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Tara Isabel Zambrano 

 

Another Monday 

 

 
There's no such thing  

as a happy Monday  

even when you  

invite me for lunch in Four Seasons,  

beckon the rain, order champagne  

with a side of caramelized delight  

 

which reminds me  

of my Wall Street Journal-eyed father,  

a Colonel who taught me to imagine a  

fresh draft of air  

up my lungs if I'm ever  

caught in a fire as he was obsessed 

with survival tactics,  

since then 

 

I have been using silence as an exit,  

and know that even a cool, blue 

sky burns all day, 

memory lifts like heat 

as you play with a room card key,  

and hope I bookmark your needs– 

 

agree to live-in,  

take out the trash on Wednesdays,  

fill in your diabetes prescriptions  

while time slips  

like water from the slanted roofs  

and we chew  
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on garlic roasted chicken, 

 

knowing there’s nothing to mark this day,  

no birds taking flight in this airless afternoon.  

It is humid this late in September–  

branches of a bald cypress 

heavy with leaves dripping 

 

nothing but history. 

 

I Don’t Want to Know plays in the background 

settling the bubbles in our flutes. 

I pause to hand-wipe and smile 

because it’s clear you won't give up:  

you'll keep coming back 

 

like Mondays do. 
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Lorrie Ness 

 

Collected Evidence 

 

 
Exhibit A 

 

Fourth grade vocabulary test prompt:  

Use the word fool in two complete sentences. 

 

She looks like a fool when she wears that hat. 

I hope that fool falls down the stairs. 

 

Class, what does it say about the person  

who uses the word fool as an insult rather than a joke? 

 

I’m returning your tests face down.  

One among you needs to reflect. You know who you are.  

 

Exhibit B 

 

In religion class I told the teacher how dad shouts 

my first and last name when he’s angry, 

 

that’s how I know Jesus’s last name is Christ 

and God’s last name is Damnit.  

 

I asked her why Jesus had a different name from his dad 

and if Mary and Joseph are also Christs. 

 

Exhibit C 

 

I once glanced at the laundry facility sign on the door by the gym 

and thought it read Lucifer. 
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Routinely saw images of the Satan materialize 

on bumpy popcorn ceilings and the woodgrain on paneled walls. 

 

Exhibit D 

 

In the rectory Father handed chocolates to the little boys, 

passed me by without a second look. 
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Rochelle Jewel Shapiro 

 

You/Me 

 

 
The pour of the dark 

roast into the coffee mug 

with your photo on it, the heat 

it brings to my lips. 

     Table for two, 

                      set for one. 

 

Through the window, pine trees hold armfuls 

of winter, the winter of you not with me. The pane 

reflects my face like a ghostly selfie I can’t send you, 

the you 

who will return, not you, 

the you 

who will roll in on a walker, 

              rollator, 

it’s called, which you keep calling 

               Roto-Rooter, 

when you phone from the Home to ask me 

to order soap when you mean lotion. 

 

Spring, in the medieval garden, 

amid oxeyes and yarrow and unfurling ferns, 

our laughter when a monarch landed 

on your bold nose. 

 

I live between the honk of geese, their shadows fleeing, 

between shuddering pixels of night, 

your wedding ring. 
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Sixty years ago, in summer, 

you, a strapping seventeen, me, fourteen, 

me 

               on tiptoe 

when I kissed you. 

 

Will you still be my lover? 

The pines, their armfuls of winter. 
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Annabella Farmer 

 

Dodge City 

 

 
By the time Jackie Juarez steps out onto the porch for a smoke, lightning will 

have struck the big oak tree in the Tennessee Andersons’ backyard.  

When the tree gets struck by lightning, it’ll damn near Kool-Aid Man the 

Andersons’ screen porch. When the tree falls, Mr. Anderson will shout Holy! 

and Mrs. Anderson will shout Holy! and Mr. and Mrs. Anderson will run 

outside to take a look at the damage. Mercifully, it won’t  have flattened little 

Mikey Anderson playing Ben Franklin with his kite. Mrs. Anderson will thank 

her saints and angels for the preservation of little Mikey and bundle him 

inside. It is at this moment that she will recall the tree that overhangs the 

garage that belongs to her cousin in Dodge City. 

You know that tree over Bob’s garage?  

I sure do, hon. 

It gets awful windy over there this time of year. 

It sure does, hon. 

It would be a shame if that tree fell down on his garage. 

It sure would, hon. 

So she’ll call her cousin in Dodge City and tell him what’s happened—You 

might wanna take that tree down, Bob. Bob will think about the brand new 

SUV parked in the garage.  

Now, that tree must be sixty feet if it’s an inch, and Bob is no lumberjack. 

He doesn’t know shit about undercuts, back-cuts, wedging. He’ll just take the 

chainsaw and go at it. He’ll make the back-cut with his back to his own 

garage. The tree will fall. Not on the garage. Not on the brand new SUV. Not 

on Bob—but on his next door neighbor Jackie’s porch, onto which Jackie will 

just have stepped for a smoke. 
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Robert Kaye 

 

Adapting to the Urban Environment 

 

 
I pulled down the folding attic ladder to investigate the scraping sounds and 

came face to face with a full-grown raccoon. Its yellowed teeth looked a 

couple inches long, articulated fingers poised on the sill. Its unwavering gaze 

made me think it was about to take this opportunity to have a few words with 

the downstairs tenants about the racket. I shut the folding ladder as quickly 

as possible, careful not to let it slam and stood there for a while trying to 

quiet my terror.  

Rachel insisted I call a humane pest control outfit. They sent Leonard a 

few days later while Rachel and Wendy were out of the house, just in case. 

Leonard was ferret thin, ancient, and wore a mud-colored hat that looked like 

it never left his head. I waited in the backyard hoping experience counted for 

something. Leonard joined me a short while later.  

“Is he gone?” I asked. 

“She,” Leonard said. “Mom’s got three kits up there. She’s too smart for 

traps. I got a recommendation, but you ain’t gonna like it.” 

“I can’t sleep with them up there,” I said. “Is it true their scat carries 

parasites that eat your insides?” 

“Been on Google, huh?” Leonard said. “Baylisascaris procyonis. Raccoon 

roundworm. But they don’t crap where they sleep. That’s sort of the point.” 

“Explain,” I said.  

“I recommend you let’m stay.” 

“You can’t be serious.” 

“Look, I get it,” Leonard said. “But mom and I have history. The Johnsons 

over on 92nd called me a couple years ago and I put out the traps. She foxed 

every one of them. We escalated to harassment and she moved her den, then 

came in through a pet door and destroyed the kitchen and scratched the hell 

out of their very expensive oak dining table. They still don’t use their garden 

because she goes out of her way to make it a latrine site.” 

“Racoon roundworm?” 
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“Exactly. The Muldoons a couple blocks over called one of my 

competitors. He got one of the kits. Their Pomeranian’s belly got sliced open 

one night when they let her out to pee. They still get their trash cans tossed 

once a month.”  

I revisited my vivid recurring dream of a raccoon eating my face. “So, 

what,” I said, “Mom’s some kind of super villain mob boss?”  

“The standard raccoon is about as smart as a monkey,” Leonard said. 

“They excel at adapting to urban environments. And this is not your standard 

raccoon.” 

“This is nuts,” I said. “Can’t you use tranquilizer darts or something?” 

“She’ll hear it coming. She’ll move dens after the kits are weaned in three 

to six months. A year tops. She’s too smart to damage your house. All I’m 

saying is, go to war and you’d best be prepared for some pain. Your choice.” 

I thought of our huge, stupid cat Anastasia, beloved by our toddler 

Wendy. I thought of Wendy. Neither was sufficiently different from a 

Pomeranian for me to take a risk.  

“I just want to sleep at night,” I said. 

“Tried ear plugs?” Leonard asked.  

I told him I’d consider my options and get back to him. I went to the 

hardware store to get a recommendation for an inhumane pest control 

provider and ran into our neighbor Landis buying bungee cords.  

“I’m sick of the damn raccoon tossing my recycling,” he said. “I got a locking 

can, but he opens it anyway. Does that happen to you?” 

“Not yet,” I said, thinking it unwise to tell him that the super villain 

raccoon was homeschooling the next generation in my attic.  

“I hired a guy,” Landis said.  

“Is his name Leonard?” I asked.  

“No,” Landis said. “Is this Leonard any good?” 

“I’m not sure,” I said. “But let me know what happens.”  

Landis’s guy did not catch any raccoons. Landis’s cat’s head turned up on 

the mat outside his French doors, posed as if looking inside. It traumatized 

the shit out of his kids. Coyotes, Landis told them. 

Sometimes, watching TV in the evenings, something moves in the attic. 

Anastasia, our stupid cat, who is a little deaf, looks up and so do I. Rachel and 

Wendy don’t seem to notice anymore. Our recycling remains untouched, 
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kitchen unsacked. When Christmas comes we buy new ornaments rather than 

going up into the attic. The old ones are probably worn out anyway.  
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Tara Labovich 

 

The Question of Color 

 

 
Imagine the world in different proportions: 

Burnt toast just out of reach above her head, fingers grabbing onto the 

rough edge of the counter, only to slip. Blackberry jam, spread across the 

upper lip. The fan clicking — clack....clack...clackclack — in an insufficient 

attempt to cool down the already summerwarmed kitchen. And mother’s leg 

— jean clad and ever toned — perfect for clinging and for climbing. This is 

the world. The whole world. 

Tug on the seam of her stiff launderedlavender jeans. But she’s far off. 

Staring at the postcard she keeps taped above the toaster.  

Greetings from Corsica! yelled in yellow on a blue sky background. Cliffs 

taped down on all four sides to the tile. The scene would almost be pretty in 

that movie type of way, if it weren’t for the smoke stains and the crinkling of 

age. 

“Hm? Here.”  

Mother hands over the second piece of cold toast, takes an empty bite 

out of the first.  

 To Z, there’s always a question. There is a query in every moment, a 

splitting of paths at every opportunity, a dot dot dot where there should be 

the ringing tone of final punctuation. Always the wondering of if, then — 

even if the wondering itself is not action, is nothing more than the brush of 

the question. But color — color has no question. Color is only the resounding 

punctuation of an answer.  

This is the first thing Z paints: Blue so light it almost whispers purple. 

White cliffs transformed beneath the rainbow of a mother’s gaze. The gaze, 

set anywhere but on her.  
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Librarian Nervous Breakdown 
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Dead End 
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For Personal Reasons 
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Petals 
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Sentence Repair 
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J.I. Kleinberg 

 

Fear 
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J.I. Kleinberg 

 

Lance 
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J.I. Kleinberg 

 

Our Map 
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Michael Noonan 

 

Two Statues Shake Hands With Each Other 
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Michael Noonan 

 

Whitby 
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Steven Tutino 

 

Black and White1 

  

 
1 Previously published in La Piccioleta Barca 
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Katherine Prihoda 

 

Untitled 
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Japanese Birch | Trudy and Me 
 

This is your grave, this mounded disk of sodden mulch, this brown battered 

planet where grief orbits in perpetuity. 

 

If you listen carefully the way some who have been here long before us 

listened you could still hear the hacking gas-powered equipment off in the 

lurching hills. 

 

When you first arrived and we planted you I thought you would never be 

anything, though I was mistaken. 

 

I graciously accepted you, Trudy’s gift, thin as a piece of string, six inches 

long; on one end of you a few wiry roots straggling out, looking a bit like 

singed electrical wires; on the other end a couple of tiny brown diamond 

shapes – your leaves. 

 

You were in a narrow plastic bag, humid, with you inside. I stuffed you into a 

small hole I dug with a child’s shovel. I watered you a couple of times with a 
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coffee cup and then forgot about you until those occasional afternoons when 

I’d nearly mow you over. You were so small, unobtrusive. For years a man and 

woman walking their dog would pass you by without notice. 

 

Years passed and it became clear I had underestimated you, Twiglet. Thirty 

years hence and you had grown to eighty feet, pure white, your bright, heart-

shaped leaves quaking in the summer sun, and the man and the woman, their 

dog long gone, would stop and marvel at you. 

 

Then with silent invisibility, bronze birch borers sprawled all over you, drilling 

you full of holes from April to June. You had travelled so far. Watching you 

glitter in the afternoon sun of a summer day had become one of the great 

glories of my life, but eventually, like all of us, you confronted something 

much larger and more deadly than you, and though enormous pieces of you 

crashed through your frail skeleton you still stood as tall as you were capable, 

until men arrived to lower you to a stump. The rest of you pulverized to dust. 
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Old Apple Tree | The Richardsons 
 

The apple tree that stood beside you for all those years does not speak the 

same language as you and so could not tell you about the aching in its 

knuckled arms or why one summer it would be so buckled with delectable 

apples that many of the branches touched the earth. And yet the next 

summer there would be nothing, not a single apple, just leaves concealing 

arthritic arms. 

 

August 1991, Hurricane Bob pulled the apple tree out by its roots. and 

slammed it onto its side, a pile of skeletons crawling all over one another. I 

was not prepared for the departure of the apple tree simply because the wind 

had lost its temper. 

 

So I responded by losing my temper. 

 

I tied one end of a heavy guy-line to the back bumper of my car, and the 

other end mid-way up the apple tree’s trunk. I revved the engine and pulled 

the unwilling tree it to its feet – it would have been content to just lie there. 
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Many of us know that feeling. I left one end of the line attached to the tree 

and secured the other end to a heavy stake that I drove deep into the ground.  

Tough love. Forcing the apple tree to face the wind again.  

 

And unnoticeably, slowly, it pushed its exposed roots, those lovely, 

subterranean lungs, back into the blackness of the underground, out of the 

mercilessness wind. 

 

That rugged tree was planted many years before our arrival, and now the 

people who planted it, and live inside its bent and knotted body, are joyous. I 

can hear their laughter, and I am proud that I refused to let it lie helpless, 

ripped from its own earth. 

 

Twenty years have passed since Hurricane Bob, and the apple tree is erect 

and vigorous 

though its scrabbled feet, jutting just above the surface of the ground, are a 

reminder of a wild 

and formative couple of days during which its scrawny legs were pulled out 

from under it and it was slammed to the ground, a brittle old man doing all 

he could just to remain upright. 
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Flowering Plum | Chuck 
 

I walked with the Arborist, the Tree Warden, my brother Chuck, on the dawn 

of his wedding day, the first day of his belief in forever. While others were lost 

in the approaching solstice, and in tending to their backyard gardens, we 

searched the nursery for a “wedding tree,” a gift from Chuck to me, his 

unlikely “best man,” a sentiment borne of my conviction in my unworthiness. 

 

We walked through rows and rows of trees, me ignorant and Chuck a man 

who spoke so rarely it was practically never. But now, in among his own kind, 

he spoke to each tree by name, speaking reverently, knowledgably, about 

how each species might fare in wetlands or dry earth, cold weather or hot. 

And soon he spoke to me.   

 

“A flowering plum would be nice,” he said, describing its purple splendor, its 

heartiness, its tendency to grow quickly, and I stood in warming morning sun 

and imagined the flowering plum in full bloom, the early spring breeze 

washing over its new buds, a precursor of hotter days and the earth growing 

up around us. 



 34 

 

Chuck warned me about insects, and spoke their names – plum cuculio, 

Japanese beetle, bronze birch borers, plum aphids, and rust mites. He told me 

how to spot them and what to do if I did. The flowering plum we chose came 

with a quiet prayer in its branches; the supplication would minister to it, and 

hence to us, through many years of disruptions and blunders. 

 

We drove the tree to its new home – my house. We assessed the yard, 

considering where such refined purple flowers, laden with significance, might 

flourish under a sun that was always blistering, though never on this tree, at 

this time, in this place, until today. 

 

We placed the plum tree between the apple tree and the Rose of Sharon 

Sandy gifted us from her orchard. 

 

Chuck handed me the shovel and explained to me how to dig, how wide and 

deep the hole should be. And I dug, weak and breathing hard, still not quite 

used to having become an old man, proud to be instructed by Chuck the Tree 

Warden, the Master of Trees, the tamer of Druids. 

 

Soon enough the plum tree bloomed, and on each branch there appeared 

long strings of tiny nosegays that gradually become soft-sculpted purple 

leaves. Our children grew. Our animals passed on. We became older as years 

blurred; every spring the flowering plum gave us its vestmental blossoms, 

until one spring birthed tragedy.  

 

Only two branches presented us with flowers on an otherwise brittle, stripped 

tree with a brickly winter body. 

 

Frightened and unsure, I cut the tree all the way back to just those two 

branches. I panicked trying to picture Chuck cropping and shearing – but how 

much was to too little? How much was too much? 

 

I ended up creating a naked, bony, asymmetrical, twisted, flat-topped, 

chopped,  



 35 

mangled tree half its normal size, a handful of buds at most, and a feeling like 

the one I had 

when I planted you, you emaciated little birch rag – which is to say I was 

hopeless again. 

 

But the years travelled soundless and indistinguishable and the plum tree did 

not die, but grew into a gorgeous Japanese Flowering Plum. 

 

Eventually, the flowering plum became an actual tree again, a tree whose 

upper branches seemed to invite the bittersweet that crawled up through 

Sandy’s Rose of Sharon, to join the plum branches way up top. And as if it 

had eyes, the bittersweet found the Rose of Sharon, and they held each other 

tangled forever just as we are all wont to do. 

 

And the twisting and tangling of branches, rich with flowers, became a 

magnificent, fragrant portico, a glorious mixing of Rose of Sharon, wild 

raspberries, bittersweet, and flowering plum, wound and knotted, an 

enchanting hybrid arch under which we had to pass to get to the path that 

led to the pond. 
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Rose of Sharon | Sandy  
 

Sandy, contained by Rose of Sharon, cannot tell you where the first one came 

from. Now they resemble a dream of Rose of Sharon encroaching on 

everything, everyone inhaling deeply, and wondering at the rain of petals that 

falls from each tree in a perfect circle. 

 

Sandy, planting and planting, could not tell you when she discovered that you 

can let them grow into a stout bush or that you might prune them until you 

have convinced them into the shape of a tree. And what a surprise when she 
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witnessed most of the rest of the landscape rusting and dying away, and her 

Rose of Sharon continued giving directly into the cold. Sandy had no idea 

how quickly they multiplied until she realized she had one hundred and 

eighty plants. She had never really looked at one up close, preferring to take 

in their whole beauty at once. But now she did look closely. Their beauty in 

proximity prompting additional planting. 

 

When she discovered that they came alive from cuttings, she began sharing 

her Rose of Sharon all over Connecticut – East Hartford, South Windsor, 

Glastonbury, Coventry, Wethersfield, Rocky Hill, Eagleville, Granby – her clonal 

colony, Sandy’s statewide Pando. She thrives in the silence and slowness of 

growing, that benediction, that covenant between ground and plant of which 

we have no memory until the plant has grown because the earth has allowed 

it. And even then there is no real memory of its having occurred.  

 

Five are mine, gifts from the woman who raised me as one would a child, 

straight into old age, and the Rose of Sharon would, if it could, wonder like 

us: “Who comes after?” 
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Hydrangea | Anita DeMascellis DeCorleto (Gramma Far-Away) 
 

I keep thinking imprudently that these plants belong to me and are not 

simply on loan. What arrogance this lack of consideration for their 

transcendent kindness and beauty. They grow up and out and I cannot 

reciprocate in any natural way. I stand before them offering a humble  prayer 

of solitude, fulfilling the need we have to be acknowledged even if it’s only 

once a millennium.  

 

Gramma Far-Away’s backyard, enclosed by massive Red Pines, ignored the 

sun, refused to accept it. It was dark and noiseless though I admit the 

perpetual shade was welcomed on burning-hot July days. There was no lawn 

– just a large square of spongy pine needles, withered brown pick-up-sticks, 

slippery as ice on a wet day. 

 

Gramma Far-Away handed my mother some hydrangea cuttings and I recall 

sharing the backseat with a sopping-wet shopping bag. The roots of the 

hydrangea had soaked through the bottom of the bag and reminded me of a 

black and muddy spider trying to escape, and I was frightened. 
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My father planted the hydrangea back against the short anchor fence in our 

yard, the dividing line between the part of the yard he manicured and the 

part of the yard he let run wild. 

 

Soon enough the hydrangea bloomed with massive white mop-heads, and 

for years it grew taller and wider, and spread well beyond the small spot my 

mother had allocated for it until it devoured my mother’s patience. 

 

She said, “Johnnie you have got to take that hydrangea to your house. Please! 

Get it the hell out of here! At least out there it will have room to grow. It’s 

taking over my yard.” 

 

While she was screaming about the fortune of the hydrangea my father was 

already at the huge plant with a shovel and a pitchfork, and that afternoon we 

transported most of it to our house. We had moved to the country twenty-

five miles away, a place many referred to as “way out there.” 

 

We chose to complete our row of family foliage with the hydrangea. Next to 

the hydrangea would be Sandy’s Rose of Sharon, a blue one, beside which 

stood the flowering plum with its blossoms – white, dark red, pure purple. The 

Richardson’s ancient apple tree was next, holding with its bent fingers 

disfigured but delicious apples. The row of familial plantings would end with 

you, Japanese Birch, fifteen feet from the road and eighty feet of white bark 

and trembling leaves. Impossible for anyone to miss you. 

 

Gramma Far-Away’s hydrangea has for many years been invaded by 

bittersweet, rogue maple saplings, multi-flora roses, and wild raspberries 

delicious if you get to them before the birds. 

 

Gramma Far-Away, Anita DeMascellis DeCorleto, born in Italy in 1870. A 

legacy continuing in tears real, imagined, and some long, long ago cried out. 
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Japanese Birch | The Felling | Coward  
 

I love to sit at my desk and stare out the window to the northeast, up and 

over the vein of thick fog that the river gives birth to every morning, allowing 

me to follow the run of the river as far as I can see in both directions. If 

someone curious wanted to know what it is I do here from pre-dawn to 

daylight, they might guess daydreaming. 

 

But late April is too hectic with so much arriving all at once. Daydreaming is 

foolish reverie – the polyphony of birds, the whirr and whine of insects, 
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blossoms of every sort and color, frogs, meepy and beepy, clattering and 

deep, peepy and croaky. 

 

No, this is the posture of a man waiting. I will study birdsong, the shock of 

insects, the blossoms’ coup of the entire landscape; I will commit to memory 

frog vocabulary and wait, sometimes impatiently, for a salvageable line. 

 

I survey the yard’s borderline, considering the chameleon hydrangea able to 

change color without a stir, the Rose of Sharon who long after winter has 

begun blowing out its lights 

and browbeating the landscape, continues to bloom with ferocity into 

winter’s icy and derisive face. I reflect on the suicidal flowering plum whom I 

coaxed back to life. I am bewildered by the apple tree knocked down, 

dragged-out, yanked back up, shoved back into the ground and forced 

upright with a rope and a stake so it might start its life over again, which it 

has done. 

 

And then there you are making every single day scintillate and dazzle in your 

formal-wear, white and black, towering powerfully into the sky. For thirty 

years you were my dependable friend lighting summer days with your gentle 

fire. But one day in late May, Chuck said to me, “There is something wrong 

with your birch. It looks like borers got to it.” 

 

How could I not have noticed your leaflessness, your sickliness, your branches 

snapping off light as bird bones to scatter on the ground. 

 

You had died. 

 

I stood for a moment on the spot where the past and the present collided, 

standing in the riptide of a knowledge that had to be reckoned with. I 

thought about planting you thirty years past, string-thin and drooping and 

where you still remained though you had gone now, a wasted mammoth, 

your bones scooped out and snapping off, your aspect gray and fading, and I 

wondered yet again, why does perfect love render me weak? 
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Soon the man with the clipboard came, walking around and around you, 

taking notes and  

mumbling like a brain surgeon or some Shaman who would mystically bring 

you back to life. 

 

I disliked him. 

 

He told me what it would cost to make you vanish, chipped memories carted 

away. Then “his boys” began arriving. They parked their chipper where they 

could easily get to you. 

 

They laid out their gear on the wispy green grass beneath you – chainsaws, 

pole saws, pruning shears, long-reach tree pruners, pruning saws, bow saws, 

chopping axes, two-man crosscut saws, and more. Each carried a small blue 

cooler – their lunch I imagine – and they walked with their necks bent, staring 

at you. Impassively considering your second death. 

 

Before the wrath of the first chainsaw shrieked I was in my car and driving 

away. I drove to Coventry Lake and stared across the sky reflected in the 

water. 

 

I drove to Eagleville Pond and looked deeply into the waterfall. Imagined 

myself beneath it. 

  

Then I called home. “Are they done?” 

 

“No. Not yet,” you said. 

 

I drove down to the Willimantic River marveling at the heavy current 

wrapping around massive tree limbs, torn off and buried in the river bottom. 

 

I drove to the Skungamaug River and took in its lazy drift, the occasional leaf 

coasting by. 

 

I called again. “They done?” 
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“Almost, I think,” you said. 

 

I drove to the little pond next to the Mansfield Minimum Security Prison 

where there were 27 geese. They played at what looked like love, rubbing 

against each other, or else flapped their wings and squared off in a dance of 

dominance. 

 

And I called again. “They done?” 

 

“Yes,” you said, “They’re leaving now.” 

 

I drove home having once again abandoned something I loved deeply. The 

shameless act of the pathetic, the jazz of a man afraid to feel pain.   

 

Sunset draped the horizon and sank. I turned to look at you directly and 

besides the bump of brown mulch where you had stood, I saw only a vast, 

empty sky, and branches of the imagination on which were hung memory 

after memory, good ones and bad, bright moments from my disquieted brain, 

bad ones, when the best I could manage was to be a coward one more time, 

deserting something I claimed to love, leaving you to the saws and axes of 

strangers. Making you vanish into a past I cannot recover. 
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