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Bothvehiclessoonpickedupspeedonthelongdeserthighway,astraightblacktrackthat
recededandfadedawayinthedistanthorizon.Keepinghisgazefixedatthetwodotsracing
downintothevastdesert,adisorientedYousuflosthissenseoftime.Hiseyesremained
fixedonthedotsuntilthedesertswallowedthem.Onlythepaininhisheartlingered.
Gentlywipinghismoisteyes,hecriedwithinhimselfandturnedback.Hehadtolookfor
ataxitotakehimbacktohislandofwarandchaos.

MOHANPANDEY
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was mellowed now, eyes glued to Yousuf’s face. “Can you tell more about the source of
this threat, or these suspected militants in your neighborhood?”
“It was a forewarning that I got through the father of a young man who has recently

joined the ranks of the rebels,” Yousuf felt uneasy in saying all this. Back in Baghdad, I
have to live and survive among the very people they are chasing, he thought.
“Followme,” the colonel took him to a backroomwhere the monitor of a laptop showed

many pictures.
“Now, take a look at the pictures you see here, tell me if you recognize any of them,” he

said, moving the monitor toward Yousuf.
The colonel kept looking at Yousuf who glanced through the photographs.
Shaking his head, he said, “No, haven’t seen any of them.”
“That’s alright.”
The colonel looked at Yousuf’s business card again and said, “I hope you’ll cooperate

when we approach you to nab the criminals. Some of these jihadis are fleeing out of Iraq
now.”
“Sure,” Yousuf nodded.
Back at his desk, the colonel said to Sophie, “You’re safe now. If you’re traveling alone

to Amman with your kid then speak to Sergeant Taylor outside. He’s heading to Amman
and can follow your taxi, it will be midnight when you reach there. Collect your passports
from the next cabin,” he waved them toward the exit.
Sophie was moved, the color of her face changed, her eyes moist. They collected the

passports and approached the roadside barrier. Sergeant Taylor was loading bags in his jeep.
When Yousuf told him about the Colonel’s advice, he replied quickly, “That’s right man,
I follow you until Circle Six in Amman, and then will turn toward the airport.”
They thanked him. A bit confused, Yousuf asked, “But don’t they need to go to the

Jordanian passport control now?”
“No, that’s okay, this special zone is controlling both sides for operational reasons. Your

passports have been stamped.”
An overwhelmed Sophie wept tears of relief. She waited as Yousuf went across the road

to settle with a Jordanian taxi which was about to return to Amman. He bought water
bottles and biscuit packets from the roadside vendor.
“It’s another five hours to Amman, but not very tiring now. Ayyubi will feel hungry,

I suspect. Please keep my business card. You know Rene Pierre’s house?” Yousuf was
talking non-stop while he put their bags in the taxi. He did not expect Sophie to reply.
“Yes...” her voice was choked. She hugged Yousuf and sobbed without restraint. Yousuf

was unable to look into her eyes and tenderly patted her on the back as he gently nudged her
toward the taxi. He felt a mounting pressure in his chest as he slowly shut the door. Once
more he raised his hand to wave, bending his head for a last glimpse at Sophie and Ayyubi.
The pain grew deeper draining his energies. The taxi began to move, the army jeep waited
to follow.
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“WhatdoyoudoinBaghdad?”
“Irunasmallbusinessprovidingmedicinesandhospitalsupplies,”Yousufsaid.
“Howlonghaveyoubeendoingthis?”
”Morethan14years.”
“Wheredoyoulive?”
“MyhouseisnexttomadameSophie’sinAdhamiadistrictinBaghdad.”
Theofficerkeptshufflingthepassportpagesasthelinesonhisforeheadgrewdeeperand

hisbrowscontracted.Suddenly,helefttheboothwiththeirpassports,askingthemtowait.
“IthoughtseeingmyFrenchpassport,he’dquicklyclearme,”Sophiemuttered.
Yousufpressedherarmgentlyinself-assurance,“It’sjustbecausethewifeofanIraqi

Generalleavingthecountrymightbelookingsuspicioustothem.”
Theofficerreturnedbutaskedthemtoaccompanyhimtoanothercabin.Theretheyhad

towaitmore.Theofficerwentinandcameoutafterafewminutes.
“Goinside,andwaitforthecolonel,”hesaidandleft.Theyweretheonlyonescalledto

presentthemselvesbeforeaseniorarmyofficer.
Theystoodnearacolonel’stablewhowasbusyscrutinizingtheirpassportsandIDcards.

Heaskedthemtositdowninthewaitingarea,andrecognizingYousuffromhispassport
photo,calledhim.
“You’vebeentravelingsooftentoAmmanandDamascus,”hesaidtoYousuf.
“Sir,IhaveasmallbusinessofdistributionofmedicinesinBaghdad,”Yousufpresented

hisbusinesscardand,searchingforanycompanypapershemighthaveonhim.Hegothold
ofcrumpledcopiesoftwooldinvoicesandshowedhim.
“TheseareinArabic,butthenameofmycompanyandaddressisinEnglish,”hesaid.
“I’maskingwhydoyoutraveltoJordansooften?”
“Sir,Ihavetovisitthereforgettingtheimportconsignmentsandsendingthepayments;

noremittanceisallowedthroughtheIraqibanksbecauseofUNsanctions.Also,Ihavea
representativeinAmmanwhoworksoncommission,hisnameis….”
Thecolonelraisedhishandtostophim.Hebeganshufflinghispassport,hiscardandthe

invoicecopies.Yousuffeltthequestioningratherunusual.
“Yourwife?”
“No,Sir.Icanexplain.”
“Goahead,”theofficernodded,hisfaceremainedexpressionless.
IttookhalfanhourforYousuftobriefhimaboutSophie,AyyubiandthelateGeneral

Hasan.Morequestionsfollowed.Yousufansweredthemall.
Theofficerbecamepensiveandreviewedhispapers.Askinghimtogobacktothewaiting

area,hecalledSophie.Afterconfirmingtheparticulars,hecross-checkedwhatYousufhad
said.HespentmoretimeinlookingatherFrenchpassport.AtiredandtenseSophieburst
intotearswhenheaskedtotellherstory.ItwasthesamestorythatYousufhadtold.
“Youseemtobedisturbed.Areyouokay?”Theofficersaidwithoutcaringtowaitfor

areply.AskinghertoresumeherseatwithAyyubi,hecalledforYousufagain.Histone
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“Thank God!” Yousuf said, though the driver didn’t care to respond as he was negoti-
ating a bend in the road. He simply remarked, “We have crossed the khatar (danger), no
more al-mujrimins (criminals).” He fell silent again, driving coolly.
“Were they gang members?” a tense Sophie softly whispered. “I understood nothing of

the exchange. But watching your tense face worried me.”
“Yes, one of the many criminal groups, a law unto themselves,” Yousuf said. “But we’re

past the danger now. The driver says so, though we’ll not be certain until we reach the
border.” Sophie pressed back into her seat, alert and frightened. They had no appetite. The
strong winds blew the fine dust in the desert terrain. The blinding noon sun and unpaved
bumpy road added to their woes. The van kept moving on with the nonchalant driver at
the wheel, his gaze fixed on the long distance ahead.

###

It was late afternoon when they made it to the border. Amid the heavy US army pres-
ence with Humvees, lined up on the wide highway, armed soldiers were watchful of any
suspicious movement. Their wireless communications buzzed ceaselessly. Yousuf, Sophie
and Ayyubi walked toward a queue that had no more than ten families waiting before a
make-shift exit point. “In normal times, we’d see thousands of families lining up for hours
in front of dozens of immigration windows,” Yousuf said. His remark didn’t register with
Sophie. She had left behind her abaya in the van and, holding Ayyubi’s hand, stood waiting
for her turn.
The queue moved slowly because everyone faced meticulous questioning by the army

officer while he scrutinized their passports and travel documents. Yousuf couldn’t help
remarking to Sophie in front of him, “Only a month back, I saw this check post deserted
and plundered.”
Noticing some Iraqis turned back after their questioning made Sophie tense again. She

feared her French and Iraqi passports might create doubt in the mind of the guards.
“Hey, you got two passports?” the guard asked.
“Yes, officer, the French one is expired,” she replied softly.
“Why are you leaving the country?” he continued.
“No longer safe, too dangerous for me.”
“So, where are you headed to?”
“My home, near Toulouse in France.”
“Alone? Married?”
“I’m the widow of General Jamal Hasan. He was martyred in the war in 1987.”
“Travelling alone from Baghdad?” he probed cautiously.
“My neighbor has escorted me and my son,” her voice turned shaky.
“Call him.”
Yousuf came forward, taking out the passport from his bag.
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Sophieinherabayaandheavy-eyedAyyubifollowedYousuftotherestaurantwhere
theyposedasafamily.Yousuforderedthebreakfast.Aftertheexchangeofgreetingswith
theowner,hetalkedabouthisGMCrunninglowonfuel,forcinghimtostopatHaditha.
“Thewholeprovinceisonfire,donotturnontothemainhighway,”theownersounded

sympatheticandadded,“VeryfewcarsdaretoheadtowardJordannow,butyoucango
toQaimalso,150kmtothenorth,there’sabetterchanceyou’llgetataxifromthere.But
peoplenowaskformoredollarseverywhere.”
Fromthespottheownerhadadvised,theyflaggedmanycars,butmostwereunwillingto

gotowardtheborder.Afterhalfanhour,asmallbeat-up,old-fashioned,nondescriptwhite
pick-upvanstopped.Itwasunmarkedandempty,theenginemadearoughnoise,belching
blacksmokefromtheexhaust.Thedriverwasanelderlymaninadarkbluelongthawb
(cloak),alonggraybeardonhisweather-beatenwrinkledfaceandaloosewhiteturban
thathalf-coveredhishead.AfterYousufpointedto‘sick’Sophie,waitingwithAyyubiat
thecurb,thedriveragreedtotakethemwithanatrociousdemandof500dollars,finally
agreeingto450.YousufsatwiththedriverandAbdulwishedthemwell.

###

Crisscrossingtheindistinctcountryroads,thevanmovedon.Theyfacednotraffic,
noranyBedouinorshepherd.Thedriverkepttohimselfanddroveonthedustyroads,
fullyacquaintedwiththetopographyoftheplace.Afterabouttwohours,hestoppedata
decrepitkiosktobuycigarettes.Afewprimitivesun-driedmuddwellingslinedupbehind
it.Yousufgotouttobuybottledwater.Itwashighnoonandtheywerethirsty.The
ferociousmid-daydesertsunwasblinding.
Suddenly,aBrasilia,anoldorangetaxi,cametoasuddenhalt.Twoyouths,unshaven

andlooselydressed,gotdown,AK-47shangingbytheshoulders,andapproachedthem.
ThedriverofthevanmurmuredtoYousaftoremaincalminthevan,whilehegreetedthe
youngmen.AtenseYousaflistenedtothepleadingandtheexplanationofthedriverwhile
theyoungmenshouted.Theyseemedtobelongtoasplintergroup.
“Keepyourheadcoveredwiththeabaya,”YousufwhisperedtoSophie.
SuddenlythedriverbroughtoneoftheyoungmentothevanwhonoticedSophie,head

bent,coveredinherabayafromheadtotoe.HediscourteouslyaskedYousuf,“Wifesick?”
Yousufnoddedpiteously.ThedriverandtheyoungmanwentbacktotheBrazilia.
“Myheartisracingwithfear,”Sophiesaid.
“Godwilling,itshouldbeoversoon.Iheardthemtalkingofsomesettlement,”Yousuf

toldSophie.
Yousufsawmoneyexchanginghandsbetweenthreeofthem.Thedriverreturnedand

askedYousuftogivesomemedicinestotheirmen.TheywouldcontacthiminBaghdad.
“Ofcourse,”Yousufrepliedinstantly,takingouthisbusinesscard.Hefeltrelievedwhen
theyoungmanwavedtoletthemmoveon.
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the waiting passengers eager to leave the city huddled up on a few wooden benches and
remained focused on their destinations, indifferent to the shouts of the conductors.
Looking at his watch, Abdul said, “No car so far, we wait more.”
An hour passed, still they had hope; two hours and they got worried. “I fear no car

tonight,” Abdul said. He looked at Yousuf.
Yousuf’s anxiety grew with every passing minute. He said, “My passengers need to leave

tonight.” Abdul stared blankly in silence. Suddenly they heard heavy gun fire, coming
from a dark corner in the nearby empty street.
“It’s no longer safe here!” Abdul turned to leave.
Holding his arm, Yousuf pleaded, “Abdul, can’t you take us on with your GMC?”
“No, no. Very difficult. Rashid may not like it, and then I can’t go beyond Haditha, not

enough gas,” Abdul said.
“You can at least take us to Haditha.”
Before he could make another effort to resist, Yousuf urged, “Listen up, it is very serious.

A rebel group has plans for their kidnapping. I pay you more this time.” Tipping always
helped, he knew.
Abdul thought for a moment and said, “Let’s go.”
They got back to the GMC. Sophie and Ayyubi were stunned. The gun fire had scared

everyone. Yousuf opened the door for her and said, “There is no ride from here, not safe
tonight. So, we now move quickly to another town on the way, Haditha, about 350 miles
from here. God willing, we should get a safe ride from there.”
She sighed deeply and had nothing to say.

###

The GMC went into high gear, and quickly turned onto a country road that Yousuf
had never seen. Abdul’s tone became thoughtful, “The shortage of gas is everywhere. In
Haditha, I’ll search for the gas, but you better don’t wait, hire another car and drive straight-
away to the border, still more than five hours from there.”
Yousuf, weighing his choices, said, “I’m worried that on our way, any unknown car or

taxi we hire might be tempted to deliver us straight to a criminal gang. When I returned
last month, I learned that many taxi drivers and cars are suspected to be in collusion with
the criminals. They were monitoring the movement of passengers whom they thought to
be rich.”
The long overnight drive to Haditha through the unpaved road tired them. Ayyubi was

asleep most of the time, his head on Sophie’s lap. The narrow road, no more than a dusty
trail without any road sign, could be navigated in the dark only by a native driver like
Abdul. Nearing the city, they saw the gray sky turning radiant in the distant horizon. The
dull morning was changing colors with the rising sun. The air became cooler. They stopped
at a restaurant on the outskirts.
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“DoyouknowfromwhereinBaghdad?”
“YoucanfindcarsmovingaroundintheemptybusterminalatTahrirSquarewhenthe

darknessfalls.Theyareonthelook-outforsomeonewillingtopaygoodmoneytotravelto
theborder.Thereishagglingontheprice.Thedesperatefamiliesagreetopay,evenextra
fortheemptyreturntrip.”
Yousufknewhowthetaxisandcarswerecashinginontherisingfearsofthepeople,

demandinguptotentimesthenormalfare.
“Hasitbeensafe?”
“Noonesafeinthesetimes.”Abdul’stonewasbrusque.
Yousufdidn’tlikeitbutpersisted,“Anyreportofdangeronthecountryroads?”
“Haven’theardany,atleastnotsofar.Butyouknowhowuncertainitis:nosecurity,

nopolice.”
“Yes,butmypassengerandherchildhavetoleave.”
“TheycanalsowaitattheTahrirSquareandtry,”Abdulsaid,andcautioned,“butre-

member,Yousuf,someeveningsnocarturnsup.”
“Eitherway,takeusthereintheevening.”
“I’llcomebeforethenightcurfew.Beready.”Abdulrosetoleave.

###

Yousufheadedquietlytotheneighboringhouse.Sophieopenedthedooratthefirst
knock.Allthebloodhaddrainedfromherface.
“Sophie,Iunderstandsomefamilieshaveleftthecountrybytakingaridewithprivate

taxisatnight.Theydriveonthedirtroads,avoidingthehighwaythatpassesthroughthe
troublespotsofFallujahandRamadi.”
“Wecanfollowthen,”shesaidwithoutasecondthought.
“MyfriendAbdulwilltakeustotheTahrirSquareassoonasthedarknessfalls.Carry

yourvaluables,passport,IDandwhatevermoneyyouhave.Aftermyofficepeopleleave
intheevening,IwillbringyouandAyyubitomyplacewherewe’llwaitforAbdul.”
AbdulturnedupwithhisGMCSuburbanintheevening.Theywerereadyandboarded

quickly.Wearinganabaya(alongblackrobefornativewomen),Sophiehadonlyashoul-
derbagandahandbag.Ayyubicarriedanother.Abdulcautioned,“Remember,wedon’t
knowwhenacarwillcome,sobepreparedforanyscenario.”NearertoTahrirSquare,
hesuddenlyapproachedanalleywayandstopped.Thestreetlightsdidn’twork.“Hear
thegunshots?”hewhisperedlookingoutinthedarkness.Theshotsbecamelouder,and
continuedintermittentlyforhalfanhour.Afterwaitingforalongsilence,hedroveagain
andparkedthevehicleinabackstreetatTahrirSquare.Thefourofthemslippedoutof
theGMCandcreptintoabrokenshedtolookforanyroamingcarortaxi.
Theeeriesilenceofthenightwasastarkcontrasttothedaytimehustleandbustleof

thebusterminus.Duringtheday,thebusesinvaryingcolorsroaredandbelchedsmoke,
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A Breton Wife

While you pretended to be a pirate
or a soldier and collected tadpoles in jars,
I played marelle and threaded daisies into crowns.
I wore my hair in two thick tresses down my back.
Remember when le maître caught you speaking Breton
and punished you to fifty courtyard laps
with that silly cowbell tied round your neck?
So we both grew up in Treguier,
I with my seamstress grandmother,
you with your nine sisters and brothers.

At sixteen, at the close of the St. Yves pardon,
your stocky silhouette burned a quiet
shape into the cathedral’s altar.
For almost a year, I feigned not knowing you.
When you stopped by with daffodils,
I hid in the outhouse until you’d left.

Off you sailed to Newfoundland!
Your first cod-fishing expedition,
like your father and grandfather before you.
Each Sunday I allowed myself one mark
in the back of my missal.
Thirty-three penciled sticks accumulated there
while I passed my brevet exam,
picked blackberries for jam,
and sewed a dress for the new doctor’s wife.

By Christmas we were married.
Little Annick held my train down the aisle
and all the way to our wedding feast.
At first I missed Grandmother like rain
after too many days of sunshine,
even though we visited her often for a pot-au-feu.
But I knew I was a lucky wife.
You didn’t take to cider like other Breton men.
Instead you savored your paper with a pipe

46

I’ve no choice but to trust him, she thought. When the left, she had a bag hanging from
her shoulder, and she as holding Ayyubi by the hand. She switched off all the lights and
locked the main door and the gate.

###

After escorting them to his guest house, Yousuf said, “It’s safe here for tonight. I’ll see
you in the morning and tell you what we need to do next.”
Yousuf went to his living quarters after ensuring the iron gate and every door was locked.

He had lost sleep and spent hours weighing different options and the risks. Sipping cups of
tea, he deliberated again and again, debating with himself. Am I getting sucked into danger?
Yes, but how heavily it will weigh on me if I ignore it, his inner voice countered. He dozed
off for two hours.
When he got up, the black sky was fading into gray. The fresh cool wind in the quiet

summer morning was crisp. Yousuf went to the office kitchen to prepare the coffee before
knocking at the guest quarter.
Sophie opened the door instantly. With anxiety writ large on her face, her eyes red and

moist and lips extremely dry, she mumbled, “Just can’t sleep… I’m very worried.”
“Don’t please. No time for that,” he said, and asked her to join him for coffee.
As she clutched her cup, he said, “You can slip into your house this morning. I’m con-

tacting some people straightaway to find out the safe way for you to reach Jordan. I’ll see
you as soon as I’m back.”

###

AbdulWahid, the driver working with Rashid for more than ten years, occasionally took
Yousuf’s medicine packages to customers in the provinces when he was headed in the same
direction. He was in his late fifties, sloping shoulders, and in good shape. More importantly
for Yousuf, he came from the Dulaymi tribe of the Anbar province and was familiar with
the area that bordered Jordan. He found Yousuf waiting for him in his office.
After taking tea, Yousuf began, “Abdul, there is a family that must reach Jordan imme-

diately.”
Abdul interrupted, “You know how dangerous the highway to Amman is, the rebel

groups control it!”
“Yes, I know,” Yousuf said in a grave tone, “but is there any other safe way you can

think of?”
Trashing the half-burnt cigarette in a rusty old ash tray, Abdul said, “A few business

people have taken their families to Jordan by travelling through the winding country roads
away from the areas of fighting in Falujah and Ramadi. It’s circuitous and tiring, and, of
course, costs more dollars.”
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andtheclickety-clackofmyneedles
knittingasmallblanketbythefire.

Thisyearyousailedoutbeforethedaffodilscouldbloom.
Onourlastmorningtogether,youaskedme
torefillyourbowluntilthecoffeecarafewasempty.
Thelilacshavesincecomeandgone
andthefrogscroakpainfullyintothenight.
Soonthefernswillinvadeoursidepathtotheriver
andIwillhavegatheredmushroomsinthewoods
moretimesthanIcaretorecall.
WhenAnnickandIwalkedpastthosetwo
entwinedpinestoday,howIenviedthem!
Grandmothersaysthebabywillarrivebeforeyoudo.

MAYARIBAULT
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Yousufwasshocked.HewouldneverimagineSophietobeontheradarofthekidnap-
pers,buthiscautiousfacebetrayednosignofalarm.
Qarimadded,“Hetalkedofotheractivities,butIdidn’tlikehischeckingonourneigh-

bor.”
Yousuf’smindwentinoverdrive.WhatQarimhadconfidedtohimwasmoreupsetting

thanthereportsoffreshexplosionsandthefierceclashesinthecentraldistrict.Sophie’spale
facepoppedupbeforehiseyesagainandagain.Heshudderedtopictureherfallingvictim
toakidnappingplan.No,Ineedtoactfast,herealized.Heclosedtheofficehurriedlyand
headedtomeetRashid,oneofhisdistantcousins.

###

“Everythingokay?”RashidwassurprisedwhenYousufknockedathisdoor.
“Yes,allgraceofGod.IsdriverAbdulfreetomorrow?Somethingurgenthascomeup.”
“Yes,heisfree,”Rashidreplied,“I’llsendhim.Businessisslowanyway.Haveyour

workdone,nohurrytosendhimback.”
“Thanks.Seeyoulater,”Yousufturnedandtookleave.
Theduskhadsetinwhenhewasbackathisoffice.HeheadedtoSophie’shouse,though

knowingwellthatitwasnotappropriatetoknockatherdoorinthefallingdarknesswhen
shewouldn’tbeabletoseewhostoodthere.Buthedidandwaited.Afterafewmoments,he
knockedagainandheardthelightfootsteps.Heimmediatelywhispered,“It’sme,Yousuf!
There’ssomethingserious.”
Hesitant,sheopenedthedoor.Hereyespeeredoutthroughawildtangleofdisheveled

hair.Sheasked,“Can’twetalkinthemorning?”
“No,Sophie,no.Thereisaproblem.”
Aftershelethimin,andwatchedhisraisedandarchedeyebrows,sheasked,“Isanything

wrong?”
“Letmeexplain,youhaveheardhowtheresistancegroupsarefightingbackagainstthe

occupationforcesandraisingmoneyfortheiroperations.Afterlootingthebanks,they
havenowturnedtokidnappingtherichandtheforeignersforransom.Fearingthis,many
ofthemhavefledthecountry.Thisafternoon,Igotatip-offthatarebelgroupischecking
onyou,”YousufpausedandlookedatSophie.
“What?I’veheardaboutthekidnappings,butcan’tbelievethiscanhappentome,the

widowofanIraqigeneral!”
“Sophie,it’schaos,mobruleeverywhere.Thegovernmentmachineryisbroken.Ev-

eryoneisfightingforsurvival.”
“Yes,Icansee.WhatshouldIdonow?”Hervoicewasshaking.Sheturnedpale.
“Ourguesthouseissafetomovetoimmediately,justtakeyourvaluables,thereisn’t

moretime.Criminalgangsareontheprowlafterthedark,”hesaidinhushedtone.
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A Breton Ghazal

Pour Anatole Le Braz (1859–1926)

Tonight the Ankou, a draped skeleton with a scythe, rimes in a hurry.
Unless ready for his cart, steer clear of him amid the pines of Brittany.

Some possess the gift of sight; they can reach beyond what’s visible. Anatole
and his friends pointed them out with dread in the once-upon times of

Brittany.

Have you ever glimpsed the Bag-Noz, the phantom boat, floating, roaming
the waters around Ile de Sein, avoiding the rugged shorelines of Brittany?

For one gold ring, Mona trespassed upon a sandy tomb, bit off a finger.
Puss ravaged her pretty face. She used to sew hemlines in Brittany.

Someone was nearing death: the carpenters never mistook the boards’
rattle in the attic at night, anticipating the next coffin of Brittany.

The shady parish girl birthed seven babies who all disappeared.
Spot her now near the Calvary, suckling her seven little swine in Brittany.

The melodic bells you sometimes hear far off the coast in the distance–
how can you resurrect what’s left of Ys? The lost chimes of Brittany.

Maïa, what returns to you now, so far from your homeland? An afternoon
at Trestrignel; sand, rocks, and sea; the taste of nectarines in Brittany.

MAYA RIBAULT
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###

Qarimwould open the office everymorning and take overwhenYousuf had to go out. In
his mid-fifties, average height, muscular body, almost bald and sporting a small moustache,
Qarim had been in Yousuf’s employ ever since he set up his business fourteen years ago.
Married with four adult sons, he was comfortably settled with his carefree routine. But one
morning, not finding Qarim around, Yousuf himself had to open the office. When Qarim
came late, Yousuf looked at him askance. He took a seat holding his head in both hands.
He looked upset.
“My youngest son Abbas spends more time with his friends, sometime disappearing for

days. When he came last night, he told us that he had joined the main resistance, the al-
Ansar group, which is fighting the American-led forces. He left this morning,” Qarim fell
silent for a moment, and then, in a slow voice, added, “He is also spying on the people
suspected of collaborating with the occupation forces. I’m worried, so many people are
getting killed and going missing.”
Yousuf knew Abbas as a schoolboy. He might learn of the huge cash dealings in my

business, Yousuf thought. But he merely remarked, “He got himself trapped in a dangerous
situation. There was no reason for him to do that.”
“My whole family is upset. I never thought he’d be brainwashed in the company of his

misguided friends.”
“Now listen Qarim, it’s going to be dangerous. I don’t want to alarm you more, but you

need to be vigilant, especially when bringing money from the customers. People known to
you can also harm you.”
“Please do not be worried. I’m careful. Abbas, or his people, will never know about my

travel or my business,” Qarim tried to reassure him.
But Yousuf saw every reason to feel otherwise.

###

Weeks passed in the prevailing chaos. Total insecurity reigned. Daily roadside bomb
explosions, mortar shelling and suicide bombings killed hundreds. There was no one to
enforce the curfew. With the TV stations damaged and the newspapers closed, one didn’t
know how the interim government was re-establishing control. The previous government
had banned foreign TV transmissions in order to dish out a sanitized version of the news.
Thus, everyone was at the mercy of the thriving rumor mill.
Qarim appeared in a bright mood one day. “Abbas returned home on Friday evening,

cheerful and in good spirits.”
“What is he up to now?” Yousuf asked.
“Collecting information on people,” lowering his voice, and looking around to make

sure there was no one listening in, he whispered, “Abbas was curious if our neighbor was
still there, he meant Sophie. And, when I told him yes, he said nothing further.”
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St.AgathaandtheFalseSpring

Centraltoourhopeisagirl,herfistgrippinganegg.Therehasbeenarecentthaw.A
changeofstatethatcanbeverified.Thegirldancesalittle,cutsdeepgroovesinmud,
laughsatsuchsweetsinking.Fromthenewlybreathingbranches,waterfallsdownover
herupturnedface.Shefeels,thatishertendency.Herotherfistisopenlikeabook,speak-
ing.Thelightfallsfirsttotheearth,thenbacktoherbody,agilt-edgedpage.Elsewhere,
punditsareclaimingafalsespring.Theycallustoconsiderthehandthatstuckthoseplas-
ticgrassesinthepaintedbasket,strainingtomakethemstandjustso.Theeggisn’treal,
everyoneknowsthat,buttheforecaststillcallsfornaïveuptopianism.Doesspringreally
comeback?&thepast?Arewesomuchindebttoseedsaswehavealwaysclaimed?The
girlroughsupherknuckleswhileclimbinganelmtree,triestomakeoffwiththenestbut
breaksitinstead,herfingerswetandstickywithfilament.

SARABIGGSCHANEY
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“IjustarrivedfromJordantoattendafamilyemergencyinBaghdad,don’tknowhow
togofromhere,it’salldeserted.”
“Yes,notaxiortransportbecausetheycannotdrivethroughRamadiandFalluja,”the

driverexplained,and,afterapause,added,“IcantakeyouuptoHaditha,keepingaway
fromthefightingareas.Theoldcountryroad,whichisabandoned,issafer.FromHaditha,
youwillgetmorechoiceforheadingtoBaghdad.”
Therewasnootherchoice.“Howmuch?”
“Sixhundreddollars.”Yousufnoticedthetendencytofleecethetravelersinsuchtimes

wasnotuncommonandcursedhimfordemandingsixtimesthenormalfare,butwithno
chancetobargain,heagreed.

###

ReachingtheAMTofficeinBaghdadinthelateafternoonthenextday,hesawnobody
around.Duetothestreetclashesandthecrossfires,veryfewventuredtocomeout.No
officestaffdaredtocomeexceptQarimJaffer,thecompanydriver,wholivedonlytwo
streetsaway.
“Welcome,”saidahappyQarimopeningthegateforhim.
“Howiseverything?”heasked.
“WiththegraceofGod,wesurvivedthedreadfulbombingsforseveralnights.Thearmy

hasmeltedaway.TheAmericansoldiershavetakenoverSaddam’spalaces,officesandthe
strategicplaces.Butthecityisinchaos;roaminggangslootingtheshopsanddamagingthe
showrooms.Theleadersoftheoustedgovernmenthavegoneundergroundtowageguerilla
attacks,”QarimtookabreathasYousufkeptlistening.
“Lackofsecurityhasbecomeabigproblem.Powerfulresistancegroupshavesurfaced

now.Theyneedmoneytofightandthreatenbusinessesandrichfamiliesforextortion.
Thosewhocould,havealreadyfledthecountry.Thebankshavebeenemptiedoutofall
themoneybythelooters.Thegovernmentsoldiershavetakenawaytruckloadsofcash
fromthecentralbank,”Qarimpaused,staringathimwithablanklook.
Yousuf’sfaceturnedgrim.Hehadnotexpectedsuchmayhem.Hewenttoknockatthe

doorofSophie’shouse.Herfacelookedtroubledwhensheansweredthebell.
“Yourdollarsfromthebank,”Yousufsaidaftertheusualgreeting.
Whilesippingteawithhim,shesaid,“Thebombingraidsweredeafening,thedeadliest

explosionsI’veeverheard.Thebillowingblacksmokerosefromtheburningbuildings;
thestreetsweredeserted.Wehuddledinsideandprayed.Andnowcomesthenewsofthe
lootingandkidnapping.I’mworryingforAyyubiallthetime.I’velostsleep.”
Yousufsawthedarkcirclesunderhereyes.Thelinesonherforeheadweredeeper.He

comfortedher,“Icanunderstand.Thiswillpass,justcalmdown.I’msoclosehere.Do
notfeeldespondent.”
“Thankyou;don’tknowhowwecanendureit,”Sophiesaid.
“Insha’aAllah,we’llovercomethis.”
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Internet Quiz

What percentage Putin are you
What percentage mob rule
Are you more Martha Stewart before or after the inquisition
What broken American post-industrial wasteland most resembles your

personal fashion cents
Do you see the lamb’s blood first or the licentious Are you afraid it’s more

than just a birthmark
Can you recognize Macaulay Culkin with five layers of fast-hardening

cement on his face
Which threat to our security should you buy next
Raisin Bran or Rwandan Chic
Prayer in the schools or Pussy Riot
How many people pretending to be dead can you see in this picture of people

who are actually dead
Can you run faster than liquid capital
What percentage Grape nuts
What percentage Fascism in France
Who has a better ass than North Africa
What’s the longest river on Roger Ailes’ forehead
Can you recite the capitals of your Myers-Briggs type
Can you remember the zodiac sign of our accelerating decline
Do you know the three best life hacks for terminal cancer
Have you counted your curses
Is this really your third rodeo
Did you really think it wasn’t always serious

SARA BIGGS CHANEY
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After the death of her husband, Sophie realized that while society was warm to her, it
hadn’t accepted her, nor had she developed a bond with the people or the place. She wasn’t
strikingly attractive, but still in her early forties, her average height, slim shape, smooth
skin, brown eyes and blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders gave her an elegant persona.
Seeing no end to her loneliness, and a bleak future for Ayyubi in Iraq, she had decided to
leave the country. Ayyubi was adorable. He inherited the handsome features of his parents,
but his schooling had suffered in the outmoded state-controlled educational system. He
was playful and friendly to Yousuf in whom he sensed a comforting fatherly affection.
Yousuf empathized with him and his mother, often giving medicines when she needed
them, bringing her dollars from her bank in Amman, and getting occasional plumbing or
odd jobs done at her house through the handyman employed by his company.
Sophie put her house on the market, but no buyers turned up. The prices were depressed

because the rich Iraqis and businessmen, fearful of war clouds again, were uncertain of the
future.
After the news trickled down from the autonomous Kurdish region in the north that the

special American forces had landed for launching a military action, Yousuf told his deputy,
“I must make a quick trip to Amman to store ordered supplies in Jordan. Foreign radio
channels report the gathering of foreign troops in the neighboring countries as part of a
huge military build-up.”

###

“Heavy Bombing Over Iraq” screamed the newspaper headlines when Yousuf got up in
his hotel in Amman on the morning of March 21. The telephone lines were down. Mobile
phones had been banned by the Iraqi government, ostensibly to insulate its people from any
outside influence. He decided to return to Iraq immediately.
Leaving his medical supplies stored in Amman, Yousuf hired a taxi to reach the Iraqi

border near Rutba, 390 km to the east of Jordan. He was confident that from the border he
would be able to manage a ride to Baghdad, another 520 km.
It was early afternoon when he crossed into the no man’s land and saw the effects of war.

The check-post was deserted and the border crossing unguarded. The vast complex had
been ransacked, the furniture and fixtures in the immigration and customs halls had been
looted, and what couldn’t be taken away stood damaged. The huge mandatory portraits
of a smiling Saddam Hussein, his right hand raised to greet the visitors, were torn apart.
Sporadic gangs of looters could still be seen in the scattered buildings, scouting for anything
still worth carrying away.
Yousuf noticed a mini truck, perhaps waiting to cart away something of value.
Greeting the driver, he asked, “Heading toward Baghdad, or Ramadi?”
After replying to his greetings, the driver said, “All the towns in the Anbar province, on

the highway to Baghdad have fallen to the rebel control, fierce fighting is spreading.”
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Yesterday,also,
itdressedupinsnowshowers.
And,itsleepstoday.

KEISELIMALFREDOMONTÁS

41

EscapefromBaghdad

“Yetagain?”SophiewasshockedwhenherfriendRenePierrecalledfromJordanand
advisedhertogetreadytoleaveIraq.Sophiecouldn’timaginethatafterthe1980-88war
withIranandthe1991-92warwithKuwait,therewasanyappetiteleftinthecountryfor
warmongering.
“ThereisastrongbuzzhereofanimmediatestrikebytheAmerican-ledforcesagainst

Iraq,”Renecautioned.
SophiewasthewidowofGeneralJamalHasan,whowaskilledintheeight-yearIraq-

Iranwarin1987.Asjuniorofficer,hehadbeensenttoToulouseinFrancetotrainon
militaryequipmentthattheFrenchhadbeencontractedtosupply.Hefellinlovewith
prettySophiewhoworkedatthetrainingcenter.SheaccompaniedJamalbacktoBaghdad.
Afterhispromotion,sheenjoyedtheprivilegesandcomfortsofaGeneral’swife.Nowshe
livedalonewithher11-yearoldsonAyyubionherhusband’spension.
Theprivilegedarmygeneralshadthechoiceofthebestresidentiallotsinthecountry.

GeneralHasanoptedforalotinAdhamia,apredominantlySunnidistrictincentralBagh-
dad,closetothebankofTigresriver,andnexttothebigofficecomplexofAlMukhadirat
Trading(AMT)International.TheirsonAyyubioftenjumpedoverthefencetoretrieve
hissoccerballfromtheAMTlawnwhenplayingwiththeneighborhoodchildren.When-
everSophiewaskeepinganeyeonhersonplayingoutside,Yousuf,theowner,wouldwave.
Theirgoodneighborlinessofoverthirteenyearswasmarkedbyfrequentcordialexchanges.
OftenSophiewouldshoutforAyyubitocomehomefromtheAMTofficewhereYousuf’s
stafftreatedhimwithcandiesandenjoyedhisunstoppablechatter.
TheAMTcompanywassetupbyYousufGhilaniin1986.Thesprawlingsingle-storied

complexhousedanofficeinthefront,andtwothree-bedroomunitsintheback.Yousuf
livedinoneofthem.Thesoftsun-warmedgrassofearlysummerandtheflowerbedsthat
linedtheboundarywallwerewelltended.Alargegreenpatchwithafewbrownspotsin
thebackyardseparatedtheofficeandthelivingquarters.
YousufhailedfromBasrahinthesouthwherehehadlefthiswifeandtwochildren

withtheirgrandparentsassoonastherumorsofimminentwargainedcurrency.Helooked
smart,withhisroundface,thickhair,andpointednoseunderapairoflargeobservanteyes.
Heandhisco-workersmadeagoodteam.Yousufpaidthemwellandneverputpressure
onthemtoworkharderoraimathighersales.
YousuftravelledfrequentlytoAmmanandDamascusfortheshipmentofconsignments

andforbankingtransactions.AfterflightsfromIraqwerebannedundertheUNsanctions
andIraqibankswerenotpermittedtocarryoutforeigntransactions,thecashdollarbecame
thecurrencyfordoingbusinessinIraq.
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Winter isn’t leaving;
yet Spring -while coming- it’s not
asking permission.

KEISELIM ALFREDOMONTÁS
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A Lesson

a prose poem

&— I’ve been teaching my pet (a parrot) to talk. I want it
to say, “feed me, Seymour, feed me,” but the parrot tells me it is
too smart—it knows my name is not Seymour. I want to tell the parrot
if it is so smart it should feed itself but then I think of our
future together. Chess stratagems on display in parks &
coffeeshops & how the crowds will gather for my smart parrot
who knows my real name & refuses to call me Seymour.

&— One night, after a hard August rain my parrot begins to wilt.
One petal falls & another & another & soon a whole wing
composts on the bottom of its cage. I want to help it,
to nurse my beloved pet back to health & beauty, but the bird
taunted me so after our Public Access chess-match &
I am human—therefore I am stubborn. I will not help the parrot
& soon it is begging me for assistance. It goes on & on as leprosy
takes hold & the decaying wing beneath its roost has taken on
new growth— “I want to fly o’er this world, to exist in all its
hemispheres & see the blueness of its seas, the greyness of its
mountains.” I listen intently waiting for the sweet mercy of time;
“& I want to see all the things I haven’t seen.”

&— Finally, I am yelling at the wingless bird, screaming at it,
“what do you want, WHAT DO YOUWANT!?” & its twitching eye
hangs loose & it calls back, “I want to but first I must be back in
health. I am hungry & I want to live!” I castle my king, forming
my last-ditch line of defense & the bird, defeated, whispers
through its beak, “feed me. I want to see more. Feed me. See
more. Feed me.”

A. JAY DUBBERLY
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Hencewehavetheegg,
withthecrackingoftheshell:
herecomesthechicken.

KEISELIMALFREDOMONTÁS
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TheHummingBirds

Theylivetoeatandeattolive
onandontheygo
theclose-toinvisibleflash
ofdisappearingwings
Theyjustkeeppressingtofind
insectsinthepassingair
Sowethinkatbesttheystalk
butneverknow

It’snotlikethequickglance
atsomeone’swalk
thatafterwardsremindsus
ofaportrait’sintricateviscera
Ourmuscleswanttoholddown
suchsuaveseductions
Toosoonweaccepttheurgeto
celebratereproduction

Whendotheysleepandnotfeed
thereforehangnear
thenearesttreetospotthenext
repastofunseen,minusculemites
Myself,Itrynot
toravishthesightthatalmost
neverwas,justleaveitasapang
orathinglassofbeing

LOUISA.RENZA
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Quite quiet morning:
five just came and went; as I,
didn’t hear my alarm.
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Bitter Harvest

You have slipped off center again.
A landslide of nerve and muscle collapsing
as you drag them along beside you
painfully ploughing the earth.

This is the ground you dwell on,
however unsteady the land you inhabit now
you have nowhere else to go.
So you sow in this soil, a handful here
a fistful there.

Your nails break.
Your leg a weary mule,
ploughs a row for what you’ll plant.
The storm beneath your skin sends
bolts of lightning from shin to thigh.

You learn to cultivate through thunder,
through cyclone, and through blight
a body is a farm you bought before birth
you own every acre.

BRIDGET GAGE-DIXON
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Verylongseconds
thatgobyflying—sofast!
justlikeahaiku.
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paddleontheschool’slastday;totheninth-graders,who,withoutcondescension,gave
heranhonoraryT-shirtingarnetandgrey,theirclasscolors.MackenzieSerenaChapman
notedGinger’sunexpecteddepartureinafarewellcolumnofbequeststothelowergrades,
wishing“allgoodlucktoGinger,thegirlwhospicedupourliveshereatgoodol’Dakota
JuniorHigh.”
Inthefollowingfall,PrincipalPlattreceivedaletterfromGinger,fromOcala,whichhe

postedonthebulletinboard.
“It’shothere,y’all,”shewrote.“ButIshallgetusedtoit,asItrymybesttodowher-

evermytumbleweedlifetakesme.IwaswellpreparedatDakotaJuniorHigh,butmy
naturalinabilitieswithmath—nooffensetoyou,Mr.Davenport,kindsir,whoprobably
passedmeoneffortaloneoutofseventh-grademath—havemademerealizethatthisalge-
brathingmay,astheysaydownhere,bethedeathofmeyet.ButIshallgiveitmybest
shot!AndIshalltrytofind,astheyalsosaydownhere,‘prosperity’spaththroughprayer
andperseverance.’
TheotherdayIworemyDakotaJuniorHighshirt,andwhenMrs.Flack,myhomeroom

teacheraskedmetostandandintroducemyself,oneofmynewclassmatesaskedmewhere
Dakotawas.Ialmostburstintotears!ButI,astheysayhere,‘grabbedmyfeelingsbythe
hitch-me-up”andcalmlyrepliedthat’sthehomeIhadmostrecentlycomefrom,where
thepeopleareasfriendlyastheMunchkinsinOz.

Iwishy’alltheverybest.
Yoursmostsincerely,andwithgratitude,
GingerSnapz(uski)

Tousinthefrozennorth,Ocalasoundedlikethemostexoticcityinthemostexotic
state.Whenitcametimeforuseighth-graderstodoourprojectonthestates,11ofus
choseFlorida,whichwastoomanybecausethereweren’tenoughbooksaboutFloridain
ourlibrary,sowehadtopicknumbersoutofPrincipalPlatt’shumidortoseewhocould
getFlorida.Iwasn’toneoftheluckythree,butIsuddenlybecamecuriousaboutNew
Mexico,andIhavebeenhereeversince.
AndIhalfexpectsomedaytorunintoGingerinAlbuquerqueorSantaFe.

PAULLAMAR



11

Today, finally,
this December has come to
pay us a visit.
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We made salsa, learning the differences among various peppers and being introduced to
cilantro, which was completely unknown to us, even to Mrs. Smith. And to top it off, each
of us had to bring a white blouse, so we could sew, in green and red thread, theMexican flag
onto the breast pocket. WhenMrs. Worth saw us the next day, all of us in our embroidered
shirts, she said that she wished she could go to our slumber parties, too, but “those days are
over, I’m afraid. Particularly when Mr. Worth snores,” she said, chuckling.
But just as quickly as Ginger arrived and captured the hearts of even the most suspicious

of the older Dakota Junior High crowd that initially said that Ginger was a “gold digger” (a
word that MaryBeth Phinney came up with, though what Ginger might have imagined she
could have gotten out of MaryBeth’s brother, Carl, a sophomore, given that the Phinneys
were in the middle of the pack of poor families in town and Carl was going to a BOCES
program and barely knew Ginger, was impossible to imagine); a “liar” (Mackenzie Serena
Chapman, the journalist, went to our town library to look for information about the plane
crash in Washington, couldn’t find any, but vowed to write to “local officials” in Spokane
to get “the full story”); and a “suck-up” (Jerrilyn Vogel, who had been the best student
since first grade, who would graduate as valedictorian of our class of 39 a few years later,
and who seemed to the rest of us to be a huge “suck up” herself, was worried that Ginger, an
A+ student as well as a “glamor puss,” would win the Breckinridge Academic Gold Medal
three previous Vogels had won at graduation)—as quickly as Ginger arrived in September,
the Snapzes were gone by the end of June.
We knew Ginger was going to move when we overheard Ginger telling Mrs. Worth

that she didn’t have to find an eighth-grade homeroom teacher for her because the Snapzes
were moving to Ocala, Florida, to temporarily take over another church.
“Lutheran this time. My parents are versatile. Baptist, Presbyterian, and Lutheran.

Sometimes we stay for two years, but not here, Mrs. Worth. Not even a full year.”
Mrs. Worth shook her head, and the long, spangly earrings (she’d had her ears pierced

during Christmas break) tinkled lightly.
“Oh, Ginger, what a shame. You have been such a delight this year. You have brought

to our school a cosmopolitan touch, a gracious verve, and a sweet reminder of the arts of
the East Coast, hasn’t she, class?”
“You’re moving?” asked Burt, and he burst into tears.
There was silence in the class (except for Burt’s sniffling) just as there had been months

before when Ginger read the Mrs. Worth poem, which we all knew by heart now, except
Christopher Cash had substituted the word “girth” for “birth” and had also used the word
“mirth” sarcastically when he declaimed it from time to time on the playground.
“May I?” asked Ginger, taking the box of tissues from Mrs. Worth’s desk and handing

them to Burt, who then passed them around the room.
The truth was that Ginger, by the sheer force of her abilities and sincerity, had become

a favorite person in the school, from the ladies in the lunch line in the cafeteria; to Marie,
the crossing guard, who, in a ceremonious display of affection, let Ginger hold the STOP
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Seeingsomeredleaves
onatreelineofmaples.
It’sAugust,barely!
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GretchenDeland,thatMackenzieSerenahadreallybeentryingtoputnewcomerGinger
inherplace.
Thesteelrodnotwithstanding,Gingerworkedupthechoreographyfortheseventhgrade

productionof“SugarBabies”inFebruary.FortwomonthssheassistedMrs.Pryorin
preparingthecastof28intap,jazz,andmodern.Mrs.Pryorwasthechorusteacher,soin
previousmusicals,whichweallhadbeengoingtoforyears,thekidshadsoundedpretty
strong,buttheydidn’tmoveveryeffectively.Mrs.Pryortendedtosimplesteps,likecircles
goinginoppositedirections,kneeling,and,whilefacingtheaudience,makingarchesunder
whichcoupleaftercouplecouldpass.Often,thesemovesdidn’tmakesenseinthestory.
Ginger,however,cameupwithsolos,duets,andtrios,andusedthestairsfromthestage
intotheauditorium.Theresultswereelectrifying.Theaudiencewasthrilled,likethey
werepartoftheshow.
Whenshewasn’trehearsingthedancers,Gingerwasteachingabout15boysandgirls

afterschoolhowtoknitcapsandmittensforneedypeopleatChristmas,acharitycoordi-
natedbyherparents,bothofwhomweretravelingpreachers.InthespringGingerwon
theRay-AnneP.StarkMemorialPoetryPrizewithagroupofpoemsaboutpeopleinour
townthathadmadeadifferenceinherlife,includingfouraboutMrs.Worth’sascension
tothestatewidepresidencyofDaughtersoftheEasternStar.
PerhapsthemostmemorablecontributionthatGingermadetousthatyearinvolvedus

girlsinMrs.Worth’sclass.Likemesomeofusdidn’thavemuchofanideaaboutbeinga
girl,butGingertookcareofthat.Webeganhavingslumberparties.Wetookturnshosting,
butbeforeeachone,thehostesswouldtalktoGingeraboutuniqueexperiencesatherparty.
Forexample,MaryJaneIngallswasgoingtohaveapumpkincarvingpartyatHalloween,
whichwedid,butGingersuggestedthatweallpaintourfingernailsblack.Theeffectwas
staggering.Noneofushadeverwornnailpolishperiod,butgoingdirectlytoblackputthe
windinoursails.
AtBetsyBushmiller’sparty,whichfeaturedherdad’s8millimetermovieprojector,we

happilywatchedanumberofcartoonsuntilBetsy(atGinger’sprompting)toldustolieon
thehassocksandthecouchwithourheadshangingover,sowecouldwatchthemupside
down.ThenBetsyplayedthemoviebackwards!ThisprovedtobetoomuchforDiana
Dailey,who,afterlaughingnonstop,peedherpants,whichcausedtherestofustolose
completecontrol.Infact,IhadtoadmitIhadneverusedtheword“pee”becauseatour
housewecalledit“tinkle,”andthatledtoeveryoneelse’sconfessionofwhattheycalled
thingsattheirhouses.Dianacameback,havingchangedintodryshorts,butwhenLucy
LaRondementionedthatshecallednumbertwo“grunt,”Dianawetherpantsagainand
hadtoborrowBetsy’sclothes.
ForCincodeMayoatArabella’shouse,GingergaveusSpanishlessons.Gingerwas

fluentinSpanish,havinglivedinTexasandArizonafortwoyears.SheandArabellalabelled
everythingintheSmiths’houseandledusthroughout,pronouncingthewordsandthen
makingussaythem.
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A Night in August

the night is alive
with sapphires in the sky
and beetles beneath

ADELLA-MARIE CLOUTIER
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Whatever degree of femaleness I had suddenly acquired, though without any effort on
my part, didn’t really compare to the femaleness of Ginger Snapz. Immediately, she raised
the bar of what it meant to be a girl, and in the first couple of weeks, she might have even
been raising the bar of what it meant to be a woman. Word got around to the eighth-grade
girls on the second floor and the ninth-grade girls on the first floor that floating above their
heads was a 13-year-old (Ginger had taken a year off gliding down the Mississippi River
on a houseboat with her parents, which allowed her to visit quite a number of states, so she
had lost a year of formal education) with such a sense of style and noticeable bosom that she
might as well go directly to 10th grade.
The effect on Mrs. Worth was evident, too. A couple of weeks after Ginger’s arrival,

Mrs. Worth got her hair colored. The gray suddenly became a light peach, and instead
of hanging past her shoulders, it was cut and waved. She also began wearing glasses with
rhinestone frames. About three weeks later, Ginger asked if she could read a poem that
she had written. It was called “Ode to Mrs. Worth.” We didn’t know what an ode was,
but, with a touch of embarrassment, Mrs. Worth said that it was a tribute to someone or
something.

There once was a gal named Mrs. Worth
Who was heaven sent to this old earth.
She betrayed not her age
This lovely, fair sage,
To fashion she had a rebirth!

Mrs. Worth sat dumbstruck. We didn’t know what to do because Mrs. Worth was
usually talking most of the class. So much silence was frightening. Burt Barrett clapped
once, but Mrs. Worth held up her hand.
“Not yet,Mr. Barrett. Class, as you know, poems should be read aloud, and at least twice,

so we may ascertain their meaning fully. Miss Snapz, will you please recite it again in order
that we may appreciate the subtle rhyme scheme, rhythm, and meaning? Commence.”
Mrs. Worth’s slightly bewildering behavior—in fact, we didn’t know anything about

poetry and certainly not the idea that poems should be read aloud—and twice, at that!—
was imitated by most of the older girls—those who knew themselves to be female—as they
attempted to compete with Ginger, if only abstractly, from the other floors. Mackenzie
Serena Chapman, who was the editor of the school newspaper, did an interview with Gin-
ger, who explained that Snapz was a shortened form of the Polish word Snapzuski. Was the
plane crash real? It was. It was a private plane, being flown by her father, Victor Snapz, who
managed to land it in a field inWashington, near the Canadian border. Everyone survived,
though Ginger had a steel rod in her leg. She showed the incision scar to Mackenzie Serena
in gym class. The interview came off as a sincere piece of writing, for which Macken-
zie Serena was commended, despite the fact that we had been told by the assistant editor,
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Winter

itcomes,Iamhere.
thenfrostfromthenightbefore
creepsintomybones.

ADELLA-MARIECLOUTIER
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GingerSnapz

ProbablythemostunusuallynamedchildinthehistoryofDakotaJuniorHighSchool
wasenrolledonSeptember25,15daysafterschoolhadstarted.Aswelearnedlaterabout
Ginger,itwasnotstrangethatshecameintwoweekslateorthatthereasonshewaslatewas
becauseherentirefamily(includingtheirdog)hadbeenkidnappedandheldfora$5,000
ransom.
Mrs.WorthseatedthegirlbehindJeffreySmoot,andthatbumpedme,LauraTilling,

tothelastseatintherow,andeveryoneelseupanddownlikesomanydominoesbeing
knockedover.HernamewasGingerSnapz,andshewaseverythinghernameimplied:
spicy,soft,golden,sugarysweet,andallIcansayis,ifshehadbeenkidnappedtheysure
hadfedherwell.Shewasn’toverweight,butshewasnobundleofsticksthathadbeen
lockedupinacloseteither.Infact,shewastheonlyoneamongusinseventhgradewith
thick,lustroushair;piercedearsthroughwhichsheworelargespanglyearrings,eachwith
theoutlineofadifferentstate(shesaidshehadbeenineverystateexceptAlaska,andshe’d
onlymissedthatstatebecausetheplanehadcrashedjustbeforetheyhadleftthestateof
Washington);andeyeshadow,whichchangedwiththecoloroftheturtlenecktopsand
sweatersshewore.
WhenMrs.WorthtoldGingertotakethatseatbehindJeffreySmoot,shepointedwith

herfountainpen,fromwhichadropofpeacockblueinkfellontothefamilypictureofMr.
WorthandTommythathadsatonMrs.Worth’sdesksincemybrotherJakehadhadher
11yearsbefore.Mr.Worthwasbaldnow,andTommyhadalreadybeeninandoutof
college,theMarines,andjail,andwascurrentlygoingtochef’sschool.
“Thankyou,Ma’am.”GingerpickedupherchartreusebinderandthemathbookMrs.

Worthhadjustgivenherandwalkedtothebackoftheroom.Sheheldoutherhandtome
andsaidquietly,“MynameisGingerandI’msorrytobepushingyououtofyourseat.”
“Oh,that’sOK,“Isaid,myhandinherfirmgrasp,whichwasaccentedbythreelarge

stoneringsonherthumb,middle,andpinkyfingers.
Shewinkedandslidintotheseat.
Iwas12thatyear,theyoungestoffivechildrenandtheonlygirl.Formostofmy

lifeIhadalmostbeenthefifthson,soadoredwasIbymybrothers,whotaughtmefour
sports,spitting,andthepossibilitiesofmud.ButwhenImovedtothejuniorhigh,withits
entrancesforBOYSandGIRLS,andwhenwehadgymuniformsthatwehadtochange
into,andwhenMrs.WorthbegancallinguseitherbyMr.orMiss—well,IrealizedIwas
differentfrommybrothers.Infact,withinaboutaweekofstartingseventhgrade,Iwas
beginningtothinkofmyselfasafemalecreature,afactthatmypoor,beleagueredmother
hadnotbeenabletodrumintomyhead,despitedailyefforts,forthepasttwoyears.
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The Snow Maker
Up, up, up to the apex, toward the silver candles
On high, cold darkness squeaking strained spinning
Wheels. Chairlift floating forty feet above; below the
Snow sleeps, soundly; breathe too deep and it tickles the lungs.

“On down the trail boys, and we’ll make it wet,
let the snow pile up high till sunset.”

Sure thing Captain, I’ll carry the propane.
The metal tank ain’t meant for walking down a
Black diamond, but pipes demand flame in ten below,
And there’s only one way to battle lodged mountain ice.

“Be careful boys, and stick right close together,
I don’t want any of you left on the mountain in this weather.”

Sure thing Captain, but these shoulders are strained and tender.
Ah, but it’s a realm of glistening glory when illumined by the helmet’s headlamp.
Kick in the boots ‘cause the slope and life fall away to cake frosted
Trees. Keep moving, stop shivering, the good light will come.

“Get the flame going boys, no time to waste,
And move the snow guns, get them in the right place.”

Sure thing Captain, the blue flame ignites. Torch
Hissing with smitten vengeance upon rusty pipe. Ping, ping,
Clangs the hammer against each silver valve. Open,
There goes the snow gun––water and air tango in love.

“Great job boys, but wet it up some,
We got a lot of snow to make before the day is done.”

Sure thing Captain; more hissing cannons send crystal pellets aloft.
O! welcome grand orange ball rolling over the eastern chain.
Silver candles blow out with morning’s dear wishes.
Providence be good and lead us the way.
And may the day be wonderful ––
And I, did I?, yes I, I made the snow.

DAVEY OZAHOWSKI
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Angpangalankoaynextweek,

andIshockmyselfwithwit
whenIfailtoconnectyourdots
becausemyfingersarelikecandles,
theremainingcarbonsmyink.Myfingers
wait.Mymouthwaitsfor...
child’splay,thiscoynesswithwords
andphone.YetItoywithapencil
withoutbitemarks.Youarenothere
inflictingincisor,canine,themolars...
Myfingersarelikecandles;
waxysoft,malleable,subject
toheatandteeth.

Angpangalankoay
asimpletruth.

Therewillcomeatime
whereyoumust
leavenotracesof
whereyouhavebeen
carried,living.

SEANJ.MAHONEY
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My fingers are like candles

My fingers are like candles:

on hearing the news that you
may leave someday they cannot
type the word ‘no’, they cannot
sign emptiness in binary...

...ang pangalan ko ay electricity.
My name is electricity.

Tell me you are scared and why
you may fall into a vat of cranberry
wine, of complex passions.

There will come a time when you
may return home. Ang pangalan ko
ay please, please do not go from me...

...though you carry me in your chest
I need you biting my lip to know I have
survived soul cakes on all saint’s day.

Set your feet now; you belong to hallways
of wind, held aloft by effortless perfumes.

My fingers are like candles, burned free
of prints. My fingers with the pink tooth-
brush I picked up for you with living ache –
for I yearn you in the morning readying
yourself for news and tiny artifacts.

You may not leave. Crocodiles mount,
floods occur and the earth moves.
Please remain poised, poised
stretching with sleep beside me, spooning
into the fruit of sleep, spooning as though
tomorrow…just a penny to pocket.
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ThePlayIwillNeverWatchAgain

AtthebridgeacrosstheplacidAvon
wemeetOthelloandDesdemona
onbikes,onlymomentsafter
theperformance,smiling,
breathful.Theyseemlikeanitem.

Mygutstillclenched,
throatchoked,
whitefeministmindhoarsefromhowling
Isn’tittimeforadifferentending?

—Yousee,I’dforgottensheiskilled
twice,firstsmothered,whilehismachofear
swearshewillloveher“after,”
(theylikeusbestdefunct)
thenstrangledwithherownsheets,
acandlerefusingtobesnuffed,
forgivenessstainingherlips—

hardtokilllove.

Howdoyoudoit?Icroak.Swans
littertheriverpathwithfeathersandtang
theAugustairwithguano.
Theaudience,shesays.Thatyougetit.
Howheresiststhewhitepatriarchy,
lovingher,killingheroutofaworld
wheremenareallbutstomachsandwe
allbutfood,
aworldneithercansurvivein–

Theyrideofftickledbymydeclaration
nevertowatchagain,
proclaimingtheirsthedefiningrendition,
butthehollowinmygutsucks
alllightfromtheday.

IVYSCHWEITZER
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Tracey:AnElegy

Thismorning,
hetoldme
thatyouhaddied.
Yourlifehadbeen
relapseandremission
forsevenyears,
soitshouldn’thavebeenasurprise,
butsomehowitstillfeltsudden.
Yourbeinggone
wasstillashock.

Timeerodedourfriendship
asunceremoniouslyasitdoes
somanyothers,
butthismorning
Ithoughtofyou:
dyeingyourhairred
inyourboyfriend’sdormroom,
andlisteningtoScarlet’sWalk
inourbasementapartment,
andwearingmypirateshirt.
Ican’tstopbelieving
thatImightstillfindyou
attheseintersectingpointsoftimeandspace.

CARALOSIERCHANOINE



19

Four and a Half

Catching the phrase on the news
I think, so brief
and innocuous, really,
phrase of a melody you snatch
in drifts
or the in-between age
of an adorable child,
well past toddlerhood
but still needing a nap. I tumble
it around my mind,
feeling the not quite fiveness of it,
five a lovely uneven strangeness
in the middle of ten,
five fingers, five toes, times two, all the
little piggies, little Indians, cutting
white fears of darkness down to child’s play.

But the news said hours,
told how a couple traveled to Ferguson,
met a man living there who said––
hours, he lay
in the street, just down from my door,
four and a half
bloody hours, covered and cordoned
off, his mother, his people at bay
and what that means, that the authorities left him––
the couple heard it
differently
when they saw the place,
took the four and a half from warm lips,
acrid and sharp like outrage,
with a lingering tinge of despair.

IVY SCHWEITZER
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can be called that. Deer tracks and scat are everywhere,
coyotes hope for an early fawn, singing their delirious
demonic dance of notes under the Long Nights Moon.
That moon is sailing over the ridge, so we turn back
briskly, to return to the warmth of our hearth.
Soup, wine, and kitty crunchies are calling.

CHARLEIGH ROBILLARD
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IWanttoTellYouAboutthePark

forBryanBrower

IwalkedintoittodayasIalwaysdo.Ilovetowalk,youknowthat.Mygirlfriendusedto
sayIwaslikeadog.Ifwalked,andpetted,I’mfine.ButshewasnotwithmeandIwasnot
ondrugsandtheparkwasstrange.AndI’vebeenondrugs.Idroppedacidandrodethe
FerriswheelinSeattle;Isnortedcokeallnightandwenttoworkinthemorningandwas
accusedofbeingamorningperson;IatemushroomsbeforeIsawatherapistandlaughed
aboutdeathandhecouldn’tfathommebehindhisbottle-thickglassesanymorethanIcan
fathomtheparktoday.
Iwanttosaythepersimmonstreeswerebendingtowardme,allsunsetandleaf,evenas

thefruithadfallen,bursted-ripeontheground.Butitwasnotthat.Eventhoughtheair
wasstilljuicy,thefruithadlongsincevanished,leavingitsstainonthesidewalk.Norwas
itthewillowbythelakethatsomeindustriouscityworkerhadshornstraightoff,without
evenaskingme,asiftogivethetreetheappearanceofhavingbangs.No.Thatwasn’tit.
But,still,theycouldhaveasked.
Foramoment,Ithoughtitmighthavebeenthesquirrels,littleterracottawarriorssen-

tineledinrows,protectingsomeinvisibleemperor,chewingonacornsandhidingthem.
Probablynotthesquirrels,but,astheychewed,Isawmenwalkingwithheadphoneson,
hummingtunes,clippingalong,notevenknowingtheywereinapark.Linesofmenwear-
ingblack.Seriousmen.Beautifulmen.Itwassomewhatthem.Andthecarswereall
backedupatatrafficlight.Rowsofcars.Rowsandrowsofcarsandcarsandcars.They
letthemdrivethroughthepark.Theyletthem.ThemenIcouldstand,andsquirrelstoo,
butthecars?
Itwasalsothelackofgeese,flownawaybutnotyetsouthforthewinter,andlackof

women,wherewereallthewomen?Theyhadflownsomewheretoo.Theparkshowed
meitsownweirdsyllogism—thewomenhadleftandthereforethegeesehadgonetoo.Or
thegeesehadflown,eachoneclutchingawomaninitswebbedfeet.Andtheparkwasso
empty,andIwasfullofyou.
Istood,atypeofnotwalking,towhichI’venevergrownaccustomed,andwatchedthe

boathouse’sstillness,alloftheboatscoveredinclothandlinedinrowswithnooarsmen
tosingtotheloversskimmingacrossthesurface.Thewholesceneofthesadnessofnot
boating.Noboats,nolovers.Yousaidwemighthavebeenloversonce,hadwenotbeen
ourselvesandalsobecausewewereourselves.
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Northfield

IdrivethedirttrackalongBullRun,slippingon
iceandsilentlyprayingthestudsareenough
tokeepmefromthefourteenfootdrop,
becausethemetalreflectorstakessurelyarenot.
We’vehadaboutninefeetofsnowsofarthisseason,
mufflingthewoodsandstonewallslikethefurruffonalynx.
IamthreemilesfromtheUniversity,intheabsolute
middleofnowhere,orsoitfeels,havingthe
onlyactivemailboxonthissectionofroad.
Road’sbecomeadeadend,eventhefour
wheeldriveswon’tmaketheridgehillafterDecember.

IstoppedbytheBrownLibrary,where
thestackswereafieldofflannel,andIthoughtofoldLeon
Leonwood,whooughttobeproudofhislegacytoallofus
hereandDownEast.Thesemarvelousplaidskeepusfrom
losingourmindsintheoceansofgrayandwhite
swirlingoutsidethewindow&downthechimneys.
Youcanbetnoneofushavewhiteshoes,either!
Ileftwith3booksandamovie,stormtonightcalling
for20inches,whichlikelymeansthefulltwofeet.
Curlupandreadbythefire‘tilit’sover.Nosensein
fightingagainsttheweather.Letherblowthrough,
thengooutwhenshe’sdoneandcleanup.
Ishouldgetmyhikeintonightbeforedark,check
thegasinchainsawandsnowthrower,fillthelamps.

Ilovethewildpeaceofthefallowwintermonths.
Evenfriend’shorsesaredownFloridaway,basking
Intheunnaturalwarmth;yetIamhere,wandering
thecoldwoodsupwherethesummerbrushtipis
lieswathedintheirsnowblankets.
Firewoodisstackedbetweentwotrees,Icould
bewarmandsnughereovernight.
Mycat,Baxter,followsmytrail,thenbreaksoffto
chargeupanakedbirch,gettingthedistanceview.
Minearetheonlyhumantracks,ifmysnowshoewebs
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I tell you this because I want you to have the park. I want to imagine you imagining
me imagining it. Is that too much? But how do we know that we aren’t only imagination
anyway? It doesn’t matter. I only want you to have the park. To sing it to you. To lap up
the still autumn air with my tongue and let the words tell me what I am telling you: I will
never let go of the park, where there is a nothing and a joy. You were here with me today,
even if you didn’t know it.

MATTHEW GRONER
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Coming Out

Two nested vessels
Hide inside one
Another on the dark
Shelf gathering the
Dust of a former
Generation.

Their stems, broken
Away, yearn to be
Joined, end to end.
Heated. Fused. So
They can roll like
A glass axle
Out of the cabinet
And into the light.

DAVE CELONE
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Nihombashi

AttheBridgeofJapantwomen
withshavenheadsandshortpantstote
hugesquarechestswithhandles,
whilebehindthemtheretinue
ofadaimyo,flankedwithtalllances,
slogsingreenrobesandconicalhats.

Inthedistanceafringeofsky
tintedfamiliarpaleflamingo.
Grayrooftopsribbedlikeshipwrecks,
alatticeworktowerstabbing
asoupofcreamcloudandturquoise.

Fishmongersmakeway,theirbaskets
emptyafterdeliveries,while
offtotheonlooker’sright
therumpsoftwodogsdisregard
theprocessionwithpertdisdain.

WILLIAMDORESKI
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120miles

Whatarehighwaysandsnowyfields
whenyourtideismine?Iwasonce
amooninsidemymotherasshewas
inhersandsoitgoes.Thatsummer
youmademegibbous,waxingwarm
asamonarch.Augustandtheriver’s
softeddiesmadewayforourflood.
Tonightwe’veleftyouandthestring
pullstaught,daughtercrescent.From
thisdarkhighwaytheheadlightslight
thefoggedcirclearoundmymissing
you.Againmissingyou.Haveyou
noticedhowthethinnestskeinoflight
aroundthemoonrevealstheentire
sphere,absenceoutlinedinshine.

REBECCASIEGEL
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Fujikawa

Three commoners bow as a daimyu
and his procession creep along.

I stand aside, averting my gaze,
as horses with paper ornaments

trot past, tossing their barbered manes.
These are gifts to the emperor

for first day of the eighth
lunar month, a little holiday

to honor the harvest of rice.
A good place to pause, the signposts

directing us toward Kyoto,
the sea view from this wooden deck

almost as broad as the universe
seen from the emperor’s perch.

WILLIAM DORESKI
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Saw-whet

I can’t remember which January you went
out in the coldest night of the winter frost

blooming out of your breath goats tucked
into loaves eyes closed against the wind’s

teeth perched inside a corner of the dark
barn on icicle claws a Saw-whet no taller

than your hand all eyes and feathers and
glass blown little beating heart taking

respite from the night’s bright darkness
you came running back to the house I

saw in your hurry a light and precious
excitement carrying the sighting between

your breaths by the time my boots and
gloves were on the owl had flown I

saw the miracle in the circle of ice
around the moon still see it now down

the column of years we keep a weather
eye out for small feathered things we sit

inside on the first night of a new year
swirling the tare in warm bowls of ramen

the grass beneath the snow lies gently
folded not sleeping not waiting not

making plans the bowls warm in our
hands the moon hidden and biding time

REBECCA SIEGEL


