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As the cover illustration of this issue alludes, we're breaking out. 
Specifically, we are now accepting poetry submissions and running book 
reviews. We welcome Meredith Davies Hadaway as Poetry Editor, and 
very much appreciate her ambition in broadening the literary scope of this 
publication. So, all you poets out there: Take note! 

We also welcome Lindsay Denninger as Assistant Editor. She comes to 
us having graduated Summa Cum Laude from Long Island University, and 
will be doing book reviews and other much needed work at our magazine. 
We're happy to have her aboard. 

As these two appointments now double the size of our staff, from two to 
four, we're left wondering if we should be establishing comprehensive 
health care coverage, begin circulation of internal staff newsletters, even 
start our own profit-sharing plan. But with the economy the way it is, 
maybe we will hold off. And besides, did someone say profit? Are we 
kidding ourselves? We're in this for the love of literature, my friends. You 
all know that by now.

While on the subject of money, we are announcing a shift in compensation 
for writers and readers. Starting with the Summer 2009 issue, contributors 
will be given a complimentary copy of one of our print volumes, rather 
than what we had called the Pizza and Wine Stipend of twenty-five dollars. 
We are however, increasing the funds to be awarded in our free Fifty-for-
Fifty Reading Contest. To preserve the catchy name, we will be awarding 
fifty dollars per winning reader, but there will likely be more than one each 
quarter.

The reason for this shift is that we believe the great majority of those 
visiting us online are writers, interested in getting published here. While 
this is all well and respectable, and we're truly thankful for each and every 
submission we receive, we believe this and every other literary journal 
should attract a substantial number of people who simply want to read and 
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adore a good story, essay, poem, or learn of a recommended book. 

A literary journal is more than just a springboard that launches writers on 
to bigger worlds. Many a great literary work in the course of history began 
as a piece, perhaps in shorter form, inside the pages of a "little magazine." 
They deserve not only to be used, but read. 

News from our past and present contributors: 

A story in our current issue, entitled "And in the Morning, Work" by 
Jennine Capó Crucet, is part of the winning collection in the Iowa Short 
Fiction Award for 2009. Look for its release later this year. 

Allie Larkin, whose story "Bathtub Mary" originally ran in our Spring 2008 
issue, has signed a first book deal with McIntosh & Otis. The work is 
entitled Stay and is due for release in 2010. 

Also from our Spring 2008 issue, Bill Cook's "Little Witches" short short 
will appear in Dzanc Books' Best of the Web anthology, due for release 
later this year. 

Andrei Guruianu, whose story "Body of Work" appeared in our Winter 
2009 issue, is releasing a second collection of poems. Titled Front Porch 
World View, it is due out in June from Main Street Rag. 

Did you know we have released a second print volume? Read more about 
it here. Ten dollars brings this little treasure right to your door, assuming 
your door is located in the United States. 

We are not sure if the comeback of Britney Spears and her hit song 
"Womanizer" had anything to do with our choice for Lit Pick of the Quarter, 
but in Issue 61 of Reed Magazine, a short story entitled "Girlyman" by 
Pierre Hauser conjures similarity. Girlyman is a gentleman about the office 
workplace, and his attention is often set upon, as it happens, the other 
gender. He also has a girlfriend. Here is an excerpt - 

It is for Clara that he shops for organic vegetables at the 
farmer's market near the riverfront. It is to her stories that 
he listens most intently. And it is she that he thinks of on his 
way home from work when he passes a beguiling window 
display of white separates for spring. He pictures her in the 
tuxedo-style top, the ruffles enhancing the contours of her 
bust line, the outward swoop of the shirttails making her 
boyish hips seem wider. 

He catches Clara on her cell right as she's leaving her office 
and she meets him at the store. Sure enough, the clothes are 
perfect for her. She looks especially ravishing in a tiered 
gypsy skirt with a laced-lined hem, which she smartly couples 
with knee-high boots. Girlyman envisions her recumbent in a 
mountain meadow, lolling amid wildflowers. Entranced by her 
infinite reflections in the mirrored dressing room, he has to 
kiss her neck. 
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They were in a very narrow, very old brick alley, taking their time down 
the steep grade toward the river, perusing the authentic and inauthentic 
silk scarves, accepting or not accepting disposable clay cups of chai from 
eager merchants, when Adam said to Jane that they should give it one 
more shot. 

"No one would even have to know," he told her. "We could take it 
inconspicuously." 

It was early in the evening and tomorrow the newlyweds would leave the 
ancient city on a train for Calcutta. 

Jane was holding up two pairs of baggy linen pants in the sunlight. Each 
pair was striped with bright colors—one with oranges and yellows, the 
other with blues and greens. She slid the orange ones over her jeans and 
tied the drawstring tight around her waist. The owner of the little shop 
said yes, this is the color for you. 

"It would be a good picture to have," said Jane, watching the loosely 
hanging fabric of the pants blow around in the humid wind. "I knew that 
as soon as I saw the smoke billowing up over the buildings. Even from so 
far away I knew it would be a really good picture. But what I don't know 
about is these pants. They're funky, but are they too funky? Could you 
see me wearing these back home?" 

Adam said that she shouldn't worry about what she would do back home. 
"We didn't come to India just because it's cheap. We came to experience 
something cultural. Remember?" 

Jane did remember. Neither of them wanted to spend their honeymoon 
lounging on beach chairs in the Bahamas or Mexico. They had agreed 
when they were dating that they were too young for comfort, and that if 
they ever got married, it wouldn't mean saving up for granite 
countertops. 

Jane had moved in with Adam after they'd been together for three 
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months. She'd quit her old waitressing job because it was too far away 
from Adam's apartment, and managed to land a new job at the same 
restaurant he worked sauté for—coincidentally called Adam's though the 
owner was named Jacob Brill. Still, she had to explain to her parents four 
times that Adam did not own the restaurant before they let go of the idea 
of her dating a successful businessman. She and Adam did not bring in a 
lot of money, but both of them saw it as a good thing, as some kind of 
sign that they were meant to be together. They told themselves they 
were adverse to capitalist models of happiness in which currency is 
exchanged for joy. As such, they did not own a television, they played 
cards. They never listened to the radio, with the exception of NPR. They 
took their time cooking meals and never felt the inclination to go out for 
food they could just as easily make themselves. They laughed in the 
grocery store at old women contemplating the bestselling mysteries and 
romances. They preferred literary fiction. When they first started dating, 
Adam showed Jane his favorite books and she read them all. Mostly they 
had to do with spiritual struggle, and Jane told Adam that reading them 
made her feel as if doors were opening inside of her. 

"That's exactly how I'd put it," Adam had said thoughtfully. "Like doors 
opening you never knew were there." 

Jane admired Adam's contemplative nature. Her initial attraction to him 
was wholly grounded in the suspicion that he had more on his mind than 
TV and beer. She saw it in his eyes the first time they met in an ethnic 
import store. It was the way he pored over a selection of wood-carved 
Buddhas from Nepal. His eyes were different colors—the left blue, the 
right green—and imperfectly aligned; the blue one rested slightly higher 
on his face than the green. When Jane finished The Glass Bead Game by 
Hesse, she knew her suspicions were correct. She had found a deep, good 
man. 

The couple announced their wedding only two months in advance. The 
invitations were limited to closest friends and family, and made clear that 
not only were no gifts expected, but would be adamantly refused. They 
held the whole thing outside on the western shore of Lake Superior, 
exchanged simple gold bands. Jane remained Jane Iverish; she did not 
take Ritley. The ceremony was held in the morning and there was steam 
rising off the surface of the lake. Jane later asked Adam if he thought that 
might be a good omen since not everyone is married next to a steaming 
lake. Adam said absolutely. Their wedding, like the whole of their eleven 
months together, had been an informal affair. Now, a month later, they 
were in Varanasi, India, experiencing something new and different and 
cultural because if they didn't do it now, when would they?

So yes, Jane did remember, of course she remembered, and so she 
agreed with Adam. It didn't matter if she would ever wear the bright 
orange pants in Minnesota. What mattered was that they were authentic. 
Made in India. She turned to face the merchant and, pointing to Adam, 
recited the phrase her guidebook claimed would be useful. "Ye sriman sab 
kuch cukta karenge," she said. This gentleman will pay for everything. 
Jane laughed. It had become useful in the past two weeks. Adam carried 
all of the money in a Velcro pouch under his shirt, because they had 
heard Indian conmen were less likely to target males. 

Satisfied with several hundred rupees—maybe ten dollars—worth of ethnic 
goods, the couple proceeded at a more focused pace down to the river. 
Jane played with the metal bangles on her left wrist. Adam wrapped a 
boutique-dyed lungi over his shorts and, claiming it still didn't look quite 
right, took it off and started over. "I'm serious," he said, "It's not every 
day you get to see a soul attain freedom from the wheel of life and 
death." 

"Not very often at all you get to see something like that." 

"Of course, we won't remember exactly what it was like when we leave. 
Not exactly." 

"It will fade from our memory, after a while." 

"Unless we have a picture of it. We could take it subtly, no one would 
even see, and then we'd never forget what it looked like. We could blow it 
up huge and hang it on our wall." Adam put his hand on Jane's shoulder 
and laughed. "Think of it, Janey: a picture of moksha." 
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The couple reached the end of the alley, which opened up suddenly to a 
long and wide series of stone stairs leading down to the Ganges. Jane 
looked over the flowing brown water and recalled the hundreds of pictures 
of the river she'd seen in books back home. 

They had both done a lot of reading before leaving for India. Jane had 
picked up a travel guide and leafed through it for information on off-the-
radar places to visit or the general customs of Indian culture, but Adam 
was much more scholarly about the research, more directed. He read up 
on the current affairs, on the socio-political situation of the young Indian 
Republic. One day he had come home from the library with an 
introduction to Hinduism and told her he'd spent three hours there 
reading about how life is suffering, how we are all born and reborn 
millions of times, and how moksha is liberation from this tedious cycle. 
And there is this city, he had told her. Varanasi. Founded five thousand 
years ago by Lord Shiva. One of the oldest cities in the world. One of the 
holiest cities in the world. The capital of knowledge. The city of light. The 
city of ghats and the Holy River Ganga. The city of temples and ashrams. 
The center for astrology, Sanskrit, yoga, Aryuveda. Famous for Banarasi 
Saris, Jari work, silk, and wooden items. And if a Hindu dies there he 
instantly attains moksha, regardless of his karmic situation. 

They had decided early on that Varanasi had to be included in their tour 
of India, and the past two days were nothing if not proof that the city was 
worth their time. Varanasi was a truly cultural city, as they had hoped it 
would be, offering bizarre encounters with bearded snake charmers, 
knatty-haired sadhus in orange robes, and cone-shaped temples housing 
indecipherable deities. Most of all, there were the burning ghats, where 
Hindu men were endlessly cremated, their ashes spread over the holy 
water. When the couple first saw the bodies burning on the banks of the 
river, Adam claimed it was the most cultural thing he'd ever seen, and 
Jane agreed. Nothing in Delhi or Agra compared to it—those places had 
been disappointingly similar to the States. But Varanasi, the couple 
agreed, was a different planet. 

Looking out over the river, Jane smelled the smoke in the air, knew it was 
the smell of burnt flesh. And she knew Adam was right. One good shot of 
the burning ghats could conjure a memory of the holy city more vivid 
than any number of other pictures. She imagined the photograph hanging 
on their wall at home. The flames growing excited in the wind. The timber 
of the funeral pyre crumbling and falling into the water. The vague form 
of a human body transformed into ash. The swelling body of cousins, 
brothers, sons, and friends chanting around the fire, guiding the 
unfettered soul into a higher reality. 

Of course, getting the photograph wouldn't have been so hard if it wasn't 
technically forbidden. They had already tried several times, or rather, 
Adam had tried several times, since women were not allowed near the 
burning ghats. On their first day in Varanasi, Adam casually walked 
toward the fire and snapped a shot from the top of the ghat, but the 
photo caught more of the crowd of people loitering on the steps to the 
river than the ceremony going on at water-level. Adam began to walk 
down the stairs to take a closer shot, but the angry looks of passersby 
discouraged him. 

Early the next morning, they tried again to get a picture, this time from 
one of the sunrise boat rides Jane had read about, but the boat didn't 
cruise close enough to the smoldering fires. The picture turned out as a 
good panoramic view of the city—with hundreds of bathers splashing 
about knee-deep in the river; four-armed goddesses painted like fading 
giants on the weathered walls of temples and houses; a grey, 
humpbacked goat chewing on newspapers and black banana peels; a 
group of small boys playing cricket with rocks. But the cremation fires 
came across as pitiful match flames. 

Adam gave it one final try that afternoon, when he worked himself to the 
front of a crowd gathered at the Harischandra Ghat. He was about to 
sneak a shot with the digital camera in his pocket, but a fight broke out 
between another foreigner and an Indian man. Jane stood horrified and 
watched from the top of the ghat as a small mob exploded into action and 
Adam fled from the crowd with his hands around his face, catching a few 
random blows on the back of his head. She prayed for him to escape 
safely as he hauled himself up the steps and took blind shots over his 
shoulder. 
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All of them missed the fire entirely. One of the pictures caught an Indian 
man ready to drop a small wooden crate over the foreigner's head, and 
Adam had later laughed at that, but it was not the picture they were 
going for. The other two pictures framed a stray dog, golden brown and 
smaller than most, sitting calmly in the fray. In the latter photograph, the 
dog was licking its lips, its head turned toward the camera. The picture 
was charming, Adam admitted, but he would never hang it on his wall. 

As they sat there inspecting the small frame on the back of the camera, 
Jane looked at her new husband. He was still fidgeting with his colorful 
lungi, and down the steps a crowd of people had gathered around a naked 
man covered in ash standing on his head. 

"Tomorrow," she told him. "Before we leave, we'll take the picture. But 
only if we take it subtly, and nobody sees." 

That night at their hotel, Adam and Jane sat out on their balcony 
overlooking the arcing river and the city hugging its western bank. 
Directly below the balcony there was a small marketplace where, during 
the day, merchants sold orange prayer beads and clay chillums. Now the 
tents and tables were abandoned. Behind them stood an old temple, half-
submerged in the Ganges. "It's a Shiva temple," Jane had told Adam 
when they first saw it. "Hundreds of years old, and it wasn't always 
underwater like that. A hundred and fifty years ago, they built the ghat 
around the temple. The Scindia Ghat. But something happened during 
construction, and the temple fell into the water. Or at least I think it's the 
Scindia Ghat. I don't know. It says what it is in the travel guide." 

Behind the temple, a husband and wife with two young children were 
gathered outside lighting candles and singing. Om Namah Shivaya 
Shivaya Namaha. 

"Imagine growing up in such a cultural place," said Adam. "Imagine 
chanting to Shiva every night on the Ganges River." 

"I can't even fathom growing up with such cultural customs," said Jane. 

"It'd be amazing," said Adam. 

The sun fell, and soon after, the city lost power. The family left the 
temple, and the space around the balcony grew quiet for the first time all 
day. Even in the moonless dark, Adam and Jane could see the motion of 
the water's crescent-shaped course. Along the western banks small fires 
were lit, until the general shape of the city was plotted out with dots of 
flickering light. Adam lit a cigarette he had rolled with a small amount of 
hash purchased from an aging sadhu earlier that day. He pulled the 
smoke in slowly and watched as the reflections of the prayer fires danced 
on the surface of the River Ganga. 

"Crazy how everything seems to touch on Shiva here," he said as a bat 
fluttered close to the balcony and then on over the river. "Even the shape 
of the city. Shiva wears a crescent moon in his hair, and the Ganges is 
supposed to spring from his hair. Crazy." He passed the cigarette to Jane. 

"Maybe we're hanging out in Shiva's hair right now, and we don't know 
it." 

"Maybe we are. His hair is supposed to be pretty messy. It would make 
sense." He took the cigarette back from his wife. "And just think, if you 
die here. Bam. Instant salvation." 

"How lucky are all these dead guys?" 

"The luckiest." 

"I wish I had that kind of security for my afterlife." 

"We'll at least get a picture. Maybe we'll never be saved, but we'll at least 
get a picture of what it might be like. And that would still put us ahead of 
most people. Most people don't even think about this kind of stuff, much 
less photograph it." 
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"When we go home, we might be the only folks in town with a picture of 
salvation. Maybe the only folks in America." 

"And when we have friends over, it will be there on our wall. And they'll 
ask me what's that hanging on your wall? And I'll say, Oh, that's just a 
picture of moksha I took when I was in India." Adam pulled on the 
cigarette once more and threw it over the railing of the balcony. The 
couple silently watched the river flow through the darkness. Fires were 
sprouting up on the eastern bank now. 

Jane's eyelids hung low and heavy. She watched three fires light up 
simultaneously on the far side of the river, smiled and looked at her 
wedding ring. Adam had apologized for the absence of a stone when he 
proposed, but Jane only laughed. She had told him she would have said 
no if he'd bought her a diamond. It was a beautiful ring, she assured him, 
simple as a soul. Her face began to tremble as she reflected on her good 
fortune. There were a whole lot of girls, she thought, who would never 
find a man interested in the workings, the cogs and gears, of the human 
soul. She looked at Adam, who was grinning widely and staring off at the 
water. She smiled and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. She said 
she was tired and asked him if he was ready to sleep. 

"I'll watch the fires a little longer, but I'll be in soon," he said. 

Jane stood up and kissed him on the head. She told him she loved him 
and went into their room. She collapsed on the bed, the hash singing 
lightly in the space behind her forehead. The room was hot and stuffy. 
Already Jane could feel her clothes sticking to her body. She stared at the 
ceiling fan. The screen door to the balcony had been left open, and now 
there were moths and flies and beetles crawling on the ceiling, as if 
seeking relief from the heat by the fan. But the fan didn't so much cool 
the room as shift the heat from one end to another. It spun and spun and 
creaked as it went. It spun in uneven circles, like a busted bicycle wheel, 
or a moon. 

They awoke the next morning with four hours until their train left for 
Calcutta. This morning Adam opted for a plain white lungi. Jane wore an 
emerald sari. They had purchased these clothes at a large mall in Delhi. 
There existed between them an unspoken agreement that they would 
dress in the Indian style, like they belonged there or were never returning 
to the States. They figured that beyond the sheer beauty—the sheer 
inventiveness of the clothes—which satisfied them greatly, adopting the 
country's fashions would only immerse them deeper into the culture. 

Adam paid the bill for their hotel room and they headed out to the 
riverside. Each carried a backpack on their shoulders. They were 
approaching the Manikarnika Ghat, and as they neared the edge of the 
crowd gathered there, they were intercepted by a young Indian man in a 
grey loincloth. He was a short man with shoulder-length black hair that 
shined in the sun. His eyes were round and set in deep sockets. He was 
probably in his late twenties. "Hello, sir, ma'am!" he called to them. 

"Namaste," said Adam and Jane, strikingly simultaneously. 

"You like this ghat?" the man asked. 

"It is a fascinating custom," said Adam. 

"And beautiful," said Jane. "Such a beautiful thing." 

"Yes, is very beautiful," said the man. "And also hard. Here it is very 
important for Hindus to die, but always this is not so easy." 

"Are you related to the burning man?" asked Adam. 

"Me?" said the man. "No. I work here. This ghat, I prepare the wood. My 
name, Sanjay." He offered his hand to Adam. 

"I'm Adam, and this is my wife, Jane." 

Sanjay turned his attention to Jane. He shook her hand, smiling not at 
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her, but through her. His eyes were open and distant as if in reverie, his 
teeth stained brown from tobacco. "Jane," he said, "a beautiful name." 
Sanjay continued to smile at her, and when he did not stop, she smiled 
back. "Adam and Jane," said Sanjay, ecstatic, "my friends. Welcome to 
Varanasi!" 

Jane took a half step backward and weaved her fingers through Adam's. 
"You work at the Manikarnika?" she asked, the smile still awkwardly 
hanging there on her face. 

"Yes, yes. This is my house." Sanjay pointed at the two story building 
behind him. "I live here. People come here, to this house, very sick. We 
make their sick easy for them." 

"And then you cremate them at this ghat?" asked Adam. 

"Yes. Here," said Sanjay. "You want to see the sick house? We will watch 
the fire from the roof." Sanjay did not wait for a reply. He was leading the 
way up a narrow staircase which entered into the front door of the house. 

Jane squeezed Adam's hand. "Maybe we should go to the train station." 

"We've still got plenty of time, Janey." 

Jane let go of Adam's hand. 

"Be reasonable. I know you don't like to be rushed on travel days, but 
getting to the station three hours early is unnecessary. We have time." 

Jane didn't want to say that the idea of entering a hospice in India made 
her nauseous. She turned to face the cremation fire. There were maybe a 
hundred living bodies between Jane and the dead one. 

"O.K., Janey, let's go. We'll just get a picture of the ghat from the roof." 
He brushed his wife's cheek with his thumb. "You look beautiful in that 
sari," he said, then headed up the steps after Sanjay. Jane noticed how 
different the men looked at her as soon as Adam stepped away. Like she 
was in a cage, a simulated habitat. 

She followed Adam into the hospice. 

The three of them entered a large main room. The room was empty 
except for a shrunken old woman in a faded sari mumbling prayers over a 
small bronze idol of a dancing god. 

"Shiva Nataraja," whispered Adam into Jane's ear. He wore his excitement 
plainly on his face. 

"You like the dancing Shiva?" asked Sanjay. 

"It's a beautiful thing," said Adam. "Just beautiful. And so imaginative. 
And funky." 

"I also like it," he said. He turned to Jane and added, "And I think you 
also must be excellent in dancing." Again he smiled in that way of his. The 
smile that was more about his round eyes than his lips. He walked toward 
the old woman and the idol. "This is Anjali," he said. "She speaks no 
English, but she is a saint. She cares for the sick before they die." 

Adam stepped closer to the woman. There was a visible sadness in her, as 
if she had not been outside in a long time. Her sari was a faded purple, 
and rolls of fat spilled loosely out of the spaces between the fabric. She 
was reciting a prayer and offering dried leaves to the deity before her. 
Then she stopped abruptly and looked up at Adam. Her eyes seemed 
desperate, and why shouldn't they, thought Adam, spending their days 
looking after the dying. The woman was painfully silent, and Adam 
wondered if all saints were so uncomfortable to be around. Then he broke 
the stale quiet of the room with a smiling namaste. The woman gave him 
a cold look—her forehead wrinkling into a severe frown. Adam shuffled 
from side to side, and the woman's eyes opened slightly wider, as if 
enjoying something. Unsure of himself, Adam turned his back to the old 
woman and asked Sanjay where all the sick people were. 

"They are here," said Sanjay. "They are always coming and going. We try 
to make it easy for them. But always this is not so easy." 

"Of course, it would be difficult work," said Adam. 
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"But is God's work, and is good to give your life for God," said Sanjay. 
"When a man dies at this ghat, he reaches heaven only. He does not pass 
through another body, as many others do." 

"Moksha," said Adam. 

"You know this word?" asked Sanjay with a smile on his face. "You are a 
very smart man." 

"Well," said Adam, smiling and running a hand through his hair, "I've 
done a bit of reading. They are really fascinating ideas, reincarnation and 
moksha, and it's been just wonderful to be here in India, seeing where all 
these ideas come from." 

"Not ideas," said Sanjay. "Moksha is truth of God. Is liberation from pain. 
Come. We will watch from the roof, and you can see this," said Sanjay. 

Adam turned to face his wife and shot her an excited grin. He raised his 
eyebrows and hung his mouth open in a subtle smile, but Jane offered 
him nothing in return. She met his eyes head on, and that was all. As if 
she was not fascinated. As if the city was not culturally fascinating. 

Adam walked toward her. "You heard the man," he said cheerfully, trying 
to coax a smile out of her. He nudged her in the side with his elbow. 
"Let's go see about moksha on the roof." 

They followed Sanjay up the staircase in the opposite corner of the room. 
As they walked up to the roof, they passed through the second story of 
the house. Like the main floor, it was a single open room. Besides a 
square of light on the wood floor which filtered through a large window 
facing the river, the room was empty. Jane stopped on the staircase to 
look in. There was dust flurrying softly in the air where the sunlight 
pierced through. 

"Where are the sick people?" she said. 

"They are here," said Sanjay. "They are coming and going. Always. We try 
to make their sick easy for them, but this is not easy." 

"It's God's work, Janey," said Adam. "Karma yoga," he added, "doing 
good work without selfish interests. Remember, from the Bhagavad Gita?" 

"You know the Gita?" said Sanjay as he ushered the couple further up the 
stairs. "Very good," he said, and laughed. "Very good." 

"It's a great book," said Adam, following closely behind Sanjay. "Really, I 
couldn't even put it down." 

The three of them emerged from the staircase on to the rooftop terrace, 
eyes aching and adjusting from the dim light of the house to the intensity 
of the daylight. Wind blew across the roof and carried a stench of wood 
smoke with it. Miles of buildings and twisting alleys sprawled outward to 
the north and south, but the real attraction was the fire just below. The 
pyre must have already been burning for hours, because the flames were 
low, the wood was mostly coals, and the body of the man laid there in 
plain view. The body was perfectly blackened. The arms and most of the 
legs had burned off entirely. What remained were the torso and the head. 
Even from the rooftop, the contours of the ribcage were well-defined, and 
it looked as if the mouth was open. 

Adam retrieved his camera from his backpack. "Mind if I take a picture?" 
he asked Sanjay. 

"Adam sir, we are friends," said Sanjay, seemingly shocked. "I will not 
trouble you. In India, the guest is God." 

Adam got to work. He aimed the camera at the pile of glowing wood and 
carbonized bone, focused, and shot. The few remaining flames, magnified 
by the zoom lens, were intensely bright in the viewfinder. After he got the 
shot, he moved slightly to the left, and took another from a different 
angle. 

Jane stood with her arms resting on the raised edge of the terrace. The 
heat of the fire settled pleasantly into her skin. Sanjay stood beside her 
and put his hand on top of hers. 
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"You are Christian?" he said. 

"No," said Jane. "I have no religion." 

"In India, everyone has religion." 

"In my country, many people say they are religious, but you cannot 
always believe them." 

"You mean they do not believe in God?" 

"Some of them don't." 

"Do you believe in God?" 

"I don't know. Yes. I think." 

"It is best to believe in God. Otherwise, our karma will be very bad," said 
Sanjay, pressing his thumb into Jane's palm. "God is everywhere. God is 
between people." 

Jane turned away from Sanjay and looked toward Adam, who was 
crouching on an overturned bucket and resting his camera against his 
kneecap as he looked in the viewfinder. The sun beat down on them, and 
sweat beaded on the back of Jane's neck. 

"When we live for God, our karma is good," said Sanjay. "Every day, we 
must work for God, and help others. Then we are good. It is bad not to 
help others, no?" 

"We should always do our best to help where we can." 

"So I have brought you here. You will have an excellent picture of the 
ghat. I have helped you," said Sanjay, his hand now wandering around 
her back, just beneath the shoulder blades. His fingers continued down 
along her body until he found a dimple in her lower back. Delicately, he 
pressed into the dimple with his thumb. Jane arced away from his touch, 
but Sanjay's hand followed her movement, not hurting her but not letting 
her get away either. 

"We appreciate your help," said Jane. She pushed his arm away, but 
Sanjay was strong, and returned to the dimple with his hand. 

Below, workers stoked the fire with new logs. 

"Sometimes it is up to five hours," he said, "before there are ashes. This 
requires very much sandalwood, up to four-hundred kilos if the man is 
very large. Many people cannot afford so much. Is nineteen-thousand 
rupees for two hundred kilos of sandalwood. Many times, a family cannot 
afford to burn all of the body. We burn half, or as much as we can with 
their money." Sanjay dug into the curved side of Jane's waist with his 
fingers. Again Jane tried to force him away. She called Adam's name, but 
he was leaning over the edge of the roof, taking a shot of the fire from 
directly above, and did not hear her. Jane took a step in his direction, but 
Sanjay reeled her back in with both of his hands. 

"I helped you. You will have nice pictures of the ghat," he said. "You 
should help me also. Otherwise, is very bad karma." 

Jane said nothing. Her eyes flitted about in their sockets and her face 
turned pale and serious. She thought of the first time she saw Adam, of 
all things. His misaligned eyes browsing a glass case full of Nepalese 
Buddhas. She called out to him again, her wavering voice betraying her 
panic. 

"Nineteen-thousand rupees would be enough to save a beggar," said 
Sanjay. "Many have no family to pay for burning, but you could help 
them. Even five thousand rupees would help." 

Jane apologized to Sanjay. She told him she didn't have any money and 
that she was sorry. She told him Adam was the one with the money, if 
that was what he wanted. 

"Even no money," said Sanjay, as if bargaining, "is O.K. I think you can 
help." He felt the skin of Jane's stomach uncovered by the sari. He dug 
into her flesh, breaking her skin with his nails. Jane let out a stifled cry of 
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pain. Sanjay covered her mouth with one hand, and pulled her close to 
his body with the other. 

Adam was on the other side of the terrace, staring into the viewfinder and 
waiting for the right shot to manifest in the frame. The lens was fully 
zoomed in on the fire, and in the viewfinder bright lights swelled and 
faded atop the dark backdrop of wooden coals. Adam stood there, peering 
into the camera, as Jane, held still by Sanjay's left hand, felt the right one 
gliding up the side of her body, then along her collarbone, then down, 
between her breasts with the tips of his fingers. Jane stood there like a 
wooden doll, tears streaming, inexplicably paralyzed. Sanjay took her 
hands into his and grabbed them tightly. He rubbed her fingers, then 
brought them to his mouth and kissed them. 

Adam snapped the shutter of the camera down and, remembering himself 
and where he was, called across the terrace: "I think I got a really good 
one." He walked back toward them, and Sanjay released Jane from his 
hands and stepped away from her, as if floating. 

"Now you have a very nice picture of the ghat," said Sanjay. 

"I think I got a really good one," said Adam, clearly thrilled. "I really felt 
something just now. It was like the fire hypnotized me. Like all I could do 
was watch it and take pictures. And I kept thinking of Shiva and his hair, 
and the Ganges, and how old all this is. And I had this feeling that 
something was happening to me. Something big." Adam looked at Jane. 
"Did you feel anything, Janey?" 

Jane watched a beetle crawl across her foot. She couldn't tell if it was 
black or a deep, dark green. She followed the creature with her eyes and 
said that she had felt something just now, but that it had not made her 
think of Shiva. 

"This place is unreal," said Adam. "Such a spiritual city. Not at all like the 
States." 

Jane's mouth hung barely open. The beetle made its way over Sanjay's 
foot, then paused, fluttered its wings, and continued on. 

"Thank you, Sanjay. We will never forget this," said Adam as he gathered 
his wallet out of his backpack and withdrew a one-thousand rupee note. 
"Please take this. Really, you have helped us so much. Really, this picture 
is all we've wanted for days." 

The honeymooners arrived at the station two hours early. They sat beside 
each other on a wooden bench. Adam ate a hot samosa off a newspaper, 
and because Jane didn't want the one he offered her, he ate a second, 
lapping the grease off his fingers when he finished. "Who would have 
thought you could get such interesting flavor out of potatoes and peas?" 
he said. 

"I wouldn't have thought you could get a flavor like that," said Jane. She 
sat with her feet flat on the ground, her back straight, her head craned 
downward, her hands on her knees, looking intently at her long, pale 
fingers. Adam turned to his wife, a glob of food wedged into the corner of 
his lips. "What happened?" he said, noticing the red streaks on her 
stomach and tracing them with his fingers. 

"We got the picture." 

"I mean about the scratches." 

Jane took Adam's hand off her stomach, set it down in his own lap. 

Minutes passed. 

"We should see the botanical gardens in Calcutta," said Adam. "I hear 
those are really something." 

Jane was chewing on her lips with her incisors, drumming her fingers 
against her thigh. 
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"You O.K., Janey?" 

Jane lifted her right hand to Adam's eyes. The outside of her palm was 
bruised purple, her fingers thin and naked. "It must have been Sanjay," 
she said. "He was touching me while you were taking pictures." 

"The ring's gone?" said Adam. 

"Yes, it is," said Jane. 

Copyright © Peter Schumacher 2009.

Title graphic: "Scorched" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2009.
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Marielena thought she'd arrived early enough at the cigar factory to 
prevent such a thing, but again she found Niño sitting on the stool from 
which she read to the rollers—his legs open wide, feet flat on the floor, 
trying to take up her space. Several magazines sat on the rolling bench 
in front of him. Marielena recognized the covers and frowned. Bohemia, 
a favorite of the island's masses, was not her idea of literature, but she 
had expected this kind of revolt ever since her first day as the lector at 
La Fábrica de Tabacos Francisco Donatién. Niño slid off her stool and 
stood in front of the other cigar rollers, each of them seated in rows at 
their dark wooden benches, their chests hidden by the shelves that 
housed their supplies. Niño gestured to the magazines with a sweep of 
his arm, bowing low in the old traditional way he was used to, as if 
introducing her to some important political officials.

—Niño, she said. She'd started as the factory's reader a week ago, but 
Marielena still didn't know his real name, only that the other workers 
called him Niño because decades ago, he had been brought in to work 
there by his father, who'd trained Niño as his own replacement. She 
thought it was a terrible nickname; she guessed he was at least twice 
her age. 

—Señorita, he said, I bring you these. He bowed, his arm still 
extended. 

A few of the rollers in the front rows clapped their hands at Niño's 
presentation of the magazines. Marielena knew that he was smiling at 
her, the wrinkles around his mouth coming out more than she wished 
they did, so she kept her eyes on the floor. She could tell by the bits of 
waxy brown leaves pressed into the rough tile that the room had not 
been swept the day before. 

From the pile of magazines, she knew that the workers did not think 
she was doing a good job as their reader. She had an audience of 
almost two hundred—mostly men, but also a few gray-haired women—
and many of them had already offered suggestions regarding what she 
should bring in, as well as what she shouldn't bring back. 

On her first day, she had tried José Martí. 

—Mija, por favor, someone said when she started reading. Other people 
laughed and someone coughed. A few of the younger men—those in 
their thirties and forties—rolled their eyes. Niño smiled and said, We're 
not in school anymore. 

He followed that with a wink, the wrinkles around his eyes strangely 
unmoving like the veins on a dry leaf. His lip curled up to show his 
straight, storm cloud-colored teeth. She felt so embarrassed she almost 
let the book slip off her lap, and she scrambled to grab it before it fell. 
He looked back down, still smiling, and she shifted on the stool, pulling 
on her skirt for no reason. She pretended to look at the book to find the 
page she'd been reading from, but she was really looking at his 
workbench, at his browned hands pulling tight on leaves. He seemed 
younger than he was a moment ago, and she felt dizzy sitting on the 
tall stool at the front of the room. 

The workers spent a lot of her first day as the lector interrupting her to 
recite different Martí poems—the easy ones they'd been forced to 
memorize for school plays decades earlier. So many of them knew "La 
Rosa Blanca" that they recited it in chorus, each worker joining in when 

The Summerset Review Page 17 of 54



the poem floated up from their memories. They pointed to the person 
next to them, wagged their fingers up and down with the rhythm of the 
poem's lines, closed their eyes and smiled as they read the words off 
some far away page. She forced herself to laugh along with them as 
they recited. The long white room, with its maze of cigar benches, 
looked like an overgrown, smoky classroom. The laughter seemed to 
point at her, at her poor choice in reading material. The workers passed 
that long shift arguing about the edition she read from and joking about 
how she was too young to know what Martí really meant when he wrote 
about a white rose. The older women shushed the others before their 
own rose descriptions got too graphic, but the men defended 
themselves by saying, Just a little joke, mujer. She's a big girl. 

At the end of that day, Niño placed the cigars he'd rolled in the wide, 
shallow cedar box near the center of his bench. 

—Today was good, no? He grinned, his hands sliding over the smooth 
tubes of tobacco. She just shrugged, nodded slightly, and pressed the 
book to her chest with both arms. He raised his eyebrows and gestured 
at the book with his chin. 

—Maybe tomorrow, something a little different, he said. 

Earlier in the day, Niño placed his hand on her lower back and her head 
jolted up from the magazines to turn and look behind her. His hand 
drifted away from where it had just been, like he couldn't abandon her 
body just yet. The hand hovered there, and without looking at him, she 
knew her face was only inches from his. She worried he'd notice her 
fast breathing and take this as some sort of encouragement. 

He motioned with the lingering hand for her to sit on her stool. From up 
there, she could see all the way to the back of the factory, though she 
could only watch the cigars being rolled in the first row, where Niño sat. 
During her breaks from reading, she would stay on the stool and sip 
water, pretending not to watch him pull the leaves from the damp stack 
to his left. He'd smooth each one out slowly, using only his middle and 
ring fingers, so that the leaf waited for him flat on the table. Then he 
would wedge his knife's wide blade into it, rocking the curve of the 
metal into the thin flesh of the plant. Underneath his steady hand, each 
piece came to have the tapered shape of a cigar. She always wondered 
how he was able to pull each leaf taut enough to roll the cigar tightly, 
never ripping a single one. 

Before taking his own seat, Niño slid the topmost magazine onto her 
lap and slapped it twice, softly, with a flat hand. When he did this, she 
felt the weight of the pages press against her thighs. 

So she read the magazines during the morning, and in the afternoon, at 
the older men's requests, both newspapers, La Granma Internacionál 
and La Granma Diário. ¡Noticias! they cheered when Niño suggested it—
like the news was the guest of honor at a party and had just arrived. 
He stood up and bowed then, too, first toward the rest of the room, 
then to her. He sat back down when she picked up the paper from the 
bench, then he waved victoriously to those behind him. 

He tried to walk her home at the end of the day. Of course she refused; 
she was shocked he even attempted this after the magazines, after 
noticias. Only then, with her angry No, did Niño understand that his 
suggestion was not appreciated. She thought he deserved such 
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treatment after an entirely wasted day reading about the speculated 
scandals of the Spanish monarchy, and about how bodies, bloated and 
shark-bitten, floated inland off the north coast—a day not full of 
literature but of written garbage and Niño's waves. 

He grabbed her shoulder as she turned away from him and said, We 
like you. 

—You like Bohemia, she said. She hid the book she'd brought but 
hadn't read, Love in the Time of Cholera, under her arm, hoping he 
wouldn't notice it. 

—Today went fast. You don't think? he said. 

Marielena made fists at her sides. She said, I don't need to think, do I? 

Niño smiled and looked down. Only when they stood this close together 
could she see the little beads of lice clinging in clumps to the roots of 
his thinning hair. She almost explained to him that he shouldn't smile, 
that she was being mean to him, on purpose, that she was mad about 
the magazines, and that he was supposed to roll cigars, and she was 
supposed to read while he rolled them. He was not supposed to be 
standing so close that she could see lice and wrinkles; close enough to 
see everything wrong with him. 

—O.K., he said finally, almost laughing. O.K. But let me walk with you 
at least. 

Most of the other rollers had left already, except for some very old men 
still on their way out and hunched over from their day at the bench. 
When they said goodbye, Niño pushed his shoulders back so that he 
stood painfully straight and said, Until tomorrow, you old horses. Until 
tomorrow, boy, they laughed back. 

Niño held out his arm for her, hooking it and cocking his head toward 
her. He laughed a little and said, Come, I'll even carry your magazines 
for you. 

She turned on her heel, terrified she might cry from anger, and that he 
would mistake it for a different kind of sensitivity. She pushed past the 
old men still filing out through the heavy wooden doors that led to the 
street. 

—I will try again tomorrow, he yelled after her, but she didn't look 
back. On the walk home, she worried about whether he'd meant 
bringing more magazines or asking her again about walking home. 

After work, she went to the library to find the right book. She greeted 
the librarian, tall behind his bench, with a nod. He looked sleepy behind 
the stacks of books, all folded into each other, open to the cards glued 
on the insides of the back covers. 

At La Universidad de La Habana, she'd studied to be a librarian, but the 
lector position was the best the school's job placement counselor could 
offer her upon graduation. Taking the job meant leaving the capital's 
paved streets for Pinar del Río, a much smaller municipality about a 
hundred miles southwest. 

—There is no work in libraries available at this time, he'd said, as she 
handed him her transcripts and the other necessary forms required of 
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those hoping to work in the university library system. She remembered 
his glasses sliding down his nose, his face twitching frantically to push 
them back up, his nostrils determined to do that work without 
bothering his hands for help. He was old, and ugly, with too many hairs 
between his eyebrows, the bridge of his glasses resting in that patch. A 
dead gray shadowed the skin where a beard could be, and her smile 
went unreturned when she first sat down in front of his old desk. His 
ugliness had made her sure from the moment she sat that he was 
going to say, There is no work, no matter what forms she showed him. 

—We have this, he'd said. 

He placed her papers in the desk's lower drawer—she never got them 
back—and he slid the notice of the lector position in the cigar factory to 
her side of the worn desk, pushing it with two stiff, widely spread 
fingers, not looking at the form at all, and not really at her either. She 
had hoped this wouldn't be the case, but had been warned it could be. 
She tried not to cry or ask questions that would make her sound angry. 

—This is with books, he'd said. She'd nodded. 

The cigar factory in Pinar del Río could hire her right away—the 
counselor called and confirmed this in front of her—and it paid the 
equivalent of twenty-two U.S. dollars a month. That would be enough 
to send some to her mother—she could not see dragging Mamá away 
from La Habana, so the money would have to be wired—and she would 
not have to use any of it to buy the books to read from, as these were 
promised as part of her job, though she only received access to the 
literature, not ownership of it. 

She walked past the shelf that held books on reserve for her. These she 
had selected the week after she'd moved to Pinar del Río, before her 
first day. She'd found the library disappointing—there were nowhere 
near as many books as there had been in the university's collection in 
the capital. She wrote about this in a letter to her mother, but had not 
heard back from her yet. She regretted, now, putting the complaint on 
paper. 

Marielena knew she did not have much time to search for something 
new. Her last rooster, which she kept hidden in the room she rented, 
was used to her being home before the sun was completely down. She 
worried that varying the rooster's routine would make him noisy 
enough to be noticed. She'd heard the smaller towns in Cuba worked 
like this, everyone always watching everyone else, always listening. 
And she hadn't yet figured out who on their block was on the Comité—it 
seemed there was no way to know here. 

In La Habana, the people who worked for the Comité de la Defensa de 
la Revolución were proud; they would come into Mamá's home, 
sometimes even weekly, and take inventory while Marielena made 
them café, if they had the water and the coffee. The neighborhood 
official looked into the kitchen cabinets, made sure they had the right 
amount of food legal for two women—one over fifty—and no more than 
that. During the day they hid their roosters and chickens under wooden 
crates at the bottom of a bedroom closet, the doors lined inside with 
thick sheets to keep in feathers and the scratching sounds of claws on 
tile. The neighbor in the Comité would gossip with Mamá about the 
fantastic things they'd found in other houses—an entire side of beef, a 
gallon of whole milk, a copy of the Miami Herald—and Mamá would say, 
¡Ay, Dios mío! Where could they have gotten that? Incredible what 
people try! And the Comité member would tell Mamá, Trust me, they 
are paying for it now, and then drink the café. Mamá would laugh—she 
was so good, sometimes even Marielena couldn't tell if she was faking it 
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or if she actually found the stupidity of her neighbors hilarious. 

Together, her mother and the Comité member would marvel at how the 
younger generations seemed to be lacking fierceness in their loyalty. 
They'd discuss the first, most exciting years of the Revolution. Mamá 
would distract them with stories of Marielena's work at the university, 
and they'd comment on what a fine daughter she'd raised, how a 
daughter like that was a real thing of value, something that deserved 
more attention from the community than contraband milk or beef. 
They'd have such a good conversation that the Comité member would 
leave with just a glance in the direction of the closet, clearing their 
throats as they passed it, and then talking and laughing throughout the 
rest of the inspection. Looking underneath the bed that the mother and 
daughter slept in, the Comité member would say, People just don't 
think. You know where I found that Miami Herald? By a toilet! 

But Pinar del Río, as far as Marielena could tell, treated the Comité like 
a secret. She wondered if her block even had one; some mornings it 
sounded like every home for miles hid a rooster. In her short time in 
the community, she'd noticed that it seemed O.K. to hide things—
something about the effort made it excusable. But she didn't know this 
place well enough, and a misplaced evening crow worried her more 
than her book choice. She left quickly, leading with her chin as she 
walked through the tomb of books, purposely not wishing the librarian 
good night. She left the library with nothing. 

When the rooster's crows woke her the next morning, she immediately 
regretted not picking out the book the night before. She sat up, rubbed 
her eyes, and watched the bird dash under the bed, back toward the 
cardboard box that held some of the literature. Her own library was 
sparse—she laughed at even using the word library in her head—filled 
with the few books that had made it through the package inspections. 
They'd been sent by cousins in the U.S., family that had fled after the 
Revolution. She hardly remembered them, she was maybe three when 
her uncles had left—her own mother, and so she too, deliberately 
staying—and their long letters listed books that should have been there 
but weren't. She couldn't really be disappointed; she had never heard 
of those authors anyway, though their names sounded like neighbors 
she could have had. The classics always made it through all right. But 
the books she'd studied and loved in school during her librarian's 
training were not the kind the cigar rollers wanted to hear her read; 
she'd already read the workers some of what she owned, and what she 
hadn't read them she knew they wouldn't like. 

After the failure of Martí, she'd tried Neruda, and she thought it had 
gone well until the end of that day, when a leaf smashed into a lumpy 
ball bounced off her chest and landed between the book's open pages. 
She'd heard a muffled snort from the middle of the room when she 
paused her reading. They hadn't enjoyed poetry as much as she 
thought they should, but Niño had looked up from his work the moment 
she'd stopped reading. 

One leg dropped heavy from the thin mattress, her foot smacking the 
floor and sticking to the muddy tile. She pushed her hair off her 
forehead. 

—Ay Dios mío, she said, and the other leg followed. She leaned back on 
her arms, her palms flat against the mattress, and yawned. It was 
already hot though the sun was barely up. The room glowed a dark 
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smoky purple. The rooster pecked at the floor where the tile almost met 
the wall at the corner farthest from her bed. The rooster still had most 
of his light brown feathers despite his poor diet. Each violent prod of his 
beak into the corner's dirt sent tremors through his bent tail feathers, 
so that she thought he might shake one loose with every stab. She felt 
a queasiness that she blamed on hunger, though she knew it was more 
likely her nerves; she had never gone to sleep without having the book 
picked out, waiting for her on the chair, on top of her clothes for the 
next day. 

She sat on her bed thinking of the top of Niño's head when he'd bowed 
to her the day before, and this thought finally forced her to stand. I will 
find something, she thought, I can't—reading Bohemia—I won't. 

Her bare thighs pressed on the tile as she squatted to sit cross-legged 
on the floor. She pulled the torn cardboard box out from underneath 
the wire frame of the bed. She lifted the folded blanket that covered 
what was inside, doubled it again, and slid it under her to pad her 
bones. Before looking through the books in the box, she yawned again 
and scratched her head. Her fingernails came back with oily black flakes 
underneath them. She ran each nail between her bottom and top teeth, 
scooping the grit out to clean them, and spitting it off the tip of her 
tongue. She listened to the rooster—still scratching at the corner—while 
tasting dirt and ash. The granules made her teeth feel rough. 

The mornings in Pinar del Río were filled with a quiet Marielena found 
frightening. In La Habana, noise started early: buses, people laughing 
while sitting on their steps, even the distant ruckus of the ocean. 
Something about knowing that thousands of people had already woken 
up around her made it possible for her to do it herself. But she hadn't 
adjusted to the silent starts of Pinar del Río; cries from roosters shut up 
in houses began the day here, and not bus engines on the sleepless 
boulevard below her old window. There were no streetlights creeping 
away with the sunrise like there had been in her small apartment in La 
Habana. The first night in the room she rented in Pinar del Río, 
swamped by a quiet so profound that her ears rang, she marveled at 
how her hands disappeared in front of her face in the bedtime 
darkness. 

Her stomach growled, and she decided to eat before looking through 
the books. There was some meat left in the small refrigerator from the 
other rooster, the one she had killed almost a week ago. That rooster's 
feathers had been falling out anyway, and Mamá had insisted when she 
decided to take them with her that the things were for eating—that she 
eat them before they got sick or killed each other. Marielena had 
grabbed that rooster by his head and spun his body in a tight circle. 
She had felt his neck crack in her hand, a series of pops registering in 
her palm, but she'd heard nothing. She had plucked the few feathers 
that still hung off his body, boiled him, and pulled the thin strips of 
soggy meat from the bones. 

The last bit of this sat in a bowl in the refrigerator, covered with a wet 
towel. She held the bowl now, pressing the towel to her mouth to check 
if it was still damp, then she dropped it on top of the small fridge as she 
stood and walked back to the cardboard box. The rooster ran from the 
doorway—he seemed to have been watching her—across the room to 
his corner. He spread his wings far out from his body, like a woman 
holding out elaborate skirts to keep from stepping on them. She 
wondered whether, when she killed him, the sounds from the 
neighbor's roosters would be enough to wake her. 

She picked at the gray rubbery meat and sat on the bed again, looking 
down at the books. The magazines Niño had brought to work had been 
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too much; she needed something good. She wouldn't give him the 
chance to embarrass her again. She worked the food over in her 
mouth, moving the mush around until it formed a little ball. The sun 
was brighter now and she could read the spines of the books from her 
place on the bed. Their covers were worn, all of them paperbacks. The 
letters in the packages from her cousins had explained that hardcover 
versions, with their extra weight, cost too much to send from Miami. 
Most of the books she'd received in school—the few she'd been allowed 
to keep—were hardcover. She always felt lucky to have these. Most 
were gifts given in secret from her university instructors, proof she'd 
been an excellent student. She kept them out of the box, displayed on 
the little shelf above her bed next to a framed picture of Mamá (thin 
and young and alone, in her wedding dress), a stiff cardboard picture of 
La Caridad del Cobre, patron saint of Cuba, and another picture—very 
faded—of Baby Jesus. 

There were other things in the box whose value gave her reason to 
keep them under the bed and covered. There was a bar of soap, which 
she had been saving for some time. The box read "Zest," a word she 
didn't know and had never said out loud. She could smell the perfume 
of the bar through the box, had held it to her nose for a long time the 
day she got the package, breathed it in for so long that she worried 
she'd spend it all somehow. She knew that the family in the U.S. must 
have sent at least ten other bars like it in order for that one to be left 
by the government's inspectors. She had wrapped it in a clean T-shirt, 
thinking that would help it stay fresh. She hoped to use it someday 
when she knew a man would be so physically close to her that smelling 
like perfume and clean would really matter, would even be necessary to 
keep from being embarrassed. 

There were some Kotex pads, and these she stored underneath 
everything else in the hidden box because they were valuable, and also 
because they could humiliate her. Each month during her period, she 
would try to make each pad last overnight, but usually couldn't do this 
on the first or second days because these were her heaviest. She'd 
make up for the necessary waste of using more than one by trying to 
go without it the end of those weeks; the brown spots staining her 
underwear were worth making the pads last. 

There were other things, too: a manila envelope that held all the letters 
from the packages, an unopened bag of women's razors; a picture of 
one of the uncles who had left in a military uniform; a plastic bag filled 
with cotton balls—she was saving these because the pads would 
eventually run out; a bottle of rubbing alcohol; three rolls of toilet 
paper; a shoebox full of unopened packages of different sized batteries. 

She reached down into the bowl with two fingers. It was empty, so she 
reasoned that she was a little less hungry. 

She could not put Niño's stack of magazines out of her mind even as 
she scanned the titles of the books on the shelf. One near the middle 
caught her attention. Propped up against the framed wedding picture 
stood The Motorcycle Diaries: A Latin American Journey, the first of Che 
Guevara's books that she'd read while still in high school. It had been 
years since she'd opened it, but she remembered the fights, the 
parties, the serious drinking; things that had made her and her 
classmates read on, stories that had filled their talk at lunch time. Yes, 
she thought, it was the kind of thing that would keep the workers 
interested, but even if it didn't, they'd think hard before complaining 
because it was Che's book. They'd understand, the respect for him had 
run deep for generations. And no one would ask for anything else, 
fearing that such a request would be taken as a serious statement. 

The Summerset Review Page 23 of 54



She leaned across the bed, the sheet a crumpled ball beneath her 
stomach, and slid the book off the shelf. She left it out while she 
dressed. She wore the same skirt as the day before, the one with the 
large yellow flowers, but she slid a white cotton shirt over the tank top 
she'd slept in. She hoped it smelled clean enough. 

At the pedestal sink in the corner, she picked up the mug sitting upside-
down on the ledge. She bent down and lifted the towel covering the 
water bucket and dipped the mug into it. Water had not been coming in 
regularly to Pinar del Río for many years. Back in La Habana, there had 
been a few hours on some days when the water would come straight 
from the sink, a luxury she missed now that she lived in this tobacco-
farming town. Some homes in Pinar del Río got their water from wells, 
but most depended on trucks that came every week or so in the 
afternoons. The cigar factory closed during those times, if they had 
advance warning, so that the workers could go home to fill buckets. 

She spooned ashes from the pot next to the bucket into the mug and 
sipped, swishing the thick water around in her mouth to clean her 
teeth. She spit into the sink, directly into the drain, so she wouldn't 
have to waste water to rinse out the basin. This made her think of 
Mamá, because she had taught her this trick. She sipped and spit until 
there was no more water in the mug, then she dipped it in the bucket 
again and drank. 

She stood in front of the mirror and inspected her face, greasy around 
the nose and forehead. Her cheeks were rough red patches, with scars 
from pimples streaking them like blush. She pressed her cheeks with 
the tips of her fingers and watched them turn a different, darker red. 
She leaned into the hallway and grabbed the damp towel that had been 
covering the chicken and scrubbed her face with it. It made her feel a 
little cleaner. She ran a comb through her thick black hair, which was 
so oily it held the little grooves left by the comb's teeth—perfect, 
chunky rows. She patted the crown of her head, smacking away the 
gray clumps of dandruff. She thought of Niño's lice, of his inability to do 
anything to get rid of it, and hit her scalp harder. 

She pulled her hair through a rubber band in two twists, then picked 
the book up off the bed, holding it with both hands. The cover had a 
close-up picture of a young Che, in his early twenties, sitting back and 
squinting at something far off in the distance. Could he see then the 
things he would do? How old he would look someday? She brought the 
picture closer to her face, so that it was only a few inches away. He 
didn't wear the beard yet; his skin was smooth and clear except in 
some rough places around his chin and upper lip. His hair looked clean. 
He had no wrinkles, and he wore a tie. 

There was something—not exactly a knock—at her door, which scared 
the rooster out of his corner. He ran—claws tapping on the tile—first 
toward the entrance, and then, as if registering seconds later in his tiny 
brain that the noise came from just that place, away from it—flapping 
his wings, jerking around, running under Marielena's bed again. The 
rooster's frenzy had scared her more than the knock, but she 
immediately threw the book onto the bed, picked up the blanket, and 
put it back on top of the things in the box. She pushed the box under 
the bed with her foot, and it scraped along the floor. She heard the 
rooster's wing thump against the cardboard, panicking out of its way. 

She heard nothing when she put her ear to the door. She wanted to 
open it and see who it was, but she couldn't be sure it was a real 
knock, and she didn't want to call attention to herself by opening the 
door and seeing some neighbor—some old, bored widow, she thought, 
the kind the Comité recruits—across the street, sweeping. 
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She tiptoed back to the bed and grabbed the book—she could just open 
the door and start the walk to work early should any neighbors be 
watching from windows or porches. She slipped on her dusty sandals. 

When she stepped out, she crashed into Niño, who had been standing 
so close to the door that she wondered if he'd actually been leaning on 
it. 

—Damn it, girl! he said. He held her by the shoulders, as if he just 
saved her from falling down. 

—Why are… I thought someone was at the door. Niño, how do you 
know my house? She looked past him. An older woman across the road 
was in her front yard beating a rug. 

He smiled and his wrinkles peeked out from the corners of eyes. He 
wore a straw hat and he adjusted it on his head so that she could see 
more of his face. The sun was behind him, making him look very dark. 
The light shot through the weave of the hat, turning the straw gold. 

—I've seen you, he said. I don't live so far from here. 

He reached a hand toward her chest, and she almost backed away, but 
he was only reaching for the book. He pulled it down to look at the 
cover. 

—Excellent, Señorita, he nodded. One of my favorites. How did you 
know? 

She was about to say, I didn't, when the rooster ran under her skirt, 
out between her legs, past Niño, and into the street. She gawked at the 
bird, her eyes big, her mouth hanging a little open. The rooster pecked 
at the broken pavement, looking for something to eat among the 
shoots of grass springing up between the cracks. He flapped his wings 
as he ran, lifting himself off the ground for seconds at a time. The bird 
squawked, as though surprised he could fly. But he was too weak to get 
very high, and eventually he tucked his wings close to his body, settling 
for the chance to run farther than he had in months. He ducked his 
head and darted toward the old woman's yard. 

Marielena was almost crying when she started after it, but Niño put his 
hand up to stop her. He didn't touch her; it was a small movement 
meant to avoid any further attention, to keep her from trouble. But his 
eyes were wider than she'd ever seen them—the lines on his face hard—
and she was scared because she could tell he was, too. 

—You can't, he said. 

Marielena looked toward the rooster. The old woman stopped beating 
her rug. 

—Don't look at her, Niño said. She won't know which of us it belongs 
to. Look at me. 

Marielena stared down instead at her book and saw that her knuckles 
were white, her fingers like clasps on the hard cover, gripping Che's 
young face, the sweat from her hand leaving foggy streaks on his 
cheek. 

—Look at me, Niño said again. Then he said, clenching his teeth, 
Please. 

His hand still floated between them. It had odd brown blotches, like 
stains, on the palm, and was as broad as the tobacco leaves he worked 
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with. She wished she could ignore the yellow age spots on his arms. He 
let the hand fall to his side. 

—We should walk, he said. 

When she didn't move, he said, You need to walk with me now, 
Señorita. 

He offered her the crook of his arm, just as he had the day before. He 
wore an immaculately white guayabera. Marielena kept silent. She 
smelled soap on him and swallowed hard. Nodding slowly, she turned to 
close her front door. It clicked shut. She turned back to him and slid 
her hand along the inside of his elbow, resting her fingers in a nest of 
coarse black arm hair. 

They walked together in the direction of the factory. She thought to 
wave at the old woman across the street, but Niño's large frame 
blocked her from view. Marielena's sandals smacked the bottoms of her 
feet, punishing her with each step. She squeezed Niño's arm. 

—Are you O.K.? he said. 

—I don't know. 

He placed his free hand on hers, curling his fingers so that he kept her 
holding onto him. She was surprised at how smooth his hand felt; she 
had thought it would be rough from the years of rolling cigars. 

—You look nice for work today, he said. 

She almost said, Thank you, but she remembered she was wearing the 
same skirt as the day before. He rubbed the back of her hand with his 
thumb, the soft touch almost making her forget the spoiled-looking 
spots on his skin. Behind them, the rooster crowed so loudly that 
Marielena was sure the whole street heard. She listened as the bird 
scrambled away, down the street in the opposite direction, followed by 
a fast scraping noise that she recognized—a broom chasing after him. 
Niño squeezed her hand even tighter, and together they kept moving. 

Copyright © Jennine Capó Crucet 2009.

Title graphic: "Smoke Stack" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2009.

The Summerset Review Page 26 of 54



 

Roger MacGuff had been teaching violin lessons for six months when 
Abby's mother brought her to his studio at the United Methodist 
Church. She was ten years old then, with a rounded face and red hair 
cropped short around her ears. She wore a pair of kid's overalls the 
first time they met in the Sunday school classroom on the second 
floor. He told her to extend her left arm so he could measure it and 
tell her mother which size instrument to get from the music store 
downtown. 

As he did this, he asked her why she wanted to play the violin. She 
told him she'd seen a Chinese girl play on PBS and it "looked like fun." 
He wondered what the hell an eight-year-old was doing watching PBS 
after Sesame Street and Barney and Friends gave way to The 
NewsHour and other special events, like symphony orchestras and 
Evening at Pops specials. 

She was his most talented student. Their lessons were only supposed 
to last a half hour, but she'd beg to stay later, determined to play 
"Gavotte in G" without letting her fingers slip on the trilled notes. 
Eventually, the next student would arrive, sitting against the hallway 
wall with his instrument and a blank, bored stare, and Roger would 
have to send Abby home, where, her mother would later tell him, 
she'd go directly to her room and continue playing the song again and 
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again until the notes were smooth and perfect. She moved through 
the Suzuki Violin School books at twice the rate of his other students, 
and by the time she was twelve, she was playing with the orchestra 
class at the middle school, winning ribbons at solo and ensemble 
competitions, and was always the highlight of his studio's winter and 
spring recitals. Families of his students packed the sanctuary, and 
other children's grandmothers remembered her performance as much 
as those of their own. 

She always chose the most difficult piece in the book for her 
performances, which he'd cautioned her against at first, but quickly 
learned not to oppose. "Don't you think I can do it?" she'd ask, raising 
her eyebrows in a way that struck him as both precocious and highly 
manipulative, and that would end it. When she took the stage, she'd 
not only play it with perfect tone and skill, but with forcefulness and 
energy, her eyes sharp, biting her lip in concentration, leaning into 
each stroke of her bow, rosin dust puffing from the strings. He'd watch 
her from the front row, pride swelling in his chest. Usually, he held his 
breath as his students came onstage—little girls in fairy princess 
dresses, older boys in navy tuxes with pants that needed hemmed—
waiting for the inevitable squeal, the note held in not quite the right 
place, even though it wouldn't reflect badly on him. With Abby it was 
different. He could watch her as if he were at the concerts he and his 
partner, Stu, frequented at Severance Hall and the Ohio Theatre: back 
against the upholstered seat, leaning slightly to one side against Stu's 
armrest, smiling. 

Roger and Stu lived just down from the church, at the trailer park off 
Route 59 outside Ravenna, Ohio. Stu worked downtown as a host and 
bartender at Bar Ten; Roger moonlighted as concert master for the 
Cleveland Orchestra. Somehow, they'd managed to strike a balance 
between their lives, where Stu alternated on performance nights 
between going to the concerts and working the evening shift, having 
pizza and beer ready when Roger tottered through the door, 
exhausted, his bowtie crooked. They'd sit on the couch in front of the 
faux fireplace they'd had installed when they moved into the mobile 
home, watching the fiber optic flames waver and crack, Roger's head 
in the warm place where Stu's neck met his shoulder. They'd talk 
about Roger's students, the evening's concert, Stu's occasional duty to 
eighty-six drunk college students. "Sometimes I think having your job 
would be easier," Stu said one night. "Then I remember I can't 
whistle, let alone play a violin." 

"It's not easy," Roger said. He took a long sip from his bottle of Rolling 
Rock and glanced over at Stu, who was staring into the fireplace, 
entranced, fingering his short-trimmed beard. "It depends on who I'm 
dealing with, I suppose." 

Abby was one of the easy ones. He didn't need to say it. After she'd 
been playing about a year, his other students began to talk. They 
watched the way she carried herself, tall and upright, the violin case 
dangling in a loose, but firm grip, her Suzuki Violin School Volume 
Three under her arm. When she showed them the songs in it that she 
was playing, the rapid runs of sixteenth notes that covered the pages 
like armies of black ants, the kids' eyes would widen in awe, tinged 
with jealousy. He overheard two girls outside in the hall at the church 
one day, saying it "wasn't fair." What's not fair? he wondered. That 
she's good? Committed? He didn't like to cast aspersions on his 
students, to judge one as being above the other. But there was 
something about Abby that kept him glancing at his watch, counting 
down the minutes until one of his other lessons ended and she came 
through the door, beaming, her long red hair brushed over her left 
shoulder. 
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Stu agreed. He had seen her play every recital since she was ten and 
walked onstage with a bounce in the steps of her shiny patent leather 
shoes, an air of maturity, as if she belonged there and knew she could 
prove it. He called her Roger's golden girl. 

He couldn't quite pinpoint when it started, but sometime after Abby 
turned fourteen, he noticed something wasn't right. There was no way 
to trace it back to the first sharp note, the first tightening of her wrist 
as she practiced her vibrato. The first lesson when she'd rushed in 
late, flustered and flushed, her bulging book bag thrown over her wrist 
and dragging from her body at a hunched angle. The first time she'd 
forgotten her music. It was layers and layers of moments, he decided, 
of several lessons in a row where her lack of preparation was more 
than evident, as much from her poor performance as the way she 
squinted at the unfamiliar music, cringing as her fingers slipped on the 
strings. Her third position was sloppy. She'd never apologize for being 
unprepared, which irritated him—even when he gave her the stern 
warning that she was wasting his time, she just stared at him, her 
blue eyes void of any shame at all, and said, "O.K.," in a high, soft 
voice. 

Even more than her waning lack of commitment, Roger was bothered 
by the ways she tried to cover it up. If she made a mistake, she'd 
laugh nervously and say, "Shit, I've been messing up that part every 
day." 

He'd adjust his glasses and cross his arms over his chest. "You haven't 
touched that music in a week," he'd tell her. She'd cock her head to 
the side like a perplexed puppy, like she had no idea what he was 
talking about. 

Stu was quick to offer an explanation. "Maybe she's got guy 
problems," he said one night when Roger came home from rehearsal. 
"That can really hamper your performance." He needled Roger in the 
side with his fingertips, but Roger didn't respond. 

"She's not like that," he said. "She's level-headed, conscientious. 
Smart. At least she used to be. She never let that stuff get in the way 
before." 

Eventually, Roger reached the point where he had to call Abby's 
parents and find out what was happening. When her father answered 
the phone, Roger asked if everything was O.K. at home, if there was 
some better reason other than a newfound interest in boys to explain 
why Abby had started losing interest in playing. He said no, she 
seemed fine—at the most, a little distracted due to stress at school, a 
little more willowy than usual. He had, though, been getting on her for 
weeks about not practicing enough. When Roger told him how badly 
her lessons had been going, he said he didn't realize it had come to 
that. There was something hard and grating in his voice, each phrase 
separated with a long pause, a rush of exasperated breath into the 
phone. Roger felt guilty, knowing that as soon as he hung up, her 
father would be in Abby's room to deliver a lecture about her lack of 
commitment and responsibility. 

In the end, Roger decided Abby's sudden disinterest was due to 
something neither he nor her father could explain. Some teenage girl 
phase. But that didn't make this any better, and so he tried to think of 
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some way to bring her back. 

He decided to hold a recital. It was only October, and the traditional 
holiday program was still two months off, but he knew enough from 
his own teenage years that there's nothing like public exposure to 
snap you back from whatever fantasy you're trapped in. It would be a 
fall celebration, with pumpkins on the corners of the stage and 
garlands of cellophane leaves. The kids who'd just started playing 
would eat it up and the parents would go crazy and bring their entire 
extended families. Most of all, it would get Abby to return to reality, to 
realize that she'd be playing in front of people who remembered her 
performances, in front of her peers who envied and admired her from 
a distance. No matter what her motivations were for sacrificing her 
gift, nothing was worth that kind of humiliation. 

At her next lesson, he let Abby know about the recital. She plucked at 
the strings of the violin with her plastic glue-on nails as he talked, and 
her nose and forehead crinkled when he mentioned his plans. "Why?" 
she said. "It's not Christmas yet." 

He took her violin and started to tune it, pausing for a moment to 
listen to the pitch of the strings. "Well," he said, "I've gotten a lot of 
younger students this fall, and I just thought it would be neat if they 
got a chance to play for an audience." 

Abby kicked the toe of her sneakers into the carpet. They were 
expensive, he noticed, the kind of athletic shoes that were meant 
more for conveying an image than physical activity. She was growing 
out her hair, too, and wore giant silver hoop earrings and heavy blue 
eye shadow that reminded him of the makeup at a drag show that Stu 
had taken him to in Akron. "So it's a kids' show," she said. She raised 
her eyebrows, resting a hand on her hip. 

"Not exactly. Everyone's going to be in it. Even the kids your age." 

He handed the violin back to her. She shifted her weight to the other 
leg, her knee popping out a little, and stared at the floor, swinging her 
instrument back and forth, her thumb and forefinger wrapped around 
the thin neck. She leaned forward a little bit, adjusted the neck of her 
shirt. "Yeah, I guess that's O.K.," she said, and Roger couldn't help but 
notice a bite in her voice, something hard and resentful. 

He opened her book and flipped through it, looking for something for 
her to learn as a recital piece. He wanted to pick something 
challenging, something she couldn't fake her way through, something 
that would force her to rise back to her previous excellence. He 
stopped about halfway through and set it back on the music stand. 
"This is called ‘Humoresque in G Major'," he said. "Dvorak. I want you 
to play it for the show."

Her forehead crinkled at the name. "Is it supposed to be funny?" 

"No, no. Probably more witty than funny. It's supposed to have a 
lighter rhythm and tone. The title's a little misleading—it's not 
necessarily humorous, but…" He looked at the music, then back at her. 
"Fanciful. It's from the Romantic period." 

He watched Abby study the page, the jumpy bars of eighth notes, the 
tiny italicized directions beneath the staffs indicating tempo, 
brightness. She made a wide-eyed face and looked off to the side, said 
shit under her breath. "It's a hard piece," Roger said. "I know. But 
you're my best student, Abby. You can handle it. You just have to 
work at it." His mind quickly ran through the roster of his other 
students, and he realized that there were a couple of them who were 
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approaching or might soon surpass her. But for now, it was still the 
truth. 

"Why don't you try to play it?" he said. He knew it was going to be 
disastrous, but she had to understand what she was getting into, how 
awful it would be to get up in front of an auditorium filled with her 
parents, her friends' parents and perform. She gave him a look that 
clearly said, Are you fucking serious? and her mouth fell open a little 
bit. For a moment, she seemed terrified. 

He put his hand on her shoulder. He'd never touched one of his 
students before, but the move was instinctual, as if he'd do it to 
anyone in trouble, the women he'd never love, the children he'd never 
have. He felt her arm tighten, and thought he heard her draw in a 
breath. "It's all right. It's the first time you've played it, and it's hard. 
But you'll get there. I promise. You just have to work. Hard." 

She craned her neck to the side and looked up at him with a hint of a 
smile. She raised the violin to her neck, and began to play, a rush of 
dragging, scraggly notes. He grabbed the tip of the bow with his 
fingers, and it grated to a stop against the strings. "No," he said, 
"don't play it so fast. Nice and slow. You can play faster later, but first, 
you've got to learn the notes and when to retake and replace the bow. 
Remember, it's a light song. Airy. Again." He let go, and watched her 
lean in closer to the music, moving note by note, measure by 
measure, hoping that was just how he'd get her back from wherever it 
was she had gone. 

"She seems like she's getting better," Roger told Stu one night a 
couple weeks later. They were sitting on the wicker loveseat on the 
porch of their mobile home, drinking beer and watching the occasional 
car kick up the limestone dust in the long road that extended the 
length of the trailer park. "I hope she is, anyway. Part of me thinks if 
she's not, she'll get what she deserves—but then I feel a little guilty, 
you know? Like I'm setting her up." 

Stu was smoking a cigarette, and blew a long stream of smoke over 
Roger's head. He prided himself on being able to make smoke rings, 
like Cyd Charisse and Bette Davis, and puffed out a couple as he 
leaned over to look back at Roger. "Well," he said, "if she hangs 
herself, it's her own funeral. Tough love, darling." He made his fingers 
walk like tiny legs over to meet Roger's hand. "This is for her own 
good. If she can't get it now, she'll probably just quit and you'll have 
taken a real weight off her shoulders." 

Quit. Roger hadn't considered that. He could barely remember what it 
was like to not have her as a student because she'd joined the studio 
so soon after he set up shop. He realized it was irrational. But he 
couldn't help imagining not having a student who was so self-directed 
and disciplined, even if she no longer was, hadn't been for months. It 
was awful. In his mind, she was still Abby, the kind of student he'd 
dreamed of having in graduate school for music performance, when 
he'd decided he wanted to teach. He didn't want her to go. Maybe 
holding onto her the way she was would be better than not having her 
at all. 

The recital was a month away—the sanctuary at the church was 
already booked, the younger kids were buzzing about what pieces 
they'd chosen and the parents were already figuring out what their 
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children were going to wear for their first public performance. It was 
too late to put a halt on the whole thing. Too many people would be 
angry, and there was no good reason to cancel anyway. 

Stu narrowed his eyes and leaned backward, resting an arm across the 
loveseat's back, across Roger's shoulder. "You're not convinced, are 
you?"

"No." 

"Then wait. Wait and see how it comes out. She might surprise you." 

"I hope so," Roger said. He rested his head backward, against Stu's 
wrist, and watched the sun start to go down over the darkening ridge 
of trees at the far end of the park. 

For the next few weeks, it seemed to be working. Abby would arrive 
for her lesson, closer and closer to being on time, hand her instrument 
to Roger to be tuned. Roger recalled that in the past, she always used 
to arrive early, then sit in the hallway as he finished the lesson before 
hers, running a dust cloth over her violin, gritting her teeth as it 
squeaked between the fingerboard and the strings. It was a kind of 
care and precision he wished for now, but he saw his student as being 
in recovery, and knew that recovery was a long process whether it was 
from an illness or a bout of poor judgment and misplaced priorities. He 
tuned the violin for her, trying to avoid thinking about how she should 
be able to tune it herself by now, and there was always a long 
moment of awkwardness before the lesson began; Abby would open 
her music book, then stare at the notes, then to Roger, her eyes first 
lowered, then demurely raised to meet his. Sometimes she'd fiddle 
with her clothing, pulling at the bottom of her shirt, then looking back 
up, as if she were trying to stall the inevitable. And then she'd begin to 
play, and it wouldn't be great, but it would be good. For Roger, good 
was enough. For now. 

The week before the recital, Roger watched from the Sunday school 
room window as Abby's mother's minivan pulled up to the sidewalk in 
front of the church. He saw Abby get out, and then talk to her mother 
through the passenger window, her face drawn together, full of sass. 
She wore a short denim skirt and a red v-neck sweater, and seemed 
preoccupied with shaking her hair out, deliberately messing it up so 
the red curls fanned out around her face, frequently glancing at her 
reflection in the back window. Finally, she nodded and started to walk 
away from the door. Her mother honked the horn. She stopped. Abby 
listened for a moment, then rolled her eyes and opened the door to 
retrieve her violin case. The minivan drove off. 

It was ten minutes before Abby finally came through the door. "I'm 
sorry," she said. She was breathing hard, as if she'd just come running 
in from outside. "My mom picked me up late from school and there 
was traffic." He stared at her for a minute, trying to decide whether or 
not to say anything about seeing her mother drop her off, or the fact 
that there was never traffic in Ravenna. "I'm sorry," she repeated, and 
set to work getting out her violin. 

He had her start with a chromatic scale, working her way through the 
first position notes with a confidence that always started strong in her 
warm-ups, but dissipated as she moved into her longer pieces. When 
she finished, she opened her music book to "Humoresque" and 
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plucked at the strings, as if stalling for time before she had to begin. 
"You can start any time," Roger said. She looked at him uneasily. "We 
only have a week left," he reminded her, and she glanced away before 
bringing her violin to her shoulder, placing her bow on the first note. 

Her notes were sharp and grating, the tempo half what it should have 
been. Roger tried not to grimace, though he knew he couldn't help 
showing his disappointment. Even her stance at the music stand was 
sloppy, her shoulders slouching at an angle, her weight placed almost 
entirely on her right foot. Her face contorted in a struggle to follow the 
music, her lips pressed tight together, and he wondered if she felt any 
shame at all, for wasting his time like this, for wasting her own 
abilities. As she played the last note, holding it longer than necessary, 
he let out a sigh. 

She lowered the violin. They looked at each other for a minute, and he 
thought it seemed like she was taking in his frustration, drawing it 
inside her because she knew she played badly, knew she deserved it. 
"The recital," Roger said, "is in one week. You have your dress 
rehearsal next Saturday morning. You'll be playing for your peers and 
your family and your peers' families. And if you play like this—if you 
play the way you just played—" 

Abby's eyes were wide, big with sadness and another emotion, 
something almost tender, that Roger couldn't place, but felt. It was 
something swelling, like Stu running his hands down his arms, resting 
against him in bed. He kept his eyes on her, waiting for her to drop 
her head to the floor with the indignity he wanted her to feel. Instead, 
she clasped her hands together, her shoulders rising and falling, and 
kept staring up at him. "You got anything to say for yourself?" he went 
on. "This has gone on and on and on for over a month, and I just don't 
know what to do with you anymore. You're disrespecting me, your 
parents, yourself. What in the hell is wrong with you?" 

She flinched a little, and he immediately wished he hadn't chosen 
those words. "I'm sorry," she said. 

"Quit saying that. You're not sorry. You're not a bit sorry. You're—" 

She threw herself against him, her arms around his waist, lips 
straining against his. Her violin smacked against his leg, a tonal clunk. 
He stood there limply at first, unsure of what to do, preoccupied by 
surprise and the notion that a girl was kissing him, for the first time 
since he was sixteen or seventeen. Then, as if coming to, he pushed 
her away. She lost her balance and fell backwards onto the floor. 

Abby gripped the neck of her violin and stared down at the carpet, her 
lips sputtering. Roger fought with himself about whether to say he was 
sorry, whether to extend his hand and help her up. It wasn't the first 
time a woman had come onto him, and in all those other cases, it was 
easy to hurt them, to say he was very sorry and hoped someday she'd 
make a man happy. He wondered how he'd missed it, how Stu had 
been right all along. 

"I—" he said. "Abby—" He couldn't go any further. Before he had a 
chance, Abby crawled over to her violin case, locked the instrument 
away, and scampered out of the room. He watched her from the 
corner of the window for the next several minutes, as she waited for 
her mother to pick her up: leaning against a tree, arms hugged tight 
around her, the motions of her hands to her cheeks, wiping them on 
her jeans. 

He met Stu at Bar Ten that night for beer and BLTs, where he told him 
about what happened. "Get out!" Stu said. His face under the low light 
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of the table's glass lamp was incredulous, a stunned grin on his face. 
He reached across the table and slapped Roger on the arm, nearly 
toppling his drink. "She did what? That little minx!" 

"Stu, stop it. This isn't funny." For the hundredth time in the last four 
hours, the image of Abby on the floor flashed in his mind, her 
shocked, white face, the way it gradually filled with color. "I think I 
hurt her." 

"Nah." Stu swigged down the last of his beer, and motioned for the 
waitress to bring him another. "She's what, fourteen? She'll forget all 
about it. She's probably got dozens of boyfriends." 

"I don't think so." Roger thought about how strange she'd been for the 
last couple of months, how he'd attributed all of this to a genuine loss 
of interest in her instrument. It hadn't been that at all. Somehow, he 
knew that Abby hadn't forgotten what happened, that she wasn't 
already on the phone with a boy from school or doing her homework. 
He took the paper ring off his napkin and silverware and started to roll 
it into a scroll, rubbing it back and forth between his fingers. "There's 
just one thing I don't get," he said. "Why would she just keep playing 
so badly? Wouldn't she want to impress me? Or am I being egotistical 
to even think that?" 

"No, it's some kind of teen girl thing," Stu said. "They try to make 
themselves look stupid so boys will like them. She probably just 
wanted attention. I saw it in a Lifetime movie once." He kicked Roger 
under the table. "Good thing grown men don't do that." 

Roger pretended to laugh. He took a long drink of his beer, half-
listening to Stu talk about the drunk armory worker he'd thrown out 
for hurling a bottle at the TV during the Indians game, half-thinking 
about how wrong he was. Grown men did things that were just as bad. 
Maybe worse. 

Roger was surprised when Abby showed up at the recital hall for her 
dress rehearsal. He'd spent the morning trying to stay preoccupied 
with the younger kids who'd come, showing them how to walk out 
onstage with their music under their arms, to wait for Roger's signal to 
raise their instruments, to take a bow when they finished. But when 
she walked down the side aisle dressed in sweatpants and an 
oversized Akron U sweatshirt and sat in the third row, he lost his 
concentration. Instead of listening to the boy onstage play, he tried to 
script what he was going to say, how to handle the inevitable 
awkwardness. He made the student run through it a second time just 
so he wouldn't be shortchanged by Roger's lack of focus. In her seat, 
Abby had taken out a music magazine with a bare-chested man on the 
front, glancing up now and then as if looking to see if it was her turn 
yet. Finally, Roger let the kid go, and motioned for Abby to come 
onstage, hoping he didn't seem reluctant. 

Abby put her music on the stand and looked at him. She appeared 
tired, her face pale, and her eyes seemed naked without liner and 
mascara. "I'm ready," she said. 

She launched into the song with a long, down stroke of the bow, and 
he was stunned by how upbeat it sounded, how much richer the music 
was compared to when she'd played at the lesson. There was a 
dullness to the performance in spite of this, a wind-up mechanical 
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quality, but she was playing, and she sounded good, the best she'd 
sounded in a long time. Her face was calm, broken only by the 
occasional frown as she studied the notes, reaching a place that Roger 
imagined was giving her trouble. The recital is tomorrow, he thought. 
When she played for the audience, they would think she was decent, 
though not as good as in the past—Perhaps she's just having a bad 
day, those who remembered her from the past would think. But she 
could still do it, still walk away intact. Maybe still come back from this 
altogether. 

She held the last note for a perfect five seconds, then let it hang in the 
auditorium like the ghost of a bright light against a pair of closed eyes 
until it faded away. She looked up silently, waiting. "It was good," he 
said, standing up and walking back onto the stage. "Very good. If you 
practice very hard tonight, you can play very well tomorrow." He 
wanted to tell her to keep this up, to not sacrifice her ability on the 
altar of her bad decisions. He even wanted to tell her he was sorry. 
But it didn't seem appropriate. Not yet. Too much praise or repentance 
and he could send the wrong message entirely. 

She leaned to one side and brushed her hair back from her face. "You 
think?" 

"Yeah," Roger said. He smiled a little. "I think you're going to be fine. 
Let me just tune you up before you go." 

She passed the instrument to him, and he pressed the body to his 
stomach, turned the small pegs at the bridge, plucked the strings. 
Abby gazed over his head, around the high ceilings of the recital hall, 
as if she were searching for something, an answer written in the eaves 
of the stage. Roger gave the strings one last, reassuring strum. As he 
prepared to hand her the violin, his fingers brushed the back of the 
instrument, and he felt a series of grooves, jagged and strange, that 
didn't belong there. "What's this?" he said out loud, and Abby glanced 
back at him, the blood draining from her face. He turned the violin 
over. On the back, carved in thick block letters, was ROGER MACGUFF 
= FAG. The words glinted in the overhead lights of the stage. 

Abby's mouth fell open. He noticed her lower lip shaking, like she was 
going to cry, but no tears came. A veil of blankness fell over her eyes. 
"I—um—I…" She couldn't speak. Roger didn't know what he expected 
her to say, but only because he didn't know either. He felt cold inside, 
his head beginning to throb. "Please," she finally said. "Please don't—" 

"I think we're done here," he said. He shoved the violin at her and 
closed her music book. He was unwilling to watch her pack up, to 
study her movements for the slightest indicator of remorse, to listen to 
her beg him not to do anything about this. Instead, he walked offstage 
and into the green room, where he sat on a blue sofa, stared straight 
ahead, and tried to find patterns in the gold and navy patterned 
wallpaper until his next student arrived. 

That night, he called Abby's parents. He spoke with her mother, and 
told her that Abby would not be permitted to appear in the recital. 
When she asked him why, he held his breath. The glinting letters 
flickered in his head, and when a fresh burst of anger rose, he almost 
told her everything. Instead, he said that Abby wasn't adequately 
prepared, that she would do better to keep practicing the piece for the 
Christmas program. "But she's been working so hard," her mother 
said. She knew Abby hadn't been practicing enough and set aside the 
whole week to work on it. He told her he knew, that he could tell Abby 
had been working harder. But she wasn't good enough. "Next recital," 
he repeated, and said he knew she's had a tough time, it's better she 
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just sit this one out. He could hear the misgivings in her voice, the 
questions, but nonetheless, Abby's mother told him she understood. 
When he heard the phone click off, he knew he didn't have to say 
anything. The rest would be taken care of, all by itself. 

Copyright © Kori E. Frazier 2009.
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Summer is the easiest time to slip away—when they're drunk on 
Amaretto Sours and each other and they forget all about us. Nights like 
this, when the two of them are crowded up with company and the world 
is buzzing around them, my brother and I are like little lost boys, set 
free in a world full of magic and abandon. We see our parents and their 
party like a photograph of a celebration—all grins and grace—time 
stopped just before the moment it all falls apart. 

The fat moon is orange and the craters on the surface make it look like 
a jack-o'-lantern in the sky. It's July though, and the leaves and grass 
are thick and green and the night is swollen with little noises. Ash sifts 
down from burned up fireworks exploding in the park. The green and 
blue and whizzy white all used up and over with. That's how fast it all 
turns gray. 

We slip away—down the hill and through a patch of tiger lilies that look 
like little orange campfires, past horses that aren't ours, to a stand of 
trees in the way-back lit up with fireflies—so many of them it looks like 
all the stars have left the sky to roost in the tree limbs. We climb the 
branches and try to pluck a handful, hot and twinkling on our fingers. 
We could swallow them and make little galaxies in our empty stomachs. 
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We hear laughing from our house, so small and white in the distance. 
Dark silhouettes toss bottle rockets and swirl sparklers through the 
night, thinking they've caught a star on a stick. Making wishes in a 
panic. The yard fills with short-lived light and we're out under the 
forever, far enough in the distance to see how easily magic can die. We 
wonder if later, after their guests have stumbled away, our parents will 
call out to us. We're going to bed, be good, don't stay up too late. 

In the Milky Way Tree, a light, hot wind rolls the leaves against each 
other in a sound like a song from above a cradle. It's a whisper that 
goes back further than we do, further even than the dark silhouettes in 
our yard. Back all the way to the first days of this tree, the first time 
two leaves touched and the wind carried off their secrets on her back. 
Now, the tree is ancient and heavy with knowledge. Its arms are able 
to support the weight of our wonder and sadness. 

Two white cats from next door circle our pond. We follow them around 
the greened-over water and wonder, if our parents looked back and 
saw us, would they recognize us—yell, Get in here and go to bed. Or 
would they stumble over themselves in laughter, down another sour 
and rail about how the neighbor's cats look big as kids out in the 
distance. 

They mean well. They think they see the world around them as sages 
do, wizened with drink and time. We don't hold their helplessness 
against them. Enough times out the back door, down Tiger Lily Hill, 
through the Pasture of the Unknown Horses, and to the Milky Way Tree 
and we will find it: our portal into the other world. 

Over the tree line into the park, the finale booms. One last shot to 
make it all mean something. The horses swish their tails at the ash the 
way they do the flies. We hold our hands out to catch the ash like a 
bubble, try to nudge it back into the air without breaking it. Some 
things are tougher than you think. Most of them aren't. They break just 
like you thought they would. 

We sit on the bank of the pond, poke sticks in the green water and 
watch the party wind down like someone turning the volume lower and 
lower on the TV. Finally our parents go inside. Lights come on in the 
kitchen where our mother will be putting her glass in the sink. Those 
lights go off and a light comes on in the hall, then one in their bedroom 
where they will sleep it off until morning. No light appears in our room. 

We sneak up into the yard, like time travelers—peeking into their party 
without them knowing. We imagine we are in the photograph. Our 
parents, their heads slightly back with faces framed in laughter, hold 
drinks in one hand and stars in the other. Some of their guests crouch 
over a bottle rocket—flame suspended, anticipation hot in the air. 
Others sit in lawn chairs, gazing at the fireworks just visible over the 
distant tree line. We run through the yard, the only things in motion. 
We circle the burned spot in the grass where launch and applause have 
scorched the ground. We run between the lawn chairs, imagining we 
can obstruct views, elicit yells and calls of "shoo kid"—there is nothing 
but silence. 

Inside our parents are sleeping. Our father snores, thick noise like a 
bear and we laugh at hearing it through the closed windows. We sit for 
a moment, listening for the snoring to stop and for footsteps to begin 
searching the house for us. But our parents continue to slumber, and in 
the next room our little beds get smaller and smaller. After some time, 
my brother nods to me and I follow him back through the yard, back 
down Tiger Lily Hill, through the Pasture of the Unknown Horses, and 
again to the Milky Way Tree. Under the pumpkin moon we are out 
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across the nowhere, with our bellies full of stars, getting farther and 
farther away. 

Copyright © Amy Willoughby-Burle 2009.
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The affair started like this: 

He said to her, come and put your pussy in my hand. 

He being an old man, she did not take this seriously.

Because she did not take this seriously, he came over to her and put his 
hand on her breast. She being a young lady, with a young lady's 
sensibilities, pushed him away. He put his hand on her pussy and pressed 
hard with two fingers. She pushed him away again. He said, come on, I 
think you're excited. It feels hot there. She was excited and hot, but 
being a young lady, she was not excited and hot in the way he meant. 
She hit him on the head with the first thing that came to hand, which was 
a newspaper. He said, hit me again, that makes my cock hard. 

She said, don't you dare. 

Here, pussy pussy, he said. 

The affair continued like this: 

She came back the next day. 
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She was a young lady, but she was also his secretary. She was a writer, 
and so she was poor. She needed the money. She was actually fond of 
him, despite his old man eyes that were watery with clouds, his fat 
Persian belly, his shaking arthritic hands. He was a writer too. A good 
one. Not a great one. The same could have been said of his looks, 
considering his age. She liked that he was a writer, a published writer. 
She did not like being called pussy, or having her breast touched without 
being asked nicely first, but after thinking about it she was excited that 
another writer, a published writer, had come on to her. She also had not 
had sex for several months. At this time, she was ovulating. When she 
was ovulating, even an old writer would do, even an old married writer 
with cataracts, even a vulgar old married writer with cataracts who said 
here pussy. And she was fond of him after all. 

She was also curious as to what would happen. Being a lazy writer, she 
hated making up plots. In this case, she thought, here was a story in the 
making, and the plot would be written for her. All she had to do was take 
notes. Sit back and let it unfold. Just put the pussy in another writer's 
hand and let him do the work for her. He was more experienced. He 
would know how to make it interesting. 

So the next time he said here pussy, he got pussy. Then he got pussy 
without underwear. Then he put his fingers in pussy and made pussy wet. 
Then he could say things like fuck and cock and pussy and come, all in 
the same sentence, without being smacked on the head with a 
newspaper. 

She began to like the word pussy. She even began to think of herself as 
pussy. 

He started to call her pussy all of the time, instead of her real name, 
which was Laurel. He hated the name Laurel, he said, before eating pussy 
for the first time. After he ate pussy, the pussy ate him. 

After this turn of events, she said, wiping her lips off with toilet paper, 
remember the story about Puss 'n Boots? Puss 'n Boots tricked an ogre 
into turning into a mouse and then ate him up. Then Puss 'n Boots got all 
of the ogre's vast fortune. 

That's a nice story, he said. 

The next day in his study, he put pussy and fuck and cock and come all 
together, and this time not in a sentence manner of speaking. It wasn't 
bad at all, she said to him after he came, considering that he was old and 
arthritic. But the floor of the study had been hard. She had gotten dust all 
over her clothes. She had bled a little bit. She did not like the way he 
smiled, although she could not explain what it was about his smile that 
she did not like. She also had a view of the underside of his desk the 
entire time. Even though it was a two hundred-year-old desk that cost 
two thousand dollars, still she did not find the view to her liking. 

The affair ended like this: 

There was a wife involved in the ending. The wife was not pretty, and she 
was not young either, but she was very smart. Her smartness had 
something to do with why the affair ended. 

No, the smart wife did not catch pussy and cock and fuck and come all 
together one day. Not in a sentence. Not in a story. Not in the way people 
usually put pussy and cock and fuck and come and married man and 
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smart wife all together. 

The wife was rich, because she was smart. She invented things. People 
paid her a great deal of money for her inventions. The inventions, unlike 
those of many writers, were quite practical and usable. 

The old writer liked that his rich wife was rich. 

The rich wife liked that the old writer was old. 

So one day when Laurel asked him, do you love me? he said to her, I love 
my wife. Then why are we doing this? she asked him. She really wanted 
to know. She had become emotionally involved. She should have known 
better about endings involving married men and rich wives and cock and 
pussy, but she ignored what she knew. I like pussy, he said to her. I like 
it when my pussy comes. It's my pussy, she told him. So shut up, she 
told him. Is pussy mad? he asked her, laughing, his cloudy eyes opening 
very wide. Why do you love your wife? she asked him. Is her pussy nicer 
than mine? No, he said, your pussy is much nicer. It's just that…just that…
well. What? she asked him. Well, her purse is bigger, he said to her. He 
really said this as nicely as possible, under the circumstances. It was true; 
the wife's purse was quite big, and filled to the brim. Without her purse, 
I'm nothing, he said to her. So we really can't get caught. In fact, I was 
about to tell you we have to stop doing this kind of thing. I think she 
suspects something. We can't have that, can we? She said to him, Ah, the 
ogre can't lose his fortune. I see. Is pussy mad? he asked her, nicely, 
seeing that she was weeping. I'm not a pussy, you stupid old man, she 
shouted at him. Fuck you. She picked up the nearest thing at hand, which 
was her own shabby little purse, and threw it at his fat belly. It was so 
shabby and so light that it did not hurt him at all. 

The story ended like this: 

No longer a pussy, but a sourpuss, she quit working for the old writer. 
She resumed thinking of herself as Laurel. 

Laurel, being a writer, did what writers do when they have unhappy love 
affairs. 

She wrote. 

Not satisfied with the original plot and characters, Laurel tried to make 
the old writer sound cleverer than he had really been. For example, she 
wrote that he had read in the paper about a recently discovered letter 
written by James Joyce, in which he addressed his wife as "my one-eyed 
whore." The letter sold for a quarter of a million dollars. Laurel wrote that 
the old writer had called her "my one-eyed puss" after he had read this. 
But it did not really seem to fit the story. It was a decent idea by itself, 
but not really clever, and she was not a good enough writer to make it fit 
completely. 

Laurel then tried to make it sound more romantic. As if he had been in 
love with her, at least a little bit, for at least a little while. That he had 
called her my darling or baby or dearest heart, and that they had made 
love to each other tenderly. But it came out sounding sentimental and 
completely unbelievable. So she cut that, too. 

She then put some background into the story, trying to make it deeper 
and more believable, to explain why she had come when he had said here 
pussy, and why she had become emotionally involved even when she 
knew that the old writer was not in love. She went into a bunch of 
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autobiographical stuff about being molested in Catholic grade school, and 
having cold parents who didn't love her very well, and her father having 
an affair, and then something about Freud. She also wrote that she had 
loved pussy willows ever since she was a small child and that he loved 
pussy willows too and that was what brought them together in the first 
place, this mutual love of pussy willows. She even made him a blind opera 
singer instead of an old writer, and herself a plain and unattractive 
woman but with a beautiful voice, so that of course they were meant for 
each other, because he would fall in love with her voice and wouldn't 
mind that she was plain. 

Then she tried out several endings. In one, she ran away with him. In 
another, she ran away from him and broke his heart. In another, she ran 
away and did not break his heart, but he died of cancer. In yet another 
version, she put wife and cock and fuck and pussy together, with cock 
getting in major trouble for putting together cock and fuck and pussy, and 
pussy running away, with cock reconciling with wife by way of fuck. She 
even tried, for the sake of unpredictable endings, wife and cock and pussy 
and then pussy and wife and fuck and then cock shared equally between 
wife and pussy, with wife giving some purse to pussy since pussy was 
poor, and then cock with the cook, who made good cakes for everyone 
involved. 

But that also did not work out. It sounded melodramatic and completely 
unbelievable, was what some people told her when she showed them the 
story. They also said that the autobiographical bits, though quite well 
written, did not seem to fit the rest of the piece. Being a writer, she cared 
too much about what people thought, so although she very much enjoyed 
writing the last version, especially the part about the cook and the cakes, 
she tossed this ending away as well. 

She was grumpy for a few days. She ate ice cream bars, the kind with the 
chocolate on the outside and vanilla on the inside, bumpy all over with 
almonds and caramel. This did not help much in the writing way of things, 
but she did feel better. 

Then she remembered what she had thought about earlier. About putting 
pussy in the old writer's hand and letting him do the rest. Sitting back and 
taking notes. Writing about it later, with the plot already set out for her. 

So that is what she did. 

Copyright © Jennifer Oh 2009.
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Reviewed by Lindsay Denninger - 

Everything Ravaged, Everything Burned by Wells Tower 
    Stories
    Farrar, Straus and Giroux - March 2009
    ISBN: 0374292191, 256 pages, $24 (hardcover)

In his debut collection of short stories, Wells Tower 
does not deem himself fit to resolve the problems of 
his characters, demonstrating his understanding of 
the human way of life. His protagonists are in no way 
admirable, particularly smart, or stunningly 
attractive. They are cheating spouses, battling 
brothers, runaway children, and, most importantly, 
they are indeed real people. 
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Tower throws away the movie-star ending to peek—and that's all each 
story is, a peek—into the life as it is currently being lived. What Tower 
excels at is making the banal interesting: the stories, save for the titular 
piece about Vikings making their rounds of raping and pillaging (something 
which, come to think of it, can be thought as American), are invitations 
into lives that we somehow already know. Tower artfully depicts Middle 
America, focusing Everything Ravaged, Everything Burned in the homes 
and backyards of your neighbors. 

There is, of course, the tension of normality—the boredom, despair, and 
listlessness with living in a small town, a big city, the backwoods. Meals 
cooked, cans of beer consumed, violence and climax, but never a 
resolution. The glimpses into the lives of Tower's characters are that of a 
passenger's view on a train: a streaming glance into a scene as the railcar 
speeds past. There is never an end result, partially because Tower feels 
free, and rightfully so, to leave out the big picture. 

Each story progresses, the reader gets a sense of the action, and then it 
ends, nearly mid-sentence. Tower is a master of language, knowing the 
right words to highlight a young boy's disdain for his stepfather, or amplify 
a monotonous repetition of everyday life. In giving us these stories without 
true resolutions, it seems as if Tower is saying that even he, the master of 
his characters' destinies, would not even attempt to choose their fates. He 
leaves them in confusion because, well, that's just the way it is. 
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We are awarding a monetary prize and a complimentary print issue to the reader who 
submits the best feedback on a piece appearing in each issue of The Summerset Review. For 
information on how to submit your feedback, see our Guidelines page. We have awarded 
from $50 to $150 in past issues. 

For Winter 2009, we awarded a total of $100. For the current issue - running now through 
June 1, 2009 - the prize money is again set at $100. 

Award winners for the Winter 2009 issue
(each will be awarded $50 and a complimentary issue of our newly-released 

Volume Two):

Amy Hanridge of Pinetop, Arizona 
Linda McHenry of Bluffton, Indiana 

We want to thank all those of you who submitted entries. We recognize the investment 
you've made to read our publication and write to us. We sincerely appreciate the interest. 

Amy writes about Andrei Guruianu's story, "Body of Work" - 

Over half of the reported cases of infertility in the United States are male 
factor infertility, yet this half of the picture rarely gets painted. "Body of 
Work" is a moving story portraying a small part of what it must feel like 
for a man to be unable to give his wife a biological child. As someone who 
has experienced it personally, I know that infertility truly is an unseen 
blemish on a person. Andrei Guruianu’s piece depicts, through its brilliant 
use of the imagery of painting and of painting people’s imperfections, 
some of what the scars of infertiity feel like, and the story reveals some 
of the painful effects of infertility’s invisible marks. Thank you to Mr. 
Guruianu for his story. 

Linda writes about Kasandra Snow Duthie's story, "Where the Glazed Girls 
Go" - 

Only now, in my adult life, have I considered what perceptions my 
teenage "friends" had about me. I was the tag-along, invited because I 
lived next door to a popular girl. It was my saving grace. Invite my 
neighbor to a party, and I had to be invited also. It couldn't have been 
done properly any other way. Wyn was different on the outside, way too 
obvious to be ignored. She chose to enhance that difference with attitude 
and mystique, whereas I did everything I could to blend into my 
surroundings, pretend I didn't know so that my own pretense hardened in 
a frozen landscape. Caught between a rock and a hard place, a girl who is 
different has a hard time fitting into the cracks of society. 
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Literary Submissions 

Writers are invited to submit literary stories and essays of up 
to 8,000 words, and poets may submit up to five poems. 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. For prose pieces, be sure 
you specify whether your piece is fiction or nonfiction. 

Though email submissions are greatly preferred, you may 
alternatively submit in hard-copy by sending to 25 
Summerset Drive, Smithtown, New York 11787, USA. We 
prefer disposable copies of manuscripts. 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. 

Excerpts of longer work 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. For the Spring 2009 issue, authors will receive 
twenty-five dollars at release time for their contribution. 
Starting with the Summer 2009 issue, all contributors will be 
compensated instead with a copy of an existing print issue 
from our archive. 

Writers retain all rights to their work. We request credit be 
given to The Summerset Review in the event the work is 
reprinted and was first published here. 

We nominate stories annually for various anthologies and 
awards, including Pushcart Prize, Best American Short 
Stories, and many others. 

Enter Our Free Fifty-for-Fifty Contest 

Anyone is invited to submit comments on literary material 
(excluding photo essays) appearing in the current issue of 
The Summerset Review. We award at least fifty dollars and a 
copy of a print issue to the person contributing the best entry 
over fifty words, and will include the comment in our next 
issue, along with the reader’s name and home town. (For the 
exact amount we pay each quarter, see the Fifty-for-Fifty 
Contest for Readers page.) We will withhold publishing the 
writer's name / home town if requested. 

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. Writing style is not critically 
important. 

The deadline for comments is two weeks before release date 
of the next issue. Issues are released on the 15th of March, 
June, September, and December. 

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. 

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. 

By offering this prize, we hope to increase the awareness and 
appreciation of literary magazines in our world and culture. 

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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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 1978

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

Glatt, Lisa A Girl Becomes a Comma Like That A novel published in 2004

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

Nadzam, Bonnie Moon Helmet From the Fall/Winter issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2007

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

Pope, Mary Elizabeth Divining Venus From the Spring issue of Florida Review, 2007

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

Reyn, Irina The Firebird From the Spring issue of Lit, 2008

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
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Schappell, Elissa Comet From Volume XI, Number 1 of Witness, 1997

Sellers, Heather Tell Me Again Who Are You? An essay from Fall/Winter issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2006

Shilling, Michael Black Celebration From Other Voices #43, 2005

Somerville, Kristine What the Heart Doesn't Know From Volume I, Number 5 of Many Mountains Moving, 1995

Tilghman, Christopher The Way People Run From the September 9 issue of The New Yorker, 1991
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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 Two of The Summerset Review. All 
questions must be answered and received by June 1, 2009. 

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. As Abby experienced in "Humoresque," did you ever find a talent of 
yours affected by a crush? Describe. 

2. What aspect(s) of life in a small Cuban town did you find yourself 
thinking about, after reading "And in the Morning, Work"? 

3. In "The Affair," discuss the use of the overall, repetitive-type 
narrative style. 

4. In "A Picture for the Wall," how obvious was the conflict between the 
newlyweds? Did it grow as the story progressed? Did it seem real and 
substantial? What do you imagine being in this couple's future? 

5. In "Out Across the Nowhere," are the lines: "Some things are 
tougher than you think. Most of them aren't. They break just like you 
thought they would." Consider what this means in the overall story. 
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Type Ctrl-F to search for a particular author's name.

      Kasandra Snow Duthie, Anne Germanacos, Andrei Guruianu, 
Alita Putnam, Gregory Sherl

Kara Mae Brown, Giano Cromley, Katherine Karlin, Susan Niz, Sarah 
Orton 

      Kevin Brown, Melanie Haney, J. M. Patrick, Joe Ponepinto, Ria 
Voros

Catherine Brown, Jack Cobb, Bill Cook, Allie Larkin, Naomi Leimsider, 
Didi Wood 

      Daniel DiStasio, Marko Fong, Sandra Maddux-Creech, Sandra 
Gail Teichmann-Hillesheim

Anne Corbitt, Julie Dearborn, John Hansen,
Scott McCabe, Thaddeus Rutkowski 

      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
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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

     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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