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          An Evening Alone 
 

        Snowflakes gather upon the window pain 

        building to frosty mounds each silent and unique. 

        Crackling resounds with the fires radiant heat 

        fending off the worst of a long nights chill. 

        Together we lay upon the blanketed floor talking of summer days 

        and a shared love of spring. 

        A basket between, filled with comforts in Napa wine 

        and a pairing cheese. 

        Smiles widen with each warming draught, 

        how swift do inhibitions flee. 

        Leaning ever closer to hear whispered words and gentle sighs, 

         breath sultry sweet, quickens hearts, flushing skin with the  

         ache   of   longing need. 

         In the cold of night, witness only to shadows puppetry, 

         our lips meet and the world melts away. 

David Holmes was born in Brockton, Massachusetts and currently lives 
in the Worcester Area. David is employed as a social worker where he 
utilizes table top role playing games as a tool for teaching life skills to 
transition age youth. David enjoys writing poetry, stories and self-help 
manuals. He became interested in poetry in adolescence and has been 
writing ever since. 
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Amanda K Norman photographs the natural juxtaposed with the mystical. She is 
inspired by all that is ethereal, magical and surreal and aims to incorporate these 
themes into the mesmerizing backdrop of the Pacific Northwest. 
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a wish. 
 

I wish I was a whale large enough to swallow the stars. Your mom told 
you, when you were young, that letting go of your helium filled 
balloon on a sunny day at the carnival would result in the death of a 
whale. That it would land in the ocean and get sucked up or stuck in a 
whale's blow-hole. 

I wish I was a whale large enough to swallow the stars. I would swim 
to you and open my mouth and invite you in so you could touch Orion, 
ride Ursa Major. 

Would I be afraid of balloons and boardwalks, Ferris wheels and joy? 
A mine-field of lost balloons clogging the ocean's surface? Would all 
my whale friends die around me, picked off in their prime? I wonder if 
it would be a quick death or agonizing. 

Still, I wish I was a whale large enough to swallow the stars. You 
could take me on the road and show small towns everywhere, charge 
admission. You could live a long and rich life touring the nations with 
me. You love fish, after all. 

I would trade constellations with other whales so you could see both 
hemispheres. I would ferry you across the great expanse so you could 
see the world everything you wanted. 

Swim with me, let me show you the stars. 

 

Matthew A. Nolan lives in Western Massachusetts. His short stories have 
appeared on Xenith.net. 
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Remote Control 
 

This guy I once knew 
Said he thought if I 

Believed in God I'd be a 
Better human being 

What do you say to that? 
Thanks? 

How do I communicate the ecstasy 
Of an existence without God? 

I could tell him 
Like a mammoth napping on a bicycle path 

Death waits for the inevitable impact 
Peaceful, indifferent, dozing until the moment 

When you and I (and Pete and Earl and Cathy and 
Abigail) 

Come to an abrupt and wooly halt 
After we expire 

Our atoms 
Will break apart 

One by one 
To live in trees 

In bugs 
Mice 
Birds 

Rogue particles will float on the breeze 
And drift in the sea 

They will be present as the sun explodes 
Before drifting in the vastness of space 

Farther and farther 
Deeper and darker 

Consciousness is fleeting 
And before you know it 

Part of you will be dancing at the center of a star 
A billion years from now 

So why argue about who last had the remote control? 
Soon enough the remote control 

Will be doing a molecular dance all its own 
Somewhere very far away 

And you won't remember it 
And it won't remember you 

But you and every other atom in the universe 
Will be doing a waltz together 

With no one to guide us 
To tell us our steps are wrong 

To judge the spinning or leaping 
On and on it goes 

On and on 
On and on 

Or I could look at that guy blankly 
And apologize. 

 

Catherine Weiss is a poet and 
author living in Northampton, 
MA with a cat, a dog, and a 
human male. She enjoys losing 
games of monopoly and 
winning ping pong matches. 

More about Catherine and her 
writing can be found at 
http://catherineweiss.com. 
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 Cori Dietsch graduated from Cornish College of the Arts in 2007 
with a BFA in Design Illustration, and has been working as a 
freelance Graphic Designer & Illustrator ever since. 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

     NEWSFLASH 
This just in 

To be American 
Will now mean 

To be a hate monger 
Ignorance is bliss 

Not lethal 
Just ask those 

Rowed up in the 
Concentration camps 
Of Texas, California, 
Louisiana, Mississippi 

In a shocking turn of events 
It has been discovered that politicians 

Lie 
In attempts to seize the power they 

So righteously deserve 
At the bottom of the hour 

It will be revealed that 
The Bible will no longer 

Be used for salvation 
Instead its primary purpose will be 

As a weapon 
A belt beaten across 

The backs of those who are different 
Wielded mightily by the indifferent 

This just in 
To be American 

Will now mean to be in a country 
Of just us 

A statement issued 
By the state department 

States that if green is not all that you see 
Then you must now leave this country 
Deficit of the individual means nothing 

Deficit of the country 
Means clemency for the 

Presidency 
In related news 

No Americans died today 
Forget the thousand Muslim children who died today 

Relax 
Watch Fox News 

Feel better about yourself 
Life is not easy 

But if you follow the scheme 

Correction 
The dream 

It will not bother you to watch 
Brown skinned women 

Bleed 
This just in 

Voting in certain areas shall be restricted 
Literature in certain areas shall be restricted 

Lovers in certain areas shall be restricted 
But guns in certain areas 

Shall never 
Ever 
Be 

Restricted 
No matter how lethal 

No matter how easily accessible 
Ignore the statistics that tell you otherwise 

Let them pry your guns from your 
“Cold  dead  hands” 

This just in 
Anybody who points out racism shall now 

Be deemed racist 
No matter how ludicrous it seems 

All beings will now accept the term 
“Reverse  racism” 

As though 
“Reverse  racism” 
Actually existed 

Appropriation will be the new reparation 
As cultures copy cultures 

Because 
“Friends” 

Have said it is 
“Okay” 

A new amendment has been added 
To the constitution 
The doublespeak 

Amendment will allow 
1984 to be realized in whatever year you choose 

Newsflash 
Watch Fox News 
Watch Fox News 
Watch Fox News 

Let delusion wash away 
Realities blues 

In sporting news 
Many players are cheating 

In a variety of ways 
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No matter what happens 
Remember the 

Pope 
Now symbolizes 

Communism 
He wants compassion for the poor 

He has gone soft 
Although 

Americans live shorter 
Unhappier lives 

By comparison to many 
We 

Are still the best 
It has been decreed that 

Harboring terroristic weapons in America 
Is okay 

Although the rest of the world 
Better make way 

All shall worship Celebrity 
While America brings that 

“Silent  night”  that 
“Holy  night” 

To the founders of civilization 
ONE! 
Nation 
Under 
God 

Divisible 
By money 
By color 

By gender 
By lover 

Color now means poverty but 
Right remains white 

So fight America fight 
With all your might 

Ignore the ozone 
While it rains through spring 

Let modern minstrels appropriate a disregard for 
Enlightenment 

While ignoring the lack of modern urban 
development 

In music news 
Hip Hop 

Has given up on 
Creativity 

The food you eat 
Will no longer be treated with respect 

Instead it will be treated 
As a way to turn a profit 

Regardless of 
Consumer 

Physical wellbeing 
This will be especially true for animal 

Based items 
This just in 

Nobody will be allowed to 
Question the Virgin Mary 

Quite contrary 
If life is plight do not fear 

Unless of course you are queer 
Those queer folks commit sin 

Those with melanin commit sin 
But that shall be left unspoken 

Until the Arabs are broken 
We’ll  need  the  poor  to  fight 

Always remember that 
Sympathy is evil 

Compassion is evil 
Thought is evil 

Truth is evil 
But green will deliver us from evil 

For things 
Are the power 

The kingdom and 
The glory 
Now and 
Forever 
Amen 

Aaron B. Jackson is a poet and 
writer. His poems have appeared 
in multiple publications. He is the 
former Poet Laureate of Jersey 
City, NJ (2005-06) and has twice 
been the recipient of grants from 
the Puffin Foundation.  

As a performer he has written 
and starred in an ad campaign for 
the Partnership for a Drug Free 
America and he also served as 
one of three poetry fellowship 
judges for the Connecticut Office 
of the Arts in 2013. For more 
information please visit 
middlepoet.com. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Testa 

Love (Radio Edit) 
Do  you  know,  she  says,  it’s  been  twenty  years  since  I’ve  listened  to  the  radio?  Twenty  years  of  
the drone and the hum of the weather channel, twenty years of life on mute. I loved him, she 
says, or I thought I did. Love means something so different at twenty-three. Twenty-three, she 
says. Half my life almost. Half my life with my days accompanied only by the sounds of the 
radiator hissing and winter rain against the glass. 

I’m  a  fool,  she  says,  and  love’s  a  gun.  I’m  a  fool  confined  to  coffee  cups  and  I  could  have  had  it  
better. I used to play guitar, she says, I used to sing. I used to date boys with long hair and fast 
cars with loud engines. I used to live in a globe of sound malleable and effervescent. I used to 
believe in the sweetness of the noise. Back then, life was a radio. I played it constantly, she 
says, I wreathed myself in sound. My parents hated what I listened to. Stevie Wonder, Chuck 
Berry. Rock and roll, old-school, pulsing jazz symphonies and harmonies, brass-blaring 
openness, brazen eruptions. Music like fire. Music like sex. Music so loud and wild it left me 
breathless. Crooners. I fell in love with Sinatra when I was about your age, she says. I skipped 
school to go see Aerosmith perform. 

Crying babies, she says. During the day the wails of hungry children and during the night the 
incessant clack of typewriter keys. I tried to make it good for you, she says, I tried to give you 
words. As it went you were almost  silent.  You  picked  up  on  that  from  me,  she  says,  I’ve  heard  
the  distant  pulse  of  sound  from  your  headphones  as  you  left  for  school.  I’d  have  liked  to  give  
you  more  but  there’s  a  wall  now  between  sound  and  I.  Even  if  I  were  allowed  to  listen  to  music  
it wouldn’t  have  the  same  effect.  My  ears  are  withering,  their  delicate  receptors  turning  vestigial  
to  a  stimulant  they’ve  known  less  and  less.  I  hear  sound,  she  says,  but  music  is  a  ghost.  Would  I  
even be able to understand music anymore? Would it even make a difference? Could I still feel 
the same stirrings to those swelling horns as I did at twenty three? Or have I been cut off for too 
long? Does the connection still exist? Would I still believe? 

Don’t  fall  in  love,  she  says.  In  the  end,  love  makes  deaf-mutes of us all. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
  

. The Words Between The White Noise 
And now when I am old and grow too sad, I bathe in the evenings. As a child, this was 
forbidden, except on a very certain kind of summer night. Nights when rose bushes melted 
into honey at the edge of the horizon and the distant hum of airplanes mingled with the 
purr of mowing lawns. We would eat early; always the same meal: salty cheese spread 
across slabs of warm bread, lemonade bobbing with tiny hearts of strawberries. A simple 
thing. We would sit on the back porch, breathing in the heady scents of lily and grass 
pollen, watching the fireflies rise from small hidden spaces in the ground, and stare at each 
other without saying a word. A sort of white-noise would arise, the white-noise of summer 
in suburbia, all birdsong and soft-edged buzzing. We would listen, swearing there was 
wisdom in the silence if only we listened hard enough. 

Once the meal was done we would bathe, one after the other, in the lukewarm tub with a 
leaky tap dripping a gentle rain. With the window open to the sunset and the moths under 
the  eaves,  we’d  tug  an  old  wooden  comb  through  our  hair  – all cut in the same long style, 
though mine was black and coarse as yarn, before changing into long white dresses 
purchased cheap from a mail-order catalog in Vermont. Like figures in a Sargent painting 
we would return, moments apart, to the back porch, where we would sit in a line. There 
would be a final glass of lemonade staring out across the lawn as darkness seeped in from 
the marsh at the edge of the lake and rolled in like fog or sadness, bringing with it the 
chirping of tree frogs and the smell of the water, a mixture of warm mud and perfume. 

This is how we would sit until stars pricked themselves into the night sky and daylight 
vanished. 

And now when I am old and grow too sad, I bathe in the evenings. Though I am not a 
child and dark hairs glisten at the meeting of my thighs, when I step out into the hazy 
night, a towel round my shoulders, still trailing the scent of lavender, I am again, for a 
moment, as I was back then: silent, watchful. A youthful believer in the words between the 
white-noise. And I am free. 

 

Amber E. Testa is a native of Massachusetts and received her BFA 
in Creative Writing from Roger Williams University. On the rare 
occasions she's not writing, she loves visiting art museums, going 
on road trips, and people-watching—all of which she usually ends 
up writing about later anyway. She divides her time between 
Boston and her imagination. 
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Waksman 

Treatment and Religion 

I 
May His great name grow exalted and sanctified in the world that He created as He willed. 

My rabbi was known for two things: writing The Big Book of Jewish Humor, and sleeping with multiple married 
women from the congregation. He was also married. He still is, actually. 

My mother picked our temple even though it was four towns over, and despite having a perfectly adequate temple 
in  our  town  where  the  rabbi  did  not  have  sex  with  people  in  the  congregation,  because  it  had,  “the  most  wonderful  
sense  of  community,  don’t  you  think?” 

I guess the community was closer than she realized. 

Thanks  to  this  “community,”  I  spent  my  last 73 Saturday mornings listening to the word of god and how to 
interpret it from a man that freely fucked married women—and I had to wake up 45 minutes earlier to do it. One 
could say my faith was tested. 

I remember the day my mother broke the news to me of our  loveable  rabbi’s  transgressions.  I  was  in  the  den  eating  
a  tuna  sandwich  and  watching  TV,  but  it  was  an  early  afternoon  in  Fall  and  the  sun’s  rays  passed  through  the  
windows,  slipped  in  the  crack  between  the  closed  curtains  and  the  windows’  ledges,  and cast various geometric 
shapes of light onto the screen, making it hard to see. I was in the middle of adjusting my head to intercept the light 
and crunching salt and vinegar chips between the tuna and the top slice of bread when she walked in. She said, 
“For  the  100th  time,  get  a  plate  if  you  insist  on  eating  on  the  couch,”  and  then  explained,  without  breaking  stride,  
why  our  rabbi  wouldn’t  be  around  for  the  next  few  months. 

I remained silent, unsure what to make of the news, and the only sound in the room came from the crunch of the 
chips between my teeth. 

“But  we  will  accept  him  back  with  open  arms  after  his  hiatus,”  she  said. 

I  thought  she  was  joking,  so  I  laughed.  Actually,  I  knew  she  wasn’t  joking  and  that  made  it  even  funnier  than  if  she  
was. I couldn’t  control  myself,  and  bits  of  tuna  and  chip  flew  from  my  mouth  onto  the  couch.  She  just  glared  at  me.  
Maybe  I  don’t  really  understand  forgiveness,  but  in  my  defense,  the  last  few  sermons  I  heard  on  the  matter  were  
delivered by an adulterer. I continued to  laugh  at  the  absurdity  of  it  all  and  my  mother  said,  “This  is  no  laughing  
matter.” 

I looked down to avoid her gaze, and a big yellow book stared back at me from the coffee table—The Big Book of 
Jewish Humor, 2nd edition. 



 
 
 
 
 
 

I was extremely disappointed in the community when I found out that pretty much everyone felt similarly to my 
mother and were ready to accept the rabbi back with open arms. No one, especially the women, seemed to care at 
all. They just continued to keep their noses in their blue books and chant shrilly when indicated to do so. The 
consensus, apparently, was that when a holy man made a mistake, he gets to remain holy. Unblemished. This 
helped fuel my determination not to return to temple. 

The more I thought about it, the more it disturbed me. He was there three years ago, the first time I looked into a 
mirror and saw some semblance of a man staring back. It was at the reception right after my bar mitzvah, and he 
pulled me aside and poured me a shot from the translucent green bottle that I  frequently  saw  perched  on  the  “adult  
table”  at  receptions.  He  pushed  the  shot  into  my  hand  with  his  chubby  fingers  and  I  shakily  raised  it  to  my  lips  and  
tilted  back.  I  coughed  and  sputtered  as  the  greasy  alcohol  slid  down  my  throat  and  he  simply  said,  “You’re  a  man  
now.” 

I  wasn’t  sure  if  he  was  referring  to  the  fact  that  I  had  just  completed  the  sacred  act  of  reading  from  the  Torah  for  
the  first  time  and  was  now  viewed  as  a  man  by  my  community,  or  that  I  just  taken  my  first  shot.  I’m  still  not  sure,  
but I shook his outstretched hand and looked above his beard into his watery eyes while I pretended like my throat 
wasn’t  on  fire.  My  younger  brother  looked  on  jealously  and  I  felt  the  warm  tingling  buzz  of  what  I  thought  at  the  
time was adulthood. Looking back, firmly entrenched in bed on a Saturday morning, that moment felt as cheap as 
the gin. 

II 
May He give reign to His kingship in your lifetime and in your days, and in the lifetimes of the entire family of 
Israel, swiftly and soon. 

You  don’t  laugh  at  god  when  the  doctor  comes  back  with  bad  news.  You  sit  in  the  leather  covered  chair  in  his  
office that functions as an examination room and wait for him to come back with the thin manila folder, heavy with 
the weight of your results. The sheen of sweat on your forearms and palms fuse you to the leather arms of the chair 
and you repeatedly, methodically unstick yourself and wipe your palms on your pant legs. They stay wet 
regardless. You look up and start to study the white ceiling tile, then look down and notice the grain of wood that 
makes  his  desk.  You  wonder  if  it’s  mahogany  and  then  berate  yourself  for  having  such  a  trivial  thought—but is it? 
While  you  notice  everything,  you  don’t  notice  that  your  leg  is  bouncing  up  and  down  at  a  faster rate than the 
metronome your trumpet teacher played in 7th grade when he made you play Hot Cross Buns in half time. 
Eventually  you  notice,  but  you’re  powerless  to  stop  it.  Somewhere  between  studying  the  face  of  his  third  son  in  the  
family picture that sits on his desk—a good-looking all-American type of guy—and squinting to read the Latin 
calligraphy on his Dartmouth degree resting on the wall, god drifts into your consciousness. You try to ignore it, 
you  haven’t  thought  about  him  in  a  while  and  you  aren’t sure you believe. What could god do anyway? What is 
happening to you is happening to people all over the world. You are not special. 

A metallic click sounds and the door swings open. The doctor smiles and you are unsure if this is a good sign or a 
bad sign. He extends his hand but you are hesitant to shake, embarrassed about your sweaty palms and paralyzed 
by the fact that you are still somehow concerned with the banalities of etiquette at a time like this. He gives you a 
nod,  as  if  to  say,  “It’s  fine,”  so you finally shake his hand. Then you sit down because you realize that you had 
stood  up  when  he  entered  the  room  even  though  you  can’t  remember  doing  that.  He  sits  down  as  well  and  opens  the  
folder.  He  then  says,  “Your  results  came  back  Mr.—”  (you  don’t  hear  your  name,  partly  because  that  isn’t  the  
information  you  care  about  and  partly  because  you  still  haven’t  admitted  to  yourself  that  this  is  actually  happening  
to  you.  You  don’t  quite  believe  you  are  sitting  in  this  chair.  You  are  outside  yourself,  observing this scene unfold 
as  a  third  party  member.  This  isn’t  actually  happening  to  you.  You  will  continue  to  feel  this  way  for  the  next  five  
weeks),  “and  I  regret  to  inform  you  that  the  results  came  back  positive.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 

You release your white knuckle grip on the arms of the chair as, inexplicably, relief floods through you. It feels 
extraordinarily strange, and it shocks you. Finally, mercifully, you understand. You know. You no longer have to 
think  in  terms  of  “what  if’s”  and  “maybes”.  It’s  bad  news,  but  you  can’t hold out hope anymore, and hope can be 
exhausting.  You  don’t  know  where  the  path  leads  from  here,  but  at  least  you  know  the  path.  You  exhale  a  sigh  and  
then  immediately  start  to  feel  sick  about  feeling  relief  when  you  shouldn’t  be.  And  then  you  realize  that you are 
sick, and then you really start to feel sick. You grip the chair again. As the doctor explains the next course of action 
and  the  prognoses,  the  two  words  “why”  and  “god”  form  a  question  in  your  head.  Even  though  you’re  glad  your  
wife and kids aren’t  here  now—they  don’t  need  to  see  you  like  this—you wish someone was next you, if only to 
write  down  what  the  doctor  is  saying.  You  aren’t  capable  of  absorbing  any  new  information  after  receiving  the  
information, and you look back at the family photo on his desk and wonder if he will tell his family about you over 
roast chicken and peas when he goes home. 

“I  had  to  tell  a  man  some  not  good  news  today,”  he  will  say  at  dinner. 

“Oh,  that’s  too  bad,”  his  wife  will  respond. 

“Is  he  going  to  be  okay?”  his  daughter will ask. 

“What’s  the  prognosis  dad?”  the  all-American son will ask, trying to maintain his image, coming across as stoic 
and intelligent and caring all at the same time. 

Of course, you know this conversation will never happen, because, as you remind yourself yet again, you are not 
special. This happens all the time to so many people. What is monumental for you is just another day at the office 
for your doctor. You fixate on this notion, this shred of routine and normalcy, even though it belongs to your doctor 
and not you. You cling to it in order to keep your feet on the ground. Again, it seems strange, but your 
understanding  of  your  lack  of  uniqueness,  that  you’re  not  special,  is  the  only  thing  that  stabilizes  you.  It  is  your  
rock and you repeat it like  a  mantra,  “not  special…not  special…not  special,”  in  order  to  calm  down. 

*** 

You  might  be  curious  about  how  I  was  just  able  to  describe  your  experience  so  intimately  even  though  I  wasn’t  
there.  It’s  because  this  experience  of  getting  bad  news  from  a  doctor is universal, so I had the same experience you 
did.  The  specific  details  of  my  experience  were  different,  sure,  but  it  doesn’t  matter.  It’s  all  the  same.  Your  story  is  
my story and my story is your story. 

*** 

I  left  the  doctor’s  office  and  walked  back  to  my  car  in  the  parking  garage.  I  unlocked  it  and  realized  that  I  couldn’t  
remember anything about walking from his office to my car, even though I just did it. Everything in the gray 
garage appeared strange, as if comprised of things I used to know and  thought  I  knew,  but  now  didn’t.  I  got  into  my  
car and just sat there for a while. I would have to tell Lucy, and we would have to tell the kids. I would have to call 
up my mother back in Massachusetts. All the cousins, aunts, uncles, and everyone else. I hoped that in telling one 
of those people, or that in repeating it over and over again, I might finally believe it myself. I tried to let the 
serenity  of  resignation  wash  over  me.  I  dropped  my  head  to  the  steering  wheel  and  whispered,  “Oh,  god.” 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 

III 
May His great name be blessed forever and ever. 

Blessed, praised, glorified, exalted, extolled, mighty, upraised, and lauded be the name of the holy one. 

Before the surgery, my mother insisted that I go with her to Friday night services. I had decided to have the 
procedure at Massachusetts General Hospital, so Lucy, the kids, and I flew to Boston and were currently staying 
with my mother in the modest two bedroom house in the suburbs that I grew up in. She never moved. I honestly 
had not even considered the idea of going to temple, but I should have known it was something she would suggest. 

“Please,  for  me?  Just  for  my  peace  of  mind,”  she  said. 

“Okay.” 

I  figured  it  couldn’t  hurt  to  go.  I  put  on  my  nice  tie  and  gave  Lucy  and  the  boys  quick  hugs  before  walking  out  the 
door with my mother. Lucy was Catholic, and we decided when we had our kids that the traditions, cultures, and 
holidays of our respective religions were more important to us than the religion itself, so we raised them 
accordingly. We celebrated all the major holidays and gathered with the extended families, and the boys were both 
circumcised and baptized—there  wasn’t  a  strong  reason  why  we  did  this,  we  just  each  felt  like  we  needed  stronger  
reasons  not  to  do  it,  which  we  didn’t  have—but  I  can’t  remember the last time we were all at temple or all at 
church. 

Since  my  mother  hadn’t  moved  from  the  house  I  was  raised  in,  she  didn’t  change  temples  either.  I  parked  across  
the street and looked up at the building I knew so well as a child. Like any child at a religious  service  they  don’t  
quite  understand  the  magnitude  of,  I  would  often  “go  to  the  bathroom”  in  the  middle  of  someone  chanting  in  
Hebrew. I used those brief moments of freedom to explore every corner of that building: the broken water fountain 
in the basement  alcove,  the  dusty  grand  piano  in  the  “nursery”  on  the  third  floor.  During  the  colder  months,  I  liked  
to go into the coat room and just look at all the colorful jackets and scarves. Now, however, staring at the grand 
steps made of white stone leading up to the brick façade obscured by four gray columns, it looked foreign. 

I let her lead the ascent up to the front doors and tried to smile politely at the other members of the congregation, 
strangers,  funneling  in.  I  didn’t  feel  as  if  I  belonged.  I  think my mother felt my palpable discomfort, so she let me 
quietly find seats without introducing me to anyone. At the front of the synagogue was a hanging quilt, the same 
one I had helped make in bar mitzvah class when I was 13. The colors were faded and it made me uncomfortable, 
so I looked at the stand. The temple had a new rabbi, a woman, and she looked slightly mousy with her wispy 
brown hair and glasses. I found myself wishing I had a Matt Christopher book, like the ones I was allowed to read 
at Friday night services when I was 10, to lose myself in. 

Instead, I reached forward to the back of the seat in front of me and pulled out the big red Tenach, which has all 
five books of the Torah within it, and I opened it to a random page and started reading. And god said to Abraham: 
“go  forth”.  My  bar  mitzvah  portion.  I  continued  reading,  remembering  how  I  had  been  on  the  very  stand  the  rabbi  
was currently at, trying to chant Hebrew in this very room filled with family and friends without my voice 
cracking. 

Blessed is He beyond any blessing and song, praise and consolation that are uttered in the world. 



 
 
 
 
 
 

The prayers, ruminations of the rabbi, and the responses of the congregation passed through me as I read. I was 
fully  invested  in  the  story,  and  I  wasn’t  joining  in  with those around me, but their chanting filled my senses 
subconsciously.  I  was  glad  I  had  chosen  to  come.  It  didn’t  change  how  I  felt  about  my  impending  surgery,  I  didn’t  
feel  closer  to  god,  and  I  certainly  didn’t  feel  as  if  being  there  granted  me  any  extra protection that modern medicine 
couldn’t  afford.  But  it  was  nice. 

During a moment of silent prayer and introspection, I turned around in my seat and looked at the glowing board of 
names honoring former members of the congregation that had passed. There was a break in the lights between 
Hilder and Hizel; the spot was reserved for Hirsch, my mother. 

She  had  been  shooting  looks  at  me  throughout  most  of  service,  clearly  upset  that  I  wasn’t  paying  attention  to  the  
proceedings—just like when I was a kid—but at that  moment  I  looked  up  at  her  and  whispered,  “Thanks  mom.” 

IV 
May there be abundant peace from heaven and life upon us and upon all Israel. 

When  people  in  my  life  die,  I  recite  the  mourners  kaddish.  It’s  the  only  prayer  of  substantial  length  that I still have 
memorized to this day. Whenever a member of my own family, or a friend, or even the family member of a close 
friend, passes away, I wait until nighttime and I mutter the words I know so well. No one knows that I do this. 
When I was a kid, I did it quietly in my own room, in college I waited for my roommate to fall asleep, and now I 
wait until Lucy rolls over and her breathing slows before starting: 

He who makes peace in His height, may He make peace, upon us and upon all Israel. I  don’t  know why I do it, but 
I  feel  the  need  to,  and  I  always  feel  better  once  I  have.  I  guess  it’s  just  one  of  those  things.  

*** 

I’m  on  a  hospital  bed  right  now  in  the  white  room  that  comes  right  before  the  operating  room.  My  body  is  
simultaneously freezing in the hospital gown and completely covered in sweat. They just put something through 
my IV to relax me, and things are starting to get fuzzy. The guy who injected it, my anesthesiologist, said his name 
is Goldberg. Jewish. I feel somewhat comforted by that. 

And now we say: 

Amen. 
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