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“To have borne the name of Rupert through the fi nal decades of the twentieth century

and into the next would not be easy even for an Englishman. But for an American

living in Brooklyn from the age of twelve until his death at thirty-seven, it was 

nearly insupportable.”
A STRAND OF HAIR  NORMAN LOCK

page 16

“rachel s. smoked her fi rst marlboro red there

sorry ma, in the tradition of fi rst mellifl uous

may day to wear t-shirts and be free

like moon on arcing gears across

sky, o waxing gibbous of my malleable heart”
MEDITATIONS ON CAMPFIRE  RYAN SKRABALAK

page 22

“For a moment, despite the ballet fl ats, the musky scent in the room, I cannot take in what

I am seeing. Two heads. My son, sprawled on his back with his mouth slightly open, his

skin oily from sleep. Next to him, on the far side of the bed, a girl with a mess of curly

red hair sleeping on her side, facing him.”
NATE IN BED  L. K. GORNICK

page 23

“The story itself was horrifi c, the kind of story that turns your bones to ashes.”
THE DOG DAYS MENTAL HEALTH CLINIC  MIKA SEIFERT

page 66

“A barrel of raindrops sat in the center of the room. Blues, grays, reds, greens . . . they

were made of things he found in gutters and trash cans. He put his hand in the barrel and

sifted them through his fi ngers.”
THE LAST FRONTIER  MAXIM T. LOSKUTOFF

page 74
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dear 
ReadeR:

We’ll be the first to admit it: we’ve made countless mistakes. The life of Slice is, in a way, 
the sum of our mistakes. Errors that made it to print. Pieces that appeared without the 
final sentence (see Tim Mucci’s “Cold Stars” on page 53). Incredible stories that slipped 
through our fingers for one reason or another. And we’d be lying if we said that we didn’t 
regret many of these slipups. We do.

No one wants to make a mistake, particularly in a magazine, where, unlike a website, 
it can’t be changed with the click of a button. With each issue, we can list a handful of 
errors that were introduced. They range from slightly stressful to freak-out inducing. 
Some were caught in time; others made it to the printer. The trick is to own those mis-
takes and regrets. Many of our biggest blunders have also been catalysts for growth and 
change.

In this issue, we’re celebrating mistakes and regrets that, like words on a printed page, 
can’t be erased. Award-winning and bestselling authors will talk about mistakes they’ve 
made that still cause them to cringe. You’ll be introduced to new poets and writers 
whose interpretations of the theme are nothing short of brilliant. Issue 11 is a bundle of 
misadventures, mishaps, and setbacks, and we wouldn’t change a single one. Enjoy!

Cheers,

Celia Blue Johnson & Maria Gagliano
Co-publishers
Slice magazine

celia

maria
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MissiNG 
PersONs

NormaN Lock

1.
Karl’s wife, Lydia, was not the first person in the city to 
have disappeared in this way. A dozen cases or more had 
been reported since January, according to Mr. Grolsch, 
who received inquiries for missing persons with surnames 
beginning with the letters R through zed, “though none 
with zed have so far come to my attention.” He was a self-
important, overly fastidious man whom I hated instantly. 

“It was a problem for us,” Grolsch said. “Writing 
our reports. We searched for a word to characterize the 
peculiar nature of these disappearances. We settled on 
‘abruptly’ to define what in each instance seemed common 
to them all, though I was never happy with it. It’s descrip-
tive but hardly rigorous: missing persons seem always to be 
abruptly lost from view, whether they were last seen going 
out to buy a newspaper or cigarettes, leaving for work or 

to visit a friend, or peeling potatoes at the kitchen sink. 
Whatever the case, they have been ripped out of their lives, 
no matter how ordinary the circumstances surrounding 
them. Don’t you agree?”

I said nothing, unwilling to reinforce the man’s good 
opinion of himself—of his scrupulousness. Karl seemed 
not to have been listening. 

“There was something sinister about those cases—uncanny 
even,” said Grolsch. “But words of that ilk would be laughable 
in a government report.”

2.
I looked out the window onto the street below my apart-
ment, trying to say how it was that Lydia had vanished. It 
was not, as Grolsch had put it, as if she had been ripped 
out of life. I felt no violence attached to Lydia’s disap-

IllustratIon by paul romano
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For Abraham Verghese, it is not a question of being a doctor or a writer. He is always 
both. Writing is a lens to view medicine and the world, and that lens is intricate, hopeful, 
and compassionate. Verghese has written two memoirs and one novel, all New York Times 
bestsellers. In each of his books, Verghese explores sickness and healing, focusing on the 
human aspects of the medical field. 

Verghese’s characters don’t arrive in his mind fully formed. Neither does a plot. As 
the characters develop, Verghese sprints after them page by page, and they often lead him 
astray. His creative process involves a lot of reworking, but it is well worth the effort, as 
proven by his latest work, Cutting for Stone. The debut novel features characters that are 
astonishingly real, and it is easy to see how they might lead their creator in unexpected 
directions. 

In the following interview, Verghese talks about his careers, where writing begins 
(hint: it’s not while strolling on the beach), and his own regrets. 

ceLia BLue JohNsoN

AbrAhAm 
Verghese

An InterVIew wIth 
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AbrAhAm 
Verghese

One of the most striking elements of Cutting for Stone 
is the intimacy with not just one character, but an entire 
cast. Though Marion tells the story, we become deeply 
involved in each person’s struggles, not just Marion’s. 
Which characters did you feel closest to while writing 
the book? And why did others feel more distant?

Characters, by the way, do not start out round-
ed. They emerge. I think Ghosh is the character 

whose emergence and whose full blossoming I loved most. 
He is essentially fair, kind, and eminently faithful, a family 
man, and above all patient—all the qualities I would like to 

have myself, but don’t always. He is the consummate 
internist too, which I also aspire to be. He gives me 
something to strive for. Hema, too, is someone I deeply 
understood—or understand as well as a male writing a 
novel can understand a woman. Thomas Stone is both more 
alien and familiar—a doctor caught up in the illusion that 
work can redeem his character failings. Shiva—I let him be 
distant, impenetrable, because that is the nature of his 
character. My editor would sometimes be frustrated with 
me because she could not “see” Shiva, and I would say to 
her, “Yes! That is the point. There is a quality to him, an 
Asperger’s-like patina, that makes him hard to know.”

Ghosh offers a thought-provoking statement in Cutting 
for Stone: “Not only our actions, but also our omissions, 
become our destiny.” Which characters were particularly 
ruled by their omissions? 

This is a well-known phrase in the analysis of 
stories and fairy tales. I think it applies to all of 

us, and certainly to all characters in any novel. Thomas 
Stone was clearly ruled by his omissions, what he didn’t 
do—he didn’t stay to mourn Sister Mary Joseph Praise, 
and he did not raise his twin boys. He omitted to tell Mary 
Joseph Praise about his feelings until it was far too late. 
And Ghosh’s character was defined by the actions he did 
take, the sacrifices he did make.

The story line in Cutting for Stone is complex, with many 
unexpected turns. Did you plot the entire tale before you 
began writing, or did it evolve over time?

The reason this first novel took so long to come to 
fruition is probably that I didn’t have the entire 

story in my head before I began writing. Many writers do 
have the ending clear to them before they start, and John 
Irving—a hero of mine—is a shining example of that 
approach. But I don’t, can’t write like that. I would like to. I 
wish I knew the story that way. So, I let my characters 
develop and grow and go running after them. But this 
approach often requires a lot of cutting and reworking when 
the characters meander so far off base that they—and I—
have to be reeled in. I have my editor Robin Desser to thank 

pHotoGrapH by barbI reed
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I stutter gumlegged with vodka in grass
of mid-august bugsong and gossip
of oaks in humid wind, wet wood 
snickering tipi of tangerine, o glowing
smile with which I light two cigarettes one
for you, etc., after football f loodlights
homecoming victory and touchdown genuflections
we take off to dotted cornfields, looking for logs 
in bethel new york, our pathetic fire and crispy black 
bubbled hot dogs, tree I leaned against to shit,
balling up classifieds ritual, hot f lash of thicket  
laughter, feeding it with brittle sticks old rail-
tracks powerlines leaning and cockeyed gaze of 
suburban stars, sulfuric memory of gold
whiny bottle rockets quickpopping, 

rachel s. smoked her first marlboro red there 
sorry ma, in the tradition of first mellif luous 
may day to wear t-shirts and be free
like moon on arcing gears across 
sky, o waxing gibbous of my malleable heart
be like dandelion parasol spores in summer
air, like morse code of crackling bonfire
perfect and the can of beans spitting juice
coddled in orange, the lava hot beans
nicknames and o divine cheap beer
gas of the american dream-engine in heavy
humid night, dinner whistles echoing
about the developments where there are
no sidewalks, some minivans, one fire

Meditations  on 
Campfire

ryaN skraBaLak
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NAte iN 
BeD

L. k. GorNick

You would be surprised to learn that I am happily 
married, and have been for twenty-two years. I got married 
a few months after I last saw you. My friend Corrine—yes, 
I know you never could stand her—walked me down the 
aisle after my father cancelled his trip east for the wedding. 
Her daughter, Conchita, just one, sprinkled rose petals from 
a white basket. Esther, my mother-in-law, baked the cake: 
eight tiers with edible silver beads and pink freesia on top. 

When we last saw one another, you were bolting across 
Columbus Avenue toward Central Park for a Saturday after-
noon run and I was walking west, toward the Italian glass 
store on Amsterdam where I’d bought you a pen for your 
20th birthday, the first birthday we celebrated together. You 
stopped, right in the middle of the street, and grinned at me. 

“Bear,” I blurted, the name given you by your Princeton 
buddies, infatuated by your working-class mannerisms 
and tastes, antidote to the resentment they harbored for 
boyhood afternoons stuffed into blazers and ties at their 
faux-English boarding schools.

It was winter, but you were in only a loose parka, with-
out hat or gloves, and you put your hand under my elbow, 
abandoning your run to guide me the rest of the way across 

the street, ducking your head slightly, as though you were 
smelling my hair. You didn’t ask me, you just led me to a 
back table at the café catty-corner from the Museum of 
Natural History. You ordered a scotch for yourself and a 
spritzer for me, certain you still knew what I drank. 

Every life contains a watershed moment. Mine is that 
even with the two wine spritzers and you leaning forward 
on your elbows to push my hair off my forehead and tip 
my chin up, I did not go to a hotel with you: you betraying 
a woman to whom you were then engaged, me betraying 
Paul, my future husband, though I did not know that at 
the time, who I’d come across the country to visit, still 
doubting it was possible that anyone as talented and nice-
looking-enough could be so bighearted. 

What I would not have told you, even if I had gone 
to bed with you that afternoon, is how on the day Paul 
walked with his sax case under his arm into the Berkeley 
bookstore where I had been working since I left you and 
graduate school and moved in with Corrine, I could sense 
the joy within him. It was not your guys’ guy enthusiasm 
for everything carnal—for greasy sausage sandwiches; for 
your racing heart as you caught a football or dove your 
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let us  
Never sPeAk 

OF tHis AGAiN
reAl tAles OF reGret 

FrOM reAl PeOPle
edited By tricia caLLahaN

THE FOOTBALL TANGO
Vladimir was the only true Russian in my fourth-grade 
class. A Russian Jonathan Taylor Thomas, if that’s pos-
sible. He had a bad attitude, which I assumed was not 
really a bad attitude, just a unique part of his being from 
Russia. He missed school a lot, wore a Miami Dolphins 
sweatshirt when he did show up. We lived in Connecticut, 
had no professional football team of our own and were or-
phans that way. Jets, Giants, Patriots, Dolphins, whatever. I 
watched Vladimir every day, in his green sweatshirt, as he 
was only two desks down from mine. I tried not to stare 
because rumor was he liked Jennifer Estock. It made a lot of 
sense. They both had the same tan hair and eyes. Plus, he 
announced to everybody that he thought her school photo 
was “hot” and that mine was “fat.” 

It made sense when he picked Jennifer for the Football 
Tango, a dance we had to perform in cheerleading skirts 
and football jerseys in the gym for our parents after school. I 
don’t know why I was surprised when Vladimir called 

Jennifer’s name. I don’t know why I thought Vladimir had 
been secretly f lirting with me that whole year by calling me 
“fat.” I don’t know why I thought it was all Mark Miller’s 
fault, the boy with the big nose who chose me to be his dance 
partner. Mark Miller, the boy with the shoulder I cried on as 
we did the lines up and down the gymnasium, the boy who 
would be handsome one day, in our mid-twenties sitting two 
pews apart in my father’s church and we are still silent.

   —Alison Espach

« . »

GOING SO LOW
I swaggered up to the junior high talent show stage. Didn’t 
walk around to the stairs, just hoisted myself up the front 
of the stage with the same self-confidence that went into 
all of my activities—German Club, Jazz Ensemble, Model 
U.N., and swing-dancing.
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With purpose and gravity and an oversized 
manatee T-shirt, I began my grand romantic ges-
ture. “Sara Z., can you join me onstage, please?”

Sara was a year older than me, taller than me, 
and popular. She had the proper cool-kid instinct 
to disappear into her seat, but her mean-girl 
“friends” shoved her forward.

The music began, and I started to sing in a 
deep, throaty, age-inappropriate baritone:

“Now, I’ve had the time of my life; 
No, I never felt this way before; 
Yes, I swear, it’s the truth; 
And I owe it all to you . . .”
I looked over at Sara, as if to say, “Surprise! It’s 

a duet! You’re going to be singing the girl part.”
That’s when the strangest thing happened: the 

blood drained from Sara’s face, and her eyes went 
glassy. I watched as her legs simply carried her 
offstage—no cognition, no intent. Her brain stem 
took over and removed her from the situation.

I was left alone with the music still playing. 
Well, not alone alone—the entire junior high was there. 
Plus parents. Everyone I had ever met, really. I could have 
run. I could have taken that moment to choose a different 
path in life.

Instead, I sang both parts.
No one in that entire auditorium has ever mentioned it 

to me since.
—Andy Ross

« . »

CAKE TAKEN
Ten days in Atlanta can feel like decades. We were sticky 
from the heat. My body found it difficult to rise before noon. 
We spent our days at Nena’s parents’ gated community pool. 
Late nights were dedicated to smoky Waffle Houses or gig-
gling as we watched Lionel Richie videos on laser disc.

One night, after a dinner paired with Peachtree Pale 
Ale, Kris suggested we drive over to the house where she 
grew up. Her parents had sold it years ago.

Nena drove. She stayed in the car while we walked up 

to the sliding screen door in the backyard. It was late. A 
man was asleep on the couch. The door was unlocked, so 
we slipped in. We were too gentle for it to be considered 
breaking and entering.

We walked past the person slumbering, and found the 
kitchen despite the darkness. We felt with our fingers. Kris 
latched on to a tall container and I, a bakery box.

We ran out of the house to the car, amidst whispered 
laughter. On our ride back to Nena’s, we turned on the 
dome light and examined our spoils: a canister of cheese 
puffs and a child’s birthday cake. No.

Yes. It was frosted with race cars and checkered f lags. 
Cursive font read, “Happy 5th Birthday Mark.” 

We saw no viable option to return the cake to its owner, 
and didn’t think it should go to waste. So we ate it in the 
car, our hands a sticky mess of frosting and chocolate 
crumbs. We had at least ten hours before the guilt set in, 
and we chose to spend it reveling in the saccharine slab.

—Jessica Berta

 « . »

IllustratIon by rosIe o’Gorman
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Put a silver coin on your tongue
with a penny underneath
and you can taste the electricity.

We said go slow but were urgent 
as elephants, charging down 
the power lines. Now the lights

won’t stay on and the trees
are down. Sleep until you’re done,
I’m awake, brushing hands along 

darkened walls, feeling for the switch. 
It must be here somewhere. We are
electric; this is not a metaphor.

Each of our cells a tiny battery, 
membrane the cardboard, ions 
the coins. Once, I tumbled down 

a f light of stairs, then fainted 
each time I tried to stand. 
Overcome by nerves in riot,

the body powers down, crumples 
rather than abide. Even swooning 
is a kind of fainting, overwhelmed 

by bliss, instead of pain. We cross 
our breaking capacity: too much 
current in the wires and a strip 

of metal melts in sublimation. 
But without the blown fuse or insulated
mica, the charge could stop a heart. 

Disturbance
roBiN Beth schaer
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Fifteen hundred people crowded 
Coney Island to watch Edison 
electrocute an elephant with sixty 

thousand volts. No one cared if the men 
she killed fed her lit cigarettes
or if the current was alternating: they came 

for spectacle, the twinned desire 
for frenzy and obedience, to watch 
a mammoth condemned for being wild.

Are you awake now? There is a storm 
coming. Count the distance with me. 
Thunder lay down in the heart. 

With steeples tipped in copper, 
earthing rods on roofs, we can leave 
the water, or crouch in a field,

but we still draw lightning between us. 
In the Southern Ocean, your great-grandfather 
watched balls of fire in the sails, 

the luminous energy that gathers on ships
after a squall. On the shores of Lake Superior,
lightning leaves fulgurite behind, sand 

fused into rods of glass, jagged shells 
holding the shape of being struck. 
The rock is amorphous, a word I want 

to believe means love without form. 
It may not take the shape we expect, 
but a stunning singularity instead, forked 

and branched underground, impossible 
to measure without breaking. But with rulers 
and shovels, we approach anyway; 

the sublime is a failure of the mind, 
said Kant, to understand what seems 
formless and boundless. Now, you hold 

my face in your hands, even as lamps 
f licker and dim. Maybe there is no switch.
Help me search. If we stand on wax, 

clutching wire and vials, the sparks 
as our lips near can be counted.
But without the mind, these motions 

are only ref lex. Galvani strung frogs, 
severed at the spinal cord, on wire 
across his rooftop and waited for lightning.

Their legs leaped and twitched, without 
longing or direction, obeying the storm. 
My love, I would thread your torn nerves 

together, become electrogenic, with anodes 
and cathodes for fingers to soothe 
this arrhythmia. Suspend me in silks 

and my face will glow. Current is the cure 
for both a stopped heart and one that beats 
too much. And if it must be shocked twice, 

the surgeons call it a reluctant heart. Love 
is haywire. Hold fast, between us, pass 
subtle particles that singe and seize. We are electric. 
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Your fiction often explores the architecture of unsuc-
cessful lives. By all accounts, you have a successful life. 
What gives?

I don’t agree with the idea of “unsuccessful 
lives.” In fact I can’t say with any confidence 

what that means. I’m interested in the truth. Not philo-
sophical or political or even social truth, but truth. The 
truth of felt life, of experience. How it feels on the skin. 
Life. How it is to be alive in a time and place and to be 
unavoidably subject to all the complications that exist from 
that fact. And of course I’m interested always, as any writer 
is, in all those things in life which challenge and brand us, 
if they do not kill us. Life, as we know, is full of all kinds 
of trouble. And therefore, so is fiction—necessarily and in 
fact by definition, by its very nature, since fiction is about 
life, and if the fiction is any good at all, it has life in it. I’d 

say, in fact, that if there is no trouble in a piece of writing, 
it is not, then, fiction, whatever it claims to be. I might 
also suggest that if life were not full of all kinds of trouble, 
fiction would not exist, since it most likely does belong to 
the province of result rather than cause. That is, it comes 
from our response as a species to “the thousand natural 
shocks that f lesh is heir to.” Would you really want to read 
a detailed account of my happy days getting up and having 
a drink of coffee and taking a shower and getting dressed 
and reading for a while and then writing, which takes us 
roughly to the noon hour? Would you really want to hear 
about all those happy Christmases and holidays and the 
baseball games, and loving passes, in detail? My characters 
are in trouble all right, but most of them are fairly success-
ful in finding a path through it to some kind of hope, some 
kind of perdurable sense of the worth of the struggle; and, 
now and then, they even find a kind of redemption.

An acknowledged master of the short story form, Richard Bausch has published 
work in such magazines as Esquire, Harper’s, the New Yorker and the Atlantic 
Monthly. A Georgia native, he is the author of eleven novels and eight story 
collections. Among his numerous accolades, Bausch has won two National 
Magazine Awards and a Guggenheim Fellowship. In the summer of 2011, I was 
fortunate enough to meet Bausch at the 2011 Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference. 
This interview took place via email in the months after the conference. 

courtNey maum

rIChArd 
bAusCh

An InterVIew wIth 
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rIChArd 
bAusCh

I purposely wanted this interview to fall in the gilded 
chasm of mid-December—a period of time sandwiched 
between two holidays—to highlight another theme in 
your work: the fragility of families. There is a section 
in Violence that I want to use as a springboard for this 
conversation:

He hadn’t been with his mother five minutes before 
the old irritations began to work in him: the sensa-
tion that his life must be lived in secret, that he was 
a stranger, that something in him might perish for 
lack of air, for the suffocating necessity to behave as if 
nothing were ever wrong.

This obsession with a euphemistic life—the tendency 
to act as if nothing is wrong—strikes me as particularly 
American. Would you agree?

I think it’s human. Those members of the 
Russian intelligentsia dancing while Napoleon 

was coming into Moscow were all acting as if nothing was 
wrong, and the city was burning down around them from 
fires set by their own generals. I see all human life as 
fragile, and I see family life as one of the matters of living 
that we have as a hedge against the dark, the thing that 
envelops the world by half every single day. The problem 
with Charles’s mother in that book is not a paradigm, 
though; it is not a statement from me about American 
society or anything like that. It is an aspect of her character, 
and goes some to explain how she could allow the kind of 
brutality Charles suffered at the hands of his father; it is 
why she doesn’t want to face it when he finally confronts 
her with it. She wants to pretend it never happened, and 
when it was happening she also wanted to pretend it wasn’t 
because she was in love with her husband, and was fright-
ened of being alone. But all of this is an element of that 
story, that novel, and if it has meaning beyond that, well, all 
right, people can take from it what they will. But it did not 
start there in the writing of the novel. It never does with 
me. I’m a storyteller. And my hope is to give forth a sense of 
the truth of experience, not in terms of the intellect, but in 
terms of the nerve-endings, the viscera. Again, what it feels 
like on the skin. Because I’m an artist, not a philosopher. 
On the front matter of my storybook Rare & Endangered 
Species, Stories and a Novella there is this author’s note:

There has been a tendency on the part of certain 
schools of so-called critical theory to make sociologi-
cal and political constructs out of fictional characters. I 
wish to say here that concerning the characters in these 
stories, any resemblance to such constructs is entirely co-
incidental and all resemblances to actual persons—that 
is, to recognizable, complicated human beings caught in 
their time and place—are exactly, wholly, and lovingly 
intended, even though I have imagined them all. 

  
I was very struck by something you said in an interview pub-
lished in The Modern Library Writer’s Workshop: A Guide to the 
Craft of Fiction: “It is an absurdity to put writing before the 
life you have to lead . . . no arduousness in the craft should 
ever occupy one second of the time you are supposed to be 
spending with your family.” Personally, writing out of sight 
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mountain mike woodhouse wasn’t the sort of 
person I should’ve forgotten, but I hadn’t thought of him 
in years ’til a chance conversation on a Paris street corner. 
This was in the mid-nineties, after I’d fallen in love with 
a French woman and left the United States, a time when 
it seemed my life was taking off: Walter was going to soar! 
Monsieur Garnier, the man I bumped into, was an associ-
ate of my girlfriend’s father. He lived in our neighborhood 
and frequented the same newspaper kiosk. 

Monsieur Garnier had taken a vacation in America. He 
and his wife f lew to San Francisco and then rented a car. 
They saw the redwoods, Death Valley, the Grand Canyon, 
the Hoover Dam, and the lights of Las Vegas. Then they 
boarded a jet in San Francisco and f lew back to Roissy 
Airport. I bumped into him near the Odéon less than a day 
after his return, while he paused on a curb and struggled to 
open his umbrella. His hair was mussed, his features still 
dappled and confused by jet lag. 

“How was it?” I asked. “What did you think of your trip?”
“One hundred and sixty-three,” he said.
“Excuse me?” I said.

“One hundred and sixty-three obese people, Walter. 
I don’t mean big and fat, you can find fat people here in 
France, though not very many. But these people in America 
were different. This is not my imagination. They are obese 
in a way that you never see over here. They are amazing 
in your country! Sylvie wished to visit the wonders of 
California; I had always dreamed of seeing the Grand 
Canyon, but once we arrived what struck us most were 
these extraordinarily large people! That first day it naturally 
came to us to count them. We saw six of the remarkable 
American dimensions. Please don’t think me rude, but 
with succeeding days we found ourselves keeping track. It 
became sort of a sport. Once we started we couldn’t stop. 
By the end we’d counted one hundred and sixty-three.” 

He’d stopped pushing at his umbrella while he spoke, 
and though rain fell and streaked his glasses, he didn’t 
resume his efforts until he was finished with his description, 
as if still under the spell of his experience. Then he grappled 
anew, and the umbrella suddenly exploded outward. We 
reeled momentarily, and then came back together under it. 
Our arms touched, and he asked, almost plaintively, “Why? 

just 
Desserts
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IllustratIon by dave kInsey
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