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Art

Leaf
Chris Olmsted

Cat
Chris Olmsted

Keyhole of Light
Shane Empie

Rising Sun
Steven Bykes

Once Was Fork
Mandie Danielski

Star Lady
Shane Empie

Library
Mandie Danielski

Shawshank
Steve Barnhart

Indian Woman
Chris Olmsted

City Lights
Shane Empie

Tree Listening
Shane Empie

Merger
Shane Empie

Courtyard
Shane Empie

Oriental Ice
Kimmoy Matthews

Kickin’ Ass
Burns Severson

Tower
Shane Empie

Dustbroom In the Light

Mandie Danielski

Self In Waiting
Mandie Danielski

Abandoned Kitchen

Mandie Danielski

Fiction

Souls In Serenity
Jill Sajdyk

Marginal Risk

Justin Henry

Snow’s Blanket
Nicholas Barczak



Poetry

Sgrf ' A Million Flakes...
Kristyn Blessing Andy Spina

Trai!s A Few Hours With Bill
Damien Thomas Mandie Danielski

Disease of Doubt
James Walker
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Rebecca Garlock

Stormy Depths The Irrationality of Writting
Lola Oyebola Denny Wagner

Searching For Green Fabricating Gramma
Jill Sajdyk Mandie Danielski

Encounter Limbo
Andrew Grohowski Sally Brunk

Rendered Absurd: The First Day Of Training
Mandie Danielski

The Origins of Green Air
Denny Wagner

Circles
Jill Sajdyk

Duet
Nicholas Barczak

A Case of the ‘What-Ifs’
Denny Wagner






Fabricating Gramma
Mandie Danielski

Maureen sits alone at a round table, holding her Virginia Slims cigarette between her
thick, curled middle and ring fingers, her gaze lost in the party guests arriving and greeting
each other.

Good thing for the backyard tent the McEneaney’s rented to celebrate my cousin’s high
school graduation. It’s 80 degrees on Long Island. It’s June. It's humid. It’s going to get even
hotter. For now, it’s calm.

For now, Maureen is calm.

I¢’s hard to miss her turquoise blouse scattered with pink, purple and yellow butterflies.
Except for the smoker’s cough and an extra 30 or so pounds, Maureen, 59, seems like a
healthy, happy grandmother leading a life with few troubles.

But I hear all the time how her life has been far from simple.

Maureen is my grandmother. My mother’s mother. And it is at this gathering of aged,
aging, and just-borns that I learn things from her, from others, from listening, and talking,
and yes, watching—I learn those things that make you wish you could return to the kiddy
table. Alas, I share with you the dirty laundry I call “Fabricating Gramma.”

After a suicide attempt in her mid-20s, Maureen was diagnosed as a borderline
schizophrenic. She has lived since without treatment, without observation, without drugs.

In her mind, she’s survived the struggles of the Depression and World War II. She’s
held jobs without finishing high school. She’s raised three daughters without the help of a
spouse—ever. (To this day I still don’t understand how the three managed.) She has a life
worth telling, certainly, but my grandmother likes to tell her own special version. If you
ask her to tell a story (more like when she volunteers some intimate details of herself to
you without your asking), every piece of her life and someone else’s must end in tragedy or
despair.

My gramma’s sisters, some present for this Saturday afternoon party in June, are in
earshot of her and religiously check Maureen’s stories as she gladly opens up her past. From
their pensive and wrinkled faces, they don’t seem to trust what’s coming.

Maureen was born in 1941. Her mother’s name was Margaret Hazel Cousins. Most
called her Hazel even though she hated the name. Hazel married young to Benjamin
Barlow, a blue-collar worker whom my grandmother says “gave Hazel every penny he had.
He worked hard, but he had very little schooling.”

Together Hazel and Ben had ten—yes, zen—children: Walter, Virginia, Dolores, twin
boys born stillborn, Benjamin, Janet, Ruthann, Maureen and Arlene. Never did the eight
live together at once. By the time the two youngest daughters moved with their parents to
a five-room apartment on Sutton Street in Greenpoint, Brooklyn, the two eldest daughters
were married and starting families. Walter worked odd jobs. Young Benjamin was always in
trouble and always in prison.

“He went to jail for stupid reasons—stealing a pie or breaking into an abandoned
factory,” says Maureen. “He was a kid, but when you were poor you went to jail for nothing.”
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She points her finger emphatically, a habit she has when discussing anything political or social.

Atage 23, Janet was in a tragic automobile accident that left her in a coma for six months. Doctors
told Hazel it was best to send Janet to a convalescent home. She lost her motor skills and would suffer
from brain damage the rest of her life. But Hazel refused to heed the doctors’ recommendation. For
years Ruthann, Maureen and Arlene helped care for their disabled and bewildered sister.

Maureen remembers the nights Janet screamed aloud from her bed, “Fucking 40-97"” Eventually
the sisters realized that the number was young Benjamin’s jail number.

Why did Janet scream the number?

Benjamin was driving the car. Janet blamed him for the accident.

“She was sorry,” says Maureen of her mother’s decision to bring Janet home. “It was too much
caring for a cripple.” (Today Janet lives in a nursing home in Coney Island, Brooklyn, still confined
to a wheel chair. Maureen and the other sisters see her less and less every year.)
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