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Exactly one year after the death of John Updike, J. D. Salinger, as 
well, passed on. Perhaps the date of January 27th is cursed. 

Dedicated fans of The New Yorker of years ago may know that in 
addition to the weekly magazine, entire books were written about 
the editors and writers there. One of the most popular of these 
texts is Here at The New Yorker, by Brendan Gill. In it are 
highlighted four prominant writers: John O'Hara, John Cheever, 
John Updike, and J. D. Salinger. Three Johns, and a Jerome. 

Gill describes the staff's reaction when they first read Salinger's 
short story submission, titled, "A Perfect Day for Bananafish." The 
term Gill used was "bowled over." That could be what drove many 
readers to Salinger's collection, Nine Stories, released in 1953. 
Some say they enjoy the collection more than A Catcher in the 
Rye. 

This quartet of writers from the middle of the twentieth century are 
gone now, but are they really? At The Summerset Review, you will 
see by perusing our Recommended Reading List that we don't list 
many classics. We're a bit more contemporary, by nature, if you 
don't already know. Nonetheless, there you will indeed find the girl 
who wrote - 

P.S. I am taking the liberty of enclosing my wristwatch 
which you may keep in your possession for the duration 
of the conflict. I did not observe whether you were 
wearing one during our brief association, but this one is 
extremely water-proof and shock-proof as well as 
having many other virtues among which one can tell at 
what velocity one is walking if one wishes. I am quite 
certain that you will use it to greater advantage in these 
difficult days than I ever can and that you will accept it 
as a lucky talisman. 
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We're not sure if it was simply whimsy on our part that caused us 
to run something different as the Lit Pick of the Quarter this time, 
or if the two pieces we stumbled upon knew we were looking for 
them, and brought themselves to us. Classified under Art in 
Redivider, (volume seven, issue one - 2009), the pieces occupy 
two opposing pages. The artist and writer is John Oliver Hodges, 
and his work involves gelatin silver prints and accompanying text 
that tell a story, of sorts. One, titled "Shot in Georgia #3," is an 
image of a teenage girl standing deep in the corner of a small 
room, facing the viewer with a rather blank or tired expression. 
The text below the image reads - 

Tanya wears Flightshorts #7, and Flightwrap #3, both 
from Detroit Girl Rags ($60 and $40 respectively). Her 
belt with a confederate flag buckle is by Mira Slut 
($150). This combination pumps new life into the White 
Trash Urbanite style whose rise and fall occurred 
between 1999 and 2002. Tanya's hair is by Umberto 
Cassata, Hollywood, USA. The books were supplied by 
the Paper Palace, and Tanya's feet were dirtied by 
herself, Tifton, GA. 
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I've freed birds caught in traps 
small hearts all 
a rumble. "All cry," the crows 

say, black and blue and bitten— 
their confessions come now 
to tribunal. 

I've carried lilacs through rain 
broken their branches and hoped 
they would not wither. And now I watch 

starlings on the wire 
one by one drop into unknown 
shelter. 

As clouds darken down 
another notch, the smell 
of ferns seeps into me. 

A day to stroll into, 
to measure shadows, 
to measure light, and it's only 
after night falls that I understand. 

The fern uncurls, 
the rain still on its leaves, 
as if wanting to throw 
itself away in summer. 
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As the months rolled by, the rain-flowers flourished, and Landon 
refused to cut them back. Such is the growth rate in the tropics, 
and the richness of Santo Domingo's soil, that they soon spread 
from patio to cornice, and to the four corners of the roof. They 
wove a solid canopy of leafy ropes, trailing long strands of 
purple blossoms. To the bananaquits, this was a trove of nectar; 
swinging like acrobats, they sipped the lilac trumpets with their 
needlelike beaks. But to Altagracia, the thunbergia vines were a 
nuisance. Night and day, their fleshy blooms dropped into the 
courtyard; it took a constant round of sweeping to keep up with 
them. This was the origin of their local name: not flowers that 
like the rain, but flowers that rain from the sky, falling still 
unblemished. In the evening, as Landon shared a glass of rum 
with a friend, the blossoms would plop around them, sometimes 
landing on the table. By breakfast time, the courtyard would be 
littered with them, now faded and decayed—and Altagracia's 
task would begin again. 
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Landon Stowe's childhood hadn't required much contact with 
"the help." Only rarely did his mother, a self-reliant Vermonter, 
hire someone to assist with the heavy cleaning; and even then, 
she treated the woman—a worn, middle-aged widow, whose 
husband had died of cancer—more as a sister than an 
employee. His father had done the gardening on their tiny farm, 
as a way of relaxing on the weekends, or after business hours 
at his insurance firm. Landon had always lent him a hand, until 
he went off to college. Now that Mr. Stowe was getting up in 
years, he had the grass cut by a high school student, out to 
earn a bit of pocket change. Still, he was the neighbor's son, 
not a factotum. 

As a free-lance journalist, Landon could live almost anywhere. 
When he moved to the Caribbean, in search of warmth and 
lower expenses, he migrated to an alien culture, with no 
resemblance to New England. Altagracia became "the other," as 
anthropologists say, the native he was forced to confront. She 
spent the night at his house in the Zona Colonial only when he 
left town. Otherwise, she reported for work every morning at a 
quarter to eight, except Sundays, and stayed till two-thirty. It 
took a dire emergency to make her go past that hour. When he 
asked her why, she answered coolly, "I don't like all these 
vegetables you eat. When I get home, my cook has a real meal 
waiting for me, with lots of meat." As a Dominican friend had 
noted, "In this country, even the servants have servants, so 
there's no humiliation involved." Certainly, Altagracia always 
preserved her dignity. She prided herself on her pious name, 
Mary of High Grace, and wouldn't answer to the usual 
diminutives—"Tatica," "Tati," and the like. But vanity seemed to 
govern her more than religion. Her ample bust jutted out firmly, 
despite her fifty-odd years, and she set it off with a conical, 
fifties-style brassiere. 

At breakfast, in the sun-striped courtyard, he enjoyed chatting 
with her, though he could never predict where her thoughts 
might lead. One morning, a couple of years after he'd settled 
into the house, she announced: "Soñé con usted"—"I dreamed 
about you last night." At the moment, he was more intent on 
his tea than on her dreams: it was murky-brown, as usual. "Do 
you really have to make this so strong?" he asked, in his 
sluggish gringo-Castilian. Altagracia understood, but she didn't 
react. She was used to his accent, by now, and his caprices, 
too. 

Much as he gloried in his Caribbean idyll, at times he feared he 
was drifting too far. He'd just turned thirty-four, and his age 
was already catching up with him. A night of Cuba-Libres, a 
morning of inky javas, and an afternoon of beers on a sun-
scoured beach, had caused him palpitations. The cardiologist 
reassured him, with a Dominican pat on the back. "Your heart is 
fine," he said, looking at his EKG. "These flutters in your pulse 
may recur. But if you stay out of the sun, and skip the 
stimulants, you'll be back to normal in no time." At first, 
Altagracia went on brewing Dominican coffee—a concentrate 
richer than espresso. When Landon asked her to switch to tea, 
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she still prepared it like coffee: an extract so strong, the cup 
could almost walk. He diluted it with hot water, but kept on 
begging her—"por el amor de Dios!"—to make it weaker. 

The neighbors in his barrio had insisted he hire a housekeeper; 
they claimed it was his duty to help the poor. Altagracia came 
with a recommendation from his old friend Horacio, the 
Dominican-American artist who'd suggested he move to Santo 
Domingo in the first place, and though Landon had never 
wanted a maid, she proved her usefulness. Normally, he was 
willing to put up with her quirks; but in his current state, 
carburetor tea on an empty stomach was just too much. This 
morning he wouldn't meekly ask for more hot water; this 
morning he would lift his voice in protest. "Altagracia," he 
croaked, "I can't drink this! I've told you a million times: it's 
bad for my heart!" 

She showed no sign of having heard him. Plucking at withered 
leaves and dried-up twigs, she moved from plant to plant. He'd 
acquired a number of potted specimens, and she tended them 
with pleasure, proud of her green thumb. She paused before a 
red hibiscus; the bush had bloomed again, after several weeks 
of "rest," as Altagracia called it. "Cada flor tiene su tiempo," she 
was fond of saying. "Every flower has its time." He could tell by 
her beetled brows that new pearls were about to drop. "Look at 
this rose, how pretty," she remarked. "It's not a rose," he 
corrected. "It's a hibiscus." "Well, I may be stupid," she went on 
unperturbed, "but I know the heart is just like one of these 
flowers. When it opens up too wide, it blows apart. Maybe that's 
what's happening to you." She stood there appraising him. 
Embarrassed, he fell silent. After a while, she brought him a cup 
of pale, watery tea. 

He'd meant to ask about her dream; but his train of thought 
was derailed by Marino, the handyman. Banging on the door till 
admitted, weighed down by clanking tools, he made his usual 
boisterous entrance. As with Altagracia, Landon had hired him 
mainly to stave off the other aspirants. At twenty-two, Marino 
already had five children to support. "You have to give me 
work," he would state. "I've got a family to feed." He always 
made their procreation sound like Landon's fault. Today, as on 
other days, he couldn't think of a thing for him to do. But luckily
—as ever—Marino invented a job himself. Shouldn't that musty 
mosquito net be replaced? And while we're at it, why not stretch 
the net on sticks clamped to the bed? Landon's shallow pockets 
were being plumbed once again. 

Altagracia abhorred having Marino around the house, and went 
out of her way to mistreat him. She considered him a menace 
to her livelihood, a canny fox who stalked her gringo goose and 
his golden eggs. If he scrubbed the floors today, why shouldn't 
he water the plants tomorrow? What if he brought his wife 
along, to do the cooking and the laundry? After a couple of 
years on the island, Landon knew another impulse stoked her 
resentment. Rightly or wrongly, she considered Marino a Haitian
—an "invader"—though he'd been born in the Dominican 
Republic. As a Haitian, according to the local mantra, he was 
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"black" by definition; as a Dominican, she was "white," and 
convinced of her superiority. In fact, her skin was so dark that 
in the States she would've passed for an African American. But 
her hair was straight, and by island standards, that made all the 
difference: it shone black and lustrous, without a single thread 
of gray. Its lankiness, and her slanted eyes, added an Indian 
cast to her features—proving the old Taino genes still lived on. 

Today Altagracia was bristling more than usual, and Landon 
could sense that trouble was in store. "Marino is no Dominican," 
he heard her grumble under her breath, "the police should send 
him back where he belongs." To Landon's relief, no major 
squabble marred his peace that morning. But his premonition 
held true: the battle of the T-shirt was about to begin. 

As T-shirts go, it was a special one: midnight-blue, embossed 
with NEW YORK—the mecca of Dominicans—in raised, silver 
script. On Sunday, Altagracia's day off, Landon had ransacked 
his closet, trying to unearth the garment. He thought it would 
make a perfect gift for his next-door neighbor's son. The boy 
was about to celebrate his fifteenth birthday—the most 
important for Hispanics, since it marks their coming of age. By 
offering him such a coveted present, Landon could wish the 
family well without having to stay too long at the party. He was 
certain he'd seen it just a week or so before. How could it have 
vanished overnight? 

Suddenly, he felt assailed by a wave of insecurity. Altagracia 
had worked for him for many months, without stealing a 
centavo; the same was true of Marino. He'd put up with their 
quarrels, often enough. But now their rivalry assumed a sinister 
air. How could he figure out which of them was the culprit? 
Anyone who pilfers will also lie, so he couldn't hope for a 
straightforward answer. Besides, as a Dominican had quipped, 
"in this country, it's always somebody else's fault." Mulishly, the 
uneducated balked at owning up to the slightest bungle, no 
matter how obvious. He was sure the perpetrator would never 
confess. Worse, each of the suspects would blame the other, 
and over time, things might turn ugly. 

Based on the evidence, he deduced Marino must be the villain. 
After all, why should Altagracia want a T-shirt? She was a 
single, middle-aged woman, with a grown-up daughter, no 
sons, and—so she claimed—no boyfriends. At her age, she was 
more reliable than a roving young handyman, with a big brood 
to feed. She'd spent a lot more time around the house than he 
had; she reported to duty every day, whereas he dropped by 
only once a week. Simple familiarity led Landon to favor 
Altagracia, in his judgment of the case. Still, he was determined 
to question her. On Monday, when he broached the subject, she 
seemed suspiciously nonchalant. Instead of sorting through the 
closet herself, to make sure he wasn't mistaken, she took it for 
granted the shirt was gone. Shrugging her shoulders, like an 
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operetta soubrette, she embarked on one of her recitatives. 

"I can tell what you're thinking; but you should know I would 
never take such a tacky cosita. I can ask you for anything I 
want; and if you don't need it, you'll give it to me, pim-pam-
pum. Like that broken plate you let me have, the other day—
the one that split in two, from just sitting in the cupboard. It 
wasn't much of a present, but that's why I asked for it. I 
wouldn't even look at anything of value, without your 
permission. That's how I am: así soy yo." After a tribute to his 
kindness, which he took with a block of salt, she insinuated 
slyly: "Remember what happened when you first got here? The 
plumber's kid-brother was helping him, while I was doing the 
wash, and he made off with one of your shirts. The next day 
you sounded like you thought it was me; but then you learned 
your lesson, you found out it was him. I felt insulted—si, señor, 
very offended. But I've forgiven you. That's how I am: así soy 
yo." 

It was odd Landon hadn't recalled the incident himself, under 
the circumstances. The boy had been devilishly clever. While 
Altagracia's back was turned, he'd snatched a wet T-shirt off the 
line, and quickly slipped it on under his own. In the sweltering 
heat, the water marks on his chest and shoulders had easily 
passed for sweat. His only mistake was bragging about the feat, 
later on, to his elder brother; the plumber, fearing he might lose 
a client, spilled the whole story. He hadn't apologized, of 
course: after all, he wasn't to blame. 

Landon tuned in again to Altagracia's monologue. "I just can't 
figure out what happened," she was saying, philosophically. "All 
I know is this: the only other person here besides you and me 
was that black hoodlum, ese tíguere prieto. I'm not telling you 
he's a thief—but just think about the last time something got 
stolen. Anyway, I hope you realize, once and for all, it couldn't 
have been me." 

"I never accused you of taking the shirt, did I? Let's just forget 
all about it." 

"No, no, no," she insisted. "You can't forget about it. If you let 
that no-good prieto come around here again, he'll grab more 
and more of your stuff. Up till now, it's only a camiseta, but 
next time it'll be a record-player, or a radio." She shot him an 
ominous look. 

He'd had more than enough. "Bien, bien, Altagracia. Don't say 
another word about it. I'll decide what to do." 

Something else came back to him now. Several months before, 
Marino had asked him for an American T-shirt—a request he'd 
pointedly ignored. Landon no longer tried to keep up with 
Dominicans' needs for a certain shampoo, sold only on 127th 
Street, or a brand of tennis shoes, available only in the Bronx. 
On his infrequent trips to the States, he didn't have time to be 
their errand boy. Maybe Marino believed, when he snitched the 
NEW YORK shirt, that he was only taking his due. But how could 
he have stooped so low? When he reappeared on Friday, 
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Landon warned him he wouldn't tolerate such behavior. 

Predictably enough, the young man blustered with righteous 
indignation. "The señora and I were in the house, so it had to 
be one of us. But I wouldn't do something like that. A lot of 
people rob their bosses, but I don't. Maybe you're just assuming 
it was me because you don't know me well enough. But ask my 
old patrón, the engineer, or Padre Flores, or my uncle, Juan de 
Dios, who's worked at the Spanish embassy all these years. 
They can tell you I've always been honest." 

So that was what he was to Marino: his "new boss." Landon 
mulled it over for a moment. A builder couldn't possibly keep 
tabs on all his part-time laborers; Father Flores was such a 
saint, he could easily be fooled; and as for "John of God," 
relatives were bound to vouch for each other. Looking Marino 
square in the face, he challenged him: "I'd like it so much better 
if you'd just admit you did it. If you tell me the truth, and return 
the shirt, I'll forgive you—I promise." 

The handyman's features were average, almost nondescript, 
and for that very reason, they seemed archetypal. His eyes 
glittered with defiance. Despite all he'd suffered for it, Marino 
took pride in his ethnicity. Often he'd said to Landon, "Why 
don't you let my wife clean the house for you, señor? These 
pelo-buenos are too stuck-up to do the job." Here again was the 
mystification of race, seen from the African side. In this combat 
with an ancestral enemy, Marino wouldn't budge an inch. "Just 
come with me right now to my house, and you'll see for yourself 
I don't have that shirt." 

"Oh well, it doesn't matter that much, does it? Maybe some 
youngster climbed down from the roof, and yanked it off the 
clothesline." That kind of thing could easily happen, in the 
Colonial quarter; boys were always prowling from roof to roof, 
especially when the mangoes ripened. But not in this case: the 
NEW YORK shirt had never been worn, or laundered, or hung 
out to dry. Marino could tell from Landon's tone of voice he was 
only trying to brush him off. The pudgy pink gringo crossed his 
arms on his chest, with an air of finality. "Anyway, there's 
nothing here for you to do today. I'll let you know if something 
comes up." 

Marino started to object again, then stepped into the street. 
Once outside, he wheeled around. "Wait, señor, let me say one 
more thing." 

"No." Landon shut the door. "There's no work for you this week
—that's that." 

Feeling guilty, he paced back and forth in the sala, bumping into 
several of the stout mahogany chairs. He ended up at the back 
of the house, where Altagracia was ironing. "It serves him 
right," she grunted. "Lying and stealing like that. It's bad 
enough to rob you, but then he had to go and lie. I've always 
said he was a crook, ese prieto." She thrust the last words 
home with a vigorous shove of the iron; it was Marino's face she 
was mashing, flattening his nose and sizzling his eyes. "That's 
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the end of him around here. This time it was just a shirt, but 
next time it would've been something bigger. It's a good thing 
you canned him now, before it was too late." 

"Please, Altagracia," he muttered under his breath. He was 
shocked at her vindictiveness. 

A week later, the bell rang, at ten in the morning. When Landon 
opened the door, there stood Marino, a crease of resolution in 
his forehead. "I want to tell the señora just what I think of her," 
he announced. "I talked with my uncle, Juan de Dios, and he 
says if you're treating me this way, she must've put the idea 
into your head. You're right, it had to be one of us who stole 
that T-shirt—but it wasn't me. Let me speak to her, and you'll 
find out who's the thief around here." 

Landon agreed to let him in, but only on condition he wouldn't 
make a scene. Marino strode back to the courtyard, catching 
Altagracia off guard. "The señor is right," he began. "If the shirt 
is missing, one of us must have taken it. I know it wasn't me, 
so it has to be you." Then he shrieked at her: "You did it! You 
did it! You know you did! I'm telling you right to your face! And 
you tried to make him believe it was me. Look me in the eyes, 
and tell me you didn't do it!" 

Her defenses crumbled. "I never said you did it, I never even 
thought it," she whined, her eyelids twitching. 

"Well, one of us stole that shirt, and it was you." 

"No it wasn't, I swear. It wasn't me, and it wasn't you." 

Landon cut to the chase by reinstating Marino. "I'm convinced 
nothing else in this house will ever be misplaced. You can spy 
on each other, to make sure. Whatever else walks away from 
here, both of you go with it." As he listened to himself, he 
realized they'd turned him into a monster. He longed for the 
simple, sturdy virtues of Vermont. 

At an exhibition opening, a few days later, he ran into Horacio. 
He took Landon aside with a purposeful air. "I hope everything's 
all right." 

"I'm not sure what you mean." 

"I mean with that maid of mine you've inherited." 

"I'd almost forgotten. She never mentions you." 

"Oh really? Maybe she's ashamed of the connection," he 
chuckled suggestively. Suavely handsome, with olive skin and 
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amber eyes, he was notorious as a ladies' man. 

"She must've kept house for lots of people, in her time. After 
all, she's close to fifty." 

"Fifty!" Horacio hooted. "That's what she lets you believe. She's 
sixty, if she's a day." 

"She claims she doesn't know her age." 

"She used to date her birth to Hurricane Zenón; she can't be 
ten years off the mark. But she's always been duplicitous." 

"Duplicitous?" 

"Nothing major," Horacio granted. "She used to lift the usual 
things: socks, underwear, shirts—you know. She liked to wait 
till repairmen or shoeshine boys were around, so they could 
take the blame."

When Landon told him about the recent incident, he winked. 
"You can be sure she did it, amigo, absolutely sure." 

"But why would you knowingly recommend a thief?" 

"Be happy she's just a petty thief. She won't steal anything big. 
At least now she's your thief, nobody else's! That's our 
Dominican spin on things. Everybody's got to have a thief, so 
why not stick with one you can trust?" 

The conversation turned to other subjects, but Landon was only 
half listening; he couldn't take his thoughts off Altagracia. He 
felt like a real cabeza cuadrada. This was what Dominicans 
called moralizing foreigners, who were too "square-headed" to 
cope with a little corruption. From the island point of view, 
Altagracia's conduct was perfectly normal. In fact, given his 
carelessness with valuables and cash, she could've done much 
worse. Maybe he was just being righteously indignant, like a 
typical Yank. 

Who cared about the stupid T-shirt? He imagined Altagracia 
with her protégé, dancing to a salsa or meringue… Showing off 
her bust, she was dressed in a matronly shift, her movements 
lively but sedate; younger by far, he was wearing snug charcoal 
jeans, with NEW YORK emblazoned on his chest. 

When the handyman reappeared, a brand-new polo shirt 
vanished. This time, Landon said nothing about the theft, to 
either Altagracia or Marino. When she scheduled a wash for the 
following Friday, he counted the shirts in the hamper the night 
before. The next morning, around noon, he checked the 
clothesline she'd strung in the patio. He studied the red 
hibiscus, then the yellow; but out of the corner of his eye, he 
totted up the shirts. 
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"Hay ocho camisas." Altagracia snorted. "Don't worry, they're 
still here." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Oh, I counted them, too." 

"Why should I care how many there are?" he growled over his 
shoulder. 

He'd never felt so out of place in Santo Domingo. A few days 
later, he was afloat on a rocking chair, in the steam-bath of 
early afternoon. He pried himself away from a clammy 
manuscript by Padre Flores, to say good-bye to Altagracia. As 
she opened the front door, he noted the huge dimensions of her 
straw handbag: the rayon dress she wore on duty couldn't take 
that much space. Even his fleeting glance didn't escape her. 
"Would you like to look inside?" she sneered. 

"Why should I want to?" 

She glared straight into his eyes. "Because that way you can be 
sure. Since you don't trust me, we'd better keep things clear. 
That's how I am." She tossed the phrase behind her again, as 
she slammed the door: "Así soy yo." 

For ten days or so, nothing went amiss. But then one evening, 
as he was dressing for dinner, Landon realized another shirt was 
gone. It was a white, hand-tailored button-down—one he 
reserved for special occasions. As before, what troubled him 
wasn't so much the bother or the loss, but the uneasy climate of 
distrust. How had Altagracia pulled off this latest caper? Lately, 
he'd even taken to locking his closet. 

The next morning, after breakfast, he asked her to join him in 
the front room. He seated her in a rocking chair, and took the 
one opposite: they needed to reason together, as equals. The 
novelty of the arrangement rattled her. Her eyelids twitched, as 
on the day when Marino confronted her. Landon hadn't meant 
to upset the social order, but all the better, if it induced her to 
tell the truth. "Altagracia, another shirt has disappeared. I didn't 
notice it till last night." She clung to the chair, not even 
breathing. "I don't know how you did it. I must've left the closet 
unlocked." 

Her eyelids started jumping again; she seemed to emerge from 
a deep hypnosis. "I didn't do it," she mumbled weakly. "I didn't 
do it." 

He'd been prepared for her denial. "Altagracia, you stole the T-
shirt and the polo shirt. You stole the dress shirt, too. Why don't 
you just admit it? You don't have to return them. Just tell me 
the truth. That's all I care about, the simple truth." Her face 
bulged, as though steam were building up behind it; the tension 
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became intolerable. "Bueno," he muttered, and rose to his feet. 

She pitched forward onto her knees, grabbed his legs, and burst 
into tears. "I didn't do it, I didn't do it. I took the T-shirt, and 
the polo shirt, but I didn't take the good one, so help me God. I 
swear it on my mother's soul. I didn't do it, I didn't do it." She 
sobbed hysterically, swaying back and forth on the floor. 

"It's all right, it's all right. I believe you, Altagracia, I believe 
you. Stand up. Please stand up." 

He felt ashamed. All that to-do for a few measly shirts? 

For weeks afterward, Altagracia prayed every night to San 
Antonio, the patron saint of lost objects. In long-winded arias, 
she recounted all the times he'd interceded on her behalf. She 
shuffled around the house with a hangdog air, and black circles 
ringed her eyes. One afternoon, he came across a makeshift 
altar in the pantry: plastic bottles of holy water, half-melted 
candles, and garish pictures in a sacra conversazione. Michael 
flourished his sword, while trouncing a beet-colored snake; 
Thomas bowed contritely to a pierced, shining hand; Mary 
Magdalen, in gilt and orange robes, stood transfixed before the 
gardener at the tomb. Altagracia had summoned not only 
Anthony, but the whole canon of saints to her rescue. 

Later that evening, as Landon sat wrestling with the household 
accounts, the phone rang. Despite the bad connection, he 
recognized his brother's voice. "You will be flying back to 
Vermont for Ma's birthday, won't you? It's her sixtieth, and 
we're planning..." He called her Ma, Landon called her Mother; 
he was a scientist, Landon was a journalist. But they'd always 
had a good rapport, and they chatted for fifteen minutes or so. 
When Landon's sister-in-law took over, she skipped the small 
talk: just wanted to find out how you were, love from all of us, 
the children are fine. "By the way, you left a white shirt 
upstairs, when you made that lightning visit at Christmas. We'll 
keep it for you here, till you come back next month." 

Altagracia arrived bright and early, the next morning. Landon 
was tempted to leave her in the dark: by telling the truth, 
maybe he'd only spoil things. Ever since she started praying to 
San Antonio, she'd done everything just so: the tea was weak, 
the food was lightly salted, and she didn't leave dust-cloths on 
his desk. But after breakfast, from behind the newspaper, he 
finally spoke up. 

"Altagracia, guess what my sister-in-law told me? I left that 
white shirt at her house." She was nudging dead rain-flowers 
into a rounded clump. "Altagracia, oíste? The shirt's been 
found." 

She turned to face him, holding her broom like a scepter. "I 
heard you, all right. God answered my prayers. But you thought 
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I was lying, didn't you? Usted no me creyó." 

Did she really expect him to beg her forgiveness? The nerve of 
the woman. "Have you apologized for stealing the other shirts?" 
he shot back. 

He decided it was best to change the subject. Suddenly, 
something came back to him: in all this time, it had completely 
slipped his mind. "Altagracia, a few weeks ago, you mentioned a 
dream you'd had, a dream about me. Do you still remember it?" 

"How could I forget?" 

"Oh, of course. Your memory is perfect." 

"Well, my dreams are short, and I always remember them. In 
this one, you were helping me make fruit salad. You've never 
done that before, have you?" 

"You wouldn't let me, even if I tried." He was tired of her 
reproachful air. 

"We made the salad out of papayas, mangoes, pineapples, and 
bananas. It must've been for a party; we chopped and chopped 
till we filled a great big bowl." She had started on one of her 
recitatives, and nothing could interrupt her now. "Then we went 
to the front door, and I said good-bye. In my dream, the street 
was different. It was long and empty, and I kept walking till 
there weren't any houses. I thought I was going home. Instead, 
I ended up way out in the country, like where I grew up. After a 
while, I came to a river, the widest river you ever saw. There 
was lots and lots of mud, but that didn't stop me. I took off my 
shoes and kept on going, till I got to the water. The funny thing 
is, I walked right out on top of it. I didn't sink. I just kept 
walking, all by myself." 

She stared into the distance for a while, then went back to her 
work. When Landon finished reading the paper, Altagracia was 
still hovering around the patio, sweeping the flagstones she'd 
already swept, and watering the plants she'd already watered. 
She wanted to be near him, he realized, not without a twinge of 
gratitude. Though her dream had brought them closer, it had 
also opened a chasm: they could only wave to each other now, 
from cliff to cliff. Whatever her dependence on his money or his 
gifts, he would always see her standing there, as free of him as 
he was of her. 

Title graphic: "Altagracia's Altar" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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don't imagine the chalk 
outline of his body but saffron 
handprints my nephews 
etch on driveways, bright 
beaks of ducklings, the delicate 
daffodil & peace we squander 
because it feels somehow 
false & simple like a coupon 
& there's no crimson thumbprint 
swirled against the lens only 
the Yes of a world 
unfuzzed, having seen so much 
poetry & terror which is 
an accurate summary of our lives 
on jackhammer migraine days 
gusting hail when dynamite 
roars through the sacred 
guts of churches or just 
poetry & terror in the cubicle 
on days we crave sky after the subway's 
long claustrophobia beneath 
gravestones & angled pipes & perhaps 
you pass me in the crosswalk 
as its timer blinks from green 
to orange, only seconds left 
before the red palm strands 
all the leather briefcases 
& you fumble yours, papers splattering 
so together we gather what we can 
while taxis shriek their horns 
at two strangers on their knees 
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"I like your pearls," the little girl tells her mother. "When you 
are dead, I will wear them every day."

The mother hates when her daughter talks this way before 
bedtime. So disruptive to the sleep process. "Finish your 
cocoa. I'm not reheating it again." 

The little girl is only eight, but already knows how to upset her 
mother. "I saw you kiss the mailman," she says, sipping the 
cocoa. "This is way too cold." 

The mother stands firm. She says she won't reheat it. How will 
it look to back down now? 

The little girl pushes the cup toward her mother. "I said it's too 
cold. Anyway, I want to be up when Daddy gets home." 

The mother can feel the rope of pearls tighten around her 
neck. She decides right then to give them to the little girl 
because they would probably fit her better. Then, she reheats 
the cocoa even though she said she wouldn't. 

Title graphic: "Glittering Accomplice" Copyright © The Summerset Review 
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Furtive little trash can 
I see you 
hiding from the bright florescence 
of this busy classroom, 
under a table, as though beneath 
a cedar bent across 
a quiet corner 
of some forgotten brook. 
Your mouth, its delicate flesh 
of loose plastic lining, is 
like a minnow's, momentary, 
motionless, agape, 
as though feeding 
at a trembling surface 
on crumbs from an unseen hand. 
Be very still now. There, 
the numen of one dark eye 
above a great depth. You. 
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Between songs, 
I listen to balls click 
one against 

the other across 
the smooth 
tables behind me. 

I close my eyes 
and imagine 
the press of his body 

into mine. I slip 
a cigarette 
from the pack 

in front of me, steady 
it between 
my lips. The man 

beside me offers 
a light. 
His fingers are long 

and dark. I hold 
his gaze 
in the bar's dim light. 

He asks if I’m meeting 
someone. I take 
a slow breath, 

and letting it out 
say, you. 
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Every Monday, Ms. Notaro liked to kick off our American History 
class by reading the most depressing parts of the local papers. 
When she was done paraphrasing the articles in her faux-husky 
voice, she'd position herself on a desk in the front of the class, 
fold the paper over her lap and say, "So, guys, what can we learn 
from this?" Then she would squint up at the ceiling like there 
were stars on it instead of fluorescent lamps, like she was going 
to have a nervous breakdown any second unless somebody told 
her exactly what lesson this specific local tragedy was supposed 
to teach us, the good citizens of the United States of America. 
That fall, Ms. Notaro always looked ready to cry; her bottom lip 
never stopped quivering. 

On the first day of eighth grade, while the other teachers passed 
out new textbooks and played name-games, she told us that her 
four-year-old son had gone missing in July, snatched from the 
playground where she watched him. There were substantiated 
rumors that her husband left her the following week. Though 
they were only separated, she immediately reclaimed her maiden 
name; the year before, everybody called her Mrs. Cavendish. 
Still, I couldn't bring myself to like her. I had turned thirteen that 
summer, and my powers of sympathy for anyone older than me 
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barely extended to the immediate cast of Dawson's Creek, and 
very occasionally, my own father. Though she was probably 
almost thirty, she sported a Kate Spade bag with a suspiciously 
crooked label and a Tiffany necklace that wasn't as shiny as the 
one my best friend Natasha always wore. The boys were crazy for 
Ms. Notaro and high-fived each other on the days when she wore 
a skirt to class, though I never saw what the big fuss was about. 

"Last Friday, in Woodbridge, a woman left her baby daughter in 
her car while she ran into her office to grab some papers," she 
began. "It was nearly one hundred degrees outside, and she 
forgot to leave the air on," she said, pausing dramatically. "When 
she came back—less than ten minutes later, or so she says, the 
little girl was dead. She suffocated from the heat, and her blood 
got so hot—" She shook her head to emphasize how 
unfathomable this particular local tragedy was. Then she zoned in 
on me, probably because I was resting my head on my desk. 

"Care to enlighten us, Anna?" she said. She folded the paper over 
her lap and added, "What does this teach us?" 

"I don't know," I said. "A watched tot never boils?"

A few people snickered but nobody dared to laugh. Natasha 
turned around and shot me a look that said, this is crazy, even 
for you. It got so quiet you could hear Mr. DeMatta, the janitor, 
at the other end of the hallway, probably cleaning up somebody's 
vomit. Ms. Notaro stood up from her friend-desk and gave me a 
look that made me feel like I was the vomit, like she was going to 
call in the janitor and have him dump me out onto the back lawn 
along with a pile of sawdust. 

"You think this is funny," she said. Before I had a chance to 
retaliate, she added, "See me after class." 

As the bell rang and released my fellow classmates, I trudged 
over to her desk. There she was, looking like she was going to 
cry again. The only things she had on her desk were one of those 
ceramic apples that said #1 Teacher and a picture of her son, 
gap-toothed and grinning on a dirty Jersey beach, probably 
Wildwood, what Papa called "the heaven of the proletariat." 

"You have a hard time gathering sympathy for other people," she 
told me, almost singing the words. "Don't you? Some day, but 
probably not today, it'll get you in big trouble. That is not my 
concern. My concern is that you try to have some respect for the 
dead. Can you do that for me?" she asked, her lip trembling. 

"I do. Generally speaking, I mean," I said. "I'm sorry." 

"It's all right," she said, sighing into her hair. "But I'm still calling 
home, mmmkay? I'm a little worried about you. Parent-teacher 
conferences are next week, and I want to have a word with your 
mother." 

"That might be a problem," I said. 

"Oh," she said. "Oh, dear." 
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"Well, see ya," I said. 

You should've seen the look on her face, like I just said that her 
son was the dead one. I waved goodbye and backed out of the 
room as quickly as I could. 

My mother died back in Moscow when I was five, in a car 
accident on the way to the opening night of her new play. A few 
months later, right after the Soviet Union collapsed, Papa got a 
job heading a research lab at Columbia and he jumped at the 
opportunity to get out of Russia. If my mother hadn't died, I 
never would have met Natasha. That was what I told myself in 
the first few months, to keep from being sad. Natasha was 
everything. I knew her longer than I had known English. She was 
my translator when I moved to Jersey in the second grade. She 
had already been in America a solid year before me. Her red hair 
was plaited into neat braids, and none of her clothes betrayed 
her status as an immigrant. As soon as she saw me, she advised 
me to get rid of my post-Soviet mullet. 

After I left the classroom, I was relieved to see Natasha leaning 
against my locker, her notebooks cradled in her arms. 

"Well?" she said. 

"I think she's crying now," I reported. 

"Solid work," she said, linking her arm through mine. "A-plus." 

The next morning, I sat in front of my dresser, trying to teach 
myself to raise my right eyebrow. It took me months to master 
this skill, but in the meantime, I was able to study my face 
without interruption. Papa didn't let me wear makeup yet, so 
there wasn't much to do but look. I wasn't used to the new 
version of myself, certainly not to all the attention I was getting. 
That summer I had grown nearly five inches and stopped being 
chubby. And nobody called me two-teeth anymore; Dr. Rothstein 
took off my braces and my two front teeth finally aligned with the 
rest. Just when I was beginning to feel good about myself, Papa 
walked into my bedroom and said, "Up, up, up!" with his thick 
arms in the air. 

"And away," I grumbled. 

He paced around and inspected my outfit: a cute pair of blue 
overall shorts over a green tank top from Limited Too. 

"Could those shorts be any shorter?" he said. 

"Anything's possible," I said. "If you can believe it, you can 
achieve it." 

He gave me a confused grunt. He said, "Your mother wore an 
outfit like that once. I think it was when she played the farmer's 
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daughter in Uncle Vanya. " 

"That's great, Papa. Can we go now?" 

"Just one more thing. You need a haircut." 

"I happen to be growing it out." 

"You happen to look like a horse," he said, yanking a fistful of my 
hair. 

"Ow!" 

"See? Hair like that can cause problems." 

"Whatever." 

"Your teacher called last night." 

"Whatever," I said again, more carefully this time. 

"It better be good, Nastenka," he said, shaking his head. "I didn't 
bring you to this country—" 

"Papa, she doesn't know anything, okay? She's practically a kid." 

"Oh?" "You'll hate her, I promise. She vacations at Wildwood. She 
wears an American flag pin." 

"Mmm," he said, nodding. He yanked my hair again.

"Ow!" 

"We're going to be late," he said. "Giddy-up." 

Natasha came over after school a few days later, while Papa was 
conferencing with Ms. Notaro. She had gone on a date to Chili's 
with Tony DeMatta—who was not only a high school delinquent 
and a guitarist in a sub-par local band, but who also happened to 
be the progeny of our janitor—and I knew she wanted to give me 
all the details. We were spending the afternoon on Papa's bed, 
looking at the photo album he kept in the drawer of the 
nightstand. My father's room made me uncomfortable. 
Everything was a shade of brown, the only window faced out onto 
the parking lot, and it was always about twenty degrees colder 
than the rest of the house. 

I watched Natasha as she leafed through the photos of my mother
—Mama and Papa standing over the Neva, bundled up in their 
winter coats; Mama grinning as she held two apples in front of 
her breasts at the summer government camp; Mama squatting in 
the sand at the beach with me scowling between her knees. I 
didn't need to look at the photos; I had already memorized them 
all. I barely remembered anything about my mother, and when I 
thought of her, the photos were the first things that came to 
mind; they were more real than she was. I liked watching the 
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moments of my mother's life hit my best friend's face. The way 
Natasha's lips parted open and her lashes lit up made it seem like 
the pictures were snapped the weekend before, that they hadn't 
been collecting dust in my father's room since we moved to 
America. 

"I wish my mom did something exciting with her life," she said, 
making a face. "All she does is screw my dad and program 
computers." 

"It could always be worse," I said. "Like, dead-worse." 

"I guess," she said, sighing hard. "Anastasia, do you ever get 
bored here? I mean, do you ever feel like—I don't know, you 
were meant for greater things?" 

"Sometimes I wish I didn't get Bs in math," I said. 

"Right," she said, and then she didn't say anything for a while. 
She leaned back on the bed and tucked her arms behind her 
head and closed her eyes, probably thinking about her latest 
musical production. When she opened them again, she said, 
"That's why I like being with Tony. I mean, have you heard him 
play? He's really good, Anna, like, really really good. He's going 
places." 

"Like the county jail," I said. 

"Don't be jealous," she said, and I rolled my eyes. 

She turned toward the mirror on Papa's dresser and adjusted the 
butterfly clips in her hair. A few minutes later, she forgot what I 
said and flipped to her favorite part of the photo album, Mama's 
stage photos: Mama as Ophelia, Mama as Kitty, Mama as a swan. 
Natasha loved imagining my mother on stage because she spent 
many of her nights onstage, too. Natasha had the most beautiful 
singing voice I had ever heard, though her acting skills needed 
work. "Christ, Anastasia," she said, pointing to the picture of 
Mama as Kitty. "She looks like you here. Exactly like you. It's the 
hair." She continued to stab the page with her index finger for 
emphasis. 

"I don't look like my mother," I insisted. "I look just like Papa. 
Everybody says so." 

"Everybody," she snorted, slamming the album shut. 

After Mr. Turov picked up Natasha, I put the album away, feeling 
uneasy. If what Natasha said was true, I could only imagine what 
effect this had on Papa. I don't think I ever looked through it 
from cover-to-cover again until last year, over a decade later, 
after I drove up to Brighton and packed away the last of Papa's 
things. 

That day, I was almost relieved to hear the Honda puttering up 
the driveway, even if it meant Papa would probably want me 
dead after talking to Ms. Notaro. Though I was sure he'd probably 
think she was as stupid as I did, he'd still be livid. In his eyes, me 
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standing up to a dumb teacher equaled me not getting into 
Harvard, though I really didn't see that one happening, either. I 
was examining a pimple on my chin when I heard his footsteps 
on the stairs. 

"Your teacher is… very kind. A very warm person," said Papa, 
leaning against my door. I was so confused by the expression on 
his face that it took me a minute to understand that he was 
smiling. 

"Why are you speaking English?" 

"I do not know," he said, still in English. "But she is very nice. 
You did not tell me she was so nice." 

"Right. Well, um, what did she say?" 

"Many things," he said mysteriously. "But she is worrying about 
you. You are sleeping in the class?"

"That's it?" I said, and swallowed. 

"Well, no," he said. "Your teacher and I—we are having plans for 
the weekend. I am taking her to Manhattan. To Russian 
Samovar. She will like it, I think." 

"Very funny," I said, waiting for him to tell me he was joking. 

But he just stood there like an idiot. He walked over and gave me 
a rough kiss on the top of my forehead. I tried to raise my right 
eyebrow at him, but he didn't notice the attempt. Eventually he 
staggered into his bedroom, like a dog following a scent. 

We were stuck playing pickle ball that marking period. It was 
endemic to gym classes all over New Jersey, a hybrid of tennis 
and ping-pong, with a tiny court, plastic paddles, and a wiffle 
ball. Natasha was my partner. She wore white shorts that rode 
halfway up her ass and her black D.A.R.E. T-shirt with the 
sleeves cut off, her hair held back by a sweatband she didn't 
need. We had to play against Pooja and Reema, the Parikh twins, 
who kept whispering to each other in between points and lost 
track of the score. "Eddie Hayes won't stop staring at you," 
Natasha informed me, sailing the ball into the net. "Don't look," 
she hissed. 

"You sure he's looking at me?" 

"Well, your legs, more like." 

"Gross," I said. "Eddie Hayes picks his nose in Pre-Algebra." 

"That is gross." 

"Is he still doing it?" 
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"Picking his nose or checking you out?" 

I told her to shut up. 

The truth was, I didn't think Eddie Hayes was that disgusting. 
Back in fifth grade, his older brother died after he got wasted and 
drove himself and his date off Jenkinson's Pavilion straight into 
the ocean on prom weekend. Eddie Hayes was still a shrimp; his 
brother had been a football hero and a National Merit Scholar. 
When I watched him inspecting his tiny balled-up boogers, I 
imagined that they were grains of sand from the beach—if the 
rumors were true, his brother's eyes had been sealed shut by the 
sand when they found him. 

The bell rang and we were herded back to the locker room. Katie 
and Nora, our other best friends, shared the locker next to ours. 
Natasha pulled her D.A.R.E. shirt over her head, revealing a lacy 
pink bra, which emphasized that she was as flat as a pickle ball 
paddle. She swatted me over the head with her shirt when she 
saw me staring. 

"So guess who my dad is taking out to New York this weekend," I 
said. 

"You're kidding," she said. "Papa Orlov has a date? With who?" 

"You won't believe it," I said. "Okay, here's a hint." I positioned 
myself on one of the bleachers and folded a flyer for Navratri 
Night with the Multicultural Club over my lap and said, in my best 
husky voice, "Well guys, what can we learn from this?" 

"Holy fuck," Natasha said, giggling like crazy. "Not Ms. Notaro!" 

"What are they doing in New York?" said Katie. 

"Search me," I said. 

"They'll have something to drink," Nora assured me. 

"Papa Orlov's gonna hook up with Ms. Notaro!" Natasha said. 

"Your dad's so weird," Katie pointed out. 

"I know. " 

"But Ms. Notaro? What are they going to talk about?" Nora asked 
pragmatically. It was a good question. I tried to think of the 
interests that would bind them. I thought of the things we 
learned in American History. 

"The Cold War?" I guessed. 

"Come on, guys," said Natasha, suddenly sounding like an adult. 
"You should be happy for your father, Anastasia. God knows he 
deserves to go on a date." 

"My father doesn't believe in God," I told her. 
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After her third date with my father, Ms. Notaro stopped reading 
from the headlines all together. She also mellowed out in class 
and let us have our first test open-book; I suspect she also gave 
me slightly higher grades in spite of herself. As far as I knew, she 
never came to our house, and she and Papa began spending their 
time at one of the three decent restaurants downtown, or at the 
movies, or at Roosevelt Park, when the weather was nice 
enough. 

One day after school, I had come home late. I spent the 
afternoon at Natasha's and forgot to call home; I didn't forget, 
exactly, but I just knew that Papa was so busy being lovesick 
that he wouldn't have noticed if I called him from a strip club 
where I was the opening act. When I let myself in, I saw Papa 
sitting at the kitchen table, which was set for two. He wasn't 
eating, either, just staring at the books on the shelves, as if he 
were silently trying to count how many of them he had read, and 
how many times. Papa liked saving money, but it was strange 
that all of the lights in the house were off when it was pitch black 
outside. A candle flickered on the table. 

I nearly fell to the ground when I realized what was happening. It 
was the anniversary of my mother's death, and I had spent it 
watching Judge Judy in my best friend's basement. 

I said, "Shit." 

"Don't curse." 

"I'm sorry, Papa. I completely forgot." 

"I can see that. There's macaroni in the fridge." 

"I already ate." 

"Well. Have a seat," he said, and I did. 

"Your mother was a good woman," he said. "I don't know what 
she would have made of this," he said, sweeping his arm over the 
living room, meaning America, or me, his terrible daughter. 

"I'm really sorry, Papa," I said. 

"That's okay. What were you doodling?" he said in English, 
nodding toward the notebook in my hands.

"Drawing, Papa. I was drawing. I have a project for art class." 

"Let me see." 

"It's not finished," I said, opening the pages to show him the 
sketch of Natasha's face I had worked on. I thought I did a pretty 
good job, but I couldn't capture the look in her eyes. That was 
impossible. 

"How long did this take you?" 
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"Three hours?" 

"Tell me," he said. "What do you think would have happened if 
you spent those three hours on your math homework?" 

"I would have broken a record?" 

"Well," he said. "You'll never be Chagall. You should know that 
now, before you get your hopes up." 

"I would never get my hopes up," I said. 

"Good," he said, pleased with himself. Then, as if it were the next 
logical alley of conversation, he added, "Your clothes are getting 
too tight. And your hair—" 

"Enough about the hair," I said. "I look okay." 

He finished his noodles and said, "Listen, dochka." I bit down on 
the insides of my cheeks: I thought I was in for a big lecture. 
"Tomorrow I'm going to spend the night at Sandy's, so maybe 
you'd like to stay at Natasha's house?" 

"Who?" 

"Um, your teacher," he said. "I thought—" 

"Oh," I said. 

Then I faked a coughing fit. I coughed so hard the candle went 
out. 

That year, Halloween came on a Friday. We dressed up as four of 
the Spice Girls. I got to be Posh, Natasha was Ginger, Katie was 
Baby, and Nora, though she couldn't pass the twenty-minute-
mile test in gym, was stuck being Sporty. After three hours of 
collecting candy, we were exhausted. On our way back to 
Natasha's house, we passed the high school. It was lit up blue, 
the lights behind it falling on a football stadium we couldn't see 
from the front. An American flag flew high in the air, but the wind 
had it wrapped around the pole twice. On one side, the message 
board outside read Rest in Peace, Grace Mahoney. Grace's 
younger sister, Becky, was in my art class; Grace had hung 
herself from her bedroom closet the week before. The other side 
of the board read Happy Halloween, Hawks! The black windows of 
the building reflected the light from the streets, and for the first 
time that night, I was cold. 

"This is probably it," said Katie. "I mean, this is the last time we 
can dress up, isn't it?" 

"I think so," Nora said slowly. "Next year will be different." 

"Yeah," said Natasha, squinting out as if she could already picture 
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herself on the stage of the big auditorium. "What do you guys 
think it'll be like, out there?" 

"For fuck's sake, it's not another country," I said. "You act like it's 
freakin' Canada or something. It's less than a mile away from the 
middle school. What's wrong with you people?" 

They ignored me and stood there, transfixed. A truck drove by 
with some teenagers in it, probably drunk ones. I didn't drink 
yet, but Natasha did, a little. The truck honked three times, and I 
felt ridiculous, standing there with my heavy bag of candy. From 
the back, I could have been mistaken for their mother, a 
chaperone. I was a solid six inches taller than the three of them. 

"Next year will be different," Katie said again. "Next year there'll 
be boys." 

"Goody," I said. 

"Some of them will drive cars or play varsity sports. Some of 
them will have hair on their backs. Some of them will be men," 
Natasha said. 

"Men," Katie echoed, nodding grimly. 

They stared at the school like the hypothetical men were already 
in there, suspended in jelly, ready to be animated by us on the 
first day of school. 

"Let's go," I said, making a face. "It's getting cold out here." 

"Holy shit," said Natasha, pointing at the field behind the high 
school. "Look." 

We saw the smoke rising from the Old Walenski's woods and 
then, moving closer, we watched the flames eating up the trees. 
Old Walenski was a Holocaust survivor who lived on the edge of 
the premises in a little cottage. He came to our middle school 
once a year to give a speech about his experiences, until last 
year, when somebody threw a spitball onto the stage and was 
promptly suspended. Everybody in our town knew those woods. 
That was where the high school kids went to smoke pot or have 
sex. The middle school kids went there to burn their notebooks 
on the last day of class. We heard the fire engines wailing in the 
distance, and by the time we ran there, a good half-mile away, 
they were already starting to put the fire out. 

"Hooligans," said Katie, shaking her head. 

"Probably drunk," Nora agreed. 

We didn't say anything for a while. We just stood behind the 
fence, watching as the fire slowly diminished. I liked the way the 
flames danced on Natasha's face, the way her eyes glowed with 
the slick glaze they got from watching too much television. Her 
pale face danced with licks of red and orange, matching the color 
of her hair. After a while, we picked up our candy and left. 
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Natasha's basement was our sanctuary. 

I return to it in my best dreams and wake up feeling like I could 
die happy. Even today I could paint a perfect picture of it, right 
up to the last piece of neglected pizza crust festering under the 
ping-pong table. It was nothing like the house that Papa kept, 
with everything placed at right angles, dusted bi-daily. The 
spilled root beer and duck sauce shining over the nappy brown 
carpet indicated nights of giggles and prank calls, times when we 
were far too occupied to consider the absurd possibility of 
cleaning up. Nothing ever got erased, either. It was like memory. 
With enough time and will power, you could find almost anything 
down there. Katie had once recovered her third grade 
Tamagotchi from the storage closet. Another time, Nora had 
unearthed a disposable camera with undeveloped pictures I had 
taken during our fourth grade trip to Ellis Island. In the picture, 
Natasha had her sweater pulled over her head, huddling under a 
lamp post, posing as a hungry immigrant. 

The silver Christmas garland around the banisters was pretty 
much a permanent fixture; the same birthday steamers 
celebrated three shoe-sizes of birthdays, eventually lost their 
color, and seemed to peel off the walls on their own accord. The 
power button on the TV had been jammed in when Nora got too 
excited about the season finale of Step by Step, and it could only 
be turned on with the remote, which was constantly missing or in 
need of fresh batteries. My favorite part was the NO MESS 
ALLOWED! sign that Katie had constructed from colored paper in 
the fifth grade. She had taped it up above the TV and it only took 
about two months for it to be picked at until only the words O 
MESS remained along with the exclamation point. As it was, with 
a netless ping-pong table and a set of bare mattresses facing the 
TV, the basement looked more like the Fiona Apple "Criminal" 
video than a place to raise your children, and that was exactly 
why three extra toothbrushes made their way to the downstairs 
bathroom. 

That night, we didn't do much but dump our bags out onto the 
floor of the basement, exchange our candy, and make sure that 
Natasha's parents were asleep so we could watch an hour of 
Tales from the Crypt before passing out. The television's blue 
glow canceled out the neon colors on the painting of the Church 
of Spilled Blood, blending them into a milky white that faded into 
the cloudless sky in the background. Soon enough, Katie and 
Nora had fallen asleep. It was just me and Natasha, as usual, the 
last ones up. Normally, we would play tricks on them for going to 
bed so early. We would soak Katie's hand in water to make her 
pee or we would put Nora's bra in the freezer. We were too tired 
that time, or too something, too dizzy from the sugar. Natasha 
scooped her traded candy back into her plastic pumpkin, saying 
nothing. She wrapped herself in the TV Poncho and stared off at 
the screen, which was showing an infomercial for a juicer. It 
occurred to me that she had said almost nothing to me since the 
fire. 
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"What's the matter?" I said. 

"Nothing," she said. 

"What's the matter, Natasha?" 

"It's one thing when you stare at me in class," she said. "You 
think I can't feel your eyes on the back of my head? Well, I can, 
Anna, I can. Or in the locker room. Or even when we're looking 
at pictures of your mom. Fine, whatever, do what you want. But 
when there's a freakin fire—come on, you were watching my face 
the whole time!" 

"What are you saying?" I said. 

"This has to stop," she said. "Okay?" 

"I haven't done anything." 

"Right." 

"You like being on stage," I said slowly. "You like being looked 
at." 

"This is different." 

Thinking back, I realize that it was only about her face, though—
nothing else. The way things would bounce off Natasha's face and 
seem ten times more real. Sometimes, when I search the faces 
of my art students, I think I see it for a second; but then they 
toss their hair, or blink, or the bell rings, and the look is gone. 

"Anyway," she said. "Tony asked me to be his girlfriend. I 
thought you should know." 

"Tasha," I said. "He's the janitor's son." 

"You've always been such a snob," she said. "Not everybody's a 
Nobel Peace Prize-winning mathlete like your fucking dad, okay?" 

"What does my dad have to do with anything?" I said, restraining 
myself from pointing out that the Nobel Peace Prize was not 
awarded for mathematics. 

"Good night, Anastasia," she said, huffing into her faded Little 
Mermaid sleeping bag. By the time I realized nothing had been 
resolved, she was already asleep. Even today I go back to that 
night in her basement, unzip her sleeping bag and shake her 
awake, whispering that I didn't want anything from her that a 
man could give me, though I didn't know that, back then. I just 
wished she would let me into her sleeping bag for the night, was 
all. 

I watched her sleeping for a while. Though the basement always 
felt too cold when you were down there, it was impossible to 
sleep without getting sweaty, waking up with a moistness in 
between your breasts, your hair sticking to your forehead, your 
lips heavy and itchy like you had spent the night kissing a 
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bearded man. During one of my last arguments with my ex, 
when I finally admitted that I never had an orgasm in my life, he 
said, "I don't get you, Anna. You've always been so cold. And you 
know what? Half the time, it even feels cold inside of you." I 
wasn't immediately offended, no: I thought of Natasha's 
basement, how it was impossible for any part of you to be cold 
after a night there. How you woke up with even your toenails 
squishing. 

I couldn't sleep that night, thinking about what Natasha said, 
wondering if there really was something wrong with me. It was 
hard to be awake in the basement by yourself for very long, so I 
sat in her living room, staring at pictures of her parents and kid 
sister on the walls, their faces filled with wonder. I didn't know 
her parents very well because they were always working. On the 
rare occasions when I did see them, Natasha's mom was always 
sporting very smart outfits, and her father, under his gold-
rimmed glasses, looked almost dreamy. Natasha had once 
reported that when her parents made love, it sounded like her 
father was slowly killing her mother. I didn't think it was so 
weird. It sounded about right to me. 

Before anyone else got up, I left a note on the kitchen table that 
said my dad was picking me up early, and thanked the Turovs for 
having me over. I grabbed my things, including my Posh Spice 
costume, and stepped out into the cold. It felt strange walking 
around town at eight in the morning on a Saturday. Everything 
was gray except the red and orange leaves that stuck to the 
ground. It didn't take long to get to my house. All I had to do 
was cross through the back of Sacred Heart and go around the 
Dunkin' Donuts, then follow Inman up for about half a mile. Even 
then, it was weird to walk past my old elementary school without 
the crossing guard, Mr. Reed. He was a World War II vet and a 
little bit senile; the year before, when Katie and I happened to be 
crossing when elementary school was out, Mr. Reed called me by 
my name and asked how fifth grade was. I told him it was 
treating me just fine. 

At the end of my block, I saw a Reese's peanut butter cup, 
untouched, lying near the gutter. I ate it. 

I saw a maroon Chevy sitting in my driveway. My powers of 
deduction led me to believe that Ms. Notaro was somewhere 
inside my house, hopefully sleeping and fully dressed. I pictured 
her in my father's bed, wearing one of her tacky suits, her 
American flag pin still on. When I stepped inside the house, I 
smelled cigarette smoke, thinking that Papa had to be up, 
reading the Russian newspaper. I clenched my fists and marched 
toward the kitchen and pedaled right back when I saw Ms. Notaro 
leaning against the sink, staring out of the little oval window over 
the dish rack while a cigarette withered in her left hand. I wanted 
to tell her that there was nothing to see out that window. There 
was only Mr. Trevor's backyard, with its patchy yellow grass and 
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the dog that had a throat operation and couldn't bark anymore. 
That was it. 

She wore a white nightgown that barely covered her ass, and it 
made me think of all those times Papa made me plant my hands 
at my sides before I left the house, to make sure my shorts 
passed his personal dress code. You're going to the nurse, young 
lady! I wanted to tell her, because that was what they made you 
do, back in school. Well, never me, but always Natasha. Change 
into your gym clothes, the nurse would tell her, or wait for your 
mother to bring you a respectable pair of pants! That was when I 
realized it: Ms. Notaro had nice legs. The boys in my class were 
right. 

I heard a toilet flushing upstairs and hurried to my room. After 
Papa came out, I snuck to the top of the stairs and looked down 
into the kitchen. 

"You sleep forever," she mumbled to him, her voice at the soft 
whisper I thought she had reserved for the headlines. 

"Only when I dream of nice things," he said, kissing her nose. 
Papa wrapped his thick arms around my American History 
teacher and rested his chin on her forehead. 

"I was thinking about getting a dog," she said, still staring out 
the window. Papa hated Mr. Trevor's dog for eating the Russian 
newspaper during his younger days and for barking all night. He 
had been calling the cops about it for years and was thrilled when 
the dog had the throat operation, though upset that it didn't kill 
him completely. I waited for him to tell Ms. Notaro this particular 
history. 

"I will get you a dog," he told her. 

I saw then what it was about my father that appealed to women. 
When he told her he'd get her a dog, I could practically already 
see it in front of the refrigerator, panting up at them. 

"Fyodor," she said, turning around and smiling in a way I had 
never seen her smile before. "What would I do without you?" 

"What would I do without you?" he echoed. 

He burrowed his head into her neck and said something that 
made her laugh a high pretty laugh. It reminded me of the 
aluminum foil crinkling over the vent in Natasha's basement. I 
had been in Ms. Notaro's history class for over two months, and I 
had never heard her laugh that way before. Nothing anybody did 
in history class—the booming voice Jerry Mintz put on whenever 
she asked him to read from The American Pageant, how Billy Hsu 
drooled all over his desk whenever he slept—had ever genuinely 
made Ms. Notaro laugh; the other laugh, the neat laugh, was just 
another part of her job. 
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A week later, Natasha showed up at school wearing Tony 
DeMatta's leather jacket. When she wasn't rehearsing for the 
winter musical, she was spending her time with Tony and the 
other losers in his band, which then was called The Nothings. All 
of them had either dropped out of school or constantly talked 
about dropping out, as if they had any better ways of spending 
their time. Natasha would stand slightly apart from them, her 
hand already extended as if awaiting a cigarette, though she 
refused to smoke. She didn't want to ruin her voice. It wasn't 
that she had ditched us completely, no; she had tried to let us 
hang out with them a few times, to see for ourselves. It would 
never work, we all knew. As soon as they offered us a pack of 
stolen Trident, Nora began lecturing them against shoplifting. 

The week after Thanksgiving, I went back to her house to clean 
out my things. I brought my backpack. I thought she would be 
there but she was at her voice lessons. Her father let me in. I 
spent almost an hour down there, crying and stuffing my 
backpack, even items arguably hers, like the watercolors we had 
drawn together. My sole act of defiance was tearing the O off the 
O MESS sign, folding it in half and tucking it into the front part of 
my bag. 

Once Natasha stopped hanging out with us, the group fell apart. 
It didn't take me, Katie, and Nora very long to realize that just 
about the only thing we had in common was her. Sometimes I 
saw the two of them together, coming out of the locker room, but 
pretty soon Nora fell in with a crowd of quiet Jewish girls, and 
Katie started going to the mall with a few people she met in 
detention. When Eddie Hayes asked me to see a movie with him, 
I didn't say no. At that point, I spent my days having a running 
dialogue with Natasha in my head, even in my dreams; by then, I 
would have gone to the movies with Stalin. When Eddie put his 
hand up my shirt in the middle of the movie, I didn't say no, 
either. It didn't feel good or bad, really. It didn't feel like 
anything. Though I do remember his hands: they were cold. To 
be honest, the only time I actually felt anything with Eddie was a 
year later, in high school, when we got stoned for the first time 
and he put his hand down my pants while we rolled around on his 
dead brother's bed. 

Sometimes I would see Natasha around town, riding in the 
passenger seat of Tony's Firebird, her hot pink nails drumming on 
its side. I would see her outside the CVS, passing the football 
field, at the food court at the mall, making a U-turn in the public 
library parking lot. That was the worst part of the whole thing, 
having to see her everywhere though we were no longer 
together. It made me wish people would just drop off the face of 
the earth once you were done with them. And watching Natasha 
sing at the Gong Show, her mouth set in a careful O that 
reminded me of the letter I had ripped off the wall of her 
basement, was the worst thing of all; sitting in the audience 
then, knowing I would not be running up on stage to give her 
flowers or celebrating her first-place victory with a fifty-dollar gift 
certificate to the Cheesecake Factory after the show, had 
prepared me for a world of pain. Secretly I wished that Tony 
DeMatta would crash his car. I didn't want either of them to die, 
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not really, but I wanted them to be shaken up a little. I wanted 
Tony to be paralyzed from the waist down so Natasha would have 
to find someone else to fuck. As for Natasha, I just wanted her to 
break a finger or a hand, to remember all the fun we had 
together, to call me up and beg for my forgiveness. We both 
knew it: I would have forgiven her in a second. 

When my ex left me a year ago, I saw him going into the bank 
not too long afterwards. As I ducked behind a tree and watched 
him scratching his head in a way I used to hate, I remembered 
how I felt when I first saw Natasha with Tony, giggling in a world 
that did not include me. It didn't make any sense. How was it 
that I was allowed to see him like that—walking quickly past the 
parked cars, his check in his hands, wearing a sweater we had 
picked out together? As for Natasha Turova, at least I knew I 
wouldn't be running into her, anymore. Right after we graduated 
from high school, Los Angeles ate her up. I saw her on a 
commercial for pore clarifier once, during college. Though the 
second time I saw it, and then the third, I became less and less 
sure that it was her. 

They found Ms. Notaro's son right before Christmas. He was alive 
and healthy and living in Cherry Hill. A woman whose son had 
died months before had snatched him up on the playground. It 
wasn't even all the flyers or the private investigators my father 
had helped pay for that found him, either. The lady had turned 
herself in, saying something about feeling guilty keeping a boy 
from his mother on Christmas. I didn't believe in Christmas and 
the whole thing made me sick, but I was glad my teacher had her 
son back. This was hardly good news for Papa, though. Not even 
a week later, Ms. Notaro had moved back in with her husband 
and told us to call her Mrs. Cavendish again, which made her 
sound like a whole new person, one that I hadn't seen half-naked 
in my kitchen. I don't know what happened to Boris, the 
Pomeranian my father had given her. 

Papa did a decent job of keeping it together when I was around. 
He just shook his head and said, "Anyway, she has not read 
nearly enough good books," as if she really missed out by not 
reading the classics, though he was the one who had to go back 
to sleeping alone in his king-sized bed. And so, over a decade 
later, when Papa nearly stopped talking to me after I moved to 
DC for an American I had met at Amherst, I knew what I did was 
more complicated than a simple betrayal of my country and my 
culture. In my then-boyfriend, he saw Ms. Notaro, a reminder of 
the one time he attempted to connect with an American. And 
maybe that was why I never told him about my breakup. I 
suspect it was the same reason he didn't tell me he was dying 
until he was practically dead. He was too proud to ask for help. 

By the time the New Year came, Natasha and I had stopped 
talking completely. I wish I could say she stopped coming to 
school and her grades slipped, but nothing like that happened. 
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Natasha was a chameleon. She succeeded in hanging out with 
the guidos in Tony's band—which had changed its name to 
Revenge of the Superzeroes by then—and still starred in the 
spring production of Annie! It was all just a game for her, like 
trying out for a new part. 

One night, after Eddie and I had come out of the movies, I heard 
a whistle, looked up at the food court and saw Natasha standing 
with Tony and his posse. "Where you Russian to?" said one of 
them, a girl. "A commie convention?" They all thought this was 
tremendously funny, even though Natasha was Russian too. 

"Take your greasy hair back to Little Italy," I snapped. 

This really pissed them off. One of them spit her gum out from 
the balcony. As soon as it landed on my head, I slammed my 
hand down on it reflexively; this was what got it stuck firmly to 
the top of my head. Natasha put her hand over her mouth; her 
new friends laughed, but she kept quiet. Eddie gave them the 
finger and wrapped his arm around me, led me into Pacsun, the 
first store we saw, and bought me a corduroy hat for twenty-five 
dollars. We waited outside the movies for his mom to pick us up, 
saying almost nothing. Just when I was sure the day couldn't 
possibly get any worse, I realized that Papa and I needed to 
make an emergency trip to the Stop & Shop. It couldn't be put 
off until the next morning; in as few words as possible, I had to 
explain that I had run out of Maxi pads. 

I heard a familiar voice at the checkout counter. It was Ms. 
Notaro and her little boy. She had packed away the last of her 
bags and was playing with his hair as she signed her receipt. I 
didn't like children then, but I remember that he was beautiful, 
the boy. Papa tried to back away from her, the way I had done 
months before when I saw her smoking in our kitchen, but she 
spotted him. 

"Fyodor," she said. "Anna. What a surprise. This is Dylan," she 
said, resting her hand on her son's shoulder. I didn't say a word. 
I had mastered the right-eyebrow trick, and I let her have it. 

"Ms. Notaro," Papa said, which sounded ridiculous to me, 
especially because it wasn't her name anymore. What was even 
more ridiculous was that Papa reached over and shook the five-
year-old boy's hand, like they were making a business 
agreement. When she wheeled him away, she laughed over 
something the little boy said, but it was only her class laugh, not 
the laugh I had heard in our kitchen. 

That night, as soon as I thought Papa was in bed, I snuck 
downstairs to see if we had any peanut butter, so I could try to 
rub out the gum. I heard a strange sound coming from the living 
room, like a dog whimpering. I saw my father sitting in the dark, 
in his rocking chair. 

"Allergies," he snapped when he saw me, quickly wiping his face. 
And then: "Why are you wearing that foolish hat inside?" I flicked 
on the light and slid the hat off, revealing the pink gum at the top 
of my head. "My God," he said. "What have you done? Bring me 
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some scissors and a comb." 

I got the comb and scissors and positioned myself between his 
knees. My father chopped off a chunk of my hair in one 
triumphant gesture and held the hairy pink wad up in the air, 
admiring his work. 

I touched the top of my head, feeling the empty space where my 
hair used to be. I said, "What now?" 

"Now go to sleep," my father said to me. "We'll fix the rest in the 
morning." 

Title graphic: "Basement Life" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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This is the place where my sisters and I 
lay all afternoon on plastic rafts, 
too listless to shift our weight 
or direct our idle drifting. At the click 
of the gate, we'd lift our heads 
as if from our sickbeds, and there 
our mother would be: white shorts, 
white shirt, hair fading to gray, 
with a tray of cold drinks and sandwiches. 

This is the place where, on a hot June day 
five summers ago, I pulled myself 
from the water's embrace to dress 
for her doctor's appointment. 
Now her chaise lies bleached and frayed, 
and in the breeze the deep end sways 
with a cold, dark soup of leaf-rot. 

This is the place where she ministered to us 
until we were well into middle age— 
until that day when the doctor tapped lightly 
and asked to come in, and she roused herself 
from the torpor of waiting 
to see what he had brought her. 

 

The Summerset Review 39 of 61



 

 

 

Today is a big day for M., 
whose 33-year marriage will end 
before noon. It's a big day for S., 
who is meeting with her oncologist 
to find out if the tumor’s malignant. 
For me, it's an ordinary day in winter— 
oatmeal, phone calls, a joke 
at the bank about growing older. 

In my twenties, all those days 
at the office seemed unmercifully the same. 
In the evenings, I’d go for a run, 
hoping to outdistance my own boredom. 
Now that same sameness 
descends upon the afternoon like bliss, 
or perhaps snow—quiet, white— 
while what I thought was coming arrives. 
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This town is filled with retired 
couples, real estate prices 
having kept young families out. 

But look: on the first warm day 
in April, two 12-year-olds 
on bicycles. Why must they shout? 
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June 3, 2009. The clock on the dashboard registers 
11:00 a.m. as I slip my Toyota Avalon into a parking 
space at the Gettysburg College campus. 
Registration for the writers' conference is not until 
1:00 p.m., so I stroll through the grounds and take 
in the sights. Bucolic is the right word for this place: 
manicured green lawns, large old trees, comfortable 
wooden chairs sprinkled about strategically. I 
particularly like the chairs, angled backward and 
designed more for relaxation than intense study. A 
nice touch, this. Other colleges should adopt the 
idea. 

The buildings are a combination of the old and new, 
brick and stone, the oldest being located in the 
center of the campus. It is large, white, multi-
leveled, with iron steps leading up to the entrances 
both front and back. A sign reveals that it was used 
as a hospital during the Battle of Gettysburg in 1863
—not surprising given that many buildings in the 
area were appropriated for the same purpose. 
Nearby I note a curious, circular building of dark 
stone with stained glass windows. I peer in. Was this 
a church? It is called Glatfelter Lodge. Later in the 
evening I find we will have our reception in this very 
same building. 

I have never attended a writers' conference. My 
foray into writing began at age twenty-seven. I 
produced three novels, six short stories, and some 
poetry in ten years, but found little interest in my 
work from the publishing world. Discouraged, I 
abandoned the enterprise altogether and devoted 
myself solely to my practice in psychology for the 
next quarter of a century. At the ripe old age of 
sixty-two, however, in semi-retirement, I took up 
pen again. I dusted off an old memoir and sent it to 
the Gettysburg Review; five months later it was 
accepted. Naturally, this event prompted me to 
assume that my latent literary genius had finally 
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become manifest, and I immediately sat down to 
prepare an acceptance speech for the Nobel Prize 
that was surely looming in the future. 

Unfortunately, other literary publications were less 
enamored with my work, and the following ten 
months brought no fewer than 135 consecutive 
rejection slips. Confusion reigned. Was I a good 
writer or not? It seemed to me the literary world 
needed to make up its mind. The next two years of 
writing did not resolve this issue: an acceptance 
here, an acceptance there, accompanied by many, 
many rejection slips. Finally, I decided to attend a 
writers' conference to find out what was missing. It 
is a general truism that we do not know what we do 
not know. 

At one o'clock I wander into the offices of the 
Gettysburg Review. Their headquarters are located 
in a quaint, whitewashed, two-story building of 
modest interior. Most of the rooms are small and 
cramped, but the place has a homey feel to it. I am 
greeted by Kim Kupperman, managing editor of the 
Review, who has everything organized in neat piles 
for the participants as they are scheduled to appear 
throughout the day. She hands me my orientation 
package and a key to the dorm room where I am 
staying for the next five nights, and informs me 
carefully that there is a seventy-five dollar charge if 
I lose my key. She adds that if I lock myself out of 
my room I can call the college emergency number 
and security will let me back into the dormitory—
once. After that, it is fifty dollars per rescue mission. 
I think this is rather amusing since I have never 
locked myself out of my room in my life. Two days 
later I lock myself out of my room. 

The "dorm" is actually a requisitioned motel turned 
into living quarters for the students. It is spare: two 
desks, two chairs, two single beds, and a window 
with a pull down shade. A bit gloomy. The bathroom 
is adequate, but the flush toilet does not work 
properly—I have to jiggle the handle. I could call 
Maintenance and have it fixed but I decide I'll just 
jiggle the handle. I discover that dorm living is not 
as romantic as I remember. At the University of 
North Carolina in 1962, three of us lived in a room 
smaller than this one, and I loved it. Now, 
apparently, I have outgrown Spartan conditions. 
Well, no matter. It's just five days, and I'll be busy 
most of the time. 

At eight o'clock that evening we have our opening 
reception in the small, circular, stone building with 
its stained glass windows. Kim Kupperman bustles 
around greeting everybody by name (we have 
identification tags hanging down from our necks but 
she already seems to know everyone) and offering 
wine and other libations from the table of hors 
d'oeuvres. People intermingle. There are thirty-two 
students altogether, eleven in poetry, ten in non-
fiction, and eleven in fiction. Their ages range from 
the twenties to the sixties and they represent a wide 
variety of states, most coming from the surrounding 
region: Pennsylvania, Maryland, and Virginia. On the 
other hand, there are two participants from 
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California, one from Colorado, Ohio, and Georgia. A 
variety of professional backgrounds are represented. 
I meet a massage therapist and also a biochemist. 
Several people teach in colleges and universities. 
One person blinks at me with bespectacled 
perplexity and says, "I don't know what I do. I work 
for the government." He turns out to be a poet who 
has published in the Iowa Review. The only 
consistent feature among these people, as nearly as 
I can tell, is their passion for writing. Otherwise, 
they are a kaleidoscope of backgrounds, 
personalities, and orientations. 

After an hour, Peter Stitt, editor of the Gettysburg 
Review, greets everyone and introduces the three 
faculty members. He briefly praises Kim as the 
managing editor, "without whom the Gettysburg 
Review would not be able to function." I suspect 
there is much truth to this. I have received a 
barrage of emails from her over the past month, 
covering every detail imaginable concerning our 
workshop. She's here, she's there, she's 
everywhere. She's Cosmic Mom. 

Stitt invites everyone to a local watering hole after 
the session, then sends the groups into different 
areas of the building to get better acquainted. Lee K. 
Abbott is our leader, a faculty member at Ohio State 
University and author of seven books of short 
stories. He was the fiction instructor at last year's 
conference and was so popular that they invited him 
back. He is of average build with short gray hair and 
a very flushed red face. I wonder if he has high 
blood pressure or an alcohol problem. Later he 
admits openly in our class that he does not take 
very good care of himself—he drinks and smokes too 
much. 

Hmm… 

On this first evening, Lee has very little to say. He 
introduces himself and asks if there are any 
questions, then encourages us to get to know each 
other. "Tomorrow morning, work will begin in 
earnest," he says. People break up into twos and 
threes and begin chatting again. Somehow I end up 
alone, silently sipping my drink and picking up little 
snippets of conversation here and there. Ten 
minutes pass before a man from across the room 
strolls up and holds out his hand. "Joe Chamberlin," 
he says. He is stocky, with thinning gray hair, and 
wears glasses. He gives me a big smile and looks at 
my name tag. "You've got to stop talking to so many 
people, Henry. You're going to wear yourself out." 
He laughs. 

We begin to chat, and I learn that he works in 
"mediation." I have no idea what that is, and 
consider asking him, but somehow never get around 
to it. Joe and I form an instant friendship, and 
become constant companions for the next five days.

The group breaks up and a large number of us head 
for the previously mentioned watering hole. 
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June 4. Class begins at 9:00 a.m. Lee Abbott lays 
down the rules: a story will be selected and we will 
go around the room allowing each person to express 
what they like and do not like about it. Criticisms will 
be presented in an objective manner. The author 
must remain silent until everyone is finished, then 
can respond and/or ask questions. By the luck of the 
draw, my manuscript is chosen first. I have brought 
a rather long story—7300 words—which traces the 
life of a young tennis player who is a star in college 
but finds his life spiraling downward when he enters 
the real world. It is modeled after the famous story 
by Irwin Shaw entitled, "The Eighty-Yard Run," and I 
rate it as the most difficult story I have ever written. 
The manuscript was still undergoing revision when 
the deadline for submitting it to the workshop 
arrived. 

The group is not impressed. After the first person 
has made a few suggestions, Lee Abbott pounces on 
it like Byron's wolf on the fold. He finds it tedious 
and boring, the main characters self-indulgent and 
vapid. He considers the entire structure wrong, and 
points out there is no conflict until the fourteenth 
page. He feels there is too much exposition and not 
enough action. He questions the motivations of the 
characters, and thinks the purpose behind their 
actions is obscure. Several students in the class 
echo his sentiments, although two women disagree, 
and insist the motivations of the main characters are 
quite clear. 

I am incensed. When my opportunity to speak finally 
arrives, I point out that no one in the room has 
understood the story. The real theme being explored 
here is the lack of control people have over their 
lives. It is about the illusion of self-determination. 
Furthermore, I make it clear to everyone that I am a 
psychologist with forty years of experience, and to 
second guess a person with my background about 
psychological issues is ridiculous. I may not know 
much about literature, but I certainly know 
something about peoples' behavior. 

The group is taken aback by my outburst and 
several of the members regard me quizzically. Lee, 
however, is unmoved. He repeats several of his 
points, and emphasizes that the lack of conflict until 
page fourteen is simply unacceptable in a short 
story. He suggests I read over his notes and give 
further consideration to the input from the class. He 
then dismisses everyone for a five minute break, 
leaving me frustrated and confused. I still have no 
idea what is wrong with the piece and do not feel 
anyone has provided me with useful criticism. 
However, several students approach me during the 
break and hand over critiques, saying kindly, 
"Maybe this will help." As the day progresses I 
receive more critiques, and by evening have 
accumulated a stack of seven or eight. I read them 
carefully that night in my room under the glow of 
the single light bulb attached to the ceiling. I mull 
over each person's observations and gradually begin 
to see their points. Lee is right: the story will require 
massive revision before it can possibly be published. 
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I have much to learn. 

In the afternoon we are treated to a panel 
discussion by the three faculty members. Lee sits in 
the middle, flanked by Rebecca McClanahan, the 
non-fiction instructor, and Dean Young, the poet. 
Rebecca graciously defers to Lee to run the show; 
Dean makes it clear he doesn't want to talk anyway. 
Lee has no problems with this. He is confident and 
assertive, with an element of gruffness in his 
demeanor. He reminds me of a character from the 
Old West: hard working, hard drinking, hard living, 
unapologetic, uncompromising. He stares at you 
implacably; he pulls no punches. He is Wyatt Earp, 
Wild Bill Hickok, and John Wesley Hardin. He is The 
Gunslinger. 

The title of the panel discussion is "Literary 
Touchstones." The panel members discuss writing 
past and present, and the difference between 
publishing poetry, fiction, and non-fiction. Dean has 
little to say, and answers questions from the 
audience with apparent reluctance, and yet it is 
obvious he has read widely in areas far from his 
expertise. The three panel members are very 
knowledgeable about print media but express little 
understanding about the emergence of online 
publishing. One panelist even admits, "I'm 
suspicious of online publishing." I find this to be 
interesting because I hear it regularly from the old 
guard in the literary world. I am fairly certain that 
online publishing is the future, whether people like it 
or not, and that the mastodons of print will 
ultimately have no choice but to embrace it. 

At eight o'clock that evening, Rebecca gives a 
reading. She is the author of five books of poetry 
and three books on the craft of writing, and teaches 
in the low-residency MFA program at Queen's 
College in Charlotte, N.C. She is all femininity and 
grace and polish as she glides up to the podium. She 
floats on air. She smiles beatifically at the audience. 
She is The Ethereal One. She reads a poem, and 
then moves on to a non-fiction work concerning a 
surgical procedure she underwent in a hospital 
several years ago. The writing is smooth, beautiful, 
elegant. It is poetic even while she is dealing with a 
subject I consider immensely banal. I find myself 
becoming annoyed. She epitomizes my complaint 
about literary journals in general: beautiful prose 
about essentially tedious subjects. Plot is anathema. 
"Real" literature revels in the investigation of Self, 
where greater issues flow from character. But the 
subject examined may be as humdrum as visiting 
one's mother in the nursing home, dealing with a 
daughter's abortion, or even painting the house. 
Small wonder that the majority of the population 
eschews "real" literature, and print publications are 
struggling to survive. Jack London, Charles Dickens, 
and Leo Tolstoy—masters of plot—would grimace at 
this development. 

By the end of the reading I am downright angry. I 
envy Rebecca's mellifluous prose, but I fear my 
interest in plot development may very well eliminate 
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me from consideration in the literary world. Perhaps 
I am wasting my time even being here. 

I express my misgivings to Joe who is seated next to 
me. He pats me on the shoulder. "You don't 
understand," he explains. "Her writing is like 
polished porcelain. That's her style. You can't write 
that way. You have to find your own style. Don't 
worry about it. There's enough room in this business 
for everybody. Now, let's go get a drink." 

The previous night I had ordered virgin fruit juice 
beverages. Tonight I will order libations with 
genuine alcohol. This literary business is getting on 
my nerves. 

June 5. In the morning we examine three more 
manuscripts, one per hour. A woman in her sixties 
presents a story that is religious in nature, moves at 
a slow pace, and contains a considerable amount of 
Spanish terminology. The manuscript is not well 
received, and is heavily criticized by the group. After 
it is over, the woman expresses her appreciation for 
the feedback and assures everyone that their 
suggestions are very useful. However, she adds, 
dropping the bomb, the story has already been 
accepted for publication by a print journal. This 
causes the woman sitting next to me to hiss, "So, 
what did we do all that work for?" 

In the afternoon we listen to a presentation by Mark 
Drew, assistant editor at the Gettysburg Review. He 
is relatively young, long-haired, laid-back, casual, 
and tends to interact more informally than other 
faculty. He explains that he reviews all the poetry 
and fiction for the Review, while Peter Stitt, editor-in-
chief, reviews the non-fiction. He passes on to Peter 
all manuscripts that he likes—about ten to fifteen 
percent—and Peter makes the final determination. 
Despite the mountain of reading Mark does every 
day, he is obviously quite passionate about his work. 
In response to a question concerning simultaneous 
submissions, he details a recent manuscript the 
Gettysburg Review lost to another publication 
because the competing journal was quicker on the 
draw. Genuine pain crosses his face as he recounts 
the incident, and I find it refreshing that he invests 
so much of himself into this age-old business. 

In the evening, Dean Young gives his reading to the 
group. He is the author of numerous books of poetry 
and teaches at the University of Texas, where he 
holds the William Livingston Chair of Poetry. He has 
already expressed his disinclination to speak in 
public, and now sidles up to the microphone with 
head down, making little eye contact. "Go ahead and 
continue whatever you're doing," he quips. "I'll get 
this over with as soon as possible." The group 
chuckles, and he launches into his first poem. I am 
absolutely stunned. What I hear makes no sense 
whatsoever, but there is an indefinable power to it. 
He fires forth one poem after another, preceding 
each with a dismissive comment such as, "It won't 
be long now," or "Only a few more." He is truly The 
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Reluctant Poet. By the end, I am quite impressed, 
though bewildered by what I have just heard. 

Later, I ask the government-employee-poet, "Why 
was that good? I didn't understand a thing he said." 

He replies, "It's all about images and music, not 
logic." 

Hmm… 

I celebrate this new discovery by having a few 
drinks at the local bar. I feel I am making 
considerable progress at this workshop in my ability 
to hold alcohol. We must cherish our victories 
wherever we find them. 

June 6. The morning session begins and we critique 
a fantasy story by one of the female participants. 
The author has applied numerous exclamation points 
throughout the story, prompting a few humorous 
asides among the students. In the spirit of things, 
Lee Abbott opines, "Every author during an entire 
lifetime of writing is entitled to use three 
exclamation points. You have used a total of thirty in 
your manuscript—I counted them. This means you 
have already used all of your allotted exclamation 
points for the rest of your life plus those of nine 
other writers. You are forbidden under pain of death 
ever to use one again." 

This, of course, breaks up the class, while the writer, 
who takes it good-naturedly, smiles sheepishly. 

In the afternoon I have a private session with Mark 
Drew who has been given the responsibility of 
reviewing a short story of mine. He has inserted 
comments throughout the manuscript, most 
pertaining to picayune details that I consider 
inconsequential relative to more important issues 
such as plot development and characterization. It is 
curious to me that this somewhat simple tale has 
been reviewed previously by others and each 
person's reaction has been completely different. The 
writing world seems highly subjective, even among 
the so-called experts. Ultimately, I disregard the 
majority of Mark's objections. Five weeks later the 
manuscript is accepted by a literary journal. 

Later in the afternoon, the three muses give another 
presentation in the auditorium where, as before, The 
Gunslinger directs the show. The subject is writing 
and polishing, and each speaker emphasizes the 
importance of writing consistently and devoting 
considerable time to polishing. This has been a 
problem for me. Often I have to write a sentence or 
paragraph dozens of times to get it right. Given that 
I am also hyperactive and can only write in half hour 
bursts, my literary production is less than prolific. 
The truth is, I don't even like writing. I like the 
creative aspect of it, but dislike the drudgery. People 
who assert they enjoy writing have my unbridled 
envy. I wonder how much Scott Fitzgerald—who 
wrote for days on end—actually liked creating novels 

The Summerset Review 48 of 61



and short stories. Or Faulkner. Or Cheever. The days 
when I practiced psychotherapy were easier, more 
effortless. Now I'm engaged in something that 
approaches a marriage of conflict. I feel like a true 
suffering artist, and the end product of my travails is 
dubious at best. 

Toward the end, I ask a question about MFA 
programs, citing literature which claims they tend to 
be autocratic, narrow-minded, and rigid, and teach 
students only to write in a certain way. This forces 
The Reluctant Poet to bestir himself. He sits up and 
says, "I don't believe that at all. There is no Iowa 
style versus Stanford versus Chicago. All the 
programs are simply trying to foster good writing." 

I follow my question up with another, citing claims 
that MFA programs are largely useless, and anyone 
who wishes to learn to write can do so on their own. 
Now The Reluctant Poet becomes truly animated. 
"The basics of fiction, non-fiction, and poetry can be 
taught at the graduate level just as effectively as 
one can teach social work, French literature, or 
physics," he declares thunderously. "It's up to the 
students to develop those skills once they leave 
school." He goes on for a while, his voice filled with 
eloquence and passion, and when he finally sinks 
back into the chair, exhausted, the audience gives 
him a rousing ovation. 

"Class dismissed," The Gunslinger says. 

That evening Lee reads several short stories to the 
group. His prose is as different from the polished 
porcelain of Rebecca as one could ask. The 
characters are vivid, raw, primitive. There is 
swearing and belching and farting, with pot-bellied 
cops, fast cars, and animated dialogue. I perk up in 
my seat. My mood lightens. Now this is literature I 
can identify with. Hard nosed, in-your-face, pulling 
no punches. I can write this. I can create these 
kinds of characters, this kind of plot. Maybe writing 
isn't as difficult as I think. Maybe the literary world 
does have enough room for everybody.

I whirl around to express my sentiments to Joe, but 
he already knows what I am thinking. "Let's go have 
a few drinks," he says, grinning. 

I thought you would never ask. 

June 7. Our last day of class and there are four 
manuscripts to critique. One of them is microfiction, 
four stories totaling only four pages. 

"I have to admit I don't know much about 
microfiction," Lee confesses. 

"The first three stories are finished," the writer 
informs him. "The fourth is not." 

"That's the only one I thought was finished," The 
Gunslinger says 

"Well, I just happen to have the requirements right 
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here for microfiction," the writer replies helpfully, 
and extracts a scroll-like paper from his pocket. 

The group listens intently to the man's list of rules, 
and then dives in to critique the stories. A variety of 
views are expressed, with little consensus. I find the 
stories as abstruse as Dean Young's poetry, and I 
doubt the others understand them any better. Later 
I ask him if we were helpful at all. 

"Sure," he replies, but I'm not convinced. 

The late afternoon arrives and the long-awaited 
open mic session is held. This is an end-of-the-
conference gathering where everyone has the 
opportunity to read some of their material before 
the entire group. Twenty-four of the thirty-two 
participants have elected to read, including nine of 
the eleven poets. Time before the microphone is 
restricted to four minutes and is closely monitored. 
Cosmic Mom runs the show, and cordially requests 
that everyone hold their applause until the end. This 
request is promptly ignored. 

A portent of coming attractions arrives almost 
immediately. The speaker is an attractive, red-
haired lady from my fiction group who speaks in a 
gentle, almost melodic voice. In our class she has 
been diplomatic to the point of apologetic in her 
literary assessments. Now she strides to the 
microphone with confidence, her body language 
transformed, and briefly warns everybody that "this 
may be a little naughty in the beginning." She then 
lowers her voice a full octave and launches into a 
narrative that begins something like: "I was flying 
down the scorching asphalt highway in my red 
convertible with the top down and my boyfriend's 
dick in my mouth." 

I am jolted out of my reverie. Did I hear that right? I 
jiggle my ear several times and look over at Joe. He 
is staring forward with jaw slightly ajar. Everyone in 
the auditorium seems to have adopted the same 
expression. This isn't the same little old red-haired 
lady I have come to know over the past five days. I 
turn back and stare at her with renewed focus. 
Oblivious to the effect she is having, she belts forth 
her scenario of a woman discussing finances with 
her boyfriend while giving him a blow job. An 
intriguing plot, it seems to me, with a sprinkling of 
graphic detail, and delivered with great gusto. I 
wonder where she learned all that stuff. In the end 
she is given an enthusiastic ovation, and she thanks 
everyone graciously in her soft, tinkly voice. 

I turn to The Gunslinger who is sitting behind me 
and say, "See what you've done?" 

He ignores me. 

A series of writers follow: poetry, fiction, non-fiction. 
I am surprised by the beauty and depth of some of 
their work. It seems to me many of these people 
should be teaching the courses rather than taking 
them. One of the last poets delivers the coup de 
grace: a stunning portrait of an Abu Ghraib prisoner 
undergoing horrifying torture. She draws a haunting 
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parallel between the man's shackled body hanging 
hopelessly from the wall in a grim cell, life slowly 
ebbing away, to that of Christ dying on the cross. 
For the first time I feel the power and the majesty of 
a poem embracing a universal idea with an 
absolutely stunning impact. 

Afterward, I seek out the woman to congratulate 
her. She expresses her appreciation and informs me 
the poem was published in 2004. 

At six o'clock there is an outdoor barbecue with 
hamburgers and hot dogs and various assorted 
condiments. The wine flows freely. Later in the 
evening most of the people at the conference gather 
at the Gettysburg Hotel bar where we commandeer 
an entire room. Drinks are ordered at a dizzying 
rate. Peter Stitt, Mark Drew, Kim Kupperman, and 
the three muses all make their appearance, the 
three muses sitting apart for a change. One of the 
poets says to me, "You fiction people are wild!" I 
have noted the poets in this conference are more 
serious, reserved, and idiosyncratic, while the fiction 
writers are spontaneous, extraverted, and free-
wheeling. I wonder if my small sample is 
representative of the general population of writers. 

Midnight arrives. The drinks are still flowing. I am 
numb. Many people leave; a few stay. When I finally 
roll into bed at two-thirty in the morning I am 
feeling no pain. It has been a glorious experience. I 
can't wait to sober up and start writing again. 

Title graphic: "Outlook: Hazy" Copyright © The Summerset 
Review, Inc. 2010.
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The jazz trio is too good for this dive 
we have all found ourselves in tonight. 
Outside, sand and tumbleweed blow, 
the weight of the world itinerant. 
Inside, a drunk woman cries 
in a booth in the corner and everyone 
ignores her. I could cry, too, 
but there's cheap margaritas, 
the theme from St. Elsewhere and "Take Five," 
and a guy at the bar who looks 
like he's never been to prison 
and might want to dance. 
Outside, cars speed back to California, 
money won or lost on the minds 
of the drivers. Inside, it's time 
for another drink, it's time to crush 
my body against no-prison's for "Linus and Lucy," 
it's time to celebrate the walls that keep 
the wind storm and the people heading 
elsewhere out of my vision. 
It's just time. 
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appeared or is forthcoming in such journals as Margie, Redactions: Poetry 

and Poetics, Whiskey Island Magazine, and The New York Quarterly. Liz 
lives and teaches in Omaha, where she is co-editor of the upcoming 
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Maria Kuznetsova was born in Kiev, Ukraine, and raised 
mostly in New Jersey. She received a B.A. in English from 
Duke University and she will be completing her M.A. in 
Creative Writing at UC Davis in the spring. She is currently 
working on The Accident, a novel. This is her first published 
story. mashakuz@gmail.com. 

Stephen Longfellow has a MFA in creative writing from 
Vermont College and currently teaches a little at St. Olaf 
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forthcoming in a number of magazines, among them the Los 
Angeles Review, In Posse Review, and Oak Bend Review. He 
looks forward to kayaking the Missouri River sometime soon. 

slongfellow@gmx.us. 

The Summerset Review 53 of 61

http://www.summersetreview.org/10spring/delea.htm
mailto:christinedelea@cs.com
mailto:ekay@tconl.com
http://www.summersetreview.org/10spring/kay.htm
http://www.summersetreview.org/10spring/mess.htm
mailto:mashakuz@gmail.com
mailto:slongfellow@gmx.us
http://www.summersetreview.org/10spring/longfellow.htm


Hoyt Rogers has published original work, translations, and criticism in a 
wide variety of journals and reviews, most recently in The Southern Review, 
The Kenyon Review, The Antioch Review, and The Yale Review. His many 
book credits include original works, editions, and translations. His poetry 
collection, Witnesses, was published by Corripio in 1986. His essays on and 
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in 2006 by Knopf-Random House. His short story, "Cecy's Complaint," will 
appear this spring in the anthology Men on Men, selected by Christopher 
Rice, forthcoming at the Alyson Press. hoytrogers@gmail.com. 
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Francine Witte is a poet, playwright and fiction writer living in NYC. She 
received her MA in English/Poetry Writing from SUNY Binghamton. She 

has an MFA in Poetry Writing from Vermont College. Her poetry chapbook, 
The Magic in the Streets, was published by Owl Creek Press. Her flash 
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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 information on how to submit your feedback, see our Guidelines page. There is no 
entry fee. Submissions must be made by June 1, 2010, and comments must pertain 
to material in this issue. There may be more than one winner. 

Our award winner this time is - 

Tracy Koretsky of Berkeley, California 

As a token of her appreciation, she is allowing Summerset Review readers 
complimentary eBook downloads of her poetry collection, "Even Before My Own 
Name." To get your copy, visit www.tracykoretsky.com. 

On "Your Freedom and Your Rescue," a short story by Keely S. Kotnik that appeared 
in our Winter 2010 issue, Tracy writes - 

Thank you for this vivid depiction of too-instant acceptance and 
sudden flight. It resonated for me on a number of levels. I lost my 
mother to cancer when I was twelve—I suppose that's part of it—
but that was not what brought me to be traveling all alone in Italy 
the summer I was nineteen. There was loss behind my reasons 
though, recent and still stinging. I did not have our heroine's 
language skills and so I'm sure my experiences were more 
superficial. Very possibly they were also more dangerous, because, 
alas, dangerous they were. But once, on yet another necessarily 
sudden flight, I found myself seated on a train next to a young 
man who handed me an origami crane. He told me it was his very 
own fold; he had registered it with the international origami 
society. He told me he was most of the way through a PhD in 
ornithology but the government wouldn't let him delay his military 
obligation any further and so he was taking this time away from 
his studies to serve. He was happy to be on his way home for a 
little break, looking forward to seeing his mother and sister and 
fiancée, and perhaps most of all, his birds. 

I took all this in as if I were draped in a net of cynicism. Mother 
and sister, yeah right. Fiancée, oh sure. So when he asked me to 
join him, let's say I was not surprised. I resisted and he persisted. 
His mother would love nothing more that to fuss over an 
international guest; I would be like a present. He began to get to 
me somehow, to seep through, until finally he confessed. There 
was something not quite right about it, he said, something 
troubling about a girl like myself all alone in the world. And at that 
fact he had me, and I followed him off the train. 

Well, he was everything he said he was: his jolly mama who took 
me hunting for fresh basil along the seaside, who fussed over me 
and encouraged me to sleep late; his sister, just two years 
younger than I, with whom I played the kind of bounce ball game 
I'd known in grade school, who didn't understand when I told her I 
was a Jew and needed to be reminded of the Hebrew peoples in 
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the Bible; his yellow-bellied hopping birds, so clearly glad to see 
him. I have a picture somewhere, standing beneath an olive tree 
with his fiancée, she in a large brimmed hat with flowers, me 
shading my eyes with my hand. 

Very much like Mireille in Ms. Kotnick's story, they all treated me 
like I was something special indeed, though they had asked only 
enough questions to be polite. They did not know me and yet they 
healed me, in my case just by letting me feel, for a brief sunny 
respite, safe, unrushed, and without need. When I left for the 
station, there were tears all around. 

We wrote once or twice, the ornithologist and I, but we quickly 
exhausted everything there was to say. I had not thought of him 
and his kind family in many years. Thank you, Ms. Kotnick and 
Summerset Review editors, for bringing that all back, the 
sweetness of being loved without even being seen, of being loved 
just for being there, and the strength to know that this is not 
enough. 
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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

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

Sellers, Heather Tell Me Again Who Are You? An essay from Fall/Winter issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2006
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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 June 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. "Altagracia's Dream" is set in Santo Domingo, Dominican 
Republic. Assuming you have never lived there, comment on 
how well the story gave you a sense of life in that small pocket 
of the world. 

2. What characteristics of "Pearl Story" made this piece of 
fiction, as short as it is, a complete story? 

3. Comment on how the poem, "John Lennon Glasses," affected 
you. 
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