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Editor in Chief’s Note

We are all of a place. We are all a place ourselves. The words in these 

pages carry us home, away, and back. A specific point on the map 

emerges when Sandra Rokoff-Lizut begins her poem with the words,

Low-lying

ribbons of fog

circle the mountain

settle at its base

freeing treetops.

I have seen this on many mornings—this is my mountain. Yet, 

it is yours too.

Matt Schumacher paints a triptych of a poem, moving us through the 

Pacific Northwest, from Lolo Pass to Zigzag Mountain to Lost Lake, 

each location unique, though similar, if only we would notice.

We ask, Am I there? Or am I here? 

We realize, I am in both places. Those places are me. 

As we move through the forest, we are reminded by Schumacher 

to “Slow down. Please.” This is the best advice.

Welcome home,

Ryan Davis

Editor in Chief
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Lending a Book

Richard Luftig

is like saying goodbye

to your college sweetheart 

who is leaving to study in France; 

she swears to come back to you

but even if she does it might 

be years later when she is worn

and worse for wear, her spine 

in disrepair, her jacket reeking

of cigarette smoke. Or perhaps

you are like that fisherman

alone at sea, always disappointed, 

yet willing to cast your net 

upon the cold-cod waters, 

but knowing all the while 

that it always turns up empty. 
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But still you’ll do it, recalling

how it is better to give, to share,

not keeping your gifts hidden under

some bushel basket or sowing seeds

without worrying about the returns.
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Heart Mark Where the Sky Was

Christopher T. Keaveney

9/11/2011, Edgewater, New Jersey

The way clouds pucker

around the wound.

I was there,

so were you

when summer seemed to lose

its bearing

and the ice on the saucer

slid in impossible angles of abandon.

That sound you can barely make out

from this distance

is the sound of practiced hands

shielding the ears of the uninitiated

from a song hung

on bones of glass.

It was not supposed to be this way,

but the winds that hug the ground

remain jaundiced and skittering.
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Heart Mark Where the Sky Was

That light you can almost discern with the naked eye

is a curio bouncing in the mirror 

clutched by a baby

in the back of a plane barreling 

toward anxious grandparents,

a hologram in the bluest sky

in the memory of a man

with one hand raised

pointing,

the other covering his mouth.
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Campobello Island

Kathleen M. McCann

for Carla

There you are leaning against the boat’s hull

in a framed pose of happiness.

Your smile belies the wood’s pinch, 

an urge to straighten up and fix 

the headband losing to long hair,

reach for the backpack’s cigarettes.

Twenty years and still you smoke.

Kind or unkind, the years 

return to one another. 

And we the same, 

for the good times: lusty laughter, 

a cove pretty enough 

to break you, 

if the water did not. 
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The Six-Legged Solution

Sean Gill

We had a roach problem. And when I say we had a roach problem, I 

mean we really had a roach problem. 

My older sister had lived there for over a year before I moved 

in— “there” being a modest two-bedroom apartment in upper Green-

point, a neighborhood that had remained essentially Polish despite the 

northward tiptoeing of trust-funded gentrification. I’d always theo-

rized that Greenpoint was so fiercely Polish that it would be the last of 

the major Brooklyn neighborhoods to lose its old-world flavor entirely. 

I first arrived at 3:00 A.M. on a Monday in June, and as I ap-

proached the threshold of my new home (clutching some plastic stor-

age unit holdover from my dorm life) I was greeted with the splashing 

of a startling, cool liquid on my face. I froze instinctively and took a 

step back. Up on the fifth floor, an old man in a discolored wifebeater 

was pouring out a plastic bottle of unknown origin. I stared up, and 

he stared back. The exchange must have only lasted three or four sec-

onds, but it felt like an eternity. Just when I expected him to shout 

down an apology, he tilted his bottle to begin pouring anew, and I 

stepped inside the door to avoid the foul cascade. What a christening!

We lived in a slum, but the rent was expensive. Neither my sis-

ter nor I had steady employment, so we lived our lives like drowning 

souls, our watery flailings being the odd jobs and the temp jobs, the 

cater-waitering and the like. We had an entire Rolodex of temp agen-
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cies and employment companies who would occasionally call us up, 

offering shifts. We shared a cell phone (which naturally presented a 

whole host of logistical difficulties), and whenever it would ring, I be-

came filled with a terrible sensation of obligation and dread. Soon, the 

little electronic song that played when the phone rang enacted a Pav-

lovian response of nausea and distress. Though I changed the ringer, 

soon the new song was filling me with revulsion, even when it was my 

friends who would call. 

The human mind can get used to anything. It keeps us sane, I 

suppose, but sometimes it can deceive us; it can prevent us from real-

izing that we’re swirling around at the bottom of the toilet bowl. 

It started small, as it often does. It’s New York City. You will see 

roaches—you simply kill them and move on with your life. However, 

we began seeing an irregular amount of roaches, of all varieties. Tiny 

ones, wispy medium-sized “German” ones, and the massive creatures 

colloquially referred to as “water bugs.” Our landlady Moira had 

ceased her monthly roach spraying; a cost-cutting measure of some 

kind, I imagine. We couldn’t afford an exterminator, and the roaches 

laughed at our traps, purchased at the 99-cent store down the block. 

I bought the bug bomb for $5.99, but there were plenty of warnings 

on about explosions and turning off gas mains, and in the midst of a 

near-constant scent of natural gas it suddenly seemed too great a risk. 

Therefore, we stuck to the tried and true “smash ‘em when ya see ‘em” 

method. 

We waged war. Sometimes at night, I’d walk into the kitchen, 

flip on the lights, and start smashing. At first, I’d see three or four. I’d 

get them all. After a few months, I was seeing what had to be hundreds 

of them, swarming on the floor and on the counters. I might smash 

as many as forty—and that’s no exaggeration—before they escaped 
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to their nooks and crannies and wall fissures. Each time we opened 

the silverware drawer, there’d be a whole gang of them in there, too. 

It was revolting. I’d kill all the roaches in the drawer, fully rewash the 

silverware, and then replace it. As time went on, I’d only rinse the 

silverware. By the end of our time there, I didn’t even care if my forks 

bore the impression of cockroach feet—I’d use them anyway. 

They took the oven one summer day. They never gave it back. 

I was about to roast some frozen fish when I made my discovery. The 

fish was in my hand, thawed, pan-seasoned, and at the ready. Upon 

opening the oven I was greeted with a profusion of roaches, the awful 

things crawling and wriggling and ejecting egg cases out of their be-

hinds. We never used the oven again. During the occasional midnight 

smashing, after the majority had vanished into the walls, I’d open up 

the oven and smash a few, but generally their presence there was so 

upsetting, I’d quickly shut the door. They made it into the fridge, too, 

but I suppose it wasn’t a very practical habitat for them, so they never 

really took hold there in a big way. 

One morning I had a temp job at ten, and my sister had one at eight. I 

heard the door slam as she left the apartment, but then it opened as she 

returned, almost immediately. She came into my room, and I stirred. 

“Holy shit, the biggest water bug I have ever seen is out there in 

the hallway!”

“Good,” I said. “Why don’t you smash it?”

“I’m in a hurry, dude. I just wanted to tell you, so that you don’t 

let it in when you leave.”

“Thank you,” I murmured, drifting off. Predictably, two hours 

later, it was waiting for me in the bathroom, almost as if it knew I’d 

be urinating, barefoot, when it decided to show itself. The behemoth 
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entered my line of vision, very slowly. It approached my foot. It lum-

bered. It was big enough to lumber. I’ve never seen a roach that big, be-

fore or since (and that’s even counting the African hissing variety that 

I don’t think ought to count because they merely look like big dumb 

beetles—they lack that hairy-legged, feathery, filthy quality). I stepped 

out of the room, looking for the first object I could lay my hands on 

that would be capable of slaying the brute. My hand grasped a dust-

pan and as I brought it down on the thing with a squash, the roach 

screamed. God help me, it screamed. It was a shrill, bubbling squawk, 

like a sound a chicken or a dog’s chew toy might make. I hammered 

it again with the dustpan and took another look. It was lying there in 

its own brown and yellow guts, legs swimming in the air, helplessly. I 

hammered it again. Still it twitched. I hit it again and again and again. 

I hit it twelve times before it finally became still and died. I was pecu-

liarly drained for the rest of the day. I think it was the largest creature 

I had ever killed, and it felt substantial. (I don’t think we can call it a 

bug anymore—it was an animal.) I felt the same way a few months 

later when I had to hammer a rat to death with a plastic mop handle, 

and a few months after that when I used a brick to euthanize a trapped 

mouse who had somehow kept on ticking despite a bifurcated spine. I 

wondered if having to engage in these everyday brutalities was slowly 

forging me into a different person.

I remember very distinctly the first time a roach touched me when I 

was naked. I was drying off in my room after a shower, and a bold 

little bastard began clambering up my leg. I brushed him away and 

smashed him with my slipper, but afterward I was in a state of agita-

tion. My nakedness was vulnerability and that roach had seized his 

moment. There was a degree of fearfulness and insecurity from this 
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point forward. I was often convinced that something was crawling 

on me; I’d feel the twinge of an arm hair and be sure of it. Most of 

the time I was wrong, but you only have to be right one time out of a 

hundred to keep fanning those paranoid flames. They knew how to 

really get to me then, and perhaps the ultimate indignity came soon 

afterward. 

As far as rooms went, the bathroom was one of the safer ones. 

I killed only maybe ten or so a day in there. It didn’t make sense, be-

cause it boasted even more water-bearing pipes than the kitchen, and 

water is a cockroach’s preferred form of nourishment. Nevertheless, I 

often let my guard down while I was in the bathroom. 

I used to like taking long Saturday morning showers after a par-

ticularly arduous work week (and the shenanigans of the Friday night 

before). It was a warm, soothing rebirth, focusing my creative energies 

for the following two days that I could dedicate to my art. Of course, 

this wasn’t entirely successful on the weekends when I had a cater-

waitering gig, but for the most part, I kept my weekends free. 

Regardless, as I began this particular Saturday morning shower, 

my mind was abuzz with ideas for a new short film. As I lathered 

up my dollar-store loofah, I was thinking about alternate dimensions 

through holes in the wall and other mystical methods of escape from 

a world gone sour. A few minutes of hearty scrubbing had passed be-

fore I noticed that several of the hateful things had died inside my 

sponge the night before, and that I was depositing roach parts and 

soap lather across my naked body. According to my sister, at this point 

there was a shout from the bathroom, but I do not recall making such 

a noise. There was an initial trauma as my mind tried to make sense of 

what I was seeing—bits of wing and whiskered leg and antennae were 

mixed with soapy foam, everywhere. At the time I didn’t give it much 
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thought, but now I am convinced that the sheer number of body parts 

indicated that no less than four roaches must have expired inside my 

loofah. Why would four roaches make the joint decision to crawl into 

a loofah and die? Perhaps they did it to get to the remnants of water 

inside, but why would they do that when a leaky faucet not two feet 

away could have provided them with ample refreshment? 

I remember reading a possibly apocryphal story about G. Gor-

don Liddy eating a rat to overcome his fear of them. Perhaps there is 

something to that—you don’t quite feel the same way about roaches 

once you’ve bathed yourself in their viscera. I still hated them and I 

was still repulsed by them to be sure, but now there wasn’t really any-

thing more that they could do to me. They had thrown at me the worst 

that they had to offer, and I had survived. 

Later, they tried something similar—I stepped into the shower to 

find that two egg cases had hatched and several hundred baby roaches 

were swarming about, not sure what to do next in this vast, white por-

celain world they had inherited. I rinsed my feet of their corpses and 

killed every last one of them with balled-up toilet paper. They couldn’t 

get to me anymore.
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Inc.), is currently both a printmaker and poet. She is a member of 

Oregon Poetry Association, Mary’s Peak Poets, Poetic License, Ger-

trude’s, and a weekly writing salon. Rokoff-Lizut volunteers, by teach-

ing poetry to middle schoolers, at the Boys and Girls Club in Corvallis, 

Oregon. She also studies poetry at Oregon State University. Along 

with her husband and three cats, Sandra lives in a simple-seventies 

house with a glorious garden.

Matt Schumacher, poetry editor of the journal Phantom Drift, has 

published two collections of poetry, Spilling the Moon and The Fire 

Diaries. New work is forthcoming in Windfall and Western Humani-

ties Review.

Geo. Staley has retired from 25 years of teaching writing and litera-

ture at Portland Community College. He had also taught in New Eng-

land, Appalachia, and on the Rosebud Sioux Indian Reservation. His 

poetry has appeared in Chest, Four Quarters, Loonfeather, RE:AL 

Artes Liberales, New Mexico Humanities Review, Fireweed, Oregon 

East, Evening Street Review, and many others. His non-fiction has 

appeared in such diverse publications as The Journal of Thought, USA 

Today Magazine, Momentum, In-Ed, and others. His first chapbook 

of poems, Where Orphans Live, was published in November 2003 by 

Finishing Line Press. His second, Ready for Any Nuance, was released 

February 2011, also by Finishing Line Press.

Christine Stewart-Nuñez is the author of five poetry collections: Snow, 

Salt, Honey (2012); Keeping Them Alive (2011); Postcard on Parch-

ment (2008); Unbound & Branded (2006); and The Love of Unreal 

Things (2005). Her piece “An Archeology of Secrets” was a Notable 
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Essay in Best American Essays 2012. Her work has appeared in such 

magazines as Arts & Letters, North American Review, Prairie Schoo-

ner, and Shenandoah. She teaches creative writing at South Dakota 

State University.
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