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Death is such an awesome
experience that it takes
your breath totally away.

I wish for this poem 
to be the antithesis, under
stated, even modest

like simply breathing, 
yet, indispensable
like the brisk breezes

holding colorful sails
against clichéd blue skies
or the breath that sends 

aloft the many shaped lively kites
like student aspirations, dreams
tied to the determined fists of hearts

with the almost imperceptible strings 
of hope, perhaps, one climbing a bit higher
with the small wind of this poem.

I wish this poem to breathe—

Occasion

Dave Parsons
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Come see me in Africa, one day
Where purple elephants rule.

Ocean waters fizz over tired beaches, reviving
Coffee-tinged sand as daylight unfurls, and swirl
Their foamy fingers over my slender toes.

Unearthed treasures lay exposed, spilling
Faulty bundles of candy corn and licorice, buried deep
With photographs of you.

Ringlets of my caramel-coated hair sting
My salt-covered neck, a smile curls my lips,
While sitting here, upon my elephant.

Tart, sugary treats dripping from green branches nourish
With their hot cotton candy anthem,
And I am in heaven.

So don’t remember
My young, frail body as it fails, suppressed
Between these white, starched sheets.
My golden locks now vanished–—bare head, bare soul.

And until you see me again, picture
Me in Africa, everlasting. 

Where Purple
Elephants Rule

Hedwika Ann Cox
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T he mother and her child held tight each other's hands as they hurriedly 
crossed Tulane Avenue. Never could they make it before the "Don't 

Walk" sign began its offending blink. Lucie disliked still being in the street 
and would run earnestly dragging her mother behind her until once again 
they stood timidly on the front plaza of an architectural vulgarity known as 
Charity Hospital. The girl usually paused to gaze at the gray center of the 
building trespassing into the blue of the city sky and its two somber wings 
unfurled in dismal symmetry. She thought perhaps her father would appear at 
one of the vacant faces of the windows, but he never did. 
 The eight-year-old knew the routine well as it had been executed for over 
two months. No children under twelve were allowed in the hospital. As they 
did not break any rules in their new country, Lucie's mother was obligated to 
bring her child to the waiting hall on one side of the plaza, sit her down on a 
long bench as hard as a church pew, and place simple playthings in her hands. 
"Ne bouge pas. Reste ici. Wait here until I return. I must see if Papa is getting 
better. I won't be long." Her mother lied. No matter how long Lucie 
embraced her or how many sticky tears she left on her neck, her mother was 
always gone so long a time that even the hands of the round clock that hung 
on the faded green wall became so tired they barely moved. This day, the 
dragon breath of August had already pervaded the waiting hall as Lucie and 
her mother entered and sat on the bench nearest the entry that opened onto 
the plaza. 
 "Il fait chaud, Lucie. Here it's a little cooler," said the mother as she 
rearranged the moist clumps of the child's hair and noted sweaty cling of 
cotton on her daughter's small shoulders. Lucie squirmed and grabbed the 
edge of the seat to position her back against it. 
 "Don't put your hands there. C'est ires sale. People leave their gum under 
there." Lucie peered under the bench at the constellations of rejected wads of 
gum and laughed. The woman just sighed. 
 "Tu ne ris jamais," Lucie complained tired of her mother's worn face.
 "I will laugh when there is something to laugh about." 
 The woman placed in her daughter's hand a book of paper dolls, small 
scissors, and two pink pieces of bubble gum wrapped in blue and yellow 
paper. Extravagant purchases for someone so poor, but the guilt of leaving her 
child in the cheerless boundaries of this space painfully distorted her practical 

Memories of an
Immigrant Child

Renee Bilyeu
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nature. Once again she uttered the brittle promise that she would not be 
long. Once again the child did not believe her. 
 Lucie fingered the objects, placed the gum in her pocket for later and 
then opened the book to begin cutting out three cardboard figures: Tina, 
Nina, Mina. What stupid names. I will call them Michelle, Danielle, and 
Noelle. Yes, that was much better. Michelle was her friend; Noelle was 
Christmas; Danielle was just a pretty name that fit the rhyme. The girl cut 
and cut until her thumb and middle finger wore a red ring from the repetitive 
motion of the monotonous task. At last the paper wardrobe was free from 
the bland background, ready to be placed on the perfect printed bodies 
of the dolls. These little girls have so many dresses they never worry about 
clothes for school. They never have to wear their pinafores inside out to hide 
the stains. They never have skirts with a ring around the bottom where the 
hem has been let out. The insipid frozen smiles of the paper triplets began to 
greatly annoy Lucie. She fought the urge to behead them with her miniature 
shears or mangle their resplendent all-occasion wardrobe between her 
fingers. Instead, she shoved everything aside. Lucie lay very still on the bench 
carefully arranging her skirt so no underclothes showed. An unkempt woman 
attending a colicky baby was smoking one bench back. 
 The casual drift of blue tobacco smoke began to envelop the child in 
a chrysalis of memories. Uncle Robert's smell. Her grandmother's Paris 
apartment. Wrinkled hands on a crocheted tablecloth clasping her own in 
pre-meal prayer. She remembered being rocked, lovingly held, vibrations of 
the old woman's voice reverberating in her own chest. She recalled blood 
drooled on a gold colored blanket when her tonsils were removed. 
 "We'll never get it out," her mother had claimed. 
 "It doesn't matter," defended her grandmother. Lucie was comforted 
to think that part of her blood was still on the bedcover in the flower-filled 
apartment of a woman she would never again see. Flowers, so many types of 
flowers, in her home, in the parks, for purchase on the street, where were they 
here? The only ones she saw were sad roses held captive in milk glass vases 
resting on the hospital window sills. 
 Boredom was pushing the girl into unnatural sleep when an unusual 
sound entered the room, a sound different from the drone of conversation 
in the hall or the hum of traffic punctuated by ambulance sirens. It pealed 
like notes from a wind chime full of frivolity and gaiety creating a wave 
that snuffed all other noise with its joy. Oddly, no one but Lucie seemed 
to hear it. From the entrance she saw its source. At the doorway of another 
waiting hall across the plaza three girls close to her age were playing, holding 
each other's hands in a circle and singing something about "posies." Like a 
mural on a ghetto wall, their existence brightened the ashen dullness of their 

Memories of an Immigrant Child
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surroundings. They were "colored" children in flowered dresses with belts tied 
in yellow bows so it appeared large butterflies were chasing them. Lucie never 
wanted to break the rules. The shroud of loneliness had simply become too 
heavy. She put it aside and walked across the plaza to meet the group of little 
girls. 
 "Whatcha doin' here?" chirped one of the children. 
 Lucie just shrugged 
 "What's yo' name?" 
 "Lucie, no "y", L-u-c-i-e." It was important to the child that they get the 
spelling right. 
 "That's a pretty name. I'm Aurelia and this be Aurora. We're twins and 
that be my sister, Odessa. That be Luther over there, my big brother. He be 
watchin' us on counta Momma's sick." 
 There was little conversation after that, perhaps only a brief discussion as 
to who was "it" in the game of Tag or a review of the lyrics of "Ring-around-
the Roses." There was a lot of giggling punctured by little-girl screams. 
"Let's play Jax," suggested Odessa. The children plopped down, legs apart, 
toes touching forming an odd shaped star. Lucie hesitated briefly noting the 
filthy condition of the floor at the entrance of their waiting hall. She became 
aware that the print of her companions' dresses was faded, the collars tattered, 
and they wore a necklace of grime around their necks. 
 "C'on, you playin' O' not?" Asked Aurelia. Odessa had already tossed 
the little metal shapes and was swooping them up like she was catching flies 
after throwing the small rubber ball into the air. Lucie surveyed the girls very 
seriously. She took the two pieces of bubble gum from her pocket, removed 
the paper wrapping and cut each into two with her teeth. She handed each of 
her new friends a portion as she announced, "I'm playing." She sat down and 
became part of the star. 
 His shadow came over them like the umbra of the moon eclipsing of the 
sun.
 "What's you doin' here? You ain't supposed to be here, you hear. You 
supposed to stay over there, over on the white side," he angrily expounded. 
The children scurried into the sanctuary of their own hall leaving Lucie 
alone to face the guard. As she stared at him, the blue of his shirt seemed 
to fade into the sky and his gray uniform blended into the landscape. He 
momentarily seemed to have vanished. Lucie gazed him back into reality. 
Her head tilted slightly from side to side like a dog trying to grasp one 
syllable from the babble in order to respond appropriately. He interpreted her 
hesitation as noncompliance further fueling his rage. 
 "Where's ya mother? Maybe she needs t' know that you don't respect 
the rules. Maybe she needs t' know how her kid is nothin' but a brat that 

Renee Bilyeu
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goes aroun' playin' with niggers." The word "mother" triggered the child to 
action. She blindly sprinted back to her spot on the bench where he said she 
belonged. 
 Lucie gathered her belongings into her lap so as to occupy the least 
amount of space on the bench as possible. Confusion and fear circulated 
in her brain like planets in  an unstable orbit around a bewildered star. 
Eventually the orbit would decay. The planets would be absorbed. But not 
today. Now Lucie was very quiet and still. She could not, however, contain 
the quavering of her breath nor the shaking of her mouth as her sweat and 
tears united into one liquid falling down the slope of her cheeks unto the 
perfect smiles of Tina, Nina, and Mina. 

Memories of an Immigrant Child
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I am not 
thin, spindly or 
a waif-like pixie doll manufactured 
between glossy pages to be 
spoon-fed to girls like me. 
I have 
(not so subtle) curves, 
flaws and boys don't pant 
when they look at me but at least 
I am not reduced to a serving, a 
snack, a single drive-through screw. 
 
I've never 
gone to a school dance or 
baked on the beach with sun dyed hair, but 
my heart's intact, my legs are crossed. 
I am whole, are you? 
I don't 
have rich parents or drive 
pretty cars, and I've never touched a 
pom-pom in my life. When I fall 
I'm the only one there to pick 
the pieces back up, but at least 
my hands know what 
living feels like. 
I am not 
here for gratification and I 
don't need someone's admiration 
to feel validated. It's a little 
bit sad how better sex sells than 
self-respect. 

Validation

Crystal Lovelady
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The path was always mine you know 
Though intruders may have stomped 
Grew in the ruts and ridges they did hoe 
Seeds of knowledge to survive
Grew also there the seeds of hope 
Some, I fear I've lost
The weeds are gaining ground 
The stream's a stagnant moat
Survive is not enough alas 
Bloom is what I need
I can't see how things are 
And I'm running out of seed
I was so busy treading water 
Keeping me and them afloat 
My garden was unattended
My self had run amuck
Keep choosing treading water?
Choose not to give a fuck?
The path was always mine you know 
This concept I've conceived 
The harder one for me to grasp
Is remember to believe

Two Poems

Glenna Kraft

Green to bind
Blue for flow
Surround me

Tattoo Colors

Remember
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EXT. SKYLINE BEAM - MIDDAY 
It’s 1930. Eleven construction men take their lunch break, casually, on a 
1,200 ft. high beam that hangs over the New York City Skyline. Their legs 
dangle, and we hear a distinct conversation from three guys on the right end. 
They have STRONG New York accents (From left to right) Tony, Donald in  
the middle, and Frank on the end. 

 
TONY 

I’m so hung ovah from last night. 
 

FRANK 
You’re telling me. I must have drank ten beers! Well, for what 
I can remembah. 

 
TONY 

I think I still might be drunk. 
 

DONALD 
Rough night huh fellas? 

 
TONY 

Oh Don! Don! 
 

FRANK 
Those two girls huh Tony? Huh? 

Tony and Frank Laugh. 
 

DONALD 
Well what happened? What happened? You parked em didn’t 
ya. Ah you guys always get the girls when I’m not there! 

 
TONY 

Do you think that’s a coincidence Frank? 

Skyline Workers

Brandon Reich
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Tony and Frank Laugh and mess with Donald. 
 

DONALD 
Come on. Come on Tony ... Frank, take it easy. I have a soft 
heart. My feelings get hurt pretty easy, you know that. 

 
FRANK 

Ah, Don we’re just josh’n with ya. 
 

TONY 
Yeah, just josh’n. Here, have a bite of my mother’s tuna 
sandwich. 

 
DONALD 

Ah thanks Ton! 

Takes a bite. 
 

DONALD 
That’s delicious! 

 
FRANK 

Still with your mothah? When are you going to move out 
Tony baby? 

 
TONY 

Whenever I can find a wife that can make a tuna sandwich as 
good as my mothah! 

Looks to Donald for approval. 

TONY 
Am I wrong? Don, am I wrong! 

Donald finishes chewing his bite. 
 

DONALD 
Delicious! (beat) So tell me what happened with those girls? 
Details fellas! 

 

Skyline Workers



15

FRANK 
Ah, I was going to tell you a big fib about how crazy they 
were, but I’m too lazy. Nothing happened. 

 
TONY 

Speak for yourself Frank. 
 

FRANK 
What? 

 
TONY 

Something happened for me! Or should I say something 
happened to those girls! 

 
DONALD 

Ah yeah! Tony you dog! 
 

FRANK 
What? Like you and that girl? 

 
TONY 

No, I mean like me and both of those girls! After you left! 
 

DONALD 
Ah Frank that’s terrible luck! 

Donald and Tony now laughing together. 
 

FRANK 
Like both of those girls? You  
mean, the girl you were with, and her friend? 

 
TONY 

Yup! 

Tony Laughs 
 

FRANK 
I really liked her friend Tony! 

 

Brandon Reich
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TONY 
So did I! 

Donald Laughs with Tony, and both swing rapidly. 
 

DONALD 
Go Tony! Go Tony! 

 
FRANK 

Can it Don! (Beat) Na, she gave me her number and 
everything. (Beat) Listen Ton, call me jealous, but I think 
you’re full of it. 

 
TONY 

You calling me a liar Frank? 
 

DONALD 
Oh gosh not again. 

Tension between Frank and Tony rises as they hang over the skyline. 
 

FRANK 
Yeah. Yeah, you know I am. I say, you didn’t get both those 
girls. I say, you didn’t go home with nobody. 

TONY 
You sure you want to call me a liar Frank? 

 
FRANK 

I’m sure not going to be calling you Honest Abel. Right Don? 
Right?

Donald makes a gesture as if he wants no part of it. 
 

TONY 
Why don’t you call me a liar over here Frank. 

 
DONALD 

Come on guys, fellas, not on the job? 

 

Skyline Workers
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FRANK 
(Has his eyes locked with Tony) Yeah, not on the job Tony. 
That would be too painful for me to hurt my good friend like 
that. 

TONY 
That a fact? 

 
FRANK 

Yeah that’s a fact. 

Tony stands up on the beam, still holding his tuna sandwich, and Frank stands 
up quickly after. The other workers on the beam continue their break like nothing 
is happening. Donald, still in the middle sitting down, holds his arms apart to 
separate the two. Donald seems to be more concerned with death than anyone else. 

 
TONY 

Say what you gotta say. 
 

FRANK 
What?! Were they just such outstanding girls that you couldn’t 
wait to bring em home to your mothah? 

Tony’s anger intensifies. Donald’s eyes widen. 
 

DONALD 
Why don’t we just leave the mothahs out of this. 

 
TONY 

Better listen to him Frank. He’s a wise man.
 

FRANK 
Alright Tony, alright. I was out of line. I meant nothing by it. 
I love your mothah. (beat) She always makes the best cheery 
pie. Tell her I said so. 

Both Tony and Frank still worked up. A long angry pause from the two. Donald 
looks at Tony to ease the tension. 

 
DONALD 

Outstanding cheery pie! 
 

Brandon Reich
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TONY 
You’re both right. She’s great. 

 
DONALD 

Great, great. 

FRANK 
I love her pie. 

 
DONALD 

Now what you twos say I buy a round of beers, and we get 
some different floozies as soon as we’re off the job? 

Tension seems to lift. 
TONY 

We probably won’t even see a dame with Don around! 
 

FRANK 
Hey Don, make sure you get the table in the dark. That might 
help out your chances. 

Frank and Tony laugh. Frank and Tony sit back down, and Frank pats Donald 
on his back. 

 
FRANK 

New floozies sound nice Don. 
 

DONALD 
Why are we even friends? You really know how to hurt a 
man’s feelings. Good thing I know I’m handsome. If I jumped 
off of this thing...you guys would feel awful! 

 
Donald looks down toward the ground. Tony and Frank burst out laughing! 

 
FRANK & TONY 

Jump! Do it! YOU DON’T HAVE THE GUTS! 

Fade out as ... 
Frank and Tony tease Donald.
End Scene

Skyline Workers
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The giant red bull snorted; his head down, then up briefly. 
Black eyes flamed with anger. 
Smoke spewed from nostrils and ears. 
Thick hooves, heavy with the weight, dug up dirt and flung it 
far. 
Dust in our faces, on our hands and arms. 
We didn't care. 
We were little girls, laughing, playing, fearlessly taunting. 
Saturday morning lark. 
"Moooo," we bellowed; stomped our feet; held fingers up like 
horns. 
Grandma appeared at the screen door. 
"Get outta that pasture—I'll switch you both!" 
We ran for the hills. 

Knowing When to Quit

Rhonda Leverett
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I  didn’t mind it so much when Dad said Mom had to go. She was a 
compulsive overeater, always eating the best parts of the chicken and 

taking the chocolates I hid around the house trying to save for myself. Then 
he said Enid had to go. Well for a brother he was all-right but he was an 
asshole of a person. If he knew I was coming into a room he’d throw back the 
door so it’d jam my toes. And he beat me at games even when I was winning 
by throwing the board up in the air and shouting, “I win because you’re 
an idiot!” which is poor sportsmanship and, technically, not a win. Tell the 
truth I was glad to see him go. I even lit a cigarette and watched the sun set 
through my window that night. I didn’t smoke it because I quit that a long 
time ago, but I laid the cigarette on a rectangular glass tray on the window sill 
and let it burn down with the sun. 
 “Stinky talks too much. He’s leaving,” Dad said. That surprised me partly 
because I think I talk more than my little brother Stinky. I was also slightly 
alarmed, but I have trained myself to be an agreeable person in the worst of 
times. I nodded my head and risked (because I was a little afraid now, I’ll 
admit), a small “Yup.” But I drew the line when he stared with a frown at 
my little brown rodent friend, Mousetrap. I saved him from one of those 
sticky pads that people with no brains (like Uncle Leroy) like to hide in dark 
corners so their own lives can be tidy as garbage cans boiled out with bleach – 
No surprises! Nothing living outside their control! There’s still a wee bit of the 
pad left on his back toes. I cut him off the pad real careful so he had these flat 
white shoes on his hands and feet for months but they’ve mostly worn off.  
 “He ate my cheese. I’m gonna put him on the fire out back, like the 
others.” Yikes O’man O’live! What the hell-What the hell!? My mind 
raced like a Goodyear tire at a Nascar race. I’ve trained myself to watch 
the burnings on the ball that sets behind our scorched prairie each night. 
Sometimes I see them as sacrifices to the gods for us having polluted the 
planet off its orbit into its present sun-sucking revolutions. I thought we were 
going to go splat into old Fireface at first. I’d said my goodbyes to the ones 
that count, but then we got into this rocking, almost hitting the sun, pattern 
that burnt up most all the plants and animals around here right away (I’d 
reckon the other side of the planet isn’t fairing any better), and that’s when 
I found my friend Mousetrap. He’d survived the orbit shift by being inside 
these cement walls in the first place. 

Animal Lover

Lisbeth Mizula-Piper
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 I looked around the table two nights ago. We were down to three and 
there wasn’t a whole lot of food left. Uncle Leroy’s eyes were starting to look 
shiny when he looked my way. He’s the only one of us that’s gained weight 
since all this happened and I have my suspicions about my two, sweet, 
chubby cousins who used to live with us. I don’t think they wandered out 
without a heat suit and got burnt. And them his own daughters. Daddy 
won’t believe it but he won’t believe his own watch anymore–he smashed 
it this morning with the frying pan lid because he thought it was living. I 
was coming up from the basement where I keep a secret food supply for 
Mousetrap and me. I was beside myself, all the batteries on the other clocks 
dead and that our last time piece. I yelled “Dad, it’s mechanical, it’s not 
alive!” but he smashed it because he’s gone insane. 
 Mousetrap and I are too smart to come out of the cellar now. I’ve 
padlocked us in and chiseled a chip off the side of the door so I can see into 
the kitchen. I see Uncle Leroy’s got the turkey carver set up on our old, oak 
table, and he’s chewin’ away on Daddy’s shin bone. He’s got the light out but 
I can see him. And I can see the big sticky pad he’s laid-out just beyond the 
cellar door. And Mousetrap can see it too, now that I put some little blue 
marbles in his tiny eye sockets.

Lisbeth Mizula-Piper
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Morning moon
running from the sun
seeking shade behind the Earth.
Let you see my trouble

Morning moon
altering oceans,
bathing the shore.
Let you see today’s beginning

Morning moon
holding back tears,
shining light.
Let you see I’m not pretending.

Morning moon
orbiting through years,
showing birds in flight.
Let you see who I miss.

Morning moon 
being a pun,
giving birth.
Let you see this mourning man.

Morning Moon

Damian Zabava
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The bald eagle,
With its obsidian wings,
And great sharp talons
Is menacing.

With effortless grace
And flap of wing,
This beautiful beast ascends
Ever upward.

Its umber eyes,
Its sharp lemon beak,
Its feathers neatly preened,
This is a creature of magnificence,
One of awe and inspiration.

Powerful
And graceful,
It is forever invincible.

This is its final flight,
Because it collides with Air Force One.

The eviscerated eagle
With its dripping wings,
And shredded talons,
Is pitiful.

The pudding of his eyes
And fractured lemon beak
Are matted with bloodied feathers.

The twisted remains descend
Ever downward.

 
The Sum of Its Parts

Matthew Johnson
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P osh, posh, posh went his footsteps in the snow, and Woodrow felt like 
an intruder amidst the calm stillness. But soon he would rest beneath his 

tree, and he too would be still and quiet. 
 As he neared the tree, he tried not to think of Eric Murphy and the 
laughing faces of the day before. Oh those wicked children, he thought, 
Damn them all! 
 He pressed his fingers against the tree. He knew the tree and had always 
known it, and he believed the tree knew him. He sighed in relief, and slowly 
sat down against its weathered old trunk. 
 That Eric Murphy really was a rotten scumbag. It was a rotten thing to 
do, kicking him like that in front of everybody. And there was no doubt in 
his mind that Eric Murphy was a rotten scumbag. 
 “Hey, Woodrow!” he had said from across the hall. “Come here...I 
need to ask you something.” Woodrow had reluctantly complied, but to 
his displeasure was greeted not with an inquisition, but with a hard kick in 
the groin. Eric Murphy laughed and pushed him to the floor. All the kids 
laughed too, until the whole school boomed with terrible laughter. 
 Damn that Eric Murphy!! he thought presently, but I won’t let him ruin my 
peace out here...Just me and my tree. The tree waited. “You’ll never laugh at me, 
will you?” asked Woodrow, and he leaned his head against the tree. 
 He was right, of course. The tree would never laugh, would never cry. It 
would only stand there in the middle of that barren field, listening patiently 
to the idiot ramblings of whoever passed beneath its branches. 
 All of a sudden the dialogue was distracted. Woodrow glanced upward to 
see a dumb old raven comfortably perched in his tree. He tried hard to ignore 
the little snoop, but the bird’s subtle movements bellowed in his ears. 
 “And damn you, too!” he said finally, and glared at the raven. The bird 
angled its neck and parted its beak as if to respond, but nothing came. 
Woodrow scowled, and began to climb up into the tree. “Hmph! I’m gonna 
get you, you rotten..."  he muttered. 
 As he came just within reach of the feathered fiend, he thought one last 
time, Agh! I hate that Eric Murphy!! and lunged forward with hands preying. 
The bird carelessly fluttered away, and Woodrow plummeted thirty solid feet 
to the cold ground. 
 It was quiet again. 
 And then, in the bitter silence of tragedy, the tree laughed.

The Timeless Tragedy
of Woodrow

Colin Endsley
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T he night air is warm and pleasant and carrying on it the scent of hot 
dogs and warm beer when Chrissy del Lago enters the lobby of the 

Beacon Theatre and makes a beeline for Wesley Jameson’s office. He finds 
Wesley, eyes bloodshot, clad in a turtleneck and orange jerkin, pacing 
fervently in front of a chalkboard. Wesley’s hands are animated, flailing to 
accentuate every syllable, occasionally thrusting a half-burnt roach towards 
the board. Saffron Dultworm and Tony Hightower watch him, nodding 
softly in between bites of Chinese takeout.
 “…so therefore,” Wesley says, taking a deep breath, “I have proven, by 
means of reason and scientific evidence, that microscopic—yet nevertheless 
powerful—deposits of magnetic material reside in the mammary glands. Due 
to the influence of the Y chromosome, these magnetic deposits drift upwards 
in males of the human species, settling in the ocular nerves. And this, my 
dear Saffron, is why males are incapable of removing their eyes from every set 
of breasts they see.” 
 “You are so full of shit, Wesley.” 
 “You can’t call science shit, Saffy. You just… can’t.”
Chrissy clears his throat to get his boss’ attention. Wesley spins around, the 
joint soaring out of his hand. 
 “Yeah man?”
 “I was just down at Eddie’s House of @#$%,1” Chrissy says, referring to 
the unnamed novelty shop located east of the Beacon. “Guess what Eddie just 
had installed?”
 “...air conditioning?”
 “Death Race.”
 “No fuckin’ way.”
 “Major fuckin’ way.”
 “Mobilize!”
 Wesley claps his hands, grins. Behind him, Saffron rests her head in her 
palm and sighs.
 “You boys and your toys.”
 “Hey...hey...Death Race is not a toy. It is a...video entertainment module. 
It is like Pong. But you kill shit.”

Death Race '79
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1 @#$%- Onomatopoeia. Approximated by the sound of a slide whistle being blown twice in rapid 
succession
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 “Marvelous.” Saffron takes another piece of chicken chow mein into her 
mouth and gnaws at it. “Where the hell did we order this stuff from?”
 “The place Al gets his Christmas Eve dinners from.”
 “I think it’s cat.”
 Wesley picks up the phone and begins dialing extensions. A moment 
later Al Koscian is at the office door. Wesley paces back and forth, his jerkin 
flapping against his chest. 
 “Nu2?” Al asks.
 “Death Race,” Wesley says. “For the past two months we have been trying 
to get our hands on Death Race.”
 “What’s Death Race?”
 “Death Race is the most fuckin’ awesome thing since God invented pecan 
pie and redheads,” Wesley says. “It is the most twisted and vile and depraved 
piece of entertainment to have ever come out of Japan. It is an arcade 
machine in which the object is to run shit over.”
 “We showed the movie version on a double feature with Dirty Mary, 
Crazy Larry,” Al says. 
 “Now Eddie’s House of @#$% has got one of these babies, and let me tell 
you, the Bible beaters down south have been having it yanked out of every 
bar, pool hall, and juke joint from here to Sacramento. These machines are 
one in a million.”
 “Who’s manning the concession stand?” Tony asks.
 “Crazy Bible thumpers, man,” Saffron says. She opens Wesley’s desk and 
retrieves a pair of enormous pink Janis Joplin shades, puts them on, rolls her 
head back. “I wanna help make this happen, man,” she says. “Not for the 
game, man, but because it’s the man. I wanna cripple the fuckin’ man, man.”
 Wesley claps his hands, snatches the takeout box from Saffron, scarfs 
down a mouthful. “Yeff! Thif if the spirift. Ahem. Yes. You see, we are 
not—We are not doing this so that we can play a game where you run 
things over, which is cool. No. We are doing this for America, man. For the 
First Amendment. For Freedom of Expression. This isn’t about vehicular 
manslaughter. This is about liberty.”
 “Fight the fuckin’ power, man,” Saffron says.
 “They can’t get rid of us,” Wesley says again. “They can’t ban our movies. 
We will not have that. We will be defenders of truth, man.”
 “Who’s running the projectors?” Tony asks.
 “Eddie cannot guard that machine,” Wesley says. “He is not a defender of 
truth. He is a peddler of porn. A seller of smut. A solicitor of sleaze. But he is 
not a defender of truth. We are defenders of truth. And we will defend Death 
Race. But first...first, we must steal it.” 

Preston Fassel

 2  Noun, Yiddish (Jewish) slang—Roughly equivalent to “Yeah?” or “So?”
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 Minutes later, Wesley and Saffron on the sidewalk in front of the Beacon, 
Shelly the box office girl watching curiously, she does not remember Saffron 
having a Holly Golightly beehive or Wesley a pompadour, or Wesley having 
a goatee, for that matter. She is further puzzled when Al Koscian pulls up to 
the sidewalk in what appears to be a large lemon yellow gumball machine on 
wheels. 
 “Dear God, man,” Wesley says. “What in the hell is that?”
 “My car,” Al says. 
 “Is it...Is it a toy?” Saffron asks. She giggles and buries her face in Wesley’s neck.
 “Boychik, this is a brand new 1979 AMC Pacer.” 
 Wesley cocks his head. “Is it...is it a toy?”
 “...get in the car.”
 Saffron: “Gee Al, I think you’re gonna have to ask the clowns to move 
over, first. I don’t think we can fit in there with all forty of them.” She and 
Wesley move around to the passenger side, Al leans over, opens the door, the 
two slide in beside him.
 Wesley: “Roomy.”
 “One of the innovations of the American Motors Corporation,” Al says. 
“You can also note the enlarged window hatchback, the rounded design.”
 “Something feels off,” Wesley says.
 “That would be because the passenger side is designed four inches wider 
than the driver’s side, a psychological function to encourage passengers to 
enter the rear from the safer side.”
 Saffron giggles. “Enter the rear,” she parrots.
 “We’re going,” Al says. He starts the car. 
 “This is a dangerous journey,” Wesley says. “We’re travelling into the very 
heart of darkness here. Everyone got their switchblades and brass knuckles?”
 “None of us own switchblades or brass knuckles,” Saffron says.
 “Shit,” Wesley says.
 Al pulls into traffic. The night is black but comfortable. The Pacer 
moves at a snail’s pace down the Deuce3, snaking slowly and silently into the 
shadowy sybarite playground that lay east of the Beacon. The neon lights of 
the grindhouse4 marquees change to harsh and retina burning electric bulbs 
radiating around the stark white signs which designate the myriad porn 
shops, peep shows, sex shows in this dark territory. “XXX.” “Adult Books.” 
“Live Nude Girls.” “Buy War Bonds.”
  The Pacer continues onward, into the void, the road is more cracked here 
and the sidewalks dirtier. Saffron and Wesley’s eyes are all buggy and veiny 
and red now, they are stifling laughter brought on by massive consumption 
of cheap grass, laughter brought on by the fear, they are very far from home 

Death Race '79

3 Slang –42nd Street in New York City, especially the section which runs the width of Central Park.
4 Slang–an independently owned and operated movie theatre specializing in double and triple features 

of low-budget movies of an exploitative nature
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now, too far, it is an uncomfortable distance they have come, and they look 
at one another and can see the fear in one another’s eyes, the fear of the alien 
and the foreign and unfamiliar, they are safe in their own realm but now 
they have stepped into someone else’s realm and it is not safe here, it is very 
dangerous, you can be killed here, or mugged here, or a homeless man might 
take your photo and then demand you buy it from him. 
 The Pacer rolls past a bulbousy man in a black bustier, donning an 
auburn beehive wig, reaching down into his hot pants to tuck his testes 
between his thighs. Behind the drag queen, a black obelisk of a building 
nestled in between a liquor shop and a pool hall, its plastered over windows 
declaring in black block letters, “ADULT B_OKS INS_D_”.
 “We’re here,” Wesley says. “Eddie’s House of @#$%.”
 “Shit,” Saffron says. “We’re a long way from home.”
 Al looks at the odometer. “Two blocks,” he says.

 If elephant graveyards are where pachyderms go to die, and Florida is 
where Jews go to die, then Eddie’s House of @#$% is where good taste goes 
to die, on fluid-splattered pink and mauve tile, amongst racks of hardcore 
magazines and multicolored edible undergarments. 
 Saffron and Wesley can almost smell the death as they enter the building, 
manifested in the form of massive amounts of ammonia fumes, carried up 
from the floor on gusts of air blasting forth from the streamer-flanked air 
conditioning unit mounted in the ceiling. 
 “Jesus,” Saffron says.
 “Keeps the place from turning into a biohazard,” Wesley says. “Eddie has 
his goons dump boiling water and ammonia onto the floor every other hour. 
Burns up the scum and the blood and the puke. Hold your nose.”
 Wesley and Saffron progress through the place, heads low, hands in 
pockets, the proper posture for any sex shop customer on the Deuce. Only 
vice cops walk with their heads up, their inherent human pride the only thing 
they have left to hold onto when undercover in the role of a degenerate. It is 
what gives them away.
 Death Race is just where Chrissy said it would be, nestled in the back 
of the store between the wall and a peep booth. The front of the machine is 
black and the sides are white. It is emblazoned in various places with images 
of grinning skulls; the front of the machine is bezeled, and contains the 
game’s video screen and controls, modeled to look like twin steering wheels 
and gear shifts. Mounted above the video screen is the machine’s marquee, 
painted in full and glorious color, purples and reds and greens and blacks and 
whites, all exploding towards the bloodshot eyes of Wesley and Saffron, the 
game’s logo, DEATH RACE, printed in gothic letters on the entrance to a 
gated cemetery through which a pair of grim reapers drag race in go-karts. 

Preston Fassel
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 Saffron and Wesley ignore the heavy breathing coming from the peep 
booth and size up their target. 
 “Eddie knew someone would come,” Wesley says. He taps the machine 
with the toe of his cowboy boot. “He’s got it in there, nice and snug.”
“Well, let’s get it out.”
 They both pause.
 “How?” Wesley says.
 They pause again.
 “Shit,” Saffron says. 
 Very quietly they stuff their hands back into their pockets and stroll out 
the front of the building. They get back into Al’s Pacer. Al looks at them, at 
their hands, at their faces, back at their hands. 
 “It’s that small?” he says.

 They drive back up the Deuce. Within a minute they pass a delivery 
truck. Al parks the car. They wait. A thin man with a curly beard exits the 
truck, pushing a dolly loaded up with cardboard boxes full of candy. Wesley 
and Saffron exit the car. They approach the delivery man. Saffron stands in 
front of him. Wesley kneels behind him. Saffron punches the delivery man 
in the stomach; he topples back and Wesley reaches up between his legs and 
grabs the buckle of his belt and yanks him backwards. The delivery man 
somersaults onto the street and Saffron tips the dolly over. The cardboard 
boxes fall and bounce but do not break open. The delivery man bellows; 
Saffron and Wesley charge back to Al’s pacer. Saffron jams the dolly into 
the back seat; Wesley is still getting into the car and the delivery man is just 
getting up as Al slams the gas and they tear back to Eddie’s House of @#$%.
 Saffron and Wesley can almost smell the death as they enter the building, 
manifested in the form of massive amounts of ammonia fumes, carried up 
from the floor on gusts of air blasting forth from the streamer-flanked air 
conditioning unit mounted in the ceiling.
 “Jesus,” Saffron says.
 “Keeps the place from turning into a biohazard,” Wesley says. “Eddie has 
his goons dump boiling water and ammonia onto the floor every other hour. 
Burns up the scum and the blood and the puke. Hold your nose.”
 “Whoah,” Wesley says.
 “What?” Saffron says.
 “I think we’ve done this before,” Wesley says. Saffron looks frightened.
 “Oh my God,” she says. “I can see us here, but not now.”
 “Let’s get the hell out of here,” Wesley says. 
Very quietly they stuff their hands back into their pockets and stroll out the 
front of the building. They get back into Al’s Pacer.
 “Where’s the game?” Al says. He cocks an eyebrow. “Where’s the dolly?”

Death Race '79
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 “Shit,” Welsey says.
 Back to the House of @#$%. The orange dolly is still standing where 
Saffron and Wesley left it, near the front door, unmolested. A hairless, leather 
clad ball of fat sits perched behind the counter on an unbelievably durable 
stool. He wearily checks his watch. It is almost time for the floor’s bi-hourly 
ammonia bath. He crosses his arms over his breasts and nods off. Wesley and 
Saffron grab their dolly and head to the back. Soft grunts now emanate from 
the peep booth. Wesley approaches Death Race and strokes the screen.
 Saffron jams the base of the dolly beneath the machine. Then she climbs 
onto the front of the machine, latching the heel of her boot first into one of 
the steering wheels and then into the bezel, careful not to scratch the screen, 
she grips the marquee and lifts herself to the top, Wesley simultaneously 
composing a thank-you note to Levis and contemplating whether there are 
also magnetic deposits in the female gluteus. Saffron braces her boot heels 
against the wall and grabs the marquee, pushing the machine forward. 
“Grab the dolly!” She grunts, and Wesley grips the front of the dolly, tipping 
backwards, and Saffron dives forward as the machine falls, her head scrapes 
the ceiling but she still lands with awkward grace on the floor behind Wesley, 
bouncing to her feet quickly enough to grip his shoulders and help him 
steady the machine before it topples over onto him. Saffron strolls behind the 
machine, unplugs it, flings the power cord onto the top of the cabinet. 
 “It’s time,” Wesley says.
 There is a strange and low shrieking bellow from the peep booth. Then, 
the quick sound of denim rushing up bare legs and a zipper rising. From out 
of the peep booth steps Eddie Lawler, pageboy hair a mess, translucent skin 
soaked in his own sweat, one tail of his paisley shirt hanging over the crooked 
waistline of his orange bell bottoms. His own hesitation to act will cost him 
Death Race tonight. 
 Before Eddie can strike, even utter a word, Saffron has grabbed the bars 
of the dolly from Wesley and is hauling ass through the store, Eddie in hot 
pursuit, knocking down displays of Trojans and Charles Nelson Reilly novelty 
dolls. Eddie gains on Wesley; he reaches up to one of his displays, his short, 
hairy fingers gripping the first suitable weapon, this being the neon orange, 
ten inch long Hendrix Model marital aid. 
 Eddie’s arm extends behind the rest of his body as his legs propel him 
forward. He swings the Hendrix Model towards Wesley’s head, hollering; he 
hits a patch of undried ammonia, Eddie’s body soars in a backwards arc, his 
ankles curling up to meet his face as he lands squarely on his butt. There is a 
painful and soul piercing crunching sound, and Eddie Lawler screams, and 
Saffron and Wesley escape into the night. 
 

Preston Fassel
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The back of the pacer opens; Al leaps from the driver’s seat, and all three 
employees of the Beacon load the machine into the back with nervous ease. 
The front door of Eddie’s House of @#$% flies open, there is Eddie, the 
Hendrix Model in one hand, the other hand clutching his own wounded 
back, behind him the blob from the register staggering and muttering and 
foaming at the mouth. 
 “Holy Moses, Wesley, it’s the goddamn Michellin Man,” Saffron cries, 
and Wesley’s head snaps around, the two of them now fearful in their still 
unfaded delirium that they are about to be devoured by a man made out of 
quality tires. 
 “You fuckin’ degenerates,” Eddie snaps, and he hobbles towards the pacer. 
Al dives into the driver’s seat and Saffron grips the edge of the rear window, 
boosts herself off her feet and slides inside. Only Wesley is still left outside 
the vehicle as Eddie bears down on it. The Pacer ticks to life; Wesley grips 
the back of the Death Race machine, jutting out of the back of the vehicle, 
and hoists himself onto it, spreading his legs wide to straddle the back of the 
machine. His ass is suspended in mid air over the street as Al floors it and 
the car speeds away. Eddie bellows; Wesley cackles. Eddie pulls his arm back 
and throws something. The Hendrix Model soars through the air and lands 
unceremoniously in the middle of the street, lolling back and forth for a few 
seconds before settling into a crack in the pavement and lying still, impotent.
 The arrival of Death Race at the Beacon is treated as a glorious homecoming. 
Under the supervision of Al, Tony and Chrissy throw handfuls of burned 
popcorn at Saffron and Wesley as they wheel the machine into the lobby. Chrissy 
produces a kazoo and does his best Reville. Once the machine reaches the center 
of the lobby, the ceremonies end, and a problem becomes apparent:
 “Where are we going to put this thing?” Wesley asks.
 The question hangs in the air. Everyone becomes tense. It is a serious 
consideration. What does one do with a five-foot-tall pilfered arcade 
machine?
 The most obvious choice is in Wesley’s office. A cursory examination of 
that room demonstrates that the wall socket is already packed to capacity 
with plugs and adaptors; Wesley trembles. 
 “Damn thing’ll short circuit the entire building, and blow us up,” Wesley 
says. Saffron is hesitant to believe the latter part of the assertion. 
 “Probably right,” Al says. “Old wiring. Not what we need.”
 “The break room then,” Saffron says. 
 “The break room,” Wesley repeats.
 The game is wheeled to the employee break room, also known as the closet, 
also known as the place where posters and cardboard standees are stored, also 
known as where the garbage cans are kept in between trips to the dumpster. 

Death Race '79
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After careful searching, Al finds a single wall socket behind a torn bag of 
trash, a stack of Eraserhead laminated lobby cards, and an unassembled 
standee for The Candy Snatchers. Tony is brought in with a mop and bucket 
to clean the area as much as possible; Wesley clears away the debris.
Death Race is rolled into place, plugged in. The screen comes to life. Al shuts 
off the room’s lights; Chrissy unfolds the legs of a poker table tilted against a 
corner wall and pulls it into place so that he and Saffron and Tony and Al can 
sit upon it. Wesley steps up to the machine; his hands are wet and slimy with 
the perspiration of excitement and drunken paranoia. The machine beeps; 
white blocks appear against a black screen.
 “I hit him! I hit him! Twenty points!”
 The room falls silent. Wesley plows down pedestrians. Everyone “ooohs”; 
their eyes and their souls soaking up the wonderful madness of it all.

Preston Fassel
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Interview with Randy Watson

by Diana Bourdier

R         andall Watson earned his Ph.D. in 
Creative Writing/English from the 

University of Houston, where he is a 
Lecturer in creative writing. He also teaches 
poetry workshops for Inprint, Inc., and is a 
professor of English at Houston Community 
College. He has been a panelist in Lone Star 
Montgomery’s celebration of Walt Whitman’s 
birthday, and a guest poet for the college’s 
Emily Dickinson celebration as well. 
 Watson is the author of two poetry 
collections, Las Delaciones del Sueño, 
published in a bilingual edition by La 
Universidad Veracruzana in Xalapa, Mexico, 
and The Sleep Accusations, which won the 2004 Blue Lynx Prize for Poetry 
from Eastern Washington University Press. In 2007 he edited The Weight of 
Addition, Mutabilis Press’s anthology of Texas poetry, and his own poems 
have appeared in such publications as Chelsea, The Georgia Review, Gulf 
Coast, and Shenandoah, to name a few. A fiction writer as well as a poet, 
Watson’s novella, Petals, published under the pseudonym Ellis Reece, won 
Quarterly West’s 2007 novella competition. 
 A world traveler, Watson has taken solo hiking trips through various 
countries, such as Italy, Spain, China, and Vietnam. Perhaps these ventures 
add to the close observation found in his poetry or the discontent or 
the restlessness. Yet, in reading his poetry I find a sense of peace, as 
if everything described or seen has been accepted for what it is, and 
Watson’s poetry, whether hearing it read or reading it myself, leaves me 
contemplative. 

You are a Buddhist. How does practicing Buddhism influence your 1. 
poetry?

Yes, I do practice Chan, or Zen, and there are a lot of things I’m drawn to 
that I find there—its emphasis on meditation, on awareness, on compassion, its 
belief in the fundamental equality and interconnectedness of all beings, that our 
strong attachment to the ego and its passions, its dispositions, can lead to quite 
distorted and even destructive conclusions. But I’m hardly doctrinaire. I have my 
uncertainties, my questions. So as a writer I wouldn’t want to be described that 
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way. I don’t have a proscribed intention, though of course all sorts of things—ideas, 
beliefs, feelings—are bound to influence my work, some more consistently or 
prominently than others.  But labels can be a bit sometimes like empty vessels 
people tend to fill with their own particular prejudices or fears, their own definitions 
or expectations. And so they are often as much of an obstacle to understanding as 
an invitation. Of course we all bring ourselves—whatever that ends up meaning 
in a given moment—to whatever it is we find before us. My wish, perhaps like 
most writers, or any person, is that a reader might approach my work with as few 
preconceptions as possible, with curiosity and openness, and then just see what 
they find there. Maybe they’ll find something compelling in some way, something 
to return to, to explore. Maybe they’ll be changed somehow. Or entertained. If 
afterwards they then want to use more general or abstract terms to describe it, that’s 
up to them, but it will have come from some of the things they’ve discovered there, 
that they’ve experienced through their own interactions.

That said, I first discovered Zen poetry in my late teens, and found it 
wonderful—its compression, its sense of presence, how it often is able to, in a 
remarkable way, present complex ideas through the brevity and clarity of a few 
images. Take the poem, Wakan On Impermanence:

In the drop of water
falling from the white crane’s bill
the moon.

I love the way this blends both reasoned argument and intuitive insight, how 
the image, or element, or object, contains the larger world, and is contained by it as 
well. There’s subtlety, and beauty there for me, and a profound form of equanimity. 
You don’t need to know about Zen to get this from the poem, though from a Zen 
perspective it also says something profound about the mind, the field of activity, so 
to speak. Then there’s a poem by Basho,

Eaten alive by lice and fleas—now the horse beside 
my pillow pees

 And another by Ryokan where he says, defining, in a way, his legacy:

Flowers in spring. The blackbird in June. The 
crimson maples in autumn.

Diana Bourdier
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 Now I may be misquoting some here—but the poems as I remember them 
are quiet and sudden and smart and funny—direct and yet deflective—-in the way 
they use the images to respond to or represent their understanding and experience 
of the world, one that seems both immersed and removed at the same time. They 
seem to know, or to say, that everything, in it’s way, is beautiful—in its arrival, its 
departure, its moment—though perhaps I’m too optimistic about this.

It is almost cliche to say that artists must suffer, yet it has some truth to it. 2. 
Do you think suffering improves poetry? And what do you think “suffer” 
means?

Well, everybody suffers, to vastly different degrees, depending on all sorts of 
conditions. So the idea of someone who never suffers is hard to imagine. They’d 
somehow no longer be human, in one sense. And yet not everyone feels the desire or 
the need to be a poet, or artist, which would imply that suffering alone can not be 
the necessary, predominant ingredient required—and by artist here I mean someone 
for whom the act of creation is not just a way to process feelings etc, as in a journal, 
but is a craft where aesthetic decisions are made based on a knowledge of form, of 
predecessors or traditions etc, and how one wants to interact with them. It’s true, 
artists often seem to possess a greater amount of sensitivity to certain things, but 
even that is hardly specific to them, And they also seem sometimes to be capable of a 
great insensitivity as well, perhaps even necessarily. So—I agree—it is a cliché—and 
a dangerous one, much like its cousins, the artist as madman, drunk, dope fiend, 
etc. These stereotypes are easy to disprove, more or less—if you look at Tolstoy or 
Shakespeare etc. And they have the capacity to mislead us, especially when we’re 
young, when we can end up thinking that because we act wild or get drunk or 
suffer that this somehow confirms our status as artists (whatever such status means).  
Also, too much suffering destroys people. But I think it does play a part—in the 
sense that suffering is fundamental to human life—and writing—whatever the 
sensibility or style—always arises initially out of experience—and so the more you 
know about something—maybe—if you have the technical skills—the eye and the 
imagination—imagination is critical—the more you might be able to reveal that is 
startling or moving about it. But there’s no need to seek suffering. It will find us, one 
way or another. And it does deepen us—loss, uncertainty—or it can, depending on 
how we respond to it. It can reorient us—help us sort out what’s more important, 
what’s less. It has the potential to be expansive. As Gertrude Stein wrote, “No evil 
is wide.” So perhaps it’s about being on the brink of something, an edge you never 
quite cross over. Frost calls the poem “a momentary stay against confusion.” And 
Joseph Brodsky said somewhere that he thought the most necessary ingredient, to 
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put it that way, and I hope I’m remembering right, is a kind of estrangement. That 
seems to make sense too. There’s a kind of necessary distancing from the world 
around you, even yourself. It’s paradoxical—in that an intimacy, an awareness, is 
one of the products of that distance—or maybe to put it more accurately—of the 
tension between distance and engagement. So estrangement seems right too, but 
one that still remains, somehow, deeply involved. So it’s a lot of things. And if there 
were a recipe to make great poetry we’d all be great poets. It’s actually nice that there 
isn’t. It’s a mystery, and life would get pretty boring without things we don’t know, 
without the ineffable.

Good writing requires vulnerability and exposure of the author. How do 3. 
you protect yourself from this, or do you?

Writers have all kinds of ways to reveal themselves—but there’s really no way to 
hide. Whether they are treated directly or indirectly, the real issues or concerns are 
always present, one way or another. Everything is in the choices—subject, language, 
structure—pitch and rhythm. You’re always, in one sense, exposed and vulnerable. 
This doesn’t mean you walk around trembling, though if you do I suppose that’s ok. 
Everybody should tremble some, sometime. And would you want anything else—I 
mean—to write about something you care so little about you become invulnerable 
to what it is you’ve written?  Why would you bother? Even if what you’re primarily 
aiming for is money, you’re still vulnerable. 

I think good writing requires that you have to be willing to honestly deal with 
whatever you find—to acknowledge and transform it, somehow, into a painting, 
a poem, a story. And what we find isn’t always pretty, whether within ourselves or 
outside—nor is it necessarily dark or ugly either. Good work comes out of that 
willingness, combined with a talent for language, an understanding of  form. And 
labor too. Focus. Work. You have to make yourself available. And then, if you’re 
lucky, the spirit, or according to Milosz, the daimonion—that’s not a demon—
comes. We call it imagination, inspiration—the utterly inexplicable, mysterious 
arrival of the breath that fills you.

You travel often and to various places. What does travel give to your 4. 
writing that staying put could not?

I’ve been walking and traveling through various parts of the world for a while 
now, as research for an idea I have for a book, though the farther I walk the less clear 
the idea seems to be. As to staying put—I’m not sure what that means in the context 
you are using it. I started traveling as an infant, moving from Kansas to Colorado to 
New York, then visiting Kansas again every summer for years, taking the occasional 
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trip with my grandfather south to Oklahoma or north west to Yellowstone, 
Wyoming. I left home the first time when I was 15, and have been all over this 
country. So I’ve never really ever stayed put. Maybe it’s in my blood, the excitement 
of it, the sense of discovery, of surprise, the unexpected. So  whether in mountains 
or deserts or cities, I do like to wander about, and lately especially in places where 
I can’t speak the language, where I am forced to learn the language as I go, adapt to 
the culture. I am so dependent, in my way, on a facility with language, and so I find 
these kinds of experiences very liberating. They force me to adapt, to pay attention. 
To stay alert. And the silence of it all is lovely, a kind of constant surrendering in 
each meeting, each encounter, though it certainly can be disconcerting sometimes, 
to say the least. I like it. But ultimately, traveling or staying put to me is about the 
condition of the mind, not the body. Sometimes we can sit at home, distracted, 
restless, the mind wandering perpetually from one thing to another, whatever it may 
be. Sometimes, say, we might find ourselves lost in the jungles of Laos with night 
coming on, a panic rising, a seed of terror, and we have to learn how to stay put. So 
in a way it doesn’t matter where you are. And if that’s true—then everything I need 
to make art can be found wherever I am. I believe that’s the case, essentially, for 
everyone. I don’t mean to imply that different temperaments don’t require or want or 
seek different circumstances, and that the circumstances aren’t an intrinsic, necessary 
part of the work. Would Emily Dickinson be the Emily Dickinson of the poetry we 
know if she’d vacationed at Delphi or Rome or Hatteras? Could the Whitman of 
Leaves of Grass have lived most of his life within his mother’s house? Probably not. 
So for me it’s just one of the things I do because I find it interesting, compelling, 
though I think anyplace is compelling, wherever you are, if you look at it carefully 
enough. The thing one must do is to pay attention, to look, to find out where you 
are. You’ve got to stop the car. And that can be hard to do.

What type of experience inspires you to write a poem?5. 

Many kinds. Grief. Love. Sex. Impermanence. A sense of serenity triggered by 
beauty. The color of a skirt or a mechanic’s workshirt. Red thread dangling from a 
car port’s eave. New grass and old. My grandfather’s face within his coffin. Death. 
Transcendence. All that. Hot soup. Black licorice. Cold potato. The tiny bud of a 
brussell sprout upon its stalk. The swordfish in the flower’s throat. Blue-flies massing 
on the swollen body of a cow.

Ideally I’d like to be able someday to write well about all of them—whether 
calm or grief or joy or sarcasm or dread or utter silliness. I think that’s one reason 
I find myself writing in different genres—as sometimes the language one uses to 
accommodate different experiences—or to create different experiences—seems, for 
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whatever reason, more available to me through different structures, a different voice 
or pace. Whitman wrote something like—in Song of Myself— “who holds this book 
holds a man.” I’d like to do that too. To get it down, if I can, whatever it is. But it’s 
a paradox. No poem can contain us, and yet we’re also found there. It’s one of those 
impossible tasks that is nonetheless a little bit pleasurable in the advancing. There’s 
fun in the willingness, for me, to experiment, to see. How do you write a poem 
about being happy without being sentimental, for instance, or a poem about malice? 
I’m curious to see what I can do with words—how to negotiate between the figure of 
the inner life, and the life of the written figure.

You once said that a writer teaches the reader how to experience or read 6. 
his or her text. Can you explain that?

I didn’t mean to say it quite like that—but that the poem or story—the work—
teaches the reader how to read it. And that’s not my idea. I think I heard Ed Hirsch 
say that about Paul Celan, or maybe Baudelaire, or Rimbaud. It relates to work that 
is unexpected, or different, in its structure, its use of language, its strategies—for 
which the reader has not already been prepared by earlier works that are familiar to 
them. Take Whitman, again—how many readers rejected the first edition of Leaves 
of Grass because the poems didn’t rhyme—because the subject or language or form 
didn’t already conform to the definitions readers already had of what a poem was, 
of what it was supposed to be, and how it was supposed to be that. So Whitman’s 
poems had to find—or create—their readers—and it took time. In this way—it was 
the poems that taught the readers how to read them, that changed the definition 
of a poem, of what it should be. Look at Saramago’s Blindness, a brilliant book. 
There’s not much punctuation, no quotation marks  or spaces to offset dialogue from 
narrative and at first it’s a bit difficult to read—but once you get it—it’s wonderful. 
Or Benjy’s monologue in the opening of The Sound and the Fury—Calvino’s 
Invisible Cities—these are just a few examples—there are many, and some much 
more radical—say Hebdomeros, by de Chirico, for one, or Chanson de Maldoror, by 
Lautreamont.

After reading one of my attempts at poetry you suggested that I start the 7. 
poem with the theme. Do your poems start with the theme? 

Did I? I meant to suggest that you might want to see what happened if you 
tried the idea out in a different form, a different genre. That can be a helpful 
exercise. Whether what you’re working on becomes one thing or another—it can 
be very revealing, very fruitful—to take a poem you’re struggling with and write it 
as a story—or to take a story and write it as a poem. It’s fun—and you can learn 
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about both genres that way—how they work—structurally—how they are similar 
and differ—how the language changes etc. as a result of the shift in form. Redo a 
description as dialogue. That kind of thing. It can help you discover whatever it is 
you’re working on needs to be, and how to get there.

As to what I start with—it’s all kinds. Sometimes an image, a voice, a rhythm—
just a beat—as Frost says about much of his work—or an idea—by which I mean a 
metaphor through which to explore a subject, to approach it. I rarely know what I 
am going to say exactly—so I let the poem unfold—and then discover what is there, 
where it needs to go. It really is a kind of play. A. R. Ammons describes a poem as a 
kind of aimless stroll during which you only discover where you’re going as you are 
going there. And Frost famously wrote, “No surprise for the writer, no surprise for 
the reader,” adding that if you know exactly how the poem will end when you begin 
it then it’s just a trick, a “trick poem.” Ultimately, I suppose it’s the poem that lets 
you know if you’ve been successful or not, however you get there. But I do like to be 
surprised—by the language, by the figures, by the arc of motion, the movement of 
images and ideas, how the poem gets from one place to another.

In your poem 8. Song  from The Sleep Accusations,  the “I” of the poem is 
the garden, the speaker, and the one who walks away. The thought of 
walking away from oneself, of abandoning oneself, is, at the same time, a 
heartbreaking and thrilling prospect. How do you see this poem?

First, I won’t pretend I’m always the best interpreter of my poems, but I’d say 
the self is hardly a constant. If you think about the fact that we are always changing 
throughout our lives, and that every choice we make excludes some other choice, 
then from that perspective we are always abandoning some part of ourselves. Some 
of the changes are organic—as in childhood, which is always left behind—or 
aging—and others are more conscious, willed. Sometimes we change because we 
no longer want one thing and we want something else—as when we realize we’ve 
made mistakes and feel a need to change. Other times the choice isn’t away from 
something as much as toward something else—though that dynamic must always be 
there, in that by moving towards one thing we always move away from some other. 
The difference would be in the source of the motivation—of going away or toward. 
Sometimes our choices are especially difficult—as between several things we want, 
that for some reason can’t coexist, or we feel ashamed of something, some part of 
ourselves. But I see the poem as a kind of self-love, though not narcissistic. It’s an 
act of departure, yes, but an act of acceptance too—of comfort, maybe forgiveness. 
It’s not a rejection. It’s a kind of freedom. You might leave a part of yourself 
behind—but you do so with love, with care. And the garden has a lot of associations 
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in western literature—or world literature, for that matter—the Garden of Eden, 
gardens of love, the Bower of Bliss, Candide’s garden—and that’s purposeful. 
Gardens are tended. They are places whose shape allows their inhabitants to thrive, 
to find respite, sustenance, peace. So a part of the speaker is left in a place where he 
is tended, safe, provided for. And we’re the caretaker of that, within ourselves. Or 
we can be. In a way, it’s like each of us has a kind of innocence or purity we leave 
behind when we enter the world—but it’s still there—and it has to be acknowledged 
and remembered. Just that alone can change us. So in a way it’s not left behind at all.

Listening to you read your poetry is enjoyable. What makes a good reader, 9. 
and how much of the presentation of your poetry is you and how much is 
performance?

I’m glad of that. Thanks. But I don’t know. I just do what feels right, trying 
not to think of it so much as a reading as someone speaking—in a different 
pitch, perhaps, but just someone speaking, really speaking—or in other words, 
not performing at all, whether it’s me or not. Actors tell us they use some part of 
themselves to understand and develop their characters—so I’m not sure there is any 
kind of definitive distinction between the performance and the performer—not 
when it’s happening anyway—or as Yeats asks—“how can we know the dancer from 
the dance.” So maybe when I read that’s just a manifestation of me as a reader—a 
momentary incarnation—a mode—in which—I forget myself. Maybe that’s it—just 
forget yourself. Think of it as if there’s nothing to be gained or lost. Nothing at all. 
Just attend to the poem—to the voice—and what it’s feeling, thinking. Disappear. 
But as I said—I don’t know. It’s intuitive—which is a different kind of attention, yes, 
less self-conscious?

Your work 10. Petals, winner of Quarterly West's 2007 novella competition, is 
a novella, but it is not exactly prose. What do you consider it? 

I think it’s prose. But it would be interesting to call it a poem, and see how 
people react differently to it because of that shift in classification. It might work. The 
distinctions between poetry and prose have been debated for quite a while now—
especially since the emergence of free verse and the ‘prose poem’. Some people insist 
the only real difference between the two is whether or not the line extends to the 
right hand margin. But Jayne Anne Phillips’ first book, Countings, has line breaks in 
it, and it won a prize for fiction—that was in the 70’s. Anyway, Petals doesn’t follow 
the conventional pattern of a novel—either in its use of language, or its narrative 
style. It’s more associative in its structure, its use of language, and is as compressed, 
at times, as poems can be. But it also has little stories, anecdotes, meditations, where 
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the language is more traditionally transparent. And there’s a linear element to it as 
well. So It doesn’t fit with any of the conventional expectations of any single genre, 
which is one of the things I was aiming for. I wanted it to be something else—to 
push some other limit—and I think it succeeds at that. Or I hope so, at least for 
some readers.

Chapter I, section two of  11. Petals is called "There Is No End to It." It is 
comprised mostly of a list. The list starts with "a nameless  figuring" and 
ends with "Hawaiian shirt." When you include a list like this in a poem 
what is the sense of the progression? Is it internal and specific to you, or 
can the reader with any confidence connect the items in a similar way?

Well—first—that’s the 2nd section of the 1st chapter, so you have to read it in 
context. The speaker has just introduced a situation and is explaining in part how 
he knows what he knows about it—and explaining something about himself as well. 
So what comes before the list is crucial to the understanding. The whole thing is 
essentially a spiritual statement, a metaphysical argument. I am going to excerpt it to 
explain—because I do think that the reader—if not able to connect or explain every 
specific item in the list—can connect to what the narrator is saying about himself 
and his belief, and that this will allow them to understand the importance—or lack 
of—the illustrating particulars.

I have my own love and it protects me, a nameless figuring, like the blur of 
lavender on a roadside that keeps a driver alert, or a child on my shoulder, mute and 
barely visible, who accompanies me everywhere. There is no end to it. Call it a blend 
of shade and pale transparencies, of memory, white chalk on brownstone facade, 
the flurry of a flock of sparrows as they descend to the pavement, a woman who 
exits a parkway. Call it the spark inside these things that knows no obstruction. Call 
it cipher, cinder, angel, whatever you will. Call it shuffle or asphalt. Bright mirror. 
Hawaiian shirt.

So he has his “own love”—and it is always with him—and this love is a 
“nameless figuring” (in the sense that a figure is both a physical shape or form and 
a form of speech), as well as an unending “spark” that is in him and in everything 
else—an omnipresent spark—like a child—a consciousness—something constant 
and unchanging that goes by not just many names, but any name, or no name—
“call it  . . .  whatever you will”—as all things possess it by the very nature of their 
being. So what I hope the reader can get—is that the narrator believes in this spark 
of a spiritual presence that protects him and is everywhere and in all things, and that 
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he calls love, an immanent love that’s simultaneously personal and universal, that is 
transcendant. That’s, at least, what I’m aiming for as the writer. It’s what the narrator 
believes—and I hope the reader can follow that—as it’s important to the main 
theme of the book. So I guess my answer is yes, a reader can follow this, or at least I 
hope they can. I’m not trying to withhold anything.

Chapter 2 from 12. Petals, the section entitled Carpenter Wells, presents the 
reader with Carpenter Wells's unspoken thoughts. Yet in the last sentence 
of that section comes the phrase "that he (Carpenter Wells) might recall 
my face." This phrase puts the section not in third person as it first 
appeared, but in first person, in the voice of the narrator, who has been 
reporting Wells's thoughts. This is an interesting approach. Why did you 
do this?

Well—the whole novella is written in the first person. So in one way you could 
call that a moment of limited omniscience which mirrors what we all do when we 
think we know what other people are thinking, when we invent what they think in 
our own heads. And yet we don’t necessarily, absolutely know, however confident 
we may be about it. It’s always an approximation, at best, and at worst, a complete 
fabrication, a projection. So this dynamic erodes the distinction between the self 
and others, and demonstrates that, to different degrees, we are always constructing 
other people, always interpreting, even when we talk to each other. And there’s a 
dangerous tension in that, and a value, too. It’s how we approach each other, how 
we retreat—it’s how we identify ourselves, others, how we connect or disconnect. I 
could propose there really is no other narrative voice than the first person—all the 
rest are just conventions, deflections used to create certain effects. Not a radical idea. 
And I could add—there’s really no first person either—other than the author—and 
as people are constantly changing—we can question the stability of that as well. So 
creating character is similar to the way we create ourselves and the people around 
us—ascribing motives etc.—based on certain knowns, assumptions, projections 
etc.—and if you look at it closely you can see to what degree the lives we hold to 
be objectively real are in fact quite personal inventions. That doesn’t however, make 
them unreal. They’re just conditioned, so to speak. And that’s part what the book 
is about too. How do we deal with that? What are its implications—in regards to 
praise, to condemnation, to responsibility? I’m not saying there’s no possibility of 
objectivity—but it’s certainly less common than we might think. It’s good to know 
this. So I’m a fan, to an uncertain extent, of uncertainty. But I should add—in a 
similar though different sense—we all contain each other—as in Jung’s idea that 
whatever any human has been or done, throughout history, however horrifying or 
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beautiful or noble,  is a latent potential in each individual. And what writers do to create 
characters is to make room, so to speak—for a small part of themselves—a latency—to 
expand. To do this you have to—not suppress, exactly, or amputate—but disregard, 
maybe, some parts of yourself, so that you can let some other aspect emerge. This is what 
is happening here, what the narrator is doing. It’s a form of imagination—but not out of 
nothingness. Nothing comes from nothingness. It comes from something that’s already 
there. 

I read somewhere that people fight over two things, love and the question of 13. 
who is in charge. Why do you think people write poetry? Why do you?

Well, I suspect people fight over who’s in charge. I can’t really imagine fighting over 
love—even if that’s what it’s called sometimes—if love is a kind of surrendering of the self 
to another, a way of seeing, opening. There’s that brilliant Blake line: “The most sublime 
act is to set another before you.” So I guess I don’t know what they mean by fighting over 
love. People can fight and still love each other—and you can have disagreements without 
fighting. I guess I think of fighting as vying for power, for dominance—whatever the 
context—an  idea, a household economy, which movie to go to—whatever it might be. 
We tend to want our own ways. Love is something else. And if you love someone and they 
are angry at you because you don’t give them what they want—I don’t think it means you 
have to be fighting with them. Sometimes we just fight against circumstances we don’t like. 
It doesn’t mean that if it’s a relationship the other person is fighting too. But I suppose I’m 
going on about this because I don’t know why other people write poetry. I do it because 
in the broader scale I love to. It’s exciting. All by itself. And then to discover—through 
images and sounds, beats and pauses, through silence—a means of self-transformation. 
That’s very powerful. I discovered poetry at about 12. I wrote a poem on my mother’s 
typewriter—something like—the night leaps like a lion—and I was elated. I can still 
remember this. It’s as though I discovered a world I could shape that could change my 
experience of the world  that was shaping me— as if the vitality and mystery of the inner-
life could somehow connect one thing to another—and make something beautiful or 
important palpable, visible, recognizable. Octavio Paz wrote that  metaphor is essentially 
a transcendent art in that it reveals the hidden unity at the root of all discrete being. And 
William Carlos Williams said—I’m going to paraphrase from his poem Asphodel, That 
Greeny Flower—the world doesn’t suffer from a lack of poetry, yet men die each day from 
a lack of what is found there. And that’s what I found there—when I was very young—in 
Whitman, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Emerson, Rimbaud—something that is sustaining, is 
necessary, and without which living loses something precious, something fundamental. 
Poetry is, in one sense, a spiritual artifact. It’s a vehicle, one of the vehicles, for something 
we have many names for, but without which we cease to be fully human.
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Hi! You’ve reached the home
Of Noelle, Arielle,
Danielle and Michelle.

My name is Janie.
I don’t live here.

 
Message Greeting

Anonymous
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My scorn gathered over coffee
this cold Sunday afternoon, 
simmered in gossip
of our friends breaking up:

“I don’t care about the baby!”
her husband had yelled.
(a dark tempation I visited only
after days and nights of my babies’
sleep-rending screams.)

But, he said it out loud. It got repeated. 
Even the grandparents heard
and told us. Why didn’t he
fall dead right then?

Struck down
by the guardians of all babies
who eavesdrop in night bedrooms,
who tap phones and peek 
in windows wherever they are needed—

militant guardians
who torture the selfish and narrow
with night sweats and shaking hands
until they must walk the hall to the nursery

push the door open, move closer
to the slow sighing breath
in the crib, the pearl knuckles
raised to the mouth, to the child

who wakes ghosts
and steals youth, carries it off
without a single thank you
and leaves graying fathers behind.

Unspeakable

Hallie Moore
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You pull down the tailgate of your truck,
propping me up on to it effortlessly
pushing your chest against mine.
The cold metal stings my bare thighs—
you gently whisper into my ear.
I grab the back of your neck,
feeling your warm breath on my chilled skin.

Every moment with you stills the air in my lungs,
making my heart pound in my ears,
but you always seem to wander away.

The night air smells like sweat and incense.
I laugh and drink with your friends,
but part of me is always looking for you.

Someone in the crowd shouts it's time to go
and you appear in front of me again.
With a quick toss I’m on the back of your ATV,
wrapping my arms tightly around your broad chest.
The wind blows the loose strands
of my hair in every direction,
but the heat of your back puts it from my mind.

You slow down to a stop, twisting around to face me.
Your nose barely grazes the tip
of mine, rippling my arm with shivers.
I can’t breathe for fear of breaking it,
this trance I’m in while your face is close to me.
You kiss my lips with the softest touch,
but then the hard grip of your hands leave
as you slip back into the crowd.

Maybe the cool crispness of another Bud Light
could make me understand,
make me understand why that part of me,
heard the sharp honk of a horn
and I looked for you. 

Looking For You

Shannon Zelikoff



75

I’m shredding off all my clothes
Stampeding into the street
Like an angry ax-women 
Waiting for a tree to blow in the wrong direction
Lurching onto brand new BMWs and Mercedes
Crashing out the front windshields with my bare feet
Blood stained glass fragments 
Sprinkled over your steering wheel, leather interior, and neon 
colored radio buttons
Left for you
Maybe next time you’ll think twice about pulling your 
“precious baby”
Into your fucking garage
Maybe next time it will be more than blood covered glass 
shards 
I leave as your present
Perhaps I should cut off a toe
The pinky… it serves no real function on my body
And won’t be missed
It’s only good for decoration
And I’m exhausted of decoration
Or perhaps I’ll chop off a whole fucking foot
Feet aren’t of any use to me
When they can’t seem to work together
To get me any damn where
At least with one I’ll have a reason for 
Hobbling around in circles all the time
I’m shrieking so loud it's vibrating through the air
Like I was bellowing into the Grand Canyon
You can’t comprehend what I’m screeching
It’s just infuriatingly loud
Maybe I’ll enrage you enough
To finally scream back
Crazy is the word they’ll call me
For once a name that fits

Crazy

Katherine Daniel



76

She was a woman I met one night at a reception another woman was who 
was another woman who she had happened to be perhaps she wanted to be 
there at the reception but didn’t expect to find herselves there Any stranger 
becomes my mirror—most reflect back the fear that I am hardly here, hardly 
more than someone else’s obstacle to see beyond Some desires I elaborate 
with modish style other desires I can conceal. Strangers meet my body as if 
my body was merely a body grown out of my life. Sculpted only by the ends 
of caresses, stars and disasters—the rarest stranger senses fracture shuttight, 
tighter with tectonic will. She was a woman I met one night at a reception 
she was a woman I wanted to meet—the woman I came to meet. I met her as 
the replacement for who she was, as if I were meeting a live woman trapped 
inside her own ghost refusing to shriek. I was chatting with another woman 
who mattered in the lavish way that weather fills the body with pleasure, but 
for whom pleasure comes bitter in the window. These are strangers to me for I 
am the mirror. One that mimes blank inquiry, one who brings back pale wine 
in plastic glasses, follows along the harmless flirts. The perfect stranger who 
chats away Saturday night and leaves carrying a bag of baked goods home. I 
went to the reception to meet one woman. Three women appeared to be the 
woman I wanted to meet. The one I wanted to meet, that I came to meet this 
woman was no stranger than I was. No stranger than this was the woman that 
I met one night at the reception and met the woman who was the women 
who may have wanted to meet me.

The Woman and
the Stranger

D.E. Zuccone
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I don't care how long 
It took you to find 
Yourself gazing in the 
Mirror at 2:46 a.m. 
Trying to see 
Beyond your 
Bloodshot eyes as 
You took another hit 
From your cognac wrapped 
Blunt 
Or why you thought 
You sold your soul 
To a blender on a bleak 
Tuesday morning 
Because your acid 
Tainted smoothie 
Told you it was Satan 
Nor do I care about the day 
You whispered that 
I had your heart like 
A shoe had a shoebox 
Because not all shoes 
Have shoeboxes 
And not all people have each other 
So take another hit from your 
Blunt and then shove your 
Heart in a fucking blender 
And see how it 
Feels 
Then ask the mirror 
If it, or I, gives a 
Damn.

Blender

Lexi Baumann
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T he trees were bright orange as autumn rolled in, fallen leaves floating 
helplessly in the river below. Chimes sounded as the wind grazed the 

trees, a beautiful song of the passing summer and winter to come. Beneath 
the trees, a girl came into view; only her torso was visible, her lower half 
submerged in green-blue water. Her honey colored hair cascaded in ringlets 
down her back as she shifted position, her arms stretching skyward for a 
brief moment before coming to rest on the shore. A sound rang out in the 
distance, disrupting the tranquility. The girl flinched, her crystal blue eyes 
holding a worried expression as she waded deeper into the water. A louder 
sound shook the trees, closer this time and the girl’s head vanished beneath 
the surface. 
 Minutes passed but nothing pierced the stillness of the water. From the 
west, a figure became visible: a man, clad in red, a black helmet obscuring 
most of his face. Three others followed closely behind, their black apparel 
hiding them within the shadows under the trees. The men spoke in hushed 
whispers while the man in red stepped forward, his spiked boots leaving 
footprints in the soft soil. The air grew quiet for a long moment as his face lit 
up with a mischievous smile. 
 “Come, summon the others and bring the flag.” 
 Two of the three other men scurried off, stepping briefly into the light 
as they turned around. They carried swords upon their hips, spiked armor 
adorned their wrists and ankles. Their suits were made with black material 
that glittered with a scale-like quality. The man-in-red walked around, one 
hand stroking his beard as he peered into the depths of the lake. As he 
reached his hand downward toward the water, the wind stopped blowing as 
an eerie stillness overcame them. The man froze his fingers just an inch above 
the surface. Behind him, the remaining man stepped out of the trees, a look 
of concern plastered on his face. 
 “Is everything alright, your majesty?” 
 The silence was broken and a crowd of people erupted from the woods 
behind them. Men, women, and children all darted forward, heading to the 
stream. Their attire was completely different than that of the other men. The 
women’s dresses were dirty and torn in places, not much more than rags; the 
men’s white linens were in even worse state, tarnished from what looked to be 
a long and tiresome voyage. The king turned on his heels, his face impassive 

Conquered
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to the group’s haste as he walked over to the two black-armored men. In their 
hands was a long wooden pole; one end was pointed while the other end was 
covered with black and red cloth. It was long, perhaps ten feet, and required 
the strength of both men to hold it upright. The king gave a signal with his 
hand, his lips clenched in a straight and unwavering line. Without question, 
the men moved forward and positioned the rod vertical. As they lifted the 
flag, the air grew quiet once more. The sounds of the forest died away in that 
brief moment, but it was already too late. As the stake penetrated the earth, 
the ground shook beneath them. The women shrieked and held their children 
close to them; one woman rocked a small baby in her arms, her eyes clenched 
shut as it wailed. A booming voice rang out, the origin unknown. 
 “Who dares set foot upon my island?” 
 The voice died away and the ground stopped shaking as the king stepped 
forward. His eyes were wide as he surveyed the scene, his feet planted firmly 
in place. The flagpole changed in color, the brown of the wood becoming 
a violent red. Screams escaped from the guards' lips and they released their 
hold on the stake. It dropped to the ground with a large thump, landing 
only feet from where the king was standing. They hastily rushed to the king’s 
side. A scowl grew on his face, his eyes still searching for the woman who had 
spoken. 
 “Who are you? Show yourself!” 
 A booming chuckle erupted and with it, the water in the lake rose up. 
The cries of the colonists were silenced by the rushing of the waves as they fell 
back down into the river bed. A few women fainted, their husbands rushing 
to their side. Children screamed and tried to run off, only to find their way 
blocked by the limbs of free-moving trees. The voice boomed again, stern this 
time. 
 “Do not challenge me, human.” 
 The king’s voice quivered, revealing his fear. 
 “What do you want with us, oh mighty goddess?” 
 The water stirred, churning anxiously from side to side. 
 “Step forward. Gaze into my watery depths and I will show you what I 
desire.” 
 The king took a hesitant step forward, his eyes focused on the pool 
of water. One of his guards tried to follow him, only to be stopped by yet 
another tree limb. The baby's cry was stifled as the king took another step. 
His feet carried him to the water’s edge, his men watching helplessly from a 
suspended state. The water swirled, images appearing as if on a movie screen. 
The forest was shown, the beautiful trees and lake, birds singing in the trees 
and deer drinking from the stream. There were no trail marks from the 
settlers, no mark in the ground where the stake had struck. 

Conquered
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 Around him, he felt the air heat up as the water swirled more fiercely. The 
images changed; the trees were gone, cut and stripped. The bare earth was 
littered with dead animals and humans sat around a blazing fire in the middle 
of the destruction. A second later, the image broke and the woman’s voice 
spoke in a saddened tone. 
 “You will be the end of us, and that I cannot allow.” 
 The earth shook again in a threatening way and the wind howled through 
the trees. The woman’s voice spoke, harsher than ever. 
 “Leave, and do not come back.” 
 The trees released their hold on the men and moved to create an archway. 
In the distance, a ship could be seen at the ocean’s edge, its red and black flag 
waving in the wind. The women and children ran first, the men in tattered 
clothes following close behind. They made it to the ship before the king was 
carried off by his guards, his eyes unblinking and his mouth agape. 
 As the archway closed behind them, leaves began swirling; creating a 
sphere of leaves six feet in diameter. As they fell to the ground, the form of a 
woman became visible. Her honey-colored hair and green dress flowed in the 
wind as she placed a hand on the flag that was left behind. It radiated bright 
red once more as it burned from the inside out, becoming nothing more than 
a pile of dust. She swung her hand around, gathering up a gust of wind which 
scattered the ashes. 
 A smug smile flooded Mother Nature’s face as she waded back into the 
water. 

Allie Peteriet



81

She sat in the middle of the bed, 
one leg bent at the knee, its foot 
tucked under the left leg. 
Her legs formed a number four 
like the cards she flipped and scanned 
with the intensity of a surgeon 
deciding where to make the next cut. 
She didn't lift her head 
when he approached. 
She didn't move to one side 
to make room for him. 
So he slid around her, lay on his side, 
his body bent at an awkward angle, 
squeezed onto the bed's empty inches 
outside her perimeter and her game. 
Thick black hair curtained 
her face as she leaned over the cards. 
He longed to pull it back, to feel 
its silky length between his fingers, 
each strand one of so many barriers 
between them. 

Solitaire

Dede Fox
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There is an evil time on awakening when all things 
seem to pause. …                                   Kay Boyle

Recurring images of the spirit echo
down the brain’s hollow corridors
like mice trapped in a shadowed maze.

We toss and turn
while white sheets wrinkle
like deflated clouds.

In an unsuspecting trance
we are kittens not yet weaned
vulnerable, alone.

Radiance entices
we are moths entranced
yet betrayed by such beauty.

Sliced from dreams
with a guillotine blade
we strain.

Until the rebirth
when we are restless
no more.

Oblivion

Nicole Ezernack
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My long two pointed ladder's sticking through a tree 
 Toward heaven still. …                        Robert Frost 

What spunk to shinny naked 
up that rough tree into its scaly grey limbs. 
She must have thrown a bare leg 
over the lowest branch, grabbed the trunk 
to hoist her pink bottom up, maybe kicked 
the other fleshy leg over, then caught her breath, 
teetering above creation, yearning. Who can guess 
the what-ifs that dizzied her brain 
at that liminal moment—the old voice in her head 
reciting the rules, the new one egging her on 
while she hungered for the forbidden fruit. 
Did she know she was making history up there? 
Holy Crow, she was inventing desire! 
Climbing higher, now spread eagle, toes gripping 
a swaying branch, the first sweat dampening her brow, 
she probably clasped the red prize in one hand, 
twisting and enticing stem from twig, while the other 
held on for dear life. Did she then lower her plunder 
into a make-shift bag sashed over one bare hip, 
that singular harvest of cataclysmic seeds, 
transforming core, pure flesh 
pouched in skin too easily breached? 

Apple Picking

Hallie Moore
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I am no trophy wife 
or girl-child in disguise. 
My hands have seen more 
clay and sea, than any 
man's dirty thighs. 
You see, 
I'm not the everyday, ordinary 
lillium. You would find poison 
in my kiss, beneath my tongue. 
I can't be some inarticulate, 
woman drone. Who knew 
women could be sentient, 
more than arm jewelry 
out for loan? 
I can be fierce— 
with dainty hands ripping 
at the sky and a voice 
rippling shivers along your 
spine. 
And I can be lovely, 
sweet like pomade, 
the sugar rim along your lips, 
frail twisted glass glittering 
in dew and smiles. 
But I am never broken, 
defeated in a crumble 
at your feet, completed 
only by a man to steady 
my weak, weak knees 
dancing circles beneath 
little women pleasantries. 
So quieten a moment, 
sit back and relax, this 
woman may be crass but 
she will never sit silent, or 

A Feminist Poem
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a perfect doll domesticated 
for shimmer and shine. 
I, like the soil between 
your toes and cat tails 
in the tide, cannot be 
owned or tamed, but only 
asked and if you're kind 
I may oblige. 

A Feminist Poem
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Unfolded, 
the page a space across my lap, white around the edges,
one foot tucked under, 
fingertips drawing the edges up 
so no one can see. 
Everything hangs on my name, 
and all the words before goodbye 
slide into each other 
separated by breaths. 
Drifting, colliding, a furtive kiss of lazy script 
along the page, harmless, ordinary, 
a jotted note about your travels, 
a meal, a silly pun, 
until the end. 
Three white returns, 
an infinite number of heartbeats. 
Miss you. 
The words that keep me holding on 
to the letter you don't remember writing. 

The Way I Read
A Letter

Deseree Probasco
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Wind that comes through the trees
in the still dark morning,
the horn of the train leaving at a distance
for a longer distance

these are the names this world leaves

The eyes of stars have slowed in steady spin
dark energy holds back final collapse

Greed inhabits any lack more than the lack
motion in domesticities
bending space between nucleus and loss

Salt grown over eyes and a palsied drop
this is what memory speaks each morning

We don’t arrive as wild animals, but learn
how turning in circles can be cleverness
and soft sung dream can be
thinking about gods

In different ways day brings us relief
or steals our sleep

Winter Colors

D.E. Zuccone
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I claimed endearment to her red toenails, but it was the downy hair at the 
nape of her neck; like fresh cotton. 

Big Bo lapped ice water and panted while I followed a line of sweat behind 
Amber’s ears to where it ended in a V. 

Now that she’s gone, the taste of her smell—lilac and cherry—tips to the edge 
of this glass and swirls on my tongue, pricking my veins, night after endless 
night. 

Memories hover and spin, making a grown man cry; hours of ceiling pattern 
perusal turn to blind stupor. 

Amber’s reflection plus her peppermint hair have clogged the bathroom 
drain, so no need to wash. Remorse won’t scrub away. I’m only hoping for a 
fade. 

The movies we watched, or played for background music, lay strewn across 
this flat she dressed as a Moroccan belly dancer. When I walk to the kitchen 
in the night, I sock slip 

reel to reel. She collected fake treasure maps, burning edges ragged for 
authenticity. Now crumpled, stuck to walls with gum, they’ve made the place 
laughingly chic. 

Bo and I jointly suffer the last stage of unsolved grief and will soon leave no 
one to fend for themselves—only shattered glass, orange peels, and stained 
couch pillows. 
 
We plan to be long gone when she finds us. 

A pink-swathed dancer, Amber will shimmy silver bells with blood-shot 
eyes and hands thrown high. She’ll twirl spun sorrow into mangled fingertip 
ribbons. 

Drinking Amber

Rhonda Leverett
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She’ll crash cymbals, fall to dreaming, desperately drowning. And weave 
stories of high-seas pirate passion until she feels me heavy, in her hair, her 
skin. 

The cracked walls around her will reek, creek, seep my pain. Invisibly 
gnawing the skeleton left behind. No relent, until she’s taken in.

Drinking Amber
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Oceans of time before we meet
at an Indian restaurant, we merge—
she with blonde, rose-flushed shock,
waving a coupon,
me embarrassed, thinking
my color-limited underwear is exposed.
Synchronicity would have our footfalls stop
at the front door of Victoria’s Secret.

Will she replenish her fragrance collection of
love spell, blissful moment, tender whisper
endless love, amber romance, or vanilla lace?
No, we stroll through this garden after a breathless
pause.

Or does she purchase yoga pants the brunette
is sporting in the poster in a contorted flamingo
position as her teeth-whitened smile melts
the Christmas tree behind her?
Oh no, we charge across the meadow of desire.

Will she select a high-cut brief
available in voyage blue, glacial blue,
iced mint, whisper pink, or parma violet?
It is difficult to say
what she might pick; we have only
accomplished small talk in spacious crowded halls,
no quiet whispers yet in bedroom threads.

But this pursuit of knowledge is drunk
with lust when plans were made for love 
across the street with a plain,
white tablecloth bridging our getting-
to-know-you conversation and gaps of nervous
silence cloaked swallowing large gulps of ice water.

First Date

John Milkereit
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This dance begins after she buys a pink brief
that matches a top I have never seen.
We share curry, chi tea, stories of mutual 
acquaintances, and yoga.
Afterwards, I ride home on my silver stallion
wondering what the gods had meant for us
at that earlier, satiny intersection. 

First Date
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Each day they stream by it like trout in a brook. 
The color of their vehicles briefly disturbs 
The amethyst light of dawn reflected 
In the marble facade of nondescript compartments. 
The quiet island, center of the vortex, is ignored 
By frenzied drivers bent on destinations 
Not so final. Lying in cave darkness, 
The inhabitants decompose, slumbered undisturbed. 
The gild of entombment was never a promise 
The forces of nature would be held at bay. 
Soon the brick and mortar of the sanctuary 
Protect only ashes as fragile as dust on wings of moths, 
Ashes destined to shroud a setting star 
Or travel the universe for centuries 
Chasing a comet in elliptical cycles, 
Were they not encased in musty refinement. 
Perhaps in time, their remains will touch the soil. 
What's an eon to a community of corpses? 
What's a minute to commuters stuck on a freeway? 
The road and the dwelling get closer everyday. 
The western sky casts topaz rays upon the city.
I see the shadow of an old green truck 
Disturb golden light on polished stone. 
If I wanted to, I could read aloud someone's name. 

Mausoleum by
the Freeway

Renee Bilyeu
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I have never wrestled with giant anacondas
in South America or any country actually.
Nor have I fought any member of the python
or boa family—black, brown, green, 
or any color of any snake for that matter.
It is more likely that I would be tussling
window treatments from the Natural
Roman Shade Family, black cherry bamboo 
from the exotic collection, 
price chart D. 
Shipped to my home, these beasts 
lay one day flat-folded 
on the crooked bricks of my tropical 
patio thirsty, then sucking water 
from the garden hose,
ignoring their loop control.
But I lassoed them to the wall gripping
a cordless drill and bits—gifts from my father.
I macheted a way to the hardware store,
clawed through piles of molly bolts, self-drilling 
anchors, toggle bolts, and other fasteners
for bracing to wallboard, plaster, metal, concrete, 
stone, brick or tile surfaces.
My jimmied two-and-a-half-inch mounting brackets
collared these reptiles at their heads and tails!
Ah, it felt like a jungle upstairs that Saturday.
My father would be proud to know his son 
has survived another one of life’s hazards,
overcoming adversity, 
meeting the challenge     
of keeping sunrays out of a room.      
I will call him tomorrow
and report the good news.

Wrestling with
Giant Anacondas

John Milkereit
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O liver Tolliver thought of groaning boards. “Groaning.” Such a 
connotation. Hadley Sparks, a faint and faded academic, lounged across 

the table. Ah, Hadley, the mistress of the fall, Tolliver reflected as he devoured 
her pale body, prim and full with petite abundance that, like the autumnal 
shades of her long loose skirt and her lank peasant blouse, offset the benign 
face and blonde hair that so richly composed her. 
 “You’re a walking poem, Hadley.” 
 “And you’ll never be a writer, Oliver.”
 “What makes you say that?”
 “There are two types—”
 “The ones who read the Russians and the ones who don’t?”
 “Yes. But within these castes there are the artists and the academics—”
 “What about the people who are neither?”
 “They don’t count…and you are an academic.” 
 Oliver looked past her into the carefully manicured woods that fringed 
the library’s back lawn. What a hopeful fall day. Crowded over so with death 
and an incessant sting of resurrection. Rising, he began to mutter with softly 
spoken, hard insistence:
 “But you, my love, have the eyes 
 of the Fall. The apple in Eve’s hand
 and prelapsarian Adam whole. 
 Bird’s praise and the exiles’ lament
 met, wed. Incest’ous in—”
 The recitation was accompanied by his own slow, heavy steps around the 
picnic table. Hadley looked up and said, “I don’t want the word ‘incestuous’ 
in a poem about my eyes.”
 She stepped around him and began to walk toward the library. 
 “Go back to your garden, my Academic Adam. I’ve heard it isn’t so nice 
in the wilderness.”
 “Of course, that’s just how things are.” 
 “Of course.” 
 “No one can change them.” 
 “Of course.” 
 “And even if they could…”
 “Who would?”

The Sword Falls

Kayleigh Overman
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 “Exactly,” Zach Dillinger sighed, “exactly.” 
 A thick, ponderous oak table separated Dillinger and Tolliver. Dillinger 
slouched masterfully in his swivel chair, as if he dared it to swivel against his 
well-timed will. Tolliver leaned wearily on his sharp elbows, head clasped in 
hands like a supplicant.  
 “But then again, this isn’t really about Ms. Hadley,” Dillinger muttered 
thoughtfully. 
 “No, of course not.” 
 “Hmmm…”
 “Hmmm…” then Tolliver sighed, well-deep, thick and heavy as the table. 
 “You know, I always wanted to be the ‘cool’ guy. Ha. I can even see the 
little single quotation marks in my mind. ‘Cool.’ Is that even the word people 
still use today? The word ‘young’ people use. I’m twenty-four. I’m young, but 
I’m everyone’s dad. Do you know how that feels? Here I am, it’s Saturday— 
Saturday evening. Do you know what college students do on a Saturday 
evening? I’m not going to tell you because I don’t want to see you blush, but 
believe me, most twenty-four year old college students aren’t holed up in a 
dingy copy room in a university library trying to coax a teensy drop of mental 
health from a dry stone of a roommate. That’s what. You know what I’m 
doing after this? I’m taking flowers—flowers—to a girl—so she can give them 
to her mom—in the hospital. I’ve never given a girl flowers, you know that? 
You haven’t either, but I’m sure you’ve never even bought flowers before. You 
know how many flowers I’ve touched in my life? If I had a dime…Hundreds. 
No, thousands. Especially funeral sprays. Why? Because I have the exquisite 
curse of being my brother’s and my roommate’s and my co-workers’ and my 
classmates’ keeper. That’s what I do. I take flowers to people. Lovely, huh? 
Real lovely. Many flowers plucked and showed in a five dollar vase to wilt 
nearly unseen in the hysteria of a hospital room or the…cold nostalgia of a 
funeral parlor. Listen, Tolliver, it hurts to be a keeper of men.” 
 “Sounds burdensome, Zach.” 
 Dillinger shifted. He looked toward the window and the stark, passionate 
orange that had ravaged, pillaged, and ransacked the sky’s former blue. 
“Evening,” he said, as though he were narrating. 
 “Is that an observation or the signal of departure?”
 “Just go ahead and tell me so I can go,” then grimly, “Visiting hours start 
at eight.” 
 “Today’s my brother’s birthday.”
 Dillinger stared.
 Then, “What?”
 “Today’s my brother’s birthday.” 
 “And…”

The Sword Falls
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 “He’s going to have a party.” 
 “Wow. You poor kid. You really do got it rough.” 
 “You don’t understand. You’ve never been to one of Maxwell Tolliver’s 
parties.” 
 “If they’re anything like your Saturday nights, then they must be very 
stimulating.” 
 “They’re bacchanals. Utter, complete, utter—”
 “Bacchanals?”
 “The kid would have fit in fine in some Roman mystery cult. He’s sixteen 
and can out drink…anyone. He fights, ha, all the time. He always wins. 
Never any less than two girls in his life. Devoted, mindless, Abercrombie and 
Hollister wearing slaves. The kid’s a teenage Don Vito Corleone. The most 
well-mannered, handsome, and articulate representative of drug users slash 
pushers slash manufacturers. And the most worshipped. Part of some Roman 
mystery cult? Ha, he would have been the center of one.” 
 Dillinger smiled his old man smile, one corner of his mouth lifting 
wearily, “And? He’s forty-seven miles away in your neat upper bourgeois 
suburb. Forty-seven miles. Don’t fear finding him covered in his own vomit 
on our doorstep tomorrow morning.”
 “And my parents. They let it all happen. Just stand back and watch the 
show. He’s seventeen tonight, if he lives to ten fifteen tonight. If. If some 
punk friend doesn’t knife him because a drug deal went bad, if one of his 
many knocked-up girlfriends' fathers doesn’t blow him away or hit him with 
a car, if he doesn’t overdose—all with dear mom and pop standing close by. 
Beaming as dear little Maxie goes up in the most spectacular of flames.”
 Dillinger slowly clenched one fist. “I’m sorry, Tolliver. Really, but I have 
to go and pick up the flowers for Elissa. Of course you understand. Of course 
you do.” 
 He stood up and as he reached the door of the copy room, he turned and 
leaned with his old-man exhaustion against the doorframe. “I’ve never been 
to one of your brother’s parties. Apparently, they wouldn’t like old men there. 
That’s why you’re dad’s coming here tonight.” 
 “What?” 
 “I stopped by the dorm on the way over to talk to you and there was 
this message on the answering machine from your dad. He said you didn’t 
have your cell phone on or something so he called the dorm hoping you’d be 
there. Anyway. He said he’s not staying for Maxwell’s birthday party and he 
didn’t have anywhere else to go, so he wanted to put up with us for the night. 
Said something about meeting you in the parking lot at, hmm, eight thirty I 
think he said. He said he couldn’t remember your dorm number or he’d have 
just come up or something. I was gonna say something, but the minute I 
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walked in, you started with your blues song about Hadley and Maxwell and 
everything and it just didn’t seem like the appropriate time.” 
 “Oh…” 
 “Well, good night,” Dillinger said as he turned to leave. 
 Eight thirty and John Howard Tolliver’s obsessive punctuality had not 
failed him yet. His son sat on a bench, hunched and malevolent as gargoyle 
in the dusk, protected by the faint, quiet glow of a street lamp. John Howard, 
as he preferred to be called, eased out of his black Mercedes, his feet touching 
the asphalt as if he feared a sensitive landmine beneath him. Tolliver looked 
at his father before looking down again. John Howard shut the car door and 
smiled with Dillinger’s ancient, world-worn grin/grimace.
 “You travel light,” Tolliver muttered.
 “My bag’s in the back,” he faltered clumsily, “I…I thought I’d see if I was 
welcome on the couch before I started to get my things out…You didn’t call 
me back…”
 “Zach didn’t give me the message until an hour ago.”
 “An hour…I’m sorry to intrude like this.”
 “Oh, it’s no intrusion,” Tolliver rasped.
 John Howard looked down at his immaculate shoes, at his immaculate 
car, then at his own hands. “I would’ve called…sooner…days sooner…but…
it…wasn’t decided…until really this afternoon.”
 “What wasn’t decided?”
 “Maxwell’s party.” 
 “He’s having it?” Tolliver demanded. 
 John Howard nodded mutely, apologetic as a child. 
 “He gets arrested and three days later, you’re inviting all of his delinquent 
friends over to a luau in his honor?” 
 “Your mother wanted—”
 “Wanted! What? Is she interested in having the most infamous child 
in the tri-county area? If he couldn’t bring home science fair trophies, she 
might as well be able to show off his mug shots at the Country Club Bridge 
Tournament, right?”
 “That’s your mother…” John Howard began weakly. 
 “And what a fine saint she is! Gives him the keys to the liquor cabinet as 
if she’s taking the training wheels off his bike. Sweet lady. Lets him bring his 
little unpaid prostitutes into her house. Her nice, clean house with sweet little 
Maxie cooking meth in the shed we used to have for the gardener. But the 
boy’s gotta earn some money, right? Gotta earn, as Joe Pesci says, huh? What’s 
the count now, he’s got, two, three kids to his name? Two or three, which is 
it?”

The Sword Falls
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 John Howard had fixed his eyes on a tough blade of grass poking through 
the asphalt. 
 “There are two,” he whispered hoarsely. 
 “Two. Grand. I’m an uncle! Two kids, two moms, two more chaotic 
American families. Suspect tonight he’s gonna work on three. Doesn’t trouble 
come in threes? Seems appropriate.” 
 “Can I sit down?” John Howard muttered doggedly.
 “Feel free,” Tolliver hissed. 
 John Howard still continued to stare at the little tuft of grass, a brave 
vibrant contrast to the gray black asphalt. 
 “I don’t feel free,” John Howard said.
 Tolliver jumped up yelling, arms spread wide to encompass anyone who 
happened to be passing through the university parking lot at night, “No, by 
all means,” he screamed, “By all means!” He gestured violently at the bench. 
 John Howard wrenched his eyes away from the grass’s quiet presence and 
stared at his son. Tolliver was panting heavily. The two looked at one another, 
and Tolliver’s breathing was the night’s only disturbance. 
 “You don’t even know,” John Howard said simply, “You don’t even know 
what it feels like to be this broken. I could go through all the bad father 
clichés— moan and belly ache about how I wanted him to have everything 
I never did, so forth and so on, but it doesn’t change that tonight, at nearly 
nine o’clock, I’m running from my own house like it’s on fire, and I don’t 
even know how to stop it all. It doesn’t change anything.” 
 “Of course not,” Tolliver growled.
 “No, you’re right. You always are. Always right. Now, I’m fifty miles away 
from home on my youngest son’s birthday, having to beg my oldest son for a 
place to sleep tonight.” 
 “What? Did Maxie drain your bank account again? Can’t put up in a 
Hilton tonight?” 
 John Howard smiled like Dillinger. “No. I’ve got money. It’s just that.” 
Then he turned and opened the car door. Without looking at Tolliver, he 
muttered, “It’s hard to love anything, Oliver. It’s really hard. Maybe that’s 
why it’s easy for you to say those things about your mom and Max and me. It 
was hard,” he gritted his teeth, “coming here. It’s going to be even harder to 
rest, understand?”
 He slid silently into the black tomb of a car as Tolliver watched him pull 
gently out of the parking spot. Passively, he watched his father guide the 
car out of the student parking lot and join the hot stream of headlights that 
rushed and coursed through the riverbed highway. 
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 The light from the overhead streetlamp felt completely foreign to him as 
he stood fixed to ground. He stood there until he heard Dillinger’s old-man 
weary shuffle. Dillinger danced his way into the streetlamp’s halo of light, his 
arms clasping an invisible dance partner, a forlorn Gerber daisy clenched in 
his teeth. He waltzed three steps, stopped, dipped and dropped his unseen 
partner, then, after a gallant bow, turned to his roommate.
 “Well?” he said around the mouthful of daisy.
 “He’s going to stay at a hotel tonight.” 
 “Oh,” Dillinger straightened. “Probably more comfortable than the 
couch.” 
 “Probably.” 
 “Well?”
 “Well?”
 “What about the prodigal son?”
 “They’ve killed the fatted lamb for him.”
 “Ah.” 
 Dillinger sat down cross-legged, exhausted on the ground. He stroked 
the flower in his fingers as though he were a child-sage, wise innocence aged 
beyond human appreciation. 
 “Dillinger,” Tolliver used his surname, “do you think love is misery?”  
“Ah, my son,” Dillinger laughed as he fell back onto the palms of his hands, 
“you’re so young.” His palms rested on the fine fringe of grass that had so 
enthralled John Howard.  “What do you know?” he mused, “Stuff growing 
even in this wasteland.” 
 “In the wilderness,” Tolliver laughed. 
 Dillinger sighed. Then Tolliver said, “Dillinger?”
 “Hmmmm?” He drawled sleepily.
 “Ever seen those bumper stickers, the one with ‘Jesus loves you’ written 
on them?”
 “Who hasn’t?” 
 “Then He must be miserable.”
 “Hm.”
 “To love everyone…”
 Then Tolliver’s knees seemed to yield to the sudden violence of a long 
ignored gravity. He sat down heavily and profoundly next to his friend. He 
plucked a blade of the grass, and as it lay, exposed and shivering in the night 
breeze on the palm of his hand, he felt the streetlamp, the moon, and the 
stars, light, and light, and light and Light purge his defeated skin. 
 He smiled with old man weariness at Dillinger, “An academic would be 
lucky to be as miserable as God."

The Sword Falls
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There were seven small seas by a tiny little town
Seven very small, quiet seas.

And the people in the town
put miniscule boats out
to catch 
microscopic fish.
And the microscopic fish
ate what was
invisible to the aided eye.

I wish I were little enough
to fit into one of their boats
I’d sail across each of their seas 
but I’m a giant
living in Kingwood, Texas
who’s sat too long in the tub
and my husband’s just cleaned up
the bathroom floor
and wiped my splashed water away

and my little town
and the seas
and the fish
are no more.

Sailing

Lisbeth Mizula-Piper



Letter From The Editor

Dear Readers,

 When I think back on the first SWIRL meeting of this year, I don’t 
believe I ever could have imagined this journey. I can remember 
looking at the faces of my staff members, most of whom I couldn’t 
match the names to, and thinking how am I ever going to lead this 
group of people? Little did I know that it would be them leading me 
on this journey of exploring, discovering and creating this journal and 
myself. I have been blessed with staff and advisors who have put up 
with my procrastination, my forgetfulness, my bad days and my loud 
mouth. Each of them has touched my spirit. I am truly honored to 
have my name on the same journal as theirs.  
 Thank you to everyone at Lone Star College-Montgomery who has 
given this crazy, egotistical, eccentric, spacey student the opportunity to 
put all that to the side and be a part of something great.
 Thank you to everyone in my personal life who makes getting from 
one day to the next a reality and who makes it impossible for me to 
give up.
 A special thank you to everyone who has been and will continue to 
be brave enough to dream, to imagine, to create and to submit. Each 
and every one of you have inspired me. 

Sincerely,

Katherine Daniel
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