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begging her to eat something, anything. Her belly, pausing only briefly at flat, 
marches onward toward concave, the sharp lines of her ribs pressing tighter 
and tighter against her skin. Her cheeks are not rosy, her skin instead settling 
at that sick, yellowed pallor of poverty. The light behind her eyes has dimmed, 
her body empty as if in leaving he has taken her with him. She exists only in the 
nighttime, when her eyes move wildly beneath her waxy eyelids, and in the day 
appears with one corner of her mouth turned up and the other down, caught 
between confusion and mild contentment. She never cries. She never mourns 
because she cannot think of the two of them as separated.

She is withering away.

The fourth time Sophie’s life changes, she is in a bathroom, dig, dig, digging 
her fingers, nails bitten and chewed to the quick, bleeding, into the back of her 
lover’s hand, counting out the seconds. 

At fifty-nine she pauses, as if by ceasing to count she can somehow keep 
time from moving forward, she can hold on to the calm ambiguity of waiting. 
She keeps still, sitting absolutely unmoving on the edge of the tub, and prays, 
fiercely, that she is right.

Time does not stop, and she is not right. The test is not right, but right.
Justin pries the stick from her fingers slowly, gently, as if afraid of breaking 

her. He pushes it into the trashcan that it always full, pushing until the top swings 
back over it, hiding it. She is still sitting on the edge of the tub, still not moving, 
still staring but now at her empty hand. 

He does not know what to say, or how to say it. He feels the loss of both of 
them like a physical weight, like something not only strapped to his back but also 
settled in his stomach, his feet. He feels it now like a punch to the gut, watching 
her. 

She looks at him, finally, the turning of her head stiff and slow like she’s for-
gotten how to move. She does not know what to say, or how to say it. Instead, she 
just raises her empty hand to him, stretching her bony fingers desperately.

She cries.
And so does he.



10 11

In the Wind Alli Neal



12 13

One of my favorite stories of all time that was told to me was about a Cham-
plain College student that, when asked in class by his professor what extra body 
part he would grow if he were able to, he responded, “A female boob. Right in the 
middle of my chest.” When asked to explain his thinking, he said, “What man 
doesn’t want a boob just to play with whenever they want?” Not another hand 
or arm, not wings, not even another penis—a single, solitary female breast was 
this guy’s one desire.

Boob envy. It’s not an uncommon subject. Everywhere you go, there are women 
who wish that they were bigger, smaller, firmer, less bouncy, more perky, less 
droopy. Bigger boobs are seen as more feminine, sexy, desirable. But they’re also 
a pain in the ass. They’re heavy, they make running and sports difficult, they get 
in the way. And, if you’re a petite woman with big boobs and a little waist, good 
luck finding a tank top that actually fits without falling out of it. Small breasts 
are more functional, innocent, and you can actually go bra-less or wear backless 
dresses. But, as I’ve been told by numerous B and lesser cup women, they’d kill 
for more. To which large-breasted women reply: “Do you want some of mine?” 
No one seems to be quite satisfied with their mammary-centric lot in life, except 
for maybe the men who get to experience them. 

An old flame of mine once said that if he could be a woman for a day, he’d be 
one of those girls that walk around in a thin, long t-shirt over leggings and no 
bra. I asked him why, and he looked at me like I had two heads. (Or, three boobs.) 
“Are you kidding? Those girls drive guys crazy! YOU CAN SEE THEIR BOOBS. 
Having boobs for a day would be so cool. Why would I not want to flaunt them?” 
(This was from a self-proclaimed ass man, nonetheless.) It seems as though even 
men are obsessed with the twin female orbs, hence the popularity of Hooters. 
And here you thought it was just for the food.

Hollywood, the porn industry, and photos airbrushed to almost epic propor-
tions have made breast implants and fake breasts a lot more plentiful in the 
media than say…natural breasts. Women see them and get down and out that 
their nipples don’t point out perfectly like the Queen of England’s guards. Men 
see them and get ideas, which are then dashed when they roll over and look at 
their girlfriend. Trust me, a discerning eye can pick out the real from the fake 
within a glance. A friend of mine was boasting about the hot new poster he had 
hanging in his dorm room. “She’s so girl-next-door,” he said. A female friend and 

I walked in and almost immediately let him down within a few seconds of seeing 
it. “They’re not real.”

“How can you tell?”
“They’re so far apart, but they still point out. You can practically see the where 

they Photoshopped in more boob-age. Plus, no boobs are that naturally round. 
It’s like those women in thongs on the beach in beer posters.”

“You mean—” Here, a horrified gasp.
“Yeah, they’re fake too.”
But I’m not here to disappoint and make people feel if their cups are either 

half-empty or overflowing—this is our boob appreciation issue! So ladies, take 
care of the girls. No matter what size, shape, or origin, go get them checked out 
and make sure you’re healthy. And gentlemen, no, although you do not count 
as a certified ob-gyn, feel free to let your lady know the love and affection you 
have for her set.

Boob Envy: We Got ’em, You Want ’em

Carissa Stimpfel
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“Finding a good bra is like finding a good man. You date around until you find 
one that holds your boobs just right.” 

–Myself

Four pm and the crowd is dwindling down to just a few without purpose to 
their venture. Far in the back of Macy’s, where only the bravest venture, is the 
section I currently occupy. My companions are two other women, both of whom 
I don’t know but have a secret understanding with. We are on a quest for the 
unattainable. We are on the search for the perfect bra. 

Searching for the perfect bra is like searching for the Holy Grail: all it needs is 
a little faith and a lot of determination. Actually, scratch that. It’s more like doing 
trigonometry: painful and usually, in my case, a fruitless attempt. Burning myself 
with acid is actually more inviting. Like math, bras are difficult to figure out. Some 
clip in the front while others clip in the back, some are two-way convertible, some 
are two thousand-way convertible. There are demi cups, full cups, minimizers, 
maximizers, push-up bras, strapless bras, padded bras. Seriously, how many ways 
can you wear the damn thing? Not to mention the same style can come in about 
five trillion colors. I’ve seen colors on bras that I didn’t think existed. With so 
many options, how does one going about picking out “the one”? 

Though it seems like an impossible process, there are some simple options 
you can consider on your bra shopping expedition.

Option One: Take all of them. One of them has gotta fit…. Right? 
Option Two: Have a clerk help you. This will provide the most awkward sce-

nario possible in which you are thoroughly molested with tape measure and 
then improperly matched with not only the gaudiest bra, usually complete with 
bangles and sparklers, but also the most painful and most expensive. This option 
is a popular one amongst teens just entering the realm of womanhood. 

Option Three: Go shopping with a family member. This will provide the most 
adequate commentary, leading you to believe that you are fat, ugly, and will never 
be looked by a man. I feel that this is usually the least helpful option, but some 
of us like “constructive” criticism. 

And finally, Option Four: Go bra less. Sure, your tits will be in your socks by 
the time you’re 25, but damn it, you’ll be comfortable. 

If at this point you’ve given up and gone home, good for you. Tomorrow is 
another day, and gravity takes a while to pull those suckers down anyway. You 
have time. On the other hand, if you have selected a species of bra to take home 
and call your own, the games are only just beginning. Now you must face the 
bane of the check-out counter. 

If you’re walking up to the registers, bra in hand, and feel like everyone is 
looking at you and your about-to-be-newly-purchased undergarment, you’re 
probably right. They’re evaluating you, sizing you up. 

“Is that a DD? She doesn’t look that big. I bet she’s going to stuff them. Are 
those real? They can’t be. I bet she turns and they stay in place, that Barbie doll 
bimbo.”

In an effort to hide your embarrassment of having to buy new undergarments 
and traipse through the store with them, you will probably try to fold it up or 
hide it under other article of clothing you may be purchasing at the time. This of 
course will lead to bumping into things, dropping bags, tangling hair in hangers, 
loosing hangers, things of that nature. Congratulations; you’ve now sufficiently 
made a spectacle of yourself, and you may purchase your item. 

Now, you better cross your fingers and hope you don’t get a teenage trainee, 
or better yet, an elderly woman who’d going to lecture you on her bra shopping 
experiences. You know that once she starts her story, your eyes are going to linger 
right to her chest and you will experience your final trauma of the day. I call it the 
“Will those be mine?” thought process. You can see the outline of lace and nipple 
right through her white shirt and that image will implant itself into the back of 
your head for the rest of eternity. You’ll walk home thinking about it, you’ll eat 
dinner thinking about it and as you lay down to sleep your final thought will be 
“If only that cotton was knit thicker.” 

The Quest for the Holy Grail:

Finding a Decent Bra

Maureen Bonsignore
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When I was a child, my life was simple. I liked the color pink, making up stories, 
and ice cream. Growing up in a suburban neighborhood of Philadelphia I had the 
luxury of having a local ice cream truck that would help make my life even simpler 
by delivering my favorite treat right to my door. The only obstacle keeping me 
from total bliss was that, as a four year-old, money was hard to come by and for 
some reason my mom wasn’t up for paying for me and my three younger sisters 
to have ice cream every day.

Luckily, there was my great-grandma. She would come to visit us all the time 
and buy the four of us ice cream. For months she came and held our hands as 
we waited in the street at the end of the long lines of kids who had gotten there 
before us. My life was simple.

 Fast forward four more years and my life was less simple. My great-grand-
mother was living with my family in our new home in rural Pennsylvania. My 
once gentle granny was now scary. She would wander off and we wouldn’t know 
where she was. She would scratch us if she got frustrated with us. And she would 
eat the oddest things from our kitchen. Most of the time, she didn’t even re-
member who I was.

Throughout much of my life, my great-grandma was suffering from a number 
of health problems. She had advanced Alzheimer’s disease and a severe case of 
breast cancer resulting in surgery to remove one of her breasts. Had I known 
that, I may not have been so afraid of her at the end. I look back now at the early 
signs of her struggle. When she would walk to our home to buy us ice cream 
when we were young, it was because of her Alzheimer’s. She would walk down 
the busy highway just to visit us, ignoring everything else around her, including 
the rushing cars.

I wish I had been more educated about the health effects that were stealing my 
granny away from me. I am so proud of the resources available to everyone now 
regarding women’s health. It has made me more aware of my own health and body. 
I hate how ignorant I was growing up. I would get so angry at my great-grandma 
when she did things like pinch me really hard or be too sick to play.

Every woman should know about what possible complications are out there. 
I lost my granny when I was in fifth grade. I still didn’t fully understand how 
many battles she had fought until I was closer to sixteen. I miss her everyday 
and think about her whenever I hear an ice cream truck. She will forever be one 
of the heroes in my life.

A small, almost incandescent burn rises in my throat. It will take all I have 
inside of me to not scream. My body is trembling, but not from a cold or a wound; 
it is from some intense feeling I am not able to control. I turn right, and so does 
he.

I can feel the sting of tears as they scrape at my eyelids searching for a way out. 
Too many people around to let them run free. The burn in my throat has become 
a knot and now I cannot breathe. I tighten my fists, preparing to fight against 
this thing that is building, growing, preparing to tear me apart. 

I see him, out of the corner of my eye. But does he really see me?  Am I fallen 
victim to the stereotypes of my gender? 

My knuckles turn white, but I am still safe. I bite my lip, afraid to open my 
mouth for fear of what will come out. Gulp after hard, painful gulp keeps the 
monster inside me down. I can feel myself losing this fight.

But he is just a man, and I just a stupid woman. Why do I do these things?
It is getting dark. Too dark to walk anymore, I want a cab.
Then, without warning, an eruption occurs and I can no longer hold it inside 

me; it has won, too late. He has me.

A Reflection Hard Hit

Emily Cummings Emily Cummings



18 19

Ben Salerno

Untitled #9 The Adventures of  Chocoman

Geoffrey Klane


