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Victory Meal
David Larsen

VICTORY MEAL

for two beat maggots dining

trash as in angelic trash

would have left a voice mail, but

now we’re on the line, tell us

1

2

1   2   3

Mr. Samurai of Free Thought

the iconography all

head tipped forward

head split open

the divine head

the ground rocking

second knowledge to the first

is that still what it looks like

wondered the domestic ant

crawling aloud

who set who set these limits to my world

 

Well I have been to the world, or

it has been to me, or

part of it has, and

left an echo or a smear, or

I saw two fisherman, one fat one thin

whose lines went taut, and

spirit came aboard and

took me for itself, and

was mistaken

when what was wanted was a caloric meal

of alimentary matter

I’d like another bite please

give me a footprint with the foot still in it

no lower lip out

what’s the matter

don’t want to live in a piece of

gingerbread with me?

 

Interrupt yourself before you corrupt yourself

and nothing that you want to know can be

who moan at the memory of the slate made filthy

I’m discussing our problem

why don’t I stain the air around us with its name

?O Kabikaj

whose cabbage is paper

whose pediment is its knee

whose corn pops for it now

whose time is a tunnel

between hell no and just plain no

there is a difference

I wouldn’t dream of saying it out loud

I wouldn’t dream of anything if

not for these things
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Domestic Issues, #7 and #10
Philip Lique

Domestic Issues #7, Philip Lique (2008)
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Domestic Issues, #7 and #10
Philip Lique

Domestic Issues #7, Philip Lique (2008)

Domestic Issues #10, Philip Lique (2008)
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Untitled Pair
Paul Panamarenko

Untitled 1, Paul Panamarenko (2009)

Untitled 2, Paul Panamarenko (2009)
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Selected Words
Katie Yates

said we can’t be sure of the past nor certain of the future as such the white moths and 

butterflies alight, the temperature of love, loves uncertain and awkward offerings as crickets 

sharpen the night air, dull the sound of passing trucks, a semi beautiful hum in a room 

with screens, with hope for attaining even a simple moment of rest, in a room in which 

the floor shifts and is always figuring out the next position of or in light as if you spoke 

to me in mixed rhyme, the sheets of music on the bed, the sheets on the bed are our 

age, a pattern as the photos even older than we are and the sky a mix of misery & 

certainty – the roof is simple, a copper incline for weather, the snows too, the winds, what 

we will become together and the way we find ourselves apart in the water or at the center 

of it, it’s too far away at times and then also too close, and the sand is fine, granite and 

records depth.
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The Color of Fake Pickles
Alexis Zanghi

Every day for the last month, Alfred Alston has woken seven minutes earlier than he would 

like.  He turns off the alarm that belongs to Anne Sofer, and pulls the sheet back over 

her head.  Anne kicks in her sleep, so that by the hour Alfred awakes at least his right 

shoulder hangs off the side of the bed.  He gets out of bed by sliding on to the floor, 

face down into the day.           

Alfred is very tall, and used to sleep diagonally before Anne came to share the bed. 

Alfred checks the first trap he has set.  He picks it up by sliding his hand under the bed 

and behind the milk crate that doubles as their nightstand.  Before even setting his two 

feet on the ground, he has caught one.

Now he raises himself so that his buttocks rest on the side of the bed.  It is summer, 

and it is so hot it sometimes wakes Anne.  It is the kind of oppressive heat that makes 

their lungs heavy in their chests, so that they can feel tissue sticking against ribcage.  It 

is like this even in the early morning.  They did use an air conditioner for a short time 

but it malfunctioned, creating an odor that was a synthetic approximation of the inside of 

a pickle jar.  Alfred removed the air conditioner, but their room still smells like fake pickles. 

His head rests between his shoulders as the sweat begins to crest above his collarbone.  

Two fans blow against him from either direction.  He breathes in the air as it moves 

past him.  His lungs stick against his ribcage, and he wonders exactly which chemical 

compounds could have created such a persistent odor.

Outside the room Anne shares with Alfred is a long and narrow hallway.  The building 

was a tenement at one point, and the walls tilt towards one another at aggressive angles 

like in a cartoon with never-ending doorways.  He passes their roommate’s door.  She is 

a summer student studying a dead language at a local university – Sanskrit, Alfred thinks 

– and every night she uses rice dishes to bastardize various foreign cuisines.  The rest of 

their apartment smells like the ghosts of so many curries and stir fries. 

Alfred crawls down the hallway towards the bathroom.  Behind half-empty shampoo bottles 

is the second one.  It is empty.  He flushes the contents of the first trap down the toilet, 

and brushes his teeth.

The sun has now come to their side of the building.  He hopes the heat will not wake 

Anne.

Alfred kneels on the scuffed linoleum and presses his head against it for a moment.  It 

is the last cool surface in their apartment.  He checks the third trap, behind the toilet, in 

between the garbage can and the plunger.  He finds another, and flushes it.

Now, he crawls the dozen or so feet from their bathroom to the kitchen.   The floorboards 

of the kitchen are jagged and splinter against his knees.  He checks the trap beside the 

fridge. 

And there it is.

Anne has left another pizza box in the murky half inch that lies between the refrigerator 

and the wall in every apartment in this city.  Alfred is relieved because this means Anne 

has not found the traps, but instead laid another lure. 

Alfred’s hands push hard against the floorboards, and he raises himself on to his knees.  

He stretches, flinging his arms back and his chest forward into the sunlight that has filtered 

through the thin film of grease on their kitchen window.  The sun heats his hairless chest 

and he arches his back, closing his eyes and tilting his head back towards the floorboards, 

so that his forehead is parallel to the ceiling.  He stays this way for a minute before 

dragging one knee up so that his foot presses upon the floorboards, then the next foot, 

one-two.  For the first time in the day, Alfred Alston is standing.

Alfred needs to clean the window.  He needs to mop the floor.  He needs to throw out 

that pizza box.

He needs to put on his dress shoes and walk out on to the hot crowded street, where 

his lungs can join the others that stick against the million ribcages of this city. 
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Anne awakes and rolls on to her back before she even opens her eyes.  Alfred has 

already left.  She does not make eye contact with Alfred very much anymore, but chooses 

an obscure and remote corner of the ceiling to stare at while she speaks to him.  She 

notices that he sometimes turns to follow the direction of her eyes, but he only finds coffee 

shop chalkboards, or rusty ceiling tiles, or brilliant Nordic light fixtures.  She does not know 

what to say when she sees him doing this; only that her lungs breathe “stop”.  Now she 

stares at the water stain above the bed she shares with Alfred Alston.  It grows larger 

every day, and every sunrise she finds more paint peels away to accommodate this growth.

On his lunch break, Alfred goes to see the lady with a grin that is at once permanent 

and terrifying. She cranes her neck so that her face invades Alfred’s own.  Her chin is 

especially prominent and pointed.  She offers cats for adoption.  There are so many.  

Alfred wonders if one would be enough to solve his problem.

Alfred picks a cat.  It is an overweight tabby, larger than the dogs in their building.  

Alfred wonders how it stayed so fat in the pound.  It is missing half an ear.  It looks 

like it could eat a tin can.  It probably has.

Alfred cannot think of a name for the cat. 

He carries the cat in its cardboard box back to his office.  It meows in the elevator.  

There is a woman in the elevator, who spits out the last of her lunch and stares at the 

box.  Her ass is the ass of another woman, a woman not nearly as tall but twice as 

wide.  Alfred has met her once but sees her often, and her expression is always sour but 

her skin is like milk.  He decides not to worry whether the cat will bother others. 

Alfred never stays late at the office, and he has been told this will limit his opportunities.  

But every day, he walks out of the office at exactly five o’clock, his dress shoes clipping 

against the marled carpet.  He sometimes slips in his eagerness.  He cannot bear being 

stationary.  He takes the stairs down the twenty-two flights to the street.  The cat makes 

an angry gurgling sound as it tries to retain equilibrium in its box.

For the two blocks between his office building and the subway station, Alfred says “excuse 

me” to the stream of people that must divide around him.  He walks with his face forward 

and his body sideways.  The cat’s gurgling increases as its box knocks against kneecaps 

and briefcases and the tops of children’s heads, one-two.  Alfred says “excuse me” to his 

surroundings until he has forced himself to the front of the queue for the first available 

subway car, but it is rush hour and there are so many others.  Many cars go by.  More 

sweat comes.  The cat continues to gurgle.  Every nerve screams at him to get on the 

next train.

Alfred finally gets onto a train.  He cannot find a seat, and stands in the middle of the 

car.  He presses one hand against the ceiling but it has no traction and it slides about 

with sweat.  He uses his other hand to clamp the cat against the top of his head.  The 

cat hisses and scratches at the bottom of its box.  The box rocks back and forth atop 

Alfred’s head, one-two. He is terrified that the box and its contents will go flying forward 

into this car of people and he will have to apologize again. He wraps his arm around the 

box even tighter, so that it reaches from one side of his head to the other.  He hopes 

the cat does not piss on him.

Alfred needs to get off this train.  He needs to take this cat off the top of his head.  He 

needs to stop his nerves from screaming. 

He needs to say “excuse me” to everyone in this car, then step into the sunlight again 

and say it to everyone on his block until he finally reaches his building. 

Alfred climbs the six flights to the apartment he shares with Anne and the visiting student 

of Sanskrit who has made so many curries and brought so many guests.  The cat has 

clawed at its box so many times that it tears out the bottom before Alfred can release 

it.  It gurgles and hisses as it falls the two feet from Alfred’s arm to the kitchen floor.  It 

raises itself up and cocks its ear and a half high, but it does not move.

Alfred drops to his knees beside the cat and begins to crawl again.  The pizza box now 

holds two, and the floorboards splinter into his crepe dress pants as he shuffles to the 

toilet on his knees.  He checks the bathroom traps, and there are still more.  He wants 

the cat to follow him but it lays on the floor instead, assessing its surroundings like a 

woman determining her affection for a newfound perfume.  It watches Alfred recede down 

the narrow hallway.

Alfred needs to see what is behind the nightstand.  He needs to clean the dishes.  He 

needs to make dinner for himself and now the cat, too.

Anne needs to come home.
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Alfred Alston makes up the bed by pulling the sheet on top of it and squeezing at the 

pillows, one-two.  He lies in bed and stares at the water stain on the ceiling he shares 

with Anne Sofer.  He lies lengthwise on the bed now like it is a stretcher, his arms and 

hands stiff against his sides.  The air from the two fans does not meet his skin so he 

cannot feel them ease the heat, but he wants to believe they work.  He closes his eyes, 

breathes in the chemical air, and waits for the sound of Anne.

Every night for the last three weeks, Anne Sofer has arrived home late at night with a 

corrugated cardboard pizza box in her hand, its contents in her mouth, and the smell of 

vodka tonics on her clothes.  She wears a pair of chartreuse suede slingbacks, the color 

of fake pickles if they existed.  They are a half-size too small because she bought them 

at a sample sale in Chinatown. She takes them off by stepping out of them, one-two.  

When she has had too many vodka tonics, she lifts each leg up and shakes it back and 

forth until her foot is freed.  Her feet fall firmly on the floor without any effort or fear of 

what they may find there.

Alfred Alston loves the way Anne Sofer takes these shoes off.  He does not want it to 

change.

Alfred’s eyes open when Anne’s feet meet the floor at the other end of the hallway.  He 

hears her shout the word “orange!” and knows the cat has a name now.  He feels the 

determined, arrhythmic vibrations of her stumbling feet and knows she is drunk.

But the vibrations stop halfway down the hallway.  The fans stop pushing air above Alfred.  

The water stain recedes into darkness.  The smells of curries and chemicals and cat urine 

remain. 

Outside the window Alfred Alston shares with Anne Sofer and an incontinent cat named 

Orange, a branch burns and bright sparks leap away from electrical wires.  Alfred opens 

the window, and shouts at the man who tends to the branch from inside a crane.  The 

crane does not look like it belongs to anything; it is not the crane of an electric company, 

nor is it the crane of a fire department.  The man wears a gold hard hat too large for 

his head and it covers his eyes so that Alfred can only see the tops of his cheeks, which 

are wide and smiling and weathered.  A melanoma marks the right one. 

Alfred looks past the man to see that all the lights on his street are out.  All the people 

to whom he apologized today – their air conditioners are silent, their windows are dark.  

But beyond his street, he can see the lights remain on.  Alfred wishes that he could move 

Anne just one block, just for tonight.

The man in the gold hard hat shouts at Alfred, but he has an accent – Southern, Alfred 

thinks – and Alfred cannot understand what he is saying.  The man repeats himself, and 

Alfred pretends to know what he is saying.

Alfred needs the lights to go back on again.  He needs to bring Anne back from the 

hallway.  He needs to put Anne to bed.

He needs to know how Anne keeps her shoes clean when he can feel the dirt filming on 

his skin with every second.  

Alfred slides from the bed to the floor again and crawls to meet Anne.  He finds her feet 

first.  He pauses, and strokes the arch of one.  She asks him what the fuck he is doing.  

He doesn’t know how to answer, and inhales sharply.  He grabs her ankles, bends his 

body in half at the waist, and begins to push himself up onto the balls of his feet.  Anne 

used to form her body into this position when they still had sex. 

Anne falls.  Her buttocks hit the floor.  Her knees bang against Alfred’s head, one-two. 

Alfred can hear the man in the gold hard hat knocking on his window, one-two. 

The fans, and the lights, and the whirring of other’s air conditioners all re-join the smells of 

curries and pickles and cat piss.  Orange remains in the same spot on the kitchen floor.  

Anne’s shoes remain clean.   But Alfred’s traps are not empty anymore, and Anne lies on 

the floor at eye level with them. 

All night, Anne Sofer will watch these traps fill with the legs, antennae, and exoskeletons of 

so many of the city’s residents.  She will not avert her eyes.

Alfred Alston will unfold himself across his bed diagonally.  His hairless chest will arch with 

each breath.  He will listen to the many feet as they scurry, and know that there is no 

more he can hide.
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The Big Deal
Brian Francis Slattery

The boy was standing by the front gate of the small red house with vinyl siding, too 

close. Not as most people would stand by a gate. It seemed there was something off with 

him, though it was too subtle to say what. He was wearing headphones and smiling, not 

unfriendly, but not personable. His mother and aunt sat on the steps talking, in pink print 

shorts and tank tops. At the side of the house, the boy’s uncle stood in a navy blue T-

shirt and sweat pants, in the shade of a scraggly pine, drinking from the hose. The last 

days of spring, the first days of summer.

The car pulled up, a 1998 powder-blue Cadillac Deville. The boy’s father got out, stiff, 

ruddy-faced, eyes wide, unable to speak.

“What?” the boy’s mother said.

“…”

Lord, he’s having his second heart attack, the boy’s aunt thought. He’d had his first one 

four years before, and the doctor had said the second one could happen any time. The 

fuse is lit, the doctor had said. It’s just a question of how long it is. He thought he was 

being helpful with that metaphor.

“What?” the boy’s mother said.

It was not a heart attack. It turned out that the boy’s father had won $17 million in the 

lottery, after taxes.

“What?” the boy’s mother said.

“17 million big ones,” the boy’s uncle said.

The boy’s aunt shook her head. “Lord have mercy,” she said.

“17 million kahunas,” the boy’s uncle said.

Eleven years later, the boy’s father had his second heart attack and did not survive it. 

By then he was worth $24,397.37, after estate taxes. He’d split the lottery money fifty-fifty 

with his brother, the boy’s uncle, because that was the deal they’d made when the uncle 

gave the father a dollar toward the two-dollar ticket. It had all been so casual. The dollar 

handed over without even making eye contact. The boy’s father was not prepared to honor 

the agreement, but he couldn’t find a way out of it. He resented his brother for holding 

him to it. Resented himself for suddenly feeling like $8.5 million was not enough. If only he 

had just bought the ticket and won $8.5 million all by himself, he told his wife, he would 

have been over the moon. He might have given his brother half for everything he’d done, 

for the house, for the boy. The boy in particular, with his condition and all. But that was 

not the way it had played out.

The boy’s uncle quit work the next day, moved himself and his wife out of the red 

house. They bought a small place a few blocks over, to stay in touch, he said. Took up 

serious gardening, got into cooking, furniture building. Sold some pieces at the county fair. 

Volunteered at the community center, ran an intramural sports league. Vacationed on the 

Gulf Coast, sometimes Florida, sometimes Alabama. It was a good deal. My cup runneth 

over, he would say, and runneth, and runneth. He would try to say it again, and runneth, 

but could not keep from laughing.

The boy’s father quit his job too, spent the next week unsure what he was supposed to 

be doing. Got flown out to Vegas. A casino had called him. They’d seen him in the paper, 

said the expenses were paid on account of his eight-digit net worth. You’re a big man 

now, they told him, a big shot. He didn’t tell them about the deal he’d made with his 

brother. Lost just over a percentage point of his actual net worth in three days. It was not 

a lot of money, he thought to himself, not a lot of his money. But he didn’t know how to 

not be upset about it. It was a lot of money. He moved the boy and the boy’s mother 

out of the neighborhood, into a bigger house, without vinyl siding. Then an even bigger 

house.

This thing of being rich. He did not know how to do it. His wife left him when the boy 

was seventeen.
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“You going to bleed me dry now?” the boy’s father said. “Alimony? Child support?”

“Bleed you dry?” the boy’s mother said. Spat, actually spat, on the living room carpet. 

“Keep your money. Keep every last goddamn cent.”

The boy went with his mother. Heard from his friends’ parents that his dad was living 

huge. Adding four more rooms to the house, getting a long, wide car. One girlfriend after 

another. He was having a good time as long as nobody mentioned the boy’s uncle. The 

last time they talked was fifteen months before the second heart attack.

“I’m worried about you,” the boy’s uncle said. “You’re living like you got the full seventeen 

mill.” The boy’s uncle never did understand about the deal, what it had done to them. 

He thought they were still brothers. The boy’s father made a sound, a yowl pinched off 

into a soft, high whine, walked out. They never spoke again. And eight months after the 

funeral, the boy, an accountant by then, still a bit off but so subtly that nobody noticed 

any more, having straightened out the tangle of his father’s assets and debts, the taxes 

he owed, looked at the check from the estate’s account for $24,397.37. Could not decide 

if maybe that second heart attack should have come the minute his father won, before 

he remembered the deal he had made with his brother. When it was as though he had 

become a giant, rising above the Cadillac and the red vinyl house with the garden hose, 

and he could reach down and fit his family in one hand, carry them all as far as any of 

them could ever want.
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Underpass, Prince Street Latrine
Ryan Cyr

Underpass, Ryan Cyr (2009)
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Prince Street Latrine, Ryan Cyr (2009)
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Harvest Moon
Christina O’Connor

gallant gusts drive rain

gainst the goldenrod shoulders

seacliff meadows hold

hollow’s gem’s secret

preserving the Manisses:

“Little god’s Island”

hanging the lantern

on that full white-glow red sphere

exquisite your care!
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Ayes (In Memory of Analog)
Amina Watson

Ice on the back of my teeth

to numb the small pain

of you

in another city,

the cold slick on my molars.

There’s a wind in my lungs.

You’ve stepped out of range.

 I see the long groove

 in the bed your mass left here

 reposing, the decline of your outline

 like a second Shadow.

Isoceles: the shape of this poem is

two towers and one satellite

that passes above me.

It’s about to come on –

there’s dead air on the line

– Your diurnal eclipse.
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Ticket Paper Notes 2007
By Nate East

I took a Chinatown Bus to New York, then the Metro North train to New Haven and got 

there around midnight so the antique lobby was empty, the shiny wood benches and train-

station clocks silent as a painting, and Troy told me he’d swing by in a Yale shuttle so 

I shivered outside by the road in the dark and eventually a bus came to collect me like 

some kind of Totoro night-visiting the previous century.

On the bus ride to New York from Virginia, I had listened to the same four-song playlist 

on repeat for six hours, and stared hypnotized out the window at the smoke of Baltimore 

and the primeval woods that line the highway, and later the sun set behind some wild 

river and I was unable to write a single sentence in my notebook or focus at all on my 

econometrics textbook.

There’s an all-night restaurant across the street from campus where a heavy plate of 

steamed dumplings with peanut sauce only costs three bucks.  The roof of the architecture 

department is accessible from a maintenance stairwell and is crowded dangerously with 

plastic chairs.  I slept my three nights in an unoccupied dorm room in a concrete tower 

and I had my own steel cot with hammock springs and iron-and-glass folding windows that 

didn’t keep out the frost.

On the last day of my trip, we walked a few miles to a forest preserve and hiked a trail 

up to the top of a wooded hill in the fog clouds above the city.  The distant coastline 

looked like a cell membrane in a biology textbook diagram, separating the nucleus of the 

land from the surrounding rippling fluid.  The wooden houses below were old and ponderous 

and sagged over their porches like beer-bellies.  The only sentence I wrote during the 

entire trip was “The Dead Shall Rise,” which is scripted ornately into the marble gate of 

the cemetery behind Yale.
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Fevers, Soma
By Paul Theriault

Fevers, Paul Theriault (2009)
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Soma, Paul Theriault (2009)
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Writing in Cafe Orwell
By Sam White and Misha Volf
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When Berkley was a little boy he liked to fly kites with his sister in the old neighborhood, 

which lived in his imagination and dreams as a yellow place, lit by early dusk, his bedroom 

low-ceilinged and dark. His parents were each born in foreign countries and had met at the 

University of California in Berkeley. On holidays they would sit at the kitchen counter writing 

checks to cousins and aunts in their respective countries of origin.

The next day, Berkley and his sister would stamp the envelopes at the post office and see 

that they slipped into the correct bin behind the postmaster’s desk. When Berkley was ten, 

his father’s investments rapidly depreciated, and they moved to a smaller house that didn’t 

have a swimming pool or much of a backyard.

Berkley thought his childhood moved very quickly. By the time he reached adulthood, he 

had two main interests. One was the study of Japanese literature, the haiku in particular. 

The other interest was skiing. He had high standards for each. Haikus made time elongate; 

downhill skiing made it fly by.

In college, he majored in animal biology and minored in Japanese. After graduating he 

worked in a laboratory that researched beetles. One of his responsibilities was to supervise 

a staff of undergraduate students in the lab, and the summer he turned 25, he and one of 

the female students received a stipend to study beetles in Panama, which happened to be 

the birthplace of his father and a country he’d never visited.

They worked for 8 weeks collecting samples and labeling them in the facilities of the 

university in the capital. Berkley finally met his father’s family, who did not live in the 

capital or in the jungle where they researched, so Berkley and his colleague, Rita, whose 

parents were Mexican and whose Spanish was better than his,  had only one weekend 

to spend with his relatives. The highlight was a morning in a canoe with Rita and two 

cousins. The fast river brought them to the next village which had a flower farm. The 

cousins let Rita and Berkley row back to the house against the current; there were only 

two paddles. It was such a beautiful morning that he was reluctant to watch movies for 

some time in fear that a powerful image would muddy his recollection. He gave his aunts 

and cousins photographs of his parents and picture books for children. He received a knit 

scarf, which he kept till the end of his life.

Coincidentally, that fall, he began a romance with Rita’s roommate, which resulted in 

marriage. Her name was Celia and she worked as a manager at a popular Italian 

restaurant. An early gift he gave her was a session of watercolor classes.

In his 40s he started to wear glasses, and around then started going to poetry readings. In 

one year Berkley read poetry three times in front of audiences.

Celia worked weekends for 15 years, so when Berkley went skiing it was usually with his 

coworker and his wife. He stayed in the coworker’s A-frame cabin. Often it was during 

exhausted drives back down the mountains when haikus or longer lines of verse formed in 

his mind. When he got home, he wrote them down. He would eat leftovers from Celia’s 

restaurant, share a poem, and she would admire him. That ritual helped stave off acerbic 

or jealous comments about their weekends spent apart.

Some of his Panamanian relatives had moved to Mexico City, and one Christmas, Berkley 

and Celia stopped there on the way to Cancun. The relatives confused Celia with Rita, and 

when the older aunts called Celia by the wrong name no one bothered to correct them. 

While they were in Cancun they watched American late night talk shows and laughed.

He got a sunburn on the beach and in bed his body felt foreign when it rubbed against 

itself. It was reaching the age his soul was, but then while he lost touch with his wisdom 

his experiences dwelled in the physical and when he became more cerebral, the age of his 

body surprised him yet again. Rarely did his body and soul walk through time together.

When he died, Celia mourned him and sought solace in a Basho haiku that hung framed 

in their entryway in both Japanese calligraphy and typed out English.

Even in Kyoto,

hearing the cuckoos cry -

I long for Kyoto

At his agnostic memorial service no one spoke Spanish, except Rita who had outlived him.

_____________________________

Ann was very particular about her salad greens. Down to the exact quantity of each type 

of part and leaf. Every day for lunch she would fill her five-inch ceramic bowl with the 

following ingredients:
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7 alfalfa sprouts

10 arugula leaves

1 leaf of bibb lettuce

4 bean sprouts

3 frisee branches

1 coarsely chopped leaf of radichio

6 leaves of spinach

This was serious business for Ann. Every afternoon before combining the carefully calculated 

ingredients, she would lay them out on the bamboo cutting board. Each of the 7 ingredients 

in its own distinct pile. Each individual carefully selected from the mass. No member of 

either sprout pile would ever cross another. The sprouts would always be laid vertically, 

parallel to each other, perpendicular to Ann. Seeing this salad blueprint really satisfied her, 

almost more so than the salad itself. She would dress it lightly with sunflower oil, a little 

bit of salt and 3 turns of cracked pepper. With this daily salad consumed, Ann would be 

ready to start her day.

This particular morning was no different.  She put on a dark pink cardigan, took an 

umbrella, and walked to her studio. Upon entering she put the unused umbrella in a 

canister, checked her mailbox, and turned on an electric kettle for black tea. The tea 

warmed her vein cabled fingers and filled her stomach. In the middle of the concrete space 

was a wooden pedestal with a trio of ceramic vases painted to resemble Sumerian urns. 

The paints were fading and they had a series of cracks around the busts. She watched 

the vases and walked around them at an even distance as if their shadows marked a 

foreboding celestial alignment. She put her mug down on a metal stool, then put it in front 

of the central vase. The mug said, “Virginia is for Lovers” and she laughed.
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Becoming Human
By Anelise Chen

Instructions:

(Tip: When you print, Do Not Shrink-to-Fit. Also, remember to crease with fingernails!)
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Biographies

David Larsen (LRSN) is completing a post-doc at Yale’s Whitney Humanities Center. 
Among many other things, he is a poet, visual artist, and translator. He has previously 

contributed to The Ingredient and published The Thorn (Faux Press), a collection of writings, 

prints, and other materials. He lives in New Haven.

Philip Lique holds an MFA in painting from Western Connecticut State University. He has 
exhibited at Artspace and Blue Mountain Gallery, and was selected for the 2010 Decordova 

Biennial. He lives and works in New Haven

Paul Panamarenko holds a BFA from Texas State University. His work has exhibited 
locally and he collaborates with Public Ad Campaign. He lives and works in New Haven.

Katie Yates holds a Doctor of Arts from the University of Albany and an MFA from 
Naropa University. She most recently collaborated with Julian Wong on Morning Stories, a 

book of watercolors and poetry available through High Watermark Salon. She lives in New 

Haven.

Alexis Zanghi is the coordinating editor for The Dirty Pond. Her writing has appeared in 
the New Haven Advocate, the Hartford Advocate, CTIndie.com, and Elm City List. In addition 

to editing The Dirty Pond, she helps curate visual art and merchandise at Popeye’s Garage. 

She has studied at the University of Toronto and Sarah Lawrence College.  She currently 

lives and works in New Haven.

Brian Francis Slattery is the author of two novels, The Spacemen Blues and 
Liberation, both published by Tor Books. His first published story won Glimmer Train‘s Very 

Short Fiction award in 2002. His work has appeared in McSweeney’s Internet Tendency and 

Brain Harvest, and will be appearing in a forthcoming anthology by Small Beer Press. He 

lives in Hamden, Connecticut.

Ryan Cyr attended Paier College of Art. He lives in New Haven.

Christina O’Connor is a long-time resident and native of New Haven. She is an 
independent student of world literature and practitioner of Integral Hatha Yoga. She spends 

her days traveling, studying, and collecting fine art. She completed a BA in German 

Language and Literature at Bard College in 1992, and continues to write and study the 
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German language. She makes her home in a 1920s house she’s restored and whose 
grounds she landscapes and keeps.

Amina Watson is at the Yale School of Law.  She will be moving to Texas soon to 
work in a prison that’s like 200 miles away from all civilization and she feels she will be 

listening to a lot of books on tape.

Nate East has been writing, photocopying and stapling ‘zines of his poetry for a long 
while, and these small books can be found in free-boxes and trash piles all over San 

Francisco, Berkeley and Oakland. He has previously been published in Dogzplot and The 

Northville Review.

Paul Theriault currently resides and works in New Haven and Brooklyn. His work has 
appeared at the New Britain Museum of American Art, Hello My Name Is Gallery, Eli 

Whitney Museum, and the Hyde Park Arts Center, among others, and has been screened at 

the Sci-Fi-Low-Fi Video Festival and the Euro Underground Film Festival. He is working on 

a two public art installations, one in collaboration with another artist for Artspace and a solo 

project with the Arts Council of Greater New Haven. Both are scheduled to open in May 

and June of 2010, respectively. He is currently represented by Dutch Kills Gallery in New 

York.

Sam White is a Brooklyn-based babysitter and blogger.

Misha Volf is a recording engineer at the Manhattan School of Music.

Anelise Chen is currently earning an MFA in fiction at NYU. Her writing has appeared 
in DOGZPLOT and Hot Metal Bridge. She is a frequent contributor to The Hydra Mag. She 

lives in New York, but has fond memories of New Haven.
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