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With the exception of incoming submissions here, the majority of 
my reading is focused on literary journals and the varied styles and 
voices found there. For years, I haven't really preferred the longer 
stuff—novels and what-not. But I took a bit of a dive into my 
archives this August to reread a number of full-length works I 
appreciated in the past, and was happy I did. Do you ever reread 
books or shorter length pieces you've enjoyed? Here is a sampling 
of where I went this summer - 

"Colony Girl" - by Thomas Rafiel (Picador, 1999). The story of Eve, 
a teenage girl in a religious colony, written in first person, yet by a 
male author. I found the voice very convincing, and this 
personality very likable and interesting. "I looked behind and saw 
my shadow, stretching ten miles down the road," Eve tells us. "The 
farther I walked, the farther it went in the other direction." 

"Last Things" - by Jenny Offill (Dell, 1999). Younger than Eve, 
Grace is eight years old, has that enviable child's imagination, and 
is exposed to quite a stirring of views and thoughts and systems of 
others. "I had an idea that someday I'd be driving down a road 
somewhere and someone on the radio would start talking to me," 
Grace says. Her friend Alec has a Room of Everything Good. Her 
mother uses a secret key to encrypt her writing. Her neighbor, 
Edgar, is sixteen and a boy genius, working downtown in a 
laboratory studying poisonous molds. 

"Living Dead Girl" - Tod Goldberg (Soho, 2002). Yet another first 
person story, this one narrated by a man, Paul, who is looking for 
the wife he has separated from. He brings his girlfriend with him to 
a cottage he had shared with his wife up north, and the novel 
brings the reader into a mystery of sorts—a whodunit. Paul says, "I 
am haunted by every person I have ever loved." 

I hope these words inspire you to crack open work you loved in the 
past as well. Below, we include our usual Lit Pick of the Quarter, 
which we hope you'll equally appreciate. Happy fall! - JL 

Our Lit Pick of the Quarter may teach you a new word, or rather, 
a second meaning of a word you already know: agape. In the 
25th Anniversary Issue of Boulevard, Nos. 74 & 75, 2010, comes 
a story by Maya Sloan titled as such. A Christian Rock groupie 
follows her favorite band and its lead singer, and introduces us to 
a higher form of love. Here is an excerpt - 
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The stage lights hit his upturned face, and for a 
moment the spotlight made him look like he had a 
halo... and my whole body pulsed with Christ and 
Bradley, and I knew, with certainly, that it was agape. 
Beyond any worldly love, any material love, any 
human love, was Christ's love for me—his agape—and 
I finally felt it. For the first time in my life, it wasn't 
just a slogan printed on a bumper sticker on the back 
of an SUV, it wasn't a word across a coffee mug. It 
was something real, something I could reach out and 
touch, something I could slide my hands down, 
velvety and immaculate. It was something I could ride 
like a wave.

Does anyone know the location at which our cover graphic was 
taken? Identify the place and we'll tell you if you are correct. Email 
your answer to editor (at) summersetreview.org. Hint: It's a sweet 
shop. Click here to go back to the cover. 

Theme graphics this issue - "Diamond Plate" 
Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2010.
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The sound of steel hitting steel twitched my head right. Fifty 
feet away, cellblock 3A's door clanged shut behind Reverend 
Henderson. From my seated post at the back row of the 
Television Area, I followed the tall gray-suited man striding 
toward me and 3A's fifteen inmates planted in chairs facing 
the screen. Zero juvenile heads turned. We had just 
completed Sunday breakfast and were watching an action 
movie—the detainees' only option. No cards. No ping-pong. 
No socializing. No dashing around the courtyard. Near the 
door, my lone coworker, Newton, a confident man in a 
football jersey, noticed our visitor and shut off the television 
from his seat at the Console, a metal and fiberglass desk with 
a panel of knobs and switches. Newton and I were Children's 
Attendants—guards without uniforms, badges, or weapons at 
Chicago's 500-cell Cook County Juvenile Temporary Detention 
Center. 

Certain inmates were charged as adults with carjacking and 
first-degree murder. The facility had already housed some 
infamous Chicago children—Robert "Yummy" Sandifer, at age 
ten and eleven, who later would be sought for the 1994 
murder of a teen girl, killed by mistake in a gang shooting. 
Days later, authorities located Robert facedown-dead in a 
pedestrian tunnel and soon arrested two older teen brothers 
from Robert's Gangster Disciples, alleging that they killed 
Robert so that he couldn't spill to police their putting him up 
to the shooting. That same fall, a ten- and eleven-year-old 
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dropped a five-year-old boy to his death from a housing 
project window fourteen stories up because he and his older 
brother refused to help them steal candy. In 2002 would 
come fifteen-year-old William Ligue storming Comisky Park's 
baseball field with his father to tackle and pummel the Kansas 
City Royals' first base coach during a White Sox game. When 
cell phone footage in September 2009 showed a mob of teens 
beating sixteen-year-old Darrion Albert to death with wood 
planks on his foot journey home from school, fellow sixteen-
year-old Eric Carson would be identified and brought here, 
having already been incarcerated but exonerated on an adult 
charge the previous spring. 

The screen flashing blank induced no response from the boys. 
Attendant Newton looked down at the Console while Reverend 
Henderson stared ahead at those seated in the TV Area. I 
watched them both, though. This Special Program was new to 
me. Henderson rounded a glass wall partition and breezed up 
the five rows. He stopped at the darkened screen and 
thumbed open a Bible. I tried to catch his eyes but he 
glanced at the pages and then at the boys. The man showed 
no joyous vibe of opportunity, but rather an unfilled stare. 
Little changed when he opened his mouth and read from the 
Bible and started preaching. 

Minutes into the sermon, the Reverend frowned at a slim 
inmate in the second row. "Young man, please step out." 

My perch against the back wall allowed me to monitor every 
inmate at every moment and police any conversation. I 
hadn't seen this kid or any kid, many of whom equaled me in 
size, do anything wrong. Given everyone and everything 
sitting in front of me, I was happy. 

"You said the same thing last week," Lamar groaned, tipping 
his head forward. 

"Young man, I said when I started that everyone has to stay 
awake or you'll have to leave, so you need to step out." 

Lamar, fifteen years old in wrinkly jeans and a baggy red 
sweatshirt, shifted in the lime-green armchair, one not solely 
plastic-coated fiberglass, and twisted his upper body to me. 
His face made furrows and ridges. "Is he staff?" 

Our guest indeed drew no paycheck from Cook County. Still I 
urged, "Just sit up and listen. It's not gonna hurt you to pay 
attention." 

Like Lamar's chair, many TV Area seats were comfortably 
soft, perhaps deliberately, to foster inmate sedateness. 
Napping there violated no rules of ours. In truth, I would 
rather the juveniles have drifted into sheep-counting realms, 
never causing me to worry about them talking or brawling. 
But Reverend Henderson set his own rules. 

Propping himself higher and straighter, Lamar's head leaned 
to one side as if resting against an invisible wall. This 
semblance of interest satisfied Reverend Henderson enough. 
He returned to the sermon. Lamar stayed put and I 
congratulated myself for moderating the dispute. Being a 
Children's Attendant could be summed up as Conflict 
Observation and then Conflict Resolution. Conflict between 
juveniles. Conflict between juveniles and me. Conflict 
between my coworkers. Conflict between my coworkers and 
administration. And now, conflict between a sullen juvenile 
with spongy hair and a volunteer preacher whom I thought 
was screwing up mightily by not preaching to an exclusively 
volunteer audience removed from the cellblock. Four years 
earlier as a local Bible college senior, I was an unpaid 
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counselor at this very jail, gathering willing inmates, a few at 
a time, and walking them to visitation rooms down the 
bricked corridors for Scripture lessons. My participants never 
lost consciousness. I relished those friendships such that after 
grad school in my native Texas, longing for the real world's 
real people with real problems, I quit academia to be a full-
time Children's Attendant back at Chicago's juvenile jail. 

Retaining their street clothes, Lamar and every other juvenile 
"on Intake" had just been arrested and were waiting for a 
judge to indict them or free them. If indicted, they would be 
assigned to one of our twenty-seven regular cellblocks and 
outfitted in trousers (khaki, gray, or blue) and a white T-shirt 
with one of three birds (a cardinal, an oriole, or an owl) 
emblazoned on the front—jailbirds. This cruel irony had 
lingered for decades, but a year earlier Cook County excised 
an even crueler one by repainting the facility's ink-black 
exterior a snowy white. Three-quarters of our inmates were 
black; no longer were we a black jail full of black kids. 

Reverend Henderson, black like most of them, frowned down 
at the middle of the boys. The first row was a couple of yards 
away from him. "Okay, son, you need to leave right now!" 

Several minutes had passed, and Lamar must have closed his 
eyes again, although his head wasn't slumped forward or 
backward, so I couldn't tell whether or not he had nodded off. 

Sighing, Lamar erected himself without another full glance of 
his craggy face my way to protest his second 
excommunication. I wanted to command Lamar back into his 
soft seat and remind Reverend Henderson that like his 
congregation member stated, he wasn't a compensated staff 
member and that I wielded final say in where juveniles sat 
and whether they slept. Lamar bolted from the TV Area, 
though, before I could redirect him. He slumped into a hard 
plastic chair at a table near Attendant Newton and the 
Console. Newton said nothing to Lamar, perhaps assuming 
that I had kicked him out for talking. Lamar plunged his face 
into folded arms. 

I refocused on Reverend Henderson—the most formally 
dressed volunteer I'd ever spotted in the jail. I wondered if 
Henderson had orchestrated his black shoes reflecting the 
overhead fluorescent lights and the burgundy tie matching 
the handkerchief in his jacket breast pocket as part of his 
homily—the glossier his guise, the more inmates would 
believe what he said. 

Aside from television and meals, a weekend sermon from 
Reverend Henderson was all Lamar and the other civilian-
clothed 3A juveniles could anticipate. They could not take 
part in weekend Protestant and Catholic chapel services. 
Leaving the block only for court appearances and medical 
attention, Intakers missed more than church. No school. No 
recreation. Even bathroom breaks on 3A were scheduled for 
the whole group, not whenever a single juvenile requested as 
on the regular cellblocks. Whether or not they and their 
alleged crimes appeared in block-lettered Chicago Tribune 
headlines like some of the inmates I met, few juveniles spent 
more than a week on Intake, similar to Lamar whose judge 
probably had already evaluated the evidence against him, 
decreed it non-incriminating, and exonerated him. Thus 
caseworkers never transferred Lamar to a regular cellblock, 
and he was waiting for mom, dad, or legal guardian to claim 
him. If no one showed within seven days, caseworkers would 
designate Lamar to the Illinois Department of Children and 
Family Services. One Intake staff dubbed such limboed DCFS 
inmates: "wasted sperm" because "nobody wants them." So 
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Reverend Henderson rarely encountered criticism like Lamar's
—for preaching an identical sermon on two consecutive 
Sundays. 

With Lamar anathematized, Reverend Henderson explained 
that no one paid him for his time with us, but thankfully last 
night his limousine fleet had cleared almost a thousand 
dollars. God's "blessing" thus freed his Sunday mornings "to 
teach you brothers the Word of God, so you can be obedient 
to God and live righteously and successfully. My father told 
me: ‘Son, you're killing time and pretty soon time will kill 
you.' Like many of you, I didn't listen to my father and 
mother. Now that I'm fifty-seven years old, I know what he 
meant. My body holds two bullets." From his Bible he drew 
yellowing folded papers—court notices and legal documents. 
Lifting them near eye-level, Reverend Henderson said he had 
been locked inside the facility ours had replaced twenty-five 
years earlier. Then he served hard time at adult jail and 
prisons. "The other day, I saw a man in a wheelchair trying to 
wheel himself up a hill in the cold and wind. I can't help but 
think that the man was being punished by God." Unless the 
Reverend resided in the far northern suburbs near Wisconsin, 
Chicago is hill-less. He added that his aunt lived in a mental 
health institution. "You don't want to be punished by God 
too." If 3A's inmates would "live righteously while still of 
sound mind and health," they could be spared God's fire and 
brimstone here on Earth. 

No one in Henderson's congregation squirmed. God's 
punishment wasn't scaring anyone. Maybe they already felt 
justly punished in their young, sad lives. But Reverend 
Henderson's sermon stimulated me like smoky Sumatran 
coffee. If God flogged us down every time we strayed, dear 
Reverend Henderson, why weren't we all cramped into 
wheelchairs and atrophying away in psych wards? I glanced 
to the Common Area. Lamar's head still lay on the table by 
the Console. The TV Area inmates in front of me sank deeper 
into their seat cushions, staring past the six-foot man who 
went on: "Ask and it shall be given to you; seek and you shall 
find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you." I heard 
Reverend Henderson's feet slide on the floor, reading Jesus's 
words from the black Bible. "Ask God to meet your needs, not 
your gang leader. Whatever you wanna be, a doctor, a 
lawyer, a teacher, a carpenter, a businessman, a politician—
ask God for it! Young men, I want you to be successful. God 
wants you to be successful! God wants you to be the lender, 
not the borrower. He wants you to be the landlord, not the 
tenant. We've got some future millionaires right here in this 
room!" 

No kid budged. The idea of becoming a millionaire enthused 
no one. All idled spiritless, as Lamar had. They just weren't 
snoozing. I thought of our Behavior Management point 
system applied on the regular cellblocks—a myriad of 
interventions to quash misbehavior and elicit good behavior. 
Reverend Henderson's stimulus wasn't yielding the desired 
response in these boys, nor in me because I pondered 
lurching up and shouting: So Reverend, famished people in 
Angola shoo flies from their mucus-caked nostrils languishing 
in line for a bowl of high-protein gruel, and our fellow 
Chicagoans freeze themselves ashen on Lower Wacker Drive 
because voices warn them not to check into Pacific Garden 
Mission, but God wants the rest of us to summer in a Loire 
Valley chateaux? Saint Peter obviously forgot to ‘ask and seek 
and knock'! I doubt many denarii tumbled from his pockets 
when a crucifixion mob flipped him upside down! 

Henderson solicited hands from boys "willing to give your life 
to Jesus and go to church" when released. Four threw up a 
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palm, bowed their heads, and murmured through a recipe 
forgiveness prayer with him. As with the sermon, I heard 
nothing about the cross of Christ and the heavy cross he 
demanded that his followers live with on their raw, bleeding 
backs. Henderson's cross consisted of balsa wood—hollowed 
and stuffed with greenbacks, a cross he twirled like a 
cheerleader's baton. 

He stepped toward the door and a couple of inmates asked 
me for permission to leave their seats. I excused them and 
they followed Reverend Henderson. I hoped my questions for 
the Reverend were their questions. In a low pitch, as if he 
didn't want Attendant Newton at the Console to hear their 
exchange, Henderson conversed with the boys near the glass 
wall separating our block from the hallway. Framed in the 
steel-lined glass door, he scribbled on a note pad, then 
pushed through the door and left. The door banged and 
Attendant Newton dismissed Lamar to the TV Area. The two 
questioners followed. The three found seats among the other 
juveniles stirring as the television fired back up. I'm sure they 
hoped to finish the movie before the food cart returned, 
knowing that after lunch we would shut off videos and turn on 
the National Football League. And if the Bears were playing a 
night game, it would be tomorrow morning before the boys 
could watch car chases and explosions again. 

Another Sunday, I drew 3A but for the 2-10 shift. I arrived to 
see Reverend Henderson driving his entire congregation from 
the TV Area to the Common Area's meal table seats, where 
he'd banished Lamar. Maybe all the juveniles had dozed this 
time. Reverend Henderson usually waxed eloquent during 
traditional church hours. Perhaps a serendipitous hundred 
dollars whisking a dignitary to O'Hare Airport that morning 
proved too tempting. Each chair near the Console and 
Attendant Newton was fiberglass, coated with slick hard 
plastic—not nap-friendly like the sofas and various soft chairs 
in front of the television. The sermon cranked up and the 
message remained: God wants to bless you and make you 
rich. Lamar, the ‘wasted sperm,' was gone now, but correct. 
Reverend Henderson repeated himself. 

I stood behind the Console to greet Attendant Newton and 
sign the logbook documenting my arrival. Soon, a rangy 
sixteen-year-old with cornrow hair braids tight to his head 
caught my eye in his lean forward, elevating his haunches off 
his seat. He chopped his arms at the air near his face, "My 
mom was off livin' with her boyfriend! My dad was never 
around! My brother was locked up! No one took care of me! I 
was all by my damn self! If I hadn't learned how to use a 
gun, I'd be a dead nigger right now! Where was God then?" 

Reverend Henderson fell wordless and I wished he had 
relocated his pulpit sooner if that guaranteed challenges to 
his health-and-wealth agenda. The boy's question vexed me 
too and I was game for the Reverend's answer. Volunteering 
at the facility, I'd dreaded that very theological quandary and 
avoided reading my Bible study participants passages like: 
"He shall provide all your needs according to His riches and 
glory." What would I say to a kid demanding to know why 
God had permitted his mom to extension cord-switch him 
when he cried, and inject her arms with black tar heroin? How 
would I have established God as rich and glorious? After 
college and into grad school, it was reading Chicago's 
newspapers online about Robert "Yummy" Sandifer, about 
kids dropping kids from housing project windows, about all 
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the kids who God was taking such poor care of and leaving all 
by their damn selves that inspired my return to Chicago's 
juvenile jail. God had forgotten this fatherless boy with the 
cornrows and pistol, but I wouldn't. And even when the flesh-
and-blood reality of such a kid's life contradicted the Bible's 
certain dreamy assurances, and it was easier to conceive of 
God not being there after all, from the care and attention I 
would bless these troubled youth with, they would somehow 
believe in Him. They would believe that tomorrow had 
promise like I had at their age, when my life with two married 
selfless parents, home-cooked meals, and a big backyard with 
leafy oak trees and an in-ground pool was so plum that it was 
impossible for God not to exist. 

"God is the same yesterday, today, and forever," Reverend 
Henderson answered. His hands cupped the open Bible. "Give 
God a chance." He closed the Bible, rotated, and strode past 
the Console, exiting the cellblock and never calling heads to 
bow for prayer. 

Attendant Newton and I were still while the boys sat without 
moving for several seconds, until another kid complained 
about Henderson. Then Newton chimed, "Yeah, all the times 
I've seen him in here he's always talkin' about his limo and 
painting companies. But I've never seen him offer any of you 
guys jobs, or even bring in some job applications." 

Down the back of Newton's neck and onto the collar of 
another Bears jersey snaked a pencil-sized single hair braid, 
tied with a rubber band. We idled for more silent seconds 
before he pointed at a couple of boys close to the Console. 
"Okay, you two right here, stand up." They did. "Head to the 
TV Area." They did. Then Attendant Newton dispatched the 
remainder, two at a time, back around the glass wall to sit in 
front of the screen. 

I nodded at Newton. I had nothing to say. Then I stood up 
myself, trailed after the last two inmates, flipped on the 
television, and plunked down in the rear row. The angry boy's 
question about God, his mother, his father, and his gun had 
to wait. Maybe he would be stewing on 3A again next 
Sunday, and like Lamar, hear Reverend Henderson pontificate 
twice. 

Title graphic: "Visitor" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2010.
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      After a photograph by Terry Evans 
       "Great blue heron, Texas, 1922" 

Its neck recurves 
like a ladle handle 
bends into its breast: 
a still-life arabesque 

* 
Stunned flat 
in the camera's 
extravagant explosion 
light is redoubled: 

* 
into all herons I can recall: 
      specters around the bend 
      fog coalescing into wings 
      petroglyph tracks in mist 

* 
and now paper edges 
   squared sight of a heron 
   frozen. Also borders are: 
   my eyes as I multiply 
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Two identical doves squat 
in the pine, plump squabs. 

One feeds a morsel to the other, 
foreplay before fluttery mount. 

Then they regain composure. 
Smooth their silken vestments. 

Nightfall they roost side by side. 
In dawn glow they doze. 

Within pale fluff one of them 
holds a tiny cup of yolk. 

Like once I was held. 
And now you. 
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Like the cherm or charm of finches, so the skulk of foxes 

confounds the twilight. Step-sidling, their auburn pelts shift 

into shadows. Like cats they stalk mice. Lanky legs turn black. 

Vertically slit eyes catch last yellow sunlight and hold it steady. 

Their lush tails follow them, bobbing guidons on patrol. 

They den down the block, under the neighbor’s lumber shed. 

Tomorrow they might turn into fancy stoles or tricksters. 

They might turn into ragged coyotes and grin at gardeners. 

They could be a skulk of thieves, crouched. Or malingerers. 

Under mulberry shrubs they sense human presence. Pause. 

Flicker into peripheral vision. Then softly scatter. 

But never vacate. 
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The tiny apartment was ours. It contained turpentine and tubes 
of oil paint, replete bookshelves spewing novels onto the floor, 
faded T-shirts, knit scarves, and well-preserved LPs. There was 
also a bed, a stove, an easel, cupboards, light bulbs, three 
tables, and our bodies. We ate Thai food at midnight, talked 
about existentialism before bed, loved each other, ignored each 
other, expected too much from each other, and did everything 
at once. 

"Do you love me?" he asked abruptly, his head in the 
refrigerator, poking at emptiness and containers of hummus. 

"I think I want to." From my niche on the couch, I tried not to 
look at him. In our small, spare home, the living room and 
kitchen were open, and privacy was absent everywhere except 
behind the bathroom door. 

"Go ahead." 

"It's not that easy," I said. 

"Nobody's stopping you." He arranged magnets on the retro 
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white refrigerator. At Quimby's bookstore he'd bypassed the 
poetry magnets, calling them pretentious, and picked up a box 
of brightly colored letter magnets, the kind children used for 
spelling. Since there was only one of each thick, plastic letter, 
we could only spell out simple ideas. HI. BYE. CAN. WON'T. 

"That's the point," I said. 

"What's the point?" 

I stopped typing. "No one can make you love someone. It's a 
miracle." I remembered something. "Did you pay the electric?" 
He was notoriously late with deadlines. The apartment had 
darkened once when I was halfway through a shower, lavender-
scented bubbles running down my eyes and me groping for 
soap and towel and light switch while slipping in the stall. The 
bruise from the slam of my elbow on the faucet handle lasted 
two weeks. 

"I believe in miracles." His fingers pushed the magnets into 
forming NO and FAITH. I expected the lights to blink out just 
then, to whir and then snap off, but nothing happened. 

"Wanting something doesn't make it happen." My fingers itched 
to return to the keyboard. 

He leaned against the wall, brick rubbing his back. "It does if 
you want it badly enough." 

I did love him, but I didn't want to. We loved each other, and 
maybe we didn't want that either. It was so easy to be in love, 
but so difficult to love him. I couldn't distinguish his feelings at 
any given moment, and the slight variations in tone that usually 
indicated mood were absent from him, replaced with a terse 
seriousness. His life as an artist was one of ideas and emotion, 
but it didn't involve the necessary mundane intricacies of life, 
the paying of bills, the changing of batteries, the vacuuming of 
littered floors. We lived in something akin to a theater set, a 
Hyde Park apartment that staged a pretty painted forest with 
plastic apples, rehearsed lines, and dramatic action. His world 
belonged to a powerful dream where art breathed from life, 
humanity trounced politics, economy was irrelevant, and 
comforting isolation beckoned. A dangerous world. 

He watched me every morning as I dressed. Groomed. 

"You're not pretty." It was a statement, not an accusation. 

"Fuck," I said. My knee banged against an oak corner. The 
bedroom was large enough only to fit a bed, mirror, dresser, 
and petite closet where his Diesel jeans fought for space among 
my J. Crew sweaters. The bed faced the door, which, without 
room to close it, we always kept open. "I know," I responded to 
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his observation. Don Juan he wasn't, but I had never had 
delusions about my looks. Fine, but nothing near gorgeous. Pale 
cheeks, limp cobalt eyes, tiny bow lips. I was no Venus on a 
shell. 

"But your face is interesting. That's better. You make people 
work for it." 

"For what?" I slipped pearls into my ears. 

"For finding the truth in beauty," he said, detached but also 
intrigued, lifting his torso from the bed, propping himself with 
an arm. 

I liked hearing him talk like this, so different from my co-
workers who chatted about the RBIs of Cubs players and the 
best martini bar, so different from my parents who carried on 
about the price of gas and vegetable stew. He made me believe 
in the power of intellect, the parsing of the ideas we carry, 
forming the amorphous perspective with which we create 
reality. I sat beside him, looking at his angular face in the 
morning shadow, the high cheekbones, pointed chin, isosceles 
nose. "Will you paint me?" We had this debate once a week, 
where I asked him for a portrait, and he refused—advance and 
retreat, a conversational tango. 

"No. I only do nudes." 

"You don't want me to pose nude?" I joked, slowing my 
buttoning of a rabbit hair cardigan. 

"I won't paint you nude. I keep my work and private life 
separate. Most people do, or try to. If I were a surgeon, I 
wouldn't be allowed to operate on my family members." He 
sighed, suddenly exhausted though he'd just awoken. 

I didn't say that for some reason, art seemed different, a closer 
more personal career, and, therefore, the normal rules didn't 
apply. I kept quiet because I couldn't list valid reasons for why I 
felt that way. 

He continued, "My subjects cease being people. They're bodies, 
color, shapes cut by light. They don't mean anything aside from 
aesthetics." He squinted at the light dancing in through the 
blinds. 

"There are plenty of times when people are only bodies." 

"Yeah." He dropped back onto the mattress, fingers teasing the 
seams of the pillowcase. "Those are the worst times." 

"So what does that mean about your work? You're painting 
people at their worst times?" I hadn't thought it was a serious 
question until I asked it. 

"I don't do school portraits," he said. "I'm not asking for collars 
and cuffs and shined white teeth, babies sitting on big colorful 
blocks, or a family posed on antique chairs." His narrowed eyes 
turned into a joke as he mimicked the wide grin of a cheesy 
studio portrait smile. I laughed, an easy response that lifted me 
from the hook of real reply, and squeezed out of the room. 
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He fell back asleep and I walked to the station and boarded the 
train, ignoring the gaze of all the other bodies that crowded 
around me at rush hour, pressing and insistent. 

Was he really indifferent to his models? It seemed impossible. 
His subjects ranged in size, shape and color. Curves, flesh, 
muscle, vein, and bone, vibrating with contained emotion. 
Mostly women, but occasionally men. The colors he used were 
never pure—red, gold, and blue in the peach hue of skin, purple 
and brown embedded in flaming orange hair. His figures 
resembled those pear bodies of Matisse paintings—sumptuous, 
vibrant brushstrokes, the bold enigmatic colors of Les Fauves, 
the sensuous curves of a lovingly outlined figure, the impression 
of relaxed decadence. The bodies were bereft of close detail—
lounging in chairs, sunning by rivers, each mark a wide swathe, 
inexact but celebratory. They were not people, but creatures 
under watch, directed on a set. 

He was right; the body mattered, not the person. Displayed in 
the painting was humanity, not the subject. Yet how could he 
look at his models that way, with a focus that could sear skin, 
and not be moved? In truth I knew that everything affected him
—his fingers tightened when he read the paper, his cheeks 
pinked at the chili pepper he kept on his tongue after ingesting 
curry, his ears imbibed notes as his head danced to music—and 
his art could be no different. Perhaps that is the artist's curse, 
to feel everything with fervor, to be consumed by everything. At 
one gallery exhibit's opening night, while he talked to artists 
and art collectors, I stood transfixed by a piece of digital art, a 
film on a three-minute loop, where, in crayon-box colors and 
the graphics of a cartoon, the world continually built up and 
then burned down. 

One night, a couple of months after we began living together, I 
woke to metal clangs. It was three a.m. and I needed to wake 
in four hours and gulp caramel espresso and commute to my 
job copyediting at the Tribune, things he couldn't begin to like 
or understand. His bedside was rumpled but empty, and light 
shone from the living room. I sat up and squinted, my pupils 
adjusting, and I looked down the hallway to see him crouched. 
Black paint smeared the floor, spilled, smashed in angry 
diagonals on his shirtless back and grey boxers. He was 
attacking the brick walls with thick brushes, and his hair 
mingled with sweat above his eyes. 

I rose and joined him, careful to avoid puddles of color. "What's 
going on?" 

He only bothered to turn for a second. "Can't sleep." His sleep 
patterns were always off, something for him to chase rather 
than regulate. 
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"It's a bit dramatic." 

"I've been thinking. We need to redecorate." And he kicked up a 
small can of Forest Fern, splattering the ceiling and furniture 
and me, everything in sight, with a thick green rain. He put 
Siouxsie and the Banshees on the record player, regardless of 
the neighbors. 

"You're crazy," I said, only a second before he handed me a 
container of Ocean Wave and I upended it, hands flinging 
upward like a triumphant gymnast sticking a landing. I'd never 
felt so glad to cover myself in a cornflower blue mess. And for 
the next few months we called our furniture Pollacked, though 
our splotches had no intent. 

That was what I loved about having fallen for an artist–a free-
spirited will I assumed artists bore, a willingness or need to 
alter all the rules that I believed kept the world stable and neat. 
He turned off all the lights except a tiny desk lamp and I picked 
up strange objects to silhouette—a bird cage, microscope, 
bicycle wheel, model whale skeleton—and he painted their 
outlines on the walls. We made love and mingled colors. We ate 
marshmallows at dawn and fell asleep on a sticky couch. 

What night was that? I can't recall, though I was the one always 
pinning things down, filling in lines of lists and squares on a 
leather planner. He remembered days, like attending a reading 
on Thursday or buying supplies on Saturday, but not dates, 
numbers, schedules. We might agree to see a documentary and 
sometimes I'd return to the apartment, having been stood up. 
He'd be on the floor reading or working on something, 
apologetic after I confronted him, without recollection that we'd 
made plans at all. He abhorred graphs, lists, agendas, and while 
he did write things down, he wrote on scraps of paper he 
shoved into crinkled pockets or stuffed folders, so carelessly 
handled and easily misplaced. He knew when he was hungry 
and when he was tired and when he needed to paint. Anything 
else was miscellaneous, a reality TV show he didn't care to 
watch. 

So he forgot when I had meetings or doctor appointments or 
DVDs due or phone calls to make. He got late notices on bills, 
ignored bank warnings and extra fees while out buying another 
cocktail. Had he picked up a guide to being bohemian 
somewhere when he went to college at Berkeley? Did it allow 
only so many possessions, only listening to underground bands, 
and the shunning of responsibility for the sake of non-
conformist rebellion? I started to wonder whether the way he 
acted was really his personality or what he supposed the 
personality of an artist should be. But I tried to push that 
thought aside, because I didn't want to consider which one I 
had fallen for. 
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I glanced up from my issue of Glamour as he leaned on his 
elbow against the windowpane, his eyes squinting into the light. 
We often stared through the big glass rectangles from our 
seventh floor, sometimes taking turns, sometimes together. 
Maybe to escape the confinement of the apartment, to breathe 
in space. Maybe as a tacit way to express a yearning of escape, 
the desire to believe there was someone or someplace out there 
that understood us when we couldn't grasp each other. He had 
been silent for an hour, but restlessly roamed about the 
apartment. 

"What are you looking at?" I said. 

"People." 

"Just watching as usual?" 

"Look at that girl. Throwing her head back and laughing so 
hard." He put his hand on the glass. 

"She's probably high." The view was not spectacular. An old 
building across the way with more cramped apartments in 
muddy brown stone, a Laundromat at the bottom, dumpsters 
and an alley. The scenic vistas were off in the horizon, the 
promise of glass buildings and the bridges canopying parts of 
the Chicago River. I flipped a page and glanced at sixteen 
varieties of red dresses for the fall. 

"What do you want?" His voice was tight and sharp. I wondered 
if he was annoyed by his expectation of the things I wanted: a 
shopping spree at Saks, front row seats at an Oprah show, daily 
Starbucks. What I truly wanted was him beside me at that 
second, a long kiss, the tender pink tip of his tongue against 
mine. I wanted to hug his thin muscled arms and feel the veins 
beneath my cheek. Instead, I stayed where I was. I flipped a 
page and looked at the rich folds of yellow leather jackets. 

"That," I said, waving a hand generally toward the window, the 
skyscape, the shiny bronze head of the Willis Tower. 

"This isn't good enough for you anymore." 

"That wasn't—" I stopped. It wasn't what I meant. He was in a 
bad mood, and I couldn't shake it from him or lead him out of it 
with words. It only made me want to join him. I looked at the 
mess of the walls, the confetti of paint on the previously tan 
couch, the splattered rainbow of the ceiling, everything long 
dried and permanent. I hadn't minded the paint fumes after 
that night of the frantic painting; I'd been too devoted to the 
romanticism of the action. But now I felt trapped by the bold 
infusion of chaotic color in the tiny space, choking the air. "Will 
you paint me?" 

He pressed his face against the window like a child gazing at a 
new running train set, trying to figure out its bridges, its roads, 
its shined metal movement. The beat of the city throbbed, and 
he stood in the museum piece of the apartment, dying to 
capture a million images. 

"It's claustrophobic," I told him. The walls. The city. Us. 
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"You can't take it with you," he said. I don't know if he meant 
him, the apartment, or any material thing. He stared at me. The 
sharpness of his sea-colored eyes made my skin want to 
splinter. I had never known people who acted this way and it 
thrilled me. I thought he might throw something, but his fingers 
didn't twitch. I'd break under his gaze if I stayed much longer. 
Finally, I walked to the refrigerator and took purple, yellow, and 
orange letters to spell AIR and went outside to get some. 

I couldn't cast off his moody intensity as simply characteristic of 
a brooding artist. His intensity constantly charged beneath his 
body. His brusque observations contained no malice, only the 
tendency to jump from thought to thought, fleetly flying toward 
disparate philosophies. In movement he was languid, and he 
spoke almost laconically, but it was that lazy manner and 
stillness that accentuated his thoughtful passion. As if, just by 
standing and staring, he could know everything I was and could 
become. One exacting look from his eyes—glass-like, absorbing 
everything—and my heart plummeted to my soles. One errant 
smile from his face—so angled with light, reflecting light—and I 
was buoyed beyond physical limitations. My body held me, but 
could not contain me. 

The next day, we were back to basics, back to being consumed 
with each other, on the couch, eating Tandoori chicken. After 
eight hours scanning words with tired eyes, listening to gossip 
about the columnists in the building, I wanted to be entertained. 
I bit a last piece of naan, wiped my fingers, and picked up a 
paintbrush from the table. "What do you think of while you 
paint?" 

"Think of?" 

"Yeah. Why so surprised?" I ran the brush against my skin, 
leisurely feeling the sable bristles. He looked up. 

"Thinking runs parallel to painting. Thinking is adjacent to 
reaction, intuition, a lot of it. The action is almost… 
subconscious." He scooped rice into his mouth. 

"You're sleeping while painting." 

"In some way. More like being terrifically focused and aware. A 
presence, but one removed from this"—he knocked on the table
—"reality. Dreams realized on canvas." At times he could 
become hermetic, but if I got him talking about his work, some 
battery would switch on in his chest, and he'd lean in close and 
talk. 

"I never remember my dreams. Only the nightmares." Lately, 
I'd been having trouble sleeping, would wake up in the middle 
of the night and see his closed eyes, his body finally still and 
relaxed. It's impossible to look at a sleeping body and not feel 
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tenderness. 

"Both are important to living." He crossed the two feet to where 
I sat and pushed his lips on mine, our breaths spicy. 

We would often lie in bed together, silently, feeling the fading 
dark of morning permeate the room. Every day he conjured up 
a fresh flower and laid it on the pillow above my head. I woke to 
its fragrance. Surrounded in the lightest, sere cotton sheets, we 
lounged, his hand resting easily on my hip, around my 
shoulders. During those quiet moments, though I had on no 
makeup and no ornament, I felt the most beautiful. Even as we 
touched, as he stroked the skin of my pale stomach, I knew he 
could not separate my body from my being. Feeling his chest 
compress and decompress like bellows, I couldn't stop thinking 
of the man beneath my touch. The man who dreamed and 
thought and loved and hated was apparent to me in every 
millimeter of his form, shadowed in the deep planes of his face. 
The body functions by itself, reacts. The body efficiently lives. 
The mind willfully works. 

"I'm going to marry you someday," I teased. It was the natural 
progression of things. We were in our mid-twenties in Chicago, 
young, brilliant, and banking on potential. We loved each other 
and were fully jaded and fully hopeful. Somehow we'd managed 
eleven months of dating, only a handful of tirades, and no 
broken plates. 

"Do you really believe that?" 

"You say you love me." We were in bed, and I shifted toward 
him, staring at the hard block of his chin through the grey 
gloom. 

"I do." 

"Well… marriage recognizes that devotion." 

"And divorce negates it. Marriage changes people, but it doesn't 
make you better." He put his hands behind his head, elbows 
keeping me at bay, eyes on the ceiling. 

"You don't know that. Marriage is sacred and intimate. It's a 
sign of undying affection and loyalty." My fingers lighted upon 
his chest. 

His head turned my way. "If you don't trust my devotion as is, I 
wouldn't want to ask you to marry me anyhow." 

"I want the ring, the wedding, the flowers." My arms gestured in 
wide circles, as if they could create these things from air. "Red 
roses, white dresses, tiers of icing-heavy cake that will make us 
gain five pounds in an instant. Black and white photos of us 
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laughing in a garden or at a beach. There's reason behind the 
ritual." 

"All blind ceremony. Just an excuse for people to gush and coo 
and slap you on the back. I'll give you a ring, I'll buy flowers, 
but I won't get married." 

"It's a binding contract with God." 

"It's semantics." He flopped over onto his belly, head crammed 
into the pillow. 

"So is love." I rose and walked to the bathroom, closing the 
door, running the water, lathering face wash and scrubbing 
hard. 

I was enamored with the thought of living romantically. I 
assumed creativity equaled beauty, and with beauty came 
happiness. Wealth wasn't a factor; luxury was for the elite, the 
satisfied, "the Republicans" he liked to say with a sneer. But 
although I was immersed in his world, I was never completely 
assimilated. I couldn't laugh quite as hard as his friends did at 
get-togethers. I couldn't get inside his art, his vision of what 
people are besides what they think of themselves. He painted a 
person empty of self-consciousness. Nude. I finally understood 
the secret that his models were not only bodies, they were an 
opinion represented by shapes and hues. He painted his 
subjectivity; he observed the women somewhere between skin 
and blood, the place where soul hovers. The place love seeks. 
What was more intimate than that? 

The day before our one-year anniversary of dating, I went to 
Nordstrom. When I opened the door of the apartment, he was 
slouched on a chair, flipping through Art News and listening to 
The Velvet Underground. "I bought a dress." I waved the 
garment bag, delighting in the crinkle sound of fabric on fabric. 

"Umhmmm." 

"It's off-the-shoulder, down to my ankles, navy washed silk." I 
unzipped the bag and held out the hanger. The fluffy hem 
dusted the floor. 

"For an occasion?" Four empty cups of Styrofoam were knocked 
on their sides on the table. 

"I want you to paint me." 

"I told you before—I won't do it." He circled something in black 
marker. 

"That's why I bought the dress. This will be a different direction. 
An experiment of sorts. Be brave." A wide smile. I lifted the 
dress up and held it against my body, but the rustle didn't stir 
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him. He wanted to drown in art and life, but not converge the 
two. It could be done, I wanted to believe; it had to be. 

"Why do you want to do this?" He boxed off something else on 
the page. 

The joviality left my voice. "I want to see how you see me." 

"What do you really want?" He almost ripped the paper. 

We spent a moment of silence staring at each other. 

"Why do you only paint nudes?" I dropped the dress back onto 
the couch. 

"People hide behind clothes. That's easy. If I cared that much 
about both the body and the person, I'd go completely mad, 
wouldn't I? You have to learn to let go." 

"How can you love me if you haven't seen the real me?" 

"I've seen you." He flung the magazine on the coffee table, but 
it slid and hit the floor, bowling over some of the vanquished 
cups and joining a pile of used palette knives. 

"Not like you do everyone else. Not on an easel." 

Silence. He stood and brought his hand up, then very slowly 
grazed it against the pale of my cheek. For a second I thought 
we'd gone crazy. 

"Put on the dress. Cover the windows and the mirrors." 

He was demanding in a way I hadn't seen before. I wondered if 
he ordered all his models around like this, if it was true the 
minute he regarded them as art they were no longer human. I 
watched him tear through his box of paints, move sizes of fresh 
canvas around, pull out paint thinner and test brushes on his 
palm. Suddenly, I didn't want this anymore, but I'd already 
asked. 

I could not smile. I couldn't talk, laugh, or even try to look 
poetic. He didn't prevent me from moving, but I was frozen in 
this role. No longer was I a romantic interest, but a thing to be 
captured, studied, compartmentalized into pieces. His eyes 
interrogated me and I felt suspected but had committed no 
crime. I'd assumed there was something sexy or tender about 
posing, the interchange between watcher and watched. Or at 
least I expected that I, the woman he loved, would be treated 
differently than those other girls, the ones he used strictly for 
subject matter. But there was only the gruffness of efficiency, 
the coldness of trained movement, hand to brush to canvas. 

As his subject, I gazed into his eyes and wondered what 
reflection they emitted. Maybe I didn't think he would actually 
ever paint me. Maybe I didn't think he loved me that much. He 
spoke little, only to give me short instructions, to keep my 
fingers at this position or that, to raise my chin, to straighten 
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my back. Unlike his former models, I did not sit or lie or bend. I 
stood before him, legs stiff, hands limp at my sides, facing 
forward. The pose was so direct, so vulnerable, I was 
completely bare even though I wasn't naked. If he noticed my 
shivering, he didn't say a word. 

The painting was beautiful and in the bathroom that night, 
behind the closed door, I cried, face stuffed into a faded peach 
towel. It was too beautiful, an ethereal vision of grace and 
compassion whose every physical trait matched some 
unnamable perfection. The creature on canvas was tall and 
exquisite, her neck and limbs elongated, her skin pale and 
delicate, her mouth viciously red. It reminded me of ornate 
Klimt paintings—a devastating woman in a long elaborate gown, 
something slightly Gothic and sinister in black and gold. Her hair 
bundled lusciously on her head and pieces fell in her eyes; her 
dress showed every stitch and ornament, each delicately placed, 
sequin. Gone were his sumptuous summer colors; this 
painting's tones were muted and tepid—blacks, damp blues, 
chalky whites, oranges and yellows all sun-sapped. She was not 
me, and we knew it. If her portrait accurately displayed how he 
felt about me, our life together had been a farce, a lie. She was 
too terrible and beautiful. And I could not find her inside of me, 
this doll behind glass. All I could do was smudge fingerprints. 
Even as we spoke, our words became silence. We slowed our 
motions, calmed our limbs, lest, in the middle of the night, we 
should run from each other. 

"I'm going for a walk." He faced the door. 

"It's pouring outside." There was no longer anything romantic 
about the rain. 

"There's a new market down the street. I'll bring back fresh 
fruit." 

"I don't want it. Just stay here." I was already standing over a 
pot of spaghetti, turning the heat down. 

"A man could die in the rain." His fingers gripped the doorknob 
hard. 

"My point exactly." 

"Just lie there on the sidewalk, open his mouth, and drown." 

"Are you feeling okay?" I wanted to walk toward him, but my 
feet wouldn't move. "We lost the umbrellas." On the 
refrigerator, I tried to arrange the letters into COME and BACK, 
but I only had one C. And I blocked the would-be words with my 
body so he couldn't see, if he cared to look. I wasn't even sure I 
meant them anymore. 
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"I need to go for a walk." The door opened. 

"Can't it wait until the weather clears?" 

"No." 

Our relationship shifted from effortless companionship to careful 
avoidance, though we still ate together, slept beside each other. 
Our words were empty and cordial, the pleasantry of 
estrangement. The few times we made love after the painting, I 
understood what it was to be reduced to nothing more than a 
physical object. Afterward, I turned my face to hide the tears. 
His shoulders did not shake; they were too still, as if he tried 
not to breathe. 

We stood in the center of the studio, our bodies facing each 
other, our heads trying not to. I was almost done packing. It 
was easy to tell which things were mine—the copper pots, the 
milk and honey lotion, the accordion files and kitten heels. 

"I'm sorry." I meant the painting. Or everything. 

"A stranger will remember you as beautiful." He meant the 
painting. Or himself. 

"But it'll only be a fantasy." I kissed his salty cheek. I wanted to 
linger, but everything that constituted my life was packed in fat 
brown boxes, and that knowledge pushed one foot out the door. 
Only then, from the doorway, I realized how easy it was to see 
everything in the apartment, to take one look around and notice 
every corner, every object or lack thereof, paint everywhere 
and no room for cleanliness or clarity. It would only take paint 
thinner, gallons and gallons, to clear the walls and the canvas, 
to scrub away the chaos we'd caused, acetone chipping away 
layer by layer, making everything new again. 

Title graphic: "Painted" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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Despite two feet of snow 
we charge outside – 
no coats – 
with party-favor bubbles. 
Today's her birthday. 

The steam of our breath 
smokes the soap-globes. 
Inside the house, turkey grows cold. 
A thin film of fat glazes gravy. 

Against snowfall 
bubbles rise 
like sturdy old planes, 
disappear. 
My wife's swinging arms 
shed diamond balls. 
Over and over we laugh, 
blow into plastic wands 
our breath and cares 
to shimmer and balance 
like light 
on knife blades of air. 
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There are man aloes and woman aloes. The ones with the 
tough, olive skin and lots of teeth are the man aloes, and the 
woman aloes are pale green, with thinner blades and 
pronounced white spots. If you plant a man aloe and a 
woman aloe in the same pot, it is good luck. La Señora 
Catalina de Silva taught me that, as she cleaned the spider 
webs from the corners of her concrete-coated walls. Her little 
cat wore a red felt coat and her own heart was spangled with 
blue and gold stars. She was cheerful back then, before she 
lost a little one who was named Antonio. To lose a child, 
one's own blood! No wonder she changed. 

She didn't have any children then, when she taught me about 
the aloes. She and her husband, José, they were young, 
practically newlyweds. When one is young the heart is big 
and the world is small. Love hides the world's harshness, just 
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as the sun hides from us the dark emptiness of space. But 
night comes, and the sun seems like a dream. Where is the 
heart of blood like the sun? Poor Señora Catalina, she was in 
a dream back then. Her face was like a calla, her hands like 
gentle doves. 

I loved it when La Señora Catalina hugged me. I loved the 
smell of coffee and wintergreen. We were related in some 
unsolvable agnatic way, so that I didn't know if she was aunt 
or cousin or something more illegitimate. Her husband, José, 
worked in clay. He had learned the trade from his father, a 
hearty old man who always smelled of the mesquite charcoal 
they would use to fire the kilns. I was only seven. A blessed 
age. Catalina told me a story as she served me chocolate and 
sweet bread. 

There was a woman in Teocaltiche who had a cat named Pipí. 
She loved him very much, but alas, Pipí had many loves. As a 
matter of fact, he was chasing after one of them when a cart 
ran him over. The woman was heartbroken. She had a tiny 
coffin made for him out of ironwood, with carvings of fish and 
mice on it. His catafalque was covered with a cloth dyed in 
cochineal and embroidered by the nuns of San Cristóbal. 
Surrounded by her friends, and accompanied by a brass band 
dressed in somber blue livery, she had him carried in great 
state to the churchyard, where she encountered the dusty old 
caretaker with his rusty shovel. 

"What is the meaning of this? A cat cannot rest in 
consecrated ground!" 

"But he was very beloved." 

"Nevertheless." 

"And generous." 

"Nevertheless." 

"And he wanted you to have his silver water bowl, and his 
golden plate from which he ate his fish, and not just on 
Friday." 

"As I was saying: how dare you suggest that the good Señor 
Pipí be buried in the churchyard, when it is drier and much 
more comfortable in our new mausoleum of marble!" 

We would laugh together at her naughty stories, back when 
she was young. 

Despite the man aloe and woman aloe living in the same pot, 
there was very little luck to be seen in Señor José and La 
Señora Catalina's lives. As the years passed, I became a man 
and they grew older, and the spangles faded in the Señora's 
heart, and little Tonito died and was buried in a tiny coffin 
like Señor Pipí. My visits to their home in Tonalá became less 
and less frequent, and when I did visit, there was always the 
picture of Antonio surrounded by dried laurel leaves, his little 
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shoes on the family altar, and under the glass that covered 
the kitchen table, a funeral card. José made less and less 
money selling his ceramics, especially after the violence 
started scaring tourists away. Many of the shops on the 
border that had sold his goods for years were forced to close. 
Catalina and José's surviving son moved to the other side of 
Guadalajara, out by San Juan Ocotán, in one of those 
crowded, industrial neighborhoods. He had married at 
sixteen, and worked very hard to support his own growing 
family, so he only saw his parents on Independence Day and 
Diá de la Virgen and Christmas and the Day of the Kings. 

My home was now Texas, and I was down on my luck and 
needed to get away. I had bench warrants for unpaid traffic 
fines, and didn't have the money to pay them as the fines 
became more and more inflated. The knock at the door, the 
handcuffs, abusive treatment at the hands of the sheriff's 
deputies, and a stint in jail awaited me. I missed the smell of 
coffee and wintergreen, the tales of Señor Pipí, and Catalina's 
smile. Outside my apartment window the sounds of tomcats 
skirmishing for territory kept me awake. I shivered in the 
winter air that streamed through a broken window; feverish, 
fearful, descending into despair. A heap of magazines, 
newspapers and mail-order catalogs lay by the bed. I would 
read anything, anything, to keep the darkness away. A sharp, 
metallic smell was choking me. 

Jupiter, of light, was in conjunction with the luxuriant moon 
that looked like a big river stone. The hairy stars were blurry, 
as if they were made of spun glass. Even the hairless stars 
appeared lightning-struck. With so much astrological fortune, 
why were there no beneficent influences in my life? The cold 
winter storm was thrashing me like a silver pine tree. The 
distant "concrete Hilton" with its tiny windows beckoned. In 
that house of fear and madness the lights burned 
relentlessly. Inmates walked like ants inside a red line 
painted on the floor that left them only a narrow path along 
the grimy walls. They wore colors according to their 
classification: city, county, or federal. The scratched metal 
doors on the cells had double-paned windows shattered with 
spider web patterns. And the lights burned, intolerably, day 
and night. 

I would flee south, to Mexico, to the sunny suburb of 
Guadalajara I had visited so often as a child. I would be 
welcome in the home of José and Catalina. 

Bells on the wind. The smell of breakfast served by La Señora 
Catalina on green pressed-glass plates, eggs with bits of 
calves' liver and onion and blond chili peppers. Chocolate 
atole, like Christmas. And cake, white and sugary. I was 
barely awake, in the sunlit kitchen with its walls painted the 
color of sunflower petals. There, over the divan in the 
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adjoining sala, was the picture of Tonito, painted by a priest 
who had learned oils in the seminary, its frame surrounded 
by long-dry laurel leaves and little birds made of woven palm 
fronds. 

José asked me if I wanted to come to the workshop with him. 
I gladly assented, but he wasn't yet ready to leave. He had to 
finish his coffee and put on his lucky suspenders. José had 
gotten fat, and the suspenders made him look like a walking 
spherical astrolabe. 

I asked La Señora to tell me a story. This is what she said. 

Kittens kept appearing in the neighborhood where Señora M. 
lived in Teocaltiche, kittens that strongly resembled none 
other than her pet cat Pipí. They had his dazzling green eyes 
and ginger-striped coat, as well as his deceptively charming 
personality. 

"Pipí," Señora M. would say to him, "you're a disgrace. Look 
at all these little bastards you've created." 

Rather than showing embarrassment, Pipí beamed with pride. 
"You may be ashamed of me," he said to her, "but the 
butcher remembers to thank me to the heavens every time 
you buy his carnitas." 

José and I groaned and laughed at the same time. Catalina 
laughed with us, like in the old days. Her face was glowing. 
For a moment, the blue and yellow stars were again shining 
in her heart. Even her flowered housecoat that had faded 
from the continuous tears for little Tonito seemed brighter. 
Yes, those tears, a mother's tears, had dimmed her eyes and 
faded her world. I knew of a woman who had killed her own 
child by feeding him too much chocolate. She cried so greatly 
for his death that the constant salt water bath eventually 
transformed her into a mermaid. She lives in a sunken pirate 
ship near San Blas, and you can see her lantern moving 
under the waves on moonless nights. 

"Tell me another story," I begged, but Catalina was no longer 
in the mood. As she sat there at the breakfast table, she sang 
a lullaby about wanting a blanket of stars woven from the 
wool of Compostela, and a bird accompanied by a spindle, for 
the Rey de Galilea. It ends with the verse: 

A la rurru, rurru, rurru, rurru, niño, 

Victorioso en la lid. 

Papalote del amanecer, sol del día, 

Señor Jesus, el ramo de David. 

Even heaven can't resist a mother's lullaby, so for the 
duration of her song little Tonito lay in her arms. When the 
song ended in stifled tears, Catalina's infant returned on 
golden wings to his place in heaven. 
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"Where can I go," I asked out loud. "I have become my own 
twin, lost, with somebody else's face that only resembles my 
own." 

Catalina held me, just as she had held her own son, in that 
sunlit kitchen of a humble, tragic home; the second child. 

I helped José in his pottery shop, applying ochre slip to the 
molded sun faces and water pots. When they were baked, the 
slip would turn a "wondrous rosy hue," as the Jacobean poet 
said. I wrapped little figurines in newspaper and packed them 
in cartons for shipping. Sitting in the modest cinderblock 
workshop, with the rain pounding down on the sheet metal 
roof, the kilns making a mirthful hissing sound, I felt that I 
had finally received protective medicine. But I also knew that 
I was abusing Catalina and José's hospitality. 

On the night before my departure from their home, as I 
prepared to return to the States, La Señora Catalina and I sat 
in her kitchen and talked about the old days. José, exhausted 
from his trade, was already sleeping with the milky nocturnal 
angels. "Let him sleep, he knows the times are bad. You can 
see it in his anxious eyes." The good Catalina reminded me 
about the man and woman aloes, and that their sharing of a 
pot brought the household good fortune, and she presented 
me with a plastic bag containing two green rosettes, their 
bare roots wrapped in wet newspaper. 

"When you get home you must plant them in a pot. Do not 
feed them fertilizer or water them too much. They get by with 
very little. But they give us luck in return." 

"Tell me a story," I said, as I sipped her good coffee and ate 
her white cake. 

Pipí the tomcat went to the market to steal a fish. As he 
snatched at one, the fish-seller grabbed his paw. 

"Why are you trying to steal my fish?" 

"That's not my pata. My pata quacks." 

"Alright, wise guy. I'll give you a fish if you can give me some 
good advice." 

"Okay. If you eat a rat, don't swallow the bones." 

"That doesn't help me. I don't eat rats." 

"Okay. If you get in a fight, use your claws." 

"I don't have claws. Give me some advice that I, a fish-seller, 
can really use." 
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Pipí proceeded to eat the largest sea bass in the merchant's 
stand. 

"Never trust a hungry cat. There—paid in full." 

I loved that Pipí. If only I had his wits. Catalina cut pineapple 
slices with a serrated steel knife to serve with the cake. The 
tart, acid smell was like a riverbank; its freshness washed the 
years away. 

"When I was a child," I said, "you always made me so happy. 
I went to sleep at night with your cat in his red coat curled up 
next to my head, and your lullabies in my ears." 

"When you're no longer with us, the angels will still sing to 
you. And that scalawag Pipí will curl up in your head if you let 
him." 

"I'm scared; I'm scared of growing up." 

"But you're already grown." 

I looked forward to having a greasy hamburger and greasy 
French fries at the grill in the bus station. There was little 
else I could be pleased about as I contemplated the trip that 
would take me home. I did not know if I would see José and 
the dear Señora Catalina again. The streets of Tonalá had 
become crowded and violent. Tonalá, fig of the sun, how did 
you become like the man wrapped in bloody rags that the 
Samaritan found in a ditch? The devil spits at us. 

How thin Catalina had become, so pale and exhausted. Her 
hair of charcoal had turned the color of rain clouds, and her 
fine, firm skin had become wilted and weathered. But her 
voice never wavered, and her thoughts were like teeth. 

"When I lived in San Blas as a little girl, a hurricane—the one 
they called the Great Blood Hurricane—hit our shores. After 
the wind, the rain, the flooding, and the rotting seaweed, we 
found a man upside-down in an ancient guava tree that had 
withstood the devastation. He was a little bruised and had a 
broken arm, but after they brought him down from that tree 
he healed up fine, except for a little deafness. I have heard 
that he's over ninety and still alive to this day." 

"It's true?" 

"Have I ever lied to you?" 

"Well, there's Señor Pipí…" 

"Don't say anything against Don Pipí." 

"Tell me, did Señor Pipí ever go to jail?" 
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"Unfortunately—and it pains me to say this—he visited the 
‘poor man's hotel' more than once." 

The police arrived at Señora M.'s house in Teocaltiche and 
dragged her cat Pipí off to jail for stealing eggs. He went 
before the judge, who was already in a bad mood because 
the birds had left droppings all over his new car. 

"You look positively celestial, Your Honor. Could it be that the 
Good Lord has already welcomed you, still in the flesh, to join 
the ranks of His Thrones and Archangels?" 

"What have you done now, you devious feline?" the judge 
said, glowering at Pipí, who wore his striped jail suit and a 
sailor's cap he had won in a card game during his 
incarceration. 

Pipí saw that the judge was out of sorts, so he tried to soften 
him up. 

"What's the matter, Honorable Sir? Your noble heart is 
troubled, is it not?" 

"Well, as a matter of fact, the birds have made shit all over 
my shiny new car." 

"Birds? Birds! They have no respect for Your Honor. In fact, I 
am so sick of their lack of respect that I went and took their 
eggs and ate them—yes I did, I ate them, and all to prevent 
any more birds from being born." 

"You did that for me, Pipí?" 

"Of course. Your Honor has always showed me mercy. It's the 
least I could do." 

"Thank you, Pipí. You're a credit to society. Case dismissed." 

They make the best hamburgers in the world at the bus 
station in Guadalajara. Customs agents bribe their superiors 
just to get assigned there. The pigeons who live in the rafters 
stab each other with their quills (not that I blame them) over 
the smallest left-over crumbs. When a woman from 
Guadalajara won the Miss Universe pageant, she refused to 
fly on any of her goodwill missions, demanding instead that 
they let her take the bus so she could break her starvation 
diet at the station grill. 

It was my last pleasure before leaving the city and its 
environs behind. I would face those warrants upon my 
homecoming, as I went back to the sullen northern winter. I 
didn't look forward to jail, but I knew that I wouldn't mind 
seeing the sharply-defined adolescent features of the young 
kids who were about the age that Tonito would have been 
had he lived, youths who looked to us veterans of the system 
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for comfort, and to learn from us all sorts of things that 
would drive the jailers crazy. They respected us, and trusted 
us to help them out. On those long, lonely nights, I would tell 
them about Pipí and his adventures, and the laugher would 
echo raucously through the cages, in that desolate, forsaken, 
and still alien land to which I was returning. 

Title graphic: "Aloe" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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Each morning we wake up 
On the wrong side of tomorrow— 
Fresh tracks from the evening 
Running down the length of our backs. 
We say today will be different; 
We adjust our engineer's caps, 
Climb aboard the locomotive 
We've ridden through life— 
This long train of spite 
We drive deep into night. 
We try to obey the traffic signs 
Standing between our destinations, 
But there are far too many 
To yield the right of way— 
One cautionary tale after the other, 
As far as the eye can see. 
And, yet, this never-ending line 
Provides the only comfort we know: 
The hum of each rail beneath us, 
The glow of the engine's fire, 
The steady tick of the brakeman's watch— 
As if we could safely measure the future, 
By the time it takes to arrive. 
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Dieter maneuvers the car casually down switchback curves into the 
Eichelbachtal, a deep crease in the dark pine forest. 

"Die Heimat," he announces dryly. His home. 

Julie looks eagerly around. She will never have a home in this 
sense of the word, a place her family comes from. 

In the far distance are snow-capped mountain peaks and below, 
the roofs of the two villages, Obereichelbach and Untereichelbach. 
She hears the creek for which the valley was named. 

"Acorn Creek Valley," she murmurs. "Why didn't you bring me here 
sooner? It's so beautiful." 

He shrugs. Uneasy, she checks her hair and makeup in the visor 
mirror. What if his parents don't like her? Or she doesn't like them? 

Having imagined a quaint, half-timbered ancestral home, she's 
disappointed that Obereichelbach is a suburb of the older, smaller 
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village. The forest was cleared and the boxy two-story houses built 
only thirty years ago in the early fifties. 

Long terraced yards slope downhill toward Untereichelbach, and in 
all the yards that she can see, ceramic garden dwarves with red 
jackets and hats and white beards stand guard among fruit trees 
and flower beds. The air is fragrant with roses and plum blossoms. 

Papa Steinle takes Julie and Dieter around the garden. He's tall and 
barrel-chested, with a full head of silver-gray hair. His eyes, faded 
blue and long-lashed like Dieter's, seem narrower because his 
cheeks are pouchy. His nose is broken at the bridge.

"Now, breathe deeply," he exalts. "It's the freshest air in 
Germany." 

"Just because you can't smell pollution doesn't mean there isn't 
any," Dieter says tightly. 

His father turns to Julie and winks. "You see how he is?" 

She's elated. She can follow the dialect. She smiles encouragingly. 

Dieter falls silent. The older man launches into a rhapsody over the 
plum trees and the extraordinary plum wine made by his wife. 
"Now here is the special garden dwarf who protects the plum trees, 
Fräulein." 

Julie drops to her knees to examine the figure. It is unlike any 
other she has seen, carved from wood, its costume painted forest 
green. The face—not cast from the same puckish mold as its 
ceramic brethren—is somewhat gloomy. It seems to stand slightly 
off balance, as if about to stagger, and in one hand brandishes a 
tiny goblet. 

"Dieter made him," he tells her. 

"Oh, he's sweet," Julie cries. "Have you had a little too much plum 
wine, Herr Garden Dwarf?" 

"I paint his coat and hat every spring," Herr Steinle says, with a 
sidelong glance at his son. "I'm a painter, too." 

Inside the house, Frau Steinle is working at the kitchen table 
alongside Dieter's sister Sybelle. They are large women wearing 
flour-smeared smocks over their party clothes. 

"Try this wurst," Herr Steinle urges. "My wife made three kinds of 
wurst and three breads. It's hard to say which is best. Try some of 
each." 

Frau Steinle smiles shyly. Her face, plump and unlined, is flushed 
from the heat of the kitchen. Her hair is pulled back in a neat gray 
and blonde knot. 

"She made seven different cakes," her husband adds. "You'd better 
loosen your belt, Fräulein." 
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Dieter shows Julie the room where she will sleep, his sister's 
former bedroom. It's small and dark with a narrow bed under a 
sloped ceiling and one window hung with white, ruffled curtains. 
Sybelle's stuffed animals are still carefully arranged across the 
pillows, though she hasn't occupied the room since her marriage. 

They look at Dieter's old room, too. It's larger and lighter, its 
windows overlooking the garden. 

On the wall opposite the bed hang some charcoal sketches and 
watercolors of the village, all by Dieter, and a framed, tinted 
photograph of him as a small boy with a shock of white blonde hair 
and red lips. He is dressed in lederhosen and almost but not quite 
smiling. 

"You never told me you wore lederhosen. You were adorable." 

He frowns. "It was mandatory. Every boy in the village had a pair." 

He opens the window and they sit on the sill. Dieter rolls a 
cigarette and Julie takes one puff and passes it back. She watches 
his full lower lip, the way he savors the tobacco. Their knees are 
pressed together. 

"I'm really glad you came with me," he says. 

"I thought you didn't want me to," she murmurs. 

"Of course I did." 

"You made the party sound like an obligation." 

"Actually, it is." He smiles at her. She can't tell if he's serious or 
not. 

"Don't you like your family?" 

"Sure, I like them. But we have absolutely nothing in common. 
Scheisselbachtal is a real time warp." 

"Shit Creek Valley? That's a joke, right?" 

"It smells of pig shit." 

"It does not." 

He toys with a lock of her hair. "Stick around a while, Liebchen, 
you'll see." 

"Not if I can't sleep in the same bed with you." She pouts and he 
laughs. 

"We'll sleep together somehow, I promise." He puts out the 
cigarette and takes her in his arms and kisses her slowly. 

Today is Papa Steinle's sixty-sixth birthday. A Schnapszahfest in 
his honor is being staged in the large front room, whose windows 
are open to the street. Two long tables are laden with platters of 
wurst, loaves of bread, several cheeses and bowls of ripe plums. 
Another table is dedicated to the schnapps, which appear to be any 
kind of consumable alcohol. 
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Schnapszahfest is dialect. She can't find it in any dictionary. Zahl 
means number and double digit birthdays are lucky, Dieter said. It 
means "lucky number party," Julie decides. She'll invite everyone 
they know to a Schnapszahfest for Dieter's thirty-third birthday. 

Guests arrive with bottles of wine, beer and liqueurs. After they 
shake hands with Eugen Steinle, they buzz around his son. What 
have you been up to, they ask. A worthwhile sabbatical in Italy, we 
hear. Sly glances at the American fiancée. She smiles and sips her 
wine. Dieter drinks thirstily and greets the men with back slaps. His 
father too grows merrier. The more he imbibes, the more difficult 
conversation with him becomes. She asks whether oak trees grow 
in the nearby forest. He replies, "The old town once had a wall 
around it." 

Aunts, uncles, cousins, neighbors stream in and out of the room. 
Dieter introduces her to everyone. She can't remember names, but 
does manage basic conversation. People speak slowly for her 
benefit. 

She meets the Burgermeister of Untereichelbach. "I have a cousin 
in Chicago," he tells her. "Oh, so do I," she replies gaily. "Perhaps 
we'll meet again at a Schnapszahlfest in Chicago." 

A tiny white-haired woman was Dieter's first teacher. "What a 
rascal, our Dieterle. His earliest drawings were graffiti. But so 
clearly gifted. Did you make that dress yourself, Fräulein? It's very 
pretty."

"The natives are friendly," Julie whispers in Dieter's ear. 

"I told you there's nothing to worry about," he says. "You're the 
star of the show." 

Sybelle passes her fat rosy baby to its grandfather, who attempts 
to perch the infant on the edge of the schnapps table. It slumps 
over and drools on his hairy fist. "Here Dieter, you need the 
practice," Herr Steinle chortles, and hands the baby to his son. The 
baby squeals. Dieter holds it gingerly before passing it back to his 
sister. "The kid is soaking wet," he says, and everyone laughs. 

"Good health," Dieter cries. "To healthy babies and dry bottoms." 
And he drains his glass. 

A tall slender woman in jeans and T-shirt looms up on Dieter's 
arm. She is his cousin, "Little Emma." 

"I remember Emma with pigtails and braces," he marvels. 

To Julie's relief, Emma speaks perfect English. Her face is a pale 
oval, eyelashes so blonde they disappear behind thick-lensed 
glasses. 

"She's another Shit Creek Valley survivor," says Dieter sotto voce. 
Emma looks pleased to hear this. The cousins flank Julie, talking 
excitedly in a mixture of English and German. She thinks they're as 
elegant and well matched as racing horses. Dieter roars with 
laughter from deep in his throat, and she feels an upsurge of desire 
for him so keen she's relieved when he rushes off to greet 
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someone else. 

Emma explains she is a university student on vacation. "I hate it 
here," she says flatly. "I can't wait to go back to Stuttgart." 

"But it's so beautiful," Julie demurs. 

"It's totally boring. Next summer I'll travel in Italy. Dieter said you 
were living in Verona. Why Verona?" 

"I got a job teaching English there. Then I found a flat in the old 
town and it had a balcony overlooking an alley. It was perfect. 
Friends would stand in the alley and shout my name. 'Hey 
Giuliatta! Giuliatta!' I'd never have left if not for Dieter. 

"How did you meet him?" Emma asks. "Did he happen to walk 
down that alley?" 

"And see me on the balcony? That would have been too perfect. I 
was in a church looking at frescoes and so was he. After that, I saw 
him everywhere." 

He had followed her into the church, she learned later. 

"Why?" she asked him. 

"Because you were sailing across the piazza toward me and your 
dress was della Robbia blue. I wanted to paint you." 

"Paint me?" She scoffed. "Is that what you were thinking?" 

They spent a good deal of time in bed with the shutters drawn. 
Friends stopped calling her name from the alley and phoned to 
arrange their visits. She'd had a few lovers from among the 
Veronese, but took no one seriously until Dieter Steinle dropped 
into her life, as if by some enchantment, tall and fair and radiating 
passion. He didn't want to leave without her once his Sabbatical 
had ended, and he couldn't afford to stay. He had to return to his 
job in Karlsruhe, where it's so gray and soggy she feels they're 
living underwater. 

She promises Emma she'll mail her names and phone numbers of 
friends in Verona and elsewhere in Italy. "You'll have the best time, 
believe me. The only way to know a country is to live in it." 

Emma's pale skin flushes. "I may stay there, if it's as good as you 
say." 

Julie shrugs. "You never know what might happen in your life." 

They look across the room at Dieter. He is talking with great 
energy and both hands, and Julie laughs. "You see, he's an 
honorary Italian." 
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Herr Steinle insists that Julie sit next to him at the long banquet 
table and Emma quickly takes the seat on her other side. Dieter 
retreats to the far end of the table to play pinochle with his sister 
and brother-in-law. 

"Prosit!" Herr Steinle clinks his glass against Julie's. His face is 
mottled red. 

"How do our women put up with these besotted oafs?" remarks 
Emma with a pleasant smile. 

Julie looks around nervously. 

"Don't worry, no one else understands English." 

Several conversations are in progress simultaneously. Herr Steinle 
and his cronies talk rapidly and she strains to recognize words. 
Emma says in her ear, "You can't imagine how many times I've 
heard these idiotic war stories. I can't tune it out like Dieter does." 

War? She thought they were discussing a soccer match. She 
glances at Dieter. Brother and sister are hunched over their cards, 
speaking a private argot. He must hate these stories, she thinks. 

But of course all these old men once were soldiers. One stooped 
and grizzled fellow wearing a Tyrolean cap with a limp feather in it 
looks old enough to have served in the war to end all wars. 
Soldiering may have been the only remarkable passage in their 
lives. 

Herr Steinle refills her glass to the brim. She gets at most a tenth 
of what he's telling her. She hears: soldiers, fight, bombs, hungry, 
escape, lucky (or happy? It's the same word in German). 

When he pauses to drink again, she asks Emma, "Is he describing 
his escape from enemy forces during the war?" 

"That's close enough." 

"It must have been terrible for you," she manages. 

"Terrible," he agrees, then gabbles on. She imagines a young, 
plucky Eugen, dodging bullets and grenades. The young Eugen 
looks like Dieter, with sandy hair, nose not yet broken. 

"Uncle Eugen, speak slower," Emma urges. 

"I don't understand what happened in Vietnam," Herr Steinle says 
thickly. "Americans aren't good soldiers anymore. What do you 
think, Fräulein?" 

Everyone is listening. Dieter grimaces and slaps down a card. 

"I don't know," Julie replies carefully, "I think at least thirty 
thousand American soldiers died in Vietnam." 

He repeats the number, slurring. "Dreishigtausen?" 

She nods. He thinks for a moment, then asks, "Is it true that thirty 
percent of Americans are Jewish?" 

Her heartbeat quickens. Could she have misunderstood? 

"You said thirty percent?" 
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"Dreissig," he repeats slowly. "So I have heard." 

"That is false," she tells him. "It's closer to drei. About three 
percent of Americans are Jewish." 

There is an awkward silence. Emma studies her curiously and Julie 
feels her face grow warm. 

"Only three percent? Very interesting," Herr Steinle goes on. "It is 
also well known that Israelis make excellent soldiers." 

"So do Palestinians," Emma puts in. 

Her uncle ignores this. He describes two boyhood friends who were 
Jewish. They were clever boys who worked alongside him in a 
factory in Pforzheim. But he lost track of them. 

"I don't know what became of them," he says sadly. 

Dieter looks as glum and off-kilter as the garden dwarf. She wants 
to signal somehow, "It's you I love, I don't have to love your 
father, too." But his head is bowed, his eyes closed. 

"Let's get some fresh air," Emma suggests. 

Julie nods and follows her out the front door. 

It's good to be outside. The air in the house is thick with tobacco 
smoke. They walk briskly past homes identical to the Steinle's, 
large and prosperous looking with their entrances close to the 
street. Neighbors stroll by or lean out of windows to greet them. 

"Grüss Gott!" they chorus. 

"Grüss Gott!" Julie and Emma reply. 

"Can you understand now why I want to leave?" Emma gestures at 
the houses, the people. "They're all fascists." 

"You can't be serious." 

"But I am. Doesn't Dieter tell you anything?" 

"He never talks about Obereichelbach unless I press him. What are 
you saying, Emma? Is there a neo-Nazi movement here?" 

Emma looks shocked. "Oh no, nothing like that. It's the way they 
think. My uncle, my father, everyone."

"That's not surprising in their generation, is it? My father says 
stupid things about Germans. Some of his cousins won't get in a 
VW." 

Emma drops her voice, though she's speaking in English. "Are you 
Jewish?" she asks, shyly. 

"I'm Italian, mostly, some Irish. One great grandmother was 
Jewish. So that makes me, what, 12.5 percent Jewish. One-eighth 
yiddisches Mädel."

"Dieter should have told them." 
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"But why? It doesn't matter to him. Or to me." 

"That's nice," Emma says and falls silent. 

Julie thinks uneasily of her parents. They'll never come to 
Obereichelbach, she decides. She can't imagine the Steinles in 
California. She can't even imagine them in Karlsruhe. 

When she comes back into the front room, cheeks flushed from the 
brisk walk, Dieter's mother smiles at her from across the long table 
and murmurs to a woman nearby. "Shayne Mädel, gel?" 

It's what her grandmother used to say, the fifty percent Jewish 
nana who taught her a dozen Yiddish words. Pretty girl. She smiles 
back and Mama Steinle beams, showing a gold-capped tooth. 

The sky is turning indigo blue and guests are still coming and 
going. 

Mama and Sybelle carry in tureens of dumplings with saurkraut 
and roast pork for dinner. This is served with the local beer and 
followed by coffee, Kuchen, and the de rigueur plum brandy. 

Never before has Julie reached this pitch of intoxication and 
remained upright. Perhaps it's because Emma has pressed mineral 
water upon her between rounds. Still, the room is beginning to 
wobble. She hears Emma's voice in her ear analyzing the aftermath 
of the Iranian hostage crisis. 

Papa Steinle holds forth with both hands and also his feet, which 
he stamps as if marching. His monologue lurches on unabated in 
Julie's other ear. She can't see Dieter's face now; it's cradled in 
both his hands. She hasn't been able to speak with him in hours, it 
seems. 

Emma peers at her uncle, eyes narrowed. "You'd think nothing else 
happened to him since Berlin." 

Corpses everywhere, Julie hears. The Reichestag on fire. Alles 
kaput. Alles. 

Then she loses the connection again. 

"Sounds like he had a close call," she says to Emma.

"He was luckier than he deserved to be." 

"What do you mean?" 

Emma doesn't answer. She looks around for Dieter, but he's 
disappeared. There's a fan of cards before his empty chair. 

Papa Steinle leans against Julie's shoulder. 

"I was a good soldier," he says. "Yet they would hang me by the 
balls." 

"Eugen!" his wife protests. 
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He begins to talk instead about a cousin who wound up in a 
Russian prisoner of war camp. 

Emma lowers her voice. "My uncle served in the elite bodyguard of 
the lunatic Austrian painter. Understand? I can't say the name. It is 
never mentioned." 

Julie recoils a little. Dieter's father, Hitler's bodyguard? 

The room starts to spin and she focuses on the ruddy broken nose. 
He looks like a punch drunk boxer. Or a clown. 

"He was one of a hundred men," Emma whispers. "He got picked 
because of heroism on the front. Which was due more to luck than 
courage, he says so himself." She pauses to listen and Julie 
glances at her. Emma's mouth is a prim line. 

"He's bragging about how lucky he's always been," she translates. 
"Lucky to get out of the bunker alive. Lucky not to wind up in 
prison like cousin Eckhardt. Lucky to avoid denazification. Oh oh, 
he's not supposed to talk about that either. Aunt Maria's upset 
again. Lucky to have married Maria, of course. Lucky to still be 
alive." 

"Glucklich!" roars Herr Steinle. "I'm the luckiest man alive." 

Mama Steinle escorts Julie to Sybelle's bedroom. She fusses and 
clucks. "Sleep well," she says, pausing at the door for a last 
concerned glance. 

Julie pulls off her dress and collapses on the bed. She knocks the 
stuffed animals to the floor. Dieter must have crashed in his old 
room. In the dark, muffled shouts swoop up from below. 

She dozes fitfully. The sound of the fest buzzes over her, fades 
away. She dreams the bed is in a cemetery. It's a busy place, she 
senses rather than sees, because it's pitch dark. All around her, 
unseen but audible, relatives of Dieter who've been dead for 
centuries, are drinking and laughing and droning on about their 
lives, their sicknesses, the circumstances of their deaths. She is 
annoyed to discover that death is one long party, an unlucky 
number party. All she wants to do is sleep. 

Toward dawn the door creaks open. 

"Shh," Dieter whispers. He tiptoes to the bed, wearing only jockey 
briefs, and slides in beside her, smelling of beer and stale cigarette 
smoke. 

"You're still drunk." She turns her face away. 

"I promised you, cara mia," he breathes in her ear. She is bone 
dry, but Dieter doesn't seem to notice. He bites her shoulder to 
muffle his moans. 

"That was super," he says, then rolls over and falls asleep, pinning 
her at the edge of the bed. 

"Wake up!" She shakes him. "The bed's too small." 
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"I'll sleep on the floor." He topples off onto the rug. She looks at 
the white curve of his buttocks. 

"You could join me," he yawns. 

She throws a blanket at him. 

"Tell me about your father's job with the Führer, Liebchen." 

"Oh scheiss," he groans. 

"A little bedtime story, bitte." 

"What should I tell you?" He wraps himself in the blanket. "It was 
the best job he ever had. It was away from the front. He's a stupid 
peasant." 

They are quiet. He stares at the ceiling. 

"I never think about it anymore. It does no good." His voice trails 
off wearily. "I would have told you some day, honestly." 

"You should have told me before today." 

"I didn't want to spoil your visit. Besides, it has absolutely nothing 
to do with you and me." 

"It's a big part of your life you're not coping with." 

"Nonsense," he says, and turns his back to her. 

"Schlaf gut, Dieter." Sleep well. 

In a few minutes he's snoring. Julie lies wide-eyed and sleepless on 
the narrow bed as the sky in the window turns gray, then pink. The 
stuffed animals are watching her from the floor with bright little 
button eyes, as if to say, we never think about it either. 

Title graphic: "Back at the Village" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 
2010.
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She sees the blood well up, spilling over her index finger, 
dripping onto the cutting board. She hears the clatter of the 
knife hitting the floor. She feels her voice tear through her 
throat, a sharp, involuntary vibration: Oh! 

Roger is beside her then, shoving her finger under the cold-
water faucet—so frigid—then leading her to the bathroom, 
wrapping her hand in something soft, applying an unguent, a 
bandage, a kiss on the forehead. Better? he asks. We have to 
get back. 

Yes, back to the guests, in the dining room—have they had 
dessert already? She nods—Be right there—and he leaves her. 
She turns toward the mirror, its lights too harsh. She inspects 
her face, leaning forward, seeing dark circles under her eyes. 
She touches the delicate flesh, puffy and purplish, like overripe 
black plums. 

She enters the dining room to a cacophony of concern—Maddy! 
What happened? Honey! Are you okay—Yes, I'm fine—then 
quick simultaneous nods in her direction and their attention 
turns back to Faye. 

It began pouring rain, Faye is saying, and we went to a lounge 
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bar, where a blind man was playing the piano. We were about 
the only ones in there. I kept going up and giving him requests, 
and we got to talking. We really hit it off, you know? Then my 
date came up—I think he was jealous—and he says to the man, 
‘Do you want to touch her face? Don't blind people like to do 
that?' And the blind man says, ‘I only touch the faces of women 
I sleep with.' 

Laughter across the table. 

Well, that shut up him up real quick, I'll tell you—Faye, leaning 
forward now and touching Roger's arm—Aren't you lucky to be 
married—sighing, giving his arm a squeeze. 

Maddy, gazing at her, thinks of the name cards she'd so 
painstakingly placed around the table, carefully orchestrating 
husbands and wives and friends—only eight of them but as her 
mother had always said, the seating arrangement makes the 
difference between a good party and a sleeper. Faye had moved 
the cards—I'll come over early, to help you, she'd said—
relocating herself near Roger, seating Maddy at the opposite 
end of the long cherry table. 

Maddy rises abruptly, returning to the kitchen. Dessert, she 
needs to get dessert—for a moment she can't remember what 
she prepared. Opening the fridge, she sees a cheesecake; she 
sets it on the counter and pulls out a large kitchen knife. 

Roger walks in—Let me, he says, taking the knife.

Maddy shrugs and reaches into the cupboard for dessert plates, 
the fine ones her mother had given them for their wedding. She 
notices a chip on one; she runs her finger across it, but it's 
already worn smooth—an old chip. When did this happen? she 
wonders. 

As Roger slices the cheesecake, Maddy spoons coffee into a 
filter. Go sit down, he says. I'll take care of this. She returns to 
the dining room, watching him serve the cheesecake, watching 
Faye's upturned eyes as he pours the coffee. 

I can't believe none of you knew I was a twin, Faye is saying. 
Well, the thing is, my twin was never born. It's called vanishing 
twin syndrome. When my mother got pregnant, they heard two 
heartbeats. So they told her she was having twins, you know? 
The next month, when she went to the doctor, the second 
heartbeat was gone. 

What happened? Roger, sitting beside her again. 

It turns out—turning to him, her hand on his arm again—that 
seventy percent of pregnancies start out as twins. It's like 
survival of the fittest in there. 

So you were the strong one, Roger says. 

Maddy stands up. More coffee, anyone? Another drink? 

Screw the coffee—Faye laughs, eyes down at her untouched cup
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—I'll have another gin and tonic. Tomorrow's Sunday; I can 
sleep it off. 

In the kitchen, Maddy splashes gin over fresh ice in Faye's 
lipstick-covered glass. Her own lips curl in distaste—what's the 
color? Something too red—she remembers when Faye sampled 
it at the counter at Filene's—it's called Vamp, or Vixen—Look: 
fuck-me lips, Faye had said, rubbing them together, puckering. 

Maddy quarters a lime on the cutting board and squeezes juice 
into the glass, dropping in the pulpy rind afterward. What's the 
gestation period for a budding love affair? she wonders. How 
soon until Faye is in his bed? Until Maddy disappears entirely? 

With a furtive glance toward the swinging door, Maddy picks up 
the knife again. She holds it against her pinky, moving it 
thoughtfully, scratching but not drawing blood. Then she peels 
the bandage away from her index finger. The gash is still raw, 
the surrounding skin wrinkled from trapped moisture. Using the 
sharp blade, she slices into the cut, deeper this time, careful not 
to cry out. 

With the flow of blood comes relief. She flexes her finger, 
watching the spread of crimson over the porous cutting board, 
seeping into its cracks and fissures. In one movement, she 
pushes the cutting board, knife, and lime into the sink and runs 
the water to wash away the blood. She holds a paper towel to 
the wound. She pulls it away and replaces the bandage. 

Back in the dining room, she hands Faye her drink—Thanks, hon
—and Faye takes it without a glance. Maddy sits, hands folded 
in her lap, under the table, her mind calmer, focused on the 
ache in her hand. The conversation around her grows muted, 
distant. For the moment, Faye's voice has lost its pulse. 

Title graphic: "Lip Dangerous" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010. 
This story originally appeared in Witness, 2002.
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Between her toes, a brush. 
At brush's end, a lusty quetzal. 

It's not everyday you see a quadriplegic painter, 
and yet there in the parque central she was, 

like the trees of my youth, 
made arthritic by the drought, 
their calligraphic branches 
ever lifting my eyes heavenward. 

She smiled. I gave a knowing nod, 
not knowing at all. 
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Reviewed by Lindsay Denninger - 

Through the Veil by Lisa Ohlen Harris 
    Essays
    Canon Press - June 2010
    ISBN-13: 978-1591280705 , 228 pages, $12 (softcover)

Today's world climate features a great deal of 
misunderstanding, especially in regard to the Middle 
East. In Through the Veil, Lisa Ohlen Harris writes 
of the time she spent living in Damascus, Syria and 
Amman, Jordan. It is in these cities where Harris 
lived and worked as part of an ethnographic 
research team. In her writing, she creates a new 
genre, a memoir told in a series of short essays 
which detail her struggles in fitting in, standing out, 
and eventually raising a family as a Westerner in 
the notoriously private and closed-to-outsiders 
Middle East. 

In "The Immigrant's Daughter," Harris compares the making of her 
first friend as a student in Damascus with her first friend in grade 
school in America. No matter the location, all it takes is one simple 
phrase to gain an ally: ‘Will you be my friend?' "Child of the Past" 
documents Harris' first impressions of Todd, a fellow researcher in 
Syria, a fellow stranger in a strange land who would eventually 
become her husband. Harris ponders the topics of sex, fertility, and 
children in "O Barren One," contrasting her assumptions of the lives 
of her neighbors with their actual practices. "City of Refuge," 
published in The Summerset Review's Fall 2005 issue, is set in 
Jordan, where Harris meets an Iraqi woman—a victim of 
circumstance, now a refugee. 

In intertwining the tales of her native friends and neighbors in Syria 
and Jordan with the stories of creating and raising her own family in 
a foreign land, Harris lessens the perceived gap between those 
living in the West and those in the Middle East. Through the Veil is a 
work for our complicated new century, demonstrating that the ideas 
of love, friendship, and family remain the same through differences 
in religion, creed, language, and political belief. 
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Born in Miami, Paul David Adkins lives in New York. He 
earned an MFAW in poetry from Washington University. He 
joined the Army in 1991, and has served four tours in 
either Iraq or Afghanistan since 2002. koenigsburg14@aol.
com. 

Mark Dostert was an undergraduate student in Chicago and 
volunteer counselor at the Cook County Juvenile Temporary Detention 

Center where he later became a full-time Children’s Attendant. 
"Intake" is adapted from a book he is writing about that experience. 

He holds a Master of Arts in History from the University of North 
Texas and currently takes graduate English classes part-time at the 

University of Houston. His essays have appeared in Cimarron Review, 
Houston Chronicle, and Southern Indiana Review. markdostert@lycos.

com. 

Bart Edelman is a professor of English at Glendale College where he 
edits Eclipse, a literary journal. His poetry has appeared in anthologies 
and textbooks published by City Lights Books, Etruscan Press, Harcourt 
Brace, Heinle, McGraw Hill, Prentice Hall, Simon & Schuster, Thomson, 
Wadsworth, and the University of Iowa Press. His poetry collections 
include Crossing the Hackensack (1993), Under Damaris’ Dress (1996), 
The Alphabet of Love (1999), The Gentle Man (2001) and The Last 
Mojito (2005). Red Hen Press will publish his next book of poetry in 
2011. bedelman@glendale.edu. 

Charles Haddox lives in El Paso, Texas. His 
mother's family is originally from Guadalajara, 

Mexico. His fiction has appeared in Temenos, Folio, 
The Sand Hill Review, Switchback and many other 

journals. visionselpaso@yahoo.com. 

Joseph Little, PhD, is a professor of English at Niagara University, 
where he teaches writing and directs the first-year writing program. 
His research focuses on the interplay of metaphor and science. 
"Maria" is his first published work of poetry. jlittle@niagara.edu. 
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Denise Low, 2007-2009 Kansas poet laureate, has published ten books 
of poetry. Her awards are from the Kansas Arts Commission, Poetry 

Society of America, NEH, Lannan Foundation, and Roberts Foundation. 
She is vice president of the Association of Writers and Writing Programs 

national board. She has taught creative writing at Haskell Indian Nations 
University, the University of Kansas, and University of Richmond. www.

deniselow.com. 

Midge Raymond's short-story collection, Forgetting English, 
received the Spokane Prize for Short Fiction and was published in 
2009. Her work has appeared in TriQuarterly, American Literary 
Review, Ontario Review, Indiana Review, North American 
Review, the Los Angeles Times, and other publications. Her 
current projects are supported by an Artist Trust/Washington 
State Arts Commission Fellowship. Visit her online at www.
MidgeRaymond.com. 

Jo-Anne Rosen's work has appeared in Other Voices, The 
Florida Review, FlashQuake, A Room of One's Own, and 

other journals. She is a freelance book and website 
designer, living in Petaluma, California. She also edits and 
publishes an online chapbook series of fiction, memoir and 

poetry at www.echapbook.com. 

Mabel Yu was born and raised in the Washington D.C. area 
and received her MFA from Eastern Washington University. 
Her work has appeared in cream city review, Quarter After 
Eight, Inkwell, RHINO, and Quick Fiction, and is forthcoming 
in Clackamas Literary Review, Passages North, Crab Creek 
Review, and Tampa Review. mymabely@gmail.com. 
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Each quarter, we award fifty dollars and a complimentary print issue to one or more 
readers who submit the best feedback on pieces appearing in the current issue of The 
Summerset Review. The goals of this unique contest are to promote the awareness 
and visibility of literary magazines in our world and culture, and to get continued 
assurance that we have indeed connected with our readers. 

For the current contest, submissions must be made by December 1, 2010. Comments 
must pertain to material in this issue and be over fifty words. There is no fee, 
although only one entry is allowed per person, per quarter. We are particularly 
interested in how the material affected you; what impact it had, what memory it 
stirred, what idea it precipitated. Be honest and lucid. Writing style is not critically 
important. 

Email your feedback of fifty or more words to editor@summersetreview.org. 
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Literary Submissions 

Prose writers are invited to submit literary fiction and 
nonfiction 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. 

This literary journal is primarily an online publication. 
Print issues are generated periodically, although we 
unfortunately cannot guarantee a piece accepted will 
eventually make it to print. 

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. 

Contributors will see drafts of accepted pieces for review 
prior to release, and will be sent complimentary copies 
of a print issue from our archive after publication. 
Contributors 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 fifty 
dollars and a copy of a print issue, each quarter, to at 
least one person who has written at least fifty words, 
and will include the comment in our next issue, along 
with the reader’s name and home town (can be withheld 
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 material 
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. 

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 the 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

Ng, Celeste We Are Not Strangers From Issue 22 of Meridian, 2009

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

Sachdeva, Anjali Pleiades From the Summer/Fall issue of Gulf Coast, 2010

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

Sukrungruang, Ira Bright Land From Volume 19 of Eclipse, 2008

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

van den Berg, Laura What the World Will Look Like When All the Water 
Leaves Us From No. 102 of One Story, 2008
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Readers and reading groups are invited to discuss the topics 
below relating to some of 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 December 1, 2010. 

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. In the latter part of "The Artist Conversations," the 
protagonist looks upon the painting and says, "She was too 
terrible and beautiful." Elaborate. 

2. Discuss what the voice in the poem "Maria" did not know. 

3. Why is Julie sleepless in the end of "The Luckiest Man Alive"? 

4. Though the little stories of the cat Pipí provide entertainment 
on their own, what other purpose does La Señora Catalina's 
telling of these little tales serve in "Tonalá"? 
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Type Ctrl-F to search for a particular author's name.

      
Kim Garcia, Robert S. King, Sarah Kuntz Jones, Andre Medrano, Michael 
Meyerhofer, Joseph Murphy, Mary Pat Musick, Heidi Vornbrock Roosa, 
Amy Takabori

Mary Christine Delea, Liz Kay, Maria Kutnetsova, Stephen Longfellow, Hoyt 
Rogers, Barbara Buckman Strasko, Adam Tavel, Sue Ellen Thompson, 
Henry F. Tonn, Francine Witte 

     

      
Michelle Cacho-Negrete, Jon Morgan Davies, Robert Day, Jehanne 
Dubrow, John Harris, Keely S. Kotnik, Kelly Lenox, B. Z. Niditch, Simon 
Perchik, Jean Ryan

James Dissette, Timothy Hedges, Amorak Huey, Paul Lieber, Shari 
Stenberg, Jenniey Tallman, Valerie Vogrin, Reed Wilson      

      
Ronda Broatch, Alison Christy, Barbara Crooker, Barbara Daniels, Julien 
Harneis, Aubrey Hirsch, Jason Kapcala, Scott Miles, Erin Murphy, Lee 
Strickland

Jennine Capó Crucet, Kori E. Frazier, Jennifer Oh, Peter Schumacher, Amy 
Willoughby-Burle 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Maura Madigan, Troy Morash, Pam Mosher, Paul Silverman

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

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

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

     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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