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A Note from the Editors 
 
After a brief hiatus, The Harlequin returns with an issue full of new writing in 
both poetry and prose, as well as an engrossing interview with the British poet, 
writer, and broadcaster, Paul Farley. We’d like to thank all the writers and 
photographers who have shared their work in this issue, and offer special 
congratulations to Fanny Howe, whose collection Second Childhood has recently 
been selected as a finalist for the National Book Award in the United States.  

As with all of our issues, we’re immensely proud to feature some of the best 
writing around, and are grateful to be able to read the varied and accomplished 
work of all those who have submitted to us over the past few months. We’d like 
to thank everyone for their patience over this especially busy period. 

With eleven contributors, this is our fullest issue to date. We hope you enjoy it. 

The Editors 

  

If you would like to be kept up to date on future issues of The Harlequin, please 
consider following us on Facebook or Twitter, or subscribing to our mailing list. 

 

http://www.theharlequin.org/contact/
https://www.facebook.com/TheHarlequinMag
https://twitter.com/TheHarlequinMag
http://www.theharlequin.org/subscriptions
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Fanny Howe 
Craigie Street 

 
 
My mother placed me under the slide. 

Like the dust of Odessa, the parched ground. 
This was good. 
To learn to identify with the lost and abandoned 
To cry with a mother close by. 

* 

A shadow turns east as the sun moves west. 
The west is always to the left of north 

According to words. 
But first look at the sidewalk 

And see where each shadow ends 
Between ten and two it’s not so sharp. 

But if you lower and lift your eyes up for many years 
You won’t remember the words or care. 

Place-names will be put back in the pencil drawer. 

* 

That – that day was a fund of undoing. 
A flying delivery of evil 
Like a bee no longer in air. 
The forbidden path where the man strode with covered hands 
Has been builded over. You think I don’t know what I’m talking about 
But I was there. It was during the War. 
He strode down Craigie Street every evening and lured 
A little wet-panted Betsy into his flat. She was he said her friend. 
Greening or graying depends on the amount of love given to the plant.  
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Patrick Ryan Frank 
Anti-depressant Commercial 
 
Clear sky except a cloud much like a face 
of a pretty girl who pretended to be sad 
so long that now she’s sad. Sad cloud, the sun 

runs its fingers through everybody’s curls 
but pulls back when it gets to yours. Your rain 
is falling nowhere else. No one likes 

wet hair or umbrellas; no one likes 
you. A meteorologist once lay flat 
beneath you, open-mouthed, and that was sweet 

but brief, and that was all, and that was that. 
So what? Now what? The wind’s died down and you 
go nowhere, just stay awkwardly in your dark 

part of the garden. Men with cameras talk 
about you, saying it isn’t all that hard, 
just count to five, then turn, pretend to smile. 

 
. 
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Patrick Ryan Frank 
Car Commercial 
 
Blue air, black road, red dirt, white car: white coupe 
on its straight shot through a cloudless desert, fast 
and bright and beautifully framed, metonymy 
of a lovely life – spotless, stopless, smooth 
unlyricked music and the quickest route 
out of monotony and toward the curves 
of Montana, its mountains grand as majesty 
and breasts unconquered, or toward Manhattan, sleek, 
still buildings serious, direct, reflected in 
the windows, black so anybody could 
be driving, even you, probably you 
saying goodbye, dull bungalow, goodbye, 
hello A/C, combustion brogue, the road 
implausibly empty, flat, implausible sky. 
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Patrick Ryan Frank 
Commercial for Car Insurance 
 
A man in the driver’s seat with a sweet half-smile 
that lets you know that every day there’s less 

reason not to lift his hands from the wheel 
and let the tires take him where they’ll go. 

How far could he get before some broke-down truck 
or just a curve ahead, out of luck 

and into a thicket of homemade roadside crosses? 
Someone who sees how easy it is to let 

it all go wrong, even when he knows 
he still has a little time to turn it right, 

and maybe he would if he weren’t so curious 
to see what happens, if it’s true when they say 

everything is going to be okay. 
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Tarn W. Painter-MacArthur 
The Fox 
 
ribbons through the tree-line – 
a stroke of red as she darts 
from shadow into moonlight– 
stalking, maybe, a squirrel 
or rabbit skirting fresh snow. 
Whatever the prey it’s never 
the fox they see – all narrow 
eyes and teeth in wake – filling 
the wood like a light loosened 
through the trees’ high crooks. 
Midnight and again footfall breaks 
silent as a dream along the yard – 
only the same brief flash of red 
receding. You can watch all night, 
try to remember the one time 
you saw her, poised over tatters 
of a life you couldn’t recognize. 
The way tonight I rise from bed 
and, tracing her tracks like my own 
lost steps, find I’m walking up 
the drive to my childhood home, 
past the bare thicket where I gathered 
berries for my father to jar – 
telling me stories of how animals, 
years later, will return half-starved 
to the same shadow of the same tree, 
called to what they left in one 
of a lifelong chain of places. 
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Ladette Randolph 

Boy in the Cornfield, 1969 
 

 
Ivory Williams woke that night to the slam of a car door. Outside the house, she heard 
men talking, their voices raised but not loud enough for her to hear what they were 
saying. Cars and trucks lined the long driveway to the farm house, among them three 
State Patrol cars, lights flashing, filling her bedroom with a throbbing blue light. 
It was late summer, and she went downstairs in her pajamas, knowing, but not caring, that 
she was too old to be seen without a robe. When her father saw her standing at the 
kitchen door, he shouted, “Get back to bed!” His voice was gruff and impatient, and 
edged with some other emotion she didn’t recognize. She thought later it must have been 
fear. 

Her mother met her on the upstairs landing. “Your father didn’t mean to be harsh 
with you. There’s a boy that escaped from a van. They were taking him to the 
correctional school in Kearney. He got away and ran into the cornfield here by the 
house.” As she spoke, her mother pulled her robe tighter. “Just stay in your room. 
Everything will be all right.” 

The look on her face mother’s face suggested she didn’t really believe what she 
was saying, and Ivory watched as her mother went downstairs and locked both the front 
and the back doors, something Ivory had never seen either of her parents do, even when 
leaving on an overnight trip. This, more than anything else that night, made her afraid. 
She didn’t go back to bed. Instead, she watched from her upstairs bedroom window as 
men with flashlights spread out across her father’s cornfield, and though she couldn’t see 
them for the tall stalks of corn, she watched the play of their flashlights as they moved in 
a line down the dark rows. She didn’t know why she turned to look out the window on 
the other side of her room, but when she did, she saw in the milo field below, not 500 feet 
from where all those men were searching for him, the boy crouching there. His hair was 
blonde, the color of corn tassels, Ivory thought; his clothes were too dark for her to make 
out. She couldn’t see his face, but she thought she could feel the beating of his heart, the 
panting of his breath. He was like the cornered animals she’d seen: pheasants in ditches, 
rabbits in the underbrush, deer in the woods, frightened and confused by the presence of 
people. 

At the exact moment Ivory was thinking about him in this way, the boy sprang to 
his feet and leapt from one row of milo to another with the same suddenness of those 
frightened animals. His movement so startled her that by the time Ivory caught sight of 
him again, the boy was through the milo field and across a gravel road into the neighbor’s 
cornfield. 

She watched him run until she finally lost him in the darkness. All the while, she 
realized, she’d been holding her breath. She was shaking and her heart was pounding, as 
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if it were her being hunted. She never once considered calling out the open window to her 
father and the other men searching. Instead, she urged the boy on his way. She hoped 
desperately he wouldn’t be caught, as though he were a boy she loved. She imagined then 
she did love him. She imagined he’d caught a glimpse of her there in the window and 
he’d fallen in love with her, too, so that he was running for both of them. Running across 
the dark plains toward freedom. 

The previous year, the milo field where she’d spotted the boy had been planted in 
corn, and that fall, after the corn had been harvested and the cold had set in, Ivory had 
mentioned to her mother that the corn stalks left in the field looked like broken bones. 
Her mother had surprised her by agreeing and had gone on to tell Ivory about a dream 
she’d had years before about that same field, their long driveway to the highway. 
“In the dream, I remember, I was wearing an apron, working in the kitchen,” her mother 
told her, “I looked out the kitchen window and saw a man walking down the driveway 
toward the house. At first, I didn’t recognize him, but when I did, I took off my apron and 
ran down the driveway to meet him. We hugged, so happy to see each other again after 
all those years. He’d come looking for me.” Despite being curious, Ivory didn’t interrupt 
to ask who the man was, surprised that her matter-of-fact mother would talk about a 
dream of hers in this way. 

“Before I knew it,” her mother had gone on. “I was walking away from the house 
arm in arm with him, forgetting everything and everyone, but just as we reached the 
highway, I stopped and said to him, ‘I can’t do this. I’m married now. I have a baby.'” 
Her mother told Ivory she’d woken up then, and later she’d guessed it was her way of 
saying goodbye. 

“Who was the man in your dream?” Ivory asked. 
“He was a boy I was going to marry. A long time ago.” 
“Why didn’t you marry him?” 
Her mother was quiet for awhile. “Because he never came home from the war.” 

Lately, Ivory had been feeling like her father, who was often curt and distant, wasn’t her 
real father, and her mother’s story seemed to solve a riddle for her. “Was he my real 
father?” she asked. 

“Of course not,” her mother said, upset with her. “Why would you ask such a 
thing? Your father is your father.” 
Outside now, the moon was only a sliver against the dark sky. The stars were like 
pinholes of light against the darkness. They reminded Ivory of the backdrop they’d made 
for the Christmas program at church. She thought about the boy, knowing that he would 
be skirting the edges of their little town, that he would soon find himself in the swales and 
valleys on the other side, that he would soon be in the country where her Grandpa and 
Grandma Blevins lived, that he would run until he reached the county line and from there, 
Ivory couldn’t guess where he might go. He would run from field to field, she thought. 

He would finally collapse in one of them in the soft earth between rows of corn, 
knowing he would be safe from discovery there, and he would sleep. 
He could go a long way without being seen this time of year. As she thought about his 
path, she urged him on through those fields and pastures, through woods and riverways. 
She urged him on through the whole western country and on to the coast of California. 
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She didn’t stop there but saw him onto a ship, where he could stowaway, where he would 
be discovered but much too late to be returned.  

Early the next morning, she dressed and went outside. She searched the milo field 
where she’d seen the boy the night before, and she found his footprints in the damp, dark 
soil. From there, it was easy to track his progress by the damage he’d done to the milo 
plants. When she reached the gravel road on the other side of the field, she lost his 
footprints. Broken cornstalks in the field across the road indicated where he’d entered. 
She followed his path as though he were just ahead of her. She ran and didn’t feel tired. 
She ran and felt no confusion about where the boy had gone. She ran and ran and as she 
did, the fields that had been full of grain at the start of her journey began to ripen. The 
stalks in the field grew dry. The hot summer air grew cooler and still she ran. 
By the time she reached the fields on the other side of Sweetwater, she was running 
through fields ready for harvest, and then through fields already harvested, their broken 
stalks sending up grain dust as she ran through them, the boy’s footsteps easy to see 
before her now. 

She encountered only one person in her travels, a farmer on a gravel road, who 
asked her where she was going so fast. “I’m just running,” she told him, not wanting to 
give away the boy. “You must be Chester William’s granddaughter,” he said, and she 
told him she was. “You’re a long way from home. You need a ride back?” She shook her 
head no. “Aren’t you cold?” he asked, and only then did she notice the snow. “I’m fine,” 
she said. She didn’t feel the cold at all. The man tipped his hat to her, and she went on her 
way, following the boy’s footprints through the snow. 

Her tennis shoes were wet, and her shorts were torn where she’d caught them on 
a barbwire fence she’d climbed over, but she felt neither cold nor tired as she followed 
the boy’s footprints to the driveway of a house. She saw the boy’s steps in the deep snow 
that had drifted across the drive. The sycamore trees lining the drive were bare, their 
white trunks like exposed skin beneath the tatters of their gray bark. She trudged through 
the deep snow by placing her feet in the steps the boy had made. Her hair blew in the cold 
wind. 

It had been daylight when she’d first come upon the driveway, but now as she 
reached the house, it was dark. The porch was lit and inside a picture window she saw a 
family gathered to celebrate Christmas. Though the window was closed, she heard them 
laughing. A dark haired girl played the piano while two other girls, one much older than 
the other, danced together. A man with a mustache sat on a red velvet sofa beside a fair-
haired woman holding a baby. In one corner of the room, a round red-cedar tree was lit 
with candles and decorated with colored paper chains and strings of popcorn. Beside the 
tree sat a very old man in a rocking chair. No one else in the room noticed Ivory, but the 
old man looked up and nodded as he saw her through the window. 

He must have said something to the others, because the dark haired girl who had 
been playing the piano, swiveled around on the piano stool and looked out the window. 
They all turned then to look at Ivory standing on the porch. They smiled as if they’d been 
waiting for her and beckoned her to come inside. The girl playing the piano jumped up 
and ran to open the door, pulling Ivory inside and yelling into the wind. “Come inside. 
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It’s a blizzard out here,” and Ivory saw how the snow was falling hard and the wind was 
howling around her. 

The girl brought Ivory inside and the family greeted her without surprise. “Get 
her some warm clothes,” the woman said, and Ivory’s new friend took her hand and led 
her up a steep unheated stairway to a second floor bedroom. The dark haired girl laughed 
and chattered. She talked about nothing really as she searched through the drawers of a 
bureau. It was only as the girl handed Ivory dry clothes, that she felt for the first time her 
own cold, wet things. 

“Why is your room so black?” Ivory asked. The black wallpaper was covered 
with large flowers in deep reds and dark pinks. The furniture had all been painted black, 
as had the wood trim and the floorboards. 

The dark haired girl stopped talking. She looked at Ivory, her blue eyes suddenly 
very sober before she smiled and shrugged. “I like it that way.” 

After Ivory was dressed, as she followed the dark-haired girl downstairs, she 
recognized the girl as her own mother. They arrived back to the fireplace, back to the 
candlelit tree, back to the table where an extra place had already been set for her. 
Everyone welcomed her, except the old man, whom she recognized now from pictures 
she’d seen of her Great Grandfather Nathaniel Blevins. Only he looked at her with 
suspicion, as if he knew she wasn’t meant to be there. 

When the older woman asked Ivory what had brought her out on a night like this, 
they all listened closely as she told them about the boy. She told them how he was on the 
run, how he was in danger of being caught, how she hoped he could avoid capture, but 
that she hoped she would find him first. She told them how she’d followed him to their 
house. 

Everyone except the old man nodded around the table when she’d finished her 
story. “You’ll find that boy upstairs,” the woman said. She gestured and the dark-haired 
girl took her hand and led her back up to the black bedroom. “If I’d known what you 
were looking for,” she said as she opened a small door in the low wall beside the bed, 
“I’d have shown you here first thing.” The girl held the door open for Ivory who paused 
before ducking her head to enter. 

Once inside, Ivory stood up in an enormous room filled with hanging clothes. 
The racks of clothes went on and on. When she turned to thank the girl for her help, she 
and the door were both gone. She wandered between the racks of clothes looking for 
evidence of the boy, just as she’d looked for evidence of him in the rows of grain. She 
expected to be stopped by a wall, but instead one room became another, so that even if 
she’d wanted to get back to the black bedroom again, she couldn’t have found her way. 
She’d almost given up hope of finding the boy again. She seemed to have lost his trail 
when she finally found his footprints on the dusty floor. In the quiet, she heard him 
breathing. She felt his beating heart. His path had led him here, and he’d stopped running. 
She guessed he was asleep somewhere in the room among the racks of clothes, that he 
finally felt safe after his long run.  
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Angela Voras-Hills 
Home (iv) 
 
On the other side of the field, the old house 
was still asleep. We both remembered 
seeing it on the news as kids, recognized it 
the day we moved in. When the father disappeared, 
nobody was around to answer questions. 
For a year, we watched what grew 
between the houses. Among all the mothers 
in the field, only the coyote had eaten her young. 
When the chamomile finally bloomed, we wore 
tall boots and trampled her rotten den. 
Through the shattered kitchen window we saw 
blood, black beneath the table where 
no light could touch it. We crawled in 
to be closer. Touching the blood made us 
invisible to the birds, and the sun 
could not reach us. Pots and pans were still 
on the stove, the toaster beside a sink 
full of black dishes. We held hands 
and curled into the corner of a dark room. 
We waited for some small light to find us. 
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Angela Voras-Hills 
Growing Season 
 
On the bike path, a bunny’s body and blood 
where the head should be. Something  

has torn off its foot, something has eaten 
it’s heart, its entrails preserved in snow.  

The plow growls past me. This morning 
I left eggs behind the couch to incubate. I spent 

last night walking until all the blood left my feet 
and my thighs throbbed. The snow  

refuses to melt. I refuse to wear 
a sweater set or heels. Instead of TV news, 

I watch the sky. When it darkens, 
my ribs swell, and I know it is not time  

to plant. I wait for the beginning 
or the end – depending on the day. Soon,  

there will be enough water for all of us 
to build a boat: the sun falls into the streets,  

blinding the drivers heading north, warming 
the snow from inside. 
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Will Burns 
Wreckless 

 
 
Sure as the strange moment when 
one by one the birds begin to sing 
and drown out the noises of the road, 
you’ll have your hand on the cold 
lock mechanism each morning. 

The days fold in according to design. 
Little plastic cups of hot sweet coffee, 
portions repeated in small time, 
the grinding of metal rods into swarf 
and oil, the motion of your tools 

in use creating other tools. 
Unlid the centrifuge again. Roll the sump 
backwards up the hill towards the bins. 
It is January and morning 
and the daylight itself feels a trick. 
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Will Burns 
Hunting 

 
 
Recall the names he had 
for that umbral speck seen 
each morning on the canal. 
Close to the mess left behind 
when they blew the railway 
bridge to rough stepping stones. 

See the dark shape slip easily under, 
it’s just clear enough to watch 
two legs propel a tiny bird’s body 
through the water and catch 
yourself following up the towpath 
until you reach the tennis club. 

Call it a little grebe or dabchick, 
pull the word out of its time – 
logged there like the typhoon 
with the same given name as that one 
too-beautiful woman, a name 
he remembered for the spelling. 

And think of those green lizards 
haring into holes to escape him and 
you feeling like the air was moving 
around your perfectly still head, 
on the perch at the top of the hill 
before you squeezed off your shot. 

I could find that grassland, 
the rough blades still grazed back, 
but the butterflies would all be gone. 
The summer was just too cold 
and the sky is empty now save 
for the contrails of the training jets. 
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Alice Willington 
The place of silence 

 
We grew too big for the kitchen, until there was no room for the argument. I grilled a 
cake and incensed the surface. Steam escaped from the pans of boiling potatoes. The 
windows were kept open with clothespegs. My aunt swore loudly. The cookbooks opened 
shiny sticky and the crumbs lay round the edges of the chopping boards. I stole two twix 
bars at a time and biscuits from the tin with rattling seeds in the lid. My mother closed the 
hatch into the dining room and switched on the radio. I crept in when everyone was out 
and switched it off. I fried mushrooms and eggs. When we were grown the little green 
beer bottles lay round the bin. They fell clanging when my father took out the sack. 
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Alice Willington 
Whetstone 
 
Your kitchen’s a magician’s hat 
of a hundred and one courses, 
tricks that appear and disappear 
from the hatch, as if there is nothing 
in the space beyond except you, 
your whetstone and your flaming pan. 

Delicacies flutter over my tongue 
like doves – anchovies, blinis, 
melon, cured ham – and yet 
I become hungry for the great 
silk squares of soup and lamb, 
tied together with knots of wine. 

I ache for your prize, your firework, 
the white angora rabbit, 
the chocolate mousse, 
lifted out to dazzle and delight. 
You proffer the dessert fork to my mouth, 
your last trick to open my lips. 
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Ladette Randolph 
Dollie, 1963 

 
 
She was enormously fat. Each morning, she sat in a lounge chair in front of the TV 
watching Captain Kangaroo. On the tray in front of her, breakfast: two candy bars, a 
package of Twinkies, and a bottle of 7-Up. 

Each morning she was late for school. Kit and I sat on the couch and waited for 
her, watching as she ate. She took her time. We sensed she dawdled more if she thought 
we were anxious, so we resisted the impulse to glance at the Pabst Blue Ribbon clock on 
the wall. Her father drove the PBR delivery truck. He was fat too. 

Her mother was skinny and pale. She pushed her hair behind her ears in a swift 
nervous gesture. I wanted to pin her hair back for her. I wanted her to cut her hair short 
like our mother’s. She spoke softly, so softly we couldn’t always hear her. She 
apologized for Dollie sometimes, “I’m sorry we’ll be late for school again,” she said with 
a wince as Dollie cut her off with a snort. Almost bowing, she left the room to get 
something more for Dollie. 

“We’ll leave soon,” she said. “As soon as Baby,” she always called Dollie Baby, 
“finishes her breakfast. I don’t want to hurry her.” 

When she said this, we saw a little smile cross Dollie’s face. Later, we scrambled 
into the backseat of their Rambler while Dollie got into the passenger side in the front. 

 The car visibly listed to the right. Each time this happened we glanced at one 
another. Alarmed. Not sure the car would tolerate this insult day after day. 
Dollie’s mother drove the car slowly the five blocks toward school. We could have 
walked there and back three times while we had waited, but our mother wouldn’t let us 
cross the highway alone. 

That morning, Dollie’s mother stopped at the stop sign on the highway and looked 
twice in both directions. We all looked with her, so we were all as surprised as she was 
when she pulled out and Dollie’s side of the car was hit by a motorcycle. 

“Out of the blue,” I heard Dollie’s mother say later, and for the first time I 
understood what that meant. He wasn’t there and then he was. Almost as though he had 
come from out of the clouds. Now, though, the man was sliding one way down the 
highway and his motorcycle was sliding the other way. There was the sound of clattering 
and scraping metal, and even worse than that, the sound of the man’s screams before he 
came to a stop. 

Then we realized Dollie was screaming too. Her door had buckled from the impact. 
Her arm was bleeding. When her mother saw the blood, she flew into a tizzy. She threw 
up her hands and started moaning, “Baby, Baby.” 
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I could see from the backseat Dollie’s arm was cut, but I didn’t think it was 
serious. The motocycle rider, though, was lying motionless in the middle of the highway. 
“Mrs. Slocum,” I said.  

“Shouldn’t we go look at the man?” 
She looked at me, her face red. “Shut up,” she said. “Stay right where you are. Let 

me think.” 
I settled back against the seat, still watching out the window, hoping the man 

would stand up. When he didn’t, I was worried about another car hitting him. I was very 
worried. We were trained to obey adults. When I opened the back door of the car, my 
brother looked at me quickly. His eyes asked what I was doing. I nodded toward the man 
and he nodded back to me. 

Dollie’s mother was still fussing but she wasn’t accomplishing anything, and 
Dollie was still screaming. Her mother had gotten out of the car and was tugging on the 
crushed car door trying to get to Dollie. 

I looked back once and ran down the highway toward the motorcycle, pretending 
as I ran not to hear Mrs. Slocum calling, “Didn’t I tell you . . .?” 

The man was wearing a black leather suit. He was wearing black boots. One of the 
boots had come off. I looked around for it, but I didn’t see it anywhere. He was lying face 
down and he didn’t make a sound as I knelt beside him. I didn’t know what to do. I saw I 
was kneeling in blood. I touched my knee where the blood had soaked through my dress. 
It was sticky and warm on my fingers. It smelled strong like hot metal and meat. I 
thought I might throw up. 

If we hadn’t been late for school, there would have other people driving by. The 
man who owned the gas station on the highway, Mr. Henks, closed the gas station twice 
each day to drive the school bus. I hoped he would come soon from dropping off the 
other kids. I looked both directions down the highway. There were still no cars coming. 
The wind blew. It was warm. I stood up. The wind blew my dress, and I felt cold. 
From the car, I could still hear Dollie screaming. Her mother had finally opened the car 
door. She didn’t care any more that I’d run off. She was only worried about getting Dollie 
out of the car. She was trying to make her to walk. “I need to make certain . . .,” I heard 
her say. “Are you all right?” Dollie didn’t answer. She kept screaming. 

Finally, my brother came to stand beside me. He looked at the motorcycle where it 
was crumpled in the ditch, and we glanced at one another. “You think he’s dead?” he 
said. 

I nodded my head.  
He nodded back. We stood and watched over the body, waiting for someone to 

come. 
When Mr. Henks drove by in the schoolbus, we heard the squeak of the brakes, and 

the sigh of the bus doors opening. He was already on the radio calling for help from the 
volunteer fireman as he opened the doors. He ran down the steps of the bus. He pushed us 
out of the way and knelt down on the highway. He squeezed the man’s legs and arms. He 
didn’t say anything to us as he ran back to the bus and back again to the man. He was 
carrying an inflatable brace that he put around the back of the man’s neck. 
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When he turned the man over, we stepped back, my brother and me. The man’s face was 
gone. He had the face of a monster. 

Mr. Henks felt the man’s chest. He picked up his wrist and held it while he looked 
at his watch. In the distance we heard sirens. The volunteer firemen converged all at once. 
They were serious as they jumped from their cars and trucks. We watched them shake 
their heads and mutter together. We weren’t sure what it meant. 

Dollie’s mother had come running toward them. “Dollie needs help. She’s been 
hurt.” 

Someone went with her to help Dollie. 
“You kids see what happened?” one of the men asked us. 
We nodded. I said, “He hit us. We didn’t see him. 
“He must have been driving awfully fast,” Mr. Henks said.  
Two of the men walked a line from impact to landing. They looked for skid marks. 

We listened to them talk about how there were no skid marks. 
“Poor sonuvabitch. Never knew what hit him.” 
“Didn’t even brake.” 
They shook their heads again and again. 
Dollie was yelling. She was slapping the man who was trying to bandage her arm. 
“Dollie. Settle down now,” he said. “Mrs. Slocum, couldn’t you . . .?” 
“Baby, it’ll be okay. It’ll stop hurting soon. Just relax.” 
“You relax yourself,” Dollie said and slapped at her mother. 
Her mother didn’t look surprised. She looked like she deserved to be hit. 
The volunteer firemen had covered the man from the motorcycle with blankets. 

They’d put a needle in his arm with a tube attached. They were holding up the end of it. 
“Nothing to do but wait,” one of them said. 
“That’s the worst of it.” 
They perked up when they heard the sirens. We heard the ambulance before we 

saw it. 
The men had set up flares to warn traffic. In both directions now cars were waiting. 

Men had gotten out of the cars and had come to talk to the volunteers.  
The volunteer firemen said to them, “Everything’s under control. Just get back in your 
car, please.” 

No one had noticed us. We’d gone to sit in the ditch.  
Mrs. Slocum was arguing. “I need to get Dollie home.” 

“You can’t move your car.” 
“But you don’t understand . . .” 
Mrs. Slocum argued and Dollie cried. Finally, one of the men loaded them into his 

car and drove them home. Neither Mrs. Slocum nor Dollie looked for us. They’d 
forgotten we existed. 

Before the ambulance left, a state patrol car pulled up, its lights still going even 
after the patrolman got out. He walked around with one of the volunteers. He nodded as 
the volunteer told him everything they knew. We heard the patrolman say, “Where’s the 
driver of the car?” 

“She’s gone home. Her daughter was injured.” 
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“Badly?” 
“No. A superficial cut on the upper arm.” 
“You shouldn’t have let them leave the scene.” 
“We know, but she insisted. They live just down the way.” 
The patrolman noticed us then. “Who are these children?” 
The volunteer fireman noticed us then, too. “Those are the Snow kids.” 
“They in the car?” 
“Must have been.” 
“Why . . .?” The patrol man looked toward the Slocum house before he walked 

toward us. We stood up. He was loaded down with belts and buckles, badges, radios and 
other gizmos. We saw his gun in his holster. We’d never seen a patrolman this close 
before. He walked with his feet splayed out. He held his arms curved out at the elbows. 
He said something into a radio we couldn’t understand. A burping voice from the radio 
answered back. He looked at us while he talked, but he didn’t say anything to us. 

My brother quietly took my hand. I think we were afraid of the same thing, that the 
patrolman will take us away and we wouldn’t see our family again. 

“Why don’t you go wait in my car?” he said, and we looked quickly at one another. 
When he wasn’t looking, we ran. We ran as fast as rabbits. We ran behind houses, down 
alleys, down the gravel streets of our town, and away from the highway. We ran all the 
way to the diner where our mother was working.  

“Why aren’t you . . .?” she said when she saw us come in the door.  
We were panting so hard from our run we couldn’t answer. She looked behind us 

to see if someone was coming after us. “What’s going on?” 
We didn’t know where to start the story. We stared at her. She was busy serving 

breakfast. “Where’s Mrs. Slocum?” 
One of the customers at the counter perked up when she said that. “She was in an 

accident this morning. On the highway. . .” 
“An accident?” Mom said. She set down the plates she was holding. “Were you 

hurt?” 
We shook our heads. 
“That man she hit won’t live to see morning,” the man at the counter said. “She hit 

him good.” 
I shook my head. “She didn’t hit him. He hit her.” 
“That ain’t how I heard it,” the man said. 
“Were you in the car?” Mom asked. We nodded. “Well then,” she said. “I better 

call the school.” 
Later, she would make arrangements for Mr. Henks to start driving us to school on 

the bus each morning even though the bus didn’t usually stop for kids in town. We didn’t 
have to wait for Dollie anymore. Before that, though, we’d had to tell people how the 
accident wasn’t Mrs. Slocum’s fault. “He came out of the blue,” she told them, and we 
said, “yes, he did.” 

The man died that night of the accident. His crushed motorcycle was carried away 
on the back of a truck. Dollie wore a bandage to school for a long time. She complained 
about how she was hurt in the accident. She told everyone she was hurt bad. She 
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complained that kids kept bumping her arm on purpose on the playground. 
People asked Mrs. Slocum why she had left without us. “I forgot all about them,” she 
said. “I plumb forgot. They aren’t my kids. I was worried about Dollie.” 
My mother shook her head every time she repeated that story. “Can you imagine?” she 
said, like she was talking about a rare thing. “Would I do that? Go off and leave children I 
was watching?” 

Mrs. Slocum tried to tell us she was sorry, but our mother rushed us away. We 
didn’t blame Mrs. Slocum. We knew the man had come out of the blue. We knew it had 
been a shock. 

We couldn’t forget that man’s face, though. We never talked about it, but I knew 
my brother couldn’t forget it either. After that, every morning when we went by the 
Slocum’s house, we both looked at it for a long time from the windows of the school bus. 
Inside, we knew Dollie would be watching television and slowly eating her strange 
breakfast. She’d be late for school, we knew. We were glad to be on time.  
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David Kirby 
Gandhi 

 
 
                          You cry easily, sure, but nothing prepares you 
for the place where Gandhi died, the bungalow, 
                                       now a museum, where you visit his prayer room 
and bedroom and look at the case that holds 
                          his glasses and walking stick before 
              taking the sidewalk where raised footsteps lead you to the garden 

                          where his assassin waited. “I know the path,” 
said Gandhi. “It is straight and narrow. It is like 
                                       the edge of the sword. I rejoice to walk on it.” 
And if you’re the only one on that path, that’s okay: 
                          his friend the poet Tagore says,  
               “If there is none to heed your call, walk alone, walk alone.” 

              I love Gandhi. Who doesn’t? Well, not Hitler: 
in a letter to him, Gandhi assures the German 
                          leader that he doesn’t think him “the monster 
described by your opponents,” even 
                          though he’s responsible for “the humiliation  
              of Czechoslovakia, the rape of Poland, 

              and the swallowing of Denmark.” Hitler 
was probably happy to be reminded that he 
                          had committed those atrocities the way any bully 
likes being told that he is brutal, strong, scary, 
                          ruthless. At any rate, 
              Hitler never replied, so let’s say, if he was not 

              antagonistic toward Gandhi, he was, at best, indifferent.  
For that matter, Gandhi was pretty 
                          indifferent to himself: he liked 
to quote the 16th-century poet Tulsidas, 
                          who said that religion is rooted  
              in mercy, whereas egotism is embedded in the love 
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Greg Wrenn 
Visitation 

 
                         I wake wanting – it was all 
humming, green air, he floated  

                                                 through the battered walls and rode me 
                         till he had full access to my brain: 

                                                 then I could smell the wet pavement 

                                   of his city, hear its starlings 

                                                              and bats feeding above the dry aqueduct; 
                 and he could read my tally of failures,  

                                   taste the hard water of my birthplace, 
                         its muscadine wine. 

                                                 He came here to study love. 

How to be with a creature who’s forgotten 
                                   what it’s like to be bodiless 

                                                 and undistracted.  

                         Before he left, peering into me, 
                                                 he cocked his head like a parrot  

                                                              listening affectionately to the drunken rant  

                 of his master. And I felt like a horse 
                                                 I saw once on a mesa.  

                                   Her master had hobbled  
her front legs. She threw herself  

                         forward to feed, she could not run.  
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Paul Farley 
An interview with Paul Farley 

 
Paul Farley was born in Liverpool in 1965 and studied at the Chelsea School 
of Art. He has published four poetry books with Picador: The Boy from the 

Chemist is Here to See You (which was awarded the Somerset Maugham 
Award and a Forward Prize in 1998); The Ice Age (winner of the 2002 
Whitbread Poetry Prize, and a Poetry Book Society Choice); Tramp in Flames 
(which was short-listed for the International Griffin Poetry Prize in 2007 and 
the T.S. Eliot Prize); and The Dark Film.  
 
His poems for radio are collected in Field Recordings: BBC Poems 1998-2008 
(Donut Press, 2009) and a Selected Poems, The Atlantic Tunnel, was published 
in the US by Farrar, Straus & Giroux in 2010. His book, Edgelands, a non-
fiction journey into England's overlooked wilderness (co-authored with 
Michael Symmons Roberts) was published by Jonathan Cape in 2011. His 
most recent book, The Dark Film (Picador, 2012) was a Poetry Book Society 
Choice and was shortlisted for the T.S Eliot Prize for Poetry 2012. In 2012 he 
was invited to become a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature. 

Paul has written and presented many programmes for the BBC's Classic 

Serial, Book of the Week, From Fact to Fiction, Between the Ears, Sunday 

Feature and The Afternoon Drama, as well as numerous standalone arts 
features and series. He is a frequent guest on magazine arts programmes such 
as Saturday Review, The Verb and Front Row. He currently presents The Echo 

Chamber on BBC Radio 4, a series on contemporary poetry. 

Harlequin: Jeremy Paxman recently wrote an article suggesting that 
poetry should “aim to engage with ordinary people much more”. What do 
you make of the comment as a poet whose verses are full of life’s 
everyday trappings? Does the attempt to “engage” feature at all in your 
creative process? Perhaps we’ll leave aside the implication that poets are 
not “ordinary people” themselves… 

Paul Farley: I doubt there’s much poets can do about it: you write what 
you have to write. How to engage with the moment you’re alive in, that’s 
a more interesting idea. You do wonder how different poetry might think 
it is from the other arts as entertainment. Cultivating or exciting audiences 
has given us a lot of great theatre. And what about commissions, work-to-
order? The Sistine ceiling, The Marriage of Figaro, Beethoven’s Ninth, 
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Rothko’s chapel? I’ve grown weary of the dead-leg old argument about 
posterity, how it can take an age for good work to find its readers, as if 
there’s no value in any appeal it might hold for its contemporaries. Yes, 
there are poets who once enjoyed huge readerships that nobody reads 
anymore. Yes, there are poets who’ve come into focus who were largely 
ignored or marginalized during their lifetimes. But that’s to disregard the 
mass of literature, music, visual art, theater that did find its coeval 
admirers and has somehow persisted. I do have a fuzzy sense of there 
being somebody on the other side of the page listening in, yes. Maybe 
even ‘ordinary people’. 

H: Given that you’re engaging with the moment you’re alive in, is writing 
poetry an exercise in preservation – something like “moment capture” – or 
is that too nostalgic an assumption? 

PF: You could say poems record inwardness and thought as much as the 
grain and detail of the outward present. As we know, there are poems that 
bear witness, and there are poems that seem to have a serene disregard for 
what’s going on around them, and any number of shades in between. 
Poems form an ongoing record of the imagination, put it that way. 

H: Is walking away from a “finished” artifact something which attracted 
you to poetry and painting? Joni Mitchell once compared performing 
music to painting by saying that no one ever heckled Van Gogh to, “Paint 
The Starry Night again, man!”. We can suppose that poetry falls 
somewhere between the static artifact and the performed song. With your 
early poems, for example, like those in The Boy from the Chemist, do you 
understand the lines differently now to when you first wrote them, and 
does this ever affect how you recite them? 

PF: A painting you can look at for as long as you like, but you can’t take 
it home with you (and when does looking, in that way, ever stop? When 
have we looked enough?). Once you walk away, you’ve only the memory 
of looking. A poem, once memorized, is yours. You have it whole, and 
you’ve aligned a tiny electrical field in the synapses that is the thing, 
rather than a memory of the thing. With my stuff, it’s not so much that I 
understand early poems any differently – occasionally you notice things, 
or have things pointed out to you – but mostly it feels as though they’re 
just there, and I’m playing them.  
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H: You called the publication of your selected poems in The Atlantic 

Tunnel “an invitation to a US party”, and certainly in America the idea of 
regionalist poetry has been carved out by the sheer size of the country. We 
don’t seem to have those regional “movements” so much in the UK, but 
given that so much of your poetry is about Liverpool, to what extent do 
you feel like a representative of “Liverpudlian poetry”? 

PF: There’s an account of Freud visiting the Acropolis for the first time, 
and suffering what he called a ‘disturbance of memory'; he was seeing 
something firsthand that he’d learned about at school, strangely upset that 
it really existed, and here he was, actually looking at it. I think when I was 
growing up that Liverpool was so all enveloping, so atypical and self-
mythologizing, that the leaving of it was a similar kind of shock to the 
system. To discover there really was an England, for example – it sounds 
absurd, but that was how I felt, for a long time. And looking back onto that 
insularity was – is – like it all happened to somebody else. It’s not so 
much a case of my being ambassadorial, or representative of the city and 
its culture, more a sustaining fascination with it. 

H: Has the city changed for you over your lifetime? Does it feel more of a 
tourist town now than when you were growing up? 

PF: I suppose so. In some ways I’d say it was a very rich, exciting place to 
grow up, even though we knew at the time it was clearly in a terrible state 
by the time I left in the mid-80s. There’s been huge reinvention since then. 
I think elegy lives there; it’s a place I associate with leaving, not just my 
own. They wrote a song about it! You have to remember, Liverpool was a 
port city for a very long time, and people embarked, disembarked, passed 
through. It was a sailor’s town, a merchant’s town, and all kinds of people 
also settled there, or ended up there, which made it a complicated, extreme 
place, out on an edge. Now it’s a destination in its own right. So, there’s 
my seeing it from the inside and then from a distance, alongside its 
economic decline followed by reimagining. I think this is manifest in the 
general urban experience these days, of living in reinvented space in 
twenty-first century England. This is where most of us actually live and 
work. 
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H: As a tutor, what do you make of the criticism that writing “can’t be 
taught”. The poet Jamie McKendrick has made the point that artists rarely 
have had to put up with this kind of accusation when it comes to painting. 

PF: So much of it, when you’re young and starting out, is innocence and 
supernatural confidence and dumb luck – half the time you’re not sure 
how you’re doing it, or why it happens. But I still wouldn’t say it’s 
unteachable, just that the student has to enter into things with an unusual 
level of commitment. I’ve never studied writing formally, except for a 
year of night classes, but my tertiary education was art school, very 
practice led, and of course it shaped and formed me, saved me time, 
exposed me to new things, aesthetics, ideas. At a facile level, no, you can’t 
bestow talent. But only charlatans and spoofers would ever claim they 
could. 

H: You’ve worked a lot in radio. Listening to spoken word material is 
something which I think a lot of people are rediscovering now with the 
advent of podcasting. What do you like about the medium? 

PF: I think it’s created a new way of writing, or at least of being interested 
in words and sound – sound literature, if you like. It’s also meant I’ve 
been able to conduct research, or the kind of unfocused, instinctive 
research that’s useful to a writer anyway. I think mostly though I just like 
the voice coming from a speaker, and while the very disembodied nature 
of the broadcast voice seems to take us away from what I’d regard as the 
importance of presence and the embodied poem, paradoxically I find it 
very bound up with the textures of a lived life and how we experience 
voice in time. It’s a lifelong thing for me; a lot of my very earliest 
memories are sort of infused with the sound of a wireless on somewhere. 
In primary school, we all filed into the assembly hall and the teacher 
switched on this giant speaker – just a big woofer in a wooden cabinet – 
which sounds Orwellian, but this was the golden age of the schools radio 
service. I grew up during that. 

H: Are you working on any radio projects at the moment? 

PF: Always, it seems. Yesterday, I stood in the University of Cambridge’s 
Museum of Zoology, and held the skin of a Passenger Pigeon. It was six 
o’clock, Monday 1st September 2014, exactly 100 years to the moment 
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that Martha, the last Passenger Pigeon, died in Cincinnati Zoo, and the 
species became extinct. My hands were shaking. This is why I love doing 
radio. 

H: What else are you working on right now? 

PF: A very long poem. It is killing me. 

H: Really? How long is very long? Are we talking about a Homeric epic? 

PF: It’s a version of Michael Drayton’s Poly-Olbion, which appeared in 
two parts in 1612 and 1622 – a long chorographical poem in which the 
Muse moves across England and Wales through thirty songs. He struggled 
with it too.  

 
Thank you for reading! Find more at www.theharlequin.org. 
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Will Burns was born in London and raised in Buckinghamshire. He didn’t finish 
his English degree, choosing instead to start a band with his brother, releasing 
two albums. He worked in factories, cleaning windows and painting houses 
before settling in the music industry. He likes sports and ornithology and is proud 
to be Poet-In-Residence at Caught By The River and Festival No.6. His poems 
have been published by Structo Magazine, South Bank Poetry, The Illustrated 

Ape and the Independent Online, and he has appeared at the Glastonbury, Port 
Eliot, End of the Road and Green Man Festivals. He was named as one of the 
Faber New Poets for 2014. 

Paul Farley: 

Paul Farley was born in Liverpool. He has published four books of poetry: The 

Boy from the Chemist is Here to See You, The Ice Age, Tramp in Flames and The 

Dark Film. His poems for radio are collected in Field Recordings: BBC Poems 

1998-2008 and a Selected Poems, The Atlantic Tunnel, was published in the US 
by Farrar, Straus & Giroux in 2010. His most recent book, The Dark Film 
(Picador, 2012) was shortlisted for the T.S Eliot Prize for Poetry 2012. 

Paul has written and presented many programmes for the BBC, and is a frequent 
guest on magazine arts programmes such as Saturday Review, The Verb and 
Front Row. He currently presents The Echo Chamber on BBC Radio 4, a series 
on contemporary poetry. In 2012, Paul was invited to become a Fellow of the 
Royal Society of Literature. 
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Patrick Ryan Frank is the author of How the Losers Love What’s Lost, which 
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Iceland, and currently lives in Austin, Texas. For more information, see 
patrickryanfrank.com. 

 

 

29

http://www.patrickryanfrank.com/


 

 

Copyright © 2014 The Harlequin (www.theharlequin.org)  

Fanny Howe: 

Fanny Howe is the author of more than 20 books of poetry and prose. She grew 
up in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and studied at Stanford University. Her 
collections of poetry include Second Childhood (2014), Come and See (2011), 
On the Ground (2004), Gone (2003), Selected Poems (2000), Forged (1999), Q 
(1998), One Crossed Out (1997), O’Clock (1995), and The End (1992). Her 2014 
collection, Second Childhood, has been selected as a finalist for the National 
Book Award. 

Fanny is the author of many novels, including Nod, The Deep North, Famous 

Questions, Saving History, and Indivisible. She has written short stories, books 
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Meditations on Word and Life (2003) and The Winter Sun: Notes on a Vocation 

(2009).  
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Letters. She was awarded the Ruth Lilly Poetry Prize in 2009. 

David Kirby: 
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Clarity Arts Review and been shortlisted for the Bridport Prize. He’s the recipient 
of the Dorothy Sargent Rosenberg Memorial Award, and was the 2013-14 Walter 
and Nancy Kidd Fellow in Creative Writing at the University of Oregon. From 
Montréal, he currently lives in Edinburgh where he’s researching his family’s 
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