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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.

“Follow me,” the colonel took him to a backroom where 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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“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.

H#HH#H

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.

2



“foasurood Surpnpour ‘saSexoed 9013 19710 [e1049s YIm Suofe ‘oSexoed
Sumoasad£y xHrg1 porepdn ue “xarepax Sursn josad£y seam 1x9) 9], Juoy 201nos-uado J[qe
-[reat £[0013 e st oquuag 1,4 -90ejad£y Jo Lyfrurey oquuag A1) UO paseq pue NJNJ, prempy
£q yutrd pue qom o3 10§ paudisop 2oey urepowr e ‘oquuag Ig utod g ur 398 SI J00q SIY T,

odA 1, uo 210N

ma

(94

*UO JAOTU TWAT]) 39 01 paAem uewr Junok ot

UM PIADT[aI 9[2J O pIed ssautsnq sty ano Juryes ‘Apuersur pardor Jnsnox | asmood JO,,

"pepySegq ur wIy 10eIU0d pinom AT T, "USW IIAY) 0) SAUIDIPIU JTUOS JAIF 0) JNSNO K PIYse
PUE PIUINISI IIALIP Y], "WISY) JO J2IY) UAIMIdq spuey Surdueroxa Aouour mes Jnsnox

-arydog pjoa
JNSNOX . ‘JUSUIA[IIAS JWOS JO FUT[E) WA} PIEIY ] "UOOS IIA0 3q P[NOYS IT ‘SUT[Im poo),,
“pres arqdog |, ‘1eay yarm Suroer st 3xedy A,

“BI[IZEI Y1 0 Yorq Juam uew Junok o) pue 1ALIp AT, *A[snoayid pappou Jnsnox

(STITS AT, ‘JNSNOX PaYse A[SN02IINOISIP S "903 03 PEaY] WOTJ BAEqE IAT UT PIISA0D ‘JUq
peay ‘orydog peonou oym uea a1y 03 udwr Juno a3 Jo auo 1y3noiq IALIP Y1 A[uappng
-arpdog 03 paradstym Jnsnox | ‘eAeqe oY) YIm pa1oaod peay mok dooyy,

*dnoi13 1ojurds & 03 Suojaq 03 pawass Lo, ‘parnoys usw Sunok oy

S[IYM I0ATIP 3 Jo uorreue[dxo a1y pue Surpeard 91 01 pauUNSI] JesNo £ suN Y "udur Sunok

973 P2322183 9 S[TYM ‘UBA Y3 UT WI[ED UTEWT O] JESNOX 03 PAINULINTI UeA ) JO IOALIP A,

W) pgqoeo:[dde Ppue ‘s19p[noys Jy3 Aq SuiBuey s/ p-V ‘umop 108 ‘passaIp Kpasoo] pue
UQARYSUN ‘SYINOA OM T, "I[eY USPPNS € 03 ouIed ‘Txe) 93ueIo p[o UE ‘eIfiseIq € ‘ATuoppng

-3urpur]q Sem UNS 11959p Aep-Prur SNOTO0I]

oy, Aisrmyy oxom Aoy pue uoou Y3y sem 1] Iajem Pa[110q Anq o3 Ino 103 Jnsnox i

puryaq dn paury s3urfjosmp pnur patrp-uns danTurtid may y 's21301e31 £nq 01 ysory 31de1osp

e 3¢ paddoss o ‘sinoy om) noqe 1033y -0e[d a1 Jo AyderSodor a1 yamm pasurenboe Ajny

‘speol Kisnp o) uo 2a0Ip pue Jpasurry 01 1doy 1eaup ayJ, "proydays 10 umopag Aue 1ou
‘OTFe1) Ou Padej ASYJ, 'UO PIAOW UEA I} ‘SPeOI AI1IUNOD 0UMSIPUT A7) JUISSOIISSII)

Hit#

“[[2M TWAY) PIYSIM [NPQY PUE IPALIP 23 YIIM Jes JNSNOX (G 03 uroorde
AJeury ‘sIe[op (0§ JO PUBLISP SNOIDONE UE [ITM TIAY) 93] 0) PIaIde IOATIP ) ‘qINnd o)
1e 1qnédy yamm Sunrem ‘orqdog  3jots, 03 parurod JNsNox 1033y "PeAY SIY PAIdAOI-I[EY IeTd
UeqIng 9JIYM ISOO] & PUE I08J PI[YULIM ULI(-IdYILaM ST U0 preaq Aeid Suof e ‘(yeopd)
qaer) Suof anjq YIep € Ul uewr AJIOP[o UE SEM IOALIP YT, “ISNEYXD ) WOIJ IJOUWS Jorv[q
Surnyoraq ‘astou ySnor e opewr surSua oy ‘A1dwd pue pasyreurun sem 1y “paddoss uea dn-sord
rym 1drrosopuou ‘pauorysej-plo ‘dn-1eaq [[ews € ‘INoy ue Jjey 1913y "I9pIoq oY) pIemo) o3
03 SurImun d1om 350w INq ‘s1ed Kuewr padSery Aoy ‘pasiape pey 10umo 3 10ds oY) WoI]
(- 19YMAT2A9 sIe[Op 210w 10§ st mou a[doad
Ing 2197 WOIJ IXe) € 395 [],n04 20UEYD 19139q E §, I3} ‘[II0U ) O UK OG] ‘OS[e WIe) 03
03 ued> nof 1nq ‘mou uepIof pIemo) peay 01 dIep sIed MIJ A1\, ‘poppe pue onoyredwLs
PopUNOs 19UMO 913  ‘AeMySIY UTEUT 313 O UO WINJ J0U OP “211J UO ST 20uTA01d S[oym oY T,
“erpipey e dogs 03 wry Suro107 ‘[ony uo mof Sutuun HAD SIY INOQE PIY[ed Y ‘IAUMO )
i s3unaais Jo 93ueyoxo oY) 199Jy "ISEJYea1q Y PaIapIo Jnsnox Aqruuey e se pasod Loty
QI0YM JUBINEISAI Y O JNSNOX Pamol[o] Iqniy pake-Laeay pue ekeqe 101 ur arydog



Introductory Remarks

Welcome to volume 12, Bloodroot’s fifth digital edition. We have some exciting news!
First, after producing four digital editions with rotating editors, Rena J. Mosteirin welcomes
James E. Dobson as permanent co-editor. Dobson teaches at Dartmouth College and directs
the Institute for Writing and Rhetoric. He is the author of two academic books: Modernity
and Autobiography in Nineteenth Century America (Palgrave, 2017) and Critical Digital Hu-
manities: The Search for a Methodology (Univ. of Illinois, 2019). He is the co-author, with
Rena J. Mosteirin, of the creative/critical hybrid book Moonbit (punctum books, 2019) and
is presently completing a book manuscript on the history of computer vision algorithms and
their applications.

The second big announcement is that we aim to get a print anthology out within the
upcoming year that highlights five years of Bloodroot’s best online work. We belong to
the community of writers working in the Upper Valley and we envision Bloodroot Literary
Magazine and the Bloodroot anthology as ways to encourage and support this community.

Bloodroot thrives when dedicated writers send us their best new work. Our next open
reading period will begin on September 15th. We have our own online submissions man-
ager, so there is no fee to submit. If you’re an established writer looking to expand your
readership, or a new writer for whom publishing seems impossible, we’re glad you found us
and we look forward to reading your work in the future. We have a large audience through
the website and have heard from readers around the world.

Receiving submissions from far and wide has become one of the most exciting aspects of
running this literary magazine. Some of the work in this volume of Bloodroot celebrates the
Upper Valley, while other pieces extend outside the edges of this region, and even beyond
the borders of this country.

Right now, social isolation in response to the COVID-19 pandemic is taking its toll on
all of us. Connect with the people you care about by sharing a poem or story. This issue is
full of gorgeous work. We are so grateful to the authors who chose to share this work with
us, and now we present them to you, our cherished readers.

The Editors,

RENA J. MOSTEIRIN & JAMES E. DOBSON
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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.

HH#H

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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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 maitre 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
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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.

HHH

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 T 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.”

HH#H

Abdul Wahid, 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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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.

Maia, 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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Qarim would open the office every morning and take over when Yousufhad 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.

HHt#

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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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.”

Hit#

“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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Winter isn’t leaving;
yet Spring -while coming- it’s not
asking permission.

KEISELIM ALFREDO MONTAS

40

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 YOU WANT!?” & 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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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.
Quite quiet morning: The storm beneath your skin sends
five just came and went; as I, bolts of lightning from shin to thigh.

didn’t hear my alarm.
You learn to cultivate through thunder,

through cyclone, and through blight

a body is a farm you bought before birth
KEISELIM ALFREDO MONTAS you own every acre.

BRIDGET GAGE-DIXON
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Today, finally,
this December has come to
pay us a visit.

KEISELIM ALFREDO MONTAS
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36

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, the Mexican flag
onto the breast pocket. When Mrs. 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.”

Mirs. 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



SYLNOW Odadd TV WITHSIIX

iA[oreq sndny s 31
‘sojdewr Jo ouT[ 9213 & UO
SOAEQ[ oI dWOs FUIog

cl

S¢

‘waty Aes sn Suryewa
uat) pue sprom 93 Surounouoid “noy3noIyy sn pa[ pue ANOY SYITWIS ) Ul SUnILIaAd
PAI[2qE] B[[2qEIY PUE 3YS "SIEIL 0M] IOJ BUOZITY PUE SEXA T, Ul paar] Suraey ‘ystuedg ur juanyy
sem 108urn) suossd] ystuedg sn aaeS 108urs ‘osnoy s e[[aqeIy e OB\ 9p 0dUID) 10

"SI0 s £s19g MOIIOq O3 pey
pue ureSe syued 107 20M euer(] IUnIS, 0M) IqUINT PI[[ED AYS IEY) PIUOIUIW IPUOYET
£onT uaym 1nq ‘saoys A1p ojur paSueypd Suraey ‘yoeq SwIed BUBI(] "SASNOY I Je sSury
Pa[Te2 A9 2BYM JO UOTSSJUOD 35[0 JUOKIIAD 01 PI] 18y PUE UL, IT PI[[ED M ISNOY
o Je asNed29q 22d, pIOM ) Pasn I9ASU PEY ] IWPE 03 PeY | “198J U] “[01IU0D 239[duI0d
350[ 01 sn JO 351 Yy pasned Yorym ‘spued 10y poad ‘dorsuou JurySney 13e ‘oym ‘Loreq
eUel(] I0J Yonur 003 3q 01 pasroid sryy, jspremdeq araour oy paked £siog uoyy, ‘umop
aprsdn wo) YoIem PINod am os ‘ToAo Juruey speay MO YITM YINOD ) PUE SYOOSSEY] )
uo 217 03 sn pjo3 (Sunduwoxd s 128urn) 7€) £siog [mun suoolIed Jo 2qUINU € paydem Ajiddey
am 10392f01d STAOUI IO § §,pep 197 paIniedy yorym ‘Ared s sofruuysng Asiog 1y

“S[Tes INO UT PuIm
a1 and yoe[q 01 A3oa1rp Suro3 1nq ‘porrad ystjod [reu uzom 1949 pey sn jo suoN “Surrad3ess
seam 199132 AT, "3e[q s[reuraSury mo jured [[e am Jey) pa1saSSns 18urs) nq ‘prp om yITYM
‘usamoyey e L1red Surares urydund e aaey 03 3urod sem spreSuy oue[ Lrepy ‘o[durexs 104
*£11ed 191 3e s9ouatIadx0 anbrun Jnoqe 1o8urn) 03 y[e1 piNoM ssaIsOY ) ‘OUO YIEI A10Jaq INq
‘Sunsoy sum) 3003 3 4\ ‘senred roquimys Sutaey weSoq o4\ “1€Y) Jo 21D 300 1JUIS) INq [113
 3uraq 1N0OqE BIPT UE JO YONUI IALY I, UPIP SN JO JUIOS UL A "SSB[D S, YIIO A\ "SIA] UT SIS
ST PAAJOAUT T34 1e]) SN 03 dpe 1SULL) JeT) UONNQLIIUOD J[qerouraur Jsour o) sdeqiog
“1e3g uIISey A Jo s19ySne(q Jo Louaprsard aprmaness o) 03
UOTSUADSE S, Y110 A\ “SIJA] INOQE INOJ SUIPN[OUT ‘JI[ IO UT DUIIJJIP & IPEW PEY IEYI UMO)
mo ur apdoad 1noqe surood jo dnoid e ym ozi1g 1100 [eHIOWDIA JIES *J duuy-£ey o)
uom 1a8ur) Surxds ot up szoyoeard Juroaen arom woyMm Jo ioq ‘syudred 197 £q paseu
-1p1009 A)treyd e ‘seunsty)) 1 9[doad Apaou 107 suanra pue sded Jruy 03 Moy [00YDs IJe
s[13 pue skoq G noqe Jurgoeay sem 193urn) ‘s1o0UEp oY) JUISTEIYDI 3 USEM oS U M\
*mots a3 Jo red orom
Koy oI “poy[LIY) sem 2duDIPNE o], ‘SuUIAJIrIoa[d a1om SINSAI AYJ, “WNLIONPNE Y OIUT
9815 oY1 WOIJ SITEIS AY) PaAsn PUE ‘SOLI) PUE ‘s1onp ‘sofos Yarm dn Jwed ‘1oaamoY ‘1a3urn
*£109s 9 UT 2SUDS AW I, UPIP SIAOW 35} ‘UuFO “ssed p[nod odnod 1a93e ajdnoo yorgm
1opun sayore Suryew ‘dustpne oy Suroey ofrym ‘pue ‘Surpaauy ‘suonoarrp asoddo ur Jurod
$9[2112 1] ‘sdays ofduts 03 papua) 1041 ‘SN “A[2ATII9]J0 K104 da0w 3 uptp £o1)1 Inq ‘Suons
£1101d popunos pey spry a3 ‘s1eak 10§ 03 SutoS uSaq pey [[e oM YOIYM ‘s[edrsnur snoradid
T 0s “I972e2) SNIOYD Y3 sem 10A1J "SI ‘wtopow pue ‘zzel ‘de) ur gz jo 1sed oty Surredord
ur 10£1J “SI] PIISISSE 9YS SIUOW 0m) 10 “Areniqag ur sdiqeq reSng, jo uononpoid
opead yruaaas oty 103 AyderSoazoyd oy dn pasjrom 103Ut ‘SurpueIsyILmIou poI [9935 Y T,
-ooe[d 107 uI
198ur) 1owoomau nd 01 Surkn u2aq A[[ear per] eudIag JTZUINDL 1Y) ‘PUE[I(] UIYIIAIL)



A Night in August

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

ADELLA-MARIE CLOUTIER

13

34

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 thyme 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 in Washington, 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,



AIILLNOTO HIVIN-VTTIAV

'souoq At ojur sdoard
210324 1YSIU 3Y) WO IS0I] UIYY
"249Y WY [ ‘SO 31

UM

¥l

€e

"s1eak om) 3sed o) 107 ‘s310730 A[rep 231dsop ‘peay A ojuT WNIp 03 J[qE U] 10U pey
1o pazonSedyaq ‘1ood Aur 1€ty 10€] € ‘0In1eaId d[ewd] € se JjasAur Jo yury) o) Suruurdoq
sem | ‘ope1d qIuaAds SunIels Jo Joam € INOJe UIYIIM ‘18] U] SIOYI0Iq AU WIOIJ JUSIAJIP
SeM [ POZI[eaI | ‘[PM —SST]A 10 “IJA] £q 1oa10 sn Surjes ueSaq Y10 A\ "SI\ UIYM pUE ‘Our
98ueyo 03 pey am Je) swIoyuN WAS Pey oM UAYM puE ‘STYID PUt SA O 0] SIOULNUD
1 aim Y31y Totun( o) 03 pasour | uaym Ing “pnw Jo sanriqissod oy pue ‘Sunads ‘s1zods
Moy ow 1y3ne) oym ‘s1o1101q Awr £q  sesm PIIOPE OS ‘UOS YT Y3 UIq ISOW[E Pey ]
£w jo jsowr 10 “[13 AJuUO o) puE UAIP[IYD JATJ JO 1s93unok oy ‘Ieak Jeyy 7] sem |

*JE3s 1) OJUT PI[S PUE PAYUIM IS
's108ury Ayurd pue ‘o[pprur ‘quny) 197 uo sSuLI 2U0IS
981e[ 22111 Aq payuadE sem yorym ‘dserd wirry 107 ur puey Auwr ‘pres 1 SO SIeY ‘YO,

. Yeas moA Jo 1no noA Surysnd oq 01 1105 | pue 198urn) st owreu L[, ‘Apomb pres pue
SUI 0) puEY 12 INO P[AY 2YS "WOOI ) JO YIEq ) 01 Pay[em pue 1o udArS snf pey ya1o
STl J00q 1B ) pue Iopulq asnanteyd 127 dn poyord 108urn)  wre ey ‘nok yueyy,,

“Jooys s oo 03 Sutod A[3us1Ind seam pue el pue ‘souLIeyl oY) ‘939[[00
JO INO pue Ul UdRq ApeaIfe pey AWWO], PUE ‘MOU P[Eq Sem (IO "IN 2I0Joq s1eak 7]
197 pey pey oxe[ 19Y101q AW 20UTS JsOP §,YII0 A\ “SIJA] UO Jes Pey 1eY) AWWO], PUE YII0 A\
“IJA Jo 21m3otd A[rurey a13 0juo [[oF ut anjq yo0oead jo doxp e yorym woig ‘uad ureyunoy 1oy
s pajutod ays ‘yoowg Ad1330( puryaq 1eas 18y el 03 193ULS) P[oI YIIO A\ "SI USY M\
"2JOM O[S SIOJEIMS
pue sdoy 3pous[Im) Y3 JO 10[0d AY) YIM pafueyd YIIYM ‘Mopeysako pue ‘(uorFuryse y\
JO 9e3s 23 3J9 Pey L9y 2103aq sn( payserd pey ouefd 9y asnedaq 1eIs Jeyy passiu £[uo
P.oys pue ‘exse[y 1dooxa 21eIs AI9AD UT U22Q PEY S PIES IYS) 2IBIS JUIIIJIIP € JO SUIINO )
s oea ‘sSurires A[3ueds a8re a10m ays yorym ySnory) sres padrard Lrrey snomnsny Y1y
am 9peid auaAss ur sn Suowre ouo AJUo 9Y) sem IS ‘10BJ U] "IOYID 1950[0 € ur dn pazjoo]
U23q PeY JeY) OIS JO A[PUNq OU sem s NG IYSIPMIIAO ) UseMm oUS [[oM I3 paJ pey
ams Aoy paddeuprs usaq pey oys J1 ‘st Aes ued | J[e pue ‘309ms Aredns ‘uopyod ‘gyos ‘Aords
:porpduur oureu 10y Surafroas sem oys pue ‘zdeug 103ur) sem duUrEU IOH “I9AO PaoOUY
Suraq soourwop Aueur os oY1 umop pue dn 3s[2 SUOKIIAD pUE ‘MOI ) UT J&3S ISE[ ) 0)
‘Surpqy, ene ‘ow padwng sy pue ‘yoowrg Ldxpze[ puryaq (1S oY pareas Yo N\ ST
“urosues
000°6$ ® 103 poy pue paddeupry usaq pey (3op oty Surpnyour) AJrurey 2Imud 197 95NEIAq
SEM Q€[ SEM O[S TOSEAT AT[) JEY[) 10 JE[ S2M OM] UT AUIED s Jer]) o5ueI)s J0u sem 1 ‘1o3urn)
INOQE I9TE] PIUILI] 2M Sy "PIIIEIS PeY] [00YIS Ia)Je sAep G ‘Gz 1quiaidog UO Paf[oIud sem
[ooyds ySry zotun{ ejove(y Jo A1031sTy oY) UI P[> pawreu A[ensnun jsour a3 A[qeqoiq

zdeug 108urn)



15 32

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.

JAMES NAPOLI 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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JAMES NAPOLI
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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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19 28

can be called that. Deer tracks and scat are everywhere,
coyotes hope for an early fawn, singing their delirious
Four and a Half demonic dance of notes under the Long Nights Moon.
Catching the phrase on the news T}.lat moon is sailing over the ridge, so we turn back
I think, so brief briskly, to return to the warmth of our hearth.

and innocuous, really, Soup, wine, and kitty crunchies are calling.

phrase of a melody you snatch

in drifts

or the in-between age CHARLEIGH ROBILLARD
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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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 Coming Out

the still autumn air with my tongue and let the words tell me what I am telling you: I will Two nested vessels

Hide inside one
even if you didn’t know it. Another on the dark

MATTHEW GRONER Shelf gathering the
Dust of a former

never let go of the park, where there is a nothing and a joy. You were here with me today,

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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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



