed. The 

waves came to life. They grew large and threw themselves onto 
the concrete deck. The flower-like pool cover whirled too, faster 
and faster. Soon, it separated from the water’s surface and rose. 
There was a pocket of something below it, keeping it aloft— 
something invisible but familiar. Eddie knew: it was going home.  

He smiled, grasped his wife, and leapt. 
 



fire on the ridge line burned all night 
the fields smell like smoke at dawn,  
the plume blown east glows red black 
hangs over the valley a dark curtain 
 
slowly the man drives his tractor 
blazing lights up and down, drawing 
lines in the alfalfa, the hay must be cut 
today, slowly he drives up and down 
 
cattle need feed all winter, the slopes  
will blacken under the snow, burnt trees  
cooling, sodden stumps will appear  
by spring out of the dirty snow banks  
 
he drives back and forth, the sky lighter 
now he douses the headlights, mows 
by feel back and forth slowly, fire crawls  
over the ridge, a long morning he mows. 

I wanted so badly to take off my leather glove 
and feel its fur, soft as a dyed rabbit's foot, 
belonging to this, an actual rabbit, 
his flesh still pliant, fur intact, 
his body squeezed gently between  
my fingers. 
 
Poor creature, he died 
not by fire, but smoke inhalation, 
his legs stiffened out  
behind him in a great leap, 
a perfect bound, claws  
chipping the hot air. 
 
Sad to think on it now, 
how I bobbed him like a toy boat, 
not honoring his dignity, 
using him to tease a buddy  
next to me, one nameless day  
in our harsh, ash-strewn profession, 
mopping up scorched oilfields  
with axes and shovels, 
savaging the earth, 
leaving nothing the same. 
 
But I remember his tiny yellow teeth, 
clamped in permanent overbite, 
his eyes clenched shut, 
his bunny lips pulled back 
in a grimace. 
Endure, his face said, 
Endure. I will get through this.  
Died trying. 



 I stare past the IV drip, snaking from cold metal stand to 
the hole in my vein, to the blank white wall that fills my mind 
with images. If I could, I would rip the damn thing from my arm 

and go about my business. My business—nobody else’s, just mine 
and mine alone. I strain against the straps to no avail.  
 The door opens and I hear two sets of footsteps enter, one 
remaining by the door and the other approaching. I continue to 
stare at the wall, disinterested in the person on the other side of 
my bed or their activities.  
 “The police want to talk with you,” a female voice says 
softly, as if a baby is asleep in the room and she doesn’t want to 



wake it. “I don’t think I can delay them—”  
“Then don’t!” I snap. 
She hesitates before I hear her steps retreat, hesitantly at 

first, then with purpose. Seconds later the door opens and two 
sets of heavier footsteps enter, coming straight to my bed. 

“Ms. Dyson, I’m Detective Rayburn, this is my partner, 
Detective Klipp. We’d like to talk to you about the incident.” 

His voice feels like sandpaper on my flesh. I turn my head 
away from him and clutch the sheet tighter. Seconds go by in 
silence. I have nothing to say, really. They took my statement, 
what more do they want from me? Ah, but they want more. They 
always want more. 

“We read your statement and are hoping that you can 
clarify a few things.” 

The sound of their feet shuffling means they are getting 
impatient. Fuck them. 

“Ms. Dyson?” 
 I turn my head and look at the one talking. He’s wearing a 
cheap grey suit, white shirt, and red necktie. Of course it’s red. 
He’s had a haircut recently, the white skin along the edge of his 
salt and pepper hair in stark contrast to his tan. For a desk jockey 
he gets a lot of sun. He wears heavy cologne, and chews gum, 
probably to mask the smell of the bourbon on his breath. It’s not 
an entirely successful strategy. I just stare, expressionless.  

He, Rayburn that is, looks down at a tablet he’s holding. 
“The incident occurred in the parking lot in front of Kroger 
Supermarket, but witnesses said you did not come out of the 
store.” He pauses as if I should respond, even though he hasn’t 
asked a question. I say nothing. “Why were you in the Kroger 
parking lot, Ms. Dyson, were you heading in to the store?” 

“No.” I say. 
Another pause and I see him glance at Klipp before asking, 

“Why were you in the Kroger parking lot?”  
“To get my car.” 
A longer pause and then Klipp’s voice, “This might go 

faster if you tell us what happened. Let’s start with you leaving 
your house this morning and take us to the point of the incident.” 

His voice is different. The accent more southern. Not deep south, 
but rather like someone from Louisville, or as he would say it, 
Lowvul.  

“I already gave a statement. I just want to go home.” 
“I see. And where is home, Ms. Dyson?” Klipp asks. 
I’m tired and the question annoys me. “It’s in the 

goddamn statement. Can’t you read?” 
“Oh, we can read, Ms. Dyson,” Rayburn says, his voice 

louder and edgier. “It’s just that your landlord said you were 
evicted over a week ago. So I’ll repeat my partner’s question—
Where do you live?” 

I look toward the wall and close my eyes. They burn. I will 
not cry, I will not cry.  

“Ms. Dyson,” Klipp says softly. “Are you staying with a 
friend? No? A shelter?” I hear him step toward me. 

“Don’t touch me!” 
“I’m not going to touch you. Calm down, we only want to 

help.” 
Bullshit. Everyone says they want to help, but they don’t. 

Most can’t anyway, and the ones that can, well, they either can’t 
find the time or don’t want to. Well, fuck them. 

“I’m tired,” I say quietly. “The drug…” I stay still and 
close my eyes and begin counting to myself. At thirty-two I hear 
their footsteps moving away from me. 

“We’ll be back,” Rayburn calls over his shoulder.  
It’s a terrifying truth.  
 
“Tell me about the girl.” 
We sit in overstuffed faux leather chairs, facing each other. 

The room is small and sparse, painted in a light blue, a color 
chosen for its soothing effect. She tells me I may call her Nancy, 
though I prefer not to use her name. We aren’t friends. She’s 
trying to gain my trust, but I know better. She doesn’t care, she’s 
just doing her job, and drawing a comfortable paycheck for it. Not 
as fat as someone in private practice, someone with the right 
connections and who finished higher in their class, but compared 
to the average Jane, yeah. Her button down shirt and dress slacks 



are meant to convey professionalism and approachability. I know 
the game.  

“Kayla?” 
“Hmm?” 
 “I asked you to tell me about the girl.” 
I shrug and look down at her shoes. “I didn’t know her,” I 

mumble. 
“Then why did you approach her?” 
“I didn’t mean to scare her,” I say, pulling my arms 

tighter across my chest. 
“I’m sure you didn’t mean to, but the fact is, you did. 

What compelled you to approach her?” 
I can see her in my mind, all braces and pigtails and long 

black hair, dripping with hope for the future. So innocent. So 
unaware. 

“Kayla?” 
I shrug, knowing it won’t hold her off for long, but long 

enough… “She looked familiar, like someone I used to babysit, or 
the daughter of a co-worker, I don’t know, just familiar, you 
know?” 

She’s giving me the blank stare, clearly not buying this but 
expecting me to prattle on until I slip up with the Big Reveal. 
Nope, not happening. I’m no rookie. I pretend to chew my nails, 
though they cut them down the first hour I was here. I can wait 
her out. 

“Do you normally get into little girls faces and scream at 
them, or was this behavior reserved for those that look familiar to 
you?” 

I can see her little face, the wide eyes, contorted mouth, 
she looked so scared, like I was trying to hurt her, like I was a 
monster. “I wasn’t screaming at her!”  

“Then what would you call it?” 
Damn, this bitch is shrewd. I dig at the skin at my hairline 

above my forehead with my forefinger. Think. Think. 
“A mistake,” I tell her. “I’d call it a mistake. A 

misunderstanding. I’ll write her an apology note. Yeah, tell her 
how sorry I am for scaring her. Assure her. I’ll assure her that it 

will never happen again.”  
She’s staring at me with those unblinking hazel eyes for 

what feels like forever. She pushes the brown hair back over her 
left ear and smiles. “Okay,” she says. 

“Okay?” I never expected in a million years that this would 
work. 

“I’ll get you a paper and pen and you can write your 
apology note.” 

She gets up from the chair, and I watch the heels of her 
shoes dimple the carpet as she moves to the desk. From a bottom 
drawer, she removes a notepad and ballpoint pen. Not a nice one, 
a disposable one. Fucking hospitals. When she brings it to me, she 
is smiling, all pleasant like. Sure, I’ll write the apology letter, then 
split like an atom. 

I take it from her and it feels odd. I can’t remember the 
last time I put pen to paper for anything more personal than a 
grocery list. I enter the date in the upper left corner, then add 
Dear… I don’t know the girl’s name. I frown. 

“Is something wrong?” 
“The girl. I don’t know her name.” 
Nancy looks flustered, and I realize that she doesn’t know 

the girl’s name either and for some reason, that pisses me off. 
“Leave that blank and you can fill it in later,” she tells me. 

I glare at her for a good ten seconds before continuing. I’m 
sorry that I scared you the other day. I know how horrible it is feeling 
scared, and I want you to know that I would never hurt you—that was 
never my intent. Do you know what intent is? It’s something you mean to 
do. I did not mean to hurt or scare you, and I’m sorry that I did. 

Sincerely, 
 Kayla  

 I put down the pen and hand the notepad to Nancy. She 
quickly reads my apology and frowns. “That’s it?” she asks, her 
eyes boring into me.  

I shrug, wait a few seconds, then nod. I stand to leave, and 
she holds up her hand. 

“I apologized,” I tell her, “so I get to leave.” 
 Nancy sighs. “It’s not going to work like that. Your 



apology, it tells her nothing. You have to tell her why you 
approached her. You said your intent wasn’t to hurt or scare her, 
but you didn’t tell her what your intent was. That’s the first thing 
you need to do, then we’ll decide when you can leave.”  

I open my mouth to protest but I know it’s useless, so I 
fold my arms across my chest and glare. For the remainder of the 
hour no one speaks. This is what we call an impasse. 

Another night strapped down and sedated for your own 
protection, they tell me, but they aren’t interested in protecting 
me. No one has ever protected me, only I can protect myself. The 
drugs they give me are supposed to help me sleep, but the 
nightmares still come. The monsters still claw at me, their teeth 
still tear at my flesh, and my loved ones watch as silent 
accomplices, their betrayal complete. All I want is for it to end, 
for ME to end—until I see her. 

She stands in the parking lot alone. Her countenance a 
picture of sweet innocence. The wolves of the world have yet to 
find her—but they will. I have a choice. Be like the others, those 
who stand by unwilling or unable to help, or I can take action. I 
can protect her, or at the very least, warn her to protect herself.  

In the morning I’m drenched in sweat. I shower while 
being watched by a female attendant and I play with myself to 
make her uncomfortable. I know this will be reported and it will 
not help my case to leave, but it’s one of the few ways I can 
retaliate without being subjected to medication or physical 
restraint. 

Nancy reads the notes from my watch and manages to 
remain expressionless. When her eyes meet mine, she says, “Her 
name is Shariah,” and hands me back the notepad. 

I take it from her and watch in surprise as she leaves the 
room. I stare at the page for several minutes before writing with 
shaking hand, Shariah, beside Dear in the salutation. I reread what 
I’ve written. 

I’m sorry that I scared you the other day. I know how horrible it 
is feeling scared, and I want you to know that I would never hurt you—
that was never my intent. Do you know what intent is? It’s something 
you mean to do. I did not mean to hurt or scare you, and I’m sorry that I 

did. 
I take a deep breath and exhale slowly, allowing the words 

to flow from my mind to my hand. 
My intent was to help you. Well, actually to tell you to help 

yourself. I wanted to warn you that you have to be careful. The world is 
not safe. Standing all alone in a grocery store parking lot is not safe. So 
many bad things could happen to you. You’re young, you don’t know that. 
Or maybe you do. And maybe that’s what scares me most. 

There are so many bad people in the world that it’s hard to tell 
who is good. Never assume anyone is good. Make them earn your trust. 
When I was your age, my family taught me to trust certain ‘people’ like 
police, the clergy, teachers, and relatives, but all of them are capable of 
evil. Protect yourself. That is what I was trying to tell you.  

I put the pen down and dab at my eyes with the sleeve of 
my gown. It takes a few minutes before I’m ready to continue, 
and after rereading what I’ve written, I add, 

Take self-defense lessons. Don’t for one second believe that if 
someone hurts you, others will help you or even believe you. When it 
comes to girls and the horrors we encounter, the world is in denial. 
They’ll say you’re making it up, starved for attention—that it’s all 
bullshit. Don’t even expect your Mom to help. She’s too afraid, too 
insecure. She may have been abused herself, but she’ll never talk to you 
about that. She doesn’t want to lose her man, or become a pariah in the 
church or community. She’s broken and needs to feel accepted. 

If you make it to High School with your virginity intact, know that 
every boy there wants to take it from you and will attempt any means 
necessary to do so. They’ll try compliments, tell you how pretty you are, 
how they need you—love you, until they get what they want—then they’ll 
treat you like a disease. If that doesn’t work, they resort to drugs or 
violence. They don’t care what it does to you, only what it does for them. 
You won’t be able to tell the teachers, unless the boy is unfortunate 
enough to be low on the socio-economic scale. An athlete—forget it. Rich 
kid, popular kid—same. Fuck, even some of the teachers will want you, 
and when I say you, I mean sex. That’s all you are to them, the possibility 
of sex so that they get off and feel good about themselves, not caring that 
they are destroying you and your self-esteem.  

My breathing has become ragged, my palms sweaty. I want  



to stop—but I can’t.  
Shariah, I’m sorry about the curse word, though I’m pretty sure 

you’ve heard it by now and know what it means. That’s funny. Being 
sorry for an ‘offensive’ word in a warning about the evils of the world. 
That’s what I should be apologizing for. That you live in a fucked up 
world and there’s pretty much nothing you can do about it. Don’t believe 
me? Go online. See what’s trending on social media. College athlete 
rapes unconscious woman and gets a slap on the wrist while his parents 
protest that the world is ruining their son’s life. A man in Cleveland 
captures and enslaves girls to be his sex toys. Child pornography and    
sex trafficking is rampant. Priests and other clergy abusing children 
worldwide on an epic scale. Christ Almighty, the man running for 
President of the United States talks about grabbing us by the pussy! 

My mouth is dry and I look around the room but there is 
nothing to drink. Sweat trickles from my forehead to my eyes  
and behind my eyes, I feel the pressure build. Squeezing my eyes 
closed, I message my temples, hoping to delay the inevitable. 
Must-push-on. 

Let’s say that you are lucky and make it through High School 
intact. Think you’re safe? Think again. Maybe you’ll go to college. Guess 
what? You have a one in four chance of having someone try to rape     
you. There’s a 90% chance it will be someone you know. Think the law 
will help you? For every 1000 rapes, only 6 will result in the perpetrator 
going to jail.  Six.  Six out of a thousand. Do you hear me, Shariah?!! 

And God forbid that you ever get pulled over by the police. It can 
be for nothing. Maybe you changed lanes and they said you didn’t signal. 
Maybe you rolled through a stop sign. Regardless, if you speak up, say 
that you were not breaking the law, why then you are disrespectful and 
resisting arrest, which can get you killed. Don’t believe me? Google 
Sandra Bland. 

If college isn’t for you, and like me, you decide to serve your 
country, don’t expect it to get better. No matter your assignment, your 
rank, or any other factor, you have a chance of being sexually assaulted. 
God forbid you get assigned to a war zone, because you then have about 
a 50% chance of being sexually harassed and a 25% chance of being 
sexually assaulted. So basically, if the enemy doesn’t harm you, your 
fellow service member probably will. And when you report your superior 

for raping you, guess what? You get prosecuted. Seriously, I’m not 
bullshitting. On top of the physical and emotional trauma, they take your 
career, your pay, your benefits, your dignity and your reputation. They 
use you in every negative way imaginable and discard you on the trash 
heap of life. YOU ARE DISPOSABLE. And when you find out your attacker 
made you pregnant, well, they say, that’s what you get for being a whore.  

Tears drip on the page and I blot them with my sleeve, 
smearing the ink. I have to finish. 

So you are pregnant, with no money, no benefits, and no home, 
because your family says “good Christian girls don’t get pregnant before 
marriage.” Ever have to live in a shelter? My advice—don’t. You’re 
probably safer on the street. Find an abandoned car you can lock, and 
keep a lead pipe with you. Because people will hurt you, Shariah. And 
when they hurt you, you lose your baby.  

I don’t hear her enter the room and when she touches my 
shoulder, I jump. 

“Time’s up,” she says, reaching for my paper. 
I snatch it away. “I’m not finished.” 
“Time’s up, Kayla, now give me the letter.” 
“No.” 
She frowns, glances at her desk and at the door. Making 

her decision, she turns and goes out the door. She’ll be returning 
with security, and I’ll be restrained and sedated. Picking up the 
pen, my hands tremble. 

You see, Shariah, I wasn’t trying to scare you—you should already 
be scared. I was trying to warn you, to let you know that you can’t stand 
alone in a parking lot because someone, anyone, might hurt you. Protect 
yourself.  

The hands on my shoulders try to lift me from my seat     
as she reaches for my letter. I stab downward with my pen, our 
screams harmonizing.  



Your left hand and arm extended, 
the falconer drapes raw meat across  
the knuckles of your buckskin glove.  
 
Wishing, finally, to be one  
with all things wild, you smile 
at me and wait. 
 
The falconer turns his head 
and whistles. From a limb behind  
your smile, a shadow drops. 
 
I hold the iphone camera steady, 
hold your head and shoulders boxed 
and centered inside the plastic frame. 
 
Facing me, you cannot see 
the raptor and its wide-winged 
shadow, hollow-boned and hungry,  
gliding across the bright green leaves  
and grass, through the summer sunlight  
of your eighty-second year, until hawk  
and silhouette are one upon your  
outstretched hand. 



 after T. S. Eliot 
 
An old woman in a dry season  
 wandering worrying wondering  
waiting for rain 
 where is the wisdom promised 
where is the juice & joy 
 
to moisten my sterile soul 
 today Carlota brought me home 
guiding my elbow, checking to be  
 sure the stove was off, the windows locked 
plenty of towels & toilet paper 
 
really? who cares? 
 I no longer cook.  OK  
my cupboards almost bare.  OK  
 only dry cereal in expired boxes 
shredded wheat & Special K 
 
tucked in the back of the top shelf 
 where mice clamor at night 
keeping me company at that stagnant hour 
 no tea sipped at the morning table 
while doing the daily crossword 
 
quick to find: 
 jumpy little bugger: flea  
 wool source: llama 
 monk’s home: abbey 
 
 

now my mind refuses to cooperate 
 bit of muesli: blank 
 Maya Angelou: blank 
 
I live on dog-eared memories 
 stained scrapbooks  
with withered spines 
 the present wrapped in  
a shroud of the past 
 which is slowly but surely  
becoming the shroud of the future 
 my future 
 
& still no rain 
 



Course I 
Poached Quail Egg served over Warm Greens 

pulled from your wallet 
 

Large bills only, please. 
 

Course II 
Puree of Roasted Cauliflower accompanied by Croquettes d’Privilège 

 
Artisanal potatoes: so succulent & rich. 

 
Course III 

Local Pan-Seared Trout w/ Toasted Almonds 
 

We own the water rights to what was your favorite fishing hole. 
 

Course IV 
Asian-Spiced Roast w/ Cilantro Chimichurri 

& Broiled Asparagus (just so we haven’t appropriated this entire dish) 
 

Course V 
Rib of some little pest we killed because it was wreaking havoc at the farm, 
chewing up our $5 leaves of lettuce, so now here it is w/ some KC-Style BBQ 

sauce because we want to look like we’re in touch w/ our potential blue    
collar patrons 

 
Best enjoyed w/ a 12 oz. Pabst ($7.00) 

 
Course VI 

Strawberry-Fluffed Air 
 

Thank you for spending a week’s wages at our restaurant. Since we 
know you’ll leave empty, we invite you to visit our sister venture, Big 
Angus, an all-GMO burger and fry joint in the newly gentrified 
W.E.B. Dubois district. 



 He just pushed the door open. I hesitated, then slipped in 
without further thinking. The passenger seat was far back, too 
inclined. I fumbled underneath for a lever. He might have smiled, 
kind of. I remember his upper lip pearled with sweat. 
 I remember his upper lip, purplish. I glanced at him often, 
though my gaze was most riveted to the landscape—rushing in, 
slamming in my face through the windshield. Dizzying me. He 
did not turn my way, not even—I think—when I first got in. He 
was watching the road and he better did, for we were speeding 
like crazy.  
 It was dawn. No one was on the streets while we raced in 
his Testarossa. Was it his? How would I know? And it was yellow. 
I had never seen one that color. I had never seen one of any  
color, in fact. Sticking to the road as if on suckers, yet sliding 
avalanche-like, the Ferrari gulped up our downtown, swallowing 
plazas, alleys and fountains. Lacy palaces, bell towers and 
churches. Churches and bell towers again—peeking after each 
turn, waiting at every corner, hovering above us, then seemingly 
falling on top of us…but we had dashed elsewhere. 
 How could he think of riding those medieval streets, this 
labyrinthine topography—our maquette of a town—in a bolide 
launched at ninety per hour? He knew how. He must have done it 
enough, maybe to sober up.  
 I hadn’t. Soon I turned on the side, cheek against leather, 
my eyes tightly shut. “I am sick,” I said, though I wasn’t really. 
Then I looked out again. The sun shone in my face—a large 
incandescent disk, scarlet, gorgeous. I breathed deeply, then 

closed my eyelids again. Time for a serious nap.  
 
 I woke up. Things had totally changed. First of all, I was 
chilling. “Could we turn off the air conditioning, please?” He 
laughed a high-pitched giggle, almost fake. The AC wasn’t turned 
on. I rephrased: “Could we get the heat going?” “I am not sure.” 
He chuckled again, this time gently. I sighed, then I looked for 
something to throw over my back—a sweater, a T shirt, a shawl? 
A towel would do. 
 I hadn’t paid attention so far to my clothes. I was in my 
nightgown, and it didn’t matter, of course. I often lingered in 
such attire in daytime. After all, it was just a loose dress with thin 
shoulder straps, was it? Pretty, and covered with lace. Only, too 
light.  
 The surrounding landscape was pale and monotonous. 
Mostly grey, in contrast with the technicolored sunrise we had 
started upon. Stretching by the highway we raced on, so linearly it 
felt motionless. That—again—gave me a sort of vertigo, of a 
different kind. “Where are we?” “Europe,” he whispered matter of 
fact. “Where the hell?” I wished to add.  
  I relaxed instead. Before slumbering once more, I took a 
good look at him. Truly, several ones, but he didn’t notice or 
mind. He was pointy. Small chin and French nose. Meaning a bit 
thin, a bit protruding. His lips, inconspicuous, had a tinge of 
purplish, I said. Small ears. Little facial hair but lustrous black 
curls, sticking tight to his skull as if for a Roman statue.  
 His body, slouched into the driver seat, sort of melted with 
it. He wore faded blue jeans, white shirt, leather jacket, battered 
cowboy boots. Quite banal…unnoticeable. And I wasn’t noticing 
him. Only cataloguing, for the sake of it. Only chronicling.  
 
 When I awoke, we were stopped. Parked in a resting area. 
All around us a pine forest spread generously. No villages in view. 
 He was not in the car. Did he walk to the shop to get 
cigarettes, a sandwich, a drink? Should I do the same? I felt 
ravenous. How long had I gone without eating? I was cold still. I 
should get some wrap-around sort of thing.   



 Could I leave the car unattended? Should I lock it? None of 
my business. I should leave the car as I entered it. Unconcerned—
unconscious. None of my business. It was crisp outside. I shivered 
more, though the scent of pines briskly reached my nostrils. I 
breathed deeply. It was wonderful. 
 I heard the sound (should I call it noise?) then I saw him. 
Oh God! In a picnic area—near the woods, crowded with snacking 
families—the smartass had set up his number, butchering tunes 
on an unfortunate violin while shaking his meager hips like a 
rock star.  
 I got nervous. Police would show up any moment. Our 
travel would be interrupted. There would be some kind of 
annoyance. Should I run, avoid trouble altogether? Good question. 
Only, where should I go, on foot, among forests and highways, in 
the very middle of Europe?  
 Maybe I was over worrying. He looked perfectly at ease,     
I discovered when I got closer. On the pavement I saw his 
instrument case, covered with undecipherable stickers, lined  
with faded velvet, once the color of peacock feathers. It was full 
of coins…various metals, copper, brass, silver, gold. Currency of 
many different countries, I guessed. A few bills floated on top. 
 The though suddenly struck me I did not have a dime. I 
felt colder and hungrier. The impulse of grabbing a bill or two 
became aching. As if he had sensed my presence, he stared at me, 
briskly, without stopping his maddening playing. And he winked, 
with a grin—not unsympathetic. 
 A warm breeze blew from the pine trees. It surrounded 
me. A comfy, smooth, caressing tide. I would wait a while, then 
borrow. I hoped he wouldn't mind. If he did, well, I’d bargain. 
There might be something I could do for him, right? Why would 
he have taken me aboard otherwise?  
 As they left the tables, those red-cheeked voyagers—fat, 
thick, country-style—came by, unfailingly dropping a bunch into 
the violin case. No coins—only bills, piling up like autumn leaves. 
I couldn’t believe it. A smile glued on his face, he kept playing, 
ending with a long shrill note after the place was cleared. 
Unfatigued, while I was tired and trembling. 

 Mute, he grasped a few notes between two fingers, as if 
holding a cigarette. He pointed them my way. I hesitated half a 
second. I felt as if I was pimping. Then I grabbed the cash. He was 
stuffing his wallet, looking satisfied. I walked toward the shop. 
 I came out biting into a hot dog, and bedecked with a 
whorish top of red plush. Whorish or Santa-ish…I had found 
nothing else in the crappy mall that would fit me. It was scarlet, 
over my lacy white gown. I had a glimpse of my ridiculous self in 
the car window. Something sharply familiar came to mind. The 
woods helped, perhaps.  
 But was he the wolf? Please. He looked innocuous. Resting 
against the Ferrari, he was smoking, staring at the languorous 
sunset. I could also appreciate it, now that my body temperature 
was restored to normal. Sunrise. Sunset. Had we been away for 
twelve hours? Apparently. It felt like a couple of minutes at most. 
Or eternity, of course. 
 Yet I needed to speak out, way of getting things 
straightened up. “Where are we going?” He took time. Crushed 
the butt of his fag, gingerly, under the tip of his boot. Strolled 
around the car, caressing the hood with his knuckles, as if 
appraising its shine. Pleased, surprised. While he opened the 
driver door (was it ever locked?) he said, “Thinland.” My door was 
unlocked. I said, “Finland, you mean.”  
 We zoomed out like a fuse from Canaveral—my hot dog 
cartwheeling up and down my esophagus—all tires squealing like 
mice. “Thinland,” he repeated. Then he added the longest speech 
he had yet uttered. “No seals that I would know of. They are just 
regular folks. Only very thin. But no fins.” How absolutely 
hilarious. Thinland—as you wish, dude, as you wish. Time for 
napping. 
 
 While I tried to awake, a rocking motion pushed me back 
into sleep, as if lullabying me. In the end I came to my senses. We 
were cruising, now, taking time. He looked pensive. His eyes 
loomed larger. I hadn’t noticed them yet. They were beautiful. 
Long dark lashes and pale irises. Mud colored. Striped and dotted. 
Green, gold, silver. A mushy kaleidoscope. Quite remarkable.  



 Christ! Were we riding on water? No wonder Jesus came to 
my lips. I had casually glanced through my window, and the 
ocean was there. I could not see the road on my side. How was it 
possible? We were edging the waves, thick and oily. How deep…? 
Vertigo almost chocked me.  
 I turned towards him. Relaxed, he admired the cute 
waterfront. Quite touristic indeed—a miniature Venice. Only red. 
I mean, everything. Various shades. All possible tones. Red 
shingles, pink or apricot walls enlivened by red shutters. White 
curtains embroidered with red hearts, balconies bursting with 
geraniums in bloom. Red awnings for stores, advertised by red 
lettering. Words I couldn’t decipher. Tiny familiar pictures. Pigs 
and bottles. Dresses and pipes. Clogs, guitars, sausages, pans and 
pitchers. Dolls (were they girls?) and soldiers. Cigarettes and 
syringes. Syringes? Bows and buttons.  
 He stopped dead. I instinctively ducked, waiting for the 
next car to crash into us. But no car was following. We were 
cruising anyway. “Don’t you need buttons?” he asked softly, as if 
whispering a romantic, maybe an obscene proposal. What did he 
mean? As a matter of fact I could use buttons. I loved buttons. I 
actually collected buttons. I couldn’t resist buttons. How did he 
know? 
 On my side there was water. Now that we were stopped, I 
thought I saw fish under the surface. Dark shadows. Maybe I just 
imagined them.  
 The impulse took me by surprise. The irresistible wish to 
get out and swim. I shall leave my plush jacket behind. I almost 
took it off. All fear had deserted me. That’s when he grabbed my 
hand—gentle yet deadly firm. “This way,” he said, and he pulled 
me after himself through the driver door. I squeezed my way out.  
 
 We entered the button hole. I mean the button shop. Truly, 
it was so small and so crowded it looked like a cave. The walls 
were entirely packed with file cabinets, labeled with small 
cardboard displays, sewn up with samples. A large table was 
covered with crates, jars, and baskets, filled up to the edge with 
multiform miscellanea.  

 On the side, behind an equally loaded counter, an old 
couple was taking care of costumers, most obsessing on 
merchandise, though—storing, shelving—as if it only mattered. A 
crowd bunched up at the center table where the bargains were—
greedy, intent, rapacious, enthralled. 
 I saw things pretty and precious. Pastel colors. Wood,  
bone. Ivory and ebony. Patchwork. Mosaic. Filigree. I saw velvet, 
brocade, and silk. Golden leaf. I saw abalone, coral, mother-of-
pearl. I saw enamel, glass, embroidery, and lace. I saw sailor 
knots, forget-me-not, edelweiss. My eyes popped out, my hands 
hitched. Then that multitudinous grace gave me a heartache. 
 “I need air,” I murmured to no one. I stepped to the 
sidewalk. The ocean lapped at my feet. Again the impulse of 
diving overwhelmed me. He must have known. “You are not a seal 
yet,” he said tonelessly. At my side, he was lighting a cigarette. I 
pulled it off his mouth, took a draft. It felt great, not sure why. I 
breathed deeply before he took it back. 
 Then he took something out of his pocket (the zippered 
one on his chest), put it into my palm. “What is it?” “A walrus 
tooth—and a kind of button if you wish. If I were you I’d sew      
it to my favorite dress.” Mindlessly, I looked for a pocket. My 
nightgown had none. I closed my fist. “I miss Mother,” I 
mumbled to myself.  
 My words startled me. Not sure what they meant—if I had 
said them—if they were even true. 
 
 “Was it because I looked at myself in the mirror?” I asked 
a bit later. We were back on the road. He said nothing.  
 I had lingered in front of the thing, the night before, 
playing with my budding breasts. Noticing for the thousandth 
time how the left one was larger than the right, differently 
shaped, trying to decide which one I preferred.  
 “No, baby,” he answered after a while. I had already 
forgotten what to. “Anyway, you don’t even know where to look. 
It's more complicated than that.” He stared at my breast—so 
frank and so fast, I felt kind of slapped. I figured his eyes 
dropping between my tits, like pickled onions, slimy and squishy, 



icy cold. 
 His stare was unflattering—as if he had spotted a scrawny 
steak on a market boot—a slightly battered fruit—an old fish, 
smelling bad. He repeated: “You don’t even know where to look, 
do you?” and he laughed. I should hate him perhaps. 
 
 I woke up chilling to my bones. It was pitch dark. First my 
fingertips felt the plush. I was wearing the thing, yet freezing. 
Bunched in fetal position, laying down. Did he recline the seat?  
 Then I realized I was on damp grass, inhaling its smell, 
and the smell of dirt. What on earth... Indeed. I sat up, spotted a 
faint luminescence—a stripe, like a Milky Way. The road, 
doubtlessly, with cars going by. The road, far away, while I was in 
the fields.  
 Had I fallen off? No way. I would have killed myself—
while I was intact, only dead cold. Hungry perhaps? A hot-dog 
was all I had eaten…for how long? Thinland… Was it what he 
meant? But I wasn’t bruised at all. Did he take the pain of 
carrying, then deposing me? I was clenching my fist, still holding 
the walrus tooth. Damn it. 
 Suddenly I remembered what I was at. When? That I didn’t 
remember. I missed Mom in the most horrifying way. I recalled I 
was lost. Pardon, she was.  
 I recalled she had left—stepdad said. When to or whom 
with, he didn’t say. “She is gone,” he yelled, yanking at the 
kitchen table so hard, both his coffee cup and my bowl spilled all 
over. I sneaked out of my chair, went to the sink for a sponge. He 
didn’t pay attention. “Gone! Gone with the devil!” he screamed.  
 I had come all the way to Finland to find her. She must 
have gone back to where she came from. Maybe she was 
nostalgic. For sure. I should start walking—looking for Mother. 
Just walk, first toward the road, then longing the road. I would 
find a village. A town. Maybe I would hitchhike. I had done it 
before. 
 Him? The hell with him! Crossed over, forgotten. On his 
way to somewhere else as I should have expected. It was certainly 
the fault of my breasts, irregular, meatless, too thin even for 

Thinland. 
 I started off at a steady pace, though I felt slightly 
nauseous. Courage, girl. Aim toward the road—you’ll be there 
soon, then stick your thumb out.  
 
 Only, I got lost.  
 Deepening through the greenery. Wide meadows, 
interrupted by erratic patches of trees. The sun rose then climbed 
higher. I sat once on a while. It was sunset almost when—my 
head empty of thought, too tired even to feel it—I saw them in 
the distance. 
 They were quietly sitting on grass, as if for a picnic.         
In fact, Mother had a basket close-by. She was fumbling in         
it, digging out a cluster of grapes she started plucking—also 
tenderly feeding some to his mouth. I felt a pang of jealousy—
more like sadness. Also Mother’s eyes—now I could see them, 
how much had I wished for this!—had a tinge of melancholy. Not 
unlike her. More intense, though, than I recalled.  
 He was holding a huge sunflower. While I approached, he 
gave the flower to Mom with a theatrical motion, almost kneeling 
in front of her. Was he ridiculing her? She didn’t exactly look 
pleased. But she put the bloom in her lap, lingering with her 
fingertip on its core, thick and grainy with seeds. 
 They both smiled at me. Still I felt like an intruder—my 
sadness sunk deeper. Suddenly a flash of genius lit my somnolent 
brain. How comes I hadn’t grasped it before? My eyes shifted 
between those two—my throat tightened. I hesitated as usual, not 
sure whom I should ask, then I burst at him: “Are you my 
father?” He grinned. “Do I look that old?” Mother didn’t laugh. 
She handed me a bunch of grapes from the basket. I devoured 
them.  
 At his side was the violin case, carefully shut. It was 
locked—a key stuck in the keyhole. He reached behind his back, 
then presented me with a geranium flower. Deep crimson. An 
unjustified happiness overwhelmed me. “From Thinland,” he 
exclaimed while I grabbed it, and he openly smiled for once. I 
noticed a bad tooth his lips tried to conceal. Might have been why 



he usually smirked. 
 
 I woke up with a slap on my face. My entire body tensed 
up in spasm. “What the hell!”  
 “You can’t fall asleep at the wheel!” he said. I was driving. 
Still wearing my nightgown and my plush. With the corner of my 
eye I spotted a branch of geranium across my lap, together with a 
walrus tooth. Clearly none of it was a dream. It all had happened, 
was happening. Thus I should watch the road. 
 The Ferrari ran smooth like a spill on wax cloth. It glided, 
unstoppable. Right and left there was water, but it didn’t scare 
me. Iridescent and muddy—by instinct I sensed it was shallow. 
Maybe freshwater. Then a flight of flamingos took off, passing us, 
vanishing towards the horizon. 
 “Where are we going?” I should ask. But before I opened 
my mouth I heard his breathing. Quiet and regular. His hand 
rested in his lap, loosely hugging a pack of cigarettes. I saw it 
with the corner of my eye, then proceeded toward his crotch, then 
abruptly stopped. “You don’t even know where to look,” he had 
said. I should watch the road. 
 His head, without me noticing, had crept to the side. Now 
it slumped against my shoulder—limp, weirdly weightless. I 
could not resist brushing his coiled hair for a moment. Nice. I 
breathed deeply. Go, girl. Go with the devil. 



is drowning  Each day 
a green swallow of liquid  
 

fist The city 
drowns while the people flow over bridges past windows past shops 
past canals past cafes past 
 
me lost in their velvet wake     How I wish  
 I could be like them—   
 
so serene so quiet— 

quiet as Istrian marble   
as the bow of a gondola   
as glass at the end of a pipe 

 
even as they rush over this filament-thin slick this moist membrane  
of myrtle this mist of morning this fog of breath this wet veil lighter 
than the taste 
 

of water 
 slipping  
 

through reeds in the lagoon 
 
The city each day will drown— 
    and I would float 

 
faceless through each calle breathing  
 in the white scent of wet bone 
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Writing Center’s annual awards and has worked as a youth counselor, 
a photographer, and a college professor. 
 
Sanchita Chatterjee is a photographer, writer, and researcher based 
in New Delhi, India. Sanchita's photos and writings have been 
published in the Statesman (India), the Times of India, the Telegraph 
(India), National Geographic Traveller India, Chai, Unbound, MidDay, Public 
Books, and in academic journals and travel portals. Sanchita currently 
focuses on writing short poetry with her black and white photos. The 
portfolio is titled Fragility, Transience and Transcendence. Works from 
this portfolio have been published in the Commonline Journal, Star82 
Review, and the Journal of Creative Arts. 
 
Emily Strauss has an M.A. in English, but is self-taught in poetry, 
which she has written since college. Over 400 of her poems appear in 
a wide variety of online venues and in anthologies, in the U.S. and 
abroad. She is a Best of the Net and twice a Pushcart nominee. The 
natural world of the American West is generally her framework; she 
also considers the narratives of people and places around her. She is a 
retired teacher living in Oregon.  



Julia Kennedy is a freelance writer and teacher in the Boston       
area. She has a Master's Degree in English from University of 
Massachusetts Boston. Her work has appeared in Red Fez. To read 
more from Julia, follow her blog, Hidden Stories.  
 
Henry Hu, Hong Kong bred, Sydney based. His artworks are personal 
and intentional, with a focus on storytelling. He strives to assemble a 
full body of work, forming a collection piece by piece. Each individual 
art collection usually consists of multiple pieces, often in the same 
style, grouped by specific themes, concepts or stories. By utilizing 
digital tools, a variety of styles can be seen across collections 
matching their subject matters. Visit henryhhu.com for more.  
 
Tom Gumbert lives near Cincinnati, OH with his wife Andrea (Andy) 
in a log home overlooking the Ohio River, in an area that was an 
active part of the Underground Railroad. Operations Manager by day, 
he has been writing for over a decade with an eclectic taste in what 
he reads and writes. His work has appeared in over a dozen online 
and/or print publications, including Rathalla Review, Black Heart 
Magazine, L'ÉphÉmÈre Review, Sick Lit Magazine, and Meat for Tea: A 
Valley Review. He co-authored the anthology, Nine Lives, which was 
published by All Things That Matter Press in March 2014. He is 
currently working on his novel. 
 
Bob Meszaros taught English at Hamden High School in Hamden, 
Connecticut for thirty-two years. He retired from high school 
teaching in June of 1999. During the 70s and 80s, his poems 
appeared in a number of literary journals, including En Passant and 
Voices International. In the year 2000, he began teaching part time    
at Quinnipiac University, and he began once again to submit his  
work for publication. His poems have subsequently appeared in The 
Connecticut Review, Main Street Rag, Red Wheelbarrow, Tar River Poetry, 
Concho River Review, and many other literary journals. 
 
Sandeep Kumar Mishra is an outsider artist, an infrequent writer, 
and a lecturer in English with a Masters in English Literature and 
Political Science. He has edited a collection of poems by various 
poets, Pearls (2002), and written a professional guide book, How to be 
(2016). His work has been published or is upcoming in New England 
Review, Blue Mountain Review, International Times, Literary Yard, Ripen 

the Page, Poetry Nook, Forever Journal, Foliate Oak Literary Magazine, 
Anaphora Literary Press, Priestess and Hierophant, Red Fez, Literary 
Orphans, and Rashtradoot, among others. His first art exhibition was  
in National Club Art Gallery, in Sujangarh, Rajasthan, India, January 1   
to January 3, 1994, and his latest art exhibition was by Visart,   
Shelter Group Brightview, Concourse Gallery, in Rockville, Maryland, 
September 7 to September 18, 2016. To view more from Sandeep, visit 
sandeepmishra55197.wixsite.com.  
 
Claire Scott is an award winning poet who has been nominated twice 
for the Pushcart Prize. Her work has been accepted by the Atlanta 
Review, Bellevue Literary Review, Healing Muse, and Vine Leaves Literary 
Journal, among others. Her first book of poetry, Waiting to be Called, 
was published in 2015. She is the co-author of Unfolding in Light: A 
Sisters’ Journey in Photography and Poetry.  
 
Jerrod E. Bohn finished his MFA in poetry at Colorado State 
University. His work has appeared or is soon forthcoming in Phoebe, 
The Montreal Review, alice blue, FRiGG, Cleaver, SPECS, Word For/Word, 
Smoking Glue Gun, Watershed Review, and elsewhere. A full-length 
poetry book, Animal Histories, is forthcoming from Unsolicited Press. 
He currently lives in Fort Collins, where he teaches yoga and 
community college writing courses and enjoys cooking and getting 
outdoors. 
 
Toti O’Brien’s work has appeared in The Courtship of Winds, Pilcrow & 
Dagger, The Peacock Journal, and Sein und Werden, among other journals 
and anthologies. 
 
W. E. Pasquini’s poetry has appeared in Cheat River Review, Yemassee 
Literary Journal, Cider Press Review, The Meadows, Fourth River, and Flare. 
Pasquini has been nominated for a Pushcart and has been a finalist in 
various book and chapbook competitions, including New Rivers 
Press’s MVP, Yellowjacket Press’s Peter Meinke Contest, Concrete 
Wolf Poetry Contest, and Frost Place Competition. Pasquini completed 
an MFA in creative writing and studied film at the University of South 
Florida in Tampa, Florida. 
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