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EDITOR’S NOTE

A dragon is a wonderful and mysterious symbol of an eternally ancient power. It represents strength to help us carry on the
work of living with dignity, and luck for those who prove worthy. I've always been drawn to them. We need them now more
than ever, in our hearts, in our minds, in our determination to stand up and to be seen, be heard, and be represented.
Dragons can also represent those whose voices may fall silent or appear to be so small as to not be considered important
enough anymore to the powers that be. We and the dragons beg to differ. Let our dragon be a source of inspiration to you
during these tough and uncertain times.

Speaking of inspiration, this issue of the Olentangy Review happens to contain new work by our youngest contributor ever,
Lola Elvy, at just 14 years of age, and our oldest contributor, Estelle Bruno at 91. We are so happy and honored to present
their lovely works to you along with some of the best contemporary literary pieces we've ever had the privilege to read and
offer you this year.

That's what it's all about—a wide, wild diversity of approaches to the freedom of expression that human beings everywhere
simply call the art of writing. Writers have unique voices. They can say things some of us can only think, but not articulate.
They are lucky in this way, and if they are very successful at it, they get to share the luck with some of us eager readers
along the way. I've always thought this was an amazing gift to possess, and I'd like to take this time to thank all of you out
there who do pursue this art, for your incredible effort. Please continue your work. It is important. The world needs you.
May your voices be blessed with the inspiration of a thousand dragons.

Darryl Price | December 21, 2016
dprice@olentangyreview.com
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Flight Arrival | Tracy May Adair

Great fish school the sky, formation just so.

Not clouds, exactly, but cloudlets, hoping to grow

and become something else. Don’t we all? Is this

their end, loose affiliation of friend gathered

to withstand together what would separately disperse?
Too many clouds. Too many puffs of precious white,

too easily herded into their present rank and file. They flit
together, jostled fin by fin toward synchronicity, skittish,
yet too trusting in false security of numbers. Each one
trails another billowy member, so like itself.

Then summits the horizon, plunges over. Of course
questions remain, but what point in asking?

No sonnet can answer, though | caught you wondering.
Now among them, innumerable clouds brush against,
perhaps, many sonnets, but on the ground fall only shadows.



The Printer Who Lost His Words | Glen A. Mazis

He got to eighty-six as Phil, the printer who could stand
at the press all day, but when he became a man with

a shuffling gait and no words, or very few, his kids
would only call him Frankie. They decided the name
had to fit the man and that the printer had left

with his words. The hardly used nickname would

signal that another was in town. The series of strokes
that drove him from the press left the basement
storeroom stacked high with blank sheaves. They
were the outward sign of an inner emptiness of a
mind that had lost its lettered substance. Thoughts

became a shushing wind he sucked in through his
cheeks. The wipeout was a by-product of progress,

since in the old days, printers picked out the lead

quads, piece by piece, to set the lines of type. The words
sat on the frame packed in like cars parked on a street.

But with our computerized composers, the words fly
by like the bulletins streaming across the bottom of TV
screens. When the power fails, like the arteries in the
head shutting off for even seconds, the screen blanks
and the words disappear. You can see that in the eyes.

When in past days some lead quads had fallen, someone
could still make out the line, and knew the fallen pieces
were somewhere underfoot. Of course, certain quads
had become almost stuck together, after following one
another so often, like t after s or t after n, that they could

be found in one swoop of the hand, and that helped
the lines stay composed, even after spills. So, when

the week after his stroke, Millie, terrified after 60 years
of leaning in the frame against Phil, went to sleep and
didn't awaken in the morning, fearing she'd be lost

on a floor where no one would find her. She felt herself
slipping without that other quad up against her body,



and decided it was better to jump first. Frankie was left
in front of a TV screen in a nursing home, watching
bulletins fly by for hours, puzzled at the jumble,

while his own inner screen is dark.

The nurses don’t realize

that within, he still sees

the faint lines of phosphorescence

left by the patterns of

their letters

so long enlaced together.



Amateurs | Glen A. Mazis

If the wind lifts me and the sun fuels

my pumping legs with a frenzy,

so the rhythm hits percussive nirvana,

I’d glide for five miles faster

than any morning of these decades

I’'ve run through these small town streets,
those who see me will declare it

a good run for a "jogger."

If my fingers were to one day wander
across guitar strings silkily

oblivious to the mechanics of counting
and my voice echoed my jump

into the sky as a lithe freshman
catching a frisbee beyond my reach
then my timbre might soar

but the rendition will not be platinum.

If we're not the best, we're seen as grubs,
the concert shameful if Helfgott misses

a note, transposing his mind

from broken pieces of a psychiatric ward
in finding inner rhythms

in the tumbling notes of a sonata.

His passion is the perfect score, not notes.

The word amateur makes us smirk

as we reach for our wallets

for the fraud to refund both our money
and the feelings we gave,

even though we may have witnessed
someone finding a higher place,

but we didn't want to be included

in an effort of loving, which is

what the word "amateur" means—
one who plays for love.



Excellence we assume must tower
above others, yet a fever pitch
can vibrate within

where we've been

in the journey of our passion,

and an added harmonic,

a vivifying stroke may rise up
from where we are,

to such a point of pure balance,

it will always turn in our soul.



First Glance at the Light | Glen A. Mazis

The first light shaft splinters,
but not like the rays

from the sun at sunset,
cloud filtered, seeking

a place to rest for the night,
but instead bouncing

all around the cheek,
tickling feathers of radiance,
fingers of white warmth,
flying under the newborn chin
promising that the orbs

will soon awaken—

for the first light

can not yet be—

first light of the beginning,
since the eye always

lingers in the dark.

But the gasp

of the first breath

should warn

to be a human thing,
means that even air

can pierce through

to the heart,

the onrush of life

shocks and hurts.

The shaking, reddened need
of the aah that tore

open a hole in the air
remains woven

like an ever-spreading vine
in every wreath

of breath and sound.
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Death | Estelle Bruno

You came to me un-

invited but | was ready

for you --

I awoke and shooed you away
told you to scram, get lost
and you did

at least for this time.
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Nothing in the World is Scarier than the Truth | £stelle Bruno

My happiness is the happiness

that comes to me when he comes to me
not with shaking hands

or a shaking head from side to side

but holding my hand gently

in a loving way.

I know there is a gentleman

he hides from me.

12



Lavender Bell | sandra Arnold

The Fever Woman spent her days wandering the streets with her shopping bag, always in the same droopy black coat, black
ribbons dangling from her black felt hat. Whenever we saw her, my mother would whisper, “Don’t stare!” But no matter
how hard | tried | couldn’t drag my eyes off the bag of flaccid veined flesh hanging from her jaw to her collar bone. “And
don’t call her the Fever Woman,” my mother said. “It’s not nice.”

When | was old enough to be curious about such things | asked my mother where she lived, what her name was, if she had

a family. My mother’s response was, “The poor soul isn’t right in the head. Keep away from her.” | formed the impression
that the Fever Woman had always existed in some kind of stasis, a nameless black wraith trailing clouds of not-to-be-talked-
about dread.

It was the ribbons that were synonymous in my mind with the stuff in the drain. | saw it there when the wand from my fairy
doll fell out of my hand into the drain as | was showing it to Angela and Jill and explaining how | could work magic with it.
We peered through the metal grill into the stinky dark space and could see the wand'’s little silver star sticking up through a
mass of slimy weeds. Angela poked a stick through and tried to edge the wand upwards so | could reach down and grab it.
As she did so, a dozen tiny frogs exploded from the sludge. One of the neighbors heard us squealing and told us to get
away. “There’s all sorts in there,” she said. “Disgusting stuff. If you touch it you'll get a fever.”

Next day the Fever Woman sat in front of me in the bus. Up till then she had just been a smelly old woman who muttered
to herself as she walked along the street. Now here she was right in front of me. | was relieved she had her back to me so |
couldn’t see the fleshy thing wobbling on her face. However, her hat was at the level of my eyes. With a sick feeling |
realized the black ribbons looked exactly like the stuff in the drain. | imagined her fishing around in the drain, scooping out
the fever weeds and sticking them on her hat. My conviction grew that fever had caused the growth on her face.

At school | drew a picture of the Fever Woman in her worn out shoes, her crinkly brown stockings and her black coat that
she never seemed to change. | drew tiny frogs jumping out of the weeds on her fever hat and then finally drew the lump on
her face. I filled it in with pink crayon and drew the bulging veins in blue and purple. Then underneath the drawing | wrote
in capitals THE FEVER WOMAN. | was so absorbed that | didn’t hear the teacher pause by my desk until I heard her sigh.
She whispered, “It’s a tumor. The doctors can’t take it off or she would bleed to death. | once heard someone say she’d
driven an ambulance in the war when she was a young woman. | can’t remember what they said her name was. Something
unusual.”

| didn’t know which disturbed me most, the revelation that The Fever Woman had once been young or that she had a
name. As | trailed home from school thinking about this, | saw a group of boys throwing stones at something on the ground
and hitting it with sticks. My skin broke out in cold sweat. I'd seen those boys beating little dogs with sticks, pulling the
heads off baby mice and boasting about drowning kittens. Usually | kept well clear of them and | was just about to run in
the opposite direction when | saw what it was they were tormenting. The Fever Woman was cowering on the ground. One
of the boys snatched her hat and trampled on it. | saw her wispy grey hair sticking out of her head as though it were
electrified. Her terrified eyes. Urine running down her legs, soaking her shoes. One of the boys yelled, “Look, she’s pissing
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herself!” and they all stopped to stare and scream with laughter. Before | knew what | was doing, | charged up to the
nearest boy, grabbed the stick from his hand and thrashed him wherever | could reach until he fell to the ground howling.
Then growling like a dog | chased after the others. | was ten feet tall with wild hair and red revolving eyeballs. The way
those boys bolted told me that’s what they saw too. | turned back to help the Fever Woman to her feet. She batted my
hands away and spat at me, screeching something incomprehensible. She grabbed her hat, jammed it on her head, glared
at me with two fierce pinpricks of eyes and limped off down the road.

| didn’t see her again until ten years later when | came home from university. She got off the bus as | got on. Same clothes.
Same hat. Same fierce eyes. But the tumor now hung below her chest. | smiled at her. She ignored me.

Six months after that my mother sent me two pieces of paper. The first one was my childhood drawing of the Fever

Woman. | hadn’t known she’d kept it all these years. The second was an obituary. At last | knew her name. | wrote it on the
drawing in big blue letters.

14



Meet Me in Missoula | Taylor Leigh Ciambra

Between boozy breaths in aMontana apartment

You tell me how you told your new girlfriend aboutme
And howyou hope that’s okay

Laced up in my frigid Connecticut home

LL Bean slippers absorbing my anticipatory sweat

You tell me again that it’s love and

| remember the beauty we found between bookcases
Folding our calloused hands together in the aspens

| know why you told her about me

But there’s no way her ruby lips will smile honestly

If she ever meets me

15



Making a Commitment | 7aylor Leigh Ciambra

Pulling stones out of my pockets
| decide not to drown

In this

Water

Or in your

Eyes

Dead weight sinks
Into the brackish
Depths

And the buoyancy of
Us

Surfaces

For the first

Time
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November Ninth | Taylor Leigh Ciambra

Quaking in my girl boy body next to matt mcginger
hugging in the darkness as

the orange waves of hatred hammer over us

we don’t know what to do

chickens with heads cut off, we try to sing a swan song
in the early morning hours of fate

the three weird sisters- Democrat, Republican, and Independent
dance on glowing screens foretelling futures

of horrific nonsense

We trace hearts on our too thin skin

And plot our escape to wherever will take us

I dream of polar bears and he dreams of Scotland
Another wilderness

Another people

We might belong with

17



Before During or After Factory Work | roy Bentley

Nine Wabash presses, loud and light-struck,

bend and mold sheet-metal steel. They’ll smash

a hand as easily as whatever you lay beneath them.
Green stamping iron drops and rises. Drops again.

We are the apostles of American manufacturing.
Eight hours of shiftwork and imagined ascension.
Life on the clock with a constant threat of layoff.
Any number of dreams unredeemed each night.

A line foreman quotes Spencer Tracy movies.
His voice thunders between the fork-lift traffic,
theatrical orations amputated by a hiss-pound
of presses aping the sinus rhythms of a heart.

The idea: to fill the bins without getting killed.
| wave for the fork-lift. Wait. When it comes,
the machine-cry is a shout embossed onto skin
and the diesel-scented air like an eagle tattoo.

18



Creature from the Black Lagoon | roy Bentley

It sat on a nightstand under a desk lamp, the Aurora model
I’d painted avocado-and-yellow so that the horror-film freak
was the last thing | saw before sleep. Kids with both parents
knelt and prayed at bedtime in Ohio in 1963. And | did too,
though a separation made sure only my mother tucked me in.
When it first happened, the break-up, my pops came around.
With gifts like the Universal Studios monster. But he stayed
away longer and longer. Remarried and had another family.
After, the sci-fi fish-as-man was our last accomplishment.
Its raised humanoid arms and claw-tipped mitts for hands
loomed, a six-pack to attest to Darwin-be-damned fitness.

| remember painting the base, red-lettering The Creature

as if quoting Jesus of the Gospels in the New Testament.

A still-life styrene lizard at the feet of the model snarled,
showing a prehensile black-forked-tongue designed for
snatching the beating hearts from prey. The three of us—
my 9-year-old’s fears, my mother and |—said goodnight.
The battle turned to whether the light would be left on.

I didn’t know what to be more terrified of, Hollywood

or seeing Threat as any movement in the dark. It wasn’t

the creature’s fault that what | had left of him, my father,
wasn’t enough or that the unhappy water it crawled from
had neither headwaters nor shore that didn’t recall pain.

It wasn’t long before | ruined it. My mother at work,

the eradication of the monster began with lighter fluid—

a thorough dousing outdoors on a blacktop driveway—

and a match. | carried dripping soot-and-goo globules

to a trash can. Carried hurt the best way | knew how,

in the place a busy mother would never look. Once

it quit burning, | had taken the wreck into my arms

and hands the way the creature hefted Julie Adams,

the swim-suited starlet he, it, had to put down at last

on some back-lot clearing by a faux-Amazon jungle.
Evidently, he was tired of wanting what he couldn’t

have. Weary of trying to solve the central question

of what, if anything, she might need except set free.
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You tossed bottles at the stars | Lola Elvy

It shouldn’t have to start here. It shouldn’t have to start with earth and ocean. It shouldn’t have to start with the
crystallization of the sea, or the feel of sand after sunlight. It shouldn’t have to start with air and rain, with grey and
gloaming. It shouldn’t have to start with sky, and it shouldn’t have to start with wind.

| shouldn’t have to start here.

But it does. And | do.

Remember that night on our own

You tossed bottles at the stars, told me to
Count them as they fell to

The cloven earth; we make

Our own definitions here, you

Said beneath the openness

Of dark

We wrote infinity with the lights off
Drank tea from paper cups

your single
finger

ran the length
of the sky’s
sharpest
peak

and the heavens
bled

a corrugated
truth

We watched from beneath it all, hands holding
Each other like broken magnets, falling, falling

Falling
20



you heard like music the crenellated
wind, heard it

and turned to meet it, your lacerated
palms stretched toward

it, not a barrier, but an open
greeting

and when you sang, your whispers

weaved

through the wind, caught and tore on its every
fragmented

edge, its shattered

state

of being, your words

fraying, becoming

whole

| trust you, | said, and that made it
Real

It tastes like winter. And you want it.

We breathed

To the coming tide, sea swelling
Against the ebony moon, gripped
The shadows tightly

Between our hands to keep them
From the sun

Vv

It’s not as simple as fiction. You should know that.

21



Vi

you close
your eyes

—And again, an inversion of the past

your hands
open

You splayed your fingers along the sun, deified the sky with your eyes
Gleaming like riverstones, and |
Believed every word you said

falling
Vil

You don’t remember the way she smelled

The ash staining sand like chalk rubbed in

To a textured carpet; you don’t remember
The color of sunset

Or what gloaming looked like
Grey air brushing over
Bare skin and stone

And sea; you don’t remember
The sound of the wind

Or how to listen for inconstancies
In silence; and you don’t

Remember
The words she used
Or what she said that made you

Believe

You know you don’t

22



Vil

Like the impossibility of fire, you said, everything
Is unlikely, unattainable, and inevitable

you saw the horizon reform
itself, traced

the segments with

your gaze, reached out, felt it
become

other

than notion or boundary, but the crux
of all things infinite

of faith, of meaning, of true
articulation, a tactility so
tantalizing

as to leave you

frightened

full, and wanting

to believe

And like the memory of snow held only in the quietest

Of nights, everything
Is real

you inhaled the stars until

the dust burned

into your bones, lay open palmed and open
faced, let the rain

embed its name beneath

your skin; you closed your eyes to the scathed

sky

and waited

23



In Search of a Better Sun | Lo/a Evy

The rain comes swiftly these days, blows through open windows, forces its way through the cracks in the roof. Rivulets roll
down teak walls like tears, stop halfway, like they've forgotten how to fall. The closed door magnifies the sound of waves
outside; the statue hangs from the ceiling, swinging back and forth like a pendulum keeping uneven time, its grin mocking
in the still air. The birds that once perched on the netting are gone, in search of a better sun. There is dust collecting on the
shelf. The wood is crying.

24



Southbound | ro/a Evy

The days rise and fall like the sky breathing through
its broken stratosphere

you watch it exhale, push the sea forward

inhale, draw the stars to fold in

on themselves

southbound

Do you remember where we started?

From sand and sea and the taste of rain;

From empty architecture that never looks complete;

From the people we knew and the ash stained on your curved
back

The weight of smoke soaked through my sweater, kept close to my skin for days.

From thickened air, the smell of sweat on sundrenched skin in the early
morning; from a different fire on a different shore; from bread

that cracks in hand and leaves its crumbs on the plastic

chairs

outside

You told me that you loved me.
Thirteen degrees shy of zero, and you held my hand like summer.

The trace of fingers on foreign
skin, a sense you can't quite
place

it sounds like memory

Timidly, you said. Told me that you felt it. Don't blame us. We don't know these words.
Three minutes to midnight. Time's running out.

From the things you said and the things you never
will

Every second it takes

Every line we breathe

25



When we leave?
Yes.

Do you want to?
Yes.

Every look you give me, grey shrouded
with the color of hope

Are you ready?
Yes.

Time stops
linhale

26



Raw Fibers I Genelle Chaconas

If you’ve taken a broken thread between your fingertip and thumb stared at the complex, lazy strength of it, split from
itself, and swore, you know me.

A woman can endure any loss except a missing button on her favorite coat. She needs just one good coat to be a queen of
the earth.

If you’ve looped a cotton cord around your finger and weaved it against the burn, listened to its subtle music, you know me.
And if not, you never will.

So what, you know me. If you think you’re the first to wait on me hand and foot, you don’t know me.

They told me I'd be waited on hand and foot. Not that | would get what | wished, but that others would be compelled. |
wasn’t too young to understand the weight and texture of this consequence.

Don’t think | deserve it? I've got callouses to prove I've walked. These arches have carried me from my first scuffed heel to
today. | still remember the pain stretching from the ball to the heel, how the strap cut into my ankle.

I only walk alone on dark frost mornings when nothing stirs. | fill my pockets with dust, sand, earth, dead leaves, and stones.
| carry them like some carry wards through the night across graveyards.

If you’ve rubbed the sole of a delicate foot, then felt the spasm of the muscles beneath your hands, and trembled, you
know me.

You can tell a dancer from her calves. Broken toes and sprained ankles could happen to anyone, but the taut calves like
smooth concrete are the mark of focused abuse. | danced. | spent a lifetime still as thirst sculptures, two hours every day.

All who watched me stumble from my studio pitied me, all except mother. She told me never to regret it; I'd grow strong
enough to cave a skull in with my heel. You never know what you’ll need to know.

If you’ve asked why a woman dresses in her nylons only first, and then stands studying every stitch in the mirror. Or why
she pulls her skirt down as she walks, yet it never stays below her knees.

The word weave can mean fibers worked into fabric or an undulant way to walk.

Dancers are a puzzle of flesh, strength crowded into a fragile frame. Look at my thighs, they’re like pistons. Now decide if
you want to wait on me hand and foot.
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And I'd deserve it. Every artist deserves patrons. | need another set of hands, many. Hands to scrub the floors of my studio.
Hands to build looms. Hands to hold the string tight. Hands to lift. Hands to drive. Hands to pay.

The root for hand became mangled as the word man.
Most artists change mediums during their careers. The techniques of the first are present in the works of the second.
Dancing and weaving involve tensile strength, precision, and poise. It is the cotton aching for flight. The fibers dream they

are acrobats which swing violent towards earth, but never touch.

Weaving is a domestic art. It is meant for living conditions. It is given to all of the stresses of the human body. It is a female
art.

I'll let you wait on me as long as you’re useful. This won’t take long, | promise. Lint left on the back of my knees, a spare
button from your collar, even the pattern of your fly pressed against my thigh will do.

The roots for earth, female, spiral, record, begin, womb and wisdom start with the same guttural grunt.

Later, alone, in the studio you sweat to sweep scrub and wax to smooth perfection, I'll walk around the loom. I'll pour the
ash. I'll whisper your name in the ear of its center. | will add it to the list of others.

Do you feel it, your future flesh reaching out through the veils, through the soil? No? | can wait. | have many. For now, |
have enough hands to hold the intricacy in place. Enough to cat’s cradle the surface of the world with a modest shroud.
Not a stitch unravels.

They told me | would be waited on hand and foot and I'd never know what | had to know. Not that | would get what |

wished, or even when | wished. All things happen in their time. And so | plan, and wait. There’s a place for you among us
soon enough.
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Metal Hell | sen Hughes

There is metal hell in my mouth

Seem:s like eternity until they’re out

My orthodontist is a masochistic auld trout
She invites me to sit in the torturers chair

What choice do | have? There’s no other way
To get my teeth straight

It reclines back, | lie and wait

For the wrenching, tightening of my braces.

My tongue has a squiggly cut

A bar in the roof of my mouth I did suck
Unconsciously, in agony, it takes guts
To come here, | must be nuts

Ratchett laughs, it’s my own fault really.

My own fault? That | was born with wonky teeth?

Yes, if you wobbled your baby teeth when you were wee.

And it’s you that’s sucking that bar, not me.
She tells me. Just cause she has a university degree
Means she can have sadism and superiority.

Disfigurement, it better be worth it when it’s done.
Because years of braces is not fun.

I’'m a gleekit lookin’ geek, it’s only just begun

Hell is not fire, brimstone and gunk

But the blood red braces that are in my mouth!

29



Remember the Golden Days | Jen Hughes

You gave me faith, trust and pixie dust
To every day we were together.

Now | must search for it myself

The world is not all pleasant weather.

There’s no more pain now

You must be lighter on your feet now

You don’t need an umbrella in the rain now
I’d be happy for you if you were still here
I’d be happy if we could meet

Every now and then, for a coffee or a wine
But the family think you’re with God
You’re way too high in the sky

Yet so deep in the ground.

You’re not with God, really

You’re with the Blue Woman, the one who said
You would never have any bad dreams.

You’re among family and friends

On the other side.

Can you see me from where you are now?
Do you miss me where you are now?

Can you grieve from where you are now?

At the funeral, | had this morbid thought

Of the coffin lid pounding

They prize you out. A misunderstanding, you’re not
Really dead. We'd laugh about it over pudding.

| can see you in my cousins eyes
I want to believe you'll live another life
I don’t want to think you’re gone forever

Just travelling other realms, sweetie, I'll bring back presents.
But until then, remember the golden days.



Quake | Lorraine Carey

Like tectonic plates the earth shifted,
rooted me to one spot, | slotted my feet
between the aftershocks on timber

my core unbalanced,

my heart beats clotted with each
sharp breath as the words surfed
in my ears

from an invader called a smartphone
an outsider in my right hand
felt like a block of sand

as it crumbled. | passed it over,
the witchy fingers choked me that
awful afternoon.
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Christmas Firs | Lorraine carey

The hilly road coiled, dipped in places,
a saggy asphalt snake.
Bends cuddled frosty drifts, hardening

with darkness and a swift drop in temperature.

Peering out portholes of erased
condensation at snowflakes floating

in a silent lullaby.

We stepped out, dwarfed by giant firs
where the moon seemed to hang and blush,
waiting for cloud cover to take the spotlight
off us and our tree taking.

Just one, for the sitting room

where it dominated the corner

in a russet bucket whose brassy handle hung
like a necklace, a proud heirloom.

Crackling logs spat sap from a fire
banked up with coal and peat.

Intense heat pinched pine needles loose,
falling daily they fragranced the room,

shocked our sockless feet as we willed St. Nicholas

to come for his mince pie and whiskey
warming on the mantel,
soft in the flickering light from embers.
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The Animals Know | 7ina Barry

The squirrel stuck its head from the tree’s knot, shrieking directives, a gossip with a huge plumed tail. It moved down the
scalloped bark, swaying on tiny nails, and stopped, eye-level with my swollen belly. A bird swooped. The black blur of its
wing against my cheek. It nested among a ruckus of robins, less interested in being fed than being heard. Around the curve
of the road, | neared the farmer’s fence. His horse lowered its fan of lashes, then nudged its foal forward. In the pond, a fish
flipped exposing its silver stomach.
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Something Amber | 7ina Barry

The darkened room smells of baby, and cooked lamb. Beneath that, the scent of snow. You’d draw my head differently than
I hold it now, cocked like a dumb bird. Listening. Jean’s breath, not a sound really, just the opening of air. And David’s slight
baby rumbling. He’s of you and of me but not. Even in the few weeks of his life, | see that. You sketched him as connected
circles, like the paper chain you cut from old drawings. We hung it over the table. Something festive to break up the winter.
Where are you, Marc? I'd like to take your hand. The hand with that thumb. Such a thumb! Wide as the stump of an axed
tree. Thoughts of you make me thirsty. I'll drink something amber. The glass’ edge etched with your thin cardinal lips. And
kiss you that way. My lips over yours.
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Cat, Cadmium, Clove | 7ina Barry

John'’s scent settles on the walls, into the torn fabric of the couch; | could mop it off the floors. He sits on a metal chair near
the unopened window, knees to his chin and rocks. His hum is tuneless, a distracted bee. | cook what he likes, or once liked,
before he became this John: fried cheese sandwiches on thickly sliced bread. A baked potato with a steaming pool of
butter. Summer pudding with berries. He stares at the food, frowns. | pull my pants off, stand in front of him, press my bare
crotch to his face. After a few moments, he moves his head back, slowly, wincing. Cat, cadmium, clove, he says, staring past
me. Potato, cat, cadmium, clove.
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Shadow Pictures | 7ina Barry

Dad used to hold his hands up and make shadow pictures on the wall He did a rabbit and a dog Now when he holds his
hands up it means he is crying Dad sits on his chair and rocks like it is a rocking chair but it is not a rocking chair It goes
skritch skritch skritch skritch Dad is a baby now Sometimes | ask him Will you take me to the park Only his lips move
like mine did when he was teaching me words In France when we would walk he would point I’d say tree Then he would
point I'd say squirrel
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The Cat Takes all My Sorrows on His Poor Little Heart | 7ina 8arry

| am not saying words because every time | do they ask But why, Jean and then | think But why, Jean and there is too
much to say too much why to say and that makes a bad memory and then more bad memories like little pictures of
happy things that make me sad now like looking at Dad a long time ago when he would dance in the kitchen

This is a lot of talking for me because | have stopped talking so much | make my bed like all the girls in our big room at this
school and I don’t stay too long in the bathroom like | did when | tried to make pigtails The other girls talk about their
parents and where they have gone and what they are doing like skiing and all the snow or flying in airplanes and what they
are going to do when they are on vacation | do not want to talk about my parents because there is too much to say and |
do not want to say any of it | only talk to Truman the cat Truman takes all my sorrows on his poor little heart

| started writing The Animals Know in 2014, after my husband and | moved from Brooklyn to the village of High Falls, in
upstate New York. Not long after settling here, | learned that the artist Marc Chagall and Virginia Haggard McNeil, the much
younger woman who bore his son, David, lived for two years (1946-48) three minutes from my home. The house and the
studio where Chagall worked are still there.

I researched their time here, and all the writing was Marc Chagall! Marc Chagall! and very little about Haggard McNeil, also
an artist, or her daughter Jean, who was five-years old at the time. Jean is the daughter of John McNeil, Haggard’s husband
who she left for Chagall. With The Animals Know, | hope to give Haggard McNeil and Jean a voice.

Some of the stories are complete fiction; some are based on recollections by Haggard McNeil and others. The title and last
line of “The Cat Takes all My Sorrows on His Poor Little Heart” are Jean’s words. —Tina Barry
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Intuition | Ryan Lee

| saw it one morning

like a sea of children

holding their arms out for a hug

| wanted to ask questions

before they could ask me a question
| wanted a timeout:

to inform my future self

of a morning like this

the one
I’'m talking about

is a wet morning
on a brown hill

when a swing moves into frame
and a child jumps

into sand you remember your ear
after your parents buried you

the doctor says that’ll never happen again

as you laugh and watch
the day’s mistake for a second time
squinting in the camcorder.
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