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To paraphrase the old metaphor: the statue already exists within the chunk 
of marble. It is up to the artist to chisel away the excess material to reveal 
its shape. Similarly, the editor is tasked with assembling the music that 
already resonates between pieces. My only role in this issue is that of the 
glorified curator. I dust the walls of the museum, make sure the tiled floors 
sparkle neatly, but the music decides its own exhibition. Listen and you’ll 
hear the song it chose, one of breaking, of memory catching in the pilings 
of itself, but also of joy, too, absurd as piano sausages sizzling, as patient as 
hearts throbbing deep within their marbled lungs.

     —Nathaniel Duggan

Foreword





When proofreading 
is done in a church I am genuflecting.

—Matthew Rohrer, from THE IDEOGRAMS
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Taunja Thomson
Unbroken Blue

(a dream after reading about the end 
of Bronze Age civilizations)

The world as we knew it
was done.
On a lea a refrigerator 
stood next to a tree
sheltering.
The ends of a root cellar
pushed through green
like rotten teeth.
Our eyes traced vague edges
of house   home   property.
We sat on squares of fences
like children
wondered under 
an unbroken blue.

              
       

Poetry
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Melanie Faith
Hello There
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 He was going to write a book about me and it would not be like 
any other book we’d ever read. It would not be in English. I wasn’t English 
to him but something foreign, a currency to be handled with care. First he 
would gain knowledge about different interest rates. I could help him with 
this because it was research. The writing would come later. After months of 
thorough research laid things bare.
 But my name is not Peggy and so I grew less comfortable with the 
book whose main character was a blonde Peggy and the brunette was her 
sad younger sister who had gray eyes. 
 Why doesn’t Peggy have dark hair and gray eyes? I asked.
 He said he wanted to spread me out into various characters. You’re 
too much for one woman, he said. That’s why you’ll find yourself in sisters 
and female friends.
 At the time, I was the announcer for a bluegrass show on the local 
public radio station. He never listened to the broadcast even when I asked 
him gently and remembered to say please. 
 The recording assistant wanted to know how someone could love 
you without listening to you. 
 I said we weren’t sound waves. But I also couldn’t really answer 
because there are many ways of listening and radio is one of them but there 
are others that may matter more. 
 He wrote down what I said in my sleep. 
 The things he wrote down did not sound like me and so I asked 
him not to read them aloud over coffee anymore. 
 The problem is that he listened to me when I slept but not when I 
asked him to stop.
 It’s also love when they agree not to listen, I told the assistant. 
 She said it sounded like I wasn’t sure of myself. On the radio, I 
came across confident— bluegrass this, bluegrass that— but in the studio I 
looked tired and less full of life. Maybe I should listen to my radio voice.
 I knew it was just a suggestion, but the assistant was nursing a 
toddler at the time and the visible impact of suggestions on her personal 
life was obscene in an unquantifiable way. What was she trying to prove by 
nursing a mammal with sharp teeth? At what point do we say the trapeze 
artist is not courageous but actually quite foolish? I waited for someone to 
get hurt because things are clearer then.
 After the fireworks display along the river on the fourth of July, he 
decided to write the book in English. This would give him time to find a 
translator for the other language, which he had not yet selected. The air was 

Alina Stefanescu
My Name is Not Rita

Fiction
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thick with post-firework smoke. He looked at me and said he didn’t want to 
waste a single minute of our precious lives.
 When I observed that he had already written much of the book in 
English, he said that was not important. The decision to write it in English 
was more important than what he had done before he decided. 
 The dishwasher broke. I sat on the linoleum floor and cleaned its 
frothy mouth. But I felt like he put too much emphasis on his decision, and 
that this emphasis was less a sign of certainty than uncertainty. I could not 
help feeling there was a weakness in the announcement of a decision. The 
mayor’s decision to fund family values clinics was announced three weeks 
before rumors of his affair with an intern surfaced.
 The dishwasher had to be replaced. In the book, he chastised a 
female character for purchasing a mid-grade dishwasher. The extra money 
could have been used in a more artistic fashion. 
 He denied the connection between my purchase and that of the 
female he described. 
 I didn’t model that character on you, he said. 
 But the character had gray eyes. 
 We broke up when I admitted that in fact I did not wish for him 
to write a book about me. He said this was because I had a career. He said 
women had become careerists and this was common knowledge. 
 When I bent foward to kiss him, he said there was nothing left. No 
reason for us to continue kissing without the book.
 Couldn’t we just do the stuff we’d be doing in the book? I wondered.
 There were moments he left out of the book and these moments 
had never been written. Some were very happy moments. Like the one when 
our cheeks ached from laughing. 
 He said the book was the heart of all the feelings between us. When 
he explained how pages resembled garden soil, the analogy grew onerous and 
complex. I could not follow it. I nodded and thought about my assistant. 
What did she know? Besides, she was nursing.
 Later he moved to Maine and published a book dedicated to a girl 
named Rita. He said she had inspired all of the characters. But the main 
character’s name was Peggy and the only thing different was that, in the book 
he wrote for Rita, Peggy had gray eyes.
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Poetry

Simon Perchik
*

What’s left are its pilings
pinned down the way the pier
once smelled from marble
though the sails could tell 
one wave from another
were content as fingertips
and shoreline, here, here, stretched
without holding your hand in water 

–what juts from this hillside
has outlasted its ships, ropes, tears
stacked in crates for a better night
and you are now the horizon
slowly dragging the sea back
for more darkness, its mouth open
hoarse from lips singled out
covered with mud, with a moonlight
filled with wood close by
kept wet for you and leaving.
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John Solomon

Long Way From Home
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 The toilet flushed. Eric walked from the bathroom and clicked off 
the light. Not enough time had passed between the flush and his appearance. 
He hadn’t washed his hands. He was reverting without her. Deteriorating. 
Devolving. He would devolve all the way to a jawless fish or a single 
prokaryotic cell once he moved to Boston—if he moved at all. Eric didn’t 
know what Michelle knew yet. 
 “I guess I better go pack,” Eric said. He sat down on the futon next 
to Michelle and grabbed the remote.
 “Did you wash your hands?” Michelle said.
 “I don’t have to answer that question anymore,” Eric said. He pushed 
his glasses up on his nose and flipped through the channels slowly. Several 
shows interested Michelle: Monks in New York; Hot Cops, Cold Cases; Three 
Meals for Three Hundred Rubles with Josef Stalin VI. Eric flipped past all 
of them. “No sir,” Eric said. “Not anymore.”
 Michelle lit her phone with the side button. It was seven. Duane 
would be waiting for her at Fat Burt’s in a half hour. He was always a half 
hour early.
 “You know,” Michelle said, “there are more germs on a single toilet 
handle than—”
 “Why does the bathroom smell like perfume?” Eric said. 
 “I don’t know,” Michelle said.
 “Are you wearing perfume?”
 “I sprayed air freshener earlier.”
 “How are your stomach issues?” Eric said. “Are you regular?” 
 “I don’t have to answer that question anymore,” Michelle said.
 Eric stopped on the show Sexy Science. A wiry-bearded scientist 
was describing Earth before tectonic plates forced the continents from the 
endless sea. The camera cut to the scientist walking on the beach with his 
shirt off. He had a nice chest and was flexing and unflexing his pectorals as 
he walked. The scientist was still talking about plate tectonics in a voiceover 
when the real him stopped walking, turned to the camera, and licked his 
lips.
 “Can I smell you?” Eric said.
 “What?” Michelle said.
 “I think you’re wearing perfume.”
 “No, you can’t smell me,” Michelle said.
 “Why are you so dressed up?”
 “I’m going out later.”
 “With who?”

Nate Pillman

Fiction

Missed Calls
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 “Friends.”
 “What shoes are you wearing?”
 “What?”
 “Are you going to wear heels?”
 “Jesus,” Michelle said.
 The bearded scientist was in Canada now. The oldest rocks on earth 
were in Canada. Somehow, the scientist could tell that they were formed by 
extreme heat. He was on his knees, still shirtless, looking at a pile of gravel 
with a magnifying glass. The camera panned to the scientist’s firm ass.
 “Are you going to miss me?” Eric said.
 “Yes,” Michelle said.
 “Why are we like this?” Eric said.
 “Like what?”
 “Why can’t we be together?”
 Michelle didn’t know how to answer. She thought of their 
relationship like a Russian nesting doll. Eric cheated on his campus visit to 
Boston because Michelle was not yet over her previous love and during her 
and Eric’s first month of dating she had cheated. Eric found out about the 
cheating because one night two years later Michelle confessed after several 
bottles of Squiggly Pig wine. Michelle often drank too much because Eric 
was not verbally affectionate anymore. Eric was not verbally affectionate 
anymore because long before Michelle had he eased into that cushioned 
part of a relationship where building up was no longer needed. Building 
up was no longer needed for Eric because he was a man. Eric was a man 
because he had testosterone running through his veins in inconsistent bursts 
and a piece of flesh that dangled between his legs and sometimes hardened 
opportunistically. 
Michelle thought she could see it hardening now but it might have been the 
play of the TV light off his jeans.
 “Are you there?” Eric said.
 Michelle knew what he wanted her to say. It was an inside joke 
between them. She was too tired to joke. Duane never joked. That was why 
Michelle liked him.
 “I’m not joking,” she said.
 “What?”
 Michelle said nothing. She readjusted herself so she could better 
see Eric’s jeans. It had been the TV light. It was an illusion. 
 “Do you think we’ll get back together?” Eric said.
 “How?”
 “After I find myself.”
 “After Boston?”
 “Yeah.”
 “After five years?”
 Eric shrugged.
 A commercial for Tide came on. A wife with a too-big smile and 
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a husband with a too-big jaw played tug of war with their twenty children. 
The children were winning. The children won. The wife washed everyone’s 
clothes with Tide.
 “I love you, Michelle,” Eric said.
 Michelle grabbed the remote and turned off the TV and threw the 
remote across the room. It landed on the carpet without a sound. She wished 
she hadn’t touched it. The germs.
Eric stared at her. The TV played off his glasses, which were nonprescription.
 “What?” Michelle said.
 Eric kept staring and leaned toward Michelle. Michelle looked at 
the crotch of his jeans. She was interested but leaned back. She didn’t want 
to smell like Eric before her date with Duane. Duane was sensitive and 
appreciated her, and Eric had a certain smell to him. It reminded Michelle 
of the city in the winter.
 “Please?” Eric said.
 “Okay,” Michelle said.
 She pulled Eric toward her by the collar of his shirt and closed her 
eyes and opened her mouth. 
Eric sniffed her neck and sat back up. His glasses were crooked. “I knew 
it,” he said. 
 Michelle stood up. “It’s not perfume.”
 “I’m glad I’m leaving,” Eric said. 
 Michelle put her hands on her hips and imagined herself a superhero. 
She took a deep, satisfying breath and said, “Maybe you’re not.”
 “What?” Eric said.
 “I did something I shouldn’t have.”
 “What?”
  Michelle smiled. “When you were in the bathroom I checked your 
phone,” she said. 
 Eric grabbed his phone. He pushed the message icon with his 
thumb. His thumb was shaking. “It’s illegal to look at someone else’s phone, 
you know.”
 Michelle didn’t expect this reaction. She felt a cold burn in her 
stomach. “So you’re seeing someone,” she said.
 “It’s not serious,” Eric said. “And it’s none of your business. You 
could go to jail for looking at someone’s phone. You could go to state prison.”
 “You created this culture,” Michelle said.
 “What?” Eric said. 
 “This paranoia,” she said.
 “You started it,” he said.
 “Revenge is like a Russian nesting doll,” Michelle said.
 Eric scrolled faster with his thumb but didn’t respond.  
 Michelle walked across the room to the remote. A board creaked 
underneath the dirty carpet. She loved that board. She loved her apartment. 
She was glad she wasn’t moving. She was glad Eric had moved out long ago.
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 “Where is it?” Eric said. “What did you read? Did you delete it?”
 “It wasn’t a text,” Michelle said.
 Eric scrolled through his phone some more. Michelle returned with 
the remote, making sure she stepped on the squeaky board. 
 “Check your voicemail,” she said.
 Eric did. Michelle stood above him, waiting.
 “Oh, Jesus,” Eric said. He removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes.
 The university was cutting Eric’s funding before he even got there. 
Due to an “inexcusable error,” the voicemail had put it. It was the only school 
Eric had applied to. It was the only school with a doctoral program in Post-
Humanist Culinary Arts and Sciences. 
 Michelle sat down and turned on the TV. Eric continued to cry. The 
bearded scientist was doing pull ups from a pine tree. Faint hip-hop music 
played in the background. His back muscles were like rocks and his voice, 
disembodied, talked of the early stages of evolution.
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Emily Rumble
Marrionette
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In leaps of wind
dust creates clouds
breath of drought
–– blackbirds rise higher
then lower
then hide in trees –– 

I want to relax
to dissolve as moisture does
but the heat stalks me
–– harsh light
is a swig of whiskey
that blood shots my eyes –– 

The way my mind moves
into a moonless blind 
everything closes
–– to go behind the sun
I’d be crazy
it may be empty –– 

My eyes look skyward 
rapture does not
seize me
–– across the ground
like pleated fabric
my shadow lies dead –– 

Perhaps this is a dream
and I’m the naked one 

Dah
Disordered

Poetry
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Gabby Ganiere
Autumn



14

Fiction

 And when she repeats the lyrics, humming them at first, hiding 
them from the ghostly teens walking in front of our table, then letting 
them fall from her glossy lips when we’re alone again, some crates of sugar 
beets are being unpacked from the back of an old pickup truck in front 
of the café across the street, and the coven of goth kids dressed in various 
expressions of black and faded faces has finished drifting past us, just like, 
she whispers in tune, the vampires heading “west down Ventura Boule-
vard,” and it’s spring in the capitol, and the revolution hyped for months 
has lost steam and hasn’t freed us or anyone inside or outside of it and 
hasn’t seeped into any other parts of our lives other than the local-food 
movement, which continues to be a rare treat for us, when we can afford 
it, and she watches the adolescent undead shuffle to the other side of the 
street, and laying her cloth napkin in her lap, she stalls on Reseda and asks 
me where it is, and I say I don’t know, but we should find it on a map dur-
ing one of her many searches and go there and have a meal that includes a 
milkshake, just because, and she wants to know when, and I say soon, this 
summer maybe, whenever, whenever we can, just because, and she laughs 
wanting to know if the vampires on Pacific time are somehow worse or 
different or the same than the vampires here on Atlantic time, where we sit 
and wait in the breeze, amongst the bulbs starting to burst from the green 
hedges and slices of grass that have shaken off the last of the snowfall, ev-
erything coming up and rising again a little later than normal, and I have 
no answer for her, but what I do have for her is what we both have, time, 
though it’s not as green as when we first met, and yet it is green, covered 
in films of green like the memorials to heroes and their horses along the 
avenue here, patina and ivy creeping over them, and I say Let’s go, let’s 
just go, let’s stop talking about it, as though it’s a repeatable sacrament, as 
though time is different in different places, along different coasts, slower 
and golden, like honey dripped across a tongue, and so we say California 
as though it’s still the place to be, as though it’s one of the few myths 
freely given to us to contest, the door at which so much can be laid down, 
two lives brought to the threshold, not all at once but over time, piece by 
piece, and she says we’re naïve that the west coast is immune to what’s un-
folding around us, the quick-fire responses of everyone pointing out what’s 
wrong day after day, our Polaris lost, how it all used to be, the media so 
full of daily death and dollar bills that you have to scroll so fast past the 
buckshot of it all in order to see the smaller stars that let down some light, 
and we both say but it’s money that keeps us from moving, that money is 
a weight greater than death while you’re living, and she says the snow was 

William Auten
Drop Off
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too much for her joints and back this past winter and that she wants to 
run year-round, and I say the food grown out there needs only two sea-
sons, sun or rain, and that we can have what we’ll eat, now being plated in 
front of us, when it’s rotated back in quicker than it can be shipped here, 
and maybe we should go sooner rather than later because the storm clouds 
off the coast will be packing their darkness tighter and tighter, deepening 
their dark mass upon their dark mass, and we want to go here and here 
before the hurricane season hits, the names of so many places free-falling 
out into days that have become so divided because of oppositional sides, 
and she says we wouldn’t be the first to do that, to go out there, but that 
we could be next, not escape, but not just to go as visitors or stop by as 
tourists, but to stay, get lost in it, a test of letting the compass spin in place 
for just a little bit, just long enough to say that we were there, near the 
ocean and its perpetual promise that dropping off behind it remains the 
illusion of the end of the world.
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Poetry

The dead, their impossible dreams
at the center of heart or hearse
sometimes make sense of deformities, 

the dwarf technician who sticks out 
his foreshortened arm
when you introduce yourself,

and says, I’m Dan, and his hand, untouchable 
a failed fish, rises warm and soft 
as you grasp it in your own.

Lois Marie Harrod
Lazarus
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Lexi Franklin
Eat



18

 You talk about the American Southwest as if it existed outside 
our Midwestern doors, as if we know experientially about scorpions and 
scorching deserts, about longhorn cattle and long drives across hot high-
ways lined with cacti and sand.
 Here in Iowa, we have winter. And then a drip-down spring 
which evaporates through a sweltering summer ripe with brash and shine, 
and finally, days that stumble to a fall which daily prepares prepares pre-
pares.
 How do we record such in the midst of living? Snap a photo-
graph from a moving car and we capture a smudge and a blur, so this is 
what we write: smudges and blurs. We frame a few for friends—won’t they 
be impressed. In the long run, all we really want is to find the strong story, 
the vehicle to carry us home, and sometimes we do.

 I can’t describe the quiet here, the noise of noiseless air so weight-
ed with time and tense. Large blocks of crops grow incessantly in this 
place, sheep and cattle crawl green-haired hills here and here and there, 
and a close neighbor may live miles away. I can’t describe the dayness, the 
ever-longing, much less the risk. A relative got pinned in the mechanism 
of a skid loader as a teen, and it cut him in half.
 Sometimes I miss the city and its people. Networking is the key 
in spaces like these. Long stretches of alone time wears on the psyche, so 
those of us who don’t till the land have animals: thirty-some chickens, a 
flock of ducks down from six to four (blasted road!), and new lambs each 
year, ones we name and keep and ones we name and don’t keep. 
It’s here where stories rise—in the simplicity of our lives—for days are 
not all big ideas and bold self-revelation. In comes, at times, the slow cool 
gasp, the sneaking-up wonder, an ant hulking a bread crumb across a hot 
concrete driveway against the backdrop of a crisp starry universe. We make 
notes and recollections. Our past becomes our book of knowledge, our 
present the well from which we draw. We make enemies along the way, 
and a few sane friends (if we’re lucky). Along come stodgy doubters too 
and gawking witnesses. The lines are drawn. 

 We filled the stock tank tonight, a neighbor and I. He drove our 
tractor with the fifty-five gallon drum affixed to the back snow blade, and 
the process took the better part of an hour, him learning to drive a tractor 
he’d never driven before and me helping him off-load the buckets from 
beneath the barrel’s valve. I’ll give him several dozen chicken eggs this 

Chila Woychik
In This Space

nonfiction
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weekend for his trouble. The conversation was pleasant.
 The world is resting now, the coyotes, mute; they’re stalking prey 
or have passed to another plat of ground further down. We have many, 
both coyotes and plats. The coyotes take lambs sometimes, drag them over 
fences and into the woods which are abundant. They kill chickens and 
cats; once they ravaged twelve large turkeys which had wandered across 
the fence.

 Everything strings together into one long span split in degrees of 
brightness with some parts sunny or cloudy or dark. Stages in between. 
 We exist within spaces and rooms, along highways, in a galaxy, 
and finally, a grave, or for the economy-minded, an urn. My space is small 
so I look beyond it to the country of my birth, Germany; to my mother’s 
slight but lingering accent; to my mother’s mother who was raised in a 
German orphanage along with her eleven sisters because her mother was 
more interested in having things than children underfoot; I look to one of 
those girls who likewise had twelve children, all boys, most constricted for 
the Hitler Youth. I look to my American military father who used to wake 
us children for school by marching through the house singing “It’s time 
to get up, it’s time to get up, it’s time to get up in the morning!” complete 
with mouth bugle. I look to a paternal great grandmother, secretive of her 
Cherokee heritage because an American Indian in the early 1900’s was 
an unpopular thing to be. I look to my husband’s Wisconsin family of 
farmers and PhD’s. I draw from these deep pockets of lives born and lived 
to fill in the gaps of my rather unremarkable existence, and to construct a 
pastiche of contextual purpose.
 Our boundaries form our views from wherever we exist—a 
ridge here, a valley there. Trees. No space is so small or insignificant that 
light cannot reach it, for every dungeon has its cracks and every crypt its 
heaven. We bask in “the thing with feathers,” something more. 
 But then the great reveal: it’s late. Life is going the way of old 
memories and bygone mistakes. So what do we do? Well, we sure don’t 
bet on the long odds. We begin where we are and if it’s day we’re aware 
of, we scribe the day; live it. If the sky and what it contains, we do that. 
We scramble our remaining options after a typical (although lengthy) case 
of PTSD caused by a drunk driver, as in my case, or whatever it is that 
brought us to this confluence of time and place, pick out the bits that 
breathe, and document those. 
 I took a flight to Arizona last year where my aging parents sun 
themselves during bearable heat and hide under a rock when it’s not, and 
I grabbed it all, every scene, flash, and slither, the coming and going, the 
plane, the people, the sky at night, at day, mountain ridges and runway 
lights, lights on land when all was dark and large stretches of blackness 
below were interrupted by a single light here or there that signified some-
thing but I’m not sure what; I caught it all, transferred it into somewhat 
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legible scrawls on processed tree bark. I ringed it.
 My world is microscopic, Dickinsonian, so each moment be-
comes a line and each day a poem. This is why the green of yard grasses 
and leaves on trees warrant inspection, why snow glitzes and dazzles, why 
a nuthatch at the bird feeder outside my window justifies the page space 
and at least a few second’s scrutiny. This is my Walden, here, my cabin by 
the seas of grain. In this space, I am. 

The Woods

 I hike. A state park a few miles away is my stairway to the sky. 
I met a jogger there in early winter; he had on shorts that reached a few 
inches above his knees. His muscular thighs indicated perhaps a weight-
lifter, and below the hem of his shorts to the top of his socks his legs were 
a bright purplish red. “Shorts in winter?” I said as he approached. “Keeps 
me going,” he responded, and ran on. I’m pretty sure he was grimacing.
Woods’ noise is pure noise, clank of silence, boom of hush. On the quiet-
est days, I dare you to stop and listen. Birds flap or hop from limb to limb 
and fallen leaf to fallen leaf. The trick isn’t to be completely mute there, 
for we are intruders, but to be quieter than the rest, less invasive than, for 
instance, an elephant tiptoeing through a Botswanan rainforest. 
 You’ll hear branches scratch against themselves and grasses sway 
to the heavings of the earth. You’ll see Tarzan-like ropes thick as your 
wrist, hanging from or wrapping around every other tree, but swing at 
your own risk; they’ll be poison ivy and oak.
 I move slowly in another’s space, know what I seek. The woods 
become my home for a short while, the flora and fauna my synchronous 
family of beats and rhythms, whispers of the wild. My head grows limbs 
and my feet meld to ground. It becomes perspective and perception, at-
titude and desire. But it’s not that simple, is it? In the midst of a shrinking 
world and expanding technology, the noise of human conquest explodes 
while the natural world retreats further into itself, stills at the madness.   
 From Black Rhinos and Sumatran Tigers to Blue Whales and 
Bluefin Tuna to Sea Lions and South China Tigers, they’re disappearing. 
Giant Pandas and Snow Leopards. Wild Yak, Wild Goat. Over 16,000, 
sixteen thousand, endangered species across this munificent planet nears 
extinction, left behind in our quest for advancement, victims of poachers 
and crime syndicates, rebel factions and corrupt militaries. The animals 
only want to live, as do we, so I visit their land with respect, leave invisible 
footprints behind and take away a deep sense of admiration. It is their 
space, after all, not mine; they loan it to us for quick bursts or longer 
sojourns but only as passing tourists (decades’ long hermits notwithstand-
ing).
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The Tally

 The shadow under the wall clock this morning is in the shape of 
a mountain connected to an overhanging cliff. A thin crevice runs north 
and south and joins the two—the mountain to the cliff. About halfway 
down the crevice another rock juts out, leaving only a marginal line of 
light, wide enough for a small fly or maybe two or three legs of a spider. 
Eventually the shadow blurs and disappears. My mountain turns to plain 
and the clock ticks on. Another day is here and I’ve already considered dy-
ing, heaven, the likelihood of absolute truth, and this weekend’s company. 
There are no guidelines in this land of time, no rule book to interpret such 
a scene, so we live them on a hunch and the proverbial prayer, but always 
at the precipice of discovery.
 This is day. This is the next item on the agenda. I prepare a gro-
cery list.
 A day is made up of this thing called time, measured in micro-
scopic increments by which we mark our happenings. It’s a quantifiable 
medium, and there’s a method to it all, called chronometry: the science of 
time. 
 Want to impress someone? Tell them one of the shortest 
measures of time is called a yoctosecond (10-24 s) and the longest is a 
yottasecond (1 septillion seconds, or about 31.7 quadrillion years). That 
should do it.
 Decades ago, Native Americans would estimate time by how 
long it took a small boat with a hole in it to sink. Today we have clocks 
and keep our boats for fishing. Further, there is no word in the Sioux lan-
guage for “late.” Imagine never having to use that excuse with your boss.
A tribe in South America dismisses the notion of past and future, living 
only for the present. It’s a freeing life, observers note, albeit shallow as 
shown in their limited activities of hunting, gathering, having sex and the 
subsequent babies, dying. 
 They have no numbering system and use only a few vowels and 
a handful of consonants. They whistle conversation, or hum it, or sing it. 
Why would they need time when they live in the lyricism of the present? 
Missionary Daniel Everett spent many years with the Pirahas and left none 
the closer to convincing them of their need for a clock. 
 Time discipline is how we view our passing years. This desire to 
measure our moments is believed to have sprung from a religious empha-
sis on daily rituals and a religious view of the hereafter. Canonical hours, 
prayer schedules, and the now-ubiquitous phrases such as “don’t waste 
your life” drove the need for devices to calculate time.
And so it is from the sundial to the hourglass to the candle or pendulum 
clock to the clepsydra all the way up to the ultra-precise NIST-F2 atomic 
clock (which is accurate to one second in 300 million years, on a bad day), 
we, as a people, have sought to number our days.
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 Dale talks about time in the television series “The Walking 
Dead.” This may not seem poignant at first, but when you consider the 
setting is the end of the world, it is. It’s the end of the world, no one is 
likely to survive very long, yet Dale continues to wind his watch at the 
same time each day. This is both memorable and good writing; this is the 
stuff that makes us stop and consider. 
 Some believe time is unidirectional, that is, it flows forward, 
from present to future, but never backward, no, never backward. Such a 
belief would seem to make sense. We cannot return and change the world, 
though our imagination easily dreams up such strategies in our stories. 
In Hindu mythology, Talmudic accounts, and Japanese tales, time travel 
has been a common motif dating back many centuries. In books like Terry 
Pratchett’s Thief of Time and Isaac Asimov’s The End of Eternity, history 
has its guardians and time must be protected. These stories give us control 
“…[and] time travel suggests that Everyman and Everybody is important 
to shaping history, to making a real and quantifiable difference to the way 
the world turns out.”  
 Is this why Dale continued to wind his watch when time was 
considered irrelevant, and why Blaise Pascal tied a pocket watch to his 
wrist with a piece of string before wrist watches were developed? And is 
this why most of us find wall space in each room of our house for a clock 
of some pleasing shape and size? We want to “make a real and quantifiable 
difference in the way the world turns out,” or maybe we simply don’t want 
to miss our favorite TV show. 

 In the end, all I know, all I care to remember, is that today is 
bare, time is a thing, and I believe in goodness, second chances, and kind-
ness. But maybe I’m too easy and this space too bright.
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Lexi Franklin
Eyeglass
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Audrey Gidman
Mediation 150

Poetry

I think of bells and what little can be done
from the passenger seat of a car. The sun a wax passionfruit
set ablaze and glowing over the heads of wildflowers and tall grass, 
air growing end-of-June-in-the-mountains crisp, soft
white air-travel trails scarring the open canvas. The cemeteries
gentle; they do not seem sad. Trees reaching
past their skins. A family watches The Simpsons: I see them 
through an open window. Tiny orange tabby teetering
on the corner of the roof, rabbits lingering by the roadside
cracked from old snow, cracked light through maple. 
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November 8, 2015: 11 N Rd.

Jack inspired to be a baseball player. Jack inspired to be a baseball player at 
first, and later, soon, thought less of it and more of skating by. That’s the 
existence of jack’s and that’s okay.

_

A hundred dead leaves,
a thousand,
several hundred,
a bunch of dead leaves 
are kicked back into existence by 
a couple hundred, a bunch of,
student’s feets on the walk back from the cafeteria,
where they float as if
for a moment they were awoken from suspended animation. 

The boys throw rotten apples at each other and then at the others
as I pretend to ask them to stop,
please not,
don’t,
and they laugh and that’s how I know they’ve heard me
unless they’re laughing at Sandra who’s been hit
and is screaming profanities,
swears,
curses at them. 

I walk quietly and wait for 1:30.

July 17, 2015: Piano Sausage
 He rigged up his old grand somehow so that when he pushed 
the ivories into their little sockets and the hammers struck and the strings 
vibrated it charged a jet ski battery which his toaster oven was powered by. 
That’s how he’d cook his sausages.
 When he was seventeen he had his first sex. She was more 
experienced than he was and that may have made him nervous. They 
drove to their local recreation center parking lot in her Honda and he 

Fiction

Richie Johnson
Piano Sausage
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fumbled and she had a strong voice and they made love. After that he 
remained practically the same as he had always been; reserved, mildly 
happy, unaffected. A year later he attended college for the first time, and 
that’s where he first tried it:
 The school’s cafeteria was fairly low. The school itself, enrollment 
was fairly low, and the caf. was designed to accommodate the small 
student body. The school’s cafeteria was fairly small. All of the cooks knew 
most of the students and most of the students knew all of the cooks. His 
favorite was Darby who did the hot breakfast line—she’s the one that 
introduced him to sausage patties. Somehow he’d escaped childhood 
without ever having eaten one before. Please spare me, I don’t know how. 
The round, sort of grisly, browned grey patty, the texture of soft rubber, 
flimsy meat, when he’d squeeze it between his thumb and forefinger the 
warm grease would spew out and run down his hand and then sleeve the 
way he liked, and he’d smile with quiet satisfaction, the first bite, the meat 
pie dripping with love, his aloneness, the smell of wet, processed meat, 
the other students, his obliviousness, his creepiness, his contentedness, his 
sausage patty. Darby loved that her services so satisfied someone, and she’d 
watch him from behind her heat lamps and eggs and hash and breakfast 
meats with easy ease.
 Eight years later he’s set himself up with a nice little beach shack, 
a loyal cat, Darby, and a custom old grand which he can be heard and, 
too, seen playing all times of day and especially night in front of his great 
sliding paned windows facing the beach, sea, horizon and world beyond. 
The neighbors can’t mind because they’re too baffled; never before had 
they heard a piano that smelt like sausage patties, and never before have 
they been so unwittingly happy. The world is okay with him, and he’s okay 
with that.
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Gabby Ganiere
Space Whales
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Kathleen Boyle

For Never Being Unbroken

Poetry

 An oval, an orb, the plane of the thing 
almost soft in its marbleness, its roundedness, rising 
graceful as sea water when bare current passes 
underneath. Touch it 

 all over with your bare hands. The bay 
rises to the knees of the thing at highest tides. March 
out to it, gaze up, consider broken, the word. Consider 
things that break: 

 waves, an opalescent vase, horses, 
promises, trails in snow, overgrown underbrush, fasts, 
malarial fevers, pitches, weather. We break to begin, all 
objects fraction, all 

 humans break into parts, reconstitute. 
The right arm, clean snap to the radius, shattered ulna,
or, for example: the heart. Swim, out past the breakers. How 
to know 

 in the seismic moment, which broken piece
of tile, if it was tough or rather lucky? The thing about smooth, 
about oval: perhaps it is two parts melded together, 
as potters work 

 with pieces of clay, hunks on separate wheels,
thrown together to reach final form. Once two, cleaved apart, 
then secretly pieced back together. Touch it all over, again, 
with your bare hands.



“The best thing in museums are the windows.”

—Pierre Bonnard
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striving for the microscopic narrowing of 
details that transforms the unimportant into 
the vastly necessary. He also likes crustaceans. 
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always confused but likes to pretend he knows 
what he’s doing anyway.
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