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Editorôs Note 

Welcome to the third  issue of Bartleby Snopes. The 

growth during the last six months has been 

astounding (and at times overwhelming). The 

magazine has appeared on several new literary web 

sites and blogs. We sponsored our first paid contest, 

with the winner receiving over $400. We launched a 

Twitter page and wrangled in 300 followers. Our 

mailing list grew exponentially, and our 

submissions skyrocketed. Through it all, weôve 

managed to keep the magazine contributor friendly, 

which has been the goal all along. With the help of 

Rick Taliaferro, we reformatted all of our archive 

into a more readable format. We continue to be one 

of the swiftest and most personable markets around. 

This issue we present 24 stories to you, including 

our fi ve Dialogue Contest winners, our Story of the 

Month winners, several Pushcart and Best of the 

Net nominees, and some of our personal favorites. 

This is definitely our biggest and best issue yet, and 

with any luck, the magazine will continue to expand.  

We thoroughly enjoy working with our contributors, 

and multiple stories appearing in this issue are 

revisions of pieces originally rejected. Thank you to 

all who have helped make Bartleby Snopes a great 

magazine.  

 

Editor : Nathaniel Tower 

Bartleby Snopes publishes stories 
monthly on the web, and semi-
annually in magazine format.  
 

© 2009 by the authors  
All work appearing in this 
magazine appears with the 
consent of the authors. All rights 
remain with t he authors. 

Cover photograph © Cameron 
Cash 
All other photograph credits listed 
below the story in which it 
appears. 
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To submit for future issues, visit 
the website and send your stories 
to 
submissions@bartlebysnopes.com 

 

For more information about our 
contributors, please visit the 
Archive section of our website. If 
you would like to contact one of 
our authors, please let us know. 
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Cooking Chinese by David Williams 

"Amanda, are you listening?" 

"Sorry."  
"You asked me to teach you this."  
"I'm listening."  
"Fine. While I'm cutting, you mix the sauce.  A tablespoon each of soy sauce, oyster 

sauce and sherry." 
"Oyster sauce?" 
"Third from the left, back row."  
"Got it.  What's in th is? Water, sugar, salt, oyster extractives?  Yuck." 
"Just mix it, okay?"  
"Just kidding.  What else?" 
"A teaspoon each of cornstarch and brown sugar.  I've seen better mushrooms." 
"It's all they had."  
"You should have checked other stores." 
"Just for mushro oms?" 
"A dish is only as good as its ingredients." 
"Excuse me for not thinking.  Notice anything different?"  
"No."  
"I cut my hair."  
"I liked it better longer.  Now add a teaspoon of sesame oil, a fourth cup chicken 

broth, and pepper."  
"How much pepper?" 
"To taste." 
"How much? You always want it just right."  
"Four turns of the pepper mill.  Can you manage that?" 
"You don't have to be like that."  
"This was your idea." 
"But you don't have to be like that.  We never do things together any more.  And we 

never talk."  
"What do you want to talk about?"  
"Not like that.  You're mad now."  
"I'm not mad."  
"Well, you're not having fun."  
"No.  I'm tired.  I'm hungry.  And I don't know what the hell is going on.  First you 

want to learn to cook Chinese.  Now you want to talk.  Make up your mind.  I've got 
things to do."  

"Fine.  Show me.  We can eat and you can go do your things." 
"You're sure." 
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"Go ahead." 
"Now you're the one who's mad." 
"Just show me." 
"Whatever.  The key to cooking Chinese is organization and attention to details.  Are 

you listening?" 
"Yes." 
"I couldn't tell."  
"I'm listening. Details."  
"Right.  You line up the ingredients in the order they go in the wok: Garlic, beef, 

onions and peppers, mushrooms, sauce.  Once you start, you won't have time to look for 
things. See?" 

"I think I get it."  
"You know what I mean."  
"What's next?" 
"Get the wok good and hot." 
"This okay?" 
"No, no, highest heat." 
"I was thinking about getting a job."  
"Why?" 
"I don't know, something to do."  
"What about your garden?" 
"Something outside this place." 
"I make good money so you don't have to do anything.  "Here's how to do the oil."  
"I'm bored here."  
"Watch.  You pour the oil around the top of the wok so it runs down and coats the 

sides. You do two rings around." 
"I tried sleeping  around, but that didn't help."  
"Now you turn the wok like this to coat it evenly."  
"I just wore out three good men."  
"You're being silly."  
"I just want something to do.  You're never here." 
"Here's something to do, add the garlic.  You want a job, I'm sure McDonald's is 

hiring.  Stir it --don't let it burn.  There, now the beef."  
"Ooh, isn't that too hot?"  
"No.  You want rice or noodles with this?" 
"I don't care."  
"You need to decide." 
"Surprise me." 
"Stir it.  This is a stir -fry.  Keep it moving.  No, no.  See, it's a tossing action; down 

the side, through the oil, and up the other side.  If you want to keep it tender, you have 
to keep it moving."  
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"We certainly want to keep it tender."  
"Here, add the veggies.  And keep it moving. No, here!" 
"I can't do it  like you."  
"You can learn." 
"Look.  I'm not some damned kid here.  You said stir, I'm stirring.  You want tossing, 

call it a freaking toss-fry.  It's just a damned meat and vegetable dish." 
"Here we go again." 
"This was supposed to be fun.  Do something together for a change.  What's wrong 

with that?  And, heaven forbid, maybe even talk to each other.  I don't even like Chinese 
food." 

"Of course you like it.  You eat it all the time." 
"Because you like it.  Because you like to cook it.  Have you ever asked me if I like it?"   
"This is ridiculous.  You know you like Chinese.  Now let's finish this and eat." 
"You haven't heard a word I've said, have you?"  
"You asked me to teach you to cook Chinese." 
"I'm making some major decisions here, in case you haven't noticed."  
"You want to see this or not?  You push the food up on the sides of the wok and leave 

room at the bottom for the sauce.  You pour it in and stir it.  Now watch.  When it 
thickens and clears, like dark honey, it's done.  See it?" 

"Yes, it's becoming clear." 
"There.  It's done.  Have you decided?" 
"What?"  
"Rice or noodles." 
"Yes, I've decided." 

 
 
Editorôs Note 
Cooking Chinese was the grand prize winner in our first -ever paid Dialogue Contest. A 
special thank you to guest judge j.a. tyler from mud luscious press. As j.a. said, ñthis one 
was able to get the most complex story out of a minimum of language, making the 
conversation resonate from within rather than filling itself with exposition/explanation. 
It also managed to feel natural and easy, the flow of a conversation as we are known to 
have them, us when we are not writing.ò 
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Lord of the Leaves by Robert Meade 

Billy Gannon could already taste the beating that was waiting for him.   It was salty, 

like a busted nose, and sharp as the metal fork he was pressing against his lip.  Buzz and 
Arrowhead would beat him up today because that's what they did every Saturday.  Billy 
knew what he would do about it.   

            Nothing.  
            Billy sat at one end of the kitchen table, and at the other end sat his dad.  Morning 

washed through the window over the sink, splashing October sun onto the walls.   
            "The Sox clobbered the Yanks again," his dad said, his voice booming from behind 

the sports page.  "Oughta fire that manager."  
            "Does he have any kids?" Billy asked.  
            "You don't send the runner in a situation like that," his dad continued.   He rattled the 

paper.  "Never bet on a road game."  
            Billy's fork snapped through the brittle underside of his breakfast.   His dad had 

burned the pancakes again, but served them fluffy-side up.  
            "Early bird catches the worm," his dad announced, laying the paper flat.  "Get out 
and rake those leaves today.ò  

            "Can't," Billy answered, choking down a wafer of pancake.  His dad picked at a hole 
in his tee shirt.    

            "Can't?"  
            "Those guys'll beat me up."  Billy studied his plate.    He knew his dad was staring at 

him.    
            "How old are you, boy?"  
            "Eleven."  
            "Them?"  
            "Ten," Billy answered.  "But there's two of them.   I can't fight them both.   I need 

help."  He glanced at his dad, whose face was twisted into a frown.  Billy   looked back at 
his plate.  

            His dad snorted.  "The Lord helps those who help themselves."  He gathered up the 
paper and disappeared into the bathroom.  

            In the window, bony fingers of elm tree beckoned.  Billy didn't want to look.   But 
something about the leavesðthe the way they stuck to the branches, not letting goð
made him happy.  He turned back to his breakfast.  His stomach was churning.  He 
wasnôt exactly sure why, but he knew it wasn't just the pancakes.  

            The air smelled like smoke and pine sap when Billy crept outside, rake in hand, an 
old blanket over his shoulder.  He had on a blue jacket and his Yankees cap.  And, of 
course, his running shoes.   
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Every leaf in the neighborhood had found its way into his yard.   He had to rake them 
all to the road, fifty feet from his door,  so the leaf truck could vacuum them up.  Billy 
started raking the leaves into a line.  When the line got thick and heavy, he raked the 
ends into the middle, then pushed the pile onto the blanket and dragged it to the curb.  
He raked facing the road.  

            Billy didn't know why Buzz and Arrowhead wanted to beat him up, unless it had 
something to do with Billy's dad calling Buzz a "momma's boy."  One day they had all 
been friends, and then the next day they weren't.   

            "Kiddo!"   Billy looked up.  His dad stood in the driveway wearing a white turtleneck 
under his black leather coat.   "Goin' to Jimmy's for a while," he said.  

            Billy nodded.   His dad backed the station wagon into the street.   
            "And no leaves on that hydrant!"   Billy waved.  His dad rolled the window up, then 

sped off.  The gash in the rear door was beginning to rust, Billy noticed.  Last week, his 
dad turned too soon into the driveway, sideswiping the hydrant.   He blamed the dark 
and the leaves, but Billy knew he'd stayed too long at Jimmy's Pub.  

            Billy bent to his raking.   He was dumping another pile when Buzz and Arrowhead 
bore down on him, their bikes spraying leaves behind them.  Too late to make it to the 
house.  Billy   dropped his rake and ran straight at them.   They skidded past him in a 
sliding turn, then pedaled back furiously.   He spun around and ran at them again, but 
Arrowhead rammed him at the hydrant, knocking him into the leaves.   Buzz jumped off 
his bike, running.   Billy tucked h imself into a ball, taking most of the blows on his back.  

            It ended when Buzz planted a foot on Billy's shoulder, pinning him.   Arrowhead 
glowered behind Buzz.  

            "Wee Willie Winky," Buzz snarled.   "If I catch you here tomorrow, I'll run you over."    
            "If your mommy lets you," said Billy.   Buzz pushed Billy on his back and stomped his 

chest.  The stink of Buzzôs dirty wool socks crawled up Billy's nose.  Buzz grinned.  
            "I'll squash you," he said, "like a winky bug."  Buzz laughed.  Then he and Arrowhead 

were gone.   
            Billy fished through the leaves for his cap.  He grabbed the rake and shrugged off the 

hurt.   Gotta finish, he told himself, before dad gets back.   
            He raked madly for a minute .  Then stopped and slumped cross-legged on the grass.  

Who was he kidding?  His dad wouldn't care if the lawn was raked.  He wouldnôt care if 
ten lawns were raked, once he got back from Jimmy's.  And tomorrow his dad would 
send him outside again.  And tomorrow Buzz would run him over.  

            Billy lay in the sweet onion grass until his stomach stopped churning.  It was 
peaceful, watching the leaves clown with the trees overhead.  The branches reminded 
him of fingers folded in prayer.  

            His mother had taught him, whispering clearly.   The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not 
want....  He knelt beside her, repeating the words.  Her red hair, flecked with gold, clung 
to the curve of her neck.  It was after she died that his dad started going to Jimmy's and 
crashing into hydrants.  
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Billy sat up.  An idea came to him, a plan that might save him from a beating.  He 
laughed.  Why hadn't he thought of it before?  

            The next morning, Billy tiptoed out of the house, past his snoring father, and took his 
position by the road.  He wore his Sunday best.  White shirt.   Tie.  Pants.  Suit jacket.  
And black shoes.  He wouldn't need his running shoes today.   

            He took the rake and gathered the leaves into a giant pile.  He worked swiftly, 
carefully.  He had to finish before Buzz and Arrowhead found him.  They would know he 

was here.  Somehow, 
they always knew.  
            Billy stood 
behind the pile and 
waited.  And soon they 
came, tearing along 
the road on their 
bikes, descending on 
him.   Billy didn't 
move.  Buzz rode 
straight for Billy, 
ready to run him 
down.  Still, Billy 
didn't move.  
            Buzz exploded 
into the pile.   Billy 
watched him sail 
through the air, 
unseated by the 
hydrant hidden 

beneath the leaves.  He landed in a crooked heap.  Arrowhead crashed on top of him, 
knocking them both out.   Their bikes lay in the road, warped and broken.   

            Billy stood over Buzz and Arrowhead.  He should've been happy, but what he felt 
mostly was relief.  Reddish gold leaves whispered from the trees.  Billy grinned back.  

            Later in the day, he would give proper thanks for his deliverance.  Right now, he 
wanted to go into the house to have breakfast with his dad.  He would prepare the table 
and pour the orange juice until the cups overflowed.  He would make the pancakes 
himself, and would be careful not to burn them on the bottom.  

 
Editorôs Note 
Lord of the Leaves was originally published on the website in  October 2009 . 
 Photograph ©  Adelaide B. Shaw 
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Holograms by Phoebe Wilcox 

I t was about to rain and Mary was alone and had no plans for the weekend.  As she 

passed by the little holographic couple that danced their endless jitterbug on a pedestal 
outside the science building she realized that this dancing couple made her happy, 
happy to be a college student without a date, with nothing to do but study on a Friday 
night, happy to await the needles of rain that sharpened themselves in the clouds.  The 
nine-inch tall couple glowed in their bell jar, their bodies and c lothing mostly gold with 
hints of orange and green that shifted around the edges.  They were energetic and never 
ceased in their routine.  He twirled her; her poodle -dog skirt flared and her pony tail 
swung out from her head.  Mary, pausing for a minute to  admire their dancing little feet, 
decided to name them.  Letôs call him Butch, she thought, and letôs call her Mary.  Why 
not?  Mary smiled at the irony, adjusted her books on her hip, glanced up at the sky, and 
walked on to the dorms, making it in the ma in door just as the first few dart -like drops 
began to fall.  

            Carson, a boy whose father was a welder, sat on her roommateôs bed reading a hot 
rod magazine.  Katie, her roommate, was in the bathroom spraying a nimbus of 
hairspray down over a tight, docile head of hair.  She came coughing out of the 
bathroom.  

            ñSee you later, Mary.ò  Katie grabbed her purse to go.  
            ñSee you later.ò  
            ñSee ya.ò  Carson laid the magazine down.  
            ñBye.ò  
            After they left Mary sat on her bed wondering what to do.  Katie and Carson were 

going to the movies.  She had planned on studying but now she no longer felt like it.  She 
sat on her bed and admired her 70s-era Mick Jagger poster, especially his gypsy-bright 
clothing and the preternaturally elastic string of saliva that stretched across his singing 
mouth.   Outside, the evening had taken on a dusky, windy, invigorating feel and tree 
branches scratched against the window like an animal that wanted in.  Mary, in 
response to this night animal briefly reached over and traced a finger down the glass.  
She stared into the dark glare of the window, wishing she had a boyfriend and 
wondering what it would be like, all of that stuff.   That first -love stuff.  That getting-
engaged stuff.  That breaking-it -off-in-a-horrendous-fight stuff.   That making-up-and-
getting-sweetly-back-together stuff.   Even though Katie told her all about it all the time, 
it was completely unfathomable to her.  

            She wondered if Butch and Mary were still dancing.  She wondered if they danced in 
the rain and in the darkness.  She believed that they did and this gave her comfort.  
Mary lay down on her bed and picked up Carsonôs hot rod magazine.   

* * *  
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It was after midnight when Butch and  Mary, the holographic couple, stopped 
dancing.  Theyôd gotten tired of it and were curled up at the edge of their bell jar holding 
hands and nuzzling each other.  Mary had thrown her legs up over Butchôs lap, her 
hands laced around his neck.  Sheôd just begun to kiss him a little in the vicinity of his 
ear.  She loved it when the science building quieted down enough that she and Butch 
could do whatever they wanted.  
ñI want to have my way with you,ò he said, smiling brilliantly, goldly in the darkness.  
ñOkay!ò she answered and squirmed obligingly beneath his nebulous, pressing 

hands.  He felt like a sunbeam and his kisses tasted like ripe tangerines.  
They accommodated each other in every possible way.  At night they lost their 

inhibitions because there wasnôt much to see outside of the bell jar.  The world outside 
was just a streetlight with a few dozen whirling moths.   They loved to watch the moths 
but the bland, gritty sidewalk below the pedestal, marked with a few dark, sporadic discs 
of chewing gum, had ceased to interest them long ago.  Theyôd found other diversions.  
As fit and athletic as they were, their lovemaking would have been the awe of the 
campus if anyone had ever chanced to stroll fortuitously by the science building on a late 
night, but no one ever did.  Oh, the riotous good times theyôd have inspired as Maryôs 
pony tail came undone and the poodle skirt twisted up with the jeans in a glistening gold 
pile off to the side.  Their love had the singing of tiny stars in it and afterwards, as they 
fell asleep in each otherôs arms, they slipped into the current of a shared dream in which 
others were privileged with the same sort of love they had.  A capacious wish for the 
happiness of all living things filled their insular little goldfish bowl.   These were two 
sweet little people.  They didnôt remember where they had come from or where they 
might be going.  They had no idea what their lives meant or when they might end.  All 
they really knew was that they must dance an interminable dance as soon as the sun 
came up.  Butch made it bearable for Mary.  Mary made it bearable for Butch.  And the 
night was their well and water.  

* * *  
The night air against her cheek was chill and moist but the rain had stopped and the 

moon was up.  Mary didnôt care that it was one in the morning and that her campus was 
located in a dangerous part of the city.  She didnôt care that it was dark and there was no 
one about.  She felt protected, like she had a purpose on this earth and that dying young 
was no part of it.  Her footsteps over the sidewalks were hollow and self-absorbed; they 
avoided puddles and admired reflections.  There were moths whirling around 
streetlights and she felt a little like a moth herself.   She wished she knew how to do 
things, even, for instance, welding.  Most of all though, she wanted to know how to 
jitterbug.   Sheôd never had the opportunity to learn the steps of that old dance but 
thought that whenever she did get a boyfriend, it would be nice to have something to 
teach him.   

            The science building was ivy-covered and adept at keeping secrets.  
            ñHello,ò she called out as she approached.  
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Moths whirled around the globe of the streetlight.   The moon smiled like an artistic 
rendition of itself.   The bell jar was glossy and inscrutable.  

            Mary reached out to touch the glass of the jar but dropped her hand and covered her 
mouth in surprise instead, for Butch and Mary were right in the middle of making love.   
Mary had never seen anyone making love before.  She lowered her face to the glass and 
almost thought Butch spied her, as her large, curious nose was just about at the level of 
his eyes, but no, his eyes were closed and he was hard at work.  Then, toward the end, 
she saw his teeth; he had teensy-weensy little teeth.   And Mary had tiny yellow -green 
breasts like opalescent lemons.  When they were done, the couple fell asleep, their limbs 
intertwined.   Butch snored.  Big Mary pressed her ear against the glass and thought she 
heard a sound like the trilling of  a cricket.  She was glad that Butch had moved apart 
from Mary so that she could see his entire body.  Mary had grown up in a clan of women 
and had never even seen a picture of a naked man.  It had also been a very long time 
since sheôd been to an art museum and had had the opportunity to examine the genitalia 
of any classical hunk rendered in marble.  So sheôd gotten a little confused about male 
anatomic details.  She knew that there was a penis and testicles but she wasnôt sure if 
there were two testes in one sack or two testes in two sacks.  Whenever she was in the 
library at school she was so absorbed in other class work that she always forgot to 
research the issue.  Then, when she was lying in her dorm bed at night and remembered 
about it, she had no resources available to her, except Katie, and she wasnôt about  to ask 
Katie such a stupid question.  Butchôs genitalia cleared it all up for her, with the added 
bonus that they happened to look like a cluster of pretty little golden currants.    

Mary decided to watch the couple in their repose.  She leaned her upper body against 
the glass for support and rested her cheek on the arched glass at the top of the jar, one 
arm outstretched overhead, hanging in the air.  At times she slipped into an 
uncomfortable ver tical sort of sleep.  Until Little Mary came awake to sleepily kiss 
Butchôs lips and run her hands through the corn silk of his chest hair.  Then Butch 
awoke and moved over her like a thunderstorm.  

            Hours later, dawn came like a blush-colored broom and swept the morning star away 
over the edge of the world.  The holograms awoke and began to dress.  Mary smoothed 
her tousled hair, and hungry, headed off in the direction of the college cafeteria.  When 
she stopped once to look back, Butch and Mary were playing tug-of-war with a bobby 
sock.  They laughed and laughed.  To Mary it seemed like the impassioned chirping of 
birds going on silently behind that glass.  She understood all about invisible actions and 
silent songs.  In the end, it was only the glass that had to break. 

 
Editorôs Note 
Holograms  was first published on the website in September 2009 .  
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Cowboys, Indians, and Brothels by Eric Miller 

I t was her eyes, those dark, flirtatious, come-hither eyes, that grabbed you by the throat 

and in the heart while silently saying "Hey, cowboy, you're my kind of guy; whatta ya 
say?"  I said "Hop in beautiful; let's take a ride." She sat quietly, taking me in with one 
eye while looking out the window with the other.  

Despite the rather garish bow in her hair  and a perfume that was way too strong for 
my nose and reeking havoc with my genetic code for allergic reaction, there was no 
doubt that she was a very special damsel who evoked nobility like no other. I lowered 
the window on my side of the car to flush out the allergens, but as I continued to sneeze, 
I was forced to lower the window on her side of the car as well. As the wind blew 
through her hair, she looked even more beautiful than before, especially when she would 
look over at me with those seductive eyes.  

I dropped her off at her house, and then I made my way home.  
"Oh my, where have you been, or more precisely, with whom have you been? You 

smell like a French brothel," my wife of 40 years observed, playfully.  
"Mon Dieu, ma chérie, but how would you,  of all people, know what a French brothel 

smells like," I returned, glad that her first serve was in.  
"A woman knows," she volleyed back. "I must confess that I am quite disappointed 

that my Eagle Scout husband would enter such a place.  Do you have an itch?" she asked 
quizzically.  

 "An itch?" I repeated. "What on earth are you talking about?"  
"You know, the guy thing: the seven year itch, wandering eyes, and old man dreams."  
"I may be an old man, but I am still a man, and real men, with proper testost erone 

levels, appreciate beauty. Our eyes do not wander; they scan in wonder and 
appreciation," I replied, enjoying the sustained rally.  

"Oh, pulleeeze! I bet that you'll give me an equally colorful explanation for the hairs 
all over your clothes," my wife smashed back at me right on the baseline.  

"Well, yes, I can explain that," I replied, out of breath as my run to her return fell 
short of the ball.  

"I'm sure you can," my wife said, with more derision than I would have expected 
from the mother of our c hildren. "So, tell me about LaLa, or Lulu, or Lola, or whatever 
her name is."  
"The ladyôs name is Piper," I stated, curtly.  
"Piper, what kind of name is that?"  
"Shichon," I replied, smugly.  
"She's a Native American, a Shoshoni Indian?" my wife asked, incredulously.  
"No, she's a Shichon, not a Shoshoni," I corrected.  
"Shichon, Shoshoni, whatever."  
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"Well," I cut in. "I don't think a Shoshoni Indian would take kindly to being called a 

Shichon."  
"Why not?"  
"Because a Shichon is a dog."  
"Iôve never heard of a Shichon dog,"  
"It's a cross between a Shih Tzu and a Bichon Frise."  
"Iôve never heard of either one of them," she admitted. "So, you're trying to make me 

believe that your friend from the French brothel is a dog?"  
"Au contraire, she is lovely, as well as being a dog."  
"I give up," my wife exclaimed. "I'm listening. Tell me the story."  
"You give up way too fast these days, ma chérie. Peut-être, it is you who are aging, 

pas moi. It is really a very simple tale. My secretary was in a bind and asked if I would 
pick up her dog, Piper, at the groomer and drop her off at her house on my way home. 
The poor creature was distraught being left at that horrid emporium, where they 
sheered her naked, wrapped her in god awful ribbon, and sprayed her with what you call 
'Eau de French Brothel'. Piper couldn't stand all the loose hairs all over her naked body 
and kept shaking herself in my car, setting off an explosion of white hairs that not only 
settled all over the upholstery, but on my clothes as well."  

"Point, game, set, match: Mr. Wonderful," my wife announced with a smile. "Great 
match, Darling, as usual, just like us." Her dark eyes glistened flirtatiously, with that 
come-hither look. She helped me off with my aromatic dog hair covered clothes, threw 
them in the hamper, took my hand, and led me to the boudoir.  

"Woof, woof."  
 

Editorôs Note 
Cowboys, Indians, and Brothels  was first published on the website in October 2009 and 
won the October Story of the Month Contest. 
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Going Green by Kevin Dickinson 

 

I t was a curious little thingða small wooden box, about a foot in any direction, 

unvarnished and imperfect, with a couple of knots in the grain. It was filled with dirt, 
the deep black kind with white dots of fertilizer, and out of the top there sprouted  a 
profuse tuft of bright grass. On one of the sides, next to a couple of nails, and in crooked 
red stenciling, were the words óPERSONAL LAWN.ô  

Mom had placed it in the middle of the kitchen table, where she had previously kept 
her great-grandmotherôs pewter candelabra on permanent display. The ancient 
heirloom was deported to the china cabinet to make room for an evanescent plant. I 
made sure not to tell Mom it was just a plant, though, because sheôd grown quite fond of 
it and would correct me. óItôs a hundred plants, all in that little box. Isnôt it just 
amazing?ô  

What is amazing to me is that a single square foot of the most abundant plant of the 
civilized world ðmanicured suburban carpetðcan produce enough of a stimulus on 
anybody to excite them. I suppose television is to blame: for six months they played 
nothing but blue -screen infomercials for the Personal Lawn. Duck hats were just waning 
out of vogue and people needed the next greatest thing, so some guy named Greg Paul 
came up with a box full of grass. He slicked his hair back and threw on a polo shirt and 
went on television, telling people that the Personal Lawn wasnôt just a box of grass, and 
that it was the future. It required no maintenance, just sunlight, because Vermont 
Emerald had been developed by scientists to absorb moisture in the air. The best part 
was that anyone could have their very own box of grass, which otherwise would require 
a trip outside, for only nine ninety -nine plus shipping and handling.  

Dad was a toaster salesman. The next-door neighbor, Mr. Offendorf, was a 
refrigerator salesman. Dad had purchased a fridge from Mr. Offendorf, but the 
Offendorfs already had a toaster from France. The Offendorfs were richer than us and 
were always the first ones on the block to have something new. One day Mrs. Offendorf 
showed Mom her Personal Lawn, and two weeks later the candelabra was missing. My 
parents are lemmings. Theyôre doomed if the Offendorfs ever buy an invisible bungee 
cord.  

When Mom had Mrs. Offendorf over for Bundt cake, she made sure to accidentally 
mention her new Personal Lawn, but to pretend as if she had purchased it 
independently of her envyðas something she had never heard of before the infomercial. 
óIsnôt it just amazing?ô I heard her exclaim. óItôs a hundred plants, all in that little box.ô  
Mrs. Offendorf chimed in: óOh, so I guess youðô  
óYes,ô Mom interrupted, óI saw it on TV, and I absolutely had to have it. Isnôt it 

adorable?ô  
óCharming.ô  
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Mrs. Offendorf was so, so busy for about three months after that. Mom tri ed calling 

her nearly every day, but gave up when Mrs. Offendorf claimed her deceased 
grandmother was in the hospital with pneumonia. Dad said he was getting the mail one 
day when he saw Mr. Offendorf peer at him through the blinds with expensive 
binocular s.  

A few weeks later, I came home from school and went up to my room to drop off my 
backpack. There was a Personal Lawn on my windowsill. It was not the one from the 
kitchen.  
óMomðwhatôs this?ô  
óItôs a Personal Lawn. I thought Iôd get one for each of us. Danielleôs has flowers.ô  
Around that time, Greg Paul had decided to diversify his monochromatic product 

line to include the Personal Garden and Personal Weed Patch. I donôt get that last one, 
but people actually bought it. The Personal Garden, though, was basically just a 
Personal Lawn with two or three daffodils.  
I decided to ignore Momôs decision to spend an additional fifty dollars plus shipping 

on something that would cost close to nothing to make, and which was probably the 
stupidest product since duck hats. Fortunately, mine was just a box of Vermont 

Emerald, so it was 
never thirsty, because 
I wouldnôt have taken 
the time to water it. 
After a while it faded 
from my peripheral 
vision. I actually 
didnôt notice it again 
until it was gone.  

That night  at 
dinner, there were six 
wooden boxes on the 
table, three of which 
had flowers. óI 
decided we should 
put our Personal 
Lawns together and 

have sort of a family garden,ô Mom said. óThereôs the original, plus we each have one, 
which makes six.ô  
óI donôt have any room to eat,ô Adriana said.  
óPut your plate on your lap,ô Dad said. óMom wants to have a garden.ô  
Halfway through dinner Danielle tried to pass me a roll but it got lost among the 

plants.  
óForget about it,ô I said. óMay I please be excused?ô  
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Now Greg Paul specifically advertised that the Personal Lawn does not grow taller 

than six inches. But infomercial miracles usually turn out to be substandard junk. Each 
week it was becoming more difficult to communicate at the dinner table, and eventually 
we had to part the grass if we wanted to make eye contact. I suggested we cut it, but 
Mom said that would kill it. I think it was a front for her war on Mrs. Offendorf, who, the 
last time Mom heard, had up to ten Personal Lawns. óPeople donôt cut grass in the wild,ô 
Mom would say.  

To compromise, I decided to move the family garden somewhere that would not 
inhibit dinner. Whether this was fortune or fate, I can only guess ðbut the ledge below 
the bay windows in the kitchen was exactly six feet long and one foot wide.  
óOh, how nice! Why didnôt I think of that?ô Mom said.  
Two weeks later we had six more to replace the ones from the kitchen table.  
One day, not long after our garden expansion arrived, Mom finally coaxed Mrs. 

Offendorf out of hibernation to hav e some homemade raspberry pie. The reason for the 
invitation became obvious when the two of them sat opposite one another at the kitchen 
table. At the time I was fixing myself a sandwich from the Offendorf fridge.  

Mrs. Offendorf strained to see to the other side. óI canôt really see you, Joyce.ô  
óDoesnôt that add to the fun? You never know whoôs on the other side!ô  
óItôs not a mystery, Joyce. You invited me over for pie.ô  
óWell, I was thinking of moving my Personal Garden, but you know, it just looks so 

beautiful where it is, and besides, I already put another section on the window ledge, so 
thereôs not really anywhere else to put it. Pie?ô  
óSure,ô Mrs. Offendorf said. óI, uhðthereôs a bug! Get it off!ô  
óWhere?ô Mom screamed, and dropped the slice of pie in the garden. A ladybug 

flitted around in the air and hid behind the breadbox. óLooks like Iôm growing raspberry 
pie now!ô  
Mrs. Offendorf said she was disgusted with Momôs stupid garden, and she stormed 

out sans dessert. Mom looked distraught, but I know she wanted to let out a malicious 
laugh. Everything had gone exactly as she had hoped it would.  

That little ladybug had disappeared when I went to capture it. It would have been the 
least of my concerns had I not spotted a dozen more bugs circling the window ledge 
garden. I grabbed the Raid and asked them if they had any last words.  
óDonôt do that! Youôll kill the garden!ô Mom said from the doorway. óBugs are a 

completely natural part of this ecosystem.ô  
óSince when is this an ecosystem? I thought it was just boxed plants?ô  
óNo, itôs an entire ecosystem. The sun feeds the plants, and the plants feed the bugs.ô  
óWho gets rid of the bugs?ò I asked.  
óHmméò  
Mom walked off pondering my question.  
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Two weeks later there was a Personal Venus Flytrap on the kitchen counter. óA Venus 

flytrap gets rid of the bugs,ô she said. óHey, how do you think that guy, Greg Paul, invents 
all these things? Heôs like Leonardo DaVinci.ô  
óDefinitely. Heôs like the DaVinci of our time.ô  
Mom said to me one day that Mrs. Offendorf was out to get her. óDolores has about 

forty Personal Lawns by now,ô she told me with all possible confidence. I asked her how 
she knew, because she hadnôt been to the neighborsô since before we owned any patches 
of Vermont Emerald. óItôs my motherly instinct,ô she told me.  
I think that Mrs. Offendorf probably only ever had one Personal Lawn. But I donôt 

really know for sure because Iôve never been over there. Mom wasnôt convinced, though, 
so she ordered a whole bunch more.  
óFor the family room,ô she said. óYou know, on the coffee table. And above the 

fireplace, maybe.ô  
Sure enough, I came home from school about two weeks after that and the family 

room was greener than it had ever been before. Mom was on the phone with somebody. 
óWhy yes, Nancy! I myself only have a couple of them. Iôm thinking about getting more, 
though. Theyôre all the rage these days! Uh-huh. Wellé oh, okay. Well, then, is Sunday 
afternoon good for tea? Great. I mean, I donôt have many to show you here, but theyôre 
in the finest shape. Yes, I take goodðwhat? Oh, yes, I know they donôt need any kind 
ofðwell, okay, Iôll see you on Sunday.ô  
óHi Mom,ô I said.  
óHi honey,ô she said. óDo you like what Iôve done with the family room?ô  
óUm, sure. Hey, whatôs that sound?ô  
óWhat sound?ô  
óThere it is again,ô I said. óYou know when someone runs their fingernail down a 

guitar string really fast?ô  
óNo, Iôm not quite sure how thatðò  
Before Mom could finish her thought, there was some sort of low rumbling sound, 

which quickly became a loud, steady roar.  
óWHERE IS THAT COMING FROM?ô I yelled. Mom made that gesture that says, óI 

canôt hear you.ô  
I ventured through the kitchen and into the dining room, where I found Dad pushing 

a lawnmower across the floor. There was no carpet anymoreðjust sod. Dad didnôt see 
me at first. Nor could he hear me through the industrial earmuffs on his head. When he 
arrived at a wall, he spun the mower around to cut a new row of grass. The mower 
slammed into the leg of the dining room table and it collapsed onto the ground, taking 
several chairs with it.  
óHI, SON!ô Dad screamed, unaware that the lawnmower had shut off.  
óTAKE OFF YOUR EARMUFFS!ò I yelled, cupping my own ears as a hint. He 

removed them and set them on the slanted table. They slid onto the grass.  
óNothing quite like that freshly mown dining room smell, huh?ô he asked me.  
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óWhat is this?ô  
óWe decided itôs time to go green,ô he said. óEveryoneôs doing it now. Itôs good for the 

environment.ô  
óI donôt think thatôs what theyðô  
óWeôre doing your room on Thursday. Then Danielleôs, then Adrianaôs, then ours. 

What do you think about the bathrooms?ô  
Trying to argue with someone whoôs being irrational is impossible. I tried to stop 

them from replacing my area rug with fresh grass, but Dad said I was wasting electricity 
and killing the planet. Mom told me the Offendorfs were doing the same thing, and that 
they even had green ceilings. So yes, my bedroom now has a lush blanket of Vermont 
Emerald, which I wouldnôt mind so much if it werenôt for the earthworms.  

I made emergency arrangements soon after to room with my friend John from 
college, whose previous roommate had been expelled for doing acid in a lecture hall. 
College is nice because your parents arenôt there, and there is carpet.  

Last night, John was clipping his toenails. At least I thought so. I heard some 
scissors. óYou clip your toenails with scissors?ô I asked.  
óNo, man. Itôs this thing called the Personal Lawn. Iôm pruning it so it stays healthy. 

And the best part is, you donôt need to water it. Itôs this, like, synthetic grass or 
something called Vermont Emerald. You should get one.ô  
óWow,ô I said. óItôs like a hundred little plants, all in that one box.ô  
óI know, right?ô he said. óItôs amazing.ô  

 

Editorôs Note 
Going Green was first published on the website in September 2009 . 
Photograph © Scott D. Johnson 
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The Second Coming by Townsend Walker 
 

Jesus Christ did not rise at 7:20 on the evening of May 23, 1928 as the Reverend 

Herbert Barnes had foretold.   The hundred people assembled around James Smithôs 
cellar door began to drift away after thirty minutes of inaction.   The preacher continued 
to exhort before the dwindling numbers, ñLord, our Savior, we implore thee, come to us 
poor sinners, come, that we may hear thy words: óI am the resurrection and the life.   He 
who believes in me will live . . .ôò  An hour later, only Charity Smith and the Graham 
spinsters were kneeling with him.    

A pleasing and precocious girl, Charity had just turned seventeen.  Tonight, in honor 
of the impending second coming of the Lord, and not coincidently to impress 
prospective beaus assembled around the cellar, she was wearing her new white sun 
dress.  Reverend Barnes was in black serge.  Long white hair flowed to his shoulders and 
a prophetôs beard covered the front of his frock coat.   He turned to Charity, tiny black 
eyes glinting under a top hat.  ñYou should go into the house now, my child.  I will be in 
momentarily.   I must see to the cellar,ò he mumbled, as he went down the steps.  ñI fear 
foul play.ò  

Peering into the darkness, Reverend Barnes whispered, ñSam, where the hell are 
you?ò  

            Back in the corner, among some wooden kegs, he spied the splayed out figure of the 
un-resurrected Christ.  The white robe was dirty, his long blond hair disheveled, and the 
beard had drifted off his chin.  

            ñSam, what in Godôs name happened?ò  
            ñWe was down here getting ready, me and Charity, and was looking for somewhere I 
could sit until the time,ò Sam said.  ñThatôs when I saw these kegs here.ò  

            ñI can smell the liquor on you,ò the Reverend said.  ñThis resurrection was going to 
carry us into Lubbock and every town in West Texas.  Now weôll have to go 500 miles 
before we find anyone who hasnôt heard of this debacle.ò  

He reached down to pull Sam to his feet.  ñGet up you simpering fool.ò  
            ñThink we could take a keg with us?ò Sam said.  ñItôs powerful good.ò  
            That did it.   The preacher left Sam where he was sprawled.  ñChrists are a dime a 

dozen.  Iôm getting me a new one.  Give me that wig and beard.  You can rot here.ò  
            As he was leaving, Charity poked her head down into the cellar.  ñWhat are you doing 

down here?  What happened to that fellow was with you?  Paôs upstairs wondering heôs 
going to get paid.ò  

            The Reverend took her by the arm and led her toward the barn.  ñCharity, a young 
woman like you, in a small town like this, it doesnôt seem to offer much.  Iôve thought 
about a new way to bring people to the Lord, and Charity, youôre part of that, a big part.  
Come with me, on a mission, on the Lordôs mission.ò   
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From the time she was seven and learned about a world outside Levelland, Texas, 
Charity knew her future was anywhere but this flat brown land interrupted by n othing 
higher than cotton bolls.   This preacher might be her ticket.  ñIôd have to talk to my 
folks.  Besides, the money you owe Pa?ò  

            He tugged on his beard.  ñThe way I see it: your father and his illegal liquor caused 
Our Lord and Savior to stay in his tomb tonight.   And now that I am acquainted with 
your Paôs ways, I might easily have a word with the sheriff.ò  

            The 
Reverend 
looked back 
toward the 
faded white 
clapboard 
house and 
saw Mrs. 
Smith 
peering out 
from 
behind the 
lace 
curtains.  
He steered 
Charity so 
the barn 
was 
between 
them and 
the house, 
then put his 
arm around 
her, and 
pulled her toward him.    

            ñReverend Barnes, what are you doing?ò   
            ñThe love of God is flowing through me, sister, and directing me to show you that 
special love He has for you.ò  

            He was looking into cornflower blue eyes set among fair features and couldnôt resist.  
Lips poked out of his snowy face and moved towards Charityôs pink ones.  The sweetness 
heôd hoped to taste was soured by the sharp stab between his legs.  He curled up on the 
ground and closed his eyes.   

            The Reverend slowly, and painfully, uncoiled himself, and looked up at Charity, 
standing there.  ñHerbert, the way I see it is this: you could have made a small fortune  
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out there tonight; you talk real good, but youôre sloppy,ò she said.  ñSo, Iôm going with 
you; weôll do the Lordôs mission and all that stuff, but Iôm calling shots from here out.ò   

Herbert struggled to get his feet under him.   A mixture of hope and trepidation 
trickled through him.    
ñNumber one: no hick towns; weôre going to Austin where real money is,ò she said.  

ñAnd youôre getting rid of that pathetic costume and hair.ò  
            ñYes, Sister Charity.ò  
            ñNumber two: touch me again, and youôd better hope the border is only an hour 
away, and you got yourself a fast car.ò  

            ñYes, Sister Charity.ò  
            ñThree: Iôll take charge of the fifty bucks you owe Pa, plus whatever else you got; get 

us set up.ò  
            Reluctantly, the Reverend handed her $100, hiding a twenty.  
            They arrived in Austin late the next afternoon.   Driving down Brazos Street, Charity 

asked the Reverend to stop the car.  She hopped out, valise in hand, and ran off down 
the street.   

            ñSister Charity, stop, where are you going?ò he called.  
            She turned, lifting her arms heavenward and crooned, ñAnd now abideth Faith, Hope 
and Charity; these three, and the greatest of these is Charity,ò then, ñBut donôt depend 
on Charity!ò  
 
 

 
 
Editorôs Note 
The Second Coming was first published on the website in September 2009 and won the 
September Story of the Month Contest. 
Photograph ©  Tanaya Winder   
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Brin ging the War Back Home by Jac Cattaneo 
 

M y twin brother Luke was trouble when we were kids.  Hell, there was that time he 

dropped an open penknife on his foot and told Mom it was me, his tomboy sister, 
stabbing him.   Or the day he tied me to a post at the river station and left me there till a 
night fish erman set me free.  Last summer we turned eighteen and I asked for books for 
college.  Luke sweet-talked Mom into persuading Pa to buy him a drum kit.  

            Just what that house didnôt need, the clatter of drums.   Before Pa got back from 
Vietnam th e loudest sound we ever heard was the crash of the thunder in the fall when 
the storms rolled in off the ocean.  Mom wouldnôt let us watch TV, she said it upset her 
seeing those soldiers and what they had to go through.  I said itôs more like what the 
Vietnamese have to go through, but she said she werenôt having no Commie talk in her 
house, with Pa away, fighting for his country.  When she said that I could see she wanted 
to cry, so I didnôt say what I really thought about it.  

            When Pa got home in the spring with his arm cut off at the elbow, all that changed.   
Everybody started saying what they felt, first him and then my brother and then we all 
joined in.   Mom doesnôt usually like fighting, but when Pa shouted at her she yelled right 
back.  One evening she threw the whole load of kitchen stuff at him, plates and glasses, 
things that would break.   Then she slammed the door and Pa hollered at Luke to fetch 
him a beer and he turned on the news, volume right up, so that Mom could hear the 
sound of machinegun fire and explosions all the time that she was crying in her 
bedroom.  

            Pa was proud of my brother, I could tell by the way he looked at him sideways when 
he thought Luke wasnôt looking.  On the morning of my birthday I went onto the p orch 
and saw them all standing around these big maroon drums.  Pa had his hand on Lukeôs 
shoulder, patting it.  

            óYouôre a man now, son,ô he said, all gruff-like, ómake some noise.ô  
            Boy, he sure did.  If you think the sound of slamm ing doors and shouting is bad you 
ainôt never heard my brother playing the drums.  That summer he slept in most 
mornings but by noon he was off, a-hammering and pounding, no rhythm as far as I 
could see, just different kinds of crashing like he was trying to break down the world 
into little pieces of noise.  My friends stopped visiting our house, even Anna who always 
used to hang around Luke at school.  When I asked her to come over, she pulled a face.  

            óMy brotherôll be there,ô I said, trying to persuade her.  
            óHeôs mighty fine, Jess, I just donôt know about them drums.  You can hear that 

racket from the other side of the river.   Canôt imagine it up close, like.ô  
            Then Luke told us he was going to form a band.  
            óYou gonna take those stupid drums someplace else?ô I asked him.  
            óHell, no,ô Pa said. óThat ainôt necessary.  You can practice here, boy.  Shake the place 
up.ô   
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It was shaking fine without a band as a far as I could see.  That night as I lay in bed 
listening to my folks yelling at each other, I thought about messing up Lukeôs drums so 
he wouldnôt keep on spoiling my vacation.   

            I waited till the house was silent as the moon after the astronauts went home.  Then I 
went out onto the porch.   There was a big piece of plastic over Lukeôs kit and I yanked it 
at the bottom so it slid onto the ground, leaving the drums bare and shiny in the dark.   
The moon was off sulking behind a cloud somewhere, so I struck a match while I 
thought about what could be done.  Fire was way too dangerous, given that our house 
was wood.  Where could I find a knife?   I was thinking these things when I heard a 
sound inside, on the other side of the door.   

            I ducked down behind the biggest drum just as Pa stepped out onto the porch.  He 
had his guitar.  He sat down on the steps and looked out towards the river, except you 
couldnôt see it on account of there being no moon.  I was surprised, because I had clean 
forgotten that my pa ever had a guitar.  Guess he took it with him when he went away to 
fight.    

            He put it on his knees and kind of wedged it under his half arm.  He started to strum, 
but he couldnôt make proper music on account of only having one hand.  I felt bad 
because I couldnôt remember if he was right or left handed.  It was his right hand that 
had gone.  Seeing him sitting there trying to play made the tears well up in my eyes.  He 
was making a sniffing noise, so perhaps he was weeping too.  

            I didnôt do nothing to Lukeôs drums that night, but I wanted them broken more than 
ever.  When the day for band practice came round, I still hadnôt come up with a plan.  I 
went down the river to fish, on my own, because most of my friends avoided me now. 
 People in the shops gave me funny looks too, like they were sorry for me or something.  
It seemed a lot of commotion over a set of drums.  

            But the fishing was no good because it started to rain, churning the water up muddy 
and brown.  I went home and Luke was sat on the porch next to his drums, holding a 
green glass beer bottle.  There was an empty one next to his feet.  
óYou ainôt allowed to drink!ô  I said, but Luke just smiled and went  
óCourtesy of Pa,ô so there wasnôt anything more I could say.  
I went  into our bedroom and slammed the door, ornery -like, though it was the usual 

way of shutting things that summer.   I hadnôt made my bed yet and I laid myself down 
on the crumpled sheets and beat the pillow with my fists.   I was so busy giving it a good 
thrashing that I didnôt notice the door open and Luke come in.   
óJJôs cominô round for band practice,ô he said.  óHis guitarôs gotta busted string.  Dôya 

know where that old one is?ô   
óThatôs Paôs guitar!  You canôt have that without asking him!ô  My fist w as still 

clenched from hitting the pillow and I thought about whopping Luke.  
óYou know he ainôt here to ask.  Momôs drivinô him to the doctorôs in Savannah - they 

wonôt be home for ages now.  Cômon Jess, give it up.  Donôt be such a goody-two-shoes.ô  
I r aised my hand and went to hit him, but he caught my arm, taunting me:  
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óGoody-goody, but still scrapping like a boy.ô   
He backed out the door still holding my wrist, pulling me with him into our folksô 

bedroom.  I jerked my arm free and watched while he opened the closet and poked 
about.  In the end he found the guitar under the bed.  
óThatôs important to Pa,ô I told him.  óYou canôt just take it.ô  
Luke turned and sneered.  óThey may not have told you, but you need two hands to 

play guitar.ô  
óYou gotta ask first,ô I pleaded.  Maybe Pa pulled his fingers over the strings every 

night out there on the porch.   But I couldnôt tell Luke, it was our secret, Paôs and mine.  
My brother shrugged, picked up the guitar, walked out and left me there.  

I sat on the bed and listened to the sound of him tuning the strings.   What would Pa 
say when he got home?  Then I heard the sound of the car pulling up behind the house 
and ran to the porch.  
óTheyôre coming Luke, - stop playing!ô   
My brother slid the guitar off of hi s shoulder and stood it behind his drums.  The 

neck still stuck out, like it wanted to be seen.  Then he grabbed the bottles off the floor 
and held them out to me.  
óThought you said Pa let you have those beers?ô I asked.  He told me to shut up and 

hide the bottles, quick.   
óWhy should I?ô I said, but he just put them in my hands and pushed me towards the 

steps.  I stood my ground.   óYou took Paôs guitar without asking.  Why should I do 
anything you say?ô  
óGo now!ô shouted Luke, but it was too late.  Pa came out through the porch door and 

saw me standing there holding the empty bottles and said ówhat ya doinô, Jessie?ô and I 
dropped the bottles and they smashed on the steps, green glass flying everywhere and 
cutting red grooves into my bare ankles.  Mom was behind Pa trying to see what was 
happening and Luke was staring at me, asking me with his eyes not to say anything.   

For a moment everything was still.  
óJessica!  Tell me where you got them bottles,ô Pa yelled.   
I looked at Luke who was shaking his head.  The guitar neck was poking out right 

next to Paôs leg, almost touching him.  
óLuke stole your beer,ô I said.  The words felt thick, like I was talking through 

sawdust, but I didnôt care.  óHe took your guitar from under your bed and he was playinô 
it anô all.ô  I pointed.  

Pa reached down to pick up the guitar.  As he turned his back, Luke drew a finger 
across his throat.  Mom pushed through, saw the blood on my feet and ankles and 
started to scream.   

It was like all the sounds in the world happened then.  Pa lifted the guitar and 
smashed it down on Lukeôs bass drum.  The strings let out a twanging cry as the wood 
splintered through the drum, making it boom like thunder, dying.   Luke shouted out and 
tried to grab Pa, but Pa turned and knocked him backwards, hitting him across the chest  
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with the broken guitar.   Mom started to sob, like something was breaking inside of her.  
I didnôt move.  I was sure that there was glass under my skin.  
Thereôs no money for college now Pa has gone.  Momôs not sure where heôs living 

now.  I see her watching for the postman every day.  Luke left soon after Pa did, on the 
day his draft letter came.  He said heôd run away rather than go to the army, to have bits 
of him blown off.   We hear from him sometimes, collect calls in the middle of the night 
from places like Caracas or Acapulco.  The house is quiet.  Mom hates the TV and I donôt 
listen to music anymore.  The war will be over soon, they say.  
 

 

Editorôs Note 
Bringing the War Back Home  was first published on the website in September 2009 . 
Photograph © Matthias Krug  


