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COVER ART

Keith Nunes (AotearoaNew Zealand) hasad poetry, fiction, haiku and
visualspublished around the globe. He creates ethereal manifestations as a way
of communicating with theutside worldNunes writes when the light pings and the
only voices to be heard are in his head. He sleeps with Kurt Vonnegut's hopes, Cole
Swensond6s descriptions, Lydia Davisbds prose
wheelchair, and so on. He plans to evolve into a particle. He is currently related to Pessoa.

EDITOR

Janine Mercer is a writer, editor, and podcaster living in Milwaukee, WI. Their work has
appeared in many literary journals and various publications in the United Statearauh.
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Letter from the Editor

Does anyone actually read these?

Hello Magpies,

|l tds been awwhtlensbneeofodovadese so | thoug
you.

First, |l 6d |I'i ke to thank you for perusing

talented writers and artists over the years. The winter issue of Corvus will mark 10 years for the
publication, longer than many little lit rags run out of a baattrbom. | am tremendously proud

of all Corvus has produced t he f |l aokl il ®©ds clomitli nuously i mpre:
appears in the slush pile. Corvus is a passion project and will continue to deliver as long as the
Magpies (usually just myself) are able.

As far as abilities go, the end of last year was a challenging one for me. | wound up in the
ER at the beginning of September 2023 with some strange symptomezton 6t bor e you
those details, butnen all was said and done, | found out | had a saddle embolism and was taken
into surgery for a thrombectomy. It was an emergency situation as | could have suffocated from
the buildup of Dblood clots i n my whenhdgsl. I was
would have died. The procedure (I was awake for it all) was successful and | was put on several
rounds of blood thinning medication to help b
recovering and that process could take months, yeamm some ways, may never really

improve. | also strained the right side of my heart so there is much healing to be done.

Therds something about a situation like this that really helps to put thinm$pective.
| love being able to do the little things | always took for granted like stopping to smell the
fl owers or spending time at my pond and watch
"The Dash," refers to the dash on your headstone betyeerate of birth and your expiry

dat e. | 6ve been thinking a | ot more about my
| 6ve done a | ot that many didndét think | woul
of a successful literay j our nal . |l 611 forever be proud of

Anyway, | just wanted to fill you all in a
of the hospital but havendét really explained
continuing to further thislodgastitah.e | it ragbés m

So, in closing, | want to wish you all a bright and vibrant summer brimming with
prospects and all the shiny bits life has to offer. Keep creating. Keep elevating your work and
raising up your fellow Magpies.

And keep feeding your dash.

Janine Mercer



Krumpt a

Al eks Omyl ak

't is objectively imhostyphde 106 dss| hbaeGe
di sli ke Krumpt a. Krumpta is a walking biohaza
and of wet <coal i n December. h8hbl amkeesthr woa
her family for everything (she hates women),
i mparted on her and her unborn children (she
straight while swayKrnugmptna |wasihl s rabschu tmetahdeosnes .
and picks herself up from under their weight
classified as 6braved by the men she eats pr e
and Goddneis()~3 I n her own home, she eats in the
dumplings in such a way that the pork juices
floor in the arrangement of maj or canstnel Itahtei
hardened fatty droplets in chalk, photograph
Jeslusl ypad, who was the first to teach Krumpt a
successfully capture 8Foons$tehkaBBoonsficially

She is

I

a character of -ambbguodusdebptygypdhst
arecrow o

h

sc f a sin machine with -nappedgtbut ha
inside of er skull al | Earthhdomhteesi ssbiutn
coincidence the ultimate governing force that
zookeepers alike. Krumpta is fundamentally de
of personal I mprovement ,beoause-eddoomhiobdit il
procedamesnhtnof dirty money or sexual favors
cold, uncompromising hands of | ifeds pure ind
mi croscopic sand grains scattered across its
sharpened wrath. o This bel i efKrhuansp ttaa kteon rtei nndee r
phil osophical tank we see her as today. Witne:
cmdy to crystalize. Before crystallization be:
cold, sugar water. This distrust of Iife purp
brain and her head bone Isiplae ea | fitkheignast,puargpderr,f i r
gradually inflating |Ii ke a balloon as her bra
speaking, of course, about the tumor, not the
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VARIANT LITERATURE ,;r\“x

A\

Bean Spiller

BEAN

Carroll Ann Susco SPILLER

Susco takes us to hell and back and sings her own mysteries \ \
in this fierce, spare, courageous, poetic rendering of a life N

and lives lived on the mental edge. —Catherine Gammon, )

author of China Blue, Sorrow, and Isabel Out of the Rain CARROLL ANN SUSCO

—’d
Susco writes to both the mentally ill and those PUBLISHING DETAILS

Release date: July 1st 2022
Publisher: Variant Literature

who have no experience with the ill to illuminate,

heal, and come to terms. From various ISBN: 978-1:955602-07-5
. . . F t; back
perspectives, Susco weaves a portrait that is SENY s \
2 Pages: 36
evocative and meaningful in a collection that Genre: Nonfiction
Order Link:

deals with how mental illness is experienced and N :
L ) . https://variantlit.com/product/bean-spiller/

how it is passed down generation to generation. CONTACT

It's about how it is made peace with, dealt with, ey

and ultimately how it is endured. Bean Spiller is Vﬁ;;n:ﬂ: Editor-in Chief

an important statement, fighting the good fight tyler@variantlit.com

against suffering and stigma and fighting for a Kalyn RoseAnne Livernois

s Variant Lit, Managing Editor
new, better way to see mental illness. kalihé) Riantlit.com

\
>

and numerous publications, including
three in The Sun Magazine and two in

The Blood Pudding. Her short story
“Sinking” was made into a film,

renamed ”Burned,” and won best
narrative at the Ohio Film Festival.

)
r
/
Carroll Ann Susco has an M.F.A. from
the University of Pittsburgh in fiction



M. | . A.
Rebecca Kilroy

Maybe itds the Rapture. But surely, if fas:
dondét wuse turn their signals made it i1 nto Hea
Maybe it wiped everyone out o vyerinmnguhnte .a nAdn dy o unh
bodi es? Maybe the plague eats flesh. And bone
ani mals because you havenodét seen any either i
el se. Maybe itds you. Maynae oyo d@raa . h Malybei ryatu
of arboemigng practical joke/ gégechHouaoday!®dd ost ud:
youdre meant to go insane. Maybe i f you screa
t hemsel ves. No? Then maybe youdbre cursed. May
a lesGoowmunhidhmgeADsCyhr i st Magb€atbli s i s puni shmen
your |l ast four boyfriends. Maybe youdre dead
you glwastedpernatur al being, maybe the one wi
was definitely probably Jason but did you gho
aliens. Maybe the undead. Maybe itdéodoaesndt ma
wor |l dwi de metaphor for modern mands | ack of ¢
l uck .| Maghbe i f you wait | ong enough, things w
thereds no one around to tell you thatodés a ba



This Ol d Moon
Maxi edJane Frazier

Moonl ight sl ashed through branches, stripi

t he window -twth & bh uhsébra nsdoddesn j abbing stomp and | ef
fingernail sliver, this very mo®.n whad cihfe dMihriise
were still riding through the fifteen years o
ache expanded in her chest: the thinning skin
shot a molten beam riivepl iomg oa direas 0 wtnh é oplo/o leinrt
Witnessed their abandoned wolf howls? 111l umin

One breath Anot her. Now the I ycan |l ight p!
|l ight her way again.



I nstruction Manual
Sl ater Ross
MATTERLEG®@ASSEMBLY AND | NSTALLATI ON

WARNI NG: The EMast tneortLocaom oy, i i mpso@eproduct
assembly of equipment can result in grievous
removal of onedés self from reality entirely.

Manufacturer 6s Note: Here at Product 1| nc,
service; to take our already extraordinary re
a new Artificially I ntel-Pamemtt Nesoembeaddédagly
that you hold in your hand. These instruction
to appeal to each speci fi cE.culsft otnheers ea sdsiermebcltiino
specifically tail orteanded yprug g rf#r@netmap taag pleNaaln
directly to the assembler as though you are b
NanPoafewi | | say things that are-Pmpleabndupr o€eead
with caution.

Product I nc. thanks you for your purchase.

Signed,

Ri chard Weed Jr., CEO of Product 1| nc.

Component s:

Al 2in Screws (32)

GG LeaRBadAnation Panels (8)

HH Stabilizer Cage w/ I nput Port (1)
Q3 WeeaMechanical Finger Lathe (1)
A2 Cursed Object (1)

Step 1: Using a Phillips head sc-Raddatven,
Panels (GG) to the Stabilizer Cage (HH). Mi s s
you and/or the surrounding areg., Buod yods apa
you |live on the nice side of town

Step 2: Within the Stabilizer Cagte (HH) is
Mechani cal Finger Lathe (Q3) at the I nput Por
correctly installed. Leave your coffee in the
room carpet and the carpet naliteakKeepegmaurt ¢ el
handy; you might receive a call soon.



Step 3: Carefully handle your Cursed Objec
Object (A2) comes in contact with bare skin,
contaminated area itches, stingdgear ibumwends ad cn

Position the Cursed Object (A2) gently bet
Wea¥drat he (Q3) . I't sahoubeéetsvseepenhtiemni mi dnst al

|l f the Cursed Object (A2) is glowing purpl
never before seen by human eyes that penetrat
reshape your very identity, begmannionng otrh ed esaltoh
encephal opathy, you have received a defective
for instructions on howbtecrnet urn your defect

*Product I nc wildl replace your Cursed Obje
not | iable for damages incurred from defectiyv
appl y.

Not e: I f you have made it past Step 3 with
compl ete disregard towards caution and/ or per

Step 4: You missed a Screw (Al) in Step 2,
your coffee back to the kitchen. 1toés okay. Gi
energy radiating out of theewr(Alre. sOncehgou
MatteELlLwmomhe upright position Be sure to ins
downl oad in the Google Play Store and the App
website for more information,.

Step 5: Your mother is calling. You shoul d
youdre her |l ast connection to hexgriamhlippgfte
commune. Your phone is connectad twdiwihf it ,hes @ pi
downl oads.

Your motyweypuw okrersesw. |t would really brighte

Step 6: Now that the app is installed, you
MatteEbdampr Watal so offer a Premium Blueprint
l ow price of $29.99/ month. FE®I ufepene r0tAsD doersi g
our own MatEtseorfLtpwamizea v! abl e for downl oad in th
Appl e Store for the recently discounted price
website for more information Uoe cdde oRFRODWQ
purchase

Not e I f, after Step 3 you noticed a note
di sregard towards caution and/ or personal saf
I n reality you made a dire andepi r2r ebwe rfsoirbgleda te
Screw There is nothing to be done. You wil|l l
bet ween the hours of 4:35pm Mountain Standard
Ti me

wi || Ce.

Step 7: Call your mother back. Yo
1 I

u
your existence wi be systemati cal y removed



never expected her to be a superhero, you onl
al ways was. Tell her you know that she tried
has nothing to apologize fsarbland otrhdthey awtneew
drunkard father or stinky hippy sister. No r e
with her because she is all you wil/ have | ef
exi stence widhdatvi hgr dpieeinndg oamgi ven for the in
having existed at all Hurry, you are running

Step 8: Enter your credit card information
MatteELobWml oad a profile photo and personal b

t housands of Matterl oomers near you. Enjoy vyo
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When | Was a Pirate
Sarah Daly

When my father was dying, my mother took m
by the superheroes, cowboys, and astronaut s,
woul d peer over the tall seatdg)| asthsofbilngheve
previews were riveting and source material fo

My mot her 6s unseeing eyes only vaguely dis
was figuringnacacat mpwf aworete scenes in our sm
fence would be my jungle, the stlimktshe mgvesmiom
when it was too dark to play outside, but too
and shipwrecks, and buried treasure and give

When he was first diagnosed, my mother and
he sat in the |living room with the television
finish eating and then my mot hlelry wohud ds dte aifn tf
the televisionSamy matyherndboaddhtniwshtear pl ugs
he began to vomit, he vomited directly on the
pl aced at his feettor yWHhen crhyeamotihemwpwotledd t hr
room. When she placed a blanket on his |l ap, h
hair, he would ruffle it. After a few mont hs,
pot aeodewd, onto the rug. My mot her would scr
Soon, his body was so weak that she was abl e
him to the guest room. After theati ,m.|l Trhaemelhy 6
grunt and stick it 1 n his pocket so it was al

Whenever he was sl eeping soundly, we | eft
us and saved us the seats we |iked, right in
for popcorn or candy, but sometRiorhds .t He aushadrh
carefully, slowly peeling back the wrapper th
woul dndét notice. The flavor stayed in my mout
exciting. Even if the movi et lwiarsg at hatmalnceq u lt &
appealed to me: a c¢liff, a cool car, a Ferris
boy who | oved i magining games, drawing, and m
rocket ship, f1l yontloy tnhaek emonoyns.e |[I1ff aln dc ooutlhder s s n
reason to worry

So, it was ot until my fatherdés final hou
had motioned me to enter his bedroom and stan
though my mother kept the area spled ess, the
paraphernalia exuded coldness, sterility, and
deaBwerything in the room, from the pil/l bottl
ungener ous. I turned tforwamm dnsy hsiing hotn.| yHet ow absl obcr
and could barely facmanmblits myy d a.t hide ; wde mwats s
zombi e, some supernatur al being who only part
|l ook at him, a man who my mother and I had on
pl acate hisnséa@ifthng mMbadsyou | ove him, 0 my m
to pl easer emil IMg,tdherbbjut my mouth was full of st

amlien disguised as my father. A coughing, <ch



hed and | ed me away. I fl ed
d my mind confusing reality

s deat h, my mot her becklonneidt smef oirnt
some time. She opened the side drawer, and th



What Crows Think of Us
Tim Murphy

Do you ever think

about the things animals

must say behind our back?

Or maybe to our face.

For they know we donét
to anyone but ourselves,

and hardly even that.

Letbébs take Crows. They
our trash, take our shiny things,
live amongst us, know us well.
They must think it odd we need
studies to know they know us.
They must find us aloof. No.
Arrogant. These glorified primates
who need clothes to be seen,
pave the world to stone,

leave the stove of this planet on,
sleepwalk through streets

only noticing our owr®

all the while, still thinking

we are the ones aware.

Perched on a lamppost,
the crow sees us coming.

Reads wus | i ke books they

Walnut in their beak, at the ready.
Drop it just as we draw near,

as we drive on by,

as they feast using these tools
they make of us.

| i st en
nose through
donot need.



Cockl ebur
Mar k Dunbar

Cockl eburt,hdt sle@vemogot it wrong
haul i ng nmruyyp phreiamped o the tent sale
everyatdagi d that before | ong
spoil age wins, lifts 1ts insidious veil
to show how the dance really ends How quaint
How desperate it makes the come hither,
hownadequate etiquette, how faint.
Your dance ar dégsu ievreprt,y, cockl ebur
shout , quff you unceremonious h

pining for a the stale nice

r
I
scorn your c
l ing stranger
wonder of for
ngdom for a h

e

t
aft, your most d
before they <can
kenness again,
dsome dose of pain.

L n n S
S5 Qo



My

| nfestati on

J. Tavares

"l'tdos not supernatur al I never said that.
sure what's going on here, |l just have a susp
don't believe that kind of thing."

Her |1 ook dipped from hisshieryte st hirooatghhg a fhreo ndt
bet ween door and | amb.

"1 dondét think ités good you being here by
you seem | ucid, but | donodot | i ke any of this
Dr Besi c?"

"Look, | checked for carbon monoxide, whic

it. That's not an issue here. The furnace d
talking about i sndt anything tohedroe wint hy enaer.s ,A
Maybe a decade. "

"Like raccoons and shit?" She asked, maybe
she showed up on the porch. "They can be dang
sl eeping in the dark, | et alonednww!|l dyanpomass

"l was a child." Jacob said. "An anxious ¢

He tried to remember that weak, coward chi
faint siscotmisbhyd feonga noaft ed wi th her into the eve
possessions and high ceilings. He coul dndét an
dark by the evening skyodéds color and shut the

I n turning from the doorway to face the in
seeped out of his b-abkrto bBessbhppetbeptbgpelde
was excited Anticipating. ulnhaaftr awads. wrto nwga. s nl'tt
human reaction

With the energetic euphoria of a new mil|l|
the smallest of the three bedrooms and the cl
pushed in the part of the waelclt atnhgalte sbweuynogn di.n we
would have been foreboding even i f one were ¢
shocked dvwhen olweld sthaandd he door behind him. He F
see i f there was aa thraincdkl et oo ng etthtei nign siitd eo poern a g

What i f he had told Elena that he saw shap
they were. Or that he knew why the bank | et h
Oscar didn'"t worry about her npatpheeatviics,edh aumelid
could fix it wup.

He wal ked in the dark and felt no dread ev
behhnuom. Coarse fabric brushing gently against
in a burlap sack. Hi s eyes wide open, he smil/l

take from him and give to him, and then to be



AfHuman Gardenbo

Brian Pargkr adse astnudnetnht attending high school [

vi sual arts. Brian's art portfolio encompasse
diverse interests and inspiBraanoes] oQest expéoo
readi ng, and spending time with friends and f
his artwork with a wider audience and | ooks f
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acrifice My work is done
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, the planet was warm aga

have everything, murmured
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Rosarita
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Karma

Jeffrey Zable

ADo you smell something burning?o0 t
asked the crocodile, who responded,

on fire and then ask me if I smell something burning!?

|l 6m going to eat you right now, but
you over my taill!o

And thatdés exactly what he did, but
was cooked therocalile had burned so much of his tail

that he was on the verge of extinction.

Hurling the monkey into the water, it was immediately

eaten by another crocodile who thanked him for sacrificing

himself so nobly.

To which he responded, Al f that s

then | can now die happy, knowing that | leave
with the best of karma. . . so much so, that maybe

theyoll make me a king when | come

he monkey
AYou set
first | 6m

before th

what you th

back again



Wo man Glnltnoosn Encl osur e
Brooksie C. Fontaine

The | i on woul dno6t eat me . At first, t hat '
to the idea of ending my I|Iife in such a memor
ani mal .

It wasndét that | hated my job, |l actwually
for me. I hated the people | worked with. I
birthday for Jim or Joe or Diewhher theyRatwchleke:
about themsel ves.

I f | wanted forced civility with | oathsome
dad, both of whom were married to people who

My job paid decently, but there was a down.
physical needs are met, all thatoés |l eft to th

My parent s, |l 6m sure, felt they met the qu
When my mom got remarried, | heard her qui bbl
get him to agree to adjust their custody arra

| came to the top of the stairs, and heard
Marinads going to be busy with the baby. I f
mot her 6s. 0

It was childish, to be so hung up on that.
i ving. You realize that when you dondét have

| dated men. | dated women. They never s
a baby, but | didndét want to bring a child in
someone to serve as backup ié, somankiagl dtappa
sl eeping with people | didndét know.

| went to the zoo to distract myself, beca
Ginabds bridal shower, and even drunk | coul dn.

| | eaned over the edge of the enclosure, a

That was when | decided | wanted to be eat

| thought about jumping into the enclosure
ipressing their faces to the glass, saying 0wt
couldnét do it in front of them. 't would ha

Sol, hid in the shrubs as the sun went down
announced that they were closing in thirty mi
a few times as they made theimaveoseesn, toredtliop
head i f theyoéd just | ooked down.

By that point, 106d sobered up a bit and it
wanted to do this.

| poked my head comically out of the shrub
|l eft, then right. The coast was <cl ear.

I hurt my ankle so bad jumping into the en
broken it. As | sat on the ground, wincing,

| was pretty sure there were females in th
they were nowhere to be seen. Even though th



There wer
had startl ed
mane was gol

He was so

My heart

Then, t he
and sighed,

I stared
This sense o

AHey, 0 |

I al most

l nstead,
ball oon, and
coul d, and b

He smel | e
to his warm

|l 6d find
di dndt intohteiyc

I breat he
Because the
stupidity.
sl eep. It f

| 6d wake

The | ion

e lights in the enclosure, so | ¢
, gol d eyes, ri mmed with black th
d around his face, burnt chestnut
much bigger up cl ose. Hi s head
shot spikes of adrenaline through
' i on made a disinterested sound,
ears flicking bsicked amalwd .ay hi s ¢
at him, in disbelief and annoyanc
f, how dare you turn me down?
said, trying to prompt him into a
swatted him, but that seemed so m
|l stroked his mane. 't had a den
a wooly, fléeaxi dloebtekxthowewhyl b8
ecause it had beenthai ngoong ti me si
d musky, | ike a farm. He chuffed
flank.

out | ater that they had security
edinden 6t think anyone could be that
d in, and the Iion breathed out,
uni verse was Kkind e@ndwdmgnoti mpallk
Because there was netitl It omagil d oinn a
elt Biblical, |ike a message.

uspt rtuoc kt hfea caewse of early morning zoo
and I would [ ook up at them, and



The Wind
Seungmin Kim

Because he still waits for you, there

Ri ght over there, right beside you

He still waits for you, i1if you ever need him
Like the whispers you wer e

ever meant to hear, he tried

to bring it close to you

You surely havenét forgotten when he

braided your hair for that first date and
comforted you when they never showed up

Or howut those paper airplanes that

heéd al ways carry for you, just to make sure
that youdd never feel l i ke 1t wasndét enough
All those times the sun was out in fury

and he came rushing in tides of breeze

just to make sure you wouldnoét fal/l il

The one who slips around your shoul ders

and sings

and sings
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AThe Piloto

Erin Kimis a student attendi

ng a school in S
in her room alone working on he

r art, she enj



Chemica

Our Lat
Wi | | no
Coded t O
But eve
Bot h th

OQur dying
Wat ching

Though
For wus,

Books s
Mi st ook
Crooks
Look at
Pushed
Ambush

XSutmvades the
|l hita Anne

e Sun, in which formaldehyde is now ob
t yet explode, a kind of pacified dyna
stay ablaze in quiet devotion
n with his cosmic ode, slowly a carefu
e star and mankind, grow weary and tri
desperation we try to sell
us i n somber, his careful routine er
demi se is a faraway ember, the sun fig
his beloved creations
ay that AM6és gl ow and proudly smile on
6em for weak morns | know that just ¢
stole all l ove from the Sun and Il eft m
80s | adies, tanned. Not the shade | &6m
my energy in arctic water and made me
the entire earth with flames to solve
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blue and blue and blue conveys the
overwhelming importance of having
(every so often) a complete washing off of
your desire for success. Heading to the sea
or the ocean on a trip is a classic setting
for such narratives because of the
immense power and repetition of the
water, something that can bring a life into
starker focus. If you can find a way to be
simple and loving and a part of
community that takes care with each
other in a pronounced humanistic way,
then everything else is superfluous. This
book was written to bring you back into
that.

]
darren c. demaree

yoems
I

https:// www. fernwoodamib-aeldlomé 2024/ 06/ 14
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EXPosiumtehi ans 13
Kr oi

I smile at men in my heartdés gut, I

|l shake them off my damned | egs, rootl es

c
—

6t be dead deep sea fish
want a paper dol |l t

o catch a fly with vinegar all you
hink | ove is science and think they
renceo

know as well as varmints that | <coul d
ing beakers brimming with the river
e them drink it up and corrode thei
show you a pervert thatoll put yours
l ing through the | iquid massacre with
king Corinthians 13



Val eri an
E. P. Lande

Jos® is having troubl e sdl9e e0p0i,n gwh iVhhi,| ei nh et hg

our di dmer wakmes up bet ween midnight and 3:00
night mares, wusually centered around his gr owi
Castrobs Cuba, |, too, would be having nightm

Al dondét know what to do, 0 he whdalkdut Since
just about everdlt hdindgn éatn dt aekvee rayrbyo drnyot i c e .

AHave you tried melatonin?0 | asked.

AYeah, and it didndt wor k; Il still wake up
rage on. o

AWhy not go to the natural food store in Mo
something, o0 | offered.

AWi Il you go for me?0 he pleaded. | expecte
going to Morrisville, and seeing the humanity
such that 1 6m surprised his imeghthmarse sachavad |y
Morrisville Then again, perhaps Morrisville

I n the natdapdr dtoeod ksyt oa el oc al hi ppie with
kneéds asked what he wWwhlid ht akdhhamkrfa |lHeg,J he® was

AHave you tried melatonin?0 he asked, smack
one of the protein bars the store sells.

AYes, 0o | answered, as though | was the one

AwWell , why not try valerian, o0 and he wal ked
me. fAltés not addictive, 0 he added, as a sel/l
j ust mi gohftf .have been a turn
On the drive home, my thoughts traveled bac
r l der, cultivated, European friends,
rtif in the I|living roon mdgartchesadditd,el W
en, I recommend you take valerian toni
It was the first night of our vacation toge
wonder ful vacations she and Al fred had spent,
occasionally, to St Moritz, odnd heef gtlhaeciirerwal k
Altés your first night at this altitude; vyo
Jeanne called her the oracle, as if everyth
en Il rmgard should have been on Wall Stre.
in New York, and that woulrmomohterhave sui:
odnaanldi tsyhe woul d have had to take a triple
altitude.
|l take valerian even when web6re back home
recalled I rmgard telling us that she al wa
all owed her to pass stools more easily, and t
red pill, so necessary was it to her comfort.
Al buy a sufficient supply 6dfélValterkieanny oaut ttl
order to never, ever, be without.o

p
e
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But she told us the same thing about anothe
she took just before lunch, in order to aid h
without iit, even when she @angdhd&ppireg. were on

ATomorrow | Ol | Il nstruct the concierge to t
t heyoll be sure to have sufficient supply on

And then there was the yellow capsule she t
odal ways popping one in her mouth after |l unch

AAnd, i f you take my advice, children, youbo
back to America, because |1 d6m certain that you

I remembered she said the same thing about
4: 00 tea, to settle her nerves, and a
|l i eved that every@nd lougphtsettd |teak enetihr

Al 61 | part with four valerian, 06 and she too
hundred pills, and handed us four. fnNBe sure e

ly after we first met her, | ridg arced ha
pp Il she swall owed every evening with her dinn
all owed her to enjoy her evening |listening to

And then thehmapwas btllae kstpad |l she ook whene
which was several times every day. l rmgard ne

By the time | arrived back at the house, my
her priestessd6 holy wisdom. |l |l ooked at the b
dumped its contents in the trash.
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irl 6s summgou andetloto show me a
, I can stiLkebsbanedtbPeppessi hhat
er you | effomadtbutewmembpromi sed vy
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y favomfhae sugtdtegsu | aughed
salt @dedasweal was too i mpat.
| der bsbdDthendscOudt Spveey sing
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your chest pressed ag
t we-howr bones you | ef

b bBpreeal o
a
for just oneimore tend
t
t
I

number

a soft car ess t o S Mmoo

t
one mo
edges w©«f asheiddeave. i nt

n
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0
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0
of my | it

So pl ease,
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From January 25, 2003 through June 10, 2018,
tific

transmitted critical scien [ data from the
Back here, in the outfield, in the sandl ot s,
craned back, stretched their mitts into the Db
|l 6ve got iteée
| 6ve got ité
|l 6ve got ite
The message read
Thereds no | ife hereée
and so, we took off our gloves and went home,
ki cking up -vgerielast ,b erheidn dd uusst,
great, red clouds of disappointment.
But, as is often the case,
the meewagemore compl ex
than the one we received.
Detail sé nuance, It seems,
gets scattered as much by space
as by anything el se.

The message read:

There is no |ife here.

Forget Mar s .

Forget Kabul . Forget the Gul f.

Forget I ndochina. Forget Tar awa.
Remember the first ti me
you saw the stars in black December water
and thbegbt musbhebdheéi Batt h

Forget the Somme.

Forget Verdun.

Forget the Wil dernesséeé
Antietamé Stone Mount ai n.

Remember the first nightfall
you saw the planets shivering in your brother
and thbegbt must be | ight i1inside us al



Cannae.

Mar s é
s no |

f

Forget

e here.

Jer i

cho.
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AWe Ate Bananas and Wore Paperclipso

Erin Kimis a student attendi

ng a school
in her room alone working on he

r ar t | she
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To
cou
sho
eve

mi n
ot h

you

e ?
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I al ways thought that Osomeday everyone meet
nged wifithhel ae @ehtone call . I was watching the

voice on the other end said,

"I 6m calling to make an appointment for you

t time would you Iike?"

It sounded preposterous, of course, and | al
tty bored since my retirement, so | stayed o
"1 know youo6re selling something, so why don
The voice on the other end sounded both anno
"Whoever started this rumor that someday eve
e to tell you that itds I|literally correct. N
|l was actwually starting to enjoy this. Since
|l said to myself, What the hell ?

"Okay, how about Thursday at 12 noon?"

"That wor ks. Fate wil!/ be in the diner acros
rsday. Dond6t be | ate; heds pretty busy."

The phone | ine clwacsk eddi,s aapnpdo itnhtaetd wbaesc aiuts.e |1
ch for a product, an invitation to an insura
money, but no, that was it.

That was two days ago, and | had al most forg
I was about to cross the street to the diner
my surprise, | walked imtgiasabheempihy dnheebehN
deeen the ma " tre d, who usvually stands by th
rt, fHhAookimgatmaentwho moti oned me over I wal
n believe Utwhsashkhgdng this, b

"Are you Fate?"

"What were you 4foypeedi sg2l et Anl?l &elk h, Il 6m Fa
utes |l ate. Youbre not my only designated per
er side of town in twenty minutes. "

"What happens if | make you | ate?"

Hi s-l ekt features and dark 4typve&isgddenly beca
"Donét tempt mel! "
This was starting to get | ess funny.

"What do you want with me?"

He still appeared annoyed by my being ten mi
Look, |l &m going to make this quick, you kno
to buy a lotto ticket. |l have to go."

He then just disappeared. I found myself sud

ping her foot on the fl oor.

"Sir, today is a busy day. Have you made up

I answer @dzien d Ah&8ILT, |l ight on the mayo."

So here | am eating a BLT, wondering, What t

edom? Do | need to get a job or a hobby? Or,
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mi |
has
act
ser
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hed
er

Ha l
" Wh
Wh e
ht.
" Wh
" Ac
rt

" Wh
"1 06
She
" We
"1s
'Ye
Wh

it down with coffee. | wal ked out of the

remembered seeing before. I wal ked over a
* % *

u would expect, the ticket won, and to

ire with a penthouse suite overlooking

l'y changed for the betther gsiamde m smagt nm

true. There was a knock on the door; i

ves, p set up my breakfast table by
cour se,

fway thr , there was anot
o could '
n | ope w the most beaut
at |

t ual

ky star brings you into my |ife?2"
a cup of swugar. I |l i ve across the

stick your

er in the mix?
O6m here for r

u f g
| S ar , not sweet t
[ see what I h e. I occasi onal
ood in these Kk chen cabinets.

, and when she grabbed it, I hel

at ar e
m not

t houg
1, o k

that
S, i n
y that
want to be close to where we |ive. This w

doing, silly?"
ing go until you agree to have
or a moment .
How about the restaurant di
Brazilian steak house that

r t
e S
ct, that 6s what itdéds call ed, T
[

e
erv
h

® =0

ou at 7:007?2"
By the way, please | et

t come quickly enough.
even better than | r eme
e ,f rmoarst ae rbti rga meeeo.n Tsh egrne

d.
ed ahead of her, sticking my body ut
n as | fell to the ground. I had just
y Bl ood was pouri agdout fefttmyybedy Fia
I y Vvisionl,i kie |Foaotkee dp ouipn tainndg suapww amyd ec
ds were the |l ast | ever heard:
l ive by The Sword, die by The Swo
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Yoon Park is a dynamic high school student enroll
channels her creative energy into writing and vis
medi ums. Additi onarl Inyysischeard ss pae mdass sheorn dppar e ti
guitar. Her dedication to her craft has earned he

Young Writers Conference.



Moving Wall
Marie Cloutier

| take two cheeseburgers and hope no one needs anything for a minute. We're all so
hungry, us volunteers, we've been in the sun all dayh&lfethe grieving look for the names of
loved ones on this hatfize Vietham War memorial wall traveling the country in the summer of
1990. They leave mementos as we lick French fry salt off our fingers, hoping the mourners don't
judge us for our smiles. Battack food as it lands. Cheeseburgers, plain burgers, two bags of
fries. We can't help it, the fries are so good, their grease spreading like sunburn.



The Condi Whi sperer
EIl I n ot

c 3

n ent
e N ohm
| , has no sense of the |
prevention. She giyvV
0 | ®eve htaglr .noNit motud d
en costume: a skunk
ts, o0 her mother tol
f all owed to. But s
ien ofurt o rotf @f TRyw SR @
r finger clean, ov
her continues, Ava

S

e

t

n and youdll hear |
t

n

a

t

Ava, being a tod
diet on growth or d
preferences cause t
choosing her first
AAva only eats ¢
se red squirt bo
kitchen tabl e,
hroom cup and su
Someti mes, her w
saturatedr i HeAnz 57.
sauce, returning the
but only i f her mothe

AWhat does her doc

Uf—f-r—t-
O =T
—~+ ® O

d
i s
h o
Ha
on
tt
S i
c k
ea

ahera pladt o f WwWreumom
ddli kesmpoacmsn di tmean
2?0 | ask. Avads m
d concern, despit
i keame, else omawi b é
fast as a bowl of

out
perplexing propensity. Br ea

iatrician finally
g g
p
bacon bits.
A
h

row wacky eatin

s much as | care about Ava, l 6m in no pos|

wi t children since | eaving childhood mysel f,

She came with my marriage; her mother is my h
vads mother and | sit with our veggie wr a,
di ments, 0 | muse, eerily mesmerized by Av.

before me.

I go through

1]
O
o

S ol never once hittin
containers of penade, pesto, and t
anation that o esMediatsed rramaman seisatm
ter, sheo6ll jo friends at a Mexi can
e, salsa verde, mol e sauce. ADar k cho
ke dyesosert, only health
Mor e. O
small warm hand on my ¢t hi
e wit-bmbéey magol gup.
You want more?0 | ask, wo
idered that sheb6s more |
No. You more. o0 She grabs
eated on my | ap, she runs
ging to the sides, then f
AAva! 0 her mdrmehow,nowst ob
Ava gives her -tiomgercedost ia
pl ate so tiny puddle of brine
finger stir. Then she | ooks at

< ® O

o|To

h nudges my dr

QD
-
SNt ot »>otoo0 T
ﬂc—_
(0]
-~ QO ~+ 3
< T — —Q o«
Q -
-
QD

35
R



AShe just made fry sauce, 0 | breathe to he
in the sauce, and br i ngdsweudpr et of amyi |Inyo u tShh.e Ip odpos
beam at her. ltés as good as any restaurant.

Did she just nod at me? | dismantle my wra
and put it in front of her. Sheupiofasya gdirpl. p

Her hucnonautsed finger stops hal f wasy itnmot ch etrh emoduitph

uses two fingers to make it wvanish down the h
And suddenly Iém | aughing, as her motheros
AEverythingbés going to be okay!o | tell he

condi-mehyschil dhood, Ava wainldl/ ofri rmde rh esro utl rmah e,

appreciate her eccentricity, tell her she mak:

pl anet while happily churning out the potato

APeopl e ameée ndednaboaw their condi ments, o |
perfect stranger on soci-ahoomeidmn @b thhe ecau e eld pn
mayo, on a tomato sandwich. 0 Ava a@ltamber 1§ Odig w|

girl her éoirmm arndtswarnalo | reach into the bag a
AOh no, 0 moans Avabés ®mother. AYoudre not gc
AMy editor wants one more story for the co

such a happy ending. See, | 6ve already writte
And sheo6ll be a wonderful daughter, meeti ni

gour met mar ket cafe. They have the best olive
tbifver !



Bearded Manbo

i ndsay Bai k iinst ear nsattui déémai lu lastavlie@no li si passi onat e
d collecting CDs. She spends much of her fr

i
L
an

Currently, Lindsay is working on building her
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king for Tony
hael e Jordan

"Tony?" Nettie pulled open the door to Uni"
re?" She stepped most of the way inside, |
couldn'"t | et the door f alsl tshheuto bovri osuhse 'pd a
k first It was practically identical to U
call ed again

Nobody there Nettie stepped back, and | et
h the same, but when she opened her mouth

er heard of that one befoSeshesostrhiegded., dar
ked around. There was no sign of Tony, and
1.¢c turned out to be Garden World. Uh oh.
t of flowers was unmistakable: roses, daff
ad? She |l oved orchids! It WasisnooBéemelgyef uin
could prop the door armBditstprriohpépidnogounadev er
ked. Never. She sighed.

1d revealed a raging blizzard and 1.e was :
n't even |i ke to | ook When she opened 1. f
had to put her shoulder to the door to cl
She peeked into 1.9g carefully, but it | ook
tall windows. A grand piano stood on a pol
ned in as far as she dared. "Tony? You in t
"That's Mr. Clarence to you," sneered some
"Great," muttered Nettie. "IlI'"ve discovered
1-h admeoned i nto an elegant room with tall w
nl i ght Most doors opened into daylight. W
uti ful "Tony?" she peered intomohe di mnes:
ply, keeping just a few fingers on the doo
"Tony?" echoed back a musical voice. A man
was young and sl i m, Wrapped in a robe, wit
beauti ful to be a ' Tony' ,h'erhef rseaei dh.a n"dP eirnh
d, and stroked it with his | eft.

His touch startled her and she and jerked

r lady, you mustn't go."

A wotmahmost idendappeéatedtthreomainhe ot her si
d on Nettie's shoulder. "No, indeedd" she

cannot be so cruel as to | ealvaendi sar'r iSvheed se
tie's hand, just above the fingers hooked

d, not quite hard enough to force her to |
"Please, stay," purred the brother. He ki s
n he kissed her wrist and next her ar m, an
sister did the same, withrdhéeéosamaref hect
Il d hardly breathe.

"You're vampires," she gasped. "Let me go.
"You don't mean that." They spoke as one.



They could, and she knew it. Oh, God, how
she croaked. "1 have not come in of my own fr
made you say you were there vol unmoavwiidsy. They

It worked. They pulled back. Only a coupl e
into the hall way, and pressed the door shut,
and fighting the i mpulse to fling it back ope

She approached 1.) with great care. She wo
speak to anyone in there except Tony. She tool

Even without her stepping forward, the | in
before she had finished sayivyap,ck"Tony?" so th

She caught herself with her forearms on wh
ball ooned up around her The crackle of f1l| ame
"Hell worl d?" she screamed “"Nol!'" I " m not dead

She scrabbled, sobbing, at the doorframe,
purchase she already had. She was not athl et]i
She crawled back up, and | ay thercoar | ®mnigl It i pn
open by her | ower body.

Eventually she hauled herself to her feet.
it, wondering just how badly she wanted to fi
Did she really have to risk another door ?

She sighedSosYes, opbreredi tdthe door.

She blinked There was no o psnbsieweg, foonuntdhe o
herself | ooking into a mirror. "Toni!"™ cried |
you everywherel!"
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10hings | Wish Someone Told Me When | First S
Zo® Mahfouz
1 No one is going to Adiscover youo0O because yc

Port®&esnt.op hangiPng zoountH dHotl Ityhwood Boul evard.

2 Do not get your hopes up when you take

part

chool. No agent will show up. Noeemstyogr di ¢ a

O
—
O
(¢
o

for a pint of beer.

erformance and end up be
omeone ol der, younger, t a
ince Uncle Jackods | atest

w OWT STW

n
I r,
b nch.

areer includes modelling for Gucci,

omo A

5 No, y ou
according

c
t
when youodre
restaurants

ann
o your | atest DNA test, but
fr
Wi h your mom.

6 Do not fall for ficlass c¢cl ownso. Cl ass

matter of time until they serve you a

7Do not oversell your speci al skills

The decision of casting you or not for

as to do with how the director seevorthg ch
i ng rayecd eldl drecea uisres

I or just

r

Wi

a r ol

hi s n

Do not compare your selyfe-attad dtnh eymotuo e ¥aegsennsciyl e r
nni ng
creen Actors Guild Award alongsi de Dakota Fa
i fferent. You dream doesndt have an expirati

ot pl ay EVERYTHI NG. I know you

t hat dc

on

0
om the Hamptons andeyBWdiucshtedari m h
t

cl own s
cal zone

your

roll erblades when you were 2 doesndét mean you

8 You wi || become a brand ambassador i
9There is TlhesSbgugAffhemhov

10¥ou expect too much of this |ist.

k e

you



Mitchell Waldman

Mi t chell Wal dman is the author of the novel
coll ections. Hi s | at est i s SBRANIGERS| whATckhER S,
stories about f ansiddlyenddesd ufnamii loyn, iwmorak ,noAdol

alternative |ives and possible reincarnation
aging alcoholic mampti cecoman chtamegglaitng etde f
their |ives, and more. Many of these stories
and feelings of the characters that they do |
someti metsheir very bodies. For more informat.i

hi s welbtstig:e/ /ami t chwal dman. homestead.



http://mitchwaldman.homestead.com/

ADragon Was Bo(rw An CAO)Stream
Karen Lee

Once upon a ti me,

the sun turned iIits cheek to a bright red.

't blushed,

and with it the glimmer of sunlight disappear
The stream kept fl owing,

even though there is no one to shine against

Af ttdarmrel ess more twirls of the sun,
the stream was rewarded with the most majesti
a dragon.

Despite its humble origins of a | onely stream
it flipped its wings and flew into the sky,
becoming a star in the dark shade

The dragon keeps the world from being unnavig
guiding the troubled soul s,

rewarding all those who try

no matter where they come from
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Passing Notes
James Nel | i

Even afdevwver oydeyrs, the moment she wal ked t
was SustanansHeurcent blue eyes, soft rounded chi
everyone else in the restaurant. The |l ingerin
cucumber permeated every corner aft amnhd&iermacthavo
sout hwest of downtown Los Angeles. The owners
in the | ast five decades, but the memories re

Susan | ooked apprehensive as her eyes dart
when he stood up and their eyes met, her appr
and a burst of excitement. Theyg amptr otacc hleao ke at
eager. But as their arms met and they drew ea
i mmedi ately became the present situation. The
memories that onlyl|lAdamppnrdecSwmdaen coul d fu

The | ast few years had been difficult for
i mpossible, for them to find. Susan had | ost
Adamés wife passed away when deanlelnyt,i amesrl miwll g/s s
claimed her body. They found each optehresronon so
meeting.

Adam held Susandés hand tight, not wanting
He | ed her back to the booth overlooking the
school time enjoying all that stnhbg Qaelw.f drursita m
meaningful today.

Susanébés once vibrant red hair had streaks
of a |life filled with disproportioaageppeamount
beard and thinning gray haifr tienfell edthey tshe wd
uttering a word, staring at each other admir.i
uncomfortable but satisfying

Finally, Susan broke the silence, her voic
believe itdéds really you?" Her eyes glistened
She was having only |l imited success.

Adam nodded, a bittersweet smile playing o
l ong. "

Susan reached out and touched Adam's tanne
you," she whispered, her voice barely audible

Their fingers intertwined as they began to
their comments started with the phrase fiRemem
were the times they passed not ess taot esacho wlt.h e
notes were always tightly folded on yellow pa
hand. The notes contained anything from a sim
sorryo

AThat was our way of keeping in contact be
Susan AAnd it worked!o proclaimed Adam with

As they shared tales of triumphs and failwu
that they had both changed in profound ways.



n o

Susan, -espcei feedg had become thoughtful and
years. She gave up the big city corporate mar
New Yor k. Al spend most days anding monmy §a
vari ety of nonprofits. My h t has grown big

e
compassion and empathy for a ' iving things.

t
r
I
l e tighter.
c

squeezing Adamés hand a | itt

Adam, once agetamdri timutshg@ocommuni cation i nt
of simplicity. He traded the hustle and bustl
countryside. Al n Colorado, mymhewirfte sodmnae&nledr
the i mportance of connection and | ove. When s
to spend more time caring for her at home. Th
began writing | duits ctohvee rjeody tohfa t-d nwsrc o si pnegy taihbeoh [
me deal with the |l oss, 0 he said as his eyes w
reflection.

As they | istened to each other's stories,
undergone. They realized that their paths had
individuals they had become. Wmel ethkegi unidevs
that they could never recapture the carefree
not | essened, just matured, | ike a fine wine
year .

The sun was setting over the ocean when th
each other and admiring the sunset they had s
|l ifted Susands hand. He t hen erl aicredt hae tp aglhm | off
hand. Susandés eyes shifted to the note. She s
her purse and took out a similar tightly fold
hand.

Closing his hand around the note, Adam ask

AOf course, 0 said Susan. Al &d&m already | ook



ASmoking Chiefo

i's a stud@®eadulatwhan i 91t pea exitto,roantad
ng CDs. She spends much of her fr
ndsay i s working on building her

Lindsay Bai k
and coll ecti
Currently, Li



Djinn
Farr.i

Mat h

z Mashudi

e djinn had seen a thing or two in his t
a fast one. Craziest were women who Vview
. (Ladies, 1td6s from t hé osame spidlea. )anAnmndc
as pure profit. Or that wearing somethin
agree, three is never enough for wishful
AThr ee f or tyhoceu ;o naenpyytahserlecdvhaneree ffoor t he wec



Brush
James Moran

In the summer of 1936, | attempted to write what you now call graffiti on the side of a
toilet stall at the Highbridge Public Pool in Manhattan using my own period blquairgs|
dondét remember what | had intended to write a
desiring of attention. | had used a one cent brush. The brush lived on as my hair pin that summer.
| wore my hair longer than girls dared to in those dagiadisaved enough by the end of the
summer to purchase a small oval of costume topaz which | glued onto the hairs of the brush. |
felt like | owned something really special.
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what i remember about pencil s

how gray they wrote.

strident as the blacks and whites
extremes, but not compromising

her: just gray.

stricken with cerebral | esions,
ticular torsion, a spinal <cord

ied | i ke an exit ramp, I didndét care
ut the shades: battleship, timber wolf,
te, stovepiope.

ust thought about making my point
the sterility of winter

t i remember i s that they were

ged between ear and temple; wunder
ushed back hat or crunched

in mouth with depressions

e smal l notches on a gun.

t I remember is that the eraser
much more amazing than

|l ead. and i wanted to write

red pen so no one

|l d ever correct me.

sky at night.

sky at morning

sky maybe

cured by gray cl ouds

pal pable as the bricks of eternity;
even if you hated them, you

|l dnét say they were wrong.

coul dndét pound on the stars with
ittle hammer to fasten night

pl aomea.l dynddu correct t hem

h red i nk.

sky at night.

sky at morning, with maybe

ittle gray wind rupturing

december color: pulling down

i stmas tinsel to drip red as a pitchfork
all the ornamentation. i remember
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38 Haiku
Joshudst. Claire

my rheumatologisinvitesmeto join him in the endoplastigeticulumpetioles

night sweatghe Buck Moon throughthe nectarof aneveningbloomingstock

blackcappedightheronwhy do you neveranswemy rhetoricalquestions?

the scentof eveningprimroseintensifyingbeforeit collapsedwilight

| i ommademushroomndissectingheremainsof aninsidejoke

earthwormganovingthroughclay the way this bloodis brown

white chrysanthemumisistingt h e Yaid-weatherclouds
nothingtastesas goodasskinnyfeelslsthmusof Panama
whatcould havebeencould havebeensummerconcert
eveningnewstranscribingthelyrics to YellowLedbetter
St e | jayaonbysuknowhowto countthealphabet?
greategretbuy onegetoneyellow-headedlackbird
paintschipsbutit lookslike | turnedoutjustfine
Sheelanagig enteringthes t r a nsgncoaiun® s
we'reall nakedunderour clothesflower names
SpringTrianglerising from the sheetssix feet

atlast,| understandhe pelicansauguraculum
noticingthe newwallpapera sphinxmoth
autumncrocusopeningthe soldier'seyes

plannedobsolescencBlaui silversword



wind eggsthe eyesof everyond meet
thatdaythe chairbecamearawayrain
calling my nameNycticoraxnycticorax
chromaticscaleshe peaksthevalleys
afteronecigarettea seconccigarette
saltspraylicking youfrom my beard
Veil of Isis.No. Forreal.Believeme
blackraspberrieshe color of death
empyrearthis standof glassirises
deerribsthe centipede'd00legs
wavescrashingtireson gravel
deadstarsashingtheir cigars
imitationwoodgrainbeard
Januswhispersatautology
DysonSphereblastula

all eyesonyoutuatara

mitral valve stoplight

[{m[a}r|row]|
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ChloeParkis astudentat a high schoolin Boston,Massachusett$Vith anunwaveringpassion
for art, sheis diligently curatingherart portfolio. BeyondherartisticendeavorsChloefinds joy
in creatinghandcraftedbjectsandexpressingherselfthroughK-popdancing.
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Some Teenage Fare
John Grey

| remember facing down acne in the mirror.
AYou wil I not win, o | tol d it
in a deep Darth Vader voice.

And, at the age of twelve,

|l procl aimed that Saturday
woul d, from this moment on,
al ways end with Pizza Night
and most of the time it did.
Once, I listened to my sister
sob in and out of sl eep
after a visit to the denti st
forecast braces i n her future.
| had a dog for a while.

It barked for no reason,
growled at strangers

howl ed at the moon,

whet her new or full

As the dog and | grew ol der,
he quietened down

and | g0t noisier

with the stereo mostly.
Nothing |ike rock and roll
to make a teenager

bark and howl and gr owl
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6l tds always ourselves we find ir
E. E. Cumminmsl| | mwaggdemahtdy and may
been a wonderful wvacati on. Darryl a
out from Al berta to visit Maddyods m
rward to seeing her grandcehri disgornen Da
d when it was time for them to | eave
ondt you move the family out to the
pancake breakfast of the summer holii
ving closer. |l wonodt bte htheak. fHe ekwreav
cult it was for Maddy and -peyi mgther
in the Al berta oil patch and moving
was fourtelenebevelCayeares walsdonamywydsba
their early forties.
ay, Shirley. o0 He would say. AYOUu neve
this year, more than before. For Sh
|l ed into the back of tlkde wli 6w mmiomi v
finish saying goodbye to her mother
waai hi hgwowait at the B.C. Ferry term
ff price to pay for coming to Harbou
h it because everyoner cameesdhvatiyean
Queen of Al berni. The pleasure in h
|l es without as much foresight or mon
3.0 Said the ticket vendor in the bo
everal painted white Iines to take h
a |icense plates. ThAleberarviermerues arlert eac
nd the first | ane of vehicles began
e, every colourdoodmpéeére vansnbamwd sedar
SUVs, truaeks ahdytcarlreed. adDdgshdrbo
s of coffee and cinnamon and sea air
phones. The California convertible |
ewbrkgrsesrdific up ahead stopped wavi |
knew it was OK. He had a reservatio
e | ast. No one told him how true tha
peak of slow motion, of |ife flashin
at al |l today. The minivan rolling fo
ferry produced an i ntiytdatl glewerd dge go foff
deck was al/l too quick and unspect a
fumbled to close the electric windo
heir circuitry and was now silencing
t wo daughters, gaspi ngseaantd bheolltdsi,n gmotv
s Ilike they were climbing rocks, but
their hearts against their ribs, 1|1k
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On Finding a Dead Deer in My Backyard
Nol o Segundo

| saw them a few weeks ago.--My wife called me
s o, |l |l eft the computer and went to see what
Thrdeeeer, 3 young deer meandering around our 1
They | ook -tkhiang,r esehde s ai d

(not saying it was not a good sign with winte

We enjoyed watching them through our plate gl
t

u

casual grace, tha el egance of wal k deer have
They were special, even more than the occasio
alighting in our yard -Isioke a breathing ruby w
we stayed as stildl as possi bl e. I told her th
what moves, so we held ourselves tight || ike i
Two of t-haestedhbeteauties grazed daintily on th
but the third was drawn to our giant holly ¢tr
with its myriad red berries, I|Iike necklaces t
| was c-osmocreertrheedng al arming about even deer dr a
|l i ke t he p-rsoavfeer,bilalwomodtehr ed, for deer or treef?
The triplets soon | eft our yard, as casually
and a weekheenonbébyday a single deer came back
| say back because she went straight for the

| banged on the plate glass door and yelled a
old man can yell to scare off the now unwante
something told me the holly tree would be dea
She fled, but the next day came back again,
again, with eyes only for that tree, an Eve t
no to the -feorr bbiedrdreine sf rouri tl eaves 1t appears
Agai n, |l chased her away, and for a few days
Then one brisk mor-nhengs aow rwhnaeeti ghbor call ed

we coul dthetdseep gneen thickness of that hol
The doe | ay sl eeping under its canopy (so dea
with animals, unli ke a human corpse where som
killed it seemed by berries or the | eaves of

I call ed -myhetyowwmd Hi,p put the carcass by the st
webll send sombonel toopli dkdéit ap woul dnot.

Not just because | walk with a cane, and am o
how such a movimg, woa| di-bewa@d®nmor e



en | saw the deer |lying sheltered beneath t
the tree it died for, i-t- seemed a sacred pl ac
and |I could not bring myself to violate natur
Fortunately, | have a neighbor who is not sen
dragged the dead doe roughly to the curb, and
its pungent wunearthly smell of death, it was



Days of Destruction
poetry by
Gary Beck
For Immediate Release

A journey through some of the modern horrors that assault our senses in the passi
search fobetter understanding of our tormented world.

s of DesStzrage®e
k in paperback
SBON7 881825367389

| i sChyebde Pomyb t i Bdi
ormattonreques
n tcaycbte:r wi t @g ma i |

ttps:// www. amazo

ry Beck has spe
fe as a theater
t deal er when h
the theater. H
o, a ditch digg
Hi s original pl ay
Mol i eries,t oA hanes &
have been produce
poetry, fiction a
hundreds of |
publ i shed books i
collections, 14 n
collections, 1ndo
books of plays G


https://garycbeck.us3.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e3e4d7b5398c8fcdd98c0f820&id=c4c03c0a67&e=cf838e5408
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Yoonji Huh is a dedicated student enrolled at a school in Seoul, South Korea. With a strong
passion for the arts, Yoonji is diligently curating her art portfolio in preparation for university.



Mar ooned

John Stanizzi

Among my finest skills is the one that
all ows me to forget

For exampl e, I can simply erase

from my mind that fight in the kitchen,
the one where you held the knife.

You.

Not me.

I can ignore the malicious remarks
embedded under my skin

their pain became part of who | am.

The air we breathed so mechanically
became a crazed windstorm

grinding around us so closely

it slashed at our skin,

yet you persisted that

I was imagining it,

|l i ke so many other things.

Oh, my children,

the time has | ong past for you to take
my quivering hand and gui de me

across the |l ure of this | andscape,

t hat bleak place | spent decades

trying to find what | knew was not there.
Every day tulsatbedadsneess moby e washed out,
replaced by an affliction we cannot see.
| séhraddge the gears of amnesi a

which will remove the children,

and replace them with a golden ship

|l aboring boldly across the turbulent sea.
Then 10611 call out 1tdéds too | ate to fix it!
|l 6m sailing back to the very beginning,
and 16l take it from there.

From the beach a very | ong way off

from where | was sure | Ileft you,

you could not hear my voice above the sea,
which gradually became a part of the sea,
as | screamed out to you irreconcilably
This is the darkness at the very end of ou
the tide bubbling up around my Kknees.



Ful I Corduroy in the Nickel Package of Your L
Zach Arnett

for poor creatur
yanked out of
such as me stildl

es
the cl ay

wet behind the ears
from cute boy church
never mu c h

for protective coloration:
earning and spending
buck breaking

bailing the weight
and
maki hgt aof noi se

Il bag my | imit November 1
yes,knoowgmynt s
-af o-balrug wr ench

turning turning
to please
and excuse | tell you

I came here for the educati on
but really
| came here to get sick

|l i ke everybody el se
when you get cartwheel silver doll ars
for eyes you shack with anybody

|l oblige because
I think | deserve it:
to own things
but i1t's just a spell
and a-j bbttl e
al | anybody owns
is a return to the original mu d

ordinary sightings



run the front doo

wager with | ow bl
buffer hours,

sl eep hygiene

but at night you
all you have 1is

bl eeding me in so

|l splinter the mi

come down t he

r

ood

hav
a

rro

dream with a fan o

e
ci

r

S i

n

pressur e,

nNo moon
rcl e of
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Franks
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Book Bandits

Ra n i Jayakumar

It was on a Saturday that | noticed that t
tri &@epoit stocked, but | hadndét had a chance
and magazines. It seems that the neighbors wh
Little by Ilittle there was gbel mof(wi ahdt mer em
became entirely empty Il put in a few more bo
or two. | thought it might be a particularly
near by. Or pearheapgeadrti nmasupsofnrrer a summer yard
t hought were I|likely to sell. Or maybe they we
find that 1t was much more work than they tho
happeg i f not for my daughter, who told me pa:i
from the elm tree. Since it was spring, after
up books to use to line theibunesti | Noguexacit
then there was the squirrel who, while | sat
for the hundredth time, gave me a curious and
that size. nl thef betnltddr bvihekh ony nei ghbo Pat ca
bi ns. |l returned, and the book was gone. The
propaganda and romancéel| pMy stceantass yswhaldltf efr Has w
didndét see tmcadulrrcbntyhdyakaelrls be flying into the

Then that night, as Pat had suggested, Il b
than | eaving them for the morning so that the
get out to the curb unti lunafetrenre a3 hP M.h el mp otmeg r
which is really moreaofmua deusfalsew hglyeasmiynf on
ground the Collected Works of Edgar All en Poe.

The rest of the week, I found books abando
my doorstep, flipped open to random pages, we
came and | was now sure that up inltbBeéolppadch
by the used book store to stock up on Water shi
ot her books about ani maklWi.nnmMMye cthh d dRcemh ,s u@hgaersl
Vel vet eemutRalbbwador ri ed whattterr etdo aindt f awd v oye nmy
Ani mal Farm or even Bambi. What iif they turne

But | didndét have to worry. They took the |
t hem. Except for the occasional smear of berr
clean and unmarked. They were vooracious for t

That | became sure of | ater, when a | i mpin
pair of my fathero6s glasses, the ones he was
single socks disappear edoft oal FAHtdh ilGirgedalt @ r e a&s n dGir
Small, holding the book prettily in both hand
di spell ed any doubts | had.

These days,-hmyhahel| bhow hoshare books. They
the | ibrary found around town. Occasionally t
doorstep as a suggestion. | -ntoftyust oahi mdl bbobk
more about humans as wel |, in the hope it hel
connected.
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Thi s It $SeiHoevn ¢ eAfWoark sAda Li m- n
Lydia Venus Valentine

She wa-4 hrei ghtl ence of the

world is abounding. I have

begun to try i&sabsorb it more,

stillness, iIits reserve; identifying

it is an easier game. There's the

silence in a crowd, where the ocean

of others refuses room for

mor e fi sh There's the silence

t hat aches The silence that feels

|l i ke swimming through thick fog, quiet
pea soup so sweltering no sound

could escape even i f it tried. There's
New York silence. -Loud city silence. After
t khear si | entchéei-&sbvkoOoTr e

silence. & there is silence where | am catchi
in my hands & hoping

that one patter sticks.
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Yoonji Huh is a dedicated student enrolled at a school in Seoul, South Korea. With a strong
passion for the arts, Yoonji is diligently curating her art portfolio in preparation for university.



