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I N T R O D U C T I O N

It’s my pleasure to introduce the 2012 issue of the Backbone Mountain Review

(BMR). The BMR is a regional literary journal that is a cooperative venture of the

Allegany Arts Council, the Frostburg Centre for Creative Writing, and the Allegany

County Library System. Produced annually as a free community publication, the

intent of the BMR is to showcase the literary talent of the many writers, poets

and playwrights who live, work and attend school in our tri-state area.

Submissions for the BMR are accepted online without a fee, and are then

considered by a six-person editorial board. The editors for the 2012 BMR were

Brad Barkley, Amanda Bena, Jack DuBose, Jennifer Merrifield, Tom Sydow, and

Lori Yoder. It’s a difficult and time-consuming process to select work from among

so many excellent submissions, but I hope you’ll agree that our editors did an

excellent job with this year’s publication. I’d like to publicly thank them for their

time, effort, and expertise.

Thanks also go out to The Community Trust Foundation (Halmos Arts Fund),

whose ongoing financial support has helped to sustain the BMR (and enabled us

to keep the publication free) over the past five years. Our 2012 issue has also

benefited from the generosity of the NewPage Corporation through its donation of

the paper that was used in our printing process. Finally, I’d like to offer special

thanks to Ann Townsell, our graphic designer from Frostburg State University, and

to Penny Knobel-Besa, our 2012 photography artist.

On behalf of my colleagues on the BMR Steering Committee, Gerry LaFemina

from the Frostburg Center for Creative Writing, and John Taube from the Allegany

County Library System, I hope that you enjoy the poetry, fiction and creative

nonfiction in the pages that follow. The work in this year’s publication truly

represents some of the best literary talent in our area, and it’s our pleasure to be

able to share it with you.

Thank You,

Andy Vick

Executive Director

Allegany Arts Council
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S T E V E N  S H E R R I L L

B A S I C  C A B L E

“Minx!” her husband barked from the bathroom at the other end of the mobile
home. “Come look at that this! Minx! Where are you?” 

Minx held the large-print TV Guide closer to her face, squinted. As if the
action could somehow block the sound of Charlie’s voice.

“Minx!” he shrieked a third time. “You got to … I don’t know what … come
here!”

She didn’t want to miss her program, the one about teenage devil-cults taking
over the country.

Minx lay the TV Guide face-down on the cushion beside her, grabbed hold of
the arm of a couch that had seen better days even before Charlie swapped an old
(probably stolen) air conditioner for it, and tried to pull herself up. But years of
inertia, dilapidated springs and a girth she no longer tried to manage kept Minx
on the couch. She really didn’t want to miss that program. 

“Minx!” 
At least he remembered her name. 
Maybe he got into them pills. She didn’t remember hiding the seven-day pill

organizer, and Charlie had started putting things in his mouth. Maybe he couldn’t
get out of the tub. It’d serve him right. Minx’d told him again and again not to
bathe by himself. Again and again.

“Come here!” Charlie said, and did he actually sound afraid? “You gotta see
this.”

Minx grunted, threw the weight of her bosom forward, and the momentum
carried her to her feet. She waddled sideways past the knick-knack shelf, full of
Precious Moments figurines, down the paneled hall, and into the bathroom, where
Charlie stood, buck-naked, hands on his hips, gape-mouthed, eyes wide and
roiling with concern, looking down through the thatch of gray chest hair, staring
at his own erection.

“What do you think it is?” he asked. 
Forty-three years ago, that chest was hairless. Smooth and hard as shellacked

plywood. And that belly button, round and perfect as a new penny. That belly
button with its tiny ladder of fine blond hair climbing down under and into the
waistband of some frayed denim cutoffs. Minx couldn’t look at it. Minx couldn’t
not look at it.

When the boy tossed a bag of pork rinds on the counter, Minx nearly jumped
over the cash register and ran out the door. When he circled the base of the
sweating bottle of Dr. Pepper with his thumb and middle finger, rode the contours
of the glass to its top and flicked the condensation from his fingertips right into
Minx’s face, she died. Really. Died for the split-est of seconds. But before she
could recover, certainly before she could ring him up, the manager barged out
from behind the two-way mirror.
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“Cain’t come in here with no shirt on,” the man said, snorting way too loudly
for the circumstances.

“What?” the boy said.
“Said you cain’t come in here like that. No shirt, no shoes, no service!”
Minx thought her manager was going to have a heart attack right there on the

spot, that his fat-clad cigar-strangled blood pump would seize up and quit when
the shirtless boy slammed his fist down on the snack bag, popping the plastic
and sending a greasy spray of crushed pork rinds all over the counter, the dirty
magazine display beyond, and the shoes of both Minx and her employer. When
the boy paused long enough to wink at Minx, she stopped caring what happened
to the old man.

“What is it, Minx?” Charlie asked, all those years later. He held onto the lime
green sink with one saggy arm, and pointed awkwardly with his free hand. “What
is this thing?”

“Stop acting the fool, Charlie,” Minx said. “Put them britches on! I’m not in
the mood for your …”

What? She couldn’t finish the sentence. True, Minx was fed up. Had been for
some time. But all she had to do was get through the day, and one more night.
And she counted on her TV program to help. Minx looked at the louvered window,
partly obscured by the shower curtain. Couldn’t see nothing through the milky,
scum-glazed slats, and the crank busted the week they moved in. Minx looked at
the framed print hanging over the toilet. A mopey clown in a bowler and
oversized shoes sat on a chamber-pot reading a newspaper called The Daily Dump.
Minx looked over husband’s shoulder, into the mirrored medicine cabinet, where
the reflection of Charlie’s erect penis seemed less bothersome. Minx looked, at
last, into her husband’s genuinely terrified eyes.

“Is it bad?” he asked, his question so full of “little boy” that Minx had to turn
and face him.

There was no fear in that wink of 43 years ago. The young, shirtless Charlie
ignored the raging manager, looked a younger Minx (pleasantly plumping, and
with brand new boobs) straight in the eye, winked, turned, kicked over a larger-
than-life Little Debbie cardboard cutout and left the store. When he came back
the next day, wearing a Triumph T-shirt, and stole the Little Debbie, Minx
followed him out the door, up to Jenkin’s Quarry where they threw rocks at Little
Debbie until she sank, then threw rocks at ducks, then kissed; they fooled around
for a month in the back of his uncle’s van where the boy convinced her to do
things she’s still ashamed of, moved into and out of a half-dozen-plus Section-8
apartments (all with thin walls and smelling of fried fish or cabbage), worked
through a string of menial jobs at the mills and plants around town—Troutman
Sock Mill; Champion Spark Plugs, Honeygood Poultry—had a brief and almost
successful stint running a TV repair shop out of their basement (but technology
had no patience for Charlie’s dawdling); in that span of time they lived through a
freakish hurricane that charged far inland; narrowly missed a salmonella outbreak
from bad hotdogs at the carnival; bore the burden of one, two, three
miscarriages; and weathered a bout of Pentecostal chicanery. Somewhere along
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the way, they married. When a fetus finally took hold, Minx puked and fainted
regularly for months. She gave birth to a colicky boy who never seemed to like
them, who grew into a toddler that poked holes in the walls with screwdrivers,
who turned into a surly teenager that never tried to hide his pot smoking, who
left for good before his 18th birthday, and who Minx last heard was playing organ
in the bar on a Lake Erie cruise boat. And, Charlie …

“You ever seen anything like it?” Charlie asked Minx, tapping hesitantly at the
head of his penis, and surprised at its bobbing resistance. “Is there something
wrong with me?” 

“Stop it, Charlie!” Minx scolded. “You’re acting ridic’lous. That’s your … willie.
Your thing. And you know damn well how it works.”

Minx looked around for his underwear, for a towel, for anything, and when she
looked back, Charlie was crying. 

“I think there’s something wrong with me, Minx.”
Ten years ago, they bought a cramped mobile home, at the end of a rutted dirt

road, on a weed-choked bay of an ill-planned, unwieldy, manmade lake. The trailer
listed to one side, and looked out at a heavily traveled interstate bridge. They’d
stopped making love years before the purchase. They stopped having sex shortly
after. Sometimes Charlie took his pellet gun out to the water’s edge and shot
turtles. 

“This ain’t right, Minx,” Charlie said. “Maybe I ought to go the ’mergency
room.”

Five years ago, Minx came home from traffic court and found Charlie washing
his hair with mustard. Then came the dreams. Charlie stood up in the bed, tried to
climb to the ceiling, raking the paneled walls until his fingertips bled. He started
sleeping in the closet.

“You’re ok, Charlie,” Minx said. “All boys got them things.”
“But what’s it for?”
She’d never seen him cry like that. Not when his momma died. Not when his

daddy died. Never.
“How do I make it go away?”  Charlie pleaded. 
Three years ago, beneath the unforgiving florescent wash of light in a

windowless consultation room, some skinny little doctor with thick black hair, skin
the color of molasses and a name that couldn’t fit her mouth, said these words to
Minx: “early onset dementia.”

Last year, Minx started padlocking the doors at night. Charlie had begun
wandering out of the trailer and she’d gotten too fat to keep up. A neighbor lady
brought him back once, but when she caught Charlie defecating on her porch, the
county sheriff delivered Charlie and a warning home to Minx. 

Late notices and pill bottles piled up on the kitchen table. Minx got tired. So
incredibly tired. She found her only solace in basic cable. There was that program
about the minds of serial killers. Every Wednesday night for a month. 

This past weekend a bed opened up at the assisted living facility out by the
race track. It was in an old elementary school. A squat cinderblock building,
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painted a thick dull green. The crepe myrtles planted out front helped a little, but
the swing set and merry-go-round out back seemed wrong. They were picking
Charlie up the next morning. Nine sharp. Minx hoped he’d be able to hear the
loud cars speeding around the dirt track on Friday nights. He’d like that.

“What’s a willie?” Charlie asked, the fear in his voice ebbing just a bit. He
looked at Minx. “Do you got one?” 

The boxed-in bathroom was little bigger than a closet. Minx more than filled
the doorway. Charlie, naked at the sink, mere inches away, was already way out of
reach. Nearly gone.

“No, Charlie,” Minx said, moving closer to her husband. “I don’t have one.”
It hadn’t been all bad, their lives. She looked at him standing there, saw a life

shaped by loss and lack. Need and want, like the relentless blades of dull
mattock, forever digging trenches and pits in their days. Charlie used to play the
harmonica. Minx liked to do paint-by-numbers and give them as Christmas gifts.
There were some things they did in that van that still made her weak in the
knees.

“I’m scared, Minx-y,” Charlie said. “I don’t know what’s happening.”
Minx wondered if she’d ever fall victim to a teenage devil cult. Apparently

they put some kind of pill in your drink and it takes over your brain. Maybe that’s
what happened to Charlie. In the morning her husband of four decades would
climb into a stranger’s van and go away. And never come back.

“It’s gonna be okay, Charlie,” Minx said. 
In the morning a gaping wound will open up in Minx’s fat old heart. A wound

filled by turns with relief and guilt. But that evening, Minx was gifted a moment
of clarity. One of those exceedingly rare moments of grace that comes even to the
least among us. It was just Charlie’s body going away. The balding, grey-haired
thing standing at the sink had already lost control of the little boy inside it.
Charlie, the real Charlie, had embarked on an almost magical journey. A path on
which everything is brand new. Always.

Outside, the cars kept going, north and south, on the interstate. Her show
was coming on soon.

“But what am I supposed to do with this thing, Minx?”
Minx stepped fully into the bathroom, reaching around her husband’s naked

body to grab the remnants of Irish Spring soap on the sink. She squeezed and
rolled the thin slivers until her fingers and palm were coated and slick. Minx
stepped back, looked Charlie in the eye, took hold of his erection.

“Come here, honey,” she said. “I’ll show you what it’s for.” 
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B E W A R E
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K I M B E R L Y  B R O W N

LON E L I N E S S  I S  A  WARM  Y E L LOW
after Edward Hopper’s Night Windows 

Up here, the lights stay on— 
3 a.m. ticks by to 4, then 5.

The rest of the city stumbles and sleeps 
below on sidewalks strangled by hours.

I am towered here:
just touched or touched forever ago.
Emerging into a yellow
that presses in like hands. 
The evening that wasted itself,
washed off. 
Smoke, escaping and entering the window,
tallies on the breeze.

I imagine you below losing
pennies from your pocket
to a puddle where
the streetlight’s yellow dives.

Will I fit my cheek then against
the imprint your knee leaves on the bed?

Absence is a valley, and I have 
learned from exchanges.

Now, a moth leaves its prints on the sill.
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N I N A  F O R S Y T H E

G I F T  S NAK E
Which one of you, if his son asks for bread, will give him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish
will give him a snake? If you, then, though you are evil, know how to give good gifts to
your children, how much more will your Father in heaven give good gifts to those who
ask him!  —Matthew 7:9-11

Think of it as a green ribbon to tie up your hair.
A path to follow out of this stony valley.
A catalyst, the shock that gets you going.
A fish of the grasslands, swimming into your net.
A sign, a warning—take heed! Be not complacent!
A test. Go ahead, take a bite.
A chain of words that for you will be a promise.

If you take it by the tail, it becomes a staff with which to strike the waters.
It might look like a pier, but if you close your eyes it becomes a bridge.
Do not ever think of it as a rope.



N I N A  F O R S Y T H E

F I R E  HUNG ER

The fire-eater shoots forth
a final blast of flame,
hoping to singe the wide-eyed
boy in front. He hates

the audience, their credulity,
the performance—“fire blowing”
he derides it. He takes a quick bow,
ignores cries of “Encore!” and disappears.

Alone in his trailer, he prepares
a large plate of burning coals
and, calmer now, closes his eyes,
then plunges in with a soup spoon.

8 |
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N I N A  F O R S Y T H E

B E AU T I F U L  CON CR E T E  ANG E L S  ON  S A L E

Lined up for your inspection,
they smile benignly. Not one
needs to say “Fear not,”
and it never crosses your mind
to ask which side they’re on.

You can take one home
and place it in your garden—
it will not open its mouth
to trouble you with strange messages
or burst into polyphonic glorias.

Move it from the iris bed
to the patch of bleeding hearts
and you will learn how heavy
it is. After a week of rain,
it sinks into the mud.

Look out your window at night—
in moonlight, in thunderstorm,
in snowfall or hard freeze,
its poised wings and amiable
smile never waver.
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M I K E  W E D D L E

T H E  C H R I S T I AN  S A I N TS

I thank God for all the Christian saints,
thank them for their theology,
for replacing the sacrifice of man
with the sacrifice of God.
I thank them because
if we still had blood sacrifice,
I know I’d be the first to go,
never being one to hold my tongue.

The religion that requires the greatest faith
is atheism.

I thank them
but couldn’t join them,
their obsessions,
compulsions,
and hearing voices,
that Joshua must smite Jericho,
and Constantine must smite Maxentius,
and Joan the English,
and Americans the Nazis
and Nazis the Americans,

and George Bush the Iraqis.

The limits of our imagination
are the antidote for God.

I stand in my kitchen
and watch the blue flame on my stove
wondering what it would be like,
the men I thank clutching their knotted cords,
and the crowd licking their lips,
as I prepared to be burned like a steak,
I mean,
at the stake. 
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J E F F R E Y  M A E H R E

M ED I TAT I ON  M ED I C AT I ON

Meditation makes your thighs sore
Medication loses its hat while blowing the trombone

Meditation lives in silence
Medication hosts parties in the afternoon

Meditation wasn’t really invented
Medication should always be chewable

Meditation can bring about profound serenity
Medication, one day, will be everything

Meditation will be done by whatever replaces us
Medication is a bathtub filled with ice cream

Meditation is every other Thursday
Medication was invented by the oldest woman in the village 
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M A G G I E  D U B O I S

C OUN T Y  F A I R

A puddle of root beer
Swirling with sawdust
Reminiscent of fudge ripple ice cream sold in stall nine
Popcorn shrapnel dances
Across the carbonated surface
Tainted with sweat, manure and powdered sugar
A red balloon reflecting
Captured by a distorted petticoat
Pop! A new red boat pioneers the tranquil russet sea
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N I G H T  T R A I N
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C A N D I C E  M E R E D I T H

O F F  T H E  R E CORD

Harold slams open the closet door to find a finely pressed navy blue suit. The
empty hangers clang against the walls as he tears away the dry clean plastic
wrap. He fastens a silk loop, nudging his Adam’s apple, and straightens the
creases in his white collar. Four fingers swipe his sleeves with exaggerated
intention—“escorted out of Ration’ L Software Company,” he says and steps onto
the front porch. His wallet and pack of smokes bulge from his pockets; keys sway
from his curled finger. 

The pedestrians gather at Elm and Spruce Streets next to the dog park. Harold
shuffles his feet to mingle with the crowd of wrinkled button shirts and baggy
wear. Thirty minutes on his feet: passengers bump shoulders, gathering to exit
the bus. Harold moves toward the door, scurries past oncoming crowds on North
Charles Street, and straightens his necktie among the well-to-do business section
of the city. 

Pacino Café’s tables encircle a multi-level balcony. Men and women sit
individually, empty chairs between them, and flip through the pages of their
Friday morning paper. Their lattes, espressos or frozen cappuccinos sweat beneath
the sun. Men in casual wear and reflective vests pace the busy streets—stacks of
papers bound at their waists. Harold parks himself at the corner table, its black
and white umbrella upright, blocking the view of the parking garage. Vehicles
fight vigorously to exit the one-way street. 

“Paper! Paper!” the courier says, amid the tables of Pacino.
“Right here,” Harold replies, and tosses his fingers absentmindedly into the

air.
The courier with blue jeans and a T-shirt approaches expressionless. 
“Hey, 50 cents,” he says, and Harold shuffles through his wallet and

withdraws a single bill. The courier empties change from his belt and drops the
coins into Harold’s palm. He turns back to the street, waves to the motorist and
receives unwelcome stares. Harold focuses on the front headlines—

“O’Malley expects an increase in Md. tax.” 
“Federal agents raid 2 area businesses in tax-lien probe.” 
“Man caught in boy’s bedroom has history of sex charges.” 
Harold shakes his head, and nudges the rim of his glasses. The waitress in

khaki shorts and a black tee that reads, “Nothing to Lose,” removes an empty
dish from a deserted table.

“Can I get you anything?” she asks.
“I’ll take one of those,” Harold says, and folds his paper.
“House blend coffee?” 
“That’ll do just fine.” 
“It’s a little hot for coffee don’t you think?”
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“Not when there’s nothing to lose,” Harold grins.
The young waitress with tied-up hair peers down at her tight black tee,
“Can’t stand to lose anything else I guess,” she says.
“I know what you mean.” 
She bounces when she walks and enters the cafe door. 
“Too young for the high life,” Harold states, as his eyes peer through the

glass between them. She fills a cup behind the counter—smiles and makes jokes
with a young male in a red apron. Her fingers dip inside, circles the rim, and
Harold maintains his glance on a swirl of whipped cream as she enters the
outdoors.

“Old English style,” he says.
“American.” She winks, “a delicacy of Pacino.”
“You always give credit to your place of business?” he asks.
“My father owns this café,” she explains, Harold holds the cup to his lips

gingerly and sips from its surface.
“Tell your father he makes one-hell-of-a-cup of coffee.”
She nods, notepad in hand. 
“Like anything else?”
She jots down an order of roasted vegetable torta. Harold digs into his

pocket, removes a box of Philip Morris cigarettes and pounds the lid onto the
table. 

“Think I can get a light?” he asks.
“I don’t smoke,” she says.
“Think you can find me a pack of matches?”
She clings to her notepad, taps the shoulder of an older waitress. Harold flips

the hard filter to his lips.
“Here you go,” she says, and exposes a green Bic between French-tipped

nails.
“Ah,” Harold says, “My first cigarette for the day.” 
“Where do you work?” she asks.
“Suppose to quit months ago.” 
Harold exhales, fills the space between them with pale gray smoke. She waves

her hand, brushes the smell from her face.
“I asked where you work.” 
“What? Oh. Ah, seeking new employment opportunities.”
“Your decision?”
“No—took the bus this morning.” 
“I never take the bus,” she says, clearing empty dishes from a deserted table. 
Harold peers at his waitress, breathes mildly and examines the job ads. He

flicks ashes into the air beneath his seat, leans back onto his chair and stares
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blankly into her black tee. The sounds fade; the sunlight moves to the back of his
eyes and presses into his temples.

“You alright?” she asks.
“What?” he asks, gazing into thin air, “I’ll take a cup of coffee.”
“Your cup is full. You just ordered,” she says. 
Harold’s heart pounds as he breathes into his chest, 
“I didn’t get your name,” he says.
“It’s Tanya.” 
“Harold,” he says, and raises his cup, “Thanks for the coffee.”
“My pleasure.” 
He swipes his forehead with the back of his hand. His eyes twitch as he turns

over the advertisements, and focuses on the American Data Corporation uprising
in the world of business: a new franchise scheduled to hire employees within his
city’s limits. “Perfect,” he says, “a new savvy job opportunity in the growing
industry of data software,” and throws down a little more coffee. 

A tall figure in a gray suit and eccentric black shades grins with a half smile,
“The finest of software companies lost its manager,” he says.

Harold presses the filter of his cigarette into the tray; soot smears the tips of
his fingers. 

“But you moved up,” Harold says. 
“Mind if I have a seat?” he asks, and slides the metal chair across the cement

foundation and unbuttons his jacket. 
“Make yourself comfortable, Wayne. We can discuss making progress.”
Harold waves to the waitress: with a wet towel, she waves back. Her single

lock of hair sways as she walks. His guest slits his eyes, crosses his leg and peers
toward the parking garage.

“Didn’t say you were expecting company, Harold,” she says, and turns her
torso slightly, one hand on her hip, towel between her fingers. 

“What can I get for you?” She asks.
“Give me the Power House sandwich.”
“Anything to drink?”
“Glass of tea, extra ice.”
“Sweetened?”
“No.”
“Anything else for you, Harold?”
“Glass of ice water would be good.”
“Be right out,” she says, and slides the metallic gel pen into her pocket.
“The trivial life,” Wayne says, as he watches the waitress take their order

inside. 
Harold lights another cigarette, takes a drag and makes smoke rings.
“Being out of business has you regressing,” Wayne says, and smoothes his

thumb across his cheek, folds of skin drape beneath his fingers. 
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“Not exactly,” Harold says, tapping his fingers. 
“How’s the wife?” 
“Belinda took off with the Mercedes.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Just that, she’s gone and so is the car.”
“No mention of leaving?”
“Nothing.”
“Downsized, Harold,” Wayne says, and tips his glasses, peers above the black

rims. 
Harold flicks ash, points his tarnished fingers at the bridge of his nose. 
“You’re trying to tell me they walked me out the door because they were

downsizing?”
“Of course not, that’s what you tell her—or should’ve.”
“For what reason, I told her the truth.”
“Not possible, they believe you took a good bit of money.”
“Na, the numbers don’t add up.”
“The numbers didn’t add up because you took the money. Just can’t prove it.”
“I mean two and two don’t go together. Nothing is proven in the

contradictions.”
“That’s the paradox, Harold, the contradictions point to you but they weren’t

in your favor.”
“Told her I quit.”
“You quit on yourself.”
Wayne smirks, removes his glass from Tanya’s tray.
“You’re quick,” he says, and sips lightly.
“You’re order will be out shortly,” she says, and places Harold’s plate onto the

table.
“Software is a scam, it’s all a scam. Nothing adds up,” Harold says.  
“One company competes against the other. It’s marketing. Not fraud.”
Pieces of lettuce fall from Harold’s sandwich. His cigarette lies in the tray;

smoke rises across his face. 
“I managed the business, brought in business,” Harold says, wiping

vinaigrette dressing from his fingers. “They factored the reduction of a pay
grade.”

“I am the pay grade, Harold,” he says and leans closer, slaps his palm onto
the table.

Wayne takes another bite, places the cloth napkin to his lips, smirking, “I
emphasize the reduction.” 

“To reduce, Harold, don’t sell yourself short,” Wayne says, jiggling his glass,
eyeing the ice.  

“I know about the pay shortage, Wayne. I had the numbers and made the
money.”
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“No need for a lecture from a scam artist. Profit might’ve gained, but into
your hands.”

Harold jams his cigarette into the tray and squeezes his eyelids shut. The
pressure turns to pounding rage as he forces the glass of ice water to his receding
hairline. Drops of cool, clear liquid fall below his cheeks; the chill reaches his
tongue, descends into the pit of his empty stomach.  

“Those morons can’t afford good employees—if you’d noticed anything in the
paper recently.”

“There’s no difference in the scale, Harold, it’s in your mind.”
Harold extends his arms across the table, knocks his knuckles onto the

business section of the Sunday Times.
“It’s written right here, you jackass.” 
“There’s something wrong with you, Harold,” Wayne says and sinks back into

his chair. Tanya serves a vegan sandwich with ripe red tomatoes, green sprouts
and guacamole. The porcelain plate tings against the table as he unfolds a cloth
napkin, flicks the end into the air and smoothes the wrinkles on his lap. Tanya’s
green eyes pace between them and Harold’s face remains stiff. Wayne diligently
takes a bite; bread crumples between his fingers.

“Tell me, Harold, what you had last night for dinner.”
“I don’t eat much, Wayne.”
“What did you do last evening?”
“The same thing I always do, feed the cat, read hardback books.”
“Which one in particular?”
“On capitalism.” 
“The title, the author?”
“The rise of capitalism, don’t recall which author.”
“Tell me about the last time you spoke with your wife.”
“She left in the middle of vacuuming, never said a word.”
“What morning?”
“It’s been weeks now.”
“The day?”
“Not sure, they all seem the same.”
“You left the office two weeks ago from today.”
“Yeah, that’s right.”
“Are you sure?”
“How can I be sure of anything?”
“Why wouldn’t you be?”
“Like I said, they all seem the same.”
“It was three weeks ago Harold, the second day of this month.”
“You marked it on your calendar?”
“It’s not hard to recall such a date, don’t you think?”
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Harold wipes drops of sweat from his hairline, tosses the red cloth napkin
onto his empty plate. 

“Said we were on page 11,” Harold says and folds his arm, tilts his chair back. 
“What are you talking about?” Wayne asks. Sprouts stick to the contours of

his mouth, green stains his teeth. 
“I asked what page she was on, she said page 11.”
“What is the significance, Harold?”
“I was reading, happened to be on page 11.”
“What was she doing?”
“Grooming the cat.” 
“Women are abstract, Harold; she meant it metaphorically.”
“It means we were on page 11.”
Wayne cleans his fingers on his napkin, lifts his thick, black shades and

examines the lines of motorists bypassing North Charles Street.
“Tasting anything?” Harold asks.
“Doesn’t take much time to finish a sandwich, Harold.” 
A silver Mercedes idles by in slow moving traffic. Wayne stretches his neck,

peers above the vehicles ushering themselves from the crowded parking garage. A
left turn signal fades behind a brick corner building. 

“May I take your plate for you?” Tanya asks, and smiles radiantly into Wayne’s
vacant eyes. 

“I’ll take the check, please.”
“Sure, Harold, I need to return the lighter to Jayneane. Her shift is ending

soon.”
“What?”
“The lighter you borrowed.”
“Oh, I thought I brought it with me.”
“Don’t you remember, you asked me to find you a lighter?” Tanya giggles, her

hands on her hips. 
“Ah, sure I do. Thanks.”
Tanya tears the page from her notepad: a Power House sandwich and a cold

beverage. She stencils the totals to the right and separates the checks. 
“Harold, let me drive you home,” Wayne insists, and clears a few bills from his

wallet, deposits three singles on the table. 
“You believe you had it all figured out.”
“Perhaps I don’t, Harold, but I have an external point of view.”
“Those glasses may be obstructing your perception.”
“That might be the case,” Wayne says, and receives the check.
He hands her the payment, and removes his briefcase from the empty chair.
“Keep the change as well,” Wayne says.
“Thanks and you two stay longer next time,” Tanya says.
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“I’ll be here again, a nice stop for lunch, but I’m running out of time,” Wayne
explains.

“I’ll make that interview sometime this week,” Harold says, and folds the
paper beneath his arm, hands in his pockets. 

Four blocks east and two cigarettes later, a silver Mercedes reflects from the
exterior of a black Lexus. Harold pulls the handle, tension spills out the car door:
forms a puddle beneath his feet, stains the shine in his shoes. The pressure
between his temples releases the past month’s irritation and confusion. 

“Decided she didn’t mind being here after all,” Harold says.
Wayne shifts to reverse, “She’s a well-off business consultant, Harold,” he

says, and tosses his arm over the passenger seat, “She’s capable of figuring out
just about anything.” 

Harold kicks the gravel beneath his feet, his lips curl and the hair stands on
the back of his neck. “What the hell do you know, Wayne?”

“I met your wife last year during the company Christmas party, man; I
thought you knew that.” 

“Yeah, I remember last year, Wayne, I’m talking recently.”
“Seems you don’t remember anything recently, Harold. The short term is

giving you some problems. Been on any medication lately?” Wayne asks, placing
his wallet into the glove compartment. 

Harold closes the door behind him, the shelf rattles on the wall. The distance
before him appears less dim than before. 

“Where have you been?” His wife asks, basket full of dirty laundry balanced
on her hip. 

“I believe I’m entitled to ask the same question, Belinda.”
“Have you lost your mind, Harold?”
“Maybe it got sucked up in the vacuum.”
“What?”
“You took off, Belinda, what am I suppose to think?”
Belinda places her full basket on the edge of the table. 
“I left a note—I had to go!”
“I never saw a note. You never said a word about leaving.”
Belinda’s jaw drops; her eyes widen. Too choked up for immediate words, she

scans the floor around the sofa. 
“The cat must’ve knocked it under the table. You know how he likes to play

with things that are on the table.”
“Knocked what beneath the table?”
“The note, Harold.”
“You have been gone for weeks; I never heard from you, never read a note.”
“I had the business trip to attend to. I needed to use my car for the week.”
“It’s been gone for weeks now.”
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“No, only the company car; your mind must be stuck in the past Harold—I left
on Sunday to reserve the hotel in Virginia.” 

“I told you about this trip weeks in advance.”
“Must’ve left my mind.”
Belinda brushes her fingers through her hair and massages her temples. “You’ve

been distracted lately, acting strangely. Tell me how you feel, Harold.”
“Like one of America’s Most Wanted a minute ago. Pretty damn confused right

now.”
“I saw you eating at the café. I didn’t stop because I’d have to circle several

blocks in all that traffic to turn around,” Belinda says sighing, hand on her cheek,
“Thought you might be discussing your old job.”  

“Wayne’s saying some pretty strange things, Belinda; they honestly believe I
had something to do with that missing report, and the money that was supposed
to be on it. The monthly billing inventory doesn’t even match the sales. Nothing
was accurate.”

Belinda fumbles with a Women’s Fitness magazine, and leans across the coffee
table. 

“Maybe he is accusing you since he received your position.” 
Harold removes the button from his jacket, loosens his tie, “What are you

talking about?”
“Wayne’s promotion, exactly what I just said.” 
“Right. How do you know about that?”
“He was in Virginia; he told me all about his promotion.” 
“What else?” Harold says, hand on his hips, leaning toward Belinda.
“He seems to think you have problems with memory.”
“Why would that be?”
“Harold, something is definitely wrong. You forgot about the company trip. You

believe my car has been gone for weeks when I’ve been away on this trip for one
week.” 

“You’re messing with me Belinda,” Harold says and glances at the stain on her
shoe.

“It’s just paint Harold; they are remodeling some of the offices.”
Belinda twirls her necklace; her heels tap the hardwood floor. “I need you to

talk to me about the night you came home …”
Belinda’s words trail behind, vanishing in some distant tunnel, forgetting what

she left behind. “Harold?” she says, and drops to her knees. Harold’s face to hers,
eye level but cold and distant. Drops of sweat fall from his forehead; Harold’s chin
presses lightly into a heaving chest. “I don’t feel well Belinda; It’s hot, always so
damn hot.”  

“What has happened to you, Harold, you haven’t …”
Harold reaches for the cool floor, his palms slide against the polished oak. On

his side, his left eye twitches, “I only remember waking up Belinda; I just never
told you.”
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Belinda grabs the phone, her fingers shaking; she dials three numbers into the
receiver and braces the phone to her shoulder. She cups his head behind her
petite arms, cradles his neck, whispers lightly into his ear, “Didn’t tell me what?”
she says. 

Harold’s eyes move back, roll to the tips of pale eyelids.
“How much it hurt,” he says, fingers tapping his dark eyebrow. 
“The night you came home drunk and confused,” she says, “Thought it was

just a little bar incident,” Harold says, as the 911 operator answers the phone,
“I have a medical emergency,” Belinda says, shaking as she talks. Harold

turns, smoothes his cheek across her polyester red suit, and inhales deeply. “I
love the scent of a woman” he says. “Makes me feel weak all over, like being a
little crazy,” he laughs, tucks his arm behind her waist, “I’ve fallen for you all
over again Belinda.” 
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W I N T E R  A T  T H E  C A S S E L M A N
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T E R E S A  P E T R O

F I R S T  T A T TOO

We talked ourselves out of being in love.

He was a country radio DJ,
played Johnny Cash for me
on my birthday
when I was at work.

It meant my life to me.

In months I was doodling
crooked question marks
in the margins of my notebooks.

It was my third year in college,
and my body thinned
from the break up with him.

I started smoking cigarettes,
skipped class, sat on cold benches.

Got talked into it
the day my best friend asked
to take me to get a tattoo.

I waited to be called in,
stared out the window
into the West Virginia skyline.

“This is what I want—“
I handed a squirrelly man
my black and white drawing:
punctuation point with slippery lines
in the body, “A question mark,” he said.

And I said, “Yes.” Gave no explanation,
didn’t say, how I wanted, needed to know
anything, everything, the way the needle
would feel against my skin,
the forgiveness for what was left unanswered.
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T E R E S A  P E T R O

H E R E  I  G O  PAC K I NG  U P  MY  L I F E  AGA I N

The wedding clothes are hanging
in a closet at my parents’ house—

they haven’t yellowed in the two years
since we’ve worn them—

my lungs are hanging
somewhere next to them
because
you took your summer clothes and guitar,
and drove all the way to Texas for a job

while I waved from the apartment we shared—

stood in front of that converted castle
you insisted we move into—
“All men want to be royalty, at least a count,”
you once said.

Months passed. I lived alone, waiting in that tower,
thinking you’d come back,
couldn’t trade me for boots and religion.

I walked places when I could.

The city was always gray: old gravy on a blue plate.

I forgot how to request things from God,
folded these hands,
but only introduced myself to myself,

and learned how to drink past my limit,
walk in spliced lines
through parallelograms,

looking
for the one suitcase that can fit things you didn’t take.
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K A T Y  G I E B E N H A I N

O R EGON  

Next door the cowboys cinch down 
the girth of their barrel-bull, 

clamp thighs to its rusting belly, 
slide a gloved hand forward 

each in turn, and hold on for all 
they’re worth and more 

as the others jerk, pull, shout, swing 
from the chains, focused on the ride 

a real bull will give them. 
A real bull will not be kind. 

The whole scene’s a cockeyed blur 
as each boy’s slung, 

onto the old mattress, then rolling 
in the dirt to stand casually and spit: 

a fierce dart of tobacco. An answer. 
Saliva transformed, here 

where Wranglers pack round buckles, 
square asses, the hard wheels 

of Copenhagen cans. A display 
perfect for practice, the language 

of spitting cuts through 
what isn’t needed anyway.
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K A T Y  G I E B E N H A I N

A RMCHA I R  A R I ADN E  

It’s a Naxos moment—
this wedge of time 
at sunrise 
when the paper boy 
cycles up the hill 
and roosters 
shake their combs 

already his boat 
pierces the horizon 

in the rocks 
the magic thread’s 
no more 
than a tangled 
length of dental floss 

and the clock prepares 
to jab salt 
into the eye 
of each 
coming hour.
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K A T Y  G I E B E N H A I N

R E D  B A RON  S I NG L E S  
Photos of pilot Manfred Albrecht Freiherr von Richthofen (The Red Baron/Der Rote
Kampfflieger) were used in German WWI war propaganda. Red Baron Singles is a frozen
pizza brand in the U.S. 

Hunting the grid of air 
above the Somme 
with lethal enthusiasm, 
von Richthofen made it seem 
no leap at all, 
that shift from horse to plane. 
The sky was the new field. 
Saddle to cockpit, 
stirrup to stepladder, 
working the stick for the Kaiser. 

Cloven chin, 
Tom Selleck moustache, 
red scarf undulating 
over slick snips of pepper, 
sausage, the rug of cheese, Who 
is the pizza-box pilot? 
Not the ace of aces, wrong age, 
wrong hair, wrong everything. 
Through the suction slap 
of freezer-aisle doors 
boxes wait for shoppers, 
descendents of the enemy 
thinking of quick dinners, not 
their current wars, not 
the way planes have changed 
since that Albatros, 
since that Fokker. 

We eat the metaphor. 
Hot engines, hot ovens: 
publicity and fire and never 
enough ways 
to tell them apart. 
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R A I N Y  D A Y ,  A U S T R I A
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G E O R G I A  K R E I G E R

E PH EMERA

I first learned about the life cycle of the mayfly many years ago in Mr. Waters’
seventh grade Bioscience 100 class at Washington Middle School. I was 13 and
carried away by the passion my teacher expressed for this humble insect that is
born, lives and dies in little more than a day. I was caught up by the sweep of his
pale, delicate hands as he gestured during the lecture, the lyrical quality of his
boyish voice. My father had died during the summer before seventh grade, and Mr.
Waters’ hair fell in lovely deep golden waves. His hair was the color of the beer in
the bottles my mother started storing in the crisper drawer of the refrigerator
soon after the funeral and drank, bottle after bottle, late at night. Miller High
Life. 

***

From the time I was born until his death when I was 13, my father and I
exchanged probably no more than a few hundred words. He was always a reliable
presence in my childhood. He was the garage door’s familiar grinding at 5:15 p.m.
every weekday, the low hum of his station wagon pulling in, the figure ascending
the basement stairs into the kitchen, carrying in on his black overcoat the aromas
of downtown, cooking grease, fuel exhaust and lime-tinged cologne. He was the
tired restaurant manager who treaded down the hall to bed precisely at 10 p.m.
every night, the one who reappeared precisely at 5 a.m. every morning heading
out for work. He was the man who kept the lawn free of weeds and the roses
blooming. He was sounds and aromas and dependability, a figure moving across
the periphery of my childhood, but he and I rarely exchanged words. We never
told each other the stories of our days, what happened at work or school, never
made plans to play catch after dinner or laughed together at a TV show, never
said to each other, “I love you.” I knew him only as a presence that was always a
presence, until he was suddenly gone. 

***

“A mayfly rises out of the water in which he was spawned,” Mr. Waters
explained with a sudden upturn of his graceful arms. “He grows wings in a
heartbeat, breeds and then his life is over.”  

Mr. Waters, who had devoted himself to teaching the rudiments of life science
to class after class of puberty-blitzed, distracted middle high students, could
have been a poet. I liked to imagine him leading an English class to an
appreciation of “The Road Not Taken,” pointing each of us toward the roads of
our own independent choosing, inspiring each of us to love the exchange of well-
crafted words. Instead, he had chosen science, and during that particular class he
endowed the mayfly with profound significance.

I stayed after class that day. When all the other students had drifted out into
the hall and Mr. Waters and I were alone in the classroom, I walked up the aisle
between the rows of desks to the blackboard where he stood. I reached up and
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touched his face with my hand. I kissed his cheek, which was smooth as a boy’s
and smelled faintly of the chemicals in the lab supply room. I felt the cool of his
cheek on my lips. He seemed neither surprised nor alarmed. He did not touch me.
He did not reprimand me either. He had probably heard that I was the kid whose
father had died over the summer. He was silent as he looked into my eyes. Then
he turned back to the board and began erasing the diagram of the mayfly’s thorax
that he had sketched there for us that period. 

***

When I was in my 20s, I met a man who said he had been my father’s
childhood friend and that he had known him later when they both worked as
restaurant managers for the G.C. Murphy Company dime store chain. During World
War II, this man told me, my father had been in the thick of the German surprise
assault on U.S. lines in the Ardennes, and he had witnessed the Battle of the
Bulge. He corroborated what my paternal grandmother and aunts had often said,
that my father returned from the war a different person—reticent, sullen, given
to nervous agitation. Not the young prankster with the ready smile they had
known as a boy. Not the boy who ran the bases all summer, the wind skidding
through his black hair, his barrel chest ramming the humid summer air. Not the
young man who sashayed into his father’s grocery store to snatch fudgesicles
from the freezer case.

But this was the father that I had experienced, to the extent that I had
experienced him at all—quiet, distant, always seeming just on the edge of anger.
Someone a little girl would never approach with a storybook to ask to be read to,
or a game meant to be played by two, or with a childish question. A parent
around whom a little girl should be careful and quiet lest she invade his silence
and spark his wrath. A father who spoke to his daughter only in short, sharp
bursts like machine gun fire. “Be quiet!” “Stop that!” And when she was crying,
“Dry up!”

By the time my father met and married my mother, the war was long past and
the two of them were approaching their 40s. They gave no thought to children
because my mother, who had been married twice before, had long ago been told
by a doctor that she would never conceive because she had what he referred to as
a “tilted womb.” My father worked. My mother kept house. They settled into a
relatively uneventful middle-aged existence. 

My mother never knew the man that my father had been before the war; she
only heard stories from his mother and sisters about how he had returned home a
different person from the one they had known before. The man my mother married
spent much of the time when he was not at work at home in the garage, where he
had a workshop, a place my mother was warned to avoid. A few times, she
recalled to me once, she came there to chat with him or to watch him work, but
he told her to go away, to leave him alone, warning that she would only get her
feelings hurt if she stayed. She soon learned to honor the invisible boundaries
around this man and to keep herself outside their range. 

***
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“A mayfly’s lifespan is only a day or two,” Mr. Waters explained. “He does not
eat or cry or sing, and he flies only for an instant. The purpose of his life: to
mate and to die. 

“When they reach maturity, mayflies rise out of the water into the air toward
sunlight. The male clasps a female in his grip, and they mate as they ride the
brief arc between beginnings and ends.”   

Mr. Waters looked into the eyes of his students, each of us, with the intensity
of a sage who imparts to his disciples deep truths, whose melodious words
contain within themselves the mystifying secrets of life itself. In the mayfly’s
brief existence he found the essence of individual experience, the gradual rise to
maturity, the climax of progeny, the slow surrender into decline.   

***

I was conceived in a hotel room in Marietta, Ohio. My mother told me this
when I was 16. She had been drinking heavily that night and her words were
slurred, but she was intent upon offering me a glimpse into my origins. She and
my father had driven to Ohio to attend the funeral of my Uncle Paul who died of a
heart attack at age 42. She had been perplexed by the fact that my father was so
insistent upon sex that night. How could anyone be in the mood for sex when a
relative had just died, and so unexpectedly, and so young?  

Perhaps my father viewed the trip as more a vacation than a family duty;
perhaps he regarded Uncle Paul’s death as more a curiosity—an anomalous blip
on the reliable radar of life—than a tragedy. He was particularly amorous and
playful that night, she recalled, even insisting that they have sex in a position
that they rarely indulged in at home. She was not in the mood, with the details of
the next day’s funeral on her mind, but she acquiesced. 

My conception was the result of the unlikely death of a relatively young man
combined with the necessity that my parents leave their home and their routine
lovemaking and venture to a hotel where my father apparently felt adventurous,
freed up, caught up in the novelty of the circumstances. My conception was also,
of course, the result of the practical benefits of gravity and a straight shot at a
target. Even at 16, inexperienced as I was in sexual matters, I could imagine the
positioning of the two people who would become my parents. I see them—my
father clasping my mother’s waist in his two hands, my mother on knees and
elbows with her back arched, their bodies forming a writhing arc in the dark of
that hotel room, the two feeling themselves hovering for a few moments above
the dailiness of the world. My father’s ecstatic celebration of life in the midst of
death. 

***

Entomologists divide the mayfly’s life cycle into four stages, two aquatic and
two terrestrial. Its life begins as a fertilized egg that matures into a nymph,
shedding its exoskeleton several times as it grows. The nymph eventually lifts
itself off of the surface of the water and flies. At this time it enters the first of its
terrestrial stages as a dun, shedding its exoskeleton only one more time to
become a spinner, a fully mature insect. After this final molting, the mature
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mayflies gather above the water to mate. When this process is complete, the male
drops back into the water and dies. Females retreat to streamside vegetation to
allow their fertilized eggs to ripen before returning to the water to deposit them
there. Then they, too, die.   

***

I never really knew my father. Not because he was absent from my early life as
may be the case in many children’s lives, their fathers gone due to divorce or
abandonment. He was a daily presence during the early years of my life. He was
part of our intensely nuclear family—father, mother and only child—in a
household forcibly close-knit by the limited space of our modest house in a small
community where families retreated to their respective homes every evening
before dark. I did not really know my father, but is that so unusual?  

Are not many children lost in their unknowing, carried along like lone vessels
on a current of faith in what they are told about themselves? Do we not listen to
the silence, trying to know ourselves? We pretend to know, because the sense of
knowing where we come from and whose legacy lives in us serves as a compass
that points us toward ourselves, allowing us to imagine that we can understand
our own lives. “I have my father’s hot Irish temper,” a friend of mine says of
herself. Another says, “All the women in my family suffer bouts of the blues.” A
sense of belonging and sharing, a sense of mattering comes from our feeling that
we know our parents. 

But parents have lives before they are parents. And even if they tell their
children the stories of their lives in all their Technicolor detail, children may
never fully understand. A child cannot even be sure that what she is told about
her own origins is true. Barring the intervention of courts and scientists with
their tests and proofs, a child can only trust that her parents are really her
parents. She must put her trust in the stories she is told. Our origins are legends
and each of our lives, an unanswerable question. 

***

I have never seen a mayfly. I have never been at a stream at just the right
time in the spring to witness them rising out of the water into full adulthood. I
have never watched as they gather in the air to mate en masse. I have never been
present on the scene as, afterwards, the male mayflies drop to the water and die.
I know mayflies only from the stories I have heard about them from others. I
know them from descriptions by Mr. Waters, a golden-haired young teacher who
described the creature’s life in such romantic terms that I was led to view the
mayfly as a symbol for the tragic brevity of human lives. I know them from the
people who have described clouds of them over the water, who have experienced
mayflies at such close range that they have had to wave the swarm away from
their faces the way they have to wave away mosquitoes and other insects.
Mayflies, seemingly by the millions, imposing their minute bodies and papery
wings on the sun-flooded air. The creature that Mr. Waters celebrated with his
elegiac grace is spawned one among so many that together they might be
regarded as inconsequential pests to those who are accosted by their momentary
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presence. An individual mayfly is no more than a spot of white on a warmish
breeze—a trifle at best. No more than an almost inaudible humming on the air
that is experienced and then dismissed. 

And so a man may be. One among so many that his own one life is ephemeral
and insignificant. One soldier among thousands who returns from war tragically
different from what he was when he departed. One among many who lives as best
he can decades later with the aftereffects of combat. One man among millions
who works and marries and helps to support a household. A father amid  a
multitude of fathers like himself. A man who, when singled out, can be seen
moving unobtrusively across the terrain of his family’s existence, tending what
needs to be tended without comment, occupying his place within the family in
silence. One father among many, a stranger to his child. 
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O L D  W O R L D  A P P L E  T R E E
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C O R E Y  B R A M M  A R M S T R O N G

MY  F A TH E R  U S ED  T O  S A Y  T H I NG S  

My father used to say things 
to my brother and me, like, “Before you fall
for a woman, check out her mother. If 
she-has-a-back-end-like-a-zamboni, well …”
Driving up and over and right and down
around our vibrant city, making innumerable stops
from Gast Bar to Pepe’s Place every other weekend,
which, in my mind was every other month,
he would laugh and curse, whistle and sing,
telling impressionable stories and dirty jokes
gregarious and beautiful, infamous chatter 
through Marlboro smoke over loud
New York City classic rock radio.
Things like, “Yo Susie Creamcheese, you lookin’ for me?”
Puerto Rican women in leopard prints and eye liner
would smile from their corner, adjust shiny pocket books 
under their arms and shy away into traffic.

In the bars I remember pretty women in short shorts
kneeling down to tell us how blue our eyes were,
my brother and I standing on bar stools playing pinball
under zipping darts, the rambling laughter, and rising smoke.
For hours the crooked cops and junkies,
block layers and colorful ladies schmoozed in and out, 
gravitating to my fathers’ tall, slender build 
like little fish to a long fin shark.

Learning crudely, recalling childhood offenses,
I had my knuckles rapped in Catholic school.
I drew the Rolling Stones tongue licking Sister Gertrude
in the library with the sign above her head, “Silence.”
In interrogation, dim in the peeling cinder walls of second grade, 
with God watching I said under my breath, 
“Women think I’m tasty, but they always tryin’ to waste me.”

Later, strutting into my sixth-grade graduation 30 minutes late,
wearing black leather pants and a white silk shirt, shades,
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I heard someone’s dad whisper and ask, “Who let Jim Morrison into the building?” 
Hours before his heart stopped in a hospital bed in Amboy, the city he never left,
I brought a radio, bagel, coffee, a Playboy magazine.

He wanted a cigarette.

Through the morning methane rays of light, with no voice or slang to move you,
or to make a 10-year-old boy giggle, learn the salient truth in life, and grow
older, he mouthed the words, “I’m ready to die,” and I choked.

My daughter was born the next morning.
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K U R T  Z .  G E I S L E R

C HARON

Her father would find her asleep
in the graveyard behind their house—

coins in her pocket for the ferryman,
her breath held when she thought

she heard footsteps approach
her mother’s grave. Up into his arms,

he’d carry her home, past the headstones,
the coins falling to the ground;

a trade between two carriers.
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K U R T  Z .  G E I S L E R

WHEN  WA I T I NG  F O R  S UNR I S E

Take the flannel cover off the Firebird and drive into the desert.
Play Shostakovich’s Viola Sonata 147 with the windows down.
Stare only at the stars when the music speeds up.
Picture each one going out as the violist plucks along with the piano in C.
Wait for the wind to scream with the sand it carries over the horizon.
Step out of the car.
Let everything get heavy.
Listen as the song calms down for the sun and its color hues.
Watch an armadillo slowly cross your path—

—its silver back a sliver of the moon
—the trail it leaves dark like ashes
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K U R T  Z .  G E I S L E R

ON  MOR TA L  L O V E
“Angels shiver to know down here we mortals make love with our bones.”

—Galway Kinnell

Let us run our hands
along each other’s hips

like pilgrims seeking shelter
from the night.

Lips pressed into necks
as our voices give away

tiny emblems of truth.
I want to show them

their “smashing of bodies
with our bones”

in bright rooms, where life
finds itself exhaling

the hot air of revelation.
Only then will we hear

the beating of wings
as they begin to understand

love isn’t the destruction
of our bodies against one another

but the push and pull of pieces
into the empty places inside ourselves.
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M A G G I E  C .  P R A T T

FAM IN E

Under the bone dark hills
are bits of lace and dead cows 
iron bronze copper brass silver gold steel
edgeless weapons
against a resolute foe
lintels and hearthrugs
stone walls 
encircling sunken pastures dotted with wooden sheep
shovels 
still reeking from the muck of last digging
curdled death scent clings to latent earth no rain can cleanse
The diggers have left; 
an old diaspora interrupted briefly 
now begins anew
Wanderers wait together
quay dreaming westward
Valises hold lives and ashes 
the same, perhaps hope
beyond the bone dark hills
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T I F F A N Y  A . T U R B I N  S A N T O S

E A R L Y  AU TUMN

Tentative ice-edged winds
the leaves sing
like freshly tanned leather
too soft to creak, too wet to rustle.
Her cheek smells of sun-warmed bark
creased and cracked
with time—rough and smooth
in the same moment.
I lie, head bent, and dream
of first frost
frozen earth, coming
fertility, exposure
growth or love.
The shortening rays of the sun fill
my eyes, sharp relief 
of truths where bark and skin 
are indistinguishable,
where my hand rests in yours.
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W A I T  F O R  M E !
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J E N N I F E R  R E N E E  A K E R S

T H E  E L E VA TOR ,  T H E  I S L AND  AND  B E YOND

It all happened so fast. One minute I was on my cell phone getting ready to
cross the street; the next minute I’m a hero.

It was a Friday. I was late for work. What city I live in does not matter, but it
is a large city. I was on my cell phone to my boss, explaining how I would be late
while waiting to cross a busy street. A flash of red crossed my sight as I hung up
my cell phone. It was a red balloon floating past me and into the street. After
gazing at it in wonder for a moment, its child owner caught up with his toy and
ran to get it as it headed into traffic. Before I knew it I had grabbed the child
and pushed him out of the path of an oncoming car. Once between lanes, I
waited for a break in the speeding cars and ran back with the child to the curb. A
panicked mother and shattered cell phone awaited. 

I caught my breath a moment and waited for my racing pulse to slow down.
Looking at the child, I guessed him to be around 4 years old. His mother kept
looking at his brown hair, brown eyes and fond face to be sure he was all right.
“Sammy,” she kept calling him. 

After a couple minutes of fawning over him, and then scolding him for scaring
her like that, she turned to me, who was staring at the shattered fragments of my
mobile phone that sat in my hands. 

“I-I can’t thank you enough,” she stammered. “I don’t know what I would do.
… I don’t know what came over him. … Oh, I just can’t thank you enough.”

“Oh, that’s all right. I wasn’t thinking myself. It just uh- kinda seemed like
the thing to do,” I sheepishly smiled. “I’m just glad I could help.”  

“I truly wish there was some way I could thank you, to show how grateful I
am to you. Simply saying ‘thank you’ just doesn’t seem to cover it, you know?”
she said with teary sincerity. 

“No, please, there’s really no need. Like I said, I’m just glad I could help. No
reward necessary.” Yet even before I got the last words out, I felt a tugging at my
pant leg. Sammy was trying to get my attention; and when I looked down at him,
he began to curl and uncurl his index finger, beckoning me closer to him. I knelt
to the ground with a grin and turned my ear to his mouth. He cuffed his little
hands around my mouth and his ears, and whispered,

“Just close your eyes real tight, stand on your very tippy toes and imagine
something—just anything.” A confused look came over my face.

“But what for?” I whispered back.
“To thank you for helping me across the street. Just close your eyes tight,

stand on your toes and imagine something. You’ll see.” I was rather confused as
to how to take the child’s remarks. A child’s idea of a reward—hardly to be taken
literally—but he sounded so strangely serious about it. 

After a few more thank yous from the mother, we parted ways. Following
these events of the morning, my day went rather plainly. A regular day as far as
work was concerned.
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A boring office job—that’s really all you need to know. It seems to me that
my boss should just call my job what it is—I answer calls and read emails of
complaints. That day must have been National Complaint Day because phones
didn’t stop ringing and emails didn’t stop coming in all day until Jim came to
relieve me from the 24-hour hotline three hours late. Cars should really come with
a backup battery. 

“Sorry again, Mike, I … I just …”
“Jim, I told ya, don’t worry about it. You’re here now, and I just want to get

home,” I said wearily. “You’re the one who’s stuck here,” I grinned. “Look, have a
good night.” 

Cubical after cubical I walked past, working my way to the elevator. Eleven
o’clock at night, 12 floors down, no stops, lazy elevator music. I was so tired. An
excitable morning, a long day, lazy elevator music. Ding—floor seven, lazy
elevator music, lazy elevator …

“Oh!,” I jumped, “man I’ve gotta wake up.” Vigorously, I rubbed my face and
shook my head. I then reached my arms above my head, stood on my toes and
squeezed my eyelids together as I stretched as tall as could be managed. All that
my mind could picture was a hammock on a tropical island. Oh yeah, just to be
on that island, relaxing on that hammock. I could almost smell the ocean. …
Wait a minute, I could smell the ocean. And a light started flashing outside my
closed eyelids. I opened them to find it was the sun glinting in between palm
branches that swayed in a gentle breeze. A palm tree in the elevator? No, I wasn’t
in the elevator. I was lying down. The sound and smell of the ocean, the gentle
breeze, palm tree, and now I found I was lying in a hammock. My imaginary
island was now reality! I couldn’t believe my eyes, but the hammock was just as
comfortable as I had imagined. After relaxing a moment, I realized what was
actually happening and jumped nearly out of my skin.

“Easy does it,” said a calm voice. My eyes remained wide as they finally fell
upon a boy around 10 years of age. He stood beside one of the two palm trees
holding the hammock.

“Who are you? Where am I?” I wanted to know.
“Don’t you recognize me? No, I guess you wouldn’t. Anyway, I’m you in your

imagination, and your imagination is where you are.” He thought a moment,
“Yeah, I think I got that right.” My already astonished facial expression was now
mixed with a confused expression.

“What are you talking about?”
“Ugh,” the boy was annoyed, “Okay, remember that little boy you rescued

today?” I think I nodded. “Well do you also remember what he told you?”
“Yes, but how do you know about that?”
“Please. That little boy gave you the secret to entering your imagination.

When you inadvertently followed his instructions in the elevator, you were
instantly transported here.”

“Here—my imagination. No, seriously, where am I?” The net hammock fought
to keep me entangled in it as I now tried to get up. The boy watched my struggle
with crossed arms.
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“Seriously, you’re inside your imagination; and I’m what you would’ve looked
like in your imagination if you had ever used it as a child! But no, you were the
sensible type looking with disdainful eye on children outside playing cowboys
and Indians or secret agents. Thus, I now use words like ‘thus’ and ‘disdainful’ and
‘inadvertently’; and remain trapped here in this barren abyss, which could have
been your imagination, forever!”

“Ah!” I collapsed to the ground, the hammock still swallowing me. “Sorry,” I
looked up at him, “But I dreamt of being an astronaut or secret agent as a kid,
but instead of using my imagination and pretending to be one I became very
serious and tried to teach myself all I could to try and really become one.
Needless to say, it didn’t work in the least and now I’m sorry, for both of us.” I
let my head fall to the sand.

“Well, that’s okay, I guess. You’re here now,” he looked down on me. “Do you
want out of that thing?” he grinned a cockeyed grin. 

I huffed at him through the yellow netting. “Yes.”
“Well then, just … want it. Make it untangle.”
“What?”
“Ha, this is your imagination. Anything you want to happen you can make

happen. Anything.” At that point I was willing to believe anything. Trust me, I
wanted to be really confused and skeptical as to the reality of what was going on,
but how could I argue? I had gone from an elevator to a tiny tropical island in
the blink of an eye, this kid knew all about me and what’s more, I looked at the
netted hammock and wanted it to go away. It did. Poof! It was gone!

I got up, half surprised, half giddy with the coolness of the power I now had. 
“Pretty cool, huh?” the boy … uh … I asked me?
“Yeah, uh … what do I call you?”
“Oh, that’s easy. Slinky McCoy,” he said with pride and some mystery in his

voice. My eyebrows went up.
“Slinky McCoy? Really?”
“You came up with it. That was going to be your secret agent name.”
“Oh, ha, I remember that now. Well, McCoy, how do I get out of here?”
“You want to leave?!”
“Well, … I’ll have to eventually, but you’re right,” I changed my mind, “why

would I want to leave? So, what else can I do?” 
An eerie grin came on McCoy’s face. “Anything.”
Needless to say that was an exciting thought, but where to begin? What do

you do first when you can do anything?
“Like what?” Stupid question. 
Before I knew what was happening, McCoy had grabbed my hand and he

jumped into the ocean, dragging me behind him. Instead of hitting the shallow
shore, however, we were plunged into the middle of a beautiful coral reef. All
kinds of colorful fish swirled around us in a setting of bright corals, starfish and
clear blue water. The water didn’t taste salty, though; and, oh yeah, I could
breathe!  
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“No way,” I said as I spun through a school of yellow fish.
McCoy grinned again. “Yeah.”
We were off! I climbed Mount Everest as if it were a flight of stairs, jumped

from cloud to cloud as if they were stepping stones and walked through a forest
of lollipop trees and cotton candy bushes! Completely childish, I know, but it was
so cool! Anything I want to, happened! I hadn’t realized what I had missed as a
child.

After a few more fun, and normally impossible activities, me and McCoy were
just getting ready to go cattle driving back in the Old West when I noticed that
McCoy wasn’t saddling his horse.

“Wait,” he said. “I have to show you something.” We were whisked back to
the tiny island I had first arrived on.

“What are we doing back here?”
“There,” he pointed. On the edge of the island, just off the shore, it was

blurry. It was as if you were looking through a vibrating fish bowl. “That’s the
wall. I can’t cross it, but you can, but don’t!”

“Why? What is it?”
“It’s where the crossover between imagination and dreams takes place. If you

walk through it, you leave your imagination and enter your dreams.”
“This just keeps getting better,” I walked, mesmerized, toward the translucent

wall.
“No!” McCoy pulled me back. “You can’t go over there! It’s very dangerous!

Look,” he pulled me down to his eye level by grabbing my collar, “in your
imagination you can control everything, but in your dreams you have no control.
Anything you want to happen won’t ever happen, and whatever you don’t want to
happen, you won’t discover you didn’t want it to happen until it does,” he ran
out of breath. “So trust me, you don’t want to go into your dreams.”  

“Oh, all right. Now can we get back to cattle driving?” McCoy grinned with
half of his mouth and disappeared back to the range. I was just about to join him
when I made the mistake of taking one last look at the wall.

It was quite intriguing. To be able to go right into your dreams … but I
couldn’t control them. But dreams are pleasant and peaceful aren’t they?  

I placed my palm up against the wall. It felt jelly-like and rippled as my hand
disturbed it. I was able to pull my hand off of it, but it did stick for a moment. I
then stuck my whole hand through the wall, and it disappeared. When pulled back
out, it reappeared. I proceeded from there to stick in my foot, leg and arm and
leg. And, of course, what was to follow? My head. (Idiot.)

As I took my first glance around, I found myself being forced the rest of the
way through. The “ground” as far as the eye could see was black. Overhead,
different psychedelic colors swirled around in random patterns, and arbitrary
objects and people came and went very ghostlike in between.

“Mike!” I heard McCoy scream behind me. I whirled around, and stared at him
on the other side, panicked. “What are you doing?!” he had to shout so that I
could hear him through the wall. 
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“I just wanted to see. I can’t get back! How do I get back?!” My hands were
not allowed back through the wall they now pushed against.

“You can’t! I told you not to go in there!”  
“Well, what do I do now?!”
“Now you’re out of control! You’re now asleep and going through your dreams!

You have to go through them all of the eight hours you’ll probably be asleep!”
“Eight hours?!”  
“Yeah, but don’t worry! You know how when you sleep for a long time it still

feels like you only slept for a little bit?! It’s the same way, as long as you keep
moving! You’ll go through dreams and nightmares, but whichever one you find
yourself in you can’t stop!”

“Why not?!”
“Because, if you stay in a dream too long it will become a nightmare, and until

you go through and escape a nightmare it won’t ever end! Look, you have to go!”
His voice became harder to hear.

“What?!”   
His image began to blur. “You have to get started! Good luck!” and he was

gone. He became so blurred that he and the island began to look like a wet pastel
picture. I turned back to the miasma of colors that were to turn into dreams.

I started walking. It was all kind of creepy. I saw Jim at his desk float by, a
large bunch of red balloons, too, and heard my cell phone ringing. But these
abnormalities didn’t last long—they grew weirder.

“Whoa,” was my only reaction. I had suddenly appeared in my bedroom.
Everything was exactly as I had left it that morning before leaving for work, with
one exception. Gazing up at my dresser I could barely reach the first drawer, and
the knob was now the size of a large steering wheel. I had shrunk! (I knew I
shouldn’t have watched that old movie last night.) No matter, it was kind of cool
and didn’t last long.

The room around me transformed into treetops. A blue sky lay overhead and
nothing but solid green treetops below. Somehow though, I was able to stand
firmly on the leaves; and without really wanting to, I started running. I ran and
leaped across the trees, thinking the entire time that at any moment the firmness
would fail and I would then enter my first nightmare. But it didn’t, and I continued
running, even after the scene fizzled out into darkness. Finally, after running for
several seconds in the mystical-looking darkness I had arrived in, I stopped. 

The abyss was slightly different now. It was complete darkness with billions of
tiny colored dots twinkling and shifting around me. Slowly the dots began to take
on similar colors and forms. They gathered together and started making definite
objects. Before I knew it, the dots had formed a seamless setting of a street I
walked down every day to work. As a matter of fact, it was the street leading to
the corner of that morning’s events. I ran down the sidewalk dodging the same
people I had walked past the same day. 

Running and running, I finally got control of myself after running into the
street. The crosswalk turned to glue. My one foot was on one of the lines and
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wouldn’t budge to save my life—which it might have because the speeding cars
didn’t stop. I leaned as far as I could away from the cars rushing toward me.
Somehow my leg that remained in the cars’ way was not torn off (don’t you love
the safety of dreams?) But that isn’t to say that it didn’t scare me out of my wits.
After so many headlights, screams and horns, what I didn’t think could happen
happened—it got worse.

You know, there’s really no mistaking the sound of a tractor trailer’s horn. Big,
red and menacing, the truck was headed straight for me. Anyway, I dodged the
truck that was sure to follow. It was approaching fast.

The last I saw of the tractor trailer was its grill. After that I clenched my eyes
tight and screamed like, well, like I was about to be run over by a tractor trailer!

I continued screaming even for several seconds after the noise of the dream
had stopped. Slowly, I allowed my eyelids to open. 

Now, a few days before this adventure, I took a leisurely day and went to an
art museum. And as dreams usually incorporate things that you’ve recently seen
or have done, as they had so far (except for the trees, that was just weird), I
opened my eyes to reveal the art that I had seen at the museum. But I wasn’t
walking through the museum looking at the art again, oh no; that would be too
simple for a dream. No, I was in the art! Yep, I now stood at the gate of the
Night Watch by Rembrandt. As I shuffled around everybody in the dim light to
join the men in the painting’s foreground, I put on my felt and feathered hat as if
it were the most natural thing in the world. 

“Ay, good evening to you, Michael. Didn’t expect you out so late,” said one of
them. I didn’t know these men, and yet quickly as the dream progressed, I began
to feel as if I had known them my entire life. 

“Yes well, fresh air would do me good. ’Tis a lovely evening, is it not?” It is
beyond explanation how weird this was, but hey, it wasn’t a nightmare and it was
nice to talk to someone. 

“Rain will come with the morrow, if you ask me,” said another man.
“Oh, even if it does, it is still nice tonight,” I responded.
Continuing to gaze at the sky, the full moon appeared to be getting brighter.

It soon became too bright to look at, and I put my head down and shielded my
eyes with my arm to escape the light. The intensity then lessened and I found
that my Renaissance clothing had been replaced by a light grey suit and a straw
hat. Music, sweet and smooth, was playing; and I looked around to find people
sitting at tables drinking iced tea and others dancing. The scene was outside on a
summer’s day in field with trees dotted around the area, which were being used
to hold paper lanterns and light streamers. 

I racked my brain trying to think of what painting I was in. Women wore
light-colored, old-fashioned dresses from the late 19th to early 20th century; and
men wore casual suits of the same era. But finally, as I caught glimpse of a
bearded gentleman leading a young lady in a red hat and white dress out to
dance, it came to me. Renoir’s Dance at Bougival—one of my favorites. 

I walked among the tables, waving back at those who waved me a hello.
Coming to rest at an empty seat at a table close to the dancing, it wasn’t long
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until I wanted to dance myself. The young lady sitting next to me stared at the
dancers as well, so I built up my courage. She wore a light mint green dress and
only a single white carnation in her blonde hair. 

“Would you like to dance?” I asked. She looked surprised as I offered her my
hand after I had stood up. She then gently laid her hand in mine, and we walked
to the open area. We danced a simple dance for a minute until the band started
to play a waltz. Believe it or not, I didn’t have to count one two three, one two
three. It actually came quite naturally. 

“You dance wonderfully,” she complemented me after a minute or so of
dancing the waltz.

“Only when I have such a beautiful partner to keep my mind off of my feet,” I
smiled. She blushed, and I began to chuckle. “But really, you looking
breathtaking, Lillian.” (I suppose her name was Lillian.)

“Well thank you,” she blushed again. “I didn’t know you liked to dance.”
“Oh well, I suppose it’s this bright summer day. It simply begs for dancing.”

And with that all of us couples began swirling and twirling and spinning around
the “dance floor” in unison. 

After we finished the waltz, Lillian and I joined a small group of people
sitting on a checkerboard cloth behind the tables. Another gentleman soon joined
the grouping with a tray of lemonade for us all, and a long, friendly conversation
ensued. 

Exactly what we talked about, and for exactly how long, I couldn’t say. But I
remember that I was smiling and laughing a lot, and was having a wonderful
time. That was, until a certain little voice popped back into my head. I was
minding my own business, leaning my head back and laughing at a funny story
one of the gentlemen had just finished telling us, when something McCoy had
said to me sprang back into my head. 

“You can’t stop! Stay in a dream too long and it will become a nightmare!” My
face went blank as I thought on these words. I simply stared at my new old
friends as they continued to laugh. My face sank. I didn’t want to go, but a
nightmare? This great place?

I was back to running. After springing up from the group, to save them (and
me) from a nightmarish peril, it was all running until the painting’s colors blurred
into an incomprehensible mass. But that didn’t keep me from running. True, I
became disoriented in the colorful confusion, and a strange sense of vertigo came
over me, but I ran. I ran. I ran. Then, I tripped.

“Shhh!” came a harsh voice. I lifted my face off the marble it had been
flattened on to find the owner of the voice. It was a man wearing dusty white
robes with a scroll rolled out in front of him. He continued to stroke his grey
beard in thought as he reclined on the marble. 

I soon found that I was in robes myself, like all of the men around me. We
were on a very large marble patio with several different levels separated by single
steps. Only men were present, all wearing togas and bearded, and were reading or
debating among themselves. Quickly, I realized it to be the School of Athens. Eh,
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who would want to stay there? Boring. So, figuring this would work again, I
began to run. (Would I be tired when I woke up?)

Greece is a beautiful place—even more so back then—but quickly Greece was
gone, and I proceeded to run through American Gothic, Lady With a Pitcher and
The Soda Jerk (I paused in this one, being a fan of Norman Rockwell) before
being forced to a stop in a very dark painting. Dark blues surrounded me, I
couldn’t move and my heart was racing. A Picasso? No. 

In the distance the dark blue morphed to black, and like a cloud, moved
toward me. I became very afraid, terrified even. Why … I couldn’t quite say. My
eyes grew wide. It was almost upon me. My hands flew to the sides of my face,
and I opened my mouth wide to scream. The darkness then consumed me, but as
soon as it did I felt calm once more.

“Dance at Bougival had seemed to last a minute, but that last one like an
hour,” I thought as I flopped down into a sitting position. I was back in the
original darkness. Sweat beaded on my temples, thoughts raced and I felt like
fainting. No time, though. The scene changed again.

It was the island. My peaceful little imaginary island. I was back to swinging
on the yellow netted hammock in the warm breeze. Slowly but surely I began to
relax and enjoy the peacefulness of the moment. Ah, it was good to be back. I
closed my eyes, took a deep breath and just listened to the sound of the waves.
If I fell asleep, how could I have known? I was already asleep! But that is
interesting to think about. …

Anyway, however long I was there relaxing, eventually I allowed my eyes to
open. McCoy was sitting on the shore with his knees to his chin. He remained
motionless as he faced the ocean.

“McCoy,” my voiced seemed to echo, “McCoy.”
“Welcome back,” he said plainly without turning around. Something unnerving

was in his voice. His image, as he slowly turned around to face me with an evil
grin on his face, faded out into nothing. I shot up; at least I would have had the
hammock allowed more than my head and neck to escape its grasp. The rest of my
body was entangled in its netting, which was now squeezing tighter around me as
I struggled to get free. I then looked down to find that the ocean’s sparkling blue
waters were turning to an inky black and engulfing the island. Still I struggled to
free myself. The water now covered the island; I struggled and fought, but the
water only continued to rise and the hammock tighten around me. Darkness then
filled the sky.

Suddenly everything changed. The original darkness and swirling colors
resumed; but something was different, unnerving, strained. I felt as if I were
falling. The netting then started to burn and all my strength went toward
breaking free of it. I howled in angry desperation. Finally, the net disintegrated
and I stopped falling. My body quivered all over, but there was no time to recover
before things started moving fast. 

Random sounds began to whisper in the darkness. Gnats swarmed around my
head, and a team of horses charged toward me. I rolled out of the way onto the
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wing of a bat. I rolled back, something about a banana, a stopwatch, a bell, a
face, its eye, my nose was bleeding, cold metal, strapped down, can’t move, can’t
breathe, GET ME OUT OF HERE! 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I shot up. My bedroom. I was in my
bedroom. Sweat ran down my face and soaked my clothes, pillow and sheets. 

I stumbled to the mirror. My face was red and tense. I could have questioned
whether I was really awake or not, but after what had just happened—I knew. 

The sun was up and the clock read 11. I let out a sigh and, after a moment, a
chuckle.

I still visit Slinky McCoy and my imagination every once in a while, but have
faced my dreams only in sleep. I’ve yet to brave them voluntarily again, but I
will. One day.
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Mountain Review. He currently works at Main Street Books, in Frostburg, Md.

Katy Giebenhain has an MPhil from the University of Glamorgan, Wales, and an MA
from the University of Baltimore. Her poems have appeared in American Life in Poetry,
The London Magazine, Bordercrossing-Berlin, Hidden City Quarterly, Pretending to Be
Italian and Water-Stone Review. She edits the Poetry + Theology rubric for Seminary
Ridge Review and lives in Adams County, Pa.

Georgia Kreiger lives in Cumberland, Md., and teaches literature and creative writing
at Allegany College of Maryland. 

Penny Knobel-Besa, a graduate of Towson University, has an MPA from the University
of Baltimore, and has pursued post-graduate studies at John Hopkins and Yale
University. Knobel-Besa has been an award-winning photographer, director and
producer for over 30 years, as well as a playwright with a successful off-Broadway
play. Founder of the MD Theatre Arts Company and a former MD Photographer of the
Year, she continues to exhibit regionally and in Europe. She teaches “The Art of
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Photography” at Sanctuary Studios and enjoys taking or creating photos that make
people stop and ask questions.

Jeffrey Maehre is a reference and instruction librarian at Frostburg State University.
His work has appeared in Story, Phoebe, Cutbank and The Northwest Review. He is a
contributor to the blog talkingwriting.com.

Candice Meredith, a former Marine, graduated from Frostburg State University in 2008
after earning a BS in English with a concentration in creative writing. She is a writer
of poetry and fiction as well as a screenwriter. Her work has appeared in Bittersweet
and Backbone Mountain Review. She resides in Allegany County and has traveled to
Japan and the western part of the United States – her work is a reflection of her
experiences. She currently works as a certified living assistant and in 2010 submitted
her screenplay to the International Screenwriting Awards contest. 

Teresa Petro is poetry editor for Shady Side Review. Her work has been published in
Weave Magazine, Coal Hill Review, Wicked Alice and Little Patuxent Review, among
others; other work will soon be featured in Radioactive Moat and Dot Dot Dash and
published by Cave Moon Press. Petro received the Laurie Mansell Reich Poetry Award in
2010. She keeps a literary blog at http://dog-earedpoetry.blogspot.com/ and resides
in the Washington, D.C., metro area.

Maggie C. Pratt has maintained an artist’s life through careers in art education,
writing, business and the creative experience. Paint, words and natural sculptural
materials provide a mysterious sense of discovery as each piece of art or writing flows
out from a unique holy well. The artist’s work is informed from collective sources
accrued over a lifetime of learning, observing, processing and creating, never far from
the muse of nature. Pratt has studios in Western Maryland and North Carolina.

Steven Sherrill is an associate professor of English and integrative arts at Penn State
Altoona. After receiving a welding diploma from Mitchell Community College, he
earned an MFA in poetry from the Iowa Writers’ Workshop. He received a National
Endowment for the Arts Fellowship for Fiction in 2002. His first novel, The Minotaur
Takes a Cigarette Break, has been translated into nine languages. His second novel,
Visits From the Drowned Girl, released in 2004, was nominated by Random House for
the Pulitzer Prize in Fiction. The Locktender’s House, his third novel, was released in
spring 2008.

Tiffany A. Turbin Santos, a Frostburg native, works as a consultant at the Writing
Center at Allegany College of Maryland, occasionally teaching English classes. She also
teaches creative writing classes at the Tri-State Community School of the Arts in
Cumberland. She graduated from St. Mary’s College of Maryland with a self-designed
Bachelor of Arts degree in women, gender and sexuality studies and a minor in Asian
studies. Additionally, she spent a year in Thailand pursuing a certificate in Thai and
Southeast Asian studies. She writes poetry and creative nonfiction. 

Mike Weddle spent 14 years in Cumberland working as a physician. His creative
writing dates back to his college years. While preparing for the defense of his
dissertation, Weddle wrote a 3,300-line poem about a Methodist missionary in China.
Weddle has published poetry, short fiction and a novel. He was a finalist in the 2005
Gival Press Novel Awards. He has published poetry and fiction in Backbone Mountain
Review since 2008. His novel 2012: Under the Witz Mountain was released in 2009, and
is an adventure from a Mayan perspective leading up the end of their calendar in
2012. The book website is www.witzmountain.com.
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