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A group of  photographers and writers were brought together and 
given a single word prompt:

This is what they came up with.

summer
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“I just need to run in here and get a new rifle strap,” he says as he turns into a strip mall, my suitcase sliding across the way-back of  
his Explorer. “Then we can go grab dinner.”

“They weren’t kidding about that whole midnight sun thing,” I say as I squint against the light pouring through the windshield. “It’s 
half  past eight.”

“Only in the summer. Come wintertime, we’re lucky if  we get five hours of  daylight.”

Passing through the parking lot, I peer out the window and count the number of  trucks. Ford, Toyota, Chevy another Ford. Then I 
stop, realizing it would be far easier to just count the sedans, all five of  them.

He slips the gearshift to park and I scrunch down in the passenger seat, check the status of  my lipstick in the side mirror. After twelve 
hours of  travel, my skin appears yellow. And this midnight sun isn’t helping matters. I pinch each cheek to force a warmer hue.

A stuffed grizzly stands guard at the entrance, a thin film of  dust clinging to its faded fur. Moose heads hang mounted on the wall. I 
feel like I’m at an FAO Schwartz, but for grown-ups who really like killing things.

“This way,” he says with a wave of  his arm, comfortably strolling across the cement floor.

After skipping a step to catch up, I pause to observe the vast quantity of  cammo gear available for purchase: hats, gloves, vests, 
pants, underwear, and wallets. The only thing missing is condoms. Wait, my bad, they have those too.

When I look up, he’s turning down an aisle, disappearing out of  view. I follow his path and hook a left at a two-man tent with a sleep-
ing bag inside. Ahead of  me, at the far end of  the aisle, sits a wall-rack and glass case displaying rifles and a bevy of  bullets. Two 
men peer into the counter, their mouths hanging open. It’s the same way I fawn over Cartier earrings and Chopard necklaces in the 
cordoned off  room at Neiman Marcus.

“Got it,” he says, holding up a rifle strap. His arm stretches so straight it looks like a flagpole kissing the sky.

Side by side we walk toward the registers. He reaches for my hand or maybe I reach for his. Either way, as we pass a display of  camp-
ing burners and portable propane tanks, our palms press together and our fingers knot as one.

“You sure you don’t need any cammo?” he jokes as we see the shelving that previously caught my attention. He raises our clasped 
hands and extends a finger to point.

“Nah, not quite the look in Philadelphia.”

The cashier dons a green vest, the kind that resembles an apron. A brass plate noting her name is pinned to her chest. When she 
takes his credit card, I rise onto my tippy toes and press my lips to his cheek. I close my eyes and breathe him in. For a second, the 
hunting gear and stuffed animal heads fade away. The lifestyle differences and thousands of  miles that normally separate us disap-
pear. In this moment, everything makes sense.

“I was thinking pizza,” he says as we exit the store, one hand gripping his purchase and the other shoved deep in his pant pocket.

“Sure,” I offer.

Land of the Midnight Sun
By: Paige Levin



When we get back into his car, I shift in my seat so I’m facing him. I run my fingers through his hair, grin at his profile. My watch slides 
down my wrist and settles in a new place. I want to tell him how he makes my heart ache, in a good way. That some nights I face the 
empty side of  my bed, close my eyes, and pretend he’s there. But instead, when I open my mouth, a generic question tumbles out. 
“So, if  you aren’t one to hunt or fish, what do you do in Alaska?” I ask.

“Make plans to move,” he says with a shrug.

His answer feels like a left hook to my trembling jaw. I pivot my position, move my hand away from his locks and rest it on my lap. Now 
facing front, the seatbelt slices across my neck. But I don’t move to fix it.

We stop at a red light, a navy blue pick-up truck idling to the right. A gun rack fills the rear window and empty Coke cans lay strewn 
across the rusted bed. I reach for my earring, rub the pad of  my thumb against the pearl’s smooth surface. When the light turns 
green, we accelerate forward. The pick-up gains speed and pulls ahead of  us. Dark plumes spew from the muffler and billow in its 
wake, the thick gray haze fighting the light of  the midnight sun.

Paige Levin / @PaigeWrites  
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Summer nights like these are made to be attacked.  Ferociously and
without warning. To be seized, to be conquered. To run run run,

sometimes without direction, but to run just for the sake of  movement,
for the sake of  the moment.  To stand in the sunshine and know that

you are alive.  To embody clichés without ironic remorse.

To the Samoan friends’ pig roast.  To the great magnificent beast,
roasting a steady golden brown, slow cooking, filling the neighborhood

with delicious visions of  salty pork, Hawaiian style.  Which makes
sense.  With backyard lawn games and a tub full of  beers, life is
relaxing, life is good.  This is the rebirth of  classic cool.  Big old

cars, and getting to know the neighbors.  Kids racing bikes in the
street while parents stay cool in the shade, drinks in hand.  Take

life as it comes on a Friday evening; Monday morning is a long way
off.  And besides, Monday morning will take care of  itself.  Laugh and

smile and appreciate the little things like barefoot children and
water balloon fights.  And when that scene grows old, and you’ve eaten

your fill, it’s time to move on, onto the bar!

To the bar’s patio more specifically.  A hot breeze ripping through
cast iron patio furniture and long legs sporting short shorts.  A

refreshing gin and tonic or an ice cold beer goes best with a laugh
and a smile.  Share this glorious summer evening with friends old and
new; cherish what it is to be young and alive in this time and place.
To drink too much, to drink not enough, to not worry about it.  To

laugh laugh laugh.

Until someone mentions the show.  And then get serious, organize the
crew and head to the show! Check out a couple of  guys with guitars and

a punk rock pixie on bass; it seems like the next logical step in the
progression.  Fueled by cheap beer in tall aluminum cans, bob in time

to the groove. To sway a bit, and when the time is right, to dance.
To feast on tasty beats in the sweaty club, to smile, to laugh; to be
witness to easily the best show anyone, anywhere, has ever seen.

Probably the best show ever played in the history of  the world, mostly
because you are there on that warm summer night.  As the music throbs

to a close and you stand on your toes to voice your appreciation,
hands find waists, and a delicate tongue whispers in your unsuspecting

ear.  Words of  a bonfire, yes of  course, a bonfire!  The next move to
make, as the night is just hitting stride, and you’re all feeling

fine.  Because we are all heroes in this movie.  We are all stars in
this scene.

To the flicker and the glow.  To firelight dances that cast severe
shadows on the faces of  those fortunate enough to be there.  To smell

the glorious smell of  a wood fire burning on a warm night.  To see
faces, all young and beautiful in the firelight smiling at each other.

No Time to Waste
by Sean Brown



 Perhaps a guitar comes out, or maybe someone just starts to sing out
of  pure appreciation for the scene.  Acoustic punk rock singalongs.
Hands find hands, and naked knees brush against each other in the
circle around the fire.  Shy smiling suggestions of  good times to be
had in immediate future for those bold enough to seize this warm

summer night.

With slurred hushes and the frantic removal of  clothing, she urges you
to hurry, and also to silence as there are roommates sleeping next
door.  Feel her warm skin against yours.  Smell the bonfire in her

hair.  Later, after, listen to her soft breath as she sleeps; her
noise sliced by her ceiling fan and mixed with the night coming in

from her open bedroom window.

Kiss her, one last time as she dozes, at the top of  her neck, just
behind her ear as you creep out of  bed and tip toe out the door.  On
to your own home and your own bed.  Catch a couple hours of  sleep
before you get up and do it again.  But on your walk home, take a

moment to pause and appreciate your life.  Appreciate this morning as
the sun’s first light peeks over the ridge. The summer is to be young,

to be alive; there is still no time to waste.

Sean / theanarchistproject.wordpress.com / @SeanMcBrown
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“We’re almost there,” he says.

I watch as he flicks the ash from his forty-seventh cigarette.  Two flicks.  Flick.  Flick.  I’ve been counting.  I’ve counted cigarettes, 
flicks, cacti, beats of  my heart, regrets.  I’ve counted everything except the miles.

The repetitive desert scenery plays tricks on my mind.  I lose count easily in the monotony, so I switch to the down beats as his hand 
automatically taps out the radio’s drum solo.  Better.

It doesn’t matter where we’re going, but I’m glad we’re almost there.  The sun beats down through the dirty windshield of  the old 
truck, burning my bare legs through the glass, making me sticky and impatient.

Flick.  Flick.

“That’s good,” I say.  I haven’t spoken in nineteen minutes.  He hasn’t noticed.

He nods; his expression is inscrutable behind dark sunglasses.  “Yeah.”

I try to match him mood for mood, because it is usually easier.  His mood today is quiet, so I am quiet.  I like him best like this, quiet 
but not sullen.  Today he is quiet and sweet.  He likes when we take road trips because he can chain smoke and eat at Denny’s.  I like 
when we take road trips because I get him all to myself  until we get out of  the car.

If  I had my way, every day would be summer, and we would live on the road.  I could make him happier on the road, I think, because 
life wouldn’t get in the way.  We would make our own rules on our own time, no pressure.

Flick.  Flick.

He looks over at me with a half  smile.  Lifting his hand from the steering wheel, he reaches across the seats.  My traitor heart skips, 
like always, anticipating his touch.  One callused fingertip brushes over my shoulder.

“You’re getting really tan,” he smiles for real.

I rub over the goose bumps on my bare legs.  The part of  me that wants to grin and squirm like a puppy is at war with the part that 
knows no sudden movements are best.

Flick.  Flick.

I see our exit approaching.  Today we’re in a small Arizona town whose name I won’t remember tomorrow.  Two more days and we’ll 
be on our way home.  Two more days and then back to reality.  But tonight, tonight is for chasing the dream.

Tonight there will be rounds of  drinks, ticket stubs, broken guitar strings.  Tonight the insufferable Arizona heat will turn this tiny bar 
into a sweat lodge while the lights pulse overhead and the cranky air conditioner refuses to cooperate.  Tonight we will make new 
friends, mistakes, and hopefully a little money.

The sun is low in the sky when we pull into the parking lot of  the club.  Behind us comes the beat up old sedan containing the lead 
singer, bass player, and miscellaneous others.  The band will sit at the bar doing shots while I watch the clouds change color.

The Anatomy of a Road Trip
By Tia



Flick.  Flick.

I reach for the passenger door handle reluctantly.

“Wait,” he says.

The other boys are waiting for us, cigarettes in one hand, to-go coffee cups in the other.  They glance over, curiously, wondering why 
we’re still sitting in the truck.  I’m unsure as well.

“Let’s stay here tonight.  Just me and you.  We can get a room; meet up with everyone else tomorrow.  Plenty of  time.  We have to go 
home soon.” His sunglasses come off, and I look into his eyes.

Summer is coming to an end, and we both know it.  Next week means back to school, back to the daily grind, back to searching for a 
reason to get out of  bed in the morning and ways to make ends meet.  He is not ready.  Neither am I.

I count my heartbeats while he looks at me.  Seventeen.

“Yes,” I say.  “Of  course.  Just me and you.”  Always, I want to add.  I can’t stop thinking in clichés.  My heart thuds.  Twenty-one, 
twenty-two.

“Cool.”  He looks relieved.

I am surprised.  It’s been two years.  Was there ever any doubt?  Didn’t he hear my heart beating?  I can’t hear anything but.

“You’re going to be great tonight,” I say.  Every night.

He shrugs.  “Hope so.”  He lights another cigarette.  Forty-nine.  “Let’s go.”

I slide out of  the truck, the backs of  my legs sticking to the seat, making my exit anything but graceful.  He’s already halfway to the 
other car, calling out a greeting to the rest of  the band.

Flick.  Flick.

My traitor heart thuds loudly.  I follow him, and resume my counting.  Four hours until we’re alone again.

tia / clevergirlgoesblog.com / @clevertia
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I wake, several hours after sunrise, to light streaming through the slats of  the blinds, intense in its illumination.  At some point during 
the breezy California night I kicked off  the comforter and it lay in a heap on the floor at the corner of  the bed.  I’m tangled in sheets, 
too warm already.  My arm, splayed out behind me in an uncomfortable angle, feels the temperature contrast on the other side of  the 
bed.  It’s cold, the sheets smooth.  Where there’s sleep induced thrashing and its attendant chaos on the left side, on my side, the 
right side is cool, untouched, empty.  The observation stings and suddenly I’m cold, despite the warm air settling in the bedroom.  I 
shift and quickly move my arm back over the invisible line bisecting the bed.  I was reaching for someone who wasn’t there.  I squeeze 
my eyes shut lest a tear fall, hating my subconscious for allowing my arm to wander to the other side of  the bed, searching, reaching.  
I curse the hope that surfaces when I let my guard down, when I sleep.  Loneliness, it knows my name.

Summer nights and weekends leave me drunk on sweet white wines, the heady perfume of  the blooming flowers and the happy chat-
ter of  strangers on the decks of  the bars in town.  It’s strange, this loneliness.  Summer brings out the lover in all of  us, the personal-
ity, lust, willingness and need to be together, even among strangers sipping cocktails at the same time, in the same place.  Summer is 
an embrace from Mother Nature, a big bear hug that knocks the wind right out of  a person.  And yet I don’t feel hugged.  I feel dizzy, 
bereft of  the exhilaration and exuberance bursting from my fellow patrons.  He’s been gone a long time, I think, and he’s not - he 
can’t - come back.  I’m too hard on myself.  I want to push the lingering grief  to the edge and then over the cliff  and outside my body, 
my head.  The grief  that, in concert with unwanted solitude, compels me to fall in love every night, if  only to feel inhabited by some-
thing bigger, better than me.  

I always regret it come dawn, when I pretend to be asleep, not hearing the tink of  the belt buckle as it’s being fastened, the snick of  
the front door closing.  On those mornings I can’t fall back asleep so I just lay there staring into darkness as it gives way to light. I 
didn’t need the faceless, nameless man last night or any of  those nights.  And yet I’ll feel the need again and again.  It’s a hot coil 
of  longing somewhere deep in my core.  It takes over, tricks my brain into looking the other way and makes decisions I know aren’t 
right.  And yet, despite knowing better, every night I put myself  into that situation.  The warmth drives me to the deck bars, my taste 
buds already anticipating the sweet Sauvignon Blanc.  I like the attention, it soothes me.  The first introductions, then the flir tatious 
fluttering touches on the arm, the hands, legs, the stolen kisses.  I forget I’m not with the one I love, I make believe it’s him and the 
alcohol helps me blur out the contradictions, the wrongs.  But there’s always morning.  There’s always the slow buildup of  warmth, 
the increasing intensity of  the sun through the blinds.  There’s always the awakening, no matter how often I pray for God to take me 
during the night.  

He never does.  I’m always disappointed.  Because God took my love, my soulmate, the other half  of  my heart and existence so 
suddenly, just as if  it were a split-second decision He made on a whim, just to make things interesting.  It was the perfect storm of  
events that came together out of  mistakes, bad choices, traffic delays, all swirling together with the summer wind.  It shouldn’t have 
happened, and yet it did.  All these little situations gone wrong took him out of  my life forever, just when I thought life had really 
begun.  We were on our way for a date, some food and a movie, when the accident occurred in the lane next to us.  And he, being 
him, stopped the car to help the passengers who were screaming inside their vehicle, now folded into an accordion.  He helped rescue 
those people and then, once the paramedics had the situation handled, the passengers on their stretchers or standing dazed and 
holding gauze to their temples, he turned away to come back to the car.  He smiled at me, the smile that simultaneously calmed and 
elated me.  He opened his mouth, about to call out to me.  One step back to our idling car, then another and then in an action too fast 
for the naked eye to see, much less the brain to comprehend, a flash of  white sped by and he was gone.  Just like that.  In the bright 
sunshine, the suffocating heat, they found him.  Broken, limp.  A speeding truck had taken his life, tossed him aside.  He drew in his 
last breath, breathing summer into his lungs before they collapsed and his heart stopped beating.

They never found the driver.

And my arm, while I sleep, never finds its way to his warm, beautiful skin.  My body, no matter how much I let the intoxicating wine and 
summer wind trick my head, never meets him, skin to skin, on the hot summer nights.  The sheets, in summers past, tangled the two 
of  us in knots that made us giggle when we woke - as if  the forces of  nature had collided and made us two parts of  one beautiful 

Summer Sheets
by Anastacia Campbell



whole, knotted and twisted together.  We reveled in that, in our knowing that we were meant to be, that no matter what, we’d always 
find each other in the dark whether it’s to come together in love, in union, or whether it’s just our bodies, our limbs, finding each other 
for comfort and sensory knowledge that we’re right there, always close.

No matter how often I try to sleep on my arm, to anchor it to the bed under my body weight, it still wanders as though it had a life 
and mind of  its own.  It won’t let me forget.  And I’ll never forget, but there’s something about the tang of  the sweet white wine in the 
air or the flowers or just the summer wind itself  that makes the hole inside yawn wider, deeper.  The craving intensifies, the loneliness 
escalates.  My lust for him finds replacements on those decks, surrounded by others in the summer’s darkness, but I know they’re not 
replacements.  There will never be a replacement.  My body, though, keeps trying to find him, his spirit, his “himness” that captured 
my heart, the heart that is now empty, save for the hope he’ll come back in some way.

But he’s gone.  His side of  the bed is cool, smooth, untouched by the warmth of  the weather.  “Come back to me,” I whisper over the 
top of  my wine glass.  Someone hears me, a man nearby who flashes his impossibly white teeth at me as he walks toward me from his 
spot at the bar.  I finish my wine hastily.  I feel sick all of  a sudden, the sweetness of  the air turning my stomach.  I throw some money 
on my empty table and am gone by the time he reaches my seat.  

Not this time.  Not tonight.  Not for a long time, I tell myself, my vision blurred with tears.

The knot broke, the knot that was supposed to symbolize our meaning, our existence, our togetherness-foreverness.  And now it 
just tangles me, every morning more tangled than the night before.  But now I find in myself  the same characteristics of  his side of  
the bed: cool, smooth, empty.  From now on I’ll sit on my own patio, quietly sipping my wine and letting the gentle breeze engulf  me 
before I rise from my chair and go inside to bed.  

I don’t sleep under a sheet anymore.  I don’t need any more knots than I already have deep inside me, and I don’t want to remember.  
My arm, though, is evidence every morning when I wake.  It still searches, reaches, never finding what it seeks; the other side of  the 
bed is cool, smooth, untouched. He’s gone, his soul somewhere in the summer wind.  And sometimes I can smell him, just a hint of  
him, when the breeze blows just so.  It’s him, coming back to me.

Anastacia Campbell / jurgennation.com / @jurgen_nation
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Semicolons are hotter than the ripened sun, sweeter than the golden moon.  
Raspberry dots and caramel slants. 
Won’t you fragment me like you mean it? 
 
I don’t mean to get all dork on you,  
but I am wearing my glasses.  
 
Kiss me…  
Sentence me to a nocturne.  
 
Seduction is that thing you do with your pen when you say,  
“Punctuate me!” 
 
Period as the sun, comma as the moon.   
Oh, raspberry sun.  
Oh, caramel moon,  
won’t you pause for a moment at dawn?   
And say,  
“Hold me a moment; Now go.”  
 
Then run… 
And take me to Venus. 
 
I think planets are made of  ellipsis...

Letisia Cruz / lesinfin.blogspot.com

Raspberry Caramel Nocturne
by Letisia Cruz
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His first steps out of  the house involve a yawn that doesn’t want to end, and the realization that the morning sun seems to have 
everything a little overexposed. 

So he blinks.

Almost there.

More blinks.

Better.  The world has kind of  a golden hue now.

He puts his messenger bag, bottle of  water and baseball cap on the hood of  his unusually dirty truck.

The t-shirt he pulls over his head is from a concert that took place fourteen years before he was born.  He adjusts his cargo shorts.  
They are clean.  Mostly.  He puts his cap on and pulls it low over his eyes. The beak gets an extra bend.  The messenger bag goes 
over his head and shoulder.

He swigs the cold liquid as he walks up his driveway.  It cures the tickle that was just getting ready to start in his throat.

The warm air feels like a salt water-smelling hug.

As he walks along the side of  the road (one of  two in his town), each car honks its horn.  And every time he does the instinctive small 
town return wave.  Maybe he knows the people.  Maybe he doesn’t. 

He probably does.

He finishes his water and tosses the bottle into the back of  a truck parked at a nearby house.  A house belonging to an older gentle-
man that called the cops on him for speeding around town when he was sixteen.  He never forgot that.  And he wasn’t speeding.

Much.

He chuckles as he remembers the girl he was trying to impress that night.  He liked her a lot.  And for a long time.  They dated for a 
while.  Now her Facebook status messages are riddled with LOLs.

It probably wasn’t love. 

But it wasn’t bad.
 
The garage door at the next house is open, and someone has their radio not-quite-tuned to the localish am station.  There’s a parcel 
bingo tonight at the fire hall.  All proceeds will go towards the purchase of  a new pumper truck.  He rubs the back of  his neck as he 
wonders what’s wrong with the old pumper truck.

He keeps walking, as Go West’s “King of  Wishful Thinking” fades. 

He cuts through the yard of  a large, two-story blue house.  It could use a painting.  He follows a path that he’s followed many times.  
But not recently.  The grass has pulled an “Ehhh.  Why bother?” and doesn’t even try to grow here anymore, thanks to the Thousand 

A Town
by Peter DeWolf



Kid March.  His feet, at various sizes, did their part for the cause.

He runs his hand along a semi-graffiti-covered, and almost completely overgrown, wooden fence.  It was the town’s main historical 
romantical record back in the day.  He wondered if  PD and SL made it work. 

The path ends at a rocky shore, that somehow surprises every time you walk through the bushes.

He sees three row boats where he expected one.

He unties the newest-looking one -- which not even a little coincidentally is the lightest -- and pulls it down to the water’s edge.  A task 
made more difficult due to it being low tide.

It might be his friend’s boat.  Or not.

He pushes it into the water.  He removes his well-worn Adidas and tosses them, along with his messenger bag, into the boat. 

He pushes it out further.  He walks out until the water is up to his knees, and his Atlantic-numbed feet tell him that’s far enough.  He 
climbs into the boat.

He takes his seat.  The oars are placed in the oar locks. 

And he rows.

Muscle memory does its thing, and it’s not long before he is propelling himself  quickly towards the island.  He looks over his shoulder 
at it.  Experience has taught him that it is further away than it appears.

He rows.

The oars go deep in the water.  Pull.  Then up.  The sun shines off  the wetness.  Droplets fall at equal distances in the calm water.  
Then deep in the water again.

He’s using muscles that he hasn’t used in some time.  He’ll feel it tonight.

He had forgotten how much he enjoyed the sound of  a boat going through water.  It’s a sound that only people who’ve experienced a 
motor-less water conveyance know.

He stops rowing in the middle of  the harbour. 

Momentum caries him along.

He’s always liked the look of  the town more from water than from land.

Rowing forward with one oar, and backwards with the other, he turns the boat around.  He stares out at the island.

The sun is hitting it just right.

The white of  the lighthouse accidentally beckons.

Dark clouds hang out in the distance well beyond the island.  Maybe they’ll threaten.  But maybe not.



A seal pokes it’s head up above the surface twenty feet away.

“Well hi, buddy.”

The seal dives back down.

“Guess he’s shy.”

He turns the boat back around and continues rowing towards the island.

The breeze picks up.  Just a little.  Enough to cool him.

His arms tire a bit, just as he approaches the shore on the northeast side of  the island.

One more pull.

 The nose of  the row boat hits rocks.  He pulls in his oars.  He hops in the water, grabs the boat by the bow and pulls it up on shore.

He keeps pulling it up until he is sure that the tide won’t get it.

He ties it to a giant piece of  driftwood anyway.

He throws the bag over his shoulders.

He forces his wet feet into his sneakers -- causing an unflattering noise.

He walks up something that is barely a path. 

He finds the spot.

A fallen tree creates the perfect bench.  He sits.  He puts the bag down. 

He lifts his cap, runs his hand vigorously through his hair, then puts the cap back on.

He doesn’t pull it as low over his eyes this time.  

The sun moves three fingers in the sky, before his phone rings.

He fishes it out of  his bag.

“Hiiiii.  I missed you...  Yes, I’m at my all-time favourite place.  Are you?” 

He watches the seal frolicking in the morning sun. 

And experiences his most satisfying exhale in a long time.

Peter / peterdewolf.com / @peterdewolf
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She returns this year, as she does every year, without question. Momentary lapses of  self-doubt elude her as she approaches the 
village. They elude her, despite the fact that her heart is in her mouth, her pulse racing.

The village itself  rarely changes; a flashing neon sign in the main square reminds her that all places strive to conform to the times. 
Yet, it is the same place it has always been. It is an accepted fact that Band-Aids of  modernity fall short in suppressing the over-
whelming histories that adorn the roads, houses, and harbors on these little corners of  earth, she reflects, disproportionately proud 
of  the brief  lucidity in her habitually chaotic thought process.

But it’s different this time... what is it? Fleeting confusion. And then, epiphany strikes.  She knows the answer. She recognizes a dis-
tinct lack of  nostalgia.

What a strange word, nostalgia; a noun to bittersweet’s adjective; a poignant reminder of  the past, all that was beautiful, and all that 
was lost.  Beneath the bittersweet however, underlies one major implication, a killer blow to today’s aspirations. Regret. In the past, 
she would always allow herself  to dwell on this thought as follows:

Regret.

Regret about opportunities missed.

Regret about opportunities captured.

Regret about words never spoken; words spoken with a vengeance; words spoken over one too many sambuka shots and tequila 
sunrises.

Regret about words spoken with the authenticity of  youth that abandon so many of  us as we fall into the maturity trap.

Regret about love words, never declared; never requited. Love words, spoken in tender moonlight glows, and the knowledge that the 
memory of  these moments resound eternally in heart, in spirit.

Regret about boys, kissed, unkissed.

Regret about moments passionately savored. 

Regret about the exuberant comfort amongst the greatest of  friends over infinite cold coffees.

Regret about skipping sunsets and sunrises, but never avoiding the stars.

Regret of  time frittered away wondering why these moments must end. After all, why must they?

Today, her mind is truly devoid of  this type of  mulling that typically haunts her.   It all feels so new to her, in spite of  the familiarity of  a 
place she has never skipped in all her years of  summer. When she walks around, her feet hit the pavement with the quiet confidence 
of  thunder, exploring once again the story, no, the ballad of  this village. Her old customary shakiness vanishes. Incredible.

Her goal? To document.

She sits in front of  the computer screen on the wicker table outside. She sees almost the entire village apart from the place where the 
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bay meets the sea. That part is concealed by the house of  a dimwitted neighbor who built it too high. She quickly curses the obstruc-
tion and its creator.  The shaded balcony regulates the heat of  her body in a satiable manner. It is still hot, but not scorching. It is 
humid. The air is adhesive, clinging to her body.  Her strong icy coffee leaves rings on the wood. She is not bothered.  The screen light 
brings out the blue undertones in her milky face. She wishes for a tan. She can smell the sea. Cigarette smoke drifts upwards from 
between her fingers, tipped with sore nails. As they stop bleeding, she makes a promise to herself  for the 38th time this year that she 
will stop pulling at her cuticles.  A promise she is unlikely to keep. She regards the cigarette. She intends to quit that too. I guess I’m 
just not a quitter. Robbie Williams is singing in the background: ...my lifeline, I was told it was all mine, what a day, one day...

She ponders the unponderable, and starts typing words she is sure have been well-documented before, by far greater authors than 
her.

...and entropy, love living like a deity, what a day, one day... She inhales and puts down her cigarette. Exhale. Smoke trickles out from 
her lungs, seeping, blending cautiously with the thick heavy air. She enjoys doing this slowly. She waits for the smoke to fade. She looks 
over the balcony. It is the perfect time of  day. The sleepy sun has ducked behind the hill where the church is. But the sky is still lit; sky 
blue turning soft tangerine turning pastel pink turning dusty lilac – a prelude to the night.  She labels this particular moment, when 
there is no sun but it is not yet night: The Cornflower Blue Hour of  Sweet Sleep. After a day at the beach, this is when they nap before 
evening delights them. Bodies making chemistry... At that hour, they take peaceful comfort in sweet sleep.

Slap! Mosquitoes loom.  They really do love the way she tastes-an emotion not limited to pests.  The smells of  honeysuckles over-
whelm her. The traditional rustic houses by the bay and a second, strategically placed church remind her of  music – notes, keys, 
chords, staccatos composing a ballad of  a village.  She takes a mental tour of  her own personal history.

She starts at the very end, off  a dirt track at the top of  the mountain. She sees her night sky in all its astral glory, sans artificial light, 
for the first time. She climbs down to the furthest windmill, her place of  refuge. She sits alone, escaping, watching the sun set while 
Sarah Brightman delivers her rendition of  ‘Dust in the Wind’. She looks down at the barren beach just over the side of  the cliff. There 
had been a beach party there once. She had smoked a cigar. Most of  the time, they would swim there because of  the strong waves. 
They loved to be thrown about with neither the ability nor the desire to control it. 

She starts heading towards the populated area. She stops at a rock that they used to dive from, straight into the sea. It is merely a 
few meters high, but still... she remembers flying.  The next rock over is where the whirlpool is. That’s where the man was sucked in. 
He drowned. She walks down the road. She sees the tavern where they sat during the festival.  10,000 Maniacs croon ‘Because the 
Night’ through the speakerphone. She smells crackling meat.  She passes the crowd. She walks along the road by the sea. She stays 
on the line that separates pavement from street, imagining one side a bottomless abyss; the other, hot lava. She is a princess fleeing 
danger. She makes it to the safety of  the harbor.  She sees the boats of  her friends and people she knows, all lined up according 
to size and color. Their names fascinate her. She sees herself  with her brother tying up bait to lure eels and whatever else they can 
catch. She is now at the cafe, the haunt where they would all gather after the evening’s events (or lack thereof) to watch the sunrise. 
She remembers it all.

Memory flood.

She remembers holding hands. She remembers 3 marriage proposals in one night, one accompanied by a morning glory, one ac-
companied with a serenade of  ‘I Say a Little Prayer for You’, one accompanied by one knee on the ground followed by an innocent kiss 
on the cheek. She remembers her first ‘almost’ kiss. She remembers her first kiss. She remembers running to that phone booth and 
calling her best friend to tell her about it. She remembers the soldier with his rickety motorbike, and how his wheelies made her see 
the stars in a way she hopes to never see them again. She sees the alleyway where she hid to cry, for reasons that no longer mat-
ter. She remembers being the opposite of  an adult-they all were. She remembers beautiful people. She sees the statue of  a woman 
looking out to sea for her husband, her Captain. She had climbed it one night, under the influence. She remembers nights she doesn’t 
remember. She remembers sitting on a small private dock with her friend philosophizing the universe and their own place within it. She 
remembers laughing. She remembers dancing. She remembers meeting the boy who she dedicated a precious chapter of  her lifebook 
to. He returned the gesture by putting her in a parenthesis. She forgives him, whole-heartedly, yet knows she will never forget. She 



sees where the old people sat, sadly replaced with newer versions.

That was where the boy dived into the sea to salt his pizza slice. That was where the fire raged. That was the arcade where she 
played Street Fighter. That was where she rode her bike with a boy who had stopped to pick a fig from the tree. For her. That was 
where she saw the red-headed angel. That was the bridge where she first smelled maple syrup, and decided to associate it with the 
place. That was the road she had walked up with her cousin until they came across a snake. That was her grandmother’s house, the 
house her mother had grown up in. That was the playground where she jumped off  the swing. That was the spot she had fallen off  
her bicycle and the local children had to carry her home. That was where they would put on a show. That was the pitch where she 
saw her first concert. That was where she could see the village in retrospect. That was the pole atop the village Victory sign where 
she had declared her love with permanent marker. That pole is repainted every year to make room for new declarations. So much for 
permanence...The V sign is near the church where that man had taken his own life. His suicide note is spray-painted against the inside 
wall of  the vacant parking lot. That was the tree trunk where she saw a poor hedgehog, sniffling uncontrollably. That was the shore 
where he grabbed her ankles underwater. There, three people bumping into a building on a motorbike one drunken evening-she was 
one of  them. There, sunflower fields. There, a bridge. Olive groves. Cheesy discotheques.

The whole place is a ghost of  summers moved on. Ghosts she was once in love with – after all, why would she keep going back to a 
place she knew haunted her? 

She stopped. The chorus was on. All we ever wanted was to look good naked, hope that someone can take it.... so God save me rejec-
tion, from my reflection, I want perfection.

She decides Robbie is a poet. God save me rejection... I want perfection. She starts thinking again, hurriedly jotting down her memo-
ries, despite the fact that nothing changes. And yet, everything does.

She needs to document it, document the stories in no particular order. After all, they are part of  her story, and she wants to close the 
chapter on it. Today. So she can start the new one on a clean slate. But not until she has fully bathed herself  in moments gone. It is a 
prayer of  sorts, out of  respect for their impact; the role they played in shaping her. She will always cherish them for that. That is why 
she needs to put them in a proper place. A keepsake manuscript. They are hers. They contribute to her perfection today. Today is a 
new day. And though the village is the same, she is not. She has strength to forgive her past. So she does.

She finishes typing, and completes her sentence with one final, full stop. The sea breeze blows, and with it, she lets it all go.

It’s gone.

It is a new summer.

Kaiti / catchinguponsilence.wordpress.com
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Melanie was ten years old when she stepped on a snail in her driveway just to hear it crunch.

“Melanie!” Her mother shouted, poking her head out of  a downstairs window on the side of  the house and flailing her arms at the little 
girl. Melanie stood motionless, facing away from her mother, wearing her favorite short overalls, arms dangling listlessly at her sides. 
“Melanie! Come inside for lunch!”

Melanie just stood there, looking down at what she had done. What was once a snail now looked like something the little boys in her class 
regularly fished out of  their noses to examine and admire and throw high fives over. She knelt down. The shell that once comprised his 
home was now shattered and matted to the gooey bits that had once been his body. Melanie threw her hands to her face and began 
crying.

“Melanie!” Her mother shouted again, more agitated this time. “Come inside now! It’s hot as Hades out there and you need to drink 
some water and eat somethin’ before you faint!” She mumbled something under her breath as she retreated back into the house to finish 
spreading jelly on the little girl’s sandwich.

Melanie felt her tears mix with sweat and snot as she continued to bawl in the driveway. A million thoughts raced through her mind. Why 
had she done that? What had she hoped to learn from it? What happened to the snail? Where did he go? How could this mushy stuff  on 
the concrete possibly still be the snail? What was the difference between something alive and something not alive anymore? What if  God 
decided on a whim he wanted to squish her? How could she repair this situation?

“I’m sorry,” she said through sobs. She lay down on the ground and brought her face very close to the former snail. “I’m so sorry. I don’t 
know why I’ve done it. I’ve never seen a snail before. I hope you’re OK.”

Suddenly she knew what she must do. She must tell her mother, who had the power to free her of  all of  guilt, about the terrible thing she 
had done. She jumped up and ran to her front door, swinging it open and making a beeline for the kitchen. Her sneakers skidded across 
the linoleum as she came to a halt and tried to catch her breath before beginning her confession.

“Melanie! For Christ’s sake. Stop runnin’ in the house! Look, you left skid marks on the floor. Which you will be cleanin’ up later. What’s 
wrong? What’d you run in here for?”

“Momma!” She yelped through gasps. “Momma! I did somethin’ terrible. I have to tell you.”

“OK.” Her mother leaned on the kitchen counter and put one hand on her hip. “What did you do?”

“I killed somethin’. I mean, I killed a snail. I stepped on it, on purpose, because I wanted to find somethin’ out. I wasn’t sure why I wanted 
to do it. I don’t know why I did it. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” She started crying again. She couldn’t help herself.

“Oh, sweetie,” her mother crouched down and cooed, taking one of  the girl’s black pigtails into each hand. “It’s all right. Everything’s 
going to be all right. You were just curious, and it’s just a snail. Children do things like this all the time – it’s their way of  learnin’ about 
the world. Don’t feel bad. It’s OK.”

“But it’s not OK!” Melanie cried hysterically. “I killed something! This is on my record forever! I’m a bad person.”

Her mother laughed a little bit, bemused at her daughter’s sincere concern over something so small. “Melanie. It’s fine. I promise you, 
it will not be on your record forever. School starts in a couple weeks. You just need to enjoy yourself  for now and stop worryin’. You’re a 
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peculiar child. It’s a good thing.”

Melanie wiped her snotty nose on her arm and the slimy trail that highlighted her tiny blonde hairs reminded her of  what the Earth 
might have looked like in the wake of  the former snail, when it wasn’t yet former. She broke down again and ran upstairs, slamming 
her bedroom door behind her.

Her mother stood at the bottom of  the stairs, arms folded, looking up toward the door. “So fragile,” she whispered to herself, before 
returning to the kitchen to wrap up the sandwich she had made. Maybe Robbie would eat it when he got home.

--

A couple of  hours later, Melanie had not emerged from her room. Her mother was still in the kitchen when suddenly the front door 
slammed open and Robbie came bursting through.

“Mom!” He shouted as he ran toward her, his bowl cut bouncing and his cheeks red from playing in the sun. “Oh my gah, Mom! I saw 
the coolest thing at Brandon’s house!”

His mother swiftly closed a cabinet door beneath the sink, locking it before Robbie had a chance to see the bottles hidden below. “And 
what was that?”

“He has a pet frog! Soooooo cool! Can I get a frog?”

“Did you touch it? You know they’ll give you warts.”

“Um, yeah I touched it! Duh! So awesome! Can we get one?”

“We’ll see, Robbie. Go upstairs and see your big sister. I think she wants someone to play with.”

Robbie bounded away from her and up the stairs, pummeling through Melanie’s door.

“Hey dummy!” He shouted as he jumped on her bed. “What are you in here for? Let’s go outside and play!”

“Robbie! It’s called knockin’! Get out of  my room!” She closed the book she had been reading and whacked him with a pillow.

“What’s wrong with you? Why you actin’ all mad?”

“I just want to be alone! Gah!”

“I saw a frog today!”

“Did you kill it?”

“Huh? No, I just touched it! So slimy and gross!”

“I saw a big snail.”

“Awesome!”

“I killed it.”



“Huh? What’d ya do that for?”

“I stepped on it with my shoe.”

“Why?”

“To see what it felt like under my foot, I guess.” She laid back down on the bed, cuddling into her pillow. She felt sad again.

“I’ve never seen a snail I don’t think. What do they look like up close? I killed a bunch of  ants once. Saw a huge ant bed in our back-
yard and stomped through it. I wanted to see how many ants were inside. I probably killed hundreds.”

“That’s different.”

“It’s not that different.

“Ugh you’re annoying me! Go away!”

“Fine, I’m goin’ outside. I wanna see this snail you squished! Where is it?”

“Ugh! It’s in the driveway! Now go away!”

Robbie jumped off  her bed with such a bounce that his head almost hit the ceiling, then ran through the open door. Melanie picked 
up her book and started reading again. She cocked her eyes to the side as she heard his little bare feet pounding the carpet of  the 
hallway before slapping against the hardwood of  the stairs, one after another. There was the front door opening, then the slam. There 
was the sound of  him laughing and hooting through her open window. It was getting dark now. There was the sound of  her father’s 
car as it screeched around the corner. Then the sound of  Robbie’s scream. A loud thud. Melanie shot up in bed. Honeysuckle wafted 
through the crack in her world. Then – a silence that uttered for years.

-- 

Melanie was two weeks from starting fifth grade when her brother Robbie died because her dad had too much to drink at a company 
party and didn’t see him crouching in the driveway to look at the former snail his sister had squished with her shoe two hours earlier.

Melanie was 25 when she stopped thinking of  that day everyday. She used to go over its events every single day, convincing herself  
at one point that if  she just used her stomach muscles and closed her eyes and focused her life force enough, she could actually go 
back in time and undo it all. Undo the snail stomping, undo her dad’s alcoholism, undo her mother’s willed oblivion, undo their divorce, 
undo years of  therapy and unrelenting molluscophobia, undo suicide attempts and blood in sinks. At 25, she finally stopped. She met 
someone, a teacher named Bruce Bloose – who went simply by Blue – and he got her to stop, for good.

She met him through her grad school, where she was studying biochemistry. She found herself  in his class and then she found 
his name in her notebooks and then she found her pants on the floor of  his bedroom. One night as they were drifting to sleep, he 
wrapped his hard body around her soft one and said, “I want to show you something.”

“Oh? What is it?”

He grabbed her hand and pulled her from the bed, leading her downstairs to a basement she didn’t know existed. He flicked on the 
light, which became a blinding white wall in front of  her, before deteriorating into a thousand glass jars, floor to ceiling, sparkling in 
the fluorescent. It was still too bright and she was too far to see inside them, so she hesitantly walked forward to peer into a few. Then 
her hand was at her mouth and she was crying. They were filled with live snails. She was sleeping with a man who seemed to have a 
secret snail obsession.



“Blue!” She cried. She was feeling hysterical. She touched the jars, she suddenly wanted to touch every jar, running her fingers over 
the round glass edges that seemed to confirm the round shells they housed. She didn’t understand what was happening, how this 
could be, if  he knew about her past or if  he did not. She couldn’t remember if  she had told him the story or if  she had not.

Suddenly she felt Blue’s arms wrapping around her waist, and then a whisper hit her ear: “It’s all right. Everything’s going to be all 
right.”

It was the first time she had heard a man say those words to her, and for that reason, and for hundreds of  others stacked to the ceil-
ing, she believed him.

Meghan / blackberriestoapples.blogspot.com / @megbeebee
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My alarm clock is an orchestra of  cicadas. Every morning my first words are, Fuck off, Jiminy Crickets, because it is too early to be 
pedantic. Cold is artficial. Momma, make me a coffee: shaken, stirred, lots of  ice, sweet. As sweet as I am not. Forget breakfast. I’m 
too hot to eat. I’m hot because I don’t eat. I wear the bikini that makes me feel like I’m on a yacht. I laze by the paddling pool, the one 
that  stray cats clawed at during the night. The air escaped like faith.

Work? I am a full-time job. That’s what they say. But there is a crisis going on and I can’t afford to hire anybody right now. Thank you 
for applying, we’ll get back to you. Your cheque is in the mail. I might not be punctual, but I’ll be there for you when it counts. Life 
would be easier if  I could lie. All I can do is lie in the sun. Except I can’t even do that: the doctor’s don’t let me. I was never any good 
at following instructions. When I close my eyes I can pretend that I am on a beach. That I am tanned and toned. That my skin doesn’t 
glow white in patches. I would bask topless, never mind the neighbours, but I don’t like brown nipples. Sorry Daddy but that’s the 
truth: I am shameless and vain.

I want a beer. Actually, I want tequila, but beer seems less fucked up. I shouldn’t drink before I eat. There’s ice-cream in the freezer. 
A bowl? Why? There is no one here to be disgusted. Not that it stopped me last time. Here, add some whipped cream. Where are my 
cigarettes? Let’s do everything he hated! I’ll be good in September; I’ll do everything he loves. That’s not me.

The sun is setting. So soon? I thought summer days were supposed to be long. I climb onto my roof-top; he didn’t think I could. The 
ground is silver and sizzling. My roof  is a space-ship. Take me to the moon; it doesn’t look so lonely there. When the terracotta hole in 
the sky closes up, I teeter to the edge (I’m drunk now but I don’t know it). When I feel like this and I’m on this roof, it annoys me that I 
only live on the ground-floor.

Safe inside, I slip into the shower. I let the water run over me, drowning any thoughts and sense. As if  my thoughts make sense. What 
should I wear tonight? Yes, the white dress, the one that makes me feel like I’m on an island. I wear the same earrings every night; the 
same gold echo. My eye-liner is getting thicker; the windows to my soul are tinted. I spray myself  with my new perfume: spicy strength 
with a pinch of  bitterness.

Beep, beep! Quick, I must paint those twenties lips, I must not forget my keys. I step out into this summer bubble. Somehow the air is 
stagnant and electric. By midnight my gaze will be lazy, my body will sway against some stranger, my words will fall over themselves. 
Fear of  water? Night-swimming? Why not? I’ve thought outside so many boxes this summer that they don’t fit in my head anymore.

These night are anonymous but everybody knows my name. It seems that success always comes to me accidentally. Summer, oh sum-
mer, the season of  youth. So bitter-sweet for someone like me: so stupid, so wise. Often too drunk to know the difference.

Alexia Roumanas / sayanotherlexi.wordpress.com
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