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A portion of these Editors' Notes relate to another Editor's Note, 
one by Robert Stewart in Volume 76, Number 4, 2010 of New 
Letters, a literary magazine out of the University of Missouri - 
Kansas City. Stewart talks about the physical and digital mediums 
of published work, and the trend of literature increasingly 
appearing in, or converted to, electronic form. The concept of flight 
is discussed: everyone needs—craves—to take flight. "Everything 
seems to want uplift." 

All true, and the question remaining is: What is to come of the 
written word in this digital age? Will we still be able to take flight? 
Stewart paraphrases Robert Olen Butler, who says writing starts at 
a disadvantage to other arts because language is not innately 
sensual, as in painting, or dance, or the sound coming out of Miles 
Davis' horn. Stewart says that words must do all the work, 
whether on natural text or back-lighted screens. "I just feel a little 
lighter when I have something weighty in my hands." 

We'll admit that the greatest literature we've read had been done 
so from the printed page, not electronically. Stewart's Note is 
identifiable with those of us that have been around a while. We 
don't deny loving the weight of a book in our hands, the feel of 
turning pages, the creak of the spine, seeing how much is left to 
go. And we love bookstores, libraries—a beautiful library is like 
church. 

But we wonder if the younger generations hold these same views. 
And we wonder if hardcopy, even with a solid distribution plan, can 
match the global reach and level of accessibility that the Web 
offers. 

By publishing The Summerset Review in its online form, we are not 
saying, first and foremost, that our main objective is to turn the 
world around and address the perceived impediment to writing 
because is not innately sensual. All we truly want to do is publish 
wonderful work. 

And so we hope that the people out there who feel better equipped 
to take flight with something weighty in their hands will still find 
room for us, and try the fiction, nonfiction, and poetry we are 
proud to publish and present to you in this issue, and every issue 
of The Summerset Review. 

Also, it should be pointed out that New Letters is the only literary 
magazine we are aware of, other than our own, of course, that 
actively seeks reader input in a structured manner. The magazine 
asks for nominations of favorite work appearing in their most 
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recent year's issues, similar, in a way, to our free reading contest. 

We urge you to do your part and give feedback when you feel it is 
warranted. Writers want to know. Editors and publishers want to 
know. Readers have voices too. 

Now, "crack open" this issue of The Summerset Review, and take 
flight. Start with a short story leading us off this quarter, entitled 
something all too coincidental to this topic. 

Our Lit Pick of the Quarter is from the Summer/Fall 2010 issue of 
Gulf Coast, fiction by Anjali Sachdeva titled "Pleiades." It is the 
story of identical septuplet girls created by science, and the 
struggles and doom that ensue. Their father refers to them by the 
constellation with seven stars, and they are given Greek names. 
Adelpha (called Del) narrates. Here is an excerpt - 

For a moment, with Rob's hand against my chest, I 
can almost imagine a life of my own, almost 
understand how that could be fulfilling. He holds me to 
him and I am alive wherever his body touches mine. 
But ghosts with my face surround me, six other hearts 
beat in time with mine. There is nothing I can give 
him because nothing I have is mine.

Recent accomplishments of contributors and staff: 

Thaddeus Rutkowski's new novel, Haywire, has been released this 
month by Starcherone Books. A portion of its contents were 
originally published in our Fall 2007 issue. 

Amanda Newell has just won the Dogfish Head Poetry Prize, and 
the two poems of hers appearing in this issue will be included in 
her upcoming chapbook, Fractured Light. 

The poem, "Drift," by Meredith Davies Hadaway (poetry editor), 
received an honorable mention award from New Millennium 
Writings and will appear in their 2011 anthology. The poem is part 
of a forthcoming collection, The River is a Reason, due out in 
January 2011 from Word Press. Meredith also has a poem 
appearing in the current issue of Cincinnati Review. 

Stories of Joseph Levens' (editor) are appearing in current or 
forthcoming issues of cream city review, Eclipse, and Sou'wester. 

Theme graphics this issue - "Rain Walk" 
Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2010.
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She wasn't born with wings. They first appeared when she was five 
years old, small nubs covered in gooseflesh protruding from her 
shoulder blades. She remembered her mother undressing her for 
her bath, head and upraised arms still trapped in the fabric of her 
dress when she heard her mother gasp, "Oh, Lily!" She 
remembered it vividly; thought, in fact, that it might have been her 
very first memory. 

The doctors shrugged and shook their heads; every examination 
proved inconclusive. First elderly Doc Glover, right in Cooksville, 
and in 1912, once the nubs had begun to sprout a delicate covering 
of down, a whole group of doctors at the university in Syracuse 
(where they had taken her to make use of the newfangled X-ray 
machine) told her parents that they could find no explanation for 
the strange growths. 

Lily was a normal child in every other respect. Inclined to be 
bookish, perhaps, and quieter than most of the boys and girls her 
age, but people said that was just because she spent so much time 
indoors. Her mother always kept her close, never letting Lily out of 
sight to play with the other children. People thought she was just 
protective. It made sense, they said, that a woman with only one 
child would be liable to dote a bit. And it seemed even more 
natural after Lily's father died when she was seven. 

At first, loose dresses and voluminous blouses were enough to 
conceal Lily's strangeness. Every morning her mother walked her 
down to the whitewashed schoolhouse and every afternoon she 
obediently walked herself straight back home, and for several 
years no one in Cooksville knew that there was anything different 
about her other than maybe a touch of shyness. But as the wings 
grew, they defied every attempt made to hide them. Lily's mother 
altered all her dresses, letting out the seams in back, adding darts 
and complicated stitching, anything she could think of to disguise 
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her daughter's deformity, until it became hopeless. Then she cut 
and hemmed two long slits in every dress, and each morning she 
held them open while Lily put her wings through. 

She was in fifth grade the first time she went out of the house with 
her wings showing. When she recalled that day, she couldn't 
remember what she had been feeling as she got ready to go to 
school. Had she been nervous? Had she been aware that her life 
was about to change? Before that day, she had kept to herself 
willingly; afterward she would keep to herself because she had no 
choice. She wasn't mocked as she walked down the street to 
school that morning. Everyone, adults and children alike, was too 
stunned to pass cruel remarks. They simply stared: in 
astonishment, in revulsion, in fear, in disbelief. She would grow 
accustomed to the stares in time, but that day in the fall of her 
fifth grade year marked her first taste of what the rest of her life 
held. No one spoke to her all day. 

The man with the camera appeared two days after that walk to 
school. Word of Lily's strangeness had spread, and the county 
paper had sent a reporter to Cooksville to see if the rumors were 
true. He was waiting outside the schoolhouse when Lily arrived, 
and though she turned her face away from the camera's flash, he 
got a clear picture of the wings poking through her dress. Lily 
never saw the picture that ran in the paper (her mother kept it well 
hidden), but other people did and soon there were photographers 
from Syracuse, then from as far away as Rochester and Albany, 
and eventually from so many places that no one could keep track 
of them all. They waited in a mob outside Lily's house and followed 
her when she tried to walk to school. 

After the photographers, other men came—men who didn't wait in 
the street, but walked right up to the door and knocked. Men who 
tried to make deals, men who wanted Lily to travel with their 
circuses, or star in their films, or be healed by their faith in front of 
an audience of thousands. And there were other men who didn't 
specify their purposes, who simply offered money to, as they said 
to Lily's mother, "take the girl off your hands." But Lily's mother 
kept Lily in a back room where these men couldn't even see her, 
and she told them all that her daughter was not for sale. Then she 
closed and bolted the door. 

They went away, the photographers and the others, once they had 
gotten their pictures or had the door shut in their faces, but they 
never disappeared completely from Lily's life. From time to time 
someone would remember the old story about the winged girl, and 
come back to Cooksville to see if she was still there, to get another 
picture of her as she grew up. They appeared infrequently and at 
random intervals; for years, Lily would occasionally be started by a 
flash as she walked around town, and she'd know that somewhere 
in the country her picture would appear in another tabloid or cheap 
magazine. In adulthood, she took to wearing a large-brimmed hat 
whenever she went outdoors; she may have been unable to hide 
her wings, but she saw no reason to let them have her face too. 

Lily's wings were not colorful and diaphanous like those of fairies or 
butterflies, but they were beautiful nonetheless. Her feathers were 
long and glossy, variegated from a light toffee color to a rich 
Darjeeling brown. As she got older she grew her hair long, and 
sometimes in the evening she would stand with her back to the 
mirror when she let it down, watching over her shoulder as it fell 
and curled between her wings. She knew that everyone else saw 
only strangeness when they looked at her, but in those moments 
she saw her own beauty: brown hair, shining brown wings, and 
soft, milk-white skin. 

By the time she entered high school, her wings were fully grown. 
They were longer than her arms when she spread them out, but 
she did so rarely, preferring to keep them tucked along her back, 
as out of the way as possible. Her mother warned her many times 
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about trying to use her wings, saying, "You're a person, Lily, no 
matter what some might say. You're a person, and people don't fly. 
If you want to be treated like a person, you can't be seen flying 
around like some kind of bird!" 

Lily watched from her window as girls in her class began to walk 
about with boys in the evenings. No boy ever came up Lily's walk 
and rang the bell for her; she knew better than to hope for that. 
Instead she took refuge in her studies and in books. She got the 
best marks of any student in the school, and crossed the stage first 
at graduation. For years she would remember that moment, the 
bubble of silence in which she walked, solemnly, her brown wings 
protruding from her white gown. She shed a feather onto the stage 
and didn't notice until she was back in her seat with her diploma in 
her hand, and saw the other students stepping around it as they 
crossed the stage. 

A few of Lily's classmates left Cooksville after high school, 
disappearing into universities or factory jobs in Syracuse, but most 
stayed. The boys worked their fathers' farms; the girls got married. 
With no prospects for marriage, Lily took a job in the library, where 
they knew her as a faithful patron and were willing to hire her 
despite her disfigurement. It was a quiet job—hours would 
sometimes pass when she didn't see or speak to another person. 
Some patrons stared, some whispered to each other behind their 
hands, but some were kind and spoke to her about books or some 
item of news, though no one ever offered or asked for personal 
confidences. 

Although she heeded her mother's warnings and had grown 
resigned to the idea that her wings would never be used, Lily took 
meticulous care of them. Every night she preened her feathers, 
smoothing and arranging them, fluffing her down, stroking her long 
primaries with her fingers to stimulate the oil-producing glands 
that maintained their sheen. It was her secret ritual, conducted 
only in the privacy of her room, and she took great pleasure in it. 
Even after her mother died and Lily lived in their house all alone, 
she always shut the door before grooming her wings. 

Years passed. Now when Lily looked out her window, she saw the 
girls who had been her classmates (not girls any longer, but 
women) walking with baby carriages, or with small children clinging 
to their hands or their skirts. The first time she saw one of them, 
she drew the curtain and turned away, but after that she forced 
herself to watch, schooling her heart to hardness against what she 
knew she would never have. She felt it was important for her to be 
realistic; spilt milk, her mother would have said. 

She was lonely—at times bitterly so. There were times when she 
could see her whole life spread before her—thirty or forty more 
years identical to the twenty-seven she had lived already: silent 
days in the library, evenings in the silent house, the monotony 
broken only by the occasional invasion of a flashbulb—and on those 
days her loneliness rose up so strong that she thought she might 
choke on it. Yet for all that she held herself apart from the life of 
the town as surely as the town held itself apart from her. She 
stayed away from public events, avoided the places where people 
gathered. She shunned churches in particular, attending services at 
neither the Catholic nor Methodist churches in Cooksville. She 
didn't like to see the images of winged men in the stained glass. 
Knowing the contents of her heart to be human, she had no wish to 
be compared to the angels. 

It was because she kept to herself so much that she didn't know 
about the arrival of the new schoolteacher. He came to Cooksville 
at the end of August, but she was ignorant of his existence until 
halfway through September, when he came into the library looking 
for a translation of the odes of Horace. The people of the town had 
known Lily all her life; they thought of her as an oddity and either 
stared openly or averted their eyes and did not look at all when 
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she passed. But this man was a stranger, and from the moment he 
walked into the library, he looked at her with open eyes; he saw 
her for her beauty and it nearly made him gasp. He asked for the 
Horace, and she smiled a little when he said he wanted it for 
himself, not to teach to his class. 

He began coming to the library regularly. She learned that his 
name was George Brennan, that he had come from Buffalo to 
teach literature in the high school, that his mother had died but his 
father still ran a hotel in the city. He developed the habit of arriving 
at the library just before closing time and walking her home in the 
evenings. George Brennan didn't seem to notice, but Lily knew that 
the people of Cooksville saw them walking together and wondered 
what the new teacher was doing with a woman like her. She held 
her wings perfectly still as they made their way through town, 
closed tight and pressed against her back, as though she could 
hide them. When she got home, she spread them wide and 
imagined what George Brennan might think if he could see the way 
the light bounced off her shining feathers or feel the silken warmth 
of her down. 

She fell in love with him. He was like no one else she had ever 
known. Even her mother, who had loved her fiercely, had done so 
in spite of her wings. George loved her wholly, wings and all. He 
was nervous of touching them at first, but in time he developed the 
affectionate habit of stroking an outer curve once, lightly, as he 
walked next to her. She secretly thrilled to this touch, just as her 
heart swelled when he told her she was beautiful. He liked to take 
her walking along Otter Creek, and to kiss her under the trees 
there. She brought him the wild blackberries that grew behind her 
house. They gave each other books to read and talked for hours in 
the library or in the park. Her pinions quivered when they made 
love. She was happier, she thought, than any other woman had 
ever been. 

Lily didn't notice it happening but, bit by bit, hope entered her. It 
took the form of a house—their house, hers and George's—that 
grew in her mind. She daydreamed about how they would make a 
home together; she planned menus for the meals she would cook 
for him; she pictured the rooms and imagined how she would 
decorate them: the stately parlor, the warm and comfortable 
kitchen, even (she hardly dared think it!) the sunny nursery with 
delicate white furniture. 

Winter came, and George began to spend time in the home where 
she had lived with her mother. Lily liked this; the house had always 
been her sanctuary and it was the one place she and George could 
spend time together without feeling the eyes of the town upon 
them. He stayed very late sometimes, and she enjoyed lying in his 
arms until she was just on the verge of sleep. Then he would slip 
off to his own room above the school and she would hardly know 
he was gone. One night at the end of December, with the fire 
burning very low in the grate, he pulled their blanket up over her 
wings and spoke. "Lily," he said, "I want to have a family. Do you 
see what I'm saying?" 

She thought she did, and her heart leapt in her breast. She lay 
perfectly still. She couldn't lift her face to look at him, but she 
smiled into his shoulder.

But George was not smiling. "I— I have to find a girl I can marry, 
Lily. A girl I can have children with. It's time for me to settle down. 
Do you understand?" 

She felt his hand brush her feathers. After a stretch of silence he 
let himself out. 

Lily didn't leave the house the next day, but the day after that—
two days before the new year—she got up and put on her light blue 
dress, buttoning it up under her wings with the skill of long 
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practice. She left the door of her house open to the cold wind and 
walked out of town, all the way to the snowy shore of Otter Creek. 
There was a thin film of ice on the water near the bank. She stood 
at a bend in the sandy shore and spread her wings wide. She felt 
clumsy, ungainly, and she didn't know what to do. Should she 
jump into the air? Run a bit along the creek? She made a tentative 
flapping motion and felt the muscles of her wings; they were 
unused and stiff, but she could feel the strength they held. She 
jumped, and at the same time beat down hard, once, then again, 
then the third time—she was in the air. She flew higher, above the 
tops of the trees. She followed the line of the creek westward, into 
the white winter sky. 

Title graphic: "Not Innately Sensual" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 
2010.
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                                         for Nathan Ames 

Let dreams sleep on your hot pillow. 
Let words rest in your hot mouth. 
Let this day surround your stone bench. 
Let it sift like cigarette ash into fresh cut grass. 
Let it rise like smoke and hang below 
The dogwood's heart shaped leaves 
Where you sit in the shade. 

Forgive three in the morning. 
Forgive the airless room, the speechless fear 
Balanced in corner cobwebs watching 
For you to close your eyes. 

Forget what can't be saved. 
Forget the bleeding face on the pavement. 
Forget the blue baby blanket. 
Forget her dark hair under bright lights. 
Think only of the lightning-split tree we love, 
How slowly, how surely, 
It healed. 
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Even 
                 part 
forehead 
                 to nape 
straight 
                 the plaits 
pulled 
                 smooth 
tugged 
                 tight 
tight 
                 tight 
my red 
                 hair 
hers 
                 mine 
hers 
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I married a man who was stingy with his vowels. The drawl that 
had once made my toes curl and my legs open now grated the 
gentler parts of my reason. The rarity of his words made each 
one more valuable to me until waiting for him to speak became 
an obsession I could no longer bear. 

I was lonely, and I wanted a child. In fact, I wanted a whole 
crop of children to fill this empty house with a richness of 
sound. Laughter, gossip, anger, and tears—I'd take it all and be 
thankful. A farm should have children. 

Silas remained stoic each month as my cycle came. But after 
that doctor in Rochester talked about low sperm count and poor 
motility, my husband had even less to say. His mulishness on 
this topic confused me, countering everything I had come to 
know about farming. I wasn't born to this life, but even I knew 
if you got bad seed, you didn't go on and plant it and pretend it 
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was going to grow. You got new seed. Silas refused to discuss 
it. 

So last night, I'd taken the matter into my own hands. Evidence 
of my betrayal stained the sheets. 

Pollen. 

I could feel it. Smell it. Taste it. 

The promise of pollination had pulled me from my bed. Through 
the open window, I'd looked out over acres of corn. Moonlight 
and shadow played tricks in the fields, making the wide green 
blades look silver-blue. When the wind stirred, the gently rolling 
countryside appeared to ebb and flow beneath me. A well-
plowed sea of fertility seemed to lap against the very foundation 
of our two-story clapboard. 

A slow, crawling itch worked its way down my inner thigh—a 
lingering trace of my husband, drying, dying. Reminding me, as 
if I could ever forget, of what he could not give me. 

Across the room, he'd slept, unconcerned. Most likely dreaming 
of corn, which was, to him, everything. 

I left him there and padded silently down the narrow back 
stairs, through the kitchen and out the mudroom door. Moving 
like a dreamer, I shed my clothes on the porch and walked 
naked into the corn. The cool furrowed ground soothed and 
calmed, inviting me deeper into the field. Long ribbons of green 
brushed my skin, raising exquisite trails of gooseflesh even as 
the sharp edges drew blood. Pollen dusted my body, collecting 
in drifts across my breasts and caking between my legs. Sticky 
silks rubbed my thighs. Low on the horizon, the heavy moon 
bathed me in milky light and I sparkled, covered in golden 
grains. 

It was then, for the first time in our eight-year marriage, that I 
thought I understood my husband's fascination. 

This fresh perspective filled me with a giddy eagerness, and I 
had the sense of being somewhat more than whole. Perhaps, if 
he would talk to me of nothing else, he would talk to me about 
corn. 

When I woke the next morning, satisfied for the first time in so 
many seasons, Silas was gone. I could tell by the forceful slant 
of sun streaming in through the window that the day already 
lacked my presence. I rose, mindful of the work to be done. 

I washed and dressed and gathered the linen from the bed 
before heading downstairs. In the kitchen, the clock over the 
stove read 7:14 a.m., later than I'd like. Farms ran on 
schedules and I was half an hour behind. Dishes in the sink told 
me Silas had breakfasted on cold kid cereal. The man loved that 
sugary junk and probably didn't miss his usual plate of hot eggs 
and sausage. But I missed him. There was this building energy 
inside me, as if I had important news I wanted to share. That, 
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and I suddenly longed to be under the open sky, soaking in the 
sun. I grabbed a bottle of Coke from the icebox—Silas never did 
take to coffee, even with sugar—and set out to find my 
husband. 

The lights were on in our south outbuilding. I entered the 
hangar-sized garage and walked down the rows of sleeping 
harvesters, graders and plows. Near the far end, I saw Silas 
working on the sprayer tank, adjusting a hose that ran to a fifty-
gallon drum sitting on a crate nearby. 

I hollered about the Coke and Silas looked up, but not at me. 
He stepped out from behind the assembly, focusing his 
attention on his boots, cracked leather, knotted lacings, worn-
down heels. My husband didn't ever say much, but he was true 
as a man could be, and now with him not looking me in the eye, 
I knew he was troubled. 

"What've you done?" he said. His voice had been so low that if I 
hadn't been expecting those words, I wouldn't have heard them 
at all. As it was, he knew what I'd done. It hadn't been a 
question. 

I'd broken The Rule. 

Folks around here never cared much for anything that grew 
beyond their neighbors' hedgerows. Their country ways 
weathered generations, rusting into people's minds, becoming 
more law than lore. Most were toothless truisms on the order of 
the "early to bed, early to rise" variety. But there was one rule 
they held in profound and solemn regard—"Men raised corn and 
women stayed out of the fields." 

"Corn baby," he said. His words were as damning as any could 
be. "Mixed some herbicide." 

I could smell the sting of chemicals and I backed away from 
Silas and his drum of weed killer. 

A coldness washed over me as quickly as thunderclouds darken 
summer fields. Though sterile clinics hundreds of miles away 
explained my husband's inability to give me a child as a medical 
condition, in my heart, I suspected his love of that damned crop 
kept back the piece of him that would make him viable. 

If he chose corn above all else, so could I. I explained this to 
him with twice as many words as would fit in anyone's 
understanding. And when I finally had nothing left to say, I ran. 

He didn't pursue me. He seemed to have had his say that day in 
the outbuilding—five words that changed everything. But I could 
see the toll of what I'd done on his face. The lines around his 
eyes cut deeper and the corners of his mouth never lifted into a 
smile. I'd broken a precious thing, these gossamer bonds of my 
marriage. And I wondered at the bargain I'd struck—a child for 
my husband. But though my conscience ached, my heart 
refused to regret what I had done. 
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Spring warmed into summer. Our cherry trees set fruit, rabbits 
moved into the woodpile, and every breeze smelled of tender 
grass. I used any excuse to take my work outdoors. When the 
weather was fair, I basked in the sun. When it rained, I bathed. 
I pulled the cushions off the living room sofa and made a bed, 
of sorts, on our back porch, just to hear the wind whisper 
lullabies to the sleeping corn. 

The ears grew fat. I grew fat. I craved honey—cloverleaf honey
—constantly. Nothing else would do. Bees took an interest in 
me, swarming in clouds of curiosity. They never stung or even 
landed—they simply bumbled in the clover and watched. My 
honey consumption was such that it took me past the 
crossroads to the Piggly Wiggly once or twice a week. On those 
occasions, the locals—our neighbors, family, and friends—
couldn't help but notice my increasing girth. 

After one such trip into town, driving home with a dozen crocks 
of honey, I pulled the truck off the road at our property line, 
just north on County Trunk J. Since that night, I hadn't broken 
The Rule again. I'd stayed out of the fields, but I couldn't resist 
being close by. I grabbed a honey jar and carefully climbed 
down from the cab. The ditch separating the road from the corn 
dipped low and I walked along its moist bottom, pushing 
through thickets of milkweed and wild mustard. An arm's length 
away, stalks towered overhead, creating a plaited canopy of 
green. Patches of light flickered between the rows, welcoming, 
teasing, as if inviting me in to stay. 

There was a gravity, being on the very edge of something so 
big, that held me there. I knew our acreage was absolute and 
finite. But I sensed infinity, too. The force of one kernel 
sprouting and giving life to a towering stalk awed me, and the 
energy each blade captured from the sun, a star almost ninety-
three million miles away, was hard to imagine. 

I was wondering if I'd thought this way before, if Silas thought 
this way, when I became aware of a deep rumble behind me. I 
turned to see a familiar blue Dodge pull over and Mother Canter 
lean across to the open passenger-side window. Unlike her son, 
my mother-in-law never had a lack of words, and I learned 
then, standing in the ditch licking honey from my fingers, a 
surprising number of them were unkind. 

But what she screamed from the comfort of her truck cab was 
nothing I hadn't heard at backyard barbecues, Sunday dinners 
or church picnics. Folks loved to talk about The Rule. Their 
macabre tall tales told of monstrously deformed corn babies 
abandoned in the fields for the snakes, and of wombs turning 
into dried husks. 

I let her talk herself out. Her words held no sway with me. At 
that moment, all my attention focused inward: I felt my baby 
kick. Such a small thing, and yet so life changing. My body 
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warmed as if liquid sunshine rushed through my veins and I 
wrapped my arms around my belly. 

If only Mother Canter could see this miracle the way I did, we 
might share the bond of motherhood. As one farm wife to 
another, our youth subject to the passing seasons, our backs 
bent to the yoke of household chores and our world limited, or 
not, by our obedience to The Rule, my heart went out to her. 

A silence passed between us. Then, though I never for a 
moment thought she'd say yes, I asked her if she would like to 
feel her grandbaby kick. 

My mother-in-law's actions spoke better than any words as she 
threw her truck into gear, her tires kicking back a spray of 
gravel that peppered my shins. I watched her speed down the 
road, no doubt to talk sense into her son. 

Minutes later, I heard the frantic clamor of our old farm bell 
calling Silas in from the field. Mother Canter had never, not 
even once, stepped foot into the corn. 

As summer faded into autumn, vast flocks of geese came to 
land in fields that had just been harvested, feeding for a night 
on the gleanings. The crisp, dry air hinted at the approaching 
winter and the increasing urgency I felt. I was ripe with child 
and ungainly. And yet, so much of next year's success or failure 
depended on preparations made in the fall. So, I worked. 

Silas had begun watching me when he thought I wasn't looking. 
I found those chores of mine that required heavy lifting to be 
done in advance of my attention and objects too high to reach 
relocated to lower shelves. I thanked my silent husband for his 
kindness, and willed him to hear me. 

Which he did, finally, in early October. I was hanging the wash 
on the line, mindlessly humming along with the buzzing of the 
bees, when I noticed that my companions had multiplied in 
number from the usual dozen or so to a growing swarm roiling 
overhead. I had just pinned the last sheet and gathered the 
basket to go inside when my water broke. 

Contractions seized my insides and I panicked. That morning, 
Silas had taken the harvester to our eastern most hectare. I 
staggered across the dooryard to the bell. Frenzied bees trailed 
after me and I felt, for an instant, like a comet passing too close 
to the sun. 

I rang and rang, but labor came quicker than my husband. I 
squatted on the dusty ground and leaned against the bell pole. 

And so, on the last day of the harvest, our son was born. 

I gathered him in my skirts just as a shadow fell over us. 
Covered in chaff and dust, Silas stood before me looking so 
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much like a product of the corn he loved. And so much like the 
man I knew—determined and single-minded. 

My heart longed for my husband to love this child, but my 
mind's eye saw only dark images of feasting carrion. I had been 
bold all those months ago, daring to break The Rule. But now, 
lying spent in the dirt, I discovered I was also fierce. I tilted our 
baby in my arms and introduced my husband to his son, Caleb. 

Wide-eyed and wordless, Silas took off his ball cap and craned 
his neck for a better look. 

Everything about our little boy was reed-like. Elegant fingers 
and toes—ten of each. An elongated head that came to a point 
in a way most babies' didn't. Long legs and arms that moved 
not in the typical uncoordinated jerks of newborns, but with a 
grace that suggested a soft summer breeze. 

Caleb's coloring, too, was different. Beautiful. His skin was milky 
and silky, and greenish-blond floss covered his scalp. His irises 
shone like polished jade and the whites of his eyes had a 
verdant cast. He didn't look like either of us. But he was ours. 

To my wonderment, our son thrived and grew. By Thanksgiving, 
his hair had thickened and darkened to a rich russet brown, just 
like corn silk in a late summer field. As the bitter winds blew 
across our land, we shuttered ourselves up snug inside. 
Sunlight, so brief and so welcome, graced our land as if rationed 
by a miser against the dark—and yet, the days themselves felt 
like eternity in passing. Nature slept under a thick blanket of 
snow, patiently waiting, as though each seed, each root, each 
rhizome, contained unbounded, unquestioned hope. 

I sensed Silas waited, too, though I knew not what he planned. 
He kept his distance—physically impossible in our modest 
farmhouse, but emotionally something at which he'd proven 
himself expert. Not only did he refuse the love and smiles so 
freely given by our son, but he withdrew from me, shunning the 
need I had for him. The silence grew so loud I could hear the 
cog works of my husband's inner reason as he lay awake in bed 
each night, not touching me, thinking thoughts he would not 
share. 

Motherhood, by itself, should have satisfied me. I wanted so 
much to be satisfied, to know that I'd done right. But nagging 
doubts of hubris came frequent and unbidden to my mind, and I 
wondered, after months of listening to nothing more than the 
whistling wind and the ticking mantel clock, if I had reached 
beyond my grasp. 

The thaw inspired a fanfare of sound. Robins chirped in their 
nests. Rain pattered holes into banks of melting snow and sun 
glinted almost audibly off the water pooling in the fields. I 
should have welcomed spring, but with the joyful noise of life 
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returning to the farm came sadness, too. By the time Caleb was 
six months old, I could no longer deny what I feared. My 
miracle child, by nature of his long, narrow head and recessive 
jaw, would never be able to form words. 

To add to my grief, the plans Silas had made during the dark 
winter nights now become apparent. I bore the weight of his 
decision by watching him suffer, a good man, honest and 
hardworking, cut off from what he had been placed on this 
Earth to do. Seasons changed, but he never could—he'd been 
born a corn farmer, and he would die one. And yet, when the 
soil warmed, Silas planted wheat. 

Wheat, to punish me. 

And with that, I knew I had lost the last hope of his love. Yet, 
perhaps more devastating, as I weathered my own heartbreak I 
was forced to witness my husband's and know it was of my 
making. To me that spring, every part of him seemed smaller, 
withered and dry. As the tender green shoots of wheat 
appeared, looking so out of place in our fields, I watched Silas 
push on, forcing himself like a sprouting seed to do what must 
be done. 

The sun lingered in the sky and days grew in significance. 
Errant light slanted in through dirty windows and when I passed 
through the dusty beams, I felt a yearning akin to a deep, 
gnawing starvation. I longed to feel the warm, penetrating rays 
again. As soon as the last trill of winter played itself out, I took 
Caleb for a walk along the hedgerows. 

I remember, it was Easter Sunday, and I had hopes of 
gathering some wildflowers for the dinner table. We came upon 
a cluster of snow drops and I set Caleb down nearby in a thatch 
of new grass. I'd only turned away for a moment when I heard 
an unearthly melody, distinctly unlike the flirting twitter of 
sparrows, the low droning of bees, or even the distant rumble of 
tractors. The noise—music, really—felt the way I imagined 
happiness would. And it was coming from my son. 

He'd splayed his long toes in the mud and lifted his cherub face 
to the blue sky above. His tiny mouth hung open like a stop in a 
pan flute. 

He was humming. 

Later that day, I tried to describe for my husband what I had 
heard—the precious gift our son had given me. But before I 
could finish, Silas interrupted my prideful chatter, measuring 
out three brittle words. "Not 'our'—your," he said. 

True, Caleb was not of my husband's seed, but whether he 
knew it or not, the boy was of his heart. Corn was in their 
blood. I sliced them both dewy slabs of honey cake—my own 
sugar cravings ended with Caleb's birth—and wondered how 
Silas couldn't recognize his own son. 

Nurtured by the sun and my love, Caleb grew like a weed 
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ranging between the furrows. Soon, he toddled by my side as I 
did my daily chores. The boy refused to wear shoes and went 
barefoot everywhere, letting dirt pack between his toes. His 
wordless melodies became the most beautiful music I'd ever 
heard. Whenever Caleb was particularly happy, he would hum. 
And I felt blessed that he hummed a good part of every day. 

Sometimes, Silas would turn an ear to listen. I imagined Caleb's 
music must be a siren's song to a corn farmer. My husband 
would sit back in his chair and for a moment, his shoulders 
would lose the tension they carried. But then, he'd catch me 
watching him, and suddenly work would call him away once 
more. 

Drought baked the land, and by July, I felt my patience with my 
husband's reticence cracking like the dirt underfoot. My body 
had dried up from want of his attention. Instead of the 
lonesome ache that had been a companion to me, there was 
now only resignation. My feelings were useless to a man who 
would not speak to me. Work helped me silence the pleading 
arguments that tumbled about in my mind. 

One afternoon as I hung the wash, I glimpsed Silas cutting 
across the yard, coming or going from some errand. As he 
neared, I felt a spark of foolish hope that he might be looking 
for me. So distracted was I by this girlish fantasy that it was a 
moment before I remembered Caleb standing next to me, 
reaching up to hand me a clothespin, and even longer before I 
noticed that he'd started to hum. 

And then, I detected harmony. 

I listened closely, suspecting a trick of the wind, perhaps air 
fluting through the rainspouts. But the resonance was distinctly 
baritone, rich and warm and almost unrecognizable in its 
scarcity. The sound was coming from my husband. 

If the heavens had broken at that moment, washing the land in 
sweet, gentle rain, I would have been no less surprised than at 
the concordance of father and son. Over the years, I'd learned 
that in this wide-open land, with nothing but crops and sky, the 
wind stole prayers as soon as they were given voice. I never 
imagined they'd be lofted high enough to reach the ears of God. 

From then on, Caleb became his father's son—so much so my 
heart ached with what I told myself was pride, but what I feared 
was despair. Caleb watched him, mesmerized, as if blinded by 
the sun. Farm life had shaped every aspect of my husband's 
demeanor, and I saw him reflected in our son in the economy of 
his stance, the modesty of his gestures, and even the very 
cadence of his breath. Silas took Caleb into the fields every day 
and I, a woman, was left alone to follow The Rule. I tried to be 
happy, but I was reminded of the irony of having gotten what I 
had wished for: Silas had finally opened his heart—only not to 
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me. 

I battled the envy, and I am not proud to say I also harbored 
suspicion. However protective Silas was with Caleb, echoes of 
"corn baby" tickled my conscience and I did not trust him. I did 
not trust him because I knew for a sad fact that Caleb wasn't 
safe, even from his own mother. 

The bees had made me think of it. The harmless cloud that had 
followed me during my pregnancy now took no notice of me at 
all. Caleb was their true focus, the center of their small 
universe. They stayed a respectful distance away, reverent, 
never landing, never stinging, and I wondered what it was that 
fascinated them so. 

Except that I knew. 

Caleb, by his very nature, gave off an overwhelming scent of 
sweetness, which only seemed to intensify as he grew. It was 
this perfume of love and summer and sunshine that tempted 
me, in a moment of madness, to see if he tasted as sweet as he 
smelled. Only days before, I had nibbled on his toes too hard to 
be condoned as mere play, and sweet corn milk seeped from 
the tiny break in his skin. He stopped humming that instant and 
looked at me, surprise widening his green eyes. 

My misgivings, then, were founded on my guilt and nothing 
more, for Caleb flourished under his father's steady hand. He 
was no ordinary child, and grew faster than any other. Over 
hasty suppers of garden tomatoes, butter beans and bread, I'd 
steal hungry glances across the table, searching for lingering 
traces of my miracle baby, only to discover a leggy little boy 
instead. Between clumsy bites, he'd reward me with 
mischievous, wordless smiles that spoke volumes of his time in 
the fields. The very time of his childhood I came to covet, 
knowing that once it was gone, it was gone forever. Caleb was 
growing strong and straight and true—a farmer just like his 
father. And, just like his father, Caleb didn't need me. 

But I needed him, and I came to suspect Silas did too. Caleb's 
company, forever without words, but never without meaning, 
seemed to inspire my husband—my perennial hoarder of words
—to loosen his tongue. 

"You ever watch corn grow?" he asked me one night. 

His voice sounded far away, coming as it did across the vast no-
man's land that separated our bodies in the bed we shared. I 
thought at first he must be talking in his sleep, but when I 
looked at him, lit by the silver moon, his eyes were open, his 
gaze upon me. 

I asked him what he meant. 

"When I was a boy, I could never wait for the kernels to 
germinate. I'd dig them up to see if they'd sprouted, then 
replant them, good as new.
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"Every year, Lenore, I watched it grow, even though I knew 
how the story went. The first true blades appear one day like 
magic and the land takes on that green that only exists in a 
field of corn. Then the stalks grow, sometimes inches overnight. 
But the best part is when the tassels come. Then, I get this 
sobering sense that something of mine will go on." 

At that point, my husband rolled over and pulled up the 
counterpane. A moment of silence followed and I thought he'd 
fallen asleep when he said, "Caleb reminds me of that part." 

That autumn, as my little family knitted together like a mending 
bone, still wary of the pain but stronger than before the break, 
Silas contracted a fleet of combines to harvest our wheat. Fall 
turned to winter and Caleb struggled in the fragile, distant light. 
His golden complexion faded and growing pains of the kind 
other children experienced as brief interludes sent throbbing 
echoes rolling like thunder down his long, lithe frame. With love, 
I tended his aches and with awe I watched him mature, 
evermore reminded of my husband's fascination with his fields 
of corn. 

Winter was mild and deceptively brief. By early March, 
unseasonable warmth had tempted plants and trees into an 
early bloom. But that spring was a cruel one. Tornadoes dug 
trenches and scattered neighboring homes. Hail dropped from 
the sky, pounding all nature of growing things. Blizzards of 
white cherry blossom petals rode the wind and plastered in wet 
clumps against our windowpanes. Winter wheat lay flattened 
and rotting in the fields. 

The only way to ever recover from such devastation is to repair, 
rebuild and replant. We could weather the loss. And so, my 
husband and his son went into the fields—the place where only 
men were allowed to go. They'd left me, Mother, Wife, Woman, 
to be revered in her lonely eerie, an empty nest. 

The following months were wet and cool, and I was glad, for a 
hot summer sun would hold no empathy for my blighted heart. 
However, the natural order of things refused to tread softly on 
my despondency. Though I wished to halt the progress of time, 
fields choked with life and Caleb continued to grow like a 
bumper crop. 

Farmwives cannot afford the luxury of fashioning themselves a 
martyr—in my case, a Madonna sans child—so I pushed myself 
to work, to fill a void far greater than my own. The storms that 
spring had knocked every bloom from every branch, and now, 
in the midst of summer bounty, the bees faced famine. 
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I found apiary kits for sale in the Montgomery Ward catalog and 
sent away for a dozen. Under the watchful sun, I cobbled 
together hutches and set out pools of sugared water to entice a 
queen and buy her lady-love. On the longest day of the year, 
the colony returned in force, buzzing in joyful tumult. They 
swarmed the bell pole, old friends reliving old times, before 
taking residence in the stout white boxes I'd set into the 
hedgerows. And, finally, when the hives began to pulse, needing 
a purpose and craving pollen, I watched, as yet another part of 
me disappeared into the fields, to go where I could not. 

By mid-August, our wheat bowed under the weight of its fuzzy, 
heavy heads, nodding to us in the last breath of Indian 
Summer. Silas and Caleb joined the line of combine harvesters 
shearing our fields in wide, determined swaths. The work was 
hot and dusty, and, to Silas, a duty rather than a joy. Instead, 
he drew satisfaction from Caleb's presence, and that appeared 
to be enough. I knew that was all I had ever wanted. But long 
days in the field became longer days, and of my husband and 
son I saw very little. 

As the sun winked out on the western horizon, I took to tarrying 
in the dooryard, waiting for my men. The Perseids had returned 
with a bold show, the likes of which few had ever seen the 
equal, and I watched with dry, knowing eyes as stars dropped 
from the great indigo sky. 

The brashness of that autumn—the mirthful shades of copper, 
gold, and umber—mocked me and I felt undeserving of the 
harvest, as if I were attempting to reap what I had not sown. 
Winter was coming, and I found myself with no reserve of 
affection to see me through. Lean months of silence were all 
that waited. 

When the cold came, it set its teeth, fierce and relentless. We 
dug in as winter lingered, unwanted, into spring. Bees 
hibernated. Sap descended. Ponds froze. We feared the 
neglectful sun had forgotten us, tender, helpless creatures bent 
into the wind. Caleb became restless and Silas retreated, once 
again doling out words as if rationing them for some future 
time. I came to appreciate the subtle sounds my husband made
—the slow rhythm of his sighs, the creak of his chair, the 
clearing of his throat—not as a precursor to speech, but simply 
as a reminder of his presence. Occasionally, I'd glance up from 
my work to check on him and find him checking on me, his 
weathered hands wrapped around a bottle of Coke. But then 
he'd turn his distant gaze to the frozen fields, and the moment, 
thinner than a whisper, would be lost. 

I spent my days in the kitchen, baking bread from a share of 
our wheat. Partly to feel the warmth the oven radiated into the 
room, and partly for something to busy my hands. I needed to 
feel productive. The simple repetition—knead, turn, knead, turn
—was a welcome relief from the fullness of my thoughts and the 
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emptiness of my heart. 

Then, just when I thought I could take no more of the desolate 
landscape and the bitter winds, I woke one morning to the 
patter of melt water. Icicles that had sheltered the winter tight 
to our eaves dripped with runoff, and the sun stuck adamantly 
in a big, blue sky. Drifts melted into rivulets and our fields 
became boggy. 

My world was once again filled with industry and music. Caleb 
and his father rediscovered their a cappella as they toiled 
through the waxing days, readying the fields. Pent up energy 
and simple, blessed joy propelled them, but watching Caleb 
shiver like a blade of grass in a gusty wind, I couldn't help but 
also feel a certain furtiveness about their efforts—as if they 
shared a secret. A secret apart from me. 

As the land woke slowly from the patient caresses of the plow, 
opening to accept seed, to make again life, I found myself 
skittish, haunted by a lack I couldn't define. I took to sleeping 
with the windows open, ignoring the damp chill of night. As I lay 
listening to the rhythmic croaking of frogs calling for mates, a 
distant train whistle added a haunting lyric to the night 
symphony and I was reminded of the world beyond these four 
walls—a world of life, energy, vibrancy. And of the lovely 
anguish of motherhood. 

My thoughts turned again to a child. A farm should have 
children. Perhaps, a girl this time. No, girls—fields and fields of 
them. A crop of daughters, to keep close to my heart—and out 
of the corn. My spirits swelled in readiness and in hope. Though 
Silas could not give me what I ached for, I knew I would not lie 
fallow. 

For those who choose this life, the distant sun is never farther 
away than the dawn. 

That spring, my husband planted corn. 

Title graphic: "Corn Maize" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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Our son shoots a deer 
during muzzleloader season— 
a doe, small enough to fit 
into the cooler my husband brought 
with him. When I get home, 
there is already a picture on the computer screen: 
our boy, smiling as he kneels 
over his kill, her blood staining 
the leaves. I know that some day, 
there will be another body 
spread before him. She, too, will bleed.  
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He gives me a prayer tie to take with me— 
a bundle of tobacco wrapped in red cloth, 
an offering for the child I have lost. 

I go alone to the top of the mound, 
this place where his Tuscarora ancestors 
were buried near Goose Creek. 

January's pallid light lies curled 
beneath the single tree, its roots 
like hardened seams in the earth’s skin. 

As I fasten my offering to a branch, 
he comes to present me with his totem: 
a small bear, carved from stone. 

Page 25 of 68



My daughter Augustine and I draw starfish on butcher paper, 
which I will later frame and hang in the upstairs hallway, 
beneath last week's soldiers and kings. She is nine, with long 
honey-blond hair, and wears an electric blue dress I've 
decorated with denim patches. As she draws the starfish's 
bumps in purple and yellow, I think about things she's not 
aware of yet. Easter Island, the price of gold, the fall of the 
Berlin Wall. 

"I like yours," she says, pointing to my cluster of three next to a 
clownfish. 

"Thank you," I say with a wink. "Yours is better, though." 

Augustine has always been steadily sure of herself, curious, 
inventive. One day we found seed pods in high grass with what 
looked like gauze inside. Something to do with pollination, or 
maybe just a symptom of rotting on the lawn. Augustine's fist 
circled like a conch shell, binding her specimen as she studied 
it. She proposed that the pods were eggs and that the mothers 
had designed blankets for the babies within. I loved that image: 
a warm, cotton blanket inside a paper-thin globe. When I asked 
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what kind of babies she supposed lived there, under the 
miniature comforters, Augustine gave me a patient, studied 
glance, and asked, "What does it matter?" Not with attitude or 
exasperation, just calmly stated, though apparently bemused 
that her mother did not, perhaps could not, understand the 
simple philosophy of things. 

She watches The Parent Trap and The Trouble with Angels and 
then sits in front of the mirror, trying to perfect Hayley Mills' 
animated expressions. The tongue poking around her cheek, the 
accent, the exclamation of "I've got the most scathingly brilliant 
idea!" Her other quirks include calling El Camino cars 
"Palominos;" Neapolitan ice cream has become "Napoleon." She 
knows better, but still. I watch her daily, closely, trying to grasp 
how she came to be the person that she is. 

"Can they really grow their arms back if one falls off?" She has 
drawn a black line across her paper, rendering the purple and 
yellow starfish an amputee, right near the body. 

"Yes. Just like that," I say. 

I tell Augustine a story about what I remember most when I 
was her age: my first trip to Marineland, a sort of prototype Sea 
World off of Highway A1A on the Florida coast. We went in a 
Winnebago and stayed in the campground next to the park. 

Inside, the walkways were white sand, and all the buildings 
were shaped like they were part of the beach, like grottoes. 
There was a diving show, with a tiny pool and sky-high ladder, 
rusted anchors laying everywhere, and an electric eel in a tank 
built into a stucco wall. Near this exhibit you could push a 
button and a lightbulb would flicker on. The eel was the first 
animal on display, and I think he was meant to impress visitors 
with the magic of his latent power. 

"Why couldn't he live with the other eels?" 

"I guess because he was special." 

The closest attraction to the entrance was a 3-D projection 
show. The audience became the hang glider pilot as he soared 
over oceans and other now-vague, majestic land and seascapes. 
The theme music was John Denver's "Fly Away," and that 
dreamy song, coupled with the entirety of it all, made me never 
want to leave that theater, though I knew what treasures 
awaited beyond. When you walked outside, the air tasted like 
kosher salt. 

"Is that like regular salt?" 

I laugh. "Yes. It tastes like the ocean." 

There was a huge, circular tank that held something like four 
hundred thousand gallons and sat like a big silo next to the 
otters and penguins. You could climb up and peer over the 
ledge to see sharks, sea turtles, and all kinds of big fish, with 
coral and anemones dotting the bottom like splashes of paint. It 
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bothered me to see them all living together like that; I worried 
that the sharks could turn at any time, snacking on a turtle 
before their afternoon nap. 

"They don't do that, Mom. They're friends." 

I don't tell Augustine because it would sound silly, but it wasn't 
the sharks that scared me most, the morays, the threat of 
falling in. It was the darkness of the water, the darkest blue. It 
seemed cast with shadows even in full daylight. 

I tell her about the stairs that led down to be observation 
windows below, stairs that were tight, rusty, and time-worn, 
like those in a ship. It seemed safer down there, somehow. 
You'd walk around, looking through not huge panels of glass, 
but portholes. The thickest glass, clouded within its layers. 

Quick as that, however, and I've lost Augustine's attention, 
though later she'll ask me to tell her more about the eels and 
tanks, and if there were lionfish. But now she's asking about her 
father. 

"When do I have to go, Mom?" 

"In the morning, babe. But not for long." 

I try to read her expression but cannot. She's drawing a 
mermaid with steel gray wings. 

An elderly friend of my mother's told me once, with scotch on 
her breath, that our names made us sound like a family of 
immigrants. There is me, Magdalene, which I suppose conjures 
the benevolent nun, the sun-hot mission, the pair of hands 
sticky with stigmata. Then, Augustine: fleeting pictures of 
chapels, rosettes, and river picnics; royal but benign. And our 
cat, Alexander: his name suggesting wool coats over turtleneck 
sweaters, slimline pistols; only better if it were Aleksei, because 
then you'd so easily picture the Kremlin, all brassy in the rise of 
dawn. 

James, the only one of us with an ordinary name, was the one 
to migrate away. We divorced seven months ago, my husband 
fading more and more until one day I discovered he was no 
longer mine. 

Yesterday I turned thirty-eight, and James sent me a yellow 
vase from 1-800-Flowers with a mix of yellow gerbera daisies, 
yellow roses, and yellow verbenas. 

I was the recipient of several gifts. The first was a present to 
myself: a pair of red shoes from a place called Sass on North 
Cherry Lane. Size nine, narrow, with laces that wrap up my legs 
like a ballerina's ribbons. Augustine made me a macaroni 
picture frame, and my boss from Reedman & Reedman, Mr. Leif 
Reedman, tied a silver bow around a bottle of '98 Shiraz. 
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I've hung the starfish drawings and put Augustine to bed when I 
sit down on the sofa in the living room with a glass tumbler and 
my Reedman wine, wearing my new shoes. I'm picking out the 
roses and verbenas so all that's left is a vase of gerbera daisies, 
the only flowers I like, when I take the first sip. I hold it under 
my tongue, tasting a musky kind of sweet, like a hint of a large 
brown nut that's been buried in a dark, deep forest. 

James will be over soon, to talk, he says, which is why I've 
started on the wine. One glass to relax me. He makes me edgy, 
makes me feel disjointed. I don't have as much money as he 
does for a lawyer, for court, for her. Last time he was over, we 
had an argument that teetered in and out of being a fight. He 
made veiled non-threats, observations with potential. About the 
unlocked liquor cabinet, the emails of mine he'd found 
implicating that I'd had two different male visitors over to the 
house in the span of one week, about my complete lack of 
Christian values. In my head I addressed all these concerns 
calmly while he rambled on, but when I got the chance to speak 
I shouted out my rebuttals like pellets from a toy gun. I couldn't 
keep in check that I'd found emails of his as well, namely a 
string of them from a prostitute named Harmony who dressed 
in purple lingerie and for their first "visit" hid behind the hotel 
door room shyly when James walked in. He was astounded I'd 
found out, like only he had the power, the know-how, to 
unearth secrets. And amazingly, James explained with hardly a 
pause that his indiscretion wasn't that bad, as it was kept away 
from Augustine. He was smart about it, he said. And, by the 
way, they're dating now. Her real name is Rachel. 

I was so shocked that I apologized in a way I'm not sure he 
bought as sincere and reminded myself to behave for the sake 
of my daughter. 

It was all too much, though. The fact that they're together now 
seems somehow larger than life, and I can't help but picture 
him as some mad interventionist, all hugs and rehabilitative 
quips for the poor, childlike nymph who just couldn't help 
herself, couldn't pull herself away from all that delicious, 
pulsing, neon sin. I wonder what I was doing while he was busy 
pulling her gently from behind the hotel door, her lace shoulder 
strap perhaps perfectly, accidentally giving way to reveal a 
nipple as buttercream soft and smooth as any virgin's the world 
round. 

But now, suddenly, sweet Rachel has become my only 
ammunition. If I hadn't found those emails, I'd have nothing. 
His degrees, his summer working with disabled children, would 
kill my paltry years as an exceedingly competent, ready-and-
willing-to-die-for-her-daughter mom. 

The doorbell rings and all of a sudden he's back. My ex-
husband, former love and more recent stranger. When I open 
the door, he's too close to the threshold, as if he's been peering 
in the peephole. He plays it off well, though, like he does with 
everything. 
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"Maggie. You look good." 

I'm tempted to duck behind the door, push a strap off my 
shoulder, use a Bacall voice and ask just how good. But I stay 
put. 

"Thank you." I refrain from a matching compliment, though he 
looks fantastic. Dark brown hair combed straight back, a glacier 
blue shirt that looks devastating against his skin. Instead, I 
keep mum. 

He stands in the center of the room with his hands on his hips, 
looking altogether interested in the ceiling fan. "Shall we have a 
drink?" 

"Is this a test?" It's supposed to be a joke, but there's truth in 
it. 

He smiles modestly, as if to challenge my doubt. He looks with 
scientific eyes at the wine glasses, my book on Cuban cigars, 
the blue lightbulb in the corner lamp. All things that were here 
while he was still here, but seen now through new eyes. 

"Just relax, Maggie." 

"Magdalene," I correct him. "And I'm fine." I shoot him a 
glance, quick and venomous, then wonder with a heart skip why 
I'm not acting angelic, all words laced with honey. He has the 
power to take her away. 

"Really, it's okay. Just relax." And there's that look again, that 
therapist's expression of everything-under-control, genuine 
concern and empathy, as if he's a master of solemnity. That 
look I fear will sink my battleship in front of any judge. 

I try to play along, and hold up the Shiraz. "This okay?" 

"Always was." 

I pour with a remarkably steady hand, relaxing further when I 
spot some dirt under one of his fingernails, an imperfection I'll 
have to cling to, as it's the only one being offered to me. 

I find myself wondering, untriggered, what Rachel did when she 
first noticed the Tree of Life tattooed on his back. I could almost 
see her sidling up to him and running her fingers over each 
branch, down to the roots, around the trunk, over the shadow 
of leaves. 

"Oh," he says. "Happy Birthday." 

My cat Alexander and I lie on the bed in the cool, cool bedroom, 
under the waffle-weave blanket the color of chrome, sunlight 
dappling through as if we're inside a thatch-roof hut. Through 
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the holes, the fan overhead looks like a swarm of bees, 
arranged in a perfect circle, hovering silently, respecting our 
quiet. Alexander's nose is the color of salmon steak, and he 
watches a thread dangling down toward us as if it's the 
plumpest, sweetest bird. 

It's late morning on Saturday, and James has Augustine for the 
weekend. I thought maybe he'd want to wake her up and take 
her last night, but he only stayed for two glasses of wine. We 
talked a little bit about work, a little bit about Augustine, and 
then a little bit about Rachel. Between Rachel and his not-so-
subtle inquiries about my dating status, I got irritated, though I 
didn't bite like last time. 

There was something sad about James last night. He looked 
weary, tired of arguing, but more tired perhaps as a result of 
this entire process. 

Now I'm wondering if he's ever had a dream of losing 
Augustine. 

I woke briefly before seven this morning, then fell back asleep 
and dreamed that she fell into the big circle tank. I heard the 
splash, small, like a diver's moderated entry. When I looked 
down, all I saw was fish and that dark, dark water. The railing 
got higher then, and instead of trying to scale it, I turned and 
ran down the stairs to the observation level below. From 
window to window I scuttled, pounding on the fogged-over 
panes with the palms of my hands in hopes of the more 
damaged glass giving way. The last porthole was set low but 
was clear, and I ran over and sat on the floor, that cold, damp 
concrete, to look inside. 

And there she was: my daughter, Augustine, and her beautiful 
wheat-colored hair flowing up like a proud daughter of Triton. I 
watched as bubbles rose from her mouth and realized she was 
okay; she could breathe! Something I didn't know about her, I 
thought, like breathing underwater was akin to having a talent 
for chess or being really good at math. Perhaps it is. 

The next thing I noticed was who was lying next to her, as calm 
as a bedridden grandmother. A nurse shark, enveloped in 
blankets of sand and shell. Overhead, a lone tuna, floating 
along steadily, as if proud of its shine. Augustine was looking 
around, her eyes following an eel like watching cursive being 
written. And then she spotted me, peering in, an infant trying to 
understand the world. 

She smiled, so gently, and then leaned over to kiss the nurse 
shark, her nurse shark, on the top of its head, then offering a 
stroke with the back of her porcelain hand along the shark's 
side. I looked around after that, immediately fearful of what 
else lurked in the water, hypnotized up until that very moment 
by my daughter's marine spell. 

I watched her swim over to a large porthole I hadn't seen 
before. She opened one pane of glass, slipped inside, and 
waited for the water to drain before stepping out on my side of 
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the tank, her hair wet and her eyes so bright. 

Nothing seemed necessary then, no tight embrace, for she 
hadn't truly been in harm's way, had she? Everything seemed 
right, just as it should be: a nurse shark, a halo of fish, bubbles 
from her perfect mouth. 

I call in the evening like I often do on weekends, under the 
transparent guise of asking a question or issuing a reminder, 
when really all I want is to hear her voice, to hear she's happy. 
I can always tell, innately, whether or not she's smiling, and I 
count those smiles like beads on a rosary. 

"Hello! McKendrick residence." 

In the time it takes me to inhale my next breath, I know it's 
Rachel. But before I can think it over, I've got to say something, 
anything, so I spit out, "Hi. Is James there?" 

"No, sorry, he's out. Want me to have him call you back?" Her 
voice doesn't sound particularly alluring, though perhaps I'm 
the wrong person to ask. She sounds younger than I'd 
imagined, which is disturbing because I'd figured she was in her 
twenties. 

"You don't have to. I can try—" 

"It's no problem." And then, a little too forced-casual, "Who is 
this?" 

I pause for what must be a second too long because she's 
asking in that same, pretend-calm way, "Is this Magdalena?" 

I count to three, then, "Magdalene, yes." 

Silence, though I think I hear her start to say something then 
stop. A sigh. She speaks up again before I have a chance to 
hurry off the phone, run to my bedroom with my face burning 
red. 

"She's great, you know. Augustine? She's just great." 

I try to think what this claim is supposed to convey but write it 
off as pure filler. 

"Yep. She is." 

"I mean, I know you know that." The briefest of pauses, and 
then, "So, you know about me, right?" 

"Know about you?" I pray she's not asking about her line of 
work, worry I'm being led down a path I can't turn back from. 

"About me and James, being together." And, in a much smaller 
voice, "I'm Rachel." 
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I almost feel sorry for her. She sounds ridiculously young. 
"Yes," I say and stop myself just in time before tagging on 
"dear" or "hon" at the end. I feel ancient. "Rachel, I was just 
calling to check on Augustine." 

"She's fine. She's out with James, at the grocery store." 

"Okay. Well, thank you." I'm seconds away from hanging up 
when she speaks again. 

"You know, I'm glad he talked to you last night. He was 
nervous. That you'd take it the wrong way." 

Bracing myself, I pause ever so briefly to think, to make myself 
sound calm. The side of my neck starts to hurt in a way I know 
promises a headache for later. "Well, yeah. Me too." 

She doesn't say anything. I try, "But we talked about several 
things last night. Do you mean...?" I'm hoping she'll take the 
bait, fill in the blanks. 

"About Augustine," she says. "He said he talked to you about 
the whole custody thing." She's all of a sudden doubtful, 
stressed. "Did he?" 

I have to answer now, before I lose the nerve. "Oh, yeah, that. 
Yeah, he told me." I'm instantly torn between worrying what 
this means and feeling violated that he's told this girl about 
everything. Everything about my daughter and maybe even 
myself. 

She's audibly relieved, her words spilling out now like water. 
"Okay, good. He was worried you'd think he was giving up on 
her or something like that. When, you know, like he told you, 
it's nothing like that. He just needs time, you know? We both 
do. He's really helping me get back on my feet." 

Still piecing things together, I say, "That's great."

"Yeah, James is awesome. And so is Augustine! But, you know, 
we get her over here and all she talks about is you. I mean, not 
every last word, but it's obvious she misses you. And I agree 
with James about a kid needing a place to call home and not go 
switching back and forth every few days." 

I don't say anything, just wonder when this revelation occurred, 
when he decided that two days out of the week would be 
detrimental to Augustine, to them all. I recall that the only thing 
to stand out in our conversation last night was James asking 
who Hayley Mills was. 

And then I can't pretend anymore, because what is there to 
say? I care far more now about getting details, far less about 
continuing this charade with Reform School Rachel. 

"Wait." And in my voice she must hear that at least some of 
this, maybe all of this, is new to me. She must hear the bite. 
She hangs up. 
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It's about an hour before I get a call from the same number. It's 
James. His voice sounds gravelly and, like last night, exhausted. 
He starts by telling me they got a frozen pizza, but five minutes 
later he's into the logistics of it all, how things would be better if 
I take Augustine full-time for awhile. At some point, interwoven 
with it all, in the same drone he's using for everything else, he 
mentions that Rachel is pregnant. I can tell he thinks she 
divulged this secret with everything else earlier. 

"You know, that's the one little detail she didn't get around to 
telling me," I say. 

The longest pause, then, almost inaudibly, "Goddamn." 

When I open the door on Sunday morning, after the second 
hollow knock, Augustine is standing there, in braids. James 
drives off, eyes on the road ahead of him, so obviously avoiding 
my stare. 

And just like magic I have her back, and a day early at that. For 
the moment, though, I focus on the braids. James doesn't know 
how to do anything more than brush hair, so it must've been 
Rachel's handiwork. I picture her hands in my daughter's hair, 
hiding faceless behind a hotel room door while Augustine sits 
Indian-style on the worn, paisley carpet. There is a single-serve 
bottle of vodka in front of her, which she knows not to touch 
because she's got such a good role model in her father. 

In front of me now, Augustine says, "Hi, Mom. Did you bring 
Pollyanna back to Blockbuster yet?" and pushes into the living 
room. As I turn then, mouth open as if to say some undecided 
words, to watch her go, she says, "Oh," and hands me a letter-
size envelope, the kind with the security scrambling pattern 
inside. 

It's a note from James, of course. Saying he'll call, saying he's 
sorry, all sealed up like those words were things Augustine 
shouldn't see. 

I walk into her bedroom and see she's found the video I left on 
her bed. The opening credits are already playing. 

"Can we have Napoleon ice cream?" 

I smile. She takes it as my misunderstanding the question. 

"You know, Napoleon. The kind with the strawberry stripe in the 
middle." 

I think about what "Napoleon" ice cream would look like, so 
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much more interesting than Neapolitan. A white ice cream with 
little chocolate pieces inside, all shaped like a man on 
horseback. 

"Of course." 

I'm amazed at my luck, though clueless about how I'm going to 
explain this to her, clueless also that what will stay with me 
past midnight for the next several nights while I try to sleep, 
back in the cool quiet with Alexander, is that teenager's voice 
saying, "Hello! McKendrick residence." Words I once said 
myself. 

Whatever poise or strength I'll need is momentarily lacking, as 
unattainable as the touch of that cool, dark water. But for now it 
seems more than enough to have Augustine back, sitting across 
the room from me with braids like arms of coral, perched on her 
blue blanket like she's riding waves. 

Title graphic: "Aquaria" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2010.
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I fling the strength stability clings to, tear 
at the shape of all that seams, curves, leans. 
Trees tease me with light licks of leaves. 

But you? You open your sleeves, the legs 
of your jeans, let me in and out until 
you fall back slack with an emptiness 

clean and scented with my entry. 
I know you want to be seized, again 
and again in the yard, hear my voice whistling 

through your puckered button holes, 
lifting you onto bended knees. Yet you tremble, 
as if I’m too much motion, your blouses blooming 

into a bare muscling, your skirts thrashing 
with thighless heave. I can only bluster harder, 
all atmospheric need, the pressure of pressure 

taking what is loose, what is fated 
to be wrenched or released 
from the tender hinges of its holding, 

and for only a moment leave you be 
as the sky arches, and with deep breaths pushes 
down and through and out my own lack of body. 
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There was a joke in the building about the two 
elevators, the east and the west, which were 
separated in the lobby by a long marble wall that 
ran about forty feet. The west rose to the big luxury 
units with three or four bedrooms—it was thought of 
as a smooth-riding, whisperflow Cadillac, while the 
east, which serviced the less opulent units with only 
one or two bedrooms, was spoken of, with 
amusement and dismay, as a rickety third-world 
trolley. And, as if aware of its degraded reputation, 
it took on a third-world personality, making grumpy, 
confidence-deflating groans as it passed certain 
floors. When it stopped, it was always a few inches 
too high or too low. 

It was slower, too, than the west elevator. The 
sliding doors were hopelessly sluggish, and when 
you pressed a button to go up or down, there was 
an irritating delay before the engine engaged. Farro 
Fescu, the concierge, who presided over the desk in 
the lobby, timed each elevator with his Hermes 
watch, which he had purchased a few months earlier 
in a feckless moment of self-indulgence. He found 
that the east elevator, going non-stop to the 
fifteenth floor, was sixty-three seconds slower than 
the west, and forty-nine seconds slower coming 
down. 

So this thing with the elevator was not just a joke 
but a curse. The condo was close to Battery Park, 
among other condos, near the southern tip of 
Manhattan. Most of the units caught a handsome 
view of the Hudson, where it links up with the Upper 
Bay, and there were spacious park grounds nearby. 
On a warm day, you could relax in the sun and 
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enjoy a hot dog or a lemon ice. Ellis Island and the 
Statue of Liberty hover in the hazy distance. 
Foghorns croon on foggy nights, and on foggy days 
they groan and moan and complain. And a few 
blocks to the north and to the west, the sprawling 
financial district rides up and down on the slippery 
digital slopes of electronic dollars. All of that—the 
eateries, the museums, the ferries, the evening 
strolls along the riverside esplanade—all of it 
pumping, pressuring, pushing condo prices up into 
the stratosphere, yet you’ve bought into all of that, 
and there you are, in the lobby, waiting for a cranky, 
irresponsible elevator that is afflicted, obviously, 
with an acute form of adolescent narcissism and a 
nasty case of premature arthritis. 

Now, toward the end of the summer, to no one's 
surprise, the elevator took a turn for the worse. 
There were times when, summoned, it wouldn't 
respond, and other times when it parked itself 
between floors and a mechanic had to be called in to 
get it moving again. The first time that happened, 
Lily Escobar was aboard, the sole passenger, stuck 
between the lobby and the floor above. 

She rang the alarm and shouted into the red 
emergency phone. Farro Fescu, answering, gave her 
every assurance that the repairman would arrive in 
a few moments. But he didn't. 

She took off her shoe and hammered the heel 
against the door. "Get me out!" she cried lustily. 
"Get me out!" She was fifty-three, her long hair 
colored a dark shade of brown, almost black. She 
wore it, always, in a bun, and lived alone. Her only 
friend in the building was Cora Plum, who, returning 
from a day of shopping, arrived in the lobby only 
minutes after Lily had begun with the shoe. 

Cora dropped her packages by the desk and spoke 
to Lily on the emergency phone, trying to calm her. 
"They're doing everything they can, Lily. You're 
going to be okay. You have to believe that. You're 
going to be fine." 

Then, turning to Farro Fescu, "That is correct, isn't 
it? She’s going to be all right?" 

Lily, overhearing, shouted bitterly into the phone. "I 
don't want to be all right—I just want to be out of 
here!" At that very moment, she was seized by a 
powerful desire to gorge herself on a whole box of 
chocolate-covered almond cookies, the kind she 
used to eat when she was a girl. The flavor rose 
inside her, from long ago, igniting her taste buds 
and adding to her frustration. 

It was well over two hours before the repairman 
arrived. He was sweaty and muscular, with long 
arms and short legs, wearing a gray T-shirt with a 
green alligator printed on it, and the word 
EVERGLADES. He knew what was wrong. 

"The brake is stuck," he told Lily over the phone. 

This alarmed her. If the brake was stuck, it might 
suddenly become unstuck, and she could plunge to 
her death in the subbasement. 

"Try jumping up and down," the repairman said. 
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"Are you crazy?" 

"It usually works," he said. 

"What if it doesn't?" 

"We try not to think about that." 

She hung up, and again she hammered the heel of 
her shoe against the door, a steady, surly banging. 

The repairman pried open the doors on the lobby 
level, and looked into the grimy darkness of the 
shaft. The elevator was stuck just above the 
opening, suspended behind the tall marble wall of 
the lobby, in an atmosphere of gloom. After a quick 
study of the underside of the elevator, the 
repairman left the lobby, sprinted up the stairs, and 
pried open the doors on the next level. He entered 
the shaft and, using the steel ladder attached to the 
wall, he descended the short distance to the top of 
the elevator, opened the escape panel, and looked in 
on Lily. 

She was sitting on the slate floor, her back against a 
wall, her hair undone and her mascara smeared. Her 
legs, in pink pants, were stretched out flat on the 
floor, forming a wide V from her pelvis. She held the 
tip of her shoe with her right hand and was beating 
the heel not against the door, now, but on the floor, 
slowly and methodically, with a languishing, 
despondent rhythm. 

"It's all right," the repairman said calmly. "You can 
stop with the shoe." 

"I don't want to stop," she said sullenly. "Just—get—
me—out—of—here!" 

"Reach up to me, I'll pull you up," he said, putting 
his hand far down through the opening. His arm was 
remarkably long, roped with muscle. It seemed an 
arm that had, in its time, done a great deal of 
reaching and lifting. But she wasn't impressed, and 
found it, in fact, repulsive. That arm, so thick and 
long, with the bulging blue vein, she thought of it as 
the penis of some ugly antediluvian mastodon, 
stretching down to her from above. 

"Not on your life," she said. 

The repairman withdrew his arm and went to work 
on the brake. The elevator jerked loose, fell a few 
feet, and slammed to a stop. 

"You're going to kill us both," she shouted, her chest 
fluttering with fright. 

"We're almost there," he said. 

"I don't want to be almost there. Whatever you did, 
don't do it again!" 

He did it again. The elevator plunged briefly and 
came to a jolting stop that shook her bones. Her 
spine felt compressed, as if the vertebrae had been 
fused together. Had she not been sitting on the 
floor, she was sure she would have been hurled 
about wildly, at the cost of a few broken bones. 
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But the elevator was down, in the lobby. Farro Fescu 
helped her out, and Cora embraced her. Dear, 
precious Cora, Lily thought as she slumped into her 
arms, what would she do without her? Cora who 
hadn't yet experienced the trauma of turning fifty, 
still a few years away from that, with her faux-blond 
hair and wide-apart brown eyes, and a passion for 
shrimp cocktails and white wine. They went out 
together on weekends, to movies and concerts. They 
walked the treadmills in the eleventh-floor exercise 
room. 

"I'll make tea," Cora said. 

"I don't want tea. I just want to lie down and die." It 
was now a full three hours since she'd boarded the 
elevator. She had missed an episode of Autumn 
Acres, which she'd been following, and hadn't done 
the grocery shopping she'd set out to do. She lived 
on the third floor and swore she would never use 
that elevator again. She would use the stairs. 
Anything was better than being trapped again inside 
that mechanical monster. 

After the repairman finished tinkering, the elevator 
behaved for a while. But before the week was out, it 
turned cranky again and became unpredictable. Lily, 
already weary of the stairs, was in despair. Her left 
ankle was in pain, her back hurt, and the bursitis in 
her right elbow was acting up. She renewed her 
prescription for Elixirene, to settle her nerves, and 
went to her priest, at the church on Barclay Street. 

His name was Fernando, but he preferred Fred. 
Father Fred. He'd grown up in Rochester and had 
relatives in Cuba and Miami. She felt comfortable 
with him. He was portly and serene, in his late-
forties, with a bush of brown hair turning slowly 
gray, and black-rimmed glasses that seemed half an 
inch thick. When he wasn't at the altar, he wore 
lumberjack shirts, bleached jeans, and gumsole 
shoes. She liked him—pitied him—because of the 
trouble he'd had in his life. His mother was a mental 
case, on medication that didn't help, and his father 
was long out of work and given to alcohol. His 
younger sister, Maria Gracia, was, he'd said, his 
greatest sorrow, living an abandoned life as a 
woman of the night and making so much money she 
could afford a condo in the East 80s. And it was a 
thorn in his flesh, he had confided, that all of his 
prayers for her went unanswered. 

Lily visited him in the rectory. Over tea, at a table 
by a stained glass window, she told him about the 
elevator and its strange ways. Clearly, there was a 
devil in it, and she asked him to perform an 
exorcism. He listened sympathetically, then 
explained, in laborious detail, that an exorcism was 
a complicated thing, requiring the cardinal's 
permission, which could be long in coming. He 
suggested that a simple blessing might be a better 
way to go. 

"I don't know about that," she said, aware that she 
really didn't have much say in the matter. 

The following afternoon, Father Fred went to her 
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apartment, using the stairs, as she had 
recommended. What use would he be if the elevator 
were to stop between floors with him in it? He 
arrived a half-hour late, wearing jeans, and carried, 
in a black briefcase, a bottle of holy water and a 
book of prayers in Latin and English. 

The book contained blessings for railroads, 
airplanes, airports, bridges, and fire engines. Also 
for libraries, dormitories, seismographs, stoves, 
church organs, and sheep. There was no blessing for 
elevators, so he substituted the blessing for 
railroads, on the theory that an elevator was, after 
all, a kind of railroad, running vertically instead of 
horizontally. 

From his pocket he took a purple stole and hung it 
about his neck, and Lily noted ruefully that the 
purple of the stole clashed horribly with the orange 
and blue of his striped shirt. In a moment of 
stabbing doubt, she wondered if his prayers would 
be any more efficacious than his ability to mix and 
match. 

She summoned the elevator, and when it arrived 
she threw the stop switch, keeping the grouchy 
machine immobilized until the blessing was done. 
Father Fred sprinkled holy water and pronounced the 
blessing first in Latin, then in English. And in 
deference to Lily's fear that a devil might be on the 
loose, he threw in a sentence that he found in a 
blessing for hospital wards: "Banish from this place 
the wickedness of demons, fill it with the peace of 
angels, and keep it forever free of evil discord." 

"Do you think that's enough?" Lily said, feeling 
certain that it was not. 

"Have faith," he said. "To those who have faith, all 
things are possible." 

Lily wasn't at all confident that she had faith. The 
faith that moves mountains, the faith that is faithful 
unto death. Faith was hard, she felt, especially after 
the things she'd been through. Her first husband 
was dead, the second husband had run off with a 
manicurist and had settled in another country, and 
the third was now living with a man in Nevada. 
Nothing in her life had panned out the way she had 
expected. She was sure the elevator was afflicted 
with something unnatural. 

"Don't worry," Father Fred told her. "It will be all 
right. We have the same problem with the elevator 
in the rectory. If it sticks, jump up and down." 

"That's what the elevator man said." 

"It works," he said. "It really does." 

She gave him a crooked look, and didn't invite him 
in for tea. Nor did she dare to use the elevator, 
thinking the demon might be drying himself off from 
the shower of holy water and preparing to come 
back with a vengeance. 

She said nothing of any of this—about Father Fred 
and the blessing—to Cora Plum, because Cora would 
have pursed her lips, as she sometimes did, and 
would have shrugged off the blessing as little more 
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than hocus-pocus. She was a Unitarian, though only 
occasionally. And Lily herself felt there was, 
perhaps, the faintest touch of superstition in this 
thing that her priest had done, the holy water and 
all that, and those silly Latin prayers. She imagined 
the demon, if there was one, was laughing up his 
sleeve in some dark, cranky corner of the elevator's 
machinery. 

After the blessing, the elevator was on good 
behavior for a few days, then it went back to its old 
ways. Lily still didn't use it herself, but she heard the 
stories—how it grumbled, how the doors took 
forever to open and close, how it sometimes stopped 
three feet too high or too low and you had to climb 
when you boarded and jump when you got off. And 
now, too, it made a shrill sound when passing the 
third floor, as if it knew where she lived and was 
hooting her. 

She began to think about moving out, to another 
location, where the elevators were more sensible. 
Mrs. Vine and Mr. Tool, on the upper floors, did 
move out, selling, each of them, for a handsome 
profit to buyers who wanted the river view and 
couldn't care less that the elevator was 
temperamental. The buyers were young, one a 
recent graduate from Stanford, the other from Yale, 
both starting out with near six-figure salaries in 
trainee positions at one of the big houses on Broad 
Street. Why should they worry about a silly 
elevator? An incubus? A poltergeist? 

The Board canceled the repair service they'd been 
using, and hired a different company to look after 
the elevator. A new braking system was installed, a 
few computer chips were replaced, and a lubricant 
was applied to the parts that needed greasing. But 
still there were problems, and on a rainy Monday 
afternoon, it did again the terrible thing it had done 
once before, stopping between floors and trapping 
someone inside. The passenger, this time, was Cora
—and help was long in coming, as it had been for 
Lily. But Cora had great confidence that all would be 
well, and did her best to remain calm. She hummed 
tunes from Oklahoma and Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes. 

She had been a brunette, but after her husband 
died, she told her hairdresser to make her over. All 
her life there had been something inside her telling 
her she was really a blonde, and she was happy now 
to have the hair to show it. When the elevator 
stalled, she'd been on her way home from the 
market on South End Avenue, and when the long 
wait in the elevator began to weigh on her, she 
opened a box of Fig Newtons and ate them all. She 
was in her mauve dress, with pink and white 
dogwood flowers printed all over it, and the hemline 
just below her knees. 

The repairman was the same one who had rescued 
Lily. The one with short legs and very long arms. 
When he opened the escape hatch at the top of the 
elevator and looked in on Cora, she was surprised. 
"I thought you were fired," she said. 
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"Me? Not me. They dumped the company. I quit and 
teamed up with the new company that got the 
contract. You want me to pull you up?" 

"Are you sure you can?" she asked, doubtfully. 

He was wearing his old gray T-shirt with 
EVERGLADES printed on it. "When I lived in Florida," 
he said, "I used to pick up alligators by the tail." 

"Well, I'm sorry I'm not an alligator," she said. 

She stood up on her toes, and as she raised her 
right hand, he grabbed her arm above the wrist, and 
in a quick, wrenching moment, he pulled her 
through the opening. 

When she was up on top, on her feet and breathless, 
she was so pleased about being rescued that she 
embraced him, hugging tight in the dim light of the 
elevator shaft—and, in the excitement of the 
moment, she kissed him on the mouth, surprising 
herself with her own forwardness. 

The elevator had stalled halfway below the doors for 
the seventh floor. The repairman pried the doors 
open, and when he and Cora were safely in the 
corridor, she invited him upstairs for coffee. Or a 
beer, if he preferred. 

The next day, when Lily, in a rare moment of 
weakness, confided that she'd had her priest in to 
sprinkle holy water and chase the devil out of the 
elevator, Cora was sensible enough not to say 
anything disparaging. They were at an alfresco table 
on Battery Place, taking cappuccino and crullers in 
the sun, which was pleasantly warm. When she was 
at the bottom of her cappuccino, Cora, in exchange 
for Lily's confession about the priest, made a 
confession of her own, disclosing that, after her 
deliverance from the stalled elevator, she brought 
the man into her apartment and gave him more, 
much more, than a glass of beer. 

Lily was appalled. It was too much to comprehend. 
"How could you?" she said, gasping. "That short 
little fellow with the long arms?" It seemed to her, in 
a way, a form of unfaithfulness, a personal betrayal. 
"That sour-faced, mongoloid ape? You went to bed 
with him?" 

"He was very gentle," Cora said, defensively. "He 
lifted me right up out of the elevator when it was 
stuck—and I was so delighted, you understand." 
Then, leaning across the table and looking Lily in the 
eye, "Haven't you ever done anything like that? Just 
let yourself go? Maybe with your priest?" 

Lily looked away, her forehead wrinkling with 
distress. No, she had not, she said, but heaved a 
sigh and acknowledged there had been a moment, 
some years ago, when something might have 
happened, but didn't. It was when she was telling 
Father Fred about her husband who had run off with 
a boyfriend, and how lonely she was. "He put his 
hand on my arm," she said. "That's as far as it 
went." 

"Maybe next time," Cora said. 

Page 43 of 68



"I wouldn't bet on it," Lily replied. 

The Board looked into replacing the elevator with a 
new one, but it was going to be costly. Jack 
Killingsworth, who was on the Board—he lived in a 
unit served by the west elevator, not the 
cantankerous east—had been hoping to install a 
massive aquarium in the lobby, recessed into the 
forty-foot wall between the two elevators. He was 
thinking of leopard sharks, which he'd seen during a 
visit to a seaquarium in Australia. But there wasn't 
enough cash-flow in the budget for a shark habitat 
and a new elevator too, so he was arguing not for a 
new lift but for a refurbished secondhand model that 
would leave enough in the budget for the leopard 
sharks. And if they waited long enough, the problem 
with the elevator might simply go away. Machinery 
was like that, he insisted. There were kinks and 
abnormalities, appearing and disappearing. The 
weather, the time of year. Dust in the gears. Why 
rush things? 

The aquarium met with random spasms of 
resistance, especially among users of the cranky 
east elevator. Those who had been around for a 
while remembered when Luther Rumfarm had 
wanted to install a waterfall between the elevators. 
That idea frittered away, and Rumfarm himself had 
also passed into oblivion. Now it was sharks, and Lily 
was among those who were hoping that 
Killingsworth, like Rumfarm, might vanish into 
another universe. 

When he approached her one morning in the 
mailroom, trying to secure her vote for the 
aquarium, she all but hissed. "We don't need sharks, 
we need an elevator that obeys the rules." 

Killingsworth tried sympathy, telling her how brave 
she'd been, her three-hour ordeal when she was 
stuck between floors. But she resisted sympathy as 
if it were a bee about to sting. 

"I hate aquariums," she said. "They're so—wet." 

He was cheerfully brisk. "Well—if others feel as you 
do, we could skip the sharks and make it a cage full 
of macaws and bald eagles. Everybody likes birds." 

"Macaws? Do they chirp a lot?" 

"Chirping, I wouldn't think. They're a kind of parrot, 
you know." 

"But birds in a cage—they do tend to be messy, isn't 
that so?" 

"Life is messy," he answered, losing patience and 
giving her up for hopeless, and he hurried from the 
mailroom. 

She'd had three unhappy marriages, and if someone 
were to come along and present himself, no matter 
how pleasant or rich, she didn't think she would be 
interested. She certainly wouldn't want 
Killingsworth. And even more certainly she didn't 
want his sharks, even if they were macaws. 
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Later, after lunch, she sat in the lobby with Cora, 
side by side on a black couch. Cora wore blue 
leotards and a taupe dress, with white bows at the 
collar. Lily felt shabby beside her. She was tired, so 
tired, tired of the stairs and tired of the crazy 
elevator, which deserved a hefty dose of cyanide to 
put it out of its misery. 

"I hate growing old," she said. "Don't you despise it? 
I hate my hair. I hate my teeth. I hate the short 
winter days when it's dark before supper. I hate the 
night." 

It wasn't winter yet, but she was preparing herself 
mentally. 

"You aren't old," Cora said. "You're only old if you 
think you're old." 

"Sweetheart, when you turn the corner into fifty and 
the aches and pains settle in, and your doctors talk 
about hormone injections, cornea transplants, tooth 
implants, and cartilage therapy—believe me, that's 
old. If they ever tell me I need a heart transplant, 
I'm saying no. I'd rather die. If anybody mentions a 
face transplant, I'll spit." 

She sat silent for a while, sinking in a sudden 
whirlpool of despair that was swirling inside her. She 
gazed at the floor, the checkerboard tiles, black and 
white, and she looked up at the high ceiling, a high 
white emptiness, and, up or down, there was no 
escaping the feelings inside her. Then, turning, she 
leaned against Cora, and letting herself go, she 
wept. Right there in the lobby, on the couch, under 
the palm tree. 

"Be strong," Cora said. 

"I'm tired of being strong." 

"Everything passes." 

"I don't want things to pass. I don't want life to be 
over." 

"Come up with me," Cora said. "To my place. We'll 
play cards and eat popcorn. We haven't done that 
for a while." Cora lived on the ninth floor. It was too 
far for Lily to climb, she hadn't been up there since 
she stopped using the elevator. 

"Come," said Cora. "We'll ride together. If it 
misbehaves, we'll kick it hard. I find that helps, 
sometimes." 

"No," Lily answered. Because it wasn't something 
she could do, go back into that elevator, into that 
paralyzing memory. 

She wiped her eyes with a tissue, and for a while 
they sat side by side, looking across at the two 
elevators, the east and the west, and the wide 
marble wall between them, where Killingsworth 
wanted to put his aquarium. 

Cora put her hand on Lily's arm and squeezed it 
affectionately. 

"Tomorrow," she said, as she rose from the couch. 
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"I'll see you tomorrow and we'll go to a movie." 

Lily rolled her head apathetically. She had no desire 
whatsoever to see a movie, even if the actors were 
romping around in their underwear, or stark naked. 
She watched as Cora disappeared into the elevator, 
and, still on the couch, she leaned back into the 
cushions. The lobby was empty, not a soul passing 
in or out. Farro Fescu, the concierge, was somewhere
—the mailroom, or perhaps the toilet. She pushed 
herself up off the couch and stood a moment, 
looking toward the elevator, then turned and went 
out the front door, into the September afternoon. 
Fresh air, she thought. She needed air. 

The day was cool, but the sun was crisp and she 
didn't need a jacket. She walked, going down the 
street and onto the esplanade that ran along the 
river. Just walking, not thinking. Small boats on the 
water, a few speedboats and some sails. A red boat 
carrying tourists across to Ellis Island. And seagulls, 
hundreds of them, swirling and dipping and rising. 
She didn't know birds—the names, the species—but 
she liked them. Big birds and small ones, white birds 
and dark, it was calming to watch them. 

She was off the esplanade and into the park, 
strolling past the trees and the monuments, past 
statues and plaques and war memorials. Her ankle 
wasn't bothering her today, and she wondered how 
long she could wander before the pain acted up 
again. People walking, talking, hurrying past her, 
others lazing about, taking pictures, sitting on 
benches. Vendors sold hot dogs and falafel, and 
cans of soda. 

Up ahead was the terminal for the Staten Island 
ferry, but she swung around, changing direction, 
and, passing through Bowling Green, she made her 
way to Broadway and walked north, toward Wall 
Street. Busy crowds hurrying along, men and 
women. The quick, clicking heels, the fixed gaze. 
This was the place where big money moved. The 
banks, the exchanges, the brokerage houses, 
everyone more than a little worried about the big dip 
the market had taken that week. 

When she reached Wall Street, she paused in front 
of Trinity Church, glancing up at the spire. How 
impressive it must have been when it was the tallest 
thing in Manhattan. And still it was commanding. 
She admired the doors, the big bronze doors 
covered with biblical figures in bas-relief. She 
lingered, inclined to go in, but resisted. Some other 
time, she thought, and instead of going through 
those massive doors, she wandered off into the 
churchyard, which she had visited before, and 
browsed among the gravestones and the trees. 
Many important people there from long ago, some 
who had signed the Declaration of Independence. 

She felt, again, the pain in her ankle coming on, 
nothing fierce but enough to notice, so she set out 
for home, not the long way through the park, but 
across on Cedar and angling over toward the river, a 
leisurely pace, thinking yet of the bronze doors of 
Trinity, and that tall, firm spire rising stiff and 
solemn toward a passing cloud. 

Page 46 of 68



At the condo, she sat on the sofa in the lobby, 
resting her legs and catching her breath, her ankle 
still in pain but bearable, it would pass. Farro Fescu, 
busy behind his desk, hardly noticed her. He had his 
radio on, low, something by Mozart she thought, 
though she wasn’t really sure. 

She was staring at the doors of the east elevator. 
They were nothing like the doors of Trinity Church. 
Just flat sheets of polished steel, hard, shiny, and 
uninspiring. The doors to hell, she thought, hating 
what she had suffered inside that infernal machine. 
But she was, now, wrestling with her anger, with the 
scars and the hurt feelings deep inside—tired of all 
that, and maybe Cora was right, there was a point 
when the fighting and the resisting no longer 
mattered. 

She closed her eyes and emptied her mind, thinking 
nothing for a while, pushing thought and memory 
far away. Deep breaths, slow and deep. Years ago, 
someone had told her about the value of measured 
breathing. It had helped her through some bad 
times. 

When she opened her eyes, she was again looking at 
the elevator, gazing with a kind of numbness. 
Slowly, she stood up and did more deep breathing—
and, trance-like, she approached the steel door. She 
stiffened her thumb and jabbed at the button, then 
closed her eyes and waited. 

When the elevator arrived and the doors slid open, 
there before her, waiting to step out, was the 
elevator mechanic. His short legs were very short, 
and his long arms crazily long, hands dangling below 
his knees. He was shorter than she, but the elevator 
had stopped several inches above the proper level, 
putting them at an equal height. Neither of them 
moved. They were face to face, and close. 

"You again," she said. 

He studied her with his hazel eyes, which had, 
oddly, many red flecks in them. She'd never seen 
red like that in anybody's eyes, in the irises. 

"You're the one that was banging with the shoe," he 
said. 

"If that's how you remember it," she answered, put 
off by his tone. "I was simply registering a 
reasonable complaint and doing my best to sound an 
alarm." 

"Oh?" 

"And you—here again? What are you up to?" 

He shrugged. "I been runnin' some tests." 

"On Cora Plum?" 

"On the elevator." 

"And of course it flunked," she said. 

He rocked his head, side to side. "Well, maybe a C-
minus." 

"Not safe for human consumption," she said, as if it 
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were a barnyard creature afflicted with mad cow 
disease. 

"It did mutter and growl," he answered, "but it 
didn't kill me." Then, shifting his weight from one 
foot to the other, "They are gonna knock down the 
wall," he said. 

"Which wall?" 

"Right here between the elevators. " 

"For the birds?" 

"For the sharks. They called me up and asked my 
advice." 

"You know about sharks?" 

"I know about everything." 

"I bet you do," she said with a flutter of skepticism. 
Maybe he really was that smart, but she was sure, 
one way or another, she could teach him a few 
things. 

"If I didn't know everything," he said, "how would I 
save people from certain death when the elevator 
snorts and threatens?" Then, with a straight look, 
"You have a beer?" 

It was forward of him, she thought. But she had 
always liked that in a man. Straight on, he knows 
what he wants. 

"Not in my purse, no." 

"In your ice box?" 

"I can take a look," she said, shocked to hear herself 
saying that. "How about some Amaretto?" 

"Kind of sweet, ain't it?" 

"You don't like sweet?" 

"Oh, I do, I do," he said. Then, with a meaningful 
glance, "But I guess it depends on what's in the 
package." 

She was still outside the elevator, and he inside. 
He'd thrown the switch to keep the doors from 
shutting, and now, noticing how she kept glancing at 
his arms and legs, he told her why they were the 
way they were. 

"The short legs are from my mother," he said. "She 
was a Cree Indian, from Manitoba. My father was 
Lithuanian. He had long arms. That's how it 
happened." 

She didn't believe a word of it. His father wasn't 
Lithuanian, and his mother wasn't a Cree. The 
mismatched arms and legs were simply him. That's 
what people did, they made up stories to explain the 
wrong things in their lives, and after a while they 
believed the stories they made up. 

"And the red eyes?" she asked. "Who gave you 
those?" 

"Ah, you noticed. I inherited the red from the 
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Garden of Eden." 

"From the snake, no doubt." 

"How'd you guess?" 

She nodded knowingly. "I can always smell a rat. Or 
a reptile." 

"You're a tough old lady," he said. 

"If I weren't tough, I wouldn't be alive. And I'm 
younger than you think." 

He pursed his lips, looking her over. 

"And you?" she said, mocking. "You think of yourself 
as a thrashing young colt?" 

"Me? I don't count the years," he said, flashing a 
crooked smile that she didn't quite understand. 

Then the smile evaporated and his face assumed a 
seriousness that was almost frightening. He spoke in 
a changed voice, a dark, resonant tone that seemed 
oracular, out of another world. "I am older than the 
Crab Nebula," he said, the words booming from the 
elevator and echoing in the lobby. "Older than Mars, 
older than Jupiter, older than the dumb doomed 
stars in the Megellanic Clouds, which are now so old 
they are walking around on crutches." 

Well, he did have a manner. Under those faded 
jeans, she suspected he probably had hairy legs, 
and she did wonder if he knew as much about 
everything as he said he did. 

"So what do you think," he asked, switching back to 
his normal tone of voice, which was thin and, at 
times, almost squeaky. 

She touched her fingers to her chin, thoughtfully. "I 
think," she said, "maybe I can find that can of beer 
you were looking for." 

He moved aside, inviting her into the elevator, and 
only then did she see past him into the scene of her 
humiliation. She stood motionless, staring at the 
walnut panels on the walls and the slate floor where 
she had pounded with her shoe. She hated it. It 
seemed like death to her. She saw the escape hatch 
in the ceiling, where he had reached down with his 
long arm, and she had cursed him away. And here 
he was, with his red eyes, beckoning for her to come 
aboard, and she didn't know his name. 

Title graphic: "Uplift" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 
2010.
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On the beach, side by side: 
there's my father's scar, there's mine. 
Across our abdomens dipping 
like constellations or long 
rudders of ancient vessels rowed 
by the muscle of one hundred men. 

Our scars hide behind 
dress shirts, ties, but 
stream like comets, 
reach toward sternums to 
break sound barriers, 
flare white at the ends. 

Taut like anchor chains, 
lines drawn in the sand, 
hash marks won, 
waves that crashed us, 
slashes of swords, of signatures— 
matching pageant sashes. 

Mine runs left to right like English, 
his right to left like an old tongue 
without similes or question marks: 
only present tense. 
Welcome hands reaching away, 
we dive headlong into the cold water— 

his scar a squinting eye, 
mine a falling feather, 
his a chip of plaster, 
mine a bent nail. 
his a crying icon, 
mine the first twinge of sunrise. 

Underwater the tide distorts the lines. 
Our rowers pant, look to 
one another across the blue— 
let our ships slip by 
too stubborn, too trained, 
to drop their oars. 
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I was nine years old when I watched my mother give birth. My 
mother's boyfriend, my younger sister, the midwife, and a family 
friend were also present as Gabriel was born in my bedroom and in 
my bed. It is strange to think of it now, my intensely private, dark-
eyed mother lying on her back with her two small children looking 
at that slimy cranium popping out of her body, between her legs. 
My mother is a very guarded woman who often becomes defensive 
when asked simple, personal questions about photographs, 
childhood stories or nearly anything that involves her. So why 
share this intimate experience where she is at her most raw and 
exposed? Sweat, semiotic fluid, pain, nakedness—it doesn't get 
any more personal. 

Years later, when I finally asked my mother why she wanted my 
sister Trista and me to be involved, she shook her head, amused 
and perplexed by her own hubris. "I was radical, that's all. I was 
radical." 

Not quite hippies, and not quite religious devotees, my parents 
were part of the 1970s generation of "New Age seekers." In 
addition to exploring eastern religions, they experimented with 
astrology, psychics, tarot readers and crystals. They burned sage, 
drank ginseng tea and read Carlos Castaneda. My father joined 
Robert Bly's men's movement where he drummed and danced in 
the woods. And feeling that traditional education stifled creativity 
and mechanized the mind, my parents enrolled me in the 
Minnesota Waldorf School. Standard medical practices were held 
equally suspect as they turned to homeopathy, Rolfing and 
acupuncture—and neither did they believe in modern obstetrics. 

The New Age culture has great respect for ancient and native 
traditions, and it feels that earlier peoples were more connected to 
the earth and to their natural born instincts. (My mother even used 
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a form of Mayan astrological birth control, a kind of cosmic rhythm 
method. It worked extremely well all but three times.) At some 
point during my parents' sociological studies they came to believe 
that women in earlier times, especially those of tribal, forest 
dwelling types, used to wander into a deep wood to give birth 
alone like the animals. So when my mother became pregnant with 
me, she asked herself, "Am I so different now, so fragile and 
removed from my instincts that I need doctors, nurses and 
technology to do what women have been doing for thousands of 
years?" 

For that reason, my mother's first attempt at homebirth was with 
me while my parents were still married. My father was to act as 
midwife although he had absolutely no experience or outside 
guidance. Home at the time meant a one-bedroom apartment in an 
eight-plex, in downtown Minneapolis, 1975. They didn't warn the 
neighbors above or below about the labor cries. (I still can't believe 
that no one called the police). I doubt they even knew their 
neighbors' names. My father was a walking wire man, skinny and 
alien, hippy-fashioned, intelligent and highly reclusive. Put him and 
his pretty, quiet, flower shirt-wearing, New Age wife in a tiny 
apartment, then add twenty hours of labor sounds, and no one 
even knocked on the door.

My grandparents on both sides had pleaded with them to deliver at 
a hospital, warned them of all the dangers, cried from worry, and 
spoke of shame and social norms. But my parents were true 
believers dedicated to their evolving, hybrid belief system. After 
twenty hours of labor, however, my mother lost her nerve and 
asked to be brought to the Department of Obstetrics at the local 
hospital where I was soon born without complication. The county 
even paid the bill because my parents were poor. What began as 
something radical and non-conformist ended in something typical: 
white lights, white sheets, white doctors—antiseptics and 
painkillers. 

In most cultures, a small hive of women including family, friends, 
and the midwife would assist in the last stages of the pregnancy 
and the birth. A few days before Gabriel was born, my mother 
brought in a family friend, who had recently given birth at home. 
Elizabeth watched over Trista and me, and helped with cooking and 
cleaning. She had ruffled black hair, floating feet, and an 
uncomplicated face. And with an almost religious zeal for the 
homebirth movement, she became flushed and invigorated every 
time she told Trista and me how "wonderful" and "amazing" it was 
that we had the opportunity to see the live birth of our baby 
brother or sister. All the attention encouraged a small crush for 
Elizabeth to grow in my tangerine-sized heart. I felt important, 
proud and brave. Homebirth in itself was fairly rebellious at the 
time, but no one had heard of a mother's small son witnessing her 
birth, in any culture. It was as if we were on the edge of a bold 
new idea, a revival or perhaps a revolution—both bringing back 
and breaking traditions. 

Infected by the ambient enthusiasm, I wanted to participate in 
everything related to Gabriel's birth. So, on hearing an uproar of 
shouts and laughter from Trista's bedroom the day before Gabriel 
was born, I galloped in to find my sister on the bed and Elizabeth 
standing in the center of the room with her right breast escaping 
from her blouse. Her arms were flailing around like wet rags while 
her wild, free breast shot milk onto the walls, the ceiling and 
Trista. Elizabeth finally grabbed a clean shirt from her overnight 
bag to smother the flood as lines of wet milk began to dry and 
darken on the golden ivy wallpaper. Trista wiped the sprinklings 
from her hair. I was feeling acutely shy as my eyes bounced to my 
feet, walls, feet, breast, Trista, feet, breast, smiling uncomplicated 
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face, feet. This is when I learned that nursing mothers lactate even 
while away from her nursing child, who was at home with 
Elizabeth's husband being fed bottles of pumped breast milk. 

For many in the New Age community, goddess worship was not 
uncommon, but when I say "worship" I mean it in the loosest 
terms. Whether it was called Gaia, Mother Earth, Mother Nature, or 
the Anima, one could say there was a general reverence for "the 
feminine," which was very much alive in our family during the 
pregnancy. There was a pervading feeling in my mother's 
community that everything emanates from an intuitive, feminine 
spirituality: budding, growing, balanced and whole. Michael, my 
mother's boyfriend, was a like-minded participant. He even 
bumbled around with a watermelon strapped to his belly to get a 
sense of how it felt to be pregnant. 

Physical empathy for pregnant mothers was an idea that some 
matriarchal cultures also adopted, though they took it a good deal 
further. In what is called a couvade, the father would co-
sympathetically put himself through various rituals and trials that 
were meant to either represent or mysteriously aid the events of 
the birth and pregnancy. The man would endure dietary changes, 
confinement, recovery, and self-inflicted wounds in order to endure 
similar pain or magically transfer the mother's pain to himself. In 
certain Native American tribes of South America, for instance, the 
father would fast for long periods of time before his family put 
gashes into his skin with a shark tooth and rubbed pepper and 
tobacco juice into the wounds. He could not yell out in pain. After 
the birth, his blood would then be rubbed in the face of the child so 
that s/he would become brave like his or her father. 

I don't know what this tradition would look like in the U.S., but I 
can imagine the commercialism. New Age entrepreneurs could put 
together special couvade kits and sell them at Mind Body Spirit 
stores and alternative medicine clinics for $59.99, including: 

- Plastic Bed Sheet 
- 100% Cotton Top Sheet 
- Sterilized Razor Blade with Depth Guard 
- Extra Absorbent Wipe Cloths 
- Pure Pepper Juice 
- Organic Loose Leaf Tobacco Juice (Optional) 
- Rubbing Alcohol 
- Doctor Prescribed Internal Antibiotic (If Needed) 
- Easy-to-Use Instruction Manual 

It isn't surprising that Michael didn't take up this ancient ritual, but 
he was very committed to the birth and to being a father. During 
the last weeks, Michael was continuously staring at my mother, 
feeling her belly, and laughing in his pleasant way. Michael had a 
lovely, warm voice that came from the back of his throat like a 
honey-toned frog. He was fun, a little depressive, and very kind. A 
carpenter by trade, he liked to spend most of his time getting 
stoned, tinkering with electronics and goofing around the house. I 
liked Michael, but it was clear where his affections were placed and 
this made me jealous. I wanted him to feel about me as he 
obviously felt about his own son. This favoritism was quite 
unintentional, however, as he seemed a puppy who had chosen his 
best friend. Michael was and is a dedicated father to Gabriel. 

Perhaps my mother's decision to include Trista and me in the many 
facets of motherhood was reckless and too extreme. Throughout 
the history of childbirth, it was unheard of for the mother to include 
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her own children—especially boys—in the birth of a sibling. It 
would have been considered immodest and improper, probably 
psychologically and sexually damaging. I don't feel damaged, but I 
see how I could have been disturbed by it. There was my half-
naked mother moaning in pain. What am I doing here? I wondered 
as my body-sense sunk into mud and my pores opened like rain. Is 
that my mom's vagina? 

I can't imagine putting a child in this position. It defies emotional 
instinct. But my mother was living her philosophies. Questions had 
to be asked and tested. Who decides what is proper? How many 
traditions are accidents of habit and circumstance? How many are 
like an old vacant wasps' nest that is left undisturbed because we 
fear living things inside with stingers? 

Bringing her fourth-grader and kindergartener into the birthing 
room was a touch fanatical, but my mother wasn't alone in her 
protest against convention. Given the nature of the women's 
movement within the New Age community, and my mother's 
commitment to alternative philosophies, including Trista and me 
seemed a natural furtherance of her belief system. The thought 
went: childbirth is beautiful and sublime; it's a woman's gift and 
should not be taboo. It should not be performed by male doctors 
who impose their scientific techniques and research on a natural 
female rite, which women had been doing on their own for 
thousands of years. Resistance against a "soulless science" was 
rising in the culture of the times. Science was deconstruction, a 
reduction of the human experience to molecules and body parts: 
arm, leg, eyeball and uterus. Medicated and mute, women had 
suffered too long the humiliations of modern medicine. Besides, 
wasn't science responsible for Agent Orange, napalm, and nuclear 
bombs? Sure, she liked her turntable and her electric, Champion 
vegetable juicer, but my mother wanted very little to do with 
modern science and so it was birth at home. 

My 1950s style grandparents didn't understand any of these 
bizarre changes and beliefs. Having been raised a small town, 
conservative, Lutheran girl, why had she stopped going to church 
and instead attended meditation retreats and EST seminars? She 
stopped eating meat, went to Vietnam War protests, and she had 
three children with three different men. Despite my uncle John's 
warnings about eternal damnation, my mother was unafraid of 
divorce or having children out of wedlock. I was the first child—
divorce. Trista was the second—abandonment. Gabriel was the third
—separation. The devil was the fourth—hellfire. 

When deciding to have birth at home, I believe that my mother 
wanted something that would symbolize and further her 
philosophies, while also creating something unique and beautiful 
for her family. There was a division of fathers in our little clan, and 
by including everyone, I imagine that my mother was trying to 
bring us all together. 

During those nine months we felt like a regular family, perhaps for 
the first time. We rallied around the pregnancy, and were 
affectionately bound to its phases. The four of us began spending 
more time together, most of it in Michael and my mother's 
bedroom, which took the space of the entire upper floor. It had a 
low ceiling, a mulchy carpet, and beige, stucco walls. Heavy 
snowfalls held us inside, warm and isolated. An antique floor lamp 
in the corner spread a lazy, golden light across the ceiling and 
throughout the room. If it was light outside, the old draw-shade, 
discolored by dust and sun, was let down over the single window 
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behind the bed. 

We watched movies like Fantasia and Blazing Saddles and talked 
about the baby. If he kicked, we would all touch her belly. 
Sometimes I would run down the street to the Fast Stop to pick up 
a couple of Mickey's Fruit Pies, which my mother often craved and 
requested despite her super-healthy, honey-sweetened, olive oil, 
vegetarian lifestyle. 

We all absorbed ourselves in the pregnancy. Michael read 
parenting books; Trista and I asked questions; and my mother, 
contrary to her usual irritation and habitual yelling, seemed 
content. 

I began to enjoy not being shouted at all the time; we all did. 
There was always an existential fear behind her yelling, the kind of 
fear that persists today in her conspiracy theories. My mother felt 
overwhelmed by unhappiness and frustration born mostly of money 
problems, but also of being a single mother, dealing with the 
various fathers of her children and cold war politics. My father told 
me that when they were married, my mother would frequently get 
constipated and her remedy was reading the Minneapolis Star as 
she sat on the toilet. Apparently, news headlines caused such 
anxiety that they loosened her bowels. It's a good thing her home 
office, where she reads her conspiracy websites, is next to the 
bathroom. 

My mother is polite and elegant, but she can also be cold and 
cutting in her logic. I played high school basketball for one season 
and, although I am a natural athlete, I didn't understand team 
basketball and crowds practically paralyzed me with nervousness. 
Accordingly, I rode the bench. When I asked my mother if she was 
going to attend one of my games, she sneered, "Well are you going 
to play this time? What's the point?" Biting comments like this one 
would linger in my ears like a ball-bearing circling around the 
inside of a metal bowl until it lost momentum and settled uneasily 
at the base of my mind. My intelligence, personality and behavior 
were all subject to her metallic shriek. But her harshness has 
mellowed over time. 

During Gabriel's incubation period, we felt like a real family, the 
kind that talked with one another, had a daily rhythm, and didn't 
impatiently scatter to separate rooms after dinner. It was one of 
the happiest times of my childhood. Unfortunately this new family 
scarcely outlived the pregnancy itself. Within two years my mother 
left Michael, and sent me to live with my father. Now I rarely see 
my sister and my brother is completely alien to me politically, 
philosophically and socially. Gabriel is a libertarian, conspiracy 
theorist, who thinks global warming is a scheme by scientists to 
get grant money. He believes the World Health Organization is on 
an active, secret crusade to sterilize third world countries through 
malaria vaccinations. And to protect himself against the 
government, he's begun stockpiling weapons (legally). According to 
him, there is a super-secret government prison under the streets 
of Minneapolis where they detain dissidents, permanently, and 
literally make them slaves. I am a liberal. Trista doesn't vote or 
care. And despite dating mostly anarchists during her twenties, 
there isn't a single political or philosophical image among the 
personally symbolic tattoos that cover her body. We three are as 
different as our fathers. 

When the water broke, the midwife was called and everything 
turned silent and solemn. The midwife was an obstetrics nurse at a 
local hospital by day. She was warm, friendly and very well 
organized as she quickly took control of the situation. My bedroom 
was on the main level and closest to the bathroom, and so became 
the delivery room. The single bed was pushed away from the wall, 
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the footboard was removed, a plastic cover was laid down, and an 
old, white cotton sheet was laid over the plastic. Everything else in 
the room—books, He-Man sword, dirty clothes, and stuffed animals
—was shoved into the closet. Having lost my bedroom, I unhappily 
agreed to sleep with my sister until after the birth. Trista had a big, 
brass frame-bed that was given to her by my great-grandmother 
Elsie after she went to the nursing home. 

It wasn't easy to fall asleep that night, but I got a little rest before 
Elizabeth came in around two a.m. to wake us. "It's time," she 
said, while looking at us with her slightly crazed eyes. Trista and I 
snapped awake and rushed down the hall. 

My mother was lying on the bed propped up with three or four 
pillows; her feet were spread apart and planted on the bed with 
knees bent. The room smelled salty. Her face was flush and 
sweaty, and she was breathing deeply. Looking over at us she 
managed a smile. Not knowing what to do, or where to go, I just 
stood there stupidly overwhelmed by everything I felt and saw. 

The midwife was at the foot of the bed bustling around. Michael 
was against the opposite wall holding my mother's hand and 
looking anxious. Sweat covered his forehead, and his brown 
mustache was clumped with moisture. He glanced at us, but did 
not seem to see. 

There was a contraction and I watched my mother's face contort 
with pain. Her left hand gripped Michael's, and her right hand 
clutched and tore at the sheets. It scared me to see her like that. 
Her teeth were clenched, lips parted and stretched, and her cheeks 
swelled beneath her eyes. While the midwife spoke 
encouragements, Trista and I remained perfectly rigid until the 
contraction abated at which point the whole room seemed to 
quietly exhale. My mother relaxed with an expression that looked 
almost like intoxication as Trista and I glanced at each other 
nervously. 

There really is no way to prepare nine- and six-year-old children 
for a scene like this. We had watched videos of live births, and 
been told what to expect, but it wasn't even close. It felt like my 
mind had been smashed on a stone and let float down a river. But 
Trista's presence comforted me a little. And believing that I had to 
be strong for her made me strong for myself. 

The midwife placed me behind her and to the right. I felt awkward 
looking between my mother's legs. I was, to be honest, extremely 
uncomfortable. But I didn't judge the situation; I didn't hold any 
prejudices of what was prudent or shameful or completely 
untraditional. I feel more uncomfortable thinking about it now than 
I was seeing it then. 

As I allowed my initial unease to subside, I looked around the 
room. To my left was the tray of medical implements. It held a pair 
of stainless-steel scissors, and matching pincers that looked like 
delicate pliers; it also had a clean stack of towels, and a white pan 
with a blue rim that was filled with warm water. 

Trista had flattened herself against the wall, looking traumatized. 
Elizabeth escorted her from the room and she didn't come back 
until the very end. 

I watched the midwife do her job. Her grey hair was in a bun and 
held fast by hairpins, and she had put on a white apron. Her 
movements were quick and efficient, and her hands seemed self-
moving. 

I stood in that same spot for about twenty minutes, watching. 
Everybody said that I seemed very into it and I was. I could see 
my mother's face just past her knee as Michael was looking down 
her body while dabbing the sweat from her forehead with a red, 
paisley bandana. The windows were steamed up and I could feel 
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the cool wet from the glass. 

When the midwife announced that she could see the head, I looked 
and saw a light brown spot with thin brown hair poking through a 
pear shaped opening between my mother's legs. Everything 
suddenly became more intense. My mother's screaming became 
louder and more prolonged, almost violent. The contractions 
became more frequent, and her body constricted and flushed. 

I was kept back but had full view of Gabriel's head as it pushed 
through. His face was turned upward at first then turned sideways 
as it came out. Oddly, his hand was on his face as if he were 
sleeping, but that didn't cause any problems. His eyes were tightly 
shut, his slightly blue lips parted; maybe he took a breath. When 
his gooey wet head bullied its way through, the midwife caught it. 

Trista was brought back in just as his body began making its way 
out. An upper shoulder scrunched up and pushed through; then the 
second came. My mother was screaming and huffing through her 
teeth, her back was arched. He came easier now. There was a 
pause; a few deep shaking breaths; then, in an instant, he just slid 
out. 

Michael was mute. Trista stared. And the midwife cradled Gabriel's 
little body as his clumsy arms and legs jerkily moved about 
unaccustomed to the open air. 

The midwife asked Michael if he wanted to cut the umbilical cord. 
He nodded his head, not speaking. Clamping the cord near the 
bellybutton with the pincers, she told him where to cut. He raised 
the scissors and placed the jaws over the cord. "Here?" he asked, 
more with his eyes than with his voice. "Right there," she said. 
Michael gently applied pressure; I could see the rubbery quality of 
the umbilical cord give beneath the blades without cutting. "Go 
ahead," she told him. He was cutting flesh! Then finally he held his 
breath and... snip. "Good job," the midwife said. 

She wrapped my new brother in a blanket and handed him to me. 
Since he was born in my bedroom, I was the first to hold him. His 
red face was peering out of the pink blanket, eyes still shut. I 
thought of nothing, and felt nothing except the sensation of his 
small, cocooned body. The midwife took him and handed him to 
my mother. After she held him for a while, exhausted, she passed 
him to Michael, then produced the placenta. 

Why did my mother want us to see Gabriel's birth? I have never 
received a straight answer, because my mother is so defensive 
about it. I think she feels that she psychologically wounded Trista. 
She mentioned how "freaked out" Trista looked. Truly anxious, she 
even ventured a personal question to me, asking me if I felt okay 
with it. I assured her I was and that I viewed it as a positive 
experience. But I don't believe that childbirth is miraculous or 
spiritual. Elizabeth called it "wonderful" and "beautiful." I've heard 
it called "transcendent." It was exciting and intense, but it was also 
bloody, wet and disgusting. I was pretty horrified by the afterbirth. 
Maybe it would be magical for me if a slimy creature grew in my 
body and came out saying my name, but when I hear words like 
magical and transcendent, I start thinking New Age propaganda. 
Perhaps I am jaded, but I've seen too many New Agers manipulate 
themselves and others in their quest for personal transformation to 
take anything straight. 

Why, then, my mother's insistence? Was she a "radical" believer, a 
feminist rebel facing down the establishment? As reserved and 
secretive as she is, she would unquestionably need to carry some 
kind of banner, to feel the thousands behind her, in order to 
expose herself with such intimacy and boldness. On the other 
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hand, rebirth is a common theme in the New Age community. 

By this point, my mother had her own business running a Waldorf 
preschool from her home. She had a stable live-in boyfriend and 
she owned a house. Was this a symbolic personal transformation 
sanctifying her new life, new family, and new baby? Michael had a 
dream about the archangel Gabriel. Was it a sign? This would be a 
spiritual transformation for the whole family and the baby was the 
Word. And yet this sounds a little too dreamy for my mother. Aside 
from the crystals, UFOs, conspiracy theories, Sikhs... well maybe 
she's not so practical and down-to-earth, but the rebirth angle 
seems not quite her. Not deeply her, but maybe it fed the flower in 
her mind, the unfurling thought of a beautiful family without strife. 
In other words, mother love-hormones made her mad. Isn't life 
just so beautiful, mysterious, amazing? Feel him kick! Put your 
hand right here... did you feel that? Were we just ornaments to her 
beautiful experience? I would ask, but she would never tell. 

Later in the morning, we all had that strung-out adrenaline feeling 
and sleep fatigue. There was a short discussion over orange juice 
about what to do with the afterbirth. Elizabeth suggested grinding 
up the placenta in a blender with orange juice and drinking it. I 
imagine she had done this because that is what some animals do. 
They eat the afterbirth and lick up the blood. If it is natural, it must 
be good. Many traditions have gathered around the placenta in 
different indigenous cultures. A Jicarilla Apache custom was to 
place it on top of a spruce tree so that the child would grow to be 
tall like the tree. In Haiti, they used to bury it beneath the birth 
bed (if they had dirt floors) and add salt to avoid the "evil eye." My 
own placenta probably ended up in an orange bag with other 
biological waste. 

Although my parents weren't necessarily familiar with these other 
traditions, there seemed to be an "intuitive" understanding, a kind 
of common sense spiritualization of major events. They 
appropriate, modify and combine different traditions until settling 
on something that "feels right." Ultimately, Michael buried Gabriel's 
placenta in our backyard as the neighbor's four basset hounds 
bayed and howled. 

Title graphic: "New Arrival" Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2010.
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I set my watch which has died and watch 
as the hands sweep past the phony hours, filled 
with dread at the suggestion, 
that this is how it always is. You're invited 

to a school reunion and notice 
that twenty years have suddenly passed, as my father 
always said, in the twinkling of an eye. And you feel 
cheated, feel spent, guilty—complicit. Drifting 
with the current when you should have rowed. 

But really it is not so bad, there's a great generosity 
also at the heart of things. Time, pregnant, 
can swell: the dewdrop hangs impossibly long 
on the leaf; the wave holds its crest, then pitches forward. 
Can run. We power through three sets of tennis. 

The summer afternoon that turns to dusk, soft 
lights, the choir of crickets. That passage. 

There is the time that drones on like 
a great box fan—and we lose ourselves 
to blankness, we doze, we are wasted. 
And time that presses us, urgently as the man 
his hand upon the trigger, sensitive, attentive, 
waits—is at the ready, poised. 

                             We need our sleep. 
We need also to see the bottom fall out 
of the horizon, plunge headlong 
over the falls. And swim, always swim. 
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Each quarter, we award fifty dollars and a complimentary print issue to a reader who 
submits the best feedback on a piece 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 March 1, 2011, and comments must pertain 
to material in this issue. 

We are publishing the winning entry and two runners-up, relating to material which 
appeared in our Fall 2010 issue. 

The award winner this quarter is - 

Pamela Tambornino of Linwood, Kansas 

The runners-up are - 

Y.S. of Michigan City 
Jim Welke of Ferndale, Michigan 

Pamela writes - 

Denise Low's poem, "A Skulk of Foxes," spoke to my heart as a 
Native American. I saw, in my mind's eye, the fox as it is in the 
oral tradition stories: a shifter in shadows, a strong hunter with a 
pelt that was prized for its richness and honor. My tribe has many 
stories of the fox as a trickster, one who tricks humans and 
animals to the fox's advantage. I could actually see the fox as he 
ran in the twilight, hid in his den, and flaunted his richness to other 
animals. 

This poem brings so many memories of my Cherokee 
grandmother, and summer days, with her telling me Native 
American stories. I remember one she sang that called to the fox 
so that each generation would remember the fox people with 
homage: 

Give honor to the spirit. I sang. 

Give respect and homage to the finest of the animal people. I 
sang. 

Remember the fox is life, and he is of the animal people. I 
sang. 

Is the "Skulk of Foxes" an animal person, or a human? Perhaps 
both—as both are supported in the Native American oral tradition. 
Denise Low's poem brought me into the fox's world, and once 
again I sat with my grandmother and heard her stories of strength 
and wisdom. 

Y. writes - 
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As I started to read "Intake" by Mark Dostert, a flood of memories 
past and current threatened to drown me. Ten years ago I held a 
similar position in a facility in Arkansas, and hated every minute of 
it. Some of the kids were there because they were certifiable, 
violent criminals and "they deserved to be"; some had just been 
caught doing something stupid, like smoking marijuana in their 
grandmother's house. I hated my life just then: I had two full-time 
jobs. This was one, and the other was being the night-time head of 
detox at a treatment facility. I would go to work at 7pm, get off at 
7am, shower, and go to the "kiddie jail" as it was called. I felt 
sorry for the ones I thought of as "good" kids, and I accidentally-
on-purpose dropped cigarettes for them around the grounds. I 
realized that I was neither a good role model nor a good jailer. I 
was a hypocrite, just like when I got high before and after my shift 
at the rehab. Something had to give; it was me. 

Jim writes - 

Jo-Anne Rosen's "The Luckiest Man Alive" captures the sensations 
of a stranger in a strange land. An American woman lives in Italy, 
meets a German, and visits Germany. She speaks fluent German, 
even catching the vagaries of the forest dialect of Eichelbachtal, 
and presumably speaks Italian, too. This is a bright and broad-
minded girl. 

But broad-mindedness only goes so far. When Julie, at the dark 
and dirty end of a long "fest," saturated with alcohol, discovers 
that her boyfriend's father served in Hitler's bodyguard unit, she 
seems genuinely shocked. 

I guess I was shocked, too. Ms. Rosen does a great job leading us 
down the path toward complacency, thinking this guy, Herr 
Steinle, is just a kindly old man who served bravely in the Second 
World War. True enough. Probably he did serve bravely. But then 
he was commissioned to join Hitler's bodyguard. And he survived 
that episode. Hence, he's the luckiest man alive. 

Do we sympathize with him? I did. I picture myself in Herr 
Steinle's role: dragged away from the deadly front to the posh 
confines of Hitler's inner sanctum. I think many, if not most very 
young enlisted men would take that job and shut up about it. 
Regret it later, perhaps, but take it now. And it saddens me to 
contemplate this. With one pull of the trigger on his government-
issue handgun, or rifle—whatever he carried—Herr Steinle could 
have saved many, many lives. But he didn't do it. Would I have? In 
retrospect, yes. But in the moment, probably not. Abstract bravery 
in posh confines is difficult to summon. 
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Literary Submissions 

Prose writers are invited to submit literary fiction and 
nonfiction of up to 8,000 words, and poets may submit 
up to five poems. To get more of an idea of what we are 
looking for, please read The Summerset Review or 
consult our Recommended Reading List. 

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

Email submissions to editor@summersetreview.org as 
an attachment in MS Word, or as plain text. We suggest 
you include the word "Submission" in the title of the 
email, so that we don't mistake it for junk mail. For 
prose pieces, be sure you specify whether your piece is 
fiction or nonfiction. 

Though email submissions are greatly preferred, you 
may alternatively submit in hard-copy by sending to 25 
Summerset Drive, Smithtown, New York 11787, USA. 
We prefer disposable copies of manuscripts. We can 
respond via email in lieu of a SASE if you so designate. 

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

Excerpts of longer work will be considered if you believe 
the work stands alone. Reprints will be considered if the 
work has not appeared elsewhere within the last two 
years. Simultaneous submissions are encouraged. 

Contributors will see drafts of accepted pieces for review 
prior to release, and will be sent complimentary copies 
of a print issue from our archive after publication. 
Contributors retain all rights to their work. We request 
credit be given to The Summerset Review in the event 
the work is reprinted and was first published here. 

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

Enter Our Free Fifty-for-Fifty Contest 

Anyone is invited to submit comments on literary 
material (excluding photo essays) appearing in the 
current issue of The Summerset Review. We award fifty 
dollars and a copy of a print issue, each quarter, to at 
least one person who has written at least fifty words, 
and will include the comment in our next issue, along 
with the reader’s name and home town (can be withheld 
if requested). 

Comments can be in any form and there is no fee. Only 
one entry is allowed per person, per quarter, and the 
entry must pertain to a piece appearing in the current 
issue. We are particularly interested in how the material 
affected you; what impact it had, what memory it 
stirred, what idea it precipitated. Be honest and lucid. 
Writing style is not critically important. 

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

Email your entry to editor@summersetreview.org. 
Include your name, town, state, and country (if outside 
the USA). Qualified entries will receive 
acknowledgement of receipt within a few days. Email 
addresses will not be published, circulated, or archived. 

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

Questions for Reader Groups 

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

Aciman, Andre Cat's Cradle From the November 3 issue of The New Yorker, 1997

Altschul, Andrew Foster From A to Z From Issue #1 of Swink, 2004

Anderson, Dale Gregory The Girl in the Tree From the Spring/Summer issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2003

Ashton, Edward Night Swimmer Online at The Blue Penny Quarterly, Spring/Summer 1995

Baggott, Julianna Five From Other Voices #28, 1998

Bardi, Abby My Wild Life From Quarterly West #41, 1995

Baxter, Charles Snow From the collection A Relative Stranger, published in 1990

Benson, Amy Vectors: Arrows of Discontent A memoir excerpt in Issue 29.2 of New Orleans Review, 2004

Borders, Lisa Temporary Help From the Spring/Summer issue of Bananafish, 1998

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

Broyard, Bliss Mr. Sweetly Indecent From the Fall issue of Ploughshares, 1997

Burns, Carole Honour's Daughter From Other Voices #31, 1999

Cain, Chelsea Pretty Enough To Be a Showgirl From the Spring issue of Grand Tour, 1997

Cheever, John The Stories of John Cheever A collection published in 1978

Christopher, Nicholas Veronica A novel published in 1996

Clark, Susan Besides the Body From the Spring issue of Red Rock Review, 2004

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

Crane, Elizabeth When the Messenger Is Hot A collection published in 2003

Crowe, Thomas Rain Firsts Online at Oyster Boy Review in January, 1997

Dancoff, Judith Vermeer's Light From Alaska Quarterly Review’s Intimate Voices issue, 1997

Dormanen, Sue Finishing First From the Summer issue of Lynx Eye, 1998.

Doyle, Larry Life Without Leann From an issue of The New Yorker in Fall, 1990

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

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

Kennedy, Thomas E. Kansas City From Vol 62 No. 4 of New Letters, 1996

McInerney, Jay Model Behavior A novel published in 1998

Millhauser, Steven Enchanted Night A novella published in 1999

Moses, Jennifer Circling From the Spring issue of Gettysburg Review, 1995

Murakami, Haruki South of the Border, West of the Sun A novel published in 1998

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

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

Offill, Jenny Last Things A novel published in 1999

Orlean, Susan The Bullfighter Checks Her Makeup A collection of essays published in 2001

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ryan, Jean Paradise From the Massachusetts Review, Autumn 2001

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

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

Schappell, Elissa Comet From Volume XI, Number 1 of Witness, 1997
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Sellers, Heather Tell Me Again Who Are You? An essay from Fall/Winter issue of Alaska Quarterly Review, 2006

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

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

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

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

van den Berg, Laura What the World Will Look Like When All the Water 
Leaves Us From No. 102 of One Story, 2008
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Readers and reading groups are invited to discuss the topics 
below relating to some of the material presented in this issue. 
Send answers to editor@summersetreview.org and you will be 
eligible for a complimentary copy of Volume Two of The 
Summerset Review. All questions must be answered and 
received by March 1, 2011. 

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. The story "Fallow" uses a cornfield in a surreal and 
metaphoric manner. Discuss. 

2. What might the wind be confessing to the laundry, in the 
poem titled as such? 

3. Comment on what the narrator experienced in "At Home," 
considering he was a New Age nine-year-old. 

4. In "Augustine," do you think the joy over the protagonist's 
daughter overcomes the jealousy and bitterness toward James 
and his new relationship? Discuss how this story left you. 

5. What can be said about the relationship between father and 
son, in the poem "Hash Marks"? 
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