
Summer Lovin’ 





 

Who doesn't love the summer time? Warm weather, endless sun, long days, not to mention vacation! Summer is 
a season for rest and relaxation. A place of tropical escape from a fast-paced and demanding lifestyle. It is also a 
time for romance.  
 
What better way to spend your summer vacation than to be wrapped in the arms of a lover, or in the pages of a 
spellbinding book? Why not have them both? 
 
This summer, lie back on your beach towel, dig your feet into the sand, let the sun bronze your skin, and fall in 
love with Sediments Literary-Arts Journal. A fling with our steamy contributors will leave you breathless, 
whether it’s making love to the ocean, being serenaded by the push and pull of the waves, reliving teenage lusts 
in the backseat of a car, or dancing the night away with a rugged yet sensual lover. 
 
Are you ready for your summer love affair? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Nortina Simmons 
Founder, Editor-in-Chief  
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Karen Shepherd 

A hidden shelter on a sunny day 
beneath the brambles of the blackberry: 
I tucked myself in close and begged to stay, 
his fruit so sweet provided amity. 
Each drupelet purple, swelling, very ripe. 
Greedily, I indulged till morning came. 
His juices from my mouth I did not wipe, 
such open hunger for him knew no shame. 
As bitterness began to lurk on lips, 
I craved for more and he humored my feast. 
His prickles left red scratches on my hips. 
That summer’s innocence had now been fleeced. 
Low hanging darkness too easy to pick: 
he was a habit difficult to kick. 



Kami Bugnet 



Van G. Garrett  

whiskey or vodka 
classic crush bottle shape 
bent over a wicker chair 
blue starfish pillow 
 
passionate treed cat 
you clawed armrests 
 
i levitated 
thrusts the way a ship battles a storm 
passionate swells 
teetered on tethered emotions 
 
i needed a release 
i wanted to release 
 
couldn’t get enough: 
the arrangement of our bodies 
rearrangement of furniture 
scuffed floor 
sound of a teakettle 
steam that fogged my glasses 
sweat that landscaped the floor  



Christina Dalcher  

Blame it on the third margarita, on the 
Mexican sea swallowing another sun, on impossible 
tans and manes of  salt-licked hair and nights thick 
with reggae beats. When he whispered, I’d like to 
sketch you, coaxed you out of the limoncello-yellow 
bikini upstairs in a ten-dollar hotel room, no 
windows, no air conditioning, no questions from the 
staff. Follow. Blow smoke rings as he hums, tracing 
skin and sinew and that part of your neck that you 
say is too bony, but he studies as if it held untellable 
secrets. Sit an hour, sweat-polished, while this 
stranger deep-dives and chisels into your soul with a 
charcoal stick, maps your nakedness. Don’t think of 
winter back home, or the car or the cat or the job. 
Stay still in body and thought; stay in the perfect, 
false summer of possibility. He will abandon this 
island first, leaving you    to slide fingers over the 
masking tape that remembers your pose, captured by 
a vagabond artist who knows and understands the 
everything of you, except your name. 

                         Bill Wolak 



Aanya Sheikh-Taheri  

The sticky night air—thick and pregnant. 
The dank, dark sea—a black eye,  
a swollen bruise, 
a festering sapphire slit. 
His voice—an anodyne, 
slides over the wound and 
stains my mouth like ink, where I 
taste with feverish lips  
the salty slick pulse  
of a drug  
of a tongue.  
 
 
 
 

 
*Inspired by Michael McGriff’s “Highway 67”  



Early summer’s ocean washes me with salt.  
A loofah sponge, her seaweed  
exfoliates all remnants of you. 
Spume bubbles at my longing breast 
and I am lost in this sauna all alone until 
the waves, an unpredictable menace,  
knock me off balance. 
Thoughts of you crash at the shore  
between my thighs as I welcome  
ocean’s tongue, my fingers caressing lips 
I become a synchronized swimmer 
treading water in the sudden vortex.  

  Laurie Kolp 

                        Bill Wolak 



  She met him at the VFW hall on a Friday night.  
 A GQ man, his shoulders emphasized the pressed, pin-stripe 
button-down shirt. Exact cuffs were rolled twice, khaki shorts stopped 
just above his knees. Muscled legs forever tan, all the way into his 
tasseled loafers – no socks. His clean-shaven, chiseled jaw awakened 
her imagination. At six feet, his height was just right. His drawl was 
hard to understand but his interest in her was palpable.  
  “I’m not much of a dancer,” Joe whispered into her eyebrow as 
he held her tight. “So I thank you kindly for giving this country boy a 
turn on the floor. I confess. I’m a goner. I touch the back of your dress 
and get ideas.” He was the key that unlocked her laughter. 
 She still missed the comfort of her husband. Tonight was a 
test. Nobody here knew her, if she made a fool of herself, she could 
handle it. She didn't fidget, just leaned against the bar and this 
stranger asked her to dance. She liked the feel of his hands on her 
back. Living alone lit up the little details she'd taken for granted in 
her together life. These days she noticed everyone's hands. Joe's, 
when they weren’t firmly guiding her steps, were playing a soulful 
guitar up and down her spine. Rare is the man who knows that touch 
is everything.  He may never even set foot in a kitchen, but he knows 
how to work a simmer. This guy won the Blue Ribbon for simmer. He 
bought her a beer and then he danced the slow dances with her.  
 She was putty. By the end of the night, they were old friends 
and Lily asked him over for dinner. 
 
 Lily eyed the clock and ran her hands over her hips. Dinner 
was ready. 
 Just enough time to change my clothes. I want to laugh. I want 
to be silly like I was when Luke was alive. I just want to be alive again, 
damn it.   

 Alive is exactly what she felt when Joe walked through her 
door. 
 
 Joe leaned in to Lily, with a Rhett Butler kiss. He shrugged his 
shoulders and opened his hands, framing his words. “What’s all this? 
You shouldn’t have gone to so much trouble.” 
 “Hey, this little dinner is no trouble – it’s the cleanup I don’t 
like.”   
 Joe bent down to her ear. “I’ll take care of what comes later.” 
 Walking backwards she took his hand and guided him toward 
the deck. The weathered table was covered with newspaper. A wet 
kitchen towel and chunks of fresh lemon were near each dinner plate. 
 They talked, drank their wine, and cracked open crab claws. 
Lily showed Joe how to roll the ear of corn over a stick of butter. Joe 
pulled the juicy meat out of the shell easily and fed it to her. His 
fingertips lingered for hardly a breath at her lower lip. Drawn butter 
was on the table between them in a cracked custard cup. Lily offered 
him the last of it as she sucked her fingers. He wiped the bowl with a 
last bite of the crab and fed her one more time.  
 She noticed his muscles, his tan, and his hands. He was 
wearing a crisp denim shirt with an emblem over the pocket. 
 “What’s that?” 
  “Special Forces logo.” 
 “Vietnam?” 
 “Yup.” He poured the last of the wine and changed the subject. 
“This dinner brings me back to the easy years when I lived on the 
Outer Banks. It could be the fact that your deck hangs over the river 
and I hear the fish jump now and then. I like your place, Lily.”  
 He talked but she didn’t really listen. Sitting this close to him, 
Lily tensed unconsciously with a subtle sensual surge. She barely held 

Kavanaugh  



herself in check when she felt the primal signal between her             
legs. A long-buried imp inside her was stretching and grinning 
mischievously. She leaned into Joe impetuously, her lips brushed his 
mouth.  
 “Umm – good. Was that dessert?”  
 She shook her head, still looking into his eyes. “Nope. I just 
couldn't resist. I have strawberries for dessert. Nothing fancy.” 
 They ate the sugared fruit and afterward Joe reached for her 
hand and casually said, “I think you and I fit pretty good, but suddenly 
you seem tighter than a tick on a hound dog.”   
 She squirmed. “If it's that noticeable, I'm in trouble! I can’t 
believe me – Good lord, I just might be sixteen again.” 
 He took her hand, turned it over, and caressed ever so softly 
with his thumb. “The air in here is thick with your anxiety, Honey. Am 
I the first man you've dated since your husband died?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Well, it's been a while for you. I can set us some boundaries. 
We’ll go easy, if you need to, hell, we’ll even throttle back. That sound 
good to you, Lily?” 
 Her chest rose, the beat of her heart was pounding in her 
throat. She exhaled.  
 “Deal.” Her eyes did the talking. 
      
 She stood to clear the table and as she did, Joe took her hand. 
He walked backward and drew her toward the bedroom.  
 “Ohhh no, Joe.” She didn't let go. 
 He held her with one hand, approached her bed, and eased the 
quilt back with the other. He knew the moment her feet turned to 
rocks. With a tug, he laid her down on her bed and kissed her face, 
then slid his lips down her neck.  
 Eyes wide, she looked up at the ceiling fan and smelled his 
clean, distinct scent. Her breath quickened, her hunger jumped out of 
bounds. She helped him as he tugged her clothes away and watched 
him pull off his shirt. When he unbuckled his khaki shorts and let 
them drop, he was butt-naked. The warmth of his skin when she 
touched his bare belly released her.  
 He rolled her over and lightly traced a road atlas up and down 
her body. His fingers felt her warmth and wetness, but only for a 
moment. He licked his fingers, turned her over, and blanketed her 
with his lithe body.   
 “Are you real or am I imagining this?” Lily panted. Her legs 

went limp. 
 Lily amped up when Joe ran his fingers through her hair. She 
was no longer on a trickle charger, any self-discipline she had was 
gone, ripped away with her clothes. She sailed further from the shores 
of inhibition. The song that came from her throat was only a whimper. 
She tried, a tiny bit, to pull away from him. Just so she could catch her 
breath. She wanted to keep his lips in a bottle. Her hands drifted over 
his smooth skin, touching, remembering, awakening. She hugged him 
to her as he rolled over to her other side.  
 He was collected and confident, his eyes inviting her to dance. 
His fingers never left her skin. His mouth sucked her under. 
 Boundaries? He had to be kidding . . .  
 Above them, the fan circled rhythmically. He reached across 
her long body to turn on the bedside lamp. When he did, it flickered on 
and off, mimicking her.   
 Was it only an hour ago that I was too nervous to be intimate? 
When I believed he wouldn’t see me naked tonight? And now, here I 
am, sticky and spinning.  
 When she rolled toward the edge of the bed, he caught her   
and held her tightly. She grabbed at the damp sheet and laughed.     
He slithered down her belly, and her belly tightened with the 
anticipation.  
 Her moans turned into growls, all the time the lamp flickered, 
on, and off, on, and off. It matched her shallow breaths. Every cell in 
her awakened body reached out for him. She yearned to melt into him. 
 Softly, he begged her for her hand.   
 “Why?” Distrust in her tone. 
 “Just give it to me, Lily.” He licked her ear, wrapped his arm 
around her belly and held her back against his chest, “Lily, give me 
your hand.”  
 Obediently, she reached her hand up to find his. He held her 
wrist like a velvet vice, stretching her and arching her on a sensual 
rack.   
 He was always in control.   
 She was always out of control. He urged her to go beyond.   
 “I’m finished, Joe. I’m drained.” 
 “You’re not.”  His voice that of a necromancer. 
 Her words fell to the stone floor; her primal growl turned into a 
sweet moan. She heard a thumping. From far, far away. Her bed was 
hitting the wall and its banging matched the blinking, flickering light.  
 “Water,” she rasped. I'm going to die. And I'm going to have a 



smile on my face.   
 Joe reached for the glass on the bedside table and gulped a 
mouthful of cool water but didn't swallow. He kissed her and let the 
water slide between her open lips. That's when she knew she would 
not die of thirst. It would be from his touch. Touch of his tongue, 
fingertips, even his teeth.  
 Snuggling in, she asked, “What was that talk about 
boundaries?”  
 
 She breathes in the musk of this naked man next to her, then 
gently drags her fingertips along the small of his back. She likes to 
touch him, to feel his chest rising slightly then falling. Spent now, 
they each shift with perfectly matched rhythm, toward sleep. He 
holds her soft body nestled against his chest. He strokes her narrow 
hips, her ribs, her arms, her face, with the fingertips of both his hands. 
Plays her like a guitar. She softly hums in her sleep with each brush. 
He turns into his faded pillow. The last thing he notices is the smell of 
her hair on his fingers. Her primal scent lingers.  
 
 When she wakes, the first thing across her mind is, I have to 
fix that lamp. I’m going to put that on a list – right after I figure out 
how to walk again.  
 Lily quietly turns on her back and arches her arms above her 
head in one smooth move. Sun shadows from the shutters play across 

the bed, splicing Joe in a diagonal glow of daybreak. Opening her eyes 
to him sleeping next to her is comforting. She doesn’t actually think 
it; it just is.  
 She’s also exhausted.   
 She quietly slides off the bed and heads for the bathroom. The 
stone floor feels cool to her bare feet.  
 She puts her arms out and runs her hands along the walls, 
steadying herself as she navigates the short distance to the 
bathroom. She sits, her eyes closed. She takes slow deep breaths.   
 She heaves her body up and leans into the sink, cups water 
into her hands, rinses her mouth, and stands in the dim light, looking 
at herself the mirror. She holds her breasts in her hands to relieve 
their tingling. The sight of her wild hair brings back the sweet 
wrestling with the beast now asleep in her bed.  
 She raises her arms to tame the tangles, when she does she 
lets go of her breasts, their weight instantly brings back their 
tenderness. Tensile heat flares deep inside like warm syrup, a primal 
sap starting to run again. In the mirror, her eyes sparkle and glint at 
her.  
 Oh yeah.  
 Her breath quickens. She feels the twist in her chest with more 
than a little amazement. Her thoughts stop there. Her gut takes over 
as she heads back to the beast sleeping in her bedroom. 
 Or is the beast in her? 



Richard Kostelanetz 



Richard Kostelanetz 



                        Christina Dalcher  Roger Sippl 

A soft plane I lie on naked 
covered over with cloth your warm love. 
Hair, your body, light scratching cutting 
against my thigh 
so strong you use me. 
 
When you leave our spot I watch, you move. 
Dressing, adorned, full breast, thin cotton blouse, now 
nipples hard from the morning breeze  
through our tent, through your blouse, 
you put on jeans, pick up a brush and your 
long tousled hair swirls to your casual beauty 
and I know now 
why your mirror sighs heated breath. 

Someone, this summer or a thousand summers ago, painted 
Giovanni ama Maria in apple-red nail varnish on the flat piece of 
volcano worn smooth by time. John loves Mary. Same story, 
different language. L.M. 13-6-16 was scrawled on another rock in 
black block letters. A birth? A death? My bet is loss of virginity. 
They mark that kind of thing over here—get born, get first 
communion, get your cherry popped. 

It happened to me once—it only ever happens once—up the 
road, west of the bay, where a line of cars snakes along the Via 
Posillipo, each one shrouded in last year’s newspapers. Buy a 
condom, a packet of tissues and a roll of tape from the old man at 
the top of the hill, get to business. It won’t last long. Not at sixteen. 

Add half a century now. Lie back on the ancient child of 
Vesuvius, husband of forty years snoring into the crook of your legs, 
matching the waves’ rhythmic dance. Once, like the mother of these 
rocks, you had fire. 

The couple on the next rock starts making out, hips grinding 
through the thickness of denim, tongues exploring each other’s in 
an easy serpentine mating ritual. I turn my head away, more from 
shame than politeness, and think about dinner, about sipping wine 
in silence, about bickering about which movie to watch while the 
cooling embers sputter an indignant last breath. 

Or. 
“Go for a drive?” I say. 
“Where?” 
“Up the hill.” 
On the way, after the climb through sun-pinked walls and 

rooftops, we stop by the man at the top of the hill. I buy everything 
he sells except the condoms; John parks in the old spot. We tape 
newspapers to windows with urgent fingers. We get to business. 



Kami Bugnet 



Kemuel DeMoville 

This afternoon I thought of sunflowers, 
wild, waving in the wind. 
I thought of sunsets which make the ocean glass. 
I thought of parkinglots, shining, 
wet with rain in the streetlights. 
Parkinglot after parkinglot after parkinglot 
like a rolodex of desire; 
memories of moaning in moonlight. 
Our windows were permanently fogged. 
The first time I kissed you I loved you. 
I was lost, my best laid plans 
were wiped off the map. 
We are electric body and soul; 
when I lay my hands on your naked back 
the lights get brighter. 
I am five years old, staring at the sun. 
This afternoon I thought of you: 
naked and sweaty 
freshly showered and still wet 
rushing out the door to work 
smiling at my cooking. 
Laying naked on your mattress 
your body glows silver in the midnight moonlight. 
In my memory immutable 
in my mind immaculate. 
You roll over and smile. 
I squint my eyes as you touch me  

and the world turns to white light 
and I taste your lips 
and I feel you 
against me 
above me  
below me 
surround me 
and then I'm inside. 
Sunflowers explode in the darkness 
as we roll on your mattress raft 
rock on the waves. We make love 
on a river of hot glass as the  
world dissolves into steam and smoke. 
I reach out my hands and 
pull you against me. 
And it's daylight. Sunlight 
and a chorus of deep breaths 
and my mind screams: 
I'm in love. 
This afternoon I thought of sunflowers, 
wild, waving in the wind. 
This afternoon I thought of you. 



Linda M. Crate    Roopa Dudley 

i remember your hands 
on my body 
exploring fingers, hot tongue 
my nails raking down your back; 
i was certain sex was an 
art form 
that we could perfect in time— 
you, the painter, and i the writer 
surely together our artistic 
eye would make the most beautiful 
melody? 
i remember your teeth at my throat, 
my breast, my chin; 
your rose bud of lips at every sacred 
place of me that i had never shown any other— 
blood racing, hearts beating 
we became one 
in a singular desire to burn apart our bones 
until we were melded into one  
beating, breathing 
heart. 



  Dawn Major 
On the third Sunday in July, the parishioners of St. Lawrence 

Church in Lawrenceton, Missouri host their annual picnic. It’s not a 
hokey picnic run by ancients with a sampling of baked goods, but a 
real throw down. Visitors come from all over the Midwest to stuff 
themselves on kettle beef, liver dumplings, and fried chicken. Dinners 
are $10 for adults and carry-outs, and $5 for children. Picnic proceeds 
pay upkeep on the church and for the parish kids’ tuition at St. Agnes 
and Ste. Genevieve, most of their parents being farmers. After the 
visitors eat, they carry their beer-buzzed bodies up the hill to a 
covered shelter where they play bingo. At 6:00, the raffle starts. The 
bingo caller’s microphone echoes over a live band playing Little Pink 
Houses. 

The old ladies start preparing the liver dumplings several days 
before. Mothers make pies and cakes. Fathers set up tents, tables, and 
beer booths, and the kids, over the age of 12, serve the visitors sweet 
tea, coffee, and dessert in the basement under the church.  

This summer is Shannon’s first time serving. She got a break 
the summer before, because she moved to Lawrenceton from Los 
Angeles two weeks before the picnic. She is nervous at first, 
interacting as a waitress, but picks it up quickly and some of the 
visitors start tipping her. It nips at her conscience, but it’s only a 
dollar here and there, so she keeps it.  

A young man seats himself at one of her tables. He doesn’t 
belong here, but neither does she.  

He wears his hair in a Mohawk, dyed black and loose, not glued 
and spiky. Pierced ears. Tall, thin, and hot. A dangerous type with a 
serial killer smile.  

She tops off his tea and he slips a $20 in the pocket of her 
apron. He doesn’t touch any skin, but she feels heat between his 
fingers and the material. She should give it back, but wants the new 

Duran Duran CD, so she ignores it, and walks to the serving station.  
When she thinks it’s safe to look in his direction, he is staring 

at her. The air between them is connective. Usually, she is the one 
that sticks out, but today he takes her place, and she is granted 
refugee status. The locals eye her with pitiful faces for having to 
serve the foreigner.  

He motions for her to come back. There are letters tattooed on 
his fingers. Deep down Shannon knows she should turn away, leave, 
her shift is nearly over, but she walks to him anyway. She feels faint. 
It’s stifling in the basement, and the circulation is bad.  

He asks her when she gets off. She asks why. He says you know 
why. Do I? He says I like you. I think you like me. 

He lingers past dessert, and then when she is busy wiping 
down her last table, she notices he is gone. She feels something 
between disappointment and relief, but after counting her tips she 
finds that she has made $32.  

Shannon promised Eddy, whose been in love with her since she 
moved to town, that she’d come by his tent. He’s made over a dozen 
birdhouses.  

She spots his tent near the parking lot, hitting up people 
leaving empty handed.  

“Hey, looks like you sold a lot.”  
She’s being kind. There are only three empty spaces. 
“A few. They keep trying to haggle me” 
Shannon rolls her eyes and says, “Don’t let them. People are so 

cheap. At a church picnic, too.” 
“Right. How was the basement?” 
“Freaking hot as hell. I made some tips, though.” 
“Really? That’s allowed?” 
“Not sure, but I can buy Rio.” 



“Cool. How much?” 
She lies and says, “Fifteen.” 
“Oh, well. You deserve it for sweating your ass off. Don’t tell 

anyone.” 
Eddy’s voice starts to fade out. He’s saying something about 

judgy people, but most of what he says is lost, because she sees that 
Mohawk hasn’t left. He’s leaning against the door of a black Camaro, 
drinking a can of Busch. She wonders how long he’s been standing 
there watching her talk to Eddy, and is now self-conscious, because 
Eddy looks so young and goofy. The same primal feeling in the church 
basement comes back.  

“You’re not even listening to me. Hey, come back to planet 
earth.” Eddy snaps his fingers in front of her face. 

“What? Huh? I’m so listening.” 
“What did I just say then?” 
“People and tips. Wait, don’t look now, but there’s some weird 

dude in the parking lot next to a Camaro.” 
Eddy turns his head to see, and she says, “Eddy, what’d I just 

say? He totally saw you. Oh my God, now he’s walking over.” 
He struts, literally struts across the gravel, taking his time but 

on point. Shannon picks up a birdhouse pretending to be interested, 
and then he’s there, standing next to her.  

“Yo, sup, man?” He fist bumps Eddy. 
“Whoa. When did you get here? What’d you do with your hair, 

man?”  
 Mohawk rubs the top of his head, laughs, and says, “Last 

night.” 
“No one told us.” 
“Yeah, it was late. Mom didn’t know either. Scared the shit out 

of her when I unlocked the door and walked in.” 
Shannon doesn’t know if she should introduce herself, or walk 

away, but decides to go and says to Eddy, “Catch you later, alligator.” 
Alligator? So stupid, so stupid, so stupid. 
“Wait, Shannon. Stay. Hey, this is my cousin, Victor.” 
It doesn’t fit—them belonging in the same family. Victor holds 

out his hand for Shannon to shake. The formality seems funny.  
“When you done here, cuz?” 
“I guess when I sell everything.” 
“Shit, that’s too long. I’ll help you out. How much is that one?” 
“You don’t have to.” 
“I want to. I’ll give it to mom,” Victor looks at Shannon and 

says, “You pick.” 
 For some reason this decision seems heavy to her, like one of 
those mind games, the kind of game that you tell yourself that if you 
make it back to the TV before the commercial is over your crush likes 
you. 

She hands him a small white chapel with miniature copper bell 
in the steeple and yellow bird on the roof that is far too large for it. 
Eddy starts to put it in a bag, but Victor shakes his head no. He can 
just walk it over to the car, and then he asks if they want to go for a 
ride, except he is only speaking to Shannon. 

She can’t help herself and asks, “How old are you?” 
“What’s that got to do with the price of tea in China, baby girl.” 
Eddy answers for him, “He’s 22.” 
Victor says he needs to get away from all the old people. 

They’ll come back for Eddy. Twenty minutes. Tops. He will even wait 
for Shannon to tell her mom. 

Shannon doesn’t tell her mom she’s leaving. They both know 
they won’t be come back in 20 minutes.  

While Victor unlatches the T-tops and puts them in the back 
of the car, Shannon braids her hair into one long braid. He spins his 
tires tearing out of the gravel parking lot, but only a few people notice 
and they don’t care. It’s late afternoon, the beer is still pouring, and 
some have started sipping under the table.  

She turns the station to KWIX, all new wave. He doesn’t seem 
to mind, and then because she feels bold and his stuff is just as much 
hers, she opens the glove box and begins pulling out its contents.  

Black Sabbath cassette. Yeah, he has that Satan worshipping 
thing about him. He keeps it simple, though. No pentagrams or skull 
rings. Black tee, dark blue Levi’s, and black and white converse.  

Marlboro Reds. She snuck menthols from her mom. She tells 
him, and he says he can stop at the gas station. He’ll get her some. 
He’ll do anything for her. She belongs to him now.  

A letter from the Navy. She opens it. Discharged from service. 
That’s where he’d been.  

A pint of Jim Bean.  
“I see you carry the essentials.” 
He laughs. “Yep, you got that right, baby girl.” 
“Why’d you give me $20? It’s more than the cost of dinner.” 
“Needed to get your attention. It worked.” 
“You kept staring at me? Don’t you think that’s a little 

creepy?” 



“Are we playing now? Is that how you want to go at this?” 
“You were staring. Just saying.” 
“Just saying,” He mocks her. 
“Stop.” 
“Stop.” 
“I mean it.” 
He stops then and asks, “What else should I stare at? You’re 

beautiful. I wasn’t sure I was at the right picnic. Where’re you from, 
’cause I know it sure as shit ain’t from here.” 

“LA.” 
“Yes, you are. Did you forget your wings there?” 
“That’s not going to work on me, you know?” 
Shannon takes a sip of Jim Bean. Victor takes the bottle away 

from her. Their rules are getting set. 
“Like I could get drunk off one sip, besides I drink.” 
“Why? You got sorrows?” 
“Whatever. I have a stepfather.” The bottle is in between his 

legs. He lets her take it back. 
“Is he that bad? I can take him out.” 
“Oh, right. You’re so special forces.” 
“What if I was?” 
“Were you?” 
“Hell no. I hated that gig. Someone always telling you what to 

do, what to eat, what to wear, when to sleep. I hate people telling me 
what to do, but that’s all done now and I’m free.” He momentarily 
takes his hands off the steering wheel and flaps them. 

“Why’d you join then?” She hands him back the bottle, he 
takes a nip, leans over her, and puts the bottle back in the glovebox. 

“Why else? Get out of here.” 
“For sure.” 
“If I stayed here. I’d probably be in prison. You know that idle 

hands stuff.” 
“So you’re bad news? Should I be afraid?” 
“Nope, not anymore,” and then he pauses and asks, “Do I scare 

you, babe?” 
Yes. In a good way. In the way I want to be scared. She shakes 

her head no. 
They make it a good distance down Highway Y. She wants him 

to slow down, but won’t admit it. They are coming up on the 
intersection where the school bus makes its last stop before dropping 
off her and Eddy of at St. Agnes School.  

“Where are we going? I don’t want to meet your mom.” 
“She’d love you, but no, she’s at the picnic.” 
He pulls into the parking lot of the Dew Drop Inn. This is her 

stepdad, Dale’s, hangout.  
“We can’t go in there.” 
“Come on. One beer and we’ll go back.” 
“They’re not going to serve me.” 
“What are you, 16, 17?” 
“I’ll be 16 in eight months.” 
“So, in other words you just turned 15.” 
“Shut up. My stepdad hangs out here.” 
“Is he here now?” 
“Nooo, He’s at the picnic with your mom, mine, and everyone 

else.” Where I should be, she thinks. 
“Well, I think you should be with me, and I’m here. Come on. I 

know these folks. There won’t be a problem. Promise.” 
Victor gets out, runs over to the passenger’s door, opens it, and 

reaches for her hand. Then he drapes his arm over her shoulder, 
cradling her neck, and directs her towards the entrance.  

The Dew Drop Inn was converted from a mill into a bar and 
inn, and still has the original wooden siding with multiple layers of 
white cracked paint. A neon red and white Budweiser sign hangs from 
the second story, near the window of a room. In the countryside where 
people have long driveways and acres and acres of land, it is the last 
light you see on Highway Y for 15 miles either way.  

Shannon never thought she’d ever set foot in this place. 
Mostly bikers and semi-trucks stop in from St. Louis, on their way to 
Cape Girardeau and beyond. 

 It is dark and musty and reeks of old smoke, the kind of place 
that stays on your clothes and hair even if you had only walked in and 
walked back out. It doesn’t have central air, but there is a large 
window air conditioner that has been cut into the side of the bar and 
propped up with two by fours, as well as a couple of fans on high on 
either side of the bar. One blows out towards its clients, and the other 
keeps Tina, the bartender, cool.  

Victor aims them in the direction of a booth with a window, 
although the shade is down and completely closed. Aside from Tina, 
there is a man sitting at a high top. He glanced up when the door 
opened, allowing a stream of light in, and then resumed drinking his 
rum and coke. Shannon has the feeling that everyone is hiding out 
here.  



Tina is wiping down liquor bottles with a white rag. She 
recognizes Victor and calls out, “Hey there, want a Bud, Vicky?” 

 “Yeah, make it a bucket, would you Tina?” 
Tina comes back with the bucket, sets in between them, and 

asks, “You two hungry?” 
“I’m not. Been at the picnic, but get whatever she wants.” 
“Can I have some fries?” 
“Sure, honey.” 
“Cheers.” Victor taps his bottle on Shannon’s and says, “So, 

Shannon. What you doing here?” 
“Someone invited me on a ride.”  
“You enjoying it?” 
“More or less,” and then adds, “Vicky.” 
He beams at her. His teeth even and very white. 
“A girlfriend?” Shannon has been around the antics of her 

mom and her stepdad to pick up on these types of things.  
Victor leans back into the back of the booth, stretches his legs 

underneath, and wraps them around her ankles. Shannon leans back, 
too.  

“Baby girl, I’m never going to lie to you, and nah, she’s not a 
girlfriend. She may have been friendly, but I swear it was all her. You 
don’t have to worry about anything.”  

He is very serious, she thinks, but believes him. When you are 
beautiful, you learn pretty quickly what drives men and women. You 
know what they’re saying behind their teeth. 

“I know.” 
“Good.”  
He pulls out a cigarette, lights it, hands it to her, and then 

lights one for himself.  
“When I saw you, I thought, well, here we go. This is what 

everyone talks about. Never felt it, not once. I thought, I want to 
know every bit of this girl. Not just physical. I can see you think it’s 
all I want, but it’s not. It’s right to be suspicious, though.” He stops to 
take a puff. “You’re a good girl. I can tell. Wouldn’t want it any other 
way.” 

“Don’t call me a good girl. I hate that. I mean it.”   
Shannon feels her neck start to burn, the heat creeping up her 

face and ears. She knocks his feet out of the way, scoots out of the 
booth, and asks where the bathroom is. Victor uses his cigarette to 
point to a hallway between the bar and kitchen.  

The ladies’ bathroom is surprisingly clean, probably for never 

being used, and smells very strongly of perfume. She throws the 
cigarette in the toilet and sits down to pee. There is a curtain around 
the sink. Underneath—a curling iron, Aqua Fresh, tampons, a makeup 
bag, baby powder. Obviously, Tina’s bathroom.  

She washes her hands, takes several paper towels out of the 
dispenser, wets them, and wipes her face, arms, and legs down. She is 
sticky from picnic sweat. She lifts up her shirt to smell her 
underarms, rummages under the sink, and finds deodorant and the 
perfume Tina must spray in here every shift. She looks closely in the 
mirror at herself, decides to undo the braid that makes her appear 
even younger, and sprays some perfume in her hair. Then she wets 
some more towels, adding some soap, and wipes between her legs.   

LA Woman is playing, and Victor is adding more money to the 
juke box.  Tina places a platter of fries on the table right after she sits 
back down, tells her she smells good, and walks away.  

Shannon would have normally felt ashamed, but for the beer 
and liquor. She keeps it cool. Shannon considers herself a master at 
keeping it together. Life, or maybe survival, requires pretense, and all 
the bad has to be tucked away in the secret closet in your head. In the 
moment if it is too heavy, you can fold it, hang it, store it away, deal 
with it when you run out of space, but she is young and has a lot of 
space left.  

She isn’t drunk, but more than tipsy. Victor ensures they 
won’t run out of tunes. No 80’s, but she recognizes the Eagles and 
Young, the stuff her mom and Dale still listen to.  

They talk about nothing and everything as if they haven’t 
seen each other in years, and have so much to get caught up on. 
Music, places they’ve been, who and what has wronged them, where 
they are going now, and Eddy. When Eddy comes up, they both 
understand it is time to go. Plus, some hardened picnic goers have 
trailed in. 

Victor leads her to his car, puts her in the passenger seat. 
Seconds later, he is in the driver’s seat. He grabs her face with both 
hands and kisses her. Somehow he manages to pull her over the 
console and onto his lap without stopping. They both are breathing 
hard, and then he is undoing her bra, and it is too much, so she pulls 
back and crawls back into the passenger’s seat. 

He starts the car. It is getting dark now. They are heading 
away from the sunset. About a mile before entering Lawrenceton, 
Victor pulls off into a driveway that at one time went somewhere, but 
nowhere tonight, and turns off the engine.  



He rests his head on the steering wheel. He wants to cry. They 
both do. They wanted this more than anything, and he knew he could 
convince her. She keeps asking him why? They belong together. He 
yells at her, to make her stop telling him the truth they both know, 
and tells her to get out.  

She thinks he is leaving her here, but he comes around and 
forces her back on the hood. He pushes and pulls on everything she 
has. He has one small breast in his hand. He jabs his tongue into her 
mouth, yanks her zipper to her shorts down, pushes his fingers into 
her, and she is naked like never before. It hurts. Not their agreement, 
but Shannon stops asking why. This is it. Against the metal hardness 
of a Camaro with a stranger.  

In part, Shannon wants this more than Victor. It solidifies 

what everyone already suspects. She can quit pretend fighting.  
The incessant drumming of July cicadas suddenly stops, as if 

someone realized they hadn’t turned them off before leaving for the 
picnic in the morning. There are only the cars going home, and Victor 
asking if she is ready. 
 She feels Victor’s hand on the top of her arm. He opens the 
passenger door and nudges her in. The car is speeding before Shannon 
realizes everything has changed. He parks off the side of the road in 
front of the church. The picnic is over. People are cleaning up. He 
kisses her one more time, and deeper and harder than before, as if to 
say he can do that to her. He doesn’t open the door. She understands 
and gets out. He says he’ll get her number from his cousin, but she 
knows she’ll never see Vicky again.   



Kami Bugnet 



 Mark Yale Harris 



Sergio A. Ortiz 

You, naked 
stretch out on my skin 
like a hill bitten by the sun. 
The fruit slips, grows, swells,  
it's burning. At six in the mirror 
you enter me  
as the most expectant guest,  
simple as a river of light. 
You cover me with your man skin. 
 
You, the tongue that runs through my veins 
to silence me. You take my eyes off  
painfully and give me two other arms  
with which to weigh life. 
Your mouth drizzles on my back. 
You scratch my back and write your name. 
You talk to me with your bones. 
My moan, 
the longest sound you’ll hear tonight. 
 
When we are alone, still naked, 
when everything is over, 
 
it hails. 
The air has just discovered us.  



Linda M. Crate 

we burned like summer 
in the warmth 
of our bodies 
dancing against one another 
lips against lips, teeth against limbs, 
fingernails scraping 
away the mundane traces 
of everyday life; 
a primal dance of both necessity and want 
i forgot everything in those moments 
except my yearning bones— 
in and out and in and out 
never knew those two words could be 
such an overwhelming desire 
especially repeated again and again, 
but we took everything we came for: 
all the flowers, all the bees, all the birds 
even the trees were alarmed by 
the passion of our limbs and lips 
beneath the golden stain of your hair and the 
crimson wings of mine.  

    Bill Wolak  



Lana Dean Highfill 
In 1994, I was too young 
(not twenty-one) 
to get a hotel room in my name. 
 
Solstice. 
Summer. 
 
We took a third floor room 
with a view 
overlooking the beach, 
or so the brochure so brightly proclaimed 
in shades of orange and pinky red. 
 
For that longest day 
we left not once 
to explore the sands, 
to walk in the tides. 
 
We stayed 
wrapped in hotel sheets 
crisp as leaves — 
They wove themselves between your thighs, 
shown white in setting sun 
through dusty window panes. 
 
You had signed us in 
as Henry and 

 
June — 
in our summer hotel room — 
filled with salt 
and sand 
and your hand 
upon my back. 



Richard Kostelanetz 



  Joe Giambrone 
 She strolled along from boardwalk stand to stand, 

investigating. I saw her, of course, three stands down, long before she 
noticed me. She wore a white sun hat, wide brimmed, and a flowing 
skirt, the only girl I'd seen dressed like that. Her manner, taking her 
sweet time, asking lots of questions, inspecting the goods, I sensed 
something was special about her. She wanted the full experience. 

In the summer of 1985, my job was printing kitschy t-shirts 
and calendars with people's photos on them: lovers, brats, fogies. I 
watched for beautiful girls, but they weren't interested in the guy in 
the silly stand. My hair was pretty long then, and I lived across the 
bay, alone at my parents' summer house. 

My stand was in Seaside Park, built of wood and open to the 
ocean air on three sides, the beach behind it way down below. Waves 
rolled in, and the tourists sauntered by. 

I photographed two kids together, with the video camera. The 
dot matrix printer kicked out the image, and I cooked the printout onto 
a t-shirt for the grandmother. Meanwhile, the girl in the summer dress 
approached, and she inspected the samples hanging around the stand. 

Two beauties in bikinis strutted by with a jock, never looking 
over. I made my best effort to avoid looking at them and stay open to 
any sort of attention from the girl in the white hat and big round 
sunglasses. It seemed like she wouldn't speak to me. Why would she? 
Why would such a person want any of that boardwalk kitsch? It had to 
be just a curiosity to her. 

Presented with the perfect opportunity to speak to her, I 
wasn't at all interested in selling her anything. She meandered around 
the three sides looking at less popular items like banners, buttons and 
sweatshirts. I watched her silently, back at the workstation. But 
eventually I couldn't take it any longer. 

“Hi there.” 

“Hello.”  
I couldn't tell how old she was, certainly young, but not too 

young. “Are you down for the week?” 
“Yeah. With my parents and my brother.” 
“Ah. How's it going so far?” 
“It's okay.” 
“You don't really want your picture on something?” 
“Oh. My gramms loves this kind of stuff. Me and Justin. We'll 

probably come back later with everybody.” 
“Justin?” 
“My little brother.” 
That same night she appeared with her crew. Her parents 

watched the live monitor feed at the counter. Her father wore a thick 
mustache, stocky build. She and her brother seemed like happy people, 
young, healthy, nice. 

“That's good, right there. Turn a little bit toward each other. 
Lean in closer.” I took my time for the best possible picture. Memory 
only held one image, and you lost it if you tried for another.  
 “Relax. Just a little smile.” I needed them both perfect 
simultaneously. “Got it.” I took fast shots continually trying for the 
perfect moment, which I thought I accomplished.  

As I heat-pressed the calendar for her grandmother, I peeked 
back over my shoulder. April chatted with her parents. My window of 
opportunity was closing fast. 

Her mother wanted more. “Another calendar for us, we 
think.” 

“This one?” I showed her the '86 calendar with the blue theme, 
which was my favorite. 

When her parents walked away with the plastic bag full of 
memories, April hung back. I waved. 



“Hey? April right?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Are you doing anything later tonight?” 
“No. Just walking around. The usual.” 
“I get out of here at ten. Do you want to hang out?” 
“Sure.” 
I couldn't believe my luck. I'm sure her eyes sparkled when 

she said it. This hadn't happened before. She smiled demurely as she 
strolled off to catch up with her family.  

I stood alone in the quiet stand, now in another world. 
Of the two rooftop mini-golf courses, this was the bigger one. 

April's golf ball jumped the track and sailed across the course to a 
fence. She laughed. “No!” 

“I'll get it. I'll get it.” We played 18 holes, and then paused at 
the railing to look out over the beach and dark ocean, little frothy 
white peaks on the waves. 

She wore jeans and a denim jacket. 
We kept talking. She also wore a Pink Floyd shirt, and I had 

quite a few of their discs. I noticed her pants. “You have a bandana as a 
belt.” 

“Yeah, that's how I know my stomach's okay, so I don't put on 
any weight.” 

“Ohh. Wow, I didn't know it would fit.” I was feeling awkward 
and unsure what to say next. She didn't have much time left, but she 
stretched it out. Her little mannerisms, her desires long forgotten, but 
they burrowed subconsciously to rewire my brain. 

Before she headed back to her hotel, she said, “So like do you 
want to go swimming in the ocean tomorrow? That's what we're doing.” 

“Yeah. Everyone? Sure.” 
Out in the warm surf, April and I bobbed and waited for waves. 

We ended up close to one another. 
“Hey?” she said. 
“Yeah?” 
She wrapped her arms around me, face to face, and she kissed 

me. Sea salty kisses in the surf. Her legs eventually found their way 
around me as we rocked in the rolling waves. 

I had no idea where her parents were. “Can they see us here?” 
April shook her head. She seemed pretty self-sure, and not 

worried about a thing. She was so beautiful and carefree, like a muse. 
“So, your dad's a cop?” 
“Yep.” 

She kissed me again, and I was blown away by April. We were 
right at the edge of the erotic. Her legs around mine, she rendered me 
powerless but to continue kissing her. My hands massaged her back as 
we floated around in the ocean together. 

When we strolled past her parents back on the beach, she 
calmly said, “Hey we're gonna get some lunch.” 

“Okay. We'll be here.” Her father seemed to take no interest at 
all. 

Together we marched across the hot sand and up to the rough 
boardwalk planks. I was characteristically paranoid, having seen 
enough teen sex comedies in my day to know better. 

She reassured me. “Oh yeah, he's totally cool.” 
“I just don't want to do anything to—” 
“Don't worry about it.” 
As we emerged on the boards, April's fingers met mine and we 

walked hand in hand like a cliché. It was so special having found a 
partner. 

Two nights later April drove to my house. We tore into each 
other like feral rabbits. Flopping down onto my bed, we undressed in a 
hail of sloppy kisses. She was perfection, everything I had ever 
wanted, and so alive. 

It was Friday, her last night of vacation. She would be leaving 
the next morning to return to her small city in central Pennsylvania, 
hundreds of miles away. 

I didn't even have a condom, always playing things moment to 
moment. Without foreplay, we went right to it. She was already wet. I 
had always wondered why girls let boys do such things to them, but 
she was unstoppable and I was in paradise. 

Her legs wrapped and squeezed me into her. It all flew in a 
daze, and I soon realized I wouldn't be able to resist much longer. In no 
time it would be over. Her most perfect vagina was the stuff of dreams, 
and the pressure skyrocketed inside of me. I decided at the last 
moment to hide it and try not to reveal myself.  

I knew that I could sometimes come and remain hard 
afterward, and this needed to be one of those times, for her benefit. My 
face buried into her neck, I let loose.  

When I regained my state of mind, still thrusting into her, and 
she at me, I realized that she hadn't caught on. She just kept thrusting. 

We flipped over. She rode on top, and structurally it held. I 
was numb for the longest time and in a state previously unexplored, 
thinking too much, but I remained in the game. I watched her in the 



dim shadows, closer than any movie, so intimate it haunts me still.  
She ground me into the mattress for a spell, and we tumbled 

about for another half an hour. Sweating hard. Feeling returned 
eventually, but I couldn't come twice. Exhausted and covered in sweat, 
April finally slowed to a stop. 

I can remember her saying, “Well, we tried.” She may have 
felt awkward, which is the last thing I wanted.  

I gazed into her face and she smiled. She climbed off of me, 
and returned to normalcy. I didn't want any deceptiveness, as I was 
completely in love with her. 

“Uhm,” I told her, “I came already, a while ago, but I didn't 
want to disappoint you.” 

She huffed out amused for just a second.  

Dressing calmly with confidence, she had a shiny black 
leather jacket, which she slipped back on. Already she was due back at 
her parents' hotel. 

Out on my front porch, she turned back to me. Misty eyed, she 
opened her arms and embraced me for the longest interlude, swaying 
back and forth. I did not want to let her go. We shared that final kiss. 

“Bye.” 
“Bye.” 
She walked back to her family car and started the engine. 
I never saw April again, but I could never forget our week 

together, when it seemed like there was magic in the world. My perfect 
match, I sometimes wish things had turned out differently.  



  Heide Brandes 

I’m all cream and sugar when we slip into the dark, 
Hiding in shadows like imaginary creatures, chittering. 
In the distance, the music sounds like promises. 
You gave me a ring by the lake, and I swallowed it. 
I turned silver on the inside. 
You planted gold on my lips, causing spoons and lockets 
to pour out of me, a treasure trove of indiscretions, 
that I collected in a silk bag to bury deep in the ground. 
One day, I’ll read the book of us aloud to bored children. 
I’ll dig up the bag of spoons and lockets, melt them down, 
swallow them like I swallowed you in a car too small for love. 
One day, lake music will have a name, and we’ll be in trouble then. 
You put your hands up my skirt, and I taste apples on your breath. 
I am silver and gold and rusty screws.  

  Roopa Dudley 



   Aanya Sheikh-Taheri       
Waves as chorus 
sunshine as spotlight 
he plays his anthem 
with bare feet upon the sand. 
Strings fingered  
on the soft neck, 
curved body; 
smooth notes plucked 
paint the sky like a rose. 
“Tell me you love me” 
he shyly sings, and as the chords ring, 
he doesn’t know  
how bad  I want to. 

Mark Yale Harris 



  Rachel Essaff Maher 
Facebook friends smuggle 
dirty words into instant messages 
they would never say out loud 
in the Real World, 

to their husbands or wives,  
but can say, are allowed to type 
because social media 

is the right place for love— 
even Frost would have sent 
scintillating syntax over wifi  
and illicit Instagrams through the touch 

screen haze of iPhone fucking 
and “what are you wearing?”  
with the cursor blinking, “I, I, I” 

like a lover with a stutter,  
whose only constant is his ability 
to type and jerk off simultaneously 
while college girls fall in love 
and summer seems a bit too long 

for the wives they have replaced. 

                        Bill Wolak  



 When Amanda Jenkins first met her father-in-law to be six 
years ago, she was terrified by his baldness. Not thinning. Bald, with 
only an alabaster dome atop that sturdy neck. A year later, when her 
husband awoke on his thirtieth birthday with his garish mane of curls 
fully intact, she silently welcomed the occasion with an apoplectic 
rush of relief. In college she had boasted frequently to her Tri-Delt 
sisters about never, EVER, being a party to the proliferation of the 
baldness gene. And, of course, such proclamations were easily made 
and received back then because none of them had ever dated a 
balding man, save for “Big” Bernice who didn’t count, and each of 
them had considered herself immune to the stooping that was 
suggestive of physical compromise in a mate. 
 It’s not as if she would have loved her husband any less over 
something so superficial. Surely she wouldn’t have, Amanda told 
herself on that fortuitous birthday morning. To evade over-analysis, 
she abruptly shifted her image to that of a martyr—the beautiful 
bride who unflinchingly stands by her kind, homely husband. Yes, 
Amanda thought, if she had had to love a bald man, she would have 
salvaged admiration as the adroitly evolved woman with enough 
humanistic compassion to see the whole person beyond the flesh. 
“Mature”—they would have called her. 
 Lately, however, Tim’s thick coif of auburn curls irked her. All 
the other men in his family were either balding or bald, and who did 
he think he was to circumvent genetics? Harold, her father-in-law, 
was such a halcyon of a husband that it seemed to her that Tim’s 
insolent follicles were flouting not just sebum but the very prototype 
of his father as a man. Really, the unadorned scalp and doughy     
white face were only minor flaws easily eclipsed by his character.  
After all, stout provider that he was, Harold had put four children      
through college. More importantly to Amanda, though, was Harold’s 

abstinence from alcohol. He didn’t go out with lowlife friends the    
way Tim continued to. One night she dreamed she was passionately 
kissing her husband when his hair began shedding, sloughing off until 
the starkness of Harold’s head morphed before her and continued 
probing her mouth with his tongue. She awoke with a shiver that 
morning, but by midday she was texting Mary Catherine about it   
with giggly emojis.   
 On the morning of Tim’s thirty-fifth birthday, Amanda awoke 
with anxiety. Wifely birthday expectations, she felt, were merely 
nostalgic reprisals of gawky teenage roles for a couple in their 
thirties. No one really had the time to build a cake from scratch at 
that age—except for those showy DIY bitches on Instagram—and 
buying one from the Whole Foods bakery didn’t prove much when the 
money was plucked from their joint checking account. And then 
there’s the matter of birthday sex. How awkward and stilted for an 
arbitrarily designated day to dictate her hormonal moods? When DID 
oral sex become the prescription for marital bliss? Amanda thought 
about it for a minute and then blamed Bill Clinton. How exactly was 
straining one’s neck first thing in the day, before even her morning 
cup of coffee, a pronouncement of spontaneous devotion? 
 As for this birthday morning, however, Amanda awoke not to 
an entreating erection beside her but to the vacancy of crumpled 
sheets. Probably running. Tim was always running these days—
running to the corner bodega for kombucha tea—running not just to 
meet his douche-y friends at whatever-that-place’s-name-is with the 
cheap beer served in grooved plastic pitchers, but sometimes after 
work off to the Bedford L and under the silent churning of the East 
River to God knows where. Or, just jogging.   
 It began as a clumsy flirtation with heart health: no more than 
15 or 20 minutes in the cool mornings and wearing, if you can fathom  

  Matthew Koch 



it, those ghastly gray sweats that Lady had visibly chewed through 
when she was teething. That she was ambivalent about Tim’s 
physician-recommended regimen gripped Amanda with guilt. He had 
padded his lower abdomen in the years since college with a soft, 
squishy mound that gently wrapped around his torso like a child’s 
hug. Then that all melted away, and those early morning schlepps 
around the block became 30, 40-minute, sometimes hour-long 
sojourns clad in a black matching Under Armour outfit with some 
damn moisture reduction technology. Of the two of them, Amanda 
had been the one to run cross country in college, and in fact, she was 
the one who nudged him to buy his first legitimate distance running 
shoes (they had taken three trains and a bus to reach the New 
Balance outlet in Long Island that carried the model she had picked 
for him—a something v3, which was supposed to promote stability).  
Back then she had needed a companion for her own morning runs and 
was surprised at how eagerly he took to it, despite his bulky frame. 
Then, once she breached her early thirties, Amanda’s energy waned, 
and her formerly languid mornings felt cracked into tiny flaccid 
parts, each submerged under the daily minutia of yanking Lady down 
to the far corner of the park to poop or grinding Tim’s Arabica beans 
that he just as easily could have ground in the grocery store’s 
machine.  
 Amanda ran too, she often reassured herself—only in the 
opposite direction. Her purge began by sloughing off first CrossFit 
classes followed shortly thereafter by her Bikram Yoga membership. 
Her friends universally attributed the latter move to either some 
hushed financial downturn or else a sign of depression—likely both. 
Among them, only Mary Catherine offered a dissenting opinion, 
loyally pronouncing that the couple was just fine. In reality, Amanda 
had simply trimmed her morning routine—subbing yoga videos on 
YouTube in place of the stinky studio of taut, grunting bodies. By 
contrast to Tim’s increasingly messy and truncated morning exits, 
she was mechanizing. She knew precisely where to find each 
nighttime clothing item he had strewn across the living room before 
changing into his running gear. Before even looking, she brought to 
the kitchen table a sopping wet paper towel, ready to erase the tepid 
little puddles of splashed coffee that had oxidized into tarry black 
swamps. Preserving the edges of her morning awarded precious extra 
moments to perfect her poses or to elongate her stretches. True, her 
glamor muscles weren’t as toned as they once had been, but her core 
was stronger. She even brushed aside the more agitated pleas from 

her friends when she chopped her tangled waves of hair into a more 
manageable pixie. It was a throwback look that reminded her of 
childhood summers upstate—skinned knees, dirty fingernails, 
fluorescent grass stains; climbing tree trunks late into the humid 
evenings that were illuminated by the spectral flash of lightning bugs. 
Somehow, though, it stung when Tim compared her, not unlovingly, 
to Peter Pan. A glancing blow, but it was enough to knock her off 
balance, as she swore off the look, facing first an even more unwieldy 
intermediate stage of hair reclamation.        
 Still awaiting Tim’s hulking, dripping body to trudge through 
her door, Amanda rolled over to her side and snatched at her scuffed 
phone from the decorative wicker box, which she had flipped upside 
down to serve as a makeshift night stand. Extending her probing 
digits without focusing on the slick target, she succeeded only in 
fumbling the phone with an echoing clack onto the distressed bamboo 
flooring that superficially coated the apartment. 
 “Fucking great!” yelled Amanda, inspiring Lady to spring 
erect, arching her blond back and cocking her head dumbly at the 
agitated human face and its foreign missive. 
 “Cracked. Damn it! Why can nothing ever be easy for me?” 
Lady probed at the compromised phone with her comically wide 
snout. “Stop, just stop it, Lady!” Accustomed to loud rebuke by her 
mother, the dog regarded it, as always, with irritability rather than 
submission—shrieking her head back and forth with a volley of barks. 
 “Please, Lady!” Amanda had begun a nearly tearless, gyrating 
cry. “I have nothing for him. He’ll be home and I’ve done nothing!” 
After a couple abortive attempts, she finally steadied her hand 
sufficiently to place a call. The name “Mary Catherine” illuminated 
across the screen, and after only three or four rings the maddeningly 
serene voicemail message switched on. 
 “Great. Decline my call just when I really need to talk to 
someone. My friends suck.” She then tossed the phone onto the bed, 
instigating a second string of shrieking barks from the yellow lab. 
 “What the hell’s Lady bitching about?” Tim stood, wet but not 
quite exhausted, in the doorway. His complexion, ruddy, was beaded 
with moisture, and the locks at his temples tucked into regal curls.   
 “Oh, hi there. Nothing, she’s been crazy all morning. Happy 
birthday, handsome man!” 
 “Thanks. Did you take her out yet? Or feed her?” Not 
exhausted, but what was it? Smug, Amanda thought—and who 
completes a morning run with such—conceit, yes that was the word. 



She felt mocked by his simpering composure.  
 “That’s probably it,” Tim continued. “She just wants us to get 
up and get going. Don’t you, pretty girl!” Lady voraciously lapped up 
the sweat from his wrists and hands while he scratched her domed 
head and behind her floppy ears. 
 “What do you wanna do for your birthday? I—I had this whole 
thing planned but, well, I don’t know—let’s just do whatever you 
want. That OK?” 
 Tim chuckled and took a step toward his wife. “Whatever I 
want, huh?” 
 Amanda instinctively staggered backward before squeezing 
out a wry laughing smile. “Oh, come on, I haven’t even dressed or 
brushed my teeth,” and before he could attempt to iron out her loose 
hygienic trepidations, she ducked under his outstretched arm that 
had been steadying him against the wall and darted deftly to the 
bathroom, surprising even herself with the burst of agility. 
 
 The next morning, Amanda woke up like a half-wracked 
goddess—that is, her head pounded and her left arm was asleep, but 
she was pleased by her navigation through the scummy waters where 
expectation flows into desire. She had, Amanda reasoned, maintained 
her balance while dangerously maneuvering atop the question of sex 
and conjugal need. 
 It had been brilliant—an icy platter of Little Neck oysters 
followed by plates of steamed mussels and flaky white scallops and 
lobster tail accompanied by an unctuous pool of garlic-infused    
butter the color of motor oil that men poured from black plastic 
canisters on those commercials. Amanda imagined these supple, 
viscous indulgences as a sensual extension—or, rather, even a 
surrogate. The best part of her plan, though, was the free flow of the 
claret. Not the most natural pairing with shell fish, but Amanda loved 
the light body and squarely clean finish. It evaded the weighty 
maroon of Burgundy in favor of a soft airy hue, like fresh blood. To her 
it seemed to possess a playful carnality that they each lapped up from 
one bottle a piece. 
 After stumbling the four blocks home, Amanda and Tim 
clunked through the stern iron gate, over a few cold concrete steps 
and then up a single internal staircase to their sheet metal door on 
the left. Once they had breached the apartment entrance, Amanda 
thrust an open-mouthed kiss upon her husband, teasing the hair on 
the back of his neck with her spindly fingers.  His lips, encircling hers, 

felt like home for the first time in ages, and his breath, gently 
sweetened by the wine into almost a tangy ginger, tasted carelessly 
exotic. For a minute she lost herself in the confident guiding motions 
of his mouth while the hypnotic circling of his hands on her shoulders 
and back interacted blissfully with the warm alcoholic tingle 
throughout her body.   

Just as she was about to step joyfully from her familiar 
precipice of restraint into the dark wading pools of connubial 
abandon, her overactive mind switched on with the jarring punch of a 
refrigerator compressor. She worried that she would disappoint him—
that he would press up against her naked body and feel scratchy hairs 
that didn’t belong or lumpy deposits of fat—that Lady would poke her 
wet nose at their entwined bodies and bark at them—or, simply, her 
husband would recognize that she wasn’t enough for him. Feeling        
a chilly pall descend upon her body, she excused herself to the 
restroom. There she deliberately peeled out of her evening dress, 
scrubbed her face, brushed her teeth, flossed, applied white globs of 
lotion to her legs, then lighter moisturizer to her face, and finally sat 
on the toilet for several minutes. When she returned to the bedroom, 
Tim lay supine atop the bed in his Oxford shirt, having managed, 
apparently, to have undone three additional buttons and to have 
kicked his loafers to the wall before he had given up. Hearing the    
soft rumblings of a snore escape his lips, Amanda sighed, serenely 
embracing her reprieve.    

 
 Several days after his birthday, Tim rushed down the 
whitewashed concrete steps, fingering tenderly the cast iron banister 
that stood roughly indifferent to his roaming hands. Forgetting the 
upturned patch of busted sidewalk that buffeted besieged tenants at 
the gate, he tripped and staggered forward until redirecting his gifted 
inertia into a bursting sprint. He always jogged this stretch of the 
block, even when scrapping the run, at least until rounding the corner 
toward the subway station—just in case Amanda in all her neuroses 
were to stare out the window after him. 
 Before dropping down into the dark mouth of the L station, he 
plucked his phone from his shorts, checking once more for a message 
from Mary Catherine. Instead, he found only a stale series of morning 
texts from Amanda—reminders, forwarded memes, and finally her 
refrain: “Do you love me?!!” He felt his fingers typing back “yes” but 
neglected to affix his requisite parenthetical, “of course!” 
 He considered his next move, splaying apart his broad hand 



and whisking aside a tuft of auburn hair that had fallen limp past his 
temple, having succumbed to mid-summer humidity. It didn’t appear 
that Mary Catherine would reach out to him momentarily, and Tim 
was loathe to commit to a subway ride under the East River without a 
plan for his deposit in Manhattan, especially while caught in his mesh 
shorts. As for actually running, this was a wholesome plausibility—
an act that would notch one more blot of ink on the truthful side of his 
ethical ledger with Amanda. But, this path would preclude him from 
seeing Mary Catherine even if she did text him since there simply 
would be no time for a shower at her place.  
 Instead, Tim began to walk. For several blocks he marched, 
vaguely seeking a secluded spot to think. It didn’t really need to be 
secluded. In fact, Tim often enjoyed watching young families at the 
park on blankets or old patriarchs gesturing to one another on 
benches and matching conversational crescendos in foreign tongues. 
When he and Amanda had first moved to the neighborhood, the park 
had been a peaceful urban island that reminded them, as they often 
both remarked, of the dreamy idleness of college life. Recently, 
however, the park had become the setting of fights. Often there were 
tears. And shrill shouts—the kind that inspire tanning prone 
millennials to jut upward their smooshed sideways faces with a 
sudden visible clenching of the trapezius. 
 “We should buy a picnic basket!” suggested Amanda upon 
their first dedicated summer evening at the park. 
 “That would be fun! And next time we’ll bring Lady.” 
 “It feels so much better now that the sun’s disappeared.” 
Amanda swatted at first one leg, then the other, and began clawing 
wildly up and down her calves. “I just wish the mosquitos would 
disappear with it.” Amanda’s mauve lips attempted a pacifying smile 
that stalled halfway across her pretty mouth and manifested instead 
as an unsettling crook at the corner. Seeking and not finding 
approbation on Tim’s face, she began to feel the unctuous effects of 
the day’s lingering humidity. She scanned the women atop blankets, 
many of them younger, contented within taut, careless bodies 
exuding a swirling amalgam of gently simmering flesh and sweet 
coconut lotions. 
 “We’ll remember bug spray next time. Come on, let’s just plop 
down on the grass here and hangout for a bit.” 
 “Here? Do you not see that giant ant hill right there?” 
Immediately she regretted her choice of words that had come out 
more as an unconscious twitch than a directed verbalization.  

 “OK, Amanda,” Tim hissed. “It doesn’t have to literally be 
right fucking here. I just meant in general that we could sit and chill 
out for a minute.” 
 “I’m sorry! Jesus!” howled back Amanda. “It’s just that these 
goddamn mosquitos won’t leave me alone.” Through a failed attempt 
to block out an importunate itch on her ankle she managed only to 
delay responding until the sensation had built up into a monstrous 
attack.  Doubling over unceremoniously, she frantically scraped at 
her ankle with large blunt nails. In this position she felt a bunched 
band of flesh protruding around her midsection. Suddenly she became 
aware of a droplet of sweat that, originating at the apex of her legs, 
ran down her thigh.  Her bangs were sticking in patches to her greasy 
forehead. Tim’s overgrown coif, she noticed, petulantly reached 
upward all around his rounded skull, granting her already tall 
husband even more height. 
 “No, I’m sorry,” exhaled Tim. “You’re uncomfortable. Let’s just 
leave.” He slinked up next to her and attempted to rub a hand against 
her back, to which she balked. 
 “Don’t. I—I feel gross. Sorry, that’s not your fault. Please, I 
want to leave, that’s all. Do you love me? You’re probably so annoyed 
with me right now. You still love me, right?” 
 “Of course I love you, little girl!”   
 

Tim passed a dimly lit bodega without a soul inhabitant save 
for the scowling face of the aging Korean proprietor. Even the orange 
long-haired bodega tomcat had strayed out to the sidewalk nearer the 
bus stop where he lay, nuzzling his furry cheeks into the palm of a 
stranger’s warm hand. 
 “Hi, Seamus!” whispered Tim as he passed, scratching the 
cat’s lower back, which perked up in response. 
 After checking his phone once more, Tim assessed the 
situation. Still no text from Mary Catherine and instead a barrage of 
missed calls from Amanda—plus a recent text that scrolled across 
the top of the screen reading, “Why won’t you answer?!! Tim, why are 
you ignoring me?!!!” Sighing, he clicked the lower button on the side 
of his phone until the slash appeared across the volume symbol and 
released the phone down into the smooth polyester cocoon of his 
shorts. Onward he traipsed, passing along his improvisational path 
uniformed auxiliary police, giggling Polish girls who seemed to share 
some adolescent confidence, sweaty parcel delivery men who cringed 
behind the weight of their packages while nodding fraternally to Tim 



as he passed. All of them performed their jobs, vocationally or 
socially, with either neutral or smiling faces. The whole city, it 
seemed to Tim, was functioning as it should—as a continuous 
symbiotic flow, like disparate organs in the body.  
 Before long, he found himself edging up against the Newtown 
Creek as café patios and buzzing storefronts had given way to 
shuddered windows and “Retail Space For Lease” signs, where the 
meandering road limped to a finish at the water bank with cracked, 
jagged pavement beneath the shattered green glass of beer bottles. 
Tim paused. From this vantage point, he could see to his left the 
towering cluster of Manhattan’s Midtown East that stood, imposing, 
almost like a manmade counterpart to the Redwoods of the Pacific 
Northwest. Straight ahead was the Pulaski Bridge that led over the 
creek and into Queens. On the verge of pivoting and slinking the 
several blocks back to his apartment and Amanda, he remembered 
the phone sagging, weighty, in his front pocket, and he mounted the 
steps to the bridge. 
 Halfway across the water was a landing with a chipped 
wooden bench that had originally been painted a cardinal red before 
fading into a fallow brown. Tim sat. He stared off not at the 
Manhattan skyscrapers but at the laughing gulls circling across the 
sky. How odd, he mused, that they’ve found their way up from their 
usual home in the Rockaways to this apex of Brooklyn-Manhattan-
Queens. Seizing upon a random impulse, Tim began to yank upward at 
each calf to position himself in a meditation pose. Before fully 
crisscrossing his trunk-like legs, however, he imagined having to 
explain himself to one of Amanda’s friends, were one to chance upon 

him in this compromising position. So, midway through his awkward 
contortion he gave up and lost himself instead in the swirling birds 
above that swooped in sensuous circles. 
 Then, a preternatural howl pierced the wind at his back, 
startling Tim from his coiled repose. 
 “Tim,” barked Amanda, stomping toward him, her face stained 
with tears. 
 Without thinking, he sprang up, arched his back and 
wordlessly turned away from his crying wife. Compelled by some 
animal response, by a chemical reaction of the adrenal cortex, he ran. 
Not quite a sprint, but close—a confident stride. Behind him he could 
hear the slapping of Amanda’s leathery sandals on the pavement, the 
cadence quickly escalating to an allegro. Tim’s flesh responded 
admirably, as thrusts of blood rushed through his veins, coaxing his 
muscles to extend and flex. 
 “Tim, please! Wait for me!” yelped Amanda at his back. 
“Please, why are you doing this to me?” 
 Her cries reached his ears soon only as the distant whimpers 
of a child as he had achieved a sizable separation between them. 
Some faraway twinge of filial nostalgia seized upon his chest, nearly 
arresting his flight. But, then he saw just up ahead a pillar hoisting a 
green sign that read, “Welcome to Queens,” and as he approached this 
threshold, he felt from far atop his thick buoyant stacks of hair a 
droplet of salty sweat that fell into his open mouth, and he resolved 
that he could never again turn back to Amanda. So, he crossed into 
the borough of Queens, still running, and Amanda’s voice was lost 
with the wind.     



  Roopa Dudley 



Heide Brandes 
Beer kisses were always my favorite, those that 
Were malty and unexpected, swallowed mid-laugh,  
Igniting something that was never supposed to be,  
Like naked bears, four-legged spiders, slotted soup spoons. 
 
I felt more than heard your breath hiss, my head 
a grasshopper in your lap, green wings stretching, 
Seed popping like acorns against my tongue, 
And, in the distance, the sound of traffic and alarm clocks. 
 
Along the way, I kept willow branches wrapped in blue ribbon 
Next to used condoms and shoplifted cans of corn, tucked in  
the back of my closet, Easy Girl’s spell to make you remember. 
Your winks, in a crowd, were as furtive as Christmas mice. 
 
A dog barks on your breath when you sing, 
“Nothing’s wrong, nothing’s wrong, nothing’s wrong.”  



Bill Wolak 



Richard King Perkins II  

Spare me a few cast-off cells 
so that I might take light  
from someone— 
 
she is only  
minorly diabolical 
 
a passing malediction 
in heat-freckled skin 
 
and immutable as fuck. 
 
Let’s descend 
subcutaneously 
into the petal of her belly 
 
where bruises 
and spongy fruits 
are waiting to be given urges. 
 
There is no peace within; 
 
like a Belfast stripper 
she starts out naked 
and without substance 
 
generating blindness 

and frequency distortion. 
 
She births us— 
 
blood-clotted and muscadine, 
 
directly 
into gaunt skies  
 
of pillow dust 
and phantom fire, 
 
our cries drowned out 
by sounds 
which could easily be mistaken 
 
for copulation 
or shudders of dirty thunder. 



Lindsey Danis 
You walk the narrow footpaths at night, your heels kicking   

up dust clouds. Street dogs follow you. Together you weave and bobble   
in front of open-air bars screening Friends reruns. Slack-jawed 
backpackers gaze at the screen and laugh a beat too late, their eyes 
glassy.  

You slide past the grimy kids in their funk of smoke and booze. 
Then you sit, slightly apart from the other young folk. The sand feels 
cool as you lie back to take in the stars. A guy with a guitar starts in 
on the opening strains of Neil Young’s Heart of Gold, and the familiar 
ache opens deep in you.  

You sit up and sip. Sit, sip. You will drink until sunrise. You 
will slowly leave him behind.  

Anyway, you’re trying. 
 

I've been to Hollywood 
I've been to Redwood 
I crossed the ocean 
for a heart of gold 

 
Lyrics float on the air as a cigarette sparks behind you. “I'm so 

sick of this bloody song,” a guy speaks in an Australian accent.  
“Yeah, me too. It's everywhere.” The first words you've spoken 

all day rocket in your brain. You've been here so long, talking is 
unnecessary. The woman at the tropical fruit stand knows your 
favorite shake. The guys at the barbecue shack put on a chicken 
kebab and crack open a beer every afternoon. They think your needs 
are simple, that you are just another Western girl.  

It is hard for you to eat the kebab and walk the streets and 
drink the beer, but you do it all every day because you need to do 
something. You take it on faith, one day you’ll wake, the ache gone. 

Finally free.  
The Australian shuffles closer. He plops down with a sigh and 

spreads his limbs wide. He smells like lemongrass and sweat. You hug 
your knees and press your nose into your forearms, wondering how 
long it’s been since you showered. Then you look at the river. The 
moonlight ripple relaxes your lungs. You can breathe again.  

“I'm Kent.” He holds out a hand. You shake it and mumble hi, 
then resume watching the water. “How long you been here?”  

Time folds in on itself. You grasp at a number that feels real. 
“About three weeks?” 

“Where to next? Cambodia? Bolaven Plateau? Do a little coffee 
tasting?” 

“You know, I can't think about what's next.”  
“Cigarette?” Kent offers.  
Fury distills in your fingers. He is determined to keep you 

talking. “I’m not drunk enough.”  
“Another beer then?” He pulls a fresh beer out of his backpack 

and offers it to you.  
 

I want to live, 
I want to give 

I've been a miner 
for a heart of gold 

 
You excuse yourself and slip back to the beach bar. Friends is 

over and now there’s a DJ. Where do they get a DJ in the jungle? A 
hand-painted wooden sign advertises a full moon party. Wild-eyed 
kids look around like they can’t believe their fucking luck, just to be 
here. 

A couple dances close, her hands in the pockets of his board 



shorts. Their eyes are closed and their foreheads touch and your eyes 
sting. You drink more than usual, wanting to forget the memories 
that beat under the surface.  

He was supposed to be here with you.  
You order a marijuana shake just this once. Why not chase the 

moon with them? What else do you have to do? 
At least there’s no Neil Young.  
An hour later you're puking behind the beach bar. A crush of 

girls walk by, groaning and giggling. More girls scatter out of your 
way as you lurch back to your room. Everything spins, even the moon.  

You fall onto a hammock and let it all spin.  
You wake to another day in paradise and take the footpaths 

through the fields, heading nowhere in particular. When you tire 
yourself out, your brain finds the beauty in the sunlight filtering 
through the palm leaves, connection with the gap-toothed grinning 
sugarcane vendor. By lunch, you thread these few moments of beauty 
together and find peace in forgetting.  

The next night is the same. Neil Young, the beer, the beach, 
the ache. You shove off in search of Kent, wishing your voice wasn’t 
rusty.  

Kent is dancing with a trio of blonde Americans, but you push 
in and grab him. He slips free, orders more beer, and meets you on the 
footpath, confusion written all over his face.  

“Tonight I feel like talking, and you're the only person 
interesting enough to do it with.” You raise your eyebrows, daring him 
to challenge you.  

He grabs your hand and makes let's talk  sound filthy.  
Your heart twitches, which is— something. You lead him back 

to your bungalow. He perches on the steps and you slide down the 
wall, lizards scattering.  

“He's getting married.” Your tongue sticks in your mouth. It's 
barely an explanation. You reach for the beer and swallow. “He wrote 
me a month ago and I've been stuck here since. I can't think past it all, 
it's so—” 

You press the bottle against your flushed face, biting your 
tongue against the floodgates. It was naive to think Kent might 
understand. No one gets married a year out of college. The longer the 
words sit between you, the older you feel.  

Kent slides closer, puts an arm around you. Together you drink 
and listen to water buffalo moving through the river, the Neil Young 
cover band, all the night sounds.  

 
Keep me searching for a heart of gold. 

You keep me searching and I'm growing old. 
 
When he kisses your cheek, something lifts. By the time you 

find your voice to thank him, Kent’s disappeared.  
The next night, you find each other on the beach. You accept a 

cigarette and watch the way his face shines in moonlight. 
You’re on the beach. Another night, when all the footpaths 

lead to Kent. Sometime later—a week, or two?  
“Come with me. We can do a trek before you fly out,” Kent 

pleads. 
“I can't.” 
“You have to see the hill tribes before you go!”  
You fish the last beer out of the river. Kent would be the 

perfect buffer, affable and well-traveled with a hint of bad boy. “Come 
to the wedding with me. It'll be a riot. You've never seen America, why 
not?”  

“Nah, I can't do that. A couple more months, I gotta go back to 
uni anyway.”  

You see Kent life's unfolding. A degree in engineering, a job in 
water resources, weekly pub trivia. “I'm buying my ticket tomorrow.” 

Kent grabs your wrist and pulls you to stand. The pain makes 
you forget.  

You follow him around the corner toward the nicest hotel. 
When the beach is out of sight, he shoves you against a cabin and 
pulls at your breasts. You part your legs and tilt your head toward the 
sky.  

He enters you a minute later and you know this is the last 
time.  

Your body makes way for him, your hips shifting, one leg 
wrapping around. You're not ready to go, not quite, but this thing 
you're doing is strange and it's going to end badly, and maybe this 
way it's best for all around. You part your lips and breathe, can't quite 
get enough air, and then it's over, already memory.  



   Stephen Roberts 

When I heard you killed yourself 
The thing that flashed 
Was last summer at the farm: 
 
walking in the tall grass, 
dry with heat, 
the August afternoon, 
counting the cricket’s chirps 
(friction of legs, a dry rubbing) 
and measuring the intervals. 
 
Our fingers locked, 
your hair undone, 
wild in the sudden breeze 
that smelled of rain. 
 
Heat shimmer giving way, 
clouds gathering deliberately 
beyond the stone ridge, 
by horizon’s edge. 
 
We saw the flash, 
the western sky  
quivering with arrowed light, 
waited until the thunderclap 
and calculated distance. 
                                                                                    

Moving swiftly 
The storm ridge advanced, 
birds quiet, 
crickets silent, 
shadows clinging to each step.                                                                                                                                                  
 
Shrieking across the field, 
just ahead of the rain 
sweeping like a scythe 
behind us, 
we ran 
into the barn, 
into the hay, 
the fragrant hay, 
the air light and heavy  
                                                                                                                                                                    
the sky darkening,  
a tattoo of rain 
against the slatted  roof. 
 
My tentative approach, 
the shy surrender of your mouth, 
tongue to tongue 
the revelation of flesh 
you grasp my hand 
bidding me wait, not yet 
the compromise, the consolation, 

dry skin to dry skin, 
the chirping sound you made, 
then the rest,  
the savor of the pause, 
we lay, 
counting the heartbeats 
next year  you promised 
next year 
you’d be ready 



Mark Yale Harris  
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ten years. A graduate from Western Washington University, she 
holds a BA in English Literature and her MA in Teaching for 
Secondary Education. She loves to hike, travel, and her favorite kind 
of flower is a sunset. Her work has appeared in a variety of literary 
magazines and journals, such as the MacGuffin, Hypertrophic 
Literary, Door is a Jar Magazine, and A Lonely Riot Crew. 
 
Laurie Kolp has poems appearing in concis, Rust + Moth, Bracken, 
Crack the Spine, PITH, and more. A lover of running, almonds, and 
key lime pie, Laurie is forever in search of the best word. She is author 
of the poetry collection, Upon the Blue Couch (Winter Goose 
Publishing) and chapbook, Hello, It's Your Mother (Finishing Line 
Press). Laurie lives and teaches in Southeast Texas with her husband, 
three children, and two dogs. Learn more at www.lauriekolp.com. 
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Kavanaugh’s poetry, prose and photographs have appeared in 
Melancholy Hyperbole, When Women Waken, Blotterature, Wising 
Up Press, and The Lindenwood Review. She travels the scenic route 
between St. Pete, Florida and the Off Campus Writers Workshop 
(OCWW) in Winnetka, Illinois. When she’s not writing, she’s 
listening, picking up slices of life or shells on a beach. 
 
Richard Kostelanetz’s work appears in various editions of Readers 
Guide to Twentieth-Century Writers, Merriam-Webster Encyclopedia 
of Literature, Contemporary Poets, Contemporary Novelists, Post-
modern Fiction, Webster's Dictionary of American Writers, Baker's 
Biographical Dictionary of Musicians, Directory of American 
Scholars, Who's Who in America, NNDB.com, Wikipedia.com, and 
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Roger Sippl studied creative writing at UC Irvine, UC Berkeley, and 
Stanford Continuing Studies. He has been published in the Ocean 
State Review, Open Thought Vortex, and others. He has written his 
first novel, which is in revision. Sippl is probably best known for being 
a software industry pioneer, having founded or co-founded several 
companies, including Informix, Vantive, and Visigenic Software. 
Also, while a student at UC Berkeley, 46 years ago, Sippl was 
diagnosed with Stage IIIB Hodgkin’s Lymphoma, which was treated 
aggressively with 13 months of surgery, radiation therapy, and 
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Kemuel DeMoville is an award-winning playwright whose work has 
been produced internationally every year since 2005. Recently his 
work was performed at The Odyssey Theatre in Los Angeles and was 
the recipient of both the Residents Prize for Playwriting and the 
Hawaii Prize for Playwriting from Kumu Kahua Theatre. He is also 
the recipient of the 2017 Milken Prize for playwriting. Kemuel 
DeMoville is an Aurand Harris Fellow by designation of the Children’s 
Theatre Foundation of America. He has an MFA in playwriting from 
the University of Hawaii at Manoa, and his MA in syncretic theatre is 
from Victoria University of Wellington in Aotearoa, New Zealand. His 
work has been published by Spider Magazine, YouthPLAYS, Heuer 
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anthology from Smith and Kraus Publishers. 
 
Roopa Dudley, born on July 6, 1972 in Karachi, Pakistan, is a 
Naturalized American who considers herself a Chess Painter 

gravitating towards Steampunk Art. She graduated from Florida 
International University with a BA in Humanities, Art History, and 
Psychology. Her paintings are painted with saturated colors and 
usually have a story to tell. She is a huge fan of Dark Humor and  
often incorporates it into her paintings in some shape or form. Her 
paintings are created to appeal aesthetically as well as intellectually. 
Several of her Paintings have been exhibited in museums in Maryland 
as well as a few art galleries in Annapolis, MD. She is a published 
Artist and an Author of A Strategic Painter - Mastermind Your Craft. 
Her Chess Paintings have been published in Local Newspapers, 
International Art Magazines, Museum Publications, Art Journals, and 
Local Artist Magazines. 
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Series, three published chapbooks: A Mermaid Crashing Into Dawn, 
Less Than A Man, and If Tomorrow Never Comes; and the 
forthcoming fantasy novel Phoenix Tears. She enjoys nature, anime, 
the fantasy genre, reading poetry, novels, and short stories, learning, 
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Dawn Major  lives in Atlanta, Georgia with her husband and son and 
has a BA in English from Kennesaw State University. She left the 
corporate world to pursue a certification in creative writing from 
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in 2016 National Novel Writing Month. The piece is part of a larger, 
multi-narrative collection of short stories, based in the real town of 
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seventeen. Dawn, originally from Los Angeles before moving to 
Lawrenceton, was inspired by small-town Missouri, where the 
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To see more from Joe, visit his website, www.joegiambrone.us, or 
follow him on Twitter: @joegiambrone. 
 
Heide Brandes is an Oklahoma-based award-winning journalist, 
editor, and travel writer who is dipping her toes into the wild world of 
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2012. She regularly contributes to numerous state, regional, and 
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2017. Besides freelancing fulltime, Heide is an avid traveler, medieval 
warrior, hiker, professional bellydancer and bellydance instructor, 
and kind of a quirky chick who lives in Oklahoma City. 
 

Rachel Essaff Maher lives in Southern Vermont, where she writes 
poetry, fiction, and nonfiction. Her work has previously appeared in 
The Pitkin Review, Spires, The Hersam-Acorn Seasonal Guides, and 
The Vermont Money Saver. 
 
Matthew Koch's writing explores the nuances of setting in places 
such as Texas and New York City (and the literal and figurative 
spaces in between). His fiction, poetry, and prose has been variously 
published in both literary magazines and academic journals. He holds 
a doctorate in English from Texas Christian University and currently 
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Vickie, and daughter, Sage. He is a three-time Pushcart, Best of the 
Net, and Best of the Web nominee. His work has appeared in more 
than a thousand publications, including The Louisiana Review, 
Plainsongs, Texas Review, Hawai’i Review, Wisconsin Review, Sugar 
House Review, and The William and Mary Review. 
 
Lindsey Danis is a writer living in the Hudson Valley. Her work has 
appeared most recently in Razor Literary Magazine, Dust Jacket 
Short Story Journal, The Manifest Station, and Queen Mob's 
Teahouse. When not writing, she spends her time cooking, hiking, 
kayaking, and traveling. Find her at lindseydanis.com or on Twitter, 
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School. He is a practicing attorney in Manhattan. His poetry has been 
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