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Letter From the Editor 
March 31, 2007 

 

Dedicated Carve readers, 

It's with both great excitement and intense anxiety that I present 
the newest issue of Carve Magazine, indeed the first one in nearly 
six months. What a long wait, and what a long time for the 
pressure to mount. 

As always, your patience is appreciated, but now I hope it's 
rewarded. These stories, at first, may not be what you expect. A 
son discovering his father's lustful obsession for a teenage 
neighbor; a Yugoslavian woman who finally breaks free from the 
prison of her husband's shop; an apathetic man who is helpless to 
his emotional wife; an electrician who is trying to find himself 
within a place called Paradise Cove; and a man whose dreams are 
both erotic and destructive. These are stories that run the gamut 
from poetic or graphic to beautiful or heartbreaking. 

But what they all have in common, and the very reason I chose 
them for this new issue, is that they are all honest fiction. The 
emotions are real, the jeopardy of the characters are palpable. 
There may not be any fairy-tale "happy endings" (who wants that 
in lit fiction anyway?), but there are moments of grace, of reflec-
tion, of awe. 

I have spent much time with these stories. I hope you do, too. 

Sincerely, 

Matthew Limpede 
Editor, Carve Magazine 
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for Laurence Hawser 
 

 
pparently my father, in his later years, developed a taste for 
being penetrated rectally by young boys. Not particularly 

young, I should say, and not plural “boys,” either. For all I can 
tell, in fact, it was just the one: Timothy Carroll, a seventeen-year-
old sophomore who lived around the corner from us and whose 
older brother Brian had been my classmate at New Dorp High. 

 A

I discovered this the day after my father’s funeral. The service 
itself was what I’d expected, the baking hot synagogue dotted with 
temple old-timers, a couple of unanticipated and ancient second 
cousins, my dad’s engineering contemporaries from over at the 
institute, and lots of my mom’s friends. We drove out to Baron 
Hirsh Cemetery in a solemn line, lit headlights brown in the bright 
summer sun, and laid the man next to his mother and father in a 
plot that no one in my immediate family had seen since my 
grandmother’s burial twelve years earlier. It was the only time I’ve 
ever ridden in a limo. I wore my one suit. 

That afternoon the traditional hard-boiled eggs and lentils sat 
untouched next to the more popular non-secular items: the onion 
dip, the almond cake, the quiche. Everyone had coffee in our den, 
my mother sitting on the couch in a black Chinese cheongsam-
style dress, flinching visibly at every piece of cemetery dirt tracked 
across our beige carpet by my father’s oblivious colleagues. It had 
been one of my mother’s rules, strictly enforced since the new 
carpet was laid fifteen years before: Shoes Off Immediately Upon 
Entry. My mother knew she couldn’t insist on this rule now, and 
that was probably the worst part of the whole thing for her. She’d 
have to rent a steam-vac. 

For me, putting my rubber soles down on the thick plush for 
the first time was almost erotic, a little electric thrill running 
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through me when I thought my mother might see and be unable 
to comment, if only for propriety’s sake. Soon though, shame 
creeping up on me, I took my shoes off anyway, then brought her 
a refill of coffee that was mostly just Kahlua. After tasting it, she 
looked up at me gratefully. 

During my third whiskey I stumbled to my dad’s stereo and 
put on Casals doing Bach’s Cello Suites, even though there wasn’t 
supposed to be any music. The rough-hewn cello felt like autumn, 
all papered leaves and the peace of being inside while a wind 
might twist against the windows. The music was out of place in 
the dead summer air, but still, it was my father’s favorite, and that 
seemed appropriate. 

When the service was over, the guests gone, my mother imme-
diately set to straightening up the house. Still in her dress, her 
teeth clenched, she attacked the floor on hands and knees with 
carpet spray and sponge as viciously as if she were sanding wood, 
only looking up occasionally to reach for her drink. Without 
saying a word, I put all the dirty dishes into the sink, then went 
upstairs, hung my suit and fell asleep naked in the overwhelming 
heat. 

The next day was even hotter, and I woke up late and drenched 
in sweat, my head and tongue heavy from the day before’s whis-
key. Downstairs, my mother told me her friends were coming 
over for lunch. After coffee I went to clean up, but she was 
already in the bathroom putting on her makeup and fixing her 
hair. So I went to the basement to use the shower there. 

I hadn’t been down the rubber-lined stairs in years. As a kid the 
basement, all spider-webbed corners, was too scary to spend any 
time in, and if my parents told me to go and get a spare light bulb 
I’d plead with them not to make me. My father would send me 
anyway, telling me not to be such a baby. I’d be terrified, and 
when I’d finally find the bulbs I would turn and run back upstairs 
as fast as I could, sure that I was being chased by whatever 
monsters lived there. 

But when I got to high school the basement became more ap-
pealing. I set up my own den, complete with an old couch, a TV, 
Nintendo. During summers my father spent every day in his air-
conditioned office, so of course it was fine if we were the only 
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arlton is huge. Even for a Great Pyrenees, known for their 
size and snowy fur like a fresh avalanche, he is colossal. 

Serious heft. Ample beef scraps from the table and a lackluster 
exercise regimen has ballooned Carlton to nearly 200 pounds. 
Not only is he the biggest non-livestock animal I have ever seen 
in my life, he slobbers like a baby with a jaw full of candy. Susan 
and I keep three mops in the house to swab his drool.  

C 

Don’t even get me started on his droppings. Suffice it to say, 
a dog the size of a horse can produce some mammoth turds. If 
our house didn’t sit on an acre and a half of ground, I’d seriously 
consider taking him for the long ride in the country. Even with a 
lawn as big as ours, walking through it is still like negotiating a 
minefield.  

One summer evening the year after we got the dog, Susan 
and I tried playing croquet in the backyard. We were on some 
kind of kick to get more active. After the first errant ball slopped 
through one of Carlton’s lawn bombs, we boxed up the set and 
pitched it in the trash. No biggie. Who wants to play croquet? 
We’ve resigned ourselves to sipping lemonade on the patio and 
watching it pile up. The bright side is that our grass is as green as 
a golf course, though I wouldn’t recommend putting around. 
And that’s the crazy thing: the stuff that kills the neighbors’ grass 
is the very stuff that’s making ours worthy of a turf-builder ad. 
We’ve got our problems, sure, but the lawn is fine. 

**** 
It was Susan’s idea. After studying for the bar twice, I had finally 
passed and recently hired on with Johannsen, Smith, and Jo-
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hannsen, a one-stop shop in town. I was in the home office, 
straightening papers on my desk and Susan walked in the room 
and said, “Mark, I think it’s time.”  

If there’s one thing I know, it’s Susan. So I knew what she 
meant, and even though I wasn’t sure I was ready, we talked 
about it and agreed that everything fit. Our college days were 
looking pretty small in the rearview. We were settled in a new 
house with a huge lawn and the money was finally stable. Susan 
didn’t even have to work, but spent most of her days sculpting 
clay angels that she would or would not sell to the local bou-
tiques. She stopped taking the pill the next day. Who decides the 
time is right based on how the lawn looks? I don’t know; it just 
felt right.  

**** 
Susan was as giddy as I’d ever seen her. I mean she glowed. I 
tried to tell her to wait until we knew the gender at least, but she 
said we could buy unisex. We drove downtown in the rain and 
strolled the baby aisles of every department store we could find, 
buying twenty or so tiny outfits in gender-neutral reds and 
greens. We also got the crib, the stroller, and an old-fashioned 
rocking bassinet made from hand-tooled maple strips. It cost 
$375 and I was jealous. The baby wasn’t even here yet and it 
already had the nicest furniture in the house. Maybe we did get a 
little carried away, but we were having fun. 

There’s something to be said about decorating your own 
child’s nursery. I’ve found that fathers-to-be have to be involved 
in these little projects. Susan felt the motherly bond building as 
soon as she peed on the strip and it showed positive. But for me, 
I noticed that I had to do something hands-on. The shopping 
was nice. But when I was covered in both pink and blue 
splotches of paint—we were covering our bases, just in case—I 
was Daddy. 

**** 
I think Susan is brainwashing Carlton. I’m the one who feeds 
and waters him. I’m the one who hauls out the huge steel tub 
and bathes him every Saturday. And I’m also the one who carts 
the wheelbarrow out back, shoveling badger-sized mounds of 
Carlton’s goodies each fall. And what do I get for my efforts? 
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Jaren Watson lives with his wife and children in Tucson, where he 
is working toward his MFA at the University of  Arizona. He 
writes fiction during the day and spends his nights hiking in the 
desert with his family, photographing wildlife. He is a member of  
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Kami Westhoff's work has appeared in such journals as Meridian, 
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