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Bridges  
By Foster Trecost 
 
I woke in a dark room, not pitch dark, but dark enough. Some light slunk 

in from under a door, just a sliver. I didn’t know how long I’d been there, felt 
like a long time, but the truth is, it could’ve been hours and it could’ve been 
days. There were voices, muffled sounds that swam through water, but 
nothing made sense. I tried to remember something, anything . . . but 
couldn’t. 

Then my wife was sitting next to me in the front seat of our car, our son 
in the back. “Enjoy the movie,” I said. “I’ll be back in two hours.” They got 
out; I drove away. That was something. Not much, but something. 

My eyes adjusted and pulled the room from darkness, a room empty 
except for me. I thought I’d been abducted. When offered nothing, the mind 
bridges to any possibility. I walked to the door and pounded on it, but no 
one came. 

My sister had wanted to see me. Yes, my sister! I wondered if she could 
be to blame. From the theatre, I’d driven to her house. She’d given a strange 
tale of troubles and wanted to talk. Strange, indeed. 

I stared at the sliver of light under the door until I remembered more: a 
winding road, that’s what I remembered. Dark with sharp curves. The light 
from beneath the door flashed, and I shut my eyes. The lights were even 
brighter, headlights, right in front of me, coming right at me. And then 
darkness. 

The light from beneath the door brightened again. The underwater 
voices grew louder, and I understood what was happening. The door 
opened, so I pressed myself against the wall. The light engulfed me, and I 
heard these words: “Somebody, come quick!” 

≠ 
Jim Thome opened his eyes. He couldn’t remember when he’d closed 

them. His first words were to his wife: “How was the movie?” 
 



Anthony Gallato  
By Gary Robinson 
 
Anthony Gallato discovered there is a price to be paid when a debt is 

ignored. The people he owed had decided to make an example of him, 
though they would much rather have had their money back. 

The men in his apartment were serious men. They had done this work 
before. One of them, the spokesman, explained what the problem was 
despite there being no need. Gallato knew why they had come. He had tried 
to raise the money but nobody wanted anything to do with him. 

A big fly buzzed through the room and out the open window. 
The men seized Gallato. He wrestled to get to the window where he 

might call for help or jump, but a rope coiled around his neck. His hands 
rose, struggled, and finally went limp. 

Across the street, Rosa Buda sat alone on the porch. At thirty, she was 
single. Rosa’s family worried about her future. 

One day an unemployed painter named Anthony Gallato, who had just 
won at a card game, smiled as he walked past Rosa, oblivious of her, lost in 
his good luck and new winnings. In bed at night, Rosa often thought of that 
man who lived across from them — that smile just for her! — and she 
flushed. 

Now Rosa spied Gallato gesturing from his window. She chose to act 
coy, but a fly flew in her face. She swatted at it wildly with her right hand. 

The last thing Gallato saw was Rosa waving at him. 
 



Lies I Never Meant To Tell  
By Austin Eichelberger 
 
I won’t throw rocks at cars or my brothers, not even small ones that 

won’t really hurt  —  I’ll try not to cry on the playground when the other 
boys call me names  —  After dinner I’ll finish my math homework  —  
Don’t worry, my new khakis won’t get dirty  —  I promise not to eat any of 
the cookies that are for the church social  —  We’ll always be friends  —  I’ll 
never interrupt class again  —  No matter what the popular kids do, I won’t 
ever start smoking  —  And if it’s a R-rated movie, I’ll call you right away to 
come pick me up  —  He and I just like hanging out together, nothing more  
—  I’ll be home by nine  —  Of course I’ll bring home any boys I’m interested 
in dating  —  Be right back  —  Look, it doesn’t matter if my door is shut 
anyway, because we’re not going to do anything  —  I promise to be extra 
careful driving at night  —  I swear never to come on to him — I know how 
much he means to you  —  But this time, I mean it  —  I hate the taste of beer  
—  I love you  —  No, you look great, really  —  I’ll do anything if you just 
give me a passing grade  —  All I can say is, I mean it when I say it will never 
happen again, especially not with him  —  I will never drink and drive  —  
Pleased to meet you  —  I’ll bring him home safe, Mr. Fischer  —  I don’t 
know how it happened, Officer  —  Okay, I forgot where I put your t-shirt, 
but I’ll find it for you later  —  I still love you  —  I have to go – I’ll explain it 
another time  —  Look, I’m sorry, but really, none of it is my fault. 

 



Sick as a Dog  
By Sarah Biggs Chaney 
 
Ellen had waited for her mother all morning. Just after lunchtime she 

finally returned from her “quick jaunt to the corner” for a few groceries. 
Those she dropped on the kitchen table and then made a beeline for the 
bathroom without saying hello. Ellen stepped soft across the kitchen to 
survey the contents of her mother’s anemic bundle: Five Brussels sprouts 
and a box of mustard pretzels. This alibi-in-a-bag wasn’t meant to feed 
anyone. The real errand was stashed somewhere in the garage, the cork 
already popped. Her mom would go back for it later. 

I am only here to put the dog down, Ellen reminded herself. Poor Jake 
was dying of skin cancer. Fat, round, red knots of skin pushed through his 
yellow coat. “They just keep multiplying,” her mother had said on the phone, 
as though describing a parlor trick. Ellen was not to mention what was 
killing the animal — the death spray of pesticides — the kind everyone 
knows will kill you — the kind her mother had rained on the front lawn for 
the last thirty years. In Pre-K, little Ellen couldn’t read the “Do not walk on 
the grass” sign, a sign the size of an index card, stabbed into the damp lawn, 
but she could feel and be frightened by the muscular jolt in her big sister’s 
grip when she lifted Ellen off the lawn.  ”Just play in the driveway,” her 
sister would say, then Ellen would hear the voices inside the house, her sister 
shrieking, “How hard is it to pay attention?”  Her mom’s face would appear 
moments later in the window, the look on her face sorrowful, like something 
delicate had just fallen from a high shelf, her eyes asking how this could 
have happened. 

“Mom,” Ellen called through the bathroom door. “What am I supposed 
to do with these Brussels sprouts?” 

“I figured we should have something nice.” 
Something nice. Ellen couldn’t bring herself to answer with a joke. 
Her mother, cajoling now, a little louder through the door said, “We’ll 

toast the dog, catching balls for eternity.” 
Of course, the dog hadn’t caught a ball in years. He waited alone to be 

let back in the house. He bided his time, rolling in the toxic cellophane grass. 
“Jake,” Ellen called out. She heard the dog heave himself off the couch in 

the next room in response to her voice.  He came lumbering through the 
kitchen doorway, back legs barely lifting off the floor.  His yellow fur was 
matted pink and smelled like iodine. 

“Jake, sit,” Ellen said, crouching in front of him with the bag of sprouts. 



The blacks of his eyes were barely visible through a tangle of blood 
vessels. 

“You’re not hungry, are you?” Dropping the bag, Ellen sank full to the 
ground and pulled the dog down with her, his life wetting her cheek. 

I am a hard surface, Ellen thought, but I am sick too. The toxins, everywhere. 
 



A Story About Cigarettes  
By Gordon White 
 
Right, so there was time I was in this bar. I don’t remember where, 

although I do remember some guy shouting at me in some language I know I 
don’t know, but that doesn’t really narrow it down. 

It was some bar, the kind you stumble into on a Wednesday night and 
are thankful for something on the TV and a glass that you don’t have to 
wash. But it wasn’t a Wednesday. No, I know it wasn’t Wednesday because 
it was a Wednesday crowd and that just made it feel sad. 

I was there and she was there and there was this other girl, drinking alone 
at the end of the bar. I didn’t know either of them, but I hadn’t seen the new 
one before. Or maybe I had, if it was a bar I went to a lot. Either way, the dim 
lights and the woman beside me had my mind drifting off into the music and 
down to the end of the bar. We were smoking a pack of Camels we’d split at 
the gas station and it reminded me of counting out coins at a machine for a 
pack of Camels with this other girl I used to know but pretended not to. One 
by one we burned them, blowing cancer sideways into each other’s faces as 
she looked sad and I looked down. 

As the night smoldered away, I took great pleasure in thinking that I was 
slowly killing each of these Wednesday night fucks who had come down to 
stare at the personal desert between me and the her beside me. I ordered more 
drinks, twisting the brown paper butts between my fingers, fraying the edges as 
I obsessed in the minutiae of my almost microscopic destruction. My eyes sat 
in the ashtray, pulled up only to glance down the bar at the new her, 
wondering all sorts of things that I’m not ashamed to say I don’t remember 
now. 

At some point she got up and left, the one beside me. She may have told 
me she was powdering her nose or taking a piss or maybe she even told me to 
fuck off and go to hell. I’ve been told worse by better and been hurt by things 
both more terrible and less important than anything she could have said 
anyway. But I looked into the pack of Camels, two left from a full pack earlier 
in the evening, so I put one in my mouth and lit it up. I sorted of floated down 
to the end of the bar, where she was still sitting, still sipping alone. 

“Can I give you a smoke?” I hand her the last one. 
“I only smoke Parliaments,” and then she turned away. 
What?  Yeah, that’s it. I don’t remember either of her names, either of her 

faces. But I remember it was Camels, but she only smoked Parliaments. 
And I know we were smoking, so it wasn’t New York.  



The Fortune Teller  
By Janet Shell Anderson 
 
People here in the Arctic, in Frostviken, used to worship the old gods. 

Freya. Njord. Gods who knew the future. So do I. 
One car passes down the gravel road. The fells rise to the west, steep 

mountains, bare of trees. Pools of water at sunset are like red eyes, staring. 
Strangers like Jamtland: the air is so pure, the water so clean near the 

Arctic Circle. They don’t know it. 
I sit on my dapple pony, with my jamthund following. A huntress. My 

people hunted here a thousand years. I ride toward a sky that burns, torch 
behind the mountains. 

Lundgard is dead. I googled it. The pony keeps a steady pace; the dog 
follows. Lundgard’s brothers will hunt for me. 

I see otters in the river and ride closer; they plunge in and disappear. 
Brown bear, moose, cross the forest; wolves come down sometimes. I hunt. 
Do what I want. I’m Jamtish. Independent. 

I had nothing to do with Lundgard’s death. 
The midnight sun will set but only for an hour, then it will rise again. I 

push the pony west, toward the fells, toward the stone house by the river. 
I was unfaithful. That was all. I am unfaithful. What is faithfulness? I am 

not owned. 
The river winds like a knot toward a stone house that the man I love lies 

in, and I am drawn there, even in this midnight sunset, even with this cloud 
of red fog coming down, covering field and forest. 

Lundgard owned a farthing, a holding here in the north, a great tract, 
was a handsome man in his way, with stone blue eyes, rich as a god. I almost 
married him. 

In the twilight, in the summer murklight, I can spin the future. 
His brothers blame me. They say I poisoned him. They will hunt me. The 

pony shifts as I turn toward stone walls and a road pale as ice. 
Lundgard owned a town, a factory, owned an iron mine, died underground 
in that mine alone, a suicide. I may be safe near Storsjon or Froa; I may be 
safe in Oslo or Stockholm, New York, L.A., or Rome. Or nowhere. 

The fells rise black in the twilight, wall between Jamtland and Norway. 
The otters dip in the river, and the forest fades. The man I love lies behind 
the stone walls of his house, laid out by his brothers in a narrow parlor with 
white candles at his head and feet. 

His name is Lundgard. He is dead. His brothers will hunt me. 



So I am hunting them. 
I’ve come to say hello to the brothers, newly rich, come to say look out, I 

am the fortune teller. 
 



Lizards in the Sky  
By Ammara Ahmad 
 
The huge flying lizard gave out a shrill scream. Its eyes were bloody-red. 

There was a hole in Ali’s roof through which it saw him. A ball of fire slowly 
rolled out of its mouth, surging swiftly towards him. 

Ali screamed and broke into a sweat. The lizard nightmares often 
disturbed him these nights. 

The next morning, Ali asked his father, “Can you bomb God?” 
“No,” replied his father. “You just study hard.” 
Ali had avoided school ever since his Ma had died. 
“But why, Baba?” 
“You grow up and find the cure for the fire balls, ok? Become a doctor.” 
“Kill the lizards! And those who send them!” shouted Ali. 
“And how will that help, son? Let God do His justice. Ma is in paradise 

waiting for us.” 
Paradise had toffee trees, lakes of chocolate, hills of ice-cream — and Ma. 

Ali could feel her warmth now, her soft body hugging him tightly, making 
his world safe again. 

“Asif says America has lizards so big they cover half the sky.” 
Asif was their neighbor, who often reminded Ali that a “real man” 

always avenged his relatives’ death. 
“Free our Motherland!”  Asif would often shout. 
“Motherland is where Ma is?” Ali asked his father. 
“Possibly, but to kill others we kill ourselves, Ali, and that is not what 

God intended.” 
But Ali knew better. Asif always said that only cowards don’t fight back. 
One day, Ali discovered a small lizard on the wall. He picked up a 

broom and hit the lizard until it was smashed to a pulp. He stared at it for a 
while and then asked his father, “Can we also cure death?” 

“Perhaps,” his father replied. “But you have to go to school for that.” 
Ali doubted he would ever enter paradise. He had hurt and disobeyed 

his mother. He had eaten forbidden biscuits and sweets; never studied; 
played in the rain and dirtied his clothes. He wished to re-live his life again, 
as a good boy. 

His mother’s body had been blown to bits in a fireball. Only one hand 
had remained intact. The same hand she had run gently through his hair 
every night. The hand followed him now — sometimes pointing a finger at 
him, sometimes at the sky. 



Ali’s uncle lived with them now, and as he readied Ali for school the 
next morning, Ali complained of hearing voices and refused to go to school, 
which worried his uncle. 

“What if the lizards attack our house again to hurt Baba?” asked Ali. His 
uncle didn’t answer. 

Ali waved at his father as he climbed the hill towards school. He climbed 
the hill slowly. The voice had returned. 

“We have re-fuelled our lizard and we are near your home!” shrieked the 
voice. 

Ali clutched his uncle’s hand hard, but his uncle remained silent. The 
child was clearly disturbed ever since his home was destroyed last year.  

Ali looked back at his drowsy father, smiling at the door. 
“Baba!” Ali yelled as he turned and ran down the hill towards him. 
“Stop it now, Ali!” shouted his uncle as he chased after the child. “Just 

stop it! There is no one there! Ma and Baba are dead!” 
 



So the Landlord Took out the Bath and 
Put in a Glass Shower  
By Dawn Wilson  
 
You always say you would never kill yourself, but I know better because 

I have seen you do it. You’re a liar and a vagrant. 
I like that. You’re fragile. 
The lies are insulation. 
You can’t stand what most people crave. They obsess. You cringe. 

Whoop de doo! Or scream wail snot, but I can’t make it stop just because 
you want off. 

Most people call it culture — hi-de-ho, tip a hat, pass on the right, 
celebrity gossip . . . online friends, television snobs, lawn service jobs, and 
formaldehyde . . . quick quick sloowww . . . leases, fleeces, lice, three mice . . . 
smile and nod, curiosity’s cat, wave curtsy stoop and pluck dig fuck — and 
once they learn the rules, they don’t question the Big Blue Ox. 

Your soapbox: Life’s a mistake, crafted from a lie. That line in the sand 
leads back two hundred years to a typo, a misunderstanding, a joke that 
everyone shrugged “Oh Well” and just went with. Now it’s The Way, The 
Truth, The Light. To the blind beggar bumpkins, shit they’re dumb, but I 
don’t care. Like I say, if that’s not fact, what is? You deny it, but shouldn’t 
isn’t is and is definitely isn’t shoulda — Don’t. No. Please. — and 
woulda/wouldn’t/couldn’t is just too damn conditional for a speck of blood 
or anything real, and that’s when you broke the curtain rod just tying the 
rope to it. 

I didn’t say you shouldn’t do what you always said you wouldn’t, 
‘cause the fact is, it was something you were doing, and I could watch. 

 



Raptured  
By Saul Jennings 
  
Oh Jesus. Oh dear sweet Lord Jesus, I beseech you hear my prayer. It’s 

gone midnight now everywhere Lord – everywhere — and there has been no 
sign. No sign of you or the Father or the Rapture or anything. The faithful 
are still here oh Lord, and I beg you, beseech thee, please tell me, oh Lord, 
please tell me what the fuck happened? 

I’m sorry. I’m sorry, oh Lord God for cursing. I’m sorry. I’m just a little 
freaked out and the phone keeps ringing and the TV is laughing at me and 
David — oh Jesus shitting Christ — David sold his fucking house! Jane 
threw her daughter out for listening to rap, and now . . . now there’s nothing 
and tomorrow they’ll ask me. Oh Lord. Oh Jesus, I’m sorry for the cursing, 
for the . . . for the lack of faith, but why the fuck have you forsaken me? 

What? What is this . . . I can see something . . . Is this a vision, sweet 
Lord, sweet Jesus . . . something I can tell my flock? I can see a calendar. Is 
that it? Yes, oh sweet holy Lord, yes, you have a new date, yes . . . but wait. 
Wait. You’re showing me the same date. That’s, that’s the same date, Jesus, 
that’s the same . . . the same fucking date that your hand is pointing to . . . 
and is that a pen? You’re writing? What oh Lord? Tell me what I need to tell 
my flock. What do I tell Jane; what the fuck do I tell David? 

Sorry, sorry again, Lord. I see your hand. You write “None.” Is that 
right? None what? Now another word . . . is that “were?” None were. None 
were? None were what, Lord sweet Jesus? None were . . . what’s that last 
word? Looks like None were . . . Worthy? NONE WERE WORTHY! Oh 
sweet Jesus, sweet Jesus Christ, say that’s not true, say that’s not true. 

 



Transatlantic  
By Melissa Bean 
 
It’s red eye flights, earnings reports, international SIM cards, postcards 

with National Geographic photos on the front, postcards that will get here 
long after she has come and gone again. 

It’s six hours ahead, seven hours back. Four hours ahead. It’s under slept 
in twenty-four different time zones. 

It’s different hemispheres, different languages, but the same beige carpet 
in every office everywhere, always. It’s take offs, landings, taxiing. It’s please 
fasten your seatbelts, we are going to experience some turbulence. 

It’s me asking, “Where are you going to be next week?” And her saying, 
Berlin, Brunei, Dubai, Spain, Japan again, DC, LA, NYC, Heathrow, Dulles, 
O’Hare. The airspace over Anchorage. The jet stream between here and 
everywhere. 

It’s pantsuits and pumps in hotel laundry bags, conference calls, stock 
options, life options. It’s business breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and half-
finished coffee in the kitchen sink. It’s her secretary knowing me by voice, 
saying, “She’ll have to call you right back.” 

I blink and it’s Five-thirty PM in Atlanta or Arizona or Argentina, and 
she asks, “Was this the right thing to do?” from Dallas, from Denver, from 
Sao Paulo, from San Diego. And I say, “From thirty-thousand feet, fifty-five 
stories, and one hundred-ninety-six countries, I don’t think we’ll ever be 
close enough to tell.” 

 



Watching Me, Watching You  
By David Elliott 
 
He’d seen all of Jenny Frankincense’s movies, owned every DVD of 

every TV show, had read every biography of her ever published. Now he 
was watching her again, and this performance wouldn’t end after ninety 
minutes. 

From his den in the bushes, he could see every window in the house, and 
Jenny, thank God, wasn’t one for drawing the curtains. He’d once read that 
she was mildly claustrophobic, but who could have foreseen that this 
condition would work to his advantage? 

Brian was finally happy. He could watch, and watch, and watch … 
≠ 

Jenny was obsessed with Reality TV. She’d always hated acting, had 
fallen into the career accidentally, and now, with retirement, could dedicate 
herself full-time to watching trash. Her favourite, at the moment, was 
Hollywood Retirement Home, a reality show in which a man she’d once loved 
— an unrequited love — was one of the stars. The show broadcast twenty-
four hours a day, seven days a week. Jenny hadn’t seen Oliver for many 
years but had never stopped thinking about him, imagining what it might be 
like to be with him, to touch him, to watch him sleep. Now she finally knew. 
She could watch him sleep, every night. 

She could watch, and watch, and watch … 
≠ 

Oliver often wondered why he’d ever signed up for the show Hollywood 
Retirement Home: bunch of has-been elderly celebrities, sitting around 
waiting for death. Who, in their right mind, would want to watch this? There 
was one advantage, however: Sarah, the producer. What a beautiful woman. 
Far more attractive than any of the actresses he’d ever encountered. Oliver 
could watch her all day, every day, in the guise of a near catatonic geriatric. 
He was still a fine actor, and the character was hardly a challenge. In the 
evening and on weekends, there was Twitter and Facebook. He could follow 
her life online, look at her photos, watch her videos. 

He could watch, and watch, and watch … 
≠ 

During the day, Sarah worked on Hollywood Retirement Home, but during 
the evening, she worked on her other project. Sleep was no longer an issue. 
Work had become an obsession. Reality TV was her master, and Sarah could 
easily survive on just two hours of sleep a night. She was hoping that Stalking 



the Stalkers, her new reality format, would be as successful as HRH, but if it 
wasn’t, that was fairly irrelevant. She loved the work, she loved the format, 
and she loved Brian, the unwitting subject of the show. They’d been 
following him for days now, without his knowledge, and Sarah found herself 
becoming more and more enchanted. 

They had so much in common. 
She loved to watch Brian. She could watch, and watch, and watch … 
 



Hands  
By Conrad Ridgestone 
 
I gaze at my hands. I only realize now that they are shaking. I further 

examine them and notice the fine lines of wrinkles gone unnoticed over the 
years. My hands are old. Veins are bulging, making them look worked and 
worn. I can’t stop the shaking even though I will myself to stop, and I have a 
feeling of hunger deep in my belly, but food is not its wanting, but it wants. 
Wants him back. In my arms. In my heart. Alive! My eyes cloud over with 
tears; they fall down my cheeks. When I think I’m all cried out, all of a 
sudden I feel overtaken by my grief, and I hear myself start to sob — again. 
Weep. Whatever the fuck you call it. I’m choking on tears now. Crying out 
his name. I start to scream; then I stutter at the silence. I feel the silence. I 
hear it. I taste it. It’s in the air. It’s in my heart. Unbidden sorrow rocking me 
into the depths of nothingness. I eat to stay alive. I take my meds. I drink 
water, but I haven’t turned on the television since . . . him. I start to analyze 
myself now; the anger is coming. Isn’t that a step of grief? I want it to come. I 
want the guilt and the pain that are devouring me gone. It does not come. I 
sleep on his side of the bed at night. To smell him. I take my shirt off just to 
have something to cry into so that I don’t wash his scent away with my tears. 
I remember so many nights with him at my side. I was the one who feared 
death. I never thought about the fear of me being in this world without him. 
I never allowed myself to believe it was possible. He may have been the 
older one, but I was the weaker one. I swallow. Hard. Anxiety creeps in. I 
pop another Benzo and wish for my death and his resurrection. He deserved 
to live. I don’t understand it, and in the pit of my gut, I know it’s wrong, like 
someone stole something from me. I know it’s wrong. I know it. They’ll 
bring him back. I know it. I don’t know who they are, but they have it all 
wrong. It’s me. I’m the one they want. Not him. He held me when I couldn’t 
breathe, when my mother died, and I couldn’t stop blubbering. Who will 
hold me now? 

By four AM, I’m in a catatonic wake. I don’t know if it’s depression 
setting in or the Benzo trying to force it’s hand. Lips. A flash of lips in my 
mind. His. At the top of my spine. His way. 

 
Reprinted with Permission. Previously Published at Linguistic Erosions. 

 



Here Come Old Flat Top  
By Kate Tighe 
 
Oh hi. Long time no — 
… 
—Just moved back. With my husband. Trust you’ve been well. 
… 
—Yes, married now. 
… 
—Thought you preferred blondes? 
… 
—What about that one? With the volleyball? Seems like just the girl for 
you. 
… 
—Well, she’s a smart dresser. 
… 
—I’m not patronizing. I’m being nice. 
… 
—God! Don’t lie down. Didn’t you bring your own towel? 
… 
—Fine, I’ll sit up. We can share, just this once. 
… 
—My husband? He’s wonderful. Patient. Loving. Kind. Hardworking. 
… 
—No. Not boring at all. He’s good. You wouldn’t understand. 
… 
—Of course I can be good. For the right man. 
… 
—Of course he is. 
 
Christ! 
… 
—It’s different now. I’ve grown up. I’m happy. You should try it. 
… 
—Seriously. Why don’t you go bother that blonde girl? Doesn’t she look 
smart in her bathing suit? 
… 
—Speak of the devil! Yoohoo! Hi! 
… 



—Get off! I want to meet her. 
… 
—Hello dear! Sorry to intrude. Hope this is not too much. It’s just that 
my friend and I go way back and he was just telling me how much he 
fancies you. Thought I’d play my hand at matchmaker. What’s your 
name? 
… 
—Cindy! Cindy-in-the-gingham-bathing-suit. How perfect! Please join 
us! 
… 
—Come now, don’t be rude. Invite Cindy to sit down. Anyone for iced 
coffee? 
… 
—Okay, I’ll go for a wander. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. 
Anymore. 
 
So? How’d it go? 
… 
—Pity. I’ll have to drink hers. 
… 
—Okay, well, if you’re going to hang around— 
… 
—I was going to say, if you’re going to hang around, I should probably 
get going. 
… 
—Why? Well, the sun is setting. And what, honestly, are we doing here? 
Alone? 
 
Don’t. 
… 
—You misinterpret my goosebumps. It’s cold. 
… 
—They could be goosebumps of revulsion, because I hate the thought of 
you touching me. 
… 
—You ask every sort of question! Pull every kind of truth from me! 
… 
—What truth? Here’s one: Remember when you used to leave brown 
piss in the sink? That was disgusting. 
… 



—You think that’s funny? Here’s another: your back pimples are 
hideous for the amount of pus they hold. 
… 
— Again you laugh! You laugh and I feel compelled to explain you to 
yourself in more detail, when what I should do is walk away. 
… 
—I feel like I’ve caught a disease and its name is You.</p> 
 
And now— 
 
I’m in the bath, trying to wash you off me. To purify. Maybe I’ll light 
some incense. We could take a vacation. Husband and I. Get away for a 
while. 
 
I’m scrubbing my skin with this white loofah, trying to remove all traces 
of you. 
 
Your pee and your acne. 
 
Your cruelty. My helplessness. 
 
(Or was it the other way around?) 
 



Thy Neighbor’s Wife  
By Quinn Tyler Jackson 
 
Cement. Cool like ice cream, grey like a West Coast spring, as hard as 

diamonds under the right feet. 
Wood rots. Drywall crumbles. Bricks loosen and fall. 
“Mornin’,” he said. 
I nodded back. 
Three years ago, that. Glass didn’t keep them. Stone was too smooth. 

Too damned smooth. 
“Ever think of trying out a sermon?” he said. 
I nodded back a nope. 
Started slowly. Sundays started getting closer together. SUV had one 

fewer passenger. 
“Planting early this season?” 
Yes, she nodded back. 
“Not at church this week?” 
Nope, she nodded back. 
Coffee. Iced tea. Vanilla and brown sugar perfume. Lace and grace and 

waiting for Sundays. 
Rapture won’t take her. Cold, grey, and hard. 
Cement. Build your houses on cement. 
 



The Carnivaliers  
By Alex Grover 
 
My head was stuck through a hole in a big green board. So was Marge’s, 

so was Hal’s, so was Grangia’s. My body was numb, immobile, the sounds 
of fun and amusement all around us. 

A night at the carnival? A night of unknown and violent things. I tilted 
my head slightly, noticed blood spatters on the board. 

My mind was half-numb too when the scorpions came flying at our 
faces. Four scorpions, four heads, four idiots who’d walked into the wrong 
carnival. The people were friendly enough; the kids were holding balloons. 

A little boy bet a dollar on Hal. A little girl bet a dollar on Marge. 
Grangia had no bets. I had no bets. I was relieved. 

The scorpion closest to Hal took twenty minutes before it stung him in 
the eye. He screamed. The little boy made two dollars. The little girl made 
nothing. Their parents took them away, and Hal screamed and screamed and 
screamed because the scorpion was still there in his eye. The game operator 
came and took it away eventually, along with the others. 

I looked at my wife Grangia, but she couldn’t look at me. I felt closer to 
her then, closer than I had ever been. Hal and Marge had never been a close 
couple, though now Marge cried for Hal as his eye swelled in its socket. 

I managed a look at the operator, who was talking now with his boss. 
The boss crossed a “no deal” slicing motion across his neck. I didn’t 
understand what he meant until a threshing machine was lowered from the 
ceiling. The operator called out to the carnivaliers, told them to place their 
bets. Marge cried harder. Hal was in a stupor. I couldn’t hear her too well, 
but I think Grangia sighed. 

The carnivaliers placed their bets. They were laughing, loving the lights, 
loving the suspense, loving their money. I think I counted fifty or sixty 
dollars in all, which the operator collected from each in turn. 

Then the threshing machine whirred into a mechanical frenzy. 
“Who will it be?” the operator shouted to the crowd. 
It was Grangia. Her head flew off. 
After the winning carnivaliers collected their money, the operator threw 

us in the dumpster to die. There was cotton candy. There was cotton candy 
in there. 

 



Desi Cooks For Her Man  
By Johanna Miklós 
 
Desi strokes cream on her arms, rolls lemon on her thighs and — after a 

long look in the mirror — takes off her bra. She stirs in rolled oats.  ‘Blend 
milk, two eggs and melted butter,’ she reads in her grandmother’s Joy of 
Cooking. 

Desi makes things happen.  After a romantic error in judgment, a BA in 
history, and two years sharing myths with youths for a salary she couldn’t 
live on, Desi got an MBA. She puts in the bonus hours and is pleasant — not 
creepy — at the water cooler. 

Desi dresses up and moves up. 
Desi’s cash cautious — dwelt below her means — saved for a down 

payment in a building with a doorman. 
Desi plans a summer wedding. 
She pours the liquid as instructed for her man. To friends, she describes 

Steve as a comfortable few inches taller than herself, clean-shaven with quite 
a smile, and a rising star at an Investment firm.  They met at a bar but — this 
matters — were introduced by mutual acquaintances. 

Desi cuts peaches, adds a cup of cranberries to bubbling cornstarch, 
sugar, and cranberry juice then waits for skins to pop. She recollects their 
passion in the back of a cab, Steve’s respectful withdrawal when she 
clamped her thighs tightly, and his firm hug and promise to call. 

He didn’t. 
So she did. 
Desi shoves the cake into the oven and sets the timer to twenty-five as 

the lobby desk announces her man. 
“Something smells really good!” Steve lifts lids, pokes chops, and accepts 

a glass of wine.  Then he picks up her cookbook. 
“My mom gave my wife a copy when we got married. There isn’t a guy 

in the world who wouldn’t rather women read The Joy of Sex instead.” 
 



A Little Like Flying  
By Michael Tyler 
 
A hunting knife might be cause for concern at the best of times and yet 

the blade offers vague reassurance as I accept and rehearse on nearby trash 
‘till clean clear slice hangs all in strips as Sam smiles and runs her fingers 
through her boyish cut. 

A figure in the background ups the volume, drinks are raised, and 
‘Happy Birthday’ rings out above the fine primal roar of a Hendrix solo as 
another year above ground is celebrated while strangers, stragglers, 
lowlife’s, and general strays stagger in various directions. 

The forest offers freedom as “Twenty nine, tick, tick, tick ...” teases Sam. 
She grabs my hand and leads to ragged circle and so we sit in sacred 

space. 
“Four years to go,” I reply as Sam and I each accept a polystyrene cup 

from a dead-eyed long hair. “I shall pass away at thirty-three, like Christ.” 
We toast and tip our heads as harmonica joins Hendrix, the tap, tap, tap 

of a high hat enticing, and all become one as I recall how we rolled and 
swayed and swerved through a few stolen nights, and now, barefoot in 
yellow summer dress, Sam leans back, far back and tilts her head to catch the 
high white sound we query so often in weary tones. 

Fallen child of the Bible Belt, damnation bound, I recall her back arched, 
her face flushed, she lies and shares what little flesh she is willing to share 
and her close cropped cut draws attention to the nape of her neck, her 
shoulders toned and tan. 

We close our eyes as we lie, we close our eyes for clarity, we close our 
eyes and I was hers and she was mine and I recall the ache as she left the 
room for ice and I recall sweet relief upon her return and the music peaks 
and dips and peaks and holds and I am flying, I am flying, I am flying and I 
rejoice despite fear the peak is past. 

My eyes blink and blink once more as I rise to survey the scene. 
Some have disappeared into the woods, some silently mouth mantra, 

and some reach to the clouds as Sam takes my hand and a blast like gunshot 
rings out. Heads rise but no-one follows through and while I reach for the 
blade, there is grass between my fingers, and with all too much ease, I lie 
once more with Sam by my side. 

 



Tamara, My Goddess  
By Samantha Memi 
 
I was looking at a painting by Tamara de Lempicka when a woman came 

up beside me and said, Don’t I look nice? 
Although surprised by the question, I was about to say yes when I 

realised she was talking about the painting, not herself. The woman who 
stood beside me was identical to the woman in the painting, the same red 
lips, pale blue eyes, white dress, hat, even the orchids were the same. 

Are you related to the model? I asked. 
I am the model. 
But how can that be, the painting is seventy years old. 
Follow me, she said, and beckoned with a wistful look and seductive 

smile. I had come to the gallery with my husband and daughter but they 
wanted to see the Impressionists and, at this moment, I wasn’t sure where 
they were. Feeling I wouldn’t be too long with the woman, I followed her. 
She went down a narrow staircase that I was sure hadn’t been there before. 
At the bottom of the steps she showed me through a door marked private, 
This is where I live, she said. 

It was a room full of Tamara De Lempicka characters. 
Come in, said a lady in green satin. 
Have some champagne, said another in red. 
My name’s Marjorie, said a woman in a white satin sheet. 
The hostess, in a green Bugatti, said, Hi, I’m Tamara, welcome to our 

little soiree. 
I felt quite at home. 
When my husband and daughter returned to the gallery, they were 

struck by one of the paintings by Tamara De Lempicka. 
That looks like Mum, said my daughter. 
They never saw me again. 
 



She Was Dying  
By Myra Sherman 
 
The day after the world didn’t end a public radio host opined about 

death. “What would it be like, to know you’re going to die? Most people 
wouldn’t want to know. But if you did, if you just had a year to live, what 
would you do?” He talked about bucket lists — sky-diving, a trip to 
Antarctica, deciphering all the jokes in Ulysses — the freedom to be 
adventurous and reckless. 

A woman was listening, but didn’t hear. She was dying. She was 
traveling in a light beam, visiting a sunlit garden-world with enlightened 
talking dogs. 

At the end of his segment, the host discounted his previous comments. 
“All joking aside,” he said. “What’s most important is family. If I knew I had 
a year to live I’d stay at home with my wife and children, and pray for 
another year.” 

The woman had no family, and didn’t have a year. She swirled in the 
stratosphere, saw jeweled cities. Was green-blue-violet, was earthy-ethereal, 
a woman-goddess-dog. She was everyone and no one, everything and 
nothing. 

The host went on to talk about the latest mass shooting, “Tragic, all the 
deaths, all the children.” 

She soared in space and time, for a nanosecond and for eternity. 
When he went off the air, the host held his head in his hands and cried. 

He had newly diagnosed cancer, and was terrified. 
The woman was beyond terror. She was dying. 
 



Pity Jelly  
By Lem Parzyk  
 
When I was real little, I took interest in that one kid at lunch who brown 

bagged the same damn thing every day without any variation. Out he’d pull 
a single ziplocked square of sandwich, crust still firmly attached to the 
standard white bread, smooth peanut butter safely secured inside. A dime to 
pay for a little carton of milk was added almost as an afterthought. It wasn’t 
enough money for chocolate milk, but sometimes he would save up for the 
extra five cents, for the milk that was so much sweeter by compare, for the 
milk that everyone else drank. 

It was a quiet neglect. Not as if his mother had haphazardly dashed 
together the sandwich with a little peanut butter oasis in the middle, the 
pieces of bread all off kilter. Not like she only gave him a nickel for milk. 
Neglect was sandwiched in the evenly applied peanut buttery facade of 
lingering resentment. 

The best part of my entire day was right before he’d open that bag. 
Because maybe, just maybe, he’d pull out a Japanese bento complete with 
shrimp and sushi and rice, or a pungent lamb biryani with curry, topped off 
with spicy and vibrant masala tandoori naan, or maybe, and here’s an 
outlandish idea, maybe he’d pull out a sandwich with peanut butter and 
fucking jelly. 

The worst part of my day was when that bland peanut butter sandwich 
would thump unceremoniously out of the bag onto the table, the dime 
bouncing after it, and when the despondent look would creep onto that 
boy’s face because maybe, he too, had been hoping for a bento and a parent 
who gave half a crap. 

I wanted to slip him some jelly on the side, the jelly that comes in little 
containers at the pancake house I went to with my mother every Sunday. I 
wanted so desperately to share my vanilla yogurt since, hell, rice cakes 
would be an extravagant, thrilling divergence for that poor boy. I most of all 
wanted to give his parents a talking to. Give him a goddamned shawarma, a 
shish-kabob, a sop buntut — I don’t care — just give him a fucking break. 

But I didn’t give him the jelly. He was the odd kid held back in 
kindergarten, pale, thin, silent. I was on the verge of realizing that I wanted 
him to be happy, but by no means did I want to be his friend. So I’d take a 
shame-filled gulp of chocolate milk. 

I’d bite into my peanut butter and jelly sandwich. 
 



Ambiguities in Black  
By Peter Baltensperger 
 
Sometimes a mere glimpse of light was enough to illuminate the 

insecurities of dark spaces. At other times, not even a wild thunderstorm 
fraught with lightning bolts hammering the sky could do more than pelt the 
emptiness with rain. Guinan Fawkes spent his nights groping through his 
darknesses in search of those rare glimpses into the uncertainties of 
existence, a desperate miner at the bottom of an endless shaft. 

Once he spent an entire night in an ancient graveyard, lying on his back 
among the silent dead, staring up into the sky until his eyes lost themselves 
among the blazing stars. A couple of meteorites shifted the balance of the 
darkness with their flashes, but their trails were too brief to garner even the 
slightest of assurances. 

He drove out into the countryside under a dark sky to leave even the 
slightest suggestion of light behind, hoping to catch a spark of recognition 
from the treasure trove of the night. He was letting his eyes adjust to the 
motionless darkness when the thunderstorm crashed through his 
contemplation, making thinking impossible. 

The night was torn apart by lightning and thunder, but all he could see 
was the fragmented sky incapable of revelations. All he could hear was the 
bellowing aftermath of the lightning bolts and the pounding of the rain on 
the echoing roof of his car. The gushing water was so thick that it completely 
obscured his windows and he couldn’t see anything anymore at all, not even 
his thoughts clinging desperately to the uncertainty of the night. 

Back in his apartment, he turned on the lights to banish his 
bewilderments from the corners, but he still couldn’t sleep. For a while, he 
counted goats leaping over fences with numbers on their backs, only to 
realize that they weren’t able to function with the lights still on. He wrapped 
himself back into his darkness and focused his eyes on the black ceiling until 
they created their own sparks fueled by his despair. The night was relentless 
in its darkness, unwilling to yield any secrets. Only the rain kept whipping 
against his window pane, as if mocking him, muttering in a language he 
couldn’t understand. 

When he went to the ocean to watch the full moon rise out of the dark 
water, he was just barely able to adjust his mind to some latent possibilities 
of recognition. The moon emerged slowly from its lair, revealing itself 
gradually, like a lascivious woman, casting a lengthening, broadening 
duplication of itself across the ceaseless waves. 



Guinan immersed himself in the lunar unveiling until he could see 
himself briefly in the reflection in a way he had never seen himself before. 
He became a glimpse of his own in the mystery of the night, in the fullness of 
the moon. He only regretted that he had to travel that far to discover so little, 
only to return to the silences of his mind. 

 



Good Listener  
By Leanne Gregg 
 
Ellen, you didn’t pick up the phone again. I wanted to talk to you.  Now 

I’ll have to find someone else. 
Maybe that brunette jogger I’ve been telling you about or the barista 

who brews my tea every morning. The one with pale white skin and the 
lightest dusting of freckles on her cheekbones — you know how I feel about 
freckles. But I’ve seen her with a little girl about two years old with red 
curls.  I think she takes care of her — she seems too young to be a mother, 
but you never know these days. I know you think I don’t have a conscience, 
but after our conversations sometimes . . . 

The jogger, she doesn’t have a family as far as I can tell.  She runs every 
morning at exactly 5 a.m.  It’s as quiet as a tomb on the weekends, the sound 
of her sneakers thumping on the pavement, muffled by the thick rows of 
leafy trees. No one goes through it save for her and me. 

I wish you would listen to me, Ellen. You never pick up your phone 
when I call you these days. 

I went to the kitchen supply store yesterday and thought of you.  The 
salesman gave me the most wonderful demonstration of a knife. He turned a 
radish into a flower. It bloomed wide and full like a rose stretching its petals 
towards the sun. 

I really need to talk with you, Ellen. I wish I could hear your expressions 
through the phone. Sometimes I imagine what your face looks like up close. 
What color your skin is. The shape your lips curl into when you frown, and if 
your eyelids have blue veins in them you can only see when you are 
sleeping. 

Why won’t you talk with me anymore? Is it because of what happened 
last month? I told you I couldn’t help that. You didn’t answer any of my 
calls. And that waitress I found was such a good listener.  Her lips were so 
pink and rosy, just a thin layer of translucent skin swelling over the red, hot 
blood coursing beneath. 

Did you get the lipstick I sent you, Ellen? It’s called Vixen. I imagine it 
would bring some color to your face.  I hope you haven’t left town without 
telling me. I told you not to. It’s such an inconvenience for me to find out 
new addresses and phone numbers. It’d be so much easier for you just to 
answer my calls. 

When I was at the pharmacy yesterday, they had those rolls of paper 
stamps. You know, the ones with the perforation on the edges you actually 



have to tear apart and lick. I never liked those; I always rip off the corners. 
I decided to make you something, Ellen. I hope you like it. I won’t tell 

you what it is yet because I want you to be surprised. 
 



Twinkle Toes  
By Rebecca Gomezrueda 
 
It didn’t come all at once. It came when she was nine, blown up on the 

TV and then forgotten. It came again at twelve with the rest of the ballerinas, 
bruised feet in pale pink sheaths to protect their potential. The pink wore to 
pearl, and it went again. It came back at fourteen, wedged between two 
sheets of glass, and made a mad dash into her blood. 

It still wakes her up in the morning, leaves her flesh and bone as a 
mocking act of charity. Torn from sleep and stolen from lucidity, she trips 
over her own feet whenever she walks. In the afternoons, she sits beside her 
father at the dinner table, an arm’s length to the right of him and worlds 
away. 

When it comes, it doesn’t come alone. It comes with vomit churning in 
her breath and bags beneath her eyes; it comes with a ragged desperation 
that caves to exhausted discontent. The pearl wore to bone and shattered 
soon after. 

Her mother had liked to pat the spot beside her on the bed and tickle her 
feet. She came and went with a story time tune on her tongue. 

There was an old woman who swallowed a fly... 
She came and went then left for certain. 
I don’t know why she swallowed a fly. 
The porcelain doll that slept in her bed once took a mallet to the soles of 

her feet. Now even the sugary treats taste like rot, she says to herself in the 
mirror as she watches the slide and flick of a dry tongue that no longer feels 
like her own. The bile wears the pink to pearl. 

Perhaps she’ll die. 
It comes with chances, and goes with miracles. It comes with pity and 

revulsion. It brings pamphlets and kind squeezing hands, a father’s voice 
weighed down with age and grief and helpless begging and pleading. 

Her daddy still smooths down the covers to his left when he sleeps, and 
every night she stays to watch the sheets ripple and roll. She knows what he 
dreams about and can’t wrap her mind around why he would ever want to 
sleep. 

She’ll die, she’ll die, she’ll die.  
Oh yes, she hears it clearly. 
 
 



15  
By Amber Criswell 
 
Strangers clogged the patio, stuffing cigarettes in between planks and 

breaking chairs. I was five thousand pounds and sat at their feet, searching 
for an advantage. 

“Fifteen,” he declared and held out the baggie. 
“I don’t have it.” 
All of our purses were in the master bedroom, suffocating in peach and 

rolling in old. Everyone knew Alicia was in there with one of them and so I 
pressed my ear to the door and heard noises without continuity. The lock 
was turned. 

My parents would say, “Mary, if you are ever uncomfortable, call us and 
we will pick you up.” 

“Mary, if your friends try to pressure you, just make up an excuse and no 
one will bother you.” 

“Mary, ghosts aren’t real.” 
“Marybaby, hold your hat if it’s windy.” 
“Mary, it’s fifteen.” 
I sucked joints like I devoured chips, like I slurped soda, like I translated 

glances . . . like I underwhelmed myself. I muttered pulp and told him I 
didn’t have cash. He said to find some and then find him. 

I went into Alicia’s room; where was her purse?  Lane and the cat were 
sprawled over pillows; her bulbous face cracked a frown. She was sober and 
I couldn’t handle her spirals. Lane talked at me and my head nodded and 
my eyes searched her crotch, stained and close. Shelves of stuffed animals 
and glass rainbows lined the ceiling. The cat, peeing in the corner, stared and 
charged his lasers. The radical stretches of Lane’s rage contained our 
friendship. I didn’t like empathy and wanted out. 

“Do you have any cash?” 
“No, why?” 
“I’m going to check on Alicia, I’ll let you know if she’s cool.” 
Outside I shook bushes and turned over potted plants, searching for the 

kid with the baggie. Someone said that Alicia was in the street, trying to 
skateboard to Mexico. I called at her from the backyard and heard cheers. 
She hated Mexico the last time we went. I needed her to help me find cash 
because she was my best friend and I knew her when she still had braces and 
had memories of her dancing in a nightie while holding a picture of Nick 
Valensi. 



“If you spot me a blotter, I’ll pay you back.” I pointed to the purple cow. 
“Do you even know my name?” He crawled back under the deck, 

collecting our ashes. 
I screamed for Alicia, but she was on the roof blowing dandelions and 

discussing emptiness. Placing my ear to the drain pipe, I heard the whispers. 
It’s all about set and setting, she would say. 
 



The Occlude  
By Kyle Owens 
 
A kiln of sunshaft slit the room, parading the artist in gloried light.  Yet, 

he sat staring at his barren canvas, adrift in the haunted silhouette of 
failure’s spire. 

Dead paintings littered the floor in different stages of bright shades.  
Their images polluting his sanity to where he could no longer tolerate their 
reflections spearing into his eyes.  It was as if each stroke of color was 
iniquitous from the vision’s birth, scarring the art into stretched hollow 
facades. 

Voices whispered harsh, singeing the edges of his mind.  Resulting in 
diatribes of the deranged. 

 
“Shadows are lodging into my soul, 
Flawing my passions into dark visages of shrouded caves 
Standing me lost in the unsunned groves of desolation’s lair. 
My failure throbs quenchless in the paragon of my art, 
Flaying my purpose and causing my ideas to be rendered structureless. 
No comfort comes to my underworld’s scream. 
Haunting omens hue my sky into black noise 
In which only my paranoia attempts to crusade against.” 
 
He began pacing his studio.  His hands tangled tight into one another 

behind his back.  His reason falling in and out of shallow graves of decisions 
stitched half closed. 

 
“I have cast everything aside for my art. 
Destroyed acquaintances, 
Isolated myself from all things human to obsess with color and line. 
And this is how my muse rewards me? 
To separate me from the only salvation 
That I have ever permitted to marry into my soul? 
So help me if you don’t stop blocking me 
I will bludgeon my hands into raw meat 
Until my blood forests the floor!” 
 
He wailed in a vexation gashed deep and began destroying all the 

paintings lying about in a boiled wrath unmatched. 



Smashing and tearing.  Throwing and slicing.  The wretched panels were 
pummeled against the wall and shattered against chairs until he had 
exhausted himself and fell onto all fours. 

His face reflected estrangement.  His breathing heavy, his brow rain-
soaked from perspiration. 

He stared at the tubes of paint lying in front of him, scattered about the 
floor like the feathered remains of a butchered bird.  An orgy of thoughts 
knifed into one — to find his art, he must become the paint. 

He seized several tubes of the oils and removed their caps.  His eyes 
battled against the taunts of his mind.   He lifted the fistful of tubes above his 
mouth and squeezed their pigments into his gullet until he choked and 
coughed out the paint with blood ravaged spasms. 

He fell forward gagging.  The paint oceaned out of his nose and mouth 
into puddled sprays upon the floor. 

The artist rolled onto his back, bedded onto his canvas slayings, and 
began crying. 

It was at this moment he acquired the doctrine that all the great masters 
had lived which had come before. 

Imagination wasn’t a vision to be heroed before the world.  Imagination 
was the romantic term for madness. 

 



Veterinarian  
By James Moran 
 
The pyramids, golden like the monkeys racing up them, like her blouse 

as she watches the race, standing golden like the sun and the sand as I watch 
her. I only glance at the race; mostly I observe her. The higher the monkeys 
go, the more her hope plummets. The higher the monkeys go the more 
serious the injury should one slip. The more serious the injury the less likely 
her veterinary talents will make any difference. She fidgets and glances 
about like she’s chained where she stands, like she needs to place her anger 
somewhere for being so chained. I squint. The monkeys reach the top. There 
they wrap their arms around food that their overexerted bodies are not yet 
ready to ingest. Someone has won. Money is changing hands. A boring race. 
No monkey was hurt. Even so, she will be compensated for her attendance. 
Staring at the peak of the pyramid, she has become terribly still. I am 
reminded of the stillness that always preceded my mother’s fury. Things are 
about to get very interesting. 

 



Drowning  
By Katie Karambelas 
 
I am drowning, and it is beautiful. 
The pressure on my lungs, the burning sensation in my throat, the 

haziness of my eyes; they are like links attaching themselves to one another. I 
can almost hear everything clicking into place as I sink deeper into the 
bottomless water I’ve found. 

I am alone, and yet my memories keep me from being so. The pain is 
unbearable, but in the best way possible. It is starting to drum out the sounds 
of the people in my head, the people I will never miss. I will be gone, lost 
forever, but in a flash everything changes. The water is gone, yet it still 
chokes me from within. 

I open my eyes to blinding light. White and red lights mix together in the 
distance, making the world turn a hazy pink color, one that reminds me of a 
sunset. There was a day I watched the sun set last June. I stayed up late in 
the cemetery. No one living even noticed I was gone, but the dead were 
friendly, at least. 

My body convulses. I’m unsure if the feeling is from my cause or from 
the frighteningly hot fingertips I feel gripping my arms. I want it to stop, but 
I can’t move, or speak, or communicate.  I can only choke. So I lie here, 
letting the warm fingertips rub my arms back and forth, back and forth. 
Slowly, the warmth becomes fire, spreading throughout the rest of me, 
melting the coldness inside my lungs. 

“Jackson. . .” I think I hear someone say. 
They know who I am.  
I’m three years old, and my mother scoops me up after I scrape my knees. 
I’m seven, and Shawn tosses a baseball towards me, smiling and 

jumping for joy when I catch it. 
I’m thirteen, and Melissa kisses me one last time before she moves away 

forever. 
Fourteen, Fifteen, Sixteen, I’m sitting at the lunch table; Shawn sits 

across from me, his hair has fallen out. 
I’m seventeen now, and I’m alone. Posters to donate to Shawn’s 

memorial fund are splattered across all the walls in the school. I look down 
the empty lunch table. 

I’m still Shawn’s best friend. I’m not Jackson. I’m all alone. 
But they know my name. 
They know my name. 



Laughter  
By Dan Ress 
 
She found herself trapped inside his laugh. The echoes defined the 

dimensions of her cell, but his mockery formed the bars. They say that 
brevity is the soul of wit, but his laughter held no wit, only satisfaction, 
superiority, and conquest, and it was destined to hold her for a long, long 
time. In spite of herself, she couldn’t help but notice his dimples, profound 
and hypnotizing, as they pulled her prison tighter around her. She couldn’t 
breathe, and she worried she would throw up, spoil her narrow space and 
his laugh, collapse it upon herself, crushing her in the ruin of his interest, 
forgotten at the base of the foundation of his new structures, buried or 
powdered and left to drift in the breeze of musing chance, perhaps to one 
day sour his eye but no more, a blink of pain years in the future, and that 
only by a miracle turn in the infinite curve of probability. 

So she forced the bile down and instead responded with a feeble laugh of 
her own, bouncing pitifully against his piercing boom. It wasn’t funny, but 
she made herself laugh still, and her frail soprano played an awkward 
descant inside his commanding baritone, seeking escape on all sides and 
finding only the relief of its own sound and a soft, sad harmony. Suddenly 
his laughter meant more, but she couldn’t say what or how. The cloyingness 
of her trap opened to tight twisting corridors leading somewhere, towards 
some escape, or perhaps only to the center of his maze. She became her 
laugh, testing the walls of his laughter and finding paths forward, forking 
and winding around corners through the labyrinth he had become. Her 
urgency grew, and her laugh gained strength and depth. It was kind of 
funny when you thought about it. The breath behind her laugh was building 
to a gale, full of dust and sultry, grinding into a rough alto to round out a 
duet, mingling with his hard walls and eroding them from the inside until 
suddenly he seemed ready to burst, now a note of fear sharpening his 
pathways as she smoothed the lines and followed their contours down, 
deeper and deeper, toward their source. When she finally opened him, his 
laugh became a cry, a yelp, short but final. She kept laughing. 

 



God Speaks  
By Richard Krawiec 
 
So, I’m on the stoop, looking out at the sidewalk, hoping to find a butt. 

Tough times, right? Scrape where you can. Anyways, all I see are a couple of 
those dirty pink wads of dried gum. A few little pieces of a broken beer 
bottle, the brown glass shining like those teeth on TV in those toothpaste 
whitening commercials. Gleaming I think they call it. 

Well out of the sky blue nowhere this ratty squirrel hops over, raises up 
on its back legs, and pokes its nose up at me. 

“What are you sniffing at?” I say. 
It sits there with its little hands kind of folded at its chest, like my 

father’s in the coffin. 
“What the Hell do you want?” I ask. 
“Hell?” he chirps, like he’s amused. “Wrong place buddy. I’m God.” 
“Yeah, right, and I’m Satan.” 
“Well,” he says to me. “That’s what I came to talk to you about. 
 



Pseudo-Aster  
By David Crohn 
 
Pa had been dead a few days when I returned home after a long journey 

through the Territories. The screen door was torn from the hinges and tossed 
into the yard, the front door broken open, an angry patch of splintered wood 
and scratched metal where the knob used to be. Above the familiar rhythm 
of creaks and groans rising from the floor, I heard flies droning amidst the 
smell of fresh rot. 

“Ma,” I said. 
Nothing. 
Then I said, “Father,” and finally, “Aster.” The buzzing grew louder as I 

approached the kitchen. 
Father was splayed face down on the linoleum, the entire top of his skull 

broken, its contents feeding the mist of flies. Footprints streaked the blood 
across the linoleum in uneven slips and fits. The prints led from the body to 
the back door in the kitchen. I went out the door, down the steps, and into 
the backyard, where I found an digger. The digger had Aster’s mop of hair, 
his gray eyes, his unmistakable build — the broad shoulders leveled below a 
too-small head. I recognized the tee shirt, faded-iron camo with a wheat-
brown patch just below the collar Mother sewed in after I had torn it during 
a childhood wrestle. Only it was not my brother, Aster. 

The person recognized me. 
“Hello Lumpy,” said the digger, dumping a shovelful of wet earth onto a 

growing mound. A spade was thrust into the ground beside them. 
“Who...the fuck —” I said. 
“Lumpy, that’s no way to speak.” The voice failed at being stern, was 

instead disconsolate, defeated. 
“Don’t call me that,” I said. 
The pseudo-Aster paused and looked at me, shoulders slumped. Then 

after a moment, it resumed its chore. 
“What have you done?” I said, because I really didn’t know. The ditch 

was pulling everything into its own diminishing reality, perpetuating its 
own emptiness. 

The pseudo-Aster’s face frowned and furrowed. I had perturbed this 
person, had come to their function late and empty-handed. 

“You could help you know,” said the Pseudo-Aster in a voice now like 
white linen, while it tapped the wooden handle of the spade with the 
wooden handle of the shovel. The spade should have fallen over but didn’t. 



“You think this is for my health?” 
It spoke from under its breath or the side of its mouth, and dug. 
“Ungrateful.” 
Stab. 
Lift. 
Dump. 
“Good-for-nothing.” 
Stab. 
Lift— 
“Stop. You’ll hurt yourself,” I said, and I went to grab the spade. 
 



Forest Breath  
By Hailey Hartford 
 
Dad had such a distinct scent. It was like he had spent all day in the 

trees, soaking up their pasts in his breath. The oak collected on his tongue, 
sap coursing through his veins, pine needles trapped in his beard. It was as if 
he had lived all of their hundreds of years, the way he talked, like he had 
been roaming the earth since there was nothing but those trees. He would 
always sit me on one knee and give me advice. It never made much sense, 
but I figured that’s how trees talked anyways. 

He would tell me how to use the stars as a map, so I would never get 
lost, or which plants I could touch and eat while I was out hiking. He’d tell 
me what kind of snakes to watch out for and how to tell where north was 
when I couldn’t see which way the sun was headed. 

I could tell he loved me. The way those big aspen lips kissed me 
goodnight. He never felt as wooden as he smelled. That was the best part 
about him. Whenever I told him that, he would laugh. 

“Things are not always what they seem,” he’d say as he lifted me up 
from the sofa to his knee while grabbing whatever toy was in my hand to 
play with himself. 

One day, after doing so, he stopped laughing and looked at me. He took 
me off of his knee, and walked out the door. He paused at the entrance and 
beckoned me forward. 

He kept walking out into the woods, and he didn’t say a word. I had to 
run a few times to keep his pace — his feet were almost double the size of 
mine and where his legs ended is where my head stopped. I was too short of 
breath to ask him where we were going, so I didn’t pay much mind to his 
silence. 

We passed about every tree imaginable, and I figured this was the path 
where he gathered all the scents. My head was lost at their peaks, and my 
eyes often caught sight of the receding sunlight. Panic never mounted 
though, because I was with my dad. He knew these woods better than 
anyone, practically was part of them himself. 

He stopped, and I bumped into the back of his legs. He bent down and 
sat me on his knee. 

“I’m not going to be around forever. You’re going to have to learn this 
forest like I have. Do you remember all my lessons?” 

I nodded, and he smiled. 
“I’ll hold you to that. Close your eyes,” he said. 



I did, and when I opened them again, he was gone. For a moment, the 
forest started to choke me. But I calmed down and thought of what he had 
taught me. As I started my journey back home, I felt the trees start to cloud 
my scent just as they had done to my father. 

 



Bumping Into The Wrong Car  
By Samantha Memi 
 
He was driving his car when he hit another car. He got out of his car and 

walked over to the car he’d hit. The woman who’d been driving the car he 
hit got out of her car to remonstrate with the man who had crashed into her. 
She looked at the damage, then at the man, and she wanted to say, Look 
what you’ve done to my beautiful car, but instead she said, Thomas? and the 
man said, Samantha, what a surprise. I thought you were in London now. 

I am. I’ve just come back for today. My father died. 
I’m sorry. 
He’d been ill for some time. 
Cars honked as they drove past. 
I’m sorry about your car. 
What were you thinking? 
I wasn’t . . . I um, I’ll give you my details, insurance stuff. 
Yes. 
I mean, it was my fault. 
Yes. I heard you married Annabel. 
That’s my insurance number. Yes I did. Now we’re getting divorced. Ha 

Ha. I’ll be free and single again. 
Any children? 
Fortunately no. Kids get messed up in a divorce. 
That’s true. 
Her phone rang. 
Hi. Yes, but I’ve had an accident. No no, nothing serious. Okay. I won’t 

be too late. 
She switched off her phone. 
Boyfriend? 
Husband. 
Oh. 
They got each other’s insurance details and went their different ways. 
 



Honey-Money  
By Tingting Wei 
 
HONEY-MONEY fucked his own people. 
I was wife #1. 
One day, I was talking to wife #2. She cried when I told her that HONEY-

MONEY drew pictures of her in his diary. Two watermelons and a little V. 
Underneath the picture HONEY-MONEY had written: “I fucked this slut.” 
The date was prehistoric. 

Wife #2 gave me a hug and told me I was a true friend. “Thank you for 
letting me know,” she said, and then she went back to masturbating in her 
room, setting the dial to second place. I could hear the escalating shouts of 
“HONEY-MONEY!” as his name dissolved into high-pitched hiccups. 

In HONEY-MONEY’s diary, I also found pictures of my face, 
underneath which said: “I want to dick-slap her face.” It was insulting, but 
please, HONEY-MONEY, whip my face with your dick. I want to follow you 
around going bahhhhhh. 

Bahhhhhhh, bahhhhhh. 
HONEY-MONEY’s diary also contained pictures of wife #3, who had a 

row of sharp teeth. Outside on the stoop, I bumped into wife #3. We shared a 
cigarette. She looked deep into my eyes and told me she was HONEY-
MONEY’s favorite. Maybe that was true. Underneath a careful rendition of 
her teeth, HONEY-MONEY had written: “My dick belongs in her.” 

For a long time wife #2 and wife #3 were not on speaking terms. 
HONEY-MONEY fucked his own people. 
Fucking his own people is literal, not metaphorical. HONEY-MONEY 

stuck his own dick up his own ass and somehow it accommodated. 
Wife #3 had a nasty habit of making HONEY-MONEY’s heart go 

badump-badump. For the longest time, we couldn’t be sure he was alive. 
Until Wife #3 came into the picture, we’d had the pleasure of picturing 
HONEY-MONEY dead, which made us feel good because we were among 
the dying. But once Wife #3 came into the picture, HONEY-MONEY seemed 
to reanimate like a beaten corpse, a Nietzschean horse, rasping the rasp of an 
animatronic zombie. 

Wife #2 was not pleased. 
It was a sunny day when Wife #2 took an axe to HONEY-MONEY’s 

handsome face. His Grecian jaw took the blow and shattered in two. Wife #2 
picked up half of his jawbone from the ground and chucked it through the 
window, shouting, “How’s that for convenient!” Wife #3, heartbroken, 



wailed in her room like a coyote. I gingerly picked up HONEY-MONEY’s 
famous wandering eye and put it in a grocery bag, which I stuffed in my 
freezer. I believe the dogs got the rest of him. 

 



Anniversary  
By Steven Winters 
 
He sits on a dilapidated dock that overlooks the bay, slowly peeling 

away the petals of a withered rose. Tendrils of fog roll across the water, 
reaching for the stars that glimmer in the silken sky. Today is their four-year 
anniversary. 

“Did you miss me?” 
Her voice echoes on the breeze that stirs the fog which lays upon the 

water’s surface. A petal floats down is consumed by mist and is carried 
away. He doesn’t look to see if she’s there. 

“I miss you every day, my love.” 
Soundlessly the fragile stem falls into the water . . . and fades. 
 



Trained Seals  
By Charles Tarlton 
 
CARMODY 
I remember Cheetah from the Tarzan  
Movies, how he’d pull his lips back  
And seemed to smile (or was it a grimace?). 
 
BLIGHT 
And, he’d pound his chest with hairy  
Hands, yelping that way chimpanzees  
Do. 
 
Somebody’s grandmother, you might have said, or maybe a librarian 

from San Rafael, except for the pink tulle tutu over padded ski pants and the 
broad sun hat with a long neck flap. She was sitting with her back against a 
wall on the San Francisco Embarcadero, her knees pulled up to her chin. She 
was singing. Beside her on the ground lay a large athletic gear bag, 
unzipped. Wooden things spilled from it — the handle end of a broken 
baseball bat, a cane, branches torn from low hanging trees, pieces of old lath, 
and a two foot length of half-inch dowel. 

She came here every day and sat up her spot opposite the sea lions that 
gather on floats a little way out from the pier. She sang; they barked, in 
syncopation. 

“She’s part of San Francisco’s homeless problem,” a man in a Giants 
sweatshirt said to the small crowd. 

“I thought she was hired by the tourist bureau,” another man said, and 
everyone laughed. 

“A left-over hippy?” a woman in red asked, expecting laughter too, but 
everyone just looked at her blankly. 

“Where you from?” a Mexican boy asked, sarcastically. 
While the sea lions on their floats were the main attraction — cumbering 

over one another, going in and coming out of the water — it was hard to 
ignore the singing woman. Her voice became harsher and sharper, the 
rhythms quicker. 

As if she could no longer tolerate the competition from the sea lions, she 
straightened out her legs, kicking the bag of spilled sticks aside, and stood 
up. 

Was she, indeed, a homeless person, I wondered, mentally ill in all 



likelihood, poverty stricken, and alone in the world, or was she a local 
eccentric, wealthy as all get out, come down from a fabulous house on 
Russian Hill or Chinatown, to test the gullibility of denizens and tourists? 

“Oh, you idiots,” she said to the crowd as she stuffed the sticks back into 
her bag, then picked it up, and walked away toward the Ferry Building. As 
she disappeared, the crowd turned back to the sea lions. 

“When they balance a ball on their noses and toss it to their trainer like in 
the circus. . .” a woman in chartreuse baseball cap and silk hoodie 
announced, “...when they do that, they call them trained seals.” 

 



The Sea as a Sickness  
By Stephen V. Ramey 
 
The beach was the texture of beef tongue. Harper rested on his feet, eyes 

seeking the unblinking sky. That is the realm of angels was his single thought. 
His heart thudded once, twice, a pause, a thud. He stared at the empty bottle 
cradled in his palms and wanted more. 

A few strides away, Margie watched the ocean curl. Gulls dove into its 
spray. She thought of the long slow contentment of her life with Rick, the 
quick-slurp withdrawal of his death. At dawn, she had scattered his ashes on 
the ocean. It was almost noon. Was he still with her, or had he gone? 

Ronnie in the lifeguard chair thought of CPR, his weight leaning in and 
out above a body with riotous red lips. The cadence was important, the 
pressure too. Too much of him, and the victim’s ribs would cave. He thought 
of a cage bending inward, point-punctured flesh, the stain of blood on water. 
For an instant, it was real, not the body, not the blood, but the feeling of 
implosion and imminent death. 

Margie hugged her knees. “The sea is a sickness,” she said, and glimpsed 
Rick’s body churned and smashed within the foam. His eyes opened, his 
arms reached. 

“The sea is a sickness,” came to Harper as if from an angel’s throat. The 
ridges of his forehead folded. His stomach heaved. He dropped to his knees, 
and the world curled around him. 

Ronnie didn’t see the landscape wad into God’s invisible fist, or smell 
the vomit from Poseidon’s lips, but he did note a subtle change of 
perception, an alteration in the way the sun’s rays slanted, a shift of wind 
that carried sound differently. Someone needed saving. Someone needed 
him. He cupped his hand above sweat-stung eyes. No one was in the water. 
No one was on the beach. 

 



The Lesser of Our Sins  
By Spencer McCall 
 
I have this compulsive desire to hospitalize someone; I want to beat my 

curled knuckles mercilessly into the bridge of someone’s face until the red 
splatter on my shirt warms my stagnant soul and cools the anger coursing in 
my arteries. Every heartbeat compounds more of that underlying hatred I eat 
with my eyes and send through my rigid body. My muscles need to spasm in 
angst, full of energy and desire. 

But I am not the violent type. I maintain that it’s this lack of violence that 
has allowed a lifetime of rage to accumulate in the first place, but I digress: the 
past merely built the ledge I now stand upon. The leap of faith I muse to take is 
separate and uninfluenced by my prior self. Even so, how can I justify attacking 
just anyone and risk becoming what I have loathed for so long, and so completely. 

I need my victim to deserve it. 
I need a moral Cro-Magnon, an enemy made to be the manifestation of 

his society. All that disgusts me poured into this perfectly horrible being: a 
sexist, with a Napoleon complex and a tendency towards brutality. He 
abuses his lover. When desperate, he’ll pull his switchblade, and he’s always 
desperate. I smile at this creation. His failings give me an excuse to be a 
sociopath, yet remain the lesser of two evils. I could be almost a hero. But, 
despite the endless waiting, no such villain ever arrives. 

So I break bones in my dreams. I romanticize every upper cut, the shock 
of impact reverberating up my arm, and into my shoulder. But the fantasies 
only take me so far; it keeps the need at bay, but as the dreams shake into 
reality, the hunger returns tenfold each time. 

Still, no villain ever arrives. 
So I continue with my nighttime drug. The dreams grow increasingly 

violent as the nights pass, forcing me to wake in a sweat. My girlfriend tells 
me I talk in my sleep, whispering due vendettas and pleading for pain. I 
listen to her concern and fear, and I begin to wonder. 

Maybe I don’t need to be the aggressor. Maybe, if it wracks my body so 
completely, so relentlessly, pain could soothe the desire. Pain could shoot up my 
arm and into my shoulder, while my nose runs red onto my chest. If I could hate 
myself more than I hate the world, I could be the villain I’ve waited so long for. 

My girlfriend went to bed. 
And while she breaths so serenely, I open the window. 
I take a leap of faith. 
Into the pain . . . Oh, the glorious pain. 



The Rest of Me  
By Sherri Collins 
 
Part of me rests at the bottom of Serenity Lake. My bones are trapped 

under the weight of logs and weeds and decades of debris. Catfish tickle my 
arms, searching for a morsel not yet found, but I have nothing more to give. 
Other than you, the fish are the only ones who know where I am, but they’ve 
kept your secret for thirty-two years. Rather than resent them for their 
silence, I whisper stories to them, hoping one will stay and keep me 
company. I have seen their children and their children’s children, but I am 
still alone. All I have is a tattered shawl, borrowed from my older sister, that 
swishes and sways with the currents, keeping my shoulders bound. The 
seasons’ elements have made the fabric as coarse as a shipyard’s rope, 
reminding me of my sister’s protective embrace. 

The rest of me hangs on your studio wall. In the painting, I am sulking 
and impatient, hoping you will hurry so that we can return to the blanket 
under the trees. Your kiss is still moist on my lips, and I’m anxious to learn 
more about you, to discover what hides behind your intensity. My sister’s 
warnings about you have been left behind, as there is no room for them here 
among the aspens. You asked me to smile for the portrait, but I decide to be 
sassy instead, thinking you will like my spirit. You paint me as I am and, 
later, hang me across from the other girls. Some have tilted their faces 
toward the sun, some sit along a riverbank, some stand under a streetlight. 
Many of them are smiling, and perhaps it is because you asked them to. 
Perhaps they couldn’t help themselves under your observation. My own 
impudent expression will forever look out at them, wondering who they are. 

I whisper to the catfish, are they here? Tell me their stories. But they tell me 
nothing. My sister’s shawl sways gently and shoos them away. 

 



The Raging, Melting Space Between  
By Christopher Allen 
 
Do you remember the expedition? We had this thing between us we 

found hard to explain. Like a firmament, like some private storm. When you 
said this to your mother, she stared at you as if you were dressed in cabbage. 
So you told her we were leaving. 

It wouldn’t be the usual sort of expedition. We weren’t going on a search 
with flags and dogs; we would take the thing as far as we could — and leave 
it there. We’ll fengshui it, you said. We’ll wrap it in sky-blue paper and a ribbon of 
ice. But I said no. Remember that? What’s the sense, I said, of a ribbon when the 
point is to hide it? And you said, I put ribbons on happy things. And so we did. 

Though it wasn’t bulky, odd-hued, or loud, the thing attracted attention. 
We could have sold it a zillion times. Remember the drunken soldiers taking 
pictures with it so they could tell the folks back home it was their thing? 
Remember the Danish woman who tried to open it as we slept? Her sun-
blistered face? Her ridiculously thin cigarettes? Her twenty questions? Dead 
child? Artichoke? Boxite? Such a stupid woman. She thought penguins could fly. 

We let everyone believe what they wanted. They’d never get us — two 
men in suits — trying to save the raging, melting space between us. As 
months flew by, we breathed less, spoke less, afraid we’d use it up before we 
arrived. Remember how we spoke with our eyes? 

After years en route there we stood — ice freezing our feet, wind 
paralyzing the ice ribbon like a horse’s mane — nudging the thing along to 
that wheel of tuxedoed men, and hoping they’d know us. Remember? How 
they parted, shouldered us in — you could see they knew how far we’d 
come — and closed themselves around us? 

 



Holy Forrest  
By Mike Epifani 
 
I was pinned and pricked in my shuffle step, large hats with sharp 

accoutrements like tree branches of a brambled backwood. 
The colors were vibrant; the swoop of light’s spectrum vomited on the 

heads of the blindly faithful, the willing horde. 
No place to sit. 
As I exited the other end of the laying tree, I decided to exit altogether, 

deterred by the chin high garden. 
My quest for faith continues. 
 
 



January 7, 2013 - 8:28 P.M.  
By Trevor Roe 
 
Hey, Katie — it’s Derek. Sorry I missed your call late last night; I was 

busy tying up some loose ends. I guess we’ll have to play phone tag for a bit. 
So to respond to your message, I agree, we should finally meet face to face. 
As far as the date idea goes, I’m cool with just dinner for our first date. Now 
I’ve got a great idea as to how we should go about it. Wouldn’t it be funny if 
we dressed up like we were going to a five-star restaurant, though we’ll 
actually be going to a regular sit-down restaurant? I was thinking something 
like Longhorn Steakhouse, Outback Steakhouse, or Applebee’s. Everyone 
will be staring at us, thinking “What on earth are they doing here dressed 
like that?” and we’ll feel so high because of all the attention we’ll be getting. 
I’ll dress up in my dashing suit and tie outfit — J.T.! — and you can wear an 
elegant dress with high heels; I love my women tall. But anyways, I’ll pick 
you up at your place at 7, which by the way, you’re gonna have to give me 
your address and we’re gonna have to come up with the date of our date — 
ha, I’m so funny. I’m available any night next week, except for Wednesday 
night — that’s the night I have class at college. So whichever day works best 
for you, we’ll do it then. So back to the first date details: I’ll swing by your 
place, I’ll drive us in my car to the restaurant, we’ll eat and get to know each 
other better, then I’ll drive us back to your place. Although, I do have some 
more ideas involving the two of us before our date is over . . . I just hope 
you’re willing. Anyways, I’ve got something incredible that I’ve got to share 
with somebody, and it might as well be you. So yesterday, I attended this Sex 
Addicts Anonymous meeting just to see what it was all about. Now don’t 
start thinking bad thoughts — I’m not a sex addict — I’ve only had sex a 
couple times. But anyways, I sat in on the meeting, and this one guy 
surprised everybody when he said he was a date rape addict. I was very 
intrigued at what he had to say, and he basically told everyone that he 
needed God’s help and prayers from everybody who would listen and that 
he would never go on another date without a third person supervising. It 
really amazed me that there are men in this world that would take advantage 
of a woman — so terrible and sad — makes us guys start to believe that 
women are only good for cooking, cleaning, and pleasure, and that guys can 
do whatever they want when a man and woman are alone. But don’t worry, 
Katie, I’m not one of those men. So that’s my story. I’ll be looking forward to 
hearing your responses, hopefully without an answering machine this time. 
Bye, Katie. 



Apoliticalypse  
By Peter J Carter 
 
I can’t say how the end came for everyone; I can only speak for myself. 
They appeared on CNN late one October night in a “late breaking” news 

flash. In flustered face and informational panacea, the reporter rose like a 
weed from the sidewalk, throttling the mic. She was beautiful. 

Her face, like so many of the reporters there, was carved of the same 
translucent marble that longs to be chiseled by some earless artist. I watched 
her lips, as millions watched her lips, waiting for them to move; to speak. 

“Four Horsemen have arrived in Central Park. The famed Four 
Horseman of the Apocalypse have arrived and have asked to speak to the 
people of the world. We go straight to their news conference.” 

≠ 
A short old warrior took the stage first. His face a beaten, creased leather 

sack that had seen a million fights, laid trodden in prisons from Palestine to 
Hoa Lo, the ash of effigies’ fires circling his eyes. 

“Friends, we must fight. We must fight until there’s no hope left. We 
must fight beyond our lives. We must fight until those that would rise 
against us are smashed into an unrecognizable fertile mass that we can mold 
to plant our seeds. We must fight.” 

The next man took the stage looking around to make sure it was his turn. 
His face was doughy and unlined; a smooth palette waiting for color, the 
eyes in his head darted about like marbles in a cyclone. He opened his mouth 
to speak, closed it and thought again how best to start. Closing his eyes in an 
effort of will, clenching the crumpled notes in his hand, he spoke. ”We must 
wait. We must wait until waiting is all we have. Spurious action will be the 
end of all. We must wait until we have every fact.” He looked from face to 
face. “We must wait.” 

Then a snowy goddess took the stage. Her ashen robe hung loosely 
about her shoulders. She looked directly into each eye in the crowd, her 
pinched lips and hair piled atop her head carried the surety of a million 
decisions; the building planks of a million ships all resting there. ”We must 
act.” she said. “We must destroy the little things that detract us. We have to 
dissect each bug, rip off their little legs so we might see them wander in 
circles; aimless. We have to act to smooth the road, for if we stop, we will 
stop. We must act.” 

After a moment, the last took the stage; a hollow skull, taut vellum skin 
covering an eggshell, pulsing eyes leaking blood, a friendly smile of bones 



reassuring all. ”We must die. Only in death can all be equal. Only then, can 
we share all that we have. Only when we give everything, can we hold 
nothing. We must die. We must die.” 

I turned the TV off and sat watching my reflection in concave gray. I 
picked up the remote and pried off the power button. My reflection in 
concave gray did the same. 

 



In Autumn Everything Grows  
By Rhonda Eikamp 
 
She gave birth to her mother in the autumn, when leaves flew onto the 

trees and her guttural cries fluttered unheard into the lengthening days. The 
pain was sharp and then soft. She closed her legs; her blood exploded back 
into her, quickening her limbs, a roiling rush of urgency, and she stood to 
find the severed red ends of the cord that had been wrapped around her own 
neck so she might bind them back together. Her mother was large, with wise 
wide-open eyes she knew she’d been waiting all her life to see. A sky to 
reign over her. She could give her life into the hands of this wisdom now, 
unlearn everything she knew of hardship. Her mother would protect her. 
She would be parented. 

It made her weep, great caterwauling wails that shook her and threw her 
back onto the filthy mattress, and her mother reached down, stroked her hair 
and murmured, There. 

She quieted and soon sleep opened her eyes. There was nothing left to 
do but grow. 

 



Coming Off Plurality  
By Peter Baltensperger 
 
It always began with the Ferris wheel: the tedious climb up the back to 

the apex, the euphoria of the gondola swinging back and forth almost close 
enough to the sky to touch, and then the slow, inevitable glide out and over 
into the nothingness that constituted the outside of the wheel. Tiernan 
Brewster held on for dear life, his knuckles whiter than white, his body a 
mass of tangled nerves. The air was thick with dread, his mind convulsing. 
He could taste the abyss swallowing him up, as if it were alive, a fog with 
tentacles tugging at him. Far below him, George Ferris Jr. himself was 
operating the machinery, determining his fate. Tiernan could see the 
inventor’s wizened face in the fog, grinning gleefully, and the eyes, the eyes. 
No amount of screaming was ever enough. 

When he was down on solid ground again, his throat raw, his knuckles 
bruised, he felt he should be rubbing himself against one of the pylons 
keeping everything in place. He thought it would have balanced the black 
vertigo with the solidity, the primordial angst with the futile pretense. 
Instead, he climbed the girders of a shivering suspension bridge spanning a 
deep, lazy river, pulled himself up over the topmost beam, and let himself 
drop all the way down into the comforting water. It was always just enough. 

A disheveled clown from some other dimension and some other time 
was waiting for him at the entrance to the night, the inside a chaotic 
confusion of warped mirrors, shattered glass. It could have been a rift in a 
spinning continuum, his knuckles were white enough. And then his face 
morphed into shards of reflections until he couldn’t look himself in the eyes 
anymore. At least he felt he knew where he was, despite the grimacing faces 
bouncing off the cracked glass. He had practiced long and hard, living 
among distortions. 

He braced himself against the headboard of his bed, grasping the newels 
with both hands until his knuckles were the whitest white again and he 
couldn’t feel his toes anymore. They shattered into a million pieces when he 
stood up in the morning, as if they had spent the night in liquid nitrogen. 
Perhaps he forgot to turn something off. He couldn’t possibly put them back 
together again, any more than Humpty Dumpty, or Chicken Little the sky. 

By then, his gondola was already back up at the apex again, swaying 
dangerously back and forth before it dropped him back between the 
nothingnesses of falling out of himself and not remembering how to find 
himself. He fused himself to the gondola and powered everything he had 



into his scream. The woman sitting beside him laughed so hard she 
dissipated into the fog and he couldn’t hold on to her anymore. He could see 
the tentacles embracing her, but in the end, it was the clown who was the last 
one to see the giant wheel. 

 



A Port of Call  
By Ryu Ando 
 
In Otaru, Hokkaido, I once met an Ainu man standing in the rain. 
He told me all un-received radio waves collect in some far corner of the 

universe. 
“Crackle and hiss and loss,” he said. “It is a graveyard of information. A 

bone yard of fidelity.” 
I lamented the loss, but he only laughed at me. 
“You misunderstand,” he said as sea spray and low clouds muffled us 

like cathode-ray static. “It is beautiful to see chaos spiral and reason 
unravel.” 

kamuy ekupe kamuy orowano. 
As I walked around under Otaru’s fragile gas lamps all I saw was that 

unlit corner unfolding in silence before me. I stood on the wharf and could 
see it there, floating on the private tides of grief, just beyond my grasp, 
peering at me from behind the slippery curtains of freezing rain: 

infinite, dark lotus.  
And I remember nothing more of my time there except for the idiot 

North wind spiraling over us and carrying with it the unwelcome laughter of 
cold transformation as worlds froze over. 

 



Coffee Culture  
By Vincent JS Wood 
 
He picked me up in the van, that damn van. 
“You wanna’ get a coffee?” 
“Yeah, I could go for a coffee.” 
“But do you want a coffee?” 
“What does it matter if I want a coffee or not?” 
“Because if you don’t want coffee we won’t get coffee.” 
“I never said I didn’t want coffee.” 
“You didn’t sound too enthused.” 
“Enthused? Enthused!? Look man, the coffee’s not the point, the point is 

spending tie with each other. Y’know, socialising.” 
“Just get in the van.” 
“It’s a shitty van.” 
“Fuck you.” 
We drove to this little indie place where everyone is trying so hard to 

look different that they all end up looking exactly the same. He orders a 
black coffee; I have mine white with a flavour shot. 

“Why’d you get vanilla?” 
“I like vanilla, I like the taste.” 
“Yeah but if you go for a coffee get a coffee, don’t fuck about with the 

flavour.” 
“Nah man, I always liked the idea of coffee more than the taste. You 

think of coffee and you think of this rich, full bodied aroma that clings to 
your nose hairs and warms your lungs but when you take a sip you get this 
bitter shit that clutches the back of your throat.” 

“You’re such a pussy.” 
“Not at all, I just like my coffee like I like my women. Pale and sickly.” 
He gives a full on hearty chortle. 
“Hey, remember when I used to work in that cofeeshop?” 
“Yeah man, I used to bring my girlfriend in to see you all the time.” 
“Oh yeah, whatever happened to her?” 
“She’s my wife. I married her and you were the best man.” 
We both crack up. 
“You guys always were good to me. Easily some of my favourite customers.” 
“Some of? Surely we were your number one favourite customers?” 
“I dunno, we had this one really … err … ‘eccentric’ guy who’d come in 

and tell us insane stories about his life.” 



“Was he mad?” 
“Yeah, he was full on.” 
We finished our coffees and left. 
That night I couldn’t sleep, I guess because of the coffee. I lit a cigarette 

and stared out of the window wondering what the mad old boy was up to 
now. 

 



Ebb and Flow  
By Jonathan Stark 
 
Marta retrieved the flip-flop and dropped it into the bag.  It was crusted 

with sand and still smelled of salt and plankton.  The clinging grit on her 
fingers made her smile, memory of the small hand, clammy and sticky from 
digging for sand dollars, which had held hers while wearing it. 

The bag was heavy when she lifted it, burdened with sandcastle buckets 
— tidal pools full of shells that cascaded over each other as she moved — 
rivulets of color slithering and, she imagined, the slightest whisper of the 
ocean. 

A lone suitcase remained by the door, gorged on the last of her worldly 
possessions from this place.  The rooms were devoid of personality now with 
only the drip of the half bath faucet breaking the silence.  She hadn’t been 
able to hear that before, when the children were still here, clamoring over the 
furniture and terrorizing each other with rotting crustaceans.  She looked at 
the couch where the ice cream had spilled and they’d flipped the cushion.  
This was their place. 

But now they were leaving.  And taking their dreams with them.  A soft 
breeze tickled her arms as she walked to the car.  The “For Rent” sign squeaked a 
farewell as they drove away, palms waving good bye, paradise lost. 

Heart heavy and thoughts far away, Marta didn’t see Lucia on the bridge as 
they passed nor did Lucia see Marta, her heart leaping at the sight of the palm 
lined boulevard, the branches seeming to wave her onward, welcoming her. 

The “For Rent” sign squeaked a greeting to Lucia as she parked on the 
crushed shells of the drive.  A gaggle of children emerged, skipped the 
house, and ran straight for the beach.  Whooping and hollering danced 
skyward with the darting sanderlings.  She started to unload the car but a 
hand stopped her.  “Later,” he mouthed, and then pointed after the children.  
She smiled and took the beach bag as they followed – leaving a lone suitcase 
beside the car, bulging with their worldly possessions. 

Lucia laughed at the children already at home on the water’s edge.  She 
marveled at the dunes, the wind, the birds, that she was here and this was 
their place now.  She stopped along the path to pick up a flip-flop that had 
been lost in the dash to the sea and set it in the bag where it rested on sand 
castle buckets, waiting to be filled. 

 



Tramp Stamps  
By Chris Wilkensen 
 
People collect so many tangible things: DVDs, clothes, photos. Then, the 

intangibles: tattoos, STDs, calories. I used to think collecting products was a 
waste of time and money. Like I had money to collect stuff anyway. 

Despite my anti-materialism, I would purchase a stamp machine. My 
desire to travel would dissipate. Different colors, characters, but roughly the 
same size. Different settings on the stamp machine. 

Anti-consumerism ideals. Sometimes they lead me to stupid decisions. 
For example, the government savings bonds my mom saved for my college 
tuition. Like I wanted to learn what the man wanted me to know. 
Unnecessary to use the bonds. Except to travel. And so I did. 

≠ 
The dictionary taught me the following for free, unlike college-credit courses. 

 
stamp (stæmp) 
n. 
3. An official mark, design, or seal that indicates ownership, 
approval, completion, or the payment of a tax. 

 
The ones that took me from country to country. Arrival and departure dates. 
Passport stamps. 

 
tramp (træmp) 
n. 
3. One who travels aimlessly about on foot, doing odd jobs or 
begging for a living; a vagrant. 
4. (b) A person regarded as promiscuous. 

 
The first one described me perfectly. The second one exaggerated wildly. 

 
tramp stamp [træmp stæmp] 
n. 
1. A lower back tattoo as a body decoration, sometimes intended to 
emphasize sexual attractiveness. 

 
Not to be confused with my self-coined term about traveling solely for 
passport stamps. 



≠ 
After almost four months of backpacking across Europe, it was time to 

come home. Twelve passport stamps deserved a break. I arranged my arrival 
date perfectly to surprise my mom on Mother’s Day. 

“What do you want for Mother’s Day? Dinner? Something else?” 
“You know you don’t have to get me anything. I’m just happy that 

you’re here today. How long’s it going to be this time?” 
“I ask you all the time what to get you for Christmas, your birthday, 

Mother’s Day. But you always say you never need anything. Well, what do 
you want?” 

“If I never needed anything before, then I don’t need anything now.” 
I couldn’t help but laugh, while flipping through my passport. 
“If I say that we should get dinner, would that be convincing? I have 

money.” 
“Let me see that,” my mom said. 
I handed her my passport. She pretended to throw it out the kitchen 

window. I screamed. 
“Don’t even pretend to do that, Mom!” I wagged my index finger at her. 
My mom laughed. Then, she pointed toward the fridge. “All your 

postcards.” 
“I didn’t forget about you,” I said. 
She took a deep breath. 
“If you really want to do something for me on Mother’s Day, then stay 

here for a while. You don’t need to go anywhere else.” 
“Okay, okay, okay.” 
“Do you mean it?” 
“Yes. Now please give me my passport.” 
“Let’s get dinner. My treat.” She smiled and handed me my navy-blue 

book. 
 



The Meta  
By Tamara K. Walker 
 
“Your stories are just like your life,” she said.  “You never really finish, 

just drop the climax like a bowl of hot wax and expect us to extrapolate the 
ever after from the splash of colored crumbs on the floor.”  It was true.  They 
had a peculiar parallel tendency to spin an engaging yarn and announce the 
end before anyone suspected, to set the scene of an intriguing social dynamo 
and exit stage just as the consequences of the encounter unraveled from their 
shadowy spool.  Today, she was having none of it.  She seized them by their 
arm and demanded elaboration.  They winked shamelessly, like someone 
holding up empty hands to an overeager pup or a child, as if to say nope, 
really, that’s all there is!  As she released them from her grip with a deflated 
sigh and they slipped inevitably out the door, she felt as always vaguely yet 
viscerally unsettled. 

“Hey!  Wait!” she called after them again in eviscerated vain.  Against 
her better judgment, she retrieved a cup of pudding from the fridge and 
spent the rest of the day darting down paths of speculation as to their 
whereabouts, motivations, and doings. 

 



Puddles  
By George Sparling 
 
For the first time I see a blank, her face disappears. Nothing exists, and 

that’s a positive development. 
“What happened to your head and torso?” Clara asks. 
“I don’t know, probably where yours went. We’re not invisible, we’re 

non-existent.” 
“Are you religious? I’m not,” she says. Changing subjects are clear 

indications of a vanishing act. With no face, no mouth, no torso, I look down 
at her legs. I’m a leg man and hers were great. It’s too late for voyeurism. We 
could melt out here and no one would find the remains of our lives. 

“I’m a voyeur when it comes to religion and God. It’s better to pretend 
than actually believe,” I say. The flaw lies not with the stars but with our 
emptiness. 

“I don’t believe in anything,” she says. “But where are you, lost in the 
sunlight? 

Where’s the rest of you?” 
I don’t see her pupils. I shade my head with my hand and her body 

diminishes to a puddle. 
I can’t tell whether I speak to myself, the abyss, or to her. 
“I loathed your bodily form,” I lie. 
I’m another puddle on the grass beneath the bench. 
“I bet you wonder why I agreed to this non-date,” she says. It ain’t 

because she’s an easy lay, sexism has been purged completely. “Sex is 
useless.” 

Our insubstantial selves wouldn’t hold the glands, organs and fluids 
needed. 

“How did you contract herpes?” I say. Gagging, I refrain from barfing. 
“My girlfriend tricked on the side.” 

“And your herpes from her,” she says. She begins to annoy me. “Once I 
visited a bisexual and she gave it to me.” 

“Yes. My girlfriend was bisexual.” 
“Did she have a ‘Touch Me’ green tattoo on her belly?” she asks. We’ve 

touched bases, so to speak. I assent. 
We’re past being ethereal; terra incognita more apt. 
We’re blanks shot from a gun. 
 



The Choice  
By Grove Koger 
 
It’s a choice everybody makes and nobody remembers. They ask you, 

This way or that? So much depends, you see, but you make the choice 
lightly. 

One of them forces open your mouth and slips the knife under your 
tongue. Now, the act is symbolic. You slice a magpie’s tongue free so that it 
can talk. But the knife in this case is a symbolic knife, and the act is symbolic, 
yet the blood is real and fills your mouth. 

At first it tastes warm and sweet and salty, but the next day it’s bitter. 
Eventually you forget the choice, and the knife, but never the taste. 

 



Basement Goon Number Two  
By Rene Cajelo 
 
The highway was wet with the previous night’s rain. Inverted discs of 

early-morning sky in puddles unraveled beneath passing tires, swirled and 
re-formed, good as new. Ellis snaked his car through sparse traffic. The sun 
was low on the horizon and filled his car with burnished light. 

He drove into the underground garage of a big black building, parked 
his big black sedan next to other big black sedans. In the break room, Ellis 
drank coffee while colleagues came up to him and clapped his shoulders. 
They congratulated him and wished him good luck. 

He finished his coffee and went with his co-workers to the wardrobe 
department, where stylish young women gelled their hair flat against their 
heads and brushed dark makeup around their eyes, giving them all a heavy-
lidded appearance, detached and menacing. Ellis’ stylist grayed the hair 
around his temples, and he nodded approval at the mirror. He looked to 
himself like an old Russian soldier, damaged by ghosts, simmering with 
silent rage. 

The armory was down the hall from wardrobe. Ellis stood in line. The 
men straightened their ties and adjusted their earpieces and shuffled 
forward. He took out his phone and sent a quick text to his wife. He made it 
to the front of the line, where he handed over his phone for a flashlight and 
his name for a gun. The gun was bulky and oiled, fat with bullets. 

He took his spot in the sprawling, empty lobby, next to the metal 
detectors halfway between the revolving doors and the humming bank of 
elevators. 

He forced himself to ignore the clock on the wall. 
Each minute cried out to be ticked off in his head. 
Instead, he studied the people passing by on the sidewalk outside. 
That woman there, didn’t she have nothing left to lose after being 

betrayed by her greedy corporate overseers? And those two, behind her, 
wasn’t one a punchy hotshot with a chip on his shoulder and the other a by-
the-book schlub getting too old for this shit? 

His throat tightened. 
By now his wife would be readying the house for his retirement dinner. 

He was suddenly curious to see the bunting his daughters were hanging up. 
His supervisor called to him from behind the security desk. 
“Just lost the feed from the subbasement camera. May be nothing. Take 

the rookie and check it out.” 



The rookie was an inner-city black man who only took the job to support 
his new baby, due any day now. They looked at each other and felt things 
fold. 

They shook hands in the unlit stairwell, below them, a noise that was 
probably just the wind. His went for his gun, then he changed his mind and 
took out his flashlight instead. A face resolved itself in his mind. They 
descended the stairs. He clicked the light on and it lit up the darkness. 

 



Revenge of the Delinquents  
(Sacred Texts)  
By Peter Mara 
 
Upon awakening, I saw her. 
Poppy capsules adorned her hair. Her passive lips craved their narcotic 

violence which was the only trait of these plants that gave her pleasure. Isis 
was in handcuffs and they couldn’t release her. The home medical manual 
offered no solutions; neither did the Merck Manual for Physicians. The 
moans coming from the hallway sounded as if the opium soaked physician 
was being flayed alive by former patients. The walls of this room are light 
green with an undecipherable adornment of stains; a soft light burns 
overhead to relax me. Dirty windows make me cry. 

I had been swallowed whole, spit out in a confused state. The payphone 
in the hallway had been broken for 3 months and I was tired of the white 
rodents outside repeating number series. Too loud. 

We had walked quickly to the heartbreak dance, so we could dance 
slowly then lie down, Beat, beat, beat. Always against a wall. That’s why I’m 
here. 

She and I had escaped from home a long time ago. We supported 
ourselves by hijacking automobiles and selling them quickly. She always 
licked the fenders before sending them away. I always licked her lips 
afterwards. Obstructions weren’t a problem: they died under mysterious 
circumstances and were left to rot. The police laughed at us, then we set 
them aflame. Time is out. Time is off. 

The walls twist frequently. 
That’s it. The forest has everything. My skin becomes numb. That wasn’t 

her blood on the floor. 
 



R’lyeth A Carpet Upon The Earth  
By Roger Leatherwood 
 
The invasion came not from above but from below. Grumblings became 

earthquakes and weather turned angry; the military were pointed up at the 
sky and had no recourse when the fissures opened and the first of the R’lyeth 
slithered awake upon the valleys and the river beds. 

Small and oily feathered, the R’lyeth swarmed like a yellow pissflow of 
locusts across the land. Guns were effective in slowing and angering them 
but not killing them. An infinity of vermin spit and bit at the people in 
Missouri and Alberta, the Rhone and Imperial valleys. Strategic nuclear 
strikes were considered until it was clear the unholy wash of 4-legged sloths, 
black and smelling and with those eyes, round and sad, were collecting. 

They entered the cities as if attracted to the smell, the noise, the sweat 
and the flesh of humans. Mobile killing moths, like shit on legs, the R’lyeth 
gnawed at buildings, ate limbs off women, fucked in basements and smeared 
terror and commerce akimbo across into the unpopulated fields and 
expanses. Rendered inhabitable, downtown centers, skyscrapers, office parks 
and stadiums were abandoned for the cesspool of awakened invaders. 

They seemed to come from the very soul of the earth yet had never been 
known before, creating disease and civilization to scatter. 

The infestation was a carpet upon mankind. Those who thought they 
understood were murdered. Leaders fled and tyrants lost their armies, 
forced to hold impossible beachheads against the dank mossy land that had 
come alive it seemed, in endless night and unquenchable ardor to nip, piss 
on and unsettle man’s hold on the thin surface. A vanity of progress. 
Families were torn asunder, men joined packs and women huddled against 
the rapists. 

Word was only Antarctica and the North Pole had not been overrun.A 
hazy mottled moire pattern painted the ports, the cities, the beltways and the 
Southern tip of Africa. A virus of cancer organic upon humanity. 

After the last of the infrastructure failed and the sewers flowed like wine 
upon the streets . . . when those still able had impregnated the nearest women, 
old or crippled or willing, a primal and doomed impulse tainted by the 
thought the cancer had infected their gametes as well . . . when no nations 
joined together, the angry gods infesting all life with, once the darkness fell as 
naturally as branches from an oak violated by a lightning strikes . . . 

. . . the R’lyeth paused and were still. 
And from the skies the new gods came, the Tgotha, in ships of water and 



unmolested. They were large and they perched upon their rightful place 
upon the shit- and cum-stained ruins of the man’s immodesties and 
humilities, surveying the horde of R’lyeth, inconsequential and no longer 
needed, as were worshippers. They were here to feed, not to preach. They 
were not that kind of gods. 

And the remnants of mankind from India to Peru bowed their heads and 
began to pray. 

 



Ribbon  
By Tamara K. Walker 
 
In her hand, she held an infinite red ribbon. Time was stillish for 

someone grasping abstract manifestations of dimensionality, and only 
moved when she thought of it, like distant clouds only seem to shift when on 
the tip of your mind. In between the thinking-times and the time-thinkings, 
she often amused herself by threading it through her fingers, humored that 
she could perceive the end, width-wise. Aleph arrived one day in a counter-
intuitive go-kart while she was proceeding down a textured racetrack of 
indeterminate length just as it became endless. Keeping it linear required 
considerable focus. He flirtatiously castigated her: “It simply won’t do for 
the keeper of Fields to be dallying about with infinity.”  A bubble of haughty 
hilarity threatened to burst in her face. “You’re handling it with ease, thus 
you must be considerably larger than it,” he went on. “Plus, it would look SO 
much better tied cutely in back of your hair, in a neat little bow. . .” His voice 
betrayed ulterior excitement. Teasingly, she blew him an autonomous kiss. 

“Oh, I’ll define Axioms when I feel like it,” she breathed breezily. As he 
rambled predictably about responsibility for the future fate of knowledge 
and why not just tie it up like the others do in a petite floppy bow, she idly 
tied one on the tip of her finger. 

“What are you doing?” he said, taking notice of her wistful inattention.  
Smirking, she pinned it on him, silencing him immediately.  
“First prize,” she said. 
 



The Center Does Not Hold  
By Fred Skolnik 
 
It started when the toilet fan went. I got it going again by pulling it out of 

the wall and oiling it up but after a few days it gave out again and I figured 
that was that and just started using the other toilet. Then one of the sinks got 
stopped up and I tried unclogging it with a plunger but all I got was the 
water trickling down the drain which I could live with because sooner or 
later the sink would empty out. The next thing to go was the washing 
machine so I started doing my laundry at the laundromat. 

I’d always been pretty good about maintaining the house but it gets to a 
point where things start to overwhelm you and you’re too tired to make the 
effort to keep it up. Things just take their inevitable course. I stopped 
mowing and watering the lawn and naturally it died after a time and things 
started coming up wild and the plants in the house died too and I left the 
burnt-out bulbs in their sockets so the house was pretty dark. It was amazing 
how everything added up and pretty soon there were dozens of things to fix 
and I knew it had gotten to a critical point where I couldn’t catch up 
anymore. I stayed in bed most of the time and then I felt my body burning 
and a sharp pain in my chest and though the phone was right beside the bed 
I couldn’t bring myself to use it. 

 
Reprinted with permission. Previously published in Concisely, Issue 2, Winter 2010. 

 



Boy Seeks Girl Wearing SpongeBob Tank 
Top  
By Peter Dabbene 
 
MISSED CONNECTIONS 
YOU were at Scrunchy’s Playhouse inside the Route 130 ShopRite last 

Thursday, wearing a SpongeBob tank top. I was there too, with MY 
SpongeBob tee shirt – what are the chances? YOU wore a ponytail and 
sandals, and a Hello Kitty band-aid on your knee. I wore my special pants 
with a stripe that makes me run faster, and my new light-up Iron Man 
sneakers. I felt we had a real connection – I don’t meet many girls who 
appreciate SpongeBob the way I do. Usually, they just sit around asking, 
“Does this one have Sandy in it?” But you were different. I gave you the big 
red Lego Duplo piece you needed, and you reciprocated with a green one. 
You didn’t have to do that. 

I know we could have a good life together, with regular play-dates, and 
snacks. We could even get married if you want to. My cousin just got 
engaged to a girl in his preschool class who asked him, and they’re only 
three and a half. 

Unfortunately, I can’t drive yet, or even ride a bike without training 
wheels, so I am dependent on Mom for transportation. Despite my most 
sincere and heartfelt requests (not to mention the best whining and 
screaming I could muster), she tells me that our usual shopping day is 
Tuesday, not Thursday, and that this was a one-time exception required by 
Grandma’s doctor appointments and Dad’s softball schedule. I will do what 
I can to sabotage our next Tuesday shopping trip, hoping I might yet see you 
again, and that my efforts are not merely cruel amusement for the fates, 
entertaining them as if I were their own personal SpongeBob. My fervor for 
you was such that the Duplos, the temporary tattoos, the video games, even 
SpongeBob himself (yes, I said it) all faded to the periphery, but in my 
excitement (not to mention the sugar high from my mystery flavor Dum 
Dum lollipop) I forgot to ask if Thursday is <i>your </i>family’s regular 
shopping day. I didn’t even get your name, since we didn’t actually speak, 
and now our opportunity to forge a lasting connection may have been lost. 
Maybe one day you’ll ride past my house and see me – I think we live in the 
town of New Jersey. Otherwise, I can only assume you will be at Scrunchy’s 
Playhouse, Thursdays at approximately 4:30 p.m., watching SpongeBob and 
wondering why your soul-mate does not come. 



The Shotgun Waltz  
By Benjamin Blake 
 
So it’s all come down to this . . . Pacing the stained carpet in a cheap 

motel room, clutching my trusty shotgun in a death grip. I swore to myself 
that I would never let it end this way: overflowing ashtray on the bedside 
table, neon light bleeding through the thin curtains. Any minute now, any 
goddamn minute. 

 



A Tale of Two:  Kamikaze Wings  
By A.J. Huffman 
 
I drove a flamingo to the perceived edge of the world to see if we would 

fall off. We did not end. Our journey continued past the red-buoyed 
warnings, my legs pedaling, wishing they were wings. Air is so much easier 
to traverse than water, less natural resistance. The sleek pink giant offered no 
assistance or caution, just willingly worked its wave through the waves. 

I grew tired after a while, but the stoic expression of my voyage 
companion motivated me. Unreasonable defiance was my shtick. I would 
find a way to wipe that Mona-Lisa-Know-It-All-Grin off its beak if I had to 
build a sandblaster. I pedaled harder, my legs no longer registering feeling. 
My muscles became liquid as the water tried to force us back to a beginning 
that was no longer in sight. Hours passed. Then days, weeks. Time lost all 
meaning as did trivial terminology like pain and progress. 

Suddenly we struck land. An expanse of sand sideswiped us. (Focus too 
had abandoned us eons ago). I wanted to get out, give up on this mission of 
migration, but the bird was still flipping me its accusatory grin, and my legs 
no longer believed solid belonged beneath their feet. Sitting there in the 
spotlight of another morning’s sun, I suddenly understood we had already 
survived one predestined mythical death. Encouraged, I turned my 
feathered vessel around, pointed collective minds toward the celestial body 
that burned. 

We took off at a different pace, intent on flight. This time our journey 
would be about height, not distance. Both of us were curious to see how high 
we could get before something started to melt. 

 



Stranded  
By Regina Clarke 
 
It would come soon. It must. Until then, there was only the running, 

another zone, a landscape of black shadows and the silver, glinting light 
from a distant moon to show the way. 

The silence. An absolute, existing now in the waiting. Thirst came at 
intervals, but to leave and enter the ravines for water would mean to miss 
seeing. That was impossible. The ship would come, but only if the waiting 
was held, if the watching continued. 

No dreams or sleep. Wait for it. 
Starlight. Streaking trails of nebula. How far? Light years. 
It will come again. It must. 
 



All Black  
By Grace E. Bialecki 
 
After the accident, she had two black eyes. Thick rings like charcoal 

around each socket. She stared at herself, mystified.  This wasn’t her. It was a 
trompe l’oeil. She went back to bed and closed both eyes carefully, 
deliberately. Lids touching lids. It was all a bad dream. 

Except the second mirror confrontation offered no consolation. Deep 
black still there, and now, as she peered forward, she saw black irises. 
Colorless voids. She stayed indoors and avoided mirrors. 

It had all happened so fast, and afterwards, she’d simply gotten up and 
walked away. Still in a daze and so light headed, it felt like floating. She’d 
left everything in the road — strewn possessions glittering beneath a  layer 
of glass and blood. She expected someone to stop her, but no one did. The 
clumps of people gathered along the edges stared through her. Sharp elbows 
and stretching necks to look at the real wreckage. 

Now, when she tried to replay it all, moment for moment, she couldn’t. 
Mostly, she remembered the light, fragmented and flickering in her eyes. 
Shadow, bright, shadow. She remembered a noise, sharp and hard. Close, 
then distant, then, nothing. All black. 

All that had mattered was getting home, but she’d done that, and now 
she wasn’t sure what mattered. Time expanded in her apartment, slipping 
away from her, leaving her grasping at air. There was something wrong with 
her hands, hairline fractures, maybe, and she’d always had weak wrists. She 
couldn’t lift books, open cabinets, hold a glass. Her failures frightened her, 
so she stopped trying. 

Her eyes stayed black — she checked, just once. No doctor would be able 
to cure that, she knew better than to waste her time. Besides, there was nothing 
wrong, really. Just black eyes and weak fingers. Once, an old lover had told 
her she had luminescent skin. He hadn’t been a lying — she saw that now. 

Her black cat didn’t do much to keep her company. She swished her tail 
and skittered away, avoiding all advances. The cat used to sleep in her room, 
or at least sit on her lap, but maybe that had only happened once. 

Staying indoors wasn’t a problem. She hadn’t gone out much before, and 
now there was no reason to. She didn’t eat or drink, and eventually she 
stopped trying to sleep. She was always conscious, mind refusing guidance 
or restraint. She watched the shadows moving across her apartment, light 
refracted, then converging. Shards of energy, there then gone. 

She didn’t know what was wrong, but maybe nothing was. She didn’t 



blame anyone, and she wasn’t angry. She had two black eyes and one black cat. 
The cat cried, and dust gathered, and she kept to herself. After the 

accident, nothing changed, really. 
 



Children’s Faces  
By Rhonda Eikamp 
 
It’s my turn to go to the door this year. We sit in the kitchen, you and I, 

and eat all the blue worms before they can arrive, our own ritual, as old as 
the knotting of our thoughts together. I tell you I don’t want to go to the 
door, and my confession discomfits you because you love me. We hear their 
giggles before we hear the chime of the doorbell, bodies thumping against 
the porch rail. The two notes of the chime high low scamper across my skin. 

I’m breathing hard. 
I go to the door. 
They are all good this year — princesses and superheroes, all masked. 

Not a monster in sight. The masks comfort me, I can sense behind each 
mound of plastic a slackly open mouth, anticipation balled into stillness, that 
for a second lets me believe candy will be enough. 

It’s never enough. 
They shake their heads at my bowl. Perhaps if we left them the blue 

worms. The nearest take my arms while another sets the bowl aside, and 
they lead me onto the lawn. The night is star-studded frost, ghost moonlight 
in the rhododendron. Crabgrass tickles the back of my head as they lay me 
down. The knife appears from nowhere, like a taboo subject insinuated into a 
conversation, a glinting apostrophe denoting possession. I will not scream, 
though the first cut, at the center of my forehead, is a red universe exploding. 
They carve away my face in a thin outline, a keyhole shape that encompasses 
eyes nose mouth, and the pain is white noise in my brain, heavy metal 
etching the shape of the hole onto my neurons. When they peel my face 
away my sight goes with it and for moments I’m a game of catch, seeing 
whirligig images of fairies and cowboys as I’m tossed among them, dizzied 
by the comet-tail streaks of streetlamps, flapping upside-down while they 
fight over me, then they run away down the street swinging my face 
between them and the connection fades. 

Blind, I crawl onto the porch. From driveways and rock gardens I hear 
the wails of others. Some have no one to meet them the way you meet me. 
You help me in and bandage my face, and I’m comforted knowing you love 
me. We sit in the kitchen, so much candy left, and you mouth the question 
my lost mouth can’t, wondering what they want with all these faces. We 
have no answers. This is another ritual. I can feel my face starting to grow 
back, a stuffy heat beneath the bandages. I’m so happy it’s over. 

Next year it will be your turn. 



The Ending Up of Things  
By Soren James 
 
A piece of writing was begun which, as it turned out, was more difficult 

to finish than anyone could ever have predicted.  Not long after the piece 
commenced, its initiating author was called away to perform an emergency 
psychoanalytical procedure.  So a new author was called upon, but he 
seemed to fade from existence only a few words in.  An additional author 
was brought in to continue the script, but she too was called away on urgent 
business — something to do with a bag of copper bananas.  Author number 
four in the lineup simply scanned the piece and immediately wrote it off as 
utter trash.  The next author corrected some spelling mistakes, added a small 
reference to himself, and declared the piece finished. 

The editor disregarded this attempt at an ending as not conclusive 
enough.  So they brought in writer number six — who also failed. 

Things were going from bad to worse — to the extent that an alternate 
writer was obtained merely to finish this sentence.  The writing was getting 
absurdly polluted in self-referential waste.  The editor was confounded as to 
how to continue, and then.  Only two counterfeit sentences later.  The piece 
of writing became incongruous. 

The editorial room was now at a loss.  Something would have to be done 
to resolve this piece.  Yet no one had self-assurance enough to deal with this 
incongruity, and so it was ignored — the hope being that no one would 
notice.  But everybody noticed.  Even the cat who occasionally sauntered 
through the office in lunch hours sensed there was something wrong. 

So it was that author upon author had failed to finish this text.  Each 
falling by the wayside in their own distinctive way.  Apart from me, who is 
writing this now.  I maintained composure, finished the piece, and was paid 
handsomely.  On completion, I went home to my bomb-shelter, my wife, and 
my two fast disappearing children only to find . . . 

 



That Day  
By Mara Buck 
 
They all piled into the car with nowhere to go. There was hardly room, 

but they were used to that. It was very quiet at first, way too quiet, and the 
father drove fast, way too fast. No one complained. No one bothered to look 
out the windows. Finally the mother said thank God. The father said why 
should we? For what? The mother said we’re all here together. The father 
said aren’t we always? 

After an hour on the road, the children began to bicker. They were used 
to bickering, and they felt it was somehow their job. The older girl 
complained that the boy was pinching her, and he said no he was not and 
assumed an innocent air. The younger girl chanted angels in the morning.  
Angels in the morning. What does that mean asked the mother. Is that 
something from the radio? I dunno said the younger girl. I just say it. 

Well shut your trap said the father. It’s getting on my nerves. 
Angels in the morning. Angels in the morning. 
I’m hungry the older girl said. We’re all hungry the mother said. Shut 

your trap the father said. I’m hungry too the boy said. Angels in the morning 
the younger girl said. 

Don’t you think we could stop at the Red Cross for something to eat the 
mother said. We’ve passed a couple stations already. Don’t trust those 
people the father said. Always want something from you. But we have 
nothing the mother said. Anyone can see that. The children are hungry. 

Shut your trap the father said. I’m driving. I’ve got to concentrate. 
Angels in the morning. Angels in the morning. 
Quit it the father said. I can’t think straight with all the yammering. I just 

have to think. Leave me alone and let me think this through. 
Angels in the morning. Angels in the morning. 
I’m hungry. 
Me too. 
It’s all gone. 
Angels in the morning. Angels in the morning. 
There was nothing ahead. There was nothing behind. 
The next day the Red Cross found the younger girl dazed and 

wandering along the highway.  Angels in the morning. Angels in the 
morning she kept repeating. 

 



Mole In The Dark  
By Michael White 
 
A mole man stands within a tunnel betwixt two entrances to darkness. 

On either side of him runs a long gravel road, which extends throughout the 
tunnel. It is littered with remnants from a future’s past — with the debris 
and propaganda of his subliminal night contained. 

The mole man looks to both ends. A light dangles over him like a crown, 
and this crown leaves his visions distorted: darkness becomes darker; debris 
becomes refuge; and his ends become one and the same. He takes a step 
eastward — for a thick breeze blows from therein — then stops. His nostrils 
widen. His ears wiggle. And his eyelids block the darkness with darkness 
while familiar smells of home fill his air. Home. Grime. Brother. Death. 
Escape. 

The mole man turns his head away from the stench of the eastward 
breeze, whereupon he sees another man — a masked man coming from the 
west. And by neither demonic nor angelic decree, the suited shadow 
continues forward, step by sullen step, until he is but a trio of palms before 
his narrowed man in need. 

“Come,” he says with an upturned hand. 
“I don’t want to leave yet.” 
“You cannot go back the other way.” 
“But I can stay here.” 
“Do you refuse me out of fear?” 
“No. I am comfortable here. It is quiet and dark and one grows used to 

the gravel of the road.” 
“Do you refuse me out of regret?” 
“No. Every man regrets. Some are even lucky enough to be born out of 

one.” 
“Then why do you refuse me?” 
“I refuse you because this is all a failed joke and I have committed myself 

to playing it until its end.” 
“And when does it end?” 
“Only after my final period strikes.” 
The masked man departed and left his brethren so. 



Horsehair Plaster  
By Nathaniel K. Miller 
 
The wind-born whispers of trees beat soft corners into the house. We left 

it standing, hoping it might do the same for us. Houses do not shrink from 
the terrible task — pulling lives into the firmament. Old walls, well made, do 
not hesitate to revenge. 

Over there, someone took a picture of this place when it was nothing but 
land and plans. The hat plastered to his sweaty brow as he layered horsehair 
with rank glue in slick applications, each a promise — 

“They shall not enter, 
You shall not leave.” 
You can almost see him hold back a heave. The smell of the walls as they 

are birthed is wet and sour, and he barely refrains from retching. 
Under strain from snow and sun, we heaved, too, through the echoes of 

the silences he made. Scraped knees and other damage done under the cool 
breath of the oaks was pulled into a deeper pain, a civilizing pain, by that 
cool darkness, the enclosure of attics, hallways. 

To be hemmed in by doors, to be tripped into sleeplessness by jambs and 
pulled nails, to be brought low by a seething, ancient comfort, a price paid 
and paid again for not needing to wander through the endless whispers of 
oaks, reeds, and well-meaning moss. To be anesthetized under eaves, atop 
flagstones, beneath keystones and bedposts and woolen sheets until still. 

To be just so slightly aware: 
The pain of no trees in the sweat of your body, the burning itch of life 

between walls stuck to your skin in the thick summer night. 
Our dreams scraped over that matte plaster on their way up the 

chimney, to be carried sunward by the echoing oaks, their idle lack of malice 
the only hope we saved. 

But somewhere along the line, after the picture was taken, he did retch, 
the hat slipped down his sun-soaked face, the hair bonded to the hair and 
became walls. The walls, somewhere along the line, were raised, and we 
were not, but we grew up anyway, and somehow — somewhere along the 
line — we left, though we never found a far enough place, a place so free of 
structure or so full of well-meaning moss that the pain was not there, deep in 
our bones. 

 



The Fashion Icon  
By Sem Megson 
 
It was Jared Brandel’s debut show at New York Fashion Week and all 

hell had broken loose. Only half the models he booked arrived at the venue 
in Manhattan’s Meatpacking District and they were blistered and bloodied, 
toe to heel, from strutting too many runways that week. The hair-stylist and 
make-up artist couldn’t agree on whether his instructions to give the models 
a post post-modern look meant sleek hair/dramatic makeup or big 
hair/minimal makeup and, preferring to settle their creative differences in 
private, the two locked themselves in a washroom and hadn’t been seen 
since. Then there was the DJ, a scrawny white rapper who kept shouting 
during the sound check that the venue’s 10kw system had “mad flava,” but 
no one knew if that was good or bad. As for Brandel himself, he was in a 
pharmaceutical calm and went about giving slo-mo commands to his frantic 
assistant and silent assurances to himself that he had seen worse backstage in 
London, Paris, and especially in Milan, when he worked as an apprentice for 
a European couturier. 

The show got underway an hour late with the DJ opting to play his own 
demo track, instead of the opening music, and the fashionistas sitting on 
both sides of the runway booed the rap lyrics so loudly that Brandel peeped 
through a slit in the back curtain to see what had happened. It was then he 
heard the pop of a gun — no, his assistant had shouted “Go!” and the 
models, bare faced, limp haired, trudged onto the runway. They passed 
Brandel in free-form outfits inspired by his muse, British designer Alexander 
McQueen, but which he now thought resembled the cloth Hindus used to 
wrap the dead before burning them and sprinkling their ashes into the 
Ganges River. With each outfit, Brandel’s lounging brain made crueler 
remarks, culminating in a chastisement for idolizing McQueen, a designer 
who, at the height of his success, hung himself in a closet, the same place 
women hung his clothes. 

The finale of Brandel’s show was an evening gown that had a multi-
layered chiffon train flowing behind in an outrageous wave, or at least it 
would’ve flowed behind if the gown hadn’t been put on backwards and the 
model wasn’t tripping over the voluminous fabric in front of her. This was 
too much for Brandel. He grabbed a pair of sewing shears and out he went 
onto the runway, dropping to his knees before the model, cutting away at the 
gown until the train detached and fell in a heap. The relieved model struck a 
pose and the fashionistas assumed it was all part of the show, an artistic 



statement by the designer on eveningwear that put form over function. 
Brandel, however, didn’t notice the applause he received because he was 
staring at the arc he had cut in the cloth and the raw shape gave him an idea 
for a new design. 

 



The Tuba Player  
By Antonio Urias 
 
In a city by the sea, on a street corner slick with rain, a man with a tuba 

plays the last song of the day. It is a slow melancholy song that rumbles out 
into the empty street. The puddles ripple. The man puffs his cheeks and 
blows. No one listens. No one is there. In the distance, the sound of cars 
rushing about their business. But no cars pass the tuba player, as he plays his 
last song. At his feet is a Tupperware container collecting stray coins and 
rainwater. But the man plays on. Note by note. This is his song. The song he 
has always ended with, since he was six years old on a stage at Philby 
Elementary, his little knees knocking and his heart pounding. Since that long 
ago day, the tuba has always been his first love, his vocation, although he 
tried his hand at accounting for forty-odd years. But here on this street 
corner, in a city by the sea, he plays his tuba from dawn until dusk, every 
Monday and Wednesday, rain or shine or hail. He is a tuba player, and that 
is all he ever wanted to be. 

The song finishes its last rumbling note. He pauses. Letting it reverberate 
through the empty street. Letting his audience of wet concrete, brick, and 
mortar savor the moment. Then he calmly puts his tuba away, collects his 
folding chair, and his Tupperware, and makes his way to the tram station. 
The concert is over. It’s time to go home. 

 



Mary And The Reptiles  
By Mark Lewis 
 
They bombarded her with messages: We were like you once. Extinguish 

your fear, come to us and regain the joy you felt before the end of your world. 
Mary walked down the street at the edge of reality where colors grew 

dim and lines faint.  The alleyways were piled up with undelivered 
newspapers and melting domestic rubbish.  The company branding sheer-
hot where it was still readable.  Reptiles stood just out of view, beyond the 
tangible.  No-one’s land.  The Reptiles worried Mary.  She shivered as her 
body cooled, crouching down, hiding in the fading alleyway as if it were a 
trench.  She feared her heart condition would finish her, but the voices said 
silly, it is already over.  Mary buried her fears; she was pacified by the 
Reptiles’ telepathy.   Mary stopped.  She considered.  At last, she accepted it 
as her skin hardened into scales. 

 



Madly In Love  
By Jackie Fisherman 
 
The first time I fell madly in love, I was eight. His name was Corbin, 

and he was the most graceful, self-possessed creature I’d ever seen — all 
two and a half inches of him. I’d won him at the school carnival, and 
when the man handed him to me in that plastic bag, our eyes met (well, 
my eyes, his bulging left one). The rhythmic puffing of his fish cheeks 
matched the pulsing in my chest, and it was a connection unlike anything 
I’d ever imagined. He died three days later. 

The next time I fell madly in love, it was the summer before college. 
 Brenna was a lifeguard at the town pool — a sand-bottomed staph 
swamp that they filled in every June and drained on Labor Day. I spread 
my towel next to her stand every day to watch her sun herself above me. 
The only female guard that summer, she’d draw the boys to her station 
with sheer girlness — a talent that, despite having the requisite parts, I 
had never mastered. Just like that whistle she twirled, they were wrapped 
around Brenna’s tanned finger. The day before Labor Day, the alarm 
sounded — a child had gone missing — and in her haste to be a hero, she 
stepped on my head. The lifeguards formed a human chain while 
everyone watched in horror. Brenna was the one to give the all clear. I’m 
not sure if the child was ever found, but I do know I left for college the 
next day and never saw Brenna again. 

I fell madly in love for a third time when I was thirty-six. My 
husband had just gotten a job in Berlin, and I had accompanied him 
across the Atlantic with our twin boys. Her name was Lena, and she was 
our au pair. I was learning the language, and she was amused by my lack 
of fluency and malapropisms. We watched German soap operas while the 
kids were at school. She taught me the songs that she sang to my children 
to help them learn this strange new tongue. In the evenings, we all would 
dramatically belt out tunes for my husband about ducks and bunnies and 
trouble-making monkeys. Lena was plain-looking, stout, and didn’t seem 
to have a life outside of my family. When she left us, she took my 
husband with her. 

The last time I fell madly in love was after my son’s funeral. His wife 
and I found a photo album: weddings, first steps, parties, random 
candids. I found one I’d remembered taking. It was my sons’ sixth 
birthday — I think — and they were standing on either side of their 
father. My husband had icing all over his face and most of his clothes. So 



did the boys. The three of them were facing the camera with their heads 
thrown back, eyes dancing and grinning. The shot itself was unsteady, as 
if the person who took it was in on the joke and laughing with them. 

 



Dear Mother  
By C. Wait 
 
A mother stands outside of a police precinct. She is short and slim with 

white hair and cheeks smeared with blush a shade too dark. She stares at the 
precinct from the sidewalk, all stained with grey city dust and ash. Her lips 
crease in the corners. She stands with the sun shining down through the 
clouds, biting into the worn brown purse that dangles off her shoulder. 

 
Dear Mother,  
I want to give to you this photograph of us one winter. Do you remember when 

it was taken? It was a bad season and the roads were so thick with snow that we had 
to walk to school and back each day. Do you remember, Mother? 

 
A young female officer who takes the mother by the hand and guides her 

up the steps. The officer’s hair is a chestnut brown and she keeps tied back in 
a tight bun. The mother smiles. 

“You look so much like my daughter, miss.” 
The officer smiles back. She keeps a firm grip on the mother’s arm and 

pats her hand. 
 
Dear Mother, 
It’s funny I am writing this to you now when I should’ve written it to you so 

many years before. I know it would irritate you to hear this, but Mother, life is so 
strange sometimes. I wonder if it will be so strange in death. 

 
The mother is deposited at a wood desk with numerous holes and 

scratches. The chair has a thick film of orange padding. Her feet do not reach 
the floor; they dangle several inches above the ground. The chair squeaks 
with her weight and she looks around. 

Her hands are wrinkled with juice stains, spilled lunches, outfits that 
needed mending. Her eyelids are heavy with years of saying goodbye before 
school and singing into dreams at night. 

 
Dear Mother, 
I want you to know there was nothing you could’ve done. 
 
There is a holding cell in the room where she sits. It holds two men with 

long, oily hair. They look like brothers almost with their thin noses and 



peaked hairlines. She smiles at them and they smile back. 
A detective sits down across the desk from her. 
The mother smoothes her flowered dress. She is wearing brown loafers 

that aren’t the same exact shade, but she has had them for years. 
“What is it, Detective? Is my baby in trouble?” 
 
Dear Mother, 
Do you miss home like I do? Sometimes in the city it’s hard to remember the 

country winters. It’s hard to remember how good it feels to be full or how nice it was 
to walk to the grocery store with you next to me. 

I hope you bury me next to Father. And when you come to visit, I hope you 
know that we are together, holding hands, spring flowers bursting from our chests. 

 



Fall  
By Allie Pangborn 
 
She wasn’t anyone.  Not until they found her in her little cardboard box.  

She was just a face on the streets, her features bleeding into the next 
person’s.  Dull girl dull face dull life. 

It was raining and they stood around her, above her.  Water dripping 
down her face, she took the outstretched hand and wound up on a train. 

They trained her.  Gave her a leotard and a balancing pole.  Told her to 
walk on rope.  They painted her face and it made her someone.  Pretty girl, 
pretty face, pretty life. 

Her performance, fifty feet off the ground.  From every direction, eyes 
watch, eyes wait, silent, anxious for her to fall.  She steps onto the rope. 

One foot then the other.  A wobble, a catch.  Balance.  She’s above them.  
Two more steps, halfway there.  A few more and she’s on the other side.  The 
crowd is loud and when their energy reaches her, it swells her chest. 

She spins to take her second pass.  The crowd quiets again.  She steps as 
she was trained to do, balance as she was trained to do.  She jumps.  In the 
air, she’s flying.  So high above them.  The rope approaches her feet again 
and she lands.  Solid.  The crowd gasps and claps but quiets again when she 
starts to move. 

Another step, she balances again.  Step, balance. 
A child cries out from below and she’s startled.  Her eyes lose focus.  

She’s falling.  The net below saves her, but not from humiliation. 
She sits in front of her mirror and takes a wipe to her face.  The paint 

dissolves.  Dull girl dull face dull life. 
 



Alive  
By Jake Walters 
 
So what do you think? Shall we eat out or dine in? The city is a huge 

sphere of blue and orange lights glowing against the night sky; under that 
sky are hundreds of homeless people for whom every instant must be 
terrifying. Where will they eat? What? With whom? And we are here, safe 
and warm enough. I suppose we will eat right here at home, you and I, and I 
will prepare the food while you bathe. There is nothing wrong with my 
cooking; you will wash your face and I will slice off the useless, once 
beautiful skin there; you will rub the soap along your thighs and I will carve 
those slabs of meat away until I see nothing but hard, white bone, greasy 
with blood. No screams, no sounds. I can carry the meat from a thousand 
bodies and boil it up, the steam rising toward the ceiling, condensing on the 
light bulb. The smell, oh god, the smell, wafting through the entire 
apartment and then into the hallway, where people will wonder what we are 
celebrating inside. Well, tell them, my dear. We are celebrating life. We are 
happy to be alive. 

 
 



Rosaline at Eighty  
By Joseph Mills 
 
No, there’s not a better time.  We’re just waiting for lunch, and after 

that we’ll be waiting for dinner, but really we’re just waiting to die, and the 
meals keep us occupied until then. 

I bet you were surprised to call and find out I’m still around.  And 
that’s always been the crux of it, hasn’t it.  I am.  He’s not.  And she isn’t, 
of course.  I might be the only one left with Benvolio gone.   I heard he died 
of a cold last year.  A cold.  That’s where we are.  A two-year old wipes 
snot on you, and you’re dead. 

I haven’t changed my mind if that’s what you want to know.  My first 
thought, like everyone’s, was, “Oh no.  That’s terrible.”  But you get over it.  
A reporter asked once if I was jealous or scared that it could have been me.  
Idiot.  No one cared when we were together, and even then, in my salad 
days, I wouldn’t have gone along with something like that.  It was a dumb 
plan.  Typical of the priest.  Overly elaborate.  I’ve never understood why 
he didn’t end up in jail.  And it was typical of Romeo.  Mr. Melodramatic.  
Mr. Over-the-Top.  Just going for a drink would elicit a monologue. That’s 
why I didn’t sleep with him.  He tried to talk me into bed.  On and on and 
on.  Maybe if he would have just kissed me . . . 

And if I would have?  Maybe he’d be alive.  And so would she.   Maybe 
they’d both be retired somewhere.  Maybe down the hall.  We’d be doing 
crosswords together in the sun room.  People probably think that sounds 
sad.  What a horrible fate that would have been to have a long life and be 
well-fed at the end. 

Maybe he even would have married me then, but so what.  He still 
would have moved on because that’s who he was.  She would have found 
that out eventually, probably after she had kids.  He got around.  A lot of 
us did when we were young.  And in our middle age.  And here.  You 
wouldn’t believe the bed jumping that goes on in a place like this.  It makes 
it easier since we forget from day-to-day that we’re married or whose 
sheets we crawled between the night before.  We’re no different from 
teenagers. 

If we would have done it, maybe he wouldn’t have gone to that party.  
And the rest of it wouldn’t have happened.  So, that’s it; I didn’t fuck 
Romeo, and people died, but my life didn’t end up too bad, two husbands 
that nobody asks about, both better than him, blasphemy I know, but it’s 
the truth, and three children, one who comes to see me and two who don’t 



but always say they’re going to.  Not much of a story.  I’m just the one 
before the one.  The one who ended up the answer to a trivia question.  The 
one who lived on. 

 



My Mother is a Wolf  
By Meg Sefton 
 
My mother is a wolf. She is with me at the campsite. There is a sign that 

specifically says do not keep food accessible to wild animals. She sits at the 
table and has tea with me. She is sitting on her haunches. 

My mother is crying. She says there are things she never taught me: how 
to sew from a pattern, how to manage my accounts, how to plan for a week’s 
worth of shopping. Her paw is on my hand. It is warm from scrambling over 
the sun-kissed rock, from a blood that has become different from the way my 
blood runs, which is almost reptilian by comparison. 

I have no feeling any more, mother, I say, no regrets. I am serving the 
cinnamon tea. I am serving it in delicate white china. 

In the sun, my mother is beautiful. In the sun, the blue of her eyes like 
the sky penetrate my defenses. 

I did not raise you this way, to take the hardships of your life this way, 
she says. I never told you it would always be the same. There are things you 
must do now to become who you must become. 

The smoke of the fire curls up into the air. I wonder if my mother will 
return that evening with the other wolves, to threaten me for my meager fare 
— a bird shot in midflight, a rabbit caught in a snare. I wonder if she will 
return for me. 

She had come to see me during the day at other times, and not for tea, 
and not for any reason. I have felt the presence of the others hovering about 
the trees. So far, it has not resulted in anything, only a mild abrasion on the 
cheek when we kissed, an unintentional scraping, drawing a faint line of 
blood. 

I am disappointing her, I feel, and yet I cannot move on. My old life is 
behind me, in ruins. I mourn it as for an ancient city, burning. My beginning 
has no map. My mother is not the woman in the yellow dress cooking dinner 
for my father and my brother and sister. All histories have melted away and 
these old regrets live on top of the mountain. And yet, except for a few tears, 
my mother runs in packs at night. I know she protects me, for in the 
morning, there is a drop of blood in the corner of her mouth or in the web of 
her paws that she does not explain but wipes away on a napkin. 

And yet I continue to straighten the napkins and check the egg timer for 
steeping. 



The Captain of the Circular Firing Squad  
By Todd Mercer 
 
Chambers was appointed Captain of the Circular Firing Squad. It 

seemed a terrific honor. There was much feasting in the capitol, a ticker-tape 
parade down the main street of Potempkin. The Captain was selected from a 
different branch of the service — the powers that be don’t promote from 
within. No one, so far, has the time to advance after joining the cadre. 

The Shovel-work Squad stays busy around the base, digging holes and 
(when needed) filling holes in. Anything about trenches, see those guys. The 
Captain watches them scurrying in and out of the barracks. Weeks pass 
without a duty notice for his own squad. 

“Hang in there, Chambers,” the Colonel tells him. “Sooner or later we’ll 
work up a situation for your team. This is an organization, you know, so 
count on it.” 

“Yes sir, sir,” Chambers say, slicing the air with his machete of a salute. 
“…sir.” 

Chambers wants his commitment to shine through. At the base’s library 
he hunts for information on the great leaders of circular firing squads in 
history. No luck. Nothing to emulate in the official record. 

Everyone acts as if he is going away, even though his assignment is not 
expected to take him overseas.  Unnerving.  When he steps off base in the 
evenings, the Captain of the Circular Firing Squad can’t pay for a drink. Each 
time the cost is absorbed by the house, glad to have him in the place, or by 
random grateful civilians, saluting his service to the nation. 

Last night he closed down the watering hole. The bartender said, “We 
put up a pretty good front here in Potempkin, but buddy, these folks are 
going to miss you, from the mayor to the drunk tank regulars.” 

Every afternoon a private chef appears from nowhere and asks 
Chambers to name exotic foods he’d like. At 5 p.m. the chef delivers what 
was requested, perfectly prepared and in large portions. After a couple of 
days on the base, he realized the other officers eat only the traditional chow 
hall slop. 

Someone’s been leaving books on his cot and he takes the titles for a 
message. 

The rank and file enlisted personnel that comprise the Circular Firing 
Squad do little during duty hours but lounge about the squad room and get 
short, move into each other’s personal space and tire increasingly of each 
other’s boring stories, neurotic eccentricities. “This bunch needs a project 



soon, Chambers tells the Colonel in the wake of another pushing and 
shoving dust-up. 

“Something’s in the pipeline, hold tight, Captain. Have your people 
clean their weapons.” 

After twilight florists pull up in a caravan of Dodge Caravans. They 
stack the barracks’ front steps and the yard beyond with tasteful bouquets. 
Someone’s lined the walkway with candles. 

The Captain sees the Colonel in the doorway, nodding with full gravitas. 
“Here we go!” he calls out, snapping the squad to attention. “Time to 

shine at what we do!” 
The people of Potempkin have a parade slated for next week. 
 



The Fishwife’s Last Voyage  
By Carly Berg 
 
Maria slipped through soft sand and easy waves toward the row of tiki 

torches. Or she was dying, and blessed with this nighttime mirage to ease 
her passage. A circle surrounded the moon. From many years as a 
fisherman’s wife, she knew that halo went with tonight’s smooth sea. 

Wading toward the light brought her ashore. The flames lined the front 
of a restaurant with tourist-pink walls and a thatched roof.  

The late night rush was in full swing. Waitresses bustled by with seafood 
platters and fruity rum drinks. A band played old Beach Boys songs. Maria’s 
terror calmed. She snatched a white beach cover-up and sandals from the 
souvenir stand on her way to the restroom. 

Dry in the new terrycloth dress, her focus turned to the delicious food 
aroma. A tall skeletal man with a pirate eye-patch waited at the reception 
stand. He said, “Dining alone, my little thief?” 

Maria spluttered a half-answer before realizing the dreadful man was 
laughing at her. He said, “Don’t worry, dear. Come with me.” 

He led her through the dining room to a small room behind the kitchen. 
A candlelit table for two awaited. “Sit here,” he said. “Don’t be afraid. My 
name is Thano, and I’m your host.” 

She was ravenous, trying to think exhausted her. 
Thano brought two plates of food and a dozen black roses. 
She waved away the roses but tore into the fish without stopping for 

lemon or tartar sauce. “My, this is good. What is it, salmon?” 
“Mermaid.” 
“Funny. How about some more of that wine?”  
Thano re-filled her glass with red wine. “Drink this, for it is your blood.” 
Maria ignored her weird suitor. She wolfed down the rest of her fish, 

baked potato, ginger slaw, and hush puppies. The band from the dining 
room played a song about the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. 

“You ate like it was your last supper. Did you have enough?” 
“Yes, thank you.” Now she felt terribly tired, too tired to argue when 

Thano arose and held out his hand. 
“Come,” he said. 
He led her through another door to a lit deli case surrounded by candles 

and flowers. A young woman lay inside, long hair flowing down her naked 
torso. From the waist down, she was a giant fish with a few slices missing. 
Thano mumbled, “Eat this, for it is your flesh.” 



Maria swayed. Thano caught her. “Don’t worry,” he said. “All is as it 
should be.” 

He opened a door. Moonlight spilled in. “Don’t be afraid.” He put his 
bony arm around her. “Go now. To the true light this time.” 

She was so very, very tired. The moon had a halo, the trip would be 
smooth. The light came closer, brighter, and then it went out. 

 



We Danced  
By Taylor Eaton 
 
We danced around you. Maybe that was wrong, but we danced anyway 

because the stars were out. And though we’d walked beneath those stars 
hundreds of times before, we were in their presence for the first. That was 
your doing. 

Did you ever look up to those celestial pinpricks and think: “How have I 
never noticed how small I am?”  

It happened to the rest of us, I know that much. We threw our heads 
back, forcing our necks into straining so that we could take in the fear that 
emanated from above. 

It was something magnetic.  
God. Or an unraveling of gravity. A pull of the heavens — frustrated 

that we tiny beings were growing too large in our own heads. 
In looking up, we found that we had shrunk ourselves down. And out 

came the new cognition, coaxed from the murky subtexts of our unthinking 
minds. It came bleeding out of our souls — or whatever it is that makes us 
human — until we understood. 

And you looked too. You looked, and the stars shimmered in your eyes, 
forever finding their home there as your stiff eyelids went unblinking, 
unwilling to wipe the light from your irises. You looked and we began to 
celebrate our miniscule existence and — more importantly — this evidence 
of your mortality.  

There are no explanations for how it happened. Any of it. No logic for 
us. No comprehension of what caused you to give over to the end. But if the 
stars meant to teach us anything, it was to rejoice instead of mourn. 

That is why we spread you out under the night sky and danced. We 
danced the last pieces of you into our memories and then we danced you out 
of this place. 

It is day now and the crows have come, the buzzards and the scavengers, all 
to force your dues from whatever it is of you that remains. And by now, they’ve 
taken the stars from your pupils, pecked the eternal light from your body.  

But I will not remember you that way. You will forever, in my mind, be 
present beneath the darkened dome of night, white fire lighting up your gaze. 
Always peering, with mute satisfaction, at the canopy of ancient light above. 

So please believe me when I say that you have never looked more 
beautiful. 



A Love Story  
By John Wheaton 
 
Liz and Jon visited an art museum uptown.  
“I’m in love,” Liz said.   
“I know, I know,” Jon said.  He fingered the lapels of his dinner jacket. 
In the foyer, the paintings trickled from their canvasses.  Picasso’s 

women wept cerulean tears.  Dali’s clock slipped away into oblivion.   
“Is this supposed to happen?”  Jon asked.     
“I’m doing it,” Liz whispered.  “It’s me, it’s me, it’s me.” 



Birthday Boy  
By Russell Kinch 
 
I could tell they weren’t coming. I didn’t say anything though. 
 
He was holding a toy truck and spinning the wheels back and forth 

while he stared out the window.   
 
I thought maybe I should distract him, but I knew he’d cry if I took him 

away from the window. 
 
I asked Melissa, his carer, what I should do. She said “You never know. 

Just be patient.” She had this hopeful look on her face. 
 
I went and sat on the stairs and watched him staring out the window. I 

wanted to go read, find something to do, but I knew I couldn’t concentrate. 
 
I asked him if he’d like to hear a story, but he just kept staring at the 

window, ignoring my hand on his arm. 
 
The wheels on his truck spun back and forth, rolling on his hand while 

he stared out the window.  
 
I knew they weren’t coming when it got dark. I think Melissa knew too. 

She didn’t say anything, but when I looked over, her smile was gone. 
 
He kept the wheels on his truck spinning now, hitting them with his 

hand, keeping them spinning while he looked out the window, at his own 
reflection. 



Sathington v. Willoughby  
By Saul Lemerond 
 
Part of me wishes Willoughby wasn’t so handsome and filled with 

azure, because I like this shade of blue. It’s fetching, almost cerulean, really. 
It’s hard to assault a man so striking, as color flies from him in beautiful and 
iridescent gouts that sparkle and glow under hot lights and vibrate in 
reaction to the screams of the crowd. There’s a sense of wrongness in 
walloping such a handsome blue out of such a handsome man. Something 
about the feeling of it is off, but then again, there is the money I’ve been 
promised.  

The crowd loves me because they love seeing the beauty in my violence. 
They think Willoughby deserves this viciousness because of his insults, and 
not because of the hefty payment I’ve been promised.  

It’s the other way around, really. Certainly, I’d say he shouldn’t have 
said the things he said because they were spiteful and unwarranted, but 
that’s got nothing to do with his current pummeling. It’s about my purse. 
My money. Words are words and azure is azure but money is money, and 
this purse is mine.  

What Willoughby said was daft, and there’s a part of me that would like 
him to admit that, but I suppose his loss of blue is admission enough.  

He said I was a ‘lazy brute,’ and it wasn’t just that he said it, it was that 
he said it like it was true, and not like it was just something he thought 
would make me cross. No, he said “Sathington is a lazy brute” in front of a 
large crowd like he was sure of its veracity.  

I don’t understand how anyone could say that while believing it. If he’d 
denounced me for my avarice, there would have been some distinction there, 
but his current accusation is baseless and petty. It’s fine, though, Willoughby 
can inspect my eyes for brutishness as I’m beating the blue from him in 
glowing spouts, like the emancipated water from some broken and alien dam.  

My elbow meets Willoughby’s temple and there’s a sharp crack and 
there’s a great deal more blue that’s a shade lighter than cerulean and more 
glow and more cheers from the crowd, and it doesn’t matter because what 
matters, of course, is my purse.  

And it turns out that Willoughby, for me, is hardly as challenging as a 
morning’s exercise. It’s fascinating; I’ll beat this man until the entire arena’s 
drowning in the beauty of it, and folks will all leave satisfied thinking they 
know the score. But doesn’t money always tell the truer tale? Isn’t it honest 
in ways beauty can’t be.  



I keep punching and wonder if anybody watching can tell us apart 
anymore because Willoughby’s blue has saturated us both. I blink it out of 
my eyes and wonder how much he’s got left. I move my head in close to his, 
so he can be sure what color this lazy brute’s eyes are. 



His Purkinje System  
By Gerry Doyle 
 
When I was about seven years old I tried to re-animate a pig’s heart my 

dad had bought for lunch using the transformer from my train set, electrical 
wire and two crocodile clips. I cut two pieces of wire, which I connected to 
the transformer’s positive and negative terminals, attached crocodile clips to 
the ends of the wires, and switched the transformer on. I placed the heart on 
my dad’s workbench, attached the clips to its arteries and turned the power 
dial on the transformer to ten: nothing. 

 
Dad came home later smelling of Bruichladdich. When he saw the heart 

on the workbench he looked at me strangely. He removed the wires, picked 
it up and took it downstairs to the kitchen. 

  



Attie and the Owl  
By Susannah Jordan 
 
I 
 
Attie guided the car past horses and tobacco fields. An old house, its 

former contents piled on the porch, watched traffic through blank windows. 
A statue faced the door. There was no driveway. A ditch out front 
discouraged parking.   

 
II 
 
Attie turned to see her father at the table, locking eyes with identical 

gray ones. “Your mother liked owls,” he said, sliding a faded picture across 
the Formica. An inked owl hovered between pale shoulders.  

 
III 
 
An old house watched an intruder cross the road. The woman paused to 

rest, setting a winged statue down as headlights flickered closer. The driver 
missed the owl, but collided with the woman. The impact launched her into 
silent flight. 



Frozen  
By C.J. Harrington 
 
The nurses have upswept hairdos and big, sparkly rings, probably from 

doctor husbands. Your father was a doctor, but he’s dead. Your brother is a 
doctor, but far too busy and in Nevada anyway. 

Tell them about how the gauze that surgeon left inside after the knee 
replacement spawned infection.  

Tell them that’s the reason you can’t lose weight. That’s the reason parts 
of you keep breaking. 

You don’t know. You just woke up this way, lower half frozen.  Can you 
wiggle your toes? No. Feel this? They prick your foot with a sharp-tipped 
instrument. Yes. That you feel. 

Canned laughter spills through the curtain. They drugged your 
roommate but haven’t shut off the TV. It’s better than her moaning. 

Your dad would pay for a private room, but your dead husband left you 
with horrid insurance. Too many days co-pay and you could go under. 

 
Maybe they drugged you too because you’re envisioning ice, treacherous 

to crutches as you’re climbing slick steps to that orthopedist. A bulky glove 
catches you under the elbow. 

 
Got you now, honey. 

 
During the emergency blur of forms, maybe you signed one saying they 

could talk to your daughter. She and that social worker whisper when you 
wake. A mom to two curly-haired babies, your daughter lives two states 
over. 

Her anxious fingers twist as she talks with you about options. 
Rehabilitation is a fancy word for assisted living. Yes it is. They forget 

your now-dead husband went there after the fall that broke his collarbone. 
No you won’t. 

 
More tests. No answers. The best they can say is mild stroke, maybe. 

 
The nighttime anxiety drugs knock you unconscious, so the glove holds 

you as you wobble on slim blades. Your adept-at-everything brother whizzes 
backwards past both of you. 

 



Steady, honey, steady. 
 

She can’t sign papers. They can’t force you to sign papers. You have a 
twice-a-week visiting nurse already and can up it to four. The church has a 
program. You’ll get through. 

 
Discharges want to be definitive, but there is nothing to say when they 

have no idea. Tweaked prescriptions, neuro-specialist, occupational therapy.  
Your daughter stays a few days. She makes calls and lists. The minister 

stops by for a cheerful evening and speaks with her quietly in the portico.  
Their hushed voices articulate concerns. 

 
Ready, honey, ready?  
 
The glove flings a svelte never-before-like you into a spin to dizzy 

oblivion. Exit with a graceful plié. Watching from the stands, curly-haired, 
lap-cradled babies and their mother, your daughter, applaud your elegance. 

 
She brushes your hair back when she tells you she’s leaving. She says 

she’ll come back soon. She will and won’t. You know better. 
 

Pull his old afghan up around your chin and watch the sunset behind the 
hills one last time. You know how it goes: breath-seizing head-to-toe sizzle, 
quick flush of paralyzing ice, dizzying spinning. 

Take the anxiety medication.  
A gloved hand touches your shoulder. 
 
Ready, daddy, ready. 
 



Saint Jude  
By Carly Berg 
 
Mama had thirteen kids, and a taste for shiftless men and corn whiskey. 

Us older kids brought home dimes from our paper routes and errands for the 
neighbor ladies. But Mama still had to go to St. Jude the Apostle’s for hand-
me-down clothes, canned goods, help with the rent money. 

Mama said they gave an ounce of charity with a pound of moralizing, 
which made her so mad that one day she came home with the church’s most 
sacred holy relic in her brassiere. She pulled St. Jude’s pinky bone from 
between her bosoms for us kids to behold. Even the latest shiftless gasped. 

That night came knocking from under the floorboards, same say 
someone would knock at the front door. Mama opened the inside door to the 
root cellar and there stood St. Jude himself. I knew him from Sunday school 
prayer cards and the ring of fire around his head. 

He said, “As the patron saint of impossible situations, I see I’ve found 
the right place.”  

Mama blubbered in her lit up state, but St. Jude lifted his hand to halt 
her. Well, his hand except for the pinky finger. 

By and by, we settled back into our usual ways, figuring he needed 
impossible situations as much as we needed bailing out of them.  

Sometimes Mama even called him Jude the Prude. She’d make him fetch 
her a bottle of hooch. Once or twice, she made him wash her feet. The latest 
shiftless man spluttered and gawked. But Mama said saints were martyrs, so 
they liked to be done wrong. 

 
 



Excuse Me, You Seem to Have Fallen 
Asleep on My Shoulder  
By Peter McMillan 
 
What’s this little black gangsta think he’s doing? Does he know he’s 

fallen asleep on the shoulder of an old Jew, someone he may have been 
taught to mistrust, possibly hate? And all these other people ... why are they 
ignoring this? 

Friday night, rush hour on the subway like any other weeknight ... but 
not. There’s a head, tucked deep inside a dark gray hoodie, leaning on me, 
no, more like pinning me in my seat. It’s not particularly threatening, not in 
any violent sort of way. I mean, he’s just a boy. I guess he could have — 
wouldn’t be surprised if he had a knife ... or even a gun. But for now, while 
he’s sound asleep, it’s a rudeness, an intrusion ... a violation of my space on 
this overcrowded subway car. 

A tall muscular man, with menacing tattoos up and down both arms, 
pushes his way through the standing patrons, looks our way, and says “Ain’t 
that thweet? Ith like a Norman Rockwell,” just before he steps off the train.  

Across the way, between the suits hidden in their papers, through the 
ebb and flow of one-sided conversations, and past the bobbing, swaying 
heads immersed in silence, Grandma stares vacantly in our direction, yet 
there is a faint smile out of the left corner of her mouth. The right side 
doesn’t move. Fixed there, as if by a stroke. 

In the background off to my right, a young woman is excitedly going 
over her guest list with her girlfriends. Over to my left, a little girl is 
whispering loudly the questions that I myself have been asking. Her mother 
shushes her and tries to distract her with one of the presents she’d just 
bought — a book about ballet, Peter and the Wolf, I think I hear her say. 

For twenty minutes we ride like this. My friend fast asleep on my arm. 
Not snoring, not drooling — thank God — just quietly sleeping. 

By now, mostly people are leaving the train at the various stations, but 
occasionally we pick up riders headed further down the line. One, a scruffy-
looking thirty-something, who has an air that doesn’t suit his scruffiness, ends 
up standing directly in front of us though there are plenty of empty seats nearby. 
After a minute or two — maybe the time he needed to consider the 
awkwardness of my situation — he asks whether I’d like him to wake the 
youngster. 

To my surprise, I say “No, I don’t think so. He seems to be exhausted. 



But I’m getting off in three stops. Perhaps then you could take my place.” 



In An Outer Suburbs Candy Store  
By Edward Brauer 
 
I’m headlight-frozen at the sight of an incredibly obese young woman, 

moseying into the candy store. She has a round baby face that glistens with 
sweat, and she couldn’t be more delighted. 

With her is this fellow — a grey bearded, top hatted gent who walks with a 
black cane. He wears a cloak that drapes off him in the wizardly fashion. His 
arm is locked with hers and he walks slightly behind her like he’s being 
dragged. 

They terrify me. 
The Chinese cashier smiles and says hello. 
“Do you have any of those peanut butter Twix bars from America?” the 

enormous woman asks. She has a distinctly shrill voice and the smile that she 
gives the cashier spreads across her face like a deep-hung hammock. 

The wizard also smiles, saying nothing. His teeth are brown and riddled 
with rot. 

“Yes, we have one left,” says the cashier. She comes out from behind the 
counter and walks over to a box on one of the shelves — the one for the peanut 
butter Twix bars. The store is a psychedelic explosion of pastel colours; an edible 
Mardi Gras parade. She looks into the peanut butter Twix box, frowns, then 
turns to the fat woman and shrugs. 

My heart feels like it’s trying to punch through my chest. 
“Sorry, we have no more. I thought we have one, but no. Sorry.” 
Un-phased, the fat woman continues to beam. “You’ll tell me when you get 

some more in though won’t you?” 
The wizard smiles and says nothing. His cavity riddled teeth have shrunk in 

the brief time since I last saw them and they protrude only slightly from his 
gums like severed, dead shoots. 

“Oh, yes,” says the cashier, nodding slowly. “We like to make you happy.” 
“I’m happy as long as I buy all your stock of those peanut butter Twix bars.” 
The wizard smiles and says nothing. His mouth is now toothless. Our eyes 

meet for one long, dizzy second during which I experience the sensation of 
falling sideways into nothingness. 

“Okay, can I help you with anything else?” 
“No, that’s all?” 
They leave. I blink twice and go to the counter to pay for the peanut butter 

Twix bar I’ve got in my hand. 
 



First Cancer Then The True Self  
By Kirie Pedersen 
 

Let that feeling bubble up in you, effervescent, almost like euphoria. 
~Winifred Wilson 

 
When my husband was dying of cancer, I never once thought I would 

have cancer. Such is the power of DNA. But when my mother was diagnosed 
with Alzheimer’s, I developed it that very day. My mind was scrubbed, and I 
could upload nothing. Nouns slipped away, then verbs, those beloved parts 
of speech. Then my father suffered a cerebral hemorrhage, and I got those, 
too, often many times a day, and always on the left side.  

The ailments that killed my parents, unimaginable before, became my 
constants. 

Now, in Winifred’s class, I often cry. This is quiet crying. I feel a 
dampness on my cheeks, and when I touch the flesh below my left eye, I find 
tears.  

Almost from birth, I was on guard. My earliest memories are my mother 
clutching the first three in her eventual litter of six, weeping as my father 
raged. I envision that infant and then the self I currently occupy, and I want 
to be my own elder. I want to be effervescent almost euphoric with kind eyes. In 
a dream last night, the elder kissed my forehead.  

I want the tenderness of women and men who aren’t blood.  
When I hike in the Los Padres wilderness, a new friend touches my wrist 

to make a point. Sometimes she holds my hand, stroking my palm as if 
divining my fortune. Despite warnings of cougar and bear, even when I walk 
alone along the canyon trails, I feel brave.  



My Vegetable Love  
By Samantha Memi 
 
I was born into an ordinary family in Berlin in 1938. My father was a 

stick of celery, my mother, a tomato. I was a grapefruit. My father sometimes 
queried the origin of my birth. My mother never answered. 

Never had a grapefruit in the family, he would say. 
She stayed silent. 
I went through the state education system, and more by luck than talent, 

I arrived at university to study Vegetable Bake for Amateur Cooks. I wasn’t 
happy; I couldn’t understand why anyone would want to treat vegetables so 
cruelly. I left during the first year. I drifted, hung around in grocery shops, 
got in with a bad lot of spinach. It looked like my life would turn out bad. 
Then I met a gorgeous Maris Piper potato. He was new but, despite that, 
could find his way round the supermarket shelf. We married, had a baby 
carrot. I was so pleased. 

Then one day we heard marching bands. We looked out the window and 
saw what we later learned were storm troopers. Two weeks later the door 
was smashed in and my husband was arrested. I heard later he’d been boiled 
and mashed. Didn’t they have souls, these people? He was a frying potato. 

I was alone with my baby carrot. Everyone stared at me in the street. I 
realised it was because I was fruit and my daughter was vegetable. What 
gave them the right to judge me? 

Then we were put in a camp where I was forced to chop up leeks and 
cauliflower for swarthy arrogant soldiers. It was a horrible job and I was 
warned that my daughter, who was too young to work, would be old 
enough to bake in a pie. I met a leek from the escape committee; he said they 
could help my daughter escape. They couldn’t help me; they only worked 
with the vegetable community. It was heart-breaking to say goodbye to my 
little carrot. 

Mummy, she cried, don’t leave me. 
You’ll be safe where you’re going, I said and stroked her topsy-turvy 

leaves, and then she was gone, driven off in a van painted as an ambulance 
but full of veg. 

I was distraught. Friends said I had to continue working otherwise I’d be 
steamed. But I was so depressed I thought a good steaming might be better 
than the miserable existence I had. 

Then other soldiers arrived. They killed our captors, and freed all the 
fresh veg. Some of the elders couldn’t be saved, but at least I was free. We 



had a party. I got sliced into segments and tipped into a fruit salad. A melon 
pip told me my daughter had married a handsome young cucumber. I was 
glad. I hope she is well. 



I’ll Love You Forever  
By Mariah Wilson 
 
Truman marched up the hill toward her. He kept his eyes cast downward; 

this would be easier if he didn’t have to look at her. He clutched a bouquet of 
long-stemmed red roses in his hand. A thorn stabbed him in the palm, but still 
he held tight. It was a small price to pay for the pain he was about to cause. 

He walked past and stood with his back facing her. He couldn’t look at 
her today, not this time. He just didn’t have the stomach for it. He swallowed 
the lump of fear that had built up at the base of his throat.  

“I have something to tell you, and I need you to hear all of it, Penelope.” 
He cleared his throat and continued. “I can’t keep doing this. I love you. I 
will always love you, Penny. You’re still the best thing that ever happened to 
me.” He choked back a sob as his heart cracked and splintered into a 
thousand shards of broken glass.  

He looked up at the sky, as if it held some sort of answer, some sort of 
way to make this easier. “I remember when we were on that boat, that stupid 
little row boat. It was dark, except for the moonlight glimmering on the 
water. You were so beautiful. You made me promise that night, that if I 
tipped the boat, I had to love you forever.” As Truman started to laugh, a 
tear slipped down his cheek. “You looked like a drowned rat. Your hair hung 
in your face, and you crossed your arms to cover your chest. I always swore I 
didn’t do that on purpose, but I’m sorry, darling. I lied. I tipped the boat. I 
wanted to see you dripping wet. It didn’t matter that I had to make that 
promise to you. I’d already promised it to myself, the moment I first laid 
eyes on you.” 

He stopped for a moment and looked at the flowers. They seemed cheap in 
the face of memories so vibrant and rich with emotion. “Penny, darling, forgive 
me. Her name is Shania.” He smiled in spite of himself. Even in a horrible 
moment like this, the very thought of Shania was a beacon in the darkest night. 
“She’s smart, probably too smart for me, and she’s graceful. Oh, you should see 
the way she dances. Her feet are like feathers dancing on rose petals.” Truman 
cleared his throat. “Sorry, I guess you don’t want to hear that.”  

Truman turned around. “I’m so sorry, my sweet Penny, but it’s time for 
me to go. I’ve held on long enough.” 

Truman’s voice broke under the weight of his anguish. “I love you 
Penny. I always will.” 

Truman placed the flowers gently on the grass below the headstone. 
“Goodbye, darling. I’ll love you forever.” 



Mirror  
By Kalin Winans  
 
1993:  I’m curious about you. 

You’re new. 
You’re different from the others. 

1994:  I wait for you to notice me 
And for the smile that will stretch across your face when you do.  

1995:  Now I’m up close and personal with your mouth.  
My view invaded by your tongue 
Banging on me as if you’ve found a new friend. 

2000:  You look so happy 
You little plastic princess. 

2006:  Bring on the close-ups. I can’t contain my laughter  
As I watch the deformed faces you make as you try on sixty-
seven shades of eye shadow. 

2007:  Why the fuck are you making that face? If I could talk,  
I’d tell you that  
You will be hiding those pictures in four years. 

2009:  I’ve been dealing with your flashes for three years now 
So many new faces have joined you 
And never came back. 

2010:  You look fine. What is that? 
The fifth outfit I’ve seen in the past 20 minutes? 
Get it together.  
Your flavor of the week will be here soon. 

2011:  Why are you wearing an orange robe with that stupid 
excuse for a hat on your head? 
Sorry, but you look like a pumpkin 
After all the outfit struggles we have had over the years 
You’re really going to go out like that? 

2012:  Where have you been? 
I haven’t seen you in a while. 
It’s good to see you. You’re different. 
But the same. 

2013:  Stop. Why can’t you see what I see? 
You. For you. 
All I see is you. 
So what the hell are you looking at? 



Educated  
By Kathryn Roberts 
 
Life found me twenty-three, downtown and colleged, apologized into a 

job. The paned glass frame of graduated paper hanging above the door jamb 
dictated I earn its keep. Even in sleep it stared out at me, interrupting my 
dreams with demands for fulfilling. Cornered to the first city block, I officed 
daily, eight to later, trying to make the urban legend of nine to five with time 
for lunch encompass the files closing in the dark during mid-winter when 
the sun joined the moon for drinks before I even hit the subway. 

But here’s what I discovered: by the time you’re above loving a job and 
have started settling for getting set-up with groceries each week, you 
develop a taste for receiving away with. I stole seconds at first, inching an 
extra paid ten from the faucet that took a third-look to make sure it stopped 
dripping, another fifteen pretending the copy machine needed sheeting, a 
half-minute readjusting my ergonomic chair’s headrest. When my pay raise 
failed to enact, I escalated to minutes explained as a bad bladder, an influx of 
emails asking for pertinent information, difficulty reading the plastic tabs on 
file folders as I sorted, a pressing need for paperclips and staples, and 
elevatoring to accounts payable for every individual page. 

My bosses rotated, and I circled through them. The first was Ivy-
beleaguered into believing he was hot-shot for secretaries with a lesser 
degree. I penciled myself into his daytimer for nights thrice weekly, spiking 
into his office in the lapse between punch-out and pushing vacuum cleaners. 
We kissed like turtles, tonguing in and out of his mouth to my shell, crawling 
slowly over arms and all desked below fluorescent. The second worked 
courage through shy investors and urged me into day trades between the 
water cooler and her clever condo. She taught me nothing but the purpose 
for awkward furniture: to opportune positional variants. 

The third? We coaxed elliptically. 
When I quit for a different corner, a cubicle with dividers, I packed my 

oversized purse with extra bags, which I pulled out and uncrinkled into 
containers for the last day heist. I sacked chewed pens, strands of hair loosed 
from over-twirling harbored along the edges of keys — specifically a and r — 
and caps lock, stubbed erasers pressured down to shaped oddities, a brand 
new package of binder clips able to secure a baker’s dozen of paired socks to 
clothesline. I wondered at a big enough bag to hold the third boss but he 
wouldn’t go willingly and I hadn’t yet graduated to kidnapping. 



My final discovery: the most educated thing about me was how I 
buttoned my blouse up my back so my new bosses knew exactly what they 
were looking at when they walked by me working. 



Racquet  
By Tamara Walker 
 
At least once a week, in a recently refurbished bookstore, two women 

briskly approach the magazine section from opposite sides.  Each carries a 
racquet.  One woman is diminutive and attired smartly, in khaki slacks and a 
white blouse, long light sepia hair and rimmed spectacles.  Her racquet is for 
hitting the papier-mâché porcupines that emerge periodically from the 
burnished clay pipes surrounding her home.  She’s obligated to pound the 
creatures whenever they’re about to shoot quills. This pounding reveals the 
multicolored shells inside, which her friends weave into tunics in 
emotionally humid gatherings every other Friday.   

The other woman is urban-sporty and looks like her racquet is actually 
for playing tennis: tall, with short-short black hair, a glare that somehow 
manages to look nurturing, disaffected, and fiercely competitive, and a 
tennis outfit (!) comprised of neon shorts, new shoes, and an airy mesh top.   

They’re both there for a transparently shrink-wrapped manga magazine 
that reads, in terse characters across the top: Shojo-Ai.  Girls’ Love.  This time 
there’s plenty of copies, a fresh stack recently installed on the shelf.  The 
women on the cover, clad in school outfits with their fox-like ears and cat-
like tails, are embracing each other. These girls are glossy. As glossy as the 
polished porcupine pipes, thinks the sepia woman as she trembles slightly 
and lifts a copy into her modestly manicured fingers.  The tennis woman, 
who’s glowing florescent green and appears to have just finished a grueling 
match, seems relieved.   

“Which series are you following?” the tennis woman asks kindly.   
The sepia woman shifts her weight from her left to right foot and twists 

the racquet around in her hands. She doesn’t reply, pretending she didn’t 
hear instead, shoving the magazine into her book bag and hastily walking 
away. 

The next time, after the gawky button-down male otaku types have come 
and gone, there’s only a single copy left.  Both women speed towards the 
rack as this possibility becomes distinct in their fields of vision.  The tennis 
woman arrives first.  Her arm mechanically projects outward and sticks the 
head of her racquet on the shelf to block and claim it.  The sepia woman 
catches up.  The sound of a string breaking on her clutched racquet pings 
through the silence.  She thinks about porcupines.  How when the papier-
mâché is struck, the strings often break.   Her racquet is strung with 



considerably more tension than the tennis woman’s, who prefers a loose 
stringing pattern for greater distance, power, and spin.   

The tennis woman glances with flickering concern at the sepia woman 
and relents, giving her a pitying stare.  “I guess you probably need this more 
than I do.”  The sepia woman begrudgingly stares at the ground and accepts. 

The next time they meet, the sepia woman is wearing a tunic with 
colorful shells woven in.  She meets the tennis woman’s curious stare as they 
reach the magazines. “You shouldn’t judge people,” she says. 

The tennis woman smirks with the impending thrill of a challenge.  The 
ball is in her court now. 



About Apocrypha and Abstractions 
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life in Omiya, Saitama prefecture, Japan and that impacts the fiction he 
writes. When the persistent sunshine gets to him he sometimes pines for the 
land of noisy pachinko ball-bearings and restaurants that stink of tobacco. 
He writes primarily speculative, science, and so-called “odd” fiction. 
 
Vincent JS Wood is a Creative Writing graduate from the University of 
Greenwich, London.  He’s had several short stories published both online 
and in print by various magazines. As well as winning a special 
commendation from First Writer Magazine’s Eighth International Short 
Story competition. Vincent was also shortlisted for Askance publishing’s 
2012 short story competition. 
 
Jonathan Stark lives and works just outside of Washington, DC and spends 
his non-working hours with his wife juggling four children, three dogs, and 
a pony. 
 
Chris Wilkensen is a scribe whose heart lives in Chicago and body survives 
in Asia for the moment. He passes the time by blinking his eyes and flipping 
through fine fiction. His work has appeared in Thoughtsmith, The Rusty  
Nail, The Story Shack and others. 
 
Tamara K. Walker is fascinated by anything that reveals the conceptual 
substructures underlying the amusing mosaic known as consensus reality.  
She’s an existentialist and wants you to know it. Her writing has previously 



appeared in Apocrypha and Abstractions and is forthcoming in LYNX: A 
Journal of Linking Poets. In a previous life, she published considerable 
amounts of science fiction poetry. 
 
George Sparling likes slow baseball games, red beans and quinoa, 
nightmares, fast flowing rivers, Ravi Shankar, death metal, Tom Waits, wet 
mornings, nostalgia, rooming houses, cold nights, docks, The Moby Dick 
Cosmic Ocean, mania, unwarranted lofty thoughts, death metal, Dennis 
Cooper, depressing novels, art brut, and the odor of eucalyptus trees. 
 
Grove Koger works as an adjunct reference librarian at Albertsons Library, 
Boise State University. He is the author of a play, Ruby Testifies (Black Box 
Theatre, Bloomington, Indiana, 1990), and a survey of travel literature, When 
the Going Was Good (Scarecrow Press, 2002), and has published short fiction 
in Two Words For, Skive, and Scareship. 
 
Rene Cajelo is from the Philippines, though he writes out of a van in the 
Ozarks. He has several regrettable tattoos. 
 
Peter Marra, originally from Gravesend Brooklyn, lived in the East Village, 
New York from 1979 to 1993 at the height of the punking world and has been 
produced on stage in New York City, Chicago, Los Angeles, Toronto, and  
London, England, as well as being published in American and Canadian 
journals. 
 
Antonio Urias 
 
Mark Lewis has previously had work published in Another 100 Horrors,  
Full Fathom Forty, Escape Velocity, Scheherazade, Estronomicon, The Nail, 
and others. He has also written and performed in pantomimes. He is still 
working on two novels. Mark is a member of the Clockhouse London 
Writers. http://syntheticscribe.wordpress.com  
 
Jackie Fisherman 
 
C. Wait is a native Vermonter who lives in New Jersey but frequently haunts 
other states. 
 
Allie Pangborn was born and raised in Seattle, Washington but now lives in 
Orange, California where she is a student at Chapman University and a 
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waitress when she needs to pay bills. 
 
Jake Walters has been published in numerous journals, including Fractured 
West, 34th Parallel, Corvus Review, Allegory, the horror anthology America 
the Horrific, and many others.  He currently lives in Transylvania, a place of 
the world with which he is intimately familiar, after serving three and a half 
years there as a Peace Corps volunteer. 
 
Joseph Mills is a faculty member at the University of North Carolina School 
of the Arts and has published four books of poetry with Press 53. 
www.josephrobertmills.com  
 
Meg Sefton’s work has appeared in Best New Writing, The Dos Passos 
Review, Danse Macabre, Dark Sky Magazine, Emprise Review, Atticus 
Review, and other fine journals. She received her MFA from Seattle Pacific 
University and lives in Central Florida with her son and their Coton de 
Toulear “Annie.” http://brokenwriterblog.wordpress.com  
 
Todd Mercer won the Woodstock Writers Festival’s Flash Fiction contest 
and took 2nd and 3rd place of the Kent County Dyer-Ives Prizes in 2013. He 
judged the Amazon Breakthrough Novel Awards and Independent 
Publisher’s Poetry Book of the Year contest multiple years. His chapbook Box 
of Echoes won the Michigan Writers Cooperative Press contest. Mercer’s 
poetry appears in Thema, Blue Collar Review and Black Spring Review. 
 
Carly Berg is a dark cloud hovering above sunny Houston. Her stories 
appear in several dozen journals and anthologies, including PANK, Word 
Riot, Bartleby Snopes, and JMWW.  http://www.carlyberg.com 
 
Taylor Eaton is a writer and linguist who is constantly fascinated by 
language. Playing with words and syntax makes her far happier than it 
should. Her flash fiction can be found on her site at www.littlewritelies.com 
and in the forthcoming issue of Em Dash Literary Magazine. When she 
should be working, Taylor can instead be found tweeting about writing, 
wine and Southern California at http://twitter.com/tayloreaton  
 
John Wheaton is an attorney and writer in Seattle, Washington. His work 
has appeared in Bricolage, Glossolalia, the SN Review, and the Bookends 
Review. John loves surrealist fiction (think Donald Barthelme!) and can often 
be found perched on a seat in the library or hunched over a chess board at a 
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Seattle coffee shop. johnwheaton@wordpress.com  
 
Russell Kinch is an amateur writer, working to improve his craft. He was 
born in New Zealand, but lives in Melbourne, Australia. He has a Bachelors 
degree in Anthropology and History, but feels writing is what he’s really 
passionate about. He’s intrigued by the practice of telling a story with so few 
words. 
 
Saul Lemerond currently teaches creative writing (among other things) at 
the Saginaw Chippewa Tribal College. His work has appeared in Dunesteef, 
Temenos, Waterhouse Review, and elsewhere. He lives in Michigan where 
he mostly writes ham-fisted satires. His hands get cold in the winter. 
 
Gerry Doyle writes short stories and flash fiction. He lives in Melbourne 
Australia, but is originally from Scotland. He graduated from Edinburgh 
University and works in Criminal Justice as a Social Worker. 
 
Susannah Jordan lives in N.C., where she is an MFA candidate in Creative 
Nonfiction at Queens University of Charlotte. In her free time, she takes the 
occasional stab at writing fiction. She serves as an editorial assistant for the 
graduate program’s Qu literary journal, which will release its first issue in 
April 2014. 
 
Peter McMillan is a freelance writer and ESL instructor who lives on the 
northwest shore of Lake Ontario with his wife and two flat-coated retrievers. 
He has published two anthologies of his reprinted stories: Flash! Fiction and 
Flash! Fiction 2. 
 
C.J. Harrington lives and writes in the Shenandoah Valley, Virginia. She 
earned an English degree, with honors, from the College of William and 
Mary and completed advanced writing workshops at Georgetown 
University and The Writer’s Center. She has work published or forthcoming 
in Gone Lawn and The Voices Project. 
 
Edward Brauer lives with his girlfriend and cat in Melbourne, Australia, 
where he works as a network administrator for an unsuccessful cosmetics 
company.  Otherwise he spends his time making music, building furniture, 
reading paranormal journalism and playing senselessly violent video games. 
He is interested in the ways that absurdity, horror and comedy can be fused 
together, without detracting from each other. 
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Kirie Pedersen’s work has appeared in Quiddity, Eleven Eleven, Folly, 
Chaffey Review, Caper Literary Journal, Avatar Review, Bluestem, 
Glossolalia, Folly Magazine, The View from Here, r.kv.r.y Quarterly Literary 
Review, Laurel Review, and South Jersey Underground. She holds a M.A. in 
fiction writing and literature. http://www.kiriepedersen.com  

Mariah E. Wilson is a writer from the central interior of beautiful British 
Columbia. Her poetry has appeared in The Loch Raven Review, The Corner 
Club Press, Every Day Poets and The Kitchen Poet. 

Kathryn Roberts received her BFA from Goddard College, where she 
served as Managing Editor of Guideword. Her work has appeared in 
print and online in various journals, including Pithead Chapel, Black Heart 
Magazine, and Slush Pile, and her debut novel is forthcoming from 
Fomite Press in spring 2014. She currently lives in Vermont, where she 
writes, paints, and tries to keep warm in the snow. 
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Head Fiction Editor 
 
Cheryl Anne Gardner prefers writing stories to writing bios because she 
always seems to forget what point of view she is in. When she isn’t writing, 
she likes to chase marbles on a glass floor, eat lint, play with sharp objects, 
and make taxidermy dioramas with dead flies. She has five novellas and a 
short story collection in print, and her flash fiction has been published at 
Dustbin, Yellow Mama, Carnage Conservatory, Pure Slush, Negative Suck, Danse 
Macabre, and at The Molotov Cocktail among many others. 
 
http://twistedknickerspublications.wordpress.com  
 
She is also the administrative muscle behind this site. If you want to leave 
her a message, you will have to leave it with the nurse at the front desk. 
Visiting hours are over. Apocrypha.Abstractions (at) gmail.com 
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