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Cycle 

by Erica Cordatos 

He dropped me 
Like the sky drops its water 
In the heat of summer. 
Fast, unapologetic. 

Then 
Welcomed me back 

Rising up, up from the hot ground 
Without any more tears 
Until the next storm. 
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The Adventurer 

by Jessica Costello 

Day after night after day 
A chain of events all the same 
Look left, look right, no way out 
And time slips away 
Right out of my hands 
As if I never held it 
How can I salvage a life left unlived? 
Or skim the shores beyond the path 
I carved for these shoes back when I thought I knew 
Where it led? 
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A New Flower 

by Paige Barnard 

I am tiptoeing around you 
One wrong step, and the floor beneath my feet may fall through 
I am scared. 
Please just try to understand me for a second, 
I am innocent and truthful, and you are stealing every sane last bit of me. 
I do not even know who I am anymore 
I would rather feel pain, just to feel something. 
Feeling nothing is just too powerful sometimes. 
I understand why someone would want to die rather than live a life like this. 
I just don’t get it. How could you do this to me? 
How could you hurt me? 
All I ever did was love you. 

But now I am in a new place. 
I am free. 
To you, I am untouchable. 
I do not spend my days wondering of your anger. I pray that you find happiness. 
I am not scared of your negative words. I am worried you will never find the positive 
ones. 
I do not miss you. If anything, I miss the time I wasted. 
I want to say thank you, for tearing me down. 
I have rebuilt myself. 
My foundation is new and strong. 
I do not love you anymore. 
I simply love me, much more. 
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Location: Melancholy Hill 

by Erin Sicord 

I live on Melancholy Hill 
A place quite hard to find 

I live my life running low on serotonin 
The gasoline that makes me go 

I will never be fully satisfied 
Curiosity and creativity go hand in hand 

I stare out over my hill and wait 
Always waiting and waiting to be rescued 

I live my life in my mind 
Talking has never been a strong suit 

I sit on my hill with a megaphone 
Its the only way I'm heard 

I am rarely seen, always listening, and perpetually dying 
People forget about me 

I am told I have a black soul 
Only I like the way it feels 

I feel every emotion more than other people 
Highly sensitive and dramatic 

I know when you're lying 
But sometimes I'm wrong 

I can't seem to get happy 
My happiness depending on others 

I have goals and dreams 
They are as far away as the stars 

I love too deeply 
It never gets returned 

I am learning to be myself 
Doing things because I want to 
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I walk down my hill and into the forest 
A map has not been supplied 

I live on Melancholy Hill 
Forever feeling too deeply, hardly ever happy. 

Untitled 
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by Erin Sicord 

These Four Years 
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by Michaela Bottino 

They say four years go by fast, 
But that’s not completely true. 

Four years takes forever, 
Until the end arrives and you realize, 
This is all you have, 
This is all you get. 

I’ve had four years to make memories, 
I’ve had four years to make mistakes. 

And I don’t think I’m ready but I’m going, 
And I think I’ll make it but I’m scared. 

Because they say four years go by fast, 
But that’s not completely true. 

Four years takes a toll, 
Until the end arrives and you realize, 
You are who you are, 
You need to trust you. 

And these four years, 
Aren’t what I thought I’d do, 
But at least I know what thing, 
They were tried-and-true. 

Who my neighbor loved 
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by Gaelin Farrell 

Not me. Not my sister or the great old 
oak wheezing behind the peeling little 
Catholic church in our backyard. Not 
his dog, who had old pennies for eyes. 

When the dog ran, my neighbor ran 
after him and I have never heard 
screaming like that before. His dog 
sounded like a little boy when 

my neighbor caught him but even 
little boy screams weren’t loud 
enough to make my neighbor stop. 
The day my neighbor shot his dog 

my mother was picking roses. Copper 
eyes as they ran away across the road 
to someone who valued him to someone 
like my mother and someone like me 

who would never abuse his tangled 
body. My neighbor’s dog was 
a drift pile of snow in the winter 
and I don’t think he ever felt 

warmth unless it was my mother’s 
thumbs against the bone above 
his pennied eyes. When my neighbor’s 
dog died, my mother cried. I cried. 

My neighbor dumped his body on 
the side of the road and my mother 
dug his grave beneath her lilac tree. 
She laid him very gently down into 

soil that crumbled into his fur and hid 
the blood around his head and I don’t 
know if he was shot or beaten but 
my neighbor never loved him. 

Recess 
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by Cassandra Peterson 

I was never able 
to jump fences like you were 

my knees blooming into red poppies 
as the chain-link dug into them 

and your bluebottle eyes 
looked on from the other side 

so you sat in a ditch with me 
and played make-believe 

that we were Nymph queens 
with white crocus crowns 

growing from the cracks in our skulls 

rosy fingertips grazed evergreen grass 
digging white plastic spoons 

into the sandy dirt 
of the little cave we ruled 

like miners looking for diamonds 
or undertakers digging a grave 

you laughed-
sweeping straw-spun wisps 

over smooth corn-doll cheeks 
as your poor excuse of a castle 

struggled against its own sloping sides 

and yet it stood 
at least-

longer than mine 

An Elegy for a Number Two Pencil 
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by Shannon Miles 

Pale pitted wood 
Covered in a thick white lacquer turned grey 

A small circle of uneven waves rimming the tip 
And pink flaking rubber at the end 

No longer slender but stubby 
After a burst of emotional work 

A sticky note reminding you 
That you haven’t called your parents in a month 

A poem about the downfall 
Of the final and first season of each year 

A book full of appointments and tasks 
You may or may not attend and achieve 

A set of full revisions to your 
5-year-old resume 

A letter to the ex who left you 
But you could never leave (not sent) 

A journal entry 
Asking, “please do better next year.” 

A second journal entry 
Telling, “It will be better.” 

Those messy waves along the tip 
And those petals of rubber 

That pale, love-marked wood 
And that well-worn white lacquer 

A reminder 
That you are just doing your best 

Being “Ok” 
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by Shannon Miles 

“don’t tell anyone this,” she had typed 

he looks at me as if trying to interpret a Jackson Pollock 
when my eyes and breath betray what I’ve read 

“it’s not my place to say, it’s not my business…” I reply 

the words lay heavy, saved on my laptop 
where anyone might free them, if they wanted 

how concealed can words of disaster be 
when typed into a processor and sent into the world? 

the girl might speak her catastrophes unspoken to me 
but she has not 

her whispered pain was held in support 
by the shadows of 2 am that lurked lonely outside 

her shredded heart was ripped at its new seams 
just before her friend told me what she had lived 

“that’s so scary and awful…” I answer, weakly 

a sentence that barely conveys the horror of the reality 
and the comfort for the honesty I was not meant to hear 

I can only convey second-hand trustworthiness 
with her story told by another in silence 

Untitled 
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by David Kenny 

A Non-Physical Power 
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by Shannon Miles 

I woke in the middle of the night 
Not the woman who inhabits my body. 

Or, rather, 
In some reality that poor parallels my own,. 

A monolith shades my bed, body, and mind, 
A nameless architect built on flawed fear. 

I push against its weight. 
“Who knows when this will happen again?” 
I shove into it but can only backpedal. 
“This fucks up everything.” 

I shake convulsively as I push and shove, 
Every limb tight and vibrating from the battle. 
He holds my entirety as I do, 
Dripping softness onto my eardrums. 

Still, soon, a bitterness clouds my heart 
As the Sweetheart pill melts under my tongue. 

But guilty is no good. 
It helps me, and by taking it, 
I am helping myself. 

I make leeway with the monolith 
When I admit that I need aid. 
I can fight harder against the nameless 
When I accept that aid. 

I have passed through this, 
More times than I like to admit. 
But, 
I have passed through this. 

To be strong is not only 
To be Herculean. 

My fatal flaw 
Is not 
Fatal. 

Seeing Red 
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by Jessica Costello 

When I imagine red, I see a bright splotch of fire, as if I’m closing my eyes real 
tight against the sun, as if I’m trying to block out the color itself. Red is inherently 
intrusive as it draws attention to itself, like a loud scream. I have always preferred blue, 
with its varieties as intricate as the deepest craters of the ocean. Anyone who has seen my 
room knows that red does not fit into the color scheme. Blue is serene and flows into 
infinity. At the opposite end of the color spectrum, red is a short, powerful firework that 
burns out almost as soon as it starts. You can drown in blue so slowly that you might not 
even realize it. Red burns from the inside out. But I have realized that the world thrives 
on a certain amount of red. 

A few years back, some study out of Sweden said that men prefer it when a 
woman wears red. It is blazing and attractive and the ideal shade of love. I don’t know 
why organizations take the time to fund some of these studies. I probably could have 
explained that conclusion. Anyway, I never felt comfortable in bright red. There is 
something obnoxious about it. It is a siren that doesn’t match my skin, and makes me feel 
as though I am wearing a clown’s red nose. 

I am still too blue to be living in a red world. 
For some people, it at least appears that red is the color of life lived to the fullest, 

the color of a filled-in heart icon on Instagram. Swishing sangria around in a glass, blurry 
nights you’ll remember by the pictures. The blood in your veins. You’re getting drunk 
and warm and you feel everything more intensely. A cigarette raging towards death under 
a crimson neon sign on a Saturday night.  

In high school, I knew a girl who wanted to be noticed. She took to wearing 
deathly red heels with hideous bows on the toes. They scorched her feet with blisters for 
the sake of someone else’s idea of pretty. With every step her shoes screamed, “Look at 
me,” like her own voluntary scarlet letter. 

Regardless of whether they are putting on an act, others appear to live red-hot 
lives. I have no red vitality with which to pretend. 

For me, red reminds of the unexpected change of a traffic light from green. Stop. 
Slamming on the brakes, waiting. Looking at the vibrant bits of life that I cannot have 
yet. A store was getting ready for Valentine’s Day, and they had scattered red hearts of 
all sizes over the shelves. Even though my heart is caught somewhere between turquoise 
and teal, and therefore didn’t match. 

Going back to summers spent at home, red also reminds me of fireworks, 
celebratory explosions that I heard from the cool, dark corner of my house. 

Red represents the rush, after which I have never chased. I would much rather 
escape the scorching summer sun into the deep blue ocean of my thoughts. 

Red’s burn inspires urgency. The moon turns red in a lunar eclipse and brings 
about doomsday predictions. 

You can also be caught red-handed when you take something that doesn’t belong 
to you, or do something that you have no right to do. At the end of your life, this guilt 
might get you eternal punishment in hell where, if popular imagery is to be believed, 
Satan wears a red tail and carries around a crimson pitchfork. It is the color of life lived 
too hot, too fierce. Emergency exit signs, error codes, and piercing alarms that go 
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unheeded. A kiss gone wrong replays in your mind, a memory bruised with red around 
the edges. 

Another scholarly study said that when teachers correct papers with red ink, it 
hurts their students’ self-esteem. According to this research, students struggle to see the 
message in the words because the harsh color screams out their inferiorities and mistakes.  

I have never felt victimized by a teacher’s chosen ink color, but I might have to 
agree with the logic behind the conclusion. For good or evil, to create or to raze, red 
blazes and burns. 

It is the color of the scar I got from touching the stove as a kid, even after my 
mom told me not to do it. The burn eventually faded, but I learned from it to avoid red 
things, no matter how tempting they are. And since, I have been recovering from a 
burning relationship with red. 

Despite this, strawberries are still my favorite kind of fruit.  And I would love to 
experience the scorch of the sun as I drive through a desert, away from the concerns of 
everyday life. That is the kind of red that I wouldn’t mind. 

Then I must consider myself a hypocrite. I admit red is also the color of blood and 
all that keeps me alive. It also means passion and success and power, and fires to keep 
warm in the middle of winter. I have spent these pages raging against the color of rage, 
but passion goes towards either extreme. 

I have bragged from the beginning about being pure blue. But if that were the 
case, I wouldn’t be breathing. At the least, if I’m totally honest, my soul is probably more 
than a little purple. 
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Sawyer 

by Elizabeth Balzarini 
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Identical 

by Rebecca Fredey 

She looks just like me. Or at least, I imagine she does. I want her to. 
We both stand outside at the same time of morning- after the sun has risen but 

before the city is truly awake. All the black metal balconies and the curtained patio doors 
behind them are empty—expect for hers and mine. All I can see is a smudge of dark hair, 
of fair skin. Details are lost with the distance, with the valley of air and pavement and 
city smells that separate us. 

I imagine the mug in her hand has coffee in it, made like mine, with plenty of 
cream. She sips it at the same pace I do, never letting it drop below her chin, so I know 
she doesn’t sleep through the night either. 

This morning should be no different- the cool ,stale air, the predictable, muted 
noise coming from below us. I slip out onto the balcony, barley large enough for the thin 
patio chair I keep there, and move to sit when— 

When she’s late. And she’s never late. 
Not just late- she’s not there at all. The curtain behind the patio door doesn’t so 

much as move, and the space where she sits is empty. I realize it’s so identical to the 
one’s around it—how could I be sure it’s hers? She’s the only thing that makes it 
different. 

I need to find her window—find her apartment. She must be in bed, she must be 
incapacitated, she must be beneath her covers, her mind in the dark place, her phone face 
down and not buzzing, because who’d call? Who cared enough? I’d call, I want to yell, 
I’d help. 

And I have enough momentum, to yell, to put on shoes and run across the street 
and find her and— 

But then her door opens. And she slips outside, dragging something behind her— 
a table? No, another chair, a wooden one. She sets it up next to hers, and I realize she’s 
not alone. She’s with someone—a tall, unfamiliar someone, someone who probably 
makes tea instead of coffee, who steals the covers, who makes her late to the balcony. 
I hurry back inside—they can’t see me looking—and I peek around my own curtain, my 
own side of the glass. And I watch. 

Perhaps the air was a touch clearer that morning, or maybe the distance between 
us wasn’t as wide as it had looked, but I found she didn’t look like me—not at all. Her 
hair wasn’t quite as dark, her skin not quite as pale. She looked a lot like a tea drinker, 
come to think of it, and tea drinkers sleep through the night. I went back out to the 
balcony eventually, sat in our identical spots, but that time around, she didn’t look 
anything like me. And—my mind had circled down towards the final, solitary thought at 
the bottom of my consciousness—maybe no one was. 
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Denouement 
the action of untying 

by Molly Scanlan 

“Don’t tell me he’s really changed since you two dated.” Claire teases, gesturing 
at me with her glass of wine. And, of course, Peter hasn’t really changed, not really, 

because he only moved out of the city and settled down in a town he’d always said he’d 
never live in, and now he drinks red wine—red wine! —on white couches where Claire 
barks at him if he laughs even a little too hard because he might cause a spill, and of 

course he complies (always the gentleman), and then leaves the room to go to the kitchen, 
leaving me alone, with his fiancée, to sit in an uncomfortable silence until she brings up, 

as she always does, that I once dated the man she now loves. And here we are. 
“Same old Peter.” I laugh it off. 
“Would you like the cheese and crackers now or later?” And either she knows or 

she doesn’t know that I’ve developed a lactose intolerance since the last time I visited, 
but even if I’d had it then she wouldn’t have known, since they were still living out of 
boxes then and their kitchen wasn’t set up so we just sat on the floor and ate Chinese food 
out of boxes and I tried to ignore the small box tucked away in the corner, buried behind 
a precariously stacked tower of her figurines bound only by flimsy cardboard and 
packing tape—a small box in the corner that bore my name in decade-old Sharpie, and 
which has now either been disposed of by Claire or hidden away by Peter, but is, 
regardless, not here with us now, and I wonder, after-the-fact, if it had been used to help 
them move, as any other spare box would, or if my name on it meant that it still held 
objects that Peter was holding onto, from a relationship that he was holding onto, from 
me—perhaps he is still holding onto me. Claire blinks twice, too quickly to be a natural 
occurrence, and I remember: cheese and crackers. 

“Oh, I actually managed to develop a lactose intolerance.” I shrug and quirk my 
lip up to the side, eyes wide—a self-deprecating ‘figures, huh?’ expression. 

“Oh, right, Peter mentioned it last month. I’ll go get something else, then—is 
hummus okay?” She smiles a little too wide, her green eyes both sparkling and sharp. If 
Peter had already told her that I had a lactose allergy, that means that she knows about the 
meeting at the café down the street from the apartment that I live in (that Peter used to 
live in with me, but now my pot dealer lives in with me because I needed someone to pay 
the rent, Christ, the cost of living these days), but maybe she knows or she doesn’t know 
that café down the street where Peter and I met last month is where we used to get 
breakfast on the weekends, and now she knows, oh, she knows, and she isn’t supposed to 
know—he wasn’t supposed to tell her! — not about the lactose intolerance but about me 
and Peter seeing each other when she wasn’t there, which she doesn’t like, which she 
expressly told him two years ago after the New Year’s Eve party not to do. And now she 
knows that we went to the café last month. Maybe. 

“Hummus would be lovely, thank you, Claire.” I sip my wine and stare at the 
floor in an attempt to appease her, make myself smaller. 

“Peter, honey, would you get the hummus?” She calls. And then he pops his head 
into the living room and there he is, the corner of a cable-knit sweater, his thick-rimmed 
glasses, those wide brown eyes, the man I fell in love with years ago and suddenly I can’t 
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remember how it ended—how did it end? a fight about a bathroom mat? why do 
arguments over nothing always turn into arguments about everything? — and he seeks 
her eyes, not mine, and opens his mouth in a smile so wide that it feels like he has an 
invisible orange slice between his lips, and I sink back into the couch, careful not to spill 
my wine, God forbid, on their couches, because Claire would be upset and Peter would 
comfort her the same way he used to comfort me, with a soft voice and a gentle touch and 
wisdom far beyond his years, even when we were in college, and I do not want to see his 
love for her in action. 

“Hummus?” He cocks his head to the side, still understands me better than anyone 
else, can tell what I'm thinking instead of what I'm saying. 

“Yes,” she repeats, a twinge of annoyance in her voice, “hummus.” 
“Excuse me,” I clear my throat quietly, exiting to the bathroom off of the living 

room. It is just as white and sterile as the rest of their house and I suddenly feel as though 
I am splayed out on a medical examiner’s table with only a thin layer of protection 
between myself and near-constant scrutiny. My cocktail dress feels foreign and I yearn 
for the comfort of jeans which reside back in my dingy little apartment that is more of a 
home than this house is. This house, filled with edges and angles and cold white walls 
and juxtaposed with Peter's gentleness, his subtleties, his warmth. A heart-pang sidles 
between my ribs and rests there; this could have been our house, our hosting little get-
togethers, our friends—mine and Peter’s. I imagine afternoons in IKEA and entire nights 
assembling furniture, like date nights when all we could afford was to put together 
puzzles and drink orange juice out of the carton, huddle under the blankets together for 
comfort and security and all of those things that first loves are supposed to give you 
before you move on with your life and find someone else. Only I can visualize myself 
situated in my ideal life—much like this, and still with Peter, but with more color— that 
pulls slightly more ahead every day. Once behind, it's forever impossible to catch up with 
the version of myself who is living that life. We'll die at the same time, I realize, but life 
isn't time. 

I can hear them through the door as I take deep breaths, trying to ground myself: 
“She doesn’t like hummus, Claire; she's always hated hummus.” 
“Oh, don’t tell me she hasn’t changed since you two dated. She said the hummus 

would be fine! I’m trying to accommodate for her sudden intolerance for lactose—or did 
you forget about it since your little date?” She snaps like a trap, and suddenly he’s 
caught. We're caught. 

I look up in the mirror: I am farther from the me who loved the man in the next 
room and closer to the me who will move out of my apartment next month, pack up the 
car, and head toward the eastern shore of Maryland, if only because it is far away from 
Peter, far away from Claire, and far away from the memory of what Peter and I will do in 
two weeks’ time—nothing we hadn’t done before, but something we hadn’t done since 
we were still together. 
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Untitled 

by Erin Sicord 
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Empathetic Fallacy 

by Molly Scanlan 

“Why are you still holding onto this?” he murmured, his hand gliding over the 
smooth baby-blue curve of the typewriter. 

“Why do we hold onto anything?” she asked hollowly, though she supposed she 
could have been mistaken for having been cold and, looking into his eyes, she knew that 
this misunderstanding had taken place. He didn’t answer her; just pushed a key and 
stamped a question mark onto the page. “Exactly.” She said quietly. 

He turned to her and took her hand. “Do you still love me?” he whispered, his 
fingers sliding in between hers perfectly. Without breaking their gaze, she reached over 
with her free hand and added another question mark onto the sheet of paper. The breath 
he took was long and deep enough to suck all of the air out of the room—either that, or 
she felt as though she couldn’t breathe. When he exhaled, his grip on her hand loosened. 
“I see.” 

“All of these questions, and no…” she sighed. 
“Answers?” he finished grimly. She cocked her head, confused. 
“No. Just, no.” 
He looked at her for a long time, and then he looked some more. He saw what he 

wanted to see, then he saw what he didn’t like, and then he just saw. She seemed 
immediately aware of this change in perception and her eyes narrowed, locking with his. 

“What?” She asked, not coldly, but tersely. 
“I want to say that you’re the only person in this world who makes sense to me, 

but I still don’t understand you.” 
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Memento Vivere 

by Jennifer Carion 

To her great surprise, the wooden sign that proclaimed "Welcome to Newton!" 
was still standing. It was grimy, and the paint was peeling in various places, but overall it 
was in rather good condition. Georgie glances around, as if she expects Jeremiah to pop 
out from behind a tree on the side of the road and scoop her up into a warm embrace. She 
knew how unlikely it was for that to happen, but she was disappointed nonetheless. 
Hugging the tree line, she makes her way into the mostly abandoned town, ravaged by 
radiation and dust that was kicked up by the nuclear blast. 

These past few months since the bombs-some nuclear, some not-dropped had 
passed in a blur, Georgie's days consumed by the need to survive and to make it to 
Newton. The country was in ruins, everyone scrambling to survive in a world without 
government and without any help. Each person looked out for themselves in this new 
reality, and Georgie never thought she would see someone kill over a can of food, yet 
here she was. In the aftermath of the apocalypse, all she could do was keep moving and 
keep surviving. If only she could get north, find Jeremiah, everything would be okay. It's 
the only hope she allows herself in this world turned upside down. 

Now that she's here, she pays little mind to the cars she passes, rapidly 
deteriorating after months of neglect, consumed by the unchecked forces of mother 
nature. Anything good that was left in them would be scavenged by any local survivors, 
and seeing what remains of families desperate to escape the devastation that was 
imminent would only make Georgie melancholier than she already is, and she couldn’t 
afford to get distracted, not when she was so close to finding him. 

Heavy footsteps draw her attention, radiation rough voices calling out to one 
another. Raiders. Looking around, Georgie spots a subdivision of dirty, dilapidated 
houses and makes a beeline for them, ignoring the shouts that arise in her wake. They'd 
spotted her. She needs to hide. She looks right, left, ignoring the beeping of the 
homemade Geiger counter alerting her to the increased radiation. It might be the only 
thing that could save her now. She runs like her life depends on it, dirty, scuffed Mary 
Janes pounding against the cracked pavement, her stained dress tangling around her legs 
and nearly tripping her. 

Heart racing, a steady thump thump thump against her ribs, a caged bird 
attempting to break free, she ducks into the most broken down of the homes, hoping she 
was fast enough that they couldn't see her. She crouches to the floor and presses herself 
against the grimy wall, waiting a moment, giving herself time to catch her breath. 

Georgina could hear the raiders outside, rough voices calling out to one another, a 
leader ordering his followers to search the area. They were still looking for her. They 
must have seen her gas mask, her cobbled together Geiger counter made from spare parts 
and the sheer force of her will (and stolen science textbooks). She looks down at the 
wobbling needle, hovering around 100 microns of radiation. Thank goodness she has her 
gasmask, specially outfitted to filter the radiation before it could get to her lungs, because 
prolonged exposure to these levels would drive anyone to an early grave. 

She risks a peek out of the window, the cloudy glass protection making the world 
into a watercolor painting of a dismal apocalypse. Georgie is smart. She knows the odds 

24 



of her making it out of this situation alive are slim unless she is very careful about her 
next few moves, but she’s survived this long on her wits alone, so she could survive this 
much longer. Jeremiah must be waiting for her. 

Satisfied that no one is approaching the house she is holed up in, Georgie presses 
herself into the corner of what used to be a living room, the floral wallpaper already 
faded and grimy from the lack of care from the dead owners. For a brief second, the dust 
and decay fades into warmth and comfort, filled with laughter and family. Jeremiah's 
family-mother, father, sisters-all welcoming her over dinner, as if she was the missing 
piece to their family. When Jeremiah smiled at her from across the table as she teased his 
youngest sister, it was so filled with love it made her heart swell at the time. But now, all 
the memory brings is a hollowness Georgie will never be able to fill, and the broad-brush 
strokes of memory fade back to the bleak reality. 

She pulls off the gasmask, untangling the clasps from her curly black hair. Her 
face is rougher than it used to be, gaunt from lack of food, and with heavy bags under her 
eyes. The skin of her face is paler than before, the mask shielding her already pasty Irish 
skin from any sunlight, and her cheeks are coated in grim and dust left behind by her 
hands wiping her face clean of sweat. Had the world not gone to hell, Georgie would 
have been horrified to be seen like this, but she has no one to look nice for anymore, so 
she never gave much thought to it. Hopefully that would change soon. Hopefully. 

She reaches to the pocket by her heart, sloppily sewn from the cannibalized fabric 
of her dress’s petticoats, the rest of the fabric having gone to use as bandages where her 
porcelain skin was cut and bleeding. The Altoids tin had to be coaxed out, she’d made the 
pocket a bit too small, the box dented and scuffed from protecting the valuables hidden 
within. It opens with a soft rusty squeak, and Georgie looks up sharply to make sure no 
one had taken notice. No one had, so she continues her task. 

The “treasures” that lay within were not what most would consider valuable, but 
to Georgie, they mean the world. Each one a reminder, a promise, a memory, a reason to 
keep going. 

The crystal heart hair clip, so proudly worn by Vivian on her first day of school. 
Georgie had called her brat without any real bite, and Viv had stuck her tongue out at her. 
Now, no matter how much she cleaned it, the bits of metal that held the gems in place 
clung to Vivian’s blood like vampire fangs. Who knew the bomb drills were designed to 
kill the youth fast, rather than save them? 

The green sea glass cross, carved by her father as a gift for her mother when they 
were still dating, never left her mother’s side. She called it her good luck charm, and with 
her dying breath she pressed it into Georgie’s shaking hands with a quiet plea to survive. 
And like that, she was gone. 

The ring, glass gems in a tin setting, something Jeremiah could have bought from 
the five and ten store, and he probably did, pressed onto her finger with a reverent 
promise whispered between the two of them, his strong fingers dark against her pale 
ones. Faces pressed together, he promised he’d love her no matter what, and when the 
courts would let them, he’d marry her, right there in the drive-in where he proposed. The 
memory brought tears to her eyes as she slid the ring back to its rightful place on her 
finger. It had been demoted to the Altoids box after one of the glass gems fell off while 
she was hiking. It wasn’t worth the risk to lose the rest of it. 
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Finally, her reason to survive, what brought her to this wasteland of a town. A 
much-creased old postcard, with blocky letters spelling out “Wish you were here -J”. A 
faded picture of a bridge was on the other side, tiny letters spelling out Newton, MA. It's 
her only hope to find him. She’s made it this far, hiking and hot-wiring cars to get from 
Kentucky to Massachusetts, and Georgina Julia Hopkins would be damned if she dies 
before she found Jeremiah. 

She returns the gasmask to her face, resuming her anonymity, and shoves the 
Altoids tin into its custom pocket. She scoops up the Geiger counter and stands, using her 
free hand to brush her skirt free of dust and debris. Silent as a ghoul, she makes her way 
into the wasteland left behind by the bombs the Ruskis dropped, and prepares to make a 
break for the center of town. 

Remarkably, it looks like there was still electricity in some of the buildings, but 
the only one with the lights on inside is the liquor store. Georgie runs as fast as she could 
towards it and ducks behind a shelf, willing her breath to still as the voices of the raiders 
pass by, growing louder and louder, the sound matched only by the racing of her heart 
and the ringing panic in her ears. After a moment that seems to last an eternity, the voices 
faded, and Georgie allows herself to breathe once more. 

She stands and looks around the dismal surroundings, most of the store's wares 
plundered. Only the cheapest of the cheap booze remains on the shelves, and those bottles 
were sparse. Even in the apocalypse, people had standards. She takes a few cautious steps 
deeper into the store, the crunch of glass between her heel and the tile floor sets her on 
edge. 

A pair of legs in stained jeans poke out from behind the checkout counter, and 
Georgie waits for a sign of movement. She grabs a bottle from the shelf and rolled it 
along the ground until it bumps into a foot. No response. She dares to move closer, 
around the side of the counter, to reveal a middle-aged man wedged in the corner, scruffy 
and stained with a beard that looked like roadkill, a bottle of cheap whiskey still clasped 
in his hand, resting on his chest as he slumbers. 

"Of all the places in this godforsaken town to find another human being, of course 
it'd be in the liquor store," Georgie says under her breath, kicking one of the many half 
empty bottle across the ground. It rolls, spilling a bit of its contents, before coming to rest 
near the slumped over figure in the corner. 

She walks over and kneels, rocking onto the balls of her feet, the hem of her dress 
resting in what she hopes isn't urine. "Hey. Wake up" 

The man doesn't respond. "I said wake up" 
Still nothing. Georgie pokes him, gentle at first, then harder. 
“Huh? Wha-?” he slurs, glazed over eyes searching the room before finally 

settling on Georgie’s gas mask, and he startles, legs scrambling to push himself away 
from her. “Who the hell are you?” 

“Names Georgie,” she says, reaching up to remove the gas mask. "What are you 
doing here of all places?" 

"Shit, you’re just a kid,” the strange man says mostly to himself, in an almost 
reverent whisper, before raising his voice and gesturing with the almost empty bottle, the 
amber liquid sloshing inside. “Haven’t you noticed the world has ended?” 
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Georgie ignores the challenge in his words, pulling the well-loved postcard from 
her pocket and dangling it in front of the strange man’s face. “You know where this 
bridge is?” 

He leans forward, eyes narrowing in faux-concentration. "I'm surprised you can 
see straight," Georgie mutters, looking around at the fortress of booze, scattered about 
like defenses but where most likely there because he didn’t want to move. 

"Never seen it before in my life,” he says, letting the postcard fall to the dirty 
floor and leaning back against a shelf littered with bottles relieved of their contents. The 
way he dismissed the postcard, too fast and almost guiltily, didn't sit well with her. 

“That’s a lie,” Georgie says, scooping up the letter and cradling it in her hands, 
brushing away dirty and stray liquid before it could blur the ink. 

“And so what if it is?” the man snaps, and Georgie raises an eyebrow. 
“You know where the bridge is. I…need to know. I have someone I’m looking 

for.” 
“The mysterious J.” 
Georgie raises her other eyebrow, surprised he could even read the signature on 

the card. 
“Yes. He’s all I have left, and I have to find him.” 
The man looks her over, eyes darting across her face, before he sighs in defeat. 

“At least you have someone to look for.” 
He struggles to his feet, using the shelves as leverage to stand. It was a pitiful 

sight, a man brought low by life and liquor, but Georgie didn’t look away nor did she 
offer help. She sees it in his eyes, he has to do it alone. Once he's upright, a good foot 
taller than her and a good deal grimier than he first appeared and good lord in heaven did 
he smell, he gestures for her to follow without much coordination. 

“Come on, kid. Let’s find your boyfriend, or whatever the hell he is.” 
Against her better judgement, Georgie follows. 
They walk in silence, Georgie's silent strides keeping pace with his unsteady 

steps. The Geiger counter's needle continues to wobble, never quite reaching zero, but 
that was par for the course in most places within a hundred miles of the blast zones. It'd 
been weeks since she'd seen it rest at zero. 

"What is that thing?" he asks, sparing her a brief glance that puts her on edge. 
Georgie looks down at the device in her hand, then back up at him. 

"It's a Geiger counter. I made it." 
"You made that thing? You?" He stops and turns to fully look at her, like he's 

truly seeing her for the first time. Georgie turns to meet his gaze with her own, her chin 
tilted up to look him dead in the eye, the challenge clear. 

"Yes, me. Why does that surprise you?" 
"You're just, you know-" 
"A girl." 
"Yes. And a kid. That boy of yours-" 
"Jeremiah." 
"...huh." 
His expression changes minutely at the name, as if the name carries more weight 

than it should. Georgie's seen that look before, on her father and on her teacher and on the 

27 



boys who used to belittle her and attack her fella for the sheer audacity of them being in 
love with each other. 

Georgie stalks forward, face twisting with the righteous anger that flared up, and 
the man backs up in time with her advances. He can't escape the harsh jabs of her finger 
as she punctuates each of her points. "I have come too far to be judged by a drunk who 
can barely stand up straight but still thinks he's better than me. I do not need you to find 
Jeremiah, I can do it on my own, and I frankly I'd be better off without someone who 
can't see past their stupid prejudices." 

She tries to turn on her heel and march away, head held high and riding on the 
fumes of righteous anger when a strong hand catches her elbow and stops her from 
leaving. 

"Like I said, kid, the world's gone to hell in a handbasket. Why would I care who 
you love?" His eyes pierce into hers, a dare to question the validity of what he tells her. 
She stares right back at him, bitter anger burning within her, the anger of a hundred 
injustices leveled against her finally finding an outlet and leaving an acidic aftertaste on 
her tongue. 

"Testy little thing," he says, not dropping her arm. "Do you want my help or not? 
Because you're not gonna make it through this town alive without my help." 

"I've made it this far without you." 
"And wouldn't it be a shame if you died so close to the end?" 
Georgie finally breaks eye contact with him, and his face and grip soften a bit. 

"Look, Georgie was it? I have-had a kid your age. She never stood a chance in this 
godforsaken hell of a world. So cut me some slack." 

"Why should I?" She asks, venom in her words, bitter against the tip of her 
tongue, but this man will not back down. 

"You're too much like my girl, standing up for what you believe in, like you and 
your fella. He makes you happy, and in this world, you take what you can get before 
someone takes it from you. Me? I'm just waiting to die. But you? You have something to 
keep going for. So keep walking, kid, the bridge is this way." 

With that, he drops her arm and continues his walk down the street, leaving 
Georgie in a daze, robbed of her anger and left shaken, the tides turned on her. He gets 
about thirty paces away before she snaps out of it and runs after him, falling into step 
alongside. 

"What was her name?" She asks after a stretch of silence. 
He stops and looks up at the darkening sky, tears dancing in the corner of his 

eyes. Georgie waits, and makes no comment. 
"Amelia. Her name was Amelia," he says at long last, and Georgie nods. 
"What is your name?" 
"Don't press your luck, kid. A name is all a man has nowadays." 
"And booze," Georgie adds, the humor hanging on a thread, a peace offering 

between them. 
He smiles and laughs, a rough chuckle but a genuine one, and beneath the mask 

Georgie can't help but smile back. "Right, can't forget about that." 
The silence is companionable after that, neither willing to divulge their secrets to 

the other, and they were content with that. They enter the park just as darkness begins to 
settle in, and stay off the path, lest they be seen by anyone living within the forest. 
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Soon enough, they reached the bridge, bathed in moonlight and covered with 
vines. Georgie steps forward, caught in a trance, looking around desperately for any sign 
of Jeremiah, of anyone. But there was nothing, not a figure in sight, not a sound to be 
heard. The world was silent, and it made the sound of Georgie's heart breaking all the 
louder. 

"He's not here," she whispers, not even bothering to hide her tears. Her shoulders 
go slack, and it's all she can do to stay standing as she looks across the field. 

"It's dark, kid, maybe he left or-" 
"No. No, he'd be here. If...if he was alive, he'd be here." 
The man walks up and places a hand on her shoulder, and Georgie doesn't react. 

"Alright, kid, here's what we're gonna do. We're going back to the store, and we're gonna 
come back during the day tomorrow. Sound like a plan?" Georgie nods, and allows him 
to guide her away. Jeremiah wasn't there. Where could he be, where could he have gone? 
Was he even alive? 

She follows her companion as he guides her back, following mindlessly, too 
numb to appreciate the help she's been given. The world is ending, and without a tether, 
without her goal, Georgie is adrift. 
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The Hermit 

by Malcolm Jacob 

Sleeping on the beach was illegal, but nobody ever questioned the old man about 
it—even if he had a habit of pitching camp on the edge of private property. 

He was camped out on the beach, on the backside of a tower called Maiden 
Voyage Condominiums; later that day he would be engulfed in the condo’s monstrous 
shadow. Laid out on several old beach blankets around his campsite was an unorganized 
assortment of washed-up items that had been lost by beachgoers during the day, and then 
later found by the hermit. The selection included: beach toys, designed for building 
sandcastles and playing water sports (two frisbees and a Pro Kadima paddle were 
included); crushed beer cans, plastic soda bottles and empty snack bags; dog toys of all 
shapes and sizes; lobster traps and colorful buoys; shiny fishing lures that had been either 
cut from the line or lost in a battle with a striper; and even some pieces of jewelry and a 
few wristwatches. There was an endless myriad of sunglasses, no two pairs being the 
same. Some had broken lenses, while others’ lenses were custom color or polarized. 
There were shades from big sports brands such as Oakley and Costa Del Mar, and then 
there were plenty of the cheap, $5, tourist-quality brands you can find at any gas station. 
Anything that was left behind at the beach could be found on one of this avid 
beachcomber’s blankets. Next to his tent was his fishing pole and tackle box, a pair of 
binoculars, and a birdwatcher’s guidebook. 

The old man was in his usual casual attire. Today it was his navy blue T-shirt that 
read ‘Aruba’ on the front, a pair of faded khaki shorts, some fancy Polaroid shades with 
brown lenses covered in tiny scratches, and some flip-flops held together by heavy 
application of duct tape. He was old, but other than his white hair there were few signs of 
age. He was surprisingly fit for an elderly man, and his aging skin was kept in check by 
the sun, which smoothed and tanned his face and hid many of the wrinkles. “A natural 
alternative to Botox,” as he liked to say. Along with walking, he had other favorite 
activities: when not breaking the law and camping on the beach, he was found swimming 
parallel to the shore in his wetsuit, sometimes on his better days all the way down to the 
pier. He was a snowbird, so he was only here for roughly a third of the year. During the 
colder months he was living down in Florida—but for whatever reason he didn’t like to 
talk about this part of his life. He was also married, but most people knew little about his 
wife. It was a commonly known fact, however, that he was a hardcore Parrothead, and he 
had seen Jimmy Buffett play live at least a dozen times over the years. 

“The migrating birds are a lot like me,” he said once. “They hang out in the South 
for the cold months, and then they head up here for the summer, some all the way to 
Canada. I do the same thing as them, as you know. People are always thinking humans 
are so clever with their seasonal living. Ha, they don’t realize that birds have been doing 
that much longer than we have!” 

It was the beginning of another summer, and it was another opportunity for the 
hermit to add to his collection of everyday treasures. 
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Time After Orchard Street 

by Alex Deguise 

When the detectives went back to Orchard Street, they weren’t the only ones. 
John’s shot corpse wasn’t even cold yet, and a crowd had already bunched at the 

plastic edges of the yellow tape that read “POLICE LINE - DO NOT CROSS.” His 
neighbors, Rich and Marie Reynolds, wept as they tried to look beyond the officer 
holding them back. The screams melted into the sirens, and only shrieked louder when 
his mother, Marilyn, skidded her SUV into the pavement. Navy blue police hues rocketed 
on into night's black canvas, reflecting against the ghosts who lived there. 

“If it weren’t for John, I’d be tattooing at my kitchen table right now,” the man 
with the trucker’s uniform had slurred at the service. John’s mother was flanked on either 
side by her sisters, narrowing a furrowed brow in his direction, his remarks bending the 
edges of time. Forcing memories from the good old years that were never good, nor real. 
They held her arms and whispered away her worries, but her locked pupils couldn't dare 
budge. Although she could never condone such violence, she didn't feel sorry to learn 
that John's brother, Patrick, gave him a bloody lip right after John was in the ground. 

If only John had been there, we’d all know what to do, they lamented. They sat 
surrounding the pile of Easter ham while the kids scraped between the ferns looking for 
plastic eggs that contained melting chocolates. An empty oak chair was at the table's end, 
just in front of a window letting in the flood of spring sunlight. Patrick crossed his leg 
and bit the nail of his index finger, his yellow checkered button-down catching Marilyn's 
attention for the first time that morning. In silence, the knives buried back into the greasy 
ham, a solution no closer as the clock ticked on into the evening. 

They cried when John's disgruntled business partner was sentenced to life without 
parole, spilling the last reservoir of salt water behind their clenched faces. But not in the 
courtroom. His protesting screams bounced against the wooden walls, as the armed 
bailiffs sprinted to plant him to the floor. They shuffled out while the judge was still 
talking, just in time to see the summer sun begin to sink beyond the undoing urban 
jungle. Sunglasses planted, they drove in one car downtown to Sal's Pizza Parlor, and 
finally allowed themselves to sob once they were huddled around a checkered tablecloth 
and a pepperoni pie. The stake was gone, but the splinters were not. 

The washed-out photo of John, his arm around his then-three-year-old daughter, 
Ellie, sat on the mantle until the movers put it in a box with the fireplace iron and the 
vintage porcelain dishware (the kind with the pink tulips dancing in a circle on the front; 
John loved those, or so he said). It was loaded, with others, into a box truck with an 
orange logo on the outside, taken to a warehouse, and sold to a bidder from out of state in 
a foreclosure auction. The photo, along with the iron, were thrown into a trash compactor 
once the buyer caught a good look at them, but the dishware sold for $23.87 at a 
downtown window-shop antique house somewhere on the east coast. 

The woman asked for directions when her sedan pulled up at the bent iron gates 
on the cemetery perimeter. A confused groundskeeper pointed her in a direction away 
from him. The wheels rolled over the narrow tar path, and stopped near a stone with a 
crucifix chiseled in its center. She kept the motor running, and let the white exhaust spill 
out into the autumn afternoon. By the time she left, a pile of dying roses and tulips 
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wrapped in plastic were bending in time with the breeze, scraping along the edges of the 
chiseled rock. Buried in its center was a white envelope with a folded card sleeping 
inside. The card, though it would remain sealed until it disintegrated, ended with a wet 
pen signature reading "I love you, Dad. -Ellie" 

When the monsoon put too much stress on the retaining seawall, and the 
suffocating, rolling edges of saltwater began to pour inland, John drowned along with his 
colleagues underneath twenty extra inches than they were used to. The ocean turned the 
lime green plot to a swamp in seconds, and the bones of what were carcasses mixed with 
the mud to make a decayed soup that sloshed its way out to Chestnut street. The skeletons 
tangled together as they rolled onward, decayed, but with solace in the knowledge that 
they could never be alone anymore. 

So when the detectives went back to Orchard Street, they weren’t the only ones. 
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Untitled 

by Erin Sicord 
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Fair Game 

by Alex Deguise 

On the day I went to go kill Brian, I saw a deer off to the side of the road, which I 
thought was strange. 

I had lived just outside of Port Robin for over twenty years at that time. My house 
(cabin, really) was inland deep enough that it didn’t have to deal with the seabreeze 
weathering away the outer walls or the roof. I got lucky that the plot of land mixed with 
the trees well, too. Big ones. Some of them were thirty or forty feet tall, and you couldn’t 
see any shenanigans between them. 

And in all that time, I saw all sorts of animals passing through, but never any 
deer. 

I used to find this kind of funny, because when I moved to that cabin in Port 
Robin, I thought I would see just about everything. People I met who had bigger brains 
than me said to keep your trash indoors, especially at night, because the bears liked to 
stomp around after dark. Sometimes the wolves would run through like some kind of 
ghost, kill something, and then go back into the fog. And then there was the always 
persistent issue of the raccoons, which somehow would find themselves buried in my 
attic every damn winter like clockwork. I’ve seen all of those more times than I have 
fingers, but never any deer. 

I have seen deer exactly three times in my life. 
The first time was when I was nine years old. I remember pressing my face into 

the glass of the family car and fogging up my own view (we got rid of that car a year 
later, but I could never forget that ugly strip of wood traced around the outside). It was 
Christmas Eve. We were in hour four of a seven hour drive to Grandma Matilda’s house 
when I thought I heard a grenade go off in the back seat. The car skidded off into a 
snowbank at the bottom of a ditch, and the brakes clicked in just shy of a mean-looking 
oak that might’ve killed us. The back tire had blown out, and just like that, we were 
marooned on a countryside dirt road with the snowy trees the only ones to keep us 
company. My father spat out a buffet of angry words and left my mother and I to contend 
with the cold. 

The cold, it turns out, can move really quickly when it wants to. We started 
shivering inside of ten minutes and my knitted hat wasn’t enough to stop the flow of 
precious heat from my head. I kept looking out to see if the outline of my father was 
moving any faster. My fingers and toes curling, my breath swimming in the air like 
steam. I looked into the woods dumbly through the window next to me. 

It was a doe. She was alone, and she was digging through the fresh crisp snow, 
pushing at the leaves with her nose. The car shot out a loud noise, and her ears flicked as 
she pulled her head up to see what the matter was, but she didn’t run as I feared she 
would. I squished my nose into the window glass trying to lock her eyes with mine. My 
mother turned back to me, her chapped lips curved in a smile. 

“Do you see that? That’s one of Santa’s reindeer!” she said, a squeaky pitch in her 
voice. 

The second time was when I was twenty-four. I was in a dirt parking lot, a beer in 
hand, in January. The truck I was leaning against, and the driveway I was standing in, 
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belonged to my friend Chris. A handful of his college buddies came in from the city that 
weekend, and he called me up with promises that it would be just like the days before 
everyone got so sour. The group, four of them, were on their third round or so, and Chris 
was launching into the story about the time when he almost stole some cash from Mrs. 
Finch’s purse, when someone thought we should head into the trails nearby to see what 
was what. Someone else grabbed a rifle on our way out, and I got stuck carrying it for 
one reason or another. 

We headed south on a padded down trail meant for the ATVs, with the deep ruts 
on either side of the dirt. The woods closed in short of ten minutes into it, leaving us the 
alone to wander in the menacing brush, the only sounds coming from our beer cans and 
boots scraping along. Before long, there was a clearing in the trees in front of us, coated 
in grass and sunlight. 

Chris saw it first. It was a buck. Its left antler was tangled in a thicket of rusty 
fence. 

“Oh shit,” Chris whispered as he signaled for the group to crouch. He gazed at it 
thrashing, then turned back and looked at me with his eyes narrowed. 

“It might break outta that. Take the shot,” he hissed at me. 
“It’s caught up in the damn fence,” I said. 
“Don’t be a pussy, shoot it!” one of the other guys growled, muffled. 
I let the rifle fall off my shoulder. The shining wooden stock grazed my forearm. 

It felt heavier when I jammed it into my side, grabbing the bottom of it with my hand. 
Once I put the scope to my eye, and lined up the crosshair with my pupil, I could see the 
buck’s defeated face, resting for only a few seconds. 

“It’s stuck there. It’s not going anywhere,” I said. 
“Then it’ll be an easier shot.” 
“Just shoot the damn thing already,” the other guy said. 
I pointed the scope lazily in its direction, and I could have sworn that it looked at 

me right through it. 
I felt the gun recoil into my shoulder, and my ear went numb. 
My good ear heard a yelp from across the clearing, and I watched it start flailing 

around for its life. A small red spot near its rib cage was spitting blood. The fence dug 
deeper into the antler, snapping the buck’s neck backward and spilling more blood from 
the top of its head. Chris jumped up and scraped through the sharpened branches into the 
clearing, and the rest of us followed. 

The buck thrashed harder when we came up on it. I couldn’t tell if it was 
whimpering, because the loudest sounds were the scraping of its flesh against the rusty 
metal, and the painful ringing from the gun. There were tears in my eyes from the shock, 
I think. 

“Goddamn it, now look at this mess,” Chris thundered. 
“I didn’t have the shot!” I said. 
“Awh, c’mon, you had the shot. It was wide open for ya.” 
Our breath hung in the air for a time while we listened to it struggle and thought 

about what its fate should be. It was starting to kick up darker, muddy soil from below 
the underbrush, and the balls of dirt were splattering into our faces. The blood from the 
fence was running down into its eyes. Eventually, Chris spoke what was thumping 
around in all our heads. 
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“Can’t let it suffer now,” he mumbled, wiping the dirt from his chin. 
“Yeah?” I asked, my breath still jittering. 
“Yeah, and you gotta clean the mess.” 
“Me?” 
“You. C’mon.” 
He joined the others, and they took three paces back away from me. They waited 

for me, watching, arms crossed, hands in pockets, sipping on the last of their beers. A 
crow cawed from the path we were walking on as I felt the rifle drop from my shoulder a 
second time. 

I put the gun to its head this time. Its brains splashed against a rock behind the 
fence. The sound wasn’t as loud the second time. 

“Well shit, guess now stuffing it is outta the question,” I remember one of the 
other guys saying right after. 

“No shit. Thing woulda looked perfect up on the fireplace,” said another one. 
The day Brian died was the third time. I was heading into town on Seagrass Road 

with the windows down, the emerald woods on either side of me. I was going forty-five 
and the trees blurred into each other. But an orange spot off to the right got me to jam my 
leg down into the brake as hard as I could. I was nearly strangled on my seatbelt while 
the truck squeaked. 

It was a buck, but I thought I could see a doe creeping up behind it too. They were 
facing away from the road and climbing up a hill when I pulled up on them. 

The buck pointed its face toward the dash of my car, saw me driving with its deep 
black eyes, and immediately scurried off back wherever it came from, doe in tow, until I 
couldn’t see it anymore. I sat in the middle of the road for ten minutes trying to see if I 
could see them jump back out again, but the drag of the morning eventually caught up, 
and I had to keep going. 

I couldn’t get it out of my head, though, because there were never any deer in Port 
Robin. 

I crested over the hill at the end of Seagrass and took a left on Port Robin Road at 
around 7:00 A.M. The town was mostly asleep, but I could see a few boats heading over 
the edge of my vision into the fresh sunlight. I parked across from the general store, 
halfway up the hilltop, and looked down at the port. 

The docks were empty. By now I was familiar enough with the routine of when 
the boats went out that they should have just hired me as a dockworker. At 4:15 AM, 
while the moon was still peeking out behind the clouds, the Suggins boys would pull up 
in their old red pickup, and get to work making The Spirit of Jesse James sea ready 
before the sun came up. An hour later, by 5:15, they’d be setting off while Duke Turner 
and Earl “Matchbook” Sumter were putting together their own operations to head in the 
opposite direction. By 6:00, and Bill Noe, Floyd “Misslehead” Cathey, and Willie Simon 
would round off the regulars. The first ferry to the island went out at 6:30 when Markie 
would meet up with his kids, and then it would return at 8:30 (if it wasn’t an off day). 
There were two lobster shacks facing the water on either side, and they would usually get 
going during tourist season, but it was in the dead of February, so they were boarded up 
tightly. 

I asked Brian to meet me at 7:15, because I knew the port would be empty. 
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He was on the end of the concrete dock, his hands in his pockets, pacing back and 
forth at the water’s edge when I curled into the parking space by the general store. I 
walked down the hill, the lead-loaded firearm swinging in my pocket, and watched as he 
stopped and stood rigidly, waiting for me. He faced the road once I got to the end of the 
dock. I walked up next to him, and we listened to the water lap at the supports underneath 
for a few minutes. 

“Beautiful morning,” I said, looking toward the newborn sky ahead. 
“It is” he replied, quietly, looking down at his feet. 
“Earl said we’d have some nice skies to look forward to this week. Gotta give the 

guy credit where it’s due, right?” 
“I guess so.” 
We stopped for another few minutes. I shuffled my feet around the concrete, and 

watched a handful of gulls stabbing into the points of the waves. He didn’t move, short of 
the thinned hairs on the edges of his balding head. 

“You know why I’m here,” I said, as the wind carried a push into my padded 
jacket. 

“I do,” he said, “and I know why I am too.” 
The wind settled, leaving the winter chill to float calmly in the air around us. The 

waves below our feet relaxed. 
“I want you to know that I’m really sorry this was the way it had to happen,” I 

told him. 
“Me too.” 
He took a deep breath, and the shivers around his shoulders started to slow down. 

I reached for his arm, his skin as thin as his bones were soft. He nudged backward, limp, 
when I touched him, and then looked at my eyes with his pale ones. 

“I don’t want you to be sorry. We only get to choose some of the time. This isn’t 
one of those times,” he said, and then fell forward into my waist, his arms wrapped 
around me with all the strength they had. As I hugged him back, I heard a quiet crinkle, 
then felt his delicate hand slip something in the pocket of my jacket. I didn’t ask, and he 
didn’t tell. He pulled away and looked up at me, expressionless. 

“Are you sure you’re ready?” I asked. 
He nodded and turned back toward the sun, his arms at his sides. The water was 

silver and glassy. I had never seen it so still. 
“Thank you,” he said. 
I shot him once, and it was louder than I thought it would be. The gun was my 

father’s, and it hadn’t been shot in easily twenty years. I could hear the bang sounding 
east, deeper off the coast until it mixed with the fog, and thought maybe it came back 
again. It reminded me a little of the horns that the boats sounded when they came up on 
the shore. But only a little. 

Brian fell forward, and I caught him under his arms. It felt like when I used to 
clean off the cabin roof after a storm, stuffing the bigger twigs under my arm, throwing 
them loosely off into the forest. I cradled his head as I laid him down, and tied the 
weights to his chest, legs, and feet like I was supposed to. And then I put him off the edge 
of the dock. 

That silvery, glassy water swallowed him. It rippled outward as he gently 
collapsed into it, breaking the flat surface, and then stopped. Then I watched the birds get 
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back to hunting, and what was left of the sunrise, for a few minutes until the water settled 
again. The icy reflection shooting out to the farthest point on the horizon. Then a breath 
of wind kicked it up, and I went back to the car. 

After that day, I never saw a deer again. 
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	Cycle 
	by Erica Cordatos 
	He dropped me Like the sky drops its water In the heat of summer. Fast, unapologetic. 
	Then Welcomed me back Rising up, up from the hot ground Without any more tears Until the next storm. 
	The Adventurer 
	by Jessica Costello 
	Day after night after day A chain of events all the same Look left, look right, no way out And time slips away Right out of my hands As if I never held it How can I salvage a life left unlived? Or skim the shores beyond the path I carved for these shoes back when I thought I knew Where it led? 
	A New Flower 
	by Paige Barnard 
	I am tiptoeing around you One wrong step, and the floor beneath my feet may fall through I am scared. Please just try to understand me for a second, I am innocent and truthful, and you are stealing every sane last bit of me. I do not even know who I am anymore I would rather feel pain, just to feel something. Feeling nothing is just too powerful sometimes. I understand why someone would want to die rather than live a life like this. I just don’t get it. How could you do this to me? How could you hurt me? Al
	But now I am in a new place. I am free. To you, I am untouchable. I do not spend my days wondering of your anger. I pray that you find happiness. I am not scared of your negative words. I am worried you will never find the positive ones. I do not miss you. If anything, I miss the time I wasted. I want to say thank you, for tearing me down. I have rebuilt myself. My foundation is new and strong. I do not love you anymore. I simply love me, much more. 
	Location: Melancholy Hill 
	by Erin Sicord 
	I live on Melancholy Hill A place quite hard to find 
	I live my life running low on serotonin The gasoline that makes me go 
	I will never be fully satisfied Curiosity and creativity go hand in hand 
	I stare out over my hill and wait Always waiting and waiting to be rescued 
	I live my life in my mind Talking has never been a strong suit 
	I sit on my hill with a megaphone Its the only way I'm heard 
	I am rarely seen, always listening, and perpetually dying People forget about me 
	I am told I have a black soul Only I like the way it feels 
	I feel every emotion more than other people Highly sensitive and dramatic 
	I know when you're lying But sometimes I'm wrong 
	I can't seem to get happy My happiness depending on others 
	I have goals and dreams They are as far away as the stars 
	I love too deeply It never gets returned 
	I am learning to be myself Doing things because I want to 
	I walk down my hill and into the forest A map has not been supplied 
	I live on Melancholy Hill Forever feeling too deeply, hardly ever happy. 
	Untitled 
	by Erin Sicord 
	Figure
	These Four Years 
	by Michaela Bottino 
	They say four years go by fast, But that’s not completely true. 
	Four years takes forever, Until the end arrives and you realize, This is all you have, This is all you get. 
	I’ve had four years to make memories, I’ve had four years to make mistakes. 
	And I don’t think I’m ready but I’m going, And I think I’ll make it but I’m scared. 
	Because they say four years go by fast, But that’s not completely true. 
	Four years takes a toll, Until the end arrives and you realize, You are who you are, You need to trust you. 
	And these four years, Aren’t what I thought I’d do, But at least I know what thing, They were tried-and-true. 
	Who my neighbor loved 
	by Gaelin Farrell 
	Not me. Not my sister or the great old oak wheezing behind the peeling little Catholic church in our backyard. Not his dog, who had old pennies for eyes. 
	When the dog ran, my neighbor ran after him and I have never heard screaming like that before. His dog sounded like a little boy when 
	my neighbor caught him but even little boy screams weren’t loud enough to make my neighbor stop. The day my neighbor shot his dog 
	my mother was picking roses. Copper eyes as they ran away across the road to someone who valued him to someone like my mother and someone like me 
	who would never abuse his tangled body. My neighbor’s dog was a drift pile of snow in the winter and I don’t think he ever felt 
	warmth unless it was my mother’s thumbs against the bone above his pennied eyes. When my neighbor’s dog died, my mother cried. I cried. 
	My neighbor dumped his body on the side of the road and my mother dug his grave beneath her lilac tree. She laid him very gently down into 
	soil that crumbled into his fur and hid the blood around his head and I don’t know if he was shot or beaten but my neighbor never loved him. 
	Recess 
	by Cassandra Peterson 
	I was never able to jump fences like you were my knees blooming into red poppies as the chain-link dug into them and your bluebottle eyes looked on from the other side 
	so you sat in a ditch with me and played make-believe that we were Nymph queens with white crocus crowns growing from the cracks in our skulls 
	rosy fingertips grazed evergreen grass digging white plastic spoons into the sandy dirt of the little cave we ruled 
	like miners looking for diamonds or undertakers digging a grave 
	you laughed-sweeping straw-spun wisps over smooth corn-doll cheeks as your poor excuse of a castle struggled against its own sloping sides 
	and yet it stood at least-longer than mine 
	An Elegy for a Number Two Pencil 
	by Shannon Miles 
	Pale pitted wood Covered in a thick white lacquer turned grey 
	A small circle of uneven waves rimming the tip And pink flaking rubber at the end 
	No longer slender but stubby After a burst of emotional work 
	A sticky note reminding you That you haven’t called your parents in a month 
	A poem about the downfall Of the final and first season of each year 
	A book full of appointments and tasks You may or may not attend and achieve 
	A set of full revisions to your 5-year-old resume 
	A letter to the ex who left you But you could never leave (not sent) 
	A journal entry Asking, “please do better next year.” 
	A second journal entry Telling, “It will be better.” 
	Those messy waves along the tip And those petals of rubber 
	That pale, love-marked wood And that well-worn white lacquer 
	A reminder That you are just doing your best 
	Being “Ok” 
	by Shannon Miles 
	“don’t tell anyone this,” she had typed 
	he looks at me as if trying to interpret a Jackson Pollock when my eyes and breath betray what I’ve read “it’s not my place to say, it’s not my business…” I reply the words lay heavy, saved on my laptop 
	where anyone might free them, if they wanted 
	how concealed can words of disaster be when typed into a processor and sent into the world? the girl might speak her catastrophes unspoken to me 
	but she has not 
	her whispered pain was held in support by the shadows of 2 am that lurked lonely outside her shredded heart was ripped at its new seams 
	just before her friend told me what she had lived “that’s so scary and awful…” I answer, weakly a sentence that barely conveys the horror of the reality 
	and the comfort for the honesty I was not meant to hear I can only convey second-hand trustworthiness with her story told by another in silence 
	Untitled 
	by David Kenny 
	Figure
	A Non-Physical Power 
	by Shannon Miles 
	I woke in the middle of the night Not the woman who inhabits my body. 
	Or, rather, In some reality that poor parallels my own,. 
	A monolith shades my bed, body, and mind, A nameless architect built on flawed fear. 
	I push against its weight. “Who knows when this will happen again?” I shove into it but can only backpedal. “This fucks up everything.” 
	I shake convulsively as I push and shove, Every limb tight and vibrating from the battle. He holds my entirety as I do, Dripping softness onto my eardrums. 
	Still, soon, a bitterness clouds my heart As the Sweetheart pill melts under my tongue. 
	But guilty is no good. It helps me, and by taking it, I am helping myself. 
	I make leeway with the monolith When I admit that I need aid. I can fight harder against the nameless When I accept that aid. 
	I have passed through this, More times than I like to admit. But, I have passed through this. 
	To be strong is not only To be Herculean. 
	My fatal flaw Is not Fatal. 
	Seeing Red 
	by Jessica Costello 
	When I imagine red, I see a bright splotch of fire, as if I’m closing my eyes real tight against the sun, as if I’m trying to block out the color itself. Red is inherently intrusive as it draws attention to itself, like a loud scream. I have always preferred blue, with its varieties as intricate as the deepest craters of the ocean. Anyone who has seen my room knows that red does not fit into the color scheme. Blue is serene and flows into infinity. At the opposite end of the color spectrum, red is a short, 
	A few years back, some study out of Sweden said that men prefer it when a woman wears red. It is blazing and attractive and the ideal shade of love. I don’t know why organizations take the time to fund some of these studies. I probably could have explained that conclusion. Anyway, I never felt comfortable in bright red. There is something obnoxious about it. It is a siren that doesn’t match my skin, and makes me feel as though I am wearing a clown’s red nose. 
	I am still too blue to be living in a red world. 
	For some people, it at least appears that red is the color of life lived to the fullest, the color of a filled-in heart icon on Instagram. Swishing sangria around in a glass, blurry nights you’ll remember by the pictures. The blood in your veins. You’re getting drunk and warm and you feel everything more intensely. A cigarette raging towards death under a crimson neon sign on a Saturday night.  
	In high school, I knew a girl who wanted to be noticed. She took to wearing deathly red heels with hideous bows on the toes. They scorched her feet with blisters for the sake of someone else’s idea of pretty. With every step her shoes screamed, “Look at me,” like her own voluntary scarlet letter. 
	Regardless of whether they are putting on an act, others appear to live red-hot lives. I have no red vitality with which to pretend. 
	For me, red reminds of the unexpected change of a traffic light from green. Stop. Slamming on the brakes, waiting. Looking at the vibrant bits of life that I cannot have yet. A store was getting ready for Valentine’s Day, and they had scattered red hearts of all sizes over the shelves. Even though my heart is caught somewhere between turquoise and teal, and therefore didn’t match. 
	Going back to summers spent at home, red also reminds me of fireworks, celebratory explosions that I heard from the cool, dark corner of my house. 
	Red represents the rush, after which I have never chased. I would much rather escape the scorching summer sun into the deep blue ocean of my thoughts. 
	Red’s burn inspires urgency. The moon turns red in a lunar eclipse and brings about doomsday predictions. 
	You can also be caught red-handed when you take something that doesn’t belong to you, or do something that you have no right to do. At the end of your life, this guilt might get you eternal punishment in hell where, if popular imagery is to be believed, Satan wears a red tail and carries around a crimson pitchfork. It is the color of life lived too hot, too fierce. Emergency exit signs, error codes, and piercing alarms that go 
	You can also be caught red-handed when you take something that doesn’t belong to you, or do something that you have no right to do. At the end of your life, this guilt might get you eternal punishment in hell where, if popular imagery is to be believed, Satan wears a red tail and carries around a crimson pitchfork. It is the color of life lived too hot, too fierce. Emergency exit signs, error codes, and piercing alarms that go 
	unheeded. A kiss gone wrong replays in your mind, a memory bruised with red around the edges. 

	Another scholarly study said that when teachers correct papers with red ink, it hurts their students’ self-esteem. According to this research, students struggle to see the message in the words because the harsh color screams out their inferiorities and mistakes.  
	I have never felt victimized by a teacher’s chosen ink color, but I might have to agree with the logic behind the conclusion. For good or evil, to create or to raze, red blazes and burns. 
	It is the color of the scar I got from touching the stove as a kid, even after my mom told me not to do it. The burn eventually faded, but I learned from it to avoid red things, no matter how tempting they are. And since, I have been recovering from a burning relationship with red. 
	Despite this, strawberries are still my favorite kind of fruit.  And I would love to experience the scorch of the sun as I drive through a desert, away from the concerns of everyday life. That is the kind of red that I wouldn’t mind. 
	Then I must consider myself a hypocrite. I admit red is also the color of blood and all that keeps me alive. It also means passion and success and power, and fires to keep warm in the middle of winter. I have spent these pages raging against the color of rage, but passion goes towards either extreme. 
	I have bragged from the beginning about being pure blue. But if that were the case, I wouldn’t be breathing. At the least, if I’m totally honest, my soul is probably more than a little purple. 
	Sawyer 
	by Elizabeth Balzarini 
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	Identical 
	by Rebecca Fredey 
	She looks just like me. Or at least, I imagine she does. I want her to. 
	We both stand outside at the same time of morning-after the sun has risen but before the city is truly awake. All the black metal balconies and the curtained patio doors behind them are empty—expect for hers and mine. All I can see is a smudge of dark hair, of fair skin. Details are lost with the distance, with the valley of air and pavement and city smells that separate us. 
	I imagine the mug in her hand has coffee in it, made like mine, with plenty of cream. She sips it at the same pace I do, never letting it drop below her chin, so I know she doesn’t sleep through the night either. 
	This morning should be no different-the cool ,stale air, the predictable, muted noise coming from below us. I slip out onto the balcony, barley large enough for the thin patio chair I keep there, and move to sit when— 
	When she’s late. And she’s never late. 
	Not just late-she’s not there at all. The curtain behind the patio door doesn’t so much as move, and the space where she sits is empty. I realize it’s so identical to the one’s around it—how could I be sure it’s hers? She’s the only thing that makes it different. 
	I need to find her window—find her apartment. She must be in bed, she must be incapacitated, she must be beneath her covers, her mind in the dark place, her phone face down and not buzzing, because who’d call? Who cared enough? I’d call, I want to yell, I’d help. 
	And I have enough momentum, to yell, to put on shoes and run across the street and find her and— 
	But then her door opens. And she slips outside, dragging something behind her— a table? No, another chair, a wooden one. She sets it up next to hers, and I realize she’s not alone. She’s with someone—a tall, unfamiliar someone, someone who probably makes tea instead of coffee, who steals the covers, who makes her late to the balcony. I hurry back inside—they can’t see me looking—and I peek around my own curtain, my own side of the glass. And I watch. 
	Perhaps the air was a touch clearer that morning, or maybe the distance between us wasn’t as wide as it had looked, but I found she didn’t look like me—not at all. Her hair wasn’t quite as dark, her skin not quite as pale. She looked a lot like a tea drinker, come to think of it, and tea drinkers sleep through the night. I went back out to the balcony eventually, sat in our identical spots, but that time around, she didn’t look anything like me. And—my mind had circled down towards the final, solitary thoug
	Denouement the action of untying 
	by Molly Scanlan 
	“Don’t tell me he’s really changed since you two dated.” Claire teases, gesturing 
	at me with her glass of wine. And, of course, Peter hasn’t really changed, not really, because he only moved out of the city and settled down in a town he’d always said he’d never live in, and now he drinks red wine—red wine! —on white couches where Claire barks at him if he laughs even a little too hard because he might cause a spill, and of course he complies (always the gentleman), and then leaves the room to go to the kitchen, leaving me alone, with his fiancée, to sit in an uncomfortable silence until 
	“Same old Peter.” I laugh it off. 
	“Would you like the cheese and crackers now or later?” And either she knows or she doesn’t know that I’ve developed a lactose intolerance since the last time I visited, but even if I’d had it then she wouldn’t have known, since they were still living out of boxes then and their kitchen wasn’t set up so we just sat on the floor and ate Chinese food out of boxes and I tried to ignore the small box tucked away in the corner, buried behind a precariously stacked tower of her figurines bound only by flimsy cardb
	“Oh, I actually managed to develop a lactose intolerance.” I shrug and quirk my lip up to the side, eyes wide—a self-deprecating ‘figures, huh?’ expression. 
	“Oh, right, Peter mentioned it last month. I’ll go get something else, then—is hummus okay?” She smiles a little too wide, her green eyes both sparkling and sharp. If Peter had already told her that I had a lactose allergy, that means that she knows about the meeting at the café down the street from the apartment that I live in (that Peter used to live in with me, but now my pot dealer lives in with me because I needed someone to pay the rent, Christ, the cost of living these days), but maybe she knows or s
	“Hummus would be lovely, thank you, Claire.” I sip my wine and stare at the floor in an attempt to appease her, make myself smaller. 
	“Peter, honey, would you get the hummus?” She calls. And then he pops his head into the living room and there he is, the corner of a cable-knit sweater, his thick-rimmed glasses, those wide brown eyes, the man I fell in love with years ago and suddenly I can’t 
	“Peter, honey, would you get the hummus?” She calls. And then he pops his head into the living room and there he is, the corner of a cable-knit sweater, his thick-rimmed glasses, those wide brown eyes, the man I fell in love with years ago and suddenly I can’t 
	remember how it ended—how did it end? a fight about a bathroom mat? why do arguments over nothing always turn into arguments about everything? — and he seeks her eyes, not mine, and opens his mouth in a smile so wide that it feels like he has an invisible orange slice between his lips, and I sink back into the couch, careful not to spill my wine, God forbid, on their couches, because Claire would be upset and Peter would comfort her the same way he used to comfort me, with a soft voice and a gentle touch an

	“Hummus?” He cocks his head to the side, still understands me better than anyone else, can tell what I'm thinking instead of what I'm saying. 
	“Yes,” she repeats, a twinge of annoyance in her voice, “hummus.” 
	“Excuse me,” I clear my throat quietly, exiting to the bathroom off of the living room. It is just as white and sterile as the rest of their house and I suddenly feel as though I am splayed out on a medical examiner’s table with only a thin layer of protection between myself and near-constant scrutiny. My cocktail dress feels foreign and I yearn for the comfort of jeans which reside back in my dingy little apartment that is more of a home than this house is. This house, filled with edges and angles and cold
	I can hear them through the door as I take deep breaths, trying to ground myself: 
	“She doesn’t like hummus, Claire; she's always hated hummus.” 
	“Oh, don’t tell me she hasn’t changed since you two dated. She said the hummus would be fine! I’m trying to accommodate for her sudden intolerance for lactose—or did you forget about it since your little date?” She snaps like a trap, and suddenly he’s caught. We're caught. 
	I look up in the mirror: I am farther from the me who loved the man in the next room and closer to the me who will move out of my apartment next month, pack up the car, and head toward the eastern shore of Maryland, if only because it is far away from Peter, far away from Claire, and far away from the memory of what Peter and I will do in two weeks’ time—nothing we hadn’t done before, but something we hadn’t done since we were still together. 
	Untitled 
	by Erin Sicord 
	Figure
	Empathetic Fallacy 
	by Molly Scanlan 
	“Why are you still holding onto this?” he murmured, his hand gliding over the smooth baby-blue curve of the typewriter. 
	“Why do we hold onto anything?” she asked hollowly, though she supposed she could have been mistaken for having been cold and, looking into his eyes, she knew that this misunderstanding had taken place. He didn’t answer her; just pushed a key and stamped a question mark onto the page. “Exactly.” She said quietly. 
	He turned to her and took her hand. “Do you still love me?” he whispered, his fingers sliding in between hers perfectly. Without breaking their gaze, she reached over with her free hand and added another question mark onto the sheet of paper. The breath he took was long and deep enough to suck all of the air out of the room—either that, or she felt as though she couldn’t breathe. When he exhaled, his grip on her hand loosened. “I see.” 
	“All of these questions, and no…” she sighed. 
	“Answers?” he finished grimly. She cocked her head, confused. 
	“No. Just, no.” 
	He looked at her for a long time, and then he looked some more. He saw what he wanted to see, then he saw what he didn’t like, and then he just saw. She seemed immediately aware of this change in perception and her eyes narrowed, locking with his. 
	“What?” She asked, not coldly, but tersely. 
	“I want to say that you’re the only person in this world who makes sense to me, but I still don’t understand you.” 
	Memento Vivere 
	by Jennifer Carion 
	To her great surprise, the wooden sign that proclaimed "Welcome to Newton!" was still standing. It was grimy, and the paint was peeling in various places, but overall it was in rather good condition. Georgie glances around, as if she expects Jeremiah to pop out from behind a tree on the side of the road and scoop her up into a warm embrace. She knew how unlikely it was for that to happen, but she was disappointed nonetheless. Hugging the tree line, she makes her way into the mostly abandoned town, ravaged b
	These past few months since the bombs-some nuclear, some not-dropped had passed in a blur, Georgie's days consumed by the need to survive and to make it to Newton. The country was in ruins, everyone scrambling to survive in a world without government and without any help. Each person looked out for themselves in this new reality, and Georgie never thought she would see someone kill over a can of food, yet here she was. In the aftermath of the apocalypse, all she could do was keep moving and keep surviving. 
	Now that she's here, she pays little mind to the cars she passes, rapidly deteriorating after months of neglect, consumed by the unchecked forces of mother nature. Anything good that was left in them would be scavenged by any local survivors, and seeing what remains of families desperate to escape the devastation that was imminent would only make Georgie melancholier than she already is, and she couldn’t afford to get distracted, not when she was so close to finding him. 
	Heavy footsteps draw her attention, radiation rough voices calling out to one another. Raiders. Looking around, Georgie spots a subdivision of dirty, dilapidated houses and makes a beeline for them, ignoring the shouts that arise in her wake. They'd spotted her. She needs to hide. She looks right, left, ignoring the beeping of the homemade Geiger counter alerting her to the increased radiation. It might be the only thing that could save her now. She runs like her life depends on it, dirty, scuffed Mary Jane
	Heart racing, a steady thump thump thump against her ribs, a caged bird attempting to break free, she ducks into the most broken down of the homes, hoping she was fast enough that they couldn't see her. She crouches to the floor and presses herself against the grimy wall, waiting a moment, giving herself time to catch her breath. 
	Georgina could hear the raiders outside, rough voices calling out to one another, a leader ordering his followers to search the area. They were still looking for her. They must have seen her gas mask, her cobbled together Geiger counter made from spare parts and the sheer force of her will (and stolen science textbooks). She looks down at the wobbling needle, hovering around 100 microns of radiation. Thank goodness she has her gasmask, specially outfitted to filter the radiation before it could get to her l
	She risks a peek out of the window, the cloudy glass protection making the world into a watercolor painting of a dismal apocalypse. Georgie is smart. She knows the odds 
	She risks a peek out of the window, the cloudy glass protection making the world into a watercolor painting of a dismal apocalypse. Georgie is smart. She knows the odds 
	of her making it out of this situation alive are slim unless she is very careful about her next few moves, but she’s survived this long on her wits alone, so she could survive this much longer. Jeremiah must be waiting for her. 

	Satisfied that no one is approaching the house she is holed up in, Georgie presses herself into the corner of what used to be a living room, the floral wallpaper already faded and grimy from the lack of care from the dead owners. For a brief second, the dust and decay fades into warmth and comfort, filled with laughter and family. Jeremiah's family-mother, father, sisters-all welcoming her over dinner, as if she was the missing piece to their family. When Jeremiah smiled at her from across the table as she 
	She pulls off the gasmask, untangling the clasps from her curly black hair. Her face is rougher than it used to be, gaunt from lack of food, and with heavy bags under her eyes. The skin of her face is paler than before, the mask shielding her already pasty Irish skin from any sunlight, and her cheeks are coated in grim and dust left behind by her hands wiping her face clean of sweat. Had the world not gone to hell, Georgie would have been horrified to be seen like this, but she has no one to look nice for a
	She reaches to the pocket by her heart, sloppily sewn from the cannibalized fabric of her dress’s petticoats, the rest of the fabric having gone to use as bandages where her porcelain skin was cut and bleeding. The Altoids tin had to be coaxed out, she’d made the pocket a bit too small, the box dented and scuffed from protecting the valuables hidden within. It opens with a soft rusty squeak, and Georgie looks up sharply to make sure no one had taken notice. No one had, so she continues her task. 
	The “treasures” that lay within were not what most would consider valuable, but to Georgie, they mean the world. Each one a reminder, a promise, a memory, a reason to keep going. 
	The crystal heart hair clip, so proudly worn by Vivian on her first day of school. Georgie had called her brat without any real bite, and Viv had stuck her tongue out at her. Now, no matter how much she cleaned it, the bits of metal that held the gems in place clung to Vivian’s blood like vampire fangs. Who knew the bomb drills were designed to kill the youth fast, rather than save them? 
	The green sea glass cross, carved by her father as a gift for her mother when they were still dating, never left her mother’s side. She called it her good luck charm, and with her dying breath she pressed it into Georgie’s shaking hands with a quiet plea to survive. And like that, she was gone. 
	The ring, glass gems in a tin setting, something Jeremiah could have bought from the five and ten store, and he probably did, pressed onto her finger with a reverent promise whispered between the two of them, his strong fingers dark against her pale ones. Faces pressed together, he promised he’d love her no matter what, and when the courts would let them, he’d marry her, right there in the drive-in where he proposed. The memory brought tears to her eyes as she slid the ring back to its rightful place on her
	Finally, her reason to survive, what brought her to this wasteland of a town. A much-creased old postcard, with blocky letters spelling out “Wish you were here -J”. A faded picture of a bridge was on the other side, tiny letters spelling out Newton, MA. It's her only hope to find him. She’s made it this far, hiking and hot-wiring cars to get from Kentucky to Massachusetts, and Georgina Julia Hopkins would be damned if she dies before she found Jeremiah. 
	She returns the gasmask to her face, resuming her anonymity, and shoves the Altoids tin into its custom pocket. She scoops up the Geiger counter and stands, using her free hand to brush her skirt free of dust and debris. Silent as a ghoul, she makes her way into the wasteland left behind by the bombs the Ruskis dropped, and prepares to make a break for the center of town. 
	Remarkably, it looks like there was still electricity in some of the buildings, but the only one with the lights on inside is the liquor store. Georgie runs as fast as she could towards it and ducks behind a shelf, willing her breath to still as the voices of the raiders pass by, growing louder and louder, the sound matched only by the racing of her heart and the ringing panic in her ears. After a moment that seems to last an eternity, the voices faded, and Georgie allows herself to breathe once more. 
	She stands and looks around the dismal surroundings, most of the store's wares plundered. Only the cheapest of the cheap booze remains on the shelves, and those bottles were sparse. Even in the apocalypse, people had standards. She takes a few cautious steps deeper into the store, the crunch of glass between her heel and the tile floor sets her on edge. 
	A pair of legs in stained jeans poke out from behind the checkout counter, and Georgie waits for a sign of movement. She grabs a bottle from the shelf and rolled it along the ground until it bumps into a foot. No response. She dares to move closer, around the side of the counter, to reveal a middle-aged man wedged in the corner, scruffy and stained with a beard that looked like roadkill, a bottle of cheap whiskey still clasped in his hand, resting on his chest as he slumbers. 
	"Of all the places in this godforsaken town to find another human being, of course it'd be in the liquor store," Georgie says under her breath, kicking one of the many half empty bottle across the ground. It rolls, spilling a bit of its contents, before coming to rest near the slumped over figure in the corner. 
	She walks over and kneels, rocking onto the balls of her feet, the hem of her dress resting in what she hopes isn't urine. "Hey. Wake up" 
	The man doesn't respond. "I said wake up" 
	Still nothing. Georgie pokes him, gentle at first, then harder. 
	“Huh? Wha-?” he slurs, glazed over eyes searching the room before finally settling on Georgie’s gas mask, and he startles, legs scrambling to push himself away from her. “Who the hell are you?” 
	“Names Georgie,” she says, reaching up to remove the gas mask. "What are you doing here of all places?" 
	"Shit, you’re just a kid,” the strange man says mostly to himself, in an almost reverent whisper, before raising his voice and gesturing with the almost empty bottle, the amber liquid sloshing inside. “Haven’t you noticed the world has ended?” 
	Georgie ignores the challenge in his words, pulling the well-loved postcard from her pocket and dangling it in front of the strange man’s face. “You know where this bridge is?” 
	He leans forward, eyes narrowing in faux-concentration. "I'm surprised you can see straight," Georgie mutters, looking around at the fortress of booze, scattered about like defenses but where most likely there because he didn’t want to move. 
	"Never seen it before in my life,” he says, letting the postcard fall to the dirty floor and leaning back against a shelf littered with bottles relieved of their contents. The way he dismissed the postcard, too fast and almost guiltily, didn't sit well with her. 
	“That’s a lie,” Georgie says, scooping up the letter and cradling it in her hands, brushing away dirty and stray liquid before it could blur the ink. 
	“And so what if it is?” the man snaps, and Georgie raises an eyebrow. 
	“You know where the bridge is. I…need to know. I have someone I’m looking for.” 
	“The mysterious J.” 
	Georgie raises her other eyebrow, surprised he could even read the signature on the card. 
	“Yes. He’s all I have left, and I have to find him.” 
	The man looks her over, eyes darting across her face, before he sighs in defeat. “At least you have someone to look for.” 
	He struggles to his feet, using the shelves as leverage to stand. It was a pitiful sight, a man brought low by life and liquor, but Georgie didn’t look away nor did she offer help. She sees it in his eyes, he has to do it alone. Once he's upright, a good foot taller than her and a good deal grimier than he first appeared and good lord in heaven did he smell, he gestures for her to follow without much coordination. 
	“Come on, kid. Let’s find your boyfriend, or whatever the hell he is.” 
	Against her better judgement, Georgie follows. 
	They walk in silence, Georgie's silent strides keeping pace with his unsteady steps. The Geiger counter's needle continues to wobble, never quite reaching zero, but that was par for the course in most places within a hundred miles of the blast zones. It'd been weeks since she'd seen it rest at zero. 
	"What is that thing?" he asks, sparing her a brief glance that puts her on edge. Georgie looks down at the device in her hand, then back up at him. 
	"It's a Geiger counter. I made it." 
	"You made that thing? You?" He stops and turns to fully look at her, like he's truly seeing her for the first time. Georgie turns to meet his gaze with her own, her chin tilted up to look him dead in the eye, the challenge clear. 
	"Yes, me. Why does that surprise you?" 
	"You're just, you know-" 
	"A girl." 
	"Yes. And a kid. That boy of yours-" 
	"Jeremiah." 
	"...huh." 
	His expression changes minutely at the name, as if the name carries more weight than it should. Georgie's seen that look before, on her father and on her teacher and on the 
	His expression changes minutely at the name, as if the name carries more weight than it should. Georgie's seen that look before, on her father and on her teacher and on the 
	boys who used to belittle her and attack her fella for the sheer audacity of them being in love with each other. 

	Georgie stalks forward, face twisting with the righteous anger that flared up, and the man backs up in time with her advances. He can't escape the harsh jabs of her finger as she punctuates each of her points. "I have come too far to be judged by a drunk who can barely stand up straight but still thinks he's better than me. I do not need you to find Jeremiah, I can do it on my own, and I frankly I'd be better off without someone who can't see past their stupid prejudices." 
	She tries to turn on her heel and march away, head held high and riding on the fumes of righteous anger when a strong hand catches her elbow and stops her from leaving. 
	"Like I said, kid, the world's gone to hell in a handbasket. Why would I care who you love?" His eyes pierce into hers, a dare to question the validity of what he tells her. She stares right back at him, bitter anger burning within her, the anger of a hundred injustices leveled against her finally finding an outlet and leaving an acidic aftertaste on her tongue. 
	"Testy little thing," he says, not dropping her arm. "Do you want my help or not? Because you're not gonna make it through this town alive without my help." 
	"I've made it this far without you." 
	"And wouldn't it be a shame if you died so close to the end?" 
	Georgie finally breaks eye contact with him, and his face and grip soften a bit. "Look, Georgie was it? I have-had a kid your age. She never stood a chance in this godforsaken hell of a world. So cut me some slack." 
	"Why should I?" She asks, venom in her words, bitter against the tip of her tongue, but this man will not back down. 
	"You're too much like my girl, standing up for what you believe in, like you and your fella. He makes you happy, and in this world, you take what you can get before someone takes it from you. Me? I'm just waiting to die. But you? You have something to keep going for. So keep walking, kid, the bridge is this way." 
	With that, he drops her arm and continues his walk down the street, leaving Georgie in a daze, robbed of her anger and left shaken, the tides turned on her. He gets about thirty paces away before she snaps out of it and runs after him, falling into step alongside. 
	"What was her name?" She asks after a stretch of silence. 
	He stops and looks up at the darkening sky, tears dancing in the corner of his eyes. Georgie waits, and makes no comment. 
	"Amelia. Her name was Amelia," he says at long last, and Georgie nods. 
	"What is your name?" 
	"Don't press your luck, kid. A name is all a man has nowadays." 
	"And booze," Georgie adds, the humor hanging on a thread, a peace offering between them. 
	He smiles and laughs, a rough chuckle but a genuine one, and beneath the mask Georgie can't help but smile back. "Right, can't forget about that." 
	The silence is companionable after that, neither willing to divulge their secrets to the other, and they were content with that. They enter the park just as darkness begins to settle in, and stay off the path, lest they be seen by anyone living within the forest. 
	Soon enough, they reached the bridge, bathed in moonlight and covered with vines. Georgie steps forward, caught in a trance, looking around desperately for any sign of Jeremiah, of anyone. But there was nothing, not a figure in sight, not a sound to be heard. The world was silent, and it made the sound of Georgie's heart breaking all the louder. 
	"He's not here," she whispers, not even bothering to hide her tears. Her shoulders go slack, and it's all she can do to stay standing as she looks across the field. 
	"It's dark, kid, maybe he left or-" 
	"No. No, he'd be here. If...if he was alive, he'd be here." 
	The man walks up and places a hand on her shoulder, and Georgie doesn't react. "Alright, kid, here's what we're gonna do. We're going back to the store, and we're gonna come back during the day tomorrow. Sound like a plan?" Georgie nods, and allows him to guide her away. Jeremiah wasn't there. Where could he be, where could he have gone? Was he even alive? 
	She follows her companion as he guides her back, following mindlessly, too numb to appreciate the help she's been given. The world is ending, and without a tether, without her goal, Georgie is adrift. 
	The Hermit 
	by Malcolm Jacob 
	Sleeping on the beach was illegal, but nobody ever questioned the old man about it—even if he had a habit of pitching camp on the edge of private property. 
	He was camped out on the beach, on the backside of a tower called Maiden Voyage Condominiums; later that day he would be engulfed in the condo’s monstrous shadow. Laid out on several old beach blankets around his campsite was an unorganized assortment of washed-up items that had been lost by beachgoers during the day, and then later found by the hermit. The selection included: beach toys, designed for building sandcastles and playing water sports (two frisbees and a Pro Kadima paddle were included); crushed
	The old man was in his usual casual attire. Today it was his navy blue T-shirt that read ‘Aruba’ on the front, a pair of faded khaki shorts, some fancy Polaroid shades with brown lenses covered in tiny scratches, and some flip-flops held together by heavy application of duct tape. He was old, but other than his white hair there were few signs of age. He was surprisingly fit for an elderly man, and his aging skin was kept in check by the sun, which smoothed and tanned his face and hid many of the wrinkles. “
	“The migrating birds are a lot like me,” he said once. “They hang out in the South for the cold months, and then they head up here for the summer, some all the way to Canada. I do the same thing as them, as you know. People are always thinking humans are so clever with their seasonal living. Ha, they don’t realize that birds have been doing that much longer than we have!” 
	It was the beginning of another summer, and it was another opportunity for the hermit to add to his collection of everyday treasures. 
	Time After Orchard Street 
	by Alex Deguise 
	When the detectives went back to Orchard Street, they weren’t the only ones. 
	John’s shot corpse wasn’t even cold yet, and a crowd had already bunched at the plastic edges of the yellow tape that read “POLICE LINE -DO NOT CROSS.” His neighbors, Rich and Marie Reynolds, wept as they tried to look beyond the officer holding them back. The screams melted into the sirens, and only shrieked louder when his mother, Marilyn, skidded her SUV into the pavement. Navy blue police hues rocketed on into night's black canvas, reflecting against the ghosts who lived there. 
	“If it weren’t for John, I’d be tattooing at my kitchen table right now,” the man with the trucker’s uniform had slurred at the service. John’s mother was flanked on either side by her sisters, narrowing a furrowed brow in his direction, his remarks bending the edges of time. Forcing memories from the good old years that were never good, nor real. They held her arms and whispered away her worries, but her locked pupils couldn't dare budge. Although she could never condone such violence, she didn't feel sorr
	If only John had been there, we’d all know what to do, they lamented. They sat surrounding the pile of Easter ham while the kids scraped between the ferns looking for plastic eggs that contained melting chocolates. An empty oak chair was at the table's end, just in front of a window letting in the flood of spring sunlight. Patrick crossed his leg and bit the nail of his index finger, his yellow checkered button-down catching Marilyn's attention for the first time that morning. In silence, the knives buried 
	They cried when John's disgruntled business partner was sentenced to life without parole, spilling the last reservoir of salt water behind their clenched faces. But not in the courtroom. His protesting screams bounced against the wooden walls, as the armed bailiffs sprinted to plant him to the floor. They shuffled out while the judge was still talking, just in time to see the summer sun begin to sink beyond the undoing urban jungle. Sunglasses planted, they drove in one car downtown to Sal's Pizza Parlor, a
	The washed-out photo of John, his arm around his then-three-year-old daughter, Ellie, sat on the mantle until the movers put it in a box with the fireplace iron and the vintage porcelain dishware (the kind with the pink tulips dancing in a circle on the front; John loved those, or so he said). It was loaded, with others, into a box truck with an orange logo on the outside, taken to a warehouse, and sold to a bidder from out of state in a foreclosure auction. The photo, along with the iron, were thrown into 
	The woman asked for directions when her sedan pulled up at the bent iron gates on the cemetery perimeter. A confused groundskeeper pointed her in a direction away from him. The wheels rolled over the narrow tar path, and stopped near a stone with a crucifix chiseled in its center. She kept the motor running, and let the white exhaust spill out into the autumn afternoon. By the time she left, a pile of dying roses and tulips 
	The woman asked for directions when her sedan pulled up at the bent iron gates on the cemetery perimeter. A confused groundskeeper pointed her in a direction away from him. The wheels rolled over the narrow tar path, and stopped near a stone with a crucifix chiseled in its center. She kept the motor running, and let the white exhaust spill out into the autumn afternoon. By the time she left, a pile of dying roses and tulips 
	wrapped in plastic were bending in time with the breeze, scraping along the edges of the chiseled rock. Buried in its center was a white envelope with a folded card sleeping inside. The card, though it would remain sealed until it disintegrated, ended with a wet pen signature reading "I love you, Dad. -Ellie" 

	When the monsoon put too much stress on the retaining seawall, and the suffocating, rolling edges of saltwater began to pour inland, John drowned along with his colleagues underneath twenty extra inches than they were used to. The ocean turned the lime green plot to a swamp in seconds, and the bones of what were carcasses mixed with the mud to make a decayed soup that sloshed its way out to Chestnut street. The skeletons tangled together as they rolled onward, decayed, but with solace in the knowledge that 
	So when the detectives went back to Orchard Street, they weren’t the only ones. 
	Untitled 
	by Erin Sicord 
	Figure
	Fair Game 
	by Alex Deguise 
	On the day I went to go kill Brian, I saw a deer off to the side of the road, which I thought was strange. 
	I had lived just outside of Port Robin for over twenty years at that time. My house (cabin, really) was inland deep enough that it didn’t have to deal with the seabreeze weathering away the outer walls or the roof. I got lucky that the plot of land mixed with the trees well, too. Big ones. Some of them were thirty or forty feet tall, and you couldn’t see any shenanigans between them. 
	And in all that time, I saw all sorts of animals passing through, but never any deer. 
	I used to find this kind of funny, because when I moved to that cabin in Port Robin, I thought I would see just about everything. People I met who had bigger brains than me said to keep your trash indoors, especially at night, because the bears liked to stomp around after dark. Sometimes the wolves would run through like some kind of ghost, kill something, and then go back into the fog. And then there was the always persistent issue of the raccoons, which somehow would find themselves buried in my attic eve
	I have seen deer exactly three times in my life. 
	The first time was when I was nine years old. I remember pressing my face into the glass of the family car and fogging up my own view (we got rid of that car a year later, but I could never forget that ugly strip of wood traced around the outside). It was Christmas Eve. We were in hour four of a seven hour drive to Grandma Matilda’s house when I thought I heard a grenade go off in the back seat. The car skidded off into a snowbank at the bottom of a ditch, and the brakes clicked in just shy of a mean-lookin
	The cold, it turns out, can move really quickly when it wants to. We started shivering inside of ten minutes and my knitted hat wasn’t enough to stop the flow of precious heat from my head. I kept looking out to see if the outline of my father was moving any faster. My fingers and toes curling, my breath swimming in the air like steam. I looked into the woods dumbly through the window next to me. 
	It was a doe. She was alone, and she was digging through the fresh crisp snow, pushing at the leaves with her nose. The car shot out a loud noise, and her ears flicked as she pulled her head up to see what the matter was, but she didn’t run as I feared she would. I squished my nose into the window glass trying to lock her eyes with mine. My mother turned back to me, her chapped lips curved in a smile. 
	“Do you see that? That’s one of Santa’s reindeer!” she said, a squeaky pitch in her voice. 
	The second time was when I was twenty-four. I was in a dirt parking lot, a beer in hand, in January. The truck I was leaning against, and the driveway I was standing in, 
	The second time was when I was twenty-four. I was in a dirt parking lot, a beer in hand, in January. The truck I was leaning against, and the driveway I was standing in, 
	belonged to my friend Chris. A handful of his college buddies came in from the city that weekend, and he called me up with promises that it would be just like the days before everyone got so sour. The group, four of them, were on their third round or so, and Chris was launching into the story about the time when he almost stole some cash from Mrs. Finch’s purse, when someone thought we should head into the trails nearby to see what was what. Someone else grabbed a rifle on our way out, and I got stuck carry

	We headed south on a padded down trail meant for the ATVs, with the deep ruts on either side of the dirt. The woods closed in short of ten minutes into it, leaving us the alone to wander in the menacing brush, the only sounds coming from our beer cans and boots scraping along. Before long, there was a clearing in the trees in front of us, coated in grass and sunlight. 
	Chris saw it first. It was a buck. Its left antler was tangled in a thicket of rusty fence. 
	“Oh shit,” Chris whispered as he signaled for the group to crouch. He gazed at it thrashing, then turned back and looked at me with his eyes narrowed. 
	“It might break outta that. Take the shot,” he hissed at me. 
	“It’s caught up in the damn fence,” I said. 
	“Don’t be a pussy, shoot it!” one of the other guys growled, muffled. 
	I let the rifle fall off my shoulder. The shining wooden stock grazed my forearm. It felt heavier when I jammed it into my side, grabbing the bottom of it with my hand. Once I put the scope to my eye, and lined up the crosshair with my pupil, I could see the buck’s defeated face, resting for only a few seconds. 
	“It’s stuck there. It’s not going anywhere,” I said. 
	“Then it’ll be an easier shot.” 
	“Just shoot the damn thing already,” the other guy said. 
	I pointed the scope lazily in its direction, and I could have sworn that it looked at me right through it. 
	I felt the gun recoil into my shoulder, and my ear went numb. 
	My good ear heard a yelp from across the clearing, and I watched it start flailing around for its life. A small red spot near its rib cage was spitting blood. The fence dug deeper into the antler, snapping the buck’s neck backward and spilling more blood from the top of its head. Chris jumped up and scraped through the sharpened branches into the clearing, and the rest of us followed. 
	The buck thrashed harder when we came up on it. I couldn’t tell if it was whimpering, because the loudest sounds were the scraping of its flesh against the rusty metal, and the painful ringing from the gun. There were tears in my eyes from the shock, I think. 
	“Goddamn it, now look at this mess,” Chris thundered. 
	“I didn’t have the shot!” I said. 
	“Awh, c’mon, you had the shot. It was wide open for ya.” 
	Our breath hung in the air for a time while we listened to it struggle and thought about what its fate should be. It was starting to kick up darker, muddy soil from below the underbrush, and the balls of dirt were splattering into our faces. The blood from the fence was running down into its eyes. Eventually, Chris spoke what was thumping around in all our heads. 
	“Can’t let it suffer now,” he mumbled, wiping the dirt from his chin. 
	“Yeah?” I asked, my breath still jittering. 
	“Yeah, and you gotta clean the mess.” 
	“Me?” 
	“You. C’mon.” 
	He joined the others, and they took three paces back away from me. They waited for me, watching, arms crossed, hands in pockets, sipping on the last of their beers. A crow cawed from the path we were walking on as I felt the rifle drop from my shoulder a second time. 
	I put the gun to its head this time. Its brains splashed against a rock behind the fence. The sound wasn’t as loud the second time. 
	“Well shit, guess now stuffing it is outta the question,” I remember one of the other guys saying right after. 
	“No shit. Thing woulda looked perfect up on the fireplace,” said another one. 
	The day Brian died was the third time. I was heading into town on Seagrass Road with the windows down, the emerald woods on either side of me. I was going forty-five and the trees blurred into each other. But an orange spot off to the right got me to jam my leg down into the brake as hard as I could. I was nearly strangled on my seatbelt while the truck squeaked. 
	It was a buck, but I thought I could see a doe creeping up behind it too. They were facing away from the road and climbing up a hill when I pulled up on them. 
	The buck pointed its face toward the dash of my car, saw me driving with its deep black eyes, and immediately scurried off back wherever it came from, doe in tow, until I couldn’t see it anymore. I sat in the middle of the road for ten minutes trying to see if I could see them jump back out again, but the drag of the morning eventually caught up, and I had to keep going. 
	I couldn’t get it out of my head, though, because there were never any deer in Port Robin. 
	I crested over the hill at the end of Seagrass and took a left on Port Robin Road at around 7:00 A.M. The town was mostly asleep, but I could see a few boats heading over the edge of my vision into the fresh sunlight. I parked across from the general store, halfway up the hilltop, and looked down at the port. 
	The docks were empty. By now I was familiar enough with the routine of when the boats went out that they should have just hired me as a dockworker. At 4:15 AM, while the moon was still peeking out behind the clouds, the Suggins boys would pull up in their old red pickup, and get to work making The Spirit of Jesse James sea ready before the sun came up. An hour later, by 5:15, they’d be setting off while Duke Turner and Earl “Matchbook” Sumter were putting together their own operations to head in the opposit
	I asked Brian to meet me at 7:15, because I knew the port would be empty. 
	He was on the end of the concrete dock, his hands in his pockets, pacing back and forth at the water’s edge when I curled into the parking space by the general store. I walked down the hill, the lead-loaded firearm swinging in my pocket, and watched as he stopped and stood rigidly, waiting for me. He faced the road once I got to the end of the dock. I walked up next to him, and we listened to the water lap at the supports underneath for a few minutes. 
	“Beautiful morning,” I said, looking toward the newborn sky ahead. 
	“It is” he replied, quietly, looking down at his feet. 
	“Earl said we’d have some nice skies to look forward to this week. Gotta give the guy credit where it’s due, right?” 
	“I guess so.” 
	We stopped for another few minutes. I shuffled my feet around the concrete, and watched a handful of gulls stabbing into the points of the waves. He didn’t move, short of the thinned hairs on the edges of his balding head. 
	“You know why I’m here,” I said, as the wind carried a push into my padded jacket. 
	“I do,” he said, “and I know why I am too.” 
	The wind settled, leaving the winter chill to float calmly in the air around us. The waves below our feet relaxed. 
	“I want you to know that I’m really sorry this was the way it had to happen,” I told him. 
	“Me too.” 
	He took a deep breath, and the shivers around his shoulders started to slow down. I reached for his arm, his skin as thin as his bones were soft. He nudged backward, limp, when I touched him, and then looked at my eyes with his pale ones. 
	“I don’t want you to be sorry. We only get to choose some of the time. This isn’t one of those times,” he said, and then fell forward into my waist, his arms wrapped around me with all the strength they had. As I hugged him back, I heard a quiet crinkle, then felt his delicate hand slip something in the pocket of my jacket. I didn’t ask, and he didn’t tell. He pulled away and looked up at me, expressionless. 
	“Are you sure you’re ready?” I asked. 
	He nodded and turned back toward the sun, his arms at his sides. The water was silver and glassy. I had never seen it so still. 
	“Thank you,” he said. 
	I shot him once, and it was louder than I thought it would be. The gun was my father’s, and it hadn’t been shot in easily twenty years. I could hear the bang sounding east, deeper off the coast until it mixed with the fog, and thought maybe it came back again. It reminded me a little of the horns that the boats sounded when they came up on the shore. But only a little. 
	Brian fell forward, and I caught him under his arms. It felt like when I used to clean off the cabin roof after a storm, stuffing the bigger twigs under my arm, throwing them loosely off into the forest. I cradled his head as I laid him down, and tied the weights to his chest, legs, and feet like I was supposed to. And then I put him off the edge of the dock. 
	That silvery, glassy water swallowed him. It rippled outward as he gently collapsed into it, breaking the flat surface, and then stopped. Then I watched the birds get 
	That silvery, glassy water swallowed him. It rippled outward as he gently collapsed into it, breaking the flat surface, and then stopped. Then I watched the birds get 
	back to hunting, and what was left of the sunrise, for a few minutes until the water settled again. The icy reflection shooting out to the farthest point on the horizon. Then a breath of wind kicked it up, and I went back to the car. 

	After that day, I never saw a deer again. 





