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History of the Journal

The Summerset Review started as an online literary quarterly in 2002, 
publishing exclusively fiction and nonfiction. With a staff of three 
volunteers, the magazine faithfully produced its issues on time, 
reviewing unsolicited submissions year-round, the great majority of 
which were made electronically and sent through email from hopeful 
writers ranging from high school students to authors with many 
published books to their names.

Since 2002, the magazine gained two staff members and lost one (still 
all volunteers), has taken on poetry, book reviews, and occasionally 
art, and produced a few print issues collecting a sampling of work that 
previously appeared online. Remaining ad-free and simple to navigate 
and read, the publication has continued to release all issues on time 
and full of variety.

The Summerset Review has read at The New York Public Library, 
national conferences, colleges, and other places, including events 
sponsored by the Council of Literary Magazines and Presses (CLMP), 
the New York State Council on the Arts (NYSCA), the National 
Endowment for the Arts (NEA), the National Council of Teachers of 
English (NCTE), and the Association of Literary Scholars and Critics 
(ALSC). Print issues of the magazine are frequently donated to book 
fairs across the country, with all proceeds going to charitable causes in 
the respective areas.

Mission Statement

We think of ourselves as simply people who like to read good 
contemporary literature, who want to share the best of our experiences 
with others. The highest form of retribution for our efforts is a lasting 
impact on a few sensitive readers of our journal—people we don't 
know, people we will never meet. We received an email from a reader 
once, who said a story in our current issue (at the time) changed her 
life. Assuming this change was for the better, what more could we ask 
for?
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Submishbash  

Have you noticed that more and more literary reviews are charging for 

electronic submissions?  

Many editors and publishers are writers themselves, and we are no 

exception. We send our fair share of original material with hope of 

getting published at places we admire. And we don't just make a few 

casual submissions a year, but many; the list is long and the rejections 

voluminous. It's a jungle out there.  

We've seen, over the course of the last few years, more and more 
markets charging an average of three dollars per electronic submission. 

If our memory serves correctly, it started in places such as Glimmer 

Train (except for four glorious months sprinkled throughout the year), 

Missouri Review, Narrative (which is largely an online market), and 

Ploughshares. The trend continued, with StoryQuarterly instituting a 

rather steep fee, followed by many other reputable print journals.  

In our submission efforts this past year, we've found that roughly half of 

the markets in which we loved sending work required payment. Will the 

trend continue?  

When we first learned of submission fees, our thoughts were not 

completely unfavorable. We understood many readers and editors have 

not conditioned themselves to review material on a computer screen. We 
share the same stigma. We need that colored marker in our hand, we 
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love the curlycue cross-out, the notes written vertically in the margin. 

And so, we realized a journal's office needed to invest in a good printer, 

ongoing ink replenishment, paper, and time. It also needed to subscribe 

to and install an electronic system such as Submittable (formerly 
Submishmash) or Submission Manager (first introduced by One Story). 

Subscribing to one of these services costs a nominal fee. For example, 

Submittable will likely run a journal approximately thirty dollars a 

month.  

Now, several years later, we've had a change of heart. While yes, costs 

for ink, paper, a submission system and what-not will cost a journal in 
overhead expenses, the cost is not very substantial. Compare this to the 

overall expenditure of producing a print issue. A run of a thousand 

copies at a reputable printer will cost over three thousand dollars. This 

excludes distribution and all work by staff to review, copy-edit, layout 

and produce the issue prior to sending it to the printing house. It 

excludes all tools and software used, all editorial and contributor fees, 
and other miscellaneous expenses that markets have incurred long 

before the time of electronic submissions.  

You might say that years ago in the paper world, authors used their own 

funds and resources to print out their work, bought their own paper, 

their own envelopes, paid their own postage. Even the little metal paper 

clips cost money, we don't deny it. Perhaps at the end of the day, this 
expense came close to three dollars per submission, and so, you might 

think: What's the difference?  

There is a difference. Although the author was spending his or her own 

funds to send hardcopy material to markets, fundamentally, the markets 

themselves were not charging for submission review. They simply 

opened the envelope, reviewed the material (well, we like to believe 

they did, anyway), and tucked a small rejection slip in the enclosed self-
addressed stamped envelope. By the way, the rejection slip was printed 

by the journal at no cost to the author.  

Also, we recognize that the economy has been tough lately, and many 

colleges are squeezed for funding. We don't think that imposition of 

submission fees is the right place to try to get a little extra revenue and 

sustain a journal that is threatened to be cut if it cannot place itself in 
the "black." Journal staff should look for ways of refining expenses. And 

though it may be very difficult to change the mindset of college financial 

management, we hope that somehow messages can be put out there, 

effectively, speaking to the necessity to sustain art.  
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It is a bit disheartening to see many journals, many reputable journals 

who continually blow us away with amazing stories, essays, poetry, and 

art, imposing this fee. Our hats go off to those who continue to take 

electronic submissions without charging, and especially those who, in 
their electronic rejections, say something, however small, that give a 

glimmer of indication they truly enjoyed the material when they could 

not accept it. If any of you reading this right now are connected to such 

a place, please know we have utmost admiration and respect for your 

journal. You are doing the good thing and genuinely portraying an 

interest in reading unsolicited material. We ask you to send this article 
to those on your staff who might appreciate this perspective.  

 

Theme graphics this issue - "Anther"  

Copyright © The Summerset Review, Inc. 2013. 
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When my wife puts on some Schubert 

I'm sure the world will never end 

And neither will we.  

      An apron of sunlight covers our study's 
skylight and the crazy bird dancing  

on the glass— 

I look at the books on the shelf:  

All the years, all the words. So much still 

to be said. Let's get on with it.  

 

 

  

Page 8 of 70

toc.html
toc.html


 

 

My sister Lily and I arrived in Tehran early this afternoon. At the airport, 
we were in the clutch of fear that the security guards would give us 

trouble, but everything went smoothly and here we are in Hotel Hafiz in 

the center of the city. From the window we have a view of cupolas, 

gables, minarets visible above low houses and buildings across the 

street. The distant honking of cars, motor scooters, music, a mullah's 

voice giving a sermon in the nearby mosque, flow into the room. What a 
different world Tehran is from Setauket, Long Island, New York. 

After resting for an hour we put on our scarves and manteaus we bought 

in preparation for this trip and leave for our Aunt Monir's address. We 

are still hoping to find Mom, who disappeared from our home fourteen 

years ago, when we were teenagers. Our last letters to Aunt Monir, 

asking about Mom, had returned to us but we are optimistic that 
someone in her neighborhood will lead us to her new address. With the 

help of a map we enter Vali Asr Avenue that will connect, after twelve 

blocks, to Monir's address, the one we have. Cars are honking, passing 

each other dangerously. Exhaust fumes come out of the old cars, filling 

the air. The smell of diesel oil mixes with that of fried onions and herbs 

from restaurants. In one spot people have gathered around a young, 
bearded man in a black shirt, holding a microphone and lecturing, 
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"Respect your elders, listen to your mullahs, avoid superpowers' 

propaganda, leading you astray... Women who do not observe the hejab 

will burn in the fires of hell."  

Lily and I understand every word, having brushed up our Farsi in 
anticipation of the trip. We walk away from the spot rapidly and enter a 

narrow street, lined by a row of squat, gray, modern buildings, along 

with old-fashioned houses, enclosed in courtyards. Then we are at the 

mouth of Martyr Ahmadi Street, where Aunt Monir lived. We walk along, 

tense with anticipation. Number 17 is in the middle. It is an old yellow 

brick house with a small shuttered-up window. I knock and a young, 
bearded man opens the door.  

"Does Monir Bloorieh still live here?" I ask. 

"Monir... no." 

"Do you have any idea what her new address is?" 

"I don't know the name. She must have moved out a long time ago."  

"Sorry to have bothered you." 

As we walk away Lily says, "What do we do now?" 

I feel as if a door has been slammed shut on us but I try to be 

optimistic, "Let's ask the shopkeepers around here." 

We stop at some of the shops in the area and ask the owners if they 

know Monir Bloorieh. But they all say no. 

"Maybe the post office," I say to Lily, noticing one on the other side of 
the street. We go in and I give the clerk our aunt's address and ask if he 

has the new one. He says they have no way of tracing a person that 

way. 

We leave disappointed, our hope already fading. We walk on aimlessly 

from one street to the next, wondering what to do. Finally we sit in a 

restaurant. The air is filled with the aroma of turmeric, saffron. Persian 

music blares out of a radio. Young people, boys in punk haircuts and T-
shirts, girls taking a chance and letting their hair show through their 

scarves, are sitting at separate tables, carrying on lively conversations. 

A young, attractive waiter comes over to take our order. Lily smiles at 

him and he smiles back flirtatiously, lingers a bit, trying to talk to her in 
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English. She is looking striking in her peach head scarf and dark blue 

manteau. 

"Miriam, wasn't he attractive?" Lily asks after we leave the restaurant. 

I shrug wearily at her constant attempt to meet new men, particularly 
here where it is risky to be caught flirting.  

Back in our hotel room, I say, "Every day we should look to see if we 

come across her." 

Lily laughs. "Twelve million people live in this city!" 

We take turns at the shower in the blue-tiled bathroom and go to bed. I 

like being in this room with a colorful klim on its floor, jasmine flowers 
floating in a rust-colored ceramic bowl set on the mantle, the poster of 

an Isfahan garden on the wall. As I lie in bed, unable to sleep, my mind 

fills with memories. I think of that one time when Lily and I were 

children and Mom took us to Iran for a visit. We stayed just outside of 

Tehran in a big house in a village, an oasis at the edge of a desert. In 

the distance mountains changed color from salmon to a deep blue, to 
lavender. Wolves and jackals howled. Next to the house was an orchard 

with a spring. Lily and I and other local children went to the orchard, 

picked fruit from the trees or swam in the stream running through it. At 

night we slept under mosquito nets in the courtyard where the stars and 

the moon were brighter than I had ever seen. I remember nightingales 

whistling at dawn. Then there was the voice of the muezzin three times 
a day calling people to prayers. Many relatives came to the big house 

and fussed over Lily and me. They gave us presents—jewelry, clay 

animals and rag dolls. Mom whispered things to her relatives about her 

new religion, having converted to Catholicism when marrying our father, 

concern on their faces, nervousness on her part. Except for that one 

time, she did not visit her family and they did not visit us. She stayed in 

contact only with her sister Monir who was tolerant of the path Mom had 
taken. Monir too had rebelled; she had divorced her husband who had 

been arranged for her, and never married again. She lived alone and 

alienated from the rest of the family.  

The truth is that Mom never really became a part of the American 

culture. She was shy with other mothers, didn't go to open houses at our 

school or to PTA meetings. At our birthday parties it was our father who 
took charge, decorating the house with balloons and colorful streamers, 

arranging games, and preparing party favors for the children to take 

home. She smiled pleasantly at other mothers but rarely engaged them 
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in conversation. She spent hours alone at home painting flowers. A few 

of her paintings—a bunch of tulips, a large iris, two roses—still hang on 

our living room walls.  

 

In the morning, Lily and I go to the hotel's restaurant. The interior 

design of white and blue tablecloths and blue cushioned chairs exudes 

feeling of warmth. But Lily is moody and we hardly talk. After we finish 

breakfast, she says, "I'm still exhausted. I need to go back to bed and 

get more sleep." 

"I'll go and do a little more searching. I'll try to be back by noon," I say, 
though I have no idea what I am really going to do to lead me to Mom.  

I leave the hotel, wondering if Lily is using an excuse of being tired to 

avoid a disappointing search. I think of her as a teenager telling her 

friends that Mom died. Sometimes I would wake in the middle of the 

night and hear her crying in her room.  

On the way to Aunt Monir's address we had passed a photography shop 
with family photographs displayed in its window case. I go to the street 

and find the shop. "Do you have any photographs of the Bloorieh 

family?" I ask the man behind the counter. "I'm Monir Bloorieh's niece 

and am trying to find her. I don't have her current address." 

The man listens to my explanation with interest and asks, "Are you 

American?" 

"Yes, born there." 

"We like Americans, but not your government," he says, then smiles. 

"No offense." 

"I know what you mean," I say.  

"You're brave to come here." He turns to a stack of photograph proofs in 

a drawer, takes one out and puts it on the counter. "Here is one." 

The women in the photograph resemble Monir and Mom and that sends 
a rush of hope through me. "Do you keep addresses of your clients?" 

"Unfortunately, no. " 
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"My aunt used to live on Martyr Ahmadi Street." 

"There are two streets by that name." I tell him which one we went to 

and he gives me directions to the other one. "Walk to the right, pass the 

Mohamadi Square and you'll find it." 

I find Martyr Almadi Alley but there is no number 17 on it. This street 

has modern houses. The numbers must have changed as new houses 

were added.  

Exasperated, I go and sit in a café on the wide avenue running 

perpendicular to the alley. It has rose-colored walls, vaulted ceilings and 

a garden filled with trees and flowers. I sit in a quiet corner inside. Half 
of the tables are occupied by young men and women, separated by sex, 

poring over newspapers and books. I have tea and leave.  

The sunlight that was mild in the morning has turned harsh. I decide to 

take a bus or a taxi back to the hotel. Buses in colors of powder blue, 

tea rose and pink pass by filled to capacity and not stopping. Taxis in red 

and yellow colors go by full. I see a shadow beside me and a man says, 
"Can I take you somewhere?" I turn around. I recognize a young man 

who was sitting alone at a table in the café.  

"I drive a taxi. I was on break," he explains. "We all have to work on 

more than one job to make ends meet." He introduces himself as Parviz 

and points to a yellow taxi parked at the curb. I follow him to it.  

As he begins to drive he asks, "Are you a tourist? You have an accent." 
He has an educated way of talking and is dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, 

an indication that he is somewhat westernized. 

"My sister and I are visiting from Long Island." 

"Why come to this hell hole when you have America?" he asks and 

chuckles.  

Should I tell this stranger why we are here? In the hope that he might 

help me I say, "Our mother left us years ago and we're trying to find her 
through our aunt's address." I tell him how already our hope of finding 

her has diminished.  

"I'll try to find your aunt. I know a lot of people. Give me a few days." 

He drives speedily past an immense clock in the shape of a flower that 

dangles from a lamppost. "Our government claims that's the biggest 
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clock in the world, but I know it isn't true. Isn't there a much larger 

clock in New Jersey?" 

"I'm not sure." 

"The one in New Jersey isn't a flower one, but so what, it's still bigger," 
he says. "The government tries to pump us up."  

In front of the hotel, as I reach to my purse to pay him, he says, "You 

can pay me in a different way." 

I wait tensely for his explanation. "Will you try to find out for me what's 

the best way I might get a visa to come to America?" 

"I'm sorry to say things won't be easy until our countries become friends 
again." 

"I pray for that." 

"My sister and I have dual citizenship and came to Iran on our Iranian 

passports. That made it easier. But I'll try to find out more when I get 

back." 

"I'll call you at the hotel as soon as I track down your aunt's 
whereabouts." 

I thank him and go inside. In the room Lily is coming out of the 

bathroom with a towel wrapped around her, water glistening on her skin, 

dripping down her hair. I notice the bruise on her arm, which she has 

told me is from Jared, her last boyfriend's abuse, when she said she 

wanted out of the relationship. I tell her about what Parviz promised. 

"I hope he isn't just using you." 

"How can he use me?" 

Instead of answering she says, "I went to the lobby after you left. I was 

too restless to lie in bed. I met a nice man, Philip. We just started 

talking. He's been here for almost three months. He's English. He wants 

to renew his visa and stay on longer. He's a writer, finishing up a novel. 

He's gorgeous." She says all that in an excited tone as she gets dressed.  
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"How does he get the money to stay for so long in this hotel, if he's a 

struggling writer? It isn't one of the cheapest hotels." In fact, Dad is 

paying for this hotel, otherwise Lily and I could not afford it either.  

"It's much cheaper when you stay for a long time. Anyway maybe he 
isn't struggling. He invited me out tonight. He has a friend who's single; 

he wants you to meet him." 

"You know, in Iran we can get arrested for dating men." 

"We could stay in the hotel. He said the government rules aren't 

enforced by the hotel staff. We can even have alcohol. They pay off the 

police." 

"I'm not in the mood." I wish she were more focused on our mother, the 

reason we have come all the way here. 

"Are you sure?" she asks. 

"I don't mind being alone tonight." 

We go out to have lunch and spend the afternoon exploring, mainly 

walking through the Grand Bazaar with its labyrinthine lanes, lined with 
hundreds of small shops. The display windows and walls are crammed 

with all sorts of merchandise, from American imitation clothing to 

glimmering jewelry, perfume bottles, rugs in rich colors and patterns. 

We stop in one jewelry store and pause by its display case. We go inside 

and I buy a necklace of thin gold leaves and she a pair of filigreed gold 

earrings.  

Finally when it grows dark we return to the hotel. She leaves for Philip's 

room and I go to sleep early. 

 

As I get out of bed in the morning I see my name written in large letters 

on a piece of hotel stationery on the side table. A note from Lily. 

Miriam, I hope you don't mind but I'm going to spend the day with 

Philip. I love you. 

How could she spend this, of all days, with a man she will probably not 

see again once we leave Tehran? 
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I decide to visit important spots, superstitiously thinking something 

would lead me to my aunt. I go to the Carpet Museum, with exquisite 

antique carpets on the wall, some looking like forests with busy flora and 

fauna, others shimmering like the surface of a lake. Then I go to a 
gallery that displays miniature paintings. After that I go to a hair salon 

to get a haircut. Photographs of modern Iranian actresses, all wearing 

head scarves and manteaus, hang on the walls. There are several 

customers being attended to. A young woman approaches me, 

introduces herself as Guity, and leads me to a chair to wash my hair, 

and then to another chair to cut and style. She begins to talk to me as if 
we have known each other for a long time. She asks me question after 

question, her curiosity aroused by the fact that I live in America. Then 

she tells me she is engaged to a man arranged for her by her parents. 

"In America they talk about love but there are more divorces there than 

here." 

I am not in the mood for a philosophical discussion, my mind having 
become focused on my relationship with Peter, my boyfriend for four 

years which ended not long ago, how we had become strangers to each 

other. I describe my aunt and mother to her and ask if they ever came 

to her salon. She shakes her head no. I begin to confide in her about 

Mom having abandoned us.  

She listens with intense curiosity and says, "Must have been hard for her 
to live away from home. It's easier to accept the faults of your own 

country than a foreign one." Before I leave she also offers to call me if 

she finds out anything about Monir's whereabouts.  

 

One afternoon as I sit in the hotel room, while Lily is with Philip, the 

phone rings.  

"Here is Parviz." 

"Parviz, do you have news for me?" 

"I have an address. Your aunt doesn't live in either of Martyr Ahmadi 

Alleys. She lives on Martyr Hussein Alley now." 

"You're sure you have the right address?" 

"Yes, I have a friend whose sister knows your aunt." He proceeds to give 

me the address. Then he gives me his own phone number and address. 
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"I hope you'll send me whatever information that will help me to come to 

America." 

"I promise I'll try," I say, excited and skeptical at the same time about 

the address he has given me for my aunt. 

"How long are you staying in Iran?" he asks. 

"Just three more days. We have only ten days here altogether." 

"I'm leaving to visit an ailing uncle in Khazvin. I postponed it until I 

found the address for you." 

"I'm really grateful." After we hang up I am surprised at my 

disappointment that Parviz is leaving. In a few moments I set out for the 
address he gave me. 

I knock on number 15. A young girl opens the door. She is wearing 

cheap clothes and has the ruddy skin of a village girl.  

"I'm here to see Monir Bloorieh." 

"She isn't here. She left to visit her sister." 

"Her sister Pari?" I ask, not quite believing it. 

She nods.  

"Do you have Pari's address?" 

She hesitates. I take out some money and give it to her. She goes inside 

and returns in a moment, with a piece of paper. "Monir Khanoom left me 

this address. No phone number." 

The address is in Rey, about a hundred kilometers from Tehran. In the 
hotel lobby the clerk tells me the best way to go to Rey is by train. He 

calls the station for me and finds out that the next train is tomorrow 

morning. 

"I could take a taxi or bus there, can't I?" 

"I wouldn't advise it. The roads are in bad shape right now. They've 

been flooded. Take the train in the morning."  
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In the morning Lily and I get into an argument when she tells me she 

will not go to Rey with me. She says, "I don't trust the address."  

"We came here to find Mom. We have to try everything." 

"You're chasing after the impossible. I'm not spending the time with 
Philip. He left for England. His time was up here." 

"Then what are you going to do?" 

"Just stay in and read or go for a walk." 

I zoom out and take a taxi to the train station. The train is not crowded 

and I easily find a seat by a window. It passes fields covered by 

wildflowers, small mud and straw houses with chickens and goats 
grazing on patches of grass around them, then areas of arid land, 

irrigated in spots, a mosque. On that long ago visit to Iran, Mom took 

Lily and me to a mosque. I was dazzled by the myriad of mirrors 

covering its interior walls. I wonder if she has gone back to her own 

religion. I think of the photograph of us I keep in my room, in Dad's 

house, where I've moved back to save money and finish my BA.  

In the photograph Mom and I are standing in our backyard and she has 

her arm around my waist. Her long dark hair flows over her shoulders, 

her hazel eyes look at something in the distance. I resemble her 

strongly; Lily looks more like our father; with the same color of light 

brown hair and blue-green eyes. Both Mom and I are dressed up. I am 

wearing a white dress with a pleated skirt, a red ribbon in my hair, white 
shoes and socks. She has on a chocolate-colored dress, high heels, and 

a hat. Could it have been taken that Sunday after church? As we walked 

home that day she looked sad and withdrawn. I had asked her what was 

wrong. I still remember what she said: "This isn't the religion I was 

raised in." Soon after that Sunday she left to visit her sister and never 

returned. Her letters and phone calls stopped after a while. The letters 

Lily and I wrote to her were returned to us. Monir's phone, we 
discovered when we tried to call, was disconnected. Months and years 

went by and we have been unable to connect with our mother. 

In an hour and a half the train stops in Rey. I get off and walk on the 

main street, passing a naval college, tea houses, shops, horse-drawn 

carriages transporting people. I come to a little square, its shops 

carrying the essentials—sugar, rice, matches. A mill, a low clay building 
with a tower, stands on one side of the square and a dilapidated rooming 

house on the other side. 
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Then I reach an intersection. At one corner is a mosque; a group of 

women wearing black chadors sit on the steps, crying, perhaps moved 

by a sermon they heard inside. Next to the mosque is an immense 

poplar tree with a hollow carved in its trunk. An old man is lying on a 
mat spread in the hollow. Children have collected around him, taunting 

him, throwing coins to him. 

I reach a cluster of narrow lanes and begin to look for the address. I see 

Rezai Street written on a tile imbedded on the wall of an alley. There it 

is, I think excitedly and turn into it. The alley is lined with gardens and 

orchards and stone and brick houses. In a hallway two children are 
kneeling and playing with marbles. Then I am in front of number 7. I 

stand back and look at it. It is an old, seedy, brick house, sagging a 

little. Weathered, plum-colored tiles flank the dark, heavy door. The 

shabby appearance of the house is redeemed by small fruit trees 

standing at its sides and the golden sunlight shining on it. My heart 

beats with a strange apprehension as I ring the bell, as if visiting a lover 
who might reject me. I put my ear to the door and listen for sounds 

inside. I hear children's voices and then a woman's barely audible voice. 

I begin to cough. After Mom left us I developed a cough that wouldn't go 

away. Dad took me to a doctor and got a prescription. Later, when I was 

older, he told me the medicine was placebo and that the doctor had said 

my cough was from nervousness. I ring the bell again.  

"Mother, someone is at the door," I hear a boy saying. Footsteps follow. 

Could I have the wrong address, the wrong person? The door opens and 

a little boy stands before me, staring at me with his dark eyes. 

"I'm looking for Pari Bloorieh. Does she live here?" 

The boy runs back inside. "Mother, Mother," he yells. 

I stand frozen in my spot. A moment later I see a woman approaching in 

the dim hallway. My eyes are glued to her. "I'm Miriam," I say, through 
tightened throat. Could it really be her I am standing face-to-face with? 

"Miriam, my daughter," she says in a near whisper. "How did you find 

me?... I'm so happy to see you..." 

"Mom, do you know how much we all miss you?" I walk into the hallway 

and we embrace tightly. Tears collect in our eyes. She leads me into a 

room. I tell her how I was led to this address.  

"Your aunt was visiting me. You just missed her." 
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The room has whitewashed walls and simple furnishings. On the worn 

mosaic-covered mantle above the stone fireplace are a few enlarged, 

framed photographs and clay toys. A large potted lemon tree filled with 

blossoms stands in a corner, making the room fragrant.  

"Let me get you something to eat," she says. 

"I'm not hungry." 

"Where is my dear Lily? Didn't she come with you?"  

I grope for an answer. "She had a stomach-ache." 

"You don't know how much I've yearned to see the two of you. I'll get 

you a cool drink. Doogh, sharbat?" 

"Doogh is fine." There is a strange formality between us, not surprising, 

of course, after years of separation. I go to the kitchen with her. The 

room is large, also has whitewashed walls, and it smells pleasantly of 

spices. Baskets heaped with fruit, garlic, onions, and other vegetables lie 

on a tiled counter; copper pots and pans hang from hooks on the wall. 

She takes out a jug of doogh from a stumpy ice box, pours some in two 
glasses, and we go back into the living room. We sit on the rug on the 

floor and lean against cushions. 

"Please don't tell my other children who you are. I'll explain everything, 

my Miriam, my dear daughter," she whispers. "Oh, how I've missed you 

and Lily."  

Other children. But she is still married to my father, who on the basis of 
his religion wouldn't give her a divorce. This is too confrontational an 

issue to bring up at the moment. I'm hoping she herself will offer an 

explanation. Memories, half-faded, spill over me. Mom sitting under a 

tree, knitting a sweater for Lily or me. Lily and I asking her for things, 

competing for her attention. Lily offending her by mimicking her accent. 

"Mom, why have you been hiding from us? Why did you leave us?" 

She hangs her head and does not reply. So many times I have woken in 
the middle of the night from dreams about her, so often I have lain in 

the dark thinking of questions I would ask her if we ever came face-to-

face. During those moments I felt that some piece of my own existence 

would always be missing unless I found her. 
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She starts asking me questions about my life, about Lily, Dad, but offers 

nothing about herself. The boy who opened the door to me comes in. He 

whispers something in her ear, she whispers something back and he 

leaves. "He's my son, Hassan. His younger sister is Zobeideh," she tells 
me. "I have four children now, counting you and Lily."  

"Mom, who is their father?..." 

"Miriam, I'll explain everything, and I hope you'll understand, that you 

can forgive me." 

I look at her eagerly.  

"Well, maybe you don't know this, but I always felt foreign in America, 
always yearned for what I had left behind. Your father had grown 

unhappy with me, said I was too remote from him, that he really 

couldn't communicate with me anymore. He was right of course. When I 

came to visit my sister, I kept extending my stay with her. After I had 

been with her for a few months, one day I was alone in the house. There 

was a knock on the door. I went to open it, thinking maybe it was a 
neighbor. But it was a man standing there. He said abruptly, in a familiar 

tone as if he knew me, 'I finally found you, do you know how long I've 

been looking?' I couldn't believe it but it was Nasser, the boy I had 

known in our neighborhood growing up. His family had asked my parents 

to let me marry him, and I would have, if I hadn't met your father." 

My mother had been introduced to my father when he was in Iran under 
the Shah's regime, working for a pharmaceutical company. They had 

met at a friend's house and she had married him against her family's 

wishes.  

She went on. "Nasser was like a magnet pulling me to the past, what I 

had given up. My life in America began to seem even more desolate."  

"But you're married to my father," I say, unable to stop myself. 

"My marriage to your father isn't recognized as legal here because it 
wasn't performed by a Muslim priest."  

I want to tell her how selfish she had been toward Dad and Lily and me 

but can't bring the words out. "But you loved Dad," I say instead.  

"Of course I loved him, but it took every ounce of my will to try to adjust 

to life with him in America." 
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"Don't you find it hard to live with all the restrictions here? You were so 

free in America." 

"I was shut out of things there, locked up in a dark box."  

Her daughter comes into the room.  

"She's a friend visiting from America," Mom says to her. She turns to 

me. "This is Zobeideh." 

I smile at Zobeideh. She smiles back and then leaves.  

A radio is turned on with the voice of a woman singer: 

...in the dusty alley we chanted our love... 

it was night and a jagged moon was sitting in the 
      sky watching us 

and we were still chanting our love... 

"She's a wonderful girl, perfect," Mom says. 

She is a substitute for me and Lily, I think painfully. 

Mom looks animated now and I become aware that the house, in spite of 

its decaying condition, is filled with happiness and warmth. 

"What does he?..." 

"He's a carpenter, builds cabinets, closets." There is a touch of pride in 

her tone. "He's a good man. True, he's possessive, jealous, but we can 

laugh together." She points to one of the photographs on the mantle. 

"That's him."  

He is heavyset, has a mustache and a lively expression. Not nearly as 
handsome as my father, with his tall, slender build, high cheek bones, 

blue-green eyes.  

"I'd better go back," I say, getting up, struck by an unbearable pain. 

"Wait," she says. She walks into the adjacent room and then returns, 

holding something. "Here, I want you to have this, a memento. I'm sorry 

I don't have two." It is a gold necklace with a locket—a heart with a tiny 

latch on it—hanging from a chain. 
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We kiss each other goodbye, with no reference to the future. She does 

not ask how long I am staying in Iran, or if I would come back here, 

along with Lily. 

Outside, I hear Zobeideh's voice from the house, "Did the American 
leave already?"  

"Yes," I hear my mother say.  

I open the locket and find a photograph of Mom. I walk at a brisk pace 

to the train station. Moving calms me a little.  

 

Lily is in the hotel room when I arrive.  

"How was your day?" I ask.  

"In the lobby I heard about the oddest sex act ever," she says. "I was 

sitting on a chair behind two women talking in English. They were 

whispering but I heard everything they said." 

"Do you want to know about Mom?" 

"I guess you didn't find her... One of them is having an affair with a 
Japanese man who knows little English. Do you know what she does?... 

This is the odd part. She has a girl friend who knows both Japanese and 

English sit with them while they make love so that she can translate 

what they want to say to each other. Can you believe it? What does the 

friend translate other than, 'Put your hand on my...'?" 

What she is telling me sounds particularly vulgar in this Islamic culture 
and particularly strange since with it she is brushing off any conversation 

about our mother. At that moment I decide not to tell her about having 

found Mom and what she told me, at least for the time being. What 

would Lily's reaction be other than, "I always knew she forgot us."  

Lily decides to go back to the lobby and I remain in the room. A sparrow 

comes and sits on the tree before the window and begins to chirp, as if 

beckoning to me. I go to the window and stare outside. The dome and 
minarets of a mosque are clearly visible. Signs around the square not far 

from the hotel, advertising a bank, a TV store, a tea house, blink in blue, 

red, and violet colors. But everything feels opaque and distant to me. 

With a sudden impulse I take out the necklace from my purse and throw 
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it into the joob, the deep gutter that runs along the street. I have a 

sudden feeling of lightness. Now I can finally begin to focus on my own 

happiness. That is what Mom has done.  

 

Title graphic: "Iranian Threading" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2013. 
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They have learned to feast 
the way all blooms die out 

return hours later, warmed 

 

and under her breasts the low light  

nourishes your fingers with shade 

beginning again as twins—two tongues 

 

two throats gutting each breath 

and below it one mouth 

is filled with the other 

 

that has no place else to go 
weighs so little, pulled close 

for the flowers that have nothing to do 

 

with your hands barely in place 

grown huge from covering the weeks 

the days, years—with your eyes shut 

 

—with this dampness taught not to sleep 

push nothing away—with each hand 

overflowing its banks and closing.  
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Tia Lupe held my hand as I watched a girl being serenaded by mariachi, 
a young man cowering behind them. Pressed against her balcony ledge 

with curlers in her hair the girl appeared ready to take flight, started 

crying. The young man raised a bouquet to the girl. His flowers seemed 

comical, his tiny hat slipping off the crown of his head as he peered 

toward his love. 

As we walked, her arm bracing my shoulder, Tia Lupe explained. 

"Some girls aren't so lucky," she said. "And some would rather not be 

serenaded." 

"Why?" I asked. 

"It's hard to explain, has to do with feelings. When your stomach gets 

butterflies inside, you know what I mean?" 

"Sort of. Like when we go driving with Lucio." 
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"No. When you're falling in love you get goose bumps or sweaty palms. 

Sometimes it feels like butterflies in your stomach. And, if she doesn't 

feel those butterflies . . ."  

When Tia Lupe touched my shoulder, when her hair brushed into my 
face and her flowery scent tickled my nose, I got the butterflies.  

As a baby it took time for me to warm up to Tia Lupe, when she held 

me, or so my mother said. I think she said this to keep me away from 

Tia Lupe now, years later. Recalling I'd once been uncomfortable with 

her would trigger a memory, and I'd ditch her and spend more time with 

kids my own age. 

For my seventh birthday, she gave me her guitar. My mother made a 

fuss when Tia Lupe handed it to me with a big red bow. She hadn't been 

that angry since the time I tried to sneak a dog into the house. 

"He doesn't have to feed or walk it, Norma," Tia Lupe said. "You could 

stick it in the closet." 

"I'm not hiding that guitar for you," my mother said. 

"Look at Pancho," Tia Lupe said. "See his joy." 

"If Raul comes for it I'll give it to him." 

"Ah flaca, he's long gone." 

What I didn't know then was that the guitar had belonged to Tia Lupe's 

ex-husband who'd been a talented mariachi. Raul swam off to find new 

fish, as Tia Lupe put it. She'd never forgiven him. Afterward, she saw 
him passing through Zoccolo. Raul had left his guitar unattended for only 

a moment. Tia Lupe seized it and fled as the mariachi chased after her. 

She reenacted the scene, kicking off a shoe. 

"It was fair," Tia Lupe said. "He stole my youth. I took his guitar."  

It made me a bit uneasy knowing I owned a stolen guitar, but at the 

same time I loved the Tacote wooden top with cedar sides. The strings 

made a deep, sweet sound that should have been plucked by somebody 
else. The best part, though, was Tia Lupe had decided I deserved it.  
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I felt Raul's luck rubbing off on me, his joy and his doom. Maybe this is 

why I bottled up my true feelings and let myself think of Tia Lupe as my 

real aunt. The thought of losing her terrified me.  

My mother admitted she'd wanted Tia Lupe to be my godmother, but 
appeased the family instead, selecting my blood aunt, Manuela, who 

stunk of onions when she kissed me hello. Tia Lupe only mussed my 

hair, denying me her lips. Alone, I puckered and left lip prints on the 

bathroom mirror. My sisters had caught me a few times. The bathroom 

had a crappy lock that snapped off with a good tug. We pinned an 

occupado sign in bold black letters on a piece of cardboard hanging from 
a string. That never did much good with family always nosing into my 

business.  

Tia Lupe made me a chiquito celebrity. Whenever we heard music, we 

sniffed it out. In our barrio, parties were on every corner. We crashed 

weddings and I brought the guests to their feet singing "La Negra." Tia 

Lupe passed around the sombrero for tips. It's a tradition to pin pesos 
onto the groom's shirt during a wedding, but somehow I got my share of 

the purse. Then we filled our faces with empanadas, taquitos, and 

Jarritos for me and tequila for my Tia.  

"Don't mind if I do," Tia Lupe would say, slugging back shots. 

We never stayed past our welcome.  

"Follow the mariachi," she said waving to her new amigos. 

The mariachi weren't thrilled to have us horning in on their turf so we 

agreed to wait till they'd completed their set before making our 

entrance. Besides weddings, we played at block parties. 

Another good thing about lugging around a big guitar was that it helped 

shape my muscles. Without a shoulder strap, I cradled the guitar like a 

fat baby. 

"So macho," Nellie, Tia Lupe's amiga said. 

"Hands off, he's my sobrino," Tia Lupe snapped. 

My mother didn't even guard me with that much vigor. 

One day while Tia Lupe was making a blouse she told me she couldn't 

have children of her own so she decided to bring home an abandoned 
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boy and tried to raise him as a son. I stopped playing my guitar right 

then, sat there waiting for her to tell me what had happened to the boy. 

I had this terrible pain in my chest as I watched her snap the thread 

from her pin and the blouse, as if she were breaking an umbilical cord. 
But, I knew he must've run away, and I also realized how grateful Tia 

Lupe was that my mother let her play mother herself, if only for short 

spurts.  

My mother and Tia Lupe kept fighting over me. At one of our birthday 

parties, things got batty. Tia Lupe's glassy eyes were ready to shatter as 

she rocked back and forth, and my mother spilled Tia Lupe's wine on the 
floor. She sent me to bed with the music blaring, couples dancing 

rumbas outside my window. 

For two whole weeks, I didn't sing, not even in the shower. When my 

mother made up with Tia Lupe, I was asked to sing at my cousin 

Alejandra's confirmation party.  

The morning of the big day, I spotted a few prickly hairs on my chin. I 
didn't shave. I splashed on cologne for the first time, wore a brand new 

shirt leaving open the top two buttons. At the party, I stole glances from 

my cousin's friend whose name I didn't catch. When I'd taken a break to 

soothe my throat with a cold soda this girl pulled me to the side of the 

house. She undid her blouse, showing me her breasts, and I spilled soda 

onto my pants. She stared right into my eyes and brought my sticky 
hand to her skin. The warm bricks behind my head lent some comfort. 

We kissed, open-mouthed, and I tasted fruit punch and chicken and the 

delicate bumps along her tongue. She dug her nails into the back of my 

neck, but I was too afraid to scream and have somebody catch us. 

She stopped briefly and loomed in my eyes. I had this strange feeling I 

was going to drown, so odd, both my feet planted on dusty concrete. I 

leaned closer to kiss her again, but she shoved me away. 

When I resumed playing, I kept flubbing my chords. I hadn't a clue why 

she kissed me and why she pushed off. I felt ashamed for sliding away 

so easily. 

Years later, I serenaded the same girl upon a customer's request. When 

I gazed into her green eyes I remembered, but she looked past me 

without even smiling at my customer. It occurred to me then that 
chasing love meant chasing pain. A mariachi, like myself, only played 

the guitar.  
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People find me over by Plaza Garibaldi and pin their hopes to my 

wavering strings and honeyed voice. They believe mariachi have 

talismanic powers, a few well-plucked notes can win them love or bring 
it back. By a senorita's eyes, I know if she is taking in the honey. I've 

come a long way since the pimply-faced days playing in my courtyard. 

Sometimes a chica still gives me a nervous twitch standing by the 

balcony's edge, elbows kissing the cool balustrade stone. The wind 

tosses her hair; the moon shines copper in her eyes. Is she smiling, 

frowning? What is she thinking? 

Sometimes the senorita gets offended and points at us as if we're 

criminals, liars. I don't love this man; why are you crouching under my 

balcony like fools for neighbors to laugh and spread gossip? And then 

the fathers charge in. Believe me, I've eyed the barrel of a shotgun, the 

blue steel winking. I've left behind sombreros, shoes, pieces of pride, 

but come back, sometimes even to the very same senorita. Never for 
the same chico, but a new caller. Maybe I really don't know if this new 

suitor is a better match. Maybe I hope love will soon find me. 

Funny things happen; a senorita refuses to come to the window, but her 

neighbor slips out. Oh, yes. Better than the man getting flat rejected. 

Melody plays tricks with the mind. Nacho, a local fruit vendor, falls in 

love five times a week. 

"I'm telling you, Pancho, this is the one," Nacho told me, placing two 

huge mangoes in my hand. 

I let him pay me in fruit. I've got to eat, so I accept his offering. We 

then shuffled over to Zona Rosa, where all the strawberries live, as they 

are known—rich people. It seems right, Nacho ending up with a 

strawberry; after all, he is a fruit vendor. He knows my hangouts and 

isn't afraid to pull me away from my nopales and rice. He'll snatch the 
fork right from my hand, then wash his mouthful down with whatever is 

left of my soda.  

"What's this one's name?" I asked. 

"Carolina," Nacho said, spreading both hands as if raising a billboard.  

She'd stopped by his cart for avocados. When he learned she was going 

to Chapultepec all by herself he invited himself along. She found his 
corny brand of humor amusing. He'd told her he'd been meaning to get 
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a haircut and asked her to mind his cart so he could get a quick trim. 

Later on, they laughed about it sprawled in the grass while taking turns 

feeding each other fruit.  

He loved how she hid her teeth with the napkin while nibbling her torta. 
They kissed, but she confessed she was married and that this would end 

here. He promised not to follow her home, but he lied. 

The curtains were partly drawn and I belted out "La Negra." Carolina, in 

her pink nightgown, poked her head through the curtain. I let Nacho join 

the serenade. Maybe not the brightest idea since he sang like a bullfrog. 

Carolina fixed on us as if we were a two-headed monster.  

Singing to win love for somebody else has a powerful and sobering 

effect. I wanted him to be happy. It crushed him when his beloved didn't 

share his passion. His tangled hair bunched toward the front of his scalp 

into a comical widow's peak, the crinkle in his forehead an Ash 

Wednesday cross stamped into his skin. He denied it. Sometimes his 

skin flaked, leaving him slightly red. He joked he was part reptile. 

"You'd be cold-blooded then," I joked. 

He was warm, but never talked about his past novias. As though they'd 

never been part of him. If she'd been part of him then she was the skin 

he'd shed. 

Tia Lupe stopped coming over our house. She and my mother had made 

up, but they couldn't take back what they'd said. Tia Lupe didn't wear 
her smile as easily. She stayed inside with the blinds drawn, her door 

locked to keep the greedy pirates from rushing into her place and 

pillaging candy from her ceramic bowl. 

With the courtyard blaring music, Tia Lupe shut herself in the house. 

When she came out, dressed in a simple black shirt and pants, she was 

there but not there. Once famous for breaking her heels dancing under 

the stars, she frittered away nights picking at tamales on her paper 
plate. She strained laughs as if fooling herself into having a good time. I 

wasn't fooled. 

"Tia, let's dance" I said, resting my guitar on the chair beside her. 

My real aunts stared because I never asked them. 
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Tia Lupe smiled. Her eyelashes curled into half moons. The scent of her 

perfume filled me with dizzy delight.  

"Let me sit this one out," she said, patting my neck.  

I grabbed my guitar. It felt right in my hands. Better than any drink or 
cigarette because I was making music, and when I was feeling blue, I 

thought I'd at least strike a chord with somebody else. But, it had 

always been Tia Lupe, the same intoxicating melody playing in me. I 

strummed as she drifted off and I stood there, alone like the gentleman 

caller who was never going to win his beloved. My little girl cousins 

danced in circles around me.  

When Nacho crashed the party I was surprised and a little disappointed. 

I didn't want him messing around with my cousins and yet I felt bad for 

the guy. I told myself he was a friend and that his greatest fault was his 

untamed heart. 

He wasn't as big a romantic fool as I had made him out to be and he 

flirted with each of my aunts. He drank slow sips of beer so my mother 
found him respectable. My cousin, Alejandra, boxed him into a corner 

and must have been chewing off his ear, but Nacho sat patiently. 

Then he approached Tia Lupe. She sprang from her chair and he cleared 

a small path. They danced and I had to admit they even looked like a 

couple. Their hips swayed together and he spun her in tight circles. Tia 

Lupe fanned her ruffled dress. A bachata played next and I put down my 
guitar to cut in, but Tia Lupe brushed me off. I looked over at my cousin 

Alejandra pursing her lips. 

"Bring him back," Alejandra said. 

"What can I do?" I said. 

"He's your friend. He'll listen." 

"He's his own man." 

Alejandra made a sour face and I couldn't help but feel a bit of her grief. 

"I'll see to it he dances with you," I said with unconvincing bravado. 
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Five dances later, it became obvious she'd lost her partner. Alejandra 

glowered at me. My stomach bunched in a knot, but Tia Lupe seemed 

happy and so did Nacho. Who was I to come between true love?  

 

I'd had a crush on her for years. I knew she wasn't my real aunt, but my 

mother's best amiga, and I wished she could look beyond my seventeen 

years. Nacho was only a few years older than me, maybe twenty-one, 

but he wasn't family and he didn't live in our complex. 

Weeks later, I saw Tia Lupe's clothes dangling from the wire. I missed 

watching her make dresses. It brought back fond memories of her 
sewing while I played for her. Dressmaking was her joy, her lifeblood. 

There was something peaceful about watching her while I played. Only 

when my mother hollered for me to come home did I break from my 

daze. All day long I could've watched Tia Lupe whisking her needle 

through cloth and the graceful, deliberate, almost invisible knots she'd 

tie. Each time I was amazed how she transformed a cloth, an old curtain 
or a blanket. It made no difference who barged in to inspect her work. 

She handled my aunts and cousins with the same grace as the dresses 

she handed them.  

It hit me then that Nacho might want me to serenade Tia Lupe. I had to 

avoid him, but he knew my hangouts.  

He nabbed me on my way to Plaza Garibaldi. 

"You don't want us to be happy," Nacho said. 

"Of course I do." I said. 

"Then you'll sing?" Nacho said. 

"Here, in the complex. Everybody will see me." 

"All your serenading; now you're shy?" 

It occurred to me I'd serenaded Tia Lupe before, when I played and she 

made dresses. We were together when I first saw a girl being 
serenaded. Was it a sign? I dreaded singing on Nacho's behalf because I 

so much wanted to do it for myself. 

"She's private," I said. 
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"What makes you so sure?" 

"I know her." 

I hoped that I still knew her. I steered clear of Plaza Garibaldi and didn't 

go anywhere near Nacho's fruit cart.  

And then it happened, but I wasn't sure who had ended things. Neither 

would say. It didn't matter. Tia Lupe's heart was broken and I was 

furious. Maybe I'd brought it on by not playing for Nacho. I had put my 

foot down and crushed my Tia. The only way to set things right was to 

play for her.  

I waited till night dusted the rooftops. My little cousins skipped over car 
parts and tools strewn about the courtyard, and I clutched my guitar. I 

tuned it with twiddling fingers. I fumbled with the chords for a while, but 

I couldn't dilly dally all night. Tia Lupe stayed still behind the curtain. 

Her shadow betrayed her.  

When she opened the door my arms shook. The guitar hadn't felt as 

heavy since I'd been a child. I still refused to wear the neck strap. Tia 
Lupe's watery brown eyes seemed to want to save me from 

embarrassment. My strings sounded brittle. They'd snapped on me 

before, but it wouldn't stop me now. Tia Lupe waved for me to come in 

and the others gathered closer: my mother, my aunts and uncles among 

them. I'd made the mistake of glancing back and the weight of their 

curiosity slumped on my shoulders. Tia Lupe's worry balled into anger 
and showed in her clenching jaw.  

Was this how Uncle Raul had won her? There was no turning back. My 

voice faltered and when I'd finished the song and heard raucous laughter 

from my cousins I kept going because a dash of hope gleamed in Tia 

Lupe's eyes. I stole a moment from her past. Yes, it was silly to play as 

if she was my novia, but there was no other way to rid my stomach of 

its swarming butterflies. I heard their bristling wings, but I soldiered on 
hoping and worrying she'd hear them through my fluttering strings. 

"Pancho, please," Tia Lupe said, her delicate fingers spread across the 

doorframe. 

"It's true," I said. 

"Everybody is staring."  
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"Good. I'm tired of living this lie." 

"You're talking crazy." 

"Maybe I am. I've finally realized what all this practice was for." 

When I looked down my hand trembled, but it no longer plucked the 
strings. Tia Lupe ducked into the house. I went in after her and locked 

the door. Her sweet perfume made me weak. I touched her shoulder. 

"Not like this," she said. 

"Who cares? They all know." 

She broke down and began to sob.  

I rested the guitar on the floor and hugged her. Her warm, salty tears 
slid down my cheek.  

"I'm so ashamed," she said. 

"There's nothing wrong." 

"I've known you since you were a boy." 

"And this makes it much sweeter." 

"I've dreaded this day." 

My nosy cousins pressed to the window. Tia Lupe shut them out with a 

twist of the blinds. I propped Tia Lupe's chin with my thumb and 

forefinger. Our noses got in the way as I leaned in to kiss her. She kept 

her small mouth open and my top lip pressed into her teeth. She didn't 

kiss back, but I pursued, an earnest pulse rippling in me. She held me 

tight to her body as if protecting me from the dark and sang a soft, 
weepy melody. Her sweet cottony breath soothing my ear. I kissed her 

with all the passion I could muster. I did it not because I was trying to 

heal her wound, but to grow my heart.  

 

Title graphic: "Sango" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2013. 
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A poplar has fallen across the path, 

and as I climb over I say out loud:  

I'm engaged to be married.  

 
The last time I said those words  

was 1968 and I was twenty, green and  

leafy. From my path I hear a thrush  

 

tut-tut from the hawthorn, squirrel 

scream in the beech. That marriage 
did not last. He left. Now my path  

 

breaks out of the woods, enters  

a high meadow full of buttercups, and  

I remember a hike in the Rockies years ago,  

 
suddenly reaching such a meadow, gorged  

with purple columbines but air too thin  

even then. I slow in my hike now,  

 

look ahead for the car beside the road. To marry again 

is what I want in my life, I think,  
no I'm quite certain.  
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is the name of the poem I'm not writing anymore. 
Instead I write about  

 

standing on hard dock planks as the tide  

edges up the pilings. Across the cove a bald eagle,  

 

head and tail blinding white, perches on the osprey platform,  
tearing with claws and beak at the fish it has caught.  

Finished, it preens, spreads its wings,  

 

lifts into the morning's humid slough. A lone heron  

 

stalks the near shore, jabs its long bill,  
searches solitary through mud and muck. If I wave,  

 

it will keen its banshee cry, flap,  

flee like a long, lean illusion. A flat-bottomed boat putters  

into the cove mouth—a woman leans out,  

checks each pot on the line, scoops up with her net  

the crabs, circles to check again— 

woman, boat, birds, cove a video endlessly looping—  

now two swans bank, land, glide mute among the reeds,  

bow their heads, dip their bills as one. The morning  

leans into me, scoops me into its net, and this is it,  

this is the dock to stand on.  

Page 37 of 70

toc.html


 

 

This is my girlfriend Miu. This is my girlfriend Riko. This is my girlfriend 
Shiori. This is my girlfriend Ai. And this is my girlfriend Natsuki.  

Why such a horn of plenty? I'm a gigolo, sometimes called a host, in 

other cities called other things, and I hasten to add it's a profession very 

different than the American gigolo, because to be perfectly and 

irrevocably blunt I'm not sticking it to or in any of these women, a 

truism I know that my American audience especially may have some 
trouble with, where the issue is credulity. Which isn't to say that I'm 

sweet, asexual or opposed to intercourse, because I'm a big fan of it, 

and I have a lot of it, but with these girls there is no custard-eating, Old 
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Spicing, or grinding nutmeg, all of them sex acts that are super popular 

in Osaka, and two of which I'm quite skilled at it. (Old Spicing is filthy.)  

From the Rules & Regulations published storefront at club Wieder 

Zweigenblitz: "No straight-up f@&#!%. No back-door f*#@&!$. No 
taking a @#%& if the #*&@ is sexual in nature. No biting. No custard-

eating. And no rubbing if the rubbing leads to climax for either 

participant." In turn, a proscription stands on sex with clients outside the 

club, which is probably a good thing since I'm not concupiscent or lust-

filled for any of them, and all of my girlfriends, without exception, are 

crazy bat-shit. Like crying at a party crazy. C-R-A-Z-Y.  

But in replete fairness you would have to be if you signed up for this. 

What these girls need is a Psychiatrist, spelled with a capital "P" and 

Harvard-educated at that because you're going to need all that 

education to sort these weepy stiletto girls out. Versace girls. Dolce & 

Gabbana girls. We have different names for them as doubtless they have 

multifarious and colorful names for us, the gentlemen entertainers of 
Osaka nightlife.  

I present to you the hand-wringing document (which I herein 

acknowledge is ethically dubious) that a girl reads and signs when she 

comes to the club, although whether she reads the paperwork in full I 

have serious reason to doubt because both the club (and I) run on 

reputation and the language of said document is not super transparent: 
"You agree to an informal arrangement, not acknowledged by the Osaka 

governmental authority or recognized outside club Wieder Zweigenblitz, 

with Yori Takahashi (that's me), to the principal exclusion of Ryuu, 

Daichi, or Tsubasa; erotic dalliances are prohibited inside club Wieder 

Zweigenblitz and any 'feelings' initiated by said arrangement with Mr. 

Takahashi are the sole responsibility of signee." It's enough to make a 

girl swoon.  

Whether girls read this I don't know, but no-where does it say that I'm a 

Psychiatrist, although honestly, ladies, it feels like I am. Truth be told, I 

feel like Sigmund Freud his bad self whose patients were principally 

middle-to-upper class Viennese ladies with malfunctions and crossed 

wires of all kinds, which isn't so different from the clientele I keep. I'm 

paid like a tsar, and I wear Versace like it's a second skin, but the 
money is still not enough for this gibbering shit.  

Look at me, I'm wearing the Spring Collection, drinking champagne, and 

surrounded by girls; it's another Thursday night at Wieder Zweigenblitz. 

I will make two thousand dollars tonight without unfastening the button 
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on my drawers, but gentlemen, it's not worth it, because next to me is 

Ai—girlfriend number three. She's a high-powered something at 

Locksmith Kline or Tokyo Electric. I haven't paid too much attention, not 

least because she has the face of a Rottweiler, but where she should 
have brains, readers, she just has crazy.  

Were I a doctor, and for legal purposes I have to reiterate that I am not, 

I would diagnose these women with Juliet Syndrome, which I've defined 

on my blog as the condition of wanting to be perpetually and tragically in 

love (and I've copyrighted it, thieves, so don't think of passing it off as 

your own). Because what we sell here at Wieder Zweigenblitz isn't for 
the reasonable minded.  

But enough about them. I'm tired of the champagne grind, tired of 

stumbling back to my apartment at six in the morning, tired of spending 

so much money on grooming. Am I a dog? I'm pooped, tuckered, 

fatigued, and all the other words you can think of for exhausted, 

because I'm exhausted by this erotic whirligig. Which is not a 
contradiction of the above testimony, because even though we don't 

have sex, believe, readers, that there is enough Eros here to shame a 

love-sonnet by Sappho.  

"The quickliest money in Japan!" read the advertisements in papers all 

across the island soliciting bumpkins and Oliver Twists like myself to the 

sex district in Osaka to work as a gigolo.  

"There's a competition between boys," says my boss Jun, for the 

umpteenth time in our monthly meeting, where the newbie gigolo Yuuto 

listens to this speech with most assiduous noob ears. The boy with the 

most girlfriends gets a bonus; the boy who sells the most liquor gets a 

bonus; the boy who makes the most money gets a bonus. You must be 

groomed. I'm talking double-breasted suits, socks that you can pull up 

to your f$#@& balls, shoes waxed until your toes bleed, and teeth 
whiter than an Eskimo's d@&%#!" And so on and etcetera. Ad infinitum. 

Maybe it is the easiest money in Japan. To be honest, this is the first and 

only job I've had, so I don't know if Japan's sleepless attorneys have it 

worse. I don't care if I'm leaving behind a job that's plush, though, 

because I've made up my mind: I'm leaving. For good. 

 

This is Jun. Tall, fat, and redolent of unimaginable riches, he smells like 

the Vatican or what I imagine the Vatican to smell like, by which I mean 

centuries of obscene papal wealth and cloying incense. "The best I've 
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ever seen!" is what he tells me and everyone else at our meeting on 

month four of my gig at Wieder Zweigenblitz, an announcement that I 

admit warmed my iron heart and made me all the more eager to please 

my surrogate father figure. But he's dejected and morose, now, because 
I've just told him that I'm going to retire. At twenty-five. Let's be 

honest: as preposterous as this business is (some people call it a scam 

but I'm inclined to call it a business operation with opaque moral 

borders), it'd be even more idiotic to be thirty and popping bottles. Am I 

right? What temperate and ill-fitted success would I have in this 

enterprise at thirty? Plus, I haven't been feeling so well lately. Maybe it's 
the unremitting and constant partying I've enjoyed for seven years 

straight, but my body hasn't been keeping down the booze Ai, Miu, 

Shiori, Natsuki and Riko have been buying for me lately.  

Here I am on my knees in the club bathroom. I can't even seem to keep 

the fruity cocktails down, and fruit has vitamins! So I've been 

masquerading with water, eating antacids, and popping aspirin like 
candy. Which is something else I can't eat.  

"If you have another glass of champagne, I can promise you—hand on 

Galen—that your stomach will explode and your liver will shrivel like a 

slug covered in salt. I'm a doctor. So you should probably listen to me." 

Well, a lady doctor, so I'm suspicious. I haven't done her gender the 

most ennobled service and maybe there's a hit out on me among the 
female professional classes, so I tell the next doctor that in addition to 

these complaints, I'm also increasingly and worryingly paranoid. I'm 

visiting doctors left and right now, more in the span of a month than the 

whole twenty-five years before it.  

Her name is Doctor Satou and she is a Psychiatrist (capital "P") with a 

degree from Tokyo Pepsi College. I've come to her because, like I said, 

I'm worried now that there might be a secretive cabal of gentle-sex-
professionals executing revenge on me for my checkered history with 

women. Because now, apart from purging in the club bathroom, I'm also 

having piercing stomach tremors now, along with Tsunami-size 

migraines, and I seem to have developed insomnia.  

Says Doctor Satou to me, "You have an obvious substance abuse 

problem and you're dissatisfied with a job that deceives women out of 
tremendous amounts of money. I don't think the math here is that 

hard."  

The math is that hard! Trust me, the math is decidedly upper-division. 

And I flunked out of primary school because of math-e-matics, Doctor 
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Satou! Nevermind that this woman is nothing like the psychiatrists I've 

become so familiar with in movies, and nevermind that I am no less 

convinced after our appointment that she isn't trying to kill me. I've tried 

to get out, and doctor, I can't! For the life of me I can't! And for the 
death of me too! Because, you had better believe that things got 

macabre in my attempt to extricate myself from what fat Jun calls "my 

obligations." Because his melancholy at my departure was very quickly 

supplanted, readers, by an intransigent refusal (backed with all manner 

of legalese) to let me go. He raised a legal obstruction, doctor: "The 

heretofore signed thusly and so forth agrees to the remission of 
privileges and rights as pertaining to admitting documents (a), (b), and 

most significantly (c); and in so much as reading this document 

prepared by Yamamoto Yamamoto and Associates waives legal recourse 

to defense." It could just as well be in German!  

What I gathered from Jun's demonstratively putrid attitude was 

decidedly more enlightening, and in my self-pitying despair (and also in 
my desire to escape being a prisoner of Wieder Zweigenblitz) I took a 

woman's razor blade to my wrist. I, first, watched an internet video 

demonstration but obviously something went awry because this isn't a 

tale from the dead; this is decidedly and most emphatically a story of 

the damned. Nothing I've done has ever misfired so badly, and it doesn't 

take a Shakespeare of the imagination or a Kenzaburo Oe of invention to 
conceive that I, Yori Takahashi, lifetime resident of Osaka, have done 

some imbecile things in my day. In addition to a hospital bill of ten 

thousand dollars, which included what I presume is the world's longest 

and most humbling psychiatric evaluation, my stint in Genki Desu 

Hospital for attempted self-manslaughter ratcheted up my notoriety (and 

demand) as a gigolo. God!  

"You poor thing! How tremendously tragic and melodramatic an act that 
was! Let me take care of you, dear Yori, because I've never felt closer to 

you than now, darling!"—ad#@&-curling and shining example which I've 

plucked at random from the conversations that now dominate my time 

at the club.  

What's worse, thanks to this Broken Wing Syndrome business (which 

you can read all about on my blog), I'm making more money now, as a 
gimp, than I was at the top of my game, which doesn't endear me to my 

Plan To Escape. Doctor Satou, I tried to get out! Doctor Ito told me that 

I'll have cirrhosis of the liver within a year if I don't completely and 

indefatigably quit tossing them back with messed up bitches. It was his 

word! I swear on the wrinkled, syphilitic dong of the Marquis de Sade 

that he said it! I've tried to retire but my retirement party, which came 
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complete with a chocolate cake and seven liters of premium Italian ice 

cream, and for which I dressed in a replica uniform of that which 

Archduke Franz Ferdinand on the day he was shot (an inside joke and 

maybe also a sign of the crushing decadence in my life), turned into an 
"anniversary party instead, replete with above said bitches. That's right, 

readers, Jun hijacked my retirement party for his own rude purposes, 

and fate manipulated my honest courtship with death. (Although I do 

acknowledge that I only waited four minutes in my claw-foot bathtub 

before calling an ambulanza to retrieve me, because in addition to all the 

above problems and complaints I have Restless Legs Syndrome and a 
mild case of Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, which altogether makes 

waiting laborious.)  

"You were almost free! You inglorious idiot! But you didn't have the man 

meat-balls to choose a surefire means of escape, like, I don't know, a 

gun!"  

Slow down my other, more explosive self, (an interior critic whose 
intimate knowledge of me and my shortcomings I find unsettling), 

because I have discovered an escape for us. The problem was that I 

merely had ambitions to retire when what I needed was something 

grander and more luminous. So I'm done with Japan. Don't get me 

wrong, our sushi is decidedly top-shelf and our women, although 

imbalanced and clingy, are aesthetic triumphs, but I've never 
understood the Japanese culture of the gentleman gigolo. Sex I get; 

trust me that needs no profuse explanation, although if you wanted to 

explain it to me in pictures I wouldn't object. But simulated, fake, 

samizdat romance leaves me baffled. My own tireless and fraudulent 

profession leaves me utterly and unspeakably bewildered.  

I will leave this business of the Japanese gigolo to be combed over by 

the world's most eminent sociologists and cultural historians, because 
(1) I'm decidedly not suitable for the task, and (2) because I still have to 

tell you about Franz Kafka.  

Kafka was a writer, Austrian and Jewish, who had some thoroughly 

distressing paternal issues and wrote a book about a bug, or so I 

gathered from a British Internet encyclopedia article that I read. I will let 

you know well ahead of the plot-turn that I haven't read anything he 
wrote (nor do I have any intention to when I am retired), least of all the 

prophetic novel Amerika, which I found in the men's bathroom at the 

club when I go to up-chuck champagne and some blood clots. It's 

terribly clear what the effect of this book, which I did not read, has on 

me, because when I'm finished coughing up my left lung and well 

Page 43 of 70



enough to stand without holding onto the stall door, I decide that suicide 

was a stupid choice. I can so easily move to America. The land of the 

free. Sort of. Because what I understand from the crawl at the bottom of 

the TV in my apartment is that this Elysium has quite a bit of debt, 
which some commentators have called "crushing," "forbidding," and 

"wholly devastating." But I'm disproportionately opulent, so I believe my 

wealth, accumulated in the male brothels of Osaka, will make me a king 

in this democratic paradise.  

 

"My name is Yuuto." So says the man. "You are indubitably the best 
gigolo in all of Osaka, probably in all of Japan, a legend and a god, and 

from what I understand fabulously wealthy." He wants advice on being 

successful in such a patently non-traditional avocation: selling false 

affection to women for the super-low price of bottle service and a case of 

champagne. He's painfully young, his hair is impossible, and he's 

wearing something clearly from the closet of Elton John or Liberace, 
because the noob can't yet distinguish between fashion and 

flamboyance. Which is not to say that he's sweet or a homosexual, 

although two homosexuals do work at Wieder Zweigenblitz. Ah! When 

I'm roiling with self-hatred and self-disdain, I think of our resident 

homos and assuage myself with the fact that I, at least, am not doubling 

up on deceit; one serving is enough for me, thank you! I'm not 
unctuously liquoring women up and out of money, feeding them bon 

mots and pretending to lend an ear to their interminable anecdotes. 

(Most of which are about female betrayal or the unforgiveable sins of 

prior boyfriends; two of my least favorite subjects.) Honestly, I'd rather 

read a novel than suffer through these meandering therapy sessions.  

You want advice Yuuto? Don't do it. Don't! You'd be better off working in 

the rice paddies or janitoring at a public school or any other back-
busting, knee-cracking, humiliating and insufferable job than making a 

career here with the sexual riffraff of Osaka.  

At least the homos go home to inconceivable sex with their male 

partners, while I must go next door to the Midnight Plum and release my 

frustrations under the aegis of a professional. A whore. I told you at the 

beginning that Wieder Zweigenblitz sits in that district of Osaka the 
government has zoned for all that's sordid . Everyone calls it The Strip, 

and I admit that I depend on the resourcefulness of professional women.  

I've come here again tonight; although instead of f@#&*% we talk, by 

which I mean mostly I talk to this unattractive whore about the 
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innumerable injustices that have befallen me, Yori Takahashi. Because I 

was stopped at the airport gate, readers, turned around, and marched 

(that is not an overstatement!) back to Osaka. "It's slavery!" I tell the 

whore. Her name isn't important and besides I don't know it. "It's 
twentieth-century servitude! Woe! Tears!" Etcetera and so on; because 

the breaking of legal bonds and paper agreements is taken very 

seriously here, and apparently I signed something at my first intake as a 

gigolo, infinitely handing over to Jun the legal fullness of my person and 

my services as a gentleman entertainer. To which the whore responds to 

me cooingly, "Well, baby, I'd prefer to f%&@; I'm not really a listening 
doctor and I'm not that invested in your melancholic plight; so why don't 

we have you whip out that precious little red piece of yours and f@#% 

because that's what I'm good at, and that's all I'm going to do."  

 

Title graphic: "Night Service" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2013. 
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Easy to think of death these days 
while brewing tea, reading the newspapers,  

 

walking up a long hill. Years ago,  

it never would have occurred to me 

 

to obsess over the approaching end,  
a cold blade on an innocent neck.  

 

Depressing, friends would say,  

like watching a sad film at the cinema 

 

alone with one's popcorn.  
Intimate morbidity has crept 

 

into the room where the fireplace 

grows cold, constellations hover 

 

over chimneys, a book lies open 

face down on the night-table.  

On the hard ground outside,  

spent tulips shed crimson skins,  

still juicy for a time,  

even without their heads.  

In the kitchen, a half-filled kettle,  

a lifted latch on the door.  
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Most mornings, Sara wakes at six and leaves the cats lying in bed like 
folded sweaters. She steps to the kitchen, starts a kettle, and has a 

twinge for Orlando, who retained the British habit of tea. The small 

touch sets off a quiver in her mind, rippling through the sleepy stillness 

within her. Four years they've been together, and she can conjure his 

presence immediately and as achingly as those first tender weeks when 

she was still learning to love him. She imagines his dark curly hair and 
large deep-set eyes, and she sighs. The close ache settles deep, like a 

fog around her heart, concealing the love she holds for him against the 

rest of the world. There is a long day ahead, a long day before she hears 

his voice again. 

After drinking her tea, she undresses for a shower. She cups her own 

breasts the way he might. In the shower, in the mornings, she caresses 
and squeezes, shivers and trembles, until she comes in her own arms. It 

is for her and her alone, for her own relief. At night, she'll fondle herself 

in bed until she cries, and she won't have satisfaction. That is only for 

him. 

Sara dresses in a turtleneck, long skirt, and tall boots, braids her hair 

and pulls it into a bun. The cats are all awake and complaining for 
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breakfast, but Sara makes the bed first. Another of Orlando's ghosts: he 

should be in bed, asleep as she moves around the bedroom. She feeds 

the cats, then grabs her bag and puts on her coat. She leaves to catch 

the subway to school. And again in the subway, she thinks of him, 
busking in the halls. 

Once she's at school and working with the kids, she doesn't think of him; 

her focus is on teaching as she walks around the classroom helping kids 

with their art projects. At lunch, her friend Mindy asks how Orlando is 

doing on the road. The answer is the same every day--he loves the 

performances and hates everything for publicity. They've yet to break 
into the stardom their manager and label foresee. Sara is fine with that. 

She may have something to do after school, such as a meeting or some 

prep work for the next day, but she's usually home by four, when 

Orlando calls. They talk for at least thirty minutes, but it's thirty 

treasured minutes for Sara, whose ache is lessened as long as she can 

hear his voice on the phone. She is full, she is happy. Orlando sounds as 
though he's having a great time, writing new music on the bus and 

performing songs off their first album.  

For the rest of the evening, she sits uselessly at the easel, she knits, she 

plays with the cats. And then she gets in bed, and finally sleeps. 

 

One fall day, Orlando caught Sara on her cell just as she was walking 
through the door. Sara dropped her bag and coat on the floor in the 

living room and stretched herself across their bed to talk to him. "Hello, 

beautiful," he said. "How was your day?" 

"Hello, love. It was fine. Rainy, so the kids at school were full of trouble. 

Not too bad, though. Where are you today?" 

"I'm in Minneapolis. They all start to look the same after a while. John 

Lennon was right. It's just bus to hotel to car to venue, and repeat. Hey, 
when we get to New York, you should come out. We're going to be 

shooting a video for 'Last Exit.'" The song was released as the band's 

first single to little fanfare. 

"Oh, I really can't. I don't like having subs when I'm not sick." Sara also 

hated the hassle of travel and the worry that she might get lost. It would 

probably be a quick train ride, but it was catching up with him on the 
other side that scared her. She was tempted, however, by the prospect 
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of seeing Orlando sooner than she expected, and it sent a little thrill up 

the middle of her. 

"These are exciting times. We're getting a lot of buzz out of New York, 

getting played a lot." 

Sara sat up and unzipped her boots from knee to ankle. "How are you 

holding up?" 

"I've been fine. If I get in some time for writing, then all is right with the 

world. I've been able to do that during the day. I wrote a song about 

you." 

"Oh, they're not all about me?" Awkwardly, she pulled off one boot, then 
the other, and let them drop to the floor.  

"You wouldn't want that, not for some of the nasty ones. No, this is an 'I 

love you, I miss you' song. I wish you were here with me." 

"I wish I could be too." She lay back down and tried to picture him, 

lounging on a couch, wearing a hoodie and jeans, crazy curly hair upon 

his head leaning against the couch's arm. 

"You know, there will come a time when you don't have to teach, and it 

might be sooner than you think." 

"I like teaching. I can't really imagine my life changing. It's cozy the way 

it is. All I'm missing is you at home." 

"Ah, but me at home doesn't get you the style to which I want you to 

become accustomed." 

Sara laughed. "I'm fine with my style now. All I want is you." 

"But we can be together if you leave your job and come on the road with 

me." 

"It would be such a disruption to my life. And who will take care of the 

cats?" 

"Oh, we can get a house sitter to watch the cats and all that. I miss you 

so much. Will you at least think of coming when we go to New York?" 

"Maybe a short trip. I can't stay out and play with you too long." 
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They were quiet for a moment, just listening to each other's silence.  

"Lando?" she said. 

"Yes, love." 

"Do you think this is all going to work?" 

She heard him draw in a long breath and exhale. "I think so. I would 

never say that to anyone else, but I think we're going to be big." 

"Are you scared?" 

Again, he hesitated, and Sara could almost see the thoughtful 

expression on his face. "A little bit. It's just unknown. I don't want it to 

change me." 

"What you are doesn't change. You have to remember who you are. And 

you will as long as I'm around." 

"I hope you're right, love." 

"I worry that you're going to get famous and you'll have all these 

women..." 

"Hey, you're the only one I want. I mean it, Sara. I miss you." Sara's 
throat drew tight and she felt the prickle of tears. "I want this. It's the 

only thing that I know how to do. But I'd be a dishwasher if it meant 

keeping you." 

"I would never ask it of you." 

 
She went to New York. She took a long weekend that included Friday 
and Monday so she wouldn't miss too much school. But it all exploded 

over the weekend. On Friday, there was a late night talk show 

appearance. Then everybody was suddenly talking about the band, for 

reasons that Sara didn't understand. The public was like the ocean, large 

and unforgiving, prone to its own moods and foreign ways, and Sara 

suddenly became aware of the danger of drowning, of Orlando's 

drowning without realizing he was in trouble. On Saturday before the 
scheduled concert, they went out for lunch and to see the town, and 

they were interrupted no fewer than a dozen times. 
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He loved it, smiling and signing autographs and taking pictures as Sara 

stood off to one side. She felt odd and separate. She could never do 

what Orlando was doing. But she never wanted to do it, either. The 

thought of being in the spotlight was abhorrent to her; in school, she 
hated having her work subjected to critiques. Then she realized, like it or 

not, she was there with him, being The Wife. Her life wasn't The Wife's. 

On one occasion, she kept walking, pretending that she didn't see 

Orlando being stopped, and walked on. A block down, she stopped and 

closed her eyes, lowered her head as though alone on the street, 

wondering what she was doing. Then she looked up and turned to see 
Orlando jogging to catch up to her. 

He always found her. After the show, she went back to the hotel, citing 

her early night habits and a headache, and she silently suffered a 

desperate need to be alone. She fell asleep with the light on. Orlando 

came in around midnight. She heard him go into the bathroom. She lay 

in bed dozing, listening while he took a shower. His showers were always 
quick, five minutes or so. She heard the water turn off and listened to 

the toilet flush. The fan went off. She tingled in anticipation and he 

didn't disappoint. She felt the pressure at the end of the bed, his 

climbing up and pulling the covers away from her. This was a favorite 

game of theirs. She allowed him to pull off her nightshirt while her eyes 

remained closed. When he slid into her, her eyes opened and locked on 
his, not letting go until after she came. 

Afterward, they lay spooning together, and Sara said, "Lando?" 

"Yes, love." 

"This thing seems huge. The fame and all the performing." 

"Yes, love." 

"But I love you so much that it scares me. Other people are going to 

want a piece of you because you're the most beautiful, most talented 
person I know." 

"I don't think that will change," he remarked. He shifted and put his 

nose in the hollow of her collarbone. "There's nothing in question here, is 

there?" 

"I'm ordinary. I can't even paint a simple portrait right now." 
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He laughed and kissed her shoulder. "Darling, I'm not all that great. And 

I love you and everything you do, even if you're having a tough time." 

They were quiet for a while until he said, "This is a job. It is. And I like 

my job." 

"You get lost in it." 

"Yes... but I can't choose otherwise." 

"You said you'd be a dishwasher for me." 

"You said you'd never ask it." 

 

The video shoot came and went. It was posted on YouTube, and then it 
went viral. At lunch one day, Sara was in the teachers' lounge as 

another teacher, Brianna, was sitting at the computer and said, "Hey, 

have you guys seen this video?" Sara was still munching on an apple, 

but she gathered around with the other teachers to see what Brianna 

was bringing up. And there was Orlando and his bandmates. Sara 

backed away and quietly returned to her seat. Mindy came into the 
lounge and saw the video that was playing. She said, "Hey, Sara, isn't 

that your husband?" 

Sara blushed as the other teachers started talking at once, asking 

questions about the video, about the band, about Orlando, about their 

relationship. Sara answered with short sentences, threw away her lunch, 

and escaped back to the art classroom. Brianna had said, and it stuck, 
"Wow, aren't you jealous? He's going to have all kinds of women after 

him." 

Some part of her had answered no. She believed in Orlando. But it 

wasn't really the fans that worried her. It was all the other women that 

he was going to have close contact with while working--models and 

actresses in the videos, journalists, radio deejays. But this was an 

occupational hazard. This was life. Even as a dishwasher, he'd have the 
opportunity to meet and flirt with other women. Someone would admire 

him for doing a good job and stroke his ego. Even if he weren't in public, 

that could still happen. That made her feel a little better. 

At lunches, Sara noticed it wasn't just her and Mindy anymore. She was 

surrounded by new faces who'd invited themselves to their table. The 

talk turned to what their husbands did, and Sara saw immediately where 
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this was going. "And we know what Sara's husband does," Brianna said, 

and the others giggled. "Sara, what's it like to come home to that? Must 

be exciting." 

"I don't get to come home to him right now. He's on the road," Sara 
replied, starting to gather up her lunch trash. 

"How did you meet?" "In the subway. He was playing guitar." 

"That's so cute!" 

"I guess." 

Sara threw away her trash and went out to help at recess. Brianna 

hadn't said much to her in the previous year, and Sara wasn't granting 
space for intrusion by people who suddenly became friendly after 

Orlando had some success. She wouldn't let herself be fooled. 

 

Sara was monitoring a class of second-graders who were working on 

family portraits for the upcoming open house where their parents could 

see and take home their children's drawings. Across the room, she 
heard, "Ew, Jacob!" followed by, "I'm telling!" Sara rounded a corner and 

did a double take. Although Jacob was trying to cover up the drawing 

with his arms, Sara could see that he had sketched his family in the 

nude. "Emma, sit down, please. Jacob, we can't draw people with no 

clothes on in school, okay? A lot of great artists did it, and you can when 

you're older. But I need you to draw your family with clothes on, okay?" 

Sara took the drawing from underneath his reluctant arms and fetched a 

fresh sheet of paper for him. Sara wasn't sure if he was going to cry, but 

she watched him until he picked up another crayon. Sara tucked the first 

drawing into her bag. 

On the way home, she thought about it some more and hoped that 

Jacob hadn't learned the wrong thing from all of it. Of course artists had 

been rendering the nude human form for thousands of years. She smiled 
as she recalled that she drew nudes, too, and had some of Orlando that 

the world at large would now undoubtedly find interesting. She didn't 

want to make Jacob feel ashamed of nudity, his or anyone else's. And 

she was in the odd position of having to censor what was natural, 

especially, maybe, in a household like his, where he had three brothers. 

But it was also her duty to teach the children what was socially 
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acceptable, and nudity in a second-grade classroom was not appropriate, 

partly because of the responses of children like Emma, who might in 

turn go home and tell her parents what she saw. Sara wondered if she 

would be hearing from parents the next day. 

She did; Jacob's mom called. She didn't appreciate Sara telling her son 

that nudity was not appropriate because the human body is beautiful 

and natural, and her family practiced naturism. Sara told her that she 

had respect for the home, but she was in a bad position because of the 

other children and their parents. She offered to send the picture home 

with Jacob so he could finish it there, which the mother liked. Still, Sara 
worried a bit that she might have dampened Jacob's spirits, which would 

be a shame since he was quite a bit more advanced than his peers. 

Sara went home that evening and reviewed some of her nude studies of 

Orlando: lying in bed with his back to her; sitting spread-eagle on the 

floor; standing arms akimbo, just out of the shower. She drew them a 

few years ago in a fury of driven creativity one afternoon when she was 
still in school, and it surprised her, the energy and personality that she'd 

managed to capture. He looked pleased with himself and uninhibited, 

just as he usually did when it was only the two of them in their secret 

world. She missed him in his easy, teasing nakedness and she wondered 

if there would be rainy Sundays like that again. 

 

She told Orlando about Jacob and his mom on the phone, but he was 

already irritable. She meant it to be a funny story, but he said, "Well, 

that doesn't seem right." 

"How would I explain it to the other parents? Or to the students?" 

"You Americans are so uptight about nudity. The human body is natural-

-" 

"Don't you think that's a little tired, the puritanical Americans line? 
Nudity is not appropriate in a school setting." 

"Christ, Sara, you're an artist. You trained as one. You know better than 

all this. This poor kid--" 

"Hey, this isn't my failing here. His mother knows that other people don't 

do this. She's making her kid an activist." "Well, she's going to have that 
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talk with him now, thanks to the intolerant teacher who's squelching his 

creativity and his family's beliefs." 

"Never mind. God." 

"Never mind nothing. You're compromising yourself and everything you 
went to school for." 

Sara said nothing, hating him a little bit for this conversation. 

"You're done talking, then?" he said. 

She stayed quiet, trying not to cry, feeling as if she were in trouble 

without knowing what the hell had happened. 

"Fine. I'll talk to you tomorrow." 

And he was gone before she could respond. Not that she would have 

responded. It was just supposed to be a funny story. It was an awkward 

situation. Sara felt cracked open, raw, ragged. It was a split between 

them; a chasm opened where she couldn't tell his mind and that made 

him feel very far away. One of the cats crawled up onto her lap and she 

tossed her off onto the floor. She wasn't in the mood for love. She 
looked around the room and had traitorous thoughts. It wouldn't be all 

that different if he weren't around anymore. Some clothes of his were 

still hanging in the closet, and socks and underwear of his were in the 

drawers. But nothing was out on the top of the dresser or nightstand. He 

wasn't here. He valued his career more than his marriage. And he made 

her struggles feel small, the tribulations of a schoolchild who has a test 
in a subject all the adults have already mastered. She hated it. She was 

no child. Why would he scold her as one? She managed well enough on 

her own. She got herself out of scrapes, just like she did with Jacob. It 

was harder for her than it was for most people, she thought, but she did 

it anyway. She kept moving, and she could do it with or without him, 

without his supervision.  

But as the night wore on, and she went through the motions of watching 
TV and knitting, doing a little sketching, her earlier thoughts struck her 

as betrayals. He might have just had a rough day. And that was 

marriage, wasn't it? The weathering of moods and snappings and bad 

days? Wouldn't it be unfair to judge everything on one bad day? Sara 

got up, feeling a little stupid, and opened the closet. His clothes no 

longer smelled like him, the way they did when they were dating, 
because now they lived together, and his smell had melded with hers. 
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Her nose was now used to it. She wanted more than anything to smell 

his scent, the way she could when he was here.  

At the end of the night, she cried and threw her leg on his side of the 

bed. 

After midnight, her cell rang. Sara dashed out of bed to get the phone 

and stubbed her toe against the doorframe. Orlando. "Darling, I love 

you. I thought about you all night. Sorry to wake you." 

"I love you too. Stubbed my toe and it really hurts." 

"Oh, I'm sorry, darling. I just didn't want you to wake up in a bad mood. 

I'll let you get back to bed." 

"Okay, love." 

After she hung up, it occurred to Sara that he hadn't actually apologized. 

 

When Sara walked into the lounge the next day, there was a gaggle 

around the computer, Brianna in control once again. Sara set down her 

bag and kept her eyes on the table, away from the computer screen. 
The others noticed her and dispersed, retreating to corners of the room. 

Brianna came over and said, "Sara, have you seen the photos?" 

"What are you talking about?" 

In spite of her better judgment, she got up and went to the computer. 

There were photos of Orlando in a club. The flush of pleasure at 

unexpectedly seeing his face drained from her when she looked closer. 
He was standing very close to a blonde woman dressed in black. They 

were both holding drinks. Orlando was leaning in to her. There were 

photos of them laughing, Orlando's head thrown back in a guffaw. Her 

heart pounded: she could feel her hands shaking. This couldn't be what 

it looked like. It couldn't. Her vision narrowed. She looked again. He was 

kissing her. She was touching a hand to his stomach. Sara went to her 

bag for her phone. She had to know. She called Orlando. No answer. 
She didn't leave a voicemail.  

When she got home, she tried calling him again, and this time she 

reached him. "Orlando, what are those pictures?" 
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"What pictures?" 

"You and a blonde woman standing in a club. You were kissing her. Does 

that jog your memory?" 

"I was not kissing her. I promise you. I would never." 

"Go look at TMZ and tell me you're not." 

"I swear to you, Sara. I didn't kiss anyone." 

"Who is she?" 

"Probably the photographer I met. She wants to do a shoot with the 

band. She's nothing else." 

"Do you know how embarrassing it is for me to have pictures like that on 
the Internet?" 

"I'm looking at them now. It was a professional conversation. It was 

loud in the club--I couldn't hear her. The one where it looks like we're 

kissing is just the angle and an unfortunate face I was making." 

"How am I supposed to explain that? They were all looking at those 

pictures when I went into the lounge today. They were feeling sorry for 
me because you were such a bastard." 

"You can't pay attention to what other people think." 

"This is my life! It's not just this. This is symbolic of the whole fucking 

thing." 

"This is my life too! This is what I do. All I can do is swear to you that I 

never hurt you. All I can do is ask for your trust." 

"This is too hard. What am I supposed to think?" 

"It isn't going to get any easier." His voice was hoarse, tired. 

"I don't know if I can live with this. I wanted a quiet life. Your world's 

not quiet."  

"Sara, don't. Please don't. It's not rational." 

"I want it to be rational." 
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"We can make it a quieter life. We can buy a house now, get out of the 

city. You don't have to teach if you don't want to. We can be in a remote 

little town where people don't care who we are." 

"That's more complications. It's not simple." 

"What right do you have to simple? Even if I weren't going through all 

this, getting recognized and being photographed, you'd have no 

guarantee of a life free from complication." 

"I have no control over any of this. I want some measure of a normal 

life." 

"What did you think would happen when you married me? Didn't you 
know that you'd be married to a musician who'd be successful? Did you 

ever believe it?" 

"Of course I did." They were both hanging by the thread of the silence.  

Orlando said, "I can't give you what you want, Sara. But I can't believe 

that you'd give up on us because it's a hard adjustment. None of this is 

me." 

"I know." 

"Does it make any difference to you that this is beyond my dreams, to 

be doing what I'm doing right now?" 

"Of course it does." 

They were each quiet again. Then Orlando said, "I don't know what else 

to say, other than I want you with me." 

"I know." 

They hung up, and Sara lay in bed with the cats. She wondered if she 

were being ungrateful. But it was her life to choose as well, and she was 

startled that she could choose to change it. Break up with Orlando, and 

it all went back to quiet and slow. The thought caused her tears, but this 

way of life? The interruptions and always the sense of being watched, 

not by the public, because paparazzi didn't care about her, but being 
watched by the people she knew. She was fine with fading into the 

background and being under everyone's radar. Only in that was there 

true freedom. Only in the periphery was she comfortable. 
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But there was Orlando, sweet Orlando. She had no doubt about her love 

for him, but he wasn't here, and wasn't likely to be here much in the 

next few years. She could join him on the road, but she shuddered at 

that thought, too. Never having an anchor of home would make her 
crazy. She hated traveling anyway, and being with him on the road 

meant traveling for months at a time. And there was the sense of being 

a distraction. He worked a lot on the road; he was busy writing songs 

and collaborating and promoting the album. 

She got out of bed and sat at the easel in the corner of the bedroom. A 

study in the style of Picasso's Blue Period, her own figure was in the 
foreground with her eyes cast down, swathed in a blanket. Orlando 

stood in the background likewise swathed, gazing up at the sky. She 

made a guttural sound of disgust at such obvious symbolism. 

She got up again and propped herself in the stuffed chair with pencils 

and a sketchpad. She started drawing scenes of their life together, 

recreating them in her mind's eye and then on the page in grays and 
whites and blacks, in the style of a graphic novel. She drew quickly. 

Their first meeting: she was coming home late from working in the 

studio, taking her usual train home. But this time in the tunnel 

connecting the junction of the subway stations, there was a busker 

sitting on the floor with his guitar case open in front of him, playing and 

singing deeply, with his eyes closed.  

Sara the Meek, Sara the Shy, Sara the Cautious, stood near him and 

watched the singer who could belt soulfully and echo it all the way down 

the connecting hall. He opened his eyes just in time to see her striped 

kneesock slip down to her thin ankle, and she saw him notice it. He 

looked up to her face as he finished the song. People were still filing in 

behind her. 

Sara spoke first. "You have an amazing voice." 

"Thank you," he answered, gazing at her curious face. 

"What's your name?" 

"Orlando." 

Something drove her forward, some whisper of intuition that, for once, 

she was listening to. "Do you want to get a cup of coffee?" 
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He considered it for a moment, and smiled and shrugged. "Sure." He 

scraped up the money in the case and stuffed it in his pocket before 

nestling his guitar in and locking up. "What's your name?" he asked as 

they walked down the corridor together. 

"Sara. I'm an art student." 

She drew when they decided to get married, sliding into it with ease. In 

the spring, about six months after they met, Orlando asked if she would 

marry him, just as a favor? Sara had laughed at him as they walked 

down the street to the apartment that they still shared. It was snowing 

fat, heavy flakes, and the weather was gray and dingy and had been for 
more than a week. Once they got back to the apartment and took off 

their wet coats, Orlando drew Sara into a hard hug and said, "How about 

marrying me because I don't want to live without you ever again?" 

Sara pulled back and looked at him, and he was smiling shyly. "Yes, that 

I'll do," she answered. Within the week, they stood in a judge's 

chambers and were married with only their best friends in attendance. 

Sara drew the expression of Orlando's face, the tentative, questioning 

look after he'd posed the question to her the second time. 

She drew his early real gigs, after he graduated from the subway 

busking, back when she never missed a show, no matter how late it 

went. And she drew the jubilation always on his face after performing. 

She stayed awake all night, drinking tea and drawing. At one point, she 
put on her iPod and listened to his album. Hearing his voice sparked her, 

made her belly tingle. At seven a.m., she called in to the substitute 

service to request a sub. All around her on the floor were these scenes 

of life. Two of the cats were lying on some of them. Her fingers were 

covered in graphite. She knew the choice to be made, and she knew 

what the choice would be. 

 

Title graphic: "Across the Platform" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2013. 
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"What a strange clock," I say aloud 
as I carry my daughter with her dangling yo-yo 

                                           tangling around my legs  

and swinging too close to the parked cars,  

              unruly pendulum.  

 

When I put her down on the sidewalk, she pulls yo-yo along 
                                            walking the dog 

string coiling up and uncoiling again behind her 

                            catching her left heel occasionally.  
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Like pounded rice I lie on the floor in the back, only breathing. Mr. Wong 
is always angry. I stand and smooth my dress over my thighs. It is still 

day outside. He does not look at me as I leave. 

Prices have dropped on leather this month and I walk down to the 

market to see. I run a business selling wallets, purses, some necklaces. 

Mr. Yang is my employee and some people spread rumors that I do not 

treat him with sufficient respect but this is a lie. 

Sometimes it gets hard for me to breathe outside. I don't like to stop, 

people will notice, but I slow down, and breathe as deeply as I can, 

focusing on the path of my footsteps.  

The government man smiles at me near the market and I perform my 

greeting as my ancestors did. It is hot today.  

Prices have not dropped enough for me. I haggle but I only buy a small 
piece. I need tea. I drink it standing. When I first did this it upset the tea 

man. He said, sit, sit, but I would not. Sometimes I switch tea shops.  

They say the emperor is far away but I say he is close. I say we hold 

him in our hands.  
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"Only that?" says Mr. Yang when I hand him the leather. 

"Too expensive today," I say. 

'Where is my money?" he says. 

"I paid you yesterday, Mr. Yang." 

"Electricity going up." 

"Yes." 

"You need a husband," he says. 

"I'll pick up the other purse tomorrow," I say. 

Mr. Yang is very good. Before I hired two women but their work was not 

as good. Mr. Yang does high quality work and he lives modestly. 

To be honest I do not like leather very much, though I have learned a lot 

about it. 

I am a resident of the city of Shanghai. I have never left China. Though I 

could have. I did not want to. Perhaps I was afraid to leave my city. I 

know how to keep my head down, to "keep my nose to the grindstone." 

Some people say Westerners are stupid, that they have not had to suffer 
like China and so they are stupid. This is not how I see it. What I see in 

their eyes is time. They have a very different clock. 

 

I wake up one hour before sunrise every morning, even in winter, and 

do some exercises. I like to drink very cold water, I keep my refrigerator 

very cold, even in winter. I have small breasts but I have learned to like 
them. I do not know if I will ever have children. When I was twenty I got 

pregnant and had an abortion.  

I am thirty-one years old. 

 

Shanghai is an interesting city. I am glad I live here. When I was a girl I 

wanted to be a painter. I have been to Beijing and Xian and Hong Kong 
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but they do not have the light of my city. Perhaps when I am old I will 

paint. In watercolor. 

 

My mother is dead. She has been dead for five years. I visit my father 
once a week. My father and mother separated when I was very young. 

For a while he had a girlfriend, but he no longer does. I make dinner at 

my apartment and bring it to him for us to eat together. 

 

Many women my age in Shanghai now want to marry foreigners, though 

not all admit it. They mean wealthy foreigners, of course. But we are 
spoiled. But then, so are the men my age, and some older men, most of 

them an only child.  

In Shanghai, I have learned that business is part of time. Each day 

marks your body and your mind, and the nation of China. I was taught 

as a girl that China is both bigger than the borders on the map, and 

smaller. Like the ancient silk merchants, we know here how to wait, and 
how to seize opportunity the way you can seize a man around his throat, 

before anyone notices. 

But when I have a hard time breathing I worry that I am wrong, that 

this is not true. I worry that I am missing something about the 

connection between business and time, that I do not understand 

something vital.  

I was in the plaza last month and I saw an American stand on a concrete 

post and shout in Mandarin, "May China live one thousand years!" and 

the young people around him all smiled and cheered. Foreigners do 

many strange things. 

I like to listen to the American singer Tom Waits. I like his scratchy 

voice. Why don't Chinese men have voices like Tom Waits? I know I am 

foolish. 

 

Mr. Wong is angry for many reasons. He lost face nine months ago. He 

was introducing a man from Switzerland to one of his acquaintances 

here in Shanghai and the two men did not get along. The Swiss man was 

unusually arrogant, but then so was Mr. Wong's acquaintance. They 
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should have gotten along. I was drinking with them and the Swiss man 

kept saying, in Mandarin, "bottoms up" and so we all had to drink. I 

handle my liquor well but even I was getting a little drunk. Then the 

Swiss man wanted to talk to Mr. Wong's acquaintance alone, though 
they had some trouble communicating, and when they came back they 

were both very angry.  

After that a government man came to visit Mr. Wong. He paid an extra 

bribe but the government man wanted more.  

I did not want to give Mr. Wong some of my money. Let him hatch his 

own chicks. 

 

Pornography has grown more popular in Shanghai but I find I do not like 

it much. I am a little embarrassed by it, but that is not why I do not like 

it. I do not know why I do not like it. 

A lover of mine wanted to watch it with me one time and I agreed, but it 

made me bored. That and something else. I know I am a bit unusual, 
but I am good with people. Something bothered me about the 

pornography, not because I found it obscene or disgusting. The people 

were handsome and it was well photographed. Again it had something to 

do with time.  

I wonder what Confucius would say about pornography videos. Some 

young people say Confucius was a "tight ass," but he understood 
business, like I do. I wish I could meet him. But I know I am foolish. 

 

Today I decided to travel. An acquaintance of mine told me prices are 

very low in Saigon for many things, and I have decided to fly there. I 

have never been to Vietnam. I thought about bringing a friend but I 

have decided to go alone. I have paid a young woman to watch over my 

two businesses while I am gone. I believe she will work hard. We will 
see. 

 
I feel something about my city now. Now that I am gone for a few days 

part of me has started to recognize what it is.  
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I have read that the first silk traders began going West about three 

thousand years ago. I think they must have felt a little like me, eager to 

see what would happen, and a little afraid to leave home. I wonder if 

property prices went up when the silk traders started to return with their 
gold. They must have. 

I think the light is changing. Is that possible? I remember the quality of 

the light when I was a girl. It does not seem the same to me now. 

Perhaps in Saigon I will buy a paintbrush. 

 

There are some things you can only say in your mind. Have you felt this 
way before? I know I am a practical person, as I should be. I work hard. 

But why would this be, if I am right? How can light change? Do not tell 

me I do not remember it correctly. I remember. It is getting bluer. 

 

In Saigon I cannot breathe. I do not like some of the smells. It smells 

different. Now I am the foreigner. I stay in a small hotel that was 
recommended to me. Inside I feel a bit like a little girl again. I want to 

run down the street, excited. But I walk.  

Some of my girlfriends are cynical now. They talk a big game. But I 

remember how lucky we are. My ancestors would have had to ride a 

horse for weeks to reach Saigon. And some Chinese people still travel 

this way. 

 

"I have many good paintbrushes," says the merchant, in English. 

"That one," I tell him. I do not even haggle. Its handle is made of bone. 

 

Title graphic: "Bluer" Copyright © The Summerset Review 2013. 
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Couples falling apart. 
Couples coming together, 

and then falling apart. A 
new lease on life for a 

divorcee mourning the 

loss of her marriage. 
Guilt. Sadness. Renewal. 

Happiness. Death. Life. 
These are all stories of 

the everyday person, and 
these are facets found in 

the human condition—the 
stuff, to put it lightly, we 

see every day. But these 
everyday occurrences 

seem, well, not so every 
day in the hands of scribe 

Jean Ryan.  

 

 

 

 

 

In her new work of short stories entitled Survival 

Skills, Ryan is not only a gifted wordsmith but a 
skilled anthropologist, creating, analyzing, and 

pulling apart at the cross section of each character: 
their thoughts, their fears, their triumphs.  

 
In Survival Skills, characters are paralyzed 

physically and emotionally, taking their hurt of the 
past as scars into the future. Depressing? Not in this 

case. Though not always sunshine and rainbows, 
Ryan's writing is honest and hopeful, tinged with 

compassion and the sense that there is always 
tomorrow, no matter what today brings. This 

combination of reality and humility is few and far 
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between in today's fiction, and it is impeccable in 

Survival Skills.  
 

Ryan calls frequently to nature and the natural 
world in her stories. In "Greyhound," a woman 

adopts a dog to help heal her troubled partner; in "A 
Sea Change,"—one of two stories in the collection 

first published by The Summerset Review—a 
relationship goes awry when one member's oceanic 

discoveries begin to take priority over her partner; 
"Migration" finds a divorcee adopted by a Canada 

goose, just when she needed a friend. The natural 
world isn't always predictable (nor is life), but it still 

finds a way to exist.  
 

All in all, Ryan writes that human life does go on, 

that it must go on. Survival Skills reveals that the 
world is sometimes painful, but always beautiful.  
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A. Anupama is a U.S.-born, Indian-American poet 
and translator whose work has appeared in The Bitter 

Oleander, Monkeybicycle, The Alembic, Numéro Cinq 
Magazine, and other publications. She received her 

MFA in writing from Vermont College of Fine Arts in 

2012. She lives in Nyack, New York. 
anuamaran@mac.com  

 

 

 

Stacey Clemence lives with her husband 

in Cleveland, where she works as a 
software tester. This is her first published 

work. sclemence927@gmail.com  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Robin Wyatt Dunn lives in The Town of the 
Queen of the Angels, El Pueblo de la Reina de 

Los Angeles, in Echo Park. He is thirty-three 
years old. settdigger@gmail.com  

 

 

John G. Gorman's work has appeared in 
Monkeybicycle, Hunger Mountain, Boston 

Literary Magazine, The Rose & Thorn, and 
elsewhere. His debut novel, Shades of Luz, is 

published by All Things That Matter Press. He 

holds an MFA in Creative Writing from Pacific 
University. jgorm22@hotmail.com  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wendy Elizabeth Ingersoll is a retired piano 
teacher. Publications include River, Farm; Grace 

Only Follows (first prize, 2010 National Federation of 
Press Women Contest; finalist, Drake University 

2012 Emerging Writer); and Tales of Silver Hill: My 
Father’s Voice. She's won numerous local poetry 

contests. wendyei7@verizon.net  
 

 

Jason Martinez has published fiction in The 
Harvard Review. He is working on his debut novel, 

The Charles Dickens After School Commiseration 
Club, and his first Kickstarter project. 

martjdigital@gmail.com  
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Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have 
appeared in Partisan Review, The Nation, The New 

Yorker, and elsewhere. For more information, 

including free e-books, his essay titled Magic, Illusion 
and Other Realities and a complete bibliography, 

please visit his website. www.simonperchik.com  
 

 

Donna Pucciani, has published poetry in the U.S., 
Europe, Australia and Asia in journals such as 

International Poetry Review, The Pedestal, Shi Chao 
Poetry, Spoon River Poetry, Journal of the American 

Medical Association, and Christianity and Literature. Her 
work has been translated into Italian, Chinese and 

Japanese. Her books include The Other Side of Thunder, 

Jumping Off the Train, Chasing the Saints, and To Sip 
Darjeeling at Dawn. She has won awards from the 

Illinois Arts Council and other places. 
dpucciani@yahoo.com  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nahid Rachlin's publications include a memoir, Persian 
Girls (Penguin), four novels, and a collection of short 

stories, Veils (City Lights). Her individual short stories 
have appeared in more than fifty magazines, including The 

Virginia Quarterly Review, Prairie Schooner, Redbook, and 
Shenandoah. One of her stories was adopted by 

Symphony Space and was aired on NPR. Her work has 
been translated into Portuguese, Polish, Dutch, Arabic, and 

Persian. Awards and grants she has received include the 
Bennet Cerf Award, PEN Syndicated Fiction Project Award, 

and a National Endowment for the Arts grant. 
www.nahidrachlin.com  

 

 

Tim Suermondt is the author of two full-length 
collections: Trying to Help the Elephant Man Dance (The 

Backwaters Press, 2007 ) and Just Beautiful from New 
York Quarterly Books, 2010. He has published poems in 

Poetry, The Georgia Review, Blackbird, Able Muse, 
Prairie Schooner, PANK, Bellevue Literary Review and 

Stand Magazine (U.K.) and has poems forthcoming in 
Gargoyle, Lunch Ticket and Zymbol, among others. He 

lives in Brooklyn with his wife, the poet Pui Ying Wong. 

allampoet@earthlink.net  
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