
2021   CYCLE & CIRCUMSTANCE







2021 • Issue 6 • Cycle & Circumstance

Editors-in-Chief
Edie Astley ‘21
Simone Rembert ‘21

Managing Editor
Violet Guinness ‘23

Editors-at-Large
Sofía Benitez ‘18
Katerina Pavlidis ‘20
Alyx Raz ‘16

Founding Editors
Palak Patel ‘16
Alyx Raz ‘16

Archives
Ronald Patkus
Stella Belt ‘22
Ava Boal ‘22

Arts
Mary-Kay Lombino
Anna Molloy ‘23
Magdalena Ramos 
Mullane ‘22

Prose
Eve Dunbar
Karina Curry ‘21
Malka Fleischman ‘22
Keira Seyd ‘22

Poetry
Molly McGlennen
Juliet Godwin ‘22
Maren Gunning ‘21

Reviews
Farisa Khalid ‘05
Charlie Hobbs ‘21
Charlie Jones ‘22

Advisory Board
Mark Amodio
Andrew Ashton
Eve Dunbar
Wendy Graham
Paul Kane
M Mark

Board of Directors
Wendy Graham 

VSR Student Liason
Molly Manafo ‘21

Social Media Director
Anna Grayson ‘22

Design Assistant
Finn Belanger ‘21

Design
Zach Bokhour ‘16
A.J. Cincotta-Eichenfield ‘16

Printer
J.S. McCarthy Printers

Print Production
Daniel Lasecki

Web Design
Megg Brown
Jeff Macaluso

Copyright © 2021 Vassar Review

All contributors maintain rights to their individual works. All 
rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be 
reproduced or used in any form without the express written 
permission of the publisher.

Printed in the United States of America
First Printing, 2021
ISBN 978-0-578-92038-2

Vassar Review
124 Raymond Avenue Box 464
Poughkeepsie, NY 12604 USA
vassarreview@vassar.edu
review.vassar.edu

Vassar Review is a literary arts journal published annually in 
the spring at Vassar College. 

Vassar Review is a not-for-profit enterprise.

About
The Vassar Review is an international, multidisciplinary literary arts journal that 
fosters working relationships between faculty, students, and artists in order to engage 
its annual theme with care and reflective insight. The journal is a revival of the former 
literary arts magazine published by the faculty and students of Vassar College. VR 
entered the literary scene in 1927 shaped by a small circle of students, including 
Elizabeth Bishop. Today, the journal is international in scope and multidisciplinary in 
nature, across both a print and digital interface. Each academic year culminates with a 
printed publication and a digital supplement.

Mission
The Vassar Review aims to reconsider the traditions that have defined many 
publications and structures, those that are not open to all, open to interpretation, 
or open to change, and unfold them into a collaborative journal that believes the 
artist’s voice and methods of expression are essential to our daily lives. Artistically 
& intimately, we aim to cultivate an international community that holds at its core 
purposeful expression, visions of things to come, and a revision of what has already 
been experienced.

Submissions
Submissions are accepted each fall. Simultaneous submissions are accepted. We 
consider all artistic and literary forms, including painting, photography, poetry, fiction, 
nonfiction, scripts, and screenplays, but also forms that often prove difficult to present, 
such as new media art, spoken-word poetry and performances, hypertext fiction, and 
others. Please visit review.vassar.edu for full submission guidelines.

Acknowledgments
We extend our warmest thanks to our contributors and to the following individuals 
and bodies for their support and advice in shaping this issue: M Mark, Tracey Sciortino, 
Francine Brown, Melissa McAlley, Bart Thurber, Lisa Collins, and Giovanna Borradori.

The Vassar College English Department, Vassar College Libraries, Vassar College 
Archives & Special Collections, Frances Lehman Loeb Art Center, Vassar College 
Media Studies Program, Vassar College American Studies Program, Vassar College 
Art Department.

Cover
Front: Beatrice Pediconi, Untitled Small #12, 2020
Back:  Beatrice Pediconi, Detail Untitled Small #5, 2019



2021

CYCLE & 
CIRCUMS TANCE



Rita Mookerjee
Phyllis Trout

Lois Beardslee
Julia Randall

Eugene Stevenson
Catherine Chalmers

Portia Munson
Jeremy Radin

Danielle Shorr
Cannupa Hanska Luger

Coleman
Anne Lindberg

Porsha Olayiwola
Faith Holland

Jeff Alford
Kat Kirkman

Jessica de Koninck
Mackenzie Whitehead-Bust

Jennifer O’Grady
Ruth Yvette Lehman

List of Artworks
Contributors

Poetry
Arts
Prose
Arts
Poetry
Arts
Arts
Poetry
Poetry
Arts
Prose
Arts
Poetry
Arts
Reviews 
Reviews
Reviews
VSR Winner
Archives
Archives

TA B L E  O F  C O N T E N T S

55
57
58
63
64
66
68
69
70
71
72
74
76
79
80 
82
85
90
95
96

98
101

Editors’ Note

Julia Randall
Taylor Zhang

Julie Phillips Brown
Beatrice Pediconi

Carol D Marsh
Caleb Stein

Loria Mendoza
Z.C. Aardt
Mira Lehr

Phillip Crymble
Lois Beardslee

Phyllis Trout
Portia Munson

B. Fulton Jennes
Vlatka Horvat

Benjamin Faro
Kathy Bruce

Evelyn Hang Yin
Taylor Zhang

Kelsey Larson
Beatrice Pediconi

Julia Randall

Arts
Poetry
Poetry
Arts
Prose
Arts
Poetry
Prose
Arts
Poetry
Prose
Arts
Arts
Poetry
Prose
Prose
Arts
Arts
Poetry
Prose
Arts
Arts

3

4
5
6
8
9
16
18
19
22
23
24
29
30
31
33
44
47
48
50
51
53
54



All water has a perfect memory and is forever trying to get back to where it was.

Toni Morrison, “The Site of Memory”

Dear Reader, 

In the sixth edition of the Vassar Review, we meditate on the cruel cyclicality of our present moment. How 
do the circumstances in which we find ourselves seem to simultaneously reflect the past and the future? 
The consequences of the pandemic have been both tragic and enlightening. We have been forced to reckon 
with the reality that our social institutions are provisional—they have been and can be replaced—though 
these new iterations, more often than not, resemble their defective past forms. In the midst of our bleak 
confinement, however, Toni Morrison turns on a light. She asks us whether this worldly chaos is less of an 
unstoppable ‘flood’ and instead merely a means of finding our way home, like a drop of water surging, by 
memory, back to its source. 

This issue was conceived and compiled during what was perhaps a bleaker moment in the continually 
unfolding story of the pandemic. With vaccination rates rising in many countries and frustratingly stalled 
in others, the world holds its collective breath as, for the first time in a long time, it feels as though there 
is something like hope on the horizon. Now, as students move from insipid Zoom lectures to open-air 
classrooms and restaurants hesitantly reopen their long-shuttered doors, we are finally able to concretely 
contemplate an after. Cycling out of this darkness, away from and past this circumstance. We are anxious, 
we are excited, and we are reflecting on our own (im)perfect memory in order to make the coming transition. 

How do we get back to where we were? Or, perhaps more importantly, how do we move beyond what was 
before and, cautiously, into this hopeful after? What has memory taught? What can it teach us if we let it?

We would like to thank our staff, contributors, advisory board, and especially our readers for their continued 
support of the journal, especially in these trying times. 

We hope you enjoy,  

Edie Astley and Simone Rembert
Editors-in-Chief
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Left: Julia Randall, Tethered, 2016

I always imagined myself as the midnight cowboy: dustless and 

 beyond reproach. In reality, I was never a lasso darling 

though I looped myself more times with your rope. For old time’s sake, 

 let’s play a round of Indian Burn. As expected, I concede. 

How much does it hurt you to know I am a frivolous woman? I manifest 

 no destiny. I only collect resentment under my skin until 

it stretches and weeps. To what end does this yearning—full stop. 

 I refuse to occlude my vision with more questioning. Giddy up! 

And so many giddy downs. Tonight, I laugh into my knuckles even 

 as they bleed; all my anger crystallizing until I, too, am something 

fragile and precious. A sliver of looking glass, or better: 

 some calcified echo of a perfect daughter, cracked and smiling.

Taylor Zhang
SWAROVSKI BRIGHT
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are the smallest theft.

I am dumbstruck by every

possible name for you,

the topography of your face

not yet begun within me

pressed beneath the arced

horizon of my abdomen

 all this splits—

 you are born you are not

  you breathe you do no

One day I will break this poem, 

stud the sweep of an inlet

willow with loosed characters. 

No one can tell how 

Julie Phillips Brown
FOR YOU, UNBORN
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to survive. No one can tell me 

what I want to know: how

you might still be, one day:

how then I will write

the elegy for every universe 

in which you are not born,

in which you lived, but died.

Who can tell which reality

is cruel or plain, whether 

worlds replete with you

will repay this measure 

of sorrow each time

the record of the universe 

skips on cosmic dust,

 on
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Left: Beatrice Pediconi, Detail Untitled Small #5, 2019

THE L AW OF SIMULTANEOUS CONTRAST
Carol D Marsh

I stir a bit of sugar into my tea, watching wispy, 
grey-white steam lift from the fluid’s dark surface. 
Gia, my brother’s fiancée, talks like she can’t stop, 
and I drag my attention from the cup before me to 
listen.

“They’ve reduced the steroids to treat his chronic 
pulmonary disease, so he’s lost weight and his face 
isn’t as bloated. His color’s better. The doctors are 
talking about sending him to a rehab hospital for 
six weeks. They don’t want to do the heart-valve 
surgery until he’s stronger and his diabetes and 
lung problems are under control.” 

It’s informative without letting me in too far. Gia 
and I get along well, but I’m not sure how much I 
should query her, especially in her emotional state. 
She doesn’t mention his bad pancreas and liver. 
Neither she nor Bill have during the weeks he’s 
been hospitalized. I figure one of the reasons he’s 
improving is he was detoxed after admission, but 
don’t mention it. I just want to see my brother.

Carrying our lunch— pink lemonade and a bagel 
for Bill, tea and a scone for me, chai latte and a bagel 
for Gia—we leave the Starbucks in this Philadelphia 
hospital to get on an elevator. I observe the doors 
as they jerk into motion, as the gap between them 
narrows, then as they come together in a straight, 
shadowy line.

All my life I’ve watched interstitial spaces. There’s 
peace for the anxious, inward child in monitoring 
how light and shadow meet and the ways borders 
create spaces, lines, angles, and intersections. I 
ordered my world by noting the wavery yet defined 

edge between pool water and skin as it appeared 
on my half-submerged leg; the angle of my small 
shadow’s slanting, all the while maintaining 
its me-outline, up the wall a few feet away; the 
multi-layered, leafy border between my perch 
on the branch of a willow tree and the rest of my 
grandparents’ yard. I’d stare at an angle between 
table edge and placemat corner, or the gap between 
curtain hem and windowsill while arranging my 
face into compliant lines as my father lectured me 
for one or another of many childish transgressions.

When, as an adult, I learned the Italian word 
chiaroscuro—chiaro means light; scuro, dark—I 
understood it intuitively. In tandem, touching 
each other’s borders, these words with divergent 
meanings are augmented. Lightdark. I scrutinize 
things that seem opposite yet require each other.

Before I tell you more about my brother, I need to 
tell you this: Every Christmas season from 2004 
through 2009, he’d take the train from his Delaware 
home to visit the Washington, D.C. residence for 
homeless women with AIDS where I was founding 
director. We’d begin in October, having phone 
conversations and exchanging emails, Bill asking 
for each woman’s name and how to make the gifts 
personal: her favorite color (the year he bought 
everyone sweaters and a white turtleneck); her 
favorite Bible verse (inscribed silver necklaces). 
He’d have shopped for the gifts and wrapped them 
before shipping them to me well in advance of the 
day he was to come. Sometimes he would bring his 
teenage daughter with him.
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Our little community made a celebration of his 
visits, eating brunch together in the dining room 
with its plastic red and gold Christmas tablecloths 
and twinkle lights on the potted palm. The food 
eaten, Bill would rise to make a funny little speech, 
then hand the gifts to each woman, one at a time, 
improvising a compliment or silly story as she took 
the present. 

It could have felt like a show of white largesse 
to the deserving poor, a beneficent overlord 
condescending to the little ones. It didn’t, and I’m not 
sure why not, except there was something in Bill’s 
spirit, in his humor, humility, and desire to connect, 
something making the event real and un-ironic.

I need you to know this.
I need to remember it.

Life long ago taught me it’s best not to fight what’s 
out of my control, not to make judgments about 
good | bad. Like an alcoholic brother who once 
was my beloved childhood friend, or like living 
and dying. We tend to act as though there’s a line 
between them: beloved brother | alcoholic brother. 
Or life | death. 

As though there’s no such thing as lifedeath, 
no such thing as one enhancing the other. During 
seventeen years of work with the women I served, 
there were times when, while we celebrated one 
woman’s first sobriety anniversary or birthday, 
elsewhere in the house another was dying. Moving 
upstairs from the light-and noise-filled dining room 
party to a dim, quiet sick room was centering, 
peaceful, for me. Then my anxiety was at bay, 
when death was there, undeniably present among 
us while always we lived in the in-between place. 
I walked the seam of chiaro and scuro, each time 
noting the crossing, each time a quietude.

Chiaroscuro technique in art is apparent, in its earliest 
form, in some Greek and Roman paintings. It takes 
on its more sophisticated form in the European 
Baroque paintings of artists like Rembrandt and, 

later and more dramatically, Caravaggio. From subtle 
cross-hatching, to shadowing, to stark contrast 
between a black background and a lit figure, the 
technique uses contrasting shades of light and dark 
to show depth and form. By the mid-1800’s, artists 
had employed it for centuries, and a new generation 
that came to be known as Impressionists had begun 
to search for something different.

Around that time, the director of dye works at 
the Gobelin tapestry factory in Paris, Michel Eugen 
Chevreul, was mystified by complaints from some 
of his customers. Why did the black threads seem 
less black in certain areas of the piece? A scientist, 
Chevreul had previously discovered creatin and 
margaric acid and had experimented with fatty 
acids, work that had far-reaching effect on, 
among other things, the manufacture of soap and 
candles. He turned his scientist’s mind and method 
to the problem of the never-varying formula for 
black appearing to change. He experimented with 
how juxtaposed colors influenced one another, 
and eventually published his book, The Law of 
Simultaneous Color Contrast, in which he “observed, 
defined, described, and generalized” a “law of 
nature” that taught the world about [1] contrast 
of tone, which affects intensity of color (what we 
might now call depth); and [2] contrast of color, 
which affects optical composition (or, hue).

My earliest memories are of Bill in his crib. He’d 
been born in 1957, one year and eleven months 
after me, and we shared a bedroom. I’d check on 
him at night, reaching between the crib bars to give 
his leg a tickle and listen to his giggle, then watch 
through the gradually diminishing pre-dawn gloom 
until I could see him, asleep and still. The sweetness 
of knowing Bill was there quieted my nighttime 
fears and forged an unnamed bond between us. 
Later, after we’d moved to a bigger house, we’d 
play so much in the backyard my father couldn’t 
grow grass, an annual frustration for him. On the 
baseball diamond—home plate in the center of a 
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triangle formed by three trees, first base near the 
porch corner, second base at the pin oak, third base 
opposite first and, as was pitcher’s mound, marked 
by a bare patch of hard, brown earth—we practiced 
pitching and batting, or fielding grounders and fly 
balls. Come fall, Bill taught me football plays like the 
button hook and the long bomb, and we’d alternate 
being quarterback or receiver. We’d rake leaves into 
piles, take running jumps into them, throw them at 
each other, then re-rake the piles for a do-over. In 
winter, we made snowmen by rolling around clumps 
of snow, bending over and pushing the growing 
sphere until it was right: large for the lower body, 
small for the head, and something in-between for 
the abdomen. One time, we built a snow cave at the 
top of the driveway. Mom made us cocoa and we 
drank the steaming chocolate in our fort, the walls 
muting our voices in their blue-white light so that 
all we said–and didn’t say–felt sacred.

Impressionists were obsessed by light, one of the 
reasons so many of them worked outdoors while 
traditional painters labored away in garrets and 
studios. Their passion primed them for Chevreul’s 
color theory: “Strive for intense light and shade and 
the rest will come naturally,” said Edouard Manet. 
It’s not that no painter had ever understood how 
colors influence one another. But Chevreul’s work 
drew from others a level of enthusiasm making it 
seem color had not really been seen before:

“ Rarely has a subject of inquiry, so fraught 
with beautiful and ready applications, been 
presented to us... Every object in art and nature 
speaks a new and exciting language. Colour 
becomes music to the eye. We become impatient 
of any violent infringement of the principles 
of harmony, and seek every opportunity of 
putting our newly-acquired knowledge into 
practice.” (from John Spanton’s introduction to 
his English translation of Chevreul’s book.)

I bring up Bill’s drinking only once, toward the 
end of the visit, my tea gone and scone eaten, his 
bagel and lemonade untouched. I lean forward, 
placing my hand on his ankle. 

“Bill.”
My brother, ally of my childhood years, dweller 

in my earliest memories, looks at me, on the alert. 
“What about the drinking?”
He looks away, then back. Thinking about this 

now sends a bolt of pain through me. He’d have 
so much preferred I never brought it up, yet over 
the years we’d developed a way to talk about his 
alcoholism, me hoping the time was right, he 
sometimes answering in words to which I clung 
without actually trusting them. I’d long ago given 
up thinking I could change him. Maybe that’s why 
he’d sometimes engage me, albeit reluctantly, when 
I raised the subject. All I could do was listen without 
knowing whether or not—or more accurately, how 
much—he was lying. All I could do was say I hurt 
for what he was doing to his life and health. All I 
could do was tell him I loved him. 

Those conversations had been on the phone. 
Since 2000, I’d only seen Bill once or twice a year 
with his business travel, us living in different cities, 
and his disappearances into drink. Now we are face-
to-face, my brother terribly vulnerable under the 
harsh fluorescents, in his hospital gown, blankets 
in disarray, foot jiggling with nervous energy as 
nurses move in and out of the tiny room where he’s 
tethered to lines and bags and oxygen. Yet I put my 
hand on his ankle, sick of denial, sick for him.

“I know I need to make changes,” he says. “I 
have a granddaughter coming.”

He says he’s tired of chasing money and wants 
peace in his life. He’s had to accept his business 
is unsalvageable and has begun managing the 
bankruptcy process, trying to reframe it as a new 
way of life instead of abject failure. He tells me how 
much he likes his new sobriety therapist. “He gets me, 
the way I think, he understands how my obsessive-
compulsive disorder influences the drinking habit.”
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Bill never uses the words alcoholic or alcoholism. 
He says, “heavy drinking,” or “drinking habit.”

Chevreul began his color experiments by placing 
white, grey and black blocks on a piece of unbleached 
linen at a bright window, then arranging them in 
various combinations. He demonstrated what he 
called “contrast of tone,” showing that black next 
to white appears darker in tone; black next to 
grey appears “feebler.” He then moved on to color 
blocks, demonstrating that blue next to black looks 
darker, blue next to yellow looks greener, and so on. 
His book, translated into several languages, gave 
bold 19th-century painters a science for their new 
method. What traditional painters had known—you 
best show form and depth with light | dark contrast 
— and long employed in the service of precision, 
Impressionists used to break hitherto sacrosanct 
rules of art by way of imprecision. Manet, Monet, 
Pissaro and their ilk rejected polished and perfect 
representations with clear demarcations between 
bodies, objects, and background. They employed 
color to express light instead of using shading, 
cross-hatching and sharp light-dark contrast.

Bill’s obsessive-compulsive behavior had begun, he 
told me several years ago, in college. But anxiety 
had plagued him through high school. Once he left 
homework at school on a Friday and felt frantically 
unable to stop obsessing about it all weekend, 
though he hid his nerves from the family. His refuge 
then was music, and he’d play trombone along with 
his Chicago albums until his arms were too tired to 
hold up the instrument. The OCD worsened after he 
married. He’d pretend to have left his wallet in the 
house and, getting out of the car in which his family 
sat waiting, go back indoors to check, check again, 
check once more and re-check that the oven was 
off, doors locked, lights out, thermostat set correctly.

Scotch, he said, was the only thing that calmed 
his crazily whirling fears.

The law of simultaneous color contrast holds two 
main propositions. One, color tends to affect other 
colors adjacent to it with its complementary color; 
and two, placing two similar colors next to each 
other has the effect of considerably attenuating the 
element they share. Like how black gaskets on the 
inner edges of silver elevator doors make the silver 
shiny, but when the doors are closed and there’s 
only a narrow, greyish line between them, the silver 
has a mellower feel. 

Like the moment before I walked into Bill’s room 
with my heart pounding, not knowing what I’d see 
or how it would make me feel. My first glimpse 
of him—he does look better—was shaped by that 
anxiety, affected by my relief. 

Later, there was the moment I left the hospital. I 
was inside | I was outside.

It didn’t work that way, though. The elevator 
doors closed and the line was there, but from my 
current vantage point, leaving the hospital bears 
no such precision. That seeming bit of time—a step 
through a door onto pavement—lasted two weeks, 
as though placing a better-looking and hopeful Bill 
next to what I knew about his bad heart, multiple 
health problems and alcoholism had diminished the 
darker tones and limned the moment with borrowed 
brightness. Its decisive end came, making a mockery 
of what had sustained me. I hadn’t allowed myself 
to see the tarnish.

*
It’s Easter morning, two weeks after my visit with 
Bill. I have an ear worm, the bass line of a song video 
he once emailed me. Do-do sol do-do sol do-fa mi. For 
many years Bill’s been texting or emailing me links 
to songs, usually jazz. When I get the texts I know 
he’s attempting sobriety. Too often there are long 
intervals during which my texts to him—Hey, Bill, 
how are you doing? Or, Good morning, have a great 
weekend, love you!—go unanswered and he sends 
me no songs. That’s when I know he’s drinking. 

The ear worm is from a Christian rock song he’d 
sent a decade ago. I don’t like Christian rock, though 



13

I’d gone back to this video every once in a while, 
often when Bill wasn’t in touch. For some reason I’d 
weep every time, bemused at myself. Now it’s Easter 
morning and the song is persistent in its presence. I 
can’t recall the title or lyrics or singer’s name, though 
I recall the video’s handsome, blond tenor fronting 
a band in a huge arena filled with people waving 
arms in ecstatic prayer. Not my kind of thing at all. 
I’m a meditator and sort of Buddhist if I’m anything, 
and a critic of this brand of theatrical religion. So 
why has it stayed with me all these years and why 
this morning? I want to get to the gym. 

Something pops up as I’m brushing my teeth, 
one of the words in the song: hallelujah. I’m pleased, 
though it doesn’t help all that much.

Once Monet had begun working out of doors 
he never looked back, so enthusiastically did he 
embrace the art of depicting light, not objects. Not 
people. Light. Chiaro. Monet tended to paint in short 
strokes, each brushstroke an illustration of what 
light does to color, how colors interact with light 
and with one another, and how dark punches up the 
whole. Scuro. He smoothed no surface, blended no 
shades. There was no umbra for Monet.

When you look at Bill, the Bill you love and want 
to keep loving, you see a humorous and generous 
man, a wonderful father, lay-preacher, brilliant 
businessman, avid musician and music lover, sport 
enthusiast. You see a man fighting valiantly a 
terrible battle with mental illness. When you look 
at Bill with an anger you don’t want to or can’t 
release, you see only the alcoholism, the wasted 
opportunities for sobriety, the deceit, the piled-up 
debts, the divorce, the frequenting of strip clubs, 
the accusations and misdirected blaming, all the 
ignored messages of love and concern, the falling 
away from family.

But is there a line there? Is there Bill the 
drunkard | Bill the good guy? What if I put them 
side-by-side? Drunkardgoodguy.

I experiment with these aspects of Bill, wanting 
not to mix them on memory’s palette but preferring 
to place them side-by-side like blocks on linen at a 
window, touching but not combining. Influencing 
but not blending. Not blue mixed with yellow 
makes green, but blue beside yellow brings, out 
the complementary hue and makes it greener. OCD 
next to alcoholism looks more tragic. Alcoholism 
next to OCD makes one step shakily away from easy 
judgement, but it cannot—should not—disguise its 
ugly reality under a prettier hue.

Placing the two side-by-side is, if not science, 
then at least my attempt at understanding. Neither 
babying him with excuses nor belaboring him with 
accusation, I see Bill unshaded. It’s an act of love, 
this difference between mixing yellow and blue to 
get green and setting blue and yellow adjacent to 
observe how they change each other. The former 
feels false, as though the act of blending obscures 
Bill’s reality in some way. The latter feels respectful, 
as though in permitting myself to observe all his 
reality, I’m honoring him.

Do-do sol do-do sol do fa mi: Halfway through the 
morning I decide to drive the song from my head. 
I still can remember nothing but the look of the 
video, the bass line, and the word hallelujah. It’s 
frustrating. I give up. It can’t be too important if it’s 
that hard to remember. 

It, however, won’t give up on me. Later, wanting 
to get to the Y before its early closing this Easter day, 
I hurry to get ready. But hand on doorknob, I stop. “I 
can’t go. I have to find that song and send it to Bill.” I 
turn and toss my keys onto the table near the door.

Just like that, it’s there, emerging like a bubble 
through a pot of oatmeal. “A New Hallelujah.” 
Triumphant, I find it on YouTube and listen, tearing 
up as usual. I type into my phone: “Bill, you sent me 
this song many years ago at Easter and I’ve never 
forgotten it. I still go back to it every once in a while. 
Happy Easter, my dear brother.” Attaching the link, I 
hit Send and leave for my workout. 
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I’m at the Y, stretching after forty-five minutes on 
the treadmill. I get a text from Gia, “I need you to call 
me as soon as you can please.” Not stopping to put 
away the mat, I run to the women’s locker room to 
call her, an already-knowing making me lurch and 
stumble as I jerk open the heavy door. She answers 
as I drop down on the hard chair in the dimly lit 
lounge area. I press the phone to my ear not because 
I can’t hear her but because I can’t understand her. 
She’s sobbing. Bill has fainted, they’re trying to 
revive him, she must get to the hospital right away. 
She’s on the Schuylkill Expressway, wailing and 
fighting traffic. My heart pounds, mind latching 
onto one thing: Keep her calm. Keep her calm. I 
get her to stop talking, we take some deep breaths 
together. I tell her to hang up the phone, concentrate 
on driving safely, and let me know when she’s at the 
hospital.

I run home, text my husband at church, and call 
my older sister, Joan. She’s having brunch with her 
husband and hurries out of the crowded restaurant 
for some privacy. 

“Gia says Bill has collapsed. They’re trying to 
revive him. She’s not with him, she was just on her 
way when they called her.” 

What we do, over our own nauseating fear, is 
worry about when to tell our frail, eighty-nine-
year-old mother who is already shaken by a couple 
falls and recent move from the house in which she’d 
lived 53 years. Except for a long silence after one of 
us has said, “Oh, my God,” we speak only of what to 
do about Mom. 

“If we tell her now and they revive him, we’ll 
have worried her for nothing,” Joan said. “He’s been 
doing better, hasn’t he? Aren’t they going to put him 
in a rehab hospital tomorrow?”

“Yes, the move is planned. But Gia sounded 
so panicked.” I said, trying to think despite the 
pounding in my ears. “She’s going to call me when 
she gets to the hospital. Let me hear what she has to 
say, then we’ll know more what to do about Mom.”

I’m aimlessly pacing the condo when Gia calls a 

few minutes later. She’s still in her car. The hospital 
has phoned again. Bill is dead. Through her cries 
I can make out the words, “They want to know if 
they should do an autopsy. Why are they asking me 
that? Why? What should I do?” Keep her calm.

I call Joan again. She’ll leave immediately to tell 
our mother her only son has died. I begin calling 
other family members.

Gia texts that she’s made it safely to the 
hospital—I’d made her promise to do that because 
what else could I do while she’s driving and her 
beloved is dead?—and will call me later. She wants 
time alone with Bill.

Tim gets home and at last I let go of keep her calm.
*

Were Monet to paint my brother, he’d understand 
that without the dark of Bill we don’t as well see 
the light of Bill and without the light of Bill, the 
dark is very dark indeed. And so I choose to note 
the contrast between his generosity to women he 
could easily have ignored and his neglect of his 
family members. I place Bill who taught me football 
plays in the backyard next to Bill who for months at 
a time ignored my emails, messages and texts. I put 
the man-brother who lied about the extent of his 
drinking adjacent to the boy-brother who was my 
trusted friend. There’s quietude for me in denying 
all impulse to shade his reality, in seeing things as 
they are, bumping up against each other in all their 
glorious, heartless contrast.

Two months after Bill died, I asked Gia if he’d seen 
my text to him Easter morning. She checked his 
phone, telling me he’d opened it. “It must have been 
one of the last things he did,” she said about the 
relatively short interval between when he got the 
text and the hospital said he collapsed. 

This is indescribably comforting.

What is the line between life and death, between 
knowing and not knowing?

You’re alive | You’re dead.
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You don’t know | You know.
For Bill, there was consciousness and then, in 

the moment of a massive stroke, unconsciousness. 
Hospital staff tell us he knew nothing after that 
nanosecond, nothing of their attempts to revive him, 
nothing of the race from his room to the intensive 
care unit, nothing of the hour they worked over him 
there.

What is the line between my not knowing he 
was going to die and knowing he was dead? Every 
day I examine those hours between do-do sol-do-do 
sol do-fa mi rattling madly around the periphery of 
my consciousness, and Gia screaming, “Oh my God, 
Carol, Bill’s dead. He’s dead.”  Then, again, I walked 
the seam of chiaro and scuro.

Yet when am I, when are we, not walking that seam? 
In the months since Bill died, I’ve framed a photo 
of the two of us taken during one of his Christmas 
visits. In it, we’re smiling, both looking a bit to the 
right of the camera at someone sitting across from 
us. I like the expression in his eyes, humorous and 
warm. On difficult days, in sad moments, I light a 
candle and place it in front of the photo, kissing the 
tips of two fingers and touching them to the frame.  

Were I to paint my grief, I’d allow no umbra. 
With short, sure strokes, I’d place what makes 
me angry next to what makes me happy, what 
seems a tragedy next to what seems a blessing. 
I’d use contrasting depth and hue to illumine Bill’s 
humanity, never shading or blending edges. 

There would be lightdark in my painting about 
lifedeath. There would be peace.





Left: Caleb Stein, Embracing Friends, 2016
Above: Caleb Stein, Sanjay, 2016
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We were heirlooms blossoming through cunning pavement 
little knives between our lips cutting through shame and sirens and 
the ingrown years spent beating our fists 
against whatever we could find to hit—
whatever dared to think itself reachless or silent
— how dare the quiet shush us?
We had nothing to prove but the 
tortuousness of battlefields 
had learned our powerlessness early
from the number of times we heard
just ignore them and we were them
scooping crooked bangs from our eyes to look upon
a fridge filled with food that smelled greenish.
Come summer we dewormed honeydew from the neighbor’s garden
opened and closed the freezer door
practicing magic we thought 
but we never made anything 
appear that we could eat
just desire rise in our throats,
anger that approached illiteracy—
we can’t remember how but somehow 
we knew exactly what we were missing out on
from the way other people locked their doors when we walked down the street,
how we dreamed of Capri-Suns in our throats 
and neon Band-Aids on our duct-taped knees and feet,
the gummy grey adhesive collecting summer gravel that stung with every step,
our sweaty faces like two rabbits pulled out of a threadbare hat,
not knowing the trick was not to hold on
but to let the fuck go.

Loria Mendoza
SISTERS
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Z.C. Aardt

VISIONS OF CYCLYCAL LIFE: 
A L AST FAIRY TALE

As a concession to my mother, my father allowed 
us to return yearly to the place where she was born. 
In this small, one-time fishing village on the Long 
Island Sound, there is more water than land. The 
village is a slight peninsula the shape of a tadpole, 
whose back borders on the yawning expanse of the 
Sound. The belly of this small strip of land is bounded 
by a brackish bay. 

We went there each summer. For a young 
child, it was heaven. My sister and I rode bikes up 
and down our wide street unsupervised, where, in 
this place without industry, cars were few. When 
it rained, we played in huge pond-like puddles that 
formed in the potholes. At night, as fireflies flashed 
around us, we were permitted to play hide-and-
seek with the neighbourhood children. 

Every day was spent on the beach, amid the 
chatter of parents, cousins, aunts and uncles. 
Beneath the waves was a silent world. Hermit crabs 
skittered along the seafloor in search of a new shell. 
Black spider crabs raised their arms at hazardous 
angles if you grabbed them. Silvery minnows, 
impossible to catch, shot by and disappeared into 
the deep, while transparent comb jellies floated 
by, their iridescent filaments shimmering. At the 
surface, pipefish, a relative of the seahorse, hid 
in strands of seaweed. Despite their strange and 
beautiful faces, and our consequent desire to grab 
them, the pipefish could not bite. I was troubled 
by their vulnerability. At night, if we tiptoed to the 
beach and splashed the dark water, shimmers of 
phosphoresce followed the trails of our hands.

We caught everything we could, with hands, 

nets, and buckets. This engagement of human and 
creature, while indiscriminate, was also policed. The 
buckets of water were changed frequently, with an 
admonition by some nearby adult to keep the water 
cool. When my cousin tore a hermit crab in half by 
pulling it out of its shell, we shamed him. When 
another cousin pelted us with a comb jelly during a 
water fight, my sister and I looked at him askance 
and stopped playing. Stray creatures were saved. 
We threw back the purple starfish left behind by the 
tide. When returned to the sea, they will live even if 
their colour has begun to fade, even if the tips of their 
arms curl up, and their desiccated suckers protrude 
like so many mismatched teeth. My cousins and I 
were reminded that the large prehistoric-looking 
horseshoe crabs, while frightening, were harmless 
(even beneficial, as their pale blue blood is now 
used to detect bacteria). If we found one caught in 
the surf, we would hold it up by its staff-like tail, 
its strange claws churning helplessly in the air, and 
release it beyond the waves.

All this activity involved the beach. We were 
surprised one day when the children next door 
called to us excitedly from their lawn. There in 
the grass, at midday, under the enormous plane 
tree with its peeling bark, were hundreds of tiny 
toads. No bigger than the size of a quarter, they 
hopped frantically in every direction, in search of 
an impossible escape. As an adult, I wonder where 
they came from, and why they all appeared to have 
matured at once. But for five children under the age 
of ten, we thought only that this was the best thing 
ever to have happened on anyone’s front lawn. My 
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sister and I dashed about, adding to the collection 
of small toads that the neighbours had already 
deposited in their red wagon. The toads jumped 
helplessly against the sides of the wagon and each 
other, falling back at every angle. Had we found a 
single toad, we might have examined its perfect 
eyes, the tiny protruding bones of its back, its 
delicate toes. But finding instead this multiplicity, 
our object was simply to collect and own them. 
After we had gathered every toad in sight, we left 
the wagon in the shade of the tree, and then ran 
back to the beach to see what we might find there.

An hour or two later, I returned to look at our 
toads. When I reached the lawn, I discovered that 
the sun had shifted. The shadow had vanished, 
and the wagon lay entirely exposed. Playing our 
children’s games, we had not accounted for the 
passage of time. Now, along the bottom of the hot 
wagon, the toads lay motionless on their backs. The 
belly of each one glowed an ominous red. I was 
horrified by what even a six-year-old understands 
in the meaning of a still body. Even then I knew to 
fear the unexpected appearance of this colour.

I ran to my mother, who came across the yard 
to see for herself. She looked grimly into the wagon. 
After a silence, she said, “Throw some water on 
them.”

I ran for a bucket. After dousing them, I moved 
the wagon back into the shade and waited. The 
toads remained in belly-up. Still horrified, I left, 
already rehearsing the distraction that can stand in 
place of consolation. 

When I returned later, I was surprised to find 
at the threshold of the age when a child can still 
believe one. At that moment, there was still time 
for the adult world to protect instead of harm me. 
Later I would learn different meanings from the 
written word, I would feel “the thousand natural 
shocks that flesh is heir to.” Looking into a casket 
for the first time, I would learn what my mother 
had protected me from, and why she might have 
translated the West’s most comforting narrative 

into a form comprehensible to a distraught child 
standing barefoot and sunburned in the grass. Her 
story concealed other truths, as well: the danger 
of confining other creatures, and the simpler truth 
that the best explanation, the predatory crows, lay 
in the cycle of the natural world.

Friends of mine have decided not to involve their 
toddler in childhood lore: no tooth fairy, no Santa 
Claus, no fairies or other magical beings. They do not 
want to deceive him. This is an interesting ethical 
point, but to me, these stories invite not deception but 
enchantment. They suggest realms that transcend 
the certainty of direct perception, and of human 
knowledge.  They make available, for the finite 
period of childhood, the mystery that Horkheimer 
and Adorno in The Dialectic of Enlightenment declare 
to have been evacuated by the scientific revolution. 
Forms of life that elude explanation, whether living 
or invented, temporarily obscure the starkness of 
materialism. They weave a tissue around children, 
like a final embrace of the womb.

For me, the notion of creatures reviving 
and escaping our young hands blurred only the 
edges of what we had done; the image of these 
creatures remained as vivid as ever. The idea of a 
mysterious return to life temporarily suspended a 
full recognition until I could comprehend it. Even 
in the moment, it did not temper my dread at the 
sight of small bodies drained of life. Horkheimer 
and Adorno saw the period of science’s ascendancy 
as one that celebrated the human domination of 
the natural world. While we must not renounce the 
forms of mastery constituted by the innumerable 
necessary advances of technology, which include 
those as basic as the built environment, medicine, 
and other forms of specialized knowledge, we 
can preserve our sense of the profound otherness 
of the natural world. We can cultivate the sense 
that living creatures of mysterious origin and 
appearance are forms of life as much as we. That 
awareness involves accurately understanding the 
limits of our immediate perception. Indeed, the 
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truths of the natural world do at times 
qualify what seemed to be the certainty of 
direct perception, as technologies such as 
the microscope and the telescope revealed. 
And it is only with the help of a map-
making satellite, allowing us to transcend 
the realm of direct perception, that we 
would know we inhabited a peninsula the 
shape of a tadpole.



Mira Lehr, Things That Change, 2020
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Phillip Crymble
IN YOUR SMALL DREAM

 It’s warm. You ride the train to town together.
She’s young. Her dress
  is white and green. In life she works a day job

 in Geneva. Ten years
ago you met again. As children once her family
  came to visit. The others

 teased her awkwardness. In the back seat
of the car you talked
  for hours. She left. You think you loved her
 
 then. The dream
unfolds like pretty paper flowers. The train 
  back home won’t come. 

You have to wait. The tracks are overgrown. The 
sun seems tired. She takes
  your hand. You know you’re not awake. It feels

 as if there’s something
that needs saying. You stir. She sings to calm 
  you. You’re afraid.
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These ladies came to see us one time. Well, actually 
they didn’t come to see us. They came to see the 
caribou. Heard there’s caribou over here on this 
island. Think maybe that house over there just on 
a small lot with a hundred foot of water frontage, 
like back at home, where the affluent are packed 
in like sardines in a big layer of technology, wraps 
itself all around cottage country lakes. No wildlife 
in. No wildlife out. So, they come north here, maybe 
see a caribou. Maybe park their rented kayaks a few 
feet past my sleep camp there, that big log cabin 
over there, far enough away from my house that 
it must be across a property line, like back home. 
Think they’re gonna step right outta those kayaks, 
sneak right up on those caribou in those quiet little 
neoprene slippers, caribou gonna look over and 
smile, say, “Cheeeese...”

And these are some really nice ladies, only we 
don’t know it yet, ‘cause we didn’t invite them over 
for a cup of coffee yet. So, they’re all sneakin’ around 
our outhouse over there by the sleep camp, and our 
daughter is drinking a really good cup of hot cocoa, 

made with powdered mix and powdered milk and 
a little bit of hot coffee to make it rich and tasty, 
and she gets a little excited, maybe because we let 
her have a marshmallow in that cup of cocoa this 
morning, and she says, “What are those assholes 
doing over there?” And she runs out that door.

I run out, too. I say, bring back that coffee cup, 
you don’t drop that coffee cup on the rocks and break 
it. That’s a good coffee cup. No cracks on the handle, 
that coffee cup. No chips on the rim. And she brings 
back that coffee cup, and I say, “Be nice. Invite 
them over for coffee. Maybe they’re nice people.”

Now she goes over, and she’s nice, although 
probably a little indignant.  But she brings back 
those ladies, and we explain that we own the whole 
island, not just a lot, and it’s basically just an island, 
and it doesn’t have any lots, and no, we don’t really 
plan on putting any lots on it. We explain that we 
don’t just keep the island for ourselves, for this 
family, but we keep it for the caribou too. And we 
don’t maybe need so much space, but those caribou, 
they take up a lot of space.

Lois Beardslee
ON VISITORS



25

Now, these ladies, they don’t want coffee, they 
want tea. And I’m out of white people tea, and I’m not 
gonna offer them Indian tea, ‘cause they’re gonna 
think it’s icky, got bug germs on it, maybe some 
natural carcinogen nobody discovered yet; probably 
wouldn’t drink that tea, waste that good Indian tea 
we picked way up at our bush camp even farther 
north of here, where there’s lots of it; laid it out in 
the sun, stirred it every couple of hours, cleaned it 
and bagged it up, brought it back here. Don’t want 
to waste my time makin’ that tea those ladies would 
throw away, waste my summer fuel; hurt myself 
haulin’ those hundred-pound propane tanks over 
those rocks where we launch, hefting them into the 
boat, straddling those tanks, boatsurfing the waves 
goin’ around that cape. That little girl there helps me 
carry my end of those propane tanks. I think maybe 
they call ‘em hundred-pound propane tanks ‘cause 
that’s what they weigh empty. Add a hundred pounds 
of propane, and one weighs as much as a man. Only 
it don’t climb in and outta no boat like a man, that 
propane. Just sits there in the back of a truck or a 
boat like a big bomb, waiting for some Indians pick 
it up and haul it out to some island, ‘cause maybe 
they need a lot of space, too, like those caribou.

So, we pour ourselves big, hot cups of that coffee 
already made and already hot in that pot, and we 
wave it under those ladies’ noses, and we say, “See? 
We’ve even got canned milk!” But they’re not takin’. 
So, I make them some lemon-flavored Koolaid, and 
I call it “lemonade,” because they don’t know the 
difference. I use that kind that comes in a tub with 
the sugar all mixed in, so the kids can make it a glass 
at a time, because I won’t let them have a whole 
pitcher of the stuff. And it looks all personalized and 
made fresh, and I even make it from the gallon cider 
jug full of water dipped out of the lake that’s sitting 
all sparkly and fresh in the morning sunshine out 
on that work table over there, instead of from the 
five gallon bucket of water dipped from the lake 
that is sitting conveniently next to the sink inside by 
the kitchen table. So, finally, those ladies are happy 

and comfortable, and those glasses of “lemonade” 
are sparkling.

And they are nice ladies, and they’ve been a lot 
of places and seen a lot of things, although maybe 
they’re not so good at telling about it. But we’re 
really good at telling about stuff, this family, so 
we tell them that maybe you can’t really sneak up 
on a caribou. But if you are patient, and you are a 
part of the landscape, the caribou will eventually 
come to you, especially if you both use the same 
landing spot, ‘cause, face it, this is a pretty rough 
coastline,between those public campsites on the 
nice beaches over there. Nothing much but rock, 
and this little bit of sand on this island, here, the only 
one like it. Amazing, yeah, guess that’s why we’ve 
been here for thousands of years, like the caribou.

Those caribou, they like grass, too, keep the 
“lawn” mowed, ‘cause, face it, not a lot of big, grassy 
lawns on this particular coast here. Ten, twenty 
feet of open, sunny space makes us happy, makes 
the caribou happy. Some days we stand around all 
happy together, us and the caribou. This lady back on 
the mainland, she knows more about caribou than 
me, ‘cause she read about them... she told me those 
caribou only eat lichens, got very insistent, treated 
me like I was dumb, said, “Lichens are like candy 
to a caribou.” I thought, “Caribou can eat lichens 
any old day of the week. A nice, sunny patch of 
grass is candy to a caribou here on the north shore.” 
But I didn’t show that white lady the pictures. My 
husband, he took pictures of two caribou calves 
grazing right outside my window there by the old 
sink. Took the pictures right through that window 
there. They’ve got the prettiest eyelashes, those 
caribou. “My dad took a picture of one of them 
peeing,” says one of the kids. “You can see the pee 
coming out in the picture,” Hell of a patient man, 
my husband, gets some pretty good photos, when 
they’re in focus. That camera, that’s a little high-
tech for us. Don’t have the time and money to mess 
around with it and experiment much. But those 
pictures of those calves, they’re pretty good. Look, 
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maybe six feet away or so; see that grass around 
that stump there? Good mushrooms grow around 
that stump after frosts come, after a good rain. But 
I don’t tell those visiting tourist ladies that. I know 
they’d be scared to eat anything I cook, maybe I’m 
poisoning them by mistake with deadly fungus. So, 
I offer them a store-bought cookie.

Those ladies, they stay the night, maybesee 
a caribou. Maybe see a falcon or an eagle or an 
otter or a moose or maybe a yeti or some ghosts or 
something. I dunno, but the northern lights were 
pretty good last night, and chances are, the solar 
activity that caused them probably lasted sufficiently 
long to influence the molecular structure of the 
stratosphere over the poles so that those atoms 
are probably bonding over our heads at this very 
moment, and the energy given off in that process 
will, most likely, light up the skies again tonight 
(especially where the stratosphere is just the right 
density to hold large numbers of molecules of boron). 
Yeah, ‘cause Indians are all about nature and good 
stories about the northern lights. We saw them last 
night, our ancestors dancing over the horizon there, 
wearing greens and reds and pale, surging bluish-
whites. And there’s no moon, so it’ll be plenty dark 
to see ‘em. “Ya want some more of that ‘lemonade’?”

Those ladies are pretty good at helping to cook 
dinner and washing the dishes and everything. And 
they’re pretty good at learning new card games and 
a dice game and everything. And they’re pretty 
good at listening to stories about those caribou and 
those fish and everything; and no, we don’t have 
any pictures of the caribou here, because we’ve 
got the caribou here. We pack up the gear to come 
here, we don’t say, “Hey, let’s pack up some pictures 
of the caribou to look at when we go to fish camp.” 
We say, “Let’s look at the caribou while we’re on the 
island.” Or, “Stop working for a minute to look at the 
caribou over there, swimming over to us from that 
other island.” Or, “Gee, I went out to pee and that 
caribou out there didn’t see me, and we almost gave 
each other heart attacks.”

And we know those caribou pretty well, know 
them by name, know that ol’ Mr. Three Spots thinks 
the grass by the stump next to my window is candy 
a whole lot more than he thinks that lichensare 
candy, but we don’t tell anybody that, because we 
don’t really think about it that much. And we know 
that Mrs. Broken Antler is kind of high strung and 
nervous and doesn’t seem to like being chased 
by boy caribous much, but we don’t tell anybody, 
because we think it’s her own private business 
anyhow. And we think that Piebald is a pretty 
good parent, but we don’t tell anybody, because we 
don’t know if anybody but us really cares anyhow.

Even though it’s still daylight, we’re ready for 
bed, and we walk those ladies down to the sleep 
camp, so we can get those old sleeping bags out of 
the closet that the old folks kept there. That log cabin 
over there, where you parked your kayaks, that’s 
our sleep camp, but we’ve got extra beds, extra 
sleeping gear that the old folks left there. And they 
think it’s funny that our bedroom is not attached to 
our house, and we say, you must not have any kids. 
But it’s been a long time since anybody visited us, 
except the tourists who come to visit when we’re 
gone. They just steal a little cut firewood and fill 
up the outhouses. They don’t actually come to see 
us. Anyhow, one of those old army-green sleeping 
bags up on that closet shelf, in that old log cabin, it’s 
got a hornet’s nest in it, and a couple of us get stung 
before it gets thrown outside. So, we all go back to 
the kitchen camp there, and we all sleep in that room 
with mattresses on the floor and a whole bunch of 
us scrunched up in that double bed in the corner 
there over by that cookstove we use every morning. 
And eventually, it gets dark enough that we all quit 
giggling and go to sleep. Because, if you wait long 
enough, and you become a part of the landscape, 
those hornets will come to you, maybe share a 
closet with you. But not a sleeping bag. Sometimes 
you gotta draw the line, even with wildlife.

The next morning, those ladies, they say, can 
you rent us this place when you’re not here? And 
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we think, why’d we want to rent out our house 
whenwe go to work, shop, do business? Come back 
home, find no propane, find no toilet paper, maybe 
gotta dig a new outhouse. Maybe that mouse-proof 
tin of candles not shut tight. Maybe a candy bar 
wrapper would be blown out onto that patch of 
grass over by that stump, give a caribou a bellyache. 
Maybe find my old clean water bucket not turned 
over empty, started to grow some algae in it. Maybe 
find salt spilled on that cast iron cookstove, start 
to rust pockmarks into it. I take care of that stove, 
rub it with paraffin, polish it smooth, treat it like 
an old friend, that woodstove, treat it with respect, 
treat it like it can save my life, come a big storm and 
frost and snow on this lake. Maybe come home find 
no dry tinder, no matches, got wet clothes from 
comin’ around that cape. This lake’s not so friendly, 
come Halloween, ladies in rented kayaks pretty 
far south of this place, wearin’ different costumes.

Been here, it’s all we can do to get our bodies home 
intact. Maybe had to leave all those groceries you see 
here in the truck for a week. Maybe some bears or 
college students eat those groceries. Maybe had to 
park that boat there in a back bay, walk a couple of 
hours carrying all that heavy stuff. Been here, run 
out of dog food, lake all rough. Boil up dried beans 
and noodles on that cookstove, eat the same thing as 
that big, brown dog right there. Maybe can’t catch fish 
because this lake is too warm, or this lake is too rough. 
Maybe throw a couple of crayfish in those noodles for 
flavor, add some mushrooms from that stump over 
there, some onions like my grandmother used to pick 
from the other side of the island over there. She walked 
that path over that big hill, up over those rocks, pretty 
hard in the rain. Maybe make some tea out of those 
plants over there, you don’t know what they are—but 
I do. The old folks spent generations showing me. 
Takes a lot of work, to live in a place like this. Maybe 
life here’s not always a summer vacation. Maybe you 
gotta be pretty conscientious in a place like this.

And they say, “Oh, please, we’re very 
conscientious,” those ladies.

But we just serve up those fried potatoes, 
dug up fresh from my garden during a trip to the 
mainland this summer, hauled in that boat in a mesh 
bag, tucked under a seat, tight, so the cooler and the 
kids’ schoolbooks could fit. We hold up that pot of 
hot coffee, and we offer that hot coffee. But that 
conscientious lady who teaches women’s studies at 
a college across the border in downstate Michigan, 
she says, no, she prefers to get her morning caffeine 
from Coca Cola, and she’d prefer one of those cans 
of Coca Cola she saw on top of the gas fridge out in 
the boathouse.

Now, we are accustomed to being gracious to our 
guests. I turn my eyes to my teenaged daughter. It is 
her call. That pop is her special, modern teenager’s 
sweet-tooth indulgence. She has one twelve-pack 
of pop to last her for three months; and she treats it 
with respect. This is the only house in seventy miles 
of coastline.  She does not have to share. Dried, 
ground coffee is easier to tuck away in a fourteen-
foot boat than a twelve-pack of pop, easier to haul 
across rocks into a heaving vessel while wearing 
chest waders. It’s easier to share with those visiting 
women something dry, something that mixes with 
water. Water we’ve got plenty of. We dip it right out 
of the lake. That pop, that modern phenomenon, 
pop, is a luxury to a teenager. And that girl, she 
shares, because teenagers can be pretty gracious.

But that lady that teaches women’s studies, 
she doesn’t know what the women on this island 
have done for her, and she will never teach about 
it. Sometimes a can of Coke is not just a can of 
Coke; it is a symbol of white entitlement. And I 
tell my girl, you don’t have to smile about it, just 
wave and say, “Cheeeese...” when they point their 
camera phones at you to show how they blended 
into theirenvironment while they were on vacation.

They’re nice enough, those ladies. The other 
one, the one that drank the coffee, she writes to 
us. And I write her back sometimes, when we are 
on the mainland. Even though they did not come to 
visit us. They came to visit the caribou. Maybe they 
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thought they’d sneak up on those caribou, in 
those neoprene slippers; those caribou turn 
and look at them, say, “Cheeeese... Here, have 
a can of Cokie-Cola.” Maybe those caribou 
put up some signs on the shoreline, say,

Last stop

Next Caribou Canteen 54 Km

Coffee   Ice

Restrooms   Beanie Babies

Cable TV

Just Kidding

(no electricity)

Got Lichens?



Phyllis Trout, Bardo #351, 2019 



Portia Munson, Mourning Dove, 2015 



He wasn’t one to follow through on big plans:

his bomb-shelter schematics laid unopened beside 

his Barcalounger long after the Iron Curtain fell; 

the photo of a pirate-ship playhouse he promised

to build only left his desk drawer to cajole his mother, 

who accused him of being unfatherly, aloof; 

cardboard cartons filled with tiles for my mother’s 

kitchen sprouted mold, crumbled like sodden crackers 

in the dirt-floored basement he vowed to pave.

But when a walk to our brook led him past a spring 

burbling robustly one spring thaw, he saw a pond 

stocked with trout for fishing, covered with ice in winter 

to keep children outside, away, skating, a cheapskate 

alternative to trips to Crystal Lake Beach, where kids 

were charged fifty cents—highway robbery!—to swim. 

So he called old Tom Cipperley, hired him to excavate

with his big digger for a hundred bucks a day.

The new pond filled quickly: 50 feet wide, three times 

as long, six feet deep in the center, with a clay bottom 

and water so clean, you could drink while you swam. 

My mother fished for eels and fried them. We learned

to skate backwards, face off against boys on center ice. 

Once, I emerged with an unrelenting leech stuck to my 

belly, but even that ugly assault didn’t keep us away.
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B. Fulton Jennes
MY FATHER DUG A POND



32

For a decade, the pond delighted us all, right down 

to the dog. But bad luck beleaguered my father’s work: 

a section of elevated New York highway—his design—

collapsed, his youngest daughter smoked pot and ran

with the wrong crowd, his hunting dog was shot 

by a neighboring farmer. And so it was with the pond.

Slowly, its banks were undermined by muskrats and

reclaimed by nature. Rains carried excavated dirt back

to where it began. Willows gave way, lifting their roots

to the sky, their submerged branches growing shocks 

of green algae hair. The pond grew smaller 

each passing year until nothing remained 

but a spring that burbles robustly each spring thaw

and memories of a man who, like most, accomplished

very little that time couldn’t erode, dismantle, erase.
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SEASONS (NOTES FROM HOME)
Vlatka Horvat

*
Winter 

The day after arriving you are scheduled for a blood 
test, as you don’t look after yourself, and also just to 
see the full picture. 

Everyone who lives at the house tries to prevent 
you from doing the dishes because dad does not 
allow  anyone near the sink; dishes is his thing and 
his thing only. You continue to do the dishes in spite 
of protests; dad says nothing.  

Siblings, and parents and their children, are not 
allowed to communicate directly with one another, 
only through a mediator.  

The teenagers are dressing up in their parents’ 
clothing for a period party with a 90s theme.  

Having caught not one but two mice, the stray 
cat who wandered into the parents’ garden and 
refused to leave, rapidly went from ‘this no-one’s cat 
that won’t leave’ to ‘the most valuable of the pets.’ 

If you’re on mom’s GODLESS list, it means you 
can be sent cat-themed Christmas cards.

An old man, extended family by association, tells 
of the time he lit a man dressed in a straw costume 
on fire after the straw man stuffed his underpants 
with mud. He tells of another incident from when 
he was young which involved him stealing all the 
cutlery from a wedding reception and stuffing it 
inside one of those footballs that you inflate and 
then tie off, and then giving the ball to the groom 
as a present, not mentioning its contents. Another 
time he disassembled a horse-drawn cart and 
reassembled it on the roof of a man too stingy to 
offer food to passers-by.

The extended family man is welcome to come 
and stay for the holidays as long as he agrees 
never to say  anything about politics, nothing along 
the lines of ALL YOU LOT IN THIS PART OF THE 
COUNTRY ARE ALL COMMIES, nothing about the 
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refugees, and especially nothing about the Serbs. 
As many other current topics have been vetoed 
too, he spends most of his time talking about the 
past, about his youth, like that time when he sold a 
thousand, and then later another thousand, looms 
to IKEA, and the IKEA people were people who, 
by the way, didn’t know how to actually use the 
looms, so he made a plane full of hags, who didn’t 
want to get on the plane, get on the plane and go 
to London to teach the IKEA people how to use the 
looms. He talks about the time he was a goalie in the 
second national football league, and about how he 
would have cooked each meal that’s being served 
differently than how it’s been done here.

In the evenings everyone is looking for the cat 
who is not normally allowed in the house, but who 
is missed by all when she fails to sneak in illegally. 

After dinner one day, after the old man with 
stories from his youth has gone to sleep, someone 
tells you about how he was kept in a wooden barrel 
during all the waking hours for much of his pre-
school childhood; how his mother was cruel to 
him and his siblings, and later to his own children, 
making them stand outside in the rain while she 
stood in the window watching them get drenched 
from behind the curtain.

In a single evening Love, Actually is playing on 
three different channels at slightly different times 
and the channels that don’t have Love, Actually on 
are showing some other Julia Roberts film.  

Texts on all the products in the flour section 
of the grocery store are in German, or some other 
unidentifiable language, and there is no translation 
label on anything. The packages all look alike save for 
the foreign language text, but you manage to identify 
the chickpea flour with the help of a translation app.

Dad has his screensaver set to cycle photos 
from his Photo program, one every half hour, and 
every time he sees you he says that you WOULDN’T 
BELIEVE the one that he (the computer) has on 
now, and that you should go and look.  

The cat shouldn’t possibly be allowed to think 
that being indoors is normal. But then, she’s 
normally inside at this hour, so where is she?

One of the teenagers’ online friends from 
another country is killed in a car crash and the 
teenager finds out about it while in school via a text 
message sent by the dead online friend’s mother 
who offers, unprompted, to livestream the funeral.

Six kinds of cakes are baked the morning before 
Christmas plus some savory biscuits and two kinds 
of strudel–but the strudel does not count as ‘things 
that got baked’ because it’s technically part of the 
main meal.  

An unusually large spider appears on the carpet 
in the living room in the evening when you are the 
only one left awake and you collect it into a glass 
and relocate it to the potted plants area, where it 
would be out of harm’s way. You tell the others at 
breakfast about what in your estimation had been 
a successful rescue operation and your account is 
met with inexplicable rage and yelling: No! No! Now 
you’ve ruined everything! You’ve ruined everything! 
What have I ruined? you ask calmly, perplexed by 
the scale of the response. Stop it! Stop it! Everything! 
Everything! You’ve ruined everything! You’ve 
ruined everything. 

Several days later the spider relocation story 
is relayed to a large group of relatives gathered 
around for  coffee and cake and no one can quite 
believe that YOU WOULD HAVE DONE THAT. 
Rescuing a spider rather than getting rid of it! 
Various alternative actions you could have done 
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are proposed: flushing the spider down the toilet, 
chucking him out the window, taking him out front, 
waking one of the ADULTS up so they could kill it, 
leaving him covered with a glass until the morning 
when he could be dealt with more  appropriately, 
and so on. Your method – the relocation – and 
your chosen destination – the houseplant – are 
met with the shaking of heads, incredulous giggles, 
and comments along the lines of ‘so where is he 
now? could be under the couch,’ etc. Days later the 
spider makes a reappearance – he is so unusually  
gigantic that there is no question about it being the 
same creature – on top of the stove while you’re 
frying red onions to make a farinata and you are 
able to right this wrong you’ve performed some 
days earlier and take the spider outside into the 
forsythia bush on the far side of the terrace.

Paying little and getting a deal are seen as acts 
of love so if you can boast about how little you paid 
for something, your gift will be deemed all the more 
valuable.  

At the drugstore checkout, the checkout person 
comments on the various things in your basket as 
she scans  them. Oh, you have a cat, how lovely, 
what’s his name. Oh yes, people tell us that their 
dogs really love these dog treats. And…err…a rabbit 
too??? 

At meal times the animals all line up at the glass 
door, a motley crew worthy of Disney, and observe 
the  humans inside as if they were a theater show 
played for the benefit of the non-human audience 
separated by glass for their own protection.  

While working on your laptop at the table, out 
the window you see dad on the terrace, attempting 
to  shorten the trunk of the Christmas tree by holding 
the tree against the length of his leg with one hand 
while sawing at ankle height with the other, and 
you run outside to stop him. Your intervention is 

met with resistance and loud protesting. The tree 
is thrown off to the side, the saw is wielded in the 
air in a way that makes you suddenly go very silent, 
and distraught air fills the house for some time after. 

There are no volunteers to take minutes at the 
Christmas dinner. A person who is visiting from 
another country asks in another language about the 
political situation here – he has been reading about 
on the way over – could people explain or elaborate 
on it for him please? Everyone looks at someone 
else, and no one knows how to answer this, and no 
one attempts to. 

You pull out a stack of photo albums with the 
hope that a photograph will appear before you 
offering a new opening into a world of distant 
memories, something you can write about, cut for a 
collage, or exploit in some other way in your work, 
but you find that many of the pages of the photo 
albums have already been plundered – by you, you 
before – and only the second or third best view of 
any event from your past remains in the album. 
These are not representative images of times past, 
not anyone’s best shots. 

Your blood tests arrive the day before your 
departure and much is made of the few irregular 
ones – various people are called on the phone 
for input and advice and medical sites in several 
different languages are consulted online. Your 
indicators predict a major cardiac event in your 
future in the next 5-10 years unless you make some 
changes to the way you live, but all the things on 
the list of suggested changes are the things you 
already do – or don’t do, so clearly there is nothing 
to be done to change the future inevitability. 

Figs are packed in Tupperware, almonds 
are packed in plastic freezer bags and shoved 
inside purses, and walnuts the same way. A jar of 
homemade ajvar and an apricot jam are added to the 
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pile to be packed, and also that stainless steel pot 
with the temperature-regulating lid that mom got 
while moonlighting as a pots and pans saleswoman 
while still teaching, and which you have been 
failing to take with you all these years, tricking 
everyone with the excuse of the bag being too 
full, or too heavy. But now, as there are two of you 
travelling together, you should be able to manage. 
An assortment of chocolate bars including the ones 
you really like with toasted rice are squeezed along 
the edges of the suitcase, and another Tupperware 
container, sweating from the cold, is added to your 
laptop bag. The frozen chestnut puree will have 
defrosted perfectly by the time you get to London.

The weather has turned cold your last night 
there and the morning before your departure the 
bunny rabbit is moved – with his cage and his 
rabbit paraphernalia – from the sheltered section 
of the porch to the enclosed hallway by the radiator 
where he will proceed to shed for the remainder of 
the winter, contributing to the escalation of allergy 
symptoms that various household members suffer 
from.  

There are hawks sitting on fences alongside the 
highway as you’re driven to the airport. 

*
Summer 

The dog has died recently. It feels strange 
to arrive into the house and not be greeted by a 
jumping, dancing, thrilled creature propelled into 
overdrive by the sound of your voice. 

The cat has a permanent spot on the couch and 
a set of her own blankets. 

In the morning over coffee everyone discusses 
their digestion and jokes about the advantages of 
what they call ‘the semi-automatic underwear.’

People whose cognitive abilities have 
deteriorated due to long term neurological illness 
are continually being yelled at and reprimanded for 
their failing mental capacities as something they 
are doing on purpose or out of spite. 

While weeding between the paving stones 
on your first day there, you are eaten alive by all 
manner of bugs and insects and you spend the rest 
of the days scratching so hard your legs are lined 
up and down with blood streaks. 

Walking through the park you hesitate before 
heading towards the congregation of crows on 
the path ahead of you. They all disperse in a 
disorderly low flight as you walk through them, re-
congregating on the ground on the next patch of 
shade. Some of them look at you as you go by and 
you notice that their beaks are open. 

I eat nonsense when my parents are not around, 
says a young man sitting on a bench to his friend. 

The old man with stories about his youth is not 
around; he’s recently had a heart attack. His name 
comes up when the family is discussing the recent 
surge in gun violence. After the war no one was 
required to turn their weapons in, so everyone still 
has their guns, semi-automatics rifles, grenades 
and all the rest lying around the house or the shed 
somewhere. The old man with stories lives in the part 
of the country that had been most severely hit by the 
war, where the fighting and the violence were the 
worst, and where nationalistic fervor and hatred of 
anything framed as ‘other’ were and are the highest. 
As there had been no directive of any kind issued 
by the government or by the local administration 
regarding what people should do with all the weapons 
they had left from the war, the old man decided to 
pour concrete down the barrel of all his guns – he 
didn’t want live weapons in the house, with all his 
anger and hatred and emotions flying high.
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Hanging up the phone after ordering her 
medicine for the first time using an automated 
prescription ordering service, mom is concerned 
that she might have been rude. She was so thrown 
off by conversing with the automated voice that 
she failed to say thank you to the bot who took 
her order. Is this considered rude in the new world 
order? she asks. ‘Cos he was very helpful.

People are assigned tasks they cannot possibly 
complete and after they’ve inevitably failed, they 
are obliged to make a public apology. 

Various extended family members, 
acquaintances and neighbors, all university 
graduates, are reported to have gone to Germany, 
Ireland, or Sweden where they work unskilled 
manual labor jobs, or as construction workers, taxi 
drivers, caregivers and nursing aids. 

Someone tells a story of a relative, an MBA by 
profession, a former director of commerce in a firm 
in another part of the country, who is driving a taxi 
now in Germany. He has learned a paragraph of 
text in German which a friend had written for him: 
‘I am happy to drive you where you want to go. I 
know my way around the city but I cannot speak to 
you as I don’t speak any German. I have memorized 
these sentences in German and they are the only 
German I speak.’ Trouble starts when other people 
from the former Yugoslavia come into his taxi. They 
are the ones who give him a hard time and who are 
rude and scathing about him having learned these 
sentences. You spend the better part of four days 
doing tech support on dad’s computer, in the process 
of which you  learn about all kinds of things dad has 
gotten himself embroiled in online, various scams 
and fake offers that he seems to have said yes to, 
knowing or not knowing what exactly they were. 
With gentle inquiring, in your signature semi-jokey 
and definitely non-confrontational style, you learn 
about his recent purchase of some cryptocurrency 

which was evidently delivered to the house with 
payment due upon delivery. Mom opened the door, 
having been told nothing about it. The amount was 
the same as both their monthly pensions combined. 
Dad knows nothing about cryptocurrency, and 
is refusing to say what he was thinking when he 
bought it, where the paperwork for it is, or what he 
was/is intending to do with it. It quickly becomes a 
‘topic not to be mentioned again any time soon.’ 

Various discussions are had about who is going 
to take the car to the scrap yard so that people 
no longer fit to drive would not succumb to the 
temptation to renew the car’s registration and get 
on the road, ever again. 

Lost language is replaced with the same word 
or syllable being repeated in fast succession over 
and over again, such as no, no, no, no, no, no no, or 
wait wait wait wait wait wait wait. 

The teenagers and their friends are advised on 
matters involving burst condoms, morning-after 
pills,  betrayals by friends and what the options 
might be for the use of gender-neutral pronouns in 
a language in which there is no non-gendered ‘they.’

You are presented with the documentation of all 
the things your parents have taken care of so that 
you wouldn’t have to when the time comes: a grave 
they have purchased for themselves, the funerals 
they have paid for themselves, which they had done 
in monthly installments over 20 years – that took 
some advance planning, a post-mortem Catholic 
mass for themselves which they have arranged 
and paid for, and the application they have recently 
submitted to go live in an old folks home, when 
the time comes. They don’t want to be a burden to 
anyone when they’re old, or when they are dead. 
They don’t want you or your sister to be changing 
their diapers and they don’t want to be more trouble 
than necessary when they die. You won’t have to do 
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anything, apparently, just have the names and the 
dates put on the grave stone – they’ve decided not 
to do that yet, seemed a bit morbid.

The temperatures have been stuck at 38/39 
Celsius for days – it’s meant to go down to 26 degrees 
on Tuesday and everyone is looking forward to that. 
It’s been so hot that the hard-shielded bugs that live 
in the wooden slats of the ceiling have been raining 
down on you as you sit in the living room in the 
evenings. 

Besides tech support your job is to de-escalate 
tensions and deflect emotions. You’re good at both, 
for as long as you are, and then you no longer are. You 
succumb to emotions and resort to yelling alongside 
everyone else. Later you feel ashamed and sorry and 
promise yourself you’ll try to be more patient. 

One of the yelling matches is about the Roma 
and whether or not they have any culture which 
they pass on to their children.

Mom is watching the Sunday mass live on TV 
on low volume in the background while everyone 
else is chatting over morning coffee.

On the hottest day in awhile – 42 degrees if you 
believe the weather app – you manage to persuade  
everyone present that dinner should be pizza 
delivery so that no one will have to be at the stove 
cooking  dinner in such unbearable heat. Everyone 
agrees; it’s good thinking. A couple of hours later 
you return from the swimming pool to a boiling 
hell of a 100-degree house with parents both in 
the kitchen, covered in sweat and steam, tending to 
vats of fruits stewing on the stove and transferring 
piping hot glass jars in and out of the oven where 
they are being sterilized at exorbitant temperatures. 
They have jointly decided that since no one is 
cooking dinner – meaning both the stove and the 
oven are ‘free’ – it is a good day to be making jam so 

that all those plums and apricots that got picked in 
the yard don’t go to waste.  

Things escalate out of control most often when 
people take on jobs they are no longer capable of 
doing,  such as people whose motor functions have 
been compromised for years attempting to transfer 
piping hot  jam into narrow piping hot glass jars in 
a piping hot kitchen. 

The teenagers’ parents meet at the back of a 
kiosk to smoke a joint. 

In the park you pass a tree that squeaks. You do 
a double take and listen for awhile, and realize that 
it’s not  only squeaking but swaying eerily.

The town has rebranded itself ‘the city friend of 
squirrels’ and you walk around the park determined 
to spot a squirrel. Various trees are marked for 
felling; the city has slowly but systematically been 
cutting down the park for years to make room for all 
manner of new private development with their eyes 
set on this greenest part of town. The residents have 
been protesting angrily on the town’s Facebook 
group.

A dog with a bandana around its neck follows 
you through the park all the way to the swimming 
pool where he waits in front of the entrance until 
you’ve come out. You see the young Roma man 
working the pool bar put a bowl of water out for the 
dog. You are later informed that the young man is 
not really Roma, well technically yes but not really, 
you know what I mean, as he was adopted as a child 
by a well-to-do family and this is in fact his summer 
job while he’s on a break from his university studies 
in London.  

You find yourself on top of a ladder in the pear 
tree picking pears at 8pm in 35-degree heat. If you 
hadn’t got up there, someone else would have. This 
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is how you end up volunteering for various jobs 
you know are reckless, just to prevent others from 
doing them.  

The cat has lost weight since the dog died. They 
used to share meals, and eat each other’s kibble. The 
cat is less interested in meals now that all the food 
is intended for her. 

The bunny rabbit is given an anti-flea treatment 
and has a severe reaction to the medication. His hair 
parts on the base of his neck, his skin turns angry 
burning red and he starts frantically jumping inside 
the cage. It’s upsetting to watch; it looks like he will 
injure himself. You get the emergency vet on the 
phone – it’s  Sunday – and she says to flush him 
thoroughly under a running tap, which you do, in 
panic.

The man working at the furniture store says 
just ignore the prices and make an offer. We haven’t 
really sold  much of anything since the most recent 
crisis so just make an offer. You say can you give 
me an idea of what percentage of the listed price 
you would normally deem acceptable, and he says, 
Listen I don’t want to say it. I could say 50 percent 
or more or less but I don’t know what you’re 
thinking. So you say, ok, 50% then? And would he 
also sell it to you in installments with no interest? 
He accompanies you down on the escalator, says, 
a certain percentage we’ll give you as a default in 
every department, you don’t even have to ask. As 
for the rest, just make us an offer on anything you 
see. 

You are remembering when this place opened 
in the early 80s and how you waited in a four-hour-
long line  stretching across the town’s main square, 
just to get in. The department store was operating 
one-in-one-out system for days. You are not sure 
if the department store opening coincided with 
the nation-wide shortages of oil, coffee and sugar, 

or if in your mind you have collapsed/merged two 
separate instances of standing in a four-hour-long 
queue across that square. 

What used to be called ‘Soho bar’ on the south 
end of the square is now called ‘American bar Dollar.’ 

Seated in a doctor’s waiting room you are 
thinking how there is no silent judgment greater 
than the  judgment of women in a gynecologist’s 
waiting room when a young Roma woman with a 
pregnant belly and a toddler in tow steps onto the 
terrace just outside to have a cigarette. All eyes 
are on her, reproachful eye contact is made across 
the room from multiple directions as she smokes, 
holding the door open with her foot, a cigarette in 
one hand and the toddler in the other. You happen 
to be reading Maggie Nelson’s The Argonauts while 
sitting there and are on the section where Nelson 
is talking about her love of anal sex and you feel 
included in the crowd’s judging of the young 
woman’s smoking, which in that moment appears 
to you also as a judgment of your reading material, 
as they both occupy, albeit for different reasons, the 
zone deemed ‘inappropriate’ for this kind of a place.

The receptionist says to another woman who 
comes to the window to book an appointment, 
do you want me to try to work around your work 
schedule? The woman replies, I don’t work so 
there’s nothing to work around; I mean, the work 
situation is something I’m working on. You laugh 
inappropriately, not at her work situation, or the 
lack thereof, but at how many instances of the word 
‘work’ there were in her explanation. You are not 
sure that your laughter has landed in the room in 
the right way, as multiple sets of eyes are raised in 
your direction. No one here can know that you are 
the kind of person who is amused by language and 
not by another’s misfortune, so you stop yourself 
laughing, and walk out onto the terrace to join the 
young pregnant woman on her smoke break, and 
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you lean on the terrace railing feeling like a bit of an 
idiot and you bury your face in Maggie Nelson. 

It really doesn’t make any sense why you’ve never 
gotten pregnant, the gynecologist says, moving 
the  ultrasound wand inside your vagina. The left 
one is no good, we knew that, but the right one is 
great, and  there’s a perfect follicle there, round and 
plump and really quite perfect. You should maybe 
give it another try, it’s your last chance, really, I 
mean, you aren’t going to want to be having a baby 
when you’re 45, so it’s now or never, and there is 
no reason that I can see why it shouldn’t happen 
now. You make noises like, oh that’s great about the 
follicle, you didn’t know that the right one is good, 
you thought they were both bad, that’s really great – 
while knowing full well that it’s not going to happen 
now, or ever, but most definitely never, for reasons 
the gynecologist certainly would not be able to see 
on the ultrasound – perfect plump follicle and the 
rest making no difference whatsoever. But you say, 
yes you will give it  another try, that’s all great to 
hear, of course you wouldn’t want to be having a 
baby when you’re 45. You are awoken in the middle 
of the night by thunder and lightning mixed with 
the cries of frightened animals coming from all 
the surrounding gardens. It’s impossible to unhear 
them, and you lie awake in agony until dawn when 
the storm and the accompanying distress cease.

Many a night butterfly, which you later learn 
is called a moth in English, is rescued with the 
glass-and-envelope method and released into the 
night. But in spite of your best efforts, a dead one 
is inevitably found every morning in the cat’s water 
dish.  

*
Fall 

The figs are more bountiful than ever this year; 
you spend two full days picking them and you’ve 
only done one of the trees.  

The leaking roof is an ongoing problem; four 
different roof repairmen have been on it and it is 
still leaking. 

The parents have been getting an extortionate 
water bill for months, as if there were hoards of 
people living at the house and not just the two of 
them. Mom’s been going to the water supplier 
every month to contest but to no avail. The bill 
is regularly as high as a bill for a laundromat, an 
apartment building with twelve units, or a student 
housing complex full of teenagers taking hours-
long showers. This keeps This keeps on going 
until a relative of an acquaintance of mom’s, a mini 
whistleblower of sorts, sends word to mom saying 
that because they are the last house in the street, 
the whole of the street’s water usage gets attributed 
to their bill on the last day of the billing cycle. You 
don’t really understand the logic of it even though 
it’s explained to you repeatedly. In any case, daily 
readings of the water meter have to be conducted 
so that the jump in the reading on the last day of the 
cycle can be used as proof when contesting the bill. 
The water meter, which used to be located on public 
land along the road, is now located in the neighbors’ 
yard, ever since the neighbors illegally extended 
their fence all the way to the road, effectively 
usurping the strip of public land. The neighbors 
who are at work all day and otherwise away a lot 
have given your parents the keys to their front gate 
so that mom and dad can be letting themselves in to 
do the daily meter readings.
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But on this particular day – the last day of the 
cycle and therefore the most important day to take 
a reading – the gate keys cannot be found. Various 
snaps of keys are tried, forced into the lock, jammed 
in and then forcefully pulled out, until defeat is 
admitted and you end up volunteering to climb 
over the neighbors’ fence. You have never met the 
neighbors, and you trust that your trespassing 
is done with their blessing so you climb over and 
get on with lifting the lid of the  shaft. But what no 
one has told you is that a guard dog is on the loose 
on the property, and you only learn this when the 
creature comes running around the house barking 
its head off, just as you are down on your knees 
leaning into the shaft. You try to calmly negotiate 
with the dog and then other people have the idea to 
distract it with your deceased dog’s leftover treats, 
which gives you enough time to get out of there and 
back over the fence. 

The green nettle shampoo in an oversized bottle 
– Aphrodite brand, the logo depicting a goddess 
with long  hair – has burst in the canvas bag en 
route from the shop to the house and is leaking all 
over the floor in the hallway and later in the kitchen. 
For days the floors are sticky, even after being 
washed several times.

A letter arrives for you from the bank that your 
new bank card, the replacement for the expired one, 
is ready to be collected, but the teller refuses to give 
it to you because the state ID you have produced as 
proof of your identity and residence has apparently 
also expired a couple of years ago. You haven’t 
noticed this and you tell the teller that in a rush to 
get out of the house you must have grabbed the old 
ID instead of the current one. But there is no current 
one, as you haven’t been on top of things, which 
figures, since you never keep an eye on things that 
matter. You are urged to go to the police station to 
apply for the new state ID, and are given extensive 
instructions for what to say in response to each 

question in order not to be turned away. People like 
you, who have been living abroad for X number 
of years, have been denied state identification 
renewals of late; and there are particular ways in 
which answers to various factual questions need 
to be framed so that you are not deemed ineligible. 
The person asking you these questions at the 
station can tell that you are fumbling. She looks at 
your file, smiles at you sympathetically, and at one 
point  says straight out, You don’t really live here, do 
you? I won’t put it down, and don’t worry, we won’t 
be coming round to check. You are given a stamped 
piece of paper, which says that on such and such a 
date  you have applied to have a new state ID issued 
and this piece of paper should be sufficient for the 
bank to release your banking card.

How come you don’t ever wear any makeup? 
mom says to you while you’re standing there in full 
makeup.

Dad has set the landline phone to ring with the 
Comic Sans equivalent of phone ring. 

In the evening the three of you watch a film about 
Alan Turing – the one with Benedict Cumberbatch, 
whose name you are asked to pronounce several 
times – and mom is outraged. That’s the country you 
live in?? Where they did that to people, and really not 
so many years ago! People should be allowed to love  
whomever they want. Human stupidity and malice 
have caused so much pain to so many people. You 
smile, quietly, thinking that your work here is done. 
A few years back you and mom engaged in a not at 
all  restrained yelling and screaming argument in 
the garden – at the volume all neighbors could hear 
– concerning the same sex marriage referendum, 
which was being voted on at the time and in that 
argument some people have expressed some views 
that were different to the views they are expressing 
here. You keep this memory to yourself as you are 
genuinely thrilled that people’s views on the subject 
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have evolved, and in any case you are not here to 
keep score. 

In the afternoon a whole lot of you are sitting 
around eating cake and a cousin who lives in the 
same country as you and who also happens to be 
visiting tells about her work at an environmental 
research agency studying the effects of cows’ 
burping on the ozone.

Young people are not around but they text you 
pictures of monasteries in the south of France 
where they are currently on a school trip called ‘The 
Path of Le Corbusier.’

Everyone is talking about the case of a teenage 
girl who was gang raped repeatedly over the course 
of a year by a group of teenagers who blackmailed 
her into silence with videos of the rape. Someone 
says, how did these mothers raise their sons that 
they did that? And you point out that blaming the 
mothers is unconscious patriarchal thinking in 
action. But you try not to be preachy, not all the time 
anyway, so you downplay your comment, join the 
rage and let the topic slide. 

In one week there are protests everywhere – 
the entire nightly news on one particular evening 
seems like a long recap of the protests of that day: 
in Zagreb for the girls, in London against Brexit, 
in Beirut against  corruption, in Chile against the 
subway price hikes imposed by the country’s 
billionaire president, in  Barcelona in support of, and 
also against, the Catalonian representatives (?), in 
Turkey against the treatment of the Kurds.

Someone says, how powerless people are 
everywhere. Everywhere there are people on the 
streets,  everywhere there is injustice. But it changes 
nothing. You say, it’s not true, it does change things, 
but you can’t remember many concrete examples of it 
being the case of late, so you say, yes, terrible injustice. 

Late night singing on the floor above keeps you 
awake. 

Old man with stories from his youth has recently 
been in hospital again. When he woke up from 
anesthesia, he phoned the police from his mobile 
phone, telling them that he’s being abused. That he’s 
staying in a hotel where they have him restrained 
and tied to a bed and that the police should come 
rescue him. That it’s all decent men in there, all

decent men in this hotel, he said, and all 
restrained in their beds by the management. After 
the second call he made to the police, the hospital 
insisted that his mobile phone be confiscated.

The town the old man is from has since socialist 
times been twinned with a German town, home 
to two brothers who have started two rival sports 
apparel companies, Adidas and Puma. Twinned 
towns would typically give one another gifts 
representative of their region and so when the 
official delegation from the twin town visited, all 
the school kids received a pair of sneakers. Things 
were random like this in socialism – the town you 
were from might have had a link to a free supply 
of quality athletic footwear, or it might have had 
subsidized classes by a famous Russian prima 
ballerina who just happened to have married a guy 
from your town, or it might have had an animation 
school for children taught by some of the world’s 
most renowned animators – like the one you went 
to, or it might have had nothing at all.  

On your second trip to the bank, the teller gives 
you some forms to fill out, then pulls the last one out 
from under your pen, says, don’t bother with this 
one, that’s only for American citizens. You inform 
her that err, you are one, and she says, do I have 
this correctly, your permanent registered address is 
here, your residence is in the UK, and you are an 
American taxpayer??? Yes, I’m afraid that’s correct, 
you say.
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You photograph various plants, shrubs, 
and leaves in the parents’ garden and in the 
gardens of neighbors and all over town for 
the Shazam for plants app to identify so that 
you might order these online and plant them 
in your garden.

You send an email to the town’s hygiene 
office about a dead cat lying along the wall on 
the side of an electrical plant where you walk 
to the swimming pool. It is still there the next 
day and this time you try  calling but there is 
no answer so you send another email. 

*
Spring 

Covid-19 has put you in the lockdown. 
There is no going home, and there is no spring.
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MOSS GROWS ON WHALE BONES AT 
THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

100 kilometers to the finca.
You ask me to put the heat on, then you fall 

asleep—forehead pressed against the window, 
mouth agape. If there’s no time for coffee then 
there’s no time for anything, you say. Let’s just go. 
So we put our shoes on and leave without brushing. 

You’ve always preferred the sound of the fan 
to conversation, so I leave the music off and listen 
to the metronomics of the windshield wipers on 
low, weaving past potholes as your dreaming body 
shakes. I look over at your teeth and tongue—your 
lips. 

All the other dirt roads we’ve been down come 
to mind, all the sketchy mountain shortcuts and 
deadends in the jungle. Most times we ended up 
arguing over how the hell we were going to turn 
ourselves around, praying that we would make it 
out of this mess at all. 

*

Seventy kilometers to go.
The canopy bends into a leafless arbor, playing 

with the light.
I almost hit a deer.
You wake up. 
Go back to sleep, I say, and you drift off again, 

mouth-breathing like you always do. 
The doe crosses the road.
A fawn dawdles out from where her 

motheremerged. It hesitates on the edge of the 
forest, already familiar with the concept of roads. 

Her summer spots are nearly faded. She has 
grown up quickly, learning what brush to eat and 
how to listen for wolves. Soon she’ll be ready for 
independence. 

Her mother will sort of want her gone, too, so 
she’ll chase her daughter away in the end—send her 
off somewhere—only to wander the forest until she 
finds some other washed up old buck to make her 
new mate. 

*

Your daughter never knows what to get me for 
Christmas. 

Our first year together she got me a Nalgene 
bottle, then nothing I liked after that.

I called to say thanks, and she said, Yeah, don’t 
mention it. 

When we got in the car you threw the bottle in 
the back with our boots and bug spray. 

Now I reach back, twisting, trying to reach the 
water, and a new pain radiates through my coccyx. 
So much driving we’ve been doing. 

It’s like someone’s dripping hot wax on my 
tailbone. I jerk the steering wheel to the right.

Fuck, I say.
You wake up.
What? You say.
Pothole, I say. Go back to sleep. So far we’ve 

been lucky with bumps in the road. There was that 
one time in Brazil, when all we had were a rental 
hatchback and a folder of 8 ½ x 11 printouts from 

Benjamin Faro
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Google Maps—when three hours turned into nine. 
Remember how lucky we were to stop and ask for 
directions when we did?

Next right, they said.
We would have missed it. 
Even still, we didn’t end up on the road we had 

planned.
Nighttime. No shoulder. Sugar cane kissing 

your window. We were listening to “Harvest Moon” 
as the rain poured down, and you locked your door. 
I remember the feeling of the steering wheel in my 
hands, rigid and sweaty. The headlights barely lit 
the road. I was hunched forward, trying to see, and 
this time you couldn’t sleep. 

Please watch out for the potholes, you said, 
because it felt like I was hitting all of them. 

Okay, I said. 
In Brazil, though, even the smallest villages put 

speed bumps on either side of town. It’s the only 
way to get people to slow down.

Usually there are signs, but sometimes there are 
not; and in the dark that night, in the rain, on hour 
six of three, I hit a speedbump at 50 kph and we 
were airborne. 

But nothing happened.
And we got lucky many more times, wincing 

as we crashed into unseen holes, never stopping to 
consider any other option but to keep going. 

*

Forty kilometers to go.
The road follows a river, and I count the beaver 

dams.
They told us at the hotel that beavers were 

introduced to Tierra del Fuego in 1946. Investorsand 
trappers saw the potential market and brought 
them from Canada. The animals thrived in their 
new home and became integral members of the 
ecosystem. 

Fascinating, I thought.
But you were more interested in the Yaghan 

nomads who canoed the shores of South America’s 
southernmost archipelago. 

It wasn’t even South America to them, you said. 
And they hunted for food, not profit.

So I drive by the mirror ponds and marshes 
and don’t say anything; another deer drinks at the 
water’s edge among the dying reeds. 

Soon the road emerges from the canopied 
wetland, rising to a low ridge. 

Holy shit, I say aloud.
I slow the car.
You wake up. You can always tell when the car 

slows down, even when you’re asleep.
What? You say.
The Beagle Channel, I say.
Oh, you say, not looking.
You tilt your head back further and readjust 

your hips, pulling your sweater out from under 
you, draping it over your shoulders. You tug your 
hat down over your eyes. You’ve never been able to 
sleep with light.

Here’s what you would have said, though, if you 
had brought your coffee and were awake:

You’d have brought up the fact that the Beagle 
Channel isn’t its real name. The people who were 
here, Darwin wrote, were wretched. Guy’s a dick.

And you’d be right, but—now? 
I don’t want to think about anything but this 

moment, looking out at seas hidden among the 
mountains, sneaking kisses. Why does it matter 
what you name it?

There was a place they called Yahgashaga,you’d 
say. I bet nobody knows where that is now.

What’s that called, when that happens?

*

Ten kilometers to go.
When you wake up, you say you had a dream. 
I don’t ask about it, and you say, Aren’t you going 

to ask about it?
So I do, and you tell me that in your dream it felt 
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like time was speeding up. That you saw birth and 
life and decay and the cycles of civilizations coming 
and going as if it were a short film, linear and 
looping. In a single vision, you saw snow melting 
and bones rotting and life clinging onto nothing.

So what happens? I ask.
What happens? You say.
Yeah, I say.
Nothing, you say. It all just keeps cycling through.
Outside, there are trees bent at right angles. 
From the moment they emerge from the dirt, 

they live to endure the eternal Patagonian winds. 
Unable to stand tall, they survive by giving in to 

the forces that move them, knowing Antarctica is 
always close and the wind will never get tired. 

You look at them out of your window, and I out 
of mine, until we leave them out of sight.

The ridge flattens nearer to the water; the trees 
go away, and the road becomes a series of bridges 
crossing an empty tidal flat. 

Boards rattle under the car’s weight.
The finca built the bridges. They run it like a 

little commune: shared labor, organic farm. A little 
fishing operation. At the gate, a small woman 
steps out of a warming hut. Welcome to the whale 
museum, she says. Feel free to touch the bones.

When we park, you walk to the water beforeI’ve 
locked the doors. 

I go inside to look for coffee. 
When I bring it to you, the sun has nearly set. 

Night comes early this time of year.
The Spanish called it Tierra del Fuego because 

from their anchored ships they saw the fires of 
native people on the shorelines and distant hills—
the keepers of the light through noontime darkness. 
But the people who were here are all but gone now. 
Finca is a Spanish word. 

You wrap your scarf tighter and pull it into your 
jacket.

I hold out your makeshift americano.
No thanks, you say.
Do you want to come inside?

You shake your head.
Okay, I say, and I take the coffee with me to 

the little restaurant, where hikers drink mate and 
nap, stinking in their days’ old gear, exhausted but 
fulfilled.

A series of humpback skeletons stretches 
across the grassy slope between the dock and the 
entrance. As I walk past, I imagine laying down 
inside and reconstructing the flesh around me. 

Decay in reverse. 
At the spine, I stop and pick up a piece. 
The vertebra is porous, covered in colorful 

lichens and spongy, greenish mosses. Tiny, soft 
specimens surviving on the remnants of giants 
long decayed.

The slow creep of life over death. 



Kathy Bruce, Nostalgia for Paradise, 2020



Evelyn Hang Yin, Lifeline, 2020



Evelyn Hang Yin, So Long, My Early Friends, 2020
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SELF-PORTRAIT AS A LACHRYMAL VASE
Taylor Zhang

Fluoxetine on an empty stomach: lone

 yellow pill knifing open my stomach 

lining. Tripe soup for dinner again. 

Impersonators crowd my camera roll. All 

 of them wear the same lipstick as me. 

Flecks of Frosted Flakes crust over their 

cracked lips. In Rome, rose gardens spill 

 over like cliches. For dessert, 

the waiters bring a fresco stolen from Venice. 

The plaster crumbles like bad meringue. 

 I eat and eat until I am sick. All 

around me, whispers of the vulgarity. 

Did you know? The guest of honor

 was a silent movie star. She specialized

in heroines suffering from ennui. I claim 

no glamour. Impurity clings to my skin and 

 seeps into the soil. Chromium heart, 

oil floating on the pool water. All my potential 

mistakes slick over my tongue. Teardrops 

 collect inside my weeping lungs. 

Open the china cabinet, dear. We have company.
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Kelsey Larson
THREE SEAS

1.

She comes every day when the sun is high, between 
feeding the chickens and churning the butter. The 
lake is a mile from the homestead. The summers on 
Minnesota’s prairie are hot and humid, so she sits 
under a tree. She brings little gifts: a small spinning 
top, a sweet garden strawberry. She leaves them on 
the shore and feels the wind from the lake on her 
face. “I miss you, darling,” she says. Back home in 
Sweden, she remembers sailing a little boat on a lake 
near her home. Perhaps her husband could build 
a boat for this lake. They could call it the Brynhild, 
after her daughter.

Brynhild died, sweating with fever, in the belly 
of the ship that brought them to this country. She 
didn’t want to bury her daughter at sea. “How will 
I see her?” She sobbed to her husband, cradling 
Bryn’s body in her arms, clutching the fabric of her 
thin cotton dress. “How will I visit her grave?”

“She’ll be with you whenever you look at the 
water,” her husband said. So she let him and some of 
the sailors wrap Bryn in sailcloth. She thought she 
saw some of her blonde hair slip from the makeshift 
shroud as she disappeared beneath the waves. A 
splash of ice-cold spray hit her face and she was 
haunted by the thought of how cold the northern 
Atlantic was, too cold for Brynhild.Sometimes she 
imagines Bryn swimming, a great tapestry of green 
seagrass surrounding her in a violet sea.

She never sees the Atlantic again.

2.

She comes to Serarpasjön every day when the 
sun is just setting, after she gets home from work. 

She brings a candle. She lights it at the shore if 
the wind is down. If it’s not, she has an app on her 
smartphone that summons a burning candle. The 
virtual flame is almost as calming to her as the real 
thing. She prays and repeats a name over and over: 
“Bano, Bano, Bano.” She watches Swedish children 
swimming in the summertime. That could have been 
her daughter, swimming on a summer day.

Bano was so slippery in her arms. Neither of them 
could swim. Bano slipped like a fish, out of reach. Her 
child underwater, she went mad with fear, hearing 
the echoes she had feared, of those before her who 
had been lost. Water filled her ears. She didn’t see her 
daughter drown.

Her husband managed to find something to 
hold, grabbed her arm and hoisted her above the 
waves. They were rescued, pulled from the water 
on orange life buoys by a boat that should have 
arrived only 

five minutes earlier. Bano’s body was gone, 
said the rescue workers. It could not be recovered. 
“What will we do?” she sobbed. “How will we give 
her a proper burial?”

There was no good answer, but lighting a candle 
by the shore of the lake, Serarpasjön, when she and 
her husband finally reached safe asylum in Näshult, 
is all she can think to do.

Sometimes she imagines Bano swimming in a 
warm green sea. Small violet fish encircle her, wrap 
themselves up in her hair for little black veils.

She never sees the Mediterranean again.

3.

In the churchyard near Näshult lies buried several 
generations of Brynhild’s relatives. Bano’s mother 
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will never know that, but sometimes, 
when she takes spring walks in her rain 
boots, she wanders through that collection 
of old stones, and she is dizzy; she sees the 
tall waves of an unfamiliar sea, she smells 
seasick and brine, she tastes a summer 
strawberry.

The sun rises across a vast prairie, and 
Brynhild’s mother gets up early to milk the 
cows. She looks east towards the sunrise, 
towards Sweden, and sees a strange 
emerald ocean in the pink streaking 
the sky. Red clouds appear to her as the 
church tower in Näshult, where Brynhild 
was baptized. She can see the bright light 
of a candle’s flame.

Two women stare across the gap. 
They reach for each other’s hands, finding 
it difficult to hold on like water slipping 
through outstretched fingers. But if they 
close their eyes in that blue space, they 
can see Brynhild and Bano, swimming 
together in a sea so deep it might as well 
be the night sky, streaked with sparkling 
fish-scale stars.

They know they will see them again.



Beatrice Pediconi, Untitled Small #12, 2020



Julia Randall, Garden, 2018
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ODE TO BABA YAGA AND ALL WEIRD 
WOMEN WHO WANT TO BE LEFT ALONE
Rita Mookerjee

It’s the harvest moon, so Baba Yaga is stewing

figs at the stove. No one knows this, but she has

a wicked sweet tooth, and she takes time to treat herself

what with all the airhead straight girls, 

the lasses and maidens, wandering onto her lawn 

every damn day, asking for tonics and love spells 

and directions when all Baba Yaga wants to do 

is study her spellbooks and tend to her birds 

who get disturbed easily, which is why she put 

her house on chicken legs in the first place. She had 

to get away from the villagers with their banter

and gossip and endless loud music. She prefers 

the humble chortles of her hens who 

take well to strangers, and they shriek 

at the sight of men, so Baba Yaga moves

the house to a swampy thicket 

near wild oats and gooseberries 

where her house can fold its legs and let

the birds down gently. But sure enough, 

when she is grinding herbs and chopping wood,

some misty-eyed girl comes tripping through 

the brush complaining of a sprained ankle 
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and a lost path. For whatever reason, they always 
seem to make a mess like when that princess 
gets separated from her betrothed and collapses 
on Baba Yaga’s stoop wailing about fatigue

and an empty stomach, and this bitch 
has the nerve to waltz right into Baba Yaga’s house 
and start going through her cupboards, looking for bread
and cheese. When Baba Yaga walks in, this girl

is toasting a slice over the massive hearth and since
Baba Yaga is at her own damn house, she hasn’t brushed
her hair or put on clothes, and this princess is so shocked
that she gasps and topples over straight into the fire. 

Baba Yaga sighs and gets a poker. No sense in 
wasting a good roast. Each time Baba Yaga 
eats a damsel, the chickens wink as if to say 
no one could blame you, but everyone will.



Phyllis Trout, Bardo #1372, 2019 
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Stereotypical images of minorities have always been 
used to market products in modern America. Brand 
names like Curly Hair Tobacco, Uncle Ben’s Rice, 
and Aunt Jemima Syrup have been used to market 
household goods, while defining the imagining 
of African Americans as lowly field laborers and 
servants. Images of Native Americans as warriors 
have been used to sell the explosive force of baking 
powder and sports franchises. Even that big, axe-
swinging Scandinavian American lumberjack, 
Paul Bunyan, was invented by an advertising firm 
that represented lumber barons intending to sell 
Americans on the idea of clearcutting public lands. 
Not much has changed.

Here we are, on the cusp of the third decade 
of the 21st century, and America is still turning to 
limited imagery of its Native American population 
to symbolize the salvaging of its water resources. 
In the spirit of fighting fossil fuel powerhouses 
that represent aspects of capitalism of which 
most contemporary Americans do not necessarily 
approve, we increasingly embrace historic ethnic 

stereotypes. Native American environmentalism 
continues to be associated with lack of 
sophistication and socioeconomic minimalism. 
Phrases like “water is life” and images of beautiful 
Indians, especially women, permeate our media 
coverage of battles against pipelines. Literary 
journals have been throwing together poetic 
anthologies of NativeAmerican authors, primarily 
celebrating our historic ties to the environment. 
But few outlets are projecting images of us as 
scientists, doctors, lawyers, or lawmakers who 
can be trusted to make ecological, social, political, 
and educational decisions for non-Indian citizens 
as well. Our current love affair with indigenous 
Water Keepers plays right into the eugenics-based 
paradigm that only white Americans are capable 
of defining historic and contemporary perceptions 
and guidelines about minorities. The roles people of 
color play in educating the rest of the continent tend 
to be limited to teaching to and about ourselves only 
or simply staying within conceptual walls such as 
“Indian as Entertainment.”

WATER KEEPERS AND THE MARKETING 
OF WHITE ENVIRONMENTALISM
Lois Beardslee
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I am an Anishinaabe (Ojibwe a.k.a. Chippewa 
Indian) woman living in northwest Lower 
Michigan, a region adjacent to a Lake Michigan 
shoreline national park, where post-Brown v 
Board of Education white-flight communities 
have grown exponentially since the late twentieth 
century. Strictly-enforced apartheid, high minority 
unemployment, and unrestrained violence against 
people of color are strong elements in the culture 
of the region. White dominance and the denial of 
racism or privilege are so rigidly adhered to in the 
region, that it is considered a threat for a person 
of color even to use the term “white”. This makes 
it extremely difficult to broach the topic of racial 
interaction and creates an especiallyoppressive 
environment for the region’s Native Americans. Our 
presence here is an inconvenient carryover from 
before the region became desirable to one wave 
after another of non-minorities. Racial epithets 
are tossed about with regularity in public, with 
impunity, especially in local high schools. Native 
Americans are still met with war whoops and 
referred to as “underprivileged” (Interlochen Public 
Radio, February 7, 2020). By controlling our comfort 
levels in every aspect of our public interactions, 
these oppressive white-flight behavioral norms also 
preserve the de facto, “institutionalized” whites-
only status of the region’s public lands, including 
the Sleeping Bear Dunes National Lakeshore and its 
adjacent tax-exempt conservancy holdings.

It is from within the physical confines of this 
cultural environment that I question America’s 
current fascination with indigenous Water Keepers 
as historic stereotypes, as opposed to competent 
educator-citizens who deserve good jobs that pay 
well and allow us to make decisions relevant to 
our own futures and yours. Whenever we object 
to being victims of interrelated socioeconomic, 
institutional, and physical violence, we’re accused 
of not living up to that stoic, one-with-nature 
stereotype that makes “spiritual” Native Americans 
loveable mascots for America’s causes du jour, 

whether it’s discouraging pollution or marketing 
environmentalism. We really do want to tell 
you what we don’t like about public and private 
educational and environmental outreach institutions 
that are staffed predominantly by whites, but we 
suffer repercussions when we do so. The long-term 
paradigm seems to be that Euro-Americans can 
teach about us, but we can’t teach about you; or 
that your abilities to make social and environmental 
choices are superior to ours. At stake is our ability 
to be actual environmentalists, instead of symbols of 
white environmentalism. Stereotypesare economic 
weapons used against people of color; and we often 
have to succumb to them to survive financially. Gig-
based minority access to media and the academy 
has been controlling our voices, while resources 
like good jobs and access to a land base remain 
unattainable.

Can such a half-approach to citizenship and 
environmentalism be effective in the long run? If the 
same benefits of citizenship and access to resources 
that are enjoyed by middle- and upper-class white 
Americans aren’t made available to people of 
color, how can excluded members of society be 
expected to participate in a workable environmental 
movement? We get tired of being paraded out only at 
Thanksgiving and for Earth Day, or for the occasional 
high-profile environmental battle.

My Anishinaabe friend, Alice, is probably one 
of the largest private, noncorporate waterfront 
property owners in the Great Lakes. At some 
points in her life, she and her family were able to 
make sacrifices and financial decisions that allowed 
them to purchase and protect miles of waterfront 
property. Ironically, much of it is property that was 
taken away from her family, cutting off indigenous 
access to resources and livelihoods. Alice utilized 
her family’s multigenerational knowledge of the 
Great Lakes to make the most of her attempts at 
long-term preservation. Sometimes, Alice just 
knew the right people, or she was in the right 
place at the right time, but she dedicated herself to 
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saving spaces that were important to her and her 
children. She has preserved what is probably the 
largest swath of virgin timber left directly on the 
shores of any of the Great Lakes, and she probably 
contributes more to the water quality of the world’s 
largest freshwater basin than any non-Indian 
“environmentalist” living and recreating in the 
region. It’s something Alicelikes to keep secret, to 
avoid harassment by wannabe small-lot subdivision 
vacation-home owners, real estate developers, and 
exurbanites who meet non-Indian definitions of 
conservationists. Vacationers who drive past her 
miles of shoreline or who arrive by watercraft and 
set up camp on her property take the undeveloped 
spaces and abundant wildlife for granted. They 
assume that, by giving to local land conservancies 
and by teaching their own children about natural 
landscapes that no longer appear to be the domain 
of powerless, low-income aboriginals like Alice, 
they are being environmentalists. Few of Alice’s 
neighbors would consider promoting economic 
equality for someone like Alice to be an ecological 
priority; and this form white exceptionalism may 
well result in the loss of Alice’s protected lands.

Northwest Lower Michigan’s economic and 
population booms, including exponential increases 
in educational and environmental jobs, have swept 
past its Native American population, preserving 
an off-reservation indigenous unemployment rate 
in excess of 99%. Working primarily on socio-
economic speculation, in the hope of proving herself 
good enough to be incorporated into the local white-
flight economy, Alice has given countless cultural 
and environmental presentations for little or no pay. 
In spite of having advanced college degrees, she has 
no long-term history of full-time employment with 
benefits or access to a retirement fund. She has 
been approached by almost every nonprofit in the 
region, asking if she knows someone from a nearby 
tribe who can divert “Indian casino money” to their 
organization. National Park Service administrators, 
who repeatedly refused to give Alice job interviews, 

felt no qualms about asking her to consult for them 
for free or to try to recruit unpaid Native youth to 
participate in internship programs maintaining 
the historic immigrant farmsteads preserved 
throughout the park. In the meantime, aboriginal 
“archaeological sites” were paved over to provide 
fashionable bike trails for summer park visitors and 
new exurban residents. Even the director of Alice’s 
local county land conservancy told Alice not to 
bother applying for full-time job openings, because 
she couldn’t possibly have the skills or credentials 
to relate to their clientele. These are the people, the 
organizations, who deflect their own exploitation 
of Native American presence in the region to that 
vague culprit known as “institutionalized racism”, 
while they clamor for indigenous imagery to 
support their own water quality and tax-exempt 
backyard buffers.

Alice is tired. She has a pronounced limp, 
from decades of working multiple, simultaneous 
part-time, short-term, unskilled jobs and from 
spending her little free time cleaning up the trash 
that uninvited “environmentalists”, including 
conservancy employees and environmental 
education specialists from universities, left along 
her miles of protected lands. Alice has no fluid 
assets. She has usually worked for minimum wage 
or less all her life; yet, she managed to do something 
that few of her exurban neighbors felt compelled 
to do: when it came to environmentalism, she put 
her money and resources where her mouth was. In 
contrast, sucking up public grants and tax-exempt 
donations in the name of knee jerk responses to 
environmentalism, Alice’s new neighbors founded 
non-profit conservancies to provide themselves 
with local jobs and to preserve nearby playgrounds 
for privileged, affluent donors. Consistent with the 
lifestyles of a socioeconomic elite, they use more 
energy resources and contribute to landfills and 
deforestation more than their racial “lessers”. They 
also continue to overuse that generic excuse, “defacto 
segregation” to avoid individual responsibility for 
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the disenfranchisement that limits Alice’s access to 
partnership in social, financial, and environmental 
outreach endeavors. It’s a system that’s garnered 
the locally-specific praise of internationally-known 
environmentalists like Bill McKibben; but Alice 
remains under their radar, except as seasonal, part-
time help in a public relations capacity.

Alice committed her own resources to 
preserving large swaths of environmentally-
essential property from exurban and corporate 
development. Yet financial apartheid makes it 
difficult for Alice even to visit the properties she 
owns very often; and when she does, she finds 
herself overwhelmed with cleaning up after 
others. Her children no longer visit those places 
or feel committed to them at all. Alice’s children 
fled from the increasing white-on-brown violence 
and denigration dominating the transformation 
of rural communities north of the Rust Belt into 
minority-free exurbia. They disappeared into the 
safety of urban brownness, invisibility, and cultural 
transition away from indigeneity. They eschew all 
things Indian, including Alice and her Promethean 
struggles. They bleach their hair; and one of them 
even wears a Star of David, so that people don’t 
suspect that one of his parents is a Native American. 
He calls it his “racial camouflage”. He is openly gay; 
but he is still afraid to be openly Native American. 
The flight of indigenous youth from socioeconomic 
exclusion and identity violence is a phenomenon 
that rural Native American populations facing 
white-flight into the northern Great Lakes have 
been battling for generations. Alice has labeled it 
“socioeconomic sterilization.”

The last time I was at Alice’s house, she told 
me she’d been tracked down by a real estate agent 
specializing in the sale of large-scale parcels of 
Great Lakes waterfront property to affluent foreign 
buyers. He had a buyer who wanted to acquire as 
much un-zoned real estate on the shores of Lake 
Superior as he could find. Because she desperately 
hopes the oppressive white-flight socioeconomic 

environment where she resides could change 
enough that her children might find their way 
home to her and to their Anishinaabe ancestors, 
Alice is still reluctant to sell. But Alice knows 
changing the socioeconomic realities of her white-
flight neighbors is a long-shot, so she tacked the 
realtor’s contact information into an empty corner 
of a bulletin board on her kitchen wall. It’s the spot 
just to the right of where she temporarily posts 
her incoming tax bills. It’s the spot where she used 
to keep a photo I took of her kids, the youngest 
posing comically with a leech on his tongue, just 
to antagonize his older sister. I asked Alice what 
happened to the photo, and she said she took it 
down, because it made her cry. Now a resting place 
for her gradual relinquishment of hope, that corner 
of Alice’s bulletin board in her modest kitchen 
mirrors an empty spot in her heart.

Only about half of all U.S. Native Americans 
live on or near reservations, some smaller than ten 
acres. Yet apartheid excludes almost all of us from 
access to the rest of America. Alice, whose family 
and identity straddle an international border, doesn’t 
understand why so many people think that “Indian 
territory” is limited to reservation lands. Why 
can’t our indigenous population expect the rest of 
America to be their socioeconomic territory, too, to 
have access to the same public lands and natural 
resources as its privileged populations? Alice 
doesn’t like having to strain against stereotypes to 
access America’s resources. She’s never lived on a 
reservation in her life. She lives where her family 
has lived for millennia, and she defines her culture 
by that environment.I share Alice’s outrage that 
Native Americans are almost exclusively limited to 
the niche of compliant stoics who are “on call” for 
temporary, part-time gigs as Water Keepers. I have 
a bone to pick with contemporary liberal journalistic 
outlets that still fall back heavily on public-interest 
stories about Native Americans primarily during 
October (Canada) and November (the U.S.). It’s 
emotionally devastating when our presence is used 
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to justify Euro-American myths about the 
manufactured holiday of Thanksgiving and, 
tangentially, the maintenance of a culture 
of white socioeconomic dominance based 
upon genocide and slavery. While the hearts 
of  social activists might be in the right place, 
“sympathetic” journalists are still using Native 
Americans as mere props to promote saving 
the environment. But for whom? As people 
of color continue to be socioeconomically 
disenfranchised, we fail to be regarded as 
even potential conservationists, invested in 
preserving resources that might be beneficial 
to our own survival. This beating-down, 
this disenfranchisement, is precisely the 
fuel that has kept the business of “water 
keeping” so completely in the realm of non-
minority controlling interests looking out for 
themselves first and ignoring their own impact 
on physical/socio-economic environments 
as they pertain to “others”.  Modern exurban 
environmentalism is an exploitive form of 
cultural and economic appropriation. Driven by 
white exceptionalism that embraces the notion 
that newcomers are acceptable replacements 
for indigenous populations, it excludes white-
flight immigrants from negative stereotypes 
associated with immigrants of color.  I get tired 
of being asked to sing and dance on behalf of 
such concepts once or twice a year.

Right: Julia Randall, Suspended, 2016
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RECIDIVIST IN REFORMER’S CLOTHING
Eugene Stevenson

The look in the mirror seems 

to be happening once again: the vacant look 

as hollow eyes attempt to focus, dart sideways, 

right, left, up & down, up & down & back again, 

in search of a familiar something, anything, 

on which to light, to pause, to linger.

This visage appears when I move

residences, transfer jail cells, wheel into 

hospital rooms, the latter more frequent than 

I would like, more frequent than I want,

carrying familiarity in my few belongings:

books, unframed photos, one-off gifts.

There is an unfamiliar ubiquity in this place,

its four walls, the drifting light they contain.

I have not spent my whole life in prison, 

just two stretches, not counting juvie, 

twenty years first, seventeen years second,

time in between for good & bad behavior.

I got away with enough, caught not charged, 

charged not tried, tried not convicted. 

Convictions: Good to move freely, wherever, 

whenever; Better to express love than not; 

Best to be comfortable in my friends’ 

guest rooms, my lovers’ beds, my leased spaces.
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A recidivist in reformer’s clothing, I have 

the look of not belonging. My boy & girl have 

grown a decade, two without me under roof. 

Their children know who I am, not what, 

old enough to remember what they choose 

to remember, if they remember at all.

The look in the mirror says I’m not sure 

where I am, who I am, but sure tired of packing, 

driving places where I can breathe more easily, 

sleep in, eat pasta & pizza, watch movies,

a place where she enters, smiles, holds me,

loves me a while, a while more, then goes home.



Above: Catherine Chalmers, pink leaf, 2012  
Right: Catherine Chalmers, three leaves, 2016





Portia Munson, Juvenile, 2015
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INTENSIVE OUTPATIENT: The Eating Disorder Speaks
Jeremy Radin

 “…the Lord broke the bread / 
the bread broke the Lord.”
 —Paul Celan

Faced with god, I touch your forgetting 
& wake it up. The meal plan, portioning, 
hundred-foot wolf. Every machine, gone 
silent beneath my benevolence. If god is 
god, who am I? Jacob wrestled the angel 
until daybreak—the angel tapped his hip 
socket & that was that. I love your spirit. 
No matter what happens, you were a fine 
opponent. Do you see how many fingers 
I have? Fingers made of names. I stroke
you with a single name, you are mine for 
a decade. Margot. Marla. Michelle. Michelle. 
Once clean, what is a memory but a plate 
to load up & eat off of? Remember this,
forget that. Your mind is mine to present 
to you. Your intelligence, your hope, it is 
my intelligence, my hope. When you use 
a tool, I too use the tool—the difference 
is I don’t get tired. Do you see how much 
depends on me? Your joy depends on me. 
All imaginable futures—those bestowings 
of delight & pleasure—all depend on me. 
The work depends on me. The songs. 
The festivals. The ecstasies. & god. 
I do not depend.
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THAT SUMMER I WAS SIXTEEN
Danielle Shorr

and spent most nights with a man
who had a girlfriend back home in Colorado. I told
my mom I was sleeping at Haley’s.
He told me he had a hall pass for the summer. We moved
couch cushions with our bodies and ate 
Reese’s cups that melted from the humidity. We sat 
on the washing machine during parties and I stuck 
my pinky finger in the gap where his side tooth 
should have been. More than once,
we passed out on the floor of the basement.
The house he stayed at in town had a parrot 
in the living room and 9 pet rats in a cage
in his bedroom next to the mattress
we never slept on. I looked at photos of his girlfriend
on Facebook and drew him pictures
at my day job as a camp counselor to six-year-olds.
Haley’s new boyfriend was 25, but didn’t mind
her age. When the Dark Knight Rises came out in theatres,
he took me to the midnight premiere. I fell asleep
during the movie and woke up to the news.
We could have been anywhere but where
we were. We could have been there, but we weren’t.
At the end of the summer, he still did not love me.
I had seen the movies and made the sandwiches.
I hated rats but let his rest in my hands. He had me
whenever he wished. He moved back to Colorado 
the last week of the month. September came 
and I had somewhere else to be sixteen. 
We could have been anywhere but where
we were. He could have been anyone



Cannupa Hanska Luger, (Be)Longing, 2019
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PALIMPSEST A Monologue

Coleman

The present - November, 2020. 

WINSTON, 47, struggles to make a video recording 
of himself. He is in his walk-in closet. When the video 

starts, he is fiddling with his smartphone or laptop 
to make it work. He looks around to decide what he 
wants in the background. Decides, and sits on the 

floor, in a nest of pillows and blankets. 

WINSTON
Okay. This will have to do.  

(He takes a moment to compose himself.) 
Hi. Hello. My name is Winston. Last name doesn’t 
matter. You don’t need to know my  last name. I’m 
not sure who ‘you’ are, exactly, but I plan on posting 
this online,  somewhere, not sure where yet, got a 
couple of ideas, will figure that out later, anyway, I 
hope you see it, someone sees it, and that it means 
something to you. That it means  something. 
Anything. Anything at all. 

(pause) 
Let’s see. Oh. This is my closet. You probably 
guessed that already. I live here now. I  used to live 
in the rest of the house, too, but had to give that up, 
like a lot of other  people. A lot of people gave up a 
lot. Most people. Maybe not all people. Most people.

No job. No money. Other people live in my bedroom 
now, and the rest of the house. Like me, no job, 
butsome of ‘them’ had savings or something 
that didn’t go all bad, all at once, so they can still 
pay for things, and they pay me to live here now. 
Keeps a roof of sorts over my head. For now.

I don’t get out much. Life is very different. Different 

from what it used to be. For all of  us. Maybe not 
for everyone. I don’t know everyone. I used to 
know a lot of people. Just  not everyone. Don’t 
know many people anymore. I mean, I guess I still 
know the people  I used to know but I don’t see 
them anymore. They don’t see me. I’m in my closet.  
They’re ... wherever they are. Their closets maybe. 
Or somewhere else.

(takes a deep breath)

I wasn’t completely unknown before. I was an actor, 
sometimes a director. A producer. Whatever. In 
Madison. Worked with a lot of different companies.

Did a lot of different shows. Went from one to 
another to another. Another. Another.  Played a 
lot of roles. Old, young, happy, sad, gay, straight, 
big roles, small roles, didn’t matter. Sang. Danced. 
Mimed once. Just once.

What mattered was the doing of it. The play’s the 
thing. All the world’s a stage... 

(sings) 
“What good is sitting alone in your room ...?”  

(pause) 
What good ... 

(pause) 
I’m 47. Always thought I understood the world. 
Understood my place in it. Knew how to do stuff. 
How to live. I had this secret. Stupid. Stupid, really. 
Keeping a secret. Stupid.  Too late now. 47 years. 
Kept my secret, from my family, my friends, my 
cast-mates,  my ... my girlfriend. Finally figured it 
out. That it was stupid. No need. No need. No need. 
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Made a plan. On my birthday, it was going to be. 
My birthday. I was going to  throw a big party, let 
everyone know, starting with my girlfriend, Julia.  

(whispering) 

I like boys.

Well, men. No. Not boys. Not boys. No. Men. Girls 
are okay. Women. But men. I ... like  ... men. Don’t 
get me wrong. My birthday’s in May. That’s when 
I was going to do it.  Then in February, March - the 
pandemic hit, and by April everything was shut 
down. No  theatre anymore. No restaurants, no 
bars, no shops, no ... No work. No money. No jobs. 
Anyway, I was all set to tell Julia. Didn’t think she’d 
care much. After all, with her work for the anti-
sex league, she probably wouldn’t care much. But 
before I could tell her, she  got it. The virus. Whole 
nine yards. Couldn’t smell a thing. Fevers. Aches. 
Couldn’t breathe. Ventilator. Then ...

Just as well. Oh. That sounded harsh didn’t it. 
Heartless. I’m not heartless. I have  feelings. Had 
feelings for Julia. Just not ... 

But now, here I am. Back in my closet. 
(pause) 

Thinking about unwrapping this game. Axis and 
Allies. Know it? A friend gave it to me in 1984, 
the year it came out. I was eleven. Collectors item 
now,especially since I never opened it. Or was a 
collectors item. Eight months ago, I could have sold 
this for $600 on Ebay. I could use $600. Now it’s 
selling for $34. No point in trying to sell it. Might as 
well unwrap it, learn to play it. Give me something 
to do in my closet. My closet. My closet. My closet. 

I miss theatre.

History has been scrubbed. I’ve been scrubbed. 
What was is not. What is ... is fuzzy.  What is to be 
... I don’t know what is to be. There’s no getting back 

to normal. I don’t  want to be normal. I was never 
normal. 

I miss friends. I’m mad that I didn’t get to come out. 
 
So I guess that’s what I’m doing now. Coming out. 
For all the good that’s going to do me. Might do me 
some good. Might. Nothing else to do. So. There you 
have it. I’m gay. I said it. I’m in my closet, and I’m gay. 
Alone. In my closet. Gay. For now, I’m staying here. 
In my closet. Alone. Doesn’t seem fair. But nothing’s 
fair right now. Not for me or you or  anyone. At least 
I can be who I am. Be myself. Be me. Gay. Me.  

See you on the other side. 





Anne Lindberg, Cycles of Seeing 01, 2020



Faith Holland, Detumescence, 2020
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SELF-PORTRAIT WITH / AS VIBRATOR 
Porsha Olayiwola

a machine 
 / a machine 
  / a machine, 

i tell myself. no 

a person / poker-mug 
and kidnapped sentiment. 

i am a fucking machine 

i am fucking a machine 

i am fucking myself 
with a perfect black 
beater buzzing buzzer. 
beat / her buzz / her 

i am lying on an estate 
of comfort and secrets. 
my body is a crystaled 

secret, code the lovers 
could not wisecrack, 
a treasure. find me fawning 
and fainting: you won’t. 
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i cannot explain it exactly, 
just know the robot 
fucks me well enough. 
i open for it 
 and not for them.
i cum / scream / squirm 
evade the betrayal 
of a face in orgasm. 

the ease of being alone 

the only worry: longevity in the life of 
batteries 
is what tips me 
to the fucking moon.

on a valiant night though, 
i let lovers hold me 
 despite being 
massive / unholdable / spilling 

over in the right mood i am a field 
of legs spread. i help the lovers help me: 

i lawn the bed, let lips slide mine, 
hold my robot right there 
   / right there 
   / right 

and when they ask to touch my nipples, i

hiss and

i pinch. 
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i pull.
i twirl. 

i do. 

i am the best coddler. i pound the 

vibrator around. 

close my eyes and shake 
  / and shake 
  / and shake 
  / i shake. 
i machine.
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It’s not a coming-of-age story in the traditional 
sense, but one of coming to a particular age.  In a 
series of anecdotes spanning the past forty years of 
the author’s life, The Loneliness of the Long-Distance 
Cartoonist traces how a Spiderman-loving dweeb 
grew into the “boy wonder of mini-comics,” and later 
into an over-thinking worrywort of an adult, quietly 
searching for affirmation that the path he chose 
was the right one. At once an immaculately-drawn 
industry memoir and a self-effacing existential 
crisis, Tomine’s crafted a gorgeous and relatable 
diary that will wow readers smitten with his literary 
bravado and effortless penwork, all while delighting 
those looking for an insider’s perspective.

Although the majority of Tomine’s stories lean 
heavily on embarrassing memories, many bits will 
thrill fans of his circle: it’s fun to see Daniel Clowes’s 
old apartment in 1996, and to sit through a terrible 
book signing with Seth a year later. But most stories 
transcend their behind-the-scenes charm and 
demand a more substantive appreciation. Beautifully 

drawn and expertly plotted, Tomine’s stories invite 
readers to explore themes of memory, identity, and 
the curious ways the two interact.

These vignettes recount moments from the 
author’slife that have clearly haunted him, but 
readers are left to savor not the shame of the 
incident but the meticulousness of the artistry used 
to illustrate each social trauma. In one scene, Frank 
Miller makes a joke about Tomine’s name while 
presenting him among a list of Eisner nominees 
(“I’m not even gonna try to pronounce that one!”): 
instead of awkwardness, readers will marvel at the 
captivating visual contrast between Miller at the 
podium, snarling from the corner of an otherwise 
bare frame, and Tomine, wearing a too-long tie, 
slumping in his seat in the audience. Above Tomine 
floats the black void of the low-lit auditorium as 
sweat droplets, clapping sounds, and the laughter 
of strangers cut through in negative whiteness.

In another story, set a decade later, Tomine’s 
being interviewed on NPR’s “Fresh Air.” It’s a 

The Loneliness of the Long-Distance Cartoonist by Adrian Tomine
(Drawn & Quarterly, Illustrated edition, July 2020)

Jeff Alford
REVIEW
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disaster. He’s nervous and jittery, as if his brain 
decided ahead of time to sabotage the whole thing. 
He falters and giggles throughout his conversation 
with Terry Gross, but these humiliating gaffes are 
beside the point: what lingers for readers is Tomine’s 
exceptional pacing in recounting the incident, his 
conniving inner monologue (rendered here as a 
hyper-critical phantom twin), and his restrained use 
of color. Like all the stories in the memoir, this episode 
is lessabout embarrassment and more about how 
moments can be reframed and refined, polished and 
laughed at until they become something different. 
Throughout the memoir, Tomine transmutes 
weighty flubs into cartoon gold. It’s alchemy at work.

Another remarkable transformation takes 
place in Long-Distance Cartoonist. So much of the 
memoir is concerned with the author searching for 
his identity and sizing up where he belongs in the 
pantheon of literary cartoonists. Throughout the 
book, we see Tomine as Clowes’s houseguest and 
as Seth’s co-headliner on a book tour, and in one 
story, Neil Gaiman’s signing line fills the background 
of a series of frames. In each of these memories, 
Tomine ponders his own success and where that 
might place him in relation to his peers. But over the 
years (and into his own adulthood and parenthood), 
it seems he’s quietly drifted towards the spirit of 
another cartoonist.

Halfway through the book, we see Tomine in 
2011. He’s married, pushing a stroller, his baby finally 
asleep after a hilarious public meltdown. Shooting 
up from the stroller is a single “Z” that all comics 
fans should recognize: the thick lines and hooky 
serifs of a deep Schulz snooze, frequently seen 
over Snoopy atop his doghouse. And with that “Z”, 
a few curtains in Long-Distance Cartoonist slowly 
drop. After all that soul-searching, could Tomine, 
now a father, have landed in a place more Peanuts 
than Eightball? “Hortisculpture” from 2015’s Killing 
and Dying comes to mind, as does 2011’s Scenes from 
an Impending Marriage. And here, what about the 
endless inner monologuing, the incessant fountain 

of sweaty droplets? Tomine’s jokes often land 
like a Peanuts strip, zinging the story’s last frame 
with loveable, low-key defeat. In some scenes, 
his daughters even wail from kidney-shaped 
voids, clearly invoking a Charlie Brown “Aaugh!”

There’s a maturity to taking inventory of one’s 
own follies through this Schulzian lens, finding 
opportunities for growth in every yoinked football. 
“My clearest memories related to comics,” Tomine 
explains at the end of the memoir, “about being a 
cartoonist -- are the embarrassing gaffes, the small 
humiliations, the perceived insults…” This may sound 
depressing, but it’s also weirdly life-affirming, proof 
of persistence and heartfulness. To borrow another 
bit from the Peanuts gang, Tomine’s stories are the 
good kind of grief, as so much of growing up is.
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The audaciously titled You Cannot Kill David Arquette, 
directed by Price James and David Darg, details a 
cycle of perceived failure and uncertain victory by 
its titular star. This 2020 documentary premises 
itself on David Arquette’s dissatisfaction with 
his acting trajectory, as he revisits professional 
wrestling to “sort of clear my name in a sense. 
And through the process, honor wrestling.” As the 
documentary explains, actor and wrestling lover 
David Arquette became Heavyweight Champion 
of the World in 2000 but suffered subsequent 
criticism from professional wrestling fans. 
Summarized by Eric Bischoff, the former president 
of World Championship Wrestling, “There were 
certain rules, one of which was don’t let celebrities 
come in and take advantage of wrestling.” Spoiler 
alert: with his 2000 victory, Arquette became one 
of those celebrities. The documentary, which covers 
Arquette’s absurd and at times dangerous reentry 
into the professional wrestling world, is true to life 
and thus not a mockumentary. However, Arquette’s 
fluctuating demeanor, which alternates between 
self-deprecating and grandiose, makes this film 

seem at times like a satire. After all, Arquette 
regularly mocks himself and engages in sometimes 
shocking, even unsafe acts on camera. The film’s 
negotiation of opposing circumstances (trauma 
andhumor, failure and majesty, health and illness) 
creates a startling meditation on the cyclicality in 
each facet of Arquette’s existence.

These circumstances are not limited to 
Arquette’s acting and wrestling careers—familial 
loss and mental illness are part of this cycle, 
informing the path he takes to wrestle once 
more. Near the beginning of the documentary, 
David Arquette’s sister, acclaimed actress Patricia 
Arquette, flips through their family photo album 
and notes, “Too many dead people in this book.” 
Such jarring, painfully human moments in the film 
(of which there are several) starkly contrast shots 
of David Arquette in a wrestling cape… or receiving 
a graphic, extensive wax on camera… or enduring a 
cringeworthy spray tan. All of these comedic events 
occur in preparation for his wrestling rebound, 
interspersed with intimate and vulnerable moments 
of distress. Such disjointment occurs throughout the 

Birth, Death, Rebirth: Reviving David Arquette
You Cannot Kill David Arquette. Directed by Price James and David Darg (Super LTD, 2020.)

Kat Kirkman
REVIEW
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documentary and makes its tone, at times, utterly 
baffling— but also utterly captivating. Arquette and 
the directors’ ability to transition from a bleak to 
silly depiction of his circumstances is visceral, and 
faithful to the unsteady nature of human emotion 
and circumstance.

One segment of the documentary explores 
Arquette’s struggle with depression, with the 
actorreceiving a ketamine treatment on camera. As 
it begins, Arquette notes that “this thing is so dope” 
and goes through a spectrum of emotional responses 
set to the gentle and melancholy melody of Jenny 
Lewis’s “Taffy”. Arquette is briefly happy during 
the treatment, yes, which further emphasizes his 
depression. Psychiatrist Dr. Michael Mamoun later 
tells Arquette’s wife Christina McLarty Arquette, 
while they look at images of her husband’s brain 
scan, “I guess the take-home message for David 
is that his brain isn’t connected in a typical way.” 
James and Darg then examine the background 
and family history of the Arquette acting dynasty, 
which stretches to David and Patricia’s father Lewis 
Arquette (who played J.D. Pickett in The Waltons) and 
their paternal grandfather Cliff Arquette, a radio and 
television actor of the 1950s and ‘60s. The scene at the 
psychiatrist is followed by The Oprah Winfrey Show 
interview excerpts from David’s sisters, Patricia and 
Rosanna, who discuss a commune where they lived 
in childhood as well as their abusive mother. Patricia 
frankly states, “I mean, my dad [Lewis] had a lot of 
issues. My mom had a lot of issues.” She adds that 
her brother was “impacted by feeling like he needed 
to be the perfect son.” David, however, subsequently 
discusses his affection for their father and Lewis’s 
career as an actor. The proximity of these scenes 
to his ketamine treatment movingly illuminates the 
family strife and inherited trauma in Arquette’s life.

Later in the documentary, at a decidedly low 
point in his wrestling journey, Arquette declares, 
“I’ve been a mess my whole life, and I’ll probably be 
a mess the rest of my life, even if I was stone-cold 
sober.” This moment is captured in a notably dark 

room of his house, as Arquette ruminates over the 
latest kerfuffle on his wrestling escapade. However, 
Arquette’s circumstances are neither singularly 
dreadful nor singularly joyful; each ebbs and 
flows. This is precisely what keeps it so engaging 
(eventhrough occasionally lengthy coverage of his 
wrestling matches). A few shots after the assertion 
that he will be a “mess” his whole life, for instance, 
Arquette runs on the beach with a bright red hoodie, 
listening to quick-tempo music as he resumes training. 
The following montage of Arquette’s preparation in 
the ring may incite giggles or awe in viewers (in 
me, it inspired a bit of both). Such a wedding of 
Arquette’s profound vulnerability with his humor, 
inherent to the sporadic enterprise, constitutes the 
documentary’s beating heart. David’s beating heart, 
too. Humor, pain, humor, pain… The cycle repeats.

The “latest kerfuffle” of which I wrote: a 
startling and  serious injury in the wrestling ring. 
During a match in which Arquette is literally cut in 
the throat by his opponent, late actor Luke Perry 
(and also Arquette’s friend) wraps the wrestler’s 
neck in a towel and accompanies him to the hospital. 
During this scene, the shaky camera movement 
and ominous music capture Arquette’s incredibly 
authentic injury; loud shouts from the wrestling 
arena are no longer audible while the bloody 
wrestler, instead, bangs on the glass door of an 
emergency room. A professional wrestling match 
has resulted in legitimate harm, and the camera 
even captures blood flooding out of his neck.  
Throughout the documentary, Arquette’s silliness 
may bolster the idea that professional wrestling is 
an orchestrated game, but his neck says otherwise. 
As he sits in a hospital bed, the camera captures 
Arquette watching news coverage of his injury. 
Commentators discuss and mock the circumstances 
of his situation, calling him an ill-equipped actor in 
this “sport.” Shortly after, psychiatrist Dr. Michael 
Mamoun notes, “The idea of sort of getting back into 
wrestling, to a physician, or mental health clinician, 
that’s a red flag, right? Because pain, it’s a trigger for 
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relapse.” This statement references Arquette’sdrug 
problems, a lingering circumstance that nonetheless 
exists within this context of wrestling absurdity.

Luke Perry’s presence in the film lends itself 
to this delicate blend of tragedy and humor, too, 
shedding light on the bizarre circumstances that 
surround life and death for Arquette. The cyclical 
nature of life and death becomes all-too-apparent 
when Perry’s passing (Perry died of a stroke on 4 
March 2019) is mentioned after Arquette’s injury 
in the match: his death eerily contextualizes the 
potentially deadly consequences of Arquette’s 
own behavior. Christina McLarty Arquette notes, 
in reference to Perry, “And the irony is that, at that 
deathmatch, Luke was the one taking him to the 
hospital, and in the car with him.” Arquette did not 
die in his so-called “deathmatch,” but has instead 
outlived the friend who helped him in his time of 
need. Considering the freshness of Luke Perry’s 
death and the documentary’s unpredictable tone, 
this moment may create a sense of viewer anxiety. 
They wouldn’t exploit Perry’s death for humor, 
would they? No. The inclusion of this irony simply 
emphasizes Arquette’s recklessness -- but also, 
given his continued efforts, the personal importance 
of the endeavor.

Early in the film, Arquette recounts a series of 
rejections:, “Present time my career has been pretty 
crappy. I mean, I’ve been auditioning for like ten years 
without actually getting a role. So that’s like ten years 
of rejection. Like who, who does that?” Arquette 
reenacts this cycle when he returns to wrestling, but 
the story is finally rewritten… right? Yes: according 
to the documentary, Arquette gains repute and 
even adoration in the professional wrestling world 
through his efforts, but what does his acting career 
hold? His addiction? His familial relationships? 
With a lighthearted and giggly demeanor, he states 
during a post-credit clip, “I’mjust never gonna be 
a great wrestler.” This is a pretty brash statement 
to make at the end of a 90-minute film about your 
wrestling career, but that’s David Arquette. He may 

not be a great wrestler, but he also cannot be killed.
The cyclicality of mortality and regeneration 

takes on a poignant meaning at the end of You Cannot 
Kill David Arquette. Luke Perry’s son Jack “Jungle 
Boy” Perry—a professional wrestler— battles with 
and bonds with Arquette in the ring. Jack states of 
his father, “He was always very supportive. He’d 
come to all the shows, so it was awesome for me to 
be able to share this with David.” The two hug after 
their vibrant match, and David Arquette expresses 
his love for Jack; even in Luke Perry’s absence, love 
and family continue to reign paramount. Loss, love, 
loss, love. This is, perhaps, the most moving cycle 
depicted in Arquette’s journey.
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Stories of family trauma, parent-child relationships, 
and sibling rivalry are part of the human psyche. 
They are central to the opening stories of the 
Bible as well as to those of earlier traditions. In the 
original trauma, God expels Adam and Eve from the 
garden. Eve gives birth to two sons. Sibling rivalry 
begins, culminating in Cain murdering Abel. Am 
I my brother’s keeper? (Genesis 4:9) is a question 
that continues to repeat. The Book of Genesis is 
filled with dysfunctional families and siblings with 
difficult relationships – Isaac and Ishmael, Jacob 
and Esau, Joseph and his twelve brothers. The 
patriarch, Abraham, sets out to kill his son, Isaac. 
Death, deception, and betrayal characterize our 
earliest tropes.

Into this tradition enters The Brothers Silver, 
the first novel by poet and non-fiction writer Marc 
Jampole. The book represents a highwater mark 
in the history of stories of family trauma and 
sibling rivalry and the kind of book you want to 
talk with someone about after reading. It is also a 
story of the Baby Boom generation, and the time 
period from the late 1940s to the turn of the 21st 
century. The story crosses the continent from East 

to West and North to South, starting in Queens, 
NY, and moving on to Florida, Illinois, California, 
parts of the West, and back to the East Coast. 

Novels by men about sibling rivalry are not new. 
Consider the various intrigues in the similarly titled 
The Brothers Karamazov. Parenthetically, one of the 
pleasures of reading The Brothers Silver is the many 
literary and other references and allusions scattered 
throughout. There is no detriment to not recognizing 
them, but recognition adds its own thrill. Again, like 
Jacob and Esau, The Brothers Silver concerns two 
brothers, Jules – the older, and Leon – the younger. 
Typical of many families, particularly those with 
absent parents, the older son is the caregiver, but also 
deeply competitive, fearful of losing his birthright. 
Meanwhile, the younger is detached and depressed, 
but strong, smart, and handsome.

Less typical of novels written by men, The 
Brothers Silver is an in-depth exploration of the 
impact of childhood family trauma on the lives of 
two boys whose parents are abusive and neglectful. 
Their father, Ed Silver, who asserts that “all women 
are whores,” is a largely absent narcissist, unwilling 
or unable to provide financial or emotional support. 

Countering Culture
The Brothers Silver by Marc Jampole (Owl Canyon Press, 2021)

Jessica de Koninck
REVIEW



86

Their mother, Ethel Silver, experiences severe mood 
swings and errant behavior, leaving her unable 
to hold a job, care for her children, or manage 
anythingabout her life.

Writing about family trauma is also not new 
to literature, though it has unfortunately and 
often disdainfully been negatively characterized 
as confessional writing in both memoir and 
poetry, as if certain life experiences were either 
too embarrassing or too unworthy for literary 
exploration. In conversation, Jampole noted:

Being a victim myself of childhood 
abuse and neglect, and someone who 
struggled it an adult – the largest part of 
the struggle being admitting it, because I 
am, of course, male – I basically wanted 
to write about this subject.

Jampole writes from the poetic tradition. Despite 
the brilliance of the poet Robert Lowell, who may 
reasonably be called the progenitor of confessional 
writing, there appears to remain a sense that 
the exploration of feelings belongs to the realm 
of women writers and is less serious or worthy 
as subject matter. The Brothers Silver rejects that 
negative assessment and unflinchingly explores 
the origin and impact of childhood trauma. The 
novel explores its lifelong impact and the difficult 
and long-term work necessary each day in order 
to survive. Childhood trauma, Jampole noted in 
conversation, is not like a disease that you cure; it’s a 
disability that you learn to live with.

The book opens with the two young boys, Jules 
and Leon, wrestling, on the dusty floor of what 
turns out to be the courtroom chambers of the 
judge in their parents’ divorce hearing. The scene  
is heartbreaking. The nightmarishness worsens as 
their mother, popping pills, drives the boys home 
and, in a stupor, must be persuaded out of the car. 
There is an argument in the kitchen with their 
father about signing the divorce papers. Sometimes 

the house is clean, and meals are available. Often the 
boys are left to fend for themselves. Their situation, 
contrasted with Jules’s happier recollections and 
hopes that things may change for the better, only 
gets worse. The brothers remain helpless in the 
face of their mother’s repeated suicide attempts 
and inability to hold a job and their father’s 
physical absence and emotional unavailability.

The Brothers Silver is also a literary novel. As a 
result of both the authenticity of the child’s voice 
and Jampole’s use of language, the opening chapter 
is extremely powerful in establishing the source of 
trauma. For those who read for writing, the Brothers 
Silver is a glorious adventure. While the remaining 
chapters are not as fluid or compelling as the 
opening one, each drives the narrative, explores the 
possibilities of language and form, and mixes genres 
with fluidity. The text is keenly attuned to music, 
from the rhythms that permeate the chapters to the 
songs playing in the background or on the radio. 
Indeed, music, chess, politics, and philosophy are 
just a few of Jampole’s interests that The Brothers 
Silver has sufficient gravitas to explore.

The Brothers Silver contains twelve chapters, 
each of which can be read as an individual work, 
But the whole is larger than the sum of its parts. 
The opening chapter, “On the Cold Hill’s Side,” 
is particularly effective as a stand-alone piece. 
“Hashmal,” a hilarious drug-crazed romp through 
a soon-to-be-closed Mikvah (Jewish ritual bath) 
appeared in publication previously. Each chapter 
is written in a distinct voice and style. It is a work 
of literary fiction in the best tradition thereof. It 
harkens back to the mixed genre explorations of 
John Dos Passos, one of Jampole’s early influences.
As noted, “On the Cold Hill’s Side” is recounted in the 
voice of a pre-adolescent child. Jampole carefully 
employs the language and diction of childhood. At 
the same time, the adult reader’s understanding of 
the consequences of Ethel and Ed Silver’s behavior 
makes the experience for the reader and the reader’s 
compassion for the children that much more intense.
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While set forth on the page in prose format, the 
opening chapter is largely written in rhyme and 
meter. The attention to sound has a trance-like effect, 
pulling the reader along into the childhood world of 
Jules and Leon. Jampole, in conversation, emphasized 
his interest in writing novels using rhyme and the 
relationship between rhyme and meter to create 
emphasis. His use of poetic strategies to drive the 
narrative voice, with each phrase amplifying the 
next, contributes significantly to the effect of the 
opening chapter as a whole.

For example, this excerpt finds the Silver boys in 
the kitchen:

Inside, sleeves above my elbows, tie 
unclipped, I search the fridge and cabinets 
for something we can eat. Eggs to scramble, 
grated cheese, some onion dip, a box of 
Cream of Wheat. I talk of Mantle’s injuries 
to Lee, Howard at the plate replacing Yogi, 
how Whitey with a mighty curveball put 
a collar on Sherm Lollar, why I think the 
Reds will tank, why Matthews is as good 
as Ernie Banks, Cepeda, McCovey, other 
Giants. I speak to fill my brother’s silence.

Not only has Jampole established the setting 
of a boy working to feed himself and his brother 
and provided a time frame with the use of 
baseball examples, but, significantly, the hypnotic 
iambicpace filled with rhyme – “Lee” and “Yogi,” 
“collar” and “Lollar,” “tank” and “Banks” – 
creates an immersive experience for the reader.

Immediately before recounting the trauma 
that closes “On the Cold Hill’s Side,” Jules recites a 
lengthy lyric daydream in an attempt to fit together 
the broken pieces of his life. The reader understands 
that nothing makes sense to Jules and that, though 
he has been warned not to, he will blame himself for 
whatever has happened or will happen.

As with each succeeding chapter, the second 
chapter shifts tone, voice, and writing style. Jampole 

believes it essential to tell the story in different voices 
in order to gain a more complete perspective on the 
characters and their situation. Chapter Two is a 
soliloquy in the voice of Ed Silver, father of Jules and 
Leon. The boys are now on the verge of adulthood, 
Jules is in college, and Leon has taken off for San 
Francisco. This claustrophobic use of monologue 
is a particularly apt vehicle for a character with a 
limited world view who is deeply narcissistic. He 
understands neither his older son’s idealism nor the 
younger’s distance.

The third chapter moves to dialogue in the 
voice of secondary characters, an aunt and uncle. 
This may be the least successful of the chapters 
as an experiment in the use of language. Its 
emphasis on Southern dialect often feels forced 
and the characters one-dimensional. Yet the next 
chapter, a third-person dramatic dialogue, skillfully 
personifies Jules’s feelings by affording each one of 
the characters a literal voice. Here’s a brief sample in 
which the language feels fresh and satisfying.

Guilt: Unconscious mother, barking 
television, plastic vials, glass half-
filledwith water, knew it was all my fault.

Shame: Stupid, stupid, stupid, not to see 
her breathing. Not to see she was still alive. 

Anger: I knew she was alive. I wanted her 
to die. 

Another chapter is in the form of a letter. 
Like the first chapter, the final chapter is lengthy, 

approximately one-third of the entire book. It, too, is 
in the voice of Jules, now an adult, forty or so years 
after the first chapter. Like the opening chapter, 
the final one, titled “Along an Unknown Highway,” 
employs poetic strategies, but here the vocabulary, 
syntax, and diction are those of an adult in which 
Jules takes a lengthy road trip.
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Jampole pays homage to the long tradition of road 
trip stories with a quote from among the earliest, 
and certainly the best-known, opening with a quote 
from the beginning of Dante’s Inferno. The epigraph 
reminds the reader that it may be necessary to go 
through Hell to have any hope of getting even as far 
as Purgatory, let alone Heaven.

The extended road trip affords the opportunity to 
explore the turn of 21st-century American Zeitgeist. 
It’s a lamentation for the promise of the 1960s and 
the disappointing realities of the 2000s. Jules, 
driving alone, traverses the country to visit with an 
assortment of characters from his past, including 
people met while hitchhiking. Indeed, hitchhiking, a 
largely lost 20th-century phenomenon, is a central 
metaphor of The Brothers Silver. What would Jack 
Kerouac have had to say had he repeated his own 
road trip?

The opening paragraphs of the chapter, 
through their use of poetic tropes as well as literal 
language, make Jules’s road trip one that occurs 
both within and transcending space and time:

The tumbling sky shivers like my bleary 
body from the wind of speeding cars 
and trucks. Squinting drivers steer into a 
quivering solar ball that singes roads and 
signs, sears the fences, flames the crows 
and ducks. In my sight, glowing malls cross 
horizon’s edge and welkin squid-ink stains 
the spurge and sedge, leaches roofs and 
building cranes, dims the city structures 
into specks of light. 

The birth of night releases cicada 
humming, beetle scuffles, wind and spider 
throws. Moisture stumbles over dell. Wind 
song and cricket clatter swell and grow to 
ostentatious silence. A white noise knells. 
Time ceases giving hints of its existence.

Jules’s journey is most compelling when it 
affords him the opportunity to meditate or advances 
the narrative. His trip is less interesting when the 
characters begin to feel more like stereotypes than 
archetypes, and the narration becomes didactic 
rather than revealing.

There’s one of almost everyone – the drug 
dealer turned physician or politician, a lawyer who 
represented draft evaders now a management labor 
lawyer, a born-again Christian, black, white, gay, 
straight, inhibited, uptight. More men than women. 
With the exception of Ethel Silver, the female 
characters, including Jules’s former girlfriend 
Elaine, whom he calls El, are, for the most part, 
less fully realized than the male. There’s nothing 
particularly fresh about a drug dealer who grows up 
to be apsychiatrist. In light of the serious psychiatric 
problems among his family, more interesting is Jules’s 
aversion to medication for ADHD, and, by implication, 
other medications for psychiatric disorders.

The adult Jules, like most of the characters he 
encounters, has given up the idealism and hedonism 
of youth for financial security, routine, and certainty, 
but he was never an actor who tried to effect change. 
His principal and most important skill is survival, 
while his observations about complacency border 
on the trite:

But I was, nevertheless, part of the obscene 
machine that ground down the dream of a 
social democracy that we seemed on the 
path to reaching in the mid-seventies. I 
once believed fervently in the possibilities 
of a social democracy overseen by a real 
meritocracy, where everyone had a chance 
to thrive, a green land that provided a 
minimum standard of living, and free 
healthcare and education to all, financed 
by taxes on the wealthy, something like 
France or Scandinavia. That was then. Has 
my later apathy been any different from 
Dean’s?
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Yet his occasional focus on who has gained too 
much weight is entertaining and creates a sense of 
reality.

Jules’s reactions to, and coming to terms with, 
who each of these characters both was and has 
become ground the story and maintain momentum, 
even when the people themselves begin to become 
repetitive. Similarly, Jules maintains his feeling of 
being an outsider throughout.

While the ideological/political thread in the 
story of Jules’s trip feels somewhat forced and 
superficial, his continuing meditation about his 
failed relationship with Elaine provides a deeper 
understanding of Jules’s character. The reader 
is left almost as baffled as Jules himself at his 
subsequent ability to establish and maintain a long-
term marriage and a stable relationship with his 
daughter. He believes it relates to his ability to view 
himself as the perpetual outsider.

His outsider status is the wall Jules has created 
to distance himself from his emotions. Yet his ability 
to connect with people he has not seen for years, his 
successful career as well as the family relationships 
of his adulthood, feel grounded and real and speak 
of a level of hard work and commitment for which 
Jules never gives himself credit. That lack of 
acknowledgment of self-worth resonates as the 
residue of a traumatic childhood. It is a corollary to 
taking on the perpetual role of outsider.

None of us is truly our brother’s keeper. We 
can offer help or guidance, but, in the end, we 
can only live our own lives. And none of us can 
escape whatever trauma life has brought us. The 
challenge is how to live with trauma. Do we live in 
denial, build walls to shut out feelings? Do we live in 
perpetual adolescence without daring to explore the 
possibilities of adulthood? The damage of childhood 
trauma, will, to a greater or lesser extent, always be 
permanent. The challenge presented by The Brothers 
Silver is the challenge to survive.
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It is always desire 
that we both desire.
We sit in a parked car.  
This is our lot, 
but it could be any lot.  
We do not drive until 
there is a destination 
It is 10 pm on a tuesday, 
election season, 
and we have just begun 
the process 
of learning each other’s  
ugliest tendencies— 
and, thus, 
becoming in love. 
For purposes of expediency 
we compromise and cheer ourselves up 
with sex and an hour of dumb youtube.

Something is moving through 
Something is moving through

I have consumed not a drop of water. 
All day I idle. 
There is a longing and beneath it, 
a deeper, more prolonged longing. 
The first is easier to deal with, 
and so we make toast and eggs, 
with yolk cooked perfectly.
We let it drip onto our fingers,
feel satisfied, 
fill out our ballots for the illusion 
of choice, of impact on future. 
Up There, your father, who is a pastor, 
says there is somebody who is deciding. 
I plead in the ways I know how. 

ELECTION SEASON
Mackenzie Whitehead-Bust
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Something is moving through 
Something is moving through 

While playing zombies for the thousandth time, 
your housemate says to the other men 
Bro you know that feeling 
when you don’t feel anything 
and sex doesn’t feel good anymore? 
Men always joke, 
when what they mean to say is:
am I normal, or do I need help?

We work in fits and starts 
in fits and starts, we move on through 
I present my feminist manifesto to my therapist 
and she says, is it really that bad 
to pretend you’re having an ok time 
if you’re having an ok time, 
which, I admit, was radically honest 
but, too much for me to consider 
at the time. 
At the time, I turn 21 
I don’t invite anyone to my birthday party 
directly, 
so that my friends have to 
prove themselves to me, 
which they do 
exceedingly, painfully well.

You say that at this point 
you are apathetic to the possibility 
that everything 
down to the last
blade of grass 
could change, at any moment 
and with no warning. 
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I agree, though I have decided 
that my main fear
is that it already happened, 
and we haven’t been looking 
at what we thought we were looking at
for many months now. 
And, when we bike 
through the cemetery at dusk
and the stranger yells 
No—
pleads—
Stop! 
People’s ancestors 
have laid their heads to rest 
Right there, 
Right there, 
really she is saying 
please respect the rules 
that remain 
unbreakable 
such as:
do not disrespect graves 
and always say thank you 
and there is a cost for everything,
and desire, like energy,
cannot be created nor destroyed
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FROM THE ARCHIVES

The Archives section of the Vassar Review has 
always been devoted to the act of looking backwards, 
to finding parallels and moments of clarity in 
retrospect. As editors, we concentrated on two 
periods that felt relevant, choosing the backdrops 
of the 1930s (some of the earliest years represented 
in the collection) and the 1980s. Each of these eras 
seemed to echo the turmoil of our present moment; 
the volumes we dissected positioned observations 
of political extremities bleeding into the personal, 
alongside works of prose about finding love or the 
mundanities of student life. Our responsibilities to 
the journal felt especially relevant, if not slightly 
more obvious, considering the context of the 
theme. Everything we found could have been a 
present day contribution—every allusion to time, to 
security angst, to love, to repetition, even the very 
act of remembering became a reference to Cycle & 
Circumstance.

Jennifer O’Grady’s poem entitled “Grandfather” 
was featured in the Spring 1984 edition of the 
Vassar Review. The piece locates its narrator against 
the backdrop of a hospital, wherein her Grandfather 
lies ill. In the first stanza, the author writes, “That 
last afternoon / as the sun, bleary-eyed, sank to 
concrete we drove over softened roads,” continuing, 
“I studied / the round olive faces of crossing women, 
/ lips like wrinkled tomatoes, and thought / I will 
not see this again.” Our narrator begins with an 

acknowledgement of endings, noting wrinkled skin 
and a “last afternoon.” As the poem progresses, 
these images linger— “I was staring at a brown 
door. / Hundreds of cracks,” “White hair, white lips, 
skin / stretched across white veins,” “How can I say 
/ the lessons have stopped, I have / no time. I shook 
my head but / no words came.” The poem ends with 
a final acknowledgement of impermanence, even in 
the face of an unconditional relationship: “Now / he 
will ask me. The head pivots slowly towards me. / 
Lids roll back like heavy clouds. / In the dullness of 
his gaze, all questions cease to breathe. / Behind him 
a window looks on the stone-washed sky.” O’Grady’s 
piece discloses an attuned intimacy that transcends, 
even as it mourns, the loss of youth and life.

Hospitals have always been cyclical spaces, 
addresses of the most personal and impersonal of 
experiences. They are inherent homes of healing and 
illness, birth and death, and hope and hopelessness. 
Regardless, their walls remain blank, fluorescently-
lit canvases inscribed with the invisible ink of 
collective memory. This past year has forced us to 
reimagine our most primal senses of self, place and 
security; it has filled hospital beds to capacity, placed 
tents in Central Park and refrigerator trucks storing 
the dead on street corners. Our institutions have 
revealed their cracks and loose ends, challenging 
us to care for our communities from the bounds of 
isolation. We write this in April of 2021, a period 
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of transition and reflection as memories of a 
year agotoday fill our timelines and promises of 
vaccination loom on the horizon.

“Through a Glass Darkly” by Ruth Yvette 
Lehman, was published in the February 1932  
issue of the Vassar Review. The poem ruminates on 
themes of familial love, transience, and the feeling 
of something being not quite right. Lehman, 
writing during the Great Depression, crafts a call to 
action, addressing her attentions and sympathies 
to the “workers in the city whose lids are glued / At 
the corners for want of sleep”—to the “hungry that 
search for food / In the garbage on the street” and 
to “a brood […] spawned to disease in the slums.” She 
speaks of apparent sympathetic fathers, shaking 
their heads at “the minds of young girls’’ who dare 
to ask, “What have you done” to support us? “What 
have you done” to support them?

Lehman repeats a refrain: “The days curl 
lovingly at our fingers.” Since the pandemic began 
over a year ago, time has moved like curling 
wisps of smoke, seemingly disjointed as we were 
confronted by the loss of time, touch, and life, 
returning to emptied streets and spaces that did 
not feel quite right. These days of missing bled 
from weeks, into months, over a year. Past and 
present moved in flux, and we were left constantly 
ruminating on what could have been, what might 
still be. Time has always slipped away too quickly. 
But “the days curl lovingly at our fingers.” 

The COVID-19 pandemic felt like a true break in 
the cycle, in circumstance—a deadly disruption that 
no one could have predicted. As we looked at other 
times of strife, however, other moments of people 
writing through heartbreak and catastrophe from a 
new world that seemed irrevocably and undeniably 
altered, we realized that this is not really the case. 
Lehman sets a scene of beauty: “The days curl 
lovingly around our fingers / Petals caressing, 
and make way each for each silently soundlessly 
drifting,” but she continues, “and yet...the darkness 
is implied in light / And yet…a strange misgiving 

lingers.” Nothing is right, but the petals continue to 
fall and ache in their bloom. Lehman writes, “The 
parlor is warm, and carefully put together / Fitted to 
us listening,” but “the questions rise of themselves, 
and are not strange, or new.” Five hundred and 
sixty-four thousand people have died in the United 
States from COVID-19 as flowers fall and seasons 
change. She continues, “From underground in 
the seams of the tunnelled earth / from the gaunt 
North, ripe South, towned East, flung West: Talk 
jets in little streams. / The streams will run together 
and make a mighty sound / to resurrect the dead. 
There are throats turgid with things to be said.” 
This year, we are not all here. The cherry blossoms 
on Vassar’s campus have just begun to bloom. Ruth 
Lehman closes her poem: “We shall not be moved.”

Ava Boal, Stella Belt
Archives Editors
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A R T S

KATHY BRUCE
Nostalgia for Paradise, 2020
Collage 
11½  x 12½”

CATHERINE CHALMERS
pink leaf, 2012
Pigment print 
From the series, Antworks in Progress

three leaves, 2016
Pigment print
From the series, Antworks in Progress

FAITH HOLL AND
Detumescence, 2020
Mixed media
Variable dimensions

MIRA LEHR
Things That Change, 2020
Burned and dyed Japanese paper, acrylic, ink, thread,  
map pins and hand drawing on canvas 
53½  x 40½” 

ANNE LINDBERG

Cycles of Seeing 01, 2020
Graphite and colored pencil on mat board 
34 x 116”

CANNUPA HANSKA LUGER
(Be)Longing, 2019
Mixed media life-size buffalo skeleton, sculptural  
installation; ceramic, steel, ribbon, and fiber 
Drone image, courtesy of the artist

PORTIA MUNSON
Juvenile, 2015
Pigmented ink on Hahnemuhle matte fine art paper 
14 x 19”

Mourning Dove, 2015
Pigmented ink on Hahnemuhle matte fine art paper 
12¾ x 18”

BEATRICE PEDICONI
Detail Untitled Small #5, 2019
Emulsion lift on watercolor paper
6 x 5’’

Untitled Small #12, 2020
Emulsion lift on watercolor paper
26 x 20’’

JULIA RANDALL
Garden, 2018
Modeling Clay
8 x 15 x 5”

Suspended, 2016
Archival inkjet print of sculpture made from  
dandelion, hair, pins, and black velvet
40 x 26”

Tethered, 2016
Archival inkjet print of sculpture made from  
dandelion, hair, pins, and black velvet
51 x 44”
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CALEB STEIN
Embracing Friends, 2016
Archival inlet print
11 x 17”

Sanjay, 2016
Archival inlet print
11 x 17”

PHYLLIS TROUT
Bardo #1372, 2015
Monotype
14 x 17”

Bardo #351, 2019
Monotype/ watercolor
9 x 12”

EVELYN HANG YIN
Lifeline, 2019
C-print
16 x 20”

So Long, My Early Friends, 2020
Film still 
Dimensions variable
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D I G I TA L  M E D I A

KAITLIN BRYSON & MATEA FRIEND  
WITH SOUND BY IAN NELSON
Trans[re]lations, 2020
Video installation 
9:44

KAT YA GROKHOVSKY  
Hours Hours, 2019
Video
13:05

CANNUPA HANSKA LUGER
(Be)Longing, 2019
Video
3:33

JAMES PROCTOR
Zephyr, 2020
Digital video 
2:00

JULIA RANDALL
Sticky, 2014
Digital video
2:46 (to be looped)

TIANYI SUN
Mediums of Remembrance, 2020
Digital video
8:50

A R C H I V E S

RUTH Y VET TE LEHMAN
“Through a Glass Darkly”
Vassar Review, 1932

JENNIFER O’GRADY
“Grandfather”
Vassar Review, 1984
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C O N T R I B U T O R S

Z.C. AARDT
Z.C. Aardt is a writer and educator currently working on a 
short story collection. Aardt publishes fiction, essays, and 
creative nonfiction.

JEFF ALFORD
Jeff Alford ‘06 is a critic and collector based in Denver, 
CO. He works as a gallery archivist and writes for Kirkus 
Reviews, Colorado Review, Rain Taxi, and Bubbles, among other 
magazines. He also runs Wig Shop, an online store that sells 
indie comics, artist’s books, and other various esoterica. 
See more at www.wigshopwebshop.com

LOIS BEARDSLEE
Lois Beardslee is an Anishinaabe (Ojibwe, a.k.a. Chippewa) 
author and illustrator of both fiction and nonfiction. Her most 
recent book, a poetry collection titled Words Like Thunder: 
New and Used Anishinaabe Prayers (Wayne State University 
Press 2020) is the recipient of a 2021 Michigan Notable Book 
Award.

JULIE PHILLIPS BROWN
Trained as a poet, painter, and graphic designer, Julie Phillips 
Brown is the author of The Adjacent Possible (winner of the 2019 
Hopper Poetry Prize, forthcoming from Green Writers Press) 
and Editor-in-Chief of House Mountain Review. Her poems 
and essays have previously appeared or are forthcoming 
in Borderlands, Columbia Poetry Review, Crab Orchard 
Review, Denver Quarterly, Interim, Jacket2, Literary Mama, 
Nashville Review, Plume, Revolute, Tahoma Literary Review, 
Twyckenham Notes, Vinyl, Yemassee, and elsewhere. She is 
currently a Society Fellow atthe Society for the Humanities 
at Cornell University, where she is completing a scholarly 
monograph on contemporary women’s poetry and book arts.
https://www.tactualpoiesis.com

KATHY BRUCE
Kathy Bruce is an environmental visual artist whose work 
explores human forms within the context of poetry, literature 
and the natural environment. She received an MFA from Yale 
University and certificate from The Pennsylvania Academy 

of the Fine Arts. Ms. Bruce is the recipient of numerous 
grants and awards including a Pollock-Krasner Foundation 
Fellowship, 2 Fulbright-Hayes scholar grants to Peru and a 
Ford Foundation Grant. She has exhibited her work in the US, 
UK and internationally including Senegal, Taiwan, Denmark, 
Peru, France, and Canada.

KAITLIN BRYSON

Kaitlin Bryson is an ecological artist concerned with 
environmental and social justice. Her art practice and activism 
are focused on biological and metaphysical applications of 
healing, responding to the pervasive persistence of harm in 
the world. Bryson primarily works with fungi as resource, 
metaphor and collaborators for her artworks. Bryson 
received an MFA in Art & Ecology from the University of 
New Mexico and currently lives and works in Los Angeles, 
CA. In 2019, Bryson co-founded The Submergence Collective, 
an environmental arts collective focused on projects that 
imagine more collaborative, creative, hopeful and ecologically 
connected futures for our human species and rest of the 
living world.
www.kaitlinbryson.com

CATHERINE CHALMERS
Catherine Chalmers is an artist and filmmaker who works 
at the intersection of science and nature. She does extensive 
research for each of her long-term, multimedia projects, 
and a direct engagement with the natural world is central to 
her practice. She holds a B.S. in Engineering from Stanford 
University and an M.F.A. in Painting from the Royal College 
of Art in London. 
https://www.catherinechalmers.com/

COLEMAN
Harboring no regret, as an adolescent, Coleman fled from 
Oklahoma. He hid out in New York’s Finger Lakes until his 
arrest. Upon his release, he pretended to study in Ann Arbor, 
then disguised himself as various professionals in the alleys, 
lofts and high-rises of Chicago. At the age of 50, he moved to 
a cabin in a Wisconsin woods, became a lumberjack, and that’s 
okay. Now in his dotage, he raises chickens, trains dogs and 
writes plays to amuse and frighten himself. He rides a bike.



102

PHILLIP CRYMBLE
Phillip Crymble is a physically disabled writer living in 
Atlantic Canada. A graduate of the University of Michigan’s 
MFA program, his work has appeared in Poetry Ireland Review, 
The Forward Book of Poetry, Guesthouse, and elsewhere. In 
2019, Diane Seuss selected him as the winner of the Penny-
Farthing Prize.
https://nyq.org/poets/poet/phillipcrymble
@phillipcrymble

BENJAMIN FARO

Benjamin Faro is a writer living in Asunción, Paraguay. His 
work appears in Passengers Journal, Invisible City, and STORGY 
Online, among other literary outlets. Read more at 
www.benjaminfaro.com.

MATEA FRIEND
Matea Friend is a new media artist working in video and 
photographic installation. Friend’s work creates immersive 
environments that use the medium of light to simultaneously 
collapse and expand our experience of time. Through layered 
conceptual installations her work distorts the perception of 
reality and challenges traditional notions of gender, identity, 
and the environment. Friend received a BFA from the Design 
Media Arts program at the University of California Los 
Angeles and has exhibited her work throughout Los Angeles. 
www.mateafriend.com

KAT YA GROKHOVSKY
Born in Ukraine and raised in Australia, Katya Grokhovsky 
is a New York-based artist, curator, and Founding Director 
of The Immigrant Artist Biennial. Grokhovsky has received 
support through numerous residencies, fellowships and 
awards including (EFA) Studio Program, The Museum of 
Arts and Design Studio Program, SVA MFA Art Practice 
AIR, Pratt Fine Arts Department AIR, Watermill Center, 
Brooklyn Arts Council Grant and more. Her work has been 
exhibited nationally and internationally. Grokhovsky earned 
an MFA from the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, 
a BFA from Victorian College of the Arts, and a BA in
fashion from Royal Melbourne Institute of Technology.  
https://www.katyagrokhovsky.net

FAITH HOLL AND
Faith Holland (b. 1985, New York, living in Switzerland) is 

an artist, curator, and educator whose multimedia practice 
focuses on gender, intimacy, and technology. She has exhibited 
at venues such as The Whitney Museum of American Art 
(New York), NRW Forum (Düsseldorf), Fotografisk Center 
(Copenhagen), Boulder Museum of Contemporary Art 
(Boulder), Human Resources (Los Angeles), and DAM Gallery 
(Berlin). Her work has been written about in Artforum, The 
New York Times, The New Yorker, The Sunday Times UK, Elephant, 
Hyperallergic, Broadly, and The Observer. She has been a 
NYFA Fellowship Finalist in Digital/Electronic Art, an artist-
in-residence at Jamaica Center for Arts and Learning and 
Harvestworks, and a finalist for Fotomuseum Winterthur’s 
Post-Photography Prototyping Prize. She opened Hard/Soft, 
her third solo exhibition with TRANSFER, online and offline 
in 2020 as well as Touchscreen at L’Unique in Caen, France.

VL ATKA HORVAT
Vlatka Horvat is an artist working across a wide range 
of forms, including sculp ture, installation, drawing, 
performance, photography, and writing. Her work in visual 
art is presented internationally in a variety of contexts – in 
museums and galleries, theater and dance festivals, and in 
public space. Her story House Calls was published in December 
2020 by Nightjar Press as part of their single-story chapbook 
series. Born in what used to be Yugoslavia, she moved to the 
US as a teenager. After twenty years in the US, she now lives 
in London, UK, where she teaches in the Fine Art department 
at Central Saint Martins, University of the Arts London. 
www.vlatkahorvat.com | Twitter: @vlatkahorvat

B. FULTON JENNES
The Poet Laureate of Ridgefield, CT, B. Fulton Jennes serves 
as poet-in-residence for the Aldrich Contemporary Art 
Museum. Her poems have or will appear in The Comstock 
Review, Tupelo Quarterly, Night Heron Barks, Anti-Heroin Chic, 
Connecticut River Journal, ArtAscent, Tar River Poetry, Stone 
Canoe, Naugatuck River Journal, Frost Meadow Review, and 
other publications. Jennes’s chapbook, Blinded Birds, will be 
published by Finishing Line Press in spring of 2022.

KAT KIRKMAN
Kat Kirkman is a recent graduate of The George Washington 
University in Washington, D.C., where she majored in English 
and American Studies. During her Midwestern upbringing in 
Crawfordsville, Indiana, she formed a tenacious passion for 
cinema and television that eventually became a penchant for 
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film criticism. Throughout Kat’s undergraduate career, she 
gravitated toward cinema studies as an exhilarating approach 
to the intersections of culture, history, and entertainment. 
This fall, Kat will begin the Film and Media Production MA 
program at American University, which she hopes will 
prepare her for a career in the film industry.
 
JESSICA DE KONINCK
Jessica de Koninck is the author of one full-length poetry 
collection, Cutting Room (Terrapin Books, 2016) and one 
chapbook. Her reviews have appeared in Presence and in 
Jewish Currents. A multiple Pushcart Prize nominee, she was 
a winner of the 2020 Writer’s Almanac “pandemic poetry” 
contest. Jessica teaches writing workshops for adults.

KELSEY L ARSON
Kelsey K Larson lives in the greater Seattle area. Her work has 
been seen in Red Queen Literary Magazine, L’Éphémère Review, The 
Vignette Review, Kaaterskill Basin Literary Journal, and Poplorish.

MIRA LEHR
Mira Lehr, a multimedia artist based in Miami, whose career 
spans six decades is known for her nature-based imagery 
that includes painting, design, printmaking, sculpture and 
video installations. Processes consist of non-traditional media 
such as resin, ignited gunpowder and fuses, fire, Japanese 
paper, dyes and welded steel. She graduated from Vassar in 
1956 with a degree in History of Art. 

ANNE LINDBERG
Anne Lindberg’s work has been in solo and group exhibitions 
at such places as The Drawing Center (NYC), Tegnerforbundet 
(Norway), SESC Bom Retiro (Sao Paulo), The Mattress Factory, 
Museum of Fine Arts Boston, Museum of Arts and Design, 
CAM Raleigh, US Embassy in Burma, Thomas Cole National 
Historic Site, Bemis Center for Contemporary Art, Akron 
Art Museum, Cranbrook Art Museum, Contemporary Art 
Center Cincinnati, John Michael Kohler Art Center, and Omi 
International Art Center among others. Lindberg is a recipient 
of awards including a 2011 Painters & Sculptors Joan Mitchell 
Foundation Grant, Charlotte Street Foundation Fellowship, 
Lighton International Artists Exchange, Art Omi International 
Artists Residency, and a Mid-America National Endowment for 
the Arts Fellowship. Lindberg earned an MFA from Cranbrook 
Academy of Art; she lives and works in Ancramdale, New York.

CANNUPA HANSKA LUGER
Cannupa Hanska Luger is a multidisciplinary artist of 
Mandan, Hidatsa, Arikara, Lakota and European descent. 
Through monumental installations that incorporate 
ceramics, video, sound, fiber, steel and repurposed materials, 
Luger interweaves performance and political action to 
communicate stories about 21st century Indigeneity. Using 
social collaboration and in response to timely and site-specific 
issues, Luger produces multi-pronged projects which 
oftentimes presents a call to action, provoking diverse publics 
to engage with Indigenous peoples and values apart from 
the lens of colonial social structuring. Luger lectures and 
participates in residencies and projects around the globe and 
his work is collected internationally.  He is a 2020 Creative 
Capital Award recipient, a 2019 Joan Mitchell Foundation 
Painters & Sculptors Grant recipient and the recipient of 
the 2018 Museum of Arts and Design’s inaugural Burke 
Prize. Luger holds a BFA in studio arts from the Institute of 
American Indian Arts. 
www.cannupahanska.com @cannupahanska

CAROL D MARSH
Carol D. Marsh, a 2014 graduate of Goucher College’s MFA 
program, has won essay contests (2021 Tucson Festival of 
Books, 2016 New Millennium Writings), and been named 
finalist in others (2020 Solstice Literary Journal Contest, 2017 
Under the Gum Tree, 2014 Soundings Review). Other essays 
have appeared in Los Angeles Review’s Best of Annual print 
edition, River Teeth, Chautauqua Journal, and Lunch Ticket, 
among others. Marsh’s book, Nowhere Else I Want to Be: A 
Memoir, was a Finalist (Memoir) in the Sarton Women’s Book 
Award 2018. 
https://www.caroldmarsh.com/

LORIA MENDOZA
Loria Mendoza is a Chicanx writer, musician, performance 
artist, and curator from Austin, TX, where she keeps it weird. 
She has degrees in English Literature and Creative Writing 
from Swarthmore College and San Francisco State University. 
Their first book, Life’s Too Short, (Fourteen Hills Press, 2017) 
won the Michael Rubin Book Award, and their second book, 
The Body Can Tolerate, awaits review for publication.
LoriaMendoza.com
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RITA MOOKERJEE
Rita Mookerjee is an Assistant Teaching Professor in 
the Women’s and Gender Studies Program at Iowa State 
University. Her poetry is featured in Juked, Hobart Pulp, New 
Orleans Review, The Offing, and the Baltimore Review.

PORTIA MUNSON
Portia Munson is a visual artist working concurrently in 
installation, painting, drawing, photography and sculpture. 
She approaches her work from an environmental and 
feminist perspective. Her work has been exhibited widely 
since the early 1990s. She is represented by PPOW Gallery 
in New York.

PORSHA OL AYIWOL A
Porsha Olayiwola is the author of the collection I shimmer 
sometimes, too and is the current poet laureate for the city 
of Boston. She is a 2020 Academy of American Poets Poet 
Laureate Fellow. She is an MFA candidate at Emerson College.
www.porshaolayiwola.com

BEATRICE PEDICONI
Beatrice Pediconi is an Italian-born visual artistbased in New 
York. Her interdisciplinary practice flows between a variety 
of traditional mediums in order to arrive at unprecedented 
formal and expressive methodologies. Pediconi earned a 
Bachelor’s degree in Art and Architecture from La Sapienza 
University, Rome in 1999. She is a recipient of the Djerassi 
Resident Artists Program (Woodside, California) (2019) and 
Yaddo (Saratoga Springs, New York) (2018). Her work has 
been shown internationally in exhibitions including, most 
recently, Cinema Ephemera, Central Brooklyn Public Library, 
NY (2020), NUCLEUS/Imagining Science, Noorderlicht 
International Photography Festival, Groningen, The 
Netherlands (2017); The Other View: Italian Women 1965-2015, 
La Triennale di Milano, Italy (2016-17).

JAMES PROCTOR
James Proctor is a software artist who uses software systems 
to investigate the physical, social, and political systems that 
shape our world. Specifically, the ways our values as a society 
are encoded into the environment we build for ourselves. His 
work has been featured in group shows at SOMArts, NY 
Media Center, CICA, Harvest Works, XXXI, Plexus Projects, 
Gallery Aferro, and Human NYC.

JEREMY RADIN
Jeremy Radin is a poet, actor, playwright, teacher, and 
extremely amateur gardener. His poems have appeared 
(or are forthcoming) in Ploughshares, The Colorado Review, 
Crazyhorse, Gulf Coast, The Journal, The Southern Review, and 
elsewhere. He is the author of two collections of poetry: 
Slow Dance with Sasquatch (Write Bloody Publishing, 2012) 
and Dear Sal (Not A Cult Press, 2021). He was born and lives 
in Los Angeles where he earned his MFA in Eating Large 
Sandwiches at Brent’s Delicatessen. Follow him @germyradin

JULIA RANDALL
Julia Randall centers her sculpture, drawings and video on 
the pleasures and discomforts of being human. She often 
combines images of the natural world to create metaphors 
for the human corporeal experience.
https://www.julia-randall.com/

DANIELLE SHORR
Danielle (she/her/hers) is an MFA alum and professor of 
disability/queer rhetoric at Chapman University forever 
trying to make the transition from poetry to fiction. Her work 
has appeared in Lunch Ticket, Crab Fat Magazine, Hobart, Split 
Lip, Redivider, and more.
Danielleshorr.com

CALEB STEIN
Caleb Stein (b. 1994, London) is a multimedia artist who 
graduated from Vassar College in 2017. His work explores 
the fragility of memory through an embrace of community 
and the dynamic, energetic interactions that occur within 
it. Questions surrounding mythology and narrative as they 
relate to the United States and the international influence it 
exerts sit at the core of much of Stein’s work, as he grapples 
with his relationship to the country that has become his 
adopted home. Stein’s work has been exhibited internationally 
(Vincom Center for Contemporary Art, Hanoi (with Andrea 
Orejarena), Red Hook Labs, Brooklyn, Photo Vogue Festival, 
Milan, Palm* Photo Prize at Photo London, Rose Gallery, Santa 
Monica, among other places). His work has been published 
in Vogue Italia, i-D Vice, DAZED, WePresent, among other 
places. Awardsinclude a nomination for the 2020 W. Eugene 
Smith Grant (with Andrea Orejarena), the Fotografie Museum 
Amsterdam 2020 Talent Longlist (with Andrea Orejarena), 
and a Juror’s Pick in a LensCulture Open Call by Legacy Russell 
(Curator, the Studio Museum, Harlem), among other awards. 
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He has given artist talks for Christie’s Education, Sotheby’s 
Art Institute, International Center of Photography (ICP), UCL, 
and holds an ongoing lecture series in collaboration with 
Daisie App. In the fall of 2021 his collaboration with Andrea 
Orejarena, ‘Long Time No See’ will be published as an artist 
book by Jiazazhi Press, designed by Brian Paul Lamotte with 
texts by Đỗ Tường Linh and Forensic Architecture.

EUGENE STEVENSON
Eugene Stevenson is the son of immigrants, the father 
of expatriates. His chapbook, The Population of Dreams, 
is forthcoming from Finishing Line Press. He lives in the 
mountains of western North Carolina.

TIANYI SUN
Tianyi Sun lives and works between Seattle, New York 
City, and Beijing. Her practice explores the modes in which 
bodily experiences are encoded, re-coded, archived, and 
disseminated. She is concerned with de-centering singular 
narratives and excavating alternative encounters within data 
and archival schemas.

PHYLLIS TROUT
Phyllis Trout is a painter, printmaker, and educator who lives 
in Brooklyn. 

MACKENZIE WHITEHEAD-BUST
Mackenzie Whitehead-Bust is a poet from Denver, Colorado. 
She’s a student at Vassar College, where she studies American 
Studies and Creative Writing. 

EVELYN HANG YIN
Evelyn Hang Yin is an interdisciplinary artist and filmmaker 
based in Los Angeles. Yin investigates how her experience 
moving between China and the U.S. informs her cultural 
identity, and is invested in issues of race, history, place/
displacement, and collective memory. 

TAYLOR ZHANG
Taylor Zhang is an English teacher. She co-runs a Risograph 
micropress (Choo Choo Press) that publishes literary zines 
and chapbooks with an emphasis on queerness, nostalgia, 
obsession, and states of liminality. Her own work can be 
found or is forthcoming in The Massachusetts Review, The 
Louisville Review, The Drift, and Columbia Journal. Originally 

from Jackson, Mississippi, she now lives and works in 
Brooklyn, New York.
taylorzhang.com
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