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Awards
Editor’s Choice for Photography:

Bird Call, Wrijoya Roy

Editor’s Choice for Poetry:
On the Death of  the Walkman, Alex Cashman

Editor’s Choice for Prose:
Saint Matt Maddox, Riley Manning

Editor’s Choice for Visual Art:
Balerina Dream, Ksenyia Savelyeva

Multi-Cultural Affairs Award:
The Flower Guys, Erin Jordan

Faith and Work Initiative Awards:
First Place

Working Women, Wrijoya Roy

Second Place
Minimum Wage, Riley Manning

Stylus Editor’s Choice Awards recognize significant achievement in each of  the four 
genres represented within the publication.

Multi-Cultural Affairs (MCA) seeks ways through which our community may solve is-
sues of  “negative” diversity while promoting “positive” diversity. MCA rewards a literary 
or artistic work expressing human diversity and our universal connections.

The Faith & Work Initiative engages the Millsaps community in reflection on vocation, 
fostering lives of  passion, integrity and service. The Initiative rewards the best literary or 
artistic work that explores one of  more of  the following themes: the discovery or pursuit 
of  a calling in life, work as self-expression, work and the common good, work and faith/
spirituality, and the meaning of  work.
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Editor’s Choice for Poetry

2

The machines in factories are swinging 
around with a little less soul,
slumping over conveyor belts like deer 
drinking from a river.

The smooth plastic in my hands,
the loud whirring of  fast forward,
the sound bullet trains would make 
if  they were made of  television static.
Forsaking the scratchy foam earphones 
and my sister’s latest Nirvana mixtape 
to unwind the brown film, making it look like 
a colony of  knotted worms that I could never untangle, 

not even with hours of  effort that made 
my fingertips bleed like a sailor’s,
not even with the words that burst 
my larynx and split my jaw in two, 
not even with the love that made the house collapse.

Only by forgetting with an overhand pitch
into a Saturday night bonfire the bee-
like humming and rubber mallet thuds 
of  my parents cracking shellfish in their bedroom.
Forgetting it by strapping it to an artillery shell 
and watching it punch through the low clouds 
before exploding into a nebula that poured fire 
over us like we were dried up trees 
begging for rain. The blazing remains spelling 
“YOU CAN REST FOR NOW” 
with gold sparks in the sky.
 
The Walkman was discontinued today.
I can hear everything, and I remember 
how the tape deck creaks open 
like the bedroom door.               

On the Death of the Walkman
Alex Cashman



Editor’s Choice for Prose

They say when he pulled that truck onto Old Coontail Rd, slowly out in front 
of  those other poor drunk fucks who thought they were the only ones rolling joints 
and screaming Dirks Bentley out in the dark ass-crack of  Monroe County that Saturday 
night, the thick crunchy wreck of  tons of  metal on metal meeting and trying to become 
one was louder and more final than anything they had ever heard. All three of  them 
were dead and gone to fucking heaven before the echo had even bounced back from 
the hills and settled in the thick grooves of  pine tree bark. I wonder if  there was a lot 
of  blood and if  the expression on his face at the very instant of  impact was a clenched-
tooth grimace or a terrified scream, his mouth open so wide his jaw seemed unhinged, 
but I’ll never know. I imagine the party going suddenly silent except for the pop and hiss 
of  fire, the points of  so many ostrich- and snake-skinned boots turning startled in the 
same direction as if  guided by magnetic field, and girls with thin shoulders flinching at 
the sound and dropping their Smirnoff  twists to the leafy carpet of  ground.

I imagine, because I wasn’t there.

 By the day of  his funeral, things had really gotten out of  hand. It was raining in 
sheets that day and hardly anyone came to school. Memorial t-shirts had been made and 
worn, window decals declaring “Only the Good Die Young MM 1990-2005,” had been 
applied, nails had been painted and hair dyed. It hadn’t been like this when that Odom 
girl died. His girlfriend, Molly, slipped his cell phone—somehow recovered—into his 
casket at the wake, and after Saint Matt Maddox was in the ground they would call him 
and text him, lighting the silky satin of  the coffin—maybe even the thrift store suit 
pants he was buried in—constantly for a few days until the battery died. 

Those kids with long hair and not as many parents as us good children would 
chill on his gravestone and get high, Amory baseball jacket hoods pulled far over their 
faces to leave only yellow grins, and fat transparent-pink earth worms curling up from 
the soil, looking for drier homes in the cradling curves of  Nike swooshes. They were 
eerie, reptilian, and I was scared of  them, the Cult of  Saint Matt Maddox, who didn’t 
care about anything, exhilarated and heavy-breathed at the sensation of  sharing such a 
close friend with foreign and unfathomable death. To this day they bury notes at his plot 
and when the rest of  us remark on this strangeness, it is only in whispers and careful 
company.

Saint Matt Maddox
Riley Manning
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There is an odd interest 
in dead strangers.
The King of  Pop’s funeral
ratcheted us to our plastic-
wrapped easy chairs. 
I think it was the gold coffin,
the way the lights in the Staples
Center rafters coated it like wax.
Perhaps they mourned for his voice, 
or his skin, once brown and rich 
like peanut butter, now white 
like powder snow.  The autopsy 
will certainly reveal a natural death 
that was not a natural death 
but rather a death that we may 
or may not be able  to blame 
on somebody else because
we don’t expect them to die.  
John Wayne doesn’t die! 
John Wayne rides off  on a horse 
with a cigarette between his lips 
and a repeater on his back,
we just don’t hear from him again.
But there he was, enveloped 
by ghostly hospital blankets, stage 
four with his stomach like a rock.
Such a hard life this is.
Sid Vicious is proof  of  it.  
His first night out on bail he
thought how Nancy’s jacket
reminded him of  his heart’s 
anarchic rhythms and he remembered
the way her purple eye shadow looked
from the stage of  the 100 Club
until he drowned in all of  it, until
his heart blew up and burst like a water 
balloon filled with blood and pure heroin. 
Magnolia Shorty’s wearing her crown
of  bullets now, leaning against the passenger
seat like Christ dying in his mother’s

Dead Strangers
Alex Cashman
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milk-white arms.  She’s a martyr too.
Dead for 808’s and poorly photoshopped
album covers and for this poem too.   
This year I’ve watched legends shrink
away like Branca watched that curve
rebound over the left field fence. 
Thomson left a piece of  himself
at the Polo Grounds that day 
and turned a baseball field 
into a shrine.  We carried him 
on our shoulders as fans 
and later as pallbearers, crying 
over spools of  old film and shouting,
This was the man who killed the art of  fiction!
He certainly showed us how to end something.
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Red Skin
Ashley Miller

I don’t bite my fingernails; but I do pick at and bite off  the surrounding skin. 

I bite that dangling piece of  skin from its home, chew on it with my front teeth for two 
or three seconds, then grab it from my tongue and flick it into the air surrounding my 
feet. 

Today while sitting at dinner, I saw a fire-headed boy raise his middle finger up to his 
slightly opened mouth and I recognized the motion immediately. It was repulsive to 
watch. I cringed and felt my top lip rise into a face of  visible disgust. 

Hypocrite.

I just made my middle finger bleed, and then picked the scab off  of  its neighboring 
index.   

My right hand is the worst. I’ve picked at the right side of  the thumb all the way down to 
the top knuckle. It’s rough; like the callused hands of  a baseball player or a construction 
worker. Not like a soft, gentle lady. 

There’s a picture in my parents’ wedding album of  only their hands. Her hand is deli-
cately draped over his. Her thin, skeletal-like fingers supported by his thicker strong 
ones. The gleaming, gold bands. And her French manicured tips strategically hiding the 
visual evidence of  his own biting habit. Her flawlessness covering his imperfection.

In class, in the cafeteria, in the library, 
in the bathroom, in bed, while talking 
on the phone, while reading, in the car, 
while walking to class, in meetings, right 
now... It’s all the time.

Yes, of  course. Germs. I only re-
cently remembered that diseases 
are carried most readily and eas-
ily by hand. I remembered that 
I don’t always scrub my hands 
for the doctor-recommended 
amount of  time or with the doc-
tor-recommended amount of  soap. I touch a lot of  doors and magnetic, metal door 
openers. Elevator buttons, at least two. Keys are coated in dirt and likely-cancer-causing 
foreign substances. All my shoes are covered in visible filth and invisible diseases.

And then I put those fingers in my mouth. 

In class, in the cafeteria, in the library, in the bathroom, in bed, while talking on the 
phone, while reading, in the car, while walking to class, in meetings, right now. It isn’t 
boredom, clearly. And it’s not just anxiety or nervousness. It’s all the time. I catch myself  
and then wonder who may have seen the nasty girl putting her germ-covered hands in 
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her mouth. Or did a professor see me picking and assume that I am uninterested in the 
conversation?

I am always conscious of  who’s looking my way before reaching to scratch an awk-
wardly-located itch—the inside of  my nose, my armpit, my nipple, between my legs. 
I even check to see who’s watching when I pick the left-overs out of  my teeth. But, I 
never stop and think before putting the dirtiest and most accessible part of  my body 
into my mouth. 

I’ve started picking at the left hand now. The top layer of  skin on the ring finger is gone 
and the exposed pink layer shines when the light hits it right. Not the same shine as my 
mother’s gold band. A wet shine. A shine that attracts small pieces of  fuzz and tiny hairs 
that I have to scratch out with another nail out of  fear that a scab will trap it, making 
it part of  me. 

If  only until I pick and dispose of  that scab.
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We will converge like wildly similar sopranos. Until then, he is like my floater: I 
think of  him in abstract terms because he is danger. Because so little is known 
of  him. Where are you going when you walk toward my building’s parking lot? 
Is it just because I jerked my eye upwards, so sexily? Where is your heart? Do 
you hear me when I sing Aretha Franklin to make myself  happy?

One Day I Will Stalk My Stalker Back
Whitney Gilchrist
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 I remember being 14 years old, handing a construction-paper-thick white and 
red bag out of  a drive-thru window. The weight of  a dozen double cheeseburgers, greasy 
and dented, tried the soggy bottom of  the bag, and as soon as the portly man pulled the 
bag across the threshold of  the station wagon’s window, the sweating sandwiches broke 
through with near-ejaculatory force, leaving the bag useless and dripping in my hand, as 
if  its water had broken. His eyes got wet and sad like a basset hound’s and mine would 
have too if  I were him, living in his car eating double cheeseburgers ordered all at once 
every Saturday at 2:00. I knew this because the yellow wrappers were scattered around 
the bare mattress in the back of  the station wagon, like they were wrinkled dollar bills 
stuffed into pockets as change and hastily removed later. He had a wedding band sealed 
by fat—lingering cheeseburgers—and dimmed by grease and age. I always wondered 
what the deal with that was, but I never got to wonder too long because Whitney Atkins 
and Christen Thomas were always somehow right behind cheeseburger man, and every 
Saturday they would lean over the door of  Whitney’s silver convertible and ask, “Aren’t 
you Riley?” I remembered the miniscule hours of  morning on a church bus driving to 
Colorado under a blanket with Whitney’s little sister, and Christen’s brother was my 
best friend. In either case, I’d been to each of  their houses numerous times. This took 
about a tenth of  a second. I just nodded and held their milkshakes out to them. Seeing 
myself  in their bug-eye sunglasses, tired and small, I could understand Whitney’s little 
sister later getting “talked out of ” dating me. As they pulled away, the wind would 
stretch their long black hair out behind them and once they were gone the flat dusty 
stretch of  my hometown seemed to reach on forever while conveying a stern sense of  
confinement.

Minimum Wage
Riley Manning

No matter how thoroughly I bathed, 
I went to sleep every night with a thin 
layer of  Mc-essence clinging to every 
part of  my body like roller rink primer.

No matter how 
thoroughly I bathed, I went to 
sleep every night with a thin 
layer of  Mc-essence clinging to 
every part of  my body like roller 
rink primer. My dad somehow 
thought this was good for me, 

and now I’d agree, but for the life of  me I didn’t understand until I got that blue guitar 
in the mail at the end of  August. Minimum wage was $5.15 per French-fry-ridden hour 
and Wal-Mart seemed to be on the other side of  the world.

There are three hundred and sixty-six fire hydrants within the Amory City limits. 
My task for my eighteenth summer was to paint and “restore” each and every one of  

9 Riley Manning
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them five days a week from 7:00 o’clock am to noon. The details of  this procedure entail 
taking the three caps off  and scraping away the persistent rust with a wire brush. After 
that, I would begin painting, first the main body in red and then the top and the caps in 
plain, glaring white. By the end of  the summer, I could complete the whole operation 
in seven minutes and twenty-two seconds. A boy named Kendall was supposed to be 
helping me; these jobs were offered to the graduating class’s crème of  the crop by the 
entity that is the City of  Amory. Kendall rarely came to work and only stood around 
smoking Newports when he did. I actually preferred Kendall not being there because it 
ended up meaning more money for me, and when it was just me one of  the fire fighters 
drove me around in the fire truck to do my work. 

Painting fire hydrants in the ghetto is a tricky situation; especially when what 
sounds to be a very capable pit bull is digging a hole under a chain link fence especially 
for me. Meekly, I remember asking my chauffer—that’s what I ended up thinking of  
them as—Zach if  we could, “Maybe, um, come back to this one later?” He said no, and 
that I “might ought to hurry on up.” Luckily, this was in late July. I painted that one in 
seven minutes and fifteen seconds. Before we could get the truck started that dog broke 
through and ran across the thirsty grass so fast he left a trail of  kicked-up dust in his 
path. Sitting in the passenger’s seat of  the fire engine, rubbing and fidgeting with the 
digital watch that left a stark and hellacious tan line, I told Zach that I didn’t care if  he 
ran the damn thing over. Being sunburned except for the sickly white parts guarded by 
that watch and my soccer shorts, I looked like a fire hydrant myself.

Sometimes when I go home and see one—they still look new, especially on the 
West Side amid hovels of  warped wood and Kudzu, God the Kudzu—I can remember 
exactly what I was thinking when I was painting it. Minimum wage had increased to 
$5.50, and I got red and white on everything I owned.

The concrete saw with no safeguard spewed grains of  diamonds into my eyes 
and down my throat. I don’t know how my body recovered, but it took a good week. 
I still have the mark on my hand from when the blade chipped so on the next rotation 
the missing chunk jumped the saw fiercely out of  my hands, cutting easily through the 
thick leather of  my glove and drawing shallow blood on the meat between my thumb 
and index finger. Throwing the saw down, I coughed into my glove, which only agitated 
more settled concrete dust. I flexed my hand to make sure it was ok, shuddering at what 
could have happened until I wrapped it with supplies from the job trailer before the 
grime could infect and coat it like a powdered donut. The guy who was helping me—I 
forget his name or never knew it—said “Thank’ee, I owe you a Bud Light,” which he 
said all the time. He had tattoos like a sailor, and the one I think about most is the pinup 
woman with the devil tail on his forearm. He’d tell me to look at her and make her 
dance. I didn’t think real people had tattoos like that anymore. That’s what I remember; 
that and his eyes, an ice blue from another time blazing out from under his tattered 
DeWalt baseball hat. The imposing iron beam fit neatly into the square I had cut out 
of  the cinder block wall. There was no roof, only a basic maze of  the large pale brick, 
littered with snips of  electrical wire and little stubs of  rebar, shiny on the inside where 
I had cut them. Some were flat like pennies, the currency of  our labor. Every morning 
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when we stretched out the extension cords, we had to run the homeless people off, and 
they’d go without protest, shambling down the street to sleep under trampolines or 
dogwood trees in the neighborhood nearby. We were building a school. 

My favorite part about construction was pouring cement. After it was poured 
into the frame, we got to smooth it out with trowels—uncommonly delicate work for 
so many rough hands—and when it was finished it gleamed like cold ice cream. I was 
better at this than the others. It was rewarding to gently press the gravel under the 
surface and force the liquid cement medium top, to take something harsh to make it 
perfect; to take a bunch of  nothing—bricks, shingles, metal—and make it something.

On our twenty-minute lunch breaks, damp sandwiches on tailgates and legs 
propped on coolers and hardhats, tan girls in drop tops would slow down and yell at us, 
but we all wanted to be in the house next door’s pool more than we cared about them, 
but we yelled back anyway. For the first time, my hair was short enough to show my 
whole face. My muscles became hard and compact with the work, and my skin became 
leather. A strange satisfaction came with the aching emptiness that settled in like a fog 
at the end of  the day. I likened myself  to Howard Roark and my parents said they were 
proud of  me for getting up on my own every day and not even complaining. At night 
I slept on the couch with my ankles crossed and my arms folded like I was about to go 
down a waterslide, and when I woke up, I would peel the charred skin of  my neck from 
the small couch pillow before my mother saw.  

I was earning $9.00 per hour and spending hardly any of  it. On my 19th birthday 
I had a beer with dinner and went to bed at 8:30. When I went back to college I left my 
hardhat at home, but I kept the beat up and discolored work boots with me. 

The amount of  cologne in the air held 
the store at a lit cigarette away from a 
roaring, pyroclastic nightmare.

Standing in the odiferous 
den that was Abercrombie and 
Fitch in the Tupelo Barnes 
Crossing Mall, I stare blankly 
ahead and wonder how the hell 

I’d gotten there. I had filled out the application as a joke. The joke got better when I 
got called back for the interview that took place—where else?—in the food court amid 
fifteen assorted high schoolers, beauty review runner ups, third string running backs, 
and late bloomers. Thin gay Daniel, not to be confused with slightly overweight baby-
faced Daniel, gave the interview and later called saying that they wanted to hire me. 

Earlier in the week, I had seen the man with the sailor tattoos at the bank. He 
looked down on his luck, wearing the same clothes I had last seen him in ten months 
ago now stretched and worn thin. His eyes had dark circles and the blues in them didn’t 
burn like the hearts of  flames anymore. “No work,” he said when I asked him about 
construction. My only other potential job option was Applebee’s. The machine that 
spewed a fresh layer of  FIERCE cologne reached its interval with a rude “psssst” and 
brought me back. The amount of  cologne in the air held the store at a lit cigarette away 
from a roaring, pyroclastic nightmare. This idea rolled around in my head like a marble 
sometimes for the entirety of  each six-hour shift. 

Often I would leave my flip-flops behind the check-out counter and work 
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the store barefoot. I thought about the work boots stiffening in the sunshine rolling 
through the blinds in my room every time my feet touched the cool concrete floor. I 
made rounds, straightening a few stacks of  pink t-shirts—for men—and the crystalline 
bottles of  cologne; liquid gold and the main vein of  profit flowing into the store. The 
colognes for sale on the floor were alcohol-based and astringent. What was sprayed in 
the store, I suppose for atmosphere which is what the store truly sells, was water-based 
and came in 16 oz. bottles. Employees stole these 16 oz. bottles by the unashamed 
armload. I felt like I was way too old to be working there.

“Joe’s moving to LA next week,” Daniel told me. “He’s got an agent and 
everything.” Joe was, at 17 years old, six-foot-three and flawless, and had the beginnings 
of  what might have turned out to be a bright modeling career. I looked around at 
the enlarged photographs that covered whole walls; black and white with chiseled 
androgynous kids toting surf  boards or lacrosse sticks and looking at something just 
enough off-camera to make you wish you knew what they were looking at that was so 
close.  Joe could be one of  those just as easily as anyone, I agreed in my head. 

I visited the store over Christmas break. Joe was back from LA; when I asked 
him about it he got the same look as the cheeseburger man and just said it didn’t pan 
out. He told me Daniel had gotten a better job with the New York Company. I took this 
to mean Abercrombie Headquarters, as they are based out of  New York City, and I was 
very impressed and excited that he had made it out of  Tupelo. Then I looked across the 
mall to see Daniel hanging up yellow and off-white cardigans in a store called New York 
and Company, whose target market was the young to middle-aged female professional. 
Seeing me, he waved through the window fervently. New pictures of  new kids had been 
put up, only this time they bore in block lettering literary quotes containing the word 
“Fierce.” 

Minimum wage was up to $7.50 and the five-foot by three-foot picture behind 
the counter showed a topless couple from their hips to just under their nose. Markless 
breasts and muscles hung drooping from their lanky frames, light curving along their 
edges, tantalizing. “She was a vixen when she went to school; and though she be but little, 
she is fierce,” was printed over the couple. Placing the lines from Midsummer Night’s 
Dream (act III, scene 2) and absent mindedly rubbing my hand where the concrete saw 
had bit, I knew I could never be like them. I have too many scars.
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The coffee filter caved,
giving way to steam and coaxing
grains through a spraying nozzle,
landing without splash, but sizzling
the glass atop the burner.  

I drank the coffee, 
from the last few beans 
of  the pound.
Speckled grinds caught their bodies
between my molars, 
melting into chalk
that even cream 
couldn’t smooth out,
like your ideas about my 
unappreciative tone
or my unwillingness to accept 
your curiosity.
I can’t dislodge your black conscience
from between my teeth.  

The coffee bag’s empty, 
I run a second brewing 
through yesterday’s mess.
Still in my bed,
you ask for a cup
forgetting what I said,
texting while I talked.
24 hours for the wet grinds to ferment.
You look confused when
I make myself  tea.

Joey King
Mandi Strickland
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I hope that when you trip—there, in those green spruce mountains all pure in the 
blue moonlight—your friends’ beards remove themselves cleanly from their pale, 
vegan faces and cover you in crescent moons until you are full and comfortable 
for the long, cold night. I hope that girl’s long pubic hair is every big, beautiful 
curl my precious body cannot grow, every loving c’mere beautiful and embrace-
with-hands-on-ass that I did not give you. I bet she looks just as good as I look 
without makeup on. You told me that because you didn’t want other boys to look 
at me, for I am a consumerist slut (my ultimate dream to be consumed by every 
god damn boy that isn’t you). Her mouth is so pure because she only eats organic 
carrots and ecstasy, and she never bites your lip to break it the way I did. It was 
just because I wanted to eat you.

You Go On Campouts Now
Whitney Gilchrist
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 “Do you want to hear the saddest thing in the whole world?”
 Honestly, no, I want to say and don’t, because I don’t want to care but I do and 
I already see the hurt in her eyes and I hate that hurt but I want to share it because I 
always want to share that hurt even if  I’ve already been crying tonight about somebody 
else’s problems. Honestly, this isn’t the time or the place for the saddest thing in the 
world, standing on the street outside of  Dempsey’s Irish (Italian) Pub with an empty 
cup in my hand, the piazza nearly full with people who only seem to come out at 

The Flower Guys
Erin Jordan

Everyone knows the flower guys. They 
come out at night and circulate through 
crowds of  people who are intent only 
on getting drunk or getting laid.

night.
 “Okay,” I say, “what’s 
up?”
 She steps in closer, 
blond hair and blue eyes like my 
sister, tan like my sister, lacking 
Colleen’s freckles and replacing 

them with the emotions Colleen lost at night as she gained sun spots by day.
 “You know those flower guys, right?” I nod. Everyone knows the flower guys. 
They come out at night and circulate through crowds of  people who are intent only on 
getting drunk or getting laid, well maybe not only on that, but that’s what it feels like, 
doesn’t it, on Thursday nights, when they’re offering you drinks and watching you from 
across the piazza or bar, but that’s not the point. 
 The flower guys pass through wordlessly, lingering around couples, holding out 
their roses, empty-eyed ghosts who don’t pass to other groups until our “No, grazie”s 
become vicious, until the frustrations that have built throughout nights, throughout 
months, are vented then immediately regretted. Still they come around, still they try all 
night to sell the same wilting roses, still they drop their eyes at our angry gaze and slink 
off.
 “Did you know that they are the victims of  human trafficking? I was talking to 
a journalist the other day and she’s done research on them. They’re from Bangladesh, 
and they come over here thinking they have jobs, then their passports and identities 
are stolen.” She pauses for dramatic effect, but I’m unfortunately not shocked, she’s 
only confirming what I already suspected and had been trying to ignore, along with 
the broken bodies and pleading cardboard signs on the side of  major city streets. Her 
face is too close to mine, her eyes are too huge and too blue and too wet, and she talks 
more slowly now, breaking her sentence into fragments: “All. They can do. Is sell. These 
roses.”
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 I feel, smell, her breath, and it doesn’t help that my heartbeat is reverberating 
through my whole body like standing too close to the speakers in a club. “Isn’t that the 
saddest thing you’ve ever heard?”
 “So sad. Yeah, that’s so sad.” Why don’t my words (then, now) express the 
emotions I feel (felt)? I feel like shit. “Kind of  puts my current situation in perspective.” 
I feel like shit. I want to take back my earlier tears, take back the angry look I shot at the 
petal-pusher who was just doing his job as another person berated me for something 
that wasn’t my fault.
 “I know. I know! Can you even imagine?!” She’s almost shouting.
 “I can’t.” My voice is lowered because I’m afraid that she’s making a scene, and 
I lose my repetition in the noise of  the crowd. “I can’t.”
 “No!” I’d been staring at my shoes but the word forces me back to her eyes. 
“No, I mean, can you even imagine? Doing that? To another person?” Her voice, her 
face, is almost accusatory.
 “I can’t. I can’t even imagine.” Don’t accuse me. What have I done? What can 
I do? Why did you choose me?
 “I mean, what is this world coming to? What are we coming to?”
 “I don’t know. I… don’t know.”
 “What kind of  people are we that we do this to other people?”
 “That we let this happen to other…”
 “I know. Crazy, right?”
 “I know.”
 “And what can we do about it?”
 “Nothing…” I can’t breathe. We can do nothing. I can do nothing. She doesn’t 
wait for my self-reflection. This is not about me. 
 “Probably nothing. How sad is that?” Why won’t she drop it? Doesn’t she 
understand?
 “So sad.” I’m trapped in my own inconsequence, incompetence, ineloquence. 
She finally takes a step back and I can breathe again, exhaling the remnants of  my 
three-euro mixed drink, the drink that could have bought how many flowers, how many 
sustaining meals, the drink I bought because I had nothing else to do, the drink I bought 
because my idyllic life on another continent was too much for me to handle, the drink 
I bought because my biggest concern for the night was with getting out of  my own 
head.
 “Thanks,” she says. “I just really needed to talk about that. I’ve been holding it 
inside.” I smile. I can’t form words. Now I’m holding it inside and it’s tearing me apart 
and I’m done with Vodka Lemons, I swear, because I see what they do to people, I see 
what they do to me, and I see how much those three euro can do: nothing, nothing 
substantial, but something nonetheless.
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Is that snow out there?
It looks like the white
ash of  burning trees.  
Hot staccatos of  flames 
falling and falling and falling 
through them. That motel 
seems to hover just above 
the buildings, distant from 
this city, this melting 
constellation. It was the place
where you explored the 
slippery hotness and stifling
pressure of  your lover’s skin.
She cried for you there.
There was snow there too.

There is a life in it,
a breath in this place
that comes, slippery and bloody, 
in maternity wards at five 
A.M., in house parties 
where you share a bottle
with your friends, tasting
them when the liquid
burns your throat like
a mild acid, and in your 
smile when all the lights 
in the office building sputter 
before going black.

Makeout Point never existed,
but it feels like it did now, 
and you imagine your father,
in his varsity jacket, navy 
and gold, meticulously folding
the convertible top down and
putting his arm around your mother’s
shoulder just before they make love,
just before they are smothered 
by the white leather interior 
and each other’s hot breath.

Sharing Breaths
Alex Cashman
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You are here again, sharing
breaths with everyone,
watching the needle-
shaped heart of  the
comm-tower  throb, 
the weak, red pulse 
bleeding midnight.

18
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My dad thinks a terrorist organization is infiltrating the US through 
Pakistani-owned motels and convenience stores like a sewer system, that gold-
toothed men in drug cartels are shipping spliff  and All American through car 
auctions in Atlanta. Telling us these things at the dinner table as certainly as 
he had read them in a news paper, I don’t speak, only look up at him from a 
steaming spoonful of  corn. Afterwards we drink beer in the backyard on iron 
patio chairs, the blades of  grass purple and dark.

He could have been Marlon Brando if  he didn’t come from a river-
flooded cotton town that sinks into the wet green of  magnolias, where damned 
plantation homes -- great white leviathans -- peek out of  the canoe-shaped 
leaves. He used to drive black muscle cars so fast that his spirit welded itself  to 
that 440 and left melted runes of  rubber – praises to Saint Dodge Charger -- in 
parking lots of  the school or the bank. 

Some nights, I can hear him when he is awoken by the train, a sound 
not like thunder that barks and is gone, but a long lonesome complaint, 
indulgent in its pain because it believes it is alone. Denting the stillness, he gets 
out of  bed and stands at the window, the hangnail moon cloning itself  in the 
curves of  his bifocals, staring at the noise through glass through glass. 

I have a watch with a clear face that shows the sharp curves of  its 
insides poised and gleaming, so different from our own guts, metal, not red. 
Humans eventually develop exoskeletons and the wind whistles across the 
openings of  our joints. Or so I tell my son as he looks up at me from his 
dinner, but I’m getting ahead of  myself.

Dad wants to be cremated, because holding a place in the earth until 
Jesus or urban sprawl comes to retrieve you is too expensive and there aren’t 
any coupons for it. Everyone stops chewing except our housecat. Ice cream, 
anyone?

I have been stealing from the “Leave a book, Take a book” shelf  at the 
coffee shop for years and still have not found any answers.

Existence Therapy
Riley Manning
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I’ve got that festering everything disease,
leeching my envious mind all over you
and all those irksome people telling tales
of  all the splendid stuff  they managed to do.
You can’t be Muslim and a Catholic well,
can’t ride a horse and cook for your wife.
My outstanding mess comes a-waltzing
right back—you can’t do two things at once.
I want to be you, want you not to be,
want you to be the failure version of  me.
And here’s where you shrug and cough up some line
from Shakespeare like time’s not death’s mom’s jank pimp.
You do, but I don’t. I’m just glad as hell
This is the last line of  the damn sonnet.

The Everything Disease
Joe Muller
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This is that I’m ready to go kind of  night,
that you’re coming with me kind of  night. 
This is that kind of  night where I can watch
the spaghetti straps of  your tank top roll 
off  your shoulders and not even care
if  you notice my This-is-my-first-time-with-a-
girl-like-you kind of  stare.
This is the kind of  night where I can feel 
the cold of  the false-marble sink sting 
my back and hear your rings spinning 
and bouncing on the tile like a handful of  dropped change.  
Yeah.  This is like that.  This is that kind of  love.

This is the place where we fight 
through the sweat that’s pooled in our eyes 
and keep on just so we can hear each other 
talk like that moan like that scream like that.
Don’t you know we’re the ones who give these beds 
their bad names, the ones who forever stain the floral-patterned 
comforters and defeat the purpose of  having a mint chocolate 
square on each pillowcase?  I wonder how they’d feel about the carpets 
if  they knew how they  bloodied and burned our knees and our backs 
like small fires.  We’re like flint rocks.  Yeah.

While your daughters are playing dress up at home, 
we’re playing undress in this place.  I know that.
But I wonder if  you know that this is where 
I watch you while you sleep, where I try and suck 
in the breaths that seep out of  your mouth, 
and hope that the person waking me in the morning is 
not Lucida knocking on the door with her spraycans and 
yellow bucket of  mop water, or the harshly digital ringing
of  the cream colored phone for a wake-up call, but I know
that you (like Lucida) have a job to do.

What we Do at Night and Where You go in the Morning
Alex Cashman

21



Stylus

A hot fog coats the window lens I would peel lace eyelids to gaze into. The 
lamp on Jim’s desk, a sepia flaming iris I’d love to extinguish so we could 
see each other more clearly. A Ryder truck swallows love seats, recliners and 
grandmother’s china. She never liked Mrs. Taylor’s cooking, even when steamed 
atop pink roses and hummingbirds. In ’06 the red and green Christmas lights 
turned red and blue. Does a living room die when bodies stop throbbing in its 
recliners? Does the bedroom go blind when reruns stop flashing over flannel 
bodies? Will the realtor find a worthy organ donor before the hallways clog with 
cobwebs?

Elegy for the Taylor Residence
Kathryn McDonald
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There are no glistening mermaids in your seas,
no sneering sirens to tempt you from me,
no soothsayers to warn you of  a fated fall,
only Cupid’s arrows to focus on what you saw.
There is no Guinevere in your Camelot,
just Anne with an ‘e’, not Lady of  Shalott.
You told Josie smarts are better than looks,
but I’m not dazzlingly clever despite reading books;
for I still long for Wordsworth’s old world,
for Proteus rising in waves unfurled
or Apollo’s chariot fluttering with day
and Nox’s dark wheels to take it away.
I long for Peter Pan to chase off  Time
but in the distance Donne’s foreboding bells chime
where the Captain’s hook glances the bronze
and reason rings with idealism’s cons.

So leave me in my dream world, Gil,
where fantasies spring from the ink of  my quill.

Anne Shirley to Gilbert Blythe
Catherine Wilks
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Gilbert Blythe to Anne Shirley
Catherine Wilks

You’re off  again in Neverland 
searching secretly for your Peter Pan, 
glancing through Hook’s looking glass 
when suddenly wind pushes the mast, 
and Wendy’s voice of  reason whispers, 
“You won’t find him here.” 
 
Am I the death of  childish dreams? 
Do my dark eyes evoke screams 
that carry into the vast night 
with the Highwayman’s fatal flight? 
Where says the Lady of  Shalott, 
“You won’t find him in Camelot.” 
 
Nothing has to change now, Anne, 
but your answer to this rejected man. 
For I don’t want literature with merits 
—all I want is you, Carrots. 
And I murmur to you in sweet reality, 
“He’ll always be with you in Avonlea.”
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I’ve amputated your lemon-yellow tail 
so your sour side will nevermore prevail. 
What remains now, my dear geophile, 
on your lips is your sweet, cherry smile. 
                 —Or is that blood? 
Oh God, don’t let me be a killer! 
Let’s put sugar on the wound 
where my saliva slips from flesh 
that scabs with cheap Splenda. 
Worm, why won’t you regenerate 
your poor, abandoned limb? 
Is this for my benefit —keeping me slim? 
Or is this some type of  ruse 
and you want me to buy more of  you? 
So that your army may one day rise 
and dig in the tracts of  my naive eyes? 
I think not, my decrepit fiend! 
Vile invertebrate, now my fangs intervene! 
One-by-one, I’ll decapitate your allies 
and lick my lips with each sugary demise. 
 
Though little did I surmise 
that you go straight to my thighs.

The Dieter to a Half-Eaten Gummi Worm
Catherine Wilks

25



Stylus

With animal lust I looked
into the desolate cold
and the plastic misnomer withdrew.

Its contents spilled red and meaty onto the porcelain
and absorbed the energy in waves.
Its stench enhanced by heat
curled through the gulf  between it and myself
bubbling and beckoning.

 With metal prods I elevated the naked dead
out of  its bowl and into my maw
until only a red yellow line of  grease
was witness to my gastric misdemeanor.

The anvil in my gut spurred my mind to realize with dismay
my foolish error, unwittingly done.
Embarrassment flooded my face as red as my meal,
“Tis not chili!” I cried with true distaste
At the empty bowl of  spaghetti paste.

Meal
Joel Mabry
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Tourist Trap
Kathryn McDonald

Let’s huff  July steam
again on your front
porch at 1 am, 
as streetlamps flicker
like final rays
of  a fluorescent Maui sunset.
I forgot my camera, all
I’ve got is this pen and its
lies. So wet my lips 
like a stamp, because
daylight is a different 
city entirely.
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Editor’s Choice for 
Photography

Bird Call
Wrijoya Roy
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Editor’s Choice for 
Visual Art

Balerina Dream
Ksenyia Savelyeva
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Above

Collections II
Suzanne Glémot

Left

Collections IV
Suzanne Glémot
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Above

Perfect Reflection
Wrijoya Roy

Right

Reflections Within
Catherine Wilks
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King of his Domain
Aubin St. Clair

Canvas of the Sunset
Melinda Boudreaux
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Community Tower 3
Bolton Kirchner

Toy Joy
Brandi Buckler
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Above

Puppies
Wrijoya Roy

Left

Keeper of the 
Happy Pigs –
Clifton Boys’ 

Home, Jamaica
Victoria Romano
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Deserted Downtown 
(Yazoo City)

Mary Blessey

Dixieland (Preservations 
Hall, New Orleans)

Mary Blessey
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Almaty
Ksenyia Savelyeva

Some Place
Kenya Strong Johnston
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Louisiana Snowballs
Jade Hewitt

Don’t Tell Allie
Ellen Burke
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At the Water Cooler
Aubin St. Clair

Look to the Sky
Melinda Boudreaux
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Faith & Work Award
First Place

Working Women
Wrijoya Roy

Island Omen
Brandi Buckler



Left

Beauty Corrupted 
#1

Ksenyia Savelyeva

Below

Beauty Corrupted 
#4

Ksenyia Savelyeva
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Right

Israeli Soldiers 
(Jerusalem)
Mary Blessey

Below

Pushkar Blessing
Allie Jordan



Above

Rush of the Water
Wrijoya Roy

Right

orlovice
Billy Hargis
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Kirsten, or, Broken 
Winged

Suzanne Glémot

Grace in Thine Eyes 
– Christ Presbyterian 

Church, Copse, Jamaica
Victoria Romano
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Lundi Gras
Kathryn McDonald

I want to go to New Orleans with you. 
Our plump bodies 
are plastic Harrah’s Casino beads 
that dot the sweaty French Quarter.
Pour the memory of  that blonde 
from Baton Rouge 
into a lime green tumbler, 
and I will chug my last kiss
from lucid test tubes. 
Let’s burn these cigarettes like old love letters. 
In piss coated streets, 
who cares if  your heart falls out of  your mouth. 
I’ll flash you my words,
bare breasts on balconies,
and hope that you forget.
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 Chewing at the ear of  her Ray Bans and looking at Jimmy out of  the corner 
of  her eye, Nell cautioned, “I mean, he’s like really bad.”  Jimmy was jumping up and 
down through the house clacking his cleats against the hardwood in excitement for 
his first little league game of  the season.  “I just hope he gets a hit or something,” she 
continued asking, “Greer, are you going with us to this thing?” Greer looked up from 
her homework and nodded her head eagerly. His bright blonde hair stuck straight down 
from under his navy blue hat like it was made of  grass or straw, and everything from his 
hat to his bat looked too big for him. The glove looked like an animal that swallowed 
Jimmy’s little hand and refused to let go. With deep watery-blue eyes, and prominent 
cheek-bones, he looked exactly like his dad. All of  the Underwood kids have the same 
eyes. It’s almost eerie when they are all in the same photograph. The U-8 league themed 
the teams after major league clubs, and Jimmy was on the “Yankees.” That night they 
were playing the “Mets.”
 “Riley, come look at all my gold,” he exclaimed. Jimmy’s latest obsession was 
gold, since sifting out some small flecks on a school fieldtrip to a gold mine a few weeks 
prior. Other than these flakes, now suspended in water in a small glass tube that Jimmy 
called his “valuable,” there was no actual gold or other minerals of  rarity. A few samples 
of  Pyrite sat on the shelves in their play room, but about a dozen pieces of  gravel that 
had been spray painted gold peeked out from the nooks and crannies in the room and 
sheets of  printer paper bearing pictures of  gold and treasure were spread all over the 
house. Greer rolled her eyes, unimpressed with Jimmy’s horde. Jimmy’s only consistent 
fascination was Lord of  the Rings. A replica of  Gandalf  the White’s staff  was mounted 
near the door of  his room as if  it were a measure of  safety, like a fire extinguisher. When 
we babysat him, he would fake sleep so I would carry him up the thin stairs, tucking him 
in the safety of  his wooden bunk bed under the stern, unblinking, poster-sized visage 
of  Aragorn.
 “Jimmy, none of  this is gold. Let’s go to your baseball game,” Nell said, 
dismissively.

His attention refocused and gold forgotten, Jimmy began again to jump up and 
down in anticipation. We herded them out of  the house, tracking infield dirt from last 
season over the expensive rugs and leaving grimy fingerprints on the parts of  the walls 
that could be touched between frames of  Walter Anderson originals. 

“Where are their parents again,” I asked.
“His mom’s throwing some swank house party tonight,” she answered, “I know 

his dad wants to come to the game; it’s so funny to watch Stacy drag him through these 
things.”

 I could picture quite clearly Dr. Underwood with his thinning blonde hair and 
post-work slouch being wheeled around by Mrs. Stacy, a petite, adorable and dead sweet 
woman of  about 35, being social and great in general in one of  her young-mom outfits 
and fake boobs.

“She’s not dumb,” Nell told me, “I mean, she’s got a Masters in art, but at the 

Planet Little League
Riley Manning
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same time,” she paused, “She got her Masters in art.”
 Nell babysat the children regularly, but I was only along for the ride.
“I just hope he gets a hit,” Nell said quietly as we fastened our seat belts and 

rolled the windows down, letting in the warmth of  setting spring.

 In Monroe county, every boy plays little league. Many loves have come and 

To this day, when I hear the ding of  a 
bat’s solid contact and the thwack of  
a baseball hitting the back of  a first 
baseman’s mitt I can smell the leather 
of  my grandfather’s glove he gave me 
and feel the rubber grip of  the bat in my 
hand.

gone since then, but I do 
remember the dusty roads and 
patchy grass fields. To this day, 
when I hear the ding of  a bat’s 
solid contact and the thwack of  
a baseball hitting the back of  a 
first baseman’s mitt I can smell 
the leather of  my grandfather’s 
glove he gave me and feel the 
rubber grip of  the bat in my 
hand. We played in a league 
called “Dixie Youth” baseball. Telling.
 My dad used to warm me up at home, first lobbing balls over a ratty plate we 
set up on the side of  the house with no windows, and gradually throwing them harder. I 
was a terror at the plate. Baseball and my dad were synonymous to me, and I took every 
opportunity during the summer to play catch while Dad grilled whatever. Those nights 
were when I learned to love the game.
 After I had hit the bucket of  balls, we would collect them, dad taking tender 
steps across the stiffened pine straw in flip-flops and the ham-sized calves of  a former 
frat boy. As I got older I developed the same freckles he has and we wear the same 
square eye-glasses.

 Our jerseys were red mesh and we were sponsored by Bender Towing. I sat 
silently in the back seat with my little brother and read “The Chronicles of  Narnia” or 
looked through the window at the abyss-deep woods rushing by.

 Jimmy’s baseball fields were just off  Highway 25. The complex of  fields was 
huge; about eight fields clustered around the parking lot, a dusky maze of  disturbed 
gravel. It was an ant bed of  activity with Chevy Equinoxes and Toyota Camrys coming 
and going, steady streams of  kids and parents leaving and arriving, all dirty and carrying 
red coolers or canvas lawn chairs. “Uggh, Jimmy, which field is yours,” Nell asked. Jimmy 
merely pointed and went back to picking rocks from between the studs in his cleats, and 
dropping them on the floorboards of  Nell’s car. Finding a spot, we unloaded and rushed 
Jimmy over to his field. The Yankees were the first to arrive; parents gradually joined 
us on the caddy-wompus bleachers. Some of  the kids looked tan and athletic, with new 
batting gloves and sunshades. Nell pointed out the one on third base with a Phiten 
necklace, “That’s the coach’s son.” 

“Of  course,” I replied.
“Greer, do you need help with that homework?”
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Greer looked up from her workbook – some kind of  vocabulary decoding 
drill? – And said, “No, I’m almost finished.”

The coach of  the Yankees, a pale middle-aged man – “Also a doctor,” Nell 
informed – with glasses and white socks pulled up hit pop flies to the players. Jimmy 
was in right field, committed to his position as much as he was to his Conquistador-
esque mission to acquire more gold. His focus, however, is unmatched by his athletic 
ability, if  any seven year old can even be described as “athletic,” and when a gentle pop 
fly arced his way, Jimmy ran with both arms raised as if  to receive salvation straight into 
the back of  the first baseman. The ball thudded behind him and bounced once before 
becoming still in the grass.

“That’s alright Jimmy! Good job,” Nell encouraged, then shook her head and 
muttered, “Bad bad bad.”

“Ok, guys, come in for batting practice,” the coach called. The third baseman 
walked – “strutted” may be more appropriate here – to the plate and grabbed a bat and 
helmet. The little prick kicked some dirt over the plate and settled into an aggressively 
angular batter’s stance.

“He must be at the top of  the batting order,” Nell observed, before it dawned 
on her, “Oh God, I bet Jimmy’s last.”

I looked through the chain-link fence at right field, where Jimmy is squatting 
and looking at something in the grass. She might have had a point. The sun was only 
half  visible, drowning in the horizon, and in its last intense rays, Nell looked like she was 
made of  bronze, except for her topaz eyes and long hands. She took off  her sunglasses, 
“You’re getting some serious freckles, Riley,” and then looking back to the field, “I wish 
you’d wear your glasses more.”

Turns out, Jimmy was at the bottom of  the batting order, after the kids who 

Jimmy, with his exorbitant vocabulary 
and obsession with gold and science, 
would probably feel more at home in 
an undersea laboratory than a baseball 
diamond.

hit line drives zinging between 
the third baseman and short 
stop, after the real freaks that 
hit bombs in the outfield gaps, 
and walked like they hit grand 
slams every swing regardless of  
whether they actually made it to 
first base or not. Jimmy, with 
his exorbitant vocabulary and 

obsession with gold and science, would probably feel more at home in an undersea 
laboratory than a baseball diamond. Of  course, the titanic feats of  his teammates were 
not noted by young Jimmy, and he was accordingly unintimidated. Standing at the plate 
he actually looked good; his elbows were high, his feet a little wider than shoulder 
width.

Then came the hip swing. 
Jimmy swung those little hips back and forth, being completely serious and 

straight-faced.
Nell fell out laughing, “Oh my god!”
“In the zone,” I said.
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Jimmy missed every pitch. He sank to the ground with a frustrated groan. I 
found myself  getting into it, realizing that the only two times most people participate in 
little league are when they’re playing and when they’ve got a kid playing. Instantly, the 
paternal instinct of  “it’s never my kid’s fault” took over.

“He’s not getting good pitches!”
I became aware that my hands were in the air, and that those words had come 

from my mouth. The coach from the pitcher’s mound looked over, confused, and I 
awkwardly lowered my hands and shut my mouth, perplexed by what had come over 
me.

Jimmy, on the other hand, took no notice of  my outburst and resumed his 
position, hip swing and all, while Nell and Greer made necklaces out of  clovers.

My best friend, Trey Spencer, was the coach’s son. We lived on the same block 
and practically shared a back yard. Trey’s dad played ball at Ole Miss, and then a short 
stint in the minors. 

Once after we lost a game, I think to the Community Bank team, Coach 
Spencer was talking to us. I wasn’t upset. Coach Spencer was. I looked around. Tear 
tracks glistened on Trey’s face, shone by the tall lights of  the outfield. Some kids were 
kneeling. Some looked at the ground. My own father waited in the background in a lazy 
stance and patiently crossed arms.

“I know how yall feel,” Coach Spencer began, “but I don’t want yall to get your 
heads down over this. You’ve got to take it and let it motivate you to do better next 
time.”

I was probably thinking about watching Jurassic Park again when I got home.
“You should never want to lose. It should always stick in your craw when 

someone beats you at something. Now bow your heads for the prayer.”

The Mets rolled up to take the field, in bright orange jerseys and gray pants. 
They all had matching bat bags and walked single file, a veritable team of  Trey Spencers. 
Some of  them looked like they should be in the under 10 league. The Yankees coach 
called his team to the dugout so the Mets could warm up. Jimmy sprinted in and yelled 
“First!” to no one in particular, not acknowledging the other team in the slightest. Purple-
grey light hung over the field, darkening the tree line into a pointed black silhouetted 
backdrop, and the first bugs of  the year banged their heads on the huge bulbs behind 
the outfield fence by the thousands.

As the Mets continued through their warm up, Nell noticed,
“The Mets are good.”
“Who the hell are these kids,” I asked, appalled, “Are they mutants?”
“Probably,” Nell answered, putting the finishing touches on a second clover 

necklace. 
I looked behind us to see a line of  11 year old girls with handfuls of  clovers 

—destined to become cleat-chasers with the onset of  high school adolescent jaded-ness 
and the orogenic formation of  new boobs and legs. By this point Jimmy was playing in 
the dirt, smashing a rock with a bigger rock and coughing from the resulting cloud of  
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dust.  The Yankees are in the dugout, pressed up against the chain link watching their 
opponents in awe. Even the pimple-faced high school referees—probably getting paid 
fifty dollars for this shit—seemed impressed. I wondered if  Jimmy would ever get into 
girls.
 Jimmy didn’t get to bat until the third inning. Since he was at the bottom of  the 
batting order, he wouldn’t get to go again. This was his only shot. My hands clenched, 
I wanted Jimmy to crush this ball. I didn’t want him to hit it so his team would win, 
or that his friends would think he was cooler. I wanted him to knock that thing out 
of  the fucking park because it would be an injustice for him not to. Jimmy deserved 
to hit that ball. “C’mon, God,” I whispered, remembering his frustrated groan during 
the pregame. If  he never hit the ball again it wouldn’t matter because he would know 
he could, because he did it once. I barely heard Nell say, “Should we yell something 
positive?”
 “No, let him focus,” I said, not taking my eyes away or even blinking. 
 Jimmy started swinging his hips; someone with that much style should get 
whatever he wants. The first pitch went right through his strike zone, and Jimmy swung 
way late.
 “Choke up!” I hear someone yell. Oh wait, it’s me again.
 Jimmy doesn’t seem to hear me or anyone. 
 “He’s so focused,” Nell said.
 Jimmy made contact on the second pitch. It was a dinky hit, but a hit nonetheless, 
rolling right back towards the pitcher. One thing about Jimmy: the kid was fast. What 
should have been an easy out was made extremely close by the speeding seven-year-
old.
 Nell and I shared a shocked look.
 “Jimmy’s…fast,” she said.
 “Young Jimmy may have a future in track,” I agreed.
 “Or any other non-team sport, I’m thinking,” she said.
 Again, I thought she might have a point as we cheered Jimmy on his walk 
back to the dugout. We were ignored, and Jimmy went back to chatting with one of  
his friends.  Nell was finishing her third clover necklace for some little girl with braided 
hair and freckles, bouncing up and down in some bright blue Crocs and fidgeting with 
her hands. Quickly tying the clover necklace off  in the back, Nell let out an exasperated 
sigh, relieved to be done with the assembly line of  crafts. The moms in the bleachers 
were smiling at her as their sprites flitted around in new green jewelry, hanging on the 
nets of  the batting cages and licking lips red from snow cones. She had taken off  her 
sunglasses, and wiping her tiny nose, gave me a wide-eyed look of  exhaustion and said, 
“I forgot to take my allergy pill.”
 “Are you going to die?” I asked.
 “We’ll see,” she said playfully and turned back to encouraging Jimmy, even 
though he was sitting in the dugout and not hearing her at all. 

 My friendship with Trey came to an end. The dispute highlighted foundational 
differences in our personality that would have forced us to grow apart sooner or later, 
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but it came to a hysterical, tear-filled head when Trey, backed by his ultra-conservative-
Southern-Baptist-not-that-there’s-anything-wrong-with-that parents, cornered me and 
gave me a sermon explaining why extraterrestrial life forms could not exist (because 
aliens aren’t covered in the Bible), and that I couldn’t be a Christian if  I believed they 
could. Soon after, they erected a batting cage in their yard, complete with spot lights 
enabling night-time batting practice.
 This is one of  my Dad’s favorite stories, as he would later comment, “I was so 
glad that we didn’t have to deal with those Puritan psychos anymore.” My relationship 
with the game managed to last a little longer.
 In the middle of  the hot June when I turned 11, I went to baseball camp 
in Hamilton, which basically meant some grownups had mowed a diamond in the 
middle of  a cow field and built a flimsy batting cage out of  chicken wire. Everyone was 
swinging outside the batting cage waiting for their turn to hit. I don’t even remember a 
road running to or from the camp, only cows and trying to locate lost baseballs that had 
been hit outside of  the mown area into the tall-grass minefield of  animal droppings. 
 The fat coach with the demeanor of  a hushpuppy called my name to come into 
the batting cage, and I walked too close to some big teenager mid-swing and he caught 
me under my left eye with the thick meat of  the TPX aluminum bat. The impact was 
numbing, and I didn’t know what had happened until I saw blood on my hands, shirt, 
everything, like I had spilled a red snow cone. I felt it on my face and started to taste it. 
I felt weak and fell on the ground, crying. Everyone had gathered around. 

 That was what I was thinking about walking to the main concession stand in 
the middle of  the complex. A smaller concession stand stood just to the left of  the 
Yankees field, but a young Mexican-looking teen who called me “sir” told me that he 
only peddled candy bars and bottled drinks. To get to concession headquarters, I had 
to walk through the parking lot – dark now – and down this path into an intersection 
of  between-fields corridors. There was an inch-thick sheet of  iron cut out and painted 
in the form of  a batter at the plate set up in the area behind one of  the bleachers. Two 
little kids in Angels uniforms took turns throwing a baseball at the figure, aiming not 
at his strike zone, but at his crotch. One of  the young brown-haired boys finally picked 
up the baseball and ran up to the poor metal batter and banged the baseball against his 
crotch with jovial violence about a dozen times. The little league players’ sisters drew 
hopscotch squares and flowers on the path with pastel sidewalk chalk.
 A man with a deep voice and blonde mustache long enough to curl up at the 
ends handed me my hamburger, water, and snow cone, and charged me 10 dollars. I 
hadn’t had dinner, so I paid for it and went back, past the kids who were still accosting 
the clanging sign, the whole time unsure of  what I had gotten myself  into. Watching 
the buzzing suburbanites in the inescapable exoskeletons of  baseball caps and itchy 
jerseys, scurrying to and fro in the paths between fields and concession stands, I finally 
understood that Jimmy Underwood did not give a damn about baseball. Did I care? Had 
I ever before? If  I hadn’t, why now? In my mind I looked back, staring over the chiasmic 
divide between boyhood and wherever I was now, and across this fissure I saw myself  
in that shimmering red jersey playing catch with my dad, batting in the winning run, my 
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dad cradling my bloody face to his chest while he carried me in to the doctor. 
 I guessed that’s what everyone got out of  little league: a chance to relive, now 
with the knowledge of  how different a strike ripples through life and memory than a 
homerun, how different a catch echoes than a bobbled toss. I tried to imagine what 
Jimmy would see; how he would feel the next time he touched down on Planet Little 
League years from now. What does Mr. Underwood see when he looks back?
 “I kind of  only like snow cones when it’s just the flavoring left. Maybe a little 
ice,” Nell said upon my return. I scooped some of  the shaved ice from the top into 
my mouth, then gave a few scoops to Greer, somehow returned from finding clovers 
sans friends. Jimmy, picking up on the scent of  refreshments, yelled through the fence, 
“Orange Gatorade!” 
 I nodded and gave him a thumbs up, left the rest of  the dribbling snow cone to 
Greer and Nell, who took turns taking sips of  the pure sugar flavoring that sank to the 
bottom of  the cone immediately after being poured into it.
 Jimmy watched me intently through the back fence of  the dugout, ignoring his 
team as they closed the last inning one run behind the Mets. I slipped him his Gatorade 
– a bottle big enough that he had to use both hands to drink it – over the fence in the 
dugout. Their coach, too, talked to them in the outfield. I started to wonder, started 
to ask, but I didn’t. It was a short consolation, and Jimmy was soon reunited with his 
orange Gatorade, which he proceeded to drink so fast to warrant a comment from Nell, 
“Carb up, Jimmy.”
 “Jimmy, you got a hit! That was awesome!” I said to him.
 He looked at me, puzzled, having already forgotten and says, 
 “No I didn’t.”
 “Yes you did, Jimmy, don’t you remember? At the beginning of  the game.”
 Jimmy shrugged and took another chug of  fructose and electrolytes. I looked 
at Nell, baffled; she rolled her eyes and said, “Come on, Greer, let’s go check out your 
Mom’s dinner party.”
 One of  the parents came up to me – sporting a Yankee jersey of  his own – and 
complimented Jimmy, saying, “You know, it’s getting hard for kids like Jimmy because 
so many parents are holding their kids back instead of  letting them go to an older 
division so they’ll have an advantage.”
 “These kids are seven and eight!” I said, abashed at his apathetical tone, “Did 
you hold yours back?”
 “Well yeah—“he started, but I turned and threw up my hands again. Jimmy 
never even stood a chance and knew that I was no longer on Earth, but Planet Little 
League.
 Traversing Highway 25, a main artery leading up past St. Dominic’s and into the 
heart of  Jackson, we told Jimmy that there were other sports, and that baseball players 
were weird anyway. Yellow lights zipped by and above us on the overpass like a flood 
of  lightening bugs, and Jimmy looked at them, sipping his beloved Gatorade all the way 
back to the creaking house on Arlington and his mounds of  sort-of  gold. 
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Rebuilding St. Clare
Kathryn McDonald

Before first communion, Ms. Coffey gave everyone a laminated St. Clare holy card. 
Her milky cheeks full of  pearls, her crimson mouth a scratch that never opened. 
Saint Clare parish looks more like Santa Muerte these days, with her hollowed 
stained glass cheeks, her naked rafters jutting out like an anorexic’s ribcage. Santa 
Muerte hangs out  in Mexico. Some bring her tequila, some bring her cake. In 
Waveland, she has some followers, with little in common, save that they follow.  
Kids light joints in advent of  dawn. Seventh Day Adventists from Utah sleep in 
tents on the sandy lawn, their waist-length braids frizzing in the humidity. Ann 
Baudin and Bryce Chevis fucked in the cry room, their foreheads glossy with holy 
sweat. Nine months later, another crying Catholic in their arms.
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i pull my hair back before the wind 
catches it, and saunter down the off-white 
wood stairs, head bent and eyes 
squinted, trying not to let my grace 
get the best of  me tonight.  
 
i am sneaking out at twenty years
old as if  i am my thirteen-year-old sister  
meeting her tongue-pierced boyfriend. 
yet there is no one here but smitten  
couples and drunken men. 
 
my bare feet sink, a coarse texture 
between toes, and i start to run, 
every step closer to washing
away. it’s not long before i fumble 
and fall, the sand serenading and caressing 
me, singing me a song i know so well. 
 
the crashing waves can’t mask
the sound of  the karaoke bar further  
down shore. i hear the opening  
chords of  “faithfully,” and pretend you  
are singing in my ear, carrying me 
to a place i’d like to stay. 
 
there is no moon, not in the sky, 
the arch of  my foot, the curve
of  my back. i am rolling side-to-side, 
encasing myself  in illusions
of  the way things used to be.

motion for staying
Kirsten Clark
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Liberation of a Censored Nation
Lamees El-sadek

Censorship.
Not uttering the word “nigga” because of  fear of  offense. 
Throwing blankets over novels of  history.
Mutiny, my People. 
Tear down these walls of  propriety.
See, but most importantly, hear each other. 
This sanitation begets no inspiration. 
Land of  the Free, your refinement encourages humiliation. 
It’s nigger, my Friends. 
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Alice,
chase your rabbits
where winds will wane below 
queens who seek the sanguine of  your 
young heart.

Everything Would Be What It Isn’t
Catherine Wilks
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Dead Cow Storage
Riley Manning

When a steer dies, you can’t well load it up on a trailer
And cart it off  somewhere, What this look like, dead cow storage?
Naw, just wait until the soft parts bloat and
Sag down in to the skeleton, ribs that bow up 
Towards the sky like the hull of  some ruined ship.
Bugs and coyotes peel the flesh towards the ground
Unsheathing the jagged tips and pretty soon that’s all
That’s left, half-buried and wholly dead.

You’ll walk up on one without even knowing it some nights,
Damn near trip over it, and when you hear the ones still live
Moaning and lowing in the dark, one thick moving silhouette
Of  slow horns moaning and lowing stay away stay away,
You’ll know that there is dissent even among the damned.

In the no-moon dark, breaths are sipped.
He’ll take a long one, and pitch his long neck
At that broken hammock of  dried gore
And miss. Looking around in the dark you’ll get the feeling
Of  being fenced in yourself  and that hay’ll start itching
At the backs of  your legs and he’ll wipe his mouth and say

There ain’t no god up there
Ain’t even no moon.
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I don’t sleep on new moons my body misses the light 
even in the dead of  winter when people say it’s dark up here 
nine months of  the year I know
about the snow 
light more profound than day
light where nothing happens differently
across town, through a field, empty classroom
The same wind blows the hazy stalks and filmy purple light 
Leaves us still and nocturnal in our bodes 

It is the garage, night 
shouldered into the pines; silhouette Birch. Stars pin
the underbrush; dirt from your ankleboots 
is red. Try not to think 
of  leaving, this time
when everything’s dying
Smells of  ochre, oysters
Tough as the clamming bed
Think instead 
of  the many small hands in cement
outside the house- dated 
1988
Who made these lines, and why? 
And where were they then, living here and where
are they now

from where I am

counting the moon on my porch steps
earth curled like a plain above these streets 
not developed by us but we inhabit the homes
Devour what we find like chainsaws

or tarmac 
for gunning paradise

Suppose her nightly watch 
From a gate enclosed over gaits re-sewed; stitches re-gaited
where nothing happens differently
from the town to the field, empty classroom
The same wind blows the stalks and the earth curls up
like a fertile plain. We need something more to keep us here
when the moon spits flirtatiously into the sky

From My Balcony
Rose DeVries
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Magellan sailed around the world
and was the last to be the first.
When Armstrong landed on the moon,
he did what no man after would.
To write cogito ergo sum
you would have to cite Descartes.
When you get over Wordsworth’s joke,
that what you write comes from you,
you start to get writer’s block.

The greats, the classics, works which broke
the chains restraining mind and muse, 
these words their shrinking reader woke
and made him start where they began.
This humble reader, is he younger
in his older world, and is he wiser?
Or is he merely robbed before
he had the chance to speak and think,
before his mother met his father?
Should he pick up pen and ink,
and then begin to scrawl his thoughts,
his mind more full but less his own
than those of  those who came before,
how pay tribute, how progress at all,
belated, preceded, eclipsed?
How can he, the younger, teeming mind,
who looks on those with awe and dread
who laid the stone on which he stands,
create what they did not but what 
except for them he lacked the vision for?

nanos gigantium humeris flentes
Joe Muller
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Race is when the colors that stand out 
are the most uncomfortable to anyone with capital
and to most without. The human capital needed to power 
ships between two or three key countries 
comes from the cheapest race.
Hell is uncomfortably dark. 

Please centralize. 
Put me on the map purple, blurred red and blue, 
or the clear, invisible child. 
As long as it is only me.

Human Rights Economics
Whitney Gilchrist
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 I spent most of  my Spring Break on trains. A solid portion of  every day was 
spent in station lobbies, on platforms, and shuffling through aisles to find a seat next to 
the window so I could watch Italy go by. Monday and Wednesday were the exceptions: 
on Monday, the only public transportation I used was the Bologna city bus from our 
hostel on the outskirts to the attractions in the city center; on Wednesday, we took 
an international bus from Rimini up to The Most Serene Republic of  San Marino. 
Every other day revolved around making our trains on time and buying our tickets for 
the next trip, settling in to read or talk or people-watch but still keeping alert for the 
announcement of  our stop. The amount of  time spent in transit reduced our concrete 
tourist time, some might say wasted it. It’s true that many of  my peers hit capital cities 
all over Europe that I might never see, got high in Amsterdam, got tattooed in Paris and 
Spain, got tanned in the Canary Islands. 
 Instead, I chose to travel down the east coast of  Italy in cramped silence, 
breaking intermittently to stuff  my face with regional specialties, not exactly “the road 
less traveled,” with stops in tourist spots like Bologna, Ravenna, and Bari, but I was 
anxious to experience more of  Italy than the most commonly visited regions Lazio, 
Umbria, and Toscana. Thus, I spent most of  my Spring Break on trains. I have no 
regrets. The travel time might even have been the best part of  the trip.
 I’ve always loved to travel. When I was very young, my mother would promise 
me a brand-new book for every plane ride. As I devoured fiction even at seven years 
old, the shiny new paperback, once selected, would be hidden away so I couldn’t stay 
up all night in a tent made of  a sheets, flashlight bulb slowly yellowing until I finished 
it at two in the morning. I usually ended up anticipating the book, and therefore the 
plane ride, as much as the trip itself. Anxiously I’d wait in the airport terminal, checking 
Mom’s watch, counting down to the moment of  takeoff  when it would finally change 
hands.
 I still read on planes and trains, and for this trip, the selection included two of  
my roommate’s novels from her Italian lit. class. I learned about Sicily from Elio Vittorini 
and about Basilicata from Carlo Levi, vaguely listening to the conversations around me 
and looking up between pages to watch the landscape slowly change, absorbing Italy in 
every way possible. Having a predetermined destination and hours to spend in silence 
makes it easy to get lost in history I wish I could have seen, lost in the nuances of  
translated language, lost in the value of  lives experienced outside my own head.
 To me, long-distance travel is like a liminal state in a rite of  passage. You start 
somewhere and end somewhere else, and the places in between are hard to define, 
but it’s that fuzziness of  meaning that intrigues me. When you arrive, you’re a couple 
of  hours older, maybe a couple hundred pages of  words, images, and ideas ahead of  
where you were before, but you can’t feel it happening, can’t really feel the changes 
being made, if  they’re even being made at all, and I’m not just romanticizing the entire 
process. Being in this in-between, having no particular place, for long hours that nearly 
add up to days, is just like being in Perugia for four months. It’s not a short time—it’s a 

Liminal
Erin Jordan
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time I felt compelled to use wisely—but it’s not a long time either. It’s not a long enough 
time to get comfortable, to really settle in, to get anything serious accomplished.
 It’s easy (and tempting) to wish the hours on trains away, to focus on the end 
destination and lose the glimpses in between. It’s possible to see capital cities and 
postcard views and leave enriched in some sense, enriched in every sense you can check 
off  a bucket list, and more. And yet, each moment in route contains a view I’ve never 
seen before, one I might never see again. I pass through cities I’ll never see, each as 

From trains, I see Italy, and on trains, I 
see Italians.

legitimately important to Italian 
culture as Rome, Florence, 
and Venice, but unknown to 
me forever. My time on trains 
has often proven to me more 

meaningful than a tour of  the Roman Forum or the Colosseum. While I can have 
spiritual experiences in the heart of  the Uffizi, in the presence of  masters of  the past, 
the moments rooted in, even emphasizing, the present mean something more. From 
trains, I see Italy, and on trains, I see Italians.
 From Rimini to Bari, we mainly followed the ocean; from Bari back to Perugia, 
we shifted away at some point, pushing through fields and snow and mountains. The 
color of  the water faded from brown to green to blue, the grass from crayon-named 
colors that no one knows but everyone has seen. Stone walls parallel to the coast 
kept violent waves from eroding the shoreline. Skies darkened and cleared, raindrops 
clattering against the roof  and windows, and, unaffected by weather, we shot through 
space and time, each in our own worlds in the same metal box.
 Trains are a good place for conversation. After we heaved our bags up above 
our heads, took our jackets and gloves off, and opened our books across our respective 
laps, there was an inevitable sigh as we looked around, relieved and confused in our rare 
lack of  obligation. Inevitably one of  us would make a small, almost scripted remark, 
then almost too easily we were talking, accidentally playing Twenty Questions and 
revealing too much about ourselves in the comfort of  knowing that the people around 
us probably could not understand us and definitely didn’t care. We talked about Italy 
and our experiences, we talked about food and art, we talked about ourselves. Like the 
three-hour Italian meals shifting the focus of  food from efficiency to relaxation and 
friendship, conversations on trains remind me to pay attention, to ask questions, to 
care.
 One of  my favorite things to do on trains is to watch the other passengers and 
imagine who they are and where they’re going, physically and psychologically, on these 
trips. On the train from Bari back to Perugia, an elderly woman unfolded and spread 
napkins in front of  herself  and her husband. From her purse she took out a plastic bag 
with six sandwiches in it, each wrapped individually. She withdrew two and returned the 
bag to her purse. They sat in silence, unwrapping the plastic a little at a time and eating 
slowly.
 The experience of  eating on trains seems inherently Italian; it relates to the 
experience of  being on the train at all. Whereas on an American train it’s more likely 
an “every man for himself ” adventure, it’s not uncommon for the Italians around you 
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to take you in, here. On one Eurostar trip, I was separated from my friend and placed 
amongst the cutest Italian family in the world: three generations of  perfect eyebrows 
and long eyelashes, three young grandchildren running from their section to ours to 
show their nonna the drawings they were making her. The adults of  the family sent me 
encouraging looks, sweet smiles, and they seemed to pity me for seemingly making 
the trip alone. When the kids each got an individually-wrapped Kinder chocolate cake, 
Nonna offered me one, as well. 
 I shook my head. She held it out, determined, that strong Italian matriarch we 
hear so much about in the States. She wasn’t taking no for an answer, and so I was fed. 
With this inclusion, the wall of  silence came down and they asked what I was reading, 
where I was from, where I was going. Next to me, the father smiled at me as his mother 
and wife struggled to communicate. When we got lost, I got out my dictionary and he 
stepped in to offer a crude translation of  the latest response. We laughed together as 
we tried to understand one another, and after months of  soaking up my independence 
in an apartment by myself, my normal responsibilities on another continent, it was nice 
to have a family again for a second. The father checked my ticket to make sure I knew 
where I was getting off, and he explained where I’d need to go from there. I got off  the 
train with my bookmark unmoved, my journal page blank, content.
 For this family, and especially for the elderly couple, I can’t help but wonder, 
why the long train ride? The carefully prepared lunches suggested that they were heading 
from home, not toward it. Travelling north to the stereotypically more industrial areas, 
too old to be tourists and drawn not by the prospect of  career opportunities, maybe 
they’re drawn by something more personal. Family? Old friends? Health reasons? How 
acquainted were they with this train ride, five hours long with the possibility of  further 
connections upon arrival? How many times have they taken this trip in their lives? Have 
the passing glimpses of  scenery changed, slowly, in their lifetimes? 
 Their Italy is one not only of  regions, but of  generations, their movement is 
in multiple dimensions, whereas mine is only straight up the coastline and through the 
Apennines to my temporary home. And yet, we pass through time and space in the 
same train car, bridging the connection between here and there, between then and now, 
our lunches spread before us on paper napkins and the scenery blurring as we pass.
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We like to play with Gravity. 
We like to fuck with God. 
We like to fuck with gravity. 
We like to play God. 
 
when I have your ups 
your downs 
When I have the very 
SUBstance of  life 
on a string, 
I can say “yes.” (but where is the fun in that?) 
I can say oh. No, nevermind 
I can unDo unLive 
 
Die a little. 
 
Yes, I have them on a string. 
I can fuck with gravity 
I am God.

Secret
Kristen Lucas
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After the Sun has Set, Forlorn and Broken-Boned
Riley Manning

In the passenger seat of  my Swedish car, a German turns up a British band and 
American love takes up the whole back seat. One Corona two Corona three 
Corona four is all anyone needs on Ladies night, yellow and drunk and perfect 
the way honey bourbon unfolding visibly in water is perfect the way winding her 
close is realizing no I don’t need you as Johannes lusts after the stringy blues singer 
sways achingly and the way she sings about fucking the pot-bellied drummer 
makes the filament that keeps our bones alive sizzle while chipped nails clutching 
lemon jello shots float disembodied above a hive of  blonde highlights and corn 
rows and burst outside where it ends double-fisting pulled pork sandwiches and 
driving home drunk screaming Kid Cudi through the ghetto under a muffled 
grace of  a destitute sky.
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Rocky DiLeo was good. He was real good, and it was one of  those days 
when he wanted to make sure everyone knew it. Rocky was sitting in the plastic 
bench at lane four when he saw some hotshot get out of  a white limo wearing 
a white suit and a red shirt. Both were finely tailored. There were two girls with 
him, and their driver shuffled through the snow behind them. The man looked a 
bit too confident for Rocky’s liking. No one had more swagger than Rocky, and 
he wanted to keep it that way. He watched him pull a freshly waxed pair of  red 
bowling shoes and a brand new red bowling ball out of  a leather bag. One of  
the girls buffed his shoes before the other one tied them carefully, as though a 
misplaced lace could make a hostage situation spiral out of  control. 

Rocky watched the man play a few games as he sipped the brown liquid 
in his cup. His hair was thinning, and glistened with cheap product. Occasionally 
he would stand up and waddle over the hardwood and lazily throw his ball down 
the lane, watching it skid one or two times before knocking over a few pins. He’d 
feign a look of  frustration and curse loud enough to get the hotshot’s attention.  
 After twenty minutes of  this, he yelled across the three lanes between 
them, “You look good, man! You look real good, but you can’t bowl for shit!” He 
swayed a bit as he walked over. There were six empty plastic cups lying like bullet 
casings on his table. 

The man laughed. “You been drinkin’...” he looked at the name patch on 
Rocky’s bowling shirt, “Rocky?” It fit over his scrawny frame like a bedsheet.  

“Maybe.” Rocky adjusted the collar. “What’s your name, big guy?”   
 “Ike.” 

“Okay then Ike,” he said moving his fingers over his thin moustache. 
“Whaddaya say we have a little fun here in Melody Lanes? How ‘bout we make 
a little bet.” His New Jersey accent moved through the air like sandpaper on a 
rock.  

Ike chuckled and looked at the two girls sitting on the bench across from 
the chauffeur before fixing his eyes back on Rocky. He had a sly grin on his face. 
“What’s the wager?” 

“I’ll bet you that fancy little stretch that’s in that parking lot. It’s a nice 
car, I think I’ll have it.” 

Ike let out a loud laugh that echoed at the far end of  the lane, almost 
rattling the pins. Every set of  eyes in the alley was on the exchange. 

“Are you crazy?” He slapped his hand against his leg. 
Rocky shot back, “Well I woulda bet for those two girls too if  I hadn’t 

already had ‘em.” He winked and waved at them. 
Ike’s eyebrows angled downwards and the skin between them folded 

slightly. He was becoming angry. “And if  I win?” 
“Five thousand cash.” He pulled a stack of  hundred dollar bills out of  

the back pocket of  his jeans. 
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“You know damn well that car is worth more than five thousand 
dollars.” 

“Then you take my car and my jewelry.” He pulled a gold chain from 
under his shirt with his thumb. The dim white light of  Melody Lanes glinted off  
the cross attached to it. He wiggled his pinky too, making sure Ike saw the little 
gold ring on it 

“Which one of  those rust buckets out there is yours?” 
“Ahhh.. . That one.” He pointed over to an old yellow truck. The paint 

was peeling and four inches of  snow had collected on the roof. 
Ike put his hand on his forehead. “Alright then. Let’s go.” 
Rocky kept it close through the whole game, throwing spares instead of  

the strikes he was used to. He threw 180 to Ike’s 168. Rocky yelled over to Phil, 
the man who had been serving him Jack and Coke, sans Jack, “Lock them doors, 
Phil, this fool’s not goin’ nowhere!” Phil, Rocky’s lifelong friend, slowly walked 

“Good game, fucko. Now how ‘bout 
them keys?”

out from behind the bar over 
to the front door and locked 
it. It was the only way in or 
out of  Melody. Rocky got 
in Ike’s face after the last 
inconsequential strike and said, “Good game, fucko. Now how ‘bout them keys?” 
Ike’s jaw hung slack as he stared at the score sheet that was projected on to the bit 
of  wall above the foul line. He didn’t budge. Rocky gently nudged him. “C’mon, 
fucko, the keys.” 

The man looked over to his chauffeur, still slack-jawed, and nodded. 
The chauffeur walked over and muttered “Asshole...” He put the keys in Rocky’s 
hand. 

“Airight Phil, let’s get out of  here!” Rocky gave emphatic whoop and ran 
over to the front door that Phil had reopened. 

Phil looked over to the janitor and sighed, “Can you close up for me 
Frank?” 

“Yeah I got it,” he replied. 
“Appreciate it, man,” he said, tossing the key ring over to him. 
Rocky had already started his new stretch. Phil could hear the muffled 

guitar riff  of  “Need You Tonight,” coming through the tinted windows. He 
laughed as he jogged out the doors through the New Jersey winter to Rocky’s 
new car. 

“Did you see the look on that motherfucker’s face? Oh, man. That was 
priceless. He knew. He fucking knew he got hustled right at the end there. That’s 
the best way to do it, y’know? Keep it close. Keep it real close… then bam! Blow 
him out in those last three frames. One, two, three, you’re out.” 

Phil, the bartender from Melody Lanes, laughed and playfully punched 
Rocky’s bony shoulder.”I don’t know how you do it, Rock. I really don’t know.” 
The leather squeaked as Phil shifted his thick body in his seat. 

“What do you say we go upstate tomorrow, see what I can do out at that 

66Split



lane right before Ithaca?” 
“Rock, you just won this ‘88 limo. Do you know what year it is, Rock? 

It’s still 1988, did you know that? Don’t you think it’s time you take a break? Lay 
low or somethin’?” 

“Phil, ya know it’s not about the cash. It’s not about the cars, not about 
the girls. I like winning. Come on Phil, you know that I like the rush.” 

“Yeah Rocky I know you like the rush. You’ll like the rush until you lose. 
I wanna know if  you’ll like the rush then.” 

“Yeah, yeah. You know I don’t lose Phil. I don’t go up there thinkin’ oh 
please let me throw a strike. Nah. I get up there and know that I’m gonna throw 
a strike. I’ve been doin’ this since I was a kid. I grew up at Melody. Couldn’t go 
home. Wasn’t nobody there back when my ma was doin’ your job. I was there 
at midnight bowlin’ twenty games when I had school the next day. I was beatin’ 
guys ten years older than me when I was 14.” 

“You really love bringin’ in that cash, don’t you Rock?” 
“If  it was about the money I woulda done the right thing Phil, I woulda 

gone pro the right way, gone down the right path.” 
“Yeah I know, Rocky, I know.” 
Rocky slowly rolled down the street, stopping in front of  Phil’s tiny 

house. 
“So I’ll see you tomorrow, huh? We’re gonna go upstate, and I’m gonna 

give you a cut of  what I make.” Rocky was itching. He got that look on his face 
like he wanted to leave right then and there. If  it wasn’t for Phil’s tendency to 
sleep he would have. 

“Yeah, Rock. Pick me up ‘round eight. You headed home?” 
“Yeah. Gotta see my mother. Gotta see how she’s doin’.” 
Rocky and Phil had always lived in the same neighborhood. They went 

to the same high school, ate at the same diner, bowled at Melody together. Rocky 
pulled the new limo up in the driveway of  his house but the tail end poked out a 
foot into the street. He backed out and parked on the curb. 

The house was pitch black except for the faint blue light coming from 
the TV on the wooden stand. The light spread out over the shag carpet in the 

She was drunk. Or strung out. Or 
both.

living room. There were dolls 
scattered all over the floor. 
Mary was sprawled out over 
the sofa, looking like a ragdoll 
herself. She was drunk. Or 

strung out. Or both. When Rocky was a teenager, she’d drink a bit when she 
came home from Melody Lanes and she’d do a little coke when she went out with 
her friends, but she always knew Rocky could do better than that. 

He sat on the edge of  the sofa and nudged her shoulder. Her eyes barely 
opened and she moaned. Rocky whispered, “Ma, I got something for you.” He 
pulled the stack of  hundreds out of  his pocket, waved it in front of  her face a 
bit. The cool air moved the hairs hanging over her forehead. They looked like 
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thin copper wires. 
“I always wanted you to do the right thing, Rock.”  He could smell the 

words. 
“I know, Ma.” 
“I never minded the bowling, but I always knew that gambling would do 

you in. I always knew it. You could’ve been a jockey, Rocky. Remember that man 
who wanted to take you upstate? Wanted to teach you to be a jockey?” 

“Yeah, ma. Mr. Rubino.” 
“Yeah. Mr. Rubino. Mr. Rubino said you had the perfect body type to be 

a jockey. But you wanted to bowl, Rock. You wanted to run with those boys from 
Melody. Wanted to be with that girl who would blow anyone who could throw 
a strike. That’s what you wanted, Rock. That’s what you wanted. I can’t take that 
dirty money from you anymore, Rocky.” 

Rocky got up early the next morning. He saw his mother still passed out 
on the couch. She hadn’t moved an inch, and the sun peeking through the blinds 
came up to her neck. There were more dolls on the floor than he first thought. 
They looked like soldiers from World War I pictures. Some were face down, 
others were missing legs, arms, or button-eyes. The stack of  bills was still on the 
table, the wind from a standing fan made the edges vibrate. He grabbed a sticky-
note and wrote “Phil says hi” on it. He scribbled his name in the bottom right 
corner and stuck it to the wad of  bills. 

He started the limo. The smell of  the leather and the black ice air freshener 
made him feel reborn, like a new man. He couldn’t afford to keep it though. He 
needed the money, and so did his mother. He drove to a small car dealership 
about 50 miles outside of  town and sold the limo. He always sold them to the 
same dealership the day after he won them. He’d tell Phil that he had a friend 
who kept his cars in a big warehouse because Phil always wondered why he never 
saw them again. Rocky would say that he kept the old yellow truck because it 
reminded him of  the old days, when really, that was the last reason he kept it. His 
mother never bothered to ask. 

He called a taxi to bring him to his car back at Melody Lanes. The feel of  
his truck was distinct, and its smell reminded him of  the coal refinery smog that 
hung over his town. He thought about putting some white sidewall tires on it, 
but it wouldn’t be worth it. It reminded him that he was stuck there, how he had 
had that car since he was twenty, when he first really started hustling. He’d had 
that car fourteen years, and it was inseparable from him and what he did. It was 
everything, and it was nothing. It was Rocky’s reflection in a broken mirror. 

A thin layer of  snow had collected on the Phil’s browning front lawn. 
The house was made of  old brick and was squat to the ground like someone 
curling up for warmth. Phil had his hands in his coat pockets as he waddled down 
the concrete walkway. 

“Where’s the limo? I was hopin’ we could at least drive up to this place 
in style.” 
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Rocky grinned as he leaned back against the driver’s side door, his left 
hand on the steering wheel. 

“C’mon man, you know what Sheila means to me.” 
He patted the steering wheel the way one does when greeting a dog. The 

window felt like ice on the back of  his head. 
“Yeah, I’m sure she means a lot,” Phil scoffed. “So how long before we 

get to this place?” 
“Right about four hours. It’s just off  of  1-88 between Horseheads and 

Watkins Glen.” 
“You know there probably ain’t gonna be nobody for you to hustle out 

there, right? Might be about a thousand people in those two towns combined, 
man.” 

“I guess we’ll find out then, huh?” Rocky slapped him on the back and 
took off  down the road in a cloud of  exhaust. 

 
Lyndon Lanes was the name of  the alley upstate. Rocky had been there 

one or two times before. He hustled a man for everything he had there. He did 
it as the man’s wife watched. She was cradling her child in an old hickory-wool 
blanket. The baby was wearing a small white beanie, and was crying loudly. Rocky 
beat him with a spare in the last frame. The man’s eyes grew wide as Rocky’s 
house ball hit the six pin that spun end over end like a thrown hatchet into the 
eight pin. He pleaded with Rocky, asked him to take only half  of  what he bet, 
that it was all he had and he needed the money. 

“A bet’s a bet,” Rocky told him. 
“Please... please,” the man put his hand on Rocky’s shoulder. His wife 

was crying.  She held the baby close to her neck.
“No way man,” Rocky shouted. He pushed the man down to the ground 

and snagged the two hundred dollar bills that were sticking out his fraying jeans. 
He sprinted through the door, jumped in his truck and sped down the highway. 
The whole way back to New Jersey, the radio played the sound of  that child 
drowning. 

 
Rocky’s truck churned through the shell parking lot at Lyndon Lanes. 

The loud crunching of  the heavy snow and rocks woke Phil, who had slept the 
entire ride. He rubbed his face and sighed a bit. Rocky’s eyes were fixed on the 
bright yellow and red sign that seemed to hover above the parking lot. Beneath 
the name, it read Hit the Head Pin! in a font that reminded him of  homemade 
pies and beehive hairdos. The middle-aged man in his follow through on the sign 
looked like a comic book character.  He was made of  neon, and buzzed pink and 
yellow in the night. 

“I think I’m gonna play it straight this time, Phil.” 
“Huh?” 
“I’m just gonna do my best. Every game. No faking being drunk, no 

missin’ shots. None of  that tonight.” 
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“So not only are we out in the middle of  fuckin’ nowhere at midnight, 
we’re here for nothin’. C’mon, Rock. You’re not gonna make any money like 
that.” 

“Maybe not.” 
Rocky flung the door open and ran through the heavy wind before 

stopping at the door. He felt like he was entering some forbidden place, some 
church where he’d fucked a nun. He took a deep breath in through his nose, 
feeling like ice crystals had penetrated every cell in his lungs before slowly opening 
the door and stepping inside. 

“Fuck,” Phil muttered, and ran for the door. 
 
Rocky asked the old man at the register for a lane and a wrist brace to 

rent. He didn’t need bowling shoes; they were all he ever wore. 
“Twenty dollars,” the man garbled. All ten lanes casted a reflection in his 

large, round eyeglasses. 
Rocky pulled out his wallet and threw his last twenty dollar bill on the 

counter. The remaining twenty five hundred dollars of  his betting money was 
neatly rubber-banded and tucked in the pocket of  his blue jeans. He grabbed the 
wrist brace and shuffled down the carpeted floor, Phil close behind. 

There were two men at the third lane, and two emptied six packs were 
at their table. Rocky walked over to the ball rack, grabbed a jet black fifteen 

There was a broken pencil, cigarette 
filters, old, tattered All-Star sneakers, 
and rolled up bills that were held 
together by a thick rubber band. 
There were only two types of  people 
who carried money like that: gangsters 
and gamblers.

pound ball. It looked like 
a used cannonball with all 
its chips and scratches. His 
glance shifted to all the things 
scattered about the scorer’s 
table at the third lane. There 
was a broken pencil, cigarette 
filters, old, tattered All-Star 
sneakers, and rolled up bills 
that were held together by 
a thick rubber band. There 
were only two types of  people 
who carried money like that: gangsters and gamblers. Rocky assumed they were 
the latter. They were too informal to be gangsters, and too loud. 

“I’m gonna go piss,” Rocky told Phil. He paced slowly over carpet that 
made a scratching sound under his bowling shoes. He noticed the man at the 
front desk had been watching him the whole time he walked to the bathroom. 
The man had a bit of  a grin on his face that made Rocky feel uncomfortable. He 
picked up his pace as he heard the men at the third lane hoot over something. 

The tile on the bathroom floor was sticky, and the adhesive grid had begun 
to brown and deteriorate into pebble sized bits that were scattered all over. Some 
of  the tiles were cracked and had sharp pieces jutting upwards. Rocky walked 
over to the lone urinal and looked at the brown water that had built up. He could 
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smell the lemon-scented freshening-disc that was slightly above the water. He 
turned and looked out the bathroom window. The metal lining, like everything 
else in the men’s room, had begun to wear away and had rusted slightly. He put 
his hand up against the cold glass and wiped away the condensation. He saw his 
truck parked out in the snow. The snowfall had gotten heavier, and he watched 
the snow whip around in the air like white confetti. He took a deep breath, and 
walked out the bathroom, still observing the two men at the third lane as he 
strode back towards Phil. 

He bowled three games with Phil. He bowled well. 230, 267, then 258. 
Between frames he would watch the way they bowled, the way they moved, the 
way they talked, and the way they laughed. The man in plaid stepped up to the 
first set of  arrows. His jeans were frayed a bit at the bottom. Rocky watched the 
man’s ball arch out dangerously close to the right gutter. The ball never curved 
the other way. It hung to the right and knocked the ten pin against the abysmally 
black screen. 

“Joey, you fuckhead!” the other man yelled at him as he slammed his 
open hand down on the scorer’s table. 

“Fuck you, man,” he yelled back. He was grinning. 
They seemed loose. Obviously loose. Rocky looked up at the illuminated 

scorecard. He noticed that Joey’s latest slip was the glitch in an otherwise consistent 
stream of  X’s and slashes. He had never experienced this feeling before. It was 

“Who the hell do you think I am, 
man? You know me right, Phil? You 
know I got this.”

like a balloon rising from his 
stomach up into his chest. He 
noticed the fingertips in his 
hands were quivering a bit. 
He attributed it to nerves at 
first, but he remembered that 

he didn’t get nervous when he saw his silver three-hundred ring on the leathery 
skin of  his left ring finger. The balloon kept rising, pressing on the walls of  his 
lungs and then his throat. He tried to swallow it down but couldn’t. It finally leapt 
out of  his mouth. 

“Whose money is that on that table?” he shouted. 
Phil muttered under his breath, “Here we go...” 
“That’s mine,” Joey replied. 
“You lookin’ to bet?” 
“Maybe so.” 
“What do you say we bet it all on a game?” 
Phil’s eyes widened and his mouth drooped open. 
“How much you got?”
“Twenty five hundred. You?” 
“Twenty six.” Joey and Bruce laughed. 
“I’m in.” Rocky walked up to their table and tossed his stack of  bills on 

the table next to the man’s. He turned back to get his ball as Phil scurried up to 
him and grabbed his shoulders. 
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“What the fuck is wrong with you, man? We just fucking got here. How 
the hell are you gonna bet all of  it on one fucking game? You never do that. What 
happened-- what happened to gettin’ ‘em angry? Gettin’ ‘em greedy?” 

Rocky smiled, “Who the hell do you think I am, man? You know me 
right, Phil? You know I got this.” He brushed Phil’s arms off  of  him, picked up 
his ball and walked confidently over towards lane three. 

 
Rocky turned around from his last shot after he heard Phil loudly grunt 

“Yeah” and clap his hands once. He was ahead a few pins in the fifth frame 
and felt a sly grin start to break at the corners of  his mouth.  He sat down on 
the plastic bench. Bruce stood up to watch Joey’s next roll. Bruce’s right hip 
seemed irregular to Rocky, like it protruded slightly too much through his black 
jeans. He noticed that this wasn’t the result of  some deformity, but that there 
was something in the waistband of  his jeans. Rocky heard the pins crackle and 
explode like fireworks to his right, and as Bruce lifted his hands in celebration, 
his shirt came just above his waist, revealing the sharply angled butt of  a small 
pistol. It was metal and crosshatched for a better grip. The thought that he wasn’t 
any good with it, that he couldn’t hit a moving target if  he really had to, came to 
Rocky’s mind. He kept staring at his hip even after his shirt had come back down, 
covering the butt of  the gun. 

“Hey, man.” Bruce was facing him now, looking him in the eyes trying to 
get his attention. “Your roll.” 

“Yeah,” Rocky stammered. The palms of  his hands felt wet as he grabbed 
his ball. He put it back down and held his hand over the fan at the bottom of  
the rack. They still felt wet when he picked up the ball again, like ice had melted 
between his palm and the ball. He stood there, a foot or so to the right of  
the center dot. All the lights in the other lanes were off. He could hear them 
humming behind the pins ahead of  him. They looked like a choir in the spotlight, 
shrinking away. 

 
Phil sat there with his face buried in his hands. He felt ashamed. 
“Hey, Mr. Bill,” Joey yelled. “Lock that door up there, we don’t want 

nobody to run and make us do somethin’ drastic!” He said, patting his right hip. 
Bill nodded and grabbed a big ring of  keys that hung on a nail next to the cash 
register. He had a slight limp, and the skin under his chin moved from side to 
side as he hobbled over to the door. The balloon was starting to rise in Rocky’s 
stomach again.

 
Joey smirked and slipped his fingers into the holes of  his ball. He was 

up three pins and had his last shot still to play. Rocky’s game was over. Joey 
stepped up and gracefully stepped forward once, twice before his arm swung 
back and forth like a pendulum. The ball rolled smoothly across the slick lane 
like a violently turning tire. As it crossed the first set of  arrows, Rocky turned and 
sprinted. He grabbed at both stacks of  money as he ran toward the bathroom. He 
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flung the door open and looked over his shoulder. Phil stared back at him with 
an admirably neutral expression. Rocky turned his head and saw the window. He 
smashed it with his left elbow and quickly brushed the remaining glass from the 
frame with the wrist brace. As he began to climb out, he heard a distinct pop, 
like someone loudly snapping a belt. He stuffed the money in his pockets as he 
ran through the driving snow and took the wrist brace off  and tossed it behind 
him like it was a hand grenade. His arm was bleeding and he could just make out 
the shape of  his truck in the snow. He saw Bill unlocking the door, then Bruce 
and then Joey scrambling through it. The truck started up with a satisfying rev 
and kicked up the snow and shells as he tore out of  the parking lot. He headed 
back south down the interstate and soon there were headlights behind him and 
he heard the metal of  the car rattle behind him as the lights became brighter and 
more intense. He heard a whizzing that sounded like a fastball flying by his ear. 
He heard it again and the mirror on the left side of  his truck exploded, sparking 
as its remains skidded on the asphalt. His eyes were fixed on the white lines in the 
center of  the highway that seemed to stretch on forever into the heavy snow and 
night, and his heart was beating heavily and he could feel his pulse in his forehead 
as he sped down the highway thinking only that he had finally lost.
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Stylus

This isn’t for posterity. It isn’t for fame, or for glory. It’s not for recognition 
through publication. It certainly isn’t for money; “simple cash award or small-time 
commission, take it or leave it, buddy”—I’m leavin’ it. No, it isn’t for any of  these 
plebian rationalizations with which we writers mollify our bruised and battered 
egos day in and day out, pushing our frustrated friends and family to the side 
like the angry creditors on the other line. Hell, it isn’t even for art, that last great 
bastion of  delusional purpose and self-worth. This is, in the end, too simple for 
that. It’s for your red dress, your Sunflowers by Elizabeth Arden perfume, your 
dancing shoes. It’s for your hand and mine interwoven—a dynamic duo—thumbs 
gently moving in disbelief, needing tactile proof  of  this impossibly real human 
connection. This is for making our brief  two weeks an eternity, and for saying the 
three, easy words that time never permitted me. Darling, this is for you.

A Crumpled-Up Reject in the Artist’s Trash Pile, 
Largely Unfit for Public Consumption
David Guyott
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