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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Each semester El Portal encourages previously unpublished short 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

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

Email: El.Portal@enmu.edu

Website: ElPortalJournal.com
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Welcome to Paradise
Susan Lowell

 From the top of the big hill you can see the whole desert 
valley down below. The city that fills it sizzles and glitters through the 
smog like broken glass in roadside dirt, and at the bottom of the hill 
lies the corner where the street vendors are. 
 You call this moment “the drop-off.” It reminds you of the 
first sight of the ocean, and it never fails to add a certain fillip to a 
dull daily drive. The way down is easy. The car seems to float from the 
drop-off to a busy crossroads surrounded by scraps of vacant land. It’s 
a perfect site for peddlers.
 But on this Arizona August morning there is only one, the old 
watermelon man. He sits on the tailgate of his pickup truck, wearing 
a pork-pie hat and swinging his legs. Propped up beside him is a 
watermelon, split open, and under a makeshift tent of shade cloth, 
the back of the truck is stacked high with green bombs. A crudely-
lettered sign reads:
 WATER MELONS
 CANTS
But there are no cantaloupes. All day long you carry in your mind 
the vision of that cool rind corseting flesh hot in color, frosty in the 
mouth. But when you pass by later, you notice that half the seeds are 
flies. And you do not stop.
 In September the sign bus appears. It is a converted schoolbus 
containing a family: man, woman, child, and dog. Have they changed 
since last year? The toddler has grown into a preschooler, but the 
woman is still a thin blonde, the dog a blotchy mutt with a long 
tail, and the man a paraplegic in a wheelchair. Inside the bus is a 
workshop where he makes wooden signs to order. Examples hang 
from the bumpers, the protruding stop sign, and the windows of the 
bus:
 SIGNS WHILE-U-WAIT
 THE BYRD'S NEST
 KEEP ON THE GRASS
And, engraved inside a rough heart pierced by an arrow, there is a pair 
of initials:
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 K + S
All lines and edges are deliberately uneven. The words appear to be 
burned into the wood. 
 Do these people live in the bus? Who knows? Like most of 
the other vendors who favor this corner, they arrive after the morning 
rush and leave by dusk. Their hours are longer on weekends. The 
pace, however, always seems slow. First they park, not too close to 
the watermelon man, in a favorite spot on a half-acre triangle of 
dry scraped earth. They set up the sample signs; the young woman 
unfolds her lounge chair. As long as summer lasts, she sunbathes in 
halter tops and short shorts. Meanwhile, the dog and the child roam 
around the bus, somehow avoiding the traffic, and the man bends 
over his signs in progress. His straight mouse-brown hair hangs 
halfway down his back.
 The old man continues to offer watermelons, but it is hard to 
tell if he ever sells one. Placidly he sips the Big Gulp in his hand and 
watches the cars go by. On rare occasions a wifely old woman fusses 
about the truck or hikes to the 7-Eleven store across the way, never 
sitting down beside him. She's not a peddler at heart.
 Now, for the first time, the walker appears. But, judging from 
the brick face beneath his baseball cap, he's been on the streets for 
years. A fit, stringy man of about thirty, he walks hard, as though 
he has a destination and a schedule. He attacks the big hill without 
pausing. In spite of the lingering heat he always wears an army fatigue 
jacket. Sometimes he carries a can (Coke? Coors?), sometimes a small 
brown paper bag. After you meet him repeatedly at different times, 
both coming and going, always expressionless, you realize that he 
walks this route all day.
 Other vendors sprout upon the corner from time to time, and 
sometimes another pedestrian passes by, but the watermelon man, the 
sign bus, and the walker are the regulars. On September weekends 
a family in a truck with Mexican license plates sells green corn for 
tamales, and now and then a small refrigerator truck also turns up. 
One side proclaims:
 LOBSTER TAILS
The other side retorts:
 SHRIMP
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Huge scarlet claws dangle on either side of the windshield, while the 
rest of the plastic beast perches like a gargantuan scorpion upon the 
roof of the truck. The man behind the wheel never looks up from 
whatever he is doing in his lap.
 One morning the watermelon man sits petting the dog from 
the sign bus. The walker swings past, continually tossing and catching 
a small object as he goes.
 The young woman lies sometimes supine, sunglasses facing 
the sky, and sometimes face down. She wears colors that catch a 
driver's eye: fuchsia, chartreuse, fluorescent orange, black. Smoke 
rises from the cigarette she holds at the end of an outstretched arm. 
Gradually her skin acquires the look of oiled furniture. Within a few 
weeks the child is eating watermelon, and the fruit vendor displays a 
new wooden sign:
 A GREEN THOUGHT
 IN A GREEN SHADE:
 WATERMELONS
 About the middle of October there is a transformation in the 
watermelon man. He fills his truck with pumpkins and lines up a row 
of jack-o'-lanterns facing the street. They are irresistible. If you stop 
to buy a pumpkin, you find the old man carving one for the child. 
Boy or girl? The small white-blond creature wears a T-shirt that says 
"SEATTLE." Now the young woman strolls over to see the finished 
jack-o'-lantern.
 "Cute, Frank," she tells the old man. Up close, the tufts of 
her hair are blond at the roots but dark at the ends. The child pokes a 
finger through the pumpkin's eye. You choose a large coppery, warty 
spheroid and ask the price, for nothing is marked.
 The old man considers. "Four dollars."
 The young woman pays no attention to the child as it lugs the 
jack-o'-lantern away. Even though the wind is cool at the end of the 
day, stirring together the odors of car exhaust and raw pumpkin, her 
mahogany midriff is bare. She stares into the traffic as it butts through 
the intersection.
 On impulse you add a second, smaller pumpkin.
 "No charge," says the old man.
 He places the pumpkins snugly together on the floor of your 



9

car. The skin on his fingers is cracked and dusty.
 "Punkins ride safe there," he remarks.
 As you drive away you see a new sign hanging from the bus:
 WELCOME TO PARADISE
 And the black letters are not burned into the wood after all. 
They are merely painted on it.
 A few days later a large truck thrusts itself between the 
old man and the sign bus and disgorges a mountain of pumpkins. 
The old man tries to compete for a few days, then disappears until 
Halloween is past. Once you see the blonde sitting with the new 
pumpkin sellers as you go by. Late on Halloween night the corner is 
deserted and dark except for one small flickering gray light.
 November brings chiles in heavy, rubbery, peppery strings like 
red leather icicles. The watermelon man hangs them all around the 
outside of his truck. And November brings another vendor. Every day 
this new man spends a long time setting up his display of artificial 
woolly seat covers, which flutter from a clothesline in front of his 
van, and  also miniature windmills, which spin busily together on the 
ground. You do not know the term for the other dizzy devices that 
twirl on the clothesline beside the seat covers.
 But soon he posts two new wooden signs:
 SHEEPS KIN, $20
 WIND SCREWS
 The smog is worse in winter. Year by year the ugly city fills up 
the valley below until the view from the drop-off is nearly smudged 
out. The surrounding mountains seem to grow hazier every day. But 
it’s possible to pick out the walker's silhouette far down the street, 
heading south. At the corner, the wind screw man watches a woman 
in taut pink jogging tights as she runs north.
 In the first week of December, a Christmas tree lot appears at 
the intersection. Unlike the other street vendors, the tree sellers also 
do business at night under a string of white-hot lights, and they live 
in a trailer at the back of their little temporary forest. After midnight 
they lock up the trees inside a portable chain link fence.
 Where do the others go at night? The watermelon man 
certainly returns to a trailer or a house. At the end of the day the sign 
maker hoists himself with difficulty up the school bus steps while 
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the woman folds his wheelchair at the bottom. The wind screw man 
might live anywhere. 
 Or maybe when they leave the corner they simply disappear 
like old election signs and windborne trash. But no: once on a 
wet day you meet the walker dressed in a slicker and realize that 
somewhere on his route he must have some kind of  home. He is 
always clean-shaven.
 The trees vanish on December 26, just as the pumpkins did 
on November 1. The regular vendors work through the holidays, and 
after New Year's the sign-maker produces a larger one than usual:
 THE GODS DO NOT SUBTRACT
 FROM MAN'S ALLOTTED TIME
 THE HOURS SPENT IN FISHING
 Now the watermelon man turns to citrus. He brings out a few 
crates of oranges, and he advertises:
 ARIZONA SWEETS
Then he adds grapefruit and a second sign:
 FREE SAMPLES
Munching one himself, he swings his legs from the tailgate in the 
winter sunshine. A single waist-high windmill rotates on the ground 
near his truck. The dog hopes for a handout. The wind screw man 
chats with the sign bus woman. The child sits beside the sign-maker. 
None of the vendors come when it rains.
 But rain is rare, and soon there are symptoms of spring. The 
walker sports a new baseball cap. Then just before Valentine's Day 
the corner is invaded by teen-aged girls selling flowers. They hawk 
their bouquets in the edge of the traffic, so it’s easy to see that both 
the flowers and the girls have lost their original freshness. The blonde 
woman lounges beneath the wind screw man's awning, and she 
holds a bunch of flowers on her lap. Above her head the screws spin 
furiously in the wind.
 One day when you reach the drop-off there is a magical 
garden down below. Fresh green leaves have popped up overnight: 
ficus trees and aloes and rhododendron bushes, potted palms, mystery 
shrubs with red and blue blossoms, and cherry trees in full bloom.
 The silk plants don't last long. They are followed by a truck 
full of lawn furniture laid out on a stripe of Astroturf, and then by 
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a seller of pseudo-Navajo and pseudo-Persian rugs. The rugs are 
replaced by a crowd of painted statuettes: tigers, ducks, heads of 
lions, clowns, screaming eagles, gnomes, Santas, naked ladies, coiled 
rattlesnakes, black and white jockeys, Jack and Bobby Kennedys, 
sleeping Mexicans, tramps, Spanish dancers, and Bambis. Another 
day, inflatable Easter bunnies as big as Dobermans flap from a string. 
Once for some unknown reason a moving van spends the night 
parked on the vacant lot at the corner. A single enormous red word 
leaps from the side of the van:
 SECURITY
 Often during this period you meet the walker at the top of 
the hill. Stern and strong, now he carries a long staff in his hand like 
some archaic figure, and he fixes his eyes straight ahead.
 Summer begins early in May, with watermelons in abundance. 
It has not rained for two months, and from the top of the big hill 
the city looks like the dregs of a lumpy liquid. The heat sets in. The 
bedraggled flower girls return for a Mother's Day so witheringly 
hot that by afternoon they have hidden themselves and their unsold 
bouquets in the shadow thrown by the watermelon man's truck. The 
wind screw man seems to be gone (has he migrated north with the 
tourists?) The sign bus remains, and the sign-maker's silhouette is 
visible inside. He has posted something new:
 GRAVITY IS WINNING
 When you reach the drop-off a few days later, you come 
upon the scene of a disaster. Police are directing traffic around a 
tangle of smoking junk in the middle of the intersection. A few 
firefighters hose it while others scatter sawdust in the dark pools that 
remain on the asphalt, and others whisk broken glass to the edge of 
the pavement with push brooms. A lone shoe lies abandoned in the 
street, and little clumps of onlookers stand in silence as an ambulance 
pulls slowly away. 
 On a warm velvety night not long after this, the corner is 
radiant, lit up like a carnival. There are phosphorescent doodles upon 
the darkness: a pink flamingo, a turquoise cactus, a golden coyote, 
and an emerald palm tree. Someone is peddling neon sculptures. (But 
can that really be a neon heart oozing neon blood drip-drip-drip?)
 The next time you pass in the daylight you find the bus and 
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the truck, the sign-maker, the watermelon man, and the dog. Where 
are the woman and the child? Once, later, at a distance in another 
part of town, you think you catch a glimpse of the wind screw man, 
but you are not sure. Day after day the sign bus parks at the same 
corner, until finally you see the white-haired child again, but never 
again the woman.
 The walker frowns, for the first time betraying emotion: 
uncertainty, even fear. Instead of striding purposefully forward, he 
wobbles, he labors. His progress is painfully slow. He is riding a 
bicycle.
 The last wooden sign is very long and thin. The black lettering 
almost spills off the wood:
 O WORLD, O LIFE, O TIME
 Afterward, the old man alone continues to offer watermelons, 
striped as well as solid green, and cantaloupes the size and weight of a 
baby's head. After a month or two, he spray-paints a new message on 
a sheet of cardboard:
 SEEDLESS
 SUPERB 
 The walker abandons his bicycle and becomes a walker again.
 Then one morning the corner is empty. A primitive fence 
surrounds the little spot of scraped earth, and from a single strand of 
wire dangle half a dozen signs, all reading:
 PRIVATE PROPERTY
 KEEP OUT
 The plants creep in. Nothing can stop the desert broom or 
the shapely pigweed. And there’s a fine silver-green crop of Russian 
thistles springing up: before you know it, they'll be tumbleweeds.
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The Delignated
Cody Cox

An old man sat on the stump of a tree
a soft fading lump being set free,
sinking skin into the lateral rings.
His body a candle— pouring over the edges
and down the timber’s furrowed skin.

The mass quickly shrinking
as if perched upon a burner.
Wafts of vapor become him 
except for the black sludge 
running the wooden circumference.

His cloud pinned to the air a second, 
before strung at every angle 
taking Emulsifiers to sulfur pits, 
acid soot and sludge from pines to palms.
drip dribble drop of biocide in the Estuary,
eroding the rafts of Huckleberry
 
The Petro Dynasty’s risen, led by
steel stick homes with luminous glow
in which occupants know 
chroniums are precedent to tribal drums
as motor mouths suffocate Cybele hums.

The stump corroded to its base
leaving a cavity in the grass’s face.
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Para el Último Día, un Pequeño
Poema Perro para Decir Adiós
Gaylord Brewer

Appropriately, a Sunday
     and the trees and metal roofs
     glow under the bright

morning sky. The dogs
     have escaped from their enclosure—
     patio of orchid, heart-shaped

anthurium, and broad ferns,
     but nonetheless a bolted, four-walled
     world to pass the week’s

minutes, hours, days whining
     and defecating. Now Cosita—
     “little thing” the larger of the pair—

out the gate into the street!
     She jogs, returns, shakes floppy
     hound’s ears, stretches long

on the shaded sidewalk. Kinky-haired
     Dixy, whom I have nicknamed
     “little stinky” for excellent reason,

remains inside the front bars
     of the casa but seems pleased enough
     taking in a sun cure,

tiny tongue lolling over whiskers,
     head rotating to the action.
     Pleased enough to roll
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onto her back and offer up the small,
     aromatic belly for a rub.
     One good moment lived at a time

all there is. Meanwhile,
     four dog treats remain
     in the bag, my careful math

of two tonight, two early tomorrow.
     When I will rise, fly north for hours,
     and in the evening—god willing,

if my luck still holds—
     what a greeting receive
     at my own door, what a bellowing,

what a circling romp and attack
     of claws and kisses! Oh, lucky man!
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The Very Last Drop
Holly Day
 
on the last day, when the world finally ends, I hope
I’m sitting in my car, driving somewhere nice, thoughts of the day 
ahead
filling my head with anticipatory joy. I hope my favorite song
is playing on the radio, and I hope that I have just enough time to 
sing along
all the way to the end of the song.
if the world was to truly end on a perfect note, then I
would have a cup of coffee by my side
hot but not too hot, and just enough to last until the very
 
last second. I don’t really care how it all ends,
 
so long as I don’t know it’s coming, so long as
I don’t have to think about it, have to prepare for it, have to dread it
in any way. I don’t want to live through
global starvation, a prolonged, senseless war, weeks of
television shows featuring children dying somewhere else.
I want the end
 
to be something nobody saw coming but the sandwich-board
prophets, standing crazy on street corners, waving their dirty fists
up at the sky as if at
some god up there
 
was glaring down at the earth, making maniacal plans
 
to destroy everybody and everything we’ve taken so comfortably for 
granted.
I
want to end up like those mammoths dug out of rock ice in Russia
found completely intact, flash frozen, with food still in their mouths
caught by disaster in mid-chew, mid-thought
completely surprised.
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High Sierra
Thomas Piekarski
                                                                                              
1.                                                                                           
                                                                                              
I love you Sierras because your eyes are blue
soaking up sunlight when the day is done
or casting a broad shadow over the Central Valley
while drivers going east on winter mornings
view your snowcaps from the freeway.

The skiers not exactly having a field day, although
snow levels are about normal for this time of year.
The Sierras could use a huge influx of storms
to add depth to a snowpack so desperately needed.

The hedonist in me says hide away on some exoplanet,
the realist admits to sins of the past, my psychic counsels 
dip your toe in the fire. I have no intention of heeding
any of them. I’m going it alone from here on out.

2.

Going it alone doesn’t mean going without the ones 
you love whose souls permeate your mind during sleep.

3.

Rumpled Humpty Trumpskin built a fifty-foot brick wall
all across the southern border from Tijuana to the Gulf.
Then the hungry season came and the workers all went 
south to seek their fame and fortune in those archives 
of ancient eras the famine mines, their task put to rest.

4.

Ansel Adams revered the Sierras, photographed Yosemite
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from every conceivable perspective. And John Muir 
extolled them as a sanctuary for the passing of eons,
perpetually invasive glaciers, violent eruptions, erosion.

Some day there may be some sensational explosion
that rivals Krakatoa. Is Mount Lassen due? Anybody
tracking quakes in that neck of the woods? 

5.

Hundreds of thousands of trees dying off due to drought,
even the majestic giant redwoods in Sequoia Park 
and Kings Canyon threatened with extinction. 

6.

We must repel the demons from hell
who come at us, crawling out of their tower windows
and dropping like spiders into the entire atmosphere.
They wind us in their invisible threads, threatening
every breath, each precipitous thought caught up
in their wintry webs. And so snowflakes are each
to each an epiphany, graphic indications that devils
can be bottled in a synthetic hell you pay no mind to.

7.

In the opening to James Wright’s Minneapolis poem,
Minneapolis the city of my birth, my mother 
and father’s births, he speaks of the hungry and frightened
homeless who died along the Mississippi shore, dreaming 
of suicide. And how they fished their cadavers from 
the wind-swept river. My grandfather was one of them,
he who spoke but broken English, illiterate immigrant,
drunk, whose skull was undoubtedly crushed,
his body tossed in the river. When they found him
days later washed up on the shore he was barely
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identifiable, as fish had eaten most of the head
and the grotesque body bloated with muddy water.

8.

Today it’s frigid, however late spring heat will instigate
rapid snow melt, and dreams maybe flowing down streams
of disappointment. We must ration our fears and marshal
all the technology we can are we to keep the Hetch Hetchy
dam productive, supplying power and water enough
to slake the thirst and keep lights lit for millions, to spur
agriculture that supplies the nation with essential produce. 

These Sierras may well become a refuge for displaced
populations driven inland once coastal cities are flooded
and the value of their real estate gone up in smoke. Then
no fair using the Second Amendment as a scapegoat.

9. 

Should the carbon bubble burst we’ll be in for big changes
since the oil titans will go kaput as humanity scampers
round and round like unicorns encircling a hidden universe.

The Russian girl Nina at Goodwill rolls large plastic bins
filled with donations, embodying grace of a gazelle, while
Emanuel from Liberia walks with a heavy limp, sorting
what’s salvageable and what goes to the trash compactor.

Upon whose good will we can depend contingent, remains
to be seen, an utter mystery. Should detente ultimately win
the day, perhaps manatees will continue to exist awhile.

10.

How do we gain prescience of their presence, I mean
those ancestors whose doppelgangers dawdle in these
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massive Sierras? Do we look for them in our DNA?
Maybe kneel beneath a tall sugar pine, pray for them 
to appear out of nowhere? Only the stars hold indisputable  
truth as to what rightly survives, what left for dead to rot.
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A Cup
Nina Bjornsson

A cup paints 
a picture of
the potter
whose hands open
a space 
in the cosmos
where horses spin
in waterfalls
and peonies skitter
in rings
around the planets
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The Old Mountain Cabin 
James Piatt

Ancient White Fir, and straggly Emory Oak, searching for sky carry 
singsongs Of yellow Goldfinches with their black Heads, and, as the 
sun slowly ambles Lazily down the side of a blue colored Mountain, 
painting it, and the fields Below with a strange orange tinted mist. 

The old cabin, with its dark sagging roof Covered with dusty years 
and forgotten Hours, sways against a sudden gust of Wind. The dusky 
house with bright Colors being reflected off its sleek Adobe sides 
by the orange tinted dawn, Appeared, for a brief rusted moment, in 
Time, to be on fire. 

The cabin’s broken windows covered With a dusty apricot haze reflect 
images Of a ghost inside: She in her Diaphanous gingham housedress 
is Flitting here and there moving sad Memories from one room to the 
other. 

Hints of a perfumed fragrance of lilac Soap lingers in the doorway, 
a faint Whisper of an old song remains in the Soft wrinkles of moss 
covered walls Where musty fragrances of mold and Melancholy meet 
the senses upon Entering. 

Rusted time has tinted the ghostly Ambiance inside with long 
forgotten Events; homemade biscuits fried Chicken with potatoes and 
gravy, and Apple pie. A broken grandfather clock, Peals out imaginary 
hours that have Outlasted time while the haunting Continues. A 
hushed nostalgia washes, Like an ocean wave, through the rooms And 
into the air as the ghost singing a Silent song, continues to sweep out 
sad Memories from the old cabin.
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The Lady and the Dandelion
Natalie Crick

In Winter,
Lilacs rise weakly

Laden with snow.
Her fingertips are nimble,

Lips whispering of
Moon flowers,

The languid bend in the river,
Damp, ripe wind through tall grass.

Hope hums inside:
A busy hive of bees. 

She is fearful,
Waiting for the sting,

Eyes fixed on the sun,
Kneading the day’s heat

Into flame. The air
Has been leafed gold

And electric,
The Earth fallen out of sight,

Leaving a dandelion
Half-wished away. 
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JUNE EIGHT PARK
William Snyder Jr.                 

Snapdragons and periwinkle bloom 
in weed-choked beds. I know 
these flowers. And weeds. But not 
birds. These small birds 
with yellow crests making 
flutter-baths in pools of dust. 
In a cafe nearby, photographs 
of men carving topiary in this park—
ostrich, giraffe, turtle—now 
grown wild. People stroll here—
children, men in jackets with 
wide, blotter ties. Old women 
nestle in on bench-ends. Random things, 
how they settle or pass, and 
the confusion of voices tilt me 
out of plumb. I want those words, 
those animal trees, those birds, as all 
these people here must know them. 
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five dollars
Joe Musso

there’s soup on his shirt a tee shirt moth-eaten and dribblings in his 
beard and he’s bobbing on the corner of Powell Street bobbing on 
feet that maybe used to bob like that on the basketball court or in the 
dance hall or in the military or on the boats that sail the Bay, bobbing 
like he has somewhere to go somewhere else to be and it’s late but the 
city is lit up and the traffic whirs by and it’s warm in August and he’s 
about 45 years old and holding a bunch of real thin newspapers called 
Street Sheet in his arms and the light is red a crowd of people wait 
for it to turn green he sees Eddie their eyes meet his face is bright in 
the city moonlight he’s swimming and swooning in the hot breath of 
big buildings sizzling from all day in the sun, he says Hey sir and he 
talks fast because he knows once that neon hand changes from stop 
to go then Eddie’s gone and he says Hey sir listen would you like to 
buy a newspaper see its all tied into the homeless shelter over on Turk 
instead of just asking for a handout we want to give you something 
for it and what Eddie does is say nothing and digs in his pocket and 
comes out with a five so Eddie gives him a five and the light changes 
and Eddie starts crossing the street and folds up the paper like he’s 
never going to read it and the homeless guy says But read it seriously 
the paper and his eyes get wide and he says It’s about the community 
it’s a good paper it’s not just a prop it might even change your mind 
on some things or open your mind and everybody’s mind should be 
open things aren’t always cut and dry it’s not always what you see on 
the surface maybe you and me aren’t so different and Eddie didn’t 
think they were different at all and later Eddie does read the paper 
but even though several more people approach him with papers he 
doesn’t take any of them and he doesn’t dispense any more money 
because he already paid for them up front and because they aren’t so 
different they aren’t different at all he knows their story because it's 
his story too
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The Poole Patrol
Phillip Parotti

 The other day, we had a dust-up on our street.  What can I 
say?  Sometimes people get nervous, and this was one of those times.  
The whole thing could have been easily avoided, but it wasn't.  Todd 
Harris walked right out into the street, held up his hand, stopped 
the Poole Patrol from departing, gave the Pooles a lashing with his 
tongue, and that set it off.  Personally, I blamed the whole thing on 
Arizona.
 Have you ever been to Arizona?  In places like Phoenix, 
Tucson, and Scottsdale, you find a lot of establishments that people 
call retirement communities.  Those are enclaves where people go 
to die, behind gates most of the time and well out of sight from the 
rest of us.  I  once made the mistake of getting into one of those 
enclosures at night.  It must have been around 8:30 pm when I made 
a wrong turn, and the next thing I knew I had the eerie feeling that I 
was driving through a mausoleum.  I didn't see a person, dog, or cat 
anywhere, and I couldn't find a light showing save for isolated street 
lights on occasional corners.  And to make matters worse, I couldn't 
hear a sound.  During the day, I've been told, battalions of illegals 
spread out around those places and trim the edges of the grass with 
fingernail scissors.  During supper, the residents blame the illegals for 
making their lives miserable, vow to vote Republican, and go to bed 
at sundown in order to practice for their anticipated ascensions.
 Over here in New Mexico, we are far more relaxed and 
imagine that all of our ancestors, if they weren't actually illegal, were 
prepared to take the risk if denied admission through Ellis Island 
or some other port of entry, and we are far too poor to throw up 
gated communities.  Furthermore, we recognize that retirement is a 
dangerous state of mind and prefer to go on living.  You may imagine 
our surprise then when the Pooles moved onto our street, fresh 
from Arizona, recently retired, and a long way from the somnolent 
communities they apparently wished to inhabit.
 Poole, I'm told, is a retired truck driver.  His wife, considering 
her thin lips, her skinny eyes, and her sharp tongue, appears to be 
a retired nun from the historical period when nuns still wore habits 
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and administered corporal punishment in Catholic schools by means 
of oak yardsticks.  But perhaps I misspeak.  Who knows?  Whatever 
the case, when the neighbors went calling with welcoming cupcakes, 
Mrs. Poole showed them all the warmth of lead pipe and sent them 
packing with fleas in their ears.  No matter: as I perhaps said, we are a 
relaxed, live and let live kind of people over here.  
 But then, faster than you can swat a fly, the Mrs. Poole set the 
Mr. Poole to work.  Good God, we all wondered, what did that poor 
bastard do to deserve his sentence?  I had my suspicions, of course; I 
suspected that what Poole had done was that he had failed to make 
enough money to establish his Mrs. in one of those pristine enclaves 
where the illegals did all of the work while Juanita, Felicita, or 
Carmelita ran back and forth from the kitchen to the patio bringing 
the Mrs. cool drinks or something stronger.  Whatever the case, first 
the flat-beds rolled up delivering the turf, and in the next instant 
about twelve dump trucks rolled up delivering the carefully selected 
rounded rocks from heaven only knows how many dry stream beds, 
and then, under the sentence of hard labor twice multiplied,  day 
after day, month after month, Poole was out there on his hands 
and knees tending the turf and placing each individual rock on the 
surrounding black plastic until he had created a yard right out here 
in the heart of southwestern New Mexico that we have all taken to 
calling “Little Arizona.”
 “Little Arizona?”  I mean, who cares?  I know we certainly 
don't, and if that is what Poole wants . . . , or rather, if that's what 
Mrs. Poole wants, she's welcome to it.  The rest of us, of course, are 
New Mexicans.  We live at the edge of the desert, in the foothills of 
the Rockies, and we live pleasantly out here on Adobe Drive where 
we enjoy the semi-rural atmosphere.   
 Understand that the entire street is right inside the city limits 
which means that we enjoy all of the city services.   No septic tanks 
running over around here and no wells going dry.  But with land 
relatively cheap, we also have our space.  My wife and I own an acre 
and a half.  The house and  garage sit on the center of the property 
flanked by half acre fields, each of them replete with a few juniper 
trees, a few yucca and prickly pear, and plenty of native grass.  Two 
people who live up the street from us keep horses on their back lot, 
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and down near the bottom of the street, Grace Grijalva keeps about 
ten chickens.  What we do not have in this part of the country is 
an excess of rain, so for lengthy stretches of time, the grass remains 
short, and then during the two or three years following a drought, 
good rains will cause the grass to grow two feet or more  before winter 
arrives.  As a rule, everyone welcomes the grass, waits for it to dry 
and reseed, and then cuts it near the end of October to reduce any 
fire hazard that it might present.  Two years ago, for example, we 
had good rains, the grass growing up to a height of three full feet; 
I won't say that I was delighted to have to cut it, but pushing the 
weed-whacker did give me a sense of satisfaction.  And then, last year, 
we again had good rains, the grass shooting up more than eighteen 
inches before the middle of August.
 “Did you see that?” my wife said as the two of us sat reading 
in the living room.
 “What?” I asked.
 “The Poole Patrol.”
 “The what?” I said.
 “The Pool Patrol,” my wife said, her eyes narrowing slightly.
 “What are you talking about?” I said, starting to lose patience.
 “The Poole Patrol,” she said, a drop of acid creeping into 
her voice.  “They just drove by, for the second time this afternoon, 
inspecting.”
 I didn't know what she was talking about.  
 “Clearly, you haven't been paying attention,” she said, 
showing me her “one-up-on-you” look.  “Everyone on the street has 
noticed it; you appear to be the only one who hasn't.  Each day now 
for the past week, the Poole's have patrolled the street, no doubt 
inspecting all of us to see how high the grama grass has grown.”
 I laughed.  “If all they have to do is watch the grass grow,” I 
quipped, “I can only feel sorry for them.”
 “About the time they complain and the city inspector gets out 
here and writes you a citation,” she said, “you may be feeling sorry for 
someone else.”
 “Don't be ridiculous,” I said.  “No one would stoop that low.”
 “Would you like to put money on it?” my wife said.
 I passed on her offer, and sure enough, two days later, the city 
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inspector drove slowly down Adobe Drive and tagged every mailbox 
save for the Poole's with a warning which gave us seven days to take 
down the grass before she issued a citation.
 “Yes, yes, I know, Mr. Bolt,” the city inspector said when I 
telephoned her, “you are the tenth person to call this morning.  I 
know that all of you normally cut in the fall, but when a complaint 
is registered, I have no choice but to issue a warning if the grass and 
weeds are up over six inches, and like everyone else on Adobe Drive, 
yours are at least a foot high.”
 “You do realize,” I said, “that this means we are all going to 
have to cut twice this year because our grass will not stop growing 
until the cold weather sets in.  These aren't yards after all; they are 
arid semi-rural fields.”
 “But within the city limits and therefore subject to the 
ordinance,” the inspector warned.
 “Understood,” I said, “but what this will put us to is sixteen 
to twenty hours of hard labor rather than eight to ten, and with most 
of us over the age of 65, we usually stretch those hours over a couple 
of weeks.”
 “I'm sorry, Mr. Bolt,” the inspector said, “but there isn't 
a thing I can do about it.  A complaint has been made, and your 
warning has been issued.”
 When the Pooles drove by on the following day, I was already 
out cutting, but when I looked up through the sweat that dripped 
from my forehead and saw the smirk on Mrs. Poole's face, I could 
have smacked her.  It's damned hard work pushing that weed-
whacker over rocks, little gullies, and tufts of grama grass, but for 
the time being, I merely gritted my teeth and got on with the job.  
And sure enough, by mid-October, the blasted grass had grown up 
just enough so that the inspector showed up again, issued everyone a 
second warning on the basis of a new complaint, and we all had once 
more to go out and cut.  Before it was all over, I had put something 
like twenty-two laborious hours into the two jobs, pulled a shoulder 
muscle man-handling the whacker, and seen the two septuagenarians 
who live below me on the street carted off by their wives to the 
chiropractor for back to back visits.
 “If the Pooles pull this stunt next year,” I said to my wife as 
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she rubbed Ben-Gay into my shoulder, “someone is liable to give 
them 'what for!'”
 “Oh, that's cute,” my wife said.  “Did you dredge that 
expression all the way up from back in the second grade?”
 “Here now,” I said, “let's not be casting aspersions.”
 “Just see that you aren't the one giving what fors,” my wife 
said.  “I shouldn't like to have to go your bail.  I wouldn't even know 
where to find a bondsman and might have to let you sit in jail all 
night.”
 “You're a real peach,” I said.
 Fortunately, the rest of the year passed quietly, and during 
the winter months, we did not see the Poole Patrol in evidence which 
is no surprise because former Arizonans do not always know how to 
drive in snow, and across the winter, we had a lot of it.  And then, 
the monsoon started early, in June rather than July, and we had good 
rains, very good rains all throughout June and July with the result 
that by the first week in August, the grass was up and growing like the 
weeds that surrounded it, green, lush, and fast.
 That's when Betty Harris stepped out her front door to water 
her flowers and found Mrs. Poole standing in the Harris' north 
field, a yardstick in her hand, preparing to measure the height of the 
Harris' grass.  That did it for Betty because having thrice carted Todd 
to the chiropractor the previous year after that second cutting and 
paid for each visit with cash, she wasn't about to risk a  recurrence.  
Right inside her front door, Betty kept a Daisy BB gun handy, 
something she used to encourage passing javelinas to make themselves 
scarce, and with that, the moment Mrs. Poole bent over to measure 
the height of the grama, Betty shot her right in the ass from a distance 
of about forty yards, everyone later agreeing that she had delivered 
rough justice with masterful marksmanship. Mr. Poole, however, took 
instant exception to his wife's screams as she snapped bolt upright 
and about a foot into the air, and that's when Todd appeared at the 
door and the dust up began.
 All told, I gather that it took the police no more than about 
five minutes to arrive because the patrolman who answered the call 
happened to be visiting up the street.  This was lucky both for Todd 
and Mr. Poole because by the time the patrol car did come down the 
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street, siren screaming, Todd had a black eye while Mr. Poole had a 
broken nose.  Betty, not in the least sorry for getting off the offending 
round, had also given Mrs. Poole more than a piece of her mind, 
neighbors closer to the disturbance reporting that she had told Mrs. 
Poole in no uncertain terms that if she was “too damn tight to die 
in Sun City, she could damn well learn how to leave her neighbors 
alone.”  My wife, generous to a fault, went around the neighborhood 
and had no trouble raising bail for Todd and Betty, everyone chipping 
in to cover the costs, all of them slight, and across the past week or 
two, even with our grass growing, none of us have seen the Poole 
Patrol.  Possibly Mrs. Poole is less nervous these days. Possibly she 
is merely lying in wait.  Possibly Mr. Poole has given her 'what for.' 
That, at least, is what we have all hoped.
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Carry On Carrion
Anastasia Lutnesky
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Burning in New Mexico
Tasha Vice

They gathered at dusk to burn the old man.
 In the center of the park they chanted in unison for his 
end. Dark cloaked figures circled around the old man with hopes 
that his demise would bring an end to the local’s despair. On-
looking mothers, fathers, and children brought with them anguish 
– addiction, debt, divorce, poverty, hunger, and loss. Beneath the old 
man’s feet his enemy, flowing in red tassels, danced while boasting one 
pair of torches set ablaze.   
 Seventeen-year-old David looked up from the ground and 
tried to peer into the old man’s eyes. “I don’t understand,” said David. 
 Pete’s uncle who was standing next to him smiled and said, 
“There are many things that you will come to know about our 
community, in time.”  
 David shrugged, “That’s the problem. I don’t want to know 
anything about this community.” 
 In the fire’s light Pete’s skin was worn leather, each line more 
visible and deeper than the next. The crevices around Pete’s eyes 
tensed when he talked to David, but his eyes remained fixed on the 
old man. For the most part, his uncle tried to help David adjust to 
village life. In the span of two weeks Pete taught David to fish, to 
tend to the local animals, and how to make a trade with the local 
people. Still there was little Pete could say to help David understand. 
He couldn’t chalk the old man’s death off to tradition because it was 
much more.
 “You will want to know, hito. You will want to, soon enough,” 
said Pete. 
 Screams rang out when the flaming enemy fired several shots 
through the night air into the old man. 
 The twenty-foot effigy waved his arms in anger, growling at 
the presence of onlookers who wished him harm. With each shot 
the effigy’s body burst into more colorful flames. When his dancing 
enemy lit the base of his feet the old man’s death was imminent. 
Fireworks escaped from beneath the old man as his growling 
commenced. Onlookers slowly began to uncloak and a celebrations 
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ensued. 
> > >
 It had been a week since the burning of Zozobra. The old 
man groaned, leaning in to David’s face. The diameter of his eyes was 
increasing, glowing with anger. As the old man surfaced up from the 
earth and erupted into the sky, one single eye gripped David’s focus 
and flames erupted around the two of them. 
 David gasped then jolted out of bed in a sweat. The torturous 
sunbeams reflecting down onto his cot through the curtainless steel 
framed window of the room that he shared with his siblings served 
as a taunting reminder that the old adobe structure lacked basic 
air conditioning. To David’s relief the hard-pressed dirt floors were 
cool to the palms of his feet when he stood. He pulled on his plain 
white T-shirt and Levi’s and made his way into the kitchen where his 
mother was cooking. 
 Rita’s attention was on the flat cast iron griddle where she 
watched as the tortillas took to a light toasting. David glanced over 
Rita’s shoulder into the deeper of the two cast iron pans. “Oh! Beans!” 
he said with a sarcastic cheerfulness. David snatched the newly 
heated tortilla from Rita’s hand as she moved it from the griddle to 
the cooling plate on the table.  “Where are you going?” Rita asked as 
David headed to the door. She wiped the flour from her hands onto 
her apron and waited, hands to hips, for his response. “Uncle Pete’s,” 
David said as he shoveled one half of the tortilla into his mouth. 
 “Your Tio Pete won’t come out,” Rita said.  She added, “Dad 
was there this morning and he won’t come out of his house.” 
 “What do you mean, he won’t come out?” asked David. 
 Rita was in the middle of telling David about Pete’s trade,  
“He made a bad deal with one of the local Pueblo men, and now he is 
cursed.” Rita said casually. 
 David didn’t hear her over his own thoughts. So what? Pete 
gave them a horse for some sheep and the horse fell ill. That doesn’t matter. 
What matters is the only person I connect to in this tiny crap hole won’t 
come out of his house. 
 “Are you telling me Uncle Pete won’t come out of his house 
because he’s afraid, of a BIRD?” David asked.
 “It’s an owl, and witches manifest in the form of owls,” Rita 
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explained.
 David’s voice pitched in frustration. “That’s ridiculous! I don’t 
know why we had to come here. I had friends in California! A job! 
Air conditioning!” his voice pitched. “And now you’re saying that the 
only person I can talk to is locked in his house because he thinks he is 
cursed?” David yelled. 
 “That’s enough, we had to come here. Your grandma was 
sick,” said Rita. 
 “No, mom. Grandma had her stroke more than a year ago. 
She has aunt Lola; she has grandpa! She is not the reason we’re here 
and you know it!”
 David was shouting. 
 He paused just enough to add the sting, “We’re here because 
of Dad!” 
 Rita scolded him, “Stop, that’s enough!”  
 David turned his back to her and sauntered out, slamming 
the rickety wooden screen behind him. 
 “I’ll be at uncle Pete’s!” he shouted. 
 Un-rattled by the commotion, Rita continued pressing dough 
into flat and oval discs. While shaping and mashing tortillas, she 
watched through the window as David stepped over the glistening 
litter of glass bottles and shining silver cans that lined the earth. He 
passed the broken rocker in the front of the house where his father, 
Jack, snoozed Monday through Sunday. David tossed the last half 
of his tortilla to the dog lying at his father’s feet before intentionally 
giving the old wooden gate a loud slam. Jack slowly lifted one eye-lid 
before returning to his stupor.
> > >
 David followed the dirt path up the hill, past the thicket of 
mesquite. He wondered if he’d be able to talk some sense into his 
uncle Pete. At the top of the hill he crouched, ran his hand through 
the sand and stood again before stuffing the small pebbles into his 
pocket. 
 Just outside of Pete’s house ran a coyote fence, where David 
found one solitary Great Horned Owl perched. The nocturnal bird of 
prey sat beneath the shadow of a grand oak, but in mid-day. Stupid 
bird.
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 David called out for his uncle as he knocked on the door of 
the single room home, but at the shuffle of the front window curtain 
the owl began calling. No one answered. Frustrated, David pulled the 
small stones from his pocket and threw them in the owl’s direction 
narrowly missing his head. “Get out of here!” he yelled. Gradually, 
the owl rotated around and with a slow seemingly deliberate descent 
of his lids the owl blinked revealing one brown and one golden eye.
 Out of pebbles and out of patience, David set off on foot 
while thinking, In a couple of days time, I’ll be back in California. I’ll 
make my way to the highway… find a ride. There’s no one, no reason to 
stay here.  
 David made his way down to the creek before he noticed 
the snapping sound of twigs growing closer, first from the left, and 
then from behind him. He glanced around, when suddenly he was 
pummeled. He found himself face first on the ground. What the...?  
He wondered as he rolled on to his back and looked up at the two 
narrow shadows that leaned in above him. 
 The two girls giggled. 
 “Lorelei! I told you before not to tackle me!” David bellowed 
while brushing the twigs and sand off of his Levi’s. 
 “What? Did I scare you?” she taunted before offering him a 
hand, which he declined. David’s younger sister was a whopping 105 
pounds, but even at a mere 5 foot 2 inches she had a better tackle 
form than any male ball player David had ever known. She made 
a habit out of tackling him when he was least prepared. Of course, 
David thought with relief, that dark blurb that was about to smother 
me into the ground was just my sister’s chestnut brown hair. For a 
second, he thought there might be something else, something….
 “Have you met Jenny?” Lorelei asked as she pressed her friend 
out from behind her and into David’s space. “Uh, no. Hi.” David 
half waved at her before stepping back two inches. He asked his sister, 
“Why are you here?”
 “Plums” said Lorelei as she pulled a few green fruits from the 
cross body satchel. 
 “That and stone-skipping.” She said as she pointed to Jenny 
who had ventured a few feet away to collect flat stones. 
 As the three of them threw stones across the river, David told 
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them about Pete. They shared stories they’d heard from town about 
the owl’s first appearance. “It followed him all over town. Maybe the 
curse is real!” Lorelei explained. But Jenny had another idea. 
 Jenny had that sweet appeal. Her copper hair was drawn 
back from her olive skin, highlighting her eyes. As she devised a plan, 
David was lost for a moment in Jenny’s gaze – he had fallen into the 
abyss of the deepest green river. “What do you think?” Lorelei asked.  
“What, huh? Sounds good, I guess.” David said as he tried to regain 
his senses. “Perfect! It’s settled. We’ll go see Jenny’s priest for advice 
tomorrow,” Lorelei cheerfully announced. “If anyone would know 
how to break a curse, it would be him for sure,” Jenny added. David 
didn’t have the guts to tell them that he hadn’t been listening, that 
he’d been lost first in the eyes, and then down the neckline of Lorelei’s 
new 16 year-old friend. He was ‘almost’ ashamed, so he agreed on a 
meeting time.
> > >
 That night, Jenny, Lorelei, and David entered the church’s 
vestibule mid-song and made their way to the back pew of the nave. 
David fumbled through the unknown motions as the patrons crossed 
themselves and stilled for the liturgy of the word, passage readings led 
by the lector. Through scripture readings, prayer, and communion 
Jenny nudged him and motioned to stand, sit, and kneel. The 
whirlwind of symbolic practices was ending as quickly as they began. 
David found himself lost in the final silent prayer. He wondered if he 
should pray for Pete in a church that was not his own and under the 
lead of a faith he did not follow. Before he could decide the service 
was over. Jenny had him by the hand and was leading him into a 
narrow hallway behind the altar to Father Tony’s office. 
 “When someone speak or wishes evil on another, they have 
cursed that person,” said Father Tony. “An indirect curse can result 
when a hex is spoken over an instrument of Malefice.”
 “Malefice?” David asked. 
 “Photos, or personal belongs can serve and an instrument 
of evil, transferring the ill wishes onto the belonging person.” Tony 
explained.
 “Not possible. There are very few pictures of Uncle Pete,” said 
Lorelei.
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 “Right, someone close to him would have to give a picture up 
and that’s unlikely” David added. 
 “A representative malefice can be used as well to contain the 
evil and send it toward the afflicted.”
 “Like?” asked Jenny.
 “Figures, dolls, or animals” Father Tony added. 
 “Owls.”
 “Some believe it’s possible.”
 “So how do we end a curse?” David asked. 
 “We aren’t in the business of offering public blessings to 
dissuade evil from animals. But, I can provide you with some 
instruments of grace to minimize the effects” said Father Tony as he 
opened a cabinet and retrieved a small bottle.
 David popped the cap and sniffed. “Water?”
 “Holy Water.” Father Tony smiled. 
 As Jenny, Lorelei, and David were leaving Father Tony offered 
David some cautionary advice. “Family members have strong bonds. 
Curses can operate within these bonds. If your uncle really is cursed, 
it would be best for all involved to right the wrong, resolve the 
conflict so the hex can be lifted.” That gave Jenny another idea. 
> > >
 The next morning Jenny tapped on David’s window. He met 
her on the side of the house and the two walked around back to find 
Lorelei who had busied herself with morning chores before settling 
into the company of their border collie, Odysseus. The three made 
their way to the reservation to meet Jonathan. 
 Jonathan was only seventeen, but in the tribe he held the 
status of a respectable adult. He busied himself with local cultural 
teachings and had been identified as a future tribal leader. For a short 
while, Jonathan attended public school where he and Jenny became 
friends. After the services, Jenny called him. They hoped he could 
help if there was a hex. David still wasn’t convinced that there was 
such a thing as a curse but he’d been enjoying Jenny’s company too 
much to object. 
 Because it was customary to be led into the reservation with 
a guide, Jonathan met them at the reservations edge where the three 
decided to walk into town for drinks. Siding with outsiders could be 
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bad for Jonathan’s reputation as a leader and he didn’t want to give off 
the wrong vibe. As they walked, Jenny brought Jonathan up to speed 
on Uncle Pete’s dilemma and Father Tony’s advice.
 “So, can you help?” Lorelei asked. 
 Jonathan didn’t want to tell her no, “I can’t break the hex.” 
 Just as he’d expected, Lorelei seemed disappointed. “But, I 
know how it can be broken. It’s complicated.”
 “How complicated?” David asked. 
 “A representative from both parties has to resolve the 
problem. We need someone from each family.” 
 “We don’t even know someone from each family!” David said 
in frustration. 
 “Of course we do.”  Jonathan looked straight at David while 
Jenny and Lorelei waited anxiously to hear who would help them 
with this whole mess. 
 “You.”
 In Jonathan’s tribal studies he had learned that Rita’s father, 
David’s grandfather was a member of the Pueblo tribe. When 
David’s great grandmother had died in childbirth, her son, David’s 
grandfather, was adopted by a local French family. Later in life, his 
grandfather re-established a relationship with his maternal family on 
the reservation – the descendants of which were the very family Pete 
wronged in the trade. 
 “So, not only am I related to Uncle Pete, but also to the local 
Pueblos?” David asked.
 “That’s right, and as the male descendant you can break the 
curse.” Jonathan said while glancing toward Lorelei for approval.
 The three finished their drinks and followed the creek home. 
The last two days had been packed with information, but David was 
nowhere near finding an answer. As the descendant of both trade 
parties, David could end the curse. But, it was up to him to find the 
way – and he still wasn’t sure he believed in the curse.  
 As the four walked up the creek, they joked about the 
occasional misplaced snapping of twigs and faint hooting coming 
from the mesquites and pines along the springs under the setting 
sun. When the hooting turned to growls Jenny shrieked and David 
pulled her close. The growling grew in intensity, grunting until it 
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was upon them. Two red eyes thrust forward from the darkness 
of the trees. Lorelei let out a scream. David grabbed Jenny by the 
hand and pulled. They ran as fast as their feet could carry them. 
“To the clearing!” David shouted. The single pair of eyes became a 
pack as the hungry wild boars chased them up the waterway. “This 
way!” Jonathan yelled. They’d lost some of the pack along the way, 
but one single boar was determined. Just as they’d finally made the 
clearing gunshots rang out. “Someone’s shooting!” Jenny cried. “Keep 
running, go to the house!” David yelled. They ran, and didn’t look 
back until they made it through the gate. 
 After catching her breath, Jenny poignantly claimed, “Another 
malefice?”
 “And, the gunshots?” David asked. “Last time I checked a 
wild boar will gore and eat you, but they don’t have guns.” 
 “Don’t look at me, tribal curses don’t come with weapons!” 
Jonathan added as he put his jacket around Lorelei’s arms. 
 “I’m going to find a way to settle this.” David said, looking 
directly at Jenny. “Can you all meet me at Pete’s tomorrow morning?”
> > >
 David set off to Pete’s house. The owl was still perched 
ominously at the gate when he slipped a note under Pete’s door and 
waited for the ruffle of curtains. 
 “Let’s go,” said David. 
 Still unsure of the plan, Jenny, Jonathan, and Lorelei followed 
as David rounded the back of the house to an area enclosed by coyote 
fencing where the four traded sheep grazed. David slipped a knife 
from his pocket. 
 “What are you doing?” Jenny cried. 
 “Don’t worry.” David said. 
 He slipped the knife under the wire binding freeing the 
gate and swung it open. With two fingers David let out a whistle. 
Odysseus came running, and then herded the four sheep out of their 
enclosure and toward the reservation. 
 “With Jonathan as our guide, we can go to the reservation 
and return the sheep that Pete traded for the sick horse” David 
explained. 
 From time to time, the owl could be seen overhead. When 
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they arrived and locked the four sheep into the enclosure on the 
reservation, the owl was nowhere to be seen. 
 After scanning the sky, Lorelei sighed, “Let’s just hope this 
works.”
 David wanted to go back to his uncle’s to see if the owl had 
gone, but he didn’t want Jenny to think he’d started to believe in the 
curse. He could justify his actions as a means of doing the right thing 
or disguise them as a way to relieve his uncle Pete’s guilt. Instead, the 
four opted to go back to David’s house for some of Rita’s beans and 
tortillas. 
 Something smelled. Back at David’s house, there was smoke 
in the air.  Lorelei rushed the gate with Jenny, Jonathan, and David 
behind her. As they entered the side door, Rita handed them each a 
paper plate. 
 “Mmmm! Smells good.” said Jenny. 
 “Beans?” David asked. 
 Rita smiled, “Yes, beans, pork, and bacon!” 
 “Bacon?”
 “Your father shot a boar last night.”
 “Oh, he did? Did he?”
 They made soft pork tacos and went to the back porch to join 
David’s father.  
> > >
 Jack sat, beer in hand, staring at the clearing. Uncle Pete was 
sitting next to him, poking wooden sticks into the fire pit.
  “I got your note,” said Pete to David, “Thank you.” 
 After David and Pete embraced, Pete offered them each a 
chair. 
 David pulled up a chair for himself and Jenny. Jenny warmed 
her hands over the evenings pit flames.
 “You wrote a note?” she asked. 
 “Yep,” answered David. 
 David smiled at the glow of her reflection. He watched as the 
flames licked up into the approaching night’s air.
 “What’d you say to him?” Jenny asked.
 David paused for a moment before answering, “I’m beginning 
to understand.”
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Let’s Do
Frank Light

  blue black silvery green sheen out of the shadow of 
eyes bulging, retinas pulsing, antennae convulsing
  molting
  a host a horde germinal brood
  cumulative mood 
  prognosis skewed through the cyclotron

Once plentiful
 previously integral
Principle
 phased out in intervals
The slow spinning of mobiles, windmills
lazy Susans, and variegated yarn. It’s cyclical. The division
of cells, the sprouting
of spores, mystical.

   Programmed devolution 
   Data-mined diffusion  
   Digital amusement
   The future's used to do.

    From many, one
    Plus one the sum
    Is two.
    Critical mass
    Breaks the impasse.
    Let’s do. 
    Yes, you.
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A Tibetan Epistle
(For my Tibetan friend, Kalsang. To the miseries of his homeland)
Sreyash Sarkar

After dreams were murdered in plenitude
And the vermilion trail appeared in distress 
And the reverberations of the epic fragrance were heard 
The ephemeral earth underneath 
The Emperor's feet, shook 
And Gods were born.

Come, my lord, let's play a game. 
While in playful stance, when every ray of light 
From every entailed word becomes drunk,  
Let the Tibetan rivers enshroud you 
In braids of emotion
Let the mountains become an entire race 
And dance around you
Let the valley become the priest
For a while
Let the divine tea and porcelain vases 
Break together as
A torrential waterfall 
Because, like humans 
Gods too, can escape..
And clutching onto bags of gold,
Can declare, 
"This freedom is uncalled for."

Just like Buddha's escapade 
From the land of friendship 
Of 'Mar' and of 'Refined Intelligence'
The bird had barged into the weaponry 
Past the numerous 
Blood-stained eyes
Metamorphosed into sunlight.
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Onto the morning of your kingdom 
My midsummer night's dream 
Is knocking, my lord.
Open the door.
And breaking the bonds of my dreaminess 
And while wide awake
I shall sing,
"Tune is the freedom of words."
Come, let’s start.
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watercolor of a rooster; misinterpreted
Tom Pescatore

black gloved hand reaching toward me, fingers grappling,
white forearm to bicep, grotesquely muscled, shaded gray,
the blood red mask covered face cut by three long gashes,
a single ugly, near reptilian eye, cold, piercing stare,
one jagged, ugly, gold tooth, sharpened to tear.
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Penman Road, Paso Robles
Don Thompson
 
This vineyard has been on task
all summer, a no-nonsense
monastery following rules
as strict as St. Benedict’s:
ora et labora.
 
In its cloister of leaves and tendrils
wrapped around wire
with faith that won’t let go,
water seeping from the drip system
catches sunlight as it splashes down,
 
radiant.  Already some grapes
have begun to turn purple,
doing the work,
slow, prayerful, miraculous,
of changing water into wine.
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Death and Love
Jules Gates

When the sun sinks into the blazing orange 
rimming the musky mauve 
of the pillow top in the sky,
like ashen wisps of burnt umber dust,
left-over from a blinding sandstorm,
you seep in through the miniscule holes of the rusted window screen, 
clouding my inner sanctum,
gathering all your grains of unhallowed ground, 

to form yourself into 
an approximation of a man,
holding, ham-fisted, a dozen drooping dried red roses
in one palsied hand,
and, pinched between the knobby thumb and forefinger
of the hand bearing the counterfeit gold ring,
a crushed white rose encrusted with magenta
to pierce the lapel of the black suede jacket
you know I’ll wear for him next,

while his sleeping man-boy face
lays buried in our marriage bed
nuzzling my warm, beige body,
under a mound of chartreuse satin sheets and crimson comforters.

You say you love me anyway.

My eyes flutter open,
the smog breaks into gray patches,
then nothing. 

I loop my leg over his smooth round hip,
cradle his face in my hands,
and kiss his moist pink lips.
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Flutters
Rana Bitar

The morning dew on your lips
glimmers.
I dab at the wail of pleasure,
and I shudder.

I flutter
in between the cup of your hands,
on the tips of your fingers,
I flutter
in the pupils of your eyes,
in the tunnels of your ears.
I flutter with your pulse
I flutter with your stream.
My wings are made 
of the strings of passion
your voice utters
when you call
my name.

I flutter
I flutter 
your taste will soon fly me free.
I shudder. 
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Have a Good Day
Lowell Jaeger

A plurality of us agree 
most folks, at heart, are even-handed
law-abiders, reasonable.  And faithful, not counting
sins of imagination, in view of which 
— if steams of lustful dreaming float heavenward —
blushing saints and angels avert their gaze.

We’re the good guys; on this claim
we can raise our glasses and agree.
We’ve seen bad guys on the news 
and read about them in history books.
Hitler, for example, whose infamy earned
immortality on par with el diablo 
and his legions of demons.  If fiery Adolf
now blazes in Hades, he also abides in our brains,
and he bathes in sour juices we secrete,
ratting-out assholes. 
   At a four-way stop this morning
a neighbor who can’t wait his turn charges onward, 
rolls his window when we honk, grins,
and gives us the finger.  Well, he mustn’t 
be one of us, must be from some other place
less civil than this little island of gentility
we call home.  Outsiders are like that, 
barbarian rubes, Philistines.

Here, we are nice people.  
We follow the rules when someone’s looking.
We shake a lot of hands, give the firm impression
we are glad to see each other.  So glad.
Have a good day, we say, 
and sometimes we mean it.
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Ground Zero
Thomas Piekarski

My mind was a melted ingot of misrouted pride and pain.
So I took my mind and threw it over the edge of the world
for it to twist and turn at speeds unknown to anyone who
ever walked the Earth or played in another planet’s sand. 
I didn’t need a mind to probe mysteries we would wish to  
solve, because they supersede every concept we can grasp, 
disclosed without definition, their answers come and gone, 
evident to one and all. They brand me a malcontent, but so
it goes. It’s never been my intent to seem officious, crass or
mean, but I feel it my duty to inform you the world as you
know it will not last. In the blink of an eye centuries will
roll past like a film reel, and I shudder just to think what
stories they will tell. Yes, I’m able to think although mind 
is severed from body, separated from all conversation, free
to draw it’s own conclusions in a big sea of transcendence.
The concept of God is obsolete. Past and future obsolete.
And neither my mendicant ways nor your fine behavior
add up to anything worth noting compared to irresistible
forces of nature. Nature immutable, nature supreme. You
and me merely mortals swirling in the dark vortex, always
striving to extract fact from fiction, frame and hang it on
a solid wall built by vain man from artificial materials. 
Nothing built by man will survive. Skyscrapers, bridges,
neighborhoods, subways will soon enough be immersed
by oceans, our freshwater deltas turned salty, our proud
cities reclaimed by nature. Once Bangladesh and Miami
go the way of Atlantis, and polar ice is no more, when air
becomes scarce, and wild species a scant memory, perhaps
we’ll realize there is nowhere to run nor hide, our minds
unable to promote order amid a populace lacking options.  
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The Dog’s Tail
J. Tarwood

Freedom Man parades college
walks, his proclamation 
minute words on homemade signs.
(Home’s a box in soggy woods.)
From below, at Gatsby’s,
a sophomore bar elongating 
hours of happiness, I spy.
My wants keep me shy.
Beer economically enlightening,
I decipher how all stuff’s
concrete shoes, so nothing’s
not lonely—it’s liberating!
Making sense, bar-mates jib,
of gibberish yet again.
A victim vet, a panhandler
philosophizing—he’s just
not right.  True name’s Belchek,
they say—like bounced check.
Years ahead, journal opened
in morning shade like a coin
scratched clean, I’ll write Diogenes instead.
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In the Footsteps of Castaneda
D. Shawn Hunton

 “He’s my boss’ son. He was injured in Real de Catorce.”
 “No inglés. Un momento.” The nurse walked away.
 “Hey, are you here for Mateo?”
 “His name is Matthew J. Sackler the Third. Why? Do you 
know something?” His suit was the nicest I’d ever seen. 
 “Yeah, we were with him.” 
 “His father is a very powerful person and he is looking to 
sue any involved in his son’s injury. You better get a lawyer punk.” 
The suit obviously meant business and I couldn’t believe how much 
Mateo, or Matthew J. Sackler the Third, misled us. Charlatan. If he 
believed what he was doing: Quixotic, if he didn’t: Castaneda-esque. 
Charlatan. 

     “Hey, so, how good is Mateo’s Spanish?” I asked Danny 
surreptitiously.
     “Fluent man, he used to live in Guadalajara,” he responded 
brushing a thick, red dreadlock from his face. “Just stick with him, he 
knows what he’s doing.”
     We made our way down Central, through Calle de Benito 
Juarez, and turned left.  Dilapidated walls were supported by the 
deplorables leaning against them. In the spirit of Kerouac, I smiled 
and offered some coins and a swig of wine that I had stashed in my 
pack.  Mateo was bowing to everyone he passed. I remember thinking 
of his actions as reverent at the time, hilarious now. 
     The bustle of the station was a beehive of energy: vendors, 
junkies, the very rich, the very poor, travelers, moving through the 
heart that pumps through the arterial highway systems of Mexico. 
Mateo had to order our tickets. 
We loaded the decades old bus headed for San Luis Potosi and once 
moving, admired the Mexican landscape. We discussed the vacas 
flacas, as we passed stores lit up with bright advertisements for Bimbo 
bread and De La Rosa’s marzipan. All the while I sipped wine from 
a bag and read Journey to Ixtlan. I wasn’t sure what was real in life, 
and Castaneda’s stories, no matter how fantastic, had a mysterious 
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possibility about them. In his writings about these experiences, albeit 
fictitious, lay a hope for the preternatural. 
     The sun, a molten gold dot that reigned over the barren 
landscape of central Mexico shone through my window as Mateo 
came and sat next to me. I was reading but had my notebook and 
several pens sitting on the seat beside me. 
     “Hey Sam, what’s up? Are you excited?” Mateo inquired 
fingering a hemp necklace.
     “Just catching up on how to handle Mescalito when I meet 
him.”
     “Slow down buddy, this experience isn’t about personal power, 
as ol’ Carlos would have you believe.” He thumped the novel in my 
hands. “It’s about being one with the universe.”
   “So, what do you hope to learn?”
     “I’ve made the trip three times, I’m a spiritual guide,” Mateo 
condescended. “You really learn a lot when you are out on your own, 
living hand to mouth, experiencing all of life, like the Buddha.”
     “I really want to see Mescalito, I need some kind of proof that 
the psychedelic experience is real and not just a hallucination.”
     “What IS an experience? Isn’t it just a perception of your 
senses, isn’t a hallucination a perception of your senses as well?” He 
was suddenly David Hume, I was the one studying philosophy. Back 
then, I found Mateo intriguing. He was certain psychedelia was real.
 “Well, that’s why I want to try peyote.”
 “In a couple of days you will get your wish my young 
student.” 
 Gag.
    
 When we arrived in San Luis Potosi we were groggy. During 
the night we stopped at a roadside shop, and Mateo bought a bottle 
of mezcal, Los Suicidos, it lived up to its name. Luckily we were still 
on a relatively vacant bus, and my various notebooks and novels were 
unassailed. 
     “Shit, have you seen my wallet?” Danny exclaimed patting 
himself down.
     “What? When was the last time you used it?”
     “I don’t know man, sometime during the night, I got a bottle 



56

of water.”
     “Don’t worry Danny, Jah provides.” 
      “Is he going to buy me food?” Danny asked incredulously.
     “He finds a way, man.” 
 Danny and I make eye contact in disbelief. “I can get your 
meals, bro.” 
 “Someone must’ve stolen it, I put it in the zipper pocket in 
my pack last night.” 
 “It was meant to happen Danny, there are no accidents. If you 
didn’t lose it here, you would’ve been swindled out of your money by 
someone else,” Mateo explained with certainty.
 Shaking off the haunting hangover, we made our way down 
the stairs and into the inert air of the SLP terminal. A much more 
relaxed atmosphere than Juarez. People walked at farmer’s paces 
through the adobe and wood of the humble station. 
 “Since Danny doesn’t have any money, I think we might have 
to hitch,” Mateo announced and left the group for the front doors.
 “What the hell man? Hitchhike through Mexico? Is he crazy?” 
Hattie hissed coming up behind Danny and me. 
 “He’s done it before, I don’t know, maybe it’s safe.”
 “No fuckin’ way am I hitchhiking through Mexico,” Hattie 
concluded.
 “I don’t know, it might be fun, danger’s fun,” I mused.

 Hattie glowered from her perturbed perch on her pack against 
the tailgate. I purchased another bottle of mezcal, not Los Suicidos, 
and Danny and I were passing it back and forth on the tire well. 
Mateo sat against the rear window of the rust-red Silverado work 
truck with a man called Sancho.  He would respond with both hands, 
palm to palm, bowing ever so slightly during the discourse. The road 
was old, enchanted. It was becoming dusk, no terrestrial lights were 
visible.
 “Guys, check out what’s coming up.” Mateo pointed behind 
his head. 
 The mountain was like a castle tilting at the clouds. The 
sunset lit the landscape lavishly, all the occupants of the truck 
eyed the horizon in awe. The pathway through the mountain 
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was like a wormhole, on the other side was the town as dream-
like, anachronistic, and beaming with beauty as any vision in any 
nocturnal wandering. The entire town was cobblestone, the streets, 
sidewalks, even the cathedral was made of potato sized stones. 
 The truck gave a honk as it hummed down the street away 
from us. The sun had left the town to the lights of the stars. Mateo 
struck out to find lodging for the evening and the rest of us made 
our way to the edge of the road that overlooked the valley. The town 
was an old silver mine perched on the hill like a stone gargoyle atop 
Notre Dame, a work of art. Windmills, like vicious giants, lorded 
over several haciendas down the road. Rainwater reservoirs lined the 
pathway down the steep mountainside, shining the stars back towards 
the heavens.
 “That’s where it is supposed to grow according to The 
Teachings of Don Juan,” I explained as we admired the glow of the 
night sky. 
 “You realize that Castaneda was found to be a complete 
charlatan right?” 
 “Yeah, but just because he was a piece of shit doesn’t mean 
his writing wasn’t based on some facts. By the way, love the word 
charlatan.”
 “It was all fake, he didn’t even believe in the New Age 
movement, he said that the hippies were so dumb that he could sell 
them anything.” 
 “Danny, where’d you find this guy?” Hattie interjected. 
 “I met him in Boulder, he said he’d made the trip several 
times so I trusted him. He got us here didn’t he?”
 “What’s with all the bowing and the look in his eye? His brain 
is fried man, he looks like a dead-head who’s been following ‘em since 
the sixties, BUT HE’S OUR AGE.” 
 “I don’t know, we all wanted to do this, right?” 
Mateo yelled from down the road, “Hey guys, I talked to this old 
sage. She said we could sleep in her guest room.” 

 When the sunrise broke through the clouded window, Mateo 
was in the middle of the floor.
 “Sun salutations are the way to give thanks for being.”
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 Glares triangulated around the room.

 We peregrinated the pastoral scene till exhaustion. “Castaneda 
said to walk to the nearest hill and on the way back you will find the 
right plants for you, maybe we should try that,” I suggested.
     “Who cares what that fake thinks?”
    “He researched this area, at least.”
    “How do you know he was telling the truth?”
 Once back at the oasis where we had made our camp, we laid 
out the bright green bounty before the group. Mateo suggested we 
sit in the cardinal direction that corresponded to our aura, but we 
disobeyed. 
 “You can’t use metal knives to cut it, it spoils the energy.”
 “How are we supposed to cut it so we can eat it? The skin is 
tough. How did the Huichol cut it?” 
 “I don’t know man, just use a stick.” 
 We did our best to cut out the bright green guts of the little 
buttons. Once ingested, we sat and meditated. The wind blew our 
consciousnesses throughout the desert. Experiences of oneness were 
felt and vivid fractals of nature seen. Mescalito never showed. 
 Mateo stumbled between an organ pipe and a barrel cactus 
and ran into a goat herder who was obviously afraid of a quartet of 
dirty hippies waving their hands in the air and staring diligently at 
things that were not there. “Some old sage was there with his goats, I 
told him about the Golden Age, it was amazing.”
 “So everyone’s a fucking sage?” To Danny. 
 The sun had made its trek across the sky and was resting 
in the mountains in the distance like a nested egg. The plant was 
still coursing through our systems on the long hike back to Real. 
Down the dirt road we noticed a truck kicking up a storm of dust. 
Four Federales sat in the back behind mirrored sunglasses. Their 
machineguns swayed about their necks as they traversed the ruts in 
the road. The truck skidded up to the group and Mateo put his hands 
in praying position. We all looked at each other. 
 “What are you gringos doing out here?” the most surly asked.
 “Good evening officer, we are just making our way back to 
Real de Catorce after some spiritual exploration.”
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 They laughed. “So you kids were eating cactus?”
 “…”
 “Line up against the truck.” 
 Mateo bowed. 
 We put our packs down by their tires and they fished 
through them, taking trinkets: a pocketknife, a Nalgene bottle, a 
water purifier. Danny, Hattie, and I were scared stiff, but Mateo 
continued to try and explain his psychedelic experience. The Federale 
backhanded him across the face. He stood up and tried to bow again 
and was struck down with a closed fist. They thought it was so funny 
they all jumped in, laughing at the gringo hippie. 
 “But sir if I...” 
 POW
 “The desert can communicate…”
 SMACK
 “Please…”
 THLUMP
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