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Despite some rather strange and sudden developments in our personal income 
sources this past quarter, we're happy to announce that starting in December we 
will be compensating writers appearing in The Summerset Review. We're 
thinking of calling the payment our Pizza-and-Wine Stipend, because that's about 
all you can do with twenty-five dollars, and we're sorry to say that if you can't be 
without the pepperoni and garlic knots, or the reserve stash the vintner hides in 
the back cellar, you'll have to fork up the difference. 

We once won a seventy-five dollar gift certificate to a local restaurant. The bill 
came to $123.89 before tip. The drive home was spent wondering if we would 
have been better off not winning. Why are we telling you this? Just a friendly 
forewarning. And we're sure you'll agree that it's the thought that counts. 

Last time, our Lit Pick of the Quarter highlighted two stories by the same author 
in the same issue of a literary magazine. This time, we've stumbled on two 
stories by the same author in different magazines. Christopher Coake is the 
author, and the pieces we enjoyed reading very much were in Five Points, 
Volume IX, No. 1, entitled "Solos," and in the Winter 2005 issue of Southern 
Review, entitled "A Single Awe." The author has recently released his debut 
collection, published by Harcourt under the title We're in Trouble. This short 
excerpt is from "Solos," the story of a mountain climber told from the 
perspective of his wife -

"I have always tried to tell myself that Jozef is an artist, that 
what he does makes the world bigger, the way a painting does." 
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We give you three essays written by women this time, coming off an issue 
several quarters ago where all the pieces were from male authors. Perhaps 
retribution has visited. Two of these essays are in the relocation theme, and so 
our cover graphic entitled "Baggage." 

The country in "City of Refuge," an essay by Lisa Ohlen Harris, is Jordan, and in 
it we meet an Iraqi woman, a victim of circumstance now a refugee. Jillian 
Schedneck takes us to the U.K. in her essay, "Chelsea Girl," where we 
experience a bit of life in council flats—the quick fix to the housing problem after 
the Blitz. Sandi Sonnenfeld says, "You do it because you must, and therefore, 
you will, despite yourself... make your mark." She's "Searching for the Writing 
Life," an honest piece about what it is like out there. Tammy R. Kitchen's short 
short is over before you know it, leaving both you and the protagonist out in the 
"Cold." Last but not least is Michael Hartford's "I Might Not Miss You," a story of 
parallel lives and parallel perspectives, even in the way it is told. 

It's been three full years now for The Summerset Review, and our hope is that 
thus far it's been as enjoyable for you—the reader—as it has been for us in 
putting it all together, quarter after quarter. Our thanks goes out to you and all 
those who submitted. We look forward to many more years of this, our great 
love. 

The Summerset Review

Joseph Levens – Editor
Amy Leigh Owen – Assistant Editor
S. Malkah Cohen – Advisory Editor

A literary journal released quarterly on the 15th of March, June, September, and 
December. Founded in 2002, the journal is a nonprofit Internet magazine 
devoted to the review and publication of unsolicited short stories and essays. 
Member of the Council of Literary Magazines and Presses (CLMP). All 
correspondence and submissions should be emailed to editor@summersetreview.
org. Postal mailing address: 25 Summerset Drive, Smithtown, New York 11787, 
USA. 

Theme graphics: "Baggage" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2005.
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The woman had no face. Her skin looked melted, too smooth, like the 
rubber masks found back in the U.S. on clearance racks the week after 
Halloween. Putty stretched tight across her bones in the earth tones of clay, 
becoming purplish below what had once been her ears. She was living 
evidence of chemical warfare—proof of the taxicab rumors that Saddam 
gassed his own people. Don't believe everything you hear, I always said to 
myself when I was exposed to some dramatic tale or another. Consider the 
source. I could have reached out and touched her scars. 

She was an Iraqi woman, I could tell by the abaya she had wrapped like a 
big, black tablecloth covering everything but her scarred face. It was winter 
in Amman, Jordan, but she sat on a blanket spread over the frozen sidewalk 
and salted with a few coins. Her baby was asleep on the blanket next to a 
half-empty milk bottle. I thought that even the poor should take 
responsibility for keeping their children clean and warm. At least that's what 
I thought before I noticed her face. 
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So there we were, Iraqi and American, living together in a 
city not our own, the downtown bordered by a Roman 
amphitheater on one side and Corinthian columns of a 
Byzantine church on the adjacent hill. Amman belongs to 
her Arab children now, with reminders everywhere of other 
ancient cultures, ancient conquerors. She is a city of 
refuge for many: nearly half of Jordan's citizens are 
Palestinian. The Iraqi population exploded after 1990. Of 
the 5.3 million living in Jordan, a conservative estimate is 
that well over 200,000 are Iraqi refugees. It used to be the 
Palestinians who were the poorest in Jordan—now it is the 
Iraqis. 

Underneath her contracted skin, before the scars, had she been pretty? Did 
her face burn before this baby was conceived, or after? Or maybe this 
wasn't about Saddam at all, and there wasn't an evil man to blame for the 
burning. Every winter the Jordanian newspapers carried reports of someone 
getting too close to a butane space heater on a cold day—or being 
electrocuted when they forgot to unplug a washing machine before reaching 
in for the wet clothes. I refused to buy a butane heater the winter Todd and 
I moved to Amman with our fifteen-month-old daughter. We bundled our 
baby in sweaters and blankets that first year, until we were able to move to 
the wealthier side of town—into a home with central heat. When we moved, 
we also bought freedom from fear in the form of an expensive, Italian 
washer with the proper grounding wires. 

When I first traveled the Middle East as a single woman on a student tour in 
Syria, I was intrepid. I ran the gauntlet daily, crossing busy Damascus 
streets, stepping car width by car width across the road as vehicles zipped 
past me before and behind. I was reading Isak Dineson in the evenings, as 
the call to prayer rang out over our home in the Old City, and in my journal 
I copied this passage from Out of Africa, on killing a pair of threatening 
lions: 

"And who is going to shoot them?" asked Nichols, "I am no 
coward, but I am a married man and I have no wish to risk 
my life unnecessarily." It was true that he was no coward; he 
was a plucky little man. "There would be no sense in it," he 
said. No, I said, I did not mean to make him shoot the lions. 

I then went in to find Denys. "Come now," I said to him, "and 
let us go and risk our lives unnecessarily. For if they have got 
any value at all, it is this: that they have got none." (Isak 
Dineson, Out of Africa [New York: Random House, 1985], 242)
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I was so struck by this passage that when I got back to the U.S., I read it 
out loud to a good friend. She gave me a look, that friend. Her look said I 
had it all wrong to think that my life had no value. Every life has value, her 
look said to me. I closed my journal. Who can argue with reason? 

But that night, when I was alone, I wrote again in my journal that I suspect 
there are times when the value of a life may not be only in the preservation 
of it. 

Though single when I first lived in Damascus—in my intrepid days—Todd 
was there in the study group with me. I wish I could say something 
romantic about how Todd was watching me, wondering, waiting. All of that 
happened later, back in the States. Damascus itself was enough for us in 
those days. 

After we married, when we were still newlyweds, we spent all our savings to 
return to the Middle East the summer after Todd's first year of grad school. 
It was in that newlywed summer, crossing a downtown street in Damascus, 
that the blur of adventure around us stopped for a moment. My pace was 
off and a passing car skimmed my left hand, bruising my knuckles and 
scraping the skin off the middle one. For the first time, I felt my own 
mortality, the delicacy of life and marriage and future. 

Staring at the Iraqi woman on the ground there in Amman so many years 
later, I wondered, did the cold wind make her scars hurt, or could she even 
feel the cold through damaged nerve ends? What if this had happened to 
me? Because it hadn't, I could go on blithely saying that God was good. But 
what did this woman think of God, the God who melts faces? 

My friend Ben was downtown that day, drinking tea 
just one storefront away from where I stood 
watching the Iraqi woman. He leaned against the 
counter of a tea stand, dressed like a modern Arab 
in trousers and dress shoes, shirt tucked in and 
buttoned over a modest undershirt—but above the 
collar he was still a pale, blonde, round-faced 
American college kid. While I was watching the 
Iraqi woman and her baby, Ben was watching me. 
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He'd been like a kid brother in college, with a great heart—slow to speak 
and clumsy with his words when he did. I watched out for him back in those 
days, but as it goes with kid brothers, so it went with Ben. He arrived in 
Jordan a semester ahead of me, studied Arabic at the same school my 
husband and I would attend. As adventure gave way to culture shock, Ben 
turned up here and there in arched doorways and on crowded downtown 
streets. A face from my old home. In fact, it seemed that the entire world, 
past and present, was all right there in Amman with me in one form or 
another, in architecture and ethnicity, in ruins and in flesh. 

Running into Ben off campus a few years earlier might have meant grabbing 
some coffee together at The Beanery or sitting down on the grass to chat if 
it was a warm day. But here? It wouldn't be proper, and there was no place 
for us to go in this culture of men's teashops and women's curtained salons. 

"Come on," Ben said to me, "I have something to show you." 

I followed him away from the tea stand and around the corner. He stopped 
in front of a store overflowing with all sorts of brass items; huge decorative 
trays and plaques leaned up against the storefront windows. Ben held the 
door open and I went in ahead of him. The shop owner knew Ben and spoke 
a clear Jordanian dialect that was easy to follow. 

"Ah, she is your sister?" 

Now I understood why I could come here with an unmarried man and not 
put my honor at stake. 

The shop owner knew what Ben wanted to see, and he moved a stack of 
trays to reveal piles of canvas underneath. They were paintings, scenes 
from a traditional town with robed figures walking under arched labyrinths 
through an ancient city. I knew these streets, these people. If I could think 
like a child again, I would imagine myself stepping right into the painting 
and back to my life in Damascus before I feared cars or washing machines 
or evil men in high places. Through one open door in these Arabic scenes, I 
thought I could make out a fountain, an inner garden. A place to rest. 

These paintings piled oil-to-fabric over stacks of brass trays were the work 
of Iraqi artists who fled Baghdad at the end of 1990. Each painting grabbed 
a moment and froze it in oil, telling stories about life in Baghdad before the 
exile—when life was good. When God was good. 

I picked one up and flicked at the dust chunks clinging to the bottom edge. 
Most of the artwork I saw that day was in bright colors—red and cobalt and 
green, the vignettes filling the interior of the field but fading toward the 
edges, so there was a wide band of canvas, primed but colorless, framing 
each scene. This one that I picked up was different, all in terra cotta and 
purple shades of a sunset at Petra, scene and color extending nearly to the 
edge of the canvas. The extra brush strokes gave it a sense of wholeness, 
as if this painting were complete in a way the others were not. 

The paint stood out from the canvas, thick and dimensional. It seemed that 
some of the oils had been laid on with a knife instead of a brush, smooth to 
the point where the knife was lifted, and on those edges there was a ridge, 
a scar. 

8 of 31



After Ben and I left the shop, I went straight to a framer's 
studio and selected a frame with brass detailing—my own 
tip of the hat to the brass shop owner who helped some 
Iraqi artist. This scene has kept me company in four 
different homes, in two countries. Exotic, ancient, it is part 
of our North American household now. Sometimes I stand 
in front of it—trying to get back, just for a moment, to 
remember the scent of cardamom-spiced coffee, and the 
sound of Arabic music swirling through those Old City 
corridors, and those peaceful garden courtyards. If anyone 
walks in the room, I quickly move to finish folding laundry. 

Most of the figures in this painting are walking away, scarves thrown over 
shoulders, robes swaying. But one figure in the foreground faces me, my 
piles of laundry, my life. A woman, featureless, with just a scrape of clay-
colored paint where she should have a face. 

Copyright © Lisa Ohlen Harris 2005. 
Graphics this page courtesy of Lisa Ohlen Harris.
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Parallel lives were the trope of their friendship. Sometimes she would launch 
into the middle of a conversation, expecting him to follow along, and then 
stop at his confused stare. 

Sorry, she’d say. We must have been having this talk in a parallel life. 

And it was about…? he’d ask. 

You’re very witty in that life. 

I’d like to meet me. 

Oh, you’d like you. 

And they would continue the conversation, he trying to be as clever as his 
parallel self, she laughing as though he were. 

He actually knew very few details about these parallel lives; she maintained 
most of them, though she assured him that he existed in each. 

In one life, he worked as a reporter for a big city newspaper, and she was a 
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girl copy editor trying to break into the big time. In this city, men wore hats 
and women wore straight skirts with sensible shoes. Like Lois Lane and Clark 
Kent, she explained, without Superman. He was relieved to have only a 
secret identity. 

In another, they lived in a fishbowl. She was a goldfish who swam in tight, 
fast circles around the plastic castle. He was the diver who stood over an 
open chest of doubloons and emitted bubbles. 

Some of their parallel lives were fraught with danger and intrigue, like their 
life smuggling guns over the Pyrenees to embattled anarchists in Valencia. 
Those lives reminded them that even their life in the glow of the office lights 
was contingent and precarious. 

When not keeping track of parallel lives, they chronicled the many daily 
indignities, real and imagined, that they suffered. They made light of them, 
laughed at the wounds, and accepted their lot. But on hearing these travails, 
they both became white-hot with righteous rage in the other’s defense. 

She was often upset that her boyfriend never went inside the coffee shop 
with her. He waited in the car, sulkily, while she went in to fetch coffee to-
go. The chairs and couches arranged around the gas fireplace beckoned 
cozily, but she dared not sit down. Sometimes she went to the shop alone to 
read and imagine having subtle conversations with someone across the 
table. 

He counted the times his wife failed to kiss him goodbye in her rush to work. 
Often he was in the kitchen packing lunches, or in the children’s room folding 
clothes, when he heard the front door slam shut. Sometimes this happened 
two or three times a week. 

So, is he afraid of coffee? he asked. 

No. He just doesn’t drink coffee. 

They sell other things at coffee shops. Soda, juice … 

We’re usually going someplace. He doesn’t like to take detours. 

Ah, my life is a detour—I lost the map years ago. 

She thought that a kiss before work would be better than coffee. On the 
weekends, she stayed at her boyfriend’s house and usually slept late, waking 
to his impatient clattering downstairs. During the week, she rushed out of 
her own house, locking the door against its empty rooms, and came home to 
fold her own laundry. 

And though he frequently felt invisible to his wife, and wondered if she would 
notice if one day he left and didn’t come back to load the dishwasher or roll 
the socks, he loved her completely. His favorite hours came late at night, 
with the children and his wife sound asleep, the dishes and clothes put away, 
the coffee maker set up for the next morning, nothing left to do. He would 
stand in the hallway and listen to the deep breaths coming from behind 
closed doors and feel proud that they could all sleep so profoundly. 

They never expressed these thoughts to each other. 

He was certain that he loved her more than she loved him. She was younger, 
after all, and her heart had been broken and divided fewer times than his 
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own. Someday, perhaps, she would develop the small muscles of the heart 
that make it ache while at the same time keeping it whole, but for now her 
heart was unpracticed and able to beat for just one person at a time. 

She was certain that she loved him more than he loved her. His first 
loyalties, after all, were to his children and wife. When he talked about his 
children, even to complain, a wistful, proud smile spread across his face and 
made his cheeks glow. She could never steal him away for a few minutes of 
subtle talk at the coffee shop, would never be the one to kiss him goodbye in 
the morning. His heart was already filled, and she could hope at best for a 
handhold on the outside of it. 

They never expressed these thoughts to each other, either. 

Once, he called out her name in the middle of the night. He woke from an 
oddly abstract and agoraphobic nightmare, in which the space between them 
was expressed as a dark, empty room and his longing was symbolized by a 
pair of mirrors reflecting into infinitely small squares. She never thought 
about him when she made love with her boyfriend. But she did think about 
him afterward, listening to her boyfriend’s sated breathing as he drifted to 
sleep, when what she wanted more than anything was to talk. The desire 
pushed against her lips the way the desire for orgasm had pushed against 
her womb. She could contain it only by surrendering to a parallel life where 
she lay beside him and whispered silly, playful things while he listened 
appreciatively. She nurtured this parallel life as her private realm, and 
alluded to it only obliquely. 

When he wondered what it would be like to sleep with her, he seldom 
imagined beyond the first kiss. That, he realized, was what he really desired—
the drowsy, half-lidded way two faces finally come together, surrendering to 
mutual gravity after hovering so long, the instant just before lips meet when 
the inevitability is made real, when the kiss is still theoretical. He missed the 
brief giddiness of a surprising kiss, a kiss not required under contract or in 
return for services rendered, a kiss given up bravely like a martyr mounting 
the scaffold for a glorious cause. But he knew those kisses cannot be 
sustained, and belong to the young and nostalgic. 

She longed to be enchanting, to be regarded with eyes full of wonder at her 
strangeness, eyes that could see past the clumsy, frightened, garrulous 
woman and onto the graceful, brave, eloquent girl she wanted to be. 
Sometimes she talked to him about enchantment, and they dissected the 
various levels it might obtain. He never told her that he found her that way, 
fearing it would break the spell. 

He had practiced the goodbye for a long time, convinced that it had to come 
eventually. Real life was bound to stumble into their parallel lives and knock 
down the carefully painted sets, scatter the props across the stage. But it 
was better than letting them bleed into the physical world, taint the daily 
drab with their strange colors, threaten the careful clockwork with irregular 
beats and rhythms. 

She had not practiced the goodbye. But she did find one day, with muted 
surprise, that she possessed fewer parallel lives than the day before. Each 
day after that, she took inventory of them, and wondered what had become 
of the fishbowl, the copy editor, the doomed Catalan anarchists. She couldn’t 
be sure if they were fading away, or if they were somehow twining their 
threads around the ropes of her daily world. 
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So when her boyfriend took a new job in a different city, and she decided to 
follow, he didn’t try to dissuade her. And she was only half-sure she wanted 
to be dissuaded. He expressed his fondest hopes for her happiness, teased 
her about chasing her to the far corners of the world, promised to call and 
write. She promised the same, though she knew it wasn’t like the blood 
pledges made to each other in other lives. 

He thought about saying, We’ll always have Valencia, but didn’t. 

He did say, I might not miss you. 

And she said, I’ll miss you terribly, with her lips not far from his. 

And in that space between their lips, wider than the dark room of his dream, 
they saw the thousand parallel lives finally intersect where the real world’s 
geometry never could. 

Copyright © Michael Hartford 2005. Title graphic: "Refracted" Copyright © The Summerset 
Review 2005.
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I watched the Chelsea girls stalk down Kings Road. The street was hard 
and gritty under my feet, but the cement became gray velvet under their 
high-heeled shoes. I saw their packages from Harrods on Old Brompton 
Road. I imagined their walk down Sloane Street, chitchat in between the 
swish of boutique bags, as they finally wound their way to the road where I 
lived. My Chelsea girls ranged in age, from coiffed and powdered matrons 
with foundation caked into the wrinkles around their eyes and mouth to 
girls of twelve or thirteen who grew their hair long and lustrous, who had 
manicured nails to match their bright handbags. My friend thought these 
young girls looked atrocious, that children should not be dressing and 
acting like adults. I disagreed; I didn't think these girls looked too old for 
their shiny lip-gloss or deep conditioned hair. They were the bright young 
things who were meant to own Kings Road. Their roles were carved out, 
while mine lays in limbo. 

After two days, we despised our cheap hostel. Katie and I thought we could 
handle the communal shower and stale smell of our shared room for two 
weeks, but quickly found that we weren't the grungy backpackers we 
pretended to be. From my apartment in Boston, booking the cheapest 
hostel I could find in central London over the Internet had sounded like a 
smart idea. At twenty-two, I saw myself romantically fulfilling the role of 
the penniless graduate, wandering from hostel to hostel, meeting 
Australians and Kiwis, all of us grubby and impulsive, resplendent in our 
naiveté and youth. With my ticket from STA Travel and several editions of 
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Lonely Planet stuffed in my oversized luggage, I had thought that hostel 
living was a rite of passage. But men screaming at each other in Italian and 
women walking around the communal showers naked were not a part of 
my hostel image. There were other romantic notions to hold onto. Katie 
and I had to find a flat of our own, and soon. 

I had heard stories about council flats before I moved to London. They 
were the failed social experiments after World War II, the quick fix to the 
housing problem after the Blitz. High-rise living became known for 
displacement, poverty, and crime in England. Residents feared muggings 
from heroin addicts, fires set by homeless men, and climbing twenty-seven 
flights of stairs, since the elevators usually didn't work. 

I told Katie all of this didactically. After all, I had considered myself 
knowledgeable in everything about young Americans in London. I had been 
hired as the editor of a website called budgetbritain.com owned by the 
British Tourist Authority. The site promoted work, travel and study to the U.
K. for American students. I often answered e-mails from new students to 
London about what to see and where to stay, as well as how to obtain a 
work visa. As I researched their questions, I also planned and imagined my 
own trip to London; Katie and I had applied for six-month work visas. What 
I imagined most was the search for a flat, seeking out nooks and 
neighborhoods, detecting the history and singular charm of each affordable 
area near a Tube stop or High Street. I knew that when I moved to 
London, I would find the perfect flat, and I knew just where to look. 

I had heard stories about Chelsea too, and the street that recalls an entire 
age: Kings Road is synonymous with the swingin' sixties, where everything 
kinky and avant-garde was the order of the day. The young and trust-
funded exiled themselves from Belgrave and Mayfair and settled into the 
street where Twiggy shopped and Michael Caine and Mick Jagger hung out. 
The street that was once full of parading trendsetters has been subdued 
since those hippie, punk days. Homes in the price range of two million 
pounds have given Kings Road a snobby edge, but the street is still popular 
with young people, even if cafes have turned into Starbucks and thrift 
stores into the Gap. Still lauded as the epicenter of trendiness, Kings Road 
had been my secret destination ever since I stepped off the plane at 
Heathrow. 

There were names for the Kings Road shoppers and residents: Chelsea 
girls, bright young things, modern-day aristocrats. I hoped to become a 
project for one rich idle young woman, or a young man tired of the vapid 
girls in his posh circle. If any of these cheesy romantic comedy plots 
roamed into the forefront of my mind, though, I would push them away. 
Yet these stories must have remained somewhere in the stores of my 
brain, and allowed me to quickly say "yes" to a cramped flat in Chelsea. 

As much as I had read about council flats, I never thought of the possibility 
that I would end up in one. Tower blocks were for displaced people, a social 
experiment I was not a part of. No one chose to live in the tower blocks, I 
had thought, tenants just ended up there by some misfortune. Council flats 
became privately owned long before I moved to London, but the stigma of 
government housing was still there. I never thought to avoid ex-council 
flats because I never thought living in one would become an option. What 
girl from a middle class family in New Jersey could predict she would end 
up in a flat akin to the projects she had seen on the news, something once 
so far away from her life's concerns and daydreams? 

We looked at the flat in World's End Estate at night, four days after our 
arrival in London, when "Chelsea girl" rang in my ear so loudly that it 
drowned out any warnings about the looming brown towers ahead. I should 
have been tipped off by the high rises and the kids loitering outside the 
second tower. I should have known when we walked into the flat and I saw 
that one roommate slept on a mattress in the closet, and the other had a 
day bed in the living room, while Katie and I would share the small 
bedroom. Yet I imagined John, the American boy in the closet, feeling the 
thin white walls cocoon him like a blanket. The girl on the day bed, Ellen, 
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must have smiled every morning with a view of Kings Road outside the 
lightly curtained windows at her bedside. I thought the cameras were for 
our protection, to safeguard the expensive possessions of Chelsea 
residents. Somehow, I thought, one of these flats had been preserved for 
young Americans. I assumed that cramming four people into a place 
designed for one or two was the only way someone like me could live near 
the bright young things. 

The landlord, Matt, spun us quickly through the flat, repeating that we 
couldn't find a better deal. He said my name often, but rarely looked me in 
the eye. 

"Jillian, the deposit is only twenty-five pounds. You can leave whenever 
you like. No lease. No worries." 

It sounded like a good deal to me. 

Matt also intimated that he rented out a lot of flats to Americans, that he 
understood our needs and transitory nature when other landlords would 
not. He had sounded like a crotchety old woman through the static of our 
mobile phones when I had called to view the flat, but in person he was 
around forty-five, very slight with the pitted skin of acne scars. He traveled 
around with a Mrs. Gray, who seemed to be his business partner, since she 
was too young to be his mom and too old to be his girlfriend. She looked 
like a pleasant grandmotherly figure, with striking white hair and a face 
that still held some of its youthful beauty. If Matt's business practices 
seemed dubious, then sweet Mrs. Gray made up for it. When Matt wasn't 
talking, Mrs. Gray filled the silence with tales of American girls in the other 
flats. She regularly doled out advice on English men and American 
heartache, the job search, and even makeup tips. 

On the way out, Matt told us that Elton John and Bryan Adams lived 
nearby. He drove us near his own flat and locked us in a private garden so 
we could discuss our decision. Katie and I looked suspiciously at the trees 
and flowers lined up in rows. Looking back at that moment, I can't help but 
imagine myself spinning and spinning around, watching large houses circle 
around me. But those houses could just as easily been something else, 
monstrous towers ready to eat us up, whispering, "Chelsea girl." "Let's take 
it," I said to Katie, as I imagined myself walking down Kings Road in a tan 
cashmere sweater set and matching skirt, with everyone watching me. 
Where would I get the money for such clothes? 

On the day we moved in, Matt picked us up from our hostel, lifting our 
heavy suitcases into his trunk with surprising ease. At the flat we met 
Ellen, the American girl who slept on the daybed in the living room, and 
kept her clothes in the wardrobe that practically blocked the entrance to 
the bathroom. She told us she'd be moving out soon to live in the rooms 
above the pub where she worked. John emerged from his closet, looking 
worn and haggard, much like one of the hostel people we had tried to be. 
Katie and I stuffed our clothes into the tiny wardrobe. We didn't quite feel 
at home, but it was a start. Matt left, saying it would be easy to find 
another American to move into the vacant bed Ellen would soon leave. 

My first trips out on Kings Road were sunny and warm. Matt had suggested 
looking for a job in one of the shops there, which he always referred to as 
"the Kings Road." He also referred to our roommates in this way, so that 
Katie and I would giggle whenever Matt mentioned "the John." Having a 
job on Kings Road didn't appeal to me, though. I didn't want to work as a 
waitress or in retail; I didn't want my whole life to take place on this one 
London street, however appealing. 

For the next week Katie and I tried to find employment. We went our 
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separate ways during the day, going on interviews, registering at temp 
agencies, popping into bookstores to fill out applications. It felt odd to be 
away from her. For a whole week we had rarely been apart, and if so, we 
seemed to find each other as if by magic in a crowd, sensing each other's 
presence easily. We were best friends instantly when we first met in Bath a 
year earlier on a study abroad trip. Now it was time to set off on our own, 
find jobs and have our own sets of experiences. 

I was writing an article for an American magazine in a Coffee Republic 
when someone took a crowbar and broke down the door to our flat. I was 
probably on my way home when the robber closed the door behind him, 
carrying the rusty crowbar in one hand and my laptop and raincoat in the 
other, leaving a mobile phone behind. He closed the busted door behind 
him, letting it slam against the frame over and over. 

I was the first one to discover that we had been broken into. Katie was at a 
temp job and John was at work in the restaurant down the street. The 
noisy residents were abnormally quiet, letting me focus on the slamming of 
the busted door against the frame and the eerie classical ring tone from the 
robber's mobile phone. I searched the flat. Nothing was stolen but my 
laptop and raincoat. The new TV and stereo that came with the flat were 
untouched. I called Matt. He arrived so quickly that I wondered if he had in 
any way anticipated my call. Mrs. Gray and another man who I didn't know 
and wasn't introduced to were with him. They concentrated on the busted 
blue door and the quickest, cheapest way to fix it. Matt kept mumbling that 
a new door was unthinkable, too expensive. When the police arrived Matt 
introduced himself as Gerard. I wondered how many other fake names he 
had. 

"What did you expect?" John said when we told him about the robbery. 
"We do live in an ex-council flat."

That was the first time I had put the two together. In London, I would have 
to understand, the World's End could exist alongside the Chelsea girls. 

The police called everyday after the robbery, asking me to stay at home so 
someone could come by and dust for fingerprints. By the third day of these 
promises, I was tired of waiting in the flat, listening to the people yelling at 
each other next door, hearing heavy footsteps outside, the polite ding of 
the elevator letting someone off. The TV got little reception. I realized that 
the stove was gas and only worked if I lit a match and threw it in. I could 
only imagine that would result in singed eyebrows, or worse. The police 
called again on the fourth day, saying it would be too late now to get any 
accurate prints, too much time had passed. They were still hopeful about 
finding my laptop, asking once again for the serial number, make and 
model. I didn't hold out much hope. Often, I was asked what brand of 
raincoat the robber took. They were baffled by the choice of stolen items. 
Why a laptop and a rain jacket? Why not the TV or CD player? I repeatedly 
told them the coat was nothing special. 

I suspected all of the foreign friends John brought home at random hours, 
who couldn't speak much English except to tell me how much they liked my 
Sony Vio. Only later, when relating this story to a friend, did it dawn on me 
that the robber must have grabbed the coat to cover the laptop. Obviously, 
the robber wasn't going to be walking around with a laptop under his arm. 
Why couldn't any of the officers have figured that out? The police gave 
their final call a few days later. The cell phone that had been left by the 
robber was stolen and untraceable. They were stopping the investigation. I 
received a formal police report a week later, telling me to call if I needed 
any further consolation. 
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John brought his friends home at five am. From inside my bedroom, I tried 
to sleep through the guitar-playing and smells of smoke. In those 
moments, I felt more akin to my council flat ancestors, placed somewhere I 
didn't want to be, stuffed into a tiny space with people I didn't know, who 
didn't behave like the posh residents only a hundred meters away. 

Kids set off firecrackers outside my door as soon as it got dark. They 
laughed and cursed at each other. I blasted the staticky TV so I wouldn't 
be jolted by the loud cracks, but they still made me jump. 

Inevitably, when Katie and I went for a beer on Kings Road, men would ask 
us where we were staying. "Nearby," we would answer. We could play the 
role of the rich Americans for a night, spending daddy's money on a 
Chelsea flat and lots of beer. But it got too depressing coming home after 
imaging something grand. 

Katie and I decided to leave London, to lick our wounds in Oxford or Bristol
—a smaller city, one we could more easily negotiate. Obviously, we weren't 
cutting it in the big city. I felt cheated. Along with running a website about 
living in London, I also dated an Englishman for a year. We met while I 
studied abroad in Bath. Darren drove me around the southwest by way of 
courtship and visited me often in the states when I moved back to America. 
While our relationship eventually didn't work out, we still remained friends. 
I listened to the lingo everyday over the phone, heard about the football 
scores and pints, pasties and mobile phones. I had studied English 
literature in college and imagined eighteenth century London streets from 
the dusty seats of my college library. Something was wrong. My karma was 
off, stars misaligned. If anyone was supposed to be successful in London, it 
was me. 

While Katie went to check out Oxford, I visited Bristol with Darren. But 
Bristol was dull and drab compared to London. I figured this out quickly, 
and Darren spent the rest of the day tempting me with the comfort of a 
warm bed in his flat nearby. We hung around until I had missed the last 
bus back to London. Thinking of Katie alone, while I was safe in Darren's 
car, made me quiet. 

Katie found Oxford expensive, without many employment opportunities for 
young Americans. Both Bristol and Oxford lacked the cultural scene that 
had first brought us to London. We decided to stick it out. This time, we 
scoured the Loot, which listed London properties for rent and sale. Our 
eyes burnt from the small print as we looked up and asked each other, "Is 
Streatham safe? What have you heard about Hammersmith? Is Croydon 
too far?" We had no idea. 

I called the places advertised in the Loot, made appointments, and judged 
for myself, in the daylight, what was safe and what was not. Darren came 
to help; a British male opinion might be what I needed. We got to the 
appointed flats on time and no one showed up, no one was inside. The 
places looked abandoned, deserted. Then Darren told me he couldn't see 
me anymore. He wanted a real girlfriend; this was not healthy for either of 
us. 

Katie and I swapped stories over beers on Kings Road—plenty of ridiculous 
landlords with accents we didn't understand and flats that smelled of 
smoke and garbage. Ex-council flats were often listed in the Loot. We knew 
to stay away from them now, but the rent was often cheaper, the location 
often more desirable. Later, I would read several newspaper articles 
lauding the rise of the tower blocks as the new cool in London property. 
Once the scourge of London, the blocks were undergoing a renaissance, 
with young yuppie couples buying council flat after council flat, happy to 
live in affluent areas at affordable prices. 

18 of 31



After our first month of living on Kings Road, Matt stopped by to ask if we 
were going to stay on for another month. I'd rather sleep on the street, I 
wanted to tell him. You couldn't pay me enough to stay here. Instead, I 
didn't even look at him, the man who I let dupe me into living in a council 
flat, who hadn't been able to look at me, or ask if I was all right, when he 
had come to fix the broken door. He said he was in debt and needed to 
know soon. 

Finally, a temp agency found me a job. To my surprise, few people realized 
that I was American and few bothered to notice. One man asked where I 
lived, and when I said Chelsea, he said, "I should have known you were a 
Chelsea girl." "That's me," I smiled, wanting more than anything to get out 
of Chelsea, but proud that to him at least I looked the part of those girls I 
used to watch with envy, and now with indifference. 

There wasn't much to do at my office job. The boss handed me the Tatler, 
whose articles gossiped about the rich and titled and gave advice on things 
like how to get Hugh Grant's attention. I found out that the latest "it" girl in 
London society lived not a hundred yards from my flat. 

Gale winds forced open every window in the flat and then slammed the 
glass back against the frame. Our cheap, cramped, busted apartment 
became a wind tunnel. There was no way to keep the windows shut, 
nowhere to stand without forcibly needing to hold your ground. The mirror 
and knick-knacks were shaking, as well as everything else that wasn't 
bolted down. Through the noise of the banging windowpane, I called Mr. 
Kay, the owner of a flat in West Kensington. I had stood outside his flat 
several days before, waiting for him to show up. I rang the bell and called 
his house, but there was no answer. The flat was across from the Tube 
station and adjacent to a large pub. A cute café was next door, as well as a 
kebab shop with men who smiled at me as I waited outside. As long as the 
flat wasn't infested with roaches, I wanted to live there. If only I could get 
a hold of the landlord. 

Mr. Kay answered, frazzled, not quite able to articulate why he had not 
shown up the other day with his heavy Indian accent and small vocabulary. 
We decided to meet at two. The wind outside was no better than in my flat, 
except it was fun to watch everyone struggle against the forceful air, 
looking at children jump and run, adults holding their coats tight against 
their chests. 

On the evening we moved out, Matt came by the Chelsea flat to give us our 
deposit, and offered us a ride to West Kensington. As we lugged our 
suitcases out of the building, Matt and Mrs. Gray wouldn't stop talking 
about what a dangerous area we were about to move into. They predicted 
we would get in touch with them soon, and described some of the other 
flats they rented. As we got out of the car, they half-heartedly wished us 
luck, asking if we still had their number in case we needed them. "Sure," I 
said, and slammed the door. 

Our new flat is just a large room with two beds, two wardrobes, one table, 
and a mini-fridge. We share the bathroom and kitchen with a pair of 
Korean girls and French pastry chefs, who fill the kitchen with leftover 
croissants and the lingering smell of cigarette smoke. 
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When I tell people I used to live in Chelsea, and that I now rent a flat in 
West Kensington, they think I'm rich, or extremely lucky. If only they knew 
what our previous flat was like. Or the nice but strange set up we now 
have. The noise from the main road here keeps me up at night and wakes 
me early each morning. There is no high society, nor are there teenagers in 
hooded sweatshirts setting off firecrackers at my front door. I am not posh 
or rich, impulsive or grubby, but safe. 

Copyright © Jillian Schedneck 2005. Title graphic: "Let It Go" Copyright © The Summerset 
Review 2005.
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I was twenty-four years old and enrolled in my first year in the MFA 
Creative Writing program at the University of Washington when Annie 
Dillard's The Writing Life hit the bestseller list. I devoured each page, my 
heart pounding as she spoke of words that hammered against the walls 
of one's house, about how writing was the freest way to live. I gobbled 
up each of her delicate bon mots as if they were the finest Swiss bon-
bons. I read and re-read passages until they flew off the page and 
entered my bloodstream by osmosis, her words reverberating off the soft 
spongy walls of my brain. Apart from being a wonderful guide on what it 
means to write, Dillard's book exhibited the best in what good writing 
should be: fresh, interesting metaphors, near perfect use of rhythm and 
repetition, and complex ideas presented in a strong narrative framework. 

I was twenty-four and in love with the idea of success as much as I was 
in love with words, and as I read her book, I vowed that I would always 
live the writing life. I would write brilliant novels with insightful 
characters that made readers laugh and cry at the same time. I would 
gather around me a group of writing friends, a modern-day salon where 
nearly every conversation would be about the meaning of art, the 
importance of literature, and the role that we as artists would play in the 
world...

Most of all, I would never, never hold down a nine-to-five job. That was 
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for conventional people, for lawyers and Boeing engineers, for telephone 
repairmen and marketing reps, not for "creative" people such as myself. 
Besides if I worked a regular job, I would never have time to write. So, I 
would do as Dillard did. As all of my writing teachers at Mount Holyoke, 
my undergraduate institution, and the University of Washington did. I 
would teach creative writing. One or two classes a semester, filled with 
inspired, talented (though not more talented than me, I hoped) students 
whom were also committed to the writing life. And of course, after the 
appropriate amount of rejection, I would win my first Pulitzer Prize, the 
acceptance speech for which I had already been writing in my head for at 
least a year. Ladies and gentleman of Columbia University... 

After all, Dillard had won the Pulitzer at the ripe old age of twenty-nine; 
why couldn't I? 

Such a pipe dream may seem very naive and perhaps more than a bit 
brazen, but people do it, live the writing life, all the time. Such people 
are our mentors in college, or we read about them in the Times Book 
Review or in interviews in Poets & Writers. In fact, the New York Review 
of Books is almost entirely dedicated to and aimed at men and women of 
letters who exclusively live the writing life. 

Ten years later, I have published more than a dozen short stories and 
essays in journals and magazines throughout the country. I've been 
anthologized twice. And every few years or so, I win a small writing 
prize. But I have yet to publish a full-length work, even though I have 
the completed manuscript for three novels and a memoir all carefully 
stored away in my files. I have no idea what happened to the draft of the 
Pulitzer Prize acceptance speech I was working on. It probably got 
inadvertently thrown away when my husband and I moved out of our 
apartment and into our first house (though, of course, I did manage to 
hang on to every rejection letter I ever received). 

But that's not to say that I didn't give the writing life a fair try. After I 
received my MFA, I taught creative writing and composition classes part-
time at various community colleges around the Puget Sound region. I 
told myself that part-time teaching was only temporary--a stepping 
stone into eventually securing a full-time tenured position, which paid 
substantially more money and would allow me to qualify for sabbaticals 
which I would use to travel and write more brilliant novels. 

I actually liked teaching, enjoyed speaking with students about the 
importance of writing and literature in our lives. I liked the faculty whom 
I worked with, many of whom were writers themselves, and I liked the 
spontaneity of the classroom, where despite my lesson plan I always 
needed to be quick on my feet to take advantage of a question a student 
asked, or come up with an alternative exercise on passive voice when I 
realized that the students weren't responding well to the one that I had 
planned to use. 

But despite the fact that I only spent two or three hours a day in the 
classroom, I discovered that teaching did not offer lots of time and 
freedom to write--I would spend most of my days marking student 
compositions, wondering if I could manage to read yet one more 
compare and contrast essay on the difference between an Isuzu Trooper 
and a Jeep Cherokee Laredo without slitting my wrists. 

I also wasn't making enough money (even when I combined two or three 
different teaching positions each quarter, I never earned more than 
twelve thousand dollars a year). Because I often needed to be at one 
community college at nine a.m., and at second one by ten thirty, I 
couldn't rely on public transportation to get me there. I needed a car. I 
owed more than twenty thousand dollars in student loans--the price I 
paid to learn about the writing life in the first place. And finally, there 
was my husband, who after working fifteen years in the film and 
television industry, sustained a debilitating back injury and was forced to 
change careers, resulting in nearly two years of unemployment while he 
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underwent medical treatment and retraining. 

So, one day about three years ago, I drew in a deep breath, revised my 
resume, opened up the help wanted ads and looked for a full-time job. I 
had hoped to find a position as an editor at a publishing house or 
magazine, but while Seattle has a number of fine small presses, many of 
them rely on volunteers or pay even less than part-time teaching. 

Now I work a fifty-hour week as a senior account executive for one of 
Seattle's leading advertising and public relations firms. In many ways, I 
write far more often now than I did when I taught. In fact, I write all the 
time at my office: e-mails, memos, marketing plans, press releases and 
media kits, video scripts and white papers. On the behalf of my clients, I 
even get to pitch, write and publish articles in leading business and news 
publications. Only my name is never on the byline. And I rarely get to 
write about emotions, or universal truths, or even get to tell a great 
story in the traditional narrative sense. I mostly write about new 
products or new technologies available on the market and why 
consumers, or business executives, or physicians need to buy them. I am 
good at what I do--all those years of writing in active voice and using 
zippy adjectives help make for lively copy. I enjoy my colleagues, and I 
often find myself getting caught up in office politics, contemplating the 
steps I need to take to get that next promotion, ask for that next raise, 
and sometimes even entertain the notion of what it might be like to 
become a company vice president. 

But then a friend e-mails me that her husband has said that if she wants 
to stay home full-time to work on her novel, he will support her. Or 
another friend tells me that she is leaving the city to live out in the 
country where fewer distractions and fewer bills will allow her to devote 
her days just to writing. And I think about Renie and Maddy, my two 
protagonists in chapter three of my latest novel, whom I have left 
abandoned on a deserted snow bank in Lake Placid for nearly a month 
because I was away on business and too busy or too preoccupied to 
devote a single thought about how to rescue them. I realize that I have 
begun writing literary essays rather than short stories or novels, because 
they take less time to write and I generally can complete a draft in a 
single weekend. A hot squirt of acid eats into the pit of my stomach when 
I recall that I haven't submitted a short story to a magazine in six 
months, and unless I submit the work, publication will never happen. I 
recognize that I have missed deadlines for writing grants, fiction writing 
contests, and readings, all of the things I am supposed to apply for, or 
care about, or do, in order to live a proper writing life. 

The thing is that I do care. It bothers me that when I sit down at the 
computer to work on my novel, I sometimes have to go back to an 
earlier chapter to recall the names of some of the secondary characters 
because it has been so long since I've last been in contact with them. I 
envy friends or acquaintances who graduated from the MFA program the 
same year I did or even a few years after, who have not only published 
one or two novels, but whose work is regularly posted on The New York 
Times bestseller list. I then feel guilty about being envious. I agonize 
over every television show I decide to watch at the end of a long tiring 
work day, because I know that if I were a "real" writer, I would have the 
energy and commitment to go straight to the computer and begin 
working (I mean if Herman Melville could get up at four a.m. every 
morning to write for three hours before he left for his job as a lawyer's 
scrivener, surely I could find thirty minutes after dinner to do the 
same?). 

But in those same ten years while I have been struggling to try to find 
my way into the writing life, a strange trend has taken hold of the 
publishing world. As the industry continues to be consumed by the 
nineties malaise known as "mergers and acquisitions," fewer and fewer 
publishing houses are issuing first novels, or even novels at all. At the 
same time, the market has been flooded by a long steady stream of 
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manuscripts that I can only describe as "self-help" books for writers. 
Books that while ostensibly about the writing process really are a series 
of primers on how to live a proper writer's life. From Natalie Goldberg to 
Anne Lamott, from Julia Cameron to Joel Saltzman, do this, these books 
say, and you can be successful like me. You only have to find the time to 
write three hours a day. You only have to keep a notebook by your bed 
to write down every dream you have. You only have to visualize that you 
are alone in a desert and fill in the details with your mind's eye. You only 
have to describe everything around you that is pink. Or green. Or purple. 
Write about food and your writer's block will disappear. Do timed writings 
and you'll unlock the key to your novel. You only have to... 

I know these self-help books for writers are meant to be comforting, to 
offer reassurance to writers that books aren't created by magic, but 
simply by hard work and a fierce desire to write. And based on how well 
many of these books sell, they obviously do strike a chord with many 
writers or would-be writers. But I find such books terrifying, for they 
seem to imply that if I only had followed their suggestions, if only I acted 
and did things the way they do, I would be like them. I too could be 
living the writing life. 

Rarely do these books offer any insight into how to balance writing with a 
full-time career (In Bird by Bird, Anne Lamott even facetiously boasts 
that she must be a writer, because she isn't equipped to DO anything 
else). Rarely do these books inform readers that less than five percent of 
all writers working today earn more than five thousand dollars a year, 
and unless a writer is lucky enough to inherit wealth or marry it, that he 
or she better be thinking about another way to make a living. Rarely do 
these books even acknowledge that most of us barely have enough hours 
in the day to go to work, spend time with our spouse or children or pets, 
exercise, food shop, pay bills, do laundry, let alone work on novels. And 
when I do make the time, carve four or five hours out of my weekend to 
sit down and write, the last thing I want to do is eat up that time by 
doing a series of writing exercises to get me in the mood. I want to get 
back to Maddy and Renie on that snow bank, I want to draft that essay 
about the time my best friend in high school told me she was dying to 
ensure that she maintained the upper hand in our friendship. I don't 
want to spend time thinking about why I am doing it. I don't want to 
spend anxious sleepless nights wondering if I sold out as a writer 
because not only do I not write three hours every day, I often don't write 
three hours every week. 

I am aware that I have free will. I am aware that any time I want to I 
can decide that the house, the cat and the job aren't worth it and I can 
quit (though what I am supposed to live on is not yet clear). I am aware 
that I control my guilt levels, my bouts of self-doubt, my envy of other 
writers who seem more successful than me, who win more awards, 
publish more often, or simply have better attitudes towards the entire 
writing process. 

Self-doubt is the writer's worst enemy--a sharp-beaked hawk ready to 
strike at the least provocation. It leads to writer's block; it leads to 
mediocre writing that is mediocre simply because it fails to take risks. 

For a long time after I made the decision to take a full-time job, I started 
to believe that I wasn't a writer anymore, not a "real" one--not someone 
who lived Annie Dillard's sort of writing life, devoted all her energies to 
capturing that perfect sentence on the page, writing and rewriting it until 
it resonated like a clarion in a church. And if I was not going to live the 
"writing life," how dare I presume that I could write at all? What right did 
I have to call myself a writer, when in fact so few of my hours were 
devoted to it? After all, we all want to think of ourselves as writing all the 
time, just as most of us want to think of ourselves as exercising 
regularly. Unfortunately, doing errands in spandex shorts and an 
oversized sweatshirt is not actually the same as a daily aerobic class. 

I fail at it a lot. I fail to stay cheerful, I fail to stay confident. I get angry, 

24 of 31



mostly with myself, for being lazy, for creating excuses, for envying 
others, though occasionally I simply get angry at the circumstances 
under which I must create. And I complain far, far too much about how 
hard it is to do so. My husband often asks me, if you aren't having fun, if 
it is so difficult, why do you keep doing it? 

I don't know how to explain it to him. Or even to myself. I actually have 
tried not to be a writer. I have, in fact, deliberately gone weeks or even 
months without putting a single creative thought down on the page. I tell 
myself that I will be happier that way; perhaps then I will no longer be 
plagued by guilt and self-loathing when I fail to produce quality work. 
But sooner or later, a character will begin forming in my mind, 
demanding my attention, asking that I come out and play with her, find 
out why I cannot seem to shake her image. The feeling may come over 
me in that lovely shimmery gray time between wake and sleep; it may 
hit me while I am on the phone with a client, and an odd phrase begins 
to echo in my head. 

In the film classic The Red Shoes, the main character, a prima ballerina 
played by actress Moira Shearer is interviewed by a journalist who asks 
her why she dances. 

"Why do you breathe?" she responds. 

"Because I must," he says. 

"Yes," she says. "That's my answer too." 

I think it's the answer for all of us trying to make sense of the writing 
life. You do it because you must, and therefore, you will, despite 
yourself, despite the long hours of your job, the weekly laundry, and all 
the societal pressure telling you to focus on other things like a retirement 
savings plan, organic cooking or a yearly vacation to DisneyWorld, 
sooner or later, you will close the door to your bedroom or den or study, 
open your notebook or turn on your computer, and on the clear, white, 
blank page, you will make your mark. 

Copyright © Sandi Sonnenfeld. This essay was previously published in Hayden's Ferry 
Review, Spring/Summer 2001. 
Title graphic: "On the Page" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2005.
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Morning dew turns white on the grass and I stand with my toes bare and 
digging at the ground. The air is cold now like her skin against the sheets 
the last time we spoke. Her eyes had blinked at me then and looked 
away, looked toward the door that would later open with his hand on the 
knob. 

My nightgown hanging to my knees, between the houses and oak tree, I 
wait. He walks out, his coffee cup in hand, his suit coat buttoned, and I 
see the curtains part, her fingers on sheer fabric, as he drives away. 

I knock with my fingers wide, my palm banging on the wood, but she will 
not answer, so I run through the blades of grass to the window. I see her 
silhouetted in the chair, in the lamplight, with her knees bent and tucked. 

"Please," I say, "please," and my hand is open against the glass, but her 
eyes are closed. 

I watch as she traces her fingers up and down her arm and I feel them on 
my own. Her hands on my skin, her face close as she whispered to me 
that last day. 

"Listen to the children playing," she had said when the school buses came. 
"Listen to them giggle." Her fingers ran off my skin then and her hands 
rested at her sides. 

Cold air rises from the ground and seeps up my legs, and she moves to 
the window where I stand. Her eyes dark and blinking at me, she reaches 
up and pulls the blinds closed. 

Copyright © Tammy R. Kitchen 2005. Title graphic: "Curtain" Copyright © The 
Summerset Review 2005.
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reached at bookPR@earthlink.net. 
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Writers are invited to submit literary short stories and essays of up to 8,000 
words. Pieces of light or subtle content are likely to be given more serious 
consideration. To get more of an idea of what we are looking for, please read 
The Summerset Review or consult our Recommended Reading List. We suggest 
that contributors be familiar with the writing typically found in literary 
publications such as these. 

Email submissions to editor@summersetreview.org as an attachment in MS 
Word format, or as plain text. You may alternatively submit in hard-copy by 
sending to 25 Summerset Drive, Smithtown, NY 11787. All submissions receive 
replies as quickly as possible. If we have not responded within three months, 
please hassle us. We read year-round. 

All submitted work is assumed to be original. Book excerpts will be considered 
if you believe the work stands alone. Reprints will be considered if the work has 
not appeared elsewhere within the last two years. Simultaneous submissions 
are encouraged. 

We do not give previously-published authors any more attention than new 
writers, and judge submissions objectively on literary merit. Even so, a brief 
note accompanying the submission is preferred. We are not sure what we want 
to read in this note, but would appreciate the extra effort, rather than a blank 
email with an attachment. We are always interested in knowing how you've 
heard of us, and what you like about us. 

Authors will see drafts of accepted pieces for review prior to release. Beginning 
in December 2005, we pay twenty-five dollars at release time to each writer 
appearing in the issue. 

Writers retain all rights to use their work elsewhere in any way they choose, 
however, we reserve the right to republish the material, without modification, 
in a nonprofit print volume. We also reserve the right to quote brief excerpts of 
text at literary events, with no connection to monetary gain, crediting the 
author in all cases. 

We nominate stories annually for the Pushcart Prize, New Stories from the 
South, storySouth's Million Writers Award, and elsewhere. 
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Author Title Source

Aciman, Andre Cat's Cradle From the November 3rd issue of The New Yorker, 1997

Altschul, Andrew Foster From A to Z From Issue #1 of Swink, 2004

Anderson, Dale Gregory The Girl in the Tree From the Spring/Summer issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2003

Ashton, Edward Night Swimmer Online at The Blue Penny Quarterly, Spring/Summer, 1995

Baggott, Julianna Five From Other Voices #28, 1998

Bardi, Abby My Wild Life From Quarterly West #41, 1995

Baxter, Charles Snow From the collection A Relative Stranger, published in 1990

Benson, Amy Vectors: Arrows of Discontent A memoir excerpt in Issue 29.2 of New Orleans Review, 2004

Borders, Lisa Temporary Help From the Spring/Summer issue of Bananafish, 1998

Broyard, Bliss Mr. Sweetly Indecent From the Fall issue of Ploughshares, 1997

Burns, Carole Honour's Daughter From Other Voices #31, 1999

Cain, Chelsea Pretty Enough To Be a Showgirl From the Spring issue of Grand Tour, 1997

Cheever, John The Stories of John Cheever A collection published in 1980

Christopher, Nicholas Veronica A novel published in 1996

Clark, Susan Besides the Body From the Spring issue of Red Rock Review, 2004

Crane, Elizabeth When the Messenger Is Hot A collection published in 2003

Crowe, Thomas Rain Firsts Online at Oyster Boy Review in January, 1997

Dancoff, Judith Vermeer's Light From Alaska Quarterly Review’s Intimate Voices issue, 1997

Dormanen, Sue Finishing First From the Summer issue of Lynx Eye, 1998.

Doyle, Larry Life Without Leann From an issue of The New Yorker in Fall, 1990

Kennedy, Thomas E. Kansas City From Vol 62 No. 4 of New Letters, 1996

McInerney, Jay Model Behavior A novel published in 1998

Millhauser, Steven Enchanted Night A novella published in 1999

Moses, Jennifer Circling From the Spring issue of Gettysburg Review, 1995

Murakami, Haruki South of the Border, West of the Sun A novel published in 1998

Offill, Jenny Last Things A novel published in 1999

Orlean, Susan The Bullfighter Checks Her Makeup A collection of essays published in 2001

Raboteur, Emily The Eye of Horus From StoryQuarterly #40, 2004

Robison, Mary Why Did I Ever? A novel published in 2001

Salinger, J.D. For Esme - With Love and Squalor From the collection Nine Stories published in 1953

Tilghman, Christopher The Way People Run From the September 9th issue of The New Yorker, 1991
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Alaska Quarterly Review

Gettysburg Review

Gulf Coast

Hayden's Ferry Review

Mid-American Review

New Letters

New Orleans Review

Other Voices

Puerto del Sol

South Dakota Review

StoryQuarterly

Swink

Quarterly West

West Branch
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      Mariel Boyarsky, Michael J. Cunningham, Catherine B. Hamilton, 
Maxi Hellweger, B.J. Hollars

Erin Anderson, Carl R. Brush, Mark X. Cronin, Elise Davis, Shellie 
Zacharia 

      David McKinley Lowrey, Mark Mazer, Corey Mesler, Terry 
Thomas

Julie Ann Castro, Bill Glose, Graham Jeffery, William Starr Moake, 
Philippe Tarbouriech, Carolyn Thériault 

      Karen Kasaba, Chris Ludlow, Court Merrigan, Michael F. Smith, 
Mark Vender

Scott Carter, Alan M. Danzis, Gerard Marconi, Jordan Rosenfeld

      Maura Madigan, Troy Morash, Pam Mosher, Paul Silverman

Aline Baggio, Susan H. Case, Zdravka Evtimova, Tony O'Brien, Tom 
Sheehan, Jennifer Spiegel

      Linda Boroff, Thomas Brennan, Sue Dormanen, James Francis, 
Gina Frangello, Gwendolyn Joyce Mintz

Eric Bosse, Sarah Maria Gonzales, M.M.M. Hayes, Janice J. Heiss, Pia 
Wilson

     Max Dunbar, Jenny de Groot, Soo J. Hong, Rachel Belinda Kidder, 
Michael Marisi, Ulf Wolf

Kit Chase, Diane E. Dees, Edison McDaniels, Regina Phelps, Jacob 
Fawcett
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