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Escape to Spain
by Casey Bauer
Pregnant. Twenty-three years old and pregnant. The lump may be
barely formed but the customs officer's eyes seem to gravitate towards it. At
least, my overly paranoid imagination seems to think so. Yes, I am going to give
birth to a baby in a few months and no, the guy who put it in me is not around, I
think, covering my stomach self consciously.
"Gabriella Suarez?" the uniformed man says. "This is your first visit to
Spain, no?"
"Yes," I answer.
"Very good, move along." He fmishes, beckoning for the next harried
traveler to come forward. I inch through the pressing bodies of tourists carrying
shiny new cameras, business executives and airport personnel looking for the
sign that will direct me towards the luggage claim.
"Bienvenido al Aeropuerto de Sevilla!" reads a huge blue sign near the
terminals. I pass under it and find myself miraculously in front of the luggage
chute. Retrieving my blue duffle bag I move through the automatic doors into
the suffocating summer heat. The waves of hot air stream up from the cracked
pavement that is constantly being pounded down by hundreds of car wheels and
pedestrian's sneakers. I flag down a taxi as a cyclist whizzing by skims my left
elbow.
"i.,A d6nde vas?'' asks the taxi driver after I slide onto the sticky back
seat.
"Hotel de Descubrimiento, Malaga." I reply.
"Ah Malaga! I know the place! Such a beautiful place! Right on the
water. This is
your first time in Espana? -yes, you must come back to Sevilla and visit the
markets! There is so much to see Senorita! A long visit is the only way ....." He
merrily chats away about his many adventures in Sevilla, oblivious to my
waning attention. The sun is ever present on my face and I sink into the murky
shadows of my thoughts.
The ride is long and the heated air corning in the windows provides no
relief. Senor Taxi drivers incessant babbling mixes with the Spanish flamenco
music blaring from the radio. Finally we reach the hotel. The salty air from the
Atlantic reaches my nose and my body rejoices in the open space outside the
car.
"Enjoy your trip Senorita," my companion from the last hour says,
pulling out onto the street. The short stucco building in front of me does not look
much like a hotel; the weather-beaten sign with the words "Hotel de
Descubrimiento" inscribed in pealing gold paint is the only clue. The sound of a
bell tinkling when I open the door is followed shortly by a tiny old man moving
from behind the welcoming desk.
"Ah you are Senorita Suarez I take it!" he says warmly. His features are
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sharply brought into focus as he comes closer and passes into the beam of light
coming from the dusty window near the door. Years of hard times rest in the
wrinkles on his face but the benevolence of his smile gives him an aura of
youthfulness. He wears a green cardigan over a well-worn but neat button down
despite the fact that it is even hotter in the tiny front room.
"Hello!" He grips my offered hand and kisses both of my cheeks."My
name is Alejandro, welcome to the Hotel de Descubrimiento! How was your trip
from Sevilla?" he asks.
"Very nice," I reply, "The country is beautiful."
"Yes," he says peering out the window to the sea, "To me, Spain will
always be the jewel of Europe." He dazes off in thought for a moment. I clear
my throat and snapping out of his trance he shuffles to the desk.
"Here is your key, room five. There is a small sitting room just around
the other side of the building and you can take any meal there during the day.
We have a wonderful chef, Pedro, if you need anything, do not hesitate to ask
him. How long will you be staying for?" he asks.
"One month for now. Perhaps more, if I fmd Spain to my liking." I
reply. My hand flutters self-consciously in front of my stomach and it does not
go unnoticed by my host. His eyes show comprehension and mild surprise but
remain politely on my face and do not travel south in the direction of my torso. I
look away; I do not want to see the pity register in his expression.
"Very well," he says, "I will show you to your room."
"Gracias, Alejandro." I reply.
My room is small and tidy. I can wake up each morning to the sun
rising over the water. I close my eyes and fall back onto the small bed feeling
each ache and pain in my body. This is not so bad now. Soon my feet will swell
up, my back will hurt and my body will morph to let this thing inside of me
grow. It cannot think the word "baby" right now, it is too soon; the lump is
hardly noticeable. I stand up and move across the room to a mirror above a chest
of drawers. My travel worn face stares back.
"Such a beautiful face," My mother always says, "the most beautiful
face of any of my children." She would not be pleased with me now. What will
my mother say to me the next time I see her and I have a child on my hip? Her
beautiful daughter has done exactly as she did. I sigh and stare out the window
at the water. Sailboats and schooners move in and out of the harbor. The sounds
of the dock worker's voices and the cries of the seagulls soaring high in the sky
blend into a cacophony of noise.
I cannot stand the confinement of my small room any longer. I leave
my suitcase unpacked at the foot of the bed and move out and down a narrow
wood walkway towards the beach. The shoreline near the hotel is secluded and
wild but just beyond a nearby jetty I can see groups of people basking in the sun.
Here it is just me and the little sandpipers, crabs, and seaweed that line the
shore. I slip out of my sandals and squeeze the crusty sand between my toes. I
walk at a slow pace, absorbing the smell of the salty air. I round a comer and I
am surprised to find that I am not the only human being on this seemingly
deserted beach. A young woman and a child are splashing in a cluster of tide
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pools that spot the beach. I sink to the ground and watch them: shrieking with
delight, the little girl finds a small black pebble and shows it to her mother.
"jQue bonita!" The mother exclaims, kissing her little dark-haired girl on the
forehead. She adds the pebble to an already impressive pile of treasures. Soon
both mother and child grow weary. They gather their discoveries and retreat
back into a small white house behind the dunes.
The sun has sunk low in the sky; shadows from the houses and palm
trees paint grotesque dark pictures on the now cold sand. The image of the
mother and child playing together will not leave my thoughts. My mother took
me to Central Park from the time I was old enough to walk until the spring I
turned thirteen. That's when I had to start working to help pay rent. We fed the
pigeons and she pretended that we were on an adventure in a magical forest. I
miss my mother. She and I were once so close.
The presence of the small life growing inside of me presses heavily on my
insides and on my heart. I do not feel the uncomfortable embarrassment that I
previously felt in front of the airport officer and Alejandro. The little bump, the
child inside, is now more precious to me than ever before. All I want is to
protect it from this cold, harsh world that surrounds me. I am surprised when my
feet touch wood. I am back on the path leading up to the hotel. Returning to my
room, I stand in front of the mirror and pull up my shirt. No matter where I am,
this little Spanish city on the sea or in New York, I know that I have to love this
baby, my baby. I know that I want to be able to teach her how to walk and
explore tide pools. I want to show her that anything she does is special to me
and that all I want is for her to share her treasures with the world. The little pink
plus on the pregnancy test knocked me down into a hole of shame and despair.
Now, hope and love runs through my veins like fire. Running my hand over my
stomach, I swear I can feel the tiniest of kicks.
"It's okay," I whisper, "I found you, I know you are there. I had to go
thousands of miles to finally figure it out, but I've found my answer here, in
Spain."
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The Bam
by Suany M. Cafiarte
The field lay still at this dark hour of the night- stirred only by the occasional
wings of an owl or the curious rummaging of a hungry fox. The moon shone
high, almost straight above the large solitary bam house, spreading long black
shadows over the fields of wheat and barley. The moon was full and the night
was lit in a glimmering silver hue. Some yards away a small house, home of an
old widowed farmer, stood triumphantly through its wear and old age. The bam,
just as neglected, had been losing its color for many years. Inside a thin milkless cow snorted in her sleep- waking a scraggily knobby-kneed goat that was
her neighbor. A downtrodden gray mule peered groggily through his whiteclouded pupils, trying to catch shapes in the beams of the moon. A thick grayed
rope hung down from a rafter swinging silently back and forth. The donkey's
eyes were too far-gone to see the rope, or whatever it was that was weighing it
down. Yet, in the streams of moonlight slipping in through the cracks of the
ramshackle roof, he was able to catch a glimpse of two small luminous circles
that were often seen attached to the front of his master's face.
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Of Sunsets and Armageddon
by John Clark
The nights creep forward now, like traffic in New Jersey
the sky has turned a murky yellow: today,
if one longs for a starscape
he must crawl a lifetime into Pennsylvania
to pour the Milky Way across the black.
I coast down twisting paths illuminated
by eerie twilight on a worn tandem bicycle.
the leather seats are dried and cracked,
padding escapes in wisps out of seamsa pedal is missing.
I see concrete turn to dust
and wait for every bridge in America to moan
a weary, grinding cry
before collapsing into waterways;
All roads to the shore are vacant.
When the world ends,
there will be a picture in my back pocket,
A photograph that I fold carefully;
A young woman on the beach,
One pale hand raised between her eyes and the sun.
Insomniacs, Estranged Lovers
by John Clark
You answered your phone this timeit startled me,
as if the cigarette I was smoking
yelped a greeting and not
the cold plastic pressed to my ear.
Under your words,
buried between two blankets,
the crystal ashtray and the cigarette I read fortunes bythe static-rustle of breaths breathed
in anticipation.
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The Heat
by Sara Gonia
I see the colors of black and white
Engulfed in a sea of tears
I hear the moans and cries of spite
The cracks of rope and wails of fears
I feel the heat burn the fun
The emotions of endless shun
I smell the sickest pile of slop
Like a very moldy crop
I imagine the next morning
To end this horror
Or at least give hope
To help this nation
My rays will make the sad fine
And I, the sun, shall shine
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The Igloo
by Charlotte Hammond
Jimmy Grey was feeling ready to leave the bar as it began to snow. He had
just finished a beer and stared at the empty glass, realizing he had long since
faded away from the conversation going on around him. He looked up at the TV
screens mounted above the bard. Two of the three screens were tuned, typically,
to the Penguins game and the third, which usually had on CNN or a late-night
talk show displayed The Weather Channel blaring stats of the impending
blizzard. Even for Silva, Ohio the blizzard promised to be paralyzing, the pileup prediction increasing in inches throughout the day. Jimmy didn't have a TV at
his apartment, but even before arriving at the bar he was aware that the
"snowpocalypse," as Tom and some of the female patrons were giddily calling
it, was on its way.
That morning at the grocery store, the canned-foods aisle was packed, and
women stopped their carriages to talk to one another, eyes wide, about school
cancellations and whether or not their husbands could get the snowblowers
working this year. Jimmy edged around the women's shopping cart blockages,
picking up his belt and giving them tight-lipped grins as he passed. He avoided
small talk in grocery stores.
Two women sidled in the frozen food aisle slowed their conversation as he
passed. One of the women had graduated with him, and she had a toddler on her
hip. He didn't know if he should make eye contact. Her name was lost on him,
but he remembered the tight shorts she wore in gym class, panty line just visible.
She looked tired, as if the fluorescent glow of the supermarket bothered her
eyes. "Remember getting snow days, Jimmy?" she called. She was talking to a
tall woman without a grocery cart. Her face struck Jimmy. Maybe familiar, but
also pretty with soft, bright hair. She was looking at Jimmy as if to see if he
would react to the question, but he balked and feigned hurry. He thought about
looking back, but he could feel them raising their eyebrows and smiling girlishly
as he walked away.
In the checkout line he had asked the white-haired cashier how many inches
he'd heard predicted as he paid for a frozen pizza, canned ravioli, dish soap, and
a warm six pack. "Gonna be over 20 inches from what I'm hearing," the man
said, shaking his head and grinning. "It's gonna be wild, even for Silva. Whole
East too." He handed him his receipt. "Get ready to be buried."
Jimmy debated heading out and walking home. Now the bar felt like nothing
but noises. The classic rock and the ringing laughter around him was a loud
fuzz. He flipped open his phone, hoping it could somehow have a departure
excuse on the screen. He knew Tom, jovially drunk and spewing robust
anecdotes to two attractive girls in plaid, would protest. Since Jimmy had been
laid off from his long term contracting job on the Silver Acres complex, Tom
had ensured and stubbornly insisted that all of Jimmy's weekend nights were
occupied, even embarrassingly offering to pick up his tabs, or pay for a movie
ticket on a Tuesday, or paintball in Oberlin on a Sunday afternoon. Sometimes
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Jimmy went willingly. It had been this way between them since high school,
maybe even before. It was hard to remember when they actually became friends.
But that's the way it was. Jimmy's growing up happened, and Tom gave him
little pushes along the way, like a kid giving a soccer ball short taps up a hill.
Jimmy was never sure if he wanted to work with his hands. He decided to
take a technical drawing class after a trip to New York City to visit his brother in
college. Watching the huge planes of glimmering steel rise up on the horizon of
Route 80 gave Jimmy a surging thrill. His dad explained that New York was an
island of steel built on a rock.
It was Tom's collaboration with Jimmy's mother that had gotten the both of
them contracting jobs out of high school. Plans were talked up, certain to be big,
even if they included remaining in Silva. "This is it, Jims" he'd said, and it
immediately became a mantra. At 27,his face would light up with plans the same
way it had at 18. Back then Jimmy was especially resistant, pissed off at having
to be tugged along through another life stage, but Tom's dogged optimism was
unshakable if not contagious. Tom was determined to see any low ridden out
with activity, turning up the volume on the radio, and the sound of bottles
clinking. He liked to rub his hands together for effect. Thomas Phelps Electrical
now serviced four countries in Ohio. Gray Astra vans emblazoned with Tom's
hand-drawn logo, a light bulb shaped like a house, could be seen gliding through
the streets of Silva like manatees.
Looking back up at the screen, Jimmy saw the Penguins game had ended, the
camera closing in on the player's tired faces as the recessed to the pen. He
remembered the weather, glancing over at the third screen, which was now
showing snow already covering houses in eastern Indiana. He slowly stood up,
sliding his parka into the crook of his arm. The parka was an expensive ski
brand, charcoal with a quilted lining and a thick hood Jimmy liked. It was a
Christmas gift from his parents he had received by airmail. They spent this past
Christmas with Jimmy's brother who had recently relocated to Kyoto for
business. Having been laid off before Thanksgiving, a ticket to join them wasn't
an option. The note in the package had read "Thinking of you today. Stay warm
and get out there!"
The girls flanking Tom looked up at Jimmy standing. One of the girls played
with Tom's collar and asked Jimmy why he was rushing out.
"I'm gonna walk home before it gets too ridiculous out. Didn't wear my boots
tonight," he said lightly. With a slack grin, Tom reached out awkwardly from his
seat to pat Jimmy's shoulder, but only reached his elbow. There was no look of
feigned shock that he was leaving, no appeal for one more round. "Well, if this
is it Jims," he said, his male-to-male affection delighting the girls, "you have a
good night, buddy. I trust you to walk yourself home by now, you remember the
way?" Jimmy shook his head, but smiled at Tom as he headed toward the front
of the bar. As he opened the door, he thrust up the hood of the parka in one
motion.
More than the fact that he was leaving the same bar he used to sneak into in
high school and now frequented, a bar that seemed it had attempted to be an
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Irish tavern and stopped halfway, whose walls were now cluttered with a collage
of Guinness posters and town memorabilia - including his high school soccer
team's varsity photo - rendering the place a kind of glorified Applebee's, more
than the fact that he couldn't go to the bank without having to relay the status of
his parents' health to Coral Johnston, his next-door neighbor growing up who
now served as one of two bank tellers at Athens County Savings, being without
a car was the most constant reminder to Jimmy of his static presence in Silva.
Walking everywhere his routes were dotted with landmarks that were at once
unremarkable and seemingly eternal- the barbershop on Walnut Street that
predated the Depression and now had an oaktag sign in the window reading "If
we survived the first one, we can survive Obama!"
Walking toward his apartment he passed a deli where he used to sneak out
during lunch period to buy sandwiches in wax paper and eat them in the alley
wide enough to play wall-ball. It was there in the alley, freshman year, Tom
suggested Jimmy and the two other boys buy wads of Skoal and try to dip. He
remembered it tasted like gasoline smelled and felt like silly putty. Jimmy
promptly threw up his cheese steak onto his greasy sneakers. It was four or five
years before he could eat from that deli again.
He rounded the corner, with his hands deep in his coat pockets, head aimed at
the ground. The snow was falling violently now, and he bent his hooded face
down from the whipping snow. His nose and cheeks were numbed with the cold
as he looked up at the low steel shell he was passing. Snow was piling up on the
beams in powdery mounds. This building was to be the Silver Acres Retirement
Community Condominiums. It was the first large scale commercial project he'd
ever been hired for, and he hadn't hated it or loved it. Jimmy had always worked
on houses, but in the past year the demand had all but come to a halt. He always
thought of the families who were moving into the houses- it was impossible not
to- especially toward the end of the project when one upstairs room was to be
painted cobalt, carpeted with Berber, like the room he had shared with his
brother, or the ludicrous shade names for girls rooms, like Brushing Brilliance or
Peach Cider.
During his first few months at Silver Acres, even working on the foundation,
he thought about the elderly who would move into the building. How it was
most likely where they would end their lives. Looking at it now, he wondered if
the cashier from this morning lived in a place like this. If his own parents would
have to be taken care of in a facility like this, or when.
Beyond Silver Acres, rising up ahead, was his high school. Although it was lit
up, the snow bent and softened the orange lights in the parking lot, and the
fluorescent light visible from the hallways that were always left on. Or maybe
there was a janitor there. The chain linked fences collected snow in the silver
triangles. Jimmy stood still at the edge of the fence. Beyond it was the field he
played junior varsity soccer, where his gym class played flag football. Snow
hitting his jacket made a hissing sound he could hear. He realized at night, his
town had the ability to look alien.
Beyond the soccer field, a hill sloped gradually and the entrance to the school
was at the top. A brick and cement gate was at the bottom of the hill. It was a
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gift from his class and was named in honor of a senior boy who died in an
accident. Jimmy had always been proud of that gate, he remembered when the
idea had been announced, and he wanted it more than any other class idea. The
gate would stand for a long time. He thought of the freshmen walking through it
for their first September. He was let down when on his last day of school the
gate had still not been completed. Walking through that gate, the gate they were
erecting for Silva High, for the last time would have been a thrill.
He felt the left breast of his coat and realized he had gloves in the inset
pocket. They were three-fingered gloves in a Nova Scotia cabin print with a
moose, a stupid skiing souvenir from Tom. He walked out into the soccer field
as he put on the gloves; even though he could barely feel the cold and snow
hitting his face and making his nose run. Jimmy began to pile snow into a
mound. He wanted the mound to be big. He was exhilarated that the snow was
packing and sticking well. It squeaked as he pressed it together.
His phone rattled in his pocket, but he ignored it. It was probably Tom,
texting him some incoherent exclamation. His jeans were soaked, his knees
probably frostbitten, but his hands were warm and he was becoming addicted to
the sound of packing snow. He rubbed his gloved hands together and wanted to
whoop. "This is it, Jims," he heard himself say.
He rocked back on his heels for a minute, seeing his heavy breath in front of
his eyes. He noticed he was sweating. The button-down underneath his parka
damp and heavy. The mound was getting higher, looking moonlike in the tin
colored glow of the field lights. At first he thought he should build a tower,
something sheen and upright. He wasn't sure how high he could make it before it
would topple over. A year after graduation someone out near Akron had built
the twin towers out of snow the same year they fell. Scale replicas. They melted
within the week.
No, he didn't want to build a tower, nothing that ostentatious or...
purposeless. He wanted to build something a family could live in, or at least big
enough that he himself could crawl inside. Then the idea was obvious. His
mound would become an igloo. It was now so big that he could stretch himself
across it.
His gloves were covered in snot and snow. He began to hollow it out, first
from the side and then from the top. Maybe his buzz was keeping him warm.
Jimmy thought about how much he wanted to sit inside the igloo, holding his
knees, staring up at a ceiling of snow. He wanted to fall asleep inside, his hood
up around his head. The snow began to slow. Not knowing when daylight was
coming, Jimmy realized he would need to let the igloo freeze overnight in order
for it to remain sturdy. He backed away from it for the first time to take a look.
Jimmy thought it was perfect. It was enormous and the snowfall would only
keep making it bigger.
Jimmy walked home to sleep in dry clothes. He dreamt he was an ice fisher
who caught huge blubbery animals to bring home to his Eskimo family in the
Silva High School soccer field. His Eskimo wife kept a fire going inside the
igloo. She had soft, bright hair.
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Apples
by Jaya Misra
Sitting at my kitchen table fifteen years ago
I arranged slices of an apple
in the shape of a pinwheel,
their flesh the color of a harvest moon.
Ada sat next to me
with a piece in her little-girl hands.
She used to lie
and tell everyone we were cousins
even when they didn't ask
and when I slept in her room
there were angels everywhere;
dolls, paintings, wooden statues,
and I was secretly jealous
because I thought she was as pretty as all of them.
She held an apple piece up to the light
and said something like,
"Did you know stars grow inside of these?"
And I shook my head,
hair falling over my wide eyes.
She tip-toed to the counter
where my mother had sliced a green apple in half,
reached up, and took it in her palm.
Outside we poured the seeds onto the grass
and waited for them to grow
and at night I watched from my window
as they shot from their roots
up into the chilly sky, blooming one by one.
I knew those stars had always been there
but there were five new ones
and those were ours.
Last night I dreamt
that the sky was full of apple halves,
the stars in their centers
pulsing like little heart beats.
I saw Ada too,
like one of those statues,
wings the color of cherry wood.
I'll only remember her like this
Amongst pale green,
Daughter of an apple seed.

14

First Portrait
by Jaya Misra
In this photograph
your brown skin is glossy gray
and your gaze is sharp as slate,
no longer brooding and constant as a monsoon
nor amber and squinting in humming jungle sunlight.
Your lips are straight as a desert horizon,
as though they had never parted
into clever smiles and let forth laughter
entwined with haunted chants from the rooftops,
dusty heat making tears roll down your cheeks
and clouding the streets you loved
even after the White Man came to fulfill his burden
and you knew they were never truly yours.
In your speckled suit you are carved handsomely
in black and white,
though I think you already missed the feel of beige linen
on your skin and the smell of it.
I would watch you kneel to breathe
the Indian air that lingered from your suitcase
when you'd finally return from across the ocean.
I think that sometimes you must have wished
that the worn bricks of the courtyard
and the sound of my great aunt's voice calling for you,
her only Bhaiya, had followed you
as you'd return each item of clothing back to the dresser.
In this first photograph you eagerly await
your newly adopted land.
But the last thing you ever thought about was
going home and I promised you uncertainly,
as your chest fell for the last time,
that you were.
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Lifechanging
by John Mossbacher
She stretches her wings over a darkened land
Trees with leaves dust covered
Dirt so dry it crumbled to sand
Sticks without seeds where life refuses to be.
In a thick musk which long ago must've combusted
and burnt down to the ground,
right where she stands in a land where nothing is trusted.
Birds atop swings
singing out-of-tune tunes with wings oil slicked,
talons gripping metal oxidized and rusted.
As he lay witness to a miracle which to he seemed empirical,
due to past movements which left grooves from the ripples of time.
What must' ve been uncommon, fate made him used to it contrary to the rest of
mankind.
The sins he unknowingly let sanction
were all swept away
in a whirlwind of love so powerful
it even changed night time today.
The shipwrecked land had then flushed up with color.
Gaping holes were now all bursting turgid with fresh running water.
Winter no longer, while fall springs into summer.
And all of this time, to him 'twas no wonder
Why earthquakes and thunder
Consumed most of his heart
and left the rest all asunder.
He simply loves her.
For capturing his heartache
And sending it back to down under.

16

Little Big Grave Digger
by John Mossbacher
Aggressively take what is rightfully yours, right?
The sound, smell, and sight of plight might write you a slight gesture
that your messed up more than your guilt trip can fester.
Drown it in ether, please delete me from scripture.
This verse is a curse; eternal at worst
and just might be light covered in evil.
Enraged, is this grave digger who- little or big- will skillfully till
his next soul against his own willalcohol clenches it's fist and eats at his liver.
Bigger, is he ever.
Never a thought next as to why the cough [in his] chest ensues
and his spinal quill shivers.
Until death do we meet, Little Big grave Digger.
The care you have taken
to tuck in the forsaken
will not be forgotten in my generation.
You're of the elite, finger on trigger.

Euphoric Emphasis
by John Mossbacher
Do, do you find, find it off-setting
To live quietly without disturbing or upsetting?
Shaking up the earth is what I do.
Stranger, please let me talk to you.
Fate lately has been a little misconstrued.
My elusive, oh my elusive point of view ..
Have I intruded, intruded on you?
Get, get used to the movement.
Or it'll move, move over little ol ' you.
How, how can he do it?
I tell ya, yea sometimes I lose it... .. .. ............ ...
When I try and interact with space ... bar, alternate, enter and control, back space
or delete.
Rewind my rhyming, please don't mind my timing.
I'm a mix, mix of trick, tricks zipped up in an upside-down cup, cranium.
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When God Happens
by Marie! Mota
The car door opens. One heavy, brown leather, steel-toed boot sets down
firmly on the loose gray gravel of the parking area, followed a second later by
the other boot. Then quickly, two paws, and another two paws land bouncing,
like rubber balls, on the ground. They kick up tiny clouds of dust as they dig in
and take off and then land again to dig in and take off and continue, as Lola
establishes the graceful pace of a dog excited about a hike in the woods. I call
her back to me, and reluctantly she spins around, mouth hanging open, drooling
already and prances back to me.
"Heel, Lola." She sits at my side. I stretch out my lungs with a deep, cold
breath of autumn air. It rushes into my nostrils like a tiny wind, carrying with it
all the scents of the forest: the bark of countless old trees; the faint sweetness of
the wild grapes just beginning to ripen; the dusty, tired aroma of leaves that have
retired to the forest floor; the wind corning off the top of a nearby stream, only
mildly polluted by the earthy smell of a distant wood fire. I look down at my
dog, pointing her nose towards the sky, her nostrils repeatedly expanding and
contracting as she, too, gathers the crisp wind and enjoys its perfume. I can only
imagine the minuscule details she can decipher. Maybe she was smelling
another dog that passed through here hours ago, or a bear with honey covered
paws overturning rocks looking for ants many miles away from us. For all my
speculation, I was only left to imagine all the things that Lola knew and I didn't.
We started off on our journey, walking slowly down a perfectly flat path,
lined on each side with arching trees, whose tallest limbs reached across the trail
seemingly tangling with the limbs of the trees on the other side. Looking
upwards, I could only see the whiteness of the overcast sky in a narrow stripe
streaking the length of the trail, and peeking in through the small, jagged-edged
shapes outlined by the red, orange, brown, green and yellow canopy surrounding
us. The forest's countenance reminded me of a graceful old woman. She is
withering, but still beautiful, quietly powerful and infinitely wise- hiding all the
little secrets of life and death in her complex wrinkles and folds and slopes.
The bareness of the lower limbs in the forest allowed me to see much farther
than normal. My eyes traced the bumpy white spine of a massive boulder on my
left. It was spotted randomly with dark green patches of moss, and some of its
deeper indentations were filled with brown and orange leaves. Lola caught sight
of a squirrel, balancing precariously on the boulder's highest point. Her ears
perked and she tilted her head as it disappeared up the bone-like trunk of a tall
white birch tree. I wondered what the squirrel's life was like. I would like to see
his view of this forest from his nest. I would assume that he takes it for granted,
or maybe he actually eats his morning nut at dawn, looking out over all the trees
he will climb. Maybe he sighs as he settles for bed, looking at the red winter sun
sinking behind the mountains in the west, and maybe he knows the magic of this
place.
My mind began to wander. I thought: Where do things go after I cannot see
them? What is happening all around me without my knowledge, consent or
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slightest involvement? The power of my powerless was stunning. This entire
world, and all ofit's secrets, had been there before me, and would continue on
after me, as though I too was only a passing season but even less influential.
This giant organism was allowing me to walk through it, allowing me to view it
and almost communicating something to me. What is it saying? What am I
missing?
Snapping back to reality for a moment, I realized that my lovely companion
had been nuzzling my leg for a minute. I stopped to face her, dropping down,
resting one knee in the blackness of the ground.
"What is it, Lola? You want your ball?"
Her ears perked up, two velvet black triangles dangling from the sides of her
head. I pulled a fuzzy yellow ball from my pocket and held it between my thumb
and index finger, showing it off to her as though it was a large diamond. I turned
my wrist and let the ball fall into my palm, cocked my arm back and threw it as
far as I could. Lola took off like a furry black lightning bolt, her tongue flapping
madly in the wind like a little girl's bicycle with one pink, wet streamer. She
was closing in on the ball, which had become a tiny neon spot bouncing down
the trail. She caught it in her mouth and after a few more pounces of joy, she
laid down and chewed the felt, holding the old tennis ball between her paws, like
they were mittened hands.
As I jogged down the path to catch up with her, my eyes locked on an unusual
object in the distance. I bent down and took the ball from the reluctant Lola, all
the while never taking my eyes off of this mysterious shape. From where I
stood, it looked like a white refrigerator, tipped on its side. The thought of such
a large and chemical filled monstrosity polluting this serene nature trail
infuriated me, but before I could get angry, I realized that this object was not a
refrigerator at all. As we approached it, at a faster pace than our previous stroll,
its lines and curves became defined. My mouth opened. A refrigerator, I
thought? How ridiculous!
Sitting against the very edge of the trail, nearly in the tall grass and weeds,
was a cement and wood park bench. This bench was a completely new
landmark, though the bench itself was not new at all. Its paint was chipped and
peeled back, revealing the splintered wood underneath. Its cement sides and
base were crumbing, and the left side had a grapefruit-sized chunk missing,
exposing the gray rock underneath the thin white paint. Lola was not at all
surprised, but she took a great deal of interest in the hidden scents around the
base, sniffing it while ignoring everything else around it. She knew it was new,
too, and she was as curious as I was, though for different reasons.
I stood about 5 feet away from the bench, examining it with amazement, like
it had fallen from the sky. My only thought was simply, How did this get here?
With no exaggeration, I was at least 4 miles from the nearest parking spot and
this trail was not wide enough in most places to allow a vehicle capable of
carrying a bench this heavy and large to this point. Did someone carry it? And
why would they put it in such an unusual spot?
I sat down Indian-style, facing the bench. I, for some reason, didn't feel
comfortable sitting on it, as though it belonged to some one else. Lola, finally
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satisfied with whatever she had learned from the scents around the bench came
over and sat her rear-end in my lap, reclining a bit. I wrapped my arms around
her and stared forward at this new object. We stayed in that spot for maybe 10
minutes, before I was so perplexed that I couldn't think about it anymore. That
squirrel, and this bench had effectively tied my brain into knots.
On the walk back, I noticed two swans walking in the woods near the mouth
of a stream that lead to a larger lake. The bowed gently and charmingly arched
their long necks as they sifted through leaves with their beaks, maybe in search
of grubs or ants. I had never seen swans so far from water, and I did not know
that they ate things on land. It seemed that the forest had decided to show me a
few new things today.
I was suddenly moved, nearly to tears, and I did not know why until I looked
ahead and saw the sun setting, perfectly aligned with the black runway of the
trail. I had the strongest feeling that all of this was happening only for me to see
it. There was still magic in this world. There were still things I would never
know or understand, and that was perfectly fine. All at once I felt so small, and
so immense, so weak and so powerful. This was God happening- within me,
around me, through me, in the setting sun. My eyes filled with tears as a cold
wind, carrying the smell of an oak wood fire, caressed my face and ran its
fingers through my hair. I was, in that moment, in tune with all the forest and
everything else, experiencing my own personal, completely internal jubilee.
Lola' s cold slimy tongue made contact with the skin on the back of my hand
and I was shoved out of my ethereal fog back into the present moment. I ran my
hand down her head and under her chin. She yawned and started forward. It
seemed Lola was unimpressed; she had known this all along.
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Joe Loves Jo
by Casey Murphy
There was no escape. As Joe lay on his bed his mind just wandered through
all the possibilities. He watched as his hand ran down his six pack, carved from
hours of hard work at the gym every evening after school. Everyone made sure
he stayed fit for football season. Personally, he could care less. These days
football was the last thing on his mind. Swinging his legs onto the floor, Joe sat
up and stared around his room. The numerous trophies and medals that glittered
in the sun made him grimace. There was no reason why this feeling is disgust
should make his stomach churn as he stared at his many accomplishments. It
wasn't as if he had cheated. In fact, he never once thought of cheating in order to
win. He was always perfect at everything he tried, and never felt stress when
trying something new. Many people thought he was invincible, but Joe knew
that he wasn't Superman. He had flaws.
Standing up, Joe drug his feet along the gray carpet that lined his bedroom
floor as he crossed to his the mirror that hung on the inside of his closet door.
Here he was able to get a good view of himself, almost naked in his boxers. He
turned left, then right. Most people would say he was perfect. All muscle, not an
ounce of fat on his body, perfect face, healthy skin. Instead, only disappointment
stared back as Joe gazed in the mirror.
A picture, taped onto the mirror, caught his attention. He ran his fingers over
the figure of the legendary rock musician, and his secret role model, Jo. Jo had
and was everything Joe wished he could be. Perfect hair that ran down to the
shoulders, a body thin enough to be able to fit into size 32 jeans, and a great
personality. He didn't know any guy who wouldn't love to get to know Jo.
Anyone would think Joe was crazy for wanting to be exactly like someone else.
While they all thought he had the perfect life going for him, Joe just didn't feel
right the majority of the time. What is the perfect life anyway? Joe thought, as
he removed the picture from his mirror. Sitting on the edge of his bed, Joe
studied the picture closely. Hearing the bathroom door down the hall open, and
footsteps coming toward his room, Joe stood up and put the picture back on the
mirror. Before he was done, though, his girlfriend, Melissa, walked in. Going
over to him, she wrapped her arms around his waist, giving him a hug from
behind.
"What are you up to?" she asked, peering over his shoulder.
"Nothing," he replied, although he knew by the tone of her voice that she
didn't believe him.
"It doesn't look like nothing to me. It looks like you're hanging up a picture of
a girl that's not me."
Joe smiled and laughed, "You caught me." Stepping out of her grasp, he turned
away from the mirror, began picking his clothes off the floor and getting
dressed. Instead of doing the same, Melissa stared at Jo, her eyes in slits.
Although she was considered the prettiest girl in school, Melissa didn't like to
judge people on beauty. It was strange to see her as a feminist, but there was no
other way that Joe could explain her, so he knew he hadn't heard the end of the
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conversation. "You mean really," Melissa continued, "I feel so bad for these
women who pose like this. Sure they have great bodied, but do they realize how
many men picture them as they pleasure themselves, or even how bad they mke
some women feel about the way they look. It's kind of degrading if you ask me."
Melissa turned and gave him a stern look. "Promise me you'll get rid of this."
Joe stared at the picture of Jo over his girlfriends shoulder. Melissa was an
understanding person, but he knew there was no way she would understand his
feelings. Striding over to the mirror, Joe once again removed the picture of the
person he wished he could be. He held it, engraving it into his memory before he
crumpled it with a shaky hand. Turning to his girlfriend, he smiled and said, "No
problem, babe," as he threw the crumpled picture into the garbage.
The Tide
by Casey Murphy
Veronica lounged on the beach, the water licking her toes and seeping into her
sandals. A warm autumn breeze played across her skin and ran through her hair
like roaming fingers . She gazed out to sea, occasionally glancing over her
shoulder at the house. Waiting for her mother to come out was like waiting for
her father to come back: pointless. They were in sync with each other. When he
abandoned them, like he often did, she would slump into a depression so
powerful it affected them all. It was as if his absence was a void that sucked any
happy feeling her mother knew out of her. A frown sunk onto Veronica's face as
she thought about the comparison. He stormed out months ago, and her mother
pretended to be vibrant and optimistic. Being locked up in her room all day told
Veronica and her siblings a different story. Their house, in shambles, told the
true story. It wove a tale of lies and heartache that Veronica was warned about
every day after her father left. These life lessons typically came out when her
mother was at her worst. "Love is just a hoax, Veronica, always remember that."
These were phrases that she would whisper through parched lips to Veronica
when she would come in with one of her meals.
Veronica squeezed her eyes shut, clutching onto her tears. She wouldn't cry,
not in front of her siblings. She knew she had to be strong for them because even
though they pretended to be OK she knew they weren't. She had to be the
boulder that would hold them up and keep them dry in their mother' s sea of
depression. Rotating away from the ocean, she watched as her little sister, Veda,
combed the sand for shells, while Dave, her brother, skipped rocks along the
roaring water further down the beach. From the view of a stranger they would
seem like two carefree children having an exciting day at the beach, but
Veronica saw through the masks they wore. To swallow the lies they fed their
mother about not being upset over their father's absence was like swallowing
poison. The drink seemed delicious but was deadly. Being fourteen, Veda felt
she could handle their father leaving the best because she knew how he could
be. The other two never saw, or experienced, first hand their father's violence
and anger. No matter how much her mother tried to protect her, Veronica was
caught in the cross fire because she was the teenager. Veda was still too young
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to understand the feeling oflove that came from someone that wasn't in the
family. Veronica noticed the heads that turned in her direction as she walked
down the school halls; unfortunately she was not the only one who noticed. Her
father noticed one day and beat her that night for what he believed was dressing
like a whore.
Flipping her body around once more, Veronica gazed out along the water
once again. She wished her mother would come out of her trance soon. Life was
brighter when she was happy. All Veronica wanted was to show her mother that
they didn't need their father around that they were better off without him. The
problem was that she had a hard time convincing herself that they didn't need
him. Even though he was violent toward her and her mother, he did bring in the
majority of the income in the house, and once he was gone it was harder to
afford the luxuries they had come accustomed to. All she would have to do is
introduce her mother to a new man, someone less violent. Reclining, Veronica
closed her eyes against the sun, took a breath, and smiled at the thought of her
mother being happy again. This phase couldn't last forever. Her mother would
be better soon and then life could go back to the way it once was.

***

Veda sensed she was about to reach China as the hole she was digging in the
sand continued to fill with water. She hoped once she reached China she would
find the most beautiful shell in the world. Veda dreamed of traveling to China
because the Chinese were the most beautiful race of people she knew. The way
their black as night hair shone in the sunlight, their skin, similar to the color of
sand she was digging in, and their intelligent and inquisitive eyes made Veda
wish she was born Chinese. Reaching into the watery depths of the hole, she
yanked out an almost whole conch shell. Out of all the shells Veda had dug up
so far, this had to be the most dazzling. This was another way she knew she had
to be closing in on China. There were shells that were different shapes and sizes,
each one unique in its own way, but the more amazing ones were discovered the
further down she went. Veda dreamed that she would be beautiful like these
shells one day, and that's why she wanted to go to China. She hoped that the
Chinese would be able to show her how to be beautiful. Most of all, Veda
wanted to be beautiful like her sister, Veronica. Jealousy didn't even begin to
describe what she felt toward Veronica. She loathed Veronica for being so
beautiful and hoarding all the attention.
Between the three of them, Veda was ignored the most by their mother.
Veronica claimed attention because she was oldest and their mother did not want
her in the same predicament that she found herself in. Veda knew that Veronica
had felt the wrath of their father a few different times, but that was hushed up.
No one wanted to admit that a loving father would beat his own daughter. But
their father pretended to be loving in front of company. Inside, away from
prying eyes, he would shove their mother and hit her and Veronica. This was
one reason that Veda was glad she wasn't pretty. Both her mother and Veronica
were natural beauties and they were hit for it. If any man even looked their way
they could expect trouble the minute the front door was closed. Dave conquered
the rest of their mother' s attention because he was the baby, and the only boy.
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Growing up without a father would be the worst for him, even if his birth father
was a beast. No one bothered to think of Veda. They believed she was strong
enough to be on her own and take care of herself at the age of ten, and maybe
she was.
She halted in her digging because she knew she was lying to herself. She
craved for attention just as much as the other two did, even more than the others
sometimes. Tears trickled down her cheeks, skydiving into the hole she had dug.
Facing her back to the water, she swiped her hand across her face, removing any
trace the tears had left. Creating a new hole, Veda kept her back to her siblings,
not wanting them to believe she was weak, and continued on her search for the
most beautiful shell, as well as China.

***

Dave skipped rocks at the other end of the beach, far away from his sisters.
He refused to glance their way because he would spot the house where his
mother remained bedridden. Fury flew threw his veins toward his father. If he
were here right now Dave knew he would stone him to death. He chucked a rock
so hard it plunked right into the rough, roaring ocean. There was no reason for
anyone to be so cruel, especially to someone that didn't deserve the cruelty. He
couldn't even pretend that no one thought he was going to turn out the same way
his father did. Dave heard the rumors that were circulating around the block. His
sisters didn't know that everyone knew their father beat their mother. Dave was
ashamed to know that people believed he would beat anyone he went out with.
Parents snatched their daughters away from him, even though he was only eight
years old and too young to date. He didn't even have any interest in girls right
now.
Haunted by his mother's words, the nightmares she told him when she wasn't
even aware of herself, he listened as they resounded in his head. "Heaven's not a
place that you go when you die. It's that moment in life when you actually feel
alive. So live for the moment." How could his father act the way he did toward
her? Dave knew his father once loved his mother. How could their love end so
suddenly? Why did love end? Listening to his mother's voice in his head he
didn't even know how she could still be breathing. Heartbroken and motionless,
she laid in bed for weeks on end before anything started to get better. When her
face glowed, that's when they knew that she was getting better. Her enlightened
mood would go on for days or weeks but then she would slump back into her
depression.
PLUNK, another rock rocketed to the bottom of the violent ocean at top
speed. Dave crouched down and buried his head in his hands. Grinding his
palms into the sockets he tried to erase all the tears that were threatening to fall.
As the man of the house he could not let anyone see him cry. Not even his
mother. Looking out at the ocean, the warm wind dried his eyes and mussed his
hair. Dave could care less if he grew up with a father or not. He would grow into
a man on his own, without help from anyone. He would only look out for
himself and his family. They didn't need anyone's sympathy or pity. Flopping
onto the sand all he could do was lie and let the day pass away.

***
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Mother slipped into consciousness. Her hand groped for the alarm clock that
sat on the nightstand next to her bed. A red eight winked at her as she gaped at
it. "Veronica," she whispered. Knowing her daughter couldn't have heard her
she called louder, "Veronica," but there was no response. Jolting up in a panic
Mother rushed out of her room and down the hall. Her children were always in
by five. It was when Veronica started dinner, while the other's either helped or
completed homework. None of them lingered in the kitchen. She ran to each
bedroom, but emptiness met her gaze. Halting once more in the kitchen her
mind flitted about frantically. Listening she heard nothing but the sound of the
waves out on the beach, violently roaring onto shore. She gasped and raced for
the back door. Hinging it almost off its hinges, she flew down the stairs and
across the beach. There were no smiling faces there to greet her; no laughter
lingered in the air. Her children knew never to wander too far from the house,
but as she circled the patch of beach that was their backyard, she could see no
silhouettes of her three children.
In the distance an object grabbed her eye and she rushed toward it. Hinging
herself upon it she recognized it as her oldest daughter's sandal. Mother held it
close to her breast as she gazed at the abundance of rocks and shells that littered
the beach around her. A howl of pain filled her lungs and tumbled from her lips
as she realized what had happened. Rushing out into the water she swept the
water with her eyes in search for any sign of fighting life. As tears swelled and
cascaded down her face she realized all her advice was useless. Her feet dragged
as she backed up out of the knee deep water, back onto dry land. In hopes that
her children would hear her and understand, she tilted her head back, stared at
the oncoming darkness and screeched, "Love's completely real!" Feeling faint,
she collapsed in the sand and refused to move any more.
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Hey, Scale!
by Rachael Scardelli
I want my 43.7
Pounds back.
dip (From Cheesecake
Give me back My Cinnabons, My spinach and artichoke
ar-cheese, My Pizza,
Factory), My waffles, My whole milk, My Lays, My Chedd
My Tacos.
I miss every ounce of
My thick sense of self.
My skin that dimpled,
Give me back my legs that jiggled, My back that rolled,
Tire.
Spare
My
ed,
vanish
that
My arms that hung low, My ankles
I miss every double chin
Supporting genuine smiles.
thru-s, Those movie
Give me back those second helpings, Those late night drive
.
dough
munchies, Those "baking days" just to eat the
You can keep
Your plastic coating,
Plexiglas display,
Big red needle,
Intervals of numbers.
ge soup, Meals in a
Take back your Counting points, Magic pills, P90X, Cabba
r.
Maste
can, Frozen "Entrees," Special K Challenge, Thigh
You can keep your new onset of fears:
Near-phobias of dress sizes, mirrors, calories.

Nectar of Life
by Rachael Scardelli
I'm surprised our tongues
Haven 't abandoned us yet.
Silence is an unknown territory
For our meetings played out
In sepia tones:
Novels poured through
Our coffee stained teeth:
These brown hues:
An emblem.
A decade of meetings
On the wooden benches
Beneath amber lights,

.....

With our white and green
Starbucks coffee cups:
Two tails, taken black,
With straws,
To reduce the stains on our teeth.

Paralysis
by Rachael Scardelli
I taste the guilt;
It's bittersweet and the aftertaste lingers.
A detriment I can't brush,
A crime that's hard to swallow.
You smell the end in my motion;
Rank with outrage, yet fragrant with curiosity.
A concoction of rotting affairs and blossoming isolat
ion,
Nostrils filled with disgust.
I feel the mischief;
Culpability seeps out of your glands.
Pale skin magnifies shame,
Spelled out in wrinkles.
You hear the shock in my breath;
Listen to my lungs.
As my body inhales the toxins of your crime,
Circulating it like a virus.
I see the villain in your eyes.
Pupils dilated, gasping for another clink of my cando
r.
Blame-ridden lids search for compassion,
In a white sea of naivete.
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Lovable Nike
by Dorette Shirden
I always tell my children never is a word that should not be said.
I tell my daughter do not give into those guys don't be nai"ve.
They always tell me, "Mom you never let us do anything."
I say "I am living in Newark I just want you to be underneath my nest."
When conversations come I "never" let them negotiate nothing.
It's my way or no way
I never let anything happen to them
And I back down from nothing.
I tell them this is best for them
And never to include me.
Give them anything they want
It is a natural love from a nurture giver.
I tell my kids never cry just take this napkin and dry your eyes.
And this love and control is all necessary.
When I get home from work I tell them keep it down with the noise pollution.
When they lie to me I tell them it is nonsense I've been there long ago.
I try to nourish my children well.
Hope they listen to everything I have to say.
Never be numb to the negative world around you.
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I Walk Outside
by Carolyn Senn
I walk outside, Elroy my yorkie-poo in tow, we venture down my busy street.
The leaves make a crisp yet soothing sound under my feet. Elroy stops to pee at
the fire hydrant. "How can so much beauty be masked by the machines of
man?" I wonder. There are power lines and cars, fire hydrants and trash, all
around. I find it hard to focus on one natural object. I force myself to try and see
the beauty in the nature around me. It's hard. The trees are cut so the power lines
can intersect. There are beer can littering the road on either side. Focusing on the
natural becomes even more difficult as a car almost hits my dog. I turn the
corner into the neighborhood next to me; Elroy is focusing on a party of
squirrels. I find myself doing the same.
They scurry up the tree and leaves fall down as they try and escape human
interaction. I feel myself doing the same thing as the squirrels, trying to focus on
the natural without the human interaction.
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