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Girard Avenue by Joe Brenman

Joe Brenman’s life was defined through his lifelong journey as
an artist. Working in many mediums: drawing, clay, wood,
mosaics, and collage enabled him fo explore personal,
spiritual, and social justice themes. His work is in El Salvador,
Vieinam, and locally af mosques, churches, synagogues, and
Septa Church Street. Brenman lived and worked in his Olde
Kensington studio and used collage to capture the spirit of his
longtime Philadelphia neighborhood

Havertown, Pennsylvania.

Under a Blve Umbrella by Catherine Kuzma

Born in Philadelphia and residing in New Jersey, Catherine
Kuzma earned her Bachelor of Ars degree from Rutgers
University. Kuzma's oil paintings have been shown in the
Philadelphia area, New Jersey and NYC in solo, group and
juried exhibitions and publication of her work includes the
cover of the July 2018 Tishman Review. Sparking the rich,
meditative process of painting, nature and landscape serve as
the initial inspiration for Kuzma's paintings. More of her award-
winning work can be viewed at www.catherinekuzma.com.

A Sense of Place by Lee Muslin

lee Muslin has participated in over 300 exhibitions
throughout the United States, including 21 solo shows. Many
New York and Philadelphia gallerists and museum curators
have selected her art for juried shows. Muslin has been
privileged to receive 35 awards. She attended the University
of Delaware as a fine art major and subsequently received a
degree from Parsons School of Design in New York City. Visit
www.leemuslin.com
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Ecstatic Orange by Sandi Neiman Lovitz
Sandi Neiman lovitz graduated from Penn State University
with a bachelor's degree in art education. She is now on the
board of Da Vinci Art Alliance in Philadelphia and is very
active in ARTsisters, a group of professional women arfists who
not only support each other, but also reach out fo women and
children in the community. Lovitz paints fulltime in her studio in

Scene from a Revolution by Constance Culpepper
Philadelphia artist Constance Culpepper received her B.A.
from Southern Methodist University and an M.A. from Bryn

¥ Mawr College. Her paintings are narratives on personal
 space and perspective. She was a featured arfist at the 2016

Democratic National Convention Headquarters and worked
for the Mural Arts Program of Philadelphia in 2018, painting
murals in the East Falls and South Philly neighborhoods of the
city. Culpepper is Director Emeritus of 3rd Street Gallery in
Philadelphia. www.constanceculpepper.com.

Spring Planting by Corinne Dieterle

Originally a textile arfist, Corinne Dieterle made the leap
fo painting some twenty years ago and has benefited
from the instruction of several talented teachers. Based in
Conshohocken, Pennsylvania, her work can be found in
exhibits in galleries, annual juried shows, several Delaware
Valley art centers, restaurants and libraries and is held in
numerous private collections. Dieterle was the recipient of a
2016 Mt. Greina School of Art Summer painting residency.

Memory Fragment No. 6 by Constance McBride
Constance McBride's work addresses the human condition in
relation fo nature with an emphasis on women's issues. She
eamed a Bachelor of Arts degree from Arcadia University.
Her work appears in public and private collections and is
exhibited nationally in galleries and museums.  living and
working in Chester County, Pennsylvania, McBride’s current
affiliafions include  Main Lline Art Center, Philadelphia
Sculptors and Women's Caucus for Art.  She serves as a
board member of The Art Trust in West Chesfer and teaches
ceramics.

At the Close of the Day by Bill Sweeney

Bill Sweeney lives in Chadds Ford area and has been
painting since 1981. He is a member of the Pastel Society
of America, and a signature member of The Philadelphia
Watercolor Society and the Maryland Pastel Society. His
work has received awards at the PWCS  International
Exhibit of Works on Paper, the Images exhibit at the Central
Pennsylvania Arts Festival and a number of art association
exhibits. His work can be seen af www.billsweeneyart.com
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Letter from the [Poetry] Editor

Each year, Philadelphia Stories celebrates the memory of poet Sandy Crimmins whose poem “Spring” appeared
in our first issue. Sandy served on the Philadelphia Stories poetry board until 2007, and her influence on the magazine
has been felt ever since. We use the prize named for her to celebrate risk and innovation in poetry. This year’s Sandy
Crimmins National Prize in Poetry was judged by poet lain Haley Pollock, author of Ghost, like a Place and Spit Back a
Boy. Many of the poems we sent him raise important questions and give voice to unsettled feelings. Pollock says that,
“[Wle live in an exciting, efflorescent time in the history of American poetry.” We can see that flowering in the poems
listed below. Pollock continues:

These poems explore diverse subjects—the lonely offices of grief, the deterioration of our public discourse, the
cruel legacies of our national history, the triumphant possibilities of migration, the wistful complications of eros, and
the sustaining inheritances of family. But no matter the subject the unflinching clarity of each poet’s vision and the
precision of each poet's images tap into a deep well of emotion. The pleasures of these poems are not easy but lie in
knowing that out there other humans wrestle to make sense of the intractable world around them and perhaps even
Sandy Crimmins find within it cause for hard-won celebration.

The winner of this year's Sandy Crimmins National Prize in Poetry winds itself in the conflicting but complementary threads of care and fear. Vig-
ilance is exhausting but necessary, “Milk Sickness: A Mother Worries as Her Children Sleep” by Kari Ann Ebert seems to tell us. About the winning
poem, Pollock writes:

We become “milk sick” when we drink milk from a cow that has grazed on poisonous plants. In “Milk Sickness: A Mother Worries as Her Children
Sleep,” Kari Ann Ebert makes this condition a metaphor for maternal apprehension. The poison here is ophidian as snakes menace a pail of milk,
“swim in sacrifice,” in that part of the body a mother gives up that her children might live. As with many parents, having children has expanded the
speaker’s capacity for love and also her capacity for fear. As the speaker’s dread deepens, Ebert overlays a deft sonic network, heightening the poem'’s
emotions. In the end, the snakes’ movement and attendant noise become, as does fear, so encompassing that relief from them seems manufactured
or illicit—"like stolen butter.” All in all, with an expert command of sound and image, Ebert captures how fear, especially maternal fear, acts on us and
threatens to overwhelm us in the “opaque” hours of our lives.

Philadelphia Stories thanks Joe Sullivan for his support of this contest and his enduring friendship with Philadelphia Stories. We also thank Nicole
Mancuso, contest coordinator and assistant poetry editor for her solid and consistent energy. We thank Yalonda Rice, managing editor, for her flexibil-
ity and patience. Mostly, we thank the poets who generously share their work with us and we encourage local writers to continue to do so throughout
the year. — Courtney Bambrick, Poetry Editor, Philadelphia Stories

WINNER OF THE 2020 SANDY CRIMMINS

NATIONAL PRIZE IN POETRY EDITOR’'S CHOICES

“Milk Sickness: A Mother Worries as Her Children Sleep,” “Lightbearers,” Tyler Dunstan (New York, NY)

Kari Ann Ebert (Dover, DE) “Inventory,” Cindy Ok (lowa City, 1A)
“On the Solitary Death of Uncle Mike,”

RUNNERS UP Sean Webb (Philadelphia, PA)

"Feeding My Father Pudding While Watching Bonanza,"”

Chad Frame (Lansdale, PA) FINALISTS

“Lukens Steel, Coatesville, Pennsylvania,” “The Others,” Ginny Pina (Wayne, PA)

Kyle Carrozza (Coatesville, PA) “Darlings,” Dana Jaye Cadman (Mineola, NY)

"How to Ride a Train in the Andes,” “"Heirloom,” Michelle Flores (Jacksonville, FL)

Lupita Eyde-Tucker (Palm Bay, FL) “What a Mother Lays on Her Son,” Jane Miller (Wilmington, DE)
“CDG," Tyler Dunstan (New York, NY)

HONORABLE MENTIONS “Smoking Shelter,” Chad Frame (Lansdale, PA)

“On Wassily Kandinsky's Painting, ‘Little Painting in Yellow,”” Kathleen “That Long Haul,” Mary Finnegan (Philadelphia, PA)

Shaw (Schwenksville, PA) “Ode to la Conquista” Lupita Eyde-Tucker (Palm Bay, FL)

“Mother Explains,” Jane Miller (Wilmington, DE) “A Herringbone Pattern of Tiny lowas,”

“Matthew,” Chad Frame (Lansdale, PA) Sean Webb (Philadelphia, PA)



Milk Sickness: A Mother Wornries
as Her Children Sleep

Poem by Kari Ann Ebert

sometimes | see snakes in a milk pail
noisy tumbles of coils & scales

| lie awake steeled vigilant

absorb the discord of writhing
bodies in my opaque world

| wonder if they know they swim in sacrifice

maybe they think it's water edged by meadow
maybe they dream the spinning of their skins
will loose them to catch the scent

of mouse or egg

in a dreamscape of venom & froth

or is it panic

black thick rich like cream

panic that weighs them down

roiling blind only to find they're trapped
and soused in humors

maybe the milk’s a mirror

a mother-of-pearl shine that splashes

the black snake hole in my eye

if | stare at the waves the sloshes of nacre
maybe my tongue will smell a way out

lift me with a swell as the vipers sink

like weighted calcite beneath the tide
black pearls lost at sea

maybe then stillness will claim me

a silence only | can taste like stolen butter

4 Kari Ann Ebert is a poet & writer living in Dover, Delaware. She was recently awarded an Individual Artist Fellowship by the Delaware Division of the Arts (2020).
| Winner of the 2018 Gigantic Sequins Poetry Contest, her work has appeared in Mojave River Review, Philadelphia Stories, The Broadkill Review, and Gargoyle,
as well as several anthologies. She was selected to attend the BOAAT Press Writer's Retreat (2020) with Shane McCrae, awarded a fellowship by Brooklyn Poets
(2019), and selected to attend the Delaware Division of the Arts Seashore Writers Retreat (2016). She also enjoys making up-cycled art and collaborating with
local artists, musicians, and writers.
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Feeding My Father Pudding
While Watching Bonanza

Poem by Chad Frame

All any relationship boils down to
is are you willing to do this for me
or aren’t you? Hoss and tapioca

and what remains of your life all balanced
precariously on a plastic spoon.
Every week, the grown Cartwright boys learn

another life lesson from their father
who has seen some things in his day, who knows
better. And maybe all death really is

is gradual unlearning, the pudding
crusting in your beard like infant spit-up.
| have driven two hundred miles each day

for two weeks to be here to watch old shows,
nurses prodding, your chest rising, falling,
but these are the distances that matter—

spoon to mouth, screen to face, son to father,
father to grave. Your thousand-yard stare's fixed
vaguely on the wall-arm television

where Michael Landon is falling in love
with Bonnie Bedelia, and we know
(half-century old spoiler) that Hoss dies

offscreen because Dan Blocker dies offscreen
from botched surgery. But it is enough
to know the twangy theme is still playing,

galloping into and out of the room,
even when the spoon scrapes an empty cup,
even when we pull the sheets all the way up.

Chad Frame's work appears in Rattle, Mom Egg Review, Barrelhouse, Rust+Moth, and other journals and anthologies, as well as on iTunes from the Library
of Congress. He is the Director of the Montgomery County Poet Laureate Program and Poet Laureate Emeritus of Montgomery County, Pennsylvania, the
Poetry Editor of Ovunque Siamo: New [talian-American Writing, a founding member of the No River Twice poetry improv performance troupe, and founder
of the Caesura Poetry Festival and Retreat.



Lukens Steel, Coatesville, Pennsylvanio

Poem by Kyle Carrozza

And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light.
The steel mill that sprawled across the city
reached toward the sky with the roofs of each wing.
Even on Sundays, the men in torn
khakis and faded t-shirts filed into the mill.

My father was one of them. In Sunday School,
| imagined him standing around, shooting the shit
about recession or politics, waiting for his shift
to begin. Punching in is a ritual of Wonder
Bread and pocket change.
The body of Christ, given for you.

He made huge sheets of steel, long,

pure, and absolutely silver until

outsourcing turned emblem into epitaph—
Bethlehem Steel’s takeover could not save the place.
Still, the mill stands, decaying, hollow

monument to itself, the rituals abandoned.

The Lord loves the gates of Zion
more than all the dwellings of Jacob.

Almost no steel is produced anymore;
instead, the silver pours out onto the faded
streets, the concrete walls of the city's banks,
into the hair of old men.

Kyle Carrozza is a teacher and soccer coach who lives and breathes Coatesville, PA. His journalism has been published in The Coatesville Times, Scarecrow
Grin, and The Korean Quarterly. His poetry has appeared in The City Key.
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How Co Ride a Train in the Andes

Poem by Lupita Eyde-Tucker

In a coastal sweatland shanty town, | vowed
to clamber onto the corrugated steel
roof of a train car, to throw my life

up first like a knapsack, charcoal-cleanse
my nose, my lungs, my pores— be delivered
aching, for twelve-hours up a shifty seam

of steel my Abuelito laid
the one who carried the train on his back
Hold my breath, stay low, remember

to not drink chicha on the roof with the local boys
not to lose my head, or turn my back
on the tunnel like bisabuelo did. Hold tight

until the train stops just past Devil's Nose
in a tiny Andes town, overlooked
by wooden window balconies

steel-sliced cobblestone kingdom
bearing a cordillera crown. Here
| let my fingers stroke the velvet mountain’s cloak

and from the furrows of the knitted fields
| see my Abuelita come running
the one waiting for the whistle

tired of air-kissing the cheek of fate
watch her smudge coal off her brow
watch her tuck family secrets down her blouse

purchase a ticket to another life
The first man who crosses my path
she vowed: con ese me largo.

4 pear in Nashville Review, SWWIM, The Florida Review, Asymptote, Columbia Journal, Raleigh Review, and are forthcoming in The Arkansas International,
- Chautauqua, Yemassee, and Waccamaw. She's currently translating two collections of poetry by Venezuelan poet Oriette D'Angelo. Lupita and her husband
live and homeschool their children in Florida. Read more of her poems at: www.NotEnoughPoetry.com
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UNDER A BLUE UMBRELLA by CATHERINE KUZMA




On Wassily Kandinsky's Painting:
‘LitCle Painting in Yellow”

Poem by Kathleen Shaw

Just before the Great War, Kandinsky
took time to paint something yellow,
something little, something that looked
like nothing anyone had ever seen. How
shocked they were— how outre to

paint something so unwarlike, how
perverse to veer from standards.

Is that an egg? Is that a sun? Is that

a cloud? Is that a mouth?

Yes, yes, yes, yes and no, no, no, no,
said Kandinsky, silently out loud,
thinking, while not thinking of war.

Kathleen Shaw is a semi-retired assistant professor of English at a community college. She has had poetry published in Philadelphia Stories, Anthology
magazine, Derail, Schuylkill Valley Journal and online journals. She is now in the process of completing her first novel.
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Matcthew

Poem by Chad Frame

We're twenty, nude, everything firm
and responsive to the touch, soft
breeze cool on our flanks as the pool
laps small waves at the edges, night
purpling above us. You tell me

you have feelings, but | am young
enough to believe chemistry

waits dormant in all things for fire
to ignite—that perfect bonds form
on a whim. Years pass by in months,

six not talking, three back in touch,
each fuck-of-the-week with his flaws
you sob to me—the built frat boy
with awful car playlists, the twink
who texts you from across the room,

the circuit boy who makes the clack-
clack of credit cards on mirrors

every morning as he cuts

his breakfast lines. And each painting
you finish with a casual

mastery, sneaking some aspect
of one of them onto canvas—
the hyperreal Spartan soldier
who looks exactly like the guy
really into getting tied up,

the abstract square that is the house
you move into for a few months

with the one with the high-pitched voice
that drives you to drink and tell me

in some drab diner, like always,

that you wish we could have made it
work. A tentacle of cold cream
slowly wraps around my coffee

as | joke At least you'd paint me,
and the whole dark is strangled pale
again.

Chad Frame's work appears in Rattle, Mom Egg Review, Barrelhouse, Rust+Moth, and other journals and anthologies, as well as on iTunes from the Library
of Congress. He is the Director of the Montgomery County Poet Laureate Program and Poet Laureate Emeritus of Montgomery County, Pennsylvania, the
Poetry Editor of Ovunque Siamo: New [talian-American Writing, a founding member of the No River Twice poetry improv performance troupe, and founder
of the Caesura Poetry Festival and Retreat.
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Mother Explains

Poem by Jane C. Miller

Where your brother went, a river met him at the shadow’s edge, a river he walked on

we cannot see, though it flows near us and all the small fish you can imagine wait, circling
as if on a merry-go-round until he toes in; and it is then they feel his small steps, each
vibration a plated splash and they rise: blue gills, pygmy puffer fish, black mollies, orange
clowns, all clamber, making for him a path.

He is not alone. Every step he takes, a fish takes its place underfoot, each fish a finned
rock holding him as he walks so that your brother who cannot swim begins to hopscotch,
sinking ever so slightly and then popping up, the fish under him shimmering like landing
lights; in the dimpling water, the kiss of stars where he treads. He twirls and looks back;
his arms spread wide beckon us, but the shore he left is fogged and fading.

Now he is distant and small, but in the vanishing | see him crawl into fins and scales

and become one of them, joyous and teeming. He has learned a new way to live and here
inside us, who are mostly water, when you least expect it, you will shiver

and feel him.

Jane C. Miller's poetry has appeared in numerous journals. She received first prize in Naugatuck River Review’s 11th annual narrative poetry contest. A
fellowship recipient from the Delaware Division of the Arts, Miller is co-author of the collection, Walking the Sunken Boards published by Pond Road Press
(2019).
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SPRING PLANTING by CORINNE DIETERLE
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lend

Natalie Gerich Brabson

Sam’s final aching breaths, and the silence between, woke
Miri, and she rose from the tangled blankets she slept on beside
his hospice cot to hold his hand until it went cold in hers. She
had been prepared for weeks now, and the phone was hooked
up beside his cot. Her family arrived by dawn, first her grown
daughter, Sonya, and then the rest. Some of her cousins brought
food when they arrived. After embracing Miri, they pulled off
the lids to show her what they had brought—soups, fruit salads,
pasta dishes—saying, “So you're all set for now.” They piled the
containers in the fridge and began filling their air mattresses. Miri
had insisted that no one get a hotel. She had plenty of space.
She helped her family scatter their mattresses around the living
room, where she had already dismantled Sam’s cot, and she
moved back up to their room, alone.

Under Miri's direction, her family busied themselves with the
arrangements, all the appointments, the calls that needed some-
one to attend to the line during holds, the normal bills that, in
this time, still needed to be paid. Whenever possible, Miri went
at tasks alone. Alone she selected the prayer to be read for Sam.
She chose the cards she would send out to all who came to the
funeral, including the same family members who surrounded her
now. She failed only at writing Sam’s eulogy, beginning several
times over and never writing more than, What am | going to do
without you? What am | going to do? Sonya placed her hands on
Miri's shoulders, almost motherly, and then slid the paper away
from Miri. The eulogy no longer her responsibility, Miri asked her
cousins what she could do to help make their stay more comfort-
able, but they always shook their heads, no, no. Eventually she
could only stand back and watch the activity around her. Every-
day someone had to do laundry before the appointments, the
funeral, the reception, the burial. Everyday someone swept the
kitchen to attack the footprints of too many shoes. Downstairs,
in all moments, there were the sounds of squeaking sneakers on
the polyurethaned floors, the faint beeps when someone lifted
the phone from the receiver and dialed, the low murmurs as her
family tried to prevent Miri's overhearing. These sounds layered
over the silence Sam had left in his wake, and over the many
years of his laughter, the scratching of his frantic note-taking
each morning before they left for work, his soft coughs of habit,
and rendered his presence in their house gone.

The last morning, after all others had departed for their
homes, Sonya cooked breakfast for Miri a final time.

16

“I'm making extra oatmeal. I'll leave the pot in the fridge,
so you can just heat it up this week. Raisins are in and every-
thing.” Sonya placed the pot next to the containers Miri's cousins
had left her. Sam and Miri had never kept this much food in the
fridge. On the fridge door, Sam’s picture was posted. The two of
them. Miri didn't know the year it was taken, but it hadn't been
in the last two. In the picture, Sam’s cheeks were not yet gaunt.
In the picture, he held her close.

Sonya served this morning's oatmeal. When Sonya ate, Miri
did too. She hardly tasted the oatmeal. It dropped to her stom-
ach and sat heavy there. Sonya'’s car waited in the driveway. They
both looked at it as they ate. When Sonya said she could stay no
longer, they stood and shared a long, uncomforting hug.

Miri murmured, “I'll call you later, when | expect you've set-
tled in.”
Sonya shook her head. “I'll call as soon as | get home.”

Miri didn't argue, knowing this was Sonya’s way of expressing
care, of needing care. "We'll talk later.”

“Right around 5:00."”

Falling silent again, Sonya tucked her chin over Miri's shoul-
der and squeezed hard. Miri let her, as she had let her daughter
try to take care of her all week. Though Sonya was grieving, ex-
pressing her grief in the same outreaching manner as Miri, Miri
did not worry for her. Sonya had always been close with Sam,
and she'd visited enough these last years. And, when she fin-
ished the drive, she'd be back to her work, her own life, her own
husband. They were hoping to have a child soon. Miri knew Son-
ya must be in deep pain too, but she was not experiencing the
same final loss, the beginning of solitude.

The house went silent once more. Miri reclined on Sam’s side
of the couch and closed her eyes for hours.

In the early afternoon, she trudged upstairs and busied her-
self to try to quell the ache. She made their bed. She only had to
tuck the covers over her side. She did not need to lift the covers
to her nose to know that they no longer smelled of Sam. He had
not slept in their bed for months. She wiped the bathroom count-
ers. Opening the medicine cabinet, she counted Sam’s bottles,
six, then tucked them behind her own medications and closed
the cabinet. In the mirror she watched herself lift and drop her
shoulders once, twice. Through the silence cut the loud crackle
of her joints. Miri studied her reflection as she brought her hands
to her neck and rubbed. The ache endured.

Downstairs, she unpacked the fridge and freezer, decorated
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the kitchen table with Tupperware containers. She pulled off the
lids. Miri's cousins and Sonya had preserved the food perfectly,
all of the quick-to-spoil foods in the freezer. With the fruit salad
alone, she had enough food to last for days. Tiny crystals formed
on the berries, reflecting under the kitchen lights. Miri replaced
all the lids and returned the food to the fridge and freezer. She
would eat another time, later. She did not look at Sam'’s face as
she closed the refrigerator door.

Drawn curtains darkened the living room. The shadows near-
ly obscured the carpet imprints where her family had set up their
mattresses, where Sam’s cot had stood. Miri would not go in
there again, not right now, and she retreated back into the kitch-
en until she stood near her walking shoes. After studying them a
moment, she put them on.

Outside, the temperature had risen since she'd last been
out. "It is summer,” Miri whispered. Soon sweat bloomed on her
brow, and the arthritis in her knees warmed, flared. She would
not turn back yet. It was only 2:00 when she left. She did not have
to be home for Sonya’s call for hours. She pressed through, kept
going, went all the way downtown. She had nearly reached the
river and could go no further, and she thought to turn back, but
to her left she spotted a cafe she and Sam had never been to.
She would order sparkling water, or iced tea, and return home.
She chose a table outside under an umbrella.

A quiet waiter brought her a menu, and Miri requested water,
said she’d have to look over the menu. When he went inside, she
did not open the menu right away. Only a few cars were parked
on this street, and fewer drove by. Nothing caught her eye, and
she soon thought of home, of the grating, interminable silence.
Only two or three months ago, when Sam had the strength to sit
up, she’d moved him from the living room cot to the porch for a
few hours. He knew it was her spring gardening weekend, and
he said he'd like to watch her work. She could not bear to tell
him that she hadn't been able to buy the topsoil this season—
she hadn’t been able to step away from home to do so. She'd
left him on the porch to catch her breath inside; and even now,
replaying this moment, she fought to keep her breath unchoked.

But seated in the shade, the breeze was good on her scalp.
Her sweat began to dry, and she first forced and then allowed
herself to pay attention to the wind lifting her hair.

The waiter returned with her water and asked, "What else
can | get you, ma’am?”

Miri hadn't looked at the menu. She wanted nothing, felt no
hunger, and said so, but added quickly, “An iced tea will do.”

“That's a good choice for a day like this. Sure you don't want
something to eat?”

"Oh..."” Miri started, thinking of the piles of food at home
that her cousins had prepared for her, how if she let it go bad,
she would not be returning their care. But to get to the food,
she’d have to reach past Sam’s picture. She’d be haunted, while
eating standing up in the kitchen, by how she ended up with this
food. By the silence around her.

If she ate a bit now, she could delay it all, and she said, “Per-
haps you can point me to something light.”

The waiter gestured as though to hand Miri the menu, then
stepped back, clutched the menu to his chest. “The scones are
good. They'll brighten your day. Just baked this morning.”

Miri nodded, and he returned inside.

Under the umbrella, she was no longer overheated, was sim-
ply warmed, swaddled. The sun was not directly overhead any-
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more, but still it couldn’t be near 5:00, when Sonya would call.
Soon, Miri would have to trudge home to catch Sonya's call—
soothe her from a distance, assure her there was nothing more
they could do for her father—but not yet.

Miri watched those passing by, and those coming to the cafe
for a light bite. A family entered—a couple with a young child,
perhaps nine. Soon a man and dog approached the cafe, and
the man secured his dog's leash near Miri's table. He went in-
side. Miri watched him order, watched him wait. He glanced to-
ward the door often, craning his neck to see his dog, checked
again for his food at the counter. His dog, large and long-eared
and hairy, some sort of spaniel, stood patiently, panting in the
sun. Miri scooped an ice cube from her water glass and threw
it to the dog. The dog sniffed the cube, licked it once, then sat
up straight again and resumed panting. Droplets formed on his
tongue, fell to and darkened the sidewalk. It was the hot part of
the day, perhaps unsafe for a dog to sit in direct sun on concrete.
Miri patted her thigh, and as she hoped, the dog scooted closer
and stood within the umbrella’s reach. The dog looked up at
Miri, the whites of his eyes flashing, his mouth open as though
smiling, and then faced the cafe, watching again for the man.

Miri reached out, hovered her hand near his shoulder. The
dog did not turn to snap, and Miri extended her fingertips to
touch his coat lightly. The dog shifted his stance, his hip against
Miri's leg, almost leaning. Miri rested her hand on his back, warm
and damp beneath her palm, but then the cafe door opened,
and the dog leapt from her touch to greet his companion.

The man flashed Miri a quick smile but did not speak as he
stooped to untie his dog. She watched them go, holding her
water glass. Her palms chilled once more. Sonya would be cross-
ing the state border soon, would speed up, mesmerized by her
nearness to home.

The waiter came out and presented her with a scone on a
little dessert plate.

“This is one of the last of the day. They sell out quick.”

“I'll be glad to eat it. Thank you,” Miri said and waited until
he was inside to try the scone. It had a cakey quality, the butter
a little too noticeable, but it crumbled nicely with each bi