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Think of that street
before the drones descended,
before Earth’s crust tensed and shivered.
In your dreams, am I wearing the green dress?
The one I wore on New Year’s Eve, Salt Lake City, 
living in that void. Our year of transcendence.
(Our year of dope dick. Of fractals. Light with a sharpened edge.)
You kissed me in the bathroom at midnight. You held my hand
like a child holds the cheap ribbon tail of a sky-bound balloon.
You made me promise. My soul, you said, is burning wreckage.
Help, you did not say. And I kicked your shin for that horseshit talk,
overblown as my pupils.
Of course I’m sorry for your constant suffering.
Sorry that I kissed that dyke. 
My dreams lately are of uncut grass, whatever is the opposite of fire.

winter in the third year of our lord skynet
margaret sullivan

editor’s choice
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squirrels in the bowl
suzanne glemot

editor’s choice
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 Our story, it chased us. It chased me as I sought attention on baseball fields and skate park ramps. It chased 

Charles as he filtered through heaps of rights and wrongs- both of us only �7, ripe with deceptively eternal love. Our 
story chased me around and around my station wagon- shuffling lap one, dragging my fingers across the taillights, faster, 
skipping around laps two and three, and four and five were a sprint. It was the anticipation of it all- the movie watched 
on the worn couches at his house, the accidental grazing of skin, and shortest walk to my car. My kisses weren’t hard 
to come by, not then, not in the eleventh grade. But I left his house that night dragging a lingering first kiss all the way 
down Rice Road. 

 “Suhf-jan Stevens, Suf-jun,” I guessed.
 “No,” he replied, “it’s Soofeyan Stevens.” He chuckled and gave me a good-try smirk, anyway.
 “Well, however you say his name, I like this song.” 

  That was the first time I listened to Casimir Pulaski Day, a song embedded amongst Sufjan’s collection of sym-
phonies that tell the intimate stories of Illinois. Charles scribbled a heart on the bottom of a mixed disk, and handed it to 
me after class. After many failed attempts in tenth grade English class, Charles finally captured me with his lyrical life, his 
complications, his passions. I had never wanted someone good for me. But, a week into our junior year, I traded notches 
on my bedpost- a Good Samaritan Baseball player, an I-don’t-give-a-fuck pothead, and the captain of the drum line- for 
him.

 I clutched to that lingering kiss for another month after school began, but I was cornered in the front seats of my 
grey station wagon. I could always escape the boys that I only tried on for size, but this one fit. Five minutes and fifty-
five seconds ended, and we played Casimir Pulaski Day again. Then again. And again, until Charles finally leaned and 
pressed his wet lips against mine. And we laid our seats back as far as they would go and listened to Sufjan sing about 
cancer and love and loss. 

 From then on, every Friday and Saturday night of our junior year, we ditched the movie and drove for hours 
looking for developing neighborhoods or lakes and open fields on the outskirts of Madison’s brick 
fortress. He’d pull me closer to snuggle on the bench seat, and we’d roll the windows down, daring the droplets of rain to 
breach the warm inside of his green truck. He taught me to love the city’s hide-a-ways.
 

chasing banjos
allie jordan
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	 “You are the saint, and I’m the poet. Saints are all nice and friendly like you, and poets don’t have to care about 
anything…except for the saint’s feelings,” he said in a cul de sac of the white flight city’s rising 
chateaus. 

 I nodded my head, and chased a kiss to his mouth. I finally knew I needed someone to always say the right thing, 
or maybe just someone who spoke to me at all. I was sweaty from that afternoon’s soccer practice, but sweatier from 
nerves as I placed his hand under my jersey and let him discover the secrets of double Ds. This time it was different. 

 We were eternal- snapping photos next to Faulkner’s statue in front of Oxford’s City Hall, dressing as the Bill 
Clinton/ Monica Lewinski duo for Halloween, confessing truths, and drawing lines between god and abstinence preg-
nancy scares at Methodist retreats. Seven months floated along like the strumming of Sufjan’s banjo. How my silky green 
prom dress matched his freckled green eyes, how he’d stay on the phone until I fell asleep, how our story chased us to the 
ending of the song- how He took my shoulders and He shook my face, and He takes and He takes and He takes.

 I’d been the object of his worship, the Saint, the coyness. I was crushing him; I could feel it. I clutched tighter as 
he started to push me away, to lie, to ditch me for his friends- tighter and tighter until he told me that we were better off 
as friends. I spent my senior year of high school strategically appearing in his hallway routes and drinking myself into 
the arms of college boys. I wanted him to adore me again, to love me like Sufjan loved someone dying of cancer. I said it 
would have been easier if he had just died, but it was I that was dying. Dying each time I saw his picture on the wall of 
Madison Central’s most cherished students, each time he wore the shirts I gave him, each time he walked past me and 
never said a word. 

 Years after the ending, going our separate ways, and burying memories of our junior year of high school, we sat 
on Jordan’s back porch. Charles and I reveled with our fellow deadbeats in memories of last November’s Sufjan concert 
while rain pooled beneath our feet. My mind drifted to tussles of his thick, dark hair from three rows behind while Suf-
jan strummed his banjo and sang: Oh the glory when you ran outside with your shirt tucked in and your shoes untied, 
and you told me not to follow you. Charles plumed cigarette smoke from his lips, drifted his constellation eyes towards 
mine, and muttered, 

 “I teared up when he played Casimir Pulaski Day.” 
 I constructed a toothless smile, “It was the most beautiful song.”
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slowly, slowly, enjoy
chelsea overstreet
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All the way down, there on the right
Driveway full of cars, darkened at night
The front door always sticks, the runner is skewed,
The deadbolt is heavy, only pushed by a few

Inside, down the hall, there’s light, food, and music
Loved and worn couches, and a table where drinks sit.
The kitchen sink is full of dishes unwashed
All the countertops are well used and very much-splotched

The music room, too where canines lay sprawled
Spirits fill the cabinet, and instruments the walls
The TV is framed by jerseys from popular teams
And the room is often filled with encouraging screams

Five men live here, while friends come and go
Each man his own room and decorating for show
The first room belongs to the popular guy
He’s every girl’s favorite and hardly has to try

The music-maker’s door is next on the hall
His organ sits on the floor and he posters the walls
The mountain man is the most handsome of men
His put-together room is the warmest, and then,

The politician’s room is a little further down,
His collection of golf posters is the best in town
The boss man has the last room at the end,
He deals with all problems and is everyone’s friend.

They’re warm and easygoing in the house as a whole
As they live in relative peace, and pay rent to Carol.

2008 southwood road
kelsey worch
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childhood
suzanne glemot
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fixed and microcosmicmary ivey
I know I am small.
I am petty.
I am without dock.
But what is the difference between solace and buoyancy?
Is it the same to be submerged as to be successful, loved,
And sure?
Loving and being loved are not ill coupled, but are not
Cousins;
Nor are they brothers,  sisters, or friends.
But loving and being loved are not sides of dice to the other,
Like giving and to be given are not peach to plum.
I know I am small,
A little weary,
And I am not adept at depth of heart.
To have and to hope, though, do not complement
Like glowing crescents and sweet stars.
No, even the moon is just a phase!
In the end, even birds and their songs separate. 
But halves of wholes do not make more when split like eyes when opened. 
Halves are lids fringed with lashes,
Lacking that lustrous bright black
Whose shine, like onyx, reflects my eyes in yours—fixed and microcosmic.
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luz
allie jordan
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I would like to write a love poem for my sister, 
the coconspirator of my childhood, knobble-legged monkey child 
with a bowl cut, Peter Pan to my Tinkerbell  
three Halloweens in a row. 
She has long since shed that skin, 
and I don’t want to write an elegy.  I’m afraid 
that there is an unspoken rule saying You cannot begin an ode: 
Fucking bitch, and if I did, would she hear it how I mean it?    
You fucking bitch, you skinny thing,  
my very own negative image.  I am sorry 
you thrived in the midst of my skittering epicenter, the un-medicated chaos 
and the untempered withdrawals. Sorry 
I didn’t consume you.   
Sorry also that I lost fifteen pounds, 
but not from my chest or my ass.  If it helps, you will always be taller.  
You fucking bitch, I want to kiss you on the mouth 
or maybe punch you in it.  I want to make you my twin,  
want that sympathetic detonation, 
the kind that lands us both in sick beds, �00 miles apart,
the next time I fall down.  Want that trembling filament slow-dance,
that phantom limb, want anything but what I see: the both of us
on opposite sides of the curtain, talking at each other in different languages,
that glacier, that unrelenting ballet.

love poem for my sister
margaret sullivan
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pleasure and sorrow come and go like the wind
chelsea overstreet
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paradise is here
genevieve santos
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Rays of sunlight
Climb through tall pines
Green yellow and red
Leaves fill the ground.
Fall has come
Made itself at home
In Mississippi.
A fish jumps
Out from the water
At the Reservoir.
A man tells me how
He met Jesus and we pray
Over houses that have burned.
We serve on Saturdays.
We plant vegetable gardens
For midtown residents.
I meet sweet children
With smiles that show
Only hope.
There is beauty in this place.

And then I drive back
To my school

And people still
Can’t Say “black”

Without whispering.
As if it were a curse word.

Students from mother Africa
Attend our school

But it seems as though
Students from midtown are

Drawn far away.
I can’t imagine why.

I thought that a fence
Lined with

Barbed wire
On only the side

That faces a particular
Side of town
Was inviting.

And a girl tells me a story
But I stop listening after she begins

“Not to be racist, but…”

stagnant          kate aten
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And it’s like The Help
With only dark skin from
This very city
Taking care of their
White skinned babies.
They feed us.
They take care of us.
They clean up after us.
They love us.
And we love them.
But they have real babies at home.
Real grandbabies.
And girls come to class And say, “We didn’t 
read,
It was a Thursday night.”
And the Professor shakes his head
Trying to bring progress to this place
“Let’s move forward- we can move forward.”
And then there is a red solo cup
Lodged in a tree by the bell tower
And it looks as if the John Wesley
Statue has formed a habit of smoking
Because cigarette butts lay at his feet.

And there is a nice man
Who is probably thinking

About his own child
Who comes by and sweeps up the mess

And doesn’t say a word about it.
Just smiles and nods good day to

Us as we walk by with fat back packs
Dreading that we have to read

Ten pages about southern literature
Or biology.

What a beautiful sunset on
State Street this evening.

Sun bursts light up
Incredible clouds above

Street signs named
After confederate soldiers.

This is a place of beauty
But like the stagnant water

Of the reservoir
We must begin to move

In order for anything to change.
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Ordained by sin we were.
The whispers of the devil cultivated
within the warmth of a bygone flame,
fueled by the strings of our anguish,
the murmurs of devotion,
we molded our idols with exalted fortitude.
 
Now a brotherhood forsaken by lush embroidery,
betraying the woes of our volatile construction,
a vapid reminiscence, suspending our certitude
for the fallacy of false redemption. 
The frenzy of envy fathered a poisoned soul,
our thoughts became a mere vestige,
lost, lured by embellished good form.
 
Oh how has fear hardened our decadent grit,
and how has solitude subdued our quivers,
fortune, shrouded by infamy,
a veil never lifted,
an austere future gleams at me
with contempt.
	

a critique
abed haddad
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metacarpi and phalanxes
suzanne glemot
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What counted was the day I learned what a body
is besides larynx, radial artery. Besides canine teeth. 
It’s a whisper, wet dream:
 Vibrating before some painted stage (Queen of the backseat,
 how many drummers? How many metronome fucks?);
 the summer leap bare-assed into the Atlantic,
 the way it crushed my ribcage, caught my lungs;
 falling from horses; striking sparks. 
 Radar blip of animation. That man cast in wax. My father. No. 
 Not father, so yellowed. 
 Father Flat Tire,
 naked and bald.

I want to wear this skin suit until the cockroaches take over. 
I want the ink never to fade. I guess I’ve got to pack it in ice
or sink it in Penobscot Bay, prop open the transom and let the lightning in. 
It’s burning through my dancing years, wants to divorce these bones.
 Hurry, then. Flail harder. 
 Grind the bitch down.

what a body is (redux)
margaret sullivan
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it all remains

adult is just a word  
genevieve santos

genevieve santos
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 Herkimer was the kind of town you got to by driving through a church parking lot. Most of its visitors had got-
ten lost on the way to some greater destination. It was also the kind of town that could get you into trouble. When Dave 
and Jimmy Lasswell were � and �0 years old, their mother hosted the annual Christmas party for their fathers’ cowork-
ers. Peter Lasswell was the Executive Producer at WKTV in Utica, only a short ride up I-�0. Peter Lasswell could 
fix any problem and his two boys were not to attend the Christmas party. The following year, when their mother was 
directing the caterers’ set up in the dining room for the same party, Dave and Jimmy opened the back door and all the 
windows, brought in the garden hose, and turned the kitchen floor into an ice rink. 

 Jimmy Lasswell’s bedside clock told him he was two and a half hours late for work; he might as well just not go. 
He rolled over and tried falling back to sleep. After fifteen minutes he gave up and pushed himself off the bed, grabbed 
his tattered grey Rensselare shirt off the floor and slipped it on. The tile floor of the kitchen was freezing and he wished 
he had put on socks. He flipped the switch on the coffee maker, having prepared it the night before, and grabbed two 
hard-boiled eggs from the refrigerator. The voicemail light was blinking on his answering machine:

*beep* Hey Jimmy, its Rita over at Mohawk Valley Nursing Home. Your dad has been talking about you a 
lot lately. He really misses you, Jimmy. I think it would mean a lot to him if you came down for a visit. You 
have the address. *click**beep*

 Jimmy erased the message and grabbed his coffee cup, finishing the last bite of egg. He walked through the living 
room and down the hallway into his newly-renovated bathroom. Setting the mug on the edge of the white porcelain 
sink, Jimmy removed his shirt and put it back on the floor. He looked up into the square mirror in front of him. Striking 
green eyes, but dark circles pooled below them. His thick brown curls were starting to thin and the skin under his chin 
was beginning to sag. He couldn’t blame Sandra for leaving him.  

 Mrs. Lasswell never let her sons join the boy scouts. Though neither of them would ever say it, they both always 
hated her for that. Dave and Jimmy had a habit of finding boy scouts camping near the Diamond Mines and would 
stand at the top of a hill or plateau and roll small boulders down into their camp sites. A troop leader caught them once 
and Dave and Jimmy sprinted as fast as they could until their lungs were on fire. They ran all the way to Dead Duck 
Lake. 
 That was the same year Mr. and Mrs. Lasswell got into their accident. Mr. Lasswell sustained a major back injury 
which he self-medicated with Jim Beam. The office was sympathetic for the first few years, making allowances for his 
tardiness, or altogether absence, and less-than mediocre work performance.  But that kind of thing can only go on 
for so long. So when Jimmy was �� and Dave ��, Mr. Lasswell was let go from the station and remained planted in front 
of the television for the next twenty years. Mrs. Lasswell didn’t survive the accident. 

dead duck lake
genevieve santos



�4

 When Jimmy got out of the shower he could hear his phone ringing in the living room. He didn’t rush to answer 
it and his boss left a message on his machine. He dried off and wrapped his towel around his waist. On the way to his 
bedroom he stopped to look at an old photo of him and Dave in their Triple-A uniforms that hung on the wall in the 
hallway. On the bottom right corner, Dave had written “I’m the catcher! I’m the catcher!” and that always made Jimmy 
smile. 
 Dave had been the pitcher for their team and once threw a wild pitch so hard it knocked the 
batter out. Jimmy was his catcher. Later that night when the team had gone out for drinks the same 
batter came up to Jimmy, grabbed him by the collar and cocked back his arm. Dave and Jimmy were each mistaken for 
the other more times than they could count. Jimmy threw up his hands and waved, shouting “I’m the catcher! I’m the 
catcher!” Dave would have been 4� last month and every day Jimmy was glad his mother never had to bury her own son. 
Jimmy threw on a t-shirt and jeans and left his house for the corner store three blocks away. 
 A few months after Mrs. Lasswell died, Dave and Jimmy got a gig catching raccoons for Mr. Feldner, the local 
mechanic. Dave asked his father if he could throw some of the pelts into the trunk of the car so he could take them to 
get treated later. Peter Lasswell took a swig from his bottle and kept his eyes fixed on the television, grunting “Huh? Sure, 
fine.”
 No one remembered the pelts for three months and Jimmy and Dave had to hose out the trunk. The smell never 
really went away. The bell on the door of the corner store chimed as Jimmy walked in and headed straight for the chip 
aisle. He grabbed two bags of Ruffles and a pack of corn nuts.

 “Heya, Jimmy!” Martin, the cashier, waved at Jimmy as he approached the counter. “How’s that dad of yours do-
ing?”
 “I wouldn’t know.” Jimmy put is items on the counter and pulled his wallet from his back pocket.
 “Wouldn’t know that either. Could I get that pack of Pall Malls right there?”
 “Oh.” Martin rang up the chips. “So how’s work treating you?”
 “Wouldn’t know that either. Could I get that pack of Pall Malls right there?”
 “When did you start smoking?” Martin turned around and placed his hand on a couple different packs until 
Jimmy nodded.
 “I quit about a year ago. But I changed my mind.”
Jimmy stood on the sidewalk just outside the corner store and unwrapped his cigarettes, throwing the plastic and foil on 
the ground. He had missed the weightless feeling he got when he took that first drag of the first cigarette of the day. He 
made his way to the bus stop on the next block and sat on the bench.
 Mr. and Mrs. Lasswell never could figure out why there was a streak of yellow on the white siding underneath 
Jimmy and Dave’s window. But when Jimmy was 7 and Dave �, Jimmy showed Dave that he didn’t have to get up and go 
to the bathroom in the middle of the night if he had to pee. Later, when Dave was in his art phase and painted a land-
scape of their childhood home, he didn’t forget to include the streak.
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  The woman on the bus next to Jimmy smelled like piss. He took short, sharp breaths through his mouth 
until they reached her stop. Jimmy never got his driver’s license and he couldn’t help but think it was because of his 
mother’s death. Even riding the bus felt like some sort of betrayal. But Jimmy liked riding the bus; he liked to watch the 
people that rode the bus. He often found himself coming up with histories for these passengers: where they were from, 
the song their mothers used to sing them to sleep, if they finished college. The piss woman had finished college, she was 
an art history major. She had a mother and a father and two younger brothers and grew up in Albany. After college she 
moved to the City to try to become a curator. But she couldn’t get a steady job and moved to Herkimer to take care of 
her grandfather. After he died she lost the house and makes her way bouncing from shelter to shelter. The driver called 
out for Jimmy’s stop and he stepped off the bus, lighting another cigarette. 

 When Jimmy was �� and Dave ��, they built a boxcar. They wanted to test drive it the Friday before the big race 
so they took it to Dead Duck Lake, which had a hill on one side. Dead Duck Lake was Dave and Jimmy’s secret, a place 
they had named themselves because of the almost mummified duck skeleton trapped in the lake’s oily surface. Jimmy, the 
engineer, stood at the top of the hill and held the car steady as Dave, the driver, hopped in. Jimmy walked to the front of 
the car and lit the candles and pushed as hard as he could. Dave soared down the hill and hit a rock that threw him from 
the seat. He was slumped over the front, having collided with the car’s hot tuna cans, and had a scar over his left eyebrow 
until the day he died. 
 Jimmy reached the corner and knew that Mohawk Valley and Peter Lasswell were a couple blocks to the right. 
He lit another cigarette and held the smoke in his lungs. As he exhaled, he turned left and headed to Dead Duck Lake. 
 Jimmy hadn’t been to the lake since the night Peter Lasswell threw Dave out of the house without a single word. 
When Dave was �� and Jimmy �4, Dave told Peter Lasswell he was gay. Mr. Lasswell didn’t say anything, but just nursed 
his bottle while staring at the television that seemed to be stuck on WKTV Utica. Later that night, he emptied his bottle 
and broke it against the side of Dave’s head. That was the first and only time Peter Lasswell had ever laid a hand on one 
of his sons. Jimmy called Sandra to drive Dave to the hospital and the next week the three of them drove Dave to Syra-
cuse to stay with a friend from college. That was the last time Peter Lasswell ever saw his youngest son. 
 Jimmy stepped off the main road into a wooded area and headed through the trees to Dead Duck Lake. It was 
only a small clearing in the middle of the trees and Dave and Jimmy were sure no one else knew about their secret spot. 
But the new, clean state of the lake told Jimmy otherwise. It was obvious that the leaves were regularly raked and taken 
away, and the duck carcass was absent from the surface of the lake. Jimmy didn’t know he was crying until he couldn’t 
catch his breath.
 One Christmas Peter Lasswell gave his boys a pair of Remington Nylon .�� rifles. Mrs. Lasswell sat in silent in-
dignation as her boys fawned over their new toys and Mr. Lasswell beamed with pride. After Mrs. Lasswell caught Dave 
and Jimmy shooting at pillows propped against their bedroom walls, the guns were locked in the outside shed. 
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  But a boy from school who told everybody about his dad being in jail taught Dave how to pick locks and the 
boys took their rifles to Dead Duck Lake. They would take turns setting up cans and shooting them down, usually hit-
ting the surrounding trees instead.
  Jimmy tried to find marks in the trees where he and Dave had shot at them, but he couldn’t see any and he 
couldn’t feel any. He walked up to the edge of the lake and sat down, hugging his knees to his chest. He pulled the pack 
of corn nuts from his back pocket and examined the lake’s surface as he ate them one at a time. Jimmy didn’t know if 
Dave had ever come back to Dead Duck Lake, but he liked to imagine he had.
 After Syracuse, Dave moved to Utica and started working at a submarine sandwich shop so that he could paint 
whenever he wanted. He worked in that shop until he was ��. That’s where he met Alan. Jimmy had only been to Dave 
and Alan’s apartment a few times on special occasions, but he could tell that Alan was good for Dave. 
 
 Jimmy once dared Dave to touch the dead duck of Dead Duck Lake. It was far enough in that Dave would have 
to get into the water but Jimmy was the big brother so Dave had no choice. Dave stripped down to his stark, white un-
derwear and walked towards the edge, breaking the surface with his feet.

 “It’s warmer than I thought it’d be!” 
 Dave looked back at Jimmy and waved frantically as his grin stretched across his freckled face. As Dave moved 
further into the water, the surface wrinkled and folded like black silk. It made Jimmy uneasy that the water of Dead 
Duck Lake didn’t act like water. When Dave reached the duck he stretched his hand to touch it.
 “Don’t break it!” 
 Jimmy suddenly regretted telling his brother to go into the lake. He felt as though they had disturbed something. 
Dave gently pressed his finger against the carcass and it glided a half inch forward like it was stuck in molasses.  That 
night Mrs. Lasswell badgered her boys to tell her why Dave’s underwear was black, but they both just shrugged their 
shoulders and Jimmy winked at Dave and Dave smiled at Jimmy.
 Dave and the night manager of the sandwich shop were the only ones in the store when the fire broke out and 
Dave and the night manager were the only ones who died that night. Jimmy still remembers the phone call from the 
hospital in Utica and the deafening silence from Peter Lasswell as Jimmy screamed at him, begging his father to drive 
him there. Jimmy wasn’t there the night that Dave died; he only got to see him the next morning. That was no one’s fault 
but Peter Lasswell’s. Jimmy had long ago decided that was the reason he wouldn’t be there whenever Mr. Lasswell died 
either. 
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only love 
suzanne glemot
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do not forget
you have the blues,
callous-slick palms that wrestled
from Jackson’s too torn streets
what Sam Cooke called just an inkling of soul.
You have it without knowing why or where
or how you let it creep inside your sticky skin,
but it lives under there, in you.
At the census everyone wants to send you home.
You wonder why they keep you at all,
but stand tall, slow nod, let go.
Just flow down the river so slow 
with moon eyes, the breeze
tickling while it dries your sweat.
When the sun goes down, so do you, 
to an old tavern where magenta-lit smoke 
pours from one guitar and drifts out in a ribbon
that haloes the whole room.

mississippi,
kristen lucas 
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mississippi winter
stevie cantrell
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Three philosophy students have smoked too much ganja. 
  They wrap their fingers through a chain link fence, 
    That one overlooking West street. One stares at his feet. 
The other two enter a metaphysical  
  duel over death, reincarnation
     and something about not eating meat. 
 
One philosopher thinks she’ll return  
  to earth as a blade of grass. 
    I tell her she’s had too much hash.  
 
Not amused, I light a cigarette 
  and pull smoke to my lungs. 
    I feel my alveoli sizzling. 
I cough, “I’m an asthmatic.” 
  I confess, “I smoke a pack a day” 
    They scoff, “Filthy habit.”
 
I may have metaphysical vertigo 
  but, a little nihilism and nicotine
    makes me feel like one lucky fatalist. 
 
Nonetheless, meaning is elusive to  
  three stoned hippies
    staring at a deserted road.

cigarettes and metaphysics
salvo blair
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In the shadow of their first attack,
Never even thought of fighting back.
They kept coming and I never faltered,
In my resolve to never leave this altar.
But they got through in the end you see,
Only to leave me as I be.

They hold me down and yell at me,
And say that I can never be free.
And I say peace, peace, peace for everyone to see.
Peace, peace, peace.

I taught them my ways but they did not listen,
To only go back to the devils mission.
But few who saw themselves as perfect beings, 
To only see that these were naïve feelings.
But only we can change of thee,
The world as it seems.

They hold me down and yell at me,
And say that I can never be free.
And I say peace, peace, peace for everyone to see

peace, peace, peace
 brooks marion
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allie jordan
still

allie jordan
puedo verte
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Tremors of color deepened 
the musky traces rippling
from their warm bodies.
Intoxicating dim reflections
wrestled with a distant darkness.
Aroused by their visceral spirituality,
desire to be rinsed with worship,
I moved inwards.
 
There, I saw a figure
coming, pacing even.
From Hebe’s cup he drank, his touch virile.
With sharp eyes, he softly spoke  
of burden and the echos of our wound.
He breathed in his silver cloud with fervor,
and gently he exhaled.
An evanescent spirit charged the scene.
His pale flesh grazed
against the warmth of the early sun.
Two shadows, coiled,
fueled by a sense of urgency,
foreign were their gods now.
But in delicate movements,
an enduring rapture,
they evoked the brilliance of twilight
and the fire of dawn.
 
Golden strokes still,
ablaze in silence.
The night slipped away,
and so did I.

 

the cupbearer
 abed haddad
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present
abed haddad

the lilas station ticket puncher
suzanne glemot
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taylor guillet
ready to play

allie jordan
floating
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sweet ruin
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aberation
dora lambert

Obsidian pearls of water tremble as the vibrations of the saxophone reverberate off the wall.  Sweat drips from a dark long neck, 
spattering on the molded napkin, staining the rotting oak wood.  It might be the seventh beer that night; it might be the tenth.  
Counts always are muddled, just like the faces after a certain amount of spirits.  Hypnotiq, Grey Goose, Jack Daniels, the dancing 
lights hit each bottle, casting the mirror behind the handles of liquor into a spectral ruddiness.  A singly wispy golden head catches 
all that the bar embodies this night in subtle moments easily dismissed through the drunken fog.  

She taps her crooked painted nails on the counter, head tilted to listen to the faceless stranger buying her particular drink at the 
moment.  Her attention is more focused ahead, though, always towards the irradiated decanters. The woman always wishes fever-
ishly that the distortion would mold into a different life for her.  A better life, one where all her ambitions do not hit a glass ceiling 
created by the idiocies of society.

“And then my friend did…”  His voice raises as the music pounds the bar louder.
“Is that so?”  She murmurs, running a digit down the neck of her drink, marveling at the droplets of what could be so effortlessly 

pushes aside, obliterated.  If only the man were so simple- but he is.  They all are in the end.
“Hey, you should come to the house with us… and you know…”  He pauses, attempting to find the right words.  “We have more 

there.”  His pockets are not deep, and it isn’t the liquor he wants.  “We are going to smoke.”
Why wouldn’t this work?  She is young, she is fair headed.  
“What’s my name?”  
“Huh?”
A laugh, crystal like yet cynical.  Of course he was not listening, just as she isn’t, just as she suspects.
“Jenny… Jennifer?”  He states in rapid succession, hoping she will hear the right one.  He could not recollect the last time a 

woman has asked him this.
She finishes the bottle, head no longer tilted attentively towards the man.  This one takes the hint and walks away.  His friends 

behind the woman chide him on his failure.  His obscenities were drowned out by a more profound Blue.
Smoke settles over the bar.  She feels safe within the obscurity the haziness provides for her.  Another drink is set in front of her, 

from a man about to make his move four seats down.  Wordlessly, she begins once more.  She is contemptuous, but more enter-
tained than naught.  

“Hey, beautiful.  You’re really sexy.”
A hand moves over her bare shoulder, barely brushing her hair, and she allows it.  The man has no face to her, no name, and is 

nothing.  They are all nothing.
“I will buy you whatever you want.”  Slurred whisper into her ear.  
“Buy me the moon.”  She plays along.  He laughs, not catching onto the trap he has fallen into.
“Sure.”
She takes his cigarette, not sparing the man another glance.  If truth is told, she has already received what she wanted from him.  

He is no longer amusing.
The bartender chuckled. He is taking a break to watch the enigmatic woman in the worn cobalt dress.  Occasionally, she comes 

in, only if a band plays, and then not always.  Her heavily black-caked eyes guard her eyes from sight.  Golden hair held high, side 
swept bangs effectively finish the task her eyeliner does not.  
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The bartender never calls her out on her game, because she always makes those desperate men tip well.  She is a paradox to him 
foremost.

A fiery red momentarily erupts in the woman’s hidden eyes as she puts out the cigarette.  The man leaves, not lasting longer than 
a Regular.  Hidden eyes narrow in morbid contemplation.

“You, having a good night?”  She asks, barely audible above the band.
“Yeah, you?”  The bartender responds.  She smirks in humor.
“If you are having a good one, I’m too.”
“One of these days, they’ll catch on.”  The bartender states.  He is surprised it hasn’t already happened.  There are regulars in here, 

but they never remember the woman.  
Perhaps, because they are drunk?
“No.”  A blunt response, her fingers are tracing the water droplets once more.  “As long as there are women who get off on being 

called “sexy” or being bought a drink...”  She chuckles lightly.  “As long as there are men who think it’ll work.”  She pauses.  “As long as 
television says it will and gentlemen prefer blondes but marry brunettes.”  Anger resonates around her body.  “It works, because the 
world works off of prejudices.  Sad really...”    

The bartender and the woman are hidden in a smolder and in music, sharing the last of a six-pack that will not fit in the cooler.  
The pace is slowing down, couples paring off, other lonesome figures attempting to find solace before last call is made.  The stench 
of musk is growing fainter, only to be replaced by the stale aroma of spilled liquor and the robust perfumed scent of the woman.  It 
is nostalgic to the patrons and employees alike.

“You sound like you hate it.”  The bartender muses.  
She is sardonically inclined as far as he can tell.  They have only spoken a few times, mostly he watches from afar.  Marveled in 

fact, even if he secretly despised her for the game she plays.  More so, because she was peculiar, not what she first seemed.  
“There aren’t many things I like.”  A delayed response, her lip lightly curls back to reveal pearly white teeth.   “Whenever I am feel-

ing particularly vindictive, I come here.”
“Making those men spend a few bucks is vindictive to you?”  The bartender questions, relief in his voice.  Everything is fitting 

back into place.    
“No.  Getting their hopes up and crushing them is.”  She grips tighter onto her bottle.  “Showing them that their pickup lines are 

nothing, is satisfying.  They think me easy.  I am more, so much more than they will ever get the chance to see.”  
“Hmmmm, I’ll drink to that.”  More of the fact, her answer fragments his perception once more driving him to the bottle.
Gaze taking in the girls features, she is pretty, but not breathtaking.  How she receives so much attention is curious to the bar-

tender.  
In the end though, he knows why.  
She is blonde and she always comes alone.  He can’t say that he personally knows a blonde that doesn’t fit into a particular set 

of behavior.  There are jokes vis-à-vis for a reason.  The first time she walked through those doors, the bartender dismissed her as a 
prostitute or a fast moving woman looking for a hookup.  Her makeup does not help her case.  

“It’s hard to prove, you know.  I work two jobs and go to college.  I am not taken seriously by them.”
“Have you thought about changing your hair color to something less blonde?”
  “I was born like this.”  She responds bluntly.  Her rose lips teeter the beer bottle, taking in the elixir.  “Not many can say they 

have this naturally.”
She knows.
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“I already know it’s one reason they don’t take me seriously at school.  I am pretty, too.  You can’t be smart and pretty.  Every-
one knows this.”  Sarcasm dripps thickly from her, just as the condensation from the beer dripps off the dark bottle.  “For all their 
brains… they are no better than those perverts that read Playboy and who think every blonde is a nympho.”

“Must have been a bad day at college then?”  The bartender is intrigued- she knows then.  She knows what others think of her, 
and she uses it to her advantage when she feels bitter.  

“She smirked at me, that girl.”  A murmured accusation.  “It was smug, angering.  I can tell by their eyes.  I have received the 
same look since I can remember.  It discounts me.  I feel subhuman, sometimes.”

“So you felt vindictive and came here?”
“Bingo.”
“Must have just been the straw that broke the camel’s back.  If you came here every time someone gave you a look, I would have 

already have had twice what I need to retire.”  Or more men would have already gone broke in the current state of economic affairs.
This makes the woman laugh dryly.  It rises above the smoke, vibrating off the walls.  The bad played the last song, and the chat-

ter is incoherent at best within the bar.  
“I am not the only one who does this, you know.”  She murmurs lightly.  “Probably the only one that haunts this bar, but not the 

only one in the world.”  Her eyes roam the room.  The corner of her mouth will occasionally twitch in unconcealed distaste.  “If 
I change my hair color, I will have nothing to prove anymore. Ironic…”  She snickers suddenly.  “Most girls dye their hair blonde 
when they don’t want to prove anything.”  

“Is this mostly girls that give you that look?  Why take it out on men?”  It is becoming more distorted for the bartender, remi-
niscent of the mélange of lights pirouetting behind him.  Why would the woman target men in her warped vendettas, then?

“It’s an assortment of people.  In the end, those girls will marry those guys.  They will marry what I kick to the curb, what I am 
more intelligent than.  My leftovers… and only because I let them.  It fits, the girls and the men look at me in the same way.  They 
are one in the same.”

Uneasiness clenches at his stomach, remembering a time when he was that man who the woman rejected every time she took 
her seat at the bar.  He has a wife, a smart but plain woman.  They have children, a boy and girl. 

“You seem tense.”  Her grin returns from embittered thoughts.  He was amusing her, just as those men before him.  “Tell me, 
how long have you had those eyes?  I see you are married.”  She points to his ring.  “Does she have those eyes, too?”

“The bar is closing.”  He responds bluntly, preoccupying his gaze with a lesser transgression than the one before him.  A sharp 
dressed man’s hand teeters over a woman’s drink, it fizzes moments later, another predator of the night and a lesser threat in 
society’s eye.  For only a moment, he ponders if the blonde woman sitting before him is more of a threat than the man leading the 
intoxicated woman out of the bar.

His eyes shifted before him, followed by a chill needling up his spine.  She is gone, nothing left but a finished beer bottle and a 
symbol written in water droplets.  Her robust scent permeated the air as if she were still there.  Through the smoke… a perverse 
symbol of an ankh bleeds through the rotten boards.   
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running late
katie greer

the price of freedom
katie greer
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Dr. Blume,

I once told you I was addicted to loneliness. This was a lie, although not far from the truth. What I am 
addicted to is feeling alone without feeling loneliness, and feeling lonely without feeling alone.

If I am in a house, I like to be in a house with other people, I like to be in a room where no one is but 
me. I like others to be in their rooms as well. I do not like others to be together in a room when I am 
alone in a room, but this is better than the alternative. Generally the sounds of distant activity suffice to 
calm me. I like hearing the mumbled sounds of distant televisions but I cannot stand to watch television 
myself. 

If I am in a car, I like to be in the car alone. I like to be in close proximity to other drivers, but I like for 
their windows to be rolled up so mine can be rolled down. If I am in a dormitory, I like to be in a single 
room in a building with a porch. I like to sit on the porch late at night to see others come home from 
their parties. I do not like to go to the parties except on the occasion where I go alone to dance. 

If I am in a coffee shop, I am generally satisfied by the mild level of loneliness which is shared by all 
inside. If I am in a library, it’s pretty much the same. If I am in class, I like to sit as near to the back wall as 
possible to remind myself that others are present which makes it easier to convince myself to contribute 
to the class conversation, although I still feel quite combustible throughout the hour to hour-and-a-half 
ordeal. If I am at a concert, I am usually very anxious. I do not like the noise punctuated by the crowd 
punctuated by the stage. If it is an acoustic set, the anxiety lessens. If it is an electronic show, there are 
usually drugs available to help us all adjust. If it is a music festival, I would not be able to tell you because 
I would never subject myself to such a terror. If I am in a restaurant, I like to be with a small group of 
close acquaintances or with one dining partner who I know intimately through a sexual relationship. I 
like to dine alone only under the circumstances of being in a city where I know no one and therefore will 
not be at risk of someone joining me out of pity or an assumption that I would prefer to not eat alone. 

If I do not have a book or notebook, I do not like to be alone. If I do not have a book or notebook but I 
have a cell phone with internet access, I can tolerate being alone but for much smaller increments of time. 
If I do not have a book, notebook, or cell phone, but I have a video camera, I can be alone but only in an 
environment with ample activity and visual stimulation. Sometimes this can be as simple as a spinning 
fan or insects crawling, sometimes as complicated as a political demonstration of which I have no insiders’ 
knowledge about. 

With that said, I feel most lonely during normal social situations. This is the actual loneliness I believe 
I’ve become addicted to. I’m worried that I’ll soon relapse. Please write back with a prescription and 
whatever else you recommend. Just have your secretary bill my account. 

 Lea S. Thigpen (account no. 7047�) 
  Sent from my iPhone

account
kristen lucas
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abed haddad
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Oh to be tethered
again, deliciously tied
to your stark demeanor;
but you can be coy, too, right?
 
Like when you lured me,
feeding me fabricated
stories, your distorted qualities,
one line at a time.
 
Love,
What happened to
pretty tales and soft hands, lips,
sending tremors down my spine?
Won’t you come lie to me?
 

a plea to the skilled manipulator, from the woman you left behind
jalessa perez
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Oh to be tethered
again, deliciously tied
to your stark demeanor;
but you can be coy, too, right?
 
Like when you lured me,
feeding me fabricated
stories, your distorted qualities,
one line at a time.
 
Love,
What happened to
pretty tales and soft hands, lips,
sending tremors down my spine?
Won’t you come lie to me?
 

Only the dolls really spoke to him anymore.

“Dear Lord, I must’ve missed you last time Dick,” he said, wiping a thin layer of Mojave dust from the doll’s plastic skin, “it 
wasn’t intentional, I promise.” Richard grabbed a bottle filled with Dawn Dish soap and water from the wheelchair’s side pocket 
and dabbed it on the cleaning rag. A thin layer of dust on the rag turned to mud, smearing across the figure’s plastic skin.

“Damnit! Candy? Where are the clean rags? Candy?” he yelled. He threw the soiled rag against the double wide’s wall and 
wheeled his chair over to the nearby couch, grabbing one of his wife’s t-shirts to use as a substitute. Despite the muck, the action 
figure shone like a diamond. Dick, the local Minor League franchise’s gimmick from three seasons ago, was a mint condition Ma-
jor League Baseball pitcher. In Richard’s mind Dick stood above the other sixty four dolls. Few of his dolls were male and Dick’s 
fully articulate, muscled legs entranced Richard. Nothing ever eclipses the first love.

He finished cleaning Dick’s sleek exterior, touching up the crimson #�� on Dick’s jersey before moving on to the next doll.  It’d 
take him all day to clean all of them and it consumed every morning. Richard would only need a few hours to fix the door frame 
where the sand leaked in during the daily dust devils. Then he could suspend the need for daily cleanings but that would cut into 
his time with the dolls.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere Sugar,” he said as he picked up the second doll, a curvy porcelain figure with immaculate 
blonde curls. He usually spent the next three hours meticulously cleaning the rest of his prizes. Today the shaking in his hands 
seemed worse and the process stretched to four hours, only a small price to pay considering the miles covered to procure this 
perfect plastic family. The local talk radio show notified him of the time, �0:�7 AM, and wailed over the sounds of the morning 
desert winds. 

He heard the front door open and rip from Candy’s hands as she entered the trailer. Realizing her mistake, she quickly grabbed 
the handle and wrestled it shut.

“What are you doing?” he yelled, “there’s dust everywhere!”

“Fix the damn thing before you get to rippin’ on me,” she said. She brushed a rebellious blonde hair from her eyes, walking 
across the living room to the kitchen counter. She turned her attention to the pile of mail procured from the mailbox on her way 
in. Car payments, doctor’s bills, junk mail, it was all there.

“You make it to therapy today?” she asked.

“I’ll get to the door. And no, I woke up late. Didn’t have time,” he replied, picking at a spot on the current target of his affec-
tions. The tiny doll’s skin refused to release its lesion. 

“Ain’t going to get better if you don’t listen. And that money from the wreck is going to run out sooner or later,” she said.

He held the doll in his quaking hands, furiously scrubbing at the atrocious marking assaulting this member of his collec-
tion. She continued picking at him; he continued picking at the doll. Even without retorts, Candy managed to crescendo into a 
full-fledged tirade. He couldn’t figure out what the spot was. Maybe its mud, he thought, pulling out a finely sharpened knife to 
scratch at the speck.

play things
garret coble
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The crash of the hammer against the wall sent her retreating to the edge of the room.

“I didn’t sign up for a worthless wife,” he yelled, “I didn’t sign up for this god damn chair or a double wide in a god forsaken desert. 
I’m sorry this doesn’t fit in your posh life plan. Wake up to the real world; this is our life now.”

“You come join me in reality, Richard. That right there,” she said, gesturing to the shelves of dolls, “ain’t reality.”

Candy’s hands trembled as she finally gathered the fallen magazines and shouldered past Richard’s wheelchair. Their eyes never 
met as she quickly occupied herself with the intricacies of the kitchen sink. The radio signal began breaking in and out, the static at-
tempting to fill the silent void.

Richard worked his way over to the shards of paneling shattered by the hammer’s impact. On the floor lay one of their few decora-
tions, a picture of a quaint ranch style home occupying a lush green lawn. After the accident, Richard’s hopes of working his way out 
of the Minor Leagues shattered. The market for a paraplegic with severe tremors proved exceedingly small and a truck stop waitress-
es’ salary couldn’t fend off the bill collectors. Like a war of attrition, a relatively comfy life slowly shrunk into a double wide. Life still 
seemed to be shrinking around him. He felt all alone.

Richard worked his way over to the shelving to find some company. He initially reached for Dick but drew his hand back hesi-
tantly. Too risky, he thought. Instead he grabbed Sugar, the busty blonde doll, and slipped her between his legs. Candy continued 
furiously scrubbing the countertop, doing her best to remove the very wood from the structure. The groan of the strained door hinge 
drew her attention to Richard’s attempted exit. 

 “Where you headed now?” she asked, “best be headed to the bank to straighten everything out. You know we barely got enough to 
cover those payments.”

“I’m sure you can handle that. I’m going to head down to the Quik Mart for a beer and sandwich. I’ll be back later,” he said, pull-
ing the leather jacket tight around his torso.

The door slam punctuated his statement and left her alone in the trailer. Barely ten minutes passed before door reopened and she 
found some new company for the afternoon. 

The desert wind pressed the worn leather tight against Richard’s thin frame. Usually the half mile trip into town wore on his 
arms but the adrenaline steeled him against exhaustion’s assaults. Every new addition to his collection buzzed his skull like his very 
first pinch of tobacco. He’d picked it up when he started his career in the Minors but the car wreck busted his jaw. Even three years 
removed he missed the habit, but now he entertained new addictions.

“You’re all the buzz I need Sugar,” he said, flashing a quick smile down to the porcelain beauty nestled in his lap. “We’re going to 
find a perfect little addition to the family. I’m not sure what just yet, but I have a good feeling about today.”

Then again, he always felt good about these trips. However his female companion, typically cheerful looking, appear doubtful to 
Richard. 

“Now you stop that. I promised Dick we would make this work. You just have to stay strong and we’ll make it,” he whispered.

Richard slowed his pace, eventually coming to a stop. How foolish did he sound? He knew better than to talk about Dick so much 
in front of her; ever since he bought her, she’d been the jealous type. She can’t really blame me, he thought. Dick had been the first 
thing he’d opened his eyes to in the hospital, a pick-me-up modeled and sold in his likeness for his old team.

“Rich, Rich, hang on there just a moment.”



47

He’d remained at his side. He’d kept Richard sane. 

Content with his justifications and the damage control done with Sugar, Richard resumed the trek into town. Finally the inter-
mittent brush of the Mojave gave way to the rusty pickups and rotting wooden buildings of town. Only a block from Pearl’s Pawns, 
Richard picked up speed like the child’s last ditch sprint to wrestle free from mother’s grasp and disappear into the toy store.

“Rich, Rich, hang on there just a moment.”

Richard’s shoulders sagged at the sound of what he knew would be a significant delay. He brought the wheelchair about to face 
the five foot nine suit calling his name.

“Percy. You’ve got eyes like a hawk,” he said. 

A buck tooth smile emerged from beneath a perennially upturned, pointed nose. The banker ran his hand through hair that 
shone in the desert sun with a few too many ounces of gel. 

“Haven’t seen you in the bank much these past few weeks Rich. Just thought I’d make sure you were still wheeling and dealing,” 
he said.

The lines of years of forced smiles deepened at Percy’s self-induced amusement. He reached inside his coat and promptly let a 
cigarette ablaze.

“Bad habit, but I can’t seem to kick it. Care for one?” he said, pushing the open pack into Richard’s face. Richard took the ciga-
rette.

“Appreciate your concern and the offer, Percy, but I haven’t cashed it in just yet. You and the Bank are going to have to wait a little 
bit longer,” Richard said. He sniffed the fresh tobacco of the newly opened Marlboro and gripped it with shaking fingers.

Percy’s pale hand brought up the cigarette for one final drag before flicking it at Richard’s feet. “Not going to wait much longer if 
I don’t see some cash soon friend,” he said, “hate to see you lose that wonderful little abode you and Candy have.” 

“I’m sure you would. I’d hate to keep you past your break time Percival, I’m sure you have several newlywed couple’s dreams to 
crush and tricycles to repossess. I’ll let you go,” Richard said. He snapped the cigarette in half and dropped it to the ground. Richard 
flipped the chair’s direction and made a beeline for the Pawn Shop.

“Heard those dolls go for a pretty penny these days.”

Richard surprised even himself with how quickly he covered the distance between himself and the suit. “You’ll get your damn 
money,” he said, “but you keep pestering me and collecting will be the least of your worries.”

 Percy chuckled at the threat and reached back into his jacket pocket and lit another cigarette. He turned away from Rich-
ard and walked away, whistling an old Alabama song. “See you around friend,” he said.

 “Go to hell,” Richard replied. 

 The wooden door of the Pawn Shop creaked as Richard ducked in from the swirling desert winds. A dozen different 
shelves brimming with odds and ends stretched before his eyes. To his right a display case protected antique firearms while old 
Coca-Cola signs rattled from the ceiling, but he never deviated from his path to the back of the shop. A plump woman with an 
obvious fondness of blush polished the glass case against the far wall.
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“You’re a day late. I assumed the worst,” she said, “damn near died of worry when you didn’t show yesterday.”

 “Wasn’t a good day Pearl. Just couldn’t make the trek down. What do you have for me today?” Richard asked, wringing his 
hands.

 “Must’ve been a doozey; you’re regular as the sunset around here. Don’t you worry, I have just the medicine for you,” she 
said and reached down into a wooden drawer at the base of the glass case. With the delicateness of a surgeon, Pearl produced a six 
inch doll. The small plastic girl in her Sunday best impressed Richard, every hair perfectly tucked behind slightly oversized ears. 

 “She’s beautiful,” he said, “I’ve always wanted a little girl,” he said. Richard ran his hands around her miniature head. He 
stroked the doll’s plastic locks and began to nod.

 “Emma,” he said.

 “What was that?” Pearl asked.

 “Emma is her name. I can tell,” Richard said.

 “I suppose she does look like an Emma,” Pearl agreed, “and she can be yours for a hundred and fifty, since you’re a faithful 
customer.”

 Richard ran his hands down into the wheelchair’s pocket and pulled out the pirated hundred dollars. He set down the 
bills and quickly reached under his white cotton shirt and unlatched a small silver chain. Richard gingerly fished the chain out from 
under the shirt and placed the catch on the glass countertop.

 “I have a hundred dollars, but not a hundred fifty. Maybe these can sweeten the deal. There are my Cal Pac Ten Champion-
ship ring and a silver cross,” he said. He attempted to decipher Pearl’s reaction as she examined the proposed barter.

 Pearl produced a small pair of reading glasses and ran her hands over the belongings. Satisfied with the authenticity and 
quality of the championship spoils, she began to run her hands over the cross.

 “Fine piece of jewelry, very expensive. Too expensive for most and that narrows the market down quite a bit. Tell you what, 
throw in that jacket of yours and Emma walks right out the door with you,” she said. Pearl walked around the edge of the counter 
and kneeled next to Richard and placed the doll in his lap. She snaked her right arm around his shoulder and leaned in close to his 
ears.

 “How long have you waited for the perfect little girl Richy? You can’t pass up this chance,” she whispered into his ear.

 Richard tapped a rumoring hand on the counter top. “I’ll take it,” he said, wriggling his way out of the leather coat. Richard 
knew he had to leave now; an alcoholic wouldn’t last long in a brewery. Before she could produce another temptation of any sort, 
Richard retreated with his newly claimed prize. 

 He quickened his pace as he reached the outskirts of town, the mere thought of how Emma would look next to little Tim 
nearly drawing a giggle. Tim would likely be more excited to see his new found sibling than Richard was to have bought her. He 
found the quickened pace difficult to maintain in the desert heat and his arms began to tire, yet he arrived back at the trailer in a far 
greater mood than he had departed in.

 Then he saw Gage’s Mustang parked in the driveway. Fire engine red and equipped with all the bells and whistles, the rig 
turned every head in town, man and woman alike. Richard, however, didn’t feel the same wonderment. He regarded it as a childish 
hobby.
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“About as useful as baseball cards,” he said, wheeling his way up the trailer’s ramp. 

 Richard wheeled into the trailer and entered the fray. Gage, covered in dust and grease, leaned against the countertop. 
Opposite him, Candy laughed at the punch line of some previous joke. Richard’s entrance cut her laughter short, but Gage never 
missed a beat.

 “Ol’ Richy, my buddy how the hell you been doin’? I ain’t seen you in weeks,” Gage said, walking over and clasping Richard’s 
shoulder in a feigned friendly embrace.

 Richard shrugged off the hand. “It’s been a while. We must just be set on different schedules; I hear about you from Candy 
all the time but never seem to be able to catch you,” he said, allowing the last two words to sink in.

 “Oh it’s been hell down at the shop, got a new project just ‘bout every day it seems, but I can’t compl..”

 “What’s happened here?” Richard cut in, gesturing to a pile of tools scattered around the open counter draw protecting the 
sink’s plumbing. 

 “Well Candy said she’d been fightin’ a mighty leak the past couple days so I just thought I’d lend a hand, you know, help a 
buddy out.”

 Gage barely finished the sentence before the picture frame’s flight caught his jaw. Richard charged his target but wasn’t 
nearly quick enough. Gage recovered from the head blow and sidestepped the wheelchair’s path, allowing Richard’s momentum to 
carry him into the far wall and shelving. His impact shook the entire shelf. Before Richard could recover from the collision, a doll 
lost its grip on the wooden shelving. Tim, the little boy, fell from grace and onto the floor, snapping neatly at the waist. 

 Richard’s hands trembled in rage. “You cheating son of a bitch, you get the hell out of here before I kill you. I swear I will,” 
he yelled, his voice cracking from the strain.

 “You’re damn lucky you’re paralyzed Rich, or I’d beat the hell out of you,” Gage said, wiping a trail of blood from a cut on 
his cheek. Richard turned his attention back to the doll, barely even noticing the pleas from Candy to Gage or the peeling of Mus-
tang tires against the gravel. He reached down and gathered the fragments of Tim’s little body in his hands. 

 “Have you lost it? Have you finally lost your grip Richard?” Candy asked, “He was fixin’ the sink. Christ it’s a doll and 
you’re going to kill him. Got one sane person I can talk to and you run him off.”

 “I’ll take care of it,” he said.

 “Look at me not that god damn doll.”

 He wasn’t sure if the cries were meant as pleas or demands, but they went unheeded regardless. His mind stuck in trauma 
mode, Richard grabbed Dick’s plastic body and retreated into the bedroom with Tim’s broken body in hand. He locked the door 
behind him, seeking any peace and quiet he could find for the delicate task at hand.

 “…don’t give a damn about you anymore. Keep your damn dolls.”

 Richard mustered all the dolls on his person and lined them up on the bedroom desk. He searched the large drawers until 
he found the repair glue and tweezers. The tremors in his hands would complicate his surgical attempts, but he soldiered on.

 “…keep your house and kids and whatever else your lyin’ ass promised me.”
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The door opened and closed on the tail on her words and Richard thought he heard the roar of an engine heading into town 
but pushed it to the back of his mind; he needed to prioritize. Through force of will and necessity, he finally managed to piece the 
boy’s broken body back together. Once finished, Richard stayed on call until the glue dried; refusing to even let his eyes wander. The 
strain of the day began to wear on him. He rubbed shaking hands against warm, bloodshot eyes as he battled on the edges of sleep. 
Images of Tim’s broken body kept dancing through his mind in the rising moonlight

 “She’s destroying our family Dick, destroying me,” he said.

 Richard started slowly wheeling around the room, trying to find an outlet for his sudden energy. He felt threatened; his 
flight or fight instinct taking hold.

 “She’s going to take you all away, take you and sell you to God knows who,” said Richard, his hands shaking uncontrollably.”

 “No, I won’t let her do that. She won’t hurt anymore of you,” Richard said, gently running his hands over the breaks in 
Tim’s tiny body. 

 Candy’s attempts at drunken sneaking echoed through the double wide trailer, but Richard sat silent on the couch as she 
passed through the darkness in the living room. A full night at the bar took its toll on her constitution, but once the sounds of vom-
iting eventually ceased. Richard heard the squeak of the mattress. He worked himself into his chair and wheeled his way into the 
bedroom and watched the moonlight dance across her soft white skin. 

 He ran his hands across her skin, so immaculate save for a bit of mud. He reached for the nightstand where her shirt had 
fallen in her drunken undressing and rubbed the mud from her face. Her skin gleamed in the moonlight; it looked like porcelain. 
He ran his hands through her hair and climbed across the bed bedside her, making sure to leave room for the rest of his family’s 
small plastic and porcelain bodies. Despite his care in entry, he awoke her from her slumber.

 “I’m sorry Rich,” she said, her words slurring and slowly trailing off as she slipped back into her alcoholic slumber. He knew 
that was Jack Daniels or Jim Bean speaking; she wasn’t sorry. He turned his back to her.

 “Don’t worry, we’re all here. We’re going to make this work,” he said, slowly running his hand through Sugar’s soft artificial 
hair. 
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