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A Giddy Sound 

- Rebekah Keaton 

 

There, in a brown chair, you float  

on time's rough nap and watch  

the girl you had vaguely loved at twenty | 

unhitched to time, swirl in a soft vapor  

in a dress of love and death, of seaweed  

green and narcissus blooms. You learn  

how time sparks and flits like fireflies caught  

in a mason jar.  

 

I mean, in that chair, you try to sly step  

middle age and your best friend’s cancer  

and love again his younger sister, the girl  

you once kissed in a stairwell of the college library,  

and later in the heavy dewed grass of a Tibetan  

prayer field, suddenly struck by the luck  

of being young and making love among the flags  

waving their allegiance to everything  

divine.  

 

You watch the woman learn to monitor  

fevers and signs of skin breakdown, and how | 

to expertly prepare syringe and vial, flick  

the air from the plastic tubing –  

like memory it bubbles to the surface. 

 

Your best friend groans, grips the metal sides  

of the hospital bed newly set in his parents’  

living room. She looks at you. Sees the boy.  

Delivers a steady pinch.  

 

The plunge makes a giddy sound –  

That drive to feel what’s needed, if not real.  





Another Afternoon at the Paramount Café 
- Lawrence Farrar 
 
  Hector Ewert peered through clear plastic framed glasses into the street below his 
second-floor efficiency. He sighed; nothing had changed; it was a day like every other day. He 
did not know what other kind of day he expected. Still, he felt disappointed. Some inchoate, 
undefined longing clutched him. He tried to wish the feeling away. But he failed. 
  He checked his watch (2:00 p.m.), then stepped into his tiny bathroom, where he postured 
in front of the mirror. Hector sighed again. Random gray hairs and, worse yet, splotches of gray 
intruded into his once solidly ash blond crew cut. Forty and, as he described it, a bit more, Hector 
was a self-effacing, self-contained man. Nonetheless, vanity exercised its private, attention-
grabbing demands. Perhaps one of those male hair products advertised on television… 
  Hector picked up a neatly folded newspaper, tucked it under his arm, and went out into 
the hall. He locked the door behind him, jiggling the handle ‒ just to be sure. You could never be 
too careful. Then, his left hand sliding along the worn-smooth banister, he negotiated his way 
down the dimly lit stairway, stepped out onto the sidewalk and set off on the two-block walk to 
the Paramount Cafe. It had become a Saturday afternoon ritual--coffee and perhaps a piece of 
pie. It had also become the high point of his week, and nervous anticipation gripped him, as it 
always did. 
  Hector strode purposefully along. It was an unremarkable day, like every other 
unremarkable day ‒ neither hot nor cold; the air comfortably warm, neither humid nor dry; the 
sky neither blue nor gray. Somewhat pleasant. Yes. He supposed it could be considered a 
pleasant day, but one quite ordinary. 
  Like the day, Hector, too, seemed unremarkable, a bit round-shouldered (too many years 
hunched over a drafting table), a man of middling height and middling build. He wore a dark 
blue, open-neck shirt, crisply laundered; tan gabardine trousers, sharply pressed; and sensible 
brown shoes, diligently polished. He exuded a kind of shabby gentility. 
  Neither in the city nor out of it, Hector’s street featured nondescript shops, restaurants, 
and two- or three-story apartment buildings. It was that hodgepodge kind of street where you 
could buy a used book, grab a quick meal, repair a vacuum cleaner, pick up a bouquet of roses, 
get your nails done, select a child’s toy, or, if so inclined, have your fortune told. 
  The neighborhood had seen better days. The Olde English street signs and decorative 
lamp poles once installed by civic-minded businessmen had fallen into disrepair; mosaics of 
cracked concrete decorated the sidewalks; and here and there For Lease signs on empty shelves 
leaned against dusty windows. In any number of places, a mason’s trowel or a painter’s brush 
could surely have been put to good use. A bus rumbled by spewing fumes and demanding right 
of way from a delivery truck with flashing lights. It was, Hector thought, a thoroughly ordinary 
place, like thousands of other ordinary places. 
  He passed a pair of drivers playing backgammon on the trunk of a taxi, disregarded the 
paper cup extended toward him by a homeless man, and sidestepped an elderly woman creeping 
along behind her walker. He’d encountered all of them before in the course of this weekly 
passage to the Paramount Cafe. 
  The rather grandly named Paramount Cafe was, in fact, an ordinary cafe, like every other 
ordinary cafe. It occupied the ground floor of a two-story building, the second floor given over to 
apartments. The cafe blended nicely into the undistinguished homogeneity of the structures that 
were its neighbors. Its gray stucco exterior was unremarkable, save for a few clinging strands of 



exhausted ivy and for its sidewalk windows that invited passersby to gaze directly in at 
customers wolfing down their sandwiches and beers. In warm weather, the proprietor cranked 
down an awning and crammed three or four tables outside on the sidewalk, forcing pedestrians to 
pick their way through the diners or to step into the street to get round them. 
  Hector paused on the sidewalk and, as if by way of confirmation, contemplated the 
pinkish-red neon sign in the window. Open. Of course, he already knew the cafe was open, but 
the lighted sign welcomed him, marked the cafe as a place where he would be accepted, where 
he could drink coffee at his ease, read his paper undisturbed. A regular customer, thus, he 
claimed the rights and privileges pertaining thereto. He could pass time. He could find refuge 
from the everyday, oppressive and, truth be told, lonely life he led. 
  Not only did the place provide sanctuary. Above all, Norma Driscoll, a waitress, worked 
in the Paramount. In Hector’s world of ordinariness, he considered her anything but ordinary. 
She was, alas, much too young for him, perhaps fifteen years too young. He searched for a 
proper description. Perky? Almost pretty? No. He decided she was actually pretty. He thought of 
her short-cropped black hair, her lustrous white skin, and her eyes which seemed to have seen it 
all ‒ and been made more knowing by the experience. She stirred in him a faint hope, a slim 
hope, but one he knew in his heart to be delusional. Fifteen years too young and likely wooed by 
a veritable cavalcade of suitors. Still, when he thought of her, feelings long dormant touched 
him. Hector could dream. 
  Heart thumping with excitement (his doctor would disapprove), Hector pushed through 
one of the long-handled double doors, crossed to the counter, and climbed onto a stool. The 
owner and cook, Jack Bligh, a large man, bull-necked and shaven headed, grinned at him and 
pointed at a printed sign hung above the cash register. In God We Trust; All Others Pay Cash. It 
was their private joke. Hector always paid; and he always paid cash. 
  Although the noontime crowd had cleared out, the air remained ripe with cooking smells: 
whiffs of garlic-laden spaghetti, lingering traces of bacon, and touches of some savory soup. 
Hector liked the smells; he liked the old movie posters, the incongruous paper lanterns, the red 
and yellow flowers in little bottles decorating the tables. He thought of the other patrons as 
comrades; he knew some by name, most by face. True, people rarely spoke to him, but they 
sometimes greeted him with a welcoming smile, an upraised hand, a friendly nod. The 
atmosphere in the place, familiar and ordinary, reassured him. 
  As Hector put down his newspaper, the heel of his hand came to rest on a sticky spot ‒
perhaps jam, perhaps syrup. It smudged and tore his paper. About to call it to Norma’s attention, 
he had second thoughts. He did not want to begin his afternoon sojourn with what she might take 
to be a complaint, a criticism. On the other hand, she might appreciate being made aware of the 
condition. What to do? He decided to say nothing, at least not initially. Perhaps he would 
mention it later. He sat silent as a Trappist monk. 
  “What’ll it be today?” Norma asked. “The usual?” The usual. Confirmation that she 
remembered him, that he occupied a niche, however modest, somewhere in her mind. He felt 
reassured ‒ the usual. 
  “Yes, please.” He lifted his eyes and smiled. He ordinarily said nothing more.  But now, 
emboldened, he added, “How are you today?” 
  “So, so. How about yourself?” 
  Her response, he concluded, revealed her interest in his well-being. What a wonderful 
feeling. 
  “Fine.  I’m fine, thank you.” Perhaps he could mention his stiff neck. No, that might 



seem too intimate, too forward. But surely it would not be untoward to iterate that he felt fine. 
And so, he did. “I’m just fine,” he said. 
  “That’s good. I’ll be right back.” 
  He watched her take several steps to the large silver urn located behind the counter. She 
moved with what struck him as feline grace. Comely, perhaps that was the word he’d been 
searching for. She merited being described as comely and, he thought, shapely. Her beige 
waitressing dress and white apron simply failed to do her justice. Simply failed. 
  “Here’s your coffee, honey,” she said. She placed the cup and saucer in front of him. 
Why had she included the little container of cream? Didn’t she remember he didn’t use cream? 
Fortunately, the fact she called him honey compensated for this small slight. Anyone knew 
honey was a term of affection. 
  “It’s a pleasant day outside. Quite nice,” Hector said. He wanted to say something more 
interesting, but nothing came to him. 
  “Yeah. I guess. Doesn’t look real sunny though.” He detected a slight nasal quality in her 
voice. It’s barely noticeable, he told himself. 
  Norma moved down the counter to tend to an elderly couple who’d come in for a late 
lunch. They smiled, and Norma laughed. What could be so funny? She disappeared into the 
kitchen, and Hector picked up his paper. He sipped his coffee and worked his way through the 
international news. 
  When two young men from the power company slid into a booth, Norma reappeared to 
take their orders. Again, Hector could not hear what they said, but Norma dismissed the two with 
a wave of the hand while they laughed convulsively. Hector hoped they hadn’t been rude. Some 
of these young fellows treated waitresses with a lack of respect. 
  His mug nearly empty, Hector signaled for a refill. 
  “How you doing over here,” Norma said when she arrived with the glass pot. Attentive to 
his needs. No doubt about it. 
  “Fine. Just fine.” 
  “Just let me know, if I can get you anything else. How about a piece of pecan pie?” 
  “Maybe later. Oh, by the way, there’s something spilled here on the counter.” 
  “Be right back.”  She went off to the sink and fetched a wet cloth. 
  “Sorry about that,” she said on her return. He wished she didn’t chew gum, but it was a 
habit easily forgiven. He watched her hands as she wiped away the spill. Red from work, 
nonetheless, her fingers were slender, sensitive-looking. Was he the only one who’d noticed? He 
nursed along the second cup of coffee. While so engaged, he removed a pencil from his plastic 
protected shirt pocket and tried his hand at the paper’s crossword puzzle. 
  “You look ready for that piece of pie. How about it?” Norma said. 
  “Yes, please. But, do you have apple?” 
  “Sure thing. How about a scoop of ice cream with that?” 
  Something extra; how thoughtful. “That would be good.”  
  She returned and said, “Pie ala mode. Here you go.” 
  He decided her small features lent her a kind of sweet faced, Kewpie look. But her eyes 
seemed disinterested. He suspected she likely found him as boring as gray paint in a closet. 
  “Did you hear about the two antennas that met on a roof, fell in love and got married?” 
she said. 
  His reverie interrupted, Hector looked puzzled. “I’m afraid, I don’t…” 
  “The ceremony wasn’t much, but the reception was great.” 



   Hector smiled. “Oh, I see the reception was…antennas.” Norma was joking with him. 
She’d never done that before.  
  His elation was brief. she walked away to give the old couple their check. This time he 
caught snippets of their conversation. He heard her say, “Did you hear about the two antennas 
that…” She was sharing the same joke with others. Hardly inappropriate, yet, he felt a little 
disheartened, a little envious. It rendered the earlier sharing less special. 
  A third cup of coffee seemed like a stretch. He glanced at his watch. He’d been in the 
Paramount for the better part of an hour. No one pressed him to leave. Yet, he felt awkward ‒ 
just sitting there. Perhaps one more cup. 
  Her voice. “Mind if I look at your paper for a minute? I’d like to check the movie 
listings.” My goodness; she had returned.  
  “Please. Here.” He scooped up the entertainment section and handed it to her. 
  She stood behind the counter, holding the open paper in two hands. “Do you ever go to 
the movies?” she said from behind the paper. 
  “Not often, I’m afraid.” 
  “Here it is. There’s a show at the Rialto I’ve been dying to see. Eight o’clock.” 
  Hector said nothing. His mind whirled. Was she suggesting they go together? Impossible. 
He dismissed the notion as deluded. 
  “I don’t like to go alone, though. Know what I mean?” 
  No. He didn’t know what she meant. Not really. Perhaps it was an invitation. What to do? 
What to do? 
  “Oops. Customer. Thanks.” 
  With that she handed back the paper and whisked away to tend to a man and little boy 
wearing baseball caps. Were they going to or coming from the game? It didn’t matter. Norma’s 
remark about the movie had captured his full attention. Hector laid the paper out on the counter 
and ostentatiously scrutinized the listings. His stomach knotted. Should he ask her? Could he ask 
her? She might think him presumptuous, even fresh. Did people still say fresh? Probably not. 
Almost anything seemed to go these days. Still… 
  He raised his eyes and saw her bringing him the check. “Don’t feel rushed. Take your 
time,” she said. Perhaps delivering the bill without being asked to do so simply provided an 
excuse for her to talk to him. She wanted him to stay. That must be it. 
  She looked at her own watch. “I get off at seven thirty. Just time to make it.” Was she 
merely thinking aloud? Or had she transmitted yet another signal? 
  “I was wondering if perhaps you would...” He foundered on the shoals of indecision. “I 
was wondering if perhaps you…would be good enough to bring me some more coffee.” His 
resolution failed, the magic carpet of anticipation transformed into an elevator hurtling straight 
down. Few things, it seems, are more incalculable than the ebb and flow of confidence. 
  “Sure. It’s on the house,” she said and stalked off.  
  At least he believed she had stalked off. Had his failure to respond irritated her? 
Disappointed her? Or had he read more into her words than they warranted? Hands over his face, 
he deliberated behind his palms. Be honest with yourself, he thought. You’re an absolutely 
ordinary person. There is no way she could be interested. He allowed his mind to explore their 
exchanges ‒ trivialities, all trivialities. In assigning meaning to any of them he’d deceived 
himself. 
  Hector extracted a twenty plus a five as a tip from his wallet and placed the money on top 
of the check. He drained his cup and stood, ready to leave. Norma had disappeared into the 



kitchen and, he decided, it would be best to be gone before she returned. Like a man in pain, he 
walked slowly toward the exit, twice looking back over his shoulder. He thought he glimpsed her 
coming toward the door. But, although he lingered outside on the sidewalk, she did not appear. 
Their encounter had been nothing other than a glorious, but childish, dream. 
  Wrapped in a cloak of martyred melancholy, he trudged back to his apartment building, 
made his way up the shadowed stairwell, fiddled with the key, and let himself into his confining 
little apartment. 
  There’d been a brief respite at the Paramount, his afternoon there an elixir he hoped 
would carry him through the coming dreary week. But, already a fresh wave of loneliness rolled 
over him. He sank into his old recliner and stared at the television set, without turning it on. 
Today had eclipsed yesterday and would soon evaporate into that insubstantial yet moving thing 
called time. And time slipped by, carrying him along with it. He could find no language for what 
he wanted to express. He wanted to weep, but could find no release. There was no escape from 
the dreary, humdrum life he was fated to live. 
  He pried the cap off a bottle of beer, nibbled some crackers, and munched a little Brie. 
Lolling in his recliner, serenity embraced him, and he began to smile. In some respects, it had, in 
fact, been a better than ordinary afternoon at the Paramount. He should have realized it. Norma 
had talked to him a half dozen or more times. She’d joked with him. And she’d hinted she would 
like him to take her to a movie. His assessment had been wrong. He had given up too soon. He 
wanted to believe this. And did. Perhaps some of that hair treatment, perhaps next week. A 
jumble of thoughts and counter thoughts bombarded him as he anticipated another afternoon at 
the Paramount Cafe. 
  Then it struck him. Why wait? The time for Hector Ewert to act had arrived. Damn right. 
The time had arrived. 
  At 7:20, freshly scrubbed and outfitted in gray slacks, a white shirt, and checked sport 
coat, Hector Ewert stepped back into the Paramount Cafe, now busy with customers. He hovered 
just inside the door. Two or three of the regulars greeted him as they passed by. The room was 
lively with the clink of cutlery, the murmur of voices. 
  Norma emerged from the ladies’ room precisely at 7:30 dressed in a simple white blouse, 
straight brown skirt, and flats. She carried a purse. 
  “Hi, Mr. Ewert. You forget something?” she said when she reached him at the door. 
  “Yes, Norma, I forgot something.” He looked at his shoes, and then screwed up his 
courage. “I forgot to ask you if … if you would like to … to go to the movie with me tonight? 
The one at the Rialto.” Nervous apprehension grabbed at him, and he trembled at the expected 
answer. But he had made up his mind. He had to escape the ordinary. At least to try. 
  Her lashes fluttered, like those of a Southern belle in an old movie. “Why, Mr. Ewert. I 
thought you’d never ask.” She looped her arm though his, they went out the door, and he hailed a 
cab. What could have been but never was now might be. For Hector Ewert, today had turned out 
to be an extraordinary day. 





Brother 
- Hannah Jane Weber 
 
We grew up in the same home, 
experienced it together with different eyes, 
and became two worlds woven with each other’s threads. 
 
I wear your nonchalance and humor on rough days, 
days the threads feel loose and I am lost. 
 
Whenever I am overjoyed with this world 
I’ve been spun into, 
it’s your swagger that shapes my gait. 
 
Each time we say goodbye, your hug adds another thread 
to the fabric bridging our distance. 
 
The bridge grows longer with each “See you soon,” 
and it’s tough to tell whose heart belongs to whom, 
whose sorrow is storming across my face 
as we turn away from each other 
and start the long walk home. 



Coffee On, I Stare at the Garden and Think About Borders 
- Nathaniel Cairney 
 
As the neighbor’s chickens 
aerate our lawn, I can’t help 
thinking of how you hated 
 
gates, even there, in America, 
your front yard still fenceless 
despite unforgiving creatures 
 
turning up often. You caught 
foxes slinking toward windows 
where your cats napped. 
 
Twice you saw a coyote, 
once the prints of a cougar. 
But your cats survived, 
 
and besides, there were 
warm August nights 
when molting mallard mates 
 
waddled in 
to claim refuge 
in the cool wet grass: 
 
you would call me over 
and we would melt 
at the sight of them sleeping, 
 
heads nestled in wing feathers, 
flightless fragile bodies 
curled beneath aspen branches, 
 
   togetherness their only defense. 





Evening Reflections on the Early Mornings 
- Carlin Corsino 
 
The day was young and she 
was all so new. She knew nothing of money 
less the copper-bright pennies 
sometimes picked from the junk drawer 
in the moments when she thought 
she could fool us. I would wake  
with the dawn birds singing the sad reveille  
of working men, sneaking 
into the room to carry her downstairs for cold 
milk cereal and warm embraces to start 
the day. A nightgown dusty with dreams 
settled from her sleep’s rest and plastic spoon 
tapping time with my work 
watch eager to rejoin the machines 
of its industry. Each morning she made more 
elaborate plans to sell cookies or 
lemonade so that I could take some 
days off to which I said 
there’s a bill to pay, my dear.  
And one fine day when the dawn 
light shone truest through the finger- 
smudged window and reflected from my watch 
face, the thing stopped and I resolved to quit 
shift work at the far-away factory, but 
by then she had stopped squeezing 
lemons and I knew I was already 
too late. 



Faux Thaw 
- David James 
 
If ever a day so deceitful, so 
promising in its delicate sunshine, 
you’d stow all the wools and flannels, change out 
storms for screens ‒ the mud-framed sidewalks, matted 
gardens so bathed in clemency you’d stamp 
COMMUTED on the calendar and free 
those squirmy inmates from their times-sevens 
and prepositions to make a giddy 
getaway into rumpus rooms of blue 
and wispy white ‒ today’s that kind of day. 





First Chill 
- Al Ortolani 
 
For the first time in weeks, you wear 
the Patagonia jacket, tighten 
the laces on your leather boots, walk 
the trail through the familiar woods. 
When it is your time to go, and here, 
you are referring to the final departure, 
there is a fondness 
for things you can touch, the beaten 
deer wallow, the tall grass rifled 
with thistle and goldenrod. 
There is melancholia, of course, gray clouds, 
saddle soap on old leather, 
the things of a poem. On the other hand, 
 
a hawk, wind in his wings, is gone 
behind the ridge the moment 
you turn your head. His tracks in the wind 
are as invisible as your breath. 
The intangible is what you cannot bear to lose, 
here, where love drops leaves, where 
tomorrow rumbles in the west. 
 
A small boy in a hoodie 
keeps step with his grandfather. 
Both know the path through the trees. 
They speak easily as if time itself 
is sheltered by the sky. 



Game Time  
- Adam Restinow 
 
  Not the best unit in Green Meadows, not the worst, just the one Barbara can afford. 
Standing in the doorway of #212, she remembers nights spent in above-average motels. But there 
are incongruities.  
  The door cannot be locked. Instead of a keyed doorknob, there is an aluminum pull bar. 
Anyone can enter this unit at any time. The pictures on the walls of living room are not motel 
pictures of dogs playing poker and coastal sunsets. No, scattered on every wall are black-and-
white photographs of people with their names boldly printed on the bottom edge – a police 
lineup of smiling faces. Too, there is a bathroom with a walk-in tub, a bedroom containing a 
single bed and no kitchen. No piece of furniture has a sharp edge or a squared corner; 
smoothness and roundness prevail. Of greatest significance: every room has a blinking, ceiling-
mounted camera. This is not an ordinary motel suite. 
  As Barbara enters, a man sits at a walnut-veneer desk facing a window overlooking a 
swath of lawn edged with wild flowers. This man is Andy, Barbara’s husband of fifty-one years. 
He is playing a game of concentration with eight face-down cards: two aces, two kings, two 
queens and two jacks. At the moment he cannot remember where the kings are. 
  “Good morning, Andy.” Even though Andy is barefoot, unshaven, and wearing stained 
pajamas, she adds, “You’re looking good. I hope you slept well.” Barbara always starts her 
visits, which are every day, positively; her goal being to feel good about trying. Her therapist has 
repeatedly told her to focus on small achievements; there is no benefit in regret and anger is your 
enemy. 
  Andy, accustomed to what seem to him random visitors, stands, turns and says, “Why, 
hello. Good to see you. How have you been?” He extends his hand, they shake. In this instant 
they are ordinary people. Indeed, given their financial straits, their unfulfilled hopes, and their 
acceptance of sacrifice, they are as ordinary as corn flakes.   
  Barbara sits in the room’s other chair, a black leather recliner which smells of lemon. An 
attendant has been here recently. “Andy,” she says, in a rush to do good, “why don’t you sit back 
at your desk? That was your desk from home. Would you like to play a memory game?” 
  Andy blinks twice as if signaling to himself to say something. “Sure, let’s play. You go 
first. A woman should always go first, that’s what my mother taught me. What are the rules?” 
  Barbara sighs, bows her head so that Andy doesn’t see the tear. Lifting, she smiles and 
says, “Well, I tell you something I remember then you tell me something you remember that 
somehow matches my memory. For example, if I remember eating bananas for breakfast, then 
you tell me what you remember having for breakfast.”  
  “Who wins?” 
  “That the best part. There are no winners. We just play for the fun of it.” 
  Andy sits and says, “OK. I think I can do that.” 
  “Great. Here goes. Remember when we were in sixth grade at St. Sebastian’s?  You were 
short for your age so the nun put you up front. That way you wouldn’t block her view of the rest 
of us. She always sat behind her desk – first line of defense, I guess. Threw pieces of chalk at 
kids, usually boys, who misbehaved. Anyway, I was in the last row. Back then I was the tallest 
girl in the class. I was so embarrassed. Kids thought I was some kind of freak. Called me Queen 
Kong. Now you tell me something about St. Sebastian’s.” 
  Andy is silent. A minute passes. His brow furrows, and beads of perspiration appear on 



Barbara’s forehead. Then, suddenly, he speaks. “I remember our uniforms. Girls wore green and 
gold plaid skirts that covered their knees and white long-sleeved blouses. No jewelry. I wore 
dark blue pants, a white shirt and a black tie. My mom hated white shirts ‘cause they showed the 
dirt from recess. Always yelling at me to stay off the grass, stay on the cement. She took pride in 
personal appearance. Never left the house without her makeup on. Anyway, dad would tell her 
that never-ending laundry was punishment for having a boy but her reward would be a man who 
would take care of her when my dad died. Then she’d say something about his punishment being 
three nights in a cold bed and that his reward was the hand she didn’t slap him with. Then they’d 
laugh. I remember the laughter.” 
  Barbara wants to hug him. Success! Victory in sight, she continues. “And when we were 
sixteen, do you remember walking to the library together? I lived a block over from you, and we 
would meet on the corner. The library was a mile away but we didn’t care. That walk was our 
time with each other. Other kids, especially girls, would see us walking and giggle and whisper. 
We knew what they were thinking. And they were right. We may have been young but we were 
connected. I still feel that connection, Andy. Remember then?” 
  Andy’s face, especially his eyes, and his body dissolve into blankness. He disappears. “I 
don’t remember walking anywhere. I think I rode my bike a lot, and I think I had friends when I 
was young. 
  “You know they have a library here. It’s probably not as nice as the one you’re talking 
about but I go there once a week. I don’t take anything out ‘cause I might lose it. Instead, I sink 
into one of the chairs and page through the National Geographics. Some of the pictures of 
African woman make me blush, and I’m careful not to let anyone in the room notice that I’m 
looking at them. But the pictures of animals are wonderful, especially the ones of wolves. I’ve 
aways liked wolves. Did you know dogs are descended from wolves? So, seeing them reminds 
me of the dog I had when I was ten. Don’t remember his name. He had curly gray fur and big 
eyes, didn’t weigh much. Used to leap onto my bed in the mornings and lick my face until I 
woke up. My mother would complain about the dog hairs all over the furniture. But my dad was 
the one who gave me the dog, telling my mother that he’d train it. ‘Course he never did. I had 
great days with that dog; got my exercise chasing it in the park. But that dog would bark and 
bark at anyone who came to the house, scared my sister’s dates half to death. And then one day 
that dog disappeared. Dad told me he took it to an old dog’s home.” 
  Resentment sweeps away restraint. “Now, Andy, you never had a dog or a sister. And 
there wasn’t any park in our neighborhood. Are you sure you’re not thinking about some TV 
show you just saw? There’s a lot going on here, new people, new food, new room. Maybe all this 
newness is causing you to mix up what is with what you wish had been. God knows we had our 
good times and bad, and I wasn’t the best person to be around. Whining about stuff that really 
didn’t matter. And I’m sad about that. There’re nights I can’t sleep just thinking about what 
might have been.” 
  “Well, you might be right about what’s real and what’s not. But I’m real, and everyone 
here is really nice to me. There’s this one guy, Ray, who brings me meals, three times a day. He 
sits in that chair you’re on, and we talk while I eat. He even cuts the roast beef if I can’t manage 
it. You know there are days when my hands seem to have a mind of their own; I just can’t figure 
out how to control them. But Ray always knows what to do. Tells me about his family: wife, two 
sons and a daughter. Hopes to send them all to college but knows that means he and his wife 
work two jobs. Loves his children just as much as I love my son Pat. How is he? Haven’t seen 
him in a while.” 



  “Oh, Andy, Pat’s our daughter. She was here two days ago, told you she was pregnant. 
You hugged here and told her that if it was a boy to name him after her father-in-law; you didn’t 
think you were the best role model. Said that if it was a girl to name her after me. Don’t you 
remember her?” 
  “Why sure I do. She must have been that woman in the white dress who visits me once a 
day, gives me some pills to take and checks my blood pressure. Didn’t recognize her as Pat but 
that must have been her. I remember when my wife was pregnant. She was so excited, ran up and 
down the block telling all the neighbors, people she didn’t even know. That baby was the best 
thing that ever happened to us.” 
  Resentment surrenders to anger. “That baby died a week after being born. Saddest day in 
my life. Didn’t think I could or would have another. But you insisted, wanted someone to carry 
on the family name. Told me we had a responsibility to procreate. I was amazed that you had that 
word in your vocabulary. So, we tried and tried. Got down on our knees before we got into bed 
and prayed to a God I didn’t believe in. How I hated you for being so optimistic. Now a day 
doesn’t go by that I don’t relish Pat. She changed me, made me consider someone other than 
myself. Probably wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for her.” 
  Andy stands and walks over to Barbara. Placing his hand on her shoulder, he says, “You 
seem like a considerate person; it was good of you to play this game with me. And it sounds like 
you’ve suffered. But everything will be fine. Did you know that when I was in sixth grade at St. 
Sebastian’s that I was one of the shortest boys in the class? And did you know that there was a 
sign above the blackboard that read Fear not, for I am with you? Well, despite being small, I was 
never afraid of anything or anyone. And I’m still not. What’s there to be afraid of? What’s the 
worst that can happen?” 
  Barbara stands and wraps her arms around her waist. “I’m afraid of my future, Andy. 
You’re leaving me, and I’m leaving you. The real you will just be a memory.” 
  Andy awakes. He takes her hands. “Barbara! How are you? Come to visit your favorite 
husband? So, tell me about your day. Been shopping? I could use some new shirts. Have to look 
good when you go dinner here. Breakfast is adequate, lunch is mediocre but dinner is great. You 
know, I was just thinking about you, and here you are.”  
  Later, crossing the parking lot, Barbara, former high school English teacher, remembers 
the first stanza from the Emily Dickinson poem. 
 
  Success is counted sweetest 
  By those who ne’er succeed. 
  To comprehend a nectar 
  Requires sorest need. 
 
   Closing her car door, she texts her therapist: small achievement.  
 
 
 









Midnight Appointment  
 - Goddfrey Hammit 
 
After my grandmother died, I was sure that, any night now, 
I would be haunted, that I would wake with a start and see, 
there at the end of my bed, her, just as she had been 
 
at the little desert pond, when we were both younger, 
the memory I kept returning to as she died slow, 
just a few feet away – the only time I ever fed bread to ducks. 
 
I spent a week lying there like Ebenezer, waking up from sleep 
as if to keep an appointment, though there was no bell tolling 
twelve o’clock on the dot, when it was supposed to happen – 
 
I lay watching the clock, waiting, just as I could imagine her, 
my grandmother’s ghost waiting around all day for a visit in death, 
still adjusting to this new existence, as one adjusts to a new hospital bed. 
 
But, night after night midnight passed, and there was no toll and no ghost 
and then it was the morning of her funeral, and my first full night’s sleep 
in a while, when I woke early to find the coffee maker turned on, 
 
yesterday’s grounds still caked like dark rain-soaked soil and no water 
in the reservoir, just the little blue light glowing and the hot plate 
heating an empty carafe and the earthy smell of burned coffee. 
 
I pictured my grandmother, after I had fallen asleep at eleven, 
there at the end of my bed, waiting as midnight turned to one, 
one turned to two, until, finally, she would be yawning, 
 
and she would decide to put on a pot of coffee to keep alert, 
as she used to do those nights I would sleep over; 
in life, it had been in bed by eight, her snoring filling the house, 
 
so that she could rise at four a.m., and wander the empty, quiet house, 
good practice for a ghost, and I would wake up hours later 
to the smell of coffee, just as I did on the day of the funeral, 
 
forgetting, in that hazy state of mind when people often see ghosts, 
that I wasn’t ten years old again, and I wouldn’t find her waiting, 
ready to go, an old loaf of bread in hand. 



Mothers 
- Amanda Rosas 
 
When we shatter, let this be the time that many hands 
come and try to hold us together. Some with needle 
and thread. Some with drains and spackle. Some with 
warm tea and warmer words. Two hands mix stone 
with cement. Another pair sits cradled and cupped  
underneath us, just in case, to catch our insides. 
 
Feelings of forgiveness are drying up like the wilted 
heirlooms scorched on the vine. Frustration loiters 
beneath like the wildest of weeds roguely sagging, 
ready to give in to the spoils of heat. And still we 
must live and work and childrear and sweep through 
the day in one prolonged gasp. 
 
A time will come when our present is read as past, in text 
or in the rippling words of a private journal. Or seen on a 
corner sidewalk plaque by the slanting feet of pedestrians lost 
in air pods and thoughts. When this is history found with poem 
in the driftwood shelves of libraries, let the story be that our 
efforts were gallant before the fall, that we mended the wounds 
of tattered skin, calmed the friction in a battle of untold tears. 
That after a while, a time came like postpartum to nurture and 
rebuild. And we possessed the handheld capacity and motherly 
humanity to do it. 





Pop-tops 
- Lois Greene Stone 
 
  “Whoosh.” Heard that only in my head as I stared at the pull-tab on a can of soda. “Are 
you going to rush out, fizz-sound?” I talked aloud to the closed container while also searching 
my utensil drawer. 
  I removed a substantial curved plastic hook designed to grabs the ring on a metal soup 
can.” Hello, gadget!” I think it knew it was helpful for my challenged hands. Other things in that 
drawer assisted with turns, twists, yanks, but I hadn’t tried this hook on a soda can. “Too thick, 
or, maybe, the soda can’s opener was too small?” Since I had a connection with my gadget, I just 
knew the problem was with the can’s design. 
  I took a screwdriver and tried to just get the thin aluminum piece started. “Lift,” I 
commanded, knowing if it totally broke off, then the can would not be able to eliminate its 
contents. With damaged soup-tabs, which don’t bend back a section but removes the entire lid, I 
can generally use an old-fashioned can opener and go round and round and off will come the top; 
not with soda. Fingers, once so able, struggled, and the screwdriver did not want to engage the 
pull-tab. I removed a pair of pliers from the drawer; they were too thick to get under the thin 
tab’s circle. I felt as if I were performing a stand-up comedy routine. 
  Hmmm. I use tweezers to tug at sealants under caps of ketchup bottles, mustard 
containers, and such. For several seconds, I believed I had the solution. While that got the tab 
slightly up, my weak thumb and first finger could not move the little aluminum circle into 
position to actually dent the can’s top. I needed tweezers with the grip of a pair of pliers! Okay, 
the aluminum can definitely won the game of open/keep closed. 
  “I am still often succeeding in the bottle/jar category.” I told that hook and put it back 
into the drawer next to a kitchen gadget my mother had given me when I was first married. A 
sturdy handle made of Bakelite plastic was attached to but above movable teeth-like steel. Just 
rotate the hold-part, open the ‘teeth’ to jar’s size, clamp the metal around the lid, then twist the 
smooth rectangle with my palms. My magician’s ‘open sesame’ happened with that! 
  “When was the last time I used you?” I addressed an old metal opener that latched to the 
rim of a can, hand-twisted what looked like a key, and round it would go severing the lid from its 
cylinder. My mother had also given me a device that pierced a can of juice (or soda) making a 
small triangle, and that opening became the pour spout. She made sure I also had a plastic soup-
size dish that was colored bright yellow; it had a ridged projection in its center. A sliced-in-half 
orange got placed on the ridge’s top. As my palm moved over the rind, fresh juice tore from the 
pulp and dripped into the bowl. Only the Bakelite plastic-handled opener was still used even 
though it seemed to sense I haven’t the strength to exert enough pressure to rotate and unseal. 
Just saying out loud the word for this grip’s composite gave its age away. And lack of strength 
might give mine as well. 
  I poured myself a glass of water. The soda can had totally won. 
  I Googled the word Bakelite: “... first plastic made from synthetic components”. 
“Trademarked synthetic resin ...” formaldehyde.... “... other plastics came to the market and 
edged out Bakelite.” “can still contain up to 5% asbestos.” Insulation, growing up, was asbestos; 
formaldehyde was usual in material and cabinetry. As with my offspring enjoying raw cake 



batter nestled in a cumbersome glass mixing bowl, licking the beaters and having cute sticky 
fingers, all of these are no longer ‘safe’. 
  I touched the possibly-now-antique jar opener my mother had purchased. A smile of 
pleasant memory traveled from fingers to my thoughts. It still had a use I could manage. I 
decided that when I want soda again, I’ll buy twelve-ounce bottles! The 1950's Bakelite handle 
will rotate to get the bottom’s metal teeth to the correct size for the cap to clamp, turn. Since I do 
talk to myself, out loud and victorious, of course I’ll say to the air, expecting it to reach my 
mother’s ears, “Thanks for this.” 



Senior Housing 
- Claire Scott 
 
only 400 
square feet 
a living room 
like a canary cage 
the canary 
long gone 
 
a closet disguised 
as a bedroom 
small cot 
and a child’s chair 
no dog-eared 
books and stacks 
 
of CDs without 
jewel cases 
Byatt and Banville 
and Beethoven 
banished 
to Pickup Please 
 
no place for 
paintings or 
puzzles missing 
a piece of the sky 
only a cracked 
terracotta pot 
 
on a dollhouse 
table, only 
the cup from 
my daughter 
a wobbly heart 
and Best Mom Ever 
 
spalling into smaller 
and smaller pieces 
no proof 
of the past 
to say I was 
here once 
no way to leap 
ahead to before 



Surface Tension 
- Alise Versella 
 
Come now down to the harbor 
Where the boats all float like Ophelia 
Lain upon the tar-black lagoon 
Whimpering with seagulls 
Wings flapping like laundered sheets the hotel maid pulls taut 
Like the cheeks and crow’s feet creasing at the eyes 
Of smiling crones in Upper East Side plastic surgery offices 
Come now and grease the pulleys, come and hoist the ropes 
With sinewy arm—too skinny like clucking wings of hens 
Pecking at ticks in the grass 
Let me know what it is to kiss 
You listless 
Like the wind at evening toll under moonlight on creaking dock 
Bone-white 
.   Bleached by salt 
Come walk with me 
Let us embark 
Let us drop our toes off the planks 
The barnacles at the piling—as you pile your hair atop your head 
Let us jump fully clothed into these dark waters 
Let us float merrily 
Unencumbered by shoelaces coming untied 
Unaware of all that keeps us sinking 
 
Below the surface of the gently lapping wave 
And the cool, dark air. 



The Gorge 
- Carla McGill 
 
A wide gorge, purple, 
red aggressive edges 
ragged stones 
sharp and sudden 
later turned into those smooth 
river stones I love, 
and this was my young journey. 
 
Now ocean mist and coffee 
from the café provoke me 
to shuck the remnants, 
hop on that sailboat 
to reach another shore 
 
Every sea ride 
now is like the burial, 
ashes swilling in the wake, 
my father on his own 
dusky quest 
without a compass 
 
Yet I do step into a clear 
sparkling pool, swim freely 
with gorgeous clear-hearted 
views, yet watching, like 
a desert hawk or mountain eagle, 
all movements of all shadows. 



The One about the Birthday Party 
- Allison Thorpe 
 
You know how it goes: 
some kid who’s turning two 
discovers cake like it’s sliced bread 
or plutonium the rainbow frosting circling 
his mouth like the rings of Saturn up into 
the nose blotching the forehead smothering 
the hand like a sweet messy mitten or the one 
about the old lady who gets led into a room 
on shaky legs for a surprise gathering 
and ends up fainting just folding 
like a crepe paper origami pet 
bumping her head family racing 
her to the emergency room daughter 
screaming the whole way to her husband 
I told you not to scare her or the young 
blonde who bends over a cake with lit candles 
and sets her curls on fire men more astounded 
by the tank top cleavage than the smoldering 
reek of hair or the manic boy who leans over 
the table and dive bombs face first into the cake 
like a kamikaze pilot or a blood-thirsty mosquito 
collapsing the buffet and sending silverware 
and potato salad into orbit so when your partner 
announces he wants to give you a party 
for your birthday and asks who to invite 
you read the tarot deck of his eyes imagine 
those bronzy arms enveloping you like a love letter 
and whisper you causing the ripe of his lips 
to turn skyward Just you 







The Word of the Mists 
- Sharon Scholl 
 
Always hushed, 
whispered like message 
passed down the stacks 
of some abandoned library. 
 
Mist of time 
gone to mold like paper 
rotting in the dampness. 
 
Mist from gold-flecked titles 
almost unreadable,  
having shed even the curvature 
of ancient letters. 
 
Mist of memory lost 
between the years, pressed 
like flowers drained of color 
into gray bits of what 
used to be. 



To forget about me 
- Emalisa Rose 
 
The sun shuts her eyes, 
moon takes the stage 
and sandpipers slip through 
the sky segue. 
 
Erased with the last twirl of 
twilight, your waves butterfly 
back into the cross currents 
 
And I sketch on your sands 
but the winds blow astray. 
 
The shells that you'd sent, 
swallowed up by the seas 
 
where you will forget about me 



Upshot 
- Roberta Senechal 
 
The wind that takes the barley down 
and all else that dares to rise 
also touches those who know 
all the bending that goes on unseen 
behind and around us, and what can fly 
well-fletched and sudden. 
 
After all is said and done, 
after counting our steps to the edge, 
after archers everywhere slack their bows, 
then but only then might we embrace 
the weathering spite of time 
and come indeed to love the night. 



Valediction 
- S. K. Tatiner 
 
I have stripped the house bare 
for the developers to wreck 
and I can see how much it has aged  
behind its curtains and sofas. 
The tired and bruised hard woods 
 moan under my feet 
when I step with care into little rooms  
distinguished when empty 
not by a Rothko print I chose or a chintz  
chair I found in a Trenton thrift store 
or by the smell of roasting chicken  
but by the particular angle 
a window cuts into the sunset 
 that tries to burn the earth 
in its red path, by the dust circulating  
in spirals and swirls. For eighty years, 
 this house has shaped the light 
and placed itself between us 
and fire and wind. Now all I hear  
are its last inhabitants 
scratching back and forth aimlessly  
on the attic plywood, 
like we had all the time in the world. 









Visiting Again 
- Patricia Peterson 
 
Sniff that Spring-like dampness: 
A soupcon of nutmeg, a touch 
Of lemony surprise 
it floats so leisurely at first 
Quietly white, abundantly present 
Across the road past the poplars 
Past the woodlot 
To the wooden bridge 
The forest welcomes white, 
Reaches with its grey-black limbs 
 
I long to push through drifts. 
 
Just yesterday it was a bare bones time 
Between the autumn leaves 
And winter snow, the woods exposed. 
But now the trees are intimate again 
White flesh elaborates each limb. 
My legs push forward 
To the sound of my own breath 
The upper branches of the beech 
So lightly chattering. 
My pines are corpulent. 
And frame the house 
The metal roof that overhangs the whole, 
Between the fieldstone wall, fern wood, 
And boggy land behind 
The touch, the weight, the soft 
Compulsion of this place 
 
All as it was, but different 
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