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1960’s POP CULTURE AND STRAVINSKY
Walked out of the office midday,
got high on hash and diazepam
and watched ‘Mary Magdalene’
with a friend:
purchased some wine on the
way home, took some codeine
and smoked some joints;
I saw my wife pull up in her
car; a pop song from the 1960’s
came over the radio and I
began dancing in the kitchen,
my wife came in, she didn’t
take off her coat but embraced
me and we danced and held
each other; when the song
ended, we lingered for a short
while, smiling at our own
playfulness and then
Bessie the dog grew jealous
and started barking loudly
and demanding my wife’s
attention, the 2 cats were
startled and leapt on top
of the kitchen cupboards
as we let go and Stravinsky
took to the airwaves.

By John D. Robinson
(from “Hang In There” published by UCP RAR June 2019)
(Judge of the RAR William Wantling Poetry Prize)
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THE DARE
It was all a simple, stupid dare,
but he took it to heart and pulled
out his upper teeth with a pair
of pliers;
he was 14 years old, he was
solid muscle of 5ft 4 and
simple of mind:
4 or 5 friends looked on as
he extracted his teeth and
applauded as each tooth
was pulled and placed on
the concrete floor in splatters
of blood: after he yanked out
the 5th tooth his friends ran
away laughing, there was
no malice intended; it was
a ridiculous dare-you:
he sat alone on the
pavement, looking down
at his teeth, he picked them
up like precious things,
he didn’t feel jubilant, he
began crying, he walked
home, wondering what his
parents would think, as
blood dripped
from his mouth.

By John D. Robinson
(from “Hang In There” published by UCP RAR June 2019)
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THE FOOTSTEPS
Everything is as it should be,
everything is here, except
you and that changes
everything here,
Bessie the dog is sad-eyed,
the cats are sulking,
the radio is quiet,
t.v.off
your absence strolls
through the house, I
can feel you moving
by me; evening has
noticed, it’s autumn
presence falling like a
soldier weary of war,
putting down his
weapon and laying
down his head on the
earth to hear your
footsteps finally
coming home and
knowing everything
will be okay.

By John D. Robinson
(from “Hang In There” published by UCP RAR June 2019)
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Hang in There
(cover art for John D. Robinson’s book of poetry)
by Henry G. Stanton
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The Girl from No Gun Ri
During the Korean War, on July 26-29, 1950, round 250 to 400 South Korean
refugees were killed in a US air attack and fire from the 7th Cavalry Regiment
at a bridge near the village of No Gun Ri. The US military, fearing North
Korean infiltrators in disguise, ordered soldiers to shoot South Korean
refugee groups.
I.
I was sixteen when they came
war had broken out and girls
were the price of cigarettes
older women swung scythes
like broken teeth
at soldiers
who were said to
--the girls
so I hid in an urn
in the dark
waiting for history to pass
my name was Park Hee-Sook
I wore my hair long in a braid
tipped with a rippling ribbon
smooth as the flow of red blood
II.
my playground became a battleground
and we gathered our skirts to flee
home became a fistful of objects
pounding its dirge on my back
the communists are coming
they said
you must move out or die
they said
in the sun everything was too hot
I can’t breathe
the Americans
said keep walking
I cannot
III.
then the sky split
was a crematory

and the universe
flaring

everything was in pieces
father
earthclod

mother
home
leg
burning

sister
body
cattle
where
human meat

arm

head

am I
we are all

on fire
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IV.
orphaned in a day, I wear
the torn bodies of the dead,
hiding from a horde
of black bullets
I hear blood gurgle and burst
in the strafed tunnels,
a cacophony of flies
feed on swollen flesh
my throat burns like paper
in the dark, I don’t know
if I’m drinking
water or blood
if I stay I will die
if I leave I will die
if I die
I run out

I will die

V.
an American waves me forward
and men clamber out of their holes
I say Hello Hello
the only English word I know
Hello my whole family
has been killed
it is hell in there Hello
I cry coated in blood
I scream Hello Hello
and pound on their chests
you said you would save us
Hello
I am red ribboned with
the dark hands of death
as they hold me shaking
in their arms
Hello I cry
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to the living and dead
as I weep all the bones
from my body
VI.
In the village, the nights
have burning blue eyes
I cannot stop my own eyes
from drowning.
The watchmen remember
my wracking with wails
as ghosts clog my throat
with their names.
Before the war ends
I walk back to the bridge
and search for remains
of my father
I scoop up his flesh
in the cup of my hands
and bury him
far from his home
O my father rest here
in the dark of the earth
as I braid your spirit
from the past

O my father hide here
in the mouth of the land
as we wait
for history to pass

by Esther Ra
(Winner of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
(previously published by The Rumpus therumpus.net)
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Bat Among The Wastes
by Silas Plum
(see journal cover - winner of the RAR Spring2019 cover art contest)
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Drunk in New Orleans Again
Two good old boys who were in perfume,
or so they said. If they could only bottle
the scent of cunt they could retire,
or so they said.
Kept buying me scotch in the hopes
of bottling me, I guess.
Their hair bottled blue-black
and grease-combed so tight against
their scalps you could see the teeth marks
from the Aces outlined by their back pockets.
One of them had his hairline drawn on
with waxy eyebrow pencil he stole from
his shiny teenage daughter.
The line was crooked, but he was smiling.
Lurched away and into a cab, the driver took me to
a deserted amusement park on Lake Pontchartrain.
Nineteenth century ghost ladies a-twitter,
blushing behind their parasols
when we got naked and sat in the water.
He was a Vietnam vet (weren’t they all then?)
and impotent. He had just bought a pump
for his member. Want to see it work?
I laughed, he looked ridiculous squeezing
his balls like that. He seemed proud of it though
so I got quiet and just watched the sunrise
sneaking peeks of his dick which was
bobbing merrily,
head above the waves.

by Beth Balousek
(Runner-up of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
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The Dreams And Prayers Of Isaac The Blind
by Silas Plum
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Red Dove
The eyes of a red dove quiver,
the sun washes out the color
of its feathers
from red to pink
like the melting pink ice cream
with clear sprinkles
it is eating
on the burning black pavement.
(Sugar crystals sparkle.)
I witness the
pink dove
levitate
and float upwards
like a pink balloon
into the blue sky.
“POP!”
The man shot it.

by Sophia Falco
(Runner-up of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
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A Day at the Beach
by Bruce MacDonald
(runner-up RAR Spring 2019 cover art contest)
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Bird Back
By Bruce MacDonald
(runner-up RAR Spring 2019 Cover Art Contest
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Because Addiction isn’t a drug
My heart is an inexorable cart on a solitary journey
seeking to meet my addiction at the door where knocking is sanity
I am an intoxicated lover questing death at the hands of my lover
but how do I experience death if life is all he has to offer?
I thought bodies are maps through which the heart finds home
But his body is not a place,
His body is a revitalizing meal for my hunger
every trace to find its form leads me to myself
if experiences are all there is,
then I am addicted to his silence
the sanity walking on glimpses of the universe
though, the universe has no name
I call it a medley,
the one I am still trying to sing into a single note.
He, is an addiction I cannot comprehend
a silent companion bemoaning my body
but skin is a mask, the one I take off each time I go searching
and like him, I am his addiction
entwining within formless bodies
the continuous conversation happening
at the meeting of my breath.

by Patience Andrew
(Runner-up of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
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Leggy Blue
by J. Ray Paradiso
(runner-up RAR 2019 Spring cover art contest)
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Conservation of Energy
I listen to the
washing machine
at 2 AM
making low surf noises
like somebody trying
to escape
their body
or a sleepwalker
carrying the city
on her back
across moats of
brittle
green stars.

by Doug May
(Runner-up of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
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At Least my Dog Loves Me
by Brittany Worlinksy
(runner-up RAR 2019 Spring cover art contest)
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Bad Mother
I gas lit you twice. Once at the fancy pool
when I told you that the chardonnay
in my Coke can wasn’t really chardonnay.
Your furrowed brow after tasting it,
wet strands of hair striping your face,
adorable swimsuit with blue Hawaiian flowers.
Squinting at me, one arm raised, sun in your eyes.
I was burning the cruel sun in your eyes.
Mom, this doesn’t taste like Coke, you said.
Oh yes. I assured you that it was.
A second time, in winter: I insisted that our car slipping
on black ice was just due to the weather.
When in fact, I was the cause. Drunk & driving
you, me & your disappearing little sister.
I’m sober now. I forgive you, you say. But there is nothing
that can make that black ice go away.

by Julia Knowlton
(Runner-up of the RAR William Wantling Prize for Poetry)
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The Get Together
by Brittany Worlinksy

Selfies in The Bamboo
by Brittany Worlinksy
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an old man ends his day
I saw an old man stare
at his air conditioner unit
covered in snow
then scratch his head
and put his hands in his pockets
he walked to his mailbox
and opened it…
nothing inside…
he walked to the driveway’s edge
and gazed into the street…
from inside the house
his wife yelled
“Get inside, you’ll get sick!”
he didn’t respond
she yelled again,
“You’re going to catch a cold!”
he walked back to the mailbox
checked one more time
then went inside

by Tohm Bakelas
(Winner of the RAR 2019 Poetry Chapbook Contest)
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Hank writes me from Maryland
and invites me to his art studio
he’s a great painter
real good with the blues and blacks
he writes excellent poems
and publishes quality work from others
Hank asks me for the poems
and I submit to him when I remember
I’m not good with deadlines
he understands
I wonder if he’s insane
no one likes my poems
as much as he does
I keep sending them
and he keeps reading them
I have never met him
after this next batch of poems
and the snow completely melts
I’ll drive down to visit
and besides
I could use a break
from all the hell
I’ve been seeing

by Tohm Bakelas
(Winner of the RAR 2019 Poetry Chapbook Contest)

21 | P a g e

The Crows on Richards Ave
a curious scene
unfolded before me
the other day
as I was driving unknown streets
I was forced to brake
when a pack of crows
was crossing the road
one by one they shuffled
under a grey winter sun
I put the car in park
and turned the engine off
as to say
‘go ahead friends, I understand’
when the last crow hopped across
he looked at me and cawed
at the time I was alone
no other witnesses
were present for this
I sat for a while
watching as they regrouped
and pecked the thawing earth
I started the car
and drove home
smiling much like Anubis
when they sealed the tombs.

by Tohm Bakelas
(Winner of the RAR 2019 Poetry Chapbook Contest)
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Sequim Wild Grasses
by Judith Skillman
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Lady with The Lion Head
by Nazli Karabiyikoglu
I went out, set the wine-house on fire and came back. Without
moving a muscle, for hours, I drank. I didn’t hear the songs, or get startled
by the fake campaign bottles popping. Although I didn’t want it, baritone
old man’s songs looking back on his youth got smeared all over me. My
hands just didn’t seem right on anywhere at the table. I tried to look worn
out, beaten. Still they stared at me from their end of the table. They had
this painted looks what some says beauty, necklaces, earrings, tiny skirts…
They knew what they demonstrated as they moved their legs around had
value. I, was broke, but I had a beard. A mustache. Skills that lured them
without having an idea about the sum in my pocket. A tie with diamond
shaped colours. I had in me the pain of the house I got kicked from. That’s
why I was there. To shrink more, to quail more. To be able to stop and
wait a bit more.
Wine-house had tile walls. Cheap, slippery, with grease and sticky
filth filled in between. They turned black from white, unprotected, stood
tall only because of their regulars’ familiar cries. The pain peed on
constantly was everyone’s; the remnants of finding what was right in life
when left alone with yourself in the bathrooms. Reminisces green in
grouts, incandescent nostalgia. Same old songs, same old bard. He
mastered touching the hearts of teary-eyed losers, making them homesick
first by hitting with sad ballads then dance by folk. When their shirts stuck
their backs with sweat, he handed them cheap napkins, white pieces all
around them. Waiters serving tea over black collared men, staring at the
boobs of the girls they like, taking it as tip, therefore justified.
I saw her dress. It didn’t fit her. The tighter the dress, the more she
poured out towards me. Her looks said she didn’t belong there. I got up
and walked over her. I leaned over the sticky counter – though it was
disgusting, I bared. Her hair twirled around her head, as thick as a lion’s
mane. There was something rebellious in the way of her honey-coloured
frizziness. Her tiny pink aquiline nose spread around her miniature face.
She was about to roar. Beat me off of her side with her claw. I was going
to roll over and cover my head with my hands and bleed, in silence.
She stood up on her giant feet. She pulled her skirt down. I
expected a stretch followed by a yawn like a big cat would do. She walked
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towards a man who winked at her from across the room. She was going to
sit with him, and laugh all night. She smiled with her neck bent to a side,
her hands on the table pushing out her waist. Her mane flew on her back.
I saw the growing rage in her squinted eyes, and her mouth shut. She
slammed the bottle on the table, and walked all the way back to her seat. I
knew her, yet I wasn’t capable of approaching her, saying my name, telling
how they kicked me out, spilling all my confessions out. The hair that came
out of her nose joined the others where they turn yellow around her neck,
I couldn’t gather them all in my hand, and pull, bite their roots and leave
with a dried mouth. I couldn’t ask her to wet the roof of my mouth.
I stood a bit further from her. The lone lioness, always sitting solo,
bit whoever she liked. I couldn’t get any closer.
I wanted her to not breath the bad air. Not depend on crumpled
banknotes. Not stick her rough tongue in some stinky mouth, not cross her
pearls near some yellow layered teeth not pull down her skirt to hide her
bush, every fifteen seconds. I didn’t want her to howl at the ones she
fancied and say screw the money, nor her doors to squeak as they open. To
go up on stage just because she’s bored, and dance, and hypnotize
everyone despite dreary air. Her dance, when she viciously threw her head
back from her knees, strangled her breasts with her arms, rolled over and
stood on her four limbs, blew his mind with the circular motions of her
hips, synced to any rhythm, and stretched her waist that only she knew it
was sore. She was huge when she moved, the world would abide if it saw
her. Her dance was famous. As it was the dance of exploitation; of animals,
of the black folks. Every single move was of the ones we eat and wear
their fur, the ones with a contract of slavery to their masters’ names hidden
in their pockets. Only I get caught up in the vagueness of her moves. Only
I know the meaning of the way she slides her shoulder over, or wiggles
her belly. I can read the symbols of her worship ritual exclusive to pathetic
souls, write hundreds of pages about her, give lectures on her moods. My
eyes, don’t mind the bugs and rodents that jumps on her, rather focus on
the elegance of her chasing every one of them one by one, the movement
of sweeping fingers. Life stops when she runs her curled hands run through
her wrists, up to her chest, then down from her belly. Only she knows the
limit. How much can the middle finger enter into panties, owning
everything on its way. She enjoys the carnival of pleasure in the tiny piece
of flesh, stuck between two fingers, and shows nothing to no one. What’s
left on the cloth is hers. I would wash my hands there.
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Her meat-based diet prevented her legs from holding any fat, I got
stuck in their tightness. So thin, her waist and thighs were almost the same
width.
Her fingers were tapping on the counter, like a solemn lion who
disliked grasslands, therefore hunted alone in the savanna. Relaxed, aware
of the hours she could spend without paying a dime in her free zone where
no bartender ever looked. From a far, I held my hand up over her mustache
that bursted right under her nose. Maybe a twitch, a disturbance. I saw the
light pink on the insides of her fingers. I moved a couple stools further
without being noticed, and stopped right beside her. My words were there,
I was going to start talking about the wave of her curls. My similes were
there, to the colours of autumn. I was going to talk about her garden, her
cage, rotten food thrown over her ears, her cage, her hay bed, and three
times a day. Bloody, the one she doesn’t fancy. Her days stuck with the
taste of the meat she never dreamed of before. I was going to sell her what
she already knew. Lure her. Make her fall in love with me with my
knowledge. Overall I had stripes, black and white. How tempting I would
be to her…
I know about the days she gets out of bed without the will to
shower.
My reality, is when the top of her lip touches my cheek.
Once again I got the lazy linger of death that I see when I sit by
myself, though not its desire, stuck in my head. I dreamed of her hands
flying to my neck on yellow grass, and my death of it. I stopped drinking
after this vision. I passed the last stool between us, and stood right next to
her. I fixed my eyes at the iron pipe she rested her feet on. My insides
ached with every movement of her feet. I twisted.
Her body turned and she looked at me. The moon died. Although
we couldn’t see clearly from the filthy windows, I felt its blast in my
temple. I moved past men, castrations. But I couldn’t kneel before her
strength that brought down women. It would look weird. So I desperately
pressed my hands together, and put my head on my arm. I hoped she would
understand. Her face took the old shaman’s form, stuck in her spirit,
wrinkly and already broken. She got bigger. Her hand found my head, and
her neck laid back. She came close and smelled, nothing suspicious.
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I was scared when she carried me out of the wine-house whose
tables swiped over again with dirty cloths with her teeth grabbing the
nerveless spot of my neck. My lungs stuck my heart, I thought I couldn’t
breath. She dropped me at the sidewalk and I quickly got back on my feet.
The night could spread her legs and swallow me. I would be eaten,
digested in seconds, then the streets would defecate me. But I just stood
there, pushed around so much so that I couldn't be anymore. Lifeless, no
blood running.
She grabbed me again. I let loose in the warmth of her saliva. I
was struggling to heal rather than to die. Stand and watch the horizon
where the life washes ashore, or just rest without a clue, silent… Was I
going to be better, or deteriorate and end? Was I to dissolve my sick parts
in filthier pots, kill the moon and nest on the sun, or the other way around
strangle the sun and lay on the unbeaten craters of the moon? Not a victim,
not a hero… Did not lick a wound nor himself. What he lacked he dragged
his whole existence. Bashed around. Neither pulled a carriage, nor left the
herd. He couldn’t reach to taste the sweetest branches of a tree, leave
bruises on thighs, shrink and stand up again, get in bed with women and
their hairy armpits, find the guts to show his underpants to anyone.
Couldn’t sit naked on the couch, reach for his drink on the center table.
Couldn’t have his head shaved, he buried himself in the uncertainty of
whatever you dos on barber chairs, took the first bus that arrived and got
off at random stops. Without a sign of resistance, he accepted the growing
mushroom in his lung, thinking dying is this easy, easier even than
praying.
She took me to her den, in which barely a bed. Sweat, sourdough
and secretion, strong all around. Her sheets already creased, gathered at
one end of the bed. Fiber burnt my cheeks, last sunny days of the fall. She
dropped her body on mine, flat. Tango, deep and classic. Her lips locked
on my lungs, my neck and down my back. Her naked feet on me, step by
step. Tailbone, spine and axis. As if she was picking flowers, humming in
the meantime. I didn’t know the language of her cure. Her tongue washed
my smooth flesh, hairless after chemo. She stood up sometimes, like
gathering the flowers on her lap. Some of me must have left on her tongue.
When she couldn’t take it anymore, she spit my deaths at the side of her
bed. She smashed them with her heels and got back on me. I liked the
sound of her song, I loved it even. In it chorus I got stuck, then back to the
beginning, then to the end. She reached and grabbed colourful dolls, with
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skirts, pants, capes and scepters. Some crowned, some naked. She fit them
all in her two hands, now almost in trans, she reached and placed her
headdress on her mane.
That headdress! Its darkness!
When placed on hair - even though hair is dead, or straight - its
wires sent power to the skull. These intertwined wires, dried intestines and
ink from veins. Leaves covered the wires, they were forever. Lined
according to the tempo of the applause they took. Some wildflowers too.
Right side of the headdress had a half antler, and the left side had the
jawbone of a horse. Beavers’ teeth in the middle, and night’s baby at the
top right - night’s baby was a cotton ball covered in black cloth- a crab
claw at the bottom left. A piece of skin stretched from the crab claw to the
antler at the top -the skin was of human, yet one who failed as a human,
one who dived right into zebra herds, run through jungles -of except
Africa- and knock teeth out, cut heads right under manes-, and the widest
part of the skull was on her forehead, source of the cure.
Evil’s sharpening and sharpening until the knife disappears, and
the magic of its vanishing caused healing.
I laid there. Did not move a bone. I felt the blood that filled my
mouth running down to my pubic. She had prettier things in her thumbs
than just nails. Her steps felt like the joy after work at a factory. The everburning light of the limited hours of freedom but until the next morning.
When the daily flow of life could entertain anything, her father chose to
come home from copper doors with melons in his hands -how lovely was
it to have him at home, rather than his mistress’s house-. My mind was
blown away by those who share a bed together and pray for wealth, need
for pen of sisters hugging each other, maddening vastness of the moors,
tundra, swamp, and savanna. I was by a river. Drinking water. All I could
think was to ease my thirst and get back to the herd, and gallop.
I didn’t know before that my back she squeezed with ten fingers
was this broad.
My body was tired after all the jealous evenings, and scared under
the effect of medicine’s blue juice and the reddened aorta. I let go. My
flesh loose. Suddenly her feet found my feet and she stuck her tongue up
my butt. Where my spinal cord ended I met the true lion-headed lady.
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Nobody could ever named the disease that flew from the hole she
stuck her tongue to. Pus, rash, scaling off, they were mere words. Anything
damaged where the tongue entered had to heal itself. A way to call myself
another name was now open.
I stared at the curtains with similar eggplants, tomatoes and
peppers on. She sat on my thighs. She realized my ankles couldn’t stand
her press. All of a sudden she held my spine, face-down. She mounted her
sick zebra. Her game that can’t put its feet to anywhere in agony on
wetlands. My neck, wet from her mouth. Her teeth in my vein. She would
save me had I died. She’d rather heal than kill, a soul that wouldn’t belong
to any of the seven layers, she didn’t use her sharpest teeth. My blood
stayed in, I didn’t burst to ceiling. She was trying to suck the poison out
of me and melt it in her own blood. She fell down, away from me. Pulled
her legs and hugged them, perfect embryo shape.
I stood up on the reeking bed -feeling, so much of me- and looked
at her. Her naked, bent double flesh.
Embroidered curtains of her gloomy room. Paper piles on her
dusty table. Her phalluses.
I looked at the milk coming out of her nipple. Glitter of the
transparent white.
I looked at the blood leaking out of her ass, resembling two hills,
dark, fluid, fragrant.
I looked at her wilderness, right in her slit.
With the power rising from my chest, I got up. I moved my hands
over my broken ribs. I felt my veins going in and coming out of my heart,
and for the first time ever in years, I took a breath. I looked at the tight ass
crawling in pain after all the shit she took on. I should have released her
off to the forest. Should have made her die under her favorite tree. I, now
at ease, I was wrong. I forgot that she was the almighty lioness that would
never return. I left her on the dusty carpet, bent double. I left my shaman
to her luck.
I went out of the copper door.
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I went to the wine-house where I’d found her to distill life. I drank
a lot. I set the city on fire, and came back.
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Lime Sea after Joan Eardley
by Judith Skillman
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Third High Tide
by Judith Skillman
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Midwest
on a day
more shy
than hymnals
and cornbread
the earliest
shopkeepers
go about
their business
downwind
from idled
smokestacks
and angry
mourners.
at noon,
a little
distant
applause
flutters galleries
of stark white
robes
and a bird
tumbles
from the sky
heavy as a nap
on thanksgiving.

by Doug May
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Texters
I sometimes
observe
the silent ones
bending their heads
like solemn priests
in air-conditioned
caves.
Thin lips
barely moving
they never
look around to see
who’s gathering
sticks for the
big fire
gathering honey
in cracked pots
for the desert
migrations.
I wonder how
it feels to
be everywhere
and nowhere
dreaming before
a house catches fire
and bodies cluster
like fat black grapes
against mirrors of
wrong way exits

by Doug May
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Keys On A String
These are the keys
i wear around
my neck
so i don’t forget
where i live
these are the keys
some of them
very ancient
belonging to
a dead twin
one of the misers
who dressed in
my clothing
and paid off
my debts.
Every day
that man wakes up
in an empty bed
and birds fly
out of his chest
heading south
without a
backup plan.
Every day
he waits
for the ink to dry
on a forged
contract
allowing the alcohol
in a mother’s
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womb
or a father’s
broken strands
of DNA
to guide him
between rows of
vacant
parking spaces.

by Doug May
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Truth or Dare
By Barbara Martin
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Barrier
by Eric E. Olson
Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
At any moment the barrier may be tested. I will see what
it’s made of. It will be enough. Or not. Best not to think about it.
Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
I feel them on the other side, trembling in those . . . what to
call them? Bodies? Shells?
Dark things. Indeterminate. Not one thing or another. Call
them suits. Call them disguises. Call them Meatsacks.
My head is swimming with them. The thought of them, I
mean. Not (shudder). . . never mind. Thankfully, they have not
(yet) breached my barrier (check it again), though I can feel their
thoughts around the periphery. Working the field. Looking for
weaknesses.
I am having trouble. Just a little. Keeping the panic down.
I’ll admit such a thing. Who wouldn’t? Have trouble, I mean.
Admitting it is another matter altogether.
Altogether. What a word. On the surface, it’s a warm
word, sentiments of hearth and home, your people gathered around
you, a unit of solidarity and strength, but as with everything else in
this world, things being what they are, the warm words cool, then
harden, then fracture into pieces in front of your very eyes
(whatever that means), and that’s when the world is revealed for
what it truly is—threat, destruction, dissolution. All. To. Get. Her.
Altogether.
Push that thought down. All those ideas. That’s how they
get to you. Those thoughts of home, your people, gathered or farflung, living or no longer, lost or found. All those things that a man
would die protecting. The ideas they feed on. And the more you
think of them, the more you panic, and the more you panic, the
more they gather, and the more they gather, the more they test the
38 | P a g e

barriers, and the more they test the barriers, the more chances for a
breach, and the more chances for a breach—
Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
Deep breath. Twice more. There.
Start again.
She—and I will not say her name, for fear of being
monitored (ha!)—She asked me, brow crinkled with concern, so
innocent, so beautiful, if there really was so much to worry about,
and of course I said, no, no, not really, everything would be fine,
people would come to their senses, see things more clearly, or, at
least, would remember the way things used to be, history is littered
with similar examples, though this is undoubtedly a unique—
swallow that, move on—but she shouldn’t worry her pretty little . .
. no, sorry, not that, but despite the most recent reports (images,
words, sounds), this is all temporary, until people get their heads
on straight, remember the fundamentals, basic human decency and
such, and the worst part was she believed me, and I, too, believed
me, for a time, until things got worse, and then I wondered, though
I would never say such a thing out loud, or at least in her presence,
though part of me yearned to—no, swallow that, move on—part of
me wondered if level heads would prevail in the face of such
tribulation, uncertainty, strife, anxiety, and then as it became clear
that properly calibrated heads no longer existed, that all the heads
were askew and rolling, to and fro, at increasingly disturbing
velocities in some direction I didn’t understand, and that’s when I
turned to her—deep breath, twice more, there—and mentioned,
calmly but firmly, that perhaps we should, just to be safe, until
things blew over, retreat to—no, I mean, retire, a vacation, a break
from the day to day, the rat race, the simmering pot of, well, you
know what I mean, take a few necessities with us, provisions, the
fundamentals, the photo drive, the important documentation, on the
off chance that, no, no, of course not, just for the peace of mind,
while we stay, worry free, at a little place I know, up in the
mountains, nestled in the forest, the air as clean as nobody’s
business, and we’ll set up a . . .
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Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
I am having trouble. Just a little. Believing. In the
Meatsacks, absolutely, those nightmares, them, too. But I am
having trouble. Just a little. Believing. In the barrier. In its
functionality, absolutely, those promises, them, too. But I’m
having trouble. Just a little. Believing. In the barrier. It it’s
existence. So intangible, so slippery. I can feel it, that’s for sure,
but can I trust that feeling? Its invisibility perturbs me, nags at the
edges, as if things are either there or they’re not, a common sense
resistant to ambiguity, twisting me up in the possibilities.
Just close your eyes, she says on this bright-dull morning
(like always, always the same). Just close them and reach out.
See? Or rather. Feel? Or rather. Sense? Let your mind fill in the
gaps. Complete the circle. Now doesn’t that feel better? To
believe in something?
I scoff and reach for the cache.
The cache is formidable. In breadth and depth. Projectiles,
injectiles, deflectors, reflectors. The cache contains burners and
freezers, evaporatives and solidifiers. My cache can deliver
stunning or cracking, obliteration or debilitation. Whatever is
needed. And they’ll all be needed. Eventually. Because . . .
Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
I select a projectile from the cache. The projectile is
formidable. I cradle, and it breathes in my arms, a soft flow, energy
in, energy out, it flowing through me, I flowing through it.
Get a room! she says on the porch in front of our keep (like
always, always the same). If only you treated me so well! Ha-ha,
just a rib, but no seriously, your connection with that thing seems,
how shall I put it, intimate in a way that, you know, the way your
body conforms to its contours, submitting to its violent demands, if
only you and I could have such a—no, swallow that, move on.
I clutch the projectile close, trudge off to check the barrier
for the dozenth time that morning, leaving her to smile, airlessly,
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on the porch as she waters the hanging botanicals signifying
hearth, home, keep.
These alpine forests are beautiful this time of year
(whatever that means), what with the tiny birds flittering from
branch to branch, the sway and quiver of needles in a breeze just
insistent enough to announce its presence (nice touch, that), and
out across the valley below, framed expertly beneath the next set of
snow-kissed peaks, some sort of herd meanders amongst the
clover, munching occasionally, then head-up to test the air, repeat,
ad nauseum.
This, I think to myself (whatever that means), is the way it
used to be. Not everywhere, of course, taking into account
differences in climate—no, swallow that, move on—differences in
setting, be it grassland or tropical canopy, wind-swept coastline or
arid desert, but the world used to have this sort of balance, a
stability that belied its purpose, a continuity of expectations, and I
sigh, happy to have returned, if only in this new . . .
A sudden rustling in a copse of foliage to my left, and I
swing the projectile up to my shoulder, its stock throbbing against
my arm, to target whatever lurks in the undergrowth, which turns
out to be some species of pika, mouth stuffed with flowers,
bounding from bush to a rock field further up the slope, and I let
off a few rounds, which succeeds only in stirring up little geysers
of soil, which is fine since I don’t eat pika anyway, inedible
(whatever that means), and it’s best to squirt off a couple before
things take a serious turn.
I remember (whatever that means) when we were young
and in the bloom of our romance, she and I would trek out to
places such as these, further away then, fewer in number, not
nearly as pristine, she the keep-maker, the organizer of life, I the
keep-supplier, the bringer of death, and we would hold each other
under the stars, or rather, under the smudges of stars, listening to
the cricket, the frog, the hoot owl (notice the singular) and wonder
if this would be the last time we would ever see such a place,
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yearning for simpler times even then, as the rest of the world
smoldered steadily in the distance.
But all this reverie, this nostalgia for the dead, has pitched
me off-guard, off-game, and the world (whatever that means)
rushes up to meet me with its stark insistence as a dark shape rolls
to my right beyond an outcropping of granite that shields it, as if
intentionally, from my roving scope.
Check the barrier. Once more. Once . . .
Breach.
I trigger the alert, which should, if all goes well, lock down
the keep, to keep her safe, to keep her ensconced, away from harm,
and I take up a position above the dark shape, wait, breathe, twice
more, there, watch, prepare, then movement, the slightest flicker,
and the projectile does its work, filling the world with sound and a
spray of stone fragments, catching its target with a puff of crimson
plume, followed by a mewling gargle of agony, and I leap over the
outcropping of granite, cocked projectile first, to land upon, not
deer nor boar nor sheep nor cat, but Meatsack, choking
convulsively on its own blood, and I empty my cartridge into its
upturned, snarling mouth.
I stand on top of it, legs splayed, cocked projectile
throbbing in my hand, and stare down into the cavern of face.
Breathe. Twice more. There.
The first time I saw one of these things, I mistook it for
human. A common, if fatal, error. But there are tell-tales. As I
have learned. The dark skin. The shuffling gait. The not-quiteright eyes. These details become more pronounced when they (socalled) speak. Or behave amongst one another. The near-nightly,
ritual howling, for instance. Or their methods and ingredients for
feeding. Not to mention their voracious sexual appetites.
This one appears to be male, though who can tell for sure
under these conditions, and I prod at the beast with my boot to
make sure there’s no life left, as I’ve heard they carry an extra
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brain in their abdomen, fact and myth beyond differentiation for
some time now, if there ever was a clear distinction. The only sign
that life (whatever that means) once inhabited this creature, wafts
up to my nostrils in putrefic waves of that stuff on which they
gorge themselves, the (so-called) spice. Tamp down nausea.
Scope up. Scan the horizon.
Check the barrier.
Another breach.
From the southwest this time. Three dark Meatsacks. They
lope across the sloped meadows in grotesque gesticulations, limbs
flailing, teeth gnashing, clearly enraged by the fall of their
companion.
I bolt. I flank. I position.
First shot catches one of them in the shoulder, and it goes
down, dropping a water receptacle that sprays across the meadow.
The second and third shots, in close succession, kick up
flowers, scattering the other two Meatsacks in opposite directions,
one into a thicket of scrub to my right, while the other heads
straight for me, eyes wild and rolling, one of which I pop out with
a fourth round, then head after the straggler into the bushes.
From the vegetation where it crouches, the Meatsack huffs
and growls, emitting low, guttural barks and writhing on its side.
At first I think it caught shrapnel, but its engorged abdomen pulses
and roils beneath flesh, and I realize the thing is trying to spawn, in
a last ditch effort of attack.
Panic seizes. Once it spawns, I can call the curtain. They
spawn in unfathomable numbers, the voracious brood ready for
prey within seconds of expulsion. According to the most recent
reports.
Deep breath. Twice more. There.
43 | P a g e

I select an incinerator from the cache. The incinerator is
formidable. I cradle, and it breathes in my arms, a soft flow, energy
in, energy out, it flowing through me, I flowing through it.
As I stare down at what appears to be the female, though
who can tell for sure under these conditions, she appears to be (socalled) communicating something with her face and a long, drawnout waul. Moaning. Pleading. Clutching at the distended
abdomen.
According to the most recent reports, Meatsacks display no
parental behavior. They fuck indiscriminately. Birth
indiscriminately. Are often eaten by the new brood. Or,
occasionally, escape, only to breed indiscriminately again. The
brood feasts indiscriminately on the receptacle (so-called mother),
or whatever is at hand. Grows indiscriminately. Fucks
indiscriminately. And the whole cycle starts again, as they gather,
with other broods, in droves, at the barrier.
She begs for mercy. I assume.
I roll my eyes and torch her.
A billow of black smoke rises behind me, the stench of
burning flesh and hair, as I hurry down the slope toward the keep,
panic bubbling up about what I might find there.
Check the barrier. Once more. Once again.
No more breaches. The lockdown remains in place at the
keep, but best not to take any chances, and I’m kicking myself for
not yet installing the surveillance around the keep, the balance of
security against (so-called) privacy now seeming reckless.
The irony is we used to have a robust surveillance system.
At the old house. Nestled in a suburban enclave, gated, patrolled,
HOA carefully administered to discourage the wrong sort of . . .
swallow that, move on. But even around the old house, I had
installed the latest—motion sensors, heat signatures, infrared, not
to mention the sizeable cache—including stunsticks, biosprays,
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aural disruptors, not to mention the dog—well-trained, ominous,
now dead, not to mention the electric fencing—cranked up to max,
double-gauged, unfortunate about the dog, not to mention the long
hours of patrolling, checking, rechecking, locking, relocking,
bolting out of bed in the middle of the night, pacing, rechecking,
relocking, repatrolling, trip wires, deafening alarms, false alarms,
complaints from neighbors, visits from local police precincts, and
one FBI check-in to determine whether there were any children in
the house—no, sorry—two FBI check-ins. The second one wasn’t
looking for children, only explosives, of which I owned many.
But remember (whatever that means) what was happening
during this period. The world being what it is. The most recent
reports (images, words, sounds) were dire. Infiltrations on the rise.
Crime, even among citizens, on the rise. Assaults, burglaries,
vandalism—all ticking up. People marched in the streets, rioting
decimated business districts, the government in shambles. Not to
mention all the peripheral events—the threat of nuclear war,
terrorist attacks, the criminally insane set loose in public schools.
Not to mention all the natural disasters—hurricanes, floods, a
particularly devastating fire season, followed by mudslides, and, of
course, the ever-encroaching ocean that became increasingly hard
to ignore.
Deep breath. Twice more. There.
Suffice to say, tensions were high, both abroad and at
home.
This was about the time she left.
Not for good, she said, just a break, a breather (twice more,
there), a visit to my sister, since I haven’t seen the kids in so long,
with their growth and development and all the things going on, the
world being what it is. It will be good, she said, give us both time
to think, there-there, don’t cry, I’ll be back before you know it, and
we’ll be better equipped, recuperated, clear-eyed, now take care of
yourself, and don’t forget to eat something green, and try not to
45 | P a g e

drink so much, and don’t forget to feed the dog (this was several
days before the accident), and for god’s sake get some sleep.
That week, and the next, were a blur. I’m not proud of this
period. I’ll admit it.
But I managed to snap out of it. Through will. Or rather, I
was instigated to action.
I awoke one afternoon, bleary-eyed, unshaven, stinking of
booze and dried meat, blood stains still spattering my undershirt
and briefs (the dog had not gone quietly), to the most recent reports
from the south emanating from all screens.
The invasion had begun.
It had been threatening for years, restlessly gathering at the
peripheries, rumblings and rumors, and the authorities had glanced
warily to the south, shuttered slightly, and decided on a strategy of
capitulation, to the utter surprise of absolutely no one who was
paying attention.
Now here they were, the Meatsacks, pouring out of the
jungles and dark places of the world, tearing across the desert,
ransacking first villages, then towns, then whole cities, multiplying
at alarming rates, bringing with them their spice stench and
slobbering maws, ripping limb from limb any man who stood in
their way, eating children whole, and (strangely) raping the women
before consuming their flesh, all of this captured in excruciating
detail on the most recent reports (images, words, sounds), played
over and over in intoxicating loops, with no explanation, no plan
for resistance, no military action, nothing but insane pleas from the
authorities that we try our best to accommodate their presence, to
which the majority of citizens understandably balked, and the only
reasonable response was to assume the government compromised,
infiltrated, traitorous, and we cast about for someone else to take
over, anyone really, someone with a good head on their shoulders,
clear-eyed, willing to say what’s what, preferably at loud volume,
dispensing with courtesies, and look who we found . . .
46 | P a g e

But if you’re reading this, you already know.
Needless to say, I snapped out of my doldrums. Called to
action. Prepared to do whatever it took to protect what was mine,
to protect my sweet love. If we had children, I would have
protected them too. Luckily (for everyone involved) we did not.
I showered, shaved, cleaned up the pool of blood in the
yard, packed a bag with essentials, determined to drive the six and
a half hours to my sister-in-law’s home, break down her front door
if necessary, and retrieve my sweet love, upon which we would reavow our devotions to one another, cast off the trappings of our
former lives, and retreat to a little place I know, up in the
mountains, nestled in the forest, the air as clean as nobody’s
business, and we’ll set up a . . .
But as I headed for the door, reaching to turn off the screen,
I paused to watch the latest reports (images, words, sounds), and
there he was, mouth moving in that way his does, as if speaking
only to me, and I couldn’t quite make out what he was saying,
though his eye was fierce, his tone in control, and I sat for a
moment, bag slumping to the floor, and watched him speak,
emphatically, directly, and with purpose.
I was startled sometime later by the doorbell.
I shook my head, noticing the changed light, marveling at
how much time had passed, and stumbled to my feet to answer the
door.
And there she was. On the step. Having (somehow)
deactivated the electric perimeter.
We didn’t need to say a thing. I could see in her eyes,
somehow bluer than I remembered, every apology I could ever
need, and I instantly forgave her for not believing in me. She
promised never to doubt me again.
We left the next morning for the keep.
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The keep looms into view, a squat box, painted white
(obviously), surrounded by porch, and I panic across the meadow,
spring blooms, bees, cocked projectile up, leap the stairs,
disengage the lockdown, and burst through the door, fearing the
worst, bowels jittery with fear, some bizarre part of me hoping . . .
swallow that, move on.
And there she is.
Safe, whole, kept, slightly miffed at the inconvenience of
lockdown, the sudden interruption, lovely arms frozen in the act of
food preparation, a pleasant lunch, my favorite spread, to be taken
on the porch, under a bright-dull sky, before, perhaps, tending to
my carnal needs in her selfless way (as always, always the same),
and I cross the room, gently remove the knife from her hand,
setting it soundlessly on the cutting board, take her in my arms, the
warmth of her body suddenly very acute, and I shake with relief.
There-there, she says, don’t cry, all is well, nothing to
worry about, my poor sweetheart, look at you, shaking with relief
and some other thing we won’t discuss. You must be so tired, with
all your emotions so close to the surface, and all that responsibility
draped onerously across your broad, masculine—and, look, your
projectile is still cocked, ready to defend your sweet love from
whatever lurks in the darkness. Calm yourself, sweet love, put
down your arms and return to hearth, home, keep, where you are
loved, and respected, and appreciated. Hush now, come lie down,
while I finish preparing your lunch, your favorite spread, which we
will take on the porch under the bright-dull sky, and afterwards,
perhaps, I will tend to your carnal needs, as always, always the
same, and perhaps a spark of life will take hold, and we will bring
forth progeny, one boy and one girl, and they will love and respect
and appreciate you as unconditionally as I, your sweet love, of
course do.
Deep breath. Twice more. There.
I collapse on the sofa, and she brings me a warm towel to
drape across my brow before returning to her work, humming a
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little something dredged up from a childhood I can barely
remember, and the soft chunking of knife on board continues, as I
sink into the cushions, sensing my heartbeat slow (whatever that
means), pumping blood throughout my body in a way that seems,
somehow, distant, as if it were happening to someone else, in some
other body, laying on some other sofa, in some other keep, in some
other world.
As I start to drift, I roll onto my side and take one more
look at my sweet love before closing my eyes, listening to the
pleasant sizzle of food as it hits hot pan, take a deep breath, twice
more, and smell . . .
Spice. So-called.
I bolt to my feet, eyes darting from my sweet love to the
stovetop, back to sweet love, and she looks past me, smiling
airlessly, out the bay windows, and cocks her chin.
Check the barrier.
My head pivots in slow motion, time elongating with my
own sluggish heartbeat (nice touch, that), and I gaze out the bay
windows, out across the perfectly green meadow, spring blooms,
bees, down to the valley floor below, expertly framed beneath
snow-kissed peaks, which is a vast sea of movement, undulating
across the horizon in infinite waves, rolling up the hillside toward
the keep, which begins to tremble with the vibrations of the earth,
the sound of gnashing teeth just discernible amidst the din.
I ask her, casually, what’s on the menu today, both of us
fully aware that (as always, always the same) I take my favorite
spread, no exceptions, and she replies, I thought we’d have
something . . . ethnic, you know, for a change, and she smiles,
looks up from the pan, and beneath her sheer blouse, I can just
make out a flutter of movement, a slight protuberance, rolling
beneath abdominal skin.
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I select a projectile from the cache. The projectile is
formidable. I cradle, and it breathes in my arms, a soft flow, energy
in, energy out, it flowing through me, I flowing through it.
I turn to the window, the first of the Meatsacks cresting the
hill, look back to my sweet love (as always, always the same).
Deep breath. Twice more. There.
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Lil’ Peep
by Jodie Filan
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candy land
by Bruce MacDonald
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Patch
Your water table's either tilted or the glen
your water pipes are calling from is, but your
audience is with a disrobed pope – more moral
compasses are pointing at you than before. Your
sutures true, you may be as holistic as you like,
maybe a book of maps, a basketball, then, when
deflated, nesting hemispheres. There is a lapse
that loops to fanfare for more entrances than exits.

by Heikki Huotari
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Postlude
Which amended sentiment goes with which
mechanism? If I have a new complaint will you
convene a second meeting? Now the phantom limb
has seven aspects and the truth as usual lies
somewhere in the middle. Now the shadow-handand-candle system is an analog computer so knows
only nuance. Stripes and spots both spin to rise.
A bell rings and momentum is conserved.

by Heikki Huotari
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To Open A Can Of Worms
To you and you my lines of sight are skew,
persistence only suddenness or power source could
love. I would for thunder shake or strike a sheet of
steel. In infrared, I would set right that which would
be set right by me. I would for thunder disconnect
the guilty from the guilt and set the prisoner of
conscience free.

by Heikki Huotari
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Rising Codes
by Carla Shiavone
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Rising Codes
by Carla Shiavone
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Expire
Duh couples danced en dheir rooms, embrac’en each uhdder tenerly. Sum
fer duh firs’ time, sum fer duh las’ time. Dat’s when i’ hit. Duh passengers
fel' duh boat lurch as i’ collided whi duh ice flo’en en duh frigeh Norh
Alanihh wadder. Li’ll did dey know dat only sen hunred fiddy uh ‘em would
survie ann duh uhdder one taosuhm fi hunred would expire en duh icy—
What do you mean? Wha’? What do you mean? Wha’ duh I mean ‘bout
wha’? About expire? Wha’ ‘bout i’? What do you mean ex-pi-re? Did they
go bad or something? Ya know, dey expired en duh coll. I thought the cold
kept things from expiring? Mos’ tings. Most things? Mos’ tings. But not
humans? Ew’mans? Nah, wadder n’t like rahfrigeration. It’s cold? Buh i’s
a corr-osive. What’s that mean? I’ disinnergrates stuff or som'thin. I didn’t
know water could do that. I’ can. We drink water, you know. Ya don’ drink
seawadda. Oh, why’s that? I’ ‘as sawll. Buh dat’s na duh— Huh? Don’t
we eat salt though? Yeah, buh na too much sawll. So saltwater
disintegrates? Yeah. Nah. What? Sawllwadda ‘as nuhdden ta do whi i’.
Then what made them expire? Duh coll. The cold? Yes-a, duh coll. I
thought the cold kept things from expiring? I’ does, buh— Then you just
don’t make any sense.

by Randal Eldon Greene
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Close to the Tree
by Ronald Walker
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Above the Fray
by Ronald Walker

Consider the Ramifications
by Ronald Walker
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A Love Letter in Debt to X (Or A Meditation on Edvard
Munch’s Naked Figures)

Taken by the wind the limbs seem to move somewhere else. The colours
melt into the mind to blur the lips and the eyes. The blue washing us.
Gently as if it was a cloth. Each patch of scaled skin caressed as if the
sky didn't want us to know that it was pulling us up. Up into the
atmosphere where we could breathe in the gasoline of too little oxygen.
A lullaby of whispers as the blue closes our eyes. The light pouring on
our shadows, turning our heads away from the heavens, away from the
face of it's creator. But one of us. We don't know who. Maybe her name
was x. She turns to face the sky all purple, lost, rinsed. No one can see
her eyes but we can feel them. We can feel that she knows that the sky is
feeding us to Him. Teaching Chronus how to eat his young. Letting us
know that it doesn't surround the earth with no debt. And she looks but
even stranger-she poses. Posing like a pin up girl, her arm stretched out
behind her head, her breasts perked up. Her face a blurred sense of
venomous desire, a sweet death wish filled with mockery. She knew she
would confuse him. He would look at her and dream of a marriage. Of a
possibility of a woman to hold his arms and tell him he is strong. He
wanted to be given back the love that was taken away from him when the
sky was a God- when he wasn't a God. He wanted love so he ate those
that came before. The blue trying to push her away, it could sense the
danger. He wouldn't be fed, her face would come back. Her eyes, her
mouth, her cheeks. The curves of her stomach were coming back, she
couldn't be wiped away. And she stared for it was not only her life she
wanted to save. The blue of the air curled its lips in a malicious screech.
The sky watching, it knew she didn't want to love him. Taunting was
power and it seemed like she won. We turned around too late. We turned
around to watch her pose. We turned around to see the sky hold His face
like death.

by Chariklia Martalas
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Bengal Tiger
by Jodie Filan
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Most mornings
my wife and I walk
for a little under
three miles, down
along the river—sometimes like glass,
sometimes turgid with rain—
past the place
where geese once gaggled
and stupid boy cats
stared out of vacuous eyes,
perched atop fading
gravestones in the little
family plot.
Four horses feed nearby
in the early light.
If we wait too long-sleep late, say, or engage
in that sweet wake-up
sex--we will miss them,
miss the first strokes
of morning soft against
the leaves of a late
honeysuckle blossom.

by Dave Sims
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Spring Training
I am content when wakened birds,
Before they fly, test the reality
Of misty fields, by their sweet questionings;”
--Wallace Stevens

My colleague laughs behind his pipe and tells me
all about the flock of doves he saw this morning,
gliding in lazy concentric circles, their white feathers
catching his eye as he lectured to bored students
about the meaning and value of poetry. “Look at that!”
he had to pause halfway through his windup
into Stevens’ “Sunday Morning,” and motion
toward the window where—for an instant, at least—
they all simply had to watch for a while as a flock
of something true and simple moved against
winter’s pale grey sky. (All right, I’m stretching
the truth here—he wasn’t teaching Stevens,
or at least not the poem whose imagery aligns
so well with what he’d witnessed.)“But it doesn’t
stop there,” he says, smiling as he tamps down
his tobacco, and from there everything else
he said I swear is true: “I go home and my wife
tells me to put on ESPN. She doesn’t say why.
But then I see a clip of Randy Johnson down
at camp. Turns out he hurled a 100-mph fastball
and hit a pigeon. Looked just like a pillow exploding
on the screen.” He shook his head. I shook mine.
I mean, what do you say to something like that?
When asked, the pitcher muttered, “Shit happens,”
but I can’t help but wonder what Stevens might
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have said, or that perhaps he already had.
Because even though our inevitable destruction
is always just that simple, I like to think there’s
a little something more besides “the leaves/
of sure obliteration on our paths.”

by Dave Sims
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Walker's Rorschach
(for Thomas)
Above the right urinal
in the Kast Hotel an unknown
patron once smashed the plaster
with his fist or his head.
Whoever really knows why?
Still, what’s left there calls out
for interpretation and Walker
is the man so good at that.
"I finally see it," he tells me
late one Friday night,
returning after bleeding out
so many bottles of blue
Canadian beer.
He's a fellow who lives
his weeks one day shy.
Only six for him,
Saturdays disappearing
in drunken slumber, hours running
forth like the telling fissures
on the wall that not only
brushed but penetrated
his mind--at least long enough
for a good piss.
"It's the Death of Civilization,"
he sighs, spinning down
the barstool so his elbows
balance just right as he strikes
flame with a red disposable
lighter, firing up another one
of his foul cigars, convinced
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that everything is a simple
matter of time, that we're all
riding one remorseless wave
toward a place none of us
will ever be ready for.
He should know. After all,
he's the historian, the one
who wears the Brooks Brothers
sport coats and white bucks
into the classroom. Others
call him pompous and arrogant,
but despite all that, I've heard
how he'll give--to those few
who have somehow managed to stay
hungry--the bitter taste
of an answer they never,
in their wildest dreams,
could've imagined without him.
But what he doesn't tell them
is what he tells me. Long after
nearly everyone else has left,
he leans in close and begins
to whisper of Lucky Strikes
that his team once found
in a village in Laos, cigarettes
already fifteen years old
by the time he, being c.o., said,
"Go ahead, boys, smoke 'em."
They'd read the French wrappers,
the dates on the stamps,
and suddenly realized
all of them were less than ghosts
67 | P a g e

right there and then.
He almost doesn't have to
tell me the rest, because even
for Walker the rest is already
too much of a tale. Still,
for the record, it goes like this:
A month later, Jesus and all
the other right lessons he'd ever
learned in prep school, everything
his father had ever told him,
meant absolutely nothing.
Two days in the Mekong River,
afraid to move, afraid to swim,
too paralyzed to wade back
to the land they'd surrendered
to the sniper's whispers, ballistic
shadows, he tells me
how he had to simply shit.
When he was through, staring down
at his stinking palm, he discovered
in an instant what he would never
be able to forget. It's what he sees
years later in a most unexpected
place. "Above the right urinal,"
he calls to me as I make my way past
the pool table and down the narrow
corridor. "Make sure you look
at what happened." And standing
still for those brief and leaking
seconds, I like to think that I do.

by Dave Sims
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El Greco’s Cape
by Christy Sheffield Sanford
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love song for nick zedd
a stray bit of trailer
trash quivers
at your upper lip
but I still want you
I am your muse
you gave me whore-stung lips
and tits so full
my nipples stretch thin
to cover them
I give you reason
I lick the skins of other men
while you zoom in
and zoom out
in and out
all in hard
focus
thick rivers of junk
course through your trailer
I watch it rise to choke you
your velvet pants
orange hair
your sneer
preserved in cold celluloid
when I said goodbye
it was all an act
just shoot me
I’ve had enough
Sex
by Beth Balousek
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underground man
I used to ride the path train
to my first job in the city
trundling all aboard in hoboken
and rushing into the sticky bowels
of the gimbel brothers.
I stitched together costumes
for a broadway madame
dyed yarn for cats and
put sharp hems in alice’s wonderland.
There was relief
in the monochrome
of underground
and the smell left by
passengers who
rubbed themselves on walls,
marked the dark corners
like so many dogs.
I used to hold my breath
like we did
when we passed a cemetery
so the spirits wouldn’t get in.
Hold my breath
and scurry with the rest.
In chorus, we’d bow our heads
when we passed the dark place
where the naked guy stood
every morning
masturbating with his homeless right hand
howling as he came.

by Beth Balousek
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Wish You Were Here
by Derek Carter
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KAPLAN GYM
Saturday
at the pickup game
movement is horizontal.
Some outside shots,
squeaky shoes & the hollow
punk of dribble.
Isolation ball.
Nobody sets a
pick and the matchups are mostly equal.
Tall nervous gunner
versus the point guard.
Heavy versus bad back.
Surviving middle age is mostly
just showing up.
Half court is enough.
This gym has low rafters;
long shots haven’t a chance.
With the big doors propped open
the sound of children is like birds.
Jack wears a jersey over a T-shirt.
City Champions, 1983.
His head fake fools no one.
Sometimes a sparrow darts in,
rises to flutter at the skylights.
It will find its way out; always does.
No one watches the game
unless they want in.
Sure.
Come around next weekend.

by Travis Stephens
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MANNEQUIN
1.
This window shows dresses
slung over Styrofoam figures
that could be my first girlfriend;
small breasted, proud
shouldered girl who laughed and
tasted of licorice. She rode
water skis the full length of the lake
on a dare, the bikini
fluttering but staying put,
thank God, though her father’s
friends in the boat watch that
pucker of tricot and think
about milk bottles and the
way a pillow feels upon waking.
2.
One dress in the window is a
flyaway muslin or Third World
cotton in bright colors that
say don’t take me seriously.
Another dress lacks shape even
on a mannequin made of brass
and maple, a hard body held
in the back seat of a 1968
Chevy Bel Air parked at the south
wayside of the lake, late for snow,
early for her denim jacket. We
can call her Liz or Kathy or Ann,
or Sis or Kitty. Pet names for the
daughter of the man adrift in
his ice shack, her brother breaking
teeth in bar fights. You’d think
it would be smarter not to seek
privacy, and fool yourself that
no one would know. Pike
wait below the ice as crows preen
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among last year’s stubborn leaves.
For some reason you cannot
recall her mother, not by name
or shape or the way she laughed
or didn’t, took coffee or glasses
of wine in the living room or
kitchen, baking brownies while
bored with the way smoke from
a chimney goes straight up.
Likely she wore dresses when
she had to, the ones ladies at
the church would approve of, though
she had a small black number she
kept in a spare bedroom closet, far
too nice for a fish fry but just right
for a weekend in the Cities.
Did they still have tea dances?
She wants to go to one, at the Ritz
Carlton, with a man not married,
a man who drinks Scotch instead
of schnapps, drinking the way her
father had, with a focus and joy,
and this man would dance with the
same delight, his hand at the
small of her back, the black dress
as light as his touch, her own
dancing feet.
On dark days she thinks the
dress will no longer fit,
the band replaced by a DJ.
So much of her daydreams are
like pages from LIFE magazine,
black-and-white yet framed so well.
In parts of Papua New Guinea, she
has been told, there are no words
for divorce or for bachelors. She
imagines villages where voices
are not raised, where children may
be welcome in all houses.
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3.
There are women who wear
yellow because they can. A
straight collar pleases no one.
Seamstresses wait for love the
way a field will wait for rain.
They stand at a bus stop, eye taxis
with apprehension, seeing that
men will adorn the most tattered
car with glitter and statuettes, play
loud music and honk their horns
at chickens, goats and girls. Look,
a Chevy, blanket on the back
seat and an eight-track tape deck
from another world. Half-drunk,
the man under the sidewalk umbrella
hears the tape deck, broadsided
by waterskis, a summer day,
a young woman built like the past,
built like an old-fashioned mannequin.

by Travis Stephens
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The Way of Water
Flood warnings posted
after three days of rain.
We have lingered too long
in overheated houses.
A warm front slowly
works past and fills. Fog,
rain, heavy at times. Enough.
Out the house and to the ridge
to walk the dog on roads
gone soft with leaf fall.
Walk the mountain as drops
fall heavily around, about and
on us. It has been a long summer
since the last rain; we
re-learn the way of water.
Each drop is a beserker, flying
toward the earth.
Innumerable, this army,
the water gathers at leaf pile.
Waits. Gathers forces
and breaks free.
Water running makes the way
easier and faster for water
that follows.
Water will sing
a song that trees sigh to.
Water will laugh at stones.
Rain sings the song of God's patience.
Snow is the whisper of His sleeping,
a crystal cover of moonlight.
We walk downhill
with the water
not as fast, not without worry.
How much is enough, how much too much?
It might
clear tomorrow.

by Travis Stephens
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Abstract
by Red Focks
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Squeaky v Clem
by Red Focks
(Catskill New York, 1969)

(SQUEAKY)
She sees the masses fluttering around her, sharing one face, and just one brain.
Charlie referred to the type as “untapped potential”. He could tap them, he
would have tapped every last one of them. All of them here, in one place. This
was supposed to be it! “This is where Charlie would have saved the world”, she
thinks about the audacity of sending GOD to the penitentiary. Her enterally
polygamous matrimonial king. His orders, delivered to her through neuropathic
Morse Code.

Before her awakening, before meeting Charlie Squeaky would have been
another body-in-the-face here. Just dancing and doing drugs without realizing
that she was already a drug. Getting fucked in a Portopotty by two deaf Amish
runaways, while Jimmi Hendrix plays the National Anthem on his electric
guitar. Using words like “groovy” without the slightest bit of malice. But
Squeaky met Charlie. He fed himself to her, and she consumed him. She would
be his wife, and his other wives were her sisters. Her sisters brothers, were her
brothers. She had a big close-knit family. When her brothers and sisters were
murdering Sharon Tate and the ‘Anti-Christ’, Squeaky was giving Charlie a
back rub/footjob hybrid, and taking short breaks to feed him grapes. When
Charlie was apprehended, Squeaky Manson carved an ‘X’ into her forehead, and
shaved every hair off her body. Squeaky could no longer touch Charlie, but she
could always hear him; and she talked to him.

Squeaky is not here for the peace, the love, or the music. She is here to be an
exterminator. This is not the summer of love; it’s the summer of the dead rat.
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(CLEM)
He started taking LSD regularly in high school. After dropping out, Clem made
a promise to himself that he would be a rockstar. Clem would sleep only once a
week, spooning his guitar. He lived his life in a semi-coherent autopilot. Clem
woke up one morning, and he was a part of a cult. He was an accessory to
murder; and when he got arrested alongside Charlie, and his brothers and sisters,
he knew where Shorty’s body was. Shorty’s body was buried at the Spahn
Ranch, near Venice Beach. While coming down off a two-year acid binge in the
slammer, Clem had the divine realization that he was not cut-out for prison. He
ratted on everybody, for everything he could recall. They let him walk.

Clem immediately ghosted his parole officer, took a mouthful of LSD, and
headed for the Catskill Mountains, in a vanful of vagabonds he met at the park.
Clem thought that Woodstock would be the perfect reset-button for his soul. He
would woo a female or two with his guitar-playing, and finally be recognized as
a rockstar. “By day-three of the festie, everybody will be so in awe of my talent.
Word will spread, and they’ll probably invite me up onto the mainstage to open
for The Who”, the spun-out space-case thought to himself”.

Clem approaches a group of five half naked flower girls covered in mud. He
attempts to serenade them by strumming three out of tune chords in an offtempo manor, and singing nonsensical lyrics he wrote about a turtle and a peanut
butter and jelly sandwich he ate once. Clem keeps his eyes closed while
preforming, visualizing dancing pixies and dolphins spitting rainbows out of
their blowholes. When he finishes his song and opens his eyes, the girls were
gone.

(Clap! Clap! Clap!)
Clem turns around to see one female that he never wanted to see again. Squeaky
is facetiously applauding Clem’s terrible song. Clem’s eyes open wide enough
to tare a hole in his face, and he turns pale.
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“Clem! Clem! Clem! Long time no see, baby brother. I’m surprised to see you
here. Hmmmm, you know… shouldn’t you be in prison, Clem?”, Squeaky asks.

“Oh, Hey sister! Um, no. Nope. No! Prison? No, not me. They (uh) determined
through (uh) legislation and shit that I was innocent”, Clem says, shaking in his
tye-dye.

“Innocent? You? Ain’t that special.”, Squeaky says with a smile. Squeaky tells
Clem that they’ve got some catching up to do, and to follow her to her car. Clem
tries backing out, stating that he was just here for the music.

“Don’t even think about running away from me, Clem. Family’s everywhere, we
are never alone”, Squeaky says sternly. Clem looks around and sees the one
sinister face of Woodstock 69. Did Squeaky come alone? Clem sees assassins
everywhere he looks. His paranoid bare feet follow behind Squeaky’s
bellbottoms covering her bare feet. Two distinct sets of footprints in the mud.
Nobody’s wearing any fucking shoes.

Squeaky coheres Clem into a stolen blue Punch Buggy and forces him to eat
another 10-strip of LSD, without much resistance on that end. She drives off the
dairy farm that hosted Woodstock, and up a twisty road, into the Catskill
Mountains. Dusk is setting, and the pink and black skyline memorizes Clem,
who is riding high, as it gets ever darker, and the Punch Buggy ascends.
Squeaky lectures her brother about loyalty for the whole ride, until the car
reaches an inconspicuous flat. She parks and removes a revolver from under her
seat. Squeaky spins the chamber, locks it into place, and as Clem screams in
terror, Squeaky puts the barrel against her own temple, and pulls the trigger…
click
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“God is disappointed in us, baby brother. He said that one of us betrayed him.
He said it was one of us. One of us, baby brother. When God is upset with me, it
makes me feel like garbage. Even when I did nothing wrong. It makes me want
to kill everything! He told me that this is how he will know for sure who the
traitor is… Your turn.”, Squeaky rants at Clem, while handing him the revolver.

Clem is now living in a cartoon world of melting darkness penetrated by satellite
rainbows. He subconsciously follows orders, spinning the chamber and locking
it in. If he pointed the gun at Squeaky, and pulled the trigger, he’d of had a one
in six chance of blasting a bullet through her bald head, ditching the body right
there and the car at the bottom of the mountain, and then hitch hiking back to
Woodstock… But if he played Charlie’s game, he reckoned that he could prove
to his sister that God was wrong. Then he reckoned that she’d have to except the
possibility that maybe Clem is God. Then he reckoned he’d be jamming with
The Beach Boys, have 100 wives, and then Clem would be the Son of Man.
Clem sticks the barrel of the gun to his temple, and tells Squeaky that he’s
always loved her.

(BANG!)
Squeaky tosses Clem’s carcass off a ledge, and deep into a canyon, where he
was eaten by mountain lions, who ended up tripping balls and having a shared
identity crisis. She drove back down the mountain, and returned to Woodstock,
allowing Charlie to view all that untapped potential through her vicariously.

Six years later, Squeaky Manson pointed a gun at Gerald Ford, and attempted to
assassinate him, wounding a secret service agent. She was paroled after serving
only 34 years in prison.
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Abstract
by Red Focks
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DEEPEST DARKEST ED THREAD EVER.
Rules my parents have made (for my betterment apparently)
Anyone else disgusted by the whole process of digestion?
When you want to eat - but just can’t allow yourself?
Does your hair stop growing if you don’t eat?
What will you do when you reach your gw?
Stupid things anorexia has made you do?
What kind of body checks do you use?
Anorexic things you accidentally said
Post pictures of your meals: part 5
10 days, how much can you lose?
Can you absorb fat through skin?
Devastated, need support please
Fasting. Any Words of Wisdom.
Loser town calorie calculator
Family getting suspicious
Stopping the binge cycle
Feel like I’m going to die
Fasting- what to Expect
my period came back :(
It’s accountability time!
TMI anorexia problems
Bone loss prevention?
Help, i’m so so scared
THIS IS OFFENSIVE!
ABC diet is the best!
“You are too skinny”
help help help help
What’s your THING?
Pics of binge haul?
Do I look my BMI?
Thin by Christmas
I forgot how it felt
Vomit/Purge TIPS!
2338calories…
Fitness apps—
stomach hurts
Meh recovery
Laxative Tea
Puffy Face?
Hide food?
The scale
possible?
Boobs?

by Bridget Heuvel
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Dualism
by Marcella Colavecchio
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Victory Neighbor
by Chip Jett
“The idiot next door is probably going to kill us, you know.”
I say this to my wife, Kate, as she loads the car with the kids for
school. Jake is eight and sits up front, but Millie is only four; her car seat
takes extra manipulation time. Kate and I talk in the garage.
“Why are you still going on about that?” she asks.
Kate’s exasperated. The buckles are sticky with juice and cookie
crumbs, but there’s nothing I can do to help; two big people struggling
with a car seat only makes things worse. I sip my coffee in the doorway
and explain why I believe we’ll all be dead in a week’s time.
“Loredo,” I start. That’s our neighbor’s name – Abel Loredo.
He’s Mexican, I think. Maybe Guatemalan, I don’t really know. “Loredo
has been digging in that garden for over a year, maybe longer. I think
he’s one of those survivalist nuts. He may even have a bunker down
there.” I point through the garage wall in the direction of his house, to the
basement specifically. Kate knows what I mean.
Kate stands up and wipes red cookie paste on her jeans. She halts
in the middle of the act, realization dawning that now she’ll have to
change her pants. “Screw it,” she says. “I’m not getting out anywhere.”
She comes to the door and pats me on the cheek. She kisses me. I
think she’s patronizing me, and I tell her so.
“Don’t patronize me,” I say.
“Look, I have to go. You do what you want to do.” She gets in
the minivan, cranks it, and shuts the door. I press the button on the wall,
and the garage door rumbles up. Thank God; I don’t want the exhaust to
kill us. Kate continues, “If you think he’s going to murder us, you just go
get him first. But you better hurry.” Here, she points through the open
door and into the living room where the big screen tv is explaining the
new gun law. “With no background checks, no wait time, no assault rifle
bans, people will be stockpiling those things.” She starts backing the van
out. “Better get one to protect us from Loredo.” She smiles, sweet and
beautiful.
Kate wiggles goodbye at me with her fingers, the garage door
closes, and I am alone.
Inside, I stand in the sunlit morning of our kitchen, the bay
window overlooking my backyard giving me a Chamber of Commerce
view of everything I survey.
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And then I see him.
Loredo is dressed in a long sleeve, button down shirt and tattered
jeans. A straw hat sits perched on his head like an empty bird’s nest;
random bits stick out from it in such a way it makes him look as stupid as
he probably is. His already tanned skin is darker than yesterday, I
believe, because he stays outside working his rows. All I can think when
I see him, head bobbing among the stalks of corn and who knows what
else, is how much I hate that guy. He waves at me, no smile on his face,
then motions me outside and to his fence. I go. What else can I do?
I put the dog on a leash and take my coffee with me. It’s a little
dog, a Yorkie, and her name is Maya. She weighs five pounds. I bet if I
set her on Loredo, she’d tear him to shreds.
“Mornin’, neighbor,” he says at me.
“Mornin’,” I say back, not a shred of hostility accenting my
greeting. “You out here again, huh Loredo?”
“I am,” he says. “Got to get my house in order for what’s to
come.”
I sip the coffee, sweet with a little cream and lots of sugar.
“Is it hot like this where you come from?” I ask. How else am I
going to find things out?
He looks sideways at me, out from under the brim of his flayed
hat. He says, “You mean Texas?”
I shrug.
“Yeah, it gets hot there.” He kind of smiles, but I don’t know
what he’s smiling about.
Loredo leans against one of the fence posts he installed some
time ago. He put that fence between us, I guess to keep my kids out of
his garden. Or maybe my dog. Either way, a fence isn’t very neighborly,
and I told him so. He built it anyway.
Today he says, “Look, Justin. You and me, we don’t see eye-toeye on things. I understand that. I hate it that we don’t talk, like
neighbors should.” And here, he gets into what Kate calls his ‘weird
talk.’ He lowers his voice and says, all secret-like, “You have to listen to
me, Justin. Something is coming. Something bad.” He looks around, like
he’s in a spy movie or something, and I bet he thinks he is. “The
government is controlling us, Justin. I don’t know how, but I know they
are. Maybe it’s in the food, in the water, on the tv; who knows? But
they’re doing it, and whatever plan they’ve got, it’s about to go down.”
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He grabs my arm and shakes it just enough that some of the
coffee spills over my fingers. “Hey!” I say, but he keeps going.
“You have to protect your family, Justin. You have to keep them
safe.”
In a move I didn’t see coming, Loredo spins quick, almost
comedically. He reaches behind himself and into the wheelbarrow he
normally keeps stockpiled with garden implements. He comes out with a
big brown grocery bag.
“Here,” he says, “take it.” Inside the bag I find squash,
cucumbers, and beans. “I grew these, and I can’t do anything with them
in time. You take them; feed your family.”
He tosses tools and other gadgets for gardening into the
wheelbarrow as I tug on Maya’s leash. Silly girl has wandered close to
the fence Loredo built. She scampers back to my side, and Loredo hikes
up his pants. I bet he’s got a hammer or something in his belt, weighing
his britches down. Who needs a hammer in the garden?
He grabs the handles of the wheelbarrow, a red one, and looks
back at me over his shoulder. “When it goes down, Justin, you and your
family won’t be welcome in my house. I’ve got to protect my own.”
With that, the nut pushes his wheelbarrow around the back of his
house where I can’t get a good look. I bet his bunker is back there. Maya
pees, and I go inside.
I toss the bag of produce into the trash. Who knows what he did
to it? Some minutes later, I hear his car lumber up the gravel driveway
and hope he’s headed to the mountains to await the apocalypse, yet I’m
certain he isn’t.
He’ll be back, and he’ll come for my family.
I wasn’t exaggerating when I said I’m afraid Laerdo’s going to
kill my family, and Kate wasn’t exaggerating when she says I need to get
him first. With the same certainty I have that the sun will rise tomorrow,
I know I’m right. I have to prepare.
Kate took the van with kids in it, so I’m left with the truck.
That’s fine with me; it’ll go more with the look of the items on my
shopping list. I turn on the news, a.m. radio, and listen as I drive. The
local news mirrors the national news today, and the topic is guns. I turn it
off and double time it to the Wal Mart. I load Maya into the little dog
carrier Kate left in the truck, and we head inside. Before I’m even
halfway to the sporting goods department, I see what I most feared: a
line.
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With the news that gun laws have relaxed, everybody and their
brother is out to get one. That includes yours truly, of course, so I toss
Maya into a shopping cart and queue up. A half hour and three guns in
the cart later, I’m winding my way through the garden shop. I
remembered, as I stood in line for ammunition, that Kate needs a new
watering can. She likes to hand water the herbs out back where the
garden hose won’t reach. I say let them die, but she’s peculiar about her
herbs.
I’ve just about decided to get a green one instead of a white one
when what do I see? I see that hateful straw hat bobbing two aisles over,
looking for Lord only knows what. I neither want nor care to know, so
me and Maya hightail it back up to the front. I pay for my guns, my
ammo, and my watering can, and I head back to la hacienda before
Loredo knows I was ever gone.
By the time I get home, Kate’s back, and I’m quiet coming in the
door in case she’s taking a nap. But it wouldn’t have mattered much how
quiet I tried to be because the spinning gravel under my neighbor’s tires
could have roused the neighborhood. If we lived in one, of course; out
here in God’s country, it’s just him and me.
I get my supplies inside without disturbing Kate. I still haven’t
seen her yet. Did Loredo get to her before me? I chuckle a little and say
there’s no way he could have gotten her; I just heard his little hatchback
car race down the driveway. I say all this out loud; maybe to put my
mind at ease with the situation, I don’t know.
I’m peeping out my back window when Loredo bangs on my
front door. I almost piss my pants. Honest to God, I almost peed like a
dog in my own floor. From somewhere in the house, Kate asks in her
sleepy voice, “You going to get that, Honey?” Good; she’s still alive.
When I open the door, there he is, all straw hat and suntan. “You
mind giving me a hand with something?” he asks. “I got some stuff to
unload, and I could really use some muscle.”
“Sure,” I say. “Just a sec. Let me tell Kate.”
I close the door in his face, and I don’t give one jack crap if it’s
rude.
“Kate,” I whisper in her ear, the one not on the pillow. “Loredo
says I have to help him unload some stuff. If I’m not back in an hour,
you call the cops, okay?”
She says something back to me that I hope is in the affirmative.
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When I make my way to Loredo’s garage, the trunk of his car is
propped open like the mouth of some dirty great monster, ready to
swallow me whole.
“I got some filters in here,” he says. “I can get those; the bleach,
too. But I got a pallet of car batteries I need you to help me with.”
“Sure thing,” I say and help him unload this malicious cargo.
We carry the batteries, shrink-wrapped to the pallet, around back
to the shed, the one I can’t see from my yard. For good measure, I go
back and fetch an armload of filters and a couple bottles of bleach while
he gets the rest. I don’t get to look around the shed at all; he’s quick, he’s
suspicious, and he locks the door behind us. We walk back, side by side,
to the front of his house where he invites me in. I decline.
“I think tonight’s the night, Justin,” he says, interrupting my
prayer of thanks that I’ve almost escaped his property in one piece. “All
the signs point to tonight.” He puts a hand – a sunburnt, calloused hand –
on my shoulder. “Are you ready?”
I think the word is dumbstruck, and that’s what I am. I say
something like, “Yergh,” at him, which we both know means “No.”
“Look,” he says. “I’ve been off the grid for a few years now. I
grow my own food, drink from a well that’s not the City’s water. I think
whatever it is is in our food or water supply. That’s what I think.” He’s
dead serious. He goes on. “It’s some kind of mind control, Justin. Don’t
you see? You’ve eaten their poison, ingested their medicine from their
water. If you come with me now, I can save you, Kate, and the kids. But
later…” He doesn’t finish the sentence. It’s just as well; he sounds like
an idiot.
I’m backing away from him when I say, “I don’t think so,
Loredo.” I’m out the door when I say, “We’ll be fine; you just leave us
alone and we’ll be fine.” It’s when I slam my own front door that I
scream, “You burn in Hell!”
Loredo stood in the front door of his home and watched me the
whole time this conversation unfolded.
And now the sun has set. The kids are downstairs playing. It’s
after supper, and the tv is blaring the news. The dishes are washed and
Maya has been walked for the night. Next door, Loredo’s lights are out. I
see this through the crack in my blinds, where I’ve been watching him
for hours.
On tv, the newscaster, Johnny Rose – I think that’s his name – is
talking about the gun laws again. I’m so sick of hearing about it.
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But there is some good to come of it. When Johnny Rose says
we should all go get our guns, I think he’s right. When he says to go seek
out your neighbors, I like the sound of it. You’d think I might find it
strange to hear Mr. Rose tell us all to kill those who don’t believe, but I
don’t. In fact, I think it’s the best idea anyone’s had in a long, long time.
“You think Jake’s too young?” Kate asks me. She just got up
from another nap to load our brand-new weapons.
“Why heck no,” I tell her. “Why do you think I bought three?”
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Liberty
by Michelle Brooks
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Heisenberg
by J. Ray Paradiso

Stampede
by J. Ray Paradiso
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Weep
Some smoke blunts. Sunday mourners
on the corner of freedom,
lost, families halved, leave butts behind
on a sidewalk, or votives
burning. Light it up, 2 brothers shot
dead, San Pedro. Mothers,
ink love into skin until canvas overflows,
bleeds out lives of dead
& dying children. Here in America, no
future guarantees.
Violence has become
our
gathering place.

by Sheree La Puma
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Rise Up: The End Is Coming
I imagine **
golf course geese fouling open green
lawns, crying out as they nest
in clear view
of predators.

by Sheree La Puma

95 | P a g e

Still 5
let me break it down, map
other people’s dots.
soon, we’ll have a fire,
shaped like a world, broken open, obscuring blue:
birds & sky.
i will lather in ash
drink tea made of
bone, eat poetry
to grow a window. release a
dark that is no longer
mine. a history of skin,
age like scars, stamped on
my body, frozen in time.
long curls, small hands,
still 5 still 6 still 7 still 8 still 9
still 10
still 5
wings slapping air, a series
of encounters with welldeveloped men. my
childhood, defined by a
relationship of moments.
i dreamt of being…
still 5 still 6 still 7 still 8 still 9
still 10
still 5

by Sheree La Puma
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Electricity
by Sandy Coomer
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ROSARY BEADS AND FIORICET
by Stephen Young
The three of us are in a dimly lit den, each sunken into blockshaped chairs and they do not seem to notice me. Thomas offhandedly
comments, “I was disoriented, struggling, we were lost in the clouds and
I called the air traffic controller….”and then he trails off before adding,
“Catherine, I asked you,” nodding toward her, “to, to start praying.”
“And I did. But, the last thing I remember is a large, dark
shadow crossing in front of me.”
He replies, “A shadow. That was me. I released my seat belt
and thrust myself in front of you, trying to shield you from the impact.”
Catherine lifts her head and calmly states, “I understand that at
the site there were no bodies, only tissue, the two of us, Thomas, blended
together and they placed an equal allotment into each casket.”
I stand and walk hurriedly down a hallway and fling open a door.
The sky is blue and a flock of birds are flying together to and fro, a
cluster darting randomly from one point to another.
I awaken from this dream about my deceased older brother and
younger sister with a headache, a tightness across my forehead. Then, in
the distance, a low throb in the right temple and I sense an escalation.
Nauseated, I slowly arise to brush my teeth, shave, shower and then
dress. After placing on each article of clothing I sit on the bed, spent by
the effort. From the drawer of a nightstand I retrieve a wrinkled plastic
bag and itemize the contents – five aspirin 325 mg, four Fioricet, two ear
plugs and rosary beads. I roll this bag up tightly and thrust it into my left
front pants pocket. In the kitchen I microwave a blueberry muffin, laden
a cup of coffee with cream and sugar and sit at a table with the Seattle
Times. My housemate, Jack, is leaning back against a kitchen counter,
hunched forward and attacking a bowl of cereal. I flinch each time his
spoon strikes the ceramic.
I am weary of this affliction which began several months ago
and agonize over whether or not to take one of my pain medicines. They
will probably diminish the headache and allow me to work yet, if I take
the aspirin or Fioricet – a combination including caffeine and a
barbiturate - too often, the intensity and frequency of my headaches
might paradoxically increase. I live from one headache to another.
While sitting, I remove the plastic bag and shakily retrieve a
single Fioricet, then another, and swallow them with a sip of coffee.
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After crossing myself I drive to the hospital armed with sunglasses
although, at this early hour, there’s only a pale orange smudge on the
horizon. I stay at the speed limit, NPR at low volume, Vice-Presidential
candidate Geraldine Ferraro to visit Spokane.
Walking across the hospital lawn from the parking garage, I give
the groundskeepers, with their buzzing string trimmers, a wide berth.
Once in the corridors, I avoid the tortuous low-pitched rumble of rolling
food carts by either taking an alternate route or by walking slightly
slower or faster. I am a senior Internal Medicine resident entering the
final week of a rigorous four week inpatient rotation and meet my team
daily at 7:00 AM for work rounds.
Under my charge are two interns, Sarah and Ron, and they, in
turn, each have a third-year medical student, Maurice and Liv,
respectively. Only Ron is in the conference room and when I glance at
my wrist watch and then at him he shrugs. Crisply attired and cleanshaven, standoffish, Ron is only twenty-four years old as he completed a
college and medical school tract compressed into six rather than the
traditional eight years. Sarah bursts through the doorway and is closely
followed by Maurice and Liv who are both beaming.
Sarah is in her late twenties and worked in a low-income faithbased clinic in San Antonio as a medical technician for two years prior to
medical school. She states, “Sorry, Lewis. The phlebotomist was unable
to draw blood on two of our folks. So, I took these guys with me and
showed each of them how to use a butterfly needle.”
“No problem. Let’s start alphabetically,” I reply. We then
discuss each of the patients on our service and, by the completion of
these work rounds, my headache has begun to dissipate and I’m mildly
euphoric.
Ron abruptly stands and walks out of the room.
Maurice looks puzzled and Liv explains, “If we have time before
attending rounds he grabs a smoke up on the observatory deck.”
“Okay,” I comment, “We do have about fifteen minutes. Sarah,
can you go ahead and start Connie’s discharge summary? She’s leaving
later today. Maurice? Liv? You have time to pull the X Rays and CT
scans on your patients. I’ll ask Dr. Guttierez if we can begin attending
rounds in the Radiology reading room rather than here on the floor.
Also, Liv, let Ron know, will you?”
After telephoning Dr. Guttierez I lean back in my chair and
recall an evening during the first week of the rotation when Ron and I
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were on call together. We were paged to the emergency department to
admit an elderly man with alcoholism, anemia and pneumonia. Given a
history of tuberculosis he was in an isolation room with the worst
possible scenario being that he now had a strain of TB resistant to the
typical antibiotics.
Our patient was curled up on the gurney, clad in grimy clothes,
white stubble on his creviced face and a frequent wet-sounding cough.
He stank. Largely somnolent, he would arouse to our questions to mutter
an unintelligible response then drift off. I motioned for Ron to take the
lead as we began to examine him. He placed his stethoscope on the
patient’s T shirt and frowned when I asked him to lift up the shirt to
better auscultate the heart and lungs. An ED nurse helped us remove our
patient’s trousers, pull down his yellow-stained and baggy briefs, roll
him onto his side and pull up his knees so we could perform a rectal
exam and check his stool for blood.
“You’re up, Ron.” With an expression blending resignation with
revulsion he extended his right index finger to be lubricated.
Afterward, I led us into a small workroom where we could sit to
discuss possible diagnoses and decide which tests and treatments to
order.
“So, what do you think?” I began.
“He might have TB again. A gomer like him probably didn’t
take his – “
“Wait a minute. You mean ‘gomer’ as in ‘get out of my
emergency room’?”
“Well, yeah,” he said sarcastically.
I felt an expanding warmth and replied, “Ron, tone it down a
bit.”
“Why should I? I heard that when you were an intern you paid
an addict ten bucks to leave this ED. To sign out against medical
advice.”
I cringe and admit, “Yeah, you’re right. That was two years
ago.” Vividly, I recall how Dr. Guiterrez had learned of that incident and
admonished me. But, speaking privately with me, it was more of a firm
reprimand from a mentor rather than a condemnation from a superior.
“Ron, look, we’re going to be together for several weeks,” I said
with restraint, “and I know how unpleasant it can be to take care of
patients like the one we just saw. They’re uncooperative, unkempt, they
cough or spit on you and their trousers are wet with urine. But with them
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you just need to ‘play it by the book.’ No derogatory terms and don’t cut
any corners. No one’s asking you to hold their hand. Just be respectful.
That’s what I mean by ‘playing it by the book’.”
He retorted, “Lewis, is this where you tell me I have a decision
to make? Am I going to take this path or that one? And then, after
taking the higher road, I deify you?” I felt a rush as he, while gesturing
with his thumb back over his shoulder, sneered, “He’s just another drunk.
You’re still a resident, I didn’t think you’d be such a pussy-”
I kicked the door shut and then, grabbing Ron by the lapels of his
white jacket, jerked him up and slammed him against the wall, knocking
over a chair, and pressed my bulk into his thin frame. Inches from his
face, I exclaimed, “If you ever speak to me that way again I’ll drag you
onto the sidewalk.”
With his face reddened and lower jaw jutted out, Ron squirmed
futilely and I could feel his heart banging away against my forearm.
Then, suddenly exhausted, I dropped my arms and stepped back. My
hands were shaking wildly so I clasped them together. Quietly, I said,
“Have a seat. We need to write the admission orders.”
The following morning after work rounds, Ron quickly stood
and walked out of the conference room into the hallway. I scooted
around the others and jogged to catch up with him.
“Ron, wait.”
He stopped and pivoted, his brow furrowed, as I came upon him
and offered my right hand. After a long pause, with his fists clenched,
Ron strode away leaving me with my arm extended, frozen like a mime.
During the four weeks since then, he has provided meticulous
medical care to his patients yet, at the bedside, he’s kept his distance.
During door to door attending rounds each morning Dr. Guttierez
peppers us with probing questions and during these socratic sessions Ron
has displayed an astonishing understanding of the underpinnings of
diseases.
In contrast, Sarah, with a modest yet expanding fund of
knowledge, has a kind smile and has become an emissary for her
patients and they identify her as their doctor.
For Liv and Maurice this has been the first rotation of their third
year in medical school. Maurice, assigned to Sarah, has begun to
emulate her and, all in all, feels involved and valued. Liv, on the other
hand, has tried to attach herself to Ron but he’s made minimal effort to
include her.
101 | P a g e

On this Monday morning of the final week of the rotation, after
viewing the radiographs of our patients, Dr. Guttierez glances at his
watch and looks to me, “Where do we start?”
“Eighth floor. Then work our way down.”
We stop in the hallway outside the room of each of our patients
and either the student or intern offers a synopsis as to how that patient is
faring. If he or she has been recently admitted, will soon be discharged
or is unstable then we’ll enter the room to see them at the bedside.
Connie, a 16-year-old African-American girl with sickle cell
disease is sitting in a window-side reclining chair and is wearing a light
blue hospital gown. Her hair is tightly braided into cornrows with red,
green and yellow beads. Despite recurrent pain crises over the years,
and, most recently, a stroke, she offers a crooked smile as we traipse into
her room. Although her left arm and leg are weak, Connie is able to feed
herself and, with one person assisting, move from bed to chair.
Sarah steps up to her and, with a backward sweep of her hand,
says, “Connie, I’m back and I have everyone with me.”
Connie mumbles a response which I don’t understand however,
Sarah replies, “Thanks, I will,” as she sits on the side of the bed. “We’re
here to say good-bye. You’re going to be transferred later today to the
rehab center next door.”
Connie closes her eyes and nods and I am uncertain if it is with
sadness or relief. At that moment, her father, a huskily built gentleman
in a tan windbreaker, button-down white shirt and maroon tie, enters the
room carrying a Subway sandwich wrapped in plastic and a 12-ounce
Pepsi. Our semi-circle breaks apart allowing him to make his way to the
window and stand beside Connie. He places one hand on her shoulder
and, with the other, reaches over to shake hands with Sarah. He is the
sales manager for a nearby tire dealership and is divorced from Connie’s
mother. Connie, along with her two younger brothers, live with their
mom yet their dad stops by their home most evenings to assist with
homework and he frequently accompanied Connie to doctor
appointments.
“Will you all still be taking care of her?” he asks.
Dr Guttierez replies, “No sir. Fortunately, the focus from here
forward will be upon Connie getting stronger, doing for herself. The
rehabilitation doctors will be directing her care but, we’ll still visit from
time to time.” Dr. Guttierez and I soberly shake hands with both Connie
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and her dad. As we all move to the doorway I look back over my
shoulder to see Sarah, lingering behind, lean over to embrace Connie.
Our team is on call that evening and by late afternoon the earlier
discomfort has returned and is gaining momentum. It seems like I don’t
have discrete headaches but a single permanent one which momentarily
abates with medication. In a bathroom stall I pick out a single Fioricet
and, after tightly rolling up the bag and slipping it back into my pocket, I
leave the bathroom and walk to the nearest nursing station. There, from
a refrigerator, I remove a small canister of grape juice from the patients’
supply. With my back to others I toss the capsule into my mouth and
quickly drink the juice.
At 6:00 PM I gather the interns and students to meet for supper.
As we eat in a patio off the cafeteria, we quickly run our list of patients.
Afterward, as Ron, not on-call that evening, makes a movement to
shoulder his backpack we hear over the intercom:
CODE BLUE ROOM 431 CODE BLUE ROOM 431 CODE
BLUE 431
We dash into the crowded cafeteria toward a stairwell and I lead
as we zig zag between the tables with our white jackets billowing as
though we were schooners tacking into a storm.
Winded, I push my way into Room 431 and find Connie lying supine
with her gown askew. A nurse in scrubs is positioned over her,
performing chest compressions, and an anesthesia resident is sliding a
tube through her mouth into her airway. Another nurse is applying EKG
leads while an intern sticks an intravenous tube into the femoral vein of
her right groin. Meanwhile, Jay, a fellow resident, is standing by
Connie’s left side with a gloved hand on her groin to assess whether or
not a femoral artery pulse is palpable. Unlike many codes where there’s
shouting and panic the room is relatively quiet as Jay, with a calm and
confident timbre, directs the others. After a moment he commands,
“Stop compressions.”
The nurse performing CPR appears exhausted and I instruct
Sarah to take her place during this interruption. Then, I line up Ron, Liv
and Maurice behind her and order them to spell each other every two
minutes.
Jay reports, “There’s a rhythm on the monitor but she still
doesn’t have a pulse. Resume compressions and give her an amp of
epinephrine.”
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I defer to Jay to run the code and turn to the interns and students
and explain that Connie is in EMD. That is, her heart has electrical
activity yet is not pumping.
Jay says to me, “Lewis, I was down the hall and a nurse asked if
I could look in on her, that she had become unresponsive. Is she on your
service?”
“Yeah. She was supposed to have been transferred to rehab late
this afternoon. She’d had a stroke.”
“Cocaine?”
“What? No. Sickle cell.” Scanning the on-lookers in the room,
I ask, “Who was taking care of her? What nurse?”
Joel, an ashen young man takes a half-step forward. “It was me,
we had just finished packing her stuff for the move when she fell back
and gasped.”
I place Joel in line to participate in the chest compressions and
turn to Ron and ask, “What’s the differential for EMD? Use laymen’s
terms as you explain the possible causes to Liv and Maurice.”
Having just been relieved from compressions, Ron is short of
breath yet nonetheless offers an analysis. “Most likely cause for her is a
PE. Blood clot to the lung. Less likely are fluid around the heart, a
collapsed lung, bleeding and an elevated potassium level.”
“So, Sarah, what do you think is most likely?” I ask as I recall
how, hours earlier, she had wrapped her arms around Connie.
Her lower lip trembling, Sarah replies, “I’d guess PE.”
Chest compressions continue and Jay, positioned to monitor the
femoral pulse and EKG monitor, asks the charge nurse, Helen, to
continue to administer sequential doses of epinephrine. As the efforts
continue I see that Sarah’s face has clouded. I tap her on the shoulder
and instruct her to break away and gather any family into a conference
room. “Tell them that Connie’s very sick.”
Jay asks that compressions be halted and he now feels a weak
femoral pulse at a very slow rate. However, there’s no increase in heart
rate with atropine and her blood pressure is not measurable with a cuff.
“Let’s try the Zoll, Jay,” and I ask Helen to retrieve this external
pacing device.
After the pads have been placed on Connie’s chest I turn it on
and see that, with each firing, her chest twitches. Jay shakes his head
and says, “It’s not working. She’s lost her pulse again. Resume chest
compressions. Lewis, I think we need to call it soon if – “
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Interrupting him, I turn again to Helen and ask, “Do we have a
transthoracic pacer on the crash cart?”
Jay states, “Lewis, if the external pacer, the Zoll, didn’t work
there’s no reason to insert one directly into her heart.”
“Helen?” I ask.
She looks from Jay to myself and hesitantly replies, “Yes, I think
so though, since we now have the Zoll, it’s been a while since we’ve
tried this.”
“Lewis,” Jay says, shaking his head, “this is ludicrous.”
Liv, delivering chest compressions, sweat dripping onto Connie,
stops upon hearing Jay’s comment.
I instruct Maurice to take over compressions and then turn to Jay
and reply, “Five more minutes.”
“That’s all,” he says. “Go ahead, Helen. Find the pacer kit and
place it on the end of the bed.”
As she rummages through the crash cart I glance out the room’s
window into a park across the street where leafless trees are silhouetted
against the darkening sky and have dendritic branches as though torn free
of neural connection. I fear that Jay is right, that Connie is dead.
Then, pointing at Ron, I tell him, “Come stand beside me and I’ll
show you how to place the pacer.” He is startled but when I hand him a
packet of sterile gloves he slips them on and then holds his hands aloft.
The solemnity with which he approaches slipping on the sterile gloves
and how he now holds his hands upward remind me of when I was an
altar boy assisting the priest in preparing the host.
I quickly cleanse the skin where the pacing wire will be inserted
and then put on sterile gloves myself. Helen opens the packaging of a
long needle and, after attaching a 10 cc syringe, I hand this to Ron.
“Enter the skin about 2 centimeters beneath the xyphoid process, the
lowest part of the sternum, and 1 cm left of her midline. After
penetrating the skin pull back slightly on the plunger and then, as you
advance, aim for the posterior aspect of her left shoulder. Within
several centimeters you’ll be in the right ventricle of the heart.” His
hands are surprisingly steady as he punctures the skin and advances the
needle and then there’s a gush of dark blood into the syringe.
“Stop, remove the syringe and drop it onto the bed. Okay, slide
this wire into the needle. Further. Good. Now remove the needle
without removing the wire. Stabilize the wire. Hold it with your left
hand at the skin and don’t let go.” I then attach the exterior end of the
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wire to a pulse generator, set the rate on 60 per minute and dial up the
delivered amps. “Maurice, stop CPR.”
Jay and I study the EKG monitor and we can see a spike
followed by a wide wave-like form confirming that the lead is correctly
placed within the right ventricle and is activating the heart muscle. But,
is the heart pumping?
“Can you feel a femoral, Jay?”
“Nothing.”
I then palpate for a carotid pulse and there’s none.
Jay glances at me and then his wristwatch and declares, “That’s
it. 7:17 PM as time of death. I’m sorry, Lewis. Thanks everyone.”
With that pronouncement, Jay and another resident physician leave the
room as quickly as they had arrived. Maurice and Liv wait for me at the
doorway. I pull off my gloves and join them before turning back for a
final glance.
Ron remains at the bedside and continues to hold the pacing wire
as I’d instructed. The nurses, Helen and Joel, glance puzzledly at him as
they begin to gather up the scattered debris from the code – discarded
gloves, bloody gauze pads, needles, syringes and plastic wrappings
tossed onto the bed and floor. I wonder about the intangible detritus.
Over the next days to years, with their world awry, would Connie’s
family break into pieces or would they stagger initially to regain sure
footing? Would her death be a black hole which collapses upon itself
sucking in those who loved her?
I softly say, “It’s over, Ron. Let’s go see the family.”
As we watch from the doorway, Ron releases the slender wire
protruding from the upper part of her abdomen and the tip springs toward
the ceiling. He tidies her gown and pulls a sheet from the bottom of the
bed to cover all but her face. Then, after using a clean gauze to wipe the
saliva and petroleum jelly from around her mouth, he tries to close her
eyelids but they pop back open. I walk back into the room and show him
how to deflate the balloon to the breathing tube and slide it out of her
mouth. I remove the plastic bag from my pocket and pull out the rosary
beads. And Ron watches as I wrap the beads around Connie’s left hand.
After thanking the nurses he and I shuffle into the hallway. When I turn
to Ron his shoulders are slumped and his eyes are red and moist. He is
sniffling and wipes his forearm across his face. I touch his elbow and
then motion for him, Liv and Maurice to come with me.
The door is closed. I knock twice and enter trailed by the others.
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Sarah and a hospital pastor, along with Connie’s mother and
father, are seated in a cramped room and the two younger siblings are
perched on an end table. Her parent’s eyes are beseeching. When I
shake my head it’s as though a grenade has exploded for they tumble to
the floor.
Their wails wash over us and I’m knocked back on my heels.
Sarah crouches down beside Connie’s mother and lifts her up to a chair.
The hospital pastor similarly assists the father. After a few minutes of
continued sobbing the mother looks to me and asks, “What happened?”
“I wish we knew. We think she may have had, after the stroke, a
blood clot form in her legs. If so, the clot traveled to the lungs causing
her breathing and heart to stop.”
After further explanation of our efforts I suggest with
trepidation, avoiding the word ‘autopsy,’ that a post-mortem examination
might help us understand why she had died.
Connie’s mother quickly responds, “No, she’s suffered enough.”
Cautiously pleading, the father says, “But, Karen, honey, this
may give us-”
“Luke, no.”
During all of this, Ron, Maurice and Liv have been plastered
against the wall. When the pastor asks for all of us to close with the
Lord’s Prayer I motion for the three of them to step forward and I clasp
the hand of Liv on one side and Ron on the other. I glance at Ron and
his eyes are closed as he silently mouths the words spoken by the priest.
Yet, to me, this ritual seems so empty. An affront to Thomas and
Catherine and now Connie.
In a few minutes my team joins me in the nursing station where I
scribble a note describing the code into Connie’s chart.
Ron asks, with a smirk, “So, Lewis, when asking them about an
autopsy, why didn’t you mention the gold ball?”
I look up at him with befuddlement. An hour earlier I had to pull
him away from Connie’s body, tearful, and then minutes later he recited
the Lord’s Prayer with the pastor and now he looks like the prick that I
assaulted in the ED our first night on-call together.
“Gold ball?”
“Yeah, you could have told them about how sometimes
following a death the body chemistries are such that a gold ball is formed
in a patient’s stomach. Not often but sometimes.”
“Why, Ron, would we say that to Connie’s family?”
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“Because they’d become the rightful owners of this newfound
treasure. If they understood this might occur then they’d be more likely
to consent to the autopsy.”
Sarah appears stricken and both Maurice and Liv have cocked
their heads, confused.
I pick up Ron’s backpack from a chair and shove it into his
chest. He staggers back and walks away.
Driving home that night I pass a cemetery where the tall and
slender tombstones are of a uniform size and the top of each is
emblazoned with a nighttime torch such that this reminds me of lit
candles on a sheet birthday cake, waiting to be extinguished.
One morning a couple of days later I awaken, startled, and facing
the darkened window, I sense that someone else is present. Absent any
thought, I blurt out, “Catherine,” and as I speak her name I recall how the
media had converged to the backyard of a home in a Baltimore suburb.
Above the smoldering and crumpled wreckage, they had photographed
an open suitcase on a sloping rooftop and a UVA T-shirt dangling from
the limb of an oak tree.
I have no headache that morning and rounds are uneventful.
However, by midday conference, I began to have a throbbing in my right
temple which escalates despite taking a Fioricet. I limp through the
afternoon and, by early evening, voices become tortuously loud. I vomit
in the restroom and, signing out to the on-call resident, I drive home
while a spike is driven into my head. In my kitchen I take another
Fioricet and collapse on the sofa, mercifully able to sleep. Around 10:00
PM I awaken and the pain and nausea have lessened. I have a sandwich
and then watch TV at a low volume until I became drowsy.
That night I dream again of Thomas and Catherine. I visit
Thomas at his house, as his physician, and I am accompanied by a young
man, my assistant. We knock on the front door and Thomas ushers us
inside. Somehow, to my bafflement, he has survived the crash. His
brow is furrowed and I ask, “How are you?”
“Fine.” Looking over his shoulder, he adds, “I have my sister
with me.”
“Your sister?” Then, in a corner of the shadowed room, I see a
young woman lying in a bed. I walk to her and turn on a lamp.
Catherine. Barely recognizable, she is pale with wispy hair and her arms
are boney. Her eyes are closed but her chest rises. I touch her fingers
and they are cool. I pull back the sheets from her legs and they are
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mottled with a lace-like purplish discoloration. I am bewildered and say
to her, “Catherine, I thought you had already died?”
She opens her eyes and quietly replies, “No, Lewis, not in the
plane wreck, I survived that. But, later. Later, I committed suicide.”
I become distraught. Is she alive or is she dead? My assistant
pulls me out of the house and I urgently ask him, “What did you see?”
“Yes, Lewis, I saw Catherine, but she was not as substantial, not
as vital or present as someone living.”
I grab him by the arm, whirl him around to face me and demand,
“What are you saying?”
“I’m telling you that her presence is diminished. As is your own,
Lewis. You’ve also faded away. Like her, you also, have died.”
I arise early the next morning, haunted, and I have a dullness in
the front of my head. I am straddling worlds and they are not so much
alternating punches as tearing me apart. While having breakfast I scan
The Seattle Times and on page one of the Metro Section I read about a
middle-aged man whose daughter had recently succumbed to illness. He
was found in a local park by an early morning jogger, hanging from a
tree limb and shrouded in a hazy mist. The article included a photograph
of a hand-written note folded in his shirt pocket and his ex-wife had
allowed this to be published.
Karen, our divorce then her death. I can’t live here knowing that
she may be alone somewhere else. I never envisioned any of what has
happened or what will. I still love you and the boys. I hope that you will
forgive me and help them to understand. Thank you. I must find
Constance.
Stunned, I push the newspaper aside. Would he find Connie the
way, in my dream, I had found Catherine and Thomas? If so, I grimly
muse, he’d kill himself. I arise, slip on my backpack and trudge down to
the parking garage.
While driving to work I recall an event from when I was12 years
old and away from home at a summer tennis tournament in College Park,
MD. Along with other players I was residing in a dormitory and my
room was on the fourth floor. Before playing a match one morning, my
birthday, I took a call from my dad on the hall phone.
My father had always alternated from tyrannical to tender and I
held the receiver with uncertainty. He said, “I am so proud of you,
Lewis, and I just wanted to wish you good luck with your match this
morning.”
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“Yes, sir.”
“Win or lose, I’m proud of you.”
“Thanks, Dad.”
“Also, son, we have you a birthday present.”
“Oh?”
“A Beagle, a little puppy. And yours to name when you come
home. Wait, hold on, here’s your sister. I’ll say good-bye now.”
I smiled as Catherine, then 5 years old, breathlessly shouted,
“Happy Birthday, Lewis! Happy Birthday! He’s so cute!” Then, she
was off. I replaced the receiver and slowly walked down the hallway to
the circular stairwell and peered over the railing such that I could see
through to the basement floor.
A heavy heart had grounded me for most of my early years yet,
at that moment, the first I could ever remember, I felt thoroughly loved,
blissful and buoyant. I leaned forward and, almost weightlessly, swung
my left leg over the railing. An older boy suddenly came upon me,
“Hey! Hey!” and he grabbed my arm and jerked me back. “Too close,
man, way too close.” He then scampered down the stairs but the
opportunity was lost. Now, many years later, I wonder if my death
would have beckoned my father just as Connie’s had her own.
That morning in the hospital, news of the suicide is whispered
from one to another. Sarah is subdued and, in the workroom, I sit and
hold her hand for a moment. Maurice and Liv are huddled together and
look expectantly at me. Ron is stone-faced. Attending rounds with Dr.
Guttierez are quickly dispatched with as he, not addressing what has
happened, is quiet and withdrawn.
After the noon teaching conference I wander into the hospital
chapel and take a seat on the back row. A final visit. Cool, silent and
dark. I peer at the stain-glassed windows beyond the podium and recall,
as a child, attending a Baptist Church when visiting my cousins. At the
conclusion of each service, the pastor extolled believers to stand, walk
the aisle and kneel in prayer with him at the alter to enter a “personal
relationship with Christ.” Such intimacy was too intense for me. Yet,
had I then not been so repelled would I now not be so alone?
I reach into my pocket yet the rosary beads are no longer there. I
try to muster up the courage to believe that Christ had died to offer a path
for believers to be with loved ones following their deaths but, I am
unable. I no longer believe the assurance that those believing in him will
not be snatched from his hand. Once, when visiting the Metropolitan
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Museum of Art in New York, I was drawn to Hieronymous Bosch’s
“Christ’s Descent into Hell” but am no longer hopeful that he’ll come for
me.
I leave the sanctuary and take an elevator to the top floor, walk
to the end of the hallway and then climb a single flight of stairs to the
rooftop observatory. The door is unlocked and, as I step onto the deck, I
enter a dense fog and, like Thomas and Catherine, become lost in the
clouds. I walk uncertainly across the platform to the periphery. After
reaching high with both hands and gripping the chain link fence I
purchase a toehold with my left foot. Then, a dark shape crosses in front
of me and I’m forcefully pulled down and back yet embraced securely
so that I don’t tumble to the deck. Ron, grimacing, inches from my face,
says, “Too close, Lewis, too fucking close.”
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Temporary Light #2
by Greg Headley
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Singular
The way the light hit her,
came from her crown,
down her hair, draped over her shoulder like a cape,
I thought she was the Virgin Mary
hands clasped to her chest
perhaps a baby in her arms
there was not, but I could see it.
Maybe because it was a nightmare
and not a dream
she crossed her arms over her chest,
and hooked her hands under her ribcage
and then,
her arms moving as though she was
removing her shirt,
pulled herself apart
liquid sloshing
like a split coconut
dripping
and her heart,
still beating
glowed so gold,
I thought I’d lost my eyes.

by Riley Welch
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Gentleman of Fortune
by Marcella Colavecchio
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Best Actor in a Leading Role
For six years running
I’ve been snubbed
in every major category,
though my depiction
of a model employee
who spins a good yarn
at the coffee maker
and paginates his spreadsheets
properly was so on point,
I got a company-branded mug
last September.
Last year, my daughter
played Pilgrim #4
in an off-Broadway performance
of “Ms. Martin’s Turkey Day
Extravaganza,” I had tears
of pride streaming down my cheeks,
and even the most cynical of critics
could have recognized those tears
came from the well of experience.
And while it’s no SAG award,
I did get a t-shirt that says
“World’s Worst Dad Jokes,”
which may not seem complimentary,
but understand, I was playing
a role, and anyway screw The Academy
for not having a category for comedy.
For my next gig, I’ll find a way
to act unsurprised and clap
when Willem fucking Dafoe’s
name gets called and he gets the Oscar.
I’ll conjure up one of those genuine smiles
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and nod approvingly.
But just in case they come to their senses,
I am here practicing my speech in the mirror,
feigning shock in my tuxedo of flab
and handkerchief of eczema, rehearsing
my acceptance speech through a mouthful
of toothpaste foam.

by Ed Wade
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Pima County Fair, 1992
Something in my gut
felt strange when they punched
our tickets going into
the Gravitron.
I am not sure if I was afraid
of dying or losing
my funnel cake.
The centrifugal force
pinned the skin
of our necks to the wall
so hard the church
songs we once sung spun
clean off of us, and our organs
turned inside out.
Everything we knew
about gravity went sideways.
Light bent. Yours toward mine,
and mine toward yours. Time
petrified on the ink
of the carny’s neck tattoo.
The ride stopped, as rides do,
and normalcy became theory,
and life became something
you could only measure in eons
or arcseconds,
increments so drastic it’s hard
to imagine there was ever anything
important enough to measure at all.

by Ed Wade
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Speculative Meditation
Imagine your heart is not breaking.
Instead, it’s doing the breaking,
beating the plaque right out
of its chambers.
Imagine your lungs are not drowning you
in pneumonic fluids, but instead
they’re governing the tides.
Every breath you pull in is carbon dioxide,
every exhalation is oxygen.
That’s right, you are a tree. Initials
of someone you love are carved on your trunk.
You are wooden. Anything can kill you,
a termite, a fungus, the chainsaw of time.
Something surely will kill you;
but you won’t feel a thing.

by Ed Wade
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Water Series #2
by Marieken Cochius
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The River is Violet
by David Olsson
A woman is named Laura. She is almost thirty and this Friday evening,
instead of going to a house by the sea with her mom, she goes to the
opening of an art exhibition. The thing is, there is nothing on the white
walls. The rooms are filled with rich people, and nothing else. Laura is
offered a glass of champagne whereupon her friend, who invited her to
the opening in the first place, yanks her arm and says: “No, no, no, that’s
not for you.” The friend goes on to explain that the well-to-do people
around her are, in fact, the work of art. Soon they begin to shout,
stumble, and fall. Before she knows it everyone who had champagne lies
unconscious on the floor. Among those who still stand, Laura recognizes
several of her friend’s fellow students at a nearby art school. They load
the unconscious people onto a truck. It is heavy work. They drive around
town and place them in various urban settings: in the middle of a square,
in front of a church, at a café, on the bus, etcetera. They are assigned an
unconscious person each, whose awakening they are instructed to film
with their mobile phones. Laura sits on a park bench. Stretched out on
the bench opposite her lies a stout man dressed in a white shirt, linen
blazer and grey cotton pants. She discreetly points her phone at him. He
will be very confused when he wakes up, she has been told, he won’t
recognize her, nor remember anything of the exhibition. The thing is, he
doesn’t wake up. Laura sits there for a little more than an hour before she
approaches him. He seems not to breathe. She exits the park with a
beating heart. She realizes the police might trace her phone and throws it
off a bridge. The river is violet. She goes home and reports the phone
stolen. For the next couple of days she hides in her apartment and scans
the local news for reports of dead people found in urban settings.
Nothing. She relaxes a little and falls asleep on the couch.
Someone hammers at her door. There he is. She lets him in, feeling
scared and relieved at the same time. He wears the same clothes; white
shirt, linen blazer, grey trousers. “Why did you run away?” She tells him
the truth: “I thought you were dead.” He scoffs and tells her that he will
not pay “an insane amount of money” and see it all go to waste. He
expects her to redo the performance. “Your friend tried to call you to
explain. They have agreed to sign the clip although it doesn’t document
the original performance. There will be money in it for you too, you
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know. Let’s go. And bring your phone.” Laura replies: “My phone is at
the bottom of the river.” The man sighs, hands her a smartphone, and
reiterates: “Let’s go.”
He sits on the very same bench. She sits opposite him. He drinks from a
bottle and lies down. He becomes unconscious. She points the
smartphone at him and presses the red button to start recording.
Everything stops. She gets up. Everything is silent. The birds have frozen
in mid-air. The trees are completely still. A woman and a dog are caught
in a snapshot of their afternoon walk. Cars, clouds, animals, people –
nothing moves. She can breathe, though. She can suck the air into her
lungs. She can move her legs. She can walk. She can exit the park and
walk the streets, she can enter shops, buildings and apartments, she can
rest whenever she is tired and eat whenever she is hungry. There is
plenty of food everywhere and it never goes bad. She is the only one who
is active, and the area she explores is limited to the central parts of town.
She exhibits no fear, no anxiety, nor any resentment. She explores her
immediate environment on an ordinary summer day. This wouldn’t have
been possible had it not been for the hard work of my team who, for days
on end, recorded their own movements. Thank you! I would also like to
extend my gratitude to the shop owners, private individuals and
organizations who let us into their homes and workplaces and let us
record them, altogether enabling the simulation that is represented on the
screen behind me. The woman you see is not real. The world she
explores is not real. At least not real in the way that I, standing here in
my white shirt, linen blazer and grey pants, am real. The woman and her
environment are code derived from quintillions of recorded frames.
Think of it as a painting. First, the canvas. Then a yellow line, some blue
dots, areas of grey, brown, nothing but a finite number of brushstrokes,
but still – eventually, unmistakably – a cat, a bowl of fruit, or a house by
the sea. This woman, Laura, is no more real than a painting is the object
it depicts. She has no past, no present, no future. She is defined by, and
limited to, the code that we have created, based on recordings of an area
covering 5.5 square miles stretching in all directions from the park. She
will not become anything else, she will not answer when spoken to, she
will never be anything over and above code, hardware and pixels. She is
a finite number of brushstrokes. And now she is finished. The river is
violet.
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Disclosure/Concealment XI
by Planta RaieVilar
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The Melody of Us
Your red nail grip twists the cables
on my Shetland gray sweater.
A last drag on your clove crackles
in the twilight November bluster.
Paper bag leaves explode under duck boots
before the revolving airlock of glass and steel.
We spin inside, welcomed by Miles Davis
improvising across a gleaming resonance.
A stage to showcase the venerable Otis,
escalating everyone to the third floor barter.
Sporting vintage wood slat treads,
its stairs tick in time to the Milestones hook.
Your effortless step onto the conveyer gives mine
confidence, faith in the ancient tech.
Your auburn locks fall out of an off white knit,
my winter fingers suddenly alive in their thread.
Spinning on your galoshes to meet my eyes,
our world pauses.
A cacophony of perfume and chatter goes silent,
restless affections almost in alignment.
Except for that dark purple glimpse,
a corner eye peak that grabs your attention.
Soft remnants of a Chambord kiss, smeared
along the inner edge of my white oxford collar.
A foreign hue to your arsenal of crimson, a catalyst
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tearing brief bliss from the precipice of content.
Your cheeks flood, our orbit wobbles.
We reenter the atmosphere via plasma and fire.
Aiming disdain at my amnesia, your tepid gaze
abruptly vacates our universe.
You spin back in time to exit our staircase,
disappearing into a sea of white marble and jazz.
Stunned, I improvise regret.
A minor key riff
on the melody of us.

by Shawn Milburn
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Today will be Tomorrow Again
Tucked away in the eucalyptus canopy, our cabin
is always nose clearing medicinal and damp.
Wind rustle broken, your column shift Chevy rattles rust
up our fresh laid drain rock mountain twist.
Suddenly silent with a muffled wheeze, greaseless hinges
rub and dented side panels creak.
Side rail tool boxes avoid exploding by
bright bungee stretches and bent deadbolt hooks.
Stacking a split cord of apple wood
in the corner by the power tool shed,
I pause to gather the sight of you,
gather a sense of your state.
Instantly numb at the sight of that bottle in your hand,
an open book tell on my pending fate.
One swallow and the dog’s hair disappears through bearded lips
weathered by the lacquered resin of a forgotten night.
The second half tip goes up below eyes locked sideways
at my silence, your slight pause giving way to liquid spite.
Tossing the empty near my feet you absently open another,
telling me something about your breath.
How Zima hides the smell, lowers the light and mellows the tell
on your shame lit, beard hidden face.
My nod is fraternal and forced, knowing full well how
that sick fruit malt reeked just fine while you held me down last week.

Back to stacking, eyes darting.
Silently wishing that I’d blink and today would be tomorrow again.

by Shawn Milburn
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Junkie
Why do you curate
that collection
of catalogued regrets?
You continue to steep
them in tears,
making a lukewarm tea
that quenches nothing.
Why do you add
to that bright world
of dull expectations?
You ride that Ferris Wheel,
synchronized in time
to minor key melodies.
Why do you insist
on virtual fist bumps?
You whore for inorganic
love without personal reference.
Why are you addicted
to depleted context?
You slide along
two dimensional echoes
of three senses lost.
Sure the other two are strong,
but they only see the addicts
we hear coming along.

by Shawn Milburn
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View from drone I
by Gwen Pryor

127 | P a g e

A Target
When I was a young girl
my mother dubbed
dark pigmented dots
on my skin
beauty marks
so many of them, on my arms
body and face
I thought that meant I was
beautiful
I didn’t worry that they covered
only half my face,
forming a triangle around my eye
like a target
until school where I was bluntly
told they were called
moles
I didn’t think that sounded
beautiful at all
but for those innocent years
I had beauty marks and I was
beautiful

by Sarah Mostaghel
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GOD HEADS
i. Odds & Ends
The percentage of stuff jotted down
when I vape cannabis oil
that finally makes its way onto the page,
truth be known is not very high, but
odds of such lowlife material ending up
1st rate are much greater than toiling straight.

ii. Luke 4:23
Physician, heal thyself.
Now that above’s not even an option,
Doc Sarnat, can you at least try to selfdiagnose?
No longer the possibility of expanding
universes,
life seems like it is beginning to involute
down on this mid-septuagenarian.
Prospective harrowing narrowing
(including less tolerance for prolonged
stretches
with family who still love you) will be truly
hard.

by Gerard Samat
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Le Diable en Deux
Black and white cookies
We cut or turned as lights flashed
Now we call them Diable
//
We got this name from
Bakery sink basins that keep
Splitting in New York

by Jaime Seno
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Santorini Bus Stop
by Kevin Tomko
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Stigma and the Spaceship
Twisted with ignorance
the man on the dusty street shouts:
“YOU ARE BIPOLAR!”
offended,
I desperately want to respond—
but now my tongue is coated
with despair and,
I’m unable to speak
as if I ate sour patch kids that were
drowned in hate (first)
and I spit this taste out on,
well I wish on him.
Yet still my soul shrinks
and is scorched by his attack;
weapon of choice
his shout:
“YOU ARE BIPOLAR!”
So his words ring in my mind
as if a metal gong was
hit a thousand times,
with the force so strong
that it shattered the
goldness
into a million pieces.
(Society sun-tanning its stigmas.)
Bipolar disorder
does not define me,
and that is why I am defiant
to those three words
as if they are in fact—
larger than the moon.
Sometimes I wish I am
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on a spaceship
to escape that very
twisted attitude,
and watch over earth
the way a monk
watches over dew drops
on a green piece of grass

by Sophia Falco
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Yellow Blinds Me into Oblivion
The sunflower stands like a skyscraper
roots like a spiderweb on steroids
its seeds the size of pinpricks
yellow blinds me into oblivion.
Roots like a spiderweb on steroids
my feet get tangled in the silky strands
yellow blinds me into oblivion
I pass out.
My feet get tangled in the silky strands
I witness the grandiosity of nature
I pass out—
nature wins like it should.
I witness the grandiosity of nature
its seeds the size of pinpricks
I pass out.
The sunflower stands like a skyscraper.
by Sophia Falco

.
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the cauldron stirs itself
by Martha Nance
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Patience Andrew is a leading innovator in the nonprofit sector within
the creative space in Nigeria. She is a historian, spoken word poet, and
Broadcast Journalist. She uses her creative platforms in advocating for
Social Justice, youth development, children’s education rights, and
gender balance. She is the Co-founder and Executive Director of
Custodians of African Literature (COAL), a nonprofit that uses African
Literature as a tool to promote Social Justice through artistic expression
powered by youths in various communities.
Patience is currently serving as an Atlas Corps Fellow at the Center for
Teen Empowerment, Boston Massachusetts. She is the Boston Program
Coordinator Fellow with a focus on direct youth work. Patience has
given talks and performances at various local and international platforms
including the U.S Department of State in DC, Abuja Literary Festival
Nigeria, Atlas Corps GLL, Global Pathfinder Summit Virginia,
University of Massachusetts Boston, and many others.
Tohm Bakelas is a social worker in a psychiatric hospital. He was born
in New Jersey, resides there, and will die there. His poems have appeared
in numerous journals, zines, and online publications. He has published
six chapbooks, two micro-chapbooks, and a full length book of poems,
"Orphan Road.”
Beth Balousek has been/is a singer-songwriter and poet-author. Poetry
and shorts published by BlazeVox books, RAR and several other online
and print publications. LP produced by Black Scorpio Records.
Michelle Brooks has published a collection of poetry, Make Yourself
Small, (Backwaters Press), and a novella, Dead Girl, Live Boy,
(Storylandia Press). Her poetry collection, Pretty in A Hard Way, will be
published by Finishing Line Press in September 2019. A native Texan,
she has spent much of her adult life in Detroit.
Derek Carter - One month before his 21st birthday, Derek Carter was
traumatically injured in a life changing work injury that resulted in the
amputation of both of his forearms. Derek would come to fight harder
than he ever had or would ever come to learn over the next half of his
life. He was hit with 17,500 volts and was pronounced ‘dead on arrival’
by paramedics. After his heart came back to life in a spontaneous
rhythm. The path of starting over began. Three and a half months in a
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drug induced coma, sixteen plus years in physical therapy, he has turned
a shattered porcelain pot into a brand new vase. This dramatic change of
life forced him to re learn everything he ever had, and what he holds dear
to him. All over again. Music, Art, and Life itself. Derek is known by his
family, friends and peers as a relentless individual, who locks on to his
goals and passions like a laser guided missile. He has overcome obstacles
most would have rendered impossible, and unrealistic. Fast forward to
now; Derek Carter is pursuing a degree in digital fabrication and looking
to take the art world by storm. One of his life mantras is, “Adjust and
Adapt. And never, ever stop swinging”. While mainly working in
Acrylics and Watercolor, Carter’s mediums change like Ohio weather.
But his meticulous nature, and drive remain constant alongside him on
his journey. Artist Bio Derek Carter was born in Lorain, Ohio and
currently resides just outside of Cleveland where he spends free time
writing, creating, and enjoying the outdoors. Artist Links My Instagram
is Instagram.com/carter.derek
Marieken Cochius is a Dutch-born artist who has lived in New York
City since 1987, and in the Hudson Valley since 2013. Her work
encompasses drawing, painting, sculpture and printmaking. Cochius'
work has been exhibited in places ranging from New York City, NY,
Berkeley, CA, Austin, TX, Los Angeles, CA, to Japan, Germany and the
Netherlands. Her work is in numerous private collections in the US and
Europe. She has collaborated with musicians and other artists. A public
sculptural commission was completed in 2017 for the Village of
Wappingers Falls, NY and will be installed in 2018. Recent solo shows
in 2018 and 2016 were at Matteawan Gallery in Beacon, NY, and
Holland Tunnel Gallery in Brooklyn, NY. She has participated in two
residencies at the Vermont Studio Center. Cochius has participated in
recent group exhibitions at Cigar Factory, LIC, NY: WAAM,
Woodstock, NY; Ann Street Gallery, Newburgh, NY; LAB Space,
Hillsdale, NY; Sideshow Gallery, Brooklyn, NY; Ube Gallery, Berkeley,
CA; Brick Gallery, Catskill, NY.
Marcella Colavecchiois a visual artist and published author living in
Austin, TX. Raised the suburbs of New York City, I gained an
appreciation for the diverse group of people who thrived in the gritty,
tough and boisterous environment. My large-scale, acrylic works on
wood panel and canvas explore the influences of psychological
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adaptation. As humans, we have the ability to adapt to our environment
anywhere from a few seconds for a reflex to a lifetime for developmental
acclimatization or genetics. In addition to exploring the psychological
influences of our environment, my work also seeks to represent
emotional instabilities; being on the other end of broken promises,
physical or emotional threats, or other losses over which we had no
control. Through the use of dark, fluid colors, my work draws on the
themes of insecurity, abandonment, dependency, conflict aversion and
fear of disappointing those we love most. No matter how deeply we love,
no matter how committed we are, no matter how hard the fear rattles us - we are human.
Sandy Coomer is an artist and poet living in Brentwood, TN. Her poetry
has been published in numerous journals and anthologies and she is the
author of three poetry chapbooks and a full-length collection titled
Available Light (Iris Press). Her art has been featured in local art shows
and exhibits, and has been published in journals such as Lunch Ticket
(Antioch University Los Angeles), Gravel, The Wire’s Dream Magazine,
Up the Staircase, Taxicab, and The Magnolia Review, among others.
Sandy is the founding editor of Rockvale Review and the director of
Rockvale Writers’ Colony in College Grove, TN. She is a teacher, a
dreamer, a seeker, and an explorer. Her favorite word is “Believe.”
Sophia Falco is a senior at the University of California, Santa Cruz
where she studies intensive literature with a creative concentration for
poetry. Her poems have been published in Stigma Fighters, The Mindful
Word, The Esthetic Apostle, The Festival Review, Tiny Seed Literary
Journal, The Poetry Matters Project, and forthcoming in The Beautiful
Space. In her free time she is an epic gardener. The tallest sunflower she
grew was sixteen feet tall.
Jodie Filan was born in Saskatoon , Canada in 1992 making her 27
years old today . She is completely self taught. Her disability of social
anxiety disorder keeps her very isolated thus unknown . She is currently
homeless and addicted to crystal meth. You can find her and her art at
www.facebook.com/JodieFilanArt .

Red Focks is an American author, publisher, and folk artist. The 30year-old lives in Phoenix Arizona with his wife, where he operates Alien
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Buddha Press. Red enjoys art with undertones of absurdism, cheerful
nihilism, and rebellion. In addition to his contributions to Alien Buddha
Press, Red has been featured by 17 Numa, Fishbowl Press, Ramingo’s
Porch, Horror Sleaze Trash, Winedrunk Press, Transcendent Zero Press,
Nixes Mate Pub, Rust Belt Press, Madness Muse Press, The Raw Art
Review; his novel ‘Haight’ was published in 2018 by Cajun Mutt Press,
and his short story collection ‘The Abandon’ was released in 2019 via
Concrete Mist Press. Red is one half of the art team ‘Pseudonym
Lastname’ and is the head writer of the graphic novel ‘American
Antihero”. Red’s other books include ‘Duffy Street & Other Dubious
Incidents’, ‘The Philanthropist’s Suicide’, ’36 Haikus and a Horror
Story’ and ‘Dead Celebrities’.
Randal Eldon Greene is the author of many short stories and one short
novel, Descriptions of Heaven, revolving around a linguist, a lake
monster, and the looming shadow of death. In 2018 Greene challenged
himself to have one dialogue-only story written for every week of the
year. Expire is the flagship story of this collection for which Greene is
currently seeking a publisher. His typos are tweeted @AuthorGreene and
his website is AuthorGreene.com
Greg Headley is an artist, photographer, and writer in Austin, Texas. His
recent work is published in the Burningword Journal and Still Point Arts
Quarterly. For many years, his creative focus was in writing and playing
music. He had seven CDs and two tapes released on the 28 Angles and
Bake labels, and he played concerts in Japan, London, Paris, and cities
across the US. Some of his music and short films are available on
YouTube.
Bridget Heuvel is a 4th Year Creative Writing student at the University
of Windsor. Her writing often experiments with the poetic form in order
to enlighten her own and other’s experiences with mental illness.
In a past century, Heikki Huotari attended a one-room school and spent
summers on a forest-fire lookout tower, is now a retired math professor,
and has published three chapbooks, one of which won the Gambling The
Aisle prize, and two collections, Fractal Idyll (A..P Press) and The
Knowable Emotions (Lynx House Press).
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Chip Jett is a teacher at a small school in Georgia. His stories have
appeared in several literary magazines, including The First Line, Inwood
Indiana, The Ocotillo Review, and Curating Alexandria, and in online
publications as well, including Cadaverous Magazine, Vamp Cat, Soft
Cartel, and Freedom Fiction. Find him on Facebook at Jettstories, on
Instagram at chipjettthewriter, and on Twitter @chipjett_writer.
Nazli Karabıyıkoğlu is a Turkish author, now full-time resident in
Georgia, who recently escaped from the political, cultural, and gender
oppression in Turkey. She helped create the #metoo movement within
the Turkish publishing industry, from which she was then
excommunicated. With an M.A. in Turkish Language and Literature
from Bogazici University, Karabıyıkoğlu has five published books in
Turkish and has recently completed translations of two new books for
international publication. Having won six literary awards in her country,
she has been actively writing for magazines since 2009.
Julia Caroline Knowlton is Professor of French at Agnes Scott College
in Atlanta. She holds MA and PhD degrees in French Literature and an
MFA from Antioch U. in Los Angeles. She is the author of the
memoir Body Story and the poetry chapbook Café of Unintelligible
Desire. She was recently named a 2018 Georgia Author of the Year for
her chapbook. The recipient of an Academy of American Poets College
Prize and a Pushcart nominee, her poems have appeared in numerous
literary journals. Her first full-length collection of poems, entitled One
Clean Feather, will be published in late 2019 by Finishing Line Press.
You may reach her at juliacarolinefr@gmail.com.
Sheree La Puma is an award-winning writer whose personal essays,
fiction and poetry have appeared in or are forthcoming in Heron River
Review, The Rumpus, O:JA&L, Plainsongs, The Main Street Rag,
Burningword Literary Journal, I-70 Review, Inflectionist Review, Levee,
The London Reader, Bordighera Press - VIA: Voices in Italian
Americana, Gravel, Foliate Oak, PacificReview, Westwind and Ginosko
Literary Review, among others. She received an MFA in Writing from
California Institute of the Arts and taught poetry to former gang
members.
Bruce MacDonald works full time as a community mental health
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worker in Toronto, Ontario. In terms of his writing, he has been
shortlisted for the Matrix LitPOP Award in poetry. He has published
poetry in lichen literary journal, elimae online, sleepingfish and the
caterpillar chronicles amongst others. He has also contributed a poem to
Gary Barwin's online Heine project
(http://heinrichmanoeuver.blogspot.ca) .
Chariklia Martalas is a Philosophy, Politics, English and History
student at the University of the Witswaterstrand in Johannesburg South
Africa. Her pieces have been published in Odd Magazine, Riggwelter
and others. She has been most recently published in the undergraduate
academic literary journal- The Foundationalist.
Barbara Martin is a visual artist who grew up on three continents -- and
has lived in twelve states coast to coast. She currently lives in Portland,
Oregon. Her work is contemporary in style and leans toward the abstract
and sometimes surreal or visionary. She has completed residencies in the
West, and her paintings have been displayed in galleries and museums
across America, as well as published in numerous on-line and print
publications.
Doug May was born with a mild mental handicap and diagnosed as a
teenager with attention deficit disorder and depression. Early in life he
got a lot of tutoring and special help (including piano lessons), and
eventually earned a GED and took college classes. He has worked many
entry level and unskilled jobs—everything from proofreading children’s
books to stocking shelves, emptying bedpans and performing in a rock
and roll cover band. He is now retired and working on a memoir about
being different, surviving the modern workplace and staying
independent.
Shawn Milburn grew up in California and has stuck close to home,
living with his family near San Francisco. When not managing a hotel
near the Golden Gate, Shawn will usually be in his wood shop making
gifts for friends. Shawn’s poetry has appeared in Typishly and the Tiny
Seed Literary Journal.
Sarah Mostaghel is a writer and freelance editor living in Edmonton,
AB, Canada. She lives with her amazing partner and her two dogs whom
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she adores. She is a recent graduate from The Writer's Studio program
through Simon Fraser University and was published in the emerge 18
anthology. She is working on her first poetry collection, exploring
themes of identity, depression and chronic illness.
Martha Nance is a physician in Minnesota who finds strange ideas
lurking within the fountain outside her office. This is one of many photos
she has taken of the fountain (preferably when the water is running and
the sun is shining). Photos from this series have previously been
published in the Fredericksburg Literary and Art Review, Chaleur
Magazine, DeLuge, Miracle Monocle, and unstamatic, as well as The
Raw Art Review!
Eric E. Olson teaches literature and creative writing in the Writing and
Literature Program at California College of the Arts in Oakland. His
novel The Procession of Mollusks was published by Astrophil Press in
2009.
David Olsson lives in Stockholm with his family. He writes essays and
fiction and is the founder of the Instagram account @p_r_o_j_e_k_t_e_t.
His work has previously been published in Microfiction Monday
Magazine, The Esthetic Apostle, Burningword Literary Journal, Sunspot
Literary Journal, From Whispers to Roars, and Sonder Midwest.
J. Ray Paradiso - A confessed outsider, Chicago's J. Ray Paradiso is a
recovering academic in the process of refreshing himself as an
experiMENTAL writer and street photographer. His work has appeared
in dozens of publications both online and in print. Equipped with cRaZy
quilt graduate degrees in both Business Administration and Philosophy,
he labors to fill temporal-spatial, psycho-social holes and, on good days,
to enjoy the flow. All of his work is dedicated to his true love, sweet
muse and body guard: Suzi Skoski Wosker Doski.
Silas Plum - At age 12, Silas Plum won the East Coast POG tournament.
The prize was 500 POG’s, small collectible cardboard circles, each with
an identical red and blue design on the front. From that moment on, he
became obsessed with the question of Value. Why were these important?
How could anything not necessary for survival be worth more than
anything that was? Does artistic sentiment have value? The POG’s are
gone, but the questions remain. Through assemblages of defunct
currency, discarded photographs, and long-forgotten illustrations, Silas
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Plum challenges the idea of objective vs subjective value. He believes
strongly in the tired old maxim that the true value of an object is more
than the sum of its parts, that the gut is a truth-teller, and that the
Aristotelian notion of learning-by-doing is the best teacher around. Judge
his worth at silasplum.com
Gwendolyn Pryor - San Francisco based artist, Gwen Pryor (b.1989)
uses drones to capture new perspectives and compositions for her oil
paintings. Her paintings make the viewer reconsider familiar seascapes
by showing them an aerial and abstracted perspective. She is passionate
about oceanic preservation and hopes her art will inspire viewers to
protect the environment. Gwen has shown internationally including New
York City, Hong Kong, and London. She studied art at Skidmore College.
Esther Ra is the author of book of untranslatable things (Grayson
Books, 2018), which won the Grayson Books Chapbook Award. Her
work has been published in Rattle, Exposition Review, Watershed
Review, and CONSEQUENCE Magazine, where her poetry received the
Women Writing War Poetry Award. She alternates between the United
States and Seoul, South Korea, where her heart and writing often return
Planta RaieVilar is an artist creative professional with a background in
painting, printmaker, composer and choreographer. My
Disclosure/Concealment: The Transparent Self is a series in which I
create a personal mythology that adopts and reenacts an emotional notion
of myth through role playing and impulses. These personifications are
rendered through a series of staged self-portraits that are transposed and
reinterpreted to paper, canvas or wood panels using acrylic, oil crayon
and other mixed media. My intent is to recreate a pseudo erotic fantasy in
which I place myself as both subject and observer. The juxtaposition of
hands plays an integral role that focuses and exemplifies the
dichotomous symbolism of hands as nurturing, embracing, seductive,
countered by repelling, defensive, and protective.
John D Robinson is a UK poet: hundreds of his poems have appeared in
small press zines and online literary journals including : Rusty Truck:
Outlaw Poetry: North Of Oxford: Tuck Magazine: Misfits Magazine:
The Sunflower Collective: Winamop: Bear Creek Haiku: Chicago
Record: The Legendary: Paper and Ink Zine: Algebra Of Owls: Full Of
Crow: The Beatnik Cowboy: The Clockwise Cat: The Scum Gentry:
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Message In A Bottle: Horror Sleaze ,Trash: Your One Phone Call: In
Between Hangovers: Rasputin: Revolution John: Vox Poetica: Hand Job
Zine: 48th Street Press: Poems-For-All: Philosophical Idiot: The
Peeking Cat: Midnight Lane Boutique: Underground Books: Dead
Snakes: Yellow Mama: Bareback Lit: Eunoia Review: Hobo Camp
Review.
Christy Sheffield Sanford has won a National Endowment for the
Arts Fellowship in Poetry and is the author of seven small press
books. She holds a masters degree from Antioch University in
Creative Writing and Interarts. Her video animations have been
published by literary ezines and include “Julia Child's Legs” (Carbon
Culture Review), “Nadine's Shoulders in Moonlight” (Amp), and
“Poe's Purloined Molars” (Atticus Review). “Nadine” was shown in
the gallery at ELO 18 (Electronic Literature Conference). Sanford
won the 2016 Bacopa Literary Review cover contest. Her art has
appeared on the cover of Yellow Chair, and a suite of eight images
from The Hem-nal were featured in High Shelf Press.
Gerard Sarnat is a physician who’s built and staffed homeless and
prison clinics as well as a Stanford professor and healthcare CEO. He
won the Poetry in the Arts First Place Award plus the Dorfman Prize,
and has been nominated for Pushcarts plus Best of the Net Awards.
Gerry is published in academic-related journals including University of
Chicago, Stanford, Oberlin, Brown, Columbia, Virginia Commonwealth,
Arkansas, Harvard, Johns Hopkins, Wesleyan, Slippery Rock,
Appalachian State, Grinnell, American Jewish University, Sichuan
University, University of Edinburgh and University of Canberra. Gerry’s
writing has also appeared widely including recently in such U.S. outlets
as Dead Mule School of Southern Literature, Gargoyle, Main Street
Rag, New Delta Review, MiPOesias, poetica, American Journal Of
Poetry, Poetry Quarterly, Poetry Circle, Every Day Poems, Clementine,
Tiferet, Foliate Oak, Failed Haiku, New Verse News, Blue Mountain
Review, Danse Macabre, Canary Eco, Fiction Southeast, Military
Experience and the Arts, Poets And War, Cliterature, Qommunicate,
Texas Review, Brooklyn Review, San Francisco Magazine, The Los
Angeles Review and The New York Times. Pieces have also been
accepted by Chinese, Bangladeshi, Hong Kongese, Singaporian,
Canadian, English, Irish, Scotch, Australian, New Zealander,
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Australasian Writers Association, Zimbabwean, French, German, Indian,
Israeli, Romanian, Swedish, Moscovian and Fijian among other
international publications. Mount Analogue selected KADDISH FOR
THE COUNTRY for pamphlet distribution nationwide on Inauguration
Day 2017. Amber Of Memory was chosen for the 50th Harvard reunion
Dylan symposium. He’s also authored the collections Homeless
Chronicles (2010), Disputes (2012), 17s (2014), and Melting the Ice
King (2016). Gerry’s been married since 1969 with three kids, five
grandsons with a sixth on the way and looking forward to future
granddaughters. gerardsarnat.com
Carla Schiavone - A self-learned artist born and raised in New Jersey,
Carla Rose found her creativity and voice buried within pain and
transfigurations of her life experience. Initiations of abandonment,
growing up in a cult, abuse and addiction led to evolutions to possibility.
These experienced paved roads to new destinations leading her to the arts
and esoteric study. Carla Rose's interests have always been the
mysterious and out of box realities. Inspired by raw artists, her creations
came into form initially from trauma. This graduated to limitless
opportunities which include commission pieces created through a
collaboration process. The layers of her work are multidimensional in
nature carrying unique tapestries of culture providing the audience to
decode interpretation. She is a mother to three children, one who is
neurotypical, one who has life threatening medical conditions, and the
other has Autism. She is a wife, nature lover, DNA Activation
Practitioner, Sonic Alchemist, and Accredited CHAKRADANCE
Facilitator. She is a the founder of a cultural women's group MDMOEC
(Modern Day Moms Of Extraordinary Children) to support care takers of
special needs children. sacredsovereignart.com
Jaime Seno is an emerging writer with a degree in English literature
from CUNY Baruch College. Since graduating she has been travelling
and working on her poetry. She is currently doing farm work around
Australia.
Dave Sims After 30+ years of teaching in colleges, universities, military
bases, and prisons from Alaska to Louisiana, Dave Sims retired to the
mountains of central Pennsylvania where he now dwells and creates. His
most recent comix appear in Gigantic Sequins, The Nashville Review,
Talking Writing, and Freeze Ray. He can be reached at
tincansims@gmail.com.
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Judith Skillman paints expressionist works using oil on canvas and
board. She is interested in feelings engendered by the natural world. Her
art has appeared in journals such as Minerva Rising, Artemis, and The
Penn Review. Skillman has studied at McDaniel College, the Pratt Fine
Arts Center and the Seattle Artist League. Shows include The Pratt and
Galvanize. Visit https://www.etsy.com/shop/JkpaintingsStore
Henry Stanton's fiction, poetry and paintings appear in 2River, The A3 Review,
Alien Buddha Press, Avatar, The Baltimore City Paper, The Baltimore Sun
Magazine, High Shelf Press, Kestrel, North of Oxford, Outlaw Poetry, The
Paragon Press, PCC Inscape, Pindeldyboz, Rusty Truck, Salt & Syntax,
SmokeLong Quarterly, The William and Mary Review, Word Riot, The Write
Launch and Yellow Mama, among other publications. His poetry was selected
for the A3 Review Poetry Prize and was shortlisted for the Eyewear 9th
Fortnight Prize for Poetry. His fiction received an Honorable Mention
acceptance for the Salt & Syntax Fiction Contest and was selected as a finalist
for the Pen 2 Paper Annual Writing Contest. A selection of Henry Stanton’s
paintings, fiction and poetry can be located www.brightportfal.com.

Travis Stephens, a grad of University of Wisconsin-Eau Claire, is a
tugboat captain who resides with his family in California. Recent credits
include: GYROSCOPE REVIEW, RAW ART REVIEW, CROSSWINDS
POETRY JOURNAL, CONSUMNES RIVER JOURNAL, APEIRON
REVIEW, THE FINGER, GRAVITAS, CIRQUE, and TINY SEED
LITERARY JOURNAL. Online poems appear in 2RIVER, SKY ISLAND
JOURNAL, INK & VOICES, RUE SCRIBE, SHEILA-NA-GIG, OPEN:
JOURNAL OF ARTS & LETTERS, THE SCRIBLERUS ARTS JOURNAL,
HCE REVIEW and DEAD MULE SCHOOL OF SOUTHERN
LITERATURE.
Kevin Tomko - Born in Washington, D.C., raised in Calvert County,
Maryland. Works full time in IT as a Project Manager. Has 20+ years of
experience project managing within the Advertising industry
Ed Wade expatriated from the US in 2012 and has since lived in the
quaint chaos of Hanoi, Vietnam. There, he writes and lectures for the
Professional Communication department at RMIT University. Ed’s latest
poems can be found in Rattle, The Comstock Review, Sport Literate, The
Rat's Ass Review, & The HitchLit Review.
Ronald Walker grew up in Ventura California, a typical Southern
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California beach town. He attended Ventura College, Central Missouri
State university and the University of Kansas, obtaining AA, BS., MA.
and MFA degrees. Walker works in a style he terms "Suburban
primitive" which combines his interest in the origins of art along with
life in the suburbs. His work has been shown in over 200 group shows as
well as 40 solo exhibits to date. Walker's paintings can be found in the
collections of the Museum of Northern California Art in Chico Ca., the
Maturango Museum in Ridgecrest, Ca., CMSU in Warrensburg, Mo.
Imperial valley college, Imperial Valley, Ca. as well as several private
collections. He is currently represented by the Mahlstedt Gallery in New
Rochelle, New York. Walker resides in the Sacramento area of
California where he lives with his family both teaching and painting for a
living.
Riley Welch is a poet from Texas living in Denver, she is often cold. Her
work can be found in Authentic Texas Magazine and the Write Launch,
among others. More of her poetry can be found at her blog,
arhymeaday.com.
Brittany Worlinsky is a contemporary figurative painter. Worlinsky has
exhibited with curators from the Huffington Post arts Blog, Chocolate
and Art Show LA, Proxy Place Gallery, Jamie Brooks Fine Arts, and
House of Wren, along with exhibiting nationally and internationally.
Most recently she has exhibited internationally at the National Assembly
Hall in Seoul and Hilton Millennium Seoul. Worlinsky has paintings
featured in “The Party” movie, directed by Julianna Robinson, to be
released 2020.
Stephen Young is a physician with clinical involvement, over the years,
spanning from critical care to geriatrics and palliative care. His faculty
appointment is with the University of North Carolina School of
Medicine.
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