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God of Rose and Thorn 
By Len Kuntz 

As our bus pulls away, they swarm, pounding on the rusted, mud-caked 
metal. One girl catches me with her jade eyes like jars. She makes a rolling-
down-the-window motion. 

She calls to me and, even though I can’t hear her, I know what she’s 
shouting, same as the others during our tour. “Please! Mistah, please!” 

She is bones, drumsticks and skull with black hair lusterless. The bus 
belches and poisons her with its black cloud. Pulling away, she flails her 
arms at me, jumpy, her face wearing worry and want. 

At the stop sign, she’s caught up, gasping. “Mistah! Mistah!” 
Our tour guide said we shouldn’t feel guilty. “It lifestyle for them. 

Nothing personal!” 
The window is stuck. Or locked. I try to show her. I hold up my palms as 

if I’m being robbed. Tears trickle over her cheekbones large as clam shells. 
“They no artists. So don’t you be scammed!” the guide warned. 
The swarm of mopeds impedes our push to get through the intersection. 

The remnants of the rainy season smells like cowhide and feces, the odor 
bathing us, baked into the heat the way the smell of smoke seams into one’s 
skin. 

“They only look skinny, but most have plenty to eat!” 
Back home, my own daughter will marry in three weeks. I remember her 

fondness for birthday cake, especially the gloppy frosting rose which was her 
favorite because that was her name. All high school and college, Rose battled 
weight issues, and only after meeting Adam has she become convinced 
there’s a man who loves her as she is. 

“Keep your wallet in front pocket,” the guide said, patting his groin. 
“These kid are real pros!” 

Moped exhaust wafts across the girl’s face now, like a black wraith. The 
honking is calamitous. I can’t hear her, but I can read her lips: “Mistah. 
Mistah, please!” 

I bought a copper figurine at a temple in Angkor Wat. Lord Vishnu, with 
his effeminate eyes and extra set of arms, peaceful and content looking, a god 
in need of nothing. 

The girl outside the glass, she looks like the scores of black and white 
photographs we saw at Tuol Sleng, all those captive children about to be 
tortured or turned against one another by the Khmer Rouge. When she saw 
the blades, the handcuffs coming out of the floor, the woman on the tour bus 



who had been flirting with me vomited into her handbag and hasn’t looked 
my way since. Back home my wife is about to launch her new studio, filling 
it with obscure canvases coated in with waves of excess paint. 

“Mistah, Mistah,” the girl calls. 
If I look close I can see down the girl’s throat into the vortex of her soul 

where blackness swirls unknown, doing damage like a party of parasites. 
“Mistah!” 
My wallet is damp from sweat, a thick ball of leather. In my other hand I 

aim Vishnu at the window. He’s heavy in my hand as I swing.



Scivia 
By Meg Tuite 

Space bloomed inside her when voices were about to unveil themselves. 
In this place of passive potency she knew she was only to wait. She no longer 
heard the music of birds, monotone humans, or melodious trees. There was a 
rustling, but it came from within. They said her eyes twitched and watered 
and her hands roamed over her quill with a groping fervor. When she 
grasped it, the earth trembled and permeated the cells of underground 
creatures. 

It always began with circles. The outer realm never impinged upon the 
figure. She moved in a clockwise manner as each illuminated band held 
within itself the germination of redemption. Her body swayed and her eyes 
turned inward, moving with the waves of her breath. Words damp with 
knowledge infused themselves onto each page. Leaf upon leaf spoke of the 
cosmos and its creator. Music inflicted itself between the two. Her trembling 
hand bewildered the circumference closer and closer. A glow of global 
penetration touched the figure. Blue, with upraised hands, it waited for the 
aperture to open above. It waited for the merging of these two realms to shift 
the winds of the firmament into air. 

She saw space concealed within those outer circles beckoning to collide 
with the circles of platitude where humans could touch something of the 
eternal.



Scar  
By Chris Deal 

She hadn’t smiled since we returned home from the hospital. She was 
beautiful, and I told her that every moment I could, though without her 
smile the world we found ourselves in was colder. She imitated a grin and 
buried her face in the pillow, telling me to save the compliments. ‘They’re 
stronger when used sparingly.’ I kissed her neck and went to the kitchen for 
her tea. When I came back, a single cup of bone china in the center of the tray 
and red as the horizon at dusk, she was sitting up, her hand resting on her 
pale belly, the thin scar still fresh, and I pretended not to notice. I sat beside 
her and we listened to the wind moving through the limbs outside our 
window, we watched the sun move across the wall until it was awash with 
gold. She fingered the beads of her necklace and traced the track down from 
her breasts, the tea untouched and cold. 

I asked if she was strong enough for a walk and she nodded. ‘Where are 
we going,’ she asked, and I told her down to my studio, that I wanted to take 
her photograph. She bit the rose petal pink of her lip and nodded. A 
Kashmiri wrapped around her shoulders, I helped her down the stairs, her 
arms around me with each circumspect step. She stood in the middle of the 
gallery, warm enough that she could stand in only her nightdress. I installed 
the plate in the camera and when I turned to her again she had found the 
doll for the children, to abate tears, elicit a smile. Cradled like a babe ready to 
feed, her eyes were far away and her smile, shy as it was, bloomed alive. She 
hummed softly and I took the photograph, capturing her forever. 



Blueprint for a Blind Date 
By Joe Kapitan 

Find a worn Italian restaurant, from your parents’ era, a back-corner 
table where you can have a little privacy, and then bring It. The Silence. All 
you can muster, and watch what she does with it. She may try to crush the 
life out of it with tales of successful Manhattan designer-shoe-safaris, tragic 
social media accidents, lists of failings belonging to boyfriends past that veer 
perilously close to lists you’ve heard from girlfriends past. You’ll forget her 
easily. Or she could surprise you, with her own nothing. If so, you’ll stare at 
each other until the discomfort manifests as a ball of featureless meat on the 
table in front of you. Go ahead, pull off a piece and chew on it, friend, 
because if you have that second date, and then maybe a third, there’s bound 
to be many quiet moments coming, and you might as well know ahead of 
time what they’re going to taste like, so you can already be thinking white or 
red. 

You know everyone will ask you tomorrow about Chemistry and Spark, 
so do this: leave the restaurant and head for a busy sidewalk, like the ones in 
the theater district. Grab a young woman, a stranger, and pull her into an 
alley with you both. Push the stranger up against a brick wall and make 
unilateral introductions with your hydraulic mouth and piston hands. Now 
freeze! Hands down. She’ll run. Let the stranger run - you need to 
concentrate. Who’s in your mind at that exact moment: the date, or the 
stranger? Listen up, this is crucial. If the stranger, the experiment is over. 
Cough up some excuse and go home the back way. If the date, tell her so. 
Tell her you’d very much like to see her again, and tell her she can be the 
stranger next time, if she wants. 



Boating Lessons 
By Len Kuntz 

We row through the rain, a deluge, a monsoon so thick we might as well 
be blind, great gray walls of water slaking down like slanted guillotines. 
Your head is bowed, your neck exposed as the weather pelts your hair and 
skin and pings off our aluminum canoe like liquid ricochets. If we can get to 
the other side we’ll be safe, dry, but halfway there you toss your oar and say 
you can’t do it anymore, it’s not worth it. I point out how far we’ve come, 
what we’ve been through together, yet you shake your head, spraying me 
with your residual splash, and say, “To be perfectly frank, we shouldn’t have 
got in this boat to begin with.” 

A wave crests over me, but when I open my eyes I see that you’re still 
there and you’re not kidding. 

*** 
Later on land, back where we started, you take the car. “Go ahead,” I say, 

“You can have it, it’s yours.” 
But before you leave, you offer to drop me somewhere. You say it’d be 

best if we not stay in the same house anymore. You’re soaked but your eyes 
are clear. 

I shake my head. This feels like someone else’s movie. 
Your lips quiver, pale lavender, frozen worms, and I realize it’s true: I will 

never kiss them again, never feel them buzz inside my ear. 
When I say, “Isn’t this awfully easy?” you laugh so hard you choke, and 

snot slings out of one nostril, so I turn and leave you like that, cackling. Freed. 
*** 

In the morning the sun comes up, bold and solo. I watch her puffed-up 
breast like someone new to pornography. I dare her to scald my corneas. I 
plead for pain but get ignored instead. 

The woods are still wet, so I break into your uncle’s old cabin. I drag the 
canoe with me. It squeals as I pull the boat across the floor. I’m not stupid 
enough to think metal will burn, but I douse the place with gasoline just the 
same. I break chairs over the hull. I shatter a mahogany coffee table and 
cabinets and kitchen drawers and when there’s a heap I light a match and 
hear the rooosh! of the flame slinging hot and hungry. 

Smoke clouds swell black and sooty. I wait. I watch. I want to see some 
scarring, some staining. I need to be sure no one else ever rides that boat 
without at least wondering what the hell happened to it. 



Based on a True Story 
By Shannon Yarbrough 

Mammy said no. No to letting me go to the army base to see James. 
I asked twice. She still said no. Bubba laughed when I didn’t get my way. 
I was so angry. At Bubba. At Mammy. I shot her while she was in the 

backyard hanging sheets out to dry. Bubba heard the shotgun blast and came 
running. I turned and shot him too. I dragged their bodies to the barn and 
looked for an ax. Then, I buried the pieces in the backyard beneath the blood 
spattered sheets waving in the wind. 



Losing Your Little Girl 
By Len Kuntz 

I catch them kissing. It feels perverse, but I watch for a while. 
I’ve been doing yard work and I’m looking through the window and my 

t-shirt is soaked and I can’t believe how livid I’m becoming. 
Jared is his name. He shares my daughter’s birthday. He’s a dope of a 

guy, dull and rashy. My wife keeps saying, “She could do a lot worse,” as if 
that’s supposed to settle it, her comment feeling incriminating, as if she 
really means, “Look who the hell I ended up with.” 

I started sun-burning two hours ago and now my skin feels lit on fire. I 
can’t take it any more, not the heat or this kid all over my baby girl so I take 
the garden sheers and stab them through his car tires. They explode, make 
tiny canon pops. It feels better than anything I’ve experience in years, the 
relief the same as a prodigious orgasm. 

The next week I take a baseball bat to his windshield, only I do it at his 
place, in the apartment lot. 

He won’t stop coming by or touching her, so I break in. It’s easier than I 
thought, about as hard as pumping gas. 

I bust up stuff real good. Smashing his wide screen feels best. My calling 
card is the urine I leave on his sheets. 

Turns out, though, the insurance covers it all, plus stuff he makes up, adds 
in. In the end, Jared gets rich off the vandalism and, to celebrate, proposes. 

They set a date, pick out invitations. 
I buy a gun and ammo, decide on Friday, and leave the weapon in my 

bottom desk drawer, right where the police find it after my boss calls them. 
On top of that, the security cameras caught me busting up the kid’s car 

and they have another homemade spy cam video of me breaking into Jared’s 
apartment, demolishing everything. 

When he visits, Jared’s jaw looks preposterously long. He says, “I had 
hoped it wouldn’t come to this.” 

In a low, controlled voice that won’t arouse the guard’s suspicion, I 
curse and call Jared a bastard into the phone receiver. The prison plate glass 
is thick, yet in my mind I’m cracking it open with Jared’s skull. “When I get 
out of here,” I say, “the first thing I’m going to do is kill you.” This makes 
him sprout a greasy grin. “Go ahead,” I say, “keep smiling, because I mean it. 
I’m going to kill you.” 

Jared opens his jacket, pulls a running tape recorder out of his pocket 
and says, “Now we’re talking.” 



Frankenstein, Laguna Beach, and Dusk 
By Joe Kapitan 

I. 
From the deserted guard stand, the setting sun is the bald head of an 

overweight suburbanite, red-faced from struggling, about to go under for the 
final time. Frankenstein drops his Ray-Bans down onto the tip of his nose so 
he can drink it in. Fuck you, he thinks out loud, to no-one and everyone, 
serves you right for going out so far, so stupid, like that kid of yours. Your 
lost boy, stumbling over sunbathers, crying like a pussy, and I go help him 
find your obese, sunburned ass in the crowd. Remember? And then you start 
with the “Get the hell away from him, freak”? I should know better by now. I 
should just sit back and watch, like this here. So relax, fat man, take a big 
mouthful. Go ahead. Serves you right. 

II. 
He stalks the upper reaches of the beach, between the dune ridge and the 

access road, scanning the parked cars for any sign of movement. When he 
finds one, away from the wash of the streetlights, he sits in the dune grass 
just below it, stitched forehead resting on the front bumper, and listens. The 
teenagers inside are going at it, all mouths and hands and clumsy pullings at 
stubborn undergarments, but it’s not about skin to him. In fact, it’s not a 
visual thing at all, it’s the sounds. Those sounds — to be so moist and 
vulnerable, to trust someone wrist-deep, a fistful of your entrails in their 
trembling fingers. 

III. 
Near the waterline lies the sandcastle that the tourist family made, and 

the stomped, gaping hole in its battlements courtesy of the local surfpunks. 
It’s a brutal, foolish assemblage of remnants — seashells, driftwood, empty 
soda cans. He lays on his back, his body in the opening, head right where the 
coppertoned children swarmed hours before. The evening tide finds the 
breach, and the cool surf spills into the keep, to neck-bolt-high, then retreats 
laden with sand, but the kiss of erosion is lost against his deadened nerves. 
Nearby, in shallow tidal pools, silvered fish writhe, gasping, pointless. 
Frankenstein imagines for a moment that the rising moon is the pale head of 
the fat drowned suburbanite, bent on revenge, ready to drag him down to 
the depths and dismantle his unholy frame part by putrid part, but he knows 
better, and the moment passes. Frankenstein is well aware that God hates 
him too much to ever let that happen. 



Thoughts from a Bus 
By Foster Trecost 

I think they want me to feel important and that’s why they stack my seat 
so high. But it doesn’t work. I don’t feel even a little bit important. 

I like the early morning folks; I call them the Six O’clocker’s. We’re all 
wearing uniforms with our names stitched on the front pocket. They always 
put the names nobody cares about on the front pocket. When they get on, 
they don’t look at me because they don’t want me looking at them; we’re all 
a little bit embarrassed, but still, I know their names and they know mine. 

The Eight O’clocker’s get on my nerves. Neckties and perfect hair, 
smelling like too much cologne. They don’t care about me, but they look at 
me anyway. So proud of themselves, just hoping I look back, but I don’t. 

My boss thinks he knows how long it takes — who made these 
schedules? And he’s always hiding some guy on the corner with a 
stopwatch. I get a report every month, says I’m never on time. Hell, I’m 
always on time. The Six O’clocker’s don’t say nothing; it’s the Eight 
O’clocker’s always complaining. 

How many times I got to say, Exact fare only? What I want to say is, Buy 
a pass. If someone takes the bus twice a day, why don’t they just buy a pass? 
But I say what I’m supposed to say, “Busses don’t give change.” I guess he 
won’t be buying any fancy coffee today. I guess he’ll just have to drink the 
regular stuff, like the rest of us. 

Now there’s this little girl, staring right at me: “What do you want?” 
She looks at her mom: “Why doesn’t he say it?” 
Her mom looks at me: “She wants you to say, Move on back.” 
You’ve got to be kidding me! What do I look like, a circus? 
“Yes,” says the kid. “The driver on the bus says, Move on back, like the 

song.” 
They don’t pay me to be a clown, they couldn’t pay me enough. “Go sit 

down!” She starts to cry. 
“You’re a very mean man,” says the mother. 
I don’t say a word, just point to the sign: Do Not Speak To The Driver. 
More Eight O’clocker’s, lined up. “Good morning,” I hear, but I don’t 

look. I never look. 
“I said good morning,” he says again. 
Man, take your good mornings to your office because there’s nothing 

good about mine. 
“Can you hear? Good morning!” 



He don’t need to shout because I can hear just fine and I can see just fine, 
too. And I don’t like none of it. I don’t even like the smell of it. “Move on 
back,” I mumble. 

“Excuse me?” 
Now I’m pissed off. “The driver on the bus says move on back!” 
If they stack my seat any higher, my head’ll hit the ceiling. But the truth 

is, they can’t stack it high enough. 



New Cowboys 
By Shannon Yarbrough 

Daddy waltzed Mamma into divorce. Larry Gene Frye was on piano that 
night at the Boogie Barn, so Mamma went dancing. 

“Howdy Ma’am, you wanna dance with me?” 
The owner paid pale handsome boys in boots, tight jeans, shiny belt 

buckles, and big black cowboy hats to dance with the older ladies. 
Mamma waved them away, but then Larry began to play Patsy Cline’s 

“She’s Got You.” 
She stood up and waved a new cowboy over. 
“Evenin’ Ma’am.” 
“Young man, for years I followed a man’s lead,” she said, “tonight you 

are gonna dance with me. Two step?” 



Happy Campers 
By Len Kuntz 

She says all this forestation is making her nauseous, giving her 
headaches and diarrhea. She says she’d rather be a stuffed animal than a 
deer or bear or chick squirrel. 

“There’s no such thing as chick squirrels,” her husband says. 
“Like you would know.” 
This is how it’s been for a week. Camping was of course his idea. Her 

husband is the rare man that not only says he likes change, but actually does 
enjoy it, shamefully so. 

“Why did you have to bring a gun along?” 
“We’re in the woods, aren’t we?” 
“But we have cell phones.” 
His laughter lately has had to be coaxed, but now he nearly chokes to 

death chuckling, hacking and coughing like a smoker, pounding his chest so 
that his beard becomes dotted with white-tipped spittle pearls. 

“Let’s make a deal,” she says, “this is the last time we go camping, and I 
won’t divorce you.” 

His previous laughter had not subsided when this newt wave arrived: 
convulsive, angry-sounding like the ocean. 

“You think I’m joking but I’m not.” 
She remembered their early dating, how he would open her door, pick 

wild flowers and stick them in her hair, always wanting to know what was 
on her mind, laughing with her not at her. 

Now he’s bent over, clutching himself, a red-faced curmudgeon. His 
eyes are boiled eyes. “Can’t breathe,” he says. 

She thought she’d end up having to use the gun. She never considered 
she’d get this lucky. 

“I’m choking to death,” he says. 
She leans over to meet his astonished expression, pleased to see how 

ugly he’s become. 
“You’re choking to death?” 
He looks like a crippled grizzly, hunched over and nodding, his head 

huge with blood. 
“Choking to death in the woods,” she says. “Now that’s some funny 

shit.” 



Anything 
By Len Kuntz 

She was scarmelt and eyes, holes for a nose, rivers of skin-sludge mottled 
together, yet, he claimed to still love her. 

She’d been working construction, high up on a boom that hit a power 
line and exploded. She saw space hurling, felt the flames engulf her, then 
passed out. The coma lasted five months. They’d thought she’d die but he 
wouldn’t let them take her off life support because he believed in miracles. 

Now she wanted a new face, wanted to be able to smell again — 
cupcakes and roses and rain. She wanted him to stop saying she would 
always be beautiful in his eyes. If he truly believed it, she felt sorry for him. If 
he didn’t, she felt equally sad. She was nobody’s burden to shoulder. 

She returned from the hospital to find he’d taken down all the 
photographs, any, that is, featuring her old face. When she demanded that he 
return them, he admitted to burning the entire batch. The irony of this deed 
struck her so hard that she cackled in hysterics. 

Still, she left him one afternoon while he napped. She had no intention of 
coming back. 

It was windy. She could see breezes weaving through weed grass, 
tousling tree tops. She wandered through hills and acreage stuffed with 
craggy boulders and evergreens. After a few hours, she came out of the 
woods into a land she did not know, walking down a long dirt driveway. 
Dust pebbles skittered against her ankles, filthy scraps of paper fluttering. 

She stopped at an abandoned shed, its warped doors open. Inside was a 
mass of chaos and upheaval: a capsized toilet on its side, a hunk of old 
bureau, urns and an empty oil jug. The ramshackle sat on several pallets, 
spilling out into the yard. 

She stared at the mess, as if hypnotized. To anyone else, it might have 
been an eyesore, but to her it contained a certain, sad beauty. 

Transfixed, she didn’t hear the shuffling behind her until the old man 
asked, “Who’s there?” 

His eyes were cloudy, blue and blind. 
“Just a stranger,” she said. 
He stomped his cane. “I thought you was my Lila.” 
Wind gusted between them, covering a long silence. 
“She left without a word,” he said. “It’s been one hundred fifty-three 

days.” 
She watched his face twist. 



“People used to ask what I’d give up if it meant I could see again, but, 
you know, I don’t care about that. For Lila, though, well, I’d give anything to 
have her back. Anything.” 

Wind rattled the bureau handle and sent a scarf floating so that the 
man’s nose twitched, perhaps scenting Lila. Tears pooled around his vacant 
eyes. 

“You want something to drink, eat?” 
“Thanks,” she said, “but I have to be getting back.” 
He started sobbing, choking, so she closed the space between them and 

hugged him hard. “Keep believing,” she whispered. 
“Why?” 
“Because miracles happen.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes,” she said, bringing his fingers to her face. “I’m one.” 



Signs and Senses 
By Susan Gibb 

He is blind so sometimes he wears a hearing aid. He is deaf so he walks 
with a white cane. Sometimes he is so in tune with the rhythm that comes 
out of the ground that he leaves them both at home. 

He can pick donuts by scent. He knows his cigars by the same. Nobody 
need help him or cheat him or notice he’s different at all. On his glasses he’s 
painted new eyes except blue because that’s what he remembers she liked. 
On his ears he’s placed buffalo horns. On his feet he wears Reeboks and if he 
can’t find them he may just settle for some other brand. 

People living next to him behind cardboard-thin walls have sometimes 
complained of the noise. They knock on his door. He asks them to describe 
what it sounds like. “The knock or the music?” they ask. 

He used to work as an architect. Designed bridges and buildings that cut 
into the sky. Lines, he loved lines. Though curves had their place in his mind. 

One morning he woke up and decided it would be the last day of his life. 
He dressed in his best casual Dockers and a pleasant plaid short-sleeved 
shirt. He put on his glasses, took his white cane, and drove out of town to the 
seashore close by. 

He pulled breadcrumbs out of his pocket to feed to the seagulls. In the 
other pocket were worms for the fish. Then he sat on a rock with his toes in 
the edge of the ocean. 

He let the waves carry his cane out with its tide where a horseshoe crab 
hopped on and rode it away. His glasses he tossed way out to the horizon 
where a dolphin caught them and squeaked in glee. He waited. He listened 
to the rhythm of life, felt the rotation of earth in his feet. 

Then he saw the Mexican sleigh bells ring and tapped his fingers to the 
beat. For a long time he listened and then, as the sun splashed into the ocean, 
he followed the seagulls home. 



Prayer, Protest, Peace 
By Robert Vaughan 

Prayer 

I ride on a hymn and a song. 
I fasten my seatbelt as the bumpy ride fills my nostrils with choppy air. 
I talk to the moon. I’ve been talking to the moon for some time. Every 
single night, every hour. The moon says nothing back to me, but I 
continue talking to the moon. 
Why will you never come? 
I ponder the difference between a holiday and a holy day. I am another. 
Your cheek under which flows your silent tears. 
I can count them on one hand. 

Protest 

I forgot to turn on the oven. Then I turned it on, but forgot take it off 
broil. Then I forgot to turn the oven off. 
The day does not lend itself to night. 
My mind has flown. It’s gone from the everyday. 
No one’s watching the oven! 

Peace 

All the details of my past are a swirling stream of dust. The sun 
illuminates my hand. 
I’m fairly certain I placed my love message in a bottle, but I didn’t throw 
it far enough. 
It didn’t reach the sea. I hope the sea rises to claim it. 



Good Character 
By Shannon Yarbrough 

We met in a bookstore near the bestseller table. He had chocolate brown 
eyes and hair as black as ink. His body was lean but he was broad in the 
shoulders. He had a flat stomach beneath his tight white tank top. Arms, 
legs, and muscles bulged in all the right places. His skin was as smooth and 
creamy as cocoa. I hadn’t picked up anyone in a bookstore, but all of this 
from him and just the first page! I never judge a book by its cover, but this 
book had sex written all over it. 



The Warrior 
By Nicolette Wong 

The violence breathes a cold haze on your face; I brace myself on the 
moist carpet. The straw lights up as it flexes, floating past my guard in the 
rhythm of a merry-go-round. I open my hand to receive your long-awaited 
threat. The lamp has fallen on the floor, a slow glow to your whisper. 

Look for the right vein in my neck. You blink. Stab hard and sharp. 
I find the purple vein amid the folds of your skin and do as I am told. 

Then I put the straw to my lips, suck and spit. Listen to the air bursting 
through the moment when you found yourself lying in the dark, stiff and 
scared, like a figure cropped out of a soaked picture that had dried. Before 
the dawning of the abyss you walked a thousand miles, on the lookout for 
someone to unclog life. 

Your heaving rises and I spit — a sour, metallic taste of forever. 
Your eyes spin until I grab you in the arms, holding you to the light. 
Is that it? you ask. 
Yes, that’s it. I say. 



Gardening Dilemma 
By Henry Martin 

Twenty-four years, three months, one day, and seventeen hours of Good 
Mornings, Good Nights, How-was-your-days, and I-love-yous. Twenty-four 
years, three months, one day, and seventeen hours of falling asleep and 
waking up in the same bed, side by side, inseparable. We’d aged, but our 
love had not…we’d evolved, yet, we never stopped dreaming. Dreaming of 
growing old together, dreaming of riding the utopian wave of happiness to 
the end. And to think it all started with a simple, humble “I do.” 

Cars, kids, dogs … 
It all came and went, except for our home. Our first home, the house 

we bought the day after our wedding. And then, twenty-four years, three 
months, one day, and seventeen hours later, it all collapsed. 

I’d come home early that day, a bank check, for the contractor who just 
completed our new roof, in my hand. I’d wanted him to be gone before she 
arrived, then I wanted to take her out to a nice dinner. When I saw her car 
in the driveway, I had no idea she was paying him already — in her own 
way. 

“We’ll always have our memories,” she’d said after he put his pants on 
and left. 

“Why?” I screamed. “Why!” 
“I tried telling you so many times.” 
I couldn’t listen to her after that. 
So many times… 
Really? I never found out what she had been trying to tell me. I guess 

I’d never been a good listener. Still, twenty-four years, three months, one 
day, and seventeen hours is a long time. I tried to get past that, tried to 
move on. Things never did go back to the way they used to be. 

We’ll always have our memories. 
I replayed those words in my head when I tried to force myself to fall 

asleep on the sofa. I tried to work up my anger to do something about it, 
but deep inside, all I wanted to do was hold her head in my hands, kiss her 
lips, and wait for her to smile back at me. She wouldn’t. 

“You spineless loser!” she would scream as she shut the bedroom door 
in my face every time I brought it up. 

But it’s all better now. I kiss her lips as I’m holding her head in my 
hands. She doesn’t scream. She doesn’t try to pull away. Wide-eyed, she 
stares at me without saying a word. Things are finally back to normal. I run 



my fingers through the locks of her hair as I walk to the kitchen window. 
“Now,” I ask her ever so gently, “Where would you like the rest of you? 
Under the begonias or the hollyhocks?” 



First Time 
By Jim Murdoch 

You never forget your first. In truth I remember every one but none is as 
clear in my mind as my first. 

For starters I was scared shitless and I make no apologies for that. 
Anyone who says otherwise is taking the piss. It could have been a total 
fiasco. I mean I literally fell on top of her. If I’m being completely honest I 
tripped (don’t laugh) landed on her and shoved it straight in. No 
pussyfooting around. No foreplay. No élan if you’ll pardon my French. A 
single thrust with all my might. Ooomph! Like that. The full length. 

I thought she might have been a screamer — she had the look of a 
screamer (what does a screamer look like? Christ knows) — but, no. I lay on 
top of her, took a deep breath and shoved it in. She gasped as I did — I must 
have knocked the wind right out of her, took her breath away if you like — 
and for what felt like forever we just lay there in the dark neither of us 
breathing, waiting. She grabbed me — a reflex reaction, I suppose — hung 
on for dear life, dug her nails into my arms then arched her back pushing 
herself forward but I was in as deep as I was going to be, balls deep if you 
get my drift. 

There was blood – how could there not be blood? — though not as much 
as I’d been led to believe. (Just be grateful I’m here to educate you about 
these things; I’d been led on to expect a ruddy geyser.) It was one of those 
times, you know the kind, like in a car crash, while your car is actually 
crashing, one of those times when time slows down to a standstill and you 
are suddenly, painfully, acutely aware of absolutely everything, like some 
kind of weird out — of — body experience. 

I stared into her eyes and she into mine. She had blue eyes, huge, wide, 
like a kitten — fuckin’ beautiful, probably contacts — and they had this look, 
like a deer caught in headlights, you know that injured look. It must’ve hurt 
— I mean, think about it — but I don’t suppose the hurt had registered. I was 
too quick, too … efficient believe it or not. She sort of jerked, groaned, 
slumped and that was it, job done. I wiped the blade on her jacket and 
swiped her purse to make it look like a robbery gone wrong; that was always 
part of the plan. All in all a tad anticlimactic and amateurish. I was lucky. 
You have no idea. Some first timers make a real cock — up of it. 

Now, let me tell you about my second time… 



Gin Rose  
By Shannon Yarbrough 

With Polaroid in hand, I climbed into a chair so I could stand above 
them. My father held my arm to steady me. I knew Ginrose did not want this 
to be the last photograph taken of her with T.J. But she had requested that 
this photo be taken. He had on a snap — button Western shirt, tucked into 
his plain grey slacks. He smiled slightly, or at least I thought it was a smile at 
the time. 

I don’t remember what Ginrose was wearing, but I’m pretty sure it was 
something off the shoulders. I have fond memories of going with them to the 
garden to pick tomatoes, and Ginrose always wore a tube top. The warm 
Southern sun had kissed her shoulders with pretty round freckles. The 
plump folds of her midsection were soft when she hugged me and she 
always smelled like roses. That confused me since that was part of her name. 
Her hair was a red raving beehive. 

They both wore glasses. She adjusted hers while I waited and then she 
lovingly turned to check his. I wondered to myself if she had done that while 
he was living. 

There’s an old saying that if you touch a dead body in the coffin then 
you won’t have dreams about that person, or be sad for them, or something 
like that. As I squeezed the button and waited for the flash, I wondered what 
a photograph would repress. 



Parsimonious Illuminati 
By Henry Martin 

To the unsuspecting visitor, my room may appear livable, or even mildly 
pleasant, but there is no hiding the truth from my consciousness. 

The light, meager as it is, is indeed, merciful. On the surface, all appears 
neat and tidy. The peeling wallpaper; the dried vomit under the windowsill; 
and the mold spores, which, years ago, had crawled out from behind the 
heater and have taken over the entire east wall. All is hidden now by 
shadow, but I know. I know it is all here, witness to my self — destruction. 

Teeth barred with safety wire embedded in amalgam, two buckets in 
front of me, I sit, hunched low, in my dilapidated armchair, mustering up the 
courage to begin. One leg in the phosphorous, the other in permanganate, I 
feel the skin twitching, the nerves tightening under the surface … I feel the 
tingling in every part of my body. 

“I’m alive!” 
My scream disturbs no one. 
I pull the knife out of its sheath. Its blade glistens, sending specs of light 

dancing around the room. 
What? 
Movement behind the curtain catches my eye. Are the angels visiting me 

here tonight? 
“You’re late!” I shout. “You’re fucking late!” 
The curtain falls straight and still. 
I reach down and dip the blade in both buckets. The green luminescence 

mixes with streaks of purple as it runs down along the sharp edge. How 
beautiful. 

No! There isn’t enough time to pause and admire my creation. I will not 
give in to distraction. 

The blade glistens in my hand as I bring it up to my face. Everything is 
still. Everything is silent, except the thumping noise in my chest. 

The first cut will be the hardest. 



Strange Monsters 
By Kyle Hemmings 

Whenever speechless clouds settle in her eyes, Kat goes shopping at the 
community center for low — cal peanut butter or garlic — flavored hummus. 
In her apartment, she does Pilates to make her hard to intruders but soft 
enough to dream of babies. She is in love with a boy named Masaomi, an 
installer of computer firewalls, an anti — spammer who tells her he fights 
strange monsters. You mean viruses, Kat once said with the smile of rain 
streaking across her East Village window. Since meeting Masaomi at The 
Knitting Factory, Kat sometimes mistakes strangers in a storm for parent 
duplicates. Sometimes they follow her home and stand next to her bed, 
staring, saying nothing. She hides her head under the sheets. She pretends to 
hug Masaomi. Sometimes she cries over what is happening inside her body, 
a subtle force of nature or an unnamed waterfall. Masaomi tells her that in 
the darkness, there are portals to other worlds, monsters who take normal 
shapes during their day jobs. A Starbucks addict on street corners, 
Masaomi says these monsters have been with us since childhood — they 
wore the faces of parents, teachers. In an abandoned building on Loisaida, 
Masaomi reveals that he is an assassin of Kat’s fears. They hold each other 
still on a creaky second — story floor, while the night rushes past them and 
through the city. Tonight, he whispers, there are no monsters. Kat wants him 
to marry her despite the constant feeling of being air — lifted or becoming 
homeless. She imagines waking up next to Masaomi, who will have last 
night’s peanut butter smudged against his lips. She imagines an imperfect 
love in the core of the city. She wants to marry him because someday a 
monster with hard — drive memory will corner her and she will be out of 
time. 



The God of String 
By Carl James Grindley 

I am a small God with teeny weenie hands and teeny weenie feets. I live 
in crammed and disordered drawers and under sinks. I am The God of 
Tangley String Balls and Impossible Knots. 

Once upon a time, I had power, but today I do not. 
So, you say, you are the God of Snarled Rigging. No, not true, I would 

reply (you can’t actually hear me speak because my voice is so faint). The 
God of Snarled Rigging does not exist. If your rigging becomes fouled, it is 
your doing, and you should take better care. Better still, you should buy a 
ship with oars and a belly full of slaves. 

So, you say, you are the God of those sorts of cords that are used to 
secure heavy loads. You are the God who prematurely ages those cords and 
causes them to fray or their buckles to break. Again, not so. I am sorry, such 
a God does not exist, and I have nothing to do with tie down straps. I am The 
God of String and Knots Made With String. I am not, however, The God of 
Sheepshanks or one of the Gods of other such knots. Those Gods are allied 
with The Powerful Gods of the Sea, The Gods of Sailors, The Gods of the 
Deep, and The Gods of Whales. Neither am I The God of Thread. The God of 
Thread is a pointed and sharp God, with impossibly thin fingers and an 
incessant voice. He is an old God and has been around since the days of bone 
needles threaded with gut. His daughter is The Goddess of Embroidery, and 
She has little time for me. 

To summon me, you must purchase some nice white string and cut it 
into little pieces. Put the pieces into a kitchen drawer and forget about them 
for a long time. Sooner or later, I will come and join the pieces together into a 
string ball. The better you perform the ritual, the larger the string ball will be. 
My worshippers live mainly in the forgotten land across the great sea. They 
build mighty monuments to my name, travel great distances to see my 
shrines, and, in my own small way, I am well pleased. 

So, you really are The Meek God of String, you say. How has this come 
to be? 

Well, once upon a time, I had power, but today I do not. 
I was once The God of Thwarted Ambition. I lived in a faraway city, for 

the most part residing in a giant tangled knot in the center of town. One day 
a great man came to the city, and that was that for me. 



Collapse  
By Matthew Dexter 

When we were children we would lie on our heads in the attic as 
rainwater dripped down against the back of our throats. As the roof got 
worse, it began to splash in our eyes. You held me naked, and we pretended 
it was a waterfall until we heard the pull — down ladder creak and Dad 
would walk up the wooden steps to carry us back to bed. He read Dr. Seuss 
books with broken spines as raindrops pelted the weeping willow beside the 
window, keeping melody with his guttural voice and the beat of his irregular 
heart, broken only by thunder and illuminated by sadistic flashes of lighting 
that lit up the wrinkles in his fingers, his quivering eyelids, and painted his 
irises an eerie orange against the blue Muppet Babies blanket. The bed 
would shake with thunder as the dog hid under it, and each morning after 
sunrise when the sky was clear again and birds were singing, the hole was 
bigger, always growing, the thirst never ends. 



You’re So Vain 
By Autumn Humphrey 

You can’t pass a mirror without looking. Your reflection in the glass of 
other people’s pictures distracts you. You’ve never seen a car in your rear 
view mirror, absorbed with the sight of your own face. Your boss complains 
about the amount of time you spend in the restroom, so you place a mirror 
on your desk, your image always at your fingertips. 

There have been times when you were embarrassed by your obsession. 
The sound of a “tsk, tsk” and rolling eyes has been discomforting on 
occasion, but you shake it off. Your compulsion is strong, stronger even than 
the complaints about the mirror over your bed. 

Only one person knows the source of your fixation, and she would never 
talk. Occasionally you visit her. You remove your make-up and look into her 
face, revealing the two crevices carved into her skin when she was twelve. 
She cries. She always cries. Afterwards you wipe away your tears, re-apply 
the make-up, and continue to check every mirror, so no one will ever know. 



Between Moments 
By Peter Baltensperger 

When the moon is full, the wolves howl in the forest, and breasts swell 
like the tide. There’s a sense of dread, the fear of not knowing what comes 
next, the shivering uncertainty of being. The air is thick with trepidation, 
indistinct dissatisfaction, the vague apprehension of impending doom. 

A woman lies on her bed, luscious breasts in her hands, trying to shut 
out the howling of the wolves. She conjures up a man for herself, bearing 
down on her breasts, on her pelvis, his masculinity full of surprises, 
burrowing for secrets only the moon should know. 

The moon disappears behind a bank of black clouds. The wolves pad 
into their lairs in silence, sniffing out probabilities, baring their teeth at 
shifting shapes. The man shudders in his sleep, lost in a dark forest. The 
woman sighs, phantoms of weights bearing down on her soul. 

The night is charged with ambiguities, too many meteorites, not enough 
resolutions. Daylight won’t resolve the dread, endless vibrations between 
what is and what could have been spilling over the edge. The woman sinks 
into a fitful sleep. 



Victor Has a Night Out 
By Martin Brick 

This is the scent of smoke lingering in the car, 
which came from the cigarette, 
held in the long elegant fingers of the redhead, 
who would not have gotten into a 97 Civic, 
but would get into a new BMW z4, 
which is exactly why Victor took the BMW, 
though his father was out of town on business and hid the keys. 

This is the scent of smoke that was easily detected, 
because the car smelled of air — freshener, 
which Victor simply took from the bathroom and sprayed the shit out of 
the interior, 
to hide the fact that an elegant redhead lit a cigarette in his father’s car, 
which he was using on the sly. 

A simpler scenario would be that Victor himself was smoking, 
which he might try, 
or one of his knuckle — headed friends might try, 
but certainly not in the BMW, 
because he would be too afraid, 
and so it must have been something so amazing, 
which could override all mechanisms of fear, 
which would offer rewards possibly justifying any punishment. 

And Victor’s father remembered the scent of cigarette smoke, 
and remembered the redheaded girls at the bars of his youth, 
who would never get into his Plymouth Volare, 
because there were boys with Chargers and Mustangs, 
and if Victor had a chance to be one of those boys for a night, 
to feel that rush, 
who was he to deny it. 

Reprinted with Permission. Originally Published at 52/250: The Year of Flash. 



What The Other One Heard 
By Jake David 

Celebration stands on trial beneath amphetamine typewriters off their 
knockers, off their shirts. Off their pants. Peeled onion ring marriage jeans 
that rehearse which period is destined down the path to be one one, yet lept. 
Free and soon. Not too soon; too soon is sooner than soon enough allows it 
being fool’s pace. The shattering of time, when behind the endocrines of 
clocks succeeding to be the end of a world in the eyes of their petticoat nurse. 
Just a bystander, really. Neither of them pay the nurse any mind. 

They’d in their first eye’s windows watch each other’s road paths 
chewing the other one’s hours, dwindling. I remember it as a cross — 
dressing veil without an alibi or excuse about where it was that night, 
sacrificing meaning to a higher bank god or something or other. 

Bedsheets tainted by mere attraction of emancipated infatuation — not in 
any comprehensible in the eyes of either of our parties, mind you  — in the 
eyes of a slip of a tongue. One of their weekly phone conversations provided 
the necessary morality’s convictions to base upon judgment’s distance a 
marriage of disorder. Of conduct. Of irresolute wandering in the path of 
escape. Reason’s cause for both parties to swallow barrels of barley, wheat, 
and forgotten times of Now. 

Buried consequential excitement in the backyard vignettes of depression, 
of similarity. In their first eye’s windows compete against staggering circus 
curtains, which try hard to unveil secret mattresses the other one spends 
time cohort inside — when the other isn’t looking. It’s natural. Happens. A 
lot, from what the other one hears about, weeks later after the fact. 
Telephone jimber — jamber. Remembering last week’s nurse who pissed in 
the wind in order to keep her job, her job. Hired by him. Her job. Taking care 
of her job. 

Unlike his incorrigibility, the woman side of the pants had boundaries. 
Lengths. Limitations. Strength. Incantations. When he teletexted her, she let 
it ring five times. No more no less. Knowing instinctively the importance of 
repainting the crumbling wall around her moral convictions, somehow 
slipping into somewhere hidden every Saturday night. Not content with the 
content of a conversation with a ring, he tries again. Agai. Aga. Ag. 
Gagagoogoo. Flubbabib, wah. Nobody’s ever taught him how to deal with 
being broken off, and now he’s gonna have to find a new muse to get juiced 
in. Gaga. Else life gets real hard to define. Googoo. Talk about. Ga. Getting 
by. Goo. Another day gone, ga, another night, go, out. 



The Waiting Room 
By Jerry Guarino 

Amy had been in many waiting rooms. Car service centers, banks, 
hospitals, etc. But the strangest waiting room she had ever been to was in her 
doctor’s office in one of those professional suites. Amy walked up for her 
appointment and saw yards of heavy plastic secured around the entrance 
and outside windows, maybe 20 feet wide. There was a sign on the door. 

Please excuse our appearance as we remodel. 
We are expanding to serve you better. 

An arrow pointed to the right of the door to a temporary entrance. 
Apparently, her doctor’s practice was doing very well. 

“I’m here for my 2:30pm appointment; my name is Amy Eng.” The 
medical assistant looked on her computer screen. “Here you are. I see you’re 
a little early. While we are remodeling, our temporary waiting room is over 
there.” The receptionist pointed to a small room down the hallway. 

Amy walked into the room and saw office furniture that was older than 
she was. Plaid, orange and gray fabric over veneer oak armchairs, a black 
leatherette couch, a cheesy plastic table and the requisite middle class 
magazines, none from the 21st century. On the wall were paint by number 
pictures of clowns in cheap frames, an Ansel Adams photograph that looked 
like it was taken out of a magazine and one of those certificates proving that 
the doctor had actually been trained. The rug was industrial grade, tightly 
woven, charcoal in color with specks of yellow. There were no windows and 
a stale smell. 

A young woman in blue scrubs came in and removed one of the chairs. 
Amy sat on the couch and watched. The woman returned and took another 
chair. Amy looked around. Then the woman came back and started 
removing the pictures. There was no one else in the room to commiserate 
with. The woman took the plastic table, the magazines and the framed 
certificate. Soon the only thing remaining was Amy and the leatherette 
couch. She didn’t mind the removal of the eyesore furnishings, the ancient 
magazines, the clown pictures or the certificate. Then a man, dressed in 
green scrubs, came in with the woman, holding a straight back, wooden 
chair. “We’re going to have to take the couch. Would you mind sitting here 
for a moment?” 

Amy acquiesced silently. She realized that this must be someone else’s 



office that her doctor was taking over. She looked around the room, then at 
her watch. Surely the doctor would be seeing her soon. “Wait a minute,” she 
said to herself, only slightly audibly. “Is this still a waiting room?” She 
looked down the hallway. “Hello, is anyone here?” No reply or for that 
matter any sound. Amy walked back to the receptionist’s desk. The office 
was vacant, without life, like something out of a French existentialist story. 
Then a horrible thought occurred to Amy. 

She was missing. 



Afternoon Recess, Rendered in Birds 
By Joe Kapitan 

Sparrows in puddles, kicking water. Laughing, lobbing music at each 
other like manic wind chimes. 

Peacock leans against the monkey bars, preening into a compact. Why 
has no one told her she has dark roots? 

Vulture spirals in place, genetically drawn to the wavelengths of wind 
chimes. 

Some Sparrows crowd the one with the Oreos, scattering wrapper and 
crumbs. 

Peacock checks her cell phone for messages. 
Vulture lifts his scope. He can almost make out the ingredients on the 

wrapper. 
Sparrows swing, or dig in the sandbox. One bullies, another cries in pain, 

some feathers have been lost in the process. Soft, downy, intimate ones. 
Peacock wishes he would call her. Or at least text. At least that. 
Vulture sips a Red Bull and waits. Vulture has perfected waiting. 
The bullied Sparrow hides himself in the tire stacks to avoid his attacker, 

who wanders off to join a kickball game already in progress. 
Peacock decides that if he does call again, she’ll put out next time, just 

like her best friend does, the one with the busier cell phone. 
Vulture’s maroon Chevy Cavalier is parked exactly five hundred and 

one feet away from the Sparrows. That distance is legally significant. 
There goes the bell that calls the Sparrows, but one, back to their cage. 

They are altogether dirty and loud, ill-positioned for quiet time. 
Peacock follows the Sparrows, thanking a god it’s Friday. She resents 

them. They are filthy and carefree, which reminds her of Kevin, who 
reminds her of college, which reminds her of those wings she forgot back at 
the sorority house. 

Vulture, in contrast, never forgets anything. He can describe to you the 
plumage of the one that’s still hiding in the tires. Vulture eases the car seat 
back and rehearses the lines he uses on wounded Sparrows. 



Eleventh Hour 
By Abigail Wyatt 

‘Is that clock right?’ 
The young man was pale and drawn and dressed in his Sunday best. His 

dark suit had the shine of age and the collar of his shirt, though once fine 
linen, had been worn thin by time. 

With great solemnity, his older companion produced and consulted a 
pocket watch. He laid it on his open palm where it sat like a fat, golden toad. 

‘It’s less than a half minute fast. ‘He spoke with smug certainty. ‘I 
checked it myself this morning. There is no disputing this watch.’ 

The younger man examined the time — piece with a mixture of distaste 
and admiration. 

‘Padre, he said, ‘that’s a beautiful pocket watch but a man may be 
damned in an instant.’ 

The chaplain blushed to the roots of his hair. 
‘I will pray for your soul,’ he said. 



The Town Gossip 
By Shannon Yarbrough 

Penelope Winters died last night. The train got her. 
At least that’s what Bubba Jenkins said. Bubba tends bar at Beedie’s 

Tavern on the weekends. Bubba is missing four of his fingers, and about 
three times as many teeth. He says Penelope stumbled out of the bar after 
four longnecks and a shot or two of whiskey. 

“Must have passed out on the tracks while walking home.” 
But that’s not what Laurel Tutwiler said. 
Laurel knows Penelope don’t shoot whiskey. She prefers them fruity 

drinks with pieces of fruit and brightly colored liquor mixed in. And last 
night Penelope was shooting peach schnapps. He bought her a round or two 
before escorting her back to his room at the Motel 6 across the street by 
DoLittle’s Truck Stop. It only took ten minutes, and he don’t know where 
she went after that. 

“Maybe she tripped and fell on the tracks and hit her head.” 
But that’s not what Dulsey Clark saw. 
Dulsey only has one boob, but that don’t keep her from flirting with the 

men who frequent Beedie’s. They buy her drinks and give her cigarettes in 
exchange for copping a feel in the toilet. Dulsey had left the bar late that 
night with Raynard Dickins. Raynard had won seventy — five bucks on a 
scratchers and cashed it in for a room at the Motel 6 and a bottle of Mogen 
David. 

“I ain’t one to talk, but that whore left the bar with Bubba and Laurel last 
night after Bubba locked up. Did you know Laurel only has one nut? Don’t 
matter. That bitch had it coming to her.” 

Penelope Winters died last night. The train got her. 
At least that’s what they say. 



The Day Apollo Returned 
By Andrew J. Stone 

I’ve always wondered if the stories of our ancestors were true, but the 
sun hadn’t shone in over thirty-five years. Maybe that’s why she let herself 
stand at the edge of the sea at six-thirty in the morning, because she didn’t 
believe the stories. Or maybe she lost faith in the sun. Either way, I lost her. 
Her eyes rolled in her head; her flesh sizzled and slowly turned black. Her 
skin incinerated; her bones embered. Apollo’s rays inhaled her whispers 
goodbye. I collected her ashes in a velvet pouch after the sun faded and 
retreated deeper into deep darkness. 



Jarboy  
By Greg Kuehn 

A boy lived in a mason jar with holes cut into the lid. The man who kept 
him there would curse at him and drink beer, and feed him when he felt like 
it. Fireflies looked in on the boy and laughed. But they also pitied him. He 
never cried while anyone was around. He bided his time and secretly grew 
strong inside the jar. And one day, while the man was sleeping, the boy 
broke the glass and ran away and never returned. Years passed. The boy 
became a man. A man with a jarboy of his very own. 



Every Night in Golgatha 
By Jeff Houlahan 

The evening tumbles down like a big blue curtain, and he can feel the 
light leaking from his pores. His skin still holds the memory of the sun, but 
nothing else. He dwells on tomorrow’s crucifix, the weight of it, the rough 
wood laying bare the layers beneath his tan until there is a spot speckled 
with blood. The house but not a home. The stain of us caught in the straight 
edges and the bound joints. He might not make it through the night. 
Yesterday, he slung a heavy bag over his shoulder and walked with it to the 
river. The cats inside the bag pawed at the canvas but made no other sound 
except the scraping of claw on cloth. The bag was heavy with cats and bricks, 
and when he dropped it from the bridge, it made a large splash and sank 
quickly. The sun sparkled off the spot where the bag entered, and it was like 
his hands had never opened and the water had never broken. He might not 
make it through the night. He had traded honey for milk and then the milk 
for a blade with a worn leather handle and a greedy edge, and now he was 
hungry and thirsty, and the knife was at the bottom of the river because he 
always wanted to hold the blade and not the handle. How do you keep a 
knife like that? And then he had left the hole half dug, and the boss would 
not be happy, but wasn’t a hole a hole? And when the sun was right, you 
couldn’t see how deep the hole was anyway. He might not make it through 
the night. All around him are the bones and tongues and wisps of hair that 
get left behind. He keeps his hands in tight to his sides and his legs together 
so that he won’t brush against the blackened ribs, or shoes that once held 
feet, or gloves that covered hands now filled with straw. Or the sharpened 
stone with a wooden handle kept in place by catgut and mud. Or the spill 
that might be blood but could be oil, and if it’s oil, then it holds the memory 
of the sun, and maybe he will make it through the night. 

He might not make it through the night. 
He must have slept because now the room is grey, and he can see the 

hump of his pants hung on the wall before he gets up and pads to the 
kitchen. The kids will be awake soon, and there are lunches to be made. 



Richie’s Last Shot 
By Gay Degani 

A sharp wind whistled under the freeway and ruffled the wiry hair on 
Richie Bertram’s chin. He shivered and checked his pockets. Two bills and a 
handful of change would buy him a brewski and since Halloween was a bad 
night for those living rough, he tucked his “Will work for beer” sign into his 
sweater and shambled on his way. 

At the Aztar, a paper skeleton and the smell of booze welcomed Richie. 
He elbowed his way through vampires, zombies, and werewolves to get to 
the bar where a shabby grim reaper slugged down a smoking green 
concoction. Richie wondered if maybe he’d be safer on the streets, but then 
he spied the bartender. 

She shimmered in front of him, an angel, foil halo above her pale hair, 
pale skin, white lipstick, her low-cut top tight and sparkly. Exactly his type. 
Or used to be when chicks were all over him and not just for his money. One 
had even leapt from the Colorado Street Bridge, but her death hadn’t been 
his fault. She should’ve known that love was like Russian roulette. 

The bartender leaned so close, Richie could smell the wintergreen on her 
breath. “Best bum costume I’ve seen all day,” she said. “I’d give you first 
place.” He frowned at his dusty pea coat, doubtful, but there she was, 
slipping a shot glass onto the counter and pouring him a generous amount of 
Jack. 

Flashing his famous Richie Bertram grin, he held the glass to the light, 
then to his lips, and let the amber liquid burn down his throat. 

She took his beard between her scarlet-tipped fingers and tugged. “I’m 
on break in ten minutes.” She lined up three more shots, blew him a kiss, and 
went back to mixing drinks. 

The whiskey tangled his feet as the bartender led him into the back 
room. She pressed against him, her tongue hot in his mouth. He fumbled for 
her zipper, but she whispered, “In here, Richie,” and opened a door, nudged 
him in. 

He barely noticed the chill on the other side, her fingernails running 
along his cheeks, raking his grizzled hair. She said, “I want you.” A fleck of 
doubt niggled his brain as he steadied himself against the slick cold wall. She 
worked fast to remove his clothing, his shoes, even his socks. 

He said aloud, “How … how do you know my name?” 
Suddenly her warmth was gone. 
“Wait. Angel? Where’d you go?” He reached into the darkness, 



scrambled around the space, but there was nothing there, no bartender, no 
clothes. 

“You can’t just leave me here.” He hurried to the door. Found its icy 
handle. Tugged. It was locked. He hammered against the heavy steel, hands 
stinging, teeth chattered, until he dropped to the floor. 

Blowing on fingers, he coiled his body tight, and rocked back and forth. 
“Why are you doing this to me?” 

A soft, laughing whisper came out of the darkness. “This is your bridge, 
Richie, to the other side.” 



Channels 
By Peter Marra 

I 
The young boy sits at the kitchen table, not noticing that the neuron 

surrounding his home is stretched to the limit, but he senses something is 
wrong … Extremely wrong … 

He likes the movies, but just for entertainment. He’s only 11, thin and 
geeky, not knowing how things really are, not knowing the experiences of 
sex and death. He has had inklings, but he isn’t exactly sure about it; isn’t 
certain if he is afraid or happy about this.     

II 
“Goddammitt!” his father screams as he takes a chair and smashes it and 

smashes it to the floor. The mother is upstairs yelling and nagging. 
“Goddammitttt!” 
The wood splinters dance in the air then settle to the floor. The boy keeps 

on doing his homework; if he keeps on doing his normal routine things will 
be okay. The Spelling assignment that he is working on requires him to make 
a story from the 10 words of the week. 

“This will be a good story.” 

The chair smashing goes on; the boy stops, leaves the kitchen and enters 
the television room. TV on. Watches and watches, drowning out the noise in 
the kitchen. The sound of the chair breaking, the sound of his mother 
screaming, drowned out. 

It doesn’t matter what’s on the tube right now, just as long as there is 
movement on the screen. Every so often he glances towards the kitchen 
where the noise of splintering wood is continuing. It doesn’t bother him 
anymore, the television is here. He watches the screen intently. She moves 
seamlessly through the fog. 

Suddenly the noise has stopped and a door slams. The father is gone, 
went out for a walk. His mother is silent also. The only sound is from the 
television. Pale and wan, the boy watches while shadows and images 
ricochet off the walls. He goes up to bed not bothering to see what happened 
to his mother or wondering where his father went.  

He goes to bed and doesn’t dream. 
The neuron band gets tighter. The white noise gets brighter. 

III 
The clown demon crept in during the early morning. Images of solace; 

the child obeyed and rid himself of the pain. 



Morning had come quietly and there was no sign of what had happened 
the night before. The boy walked around the house admiring the handiwork. 
The splintered chair was gone, the mother was gone and so was the father. 
Smiling broadly, he went to the refrigerator and took a box of Wheat 
Chex down from the pantry and had breakfast. Calm. He brought the cereal 
into the living room and switched on the television. He watched contentedly 
and ate his breakfast. When he was done eating, he left the bowl in the living 
room and went upstairs. The television was still on. He wouldn’t come down 
for a while. The white noise grows brighter. Meanwhile the shadows he had 
left behind started to cry. They missed their son. 



Persistence 
By Nicholas Grider 

Don’t tell me you’re not listening in. It’s fine. All I’ve got besides the 
radio on constantly going constantly all the time a little off the signal are the 
chair and some wire and more than a few rolls of duct tape and enough food 
to last for a while. Don’t tell me you don’t know what’s going on. I’m in here 
doing my business, getting things done; the duct tape is very strong, and my 
good suit is worn at the cuffs and sleeves by now, and I’m picking little blobs 
of tape adhesive off my hands and my face while the radio plays songs I 
don’t like, and it’s fine, I don’t need you to intervene; that’s not the idea; I 
wasn’t even sure you were there, and if you are there, how am I supposed to 
know anything about you, but there’s nothing more I need to tell you except 
that I have the handcuffs too, in here, with me, nickel-plated, but I don’t 
have the key, and I know you’re listening in; maybe you even have a camera, 
you never know, you can never be sure, but I have the duct tape and the 
handcuffs and the nest of bent wire cuttings and the chair and the radio a 
little off signal, and I’m in my little space on my own forcing the hand of 
chance, and I’ve got enough food to last for a while, and I’m not going to 
leave; I’m never going to leave here; it’s fine; I’m not leaving until something 
or someone breaks. 



Analgesic Beasts of Eve 
By Peter Marra 

The screen split. Moan. 

Criselda entered the room. There was a stool in the center of the room. 
Five feet in front of the stool was a shiny steel bucket, the kind that 
professional kitchens use to carry sauces. Against one wall was a black 
leather couch set up to view the stool and pail. Criselda could smell the 
leather. A 1935 Philips radio (floor model) was in the right corner behind her. 
She wore high patent leather heels ca. 1945 and had an iron taste in her 
mouth. Her body was draped in gauze, her long black hair was slightly 
damp and above her upper lip was a thin line of perspiration. She drew her 
shaky fingers through her hair in frustration, slowly pulling out a few 
strands as part of the process. 

“Sing. Song. Show.” 
Overhead was a circular fluorescent bulb. 
“Pale.” She raised her hand in front of her eyes. The light traced the 

capillaries in her finger webs. 
She walked towards the stool; /click /clack as her heels touched the 

waxed parquet floor. She briefly admired the intricate designs under her feet. 
She sat down. 
She hummed a monotone note as she stood up and stood over the pail. 

Slowly a strong stream of hot urine flowed into the receptacle. When done, 
she lifted the pail above her head, continuing the monotone note repetition. 
After her offering, and with legs spread apart, she poured the contents onto 
the floor. The squiggly creatures (furry and moist) that were inside her 
Bakelite retinas became manifest and perched on the couch to watch. She 
stopped humming and sat down. 

“My, my, gentlemen. A dollar from each of you please.” No release. 
Something was vocalized from the love canal. She reached inside and 

thought awhile, looking up at the sheet metal ceiling and licked her black 
fingernails. 

“A sharp tingle to overflowing.” 
She screamed and bent over, begging forgiveness. The figures on the 

couch were silent. 
The jury never had a verdict. The fluorescent flickered occasionally and 

buzzed slightly. Other females entered, naked and silent, to sit on the couch 
and watch the show. She had nothing to give them. The iron taste grew 



stronger as she darted her tongue quickly between maroon lips. The screen 
split once more and she fell backwards. The furry beings were on top of her, 
snickering and clicking as they took what they came for: pieces of skin, hair, 
gauze, so they could construct stick dolls. Figures constructed, she was 
barren. 

Radio on. 
The naked women touched each other and dreamed as their eyes rolled 

backwards, naked backs sweaty / sticky on the couch. 
“The music is too loud,” the middle woman said. The woman on the left 

got up, walked toward the radio, switched the radio off, and then tasted her 
fingers. 

The woman on the right smiled. 
Criselda lay still. 



It Lurks Around After You’re Gone 
By Henry Martin 

It lurks in the shadows after we say our good-nights and I-love-yous … 
after you kiss me on the cheek and give me your best hugs. The kids are 
asleep. The TV is off. Only the sounds of chirping cicadas cut through the 
darkness. I walk you to the bedroom, brush the hair off your forehead, and 
lean over to give you a kiss. You smile at me, and our eyes meet briefly just 
before my lips make contact with your skin. That’s when it jumps up, claws 
stretched, its tongue sharper then the knives in the kitchen. 

It strikes without warning, thirsty for fresh blood. 
It hates all the things you once loved about me when you and I met for 

the first time. It hates the things you and I have enjoyed over the years. 
It hates me. 
Pure hatred, nothing more, nothing less. 
The tattoos you once loved tracing with your fingers make me look like 

the criminal that I, apparently, am now. The earrings that, in your eyes, once 
made me look like a rebel have turned me into a gay pirate look-alike, and 
the hobbies I enjoy in the garage are now nothing but piles of junk. 

Our relationship has become a meaningless farce. 
I stand there, aware of the kids, taking blow after blow while silently I 

beg it to stop. Its skinny little fists beat me in the chest, the arms, and about 
the shoulders. It tries clawing at my face, but I push its arms aside. 

It starts sobbing — a broken heap of nerves and emotions. Deep inside 
me, I want to comfort it, to hold in my arms, yet I cannot bring myself to do 
it. After a while, I sit down next to it and run my fingers through its messy 
hair. It jumps up, screeching as it grabs the phone. 

“Don’t you fucking touch me, you asshole! I’m calling 911 on you.” 
“Go ahead,” I say. “And what are you going to tell them?” 
It has no answer. 
After a while, it falls asleep, so I go outside, light a cigarette, and look at 

the stars. The outside is so peaceful. 
When I come back in, the kids are still asleep, and the light in our 

bedroom is off. I walk in. You are on the bed, breathing heavily in your 
sleep. I cover you with a blanket, and then I look around. 

It is gone. 
In the morning, you and I don’t talk much. The kids laugh and play at 

the breakfast table while we get ready to go to work. 
“Bye Daddy,” you say with your hand on the door handle after you kiss 



the kids goodbye. 
“Bye.” I look at you. I want to talk about last night. Want to say I’m 

sorry, but you cut me off before I can finish, and then you are gone. 
There is a monster living inside you. It’s been there for ten years — 

lurking — ready to strike at any time. 
I want to kill it, 
But I fear if I do ... 
I’ll wind up killing you. 



Elevator Rides 
By Peter Baltensperger 

It had been raining all morning, a light spring rain. Jillian turned the 
corner at Rideau and Main and promptly bumped into Bronwen, one of her 
best college friends she hadn’t seen in years. Both had their umbrellas pulled 
down over their faces even though it wasn’t raining anymore. They were 
lucky: the collision could have been much worse than it was. So it is with 
chance encounters. Luck happens at the oddest times, even though there is 
no such thing. We all live the way we live because of the way we live. 

Jillian and Bronwen decided to celebrate their reunion by going for an 
elevator ride. As soon as they were in the car going up, they dropped their 
umbrellas on the floor and flung their arms around each other. Soft music 
was playing from an invisible speaker. They kissed each other passionately, 
eager tongues intertwining like mad, hungry snakes, renewing their 
friendship. They pressed their bodies together so they could feel their breasts 
rubbing against each other through the thin fabric of their blouses and bras, 
still slightly damp from the rain. 

Wild horses were charging across a steppe into the rising full moon. 
That, too, is part of the cosmic ups and downs, part of the way we live. 

Nobody else bumped into anyone else that day. Hubert turned the same 
corner with his umbrella closed and walked past the display windows of the 
“Rideau Clothing Boutique”. All the mannequins were naked, waiting for the 
latest fashions. Although he was focused on going where he was going, as he 
always was, he slowed his steps and looked at the mannequins long enough 
to imprint the shapes of their perfect bodies on his mind. It was a typical 
male reaction and quite understandable, even though it wasn’t raining 
anymore. 

When he arrived where he was going, he walked into the building 
through the revolving doors, through the lobby, and into the elevator. As 
soon as he was in the car going up, he opened his umbrella and pretended to 
be out in the rain. He liked playing games. He was still thinking about the 
mannequins. 

Jillian was already in the car. She opened her own umbrella and joined 
him under his. She knew how to play her own games. Flinging their free 
arms around each other, they kissed passionately, tongues snaking, probing, 
tasting. Jillian moaned deep inside as she pressed her lithe body against his 
until he could feel her hardening nipples through her thin blouse and bra. 
He could smell the lingering dampness of her clothes against his chest, her 



crotch gyrating lustily against his. So it is, sometimes, too. 
In another town, it was raining all afternoon. People were scurrying 

along the sidewalks underneath a varicolored sea of umbrellas, faint thunder 
somewhere far away. Nobody bumped into anyone turning a corner 
anywhere. It could have been coincidence, but things rarely are. 



That Winter  
By Shannon Yarbrough 

It was snowing that night, and the moonlight glistened on the white 
blanket that fell across the farm. Johnny and his grandmother were in the 
living room watching Dick Van Dyke on the small black and white Sony 
while keeping warm under a homemade patch quilt by the crackling fire. 
Grandpapa sat at the kitchen table reading the Farmer’s Almanac. 

During a commercial break, Johnny got up and crept over to the large living 
room window. His footed pajamas whispered across the hardwood floor. 
Though the curtains were drawn, he slipped behind their folds to take a peek 
out at the snow. Thoughts of no school in the morning, snowmen, and snowball 
fights filled his young head and made a smile grow across his innocent face. 

Johnny leaned forward across the windowsill, cupping his hands on each 
side of his eyes to block the glare from the fire so he could get a clearer look at 
the falling snow. The window was cold against his hands and wet with 
condensation, but it felt nice against his warm face. His breath fogged the 
window. 

Through his small binocular-like view, Johnny could see the barren trees 
standing still across the field. Their skeletal limbs grew white with dust. The 
old barn’s roof sparkled with winter diamonds. The air was full of paper 
confetti, filling the yard with a cold and wet fantastical play land which 
Johnny couldn’t wait to conquer in the morning. 

Johnny pulled his face away from the window just for a second to get a 
wider view and to wipe the glass clear. When he leaned against the window 
again, the view from inside his hands went black. He waited a beat for the 
outdoors to come back into sight, considering things might have gone dark 
from a heavy cloud covering the moon. That’s when he noticed something 
was blocking his view. 

He slowly lowered his hands and pulled back from the window to find a 
dark cloaked shadow standing on the other side of the window pane directly 
in front of him. Its shadowy hands were against the window, mimicking 
Johnny’s actions on the inside. It slowly lowered its hands just like Johnny. 

Johnny stood silent in fear, still unsure if what he was seeing was real. 
Maybe it was just a shadow. It had to be more because he could not see 
through it. That’s when two yellow eyes popped opened, looked through the 
window at him. Johnny blinked, still not believing what he saw. The yellow 
eyes blinked too. 

That’s when Johnny screamed. 



Wake Up Steven 
By Quinn Tyler Jackson 

 —  That horrified screaming you hear is the sound of a book you once 
read as a child. The one that always haunted you. 

No, I never should have read that book. Evil creatures, hangings, and 
descriptions of things that couldn’t be shaken for some time. That screaming 
is that? 

 —  You were too young and horrified to scream then. But if I am asleep, 
how can I hear you? 

 —  Who am I to be heard at all? 

 —  Steven, can you tell me if you smell anything? 

Apples? 

 —  Anything else? 

The faint ... what is that? The faint smell of horse shit. 

 —  Steven, wake up. 

* * * 

Plastic tubes. Cigarette tubes. My nose is dry. Steven, when did you last 
take a piss? 

“Three blind mice,” Josephine said. 

“What the hell does that mean?” 

“Contrariness is perspiration under milk lodgings,” she answered. Her 
lips aren’t moving right to the sounds I think I’m hearing. 

“Perfunctory,” she then insists. Again, it’s those eyes doing the insisting, 
the way they’re wont to do. 



Door slamming. Horseback riding. Applecart upon applecart upon 
applecart. 

Steven is wide awake. 

 — You say that like you mean it. 

Josephine, how many fingers am I holding up? 

 — Wake up, Steven! 

I told you I am already. 

Playing dead in front of the mirror. Playing. One note at a time. The play 
is the thing. Curtain! Exit stage up! 

“Steven you’re really starting to scare me.” 

 — Am I? What is it about me that is scaring you? Can I make it clear, or 
can you hear a word I am saying at all? When I say, “I don’t want to do that,” 
do you hear “Applecart?” When I say “that really pisses me off” do you hear 
“horseback riding?” 

 — Steven, do you know where you are? 

I’m in a book I read as a child that I was too young to understand, and 
now I am lost in the screams I was too young to scream. 

 — No, you’re horseback riding. 

I don’t want to do that. 

 — It’s not up to you. 

* * * 

 — Steven, are you awake? 

* * * 



 — Are you awake, Steven? 

“What day is it?” 

* * * 

“It’s Sunday.” 

“Sunday? Then what made me think it was Saturday?” I ask Josephine as 
she purrs beside me under the sheets of our bed. 

She laughs, glances over at me with those beautiful eyes of hers, and 
says, “I’ve no clue, silly love. Saturday has come and gone already.” 

I lean over to her smooth forehead, kiss her, and say, “That is has, 
sweetie. That it has. Why did you want to know if I am awake?” 

“Just because I am and I was a bit lonely here beside you. Wanted some 
company.” 

I put my arm around Josephine, breathe in, and then exhale, and then 
whisper, “Well, here I am. Half-asleep, but here with you.” 

“Half-awake is good enough,” she assures me. 



Imago 
By Gill Hoffs 

Flakes like confetti or what she remembered of wild cherry blossom, 
littered the armchair in which she sat and waited. For Him. She tried not to 
scratch, not to shed any more of herself onto the dingy green arms that held 
her as she listened to the radio crackle and whine. 

Then He was there. Scraping, nuzzling, rasping. His stubble against her 
poor sore elbows, licking up her litter with a yellow — grey tongue. He’d 
told her He had a cure, and she’d been desperate and believed. 

Her condition had only worsened since He’d left her in the cellar. No 
creams, no ointments, and a steady diet of all the things that made it worse. 
Tomatoes. Cloves. Honey. She knew what she could and couldn’t do, and so 
did He after the Consultation that led her here. Now instead of patches of 
extra cells, thickening sore and silver, rosetted with livid pink against her 
normal skin, she looked like one of the dried husks of fish she used to stare 
at in the Asian supermarket by the Temples. Even her hair had gone. 

Lately He’d been overfeeding her, refusing to leave her in peace, to stop 
eating her decay, sickening her as she withdrew behind misting eyes until 
she finished her plateful and curled up in the odious chair, the one piece of 
furniture in the place. 

She might have been naked, but the pale flakes diminished her nudity. 
And they were all He had eyes for when He entered the sweaty fetid cloud 
of a room like a gull taunting a thunderstorm, so she didn’t care, not really. 
Fed, full, she just wanted to sleep. No, needed to. Curling up, knees tight to 
her chest, she mumbled something and from the door He watched, and 
smiled. 

It took a few weeks, but then she was ready. As was He. 
This was the best bit, the part of the process that made all the risk 

worthwhile. That made Him worthy. That guaranteed Him a place at the Gates. 
The cracking thrilled him, it always did and he had to restrain himself 

from helping Her. Soon She was open, but still damp and confused. Opening 
the door wide, front door already gaping and swaying slightly in the cool 
night breeze, he crooned to her with need. 

Out She flew, and She was beautiful. Palest blue and cocoa brown wings, 
multifaceted eyes in peacock petrol hues, and a dusky pink body the like of 
which he’d never seen, not in any of his girls to date. 

Job done, Beauty nurtured and released, he fell upon the empty cocoon, 
feasting on all that She chose to leave behind. 



Day Three 
By Holly Day 

He’s wearing out. The man looked old and tired. I have to go to work. I 
should call in. Damn, I should call in. 

No, no, go to work. Candice took the sobbing baby into the bedroom and 
sat down on the bed with him. The baby began to nurse. I’ll take care of him. 
I’ll call you if he gets worse. Or better. She made a smile. Go to work. 

And then the woman was alone with the baby. The baby’s eyes were 
closing, and it looked like sleep. Candice waited, holding her breath. Shhh. 
Eyes closed, stayed closed. Candice put the baby on the bed and gently piled 
covers over the tiny white body. Shhh. She backed away. Shh. She closed the 
door. So quiet. 

Her ministrations of the previous nights appeared to have worked. Here 
and there were tiny holes in the walls and floors, but no new gigantic rips 
through the house’s foundation could be seen. She poured rubbing alcohol 
along the windows and doors, everywhere there was exposed wood. Get ‘em 
while they’re sleeping, she thought. All along the floor molding. 

Two bottles of alcohol later, the baby was still asleep. Candice looked in 
and watched the tiny chest rise and fall, rise and fall. She called Jonathan at 
work. The baby’s asleep. 

Oh, thank God. You, you should sleep, too. 
It’s so quiet, she said. I don’t know if I can sleep. I just want to sit and 

enjoy this quiet. She pressed the phone against her ear and closed her eyes. 
Can you hear that? she asked. Nothing at all. 



Burned  
By John Kujawski 

I have always been afraid of fire. I’ve never once enjoyed lighting 
matches or playing with sparklers. I always feared that I’d end up being 
burned. Plus, I’m a guy who had a short fuse growing up and the last thing I 
needed was something in my hand that could do damage. 

In my first year of college, I met a girl who did plenty of damage. Her 
name was Donna and she was truly a bad girl. She had a love for vandalism 
and vicious pranks but mostly she just loved fire. Donna told me she was a 
pyromaniac. 

Donna tried everything to help me with my fear. Once, she took me to a 
field to shoot fireworks. Another time, she convinced me to burn some 
newspapers in a back alley. Eventually, she’d have me light candles in her 
dorm room before we’d make out. 

Donna was a fiery redhead and she always wore black. She stood out in 
the crowd. Still, I had my eye on a blonde girl. 

Her name was Melissa. She mostly wore a lot of flower dresses with 
sandals and people said she was boring but she seemed to be a true beauty. I 
could have sworn one day that she had smiled at me when I was on my way 
to class. I should have said something but I hesitated. I don’t think I was 
afraid of Melissa, though. She just made me want to melt. 

Donna made all sorts of things melt. She burned everything she could. 
She took me to some fenced in area on campus one night and lit sparklers 
with me. As I played with the colorful sticks I could have sworn I saw 
Melissa walking not too far from where we were. I wondered what it would 
be like to be on her side of the fence. Melissa was truly a hot woman. She 
didn’t seem so boring to me. 

Not long after that, Donna had plans for excitement. She drove us into 
the woods late at night to where a small log cabin had been built. I wasn’t 
familiar with that part of Missouri and we were pretty far from campus. The 
cabin was off by itself and Donna parked right in front of it. She had an idea 
that would truly free me from my fears. 

I must admit, my memories of that night are more like quick flashes than 
anything else because what we did was insane. Donna brought the gasoline 
and I lit the matches and together we torched the cabin. The site of the smoke 
and flames was a like a strange dream but the real nightmare actually came 
at school the next night. 

I was leaning against the cafeteria building playing with a cigarette 



lighter. I actually set a piece of paper on fire and watched it turn to ash when 
Melissa walked by. She didn’t smile, this time. I could tell by her eyes that 
she seemed terrified. 



The Flying Incredulo 
By Simon Kewin 

The Flying Incredulo — Greatest trapeze artist on Earth! See him 
soar like an eagle! — missed the grab he had made a thousand times before 
and cartwheeled toward the floor of the big top. A blur of red and yellow 
canvas spun around him. A lurching sea of upturned faces, each mouth 
gaping the same O. 

As he fell, all he could think of was Serena — Mystery Lady — She who 
converses with Angels and sees beyond the veil! — and all the things he had 
wanted to whisper to her in the shadows between the tents when the lights 
had all been switched off and the last punter had racketed home. Words he 
had never found the courage for. He who flew through the air without a net 
every night of the week. And twice on Sundays. How ridiculous was his last 
thought as he thumped into the ground. 

When he came round, he knew it was bad. He wanted there to be pain, 
but his limbs lay numb and distant. Serena leaned over him, her face a knot 
of worry, mascara smeared. The sequins on her cowl sparkled in the 
spotlight they’d trained on him. His audience was small for his last 
performance: the Ringmaster himself, Clothear the Clown, the Family Chang 
— Chinese Acrobats Direct from The Forbidden City! — and Donald and 
Dee Dee the Nigerian jugglers, all whispering to each other, all anxious. 

He wondered if his mouth would work. The words he’d wanted to say 
wouldn’t be denied now. 

‘Serena.’ 
She had to bend low to hear his words. She smelled of incense and 

warmth. 
‘Serena. Let’s run away from all this. From the circus. You and I 

together. Let’s get a little house. And a garden. Cups and saucers and a cat.’ 
She opened her mouth to speak but no words came. More tears welled in 

her eyes. Finally, she nodded her head. 
He’d always wondered if she really could tell the future. After all, he 

didn’t really fly through the air. 
‘Will we be alright?’ he asked. ‘Will we make it?’ 
She whispered into his ear, hushed so no one else could hear. 
‘I haven’t the faintest idea. We’ll make a leap into the dark. Together.’ 
The Flying Incredulo closed his eyes and lay on his bed of sawdust, her 

hand clutched tight in his. 



Honesty  
By Henry Martin 

There are two things I hate doing on weekends: bowling and company 
parties. 

I look around at all my coworkers, all the people I’m forced to share my 
days with, day after day. They prance around in their bowling shoes, dull 
glares replaced with artificial smiles. 

My boss passes me to my right, too close to be ignored. 
“You should get your shoes on. The fun’s about to begin.” 
She’s bubblier than usual, so I nod and force myself to grin. 
“Ten and a half ... men’s.” 
The kid behind the counter hands me a pair of the saddest looking shoes 

I’ve ever seen. They match his expression perfectly. 
I sit down and start fighting with the laces. Then I spot her. 
Mirreille … the sweetest looking gal in the whole company. For a 

moment, our eyes meet. And just before she turns away, I noticed she’s 
blushing. 

I get up and slide on the polished floor towards the bar. 
“Johnny Walker … Black.” 
The glass lands in front of me. I lift it up, wet my lips. “One more please. 

Oh, and make me two Mojitos while I’m working on this.” 
I take it slower with the second one. 
Mojitos in hand, I slide back to the party. Everyone is pretending to have 

fun — management is watching. I make my way through the crowd, set the 
drinks in front of Mirreille, and, for the first time this evening, I smile. She 
doesn’t speak English, and I don’t speak French. We tap our glasses. 

Somewhere between the fifth and sixth Mojito, the bowling party ends. 
“Bon nuit.” I get up, ready to call a cab. 
Mirreille takes my hand. 
We’ve been working together for six years and, while we seem to have 

been eyeing each other for almost as long, this is the first time I feel her skin 
against mine. I keep my hand in hers. 

She leads me to her car. I get in. Destination unknown. Unable to 
communicate, we ride in silence. 

She takes me to her apartment, and as soon as the door closes behind us, 
we start pulling clothes off one another. 

When it’s all over, I take a shower, get dressed, pour myself a drink, and 
walk onto the balcony. 



Gazing into the blue pool in the yard, I smoke a cigarette. My thoughts 
are all over the place … only the guilt is clear. 

Inside, Mirreille sits on the edge of the bed, phone in her hand. I have no 
idea what she’s saying or to whom. 

“I’m gonna call a taxi.” 
She shakes her head, hangs up, and takes my hand. We get back in her 

car and she drives me home. 
The sun is breaking on the horizon. My apartment is dark. My wife is on 

the sofa in front of the TV, asleep. 
I sit next to her. She opens her eyes, looks at me, and pulls the blanket all 

the way to her chin. 
“How was the party?” 
We need to talk … instead, I just take her hand. 



Life’s Sentence 
By B.R. Hostetter 

The first sentence: an explanation; rather a fragment that, after having 
been written, then leads into character — a man (ninety-eight to be exact, an 
age that implies: perfect baldness, wrinkled and thin lips, drooping eyes, 
elbows like daggers — though home to bags of saggy skin like handfuls of 
putty or two runny eggs — crooked and yellow dentures like rows of 
Chiclets and candy corn — irises gone gray and cataract, peepers like doll 
eyes that peer out a complexion not rosy but pallid and that’s crater — laden, 
just beneath a piebald crown — a breeding ground for sun kisses and 
incongruent liver spots — a voice wholly weak and that rasps under all 
circumstances like hearing a mocking bird choke on a dozen blueberries — a 
bladder the size of a green pea, and a ballooned prostate that, under duress, 
inflates and assumes the role of a cantankerous adjunct to the system — a 
urinary tract squeezed to the diminutive size of a wheat strand like the 
stringy feed once crammed in the mouth on hot summer days, when tilling 
the acre his family had so to make a buck or two — and the inability to move 
from one end of the tiny, dimly lit apartment to the other where, in the 
corner, on the bruised bureau, black and white photographs sit inert, framed 
smiles fading — a collection of years spent patrolling Beijing, Thailand, 
Cambodia, and Vietnam — a trove of Polly, then Marie, and finally Clair 
who died last April due to arrhythmic complications) craggy and old, who’s 
characterized and then named: Victor Bloomfield — and after rolls over, but 
barely, into plot that’s short and thin, for he’s lived a full life; seen the world; 
loved and lost; buried friends and family; worked and retired; had his 
breakfast of burnt toast and tepid water; and finally rolled over one last time 
after having urinated himself, took a strained breath, said nothing because 
who’s he to talk to, and died as the sentence came to an end. 



The Gaps Within 
By Gill Hoffs 

I don’t understand now’s dislike of the mini deaths. The daily deaths 
that happen all around you. Skin shedding cells, fallen hairs clinging like 
cobwebs to a fuzzy coat, the crescent moon of a clipped nail, the tooth 
twisted at school till it falls on the floor as tiny ivory. Evidence not just for 
CSI that their bodies are getting older, broker, closer to the grave. 

I’m fascinated, myself. Ebay is my second home, where I go for the 
memorial jewellery, hair locks twisted into necklaces, coiled behind cameos, 
lustreless in death. Why is that so different from strays culled from a brush? 
Woven into a grey fluffed tapestry, follicles tiny pearls, creamy as the softest 
of soap-scum. 

No one understands me. When a plaster floats by in the swimming pool, 
with a dot of old red like the flag of Japan, they swim away, lips curling as if 
expected to swear allegiance to the foreign nation. 

So what do I do? How do I fund my collections, the packets arriving 
daily, the drawers filled, the cushions stuffed as hair pillows (hardly a 
penance in my mini deathbed). 

Not a doctor, not a morgue attendant, not a hospital porter. 
No, I take a different kind of tip with me when I leave, 
I’m a hairdresser, a beauty therapist. 
And I sweep, and sweep, and sweep. 



The Plan  
By B.R. Hostetter 

The plan is to kill Ben. At precisely 5 AM a 40 lb. microwave falls on 
his head — splat. He doesn’t know this though, not yet. At precisely 4 
AM his clock radio blasts, and he rolls over. He scratches his belly, his 
backside too, and after, falls out of bed. The plan is, he wallops the clock 
because Soul Asylum is playing. The question “Are you up in the middle 
of the night?” isn’t something he wants to hear so early, especially not 
from any Grammy award — winning alternative rock band circa 1992 
(how he knows this he doesn’t care to admit). So Ben slams the damn 
thing, and the words “There’s no way out” gurgles and then finally goes 
out. The plan is he rises and stretches and thinks whether he should 
shower — wash his face, scrub his rear — or not and go ahead and shave 
his craggy mug, brush his furry teeth, and comb the curly black mop that 
swallows his nut whole. He decides against the shower, but still cleans 
his face. He stares at the mirror: filmy eyes carried by two swollen bags; 
crow’s feet marching across a crater — laden forehead; complexion like a 
piebald cow — white while incongruent sun kiss splotches paint 
haphazard rings from ear to ear. And the plan is, Ben scoffs at his 
reflection, thinks, “Damn it;” thinks also: Portrait of a failed artist as an 
old man — (he doesn’t care to admit his BA in English has gotten him 
nowhere, like the beginnings of every story he’d ever written) — and he 
takes a whiff of his underarm and thinks of the opening: “‘The dead 
smell,’ says the boy, pinching his nose at me.” Ben presses pause on the 
thought and imagines himself old and wrinkly: peepers gone cataract; 
skin loose and droopy like Play-Doh left far too long in the sun; thinning 
black strings, falling shy of a furrowed brow — hair that’s also found 
home to ears and nose. Ben shakes loose the thought and figures to go 
ahead with his tepid coffee and burnt toast. The plan is for him to check 
his wristwatch next, for him to read half past the hour. But he blinks and 
thinks he sees 4:29 rather than 4:30. He decides to shave his face after all, 
while the shower, he figures, can wait. He spends the extra minute 
picking at his face and popping zits at the mirror. He connects the mess 
with his finger and makes out constellations. “Cassiopeia,” he says, and 
after wipes away the muck with the back of his hand. Precisely thirty-two 
minutes go by, him measuring out his life in smeared zit goop. 

Ben stares at the boy sweeping the mess. 
“You’re late,” he says. 



The plan is, Ben dies, but he’s precisely one minute late, so he stares 
at the microwave and its pieces. 

“I’d rather die than spend another minute here.” — a good beginning, 
he figures, a new plan. 



The Head  
By Joshua Moses 

So I’ve got this head in a jar, and I’m not sure who it belongs to. I 
showed it to my lawyer, and he was none too happy. “Lisa,” he said, “you 
can’t just show me a head in a jar. Attorney-client privilege doesn’t cover 
that.” Which I pointed out, of course, assumed that I’d put the head in the 
jar, and had committed a crime in doing so. Both unfair assumptions. But 
then people tend to assume things about me. 

My landlord assumes I’m a hoarder. My father assumes I’m insane. My 
parole officer assumes I’m trying to show up to work, I really am, but that it 
takes a certain amount of time every day to line up all the dead animals on 
the sidewalk before anybody else can. It’s hard living up to expectations. 

It’s difficult to make out too many identifying features on the head. The 
eyes are closed, for one thing, and for another, the water has just gotten 
murkier over the past week. I’m pretty sure it’s a guy, and I’m pretty sure he 
was white. Other than that, he was kind of chubby. Unless he’s got bloated 
in there, which might happen. 

I don’t like to jump to conclusions. But in this case I’m going to. Fat guy, 
mid-twenties. Describes a quarter of this shitty burg, frankly, so it’s not 
much help. I suggested that my attorney drive me around while we look for 
the dude with the missing head. He said no. 

Guess the court won’t cover gas expenses. Just as well, I’m pretty busy. 
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Blemished  
By Stephen V. Ramey 

There is no blemish on Carla’s cheek, no purple hand print, no red 
smear, not even a mottled bruise to mar her otherwise perfect skin. Still, 
she cannot stop herself. She looks twice into every reflection she passes, as 
if the first look has suppressed its reflective nature in order to shield her 
from herself. Out of empathy, she supposes. 

In the morning, she moisturizes her face, applies a concealer, then one 
blush dusting after another until her husband bangs the door. It never fully 
works, but at least it lets her feel as if she has done her best. 

This morning, Karl’s knock comes early. “Carla, I’m going to be late. I 
have to stop at the Post Office, remember?” 

“Just a moment.” Carla dips the brush, scrapes, applies. The next stroke 
is to the opposite cheek to even her out. 

“I’m serious, Carla. I have a big day ahead of me.” 
“Just a moment,” Carla says. She turns her face. A reddish blotch 

glares. More concealer, she thinks, but that means stripping her skin bare 
and starting again. 

“Carla!” The doorknob rattles. 
Air leaks out of her. It will have to do. She unlocks the door. 
“It’s about time,” Karl mutters as he slips past. 
At breakfast, she eats with one palm pressed to her cheek, delicately 

placing her fork down in order to grasp her coffee mug and sip. 
Karl looks up from his paper. Carla can’t take her eyes from the 

distorted index finger angling from his joint. Shrapnel from an IED nearly 
tore that finger off in the process of killing his friend. He still wakes at 
night, sweat dripping down his face, a scream frozen in his throat. 

“Why don’t you eat like a normal human being?” Karl says. 
“Okay,” she mouths. She pulls her hand away a millimeter at a time. 
“There,” he says. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 
“No,” she lies. She feels exposed. 
“Carla?” 
She meets Karl’s hard eyes. Usually she looks away, but today she does 

not. 
There’s a melting between them, a softening. An image comes into her, 

a muffled silence, the muddy, bloody body of a best friend twisted at her 
feet, a bubble pushing up from her stomach through her chest, emerging as 
a scream, the scream morphing into consuming light, a flame of agony up 



and down her skin, toes curling inside her boots, fists clenching into balls. 
Then it’s gone, replaced by her vanilla childhood. 

Karl sets his coffee cup down. The mangled finger is red with ceramic 
heat. 

“You’ll be late,” Carla says into her lap. 
Paper rustles. The chair scuts. She feels Karl walk around the table. She 

glances up long enough to receive his morning kiss. Then he is gone and 
Carla’s palm returns to her cheek. 



Vignettes  
By Robert Vaughan 

Stubborn 

Tina is ready to follow us anywhere. I try to tell her it’s a boy’s thing. 
Doesn’t matter. I tell her Tina, girls don’t climb trees. Don’t play with trucks. 
Don’t kiss other girls. She’s stubborn. Mom says Tina marches to the beat of 
a different drum. I’m like, only if that drummer is a majorette. 

Corn Maze 

I got lost in a corn maze this morning. I know you’re not supposed to 
panic, but this happened in Soho. I met a lot of other people in there. Many 
of them were in the arts. One girl told me she’d been in there since Labor 
Day. I think she said that out of shame. She was wearing white shoes. 

Distance 

You went but left your voice. It was everywhere at first. Then time does 
its sad business. Though it hurts less when I forget you, still I am reluctant. 
Like a parent coming upon a lost child’s toy; it’s hopeless to keep, a 
heartbreak to discard. One wants to honor love. To forget is callous, to 
remember destructive. Love should never be unwelcome. But it’s like a 
haunting, isn’t it? The beloved one returns, and you are afraid. 
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Tools 
By Jon Beight 

Your tools sit idle since you left. They hang, mute and sedentary, from 
the peg board hooks. 

Most are a mystery to me. 
I know what a hammer is, even though you always insisted that I didn’t 

know which end was the handle. I know what a screwdriver is too, but you 
were never convinced because I found that a bread knife worked just as well 
in a pinch. 

After that, I am not so sure. There are small tools, heavy tools, oddly 
shaped tools, each selfishly guarding stories that will never be told again. 
They are coated with grime and splotches of rust. They bear the nicks and 
scars of use and are the time line of our years. 

I visit them regularly. I run my fingers across them. I feel their coldness, 
their longevity, their uselessness, their cruel silence, your absence. 

I resent them, yet I will never get rid of them. 



I Prick Myself and I Bleed 
By Lynn Beighley 

Sometimes my blood is light, watery. Other times it’s so dark that it 
looks black. I don’t want to know this about my blood, but I do. I know other 
things about my blood, like it’s often out of whack. I know that it can change 
within minutes, seconds even. My blood can go from good to bad to good to 
strange in the time it takes for me to wonder why we don’t talk anymore. 

If you gave me your blood, my organs would mess up the gentle balance 
that your body correctly maintains for you. Sometimes I think that you’re 
deliberately ignoring me, but then it occurs to me that you don’t care enough 
about me to go to the trouble of making a conscious effort to avoid me. You 
aren’t online right now. You were, just for a minute, but you’ve gone. My 
blood looks bright and it’s good right now. 
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Nancy’s Brother 
By David James 

Nancy’s brother, Ronnie, would wait until church was out and pull the 
bench up to the piano play and sing show tunes, even humming them loudly 
if he didn’t remember the lyrics. Crooning away — as if he had the lead in a 
Broadway musical. Well, that was part of it, but mostly it was how he would 
hug her friends, sit in on girl-talk conversations, and giggle along when she 
had her friends spend the night. 

It was difficult for Ronnie when he entered middle school because that’s 
the age when boys start kidding. They teased and laughed as he seemed to 
shuffle down the hall, hurrying at the buzzer for his next class. Some kids 
would point at his stride — a sort of prissy, little waddle — and smirk, some 
mimicking his walk. Nancy tried to protect him. Usually, Ronnie would 
smile at his tormenters, but sometimes it got too much, and he would slip 
out at lunch and climb up in the old maple tree in the school yard, sit on a 
lower limb. 

It was on a crisp, chilly day just before the Christmas holidays, and 
Nancy wanted to talk to him about what gifts they’d get their parents. Not 
finding him in the hall or the lunchroom, she knew where to look. 

She was right. There he was, hanging motionless from a limb, swinging 
slowly in the chilly breeze, tethered by the long leash they used to walk their 
dog. 

Nancy wanted to believe there was a heaven. 
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Chairs and Mirrors 
By Foster Trecost 

The first time became clear after the second. I sat in a chair, not the one I 
would’ve chosen. Mouths moved all around me, but the ringing in my ears 
was louder than the voices. I couldn’t hear anything except the ringing, but 
not the one I wanted to hear. A phone sat in the corner. 

I used to work in a chair. Not one like this and not one behind a desk 
either, one behind a wheel. My name was stitched on my shirt. Now a 
number’s stitched on my shirt. I always wondered why they put the names 
no one cares to know in plain sight. The people who boarded my bus sure 
didn’t care. I may as well have been a number back then, too. 

There’s a mirror in front of me and I thought it was so I could see myself, 
but I didn’t want to see me. Then I realized some folk did want to see me, 
but didn’t want me to see them. It wasn’t even me in the mirror. The 
reflection was just a body that looked like mine, but it wasn’t me. The people 
hiding on the other side didn’t see me, they saw a guilty man. I’m not guilty. 

Then nothing mattered. The ringing in my ears died down and I could 
hear voices. They were nice voices and I smiled at the people I couldn’t see 
and felt sorry for them. I looked above the mirror at a clock, almost 
midnight. The room became quiet and I surrendered. 

Then the phone rang. 
That was the first time. The second was much the same, and now it’s the 

third and I’m sitting in my chair, wishing it was the one behind a wheel, 
smiling at the people I can’t see. And the phone just ain’t ringing. 
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On Cinder Blocks 
By Kenneth Pobo 

Spacker never admits to anyone that he killed his brother Crick who lay 
sprawled under the ‘77 Buick when the car “accidentally” fell off the cinder 
blocks. Spacker got loads of sympathy. 

“He was my only bro,” he said, “almost a god to me.” 
Crick bedded any girl who would have him — including two of 

Spacker’s girlfriends — his high school sweetheart Dina Rose and a girl 
named Dora who he met at a 7-11 and dated for six months. 

Spacker grinned at the crack of his brother’s rib cage as the car fell, the 
sound of death swimming up Crick’s breath. 

Even though all of Micah Township thought the brothers were close, he 
never liked Crick. Even at age five, Spacker took a fork and stabbed him in 
the belly. Crick shrieked. Terrific fun! 

The Buick ended up crumpled in a ditch. The Bailey Boys had stolen it 
and pushed it off the cliff. That’s when Spacker cried. He carried the steering 
wheel home, the closest thing to a baby he thought he’d ever have. 



Anthropologist 
By Kenneth Pobo 

Leon D. Slinger finished his Anthropology doctorate but decided a life in 
academia didn’t suit him. By the time he turned forty, he figured that no life 
suited him. He wasn’t lazy, but the job world felt like a hard pillow sure to 
cause constant neck aches. 

To pay the bills, he took various jobs, anything from waiter to check-out 
clerk at CVS. His mother had left the family when Leon was seven. His 
father died when Leon was forty-one. And left him scads of money. Leon 
quit working and decided to think for the rest of his life. For no purpose. It 
was his entertainment. 

He came to the conclusion that the world could be this way, the world 
could be that way, but the elm tree isn’t saying. Leaves overrun it in spring 
and dash away in fall — so much for loyalty. 

Facing old age, alone as he had always been, he sits on his back porch 
and tells his cats, Emmylou and Barker, that he’s waiting for a hit of 
Enlightenment. He wants it tart like a January grapefruit. It’s a long wait. 

Patience, he practices and practices, hurries away into the overly 
carpeted house with no pictures hanging anywhere. He suspects nothing 
will happen and removes the last mirror from the wall. 



Idea  
By George S. Karagiannis 

The mind pirates were very precise and efficient in their modus 
operandi. They came one night to his room after he turned the lights off. They 
sneaked behind his dream ganglion, after he fell asleep, and they paved their 
way in a targeted axon, guiding them towards his ideocortex. As soon as 
they reached the source core of his special ideas, they stole one and 
immediately set sail to another universe, trying to leave no tracks behind. 

In the morning, when he woke up, he realized his recent idea — the one 
that would have shaped his near future — was no longer there. Desperately, 
he tried to look for it on the bed, then all around his room, and soon all 
around the house, but was unable to retrieve it. 

He meticulously searched the library, where he had been spending most 
of his time these days. He ran across every single book he had, scouring 
every row in the bookcase, but never found anything but bookworms and 
dust. After a while, he had to accept his idea was nowhere inside. 

He even looked for it in the oven, in case he had accidentally left it there 
after he had prepared a roast the day before, but all that was there were only 
bits of leftover marinated steak. 

He then turned his focus to the back yard, in case he left it somewhere in 
the grass or the flowers, but he only saw a cornucopia of butterflies and earth 
insects enlivening the landscape. 

He then took a taxi to his office and tried to shovel up all his documents 
and folders into a bureaucratic paperwork tower, hoping to sift through for 
something in there; however, he realized this search had yielded no idea 
either. 

As a last effort, he logged onto his computer and tried Googling it, but 
no results were returned regarding its whereabouts. 

That night, he got back home and had a hot shower. He then poured 
black coffee in a cartoonish mug resembling a rooster, sat back on the living 
room sofa, watching the steam evaporating slowly in funny configurations 
towards the open window, and he tried to relax from the stress of this 
awkward loss. 

He began reorganizing his thoughts. Several seconds passed until he 
figured out that he couldn’t come up with an idea on what to do next. 



Tomorrow  
By Sheldon Lee Compton 

New pawn shop opened last week. Gram’s necklace is looking pretty 
good for the place. All I need is a hundred, enough for a handful. I’ll do 
them regular, even. 

Necklace was for Helen, but I’ll get a hundred, and Bill C, he’ll take that 
for a handful. I’ll do them regular. Or get a ringed plate and crush them real 
careful. Maybe half and half. Half regular and half crushed. Just thinking 
about it gets me right in the gut. I can stretch it out. Half and half. 

It’s some ace bad voodoo. Bad mojo to pawn it off, I know. But Helen is a 
bitch, and I’m shutdown for selling, shutdown for supply to dip into or trips 
to Florida for a while. Goddamn UNITE task force been sniffing my ass close. 

I’m itching. My arms, my legs. I’m shaking. The necklace has to go. 
Tomorrow. The necklace can go to hell. Tomorrow. I’m sick as a dog. 
Tomorrow. Okay. Tomorrow. 
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It’s Worth Exploring 
By Samuel Cole 

It was the first openly gay restaurant in downtown Minneapolis aptly 
named GAY RESTAURANT, located across the street from the two largest 
gay bars in Minnesota. I mean, the Chinese have theirs. Mexicans. Italians. 
Germans. Polish. Vietnamese. Jews. Ethiopians. Even one Senor Frog. As an 
openly gay entrepreneur, I felt time had come to reach out and feed all the 
fabulous foodie fags like me and their tag-a-long-hags like mine. The neon 
sign blinking over the front door proudly announced straights are welcome 
too. It was that kind of place. 

The grand opening coincided with the annual PRIDE festival in Loring 
Park, well within walking distance. The Minneapolis Star and Tribune wrote, 
“In name alone, it is lecherously cliché, but the food is delightful and the 
serving staff, creatively named after gay icons, is a hoot and a half.” 

We served up fun appetizers: Twinkie fries, husky bear claws, hot-top 
monster dogs, bottomless boneless wings, and the colossal onion laser peel 
served on an oversized Botox coupon, buy one pint get another pint free at 
Laser Peels, Inc. The large portion lunch and dinner entrees included: The 
Out &amp; Proud (served on pumpernickel if sourdough sounded 
homophobic); The Here, Queer, So Delicious Reuben; The finger-snapping-
salmon; The Cher-broiled Chicken Linguini; The RuPaul Bunyan Brisket; 
The Elton Smelting John; and The Right-to-Wed Waldorf Astoria salad 
accompanied by our bartenders’ greatest creations: The Pink Triangle-tini; 
The Same Sex on the Beach; Cocks between the Sheets; The Quadruple 
Screaming Orgasm; The Cosmo Climax; and The Woo Woo Waterloo. 

The introductory TV commercial touted, “Leave nobody out. Bring 
everyone in. Flirt a little bit if you want to, it’s fun.” I felt like the perfect 
spokesman. 

On the back of the rainbow-colored menu housed a smorgasbord of 
informational tidbits for anyone interested in light reading before or after 
mealtime: where to get tested, open and affirming churches, and the history 
of Stonewall. Every individual, gay, straight, or somewhere in between, were 
welcome: Calling all demographics. We’re talking Uber-inclusive stuff. 
Totally bi-partisan. Friday night comics. Tuesday afternoon balloonists. 
Thursday evening karaoke. Sunday poetry brunch-fest. 

But the gay community took insult. They hated it in fact. One gay rights 
activist wrote in a local gay rights magazine, “Please respectfully refuse to 
patron an establishment so utterly stereotypical and blatantly offensive as to 



call us out for profit, purchase, and parody.” 
A spokesman for OutFront Midwest told three news anchors, “This 

restaurant typifies the shallow greed of one clueless individual who seeks to 
exploit an already exploited group of people.” 

The Minnesota HRC Chairman told a food critic at Minnesota Mindset 
Magazine, “To serve moderately tasty food on the broken backs of the GLBT 
community, GAY RESTAURANT shines as a flaming beacon of what never 
to do, or say, or be.” 

And then they wonder why no one takes us seriously. 



Hair  
By B.R. Hostetter 

Jillian made her mind up she’d leave him. “Edmund,” she called, and 
checked her face in the mirror. She tried for a smile but her mouth wouldn’t 
curl. Her lips turned down. She dug the bottom of her purse for lipstick and 
powder but found only mothballs and lint. “Are you listening?” she said. 

“What is it?” he said. His voice came from the other room where he sat 
nursing a cup of tepid coffee she had poured him.  

“I’m leaving,” she said. “Didn’t you hear?” 
“I heard,” he said. “Where are you going?” 
“To get my hair done,” she said. 
“Again?” he said. 
“Not again. I want something new.” 
“You look fine the way you are.” 
“I look tired.” 
“You don’t look tired.” 
“I look tired,” she said, and leaned forward and turned her head one way 

then the other and traced the crow’s feet from her eyes to her ears where she 
then pushed back her hair and tied it in a knot. 

“Maybe it’s sleep you need,” he said. 
“It’s not sleep,” she said. 
“Maybe it’s age. We all get old.” 
“It’s not age. It’s something else.” 
“Maybe it’s work,” he said. “Is it work?” 
“Aren’t you listening?” 
“I’m listening,” he said. 
“Tell me what I said.” 
“You’re getting your hair done.” 
“That’s exactly what I said,” she said, and left the mirror and went to 

him where he sat, sipping the cup of coffee — unmoved. 
“I just don’t see what the big deal is,” he said. 
“That’s just it, Edmund. Have you ever complimented my hair?” 
“Would you like me to compliment your hair? Is that it? Is that 

something you like? Your hair looks fine the way it is. I like it.” 
“I’m tired, Edmund. I need a change.” 
“Change is for the unhappy.” 
“Now you’re listening, Edmund.” 
“I’ve been listening all along. Your hair looks fine the way it is.” 



“My mind’s made up.” 
“I know it is. I can see it is. Just don’t go cutting too much.” 
Jillian left Edmund where he sat, sipping the coffee gone cold. 
“How would you like it?” the hairdresser said. 
“Shave it,” Jillian said. 
“Shave it?” the hairdresser said. 
“Shave it,” Jillian said again. “I want to feel new again.” Jillian smiled 

and tucked her chin to her chest and checked the mirror. “I made my mind 
up,” she said. 

 The hairdresser nodded. And Jillian knew the woman had heard her. 



Negative Reflection 
By John Kujawski 

I knew Sheila was trouble even before she started wearing the mask. I 
think things were pretty much doomed by our third date. I was driving us 
around that night, and we were headed to dinner. I started to get tired of 
talking, so I turned on the radio, and then before I knew it, an old song by 
The Motels came on. Sheila blurted out right away that she loved the song 
and made me turn the volume up. I wished I could have turned it off. 

I didn’t care for the fact that she loved The Motels. I figured I was the 
only one around that liked them, and I was happy with leaving it at that. It 
was hard to be totally annoyed though because Sheila looked so pretty in her 
green dress, and she was the kind of redhead that I always loved. 

I had a hard time loving her in weeks to come, though. She would order 
the same thing I did every time we’d go out to eat. The other problem was 
that she seemed to have gotten rid of her green dress in favor of a black one. 
I suppose she wanted us to match because I always wore black, but I just did 
that because I didn’t know what else to wear. 

Sheila understood fashion and was very visual. Mostly, she did artwork, 
and I was relieved when she decided to spend one weekend just working on 
a project while I went off and found a few music stores I had never been to. 
The problem was, I didn’t like what Sheila created over the two day period. 

The damn thing bothered me the minute I saw it.  She’d made a papier-
mâché mask of my face. I hated it. I didn’t even like it the first time she 
showed me it in her apartment. The damn thing sure looked like me and it 
was horrible when she put it on and started laughing. I just stood there 
looking at her with her black dress and the mask and the poster of The Motels 
she had on her wall behind her. 

Imitation may be a form of flattery. My friends kept saying I didn’t get 
the joke. They also said if she took the mask off, she was a pretty girl and 
that I should just get used to it. That was impossible though because things 
got weirder and weirder with her. 

The strangest outing we had was when I tried taking her to see a movie 
and she insisted on wearing the mask in the car. I was so upset that I 
couldn’t stand it. Plus, every time I looked at her, she’d just start cracking 
up. 

I wasn’t laughing the next day when I heard a knock at the door. I had a 
package delivery, a gift from Sheila I just wanted to break. It was a giant 
mirror for my apartment. 



Cleaning Man  
By Stephen Hastings — King 

The Zone is a garden of skyscrapers. Every building is a model. They say 
that copies are exported to the North and that the garden is a model of the 
North that has been put here for us so we can live model lives in a model 
place too. 

Every night I ride a glass elevator up the outside of the tallest building. I 
feel like I am in a spaceship. Before I got this job, I had never been so high. 
Where I come from, the land is flat. They say we used to move to different 
places with the seasons. But the government put a stop to that. They say that 
the idea was to make each region unique. 

People in the Zone come from all over. There are so many different types 
here. Living among them, I feel free. 

For the first few minutes of every elevator ride, I sing to the rhythm of 
the floors as they fly past. 

Then I stop singing to look at the galaxy spreading out below me. 
When I get up so high that the fainter stars start to disappear, I remove 

all my clothes and press myself against the glass. I spread my legs and hold 
my arms out. I imagine myself the center of a universal geometry like a 
drawing I remember from school. I stay like that until the cold of the glass 
penetrates my body. Then I get dressed and wipe away my outline with 
Windex and paper towels. 

The cameras must see me. But no one has ever said a thing. Maybe I am 
invisible. 

When I arrive on my floor, I wander the identical cubes in which no one 
works to see the ways in which dust has fallen from the ceiling and plan the 
route I will take to erase the passing of time. 
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Airplane Guy 
By Richard Hartwell 

Two, or perhaps three, times now I have recalled the next-door neighbor 
at 1010 Chevron Court in Pasadena (amazing how I have filed away certain 
addresses from my childhood and yet cannot remember names) and how he 
used to make miniature airplanes from pine wood. These were carved and 
glued, and either painted brightly or in the olive drabs, the grays and blues 
of wartime bombers and fighters, with unit and national insignia detailed in 
fine brush strokes. Most would easily fit on this page and were delicate 
without appearing insubstantial. The neighbor used to let us kids hold and 
“fly” most of these; only a select few were reserved as untouchables. I didn’t 
then, but now I wonder why? I wonder what his “story” was. Was he ever in 
military service? Which side? Was he associated with planes in any way? 
How did he come by this knowledge? I remember that all of us kids held 
him in high regard. I have a vague recollection of going over there one time 
and being informed (I have no recall as to how or by whom) that he, the 
next-door neighbor, the “airplane guy,” was dead and that we wouldn’t be 
able to come over anymore and see the planes. I wonder if his planes 
survived his death and his family? It doesn’t really matter though, for I 
remember them, and him. 



Spring Thaw  
By Peter Baltensperger 

The snow had been piling up for weeks, the way it was want to and 
supposed to, in the city where Jonathan had entrenched himself. It wouldn’t 
have been right if it hadn’t, the city plows piling banks upon banks, 
maintaining the seasonal routines; people fighting their way along slippery 
sidewalks, themselves caught in the cycle. Or else there would never have 
been spring: the way the world is. 

Jonathan could have had a woman with him to keep him warm, guide 
him through the cycle, keep his boots by the door, but he never quite made it 
past the fantasies —  one of those things. Fantasies were much simpler than 
reality, and Jonathan was very good at them. He preferred the way things 
were, just as he preferred to be the way he was. 

The woman lived only a few blocks from him, contending with her own 
snow banks, icy walkways, spinning tires, and not having anyone to keep 
her warm. When she looked into the mirror, she could have seen Jonathan 
and asked him to make her his fantasy, but all she could ever see was herself. 
Mirrors can be very fickle that way, especially with the snow being as deep 
as it was. 

On one particular morning, Jonathan was fighting his way along one of 
the banked-in sidewalks. The woman was desperately trying to get out of 
her driveway. Although the night had been clear and quiet, the snow fell 
heavily again even before the sun was up, fulfilling its own part of the 
arrangement. Jonathan and the woman could have fought their way through 
the weather together, had he only been able to let go of his fantasies. 

Downtown, the plows had cleared the main streets and leveled the 
sidewalks. A duplicate of Jonathan was hurrying from a bus stop to an office, 
trying to keep the snow out of his face so he could see. A duplicate of the 
woman was scurrying from a parking lot to the same building, an umbrella 
in front of her face, unable to see. They didn’t know where they were going, 
only that they had to be in a certain place at a certain time. They bumped 
into each other in the elevator, one of those missed opportunities, if there 
were such things. 

When the snow finally melted away, the snowplows returned to 
anonymity, and the rivers swelled to dangerous levels. Jonathan and the 
woman went their separate ways, not knowing any better. 

Snow does that to people. 



Possum  
By Larry Strattner 

A possum sits on a fence. The fence is downtown in a not-very-big town. 
Hard to say about possums and fences; this is not the first possum to sit 

on a fence. 
Once, during a suburban backyard party, a possum sat on the fence and 

observed. Before long he could walk more properly than any of the guests. 
But he chose to sit. Later in the evening, several party goers had lengthy 
conversations with the possum. For his part, the possum was noncommittal. 
He was gone when the sun came up. 

The downtown possum, probably not the same possum as the party 
possum, was still on the fence when the sun came up. People going to work 
saw him and called him in to the police. The desk sergeant on duty sent two 
officers over to keep an eye on the possum while Animal Control located 
their possum net. 

The two police officers — one young, one older with a visible belly — 
were armed, as police officers generally are. 

Watching the possum was boring. The two policemen made policeman 
small talk. 

“Shift over for you too?” 
“Yep. Right after this possum.” 
“Busy night?” 
“Nah. Last call was a guy took a swing at his wife. Missed her and a 

porch step same time. Broke an arm and a leg. Justice was served. Brought 
him over to Memorial Emergency.” 

“Qualify on the range this month?” 
“Yeah. Barely. I don’t like this new Glock.” 
“Me neither. I bring my own.” 
“Yeah? What’s that?” 
“Heckler and Koch P7. Squeeze-cocker. Squeeze the handle and pull the 

trigger it shoots. Very good safety system. Pressure tightens you up. Squeeze 
cocker helps you shoot under pressure.” 

“Ever shoot anybody?” 
“Nah.” 
“Get any pressure on the job?” 
“I will if this possum charges.” 
“Charges? Do possums charge?” 
“Could. Might bare his teeth. Run at us. Decide he doesn’t want to be on 



the fence. Get to not like us staring at him. Make a run for it.” 
“What will you do if he charges?” 
“Don’t know. Let him by? Go home and get some sleep? I’m too tired to 

squeeze the P7.” 
The possum — black eyes unblinking, watching the policemen — for his 

part remained noncommittal. 



Little Things 
By Ray Scanlon 

On my way to the bathroom I stumble over the vacuum cleaner hose she 
left in the hall, and jar loose an f-word. I sponge up a lake around the basin, 
rinse crusty toothpaste off the hot-water knob, set the toothbrush back onto 
its charger. Flirting with retaliation, I think of her throaty diaphragm-driven 
laugh: a sonic Duchenne smile, not the faux soprano version she uses to 
punctuate voice mails. I lower the seat. 



Big Jim  
By Nicola Belte 

Big Jim isn’t himself. He won’t let anybody read his newspaper, and sits 
in the corner by himself, drinking pint after pint; a constant layer of froth on 
his down-turned lip. He keeps playing ‘Against all Odds’ on the jukebox. 

Everybody knows why. 
Big Jim sees them looking, and whispering, and closes his eyes. He used 

to fucking hate Phil Collins. He clenches his fist in his pockets, and storms 
out before the last chorus. 

Nobody makes a fool of Big Jim. 
He waits in an alleyway that smells of decomposing rats and soy sauce, 

watching the tiny locked flat above the massage parlour as men scurry by 
with their collars up tight, and scuttle back with their flies down low. 

He could wait all day. And night. He’s got it coming; and he deserves 
everything he gets. 

Big Jim remembers the first time he met him. Top off, toga on, walking 
around like he owned the place; with all the Corleone confidence but none of 
the style. Fat. Sleazy. Sneaky. 

He got him when he was weak. Spiked him. 
The sweet curare from his arrow paralysed his thought, demolished his 

defences, made him as meek as a kitten beneath the hand that would 
strangle him, still purring as he was tied in a sack and flung into a filthy, 
bottomless canal. 

He’d tricked him. Made him say things. Things that no man should say. 
Things that have seared his tongue, the jeer of a chilli he couldn’t handle. 

All this cunt’s fault. Not hers. Never hers. 
He punches the wall. A Morse Code of bloody knuckle prints on the 

white, crumbling bricks. 
*** 

Finally, he’s there, climbing the rusty stairs and struggling to find his 
keys beneath his robes, cursing and throwing his bow and arrow to the 
ground. Dirty rainwater falls from the broken guttering, marbling his ragged 
white wings, making his greasy blond quiff fall flat over his face. 

Big Jim taps him on the shoulder. 
“Alright…mate.” 
The cherub’s blue eyes open wide in surprise and confusion; his full red 

lips part. 
He doesn’t even recognise me. 



“Who the fu—?” the cherub splutters, but the question is stopped, 
knocked back down his throat by the impact of Big Jim’s forehead smashing 
into his face. 

A broken nose and a few cracked ribs. Big Jim thinks he got off lightly. 
At least all that will heal. Not like a heart. 

He wipes his hands on his t-shirt. He’s going back to the pub. Big Jim 
will show them. Will shut them up. Nothing breaks Big Jim. 

Nothing. 



Big Bad Bear 
By Jack Bristow 

Debbie lay in the bed next to me, her head nestled against my chest, 
purring like a kitten. That was the nickname I had given her: Kitten. She was 
so proud of the nickname, and she would do anything and everything just to 
hold on to it. 

Every morning, she would prove to herself and to me that my nickname 
for her was still valid. 

“Do you like it that I am your Kitten and that you are my master?” 
I said nothing. 
“Do you like it when I rub my back against your strong, muscular legs 

just so you will pay attention to me?” 
I said nothing. 
“Do you like it when I lick your arms?” 
Debbie was licking my forearms. This was an innocent enough gesture. 

Like a cat in love. Then she stopped and started licking her own fingers, the 
way a cat would its paws after eating. 

“Since you’ve made me your kitten, what animal should I make you of 
mine?” she asked. 

Stumped, I grabbed the pack of cigarettes from off the nightstand, shook 
one out, lit it, and then I said after one long, contemplative sigh, “I’ll be your 
... uh ... Bear.” 

“Bear?” she exclaimed, energetically, happily. “Why Bear?” 
“I don’t know. Because a bear is always masculine,” I explained. “It 

knows what it wants, and it always gets it.” I wrapped my hands around 
Debbie, gave her a bear-hug, and then I kissed her on the lips. 

Debbie, content to have been kissed on the mouth so aggressively, asked 
if I wanted a certain thing done for me. 

“Not now, Kitten.” I stopped her. “Later, tonight maybe.” Then I went on 
to explain to her that I had to be at work within the hour. 

“Oh Bear! My horrible frightening big bad Bear.” Debbie stood up on the 
bed and started jumping up and down. “Better go in and get your shower 
over with, Bear…” she cautioned me in midair as she jumped off the bed. 
“Because your breakfast will be ready soon.” She sprinted to the kitchen, and 
then I could hear the pots and pans rustling against one another over her 
purring little voice. “A big, masculine bear like you needs a big, masculine 
breakfast with two eggs, ham, two pieces of toast, two French toast, some 



sausage, a half a grapefruit, and a side of bacon.” 
I got out of the bed and then walked slowly, drowsily into the bathroom. 
I stepped into the shower and pulled the switch all the way to the left so 

the water would come out as hot as possible, as any true big bad bear would 
have it, but the heat was too much for me. 

Unbearable. 
Standing there, my eyes clamped tightly shut, I fumbled for the dial 

helplessly, blindly. Invisible tears streaking down my cheek and face along 
with the boiling hot water. 



Murder at Your Door 
By Stephen V. Ramey 

Imagine a man outside your apartment door. Imagine his tentative 
knock. 

“Sally? Open up, Sally. I want to see your face.” 

Your first impulse is to look through the peephole. You don’t. Curiosity 
kills the cat. You’ve seen that movie where the killer drives a 40 penny nail 
through the portal bridging him to you. 

“Sally? Come on, Sally. We have to talk.” 
You wonder about his voice. You’ve heard it many times. Yet, it could be 

a recording. Digital. Is that static along its edge? 
“Come on, Sally!” 
Emotion boils through you, a volcano of the stuff. Your hand clenches. 

Knuckles and tendons and blood. It is made of these materials. You are made 
of these materials. 

Is he? 
“All right, Sally, have it your way.” An envelope slides under the door. 

You hop back. Your panicked gaze fixes on the intruder, so slick, so innocent 
on its surface, deadly within. One touch of Ricen and you will die. 

Footsteps in the hall. A pause. They return. 
“I didn’t mean for this to happen, Sally.” The door rattles, then a sigh. 

“Sally!” 
Footsteps recede. He’s gone. You imagine him emerging from the 

building, a swat team waiting atop the roofline opposite yours. You imagine 
bullets descending, the subsonics and angles they create. A red hole 
penetrates his forehead. You recall a rose, cologne, the touch of someone’s 
hand on yours. 



The Narrow Way 
By John Dougherty 

What began as a day of leisure ended the moment Andrea peered under 
the tarp. It was frayed and covered with the first leaves of autumn. The sheet 
of vinyl looked out of place buried among the foliage. Andrea was ten 
minutes from the city, but felt a world apart among the sycamores. The blue 
tarp was a crude reminder of the ecotone. 

Emma trailed a few feet behind. She approached her sister with caution. 
“Somebody’s tent?” she asked, winded. 

“No, it’s a tarp … probably a homeless person’s,” Andrea replied as she 
picked up a corner with her manicured hand. 

“Well don’t lift it. There might be a dead hooker under there,” Emma 
joked. “I can’t believe the homeless just leave their stuff everywhere. It’s so 
disgusting. Can’t there be one place on this planet we don’t use as a garbage 
dump?” Emma was set to press onward. The last mile of the trail was 
downhill. She could be home in time to watch the sunset from her balcony. A 
hot shower, a light salad, and a glass of chardonnay would have capped the 
perfect day, but Andrea peeled back the tarp and found strips of leather and 
clumps of matted yellow hair clinging to shiny bone. 

“Oh Jesus,” Andrea screamed. 
The smile disappeared from Emma’s face. “Oh my god, I was only 

joking.” 
Andrea let the tarp fall back to the earth. A gust of air wafted up the 

smell of decay. It clung to her pallet and erased the pleasant taste of her 
morning latte. 

Emma stood frozen with her mouth in an O of terror. 
Andrea returned to the trail. She placed a hand on her sister’s sweater. 

“Do we call the police?” There will be questions, statements, and 
interrogations. There will be a parade of hikers in their wake. Why couldn’t 
they discover the body under the tarp? Why did it have to be them? 

Emma paused and shook her head. “No, Andrea. Let’s just go.” 
The pair walked silently down the narrow way. The birdsong and 

afternoon sunlight, which dappled the forest floor, had lost their magic. 
Andrea’s thoughts were consumed by darker things, hidden things. Things 
left undisturbed, things that were sacred. 



Famously Expert 
By Joseph Lerner 

Our CEO makes a surprise visit to the little bistro I manage. (We’re 
tucked behind the deli/wine shop, a stone’s throw from crystal/glassware, 
home furnishings, diet/nutrition, and gardening/janitorial supplies.) He’s 
famously expert: ace plumber/mechanic, feng shui master, medical guru, 
world-class pastry chef. Today he demos the art of dishwashing: the rag held 
so, the hand’s circular motion, the precise degree of steam (now roiling 
everywhere, plates and glassware shattering in the wake). The busboy gapes, 
the waiter and line cook smirk, the sommelier, reddening, looks away. But 
the CEO, catching my terrified eye, winks: They never understand geniuses 
like us. 



The Music Plays On 
By JP Reese 

There he goes again, swinging his legs around on the piano bench 
toward the audience, playing the effeminate fool, clasping his hands together 
against his heart, and they LOVE it! He slips in a little gossip about the chilly 
heaven that is Martha’s Vineyard in autumn. The empty gray beach, the 
wind singing in his ears, the songs he writes afternoons in front of the little 
fireplace warming our cozy cottage. He adds a bit of homespun about the 
crisp maple bacon I grill for him every morning as he lies in bed and hums 
show tunes a la Liza and Babs. 

He might want to lay off the flappy wrists and that lisp. They don’t get 
the laughs they used to. Times have changed, and some of the more strait-
laced tourists are beginning to avoid the show. After all, there are church 
ladies in his audience from Toledo who must be protected from the flotsam 
and jetsam of his slippery tango with the dark side. These ladies tonight still 
think he’s cute, and safe. A crooner he is not. A player? Yes, I’ll admit he is 
still fair at that — the cotton tops clap when the show’s over like sweaty 
penguins in a sudden snowfall. I miss his lovely body, slick against my hips.  

Martha’s Vineyard was a lifetime ago. We survive. I hug him half-way 
round his expanding middle after the show. He pulls off his tux and hangs it 
behind the door, its knees baggy and shining in the mirror’s reflected light. 
He changes into jeans and a jacket while I count our portion of the take. 

There are many things we should discuss: my mother’s will that left me 
nothing and gave the cottage to a distant cousin, the tumors blooming in his 
head like poisoned mushrooms, his anxious glances in the mirror, and the 
heedless way he pulls out strands of hair and drops them at the bedside as 
he reads late into the night. His lover’s unfaithfulness. But we glide through 
the darkness and substitute arguments about whether we should flag a taxi 
on 49th, or if our belongings are still safe in the locker at Port 
Authority, whether to stop for a bagel or a beer, or decide to ride the subway 
to Danny’s loft instead. Maybe he’ll agree to take us in again tonight. We 
head out the stage door, passing blind alleys as we walk away. 



Onion Soup 
By B.R. Hostetter 

Catherine will leave you, you’re sure. She insists she won’t, but you 
don’t believe it. She tells you you’re emotionally unavailable, that you can’t 
cry. You don’t know what to tell her, so you say, “Sit.” 

“Why am I sitting?” 
“I have a surprise for you.” 
“What kind of surprise?” 
“You’ll have to wait and see.” 
“Oh, you know I don’t like surprises.” 
“This you’ll like.” 
“But Jeremy — “ 
“Just sit, okay.” 
“I don’t know why, but okay.” 
In the kitchen, you have six onions, olive oil, sugar, two cloves of garlic 

(minced), chicken stock (not beef), a cup of dry vermouth (because you 
prefer it over dry white wine), a bay leaf, thyme, salt and pepper, eight slices 
of toasted French bread, and grated Parmesan Cheese. 

“You’re still there, aren’t you?” 
“I am,” she says. 
“I’ll only be a little while.” 
“Jeremy, you know I have little patience.” 
“I know, but please — “ 
In a large saucepan you sauté the onions in the olive oil until well 

browned (not burned); you do this for thirty minutes (no longer or else 
you’ve ruined it). 

I’m in here loving you,” you say. 
“What?” 
You shuffle a pot and a pan. 
“What? I didn’t hear you,” she aks. 
“Almost done,” you reply. 
“I’m getting tired, Jeremy.” 
“I know. I know. Just a little bit longer.” 
You add sugar; carmelization it’s called. You add garlic and sauté for 

another minute. You add your stock, vermouth, bay leaf, and thyme. You 
partially cover the pan and simmer. You want your flavors to blend just 
right; this takes about thirty minutes. You’re sweating. 

“Still there?” 



“Not for long. You’re taking forever.” 
“Please, Catherine, another couple of minutes.” 
You season to taste with your salt and pepper. You toss in the bay leaf; 

you do this because the recipe says so. To serve you pull out a large bowl 
and then two smaller bowls. You ladle the soup into the two bowls. You 
cover each with sliced French bread and then Parmesan cheese. You broil the 
two until the cheese bubbles and is slightly brown. 

“I’m leaving,” you hear. 
“No wait,” you say. 
“Jeremy, I’ve had enough. What are you doing in there?” 
You pull out your last onion because the first did nothing. You slice it 

more and more, but nothing. Sweat pours from your forehead. 
“Jeremy, I can’t wait any longer.” 
You chop and you chop, but the onion does nothing. 
“Okay,” you say. “I’m coming.” 
You set the two bowls down. 
“I made you soup,” you say. 
“Jeremy, you’re crying.” 
“No,” you say. “It’s only sweat.” 



I Have a Box 
By Joe Kapitan 

I have a box. 
I have a box that smells like surrender. My box that smells like surrender 

tries to shield me from the worst mornings of the world. I have a box that 
goes limp with humidity and years, and its corners weep when we’re stuck 
with each other on rainy days. 

I have many friends without boxes. Boxes to them are coffins, to be filled 
with lead ingots, filled with rusted years. They say the rain on their heads 
does not bother them. Their foreheads burn in summer. They live in transit 
between moments because it is all they know. They know nothing of saving. 
They have nothing to gather their moments in anyway. No box. 

My box can hold memories because it holds nothing else, nothing small 
and precious, the only thing it ever wanted. Here is a memory: I woke one 
morning and saw a tiny egg in the corner of my box. I stared in wonder. I 
covered it with dry leaves that the winter wind left me. My box was happy. I 
tried to be. I considered the egg. Eggshells are walls for things that want no 
part of being walled. I thought about a thing that would not want to be 
contained, and what it would think of my box, and what it would want from 
me. Things from eggs are things that grow and things that want. I left my 
box, and let the rain strike me for a while. When I returned, the egg was 
gone, and my box’s corners wet. 

Here is another memory: many people gathered, and a preacher is giving 
us our motto, the one we recite on silent Sundays, the one about times of 
better and worse, and it comforts me, reminds me that if the better ever 
comes, I have someone else to witness it, and the worse, when it happens, is 
of little concern because, for now, I am not alone. I have you. I tell you this, 
and I say I’m sorry about the egg, and I watch your corners weep. 



At The Urinal 
By Clyde Liffey 

A head abutting porcelain — was it so long ago I used that absurd 
hyperbole as I watched him from the other end of the row?  His right hand 
was pressed flat against the lukewarm tile of the wall, his left thumb and 
index finger guided; he almost shuddered. He told me later he felt light-
headed. He lied, but who could blame him in that windowless room with the 
faulty air-fresheners glued to the walls?  He’d had a busy morning on the 
telephone: arguing, cajoling, coaxing, pleading, anything to coordinate, to 
expedite the job at a remote site where he’d never been, hardly even seen 
pictures of.  He’d met with the usual resistance: a man out of town, a man on 
the mend, a boss on the prowl — I have no control over who they send me, I 
can’t take responsibility for that.  In the afternoon — more of the above.  He 
was glad when nature called, coffee getting cold, a chance to step away.  
Immediately he thought of other things: family, community responsibilities, 
manufactured crises, financial worries, the long walk through the narrow 
dingy urine-soaked corridor to the aging halted train, holding the huddled 
glowering others, that will take him back home where invariably something 
else will cause him to postpone or forsake the little pleasures — a piece of 
candy, a can of beer, a mediocre football game, the failed drama of the 
sacked quarterback, his be all and end all — that he had reserved for 
himself.  He thought,” A whole life, a whole little life,” spent in such 
paroxysms, the graying balding head, the thin nattering lips, the moments of 
remission intermittent like dirty motes floating in the light filtering through a 
small overhead window.  He didn’t know I was there until I flushed.  He 
shook, zipped up. We washed our hands at separate sinks, splashed cold 
water on crevassed faces, dried ourselves, did not make eye contact, and — 
separately — left. 



Playground 
By Voss Foster 

It looms over you, a monster to slay. Metal struts stretch on for miles 
above your head, worn down by the footsteps of your peers. The first rung 
bends under your weight, sending vibrations ricocheting through the metal 
skeleton, and your hands start to go numb as you climb up, gripping the rails 
until it hurts. Was it one hundred steps? One thousand? Ten thousand? 
Nervous giggles explode out of you. Closing your eyes, you make the final 
step up — the wind crushing against you; you fighting to stay up on the 
perch; the metal — cold — as your hands wrap, if possible, even more tightly 
around the handrails. The red, plastic maw — skid marks slinking down its 
gullet — roars voraciously up upwards with every stray gust of wind that 
dares pass by. Every blood vessel you have runs cold with liquid nitrogen 
until your bones feel like they’ll shatter from the nervous shaking. 
Somewhere down there, voices prod you to give in and slip into the 
darkness, but that’s a different world altogether. “Come on. Take your turn!” 
says some poor defenseless vagrant, a mindless drone serving the monarchy 
of the hungry beast, as he scales the creature’s back behind you, fire in his 
every word. “You’re hogging it!” Then a blast of force assaults your spine, 
and you topple headlong towards the wide-flung jaws, but your hands, in a 
death grip, save you from mortal peril. “Just go!” another voice screams, and 
you take what may well be your final steps, resigning yourself to the cold 
song of death as you lower your legs into the its hot, humid throat. The 
creature rumbles back at you, calling you down, and, while saying your final 
prayer to God, you let go. 



The Necromancer 
By Joshua Moses 

Sick of the world’s many ills, and bored by conventional means of fixing 
them, I resolved upon necromancy. Having acquired a number of dusty old 
tomes by various and sundry means (a garage sale in Porter, Indiana; an 
occult club of like-minded individuals; a cheerfully wrapped birthday 
present from Aunt Margaret; etc,) I began to call upon members of the 
esteemed demon community. The first I channeled from the netherworld 
was a beast named Uz. 

Uz was only too eager to help, having taken out a half-page ad in a 
regional demonology magazine, and was full of ideas. Unfortunately, he 
took the form of a flicker of light in a glass of water, which was not very 
useful in resolving the issues of poverty or childhood illnesses. At my behest, 
he did lead to the suicide of my neighbor’s cat — a mean fat orange thing 
named Charlie — but felicide was not the primary focus of my research. 
Being that our goals and abilities seemed mutually incompatible, Uz left my 
service with no hard feelings, and I paid him with the carcass of one young 
castrated male goat. 

Before returning to the Pit, Uz recommended that I call upon Quddus, a 
demon whom I gathered was both more capable and more corporeal. I slit 
the throat of a chicken on a moonless night (I took the precaution of using a 
whole pre-dead Chinatown chicken, head intact), and Quddus appeared in a 
puff of crimson smoke with two tickets for the following evening’s White 
Sox/Red Sox game. I was a Cubs fan, but I agreed to go, and Quddus 
proceeded to drink eleven beers and vomit on a family of four in town from 
Massachusetts, calling them “vermin.” Having been to Massachusetts I did 
not entirely disagree. 

Post-game, at the only bar in Bridgeport, I requested of Quddus that he 
deliver this world from sin and make of it a paradise. Sadly, he demurred, 
claiming that his collective bargaining agreement would prohibit such an 
arrangement. This devolved into a back-and-forth whereby I suggested this, 
that, or the other thing, and he curtly declined, granting that he would be 
more than perfectly happy to do so were he free to act of his own accord, but 
that the union would simply not allow it. We argued and fought, me taking, 
to my own surprise, the position that organized labor had become bloated 
and corrupt, and him contradicting me by way of a river of blood. 

We ultimately agreed that one child who would otherwise have starved 
would be fed. He gesticulated and rent the sky in exchange for six drops of 



my blood. Success! But brief it was, as said starving Hottentot now trots 
boldly through space and time to devour my liver fortnightly. This has done 
no favors for my pursuit of a better and more just world, but Quddus now 
seems to screen his calls and the courts in my jurisdiction are hopelessly 
backlogged… 



The Office  
By Emily Smith-Miller 

I’m seriously looking for a thong in my shoulder bag at work. I forgot to 
put on panties today, if that tells you where my head is at. Also the fact that I 
know I have a thong in my shoulder bag at work should tell you something. 
Maybe everything. Maybe I actually expect too much from you, whoever you 
are, or aren’t. My nails are really chipped and worn down, and my hands 
shake over a cup of coffee with the word “LOVE” on it. I don’t love the office 
sludge, but it is a necessary evil to keep my head out of my ass. I think a 
cubicle says a lot about a person. That’s why I have lots of pictures and 
drawings and calendars and mugs and pens and crocheted coasters, all over 
my desk. Yesterday they made me move again. I transported everything, just 
the way I did last month and the month before that. Today I’m going to 
throw everything away. I’ve said this before; do not be fooled. Today. Nope, 
next month, when I move again. Why do we try so hard to convince 
ourselves we mean something? I say let me be anonymous: here lies the girl 
with the stuff in her cube. Did she have a name? Pack rat. Even my epitaph 
can be a punch line. That would be better than pretending I’m something, 
and knowing deep down in my little Grinch heart, that I’m nothing. But I 
still don’t have my underwear in the right place. 



Breathing Fire 
By Ron Koppelberger 

Enlivened by the promise of payment in flames of favor, welcomed by 
magic’s untold and dreams of ecstasy, he ruled the perch, the straw and the 
sordid grip upon the secret of fire. Boss Mean approached the eternal source 
of warfare, of battle and fighting bond with an easy awareness. Pepper and 
tickets permitted he thought, to hold the balance of forever in spiced embers 
of time, in enemy eyes and war, scarlet battles for the red flames of perdition. 

The tiny flame guttered and ebbed, flowed and elongated in rhythm to 
the desire of its master. “By the Gods I’ll have my turn at chance, by the fires 
of hell itself,” he exclaimed to the flittering shadows and the small blaze of 
candent existence. A small ember, a spark of fire lit the air above the flame 
and in its place a tiny ebony moth appeared, flittering, evanescent and 
erratically circling. Boss reached out and touched the space where the moth 
revolved. Opening his hand he grabbed the tiny shadow. It was a warm 
flame in his palm and it beat its wings furiously, tickling his hand. “Sweet 
lords of soul shine, by the wayfarer winds of swords and precious battle 
lines, give me your victorious bond, your will unto the possessor of fire and 
victory,” he yelled to the ceiling. Smokey disarrays of mist collected near the 
ceiling as the room filled with smoke, the smoke of ceaseless wars and 
conquests unbidden. Boss whispered, “By the Gods of reception and the 
revolution in tongues of rapture, by the flames of province, by the gods.” His 
breath disturbed the flame and the tiny brilliance of a hundred year war. 

Boss counted the blessings of fire, of war, of remitted peace. Engraved in 
the lines between youth and ancient rest, lay the face of a consuming treaty, 
in want of fervid passion, in his countenance the fond flow of anger and 
desire, desire for the shade of conquest dealt by the fires of what owns 
majestic histories in won wrath and promised rule. He relished the flame, his 
lips parched and cracked as the sooty smoke drifted if wave of ambient gray. 
The tiding of conflict. “Moth, betray not my need for victory,” he chanted in 
singsong rhythm to the wavering flame, the small mirage of searing advance. 

Later, he would sing to the silhouette of fire and war, in unswerving 
passions of commanded power; in the end, in all and all he would covet the 
seed and feed the raven with a single rose as the advent of war sought its 
possessor and charge. 



A Certain Scent 
By Townsend Walker 

I take the number 36 to work every morning at 7:45. Sal pulls the bus 
into the stop in front of me. 

“Looking a bit tired this morning,” Sal says. “Late night?” 
“You know me, always on the go.” 
At the next stop, a woman gets on and sits down beside me. She’s not a 

regular. The tap — tap — tap tells me she’s wearing heels. She doesn’t brush 
against me when she sits; most people do, seats are narrow. She’s slim. A 
moment passes — I hear the near silent sibilance of nylon against nylon as 
she slowly crosses her legs. She doesn’t bother to pull her skirt down; I’d 
sense the movement. But the skirt thoughts don’t linger as I become 
enveloped in her scent. Top notes of orange blossom followed closely by 
notes of rose caress my nose and tongue. While I’m conjuring a pale long-
haired honey blonde, base notes of vetiver and sandalwood drum their way 
into my consciousness, revising her to a lithe henna haired Mediterranean. 
Such a woman would wear this fragrance. 

But at this time of day? On a bus? Where would she be going? Or more 
likely, coming from. From a night of storytelling? Was this the first night? 

I turn toward her to say something. But what? Do you ride this bus 
often? Bland. Are you on your way home? Forward. Where are you off to 
this fine morning? Lame. That’s an interesting perfume you’re wearing. A 
maybe. Hurry Harry, say something. The bus pulls into my stop before I find a 
line. 

I get off. She’s behind me. This can’t be happening. Through the front door 
of the building, to the elevator. I’m dreaming. 

“Excuse me.” A husky voice, trace of an accent, maybe French. “Is this 
the elevator to the East Tower? 

“No,” I reply, my heart dipping. I can only guess at the disappointment 
on my face. “It’s on the other side of the lobby.” 

I stumble toward her. “That’s an interesting perfume you’re busing 
home.” 

“Thank you, it’s Je Reviens.” 



Mud  
By Charles Huschle 

I spent the entire weekend at the nude beach without my husband 
because it was the logical thing to do, and above all else, I value practicality 
and logic. I’m sure he would have preferred I be at home making the Sunday 
pancakes after his usual fruitless attempt to wind me up in the 
bedsheets, make me have an orgasm, or get himself off, or neither, or both. 
That seemed to be his weekend morning plan, and no matter what progress 
he made each week with me, he seemed drawn back to the same old, same 
old plan the next week. It was driving me insane. I told him so. I told him 
that the beehive he had for a brain was overpopulated and that he couldn’t 
seem to go for one minute without desperately thinking that I was going to 
leave him when I’m sure I gave him no evidence to that effect at all. He did 
all these things to get me to stay: that was his logic. He sent me flowers at 
work after an argument; he sent me long text messages apologizing for 
something he thought he’d done to hurt me but which I’d forgotten hours 
ago — or at least didn’t invest with the same meaning he did; he endlessly 
cleaned the kitchen and the house, and I could see his color change with the 
combination of resentment and hope that it would make a difference. I could 
see him grow old and bent before my dark eyes. It became so easy to topple 
him into guilt, despair, and hatred that I nearly enjoyed myself saying this 
thing or that thing when I knew it would feel like a punch in the gut or a stab 
in the back. I had fun making him believe he was wrong. Can you blame me? 
Our relationship tasted like a radish. All I wanted to do was get him to snap 
at me. So, inch by precious inch, I would snip, snip, snip away at the cord he 
wanted to bind us with. He began to grow a beard without discussing it with 
me. This was when I realized it was all about to drip away and then 
evaporate. He wasn’t around when I woke up Saturday morning, and I 
didn’t think he’d be back. So I went to the nude beach, smeared salty mud 
on my breasts, and lay out in the buff. And when a pot-bellied man with a 
small ass sat next to me and made small talk, I let him stay. 



Resplendent 
By Brian Warfield 

Betty’s finger got married to the circular saw on a brilliant Saturday in 
June. 

It wasn’t her ring finger, but whatever. 
There was one witness, and he referred to the blood-spurting ceremony 

later as “resplendent.” 
I knew the circular saw from my high school days. We’d cut class and 

not smoke cigarettes out behind the gymnasium. Cigarette after cigarette we 
wouldn’t smoke together, flicking no butts end over end into the gravel 
there. 

The saw was round by definition, 1/4” thick, vicious gnashing teeth 
carved into its rotating maw by some other, steel-cutting saw. The light of 
the mid-70s afternoon, glinting off sharp points. 

Betty moved in over the donut shop in ‘82. Her legs were as long as a 
flight of stairs. Her hair existed, and whole queues of gents waited to run 
their fingers through its tangled embrace. 

I, like everyone else, trained my binoculars through her windows to 
watch her eat pasta. She was always at the far end of a noodle from some 
tramp. 

I rode up and down the strip in my Camaro, the circular saw strapped in 
the passenger seat egging me on to go faster. We wanted danger. We traded 
curse words for the color purple under our eyes. We traded fat lips for 
bloody knuckles. It was free market mercantilism, all violence and 
unchecked emotion. 

That year, I watched Betty run her mollusk tongue down the unterraced 
terrain of the circular saw’s body. They were at the drive-in, and a 1,000-foot 
projection of severed body parts flashed on the screen. 

I hid under the car like an oil spill. 
And then they disappeared like an elopement. I sat in my apartment and 

painted it egg-shell white. I opened the window and stuck my head out 
trying to wear my whole house like a body. I wanted to peel my body off 
and be done with it. 

The next time I saw her, Betty’s finger stopped short at the knuckle. I 
wanted to tell her how much safer she’d be strapped into the chair in my 
basement. But my teeth were stained with a bloody sheen. 



Prophetstown 
By Meagan McAlister 

The elders of the town will tell you that as soon the prophet mill arrived 
everything went to Hell. Before the process was streamlined, prophets used 
to be grown organically in the community. They popped up only where the 
ground was tilled and a prayer was planted. They came only when they 
were Called. The mill came and squashed these small honest men. They were 
shoved right out of town and replaced with sharp smiles, slick hair, and 
smooth voices. These new men of God marched out of Prophetstown and 
spread across the nation spewing prepaid messages. 

Prophetstown is now a Midwestern Mecca. The mill runs tours for 
school children. They take them to the assembly line. See how you can mix 
and match hair color with different skin tones and iris shades. Should we 
give him a passionate drawl or a no-nonsense attitude? 

Someday soon the prophet market will crash. Demand will plummet, 
and layoffs will sweep Prophetstown. The mill will close. They will pile the 
scrap outside their warehouse, half-formed prophets who stagger away 
confusedly, their perfect teeth askew. They will scatter, pulling at people’s 
sleeves on subways and regurgitating scrambled sermons. Some will still 
form followings, lead their ragtag congregations to live in communes in 
Canada. There will be a Tilapia Grilling cult and a Sock Darning church. 

But mostly the prophets will break down. jabbering on the side of the 
road, rocking in the alleys. A collection agency will form with its own army 
of prophet elimination trucks. And a prophet elimination plant will grow up 
on the site of the old mill. 

The town will forget how prophets were originally grown, and later, 
manufactured. People will only know the screaming scraps, the trucks, and 
the incinerator. 
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and other places, both online and in print. He is a past Pushcart nominee and 
former editor of Wisconsin Review. 

Jake David is a Native American writer living on the Can-Am border, 
outside Cornwall, ON, and Massena, NY. His work has appeared in The 
Battered Suitcase and Seahorse Rodeo Folk Review. 

Jerry Guarino writes short stories and plays. Writing since January, 2011, he 
has published 25 stories. His work has appeared in 6 Tales, Bewildering 
Stories, Blogcritics, The Blotter Magazine, The Chaffey Review Literary Magazine, 
Daily Love, Eskimo Pie, The Fringe Magazine, among others. He is currently 
working on a murder mystery for the stage. http://thedevilsorchestra.us   

Abigail Wyatt writes for her life in the shadow of Carn Brea in Cornwall. 
Formerly a teacher at Redruth School, she is now very grateful to be able to 
describe herself as ‘a full-time writer’ and she would like to thank the editors 
of all the magazines that have published her work. Her poetry collection, 
‘Moths in a Jar’ (Palores) was published in October, 2010. 
 http://abigailwyatt.blogspot.com 

Andrew J. Stone is a storyteller and words express what he sees in the 
world. He tries to expose the dark layer surrounding the heart in order to 
make sense of this life. His hope is that his stories will enable other 
individuals to do the same. His work has appeared or will appear in Phantom 
Kangaroo, The Camel Saloon, Three Line Poetry, Yesteryear Fiction, and The Fring. 

Greg Kuehn writes literary fiction and Southern literature. He is the author 
of short fiction to be published in An Honest Lie, Volume 3: Justifiable 
Hypocrisy. He is currently a senior at the University of Tennessee at 
Chattanooga where he majors in secondary education with an emphasis on 
English. Upon completion of his degree he plans to pursue a career as a high 
school English teacher, a soccer coach, and a writer. Mr. Kuehn served eight 
years in the United States Marine Corps and deployed to Iraq twice before 
receiving an honorable discharge in April 2011. 

Jeff Houlahan is a professor, more particularly an ecologist and conservation 
biologist, at the University of New Brunswick at Saint John, but his path to 
here has been a little circuitous. He spent his formative years in Germany as 

http://thedevilsorchestra.us/
http://abigailwyatt.blogspot.com/


an Air Force brat, and then was a messenger and a waiter and a member of a 
band called the Rainkings for 12 years. Jeff has written dozens of articles 
published in journals like Nature or Conservation Biology but just started 
submitting fiction in June 2011 and had his first short story accepted by the 
online journal Eunoia Review. 

Gay Degani has published in print and online. She is co-editor of Flash 
Fiction Chronicles and an editor at Smokelong Quarterly. She has a collection of 
stories out called Pomegranate. http://wordsinplace.blogspot.com   

Peter Marra  lives in Williamsburg Brooklyn. Among his influences are 
Tristan Tzara, Paul Eluard, Edgar Allan Poe, Russ Meyer, and Roger 
Corman. He has either been published in or has work forthcoming in Yes 
Poetry, Maintenant 4, Beatnik, Crash, Danse Macabre, Clutching At Straws O 
Sweet Flowery Roses, Breadcrumb Scabs, Carnage Conservatory. 

Nicholas Grider is an artist and writer who received dual MFAs in art and 
writing from CalArts and who currently lives in Milwaukee. 
 http://www.nicholasgrider.com 

Gill Hoffs began writing competitively just over a year ago. Her work has 
since won several competitions and is included in five print anthologies 
including the upcoming Stripped, several magazines including upcoming 
issues of Lost In Thought, Schrodinger’s Mouse, and The Linnet’s Wings, and 
widely online at such places as 52/250, Spilling Ink Review, Carnage 
Conservatory, Pure Slush, and Blue Five Notebook. When she isn’t writing, Gill 
helps at her son’s nursery in Warrington and performs at various spoken 
word events, including the recent Edinburgh Festival. She gained a degree in 
psychology from the University of Glasgow, and goes home with her 
scientist husband and four year old son as often as possible to play on the 
Scottish coast and see family. Gill once found plastic explosives on Dunure 
beach and tried to make candles with it, thinking it was wax. 

Holly Day’s poetry, fiction, and nonfiction have most recently appeared in 
Canadian Woman Studies, Skyway News, and Ruah. She currently works as 
a reporter and a writing instructor in Minneapolis, Minnesota, and lives with 
her two children and husband. 

John Kujawski has interests that range from guitars to the Incredible Hulk. 

http://wordsinplace.blogspot.com/
http://www.nicholasgrider.com/


You can find some of his other stories on websites such as Flashes in the Dark 
and The Fringe Magazine. He was born and raised in St. Louis, Missouri and 
still lives there to this day. www.comicbookshowdown.com  

Simon Kewin writes fiction and poetry. Some is fantasy, some SF and some 
can’t make its mind up. His work has appeared in many magazines and 
anthologies. He lives in the UK with Alison and their two daughters Eleanor 
and Rose. He is currently learning to play the electric guitar. 
http://spellmaking.blogspot.com  

Ben Hostetter received his Ba in English from Virginia Commonwealth 
University. He lives in Charlottesville, VA, where he writes everyday with 
his cat, Copernicus. 

Joshua Moses has been employed in all the world’s most hated professions, J 
is not that bad a person once you get to know him. 

Stephen V. Ramey lives in beautiful New Castle, Pennsylvania, home to not 
one, but two pyrotechnics manufacturers. His work has appeared in various 
places, including The Journal of Compressed Creative Arts, Bartleby Snopes, and 
Caper Literary Journal. http://www.stephenvramey.wordpress.com  

Jon Beight lives and works in Western New York. He has been published in 
Red Fez and The Cynic Online Magazine. 

Lynn Beighley is a fiction writer stuck in a technical book writer’s body. Her 
stories often involve deeply flawed characters and the unsatisfying meshing 
of the virtual and actual world. She has an MFA in Creative Writing and 
currently has 13 books published. You can find more of her work in the 
eBook “The Lost Children: A Charity Anthology.” 
http://www.fictionaut.com/users/lynn-beighley  

David James resides in Atlanta, Georgia, and upon entering the third 
trimester of his life he finds himself reading a lot and staring at walls. 
http://mhsclassof58thenandnow.blogspot.com  

Kenneth Pobo has a new chapbook of micro-fiction out from Deadly Chaps 
called “Tiny Torn Maps.” His chapbook of poetry, “Ice And Gaywings,” won 
Qarrtsiluni’s 2011 chapbook contest and came out in November 2011. 

http://www.comicbookshowdown.com/
http://spellmaking.blogspot.com/
http://www.stephenvramey.wordpress.com/
http://www.fictionaut.com/users/lynn-beighley
http://mhsclassof58thenandnow.blogspot.com/


George S. Karagiannis was born in Thessaloniki, Greece and is currently a 
PhD student at the University of Toronto in Canada. He enjoys writing 
science fiction (in a non-professional level, so far) in the subgenres of hard 
science fiction, bizzarro and apocalyptic/post-apocalyptic settings. He is also 
an abstractionism/surreal artist. 
http://abstractsur.blogspot.com  

Sheldon Lee Compton is the author of “The Same Terrible Storm” (Foxhead 
Books, 2012). He survives in Eastern Kentucky. 
http://bentcountry.blogspot.com  

Samuel Cole loves to run, photograph old lanterns, play piano, hang with 
friends, and of course, write. Often, his eardrums pop from so much creative 
thinking.  

Stephen Hastings-King lives by a salt marsh in Essex, Massachusetts where 
he makes constraints, works with prepared piano and writes entertainments 
of various kinds. His short fictions have appeared in Sleepingfish, Black 
Warrior Review, elimae, Ramshackle Review, Metazen and elsewhere. 
http://100edgeeffects.tumblr.commaneuverableword.com  

Rick Hartwell is a retired middle school English teacher living in Southern 
California with his wife of thirty-five years (poor soul; her, not him), their 
disabled daughter, one of their sons and his ex-wife and their two children, 
and eleven cats.  Yes, eleven!  He has previously been published in: Midwest 
Literary Review, The Stray Branch, Flashquake, PigeonBike, Steam Ticket, Burnt 
Bridge, Indigo Rising, Lowestoft Chronicle, Thoughtsmith, among others. When 
not writing he wishes he were still pushing plywood in Coquille, Oregon. 

Larry Strattner, from the northern CA redwood forest, often pens work rainy 
and dark, and is the author of several novels set to appear on Amazon 
Kindle at bargain prices, representing far less cost-per-page than the sweat 
and blood expended to write them, the first, ‘Geek Assassin,’ is due January 
2012. 

Ray Scanlon. Massachusetts boy. Has grandchildren. Extraordinarily lucky. 
No MFA. No novel. No extrovert. http://read.oldmanscanlon.com  

Nicola Belte lives in Birmingham, U.K, and writes fiction. 
http://nicolabelte.blogspot.com 
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Jack Bristow is a short story writer living in Albuquerque, New Mexico. He 
is also a part-time bassist. http://twitter.com/RealJackBristow  

John Dougherty works odd jobs to support his writing habit.  His fiction has 
appeared in Aphelion Webzine.  He dedicates his free time to pursuing his 
passion, writing short stories from his home in Santa Barbara, California. 

Joseph Lerner’s poetry and fiction have appeared or are forthcoming in 100 
Word Story, Compass Rose, Furious Fictions, Gargoyle, Modus Operandi, Pif, 
PoetsWest, and elsewhere.  http://furiousfictions.com 

JP Reese has work published or forthcoming in over forty print and online 
journals. Reese is Associate Poetry Editor for Connotation Press: An Online 
Artifact and Poetry Editor for THIS Literary Magazine.  
http://jp.reese.tumblr.com  

Clyde Liffey lives near the water. 

Voss Foster lives in the middle of the Eastern Washington State desert. 
When he can be pried away from his computer, he enjoys photography, 
cooking, singing, playing trombone, and a good cup of coffee. 
http://vossfoster.blogspot.com  

Emily Smith-Miller is a writer from Austin, TX. She is the editor and 
founder of the horror website The Carnage Conservatory. She has two hellion 
pets, a cat named Sadie and a puppy named Finnegan Ulysses Jameson. She 
attended NYU for English and journalism and can be found at random 
corners of the internet. She loves werewolves, Vincent Price, and ABBA. She 
is ready for the zombie apocalypse. http://www.emilysm737.wordpress.com  

Ron Koppelberger is a poet, a short story writer and an artist. He has been 
Published in The Stray Branch, The Fringe, Write On!!! (Poetry Magazette) Static 
Movement, Necrology Shorts and Record Magazine. He is a member of The 
Poet’s society, The Fiction Guild as well as The Isles Poetry Association and 
The Dark Fiction Guild.  http://Ronnie.Weebly.com  

Townsend Walker is a writer living in San Francisco. During a career in 
finance he published three books: foreign exchange, derivatives, and 
portfolio management. His stories have been published in over forty literary 
journals and included in five anthologies. Two of his stories were nominated 
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for the PEN/O.Henry Award. Four stories were performed at the New Short 
Fiction Series in Hollywood. His book “A Little Love, A Little Shove: Stories” 
is forthcoming from Shelfstealers Press in September 2012. 
http://www.townsendwalker.com 

Charles Huschle writes, meditates, gets on the water as much as possible, 
and loves his children. 

Brian Warfield lives in Philadelphia and publishes chapbooks through 
Turtleneck Press. http://brianwarfield.weebly.com  
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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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