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There's a lot behind that 5-ball. Five years of short fiction and essays, 
artwork, interviews, a print issue. Five years of reading diligently, never 
going on hiatus, responding to submissions as quickly as possible and 
never losing them (well, O.K., we lost two), releasing unfailingly on the 
fifteenth of each month the seasons change. We've even instituted a 
contributor compensation package—our Pizza and Wine Stipend of twenty-
five dollars. Hey, it's better than nothing! 

Some very nice things came back our way during this time, ranging from 
awards garnered by individual pieces to simple, friendly emails from 
readers. We could have included some of these here if we wanted, but 
thought as an alternative, to cite the negative. In the five years of our 
existence there was only once instance where someone spoke ill, to our 
knowledge. Only one. In our second issue, our Editors' Notes mentioned a 
place where John Cheever did much of his writing. We were astonished 
some of the world's finest literature was borne from an apartment building 
in Manhattan that appeared ordinary, in our words, "a boring, tasteless 
box of dirty brown brick." Well, a resident of the building evidently read 
what we said and did not like it: "And where do you live? Park Avenue?" 

As you probably have read in many places recently—the most significant of 
which might be the report "Reading at Risk" from the National Endowment 
for the Arts, released several years ago—literary reading has been on a 
declining rate these years. Rather than go into a diatribe on the issues with 
mass-marketing, distributors, major booksellers and publishers, we want 
to simply say that many readers the world over are missing out on the 
material in contemporary literary vehicles, including journals (both in print 
and online), short story and essay collections, and contemporary novels. 
We believe that many more readers would appreciate these great stories if 
the material was more visible and accessible. 

We urge you to do what you can to make the awareness of literary writing 
more prominent in your world. Start small. Start with the pieces you see 
right here, or those you see listed in our Recommended Reading List, or 
those journals—however few there are—in your local library or bookstore. 
Tell friends, tell colleagues, start a literary reading club... 
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In conjunction with our five-year anniversary, and to help address our 
concern above, we are introducing two new quarterly features in The 
Summerset Review, both targeted at readers. 

First, we are launching a free Fifty-for-Fifty Contest. Write the best fifty 
words or more on a story or essay in the current issue, and win fifty dollars 
plus a copy of Volume One. Yes, that’s right. We are now  paying you to 
read us. Silly, huh? We don’t think so. By offering this prize competition, 
we hope to increase the awareness and appreciation of literary magazines 
in our world and culture. Rules for entry are given in our Guidelines page. 

We are also introducing a short list of discussion questions for readers. 
These probe into the stories and essays in the current issue, to get you 
thinking. Have a look, but make sure you've read the story first. If you set 
up that literary reading club, or are already a part of one, discuss the 
points. Send us your answers to all questions and you will be eligible for a 
complimentary issue of Volume One. Details are in our Questions for 
Reader Groups page. 

Our Lit Pick of the Quarter feature continues into year five with a short 
story in the Spring 2007 issue of The Florida Review. We found the voice in 
"Divining Venus," by Mary Elizabeth Pope, to be incredibly engaging, at 
times witty and funny, at times bringing in sentiment from out of nowhere. 
The protagonist and her friend Venus are sixth grade girls from very 
different families, laying out the ouija board, talking about their lives and 
the lives of others. 

Here is one of our favorite lines from the middle of the piece: 

It turns out that you don't have to be married to have a baby at 
all. 

And here is a longer excerpt: 

I guess you've just got to figure things out on your own, which 
is not that easy to do when Venus said she hated Kyle 
Kellerman but liked him all along, and Larry seemed so in love 
with Charlene but ran off with Tiffany instead. Even the things 
inside your own self are kind of a mystery if I can adore Venus 
one minute and ruin her hat the next, or hate my parents most 
of the time but feel so jealous of the fuss they make over 
Venus. But then I think about how Charlene smiles whenever 
this plumber named Frank stops by, and how Kyle Kellerman 
says he likes me even though Venus is prettier, and I decide 
maybe it's okay that what seems obvious isn't always right, like 
the night we drove home from spring break and my father said 
my mother had a lead foot, so my mother said my father had a 
big mouth, but when I reached over the front seat to grab a 
pillow it turned out they'd been holding hands the whole time. 

The Summerset Review
 

Joseph Levens - Editor
Amy Leigh Owen – Assistant Editor
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Golden Gate Transit 

We had been riding for about twenty minutes. I was looking out the 
window, first at the houses of Sausalito, then at the greenish water of the 
bay. I was new to the area and its morning fog was mysterious and 
wonderful to me. I used to stare at it for hours. 

I do not know why I felt a strange urge to turn my head away from the 
window, but when I did I saw him, sitting in the seat next to me, fully 
clothed and fully exposed. His pale, flaccid penis, his limp testicles, were 
nestled between his forest green wool-covered legs, like some kind of 
poison fungus, both fragile and sinister. He stared straight ahead. 

Acting instinctively, I did what my parochial school training had prepared 
me to do in such emergencies: I found the authority figure, in this case 
the bus driver, and I alerted him. He was, of course, at the front of the 
bus. I was toward the back. I had to climb over my seat mate, trying not 
to brush against his penis, to get to the aisle. I probably said "Excuse 
me." The walk to the front was interminable. I was sure everyone was 
watching me. I felt ashamed. Had I done something to make this 
happen? Would I get in trouble? 

"Excuse me," I whispered, my voice even softer than the flaccid penis I 
had just seen. I wished, instead of a male bus driver, I could report this 
incident to Sister Mary Perpetua, my Catholic grammar school principal. I 
had not liked her, but I felt she would know how to handle this situation. 
She would get out her ruler and whack him one. "Put that thing away, 
young man," she would say, "and meet me in my office." 
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"Yes?" The bus driver's voice was loud. You might even say booming. 

"Excuse me, but there is a man on the bus exposing himself." 

"What?" His voice got louder. His response to my whisper was to yell, as 
if to tell me, Speak up young lady, I can't hear you. Even as an adult 
woman, I got called young lady regularly. 

"There is a man on the bus exposing himself." I tried to raise my voice, 
but I could not do it. I could not say "exposing himself" in anything but a 
whisper. Not in a public place. 

"What?" 

"There is a man on the bus exposing himself." 

I managed to make myself heard. The bus driver turned his head sharply 
toward the back of the bus, but continued driving. There was really 
nothing he could do; we were on the Golden Gate Bridge. I sat in the 
empty front seat and fled at the first stop in San Francisco. 

I had just graduated from college when this happened, and it was the 
first time my eyes fully set on a penis. I'd kissed, of course, been to 
second base, declined numerous opportunities to have drunken sex with 
guys whose names I don't remember in the backseats of cars or single 
beds in college dorm rooms. I pretended I was sexually experienced to 
most of my girlfriends, as I thought they were. I laughed knowingly 
whenever the subject of sex came up, tried for a sophisticated "I can 
relate" facial expression, but the truth was, until that day, the only penis 
I had ever seen was my younger brother's when we were kids. 

I was waiting to be in love before I had sex; I wanted my first time to be 
special. But after graduating from college without having fallen in love 
with anyone who fell in love back, I was starting to think that it was time 
to just do it. I was tired of living a lie. One of my goals once I had moved 
to San Francisco, was to lose my virginity, which I did several months 
after arriving in the city, in a loft bed with a marijuana-smoking musician 
named Bill. 

A few weeks after I saw this stranger's penis I was with some girlfriends 
having dinner, and after my second glass of wine I told this story for the 
first time. I expected gasps of shock and sympathy as I revealed my 
shameful incident. But Margaret and Carol immediately burst into 
laughter. "Did you hear that Marg?" Carol said. "Someone exposed 
himself to Julie and she told the bus driver." 

This was hilarious to them? I sat there, taken aback, but enjoying the 
laugh. So this kind of experience was funny? I would be rewarded with 
laughter when I told it? Interesting. 

What is fascinating to me now, twenty years later, is that the story is not 
entirely true as I have told it. I was not a virgin when this happened. I 
met Carol, who introduced me to Margaret, when I began working as an 
administrative assistant at an advertising agency a couple of weeks after 
my brief relationship with Bill ended. The stranger on the bus exposed 
himself to me some months after I had sex for the first time. His was the 
second penis, not the first, that I experienced as an adult woman. 

Something happened between me and this incident after I told it to 
Margaret and Carol over that dinner: It changed from a creepy 
experience into a story, my story, one that I would tell regularly because 
I knew it would make people laugh, and making people laugh made me 
feel good, gave me a sense of control. At some point, the second, third, 
or fourth time I told the story, I tweaked the truth a little. I made myself 
more sexually inexperienced than I really was. To dramatize my feelings 
of shame, I used the word interminable to describe the walk to the front 
of the bus, which took about thirty seconds. To emphasize my timid 
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whisper, I made the bus driver's voice booming. 

I had told the tweaked version so many times that I began believing it 
was true. 

Contemplating this fib I have been guiltlessly telling makes me wonder: 
When did the lie become true to me and how can I be sure I haven't 
fudged other details? How do I know the stranger on the bus had green 
pants? Did I make that up too because the image of the mushroom-
shaped penis is more visually arresting if it is nestled in forest green? I 
am not sure about this, but what I am sure about is that when I shut my 
eyes and bring up this memory, I always see green pants, never red or 
black or yellow, so I believe they really were green. Maybe they were 
khaki, or dark brown, or even green plaid. Who knows? All I can be sure 
about is that I really was on the bus going from Marin County to San 
Francisco, a man really did show me his penis, I did tell the bus driver, 
did feel ashamed, Margaret and Carol did laugh when I told them. 

Switzerland 

My friend Deb and I were hiking in the Alps. It was my first time in 
Europe and I was euphoric. I did not know it at the time, but this trip 
would mark the end of one phase of my life and the beginning of another. 
The end of what I now think of as "The early years in San Francisco." 
During these years I was an administrative assistant for, in this order, a 
bank, an advertising agency, and a news magazine. I changed jobs and 
bosses regularly, but no matter who I worked for, or what company, I 
was always dissatisfied, bored and slightly resentful that I had to type 
someone else's memos and organize their careers while mine seemed to 
be going nowhere. 

But that day in the Alps I was not thinking of my job. I was too busy 
reveling in the beauty of Switzerland. We had just come from four days in 
London, three in Paris and five in Rome and had enjoyed each of these 
crowded, noisy, polluted, vibrant cities immensely. We were stunned by 
the contrast of Switzerland's magnificent mountains, clean air, unlittered 
trails. 

"It's so unspoiled," I said. 

"Yeah. So green and perfect. Look at that." Deb pointed to one of the 
peaks. When we turned to look in another direction, we caught sight of a 
man, presumably Swiss, standing among some trees. He was holding 
himself and looking sheepishly toward us. 

"Hello," we both said. 

He nodded a greeting. We started walking away. 

"He must have just gone to the bathroom," I said. 

"Of course. There's nothing wrong with that." 

We were startled but not afraid. It seemed natural, in these wooded 
mountains, to come across a man relieving himself in the shelter of trees, 
nothing to be afraid of. Calmly, we kept walking. Rapidly, so did he, 
obviously in a hurry to get away from us. Poor man, we had probably 
embarrassed him. 

About ten minutes later, as we turned a corner, I saw him again, 
standing among more trees. 

"Deb, look." 

He was holding his very erect, uncircumcised penis between his hands, a 
big idiotic grin on his face. Look at this, he seemed to be saying, isn't it 
something? 
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"Oh my God," said Deb, "It's enormous." 

It was beyond enormous. It was humongous. It was mountainous. It was 
a missile, a torpedo, a warhead. It was without a doubt, the biggest penis 
either of us had ever seen. And he seemed like the biggest idiot we had 
ever seen: a frightening combination. 

"Let's get out of here." 

We practically ran down the mountain. He did not follow us and when we 
returned to our hotel, we ordered a bottle of wine, drank it and laughed. 
We imagined telling our friends in America about this unsolicited view of 
one of the many natural Swiss wonders. 

Being with a friend when a man shows you his penis makes all the 
difference. Having Deb there helped make this an instant anecdote—
something I talked and laughed about over dinner and crafted into 
something I would store in my memory and pull out later at parties. 
"Look at this," I would say as I told my story, making the Swiss guy 
dumber and his penis bigger with every telling. "Look at this, isn't it 
funny?" 

Every important part of my retelling has withstood the test of my 
inventory, except possibly the size of the man's penis. I still believe it 
was much larger than average, the biggest I'd experienced before or 
since, but when I shut my eyes and visualize, it is the size of a jumbo 
condiment dispenser. I doubt it really was. 

Barcelona 

I'd completed a master's degree in English, was working as a public 
relations writer for a hospital, my first job that didn't include the word 
assistant in the title. After writing press releases and newsletters for 
three years, I realized it didn't really matter what my title was, or what 
work I did; if I was working in an office, I was miserable. 

And so, six years after seeing the Swiss man in the mountains, three 
months after taking a teacher training course, I was living in Barcelona, 
near the Cathedral and its medieval gargoyles that glared down at the 
cobblestones, protecting the city from evil spirits. During the two years I 
lived there, I often went to a cavernous, noisy bar in the corner of the 
Placa Real, a large plaza frequented by gypsies, pickpockets, hashish 
peddlers and tourists. One night, I was there with a group of new friends 
I had met through my Spanish class and we were all drinking Vodka 
Limones—bracingly strong cocktails made of two parts vodka and one 
part Schweppes Bitter Lemon. On my way to the bathroom, I climbed the 
wooden stairs deliberately, and it happened again: A man, this time with 
dark hair and a mustache, wearing blue jeans and a white shirt, turned to 
me as I entered the restroom, thrusting his penis toward me. Blood 
rushed to my face as I scrambled down the rickety stairs, acutely 
embarrassed. Had I entered the wrong room? I was always making 
mistakes in Spain, trying to exit through wrong doors, getting lost in 
winding alleys, asking for ojos (eyes) when I wanted huevos (eggs) in the 
market. Could I have just made another of my clueless-American 
blunders? 

No, I decided, I couldn't have. My Spanish was weak but I definitely knew 
the difference between Mujeres (women) and Hombres (men). And there 
was something in the man's eyes: a wild, wolfish look. He did not seem 
embarrassed. He seemed excited. 

"Are you all right?" asked Claudia, as I sidled up to the bar. Claudia was 
German but in social situations we spoke in English and Spanish. 

"Yes, but you're not going to believe what just happened. I climbed to the 
top of the stairs and turned right to go to the bathroom. I thought the 
lady's room was to the right." 
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"It is to the right," said Kathy. 

"Well, I turned right, and the door was open, and a man was there, facing 
the wall, and when I walked in he turned and exposed himself to me." 

"He did what?" said Christian, Claudia's very good-looking German 
boyfriend. 

"Exposed himself, showed me his dick. It looked like his pants were still 
buttoned at the top. Could he have just forgotten to zip his pants?" I 
said, not wanting Christian to think I was a prudish American.

"Of course not. A man doesn't do that accidentally. Men know when 
they're doing something like that." Christian was so emphatic, so on my 
side, I felt like hugging him. 

"Wait a minute,'" said Kathy, "Let me get this straight. There was a man 
in the women's bathroom. And he showed you his willy?" 

"Yes. That's right. He showed me his willy." 

"Oh, you poor darlin'," said Barry, with his inimitable Irish brogue. 
"There's nothin' worse than an unsolicited penis." 

"Do you need a hug?" said David. 

Yes, I thought, from Christian. 

"No," I said, "I need another drink." 

"Camerero," said Claudia, "Otro vodka limon por favor." 

"Well,'" said Christian, "What was it like?" 

I didn't miss a beat. "Medium." 

We laughed. 

I was getting good at this. Whatever humiliation I had suffered, my way 
of recovering from it was to turn it into a story, something I owned and 
controlled. By making it funny, making people laugh, I felt powerful. And 
it was a much stronger feeling than the powerlessness I felt when forced 
to look at that man's penis, which really was medium. This detail 
deserves no embellishing. 

San Francisco Municipal Rail, 31-Balboa Line 

I was riding home from my job in downtown San Francisco, having 
recently returned from two years in Spain. Barcelona had given me what 
I wanted and needed: work that engaged me. Maybe teaching English is 
no more important than writing PR materials or typing press releases. But 
teaching felt important. What I taught my students mattered to me, and 
it mattered whether or not they learned.

It was the late nineties, and the dot com wave of money, ambition and 
youth that almost washed away the San Francisco I loved was cresting. 
Venture capitalists were giving away billions of dollars to twenty-
something college graduates who planned to retire by the time they were 
thirty, having cashed in their stock options. SUVs clogged the streets. 
Artists fled the city, their studios, performance spaces and galleries 
converted into slick offices. Rents doubled, then tripled, then quadrupled 
before the boom went bust in 2000. 

I was working for a small language academy that didn't even give me 
health benefits. I made $17,000 my first year back in San Francisco, 
including the unemployment benefits I collected when I was laid off for 
the summer. My friends' careers were flourishing and they were saving 
money to buy houses and condos. I was in my mid-thirties and I'd had to 
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borrow money from my mom to make a security deposit on an 
apartment. I had no hope of ever owning a home, or being able to retire, 
or even afford a vacation. 

The thing about being in a life transition is that sometimes you don't 
know what you're transitioning to. If I had known then that within three 
years I would have a well-paid teaching job and most of the dot com kids 
would be unemployed, fleeing San Francisco in rented U-Hauls because 
they could no longer afford to live in the city they had helped make so 
expensive, I would have been able to sit back and enjoy the ride. But of 
course, I didn't know this. All I knew was that I was broke and everyone 
else was rich. I lived in a constant state of anxiety about my lack of 
money. 

That afternoon I was on the 31-Balboa, a bus that begins its route 
downtown and loops through the Tenderloin, the neighborhood that not 
only includes the highest concentration of children in San Francisco, but 
also the highest concentration of strip clubs, drug dealers and prostitutes. 
The bus stopped at Twentieth Avenue, where I lived with a roommate in 
an overpriced apartment. 

We were riding through the Tenderloin when I heard the man behind me 
chattering. 

"Yeah, it's a nice day. It's a beautiful day. I don't know what I'm going to 
do. Hey does anyone have the time? Isn't it beautiful?" 

"It's five o'clock," I said. 

Please be quiet, I thought, I just want to go home. Surprisingly, he was 
silent for a few minutes, and we rode in peace. Then I began to have a 
strange awareness of him and an urge to look. I turned my head. My 
eyes went directly to his lap, where he was caressing his exposed self. 

I got up abruptly and walked to the front of the bus, as I had done while 
crossing the Golden Gate Bridge. But this time, when I got to the front, I 
did not whisper. I was not afraid or ashamed. I was mad as hell. 

"Excuse me," I said loudly to the bus driver, a tall black man. "For your 
information, there is a man on the bus jerking off." 

"Who?" 

"That old white dude back there." 

He brought the bus to a full stop and went to confront the offending 
passenger. 

"Sir, I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to get off my bus." 

"Don't worry, I'm getting off." 

I watched as the man with the white hair and beard, who moments 
before had been pleasuring himself in public, picked up his crutches and 
left. Good riddance, I thought. 

The bus driver was my hero and we shared that special bond between 
rescued and rescuer. "I tell you," he said, as he began driving again. "If 
my mama had seen that she would have whomped him on the head with 
her pocketbook." 

I looked around at the other passengers, anticipating expressions of 
gratitude, solidarity. I had, after all, helped to rid the bus of a sex 
offender. But there were only tired faces. Some seemed annoyed at the 
interruption of their reveries, some shot me looks that I interpreted as 
disapproving: because of my intolerance, a disabled, probably homeless 
old man had been kicked out into the street. But I exited the bus feeling 
proud of the stand I had taken. Walking home, I kept repeating to 
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myself, I am mad as hell and I am not going to take it anymore. I am 
mad as hell and I am not going to take it anymore. 

By the time I woke up the next morning, I was imagining how I would 
describe the old guy to my colleagues. How I would pause just a minute 
before I brought his penis into the story. How I would make his hobbling 
away on crutches a real punchy ending. How I would use the phrase 
"getting off" as a pun. 

Of course they laughed when I told them. 

Copyright © Julie Dearborn 2007.

Title graphic: "Driver, Approached" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2007.
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The spring before he turns fourteen, while the war is on, among other 
problems such as a disintegrating environment and the rising cost of 
stamps, Frankie's family believes mice have taken over the cupboards. 
Every few mornings, sandstorms of crumbs appear on the kitchen 
floor, on the countertop. Their first infestation. "If you think of the 
house as a nation state," Frankie says, because he had recently begun 
to read more than just the sporting section of the Globe, "then this is 
guerrilla resistance." 

"I prefer to think of it as just a house," says Frank Sr. 

The house, a simple building with two floors and a screen porch 
behind, had been built on a filled-in marsh just blocks from the ocean 
and, especially after storms, which come now with greater intensity, or 
in the heat of summer, the ground feels soggy and unsettled. A man 
visited once to see about installing a cellar. They couldn't afford it but 
Frank Sr. likes to have goals. Before stepping out of his truck, through 
the rolled down window and over the shouting radio, the man said, 
"You all are sinking," and then dipped a yardstick into the mud at each 
corner of the house to prove it. (An inch and a quarter on the 
northeastern end had been lost, probably more by now.) With the heat 
and the marsh, then, they had become accustomed to the mosquitoes. 
They learned, because of raccoons, to bungee tops to the garbage bins. 

But this mouse has everyone in a state. 

Claire refuses to take breakfast in the kitchen. She eats standing in the 
doorway, eyes to the floor, scanning. William, the youngest, had 
peeled the leaves and offshoot twigs from all but the soft top of a long 
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branch. He likes to crouch on the stairs around the corner and dance 
the tip gently over Claire's shin and foot, trying to scare her. William 
too, though brave enough to sit at the table, eats his cereal with milk 
dripping over the corduroyed slopes of his knees. The same knees that, 
ten years later, would be taken off by a homemade landmine along a 
mountain pass in Asia Minor, a path from which no mouse could divert 
him. But this story's not about William's knees. 

Neither is it about a mouse or family of mice, in the strictest sense, 
though not all of them know it at the time. 

Frankie's mother Mary sweeps up the crumbs beached on the floor, 
pulls a pair of rubber gloves up to her forearms to scrub the low 
cupboard shelves. A rag over her mouth and nose. Frank Sr. sets 
mousetraps with small strips of cheese as lure. Frankie thinks they 
should put crackers in the traps since that's what the mice are eating. 

"Mice only eat cheese in cartoons," he says. 

"But this is fine cheese. From France. From Bordeaux," his father says. 
"In France." The skin on the underside of his forearm rippled from 
jumping off a bridge during low tide. ("Always lead with your hands, 
boy, not your noggin.") He sets the mousetrap with the strip of cheese 
and pushes it beneath the sink. "They really know from their cheeses in 
France. Only a fool of a mouse would turn whiskers up at this." 

"And only a fool of a man wastes a piece of cheese on a mousetrap," 
Mary says. She has a strange relationship with food, Mary, eating a 
single meal each day just before going to bed. Even times when they 
have the stock to spare. What it did was keep the weight off, no 
exercise required. When Claire offers to share cookies Mary half smiles 
and says, "Oh, but one bite and I'll just blow up," which no one 
believes, given her proportion of bone to flesh, the way her arms look 
outlined by the sun through the sleeves of her blouse, but when they 
argue she says, "I have the pictures to prove it. Someday, when you're 
in the mood to be nauseas, maybe I'll show you." The cookies wind up, 
as ever, out of Claire's hands and in one of the boys' stomachs. "Men 
look healthy with a touch of roundness to their bellies," Mary says. 

"Would that our boys ate as well as a rodent," she says. 

"You have to spend something to make something," says Frank Sr. 
"It's an investment. Spend the cheese, catch the mouse. Catch the 
mouse, calm the family." 

"Spend the lives, secure the peace," Mary says. "You're as bad as the 
whole lot on television." 

"Jesus, Mary—" 

"And Joseph," says Frankie, indexing finger pointing skyward, which 
makes his father laugh. 

Then in the morning, more crumbs. 

"I think this proves my theory," Frankie says. "Real mice don't even 
like cheese." 

The trap beneath the sink went undisturbed not because mice prefer 
crackers but because Frankie's grandmother does and anyway has hips 
bad enough to keep her from ever bending over to retrieve it from low 
beneath the sink. She is eighty-eight years old and lives on a hospital 
bed behind a curtain in the pantry off the kitchen. Moved there when a 
hurricane chewed up her house in Florida and stuck her with the bill. 
The bed is positioned to cover a hole in the pantry floor. Frank Sr. had 
gotten it from an Army friend who worked night security at South 
Shore Hospital. It cost him two cartons of menthols stolen from the 
pharmacy where he worked, and a bottle of Johnny Walker Red. 
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Frankie helps his mother bag lunches in the mornings before school. 
Because he's the oldest, she says. Really, though, she doesn't like to 
be alone with Nana. They work quickly and mostly without talking, 
Mary switching off the radio as soon as the news comes on. ("We've 
got enough to get through a day on our own without them reminding 
us every ten minutes how poorly the rest of it's going.") She could hum 
just about any tune in the catalog. 

When she wakes in time, Nana helps too. Her hands are shaky and her 
fingers poke through the bread. "Look Mary," Nana says with sliced 
wheat humped over her curved knuckles. "Finger food." She has a dry 
coughing sort of laugh that sounds painful and restores shocking color 
to her cheeks. You could forget how pale she looked until she laughed. 
Frank Sr. says that's just the proof, in case anybody is at all interested, 
hot blood still runs the course. He tries to make her laugh every day 
for just that reason. "Uh-huh," he'd say, peering into her tearing eyes. 
(Most members of the MacAbee clan, befitting the times, tend to leak 
tears when laughing.) "No need to call for the wagon just yet, Mother." 

Mary pulls the bread from around Nana's fingers, holds it up to her face 
and peers through the gash, sticks out her tongue or blows a 
raspberry. 

"Just so," Nana says. After a while her face shrinks back into its etched 
lines. 

Mary uses the punctured pieces of bread to make Frank Sr.'s 
sandwiches. 

Most days mother and son try to finish the lunches before Nana is out 
of bed. They aren't hard to make. Cheese sandwiches usually. Or 
bologna. Saltines. Sometimes a piece of chocolate. 

Tommie Dunn's family lives next door and just sent their eldest 
overseas to fight. Their grandfather had been a marine, their father 
had been a marine, and one day Tommie would be too. No war could 
pass without the Marshfield Dunn's doing their part. This time it's 
Tommie's brother's turn. He wants to fly airplanes but wears glasses an 
inch thick and winds up an infantryman sitting behind a machine gun 
mounted on the back of an armored jeep. The glasses help keep sand 
from his eyes. 

Recruiters have a table set up beneath a glass case filled with athletic 
trophies in the front hallway of Frankie's high school. Numbers are 
down, they say and offer up a bowl full of hard candy suckers to 
passing students. Frankie collects attendance sheets from the 
classrooms in his wing and walks them down to the office each 
morning where he hears them talking. When a group of football players 
in leather sleeves rumble by, the recruiters start up a story, make their 
two hands into the outlines of rifles. Bang bang bang! Sister Mary Kate 
stands next to them and taps a wood ruler against her leg, listening for 
swear words so she can kick them out. 

Frank Sr. was in the Army too. "No better feeling than giving yourself 
up to something bigger. Real sacrifice. Playing for a team. Not that we 
really had much of a choice back then. But what did it matter? No way 
in hell could I have ever been a Canuck anyway." 

When they bring home Tommie's brother, Frankie and his father stand 
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on the outside of a solemn crowd gathered in the parking lot of the 
post office across the street from their house. Men sweat through their 
shirts, shuffle up to the plain box, kneel in the dust and mumble some 
words to God. The Dunn's, like much of the town, had wanted to avoid 
the parish after the disclosure of indiscretions at the rectory. They 
stand in an arcing line beside the casket and accept hugs and reached 
out palms. Frank Sr. turns to and observes his son staring at the 
family, misinterprets his expression, says, "Not anything you'll have to 
worry about for a long time." He wants to pat his son's shoulder but 
doesn't know quite how to manage it and, in a more tender gesture 
than intended, ends up brushing fingertips along his neck. 

"Not true," Frankie says. "Something I will have to worry about for a 
very long time." He studies the family, tries to catch Tommie's eye, 
wonders how this might change his friend. 

"All right, boy," his father says at length. "I think we've seen about all 
we can. What do you say we get out of here, check out how the Sox 
are doing. Two-to-one says they're up. I've got one of those feelings 
about this season..." 

Afterwards, Mary meets them on the steps coming in. She wants 
Frankie to go back to the post office for a sheet of those two cent 
stamps ("I'll give the post office my two cents all right") so her 
envelopes will finally have the correct postage, bills will stop being 
returned. She'd go herself but has been cleaning again and doesn't 
want to change her clothes. 

"But it's only across the street," Frankie says. "What do you need to 
put on different clothes for?" 

"A person becomes what they think they are, Frankie," she says. "And 
I think I am too good to wear rags in public." 

But all Frankie can think about is the mouse on the loose in their home, 
the little terror. Sacrifice? Is Frankie not willing to forgo sleep, to sit up 
all hours of the night, keeping watch, defending the defenseless, the 
innocent, the crackers? 

"Oh, I wish that wretched thing never came into our house," his 
mother says. Frank Sr., who makes no sign of having heard anything 
at all, follows his son inside, fiddles with the dials of the radio until he 
finds the game, waits to learn the score. 

Soon Frankie begins sleeping on the old couch in the porch behind the 
kitchen. William complains until he realizes it means he too will have a 
room of his own. Then he cheers. He stops his little dance a moment 
and says, because who hasn't wanted it both ways, "But will you still 
visit me?" 

"Be careful out here," Mary says before Frankie's first night on the 
porch. "Don't stay up all night. And latch the door before you go to 
sleep." 

She hands him an old blanket and a pillow, double-checks the lock on 
the door. "Practically sleeping outside," she says. "You'll catch your 
death." 

"Haven't you heard?" Frankie says. "The globe's heating up. Polar 
bears moving down into Canada to meet the butterflies moving north. I 
probably won't even need this blanket." 

The air out on the porch is cooler and more active, but not 
discomforting. Pieces of plank wood painted white are available to 

Page 16 of 42



place over the screens, deflect wind, the moonlight, but he doesn't post 
them. Easier to stand guard with a slight chill in the air. 

"A cold's not the only thing he'll catch," Frank Sr. says. "All mice in this 
house, in the entire neighborhood, are now officially on notice." 

"Now listen. There's nothing in this house you can't find during daylight 
hours. It's not big enough to hide anywhere. Ask your sister if you 
don't believe me." 

"He'll be fine." 

"I know he will," Mary says. "It's still my job to worry." 

He stands in the doorway after she's gone, arms folded. "Goodnight, 
boy," he says, flicks off the light. They wait, listening to each other, 
listening to the house and the night crawling and snorting around it, to 
the sound of a passing car like a mechanical wave breaking, drawing 
back out to sea. 

Mornings Frank Sr. comes to wake him up. There's no clock, only the 
accumulating light, a few of Claire's reflective swimming trophies and a 
shiny swordfish mounted on a wooden plaque. Frank Sr. had caught it 
in deep water back when he was younger and still did things that could 
end with surprising results. 

"Is our owl's stomach full this morning?" he asks. "No? Well, don't let 
the nuns catch you napping, but if you rest up during school maybe 
tonight your luck will change. The food supply of the house depends on 
it." 

His back is a problem so Frank Sr. sits stiffly, awkwardly on the arm of 
the couch. He wants to talk about gasoline prices. About how unfair it 
is Mary forces him to carpool, what it's like to ride shotgun beside 
someone with the personality of a newt in a car with no working radio. 
But clearly something bothers his son. 

"You're not worried about it, are you?" he says. 

"I'm worried about a lot of things." 

Frank Sr. doesn't know where to begin with a remark like that. Doesn't 
know where his son's moods come from or what he's afraid of, what 
can be done about it. 

"It's more scared of me than I am of it," Frankie says. 

"That's probably right." 

"That is right." 

"This one I don't think will give you any problems at all." 

"It could bite. That's one problem." 

"It could. That's a possibility. Unlikely, but possible. After all, it's only 
trying to stay alive, and things that are scared or threatened and want 
very badly to stay alive can be capable of almost anything." 

"Including biting." 

"Yes. But not this one. This one's probably not a biter." 

"You don't know that." 

"Call it a feeling." 

Frank Sr. stands and plunges both hands into his pants pockets, rocks 
up onto his toes and back down again. "Come on, boy," he says. "Help 
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your mother with the lunches. And no poking holes in my bread this 
morning. I don't think one day with a whole sandwich is too much to 
ask." 

"Oh! Goodnight Francis!" Nana says when Frankie catches her out of 
bed one night. 

For three nights, there had been no sign of mice. No scratching. No 
crumbs. The cheese on the trap, at one time refreshed routinely, had 
begun to mold. Then suddenly, sprung from sleep, it was happening. 
There was more noise than he had thought a mouse capable of 
making, and Frankie imagined him, this mouse, grown suddenly, 
mystically large. Maybe eating crackers did for mouse bones what milk 
was supposed to do for kids. And gorged on crackers he'd grown at 
least the size of a cat or small dog, the wolf at the door. Teeth just as 
sharp as ever. Gleaming. Dripping. Perfectly equipped for the 
separation of boy and finger. Worse maybe. 

But no, it had been Nana all along. 

She stands naked in front of the stove. Frankie has never seen a naked 
woman before. Veins show through the skin of her arms and legs and 
chest like the map of Europe hid just beneath her surface. A tattoo her 
skin has grown over. Long pubic hair swirls into a puffy tangle. Long 
breasts resting on the round of her stomach. Armpit hair. Crackers 
spilling through her trembling hands. 

"Couldn't sleep?" she asks. She makes no move to obscure her 
exposed body. "Do you want me to sing for you? I can remember a 
time you refused to sleep unless you could hear me singing. Once in 
love with Francis. Always in love with Francis. The hours I sat at the 
end of your bed. Oh, my throat hurt." 

It says Francis on his birth record but the nurse who jotted it down 
might have been the last one to call him that. Frankie sets down the 
broom he'd been clutching for protection and asks if Nana is all right. 

"Yes," she says, smiling. What a simple question. Ask me another. 

"Can I get you something? Your gown?" 

She gestures towards the stove. One of the burners is lit. "Wait 
another minute. I'm just warming some tea. Would you like some tea 
with milk?" 

The teakettle, cold on the counter, has not been filled with water. She 
raises her arm and lips up crumbs from her cupped hand. Most of them 
splash to the floor in between her feet. 

"You've always been a good boy, Francis," she says when he steers her 
towards a chair, fetches a blanket to drape over her shoulders. 
"Parents don't have favorites. You would have been in the running 
though." 

Frankie is happy to find her asleep when he turns back later to set the 
steaming mug on the table before her. "Oh! Goodnight Francis!" she 
says again when he shakes her awake, helps her to bed. He pulls the 
curtain across the doorway to the pantry, pours her tea out in the sink, 
and washes and dries the mug. Sweeps the floor. And before turning 
out the light, kneels down by the sink, removes the piece of moldy 
French cheese from the mousetrap and throws it off into the dewy 
grass for the scavengers to find. 
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Nana's voice wakes him in the morning and he can hear his father 
quieting her. Through a gap between the curtain and the wall Frankie 
sees him helping her dress. Lifting and buttoning and smoothing. 
Folding the blanket. Frankie goes back to the couch and pretends to 
sleep until his father comes to wake him. He sits next to his son, 
perched on a cushion, though he doesn't lay his hand on him or call his 
name. After a while, Frankie opens his eyes. 

"The owl stirs at last. Must have had a hard night," Frank Sr. says. "Is 
his stomach full?" 

"No." 

"No?" 

"No, sir." 

His eyebrows move halfway up his forehead. "The cheese is gone." 

Frankie opens his mouth and looks at his father and wonders how he 
can explain that the threat comes from within. That the infestation, the 
guerilla resistance is nothing more than his own mother, a woman who 
can no longer distinguish one generation from the next. 

"Completely," his father says. "And the trap unsprung. And no crumbs 
anywhere. No crumbs and no cheese." 

"And no mouse." 

"No," he says. "No mouse." He did know—probably knew all along. Or 
did he? Frankie, finding and deserting his father's eyes, can't tell. Frank 
Sr. says, "You must be disappointed." 

"I guess. A little." 

"Don't be discouraged," he says. "A good hunt takes time. At least we 
know we're on the right track, eh? I told you those mice would eat it," 
he says. "That cheese. That fine French cheese. Who could resist?" 

Frankie doesn't say anything right away, in case his father is making 
this into a joke. Frank Sr. liked to say Mary married him for his sense 
of humor. "It certainly wasn't for my cooking," he says, "or my 
Brahmin family name." But his father's face gives up nothing. 

"You were right," Frankie tries, keeping a close watch on his father's 
expression. "This mouse isn't anybody's fool." 

Frank Sr. nods, waits. 

"Maybe it got tired of crackers every night." 

His father has a package of cigarettes in his breast pocket which he 
pats but does not remove. Voices leak down through the ceiling. A door 
slams. 

"You look tired," Frank Sr. says after a while. "Better not let your 
mother see you like this. She'll have both our necks. Hup to and splash 
some water on your face." 

He stops in the doorway on his way out. Lots of important business in 
their family is conducted from doorways. Mary, only months before, 
had stood one night this same way, in the door to Frankie and 
William's bedroom, and told them Nana would be coming to stay. And 
later, at the back door, the porch light glowed behind her head. Frankie 
had missed curfew, hadn't once thought of it until he was already late. 
It's not just the rule broken, Mary had said. There's trust, there's the 
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people and the feelings behind it. Consequences. 

Now, from Frankie's vantage on the couch, just his father's face and 
sloped shoulders are visible past the doorway. "Maybe tonight," he 
says. "Maybe later your stomach will be full," Frank Sr. says. "Someday 
soon, I hope." Eyes small and unfocused. Smile all lips. "Until then it's 
more of the same. More cheese and more crackers. And too many 
growling bellies." 

The day following, Frankie places a single cracker in the mousetrap 
beneath the sink. "I just want to try," he tells his father. 

At night he chips pieces from the cracker corners to look like nibbles. A 
savored treat. Frank Sr. is concerned. Picks the trap up beneath his 
nose. Inspects it. "And you've seen nothing? Heard nothing?" 

"It must chew very quietly." 

Nana and Frankie continue their mid-night meetings. "Goodnight 
Francis!" she says each time. "Couldn't sleep?" And Frankie fixes her 
tea. Some nights she drinks it. 

The crackers don't stop either, Frankie still sweeping up the crumbs 
afterwards. He starts to ration how many she takes each night from 
the box and breaks them up into smaller pieces to fool her. He counts 
the pieces out into her cupped hands. They stand next to each other in 
front of the stove watching the kettle warm. Frankie can't let it whistle 
and risk waking the house, so the spout cap is flipped up and steam 
blows out into the room. 

They make faces at each other in the surface of the kettle. Nana 
started it. She really has only one face, her eyes slightly wider (the lids 
too heavy to lift much further), her tongue wiggling free of her mouth. 
She leans close to the kettle, her reflection distorted by the rounded 
surface, and makes her face. Then Frankie has a go, feeling out 
variations of his face the way a baby first experiments with its muscles 
of expression. Hoping to make Nana laugh, to bring the color back to 
her cheeks. 

And then she dies. 

"Frankie," his father says one morning. His hand smells of many lit 
cigarettes. "Come say goodbye."

She is on her back on the hospital bed. Naked under that yellow 
blanket. Frankie has never seen a dead person before. She seems 
smaller than an adult should be, he thinks. Times like these can take a 
lot out of a person. 

There's barely enough room for the both of them to stand beside her 
among the brightly colored boxes of cereal and Bisquick, a tin of 
flavored popcorn, a ragged pile of used aluminum foil squares. Frank 
Sr. drops his heavy hands onto his son's shoulders and it feels, to 
Frankie, like he's being driven into and through the floor. A crushing 
hand. They stand that way watching her. After a while he dips his 
shoulder, shrinks from his father's grip. 

Frank Sr. says, "I should tell Mother." He makes a soft noise like the 
start of a laugh. "Maybe she'll clap. No? You don't think so? Well, we 
shall see. If I were a man for gambling..." he says. He takes off his 
glasses and wipes the lenses with his shirt. 
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Frankie doesn't want him to tell her. Doesn't want her to prove him 
right. 

"She was pretending too," Frankie says. "Wasn't she? Lying. About the 
mouse." 

Frank Sr. stops in the doorway, the curtain pulled aside. His hand 
lingers on it. It's impossible to look ahead, he thinks, and know how 
something will turn out. Too many things change and the plans you 
make can't keep up. He wants to explain this to his son. How you can 
decide something now and in a year, hell, in a month, barely recognize 
it.

"We didn't lie to you," he says. "We misled you. For your protection. 
For your own good. There's a difference." 

Frankie stands in the backyard, tosses a baseball high up onto the roof, 
waits—palm rubbing the leather of his mitt—for the ball to roll off the 
ledge. A game he's played for years. The ball bowling over the 
shingles, the anticipation of when, and from what angle, it might 
reappear, bits of roof raining down along with it. His father bought him 
the mitt. They spent months together breaking it in. Rubbed it over 
with an oil-wet rag, wrapped it closed with rubber bands, a ball tucked 
inside. He even slept on it, slipped the glove between his mattress and 
box spring at night, trying to wear in the leather. It fits his hand 
perfectly now and Frankie squeezes it shut several times, listens to the 
ball roll. 

When Mary steps outside he doesn't acknowledge her. Continues 
tossing the ball. He tries to throw it so that it lands softly, uses an 
exaggerated motion, leaves his hand extended in follow-through. Mary 
says, without annoyance, "You're making a racket." 

Then, after receiving no response, tries, "You trying to wake the dead? 
Cause I believe that takes somewhere around three days and I'm 
afraid we won't have much roof left by the end. Falling apart already as 
it is." 

"That's not a trade you'd make?" Frankie says. 

Mary gives him a look that says Fair enough, wonders how they'd ever 
had it in mind to deceive him, apologizes. 

"It wasn't just the lie, Ma. It was the people behind it." 

Up onto the roof again goes the ball, rumbling, like a storm off 
somewhere in the distance, and Mary and Frankie stand together, 
waiting for it to fall. 

Copyright © Scott McCabe 2007.

Title graphic: "The Lie" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2007.
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Daniel decided we were moving to Iowa. He'd never been there, hadn't 
been north of Tennessee in years, but he read in the paper about a 
new campaign to keep small towns from extinction: Move there, 
promise to live for at least ten years, and get the land for free. "An 
opportunity," Daniel called it. "A good place for us to raise the kids." 
The only thing was, we didn't have any kids and I wasn't pregnant. In 
seven years of marriage, we'd never tried to be. We'd barely had sex in 
months. 

Days later Daniel paid a contractor and flipped through floor plans over 
dinner. We ate ham. He narrowed it down to three: the Georgian, the 
Beaufort, and the Winchester Deluxe. I nodded my head. We had ice 
cream for desert. 

Our house wasn't in perfect shape. It needed a bunch of repairs before 
we put it on the market. The basement flooded every time it rained. 
There was a fist-sized hole in the hallway wall from once when he got 
drunk and angry. Daniel bought books on home repair from Bob Vila 
online. "We can save money if I fix everything myself," he said. "I can 
get Mexicans from outside the hardware store, if I need extra hands." 

Daniel was far from the fix-it type. He has a woman's hands, with 
round, even fingernails. If he had hips or eyelashes, I'd describe him as 
feminine. But he's more like a little boy. I picture him in an oversized T-
shirt, racing the neighborhood kids on his bike. And losing. I'm sure he 
would lose. 
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The basement was his first project. He moved the storage boxes into 
the middle of the room and covered the pile with plastic sheets. He 
slapped tar onto the holes in the wall. I could hear the smack on the 
concrete all the way upstairs. 

The next night he came up around midnight and made hot tea. He 
stood over the sink and blew on the mug. Pieces of tar were stuck in 
his hair and behind his ear. For the first time in months, I thought of 
taking his shirt off. I wanted to see if the tar had spread to his chest. 

Daniel showered before coming to bed. He smelled of soap. The entire 
house did. It was one of Daniel's things, neatness. He washed the 
sheets every week, vacuumed after he ate popcorn. When we first 
moved here four years ago, he made me take my shoes off before I 
could walk on the carpet. I'd wait until he passed out to put my 
sneakers on. I ran laps around the house. 

On Saturday, he woke up early and drove to the hardware store. He 
came back with a ladder and four short Mexican men. They had round, 
pancake faces and pink fingers. They stared at the floor when they 
came inside. 

Around lunchtime I found one of the Mexicans standing in front of my 
refrigerator with the door open. I jumped a little. He turned and smiled. 

"Lo siento," he said. His voice was deep and broken. The man said I 
could get a drink. 

He was older than the group Daniel brought home. I couldn't figure out 
how he got there, if he'd showed up later than the rest, or if I just 
missed him before. He stood many inches shorter than me, with that 
smile, lips fat and wide. The front of his shirt was stained with sweat. 

"Oh, of course," I said. "What would you like?" 

He shrugged. 

"We have bottles of water," I said. "Maybe some Coke. I don't think we 
have any beer." 

"Water, yes." 

I moved beside him and pointed across the refrigerator to the bottles 
on the bottom shelf. He reached in to get one, and closed the door, 
leaving black smudges on the handle. My finger brushed his arm. It 
was warm. He smelled of beef. 

That afternoon I listened to the workers through the vent behind the 
living room sofa. No one talked much, but there was grunting and tools 
dropping on the concrete. When Daniel led them upstairs and out to 
the car, I stood on the front porch. Daniel looked exhausted, his dainty 
hands bleeding in several places. The last Mexican to leave was the old 
one. He handed me the empty bottle of water. 

"Gracias," he said. 

"Yes," I said. 

Daniel got a new bunch of them the next day. They filed out of his car, 
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which he complained now smelled of burritos. Their faces all looked like 
one face, except for the old one. He was the last to arrive. 

I ran to the refrigerator and got a bottle of water. I waited to hand it to 
him. 

"Gracias," he said, his finger touching mine. The skin above his 
eyebrows was already sweating. 

Later I heard him singing to the radio through the vent. I went 
downstairs to watch them, and he had his shirt off. His back was 
covered in hair. 

That night I dreamed of him. I called him Hector, and we spoke long 
beautiful verses in Spanish. I knew every word. 

The next week, Daniel rose every morning and picked up more 
workers. He left them at the house during the day and then drove them 
back before dinner. 

"I keep getting lucky," he said one night at dinner. "One of the guys at 
work said the Mexicans he hired stole his wallet. But the ones I pick up 
seem to be honest." 

He chewed each bite of food many times before swallowing. His hand 
reached to rub my neck and my back tensed. 

"I would hire some local boys, it's just these guys are so cheap," he 
said. "I could probably pay them in Monopoly money and they wouldn't 
know the difference." 

He laughed after swallowing. It was a weak laugh, disappearing for 
seconds when the pitch got high. 

Hector came every day. With Daniel gone, he and the others played the 
radio loudly. The songs were in Spanish. I left the basement door open 
so I could hear them and danced in the kitchen. I kicked my feet to the 
side and put one arm above my head. I snapped my fingers, as I'd 
seen a dancer do in a bar in Spain. Hector walked in while I was 
twirling. 

"That is nice," he said. The skin on his fingers was worn. He licked his 
lips. 

"You can sit down if you want," I said. "I'm almost finished with your 
lunches." 

He looked confused, stopped smiling. I couldn't remember how to say 
"sit" in Spanish. 

"Sit-ay," I said, bending my knees to simulate the action. He shook his 
head. 

"Water?" 

I opened the refrigerator door and pointed to the bottom shelf. He 
smiled. He walked over and pulled out two bottles. 

"Gracias." 

I couldn't remember how to say "You're welcome," either. My dictionary 
was probably in one of the boxes stacked underneath the plastic in the 

Page 24 of 42



basement. I nodded and said, "Gracias," in return. 

Daniel gave notice at his job. He was anxious to get to Iowa. We didn't 
worry about what he would do for work once we got there. There was 
no real hurry. We had our savings. Daniel owned some stocks. 

He was ready to move. The city was getting dangerous. He said so 
every night after he watched the news. He wanted to live in a town 
where we could leave the doors unlocked, where we could sleep in 
peace. 

I nodded my head. I filled out change of address forms. 

Hector started growing a moustache. He already had a few black hairs 
above his lip, but they began to show up thicker, along with some 
grays. 

I went to the basement pretending to survey the work, nodding and 
squinting my eyes to appear concerned. The younger ones kept 
working with their backs to me. Their skin was tight and smooth as a 
child's. Hector stopped and smiled at me, his eyes followed mine 
around the room. He wiped sweat from his face and rubbed it into his 
chest hair and wrinkles. 

"I need someone to repair this hole upstairs," I said. 

Hector followed me to the hole in the hallway. I watched him sand the 
edges. His fingers moved quickly. He opened a bucket of plaster paste 
and spread it with his hands across the hole. 

"Do you?" he turned and asked. 

"No, no. Not me. The man did that. Señor," I said. 

"No," he said. He held the paste in front of me. "You want?" 

He took my hand with his, covered in dirt and white paste, and pushed 
my fingers into the bucket. His fingers were rough. My skin settled into 
the lines of his hand closing around mine. The paste wasn't as cool as it 
looked, or as wet. It was dry and light. I made a fist with my hand and 
felt the paste move through my fingers. He led my hand to the spot on 
the wall and ran it back and forth, pieces of the paste falling to the 
floor. I laughed. 

"Leave it," he said. 

I nodded and walked toward the kitchen. At the sink I put my hands 
under hot water. The dry clumps turned to suds and washed away. 

I made enchiladas for dinner. The recipe was from a cookbook with 
spotless pages. Daniel gave me a plastic book protector as a 
housewarming present when we first moved in. He Windexed it 
whenever he cleaned the kitchen. 

I wanted Hector to smell my cooking, the meat, the spices. I wished he 
would ask for some. When he came up the stairs to leave he sniffed 
loudly twice, then smiled. Later, Daniel complained the meat was too 
spicy. 
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The next day Daniel went to work without going to the hardware store 
first. I called him at the office. He said the work was done, mostly. He 
could do the rest of it by himself. "The contractor called," he said. "We 
have to pick out the awning." 

The house was lonely that day, empty and quiet. I couldn't find the 
Spanish station on the radio. There was nothing but static. 

After lunch I drove by the hardware store. They were lined along the 
road, some smoking, talking, sweating. They were short and brown and 
many had moustaches, but none was Hector. At the stop sign I paused 
too long and groups of them herded to my car. One tried opening the 
back door. Another tried the trunk. A man with a ring too small for his 
finger pressed his hand against the window and motioned for me to roll 
it down. "Por favor," he said. "Trabajo." I stared at his sweaty palms 
leaving marks on the window. "Señora." Voices came from the other 
side. "Work hard." 

I wanted to drive off, but I was afraid I'd hit one of them with my car. 
They surrounded the vehicle, the front, the back, maybe even some on 
the roof. They all had faces like Hector's. His nose, his eyes, his dark 
hairs above the lip. But none was him. New heads grew behind the first 
ones, trying to push up to my window. I imagined the car crushing 
underneath their weight and suffocating me inside. One banged his fist 
against the passenger side. The one with the ring kept sliding his hand 
down my window as if he were petting it.

I started to scream. At first it was a loud yell, just a sound. Then it 
became words. "Get the hell away from my car. Don't touch me." I 
pushed my hand against the horn and waved the other arm above my 
head. "I'm going to call the police," I screamed. Their faces stopped 
talking and their arms stopped clawing. The group took many steps 
back, and I grabbed the steering wheel and stepped on the gas. My 
breathing was heavy. In the rearview mirror I could see the bunch of 
them staring after me. One might have thrown something, a cup. I 
couldn't tell if it was meant to hit me. At the light I turned back onto 
the street and, in the corner of my eye, I saw Hector leaving the gas 
station with a brown paper bag. He saw me and squinted. 

That night Daniel asked me to make spaghetti from a can. I spilled 
sauce on my jeans. Daniel said we needed to pick out the deck design. 
We could have the Dorchester, shaped like an octagon, or the Royale, 
with one side closed off for privacy. I told him whichever one he 
wanted. He said we needed to settle on the topic of a pool. 

In the window I thought I saw Hector's face sprouting out of the 
hedges. The wind moved the tree branch, and I thought it was Hector's 
hand rapping on the glass. I closed my eyes to hear if his Mexican radio 
station was playing, but it was only passing traffic. Daniel was pulling 
out sample pictures of pools. 

The noodles tasted damp and moldy. I walked to the sink to wash the 
rest of them down the disposal. The branch outside hit the window 
again. It tapped three times. I turned on the hot water. The wind blew, 
and this time I brought my face to the glass and pressed my nose into 
it. I thought of Hector standing outside, waiting for me to see him, 
waiting for Daniel to go to bed. 

I kissed the window—even licked it—but what I tasted was cold, hard 
glass. When I pulled away the window was wet, and Hector was 
nowhere to be seen. 

Daniel kept talking. We're getting a pool. 
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My father brought us to look at blue tick coonhounds. He drove to a 
nearby town and parked next to a house that had a big yard. We walked 
to the back and saw a cage made of wood slats and chicken wire. Inside 
the cage, several dogs were running back and forth. When they saw us, 
they pressed their noses to the mesh to sniff our fingers.

The dog breeder came out and said, "These hounds are hunters. They get 
along with children, but they get along with other dogs better." 

We looked at the different dogs, trying to pick a favorite. 

"You take them out at night," the breeder said, "let them loose, and wait 
until they tree a raccoon. You hike to the tree, spot the raccoon with a 
floodlight, and shoot it." 

"My sons and daughter are afraid of the dark," our father said. 

We touched the dogs' bodies through the mesh. Their hair was short and 
bristly, and they had bluish-gray spots on their white chests. 

"These hounds can live indoors," the breeder said, "but they'll tear the 
furniture apart if they can't run." 

"My kids will destroy the furniture on their own," my father said. 

The breeder showed my father some documents on the blue ticks. "These 
hounds are pedigreed," he said. 
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"They're expensive," my father said. 

We didn't take any of the dogs home. 

When we told our mother about the coonhounds, she said, "I'm glad you 
didn't get a dog. You have too many animals already." 

She was right. A white-feathered duck lived in the woodshed next to our 
house, and a turtle was confined in a sandbox in the backyard. 

"You wouldn't take care of a dog," she continued, "and I certainly don't 
want to take care of one. Where I grew up, most people didn't have dogs. 
Violent or big dogs were outlawed in our city. Owning dogs is a Western 
custom. Chinese people have cats." 

I went out to the woodshed and found the family duck nesting on a pile of 
log shavings. I picked up the bird by pressing its wings to its body. It 
snapped its bill at me but couldn't reach around to bite. I carried it to the 
yard and put it down on the grass. 

I looked into the turtle pen and saw the specimen we'd found at the local 
creek. The reptile seemed alive, but it didn't move. When I picked it up, it 
retracted its head and closed its hinged shell. I held the animal next to 
my face and waited. Soon the turtle poked its head out. When it saw my 
eyes next to its own, it heaved its head forward and bit me on the nose. 
Its beak caused pain but didn't draw blood. I dropped the animal onto the 
ground. 

Our father took us to look at a new house. The place was made of yellow 
brick and was located outside a small town. 

The house sat on a piece of land that was bordered by a stream. The fast 
water looked deep enough to support trout. Planted pines blocked the 
view beyond the property. 

A real estate agent led us up a central stair and through the bedrooms, 
then through the downstairs rooms. 

"Does the furnace burn a lot of oil?" my father asked. 

"Heating bills are going up," the agent said. 

"What about property taxes?" my father asked. 

"This house is in the same district as the university; taxes are high." 

"How close is the nearest bar?" 

"About five miles down the road, in town." 

After we left, my father said, "Why should I drive to a bar, when I can 
walk to one now?" 

In the evening, my father settled into his pattern. He sat on a stool in his 
workroom, rolled cigarettes, and smoked them while he drank bourbon 
with beer chasers. 

Shortly, he called me to his doorway. "The reason taxes are so high," he 
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said, "is that politicians make the laws. Politicians are shysters, and 
people are sheep. They want to be led. They'll do whatever the sons of 
bitches in Washington tell them." 

"If you want to do something with your life," he continued, "you'll go to 
Washington and change things. You'll go as a lawyer, or you'll go with a 
gun. That's what I'd do, if I didn't have kids." 

I stood on the wood strip that formed the bottom of the door frame. My 
sneakers wouldn't balance on the raised wood. Sometimes I leaned 
forward, sometimes I tilted back. 

"Stand up straight!" my father said. 

"It's the same thing with prices," he continued. "Prices are high because 
capitalists set them. Capitalists are thieves, and most people are marks. 
You should join the Communists. That's what I'd do, if you weren't 
holding me back. I'd give my house to the people." 

"But we rent our house," I said. 

"You can go now," he said. "Out of my sight." 

I sat and watched television with my brother and sister. At one point, I 
saw a man spanking a woman on the screen, but because they were 
speaking a foreign language, I didn't know why. 

Then I saw our father go out through the front door. He didn't say where 
he was going, but I guessed he was heading for the bar. 

Later, after he returned, I heard him telling my mother that there were 
wolves howling in the hills. "You might not believe me," he said. "You 
might think they were wild dogs or coyotes. But I know they were 
wolves. They've come back." 

Early in the morning, my father took me hunting. We walked out of our 
house, crossed the town's one street, and followed a dirt lane toward a 
patch of woods. 

As we crossed a creek, my father said, "The new owner ruined this land. 
He cut down the trees and bulldozed the stream. The fish have no place 
to hide. I'd better not see him while I'm armed." 

When we got near the trees, my father showed me how to work my gun. 
He pushed shells into the clip. Then he told me how to use the safety 
latch. "When it's back," he said, "it's on. But when it's forward, it's off. If 
you touch the trigger, the gun will fire." 

At one point, a rabbit scampered out ahead of us. I lifted my gun and let 
out a squeal, but when I pulled the trigger, nothing happened. 

"Why didn't you shoot?" my father asked. "And what was that squeak? 
Was that you or the rabbit?"

"I forgot the safety," I said. 

Later, while I was walking beside my father, he suddenly lifted his gun 
and touched off a blast. The explosion hurt my ears, and I could smell 
burnt gunpowder. "I saw a thick tail," my father said, "like a fox's, but 
gray. It was a wolf's tail." 

I was afraid to walk beside him after that. 

I trudged for a long time without seeing any game. Then I paused, looked 
up and saw an animal on a branch. The furry thing was about twenty feet 
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above my head. I looked closely. It was a raccoon. I'd never seen a live 
raccoon. I didn't think a raccoon could be eaten. I let the animal sleep. 

Later, I asked my mother about the house we had looked at. 

"Your father doesn't want to buy anything," she said. "He doesn't want 
private property. He wants everyone to share ownership." 

I mentioned that the house was located in a better school district. If we 
moved, I could take advanced classes. 

"When I came to this country," my mother said. "I couldn't understand 
the professors at all. All I could understand were numbers. Numbers are 
the universal language. You should work hard on your algebra." 

"I liked that house," I said. 

My mother showed me a picture of the place where she grew up. It was a 
YMCA building, made of cement. There were Chinese characters painted 
next to the door. The windows were holes that had no glass. 

"My father was a minister," she said. "He was sort of a missionary. He 
was on the wrong side when the Communists took over." 

I hiked to the woods by myself. I was looking for wildlife, but I saw only 
some sparrows and a couple of crows. 

By the time I turned back for home, it was getting dark. As I passed a 
clearing, I saw a fenced-in area. Several dog-like animals were in the 
pen. They were walking fast, pacing, almost running. They were 
unmistakably wolves. 

There was a trailer next to the kennel. Someone in the trailer turned on 
outdoor lights. I could see that the wolves were thin, thinner than any 
dog. In the artificial light, their eyes glowed yellow. 

A silhouetted figure appeared at the trailer's door. "If you don't leave," a 
man's voice said, "I'll shoot." 

I looked at the wolves for a second or two. They were silent in their 
swarming motion. Their tongues hung out as they loped. 

As I walked away, the outdoor lights went off. 

Copyright © Thaddeus Rutkowski 2007.
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I awoke to an overbearing smell of hot sauce. It was that time again. 
The time I could not invite anyone over to my home, knowing they 
would simply not understand. I could hear dishes clanging against each 
other, and the kitchen faucet's steady stream. 

I got up, walked over to one of the bar stools, and watched as my 
mother prepared the kimchee. She smiled at me when she noticed I 
had taken a seat without saying a word. I didn't want to interrupt her 
concentration while she prepared the common Korean dish, but the 
smile on her face made me want to help her through this grueling 
process—adding spices, mixing, lifting heavy pieces of cabbage to the 
rugged cutting board. 

I could never conjure up the guts to help, though. At sixteen, I was a 
neat freak, and the process of making kimchee was a messy one, 
probably giving someone with OCD a nervous breakdown. I could see 
my mother struggling with her arthritis at times, pausing to rub her 
hands or fingers after combining the green onions and chili powder. 

Communication between middle-aged Korean women usually takes 
place in the kitchen, sitting at a small table with a variety of colorful 
bowls and lids used to contain steaming white rice, fish, and most 
importantly, kimchee. The discussions are robust and raucous to the 
impassionate observer. 

Every other Saturday a group of these women invaded our home. "Ah… 
John Boy, you so cute… where's Mom?" "John, you big now, grow so 
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much." I walked them into the kitchen and the women began 
conversing in Korean, which I didn't understand. I did not want to be 
asked if I would try the kimchee my mother prepared the previous 
night. I longed to get away, away from the broken English, the 
freedom they took from me in my own home. I kept a great distance 
when they began to eat; I couldn't bear to watch. Bits of food would be 
seen while they talked with their mouths full. When I grew tired of 
looking at the Kobe Bryant poster on my wall, and the MLB baseball 
logo on my bedspread, I made a brief appearance in the kitchen 

The community meal was the center of attention, and the place where 
interchanges took place. I usually heard the women from my room, 
even though it was on the other side of our gray ranch style house. It 
might seem like yelling to American people, but it is perfectly natural 
for Korean women to raise their voices in excitement in times of 
fellowship. At times, the piercing voices would cease, and a breakout of 
loud laughter would follow. It was contagious. If I had friends over 
during one of these visits, I always studied their reactions. Most 
cringed. After a moment, I usually saw them gaze confusingly back at 
me, their curious, wandering eyes looking for guidance and comfort. I 
would tell them that this was normal and there was nothing to worry 
about. 

During the meal, they conversed around intricate bowls and jars 
decorated with bright patterns and whitish oriental writing, none of 
which I could make out. Sometimes the food in these containers looked 
and smelled nauseating. Brown mush, reddish and yellow sauces, fish 
with eyes looking back at me. I wanted to scream to my mother, "Why 
can't you eat regular food, American food, like other moms?" None of 
my friends' mothers ate strange shaped and odd smelling foods on a 
constant basis. Why did I have to deal with it? Of course, I never told 
her this. 

When you first encounter the smell of kimchee you will be startled. You 
may find yourself trying not to sneeze from all the foreign spices you 
just inhaled. A salty but potent smell will encapsulate your senses. I 
think I adapted to the scent of kimchee at birth. The smell of it was 
never offensive to me, and was an integral part of our culture—
something I have come to learn over the years. The vibrant red 
pepper, garlic, ginger, and green onions mixed with salted cabbage had 
to be expertly prepared in large containers. Kimchee, cut in fine pieces 
or cubes, is usually eaten with others. "That is the Korean custom, and 
always has been, John." The hot spices in its red sauce become part of 
your connection. The kimchee serves as a reminder that your mother 
and her kitchen come together as one. 

These gave character to an otherwise mundane home in Iowa. Most of 
my friends' homes contained the same decorations. The various craft 
ornaments, wallpaper, and furniture made everyone's home seem 
alike. My house was no exception but for a few things in the kitchen. A 
Korean calendar hung unnoticed on one of the white walls. In the 
corner, a white rice cooker sat next to the stove. Sometimes, if my 
friends came at the right time, they could see a steady stream of 
steam oozing out of the top of the odd contraption, like the eerie fog in 
a horror movie. 

Apart from the smell, the taste for kimchee did not come naturally for 
me. At age seven or eight, my initial reaction to it was utter disgust. 

"I don't want to, ugh no, get it away from me." 

"Just please try it John, just one time, come on." 
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"I hate this, I hate being Korean." 

There were many small arguments such as this during my adolescent 
years. I usually cried, and gave my mother hell every time I saw her 
pick up some kimchee and rice with her silver chopsticks, holding her 
hand underneath to guide it to my tightly closed mouth. A silent rage 
filled the room. The kimchee was too hot, too sour, and the pervasive 
garlic imbedded in my tongue. Tenderly, my mother tried to coax the 
cabbage on my palate, but it became clear to her that I was thoroughly 
westernized at a very young age. 

Though my family always ate together at the dinner table, we would 
not share the same kinds of food. My dad, an Anglo-American, eats 
only a select variety of Korean dishes. However, kimchee is something 
he enjoys immensely. On some days, my mother would have to stand 
a bit longer on her feet to cook two meals—one for my father and I, 
and the other for herself. The stove had more than two pans 
simmering on it at a time, and the oven was always on. The grimace 
on my mother's face made me feel guilty for putting her through this 
extra work. She did eat American, it's just that she enjoyed her native 
cuisine; it was healthier, and she couldn't just give up on her heritage. 

Sometimes during dinner, my mother would put random pieces of 
Korean food on my plate. It looked very odd sitting next to a piece of 
chicken or steak. As a child, I was a good sport and tried most things; 
however, I vowed never to try kimchee. Some kind of natural force (or 
my own stubbornness) was holding me back. She was neither 
discouraged nor distraught by my aversion. She smiled and turned to 
her own meal. 

At thirteen, I made a concerted effort to try this dish that took her so 
long to prepare. The taste was unbearable. The spiciness was 
overpowering, and the texture was coarse and unmanageable. A 
gagging sensation started at the back of my throat, and made me spit 
a half-chewed piece of cabbage onto my white dinner plate. The sauce 
splattered in every direction, painting my dish with tiny drops of red 
liquid. 

During the next couple of years, if I ever saw kimchee on my plate, I 
would lock myself in my room and not come out until my mother 
promised I would not have to eat it. But then, at sixteen, a maturity 
overtook me. The day after waking to my mother working diligently in 
the preparation, I saw her sharing the meal with her friends in the late 
afternoon, and a strange sort of awareness set in. I felt ashamed of 
what I had put her through. I realized that I was guilty of treating my 
mother with a stern harshness for a foolish reason. The relationship 
between me, my mother, and her food needed to be resolved. 

This time, there were absolutely no surprises. My mother and her 
friends were not taken aback by my craving for kimchee. They seemed 
to expect it. I could see the smirks on their faces. It had been nine 
long years, and for some unknown reason, I was drawn to the 
scorching vegetable dish. I picked up a pair of wooden chopsticks from 
the table and pinched a cube, holding it over the blue dish until the red 
sauce stopped dripping. I slowly brought it to my mouth, knowing I 
could not back out and disappoint my mother even more. I began to 
chew the crunchy, zesty, and cold kimchee, and felt the cabbage's soft 
smooth texture slide all the way to my stomach. I glanced at my 
mother. She had a proud smirk on her face. Somehow my mother 
knew that my soul would eventually find itself in the cabbage and small 
talk that brought life to the kimchee. I smiled and put the chopsticks 
down, only to begin sneezing seconds later. 
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Readers and reading groups are invited to discuss the topics below 
relating to the material presented in this issue. Send answers to 
editor@summersetreview.org and you will be eligible for a 
complimentary copy of Volume One of The Summerset Review. All 
questions must be answered and received by December 1, 2007. 

Include your name, town, state, and country (if outside the USA) in your 
entry. The editors will decide the winner(s) and send out notification 
when the new issue is released. We plan to announce the names of those 
who are awarded free copies, so if you do not want your name to appear 
in the journal, please let us know. Postal and email addresses of all 
entrants will not be published, circulated, or archived. 

1. Near the end of "Cheese & Crackers," the father says, "We didn't lie to 
you. We misled you. For your protection. For your own good. There's a 
difference." Do you agree with what he said and did? 

2. In "Unsolicited," what message did the essay leave you with, aside 
from a simple chronicling of irksome episodes the author experienced? 

3. Though narrative styles differ from piece to piece, the voice in 
"Captivity" most closely resembles the voice in what other story 
appearing in this issue? Briefly explain why. 

4. In "De Nada," what is the meaning and significance of the title? 

5. Although the writer of the essay, "Korean Soul Food" disliked kimchee, 
did the story effectively bring out elements of Korean culture? What, in 
particular? 

6. Why is there a 5-ball on the cover of this issue? 
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Fiction and Essay Submissions 

Writers are invited to submit literary work 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. Be sure you specify 
whether your piece is fiction or nonfiction. We prefer single-
spaced manuscripts in font size 11, but this is not an 
absolute requirement.

You may alternatively submit in hard-copy by sending to 25 
Summerset Drive, Smithtown, New York 11787, USA. We 
prefer disposable copies of manuscripts but this is not an 
absolute requirement. We can respond via email in lieu of a 
SASE if you so designate. 

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. 

Enter Our Free Fifty-for-Fifty Contest 

Readers are invited to submit comments on stories and 
essays appearing in the current issue of The Summerset 
Review. We will award fifty dollars and a copy of Volume 
One, to the person contributing the best entry over fifty 
words, and will include the comment in the Editors’ Notes of 
our next issue, along with the reader’s name and home town 
(name will be withheld upon request). 

Reader comments can be in any form and there is no fee. 
Only one entry is allowed per person, per quarter, and the 
entry must pertain to a piece appearing in the current issue. 
We are particularly interested in how the story or essay 
affected you; what impact it had, what memory it stirred, 
what idea it precipitated. Be honest and lucid. 

Email your entry to editor@summersetreview.org. Include 
your name, town, state, and country (if outside the USA). 
Qualified entries will receive acknowledgement of receipt 
within a few days. The winner will be notified when the new 
issue is released. If you do not want your name to appear in 
the journal, please let us know. 

Email addresses will not be published, circulated, or archived. 
Writers making content submissions are eligible to participate 
as long as they do not discuss their own work. 

We may choose to publish more than just the winning 
comment. If we decide to do so, readers will be notified, and 
although it is not likely monetary awards will be given, we 
may send complimentary copies of Volume One to runners 
up. 

By offering this prize, we hope to increase the awareness and 
appreciation of literary magazines in our world and culture. 
You have nothing to lose, so read, enjoy, write in, and win! 

Questions for Reader Groups 

Readers and Reading Groups are invited to provide answers 
to questions we have posted on the material in our current 
issue. See "Questions for Reader Group Discussion" in the 
Table of Contents for details on how you can win a 
complimentary copy of The Summerset Review if you or your 
reading group provides meaningful answers to all questions. 
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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

Hyde, Catherine Ryan Dancing with Elinor From the Summer issue of Gettysburg Review, 2006

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

Peelle, Lydia Reasons for and Advantages of Breathing From No. 87 of One Story, 2007

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

Row, Jess The Secrets of Bats From the Fall issue of Ploughshares, 2000

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

Ryan, Jean Paradise From the Massachusetts Review, Autumn 2001

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

Tilghman, Christopher The Way People Run From the September 9 issue of The New Yorker, 1991
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      Renee Carter Hall, Sabine Maier, Jen Michalski, Michelle Panik, 
Brenda Whiteside

Olivia Kate Cerrone, Kelly Jameson, Saundra Mitchell, Ron Savage, 
Nathan S. Webster 

      E. P. Chiew, Andrew Coburn, LaTanya McQueen, Nancy Stebbins

Zane Kotker, Corbitt Nesta, Kevin Spaide, Philip Suggars, Steven 
Torres 

      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
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      Maura Madigan, Troy Morash, Pam Mosher, Paul Silverman

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

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

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

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

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