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About El Portal

Since its inception in 1939, Eastern New Mexico University’s literary 
magazine El Portal has offered a unique venue for the work of writers, 
artists, and photographers both on campus and off. It is published 
each fall and spring semester thanks to a grant courtesy of Dr. Jack 
Williamson, a world-renowned science fiction writer and professor 
emeritus at ENMU who underwrote the publication during his time 
on campus.

Each semester El Portal encourages previously unpublished short 
story, poetry, non-fiction, flash fiction, photography, and art 
submissions from ENMU students and faculty, as well as national 
and international writers and artists. El Portal does not charge a 
submission fee. Submissions from ENMU students receive the special 
opportunity to win a first-, second-, or third-place cash prize in their 
respective categories.

For additional information about El Portal, please visit our website: 
http://elportaljournal.com
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Submissions

El Portal is open to submissions from all artists and writers; however, 
its awards are intended solely for the benefit of ENMU students. 
Submissions are published on the basis of talent, content, and 
editorial needs.

El Portal serves as a creative forum for the students, faculty, and staff 
of Eastern New Mexico University (ENMU) as well as artists, writers, 
and photographers worldwide. Consequently, the views expressed in 
El Portal do not necessarily reflect the viewpoints and opinions of 
ENMU as a whole.

Guidelines

Please submit all written work in .doc, .docx, or .pdf formats. With 
the exception of poetry and art/photography, please limit entries to 
one story or essay. Simultaneous submissions are welcome; we ask 
only that you notify El Portal in the event your work is accepted 
elsewhere so that we may remove it from consideration. When 
entering a submission, please include a biography of no more than 
50 words to be printed alongside your piece in the event that it is 
accepted for publication.

•	 Fiction (up to 4,000 words)
•	 Creative Nonfiction (up to 4,000 words)
•	 Flash Fiction (up to 500 words)
•	 Poetry (up to 5 poems)
•	 Art & Photography (up to 5 pieces)

Prizes will be awarded to ENMU students only. Prizes are awarded 
only in the Short Story, Poetry, and Art/Photography categories.

Deadlines

Fall 2017: Please submit by March 31st, 2017.
Spring 2018: Please submit by October 31st, 2017.

Email: El.Portal@enmu.edu

Website: ElPortalJournal.com
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What Leaf-Fringed Legend?
Delbert R. Gardner

Married a year, and with a third identity
Inside you starting to shape our corporate selves
Into a new composite entity,
Through wild southern Utah we took a trip:
Monument National Park, where with shelves
Of rust-red stone around us we found our way was full
Of a Gargantuan red bull.
    Imperturbable he stood,
Nearly spanning both lanes of the road.
We stopped the car and waited for the bull
To look us over.
   "My God, he could tip
The car," you said, "if he decides to ram!
Do you think he'll attack?"
    "Probably not
If we don't move," I said, "but who can tell?
I'd love to get a movie of him--damn!
Why did I leave the camera in the trunk?
The things you see when you haven't got a gun!"
 "I doubt if you would want to see him shot,"
You joked.  "If you did, you'd need a cannon."
 "Right, my love, and where would we carry one
With all our camping gear and other junk?"
The big bull stirred as if to leave the road,
Then changed his course to nuzzle with our grill;
We sat with held breath till he snuffed his fill.
 "Within a hundred miles there's nothing alive,"
You fumed, "at least as far as I could tell,
And the only living thing we meet is right
Where it can most disrupt our drive."
 I looked beside the road at the chalky ground.
"Maybe we could circumvent the beast," 
I said.  "The pioneers would have gone around."
 "The pioneers would have to go around
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To keep from being destroyed.  We have at least
This solid car to sit inside--and what about
If we get stuck in the sand beside the road?
Do we have oxen that can pull us out?
No, thanks, I'd rather wait till Moby Dick
Decides to leave us to our quest."
 "Or sink us like the Pequod," I couldn't arrest
A chuckle.
  "You wouldn't laugh if he tried,"
You smiled back at me.  The huge bovine
Began to lumber off the road to the right,
Casting one menacing look behind.
 "There he goes," you whispered sharply.  "Quick!
Get the camera while he's still in sight,
And photograph a living monolith."
 "Oh no," I laughed, "he'll have to remain a myth!
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Always a Worker
Danny P. Barbare

It
is
a
surprise

as
I
wipe
down
the
desktops

to
mentally
see
dad’s
eyes

as
he
cleans
the
kitchen
counter.
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Snowbound
Lucas Smith

Phillip and Miriam are on Interstate 8 somewhere between 
Yuma and El Centro in a windy desert trough bare of anything but 
sand and scrub. If Phillip were to stop the car and get out, he would 
be the tallest thing for miles in any direction. White posts on the 
side of the road mark off every half mile and, on the platform of the 
road-bed, the car is totally exposed to the shrieking gusts that swoop 
through the valley. Their destination, the famous oncologists’ office 
in Costa Casa, is on the ocean side of the coastal ranges, which are 
just visible up where the road in front of them tapers to a pencil lead. 
They haven’t spoken for ten minutes, since Beethoven’s Ninth came 
on the radio. The chassis wobbles in the wind and Phillip clenches the 
steering wheel as Miriam’s red bucket falls out of her hands and lands 
between her feet. She tosses the bucket in the back seat then reaches 
over and turns the volume down. 

“So, besides that, how was the trip?” she asks.
“Good,” Phillip says, clipping the syllable.
“Tell me what else you did.”
 “I don’t know, not much.”
 “Well just tell me anything then.”
 Phillip exhales forcibly through his nose.
 “Why?”
 “Because we’re in a car together and I’m your mother.”
“Umm, ok, uh, I like this music.”
 “What do you like about it?”
 “Did we go see this performed when I was little?”
 “Yes. Do you remember that?”
 “Barely.”
 “You fell asleep before the end. Do you remember when I 

took my hat off? You were so scared. You didn’t know what I was.” 
She laughs and looks at him expectantly. 

 The hat was a white sailor’s hat—the same style, if not 
the exact same hat, she has on now. After leaving him at his 
Grandmother’s for more than a month, she had come back from 
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the hospital to take him to the concert. She sat him down at his 
Grandmother’s kitchen table with a bowl of shiny apples in the 
middle and said, “Phillip, there’s something I want to show you,” and 
took off her hat. He wanted to scream, but instead he retreated to the 
corridor and peeked back around the wall at the thing that claimed to 
be his mother. 

Faint strings come from the speakers: a crescendo. Miriam 
reaches between their seats for the shopping bag full of nuts, dried 
apples, and vitamins, pops a cod liver oil pill into her mouth, and 
opens a bag of almonds. Phillip checks the speedometer; he’s going 
95. There are no cars in front of him or behind him. Looking out 
at the landscape again, he thinks how odd it was that the saguaros 
stopped right at the border, as if they knew they were the state plant.

“Can you pass me a nut?” he says.
“Hold out your hand.” She plops down a handful in his 

outstretched hand. “So, I can’t believe she didn’t let you drive,” she says. 
Phillip doesn’t say anything. 
She continues. “I remember the first time I went back to meet 

your Dad’s parents.” She pauses to swallow an almond. “Your Dad 
went to the gym to play basketball with his friends and a blizzard 
came and we were snowed in for three days. For two days she didn’t 
say a single word to me. She pretended I wasn’t there. Then she 
started showing me pictures of all the other women she thought your 
Dad was going to marry. ‘And this is Marsha and this is Diane.’ If I 
could have, I would have gone straight to the airport and left.”

He hasn’t heard this story before. Without looking at her he 
says, “Yep.” Then, after a pause filled by a muted choir, “How much 
further do you reckon?”

“I don’t know, probably another four hours.”
They cruise through El Centro and move into the foothills. 

There are more cars on the road now, winding around them on the 
curves, magnetically pulled to the lane lines. Small drops of rain start 
to splatter the windshield. Phillip remembers that the most dangerous 
moments on the road are just when it starts raining, before the water 
has rinsed the oil away. Black ice, too, or a dodderer at the wheel, can 
be just as deadly.

There had been a girl in his room when his grandmother called 
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him three months ago at 4 A.M. Melbourne time to tell him his 
mother had relapsed. Six months, maybe less. All he had been able to 
say was “okay,” his gaze fixed on a crack in the wall. He didn’t want to 
give anything away to the girl. When he hung up he told her that in 
her senility, his grandmother often forgot about the time difference. 

It hadn’t hit him until he stepped off the plane in Phoenix and 
saw the white sailor’s hat capping her meager frame. 

They had arrived home and Phillip was hoisting his suitcase 
onto his old bed when the phone rang. His great-uncle had died 
in Indiana. The next day he waited in the airport for the plane 
and escorted his teetering grandmother down the tunnel when 
preliminary boarding was called for handicapped passengers. The plan 
had been for him to be her driver, as well as the family representative 
at the funeral.

During the week in Indiana, he had eaten nothing but canned 
corn. In the car he watched his grandmother point out all the 
landmarks of her youth from the driver’s seat, arms flailing, off the 
wheel, imploring him to look at a silo or a glass factory that formed 
an integral part of her personal mythology. When he told her to 
slow down and watch where she was going, she screamed at him to 
shut-up and turned a classic rock station all the way up to drown out 
his voice. She wouldn’t let him drive. He had never driven in snow 
before, she said. She knew the roads and he didn’t. 

Behind the wheel now, he thinks about his grandmother 
leaning on him at the funeral, and the rubbery hands of her brother 
in the coffin—like skin-colored scuba diving gloves—and the story 
told at the service about him linking all the wheelchair-bound 
residents to his motor-chair with rope and driving the whole train 
around the nursing-home. Phillip had enjoyed observing all the 
rites and customs of the funeral. The solemnity and the pageantry 
had made it almost a happy occasion. But it was all so permanent, 
obviously. 

He had read once in the newspaper about a cancer patient 
who was given three to six months to live, who took his life savings 
and traveled to all the places he had always hoped to visit: London, 
Masai Mara, the Great Barrier Reef. Two years later he took a photo 
of himself at Machu Pichu that they used to accompany the story. 
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Three years after the initial diagnosis he came back and the cancer was 
gone. The doctors hadn’t seen anything like it. The patient attributed 
his preternatural recovery to not thinking about his condition at all. 
By removing the cancer from his mind, he was able to remove it from 
his body. 

The road tilts upward and the fog thickens. 
The first powdery snowflakes fall and he is forced to slow down 

to sixty. The orange pilot light for the fuel gauge comes on. He hadn’t 
been watching it. “It’s gotten cold all of a sudden, hasn’t it?” Miriam 
says and turns the heater and fan on. He switches on the headlights 
and the windshield wipers, which crush the snowflakes, creating 
splintered clouds on the windscreen. Ice begins to form on the edges 
of the windscreen where the wiper arcs end. 

“I can’t believe it’s snowing. Wow, look at it. Isn’t it pretty?” 
Miriam says with deliberate casualness and a pause between each 
sentence. “You must be sick of snow by now. Oh well, it will be hot 
in Melbourne when you get back. What classes are you going to take 
this year?”

“I don’t know.” 
“But you must have an idea.” 
Phillip tilts his head to check all his mirrors before he speaks. 
“I haven’t really thought about it.”
“Well, are you going to continue with history?”
“I don’t know, probably.”
“Maybe you should ask me some questions.”
“Mom, we’re running on empty. We need to stop soon.”
 “Why didn’t you stop in El Centro when we had the chance?”
 “I didn’t notice we were running out then.”
 “You just need to pay more attention to what’s going on 

around you sometimes, you know that?
“Mm-hmm. I guess I should.” He concentrates on keeping 

the left tire aligned with the vanishing white line in the middle of the 
road. A sign says they are four thousand feet high. He feels the tires 
slip beneath him and slows down again to 35. The snowflakes come 
quicker. It’s like they are in a plane descending through rain clouds. He 
sees that the needle on the fuel gauge has fallen below the big E. He 
remembers reading somewhere that acceleration burns the most fuel 
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and he tries his best to keep the car going at a constant speed but the 
dips and curves of the mountain road make it difficult. The headlights 
illuminate a sign that says ‘Kitchen Creek Springs, next exit.’

“Kitchen Creek Springs next exit,” he says. “It’s lucky I spotted 
that.”

They pull off the Interstate at the exit. The town of Kitchen 
Creek Springs is hidden behind the smothering snow clouds, but the 
service road leads directly to the station: a four-pump affair with a 
shop, which sits on an embankment up a sloping driveway. The shop 
is made to look like an old log cabin, with fake logs and high eaves 
with fake icicles hanging down. “Do you want anything from inside, 
Mom?” Phillip asks as they pull in. 

 “No, thanks.”
 He’s out of the car and shin-deep in snow before he realizes 

he’s wearing thongs. His feet turn to bricks as he runs inside. He pays 
the cashier, an old woman with a gray ponytail, and runs back to the 
car. It’s so cold he has to use his fingers like a socket wrench and turn 
his whole arm to remove the fuel cap. While he’s pumping, he sits on 
the bumper and puts his socks and shoes on, leaving the laces untied 
because he can’t feel his fingers. Behind him, there is a loud crash. He 
turns and sees a truck with a boat trailer jackknifed across the bottom 
of the driveway. The driver, a big man wearing sunglasses, spins his 
wheels in the accumulated snow. The big man gets out and kicks his 
front tire while his son looks on from the passenger seat. The man 
opens the door and lifts out his son, who is wearing shorts.

 The cashier runs out to see if they’re alright. “Thank God 
neither of you were hurt,” Phillip hears her say. “You’ll just have to 
wait it out inside.” The three of them, the man carrying his son, walk 
back towards Phillip. “You’d better come inside where it’s warm too. 
That’s the only exit,” the cashier says to him. 

“Let’s get inside quick, Phillip,” Miriam says as she gets out 
of the car. She wraps her blanket around herself and shuffles behind 
Phillip through the snow. A corner of her blanket hangs down and 
skims the snow drift and is damp by the time they reach the shop. 
She says nothing about his shoes. 

It’s not much warmer inside the shop. There’s nowhere to 
sit down amid the shelves filled with spare car parts and glass drink 
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coolers. From his father’s arms, the little boy stares at Miriam and 
rubs his legs.

“He must be freezing. Does he want my blanket?” Miriam 
removes her blanket and extends it to the pair. 

“Oh, no thanks Ma’am. He’ll be fine. It was so hot when we 
left Lake Havasu.” 

“What were you doing there?”
“Waterskiing. It looks like we should have practiced our snow-

skiing instead.”
Phillip folds his arms tight across his chest to keep the warmth in. 
“This snow is really wild isn’t it?” Miriam says.
“We get snow up here about every ten years or so,” says the 

cashier, clearly pleased to have some company for a while. “There 
should be a law against Californians driving in the snow.” 

“It would have saved me,” the driver of the truck chuckles. 
“Is there a toilet here?” Miriam asks the cashier.
“Yes. Outside. Out the door to the left.”
Miriam shuffles towards the door. Looking outside, Phillip sees 

a prickly-pear cactus framed in the window, its paddles brushed with 
snow. Miriam is almost out the door when she turns back. She takes 
a few steps back inside, then falls to her knees on the linoleum floor. 
Her body convulses with dry heaves. She bends over on her hands 
and knees and the vomit comes. It pools around her. A yellow rivulet 
runs along a crack in the floor under the base of a postcard rack. The 
little boy starts to cry. With one hand on her hat, Miriam wheezes as 
she inhales, then doubles over again and hacks out stringy saliva like a 
dog that’s eaten grass. 

Phillip thinks about calling an ambulance, but realizes one 
would never make it. He walks over to her and, with his legs spread 
wide apart to avoid the vomit, he starts to knead her back. Looking 
down at his own hands, he thinks of his great-uncle’s gloves.

The cashier comes over with a bottle of water for Miriam, a 
mop, and a steaming bucket. “You just relax and let me know if you 
need anything else. I’m gonna get this cleaned up,” she says.

 “I’ll do it,” Phillip says, and takes the mop from her hands. 
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Visitation
Kenneth Pobo

I tiptoe through my dahlias
Mars appears among buds
and blossoms, red-faced,
off-putting. When I greet her

Mars says she dislikes being 
associated with the war god.  
More of a hippy, she wears
two moons in her hair.  Earth
should be the war planet—
our doctorates in slaughter
prove it every day.  
A people-free Earth would be 
a choir of croaking frogs 
and awking peacocks.

Mars doesn’t stop by much.
She sneaks in,
visits a few gardens,
and poof, gone.  
She passes out 
candy to bashful asteroids
after she gets home.
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Blue Tattoo
Kendra Tanacea

Guided by etiquette and restraint,
I often don’t say what I feel.
If my head were shaved, all those words
would appear, blue-tattooed.

Knowing the code of my kind,
I catch my tongue, afraid of the tumble.
It’s the act of a vandal to speak recklessly,
criminal graffiti on a transit bus.

The horse shakes his head, showing 
his teeth as if ready to speak. Keep quiet
and tomato soup boils over the alphabet
into nonsense. I have a wooden block that says: 

warms, hurts, takes, holds, carved 
verbs I’ve stolen from their sentences. 
With my finger, I write in cursive 
in soft sticks of butter. I often say 

things with a stick in the sand, knowing 
how temporary and anonymous it all is: 
so and so loves so and so in a heart, taken out 
by high tide. The words forever turning

in my head like all those bingo numbers,
never chosen, never said. But why this fear 
of the Sharpie, the chisel, block letters 
on a gravestone?

Guided by instinct, I prefer to keep things
to myself, find myself nodding
instead of saying, find myself writing
in lemon juice on oaktag.
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A false safety compels me. 
Yet it concerns me, this invisibility,
the shakiness of my own voice, the constant
clearing of the throat. 

(With lines from “Better Days” by Essex Hemphill)
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Post-Infrastructure Blues
Lyndon Ashcraft-Foreman

 The heater melted the frost from the lower half of the window 
that hung in the wall as the Beach Boys fuzzed through the alarm 
clock speakers. Donald Bailey hadn’t slept. His best suit hung from 
the door knob, and it drug across the floor as he opened and shut the 
door. Dirty water sputtered from the faucet as he cranked at what was 
left of the handle with a small pair of vice grips. He hated using cheap 
toothpaste, so he spat too soon. His teeth never got too clean, but he 
always brushed.
 After he got dressed, he looked through his drawers for clean 
socks, then through the laundry on the couch, then finally in the 
clothes hamper in the corner of his bedroom. Who was going to sniff 
his feet?
 As he clocked in he heard Bill Seahorn singing from his 
workbench, hammering a piece of duct together. Seahorn was short 
and graying, and stood bow-legged and slightly bent. He had an 
ornery spring about him; he was always smiling. Bailey snuck up on 
Seahorn, who was in a type of trance, belting out an old song that 
Bailey had heard him sing before: “Point number one is to succeed, 
but glorious ain’t enough for me. Broken down and out of luck, I 
have given all my fucks. Economy has gone a’muck. Hammers all 
that’s left of me.” Once Seahorn saw Bailey, he blushed beneath the 
oil stains on his face.
 “You been there long?”
 “Eh. You been here long?”
 “In at six, nothin’ changed fer me.”
 Bailey laughed and tried to ignore it, but Seahorn repeated 
himself. “Nothing changed for me, I’s in at 6. Not like Mr. Bigshot, 
in at seven thirty with the other soft hands.”
 “I’ll still best you.”
 “At what?”
 “Fabrication.”
 “Naw.”
 “Oh?”
 “Well, who taught you?”
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 Bailey only smiled as Seahorn began to laugh and repeat, 
“That’s right motherfucker. I did. Don’t forget me.”
 “Forget you? How could I? You’re louder than half the 
assholes in the shop, not to mention the machines.” Bailey lit a 
cigarette and offered one to Seahorn, who declined. “Naw, thanks. 
Tryin’ to quit. Wife says that when I run out of them that I turn into 
a dickhead. I think it’s about the price, but she won’t admit it.”
 “Fair enough.”
 “Oh, there’s a last minute meeting tonight. Clark called it an 
im-prom-tude meeting. Gonna go?”
 “I’m all for y’all, but you know I don’t belong there anymore. 
They don’t trust me and I’m not even on the floor anymore. I… got 
no business going.”
 “Fine, but I hear Snyders’ wife’s making chicken.”
 “Naw, I better… I better not. Thanks for the invite, though.”
 “Suit yourself. Ha.”
 When Bailey arrived at his office, the door was open and his 
boss Walter Peterson, the owner of Peterson Metalworks, L.L.C., 
was standing behind his desk, sipping on a sweaty glass of bourbon. 
Peterson was paunchy and his suit costed the same amount as his 
employee’s weekly paychecks. His cheeks were rosy and pushed down 
the corners of his mouth so that even if he wanted to smile, his 
mouth was too taut.
 “How’s it going, Donald?”
 “Mr. Peterson. Great, great. To what do I owe—”
 “Donald, Donald. Call me Walt.”
 “Okay… Walt,” Bailey cringed and then smiled. “What can I 
do for you, sir? Walt? Sir Walt. I’m just kidding.”
 “Right… Well see, Donny,” Peterson exhaled into a sigh, 
“there’s buzz that the workers are plotting.”
 “Plot? Plotting, sir?” 
 “Yes, Don. Plotting. Their little union group is planning to 
strike. After all we’ve done for them. Like the 1099 tax forms so that 
they don’t get any taxes taken out. I let them—”
 “Actually, sir, the 1099 form is—”
 “Don’t interrupt me.”
 “Sorry, sir.”
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 Peterson inhaled and continued. “I let them work as much as 
they want; the only thing I ask is that they don’t take overtime. That’s 
the only thing I ask of them, and they’re threatening to strike?”
 Bailey laughed, but when he saw that Peterson’s jaw was 
clamped tight, he stiffened his neck and said, “Those boys are 
harmless. They threaten to strike all the time. They never follow 
through.” 
 Bailey bit his tongue.
 “All the time, huh?” Peterson scowled. “You know why they 
don’t follow through?”
 “No, sir.”
 “They’re lazy.”
 “Lazy?”
 “Yes, Bailey. Don’t be an idiot. They aren’t like me and you. 
You see, they want it all without putting in the hours. You and I, we 
put in the hours. That’s how we got here.”
 “Thank you, sir.”
 “Now… Here’s what I want you to do, okay? Anyone involved 
in a strike is fired. Fired on the spot.”
 “Fired, sir?”
 “Yes, Bailey. Fired. Am I understood?”
 “Won’t we listen to their requests first?”
 Peterson began to laugh a deep, hardy laugh until he 
realized he was the only one. “You
can’t be serious. Do you really think I would let them tell me how to 
run my business? The song remains the same. When my dad handed 
me this company, the policy was, ‘If you don’t like it, there’s the door.’ 
It was his policy and that’s good enough for me. And don’t forget,” he 
adjusted his tie in the office window, “I’m depending on you to keep 
those animals in line.”
 “Okay… Yes, sir.”
 “I knew you’d see it my way.”
 Bailey tried to relax as he shut his car door. His tie felt like 
a sandbag. He went to bed and stared at the light that danced on 
the wall across from the crappy box television set. He sipped from 
a bottle of cheap scotch that used to make him feel classy, but now 
seemed simple and stupid.
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 The next day there was an uproar as the entire workforce 
gathered around the base of the steps that led up to the offices, 
shouting and jeering for Peterson to come out of his office. The 
crowds’ eyes lit up as Bailey stepped in the shop. They ushered him 
to the front and a few of them began to chant his name. He avoided 
eye contact as he slowly climbed the stairs, but as he reached the 
center, he began to plead with them to go back to work. At first they 
laughed, but as he pled harder, confusion swept the crowd.
 “Oh?” Seahorn shouted over the crowds’ silence. “Just like 
that, huh?”
 The office door swung open and Peterson poked his head out. 
“Ah, Bailey. Just in time.”
 Bailey stepped in and Peterson slammed the door behind 
them, sighing and then saying, “Bailey, you’re a great man. A great, 
hardworking Protestant. These…” he said, tapping on the window to 
the fabrication floor, “people. These shitty, little, people….”
 “Sir?”
 “I need— You need to handle it.”
 “Handle it?”
 “Let them know that anyone who wants to be in a union 
can go look for one somewhere else, because they’re fired. This is an 
outrage and I won’t be disrespected like this. I’ve worked too hard to 
keep this thing afloat and—”
 “But sir, it’s the entire workforce.”
 “The ones that want jobs will stay. You have to let these 
ingrates know who signs their paychecks—who their boss is. Me. You 
work for me, right?”
 Bailey hesitated.
 “Right?” Peterson shouted.
 “Well, yes, sir. Of course, sir, but—”
 “I thought so. Now break this thing up before we lose any 
more money today. And tell them to speed up or we won’t even make 
our quota.”
 “Do what, sir?”
 “Make. Them. Work. Faster, Bailey. Are you fucking deaf?”
 “But, sir—”
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 “That’s all,” Peterson snapped, as he pointed at the door.
 Bailey stepped out onto the platform. “I earned this. I went 
to school. They made fun of me for it and now they want me to help 
them? They should have just gone back to work. I wish they had gone 
back to work,” he thought to himself. But as he reached the handrail, 
the workers began to shout again and Donald Bailey felt like his 
throat had begun to close up.
 “You’re all fired,” he mumbled.
 “What?” several them shouted though they heard him fine.
 “Anyone who wants to be in a union is fired and anyone who 
wants to keep their job needs to work faster. Now, look…” he said as 
his jaw began to quiver, “It wasn’t supposed to be like—” The union 
cut him off in a hiss as the clamor of tools hitting the cold concrete 
echoed off of the steel walls. Peterson spoke over the intercom, from 
the safety of the office, saying that anyone who wasn’t an employee 
needed to leave and that the police would be on their way soon.
 Many of the men began to filter out of the workshop. Some 
were angry, some hung their heads, and the rest were in a state of 
shock. “I’m goin’, you sons-of-bitches,” Seahorn shouted from among 
them and then locked eyes with Bailey. “I ain’t no slave like you.”
 Bailey shut the office door, leaning up against it as Peterson 
rounded the corner with a bottle of fine scotch and two glasses. “I 
knew you had it in you,” Peterson was smiling as he sat the glasses 
down on Baileys’ desk and poured them both a glass. “That’s why I 
pay you the big bucks.” He sat the bottle down and left the room, 
taking only his glass and not saying another word.

♦

 That night, Seahorns’ words rang in Donald Baileys’ ears as 
he took a swig from the bottle of expensive Scotch whiskey, trying to 
drown it out.
 “I ain’t no slave like you.” 
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Kingdom of Shards
Ryan Galloway

Stones on the shore,
waves crashing and roaring,
carrying all with the unwavering movement of time, 
trying desperately to remain unchanging.
The erosion of the tide
tears at their flesh
trying to reform them into bricks,
stones in their architecture.
They were struck from a great mountain,
and though the ocean may take their edges 
It will not take them as its own.
They, a kingdom of shards,
sharp and rigid, 
all speaking to the beauty of the mountain from which they came. 
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Why It Is a New Day and Not a Rerun
Judith Cody

CLS
SCREEN 13
DO
        FOR colors% = 15 TO 60
               
                COLOR colors%
                LOCATE 8, 3
                PRINT  “Caressing the Dawn”
                PRINT  “Light awakes the whole”
                PRINT  “Avian Species”
                PRINT  “Song ascends where”
                PRINT  “There was silence”
                PRINT  “Consciousness returns”
                PRINT  “To Earth-born beings”
                PRINT  “Eternal darkness”
                PRINT  “Retreats for a while.”
                PRINT  “This exulted sunrise is called”
                PRINT  “A New Day”
     PRINT     “Rumored to be unique” 
         PRINT        “—template as yet untested.”
               
        NEXT colors%
LOOP UNTIL INKEY$ = CHR$(13)
SYSTEM
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Check TPM System
Stephen Poleskie

 The warning showed up on the dial in green digital letters; I 
had no idea what it meant. The words appeared on one of the round 
gauges in the left-hand corner of my car’s dashboard. As I hadn’t had 
a new car in many years, I wasn’t ready for all the flashing bells and 
whistles that were supposedly there to inform me of problems and 
keep me safe. I wondered how I had gotten to the ripe old age that I 
presently enjoyed without all these gadgets. 
 Now, I will admit to having had a few accidents in my day, 
but the crashes had not happened because I hadn’t checked the TPM 
system, whatever that was. The same gauge had previously displayed 
the phrase “right front door ajar,” with a little drawing of the car 
shown from above with the driver’s door open. This was patently 
obvious as I had just entered the car through that door and had yet 
to close it. So I slammed the door shut and that same gauge then 
displayed the “Check TPM system” warning. I pressed the small 
knob in the corner of the screen and it now showed a number with a 
degree sign. I assumed this to be the temperature. Confused by it all, 
I went to the glove compartment. Remember that quaint old space? I 
wondered when a glove compartment was last used for holding a pair 
of gloves. There, amid the various and sundry other printed matter 
that had come with my new car, was the Owner’s Manual.
 Although my car was made in America, apparently the 
Owner’s Manual had not been. Or if it had, whoever was the author 
did not speak English as their first language. After a bit of searching, 
I found a reference to the gauge I was seeking. Translating the text, I 
learned that by repeatedly pressing the little knob in the lower left-
hand corner, this marvelous instrument would tell me everything I 
wanted to know and then some. 
 The gauge was still displaying 50 degrees, which was a bit too 
cool to match the temperature outside, so I assumed it must be the 
compass heading. However, the car was parked facing what is known 
around town as West Hill. From my orienteering days, I remembered 
west as being on a heading of 270 degrees. Maybe West Hill wasn’t 
really in the west, although I had seen the sun set over that hill for 
many years now. Or maybe my marvelous gauge was not working 
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correctly. But how could the gauge be wrong? The car was brand 
new—it only had twelve miles on the odometer. 
 I pressed the knob again and the green numbers changed to 
19.3 MPG, which I assumed must be the mileage readout, although 
this figure didn’t quite tally with the 28 to 34 MPG that had been 
trumpeted on the window sticker. But then, I had been in traffic all 
way from the dealer’s showroom to my driveway. I hoped for better 
mileage to come. Continuing to press the knob, I got several other 
pieces of information that I didn’t need to know until it took me back 
to Check TPM system, which took me back to the owner’s manual. 
 Not finding what I was looking for, I decided to call the 
dealer I had bought the car from. There was the only one dealer for 
my make of car in our small town: Obrien Subaru. Although there 
were nine other dealerships in town, the same man owned them all: 
Obrien Dodge, Obrien Honda, Obrien Audi… So I looked under 
“O” in the Yellow Pages telephone book that had been thrown into 
my driveway several months ago. That’s how they delivered them 
now-a-days, I was told. 
 The robot voice that answered my call told me to press three 
for my make of car; this got me another robot voice which gave me 
the choice of sales, service, parts, or stay-on-the-line for (hopefully) 
a real person. I pressed the number for a real person and got another 
robot voice telling me how important my call was, then got recorded 
rock-and-roll music. When I almost couldn’t stand the noise any 
longer, the robot voice repeated how important my call was to the 
dealership—so important that it would be recorded for quality 
control. A few tunes later a real woman’s voice answered, telling me 
that her name was Charlotte. 
 I asked Charlotte if she knew what the phrase “check TPM 
system” referred to. She replied that she did not, but would be happy 
to schedule an appointment for me to bring my car in and have 
someone look at it. I told her that I didn’t think anything was wrong 
with the gauge; I just wanted to know what I was supposed to check. 
She offered to connect me to the service manager.
 “Parts.”
 “Parts? I thought I was being connected to the service 
manager.”
 “He’s busy out in the shop, so we pick up his calls. What can 



27

I do for you?”
 I told the man about my TPM gauge.”
 “No problem,” he said enthusiastically. “I can have a new one 
shipped in for you overnight.”
 “I don’t need a new one,” I said, raising my voice. “I just need 
to know what the one I have in my new car is supposed to do.”
 “What it does…?” the parts manager trailed off, the tone 
of his voice implying that he just realized he was speaking to the 
dumbest car owner he had ever encountered. Then he disdainfully 
explained that TPM stood for Tire Pressure Measuring and the check 
warning was to direct me to the next illustration that pops up in the 
little round window, an overhead view of a car, but with numbers 
where the wheels should be. The displayed numbers were the tire 
pressure 
 I thanked the man and was about to hang up, but he would 
not let this dumb car owner go. He proceeded to explain about tire 
pressure: the dangers of under inflation and over inflation, all things I 
had known as long as I had been driving, which was probably longer 
than he had been alive.
 Back in my car I turned the ignition key. The panel lit up 
and the “Check the TPM system” warning showed itself. I pressed 
the button and the overhead drawing of a car came on. Where 
the wheels should be were the numbers 29, 29, 29, and 30. This 
seemed low to me, so I opened the car door to read the specifications 
listed on the door post and the instrument lost interest in my tire 
pressure, showing me again the image of a car door open, with the 
words “Door Ajar.” The placard on the door panel stated that the 
pressure on all four tires, measured cold, should be 32 psi. Thirty-
two! The TPM had shown 29, 29, 29, and 30. According to the parts 
manager and the door jam, I was in big trouble. I was running on 
underinflated tires. What should I do?
 There was a gas station just at the top of our hill, less than 
a mile away. I didn’t often go there, though, as the price of gas was 
usually more than in the stations out on the highway. And the 
air machine cost a dollar for ten minutes. This was real robbery 
to someone who had grown up in the days when all gas stations 
had “free air” signs out front. But it was the nearest place and the 
information did say “cold tire pressure.” The tires would heat up if I 
drove all the way across town to the highway. I wanted to do right by 
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my new car. I headed for the top of the hill, wondering why a dealer 
would deliver a car with low tire pressure.
 The air pump was on the west side of the building, which 
housed not only the cashier for the gas pumps, but also a small 
grocery and a pizza parlor. I went in and got four quarters to feed to 
the air machine. 
 As the air pump ran by time (three minutes for one dollar) I 
was careful to take off the valve caps before putting in my quarters. 
I had neglected to do this in the past and had run out of time after 
three tires. The pump had several methods of notification. You set the 
air pressure you needed into a digital gauge, which would beep and 
flash the pressure in blue letters and then stop when your tire got to 
the selected pressure. For us older folks, there was also a conventional 
gauge, which popped out to indicate the pressure. I set 32 in the 
window and had a go at it. The machine flashed and dinged and 
popped four times. I hung the hose back on the hook, just in time 
as the thing indicated that my three minutes were over. I got out my 
own dial-type air gauge from the door pocket and again checked the 
tire pressure. All four tires showed 32 psi, so I screwed the valve caps 
back on, now confident that they had the correct air pressure. 
 As I pulled out of the gas station the Check TPM signal flashed 
again. I pressed the little button in the corner of the gauge, confident 
in what I was going to see. The overhead diagram of a car came on 
the screen, and where the wheels should be were the numbers: 29, 
29, 29, and 30. Where was my carefully measured quartet of 32s? 
For a moment I thought to go back to the air machine and then I 
remembered my efforts of the previous fifteen minutes. I stomped 
down on the accelerator and headed for home. Whatever this new 
technology was supposed to do, I decided that I wasn’t ready for it.
 I wondered if perhaps I should try to call those guys on public 
radio who talk about things that go wrong with cars and ask them 
if they had any idea what was going on. Then I thought better of it; 
they would only laugh and make fun of my question, like they always 
did with everyone else.
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Us. Them.
Christopher Kuhl

The word, the stone, the leaf.

Witch hazel.

The everlasting beat of time passing.

The smell of dry grass, leather.

Tobacco.

The fierce pleasures of whiskey.

War looms.

    War will always loom. And break out.

    In prehistoric times, small clans   
   wandered.

    You were The People; the others  
   were not.

    You killed them and you ate them.

Violence still rules.

Violence roams a world where no one is welcome.

We all are The People.

We all are the Other.

We do not eat each other anymore.
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Blacks, Jews.

Christians, Muslims, Latinos, Indians, Asians, Eastern Europeans.

We shoot, we bomb, we burn.

We collect heads and put them on display.

    I smother with rage and sorrow.
     
    Maybe I will do what my brothers did   
   before me.

    Leave the world.

    Go home to my people in the heart of   
   the Adirondacks
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Running for Dawn
Levi Andrew Noe

 I remember running for dawn, racing the blooming light 
to the edge of the forest, until we reached the cliff. And we couldn’t 
dive, though we did debate. So instead we climbed. Took hold of the 
lowest branch of the tallest redwood tree. Hurry, Hurry. You called 
from above me, dropping sappy needles and bugs on my head. You 
have to see it. It’s our last chance before you leave. I swear I’ve never 
climbed so high, so fast, like squirrels climbing after each other. And 
then we reached the top before I even had a chance to realize that 
we’d run out of branches. I kept climbing the clouds like ladders, but 
you pulled me back down. Stop. You said. Look. I turned around, and 
then I turned and turned again, circling the top of the tree, 360. You 
had to hold me up, I almost fell from the splendor. I can’t believe it, I 
said. It’s like—It’s so… Don’t. You said. Just look. Just listen.
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wrist tattoo
Casey Riedmann

: an onyx crown to her bony hand 
(raking rhythms through 
her side ponytail: chestnut, 
like a stereotypical horse trotting 
wild in western sun, sweating 
in the psychedelic sand, withering 
in red clay wasteland stretching to 
 the sunset coast
—the waning light she chases most); 

she slept clean through the sunrise, 
in a trance ‘til nearly noon 
when she woke and tied tight 
yesterday’s hair sitting bolt upright, 
beatific, then: coming down 
with the sun she tried to outrun 
to the paradise coast: a fantasy, 

 a ghost

still stumbling through sagebrush clusters
and the desert darkness etched into her epidermis: 
the permanence of the past: a reminder
through which she just can’t seem to sleep.
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In Her Mind
Julia Simmons

08/12/12
 I heard them whispering in the corner, the fey. They buzzed 
like bees, speaking in their high pitches, telling each other what 
Marco said, or what Edith did. I sat in my plastic chair, waiting for 
my turn, and stared at my magazine. People, 2008. I looked just like 
a sibling or a child of someone behind those cold, metallic doors.
 The fey are strange creatures. They don’t linger on one topic 
of conversation for long; they talk as if in a hurry to get the gossip out 
into the universe.
 “Did you hear about Marco?”
 “He dated Mildred; scandal!”
  “Mildred is with Drake now, you know.”
 “What a stupid name, Drake. Now, Caleb…”
 “Caleb from Misinonal?! He’s such a trouble maker.”
 I counted eight of them, but they flew around so rapidly that 
I could have easily been mistaken. Some were neon pink, others a dull 
grey. They all had a pixie look to them; short glittering hair, big round 
eyes. Two inches tall, max.
   Flip. It was about time I turned the page, lest people get 
suspicious. I vaguely noted that this story was about eye makeup for 
older woman trying to get rid of crow’s feet.
   The fey always wore outrageous makeup themselves. Usually 
the same color as the rest of their outfits but maybe a shade or two 
of difference. One in the corner was wearing periwinkle blue, but his 
eyeliner was midnight. It looked good on him.
   “Miss?” I regrettably took my attention from the fey. “We’re 
ready for you in the other room.”
   The fey went quiet as I stood to leave. I didn’t know if they 
knew I can hear them, but they never try to contact me. It’s a delicate 
balance.
   Also a frustrating one.
   I came into the dark room, and made my way to the long 
couch from muscle memory. “Hello, doctor,” I mumbled as I lie 
down.
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   “Hello,” he returned the greeting, “tell me what the fairies 
have been up to this week.”
   I didn’t even correct his naming of them. I just told him what 
he wanted to hear, as I listened to them whisper in the corner.

♦

08/22/12
   They say I’m mad; that there are no fey in the world, and 
that I’m seeing things, hallucinating. I need to deal with the demons 
in my head that create these illusions, so I can lead a normal, 
healthy life. But they’re wrong, you see, they’re real, I know. They 
acknowledged me today. It was in gym class, as I was running around 
the track. It was a nice day. The fey were hiding among the grass, 
commenting on how stupid we looked, who was uglier than whom. I 
fell. I’m not the most graceful of people, I admit. When I fell, it was 
right next to one of them, a yellow one with long hair and freckles. 
He snickered, commented on how horrible we humans are. I got to 
my feet.
   “Stupid fey,” I grumbled, quieter than a mouse, but they 
heard. Twelve of them flittered after me, poking at my ankles, asking 
repeatedly if I could see them. I decided to ignore them; would they 
leave? One could only hope. I didn’t need them talking to me. But as 
I almost stepped on one, I would have killed it, that whole charade 
had to end. It was in the lunchroom when I blew up.
   “Get away from me!” I screeched, throwing my container 
of peas at a group of them by my elbow. I think there are still some 
in my sleeve. “Stop! Leave me alone!” And I ran. They followed, of 
course, the fey never know when to quit. But they kept their distance, 
never questioning me, just watching. It lasted all day; they followed 
me home. They’re watching me now, as I write this. Mother got a 
call from the principal this afternoon. I’m not allowed back at school 
until I can control my ‘episodes’. Well, I guess I’ll never graduate.
   You can’t control the fey. The fey control everything.

♦

10/01/12
   Jason’s stopped talking to me. I’m not sure if it was the scene 
in the cafeteria, or something I said to push him over the edge, but 
he’s not answering my phone calls, my texts. It sucks, because the fey 
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are on my tail all the time now.
 Mom hasn’t sent me back to school yet, but she doesn’t really 
moniter me, either. The other day I went to the grocery. I wanted an 
apple, and we didn’t have any. Of course, this was a horrible decision; 
fey love to be around fruit. The vibrant colors are appealing, and the 
sweet taste of the air around makes them crazy. I came into the store, 
shaking out my umbrella. It’s always raining. They like the rain, the 
fey. I’m not sure why. I went to the produce section, and proceeded 
to pick out a ripe, fuji apple. A red male fey hopped into my hair. I 
didn’t swat, like I wanted to, because everyone already thought I’d 
gone over to the loony bin. I just breathed on the apple and rubbed it 
against the fabric of my jacket while he whispered calming threats in 
my ear.
 I texted Jason about it when I got home. He still didn’t reply. 
He deleted me from Facebook, Instagram, Twitter. I’m not really 
surprised; I knew he’d get fed up eventually. When mother started 
questioning my fey stories, I’d turned to my best friend for comfort. 
He surely thought I was insane, but he listened anyway. Maybe he 
would give me the cold shoulder until after finals. That was it, of 
course. Jason wouldn’t abandon me with them. 

♦

11/23/12
   They’re everywhere. Ever since kindergarten, they’ve been 
everywhere, unaware I was watching. Now they know. They aren’t 
happy. He’s pulling on my pencil, she’s on my shoulder, eating strands 
of my hair. I don’t know what to do. Mother cries when I talk, 
mother cries when I stay alone, with the demons. They’re stealing my 
sanity. It’s all I can do to write my thoughts here. Nothing else spurs 
the madness away, even for a moment.
    Leave me alone. I just want to be normal, I just want Jason 
and Mother and to eat lunch outside and to go for a run without 
these VOICES. The fey. All around. In the trees, in my head. GET 
OUT.

♦

12/25/12
 They’re finally gone. But, finally, so am I.

♦
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 “We just don’t understand why your daughter is so resistant to 
the idea of fairies,” the doctor tells me, and I sob. Why is she so lost, 
I ask, and the doctor just shakes his head. “She seems to think they’re 
mythical, they’re not supposed to be there, that normal people can’t 
see them, and she’s not normal.”
   I stand, square my shoulders, and take the prescription from 
this trusted man, this award-winning psychologist who has been 
helping my baby for years, and nod. “She will have to learn, then, 
won’t she?”

♦

   She came home from school today with a suspension notice. 
But that didn’t matter, I’d already been called about her ‘episode’. 
I sent her to her room, and I listened to her screams, as she made-
believe the fairies scratching her, hurting her. ‘They do nothing of 
the sort,’ I think as Marcus, a little blue one, struggles to hand me 
a spaghetti spoon. She thinks I’m the evil one, confining her to her 
room, letting the fairies into the house. If she could just open her 
eyes, see the real magic, see they aren’t anything to fear…
   Until she can do this, I’ll do as the doctor tells me. Three pills 
a day, all at mealtimes.
   I have to hide the pills in her food, or she won’t take them. 
She thinks I’m poisoning her.

♦

   I give her the space she needs. Maybe if I don’t loom, she can 
understand for herself that the fairies are a part of the world, a great 
part of our world that make life better. She came home from the 
market, wet, sobbing, accusing me of ‘setting them on’ her. I don’t 
know what to do for her. She cries about someone named Jason. Who 
is Jason? The doctor tells me that she might create imaginary friends 
to be with, because she has no real ones. Jason could be one, perhaps. 
She holes up in the attic sometimes, like she’s done today, and I can’t 
figure out if I should rip her down by her hair and just yell, or if I 
should leave her be, like the doctor says.
   But the doctor has said a lot of things that aren’t working.

♦

   I look at her through the glass in the wall, all tied up, the 
entire structure made up of pretty blue pillows. She can’t be hurt in 
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there, I tell myself, the fairies aren’t allowed in with her. They just 
want to help, and she won’t let them in. She’s driven herself mad, 
singing a weird song to no one over and over and over. After a few 
times through, I recognize it as a tune I had sung to her long ago. 
 “How long will the treatment take?” I ask the doctor, eyes 
never leaving my baby.
 “I don’t know. There have been patients who have resisted 
the fairies before, but never to your daughter’s extent. She is showing 
signs of psychosis.” He writes something down on his board, his tone 
clipped as he speaks down to it, not me. “We are doing all we can, 
but at this point, it’s experimental.”
 I nod. I watch her. She sees me, but she does not really see 
me, she sees whatever it is she wants to see. It’s all in her mind at this 
point, and I have to hold back my tears. I wonder what it is that I did 
wrong as her mother, where I went wrong, why she is so damaged. 
She rocks back and forth, back and forth, staring at nothing, singing 
her song. And the thought occurs to me, the thought that maybe she’s 
happier in the padded room, where the fairies can’t touch her, where 
I can’t touch her. So I sign the doctor’s papers, I pretend to listen as 
he tells me the twelve-step plan to getting her better, and I leave the 
hospital without looking back. 
 She’s finally happy.
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Yet Again
Katelyn Ross

I wake with a jolt, my heart is pain. 
It’s dwindling away — the perfect dream,
But she’s still gone; disappointed yet again

When I’m under, I don’t feel insane;
It’s where love and joy are the only theme.
I wake with a jolt, my heart is pain.

I beg this world would just sustain
And connect with reality at the seam.
But she’s still gone; disappointed yet again.

There is no light; I feel myself drain.
Each time, Mom waits for me, her eyes gleam—
I wake with a jolt, my heart is pain.

She smiles at me, I see my happiness rain;
Her hand feels real in mine. This dream’s extreme.
But she’s still gone; disappointed yet again.

“It’s time to wake up,” coos my brain.
“Let me stay here!” I yell and scream.
I wake with a jolt, my heart is pain.
But she’s still gone; disappointed yet again.
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Died in Venice
Jay Frankston

“Died in Venice”
On the Piazza San Marco
surrounded by pigeons without wings
while the bells rang all around
and the Gondoliers dressed in black
steered flower-covered gondolas
through the canals
under the Bridge of Sighs
where I, so high,
died in Venice.
 
“Died in Paris”
Street urchins sailing
paper boats in the gutter
The Seine carrying the body
floating face down in the water.
The Eiffel Tower rising
like a huge phallus
from between the legs
of the Arch of Triumph
under which burns
the perpetual flame
of the unknown soldier.
 
“Died in Geneva”
riding a horse that threw me
while playing a game
of justice and injustice,
caught in my ideals,
victim of my compulsion
to juggle emotions
and fight windmills.
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 “Died in Budapest”
a hole in someone else’s past
through which I fell,
trying to reach for the hand,
the memory of she who is long gone,
dragged down into the hell
of the ghettoes, the camps,
the ashes of loved ones
I never knew, who didn’t
die in Budapest
but elsewhere.
 
“Died in Madrid”
at the hands of Basque anarchists
who took me for a gun-runner
while I was trying to change the tire
on the car I had rented from Avis.
“Died in Madrid”
of a heart attack
on the horns of a bull
who saw my blood,
redder than my cape
while the crowd, stunned,
rose to its feet and in one voice
shouted “Ole’!”
 
“Died in Amsterdam”
among the Van Goghs
without even cutting an ear.
Died of envy of the talent,
the pain, the genius,
the spark of insanity.
Died under a starry night,
among brilliant sunflowers,
calling out my brother’s name
“Theo, Theo, where are you?”
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“Died in Bali”
on the island of the turtle
died of enchantment, of ecstasy
during a trance dance
where the Gods, chewing the beetle nut,
descended upon me
and showed me the magic mushroom
in their eyes so wise,
so wise, I cried and died
in Bali.
 



42

Engine 489
David L. White

Auto Repair
Kyle Hemmings
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In the Neighborhood: Boy at Window
Allen Forrest
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That Stretch Out West
Walter Savage
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Claw Mutant
Denny E. Marshall

Lifter
Denny E. Marshall
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The First Spark
Jay Frankston

 Long, long ago, at the dawn of the ages, long before man was 
civilized, when fire was still unknown to him, he lived in darkness. 
And if I came upon him then and spoke to him of fire he would not 
understand. How could I make him experience it? Impossible! And 
so, I did not come upon him. I let him live his life and he did.
 And when, one night, he sought to chase away a Kuda which 
was roaming around his cave, he picked up a stone and threw it 
against the rock and it happened. He saw it. He saw it for the first 
time, the spark, the first spark. And it was dazzling. And he jumped 
for joy, for he had never seen anything like it. And he ran to his 
primates and shouted “I saw a spark. I saw a spark”. And they looked 
at him oddly and he could not explain it, though he tried and tried. 
And after a while he gave up. But every night, when all the others 
were asleep, he walked out of the cave and picked up stones and 
threw them against the rock but nothing happened. He didn’t know 
how he had made it happen in the first place and he couldn’t make it 
happen again.
 As time when on he began to doubt that he had ever seen 
anything at all. But he couldn’t give up because that spark was the 
brightest thing he had ever seen. And so, he continued his nightly 
endeavors with zeal and determination. As the months went by he 
became agitated and restless. And then, one night, POW, it happened 
again. He saw it and was overjoyed. His life was renewed and he knew 
he had broken the yolk. So, he woke up the clan and told them about 
it excitedly but . . . they would not listen. The night was for sleeping. 
And they rebuked him for waking them up. Yet he knew. And he saw. 
And he knew that he saw. And it was so intense that he needed to 
share it. He needed them to understand. So, he tried, and tried again. 
He talked about it all day while the others foraged for food. And they 
were angry with him. Not only was he no longer foraging with them 
but he annoyed them with a word about something he called “a spark”. 
And every night he’d be outside that cave throwing rocks upon rocks 
and stones upon stones while they tried to sleep. They thought him 
possessed by an evil spirit and called him the village idiot.
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 His frustrations grew to enormous proportions. He wasn’t 
getting anywhere with the others and no one understood him. He 
became lonely and withdrawn. At night, his rock throwing became 
more intense as he desperately sought to confirm his existence by 
the sight of just one more spark. But there was none. He grew weary 
and began to accept his fate. He could not go back to the others nor 
make them understand the reason why. So, he acknowledged himself 
as the village idiot and became calmer and less intense. He still spoke 
of it but more quietly and without compulsion. Even at night when 
he threw the stones it was with less and less anxiety, less anticipation. 
And then it happened. And it happened again, and again. He threw 
the stones with no expectation and every time it hit the rock there 
was a spark. Even pebbles made sparks. And suddenly he was there, 
at the summit of awareness. He had the knowledge. And with it he 
knew that it was HIS stones hitting against HIS rock which ignited 
HIS sparks and he alone could see them. So, he stopped speaking of 
them to anyone. 
 But the others noticed that he walked around with a 
radiance and a glow that no one else had. He seemed to have found 
something. And they stopped calling him the village idiot. They 
spoke to him with curiosity, and asked. But he just looked at them 
with love in his eyes. Then they remembered the days when he spoke 
so many words and they would not listen. And many of them began 
to rise at night to throw stones at The Rock. And they came to him. 
And some sat at his feet and worshipped him, and some went and 
worshipped The Rock, and some continued foraging and dismissed 
the whole thing as a farce. 
 And he repeated to those who sought him out that he was 
not the spark. And to their questions he replied: “I cannot give you 
anything. No one can. There is no prescription, no magic formula. 
You must just listen to your life and in its silence, you will hear.” And 
he went into the mountains to meditate. But his spark had brought 
some light and now there were others throwing stones at the Rock 
and soon there’d be more light, and the earth would sparkle . . . 
sparkle like a star . . . like a STAR.
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Extirpation
Diane DeCillis

Local extinction, or extirpation, is the condition of a species that ceases 
to exist in the chosen geographic area of study, though it still exists 
elsewhere. 

An expired packet of wildflower seeds found
in a drawer reminds me I have a habit of resisting love,
I name it possibility and forget what that means—

a habit of unearthing the past that taught me
to get used to the leaving, before the leaving,
though it may never come.

I’m a damn fool and I know it.
What good does it do to learn
sadness before the sadness teaches you
its weighty lessons. We live in a land 

of endangered species: the prairie trillium, 
the marsh violet, the rock-jasmine and beaked agrimony. 

My astrological flower, the Morning Glory
says this is how I’m supposed to flourish: 
You bloom beautifully right where you are planted—

in the green of my Midwest yard, not the desert 
where venomous scorpions dwell: the deathstalker, 
the emperor, the “man-killer” fattail—

Transplant a tree from a wet climate to a dry one,
it will drink the riverbeds dry. Transplant
a heart using the venom of a scorpion
and it will increase its chance of survival.

Whoever chose to try it first is braver than I.
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Yet, comforting to know, when hearts fail here, 
they’ll thrive somewhere else.    
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Diverse is the Ethnic Theme
Bernadette Perez

Upload the experience; changes exist in this type of weather.
Cultural perception infuses intrusive to the dance of a feather.
Mountain peaks to a coral bruise.
Blown are the shape intentions.
Mentors meant to travel within the distance of the wind.
Legends dual to dusk of trend.
Entertained by tradition, we perform the rolling of tortillas.
Captivating we admire those who mix the masa for tamales
Secrets handed down created in a sentimental town.
You can taste the aroma of green chile roasting upon the open grill.
Riding horses along the mesa excites such a thrill.
Rocking upon grandmother’s porch, while red chile aristas hang.
Up by early dawn as balloons descend, cascades cross over with a     
  bang.
I sip my coffee and dip by biscochito.
Grandfather speaks of acquaintances of a Spanish bandito.
Branded in the hide memories renounced in
New Mexico Tide.
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The Pharmacist Malgre Lui
Gay Baines

 It all started with a little argument he had with his mother, 
coming out of a larger, more important argument with his father.
 His father wanted him to be a scientist. “Something 
practical.” But Jesus liked words: English lit, writing, acting. 
Especially acting. He would be the next Raul Julia. He imagined 
himself playing Romeo, Macbeth, Hamlet, Lear. He would show the 
Anglos how great a Latino actor could be.
 He got good grades in chemistry and his father was helping 
him out, so he agreed: yes, he would be a scientist. Specifically, a 
pharmacist.
 The little argument with his mother was about his name. 
He wanted to pronounce it in the Anglo way, or at least the way the 
Anglos pronounced it when they swore. 
 “Jesus!” he said to Mama. “That’s the American way to 
pronounce it. Not Hey Zeus.”
 “Stick with Hey Zeus,” his mother said. “Don’t cause trouble.”
 “How can I cause trouble?” he said.
 “Look,” Mama said, “why do you think Anglos get every 
other name wrong? For our last name they say Lee on. It’s Lay own. 
They’re lazy.”
 “But they pronounce Jesus right. I don’t get it,” Jesus said.
 “Sure. And you know why? Because they’re superstitious. 
No Anglo likes the idea of some dumb Latino being called Jesus. To 
them, Jesus was an Anglo. They’re afraid to give his name to a real live 
person. You ever met an Anglo named Jesus?”
 “No. Well, there was that CIA guy. James Jesus Angleton.”
 “He was a creep. Stick with Hey Zeus. You’ll get further.”
 “It’s not honest, Mama.”
 “To hell with honesty. We lie every day. Put on a big act to try 
and get along. You too, in your fancy new job.”
 Jesus Leon had graduated from pharmacy school and had 
his degree and a job in the pharmacy at Yurbrite Medical Clinic. He 
was proud to have finished third in his class, to have his diploma 
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and his state certificate, allowing him to dispense medicines to sick 
people. But his satisfaction was dimmed by the knowledge that other 
graduates of the same university were going off to Yale, to Harvard, to 
New York and London, where they would become actors. Real actors, 
thundering Shakespeare iambics, rolling their rs (which came so easily 
to Jesus Leon).
 His older sister, Concepción (another name the Anglos didn’t 
care for), sided more or less with Mama.
 “Those actors,” she said. “They’ll get nowhere fast. At least you 
have a job.” Which was true. “Why don’t you join your neighborhood 
theater? They put on a play or musical twice a year.”
 He joined the East Lawns Community Theater, but was not 
encouraged. They were rehearsing Bye Bye Birdie, which was to be 
produced just after school let out. Auditions had already been held, 
so he volunteered to paint scenery, help with lighting, and play the 
piano for rehearsals. Sometimes he got carried away, sweeping the 
music beyond the notes in the score. Several times the director, an 
English teacher at East Lawns High, cocked his bifocals at him and 
directed a sharp remark: “This is just the Community Players, not the 
Bolshoi Opera, my friend.” And Jesus grinned back, made himself 
look stupid and dreamy for a second before saying, in his American 
voice, in his very own Anglo-Buffalo accent, “Hey, it’s OK. Just a 
rehearsal.” The players on stage laughed and relaxed. Everyone liked 
Jesus. They all called him Hey Zeus.
 At work he tried to be sober and anonymous. But he slowly 
became entranced by the patients he dealt with. Little kids who 
wanted to go home. Young parents badly dressed, tired. Old people, 
middle-aged couples. They all looked at him with great intensity. 
Their names amazed him. Caplicki, Asplundh, Lemongiallo, 
McKinstry, Wolferman. Anglos, every one of them. His picture ID 
tag, with his name—JESUS LEON, PHARMACIST—in clear 
letters, did not seem to alarm them. He could see their eyes move and 
thought he could see their minds translating Jesus Leon. No. Hey Zeus 
Leon. Much more important were their expressions. They clung to his 
words. As he drove home to his tiny apartment, he remembered what 
his mother had said about putting on an act and thought, These people 
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are my audience.
 With some patients it was easy. He imagined himself a wizard 
or magician. There was Mrs. Roemer, for example. She was middle-
aged, solid, slow-moving. Her puffy face, swollen fingers, and whiskey 
voice suggested high blood pressure. She sat down at the consultation 
desk, let out a throaty sigh, and said “How are you?” in a voice as 
liquid and agitated as surf. Her tone was friendly and he saw her dark 
eyes sparkle in the peach-colored light of the office.
 “Hi, Mrs. Roemer,” he said. “Doctor Sutri has prescribed a 
diuretic for you. Have you ever taken this medication before?”
 “No,” she said. “I’ve had pills, but the doctor thought these 
might be better.”
 “He’s right, Mrs. Roemer,” Jesus said. “These are little white 
pills—see?—that you take twice a day.”
 “I hope they do some good,” she said, shaking her head. “I 
can hardly breathe.”
 “They’ll help, they really will,” he said. “Think of it this way, 
Mrs. Roemer. Think of the sea, the way it—”
 “The sea? You mean the ocean?” Mrs. Roemer asked.
 “Yes, the ocean, if you will, surging and moving inside of you. 
You are the earth, you are a world unto yourself, part land, part sea, 
and the sea is taking over. The ocean, you drown in your own ocean.”
 “I always loved going to the ocean,” Mrs. Roemer said. She 
gazed past him, through the miniature tree next to the desk, to the 
flat landscape, burning away in late-March light.
 “Wasn’t it—” He paused, then lowered his voice to a whisper. 
“Wasn’t it dangerous?”
 “Hm? Oh. Well, yes, I suppose so. We were warned not to go 
out too far, you know—”
 “You have gone out too far, Mrs. Roemer,” he said. “You have 
swum beyond the surf, the shore is just a dark line in the middle 
distance. These little pills are life preservers, or whatever you want 
to call them. Or water wings. Water wings! Imagine one on each 
shoulder, holding you up, supporting you, helping you above the 
green depths, preventing you from dr—from sinking into the water, 
letting you float, lightly as a leaf, to the sand shore.”
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 She gazed at him, rapt, following each word. When he had 
finished, she said, “You put it very prettily. What’s your name?” She 
squinted at his ID card. “I forgot my glasses.” A lie, he suspected.
 “Jesus,” he said, pronouncing it right. “Jesus Leon.”
 “Hey Zeus,” she repeated. “That’s Jesus.” She began to laugh, a 
rich, hearty laugh fed by her illness, which made her cough.
 “Next time,” she said as she got up to leave, “you’ll tell 
me how to walk on water. In the meantime, I’ll take these.” And 
she shook the vial of tiny white pills at him, as if shaking a pair of 
maracas.
 The community theater, having succeeded with Bye Bye Birdie, 
prepared to put on The Threepenny Opera. Jesus tried out for Mack 
the Knife and got instead the part of Mr. Peachum. As a kind of 
consolation, he was made understudy for Mack the Knife, and served 
again as rehearsal accompanist.
 This time he felt truly challenged as he hadn’t been during 
the Bye Bye Birdie rehearsals. The fact that the company might not be 
quite the quality required for such an ambitious production did not 
disturb him. He threw himself into his work, both at the Yurbrite 
Clinic and at the dimly lit East Lawns High School auditorium, 
where rehearsals were held.
 As fall darkened the skies, the clinic prepared for the annual 
outbreaks of influenza. Despite the fliers distributed to all patients, 
which suggested that everyone be vaccinated, many patients came 
down with the flu. One of these was a young college student who 
tried to ignore his symptoms. By the time he came to Yurbrite to see 
a provider, he had a temperature of 104. Bent double by coughing, 
exhausted, and red-eyed, he sat in the pharmacy lounge, waiting for 
his prescription. When Jesus called him into the consulting room, he 
could feel the heat of his fever as the patient came in the door.
 “Hi, Mr. Breit,” he said (unlike the rest of the Yurbrite staff, 
Jesus always addressed young patients formally). “How are you 
feeling?” The kid looked very ill, he thought.
 “Not so good,” Breit said and coughed.
 “You know what the flu is, Mr. Breit?” Jesus asked. When 
the patient gazed back at him dumbly, he went on: “It’s pretty much 
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like the TV commercial. A full-size locomotive coming at you, rather 
than a toy train on the floor of your living room. Have you ever stood 
next to a locomotive, one that was waiting to leave the station? No, 
you haven’t; I can tell that you go everywhere in your Honda Accord. 
Well, I’ve stood next to locomotives and I felt their life, their heat. 
They’re living beasts. Their hearts are furnaces, their blood oil, their 
breath steam. They give off heat, they burn the very air. They are 
foul: Joyce called one ‘a worm with a fiery head’; did you know that? 
The engine of the train is bearing down on you, you are suffused 
with its heat, you will perish from it. But I have here a cure for you, 
prescribed by Dr. Doyle. Take one four times a day, with food or 
milk. The engine of flu will leave you, will bustle off, clanking its way 
through charred fields to rest in its native jungle of tarred ropes, steel 
tracks, splintered ties, the vast yard of coal that sustains it. As it chugs 
away, straining at the earth, you will be refreshed by the cool breath 
from the mountain. No longer tinged by the fire, you will gather your 
strength to return to the green valleys where you came from. Any 
questions?”
 “Yes,” Breit said, his expression glassy. “Can I ski?”
 “No,” Jesus said. “Don’t be a fool, man. Get to bed, take your 
meds, drink lots of Gatorade; you’ll be well enough to ski in a week 
or so.”
 On his way out to the parking lot after work, Jesus was hailed 
by a woman in a glacé raincoat and fine leather shoes. Her face was 
familiar.
 “Hi,” the woman said. “Remember me?”
 “Mrs. Roemer?” he said after a moment. She smiled. “How 
are you doing?” he asked.
 “Wonderful!” she said. “I’ve lost weight—after all these years.”
 “You do look different,” he said.
 “You were right about the pills,” she said.
 “Better living through chemistry,” he said.
 “I don’t think so,” she said. “It was what you said. Ah, but 
you’ll have forgotten. Never mind. You worked a miracle. See you 
around.” And she left him in the corridor, perplexed.

♦
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 Among the victims of the flu was the actor playing Mack 
the Knife in the East Lawns Community Theater production of The 
Threepenny Opera. Jesus took over the role on twenty-four hours’ 
notice. The following day, drinking coffee to keep awake, he thumbed 
the pharmacy’s copy of the city paper. Polly Peachum had whispered 
to him the night before that the second-shift drama critic was in the 
audience. Sure enough, there was a brief review of the performance, 
which complained that the piano was out of tune but which praised 
the cast, particularly “Jose Leon, who gave the role of Macheath a 
certain Mediterranean intensity.” Jesus decided to view this comment 
in the most positive light. Perhaps in the future they would get his 
name right. But of course, as his mother had warned him, Anglos 
always avoided the name Jesus. What was meant by “Mediterranean 
intensity”? He did not consider himself Mediterranean in any way. He 
bought two copies of the paper and gave one to his mother. The other 
one he showed to Concepción.
 “What do you think?” he asked.
 She shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe he thinks you’re from 
North Africa or something.”
 This remark startled him. That night, he went to the library 
and asked to see an atlas of the Mediterranean. The maps provided 
were of varying ages, but he saw that there were layers of meaning in 
the critic’s remark. Spain, yes; France, Italy, Greece, Turkey, Cyprus, 
Palestine (Palestine?), Jordan, Sicily, Egypt, Arabia, Tunisia, Libya, 
Morocco. Which of these countries did he mean? Or did he mean all 
of them? Why didn’t he say “Latin American intensity”? Jesus puzzled 
over it for a time, then went to bed.
 During the pit of the year, the weeks in early January, after the 
holidays were over, he thought about his bizarre life. Polly Peachum, 
whose real name was Marsha Mallin, had evolved from being a 
friend and fellow actor to his first girlfriend since he graduated from 
university. “A nice girl,” his mama said after he had brought her to 
Sunday dinner. “An Anglo girl, but nice.”
 “She’s not exactly Anglo, Mama,” he said mysteriously. 
He knew little of Marsha’s background. He still thought of her, 
occasionally, as Polly.
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 “She’s blonde,” Mama said. “Blondes are Anglos.”
 “No, no, Ma,” he said. “She bleached her hair for the role. It’s 
really brown. She told me.”
 “She’s a nice girl, even so,” his mother said.
 Marsha was studying English at the state university. She 
knew the professor who directed the productions of the East Lawns 
Community Theater. It was because of her that Jesus had been given a 
part in The Threepenny Opera. Jesus wondered what production would 
be scheduled for the spring. Rehearsals would not begin until March.
 In late February Jesus congratulated himself silently on his 
success with several patients. Mr. Breit, the young man ill with the 
flu, had recovered with a new sense of zeal, Jesus found out, seeing 
him hobble into the consulting room on crutches.
 “Broke my leg skiing,” Breit told Jesus with a grin. “How 
do you like that? I decided to quit being a potato, get myself into 
shape—and now this! Good for me though. Now I’ll be more careful. 
Soon as I’m on my feet, I’ll be pumping iron.”
 Jesus kept his counsel. Mr. Breit’s prescription was for a 
mild painkiller, and Jesus described its use and effects as briefly as he 
could without being curt. When Mr. Breit had eased his way out of 
the consulting room, Jesus looked at the empty patient’s chair with 
a feeling of dread. His success as Mack the Knife was more than he 
dared ask. Marsha said, “You’re almost too good at this, you know?” 
She meant acting, of course, but he worried about the pharmacy. Was 
he “too good” at that too?
 He went to the door and called the name of the next patient.
 “Annakate Shaw. Annakate?” He repeated the first name, 
looking at the prescription bottle. “Is that really your name?”
 “Yeah,” she said. “My mother’s sisters. Anne and Katharine.”
 He looked at her. Her blue eyes shone. Cold fire, he thought. 
Anglos, with their eyes like the north wind blowing through their 
skulls. He saw more though. Spindly arms, bony hands, hollow 
cheeks. Soft, thick wool turtleneck sweater, fine wool slacks hanging 
on empty hips. A necklace of coral and pearls. Rich, spoiled, anorexic. 
The prescription, as with Mr. Breit, was for a non-aspirin painkiller.
 “You should take these only if needed,” he said, “and take 
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them with food.” Food? He saw a flicker in her eyes, a flash of white 
as her pupils slid to one side and back again. “Or milk,” he added. He 
thought of milk, and whiteness, and saw on his mind’s screen white 
slopes, white sky, cold green hemlocks drooping with the weight of 
new snow. Cobalt-blue hills in the distance. Annakate in a shimmery 
powder-suit the color of freshwater pearls.
 “Think of your pain as a high slope,” he said. “These tablets 
are your skis. On them you will slide down the mountain, over the 
ice and snow, to a valley where the pain is out of reach, a high cloud. 
You ratchet back up to the top of the mountain. Pain greets you there 
like an old friend, but you are wary of him and ski down into the flat 
country where the trees do not force themselves upon you, but shield 
you from the north wind.”
 He paused. She gazed at him, watching his face as he said 
the words, reacting to his gestures. It was, he thought, as good as the 
East Lawns Community Theater. He thought: They should create 
a new department at Yurbrite Medical Clinic—the Department of 
Pharmacy and Drama.
 The Department of Pharmacy and Idiots, he thought later, 
when, the day finished, he stood in the parking lot. His Chevy 
Lumina, covered with the thin light snow of a lake-effect storm, sat 
ready to take him to Marsha’s apartment.
 Marsha’s fingers flew over the keyboard of her laptop. Above 
the gentle clicking, she said, “I’m writing a paper on Beckett. Help 
yourself. There’s wine in the fridge.”
 “Beckett,” Jesus said. “I wish I were writing a paper on 
Beckett.”
 She stopped typing. “You want to write this for me?”
 “I can’t,” he said. “All I know is chemistry. And a little 
Shakespeare. I don’t know Beckett.”
 “You will,” she said. “East Lawns is doing Waiting for Godot in 
June. I think I’ve persuaded Chuck to give you Estragon.” 
 “Chuck” was her nickname for Professor St. Charles, the 
director of the community theater.
 “Huh,” Jesus said.
 “I hate it when you say that,” she said. “Aren’t you glad? You’re 
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a good actor. You should be pleased.”
 “You said I was too good at it,” he said.
 “I meant, too good for East Lawns,” she said. “You should 
move up. The Shaw Festival, or Stratford. Buffalo at the very least.”
 “Oh, wow,” Jesus said. “Buffalo. Gee, thanks.”
 He never saw Annakate again, and wondered what had 
become of her. After a few weeks, he wondered why he thought about 
her at all. He saw hundreds, no, thousands of patients in a week, 
some of them more than three times in one month. Mrs. Roemer 
and Mr. Breit he remembered because, he thought, he had through 
his persuasiveness saved them from severe illness or even death. This 
idea was self-aggrandizement of the worst sort, but he could not stop 
being convinced of it. But what had he been trying to save Annakate 
from? Mrs. Roemer had high blood pressure; Mr. Breit, a viral 
respiratory infection. Annakate’s sufferings were self-inflicted. Could 
he, Jesus Leon, possibly have saved her? And what would he have 
been saving her from? It wasn’t his job to save her in any case, but her 
doctor’s job.
 He began to take long walks. One day, after visiting his sister 
in her new apartment on Amherst Street in Buffalo, he headed for 
the zoo. It was late in the afternoon, early March, cold and clear. He 
walked through Delaware Park, crossed the Japanese bridge, passed 
the statue of David, saw the blank eyes of the caryatids supporting the 
east porch of the art gallery. He stopped and stared at the sky. Time 
seemed to stop as he reflected on his own being: tiny, fragile, caught 
in the earth’s huge, implacable turnings.
 If I do not care what happens to Annakate or to any other 
person, I am not human, he thought. A bird, a fleck of ink against the 
opal sky of late-winter sunset, woke him from his reverie with a sharp, 
almost human cry. He knew what he must do: go to Annakate’s 
primary physician and find out what had happened to her. Unlike 
Mrs. Roemer and Mr. Breit, she had not reappeared in the clinic. If 
she had thrived as a result of his advice, he must stay on forever at 
the Yurbrite Medical Clinic. If she had not thrived, had worsened 
or even (he dared not think too long about it) died, he must resign 
from the clinic, abandon his profession. Perhaps be an actor, as he 
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had originally wished. Starve. His parents would be disgusted. But 
it would be only fair, he thought as he drove out to the Yurbrite 
Medical Clinic.
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Wreckage
Seth Jani

Inside the pool, the last of the bodies
Soak and dissolve.
Outside, the delicate wreck of the city
Is like a crashed planet up in flames. 
Nothing now but splintered hermeneutics,
Beautiful texts in a language of denuded light. 
Whatever happened here was neither war
Nor dissolvent cells,
No ocean breaking its blue cradle,
No water from our retentive organs,
No sodden, ripped-out brain. 
Whatever happened here defied categorization.
It was neither divine nor unholy. 
It was like a miraculous tear in the connecting threads,
A fabric beneath the fabric showing for the first time
Its golden, quantum cloth.
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Lost Dreams
James Piatt

Dead warriors ride their phantom  
mustangs into the hot New  
Mexico wind as they pass over  
Rugged mountains and sandy  
Leas: 

The echoes of ghost hoofbeats  
Rumbling in a box canyon, 
Once sounds of unforgettable  
Dreams, now only faded symbols  
Of a lost ancient nation.

Vanishing memoirs of murmuring  
Yesterdays relate a depressing  
Tale of  days which are now  
Gone, collapsing in a cacophony  
Of corroded hours, and burnt  
feathers. 

An aged Indian sits alone with  
legs crossed next to a Yucca  
Plant in the blistering desert; The  
Bush emits musty aromas of the  
Silent dreams of his lost people,  
Waiting for time to vanish. 

The sun reaching for twilight,  
Casts an apricot hue upon the  
Chinati mountains as the Indian’s  
Tears try to wash away the bitter  
Thorns of a lost nation’s dreams.
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Cattle Guard
Chloe Williamson

 He wasn’t sure how long the cow had been stuck in the cattle 
guard before he noticed it. She was still alive when he went over to 
her, but the angle of her leg under the solid black mass of her body 
was sharp and unnatural. She struggled, trying to pull herself out of 
the grate her foot had fallen into, but it was no use. Maybe she had 
been startled, or had been running for some reason. Either way she 
had caught a hoof in between the pipes and her body had lurched 
forward over it. 
 Usually the cows didn’t try to step on the thick, spaced bars 
because they could see through them and cows were careful enough 
that they rarely stepped onto something they could see straight 
through. As soon as he saw the intersection of leg and narrow metal 
bar, though, he knew there would be no saving her. It was a thick and 
stirring feeling at the bottom of his stomach, like when a rabbit darted 
under the wheels of the truck too fast for you to swerve, but you knew 
for a split second before impact that you were going to hit it. 
 He always felt compelled to look — a need to kill the thin 
hope that the tires had simply rolled over caliche or a solid stick. 
Every time he regretted it when he saw the shocking splash of red and 
pink against the dirt road.
 He didn’t recognize the cow and his first thought was 
gratitude – it wasn’t one of the heifers he knew by sight, or the one 
he had bottle fed for the first month. When he considered the large 
black eyes – past the impossibly long, batting eyelashes – they were 
calmer than he expected, resigned. He could see his own reflection in 
them. Flies gathered near the corners of her eyes and she twitched her 
ears to scare them away. He knew he would have to get the gun, but 
he didn’t want to leave her alone, so he waited, gently stroking the 
rough fur of her forehead, wishing he could lull her to sleep like an 
infant.
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Grandpa’s Sunsets I
Heather Lee Rogers

Grandpa
lived a tough life
in the city
a fine painter
among other things
painted grand wild sunsets
reds oranges pinks
in splendid neon obscenity
friends said
“Now Frank,
ain’t no sunsets 
really look like that.”
he’d smile
drink his beer
throw a turquoise streak across his sky.

Grandpa
finished his life
in the county
near farms and woods
by a great big pond
and every night
right out his kitchen window
saw huge crazy sunsets
just like he’d painted them
full of brilliant fire
just like him.
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Another Train Poem
Heather Lee Rogers
 
Trees of my childhood
speed by the train
my pond, my heart
my father shouting 
angry in the car
mother at my bedside
lifting spoonfuls
of warm guilt
the striped bar drops 
singing its old warning
visits like unsettled dreams
a moon so large
in the streaky black sky
but the car wouldn’t stop
the radio played sonatas
with names I once knew
my woods, my soul
but I didn’t know my brother
liked gun shooter games
drinking tea on trains
the greedy distance grows
I get smaller and farther away
from the dead trees and tracks
where my youth used to play.
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Expand Your Horizons
Claire Shefchik

 When I was ten, my parents decided I should learn to ski. I 
wasn’t crazy about the idea, but this was Minnesota, and the prettiest 
girls in my class had wind-chapped lips. I could be like them, I 
reasoned. The brook between us wasn’t so wide it couldn’t be forded.
 Once we reached the ski area one town over, I skeptically 
donned an old pair of my brother’s marshmallowy snow pants, 
strapped on the boots and skis my parents had rented for me, and 
waddled out the door of the lodge like a walrus on runners. 
 “Where are the poles?” I asked my mother.
 “You’re a beginner,” she replied. “You don’t need poles.”
 Everybody else had poles.
 By the time I reached the foot of the bunny hill, my nose was 
running, the sun’s glare was hurting my eyes, and my bladder was 
full. Why hadn’t the icy glamor of my classmates yet transferred to 
me? Still, when the tow rope deposited me at the top, I fixed my gaze 
at the bottom, which didn’t seem so far off. In any case, that was my 
goal: safety. If I could get there, I’d be okay. That and the lift ticket 
dangling from my zipper would mean I could call myself a skier.
 At first, shoving off, the cold breeze whipped my face. It was 
almost fun. Was this why people did this? For the thrill? I had never 
been big on thrills, but I could see their appeal on a conceptual level.
 A quarter of the way down, though, something changed. I 
look down and a sense of horror arose when it became clear that the 
tips of my skis were no longer aimed where I’d pointed them. I tried 
to adjust, but by then I was moving too quickly to do anything about 
it. Soon I was on a collision course toward the skier to the left of me, 
an older boy who made a sour face seeing what was coming. He, 
unlike me, already knew where I belonged. And it wasn’t on that hill.
 I tried to bank. But that was beyond my limited skillset. One 
ski locked over the other. My legs buckled, twisted like Gumby’s. I 
face-planted, bare nose in bare snow, my body slumped into a helpless 
knot smack in the middle of the bunny hill.
 I lay there in a pile, weakly trying to release my skis from 
their unbreakable lock. The snow scorched my face cold. Finally, 
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like a paraplegic, I used my upper body to drag the whole mangled 
mess back over to the tow rope and hoisted myself back on while 
the ski patrolman at the top of the hill gestured frantically, shouting 
something I couldn’t understand. Looking behind me, I saw the sour-
faced boy join his red-nosed friend, sniggering from behind his black 
balaclava. When I reached the top, I reunited with my mother and 
brother. They were sniggering, too.
 In a year, I got over it. When the powder coated the slopes 
again, as innocuous as ice cream, I decided I was ready to give it 
another go. My mother laughed gently.
 “Claire, you hate skiing,” she reminded me. That spring, she 
suggested I take lessons at their country club.
 “I don’t think golf is for me,” I said.
 “Why don’t you ever want to try anything new?” she 
demanded. “Expand your horizons.”

♦

 “We call those folks the ‘uns,’” my uncle told my sixteen-year-
old edition, grandly handing me the tiller. He pointed at the long 
row of faces lining the Duluth Ship Canal, gaping and waving at the 
living wall that was the square-rigged ship gliding under the Aerial 
Bridge and chugging out into Lake Superior. In its wake, like its royal 
train, we, in my uncle’s thirty-foot ketch, followed.
 “The uns?” I asked my uncle.
 “The unfortunates,” he explained. “Because they don’t have 
boats.”
 Every few years, these vessels paraded into Lake Superior, 
shaking the salt from their sails—the Pride of Baltimore, the Roseway, 
the Red Witch, the Europa, the Niagara. Amazingly, there were real 
people onboard—women in windbreakers and long-haired young 
men leaning over the rail, swinging up in the ropes like India 
monkeys. There were a few pirate eyepatches worn to delight the 
children lining the canal, but otherwise, they weren’t any different 
from anyone I knew. They waved to us as they cruised under the 
Aerial Bridge, beyond our sight. 
 Meanwhile, our small boat’s nose had swung a hard left—
though I’d turned the tiller right. “Other way,” my uncle said. I 
cracked my knuckles and tried again. We kept moving left, heading 



68

for a collision with the Park Point seawall, an eight-foot mass of shale.
 “No, other way,” he sighed. “Here, let me.”
 I gladly gave up the tiller. I preferred to do nothing rather 
than get something wrong.
 In fact, it was around that time that I decided to never do 
anything—that is, unless I knew I would be able to do it perfectly the 
first time. As a teenager, it was the only way I could be sure to keep 
my dignity. 
 Instead, I read books. I’d always been good at that and 
other people’s humiliations were, unlike mine, gratifying and often 
hilarious. My mother occasionally encouraged me by buying plastic 
bags full of fifty-cent paperbacks from Goodwill, though most 
of them ended up in a three-foot high stack in the corner of my 
bedroom. I’d always preferred books I thought of as “nice,” like The 
Baby-Sitters Club. But my mother brought home The Narrative of 
Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket, Two Years Before the Mast, Treasure 
Island, and finally The True Confessions of Charlotte Doyle by some 
weirdo named Avi, which, though written in the 1980s, was set in the 
1700s and looked as unpleasant as the rest of these soggy, salt-stained 
slogs.
 “Have you ever read any of these?” I asked her.
 “No,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t. Expand 
your horizons.”
 I was starting to hate that phrase.
 In eighth grade, my French class made plans to fly to Quebec 
for the Winter Carnival. I wriggled in my seat as Madame Fox spent 
10 minutes at the end of every class talking about the trip. “Never 
be fooled by a false cognate,” she squawked. “Don’t wish us bonne 
journee, wish us bon voyage!” 
 But I hadn’t been on a plane since I was six months old and 
too young to be terrified. One night in bed, I became gripped by 
a vision of myself strapped helpless in an airplane seat as the earth 
got further and further away. I knew I would panic. I would make a 
scene. I would humiliate us all.
 I would be wrong. The whole thing would be wrong. And 
more than poutine, s’il vous plait, more than the 50-foot ice slide at the 
Hotel de Glace or the narrow stone avenues of Montreal, I wanted 
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not to be wrong.
 The next day, I told Madame Fox I was backing out. Instead, 
I stayed back with the sub, learned nothing, and worked on my extra-
credit projects.
 I hated math, but I liked algebra because calculators now did 
the thinking for me and equations followed the rules. I just whispered 
P-E-M-A, like a prayer, and I never went wrong. Science and social 
studies were much the same. Sometime during my ninth grade year, 
though, some wise guy told my teachers it was a good idea to start 
demanding “creativity” and “critical thinking” from us. My physics 
teacher decided that everybody would be given a mousetrap and 
would have to design and build it into a working car.
 That was it. No formula. No order of operations. No reading 
list. For the first time in my career, there were no instructions 
to follow. Like a robot getting conflicting commands (does. not. 
compute.), my CPU short-circuited. 
 Instead, my mother did it for me. 

♦

 In high school, my closest friends wore black turtlenecks, 
read Kafka, and talked a big game. We pretended we were too 
sophisticated for boys, but we weren’t. Really, we knew boys liked 
surprising girls. Girls like a character in another book I’d just read, 
Ellen Olenska in The Age of Innocence, who inhabited this world but 
kept one foot in another. I had no other worlds and romance was, 
from everything I’d heard, difficult and messy and guaranteed to go 
wrong.
 The boy I liked was the president of the drama club, 
outlandish and unconventionally beautiful. We called him Banjo 
Eyes, a vaudeville comedian in a teenager’s body. He represented 
uncertainty, improvisation, spontaneity—everything I was afraid of. 
We’d been friends once, but the minute I realized I was attracted to 
him, I stopped hanging out with him. I stopped speaking to him. I 
even stopped looking at him. It was too dangerous. I might say the 
wrong thing. I might not be beautiful enough. He might not fall in 
love with me.
 Instead, I stayed late after evening rehearsals, watching from 
the wings as he practiced his pratfalls and lying to myself. I’ll talk to 
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him when he’s alone. Of course, he was never alone. 
 And then I went to college, where I lay in the dark, digesting 
shots of cachaça, while my roommate told me about zip lining over 
the Amazon during her gap year in Brazil.

♦

 There’d better not be any rosehips in this one. God help you if I 
find rosehips. My hands shook as I examined the label of the Vitamin 
C bottle I held, standing in front of the containers of bulk herbs at 
the Tucson health food store, toenails digging into the soles of my 
pink foam flip-flops, patchouli in my nostrils, looking for something 
to make me bleed.
 The skirts of middle-aged hippie women rustled behind me. 
They’d probably help me if I asked. But picturing their faces, which in 
my head all seemed to resemble my mother’s, was enough to prevent 
me from asking. Ask a terrifying question, get a terrifying answer.
 My facts had come from the Internet. That’s where I got all 
my information—at least, the stuff I didn’t want anyone else to know 
I knew, which was practically everything. I had come here only to 
shovel the herbs into bags, pay, and disappear into the city. No one 
could be the wiser. If anyone was—if my mother was, if I was—then 
it might become real.
 Instead, I had to bleed.
 If I bled, it would be like waking up from a dream; like it had 
never happened. It could be a period; it could be something else. I 
needn’t ever know. This whole nightmare would be forever theoretical, 
seeped into cotton and forgotten in a dorm dumpster.
 This was unexpected.

♦

 I met him at sunrise on a Sunday morning in downtown 
Tucson. I was delirious from having pulled an all-nighter, we were 
the only two people on the street, and he was singing and playing a 
Gibson. In other words, he was inevitable, practically spoon-fed to 
me, as if he’d been number thirty-seven on the Modern Library’s list 
of Boys You Must Do Before You Die. As if he’d been prescribed.
 When we reached campus, he led me up three exterior stairs 
of the biology building, to a balcony that probably abutted some 
professor’s office. His thick, curly hair burst out of his knit beanie, 
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which he didn’t take off, even when he ate me out. So far, so good, 
but when he unbuttoned his jeans, I tried to whisk myself away. 
Getting fucked wasn’t in the four-year plan. Not this. Not now.
 I didn’t quite make it.
 I wrote my number down on the back of receipt, then 
watched him crumple it up and shove it in his backpack. It was an 
elaborate farce and we both knew it. I didn’t care. As I walked among 
the forty-foot palms lining the empty mall, I felt like a dynamo. I’d 
just lost my virginity and I still had the entire morning ahead of me.
 But when you do your homework in health class, you know 
about all the ways sex can go wrong. And when you know about 
those, you head on down to the campus health center posthaste.
 I leaned in close to the receptionist. “Plan B,” I whispered, 
feeling ridiculous.
 I wasn’t always 100 percent on schedule, so it took a few 
days for me to start worrying. Around two a.m., now three days late, 
holding my head, I opened my browser and began typing: “symptoms 
of p…” Thanks to thousands of my frantic sisters who had gone 
before me, Google auto-complete took care of the rest.
 A site with a pastel-pink color scheme guided me down. 
Nausea, vomiting, headache, dizziness, moodiness. Just generally 
feeling like shit. Bingo. Take heart, the writer reassured me. In a few 
short months, all the discomfort will be worth it when you’re holding your 
precious baby.

♦

 When I got home, I cooked the dong quai in a plastic hot pot 
on top of the desk in my room, poured it into a mug, and gagged it 
down, its texture like wet sand. I had taken four Vitamin C pills that 
morning and had four more on deck.
 Dizzily, I went to lie down. Tried to close my eyes. Soon it 
would all be imaginary, like the strange boy I’d never see again. I’d 
done everything I could and now my eyes were heavy. Jay and Conan 
had taken their bows. The room was dark. Anytime now, the blood 
would arrive. 
 It had to.
 I didn’t do unexpected. I didn’t do wrong. But now, despite 
my every effort, I had. All those ski trips I’d turned down, all those 
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bareback rides I hadn’t taken; there was a girl in me who’d wanted 
them, once. Who’d wanted to fall and pick myself up and fall and 
pick myself up again. But I’d handcuffed and gagged her, bricked 
her in. And now it was down to seconds, to zero hour, and she was 
bucking and gasping, about to run out of air for good. How had it 
come to this? I was nineteen and buried alive.
 I don’t want a precious baby. I want my life.
 I flipped on the lamp and reached for my bookshelf. Tonight, 
I wanted to slip off my skin and put on someone else’s. I didn’t 
want “nice,” the chicken soup, the cattail fluff. I wanted a new story, 
something that would consume me, something that I could live in 
instead of just read. Because I had to feel something, anything, other 
than this fear.
 I stared down at the over of the book I’d picked up: The True 
Confessions of Charlotte Doyle. Why had I lugged a book I’d never read 
halfway across the country in a cardboard box?
But I eased myself into the story like stepping down a gangplank 
to the India docks and, as I read on, it all came back to me. Pieces 
of eight, a song of a humpback whale, Lord Nelson and the far side 
of the world. Chasing seagulls at Canal Park, watching them flee to 
become white wisps over the water, my mother lifting me up to the 
seawall. I remembered brigs and barquentines and schooners from 
Lunenberg and La Coruna and Rotterdam, topgallants furled, gliding 
underneath Duluth’s Aerial Bridge cracking gunpowder salutes, 
setting my eight-year-old legs aquiver. I remember how it felt to want 
something. To want this. I fell asleep with the pages covering my face.
 The next morning, I woke up to a river of warmth between 
my legs, bathing my sheets like a blessing. 
 I was free.
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Rawness
James F. Gaines

Near Tucumcari
That desert seemed mostly nothing
Dotted with not very much more
It seemed a forgotten land
Glad it had been forgotten
Like me
A sprawling beach without clams
Ungleaned by sandpipers
Waiting for a tide that never rose
Eastern despondency moved west
The sand was no one’s property
A single bush could claim prominence
The possibility to belong
Suddenly a canyon
Revelation in all its starkness
And up above
A great respiration of stars
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Ballerina
Gloria Keeley

and the spider commandeers
spins through threads while
sewing a chorus line of lace
wind shares its music with trees
spider dances on mandalic web
crows circle and hover for dinner
and it feels like the sky
bugs sprawl like
butterflies on a cork board
spider at loom
not ready for company
yarns its art to perfection
8 legs pirouette through
silken strings, stretched - played
like a church harp
at Sunday service
daddy long legs, bugs, crows
drink of nectar and sing
the spider to dawn
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Antonio’s Back
David Athey

 The last tragedy down in Mexico had broken Antonio’s back, 
so the old man, bone-thin and mostly healed, borrowed some money 
for a bus ticket from the Rio Grande to Minnesota, to the frozen 
fields of Rochester and the Mayo Clinic where the dying of the world 
made a final pilgrimage, hoping the doctors of godlike reputation 
could fix the mortal flesh.
 The old man squinted out the bus window at the welcome 
sign half crusted with snow and ice: *EL**ME. 
 Antonio frowned at the sign while turning his head and 
stifling a curse, his creaking back still a mass of agony. It was a miracle 
he could move at all, considering that a few months ago, he’d been 
hit by a teenager testing the limits of alcohol and acceleration. The 
kid’s red truck had smashed Antonio while he’d walked alongside an 
autumn road, admiring blossoming flowers with no fear of winter.
 The old man was pronounced dead, and then barely alive 
again, the day after All Saints. Antonio had frightened the medical 
personnel with a too quick recovery that appeared somewhat creepy, 
his flesh and blood and bones moving through the rehabilitation 
process in record time.
 “EL ME,” Antonio whispered while the bus plowed through 
snowdrifts toward the Mayo Clinic. “Loco… loco… EL ME…”
 The old man forced a genuine smile through his pain. Yes, 
everyone in Rochester might say he was crazy, especially at the clinic. 
But he would still lay his field-worn hands on their bodies and souls, 
and then hide in a snowy alley or a frozen, filthy dumpster. Yes, he 
would still heal them.
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Junker
Bruce Robinson

Rust not the worst of it; the universal
chunks, marbles riot like a steel band
low on octane at every hill, fluids

beat time on the floor of the garage.
The least rain, that’s drizzle to you, is code
for the footwell to flood.  And listen,

what have you heard from me for miles
but the furtive sighs of my hands - look, 
already there’s a moon.  Thrown a curve,

I know, you’re wedged against the door
and cornered like the fitting room
you didn’t want to be.  Let’s junk this, smartass,

let’s go see what vehicle the future claims
to hold.  Crankcase oil gets cold, metal
seizes, but even within cemeteries men build roads.
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Contributions
Gary Beck

Eruptions of anger
poison the atmosphere
already toxic
from artificial infusions
of industrial corrosives
polluting us
beyond redemption,
draining hopes
past resuscitation,
emergency services
insufficient 
to halt the tide
of fateful incursions.
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Phenomenal Hell
Ryan Dunham

 Hell, is a coffee shop that only serves decaf. I don’t mean “this 
café is Hell, man. They’re out of regular.” I don’t mean “I’m in Hell” 
because I’m tired and need energy this damned barista can’t give me. I 
mean I’ve died and gone to Hell and Hell is a coffee shop.
 They don’t play music. They don’t have poetry readings. And 
nobody has a cigarette.
 The chess set is missing both queens, six pawns, and the white 
knight. The only books on the book exchange shelf are about cooking 
in woks. The two baristas are flirting with one another, but neither of 
them seems that receptive of the other.
 And the coffee they serve is off-the-bottom-shelf store brand 
beans.
 The only thing to do in this place is visit with the guy in 
the corner who has two leather chairs arranged so he can read your 
fortune. I ask him how much it costs and he says nothing. I ask him 
where his crystal ball is. Where are his tarot cards? But he tells me to 
just sit down and shut up.
 “You’re doomed,” he says.
 “How come?”
 “Did you ask God for superpowers?”
 “Yes.”
 “And did he give them to you?”
 “Yeah.”
 “And what did you do with them?”
 Nothing. I didn’t solve crime. I didn’t help the elderly. I didn’t 
even show them off for cheap tricks. I just thought it would be cool 
to have the right to flight. A mind designed to read others of its kind. 
The ability of invisibility. But I did nothing with them. I never acted. 
I never thought twice about the miracles that could have happen.
 The fortune-teller tells me to get used to it. I’m going to be 
here for a while.
 What else is there to do? But I can still read his mind.
 “I wouldn’t drink the coffee if I were you,” he’s thinking. It’s 
served hotter than Hell and never cools down.
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♦

 Hell, is a zoo without giraffes. A zoo without lions. Without 
fucking monkeys. I don’t mean monkeys that copulate, I mean no 
effing monkeys.
 There are no kids with balloons. There isn’t a gift shop where 
I can buy a commemorative t-shirt. There are no signs posted on the 
cages that say “Please Don’t Feed the Animals.”
 And every exhibit at this zoo is full of alpacas. All they do is 
sleep and shit. Sleep while they’re shitting, shit while they’re sleeping.
 It’s boring as Hell here.
 There’s a horoscope machine in the Men’s washroom. It costs 
a nickel to play but all I have is a dime. There’s someone in the only 
stall—maybe an alpaca—and I ask him if he can break my change. 
He slides a nickel underneath the door and says don’t worry about it. 
He remembers what it was like when he first got here, too.
 I place the silver in the slot and a small piece of stiff paper 
spits out of the machine’s dispenser. I flip it over and it reads, in ever 
so tiny print, a haiku.

  Immortality
  Ask and ye shall receive it
  Damnation follows

 I once asked God to make me immortal. My body took 
longer to die than most others, but my soul lives on. I thought I 
would cure world hunger. I thought I would bring about world peace. 
But all my worldly pursuits ended within a fifteen-mile radius of my 
studio apartment. I never sought out a promotion at work. I never 
thought to improve myself. I just had more time to waste.
 I think about asking the man behind the stall door for 
another nickel. It’s like trying to find the reset button on life. But 
when you’re doomed to live forever, there’s no starting over.

♦

 Hell, is a museum without artifacts. There are no spearheads 
here. There aren’t any sports memorabilia. There’s no freaking 
mummy. There’s just a blank canvas surrounded by unopened cans of 
paint.
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 There isn’t even a paintbrush.
 Before I died, I asked God for a parking space close to the 
door. Just as I was making my second loop, a Volkswagen was pulling 
out and I pulled in. I sat in my car for two hours, relishing in the fact 
that I had the best parking spot in the whole lot; I never realized my 
car was leaking carbon monoxide through the air vents.
 And now I’m in an empty museum where the only thing to 
eat at the cafeteria are stale fortune cookies. Stale fortune cookies 
taste even worse than regular ones. And I crack each one open in 
anticipation, but none of them contain those tiny pieces of paper I’m 
accustomed to.

♦

 Hell, is on Mars. I never knew we colonized the planet. But 
I’ve circumnavigated the giant red sphere and all I’ve found is a coffee 
shop that only serves decaf, a zoo that only houses alpacas, and a 
museum where the only thing to look at are a bunch of crumbled 
fortune cookie wrappers on the floor.
 In a café, I met a guy with superpowers. In the zoo, I met a 
guy who’s immortal. And in the museum, I met a guy who wouldn’t 
shut up about his parking karma.
 I never asked God for shit.
 And now here I am on Planet Red.
 I think about building a swimming pool without any water. 
I think about writing a story without any words. I think about how I 
lived without a soul.
 But now I’m on Planet Hell when I never bothered God 
in the first place. When I never decided between good and evil 
because I never decided. I did nothing and now I’m suffering eternal 
damnation.
 I thought it was best not to bother God. I thought He had 
too many people to keep track of that He’d appreciate a break.
 But I guess I was wrong.
 Maybe I should have placed those wet clothes in the drier at 
the laundry mat instead of leaving them on top of the washer. Maybe 
I should have waited longer than usual to hold doors open for people. 
Maybe I should have forgiven people for the wrongs they didn’t know 
they inflicted upon me.
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 But who knows what Heaven is like? Who knows where I’d be 
had I done something. Anything. All I know is that I’m going to try 
my hardest to make the best of my time here.
 Who knows what awaits me on the other side. 
 I never thought I’d make it ‘til the end, but perhaps this is just 
a new beginning.
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Crows
Timothy B. Dodd

Under my tongue he warms his dinner,
mixes mammalian liver with bone 
alcohol, curls his tooth to pluck my words 
before they form, casts smoke down 

my clogged throat. From beyond the hills, 
now camped under lawns and concrete, 
are devils I can’t contain: nameless,
deformed in red lace, digging my hips 

to inseminate Lilith’s mares where Granddad 
sits stool-bound, tavern-fed, his lantern a dim 
crawl. Hearing my click of failed locks, he 
waits until evening, for darkness to fade.
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The Mermaid I Once Mistook for You
William Doreski

Yellow coastal marshland
drought-dry against industrial sky.
A distant line of docks with cranes
and railroad sidings. Sheet metal
warehouses rusting in salt air.
We hiked in a mile from the road
so you could absorb this plain 
harsh view into your world.

Redwings tweet their simple notes
and flit in the scrubby trees.
A blue heron wades the shallows
where the low tide looks calmest.
We could doff our shoes and socks
and slosh around and feel young
enough, maybe, to kiss and laugh
like a couple of tattooed children.

The pungent swag of horizon,
the comfort of the arid sun
offer nothing we haven’t learned
by detailing our bodies to fit
each other’s recalcitrant gaze.
This happens in dreams, not life,
but like making change it leaves
something metallic to flatter us.

Sere moods of late summer recall
beach days long before marriage
when dunes mimicked surf and cries
of competing lovers excited us
in flaming sunsets edged with foam.
But the manufactured gray above
rebukes my playful suggestions,



84

and you droop your expression
to remind me how religious
landscapes like this can become.

This mensuration of the spirit
doesn’t appeal, so I look away,
 far away, and catch on the cusp
of incoming tide the image
of the mermaid I once mistook
for you, her outlook bright with scales
and her tail slapping the water
in the bravest possible manner
to persuade me you both were real.
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competition. She edited a PEN Oakland anthology. Her poems 
appear in 110 journals such as: Nimrod International Journal, New 
York Quarterly, and others.

Diane DeCillis’ poetry collection, Strings Attached (Wayne State 
Univ. Press, 2014) has been honored as a Michigan Notable Book for 
2015, won The 2015 Next Generation Indie Book Award for poetry, 
and was a finalist for the Forward Indie Fab Book Award for poetry. 
Her poems have been nominated for three Pushcart Prizes and Best 
American Poetry.

Timothy B. Dodd is from Mink Shoals, WV.  His poetry has 
appeared in The Roanoke Review, Stonecoast Review, Ellipsis, Broad 
River Review, and elsewhere.  He is currently in the MFA program at 
the University of Texas El Paso. 

William Doreski recently retired after years of teaching at Keene 
State College in New Hampshire (USA). His most recent book of 
poetry is The Suburbs of Atlantis (2013). He has published three 
critical studies, including Robert Lowell’s Shifting Colors.  His essays, 
poetry, fiction, and reviews have appeared in many journals.

Ryan Dunham is currently a doctoral candidate at Ohio University. 
He earned both his B.A. and M.A. in English Literature and Creative 
Writing from Binghamton University. Ryan's work has previously 
appeared in Helix Magazine, Jersey Devil Press, Ricky's Back Yard, and 
Eunoia Review, and is forthcoming in The Bookends Review.

Allen Forrest, a graphic artist and painter, was born in Canada and 
bred in the U.S. He has created cover art and illustrations for literary 
publications and books. He is the winner of the Leslie Jacoby Honor 
for Art at San Jose State University's Reed Magazine and his Bel Red 
painting series is part of the Bellevue College Foundation's permanent 
art collection. Forrest's expressive drawing and painting style is a 
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mix of avant-garde expressionism and post-Impressionist elements 
reminiscent of van Gogh, creating emotion on canvas. 

Jay Frankston was raised in Paris, France. Narrowly escaping the 
Holocaust, he came to the U.S. in 1942, became a lawyer, and 
practiced on his own in New York for nearly twenty years, reaching 
the top of his profession, sculpting, and writing at the same time. In 
1972 he gave up law and New York and moved himself and his family 
to Northern California, where he became a teacher and continued 
to sculpt and write. He is the author of several books and of a true 
tale entitled "A Christmas Story" which was published in New York, 
condensed in Reader's Digest, translated into 15 languages, and called 
a Christmas Classic by many reviewers. El Sereno, his latest novel, is a 
short epic set in Spain with authentic historical background. It took 
ten years and two trips to Madrid to complete.

James F. Gaines, a Fredericksburg, Virginia writer, has been sharing 
his time between poetry and science fiction (in the great tradition of 
El Portal ! ).  Life Sentence, a novel co-written with his son John as J. 
M. R. Gaines, has just been released on Amazon and the sequel, Spy 
Station, is scheduled for mid-2017—both are part of the Forlani Saga 
sci fi universe.

Ryan Galloway is a journalism student at Eastern New 
Mexico University and will be graduating with a Bachelor’s in 
Communication Spring 2017. He is a reporter for the Clovis News 
Journal and writes poetry and fiction in his free time.

Dr. Delbert R. Gardner, a veteran of World War II, has had poems 
and stories in The Literary Review, Poetry Digest, American Poetry 
Magazine, and more. A scholar of the Pre-Raphaelites, he wrote An "Idle 
Singer" and His Audience: A Study of William Morris's Poetic Reputation 
in England, 1858-1900. His website is www.gardnercastle.com.

Kyle Hemmings has art work in The Stray Branch, Euphenism, 
Uppagus, South 85 Jouranl, Black Market Lit, Sonic Boom, Snapping 
Twigs, Convergence, and elsewhere. He loves pre-punk garage 
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bands of the 60s, Manga comics, urban photography, and French 
Impressionism.

Seth Jani currently resides in Seattle, WA and is the founder of Seven 
Circle Press (www.sevencirclepress.com). His own work has been 
published widely in such places as Abyss & Apex, The Chiron Review, 
The Hamilton Stone Review, Hawai`i Pacific Review, VAYAVYA, 
Gingerbread House, Gravel, and Zetetic: A Record of Unusual Inquiry. 
More about him and his work can be found at www.sethjani.com.

Gloria Keeley is a graduate of San Francisco State University with a 
BA and MA in Creative Writing. She collects vintage records and old 
magazines. She mattes and frames the advertisements. Her work has 
appeared in Spoon River Poetry Review, Chiron, The Avalon Literary 
Review, 300 Days of Sun, MidnightCircus, Orbis, El Portal, and others.

Christopher Kuhl holds degrees in philosophy, music (3), and 
a Ph.D in Interdisciplinary Arts. He just retired from the Illinois 
Mathematics and Science Academy, where he taught English. He 
has published widely in both print and online journals. He is also a 
mixed media visual artist, a student of Hebrew, and is exploring early 
Christian theology (up to the 5th century A.D.). He is never bored.

Denny E. Marshall has had art, poetry, and fiction published. One 
recent credit is interior art in Star*line 40.1, Winter 2017. See more at 
www.dennymarshall.com.

Levi Andrew Noe was born and raised in Denver, CO. He is a writer, 
podcaster, yogi, entrepreneur, and amateur oneironaut. His flash 
fiction collection Rain Check was published in August 2016 from 
Truth Serum Press.

Bernadette Perez has been writing poems of love, heartache, and 
life struggles since 1980. As wife, mother, and grandmother she sees 
her life journey transposed into words. In 1990 Bernadette received 
the Silver Poet Award from World of Poetry. Her work has appeared 
in The Wishing Well, Musings in 2010, Small Canyons Anthology in 
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2013, Poems 4 Peace in 2014, and Fix and Free Anthology in 2015. A 
member of the New Mexico State Poetry Society, she is also the Chair 
of the Rio Grande Valencia Poets. On December 2, 2014 she won 
The Wagner Society of Santa Fe Audience Favorite award for "Write 
Your Own Prize Song."

Dr. James Piatt’s poems have been nominated for pushcart and best 
of web awards, and many were published in The 100 Best Poems of 
2016, 2015, and 2014 Anthologies. He has published 3 collections 
of poetry, “The Silent Pond” (2012), “Ancient Rhythms,” (2014) and 
“LIFE,” (2016), and over 935 poems. His fourth collection of poetry 
is due soon.

Kenneth Pobo has a new book forthcoming from Circling Rivers 
Press called Loplop in a Red City.  Also forthcoming are two 
chapbooks: Dust and Chrysanthemums from Grey Borders Press and 
Calligraphy With Ball from Encircle Publications.

Stephen Poleskie’s writing has appeared in journals in Australia, the 
Czech Republic, Germany, India, Italy, Mexico, the Philippines, and 
the UK, as well as in the USA, in four anthologies including The 
Book of Love (W.W. Norton), and has been twice nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize. He has published five novels and two story collections 
and writes a regular column for Ragazine.cc. Poleskie has taught 
at The School of Visual Arts, NYC, the University of California/
Berkeley, and Cornell University, and been a resident at the 
American Academy in Rome. He lives in Ithaca, NY. His website is  
www.StephenPoleskie.com.

Casey Riedmann is a native of Smithfield, Pennsylvania. After doing 
some extensive traveling of the United States, he relocated to San 
Diego, California to pursue a graduate degree in Linguistics. Poetry is 
what keeps him sane (or insane).

Bruce Robinson’s work has appeared in Poetry Australia, Fiction, 
Onthebus, Spoon River, and most recently in Yo-NewYork!, enclave, 
Poetica, and Mobius. He reminds greyhound fanciers not to ignore the 
whippet.



90

Heather Lee Rogers tells stories as a writer and actor in NYC.  
Recent poetry publications have included: Harbinger Asylum (online/
print), Here Comes Everyone (online/print in the U.K.), The Rat's Ass 
Review (online/upcoming print), S/Tick (online/print), Waterways (in 
print), and Adanna Literary Journal (print). Her website is  
www.heatherleerogerspoetry.weebly.com.

Katelyn “Katy” Ross is a recent graduate of ENMU. Her hobbies 
include reading, writing, taking photos, and spending time with her 
friends and family, especially her niece Riley. She plans to attend 
graduate school this fall and ultimately earn an MFA in Creative 
Writing.

W. Jack Savage is a retired broadcaster and educator. He is the author 
of seven books, including Imagination: The Art of W. Jack Savage 
(wjacksavage.com).  To date, more than fifty of Jack’s short stories and 
over nine-hundred of his paintings and drawings have been published 
worldwide. Jack and his wife Kathy live in Monrovia, California.

Claire Shefchik has an MFA in creative writing from Sarah Lawrence 
College. Her work has appeared in the Minneapolis Star Tribune, the 
Cayman Compass, Cosmopolitan, MAKE, Rain Taxi, Union Station, 
and Compass Rose. She has attended the Noepe Center and the Key 
West Literary Seminar. Her memoir, "Princess of Pirates: How I Ran 
Away to Sea," is forthcoming.

Julia Simmons is a sophomore at ENMU, going for her Associates 
in General Studies.  She will transfer next fall to major in Technical 
Communications. She enjoys writing in all genres, her favorite being 
fantasy.

Lucas Smith is a writer from Orange County, CA and the Gippsland 
region of Australia, and is currently residing in Melbourne. His work 
has appeared in The Lifted Brow, Australian Poetry Journal, Cordite 
Poetry Review, Santa Clara Review, and several others.
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Kendra Tanacea, an attorney in San Francisco, holds an MFA in 
writing and literature from Bennington College. Her collection of 
poetry, A Filament Burns in Blue Degrees, is a finalist for the Idaho 
Prize for Poetry and will be published by Lost Horse Press in 2017. 
Kendra's poems have appeared or are forthcoming in 5AM, Rattle, 
Licking River Review, Barely South Review, Stickman Review, The 
Coachella Review, Juked, and Moon City Review, among others. Her 
website is kendratanacea.com.

David White is a retired geologist and currently teaches at ENMU-
Ruidoso.

Chloe Williamson was born and raised in rural Eastern New Mexico, 
though she now lives and works in Sacramento, California. Her 
senior creative writing thesis at Wellesley College was an exploration 
of place, memory, and regional identity. 
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