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Welcome Readers,  

 

  We here at the HCE Review are, quite simply, thrilled and delighted with this 

edition. The quantity and quality of submissions has been outstanding this quarter. The last 

few weeks have been enjoyable and challenging as we made our final selections. It’s true: 

there is a reader or viewer for every piece of art that is created, because someone somewhere 

will relate to that creation. Our imaginations have no limitation. Unfortunately, we are 

limited in the real world by that which is measurable: time. This limitation, however, is not 

the end. Time may be measurable, but it brings with it the excitement of possibility: the 

possibility of a future, and the benefit of hindsight. The craft of writing, of creating art, is 

time consuming; but all art benefits from time. Art, in all its forms, is a form of time 

navigation. Art is the greatest enabler of time travel we have. To cross the time barrier, 

however briefly, is to cross a threshold between reality and imagination. And it is the 

imagination that allows us respite in a world that continually increases the speed of time. 

We are 24/7, and sometimes we need to stop time, even if it is only for that five minutes it 

takes to read a poem. Those five minutes immersed in art will replay, and will create its own 

time as it opens up the imagination, and the possibilities to all that was impossible only 

moments before.  

  We are overjoyed to share with you a never before published poem from Jane 

Urquhart. ‘Lincolnshire 1985’ brings us back in time, and assures us that time is essential to 

the process of writing and creation, as much as it is to reading. It has been a long time since 

Urquhart has last published a poem, ten years, she has assured us. So to share this treasure 

with you, Dear Reader is an utter joy. We are beyond excited to feature Dan Sheehan in this 

edition. Dan undertook his MFA at UCD. His recently published debut novel, Restless Souls, 

is an amazing, tortuous story that will make you think, laugh, and most importantly feel. It 

is fantastic to be able to share Dan’s writing process and tips in his interview with Justine 

Carbery.  

  Time can do many things for the reader, and the writer, and I invite you, Dear 

Reader, to take a time travel jaunt between our pages, to stop time, even if only for a minute. 

And savour the possibilities you begin to imagine. 

 

Amy Gaffney, 

HCE Review Co-Editor in Chief 
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Featured Interview: Justine Carbery in 
conversation with Dan Sheehan 
 

Firstly, congratulations on the publication of 

Restless Souls. Do you want to tell us a little bit 

about how this book came about? 

Well I started the book in this beautiful little 

wooden library attached to Sierra Nevada College 

in Lake Tahoe (on the Nevada-California border) 

back in the summer of 2014. My then-girlfriend, 

now-wife was teaching there for a week and they 

were kind enough to let me idle in the space while 

she was off educating young minds.  

From the beginning I knew that I wanted to write 

about the Siege of Sarajevo—the longest sustained assault on a capital city in the 

history of modern warfare—and the lives of those trapped within its borders during 

those four terrible years in the early-to-mid 1990s. But I also wanted to explore the 

terrible grief and fracture felt by young Irish men when one of their own commits 

suicide. Trying to blend these two disparate ideas into a cohesive and affecting 

narrative, one that was informed and empathetic and, I hope, compelling, was a 

challenge, but one I ultimately found incredibly rewarding.    

I researched and wrote Restless Souls in fits and starts for the next couple of years, 

sometimes late at night after a shift in the bar where I worked, sometimes at the 

crack of dawn before an office job began, until my agent and I were ready to send 

the novel out into the world.  

 

We met while doing the MFA in UCD Dublin. Your stories enthralled us all. They 

ranged from mythical tales to documenting the Celtic Tiger Boom and Bust, from 

lads on a night out to an unlucky lift on the N11, all laugh-out loud funny and 

heart-breaking at the same time. Did you find doing the MFA helped to focus 

your writing?  
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That’s very kind of you to say. The MFA at UCD really was invaluable to me. Being 

surrounded by talented, like-minded people who are passionate about writing and 

insightful in their critiques of their peers’ work is a rare and precious thing. That 

energized creativity is infectious, and definitely spurred me on to produce work that 

I would have put on the long finger otherwise. On top of that, I think we were 

particularly lucky with the faculty we had access to. James, Eilís, Frank, and Mary 

were always so generous with their time and advice; seeing how invested they were 

in our development as writers and as people meant, and still means, a lot to me.  

 

You moved to New York shortly after completing the MFA. How has living and 

working in New York impacted your writing?  

It’s hard to know. I love the pace of New York, but everyone works like a demon in 

order to keep the lights on and that can make it tricky to set aside time to actually 

write. I don’t get enough sleep, which can’t help either. Having said all that, there 

are more opportunities for aspiring writers here than 

perhaps anywhere else in the world; more agents, 

more editors, more magazines and reading series and 

fellowships, and being closer to all of that gives you a 

strengthening sense of community.  

 

Do you have a writing regime? How do you access 

your creative ideas? 

God, I wish I did. I’m great with deadlines, but terrible 

when left accountable to only myself, so any 

productive writing routine gets tossed aside up as soon 

as I hit ‘send.’ Similarly, when I settle on an idea, and 

get the first few pages of a new project down, I can 

usually motor along at a decent clip; but until that 

point comes, it’s like trying to drag a shopping trolley 

out of a river.  
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What writers/books have influenced you?  

Dialogue is pretty important to how I write fiction, and I’ve always loved gallows 

humour and lyrical shite-talk, so I think that Irish playwrights have probably had 

the greatest influence on my work. Mark O’Rowe’s Terminus, Marina Carr’s Portia 

Coughlin, Brian Friel’s Faith Healer, Martin McDonagh’s Leenane Trilogy, and Eugene 

O’Neill’s The Iceman Cometh and Long Day’s Journey Into Night were all game 

changers for me.    

 

Any tips for aspiring writers? 

Buddy up. By that I mean find someone who is also hungry to get more written but 

susceptible, like most of us are, to procrastination. Decide on how many words 

you’re going to send each other at the same time each week, and set an ALL CAPS 

repeat alarm on your phone to make sure you do it. Maybe this is poor advice, and 

true motivation should come from within, but it’s something that’s worked for me in 

the past. I compare it to running; generally, if it’s a cold, drizzly February evening, 

the only way I’ll force myself to put on my gear and leave the house is if I’ve 

arranged to meet someone. A mixture of obligation and shared suffering, that’s the 

key.  

 

Do you have a busy time ahead with the publication of Restless Souls 

approaching?  

There’ll certainly be a few hectic weeks between now and the summer. I work full-

time in Manhattan so trying to balance that with the promotion and travel required 

at the time of a book’s release will be tricky, but that’s what painfully loud alarm 

clocks and patchy airport wifi are for I suppose.  

 

Are you working on something new at the moment? 

I’m working on a new novel about a group of estranged siblings returning to an 

island community off the west coast of Ireland in order to bury their cult leader 

father. It’s still in its early stages but I’m excited to be writing something new and 

trying to figure out how it’s all going to play out.  
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Featured Poet: Jane Urquhart 
 

Jane Urquhart lives in Northumberland County, 

Ontario, with her husband, artist Tony Urquhart, 

and in the past three decades she has spent a 

portion of each year in Ireland. She is the author of 

eight internationally acclaimed novels, among them 

The Whirlpool, which received Le prix du meilleur 

livre étranger in France; Away, winner of the 

Trillium Award, The Underpainter, winner of the 

Governor General’s Award and a finalist for The 

Orange Prize in the UK, and The Stone Carvers, 

which was a finalist for The Giller Prize and the 

Governor General’s Award, and for Britain’s 

Booker Prize. She is the author of a collection of 

short fiction, and four books of poetry, and she has 

also written a biography of Lucy Maud Montgomery, 

and was editor of the Penguin Book of Canadian Short 

Stories. Her work, which is published in many countries, has been translated into 

numerous foreign languages. Urquhart has received the Marian Engel Award and 

the Harbourfront Festival Prize. She is a Chevalier dans l’Ordre des Arts et des 

Lettres in France, and is an Officer of the Order of Canada. In 2016 she published A 

Number of Things; Stories of Canada told through 50 Objects,  which was commissioned 

by publisher HarperCollins to celebrate Canada’s sesquicentennial. 

 

Urquhart has received several honorary doctorates from Canadian universities, 

including the University of Toronto, University of Western Ontario, and the Royal 

Military College. She has served on the Board of PEN Canada and on the Advisory 

Board for the Restoration of the Vimy Memorial, and on several international prize 

juries including that of the International Dublin IMPAC Award, the Giller Prize, The 

Governor Generals Award Fiction Jury, and the American International Neustadt 

Award. She has also been writer-in-residence at University of Toronto, University of 

Guelph, University of Ottawa, University of Guelph, and has just been appointed 

2017-2018 Craig Dobbin Chair of Canadian Studies at University College Dublin 

Ireland. She has taught creative writing at each of these institutions and is an adjunct 

professor in the School of Creative Writing at the University of Toronto. 

 

Her most recent novel, The Night Stages, was released in 2015 by Farrar Straus Giroux 

in  the USA, McClelland and Stewart in Canada, and Oneworld in the UK. 
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Lincolnshire 1985 

by Jane Urquhart 

 

Cold door in a damp room  
open to the pale heart of you, timid 
in the continental suit and European shoes 
that changed the weather and your mind. 

 

But you were always like that, sudden  

and fading like cloth’s memory of heat  

in dark known places, or permanent and 

intensifying like that penitential rain 

  

Falling thick as paint beyond  

the window where the bent arm  

and shadow of the cathedral 

saint was wavering. The unexpected twist 

of feeling on her neutral stone mouth, 

a troubled gothic detail. 

   

Later, during a full day of rain falling 

and falling on black opened earth,  

fear hung like stone curtains between us 

and there was nothing I could do  

 

To make us beautiful. 

so we stepped --- we stepped with eagerness!  

towards those ancient dripping forests  

lit by ghosts of famous thieves 

 

Sly, legendary, 

driven mad by stealing treasure  

then giving it away. 
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Pages from LOTS OF FUN WITH FINNEGANS WAKE 

 
Peter O’Brien 
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How to Survive a Swan Dive Off the Brooklyn Bridge 

Cathal Gunning 

 

hat should say “Off of”, shouldn’t it? Fuck it anyway. 

It’s cold at noon in the city, the midwinter ice fog settling over thronging 

department stores and day-trip museums alike. Metropolitan. In the park grass 

blades are frosted uniform white and the inter-linked pathways teem with people. 

Not just “people”, but our sort of people: tired kids eyeing up toys they’ll never play 

with, overpaid executives yelling at their assistants telling them to get two presents, 

one for their wife and one for their teenage mistress, street vendors calling out to 

indifferent passers by, voices overlapping into indiscernible calamity. Clichés, you 

know? 

The streets move, a collective, a mass breathing steam into the unforgiving 

air, sharing shifty gossip and half-embarrassed kisses and bad ideas. Someone’s 

protesting something in a lairy collective at the park gates, pretending to care and 

impressing no one in the process. And then over there she’s standing at the edge of 

the bridge, invisible above the crowd until she really isn’t. 

Why the fuck are they playing “Scarborough Fair”? That’s not seasonal music. 

Then she’s the centre of attention, the prima ballerina who made it to the 

cover of the weekend papers when this season’s version of The Nutcracker was in 

review. The centre of everyone’s attention, not just mine alone any more, and you 

feel a little robbed, you know? I saw her first, even if I didn’t do anything to help. 

Who needs help these days anyway? No one needs a saviour. And when she jumps 

off, swear she fucking soars, it looks like it’s good for you, like it does a body good to 

try flying. Freedom. Then she lands and her head bounces off the pavement, hollow, 

a fruit full of seeds spilling free into the cold air all around her. There’s screaming, 

the ambient muttering of onlookers turned to maximum volume, deafening. 

T 
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And she just hustles herself back up, back to her feet, and she’s okay. I mean 

not “okay”, she got her shit split historically, face fucking hanging open, cheeks 

flapping in the sub-zero wind-chilled breeze, sharp white chin bone exposed to the 

elements. But she’s smiling now, embarrassed, meek-ish, and gathering up the teeth 

she discarded, absent-minded, as if they’re the contents of a purse she spilled, a 

coffee knocked over. And no one seems too pushed to help her as she pockets stray 

teeth, apologizing red-faced to the awed crowd. Very red-faced, looking like the 

groundbreaking FX work Winston did on the monster from Predator (1987). Face 

open like an envelope, you know? Just hanging together, for now. In pieces. 

And you know I should check whether she’s okay, but not to worry, there’s 

already a crowd around her, trying to help no doubt. And besides, I forgot to get my 

kid sister a present, and now’s as good a time as any, while the streets are busy but 

not yet full, you know? 

She’ll be fine. Probably. 
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Winstons 

Kathleen Leavy 

 

hese are the memories I have of Winston cigarettes, ordered chronologically. 

Age Five:  

 I am sitting on the stairs that overlook the sublevel living room in my family’s 

first house, on Ash Street, a street I could not pronounce due to the lisp I had until 

age ten, when I underwent a long period of all sorts of therapies- speech, 

behavioural, you name it. I am sitting on the sandy coloured carpet of the third stair 

from the top, head wedged between two banisters, observing my mother and father 

as they watch the channel twelve, nine o’clock news. I sit there still as death, hoping 

my mother will feel my gaze and come retrieve me to spend an extra half hour or so 

up with my parents. 

 When she finally does, she calls me downstairs, and I in my Pocahontas footie 

pajamas descend that set of stairs, then another from the kitchen into the living 

room, where my father picks me up and sits me on his lap. He has a Miller Genuine 

Draft resting in between his leg and the old armchair, and it sweats onto my pajamas 

as I lean into the worn flannel of his shirt. He will breathe raggedly, and I’ll ask why 

he whistles when he breathes, to which he will mumble something soft that I won’t 

really hear because I’m still listening to the whistle. When I turn my head and push 

my ear up against his chest for better acoustics, the smell will be acrid. It is rich and 

bitter, catching in the air and hanging like a smoked hickory stick on a cold day. I 

breathe it in and catalog it as distinctly “dad,” because this smell is only ever on my 

father. It does not seep into the walls or linens because out of respect to my 

asthmatic mother he never smokes in the house or in the car with her. I only ever 

know my father is a smoker because I can see the shiny gold packaging that peeks 

out of the breast pockets of his flannels, or the butts that litter the grooves between 

planks on the deck. 

T 
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 Age Seven: 

 It is summer, and my father is sitting in the dining room, facing away from 

the kitchen with a pile of newspapers reaching high over his head. I am in the 

kitchen watching him, quiet, and he is quiet, but we are not quiet together. My 

mother asks my sister and I to play outside or in our rooms so daddy gets some 

tranquillity. It is a word I cannot yet define, but I try to use it in sentences with my 

classmates to prove I’m highly evolved or maybe just someone you’d like to eat 

lunch with. I sit against the island in the kitchen with a pile of books and wait for my 

dad to get enough of this so-called tranquillity and read a book with me. I cannot 

stay uninvolved, and so when my father snatches the box of cigarettes from his 

breast pocket and lifts one to his lips as he shuffles towards the front door, I prop 

myself up on his chair to look at what he’s reading. There are a great many different 

papers open and he makes chicken scratch notes in blue pen next to classifieds 

looking for financiers and money men. There is a separate notepad with numbers 

and names and deeply etched scratch outs over more than a few. I realize that 

leaning on the papers is making my sleeves dirty with ink and so I go back into the 

kitchen, and when my father comes back in from the front door he seems renewed, 

with the cologne of Winstons heavy on him, to me smelling just as he should. His 

eyes are heavy and reddened, but he sees me in the kitchen and doesn’t seem to 

mind. 

Age Eight: 

 It is a chilly morning in mid-April, and I am on a field trip to the Field 

Museum with my class, bouncing up and down in my saddle shoes. I am especially 

excited because my father is the chaperone of my group, the purple group. We are 

seated on the bus and dad gives me a grape juice box and lets me have the window 

seat, clearing off the fog with his sleeve and promising he will help me count the cars 

that pass and get the truckers to bleat their horns out at us. Roughly ten minutes into 

the journey, my comically pear-shaped second grade teacher waddles her way 

through the aisles of the bus and seats herself across from my father, and I am 

uncomfortable when she touches his shoulder and asks “How did you find out?” My 

fathers warm gaze turns from the traffic on the Ryan to the cold immediacy of the 
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question, and once he gives a satisfactory answer she follows up with a barrage of 

extremely personal questions about his doctors, treatment regimen, surgery 

schedule, life insurance, family history, and the amount of fresh fruit and vegetables 

in his diet. My field trip is ruined because this naggy woman in too much eye 

makeup has stolen my day with my father, set his mind to the task of unpacking his 

horrific diagnosis instead of making off-colour jokes to children, something I am 

sure to bring up when I run into her in a grocery store several years later. 

 The museum is a blur, but as we leave my father looks wistfully at the janitors 

smoking near the entrance, and on the bus ride home I try to sleep on his lap, and 

hear him complain to my teacher that I “have a bony ass, just like her mother.” She 

does not ask him anymore questions. 

Age Eight, Again: 

 My mother and father are sitting a few steps apart on the stairs where I used 

to watch them watch the evening news, each with their head in their hands. My 

father’s back rises shallowly, and when I sit on the ground in front of the stairs I see 

a wet spot in between where his legs rest. It is then that I realize the world has fallen 

apart.  

Age Nine: 

My birthday is in October, and later that month I get candy cigarettes for 

Halloween. When my father is buried in January, I bury him with them and a note 

that says “I love you.” 

Age Fourteen: 

 I visit my father’s grave for the first time with my mother, an aunt, and a 

good friend who is an Evangelical, and convinces me that God only takes care of the 

souls we remember. She is shocked that I never saw the grave of my father, so I 

make a spectacle of myself and go. I wear all black, a tiered skirt and t-shirt, and I 

buy a dozen red roses to lie on his grave, so maybe I can send God the signal that my 

dad is not forgotten. It is a silly thing to do and when I remember the theatricality of 

it my stomach gets knotty and I think for a moment that I have made such a fool of 

myself that I will never recover. 
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 It takes us twenty minutes to find the grave and when we do I’m hysterical 

and lie there and smell the ground, distraught that the smell of Winstons is buried 

with him, and it will never rise up and tell me everything is going to be okay. The 

ground smells only of wet dirt and dandelions, and I am allergic to grass so when I 

leave my face is red and irritated and my eye is watering uncontrollably. Shortly 

after I lose touch with that friend, and make it a point not to visit the grave site for 

another three years.  

Age Fifteen: 

 I fancy myself an activist and on my father’s birthday I wear a shirt my 

mother had made with his picture on the front, and some propaganda about how 

smoking destroys families on the back. A girl I knew when my father died follows 

me in the hallway of my high school and yells, “Who is that?” And I wish so much 

that I had the courage to claim my relation and my pain and my pride, but instead I 

just shrug my shoulders and walk with my head down.  

 Later that year, we move from the house that my parents had intended to 

raise my sister and I in, and the only room I am interested in packing up is my 

parent’s master bathroom. Inside it, my mother has managed to stop time. In the 

sink are yellow spittle stains from my father hacking as he got ready for work in the 

morning, somehow preserved after all of these years. It also reminds me of the bile 

they drained out of him while he wasted away in home care, the thick yellow death 

that sat in bags that felt warm against my chest as I leaned over the rails of his bed 

and hugged him with my arms that steadily grew thicker than his own.  

The vanity itself has two sets of drawers, the left and the right, and the left 

were used by dad. Inside I find a half empty bottle of Polo by Ralph Lauren, two 

unopened Schick razors, and a simple black comb. The Polo comes with me, and I 

reluctantly leave the marble vanity intact, the DNA of my father preserved like a 

fossil in the amber.   

Age Sixteen: 

 I am sitting in a Denny’s at eleven on a school night, and two friends are 

smoking cigarettes across from me, informing me that girls don’t inhale. I am offered 

a cigarette and take it in my hands like a fetus, like something that’s meant to be 
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inside of you and only come out after a long gestation period, and I stare at it and 

think to myself that this whole thing is stupid: I hate Denny’s terrible green vinyl 

booths and cleverly named breakfast offerings, these girls look like shit and their 

breath smells, but here I am, and what am I going to do about it? I smoke my first 

cigarette, if you can call sucking in some air and holding it in your cheeks smoking, 

and it is a Newport. It is in no way familiar to me, and shatters the ideas in my head 

about what a cigarette is and why it is in between your fingertips. I do not smoke 

another until I am eighteen, sitting on my bed while I stare my mother in the eyes, 

possibly my cruellest act of rebellion. Even then, it is not a Newport, which would be 

too much, but not quite a Winston, either- a Marlboro 100. 

Age Twenty-One: 

 I am fighting with a man I am seeing, and so I leave his apartment in a huff at 

two in the morning, and only as I am a block down the road do I realize that I’m in 

an incredibly dangerous neighbourhood without so much as a pocketknife. My fear 

leads me to dart into convenience stores every few blocks, hoping that the more 

places I’m seen the easier it will be to trace my route should I go missing. On a 

whim, I buy a pack of Marlboros at the first 7-11, and stuff them in my bag, only a 

little bigger than the box itself, hoping that I can barter with them. I open the pack 

for the sake of it, and catch the smell of old, mouldy tobacco, which I realize is what I 

smelled on my father. The Winstons were only a piece of the larger narrative of old 

tobacco. I smoke one as further research, and to stave off the oncoming distress of 

being out this late alone. The taste is sharp, it cloys on the tongue and I puff again 

just to bring some variety into the staleness pervading my mouth. It is, to me, and 

entirely unpleasant business, but it keeps both a hand and my mouth busy, enough 

to keep me going so that I’m home in no time, safe and sound. I realize that there are 

merits to being kept busy. 

 When I finally lay down in my own bed, with the smell of the old cigarette 

still in my hair, it dawns on me that I’ve learned a lesson about my father. I’m told 

by regular smokers that cigarettes are worthless within a week of opening your 

pack, and its best to just buy a new box because they can be so unpleasant. And yet, I 

understand that my father never did this. That he kept worn packs of cigarettes 
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around, which at the time seemed sensible. The romantic in me says, though, that he 

was aware of the unpleasantness, and it was a sort of self-discipline that kept him on 

the spoiled cigs. Maybe he was trying to quit, or remind himself of what he was 

doing to his body, or encourage less consumption in general.  

 Or maybe, like me, he was just trying to keep busy. 
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Crisis 
after Magritte’s “Son of Man” 
by Amy Watkins 
 
 

What envious Eve gave him this green apple, 

leaves like butterfly wings or the grasping palms  

 

of praying mantis, and why can’t he pass it off 

like a boy in a party game passing a balloon 

 

or orange or Lifesaver down the line, 

lips puckered around a toothpick, eyes open? 

 

Behind his green mask, he questions the entire concept 

of Eden (he is as lonely as any person has ever been). 

 

Someone said we make our own paradise, and he’s tried  

painting, drinking, carefully syllabic poetry,  

 

expensive therapy and cheap AA meetings. 

This is his latest attempt: standing alone by the sea. 

 

It should make his life seem meaningful, but if  

it doesn’t, he’ll doff his bowler hat, try religion. 
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The Fishkeeper 
 

Riva Riley 
 

 
 

he fish woke me up that night, as they often did. It was a comfort, being pulled 

out of those dreams, and I took a deep drag of air and listened for a moment. 

The sound of gravel grumbling against the glass just above my head was obviously 

Daisy, the gargantuan goldfish I loved most. She was copper-coloured in the 

moonlight, floating above me like an apparition. I reached my hand above my head 

and pressed my palm against the underside of my biggest aquarium, which arched 

over my king-size bed. Daisy kissed the image of my thumbprint and disappeared 

into the silvery water, hurrying to the surface in anticipation of attention and treats. I 

dragged myself out from the bed, got carefully to my feet without bumping into any 

of my aquariums, and perched in the gap between Daisy’s tank and my prized 

discus tank. My movement roused the discus a little, and they wafted out from their 

nighttime nests to investigate the commotion as I fumbled for the goldfish pellets.  

 “Getting into mischief, are we?” I said softly to my Daisy. A few of the discus 

were in breeding condition, and I didn’t want to stress them into putting off their 

courting. It was already a bright night, not that I could do much about the moon. 

Daisy never slept well when the moon was full, and now she looked alert as she took 

the pellets out of my hand, lipping my fingertips and drawing her tank-mates to 

come over for snack. After she ate her fill she went back to spitting rocks and 

dragging the aquarium ornaments around; she was always redecorating. She was 

being loud enough that the entire room was starting to wake up. The cichlids were 

wiggling and the angelfish by the doorway were dancing. Even the placid Cory 

catfish were nosing around. They gathered at the front of their tank, as close to me as 

they could get.  

So many beseeching eyes were too much to bear. I snapped on my feeding 

vest, feeling all the pockets to make sure I had enough of each fish’s favorite food. I 

might as well give everyone a midnight snack. I proceeded through the thin corridor 

T 
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of air in between aquaria. There was a small lake’s worth of water circulating around 

my house, and dry spaces were in short supply. I preferred it that way. Water was 

where life happened- up in the air, everything was just slowly desiccating, 

shrivelling away to nothing. I wondered what the fish might think of me, if they 

could think of me. I lived on dry land, in the dead place: to my fish, I must be a 

ghost. Aquarium fish live a strange, haunted life, but then, so did I. 

Still, we had health and beauty in our blended lives. A healthy fish is a living 

gemstone, and my house was so richly adorned that it glittered with scales. I had 

sapphires and rubies, diamonds and emeralds, alive and vibrant as discus and betas, 

moonbeam gouramis and tetras. My fish put art to shame. My prized discuses were 

a study in aesthetics, living portraits of pointillism painted with nature’s 

brushstrokes. Some of the colourful breeds were man-made, it was true, but humans 

were a force of nature too. My own trademarked breed was dotted with bright 

purple and yellow on a turquoise base. They were out and staring at me, hungry 

only in the sense that all living things are hungry- they were very well fed. I slipped 

them a few discus granules and their colours, muted in the nighttime, still filled me 

with a swell of awe. They were almost too decadently beautiful for a human to 

behold. I had to move on, lest I risk overfeeding them. I made my way to the 

moonbeam gouramis. My oldest gourami, Chester, was a rescue fish, adopted from a 

negligent owner, and one of his fins had a permanent notch from mishandling. He 

was easy to recognize as he zipped to the front of his tank and gobbled up his 

unexpected indulgence. He let me pet his long flowing fins before he went back to lie 

in the dark little cave he slept in. 

After the rest of the gouramis I got to the Cory catfish, for whom I had a 

particular soft spot. My favourite was the most common, called Bronze Cory catfish. 

I didn’t care for that common name, because their true colour was closer to gold 

under a thin sheen of earth, like the very instant gold is discovered in dirt, that 

moment of salvation and discovery with a beating heart and peaceful eyes. Now 

they waited patiently for their moonlit morsel. I dropped a few bloodworms, a truly 

indulgent treat, and they swarmed around in their five-foot long tank sucking them 

down like cartoonish red spaghetti. I did the same for the panda Cories, who had 
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been my wife’s favourite. She had loved the fancy Cories, panda and skunk and 

leopard types, all named for mammals, those overrated beasts. I dutifully cared for 

all the Cories as lovingly as I had the Bronze ones, and my Cory complex flurried 

around as the fishes scraped happily through the sand with their long, sensitive 

whiskers, finding every last crumb of food. They pooled together to swim near me 

before leaving en masse to settle back in for the night. They liked to be close to each 

other, the Cories, and they snuggled into their hidey-holes, leaving their tanks 

apparently empty. I had to house the Cories by themselves, without other species, 

because the Cories were too good-natured for their own good. Other, enterprising 

fish were bound to bully them, and none of my fish were meant to suffer. I finished 

feeding the fish in my room and crept into the hallway, seeing who out there had 

been woken by Daisy’s antics. 

Past the glimmering guppies, awake and demanding their flakes, came my 

newer adoptees, all placed in quarantine tanks and gazing at me with all the guile 

my other fish had shed. They had probably been the first fish to startle, but they 

would calm down soon. It was amazing, getting to know a new fish, as 

unfathomable as a space alien, but living just feet from where I slept, or tried to 

sleep. Fish weren’t like other animals. Fish infused into their environment, flowing 

through the water as they feel, nervously sometimes, like the new goby still coming 

to terms with his new life, or with the confident precision of a swift dart, like my 

empress cichlids. Fish imbue the water with their unknowable essences, and my 

whole room with filled with their flowing souls. When I look at them long enough, it 

felt like I could join them, my being coursing with theirs, as freely as the water flows.  

Still, I had no delusions. These fish belonged to me, and I to them, but we 

could never know one another. That foreignness was comforting. We were all alone 

in our consciousnesses, after everything, and with the fish I didn’t need to fight it. I 

fed the new goby, a speckled yellow fellow with bright blue eyes, and he eyed me 

with great suspicion as he ate. I knew that, even as he grew accustomed to me, I 

could never be anything but a shadow man to him. That was all right. I moved on, 

tossing flakes in to the convict cichlids and playing follow-my-finger with the 

Oscars. Gradually the fish settled down. The gentle burble of aerators and the sleepy 
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motions of fish lips stretching and lisping started to put me at ease. I peeked into the 

nursery (which used to be the guest room, before) full of transparent teardrop 

infants, tiny fish larvae I could actually see in the potent cosmic lights of this bright 

night. They were unfathomably tiny, little pinpricks of life that would transform 

through lively magic into young fish. I skirted around the dozen shelving units of 

fry tanks to get to the biggest baby tank, which during the day swarmed with 

Daisy’s children, my grandchildren, in a sense. They were big enough to be bug-

eyed, and it would be a few weeks before they got sleek and orange. I loved them, 

but didn’t want to disturb them, so I continued through to the control room, where 

my main system filters churned. A dozen humongous drums bubbled with carefully 

curated water, calibrated with the exact right amounts of invisible minerals to suit 

each fishes’ needs. I tweaked a few intake valves and checked the conductivity 

meters. Everything was in order. I passed back through the room of pale, phantom 

babies, checking on the newest brood of discus. They were calm and still, as babies 

ought to be at night.  

Perhaps it was time for bed again. I went back to my room. Everyone had 

calmed down- my fish were asleep, all but Daisy. I took off my feeding vest and 

slipped back into bed. Daisy cruised slowly above me, her fish belly white as milk. I 

tapped softly on the glass nearest my pillow and she came dutifully over. I traced 

her outline with my finger, watching her delicate gills flutter with her breathing. 

Some people asked me why I bothered keeping those glorified carp, and I knew not 

to trust those people. Goldfish were as sensitive and intelligent as most humans I 

knew, and people didn’t know the tiniest thing about a fish’s mind. Undeniably it 

was an odd decision, keeping a dozen foot-long goldfish in a 1000-gallon aquarium 

in my bedroom, but after the accident I couldn’t bear to leave them in the pond, at 

the mercy of floods and herons and the neighbour’s bastard cat. After the accident I 

reinforced the foundation of my house and built this tank with inch-thick glass. I had 

to move the pond fish inside because Daisy had belonged to my son, who picked her 

out from a ‘free to a good home’ fish barrel at the local aquarium show, and after the 

accident she was the only part of him left. She could live for decades if I cared for her 

properly. Knowing that, and knowing that she was there, and happy because of my 
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boy, who had seen the value in an unwanted creature and made her magnificent, 

was all I had. I reached for her, pressing my hand as close as I could, unable to touch 

her through the glass.  
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HEILIGENSTADT1 

By Noah Salamon 

 
 
Picture the Holy City 

dim October morning 

Danube water like mottled  

 mud, a dawn of dirty rain 

 

damp streets, a lonely stone floor  

a simple hearth -- here 

in underwater silence 

 quiet as light 

 

what saved him  

from the noose he tied 

loop by loop, with slender fingers  

 beside the soundless canal? 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                           
1  Refers to Beethoven's "Heiligenstadt Testament" of 1802 
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Chicago Picasso 
 

Paul Moody 
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A Thousand Feet Up 

Bari Hein 

 

hree young brothers cried out in the hissing rain. “Simon! Simon!” Three pairs 

of eyes looked expectantly toward a dilapidated shack. Three pairs of muddy 

boots straddled the lowest rail of a splintery wooden fence. 

The smallest boy, Tristan, raised his boot to the middle rail and hoisted his 

skinny body upward. “C’mon, Simon!” he shouted. “You’ll be ever so sad if we 

don’t say goodbye to you.” 

 “Tristan, get down,” Dean, the tallest of the three said. 

 Tristan raised his squeaky voice in protest. “But we haven’t said goodbye to 

Simon!” 

Dean had already resigned himself to not seeing Simon today, on account of 

the rain. No long, scraggly ears poked out the side of the shack; no wispy tail 

swatted away flies. Even on clear days, the fat donkey ambled over only when he 

saw outstretched hands bearing sugar cubes or carrots. As soon as they’d see him 

approach, the boys would toss their gifts through the fence and Simon would thank 

them by baring his big yellow teeth and emitting clamorous intakes and outtakes of 

breath. Sometimes, he’d kick up his mud-encased heels and leap from corner to 

corner within his enclosure. He terrified and delighted the boys at the same time.  

 “Maybe he’ll come out on our way back down,” the middle boy said. Hugh 

looked to Dean for validation. 

 “Maybe.” Dean stepped down to the muddy path that would bring them up 

Leckhampton Hill. His brothers followed. 

 They walked in single file for a while, sloshing to a splashy beat. The tree 

trunks thickened and the path steepened. Embedded rocks and stones served as 

steps, but they were slippery and sent the boys’ boots sliding in unexpected 

directions.  

T 
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 Thunder clapped, a branch snapped, and the two younger boys sped up and 

flanked their older brother. Even as the path narrowed and zigzagged over roots and 

rocks, Hugh and Tristan kept pace with Dean. 

 Thunder returned, like a giant bowling ball rolling across the sky. It knocked 

down two more sets of pins before the rain slowed to a drizzle. 

 The boys had climbed this hill nearly every Sunday for the past three years. 

Subtracting the weekends when their parents had taken them elsewhere, and adding 

back in summertime weekday climbs, Dean figured that they’d reached the top of 

Leckhampton at least one hundred fifty times, under blue skies and grey, over dry 

dirt and slick mud. Once in several inches of snow. 

 Hugh began to offer a winded retrospective of their hundred fifty climbs 

together. 

 “Remember when we were chased by a runaway horse?... Remember when 

we collected conkers?... Remember when Tristan fell into the stinging nettles?” 

 Yes, Dean remembered all of that.  

 He remembered feeling bad for neglecting to calm his brothers down as the 

rhythmic thud of hooves against earth gained on them; instead, he had screamed 

alongside them all the way to the underbrush at the bottom of the hill, where they 

had scrambled and sobbed until they were hiccupping. 

 As for collecting conkers with his brothers, Dean’s happy memories of their 

quests for horse chestnuts worthy of stringing and swinging were eclipsed by one 

moment of regret: Tristan had filled his dresser drawer with the brown seeds, and 

weeks later his mother had discovered a drawerful of squiggling maggots. And who 

had been blamed for the mess? “You’re old enough to know better, Dean,” his 

mother had said. Not for the first time and certainly not for the last. 

 She did not even need to ask, “Why weren’t you watching him, Dean?” when 

Tristan slipped down an incline into a patch of stinging nettles. Instead, she stared at 

him with the question stretched across her face, while she dabbed ointment onto her 

sobbing son’s red-splotched knees and elbows.  

 She was right to expect Dean to watch over Hugh and Tristan. He was the 

oldest, the most sensible of the three. And with their return to the United States just 
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days away, Dean’s responsibility to his brothers took on added weight. Dean would 

need to guide them on what to say and what not to say at their new schools. Hugh 

would need to rein his emotions in if he wanted to survive junior high. And Tristan; 

well for starters, “brilliant” and “ever so” would have to go, to be replaced by 

whatever it was American fourth graders were saying these days. 

 The boys stopped and stood for a moment beneath a canopy of branches and 

leaves. It looked as if someone had turned on a light switch at the clearing, 

illuminating bright green pastures bordered by dark green trees, black and brown 

and beige-brown rooftops, vehicles winding in slow motion along tree-shaded 

ribbons of road.  

 “We’re almost up to the best tree,” Hugh said. “Maybe we’ll find some 

conkers there.”  

 When the tree that always dropped the largest bounty of horse chestnuts 

came into view, Hugh and Tristan ran, stumbled, collided, recuperated and ran on, 

then fell to their knees beneath its heavy branches. They sifted through dirt and 

leaves and twigs, until Hugh let out a triumphant shout and held up a green, spiky 

sphere.  

 “Brilliant!” Tristan said. “Hugh, you’re ever so clever.” 

 They tore open the casing and freed the shiny brown seed contained within. It 

was perfect. The first conker of the season. And the last they would ever collect. At 

least, as kids. 

 An empty box travelled up the hill in a satchel on Dean’s shoulder.  

 Tristan’s jacket pocket held a black and white magpie feather. His first 

sighting of a magpie came at age six, shortly after his arrival in England. How he 

loved these birds. He called them “massive, magical, majestic magpies.” 

 Hugh’s jeans pocket contained a shiny red pin that he had earned for good 

behaviour at school. In his fist, he held the newly hatched conker.  

 Dean’s contributions to the box were at the bottom of his satchel: six pennies. 

Three with Queen Elizabeth’s face on them, dated 1981 (this year), and three with 

Abraham Lincoln’s, dated 1968, 1970 and 1972 (the brothers’ birth years). He also 
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carried a penknife that he had brought on most of his hikes up Leckhampton. He 

had not yet decided whether or not to bury it. 

 The boys had spent weeks planning their time capsule. Now that the path 

wound through trees less dense, and the terrain had started to flatten out a little, and 

sunshine covered the top of the hill, anticipation mounted to a point at which it 

could longer be contained. Even Dean--at thirteen, no longer a little boy--released a 

yelp.  

 Yet, as the oldest, he felt acutely aware that he would retain the most from 

this moment. The crunch of twigs underfoot. The fragrance of raindrops clinging to 

the sky and leaves and the pungent aroma of mud clinging to their boots. And the 

panorama spread out before the precipice on which they stood. 

Rooftops had been reduced to dots and dashes, ribbons of road to squiggles of 

black string, cars traveling along them to flickers of red and white. Farmland 

covered much of the scenery, panels of pale green and gold connected by dark green 

strips. The first time they had stood here with their parents, the boys’ mother had 

said, “It looks just like a patchwork quilt.” 

 “Let’s get over to Devil’s Chimney before anyone else shows up,” Dean said, 

luring his brothers away from the edge. The sun had already started to dry the 

ground, and soon, other climbers would appear.  

 They made their way through thigh-high blades of damp grass to Devil’s 

Chimney, a stack of pale brown rocks taller than the heights of the three boys added 

together, perched on the highest peak. One hundred paces away were three rocks on 

which three brothers had spent one hundred fifty afternoons sitting and talking and 

swinging sticks and swinging conkers. Between these rocks, it had been decided, the 

time capsule would be buried. 

 This morning, the rocks held pools of rainwater, but Tristan and Hugh sat 

down anyway and watched their brother jab his penknife into the grass. The ground 

was soft and yielded easily to the blade. In less than five minutes, Dean had dug a 

hole large enough to accommodate the cardboard box. 

 Tristan set his magpie feather in first. On top of this, Hugh deposited his red 

pin and the conker he’d found. Dean placed the six pennies side by side, in 
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chronological order. Then he dropped the penknife into a corner of the box. It would 

probably be safest here, a thousand feet up. 

 He unfolded a piece of paper and read its contents to his brothers: 

 “We, the undersigned, solemnly promise to return from America ten years 

from today, on September thirteenth, nineteen ninety-one, to unearth these 

treasures.” He turned it around to show them. Beneath their solemn promise, they’d 

signed their names.  

Dean dropped the note into the box, closed the lid, and covered it with dirt. 

Then he heard it: 

“Auuggh… eeeee… auuggh… eeeee… auugghhhh….” 

Dean said, “There. You see?” 

Hugh said, “Simon is saying goodbye to us.” 

Tristan said, “He’s ever so clever.” 

# 

 On September 13, 1991, instead of climbing a hill in the Cotswolds, Dean 

climbed into the driver’s seat of a white cruiser emblazoned with the letters NYPD, 

and set off to complete his third week of field training. Hugh and Tristan had just 

started as senior and sophomore at universities on both coasts. None of the brothers 

considered their solemn vow to return to England until months after the agreed-

upon date had passed. 

A few years later, Dean’s recently widowed mother removed her oxygen 

mask long enough to instruct her oldest son to keep an eye on her younger two. 

“Especially Tristan,” she said. “You know how impulsive he can be.”  

 A year after her death, Tristan ran his motorcycle into a ditch and suffered 

multiple fractures. His brothers travelled to Baltimore to encourage him as he 

underwent months of physical therapy. “At the twenty-year mark, for sure,” Hugh 

declared. “That’s when we’ll have you up and running for our trip to Cheltenham.” 

But at the twenty-year mark, instead of traveling abroad with his brothers, 

Dean worked alongside his brothers in blue in the aftermath of the worst terrorist 

attack in U.S. history. He woke up every morning grateful that Tristan and Hugh 

were safe. He called them nearly every evening, just to talk. Over the phone, Hugh 
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struggled with how he would explain the tragedy to his young son and daughter, to 

the second-graders he taught at an elementary school in San Francisco. Tristan 

offered to drive up to assist his oldest brother in the recovery effort at Ground Zero.  

“Stay where you are,” Dean said. “We already have a lot of help.” His 

youngest brother was nearly thirty, but he still felt a need to protect him. “As soon as 

things settle down, we’ll take that trip we keep talking about it. You, me and Hugh. 

Just the three of us.” 

Their next reunion was held in the infusion therapy wing of Greater 

Baltimore Medical Centre, where Tristan was battling the same cancer that had taken 

his mother’s life. 

“You’ll beat this,” Hugh said. “I know you will. As soon as you’re better, 

we’ll travel together.” 

On the day that his oncologist told him the cancer was in remission, Tristan 

contacted his brothers. 

 “We’re going back to Leckhampton Hill at the thirty-year mark,” he said. 

“Nothing will stand in our way this time.” 

 Dean and Hugh agreed. They made a solemn promise over the phone. 

# 

The three brothers spent the night of their arrival to the U.K. in a hotel in the 

Montpellier District, a swanky section of downtown Cheltenham. In the morning, 

Dean drove the rental car to their old neighbourhood. 

He pulled up along the curb and gazed out the driver’s side window. His 

childhood home hadn’t changed a bit. It was still the type of house that little 

children draw: a square with a triangle on top, one door, one large window 

downstairs and two upstairs.  

Dean pictured his parents behind the large window, sitting between the 

electric fireplace and the wall-to-wall stereo console. His dad was smoking a 

cigarette and watching BBC; his mom was doing the London Times crossword and 

asking her oldest son to help her with a clue. This was how Dean chose to remember 

his parents. Young and healthy. 
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The brothers walked two blocks to Sandy Lane and stopped at the 

intersection to allow a golf cart to pass. 

“That golf course wasn’t here before, was it?” Dean said. As he remembered 

it, there’d been nothing but trees and overgrown grass before, about the length of a 

football field, from here to Simon’s enclosure. 

“I don’t think so,” Hugh said. He approached an old man wearing a plaid 

newsboy cap. “Hi. Good afternoon. I was just wondering… How long has this golf 

course been here?” 

The man looked at his wife and said, “It’s always been here. Hasn’t it?” 

“Have you lived here long?” Hugh said. 

“Nearly forty years,” the old man said. 

“You wouldn’t happen to remember a donkey named Simon, would you?” 

Instead of answering the question, the woman asked one of her own. “Do I 

detect a twang?” 

The brothers explained that they were from the U.S., that they had lived in 

Cheltenham for three years of their childhood, that they used to come here to visit a 

donkey named Simon. 

“There was never a donkey here,” the old man said. 

The brothers thanked the couple and moved on.  

 Amazingly, Simon’s shack still stood beneath the branches of a gnarled oak. 

The fence had been replaced by a tall, wooden stockade. How lucky they had been, 

as boys, to have had a fence with footholds and a top rail over which they could 

sling their arms. 

 “It kind of sucks for kids nowadays,” Dean said. Nobody heard him. Tristan 

was close by but Hugh had continued up the path. Dean raced up alongside him. 

“We were lucky, weren’t we?” 

 “We were very lucky,” Hugh said.  

 They walked for a while without speaking. A box travelled up the hill in a 

messenger bag on Dean’s shoulder, as well as two bottles of water and a handheld 

shovel. 
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 They reached the midpoint clearing quickly. This time, the brothers were tall 

enough to see over the other hikers’ heads. 

 When Dean turned around, Hugh had already worked his way over to the 

tree that yielded the most horse chestnuts. 

Hugh reached down and grabbed a spiny green sphere. 

Dean placed a hand on his back. “You’re ever so clever, Hugh.” 

 The two brothers stood facing each other, smiling before tears filled their eyes. 

“I thought he’d…” Hugh said. 

 “I know.” Dean nodded. “But as soon as he said his back hurt… I knew it had 

metastasized to his bones.” 

 Three children ran over to the best tree and fell to their knees and began to 

scramble through the leaves, so Hugh and Dean stepped away to give them some 

space.  

 Dean looked toward the zigzagging trail and squinted. “You know, there may 

be somebody up there, telling us we can’t.” 

 “So what,” Hugh said.  

They walked for a while without speaking. They climbed over roots and 

rocks. Twigs snapped underfoot and overhead. When the path had started to wind 

through trees less dense and the terrain had started to flatten out a little, anticipation 

mounted to a point at which Dean could barely breathe. 

He needed to do this for Tristan. 

Sunshine covered the top of Leckhampton Hill. Halfway across the shin-high 

grass, Dean and Hugh could already see the top of Devil’s Chimney. Beside it, a gate 

and a plaque had been erected at some point in the last thirty years. Engraved in 

capital letters: WELCOME TO LECKHAMPTON HILL, and below this: HEIGHT 

ABOVE SEA LEVEL 294 m. 

Instead of picking out landmarks displayed on the plaque, the brothers 

looked for--but did not find--the racecourse where they’d spent one thrilling 

afternoon with their father, the school they’d attended, the park where they would 

chase one another over wooden footbridges. Dean’s gaze rested on black and white 

dots grazing on patchwork quilt fields. None of the colours had changed in thirty 
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years; the greens and golds were as brilliant as ever. Brilliant. Dean smiled. Tristan 

had stopped using that word soon after his return to the United States. 

The brothers crossed a pebbly path, counting out one hundred paces. The 

rocks were gone, but Dean and Hugh knew that this was the right spot. They just 

knew, from one hundred fifty times they’d been here before. 

Dean pulled the box out of his messenger bag and handed it to Hugh. Then 

he started to dig. The sun beat down on his back; he could feel sweat collecting 

between his shoulder blades. 

“I don’t know,” he said, several minutes later. “Seems to be gone.” He wiped 

his face on his shirt, grabbed both bottles of water and passed one to his brother. 

“Hope it was some young kids who found our treasures.” Hugh said. He 

lifted the lid of the box and poured half of the grey ashes into the hole. Then he 

passed it to Dean, who poured the rest. A gust picked up some particles and sent 

them airborne, but that was okay. Tristan would not have minded. He probably 

would’ve liked that. 

A shadow passed overhead. Dean shielded his eyes and squinted toward the 

sun, trying to make out its massive, magical, majestic form. High over Devil’s 

Chimney, the black and white magpie soared away from the precipice, beat its blue-

tipped wings and continued to fly, until it appeared from the hill to be no more than 

a speck in the sky. 
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The Salt Cave of Telouet 

Joshua Kepreotis 

 

e found ourselves off the map, somewhere in the desert, alone but for the 

four Moroccan men manning the cave’s exit. I could see them as black 

shadows. Light came from the opening behind us as a thin beam and blurred into 

the dark. Near us there was a small yellow glow on the floor from the gas lamp the 

eldest man held by his side. It had a heavy base and a long wick that led to a round 

globe. 

I couldn’t see Carla’s face. I couldn’t see my own arms or legs. I knew they 

were attached to me only because they were there before we entered. In Morocco 

you forget yourself, your old self, the one that pre-dated the bazaars and the spices, 

the snake charmers, the mint tea, the labyrinthine streets, the loud voices, this other 

world. In it, you’re forced to leave what you brought with you behind – the 

privileged self, safe and unaccustomed to a changing environment. And when 

you’re in the desert, you have even less. 

The entrance to the cave looked as though it was the door into the 

underworld. 

Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.  

The youngest of the men, a tall and skinny boy of about fifteen, raised a steel 

pole as a spear and jutted it into the rock a little way from where we were standing. I 

heard the crack before I saw him move. Salah, our guide, mouthed the word salt, 

direct and nonchalant, as if we weren’t in a cave in the middle of the Atlas 

Mountains with people we didn’t know and without knowledge of what to expect, 

and then explained in a sentence that they used dynamite in the cave.  

I looked at the lamp again.  

The boy jabbed and jabbed and rocks dropped and tumbled into a small lake. 

We were instructed to come closer. I crouched, hoping she was near. I heard the 

splash of water against the rock. I tasted the sting of salt.  

W 
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I saw nothing. 

 

We’d been told before arriving that Morocco was a dangerous red, that our 

safety wouldn’t be guaranteed. What we had seen so far in the two days we had 

been there before we left to explore the mountains, were colours of orange and 

brown; hills of dirt, clay buildings, tanned skin. A place with an ancient face and 

warm heart.  

“The red must be someplace else,” Carla said to me. 

Whenever I refer to our time in ‘Telouet’, it’s like I’m reading the word in 

calligraphy, or in musical notation. It rolls from my tongue and sings through 

pursed lips. It appears in my memory as a mirage. I grab at the dusty town in the 

middle of the desert and it turns to cloud and fades in wispy air through my fingers. 

The small Berber village, hidden in the Ounila Valley, rests quiet at the feet of the 

High Atlas Mountains. It was once a caravan trade route to Marrakech from sub-

Saharan Africa. Berber, Haratin and Jewish cultures co-existed within the sandstone 

cliffs and left behind an abandoned Kasbah that tells its own wondrous tale.  

Salah had picked us up from the airport and taken us to our Riad, and it was 

Salah who picked us up outside the medina on our third day to lead us on an 

unofficial tour of the Atlas; at his bequest and ours. It was Salah who invited 

conversation about his people and his religion, wanting to share with us its beauty 

and dispel western misconceptions. We learnt to speak in that car ride without much 

language, through smiles and gestures and then helped along by his broken English.  

He drove two hours without giving us a direction. We didn’t have a clear idea 

of what the day was going to look like from the outset. At some arbitrary point of the 

main desert road he turned off it and down a makeshift track. It was far away from 

the civilisation we had left behind. But there had been no brief, no script, we hadn’t 

signed anything or agreed to an itinerary. We didn’t want that. 

I checked my phone and it was out of range. I intimated at Carla to do the 

same. She slipped it out of her pocket and then smiled at me. She had none too.  

“Something different,” we had said to our Riad staff, “not what the tourists 

do.” 
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We arrived in Telouet; a village of ten buildings and less people. Salah 

introduced us to Mohammad, who was dressed in a long and white thawb. He was a 

short man, dark in complexion, had shiny hair, rolled up his sleeves and had two 

cream-coloured loafers sticking out of the bottom. He was a modern man in an 

ancient world. We ascertained that we had been passed over to his care and had no 

choice but to trust him the moment Salah got back in his car and drove away.  

Mohammad asked us to follow and we walked towards the Kasbah and 

through the small intertwining streets below. We found nomadic families living in 

mudbrick houses and harvesting the land in the searing heat. There was a lone 

donkey tied to a tree with a long leash, an abandoned cart with broken wheels stuck 

headfirst in the dirt, piles of sand, colourful clothes drying on trees and grass in 

small balding patches. Two boys ran out of a door behind us and entered another on 

the opposite side. They appeared from one in front and then circled us. We stopped 

and smiled and waved, and they waved back.  

We came across a mother and her children transporting a large sack of rice 

into their home. I offered to help and she was agreeable, bowing at her waist in 

gratitude. Together, we carried it through the open rock doorway and into a dark 

room lit by a lamp in the opposite corner. I permitted myself an intrusive moment to 

peer around their space. I saw it all. They had very little. I couldn’t imagine living in 

those conditions. My empathy didn’t extend that far. Yet, throughout the world 

people are dissatisfied with their situations, but I sensed in that room that wasn’t the 

case.  

She thanked me for my assistance. Shukran. I left, back to a world so different 

to hers.  

On the outside, the Kasbah looked in ruins, falling away and blending in with 

the dark earth around it. But the inside was still a work of splendour, sparkling in 

green and blue tiles, and intricate mosaics, as if the royal family were there today, 

eerily untouched. We ran our hands along the walls, looked up to the high ceilings 

and out over the balconies, surveyed the desert village and imagined ourselves back 

to the life and times of the ruling king. 
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Each room, we were told, had a different purpose and story. It was as if 

ghosts of the people of the past were still living there, eating in the dining room, 

sleeping in their bedrooms, dressed for a grand reception. But like anything left to 

itself for too long, it espouses sadness. Devoid of purpose, the Kasbah may fade 

further into anonymity.   

We met Salah at the village centre and then left Telouet for Marrakech. Along 

the way I saw that a white substance had collected on the side of the road. From the 

car window, it looked like snow. 

“Salt,” Salah said, keeping his eyes ahead.  

He allowed us time to take photos. We continued along a narrow path 

through the cliffs and then came to the cave; again, a stop we were not told about. 

There were three raggedy men standing in a line, waiting at the entrance.  

Abandon hope.  

They were the cave’s keepers. A father and his two sons. They lived in a 

nearby hut and entered the cave daily to mine for salt, placed there by their 

government. We got out and greeted them. Salah spoke to them in Arabic and they 

agreed on something. 

The eldest son may have been my age, or younger, but looked older and 

weary. The bottoms of his pants were worn to the thread and his jacket was two 

sizes too big. His father unlocked a pad that hung from the handle of the door and 

kicked into its stomach three times before it wedged open. He led with an 

outstretched hand, pointing into the dark, and we obliged, entering first.  

I grabbed Carla’s hand and felt the sweat collect in our palms, mixing. Nerves 

bound by uncertainty.  

Abandon fear. 

The air was light and the cave cool. I felt a weight lift from me, outside of my 

control. Even without sight, I started to trust. It would be a change for me, a turning 

point in which I stepped forward, regardless of the perceived threat, believed in 

humans and allowed the experience to guide me. I had no good reason not to.  
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We crouched all together, low to the ground and sorted through the salt 

rocks. The eldest boy passed ones he was collecting to Carla. He piled them up in her 

hands and she passed some to me. They were pink and shined like crystals.  

We drank the water and felt renewed.  

There was no red.  
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Catch and Release 
by Marion Lake 

 

I chase you through the grey dawn  

an illusion 

of foggy handprints on a windowsill  

or a glimpse of sky 

glittering sea glass blue  

but when I try to touch 

you vanish like a manatee  

through a broken fishing net 

 

your grey silk back all tattered  

and ripped up from propeller blades, mangled 

Why can’t I have you?  

I delude myself into thinking  

that I could keep you 

so slippery and cold  

so fishlike 

 

on a hook and line 

swimming in circles at the edge of the pier 

to be laughed at by the other fishermen 

I picture you seated at the edge of my bed  

plucking away at the strings of a mandolin 

tucked away in some concrete bunker full of wool blankets  

a seclusion 

from winter 

from rotting seaweed  

and from last night’s whiskey and cigarettes. 

 

I listen to the lewd hush of the tide 

it tells me to be quiet  

as the water dampens the cuffs of my blue jeans 

Then the sound of a fisherman 

 shouting and laughing over the waves 
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Boy at Beach 

Marie Klaschka 
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empty lockets 
by Emily Wong 

 

a girl dissolves into her things, 

carefully decorated with dainty earrings 

and floral-scented hair like strings 

spun from lemongrass and jasmines. 

creased spines that lie on college textbooks 

mirror the grace of each golden mark stretched across her legs, 

running around the underground and in quiet cafes lifted from the pavements  

to chase the sinking sun, or 

the high-hanging halos of orange at 2a.m. 

 

she and the rest like her carefully lay their days 

ahead on muddled, noisy streets 

and plan for lunch dates and drunken stumbles 

in the playground that is their city. 

none of them know what life is 

and it’s ok. 

 

they let their skin shine 

with disorganised tan lines 

in summertime, and bury themselves in large 

knitted sweaters and scarves on days like this. 

and the lipstick stain on coffee cups they possess 

stolen glances from tired middle-aged men on the train tracks 

are inseparable shadows of the vigour in their steps. 

then there’s the blank locket dangling from her neck 

carefully crafted and sculpted with skill, 

but empty still 

 

but it’s ok. 
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Feel It 

Perrin Duncan 
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Dejuan 

Mike Wilson 

 

he ocean water tickled over the top of Dejuan’s feet, surrounded the tops of his 

ankles, then ran away. Each time, he sunk deeper into the sand. Something 

good on top, something scary underneath.  

He backed up to where the sand was dry and the water couldn’t reach him. 

 That was when he saw the coconut. It was black and slimy and hairy and he 

picked it up. He liked it.  

 He didn’t know it was a coconut until a lady sitting under an umbrella, all on 

her own, said “Looks like you found yourself a coconut!”   

 She was smiling. She liked it, too. 

 He ran with the coconut to Mama. She was sitting with his aunties in beach 

chairs above the line of seaweed scribbled along the shore.  

“Don’t bring that thing up here!” she shouted. 

  Dejuan stopped. 

 He acted like that hadn’t been his intention at all. He turned his eyes to the 

shoreline and walked parallel to the water holding the coconut out in front of him as 

if something inside it might pop out and surprise everyone.  

Dejuan wondered who he could show the coconut to. Amerika, his little 

sister, wouldn’t care. She was chasing seagulls because they couldn’t defend 

themselves and nobody would spank her for that. 

 He put the coconut down and sat beside it. The wind was blowing against the 

right side of his face, making noise in his ear and making the inside of his ear hurt. 

He turned his head so his ear wouldn’t catch the wind and looked out at the ocean. 

 The morning sun twinkled on the surface of the water like Christmas lights 

turning on and off really fast. He relaxed his eyes until he saw nothing but the 

sparkle. Even though this gave him a headache, he liked doing it. 

 Dejuan heard white people approaching. It was a man and a woman, walking 

into the wind, talking to each other. Soon they would walk past him. When they got 

T 
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close, he looked down, like there was something important in the sand. After they 

passed, he looked up and watched them from behind. They were neither fat nor 

skinny. In Dejuan’s family, Mama and Amerika and his aunties were fat, and he was 

skinny.  

  “Dejuan! Amerika!”   

 Auntie Nicole was calling. Dejuan ran. He got there first. She took a cola out 

of the cooler, pulled the ring, making a soft pop. She handed it to him.    

“Thank you,” he said, knowing he was being a good boy for remembering.   

He took a big sip. The cold tasted good and hurt at the same time. He took 

another sip, but didn’t swallow, just let the bubbles explode in his mouth, seeing 

how long it would keep doing that. 

“Drink it, don’t play with it,” Mama said.  

Mama was sitting on the towel with big flowers, squiring cheese spread on 

round crackers and popping them into her mouth. Mama handed Amerika a roll of 

crackers and the cheese spread can. After Amerika finished, she handed the can to 

Dejuan. He took a cracker from the roll and squirted a little mountain of cheese 

spread on the cracker. He stuck his tongue into the mountain, then looked at the 

dent he’d made. 

“Don’t play with your food,” Mama said.  

Dejuan took a bite of his cracker, but the mountain was so big he got cheese 

spread on his nose. 

Amerika started choking. 

“Take bites!” Mama said, hitting her on the back. “Don’t stick the whole thing 

in your mouth!” 

Amerika just liked to eat fast. Nobody could slow her down, not even Mama. 

Other kids called her a pig because she ate like one and was fat.   

After eating a couple of crackers, Dejuan wasn’t hungry anymore. His eyes 

turned back toward the ocean. The water wasn’t sparkling like before. The sun was 

higher in the sky, now, hot on his shoulders and shining bright against the sand. He 

saw his coconut where he’d left it. No one had stolen it.  



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

He knew Mama wouldn’t let him take the coconut home, but before they left 

he would find a safe place to hide it.  Later, at home, he would remember the 

coconut and hope that no one had cracked it or thrown it away.   

“You all go play in the water,” Mama said.  

Amerika kept eating, but Mama jerked the cheese can from Amerika’s hand. 

“Go play in the water!”  

He leaped from the towel and ran to the ocean. He stomped the water, 

making splashes. Amerika joined him, and they both stomped, but his splashes were 

bigger.  

Three white women Mama’s age approached from up the beach. He stopped 

splashing but Amerika didn’t see them. They walked by and looked angry at 

Amerika. She stopped splashing.  

A Mexican family came to the water’s edge. The father was carrying a baby 

girl, and a boy younger than Dejuan let go the hand of his mother and waded out 

into the ocean. He wasn’t afraid at all.  

 Dejuan decided to try. He waded out, carefully, but when the water washed 

onto the shore and then ran back into the ocean, it pushed against the back of his 

legs and pulled sand from under his feet, and he almost fell.  

He waded further out and got used to the push and pull of the water. He 

stopped when the water got to his bellybutton because he didn’t know how to swim. 

Whenever he’d tried hitting the water with his arms the way the others did at the 

public pool, he just sank. 

  He swept his hand back and forth underneath the water, enjoying the way 

the water pressed against the flat of his palm, like when you stick your hand out the 

window of a car. He put his finger in his mouth. The ocean tasted like chicken soup.  

He saw Mama and the aunties getting in the water. He waded over near 

them. He didn’t want to be with them, but he was afraid to be alone in the ocean. He 

rubbed his hands back and forth across the top of the water like a boat and listened 

to them talk about his cousin, Destiny. She was going to have a baby.  

“I’ll end up raising it,” Auntie Nicole said.  
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Mama and the aunties talked about Destiny having a baby like it was good 

and bad at the same time. When adults talked that way, it made him nervous. He 

decided to go back to shore. 

When he got out of the water, he looked for Amerika. He saw her way down 

the beach, chasing seagulls again. He ran to her because running made him happy. 

Before the teachers made the other kids let him play with them at recess, he used to 

run and run until he was out of breath. After Amerika had chased all the seagulls 

away, he spoke to her. 

“Let’s look for sea shells,” he said. 

They walked back towards their spot of beach. Amerika picked up every shell 

she saw, even rocks. But he picked up one shell and just looked at it. The ridges on 

the outside were curved, in rows all the same distance apart, more perfect than 

anyone could draw. The whiteness changed into brownness, but you couldn’t see 

where it changed. One shell was enough. It really was too much. He could look at it 

all day. 

But when he did that at school, they called him lazy or said he wasn’t paying 

attention, which meant that he was bad, unless he was in the special classroom 

where Ms. Jenkins gave Dejuan and other kids extra help. Ms. Jenkins said he was a 

sweet boy.   

“Look!” Amerika said. 

 She was holding a little fish. It was wiggling. 

“Let it go!” he said.  

Amerika laughed and threw the fish up into the dry sand, where it flopped 

around. Dejuan went after it – he was faster than Amerika – and picked it up. Its 

eyes were bulging. He ran to the ocean and put the fish back before Amerika could 

stop him. For a moment, the fish didn’t do anything, but then it wiggled its tail and 

disappeared. 

Mama and the aunties were coming out of the ocean, water dripping from 

their arms. 

“What are you two doing?” Mama asked.  

He looked at Amerika.  
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Amerika pretended that she didn’t hear Mama.  She turned her back, and 

walked away. Used to, if Amerika did that, Mama spanked her, but now Mama just 

let Amerika do whatever because Amerika was older and wasn’t afraid of Mama 

anymore. That made Amerika meaner. Getting older was bad for Amerika. 

He thought getting older was bad for everybody. Adults had more rules than 

kids. Amerika would have to have babies. Dejuan would have to smoke weed and 

fight so that he wouldn’t be a pussy. And they’d both have to lie and pretend to be 

happy. Lying made him sick, but that’s what adults did. Getting older was just a 

whipping waiting for you. It was going to happen and there was nothing you could 

do about it.  

“Dejuan! Amerika! It’s time to go!” 

He remembered the coconut.  

He ran to the spot on the beach where he’d left it. It was still there. He picked 

up the coconut and scanned the shore. He saw a stand of what Mama called “sea 

grape,” even though there were no grapes, just hedges with big leaves.  

He carried the coconut to the sea grape and put it under a low branch, shaded 

and protected. He imagined a boy like himself walking by and noticing the coconut. 

The boy would know immediately that this was a treasure. He might even know that 

someone like Dejuan had found it first and had left it there to be discovered, to be 

handed off to some lucky boy. The lucky boy would pick up the coconut and run to 

his mother and show her. She would be impressed. No one has a treasure like that.  

Then, the boy would take the coconut home and place it on a table in his 

room, a table just for the coconut, maybe with sea shells around it. The boy would sit 

on his comfortable bed and look at the coconut whenever he felt like it for as long as 

he wanted. People would hear about the coconut and ask to see it, but the lucky boy 

would keep it just for himself, a secret, a treasure that made him different than 

everybody else. 

Slap! 

He reached up and rubbed the back of his head. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Mama said. “I’ve been up and down this beach 

calling your name. Are you ever going to start paying attention to anything?” 
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Parisian Kisses 

Marina Hatsopoulos 

 

hen the guy across from me on the Hertz bus to LAX starts speaking 

into his phone in French, my heart picks up into rapid fire pulses—a 

physiological reaction to the emotional residue from my semester in Paris thirty 

years ago. I can tell he’s a native Parisian speaker, sending kisses to his son. 

“J’t’embrasse,” he says, as if it’s a single word, unified, all slippery and soft around 

the edges. He could’ve said anything, and still the phonetics would have glided like 

a smooth Cabernet. But the beauty of the language is incongruous with my 

bitterness, putrid as a stinky French cheese.  

I’d planned to immerse myself in French culture when I lived in Paris, but the 

Parisians wouldn’t have it. One glance at my jean jacket led them to conclude they 

knew everything about me, so they’d turn away, without even acknowledging my 

presence. All they saw was the image in their mind of an ugly American, and they 

made all sorts of assumptions: that I was loud, parochial, uneducated and lacking in 

any class or sophistication.  

I’d studied French for nine years, but when I tried to strike up conversation, 

they pretended they didn’t understand. When I smiled, they pursed their lips. In my 

quest for an authentic experience, I went so far as to take Probability and Statistics, 

in French, at the Université de Paris. The students chain-smoked in the back of the 

auditorium, chatting and giggling amongst themselves during the entire lecture. 

They moved in their smoky cliques and never once thought to approach the one kid 

sitting alone in class. I asked for a pen, or offered gum, but they dismissed me. I was 

shut out.  

On the Metro, people stared blankly without engaging. Even the old lady 

who was renting me a room in her apartment never chatted, never once asked me a 

question or offered to make an introduction. My dreams of kissing a French man on 

the Champs-Elysée turned to my reality of dinner alone in the old lady’s unheated 

W 
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spare bedroom overlooking a stone courtyard. Springtime in Paris was all rain. The 

days were dark, cold and wet. I never reached out to the Americans in my program, 

because that was the easy way out. I already had a tight-knit group of friends in 

college, and I had left that American experience in search of something new and 

different. Something French. I could’ve been fluent by the end of my stay, but 

instead I was isolated and lonely. Invisible. 

So, on the Hertz bus, memories flooding, I look this guy over. He’s slightly 

unshaven and wearing jeans, not as put together as I might’ve expected for a 

Frenchman, but his accent betrays him. When he looks back, I don’t smile, because 

the Parisians were never generous enough to offer me this simple gesture—the 

acknowledgment that yeah, we’re all human, we’re in this crazy thing together. They 

never gave me a chance to prove I was different than the preconceptions in their 

minds. Instead of such warmth, I was offered, at best, cold indifference, and at 

worst, open hostility for having been born American. Who knows what our 

politicians were doing at that time, but it was definitely all my fault.  

Maybe the people outside of Paris would’ve been nicer—or so I’m told—but 

my semester was in the city. I can’t erase my conclusions about the French, because 

they’re based on my direct, personal experience. These are facts, not preconceptions. 

I’m justified in my reactions because I have knowledge. My feelings are real and run 

deep, having gouged their way into my psyche every day during the saddest, 

loneliest four months of my life. I was living as an outsider, looking through the 

window, knocking on it, and nobody even glanced my way. 

The guy on the bus finally puts his phone away, and starts speaking with his 

friend sitting beside me, only now it’s not French. My nearly instantaneous 

recognition of Hebrew fills me with pride for my musician’s ear, and I listen closely 

to the sounds which mean nothing to me other than the lyrical babble of a magical 

place. I listen intently, as though I might understand if I try really, really hard. I 

recognize “hadash,” which I’ve heard in a song, but that’s about it. I wish I could tell 

if they have a French accent in Hebrew. I wonder if they live in Paris or Tel Aviv, 

and what line of work they’re in. Suddenly I’m curious to spark a conversation, and 

wish I had offered up a smile—even a fake one at that. 
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When the guy and his friend stand up, a yamaka on the head of the friend 

becomes visible, which makes me lose my breath, then swallow to make the sinking 

feeling in my stomach disappear. What if they thought I was giving them a cold look 

because they thought I’d seen the yamaka earlier? Maybe they think I’m anti-

Semitic. Anxiety, guilt and the frustration of being misunderstood override all my 

self-pity from just a moment ago. I try to smile at them, but they’re chattering.  

They must think I hate Jews, or Israel, but it’s the opposite: Israel is one of my 

favourite places on earth. Israel had never been on my bucket list, but I’d taken an 

opportunity to visit there one quiet spring when I was invited to join a trade 

delegation. What a surprise! I felt an instantaneous connection to the country: the 

sun and heat, informality, the arts, soulfulness and that overriding aggressive drive. 

The culture reflected a combination of my own seemingly opposing character traits: 

my Greek love of music and sleeping on the beach, along with my American 

ambition to work hard for business success. Genetic testing says I’m just 0.3% 

Middle Eastern, but those genes are potent. I loved how strangers in a café asked 

rapid-fire questions like it was the Inquisition. They wanted to know all the nuance: 

So you were born in Boston, but your parents are from Greece? Where in Greece? Do you 

speak Greek? The questions were endless; it’s their way of understanding and 

relating.  

I only knew one word of Hebrew: toda (thank you), which I loved saying, 

because it sounded to me like “Tada!” I used this word often in Israel, and 

sometimes people would continue the conversation, as if I spoke Hebrew. When I 

told them I was not Israeli—not even Jewish—they were even more thrilled. They 

wanted to know why I was there, and they were eager to tell me what I should see 

during my visit. I was invited to join a group for drinks. I was let in. I got the 

insider’s view, joining banter between locals. I found warmth and kinship—a deep 

sense of humanity. Although I’m of Greek heritage, I had a strange experience of 

feeling that I’d found my people.  

Ever since that trip, whenever I hear the Israeli “r,” no matter what the 

situation—a storekeeper, business colleague, or whatever—I whip my head around 

to strike up conversation and connect, like I’ve just found a long-lost friend. And the 
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amazing thing is, I get it all right back. After momentary surprise, and curious to 

understand why I show such goodwill, the Israeli stranger is ready to engage, like 

we really are linked in some way.  

I want to explain all this to these strangers on the bus, who think I’m a low-

life bigot, and I try to remember what sort of a face I gave the guy—was it disinterest 

or disdain? My jaw clenches as I try to think of words to explain my acceptance of all 

people. I reject the distinctions that divide us, and pride myself on seeing both sides: 

the complete picture, not just the façade of positions. I can reject something a person 

has just said and still consider what they have to say next. Or allow for the 

possibility that they are looking at something differently. I can respect someone I 

don’t like, and accept that they might do good, even while they also do bad. 

Someone whose opinion differs from mine might in fact be intelligent, thoughtful 

and worthy. The logic and the nuance is not lost on me.  

My drive to a different viewpoint, beyond the surface, is the reason I love 

speaking foreign languages. When I’m in Greece, I revert to Greek. When I’m in 

Italy, I speak Italian. It’s not just about the appreciation of the locals for my efforts, 

although they really are grateful. They see it as a reaching out, and an attempt to 

forge the divide. More than all that, however, my speaking in their language allows 

them to communicate with me on a deeper level. What you learn from a taxi driver 

in his own language is something you can’t learn from a newspaper. I wish I could 

explain this, in Hebrew, to these guys on the bus, but all I have is “Tada!” 

I’m torn apart by what’s happening in the United States, because both sides 

have something to say, but nobody’s listening. If you’re under the illusion that 

you’re open-minded, try this little experiment: listen to someone on the “other” side 

of Trump, whichever side that is, and check how many words you hear before you 

decide they’re part of the fools’ conspiracy and write them off. Regardless of who’s 

to blame for this situation, I can’t help feeling disappointed in seeing people on both 

sides comfortably expose their venom, closed-mindedness, bias and unfairness. Both 

sides ignore the relevance of any evidence that supports the opposing view. It’s all 

or nothing. Both sides are willing to live with half the truth, on the basis that one fact 

trumps all others. And so we become more and more polarized.  
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In fact, when I was preparing to send out this essay, I had no idea where to 

send it, because the media has scattered to the edges. If liberals listen to only left-

wing media, and conservatives listen only to right-wing media, then we’ll never get 

the information and perspective we need to find some common ground. Without 

open dialogue, we’ll never be forced to argue our position to a real counterparty, 

who might challenge our assumptions and catch us with bias and unsubstantiated 

claims. We’ll have no chance to be educated and elevated by each other. We all lose.  

Having been profiled, albeit in mild form relative to much more destructive 

discrimination, I’m bitter about its impact. Still, I can’t deny the practical necessity of 

reaching conclusions with inadequate information. We humans do this a million 

times every day, and we couldn’t survive without this capability. When I got lost as 

a child, I didn’t ask for help from the man in dirty clothes lying on a park bench with 

a bottle in his hand; I asked for help from the middle-aged woman in a dress with 

two kids in tow. Was that street-smart or morally reprehensible? Was that good 

judgment or profiling? Would you advise your child to do otherwise? 

Our ability to see patterns, to categorize, and to infer generalities from the 

specific, is at the core of our human intelligence. What’s lost in that, however, is that 

even while general conclusions may sometimes apply to the majority, they don’t 

apply to all. Maybe most Americans are loud and obnoxious, by French standards, 

but that doesn’t mean that I am loud and obnoxious. Extending that argument 

further, maybe not all French see Americans as loud and obnoxious. I, as a victim of 

mild discrimination, was discriminating back against all French, judging them with 

broad strokes just as they had judged me.  

What would happen if I reacted to everyone—even the French—the way I do 

when I hear the Israeli accent? While I’m normally quiet and keep to myself, what if 

instead I smiled and engaged random strangers in conversation? My observations of 

people would almost certainly be impacted by my own behaviour.  

When the men stand up to get off the bus, I’m pulsing with the need to justify 

my initial reaction, and explain that they’ve completely misunderstood me. If only I 

could speak to them in Hebrew, but I’m running out of time to say anything at all. I 

want them to know I’m not the kind of person who treats people the way I was 
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treated in France, spotting an identity—an ethnic caricature—and reaching all sorts 

of conclusions without any information about the specifics. As they walk off and 

away, I want to scream out the bus window so they’ll know and understand: I’m not 

like that. Really, I’m not! 

Or am I? 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   
Works 
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The Neologist 

Nickolas Urpi 

 

he peculiar clattering of footsteps (of a foreign type) struck against the 

cobblestone streets wet with the morning mist. This was the sign of a traveler.  

  When the traveler first arrived in town, everyone thought him a strange and 

exotic sight, mystical and promising. The fishermen stopped unloading the herring 

from their boats and turned to stare—even the fish stared. I must admit, even I 

stopped counting and arranging business for the customs house to look through the 

distorted and murky beveled window to catch a glimpse of the traveler. He wore a 

pale yellow robe with a worn red sash, adorned with a thick beard, a clean shaven 

head, glistening with a fresh and eerie wetness, and seemed darkly tinted from too 

much sun—a stranger to these parts where the sun can only be seen through a dim 

and distant fog that smothers the sky and tortures the star-gazers. His eyes, too, 

were like the cobblestones, dark and plain, as though you could not see through 

them as you can with most eyes. He always seemed to be looking past you—this 

frightened many others, and me at first, but eventually coalesced with his other 

mysterious qualities to create a general aura of stupidity or mysticism (neither of 

which was certain).  

  The potentiality of foreign trade struck the tavern keeper as a particularly 

exciting prospect and so he was the first to rush out to the street in his cleanest—but 

perpetually stained—apron to welcome the guest, whom I’m told—and which was 

likely true—said as his first word: “largonoptle.” No one, especially the tavern-

keeper, knew what he had said; it was such a foreign tongue. The tavern-keeper 

rubbed his bald head with his hand and nervously invited him in again, only this 

time the guest said: “eggelmoi.”  

  There was soon a mad rush around town to find various personages with 

knowledge in foreign languages to discover the meaning of these words. Even I was 

T 
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summoned for my scholarly interest in Czech dialects. Upon each new approach, 

however, the stranger uttered a completely new word. I stood by and watched as 

professors and priests tried the noble languages of Greek, Latin, and Nahuatl. All 

was purposeless; everything led to the utterance of a different word by the strange 

traveler.  

  Eventually, the tavern keeper led him into the tavern and presented the 

stranger with a dish of barley and sausages, with hot boiled potatoes and garlic 

butter, and a tall glass of his darkest and most exemplary brew. The stranger ate 

some of barley and none of the sausage, but consumed almost all of the beer (only 

after having removed the head with a silver knife). At first, none in the town knew 

what to make of the stranger. Many began to suspect him of being either a practical 

joker or a lunatic. I was convinced of neither, but had no theories of my own. I 

wrestled with my hands—which were not used to the cold weather of outside and 

never would be—and so I returned to my counting. It was dull, tedious work, but it 

kept bread on my plate and occasionally allowed me to enjoy one of the tavern 

keeper’s thick brews. Thus, life in the town continued to roll to the movement of 

carts and the sailing of boats and the eating of salted and smoked herring.  

“He’s a mandarin,” one fisherman said in the tavern. I knew them all well, as I kept 

regular accounts and often discounted their notes to distant merchants.  

  “Nah! Course he isn’t!” another shouted, the foam of his beer still hanging on 

the edges of his salt and pepper mustache. “He’s a Greek—that yellow is a political 

sign!” 

  “A monk!” shouted yet another. 

  “Hey, Bifo,” the first shouted to me, slapping his gargantuan hand, covered in 

callouses, on the full of my thinning shoulder. They called me ‘bifo’ endearingly to 

signify the bifocals I wore perpetually on the edge of my nose. “You know things; 

what is he? He’s a mandarin right?”  

  “I couldn’t tell you,” I said in reply. “I can’t make out what he is.” My 

statement only began the argument anew, as each pointed to a peculiar aspect of the 

traveler that seemed to affirm each of their theories.  
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  The traveler, however, did not keep to town life the same as the rest of the 

town. He would take strange walks, oftentimes in circles, bowing occasionally to 

some and running away from others. Once, a cat had frightened him and he ran with 

his arms wailing in the air, screaming in his peculiar foreign tongue. The town had 

decided to ignore him for the time being. As long as he paid his silver coins to the 

tavern keeper, everything continued onwards as it had. He was beginning to be 

considered a natural part of the atmosphere. One could stroll down the street and 

observe him saying new words at the whim of the moment or the blowing of a 

breeze.      

  The traveler’s peculiarities, however, only continued to crescendo, each one 

slowly bringing more attention to him than before—. The children began to follow 

him regularly, and many thought him an enchanter, with his words being evil spells 

meant to put the devil into the children. The children seemed to be captivated with 

the stranger’s strangeness, especially his sporadic fear of cats. He occasionally 

urinated on the street sidewalks, much to the disapproval of the owners of the 

houses or businesses on that particular street, who often had to wash it over with a 

bucket of water and who angrily reprimanded the traveler, who only occasionally 

bowed and said a word or two, neither of which had been spoken by him before.  

  In time, however, the traveler began to resume his mystic role. People stared 

at him in the streets. There was a mistiness about him, that was true enough, which 

made him suitable to the fog, through which he filtered like a passing thought, as if 

he was never truly there—. He even gathered a following of those who abandoned 

their work to follow him through the bitter cold fog, watching him perform the most 

meaningless of tasks and suddenly assign a great importance to it. Soon theories 

developed about this traveler and his words.  

  Some said he was a Zen master, using his words to shock us into the reality of 

the present, to become one with our surroundings, abandon the ties to our real lives, 

and join him in an enlightened state of being. Nevertheless, there were some 

arguments against this theory. Where was his begging bowl? How did he get so 

many silver coins that he could pay every day for his irregular eating pattern? Why 

did he not have the appearance of a Zen master?  
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  Some said he had invented a new language of particulars, by which each 

syllable or sound in combination with other sounds would identify a certain object 

as apart from other objects. Thus, when these students held up to him a herring fish, 

he said, “mlipsoko,” and another, “klisoknoty.” This brought an immense shower of 

smiles from the students of this theory, all cheering each other in having discovered 

his secret, all endeavoring to study him and learn this new language which bore an 

immense superiority to their present language, which was too focused on Platonic 

ideals and not enough on things. One of the students, however, presented the same 

herring to the traveler and received two entirely different words in reply, thus 

obliterating their proposition. They attempted to revise their theory and claim that it 

was not just the particular which the word had to describe, but also its relation to 

space and time; thus, at different times, it would have different names. These 

scholars compiled huge books, redacting the words that the traveler uttered. At 

night, they spent time scientifically studying and organizing the words into charts, 

much to their frustration. They worked by candlelight and only managed to reduce 

themselves to pale, thin, frail, and thoroughly wearied creatures who never 

despaired, but were consumed with hopelessness.  

  Some said he was searching for the perfect word, that by saying every word 

possible, he would find it more quickly by process of elimination. This word he was 

searching for would have the ultimate meaning, so that every other word was 

meaningless and only had meaning imposed on it, with no intrinsic value. But this 

one word, which the traveler sought (supposedly), would instill a sense of value and 

meaning on all our lives, would recreate our souls—they continued on, but to list the 

effects of this one word would be too numerous and too tiresome to record here.  

  Some said he was here to prove to us that the incomprehensible is 

incomprehensible, but we had already been told that by another, who was far 

greater and long dead. This was not his ghost, nor his double, nor his son.  

  A last group believed the traveler was simply and fully obeying the laws of 

causality, and that whatever he felt, even in miniscule amounts, he would give way 

to, fulfilling the law and not arguing against it like the rest of us. Thus, if he felt like 

saying a certain combination of syllables, he would say it. These words thus 
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concocted had meaning only to him and expressed his feelings. Hence, no one had a 

right to declare him either insane or a philosopher, but instead recognize that he was 

simply himself and each word was a part of his soul which was compulsory for him 

to express, and (defenders of this theory added vehemently) that we’d all be better 

off to follow his example.  

  All of these theories seemed to place the utmost importance on his words, all 

of which he created from the bowels of his own mind. All these scholars followed 

and studied him endlessly, some even trying to replicate his manner of appearance; 

but they found it too base and unnecessary, and preferred to wait until they had 

understood his philosophy.  

  To the astonishment of all, and the misery of others, the traveler began to 

become smaller, thinner, and frailer. At first, this transformation was hardly noticed, 

but over time, one could see his visibility waning away. Eventually, people began to 

forget he was even there. His scholars forgot about their studies, and his followers 

forgot to follow. Some continued to scour the ground with microscopes to find him, 

but he had vanished. He was either invisible, a ghost of some sort, or simply had 

waned away from his own meaninglessness. His disappearance was clouded in even 

more mystery than his appearance was—which was always assumed to have a 

purpose of some sort. It had never occurred to anyone that his arrival and 

disappearance was as meaningless as his words—or his life.  

  The town soon forgot him completely, some remembering snippets of 

experiences they encountered with him, but even those melted away with the next 

vacillation of the tide. Even I have forgotten most of what happened while he was 

here, and must refer to the beginning of this very redaction just to remember what 

he looks like, though slowly he becomes a figure of my imagination rather than a 

memory of someone who was. Only one word survives from his vast and infinite 

dictionary: “largonoptle,” which the people of the town still know, but never use, 

having forgotten its origin entirely. It has generally been decided that the word is 

meaningless and is used accordingly—and, therefore, not used at all—. 

  Having thus disappeared in the footprint of his own futility, the town, still 

shrouded in the oceanic mist, rolled on as it had before his arrival. I, myself, am 
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contented to sit in the tavern on Sunday nights, too full from the tavern keeper’s 

thick sausages and dark beer to move my thin frame or adjust my spectacles, 

listening through the haze of tobacco and the somnolent dimness of the oil lamps to 

the fishermen’s tales of the sharks, whales, and angels— 
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The Perfect Communist  

By Sara Hughes 

 

Not every word he said was kind,  

but every sentence held a gift,  

a secret tied with white ribbon: 

names of foreign cities he’d lived in,  

women he’d loved, friends he’d betrayed.   

A tourist, I collected his memories  

like souvenir shot glasses to line  

on my windowsill. His red tricycle.  

His village of matchbox homes glued together.  

The brother that bloodied his face.  

He walked a narrow road to first grade  

in the government-issued boots  

all the boys wore. He fell behind  

the other children, turning back every few steps  

to look at his mother on their stoop.  

He got so far away he could no longer see  

her eyes, just her head kerchief waving.  

I traded my body for his stories.  

His hands unbuckled, unbuttoned, untied.  

I thought the gifts of my mouth and thighs  

might make up for his birthdays without toys.  

What we made was not unlike lovemaking.  

When I asked about his father,  

he made a sound like laughing,  

then apologized, said, “No more talking.” 
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Yesterday 
By Nancy Murray 

 

There are things to say.  

The mouth opens, hopeful.  

The breath makes a dash for it,  

and trips on a stump of uncertainty.  

 

“What? Are you catching flies?” my father used to say 

when I stood, aghast and angry.  

I’d pretend to yawn and disappear 

into the bathroom, the only room  

with a lock he hadn’t picked yet.  

 

I could spin a thousand times 

and land facing the same direction, 

the one that always gets me home for dinner, hopeful. 

But, my mouth won’t open 

and my stomach is full of the things I didn’t say.  

 

History repeats himself- 

a drunken uncle, hoping to be heard.  

I must be vigilant, listen hard, 

or I’ll miss that I’ve been here before; 

I won’t recognize the top of the stairs,  

and I’ll step with too much confidence, 

as if confidence is dangerous, 

and yesterday is waiting at the bottom 

to catch me when I fall.  
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Before The Wall 

Michael Pesant 

 
 

“If it tempts you so much, try it in spite of my prohibition. But take note: I am 

powerful.” - Franz Kafka 

 

 

n the first day of the hunger strike, the staff met the student’s refusal to eat 

with encouragement.  

 “The lentils take some getting used to,” they said. “Before you know it you 

won’t mind– you’ll even start to look forward to dinner.” 

 At breakfast the next morning, they reassured him. 

 “It’s just oatmeal,” they said, “nothing gross.” 

 For lunch, they spread peanut butter on flour tortillas, and folded them in 

half, quesadilla style. It came with his choice of an apple or orange. 

 “You’ll feel better when you eat,” they said. 

 The lentils returned at dinnertime. They combined the dried beans with rice 

and cooked them in a stockpot over a propane camp stove. A student, advanced 

enough in the program to be trusted with a knife, sliced carrots and broccoli, adding 

them towards the end of the boil.  The staff tried counter-intuitive reasoning. 

 “It sounds weird,” they said. “Even though you don’t think you’re hungry, if 

you take a bite you might realize you are.” 

 On the third day and fourth days, staff alternated between persuasion and 

empathy.  

 “We know you don’t want to be here,” they said. “But you won’t get out 

quicker pulling this hunger strike crap – work the program and you’ll graduate.” 

 And later, 

 “We’re know you’re unhappy, and we are too, because we’re worried about 

you. It’s important to eat.” 

O 
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 He knew some of the other kids snickered at his refusal. The student was 

overweight – not morbidly so, but enough mass lined his belly to deprive his hunger 

strike of a certain gravitas. His mother used to joke he could survive the winter on 

his “reserves.” 

It was a wilderness-based therapy program for troubled adolescents, intended 

to take place out in the forest, but the student was stuck on campus until he 

demonstrated a baseline of mental competence and safety. Other students hanging 

around base were in for medical checks, or near graduation. 

 Around day five, the staff began publicly logging his hunger strike into a 

medical record. The student asked about it, and they told him recording student 

food intake, along with water and medicine, was standard program practice. He 

never saw them make notes on the other students. 

 “Log it,” A staff interrupted a colleague in the midst of encouraging him to 

take an apple. “You don’t need to convince him, just log the refusal.” 

 A staff who identified herself as a nurse visited him. She dressed like the 

others, a cross between a fall catalogue model and guerilla fighter, but produced a 

stethoscope from her backpack. She performed a review of systems and delivered a 

monotone lecture on the effects of malnourishment. In the midst of repacking the 

stethoscope, she confronted him with a maternal glare. 

 “Honey,” she said, “I’ve seen kids try to manipulate their way out of here 

before – it never works.” 

 A female staff went rogue and confronted him with a personal tale about 

overcoming an eating disorder. The student had never understood anorexia. He’d 

watched documentaries about it, frustrated with the frail subjects’ refusal to resolve 

their predicament with a sensible meal. Gluttony and hedonism he understood. 

Anger he understood. Self-sabotage. 

On the sixth day, the therapist came. Over the previous days, staff made 

numerous and contradictory allusions to the power and intentions of the therapist. 

They warned him to conclude his hunger strike before the therapist arrived. What 

the therapist might do in response remained vague, although the student asked. 

“He’s the one that talks to your parents,” staff said. 
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Other mentions of the therapist described a more benevolent figure. The other 

students at the base camp presaged his arrival like Santa on Christmas morning. 

Some staff reassured him that, once he met with the therapist, he’d feel well enough 

to begin eating.  

“Don’t worry, the therapist comes today,” staff said, logging that morning’s 

oatmeal refusal.  

The student intuited that the arrival of the therapist offered the staff relief 

from the hunger strike. They could pass the problem on to a higher power. He didn’t 

mention it, but the student felt eager to meet the therapist. He needed to ask why 

he’d been sent to the program. 

The therapist possessed the kind of figure one usually associated with former 

athletes, tall and mildly overweight but in manner that suggested strength. Unlike 

the staff, who kept warm under bright synthetic outerwear, the therapist wore an 

aged and sturdy looking coat of natural fibre, perhaps wool. Up to until then, the 

student’s experiences of therapists had all been women. He expected someone 

squashier. 

“I’m the therapist,” he extended a large hand in the student’s direction. 

“Dylan,” the student said, feeling his finger bones reorganized inside the 

therapist’s grip. 

“Follow me,” the therapist said, and led the student away from the patio in 

front of the bunkhouse where the staff prepared meals.  

Because of the hunger strike, the staff had refrained from asking the student 

to do anything physical, and his legs felt unsteady as he trailed the therapist towards 

a boulder strewn creek bank. 

The therapist sat down on a boulder and implied the student should do the 

same. Water rushed below, surrounding them in white noise and a feint cold mist. 

For the first time, the student experienced the effect of his strike not as hunger but 

fatigue. He hoped for a moment to settle himself before questioning the therapist. 

He’d felt certain that whatever the purpose of the program, or the concerns 

enumerated in some application filled out by his parents, he could reason there had 
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been an error. The student did not belong at the program. Its goals were 

incompatible with his. Its methods were a poor match for his particular condition. 

“Why are you here?” the therapist asked. 

The student found himself suddenly unable to articulate his arguments. 

“I’ve not eaten in six days,” he told the therapist. 

“Why not?” 

“I didn’t want to.” 

On the seventh day, they brought him McDonalds. They delivered it at 

lunchtime, as the other students dug into their peanut butter quesadillas. The white 

paper bag, folded once at the opening, elicited a conditioned response, albeit more 

nostalgic than salivary. Like many overweight children, the student was, 

paradoxically, a very picky eater. Staff had inferred correctly that McDonalds was 

his favourite restaurant. Maybe they asked his parents.  

The student examined the contents of the bag in plain view of his peers. He 

considered suggesting they split the meal among the group, but his bounty would 

mean little spread among them all. The choice of items, two hamburgers and a small 

sleeve of french fries, suggested a buyer with limited affinity for McDonalds. He 

imagined a health conscious staff uncomfortably navigating the drive-thru. The 

student recognized the meal as a number four combo, minus the drink. It was not his 

favourite. His favourite was a number six. 

The smell alone threatened to foment a program-wide rebellion. The student 

thought food like this was a pleasure best enjoyed in solitude, or at least anonymity. 

If he ate it, he sensed the other students would seethe with justified envy. It wasn’t 

fair that the program reward him for his hunger strike, while they toiled 

complacently for their nightly lentils. It occurred to him also, however, that if he 

didn’t eat it, they might erupt with a different kind of incredulity. The student 

plucked out a fry and positioned it between his molars, feeling the oil dissipate into 

his tongue and gums. He folded up the bag and handed it back to staff. 

“I don’t want this,” he said. 

From the eighth day forward, the student sensed that the program’s approach 

to managing his hunger strike ceased to adhere to any one strategy. The nurse 
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returned and offered a gruesome depiction of his depleted body cannibalizing its 

own muscles and organs. The logging of meal refusals continued, but with less 

fanfare. Staff informed him that the McDonald’s episode proved revelatory.  

“We know something about your hunger strike now,” they said.  

“What?” he asked. 

“It isn’t about the food – it’s a behavioural issue.” 

“And?” 

“The program addresses this.” 

While the staff’s coordination frayed, the student felt his thinking crystallize. 

He’d not undertaken the hunger strike with a goal in mind, or even knowing his 

initial pass on the lentils would develop into a pattern. He’d only made one decision 

at a time, and eventually those consistent decisions grew to possess a greater 

narrative power.  

That power caught him off guard. The question that presented was, to what 

end, if any, he should leverage it. Staff never asked the question, but the student 

believed it implied through stunts like the McDonalds. The other students were less 

indirect. 

“What will you make them give you to start eating?” They asked. 

When he’d arrived at the program, the student asked for and was denied a 

phone call to his parents. Staff explained, and other students corroborated, that such 

calls were strictly forbidden by program guidelines. He’d not asked again, believing 

the answer unchanged and repeated questioning rude.  

Ten days in, he asked again. The student rationalized that, if he was expected 

to refuse several times per day, it was reasonable for the staff to keep fielding his 

request for a call. Consistent with this logic, the student asked for a phone call 

always and only when the staff offered him food. Further, he kept a record on the 

program provided notebook, logging each instance of staff refusal to grant him a 

call. 

The juxtaposition created the impression that the student might be willing to 

end his hunger strike if they met his demands. That, in effect, he was holding his 

own physical wellbeing hostage. The student never explicitly stated these terms. 
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Nevertheless, staff summoned the therapist. They met again on the boulders near the 

creek. 

“Understand,” he said, “the structure of the program is such that 

manipulative behaviours are never reinforced.” 

The student denied any connection between his hunger strike and request for 

a call. He challenged the therapist to find any evidence that he’d made such a 

proposition. Since their first meeting, the student had been preparing for a 

subsequent encounter with the therapist, sharpening his case. 

“Please tell me,” he said. “What kind of program is this?” 

“It’s a wilderness-based program for troubled teens,” the therapist said. 

“Surely someone has told you?” 

“They did,” he said. “But, is it like a rehab or psych hospital?” 

“It is like both those things,” the therapist said, with mocking emphasis on the 

“like.” 

“But I’m not crazy or a drug addict.” 

“It is like those things,” the therapist said. “But it is also very different.” 

“How?” 

“This program doesn’t provide such shortcuts to defining your condition.” 

“What kind of program is it?” 

“It’s an experiential program,” the therapist said, slowing down over the big 

word. “Which means words are insufficient to explain it.” 

“I don’t get it.” 

“You need to experience the program to understand – which thus far you’ve 

avoided.” 

“It’s just that I don’t feel this is the right program for me.” 

“Ah,” the therapist said, tracing his oversized fingers down his beard. “What 

you’ve engaged in there is a classic error known as emotional reasoning – you 

started with a feeling, and drew a conclusion from there.” 

“I think it’s just called intuition,” the student said. He’d only been talking to 

the therapist for a minute and had already veered off his rehearsed script. “Don’t 

people always say to trust your gut?” 



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

“And what if I said my clinical intuition leads me to believe this is the perfect 

program for you? I doubt you’d put much stock in that line of reasoning.” 

The student adjusted himself on the boulder, trying to find a more 

comfortable position. He again felt the cloudiness of his malnutrition. He tried to 

peer across the campus, to where the group sat outside of the bunkhouse. He 

wondered if the staff who told him about her eating disorder was around. He 

wanted to tell her that he finally understood anorexia. It wasn’t, as he’d thought, the 

forestalling of an obvious solution. It was a longshot attempt at solving a much 

bigger problem. 

“Can I call my parents?” he asked the therapist. 

“The program doesn’t involve phone calls for students at your level of 

progression.” 

“But why not? What does my progress have to do with it? If I could call my 

parents I’d convince them to withdraw me from the program, anyway.” 

“I’ve learned something about you,” the therapist said, standing up. 

“What?” 

“You often ask questions to which you already know the answer.” 

Before leaving campus, the therapist informed the student that he was 

expected to write a letter to his parents, as more than a week had elapsed since he 

entered the program. The therapist suggested the student use the letter to offer 

contrite reflections on past behaviour, and goals for the program, although he also 

made clear that the student was free to write whatever he chose. The therapist also 

directed the staff to stop asking the student if he wanted food. 

“Let him decide if he wants to eat,” the therapist said. “Stop giving him a wall 

to push against.” 

Although he considered boycotting the exercise, the student ended up 

deciding to write the letter. He found all the well-considered points and proposals 

he’d failed to articulate to the therapist flowed easily onto the handwritten pages. He 

made clear to his parents what he wanted and what he would do if it was and 

wasn’t made so. He referenced his deteriorating health, and log of denied phone 

calls. 
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The staff who read the letter pleaded with the student not to submit it to his 

parents. 

“It will reflect poorly,” they said. 

This was consistent with the student’s intentions. 

“It will reflect poorly on you,” they clarified. 

For the next three days, the submitted letter suspended the student’s hope 

like a tensioned wire. He suffered no ambiguity regarding the points between which 

found himself tethered and, in moments, felt buoyed by a righteous certainty in his 

plan. Yet in other moments, he was beset by a crippling vertigo. He knew the hunger 

strike was fucking with his mental acuity, but he couldn’t tell which was the 

influenced state, the certainty or the vertigo. 

  On the fourteenth day, the nurse returned. She examined the student briefly, 

and then exhumed from her backpack a small assortment of snacks, laying them on 

the ground before him: pretzels, cashews, a Snickers bar, and small, chilled bottle of 

chocolate milk. The snacks deviated sufficiently from the program menu to be 

deeply appealing, but in a less conspicuous manner than the hamburgers. 

 “Let today be your first good day,” she said.  

 Later, the therapist returned. Without introduction, or his usual request to 

move down by the creek, he handed the student a short, typewritten response to his 

letter. 

 “My parents read my letter?” he asked the therapist, after reading the 

response. 

 “You know that they did.” 

 “Did you read it?” 

 “I did.” 

 The student paused, frustrated the therapist required him to further the 

conversation, rather than answering his implied question.  

“And?” The student finally asked. 

“I remain certain that this is the right program for you.” 

“What about the other stuff? The student asked. “What I swore I would do?” 
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“Understand,” the therapist said, “that in the past you’ve proven to be soft - 

your words have been less than authentic.” 

“So?” 

“Understand that this program is perfectly equipped to handle these specific 

issues, up to and including your refusal to eat.” 

“So what?” 

“Know that this is all part of it – your stubborn refusal, and manipulation, 

and eventual capitulation, following which, the real program can begin.” 

As he’d threatened, the student rose from where he sat beside therapist and 

started to run. Because he’d anticipated being closer to the water, and because he 

was even weaker than he’d been when he wrote the letter, the student felt little 

control over his legs as he bound toward the creek bank. The downhill momentum 

carried him almost to the water, but unable to stop himself, he crashed into a 

boulder, inches away from the fast-running creek. 

“Don’t come any closer,” he said to the therapist, climbing atop the boulder 

with a handful of gathered rocks. 

The therapist approached the boulder, and reached his arms around the 

student, as if to embrace him in a bear hug. 

“Why do you keep coming closer?” The student asked. “Don’t you realize 

that I’m going to smash these rocks against my head and fall into the creek?” 

“Again,” the therapist said, clasping his large hands over the student’s wrists, 

“you’ve answered your own question.” 

“Wait, wait, please,” the student said. “Wait, I have a real question I need to 

ask.” 

“What?” 

“If this program is supposed to be exactly designed for me, and everything so 

far is all part of it, then why am I the only one?” 

“The only what?” The therapist shook the student’s wrists, attempting to 

loosen his clenched grip on the rocks. 

“The only one of all these kids who’s freaking out? Who’s refusing? Hunger 

striking?” 
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“Ah,” the therapist said, feeling the tension draining from the student’s 

wrists, and relaxing his in turn. “Great question, and finally, a place for us to begin.” 

“It’s a shame then,” the student said, his arms slipping out from the 

therapist’s hold. 

“What’s a shame?”  

“That we won’t finish.” 
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A MATCH MADE IN CYBERSPACE (FORMERLY HEAVEN) 

Alison Wittenberg 

 

ne Labor Day weekend years ago, My dad was on a Yale singing trip to Cuba, 

and my mom, who hates Yale singing trips and hates the heat, had decided to 

sit that trip out and relax by a quiet lake in New Hampshire. She invited me to join 

her, but I had already made plans with a new boyfriend of Internet origin. “So bring 

him!” she said fearlessly. 

I had joined Match.com not long before, hoping to expedite the dating 

process. I was under the illusion, at the time, that by studying someone’s Post-it-

sized online dating profile, I could know them instantly. All I actually knew about 

the new boyfriend, when we set out for New Hampshire, was that he was a teacher, 

which sounded noble, and he had really good hair. As it turned out, the new 

boyfriend didn’t leave home much. As we drove into the country, he became visibly 

agitated. “It’s very rural here, very rural…” was the refrain throughout the drive as 

he shifted his large frame around anxiously. He seemed quite sure I was taking him 

to a remote area to be eaten by a bear. “It’s really quite rural…” 

Now my mom, with the best of intentions, had gotten tickets for us that night 

for a play that turned out to be about Sigmund Freud’s last days, in which he was 

dying of mouth cancer, writhing in pain onstage, and at various points, taking his 

jaw prosthesis out, putting it in a jar of bloody water, and then trying to cram it back 

into his mouth. The new boyfriend and I, both prone to panic attacks, started to 

sweat. He was worse off, however: 6'2", built like a linebacker, and wedged into the 

center of this tiny incubator of a theater. He started to hyperventilate. When the play 

finally ended, we were able to extricate ourselves, only to get to the exit and have a 

woman faint, right in front of us, flat on the floor. Once in the car, the new boyfriend 

continued to hyperventilate, my mom chatted cheerfully about the play, and I tried 

to stifle my own rising panic and just drive. 

One more tense car ride through the country the next evening, and the new 

O 

http://match.com/
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boyfriend and I were back at my place in the city, seemingly out of harm’s way. But 

a few hours into a peaceful sleep, I saw him shoot upright, my cat apparently having 

tried to jump onto the bed, where she usually slept, and mistakenly landing on his 

face. I opened my eyes just in time to see the sixteen-year-old cat fly through the air 

in a giant arc over the bed and shoot down an open staircase, taking with her a pile 

of books and a DVD player that had been perched on the edge of the stairs. The new 

boyfriend, now in the grip of another panic attack and curled in the fetal position, 

began to moan. The cat, I imagined, was buried at the bottom of the stairs beneath 

the pile of books and a DVD player. In that moment, it became clear that Internet 

dating would likely not provide the ergonomic ride to lasting love I had hoped for, 

and would instead offer an introduction to PTSD for all involved, including one’s 

pets. 

The world of Internet dating can look like a potpourri of delightful, eligible 

single people at first glance. Everyone appears smiley and/or sultry in his or her 

photos, and everyone purports to be caring, romantic, and “put together,” with lots 

of friends and interesting hobbies. The fact is, though, that what any of us posts 

online is a shined-up, selective version of the truth, holey as a piece of Swiss cheese. 

It’s not that we set out to deceive each other. It’s just that everybody knows they’re 

not going to meet the love of their life if they look and act like a crazy person from 

the get-go. The truth about oneself gets skewed toward the positive—way, way 

skewed, often to the point of being fiction. 

My first profile, written with the help of a much more experienced-at-

Internet-dating friend, read something like this: 

Thirty-two-year-old single woman, hazel eyes, blond hair, 

slender/athletic build. Full of contradictions—hardworking and driven 

at times; laid back, playful, and adventurous at others. Devoted to 

friends and family. Passionate about my career in health care but love 

to have fun in my free time. I play and write music for guitar; love 

books, art, cooking, traveling. Hope to find someone with similar 

interests to explore life with. 
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What I would have written, had I been truly honest, would be more like this: 

Thirty-two-year-old single woman, slender/athletic build but with a 

healthy amount of cellulite on my saddlebags (ass). I have hazel eyes 

and blond hair, which is actually going gray; it’s just dyed. Never 

married because marriage feels like a trap; no kids because I’m pretty 

sure I’d screw them up irreparably. Successful career, which I take very 

seriously and worry about pretty much constantly. Devoted friend and 

family member, like to have time with said friends and family and not 

invite you along all the time. History of depression and anxiety. Panic 

attacks, especially behind the wheel of a car, so it would be better if 

you didn’t have these same issues and you could do most of the 

driving. Looking forward to hearing from you! 

 

So, keeping in mind that no one is fully honest, you can then imagine the 

bedlam out there. I would get my hopes way up, again and again, about someone 

who sounded amazing, and it turned out he was someone completely different from 

whom I imagined, or I was someone completely different from whom they 

imagined. There’s no way around the fact that we have to advertise ourselves to a 

certain extent in order to be chosen online, so we become adept at both using and 

interpreting the “advertising truths”: “I look younger than my age” means “I’m ten 

years older than I’ve told you in my profile”; “I’m between things or taking some 

time to myself” means “I’m unemployed”; and “I’m a nice guy who knows how to 

treat a lady” means “I’ll open doors for you, but I am highly controlling (and may 

chop you into tiny pieces and keep you in my freezer).” Wearing a hat in every 

picture means “I’m bald”; head shots without a body mean “I’m unhappy with my 

weight”; and no picture means either “I’m married” or “My job is so prestigious, I 

can’t afford to be outed on Match.com.” Also, men who photograph themselves with 

their faces pressed up against their cats tend to be stalkers. I have no scientific 

evidence to prove this, but I’m telling you, it’s true. Our flaws may be shined up and 

accessorized, but they can’t be denied; it’s only a matter of time before a 

metaphorical cat will land on your face and the truth will reveal itself. 
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The challenge of how to write your own profile and decipher someone else’s 

is only the very beginning—then comes the actual dating, which has been described 

by more than one friend as “having a second job.” A serious online search for lasting 

love takes immense amounts of time and energy. Online dating means meeting a 

parade of strangers, first online, then via text, then on the phone, then in person, 

then via text and phone, and then often in person again. The actual “meet” involves 

the worry that the person will see you and quickly run the other way, or you’ll see 

them and want to run the other way, or you’ll like them and they won’t like you or 

the other way around, and then they’ll dump you, which hurts your ego, or you’ll 

dump them, which hurts their ego and makes you feel like crap about yourself. The 

meet also demands a certain semblance of self-confidence, or at least an ability to 

fake it. You’ve got to be able to introduce yourself with a warm, inviting smile; shake 

hands gently but confidently; maintain an attentive, but not creepy, gaze and a flirty 

disposition; learn to linger just long enough, but not too long. You’ve got to be astute 

about asking questions, be knowledgeable about current events, and enthusiastic 

about your life. As a self-conscious, fairly introverted person by nature, none of this 

came naturally. 

I would go on one or two Internet dates, and then I would feel so 

overwhelmed I would take a break for a number of months, during which time I 

would start to worry that I would be alone forever and then decide to go back online 

again. What was the alternative, I thought, if I hadn’t met and settled down with 

someone I knew from school? Pretend I liked to build stuff and try to meet someone 

at Home Depot? Train for a triathlon? Go to church? I just was not going to do those 

things. At least with an Internet date, there was no pretense about why I was there. 

It seemed like a simple formula at first. The Internet dating websites offered 

multiple-choice questions about sexual preference and type of relationship desired, 

years of schooling, income, career, desire for children, interests, and social and 

political views. I filled those out, posted a few pictures, and off I went to see whom I 

would match with. But beyond the pictures and the matching boxes, even beyond 

physical chemistry and shared interests, are complicated individuals, filled with 

needs and desires, fantasies, fears, and neuroses all their own. Matching is not nearly 



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

as simple as they make it seem. Match.com, or any of the Internet dating sites, would 

do well to offer “Matchyourneuroses.com” as a supplement for a nominal fee. It 

would help tremendously to be reminded that as humans, we all have flaws and 

neuroses, and the key is to figure out how one person’s might fit best with another’s. 

I went into the Internet dating world viewing my neuroses as deal breakers. When 

fears began to surface, I saw them as the end. And so I started over, again and again. 

One day recently, I realized I had been Internet dating on and off for fifteen 

years. The realization was stunningly depressing for someone who, at least in her 

conscious mind, had been trying to find a life partner from the beginning. I hated to 

admit that Dr. Phil was ever right about anything, but I couldn’t help hearing his 

voice (actually, my cousin Liz’s voice imitating his voice) with the warning: “The 

common denominator is you.” For most of the years I had Internet-dated, I had 

avoided really looking at what my role in each of these situations had been. 

I now know I was drawn to people I felt would meet my most compelling 

unconscious needs. These needs fueled my fantasies and took me on a ride that felt 

out of control. “What can this person be to me?” I would ask myself, turning the 

potential boyfriend’s bio over and over in my mind. “What will I look like, feel like, 

be like with this person?” My questions were the wrong questions, and tinged with 

desperation. They were not questions about what I might be like as an individual in 

partnership with someone else, or what I had the power to change, but questions 

about how the other person might transform me. 

A few years ago, I began practicing Nichiren Buddhism, and just recently, I 

asked for guidance about finding love, from a practitioner much more experienced 

than I. “Become the person you want to attract,” he said. It made so much sense to 

me. I wouldn’t have been attracted to a “me” who had no strong sense of self that I 

was willing to express. In order to be the strong, attractive person I wanted to be 

with, I would have to face my fears head-on and actively work to overcome them. In 

overcoming them, I would build confidence and courage. 

The panic attacks my early Internet boyfriend had didn’t stop me from liking 

him, nor did my panic stop him from liking me. He was a good guy, and I did 

respect his career, and his hair. The problem, in the end, was that his panic stemmed 

http://match.com/
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from a fear of venturing into the unfamiliar, while mine stemmed from a fear of 

being prevented from venturing, and we were each too panicked to face our fears 

and grow beyond them. We were each holding tight to the carefully crafted 

advertisements we had posted online, generic and safe, shiny and still. 

Internet dating websites are full of these carefully chosen images, not so 

different in some ways from the ones we’ve seen for years of Cinderella and Prince 

Charming. Both the profile and the fairy tale offer the promise of meeting a magical 

person who holds the key to our future happiness. Once past the profile and the 

fairy tale, though, the reality of any relationship will inevitably unfold like a long 

drive out in to the country on a winding road. The curves will be scary, and there is 

some small risk of being eaten by a bear (metaphorical or otherwise), but if we listen 

and learn, if we’re each compassionate, courageous, and committed to challenging 

ourselves, there’s also a good chance that we might come to trust in our balance and 

enjoy the ride. 
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Thinking 
By Damian King 

 

I’ve been thinking about 

The difference  

Between who I was 

And Who I am 

 

And I realized 

That was the difference 
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Clear Head 
By KG Newman 

 

We cancel our cells and cable 

just in time for summer 

and only keep the home phone, 

and even when it rings 

I never know who it is 

until answering, BBQ smoke 

breezing through open 

kitchen windows to a family calendar 

where nothing’s pencilled in  

other than stain the fence, which 

will be good for me and the kids 

to skip the cartoons 

to take that one head on,  

a right of passage for earning 

afternoon ice cream and  

the first sharp moment 

of a warming sober season. 
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Aristocracy 

Ana Jovanovska 
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While Zozobra Burns 
By Jessica Mehta 

 

My first night in Santa Fe I walked 

for hours, lost in adobe mazes.  

Parking lots were punctuated with hatch 

green chilies tumbling in iron cages 

while dusty sedans stood guard. Indigenous 

red suns rested on fields of yellow 

and for once a Native man told me  

I was beautiful. Say something 

about her hips, his friend with accent 

thick as panocha whispered. Esas caderas— 

 

but you shook those oiled braids  

like whipsnakes and we matched 

smiles over mesa cheekbones. Ashes 

from the burned stick man built 

nests in our plaits and I licked 

charred woes from strangers 

off my sun-cracked lips  

as the big white cross guided me home. 
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This is Eric at the End 

Briana Cox 

 

ragedies happen in the wake of miracles, as if the world can’t take too much of 

one thing. The miracle, in this case, is Violet’s string quartet making it to the 

second round of an audition that could very well change everything. And the 

tragedy that will change everything is going to happen very soon. 

Now, Violet is with her sister—a woman named Sarah whom she envies for 

reasons she can’t quite explain and will never in her life give voice to. The two of 

them skim wax over taut strings and practice by balancing pencils in between their 

thumb and little finger, too nervous to handle their bows, sure that their trembling 

hands will snap the wood in two. They are waiting for a call. 

Michael and Eric are already at the theatre, scoping out the space, seeing 

where exactly the spotlights will hit and what parts of the stage creak too loudly 

under pressure. The two men joke about nerves and snobbish judges, discuss the 

origins of the term “break a leg,” 

because they’re music majors fresh out of college and that’s the knowledge they 

retained. Eric stands at the end of the stage, his toes peeking over the edge, unaware 

that this will be the first in a long line of days he won’t remember. 

* * * 

One hour after the accident, a stagehand will look at the damage done and 

wonder what it was like. He will wonder if sparks flew out in all directions, creating 

something out of a movie, something glorious—more tangible than reality. The air 

itself will be singed, charged and buzzing and smelling of smoke, and he will 

approach the mark carefully, sure some dangerous residual energy was still left 

there. The floor will be scarred, the imprints of rubber soles burned into the wood 

and peeling the varnish, and the stagehand will formulate the story in his mind, 

picture the gory details to tell later over drinks when he insists that he was there to 

see it happen.   

T 
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* * * 

Michael practices, drawing the bow over his cello too lightly for the strings to 

take much notice. He says he wants to look busy, professional. When the judges 

walk in and see him already practicing, they’ll put that first impression down 

somewhere, take it to heart. Eric walks along the edge of the stage, one foot in front 

of the other, and talks to Violet on his cell phone, telling her to leave before the 

judges arrive. He steps over the wires bunched together in the corner, connected to 

the microphones, to the amps and sound systems. 

The theatre is old, one that is frequently insisted to have character. It was made 

for booming voices and screaming instruments and crowds that could keep quiet. 

The new commodities are crammed into unfit spaces, out of place but necessary. The 

four of them had dreamed of playing there in college, had sat around the music 

centre, toying with piano keys and folding sheets of old music into squares, smaller 

and smaller, and talking about the theatre’s character. It had the rustic, genuine 

quality that reminded them of beat poets and subway singers, of beauty sparking up 

in odd places. 

 

* * * 

One day later, Violet will lie across an uncomfortable couch in the hospital 

waiting room and think about Walt Whitman, about the line “I sing the body 

electric”. She will wonder about the brain, try to imagine the tiny sparks of electricity 

flitting over its surface, creating movements, thoughts. She will imagine the neurons 

as spiralling wires like inside a light bulb, copper all shining and warm. And she will 

imagine that brief moment as a flash of energy and light so strong that the wires 

burn out, that they twist apart and fry at the ends.   

 

* * * 

Violet and Sarah leave as soon as they get the call, taking their instruments 

and making their way down the street to the subway station. They go down the 

steps and past the turnstile, used to the crowds and the grimy smell of damp and 
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dirt. When their train arrives, it’s full, people so packed in that they don’t move an 

inch even when the car jolts to a stop and the doors slide open. 

For fifteen minutes they wait for the next train. Sarah takes out her violin and 

places it in the crook of her neck, playing notes sharp and quick—a drinking song 

that turns heads and earns smiles and frowns. Violet stares ahead and does nothing, 

her jaw set and her ears going red. She thinks that perhaps this is the reason for the 

jealously, but she sees the lights of their train at the end of the tunnel and can feel the 

rumble beneath her feet and the thought is abandoned. 

* * * 

Eric’s family will not arrive for four days, and the rest of the quartet will feel 

obligated to replace them. For four days, they will visit the hospital room with the 

spotted curtain running down the middle and the unknown patient on the other 

side. Eric will be a mass of tubes and wires and mechanical whirring, and their eyes 

will jerk to the heart monitor every time it falters, as it will be the only indication 

that something alive is underneath it all. They will play him hazy recordings of their 

old orchestral numbers, and they will resist the urge to pull back the thin covers and 

see the charred skin around Eric’s feet. When Sarah fails to do this, she will lock 

herself in a bathroom stall and vomit until she’s too empty for it to do any good. 

* * * 

The quartet goes through the piece two times—violins, cello, bass—the 

different tones weaving in and out of each other to create the melody, the high trills 

of the violins, the bass and cello like heartbeats. It’s the kind of music that isn’t so 

much heard as it is felt, crystallizing in the marrow and moving like oxygen through 

the blood. The theatre is breathing with it. The judges have not yet arrived, but they 

fill the room with sound because they can, because it may be the only chance they’ll 

have to do so. 

At the end of their song, Eric rises to move the microphone to the corner of 

the stage with the rest of the equipment. It’s not needed. It obstructs his view of the 

audience, not enough to be a distraction but just enough to be a nuisance. 

The rest of them will ask questions later. They will ask the stagehand how the 

wiring could be so faulty. They will ask the judges how they could hold auditions in 



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

a place so unsafe. They will raise all the hell that is necessary and expected and 

encouraged. Now, though, the three of them simply attend to their instruments, 

checking the strings and buffing out smudges on the wood. And they smell the 

burnt hair before the light flashes in their peripheral vision, and they look up just in 

time to see him crumple to the ground. 

 

* * * 

Eric will wake up after eight days, and he will not remember why he is in the 

hospital. And he will not remember much of anything else. He will be told by 

doctors and nurses that he was electrocuted, that the volts travelled through his 

body and stopped at the rubber soles of his shoes. They will tell him that his heart 

stopped for far too long, and it will take him days to believe them. 

After learning of this multiple times, the idea will sink in and Eric will 

comment on how it’s like his brain is a depository for energy, that the electricity built 

up until it could do nothing but explode. He will make comments about how the 

world seems to move too slowly, that he can see the track lines in the air as the 

atoms freeze in place and wear away at the world, burn holes into it. He will see 

many things that aren’t there, and the rest of the quartet and his family will keep 

notes on his progress and idiosyncrasies and hide them from one another like 

evidence of some grievous intrusion. 

The doctors will make no promises about recovery, and his family will make 

arrangements to have him moved to a care centre in their home town. His hands will 

shake too badly to hold a bow, and this will seem like the worst facet of the 

situation. The day his family arrives to have him taken away for good, they will 

walk in and find the quartet gathered around the hospital bed, reminding Eric how 

to balance pencils and pens between his trembling fingers. 
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A Classroom of Long Sharp Needles 

Chris Brauer 

 wasn’t sure if arming my entire class with long sharp needles was the best idea. 

Some of my students find it difficult to keep their water bottles balanced on the 

corner of their desks without knocking them over every few minutes, and I only had 

half a dozen Band-Aids in the first aid kit. I was hoping to avoid crisscrossing trails 

of blood from my room to the second-floor bathrooms. I would not be popular with 

the custodian if the hallways looked like a monochromatic Jackson Pollock painting. 

  I began the afternoon by explaining our next unit in art class. Over the 

following couple weeks, each student would needle felt a small animal (or monster) 

of their choosing before a guest artist would show us how to wet felt a forest floor. 

Students would not only learn both styles of felting, but they would also learn about 

mindfulness. It is a painful reminder to stay in the moment when your mind 

wanders and you jab a needle into your thumb at full velocity.  

  Needle felting, I explained to my Grade 5/6 class, consists of using a sharp 

needle to turn wool roving into three-dimensional objects. Wool is agitated so that it 

sticks together, creating a solid fabric. Felting needles have very sharp barbs on 

them, and this is what helps agitate the wool.  

  “Poke straight up and down so that your needle comes in and out of the felt 

easily,” I said. “It’s okay if you break a needle, but there are ways to prevent it from 

happening too often. If you see the tip of your needle bend as you are poking it into 

your piece, this is an indicator that you are applying sideways pressure to your 

needle and it will snap. You can poke in and out at any angle as long as the tip of 

your needle stays straight.” 

  “Um… Mr. Brauer…” interrupted one student. 

  “Yes? What’s the matter?” I asked. 

  “I broke my needle while you were talking.” 

I 
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  “But we haven’t started yet, Frankie*.” 

“Yes, that’s true,” he said. “Can I have another one?” 

  I stroked my beard in pensive silence. “Yes, you can,” I said. “But stop 

messing around. I don’t have many extras.” 

  Without any further interruptions, students began jabbing needles into 

coloured wool on top of foam pads. Everything was going well, when suddenly a 

hand shot up. 

  “Yes, Rachael. Is there a problem?” 

  “Um… so… Maria broke her needle, and then she wanted to use mine, and 

then she borrowed mine for just a second, and then she broke that one too.” 

  “That’s super-awesome. So maybe Maria should just use her finger instead?” 

  “Does that work?” asked Rachael. 

  “No,” I replied. “It doesn’t.” 

It was soon after that a horrible shriek cut through the classroom. The telltale 

drops of blood surfaced on the finger of one student, and then another. And then 

another**. Some of the boys put on a brave face before running cold water over the 

tips of their fingers, while others tried to shake the pain away by flicking their 

wrists. Most of the girls quietly worked away, and were far less dramatic when they 

hit flesh instead of wool. 

  By the end of the hour, most had the beginnings of something. A few students 

had what appeared to be a head and a body, while other projects looked as if they 

had melted in the sun like a bad candle. I tried to encourage all students, but it 

wasn’t easy and I had to hide my confusion as to what their projects were supposed 

to be. 

  “Is this good?” asked Sean. 
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  “Yeah… that looks really good,” I lied. 

  “You think so?” 

  “Oh, yeah. It’s a really good…um…” 

  “It’s a Pokémon.” 

  “Of course. I knew that.” This was also a lie. There is a lot of lying in teaching 

– though we usually call it positive reinforcement. 

  Most of the felting needles were broken by the end of the day (and I was soon 

out of Band-Aids), but we had a colourful collection of felt creatures in various states 

and everyone was looking forward to wet felting the following week. Art class had 

been an extended hour of organized chaos with wool roving spread across the 

school, and the students had been a lot louder than usual, but their enthusiasm for 

the work was worth it. Success in the classroom can often be measured by the mess 

left behind at the end of the day. 

*Names have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals and their inability to felt 

without breaking a needle. 

**Injuries described in this piece were exaggerated for dramatic effect. Very little blood was 

actually spilled, and it was quickly cleaned up in an appropriate manner. No one lost a 

finger. 
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ana casey 

James Hudson 

 

T-MINUS 60 DAYS 

e go into space, stick a bomb in the sun, blow it up, save the day. ‘s not 

rocket science.” 

“Ana it’s, literally, categorically rocket science.” 

“What, you a rocket scientist?” 

“Actually sounds kinda like Sunshine. The Danny Boyle pic.” 

“Yeah. Does, doesn’t it?” 

Natalie throws back her drink; I keep my glass grounded and my gaze steady. I 

know what I want from her and she wants to give it to me. We agreed on two drinks 

max, because this night needs to go down in history. 

Later on Natalie fucks me raw. I can’t decide if it’s the best lay we’ve ever had, or if 

I just think that because it’s my last leave before I blow up the sun. 

 

T-MINUS 59 DAYS 

The morning after smells like mango. She has a citrus-scented oil diffuser on her 

bedside, and very fruity shampoo. I spend a while buried in her black hair before 

oozing from the bed, as gracefully as the word ‘ooze’ makes it sound. Still sprawled 

across the mattress like she landed on it from a storey up, Natalie watches me throw 

on my jacket and complains, “Why don’t you wear the ESA one anymore?” 

“The ESA one’s a light jacket,” I shrug. “It’s cold out.” 

“So wear a sweater under it, hon. You don’t want people to know you’re on the 

Ignition team?” 

It’s a coin toss. Guess I’m not one for the limelight. I kiss Natalie and it lasts a while 

— I like long goodbyes. 

 

T-MINUS 38 DAYS 

“W 
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Our medic on the ESA base, Dr. Caro, looks pale. I thought that was a poetic thing, 

saying people look pale when they’re upset, like some shit Joyce or whoever would 

make up. Some of the Ignition team go green in the gyroscopes, though that’s more 

gut-wrenching, literally speaking. But Dr. Caro has her feet planted firmly on the 

ground, a clean bill of health to her name, and a very, very pale face. 

I open my mouth to make her spit it out and she gets ahead of me. “You’re pregnant.” 

So my mouth closes. Then, opens. And, closes.If I could see myself right now, I’d 

laugh.  

 “For real?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, fuck.” 

“Yeah.” 

Dr. Caro sits next to me on the exam table for a while. I don’t know if she’s thinking 

more about how this affects me or her. All I can think for now is — damn, I wish I 

hadn’t given this doctor a jar of my piss. 

 

T-MINUS 37 DAYS 

The canteen is serving pizza the next day which is wicked good. Just kidding, it’s 

astronaut vitamin slop. I just need a joke right now. 

“Ana! You good?” Sinéad barks from down the trough and all the team turns to 

check, am I good? 

I don’t answer until she asks again in private, which is up there in the wildest things 

I’ve done since ‘put my phone in the toaster and call Natalie with a slice of bread’ and 

‘agree to reignite a dying star’. 

I don’t really like Sinéad. I don’t have much reason to dislike her, but there’ll always 

be a bitter block between us that keeps me from putting her a rank above ‘co-worker’. 

She tells the team sometimes how her husband thinks it’s against God’s will for us to 

try stopping the death of the Sun, and then goes right back to mission training with a 

smile and a whistle. Something about that, I don’t like. But I’m feeling pale, and I 

would have told anyone who asked me with their voice down. “I’m pregnant.” 
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“Oh, congratulations!” she squeals with her hands already on my belly, trying to feel 

out the miracle of life. “How far along are you?” 

“Last leave,” I answer vaguely, forgetting how to add up three weeks ago, “That’s 

not — not the point. Sinéad, I can’t fly if I’m knocked up.” 

“Oh.” She pulls away from me slowly, and leaves little hand-shaped imprints of cold 

around my navel. “Oh.” 

We stand very still in the corner of our space age canteen, in our shiny jumpsuits, 

with our functional haircuts. 

 

T-MINUS 34 DAYS 

Dr. Caro says I can call her Laura. Lah - uw - rah. She’s from Mexico. 

Frankly, she tells me, “I thought you were a lesbian.” 

“I am.” 

Her gesture is self-evident. How did this happen, Ana. 

“She’s trans. Natalie. Her name’s Natalie.” 

“Oh, mhm. Have you told her?” 

“No. Just you. And — Sinéad.” 

Laura flinches from the word, but says nothing, because I’ve got enough on my plate 

without her saying what we’re both thinking about Sinéad’s body politics. “Two 

moms,” Laura smiles at something far off in her own head, “Lucky baby.” 

 

T-MINUS 32 DAYS 

I’m sitting in front of a man with a desk so big that no matter where you are in the 

room it’s always right next to you, and I’m fucking four weeks pregnant. I feel like 

crying, in an angry way, but I’m determined not to look womanly. 

“With all due respect, sir,” I copy from the movies, “If I can’t terminate this 

pregnancy, I’m grounded. If I’m grounded, the mission is cancelled. If the mission is 

cancelled, the sun dies. I take it you’re familiar with what happens if the sun dies.” 

“I know Ana, I know,” he says with wise, fatherly eyes. 

He’s supposed to call me Dr. Casey. 
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T-MINUS 30 DAYS 

My hair’s growing out, but I feel like people would take a fresh buzzcut as a 

symptom of hysteria. I look like fucking Winona Ryder. 

 

T-MINUS 25 DAYS 

Sinéad’s pulse punches at my palm through her neck and her legs flail like she’s 

being choked, but I’m not choking her. I’m pinning her against the gym wall with my 

shoulder and I’m wrapping my left hand around her neck, but I’m not choking her. 

Honestly: I would love to choke Sinéad right now. She ratted me out and 

subsequently doomed the whole planet, and I don’t think I want to kill her, but golly 

would a good choking do me fine! In an appeal to my sentimentality, she slows her 

breath and quiets her panting, looks me in the eye, blinks slowly like cats do to show 

their love, and touches my belly. I slam her. 

 

T-MINUS 23 DAYS 

After the break: Should Ana Casey’s pregnancy be terminated so the Ignition 

mission can proceed? The issue’s gone national, the problem of me. The country is 

voting. Natalie finds out from watching the news. I cry for the first time in months 

when I see her caller ID. 

She called just to say she’s sorry for fucking up the protection. I say I must have 

forgotten to take my pill. She asks me if I would have wanted to keep it, under other 

circumstances. I really can’t tell. These are the circumstances. 

“Your reception’s so shit,” she crackles through the phone. 

I’m like, yeah, “Not at home, I’m stuck on base with the doctors.” 

“Oh, fuck.” 

“Yeah. ‘pparently I’m a danger to the baby.” 

I don’t like that I just called it the baby out loud, or that I say ‘her’ in my head 

sometimes. 

 

T-MINUS 18 DAYS 
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“Uhm,” Dr. Hayes notes astutely. He’s not a meat doctor like Laura. He’s checking 

in on my brain, because I choked out Sinéad. Or so says her HR report. 

I really thought she’d let that one slide, given she ruined my life, doomed the whole 

planet, all that. Dr. Hayes suggests, “So, you’re going through a lot right now.” 

 

T-MINUS 16 DAYS 

I was meant to save the world in about two weeks. I’m not showing. 

I amn’t stuck on base anymore. It was actually pretty easy to get leave, I just didn’t 

want to go at first. Half the world thinks I’m a baby killer, I wasn’t really pressed to 

go walking down the street, you know? I’m actually wearing a cap pulled over my 

face like a fucking superstar, and buying chocolate milk from a Spar cashier who either 

doesn’t recognize me or could give a masterclass in acting. 

I don’t want the baby out of me as terribly as I’d imagined. Don’t get me wrong, I 

still want an abortion, I want to reignite a dying star pretty fucking badly. I just 

thought it would feel more like an alien parasite, but it’s not that kind of movie. It just 

feels… like it does. 

 

T-MINUS 10 DAYS 

There were no TVs in my room on base, because I asked for there not to be any. I 

didn’t wanna be even a little tempted to check the polls. Now that I’m home I keep the 

habit, turn my TV towards the wall and shut off the wi-fi router. I’m reading a lot. 

Joyce is overrated.  

Someone from work rings me to say congratulations. 

“For what?” 

“You won! You can have the abortion, Ignition’s going ahead!” 

“Oh, fuck. Uhm, call you later. Oh, thanks. Uh, bye.” 

I hang up. And that’s it. 

 

T-MINUS 6 DAYS 

I don’t know what I expected. 

I’m starting to think I watch too many movies. 
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T-MINUS 2 DAYS 

I shake hands with everybody at our last press event before take-off. Nobody seems 

mad at me, but they’re all politicians, and I’m about to turn my back to the planet for 

six months. 

 

TAKEOFF 

I don’t know what to tell you. ‘Everything’s fine’. 
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Aunt Rita 
By Jessica Fischoff 

 

Aunt Rita didn’t have to open her mouth  

to know how loud she was when she had something to say. 

For thirty years, she kept a junk drawer in her kitchen,  

piling stray toothpicks and filing away expired coupons  

for stores too far to drive to, for a life she didn’t live. 

It was broken now, a bent runner, and rattled every time 

she opened it, always searching for another battery  

for her television remote. She was getting shorter, 

her holiday sweaters growing longer,  

and she stopped laughing at the weatherman’s jokes. 

Soon, Aunt Rita wouldn’t remember being Aunt Rita,  

and we’d be desperate for her to say anything at all. 
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THE GOLD IS IN THE RAGS 

          —from Triple Portrait, 1986–87, Lucian Freud 

            —from Red-Haired Man on a Chair, 1962–63, Lucian Freud 

By Rosalind Kaliden 

 

Lucian 

is a control freak who never repeats  

the same colour, 

wipes his brush after each stroke. 

 

The tangle of white sheets, 

covered  

with paint smears, 

grows 

like the hotel’s laundry pile, 

sits in his paintings 

as the background. 
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Cities  

Kerry Rawlinson 
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RUSTBELT REVELATION 
By Meredith Holmes 

 

We were proud when the Tibetan monks 

chose our city at the edge of the most 

sensitive and troubled of the Great Lakes 

to build their sacred sand mandala. 

We were glad when the monks moved 

into the Museum of Art, the closest 

thing to a temple we have. 

We visited them all winter 

trooping past their workstation 

in the moist, leafy solarium 

in our bulky parkas and heavy boots 

to watch them make the mandala. 

We found their patience marvellous 

how they built, grain by brilliant grain 

a labyrinth of green, yellow, red, and blue 

complicated and mysterious as a circuit 

board or the excavation of an ancient city. 

But in the spring, we felt all the old 

grief and rage when the monks 

carried our beautiful mandala 

to the lake and threw it in.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 



HCE Review                                                                                                       February 18 
 

Rowe Street 

Roger D’Agostin 

 

his is the door the landlord painted the cheapest paint found at John Adams 

Hardware down on Rowe Street, a colour called Blueberry White which came 

in a dusty, dented can and when applied to the door morphed into a sickly hospital 

hue.  Similar to an uncertain prognosis it prompted numerous questions from those 

entering the apartment for the first or third time.  It had not changed into an I-got-

used-to-it colour when the new Sarah Johnson was carried over the threshold. 

 

The door that swelled and bent so horribly in the summer it was impossible to lock 

and which Sarah’s husband promised and whispered as he held her that no one 

uninvited would ever open. 

 

This is the door that Sarah stapled black coloured paper to and an orange felt 

pumpkin she bought at the dollar store and waited so anxiously behind with too 

much candy.  

 

The door that was made to look like a present on December 1st, but two days later, 

for some strange reason, developed an aversion to the tape and slowly released the 

paper into the hallway along with strips of Blueberry White paint. 

   

The door which served as an odd pillow for her husband on the morning of January 

1st. 

 

The door that didn’t properly absorb their arguments. 

 

A door that that the neighbours felt would need to be replaced. 

 

The door Sarah began thinking she may have to change the locks on one day or 

quietly close and walk away from. 

T 
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A door she was thrown against. 

 

A door that heard the promises and apologies. 

 

A door with peeling paint that didn’t open for trick or treaters and was not 

decorated for the holidays. 

 

This is the door the landlord pointed to and stood before fiddling with his ring of 

keys while the police officer patiently waited, absolutely silent, even when the 

landlord excused himself and vomited in the corner.   

 

The door another office took pictures of and scraped samples of dried blood from. 

 

The door the landlord needed to replace before the next tenants moved in. 
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Polarity 

Daniel Uncapher 

 

’ve never actually walked into a utility pole before. I’ve never even considered it 

as a real possibility. 

 That’s not to say I haven’t thought about utility poles in general. I’ve stared at 

them while driving down highways and compared them to picket fences, I’ve gotten 

up close to them and scrutinized the posters and flyers stapled all over, I’ve even 

seen a hound dog chase a fat squirrel up a utility pole and then pee all over it. And I 

guess I’ve seen a movie or something where someone walks into one face-first or 

something. 

 And naturally I’ve hit myself in the face before. Once something just fell out 

of the sky and hit me. It was a big-eared bat and it flew away before I could process 

it. Once I fell face-first down the cellar steps and smashed my nose up on the hard 

dirt floor. That was a big one, and now my nose is permanently crooked. 

 To top it all off my glasses are getting pretty thick, which means my 

perspective is so warped that the doctors don’t want me to play sports. And the 

lenses are pretty scratched and dirty because, despite a relatively sedentary lifestyle, 

I work basically all the time, and every minute I spend cleaning or fixing my glasses 

is a minute I could be working; so that’s just how it is. But sometimes I see things in 

the corner of my vision that startle me, things that turn out to be reflections of light 

in a crack or speck of grease; and sometimes I think it’s coming right for my face, 

and maybe I jump a bit, and that freaks Caroline out a little. 

 Lately the tricks of light have gotten worse. I don’t know why it happened, 

but one day a full-size utility pole materialized directly in front of me, and I 

experienced the metaphysical sensation of crushing my face against it, reliving the 

numb, awful electrical sensation of the direct-to-nose impact of the cellar steps and 

hard dirt floor. 

 Seeing things is scary. The difference between Bipolar Type I, the scary kind, 

and Bipolar Type II, the benign kind, is the first one has psychosis, which just means 

I 
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a hallucination. Just one will do it. Hallucination is too strong a word, but I am 

seeing things. And the experience isn’t just visual; it’s philosophical. I’m open to the 

logic of possibilities, and this logic is possible. The basic idea is that I have 

accidentally walked into things before—open doors, other people—because my 

mind does wander. And all it takes is for the mind to wander once, where it is then 

gone, until it either resolves itself or finds itself face-to-face with a utility pole. How 

many times have I been driving to work only to suddenly realize I have no active 

memory of the last 5 minutes, of three turns and two stoplights, of a lane merge, of a 

dead dog on the side of the highway? If my mind can give something as real as 

driving short shrift, what else was it neglecting? 

 I familized myself with my terror. I got up close to real utility poles and 

studied them. I pressed my face against the splintery wood, riddled with old nails 

and staples, and the horror of actually running straight into one of those pinheaded 

monstrosities greatly intensified. It was a toxic experience and imaginary utility 

poles started materializing with greater frequency. 

 Caroline didn’t have any advice. I didn’t blame her. It was an alarmingly 

stupid problem that came out of nowhere and had nowhere to go. The best she could 

come up with was that I get a new, clean pair of glasses, or maybe even switch back 

to contacts, but I resisted the idea. If I got a new pair of glasses and still saw utility 

poles, then that would make them hallucinations, and I’d lose my only connection to 

benign Type II mental disorders. 

 “The contacts hurt my eyes,” I said, “and we can’t afford new glasses 

anyway.” 

 “Well if you aren’t going to do anything about it,” said Caroline, “I don’t see 

why it matters at all.” 

 Matter, of course! It wasn’t matter. There was nothing to matter with. So what 

if I did drift off now and then and come back to earth with a utility pole in my face? I 

was a drifter—that was the cost of doing business. I had to trust my body not to 

navigate me into utility poles; and if I couldn’t trust my body to look out for its own 

best interest, then I had bigger problems anyway. 

I smudged up my glasses and went for a walk. 
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As though the whole enterprise knew I was onto it, it took longer than usual 

to hallucinate a utility pole. In fact it took days. But when it finally happened I was 

ready for it; I didn’t even close my eyes. I just walked straight into it, and beyond the 

initial sympathetic blast of the collision, nothing happened; I didn’t crush my 

forehead into a field of broken staples, I didn’t fall backwards and break my spine on 

the fire hydrant, I didn’t suffer a major concussion as the back of my head bounced 

twice on the hard curb. 

Suddenly the entire event of the utility pole was, literally and figuratively, 

behind me. It was as though I’d quantum-tunnelled right through the whole 

possibility of utility poles in my face. It felt like a genuine revelation; Caroline had 

been right. 

Eventually I did, of course, walk head-first into a street lamp, an occasion 

made possible by concentrating with such intensity on the non-existence of utility 

poles. My forehead turned purple and blood sprayed from both nostrils, but at least 

it wasn’t a hallucination. I called Caroline to say that maybe a new pair of glasses 

wouldn’t be so bad; maybe we could even get a bottle of that brand-name lens 

cleaner, too. 
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Fishing 
By Kelly O’Rourke 
        
We are on a boat in the pond, 
my father, brother and I. 
My brother announces he has to pee 
stands proudly, drops his shorts 
and relieves himself over the edge, 
blending the pond water with his own. 
 
I have to go, too. But dad says 
I will have to wait. I will have to hold it. 
I cannot just hang my ass over the boat. 
I must wait until dry land, and even then, 
go deep into the woods 
where no one can see. 
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STILL GETTING AROUND 

By Judith Askew 

 

Memorial Day. I planned to place 

some of my mother’s ashes—would she have cared?— 

near my father’s headstone, 

into the soil beneath the flowers I would plant. 

 

Turning into Bush Gardens, Mum’s ashes beside me, 

we discussed how she felt about red geraniums, red 

being her favourite colour. 

 

She was so happy to be off the shelf 

where I’ve kept her for two years 

that uncharacteristically 

she was at a loss for words. 

 

(When they were young fathers, 

you might want to know, 

Dad and Uncle Paul bought 

a double plot—no doubt 

proud to provide 

for afterlives 

of wives, children, grandchildren.) 

 

But Dad died in midlife. 

 

Mother remarried. 

 

More than a half-century later, 

she was married to husband number two 

years longer than to Dad. 

 

Knowing I would object, she told me— 

while we waited for her optometrist to appear— 

she wanted her ashes placed 

with my stepfather’s in a military cemetery, 

a grave surprise to me. 
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I told them as I dug through grass, 

I hoped they would appreciate being together. 

And the bright flowers I was planting over them. 

 

I was honouring the dead, my friend said. 

I was not participating in a family malfunction. 
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PROSE, POETRY & CREATIVE NON-FICTION 
 
 
 

AMY WATKINS grew up in the Central Florida scrub, 
surrounded by armadillos and palmetto brush and a big, loud, 
odd, religious family. She married her high school sweetheart, had 
a baby girl, and earned her Master of Fine Arts in poetry from 
Spalding University. She is the author of the chapbook Milk & 
Water (Yellow Flag Press, 2014) and the art editor of Animal: A 
Beast of a Literary Magazine.  

 
 
CHRIS BRAUER is a Canadian writer and teacher, and has recently completed a 
travel memoir about living and teaching in the Sultanate of Oman. He is currently 
working on a book about his travels in Ireland, as well as his first collection of 
poetry. His writing has appeared in several websites and magazines including Celtic 
Life International, Running Room, Canadian Teacher Magazine, Ireland of the 
Welcomes, and Go World Travel. Please visit www.ChrisBrauerWriter.com or 
https://www.facebook.com/chrisbrauerwriter/ for more information. 
 

BRIANA COX was born and raised in Tennessee and is 
currently an associate playwright with the Tennessee 
Playwrights Studio in Nashville, Tennessee.  She is the oldest of 
seven children, a first-generation academic, and a recent 
graduate from Swarthmore College, where she studied 
cognitive science and Japanese. As a twenty-something 
emerging author, she doesn’t have many published pieces 
under her belt, but a few smatterings of prose and short fiction 

can be found in the Decades Review, the Swarthmore Review, and the YoungArts 
Writers’ Anthology. 
 
ROGER D'AGOSTIN is a writer living in Connecticut 
 
JESSICA FISCHOFF received her BA in English and Journalism at 
The University of Iowa, and first began writing poetry while 
attending the MFA in Creative Nonfiction program at The University 
of Pittsburgh. Her poems appear or are upcoming in Rabid Oak and 
Still: The Journal. 
 
 
CATHAL GUNNING (24) is an Irish author and editor/ co-founder of the online 
poetry, non-fiction, and literature collective 'Cold Coffee Stand' 
(www.coldcoffeestand.com). His story "Hearts/Sinews" was short-listed for 
Hennessy New Irish Writing. His poetry has been published in The Rose Magazine 
and his fiction has been published (or is forthcoming) in Tales From the Forest, The 

http://www.chrisbrauerwriter.com/
https://www.facebook.com/chrisbrauerwriter/
http://www.coldcoffeestand.com/
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Honest Ulsterman, Snakes of Various Consistency, The Occulum, The Runt, and the 
collection From the Candystore to the Galtymore. His debut novel Innocents was 
published by Solstice in September 2017. An excerpt from Innocents was short-listed 
for the 2015 Maeve Binchy Award. 
 
 

MARINA HATSOPOULOS is a technology entrepreneur 
and aspiring novelist. Her writing is published or 
forthcoming in Crab Orchard Review, F(r)iction by 
Tethered by Letters, Pooled Ink, Poetry and Business, and 
Prole Books. Her stories have been winners or finalists for 
the PNWA literary contest, the Prolitzer Prize, The 
F(r)iction Short Story Contest, the Jack Dyer Fiction Prize, 
and Glimmer Train Short Story Award for new writers. 
She was Co-Founder/CEO of Z Corporation, an early 

leader in 3D printing out of MIT, where she received her Masters in Mechanical 
Engineering. 
 
BARI LYNN HEIN - in A Thousand Feet Up three brothers vow to return to a hill in 
the Cotswolds where they spent part of their childhood, and where Bari Lynn Hein 
spent part of hers. Now she lives and work in the Washington, D.C. area, but her 
mind takes daily excursions to the settings of her stories. While she’s working on an 
historical fiction manuscript, two debut novels are on submission to publishing 
houses. Her short story “Skyscrapers” is a runner-up in The Saturday Evening Post’s 
Great American Fiction contest, 2018. Her short story “A Faint, Cautionary Creee” 
placed first in daCunha.global’s competition, 2016. 
 
MEREDITH HOLMES lives in Cleveland Heights, Ohio (USA) 
and in 2005, was selected to be that city’s first poet laureate. 
Two collections of her poems have been published by Pond 
Road Press: Shubad’s Crown in 2003 and Familiar at First, Then 
Strange, in 2015. She is a freelance writer, specializing in 
workplace and environmental issues and women in science, 
engineering, and politics.  
 

SARA PIRKLE HUGHES is the author of The 
Disappearing Act, which won the 2016 Adrienne Bond 
Award for Poetry. Her poems have been published in 
Rattle, Reed, Entropy, TAB, Atlanta Review, Emrys, and 
Atticus Review, among others. Sara has received writing 
fellowships from The Anderson Center, I-Park 
Foundation, and The Hambidge Center for Creative Arts 
and Sciences. She teaches literature and writing at The 

University of Alabama, where she also co-hosts the Pure Products Reading & 
Lecture Series. 
 

http://dacunha.global/
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JOSHUA KEPREOTIS is a writer from Sydney, Australia, and of 
Greek heritage. This is his first short story publication, recently 
lending himself to the art of the more concise form and wanting to 
create thought-provoking material with a focus on diversity of 
cultures and an openness of understanding the perspective of 
others. He completed a Masters in Creative Writing at 
Loughborough University and is in the process of writing his first 
novel, as well as working part-time with students living with disability at a Sydney 
high school. 
  
MARION LAKE is a writer from Colorado. She writes short fiction and poetry. Her 
work has been published in The Copper Nickel, Crannog, Pour Vida and "Weaving 
the Terrain" an anthology of 100 word poems about the southwest. Her work is 
forthcoming in “Footnote: A Literary Journal of History” and "The Coil." One of her 
poems has also been nominated for the Charter Oak Award for Best Historical. She 
thanks you in advance for taking time to read her poetry. 
 
KATHLEEN LEAHY is a native Chicagoan, where she teaches ninth grade English 
in the Roseland community. She writes in between lesson planning, dog walks, and 
while loaves of bread bake in the oven. Her writing tends to focus on mental health, 
class mobility, and Midwestern family dynamics. She tends to over pronounce the 
long-a sound. 
 
JAMES HUDSON writes queer and trans things for queer and trans people. He likes 
to explore LGBT+ experiences in a variety of settings, mostly science fiction adjacent, 
like the world of Ana Casey in which Ireland has a space program somehow. All 
James’ work is co-written and edited by his dog, Steve Buscemi, who always puts his 
head on the keyboard when James is trying to make the magic happen. If you want 
to find him on Facebook, he’s the one with the Kindergarten Cop header. 
 
 

JESSICA (TYNER) MEHTA is a Cherokee poet and novelist. 
She’s the author of six collections of poetry including the 
forthcoming Savagery , the forthcoming Constellations of My 
Body, Secret-Telling Bones, Orygun, What Makes an Always, 
and The Last Exotic Petting Zoo as well as the novel The 
Wrong Kind of Indian. She’s been awarded numerous poet-in-
residencies posts, including positions at Hosking Houses Trust 
and Shakespeare Birthplace Trust in Stratford-Upon-Avon, 
England, Paris Lit Up in France, and the Acequia Madre House 

in Santa Fe, NM. Jessica is the recipient of a Barbara Deming Memorial Fund in 
Poetry. She is the owner of a multi-award winning writing services business, 
MehtaFor, and is the founder of the Get it Ohm! karma yoga movement. Visit 
Jessica’s author site atwww.jessicatynermehta.com. 
 

http://www.jessicatynermehta.com/
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NANCY MURRAY is an author, playwright and poet, published in small and 
national presses, and produced in theaters in the greater Washington metropolitan 
area. Her memoir, One Child for Another, was voted one of the “10 Best Reads of 
2015” by Baltimore Magazine. She also teaches compositional and creative writing. 
 
KG NEWMAN is a sports writer for The Denver Post. His first two poetry 
collections, While Dreaming of Diamonds in Wintertime and Selfish Never Get Their 
Own, are available on Amazon. He is on Twitter @KyleNewmanDP. 
 
KELLY O'ROURKE is pursuing her MA in English, Creative 
Writing with a concentration in Poetry at San Francisco State 
University. Born and raised in Boston, she has lived in St. 
Petersburg, Florida, New York City, Turin, Italy, and currently 
calls San Francisco home. She has published poems in Canada 
Quarterly, Transfer Magazine, Holy Sh*t Journal and Blue Collar 
Review. She adores landscape art and enjoys writing about 
photographic moments. 
 
A graduate of the University of North Carolina by the narrowest of margins, 
MICHAEL PESANT lives, works, and writes in Asheville. 
 
RIVA RILEY is a zoology PhD student at the University of Cambridge (although she 
is American, originally from Chicago). Her research pertains to communication in 
fishes- she essentially study how fish make friends. Her experiences studying fish 
helped inspire this story. 
 
NOAH B. SALAMON is the English Department Chair at an independent school in 
Southern California.  He received his MA in English from Loyola Marymount 
University, where he won the Daniel T. Mitchell Memorial Essay Contest (Graduate 
Division) in 2014, the Graduate Poetry Contest in 2015, and a Graduate Academic 
Achievement Award.  His poetry has previously appeared in the journal Sixfold.   
 
 
DANIEL UNCAPHER is an MFA candidate at Notre Dame whose work has 
appeared in Baltimore Review, Hawai'i Pacific Review, Wilderness House Literary 
Review, Chantwood Magazine, Posit, Neon, and others.  
 

NICKOLAS URPÍ is the author of the literary war fantasy novel 
The Legend of Borach and has been published in The Fall Line 
magazine. His writings fuse his studies of ancient history, 
literature, and philosophy with his crafted prose to immerse the 
reader in the world of his fiction through vivid settings and 
characters. An alumnus of the University of Virginia, he resides 
in Charlottesville, Virginia. 
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MIKE WILSON, a writer in Lexington, Kentucky, has had stories and poetry 
published in small magazines and anthologies including Appalachian Heritage. He 
is the author of a biography, Warrior Priest: The Story of Father Roy Bourgeois and 
The School of the Americas, and several unpublished novels. 
 
ALISON WITTENBERG is a graduate of Yale University and the Yale School of 
Nursing, with a master’s in pediatrics and adolescent medicine and a post-master’s 
in psychiatry. She has a private practice in Psychiatry in Hamden, CT. When she is 
not working, Alison is writing and traveling. She has stayed single and is currently 
working on In Search of Happily Ever After, a book of essays about how her search 
for Prince Charming unwittingly led her to a very different life than the one she had 
envisioned for herself. 
 

 
 

 


