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a celebration of the conceptual diversity of
Whitman writers when presented with a single
theme. Each quarterlife theme acts as the
proverbial elephant in the room, fragmented
by individual perception: each portion is
ostensibly unconnected but ultimately relevant
to the whole. Every piece illuminates a different
aspect of the theme. In this way, quarterlife
magazine participates in the writing process.
The magazine is not an indifferent vehicle by
which writing is published, but rather is a
dynamic medium for which writing is produced.
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Letter from the EQITOr

We arrive at Whitman for our first year here and move into a
dorm. The carpet is mottled tones to best camouflage stains,
but there are still very definitely marks. The furniture is stan-
dardized. The colors are all specifically chosen not to offend
anyone’s tastes. We unpack our bags and boxes and suddenly
this strange dormitory, with this strange new roommate, is
“home” and as we close our last bureau drawer and press in our
last thumbtack the whirlwind picks up. We are then repeatedly
transplanted from that first moment into new places, into dif-
ferent dorm rooms, into off campus houses and apartments, off
into study abroad or summer internships or jobs. It moves by so
quickly, and we come to hardly recognize where we are, who we
are here with, or even who we ourselves are anymore. Call ita
quarterlife crisis.

Just as David Byrne asks himselfin “Once in a Lifetime,” so we in
our quarterlife ask ourselves “how did I get here?”

Perhaps this issue of quarterlife will help you find a sense

of location; perhaps it will undermine that sense of location.
Perhaps you can clearly see how each piece came to be from the
theme “not my beautiful house” or perhaps you won't be able to
see exactly how an author got to the piece from the theme. But
then, that would be a part of the point.

Welcome to our quarterlife.
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Kari Martin

Dear New Resident of
754 Chestnut Street

@ Dear New Resident of 754 Chestnut Street:;

O) not my beautiful house

On behalf of your new neighbors and our
community, we would likely to welcome

you to Chestnut Street. It is an honor and a
privilege to extend the hand of friendship to
new Block Members. We hope you are settling
in comfortably, and that you find this street as
pleasant and comfortable as we do.

The inhabitants of Chestnut Street traditionally
place a high premium on orderly appearance
and general upkeep of our quarter-mile stretch
of road, as outlined in the preamble of our
Chestnut Street Charter (most recently revised
last month—see attached document). We

take great pride in our tasteful and sensible
presentation, and strive to maintain a collective



aesthetic unity. We are therefore certain that you
will understand why the concerns that follow
must be addressed in a timely fashion.

It has recently come to our attention that your
place of residence fails to comply with several

of the new ordinances adopted by the Chestnut
Street Committee for Quality Control just this
past week, and we would like to outline the
following items of concern. Firstly, the new
decree states that all residences shall display

a WELCOME sign prominently on their front
door as a gesture of invitation and an image

of neighborhood warmth. Residents are free

to choose the size and style of said WELCOME
sign, provided it can be read from the street.
Our Committee has noticed the striking lack of
a WELCOME sign on your front door, and it is
the opinion of the Committee that the absence of
this adornment gives an impression of aloofness
and coldness that is not in accord with the
character of Chestnut Street. We would advise
you to amend this situation as soon as possible
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OO not my beautiful house

for the good of the neighborhood. Secondly,

you have chosen to paint your window shutters
a quite interesting shade of green that, while
bright, is in fact a bit frightening and brash

for the color scheme selected by the Chestnut
Street Committee for Aesthetic Collectivity.

The committee would like to request that a
paler and more “pleasing” tone of green replace
the current lurid shade, in a timely fashion if

at all possible, in an effort to restore a unified
color palette to the neighborhood. Our final
note of alarm is that sudden appearance of a
rare and exotic tree-form on your property,
which presumably was planted there upon your
arrival at your discretion. This unfamiliar tree-
form species, more at home in a wild jungle
environment than on our street, stands in a very
prominent location within plain sight from the
road, and contrasts very sharply with the more
common and tasteful selections of tree or shrub-
forms selected by the other residents of Chestnut
Street. It may have escaped your attention
(which is understandable, given your recent



arrival) that the most popular form of tree on
this block is indeed our namesake, the chestnut
tree, as a token of pride and appreciation for the
neighborhood in which we live. We strongly urge
you to reconsider the placement of the uncouth
and exotic tree-form in front of your home, and
wonder whether you might consider a more
tasteful and common chestnut tree instead?

We feel certain that as soon as these aesthetic
abnormalities at your place of residence can be
corrected, you will feel more at home in this
neighborhood. We hope that you will soon share
in the spirit of unity that guides our mission to
be the most visually pleasing street in the entire
township of Arbourville. Again, best wishes on
behalf of your neighbors, and welcome to the
Chestnut Street community!

Sincerely,
Mrs. Melinda Mathewson, Co-Chair of the
Chestnut Street Committee for Quality Control

aj1j4a11enb

(®



—

Paris White

Clam Shells

I was gasping out sobs for ten minutes, and they
returned after each exhausted pause in
tide patterns. I lay in wait like a baby mollusk
on the moonlit beach gravel, with a shell that
shone translucent by the moon; cracks ran over
@ the pearly fingernail surface like veins, light as
clam skin. The next tide would have killed me,
I'm sure, if not for the moon, which takes pity
on small animals. She paused her orbit for my
ego, washed up on a foreign shore, and stopped
the tides. In one stellar instant, the earth, sun,
stars, and comets froze in tandem, breaking off
with the laws of gravity and Newtonian physics
in an act of mercy. Watching from his palace
of stars, Newton’s ghost wept, witnessing his
inexplicably small fraction of fallibility framed
so clearly for the first time, when earth’s only
lunar satellite hushed science, quieted 2,000
years of observations by Galileo, by Brahe, by

t my beautiful house
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Copernicus, by the other insomniac dreamers
also made of stardust.

She conquered logic for me. The moon wrestled
astronomy, untangled the scientific lexicon until
the words lay straight, stretched out like fishnets,
until she was meant to be nowhere but here. Now
she watched, waiting for my soul to crawl into

a stronger shell, picking out ovular promises
that she saw glinting in the kelp: a new house, a
beautiful house for me. (It isn't yet, but it soon
will be)
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Lauren Beebe

Blindness

H

not my beautiful house
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I am in the bedroom. | am curled, blind—a soft
and terrible mystery inside my mother’s stom-
ach. | am sitting on the bed with her, not know-
ing that | am hearing the sound of her heart
pounding. It hurts me to hear it so loud, but |
will never know. Her fingers turn his pages.
Her eyes sting and she tries to cry because she
knows she should cry now. | do not know to cry.
I am blind. | have always been blind.

She carries me from the room, dresses
herself, and me, with different colors, but | am
always visible. Grandmother doesn’t look at
me. Her eyes plead with the floor, willing me to
shrink away, to disappear, to leave her daughter
virginal and pure and untainted by life. Mother
floats through the house, enormous and invis-
ible like a guest everyone wishes would leave.
Her brother comes home late. My uncle. Chris.



He leaves at night and comes home early in the
morning, his undershirt softly crunching with
dried sweat. His parents hide upstairs in heav-
enly removal, aging angels in the worrying cos-
mos, blissfully stuffing needles and empty bot-
tles under the bed so they may as well not exist.
He breathes so loud when he stumbles through
the door, but they are quiet. Chris’ words are
loud in his journal, and soon my mother will
hear his voice in her head. My grandparents’
quietness swallows their children up where they
cannot be heard. All I can hear is silence and her
heart—the sound keeping us alive.

Chris comes home every afternoon from
AA meetings, dying steadily as they gently
remodel his soul. My body grows bigger inside
my mother while his body shrinks, turning cold
and grey. The black circles on his face frighten
her. | feel her fear and know nothing, nothing.
They stand in the kitchen together late at night,
searching the scratches in the linoleum for a
cure.
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He wishes he could tell her. He wants
to tell her what he writes in his journal. How it
feels so good to be in the middle of the street,
but the truck doesn’t see him. Get out of the
middle of the street you fool can't you see—no
for I'm blind. Blinded by the glare of the center
line, it feels so good to be blind—open your eyes
you fool the truck is coming! The words gather
at the edge of his tongue like fledgling birds,
afraid to jump off, so he shakes his head a little
and mutters to my mother that she's a whore.

Now we lie on the bed together. | float
on her sobs like a rough sea. Mother, get up!
Chris is alone in the kitchen in the night, feeling
the lump in the pocket of his jacket. She cries
and curls into me, holding me. Please get up! |
am wrapped in the darkness of your body and
we are here together and Chris is in the kitchen
taking his life.

I cannot know this. | am blind. Her
parents upstairs are asleep. We lay together in a
blind house. Tomorrow they will open their eyes



and find him, but I will never see it— not any of
it. Their frozen faces look at my mother, teach-

ing her silence, but I carry the noise in her with
me.
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Sean Bradley

Porch

There is a man

who can't sneeze

and despite his attending
church twice a week,

is still going to hell.

not my beautiful house E}
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Jake Maxwell Kinstler

Just a Mining Job

I think I'm turning into stone. | don't
know if it's a normal symptom of this type of
work. | don't know about these sorts of things.
And | can’t stop; | don't know when they’ll be
back. They said | would be contacted. | never
talked to anyone in charge. | used to be in
charge at the bookstore. Before the problem
with Judy.

Simon, Judy had yelled, you spend more
time at that bookstore than at home!

But | have to Judy, | had told her, There’s
so much to do since everyone quit.

Why did they quit, Simon? Judy had asked,
What did you do?

I didn't do anything, | had explained. All
they said was that | acted tyrannical. Can you
believe that Judy? | asked less of them than |
ask of myself.

Simon, we've talked about this, she had
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said. Not everyone is like you.

What does that mean, Judy? | had said. |
need you to be on my side; you're the only one
left.

It was a mining job. Just a mining job.
Very different, but | needed a change. When |
walked in for my interview, men in white and
black uniforms blindfolded me, handcuffed
me and put me in the back of a van. | could
hear some others breathing or asking questions
while the person to my right trembled slightly.
Somebody, | assume it was a man in a white and
black uniform, dug the barrel of his rifle into
my ribs, whispering, Keep your head down or
Keep quiet or Stop acting scared, this is what
you wanted.

There were a lot of us, | think. When they
removed my blindfold, I stood with some other
cowering men (there may have been a woman,
perhaps named Jess or Jessie that | may have
seen or fallen in love with) in a hazy cavern.
More men in white and black uniforms with
large rifles and gas masks stood guarding the



entrances. The ruins of an old barracks hunched
in the corner, trying to act unimportant. They
gave us donuts and told us to sit on our hands. | G
coughed a lot and made a mess.

Come home, Judy had whispered over the
phone. Just come home Simon. We can get you
some help.

But | couldn’t. Not then. | needed to finish
my work.

Please Simon, she had said.

The Mine Operator, a big man with a gas
mask, notebook, a frantically ticking meter,
and a helmet, told us we were drilling a system
of tunnels and gave each of us a number and a
device that drilled and hammered and rattled
and sawed and sputtered and spun and coughed
and screamed. (But I have to Judy, | had told her,
there’s so much to do since everyone quit) For
liability purposes, we had to wear a lot of safety
equipment.

For liability purposes, the Mine Operator
told us on the first day, you need to wear this
vest, these steel goggles over these plastic

(d®) aJI|1814enb
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goggles, this helmet with a headlamp (always
keep spare batteries for it), this paper mask,
these boots, these earmuffs over these earplugs,
and these pants. You can't wear anything else
because it will interfere with the electro-synaptic
impulses of the device.

What about socks, someone asked. But
they took him behind the ravaged barracks and
beat him with a rubber hose. None of us wore
socks.

Number 70051, the Mine Operator
motioned to me after they had given us our new
safety equipment and burned our old clothes.

You can call me Simon, | said.

70051, he continued while handing me a
walkie-talkie, proceed to Meta Tunnel and begin
drilling. You will be contacted.

Drilling was already in progress when
I reached the site. | wandered through hazy
tunnels and dead ends, the device growing
heavy and my new safety equipment chafing
my sensitive places. | picked a spot in the line
20 of drillers next to someone, maybe Jess or Jessie,

Kinstler
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and squeezed the red triggers on both handles
of the device. (Sirmon, Judy had yelled, you spend
more time at that bookstore than at home))
Through the earplugs and earmuffs, | heard
it howl with pleasure. It chewed into the stone
face, spitting rocks back into my steel goggles,
protective vest and bare arms while exhaling
malignant clouds of dust that scorched my face
and burrowed into my lungs. Great drops of oil
rolled down its flanks as the device heaved and
clawed its way deeper into the stone--panting and
growling and occasionally whooping when it
found a soft vein.

When our walkie-talkies finally told us
to return to camp, | leashed and muzzled the
device with exhausted arms before dragging
it back through the labyrinth. (/ didn't do
anything, | had explained, All they said was that
I acted tyrannical) We resembled some infernal
army: our arms crisscrossed with dirty cuts
from the flying stones, safety armor and faces
monochrome with stone dust, hands coated in
blue-black oil, brandishing our devices against
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the clicking and hissing things lurking in the
darker corners of the tunnels.

I had worked well at the bookstore.
Bought the space from a failing antique dealer
and called it Simon’s Books. Judy used to
complain that | always came home covered in
ink, that my skin always felt dry and papery,
that I always spoke too softly. Then she used to
complain that | never came home at all. But |
had work to do. No one I hired ever understood
how to work well.

When we returned to the main cavern,
the men in white and black uniforms chained
us together for our safety and led us to the
barracks. The roof had buckled and collapsed
but the walls seemed stable, if a little warped
from the yellow haze sulking in the cavern’s
upper reaches. Our quarters were long and
narrow, our cots uncomfortable. They told
us to go to bed, poking us with their rifles for
emphasis.

What about showers, someone asked. But
they dragged him over to the putrid latrines and



shot him. None of us took showers.

I didn't sleep well that night. There
were too many people coughing, yelling, and
scheming. Too many memories. | never feel
that anymore. These days my past billows away
with the dust when I drill. Even Jessie is just an
assortment of blue eyes, black hair, a slightly
crooked nose, and maybe some freckles scattered
across my mind like a handful of jigsaw pieces.
(Though I do remember how wide her mouth
opened when she laughed. And how Mark and @
Danny and she and | would play hearts in the
barracks at night.)

The dust and oil settled over time since
I never used my daily water ration to shower,
spreading out and down deep, through my skin
and muscles and bone, at first merging with and
then consuming my body, reforming in all that
heat and pressure into half-dead limbs of stone.
(Come home, Judy had whispered over the phone.
Just come home Simon, we can get you some
help)

I noticed it first in my hands. The last
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three knuckles on my left hand half-dissolved
into pumice and the fingers on my right hand
lengthened into claws of obsidian. Sometimes,
in those early nights, I would hold them in front
of my headlamp, watching the light struggle to
penetrate their depths and not think about Judy,
the bookstore, the surface, my home.

I haven't been contacted in a long time.

I remember | would walk slowly between
the shelves, arms outstretched, fingertips
just brushing the spines of a thousand books.
Sometimes, if | had finished all my work, I could
have spent hours walking through the bookstore
like that.

They were mine.

I caught a glance of my face in someone’s
goggles, not recognizing myself at first because
my cheeks had rippled into some dusty rock that
blended into the dull black granite of my lower
jaw, my mouth full of gold when | smiled.

It was difficult to keep track of days, with every
one identical and landmark events rare. So |
began scarring the walls around my cot with a



spare drill bit. At first | used a simple notation,
but found it tiresome and inefficient. So every
night, as | fell asleep, I devised increasingly
complex notations: bars and loops and slashes
and dots that spiraled around my sleeping nook.

But as | look at it now, it seems like
nonsense. (Justa mining job) | have no idea
how long I've been working. | haven't been
contacted in a long time. | only remember in
flickers anymore, like a dying light.

Faces I'd grown used to slowly and suddenly
disappeared, probably lost to the vastness of the
tunnels or caught unawares by some unholy
skittering thing, and new faces appeared, scared
or confused or determined. (Simon, we've talked
about this, she had said. Not everyone is like you.)
Jess or Jessie may have survived a little longer,
clutching me in the night and whispering in my
ear Simon, What are we doing, or Who are these
people, or How much longer are they going to
keep us down here, or Are you alright, Simon,
you've been so quiet recently. However, the
tunnels must have swallowed her at some point. 25
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She’s not around anymore. If she ever was.

The long row of drillers in Meta Tunnel
dwindled; each new shipment seemed smaller
than the last, each worker terrified and unable
to adapt. By the time | realized my forearms
had hardened into exquisite black marble
flecked with ruby, only a handful of familiar
faces remained, their names and stories hidden
behind the veil of dust and oil draped across my
memory. Our devices were almost feral then,
the tunnel much narrower, the Mine Operator
stressing distance over width, saying Just keep it
about as wide as a truck. The grinding of stone
on stone whenever | moved distracted me.

It keeps spreading, and they haven't contacted
me.

The last batch of new workers came in
a while after Jessie died. During the cave-in.
Mark and Danny and her all died during that
collapse. | tried to cry, but by then an amethyst
film covered my eyes.

Most of those last workers refused to
drill at first. (Why did they quit, Simon? Judy



had asked, What did you do? But when the
men in white and black uniforms shot a few of
them, they lined up with me and drilled just as
fervently as I did. My device died sometime after
that, and they replaced it with a pickax and a
sledgehammer. Something about funds. When
someone next to me in line slipped and bashed
the ridged basalt of my leg, | bled mercury. |
tried to get help but the men in white and black
uniforms said, Get back inside 70051, we don't
want to shoot you, you work very well. (I asked
less of them than | asked of myself) And | did.

On my last day of work in the bookstore
(after Judy left but before I sold it), | brought
a can of gas and some matches. | couldn't
imagine anyone else sitting behind the counter
or walking between the shelves at night. But I
couldn't do it. I don't give up.

I realized all the other workers had died.
The Mine Operator and the men in white and
black uniforms had left, the central cave had
mostly collapsed, the entrances were filled with
rubble. (Jessie had bunked below me, Danny and 27
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Mark closer to the door) Nonsense scribbled
on the wall around my cot. Just a mining job.
Everything used to be so clear. (Are you alright,
Simon, you've been so quiet recently? They're
not going to contact me. I'm never hungry
anymore.
I tried to find Jessie or Judy or someone,
but only found more unfinished tunnels.
They'll be coming back soon to check my
work; I've made a lot of progress. (Please Simon,
she had said.) My tools broke, but it's all right;
my hands work well enough these days.



Madeline Jacobson

| avender Room

I see the nurses brought lavender, a feeble attempt to
remind you

Of the comforts of home that have been stripped away

Along with the treasured splash-of-color mementos
you clung to

Until you moved to this sterile room of dull gray

Complete with closed blinds for the contemplation

Of the number of breaths you have left to draw

With the oxygen bottles that, to your frustration,

Reveal what you believe is a shameful flaw

There’s silence stretching the room

Mixing with the stale air and growing heavy

I choke on the overpowering cherry blossom perfume

Of the well-intentioned nurse, here to offer up tea

I drink it and try to ignore the scent

Of the lavender plant, dying and bent.
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Anonymous

To: James. From: James

How strange it is to me that my best friend from
primary school, a boy with whom | spent nearly
every weekend and school day with, is dead.

@ He’s dead. And we two had the same name:
James.

A name my father had passed down from his,
and a name James’ father and mother christened
him with to honor some unknown beholder.

Maybe my grandfather and James were named
after James the Just or James the Less of biblical
fame. Maybe not, maybe they were named after
James VI, King of Scots, son of Mary, Queen of
Scots, and the guy who went on to become King
of England and Ireland too as James I, who was
in fact his great-great-grandfather.

t my beautiful house
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But wouldn’t James’ non-noble kin and mine
think it shitty that they weren't remembered but
their leader was? Truth be told: probably not.

And really, maybe my grandfather and James
were simply named, and James, as a name, would
do.

And maybe we could look to Hebrew, where it
means, “One who supplants.” Or back to the New
Testament when James was the brother of Jesus.
Jesus had a brother?

Maybe.
Maybe, he was James.

I think Juliet Capulet had it right, or maybe
it was Bill Shakespeare, when he or she asked,
“What's in a name?”

You know,

some people forget their names after being hit

b
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too hard on the head.
Does that help us remember how unimportant
they are?

Maybe,

but I tell you what,
every time | hear my name,
I hear James’ too.

And sometimes | think about how fucking
dead he happens to be, lying in the ground
somewhere.

And sometimes | think about his father, Peter,
cringing at the stinging word, “suicide.”

And sometimes we forget, that all that can be in
a name.

So what else lies in a name?
A signature?
A statement?



X

An identity?

A history?

A baby being named?

A naming ceremony?

The sound of the universe when you were born?
A nickname?

A namesake?

“Who cares? We don't have time!”

But maybe we do and maybe we should reflect
upon our names and think about our aliases and
remember people we share them with:

James Morten, James Doe, James Brown, James
Doe, Jamie Lee Curtis, James Doe, Jim Morrison,
James Doe, Jimmy Carter, James Doe, Jimmy
Neutron, James Doe, Jamie Foxx, James Doe,
James Madison, James Doe, James Bond, James
Doe, Jimi Hendrix, James Doe, Willam James,
James Doe, Jesse James, James Doe,
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and maybe we should recall that each of these
James is the star of his or her own life, and we
need to remember how generically different and
essentially extraordinary each star shines.

And shines on, even after having died in the sky.
These are not our beautiful names.
This is not your beautiful name.

This is just fading ink and echoing sound.
Even carved in stone, your hame’s impression
and alphabet will crumble.

Even cut out of steel, your name’s letters will
rust into smithereens.

And that is okay. Just try your best and
remember that for that you will be sorely
missed.



John Henry Heckendorn

We Used to Smoke
Bananas

She doesn't have a beautiful house because
she lives in a freshman dorm with brown
carpet and concrete walls that should have
been covered. The inmates two years previous
decided that the uncovered stucco expressed
so titillating a nakedness that they'd petitioned
for and subsequently ensured that the walls of
her particular section would remain eternally
underdressed.

So it's rather easy to see why she couldn't
really call it a beautiful house. Things like the
local breed of foot fungus that made its happy
homestead on the tile floors of the corner
bathroom, while admittedly tending to grow on
one after a while, could never really be classified
as beautiful.

And yet here she was, in a room full
of friendly looking hippies and enthusiastic
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prospective students from towns in Alaska
(that clearly were not to be confused with other,
nearby towns in Alaska) having to unearth
some kind of profound creation from under
the piles of still-left-to-be-done homework
assignments and potential games of beer pong
that lay strewn across the pull out couch of her
mind. What the fuck kind of prompt is “not my
beautiful house” anyway?

And then, as this thought derailed the
wayward progress her pen was making down
the page, she thought about a really beautiful
house. The one she wasn't living in.

A really fucking beautiful house, with
white wooden walls and a big tree house in the
back. A tree house that had been the scene of
more than one misguided make out session, and
she wasn't quite sure but probably still contained
the remainders of that unfortunate occasion
when they'd finally decided to find out whether
smoking banana peels really could get you high.

And as she thinks about this, she painfully
remembers that dorm rooms aren’t tree houses,



and in college they don’'t even smoke banana

peels because the stuff in college is real, and real
means five dollar posters from Wal-Mart that

don't do a very good job of hiding the long rip in

the foam board on the wall. @

Real means extended discussion sessions on
rape and how drunken sex equals bad shit going
down, and watch out because this is college and
this shit is real and we have pink pieces of paper
and power point slides to prove it.

Bitch.

And as she sits there amongst the aspiring
writers, Reeses Puff ® fetishists, Alaskans, and so
forth, a little tear forms in the corner of her eye,
and there’s a Noah's Ark kind of feeling in the
back of her nose, and honestly, she can't believe
herself.

She can't believe herself because a B on an
Econ test really isn't that bad, and he wasn't even
funny to begin with, and she doesn’'t even have
her period. Besides, there're probably starving
people in one of those coastal countries in Africa
that she should probably be going to a club
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meeting about. And even as she’s thinking the
tears start to come and come, and she’s sitting
there fighting the urge to sniff because then
she’ll give it away. But no one sees because,
seriously, “eats; shoots; and leaves” is just so
fucking stimulating!

Later on she’ll have a beer and maybe help
throw a left over pumpkin at some townies from
the top floor window of a frat house, and it'll
be a big-ass pumpkin and she’ll feel better, but
there will still be that little glob of snot on the
corner of the page that she left on the floor of
the Writing House living room.



Olivia Jones

My Brother’s Eyes

Atree in a pool of its own leaves made me pause today.

The intense yellow against such a saturated green
was just

Stunning.

I wanted to capture it but the composition wasn't
any good. @

He was always good with composition.

My almost twin.

This scene wouldn't have caught his eye, though.

I wonder

Would he even notice the leaves on the grass?

I wonder

When did he find out he was different?

I remember when they told me

They said my brain just didn't work like other people’s.
They told me there were pills for that.

Is the brain really that comparable?

The doctor told me the pills wouldn't change 39
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me, they would only fix my brain,

¢ But isn't that where ‘I’ exists?
8 Up there in a jumble of synapses and neurons.
In Core we read philosophers who devoted books
to the question
As far as | can tell, hundreds of years later and
still nobody has a good answer.
It was a while before | stopped taking the pills
I am what | make of myself
And that was that
I wonder
If they made pills for your eyes, would he take them?
Probably.
Nobody thinks the soul resides in your eyeballs
8 Except me
2 Justalittle bit.
2
2 Ithink ‘I’ is inextricably linked to what | see
2. Maybe he thinks so too
§ Maybe when they told him his eyes were
c

different he heard them say
40 He was different.



I know if he were here I'd point that tree out to him
I'd reverently whisper something like,

“Look at those colors.”

He might smile

Halfway

He never says anything, but

I always remember too late.

Maybe he understands

‘I' cannot help but be shaped by what | see.

My eyes are just inundated with color

Everywhere.

Highly saturated color

Like syrup oozing across my breakfast plate @

The contrast of trees after the rain

When branches are the black of unreflective pools

And leaves a shade of chartreuse so bright it
makes my chest

Ache.

| could drown in colors
Sometimes
| wish he could too.
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Melissa Rhodes

Dish Sale

Mrs. Edwin, her pale arm extended from the
back of the crowd as though to bid on the hollyhock
cup and saucer, withered quickly away. Her
withering was quiet, yet not the sort of painful
unraveling one expects of a woman past fifty.

It was rather a sudden consumption, perhaps
beginning with a flame on the tip of her index
finger and extending down to her ankles. There,
on Mrs. Edwin’s patch of linoleum remained a
thin tower of dust, brilliant and fresh. Turning

to her left, Mrs. Norberry screamed, then Mrs.
Clay, and soon all the wives were fussing, shuffling
about, swinging full skirts round and knocking each
other with their child-broadened hips. The dish
salesman beamed and, imagining the women
were simply overwhelmed by thoughts of holi-
day entertaining, raised his banana boat high
and bellowed. No one listened. Mrs. Webb, a
42 mess of tears and red hair, was crumpled on
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the floor near her sister’s remains. Old Mrs.
Prewitt and young Mrs. Howard wailed, spreading
mucus all over each other’s sweaters, and Mrs.
Flannigan, who hadn't wanted to come to the
dish sale at all, collapsed in her seat. One by one,
the women raised their fingers to their faces, and
one by one, the dishes fell; slipped, unnoticed
from soft hands. Each tiny item made a small
clink and then shatter, the shards spilling as tiny
white starbursts. “Going once, going twice... Going
once, going twice,” boomed the salesman, the
unwitting circus-master.
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Rachel Hahn

on aging
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she looks at me,

spindly limbs extending,

folding,

halffilling spaces that I can only guess were once
bursting, bubbling, alive.

I do not know her.
I am not afraid of old people anymore.

their eyes do not their ears do not

their skin does not scare me,

their bones, worn bare and unearthed and honest
do not scare me their limbs do not scare me
their mouths do not scare me.

when her eyes find mine
earths are round, skies are blue, and



what scares me instead is the uprooting,
the violent push of separation,

the floating

the silence.

“are you her?”

what scares me is the slipping of frames,
the rivers that push cracks into bodies
the places between beginning and ending
the places without mirrors or mistakes.

what scares me is the not forgetting but unknowing,

and that I might not have a face

and the sounds that are not sounds when no one
hears them.

what scares me is the waking to find that
nothing

is

as it was
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are you her?
Yes, yes,

1 am her.
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