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Dear Reader,

We made this. Or you did, or maybe we all did. In this magazine you will find work that you made, or your roommate
made, or your best friend made, or that obnoxious kid in class made. Without these people, these pages would be
blank, Instead, the editors found a grand total of 200 publishable pages. That's a lot. That's the most we ve ever had.

For quite a few of the student contributors, this is the first time their work is being published. The first brush with
that intensive process is rarely easy logether, we compiled this volume thinking that it might represent some collec-
tive consciousness of the writers at Eugene Lang. We ended up with something a bit stranger than that. We ended up
with the energy between things, the energy of the gap, the interval! This journal positions and prizes student work
the with hope readers will experience the unfolding of exciting conversation between talented people.

For the Managing Editors, this is the last year that we'll be at Lang. Next year, there will be new people with new
tastes and new perspectives. This is what we left behind. Something that we can still read ten years from now. We

hope you read and enjoy it.

Stephen Cardone
Ashleigh Martin
Sam Robison
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DIAMONDS OF THE
WINTER STREETS

NATHAN KAMAL

450 million years have led to this moment. A half mile below the surface of the earth, five bearded

men in construction hats and safety glasses drill several dozen holes, each two inches in 
diameter
and ten feet deep, into the wall of the Cayuga Salt Mine in Lansing, New York. Dim, yellow, incan-

descent lamps cast light on the mineral for the first time in a geological eon.

Salt mines are a result of the earth's era-long fluctuations in sea level. When portions of the ocean

evaporate over the course of a few million years, their salt remains on the earth's surtace and

consequentially percolates into the ground, forming colossal mile-deep deposits. Salt mined from

these deposits is used to melt ice on highways, city streets, and sidewalks.

Each ten foot hole is filled with explosives that, when detonated, shatter nature's meticulous life's

work. Salt shards of about twenty pounds fly in every direction. The salt is then hauled away and

ground into smaller pebble-sized crystals. Some of these pebbles will finish their journey by providing

traction for eighteen wheelers on I-95. Some will end up on side streets in Hoboken, and some will

end up pulverized under the feet of Manhattanites as they rush to catch the uptown subway.

Sometimes I picture this journey when I lay awake at night. I watch the freshly cut rock salt travel

in it on one els ling round incrementaly by two or three phases of grambin
the dust from the explosion finally settling when the miners pack up after a long day.
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My "salt-neurosis" of recent months is a reawakening of a childhood phase of "salt-intrigue." My dad
would warn me that "it's not the same as what we have in the kitchen," and if I put it in my 
I would burn myself. This was the worst thing anyone could have said to my six-year-old self. One
afternoon my curiosity reached its apex. I spent the day sitting quietly downstairs, waiting for a
moment when both of my parents would be upstairs. The moment came, and without making 
sound, I delicately opened the white plastic gallon bucket of rock salt by the front door. I took out
a single piece of salt, a particularly grey and dusty one, and brought it, for an instant, to the tip of

my tongue.

My childhood inclination toward rock salt developed into a full-on love affair and matured into my
antidote of choice for the unique longevity of New York winters. It was bound to happen at some
point. I spent thirty minutes a day walking between class, work, and home and needed 
to distract me from unshakable thoughts like I should have worn gloves today. I navigated the icy
streets of Manhattan, eyes fixed on the sidewalk ahead of me, hopping between dry spots so that I
wouldn't slip in my twenty dollar flat soled shoes from the DSW clearance shelf.

Road salt is a common eyesore for city dwellers. Its grey residue streaks the sidewalks and subway
cars, and somehow makes its way onto every apartment floor in the city. This year, due to the win-
ter's high snowfall, New York faced a scarcity of it. The city usually uses approximately 300,000 tons
per winter, but in the winter of 2013-2014, that number almost doubled. In January, the Northeast
scrambled to stock up, but faced slow outputs from salt mines that raised prices due to high demand.
Although the city is relatively close to several salt mines, like the Cayuga, mining companies can only
produce several thousand tons a day and could not keep up with the furious winter.

The temperature hovered in the twenties through February. As winter deepened, so did New
York's rock salt shortage. Business owners got creative with keeping their front sidewalks safe
for pedestrians. A restaurant worker near my home poured beet juice on the sidewalk before 
snowstorm. Other substitutes include sand (which does not melt ice, but will provide substantial
traction) and non-chloride based salt alternatives like magnesium acetate and potassium acetate

(which take the form of blue or green crystals).
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In early March I walked to a performance in the West Village during an evening when the tempera.

ture had risen above fifty degrees for the first time in weeks. I saw something that made me stop 
on
the sidewalk of 6th Avenue for a full minute. The whole block was completely coated in the most

which had forced their way through a dense layer of late-winter clouds. I choked up. I squinted and

a beach in the middle of Manhattan, a beach that was glowing

each sparkle magnified- the sea of tiny lights melting into one luminescent layer. I was standing on

But now, weeks later, the longest winter in memory has come to an overdue close. The final chunks

of salt are whisked away by street sweepers, and all that remains is the occasional white stain on the

sidewalk, where the last of the salt dissolved during the first spring rains. Dregs of New York 
City's
winter are washed away through the city sewers, which return the salt to its native sea.

The vast underground walls take on human characteristics. Salt deposits are old souls who emanate

ancient forms of wisdom. They embody patience and transcendence; they are 450,000,000-
year-
old monks who have dedicated their lives to the mere act of existence.

How easily that peace is shattered. With a few pounds of ammonium nitrate and a spark, the work

of a half-billion years vanishes. The production and implementation of road salt is a monumental
attempt to control our environment, fighting nature with nature, deterring the inevitable. fevery

sidewalk in New York was thickly blanketed with the same powdery salt from that March after-
noon, maybe winter would stop existing all together, and fall would slip right into spring

12



sos

NIA NOTTAGE

Beauty doesn't owe me anything. It shimmers, it fades, I wade, it evades, it shows some leg, it
whispers touch me. It charges me the victim, cuffs me, on the stand I do not plead because 
is familiar land and I've begun to learn my rights and I attempt to handle it - thusly. A recall of
compacted, condensed and sealed, censored and suppressed memory; I think I left it 
I dig, I dig, I dig, I pray my nails don't dirty. I check my phone. I check my phone again. I pray
my hands stay clean. Every night before I fall asleep the last thoughts that cloud my mind are 
creative ways to lure you because I know if I stay silent, you who've restrained the parts that could
be used to need me would continue with your life not stopping to watch me mourn the deer that
I mowed down at midnight pulling out the station on the road back to the interstate. The deer, my
bloodied forehead, and I start the poem on fast food napkins from the glove compartment; you'd
be so enthralled to hear. Us three, plus the ditch at roadside imagining the shock and care, you
asking us what happened. I'll raise my hand and without being called, I'll say I was distracted. Wipe
the blood to cut down competition, vie for your attention. Pray — that what I surface with won't

surface on your throat.



SATURDAY, APRIL 19"

STEPHANIE LEON

For the same reasons we'd never 
caught dead in a taxi, black's
the only color of our shirts that morning,
all suburbia & calm & Brooklyn.
On the way to a diner, our fingers

lace, their fit significant, & We
are valid like people who only 
or nod, despite your Mohawk & my sex-smeared eyes.
We're seated easily. This is

too easy! So loose & plausible
& average! Drama-free coffee
that, hot & next to you, smells
like the trees from my childhood home.
You pay for my vegan pancakes,
& we leave, ready to try
unearthing Higher Truths
in punk costumes on a Saturday
that just wants us to be happy.
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[YOU CAN'T IMAGINE HOW UGLY]

STEPHANIE LEONE

You can't imagine how ugly
you made me.

I didn't cry or
wander the streets like
a gorgeous, fractured pixie.

I wailed

a red, fat, snotting, plopping, mortifying

wail.

& now the poem is wailing.

I can't look at either of us.



PLASTIC PONIES

ELLEN CARPENTER

Cindy wasn't sure how many plastic pony dolls she'd lit on fire by now, but she knew the number
must be over a hundred. She felt a perverse kind of pleasure watching their bright painted faces
and shiny mouths slowly melt into the ground. Not to mention the smell. Burnt plastic had al-
ways been one of her favorite smells, the same way some people felt a strange attraction to 
smell of gasoline or rubbing alcohol. She liked how the plastic burned in her nose and the back
of her throat, the way each pony melted into the grass, pink and swollen, like flesh. The way they
twisted into grotesque shapes, their four legs splaying open until they resembled the sick figures
more reminiscent of the sordid pornos she'd found shoved under her ex boyfriend's bed than the
playthings for young children. The titles blared, "GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS UNCUT AND UNTAMED
WILD EXOTIC PLAY FULL CENTERFOLD PICS." Cindy had come across these items while in
the process of hiding her own beneath the same bed.

xXX
Evan watched people from behind the cash register every day during his shifts at the con-

venience store. He hated the way they all walked through the automatic glass sliding doors like
sheep, bleating at the racked up price of bottled water, and dragging their children behind them.
It was fun to pick out all the sad fucks from people still clinging to their sanity. Just today there
was a woman who came in around 10:00 am, with red rimmed eyes and a bright yellow plastic
purse in the shape of a watering can. She bought a sympathy card and a jar of Vaseline, and handed
him a hundred dollar bill when she got to the check out. When Evan told her, "Sorry, we only 
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cept bills under fifty", the woman launched into what would have probably been a twenty minute
lecture concerning the convenience store's oppression of her right to buy commodities, but the
man behind her told her to shut up and move along, he had a shovel in the back of his car, and he
wasn't afraid to use it. The store manager escorted shovel-man back out to his car after that, while
watering-can-purse-woman paid and left in a disgruntled silence. Evan knew she was the type of
person who'd never come back to this particular chain of convenience stores again.

The latest customer bought eighteen frozen beef stroganoff dinners for a total of 
four ninety-nine. Evan always hated those frozen dinners, hated the way the cardboard got all soggy
and started to smell sour as the ice on the box began to defrost. His mother had been forcing those
awful frozen dinners down his throat for nineteen years, and he'd never been able to eat instant
mashed potatoes or creamed corn without feeling nauseous. By the time beef- stroganoff-man
lumbered over to the till, the line at the store was ten deep. When it was finally his turn to check
out, all eighteen dinners were the exact half-melted consistency Evan knew and dreaded they
would be.

The only other activity Evan could entertain himself with while working behind the till
was peeling off the hangnails on his fingers, and picking at the scabs he always seemed to have on his
knees and elbows. It was harder to get away with picking at his fingers, because if the hangnail wasn't
ready to come off, his finger would bleed. It was always a little weird to give some customer a receipt
he'd just dripped his own blood on. Once, a lady gave the receipt back to him and asked if he could
print another. She was definitely the same kind of person as watering-can-purse-woman.

Now, at 6:57— exactly three minutes from the end of his shift-Evan watched a woman,
who must have been about thirty, walk down an aisle and pick up a box of knock-off plastic ponies.
Evan had been pulling at a particularly painful hangnail as she came into view. The hangnail was
right on the corner of his nail, and each time he pulled, the piece of broken skin would rip open
wider and wider. A drop of blood blossomed out of the very top of the hangnail. Evan looked 
from his finger for a moment to check on the woman's progress. She walked languidly over to-
wards the register, and Evan knew he'd have to check her out. The shithead who took his night shift
was always late. This meant he'd have to rip off the hangnail he'd been working on before she got
to the till, and bleed all over everything. The woman paused at a tiny stand next to the check out
line where a display of lighters gleamed. She dragged her index finger along the row, stopping on a
green one, and plucked it off the stand —a fragile, sugar-coated delicacy. She made her way to the
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front of the register; Evan thought about what brand of cigarettes she smoked. He guessed she was
into Newports, and preemptively turned around to pull a pack off the shelf, grabbing them loosely

and half hiding it in his long shirt sleeve, ripping his hangnail off in the process, which hurt a lot
more than he thought it would. A small cough emitted from behind him.

"Excuse me"
Evan spun around to face her a little too forcefully, flinging the Newports, and several flecks of

blood over the checkout counter. They landed near her foot, not quite touching the edge of her shoe.

"Sorry ma'am, I thought you wanted a box of — or I mean, a package of these those
sorry, uh— those 

His words came out more tangled than expected. Ma'am. I called her ma'am. He resent-
ed the pink flush he knew was creeping up towards his cheeks. She looked at the cigarettes for a

moment, then picked them off the floor the same way she'd plucked the green lighter off its stand
moments 

"For the record, I'd never smoke Newports."
Her voice was lower than he expected, and she lingered on each syllable of the sentence

like she was exceptionally bored. She eyed the ponies expectantly, and Evan flipped the box over
to look for the barcode. His finger was still bleeding, and he looked up to apologize for the blood
that would inevitably stain the woman's receipt, but instead, Evan made the kind of accidental eye
contact everyone goes out of their way to avoid. It was a different woman's eyes he was looking
into, he felt pinned to a white sheet under her gaze, her eyes almost black with macabre 
excite-ment. He thought about the lighter. If she wasn't smoking cigarettes, what would she be using it
for. This is one sad, messed up motherfucker, he thought. But the moment lasted only for a fraction
of a second, and then the woman's eyes returned to her passive glance, and Evan wasn't pinned to

a sheet, and he scanned the barcode.

When Cindy was 16, she slashed her wrists open in a warm bath and watched herself bleed
in the mirror on the wall across from her. She always thought it was disgusting that the movers who
installed the bathroom furnishings years ago thought it would be funny to hang a mirror across
from the tub, so you had to watch your naked body slowly shrivel every time you took a bath. Her
mother had wanted to move the mirror ever since it had been put up, but it hadn't happened in
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four years, and it probably never would. In that moment, as Cindy watched the water turn pink
with blood, she thought she looked romantic, even beautiful. She liked the way her long hair (dark-
er from soaking in the bath) slithered wet trails of water down her breasts, and the way her body
looked so white against the pink water, a marble statue sinking cold and stiff into the bath. She'd
laid her childhood toys on the toilet seat and window-sill to watch. Ten plastic ponies stood out
against stuffed rabbits and tigers. Her mother found her in the bathroom thirty minutes later, near
comatose and as white as the tub she floated in. Of course, an ambulance was called, her mother

sobbed hysterically over her baby girl, and Cindy lay on the stretcher, eyes closed and still naked
under the translucent white of the hospital sheet.

XXX
Evan was tired of his job. He had three weeks to move out of his mother's before whatever

shit family who bought the house arrived and repainted over all the cigarette burns on the walls
and ripped up the faded carpet and changed the light bulbs and did whatever else people do when
they move into a new place. He had three weeks to move out to where? His car probably. Maybe
he'd drive to California and live on the beach like a bum. That's what his mother had always called

him anyways. It's my destiny Ma. You always told me I'd be a bum and that's what I'm gonna do;
how do you feel now? But he knew it was a stupid idea as soon as the thought came to mind.

It was 7:13. Pony woman had taken forever. Evan took off the green apron he had to wear
for his clerk position, and walked out of the convenience store through the automatic sliding doors,
the final sheep of the day. He'd borrowed a Band-Aid from a box in the medical aisle to wrap up his
finger, and it throbbed slightly under the too-tight seal of the bandage. He fumbled for a cigarette,
and when he finally pulled one out of the battered package in his back pocket, it was broken. Evan
smoked the crooked cigarette anyway, leaning on the drivers side of his car, and watched across the
parking lot as pony woman was getting into her car. She had thick, shoulder length hair. It shone
faintly in the few rays of sunlight that still managed to slant between the dusky trees in the 
heat. He couldn't quite make out what color her hair was one moment it looked dark, nearly
black, but when she flicked her head slightly, the strands that were tossed in the air were auburn.
Without warning, she looked up at Evan, startling him when she called out across the lot.

"Wanna know what I'm going to do with them?"
"What?"
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"Wanna know what I'm gonna do with the ponies, dummy?»

"You're gonna give them to your... niece?"

"Thate children."

Evan didn't really like kids either. They freaked him out, some of the things they said. He
remembered standing in line for a movie, and a little kid asking him why he'd paid all in quarters.
Or once, while in a park, a different kid approached Evan and asked him if he wanted to see a dead

bird. The boy's mother came running up after him, clearly trying to control her child, but he kept
pointing to a fountain at the center of the park, yelling, "It's over there! The bird's over there!" Kids

always seemed to be fascinated by stuff like that. Evan looked up at the woman again.

"So, what are you going to do with 

"T'll show you."Evan flicked the butt end of the crooked cigarette onto the pavement and walked over to
pony woman. There was a half-gallon of kerosene laying in the back seat of her car, along with an

old, worn tarp.
"Wanna burn them with me, Evan?"

XXX
His name tag said "Evan" on it. He was probably nineteen, with swarthy eyes and hair like pitch.
"You know my name?"
"You work at a convenience store. You have a name-tag. I know your name."
She noticed how he'd looked at her purchase of the lighter and half dozen plastic ponies

with mild interest, like he was taking notes. Cindy didn't know exactly why she called him over to
burn the ponies with her; he could have easily stared at her like she was a freak, and gotten into his
car without a word. But she couldn't help asking, leaning against her car door. She'd tried to say

something more conversational like, "Hi",", but instead it came out:
"Wanna know what I'm going to do with them?"
But Evan was all right, and he walked across the lot towards her, and the ponies, and the

kerosene, and the 
"Let's take a walk Evan."
Cindy knew there was a park only ten minutes away from the convenience store, which was a

good thing, because she was anxious. The ponies always felt restless in their box just before they 
burned.
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XXX
The earliest memory Evan could recall took place at the dinner table. He was eating a 

zen dinner — beef stroganoff, in case that clears up some confusion and picking at a scab on the
side of his forehead. The scab wasn't ready to come off. It was stinging, blood oozing from around
the edges, but Evan was determined to remove it. His mother looked up from across the table, and
saw Evan picking at the scab. She only looked at him and said, "The basement stairs hurt 
didn't they?"

The beef stroganoff felt like thick string. Every time he tried to swallow, shredded meat
would get stuck, one end halfway down his throat, the other still sitting on his tongue. He pulled a
piece out of his mouth and examined it, grey and covered in saliva. His mother smacked his hand
and the meat flung onto the wall opposite him, barely missing her face.

"What did I tell you about playing with your food Evan? Don't you dare eat that way in
front of your mother."

Evan sat up, his hand stinging along with the scab. He didn't want his dinner. His mother's
eyes were shining bright and black in the half-light of the dim light bulb buzzing above them.

"You'll eat every last bite on your plate, I can sit here all night, you'll eat it all or so help
me I will—" She faltered, milky tears traced down the side of her cheek, but she didn't look away
from Evan. Her eyes were so bright and wide and black.

It was nearly nightfall by the time Cindy and Evan arrived in the park, and the leaves and
grass and trees were all the same dusky blue color, broken by weak rays of light. The park closed at
sunset, but they both stepped over the sign that forbade trespassing after dark.

"What's your name, by the way?"
"What do you want to know that for? Are you going to write me up for trespassing after

hours?"
"I'm burning plastic in the woods with a person I've known for a half hour. Tell me

your name."
"It's Cindy. My name's Cindy"
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Cindy. Sounded like a combination of "cinders" and "candy". Cindy opened the box ot plas.
tic ponies, took out each one and lined them up so they faced her and Evan. They waited patiently

with glossy smiles and big, black eyes. Evan could tell she'd pertormed this ritual hundreds of times
before the way she seemed to know exactly how much kerosene to pour over each tiny figure,
the way she told Evan to move the tarp further away so it wouldn't catch fire, the way she threw
the lighter on top of the plastic, like she was pointing a spotlight directly at the main attraction.
The flutty, pastel colored manes of the ponies were the first to go. For a tew seconds, a stripe of fire
burned down each of their backs and onto their tails, but then the fire crept down to their bellies,
and twisted around their hooves until they were consumed in flames. They both sat on the grass,
a few feet away from the blaze, and watched sparks of pink, swollen flesh pop in the dusk. The air
was acrid, and Evan felt light headed. "I haven't eaten anything all day, Evan."

"All we eat at home is frozen dinners. I hate them. And today, some shithead bought thir-
ty-tour dollars and ninety nine cents worth of frozen beef stroganoff. I'd rather die than eat frozen
beef stroganoff."

"People who do that make me worry about the rest of the population."
Evan glanced over at Cindy.

"Alright, I know this is pretty fucked up."
She looked pale, but unafraid.

"Better than eating those frozen dinners though."
Evan laughed, because, yes, even burning plastic in a park with a random woman he'd met

in the convenience store during the last seven minutes of his shift was better than being home,
choking on processed meat and fabricated mashed potatoes, peeling scabs off his elbows and pull-
ing at hangnails. Evan and Cindy sat in the park, now almost completely dark, the trees and grass
lit only by the ponies. The ponies melted slowly, pink hooves expanding further and further across
the grass, black eyes dripping down the length of their bodies, mouths gaping into garish smiles.
After about ten minutes, the ponies were reduced to puddles, and the fire dwindled to a dull glow.
Cindy smothered the fire, then scraped most of the melted plastic off of the grass and wrapped

everything in the tarp.
"So that's it. That's what I do with the ponies."

"I'm glad I could witness it."
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Evan walked back to his car alone. Cindy left shortly after she wrapped everything in the
tarp she mentioned something about needing to visit her mother but he could tell she just
wanted to leave. He unlocked and opened his car door. His bandaged finger was stiff and clumsy,
and he fumbled trying to pull the keys out of the lock. Eventually they dropped on the ground, just
under the driver's side door. There beneath the car door, a piece of paper waited expectantly. Evan
noticed it was secured to the ground by a small blob of pink melted plastic. He lifted the piece of pa-
per off the ground, the plastic pulling out like taffy, thin, fragile strands lengthening until they broke
from the page completely. The paper had only one word on it: "Thanks". Below, Cindy had scrawled a
number. Evan looked at the slip of paper for a long while. Finally, he stuck it in his back pocket. Then,
stooping down, he scraped as much of the pink plastic off of the pavement as he could, and rolled 
into a small ball. He placed the plastic ball in his alarmingly full ashtray. The plastic reminded Evan of
that bird— a phoenix— the one that bursts into flames at the end of its life, only to be reborn from
the ashes of its body. He remembered the promise of frozen dinners at home as he was putting his car
in reverse, Cindy's slip of paper still stuck in his back pocket. His finger continued to throb under his
bandage. He didn't want his dinner. He didn't want to go home.





QUARANTINE

LEA CEASRINE

X

"You lying, no good pendejo" she screeches from the streets,
talking to her boyfriend, f*** buddy, papi chulo,
the categories seem harmonious in the night,
when tequila and love collide.
His replies disintegrate amongst
the honking, the sporadic sirens,
and I assume they've made peace.
I press my coral cheek against the window,
fidget with the blinds,
and wait for the conversation to proceed.
Somebody talk to me- I'm six floors high- losing my mind
"Baby, please" pendejo pleads, clenching his Mickey D's.
She, I, we, refuse to be your happy meal anymore.

Dionne returns home with 
harp-shaped lips humming "I'm not lovin' it"
she hates grease, but loves the musical.
"Why are you awake baby girl?"

Shh, the street is speaking to me
Melodious and congruous with Selena
Here in my room dreaming about you and me
She rocks me to sleep on the anniversary of her death,
as I surrender eavesdropping to the stars and the streets.
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YOU CAN SLEEP
WHEN UR DEAD

ERICABRUNNER

You can sleep when you're dead,

that's what Prisilla told me.
I had no idea

where I was,
but I was at the Command Center
in Oakland
in a warehouse.
Sliding metal doors
blended into stained concrete.

Prisilla talked about
Gary Glitter, Slade,
the disco ball she owned,
how she couldn't stop moving,
how every wardrobe
should be composed of
leather, lace, fringe, fur,
bones.
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I was curled
on a mauve couch,
head rested on a cum stain.
The couch,
on a riser
next to a hot tub

out of commission
because of fungus.
The riser doubled

as a stage.

My bed, a stage.

Prisilla wanted me to stay awake
so she had someone to dance with.

My eyes, concrete.

Prisilla wanted me to stay awake
so she wouldn't go back to Angel's room.

His room, covered in mirrors.
Where sex became about you and the mirror.

From high ceilings dangled

green and blue planets,
televisions mounted to walls
played Star Trek episodes

none
synced to the others.



Angel covered me with a blanket
the scar on his upper lip

so deep,

he whispered,
how can I resist,

those eyes.

The water in the morning was cold.
There was a television covered

in plastic
in the shower.
I washed myself
and watched Star Trek.



FILM REVIEW
JAKE GULLIVER

"Boy, last week I went down into town there, I mean, it ain't very far, but shit, good four miles? I
dunno, doesn't really matter anyhow, it's just a long path when you're achin' for someone, I dunno.
Anyhows, I went into town there, figured I'd see me a movie. I mean, I've been pullin' this god-
damn hay, hotter than a dog in heat out here I'll tell you, shit. I've been pullin' this hay for near four
months now and I ain't got nothin' from it! Drink another Rolling Rock, pull some hay, drink some
more, shoot my gun at the sky and cry about god, sit alone in the tractor and stare at some more
expanse, wonder why Millie done left good, drink some more, go to bed! Shoot boy, sometimes
it's more than a man can handle out here. Ah, shit. Anyhow. Rode down there, not much in that
town— a bar, sure. But Dave was probably there, and I owe him a few, he'd probably lick me good,
no, can't go in there. They put a goddamn Sonic down there, I mean, it wasn't happy hour though
so what the fuck? I mean, town is lousy with drunks and assholes anyway, I'm glad I never go down
there. Shoot. Anyways. Well, next to that Sonic there, they got that theater, don't know what for,
who in this town gonna see a goddamn movie? Got stuff to do, got steers to rope, beers to drink.
Ah, I dunno, what's the point anyways? What'd that Nitch-a fella say? Something 'bout "well god's
dead so shoot'? I dunno.

Anyways, walk into the theater, got two movies playing, something called The Nut Job,
and I ain't gonna see that, no way. Something else called her, figure it's about girls or something,
so heck, 'give it a whirl,' I reckon. Shoot. Anyways, I go, 'okay, okay, already here, might as well, I
mean, ain't got nothing to do, okay. God I miss Millie. Anyways, so this movie starts, well shoot, I
don't know WHAT'S goin' on here. This boy loves a machine? A machine can't love you back, boy!
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got nothing to do, okay. God I miss Millie. Anyways, so this movie starts, well shoot, I don't know
WHAT'S goin' on here. This boy love a machine? A machine can't love you back, boy! Guy needs a

good woman, that's right. Some warmth, kinda like when you've just got yourself an &-point buck
and you feel like crawling inside of it to connect with some inner-part of it's being, become one

with it and the whole darn cosmos, Ah shoot, Millie was warm. Anywho. All this future junk - ma
chines is a'talkin' to everyone. Guy's got a funny lil mustache, couldn't stop starin' at that 
feller'slip-hair. T'here ain't naught but ONE CAN of Rolling Rock in this whole blasted production? 
kinda...

So I get up, shake my head, no one's in the theater anyhow. Ask that lil girl at the counter
to kindly give me my money back, say, 'I ain't got no time for man-loving-machine-bullshit' and she
goes, 'alright" and kindly gives me my S6 bucks back. Well, I take that and I buy a grilled cheese at
Sonic. That's how it goes I guess."
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JUNGLELAND

JESSICA GRISCTI

Kerry Dahlen sits behind the wheel of her older brother Rick's Buick. The car is wide and long
and stretched out in front of her like a boat, stuffed starboard to port with her brother's 
The windows are down and Kerry's hair whips into a frenzy around her face. The radio is blaring.
They're cruising on the Long Island Expressway behind Rick, who's at the helm of the family sta-
tion wagon, switching lanes like a true born-and-bred New Jersey driver. They're on their way to
a Bruce Springsteen and the E Street Band concert, and they will not be late.

Spotting an opening, Rick pulls the station wagon into the left lane without warning. He
doesn't use his turn signal, believing like most of Jersey that its sole purpose is to give away his
next move. Kerry eases the Buick to the left behind her brother. On the right, a car pulls up next
to them, stereo pounding out the last track on Born to Run. A hearty cheer goes up from Kerry's
backseat. The sign for their upcoming exit whizzes past. There are fists in the air and someone
screams: "As we take our stand...

In front of Rick, a car stops just short of the wall of traffic trying to merge to the right.
Rick slows the wagon in time, but Kerry is watching her passengers in the rearview mirror, and
she looks up just a second too late. Instead of slamming into the back of Rick and ruining both the
cars, Kerry aims for the center divider and stomps on the 

After the impact, the dull crunch of metal on concrete, Kerry looks around, to make sure
no one is hurt. One of Rick's friends curses low. Rick is out of his car first, kneeling down on the
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'Cause down the shore everything's all right / You and your baby on a Saturday night / Nothing
matters in this whole wide world / When you're in love with a Jersey girl

The police trailer is Rick is still gasping around his words. "It was just supposed to be me and my triends. I'm
home from college this week and I didn't want to—I wasn't supposed to- It's not my fault!" He
doubles over again, inconsolable, and submits himself to the sobbing.

The cops begin to soften. Shoulders falling, they step away. Their stern expressions melt.

"It's okay, son."
Kerry kooks up sharply. It's okay? All of that and it's just okay? They ask that Rick never do

this again. "It's illegal," they remind him. "Do you understand?"
Big brother nods, huffing along with his wheezing breath, and allows the cops to press him

forward out of the trailer and into the open night. The female officer hands Rick the money they
gave the scalper. Dumbfounded, Kerry follows.

Behind them, the door to the trailer shuts. Kerry reaches over for Rick. "It's okay, see?
They let us go..."

Rick swipes the back of his hand across his eyes. He's standing tall, proud. He is the very
picture of upright masculinity. "God, I thought we'd never get out of there." He looks nothing like
he did the last twenty minutes, when he was sniffling into the corner of his shirt like his puppy had

just been killed.
Kerry stops dead and crosses her arms. "Rick!"
He whips around, several feet ahead of her now. "What are you waiting for? There's only

half an hour left before doors open."
"Are you kidding me?" Kerry doesn't move.
"We have to get you another ticket, 

And the Magic Rat drove his sleek machine / Over the Jersey state line / Barefoot girl sitting on
the hood of a Dodge / Drinking warm beer in the soft summer rain

Two days after the sherbet margaritas at Deville Dairy in the summer of 1981, Kerry is
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diagnosed with mononucleosis. In the two weeks that follow, she can hardly get out of bed.
Dean is trying to sell the house. He and Beth have plans to pack it up and cross the country

to southern California. Every other day that summer, while Dad is at work, the phone rings. The
realtor wants to show the home to a new set of clients. Mostly because of Beth, the place is 
sistently a mess. Kerry comes up with a new excuse on the regular as to why they'll need another

hour before the realtor can stop by.
On the last day Kerry stays at the house on Whitmore Drive. Beth is still in bed midday.

Burdened by mono, Kerry can hardly expect to clean the entire house by herself. She goes to 

in the master bedroom and asks for her help.
"No!" Beth shrieks. "It's not even that dirty."
Kerry reminds Beth that she has mono, and the only reason they're selling the 

house is so that she and Dean can move away.
"Oh, sure, you ignore me and you're mean to me, you tell your father things about me that

aren't true and now you want my help?"When the realtor arrives, Kerry shows the group into the foyer and apologizes. "Give me
just one minute. I have to make sure the lady of the house is done in the bedroom." In all likelihood,
the woman is high as a kite and Kerry doesn't need to showcase that particular scene to a bunch of

strangers in the living room.When Kerry asks her stepmother to leave the bed, Beth calls her a bitch. It is the last in a
string of injustices, and Kerry decides she's not standing for this a second longer. She retreats up-
stairs to her own bedroom, where she calls her father at work. Dean asks to speak to Beth. Kerry
stands at the balcony over the foyer and shouts down to her stepmother to pick up the phone. One
story below, the realtor and a young family wander throughout the house.

Minutes later, Kerry hears the sound of the phone clicking off and Beth's scream reverber-
ates throughout the house. "How dare you call your father on me!"Then the small blonde woman

is out in the foyer, in a complete rage, running up the stairs toward Kerry, every single hair out of

place. Kerry locks herself in her bedroom behind a solid Maplewood door. She misses her broth-
er; she misses the days when she didn't have to deal with this alone. Kerry makes a second phone
call, this time to her mother across town: "Beth is in a rage. You've got to come pick me up. Now."

There is pounding on Kerry's bedroom door. Beth is still screaming.
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With one foot out the bedroom window, fificen of her favorite albums under one arm and
her dog Spike under the other, Kerry jumps down onto the roof of the garage. Behind her, Beth

splits the bedroom door in two.Charlote pulls into the driveway. She leaves the car running, and runs straight to her
daughter, with her arms outstretched so she can catch the dog she hates as Kerry lowers him to the
ground. Then Kerry hops down alongside them and gets into her mother's car.

They are the only two people in the driveway. No one knows what happened to the realtor

or the young family.

You sit and wonder just who's gonna stop the rain / Who'll ease the sadness, who's gonna quiet the pain

Despite almost getting arrested at Nassau Coliseum, or perhaps in spite of the whole or-
deal, Rick insists they get Kerry another ticket. But she refuses to take part in the next 

"Fine," Rick huffs. "I'll take care of it for you."
Kerry sits on the trunk of the Buick with Sean, Greg, and the others, while Rick 

around the edges of the parking lot again.
He tracks down another scalper easily. The man has nose bleed seats on the very, very cheap.

Which is fine. No one in his right mind sits down during a stadium show put on by Bruce and the E
Street Band, so Rick figures Kerry will just come stand with them.

What takes a little bit more convincing, however, is getting the scalper to come back with
him to the group of friends tailgating around the radio. "Look," Rick says, "I don't want to get arrest-
ed." He explains that he just wants to hand over the money inside his car, and after a few moments
of deliberation, the scalper agrees. He follows Rick back, and the two of them get into the Buick.

Kerry spends the entire fifteen-second transaction trying to look like she doesn't know
them even though she's leaning up against the car they're inside. When the scalper leaves, Kerry lets
out all of the air from her lungs air that she didn't even realize she was holding hostage.

fore and middle fingers. "Don't lose this, sis."

Rick claps her on the back and with his other hand holds out the ticket, loosely between his

Badlands, you gotta live it everyday, / Let the broken hearts stand / As the price you've gotta pay /

We'll keep pushin' till it's understood / and these badlands start treating us good.
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Decades later, after Beth is gone and Dean has married his third wife, he's in the hospital
dying of alcohol-induced throat cancer. Rick and Kerry are in San Diego to help Sharon sort out the
house and likely say goodbye to their father.

Kerry and her dad on are better terms than when she was a teenager something about
only having one family and making the best of the one you were stuck with. It was much easier after
Dean met Sharon, sweet and kind-hearted and age-appropriate. Plus, Dean and Sharon have always
been great with Kerry's kids.

Rick and Kerry sit chatting at their father's bedside as he sleeps. All day, he's been trying to
convince them to let him go home. They tried every manner of excuse. Dean didn't care for, "Dad,
it's for your health," or "You're not going to get better if you leave."

So Rick tells him instead, "Dad, none of your clothes are here."
Dean reaches across the gap and grips his son by the hips, with a much stronger hold than

what should be capable of a dying man. "You're about my size, son. Give me your pants and then we
can go."

Finally, about fifteen minutes later, he tires himself out enough to drift into fretful sleep.
This lasts all of twenty minutes before he jolts himself awake. Dean stretches out an arm. "Rick," he
croaks. "Rick, come here."

"Yeah, Dad?" Rick leans in towards his father, but the words are loud enough that Kerry can
still hear.

"You know where my gun is? Back at the house, in the den, right? Go get it. We'll shoot our
way out of here."

Rick looks over at his sister, and together they shake their heads, searching for the appro-
priate reaction. It's something they'll find much funnier years later, and they'll whisper it to each
other as a last-ditch solution when either of them is facing a problem they just can't fix.

But for now, Kerry is immeasurably grateful that her big brother is here by her side.

They just stand back and let it all be / And in the quick of the night / They reach for their moment /
And try to make an honest stand / But they wind up wounded / Not even dead / Tonight in Jungleland.

The thirtieth of December 1980 was a typical Bruce Springsteen show: three to four hours,
so loud the audience could feel the music in their veins capped off at the end with five sweat-
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soaked encores. Bruce does all of Kerry's favorites; "Candy's Room," the singles off Born to Run,
"Rosalita," and "Incident at 57th Street." She still claims that The River is one of his lesser works, but

thirty years later, that very album sits framed on her mantelpiece-a testament to rock and roll,

teenage recklessness, and New Jersey.
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THE INTERNET, FEMALE NARRATIVE, AND THE ETCH-A-SKETCH OF THE 
BRAIN:

AN INTERVIEW WITH

EMILY GOULD

MARIA PADUANO

You moved from writing memoir to fiction. What was that transition process for
you, and what qualities of your memoir writing remains in your fiction writing?

EG: I stopped writing in the first person for a couple of years after And The Heart Says What-
ever came out. Both the critical reaction (to first-person writing] and also the reaction from
the people I love was really negative. Some of it was positive, but the negative stuff 
alwaysstands out a lot more, especially with the way it affected my family. I felt sort of crippled.
Even when I tried to write in the same mode, I didn't have access to the same uninhibited

way that I had been able to write before.

So I had to try something different, because otherwise I wasn't going to be able to write
anything. There was a solid year of me trying different things and kind of failing at all of
them. It was kind of good in retrospect. It gave me perspective on the purpose of this kind
of work, That's when I started working on Emily Books-just because I had to do some-
thing and it had to be different. I also started writing in the third person as an exercise, and
to trick myself. I was still writing about myself, but I was writing in third person and pre-
tending like I wasn't. That got very boring and kind of unsustainable, at which point I start-
ed to actually write fiction. It got to the point where I had a short draft and a really crappy
draft. I decided to show it to Keith, my now husband, and I said, "I don't want to know
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anything except if I should keep going with it." He was like, "you should keep going." He
might have said that no matter what, but I did keep going, and it took me about four years.

You recently defended Lena Dunham, who has been criticized for some of the
content in her memoir Not That Kind of Girl, and you spoke out against 
people critiquing her experiences. Why did you feel the need to step in, and
what do you think is the importance of memoir writing?

EG: leah, what is the point of memoir writing if not to present your life and your decisions
in order to be judged for them? I'm just really attracted to first-person writing, Especially
when women write it. It's something that I feel really strongly about. Just the power of
women's narratives, when all kinds of women are being foregrounded — because a lot of
what most of us have read has come from a man's point of view, and that hasn't gotten less
true. I feel that women are telling their stories as straightforwardly as possible. There's a
huge sociopolitical justification for that but also, I'm very gossipy and voyeuristic. I really
enjoy learning about the particular details of other people's lives. That's just my taste. It's

politically important, but it's also just really fun to read.

When you started writing Friendship, what kinds of themes were you think-
ing about? Were there elements of your personal life influencing pieces of the
story and the characters?

EG: I wanted to write a story where both men and romance weren't important to the story.
I wanted to try something different and make the most important relationship in the story
be between two women and have it not be a romantic relationship. My friend, the author
Barbara Browning, said to me, "Why don't they just have sex together and figure out all of
their problems that way?" But that would have ruined the point of the book. It's actually a

lot harder to be best friends with someone than to be in a relationship with someone, 
cause you can't just have sex with them to solve your problems. So I just really wanted to
explore that dynamic and, obviously, I have a best friend...but the characters in the book
aren't us. They started out as being aspects of me, but as I've continued to revise the book,



it's turned into something different. I always thought it was bullshit when authors were like,

"The characters just came and they spoke to me." But that's kind of what happened once 

figured out who they were.

Describe Emily Books for me. What is it?

EG: Three years ago my best friend Ruth Curry and I were sort of underemployed, and we
had both been reading a lot of e-books for the first time. We both wanted there to be a way
of buying e-books without supporting these mega-corporations in the same way that you
can obviously do with print books. New York has a ton of small bookstores where someone
knows your taste and will tell you what book to read. There just wasn't that kind of shop-
ping experience for e-books and we said, "Well, how can we do that?"

The only way we could figure out how to make it special would be to start a subscription
where people would get a book a month that was our pick. We're trying to experiment this
year with Copyhouse press, which is a publisher in Minneapolis. We want to publish a physical
book with them that we'll edit, market, and sell as part of our subscription. I think it's weird
that we started out thinking that e-books are the future because what we hear from a lot of
our readers is, "I love all of your picks and I bought them all, but not from you, because I don't
want to read e-books." And I can't really argue with that. I still read a lot in both formats, but

I totally see the place having a physical book in your drawer.

In the past, you've talked about how Emily Books creates a literary community
for those who may not live in places like New York City, where independent
bookstores and book clubs are commonplace. What is the importance of having

that kind of community?
EG: I think it's been interesting and useful for us to get people together whether it's in a
virtual space or in real life. It feels as though a real community has sprung up around these
books, and that's really exciting because you create the circumstances and things will happen

that surprise you.
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How do you intend to engage with feminism in the future through your project?

EG: We have gotten to a certain place with the books that we have picked and the audience
we are reaching, and I think we have done a great job of working through all the books that
we considered cult classics. We are now discovering these other writers, which then lead us
to other books. I think now we're challenged with the question of how we make the com-
munity that we are building truly inclusive of everyone. That's really hard; we have to do
the hard, uncomfortable work of examining our own tastes, because this is a project that's
about taste. When we look at the books we have picked, they are mostly by white women.
Why is that? I would say the challenge of the next year is making sure we're not just selec-
tively listening to the voices we want to be listening to but that we are also listening to the

voices that are challenging us.

How about in your own writing?

EG: I'm not really sure what I'm going to do next, in terms of whether I'm going to
write fiction that's close to my own experiences. Fiction that's in the same world as my
experiences as in, you know, not Narnia—or whether I'll be attracted to writing more

straightforwardly.

What would you say are the major differences of writing online and writing

for print?
EG: I think I've gained a lot from being edited. I used to think that my first thought was my
best thought. I felt that it was possible to overwork things and make them worse, which I
guess it is. I don't know if it's possible for me to overwork things. Whenever I'd had an 
portunity to work on something for a longer time and go through several drafts with it, it's
gotten better. That's what happens. But sometimes you think better of stuff. There is kind
of a freedom and immediacy of blog writing. They're both good, but they're really different
modes, and certainly I'm a lot prouder of my non-bloggy writing. Then again, there's a lot
of blog writing that was really good, and I feel it was important on the day that I did it.



Have you had the experience of writing something on a blog and then decid.

ing that it is something you want to continue to work on?
EG: I guess I've worked through some ideas and then later they have become something that

was more fully fleshed out. It can be a little bit dangerous to feel like you've gotten some-
thing out of your system by blogging about it. But you don't want to revisit it. The thing

about being edited is that it's really great for your work, but it's super un-fun. It can be re-
ally excruciating. I've gotten to the point with everything that I've ever written that's been

really long and heavily edited where I give up- do whatever you want, just let it be done.

Is there something about the medium of the Internet that makes people more
vicious or has that always gone on?

EG: It seems like it must be something that has become more visible. The problem, though,

is that it is very visible to people who are on the receiving end of it. It seems very obvi-
ous to me, but I don't think its obvious to people who haven't experienced it. Even men
who write about really hot-button topics certainly experience attacks, but the way [these
attacks] are experienced is different, and the volume of the criticism is different. It's hard
to say whether it's better now or worse, considering that a certain level of hatred towards
women is accepted in general culture. I was actually thinking about this earlier this week
because I received this huge wave of people being really hideously inappropriate. When you
write about Lena Dunham its like, brace yourself. I have no idea how she does it, I really
don't. I think something especially weird is going on right now with Twitter. Twitter seems
to be at some weird infection point. I think we all need to step back from the idea that ar-
guing in a medium where you can only express yourself in 140 characters was ever really a
good idea. Yeah, I've blocked a lot of people. It felt kind of cleansing like, great, now all
the bad people are gone. But there's actually an infinite supply of bad people.

Despite all of this you seem to really love the Internet as a forum for expres-
sion and conversation. Can you talk a little bit about what you think blogs and

sites like Twitter and Tumblr have encouraged or made space for?
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EG: I just meet really good people through it. Most of my close friends, except for people
that I've known for forever, are people that I've met either through work or through the
Internet. And that's great. I love communicating in that way. I love seeing the sort of subtle
connections between social worlds explicitly revealed on the Internet. That's fascinating
and cool. I mean, there's a huge negative side of it outside of people being critical in really
gross, sexist ways. It's designed to be addictive. I definitely have to put it away in a box in a
closet when I'm working in a sustained way on something. But it's really hard to unplug. I
don't have any interest in doing it for a sustained amount of time. A month is good. And you
just kind of shake the Etch-A-Sketch of your brain. But I'm obviously not one of those writ-
ers who has headphones on and is very protective from the outside world. I love the outside
world. I like working and having jobs. I believe that all of that stuff enriches my work, 
it also makes it possible for me to not feel like this is the only thing that matters. The stakes
can seem really high when it's you alone with your book, but it's not, it's just a book.



BEVERLY

DANIELA

AND JOE

BIZZELL

"Lilah isn't doing good in school," Beverly says, turning her head and taking her eyes off the road.
"Yeah? How's that?" Joe keeps his face forward, resting his dirty Nike on the dashboard of

their '98 Pontiac.
"I guess she's been beating kids up. The teacher told Ma when she came and picked her up

today."
"When'd you find all this out? I been gone only two minutes."
"She called while you were inside gettin' smokes. She sounded real upset."
"Why'd Ma even go into school in the first place? Causin' all this trouble," Joe says, spitting

brown, nicotine-laced phlegm out the window.
"She didn't, 'parently the teacher was standing with Lilah outside where parents pick up

their kids. I guess she wanted to talk to us, but Ma told her we were 
busy." "Busy with what?"

"Joey, how the hell am I supposed to know? Does it look like I was there with her?"

Beverly and Joe say nothing. Beverly enjoys it though, and thinks about how nice it is to drive
down quiet roads. She remembers why she likes upstate New York, why she likes their little town of
Varna. The town is soundless and pretty when it wants to be. Though the fields are slowly dying under
the July heat, the withering corn stalks sway in a golden wave sounding like an ocean tide, breaking the

noiselessness. She hears their movement and breathes easy. The deep-grey asphalt of Route 366 seems

to go on torever, the yellow strip stretching for miles. She exhales, slow; another 
release."So what are we gonna do? She's kicked outta school for three days and Ma says she doesn't
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wanna handle a wild-child eight-year-old and a baby," Beverly says, making a right at the stop sign.

"How the hell am I supposed to know?"

Beverly grips the steering wheel. The cracks in her cuticles turn bright red while her knuck-
les lose color. "Well, Joey, you're her Daddy. You're supposed to be taking care of us so why don't

you figure it out."
Joe isn't shaven. His jeans look as if he's been working at Jimmy's old shop, the tiny shack

down on Route 366. They are covered in dust, black grease-like stuff, and have rips on the knees.
But Beverly knows that's not what the stains are from. She knows he's not working when he goes
to Jimmy's. His grey and red flannel has a hole in the armpit and the wife-beater underneath stays

hidden. He hasn't taken it off in eight days."That wild-child shit comes from you. It ain't my fault she's just like her mother, Miss wild-
child Bevy." He grabs a brown-paper bag from the floor of the car, with the neck of a clear bottle

peaking out from the top as he puts it on his lips.
"The window's wide fucking open, Joey. What if a sheriff sees this while we're driving on

by?" She snatches the bag from his hand in one swift motion, takes a swig and tosses it out her driv-
er's side window, all while the car is still moving. The burn of five-dollar vodka drowns him out for
a moment, letting Beverly hear nothing as the last bit trickles down her throat.

He punches the glove box and calls Beverly a dumb cooze while his hands flail in the air. She
continues to drive. She remembers why she doesn't like upstate New York, how nice a big city might

be, far away from all the people back in Varna.
"We don't need no more trouble. Ma said other stuff while I was on the phone with her,"

Beverly says.
"Yeah, like what?""Like she don't wanna keep paying for our place and keep watching our kids. She says her

money's runnin' out cause of us.""She gets her checks every month. Her money ain't runnin' out, Bevy. Don't be stupid."
Beverly doesn't like it when Joe calls her stupid. She doesn't respond to him and 
continueslooking at the road so he can't see her face. She's not the stupid one. The last time Joe worked was

when Lilah was still in diapers. Beverly would wait for him to come home every night, excited to
bring him a warm dinner and curl up with him on the sofa, even if their dinner was a box of mac
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made her feel purposeful, like one of those housewives from the fifties.
n' cheese and even if their sofa was a hand-me-down from the previous owners of their trailer - it

They break at another stop sign. No other cars are around, and Beverly inches closer and
closer to the perpendicular road. They're the only ones here, but she doesn't start driving. She looks

at a few small houses gracing a barren street with life. The sun is high and everything still has that
gold tinge. Even the rust on their car looks a little golden. Beverly always keeps the windows rolled
down when the suns out, showing her face and singing along to whatever's on the radio. She presses
her foot on the pedal a little harder than she needs to and makes a right-hand turn down another

back road. She still doesn't speak."I could work for Jimmy er something, do mechanic work and stuff," Joey says lighting a

Newport and hanging his hand out of the window.
"Yeah, great idea, Joey. Hangin' with jimmy, the meth-head." Beverly pushes her foot hard.

er on the gas pedal. "Gettin' all messed up and using up paychecks for dope."
"You shuddup, Bev, whereda you get off? I don't see you with a job." He spits and 

another drag.
"Listen, that telemarketing place said they'd call when they have a free spot. I'm next in

line." She pokes herself in the chest with her thumb. "And there ain't no dope heads there - that
place is clean and sterile, and they pay lots for you to sit on a nice cushy chair, talkin' to people."

that."
"Now you just sound like some sorta priss. They ain't never gonna call. You and I both know

Beverly turns her head in a defeat she'll never let Joe see. Her hair gets stuck in her Dollar
Tree Berrylicious lip gloss, smearing pink-tinted goop across her cheek as it whips around with the
wind. She keeps thinking about the telemarketing job, about how good it will feel when she 
getshired and how Joe will be wrong. Once she starts making money, she won't call him stupid, she'll

just laugh and make him come with her when she deposits her paychecks.

the new red-pink blush she tossed back there a few days before.

She wants to make herself look more beautiful. Beverly turns to the backseat looking for

"Dammit, Bev, couldya watch where you're driving?"The car swerves over the yellow median, into the next lane, as Beverly sifts through Mon-

ter, and Joe's old BB gun he used to shoot squirrels with while he was drunk.

ster cans, back-pocketers of Georgi Premium Vodka, some old shoes that had once fit their daugh-
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"Why don't you make yourself useful and grab the wheel, 'stead of sitting there and doin' nothin'"

"You gonna get us killed."
She turns back and holds on to the wheel while pulling the overhead mirror down to fix her

make-up, ignoring him.
"Maybe you should take on after me and look in the mirror once in a while. You look a 

mess, all stained and greasy, smellin' like smoke and booze."
"At least I don't look like some kind of hooker."
Beverly folds the mirror back up after fixing her gloss. Her eyes are dark, eyeliner and shad-

ow piled on. She stares at Joe.
"Now what the hell is wrong with what I've got on? Excuse me for wearing clothes that fit

me good."
"You look like some kinda Hooters girl with your tits hanging out like that."
She adjusts her light-pink tank top. "You ain't never been to Hooters, you don't know what

the hell you're talking about."
He lights another cigarette. "So where in the hell are we going?"
They're at a red light across the street from a lumberyard. Outside on a large banner, in big,

bold red print reads "WE ARE NOW 
"I ain't going in there." Joe says, crossing his arms.
"Yeah, you are. You're just being lazy, this place is good and you know it."
"I don't know shit, I'm not lifting up wood for uh living."
Beverly feels her face heating up. "Well you ain't doing much else."
"Just like your mama, always nagging and forcing me to do shit I don't wanna do."

The light turns green and Beverly spins the wheel and pulls on to the shoulder of Route 
She snatches the cigarette out of Joe's mouth and sticks it in her own, taking a deep drag, closing her
eyes, and keeping them that way. Joe doesn't speak and Beverly's voice is calm as she puts the car in
park. "Ever since mama walked in on you flying higher than a kite she's wanted to cut us off. That's
not my fault, that's your fault, Joey. So now you gotta do something about it or else we shit outta
luck. I ain't living in Hillside Acres my entire life and you know that."

"Don't act like you ain't never been high with the kids 'round."
"They was asleep, Joe. It was real late at night." She says, punching Joe in the arm. He always
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picked the one detail out of all the things she said or did to make her look bad. The one thing that
made her seem like a bad mother. He never talked about the books she found at the Salvation Army,

the ones that helped Lilah learn to read or the homemade dinners after work. It was always just the
bad 

"That ain't the point."
"Fine. That's what you want? Money? I swear, all you females talk about is money."
Cars have been honking as they speed by the Pontiac, parked haphazardly on the highway.

The rear of the car is crossing over the white line, sticking out into traffic. Tires screech and car
horns fade as drivers speed by. Inside the vehicle the couple ignores the sounds coming from the
highway. Trucks swerve to avoid hitting rusted metal.

"There's a Dunkin' Donuts at that gas station a mile up." Joe continues. "I'll see if they're
hiring, as long as it'll stop you from bitchin'."

Beverly's voice becomes quieter, "Yeah, that could be nice."
"I don't wanna hear it, just drive the damn car."
"That's all I wanted, Joey." Beverly likes winning these fights, as these small wins remind

her that she's the one that keeps this family going and that Joey would be nowhere without her. The
Pontiac merges back into traffic and she drives toward the local Dunkin-Donuts-gas-station, singing
in a soft, victorious falsetto.

She pulls into an almost empty parking lot that faces Route 13. Joe exits the car and steps
on a half-smoked cigarette. He slams the passenger door behind him.

"Good luck, baby," she shouts out from the open window.
Beverly pulls down the mirror again and begins applying more Berrylicious. She follows

Joe through the reflection in the small rectangular glass in the rearview mirror, watching him hoist
up his pants as he walks. She then becomes distracted again by her matted, blonde hair and tries to
untangle it with her fingers. They get stuck and she loses a plastic stick-on French-manicured nail
within a snarl.Her nose scrunches as she rips apart strands of yellow while the detached nail glue 

a sticky ball that hides behind the tangles. She ignores the glue in her hair and tries to press the nail
back onto her right index finger. It falls and lands on a mound of cigarettes that was filling up one
of the cup holders, smoked all the way to the filter. With delicacy, she picks it up and places it on
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the dashboard, leaning over to open the glove box, hoping she left the nail kit, or at least some extra
adhesive, somewhere in the car.

She's sifting around and finds an old envelope with a return address from the Supplemental
Nutrition Assistance Program and tears a bit of adhesive from the back. She sticks it onto her real
nail and presses the fake one back down, pushing and counting to thirty. After thirty seconds it falls
back off.

She stops trying and turns the radio up and grabs a half-smoked Newport from the pile,
lighting it with her hand hanging out the window. A breeze cools off her face and it makes her appre-
ciate her little, upstate town all over again. She feels refreshed and a little peaceful. She closes her
eyes and exhales another puff of smoke. Twenty-five minutes go by and she knows, she just knows,
Joey's sitting in some office talking to one of the managers, smiling and shaking hands. It's when her
eyes reopen that she notices Joe in the rearview mirror, speed walking to the car with a donut box
and an extra-large iced coffee. She adjusts the mirror and scrunches her nose again, unbuckling her

seatbelt and turning her body to face a sweaty-looking Joe.
Before she can move, he slides into the passenger seat and tells her to drive. Beverly looks

down at the mess on Joe's lap. The giant donut box has dents around it and coffee is spilled all over
his hand. "What's all this? Did you talk to anyone? Did you get an interview?"

"Woman, can we just get out of this place?" Joe keeps looking behind his right shoulder,

then his left.
"Where'd all this stuff come from?" Her voice is quiet.
His voice gets louder as he yells more directions and it makes Beverly's heart beat fast. She

puts the car in reverse.She halts before the area where parking lot meets road. "Left or right?"
"Does it look like I give a flying fuck? Just drive to anywhere." She turns left, away from

town, quickly pushing 80 MPH. She feels like she should be going fast because Joey's voice is so
serious and he sounds nervous. "Slow it the fuck down. Are you trying to kill us?"

Beverly slows down so she can turn onto a side road and after a few minutes of driving she

pulls onto the gravel shoulder near high grass, brown and yellow.
She looks at Joe's lap again. "Can you tell me what the fuck that was all about?"

"They ain't hiring.""Well, you were in there for a while, Joey. You must've been talking to someone."
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"Could you just leave it, they ain't hiring."She wasn't going to leave it. She felt her face heat up. "Joe, tell me what happened, I need

more than what you're giving me.""Fine, Bev, you want more? They didn't want some stupid son-of-a-bitch working for their

Dunkin Donuts, ya happy? Happy that they didn't want me?"
Beverly sinks into her seat. She lets the quiet mix with Joe's heavy breathing, lets it perme-

ate through her skin. She tries to say sorry, to apologize, to call them the stupid ones. But no sound

comes out."I figured I'd bring ya back something." Joe hands her the sticky cup half-filled with an iced

caramel latte.Beverly opens up the doughnut box. Inside lay a sloppy assortment of donuts, some crum-
bled and some oozing out Boston crème after being tossed around. She keeps the same look of con.
fusion on her face, her face still hot, still no sound. They don't look anything like the doughnut holes
they sell down at the Velero gas station, the doughnut holes that sit there for weeks until someone
marks them half price. They're big and fresh looking and colorful and Beverly feels a little giddy.

"I figured that if they ain't gonna give me a job or even an interview, at least I could get
some donuts out of 'em."

"But I take it you didn't pay for these?" She finally speaks, but she feels small, she can hear
it her voice.

"Some dumbass left 'em on the corner with all his stuff. He went to get all the sugar and
stuff for his coffee so that's when I just snagged 'em."

Beverly can't tell if she's happy or relieved or ashamed or mad. She looks at Joe and thinks
that it was sort of nice of him to bring donuts and coffee. She takes a sip of the coffee and let's it sit

in her mouth for a second, taking in its sweetness. They don't talk to each other for a few moments.
Joey stares out the window while Beverly stares into the coffee cup. Their moment of silence is
interrupted by a pattern of light beeps coming from their shared, prepaid Motorola cell phone.

Beverly answers, "Hi, Ma" She's staring at Joe. "Yeah, yeah I know we're late, but, uh, Joey
got an interview with Dunkin' Donuts. Yeah, right by home. Yeah, they said they'd call him back, so
fingers crossed." She pauses. "He got a whole box uh donuts for you guys, ain't that nice? Yeah, yeah
he got Boston crème. I woulda called sooner, but I figured I'd surprise you guys. We'll see you soon.
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Okay, thanks again, Ma."
Beverly is smiling, small and wilted. She plants a small kiss on Joe's cheek, leaving a pink

outline of her lips, glossy on his skin.
"This was sweet of you, Joey." She picks up a donut covered in pink frosting and little can-

died hearts. She takes a bite and a gooey outline of her lip gloss appears on the soft dough and she
can't remember the last time she had a donut. "The girls are really gonna love these."

"Yeah, ain't anything. Let's keep moving."

She pushes her foot on the gas, lightly, as if not to disturb the moment. While she contin-
ues onward, the wind blows in through the cracked window and cools down her pink face. Varna
looks golden again, and Beverly thinks about a night on the sofa, eating those little hearts, and
feeling 
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SHMUSHMORTION

DANIELA BIZZELL

We called it a shmushmortion. Driving through brown, slush-lined roads, he joked about moving
to Mexico. He joked that it wasn't his. He joked that it would come out dark-skinned, lacking 
that
pale-pink pigment so commonly found in the Swede. I joked that I would leave it on his doorstep
and that I would fly to Mexico. I joked that if he made another joke I would punch him in the face. I
joked that it would have beautiful eyes, unique, because both of our eyes were beautiful and unique.
Except I wasn't really joking. We both knew, when it came down to things, that he was broke, I was
still in college, and if there ever came a time, I would have a shmuhshmortion.

My best friend C and her older sister D were both pregnant once. Now they're childless,
happy in their young relationships, full of promises and dreams of finding a cozy apartment under
$900 dollars a month.

I was sixteen when D found out she was "preggo" — a word we used as teenagers because
pregnancy was an unrealistic fantasy that only existed on MTV. The older sister - wise, experi-
enced in the "art of sex," who was always walking around with her clothes off, doing college things

- was preggo. On a Saturday morning at eight AM, I drove to Planned Parenthood with D and C.
C and I spoke all night. We hid under heavy blankets, squished together in her twin bed.

"They would have had such a cool looking baby, though. Half-Black, half-Asian. And you
could be that aunt that kids run away to when their parents fight," I said with an excited, sleepy
smile, picturing myself preparing for some baby shower, buying onesies at the Baby Gap.
"It would be fun to have a baby around the house," C agreed. She was right, it would be fun.

At sixteen, babies weren't forever. High school boytriends were forever. Parents were forever.
1999 Honda Accords were forever. Things were cute, easy. I had never been inside a Planned Parenthood.
D and her boyfriend spent the night before the procedure holding her tummy, pretending to plan a family.
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They broke up a few months later.
Three years passed - I received a phone call. It was C. I was walking my dog through a

Polish neighborhood in Brooklyn, breathing in small wafts of spring air emerging from the depths
of winter in New York City. When I answered the phone, she immediately started apologizing for
things that needed no apology; she's always given sympathy to everyone else but herself.

She told me that she met a simple man in school, a school only a few miles away from the
house she grew up in. He sounded like a boy you'd find in a small town; he only had to drive a few
miles away from the home he never left to get to school every day too. She liked him. And she didn't
get too close. It had only been a month. Practical. Sensible. Mature. Pregnant.

The general consensus amongst my friends was that babies were bad, best seen from 
stranger's overpriced stroller, or a non-existent town in Mexico - a distant made-up vision imag-

ined by naive sixteen-year-olds eager to play house, to have a tangible result of a passionate love,
because babies came from love. Eventually, some girls from high school that I had spent superficial
time with began posting photos of baby bumps, Facebook statuses complaining about swollen feet,
all while exposing their uteri to the World Wide Web. These were acquaintances, girls that had the
same high school written on their diplomas.

The thought of a family, although premature, clouded the heads of the inexperienced, the
hopeful, the in-love, the not-in-love. And C was nineteen, not in love, with no need for hope, at least
not then.

She cried. A sound I heard in the secret hour of two AM, when something reminded her of
her mother, and sleep deprivation allowed her mind to open, allowing memories to reveal them-
selves. He didn't know yet. Her own father was a jackass. She was pregnant and alone with her
best-friend-turned-into-potential-cool-aunt, who once drove a scared older sister to a Planned 
enthood with chipped paint and nervous couples.

I was 200 miles away from that small town I once called home, in a city where babies re-
mained in the strollers of strangers.
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TRAINPOEM
SAM 

ALL POEMS WRITTEN ON SINGLE TRAIN RIDE, PROMPTED BY ONE WORD VISIBLE FROM WITHIN THE TRAIN
CAR. ALL POEMS WRITTEN USING AUTOCORRECT SOFTWARE. AFTER SUPPLYING THE PHONE THE
INITIAL WORD (ALWAYS THE FIRST WORD IN EACH POEM), IT RECOMMENDS THREE WORDS THAT THE AU-
THOR MIGHT WANT TO WRITE NEXT. IN SOME POEMS I FOLLOW A NUMERICAL PATTERN TO SELECT WORDS
FROM THE THREE PROVIDED, IN OTHERS I SELECT ONLY THE LONGEST AVAILABLE, IN STILL OTHERS
I SELECT PURELY FOR SOUND, BUT DO NOT PERSONALLY GENERATE ANY WORD EXCEPTING THE FIRST.
OCCASIONALLY, THE PHONE WILL REFER TO ITSELF. ALL INSTANCES OF THIS ARE SUPPRESSED.

Level and it will not let the bed and watch it
again and again for a long way from the start
and I don't think I might have a lot more than
one person who has been the most important

thing to say it

Rats in the morning is going to be able to get
a new one for the next two years of a good
idea but the other side of the year before that I
don't know what you want me to be the same

as a whole new meaning
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III.
Nightly routine for a long way from my house
and the rest of the best thing ever is when you
get the same thing over and over again in my
head and shoulders above all else fails me and

my dad just told me that you can do that for 
few weeks of a sudden urge to go back to sleep

IV.

Anxiety and depression and anxiety and de-
pression is a great day to be a good day to be a
great day to be a good day to day basis points
from last night was a little bit more than one
person who has been trying for so much better
than the other side of the year and I love the
new one and I love the new one and I have no
clue how much I miss my old friends

V.

Between a good time with the other side of 
year and I have a great day for me and I love the
new version is better to be the first half of the
year and I love the way I am a big fan and the
first half of the day before I get a good idea but
the other side of my favorite part is that the
government has been the most beautiful girl
in my room



VI
Prison letters to be able to do that to you but I
have no idea how much I love the fact that you
have no clue what to do that for the next few
years back and forth between us is the only
thing that could make the same time and mon-
ey and time consuming and I don't think that
it would mean the world is full of people who
don't know how much you mean



INTERNATIONAL NEW YORK TIMES

SHEA SWEENEY

Gochamba came first in the shape of lion. Di-
rect, possessed, running toward the camera.
All muscle, legs, and foaming mouth in the
wheat field. Gochamba was lion in the polit-
ical world, too. He stood at the plastic and
wood podium and said profound things to
people who dressed like him-spoke to his
race in tongues. He liked to feel the warmth
of other tongues. At UN (Unto None) press
conferences, before young journalists he hid
the golden fur around the collar of his ironed
shirt. His wrists were frail under diamond
cufflinks. "Gochamba was clad in blood dia-
monds," we wrote, without knowing where
he grew up without knowing 
like us, had run toward the camera. Here he
is: digitalized concern, purring laptop and
spider networks before and after every kill.
ing. Sodomy for the new age.
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I began to write about Gochamba. Across
from me was a woman who looked ex-
actly like a young Clarice Lispector. The
woman's beauty was empty on its own
but made everything around her look bet-
ter—in a harsh way. She made it difficult
to write about Gochamba, who was oft
being hunted in some desert or standing
at some podium wearing diamond cut-
flinks. Young journalists wrote Gochamba
was clad in blood diamonds. They dreamed
their voices echoed in the hollows of the
beast. If Gochamba and this woman were
ever to meet (which no doubt, they have al-
ready in the back of some cab or at a child's
christening), they would agree, "We love
to watch the people we love eat," because
it's true and because it would make them
both feel understood so they could carry
on with their nights. Neither turned away

from the camera.



SAN PEDRO, QUIOTEPEC
OAXACA, MEXICO, JULY 2014

WILL CARTER

while I doze
languid and loose

from overexposure
an illness spreads
through the brain

spinal column

liver
of a 
Nahuatl

his home tongue
he will be cut

open
Wednesday

while I sip
black coffee
while I eat
ripe fruit

on the balcony
that faces the dry

dotted mountainsides
of Oaxaca

the illuminated
slopes

clawing at the
edge

of a city
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THE CUSTOMER

WILL CARTER

I want you to know that your empty water glass means nothing to me. When you snidely request
that it be filled, I smile without my teeth. And when I pour tepid tap water into your glass, the one

that has your oily fingerprints all over it, l'm really telling you to go to hell.

Your napkin fell on the floor? You don't need another one. It's linen, and it's not dirty.
But now I have to throw it into a bulging garbage bag, and somewhere in midtown a woman will
need to use an extra teaspoon of poisonous detergent when she throws the squares of fabric into
an industrial sized washing machine. She wonders why she keeps getting sick, why her skin feels so
dry. And for eight hours a day, forty hours a week, she watches the discarded napkins tumble and
tumble in a frothy 

Ketchup? Hot sauce? Butter? Salt? Pepper? Did you take one bite? Did you taste the gourmet
food prepared by a chef who has worked in a kitchen for over twenty years and spent all last week trying
to balance the taste of the sea bass with the smoked tomato butter? I promise you it doesn't need salt,
pepper, butter, hot sauce, or ketchup. Especially not ketchup. Your palate needs to get out more.

I want you to know that when you don't finish your Steak au Poivre crusted with white,
red, and black peppercorns, or the dry-brined chicken with currants and farro, or the wild mush-
room gnocchi, or the duck fat roasted Brussels sprouts, or the yellow curried mussels, I sigh
heavily and scrape it into a growing heap of rejected cuisine. A heap located directly beside 'Linen
Mountain? I can't decide which I dislike more, the clean napkins waiting to be washed, or the

gourmet food no one will ever bother to eat.
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I want you to know that even though we masquerade as an uppity Parisian establishment,
the prep-cook is from Burkina Faso, one line cook is Peruvian, one Venezuelan, and the other
Senegalese. The head chef is a squat athletic type from Boston that used to skateboard. Oh, and we
barely passed our health inspection, but you're still paying twenty-three dollars for that 

I want you to know that we talk about you when you're not around. We discuss ways in
which we can convince you of our collective prowess, because ultimately it's all a big game for us,
to see who can steal the most money out of your pocket. The bartender has an exceptional talent
for this. He never sang backup for Jill Scott, he was not the first gay, black model to grace the run-
ways of London (he's never even been to London), and he absolutely was not in Rwanda during the
genocide. But I see that you just tacked an extra five bucks onto his tip because his stories dazzled
you so. Bartender: 1, Customer: 0.

Can you tell that we're all either drunk, high, coming up, coming down, hungover, jone-
sing or in the process of scoring? Really? You can't? Shit. I thought it was obvious. The next time the
manager comes to your table and blames the slow service on the computer system, just know that
it's really because your waiter was too wasted to remember to fire your second course. Or that he
was getting stoned out back.

Alright, maybe I've been a little unfair. You just want your money's worth, and I just want
your money, as long as it's around eighteen to twenty percent of your bill. But isn't that the prob-
lem? Money? You savor the combination of the sweet currants with the brined chicken, but you
practically choke on it when I drop that innocuous black book with a little white slip peeking out of
the top. And once you're gone and I pick up that book, I hold my breath when I glance at the total,
and my net happiness hangs on the number you scrawl on the little line that says "Tip." You'll know
exactly how I feel if I tell you "take care" instead of "have a wonderful evening."

For a moment, we both forget the woman in midtown hurling loads of linens into an in-
dustrial-sized washer. We forget the prep cook from Burkina Faso who just enlisted in the army so
that in four years he'll be able to go to college (he was fired recently for reasons I won't go into).
We forget the people who haul the sea bass from the ocean and gut it on deck but have never tasted
it soaked in tomato butter. We forget the chain of events that eventually produces that burst of se-
rotonin you're paying for each time you sit down to dine. We forget the people at the bottom who
make you feel like you're at the top.
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THE FURIES(OR THE FALL)
ERIC COURSEY

There is nothing
worthless that can come
from an accident
except death.

UNTITLED 1

ERIC COURSEY

war wraps us a part



I WILL NEVER HIT ANYONE EVER

SARA GREEN

Amanda doesn't know she's seven poets

All of them suffocated by their own mothers' handbags hiding gateway drugs

Illiterate screaming from a room down the hall and a man whose silhouette 
isn't

symmetrical with the floor

paces aimless authority and shuts her up with this thumbs in the grape skin light of 5am

Amanda is heavy and pissed so she is already up

crouching under the canopy institution with her bruised apathy and embarrassment just a

basement in her big feet

Locked facility mornings make her agitated because she is always the only one who

mistakes the volatile shower for a fountain of 
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We are always the only one

I go in there too sometimes, usually earlier than anybody when light's just a sand you

step on

and my nipples look like eraser caps in that chamber, that bath of salt crimped cold

Amanda doesn't come out for the longest time, so I imagine how she washes her hair with

milk, probably like the Egyptians, and I wonder if her mother would be proud of her for

brushing her teeth

Amanda is seven poets and all of them are dead now

She's wet but mostly inside and thrashes down the hallway in a towel with the 

economy of a 

"God Save the Queen" plays low-lifed from my Walkman while I watch proxy of a

bedpost I lean on

and Amanda,

under-graduated and throbbing, bleeds her tempest into the skull of a small mouse girl

screamin
Bone claps like a coin in a crack, like kettle, like piano keys ripped from their guts
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and a jawline watercolors a stream of hush on the floor

Broken legs of administration gathering around doorway, gathering around to 

someone because it always has to be somebody with a job

It won't make Amanda a worse person if at least one of them has a degree, but we don't

know that

Just

watch the bodies crop shadows against swelling dawn

Someone else with a job is making us all smell oatmeal, and the showers begin to buzz up

and down the hall

I slip into my biggest pair of pants to conceal my legs maybe broken too

Maybe hairy, maybe I feel like my face is too much of a metaphor for Lithium to do

anyone any good

And when I wear gray I look like a jaundiced old woman

I will never hit anyone ever

My heart peels for the rest of verses that don't get to the point of her punch
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Flossed barbed wire through my wrists to hold me above the pit orchestra that won't stop

being 

Won't stop begging for a mother

I too, am begging for a mother

Amanda is seven poets

All of them showered, all of them with socks in their mouths and their fists full of empty



FINDERS KEEPERS

KATHRYN KOLOUCH

This story is about giving blood. I gave blood three times. The first time, I gave whole blood, which
means you get fifty advantage points that you can trade for certain goods. Most goods cost at least
500 points, though. That's a lot of blood! To be more specific, that's maybe ten pints of blood. You
can only donate blood every fifty-six days. What's great about donating blood is that you can save up
to three lives with each pint. The second time I gave blood, I didn't really give blood, but I gave plate-
lets-which are useful for creating clots to stop bleeding. I don't know why the sick need platelets,
honestly, but I know they spoil after three days, and the hospitals are always in need, they say.

You can't give blood if you have AIDS. I don't. (Sometimes I need to cheer aloud for my
good fortunes because I am apt to focus on my mistortunes, anyway.) You also can't give blood if
you've spent more than three months living in Europe... who knows why? I guess it has something
to do with Mad Cow disease. I guess it's not super important that you know all the rules about
giving blood. I do think it's interesting. It's just not that important for the story, which I haven't
gotten to yet. I guess this is the background, or the exposition, or whatever you want to call it.
What is important is the third time 1 gave blood; I gave full blood. I also watched the whole thing.
The other two times I turned my head away and closed my eyes and clenched my teeth, but this
time I watched the needle get pushed into my arm, and I watched the blood go through the tube

and into the bag.
When I watched the red stuff go through the long tube, I thought of those Silly Straws that

I drank Coca Cola out of when 1 was a kid. This is another unremarkable piece of information, and
I realize it is slightly esoteric. Silly Straws are drinking straws formed into spirals and loops and
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zigzags. They make drinking much harder but also more beautiful.
So what happened was that by some strange coincidence the blood center was mobbed.

There are maybe a dozen stations in one room. They're arranged in a square, all facing the center,
so we can all see each other. There's an outspoken guy next to me who has high iron and "too much
blood." He's making the Phlebotomists laugh and me smile because he's saying, "Take a gallon! Take
it all! I've got too much!"

Well, they didn't. They didn't take a gallon of blood. They took one pint because they
always take one pint. I don't know why. I don't know this man's name. I met his wife, though. I
don't know her name, either. She sat at the cookies table with us. It's standard procedure to wait
about fifteen minutes at the food-and-drink table. They don't want you to pass out or faint or puke
or whatever may happen. I ate Oreos and drank Swiss Miss hot chocolate. I had to wait a long 
for it to cool down. It's always chocolate that burns your tongue...tea never does. I heard it's either
the sugar or the fat or something about the shape of the molecules in hot chocolate that makes it
burn your tongue more than other hot drinks.

While we were replenishing, we were talking. The guy was saying some stuff that I forgot 
then at one point he was talking about the phone call when he and his wife learned that they loved
each other. He talked about love for a minute, and then he stopped and looked at me and told me that I
shouldn't worry. He said I shouldn't worry about love because "God works in mysterious ways." He then
began describing this man that I love. He was describing what he looked like. I started crying, and 
the guy said, "Hey, don't cry. He loves you! He really does!" So I stopped crying and left the 

A good friend of mine is in the hospital right now because he had a manic episode. I don't
know what happened. I know that he's in a ward, and he doesn't want visitors, and he hasn't called
me. I haven't called him either. I guess I'm scared that he won't want to talk to me. I should really
call, but I haven't. Don't worry: This will become pertinent at the end of the story.

My blood type is O+, which means that I'm a universal donor. Anyone can use my blood.
What woes me is that I'm not a universal recipient like AB-, so if I'm ever in that situation where I
need blood desperately, there's a greater possibility that I won't get what I need. If you need blood
and don't get it, you die. I'll need O+. The blood center likes getting donations from O+ people.
It sure makes everything easier for them. I'm getting tired of telling this story. Is anything really
happening? Maybe if I do fifteen pushups my writing will get better. I can use words like 
and pusillanimous and acephalous and tergiversate. Maybe what I have to say can be said with 
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words we all know. There's a song out there for everyone. The thing about giving blood is over.

agement. The key is to walk with ease, observe your surroundings, and wink at hot people. I'm justWalking is a way to achieve moderate low- impact exercise and can be helpful in stress man.
kidding about winking. I never understand winks. I get them from all kinds of people in all kinds of

situations, and I always feel uneasy about Wouldn't it be a crazy twist if I were actually a vampire? It'd be ironic because the whole

beginning is about giving blood. I'm not a vampire. Traditionally, vampire stories are just fascist propa-

ganda. What terrible people would try to scare their children with lies about blood-sucking people?

I think I'm being funny, but I'm actually being frightful. I'm suffering post-traumatic stres.

I can't breathe, and then the lack of oxygen to my brain becomes a problem, and then I speak
without really considering the presence of anyone else. So here's an apology for that. Oxygen is an

element that all people inhale and need to continue living.
Blood will be given. See if you're eligible to give. I was walking home after I gave blood,

and I saw someone who looked just like me. They were bleeding from the stomach, and I asked them
what happened, and they told me that they had an accident at the wood shop and they were just
released from the hospital. I wondered aloud if they needed a blood transfusion, and they said, "No,"
so I forgot about it and kept walking.

Later, I went home and made a bath. I put in salts and oils and fragrances and bubbles, like 
Ialways do. I put on an hour-long song that has been proven in labs to slow your heart rate and 

inducerelaxation. I turned off the white bulb light and turned on a blue bulb light. I like blue baths. The
whole room was blue, I was blue. I was naked. I should have been worried that the hole in my arm
would open up in the briny water and cause me to bleed out. Luckily that didn't happen. I would
have been kind of embarrassed to die in a blue-lit bathroom listening to the most relaxing song in
the world (according to the research students at Stanford University). You can't really be embar-
rassed after death, anyway. The point is: I do this all the time. I mean regularly. One can't really bathe

for their whole life, though wouldn't that be a spectacle!
As time goes by, I continue doing stuff. I will do what I will do, and it's not so bad. I'll give

lood! I will give my blood to other people. How great is that? I shouldn't really be giving blood.
m almost anemic. I'm not the strongest one out there, you know? You don't, really. You can't see
le or my body. You can't see if I'm weak or strong, but I'm sure you can assume as much as you will.

sume whatever you want. I'm 
irritated.



The trouble with finishing this story is that the ending will make everything you've read
much different. I want to give it to you in a gentle way. Is the ocean gentle? We think of the ocean as

gentle, but the ocean can destroy pretty much anything with time. It can't destroy plastic, I guess.
When a lady with silicone implants drowns in the ocean, her body might sink to the bottom but
when the fishes eat her skin her implants will float back to the top. I wonder about this. I don't know.
It's not very important. What's important is policy making and economic reform. All the punks
think economics is bullshit, but they should know better. What's the truth?

My very good friend is still in the ward at this time.
I suppose this story ought to be a full-length novel, but I don't have time for that kind of

nonsense. Show me the money! This story is about giving blood, but it's also about money. Money is
important, like blood. Money is misunderstood, like me. Thank god I'm misunderstood! If everyone
understood me, I'd have been burned at the stake when I first became a woman. It's funny how some
people consider me a girl. I think women who are considered girls are the most misunderstood people
on the planet, you know?

You should see the desert, though. It sounds like nothing but it's not nothing. It's so clean
and hot. You might imagine that it's dirty because of all the dirt, but the dirt there is sterile, in a way.
There's no flu season, there's no need for Purell hand sanitizer, there's no pollution. It sounds like
nothing but it's really, really something. It's big, too.

What about the tragic story of the son of the mason man, the bricklayer? His son was small-
er than the other boys and wasn't good at sports and made too many jokes. He never really got 
strong sense of himself and couldn't find confidence anywhere. His father didn't know what to say to
him. His father probably hated him. So what did he do? Did he become an artist? We'd like to think
so, wouldn't we? No. He had a creative mind but he didn't have the confidence to share. His tragedy
was that he never shared his thoughts, so people assumed he had none. People gave him the worst
jobs. Once he got a job at the armory polishing guns. He died in a freak accident. Someone else shot
him. The funeral was brief. I want my funeral to be long. I want it to be a two-week vacation on my
island. It'll be what everyone dreams of doing if they manage to have an extra forty grand hanging
round.

I don't know if forty grand is the right amount. I just made that one up. I've seen billboards
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for vacations in Mexico. It's like that. Everyone who loved and hated me will be sent to Mexico ann
stay in the same building. The building will be under constant surveillance. They won't know about

that part, though. We'll record all the video and audio and then put them into a museum about how
people I knew talked about me after I died and what they said. I am assuming they'll be talking about

me, but I don't really know. They could talk about the great weather. The weather could be torren.
tial, too. In Spain they have this thing called Derecho. It's a weather pattern that lasts weeks and can

be very wet and windy. I hope Derecho doesn't come to my funeral. I have an awful feeling that my

funeral will be pequeño.When I go to a bookstore, I pay attention to the books. Whenever 1 pay attention to any-
thing, I feel people paying attention to me. I look to them and see them looking at me. They look

away, I leave the store. Why did I come in anyway?Blood diseases are very bad. I've been told that very isn't a very strong moditier. I've been

told a lot of lies!There's a blood disease out there that will kill you in a day if it gets the chance. I never un-
derstood diseases. They kill you, and then what? Life started because of the law of thermodynamics.
Don't believe me? Do you know what the law of thermodynamics is? Malaria is prevented by tonic.

Those blue eyes never found me again. I realized when I fell asleep. The most tragic thoughts
appear the very moment before that first breath of sleep. I can't remember why I remember. It's
hard to imagine a time when I thought I would see them again. Once hope fades, I wake up in the
world that exists today. Tomorrow and yesterday are both very far away, especially when you feel
the last bit of warmth drift further out from the heart that once beat faster. If you can believe it, I
am dead now. I, laying completely still, am getting text messages. I don't respond. Obviously this
American death is not official yet. When word gets out, nothing new will happen. Things will be still
for a moment. Go away. Go to Jerusalem and tell them all to be friends and post videos on YouTube
for the children of tomorrow. Sell your blood for cash --- even if you don't really need the money,
somebody needs the blood.
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PS + T(D)
ANNA SHNEYDERMAN

not from war
but three sec-
-onds of choking
affection improper
one or two pun

-ches? dis a s S

pst

once 
mania sets in
skin burns i taste
everything everyone
until room swirls
slug renders me
naked its lips fingers
toying with places
no consent limp
lithe black eyes on
moth wings boring
holes in gut while
manic summer ends.

psst. how are you beautiful?
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NOTES

GIANA ANGELILO

X

from nonfiction notebook:
what dumb luck born out of
copper head mouths, stolen by
december clouds, the kinds
that burn the sky up pink like
a wet slap across my 

cockroach lil white mouth foam

I GET UP
GO TO THOMPSKINS
WAIT W A 
COFFEE REPLACE
MENT
REPLACE ME W TWO
TINY MEN, GOLDEN
BROWN BAGGIES,
FRESHLY STAMPED

grey laughter
vulnerable 
your suit jacket
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on a recepit:
punch his eye sockets in till its 
PULP

from poetry journal:
own the bacon

what makes a person

love me for the moment
you deserve it, the candy wife
the rail line. the severed heads, 
of them, placed biblically beneath your

bed.

in a dope warm daydream i pull him
into dark room on knees tease his
hair out from the scalp coat him with

hot spit

"you're so crazy"

i am so crazy

keep fucking me. crazy girls we
come from broken homes fuck from
morning-to-morning fuck like our limbs'll
fall apart if you stop touching
don't stop touching

(a smiley face drawn in blood)

from french notebook:
veins sensation of coming into joy
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southern boy caught me smoking
outside big black building

eyes creamy

i saw you in a scene on margritte ceilings
the gold leaf. the altar.



WORD SLOES

SCHMELN RORBEN - CARTOUR

wires
why hers?

wry 
rye-er

bottlin bought hull inc.

vile let

bot hole wring
violet

viol lathe
vole lent
vie a lance

violent
tarmack

czar matte
perf orated
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KRI MORA
LINUS MUMFORD

I plunge deeper into a slouch in the booth's cushion, slip on a pair of shades, then fold my arms
together. I watch the passing scenery while Khloe periodically takes generous sips from her iced
coffee, without breaking her focus on the pages in front of her. Now where did she pick that one
up? Oh, just around. My mind wanders. I let it. I take a swallow from my mezcal cocktail. Several
years ago, our family spent spring break at our vacation house in Arizona. We stayed up late one
night gathered around a fire pit eating s'mores. What would we call a chihuahua bought on a impulse
from a Native American man earlier that day. Khloe sat on the ground playing with the dog, until he
snatched one of her golden brown marshmallows off the stick while it was roasting. He kept jumping
around the fire and barking at the shadows on the rocks. We pass out in our chairs around two.

Later that morning, my father wakes me up for an early hike. Just the two of us. Says he
wants to show me something. Now? Yes? We're somewhere in the Sonora Desert— that much is cer-
tain. The canyon is doused in a navy blue tint, enshrining the tumbleweeds and both of the canyon's
cliffs in shadow. Bats screech into the night as they swoop through the bushes. I dawdle back, 
paus-ing, then pulling back instantly each time I test the sharpness of different cacti. My father isn't fol-
lowing any pre-existing trail, but simply letting his little Maglite guide the way. He trailblazes, as he
pulls back several scrawny, thorn-ridden bushes. Sometimes he holds the way for me, and sometimes
he merely shines the narrow beam of light my way to make a constellation of thorns and brambles.
We traverse vertically into the depths of the canyon, there's one last dip, and then we snake upwards
for a while. The outing probably totals a good four or five miles altogether. He calls for me to 
hurryup as I stumble into an extra-stubborn mesh of thorns. When I emerge, I see by squinting at my skin
that my forearms and legs are completely covered in coarse scratches. He's led me to an open area
where we can see a large portion of the canyon and now he says, we've arrived. Three converging
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trunks at the bottom open up to a large canopied tree. We've strayed considerably from the small

riverbed. Hands on my hips, I lean out of this opening in the trees, and I see now the clitt is tapered
only slightly by some bushes growing out of the side of it. From here we can just make out the top of

and your mom are still sound asleep, he says. If only they knew what they were missin'.

our vacation house seemingly unlit-peeking over a small hill at the far end of the canyon. Khloe

les sleepily as his eyes catch the moon for a second. Isn't that a Juniper tree? He can barely contain
himself, his eyes lively and intense. I always called it an alligator tree, he murmurs, absently stroking

the bark, which is green with sharp edges. Read it on a plaque somewhere by the trailhead. Which

begs the question, what trailhead? But I keep it to myself.
Boy, I could tell you a lot about this tree, my dad says, rubbing his chin while he tries to

make out the top of it. Me and my friends, we'd chill out here all the time when I was young, while
the grown-ups were all busy playing gin rummy. Get up to all types of crazy shit, being young and
stupid, as you do. It would be Jax, me, Skyler, Blake, and sometimes his girlfriend Lucia if she wasn't
catching snakes in the depths of the canyon. We'd pass around a bottle of red, from California usu-
ally. I recall one time we shared something called "Cloud Break." We always got them from the vault
back at the house. The tree was almost as big as it is now, 'cept we cleared all the branches out of the
middle part here in '71.

What I'll say is it's pretty much intact since last time I saw it, far as I can tell. That's, uh,
musta been 1983, he exclaims, again looking for the top of the tree blended into the sky. He clears
his throat.

He tells the story about the underground city called Krimora while we lean back on adja-
cent tree trunks. I crane my neck to the east for the first surreptitious signs of sun.

So, I'm in the middle of the Australian Outback, in a desert, not really like this one, 
butpossibly similar in terrain, he says, and there's this huge stretch of white sand dunes. A dune juts out-

ward to form a corner, and with some dusting off, traces of a weathered wooden door are revealed,
locked shut by a buildup of sand. If you want to believe that nothing of importance lies inside
mean, how could it, alter all— then you would go back to your journey across the blank, homoge-
nous white landscape, and you'd continue on to your intended destination, so to speak. But it you
find yourself on this particular journey already, then let's just say there could never be any sort of
intended destination; the entire desert is just a waiting place, a directionless threshold, if you will.
But if you're the curious type, then you want to know what's behind that door. So you heave the door
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just a traction of the way open, alter multiple tries, and you squeeze through. You end up at the foot
of a kind of tunnel, with sconces lining each side.

Dad, I interrupt. C'mon, the sun's rising. Tell me what this is all about, now.
Ah, yes, the sunrise. Not an image easily erased from the memory. You kids and your mov-

ies, can't hardly wait for the end without a big man with foreign features and an uzi shooting up
the place. Just hold your horses. Anyway, you're in the tunnel, but only about a tenth of the sconces
seem to be working. Like that's going to scare you off. Oh, you find your way all right. The tunnel
don't stay straight for very long; it twists and turns and dips down at times. Then you climb down
a ladder and watch the scenery change and there's a rather sudden drop in temperature. Gradually
you hear the faint commotion of people moving about, and then the reliet washes over you. Boy, will
it be nice to be around people after so much time in the desert. Plus, you're still getting head rushes
from looking at all that white sand. Now, when you complete the last turn in the passageway the
end comes into sight as a swirl of different shades of brown and orange. People pass back and forth
with a rapidness that seems choreographed, like a performance. The people are mostly white men,
faces caked in dust and aged past their years by hard labor, all yelling violently over their shoulders
at one another, boasting various accents you can't make out, spit flying from their mouths as they
jerk along chained up hyenas. They could've been dingos, but they looked to me like hyenas, my
dad assures me. As one passes, it bears its teeth at you then moves along. They pull along donkeys,
too, that carry their food and valuables in precarious piles on their backs. The sweat oozes down the
animals' foreheads and torsos.

One man with ashy, soiled over hands turns to you and shows off a crooked, detached grin
and a handful of gold, opal, silver, and diamonds. He follows your eyes to the merchandise, then flips
them back into a knapsack under his many layers of clothing. He's gone as quickly as he appeared.
You become aware of the noise around you, through which you gather the depth and sheer magni-
tude of the place you've stumbled upon. There is dust everywhere, so you can't make out any clear
sign of a ceiling. What you hear, however, is a plethora of various different sounds. There must be a
hundred different kinds of birds in this place, or so it seems. Try to comprehend for a second.

I know it's hard, because it's early and your head's probably still reeling from last night, but

bear with me. Close your eyes now, and listen.
Out of the corner of your eye you see a falcon perched stock-still on a man's shoulder. He

has a fedora pulled low over his eyes and he's slumped on a stool at a storefront selling silk, 
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plastic covers to keep the dust off. He looks as a man passes by. It's early in the day still, but he hopes

to get many customers. What can we say about this picture now? Why are those talons clamped in so
tight? They look like they're digging into his collar bone and shoulders— six deep lines shooting out

from certain points on his denim jacket.
My dad shows me the spot on his right shoulder and chest area.
It's really a part of his body, you understand. You ever see one of those trees that has grown

around a chain link fence? His talcon's kind of like that. You blink and see that the man has now
slipped off his stool and tipped his fedora up on his forehead. Three guys stand next to the man with

the fedora, all of whom are staring at you.
Four hands land on your shoulders, slamming you to the rock solid ground, face first, and

everything clouds over in dust. Voices bark at one another towering above you, debating what to do
with this blatant foreigner. They pull you onto your feet, a man with bloated jaws and aviators on
looks you straight up and down, frowning just inches away from your face and pressing his stomach
into your right arm. Then the team marches you forward, wedging a path through the crowd with
surprising efficiency, and all the people stare at you with jaded yet zealous eyes. You've rounded a cor.
ner and they push you through a door, and down some well lit steps. A mouse scurries past you up the
steps. In the midst of the commotion, you realize the whole container of the city has got to be 
high, at least for a falcon to inhabit the place, because you know how they have to dive a long distance
to seize their prey. One of the big... whatever you want to call — the lugs, shoves you into the room,
barks at you, and points to a chair at a table. A single drop light hangs loosely from the ceiling above
the table.

Half a minute goes by, static audible from a radio across the room, while some guy sits on a
counter pounding on the remote, muttering curses. Then he chucks it away and goes to fiddle with
the antenna, having partial success. Someone's piercing laugh is heard through one of the walls, a
melodic arc of a laugh - ha-ha-ha! You catch brief snippets of gold and silver quotes from the radio.
The second Lug makes his way across the room in strides, looking down and stopping briefly to
listen to the radio and to fish out a packet of cigarettes. He sits down in the chair opposite you, first
sitting sideways while he lights a cigarette, then turning to face you. This one's an enormous fucker.
He's wearing a big white button-down shirt tucked into his waist with a black tie and a motorcycle

jacket. A tempest of curly blond hair casts a shadow over half his face, really negating any need for
the shades he's got 
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What's your name, my friend? he says, after opening a large binder of files and flipping through
various folders. I assume you have a name, don't you? We try to keep a log of any new faces, to our little
village here, down under. 'S okay. He licks a finger, finds the right page and quickly scribbles something

down, then shuts the binder. Sometimes they slip through the cracks— yes, unfortunate but inevitable,
he continues, the cigarette bobbing up and down to his somewhat slurred speech. But we try to keep
a census. Good thing to have, wouldn't you say? Just try to keep your head. You seem dazed, yeah? You

must be thirsty, I'm sure. Could you bring us some water? he calls out to Lug Number One.
So, let me start by saying that this is a completely self-contained municipality. And who

knows what your story might be, or how you found us. Frankly, it's none of my business. That said,
if you're willing to earn your keep, then we might let you stay. If you turn on us— well, perhaps it's
better to just avoid that part for now, what do you think? It's about a twelve hour shift, and judging
from those rags you've basically got your uniform already, so cheers to that. And if you don't like it,
well you can fuck off, frankly speaking. That's right. But let me be clear. You're not leaving outta here
the way you came in. Think about that.

The glass of water comes and I down it in four gulps. That's right, drink up, he says. Hey, can
he get a refill on the water?

He looks down in his lap, silently mouthing words to himself, then peers over his shades and
says to you, I know what it is. 'S the money, isn't it? Sure, you'll get your fair share down here. But
you'll have to pay your dues like everyone else. You come here unannounced — well, yeah. You gotta
meet us halfway. 'S just like that. He clicks and unclicks his pen five times and lets a cumulus cloud
of tobacco smoke drift over your shoulder. There's an intense pain in your head and in your ribcage
from getting slammed to the ground in the street moments earlier. Your mind goes to some giant
metropolis where you used to live at some point. But the nearest one of those is thousands of miles
away, and even that's just an arbitrary figure...

As he stands up he nudges the chair backward with his knees, then turns his back to you. He
begins to mutter things under his breath, and you can see him gesturing with his hands. He turns on his
heels so you can see his profile. He removes his glasses and squeezes the bridge of his nose, his mouth
slightly open. He scales the room in two steps, then begins to brew a pot of coffee. He quietly exchang-
es some words with his associate, and every once in a while lets out an excited laugh. The chatter grows
louder and the words bubble out spastically: well, yeah, the time constraints. We know about that,
don't we.
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The associate nods solemnly.

rest his elbow on the back of your chair.

The fat man squints at the associate, then swings his head toward you and scurries over,

He scrutinizes you from behind with widened, yellowish eyes. You have to be decisive, because we have rigid time constraints we adhere to. Things that extend way, way past the walls of thi

He glances around the room warily. Is it the blossoming asbestos in the corners of theceiling rubbing him the wrong way, or is it the stuffy air and implausibly low lighting? He searche
your eyes for a second or two longer. His keep flickering brown to yellow, and back again. Then, one
satisfied, he straightens his back (as much as it will allow) and turns, almost taking a slurp of cottee, bu

then you decide to open your mouth. When you do, you find that your words are rushed and hose.

hardly recognizable as your own voice.
You know, I, I'm really not cut out for this type of work, sir. I actually just st-stumbled in

here by accident. The last thing I ate was some, uh, ostrich jerky that I- (you swallow involuntari-

ly) —1 haven't slept in a while. Ahh. You mumble something incoherent.
And, you try to add, momentarily grasping a pseudo-useful thought, I thought there might

be someth—well, I didn't realize!
Now well into mid-morning, patches of light pierce through the leaves and shower our

hands and clothing. I look at my father. His face is at ease. He has stopped telling me about the dusty
underground city and now focuses his eyes on something behind me. I whirl around in search for
the object of interest. He must be looking at the tree trunk I'm sitting on, but I don't see anything
special about it. I look back at him. He gives me a look of irritation, holding an open palm out at me,
and again peers around my body at that same spot on the tree trunk. I follow his gaze again, half-ex-
pecting to find somebody behind me. At that moment an owl swivels its head to look right at me,
with two discus-sized eyes that seem to want to split open my skull with their sheer contact. 

the bird spreads its wings and sails off in silent, slow-moving flaps, which I feel as they reverberate
through the air. It seems to have doubled in size since taking flight. It diminishes into the distance,
through the folds of the bushes and trees.

I walk up and down the aisle talking to a friend from Seattle on my phone, involuntarily
kicking a soccer ball that rolled down from the next section. The train makes a curve in the land-
scape and opens up to some marshes with tall reeds sticking out. The train attendant motions curtly

94



over

Of the
Carcher

s, Once

Ce, but

loatse,

led in

ntari.

night

our

fo

ex-

en

te

e,

for me to sit back down. Khloe tells me her book is too one-dimensional and sets it down emphati-
cally. I nod and take another swallow from my drink. I ask my friend if he wants to talk to Khloe. He
says, sure, put her on. I notice a break in the clouds that looks oddly like an eye, which I try to 
out to Khloe, thinking that it might soon dissipate. She raises her eyebrows impatiently and nods.
Into the phone, Khloe commands: "OK. Well, tell them I said 'hello.?" She taps the red END button
on the phone and hands it back to me.
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