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We were asked several interesting questions recently. One was, "How do you 
determine the needs of potential readers in the short stories and essays that 
you publish?" We're a bit naive and stubborn here, we'll admit. We try not to 
anticipate the needs in great detail. We make our own judgments. Sometimes 
we even feel as if readers should visit us with an open mind, read the stories 
and learn from them, rather than the other way around. 

Another question was, "How do you gain exposure for your web site and its 
short fiction?" Once again, we'll demonstrate the density of our heads (which 
may be as scant as that inside the scarecrow's you see above): We feel that if 
we put out a good product, losing a lot of sweat and blood in the process, the 
readers will come. If we publish truly engaging, high quality stories, people 
the world over may intrinsically be able to see the value and merit, and 
gravitate toward it. We like to let the product speak for itself. So we'll shut 
up, now... 

Our Lit Pick of the Quarter this time comes from the Crab Orchard Review, 
where in the Winter/Spring 2006 issue a piece entitled “Going Native” by 
Nicole Walker appears. Is it fiction or nonfiction? we asked ourselves when we 
read it, then read it again, then read it again. We can’t be certain, and it isn’t 
identified as one or the other. 

In any event, it’s a wonderful short piece narrated in an elliptical manner, 
revolving around a pregnancy that may have come too soon. We don’t think 
the story can be fully appreciated in a single sitting; it’s one of those that you 
find yourself coming back to, perhaps the same day, perhaps weeks or years 
later. Here are two excerpts: 
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I do not like the way the words “I love you” hollow out the air 
around you. How sometimes, when you hear those words, you 
think of pickles or stubbed toes or the time your dad was late to 
pick you up from practice, but don’t think about the person saying 
the words. “I love you” is a placeholder for all the things you used 
to know. The letter “U” at the end of the phrase leaves you off at 
the place where you turn toward what you’re never going to know. 

. . . 

I used to think that things connected like trains. One boxcar 
coupled to another and then those thoughts and ideas would add 
up to mean something. One long train like a strand of DNA would 
translate to something. I started at this station and I ended up at 
this next one via this ton of metal, this axle, this track brought me 
from here to there. Now I think connections are more like Virginia 
creeper or spaghetti. It all touches, but where one vine or strand 
begins and another ends is a knotted question. 

We wonder, in reading this second excerpt, if the author is referring to the 
story itself, in a way. You read and decide. 

Starting our issue off this quarter, Zane Kotker writes of a nameless older 
woman "Going to Granada with a Young Man," a short story about perspectives 
of age. Choppy dialogue, whimsy, and a sleeping bag stolen by an odd 
character appear in Kevin Spaide's "Come Home." Corbitt Nesta explores the 
concept of omertà in her essay "Everyday Life in the Land of Silence." Haunting 
images and events surround life among the piñonero trees in Philip Suggars' 
short story, "The Bridge." And finally, a photographer on a mission to capture 
on film a mysterious bird and flower finds more than he cares to in "Desert 
People," a short story by Steven Torres. 

Once again, many thanks to all those who submitted for our Fall issue, and 
those thoughtful enough to send feedback. 

The Summerset Review
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They traveled well together, the young man from England and the 
American woman who was old enough to be his mother or, in some 
societies, his grandmother. That they might do so hadn't occurred to 
either of them at the staff table of an Elder Horizons Camp in southern 
Spain where she was teaching Data Collection for Family History and he 
Introduction to the Digital Camera. Then the plumbing system broke. 
Since there were only two more days in the session, the scores of 
pensioners who'd come south for a bit of winter sun and perhaps less 
instruction were given the option of leaving early with a small rebate or 
of staying on without toilets. Everybody chose to leave, except for these 
two who each had Saturday flights booked at the tiny airport nearby. 
Over a last desolate dinner with the camp director, they decided to go 
see Granada. Friday morning this unlikely pair set out together with their 
backpacks. 

They managed to board a bus and pay for tickets with the few Spanish 
words she possessed, and each found window seats among the many 
that were available, he on the left of the aisle and she on the right. A 
good beginning, she thought: he won't intrude on me and I won't intrude 
on him. He's a young man, after all. He needs his freedom. 

It was a relief not to be talking, not to be laboring to keep her English 
simple or to understand the Spanish that drifted about the classroom, as 
the women spoke to each other of their lives. She turned her attention to 
the string of pastel-tinted seaside vacation condominiums visible outside 
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her window. They ran without interruption through towns where 
Phoenicians and Jews and Greeks and Romans and Arabs had lived in the 
days when—if you didn't count Asia—the Mediterranean lay indeed in 
"the middle of the land." One town offered a wealth of silver, the next 
featured sheep's wool, and every town grew oranges, olives, and 
almonds. She didn't understand how this dry soil could grow anything at 
all. There was the blue of the sea with its gentle waves, the dark sand, 
and the light loose soil that didn't look capable of supporting much but 
tourists' bocce courts and an occasional shopping center. 

Then the bus turned west, away from the sea, and slowly began to rise 
through Vera, where the Romans finally beat the Carthaginians, on up to 
the larger town of Cuevos with its bright clean supermarket and its 
Colors of Benetton. Across the aisle Douglas sat with his eyes closed, 
listening on headphones to something that had managed to make it 
through the dark, thick dreadlocks to his ears. 

Some people don't care about history, she told herself. The visual people, 
like her husband, dead a half dozen years now, and her son. They live in 
a thick present that stretches out to either side of them filled with 
particular, appealing objects and they're usually late to their 
appointments because time is irrelevant. It's verbal people who care 
about history. They think backwards to Babylonia and forwards toward 
the hour and minute that they must be ready to get on the bus, pay the 
rent, and telephone their husbands, if they're still alive. They worry a lot. 
At least, that was her theory. She checked her watch against her bus 
schedule: they were on time for Cuevos. But what did it matter? She was 
trying to worry less, to be more like the visual people. Apparently, 
Douglas was one of them. Across the aisle he appeared content. He 
couldn't be more than twenty-four, twenty-five. "I'd like tha'," he'd said 
in his vowel-focused English, "Granada." "Me too," she'd replied, though 
she hadn't been entirely convinced he was actually coming until he 
showed up at the breakfast table. 

After Cuevos, the road continued to ascend into the mountains and soon 
they were passing through a wide and gently sloping valley between two 
mountain ridges. Snow appeared on the southern ridge, the ridge outside 
Douglas' window. "Douglas," she said across the aisle, "it's the Sierra 
Nevada." He stirred himself. "Wha?" She gestured to the view, "Sierra 
Nevada." He got out his tiny silver camera but didn't shoot anything. 

The towns became smaller and farther apart. Crops lay hidden under 
plastic. The soil looked browner than that of the coast. There was the 
dusty dark green of roadside shrubs and plants and the dry hills rising 
covered with stiff plants. It looked like California, southern California. An 
orange orchard appeared with the bright globes individual against the 
dark leaves. Whole hillsides of white-flowering almond trees in neat 
rows. Remnants of what could be a Roman aqueduct. 

Another big town, she couldn't find its name in the signage: 
Ayuntamiento, meubles, immobiliari. These, she knew, were not the 
names of towns. Almanzora, perhaps that was it. Whatever its name, 
there was stone here—the quarrying, transporting, selling, and working 
of stone. And travel agencies everywhere. Who would come here? Brits, 
maybe, Danes, northerners who couldn't afford a seaside escape from 
their snow. Yes, Scenic Valley Estates announced themselves in English. 
There was wood here, too. Stores displayed wooden furniture in their 
windows. Outside the town there stood a planted field of tall thin trees in 
one spot and, next to it, that same kind of tree cut down and stacked for 
transport. Stone, wood, these are industries a human being can 
understand. Unlike the digital camera, a mystery to her. Douglas pulled 
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the curtain over his window, cutting the sun and the view. 

In Parchena, the oranges were falling off the trees and lying like prizes 
on the earth below. After this, there was no stop for miles and miles of 
planted fields, of terraces, of every bit of space being used for labor-
intensive agriculture. This is Andalusia or at least the high plateau of 
Andalusia. She knew it to be the breadbasket of the Phoenicians and of 
the Romans and of all conquerors or traders since. It was settled even 
earlier by people with a less familiar name, the people who survived the 
Ice Age in the caves of these hills and who finally came out to hunt and 
fish and ever so slowly to upgrade hunting into herding and gathering 
into planting. Oh, she loved to know these things about history. And it 
pleased her to see those first fruits of the agricultural revolution still 
here: sheep, goats, olives, grapes, almond and oranges. When they 
pulled into the sheltered bus stop in the big city of Baza, Douglas stood 
up. "Dya know the word for bathroom?" he asked her. "Baños," she 
replied and off he went. 

Her son had worn dreadlocks like Douglas's. Now he ran a basil farm in 
Vermont, his fields crossed and bypassed by green plastic watering 
hoses, the greenhouse humid and sweet smelling. Health stores from 
Hartford to Boston bought his produce and lately he was taking Internet 
orders. He'd sported blondish dreads when he went off at twenty-four on 
his youthful who-shall-I-be travels, returning at twenty-six with short 
curly hair and a sun-browned, muscular body. They'd missed his entire 
twenty-fifth year. 

Douglas re-appeared in the aisle and the driver pulled out of the bus 
stall. She was getting tired of sitting, though she was glad not to be back 
home in her quiet apartment, back into a widow's life with its practiced 
routines and regularities designed to outwit insurance bills and 
loneliness. Out the window appeared fields and fields of a strange short 
shrub. Grapevines cut to a comfortable picking height? Olive trees? 
Really, she didn't know enough about plants. She must ask Matt next 
time he and Ellen came to visit. Though they couldn't come often, not 
with a farm to look after. She'd be going to them. She checked her 
watch, time for lunch. She opened her plastic wrap: hard boiled egg, 
apple, bread and the last of the marmalade from the staff refrigerator. 
Douglas was peeling his egg. Then he stopped. Holding it in one hand, he 
photographed it with the other. 

Eventually the bus began to move slightly downhill in its approach to 
Guadix and the snowy mountains began to loom higher and closer. A 
Christian church appeared and she recalled the questionable fact she'd 
read in a travel brochure—that in the middle of the first century the Jews 
of nearby Toledo had sent a man to Jerusalem to find out more about the 
recently crucified Jew called Messiah by some. In Jerusalem, the scout 
had seen the Galilean Peter performing miracles and he'd come back with 
six missionaries to speak in the synagogues of Spain. From that seed 
came Andalusia's Christianity, to be overrun by Islam, to be conquered 
by the Catholic Kings. Shops, a Renault dealership, a Delta office, a bus 
stop with a father greeting a daughter in her twenties. Such pleasure on 
the man's face. She remembered the night that Matt had finally come 
home from his travels, standing in the kitchen making a peanut butter 
sandwich and telling them his adventures. They'd sat, just looking at 
him, just taking him in, twenty-six. His twenty-fifth year gone, lost to 
them. Three young men were getting on the bus, tossing something back 
and forth, outdoing each other in cool. The bus filled up and a short worn 
woman took the seat beside Douglas who now appeared to be sleeping. 

Off again with fields on all the high slopes and once in a while the black 
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hole of a cave opening in the side of a hill. Some of the caves had doors, 
one with a white wooden frame around it painted with flowers. In 
another hour they began to descend and there ahead of them lay 
Granada. She checked her watch. Right on time. She got out her sheet of 
paper with the instructions on it—Number 33 bus to Plaza Nueva, walk to 
the hostel on Cuesta Gomerez. How much would the bus cost? Douglas 
hadn't opened his eyes. He didn't open them until the woman beside him 
stood up and walked forward. When the bus was parked in the station 
and almost everyone else had gotten off, the two of them stood and 
shouldered their packs. "Where to?" he asked her, this young man on his 
travels. She said, "I thought we'd try the Information booth." 

At the booth, she asked the clerk for the Number 33 and he didn't 
understand her. He'd been taught British English. When Douglas spoke, 
he understood Douglas. On the bus the driver was stumped by Douglas's 
"CaTHEdral" and needed her "CatayDRAL" for the word to reach 
meaning. We travel well together, she thought. They moved down the 
aisle, passing four blond girls from somewhere north, each with a huge 
suitcase at her feet and a cat on her lap. No, of course not, not cats—
only folded, fur-lined jackets. The girls were staring at Douglas. 

She was suddenly aware that she was moving among white people with a 
young man of mixed blood at her side. At Horizons, they'd been bound 
together as the only staffers whose mother tongue was English. Race and 
age may separate but language is the stronger, and binds. Now she felt 
protective of him. He was a handsome young man with a strong sense of 
himself, and with an appealing gentleness as well. Still, she had no idea 
how he might feel on being surrounded by whites staring at him. Then 
she realized it was not his skin but his elaborate dreads that were 
fetching the gazes, and that he'd probably designed his hair for this very 
effect. Matt had admitted as much himself. 

She saw from her map that the cathedral would be on the right and she 
held out the map to show Douglas exactly where. He paid it no mind, 
bending down to look out the window at actual buildings. Suddenly he 
announced, "there ‘tis." She headed toward the front but he touched her 
on the arm and pointed to the back door that was mandatory for exits, 
and they made it out a second before the door closed. Then they were in 
Granada, standing on a corner with people hurrying by, taking in the 
smell of car exhaust, the constant fartings of motorcycles. "We made it," 
she said. "No trouble at all." Lately, she was making an effort to enjoy 
the good parts. 

"What now?" 

"Well, I'm going to check into the hostel that the director recommended." 
She'd heard him tell the director that he wasn't sure where he'd stay, 
maybe he'd just wander about and find a place. She'd taken that to 
mean that he wanted to be on his own. And so did she; that was her 
custom in travel. She'd mastered that, since her husband's death. So she 
said, "And you'll be off to photograph in the Albaycin, won't you?" He'd 
mentioned an interest in the white houses and narrow streets of the Arab 
section of the city. 

"Dunno. Maybe I'll come with you." 

"O.K.," she said, surprised. For all his cool he might be a bit unsure of 
himself in a foreign city where he didn't speak the language. They 
started around a statue in a square but suddenly she stopped. "It's 
Ferdinand and Isabella!" she exclaimed. Well, it wasn't. It was Isabella 
and Christopher Columbus. He was kneeling to present something—
America?—to the seated queen. Oh, so much history right here. She 
hadn't known that Isabella or Columbus had anything to do with Granada 
and was about to explain all this to Douglas when she remembered he 
wouldn't care. History was not his thing. Besides, he was finally studying 
the map she'd given him and having trouble matching it with the real 
world. Suddenly he handed it back and pointed to a sign so far off she 
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couldn't see it. "There ‘tis," he said. "I see it with my eagle eye." She 
laughed and followed him to the hostel. 

"You go first," she said. The woman at the desk had no English and so 
she drew Douglas diagrams of two rooms, one with private bath and one 
with shared bath. He studied the diagrams and the clerk turned to her: 
Did she want a room for one or for two people? Suddenly embarrassed, 
she raised a single finger. But what a lover this boy would make for 
someone thirty years younger in body, as well as in what was once called 
soul. Happily, Douglas hadn't understood the clerk's question; he was 
pointing to the drawing of a single room with shared bath, and soon they 
were upstairs and standing on the marble floor between their facing 
rooms. She gave him another chance at freedom, saying, "I'm going to 
go out to the Alhambra in a couple of minutes. What's your plan?" 

"I guess I'll go, too," he said, surprising her again. Perhaps he just 
wanted company, was used to family life. Or perhaps she was so inured 
to solitude that she couldn't imagine companionship. 

"O.K. Five minutes, then?" 

Her room was tiled in green with an elegant bathroom and shuttered 
doors that opened onto a small balcony over the Plaza Nueva. Taking the 
heavier items out of her backpack, she tied a nylon parka around her 
waist and they were off to the tourist bus that would take them up the 
steep hill to the Sultan's palace. It would be open only three more hours 
and they'd heard you sometimes had to wait half the day to get a pass. 

"What'll we do if we cahn't get in?" he said with some concern. 

"We'll get in," she assured him. "It's winter and we'll probably have three 
whole hours to see it." "Not me," he replied, "I'll take a short look and go 
on to tha' other place, what's it called, then?" 

"Albaycín." 

They got immediate entry, 10-Euro tickets. 

"Bit pricey," he said. 

"Hey, we did it, no snags." 

"Guess so." He still sounded a little lost. 

"Well, I'll be back at the hostel about eight," she told him. "I'll knock on 
your door. If you feel like going out to dinner, we can. If not, I'll go 
alone." 

"Awright then. Here's where we split." He waved and started off. 

Following her map, she soon found herself in the wrong place, stopped 
by an entryway that corded off further progress. She was looking around 
for a guard or an English-speaking tourist when she heard Douglas 
calling her name. There he was, coming toward her. "This is not the 
cahstle," he said, having made the same mistake as she. "It's down 
there, see?" He waved toward what could be seen of the tops of castles, 
castles straight out of a boy's book of the Middle Ages. He always 
seemed to know where he was so long as he didn't consult a map. She 
could read maps but not find the actual buildings. She smiled at that. 

When they reached the Sultan's palace, his cell phone rang and she 
waved herself off, announcing that she was going to buy herself the 
audio tour. Holding it to her ear, she entered alone the great reception 
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hall where petitioners from distant places waited to see the Sultan or his 
staff at this the seat of Muslim power in the medieval West. She admired 
the intricacies of the patterned tiles and the wall after wall of carved 
wooden design. A recorded voice explained to her that the wood had 
been painted in bright colors, just as had the stones of the Egyptians and 
the marbles of the Greeks and Romans. Now she was moving as she 
normally did in museums, without husband or child, accompanied by a 
cheerful audiotape. 

It was familiar, this kind of travel, and so it seemed right, easier. As 
usual, she noticed older couples, the ones who had nothing to say to 
each other and the ones who did. If Leonard were alive, they'd be 
making jokes and saving longer observations for suppertime. He'd begun 
his career in publishing as a caption writer for upscale picture books and 
could whip off set blocks about the Black Madonna of Puy or the ten 
foreskin relics of Jesus as table conversation. She missed marriage. But 
that was over and she was on into another part of life where she enjoyed 
new freedoms—the ability to travel, to change plans suddenly, not to 
have to consider another's desires. The smallness of her family troubled 
her though—suddenly she noticed a young man with dreads on the other 
side of the reception hall. Could it be Douglas? No, she saw, with 
disappointment. A jaunty young woman walked beside this boy. Douglas, 
she hoped, would run into someone like that among the throng of college-
aged tourists. 

She came to the room where scribes recorded the fates of the accused 
and then into the room that held the Sultan's judgment seat. Here sat 
the top man of Andalusian Islam, pronouncing fates. Off with the hand, 
the tongue, the head. Now that she'd heard an actual tape of a 
screaming man getting his head sawn off, the prospect transfixed her. Of 
course there would be violence where there was such tempting 
agricultural and mineral wealth. Ferdinand and Isabella had taken 
Andalusia from the Muslims by the sword and now Al Qaeda dreamed of 
regaining it with car bombs. They would renew a Caliphate spread round 
the world. 

She reached the Alcázar, the oldest building in the complex, an army 
barracks, the home of first Muslim and then Christian force. She climbed 
to the top of the watchtower, where flags were waving and the great bell 
of Christian triumph hung. She stood at a wall and looked out over the 
vastness of the Sierra Nevada and the fertile plains below them. Holding 
the recorded voice to her ear, she learned that two rivers ran through 
this plain and that it was their water that had made this the site of 
civilization for centuries, the place of irrigated fields. Now it was oil that 
people fought over. Soon it might be water again. She wondered if 
Douglas had found some friends. 

Back down on the Plaza Nueva, she discovered an Internet Point larger 
than any she'd ever seen. She sat down between a well-coifed executive-
looking woman and a man in Arabic turban. Cyberspace rewarded her 
with her daughter-in-law who sent a report on Matt's choice of summer 
interns for the farm. Her former office buddy Nelson appeared with a list 
of restaurants in Granada that he'd lifted from a website. Then came her 
neighbor Sally telling her that things looked fine at her house. She 
answered Ellen and Matt first: Toilets broke at camp so I've come to 
beautiful Granada. There are more than 150 people sitting here sending 
notes and maybe the Internet is as remarkable a feat as the building of 
the Alhambra, though invisible. Home Thursday. To Nelson she said, 
Thanks for the info. It will help me tonight. I've come to Granada with a 
young man and have fallen in love—somewhere between mother and 
grandmother love. The man next to me is filling his screen with Arabic 
and I'm trying not to think he's head of the local Al Qaeda cell. 
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She got back to the hostel just before eight and knocked on Douglas's 
door. He'll be gone, she thought. Off with new-found friends. But the 
door opened. He'd had a good day, couldn't name what he'd seen in the 
palace complex or quite where he'd been in the area of white Arabic 
houses on twisting, hilly streets. Hadn't taken many photographs, just 
wandered about, getting a sense of things. He'd seen some young 
African men selling objects off sheets placed on the street but every now 
and then they'd answer a cell phone and quickly make everything vanish 
into pockets and bags and a minute later the police would show up. Dogs 
had barked at him. It was a good place, Albaycín. He was hungry. 

"Good," she said. 

They walked the strip of tourist bars on the plaza. "A friend of mine sent 
me a list of some good places to eat," she said, pulling her notes from 
Nelson's list out of her pocket. 

"I'd ‘ave to check out the prices first." 

"I know. I only took the names of the cheap ones." 

They had to ask directions and then she led and they got lost. They 
asked again and he led and they didn't get lost. It took them about the 
same amount of time to discover that the menu for the Plat was not four 
different things to eat but the same thing in French, Spanish, English and 
German. It was pork, any way you looked at it. They both chose the 
chick pea soup to start. He chose the potatoes; she the salad. While they 
waited for the food, he asked her if she wanted to see some of his 
photographs and when she said yes, he handed her the tiny silver 
camera and told her where to press the button. 

There was a terrific shot of his hardboiled egg, half peeled. And a 
startling one of the lock on the back of a bathroom door. "It was so 
chunky," he explained. "I had to shoot it." There were shots of the 
African men standing in slouches against the wall, wearing their red 
embroidered Jackie O hats. A whole series of them in different postures, 
gathering up their goods, secreting them. There was a dog sitting in the 
sun beside his master, an old man who was sketching the traditional 
view across the Rio Dorra to the palaces and the watchtower. There were 
three cats sitting on a wall. He had a good eye for composition and color. 
"You're a good photographer," she said. 

"Bit discouraged," he allowed. He confessed that he wasn't getting 
anywhere in the free lance life of an artist and had to support himself as 
a computer techie. 

She told him to keep shooting and to set aside time to market himself. 
"Most of all," she said, "You've got to keep working." 

"Don't give up, you mean. 

"That's it." 

This was another woman's son, a woman who was probably missing him 
as much as she'd missed Matt during the year of his travels. Here in 
Granada with this young man she felt she'd somehow managed to meet 
up with her own son as he had been years ago making his way from 
Naples to Prague and down to Gaza. She finished off her glass of Rioja. 
According to the Plat menu, there'd be fruit for dessert and when the 
waiter slapped down an orange and a dull steel knife in front of each of 
them, they both laughed. "This is why it's so cheap," he said, "We're the 
labor." 

A man at the next table was sitting alone reading but it was beginning to 
feel perfectly natural to her to have someone on the other side of her 
own table. Yet their orange peels lay on their plates and the Spanish 
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night was young. He should be off, finding young friends. "We're near an 
Internet Point," she said. "I imagine you're going to want to check your 
email." 

"What'll you be doin', then?" 

"I'm going back to the hotel. Got to read the guidebook and see what I 
missed today." 

"Awright. I'll take a peek at the Internet place." 

She made her way back to the hostel and up to the pleasant room where 
she got into her silk pajamas and plumped up the pillows in one of the 
beds and started to sort the pages she'd torn from her guidebook, the 
receipts, the brochures, the maps folded the wrong way. The bulb in the 
reading lamp gave little light and came orange through its shade. A great 
bell rang out eleven times. She plotted the next day's walk and with her 
eyes watering from the poor light, finally opted for sleep. She took her 
vitamins and realized with a start that at this time on any other trip, 
she'd be taking one of the little pills she carried against anxiety. She 
didn't need one tonight. She wasn't lonely. She got into bed but didn't 
fall immediately to sleep. She lay there until she heard footsteps that she 
thought might be Douglas's. She wasn't sure, but she told herself he was 
home safe now, and then she slept. 

In the morning he knocked on her door and they agreed to meet at four 
outside the Internet Point. They mustn't miss their bus back to the camp 
because the director locked up at ten o'clock. If they didn't make this 
bus, they'd have to spend another night here in Granada, and so, 
probably miss their flights home. She trusted him now on directions, but 
not on time. The visual people are so terrible on time. "Don't be late," 
she reminded him. He headed back to the Albaycín for more 
photographs. She had her day in view: tea and a biscuit, a look at the 
sepulchers of Ferdinand and Isabella, a swing around the Arab shops, a 
bite of lunch, then up to the Museum of Archeology. 

The sepulchers were splendidly ornate, Isabella with her heavenward 
gaze and Ferdinand with his sword. Beside them lay their mad daughter 
Joanna with her husband Philip. It was said that Joanna had opened her 
husband's casket each night for years to kiss the dear departed 
goodnight. Her poor parents were still looking out for her, even in death. 
You own a big chunk of the known world and discover the new world but 
you cannot make a mad daughter well. 

Pulling off her sunglasses she stepped down the Entrada stairs to the 
crypt where the actual bones of these royals lay in simple coffins. A 
young man stood at the railing looking in at them. Death seems so 
impossible to the young. To the old it's as common as spent teabags. 
Isabella may even have longed for it. In Heaven, Joanna might be O.K. 
She turned and walked up the Salida stairs and into a tortuous scene of 
the Crucifixion. The coldness of stone buildings and the unrealities of 
extreme religious belief were getting to her. 

She needed food, nothing Spanish today, maybe pizza, pasta. She 
needed a bathroom. The restaurants weren't open yet for lunch, except 
for the tourist spots on the Plaza Nueva. There she began to peer at the 
menus pictured on boards set up in front of the storefront restaurants. 
The inevitable waiter appeared: "Senora, menu, full menu, seven fifty 
Euros, see picture here. Pasta tuna, pasta Bolognese, and this one 
Carbonari." 

"Yes, yes," she said. Carbonari, that had been her husband's favorite. 
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She hadn't eaten it for years on account of its cream content. She 
pointed to the picture of a plate of pasta Bolognese and asked if he had a 
bathroom. 

"Yes, yes, lady, sit down." 

Well, of course. He needed to be sure she'd pay. She could wait. So she 
sat and he brought the menu and repeated what he'd already said, 
showing more pictures of food. Apparently, the Bolognese had meat in it. 
Veal. As soon as he'd gone into the kitchen she began to worry about 
mad cow disease. The warmth of the sun was a blessing, though. A 
raggedly dressed man was playing a Pan pipe as he walked among the 
tables. A cheerful Chinese girl was ordering various plates for her friends. 
Such a competent and sanguine person often manages to lead a happy 
life. You learn things as you go along. She was learning not to worry. 

A glass of red, a basket of bread, and a plate of pasta with tomato sauce 
and cheese arrived. The pasta was better than she'd expected and she 
was relieved to find no meat in it. She ate slowly, looking across the 
plaza and up the steep hill to the Alcázar and its watchtower. Three flags 
were flying on it. From down here the medieval barracks looked like the 
very fist of oppression. She tried to imagine all the people who'd lived 
here on the streets below it, the Jews and the Moors who'd looked up at 
it the day they learned they were to be expelled by the Catholic Kings, 
their property taken, the doors of their own homes shut to them. She 
tried to imagine what it would be like to look up there one day and see 
the flag of radical Islam flying. More ruined children, bombed houses, 
streets full of corpses. Hopefully, new generations would arise who might 
be able to shrug their shoulders and go on living as the Spanish and the 
tourists were doing now. 

She found the restroom and when she came out, gave her check and 
some money to the cook who was standing at the range behind the 
counter. 

"How was food?" he asked. 

"It was good, very good!" 

"You are lovely u-wooman." 

She laughed and wondered if he'd somehow stolen her passport while 
distracting her with a compliment. But when she walked into the sunlight 
and toward the archeological museum, she found herself smiling at 
another possibility. Maybe he was only making up for the lack of veal? 

At the museum she examined the carefully-knapped stones in the 
Paleolithic room. On the wall above them hung illustrations of how the 
old ones who'd come out of the caves had lived. They'd killed elephants 
and smaller prey, scraped skins, sewn mantles, cooked with fire. In the 
Neolithic room she looked at the changes agriculture had brought: the 
pottery jars and bowls for storing produce for both the living and the dead
—all the things she usually loved to linger over. But here in the stone 
mansion, she began to feel cold and she hurried through the Phoenician 
room, replete with its gift of the alphabet. In the next rooms, the Greeks 
brought their red and black pottery, the Romans their Caesars, and the 
Arabs their metalwork and calligraphy. Somewhere in there was a life-
sized stone carving of a seated woman dug up from ancient Baza and 
there she sat: plump, wealthy, dressed in a decorated gown, wearing 
earrings in the shape of boxes. You can see her today in Beverly Hills or 
on the Champs; she's what you get when you control your food supply, 
your water, your oil. But time, time was slipping away. It was three-
thirty and she found that her mind was not on the past. 

She had to meet Douglas. She left the museum, stopped at the hostel to 
pick up the backpack she'd stored with reception and moved out into the 
sun again. It was still early but she thought it worth checking inside the 
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Internet place. He might be in there reading email. She entered the shop 
and looked around at the scores of screens but there was no young man 
with dreads. He wasn't here. And why should he be? It was only quarter 
of four. She left and walked around the corner and down a couple of 
blocks to check on the location of their bus stop. Then back to Internet 
Point. He still wasn't there. 

What would she do if he didn't appear? She had to get back to the camp. 
Was he O.K.? She crossed the street to look in at the shops in the alley. 
She mustn't worry. But what if he'd gotten caught in some racial thing 
involving the African men with their forbidden street sales? What if he 
were in jail? How would she find him? Don't be ridiculous. He isn't even 
late. It's only five of four. After all, he has appeared wherever agreed 
upon at every meeting point in the trip. Everything is fine. She spent 
three more minutes looking at inlaid tile boxes and then abruptly headed 
back toward the Internet place. He won't be there, she told herself, 
readying for the worst. But when she rounded the last corner, there he 
was, sitting on a bench near the shop, a young man on his travels, 
waiting for her. 

Copyright © Zane Kotker 2006. Title graphic: "Rainy Day in Granada" Copyright © The 
Summerset Review, Inc. 2006.
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One night, while drunk on wine, I lost my wife's sleeping bag. I left it 
somewhere. And though I'd never noticed her sleeping in it she told me she 
wanted it back. There was a history attached to it. It had sentimental value. 
Squinting at me with great seriousness, she asked, "Sentimental is a word, 
no?" She did not speak English well at the time. 

I was in the back of a van, a red van, and the sleeping bag was under my 
arm, a bottle of wine in my hand. My wife was visiting her mother in 
Budapest. It was Joe's van. I was perched on a bale of hay in the back, 
swigging wine out of the bottle, and the van was going somewhere in the 
dark, jouncing all over the road. There were no windows. The sleeping bag 
was on the floor. That was the last time I saw it. 

Who knows where we were going but I remember my wife calling while we 
were en route. She leaves me her phone whenever she goes away. I refuse 
to get a phone of my own because I don't want people calling me all the 
time. Usually I don't even pick up the phone in the house. I just let it ring, 
and sometimes people appear at the door afterward and ask why I didn't 
answer. When my wife is away, however, I always answer. The phone 
makes it easier to suffer these long periods of separation. 

She and her mother were at a bar. I could hear some people behind her 
shouting in their own complex language. I'd been drinking for quite a while 
by then—a few beers and a bottle of wine—and it struck me as miraculous 
that my wife could understand what those people were saying. I told her 
this. Then I told her I was sitting on a bale of hay in the back of Joe's van, 
drinking wine, rocketing through the dark. Her familiar laughter came out of 
the phone when she understood that I was drunk. I have no memory of how 
the conversation proceeded after that. 
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The van was full of hay because Joe kept a thoroughbred racehorse in his 
backyard. It was an impressive animal and everybody who lived nearby 
knew the horse or had at least heard stories about its antics. Strangers 
came from miles around just to have a look. The horse's skin was stretched 
so tight you could see the outline of almost every muscle in its body. Even 
its snout was muscular. It always looked as if someone had just given it a 
huge shot of amphetamines as it pranced around anxiously in the little yard, 
snorting loudly and kicking the cobblestones out of the garden path. 

For some mysterious reason the horse liked to stand in the flower garden. 
Maybe he enjoyed the view from the hill or maybe he just liked the smell of 
the flowers. Who knows? But he would stand in the garden until great 
mountains of aromatic horse-shit fouled every flowerbed. The gardeners, of 
course, were in a state of perpetual exasperation. They complained about 
the horse interfering with their work but there was really nothing Joe could 
do without getting rid of the horse altogether. In any case, Joe preferred not 
to get involved. He told the gardeners it was a problem that existed 
between them and the horse. 

So a contest ensued as the gardeners vied with the horse for control of the 
garden while Joe, aloof as ever, watched it all from a distance. Whenever I 
stopped in for a visit he was standing on the back porch surveying the 
scene, a cup of steaming coffee in his hand. Barricades went up everywhere 
but the horse leapt them all with aristocratic aplomb, hardly deigning to 
notice them. Routinely he would back himself up to some flimsy structure 
which the gardeners had erected to keep him out of the flowerbeds and, 
with obvious premeditation, casually extend a back leg, as if for a stretch, 
and topple the thing over. The gardeners would chase after him like two 
irate rodeo clowns until they had the animal corralled in his stable and the 
door padlocked behind him. 

One afternoon the horse decided to jump the perimeter fence and chase a 
passing car into town. He was a racehorse, after all. He needed to run. The 
gardeners hopped into their car (Joe wasn't there) and sped after him. 
When they reached town, the horse was trotting fiercely up and down the 
main street and the townspeople were cowering in their doorways. Needless 
to say, the gardeners had no idea how to approach such a situation. The 
horse spotted them sitting in their car and trotted over to say hello. In high 
spirits, he reared up on his hind legs and punched two dents in the hood on 
his way down. Even the gardeners said it was an accident. In his excitement 
he had misjudged the distances. There was mischief in him, they said, but 
no malice. He cantered around the car a few times in nervous apology and 
then took off up the road. Nobody knew what to do. 

Finally, seven or eight old farmers filed grimly out of the bar where they had 
been watching TV. With a display of spitting and swaggering and trouser-
hoisting they encircled the animal, half-crouching and sort of dodging 
around with their arms spread wide. They all wore hats. A couple didn't 
even bother taking the cigarettes out of their lips. They let the smoke burn 
directly into their eyes as if this helped them see even better. The horse 
appeared stunned. The band of codgers inched up on him very 
professionally as if they had rehearsed this scenario a thousand times. No 
doubt the horse recognized the half-demented seriousness in their eyes 
because he calmed down immediately. In his own horse-brained way he 
understood that these men were perfectly capable of gunning him down 
right there in the road. So he let them capture him. 

The farmers didn't carry lassos anymore (if they ever had) but that's the 
way the story was always told. The old men lassoed the horse in the street. 
It was like something out of a movie. They put the animal under arrest and 
marched him out of town and back into his stable. The townspeople were 
talking about it for months. Everybody had heard the story. 

Again and again minor skirmishes broke out between the horse and the 
gardeners but the horse continually prevailed. He was a strong-willed 
animal. Over the course of that year the gardeners gradually transformed 
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into stable hands. They started showing up for work in different clothes. 
Their professional nomenclature changed. They devoted more and more 
time to caring for the animal until they forgot that they had ever been 
gardeners at all. Joe paid them the same wage. 

I drove out to Joe's house. As I turned into the driveway I saw the big 
rectangular head of the horse emerge from the barn window. Its nervous 
crazy horse-eyes watched me as I walked up the path to the house, the 
gravel crunching loudly under my boots. 

Joe came out to greet me. He always saw you coming before you reached 
the door. He'd grown a full beard since the night we were driving drunk in 
his van. Where the hell had we gone that night? He told me his ulcer was 
acting up so he hadn't bothered to shave. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" I said. 

"I can't drink with an ulcer." 

"You can't shave without a drink?" 

"Something like that," he said. I had no idea what he was talking about. 

"Joe," I began. "That sleeping bag I left in your van that night. I need it 
back." 

"Oh-ho!" he laughed. He had an unpredictable sense of humor. 

"It has sentimental value," I explained. 

"It certainly has," he said. He nodded over my shoulder in the direction of 
the horse. Now I could see the blue sleeping bag hanging from its muscular 
snout. It was the same object that had been taking up space in my closet 
for so many years. It looked all right in the horse's mouth. 

"He won't part with it," said Joe. "I took it away last week and he wouldn't 
eat. I guess it fulfills some deep psychological need of his." 

"My wife got that sleeping bag when she was ten," I said. 

"He drags it around everywhere now. I can't take him for a gallop on the 
beach without bringing the goddamn sleeping bag. It's his security blanket. 
He's only three years old, you know." 

I went into the house and called my wife. Of all the times I had visited Joe, I 
had never actually been inside the house. We had always remained in the 
garage. He had a fridge and a coffeemaker and a few chairs out there so 
that it was just as good as being inside. If the need arose, we pissed on the 
compost heap. The house was exceptionally tidy, and you could tell he 
owned a horse. All the clothes and hats and reins and other paraphernalia 
that come along with the ownership of a horse were hanging on hooks in 
the hallway. My wife answered the phone. 

"You got a letter," she announced. "It looks urgent." 

"Don't open it," I said, suddenly fearful. 

"Why not?" she asked. Now there was suspicion in her voice. 

"I don't know. Open it if you want to. But listen, this horse can't live without 
the sleeping bag." 

"What horse are you talking about now?" 
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"Now? As if I'm always bothering you about horses!" 

"I'm sorry? There's a horse involved now?" 

Light-years of interstellar space had already crept into her voice. My wife is 
a very attentive person—except for when she gets you on the telephone. 
Sometimes she completely forgets she is talking to you and just hangs up. 
It's as if her mind simply refuses to accept with any conviction that the 
noises coming out of the phone really do represent a human voice. I find it 
very strange. 

She was busy doing something else, the phone wedged between her cheek 
and shoulder. I imagined her cutting a carrot into a pot of stew. She was 
always cooking something around that time of day. I could almost smell the 
paprika. 

I explained the whole story about the van, the hay, the bottle of wine. I 
reminded her about the time she called from Budapest and I was drunk. 
She laughed at the memory of it. She said that her mother had thought it 
was funny, drinking wine in somebody's horsecart. Briefly I imagined my 
wife and her mother laughing about me in the streets of Budapest. Then I 
told her how the horse can't even go to the beach anymore without 
dragging her sleeping bag along. "It's his security blanket," I said. "He's 
only three." 

"I once slept in that bag in the Pyrenees Mountains," she said. 

"I'm sorry. It's my fault. Joe lets the horse nose around in the back of the 
van, nibbling the hay or whatever. Do horses eat hay?" 

"I know nothing of barnyard animals." 

"Anyway, he found your sleeping bag there." 

"That's just like you," she said. 

"What?" It was a phrase I had never heard her use. 

"You lose something of mine not even to a human being but to an animal." 

"It's a thoroughbred racehorse," I reminded her. 

She stopped cutting up carrots and started laughing. 

"Sometimes I don't understand your mind at all," she said through the 
laughter. 

This struck me as unnecessarily severe. I apologized sincerely. How was I 
supposed to know that horses were such complicated creatures? 

"Ah, forget the bag," she said. "Forget everything. Come home." 

She hung up the phone. She didn't really mean ‘come home'. That was just 
something she said instead of saying ‘goodbye'. Maybe it was a literal 
translation from her own language. I don't know. She used to say it to 
everybody until I told her it sounded a little odd. She still said it to me as a 
kind of private joke we shared. Or maybe she really did want me to come 
home. Sometimes it was hard to tell. 

Joe handed me a cup of coffee. It was strange to see him walking around in 
his kitchen. I had never associated Joe with domesticity. It even struck me 
as implausible that he should live in a house. For some reason I'd always 
thought of him as a retired sea-captain pining away for the mysteries of the 
sea. Of course I'd never told him this. I caught him wiping the table very 
discreetly where my coffee cup had left a ring. 

The horse was out of the stable now and staring at us through the kitchen 
window. His breath was fogging up the glass. 
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"He does that a lot," said Joe. 

"Maybe he wants to come in," I suggested. 

Joe laughed nervously at the thought of the horse inside the house. The 
animal's eyes bulged wildly and rolled in their sockets as he watched us 
from the window. He twitched his ears a few times as if entreating us to join 
him outside. Then he went for a trot around the garden with my wife's 
sleeping bag in his teeth, appearing happily insane. The two gardeners 
chased after him with brushes. 

I held the coffee cup in both hands for warmth and wondered whether my 
wife had ever had sex in that bag. She was no prude. Maybe she'd even lost 
her virginity in there. In the Pyrenees Mountains! And now, after so many 
years, here was the same sleeping bag dangling from the buck-toothed grin 
of a horse—the strange destiny of inanimate objects! I noticed that the 
horse had a startlingly enormous erection. 

Joe was sweeping something off the floor behind me with a little hand-
broom. I could see why I'd never been invited inside the house. Joe, a 
fanatic! 

I sighed. 

"Listen," I said, "you can keep the sleeping bag." 

He stood up, hiding the broom behind his back. 

"I'm relieved to hear you say that," he said. 

"Well, I wouldn't want to break a horse's heart," I said, nodding out the 
window. Just then the horse galloped by with one of the gardeners clinging 
to his back, grappling him around the neck like a small child on a merry-go-
round horse. Joe chuckled. The gardener's face was blurred with terror and 
the sleeping bag streamed alongside like a blue pennant flapping from a 
castle wall. 

"Come on. Let's go back outside," said Joe, steering me toward the door. 
"There's a bottle of whiskey stashed in the garage." 

"What about your ulcer?" 

He stroked his beard. "To be honest with you, it's the only thing keeping me 
warm at night." 

So we went outside and drank the bottle of whiskey while the horse stood in 
the garden with the sleeping bag hanging from its snout. 

As I look back on this most minor of histories, I am almost certain that it 
was the horse's proclivity for standing in the flower garden that ultimately 
led to the loss of my wife's sleeping bag. I doubt if I would ever be able to 
convince a judge of this, but sometimes the strange half-grasped truths one 
arrives at by following the pathways of the imagination are more coherent 
than the stiff wooden truths of the courtroom. 

Copyright © Kevin Spaide 2006. Title graphic: "Spotted" Copyright © The Summerset 
Review, Inc. 2006.
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"Think Palermo, Sicily; think Mafia," a friend said, and he was serious. 

"Racist!" we answered, half laughing at his obvious Northern Italian 
prejudice. We, on the other hand, were citizens of the world and would 
not be so obtuse as to write Palermo off as Mafialandia. It was the late 
1970's, and my Italian husband had just announced his company had 
transferred our little family from Northern Italy to Palermo. 

We did our homework and arrived in Sicily full of enthusiasm. The 
Neolithic hill dwellings, the Greek temples, the Roman ruins, the 
Carthaginian ports, the Arab palaces were there, waiting for us. We 
would dine on fresh tuna in picturesque little trattorie by the sea, taste 
Sicilian wine and cannoli and pasta with sardines and fresh dill. We 
would enjoy Sicily. 

To us, the Mafia was an enigmatic, anachronistic social phenomenon 
that had absolutely nothing to do with my husband and me. Sure, 
every day, the news carried stories of murders, drug and gun 
trafficking, extortion, and prostitution in Palermo. But every metropolis 
has its problems, we reasoned. We were absolutely certain the vast 
majority of Sicilians were people just like us, people who worked hard 
and raised families without ever resorting to crime. We were 
determined to learn the culture, assimilate our little family into the 
texture of Palermitan society. 
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I was reading Henry James at the time, especially his 'Italian' novels, A 
Portrait of a Lady in particular. I knew the meaning of the word 
'epiphany'. It's that moment when the veils are pulled away, and the 
main character recognizes the people around her, despite their elegant 
demeanors and upper class trappings, for what they are: dishonest, 
manipulative, sometimes violent people. Thus, I recognized the 
epiphany when it happened to me. Of course, it didn't happen in a 
Florentine palazzo, with 15th century art on the walls. We're all a long 
way from Henry James by now. 

It happened two weeks after our arrival in Sicily. My husband and I, 
our five-year old daughter and our feisty little mongrel were choosing a 
camping spot in San Vito lo Capo, a sleepy fishing village on the 
southern coast, then just waking up to tourism possibilities. On the 
beach, there was a camping area, a dingy outdoor disco and a small 
amusement park. Unauthorized hotels and villas were going up all 
along the coast, but the village was still intact, picturesque and quaint. 
It consisted of a few long, straight, sun drenched streets of continuous 
two storey stucco houses, with front doors opening directly onto the 
street. The streets started at the beach and ended up against the olive-
tree covered hills, a mile or so away. It was a picture postcard Sicilian 
village. 

From the beach in the late afternoon sun, we could see groups of black 
clad women, their chairs in the street, but facing inward, toward their 
front doors. With their children playing around them, these women 
were making lace on 'tombolas', hard cylindrical pillows where cotton 
thread is pinned and then twisted and knotted. Every block in San Vito 
had its group of women. Near each group was the block's own cafè, 
with a few straight-backed chairs and wooden tables, populated by old 
men in 'coppolas', the typical black felt fisherman's beret. They played 
dominoes or checkers or card games involving a lot of slapping and 
throwing of what looked like tarot cards. 

Giorgio, our anarchic mutt, had been with us through three moves, 
from Naples to Verona to Sicily, and was still confused. He was four 
years old and barely housetrained. For some unfathomable reason, 
Giorgio loathed sand. That's why, when we parked the camper and 
opened the doors at the San Vito beach, he had one look at the 
surroundings and took off at top speed the second he hit the ground, 
road-runner style, up the nearest street. I ran after him, but he was 
faster. 

I saw him stop for a moment at the first corner, in front of a group of 
women and children, then turn left. Huffing up to the corner, and 
looking around, I saw no trace of him. I asked the women if any of 
them had seen which way Giorgio had gone after turning the bend. In 
unison, they raised their chins, and smacked their tongues against 
their teeth, making a loud click. The movement first looks like a 'yes', 
but is a very definite 'no' in Sicilian dialect. 

"But he ran right past you!" I said. They shifted their chairs closer to 
the doors and continued sticking pins into their 'tombole'. 

I ran on, asking at every corner if anyone had seen a little black dog 
running like a bat out of hell. I got the same answer from all of them, 
men, women and children. Clicks. No one admitted to seeing my dog. 
And yet, there were no other dogs around, and the distance from our 
camper to where Giorgio disappeared was not that far. Why would all 
of these people pretend they had not seen the animal? Was my Italian 
not clear? Did I look too distraught? 
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After wandering around the maze of streets for an hour, frustrated, 
tired, angry and without Giorgio, I returned to the camper. I asked my 
husband if I looked like a crazy woman, so crazy that no one would 
answer my questions. 

He said, "No, honey, it's just 'omertà'." 

"What?" 

"Omertà. Not talking, not reporting what you have seen. Staying out of 
anything that doesn't directly concern you or your family. Silence, for 
self-preservation." 

"A lost dog is a danger to these people's self-preservation?" 

"Well, you never know, is how they feel. Better safe than sorry. And 
anyway, omertà is a part of the culture here. Babes in arms drink it up 
with their mother's milk." 

So, even children were taught to never answer questions from anyone 
outside the family, and, corollary, to never ask questions either. A child 
could ask the wrong question and get himself in trouble. 

A few minutes later, Giorgio came sauntering along the beach 
boardwalk, looking contrite, but somehow satisfied. I scolded him, and 
we started making dinner. Over the marvelous fresh fish sizzling on the 
barbecue, I was, however, still pondering the implications of omertà. 
What did omertà mean for children, for parents, for teachers, for 
priests, for city officials, for the police, for the government, etc? 
Omertà. Mafia-think. It was my epiphany moment. I looked at 
everything in Sicily differently from that point onward. 

My husband worked for a multinational. His directive from 
headquarters was to clean up the local office, get rid of the deadbeats, 
inject some energy into their transactions. We had rented an 
apartment near the center of Palermo. I felt it was my duty to 
understand the place, to try to blend in. Our daughter would be 
starting school there, and we would be in Sicily for at least three years. 

In August, I visited the public elementary schools my daughter might 
attend. Every school, even in the best parts of town, was located in a 
dilapidated building formerly used for something else: patrician homes 
from two centuries ago, old storefronts, or decrepit office buildings. 
Many had broken windows covered in plastic; the classrooms had not 
been painted in decades and were full of mismatched, broken down 
rusty metal desks. There was not a trace of children's art in any of the 
facilities. The bathrooms were so filthy and bacteria-laden as to be 
dangerous. 

And yet, we weren't living in a poverty-stricken city. Palermo boasted 
fancy boutiques, well-stocked shops, three or four theaters, a beautiful 
opera house, a nice stadium, and lovely well-groomed beaches. 
Baffled, I finally gave in and found a teaching job, in order to enrol my 
little girl in one of the many outrageously expensive private schools in 
Palermo. This one had intact windows, clean bright classrooms and 
happy children playing in the well-equipped playground. I asked the 
principal and owner of the school why there were no public schools like 
his. He turned a bit red, then answered that he had no idea! Omertà. 

Our next door neighbor was a well-dressed, affluent woman in her 
fifties, married to a 'financier', she said. She shopped for food every 
morning, so that her cook would have the freshest fruit and vegetables 
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to work with. She played bridge in the afternoon, and went to the 
theater or opera in the evening. One morning we met in the corridor, 
and she had a good look at the tomatoes and zucchini I had just 
bought. She sniffed and tsk-tskked a little, then ordered me to leave 
my bags at the door and follow her back to the market stand just 
around the corner. 

She chatted with the grocer awhile, then touched every lemon in the 
citrus stack and chose one. She didn't pay for it. Taking my arm and 
giving me and the grocer a big warm smile, she turned and left. Again, 
I was baffled. We walked back home in silence. 

The rule in Sicily back then, but not elsewhere in Italy, was that 
grocery shoppers did not touch the goods. Not allowed to choose their 
own tomatoes, zucchini or whatever, they waited to be served by the 
grocer and accepted what the grocer gave them. At Christmas a large 
tip was expected for service rendered. Our neighbor had not followed 
The Rule, and the grocer had said nothing. 

The next day, that same grocer invited me to choose my own fruit. I 
asked him why this sudden disregard for The Rule. He too turned 
slightly pink, raised his shoulders in a How-should-I-know? gesture and 
proceeded to charge me half the normal price. Omertà plus privilege 
were at work, I suddenly realized. Some of my neighbor's glitter had 
rubbed off on me. I shopped in the huge, anonymous outdoor market, 
the Vucciria, every Saturday from then on, and hid my fruit and 
vegetables from my neighbor's probing eyes. 

Within a year we understood that this combination of privilege and 
secrecy was rampant on every level. Sicilian society was very class 
conscious, structured and secretive—a medieval world with computers. 
It was the perfect petri dish for the Mafia, or perhaps the Mafia was the 
perfect petri dish for this society. Our newly made friends all had an 
agenda, usually involving finding jobs for unqualified relatives; our 
daughter's teachers handed out grades according to the 'importance' of 
the child's family. Our condominium administrator invited me not to do 
the gardening around our apartment, but to pay a gardener, his 
nephew, an exorbitant amount to do it. It was the 'elegant' thing to do, 
he said. He added that I was the only tenant in the entire apartment 
complex doing my own gardening. Maybe because I was a 'straniera', a 
foreigner, he added with a charming smile. 

My husband fired a lazy worker for long unjustified absences from 
work. The next day another neighbor, an educated young lawyer we 
had considered friendly, launched a few veiled threats having to do 
with our car. He then hinted strongly that my husband was to re-hire 
the lazy worker immediately. We had never mentioned my husband's 
job to this young man. Needless to say, the worker was not reinstated, 
we took to parking our car in a garage, and our neighbor never spoke 
to us again. 

Our second year in Palermo, two anti-mafia investigative magistrates 
were shot dead in the streets, within three blocks of our apartment. In 
the worst part of town, ride-by shootings were not unusual. My 
husband and I finally admitted to each other that we were frightened 
and that we both hated Palermo. We missed the open, frank people in 
Northern Italy, we missed being able to express an opinion, to interact 
with real friends, and, yes, we missed supermarkets. 

Shortly afterwards, our little girl, her eyes brimming with tears, asked 
us why she was not allowed to play soccer, and why the girls, and 
never the boys, had to clean up after fingerpainting, and why the 
teacher never stopped fights between the boys on the playground, and 
why… and why… 

My husband asked for a transfer the next day. It meant a substantial 
drop in salary. It didn't matter. We were out of Palermo within a week. 
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We had learned our lesson: assimilation into some foreign cultures is 
not always possible. 

Copyright © Corbitt Nesta 2006. Title graphic: "Quiet Please" Copyright © The 
Summerset Review, Inc. 2006.
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I'm down in the kitchen cooking eggs for Adolfo when I see the image of 
Padre Navarro. At first, it's just a dark stain against the dry white plaster of 
the kitchen, about the size of a frying pan. Dark and grey and damp. 

Adolfo comes down the steps as always, one by one, moving slowly to 
avoid putting weight on his bad hip. 

"Hey old woman," he says grinning at me lopsidedly, "This is a four egg 
day." 

"Coming, old man," I say to him, and open the door of the ancient 
refrigerator to pull out a couple more eggs. With his brown eyes and scruffy 
early morning beard Adolfo looks like a two-legged goat. 

He's never awake for the first thirty minutes of the day. Not until he's eaten 
some eggs, and drunk two cups of thick black coffee. Then he'll slip 
outside, sit on the stone step which leads to the yard, and smoke a roll-up 
while reading yesterday's paper. 

"Have you seen this?" I say, pointing at the mark on the far wall. 

"Looks like a leak to me," he says pressing at the patch with his walnut 
knuckles. "Better look at it this evening." 

Which is the same thing as saying that he'll never look at it. 

He sits and eats his eggs straight from the pan in over-heaped spoonfuls, 
gripping the handle of the spoon between all four fingers the way you hold 
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a stick. By the time he's finished the patch is even larger and has moved all 
the way down the wall. 

"Shit," says Adolfo, grinding his final mouthful with his back teeth. 

He's upstairs for fifteen minutes, his heavy feet knocking dust from the 
ceiling. 

"Well, there's nothing leaking up there," he says to me, slowly wiping his 
hands on a rag. 

The stain has changed while Adolfo was upstairs. It has darkened and 
widened, assuming the outline of a man. A man with no head. 

As if in answer, my kitchen wall leeches another pool of grey just above 
where the shoulder blades would be. It grows most when you blink. When 
you're not looking at it directly. Moving slow, like the minute hand of a late 
night clock. The area darkens and splits into two egg-shaped spots which 
coalesce into large doleful eyes. Then what could be a nose and a thin 
mouth. 

I know who this is. 

I was one of the last people to see Padre Navarro. 

It was the middle of summer ten years ago. I had been hanging some 
sheets up in the yard. It had been a beautiful afternoon, the sunlight 
playing on the topknot leaves of the piñonero trees at the bottom of our 
yard. 

Navarro was walking along the road that led to the bridge, accompanied by 
Sergeant Vasquez, the lumbering bulk of Officer Diaz just behind them. 
One of Diaz's paw-like hands was wrapped around the narrow bone of 
Navarro's elbow, and every now and then a gust of wind would catch his 
gown so that it flapped in the breeze like the wings of a large black moth. 

He was one of those priests who think that they have to save everyone. I 
remember him telling me once that he had prayed to be sent to the 
seminary and that God had heard him and sent his mother the money. 

"Prayer and acceptance of sin was all that was necessary," he said. 

Navarro had arrived from Spain a few years before the military had taken 
over, and then after that, he had helped hide agitators wanted by the 
militares. It was said that he had even procured papers to smuggle some of 
them over the border and on to Europe. After a few months the 
subcomandante had written to the padre telling him that he could no longer 
guarantee his safety, and so Navarro had gone into hiding himself. 

Some said that he had escaped from the military police and had returned to 
Spain, while others said, only half-jokingly, that he had paid smugglers to 
get him across the border into Argentina where he worked playing the 
accordion in a bordello in San Telmo. 

Adolfo and I had stopped trying to have children by then. 

At ten o'clock it looks like the whole town is queuing up outside our house. 
The file of people leads out of the aluminum frame of the doorway, across 
the patch of scrub and orange trees in the front yard. It stretches more 
than half way to the old colonial house that used to be the mayor's but 
which now houses the subcomandante. 

Alberta Vargas has pedaled her blue iced drink stand to just in front of our 
house. The bright blue plastic box hangs between two huge front wheels, 
overflowing with ice, and full of every available flavor of soda. Which is the 
same thing as saying Coca-Cola in old silver cans, or Sprite. 

Adolfo stands in the frame of the doorway charging fifteen pesos for each 
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person to enter, children cost five. He puts each thick flat coin into his 
money belt and digs slowly for change. 

Some people leave notes and offerings in my kitchen next to the picture on 
the wall. I've pulled the curtains across the window, and a Santéria candle 
throbs blood-red next to the left-over candles from Semana Santa. I 
wrinkle my nose at the sweet smell of the incense; it's almost as bad as 
Adolfo's cigarettes. 

Martha Saucedo has placed a photograph of her son Emilio next to the 
Santéria candle. The photograph was taken of him as he was coming out of 
his office at the town paper. He's smiling, frozen forever in the simple act 
of lighting his pipe. 

I can see the note Martha has left. Just one word scrawled in felt tip on a 
yellow Post-It: "Devuelvemelo" - "Return him to me." 

Who does she think is listening? 

The Santéria candle flickers as a gust blows in from the open door. The 
room glows a deep red, and I remember what the midwife told me after the 
slick and sticky inevitability of the blood on the inside of my jeans. She'd 
trotted out her speech that Adolfo's sperm and my egg had not combined 
properly, that they had "lost information." 

The bleeding had stopped after six days. More quickly than before. 

"It's nature's way," she'd said, "of ensuring that when you have child it is 
healthy and strong." 

And then she had packed up quickly, gave me a rudimentary hug and told 
me to stay in bed for a week. 

"I didn't do anything wrong," I said to Adolfo after the midwife had driven 
off in her American car. 

Perhaps it's just the candlelight, but the detail on the outline has become 
more intricate. Lines weave across what could be a broad forehead, two 
elongated marks merge to form lips upturned in an expression that might 
be terror, or a smile. The eyes, if you can call them that, have that quality 
that you see sometimes in old-time paintings. They follow you wherever 
you are. 

"I didn't do anything wrong," I say. 

The sun drags its way across the sky. By mid-afternoon Alberta has 
emptied her ice box and has to return to the store to refill it. 

Evening comes and the bells ring in the church for evening Mass. We close 
the door, blow out the candles, sit in the kitchen and count up the money. 
Adolfo looks intently as he counts each dirty copper peso on to the Formica 
table in the front room. 

His tongue protrudes from the side of his mouth as he does so, each peso 
adding to the width of his grin in the arithmetic of pure pleasure. Two 
hundred and twenty-five pesos. 

"What's for dinner old woman?" he says smiling crookedly and rubbing his 
hands together. 

I fry up some fish and boil rice on the stove. 

Adolfo devours his food in great gulping mouthfuls, as though he thinks 
that it's going to escape. We say little but my gaze is drawn to the face on 
the wall. 
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"What do you think that is, old man?" 

He looks up at me chewing savagely. It takes him a few seconds to finish 
and swallow. Then he wipes his mouth with his hands, his lips still greasy. 

He rubs his chin a couple of times, as he does when he's composing his 
thoughts. 

"Damned if I know, really. Whatever, we'll probably need to take the 
plaster off and repaint." His eyes flicker hungrily over the remaining rice on 
his plate, and he shovels in another mouthful. 

"He was a great man, Navarro, in his way, so maybe, you know, this is a 
sign." 

I lean back in my chair and look at him. He looks at his plate. 

I think of how Navarro told me that perhaps I wasn't meant to have 
children, and that perhaps this was God's plan. I remember the creak of his 
vestments, and how he had smiled indulgently, as though in receipt of 
some secret that he could not share, then he asked me when he had last 
heard my confession. 

"Navarro was a fool and troublemaker," I say. 

I had sat in the pews for an hour on the Sunday after the midwife's visit. 
Adolfo had sat with me for a while. 

A breeze blew through the empty church, rich with the smell of wood polish 
and dust, stirring the smug Madonna inlaid on the paraments. 

After Adolfo had left, Navarro sat with me. He fidgeted in the wooden seat 
and looked at his manicured fingers. 

"What you must understand," he said, "is that God has a plan for everyone, 
and this requires us to have faith in him, we must ... trust in him." 

It was then that I'd noticed how young he looked. 

After we've eaten Adolfo picks his teeth with his nails and pushes his chair 
back, along the worn lines in the linoleum. Just like I've told him not to do. 
He grins at me, daring me to say something. I smack his head with the 
drying cloth and go upstairs to fold the linen. 

Adolfo is sitting on the back step when the first knock at the door comes. 
He's listening to football on a red plastic transistor radio. He's wearing his 
sandals and is banging the soles together at a steady rhythm. I've given up 
telling him to stop doing it. One hand holds the battery operated radio to 
his ear, the other cradles a cigarette, which he puffs greedily. 

At first the knocking is gentle, hardly audible above the sound of the radio 
and the clack, clack of Adolfo's sandals. And then it comes again, louder 
and more insistent. 

Adolfo turns from his radio and looks at me, the increased rhythm of his 
feet and a gentle nod suggesting that the football match has reached an 
important point. Which is the same thing as saying that he wants me to get 
the door. 

As I open it the evening breeze blows the smell of jasmine into the hallway. 

For a second I am unable to make out who it is, and then the pieces come 
together; the grey military jacket marked with single coils of heavy silver 
braid at each shoulder, a single row of square buttons that run down the 
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centre, and the peaked cap with its strange red and yellow insignia, like a 
tree made of blood. 

"Excuse me Señora," says Sergeant Vasquez, "but the subcomandante 
mentioned that you had some problems with your kitchen wall?" 

A bead of sweat trickles down from under his heavy peaked cap, tracing his 
forehead and running down his round cheeks before he wipes it away with 
a stubby hand. 

"Please, may we come inside, Señora?" he says inserting one dusty boot 
into the door frame and smiling at me gently. 

I look over his shoulder at the spot where Alberta was selling refrescos 
earlier in the day. 

"What's this?" says Adolfo from halfway down the hall. 

Sergeant Vasquez pushes his way into the hallway, smiling all the time, and 
removes his felt cap, his fingers rearranging the damp strands on his head 
for maximum effect. 

Behind him the bulk of Officer Diaz lumbers into the room, like the pictures 
I've seen of a killer whale, his large head turned to one side, his small eyes 
wandering backwards and forwards focusing on Adolfo and I, silently pulling 
the door closed behind him. 

The Sergeant situates himself to the kitchen; Diaz follows, his mass 
eclipsing the hallway. 

The Sergeant looks at our kitchen wall, at the paper blossom of scribbled 
notes. Requests for favors, luck in love, lost things, and photos of different 
sizes and shapes, clustered around the candles and placed on the table, 
some embalmed in melted wax. Friends, relations, lovers, children, 
parents. 

"My dear citizens," he says smiling even more deeply, "are you responsible 
for this?" 

Adolfo stiffens, and the cicadas outside grow louder. 

Sergeant Vasquez, coughs gently, one small fist delicately covering his 
mouth. 

"Citizens," he says, "I really must insist on an answer." 

His brown eyes are full of sympathy, and his hand returns to toy with the 
oversized insignia of his cap. 

I look at the floor, and think of the day that I saw Navarro and Vasquez 
together, the Sergeant running his cap through his small hands as they 
walked between the piñonero trees. My heart begins to beat faster and I 
can't breathe. 

I remember when I used to lie awake in the night, eyes clamped tight, 
listening to the sound of Adolfo snoring, sleeping contently. I knew that it 
wasn't my fault. I had done nothing wrong. Which is the same thing as 
saying I used to cry a lot, back then. 

Adolfo turns to the Sergeant. 

"We didn't do it," he says, "It just appeared here. It's a leak, or 
something." 

The Sergeant pushes his cap slightly back on his head and his small eyes 
dart towards Diaz. 

"Come now, Señor," he says. "We both know that you are responsible for 
this, and anyhow, it is much more than a leak now." 
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He pauses and scratches his shining head. 

"If you did not create this, then who did?" 

Adolfo shrugs his shoulders. 

Sergeant Vasquez exhales loudly. I can smell albahaca and ham on his 
breath. 

"Very well citizens. Regretfully I must ask you to accompany Officer Diaz 
and myself." 

Diaz swings the door open. 

"Please," says Vasquez, "if you would be so kind." He swings his arm 
towards the door and smiles at us once again. 

Diaz breathes in and his huge barrel chest expands. It's as though he's 
sucking all of the air out of the room. Adolfo's body tenses. The calves and 
the toes first, a ripple that spreads upward, knotting his shoulders and 
slipping down his arms, investing each of his joints with captive energy. 

Diaz's hand, the size of boxing glove, moves slowly to his pistol grip. 

Something within Adolfo slackens and breaks, the tendons unknot, the 
muscles deflate, the feet flatten. He exhales and looks at the floor, and 
then slowly limps out into the darkness. 

The police car smells of hamburgers and stale sweat. A stiff wire mesh 
separates the rear section from the driver. There are no handles on the 
inside of the doors. The one-way glass is smeared and dotted with dashes 
of dark dry liquid. 

I start to shiver uncontrollably. Adolfo wraps his arms around me. 

"Shush, shush," he whispers, "It will be all right. You'll see". 

And I remember the nights that he would do this and tell me to forget and 
not to worry and that everything would be O.K. the next time, and I would 
hate him for wanting me to forget. 

We drive through the dark, passing the black statuary of the piñonero 
trees, their tops outlined against the deep blue black of the sky. We drive 
out of the town through the rich irrigated vineyards. Out of the town and 
towards the bridge. 

We round a hill. There's a drumming sound in my ears and I can't breathe. 
Adolfo is grabbing my waist tightly, staring out of the window over 
Vasquez's shoulder. I can see the bridge that juts out across the valley, lit 
in the moonlight like a black tongue, the ground falling away beneath into 
total blackness and the river below. It's a beautiful evening. 

The Sergeant suddenly turns to me, his round face looking well fed and soft 
in the silver light. 

"You must understand," he says, as though finishing a thought, "that 
one,"—he points with a delicate finger back in the general direction of our 
house—"that one, was not a priest. He was a Marxist." 

He looks at each of us slowly, the uneven progress of the car knocking the 
felt of his hat against the ceiling. 

"Our country, dear citizens, is infected... infected with the bacteria of 
communism," the Sergeant smiles at us toothily and somewhat sadly. 

"When faced with such a sickness, drastic methods are necessary." 

There's the sound of gravel churning under the tires of the car as we drive 
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onto the bridge and then slowly roll to a stop. 

Diaz eases himself out of the car, and Adolfo's hand tightens around mine, 
until I can hardly feel my fingers. I feel light-headed and I'm breathing 
shallow and fast. 

This can't be happening, I think to myself, closing my eyes and trying to 
force my lungs to suck in more air.

Adolfo's other hand grabs my chin and I can smell the tobacco on his 
fingers. He turns my eyes to his, and they look so dark and watery and 
wide that they reflect the whole of the moon, and I can tell that he's as 
frightened as me. Diaz is at the door, his body blocking out the moonlight. 

Then the door is open and I feel a large hand grip my shoulder. My body is 
limp and I can't feel my feet. I can't breathe. And suddenly I know that I'm 
going to die here. Here on this bridge tonight, under the moon. Next to 
Adolfo. I wonder what they will do with our bodies. 

The Sergeant stands to one side of the patrol car with his service revolver 
unholstered and pointed at my belly. 

Diaz pulls Adolfo from the patrol car and waves at him with his gun, the 
dark metal barrel glinting in the moonlight. 

Once Adolfo is clear of the car and standing unsteadily, Diaz lets out a low 
sigh and clubs the gun into Adolfo's temple. There's a popping sound, and a 
spray of spittle flickers in the moonlight flecking the side of the patrol car. 

I start to scream. The sound unreels from inside of me like a thread 
unwinding on a spindle, on and on it goes until it's not even part of me. The 
scream is out there, disembodied, an existence separate and parallel. If I 
scream loud enough, it will outlast me. I will live on. 

Adolfo lays on the ground unmoving. 

"Dear Señora," says the Sergeant soothingly, "I am truly sorry for this. You 
must understand that this hurts me as much as you. It is a terrible thing 
for any civilized man to have upon his conscience." 

He waves me towards the edge of the bridge the dull barrel of his gun 
glinting in the moonlight. My knees feel numb and my legs won't work. 

"I must apologize for Officer Diaz's fervor. Now, if you will just move a little 
closer. I assure you that it will all be over very quickly." 

I look up and can see the stars overhead, cold and distant. 

I realize then that we are not far from the dense brush where Navarro hid 
from the militares. Where I would take him food, and sometimes the roll-up 
cigarettes that Adolfo used to make for him. He was dirty and thin by then, 
and the militares were offering ten thousand pesos for his capture. 

He had stopped talking about destiny and God's plan.

Something starts to buzz in my ears, and then I'm on my knees unable to 
move, coughing, and I can taste my own saliva, like I'm about to vomit. I 
feel myself being pulled across the gravel of the roadside. My knees are 
being scraped raw and I'm retching. And then I'm laying perpendicular to 
the road with my face on the edge of the bridge. 

I feel the cool wind blowing up from the river below and the moist timber 
joists on my face. I can smell the honeysuckle from the river bank, and 
when I open my eyes I can see the vague rolling dark blue motion of the 
tree tops below. 

And then I feel a hand in mine and I look over and there is Adolfo, beautiful 
in the half light, smelling of piss, bleeding, and smiling. I hear the crackle 
of police boots behind us in the gravel. 
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I smell albahaca and ham and then a sigh of effort as the Sergeant 
crouches down next to us. 

"Well my friends. As you can see, we have a problem here." 

I can see his feminine hands as he grasps a small stone and rolls it in his 
fingers. 

"Clearly, I have been forced to arrest you for your seditious behavior, and 
your husband here, has very regrettably, resisted arrest. But it seems that 
now, you have escaped from our custody." He pauses and selects a larger, 
flatter stone from the damp timbers. "Who knows what might happen to 
you?" 

I look up and can see his well fed face looking morosely into the darkness. 
With a gentle flick of his hand he casts the stone out. It hangs there 
momentarily, reflecting the moonlight like a tiny planet before it plunges 
downwards. 

I hear it splash into the river far below. 

"The subcomandante says thank you for delivering Navarro," whispers 
Sargento Vasquez into my ear. 

I close my eyes. Which is the same thing as saying nothing. 

And then the police car coughs into life. It pulls across the bridge behind 
us. Its headlights penetrate the darkness, illuminating a cloud of insects. 
And then something larger, a bat or a huge moth, wheels into the cones of 
light and up into the blackness of the sky. The car drives away, leaving us 
lying on the bridge. 

Copyright © Philip Suggars 2006. Title graphic: "Marching Orders" Copyright © The 
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I would not like to impugn an entire nation, so I won't name it here. I'll 
say this: it is a nation with a desert, and I was there to photograph a 
bird and a flower. The bird was only known to science through a stuffed 
specimen brought out of the country by a British explorer at the start of 
the twentieth century. The size of a parakeet, the little corpse had been 
recognized in a British Museum glass case by a refugee of this desert 
place. The same explorer had sketched, in watercolors, a flower. The bird 
was beautiful to my eye, black with tufts of green and red, and I 
wondered how brilliant the colors must have been when the bird was 
alive and able to care for itself with a good dust bath. The flower seemed 
plain. 

Flower and bird supposedly grew together, living symbiotically, so 
reported the explorer. In the century since his discovery, however, they 
had apparently grown apart. I found the bird on the first day in the 
desert, my guide knowing exactly where to go and taking me there 
directly. I snapped photos of two specimens as they hopped on the sand, 
alighted on the branch of a tree that had died waiting for rain, and 
nested on the ground in the shade of a rock. 

The flower was nowhere to be found; my guide had never seen it though 
he pointed out several other flowers that I had to admit were more 
beautiful than the one I wanted. Emil—my guide, who insisted I call him 
this though his ID card and the vouchers I filled out for him each day 
said something different and unpronounceable—suggested that the 
country was large and if the bird liked the flower I was looking for, it also 
liked many others. 

"Maybe we never find the flower," he said. "Shouldn't we take pictures of 
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the flowers we find?"

Emil said something like this every day for a week. The money he was 
getting was excellent compared to the regular tourist trade, of which, at 
that season, there was none. I think his intentions were to save me 
trouble even at the cost of his wages though he may have wanted to 
save himself the heat and the dust of the desert. By the end of the 
second week, Emil suggested we simply move a hundred miles north. 

"There, the land is less desert," he said. "Oasis, river, a lake. More 
water," Emil pointed out. "Means more flowers." 

In my turn, I pointed out that more water also meant more people, more 
pollution, and more danger. The nation was then, and still is, in a state of 
not-quite civil war. There were factions with loyalties and bandits 
without, and the Civil Guard, the regular militia, and the National Police, 
all wearing green with black berets and carrying Soviet issue rifles and 
driving Ford and Toyota pickups with .50 caliber machine guns mounted, 
were as likely to shoot you as anyone else. 

"The photographers who go north," I told Emil, "are a different kind of 
photographer." 

Emil sighed. Even with a steady paycheck, hunting a flower in a desert as 
limitless as an ocean can be demoralizing. 

In the third week, I phoned the magazine. They had the photos of the 
birds, and they were ecstatic. The elusive flower, I was told, was only the 
more desired because it played hard to get. The science editor chimed in. 

"The rainy season is coming soon. Give it another week or two. The rain 
will make everything bloom, and maybe the flower will appear." 

Since no one within fifty miles had ever seen the pastel colored flower, 
his suggestion didn't seem reasonable, but then one wants to do good 
work and fulfill one's obligations. 

"How's this guide of yours?" the managing editor asked. "Are we getting 
our money's worth?" The magazine paid Emil twenty-five dollars a week. 

I explained that we had logged hundreds of desert miles, entering dozens 
of small villages and campsites. Emil had translated my bad French into 
the local dialect, and we had shown my photo of the explorer's 
watercolor to a hundred people or more. No one had seen the flower I 
wanted, though a few led me and Emil on treks to see plants that bore 
no relation to the one I wanted. Neither my guide, nor the birds, nor the 
local people knew of this flower's existence, and I wondered if the 
explorer hadn't simply made it up. Maybe, I told the editors, the drawing 
was a sketch of a flower he thought would have been pretty if it were 
real. They laughed. 

The hotel I stayed in, really an overlarge house with a bar that served 
also as front desk and with tables in what might have once been a living 
room, this hotel cost my magazine ten dollars a day, three meals 
included. At these rates the managing editor had no trouble extending 
my stay in the country for another two weeks. I resigned myself to a life 
of futile trips to see desert people with Emil by day. By night, I drank. 
The hotel manager also tended the bar and the selection of hard drinks 
was really quite good, though he had never heard of merlot. 

Fernand—the bartender had, like Emil, a wholly unpronounceable name, 
so I called him Fernand and he answered to it. Fernand spoke English 
about as poorly as I spoke his language. This did not inhibit him; he 
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asked all sorts of questions about America and my purpose in being in 
the desert. He found it hard to believe anyone would read a magazine 
about the nature that could be found in the desert. He wanted to know 
why I wasn't in Vermont where I could ski—he had a brochure someone 
had left behind some years before. 

"Why not here?" he said, pointing to a picture of the white cap of a 
mountain that had three skiers leaving clouds of snow dust pluming 
behind them. 

It had neared a hundred degrees that afternoon, so I was forced to admit 
to Fernand that he had a point. 

Flower hunting, drinking; flower hunting, drinking. So went several days. 
Then once, as I was about to sit at the bar, Emil keeping me company, 
Fernand said, "Tomorrow, wind." His smile was large as he poured my 
gin. Seeing I had only confusion on my face, Fernand conversed with Emil
—I understood the words "wind" and "east." Emil explained. 

"Before the rain, the wind comes from east. The wind is coming. 
Tomorrow it will be here. Two days, then the rain." 

"Should we stay in tomorrow?" I asked. 

"Why?" 

"The wind," I said. "Is it strong?" 

Emil blew softly in my direction, then smiled. 

"It is soft," he said. "Like a mother cools her child." 

I drank down my glass. 

"Wind tomorrow?" I confirmed with Fernand. 

"Tomorrow, wind," he said. Again his smile was large, as though he were 
truly happy to finally be able to provide a long sought service for a guest. 

"And the next day rain?" 

"Maybe two day, rain." 

"And how long is the rainy season?" 

"How long?" Fernand didn't quite get my meaning even when I repeated 
myself louder, so he conversed with Emil a bit. I understood Emil as he 
put my question into the local dialect. 

Fernand held his index finger up. 

"One?" 

"One day," Fernand said. 

I turned to Emil—were there three hundred and sixty four days of heat 
and sun interrupted by a lonely day of rain? Emil smiled and waved a 
hand at me. 

"No, no. Not one day of rain. Two days. One now, one in a few months. 
It is the desert," he said. "You know?" 

The next day, as I interviewed a goat herder about the flower, I noticed 
his shirtsleeve flap. The wind had arrived on schedule. 
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The breeze was gentle, but it picked up enough sand to cause me to put 
a handkerchief to my nose and mouth during the drive back to the hotel. 
As we parked, a piece of newspaper blew down the street. Still, the 
breeze was not harsh. 

"You smell," Fernand said as I walked in, and I couldn't tell if it was a 
statement or a question until he repeated himself with some elaboration. 

"You smell water in air?" 

"Humidity? Yes, water in the air," I said. 

"Tomorrow, rain." 

"And when do the flowers bloom?" I asked. 

"Tomorrow, tomorrow," Fernand said. The day after next. 

I bathed and changed clothes, then came down to the bar for my drink. 

During my second drink—Fernand poured long drinks that took most of 
an hour to get down—a small girl walked in from the breeze and stood 
just inside the hotel door. After monotonous days, this was a surprise. 
She was dressed in the loose clothes common to the local population, but 
local little girls didn't come into the hotel; of the locals, only men with 
business of some kind did. A second young girl followed behind the first 
and took her hand, scanning the room. The two were, perhaps, seven 
and eight years old. I'm not good at guessing the ages of children. They 
were followed by a woman. She held both children close to her and 
scanned the room as the second child had. She spotted me, apparently 
as surprised by my presence as I was by her appearance in the hotel. I 
raised my glass to her and smiled. Her nostrils flared, and she continued 
scanning the room. Emil and Fernand looked away from her. 

The woman was beautiful. The watercolor flower came to mind as a 
comparison, but the flower paled. Her skin was cinnamon and 
unwrinkled, her eyes almond-shaped, and I could tell from across the 
room they were not the deep brown most common in the area, but 
something lighter; green or amber. 

A man in local dress came next and pushed the woman with her children 
to the dining area. A differently dressed man entered behind them. He 
nodded to Fernand. This man was in northern dress. Fernand did not nod 
back, and he had no large smile. He took two glasses and a bottle of rum 
from behind the counter and made his way to the tables.

"What's going on?" I asked Emil. 

"We should go," Emil said. He nodded to the hotel door. 

"Go? Go where? It's night," I told him. 

"Then maybe I go home," he said drinking down the last from his cup. 
"Tomorrow, rain." 

He stood up, and I took hold of his hand, not hard, but enough to let him 
know I wanted him to stay. 

"What is happening?" I asked. 

Emil shrugged. 

"I cannot say, my friend. I am not listening to the conversation." 

"Then let's listen." 

Emil shrank back, but I moved to the end of the bar, the spot closest to 
the dining area not more than ten feet from the two men. The woman 
and her children stood behind the man in local dress. The men ignored 
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the females and drank a toast to each other. Having poured a second 
glass for each, Fernand stepped back to the bar. His face was long, and 
he said something to Emil softly. I made out the name of a port city in 
the north. Emil nodded. 

After the second drink, the men started talking. They were loud enough 
for anyone to hear. I heard the city named again. I heard the word for 
woman; I heard the name of the local currency. I knew what was 
happening, but I looked at Emil. He whispered to me. 

"It is a sale. The husband," Emil said. "Sells his wife and his daughters. 
They are not the sons he wanted, and the woman does not give him a 
son. He says he needs the money for a better woman who will give him 
sons. The other man has made an offer. He will take care of them until 
he can find other buyers…" 

"Buyers?" I said out loud. "Buyers? More than one buyer?" 

"Yes, well, there are three," Emil said. 

"But they're a family," I pointed out. Emil nodded and shrugged. He 
started to say something, but stopped. 

I stood up. It was Emil's turn to take hold of my hand. The two men at 
the table turned to look at me and I held their gaze. Fernand coughed to 
get my attention. When I turned to him, he started pouring me another 
large drink. He was nervous and with his eyes he pled with me to sit. 

I pulled away from Emil, and stood watching as the slave trader paid out 
what amounted to about five hundred American dollars. The husband, 
the father, put the money into a purse hanging from his neck under his 
robes. Then he stood and stooped to kiss the tops of his daughters' 
heads. He took his wife by the shoulders and kissed each cheek. She 
showed no emotion. 

I strode up to the two men, breaking Emil's grip on me. Emil followed. 

"Ask him how much he will take for the three of them," I told Emil. I 
pointed to the slave trader; pointing is considered rude in that culture, 
and I knew it. 

"My friend," Emil said. "Why? This is no good for you. Cannot we go out 
to see the stars?" 

The slave trader had stood up by now and pushed my hand out of his 
face. He wasn't happy. 

"Ask him how much." 

The two men had started talking to each other. Their conversation was 
heated. Emil broke in politely. He put his hands together as though in 
prayer, he bowed to each man. He was fawning. 

The slave trader considered his response. 

"He says it will be five thousand American." 

"Five thousand," I said. "I just saw him pay five hundred." 

"It is too much, my friend. They are not worth so much. He is robbing 
you. He thinks Americans are all rich." 

"Tell him I'll pay three thousand." 

"My friend, no. Why for? You do not need…" 

"Tell him three thousand." 

Emil did as I asked. He could see he was not going to stall me or win the 

Page 37 of 47



argument. While Emil bargained, I looked at the mother and gave her a 
smile. I wanted her to know she was safe, her and her children. She did 
not return my smile. She held her daughters closer. She could not know 
my good intentions from the fact that I was bargaining for her. With two 
tall gins in me, my smile might seem like a leer. 

"He says he will take four thousand, five hundred, American dollars, or 
he will go today and drive to the city and get the full five thousand by 
tomorrow," Emil reported. 

Now I was in a bind. I had lowered the price, and I would pay it, but I 
had nothing like that amount on me, not even in travelers' checks. I 
doubted he would take a personal check, and I knew he would not wait 
until morning when the bank in the next nearest town opened. 

I turned to Fernand and took out my credit card. 

"Give me an advance," I told Fernand. He tilted his head to one side. I 
had never seen a more anguished look on anyone. "Give me ten 
thousand, American." 

"Why, my friend? Why?" he said. He went to the back anyway when he 
couldn't shake my stare or the credit card I was offering him. 

When he returned, he had about seven thousand dollars worth of local 
currency and another five hundred in Euros and dollars. He counted out 
the money silently and made an imprint of my card scribbling out the 
amount. The item for sale was left blank. He would have to think of 
something. 

I paid the slave trader. He wasn't happy to have local currency, but I 
wasn't about to budge. When he pocketed the money, I put out my hand 
for him to shake, and I smiled. He ignored both gestures and started to 
walk away. The husband, the father, stopped him. He was angry. He 
yelled something at the slave trader and he yelled something at me. 
When the slave trader left, the husband, the father followed him. I 
looked to Emil. 

"He is angry with you," Emil said. 

"Me? Why?" 

"You could have shown interest in the girls earlier and given him the 
large sum of money. By waiting, you cost him thousands." 

"I…I did no such thing. He…He would have sold his wife and daughters 
anyway." 

Emil put his palms up and shrugged. He was not responsible for the 
inconsistencies of others. 

The husband came back into the hotel and stood close to me, speaking 
loudly into my face. I looked to Emil. 

"He says he wants more money." 

"He wants to sell them to me now?" 

"Yes." 

I wanted to argue. In fact, I felt at that moment that what the husband 
needed more than anything was a good thrashing at the back of the 
hotel. I was taller than him by half a foot and outweighed him by an 
incalculable amount. It would have been an easy thing. Unless he had a 
knife. 

At the moment when I was most tempted to grab this man's neck—his 
tirade had landed spit on me—his wife made a decisive move. She sat. 
She pulled out a chair noisily and threw herself into it, arranging one 
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daughter on one knee and the other daughter on the other. Then she 
looked away from myself and her husband, Emil and Fernand. I saw this 
through the corner of my eye, and the move made me feel silly. If she 
was bored with the argument, so was I. 

I turned my back on the husband who continued his complaint, and when 
I faced him again a minute later I had another five hundred dollars worth 
of local money in my hand. I held it out to him, and when he had 
counted it, I offered my hand to seal the deal. He saw I wasn't going to 
take it away, and, unlike the slave trader, didn't feel up to insulting me. 
He shook. 

I told Emil to announce that the purchase was now complete. The 
husband shook hands with Emil and Fernand, and he stooped again to 
kiss his daughters and his wife. He looked at all of us with a smile on his 
face, and I supposed he felt he had more than enough now to attract a 
wife who would give him all the male progeny he could want. He drank 
another glass of rum, and, without further words or argument, he left. 

I walked back to the bar and sat. I asked Fernand for another gin. When 
I turned to Emil, it was the woman who sat in his place. Her daughters 
stood by her side. She faced Fernand. 

"Emil," I said. "Tell this lady that she is free." 

Emil translated for me, and she answered him. 

"She says ‘Who will feed me?'" 

I hadn't thought of that, but it was easy to arrange. Room and board was 
only ten dollars a day at Fernand's. That solved the problem for the 
night. Fernand served the three of them the same food he normally 
served me, and they ate together quietly but quickly and with hunger. He 
then gave them a room next to mine. There was no other person staying 
in the hotel. 

In the morning, it rained. The rain fell heavily from the moments before 
dawn through to the night. Emil did not come by because roads were 
impassible. I took my meals with my new family at the bar so that 
Fernand could translate for me. Neither at breakfast, nor at lunch nor at 
dinner did the woman want to say a word. Her name was difficult to 
pronounce, so I called her Nez which was part of her last name. When I 
tried to talk to her daughters, she bristled. It was a long day. 

The next morning, early, Emil was at my door. In the weeks we had 
worked together, he had never come by to wake me. 

"Flowers will bloom, my friend," he said. "We must begin." 

It had stopped raining sometime during the night, and as I dressed, Emil 
told me that the water had pooled in some places and new plants would 
begin to show themselves before the day ended. In another day or two 
there would be a quick burst of color. The flowers would disappear 
almost as quickly as they sprang up. I hurried down to breakfast. 
Fernand had placed my bread, eggs and coffee on my usual table; Nez 
and her daughters had taken their positions at the other three sides of 
the table, plates of food untouched before them. When I ate, they ate, 
saying nothing to each other or myself. 
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When I rose, they rose, and as I headed to the hotel door, they followed 
me. 

"You cannot follow me," I told Nez. "Emil, tell them they cannot come." 

Emil seemed truly shocked that I would ask him to say such a thing. 

"They are yours," he said. "You cannot just leave them here." 

"I'm coming back," I told him. 

"Still, my friend, the woman and the girls cannot stay in a public place 
unattended." 

"What's the worst that can happen?" I asked. One imagines terrible 
things about foreign lands, but it is always best to ask a native. 

"She can be arrested." 

"But Fernand is here; he can explain." 

"Fernand may be arrested too. The woman and the girls must come with 
us. Do not worry, there is much room in the vehicle." 

Emil's sense of "much room" is not what an American would hope for. 
There was, however, enough space, and they came with me. 

Some parts of the road were awash with mud and required clever 
navigation; Emil was up to the task. He drove us all to where I had first 
spotted the two birds. It happened that the birds had left their nest, and 
they did not return though we waited. We then stopped at a solitary hut, 
and Emil asked where we were likely to find water pooled and 
vegetation, and we drove according to the directions we were given. The 
man who gave them had stared hard at Nez and the girls, but no words 
were passed. 

A few hours later, after lunch in the home of a very friendly local family 
whose children played with the girls, we found a pool. Little more than a 
mud hole, but green was coming to life. We were informed of two other 
mud holes and visited them before returning to the hotel. They also 
showed new growth, and the last one had four birds of the type I had 
come out to the desert to see. At the hotel, Emil and I were both in good 
humor knowing we had come much closer to the end of the assignment. 
We ate well and drank quickly. The females in the troupe were not in 
such a good mood, but they ate also. The next morning, I would not 
need to be awakened. 

I had eaten, as had Nez and the girls, when Emil arrived the next day. By 
mid-morning, I had my pictures, and what pictures they were. The 
flowers, small, low to the ground, more beautiful in life than in the 
watercolor sketch, but delicate so that the noon sun was sure to scorch 
them, these flowers were in bloom. The birds fed on them, ducking their 
heads between the petals to fetch whatever treats were inside. I shot 
several rolls of film, even standing in the middle of the mudhole, knee 
deep, to get pictures from one angle that turned out not to be too useful; 
still, it felt good to work with a purpose. 

Emil drove us all to another mudhole, then another, but while there were 
beautiful flowers and beautiful birds, there were no other specimens of 
the ones I wanted. At the end of the day, Emil turned the vehicle toward 
the hotel, and Nez spoke to him, the first words she had spoken to either 
of us all day. 
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"She says can we visit with her mother? One hour," Emil told me. 

"Where does her mother live?" 

"In a village, twenty kilometers." 

"Sure," I said, and Emil veered off the road to bump us all to Grandma's 
house. It took nearly an hour to make the twenty kilometers. I spent the 
time making clear in my mind how easy it would be to leave Nez and her 
daughters with her family. If ever there was a plan from God, this was it. 

Nez's village consisted of seven mud brick homes, three of which had 
burlap for doors. Her father sat cross-legged just outside one of these 
burlap doorways, and he didn't stand or care when Nez approached him. 
Nez and the girls took turns stooping to kiss him, but he looked away 
and muttered something loudly. I turned to Emil. 

"There is trouble, my friend. We should leave." Emil tugged at my sleeve. 

"What's the trouble?" I asked, and on cue Nez's husband came out of the 
house, stooping to get through the doorway. He started yelling as soon 
as he stepped into the sunlight, dividing his attention between Nez and 
her father. Nez's mother came out and took up a position near her 
husband. She glanced at me and Emil, smiled briefly at her 
granddaughters, and had no smile for Nez. 

Nez's husband walked up to me and waved his hand in my face, 
shouting. My desire to give him a thrashing returned. 

"What's he yelling about?" 

"He says his wife went with you readily," Emil explained. 

"He sold her!" 

"Yes, he does not deny this. He says she refused to give him a son, but 
she will give you one. Showing up here was the worst thing we could 
have done." 

"She's not going to give me any children," I said. 

"Of course, but he wants his dowry back. He paid five goats for her ten 
years ago and he wants them again. More now because he has lost two 
daughters. One more goat, six goats." 

"Listen here," I shouted back at Nez's husband. "I've about had enough 
of you…" He wasn't paying me any attention; he was shouting at the 
father who was trying not to pay him any attention in turn. 

Through all of this, Nez was silent, looking mostly to her two girls and to 
the ground. Her husband did not appreciate this demur behavior. He 
pushed her once and then again. I lost my temper, came up behind him 
and, taking hold of his shoulder, spun him around. 

His punch landed squarely on the bridge of my nose. I tried punching 
back, but my eyes were closed and my swing didn't find him. He gave 
me a two-handed push. I stumbled back and hit the ground hard. Emil 
tried to help me up; Nez, I could see, had no reaction to my nose being 
bloodied. 

Her husband's next move was a mistake. He tried to grab Nez's youngest 
daughter. When he stooped to do this, Nez grabbed his hair with one 
hand and started wailing away with the other, slapping him, punching 
him, and scratching at his face when he tried to stand up straight. When 
he backed off, it became clear that Nez had no intention of letting his 
hair loose. She grabbed it with her other hand as well and her husband 
decided that it was better not to fight. He doubled over, and she wagged 
him back and forth. When she was tired, she let him go with a series of 
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slaps. 

He walked away, silently, bleeding from the lower lip and with scratches 
on his face. Nez remembered something. She yelled at her husband, he 
started to yell back from a distance, but she took a step in his direction 
and he stopped. He reached under his clothing and pulled out his purse. 
He quickly counted out a bunch of money and threw it at me. It was the 
five hundred I had paid him. He left, his horse only a few yards away. 

Nez yelled something to her father, gathered her daughters and went 
into the house; her mother followed; her father stayed in his seat by the 
door from which he had never moved. 

Emil and I went to the car. We passed Nez's husband on the road toward 
the hotel. I waved to him, and he ignored me. 

"Will you give this to Nez?" I asked Emil as he parked in front of the 
hotel. I was holding out the five hundred her husband had thrown at me. 

"She will not take it," Emil said. "She had him return it to be free of you. 
She will take nothing from you."

"But," I said; I had to say something. "I was not bad to her. I housed 
and fed her. I kept her family together. I bought her so she could be 
free."

"Yes," Emil said. "But you bought her nevertheless. Her husband bought 
her from her father, the slave trader bought her from her husband, you 
bought her from the slave trader. She is tired, my friend, of being bought 
and of being sold. She has bought herself now. And she will take no 
money for herself."

"But, it's a gift," I said. 

"No, my friend, freedom is no gift. It is paid for, always. You know?" 

Of course I understood, and I wanted to explain to Emil how Nez was still 
wrong, but it was hot and Fernand had tall glasses filled with gin waiting 
for us, and I had gotten all I needed from the country. 

Copyright © Steven Torres 2006. Title graphic: "Birds of a Feather" Copyright © The 
Summerset Review, Inc. 2006.

Page 42 of 47



Zane Kotker lives above the Connecticut River, halfway between her 
childhood home in Vermont and the playground in Manhattan where she 
raised her kids. Her novels include Bodies in Motion, A Certain Man, and 

White Rising from Knopf, as well as Try to Remember from Random 
House. As for stories, she's still trying to get it right. Write to her at 

zane@crocker.com. 

Corbitt Nesta is a retired ESL and English/Italian translation college 
instructor. Her stories and essays have appeared on ToastedCheese.
com, Dead Mule.com, Eclectica.com and in Transitions Abroad. She lives 
in Italy and you may write to her at cass43@bigfoot.com. 

Kevin Spaide is from upstate New York but has lived in Ireland for 
several years. His work has appeared recently in Ghoti, Verbsap, 

Toasted Cheese and Punk Planet. He can be contacted at 
fatalcandle@yahoo.com. 

Philip Suggars was born in the United Kingdom and lived and 
worked in Latin America for six years. He currently lives in Barcelona. 
His work has appeared previously in Espresso Fiction. He can be 
reached at psuggars@mac.com.

Steven Torres' writing experience has, until this time, been restricted to the 
mystery/crime genre. He's published several novels in a series known as the 
Precinct Puerto Rico novels, and has published several short stories in places 

such as Alfred Hitchcock Mystery Magazine and CrimeSpree Magazine. His story 
in this issue represents his first attempt at submitting work to a literary 

publication. Write to him at steven@mysterypr.com. 

Page 43 of 47

mailto:zane@crocker.com
http://www.summersetreview.org/06fall/granada.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/06fall/silence.htm
mailto:cass43@bigfoot.com
mailto:fatalcandle@yahoo.com
http://www.summersetreview.org/06fall/home.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/06fall/bridge.htm
mailto:psuggars@mac.com


Writers are invited to submit literary short stories and essays of up to 8,000 
words. To get more of an idea of what we are looking for, please read The 
Summerset Review or consult our Recommended Reading List. 

Email submissions to editor@summersetreview.org as an attachment in MS 
Word, or as plain text. We suggest you include the word "Submission" in the 
title of the email, so that we don't mistake it for junk mail. You may 
alternatively submit in hard-copy by sending to 25 Summerset Drive, 
Smithtown, New York 11787, USA. 

All submissions receive replies as quickly as possible. If we have not responded 
within three months, please hassle us. We read year-round and never go on 
hiatus. 

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, and will 
receive twenty-five dollars at release time for their contribution. 

Writers retain all rights to use their work elsewhere, 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 have nominated stories annually for various anthologies and awards, 
including Pushcart Prize, New Stories from the South, Creative Nonfiction's Best 
Of anthology, storySouth's Million Writers Award, Sundress Publication's Best of 
the Net, and others. 

Page 44 of 47

http://www.summersetreview.org/
mailto:editor@summersetreview.org
http://www.summersetreview.org/


Author Title Source

Aciman, Andre Cat's Cradle From the November 3 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

Brooks, Ben Wildflowers From the Spring issue of Georgetown Review, 2005

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

Coake, Christopher Solos A novella from Vol. 9, No. 1 of Five Points, 2005

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

Perry, Rachael Sullivan's Inventory From No. 82/83 of Confrontation, Spring/Summer 2003

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

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

Russell, Karen Haunting Olivia From the June 13 & 20 issue of The New Yorker, 2005

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 9 issue of The New Yorker, 1991

Page 45 of 47

http://ebbs.english.vt.edu/olp/bpq/4/Swim.html
http://www.randomhouse.com/boldtype/0999/broyard/sstory.html
http://www.randomhouse.com/boldtype/0497/christopher/excerpt.html
http://www.levee67.com/obr/06/crowe.html
http://www.summersetreview.org/03summer/first.htm
http://www.randomhouse.com/boldtype/1199/millhauser/excerpt.html
http://www.randomhouse.com/boldtype/0400/offill/excerpt.html


      Elizabeth Bernays, Penny Feeny, John Gooley, Jeffrey N. 
Johnson, Shellie Zacharia

Phoebe Kate Foster, Amy Greene, Dee Dobson Harper, John Riha, 
Robert Villanueva, D. W. Young 

      Steven Gillis, Barbara Jacksha, Mary Lynn Reed, Arthur 
Saltzman

Lisa Ohlen Harris, Michael Hartford, Tammy R. Kitchen, Jillian 
Schedneck, Sandi Sonnenfeld 

      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

Page 46 of 47

http://www.summersetreview.org/
http://www.summersetreview.org/06summer/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/06spring/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/06winter/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/05fall/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/05summer/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/05spring/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/05winter/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/04fall/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/04summer/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/04spring/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/04winter/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/03fall/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/03summer/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/03spring/index.htm


     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

Page 47 of 47

http://www.summersetreview.org/03winter/index.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/02fall/index.htm

	Local Disk
	The Summerset Review
	The Summerset Review - Fall 2006 Table of Contents
	The Summerset Review - Editors' Notes
	Going to Granada with a Young Man - a story by Zane Kotker
	Come Home - a story by Kevin Spaide
	Everyday Life in the Land of Silence - an essay by Corbitt Nesta
	The Bridge - a story by Philip Suggars
	Desert People - a story by Steven Torres
	The Summerset Review - Contributors' Notes
	The Summerset Review - Guidelines
	The Summerset Review's Recommended Reading List
	The Summerset Review - Previous Issues




