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From
the
Editor
During dark times, we must celebrate the light. We
must cheer that much harder for births and birthdays,
for promotions and retirements. In the summer we
must exalt the longer days, even if each one brings
another day of hardship, sacrifice, and struggle. We
must wave each small, happy moment like a child
waves a sparkler at the looming shadows in the night.
This summer at 805, we celebrate the second
anniversary of our first issue, which contained
works by 16 debut and emerging authors, poets,
and artists. When we sent this issue into the world,
we were nervous, and we were excited, but mostly
we were awed by the creativity of our contributors
and the support of our community. Since then
we’ve published ten more issues featuring over 125
more talented people, many who made their debut
appearance in the literary and art world by gracing our
pages.
In this issue, our characters wrestle with the cold
darkness of death and grief, abuse and sickness, yet
they still find bright sparks of warmth from within
themselves. And as we read about these struggles, we
editors and readers set off bottle rockets and roman
candles for 16 more debut and emerging creators.
Thank you for celebrating our literary fireworks with
us.
Stephanie Katz
Editor-In-Chief
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Sunset

Rebecka Skog
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Toolbox
Jamal Michel
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It must have been less than a month
when you came by last.
I had asked for my tools,
the same ones I left with you.
You brought our girl that day.
I forgot we hadn’t setup
the weekends yet.
She was with you that day though.
I could feel the gravel grinding
in the drive as you pulled up.
I think I left the door unlocked.
She shouted from the door and
made a sprint for the kitchen,
her giggles filling the empty rooms.
I don’t think you came in.
I was in the basement,
up to my ankles in water—
something about the pipes.
The giggling stopped at the top
of the stairs leading down.
I looked up at your smile,
her smile. And she called out to me.
“Hi, daddy!” She said.
“Hi, sweet,” I smiled back.
She asked to come down
but I said it’d be too dangerous,
so I came up. You were back in the car.
I squatted in front of the red
toolbox you set on the “Welcome” mat.
It was in there somewhere.
She twirled around a bit,
asking if I liked her new dress.
“You look beautiful, sweet,” I smiled.
She giggled and twirled some more.
I told her to help me look for it.

There was a honk.
“Daddy, what’s it look like?”
I described it, and we began searching.
She picked up all the old ones,
the ones I stopped using,
holding them up,
examining them.
Another honk.
“Sweet, as soon as we find it,
you’ll have to get going.
Okay, love?” She bobbed her head
several times, your auburn hair, her hair,
bobbing along.
I knew for sure it was there.
I never needed it until now.
One more honk.
I placed a finger on it and
pulled it up from the darkness in there.
She put down the other one she was playing with and asked,
“What’s that, daddy?” I told her what it was called
and how it would stop the leak downstairs.
“It has a funny name. How’s it ‘posed to stop the water?”
I told her it holds on to the pipes real tight and never lets go.
Then she paused, your tiny eyes, her eyes, staring into me.
The last honk.
I told her it was time to send her off.
Right before leaving she asked,
“It couldn’t hold on forever, right, daddy?”
I took a second, looked at her little hand,
your hand, in mine, and knew.
“No, love...it couldn’t,”
I said back.
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We Mourn
Anna Jurek

When we Jurek women mourn we wear itchy tights and black
dresses. We keep somber expressions on our pale faces. We do not listen to
the radio. We play staccato Catholic hymns on our out-of-tune piano.
We mourn often and well. Last year, Great-Grandma Josephine,
Great-Grandpa Bernard, and Dad’s friend Fat Eric were all mourned by us.
Great-Grandma’s death was not sad because she had been very old. GreatGrandpa’s death was not sad because he had lost his mind. Fat Eric’s death
was not sad because he had always scared me.
Now, we are mourning Papa, my grandfather. Now, at fifteen, I am
mourning the first good man I met. He died last night in the hospital. His
death was not supposed to be too sad because he was sick. He was sick and
that’s comforting and that’s all they really know. Like Great-Grandma and
Great-Grandpa and Fat Eric, his death was supposed to be soothing. But,
when I went to visit Papa three days ago in the hospital, things were not
as they had seemed when I last saw Great-Grandpa. He was not drooling,
loopy, and smelly. He was not a breathing corpse. He was quiet, clean, and
pensive. He was alive. His wide, wise, worn body was shrunken under the
cheap fabric of the hospital blankets, but his eyes were still so brown and
full.
I smiled at him. I smiled at him and I felt so stupid for smiling at
him. We Jurek girls do not smile when we mourn. We do not smile when
we know the mourning is impending. But, something about the fullness of
the color of his eyes told me that he still liked the way smiles looked on our
faces, so I smiled at him. And he smiled back. The almost dead man smiled
back!
Now, as I roll the itchy tights up my thighs, as I zip the back of my
familiar black dress, there is something different in me. There is a feeling
I did not know could come with death. But I swallow the saliva that is
building up in my mouth, run the comb through my flat hair, and fix my
face in my funeral expression. I frown.
My sisters, my mother, and I all stand in front of the mirror in the
hallway together before we get in the car. We all look the same. Perfectly
quaffed for Catholic grief. Black shoes, black hats, black coats, pale faces.
Before the funeral, we are ushered into a tiny room in the back
of the church to say our intimate goodbyes. The priest says that this
is a privilege. He puts his holy hand on my shoulder and encourages
me to approach the casket. He knows me from my weekly visits to the
confessional, my Sundays singing in the choir, my after school hours in
the church basement reciting bible verses so that I will be able to receive
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my confirmation. All these things I did to please Papa, and now the priest
says I am privileged, chosen out of many good family members, to have a
moment alone before the public mourning must begin.
I am not totally alone, of course. There is never any true solitude in
church. God is always there, and for some reason wherever He is, my family
is too. My grandmother stands by the casket in her black pantsuit with my
mother and uncle beside her and the three of them look like Italian widows,
though they have stern Polish faces. No one cries. No one looks at the open
casket. They all stare hard at me as if, by some Catholic miracle, Papa will
wake up, reach his hand out and squeeze my palm, giving me a wink and
asking for a smile.
He does not wake. As I approach the casket, I can see there is no
chance of him waking and I feel so empty. I want to cry. To cry and cry
and cry and curl on Papa’s lap and have him stroke my hair and kiss my
forehead and say the Hail Mary with me. He was sick? He was not as sick
as the other ones I knew who died. He was not ready for death. He had
not succumbed. His brown eyes so full, almost exploding with hope and
holiness, had not been ready. It feels like it was murder. Like God murdered
him.
I kneel beside the casket and try hard not to look at his face, not
his face anymore, his former face. I pray. I repeat the Hail Mary three times
in my head, but nothing comes of it. The effect is not the same as it was
when Papa would kneel beside my bed with me and say the prayer with his
eyes closed. I close my eyes. I try to feel the presence of God, of Papa’s
newly ascended spirit, of Jesus and Mary and the Holy Ghost and all those
I have been told reside here. But I am alone. I am alone in church.
I open my eyes and reluctantly look at the face. I look for the
brown eyes, even though they are hidden beneath eyelids, but they cannot
be found. And then I am struck by the side of the face, the unfamiliar
dirtiness of death. On the side of the face, there is a streak of unblended
orange-tinted foundation. Disgusting. This face is not Papa’s. This streak of
makeup makes him undignified, disturbed, deformed.
-
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Gravity

Rebecka Skog
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War Paint
Kennedy Harrison
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I cut my hair when my husband, Eamon, died. He said he didn’t
like short hair on women, said I wasn’t allowed to trim it above my
shoulders.
I wasn’t allowed to do a lot of things.
I wasn’t allowed to cook meatloaf—loaves were only for bread, he
said. I wasn’t allowed to do laundry while he was home—the sounds from
the washer disrupted his train of thought, he said. I wasn’t allowed to go
out with the other wives from church on Monday nights, wasn’t allowed to
invite company over for dinner. I wasn’t allowed to leave home without a
scarf or a big coat, lest the bruises or welts peeked out above my blouse.
I wasn’t allowed in our bedroom on Thursday afternoons when
Stella Westhauser came over while her husband Rick was stuck in his weekly
meetings at the office. I wasn’t allowed to mention her visits when Stella
and Rick came over for Sunday dinner.
I wish I could say that I saved myself. I wanted to. Hell, I wanted it
more than anything.
I wish I could say I stood up for myself, put my foot down and
gave him a piece of my mind before storming out the door without looking
back, like they do in so many TV dramas that are on nowadays. But the
truth of the matter is this wasn’t a TV drama, and I was a coward.
Eamon used to be sweet, you know. Back in high school, before we
eloped. Before I lost our child, four months into the pregnancy. It was hard
on me, but it was harder on him, I think. He didn’t tell me that, though.
That man hated talking about how things made him feel, unless it was about
something that didn’t matter all that much—like meatloaf or the sounds the
washing machine made.
He started hating me, too, after we came home from the hospital.
He probably blamed me, thought I did something wrong that caused it. But
I never knew for sure, because the second our creaky sedan crunched over
the gravel in front of our house on the way home from the hospi-tal, we
never spoke about it again.
I met Eamon in my junior year of high school. He was older, a
substitute teacher I saw in several of my classes throughout the year. He
was terribly cute, with an irresistibly crooked smile that he would flash at
me, winking here and there when no one else was watching.
Finally, he asked me to a movie. I was smitten with him—how
could I say no? My parents wouldn’t approve, so I made up a story about
having dinner at a friend’s house, and stayed out past my curfew. I was
grounded for a week, but I figured it was worth it.
He was perfect. He was an absolute gentleman, opening every door
for me and complimenting me every chance he got. The way we fell in love
was a little like drowning—it consumed me and took my breath away all at
once.
The second I turned eighteen, we ran away together. Just long
enough to get married. I came back to my hometown to break the news to
805 Lit + Art
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my parents and finish high school, but I moved into Eamon’s house with
him.
I knew he had a temper. If things didn’t go the way he wanted
them to—if his favorite team was losing, if the TV antennas weren’t
cooperating—he would raise his voice, sometimes throw things across the
room. But he never raised a hand to me, never acted like he wanted to hurt
me, until after we came home from the hospital.
People say that when a man hits you for the first time, you think to
yourself that it won’t happen again. You convince yourself that he’s sorry.
But I didn’t think that. I knew he wasn’t sorry, that it would happen again.
But Eamon was all I knew, and so I stayed anyway.
When Stella Westhauser first started coming over, I dreaded it. The
moment her happy yellow Cadillac pulled into our drive, a trickle of anger
went down my spine and my hands would shake. But I would ignore it,
clench my jaw against the feeling of wanting to vomit, and scrub the dishes
I was washing a little bit harder.
After a few weeks, a cool numbness washed over me. I wouldn’t
feel a thing when I saw her car roll up to the house. Better her than me,
right? At least, that’s what I tried telling myself.
Sometimes I wondered if he choked her like he did me, leaving
fingerprints like war paint on her skin. But she always wore shirts that
exposed her skin from her neck to her perfectly perky breasts, so he
probably saved that for the rare times we were together.
I didn’t save myself. I didn’t tell anyone about what was happening.
I suffered in silence. My mother had only just begun to tolerate Eamon, and
I didn’t want to risk hearing that she told me so. She was a very traditional
woman, and the idea of divorce was something she would never consider.
I was afraid she would tell me that I had made my bed, and now I had to
lay in it. So I laid in it, and kept my mouth clamped shut about what was
happening within the walls of our home.
And then that sneaky bastard did something I can never forgive
him for.
He saved me.
He saved me by having too many beers one icy Friday in
November, and by getting in the car to drive home anyway. He saved
me when he skipped the stop sign before crossing the highway, when he
collided head-on with a rickety old motorhome.
That son of a bitch didn’t let me save myself, didn’t let me leave of
my own free will. That asshole died. He left me before I was strong enough
to walk away.
After the police officers came to tell me the news, that’s when I did
it. They asked me if there was anyone I needed to call. I said no. They asked
me if I needed anyone here at the house with me. I said no. And after they
reluctantly left, that’s when it happened.
I ripped off my scarf in a rage, for a moment considering how to
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strangle myself with it. I wanted to kill myself. I needed to. So I stumbled
into the kitchen, groping for the drawer next to the oven where we always
kept the scissors.
And I did it. I killed myself. I killed the complacent, quiet wife who
always followed directions. I killed the coward, killed the woman too scared
to walk away. The moment that blade caressed my perfect auburn locks, that
woman was gone.
It was terribly lopsided, of course. I had never cut hair before in
my life. But it felt so damn good. Feeling the air move across the back of
my neck made me feel almost like a bird with wind gliding through her wing
feathers. A weight had been lifted. The next day, after making several phone
calls to plan Eamon’s funeral, I made a trip to the salon and let them fix it
for me.
When the stylist whisked the chair around for me to see in the
mirror, I didn’t recognize the woman looking back at me. The woman in the
mirror had a fierce, almost primitive beauty. I hadn’t felt beautiful in what
seemed like an eternity. The woman’s neck was long, giving her an air of
grace. Her eyes had something in them, an anger. A fight. A kind of burn
you wouldn’t want to cross.
I think you would recognize her, though. Because now, forty years
later, she’s still who I see in my reflection. November 15th, 1968—that’s
when I became the Edith you know now.
Rick Westhauser couldn’t figure out why his wife was so torn up
about Eamon’s passing. Stella wept for days on end, and would come to
my door nearly every day. I invited her inside, and she would collapse onto
my couch, clutching one of the pillows to her perfectly perky breasts and
sobbing so hard it made her pretty face wretched.
Whenever she came over, I would take one of the casseroles from
my fridge, one of the many I had received from various women at church,
and heat her up plate after plate. I swear that woman gained twenty pounds
after my husband died, and Rick just didn’t understand it.
Eamon was thirty-four when he died. I was twenty-six. Too young
to be a widow, but too old to be a single maid again. I ended up selling our
house, and I moved back with my parents. I continued to wear scarves until
all of the bruises healed, and refused to speak about Eamon or anything
to do with him. When I finally found my voice, it was one night while my
mother cooked supper.
She wept for me, of course. She didn’t say I told you so, and I was
thankful for that. Then she asked if I was responsible for his death. I
almost wish I was. But when I told her that, she slapped me across the
mouth. That night, the pork chops burned.
I still see him sometimes. When I’m at the grocery store and come
around a corner, sometimes he’s there, standing against a shelf of canned
beans. At times, I’ll see him in other people. His nose on the news anchor, a
woman at church with his eyes.
805 Lit + Art
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He even showed up at your grandfather’s funeral. He was there,
standing next to the casket with his hands folded at his waist. I could feel
his eyes burning into me as I tried to grieve for my late husband, tried to
comfort your mother for the loss of her father. You were too young to be
there, and that was probably for the best. Your mother cried so much that
day.
I cried at your grandfather’s funeral, too, but I didn’t cry at
Eamon’s. For Eamon, I only cried in private. I cried on the bathroom floor
when I was supposed to be drawing a bath. I cried into my pillow at night,
and then slept with a soggy headrest. I cried sometimes during the prayer
on Sundays, keeping my head bowed a few moments longer than everyone
else to collect myself.
Eventually, I used the money from selling the house to go to a local
college. I could tell that my mother disapproved, but I didn’t see any other
options for a single woman of my age. And of course my mother couldn’t
understand that learning to provide for myself rather than let a man provide
for me was something I wanted to do.
When I met your grandfather, it was after I had graduated and
gotten a job as a nurse at the Veterans’ hospital. He was a patient, in for his
second surgery. They had done the first overseas, just to remove the bullet
from his leg. Now he needed his leg repaired—he wanted full use of it
again, he said.
He needed to be able to play ball with his kids when he had them,
he said. He wasn’t going to sit back and watch the next time his country
needed him, he said. He needed to be able to kneel on one knee to propose
to a woman, he said.
That was in May of 1974. And he did kneel on one knee to
propose to me the following January. He did teach your uncle to play ball,
and even let your mother learn, too. But, by the time our country went back
to war, he decided that his family needed him more. He never went to war
again.
Your grandfather was a good man. He was the sort of man that
Eamon made me believe I didn’t deserve, and I became the wife that I
never thought I could be. I didn’t need your grandfather—a woman never
needs a man. But we made a good team, and that was important.
This is probably more about your Grandma Edie than you ever
really wanted to know, but you needed to hear this. I may be in a retirement
home sixty-four miles away from you and your mom now, but she still calls
to talk to me. She’s worried about you.
I never told your mother about Eamon. But this boy you’re seeing
now sure seems a lot like him, at least from what she’s told me. When he’s
around your mother, he’s the perfect gentleman. He uses his pleases and
thank yous. He compliments her cooking. He holds doors open for you and
tells you how pretty you are.
But she notices the extra time you take in the shower, the slight
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puffiness around your eyes that you tried to wash away. She sees how you
cover yourself with your bathrobe when you run between the bathroom
and your bedroom. She knows how often you ask her to buy you makeup,
sees the way you cake it on your face and your neck like paint on a canvas.
I know that the makeup you ask her to buy is your scarf or big
jacket. She knows it, too. But she doesn’t know how to talk to you about it.
She’s never dealt with a man like Eamon. Men like Eamon have a way of
making women feel like we are worth only what we can offer to them. They
try to make us believe that we are worthless without them around to determine our value.
You’re young, you’re beautiful, and you have a chance to walk away
before it’s too late. You can make the choice that I never could and save
yourself. You’re my granddaughter, my own flesh and blood, and I know
that you have the same fire within yourself that I do. You are so much
stronger than you think you are, and I pray to God that it doesn’t take a car
accident and a damn haircut for you to see it in yourself.
Eamon still haunts me, and I don’t want you to have to face the
same ghosts I do. You never asked to know this much about me, but you
needed to. And that’s why I’m writing you this letter from my stuffy room
in this old-people’s home. No one ever told me that I was strong. No one
ever realized that I needed to hear it. But I did then, and I know you do
now.
You are strong. You have a fire.
Don’t let him extinguish it.
-
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Preparing
Vasiliki Argyris
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When Virginia Woolf was 59, she started hearing voices;
small whispers from cracks in cellophane curtains,
churning and molding into waves,
breaking on her forehead.
One day, once the shades were drawn,
she walked out to the river,
and piled rocks inside her trench coat
like small Indian graves.
The stones inside her fists felt like seashells
palmed by children—
one by one she kept heaping them on
‘til she felt more like a mountain than a man.

Virgnia Woolf
Emily Tuttle

She embraced the river like Orlando would,
let the weight pull her down like a lead balloon—
a silhouetted ballerina floating
in makeshift cement shoes.
Whenever I think of him, that’s what it feels like
lumps rising in my throat,
crystalizing into quartz pills,
weighing on my tongue—
But instead of spitting them out, I swallow,
until my chest is overflowing
so that every time I breathe, I can hear meteors,
the size of golf balls, rattling against my ribs.
I wonder if Virginia meant
to become so heavy she could drown.
Or, perhaps, all the voices became so smooth and lovely,
they started to sit in her hand like tiny fingers,
settle along the cracks in her side,
and nestle in her flesh like children—
Perhaps before she felt the weight, cold inside her hands,
she could feel it rising in her chest like a wave does to the sea,
pooling gently in her lungs—
like seashells.
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The
Golden
Rope
Lee-Ann Liles

I. The Golden Rope
I often tangle my hair around my finger with concentration. It
is spun of several illustrious golden threads. I am attached to my hair. It
belongs to me. It tangles in the chains of swings at the playground and is
yanked on the bus as it drapes itself on the handle of the seat. Strangers
play with it and start to braid it without asking. It is golden and lionesque
and people ask me if I colored it that way. “No,” I tell them, sheepishly.
“This is my natural hair.” It is colored brown, red and gold and hangs like a
blanket of fire down my back when undone.
Without my hair, I feel naked and vulnerable, avoiding my
hairdresser, Plum, for months at a time. Plum has that twitch of the finger
which impels her to snip away large chunks of my hair and pocket it after
I have asked for a ‘trim.’ I would watch the tufts fall to the floor, like small
parachutes, building nests in my lap and on either side of me. Plum knows
my hair accelerates in growth with each cut.
When I don’t come in for a trim, she hunts me down in my usual
places, clasping the scissors tautly, in readiness. Plum looks for me in the
parks and library and then she dials me up. “Are you coming in?” she asks
ever so sweetly. Sometimes she is brazen, telling me I have an appointment
on such-and-such a date, and I reluctantly come into the hairdressers to
sacrifice my hair again, knowing I would never pre-arrange an appointment
at the salon.
II. Superstition
My Uncle Charlie tells me to hold fast to my hair and my nail
clippings. “Don’t let even a lash get away,” he warns me. There are many
superstitions in my family, but I only worry about black crows passing
overhead, ominous flies circling the perimeter of the room and the death
pinch appearing unannounced on my skin. I have befriended one too many
a black cat to realize their potency, but just knowing someone could take
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control of my body using my clippings truly frightens me.
“Never let them fly away with the wind,” Charlie chants, “They’ll
never find you again.”
Our hair and nails live on, creeping through the cracks of the
coffin, seeking to find new life beyond the old corpse. “There are things in
this world scarier than body parts in a coffin,” Charlie assures me, “God’s
precious gifts can soon become nightmares.”
III. Mama’s Sacred
My mother has never let a hairdresser cut her hair for as long as
I can remember. It is silky and falls to her waist, by my best guess. As a
child, I would open her wardrobe drawers and pull out hairpieces that look
like rabbits curled in the hutch. They are musty and encased in pale 60’s
packaging, vomit green and putrid pink. The scarves are like rainbows and
cotton candy, wispy and fine. Mom would yell at me for tying them around
my neck and hair, or for making Barbie parachutes. My mother has had
her scarves since her teen years working at A.S. Coopers, when they were
precious and coveted items, possessed to appreciate in value. Now they sit
in her drawer, musty and disused, the tags tinged brown where the labels
once read “Pucci.”
My mother trims her hair in the privacy of her bedroom. The act is
just as mysterious as the way she gets dressed in the morning and suddenly
appears in the kitchen as if she had slept there the night before. She
blow dries her hair wickedly with a fine-toothed comb attachment, raking
through her strands to the snarled frail ends, the air smelling of singed hair.
Then she stacks it in a neat and glossy pile on the top of her head, tucking
it under with two faithful green rollers and a few bobby pins. Verda. My
mother’s name means green in Spanish or Portuguese as we are somewhat,
but her hair is black, dyed blue-black according to the packaging. She hovers
over the kitchen sink in six week rituals with a cloth across her shoulders
and pulls her hair in sections until they are saturated with cream, later
displaying the residue of her handiwork on her neck and behind her ears.
My mother is competitive about her hair. “My hair is longer than
yours,” she says in a child’s voice as if trapped in some bygone era. I don’t
pay her any mind, and I never can tell. Her hair is always in some variation
of a bun. When I think of my mother, I imagine Jacqueline Kennedy
Onassis in a solid camel-hair skirt suit and a pillbox hat, waving as she
embarks a plane.
IV. Allegra’s Kitchen
Allegra from Barbados does my hair in her kitchen in the suburbs
of Atlanta. She takes clients in her home to practice for her own hair salon.
My hair, styled in a bob, exposes my neck and I feel light as if my head had
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been snatched from my shoulders. Allegra pokes her elbow skyward with
the clippers in hand and shaves deep into the skin of my neck until nothing
is left but a field of blood spots. My hair would grow back in an unruly
bird’s nest with different lengths and textures, so there was this endless
quest to keep it tidy.
Before it was short, Allegra would fight my multi-cultured tresses
into a semi-tame Diana Ross. Without a quick 20 minute relaxer, my hair
was wild and unpredictable like the tumbleweeds and I would muse at this
insider knowledge while watching other hairdressers wrestle with it over
the years, as they strained to unite the dryer nozzle with the brush. Allegra
knows my hair and absolutely what it is not.
I wanted the Brooke Shields circa Blue Lagoon, and by appearance
my features are a cross between Brooke and Melissa Gilbert, freckles and
all. But my hair tells secrets of a diverse history, much of which I cannot
place. As a child, my mother always made me wear my hair braided in two
pigtails with bobbles weighing down the ends, smacking my teeth when
playing. “You don’t have the kind of hair you wear down,” my mother
always reminded me. I usually wore it like Diana Ross. Her words, I never
understood.
V. Deenie Revisited
I am rereading Judy Blume’s Deenie after 30 years. Deenie is seeking
to be a model, when she discovers she must wear a Minnesota back brace
for four years due to Scoliosis. Of course, this kills her dream of becoming
a model, so in a fit, she lops off her beautiful hair.
I did the same one unbearably humid afternoon when I was
thirteen. I was spurred with an impatience brought on by the slight
breeze of the oscillating fan and with scissors in-hand, I enter my parents’
bedroom. Mother is still at work and daddy is tied in a knot, sleeping on the
bed.
“Daddy”
“Hmph?”
“Can I cut my hair?”
“Hmmmmmph?”
“Can I cut my hair?”
“Yephh, yephhh,” he waves me away, groggily, waving his hand in
the direction of my voice.
I get up from the edge of the bed where I am half-sitting and halfleaning with anticipation and pause, memorizing myself like this for the last
time in the mirror. I press the scissors into the thicket of uncombed hair
with the intensity of colossal garden shears too many times to count, not
noticing a difference until my hair is on the floor in a large heap.
Then, I stand in the wardrobe mirror noticing the hair that was
once half the length of my lanky body is now a third of me, and at chest
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level. I instantly feel older and more mature. Cutting my hair is the teen thing
to do. This is the moment when I will no longer be mistaken for nine or
twelve. I am thirteen and that means a new me. Later, it is not the new me
who gets in trouble, but dad.
VI. How Does Your Hair Grow?
My daughter, Torenne, is one. She has intense cloudy blue-ish eyes
which will eventually turn hazel by the time she is two. Her hair is like the
whorl of the surf and naturally falls into a Mohawk. When I ask relatives
if this growth was normal, they insist, “That’s how a baby’s hair grows.”
Torenne’s hair is dark and silky at birth, with an amazing finger-wave from
in-utero. She is the reflection of her grandmother, but as Torenne ages, her
hair fades and lengthens into a golden rope and by five she has completely
transformed. The Iroquois, the warrior tribe, purposefully ‘plucked’ their
hair this way as a rite of passage. The Mohawk Tribe, we are descended
from them, my daughter, son, and I.
I braid a thin wisp from the queue that tapers from the top of my
son, Ray’s, head. Each time his hair shaved with clippers, the little pigtail
would get more and more frayed on the edges, until there is little remaining
but a golden strand. Then one day when he is five, I take off his queue
completely leaving the neighborhood in an uproar. They shout insults and
accuse me of robbing him of his strength.
VII. Hair the Wear
My hair, it owns me. My appendage augments into its own identity
and the hair wears me. Now, it falls to my shoulders, like a puff of golden
cotton candy. I’ve gone from the desire to be recognized as a mature, more
refined me to the opposite. I just can’t decide, and so the mirror can be
exceptionally bipolar as it goads me for the innocence I have lost. It is a liar
on some days, portraying the twelve year old me with fresh peach cheeks
and twinkling little girl eyes and on others, I am ripe and swole like a melon
about to expire.
Each day, my hair creeps further down my spine and I am Sif, the
Norse Goddess and wife of Thor, her yellow hair sweeping the ground.
Over and over like seasons, my hair is the defining context of life, the styles,
they tell us who we were and when. Looking at photographs of different
periods in my life, I can remember, just by the hair. My hair is my definition.
Once it is cut, like Sif, it is promised to all return again.
-
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Obsessive
Vasiliki Argyris
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Sophie
Lucy Marcus

Sophie didn’t know it then and she never would, but that summer
we both lost our virginities to the same man. He’s got the initials of a bad
disease. Eats away at your bones so you can’t move. Can’t even lift your
head from the pillow.
Though we pretended that we were alone, we knew he was there.
Sitting at the lifeguard chair, high up above, smoking his cigarette. From the
middle of the lake we couldn’t see his face, just the flick of orange light that
dimmed and brightened with each pull. I wasn’t sure if it made me more
scared or less. They said that in the night the snapping turtles came out. A
big one could lop off a whole toe if you weren’t careful. So we kicked our
feet forcefully at the lake’s mucky bottom, warding off underwater creatures
hungry for a snack.
I turned fifteen that summer, when Sophie and I doggy-paddled
across the lake in our underwear. I went fast because I was scared and
because I knew we were racing, though we never admitted it aloud. The
finish line was the beach at the other side, about a half-mile away. It wasn’t
really a beach, just a plot of sand with a little raft out on the water. A rope
tied the raft around the thick trunks of two oaks whose branches dipped
low, grazing the water like tentative toes. Along the rope, red and yellow
buoys were strung, a floating necklace of fruit gummies. The family that
owned the land was hardly there, but when they were, we spied on their tiny
figures, envious because it always seemed that they got more sun.
It was the first summer Sophie spent away from the city. Her
parents were split, and even though it was a summer community, her
mother lived at their house all year round. Her mother was a painter, and
unlike the other families, she didn’t host barbeques or invite guests for
cocktails. She was what my mother called an “absent parent,” and for this
reason, I wasn’t allowed to sleep over there. Sophie’s father owned one of
those old-fashioned ice-cream shops in Cobble Hill and hadn’t come up to
the house in years. In the past, Sophie would spend the summer working
the cash register because he didn’t trust anyone else with the money. She
earned the most tips. “I’m customer friendly,” she bragged to me once. It
was true. She had brown freckles on her nose and light feathery hair and a
soft voice that you had to lean in to hear.
He was the lifeguard on duty that summer. His aunt owned the
snack shop at the dock and got him the job because he’d just graduated
college and “needed some time to think.” During the nights after dinner,
we’d stuff our bags with rolled-up towels and a change of underwear and
tell our parents we were going to watch a movie. We’d wait for him down
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at the lake, pretending not to listen to each passing car for the crunching
of his rusty Toyota as it drove over gravel in the parking lot. Then he’d
come, always with a six-pack for Sophie and me to share and a flask just for
him. “You’re my cheap dates,” he joked, opening the bottles off the side
of the lifeguard chair, leaving little half-moons in the wood. We jumped in
sometime after the second beer, when the water wouldn’t feel so cold.
When we were younger, the bigger kids would tell us that the
bottom of the lake was full of slime-filled boots. I imagined that trickplaying kids would dive in wearing their old boots just to see if it was true,
that they’d sink into the bottom and get stuck, having to abandon the
footwear, worming their way out before it’s too late. Then they’d come
up, breathless and proud, lifting wrinkled toes to wiggle and splash at the
surface in accomplishment. They said hundreds of boots were down there,
but no one knew for sure how many. It was too murky, even with goggles
you couldn’t see a thing, not even the feet kicking at you from above.
She lost it to him first. It was the night I stayed in with stomach
cramps. They did it on the dock and the wooden boards left a small,
yellowing bruise on her lower back. She told me the next morning in a low
voice as we dipped our feet in the water and watched the ripples overlap. I
asked her if it hurt. “Yeah,” she said, watching the caretaker’s boy struggle
to balance on his inner tube. “It fucking hurt. But I’m a woman now.” She
said it like a joke, but I saw then, it was true. She even talked like an adult,
even her curse words sounded more natural.
After that it was different. His jokes felt stale and when Sophie
laughed at them I could hear the shrillness in her voice. Instead of
swimming the lake with Sophie, I sat under the lifeguard chair and watched
them. She stripped down to her underwear, slurring her words a little as she
beckoned him to join her. Under the moonlight and lake water, her skin
glowed yellow. She did a little dance, floating on her back with her nipples
piercing the water’s surface now and then. Finally, pretending to be shy, he
undid the buttons on his shirt and let his pants fall, revealing little crumpled
boxer shorts beneath. “You coming, Leah?” he asked me, but before I
could answer he dived in, leaving a muted splash. I watched them until they
nearly got to the beach before I got up and went home.
In mid-August one of the workers at the ice cream shop quit. It
was the peak of the season and Sophie’s father made her work the back
room until he found a replacement. The first night she was gone, I went
down to the lake by myself. I took off all my clothes, slowly, and tricked
myself into jumping in with my eyes squeezed shut. The sober cold
shocked my limbs and I soon climbed out, shivering the entire walk home.
I came down the next morning to the dock and stretched out my towel in a
sunny spot near his chair. I worked lazily on a torn-out crossword with my
shades at the tip of my nose. He startled me when he spoke. “Sucks that
she’s gone,” he said, as though she was never coming back.
He came by my house one night, when we were still eating dinner
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on the porch. He asked my dad if I could come see the outdoor movie that
was screening on the town lawn. It was going to be Jaws that night. My dad
looked at him and then at me, as though he was seeing something for the
first time. “Not tonight,” I heard him say as I mashed the peas on my plate
with a fork. I waited until my parents were in bed to call him.
In the car, he was silent. He drove in the opposite direction of
the lawn and parked outside his aunt’s house. “Those lawn movies are so
crowded,” he said. “Plus, there’s always a bunch of assholes who take girls
there, trying to get laid.” I nodded.
“My aunt’s a deep sleeper,” he said, putting an arm around my
shoulder as we sat awkwardly on his futon. A Daddy Longlegs climbed
up the wall above his sheets, crumpled in the corner. He spoke as the
sound of a jeopardy show played in the room next door. “So eight of us
just piled into this guy’s car,” he paused to laugh at himself, leaning back
and giving my knee a light slap. “And none of us knew where the fuck we
were going.” I missed the start of his story but pretended to be amused. A
muffled applause roared from the television. I thought of Sophie. Her blue
sweatshirt with the little brush marks of yellow paint on the sleeve.
Later,afterwards, we didn’t say anything at all. He played a movie on
his computer, I can’t remember which. “That wasn’t your first time, was it?”
he asked, watching the last of the credits. “No,” I lied.
The next morning, I left for the lake without telling my parents. At
the dock, a slim girl in a red one-piece was sitting in his chair. As I walked
to the water she hopped down and introduced herself as the new lifeguard.
I asked about him and she shrugged.
Sophie showed up at the dock the following weekend with a tub
of lot’s-a-dough ice cream and three spoons. I told her that he had to leave
because of a family emergency. “Right,” she said. We ate from the tub on
the dock, watching the spheres of cookie dough appear as the ice cream
melted slowly in the heat. “Let’s swim the lake tonight,” she said, “one last
time.”
In the moonlight, I could see the freckles on her shoulders. She
swam just a few feet ahead. I could imagine her face, all determined, with a
hard jaw, nose scrunched up and eyes squinted. I wondered if she already
knew. I wondered if she could tell by the way I spoke, so I held in my curses
and feigned uncertainty. I let her swim further ahead, surrendering my feet
to the turtles.
When I got to the beach, she was already sitting there, watching
our dock from the other side, imported sand stuck to her elbows where she
must’ve placed them before changing her mind and sitting up again. “It’s
like he’s still there, even when he’s not,” she said when I sat down next to
her. “I swear I just saw him but it’s not possible, you know?”
I knew, I knew. But I said nothing. It was too late for that. She
sighed, inhaled, and pressed her hands to her face. I didn’t want to see her
cry, so I jumped up and kicked some sand at her legs. “Hey,” I said, “let’s
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go, I think I heard someone.”
She looked up at me, tired-eyed and stern, and then past me, at the lake.
“Some things, Leah,” she said, “you just don’t fucking understand.” She
stood up and wiped the sand from her arms before walking into the water.
She swam breaststroke ahead of me, faster than before. In the
middle of the lake she paused to catch her breath, floating on her back with
her eyes closed.
“I’m sorry,” I said once I caught up to her, but her ears were
beneath the water and she didn’t move. I inhaled the warm air into my belly
and leaned back into the lake, letting my legs rise gently to the surface.
For a while, we floated on our backs, the turtles and snakes and
moldy boots beneath us, the stars crushing, mocking, as though to say, and
you thought this was the end?
Ten years later, I left my boyfriend for a woman in a series of
events that seemed shocking to us both. We shared an apartment and in the
long evenings spent dividing our accumulated belongings, he would dissect
my stories, looking for evidence, wondering, anxious, how he could have
missed this? On the second night he brought up that summer. “You loved
that girl, didn’t you?” he said, accusingly, as if she was the one I was leaving
him for. “You always said how you lost it together, as though you fucked
each other.”
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. But the more I remember, the
more I wish he were right. How nice that would have been.
I haven’t spoken to Sophie in years. Last I heard, she moved to
California and was trying to make movies. “Trying to,” a mutual friend told
me, as though to say, “failing.”
Recently, tipsy on a second date with a new woman, we spoke
about our first times. She asked me and I told her about Sophie. I told
her about the boots and the turtles and the freckles on her nose. I told her
about the ice cream, the sweet vanilla melting on our tongues. Just like that,
the man was gone, erased forever. And just as easily, Sophie was mine.
-

805 Lit + Art

28

170 Degrees
Jamal Michel
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My mother says this
as she stirs:
“The good word is that the
crockpot of our cosmos
cooked molecule and
soil, nebula and marrow,
brought it to the lowest
boil until the most finite
glint caught fire and spread.
Spread across that vast,
black sheet laid atop an
empty canvas up there.”
She throws in paprika.
“Bored holes that sent silver
linings of paradise into our
telescopes, forming the masses.
This gelatinous, primordial,
this homemade soup.”
She stirs some more.
My mother calls it bouillon—
she makes it for my father.
“A reflection that shone in ways
we hadn’t expected, but still
fully realized,”
she looks into the pot,
“that up there
and down here
are one and the same.”
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New Management
Roger Leege
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The trees and air reared their heads to consult each other. Is it time to move?
YES. The branch nods. It moves like a dancer. A trapeze artist. Up and
down. Up and down. Pressure spreads through the branches and pushes air
particles out under splayed green leaf fingers.
The leaves rustle like a laugh and cackle. Aidan winces. His face is waxy and
bulbous. Baby fat. Young kid. He stares with a flat expression out of the
window watching the trees move.
Wait. He’ll forget that time they walked down the street together and
went home to watch their favorite movie. Wait. He’ll forget that time they
couldn’t find the camping ground, so they pitched their tent on the side of
the road.
People can always come back. People can always offer their soft comforting
plastic skin.

Absolute Value
D.H. Kelly

His mother enjoyed staring at the leaves and squinting to see how the sun
changed their apparent shape. Apparent vs Actual. What happens when
apparent affection is greater than actual affection? (apparent > actual) or
(apparent)/(actual) >1 or (actual)/(apparent) < 1 becomes something very
dangerous. And potentially painful.
She would stare out of the window frequently, a lost sad look in her eyes
and hanging around her mouth. Like old clothes. Moldy and looking for sun
to dry out in.
She explained heartbreak as the worst sort of sick hospital wing. You
wander around with a cup full of water made of care and thoughts and
naive hope and maybe you’ve spent years trying to fill it and then—among
the grey and thirsty starving faces you choose—
ONE.
And maybe for a second or a few seconds put together you light each other
up and you reach out with your love water love cup and pour some of it
out.
And maybe the liquid rolls off of his or her sunken cheeks like oil on
leather or they take what they can and leave you dry and thirsty now too. Or
they take some of your care/love water and decide that the taste is not to
theirs so they put up their palm and shake their head.
“No more,” says the man or woman with sunken cheeks and swollen eyes.
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And that is the heartbreak. Thrusting your brimming cup of water into a
thirsty man or woman’s face and having them take all or none or some—
only to watch them roll back onto their side and close their eyes. You say
“BUT I’M HERE, take what I have. I can make you better.” But you can’t
because they don’t want what you have.
And it hurts. Like a wrench or cramp between your ribs.
And you are thirsty.
Aidan was never sure if he should always listen to what his mother said.
Especially when her eyes fell behind a film of ghosts.
Aidan wasn’t quite sure what she had meant by heart pains. But she met
a man—a tall, brown-gray haired all smiles and jokes man—when he was
about eleven.
She would start acting funny when he was around. Her cheeks would glow
subtly and her eyes would dart between Aidan and the cereal box during
breakfast. She acted like he wouldn’t be affected. Like he wasn’t aware of
his mother’s attention being shared.
The trees rustled. He was mesmerized by the shaking limbs. The small
murmur of the television in the background pulled him away to the new
reality of a home filled with lead. Tomorrow he would drag his lead filled
shoes to school. He listened to the light snores of his Grandfather. His
head tilted back, pleasant, over the back of the couch.
*
God, all of the laughter on the bus. It crushed the cells in his brain. His
head was throbbing with blood. Every cackle cracked his skull like a
hammer on a ceramic bowl.
Wait. What is it? That searching at the bottom of the bag for something
that you know is there but isn’t. Just old candy wrappers and receipts. No
keys. But they HAVE to be there.
Fuck. That pin prick loss. He was still reaching. He was so worried about
forgetting. He tries to fill that hole with a kind of sandy warmth, but how?
People are always coming and going, sitting and standing and leaving.
The rolling of the landscape outside the bus soothes him. Thump. Spin. To
his left he felt the sense of something spongy, like cake. He glanced and saw
a soft head bent forward and to the side, mouth slightly open, body limp
and animated with each shake of the bus. But the head snapped. Stiff. Alert.
35 805 Lit + Art

Mouth shut. A soft strawberry cake mouth.
People talk about, and rarely listen to, the things inside of their heads.
Their shoes and stuck skin. Like soft stretched polyester over strange
wood. When that afternoon light hits the crevices in the cheeks or the bend
between the cheekbone and the nostril, it melts that plush fern-like earlobe
with its accumulating dead skin cells tucked away into the fading creases
of the neck. Plump or bony, freckled or pock marked, could you imagine
kissing him or her on the nape of the neck like you do your girlfriend or
boyfriend?
Ew. That old bleach soap taste of strangers. Are they real? Or are they just
made of mysterious plastic foam and topped with varying colors of horse
hair?
Aidan caught himself staring at the earlobe of the girl with the soft sleepy
head. It was cupped so feebly by two stray chocolate wisps of hair. She
sat in front of him during calculus...how hadn’t he noticed her before? Could he
imagine kissing her? Behind the earlobe? He could.
His mother would have laughed. She would have asked him one million
questions. Now maybe he understood. He understood the ghosts. And the
tree leaves.
*
They used to drink coffee or tea together before school, and she would ask
him how it all was going. How his grades were. Were his teachers alright?
She didn’t really like that Mr. Davidson guy—he seemed like he was full of
bullshit and didn’t know what he was talking about with biology. He wasn’t
sure if he really cared.
She would smother him sometimes, an entire world of “Are you ok? What’s
on your mind? Let me make you soup? Sandwich? Tea?”
And sometimes she would pull out the cotton threads on the couch one by
one and stare at the tips of her hair. Looking for split ends.
The glow of the TV light or the hum of the radio seemed like fuzzzzzz.
And she would drink a beer and look up at him and crumple his hair the
way that you might rumple your sheets when you are tired.
“Did you do your homework?”
“No.”
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“Let’s do it.” And she would sit up and become vaguely enthusiastic about
algebra or geometry or grammar. Or whatever. Math is important. Math is
beautiful and she didn’t realize this at a young enough age. And she would
talk about time and measurement and rhythm. And Aidan would roll his
eyes and focus on the crumpling leaves outside of the window.
In and out and BAM. There is a change. (A car crash? A what? Her head is
bloody and bashed in and she is…WHAT?)
There is a change. That x/y = y/x but the x becomes too heavy and then x
to the power of zero is always zero and she is gone.
What is the absolute value of something or someone?
People can always come back.
Her eyes were brightest when her friend was around. When he was around
for breakfast in the morning. When he took her or all of them out together
for a dinner—downtown, nice restaurants, slap on the back of the waiter.
Handshake and a kiss on the cheek for the waitress. Big tipper. A lover of
life.
Aidan thought his hair was a bit too unruly, and his laughs never seemed
completely genuine.
But things didn’t change around the house much, after her friend stopped
coming around.
Aidan walked back into the kitchen. Away from the doors and windows
and the loud PLAT PLAT of heavy raindrops on the walls. His mom was
making that soup. That strange lemony spicy water garlic soup.
She makes it like this:
She pours about an inch and a half of water in the bottom of a pan. Turns
on the gas *click* flash, gasoline burn. She adds a little bit of salt. Then
slices some garlic. If there is ginger throw that in. She throws in dried
seaweed. Only good things, green things and things without too much sugar. No
onions. But lemon juice. Maybe some chilies, if they are around. When it is
done simmering she throws in some greens and they wilt but remain bright
because she likes them that way. Not overcooked.
It was what she made when she felt bad, not necessarily sick but as she
would say that “feeling of having too many holes in her stomach.”
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“Do I drink too much?” She’d asked him one night, beer bottle dangling in
her hand.
“I don’t know,” he shrugged. “I’m twelve. I think beer smells bad.”
And his mom laughed. “You’re smart.”
There was that time a few days ago, when his head felt dehydrated, like all
of the liquid—blood, water or whatever runs through the tear ducts and
tries to come out through the nose. Sometimes out of the back of the
throat. The esophagus gets tighter.
But in the eyes of other people you can’t show your tears. So all of the
blood and water sinks down into the pit of the stomach until it wants to fall
between the legs and then back up. The more violently you press it down
the more violently it will erupt. Old Faithful. He looked past the teacher.
The class was going on around him, and he was not there.
That is the snake at the back of the throat. He remembered her wavering
eyes and he could imagine her uncertainty. A small pain, a small slice
through the nose, down the esophagus and into the stomach. “I don’t
know” “I can’t” and “I’m sorry” all in one glance. It is the (abs) worst.
Aidan saw it, he witnessed it with his 14 year old eyes. And he was annoyed.
She was so removed. There were ghosts in her eyes.
Charlotte loved Aidan’s hair, Aidan’s face, Aidan’s eyes with thoughts—eyes
that connected to sinuses that connected to the back of the head and then
a brain. She loved in that protective-cape-way, that mother-son-way, where
if anything came near enough to harm him she would scream LOUD. And
jump down the predator’s throat with claws out and armed to the teeth.
So Aidan couldn’t help but ask himself why. He felt completely, plainly—
plain.
Aidan was rummaging, as a lot of children do, through old things in his
mother’s room. Now that she was gone, he thought he shouldn’t feel guilty.
But the guilt still sat in his stomach like concrete.
There were old journals in boxes, old things and paper with scrawling pen
marks, strange words and illustrations all over them. OVER drawn. OVER
done. There were strange trinkets—decorations, Christmas ornaments. And
an old portfolio. One with one piece of paper with a strange image on it.
What was it, two women dancing? Or the same woman? One with one hand
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covering her mouth, but her hand was a slug and the slug looked like lips on
a face and below the image, some frantic lettering:
Could you have a child imagining it covered in slugs?
That ice-fear-pin-prick in the bottom of the stomach. That image of a
toddler sitting outside bawling and covered in leeches or slugs or some
other symbol of earthly EVIL left Aidan empty.
So he decided, after some thought, he decided to leave. His grandparents
would not care. The soft haired girl with the strawberry cake mouth would
not care. She did not even know him. And leaving was not always the best
or the worst decision. Nothing was actually ever the best or the worst.
Absolute Zero did not exist. Really. Absolute was invented.
So, he would never know, absolutely, whether or not she was actually dead.
He still could not wrap his mind around it. He could not gather it, the idea,
like threads, forming a flimsy veil. And as he looked at the plastic people on
the bus, this planet was not his. It had moved.
-
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Beached
Jim Zola
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These warped fingers speak of ages,
of lush years slowly turning grey
weaving their way into icy white
shrouded in the barely visible days
brimming with long forgotten words.

Years
Hiraa Kazmi

But we are still into-the-world,
an object of interest for those
around whose fingers have not
Yet been touched by rheumatism
voices that do not flap and flutter.
These requiems of time and age
lurking around the corners for all
who cross the mid summer season
of life in all her glorious beauty
leisurely dragging to mist and gloom.
The weather changes are bone deep,
felt in the joints and felt in pores
more pronounced in the cracks
around lusterless weary eyes
begging for a soothing eternal sleep.
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Self-Portrait
with
Butterflies
Jim Zola
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Hired Help
M.W. de Jesus
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Maria dreamt that a mosquito, infected with dengue, bit her. Still
asleep, she itched the non-existent bump. When her cell phone rang, at
4:52 AM, she opened her eyes and felt the burn of raw skin. The fear of
the imaginary attack lingered in the sting of her self-inflicted wound. She
shook her red and puffy hand and answered the call.
“Maria?”
“Sim?”
“Where is Louvre’s medicine?”
“What?”
“Louvre’s medicine!”
“In the cabinet.”
“I checked and it’s not there.”
Maria did not trust Dona Raquel’s assessment.
Dona Raquel sometimes called Maria before or after work to ask
about misplaced items: expensive yogurt available at only one grocery
story in São Paulo, a favorite coffee mug purchased from the gift shop at
the Eiffel Tower, an earring from a box stamped with the mark of Brazil’s
most famous jeweler, HStern. In the three years that Maria had worked in
Dona Raquel’s home, Maria always responded to the inquiries with the same
answer, “in the cabinet.”
“Then someone moved it,” Maria said as she looked away from
her hand to her sleeping son, Gustavo. They shared a full sized bed. He
was silent, eyes closed. She stared, waiting for the movement of the sheet
covering his chest. He breathed.
“Is Louvre sick?” Maria asked
“She woke me up with her crying. I should give her the medicine,
right?”
Louvre was a very sick dog, prone to seizures and sensitive to
stress. Loud noises, quick movements, change in routine all left the dog
agitated and trembling, reactions similar to her less frequent seizures.
Initially, Louvre’s drooling tremors had terrified Maria. Now, she hardly
noticed.
“Probably. I’m sure it’s in the cabinet,” Maria responded.
Louvre took three medicines daily that totaled more than Maria’s
monthly salary. Illness had created fist-sized bald patches of puckered skin
in her grey fur and caused her small eyes to withdraw deeper into her head.
The dog’s condition was the most frequent topic of conversation between
Dona Raquel and Maria.
“Ask Fábio to look for it,” Maria said.
“Fábio’s sleeping. Are you on your way?”
“Yes.”
“Get here as soon as you can. Please.”
Maria remained in her bed and waited for her alarm to go off at
5:15AM. Her hand, with the non-existent mosquito bite, throbbed. With
her other hand, she rubbed the frayed edges of the sheet. Gu moaned. She
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touched his forehead; he had been feverish the night before. His skin was
sticky from sweat that had cooled, and his breath came out in soft puffs. Gu
was often sick and his latest surgery had resulted in a mystery ailment that
made him ache all over.
When Gu was two years old, his father had taken him for a ride
on a neighbor’s motorcycle and they had skidded out on a sharp curve,
breaking Gu’s leg in three places. Eleven years and seven surgeries later, Gu
couldn’t bend his left knee. The depth of the scar gave the impression that
the leg would fold in on itself if lightly squeezed. She decided to let him
sleep in.
At the beep of her alarm, Maria left the room to brush her teeth
and put on her face. Her brother once told her that men didn’t want fat
girls, even if they were pretty. He was wrong. Men lusted for Maria—from
the gap between her front teeth to her dimpled chin and round ass—no
matter how much she weighed. Maria’s life left her few resources for a fullon beauty regime but she never failed to pencil in the arch of her eyebrows
or gloss her lips with smooth pink tones. Her beauty belonged to her alone
and she intended to preserve it.
She went to the kitchen, more of a hallway between the bathroom
and laundry room than a proper room. The floor-to-ceiling tiles were
cracked and splattered with grease from last night’s dinner. She ignored the
oven and spread yellow margarine on white bread. Her two older children
were watching TV in the room where they slept.
“Turn it up,” she said. Maria appreciated the distraction of noise.
Maria let Gu sleep as long as possible. She entered the bedroom,
sat next to him on the bed, and rubbed his temples.
“Gu, we’re late. Let’s go.”
He moaned and rolled away from her.
“Come on, get up.”
“No.”
“No?”
Gu never argued with his mom.
“I don’t feel good.”
“Sorry honey, you’ve got to go. You’ve missed a lot of school
and your principal is a jerk. I have to work.” she squeezed him in
encouragement, “The dog’s even sicker than you.”
He nodded and moved to sit up before slouching back against
the pillow. He’s such a good kid, she thought. She wondered what would
become of a nice crippled kid from the favela. Her thoughts rumbled in her
stomach and pressed against the elastic in her waistband.
“When you get home I’ll cook your favorite dinner.”
Gu smiled and sat up straighter.
“With potato chips?”
“Of course.”
Gu limped out of the bedroom, into the kitchen, and put his head
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on the table, a foldable piece of plastic better suited for occasional use
than the daily meals for a family of four. He didn’t look up when Maria
put down his cup of orange juice. She stroked his hand, and kissed him
on the forehead. They ate without speaking, the noise of the television
accompanying the rhythm of their chewing.
*
Dona Raquel lived with her husband and adult son in a fourthfloor condominium in a building constructed at the beginning of the 20th
century. Dona Raquel’s in-laws had given it to them when they married.
They complained about leaky pipes and crime in São Paulo but they knew
that no new construction would provide such high ceilings or ample square
footage. When Maria walked in the back door, Dona Raquel was waiting.
“Maria!”
“Did you find the medicine?”
“I’ve been waiting for you.”
“All this time? Is the dog breathing?”
“Maria! Of course the dog is breathing.”
Maria turned her back to Dona Raquel and walked into the service
area, a small windowless room built at a time when live-in help was treated
like property. The family hadn’t had full time help since Fábio was in high
school, over ten years earlier. Maria worked two days a week for Dona
Raquel; the law required fulltime benefits for anyone that worked three days.
The maid’s quarters were now a changing area for Maria. Dona
Raquel didn’t require a uniform but had forbidden the color orange; she
hated orange for reasons unknown. Maria didn’t mind. Orange didn’t flatter
her skin tone; summer tones were her best colors and she preferred bright
blue.
She opened the cabinet containing the dog’s supplies of expensive
medicines, rhinestone collars, leather leashes, and the poop removal bags
required for the nearly daily messes that Louvre made in the apartment.
“Found it.” She held up the bottle that had been laying sideways at
the bottom of the box, next to the dog’s nail clippers.
“Wonderful.”
Every inquiry about missing items held the unspoken implication
of theft. Each subsequent discovery brought temporary absolution. Maria
knew that Dona Raquel assumed that everything she owned was worth
taking. Maria had her own suspicions about whether she could sue Dona
Raquel for making her do the work of five days in two. Their distrust was
mutual and amiable.
“You’ll give her the medicine? I need to make some phone calls,”
Dona Raquel said. Dona Raquel loved Louvre but was particularly resistant
to giving the dog medication—some phantom concern about getting bitten.
Maria nodded. She entered the kitchen to get Louvre’s favorite
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cheese. Senhor Fábio was drinking coffee at the counter between the
kitchen and the dining room. At thirty-two he had only lived in his mother’s
house. He had a spotty beard and constantly complained about politics,
but he had blue eyes and straight white teeth. They often laughed together
when they crossed paths.
“Maria, Maria, Maria.”
She smiled as he chanted her name. Fábio placed a hand over his
heart and pretended to swoon. Maria giggled and placed a hand on her hip,
shaking her fist at him.
“Senhor Fábio, why didn’t you help Dona Raquel this morning?
The poor dog has been suffering for hours.”
“My mom needs to put that dog out of its misery. I’m only helping
if we are killing it.”
“Don’t say that!”
“I didn’t say it, the vet did. The last time he told my mom to
euthanize the dog and not to bother calling in the meantime.”
“Euthanize?”
“Kill.”
Maria shook her head again and felt heat in her cheeks. Dona
Raquel had never told her that. Fábio laughed, left his dirty cup on the
counter, and walked out the front door. Louvre barked. Maria tucked
the dog’s medicine in the cheese and entered Louvre’s room, a former
bathroom with the toilet removed. Maria turned on the lights and waited
for her eyes to adjust.
Maria called to Louvre. “Poor baby. I brought you a treat.” She
sat down, placing the dog’s head on her knee. She passed her hand over
Louvre’s back, avoiding the bare patches of skin.
“It’s okay. Everything is going to be okay.”
It wasn’t clear if the dog had been having a panic attack or a
seizure. The vet had taught Dona Raquel how to distinguish between
the two, and Dona Raquel had passed those tips along to Maria, but
neither woman had total confidence in the other’s identification abilities.
Nonetheless, Maria had not made the wrong decision in over three years.
Louvre pushed her snout into the bend of Maria’s knee and licked her with
a warm wet tongue. Maria gave her the cheese, stood up and went to work.
By lunchtime, stained sheets had been whitened, wrinkles removed
from dress slacks, white rice coaxed into perfection—each grain tender and
separate from the others. Louvre had remained in her room, quiet. Maria
was standing at the stove when her cell phone rang.
“Alô?”
“Mrs. Maria Pinto? This is Mrs. Valeria Lima from Gustavo’s
school. He fainted and we’ve called SAMU. You need to meet them at the
hospital.”
“What happened?”
“He never should have come to school. He vomited and fainted.”
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“He wasn’t that sick.”
“What kind of mother doesn’t care for her own children? You need
to go to the hospital immediately.”
“I don’t understand how…”
“Your son is very sick. Go to the hospital!” The woman hung up.
Maria held the cell to her left ear, a knife and fork in her right hand. The
sound of the disconnected beep buzzed in her ear. Her eyes burnt. She
called Dona Raquel to lunch.
“Gu is sick. I need to leave.”
“What?”
“I’m leaving.”
“What about…what happened?”
“He’s sick. I should have never have sent him to school.”
“You need to leave now?”
“Yes,” Maria said.
“Of course,” Dona Raquel responded.
As Maria left the living room, Dona Raquel said, “Do me a favor
and look in on Louvre before you leave.”
Maria walked towards Louvre’s room. Still in the hallway, she
gagged. The smell was worse than Gu’s infected leg after surgery. Inside
the room there was diarrhea on the walls and half way up the door. Louvre
wagged her tail with renewed energy when Maria walked in. Apparently,
a bout of explosive diarrhea had alleviated the dog’s symptoms. Maria
squatted down; Louvre licked her hand. Dona Raquel wants me to clean
this up, Maria realized.
Walking back through the kitchen to retrieve the cleaning supplies,
Maria saw Dona Raquel reach for the salad and spill her juice on the table.
The orange liquid pooled and dripped to the floor. Dona Raquel made no
move to pick up her napkin and wipe up her mess. Maria paused, watching
Dona Raquel eat as the juice spread across the glass top table. Maria passed
her throbbing hand over her cheek and held it against her open mouth. She
took off her apron and walked back to the service area.
Maria opened the cabinet with Louvre’s belongings. She saw that
the medicine had fallen off the shelf, again. The bottle rolled back and
forth, clacking with the movement of pills. Maria took all three medicine
bottles, without touching the cleaning supplies, and walked out the back
door. In the exterior corridor, Maria opened the trash compactor and threw
the bottles of pills down the chute. She pressed the call button for the
elevator and reapplied her pink gloss. For the first time that day, her hand
didn’t hurt.
-
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Catalyst
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The espresso breeze nudges
Copper clouds west.
Petits fours and croissants
Glisten sugar and butter.
Buses unload beside
The Obelisk at Slottsbacken.
Cameras carve angles
Of Storkyrkan Church

September City
Kirby Wright

And the Royal Palace.
The palace façade
Shrouds in plastic.
A pink neoclassic
Framed by scaffolding.
Gods and Nordic heroes
Cast bronze
Glow green
In 26 degrees Celsius.
Charles XIV John and horse
Propped on wooden crutches.
Lily pads and trash
Bob in a freeway pool
Below Monk’s Bridge.
Stockholm vogues
Its masterpiece of self-destruction.
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Barriers

Michelle Davidson
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Bookends
Emma Campbell
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The coffee from this morning sat cold as I stared out the
window, waiting for the phone call. Every day for the past month I had
repeated this ritual, usually until sometime around 10:00 a.m., when I
would stand from the table with the assumption that today would not be
the day.
I was still on sabbatical. I was supposed to be in New Zealand.
Instead I was in my kitchen washing clean the cup that held my
untouched morning coffee. There was comfort in that. Washing the cup
seemed to signify your continued existence. I dreaded the day I had to
leave it in the sink.
I was packing when I received the first call, the one detailing your
accident. We were talking about Auckland; you were unabashedly excited
and I was disproportionately nervous. You were too busy gushing over
my apparent brilliance to notice that I was trying to memorize your face.
I didn’t want to leave you for so long. I asked you to come with me; there
would be room in my apartment, you could take the time off work, this
was the perfect place for you to write – but every excuse and plea and
desperate attempt at cajoling you into my plan was met with refute. You
took my face in your hands, your thumbs on my temples, and told me
that some things are best done alone. I hated you. And I loved you more.
I burned the plane ticket when they told me what had happened.
I burned my half-finished research. I burned your books. Then halfway
through decimating our library in the fireplace, I nearly burnt the house
down. I swore at the clogged chimney and blamed my tears on the
smoke. I waited for you to come home, furious with me. I waited for the
temper, the impassioned rage. I waited for you to helplessly dig through
the smoldering wreckage of your favorite things, cursing me. I thought
you would smell the smoke and come running to my fire. Come off the
pavement where they found you, off the gurney, out of the ambulance,
and into the house where I sat, waiting, until the fire went out.
Your parents refused to speak with me at first, furious that I
had waited two days until finally coming to the hospital. I wanted to tell
the doctors how much you disliked your parents, that you wouldn’t want
them there. I tried to explain how you hadn’t spoken with them for years,
but then I saw your mother hold your hand. And I saw your father break
down in tears in the cafeteria, holding his coffee, untouched, while his
tears diluted the taste. Whatever had happened between you lay dead on
the pavement where they found you. You were their son. I was some illfitting puzzle piece forcing my way into their unfinished picture of you.
They refused to pull the plug. Doctors take very little
consideration of the wishes of the live-in girlfriend, despite me telling
them this would not be what you wanted. I told them you wouldn’t want
to be a vegetable. I tried to tell them how you didn’t even like vegetables,
but it seemed like a sick and unfunny joke (one that you would laugh
at). I tried to talk to your parents, but their dismissal of me became
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more apparent as the weeks went on. My visits went from constant, to
intermittent, to a note left in your mother’s purse while she was speaking
with a nurse. Please call if anything changes. We both knew what the
change would be.
My morning vigil started soon after. I knew I didn’t leave you in
the hospital room; you were long gone before then. When I held your hand,
it wasn’t your pulse at the wrist, it was the push-pull of a machine, forcing
your body to stay alive, pumping the blood trying to turn cold inside of
you. Your eyes lay still beneath your lids; they didn’t magically flutter when I
whispered to you, they didn’t flit back and forth when you heard my voice.
This wasn’t one of the romance novels you loved to sarcastically critique. I
left your body in that room, but you were nowhere to be found.
You and me, we were like bookends. Between us existed hundreds
of thousands of words, so many stories and worlds we created in our short
lives together. You wrote me sonnets and love letters and I blossomed
under your careful curation. Underneath a canopy of pages, we created the
only space where either of us could allow access to ourselves, and grant
access to each other. You told me that some things had to be done alone.
Some things couldn’t be done without each other. I was in constant pursuit
of clarification. I demanded an itemized list of each. You laughed at my
indignation and kissed the questions right out of me.
Simon and Garfunkel was playing. That’s the detail I remember
most, their Bookends album playing softly in the background when the
phone rang. I answered to your mother’s voice, high and strained as she
told me it was done. I wanted to ask “what was done?” but found that
my voice had left me. She waited in silence for the reply I couldn’t give
her. Frustrated, she detailed the arrangements they had made, and asked
if I would like to speak at your funeral. I tried to tell her that you wanted
to be cremated, but all I could say was “no”. She hung up without saying
goodbye.
I left my cup in the sink. I wandered around the silent house,
waiting for some sign for the end of my existence. I didn’t seem to exist
before you, so surely I would forfeit what life I had left. I wanted to hold
some piece of you so suddenly it knocked the breath out of me. The
crushing weight of the realization of your absence fell onto me. I frantically
searched the library for your manuscripts, your books, your pen set, your
copy of Dandelion Wine – anything that might still have a trace of you on
it. I tore apart the room, then the house, frantic. Until, in the living room,
I noticed the lingering smell of smoke. There, in the fireplace, lay our life
together. Your favorite things, my memories of you, sacrificed to the flames
that I thought might bring you back to me. I lay there on the floor, my
face so close to the grate that I inhaled ash. I watched the bits of you shift
and dance in the torrent of my breath, and I realized that you had been
cremated after all.
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Vasiliki Argyris is a visual artist living in the Bay Area. She works
in abstract and figurative conceptual art, mostly using oil paint on
canvas, but also experiments with other materials. She is interested in
experimental portraiture, in intimate and vulnerable social situations, and
explores the processes of social and corporeal resistance to systems of
power and oppression. She is inspired by the stories of her grandmothers,
music, and childhood memories. This is her debut publication.
Emma Campbell is an aspiring something-or-other. When she’s not
reading, she’s writing. When she’s not writing, she’s crocheting. When
she’s not crocheting, she’s probably suffering from an existential crisis.
This is her debut publication as a tax payer and registered voter.

Artist + Author
Bios

Manit Chaotragoongit is from Bangkok, Thailand. He received
photography awards from Globalhunt Foundation in India and
Berggruen Institute in the US. Photography is his passion, and he
journeys to streets and alleys to take his photos.
Michelle Davidson is a professional mixed media artist, jeweler, and
author. As a mixed media artist, she works with various mediums such as
collage, acrylics, oil pastels, and ink to create surreal images and abstract
landscapes. Michelle has displayed her artwork around the state of Florida
in various outdoor art shows, galleries, and museums. See more of her
work at michelle-davidson.fineartamerica.com.
Kennedy Harrison is a writer from the Pacific Northwest. She is a
recent graduate of Western Washington University, having received a
Bachelor of Arts in English with an emphasis in creative writing, as well
as a minor in psychology. She is currently working on a trilogy of YA
novels as well as other works of short fiction.
Anna Jurek received her BA from Sarah Lawrence College and is
currently studying for her Masters in Comparative Literature at the
University of Edinburgh. Her fiction has been previously published in
The Sarah Lawrence Review. This is her debut non-fiction publication.
M.W. de Jesus was born in Brazil and raised in the U.S. She lives in São
Paulo. This is her debut publication.
Hiraa Kazmi earned a Master’s in English Literature from the University
of the Punjab. She also holds a Master’s in Education and International
Development from UCL Institute of Education, UK. Hiraa wrote
her first poem for the University of the Punjab’s English Department
magazine Words and never stopped. Literature is her long term friend

63 805 Lit + Art

805 Lit + Art

64

and she seeks refuge, advice, insight and delight in books. She is a lecturer
in University of Education, Lahore, Pakistan where she teaches courses
in literature. Her poems have been published in Eastlit Magazine, Sicklit
Magazine, Darkrun Review and Scarlet Leaf Review.
D.H. Kelly lives and works in Washington D.C. where she takes care of
her family while painting and writing when she can. She is dedicated to
understanding connections between fine arts and sciences and believes that
creative expression can help deepen our appreciation for nature. This is her
debut fiction publication.
Roger Leege started out as a painter, printmaker and analog photographer,
earning BA and MA degrees in Visual Arts from Goddard College. During
post-grad university study in computer science, he was an early adopter
and evangelist for digital art and artists’ tools. With extensive gallery, print,
and online publishing credits in the US, Canada, and Europe, he especially
enjoys working with writers and the literary press.

Emily Tuttle is a graduate of the University of Maryland College Park
where she was editor of two campus journals and also an editorial assistant
for Poet Lore. She has been awarded the Jimenez-Porter Literary Prize. She
has been published or is forthcoming in Blotterature, Carcinogenic Poetry, The
Doctor TJ Eckleburg Review, District Lit, and The Sigma Tau Delta Rectangle.
Kirby Wright was born and raised in Honolulu, Hawaii. He is a graduate of
Punahou School in Honolulu and the University of California at San Diego.
Wright received his MFA in Creative Writing from San Francisco State
University. His first play was produced at the Secret Theatre’s 2016 One Act
Festival in New York.
Jim Zola is a published poet and photographer living somewhere in the
USA.
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Lee-Ann Liles is Bermudian with her B.A. in English with a concentration
in Creative Nonfiction Writing from the Notre Dame University in
Maryland and her M.L.I.S. from San Jose State University. She was
acknowledged in the 1993 Bermuda Throne Speech for writing and
publishing achievements at the age of 19 and her writing has appeared or is
forthcoming in Poetry Motel, Crack the Spine, The Bermuda Anthology of Poetry,
The Bermuda Anthology of Poetry II, Caketrain Journal, Talking River Review,
Damozel, Conte, The Nashwaak Review, Bottom of the World Magazine, The Call
Number, BC Journal, PRECIPICe and NANNY FANNY. Her book Aerie:
Short Stories was released in January 2016.
Lucy Marcus lives in Chicago and works with high schoolers. This is her
debut fiction publication.
Jamal Michel teaches English Literature at Northern High School in
Durham, North Carolina. He received a Bachelor’s in English Literature at
Florida International University. He received a Master’s in teaching English
Literature at the secondary school level from Duke University, where he
also serves as their guest columnist. His work is in current and forthcoming
issues of Yes Poetry, Mortar Magazine, Linden Avenue Literary Journal, Up the
Staircase Quarterly, and Lunch Ticket.
Rebecka Skog is graduating from Madrid IED with a degree in Fashion
Design and has a degree in Fashion Photography from Milan. Her
illustrations are intricately drawn with a distinctive pop art style, full of
colour and pattern. She was born in Sweden and lives in the Canary Islands.
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Submissions Information
We seek writing and art that is unexpected, striking, and moving. We
accept submissions from residents of Manatee County as well as the
rest of the universe. We take submissions from debut, emerging, and
established authors and artists.
Before submitting, read our publishing agreement on our website. By
submitting your work(s), you are agreeing to the outlined terms.
See our site for submission periods. There is no fee to submit.
Submit works not published elsewhere. We accept simultaneous
submissions, but if your work is accepted elsewhere, please withdraw
it from Submittable.
Submit text in standard manuscript format. We accept files in the
most common formats including .pdf, .doc, .docx, .rtf, .jpeg, .tiff, and
.png.
Art & Photography: Five at a time
Fiction or flash fiction: Two at a time, max 2,500 words each
Creative nonfiction: Two at a time, max 2,500 words each
Graphic fiction/nonfiction: Two at a time, max 8 pages each
Poetry: Three at a time
Submit at www.805lit.org/submissions.

