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Editorial 

I n every bit of who we are, we find the evidence of the people we have known and the decisions we 
have made. Their influences are indelible and far-reaching, affecting who we are and who we may 
become. They are the essence of our lives.

 In compiling this issue, with the myriad of explorations of everything that comprises the themes 
of relationships and choices, it was impossible to ignore the common thread that connected each sub-
mission: whether for good or for ill, whether romantic, platonic, hostile or gentle, everyone and ev-
erything we encounter changes us and molds us in invisible ways. And though sometimes difficult to 
define, this issue ventures to at the very least express them, to communicate how each artist and author 
has been changed, how we each may change from experiences that mirror theirs, and how we may find 
companionship in the conveyance and commiseration of the things and people who have made us, us.

 For my part, participating in this collection and bearing witness to these expressions was a priv-
ilege. I hope that you may find yourself within its pages as much as I have, and be as gratefully affected.

§
  

Celeste Miller
Publisher
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Let’s Talk Theatre... 

Celeste Miller

With Rod Carley & Joshua Bainbridge

“W
 The following interview took place in North Bay in July 2016.

§

CELESTE MILLER: Let’s start with the most obvious first question - how did you two meet? How did your relationship as 
mentor and mentee begin?

JOSHUA BAINBRIDGE: Well, nine years ago I went to a local high school here in North Bay, and there was a great theatre 
arts program there, and Rod brought his Rep 21 class--a theatre arts class--in to do a little bit of a reach ahead; work with us 
on a show and pair us (every actor in the school program) with an actor from his company for notes. From there, working 
with [Rod] in that small area, I really got interested in the program and I just really liked the energy that was put out. I knew 
I wanted to pursue theatre, and I decided I really wanted to learn under Rod, and I ended up at Canadore in Theatre Arts.

CM: And how have you been a professor there Rod?

ROD CARLEY: Eleven years now. I created the program in 2004; I approached then-President Barbara Taylor at that time 
because there was no conservatory training for acting of any kind North of Toronto. So I pitched the idea that there was a 
need for it, and she gave me the green light to research and I went back with what was happening in the schools in Toronto 
and across the country. Got the green light to develop curriculum, and did, then got approved by the ministry and we audi-
tioned for our first intake in the spring of 2005 and opened our doors in the fall of 2005. 

CM: What kind of structure did it start out with, compared to what it has now?

RC: Well it’s definitely shifting now; it started out as “Theatre Arts” and now it’s called “Acting for Stage and Screen”, so 
we’re now adding more of that aspect of film and TV performance to it, which ties in with the new digital cinematography 
program they have on campus now. So that’s one of the major changes we’re going through, because you’ve got to stay 
current and relevant on top of training the basics.

CM: In the recorded lectures of yours I’ve been looking at since we first spoke, you talked alot about how theatre has pro-
gressed from past to present and how it had its roots in ancient times until now. And that’s what stood out particularly as a 
point of interest: imagining how theatre has had to change and adapt from then until now, when attention spans seem shorter 
and a lot of TV and film being mostly made up of jump cuts, all available for instant download and instant digestion, until 
they move on to the next thing.

RC: It’s a challenge for sure. But it’s interesting, because as you saw, another thing I talked about in there was the many chal-

hy is it every other person you meet says they’re an artist? A real artist doesn’t need to 
gas on about it, he doesn’t have time. He does his work and sweats it out in silence, and no one can help him at all.”

   —Paula McLain, The Paris Wife
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lenges theatre has faced in its very long history. Like in the 
1950s it was the advent of television. It’s always something. 
But I think there’s always going to be a need for storytelling 
about the human condition, where people are assembled in the 
same space together, and the audience and actors are breathing 
the same air. That’s an experience you could never replicate 
with electronic media. That’s why even though it’s a scrappy 
fight for theatre’s survival sometimes, there’s never any real 
concern of losing, because there will always be a need for that 
unique experience that only theatre can offer. On some level, 
it will always be here.

 Everything goes through cycles. You can feel it in 
the air really--there’s a trend toward throwbacks. Like people 
buying vinyl again--people have a craving for genuine con-
nection. I think there’s going to be a push-back against the 
electronic disconnect.

CM: Absolutely. And going back to your work together, how 
did you both start working and collaborating together outside of the 
context of school programs? Did you [Rod] specifically want to mentor someone?

RC: Want me to start that one Josh, and you can pick it up from there? Alright, so like Josh said, he was in my class 
and his graduating class came to do some work for me. And in the fall of 2008, I was directing the Canadian premier 
of “Talking to Terrorists”, which is an incredible piece with actors portraying terrorists from around the world, and 
Josh was cast in that as part of a Muslim cell in London. It was a large ensemble cast, but he was really terrific, and 
so that positive energy grew our working relationship from there. Working with him in the program, I watched him 
grow from there, very self-motivated and already working on his own scripts and getting them out there. And during 
his graduation year, I was working on a one-man show, and he came in and helped in that, and we began developing 
a Musketeers trilogy and it just kept growing from there. I haven’t sat down and thought about all the projects we’ve 
worked on together until now, but whether it’s him directing me or me directing him or us collaborating together on 
something, I think we’ve gotten to well over 20 now.

JB: Yeah, just in the last six years or so alone, following my graduation and working together on as much as we could, 
Rod really became a mentor for me, in and outside the program. He’s always looking to better himself, as a director 
or actor or creative thinker, and leads by example, and I just latched onto that as an influence, and we quickly became 
good friends outside the program. It’s wonderful, getting to work with such a close friend; he’s one of those people 
where if I’m stuck on something but I can get a hold of him, I know he’ll help me through it, and vice versa.

RC: Exactly. And from my perspective, it’s been wonderful watching Josh grow in his work and his voice. I think he’s 
an important new voice in the industry, and he’s really developing into an incredible creator and it’s great to see. You 
know, we joke about being brothers in arms. Brothers in art, more like. It’s that thing where you know someone’s got 
your back, which is wonderful. We’ve worked together so well and so often, that we almost have our own short hand.

CM: Definitely--that seems to be essential and central in the arts community, the collaboration and support.

RC: Exactly. And you know, we’ve all had those situations where we’re in a spot where we don’t have that kind of 
support and meeting of minds. That just makes us appreciate when we get into the right circle, with individuals who 
are dedicated and a joy to work with. It’s called “a play” for a reason; that’s what we all want it to be. There’s a sense 
of play to it, but it’s hard work--constructive play--and you want to be around the right people for it, you want people 
who are dedicated.

CM: I imagine it can certainly be isolating, like many arts professions, so not having to work in a vacuum would make 
the world of difference.

JB: Absolutely. When you have someone whose ear you can bend, and run things by, it makes all the difference. Stand 
on the shoulders of your coworkers to see as high as you can see. It comes to a certain point when you’re in the arts 
that you realise you need to make a career of this, and when that point comes, you need those who love it and are as 
dedicated to it as you are. The worst thing you can hear is, “Calm down, it’s just a show.”

RC: Yeah, and it’s the same thing in writing: some people say a comma is not life or death, but to a writer, yes it is! 
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CM: For sure. I’ve been thinking a lot about the arts community these days, and especially how people like to claim that with 
all of the changes over the years, it’s in some ways easier to get into the arts than it used to be. In both of your experiences, 
is it actually easier for the modern arts-pursuer?

RC: No. No way. It never will be. You’ve got to know. If there’s anything else you can see yourself doing, you should go do 
it. But if you live and breathe the arts, you have to pursue it. I was that way coming out of school - I needed to make a living 
from work I was passionate about. We’re always in a recession in the economy, so it’s not easy for anyone, but if you want 
to get to making a living from your creative work, you make sacrifices and you make it work. And really, they won’t feel 
like sacrifices. Even though you’ll be that odd man out in life, who even when you’re participating in life, you’re more the 
observer; you’ll be the odd guy in the corner, sitting at a card table and watching the rest of the room so you’ll have some-
thing to create about. But if it’s going to be your life, it’ll always be worth it, and you’ll keep working to be able to make a 
living from your creative work. Josh here’s been able to make a living strictly from his arts work for going on four years now.

JB: It’s definitely been an adventure getting here. And I definitely don’t regret it.

CM: When it comes to making a living from creative work, I remember you mentioning encouraging an entrepreneurial 
spirit.

RC: Absolutely - self-entrepreneurialism development is key.

CM: Is that something actively encouraged in all students? Is it part of the pro-
gram, or something you pick up along the way?

RC: No, there’s actually a course in the program we have that’s called Self Pro-
ducing, where each student has to create their own work throughout the year, and 
then it’s up to them if they want to pursue it themselves afterward. And it’s about 
a 20 minute venture, perfect for fringe festivals and getting your name out there, 
and having material for applying for grants. Like Josh here, you need to get out 
there, get your voice out there and make your mark. No one’s going to do it for 
you. The Ontario Arts Council introduced “Northern Arts” about ten years ago, 
and there’s grants there for all sorts of creative types. There isn’t a whole lot of 
money there, but there’s enough to get someone started, and it’s important to go 
after it.

 At the end of the day, there aren’t a lot of people like Joshua. It’s really a small group of people that are working 
that hard to make it in a career in the theatre. ‘Cause it’s not easy.

JB: And I think that circle attracts certain people. My partner for example started the fringe festival here in town. We all 
end up in this circle, if we are serious about it, about we all end up working together and with each other to build our own 
niches for work. There’s a place for it, a big one, waiting for creators to step in and fill it with their hard work. This kind of 
life attracts those types, they gravitate towards it and to each other.

RC: You’ve gotta keep it real to. It’s not about tromping on each other on the way up - we all benefit from each other’s suc-
cess, and humility and cooperation goes a long way to cultivating sustainable livelihoods in this.

JB: Definitely. Gain the experience, work with each other, and build yourselves and the industry up.

RC: Yeah, there’s a real spirit of working with each other, especially fresh graduates for all the projects we have on the go. 
We want each other to succeed. And in the middle of it all, we love what we do, and we love to share that passion with like 
minds.

CM: Absolutely. Before we wrap up here, I had one more question I wanted to ask: are there particular things you want to 
impart on colleagues/students like Josh? Particular lessons that are paramount? Or do lessons present themselves as you go, 
and you go with that?

JB:There’s not really any conscious mentorship going on any more, actually; he leads by example, and we trust each other 
to each teach the other. I might be afraid to step out of my comfort zone sometimes, and he’ll just step in and share what he 
knows can help, and I can do the same for him.

RC: That’s exactly it. We learn from and teach each other, all the time. No one’s perfect, but working with like-minded stu-

Rod Carley - Performing in “Robin Hood”



dents, colleagues, fellow arts-crazed types... gets us that bit closer.

§

Rod Carley

Rod is Coordinator for Canadore College’s Acting for Stage and Screen Pro-
gram as well as being Artistic Director of Rep 21. He has directed over 125 pro-
ductions to date, both nationally and internationally, ranging from the classics 
to the development of new Canadian work.  Recent directing credits include 
KING LEAR (Watershed Shakespeare Festival – North Bay and Toronto), Pas-
sion Play, As You Like It, The Donnellys and Macbeth for Rep 21, the Ontario 
premiere of Martin McDonagh’s The Lieutenant of Inishmore at the Berkeley 
St. Theatre in Toronto and the Canadian premiere of Talking to Terrorists.

Rod was the founding Artistic Director of the Nipissing Stage Company in 
North Bay from 1999 to 2005. He is recognized nationally for his directorial 
adaptations of Shakespeare, having adapted and directed fifteen of his works. 
He was the 2009 winner of TVO’s Big Ideas /Best Lecturer Competition for his 
lecture: “Adapting Shakespeare within a Modern Canadian Context.”

Recent film and TV acting credits include principal roles in Hard Rock Medical, Cardinal, Joseph and 
Mary, Frat Pack, Algonquin, A Dark Truth, Harold and Lorna, and The Savage Tales of Summer Vale. His playwriting 
credits include Witless, Slam, and Wanted.

He has been a guest speaker for ProfTalks, Centennial College, Sault College, the Ontario University and Colleges Library 
Association, and Colleges Ontario - lecturing on Shakespeare and the state of theatre in the 21st century. He has done two 
tours of duty as the Master of Ceremonies for the Colleges Ontario Premier Awards in Toronto. 

Rod was the first recipient of the Stratford Festival’s Jean Gascon Director’s Award and 3 Tyrone Guthrie Awards. He 
was nominated for the Ontario Arts Council’s K.M. Hunter Artist Award for Theatre in 2011, the inaugural John Hirsch 
Director’s Award and was short-listed for the Pauline McGibbon Award.  Most recently he was inducted into North Bay’s 
Entertainers and Musicians Hall of Recognition.

Rod has been signed on by Latitude 46 Publishing and his first novel, A Matter of Will, will be published in April 2017.

He trained in acting/directing ((B.F.A. Honours) at York University and is a graduate of the Humber School for Writers.

Joshua Bainbridge

A graduate of Canadore College’s Theatre Arts program, Joshua Bainbridge 
became a Certified Actor Combatant (Fight Directors Canada) in Hand-to-hand, 
quarter-staff, and single sword and currently teaches stage combat for Canadore 
College. He founded the theatre company J2 Productions, under whose auspic-
es he appeared in “Passage” and wrote and directed “I Hear You Ride Horses”. 
Josh then adapted and directed “Reservoir Dogs”, starring as Mr. White.  In 
November 2010 Josh wrote directed and starred in “People Grieving” a  dark 
comedy under J2. In 2011/12 Josh starred as Athos in both “The 3 Musketeers” 
and “The 4 Musketeers” as well as choreographed the fights for both shows.

Recent playwriting credits include “The Life and Death of John the Milkman” 
(On The Edge Fringe – 2014), “Paper Dolls” (On The Edge Fringe – 2015) and 
“I Live With Every Day: The Tragedy of David and Dave.” (Rep 21 – 2016).

Joshua has appeared in a number of film projects - “Algonquin”, “Harold and Lorna” a docudrama centered on the inspiring 
true story of Canadian boat racing legends Harold and Lorna Wilson, “A Dark Truth”, where Josh worked with such stars 
as Andy Garcia, Forrest Whittaker, and Canada’s own Kim Coates, the television series’ “Dark Rising” where he worked 
along side Colin Mochrie, and most recently the hospital drama “Hard Rock Medical” and NBC TV series “Eyewitness.”

(All photos included with interview courtesy of Rod Carley and Joshua Bainbridge)
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The Pepper Tree
Christine Brandel
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“I t’s probably a kind of abuse,” he almost shouted.

 “It is not,” she said. 

 “It’s an invasion of privacy at the very least.” 

 “Well, you knew about this before we got married,” she said.

 “I liked the ones you wrote before we got married. Those were better.”

 “Better or just nicer portrayals of you?”

 He knew what she meant, he understood the difference. He also knew that if he said better, it’d only be to hurt 
her (which it would). He also knew that they both knew which ones were worse.

 When he didn’t say anything, she saw a ripe moment. She scanned her brain like a poem, and settled on the 
line, “Everything was nicer before we got married.” It wasn’t good enough but would have to do for a first draft.

 He rolled his eyes. “I just wish you wouldn’t manipulate the things I say,” he said.

 “I don’t write dialogue,” she said. “Everything I do is one long monologue.” That, she thought, was the better 
line.

 He looked over at her. “Oh my god,” he said. “You’re doing it right now.”

 “I am not,” she said defensively. An instinct—not to lie but to deny.

 He stood up and walked over to the table where she was sitting. She looked out the window as he sat down 
across from her. “I suppose the spilt wine will be the primary image,” he said, glancing towards the kitchen. 

 She shook her head as she continued to stare out the window. “I saw a kid on the drive home. On his shirt was 
a picture of Marilyn Monroe wearing a crown. It was just . . . unusual, you know?”

 “How the fuck are you going to work him into this?” he asked.

 She was quiet for a moment. “I don’t know, I probably can’t,” she said defeatedly. “The pepper tree then.”

 “What pepper tree?” he asked.

 “The one out there,” she said, pointing towards the window.

 “That’s not a pepper tree,” he said. “What’s a pepper tree? Is that even real?” He pulled out his phone and typed 
something. “Okay, it is real, but that is definitely not one. It’s South American.” He turned the phone towards her face 
which was still looking away. “We’re not South American,” he said like a victory.
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 “I know we’re not South American,” she said. She turned her head, like she was going to look at him, but didn’t. 
She looked through him, at the bookcase his body was blocking. She thought about all the pages, all the words, resting 
on the wood of the shelves.

 He watched her. He would never admit it, but he loved this. It might be the only thing he loved about her still. 
“Well?” he started but didn’t continue.

 “The pepper tree,” she stated.

 They sat in a silence as long as winter.

 “Are we going to be all right?” he finally asked.

 “In the story, we will be,” she wrote.

§
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Refusal to Evacuate
Kristin Ryan

I have a hurricane 
in my head. It slams, 
and slams, rattles my 
skull. There’s a siren 
in my throat. My ribcage
is stuffed with dirty lace
and ripped tea bags.    
Herbs and spices 
don’t have the same 
effect when strewn 
across hollow ground. 
The candle flickers, 
throws your shadow
up against the wall.
I have no shelter as
you prepare to 
make landfall. 
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“Risking the Rewards”



Scenes from Seventeen
Melaina K. de la Cruz

Seventeen feels like your body growing heavy in a hospital waiting room,
pressing deeper into the cracks of a worn blue chair’s upholstery.
It feels like pity as you watch a man with a melted ice-pack pressed to his forehead,
blood and condensation leaking down his cheeks in skinny streams.
It feels like a waste of space, knowing that you don’t belong here.
It feels like the lesions that nobody can see,
the bruises and dents that exist on intangible matter, the scorches in your mind.
It feels like the sharp, shiny points of a metallic pinwheel that a nurse gave you
when she saw your wristband and said, “Today is your birthday—you can have one of these.” !
Seventeen tastes like cheap cologne kissed off of a salty neck,
his skin still hot from hockey practice and his hair still dewy with sweat.
It feels like the cold concrete in an unlit parking lot,
billows of smoke grazing your bare legs.
It’s the indifference in the breaths you take,
knowing that soon enough you will leave behind
the boys, the bonfires, the blunts.
It sounds like words unsaid, farewells replaced
with a low-volume rap song muttering from the car radio. !
Seventeen smells like the warm, pungent breath of Manhattan
that leaves itself all over you
Staining your hair pink and piercing holes in your face.
It’s the gritty dirt and charcoal smudges
that smear maps all over your summer clothes,
reminding you of every block you’ve run barefoot on,
every thick building you’ve applied to paper,
every park bench you’ve laid down on when the humidity got caught in your lungs. !
Seventeen is the list you made in orange highlighter of things to do
before you could get arrested for them as a legal adult.
It’s your first pack of cherry clove cigarettes. !
It’s the collection of foggy Polaroids filling up the walls of a temporary bedroom,
memorializing the months that fell through your fingers too quickly.
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n the early 1950s, almost two decades before I was born, my Papa and his second wife immigrated from 
France to Canada. They moved to a Italian-speaking community in Toronto and started a family: a son 
was born and twenty months later there was the birth of a daughter. Five years later, my Papa’s second 

wife, who never learned to speak Italian or English, took their two children and returned to France. My Papa saw 
his children two years later on a trip to France he took with his then-fiancé—not my mother—and then not again 
until twenty-three years later, but that is another story.

 After his wife and children left Canada, my Papa went east to Newfoundland to work for Marconi. He was 
an avid chronicler of his life in pictures and took his Yashica twin-lens reflex camera with him wherever he went. 
He was thirty-four years old when the ferry docked in St. John’s and he stepped onshore to begin his bachelor life 
a second time anew.

 When I was thirty-four and visiting my parents in Ottawa, I had slides to show them of the life in a remote 
community in northern B.C. Papa took out his Agfa side-loading, single-slide projector and an aluminum box 
that contained his slides. He said, “After yours, we can look at these.”

 My slides were of glacier lakes, mountains, wildlife and some fish I’d caught. Then it was Papa’s turn. His 
slides were a haphazard mix, snippets of the things he thought important and unusual: the fisherman in the St. 
John’s harbour, a scuba diver being hauled up onto the dock, three boys talking earnestly beside a bicycle. His 
slides relayed an innocent time, before televisions appeared in every household and cars clogged the roadways. 
After he put the slides away, we never talked about them again. 

 Soon after that visit, my Papa began showing progressive signs of what would later be diagnosed as Alz-
heimer’s. He’d repeat questions, forget the names of his children, go for a bike ride, get lost and be brought home 
by a kind stranger. He and my mother lived in an average Canadian suburb in the house I grew up in. He liked to 
walk and carried a point-and-shoot camera wherever he went. He chronicled the changes in the neighbourhood, 
but mostly he took pictures of the clouds and the sky.

 The last time I visited both my parents in their home I wanted to sit down with my Papa and go over his 
slides, find out who was who and where the images were taken before the information was lost forever. Mom was 
excited about this memory project.

 “He’ll be so happy to be doing something with you,” she said. “No one else shows any interest in him.”

 Mom tacked a white bedsheet to a wall in the basement and set up some chairs and a table for the Agfa 
projector to sit on. Papa brought out two boxes of slides from his den. We sat down and he put in the first slide. 
They were the wrong slides. Both boxes were filled with slides from a family holiday we’d taken to Newfoundland 
when I was twelve.

 “It’s just like the time he took all those picture with me and aunt Ellen and forgot to put film in the cam-
era,” Mom said, obviously disappointed. Neither Mom nor Papa could figure out where the slides had gone.

A View of a Life
Lily Gontard
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 After my parents went to bed, I searched for the slides in Papa’s den. I opened the door, turned to my left 
and there on the top shelf was the grayish, aluminum slide box that no one could find. Papa agreed to let me take 
the slides to British Columbia as long as I mailed the box back when I was finished looking at them.

 Back in the living room of my new home without a proper slide viewer, I held each slide up, one by one, to 
the light bulb. There were the fisherman in the harbour. They had been Portuguese and my father had liked hanging 
out with them and they seemed to like having their pictures taken. There were their boats leaving the harbour. The 
slide of the three boys and the bicycle, the boys as intent as I remember them. Then a slide of a dark-haired wom-
an playing piano in a smoke-filled room and another slide of the same woman (I think) wearing a halter top and 
steering a motor boat, her forearm held up in front of her face as is to shield herself from the sun.

 There were other slides of women I didn’t know. One slide, taken in natural light and hard to see, is of a 
young blonde woman, coyly half-hidden behind a table of flowers—sort of boudoir. Then I remembered what my 
older half-brother said about his life with our Papa in Toronto: “He’d go with his friends down to the studio and 
take pictures of women.”

 There is a slide of two sailors wrestling on board a ship while other sailors watch idly. They could be 
the American or the Russian sailors from one of the boats in another slide. The wrestlers were dark, more swar-
thy-looking, they must have been Russian.

 Among the slides were three portraits of my Papa. In one self portrait, he has gone to extreme lengths to set 
up a flash to take a picture of himself in his one-man, single-pole canvas tent. His eyes look startled, as if the miracle 
of the flash caught him unawares. He kept that tent among the boxes of camping gear in our basement throughout 
my childhood. The other portrait is intimate—him lying in bed, half covered by a flowered bedsheet with his back 
to the camera. Perhaps one of the women took this one.

 There were slides of man with a cigar, holding a puppy up on its back legs. Other slides in a dog yard in a 
barren, rocky terrain and some men who look Innu. It could be Goose Bay or Greenland. He went there too. More 
slides of a gray barren landscape and a group of men in trench coats looking at it.

 There was Corner Brook: A man and his son walking through a lumberyard. For some reason I knew this 
was my uncle Woodrow and his oldest son Bob. Uncle Woodrow was a tall man and the man looks very tall next to 
his son, yet they are both dwarfed by the mountainous piles of wood chips in the background.

 Then one which must’ve been my Mom. It’s 1962 and she is standing on a shingled beach with her back to 
the camera and looking out to the sea. The hood of her white pullover is pulled over her head and her hands are on 
her hips. Mom is always staring off. When she was a little girl growing up on the Northern Peninsula of Newfound-
land, she had a rock she’d sit on and stare off at the sea. The last time my parents went to Newfoundland together, 
Mom dragged her younger sister and their cousin to the beach where her rock had been and she found it. It was 
much smaller than she remembered, but she was triumphant nonetheless.

 My Papa had another life before the one we shared, there are children and ex-wives to attest to it. Those 
slides are him alone, him looking at the world around him and saying, these things interest me. I came across a slide 
of a trout lying beside a reel on a bamboo rod and a wicker creel—he is the man who taught me how to fish.

 Sometime later on the local radio I heard a warning broadcasted that a gray-haired man was taking pho-
tographs near schools and playgrounds, that children and parents should be aware and call the police if the man 
was seen with his camera. And I thought, That’s Papa with his camera taking pictures of strangers’ houses, of the 
lottery kiosk in the mall, of the cloud formations over the elementary school down the street from where he lives. 
Then I thought, No it’s okay. They know him in his neighbourhood. He’s the man with the beret who’s always taking 
pictures, they won’t arrest him.

 And, they never did.

§



They laughed during the wicked church service,

at the bungee-corded funeral where folks hit

golf balls far and wee and ran after them on goat legs.

They laughed at birds falling bloodied from the nest,

at the Mother Robin beaking her despair in the grass

and keening until the dimpled moon rose, fat and yellow.

They laughed at the hour, minute, second, and nanosecond

of their own death-rattles as family crept near them

to keep a makeshift vigil, wearing blue scarves

and black eyes, determined and mirthless, quite opposite

of our two heroines slipping farther and farther away

to laugh at the Boatman as they tossed gold pieces to cross.

Twins
Robert Crisp
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It Is Here
Kendell Cochrane

It is here, 
Nearest to the 
Stroke of midnight, 
I lay beneath sheets 
That, through belief, 
Are the colour 
Of one’s heart...

Though it isn’t Love 
I am feeling. 
It isn’t Love I feel 
Surrounded by, 
At this very moment.

I am no victim, 
This I know, nor is it 
A part ever played 
By mine current, 
seemingly misunderstood, 
But situationally 
Guilty character.

When I turn out the light 
They become but a shade, 
Giving me the ability 
To choose a colour 
Of my own… 
With an Indecisive imagina-
tion, 
it’s a toss up between 
Imperial blue&indigo dye;
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How stereotypical, 
Yet so fitting, 
Seeing as it 
IS sadness that 
Rests upon my skin 
At this very moment…

This is not 
Passion derived skin braille, 
From a sensuous touch, 
Or random neck kiss, 
There’s a feeling 
Of loneliness riding 
on these chills, 
Slowly creeping in from 
All sides, except one; 
Those memories pound 
The walls of my mind, 
Sending Morse codes 
To my chest.

Perhaps deserved, 
Unfiltered through 
A life strainer 
Of deep, 
Understanding circumstance.

I lay here alone,
 At this very moment, 
Knowing full well 
The comments spit 

Forth are made up 
Of a justified anger, 
blacksmithed Into armour, 
A self defence mechanism, 
With a downfall being 
the current inability to 
Move forward…

My body is a Galleon, 
These sheets are the sea, 
As I lay partially numb, 
in hopes of this 
storm’s passing…
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Jump
Alex Radison

The makings of the earth lay beneath her feet 

Silica and gypsum, limestone and fossilized coral 

She pauses, lets the frigid water wash

over the grainy galaxy between her toes

If she jumps in now the cold will only last

a moment
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Breakfast With Henry
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Ray Busler

pontaneously over coffee, across dregs of bran cereal, and crusts of toast, Henry lowered the sports 
section of his morning paper and blurted. 

 “Do you still love me?”

 Looking up from her Modern Romance, Ruth inclined her head forward so that her eyes could focus over 
the rims of her glasses.

 “You can’t imagine,” she said, and returned her eyes to the tip of her forefinger; the exact spot where Hen-
ry  interrupted the misadventures of the buxom heroine and her savage lover.

 If he had expected any reply at all it was some standard noise that could be translated as “yes” or “of 
course.” He mouthed her words silently as if he was chewing aluminum foil. Can’t imagine. Can’t imagine! I can’t 
imagine? Now where the hell does she get stuff like that? 

 Henry considered for a moment the notion that Ruth could be right. After all, the last mistake he clearly 
remembered her making had something to do with Richard Nixon. I had that son-ah-bitch pegged for exactly 
what he was. But now I can’t imagine. Can’t imagine indeed! 

  He put his mind to it, concentrating in the way he had focused on knotty problems during his decades 
with the bank, trying to see all sides of the question. It was no use, her words got bigger and bigger like a bit of 
gristle in an otherwise perfect steak.

 Soon he quit trying. But, before he could open his mouth to question Ruth, get an amplification of what 
she meant or at least start an interesting argument, he had a thought, then another, and another, blurting away 
inside his head.

 Henry thought of himself alone in all the world, naked, kneeling on a beach of terrible, endless sand. He 
imagined he was blind from the salt of his tears. Then Henry imagined his outstretched hand found Ruth’s and 
that their fingers meshed. In a final magnificent tour de force he imagined that hands were souls.

 “Ruth, I believe you’re right. I’ll have to work on that.” Henry resumed his morning paper exactly where 
he had left off.

 Ruth marked her place and warmed Henry’s coffee. Into his left ear, rather loudly, she said, “Old man, 
sometimes I think you are losing your mind.”

  Henry grunted, completely engrossed in the box scores.
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Susan Sweetland Garay

have been an avid photographer since my parents first gave me a camera when I was 6. I have 
always loved the idea of capturing a moment and being able to hold on to and remember that 
moment in time. Photography also allows me to look closer at each moment and interaction and 

pull out particular pieces and perspectives that I might have missed otherwise.

 I
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I enjoy finding beauty 
and meaning in everyday 
occurrences. I think that 
the ordinary and com-
mon parts of life can also 
be some of the most mag-
ical, and I try to show that 
in the way I photograph 
these moments. 
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I like to show the beauty 
and sacred elements that 
can be found in the most 
mundane and every day 
parts of daily living.
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I became a mother in 2014 and 
have been very influenced by that 
transition. Motherhood as well as 
getting to know my daughter have 
both affected my art as well as my 
outlook in general and how I see 
the world. This is also reflected in 
my photography and writing and 
the elements that I focus on with 
both art forms.
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Summer: A Study in Relativity
Neha Srivastava

ummer when we were young was endless. School was out and time slowed down. Sundays slid 
effortlessly into Mondays, days and dates made irrelevant by the lack of school hours. Didi and I spent 
all day dreaming up new adventures, new games, and new arguments. Mangoes were a staple—mango 
shake, mango ice-cream, mango juice, mango chutney, mango pickle, mango fresh off the tree and eaten 
surreptitiously behind the garage. We moved around quite a bit, so each summer was different. Summer 

in the Himalayan ranges was a pleasant flowery time, while the dusty summer of the northern Indian plains left us 
parched and dry. Summer afternoons on the southernmost tip of the Deccan plateau were spent mainly in the bathtub, 
with occasional breaks for deliciously cool glasses of lime juice. Power cuts were common, and quite exciting when 
the electricity went after dark. That’s when my father told us all those ghost stories. They were thrilling in a predict-
able sort of way—flickering candles, gusts of wind, and black-shawled tonga-wallahs with horse hooves instead of 
the regulation human limbs. These stories made us anxious to have an encounter of our own with a creature from the 
beyond. Each time we moved, we would discover at least one haunted house in the neighborhood. We would then 
visit this house at the stroke of midnight, but other than a couple of flapping white sheets and one strange door onto 
which the face of an old man was painted, we never found anything ghostly. In retrospect, I think it may have been 
a mistake to take the dogs along: we made noise enough to wake the dead. Despite numerous setbacks in our search 
for the paranormal (in the form of angry watchmen, disapproving neighbors, and exasperated parents), we remained 
optimistic. Our night-time expeditions may have contributed to the trail of poltergeist rumors that followed our travels 
across the country. 

As we grew older, summers grew shorter. Didi and I went to separate hostels and spent all year waiting 
desperately for summer. We grew even more nocturnal, staying up all night reading books, playing board games and 
working on pleasurably boring projects she regularly thought up—like cataloguing all our books, or working on our 
never-ending 12,000-piece jigsaw puzzle, or making one gigantic all-pieces-combined Lego edifice. Towards morn-
ing, the dogs would ask to go out and we would spend a couple of happy hours in the garden. We would return to 
breakfast, tired and a little cranky, to sleep away the hottest part of the day. Many years have passed but to this day as 
each summer draws to a close, I feel a queer sense of longing. I can almost taste the desolation of another impending 
school year (the hard wooden benches, the uncomfortably ugly school uniform, the breathlessly claustrophobic class-
rooms, and the endlessly repetitive 40-minute lessons), tinged with the anticipation of meeting old and new friends. 

By the time we went to college, summers were whizzing by in the blink of an eye. We would go home for 
just a few weeks, impatient to get back to our university lives. It was nice at home, cozy and safe, but it wasn’t nearly 
exciting enough for two young adults perched on the brink of real life. We would eat our favorite foods, reread our 
favorite books, climb our favorite trees, but we would soon tire of childhood pastimes and look forward to getting 
back to discussions about metaphysical poetry and existential nihilism over half-smoked cigarettes and canteen food.  

My mother sometimes complains she never knew that the last summer we spent together as a family would 
be our last. Everything changed that year. I went away to graduate school to study philosophy and fall in love with the 
man I would eventually marry. Didi started work on a doctoral thesis that would consume her life and her being for 
the next five years. The dogs died and our parents grew old almost overnight. Summer came to mean a rather large 
electricity bill and a stressful office commute. Looking back, I would not gift us foreknowledge. We had that one last 
summer together, unaware that we were growing up, and growing apart.
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By Reason of Insanity
R.A. Allen

 After Poe after Gein 

Cut the topsoil
and shovel six feet.
This disinterment is
condign justification
for a bedsheet rope
out of Taunton State. 

My fingertips
like claw-points
pierce the parchment
of your once-
wattled neck,
tightening.

My sinews and veins—
an interstate system
connecting the 
scab-towns that
adorn my forearms
so vibrantly.

Ah, to dig up 
an old friend
after so many
years—my second
greatest pleasure.
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Circe’s Fate
R. Bremner

Just wait.
You’ll be back.
 I know you will.
When cool breezes arc o’er your trembling back
When you rumble silently through rooms with-
out me
When brazen aromas tease your nostrils
And mad Calypso’s faint songs cannot fill your 
memory
And you are oh so tired yet cannot sleep
But there’s no comfort at Penelope’s breast
And her hair feels like straw in your hands
You’ll return to your wild wicked Circe
For whom lovelust you cannot control 
You’ll be back, you’ll be back, you’ll be back
Won’t you, my love?
Won’t you?
Won’t you?
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Sources
Steve Klepetar

They tell me I walked in the sun across 
a stretch of sand so white it might have 
been a beach or dessert miles from open 
sea. How I wandered there with my northern 
blood, no one could say, but I kept up 
a conversation with my dad, who failed 
to keep his memories in line. He seemed 
to be in Prague, riding the train, or meeting
sources at the City Hall. But sometimes 
he sat on a bench, watching me play 
Little League, newspaper in hand in case 
the game got dull. All I recall is that I dug 
and dug, searching for my buried eyes until 
I heard you call, gull’s cry shrieking above waves.
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The Gold Dove
Zev Lawson Edwards
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eautiful, isn’t it? Those were my first words to her. A full three years before her last words to me. I have 
to go. No good-bye or I love you. Just, I have to go, and then she was gone. 

 My current misery transports me back to that fateful day. I can almost touch it, taste it, inhale its scent, wrap 
my fingers around it, but then it fades into the dark corridors of my mind, where the past resides. All that remains is an 
empty feeling inside, like that Simon & Garfunkel song we loved to listen to. Kathy, I’m lost, I said. I’m empty and 
aching, and I don’t know why.  

 Except I know exactly why I’m empty inside. 

 I take another sip of my double-Jack and Coke and toy aimlessly with the watch on my wrist. Damn thing 
doesn’t even work, no longer tells time. I keep it for aesthetic, sentimental reasons. One, it looks good on me, and two, 
it was a gift from her, given on our two-year anniversary.

  I grimace a smile, finish my drink, and order another. The place is empty for an afternoon. The bartender’s 
receptive, quick with my drink and making it strong, just a splash of Coke. I stir it with my straw and stare into its 
swirling abyss, my mind drifting backwards to three years ago. 

 “Yes, it is,” she responds, standing next to me. Then she turns, faces me, and smiles. What a smile, beautiful 
in its simplicity. She had me there. That was all it took. Just three words, a smile, and my life was changed forever.  

 I still don’t know what compelled me to talk to her in the first place. I was so captivated by the radiance of 
what stood before me that, at first, I failed to notice the beauty standing next to me.  My words were an afterthought, 
something I would have said to anyone standing there at that precise moment. But it wasn’t just anyone standing there. 
It was her.

 I must have felt brave that day, asking her to join me for coffee. She said yes. Her name was Clare. A simple 
enough name, but it sounded just right coming off of my lips, like it belonged there. We talked for hours. It was light, 
free, and full of laughter. What a beautiful laugh she had, so vibrant and full of life. I could have listened to that laugh 
forever. That was the first thing I loved about her. 

 Hearing her laugh made me feel young again. It awakened in me a childhood my thirty plus years had laid 
to rest. I found myself giddy, goofy, unchained by serious restraints. How I joked, flirted, and teased. Who was this 
person standing before her? Certainly not me, the old, grown-up version accustomed to sober conversations dabbling 
in politics, the economy, and work, not child’s play. Where did he come from?

 She reacquainted me with my old self. Brought out the person I had forgotten about, the one who remembered 
what it was to be young, playful, and in the moment. I had no idea I was searching until I found her, or rather she found 
me, proving that if love was right, it happened by chance. You stumbled onto it together. There was no pursuing, only 
a crashing of both timing and the senses.  

 Our love happened so fast. With our heads in the clouds, it felt like there was no beginning or end, just the 
moment. Simple conversations lasted for days, flowing like rivers. Even the mundane, grocery shopping, walking the 

B



dog, running errands were just opportunities for us to be together. We lived together without actually living together. 
Her apartment or mine, we were always at one or the other, never alone. The sex was endless. It seemed like we spent 
more time in bed than was possible for two adults with full-time jobs and a multitude of commitments. But that was 
love, a way to undress the daily facets of life. 

 It was too bad we couldn’t stay naked forever, but eventually we had to get dressed, put back on the daily grind 
and return to reality, our separate lives. The minutes apart were hours, the hours days, and the days weeks. That was 
the beginning, and beginnings fade. 

 Love, like fire, needed something to burn. It couldn’t survive on oxygen alone. It required fuel and heat. We 
had all three ingredients for a healthy fire, but time—the great killer—slowed all things, including us.   

 Our first fight was a silly affair, so ridiculous that we both couldn’t help but laugh about it as soon as it was 
over. That was when we knew we had something special, something beyond a fling. If we could move from angry as 
hell to a heartfelt smile in a matter of seconds, then there was more to us than just two parts fitting into the right place. 
We soon became the embodiment of love, the triumvirate of togetherness, connected emotionally, physically, and 
spiritually. How could we possibly go wrong, stray, succumb to ashes?  

 Our second fight was more serious, mixing politics and two bottles of wine was never a good idea. That night 
shed light on our two equally stubborn sides, while the morning opened up our soft, sweet, willingness to listen and 
compromise sides. After that, fights came and went, some bigger than others, some lasting longer, but none worth 
hanging onto. They were our growing pains, part of getting to know each other on a higher level. 

 Being in a relationship made you realize that it took friction and the release of energy to build something last-
ing. The merging of two lives was like the forging of good steel, demanding all the materials involved to bend, break, 
melt, and mesh in order to form a strong bond, before coming together as one.

 Ours was strong, but, as time proved, not strong enough. 

 I take a large gulp from my drink and try to remember the exact moment when it all started to fall apart. When 
did we peak before starting the long, tedious slope downwards? That was akin to when did Rome cease being Rome, 
the greatest civilization? Or when did night truly turn to day?  Or when did a child cease being a child and start being 
an adult? Or when did love stop being love, turning to something else?

 The answers were all muddled in gray. 

 I just want clarity. There is none, just the bottom of an empty glass instead. I order another. While I sit and 
wait, my brain racks its contents for memories, clues, or anything that explains how I got to here. 

 The sad truth, I don’t have a clue. The end came just as suddenly as the beginning, appearing out of nowhere, 
a real sucker-punch. One moment she was in love with me, the next she said she was leaving me. For another man, an 
added blow, just another kick to an already bruised heart.  

 I feel stupid. How did I not see this coming? Where were the signs . . . the clues . . . the warnings . . . the smoke 
before the fire . . . the signs of decay before the collapse . . .  or the wrinkles before the wear? Was there a big, fucking 
elephant in the room, one I failed to see? Was I truly that blind? 

 Not knowing kills me. Knowing at least leads to understanding which leads to closure, which leads to moving 
on. But right now there’s nothing. All I have is a broken watch, a receipt for an engagement ring I’ve put off returning, 
and a big, empty, yet still beating heart. There is no cure or remedy. The closest—alcohol, is just a temporary fix, a 
dulling of the senses, slightly better than the alternative, the waiting.

 I order another and keep drinking, not sure when it will end. Sometimes there’s not enough booze in the world 
to drown out the noise inside. 

 Today was the day. Our three-year anniversary. I was going to propose to her. I had the ring picked out months 
ago. The actual proposal planned weeks in advance. Every detail carefully thought through and laid out. It was going 
to be perfect, but then she dropped the bomb. Killed the whole thing. I’m seeing someone else. 

  That was two weeks ago, forever ago. I’m still in shock, disbelief. Earlier today, I had met her at one of our 
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favorite restaurants for lunch, hoping to salvage what remained of our relationship, if that was even possible. I even 
brought the ring with me, just in case—just in case what, I have no idea.

 The fool in me still clung to hope, hope that was quickly dashed away when I saw her enter the restaurant. 
She is beautiful, no denying that, but changed. She always used to brighten whenever she saw me. Now, there was just 
nothing, a faceless expression. I was no better than a stranger.  

 She sits down with a tense look on her face. No smile, all business. Under the table and out of sight, I twirl the 
ring.      

 “Hello, Steven.”

 Steven. My mother called me Steven, only when she was angry with me.  

 “Hello, Clare.”

 “How are you?”

 “I’m fine.”

 Silence.

 “So . . . you said you wanted to speak to me?”

 “I thought we could have lunch together. Today’s our anniversary.”

 “Was our anniversary.”

 “Right, was our anniversary, but I still thought we could have lunch and talk.”

  “Sorry, I’m not really hungry, had a big breakfast, but I can talk for a little bit.”

 “Coffee then?”

 “Sure.”

 More silence as we wait for our coffees. They arrive. We sip and stare at each other across the table, a vast 
expanse, greater than its length.  

 “I want to know why,” I finally say.

 “I’ve already told you, I’ve met someone.”

 Even after three weeks, the words still sting.  

  “Who is he?”

 “Does it really matter?”

 “Yes, it does.”

 “Well, it doesn’t to me.”

 “I still love you, and I don’t understand how you could just meet someone out of the blue and that’s it, we’re 
done. It makes no sense to me.”

 “Things change, Steven. I don’t know what else to tell you. I’m sorry. I thought I loved you, but then I met 
him and he made me feel things I never felt with you. I know it sucks, but that’s the truth. I love him. I really do.”

 “Who the hell is him? Can’t you please just tell me his fucking name?”

 “David, his name is David. Happy now?”
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 The opposite, in fact. I hate him, yet want to know everything about him. Who he is, where he’s from, his age, 
what he does for a living, trivial things like who’s his favorite football team, where did he go to school, and what kind 
of toothpaste he uses, but, most importantly, what does he have that I don’t.

 “How did you two meet?”

 “I really don’t want to go into this.”

 “Of course you don’t. It’s easier for you to just leave and get on with your new life, while I pick up the pieces. 
I get it. I’m just dead weight.”

 “No, Steven, look, I didn’t plan this. It just sort of happened, okay. I met David without even meaning to, and 
he just turned my world upside down. I swear I didn’t mean to hurt you. It just happened.”

 “What makes him so special? What does he have that I don’t?”

 “I can’t answer that.”

 “Why not? Just humor me.”

 “What do you want me to say? I don’t love you the way I love him. There’s no other way to explain it, okay? 
When I was lying next to you, I was thinking of him. It was nothing you did. It was me, okay? It’s not you, it’s me. I 
know it’s the most clichéd breakup answer in the world, but it’s true. I can’t help how I feel, and I didn’t think it was 
fair to you or me to stay in a relationship when my heart wasn’t in it. I had to go with my heart and my heart is with 
David, not you.” 

 “So this is it?” 

 “Yes, this is it.”

  I couldn’t bring myself to say anything else. I let the ring settle with the lint in my pocket and let my hand 
dangle at my side. She finishes her coffee and then places a twenty dollar bill on the table. “For the coffee,” she says. 
“I have to go.”

 No goodbye. Instead she gets up, looks at me for a flickering moment, and walks away. I follow her movement 
across the restaurant until the door closes behind her.

 Too many drinks later, I sit alone at the bar, dipping lower and lower in my bar stool. I feel like a screw with 
worn threads, turning endlessly round and round, never finding a grip. My mind keeps coming back to her, mostly her 
absence. Denial cannot deny the obvious. She’s gone for good, going to spend the rest of her life with someone else, 
someone named David. From here until eternity he would be the one to hold her hand, lay with her at night, comfort 
her when she had a bad day at work, cook chicken soup when she got sick, take her out for ice cream, walk with her 
at night, put a smile on her face, and make her laugh. 

 My moment had passed. Was it always inevitable, like life and death itself? If so, then why must the inevitable 
even begin at all?  

 I look down at my watch for answers. It’s still broken, stuck on one place, very much like the last few weeks of 
my life. I can’t help but return to the first time I met her. She was standing next to me at an art gallery, staring intently 
at a gold dove, sculpted to lifelike precision. It was perfect and beautiful in every aspect of its creation, yet could not 
fly freely through the open sky, the one thing it was meant to do.

§
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The Story of It Didn’t Go Well
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Nicole Melchionda

1. He was the invisible star.

2. He tried to grip her breath.
 She was the enclosed garden,
 never blossoming.

3. Why didn’t he
 shimmer brighter?
 He existed only
 as time.

4. The mattress cracked courage
 before blindness shook truth.
 One mind opened the other.

5. He let her intravenously take 
him.
 He realized death was

A redaction of “Flora” by George Salis



For My Life
Mary Soon Lee
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One green hat -
“because green is your favorite color,”
one tablecloth -
“to look like spring,”
one breakfast in bed
with a green straw in my juice -
“because green is your favorite color.”

And the bunny picture of herself
(made in Kindergarten)
and the five cards
made at home -
“don’t come in -- you mustn’t see,”
cards with special folding flaps
and ribbon taped inside,
pictures of flowers,
a pencil self-portrait,
butterfly stickers
above the (green) grass
and the words, the words, the words --
“I love you,”
“I love you,”
“I loooove you.”

And, twice, 
“I love you for my life.”

I am not good enough,
or kind enough,
or patient enough

to deserve this child, her love,
the hugs and kisses,
the small weight of her
in my lap,
but I love her
for my life.
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Postcard With Playground 
Remembered 
Melissa Carl

Dear M., 

Leather seat, hot metal chains:  my heart something to sling 
towards the summer sun.  I was always made of vertigo 
and something to push against, moving and moved.  I didn’t know you then 
as anything other than the ache I daydreamed into fantastic stories, 
as the ghost-fish swimming through me that I couldn’t hope to drown. 
You know the effort it costs, crouching in the collapsed space 
of life smaller than you were meant to live. Footbridge and exile.
Scent of jasmine.  Stone elephants at the end of the world.  No...
Kingdom of the Coiled Spring Animals---Seahorse, Frog, and Crocodile.  
Look for the fool’s gold in the gravel.
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The Violet Hour Author Spotlight

Celeste Miller

Rosanna Micelotta Battigelli, author of La Brigantessa

ith every jolt of the cart over the ruts in the mule path, Gabriella feels something plummet with-
in her. As they continue to descend the mountainside, she peers behind her and in the charcoal 
mist sees the dim twinkle of candles still burning in Camini, their confi guration eerily resem-
bling a cross. Convinced it is a bad omen, Gabriella shivers and makes the sign of the cross 
herself. How she wishes she could run to Tonino, collapse in his arms, let him comfort her, 

protect her . . . But how can he possibly protect her and Luciano? Where could he bring them to avoid the authorities? No, much 
as it is tearing apart her very soul to be skulking away like this with Don Simone, her instinct tells her it is the only way to avoid 
a life in prison, a life without Luciano. And a life with Tonino was already uncertain, given his decision to join Garibaldi’s army.
How quickly a life can shatter. She feels the hot tears streaming over her cheeks and doesn’t bother to wipe them. Life is so cruel, 
promising something with one breath and snatching it away with the next.
 She repositions herself on the mound of straw on top of which she and Luciano are huddled, and draws one of the 
blankets around herself and her brother, who has fi nally succumbed to sleep. Her arm tightens around his slight body. She stares 
ahead numbly at the mule’s back side as it ploughs its way forward. A breeze passes over them from the nearby Ionian Sea, and 
Gabriella opens her mouth to gulp at the air; her lungs feel as shriveled and closed up as the fi gs hanging in the cellar. The clap-
ping of Vittorio’s hooves on the ground reverberates around them, and she squints around her fearfully, expecting the police to 
jump out from behind the cypresses or prickly pear bushes lining the path.
 A sob catches in her throat at the sight of Don Simone, his black cassock draped around his slightly bent body, walking 
alongside Vittorio. Don Simone, who has put everything aside to bring her and Luciano to a safe haven. Who has always been 
more than just an employer to Papà, and to Gabriella; he has been a trusted friend. And now he has the burden of taking care of 
her and Luciano.

Orfani. That is what she and Luciano have become. Orphans lost in a storm. 
 The dampness of the earth rises to pervade her senses. Gabriella can tell they are near the river. Although she can’t see it 
beyond the thick canopy of chestnut trees over the narrow path, the scent of the river tickles her nostrils like a dampened feather. 
Gabriella hears it slurp and gush now, and immediately thinks of Vincenzino. A fl ash of red explodes in front of her eyes and she 
squeezes them shut, trying to prevent the image of the devil from attaching itself to her memory. But her eyes betray her, and she 
sees the alternating face of a scarlet demon and the red jowls of Alfonso Fantin.
 A scurrying through the bushes makes her straighten in alarm. Since her childhood, she has heard stories of wolves, wild 
boars, gypsies and brigands. Again her eyes seek the fi gure of Don Simone, and his steady gait reassures her that the noises are 
nothing to be concerned about–perhaps some hares or quails.
 Her heartbeats subside, and despite her resolution to never forgive God for allowing her Papà to be taken from her, she 
starts to recite the Ave Maria silently. Closing her eyes, she feels the presence of a quieting, calming hand, and without a doubt 
in her mind, she senses that her own mother, Elisabetta, is with her. Gabriella fi shes for her mother’s handkerchief in her pocket 
and wipes her tears. Letting out a long, drawn-out breath, she allows herself to drift toward sleep.
 —Excerpt, “Crossing the Threshold”, La Brigantessa

Synopsis:  LA BRIGANTESSA is a novel set in the aftermath of Italy’s 1861 Unifi cation, a turbulent period known as ‘The De-
cade of Fire,’ (1860-1870) when scores of brigands (outlaws) rebelled against the harsh policies imposed by the new government, 
which in turn ordered the destruction of the brigands and anyone harbouring them.
 Gabriella Falcone is a peasant girl from the impoverished south who works for Don Simone, the parish priest. She is 
forced to fl ee her hamlet in 1862 after stabbing a wealthy landowner in self defence. Knowing her fate will be life imprisonment 
at best, the priest leads her through the harsh Aspromonte mountain range to seek refuge in an isolated monastery, but they soon 
fall into the hands of brigands. Gabriella is catapulted into a world she has only ever heard about in nervous whispers, a world 
where right and wrong, justice and vengeance take on new meanings. She is drawn into the role of brigantessa, and in the com-
pany of the brigand chief, Stefano Galante, she discovers that the convictions she once held dear no longer have a place in this 
wild, unlawful territory. 
 Gabriella wonders if she will ever clear her name and be able to return to a normal life. Experiencing the harsh existence 
of a brigandess, she discovers what she must do to survive and to ultimately vindicate herself.

“W



The following interview between the Publisher and the Author took place over email in August 2016, in anticipation of the 
forthcoming release of the novel La Brigantessa
§
CELESTE MILLER: How did you get your start in writing?

ROSANNA MICELOTTA BATTIGELLI: It started with my love of books and 
reading when I was a child. I came to Canada when I was three and didn’t 
know a word of English when I started St. Anthony’s School. I remember 
feeling different, confused. Because of that, I learned to speak very quickly, 
and became enchanted with the written word. I loved going to the library, 
first in my school, and then in the Bookmobile—a huge transport that parked 
on Irving St. in Gatchell. The enjoyment I got from reading (and I read a 
lot, sometimes taking out a dozen books at the library for a week) made me 
want to start writing. At 14, I started drawing out the characters for an adven-
ture novel for young readers, but it wasn’t until ten years later that I actually 
planned and completed a writing project. When my children were young, in 
the early 90s, I began writing children’s fiction, and later, an adult novel. Since 
the 90s, I have invested in my growth as a writer by joining writers’ groups 
(Sudbury Writers’ Guild, Canadian Authors’ Association, Association of Ital-
ian-Canadian Writers, CANSCAIP), attending conferences, participating in 
mentorships at the Humber School for Writers in Toronto, reading books on 
the art and craft of writing, etc.

CM: Who has/have been your primary influence(s)?

RB: I would definitely have to say that my primary influences were the many authors whose books delighted me in my early 
years all the way to adulthood. Reading the books of Lucy Maud Montgomery, Enid Blyton, Laura Ingalls Wilder, Charles 
Dickens, and others too many to mention, established my passion for reading. Later, as an adult, I read a lot of historical 
fiction. One of my goals was also to read award-winning Canadian and international literary fiction, in order to be aware 
of the market and to immerse myself in excellent writing. The fiction of Nino Ricci, Margaret Atwood, Alice Munro, Tim-
othy Findley, Alistair MacLeod, Gail Anderson-Dargatz, Joseph Kertes, Barbara Kyle, Linda Holeman, Joseph Boyden, and 
many more Canadian authors has inspired me. Among my favourite American authors are Elizabeth Strout and Marilynne 
Robinson, both Pulitzer Prize-winning novelists. Italian author Alessandro Baricco’s award-winning novels are outstanding. 
And of course there are the authors of fiction for young readers: Richard Scrimger (my mentor at The Humber School For 
Writers), Tim Wynne-Jones, Cora Taylor, and too many more to mention.  Oh, but I have to mention Jean Little, whose book 
Mine For Keeps and her personal story touched me as a young reader. I had the privilege of hearing her speak at a conference 
in 1992. So many wonderful authors, so many books, so little time!

CM: Have you met with many difficulties in developing your writing craft to this point?

RB: I have probably met with the usual difficulties writers have: limited time for creative writing while working at a career, 
raising a family, dealing with aging and ill parents, grieving their passing, dealing with health challenges of loved ones, and 
adjusting to the many challenges and transitions of life. Writing-related difficulties that every writer faces are rejections, 
which at the very beginning are harder, but as you get more and more work accepted, you take rejections in your stride.

CM: Was it a challenge to find, as they say, your “writer’s voice”?

RB: At the beginning, when you have decided to become A SERIOUS WRITER, you wonder What is my voice? Do I have 
a voice? Reading so much fiction made me aware of the voices of many writers, and I came to realize that you have to trust 
the words that come from within, and not try to consciously write like anyone else. The way you formulate thoughts, words, 
concepts, and ideas, is unique to you, drawn from memories of your life experiences, your imagination, the melding of your 
mind and spirit. You have to let this flow and see what results. What results is your “writer’s voice.” That’s not to say that what 
you produce from this process is perfect and won’t need a good edit or revisions, but the essence will be there. It will undergo 
polishing and refinement, just like a precious stone or gem, until it sparkles.

CM: How has your experience been to date, as an emerging Canadian writer, particularly living in the North? Have you had 
the support and encouragement you need from peers and those in the writing community?
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RB: I was a charter member of the Sudbury Writers’ Guild in 1992, started by Vicki Gilhula, the Editor of Laurentian Media 
Canada, and Associate Publisher and Editor of Sudbury Living Magazine Group. It was and is wonderful to connect with 
other writers regularly. You learn and share together. Guest speakers have been a highlight of some of our monthly meetings.  
We have had workshops with multiple award-winning author Nino Ricci, a Skype session with international best-selling 
author Barbara Kyle, and others who have all given us support and encouragement. The critique sessions we have regularly 
from our peers have helped a great deal in enhancing our writing.

CM: The accompanying photograph and description show the historical basis of your forthcoming novel’s backdrop. How 
did you find the inspiration for La Brigantessa?

RB: I returned to southern Italy in the summer of 1998. My last visit to my native Calabria had been in the summer of 1974. I 
was so fascinated with Calabria’s history that when I returned to Canada, I decided to write a historical novel, tentatively enti-
tled: La Brigantessa: The Life of a Female Brigand. I had purchased a suitcase full of books while in Italy, books that dealt with 
every aspect of life in Calabria, especially in the post-Unification years, that is, 1861 on. I read about Garibaldi and Cavour, 
the politics of Unification, the cultural traditions, the role of women, the food, the superstitions, the role of the Church in this 
period, the hardships suffered by the agrarian population in the south, and the subsequent rise and repression of brigandage.  
 My mother mentioned an ancestor who had passed on stories of Garibaldi. My imagination went wild. It is very 
likely that any one of my ancestors had witnessed or come into contact with this charismatic leader in his quest to unify the 
south of Italy and Sicily with the rest of Italy. He had passed through many towns in Calabria, inspiring young men to join his 
army of “Camice Rosse” or “Red Shirts” as they were known. On his march toward Rome, which had yet to be united, there 
was a skirmish in the dense Calabrian mountain range of Aspromonte, and Garibaldi was wounded. 
 My goal was to bring this fascinating period of southern Italian history to life, because it is a part of my history. I 
decided my novel would center around the plight of a young peasant woman who is forced to go into hiding for an alleged 
murder. Gabriella Falcone falls under the protection of a notorious brigand chief who shows her a new world where the 
boundary between good and evil is blurred. Throughout her journey, she struggles with the faith that has all but disappeared 
since her attack and subsequent capture by brigands. Experiencing the role of brigantessa (female brigand/ bandit), she be-
comes entangled in a web of political, religious and cultural forces that converge in a climax of destruction and vengeance, 
with Gabriella ultimately gaining the redemption she seeks. I began researching this period more extensively. My degree in 
Italian language and literature enabled me to research primary sources, reference books and period novels, and to conduct 
interviews. This project allowed me to take a metaphorical journey to the land where I was born, and to use my discoveries 
to highlight a part of Italy’s history that is little known or understood. 
 During a trip to Italy in 2010, I explored the area in and around the Aspromonte mountains of Calabria, where 
brigandage flourished and also where an historic battle took place. General Giuseppe Garibaldi was injured in the Battle 
of Aspromonte (1862) while attempting to march north to liberate Rome from French protection and unite it with the rest 
of Italy. I stood by the tree against which Garibaldi was placed after being shot. It stands within an iron enclosure, a plaque 
marking its historical significance. I could hardly believe that I was standing in a place where 149 years earlier, part of Italian 
history was being enacted!

CM: What has been your greatest challenge in writing La Brigantessa?

RB: In two words: time and energy! I started writing this novel years ago. I was teaching kinder-
garten (which requires copious amounts of energy), dealing with my father’s decline with Parkin-
son’s, raising my children, participating in writing workshops and mentorships at The Humber 
School for Writing, dealing with my mother’s health issues, reading as much as I could, writing as 
much as I could, sending off stories, excerpts, manuscripts, building up my publishing history . . . 
Finding a balance in my life with all these goals and responsibilities has been challenging!

CM: Is that portion of history one that you will continue to explore in future works, or will you 
branch off to other interests following this novel, in historical fiction or otherwise?

RB: I would love to continue to explore the history around Italy’s Unification. I have invested a lot 
of time in research, using primary and secondary sources in both English and Italian, and I find 
this era fascinating. 

CM: If you could give aspiring writers one piece of advice, what would it be?
RB: Believe in yourself and persist in your goals. Okay, that’s two pieces of advice. I have a lot more 
to say on this, but I’ll save it for a future workshop!



Ignite the Dunes
Richard King Perkins II

Vulcan-orange atmosphere

rolling prisms travelling
through microscopic intentions

I know I can call you
but I won’t

so I’ll miss you
for a little while longer

until I find you
jeweled in dreams
and ardent somewheres.

I shouldn’t feel ashamed
or even constrained

to ignite the dunes

and promising clouds
of my internal landscape.

Like portals
to the afterworld

my love is multiplicative

but I can’t take another chance
like this—

feeling your mouth reshape its form
to mine

forging
infinite precious forgeries.
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ife is walking a straight zigzag, while standing upright in a somersault.” (Irish saying)

How do we travel through life, through all of the moments contained within it? The answer might at first seem obvi-
ous: the only way forward is straight ahead, one day (week, month, year, decade) to the next. But what about travelling 
through our memories of it? Is there ever such a thing as a straight line through when we look back on where we’ve 
been, or do the years and multitude of moments criss-cross through each other? The answer to that question is in true 
display within former Poet Laureate Roger Nash’s latest poetry collection, Zigzags.

 From the first poem in the collection, “Mud”, 
we are treated to Nash’s memories of the place where 
his four-year-old self accompanied his Grandpa to his 
allotment, where he’d planted and continued to tend 
to an apple tree. The poem details the way his Grand-
pa’s hands simultaneously touched the past and pres-
ent within the mud there. We see also that he touched 
the future, in that the tree was to adorn his own grave, 
and by the end of the poem, 60 years have passed and 
Nash visits the tree, continuing the loop of past touch-
ing the present and the future in the dirt he stands 
upon.

 The collection continues along those themes throughout, weaving childhood memories with adulthood ob-
servations, and into late-life reflections. In a seamless, artfully overlapping manner, Nash draws the reader into his 
perspective of his experiences as an example of how we each view our lives: as a patchwork quilt, where no piece truly 
comes first or last, and we may never look across a given piece in the same order or individually from the moment 
each piece is placed into the pattern. And as our eyes roam across a quilt in every which direction, picking up enticing 
varieties of detail along the way upon each viewing, so the reader is treated to glimpses of details through Nash’s self-re-
flection, as together we explore this selection of the details of a life.

 As a whole, the crisp yet welcoming tone serves as a beautiful reminder of the value and wonderful wandering 
of our live’s memories, and of their meandering but ensconced places within us, and within the sphere of our influence 
as we each interact with past, present and future simultaneously throughout our existences. Our memories are fallible, 
but they are ours and they are valuable. As Nash writes in “River”: “The river is rising” and he “slip[s] to my knees in 
the mud” where “any distinction between flowing / and my walking passes too, / just a temporary, inaccurate, marker. 
/ I’m river, river, me.” (1, 21-25; p. 15)
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On Review
Zigzags by Roger Nash

Celeste Miller

“L
Roger Nash (2016) - Photo by Heidi Ulrichsen



Building Words: Celebrating 
Sudbury’s New School of Architecture

Roger Nash
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I. ROOM
As sun ripples off the lake,
the room reflects surges
of water. Spray sparkles
from copper vases on tables.
Rooms are receptacles of light.
We sip coffee like fishes with cups.

II. WALL
A wall is the shape words can take.
Words fall in angry slabs
from bare concrete. From Moroccan tiles,
lilt in leaping blue dolphins between us,
declaring the wine-dark depths of life.
Masks hung from their articulate nails
keep saying something, saying
something, so conversations always go on.
Cushioned walls absorb what we shout,
like undersea sponges. Squeeze your lips.
Hard. But they can’t give it back.

III. CEILING
Ceilings are all-seeing gods.
They witness, unblinking, lovers, cheats, 
even murderers, below them. We’re all 
unmasked, beneath their white-washed
skies, as equally capable of what’s 
right, or, perhaps, even more 
wrong. Like gods, they can bless
and condemn. The sick man in his bed,
staring upwards, sees how much

a whole life needs re-painting.

IV. FLOOR
Naves of churches kneel quietly
on fallen temples of Greece and Rome,
the temples on fossils still swimming slowly
in their rocks. One man’s floor
is over the bombed ceiling of another.
One mother’s highest hope
is below the deepest fear of her daughter.
Sky or floor, the chess-game
might as well end in a draw:
after a sky, another floor;
after a floor, another sky
– falling. Floors are just the skies of others.
Our footsteps scuff stars above their heads.

V. WINDOW
A window looks out even 
when no-one’s in the room.
It’s four-square conscious
for them. Only windows can.
The builders of this old Finn cottage,
their soup-stirring wives,
chicken-chasing children,
long gone. But what it views
is constant from their distant time.
It still frames, in its rainbowed
glass, their vivid daily
sight. When I gaze out,
the lake glitters and stares back,



not distinguishing one of us from another,
one generation from another,
one century from another.
It doesn’t matter a ripple to it.
In the window, the lake’s still there,
unchanged. The lake’s alright.

VI. DOOR
A door waits for you to come back
through it, before you’ve even left.
But it’s always wide open
for another to return instead.
After vacations, it lets you 
be that someone else, wearing 
a large Panama hat.
Doorways are ancient match-makers,
with few social conventions.
People rub intimately
into one in them, never having met.
Watch out, or you’ll stride in as “Whosezat?”
Nightmares – and saints – walk through
closed doors without opening them.
Always some things that doors
never shut out.
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Scissors, Paper, Brick
Terry Barr

omewhere in the middle of a night last week, I awoke with night sweats. I had been dreaming about Ne-
al’s old pair of scissors, the ones with the filigreed handles; the ones with the dull yet pointed tips. The 
ones I had left in my office desk drawer.

 Almost fully awake, I realized that I wanted those scissors, though I had rarely used them, and even then, 
mainly to open the taped packages of books typically sent by publishers who wanted me to try their new composition 
handbook. Those scissors had rested comfortably in Neal’s desk for years I couldn’t count. They had been mine since 
I took over his office back in 2002. Mine, but now they and whatever else I had chosen to let lie in that office would be 
imploded in a few days as the building that housed us, the flagstone building of campus—Neville Hall—was sched-
uled for a complete renovation. Why did I think I could abandon those scissors? Even though I could live and work 
and completely function without them, why did I suddenly find them indispensable? 

 They could never save a life and they didn’t even cut well.

 So I drove to campus the next day, a 90-mile round trip—for the sole purpose of rescuing those scissors. My 
younger daughter Layla and a student I’ve mentored for the past two years, Erika, joined me as I toured my now al-
most vacant office for this heretofore unprecious item. They were where they always were—safe in that drawer-- never 
knowing that they had almost gone the way of other useless items in that building. As far as we know, only the old 
outer bricks will remain, and I can only hope that whatever asbestos is left in the walls will not show up one day in 
other unwanted places. I say this, because three former dwellers of this revered building died of inoperable cancers, 
and who knows, really, what caused these terminal growths—growths that simply were too large and diffused to be 
cut out. 

 As I left my office for that final time, I stared at the VHS cassettes that I was leaving: Rear Window, Raising 
Arizona, Chaplin’s shorts. I gazed at the round window, my only office window that opened when you pushed it count-
er-clockwise. I gazed, too, the James Joyce poster that one of my colleagues demanded that I take. Joyce’s odd and 
asymmetrical eyes stared at me for over twenty years, but will no more.  My Joyce image, after all, is only paper, but 
scissors, now, they’re rock-solid. So I placed them in the glove compartment of my car where if I ever need them, I’ll 
know where to look.

§

 Layla graduated last week, too, from the college where I’ve taught English for the past twenty-nine years. 29, 
as we know, is a prime number. That means nothing to this story, and during the two weeks before Layla graduated, I 
wondered if my twenty-nine years meant anything to the college.

 We’re a small, rural, liberal arts school, and in our promotional literature, the papers and brochures sent out to 
prospective students, we quite often refer to ourselves as a “family.” We should always consider the deeper and wider 
implications of the words we use. 

 For instance, I know a family that refuses to mention or have mentioned their younger son’s name. The gay 
son; the one who died of AIDS. My own mother warned me when we visited them once: Now don’t mention Kevin. 
They don’t speak about him.”
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            Terry Barr

 Or the mother who sits shiva for her son when he marries a woman outside of the faith, even though she 
herself, a self-diagnosed agoraphobic, never went to Temple. Or the couple that tells their youngest daughter that 
they had her so that she could be the “spare child,” insurance in case one of her older siblings died, which, of course, 
happened some fifty years later.

 You know. 

 Family.

 So, at our college, there is a tradition where at graduation, parents may come to the dais and “assist” in the 
conferring of their child’s degree. It’s a beautiful moment, one that surely happens only at small colleges and maybe 
nowhere other than my own. A few weeks before she graduated, Layla asked if I was going to help hand her the cov-
eted diploma.

 “Of course, sweetie. I’d be honored.”

 I didn’t tell her how deeply moved I was that this mattered to her. Not always as academically motivated as 
I had hoped she would be, Layla had nevertheless blossomed in her study of psychology, even making the Provost’s 
List in her last year. 

 Pleased as I was, I walked into the Provost’s office a day or two later and asked if we could make this happen. 
I assumed that all I had to do was tell them, that they would make a note somewhere in the Provost’s list of graduates, 
and all would follow from there. But when I asked, what I noticed was some uncomfortable silence. The Provost 
looked at his aide who looked at the secretary, who looked back at the Provost.

 “Let us check into this,” our chief academic officer said.

 “Well, OK, but all I want is to walk on the stage and hand Layla her diploma.”

 The way they were acting, I wondered whether they thought I wanted to make a few remarks, or bring other 
members of the family up to the dais, too. The looks on their faces said, “Uh-oh,” but I couldn’t see why. The whole 
affair would take a matter of seconds.

 A few hours later, I received an email from our alumni director:

 “We’re very sorry to deny your request. This is the oldest and strongest rule on campus: parents who assist in 
graduation must be alums of the college.”

 One of the first things I did upon receiving this message was to check through the pages of the faculty by-
laws. I found no such rule.

 I then checked with the Provost, who told me that he had no such rule written anywhere in his office. I emailed 
our President who said he knew of the policy and that maybe it was time for a review, adding:

 “But we won’t be able to undertake such a review in time for this year’s graduation. ”

 He said he hoped that this decision would not sour graduation for me or my family. My wife looked at me 
when I told her and said, “Well, this does us a lot of good.”

 Layla herself was disappointed, but in her typical way, she let it go. There were too many other things to enjoy 
or worry about before graduation.

 I tried one last time, however. I emailed the alumni director asking if this really were a codified, written rule, 
or whether it was merely a tradition we follow. To my knowledge no one knows how long we’ve practiced this beau-
tiful acknowledgment, or how it began. When the director wrote back, she tried to salve the wound by complimenting 
Layla profusely. And then she added,

 “If we let you do this, then the gates would open and everyone would want to take the stage. We’ve already 
had to turn down requests. I’ll try to put my finger on this rule and get back to you.”

 But she never did. Perhaps it’s because she hasn’t found the rule yet, written on that magic sheet of paper, the 



one that was to keep me from handing another sheet of (is it still sheepskin?) paper to my daughter. I like to think that 
I’ve never overinflated my sense of who I am. Twenty-nine years, though?

 Graduation morning dawned sunny and relatively mild in our South Carolina home. I sat on the first row of 
faculty watching those we taught and sometimes loved march across the dais. About halfway through came Layla, and 
as the president handed her diploma to her, I choked up. A colleague patted me on the shoulder; another whispered, 
“Is that your daughter?”

 “Yes, she’s mine.”

 Before the ceremony began, however, another colleague, knowing what I couldn’t do that day, suggested that 
after the event, Layla and I climb the dais and re-enact the conferring. Why hadn’t I thought of this?

 So on Facebook and in our collective phones, there are pictures of me handing Layla her folder containing 
both her BS in Psychology and an engraving of Neville Hall, my old building, which was the backdrop for the ceremo-
ny. There are pictures of me kissing and hugging my college graduate, too. No one else appears with us, but I don’t see 
the dais as empty. What is empty are the gestures of those who believe that policies shouldn’t change, who hide behind 
unwritten rules on papers they can’t find, as if they are keeping something sacred. As if they are the gatekeepers for 
some form of honored family tradition. 

 As if the hurt they inflict in this process will ever heal.

§

 Family is often more than you think it is or could be. Erika graduated with Layla because, of course, they 
started college together. They didn’t know each other back then, though I knew both of them. I had been on the 
committee that awarded Erika our highest scholarship—a full ride, books and all. I’ll never forget our interview with 
Erika, or the evening before when I met her and her parents for the first time at a dinner for all scholarship finalists. 
After the meal, Erika’s mother asked me if I had any advice for Erika, whose interviews would be the following today.

 “Just be yourself,” I said, which sounds like such a cliché, except that after speaking with this eighteen-year 
old young woman for even an hour, I knew there was a maturity, a deep wisdom about her. I remember her mother’s 
reaction after Erika won the scholarship: “That was exactly what she needed to hear!”

 I knew I didn’t really know this family, but knowing and feeling so very often don’t mate well.

 It so happened that Layla and Erika joined the same sorority during their first semester, and you’d think such 
a move, particularly on a small campus, would ensure their becoming close friends. But that didn’t happen. I don’t 
pretend to understand all the reasons why they didn’t. Of course, friendships can’t be bought, nor can you ensure that 
all family members will get along. I asked Layla once if she was friends with Erika,

 “She’s a sweet girl,” Layla answered, “but we’re really different.”

 I know better than to ask my daughter to expound on such feelings, and I didn’t know Erika well enough to 
comment, much less to ask her what she thought of Layla. Though this too is a cliché and a distortion of both young 
women, it’s like they were the sisters in Modern Family, Hayley and Alex. Certain types, you know, except that when 
examined more closely, you can see that even TV characters are more rounded and complex than as seen on first 
viewing, or even after several years.

 So I’ll take credit for extending this family. I had been working so hard with Erika to develop her creative 
nonfiction, so I invited her and two other creative writing students to a family supper one Sunday night this past 
spring. 

 I asked Layla to join us, which she was glad to do. She wanted to come by herself, though (our home is 45 
miles from the college), because, in her words, “It’s too awkward since I don’t know them that well.” That night I 
cooked Layla’s favorite supper—grillades and cheese grits—and our gathering went on well past 10:00. No one want-
ed to leave even though we were all tired. Or maybe it was the late night coffee complementing the fresh fruit and 
gelato.  In any case, the next time I saw both Layla and Erika, they said as one even though their remarks came hours 
apart,
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            Terry Barr

 “I wish I had gotten to know Layla/Erika better, before now, now that we are almost ready to leave.”

 When my older daughter, Pari, met Erika a few weeks later, she claimed this new friend as the “third Barr 
daughter.” 

 “Can’t we adopt her, Pari asked my wife and me?

 “Well we could,” my wife said, “except that I don’t think Erika is up for adoption.”

 Still, you know family when you meet them.

 Erika gave the graduation speech, her privilege as outstanding senior. In that speech she told the story of 
standing on a mountaintop at the home of her best friend’s grandmother. It’s a place she can always come back to, she 
said, except that from now on her best friend won’t be with her. Such is the reality of graduating and moving on. Of 
leaving a place you’ve called home for those four life-changing years. Her words touched me, and I felt them even 
more strongly as Layla walked across the stage. I thought too of Pari’s mountain home in western Virginia, of all the 
leaving my wife and I have experienced. When Pari graduated from Wofford College, I wondered if I could ever go 
back there, to the city of Spartanburg, again. The paradox, a term Erika used so successfully about her sense of place 
in that speech, is that I have to go to Spartanburg because my therapist works in that town. To get therapy, I must walk 
through my fear of the ghosts of my joy.

 I did get through those ghosts, partly because I wrote my way through them: pages and pages of life ghosts 
that became my first book. Writing about family allows that family to understand, to wince a little, and to grow. One 
day I came home to find a package waiting on me: my book, with a handwritten note on a yellowed piece of paper. A 
note from Pari’s boyfriend’s Dad. He loved the book and realized that our boyhoods and family stories—his in Virgin-
ia, mine in Alabama—followed similar emotional journeys. “Would you sign my copy and send it back,” Bill Baker 
asked. Of course I will, Bill. Of course.

 During graduation day I also was suffering from some sort of sinus cold. So I could blame my widespread 
Kleenex use on that, as Layla got her degree without my assistance. Though bitter, that bitterness, as our President 
hoped, did not erase my joy. As Layla and I stood on the dais after everyone else had pretty much headed on to lunch 
celebrations, I looked out onto the area just below the dais. There was our family, Erika’s family, and Layla’s boy-
friend Billy’s family—all watching us, all smiling at us, and I saw my own joy reflected in them. Neville Hall was 
still behind us in the form that I’ve always known it, and everyone made those pictures of us that are more than digital 
paper. That afternoon at a barbecue hosted by Layla and her housemates, Billy’s father toasted us with an excellent 
and very dry Chardon. Later that night his mother texted us as they drove back to Charleston:

 “I miss my new family,” her text said. 

 I know what she means.

 I don’t always remember my dreams, and usually when I do, I report them to my wife who helps me try to 
interpret them. Often, she offers the interpretation for me, but even when she does, she adds this caveat:

 The meaning is up to you, of course. It’s your choice.” 

 From the dais where I ended that ceremony, I looked out on the campus plaza. There was so much to remem-
ber—past graduations where once I gave the commencement speech, my papers rustling through my nervousness—to 
see—the stone building across Broad Street where my office will lie next year--but I chose this scene: a space that 
Layla and Erika and I had visited on the day we rescued my scissors. A space we visited together only because I 
dreamed about those scissors. 

 A green space encasing rows of bricks. 

 Each senior class has the option of buying their own personalized brick, inscribed with whatever they want 
to say. The three of us visited these latest bricks just after lunch at Yo Cup (featuring Red Rooster coffee from the 
mountains of Floyd, Virginia). The girls were excited to see their names, the $75 bricks that would place them perma-
nently at the college campus they loved. The bricks are arranged by the maintenance crew in whatever order the crew 
determines. So the three of us stood looking for these two bricks, noticing the ones that had misspellings and the ones 
featuring students who weren’t quite ready to move on yet.



 And then we found theirs: Layla Adele Barr, Erika Laine Gotfredson.

 Side by side.

 “See, you guys were always meant to be together,” I stated with all obviousness.

 “That’s so cool,” they both said, and all I could do was wonder at the pairing, the beautiful juxtaposition of 
these two adults who lived parallel campus lives for their four undergraduate years. 

 We know that bricks don’t last forever, and that we can’t remember all the precious moments in our lives. But 
we do make choices, sometimes thinking through them, sometimes not: 

 One, two, three, shoot. 

 What these choices have revealed is that through cutting and pasting seemingly unconnected objects and 
people; by engraving precious letters in the thickness of brick and setting them next to each other, what isn’t exactly 
gold, but golden, will stay. Will outlast any strong rule, or strict policy, or even any dear but murky tradition. 

 For these letters are the glowing images I see, appearing before me in the spaces of my memory, in the words 
that come to me from somewhere in the middle of my night.
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Postcard With Snapple Trivia
Melissa Carl

Dear M., 

I’m still here where the tulips are trading meaningful glances 
in freezing temperatures.  I want you to describe me
in terms of flowers---fern, snapdragon.  These days I’m awake 
in every kind of dark, the air of an electric fan 
the only sort of touch I can actually stand.  They told me to take vitamins 
and love Jesus more, as if my brain is not the sort of roommate
from whom I have to hide the knives. But don’t think I wrote this 
with surrender in mind. The fact that a peach was eaten 
on the moon means that summer comes 
to unlikely places.
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he weather lady predicts a scorcher, unusual for early June.  If Lucinda goes now, in the dewy cool, she 
can pick a flat and be home before it’s too hot.  The rest of the news will just be more Obama-Republican 
yammering anyway.  She finishes her granola, turns the TV off, puts the yogurt in the fridge and goes 
back to the bedroom to put on a long dirndl skirt and a long-sleeved white blouse.

 “And sunscreen, Mom,” Carol insisted when she phoned last night.  “I don’t know why you’re picking straw-
berries anyway.  At least take care of yourself.”

 “Too late,” she said, “I’m a prune already.  And the ‘why’ is because I’m going to make a strawberry-rhubarb 
pie, which was your father’s absolute favorite.  To satisfy you, I’ll find some sunscreen.”

 “At least 50 SPF,” Mom.

 “All right, dear.”

 Carol and Robert think she should sell the house and move into the retirement community she and Harold 
signed up for years ago.  “You must be near the top of the waiting list by now,” Carol said.  “You should ask.”  Those 
two are unsentimental about the house and traditions they grew up in.  Last Labor Day she told Robert, in his weekly 
call, about going out to Farm Valley for an armful of cornstalks to tie around the mailbox post; he didn’t get it.

 “Mom,” he said, “you’ll kill yourself if you keep doing all Dad’s old chores and your own too.  You’ll be 
seventy years old next year, for God’s sake.”

 “You needn’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” she told him.  “It’s decorative, and cheers me.”  When a month 
later she bought a huge pumpkin and carved it into a gap-toothed smiling face almost as good as Harold made, she 
didn’t mention it to either of the children.

 The sunscreen in the bathroom cabinet says 35 SPF, whatever that means.  Good enough:  She daubs it on her 
face and the back of her hands, rubbing it in until it disappears, puts on a touch of lipstick and completes her outfit with 
a floppy straw hat wide enough to hide her grey hair and keep most of her shoulders in shadow.  She locks up, backs 
the Corolla out of the garage and sets out, a half-hour drive.  There are few others on the road this early on a Saturday.

 Pickens’ Patch was the first farm to set aside a few rows that people could harvest themselves; it’s been her 
destination since the first years of their marriage, when the saving made a difference.  A dozen farms sprawl along a 
little river that meanders toward the Connecticut, their soil annually replenished by springtime flooding.  In those days, 
all save Mr. Pickens relied wholly on dark-skinned migratory workers from the Caribbean who could work all day, 
oblivious to the heat.  There weren’t many customers like her.

 But she was in a vanguard.  Others discovered the joy of returning to the soil, recapturing for a morning the 
self-sufficiency of an earlier era.  Soon there were a half-dozen cars in the dirt parking lot whenever she arrived, often 
a shiny Cadillac or Lincoln whose owner had obviously came to commune with agrarian forebears rather than to save 
a few dollars.

Strawberries
Don Noel
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 Harold, who grew up in New York City and only reluctantly let her buy him bluejeans and a flannel work shirt, 
came picking only the first year.  Stoop labor wasn’t his idea of recreation, he said.  His contribution to the seasonal 
pie from then on was to cultivate a patch of rhubarb in a sunny spot in the back yard.

 He did that with a will, though.  Every fall he came to a dairy farm out here carrying faded burlap bags, and 
brought them back bulging with cow manure to heap around each plant.  “Like a blanket,” he said, “to nourish the 
roots during their winter sleep.”  Last fall she had to have the farmer fill the bags only halfway so she could manage 
the weight, and she understood why he always took a long shower after that chore.

 When the children were old enough she took them along, teaching them to pluck only the red-ripe berries, 
using both hands so as not to tear the vines, leaving the green fruit for others.  She let them eat a few as they worked; 
the crimson juice stained their chins as they grinned their delight.

 When she and the children got back with their flats of strawberries, Harold greeted them with an armload of 
rhubarb stalks.  He would praise the resulting pies, always saving one slice for the next morning, claiming pie for 
breakfast as a New England tradition.  Admiration for his geometric skill in slicing one more piece than the number at 
the table became a family joke.

 In their teens, both children balked at this pilgrimage.  Their only participation now, apart from Robert’s sup-
plying personalized labels from his computer, is to accept with dutiful filial enthusiasm a few jars of jam when the 
family gathers for Christmas. 

 She wishes she could bring the grands along, introduce them to the satisfactions of the soil, but they’re half a 
continent away.  That’s probably why she took such pleasure in doling out candy bars to kids last Halloween.  Their 
house had long been a magnet, because Harold greeted them wearing a different rubber monster mask every year, tak-
ing it off with a reassuring smile if a very young child was more frightened than startled.  She used one of his masks 
last fall, wearing his topcoat over her apron.  Although the kids loved it as they always had, she grew so tired that she 
had to turn out the lights and let the last doorbells go unanswered.

 Nearing the farm, she sees a new condominium rising out of the field next door, shouldering above mini-man-
sions already built nearby.  She feels vindicated:  If Farmer Pickens can resist selling to developers and retiring, the 
least she can do is give him some business. 

 Several cars are already in the lot, people out in the rows.  Although the sun has burned off the morning mist, 
the heat isn’t oppressive yet.  She checks in and accepts a cardboard flat, glad to be recognized as a long-timer -- 
“Morning, Mrs. Peters; nice to have you back” -- and is directed to an untouched row.

 Picking strawberries properly is awkward work.  Years ago, vacationing in The Netherlands, she and Harold 
saw a Van Gogh pen-and-ink of a buxom farm wife in a full-length baggy skirt, bent in half at the waist to harvest 
beets, ample buttocks almost mooning a brassy sky.  “Looks like you picking strawberries,” he joked.  He’d seen her 
only that first year, and she was half that woman’s weight.  Still, he bought a print that hangs to this day in their bed-
room.  She remembers Van Gogh’s peasant whenever she comes picking; it pleases her to be part of a centuries-old 
tradition, reaping what the land produces.

 A few customers, wearing jeans more faded than Harold’s ever became, sit between the rows, skootching 
backward, picking berries from left and right into a flat between their legs.  They’d better have brought newspapers to 
sit on when they get back in their cars, and will surely have to wash the jeans when they get home.  She’s proud still 
to be able to stand and stoop, the time-honored posture.

 This year’s is a bountiful crop.  Some fields, the weather lady said, were waterlogged by a wet spring.  Mr. 
Pickens’ land is well-drained, so the extra moisture made his berries plumper and juicier, big enough that it takes only 
a half-hour to fill her flat.  Just as well:  As the day warms, she begins to feel her age, as she did last winter when she 
tried to take on Harold’s snow-shoveling.

 She takes her flat back to the stand.  A pleasant young woman, perhaps a Pickens daughter, puts it on the scale.  
“Eight pounds, Mrs. Peters.  That will be $9.20.”  Imagine, little more than a dollar a pound for such extravagantly 
perfect berries!  On the way home she stops at the supermarket for sugar, pectin and -- yielding to temptation -- a car-
ton of thick cream.  She glances at the not-yet-ripe berries in the produce section, grown heaven only knows where, 
two dollars for a box that couldn’t possibly be a pound.  The comparison makes her feel virtuous.
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 At home, she brings the flat into the kitchen and goes into the back yard for a generous armful of rhubarb, slic-
ing off the elephant-ear leaves with a flick of the kitchen knife almost as cleanly as Harold did, carefully laying them 
down to mulch the plants and suppress weeds.  She decides against a shower; enough to strip off her sweaty clothes, 
towel briskly and put on shorts and a cool halter.  She glances in the mirror -- sagging breasts, but not bad for a woman 
her age -- and goes back to the kitchen.

 It is daunting; she should have stopped with a half-flat.  Pouring a glass of ice water, she sits for a moment.  
There are times one especially wishes for company.  If Betty from church were here, she’d tell her that except for lard 
-- which no one uses nowadays -- her pie crust recipe came from Harold’s mother, who indulgently encouraged his 
pie-for-breakfast routine.

 She knows the recipe by heart, and soon has the ingredients combined into a huge bowlful of dough that she 
rolls out into six sheets.  Two for a twelve-inch pie, Harold’s’ favorite, the others for ten-inchers.  She discovered when 
she made mince pies to take to St. Louis for Christmas with Robert’s family that only the smaller ones would fit into 
her new pie basket.

 “Mom, you didn’t need to do that,” Robert protested when he met her at the airport.

 “Tradition, Robert,” she retorted.  “Strawberry-rhubarb in June, mince in December.  If I didn’t have my own 
kitchen, I couldn’t do it.”

 “They have a do-it-yourself kitchen at Sunset Village,” he said.  “Just like the woodworking shop and the 
sewing room.”  That conversation deteriorated into a bit of an argument:  What would she do if she had a blizzard and 
lost power, with no one to help her?

 “Don’t invent problems,” she told him, and changed the topic.

  A week after she got back there was a big snow, and she did lose power for two days, which meant the ther-
mostat didn’t work so neither did the furnace.  Harold, who knew how to bypass the thermostat, had never taught her, 
so she made do by getting the down comforter, sleeping on the living room sofa and keeping the fireplace blazing with 
the wood Harold had stored in the garage last July, just before his death.

 She slips sheets of dough into the pans, layers the top sheets onto waxed paper and puts it all into the fridge to 
chill.  She cuts the rhubarb into inch-long chunks, adds sugar, covers the plastic bowl and partially pre-cooks it in the 
microwave.  That gives her time for another break, and a sandwich of peanut butter with sliced strawberries on toasted 
whole-grain bread.

 Robert, as a teen-ager, used to call that combination weird.  She smiles:  In his phone call last week he con-
fessed introducing his kids to peanut-butter-and-strawberries, and they loved it.

 Thank goodness the phone line hadn’t gone down in that snowstorm, or sweet Robert might have tried to fly 
back to rescue her.  When he called, she lied about the power, and certainly didn’t tell him she had almost used up the 
firewood.

 “Are you snowed in?” he’d asked.  “If you had a heart attack like Dad, could an ambulance even get to you?”

 “There are teen-agers eager to make some money,” she told him.  “I think I see them coming down the street 
now.

 The ambulance hadn’t done his father any good, she almost said, but bit her tongue.  Massive is massive.  
When they’d kept him living in a spaghetti-tangle of tubes and blinking monitors for three days with no hint of recov-
ery, she insisted they read his living will and pull the plug.  She and Harold had long ago agreed to do that for each 
other if the time came.  Sometime soon she must have that conversation with Robert and Carol.

 “Don’t be morbid, Lucinda,” she said aloud.  “You’re healthy as a horse.  Let’s finish the pies.”  She finds 
talking to herself unsettling, and turns on public radio’s classical music as she starts back to work.

 She deftly dispatches the strawberry leaves with the heel of her French knife, which hasn’t yet lost the edge 
Harold gave it from time to time, and goes on to quarter the berries -- not too small; the pie wants a little chunkiness -- 
and mix all the fruit in her biggest bowl, adding a bit more sugar.  She preheats the oven while she gets out the chilled 
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pie tins, heaps each with a gentle mound of fruit, flops a circle of crust on each and crimps the edges with a salad fork.

 There was a time when she pricked a fancy pattern into each:  Bon Appetit or For Harold.  Today she pricks 
just enough to release the steam, adds an immodest L.P. in the center, and puts them into the oven.  There are still lots 
of strawberries; she makes room in the fridge for the flat.  Tomorrow she’ll go on to jam.  For now she takes out a 
bowlful of very plump berries, slathers them in cream and sits down at the kitchen table.

 There are new neighbors a few doors down the block; she’ll take them a pie as a welcome present.  The second 
will go to the church social Sunday.  The big one is for Harold.

 Her original thought had been to take the whole pie out to his grave, in lieu of the flowers she’s been bringing.  
There are enough homeless men around that it probably wouldn’t go to waste.  The image of hungry men scarfing 
down Harold’s pie is unsettling, though.  And left untouched, it would draw colonies of ants to the grave site.  An even 
more disturbing image.

 No, she’ll take a big slice out in the morning and eat it there herself, sharing the memories of pie for breakfast, 
communing.

  “Nice,” he’ll say silently.  “I can almost taste it myself.  And what will you do the rest of the morning?’

  “I have to get back to make jam,” she’ll say.  “On the way I’d thought to stop by Sunset Village.  See how 
close I am to the top of the waiting list.  I’ve burned up all the firewood you left.”

 “It’s not just that, is it?” Harold will say silently.  “You’re lonely.  Busy, but lonely.”

 “Yes,” she will say aloud.  “Yes.  But there will always be time for strawberry-rhubarb pie in June.”
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peppermints, and the color of time.  Ron was in the very first issue of Passaic Review, along with Allen Ginsberg, and 
has appeared in International Poetry Review and elsewhere.

Melissa Carl’s work has appeared in places such as: South Florida Poetry Review and Writers’ Digest (Poetic 
Asides). She participated in the Found Poetry Review’s 2013 National Poetry Month Pulitzer Remix Project, pro-
ducing daily poems using a Pulitzer-prize winning novel as source material.  Her most recent collection, Whatever 
Form, was published in 2014.

Kendell Cochrane writes poetry as a past time, when she isn’t shoveling piles of dirt from deep below the earth’s 
surface or Zamboni-sweeping nickel dust off the seven levels of an industrial giant. She likes to think, as much as 
she likes pizza, though knowing too much of either can make her sick. She has a deep love and appreciation for the 
interconnectedness of the universe, which includes every soul-filled entity within it.

Robert Crisp currently hides out in Savannah, GA, where he teaches English and keeps strange hours (and even 
stranger company). He writes poems as often as he can.

Melaina K. de la Cruz is a graduate of Columbia College Chicago, where she earned her BA in creative nonfiction 
writing. She currently lives and works outside of Boston, Massachusetts. You can read her other published work in 
Habitat Magazine, Hypertext Magazine, or visit melainadelacruz.squarespace.com

Steve Klepetar’s work has appeared widely. His poems have been nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of 
the Net. Recent collections include My Son Writes a Report on the Warsaw Ghetto and The Li Bo Poems, both from 
Flutter Press, and Family Reunion, forthcoming from Big Table Publishing.

Mary Soon Lee was born and raised in London, but now lives in Pittsburgh. In 2014, she won the Rhysling Award 
for her poem “Interregnum.” Her poetry credits range from American Scholar, to Heroic Fantasy Quarterly, to the 
Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. She has an antiquated website at http://www.marysoonlee.com
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Nicole Melchionda is currently a senior at Stetson University where she is majoring in English with a minor in 
creative writing. She recently completed an independent study on Gothic poetry with award-winning poet Terri 
Witek. The interests that infiltrate her work include biology, human anatomy, cosmology, psychology, and interper-
sonal relationships.

Roger Nash is s a past-President of the League of Canadian Poets, and inaugural Poet Laureate of Sudbury. Literary 
awards include: the Canadian Jewish Book Award for Poetry, the PEN/O.Henry Prize Story Award, the Confedera-
tion Poets Award (twice), and first prizes in poetry contests with Prism international and Fiddlehead. His latest and 
eighteenth book, ZIGZAGS, comes out with Black Moss Press this fall.

Richard King Perkins II is a state-sponsored advocate for residents in long-term care facilities. He lives in Crystal 
Lake, IL, USA with his wife, Vickie and daughter, Sage. He is a three-time Pushcart nominee and a Best of the Net 
nominee whose work has appeared in more than a thousand publications.

Alex Radison is a second year MFA candidate in poetry at Queens College. His work has appeared in Utopia Park-
way, Newtown Literary (where he now serves as assistant editor), and www.laborarts.org, where he won the “Making 
Work Visible” poetry contest.
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Christine Brandel is a writer and photographer. She writes a column on comedy for PopMatters and rights the 
world’s wrongs via her character Agatha Whitt-Wellington (Miss) at Everyone Needs An Algonquin. More of her 
work can be found at clbwrites.com.

Fiction

Retired after four decades’ prizewinning print and broadcast journalism in Hartford CT, Don Noel received his 
MFA in Creative Writing from Fairfield University in 2013. His work has so far been chosen for publication by Calli-
ope, Shark Reef, Drunk Monkeys, The Tau, Indian River Review, Midnight Circus, Clare Literary Magazine and The 
Raven’s Perch.

Non-Fiction
Terry Barr’s essay collection, Don’t Date Baptists and Other Warnings From My Alabama Mother, is published by 
Red Dirt Press. His essays have also appeared in Blue Lyra Review, South Writ Large, Hippocampus, and Eclectica 
Magazine. He lives in Greenville, SC, with his family.

Neha Srivastava is a philosophy major with an MBA in finance, who recently quit her corporate job in order to 
take up writing full-time. Her work has been published by The Hindu and Silver Birch Press, among others. She lives 
in Hyderabad, India, with two wise cats and a husband.

Art
Born and raised in Portland Oregon, Susan Sweetland Garay currently lives in the Willamette Valley with her 
husband and daughter where she works in the vineyard industry. She has had poetry and photography published on 
line and in print. More of her work can be found at susansweetlandgaray.wordpress.com.

Nick Romeo is self-taught, and he always strives to absorb and learn from his environment. He incorporates the 
multitude of subject matters into his artwork. Nick’s main forms of expression are 3D digital renderings, poetry, frac-
tal generations, and photography.

Lily Gontard is a writer living in Whitehorse, Yukon. Her fiction, poetry and non-fiction have appeared in maga-
zines such as Geist, The Puritan Magazine,Cirque, and The New Quarterly. New writing is forthcoming in Northern 
Public Affairs magazine.

Zev Lawson Edwards was born and raised in Northern Michigan. He has lived and taught in three countries, 
including Australia, Korea, and Saudi Arabia. He currently lives in Detroit, Michigan. The New Punk, based in a 
fictional Detroit, is his debut novel.

Ray Busler lives in Trussville, Alabama with his artist wife of forty years.  He competes in small literary contests and 
Wilford Brimley Look-Alike Contests. He has been marginally successful in the former and spectacular in the latter.

Kristin Ryan is a poet working towards healing, full sleeves of tattoos and finding the perfect shade of purple lip-
stick. Her work has appeared in Neat Magazine, The Penwood Review and Sweet Wolverine. Her chapbook, Hurri-
cane of Grace and Bones is forth coming from Black Cat Moon Press. She is a 2016 Pushcart Prize Nominee and is 
currently working on her MFA in Poetry at Ashland University.



The sick man in his bed,
staring upwards, sees how much
a whole life needs re-painting.

“

“Building Words”
  Roger Nash $6.50 CAD


