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Editor’s Note

 Within the pages of Semitas Magazine, you will 
find a wide variety of works from new and emerg-
ing writers, many of whom have never before been 
published. You will read new works of fiction that 
tackle themes of loneliness and the oft-difficult task 
of bridging generational gaps within families or fac-
ing one’s own familial trauma. You will read poetry 
that questions societal pressures, grapples with grief 
and trauma, and wonders at the natural world. Fur-
thermore, we have paired the new works of our con-
tributors with a variety of works published before or 
during the early 20th century. For instance, we have 
paired Thara Michaelis’s “A Bit of Pumpkin Spice” and 
Alec Miller’s “Mushroom Gravy” with Mary E. Wilkins 
Freeman’s “The Revolt of ‘Mother’” and Charlotte 
Mew’s “The Farmer’s Bride,” which contain themes 
surrounding the traditions of conservative rural life 
and the “farmer’s wife” trope. We have also paired 
Walter de la Mare’s nature poetry with Rilee Sukup’s 
“Restraints of Insignificance,” which wonders at the 
strength and beauty of the natural world in Alaska.
 As you read, we hope that you will consider 
how each of these pieces works together thematically 
and compare the new works being written today with 
those written a century ago or more: Are we still ask-
ing the same questions and coming to terms with the 
same emotions, or have the ways in which we use
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different tropes and consider different themes 
changed? Most of all, we hope you enjoy the works we 
have chosen from our contributors and from the ar-
chive and find some new pieces and authors to cham-
pion.
 Finally, we would like to thank all of our con-
tributors as well as Dr. Pascha Sotolongo Stevenson, 
without whom the creation of this journal would 
not have been possible. And thank you, too, reader, 
for helping us fulfill our mission of introducing new 
names into the world. We are honored to be a part of 
these writers’ journeys and wish them all the best as 
they continue on their writerly journeys.

Rose Kottwitz, Editor-in-Chief
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Tabitha Eastgate
Being an Artist
 The day that I put down the paintbrush and 
charcoal to pick up a pencil and paper was the day 
everything began to fall into place. Block by block, 
line by line, the puzzle began to disappear, leaving a 
clear game board in its wake. The first story I wrote 
was when I was eleven years old, sitting in my father’s 
broken-down leather recliner. It was thirty-seven 
pages long, front and back on notebook paper; a story 
scrawled out about two girls who go trekking across a 
forest, jumping over frozen rivers, getting kidnapped 
and breaking free, and wandering through lonely 
nights in a corn field before eventually rescuing each 
other and making their way back home. A real edge-
of-the-seat story, I know. Being an author famous 
enough to make the New York Times Bestseller list 
wasn’t always my dream, however.
 I had always dreamt of being the next Leonardo 
da Vinci or the next Van Gogh; I wanted to be famous, 
to be remembered, to be the pride of the family. With 
the constant reassurance that my art was fantastic, 
with its blackbirds shaped like the letter ‘m’ dotting 
the page and the triangular glaring sun sitting in the 
upper left corner, I felt confident in my abilities. I felt 
as though I was a force to be reckoned with. My work 
would be shown in museums across the world, my 
phone would be ringing off the hook with galleries 
fighting each over about who got to feature my work. 
What brought me back down to reality was high 
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school. Surprising. As I walked into my first art class, 
I was ecstatic to show off my abilities and wow every-
one with my talent… and then I saw someone drawing 
realism.
 Capturing candid moments and faces as closely 
as I could was something I had thought I specialized 
in and was great at, nonetheless. Yet, when I saw this 
high school junior and the gracefulness of her pencil 
as she drew a character from my favorite video game, 
simultaneously my hope was shattered and renewed. 
The years of praise my parents had given me flew 
out of my mind, but now all I wanted to do was work 
harder. To me, she might as well have been the next 
Gustave Courbet. As she gathered her materials and 
left, I sat down next to the others in my grade and 
awaited instructions. From there through the next 
three art classes I took, my confidence continuously 
got shot down with criticism after criticism and the 
occasional low grade. At the end of my junior year, I 
set down my pencils for what I though was forever.
 As the years passed, I kept returning to the 
thought of drawing and sketching and painting. Oc-
casionally I would pick them back up, only to be 
reminded of my teacher’s criticisms. I set them back 
down. The creativity never ceased, and I was desper-
ate for an outlet that wouldn’t end in self-destruction. 
As I lay in bed one night, I began to draft stories in 
my head, enjoying the way they played out, but never 
to be taken seriously—until they were.
 It was my sophomore year in college. I was 
broke, dejected, wandering from major to major with 
no end goal in sight. I felt like the typical college kid
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fueled with burnout, balancing on the precarious 
tightrope of whether to drop out or stay. Then, I joined 
English 254, the one creative writing class I managed 
to squeeze my way into. The professor did her best to 
help create a relaxed atmosphere, even having us call 
her by her first name, Chris. In this class we not only 
reviewed the basic grammar rules that were taught 
in high school, but we were also given an abundance 
of writing opportunities. Typically, we would write 
over the readings we did for small assignments, then 
for our major papers we would incorporate that into 
our own writing. When I began writing these papers, 
I found that most of the time, when I wasn’t afflicted 
with writer’s block, the words flowed naturally from 
my mind onto the page; I wasn’t struggling to create 
art anymore. The more I wrote, the more fluid it be-
came, and the more I found myself enjoying sitting 
down to write. 
 When it came time for sit-down conferences 
to discuss our experiences with the class so far and 
any worries we had, I was nervous. It felt as though I 
could hear my bones rattle and my legs turn to jel-
ly—two of my assignments were corrupted, and I had 
lost the files to both. I was beyond worried that I was 
going to end up failing the class on top of her say-
ing that my writing just wasn’t any good, despite the 
grades I earned. I stood staring outside her door, fro-
zen in place until she beckoned me to enter her office. 
We sat down opposite each other, the mountainous 
stacks of clutter inside the dismally small room mak-
ing it that much more claustrophobic; yet it felt al-
most welcoming as I relaxed. We sat swapping stories 
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about how we felt the class was moving on before she 
remarked about my missing work. After I explained 
the situation, she looked at me and told me she un-
derstood—that because my work had been exception-
al and always on time, I needn’t worry about those 
two small assignments.
 That wasn’t all. We talked about the major 
paper coming up, and I expressed my worry that my 
writing was going to go nowhere after this class, that I 
would once again have to drop a craft that had grown 
dear to me. At that moment, a look of worry colored 
her face. She sat back and remained silent for a touch 
of time. Thinking it was my cue to leave, I was ready 
to stand up and depart when she spoke. I remember 
how she looked at me, confused why I felt that way. 
Pressing the subject, she asked what ambitions I had 
- what I wanted to be when I grew up. A question I 
had long since disregarded. I said the first thing that 
flashed its neon lights in my head: an author.
 She simply smiled at me, and with full convic-
tion in her voice, told me, “Your writing is great. You 
know how to describe, where to break sections, how 
to immerse people, and you have a strong grasp on 
grammar concepts. I think you would make it in the 
writing world.”
 It felt like I was a child again, receiving praise 
for my form of creative expression. It wasn’t elemen-
tary drawings or random doodles this time, but the 
feeling of elevation was still there. I was sent on my 
way, left to mull over the fact that I might possess a 
crumb of talent. I looked back on my creative essays I 
wrote for my high school classes, and I didn’t feel any 
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shame at what I saw. It didn’t feel wrong to dream 
again.
 It was a year before I enacted on what I was 
told.  
 My junior year I was suffering. I was under 
more stress than anything I had previously gone 
through—I was failing my classes for the first time in 
my life, and I felt myself eroding away every passing 
minute. Waking up in the morning felt like a burden, 
and I couldn’t muster enough strength to drag myself 
out of bed or eat anymore. I needed to focus on my 
classes, but I also needed a distraction. It was that 
year that I began my first novel. It started off as a fun 
idea, something to pass the grueling time; I had for-
gotten what Chris had told me, but the second I sat 
down and began writing my sea time pirate adven-
ture, I remembered. It was exhilarating. I hit writers 
block countless times, even abandoning the idea just 
to transition seamlessly into a new novel idea. This 
one, this one I finished.
 I failed my classes that year. I was even told by 
a professor that in his two decades of teaching, he 
had never read an analytical essay over Fantomina 
worse than mine. It was like I had been pile driven. 
My confidence abandoned me, yet I never stopped 
writing. I had found my outlet, and I wasn’t going to 
stop because of one negative review over one academ-
ic paper.
 It took me two years to complete that novel. It 
still sits as a partially edited manuscript covered in 
red ink, unpublished. Every time I look at it, though, 
I’m reminded of what I was told: I had a chance to 
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make it. I’ll never blame Chris if it doesn’t come true, 
even if I never sell a single copy. It’s thanks to her 
that I even began writing in the first place, and it’s 
thanks to her that I found my creative expression. I’m 
an artist once more. I’m far from perfect, but I’m an 
artist.
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Winter’s Flower
 “This is Locust 23179—we are making our 
descent to Planet 14876B, please stand by,” Seraph 
announced to their home base before swapping com-
munication to their ship. “Attention, this is your com-
mander speaking. We are about to begin our descent; 
you may feel slight turbulence as we enter their gravi-
tational field. We are here to establish an alliance and 
open a port for trading. Please keep this in mind as 
we begin our expedition. Thank you.”
 Seraph checked her watch, noting it as 19:02.
 She’s late.
 As if reading her thoughts, Daphine came flying 
around the entranceway, faceplanting as she tripped 
over her soil-covered boots. Her jade hair began fall-
ing out of the permanent messy bun. Finally arriving 
at the commander’s seat in the center of the room, 
Daphine collapsed and shoved her hands out before 
Seraph.
 “For you,” Daphine panted.
 Seraph did her best to stifle the laughter grow-
ing inside of her.
 “You’re late,” she mused, letting her eyes trace 
the golden stripes weaving across Daphine’s lilac skin.
 “I know. I’m sorry, Eph— Commander,” she cor-
rected immediately.
 Leaning down, Seraph beheld a miniscule lizard 
wiggling across Delphine’s hands.
 “Daph, you know the policy.”
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 “No pets on deck,” they groaned in unison.
 “That’s not fair! It’s not my fault I didn’t know 
Tritian lizards could reproduce asexually. He’s the 
only one who hatched!”
 “He?”
 Adjusting her stance and pushing up her glass-
es, Daphine began. “Well—”
 “I do not want a biology lesson. The bottom line 
is you can’t have him. As much as I would love to 
raise a reptile, it’s just not feasible with our work. We 
return home in 97 days—all animals you’ve collected 
must be removed, including your self-producing liz-
ards.”
 “Ephy,” Daphine pleaded, pouting with all the 
sadness she could muster.
 Seraph felt her heart tug but knew she had to 
be stern. “I said no, Daphine. That’s final.”
 Daphine huffed and stood up, sticking her 
tongue out as she began walking away.
 “You can always bring me another gift!”
 No one turned to look up from their station, 
focusing solely on the monitors and switchboards 
in front of them. They had grown accustomed to the 
routine—it had been that way since the day the The-
rian botanist was transferred to them. Renowned as 
one of the best, Seraph fought tooth and nail to have 
her, just as she had with the rest of the crew. A force 
to be reckoned with since day one, Seraph continu-
ously pushed boundaries and challenged established 
rules; she’s celebrated by the upcoming recruits and a 
source of pain for the establishment.
 Daphine tried not to look back, cheeks flushed
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from running and from hearing Seraph laugh.
 She keeps track of the time! Daphine couldn’t 
help but rejoice. She had crashed headfirst through 
the walls she built around her own heart and ripped it 
out to throw at Seraph’s feet.
 If only she knew, Daphine thought, slowing 
her pace, feeling her chest tighten. She stared at her 
feet, allowing muscle memory to take over and guide 
her back to the makeshift greenhouse that was built 
specifically for herself. Arriving at the door, she leaned 
forward, lowering her head and pressing her hand 
against the sensor, allowing it to scan her eyes and 
hand. When the doors opened, a blast of warm, hu-
mid air came billowing out—a welcome breath of fresh 
air. She looked down at the infant lizard crawling 
around her forearm and let out a small huff of laugh-
ter.
 “Sorry, bud. Orders are orders.”
 Navigating the mossy path towards the back 
of the colossal room, she admired the beauty of what 
she had created. Herbs overflowing by the windows, 
artificial lights creating halos around the flowers on 
the right of the room, and the carnivorous plants 
flooded the left of the room. The walls had vines and 
flowers climbing up their vast expanses, and it was 
here that Daphine felt the safest.
 A violent banging was heard in the distant cor-
ner.
 Daphine dropped and sheltered her head as she 
let out a small squeak.
 “Sorry!” a voice called out. “Didn’t mean to 
scare you!”



18

Semitas Magazine

 Daphine released her breath, sighing as she 
looked up. It was only Marvick, the mechanic she had 
called on to fix the plant’s hydration system.
 “How did you get in here?” she hollered back, 
trying to locate his exact spot.
 “Mechanic card! Let’s me get in where I need 
to be if a ticket is submitted. I’m over here, by the 
way!” he called out, raising his hand to wave around a 
wrench.
 Daphine made her way over, gently placing the 
lizard in a small tank along the way.
 “Did you figure out what’s wrong with the sys-
tem? It was working fine two days ago, but then it just 
stopped mid-mist. I have some plants that require 
high humidity, and this is the only system that I have 
to achieve that.”
 Marvick looked up at the towering figure of 
Daphine and smiled. “Always forget you’re a giant.”
 She laughed, the sound resonating off the walls.
 “It was just an old, rusted part that was stuck. I 
finally got it off with some banging, and now all that’s 
left is to install the new one. You should be up and 
running brand new again.”
 Daphine nodded, staying quiet so he could fin-
ish working. She knew he was the busiest mechanic 
they had; his speed and knowledge allowed him to get 
away with unconventional methods of fixing things, 
and since they always worked, Seraph never told him 
to stop.
 As he was finishing the job, Daphine noticed 
his hands stop for a second. She contemplated asking 
what the issue was, but before she could open her 
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mouth, Marvick spoke.
 “Have you told her?”
 The question sent Daphine reeling in embar-
rassment. She let out a groan as she flopped back 
onto the moss, staring at the fluorescent lights above. 
Closing her eyes, she did her best to will her heart to 
leave her throat and settle down as her face flushed a 
vibrant red.
 When he didn’t get a response, Marvick finished 
working on the system and then lay beside her, turn-
ing his head to examine her face: her caramel eyes, 
the way the end of her feathery eyebrows turned up, 
how tiny golden dots speckled her cheeks and button 
nose, the way she nibbled at her lips when she was 
worried or in deep thought. He knew her heart be-
longed elsewhere, but he couldn’t stop the longing of 
what if. 
 “I can’t,” she finally whispered.
 “Why?”
 Tears prickled against her lashes as she held 
back a sob. “She chose me for my skills, not because 
she’s infatuated with me. Besides, she’s my com-
mander, it’s not right for me to want to be with her—it 
could get her in trouble, it could cost Seraph her job. I 
can’t be selfish here.”
 “It’s not selfish to want to know. Just because 
there’s rules in place now doesn’t mean Seraph won’t 
challenge them, she’s done it before. I mean, she’s 
the first female commander to graduate early and get 
to command her own ship within her first five years 
shadowing; she’s been able to handpick most of her 
team rather than have them assigned to her; so, she 
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might try to shape rules to allow commanders to be 
able to date crew members, just as other crew mem-
bers can. My point is, Daphine, you won’t know until 
you tell her.”
 Daphine rolled her head to the side to stare at 
Mavrick. After a silent moment, she offered a small 
smile. “I’ll think about it, okay? I can’t guarantee any-
thing, but I’ll think about it.”
 Mavrick reached over and patted her hand. “I’ll 
accept that.”
 They laid there talking about anything and 
everything under the cosmos, just glad to be in each 
other’s company.
 Ping.
 Mavrick groaned, arching his back as he 
stretched.
 “Sounds like you just got a ticket,” Daphine 
said.
 “Sure does sounds that way, doesn’t it?” 
Mavrick mumbled, grabbing his device and peering at 
the screen. “Intercom isn’t working. I guess it’s time to 
get back to work,” he shrugged.
 Standing up, they surveyed the fix on the ma-
chine. Daphine tested out the hydration, giving him a 
thumbs up when the mist gently coated the flowers.
 “Have fun!” she called out as he walked away.
 Grabbing her clipboard from the desk, she 
began her rounds of the room: checking readings on 
machines, growth on plants, any bug issues, fertiliz-
er needs, light fixtures, and feeding the carnivorous 
plants as needed. The routine of the day settled back 
into place, and Daphine took a moment to breathe in 
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the clarity that it brought.
 Logically, Mavrick was right; Seraph was al-
ways bringing new rules and updates. In her heart, 
though, she also knew Seraph was married to her 
work. Daphine had watched people approach her in 
various settings over the years, both in and out of the 
workplace. Everyone had been met with denial. Why 
should Daphine feel her results were going to end 
any better? Because she had been handpicked? Be-
cause Daphine swore in the recesses of her mind that 
it seemed like Seraph perked up whenever they were 
together? She had no proof and no logical reasoning 
to feel the way that she did.
 You never did bring me my second gift.  — Ser-
aph
 Daphine’s chest swelled with pride. Seraph nev-
er used the messaging system, always preferring to 
seek the person out. To receive a message meant that 
Seraph was busy, but that it was something of dire 
importance.
 Daphine buried her face in her hands, unable 
to wipe off the grin that had spread across her face.
 Are you ignoring me? — Seraph
 Did I make you mad? — Seraph
 Daph! — A very worried Seraph
 Daphine burst out in laughter, taking several 
moments to calm down before messaging back that 
she would be sure to find an appropriate gift this time 
and deliver it promptly on time tomorrow. 
 I’ll come looking if you don’t. — Seraph 
 “Attention, everyone, this is your commander 
speaking. We are beginning our descent—please
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remember there may be some turbulence. Secure 
yourselves.”
 Daphine remained standing, staring at the in-
tercom on the ceiling, reveling in how Seraph’s voice 
washed over the room. Awakened from her reverie 
by the shaking, she remembered what Seraph said 
during the announcement and made her way over to 
her seat in the corner.
 Once the turbulence was over, the rest of the 
descent was smooth. Seraph announced the landing, 
ending with a message for the exploration team to 
meet her at the command center. Daphine debated 
pinching off one of the flowers to bring Seraph, but 
she ultimately decided to wait and bring back what 
she would find on the planet.
 She walked the corridors with ease, enjoying 
the familiarity. Reaching the party, she shifted her 
gear slightly and nodded to Seraph.
 “Looks like we’re all here,” Seraph began, soon 
listing off names of who would be accompanying 
her, who would be on lookout, and who would guide 
the expedition. “Finally, Jaev, you’re to accompany 
Daphine and help her on her quest to find new herbs, 
flowers, and plants that will be useful to us. Everyone 
understand?”
 A chorus of yesses and nods sprung forth. Sat-
isfied, Seraph motioned for the party to follow her.
 “The walk is only four miles to their center, so 
stay alert,” she announced before turning to Daph-
ine. “And you,” she pointed to Daphine, “you find us 
something useful.”
 “I always do,” Daphine countered, dismissing
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Seraph with a smirk.
 Walking to the halfway point, Daphine stopped 
and to examine the surroundings. She knew better 
than to venture off, but there was a swamp a league 
to their right. Daphine wanted to look to Seraph 
for permission but knew that she was held in high 
enough regard to be able to do as she saw fit, within 
reason.
 “Jaev, we’ll start there, okay?”
 Jaev cast his eyes to the dense forest of the 
swamp, squinting as he wiped off the orange dust the 
wind cast onto his glasses. Everywhere he looked, 
there were no signs of life except for the occasional 
sprouting of vermillion grass. The two suns could be 
seen making slow rotations around the planet, offer-
ing one last shock of heat before the planet’s three 
moons would rise and bring three months of dark-
ness.
 Daphine looked at him, waiting for a response. 
“Hurry before the wind blows you away, stick.”
 Jaev gave a crooked smile before nodding firm-
ly, nearly jogging to keep up with Daphine’s long 
strides.
 It took them roughly an hour to reach the en-
trance to their destination, Jaev burrowing his way 
through the thickets. Daphine snorted, admiring his 
tenacity as she searched around for a clearing.
 “Are you coming?”
 Giving one last pass over the land, Daphine 
ceded that she would have to do as Jaev had done. 
Scrunching her body through, she landed with a 
small thud as her shoes caught each other.
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 “Are you okay? Do you need help?”
 “There’s no need for you to worry about me, 
Jaev. I’m okay. What I do need you to do, however, is 
help me take samples—starting with what we crawled 
through. The swamp only appears to be the size of 
several of the greenhouses squashed together, so it 
shouldn’t take more than a couple of hours to fin-
ish. Use your scanner and collect anything that says 
unidentified, and then a few samples of ones that it 
knows. I want to see if the plants have altered them-
selves in any way to be able to survive the weather 
conditions here. Understood?”
 Jaev bowed slightly, offering a “yes ma’am” 
before darting off to the left. Daphine stood and took 
in her surroundings. A body of water covered in algae 
off to the west, dense forestry to the east, flowers up 
north, and the safety of the ship to the south. Swal-
lowing the unease growing in her throat, she set off to 
test the water first. 
 Taking her camera, she began snapshotting ev-
erything in view in every direction, right down to what 
appeared to be tadpoles swimming in the water. Grab-
bing her test kit, she collected three samples of wa-
ter and several dozen more of the nearby flora, each 
sealed within its own tube and bag. Trekking further, 
she noticed a small opening near the ground, the rest 
blocked by trees. The ground seemed as though it was 
emitting a silver glow, speckles of ivory floating a few 
centimeters above.
 Unable to capture the light on film, she laid flat 
against the ground and watched in awe. When ob-
served closely, it wasn’t just a glow; it was little wisps



25

Tabitha Eastgate

of air gliding upwards from tiny cyan petals encasing 
the ground. Looking through the opening, she bore 
witness to what only could be described as her dream. 
Inside, there was a field of the mysterious cyan flow-
ers, vines that connected the branches of one tree to 
the next, a pond with water so clear Daphine imag-
ined you could see the bottom with ease. Three-eyed 
rabbits bounded across the field, no care of the world 
beyond. Daphine slipped her arm in the crevice, 
stretching her arm to the point it sent pain rippling 
across her shoulder and back, fingers barely able to 
touch the stem of one of the flowers.
 She dug her nails into the soft soil and began 
smoothing it away as best as she could, hoping she 
could move just enough to be able to pull some roots 
away with the flower. She craned her head around her 
arm, desperately trying to see if she was making any 
headway. Daphine evaluated the scene and was satis-
fied with her work—the roots were barely visible. She 
didn’t know how long she had spent there, only that 
dusk was drawing near, painting the sky a breathtak-
ing array of bold reds, rich violets, and deep orang-
es, all littered with strips of dusty yellows. The three 
moons could be seen breaching the horizon, so large 
they seemed as if they were touchable. 
 They had arrived early in the morning, and 
Daphine struggled to comprehend that night was 
quickly encroaching on them. She took in a sharp 
gasp of air as she realized that she hadn’t heard from 
Jaev this entire time, and that they were supposed to 
meet back at the ship at sundown. A quick scan of 
the surroundings, and she found Jaev fast asleep 
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beside her. She had been so focused on her work that 
she never realized he had approached. Chastising 
herself for a rookie mistake, she pocketed the flower 
and a handful of petals carefully and began to wake 
her companion up.
 Gently nudging his shoulder, she slowly 
brought him back to the conscious world.
 “Hey, sleepy. We have to get going or else I 
think we might get in trouble,” she said softly.
 Jaev let out a groan and rubbed his eyes. “I 
couldn’t get you to look away or hear me; you were 
transfixed on whatever was in there,” he mumbled in 
response, slowly standing up and steadying himself 
on the trees.
 “I’m sorry, I really am. I think we got plenty of 
material I can work with.”
 They set off at a fast pace, hoping to make it 
back before dark, but careful not to injure or break 
any of the samples they had collected.
 “What was so fascinating in there? I wasn’t able 
to look.”
 “Hm? Oh, just another species that was uniden-
tified on the scanner.”
 Daphine didn’t want to share her discovery, 
and she knew it was out of selfish reasons. She didn’t 
want anyone knowing about the flower that glowed, 
desperate to keep the news to herself until she could 
find the source of the light.
 She felt her communication device ping in her 
pocket. Again. Again.
 The ship loomed closer in their view, and Daph-
ine nearly began running as she felt her device chime
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for a fourth time. Whipping it out, she sent off a quick 
message saying they were on their way. By the time 
they reached the docking port of the ship, Daphine 
could tell something was wrong. They arrived the 
same time as five others, so why had Daphine’s phone 
been the one to blow up?
 “Where have you been?” Seraph yelled as soon 
as they were within earshot. “I had to send a search 
party out for you two! Do you know how amateurish 
it is to not follow orders? You knew to be back here by 
dusk, and it’s nearly nightfall!” she continued as she 
marched towards Jaev and Daphine. The duo slowed 
to a stop as they reached one of the legs of the ship, 
both panting for air.
 “Answer me!”
 Daphine raised her head and offered the most 
apologetic look she could muster. She wanted to tell 
Seraph about the discovery, but something deep in-
side of her told her to hold onto the secret just a while 
longer.
 “Get inside, both of you!”
 As Daphine walked by, she could smell soft 
notes of cinnamon and clove, making her pause in her 
tracks.
 That’s new, she thought.
 “Any particular reason you’re disobeying me?” 
Seraph fumed as her hand placed an iron grip on 
Daphine’s shoulder. Daphine winced from the pain 
but noted that the scent increased in strength the 
closer Seraph was.
 Unable to stop herself, Daphine rotated until 
she was facing the shorter woman who barely reached 
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her upper arms. Leaning down, she planted her nose 
in the crevice between Seraph’s neck and shoulder 
and took a deep inhale.
 Too stunned to react, Seraph looked at her 
dumbfounded.
 “Did you change soaps?” Daphine inquired as 
she took another breath in. 
 “Wh–what are you doing?” Seraph stuttered out, 
face flushed a bright pink. “No, I didn’t change soaps!”
 “Hmm. Okay,” Daphine shrugged and headed 
inside.
 Seraph quickly followed, unsure of what had 
just taken place. Scratching the back of her head, 
she sat in the chair in silence, staring at the window 
in front of her. Minutes ticked by as everyone waited 
expectantly. Someone let out a subtle cough, drawing 
her from her thoughts.
 Quickly grabbing the speaker for the intercom, 
she began her announcement. “Attention everyone, 
this is your commander here. Our mission is success-
ful. We have not only opened a trade port but have 
begun to forge a new alliance. Further negotiations 
are still required, but we have made an excellent 
breakthrough. We will be staying here for the night 
and departing first thing in the morning for home 
base. Get a good night’s rest, everyone.”
 Unable to stay in her seat any longer, Seraph 
bid everyone goodnight as she set off towards the 
botany room, determined to get an answer. When she 
was mostly there, she faltered, suddenly too aware 
that she didn’t know what to say when she got there. 
She knew why Daphine had sniffed her—apparently,
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she smelled different than normal. A soft smile re-
placed the scowl; Daphine knew her well enough to 
know what she smelled like and was concerned over 
the shift.
 Changing her mind, she slowly retracted her 
steps and headed to the shower room instead, want-
ing to let the hot water ease away the tension from the 
day.
 Off in the botany room, Daphine sat nose deep 
in the new flower. She had repotted the rest of the 
samples on the far end of the room where they were 
far away from the already thriving species; she didn’t 
want to risk any negative effects until she knew what 
she was handling. The water samples were placed in 
a secure device, waiting to be handed off to a profes-
sional at home base.
 As Daphine examined the flower, she noticed 
that the strong aura it gave off earlier was diminish-
ing, and she felt a pang of guilt at having taken it 
from its home.
 “You’ll be okay, little one,” she reassured. “You 
just need to grow a few new roots and you’ll be as 
good as new.”
 She sat for hours writing and examining until 
only one question remained—is it toxic? Debating her 
options, she knew she could part with the plant at 
home, and have it sent for testing—the safe option—
but she could feel herself cringe at the idea of some-
one else handling something so delicate, so sweet, 
so… alluring. She dipped her nose back into the 
pollen filled center, breathing in the alluring aroma. 
There were no words to describe how it smelled, 
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nothing on any planet could match the way it made 
her whole body shudder with its effects, she only 
knew that it smelled like what pure divinity must look 
like.
 Despite her years of experience, or due to her 
years of experience, she gently took one of the stray 
petals and placed it on her tongue. The taste filled her 
mouth, and she aligned it somewhere between Earth’s 
lilacs and pansies—sweet, subtle, and yet just a hint 
of mint. Mulling it around, she tore it softly with her 
teeth, thrilled to find it let out just a touch of liquid, 
the same flavor, only stronger. The mint travelled up 
her nose and down her throat, wrapping her in its 
embrace, and cooling it off with the earthy under-
tones. She opened her eyes in a daze as she swal-
lowed, noting the time.
 Well, she mused, it certainly doesn’t taste toxic.
 As the minutes ticked by, she began noticing 
a change. What had once been a quiet telling of aro-
mas filling the room, they became stronger with each 
passing minute until they had her head buzzing and 
foggy. Unsure of what was happening, she stumbled 
out of her chair and walked over to the climbing ros-
es, inhaling softly to test her theory. Sure enough, the 
smell of the roses nearly knocked her over with its 
strength.
 Taking a step back, Daphine tried to think log-
ically, but the scents swarming her head became too 
overwhelming. Running towards the door, she nearly 
fell out when it opened, glad to escape. The smells 
were a greater variety out here, but at least they were 
more subtle. Daphine walked the hallway down to the
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command center where the night crew presided, try-
ing to separate the citrus from the woods, the cash-
mere from the amber, the subtle from the powerful. 
Unable to comprehend what was happening, she 
quickly ran from the room down to her bunk, wanting 
to escape the bombardment of scents.
 Dropping down on her bed and burying her face 
in her pillow, she noted the fresh linen mingled with 
lemon and dew-covered grass. Though she was alone 
in the room, it took her a moment to realize that the 
scent was being emitted from her own body. Everyday 
she uses a plain, unscented soap, so how could she 
smell the way she did? Head swarming with thoughts 
and ideas, the only plausible explanation she could 
find was that it had to do with the flower. Smelling it 
changed your perception of scents, and eating it en-
hanced those effects. As she was dozing off, she be-
came determined to test her theory.
 As the days began to pass, Daphine’s theory 
held more promise. Each petal offers a week’s worth 
of change. However, what she noticed the longer her 
experiment went on was that the scents changed 
based on the mood of the person—especially in Ser-
aph. Seraph’s mood swung widely, and to the ex-
tremes, with the stress of her job, so it was no wonder 
that her changes stood out amongst the rest.
 When Seraph was stressed or worried, she gave 
off a scent full of cinnamon and clove—explosive just 
like her words; when she was calm or wanted others 
to feel safe, mint and lemongrass washed over every-
thing. When she was with Daphine, though, it was a 
scent unlike any other, a scent that only presented 



32

Semitas Magazine

itself around the Therian. It was full of lotus blos-
soms, pine, seaside breezes, a hint of amber, and del-
icate notes of citrus. It was intoxicating to breath in, 
and Daphine wordlessly thanked the cultivators of the 
flower for growing such a substantial item.
 When they finally reached home base, Daphine 
found herself unable to cope with the idea of having 
to go without Seraph and her scents, especially given 
the harsh winter that was battering their area. Who 
knows how long they might be stuck there without 
each other? All Daphine knew what that if Seraph’s 
scent told her anything, it was that there was as 
much desire on Seraph’s end as there was on Daph-
ine’s.
 Seraph approached the loading dock where 
Daphine stood with her cart of animals and new plan-
etary samples, the lotus blossoms quickly washing 
away the mint.
 “Are you ready?” Seraph asked, her touch light-
ly grazing Daphine’s arm.
 Daphine turned and stared into Seraph’s eyes 
before gazing at the harsh horizon in front of her. 
 Wrapping an arm around Seraph, she looked 
down at the commander and a smile overtook her 
face. “For you, I’ll be ready for anything.”
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Losing Love’s Embrace
On a holiday covered in a blanket of snow, a man took 

my ability to love.
He took my ability to love others and my ability to love 

myself.
I was twenty-one and tired, you know how it is to be 
twenty-one,

he was in his forties and unhappy in his marriage.
I was asleep after continuing my journey to finally 
learn to enjoy the little things and smell the roses.

He was drunk and ready to
sin.

He took my ability to love that night.
To awake to a man on top of me: lips touching what 

they shouldn’t, hands groping things meant for me to 
decide who had access, breath exhaling a

bar instead of
  laughter —

although he might as well have been laughing as 
much as I struggled to get

free.
I fought everything all my life.

So, why is it the one time I need to be strong, I can’t 
even stop his hands from tearing off my clothes?
As I open my mouth and spit out the tongue he 

shoved in,
As I’m ready to

Scream.
I hear a woman’s voice call out his name.
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I take my chance when I feel his grip loosen around 
my crumbling soul and I run.

I
run.

I run until I find a dark secluded room with a lock, 
and even though I can hear him stumbling away to-
wards that woman’s voice and his footsteps fading,

I feel like I’m in a horror game.
You know that one game with that one scene, where 
the monster is following you, and you must hide in 

the locker.
If you enter a split second too late or if you move or if 

you even breathe too loud,
the monster tears you out and you’re helplessly

beaten.
That is now my reality.

The adrenaline wears off. Everything is normal.
Except for me.

I can feel myself breaking down inside out, piece by 
piece, moment by moment. As that man stumbled 

away, he took my ability to love with him.
The tears began to come down,

slowly at first like a dripping faucet that’s not quite all 
the way off.

A drip here and
a drip there.

As the seconds pass, what was a leaky faucet has 
turned into a category five hurricane with storms like 

one has never seen before.
But not all of it is on the outside.

I’m left with streams of tears down my face, curled up 
tight on a dirty tile floor, shaking more than a cocktail
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mixer on a Friday
night.

That night I try to tell someone what happened, and I 
get told that who can blame him, he’s

drunk, and you know what he thinks of
you.

At twenty-one,
I lost my ability to love myself, and I lost my ability to 

love others.
Today,

I am still relearning that process.
I went to school, I got three cats, I got a multitude of 

plants,
I even managed to find a person who cares about me 

and who loves me and who tries to
understand why sometimes I don’t like to be

touched.
Why I don’t like to be around people when they

drink.
Why sometimes I still wake up in the middle of the 
night unable to breathe from image after image and 

flashback after flashback spamming through my
brain,

with such vivid detail I wonder if I’m still stuck back 
there on that

couch
and everything afterwards has been nothing more 

than a simple
hallucination,

something that I want to have rather than face the 
reality of what

is.
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I look around me and I see laughter and smiles and 
hugs and caresses and I wonder,

“Will that ever be
me?”
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Detective Possum and the Day 
the Trash Stayed

 Every day starts the same: my person wakes 
up, and I feel them move around in bed. I wake up 
and get down from above their pillow to greet them. 
They roll over and say hello to me, and we spend 
some precious time together that I wouldn’t trade for 
the world. Then, they get out of bed and make them-
selves a bowl of cereal. Today is different, though. 
Today, the bottle of milk they always use runs empty. 
My person sighs, and I meow to tell them it’s okay, 
I will get them some milk. I run and jump up on the 
counter, sliding on the oven as I reach my destina-
tion, and I smack the bottom of the bottle just like I 
see them do with other bottles in the fridge.
 They laugh and scoop me into their arms, set-
ting me back down on the ground by their feet.
 “Silly Possum,” they say with a smile as they 
scratch my head. It feels good. I did good. They are 
happy again. They grab the bottle and put it into the 
trash can, but the trash can is full. They give it a 
slight push to make room for the bottle. I’m curious to 
see what’s inside.
 At the end of every week, they pull a big bag out 
of the big can and bring it outside to a big dumpster 
where I never see it again. Sometimes, if I’m lucky, 
they take me outside with them. When we go back 
inside, they grab another big bag and put it inside the
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big can and close the lid. Then, they start filling that 
bag. This happens every week.
 Today, though, things seem different. The sun 
is setting, and the moon is rising, and the big can of 
trash is still full. I sit by it and meow as loud as I can. 
My person looks at me from the couch and smiles and 
calls my name out in love. They raise their hand to 
say that they want to pet me and give me attention. I 
want to tell them that they forgot to take out the big 
bag, but I love pets more than I love being a detective. 
I run over to the big couch and jump to their hand 
before I curl up in their lap. I feel safe and warm and 
happy all over. My eyes feel heavy as I feel their hand 
softly stroke my fur. The big bag of trash can wait 
until after my nap; maybe it will be gone by the time I 
wake up.
 When I wake up, the moon is high in the sky 
and my person has brought me to bed above their 
head just like this morning. I hate to leave them, 
scared something will get them in the dark, but I 
must see if the big bag of trash is still there. They 
always take it outside - something bad must be inside 
of it. I slowly jump off the bed, careful not to make 
any sound and scare my person awake. I hate it when 
there are loud noises outside that scare me.
 I creep out of the bedroom and slink down the 
hallway where I come to the entrance of the kitchen. 
The trash can is too big for me to see into, even when 
I stand on the very tips of my tiptoes. I try and I try 
to stretch my paws as far as they’ll go, but it is not 
enough.
 “There must be another way,” I declare. “I will 



39

Tabitha Eastgate

find another way to save everyone!”
 I sit and I look around the kitchen. The trash 
can is too far away from the oven for it to be of use to 
me, and the fridge is too tall for it to help me. I run 
over to the big cat Lily to ask for her advice—she’s 
been here for years and years and has all the wisdom 
in the world. She’s sleeping on her scratch pad, her 
favorite place.
 “Lily,” I whisper as a pat her on the head, “wake 
up, Lily!”
 She meows and opens her eyes to stare at me. 
She shoos me away before going back to sleep.
 “Lily, it’s important!”
 Lily sighs and stretches very long. She sits and 
yawns before looking down on me.
 “What is so important that you must wake me, 
Possum?” she asks. 
 “Our person did not take out the big bag of 
trash!” 
 She looks over lazily at the big can of trash be-
fore yawning again and looking back at me. 
 “They did not,” she confirmed.
 “I want to help them!” I exclaimed as I jumped 
around. “They work so hard every day and they do so 
much for us, I have to help them!”
 Lily shook her head. “You are much too small to 
help them with their chores, Possum. Your only job is 
to eat the food they give you and make sure they feel 
loved, especially on very bad days. That is the most 
important job in the world—to make sure they are 
okay.”
 I nodded my head to her great wisdom, asking
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 “But Lily, won’t they feel loved if I take out the 
big bag of evil trash?” 
 Lily stayed quiet for a moment, thinking about 
my question. I looked at her, eager to hear her advice. 
 “I think they would feel loved. Ask Bear what he 
thinks you should do and if he can help you. He is the 
longest cat; he will surely be able to help you on your 
quest.” 
 I meowed as loud as I could to give my thanks 
and I ran off back to the bedroom to go find Bear. He 
loves sleeping by my person’s side every night, surely, 
he will be there!
 I hopped my way over to the door and sneaked 
my way back up on the bed, and sure enough, Bear 
was there sound asleep all stretched out. He takes up 
half the length of the bed he’s so long! One day, I want 
to be as big as Bear and as wise as Lily. I sat down by 
Bear and pawed at his head until he stretched even 
longer than I thought possible. He looked around un-
til he saw me, blinking slowly.
 “Hi, Possum,” he greeted. 
 “Hello, Bear!” 
 “Possum, I know you must want to play, but 
right now it’s time to sleep. We can play again in the 
morning. You know we mustn’t disturb our person. 
It’s very important that they rest.”
 “I know, Bear, you silly guy. I’m not trying to 
play; I’m trying to save them! I need help reaching the 
big bag of trash!”
 “Possum, we are not allowed to play with the 
trash. That will make our person mad at us, and our 
job is to make them happy, not mad.”
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 “I don’t want to play in the trash, I want to get 
rid of the monster in the trash. Surely that’s why they 
take it outside all the time to that huge container.” 
 Bear laid there and thought for a minute. He 
closed his eyes and yawned really wide. “If you want 
to get rid of the monster, I suggest you find a way to 
open the lid. They keep it shut nice and tight to keep 
the monster trapped inside and to keep us out and 
away from danger. That’s one of their jobs, you know, 
to keep us as safe as can be from monsters that will 
take us from them. They love us with all their might 
and in every way possible.”
 I nodded and smiled at Bear, thankful for his 
advice; but I still had one more question. 
 “Bear?” 
 “Yes, Possum?” 
 “Can you open the lid for me? Lily said you were 
the longest cat, so surely you must be able to reach 
it!”
 Bear yawned one last time before nodding. “I’ll 
help you to open it, but then you are on your own for 
this adventure.” 
 He hopped down off the bed gracefully and qui-
etly, careful not to disturb our person. They have had 
a very long day, and they need to rest a lot.
 I have to walk fast to keep up with Bear, and 
we walk all the way from the bedroom to the kitchen 
where the big bag of trash and the evil monster wait 
for us. Bear tiptoes over to the big can and stretch-
es as long as he can. Why, he takes up half the wall 
it seems! He eases his paw under the lid and pops it 
open just wide enough for me to be able to enter.
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 “Be quick, Possum!” he hollers at me. “The lid 
will close on its own once I let go. Use your back legs 
and run and jump as far as you can to beat the lid.”
 I listen to Bear’s advice and wiggle as fast as I 
can to build the power in my back legs before I take a 
running start and leap. Bear quickly moves away from 
the big can of trash and out of my way, running his 
way back to the bedroom to resume his sleep. I can 
see Lily out of the corner of my eye watching me, calm 
as can be, waiting to see if I am brave enough to fin-
ish my quest.
 I manage to get inside the big can of trash right 
before the lid closes, and I squeeze my way down, 
kicking and pawing as I go. I growl so big and mighty 
to scare away any monsters, but oh no! I can feel the 
big can swaying side to side—this must be the mon-
ster making its way up to me to attack everyone!
 I double my efforts and growl and show my 
teeth. I extend my claws and start smacking whatever 
I see. As I dive deeper, I feel the big can of trash fall 
over and suddenly I’m outside. I kick everything out-
side just like I do the litter, making sure to not miss 
a thing as I search for the monster. I roll around and 
defend Lily and the household against every poten-
tial monster. I am their protector just as my person is 
ours. Suddenly, I see a pair of feet approaching and I 
set my eyes on it, barreling towards the monster.
 “I will defeat you!” I yell as bravely as I can. I 
am scared, but I will never show it, not if it means 
protecting my person!
 Suddenly there’s a blinding light everywhere 
and I hit my head on something solid.
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 “Possum!” 
 I roll against the wall and turn around to look 
at the source of the noise. Looking up, I don’t see a 
monster, I see my person! 
 But oh no, they don’t seem happy. They seem 
mad at me and the mess. 
 I quickly run to the middle of the kitchen and 
turn to look up at them as I sit down. 
 “Don’t worry,” I announce, “for I have defeat-
ed the monster that you left behind in the big can of 
trash!”
 I smile really big, thinking they will be pleased. 
They are not, though. 
 I see Lily stand up, and walk slowly over to our 
person, who has knelt to the ground with their head 
on their knee, meowing gently as she nears. Without 
looking up, they reach out their hand to pet her, and 
she eagerly bumps her head into their hand.
 “Possum, what did you do?” 
 It is Penelope that asks this time. She’s our 
sleepy Siamese cat who our person loves dearly, al-
most as much as me, I think. 
 “I helped,” I respond.
 “What did you help with?” she asks as she 
glides over towards me. One day I hope to be able to 
move as quietly as she can, with just as much poise 
and dignity. 
 “I helped defeat the monster in the big can of 
trash! They always take it out at the end of the week 
so that the monster can’t get any of us, but they left 
it this time. So, I thought I would be brave and help 
defeat this foe.”
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 Penelope shook her head. “Silly Possum. There 
is no monster. They take it out because it is full, and 
it is stinky. Our person was too tired today to take out 
the trash, so they left it for another day. Now, they 
have to pick up the mess that you made.” 
 I looked down at the ground, trying not to cry. 
 “I only wanted to help,” I sniffle. 
 “Come here, Possum.” 
 I slowly raise my head to see my person smiling 
softly at me, kneeling as they move towards me. 
 “Are you okay?” I hear them ask.
 I look back towards the trash and back towards 
them, wondering how I can possibly tell them that I 
was only trying to help. 
 I don’t have to, though. 
 They reach over and scratch my favorite spot on 
my chin until I feel better. Then, they stand up and 
pick up all the trash and take it outside.
 All appears to be right in the world again. Bear, 
Penelope, Lily, and I all await their return. When they 
come back, they turn off the kitchen light and pick me 
up, carrying me back to bed. 
 “Come on, guys,” they tell the others. “It’s bed-
time.”
 We reach the bedroom where we all climb up, 
except for me. My person takes me from their arms 
and sets me gently above their pillow, the perfect spot 
to provide comfort to them. Soon, I hear everyone 
snoozing, and I can finally rest in peace.
 Today, I got to the bottom of the mystery—the 
big bag of trash stayed because my person was tired, 
not because they forgot to get rid of the monster. I 



45

Tabitha Eastgate

settled into my spot and gave my person a kiss on 
their head before I dozed off. 
 Another day gone, another mystery solved, all 
thanks to Detective Possum and her friends.
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The Comet
 He stood a moment on the steps of the bank, 
watching the human river that swirled down Broad-
way. Few noticed him. Few ever noticed him save in a 
way that stung. He was outside the world—”nothing!” 
as he said bitterly. Bits of the words of the walkers 
came to him.
 “The comet?”
 “The comet—”
 Everybody was talking of it. Even the president, 
as he entered, smiled patronizingly at him, and asked:
 “Well, Jim, are you scared?”
 “No,” said the messenger shortly.
 “I thought we’d journeyed through the comet’s 
tail once,” broke in the junior clerk affably.
 “Oh, that was Halley’s,” said the president; “this 
is a new comet, quite a stranger, they say—wonderful, 
wonderful! I saw it last night. Oh, by the way, Jim,” 
turning again to the messenger, “I want you to go 
down into the lower vaults today.”
 The messenger followed the president silently. 
Of course, they wanted him to go down to the lower 
vaults. It was too dangerous for more valuable men. 
He smiled grimly and listened.
 “Everything of value has been moved out since 
the water began to seep in,” said the president; “but 
we miss two volumes of old records. Suppose you  
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nose around down there,—it isn’t very pleasant, I sup-
pose.”
 “Not very,” said the messenger, as he walked 
out.
 “Well, Jim, the tail of the new comet hits us at 
noon this time,” said the vault clerk, as he passed 
over the keys; but the messenger passed silently down 
the stairs. Down he went beneath Broadway, where 
the dim light filtered through the feet of hurrying 
men; down to the dark basement beneath; down into 
the blackness and silence beneath that lowest cavern. 
Here with his dark lantern he groped in the bowels of 
the earth, under the world.
 He drew a long breath as he threw back the 
last great iron door and stepped into the fetid slime 
within. Here at last was peace, and he groped mood-
ily forward. A great rat leaped past him and cobwebs 
crept across his face. He felt carefully around the 
room, shelf by shelf, on the muddied floor, and in 
crevice and corner. Nothing. Then he went back to 
the far end, where somehow the wall felt different. He 
sounded and pushed and pried. Nothing. He start-
ed away. Then something brought him back. He was 
sounding and working again when suddenly the whole 
black wall swung as on mighty hinges, and black-
ness yawned beyond. He peered in; it was evidently a 
secret vault—some hiding place of the old bank un-
known in newer times. He entered hesitatingly. It was 
a long, narrow room with shelves, and at the far end, 
an old iron chest. On a high shelf lay the two missing 
volumes of records, and others. He put them carefully 
aside and stepped to the chest. It was old, strong, and
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rusty. He looked at the vast and old-fashioned lock 
and flashed his light on the hinges. They were deeply 
incrusted with rust. Looking about, he found a bit of 
iron and began to pry. The rust had eaten a hundred 
years, and it had gone deep. Slowly, wearily, the old 
lid lifted, and with a last, low groan lay bare its trea-
sure—and he saw the dull sheen of gold!
 “Boom!”
 A low, grinding, reverberating crash struck 
upon his ear. He started up and looked about. All was 
black and still. He groped for his light and swung it 
about him. Then he knew! The great stone door had 
swung to. He forgot the gold and looked death square-
ly in the face. Then with a sigh he went methodically 
to work. The cold sweat stood on his forehead; but he 
searched, pounded, pushed, and worked until after 
what seemed endless hours his hand struck a cold 
bit of metal and the great door swung again harshly 
on its hinges, and then, striking against something 
soft and heavy, stopped. He had just room to squeeze 
through. There lay the body of the vault clerk, cold 
and stiff. He stared at it, and then felt sick and nau-
seated. The air seemed unaccountably foul, with a 
strong, peculiar odor. He stepped forward, clutched at 
the air, and fell fainting across the corpse.
 He awoke with a sense of horror, leaped from 
the body, and groped up the stairs, calling to the 
guard. The watchman sat as if asleep, with the gate 
swinging free. With one glance at him the messenger 
hurried up to the sub-vault. In vain he called to the 
guards. His voice echoed and re-echoed weirdly. Up 
into the great basement he rushed. Here another 
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guard lay prostrate on his face, cold and still. A fear 
arose in the messenger’s heart. He dashed up to the 
cellar floor, up into the bank. The stillness of death 
lay everywhere and everywhere bowed, bent, and 
stretched the silent forms of men. The messenger 
paused and glanced about. He was not a man easi-
ly moved; but the sight was appalling! “Robbery and 
murder,” he whispered slowly to himself as he saw the 
twisted, oozing mouth of the president where he lay 
half-buried on his desk. Then a new thought seized 
him: If they found him here alone—with all this mon-
ey and all these dead men—what would his life be 
worth? He glanced about, tiptoed cautiously to a side 
door, and again looked behind. Quietly he turned the 
latch and stepped out into Wall Street.
 How silent the street was! Not a soul was stir-
ring, and yet it was high-noon—Wall Street? Broad-
way? He glanced almost wildly up and down, then 
across the street, and as he looked, a sickening horror 
froze in his limbs. With a choking cry of utter fright he 
lunged, leaned giddily against the cold building, and 
stared helplessly at the sight.
 In the great stone doorway a hundred men 
and women and children lay crushed and twisted 
and jammed, forced into that great, gaping doorway 
like refuse in a can—as if in one wild, frantic rush to 
safety, they had rushed and ground themselves to 
death. Slowly the messenger crept along the walls, 
wetting his parched mouth and trying to comprehend, 
stilling the tremor in his limbs and the rising terror 
in his heart. He met a business man, silk-hatted and 
frock-coated, who had crept, too, along that smooth
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wall and stood now stone dead with wonder written 
on his lips. The messenger turned his eyes hastily 
away and sought the curb. A woman leaned weari-
ly against the signpost, her head bowed motionless 
on her lace and silken bosom. Before her stood a 
street car, silent, and within—but the messenger but 
glanced and hurried on. A grimy newsboy sat in the 
gutter with the “last edition” in his uplifted hand: 
“Danger!” screamed its black headlines. “Warnings 
wired around the world. The Comet’s tail sweeps past 
us at noon. Deadly gases expected. Close doors and 
windows. Seek the cellar.” The messenger read and 
staggered on. Far out from a window above, a girl lay 
with gasping face and sleevelets on her arms. On a 
store step sat a little, sweet-faced girl looking upward 
toward the skies, and in the carriage by her lay—
but the messenger looked no longer. The cords gave 
way—the terror burst in his veins, and with one great, 
gasping cry he sprang desperately forward and ran,—
ran as only the frightened run, shrieking and fighting 
the air until with one last wail of pain he sank on the 
grass of Madison Square and lay prone and still.
 When he rose, he gave no glance at the still and 
silent forms on the benches, but, going to a fountain, 
bathed his face; then hiding himself in a corner away 
from the drama of death, he quietly gripped himself 
and thought the thing through: The comet had swept 
the earth and this was the end. Was everybody dead? 
He must search and see.
 He knew that he must steady himself and keep 
calm, or he would go insane. First he must go to a 
restaurant. He walked up Fifth Avenue to a famous
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hostelry and entered its gorgeous, ghost-haunted 
halls. He beat back the nausea, and, seizing a tray 
from dead hands, hurried into the street and ate rav-
enously, hiding to keep out the sights.
 “Yesterday, they would not have served me,” he 
whispered, as he forced the food down.
 Then he started up the street,—looking, peer-
ing, telephoning, ringing alarms; silent, silent all. Was 
nobody—nobody—he dared not think the thought and 
hurried on.
 Suddenly he stopped still. He had forgotten. My 
God! How could he have forgotten? He must rush to 
the subway—then he almost laughed. No—a car; if 
he could find a Ford. He saw one. Gently he lifted off 
its burden, and took his place on the seat. He tested 
the throttle. There was gas. He glided off, shivering, 
and drove up the street. Everywhere stood, leaned, 
lounged, and lay the dead, in grim and awful silence. 
On he ran past an automobile, wrecked and over-
turned; past another, filled with a gay party whose 
smiles yet lingered on their death-struck lips; on past 
crowds and groups of cars, pausing by dead police-
men; at 42nd Street he had to detour to Park Avenue 
to avoid the dead congestion. He came back on Fifth 
Avenue at 57th and flew past the Plaza and by the 
park with its hushed babies and silent throng, until 
as he was rushing past 72nd Street he heard a sharp 
cry, and saw a living form leaning wildly out an upper 
window. He gasped. The human voice sounded in his 
ears like the voice of God.
 “Hello—hello—help, in God’s name!” wailed the 
woman. “There’s a dead girl in here and a man and—
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and see yonder dead men lying in the street and dead 
horses—for the love of God go and bring the offi-
cers—” And the words trailed off into hysterical tears.
 He wheeled the car in a sudden circle, running 
over the still body of a child and leaping on the curb. 
Then he rushed up the steps and tried the door and 
rang violently. There was a long pause, but at last the 
heavy door swung back. They stared a moment in si-
lence. She had not noticed before that he was a Negro. 
He had not thought of her as white. She was a wom-
an of perhaps twenty-five—rarely beautiful and richly 
gowned, with darkly-golden hair, and jewels. Yester-
day, he thought with bitterness, she would scarcely 
have looked at him twice. He would have been dirt 
beneath her silken feet. She stared at him. Of all the 
sorts of men she had pictured as coming to her res-
cue she had not dreamed of one like him. Not that he 
was not human, but he dwelt in a world so far from 
hers, so infinitely far, that he seldom even entered 
her thought. Yet as she looked at him curiously he 
seemed quite commonplace and usual. He was a tall, 
dark workingman of the better class, with a sensitive 
face trained to stolidity and a poor man’s clothes and 
hands. His face was soft and slow and his manner at 
once cold and nervous, like fires long banked, but not 
out.
 So a moment each paused and gauged the oth-
er; then the thought of the dead world without rushed 
in and they started toward each other.
 “What has happened?” she cried. “Tell me! 
Nothing stirs. All is silence! I see the dead strewn be-
fore my window as winnowed by the breath of God,—
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and see—” She dragged him through great, silken 
hangings to where, beneath the sheen of mahogany 
and silver, a little French maid lay stretched in quiet, 
everlasting sleep, and near her a butler lay prone in 
his livery.
 The tears streamed down the woman’s cheeks 
and she clung to his arm until the perfume of her 
breath swept his face and he felt the tremors racing 
through her body.
 “I had been shut up in my dark room devel-
oping pictures of the comet which I took last night; 
when I came out—I saw the dead!
 “What has happened?” she cried again.
 He answered slowly:
 “Something—comet or devil—swept across the 
earth this morning and—many are dead!”
 “Many? Very many?”
 “I have searched and I have seen no other living 
soul but you.”
 She gasped and they stared at each other.
 “My—father!” she whispered.
 “Where is he?”
 “He started for the office.”
 “Where is it?”
 “In the Metropolitan Tower.”
 “Leave a note for him here and come.”
 Then he stopped.
 “No,” he said firmly—”first, we must go—to Har-
lem.”
 “Harlem!” she cried. Then she understood. She 
tapped her foot at first impatiently. She looked back 
and shuddered. Then she came resolutely down the
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steps.
 “There’s a swifter car in the garage in the 
court,” she said.
 “I don’t know how to drive it,” he said.
 “I do,” she answered.
 In ten minutes they were flying to Harlem on 
the wind. The Stutz rose and raced like an airplane. 
They took the turn at 110th Street on two wheels and 
slipped with a shriek into 135th.
 He was gone but a moment. Then he returned, 
and his face was gray. She did not look, but said:
 “You have lost—somebody?”
 “I have lost—everybody,” he said, simply—”un-
less—”
 He ran back and was gone several minutes—
hours they seemed to her.
 “Everybody,” he said, and he walked slowly 
back with something film-like in his hand which he 
stuffed into his pocket.
 “I’m afraid I was selfish,” he said. But already 
the car was moving toward the park among the dark 
and lined dead of Harlem—the brown, still faces, 
the knotted hands, the homely garments, and the 
silence—the wild and haunting silence. Out of the 
park, and down Fifth Avenue they whirled. In and out 
among the dead they slipped and quivered, needing 
no sound of bell or horn, until the great, square Met-
ropolitan Tower hove in sight. Gently he laid the dead 
elevator boy aside; the car shot upward. The door of 
the office stood open. On the threshold lay the stenog-
rapher, and, staring at her, sat the dead clerk. The 
inner office was empty, but a note lay on the desk,
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folded and addressed but unsent:

 Dear Daughter:

  I’ve gone for a hundred mile spin in Fred’s 
 new Mercedes. Shall not be back before dinner. 
 I’ll bring Fred with me.

      J.B.H.

 “Come,” she cried nervously. “We must search 
the city.”
 Up and down, over and across, back again—on 
went that ghostly search. Everywhere was silence and 
death—death and silence! They hunted from Madison 
Square to Spuyten Duyvel; they rushed across the 
Williamsburg Bridge; they swept over Brooklyn; from 
the Battery and Morningside Heights they scanned 
the river. Silence, silence everywhere, and no human 
sign. Haggard and bedraggled they puffed a third time 
slowly down Broadway, under the broiling sun, and 
at last stopped. He sniffed the air. An odor—a smell—
and with the shifting breeze a sickening stench filled 
their nostrils and brought its awful warning. The girl 
settled back helplessly in her seat.
 “What can we do?” she cried.
 It was his turn now to take the lead, and he did 
it quickly.
 “The long distance telephone—the telegraph 
and the cable—night rockets and then—flight!”
 She looked at him now with strength and confi-
dence. He did not look like men, as she had always
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pictured men; but he acted like one and she was con-
tent. In fifteen minutes they were at the central tele-
phone exchange. As they came to the door he stepped 
quickly before her and pressed her gently back as 
he closed it. She heard him moving to and fro, and 
knew his burdens—the poor, little burdens he bore. 
When she entered, he was alone in the room. The 
grim switchboard flashed its metallic face in cryptic, 
sphinx-like immobility. She seated herself on a stool 
and donned the bright earpiece. She looked at the 
mouthpiece. She had never looked at one so closely 
before. It was wide and black, pimpled with usage; 
inert; dead; almost sarcastic in its unfeeling curves. It 
looked—she beat back the thought—but it looked,—it 
persisted in looking like—she turned her head and 
found herself alone. One moment she was terrified; 
then she thanked him silently for his delicacy and 
turned resolutely, with a quick intaking of breath.
 “Hello!” she called in low tones. She was calling 
to the world. The world must answer. Would the world 
answer? Was the world—
 Silence!
 She had spoken too low.
 “Hello!” she cried, full-voiced.
 She listened. Silence! Her heart beat quickly. 
She cried in clear, distinct, loud tones: “Hello—hello—
hello!”
 What was that whirring? Surely—no—was it the 
click of a receiver?
 She bent close, she moved the pegs in the holes, 
and called and called, until her voice rose almost to a 
shriek, and her heart hammered. It was as if she had
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heard the last flicker of creation, and the evil was 
silence. Her voice dropped to a sob. She sat stupid-
ly staring into the black and sarcastic mouthpiece, 
and the thought came again. Hope lay dead within 
her. Yes, the cable and the rockets remained; but 
the world—she could not frame the thought or say 
the word. It was too mighty—too terrible! She turned 
toward the door with a new fear in her heart. For the 
first time she seemed to realize that she was alone 
in the world with a stranger, with something more 
than a stranger,—with a man alien in blood and cul-
ture—unknown, perhaps unknowable. It was awful! 
She must escape—she must fly; he must not see her 
again. Who knew what awful thoughts—
 She gathered her silken skirts deftly about her 
young, smooth limbs—listened, and glided into a si-
dehall. A moment she shrank back: the hall lay filled 
with dead women; then she leaped to the door and 
tore at it, with bleeding fingers, until it swung wide. 
She looked out. He was standing at the top of the 
alley,—silhouetted, tall and black, motionless. Was 
he looking at her or away? She did not know—she did 
not care. She simply leaped and ran—ran until she 
found herself alone amid the dead and the tall ram-
parts of towering buildings.
 She stopped. She was alone. Alone! Alone on 
the streets—alone in the city—perhaps alone in the 
world! There crept in upon her the sense of decep-
tion—of creeping hands behind her back—of silent, 
moving things she could not see,—of voices hushed 
in fearsome conspiracy. She looked behind and side-
ways, started at strange sounds and heard still 
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stranger, until every nerve within her stood sharp and 
quivering, stretched to scream at the barest touch. 
She whirled and flew back, whimpering like a child, 
until she found that narrow alley again and the dark, 
silent figure silhouetted at the top. She stopped and 
rested; then she walked silently toward him, looked 
at him timidly; but he said nothing as he handed her 
into the car. Her voice caught as she whispered:
 “Not—that.”
 And he answered slowly: “No—not that!”
 They climbed into the car. She bent forward 
on the wheel and sobbed, with great, dry, quivering 
sobs, as they flew toward the cable office on the east 
side, leaving the world of wealth and prosperity for the 
world of poverty and work. In the world behind them 
were death and silence, grave and grim, almost cyni-
cal, but always decent; here it was hideous. It clothed 
itself in every ghastly form of terror, struggle, hate, 
and suffering. It lay wreathed in crime and squalor, 
greed and lust. Only in its dread and awful silence 
was it like to death everywhere.
 Yet as the two, flying and alone, looked upon 
the horror of the world, slowly, gradually, the sense 
of all-enveloping death deserted them. They seemed 
to move in a world silent and asleep,—not dead. They 
moved in quiet reverence, lest somehow they wake 
these sleeping forms who had, at last, found peace. 
They moved in some solemn, world-wide Friedhof, 
above which some mighty arm had waved its magic 
wand. All nature slept until—until, and quick with the 
same startling thought, they looked into each other’s 
eyes— he, ashen, and she, crimson, with unspoken 
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thought. To both, the vision of a mighty beauty—of 
vast, unspoken things, swelled in their souls; but they 
put it away.
 Great, dark coils of wire came up from the earth 
and down from the sun and entered this low lair of 
witchery. The gathered lightnings of the world cen-
tered here, binding with beams of light the ends of 
the earth. The doors gaped on the gloom within. He 
paused on the threshold.
 “Do you know the code?” she asked.
 “I know the call for help—we used it formerly at 
the bank.”
 She hardly heard. She heard the lapping of the 
waters far below,—the dark and restless waters—the 
cold and luring waters, as they called. He stepped 
within. Slowly she walked to the wall, where the water 
called below, and stood and waited. Long she waited, 
and he did not come. Then with a start she saw him, 
too, standing beside the black waters. Slowly he re-
moved his coat and stood there silently. She walked 
quickly to him and laid her hand on his arm. He did 
not start or look. The waters lapped on in luring, 
deadly rhythm. He pointed down to the waters, and 
said quietly:
 “The world lies beneath the waters now—may I 
go?”
 She looked into his stricken, tired face, and a 
great pity surged within her heart. She answered in a 
voice clear and calm, “No.”
 Upward they turned toward life again, and he 
seized the wheel. The world was darkening to twilight, 
and a great, gray pall was falling mercifully and gently
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on the sleeping dead. The ghastly glare of reali-
ty seemed replaced with the dream of some vast 
romance. The girl lay silently back, as the motor 
whizzed along, and looked half-consciously for the 
elf-queen to wave life into this dead world again. She 
forgot to wonder at the quickness with which he had 
learned to drive her car. It seemed natural. And then 
as they whirled and swung into Madison Square and 
at the door of the Metropolitan Tower she gave a low 
cry, and her eyes were great! Perhaps she had seen 
the elf-queen?
 The man led her to the elevator of the tower 
and deftly they ascended. In her father’s office they 
gathered rugs and chairs, and he wrote a note and 
laid it on the desk; then they ascended to the roof 
and he made her comfortable. For a while she rested 
and sank to dreamy somnolence, watching the worlds 
above and wondering. Below lay the dark shadows 
of the city and afar was the shining of the sea. She 
glanced at him timidly as he set food before her and 
took a shawl and wound her in it, touching her rev-
erently, yet tenderly. She looked up at him with 
thankfulness in her eyes, eating what he served. He 
watched the city. She watched him. He seemed very 
human,—very near now.
 “Have you had to work hard?” she asked softly.
 “Always,” he said.
 “I have always been idle,” she said. “I was rich.”
 “I was poor,” he almost echoed.
 “The rich and the poor are met together,” she 
began, and he finished:
 “The Lord is the Maker of them all.”
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 “Yes,” she said slowly; “and how foolish our 
human distinctions seem—now,” looking down to the 
great dead city stretched below, swimming in unlight-
ened shadows.
 “Yes—I was not—human, yesterday,” he said.
 She looked at him. “And your people were not 
my people,” she said; “but today—” She paused. He 
was a man,—no more; but he was in some larger 
sense a gentleman,—sensitive, kindly, chivalrous, 
everything save his hands and—his face. Yet yester-
day—
 “Death, the leveler!” he muttered.
 “And the revealer,” she whispered gently, ris-
ing to her feet with great eyes. He turned away, and 
after fumbling a moment sent a rocket into the dark-
ening air. It arose, shrieked, and flew up, a slim path 
of light, and scattering its stars abroad, dropped on 
the city below. She scarcely noticed it. A vision of the 
world had risen before her. Slowly the mighty proph-
ecy of her destiny overwhelmed her. Above the dead 
past hovered the Angel of Annunciation. She was no 
mere woman. She was neither high nor low, white nor 
black, rich nor poor. She was primal woman; mighty 
mother of all men to come and Bride of Life. She 
looked upon the man beside her and forgot all else 
but his manhood, his strong, vigorous manhood—his 
sorrow and sacrifice. She saw him glorified. He was 
no longer a thing apart, a creature below, a strange 
outcast of another clime and blood, but her Brother 
Humanity incarnate, Son of God and great All-Father 
of the race to be.
 He did not glimpse the glory in her eyes, but 
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stood looking outward toward the sea and sending 
rocket after rocket into the unanswering darkness. 
Dark-purple clouds lay banked and billowed in the 
west. Behind them and all around, the heavens 
glowed in dim, weird radiance that suffused the dark-
ening world and made almost a minor music. Sud-
denly, as though gathered back in some vast hand, 
the great cloud-curtain fell away. Low on the horizon 
lay a long, white star—mystic, wonderful! And from it 
fled upward to the pole, like some wan bridal veil, a 
pale, wide sheet of flame that lighted all the world and 
dimmed the stars.
 In fascinated silence the man gazed at the heav-
ens and dropped his rockets to the floor. Memories 
of memories stirred to life in the dead recesses of his 
mind. The shackles seemed to rattle and fall from his 
soul. Up from the crass and crushing and cringing of 
his caste leaped the lone majesty of kings long dead. 
He arose within the shadows, tall, straight, and stern, 
with power in his eyes and ghostly scepters hovering 
to his grasp. It was as though some mighty Pharaoh 
lived again, or curled Assyrian lord. He turned and 
looked upon the lady, and found her gazing straight 
at him.
 Silently, immovably, they saw each other face 
to face—eye to eye. Their souls lay naked to the night. 
It was not lust; it was not love—it was some vaster, 
mightier thing that needed neither touch of body nor 
thrill of soul. It was a thought divine, splendid.
 Slowly, noiselessly, they moved toward each 
other—the heavens above, the seas around, the city 
grim and dead below. He loomed from out the velvet
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shadows vast and dark. Pearl-white and slender, she 
shone beneath the stars. She stretched her jeweled 
hands abroad. He lifted up his mighty arms, and they 
cried each to the other, almost with one voice, “The 
world is dead.”
 “Long live the—”
 “Honk! Honk!” Hoarse and sharp the cry of a 
motor drifted clearly up from the silence below. They 
started backward with a cry and gazed upon each 
other with eyes that faltered and fell, with blood that 
boiled.
 “Honk! Honk! Honk! Honk!” came the mad cry 
again, and almost from their feet a rocket blazed into 
the air and scattered its stars upon them. She covered 
her eyes with her hands, and her shoulders heaved. 
He dropped and bowed, groped blindly on his knees 
about the floor. A blue flame spluttered lazily after an 
age, and she heard the scream of an answering rocket 
as it flew.
 Then they stood still as death, looking to oppo-
site ends of the earth.
 “Clang—crash—clang!”
 The roar and ring of swift elevators shooting 
upward from below made the great tower tremble. A 
murmur and babel of voices swept in upon the night. 
All over the once dead city the lights blinked, flick-
ered, and flamed; and then with a sudden clanging 
of doors the entrance to the platform was filled with 
men, and one with white and flying hair rushed to 
the girl and lifted her to his breast. “My daughter!” he 
sobbed.
 Behind him hurried a younger, comelier man,
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carefully clad in motor costume, who bent above the 
girl with passionate solicitude and gazed into her 
staring eyes until they narrowed and dropped and her 
face flushed deeper and deeper crimson.
 “Julia,” he whispered; “my darling, I thought 
you were gone forever.”
 She looked up at him with strange, searching 
eyes.
 “Fred,” she murmured, almost vaguely, “is the 
world—gone?”
 “Only New York,” he answered; “it is terrible—
awful! You know,—but you, how did you escape—how 
have you endured this horror? Are you well? Un-
harmed?”
 “Unharmed!” she said.
 “And this man here?” he asked, encircling her 
drooping form with one arm and turning toward the 
Negro. Suddenly he stiffened and his hand flew to his 
hip. “Why!” he snarled. “It’s—a—nigger—Julia! Has 
he—has he dared—”
 She lifted her head and looked at her late com-
panion curiously and then dropped her eyes with a 
sigh.
 “He has dared—all, to rescue me,” she said qui-
etly, “and I—thank him—much.” But she did not look 
at him again. As the couple turned away, the father 
drew a roll of bills from his pockets.
 “Here, my good fellow,” he said, thrusting the 
money into the man’s hands, “take that,—what’s your 
name?”
 “Jim Davis,” came the answer, hollow-voiced.
 “Well, Jim, I thank you. I’ve always liked your
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people. If you ever want a job, call on me.” And they 
were gone.
 The crowd poured up and out of the elevators, 
talking and whispering.
 “Who was it?”
 “Are they alive?”
 “How many?”
 “Two!”
 “Who was saved?”
 “A white girl and a nigger—there she goes.”
 “A nigger? Where is he? Let’s lynch the 
damned—”
 “Shut up—he’s all right-he saved her.”
 “Saved hell! He had no business—”
 “Here he comes.”
 Into the glare of the electric lights the colored 
man moved slowly, with the eyes of those that walk 
and sleep.
 “Well, what do you think of that?” cried a by-
stander; “of all New York, just a white girl and a nig-
ger!”
 The colored man heard nothing. He stood si-
lently beneath the glare of the light, gazing at the 
money in his hand and shrinking as he gazed; slowly 
he put his other hand into his pocket and brought out 
a baby’s filmy cap, and gazed again. A woman mount-
ed to the platform and looked about, shading her 
eyes. She was brown, small, and toil-worn, and in one 
arm lay the corpse of a dark baby. The crowd parted 
and her eyes fell on the colored man; with a cry she 
tottered toward him.
 “Jim!”
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 He whirled and, with a sob of joy, caught her in 
his arms.
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A Rude Awakening
look up at the sky 
all the stars shine 
and they glitter like 
they could be made of gold 
we’d never be told, but 
maybe they are?

what is that up there? 
looks like a rocket 
who would’ve thought it! 
see the guy from Star Trek 
now he seems like a small speck 
in a real spaceship

money floats around their saucer 
all pennies, and euros, and bills 
but don’t ever think about taking 
no matter how big or small 
for the man who has it all 
will not give anything away

some men go to space  
while others starve on Earth
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Happy Birthday
November is my home 
it tells me to be strong 
when the world is falling down 
around my shoulders 
and I grow a little older

it seems so long ago now 
wishing I could be out 
while the world stayed in 
and I would run free 
taking photos no one will see

never forgetting the leaves 
and the slight biting breeze 
wishing around glowing candles 
to be reminded of the past 
for the future is so far away
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training bra
I was in 5th grade 
when I got my first 
training bra 
from my aunt who  
was the only person who told me 
I needed it.

I was 
unaware of myself 
of my development 
unaware of the way my favorite green shirt 
was now hugging me back 
in new places.

Unaware, 
didn’t care.

Wore that training bra for 
two years. 
unaware of its wearing 
its tearing.

Unaware, 
didn’t care.

At a 7th grade sleepover, 
the prettiest girl 
showed me her new real bra.
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Suddenly intrigued.
Awakened.
Aroused.

Suddenly insecure. 
At competition.
Aware.
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Seasons

A piece of me died in the winter 
The white snow spotted red with the 

Remains of a weary soul 
In the spring a seed germinated 

With a burning urge for vengeance 
It blossomed in the summer 

Fiercely independent 
Yet it still fears 

The first freeze of the fall
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Strangulation
You came in like a thief in the night 

But it wasn’t just a night 
It was years 

Your knuckles are white 
My face, blue 

Yet i’m still the person you fear me most to be 
My spirit is a memory 
Waiting to be reborn 

In a future 
You won’t be a part of



Mary E. Wilkins Freeman
From the Archive

The Revolt of “Mother”
 “Father!”
 “What is it?”
 “What are them men diggin’ over there in the 
field for?”
 There was a sudden dropping and enlarging of 
the lower part of the old man’s face, as if some heavy 
weight had settled therein; he shut his mouth tight, 
and went on harnessing the great bay mare. He hus-
tled the collar on to her neck with a jerk.
 “Father!”
 The old man slapped the saddle upon the 
mare’s back.
 “Look here, father, I want to know what them 
men are diggin’ over in the field for, an’ I’m goin’ to 
know.”
 “I wish you’d go into the house, mother, an’ 
’tend to your own affairs,” the old man said then. He 
ran his words together, and his speech was almost as 
inarticulate as a growl.
 But the woman understood; it was her most na-
tive tongue. “I ain’t goin’ into the house till you tell me 
what them men are doin’ over there in the field,” said 
she.
 Then she stood waiting. She was a small wom-
an, short and straight-waisted like a child in her 
brown cotton gown. Her forehead was mild and 
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mild and benevolent between the smooth curves of 
gray hair; there were[262] meek downward lines about 
her nose and mouth; but her eyes, fixed upon the old 
man, looked as if the meekness had been the result of 
her own will, never of the will of another.
 They were in the barn, standing before the 
wide-open doors. The spring air, full of the smell of 
growing grass and unseen blossoms, came in their 
faces. The deep yard in front was littered with farm 
wagons and piles of wood; on the edges, close to the 
fence and the house, the grass was a vivid green, and 
there were some dandelions.
 The old man glanced doggedly at his wife as 
he tightened the last buckles on the harness. She 
looked as immovable to him as one of the rocks in his 
pastureland, bound to the earth with generations of 
blackberry vines. He slapped the reins over the horse, 
and started forth from the barn.
 “Father!” said she.
 The old man pulled up. “What is it?”
 “I want to know what them men are diggin’ over 
there in that field for.”
 “They’re diggin’ a cellar, I s’pose, if you’ve got to 
know.”
 “A cellar for what?”
 “A barn.”
 “A barn? You ain’t goin’ to build a barn over 
there where we was goin’ to have a house, father?”
 The old man said not another word. He hurried 
the horse into the farm wagon, and clattered out of 
the yard, jouncing as sturdily on his seat as a boy.
 The woman stood a moment looking after him,
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then she went out of the barn across a corner of the 
yard to the house. The house, standing at right angles 
with the great barn and a long reach of sheds and 
out-buildings, was infinitesimal compared with them. 
It was scarcely as commodious for people as the little 
boxes under the barn eaves were for doves.
 A pretty girl’s face, pink and delicate as a flow-
er, was looking out of one of the house windows. She 
was watching three men who were digging over in the 
field which bounded the yard near the road line. She 
turned quietly when the woman entered.
 “What are they digging for, mother?” said she. 
“Did he tell you?”
 “They’re diggin’ for—a cellar for a new barn.”
 “Oh, mother, he ain’t going to build another 
barn?”
 “That’s what he says.”
 A boy stood before the kitchen glass combing 
his hair. He combed slowly and painstakingly, ar-
ranging his brown hair in a smooth hillock over his 
forehead. He did not seem to pay any attention to the 
conversation.
 “Sammy, did you know father was going to 
build a new barn?” asked the girl.
 The boy combed assiduously.
 “Sammy!”
 He turned, and showed a face like his father’s 
under his smooth crest of hair. “Yes, I s’pose I did,” he 
said, reluctantly.
 “How long have you known it?” asked his moth-
er.
 “‘Bout three months, I guess.”
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 “Why didn’t you tell of it?”
 “Didn’t think ’twould do no good.”
 “I don’t see what father wants another barn 
for,” said the girl, in her sweet, slow voice. She turned 
again to the window, and stared out at the digging 
men in the field. Her tender, sweet face was full of 
a gentle distress. Her forehead was as bald and in-
nocent as a baby’s, with the light hair strained back 
from it in a row of curl-papers. She was quite large, 
but her soft curves did not look as if they covered 
muscles.
 Her mother looked sternly at the boy. “Is he 
goin’ to buy more cows?” said she.
 The boy did not reply; he was tying his shoes.
 “Sammy, I want you to tell me if he’s goin’ to 
buy more cows.”
 “I s’pose he is.”
 “How many?”
 “Four, I guess.”
 His mother said nothing more. She went into 
the pantry, and there was a clatter of dishes. The boy 
got his cap from a nail behind the door, took an old 
arithmetic from the shelf, and started for school. He 
was lightly built, but clumsy. He went out of the yard 
with a curious spring in the hips, that made his loose 
home-made jacket tilt up in the rear.
 The girl went to the sink, and began to wash 
the dishes that were piled up there. Her mother came 
promptly out of the pantry, and shoved her aside. 
“You wipe ’em,” said she; “I’ll wash. There’s a good 
many this mornin’.”
 The mother plunged her hands vigorously into
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the water, the girl wiped the plates slowly and dreami-
ly. “Mother,” said she, “don’t you think it’s too bad fa-
ther’s going to build that new barn, much as we need 
a decent house to live in?”
 Her mother scrubbed a dish fiercely. “You ain’t 
found out yet we’re women-folks, Nanny Penn,” said 
she. “You ain’t seen enough of men-folks yet to. One 
of these days you’ll find it out, an’ then you’ll know 
that we know only what men-folks think we do, so 
far as any use of it goes, an’ how we’d ought to reck-
on men-folks in with Providence, an’ not complain of 
what they do any more than we do of the weather.”
 “I don’t care; I don’t believe George is anything 
like that, anyhow,” said Nanny. Her delicate face 
flushed pink, her lips pouted softly, as if she were go-
ing to cry.
 “You wait an’ see. I guess George Eastman ain’t 
no better than other men. You hadn’t ought to judge 
father, though. He can’t help it, ’cause he don’t look 
at things jest the way we do. An’ we’ve been pretty 
comfortable here, after all. The roof don’t leak—ain’t 
never but once—that’s one thing. Father’s kept it 
shingled right up.”
 “I do wish we had a parlor.”
 “I guess it won’t hurt George Eastman any to 
come to see you in a nice clean kitchen. I guess a 
good many girls don’t have as good a place as this. 
Nobody’s ever heard me complain.”
 “I ain’t complained either, mother.”
 “Well, I don’t think you’d better, a good father 
an’ a good home as you’ve got. S’pose your father 
made you go out an’ work for your livin’? Lots of girls 
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have to that ain’t no stronger an’ better able to than 
you be.”
 Sarah Penn washed the frying-pan with a con-
clusive air. She scrubbed the outside of it as faithfully 
as the inside. She was a masterly keeper of her box of 
a house. Her one living-room never seemed to have in 
it any of the dust which the friction of life with inani-
mate matter produces. She swept, and there seemed 
to be no dirt to go before the broom; she cleaned, and 
one could see no difference. She was like an artist so 
perfect that he has apparently no art. To-day she got 
out a mixing bowl and a board, and rolled some pies, 
and there was no more flour upon her than upon her 
daughter who was doing finer work. Nanny was to be 
married in the fall, and she was sewing on some white 
cambric and embroidery. She sewed industriously 
while her mother cooked, her soft milk-white hands 
and wrists showed whiter than her delicate work.
 “We must have the stove moved out in the shed 
before long,” said Mrs. Penn. “Talk about not havin’ 
things, it’s been a real blessin’ to be able to put a 
stove up in that shed in hot weather. Father did one 
good thing when he fixed that stove-pipe out there.”
 Sarah Penn’s face as she rolled her pies had 
that expression of meek vigor which might have char-
acterized one of the New Testament saints. She was 
making mince-pies. Her husband, Adoniram Penn, 
liked them better than any other kind. She baked 
twice a week. Adoniram often liked a piece of pie be-
tween meals. She hurried this morning. It had been 
later than usual when she began, and she wanted to 
have a pie baked for dinner. However deep a resent-
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ment she might be forced to hold against her hus-
band, she would never fail in sedulous attention to 
his wants.
 Nobility of character manifests itself at loop-
holes when it is not provided with large doors. Sarah 
Penn’s showed itself to-day in flaky dishes of pastry. 
So she made the pies faithfully, while across the table 
she could see, when she glanced up from her work, 
the sight that rankled in her patient and steadfast 
soul—the digging of the cellar of the new barn in the 
place where Adoniram forty years ago had promised 
her their new house should stand.
 The pies were done for dinner. Adoniram and 
Sammy were home a few minutes after twelve o’clock. 
The dinner was eaten with serious haste. There was 
never much conversation at the table in the Penn 
family. Adoniram asked a blessing, and they ate 
promptly, then rose up and went about their work.
 Sammy went back to school, taking soft sly 
lopes out of the yard like a rabbit. He wanted a game 
of marbles before school, and feared his father would 
give him some chores to do. Adoniram hastened to the 
door and called after him, but he was out of sight.
 “I don’t see what you let him go for, mother,” 
said he. “I wanted him to help me unload that wood.”
 Adoniram went to work out in the yard unload-
ing wood from the wagon. Sarah put away the dinner 
dishes, while Nanny took down her curl-papers and 
changed her dress. She was going down to the store 
to buy some more embroidery and thread.
 When Nanny was gone, Mrs. Penn went to the 
door. “Father!” she called.
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 “Well, what is it!”
 “I want to see you jest a minute, father.”
 “I can’t leave this wood nohow. I’ve got to git it 
unloaded an’ go for a load of gravel afore two o’clock. 
Sammy had ought to helped me. You hadn’t ought to 
let him go to school so early.”
 “I want to see you jest a minute.”
 “I tell ye I can’t, nohow, mother.”
 “Father, you come here.” Sarah Penn stood in 
the door like a queen; she held her head as if it bore a 
crown; there was that patience which makes authority 
royal in her voice. Adoniram went.
 Mrs. Penn led the way into the kitchen, and 
pointed to a chair. “Sit down, father,” said she; “I’ve 
got somethin’ I want to say to you.”
 He sat down heavily; his face was quite stolid, 
but he looked at her with restive eyes. “Well, what is 
it, mother?”
 “I want to know what you’re buildin’ that new 
barn for, father?”
 “I ain’t got nothin’ to say about it.”
 “It can’t be you think you need another barn?”
 “I tell ye I ain’t got nothin’ to say about it, moth-
er; an’ I ain’t goin’ to say nothin’.”
 “Be you goin’ to buy more cows?”
 Adoniram did not reply; he shut his mouth 
tight.
 “I know you be, as well as I want to. Now, fa-
ther, look here”—Sarah Penn had not sat down; she 
stood before her husband in the humble fashion of a 
Scripture woman— “I’m goin’ to talk real plain to you; 
I never have sence I married you, but I’m goin’ to now. 
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I ain’t never complained, an’ I ain’t goin’ to complain 
now, but I’m goin’ to talk plain. You see this room 
here, father; you look at it well. You see there ain’t no 
carpet on the floor, an’ you see the paper is all dirty, 
an’ droppin’ off the walls. We ain’t had no new paper 
on it for ten year, an’ then I put it on myself, an’ it 
didn’t cost but ninepence a roll. You see this room, 
father; it’s all the one I’ve had to work in an’ eat in an’ 
sit in sence we was married. There ain’t another wom-
an in the whole town whose husband ain’t got half 
the means you have but what’s got better. It’s all the 
room Nanny’s got to have her company in; an’ there 
ain’t one of her mates but what’s got better, an’ their 
fathers not so able as hers is. It’s all the room she’ll 
have to be married in. What would you have thought, 
father, if we had had our weddin’ in a room no better 
than this? I was married in my mother’s parlor, with a 
carpet on the floor, an’ stuffed furniture, an’ a mahog-
any card-table. An’ this is all the room my daughter 
will have to be married in. Look here, father!”
 Sarah Penn went across the room as though it 
were a tragic stage. She flung open a door and dis-
closed a tiny bedroom, only large enough for a bed 
and bureau, with a path between. “There, father,” said 
she—“there’s all the room I’ve had to sleep in forty 
year. All my children were born there—the two that 
died, an’ the two that’s livin’. I was sick with a fever 
there.”
 She stepped to another door and opened it. It 
led into the small, ill-lighted pantry. “Here,” said she, 
“is all the buttery I’ve got—every place I’ve got for my 
dishes, to set away my victuals in, an’ to keep my 
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milk-pans in. Father, I’ve been takin’ care of the milk 
of six cows in this place, an’ now you’re goin’ to build 
a new barn, an’ keep more cows, an’ give me more to 
do in it.”
 She threw open another door. A narrow crook-
ed flight of stairs wound upward from it. “There, fa-
ther,” said she, “I want you to look at the stairs that 
go up to them two unfinished chambers that are all 
the places our son an’ daughter have had to sleep in 
all their lives. There ain’t a prettier girl in town nor a 
more ladylike one than Nanny, an’ that’s the place she 
has to sleep in. It ain’t so good as your horse’s stall; it 
ain’t so warm an’ tight.”
 Sarah Penn went back and stood before her 
husband. “Now, father,” said she, “I want to know 
if you think you’re doin’ right an’ accordin’ to what 
you profess. Here, when we was married, forty year 
ago, you promised me faithful that we should have 
a new house built in that lot over in the field before 
the year was out. You said you had money enough, 
an’ you wouldn’t ask me to live in no such place as 
this. It is forty year now, an’ you’ve been makin’ more 
money, an’ I’ve been savin’ of it for you ever sence, an’ 
you ain’t built no house yet. You’ve built sheds an’ 
cow-houses an’ one new barn, an’ now you’re goin’ to 
build another. Father, I want to know if you think it’s 
right. You’re lodgin’ your dumb beasts better than you 
are your own flesh an’ blood. I want to know if you 
think it’s right.”
 “I ain’t got nothin’ to say.”
 “You can’t say nothin’ without ownin’ it ain’t 
right, father. An’ there’s another thing—I ain’t com-
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plained; I’ve got along forty year, an’ I s’pose I should 
forty more, if it wa’n’t for that—if we don’t have an-
other house. Nanny she can’t live with us after she’s 
married. She’ll have to go somewheres else to live 
away from us, an’ it don’t seem as if I could have it 
so, noways, father. She wa’n’t ever strong. She’s got 
considerable color, but there wa’n’t never any back-
bone to her. I’ve always took the heft of everything off 
her, an’ she ain’t fit to keep house an’ do everything 
herself. She’ll be all worn out inside of a year. Think 
of her doin’ all the washin’ an’ ironin’ an’ bakin’ with 
them soft white hands an’ arms, an’ sweepin’! I can’t 
have it so, noways, father.”
 Mrs. Penn’s face was burning; her mild eyes 
gleamed. She had pleaded her little cause like a Web-
ster; she had ranged from severity to pathos; but 
her opponent employed that obstinate silence which 
makes eloquence futile with mocking echoes. Adoni-
ram arose clumsily.
 “Father, ain’t you got nothin’ to say?” said Mrs. 
Penn.
 “I’ve got to go off after that load of gravel. I can’t 
stan’ here talkin’ all day.”
 “Father, won’t you think it over, an’ have a 
house built there instead of a barn?”
 “I ain’t got nothin’ to say.”
 Adoniram shuffled out. Mrs. Penn went into her 
bedroom. When she came out, her eyes were red. She 
had a roll of unbleached cotton cloth. She spread it 
out on the kitchen table, and began cutting out some 
shirts for her husband. The men over in the field had 
a team to help them this afternoon; she could hear 
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their halloos. She had a scanty pattern for the shirts; 
she had to plan and piece the sleeves.
 Nanny came home with her embroidery, and sat 
down with her needlework. She had taken down her 
curl-papers, and there was a soft roll of fair hair like 
an aureole over her forehead; her face was as delicate-
ly fine and clear as porcelain. Suddenly she looked 
up, and the tender red flamed all over her face and 
neck. “Mother,” said she.
 “What say?”
 “I’ve been thinking—I don’t see how we’re goin’ 
to have any—wedding in this room. I’d be ashamed to 
have his folks come if we didn’t have anybody else.”
 “Mebbe we can have some new paper before 
then; I can put it on. I guess you won’t have no call to 
be ashamed of your belongin’s.”
 “We might have the wedding in the new barn,” 
said Nanny, with gentle pettishness. “Why, mother, 
what makes you look so?”
 Mrs. Penn had started, and was staring at her 
with a curious expression. She turned again to her 
work, and spread out a pattern carefully on the cloth. 
“Nothin’,” said she.
 Presently Adoniram clattered out of the yard 
in his two-wheeled dump cart, standing as proudly 
upright as a Roman charioteer. Mrs. Penn opened the 
door and stood there a minute looking out; the hal-
loos of the men sounded louder.
 It seemed to her all through the spring months 
that she heard nothing but the halloos and the noises 
of saws and hammers. The new barn grew fast. It was 
a fine edifice for this little village. Men came on pleas-
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ant Sundays, in their meeting suits and clean shirt 
bosoms, and stood around it admiringly. Mrs. Penn 
did not speak of it, and Adoniram did not mention it 
to her, although sometimes, upon a return from in-
specting it, he bore himself with injured dignity.
 “It’s a strange thing how your mother feels 
about the new barn,” he said, confidentially, to Sam-
my one day.
 Sammy only grunted after an odd fashion for a 
boy; he had learned it from his father.
 The barn was all completed ready for use by the 
third week in July. Adoniram had planned to move 
his stock in on Wednesday; on Tuesday he received 
a letter which changed his plans. He came in with it 
early in the morning. “Sammy’s been to the post-of-
fice,” said he, “an’ I’ve got a letter from Hiram.” Hiram 
was Mrs. Penn’s brother, who lived in Vermont.
 “Well,” said Mrs. Penn, “what does he say about 
the folks?”
 “I guess they’re all right. He says he thinks if I 
come up country right off there’s a chance to buy jest 
the kind of a horse I want.” He stared reflectively out 
of the window at the new barn.
 Mrs. Penn was making pies. She went on clap-
ping the rolling-pin into the crust, although she was 
very pale, and her heart beat loudly.
 “I dun’ know but what I’d better go,” said Adon-
iram. “I hate to go off jest now, right in the midst of 
hayin’, but the ten-acre lot’s cut, an’ I guess Rufus 
an’ the others can git along without me three or four 
days. I can’t get a horse round here to suit me, no-
how, an’ I’ve got to have another for all that wood-
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haulin’ in the fall. I told Hiram to watch out, an’ if he 
got wind of a good horse to let me know. I guess I’d 
better go.”
 “I’ll get out your clean shirt an’ collar,” said 
Mrs. Penn, calmly.
 She laid out Adoniram’s Sunday suit and his 
clean clothes on the bed in the little bedroom. She got 
his shaving-water and razor ready. At last she but-
toned on his collar and fastened his black cravat.
 Adoniram never wore his collar and cravat ex-
cept on extra occasions. He held his head high, with 
a rasped dignity. When he was all ready, with his coat 
and hat brushed, and a lunch of pie and cheese in a 
paper bag, he hesitated on the threshold of the door. 
He looked at his wife, and his manner was defiantly 
apologetic. “If them cows come to-day, Sammy can 
drive ’em into the new barn,” said he; “an’ when they 
bring the hay up, they can pitch it in there.”
 “Well,” replied Mrs. Penn.
 Adoniram set his shaven face ahead and start-
ed. When he had cleared the door-step, he turned and 
looked back with a kind of nervous solemnity. “I shall 
be back by Saturday if nothin’ happens,” said he.
 “Do be careful, father,” returned his wife.
 She stood in the door with Nanny at her elbow 
and watched him out of sight. Her eyes had a strange, 
doubtful expression in them; her peaceful forehead 
was contracted. She went in, and about her baking 
again. Nanny sat sewing. Her wedding-day was draw-
ing nearer, and she was getting pale and thin with her 
steady sewing. Her mother kept glancing at her.
 “Have you got that pain in your side this 
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mornin’?” she asked.
 “A little.”
 Mrs. Penn’s face, as she worked, changed, her 
perplexed forehead smoothed, her eyes were steady, 
her lips firmly set. She formed a maxim for herself, 
although incoherently with her unlettered thoughts. 
“Unsolicited opportunities are the guide-posts of the 
Lord to the new roads of life,” she repeated in effect, 
and she made up her mind to her course of action.
 “S’posin’ I had wrote to Hiram,” she muttered 
once, when she was in the pantry—“s’posin’ I had 
wrote, an’ asked him if he knew of any horse? But 
I didn’t, an’ father’s goin’ wa’n’t none of my doin’. It 
looks like a providence.” Her voice rang out quite loud 
at the last.
 “What you talkin’ about, mother?” called Nan-
ny.
 “Nothin’.”
 Mrs. Penn hurried her baking; at eleven o’clock 
it was all done. The load of hay from the west field 
came slowly down the cart track, and drew up at the 
new barn. Mrs. Penn ran out. “Stop!” she screamed—
“stop!”
 The men stopped and looked; Sammy upreared 
from the top of the load, and stared at his mother.
 “Stop!” she cried out again. “Don’t you put the 
hay in that barn; put it in the old one.”
 “Why, he said to put it in here,” returned one of 
the haymakers, wonderingly. He was a young man, a 
neighbor’s son, whom Adoniram hired by the year to 
help on the farm.
 “Don’t you put the hay in the new barn; there’s
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room enough in the old one, ain’t there?” said Mrs. 
Penn.
 “Room enough,” returned the hired man, in his 
thick, rustic tones. “Didn’t need the new barn, nohow, 
far as room’s concerned. Well, I s’pose he changed his 
mind.” He took hold of the horses’ bridles.
 Mrs. Penn went back to the house. Soon the 
kitchen windows were darkened, and a fragrance like 
warm honey came into the room.
 Nanny laid down her work. “I thought father 
wanted them to put the hay into the new barn?” she 
said, wonderingly.
 “It’s all right,” replied her mother.
 Sammy slid down from the load of hay, and 
came in to see if dinner was ready.
 “I ain’t goin’ to get a regular dinner to-day, as 
long as father’s gone,” said his mother. “I’ve let the 
fire go out. You can have some bread an’ milk an’ pie. 
I thought we could get along.” She set out some bowls 
of milk, some bread, and a pie on the kitchen table. 
“You’d better eat your dinner now,” said she. “You 
might jest as well get through with it. I want you to 
help me afterward.”
 Nanny and Sammy stared at each other. There 
was something strange in their mother’s manner. 
Mrs. Penn did not eat anything herself. She went into 
the pantry, and they heard her moving dishes while 
they ate. Presently she came out with a pile of plates. 
She got the clothes-basket out of the shed, and 
packed them in it. Nanny and Sammy watched. She 
brought out cups and saucers, and put them in with 
the plates.
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 “What you goin’ to do, mother?” inquired Nan-
ny, in a timid voice. A sense of something unusual 
made her tremble, as if it were a ghost. Sammy rolled 
his eyes over his pie.
 “You’ll see what I’m goin’ to do,” replied Mrs. 
Penn. “If you’re through, Nanny, I want you to go up-
stairs an’ pack up your things; an’ I want you, Sam-
my, to help me take down the bed in the bedroom.”
 “Oh, mother, what for?” gasped Nanny.
 “You’ll see.”
 During the next few hours a feat was performed 
by this simple, pious New England mother which was 
equal in its way to Wolfe’s storming of the Heights 
of Abraham. It took no more genius and audacity of 
bravery for Wolfe to cheer his wondering soldiers up 
those steep precipices, under the sleeping eyes of the 
enemy, than for Sarah Penn, at the head of her chil-
dren, to move all their little household goods into the 
new barn while her husband was away.
 Nanny and Sammy followed their mother’s in-
structions without a murmur; indeed, they were over-
awed. There is a certain uncanny and superhuman 
quality about all such purely original undertakings 
as their mother’s was to them. Nanny went back and 
forth with her light loads, and Sammy tugged with 
sober energy.
 At five o’clock in the afternoon the little house 
in which the Penns had lived for forty years had emp-
tied itself into the new barn.
 Every builder builds somewhat for unknown 
purposes, and is in a measure a prophet. The archi-
tect of Adoniram Penn’s barn, while he designed it for 
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the comfort of four-footed animals, had planned bet-
ter than he knew for the comfort of humans. Sarah 
Penn saw at a glance its possibilities. Those great 
box-stalls, with quilts hung before them, would make 
better bedrooms than the one she had occupied for 
forty years, and there was a tight carriage-room. The 
harness-room, with its chimney and shelves, would 
make a kitchen of her dreams. The great middle 
space would make a parlor, by-and-by, fit for a pal-
ace. Upstairs there was as much room as down. With 
partitions and windows, what a house would there be! 
Sarah looked at the row of stanchions before the allot-
ted space for cows, and reflected that she would have 
her front entry there.
 At six o’clock the stove was up in the har-
ness-room, the kettle was boiling, and the table set for 
tea. It looked almost as home-like as the abandoned 
house across the yard had ever done. The young 
hired man milked, and Sarah directed him calmly 
to bring the milk to the new barn. He came gaping, 
dropping little blots of foam from the brimming pails 
on the grass. Before the next morning he had spread 
the story of Adoniram Penn’s wife moving into the 
new barn all over the little village. Men assembled in 
the store and talked it over, women with shawls over 
their heads scuttled into each other’s houses before 
their work was done. Any deviation from the ordinary 
course of life in this quiet town was enough to stop all 
progress in it. Everybody paused to look at the staid, 
independent figure on the side track. There was a dif-
ference of opinion with regard to her. Some held her 
to be insane; some, of a lawless and rebellious spirit.
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 Friday the minister went to see her. It was in 
the forenoon, and she was at the barn door shelling 
peas for dinner. She looked up and returned his sal-
utation with dignity, then she went on with her work. 
She did not invite him in. The saintly expression of 
her face remained fixed, but there was an angry flush 
over it.
 The minister stood awkwardly before her, and 
talked. She handled the peas as if they were bullets. 
At last she looked up, and her eyes showed the spirit 
that her meek front had covered for a lifetime.
 “There ain’t no use talkin’, Mr. Hersey,” said 
she. “I’ve thought it all over an’ over, an’ I believe I’m 
doin’ what’s right. I’ve made it the subject of prayer, 
an’ it’s betwixt me an’ the Lord an’ Adoniram. There 
ain’t no call for nobody else to worry about it.”
 “Well, of course, if you have brought it to the 
Lord in prayer, and feel satisfied that you are doing 
right, Mrs. Penn,” said the minister, helplessly. His 
thin gray-bearded face was pathetic. He was a sickly 
man; his youthful confidence had cooled; he had to 
scourge himself up to some of his pastoral duties as 
relentlessly as a Catholic ascetic, and then he was 
prostrated by the smart.
 “I think it’s right jest as much as I think it was 
right for our forefathers to come over from the old 
country ’cause they didn’t have what belonged to ’em,” 
said Mrs. Penn. She arose. The barn threshold might 
have been Plymouth Rock from her bearing. “I don’t 
doubt you mean well, Mr. Hersey,” said she, “but 
there are things people hadn’t ought to interfere with. 
I’ve been a member of the church for over forty year. 
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I’ve got my own mind an’ my own feet, an’ I’m goin’ to 
think my own thoughts an’ go my own ways, an’ no-
body but the Lord is goin’ to dictate to me unless I’ve 
a mind to have him. Won’t you come in an’ set down? 
How is Mis’ Hersey?”
 “She is well, I thank you,” replied the minister. 
He added some more perplexed apologetic remarks; 
then he retreated.
 He could expound the intricacies of every char-
acter study in the Scriptures, he was competent to 
grasp the Pilgrim Fathers and all historical innova-
tors, but Sarah Penn was beyond him. He could deal 
with primal cases, but parallel ones worsted him. But, 
after all, although it was aside from his province, he 
wondered more how Adoniram Penn would deal with 
his wife than how the Lord would. Everybody shared 
the wonder. When Adoniram’s four new cows arrived, 
Sarah ordered three to be put in the old barn, the 
other in the house shed where the cooking-stove had 
stood. That added to the excitement. It was whispered 
that all four cows were domiciled in the house.
 Towards sunset on Saturday, when Adoniram 
was expected home, there was a knot of men in the 
road near the new barn. The hired man had milked, 
but he still hung around the premises. Sarah Penn 
had supper all ready. There were brown-bread and 
baked beans and a custard pie; it was the supper 
that Adoniram loved on a Saturday night. She had on 
a clean calico, and she bore herself imperturbably. 
Nanny and Sammy kept close at her heels. Their eyes 
were large, and Nanny was full of nervous tremors. 
Still there was to them more pleasant excitement than
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anything else. An inborn confidence in their mother 
over their father asserted itself.
 Sammy looked out of the harness-room window. 
“There he is,” he announced, in an awed whisper. He 
and Nanny peeped around the casing. Mrs. Penn kept 
on about her work. The children watched Adoniram 
leave the new horse standing in the drive while he 
went to the house door. It was fastened. Then he went 
around to the shed. That door was seldom locked, 
even when the family was away. The thought how 
her father would be confronted by the cow flashed 
upon Nanny. There was a hysterical sob in her throat. 
Adoniram emerged from the shed and stood looking 
about in a dazed fashion. His lips moved; he was say-
ing something, but they could not hear what it was. 
The hired man was peeping around a corner of the old 
barn, but nobody saw him.
 Adoniram took the new horse by the bridle and 
led him across the yard to the new barn. Nanny and 
Sammy slunk close to their mother. The barn doors 
rolled back, and there stood Adoniram, with the long 
mild face of the great Canadian farm horse looking 
over his shoulder.
 Nanny kept behind her mother, but Sammy 
stepped suddenly forward, and stood in front of her.
 Adoniram stared at the group. “What on airth 
you all down here for?” said he. “What’s the matter 
over to the house?”
 “We’ve come here to live, father,” said Sammy. 
His shrill voice quavered out bravely.
 “What”—Adoniram sniffed—“what is it smells 
like cookin’?” said he. He stepped forward and looked 
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in the open door of the harness-room. Then he turned 
to his wife. His old bristling face was pale and fright-
ened. “What on airth does this mean, mother?” he 
gasped.
 “You come in here, father,” said Sarah. She led 
the way into the harness-room and shut the door. 
“Now, father,” said she, “you needn’t be scared. I ain’t 
crazy. There ain’t nothin’ to be upset over. But we’ve 
come here to live, an’ we’re goin’ to live here. We’ve got 
jest as good a right here as new horses an’ cows. The 
house wa’n’t fit for us to live in any longer, an’ I made 
up my mind I wa’n’t goin’ to stay there. I’ve done my 
duty by you forty year, an’ I’m goin’ to do it now; but 
I’m goin’ to live here. You’ve got to put in some win-
dows and partitions; an’ you’ll have to buy some fur-
niture.”
 “Why, mother!” the old man gasped.
 “You’d better take your coat off an’ get 
washed—there’s the wash-basin—an’ then we’ll have 
supper.”
 “Why, mother!”
 Sammy went past the window, leading the new 
horse to the old barn. The old man saw him, and 
shook his head speechlessly. He tried to take off his 
coat, but his arms seemed to lack the power. His wife 
helped him. She poured some water into the tin ba-
sin, and put in a piece of soap. She got the comb and 
brush, and smoothed his thin gray hair after he had 
washed. Then she put the beans, hot bread, and tea 
on the table. Sammy came in, and the family drew up. 
Adoniram sat looking dazedly at his plate, and they 
waited.
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 “Ain’t you goin’ to ask a blessin’, father?” said 
Sarah.
 And the old man bent his head and mumbled.
 All through the meal he stopped eating at in-
tervals, and stared furtively at his wife; but he ate 
well. The home food tasted good to him, and his old 
frame was too sturdily healthy to be affected by his 
mind. But after supper he went out, and sat down on 
the step of the smaller door at the right of the barn, 
through which he had meant his Jerseys to pass in 
stately file, but which Sarah designed for her front 
house door, and he leaned his head on his hands.
 After the supper dishes were cleared away and 
the milk-pans washed, Sarah went out to him. The 
twilight was deepening. There was a clear green glow 
in the sky. Before them stretched the smooth level of 
field; in the distance was a cluster of hay-stacks like 
the huts of a village; the air was very cool and calm 
and sweet. The landscape might have been an ideal 
one of peace.
 Sarah bent over and touched her husband on 
one of his thin, sinewy shoulders. “Father!”
 The old man’s shoulders heaved: he was weep-
ing.
 “Why, don’t do so, father,” said Sarah.
 “I’ll—put up the—partitions, an’—everything 
you—want, mother.”
 Sarah put her apron up to her face; she was 
overcome by her own triumph.
 Adoniram was like a fortress whose walls had 
no active resistance, and went down the instant the 
right besieging tools were used. “Why, mother,” he 
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said, hoarsely, “I hadn’t no idee you was so set on’t as 
all this comes to.”
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A Bit of Pumpkin Spice
 Freddie Bolker’s callused, workman’s hands 
dug deep into the pockets of his dark brown utility 
jacket as his Roman nose flared at the tractor and its 
offensive hay rack ride. “Why would they change it to 
a plain wagon ride?” he grumbled, not having been 
to Vala’s Pumpkin Patch since the odious decision to 
switch to an easier upkeep: hay bales to wooden green 
benches. “It doesn’t have the same effect.”
 “Living on nostalgia, hey old man?” said George 
Mercer, Freddie’s son-in-law. He gave Freddie a pat 
on the back as he hopped straight into the wagon—he 
could ignore the step what with his long legs.
 Lilah, George’s wife, shot him a reproachful look 
as he turned to look at them all. His gray eyes, which 
could easily darken to two thunderclouds, twinkled 
in response. She gave in to his humor but turned her 
head for a slight smile in secrecy. This was why she 
married the man.
 Mouth scrunched up with more divets than a 
jack-o-lantern’s smile, though a great deal narrower, 
Freddie glared at his son-in-law, trying, like all those 
times before, to  scour away his resistance. He fancied 
himself the right to the head of the family. Unfortu-
nately, his treacherous daughter had married some-
one unaccommodating to his charms, or lack thereof.
 “It’s not about nostalgia. It’s about what we are 
teaching our children.” Here, he gave a pointed look to 
Davy. His six-year-old grandson was being lifted into 
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the wagon by his sticks-and-bones grandma, Ellen, 
really too feeble and pale to be lifting anything. The 
grandfather disapproved. In his mind, Davy was ful-
ly capable of getting himself into the wagon by the 
grated step, and Ellen’s mollycoddling put his over-
all straps in a twist. At Davy’s age, Freddie had been 
climbing up and down his father’s tractor. The hay 
rack ride at Vala’s was nothing. Yet his wife insisted 
on mothering Davy, though the boy wasn’t despairing 
of a little mothering. His daughter, God confound her, 
was the same way. The rest of the party got in as, to 
the grandfather’s disgust, she took out a wipe and 
started smudging the dirt off Davy’s face.
 Her hair hung down—long and wavy. Churlish-
ly, the grandfather compared her locks to that gunk 
slathered on apples. He thought of the color, yes, but 
mostly that sticky, disagreeable texture. His daugh-
ter’s parenting, in his opinion, was just as sticky.
 Several large families, a few couples, and a 
group of odds-and-ends middle schoolers also filed in, 
making the once spacious area crowded. They took 
seats on the benches lining the guardrails, directly 
behind the noisy tractor, and along the double-sided 
middle bench. The Mercer-Bolker party ended up in 
the middle of the far-left side.
 Davy wrinkled up his face at his mother’s fuss-
ing, and rightly so. He already had a long day to look 
forward to what with his grandmother’s spoiling. Be-
ing the only child of a pair of only children, Davy had 
the full attention of both sets of grandparents. How-
ever, Freddie took pride in setting himself apart from 
the oohing and aahing and pinching of cheeks. His 
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love had to be earned through diligence and respect.
 “Leave him alone, Lilah,” said George. “He’ll get 
dirtier later on.” 
 They started jumbling up the road, to be envel-
oped by brittle, yellow corn stalks which would later 
give way to the sprawling pumpkin fields. 
 “That is what I am saying. It is good for them 
to get a little rough, some straw poking them in the 
behind.”
 “I don’t disagree with you. I prefer a hay bale 
ride myself. But I can also see the benefits. Why when 
Davy was two, he tried to put straw up his nose!” 
Davy lifted his snub nose in the air as if his father 
had caused him some indignity, but really it was 
because his mother wanted to check underneath his 
chin. He was quite serious for a first grader and not at 
all shy; still, he would have never turned up his nose 
at anything his father said. That much, his grand-
father knew, had been ingrained in Davy. “I’m sure 
somebody would have eventually sued for putting 
their children in unnecessary danger due to straw.”
 The mother finally gave Davy leave from 
his grooming, ruffling his hair as he ducked away 
from her helicopter hands. Behind, his grandfather 
knocked boots against the tough wooden planks in a 
curmudgeonly swagger, his father facing the elderly 
man. Davy took two steps forward, just ahead was his 
grandma with a large, ratty gray purse. She pulled 
out two classic red yo-yos and began teaching him 
the basics. They looked quite the family picture, her 
in blue flannel and white hair bundled up into a tur-
quoise claw clip, and him in jeans and a Pac-man tee,
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bundled up in a Sherpa-lined, light brown jacket.
 “Pewww, the straw wouldn’t kill them.” 
 “Mothers are very protective over trauma. You 
would think they’d be more watchful in the first place 
what with all their clucking.” 
 At this, his wife joined in, tossing back her car-
amel strands. “What about your own clucking, ‘dear 
father of he?’”
 Lilah jerked her head to Davy, who was thor-
oughly engaged in his yo-yo lessons with grandma. 
There wasn’t a lot of room in the wagon, but they kept 
the yo-yos as close to themselves as possible. Still, 
Davy didn’t have a lot of control and the family on the 
middle bench across from them stared dumb at their 
audacity, occasionally flinching in reflex reaction. Ex-
cept for the two-year old, she kept trying to catch the 
yo-yo, which Davy graciously tried to get as close as 
he dared.
 Lilah continued, “George, don’t try to deny it. 
I’ve seen you tuck him in. What a fuss you make, tak-
ing care for him to be all covered up.” 
 “The house is freakin’ cold. You have it at 68 
degrees.” 
 “That is a reasonable temperature!” 
 “I’m not a polar bear!” 
 “So you’re your son’s teddy bear?” 
 “Yes, and proud of it. But . . .” He held up his 
finger, anticipating his wife’s next move. “I’m not as 
glutinous as Winnie-the-Pooh.” 
 “You love honey just as much.” 
 “I wouldn’t go into a heffalump trap I made for 
it.”
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 “But you would, to rescue Davy, right? Even if 
he knowingly went into the trap for his cheerios.” 
 George mumbled under his breath, “Almost 
tempted to disown him for his dislike of honey nut.”
 “What?” squawked the grandfather. He took 
disownment very seriously—his father having dis-
owned six of his five children—it wasn’t known how 
this math worked out. Freddie’s family farm had gone 
to a distant cousin, which left him very sore about his 
daughter’s lack of interest in the Bolker farm, or more 
correctly, the Knobe farm. It only became the Bolker 
farm after Ellen Knobe Bolker’s father died in a car 
crash.
 “George, is Davy your honey?” 
 “No, you’re my honey. Davy is my Christopher 
Robin.” 
 “Oh, George. That isn’t good. Do you know what 
happened to the actual Christopher Robin and the 
author of the Pooh books?” 
 “No, I just follow your reading list. I was partic-
ularly enchanted by the Brothers Grimm Fairytales.”
 “Kids like dark humor, and there’s research on 
how story tragedies prepare them for their own life 
sufferings.” 
 “Yes! Get some toughness into him,” interjected 
the grandfather.
 “Also, the tales give kids a sense of power and 
consolement since the children in the stories cleverly 
trick their enemies who are representations of adults.”
 At this, the grandfather humpffed. His daughter 
just had to be a college professor literature fanatic.
 George circled the conversation back. “What
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were you saying about Christopher Robin?”
 “Only that when Milne wrote and published the 
Pooh stories, it ruined his career because he was no 
longer a ‘serious’ author. And that when his son went 
to school, he was bullied for being Christopher Rob-
in. The whole family was torn apart and never recon-
ciled.” 
 George lifted two eyebrows, one more than the 
other, then shifted to put an arm around his wife. 
“Let’s not compare ourselves to the Pooh stories.” 
 Lilah leaned into him. “No, let’s not.” 
 Freddie was about to say something when the 
loudspeaker interrupted: 
 “Keep your hands inside the wagon. The corn 
will cut you.”
 The middle schoolers had been leaning over the 
rail with palms outspread. At the announcement, they 
jerked themselves back in, one falling to the floor. 
 Shaking his head with a vigor that shook the 
salt out of his peppery hair, the grandfather muttered, 
“City children.” Then, giving the speaker the stink eye, 
he humpffed, “Wagon.” 

§ 

 “We are stopping here for those hunting around 
for pumpkins. Wagons will come around regularly to 
pick up anyone who is ready to go back. If you want to 
go back now, you’re welcome to stay on board.”
 Freddie tapped his hefty boots irritably. “Hum-
mpff, if you wait in that line to go on a wagon ride for 
pumpkins, you should get some goddamn pumpkins!”
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 A couple with three little ones had stayed firmly 
in their seats. They looked at him in annoyance as he 
walked past, covering four little ears with their hands 
and trusting the one sleeping in the baby carrier not 
to understand. 
 Lilah and George shared a look. Ellen, her 
hands on Davy’s shoulders, rolled her eyes. Davy 
wasn’t too concerned and waved goodbye to the two-
year old, whom he considered the perfect yo-yo bud-
dy besides his grandma. He had inherited the Knobe 
expressive green eyes, and they told the little girl that 
she would always have a friend. 
 Once on the sprawling, tangled field of pump-
kins, the father said teasingly, “All right Davy. We 
each get a pumpkin. But you have to find the most 
beautiful one, got it? Your family is depending on 
you.” 
 Davy gave the sharp nod of a soldier taking or-
ders. This manner instigated the pride of his grandfa-
ther, who had served as a lieutenant. Now determined 
to keep an eye on “his” man before Ellen taught Davy 
to defend himself with a yo-yo, his father to like hon-
ey, and his mother to stand up to adult authority, 
the grandfather decided to play the game of who gets 
Davy.
 He put down the affectionate-nurturing card. 
“Well, if it is the family honor, then I better go with 
him. Show him the ropes.” 
 Before George could protest the plan, Lilah 
said, “Of course, father. I know he’ll be in good hands. 
Be sure he doesn’t become the James of a giant and 
magical pumpkin.”
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 As her father puzzled over the reference and 
Davy brightened at the prospect, she grabbed her 
husband’s hand and pulled him in the opposite direc-
tion. 
 “Let him have some quality time with him.”
 “Humpff,” responded George, only half-jokingly. 
 “See you, Grandma,” called out Davy as she 
hefted up her purse.  
 After winking crinkled eyelids at Davy, she 
looked consideringly at her husband. “Don’t waste 
time,” she finally advised. Then she was off, deter-
mined to find a white pumpkin with a colorful person-
ality.
 “Well, now.” The grandfather rubbed his gnarled 
hands together. “Which way do you want to go?” He 
squatted down to his thick-soled, black boots. “That 
path to the horizon looks the way to adventure.” 
 “No.” Davy faced rather more to the left. “This 
way does.” And he started walking. 
 Freddie knew he had his work cut out for him, 
teaching honor and discipline was complicated stuff. 
So he decided to start out with something simple: the 
name of the family.
 “You are a Bolker.” 
 “No, I’m not! I’m a Mercer. David Regulus Mer-
cer.” Davy stood at proud attention.
 At the mention of the ridiculous middle name, 
the grandfather inwardly cursed his daughter and her 
Roman history. But at least this Regulus had been a 
man of substance, of bravery and loyalty to the Ro-
man state. He had looked him up in the public library 
and hoped his grandson showed the same loyalty to 
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his family. 
 “Only legally speaking. You got a Bolker stance, 
the same perceiving eyes, a dogged way about you 
and according to your grandmother a sun angel com-
plexion.” The grandfather took it as a compliment to 
his naturally tan skin and its resistance to sunburn. 
She said it often during planting and harvest season—
but whether his wife meant it to be complimentary 
was up for debate. He turned out rather leathery. In 
addition, Davy was born tanner than his grandfather. 
George was the grandson of Italian immigrants and 
bore their looks, though he got the last name of Mer-
cer from the Scottish side of his family.
 Davy stopped and quirked his head at the sky. 
“But I don’t like the sound of Bolker.” Then he contin-
ued on his way, leaving his grandfather to stare and 
furrow his brows. 
 Davy’s father saw or maybe sensed this from 
forty yards away and gave three cheers. 
 The grandfather did not rush to catch up but 
walked with a stately, long-legged stride until he was 
level with Davy, who was decidedly walking toward an 
unknown target, deep into the pumpkin patch.
 “Well now, son. That’s because you’re not used 
to the sounds. I know the ‘k’ seems quite abrupt, but 
it’s not so bad. Its harshness makes a fine war cry.” 
 “A war cry?” 
 “For all the bullies at school.” 
 “What bullies?”
 “Oh, you haven’t met any, eh? That’s due to 
your Bolker blood. It’s got more iron in it than most. 
Hardy stuff. Bullies smell it and know to stay away 
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from you.” 
 “Hmm.” 
 The grandfather thought it best to change the 
subject and looked on trying to figure out where Davy 
was heading.  
 “Say, which squash has caught your eye.” 
 Davy pointed. “That one.” 
 The pumpkin was a monster ten yards out. 
Warty and deformed, it bulged into the ground be-
neath it. Davy looked at it admiringly. If the grandfa-
ther had known about James and the Giant Peach, he 
would have been justly worried of Davy falling into it 
and despairing of getting him out. It was an absorb-
ing, sticky orange.
 “You sure you don’t want that one?” He indicat-
ed a massive, Cinderella carriage pumpkin. 
 Davy craned up his head at his grandfather, 
“Dad said the most beautiful.” 
 “Ah, yes, I suppose your Dad would call this 
thing a beauty.” His daughter just had to marry a 
medical examiner. 
 Davy looked up sideways at him, long lashes 
unblinking. 
 “But, well, uh, your mother ought to be consid-
ered too. How do you think she would describe it?”
 The little head quirked slightly in the opposite 
direction and looked off into the distance. 
 “Mushy.” 
 “Hmmumm, and do mushy things belong in 
cars?”
 “Pumpkin pie is mushy. And Mom says pump-
kin pie belongs anywhere.” 
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 “This is quite a bit different from pumpkin pie. 
Try tasting it!” 
 “But it’s rotten.” 
 This, thought the grandfather, is why George 
should never be alone with the boy. His medical ex-
aminer fascination and opinions had seeped in, de-
composing little Davy’s brain. 
 “Alright.” He angled his head like a forbidding 
scarecrow. “You want it. How you ’gonna get it to the 
car?” 
 “What are you here for?”
 “I’m here for peanuts and–” He couldn’t go fur-
ther, his daughter, having been on the receiving end 
of that phrase since birth seemed to have a radar for 
the semi-euphemism. It’d been passed down the Bolk-
er line for generation, and Lilah vehemently disliked 
it and was against her son of ever hearing the words. 
She was a blur in the distance, but he could tell that 
her arms were crossed with such a rigidity that it was 
a wonder they could have ever been folded together.
 Scowling, he backtracked. “I’m here to spend 
time with you.” 
 “But you don’t.” 
 Kids really were honest.
 “Of course, I do! What about cheering on your 
pig at the pig races?” 
 “You wouldn’t share your pretzel.” 
 A little flabbergasted at the lack of relation to 
his question, he tried, “The pumpkin mine. I was be-
hind you the whole while.”
 “No, you weren’t. Grandma was.” 
 “Well, she was my proxy.”
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 “What’s a proxy?” 
 “A stand-in.” 
 “Oh, why’d you need a stand-in?” 
 The grandfather hadn’t an answer. 
 “Tired, I suppose.” 
 “Are you old?” 
 The grit of the grandfather’s teeth sounded 
worse than nails on a chalkboard. “Yes.” 
 “How long do you have left?” 
 “A good twenty-five years if I don’t die of an an-
eurysm.”
 “Why that pumpkin?” Davy puffed out his lip at 
the Cinderella carriage his grandfather had indicated 
earlier.  
 “Well, for a first, it’s a lot cleaner. It doesn’t 
smell like shi— compost.”
 “Nuh-uh.” Davy shook his head as profusely as 
his grandfather, the whippings of honey highlights 
almost slamming themselves out of the cocoa strands. 
“It smells like Dad’s beer.” 
 His grandpa was stunned for a moment. Then 
laughed so hard he almost fell into Davy’s pumpkin.
 The child rushed forward in alarm as his beau-
tiful pumpkin barely escaped with its life, or the rest 
of its slow death. 
 “You don’t like the smell of beer, eh?” 
 “No.” 
 “Well, I suppose there’s some similarities be-
tween this pumpkin and your dad’s beer. Both fer-
menting stuff.”
 Davy didn’t know what that meant, but he was 
too busy giving his pumpkin a check-up to ask a 
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question. 
 Sitting on the ground, one knee bent towards 
the sky, the grandfather watched the concern of his 
grandson, smiling at the comment about the beer. His 
lungs felt freshly aired and his skin felt tighter around 
the eyes. He hadn’t laughed that hard in over a de-
cade. Not since the last of his army buddies had died.  
 There this grandfather realized two things: He 
liked the kid. And his son-in-law would have a hell of 
a time convincing Davy to abandon his pumpkin. 
 When it’s difficult to say no, leave the job to an-
other person. He’s sure his daughter would. 
 Placing his jacket on the ground, he gestured 
Davy forward. Together, they shuffled the big lub of a 
pumpkin in.
 “I’m lucky I never had a son to strong arm me.” 
 But he was smiling and managed to grip his 
jacket in one hand, its decomposing weight swinging 
like a pendulum.
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Lying in Wait
 I sit staring, never closing my eyes, always 
tranquil. Moss hints at its presence on the bark of the 
Ginkgo tree before me with barely discernable tufts of 
plant fuzz. The bench below remains motionless, emo-
tionless, but not I. Friends come and go, leaving this 
place I can never leave. They speak and I listen, but I 
can never see how they take my counsel. Sometimes 
they come back to tell me, and I show appreciation 
with the look in my eye. Stone communicates differ-
ently than flesh. Like the bench I am motionless, but 
I am not emotionless. Though my mouth cannot move 
to form words, I radiate my calming aura, lending it to 
those in need of my presence. 
 Here, deep in the woods, with trees towering 
into obscurity, I sit with my tail wrapped around an 
orb, a symbolic pearl of wisdom. My etched scales 
move with the shadows of time as the waterfall releas-
es its burden into the pool behind me. Often I wonder 
about the height of the water obelisk, but I cannot 
turn my head to look.  
 None of the visitors talk of the scene before 
them. They come to me as fortresses of worry and like 
the waterfall release their burden into the air. After 
breathing stress out and taking in the scents of the 
lotus, they leave on the long hike away from the faded 
red paifang, the entrance to my domain.
 The moss has now colored itself in on the Gink-
go; the green tufts now unmistakable and vibrant. No 
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one has visited me for many moons, and I try to de-
cide if I should be sad or happy. It is fortunate hu-
manity has learned to master their own problems, 
but I cannot be grateful. All I have to do is look at the 
moss. Another patch has grown in resembling a for-
saken dragon. Uncared for, its scales are covered in 
muck. The dragon has wound itself around to infinity, 
enduring the elements alone, not bothering to raise its 
majestic head to see if anyone was there. It knew no 
one was.
 For my own sanity, I try to become friends with 
my neighbors. The bench is below me, but its atten-
tion is inward, on the cracks slowly manifesting in 
its stance. The water leaps too fast, only occasionally 
apologizing for its spray. The trees reach tall and rare-
ly look below, and the flowers are occupied with the 
wind whistling through their leaves. They are easily 
fascinated, that bunch. The wind is always on concert 
tours. Insects barely stay in one place for two whis-
pers. And the animals, the animals fear and revere 
my face. They don’t often see such a serpentine stone 
with teeth and a mane of chiseled fur. Deer wonder 
at the site of my antlers. Unnatural, they all say, so 
many creatures meshed into one. Fantastical. My 
scales resemble those of the koi fish, my paws stolen 
from tigers, and my claws snatched from eagles. An-
imals have for me a kind of awful respect, a creature 
who represents so many of them yet has never been 
seen alive. I am a majesty of them all and, therefore, 
untouchable. Only the moss seems as tranquil as me, 
willing to listen. But there is no way to approach, so I 
watch, and I notice.
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 The moss grows up and down the ridges of the 
bark. Still, I do not know its language. I keep track of 
the covered ridges to measure how long my attempt 
progresses. And slowly, I begin to follow its hypnotic 
color changes. Shades of green wave across the moss, 
waving at me.  
 Please, I call. No one responds. The ridges con-
tinue to fall to the moss’s rule. I would have to wait a 
bit more, perhaps for eternity. But that was all right, I 
was a creature of immortality.
 The moss has stopped changing color. Instead, 
it is uniform as a deep, troubled myrtle. It seems sad 
and concerned. Is the Gingko tree all right? It would 
be terrible to lose a friend who supports you and lets 
you grow along its bark. For the moss, the loss of 
the tree would be akin to the loss of life’s foundation. 
But, no. The Gingko stands proud, its roots spread-
ing beneath the soil and its branches raised to cradle 
the moon, not curling inward and shriveling as those 
close to death do. 
 Several times of shadow have now passed since 
the moss donned myrtle. Myrtle has become part of 
the moss’s soul, and I mourn. There is a prickling 
sensation near the right outside point of my eye and 
I feel a curling in my paw. Emotions overwhelm me. 
What is happening to my friend?
 The rented ridges of the Gingko have gone be-
yond my view, my estimate of Moss’s progress falling 
beyond my ability to observe. The sensation has not 
stopped. It is more solid, as if I wish to hold a hand in 
comfort or wipe a tear from an eye. The myrtle, thank-
fully, has turned into a mint of determination. I can-
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not help but wonder at this change of mood. What is 
Moss’s intent and why is it so motivated? Wishing to 
know Moss better, I turned my focus to the canopy 
of leaves, attempting to make out the shapes of the 
clouds. They look like splotches of moss.
 I feel less alone, somehow. I don’t know what it 
is. The sensation near my eye and on my paw is still 
there, a pressure, but it no longer harbors grief. In-
stead, it offers slight comfort. It isn’t until I see green 
out of the corner of my eye that I realize what has 
happened. Moss’s spongy texture tickles the sheltered 
underside of my rigid paw and soaks up the moisture 
left by the morning’s lazy start. Dew drops fall off the 
greenery near my left eye. They plop onto the bench 
beneath with a verbalized rhythm.  
 Slower than the movement of a pebble along 
a languid river bottom, mint gives way to a jubilant 
chartreuse. And I know I have a constant friend.
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The Farmer’s Bride
     Three Summers since I chose a maid,
     Too young maybe—but more’s to do
     At harvest-time than bide and woo.
          When us was wed she turned afraid
     Of love and me and all things human;
     Like the shut of a winter’s day.
     Her smile went out, and ’twasn’t a woman—
          More like a little frightened fay.
               One night, in the Fall, she runned away.

     “Out ’mong the sheep, her be,” they said,
     ’Should properly have been abed;
     But sure enough she wadn’t there
     Lying awake with her wide brown stare.
So over seven-acre field and up-along across the down
     We chased her, flying like a hare
     Before out lanterns. To Church-Town
          All in a shiver and a scare
     We caught her, fetched her home at last
          And turned the key upon her, fast.

     She does the work about the house
     As well as most, but like a mouse:
          Happy enough to chat and play
          With birds and rabbits and such as they,
          So long as men-folk keep away.
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     “Not near, not near!” her eyes beseech
     When one of us comes within reach.
              The women say that beasts in stall
              Look round like children at her call.
              I’ve hardly heard her speak at all.

     Shy as a leveret, swift as he,
     Straight and slight as a young larch tree,
     Sweet as the first wild violets, she,
     To her wild self. But what to me?

     The short days shorten and the oaks are brown,
          The blue smoke rises to the low grey sky,
     One leaf in the still air falls slowly down,
          A magpie’s spotted feathers lie
     On the black earth spread white with rime,
     The berries redden up to Christmas-time.
          What’s Christmas-time without there be
          Some other in the house than we!

          She sleeps up in the attic there
          Alone, poor maid. ’Tis but a stair
     Betwixt us. Oh! my God! the down,
     The soft young down of her, the brown,
The brown of her—her eyes, her hair, her hair!
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Mushroom Gravy
  Grace was the oldest of thirteen and married 
Donnie, a boy from town. Their ranch outside Bur-
well was a retreat from the hustle and bustle of family 
life. Grace often lay on the couch in the living room 
to read and smoke while Donnie worked the acreage 
throughout the day and managed his farmhands, a 
group of guys who would commute each day from 
town.  
 “Grace, don’t you think we could use some 
more help around here?” Donnie asked at breakfast 
one day. 
 “We have help,” Grace said and rolled a ciga-
rette.
 Donnie stirred his oatmeal. “I know we do,” he 
said. “But you know what I mean.”  
 Grace struck a match on the side of the table 
and looked into the flame while the sulfur burned off 
and said, “No, I don’t know what you mean.”  
 “OK. Well, what I mean is,” Donnie wiped some 
oatmeal off the side of his lip. “Wouldn’t it be nice to 
have some of our own around here?”  
 Grace blew smoke over the table and said, “No.”  
 “But, why?” Donnie asked.
 Grace drilled into her husband’s eyes and 
echoed, “Why?” She tapped her cigarette on the faux 
crystal ashtray. “Because I’m doing just fine in here 
and you’ve got your hired buddies out there. We don’t 
need anybody else.”
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 “If you say so,” Donnie said. “I’m going to check 
on the calf.” He put his napkin in his oatmeal and left 
through the screen door that could have used some 
oil.  
 Grace handled the breakfast dishes before she 
began to prepare a beef roast that would fall apart 
and melt by the time dinner came around. In the 
meantime, she lay on the couch and flipped through 
The Burwell Tribune and smoked through a handful of 
cigarettes.  
 Donnie had lunch with the farmhands but 
came in for dinner with Grace before evening chores. 
The roast fell apart under fork and teeth and yielded 
to the creamy mushroom gravy that Grace threw to-
gether. 
 “Would you like a beer?” Grace asked. 
 “No, thank you,” Donnie said, and cleaned his 
plate before he left the table and guided the screen 
door to its jam. 
 Grace grabbed a Pabst and drew a hot bath for 
Donnie while he finished the evening chores. The two 
brushed their teeth together and went to bed after 
Donnie’s bath.
 Donnie fell asleep; Grace was unquiet. She 
crawled out of bed, cracked open the window, and lit 
a cigarette. Grace looked at the window and thought 
back on the conversation at breakfast about bringing 
up kids with Donnie to have more help and company 
around.
 Grace saw a 15-year-old girl in the reflection. 
Her hair was a squirrel’s nest and her dress doubled 
as a rag. The bags under the girl’s eyes were cloudy 
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and dark like sautéed mushrooms.  
 A mother entered the reflection and held the 
girl’s hand. The girl in the window allowed her mother 
to hug her, but her arms hung defeated. 
 Grace glanced over her shoulder to be sure 
Donnie was still asleep and turned back to the win-
dow. 
 The girl was in a kitchen with two siblings in 
her arms and two crawling between her legs, and po-
tato soup on the stove. A silent stream of tears traced 
through the grime on her face toward the corner of 
her dry lips. Grace wanted to reach through and re-
lieve the girl. She would prepare the dinner and tend 
to the children. She wanted to take the girl aside and 
hold her. Grace touched the window, and the scene 
was replaced with darkness.





Walter de la Mare
From the Archive

Winter
     Clouded with snow
     The cold winds blow,
And shrill on leafless bough
The robin with its burning breast
     Alone sings now.

     The rayless sun,
     Day’s journey done,
Sheds its last ebbing light
On fields in leagues of beauty spread
     Unearthly white.

     Thick draws the dark,
     And spark by spark,
The frost-fires kindle, and soon
Over that sea of frozen foam
     Floats the white moon.
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Silver
Slowly, silently, now the moon
Walks the night in her silver shoon:
This way, and that, she peers and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;
One by one the casements catch
Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;
Couched in his kennel, like a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog
From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;
A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws and silver eye;
And moveless fish in the water gleam
By silver reeds in a silver stream.
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All That’s Past
Very old are the woods;
     And the buds that break
Out of the briar’s boughs,
     When March winds wake,
So old with their beauty are—
     Oh, no man knows
Through what wild centuries
     Roves back the rose.

Very old are the brooks;
     And the rills that rise
Where snow sleeps cold beneath
     The azure skies
Sing such a history
     Of come and gone,
Their every drop is as wise
     As Solomon.

Very old are we men;
     Our dreams are tales
Told in dim Eden
     By Eve’s nightingales;
We wake and whisper awhile,
     But, the day gone by,
Silence and sleep like fields
     Of amaranth lie.
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Rilee Sukup
Restraints of Insignificance
Adrift the shore of the Kenai River 
Wading through the cool, ice-melted stream to land
     our boat 
The thick, beautiful wood of evergreens 
Shade the creatures hidden within.

As I secure our vessel 
The smells of balsam waft in the movement of crisp,
     natural sunlight 
While the trees stand upright denying the wind a
     dance. 
All elements familiar

Until my eyes lock with another’s deep nonhuman
     regard. 
Time ceases to exist as the cogs in my mind struggle
     to turn 
Churning, grasping 
As the creature’s form illuminates to a towering brown
     carpet. 
Its form stretching, reaching 
Resulting in dwarfing my own.

Severe, devastating barbs adorn gigantesque palms 
Adorable, velvet ears sit atop soulful eyes 
And a long snout with uncountable teeth 
All clash together to create an unprecedented melody.
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I realize that while I should fear 
I do not. 
Instead, awe and respect flood my being. 
And if my skin was not encased in the glass restraints
     of insignificance, 
Enchanted, I would have floated to a merciless death.
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Unnoticed
I am a wounded deer waiting for death to come, but 
a deer is too elegant and death too kind. As torments 
pour out of the bullet holes of my soul, I trudge on 
with smiles and laughs. I will survive this is the Band-
Aid slapped onto the wounds of my heart. Keeping 
me alive. Keeping me silent. I cry alone writing sad, 
pathetic words of lonesomeness and hurt. I am as-
tounded at the depth and vastness of my brokenness. 
It is an ocean I don’t want to swim. One I know I must 
drown in to finally come out breathing, but where is 
my safety and where is my air? They have abandoned 
me mostly unknowing of my lungs collapsing in. I 
don’t ask for help though it would make this swim 
bearable. This drowning worth it. As the traumas of 
lightening hit my shores, I am now bleeding from a 
death of a thousand and one cuts. But no one sees 
it. No one seas it. No one seize it. My anguish slips 
through their fingers washing their hands clean fall-
ing to their feet. But no one looks there.
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Brother
Dear brother, 
Your heart of gold often left you in the cold 
Beaten by those who knew your worth was far more
     than they deserved

Brother, you break my heart with your strength 
While I was away, you had to shoulder our family’s
     pain 
A grief that shatters my cool façade into tears

Because I look at these past years 
It breaks my heart, dear brother 
You have hardened your heart like mine, dear brother

Anger and fear are your badge 
Wearing them means to have figured out the world 
But brother, dear brother

Please love again and feel again, please be the very
     best man you can 
Please know that I am sorry for all you’ve been
     through 
I’m sorry for not being there when you needed me to

I hope these wounds create beautiful, wise scars  
That heal and shine as vibrantly as the stars 
I cry for you, brother, I truly do 
Thinking how can I go on when you are struggling 
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     your way through?

I believe in you, brother, and all you can weather 
I still can’t understand how you make every situation
     better 
You bring joy to my heart when I see your smile 
I hope that it soothes the pain at least for a while

And now, all I have left to say is I’m sorry you had to
     give away 
Your laughter and your soft, beautiful heart  
To fight the battles you didn’t start

So stay true 
Dear brother 
Stay true to your cold, dead heart
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A poem from a young ambitious 
heart

Far past burning the midnight oil searching for words 
that hit, words that sing, words that ring in my soul. 
How I wish I could write beautifully like roses with 
morning dew, like sweet lovers on their honeymoon. 
My words have been known to be, let’s say, a bit more 
biting, a bit more of—maybe I should have bit my 
tongue keeping shocking notions inside. Most agree-
able to my audience. Less offensive is the demeanor of 
the silent, sweet lady that I cannot even dream to em-
body. I do not dream to be sweet or polite. I envision 
a powerful prowess, phoenix of dazzling prosperity. I 
dream to be stunning, devastatingly brilliant, maybe 
even a thief of words. In my current, sorry state, I lack 
the wisdom and life’s refinement that it takes. Yet, I 
know it in my heart that someday I will fill my Cinder-
ella shoes with a tenacious and steady grasp to write 
the words that a thousand princesses could only wish 
to say.
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