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State of the Magazine

by
Eric A. Loya
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|l i ke our initial offering. As we
rr-journey. Andywey joutrwneny, yoak &1
our passion.

r
&
t



NJ cf Il 3 wS oA Sgs

(s}
wn

nut 3

|l ntervi ew: A bi t mo r

Interview Questions Asked

by
Maria Cecilia Azar

In the spirit of highlighting longer and more pieces in the magazine, each issue includes an
interview section. Each issue will feature one artist or writer. The interviews are intended to

engage in deep conversation with authors about their work andsprddes section is born of a

desire to think about publishing, genre, and form through dialogue. This section is spearheaded

by Cecilia, who is an interdisciplinary schol
Eric Loya, John Thurgood, aficerry Ann Wright, editors at Bear Flag Press. We hope this is an
opportunity for readers to get to know a bit more about the editors, their interest, and thoughts on
writing.

Mari ads Workspace (

1-What 6s your writing history?

EL: I've written since | was 8 years old although, admittedly, my early work was quite
plagiarized (I wrote comic books with a character strikingly similar to Batman, and no, it wasn't
fan fiction).

| started writing seriously when | was 20. | watched LorchefRings and thought, "I can do
that." So | tried and failed miserably. But afterward, | realized | needed help. So | took a class at
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Long Beach City College where | met Frank Gaspar (who you'll read about in this issue) and
developed a real love for staejling, not just passing time entertaining myself although that's
still part of why | write.

Since then, | finished an M.F.A. in Creative Writing, I've finished several novel and poetry
manuscripts, published in various magazines. I've placed in satimggwontests and worked
with a couple of magazines in Southern California.

JT: | published my first story in 2006. It was in the studentjournal at San Diego City

College. | had been taking classes there off angust getting into the idea ofogng to college,

you know and before that | had taken a writing class with Jim Miller there. | had been writing
before that class and I'd always been a reader, but after that first writing class | took the lit
journal class, and as part of that classrymee submitted a couple stories for consideration.
Both of mine got in. | don't think that really pushed me toward writing more consistently, but it
was my first peek into this new world of literary journals and what | think of now as a writing
community.

TW:I was a voracious reader as a I|little kid, a
From that | became The Good Student in English, which when | was in high school seemed to

mean some vague future as A Writer. My best friend in middliead@nd high school was a
brilliant student and writer, and she and | w
the heart of my writing history. There was a secretiveness to it, and deeply personal things

examined in minute detail, and ailbtin audience who read eagerly and without judgment. |

started college as an English major, but then switched my major from creative writing (in fiction)

to history, and then film history. It may seem like a weird left turn, but | loved movies atdeast a
much as | | oved reading and books, so it made
major, | still spent years cranking out writthgt was just writing term papers about movies. |

sort of drifted away from Englistelated things while thatdst friend started writing poems in

undergrad and went on to grad school in English. | always felt sdmstdo her in intellect and

creativity and discipline, which | think is one of many reasons | gave up on English. And

honestly, | just started writghpoetry in pure adolescent envy and adulation of her. Maybe even

in some unconscious desire to go back to that private hothouse creative fever that | had left
behind. I still wrote some fiction, but | was
poetry.

2- What does your writing mean to you?

EL: It means sanity. If I'm not writing, I'm cranky and, to paraphrase Melville, | kinda want to
start knocking hats off people's heads.

But it also means sharing a part of myself that I'm reluctant to shasrson. | remember my
mother crying at my final M.F.A. reading and being the first to clap when | stopped reading.
Obviously, she's my mother and loves me, so this shouldn't bésgwgpBut she told me later
that she didn't realize how or what | felt about my father's death, which was what many of my
poems that night were about.

Writing is communication, sharing, and for me, it's a way to share what | often don't have the
wordsfor one on one in the moment.
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JT: We tell stories to make sense of the world, and | believe that. Specifically, lately, I've been
writing a lot about skateboarding. It's helped me think more clearly about some of the mistakes
I've made in my life, and ly | made them. It's been helpful for me, | think, and I'm grateful for
that time, the time to sit down and think through some of these stories I've been telling myself
about the world | grew up in. Not everyone is so lucky.

TW: | think my writing means avay to share deeply private things, sort of cloaked in a

protective | ayer of AOh well this is all just
sweet, friendly front while writing really private things about fury and envy and passion and

longing and vengeance. (A lot of my writing isvengeahca s ed, ha. ) It od6s a way
examine ugliness while stil!l keeping peopl e a

3- What does a community of writers look like to you? How is writing a community
practice to you?

EL: It's community in that we read each other's work. It's almost like letter writing, without the
tedious "It was really warm today here in L.A...."

We get perspective. We get insight. We get art. And usually, we pair that with some decent wine
when we’e able to get together. It's an exchange of ideas like any think tank or activist group,
and our goal is the same: to get people talking about new possibilities.

Hopefully, this looks like writing groups meeting weekly or monthly, phone calls discumsing
latest work, what we want it to be, how we hope people will receive it, readings at bookstores,
open mic nights, etc. While writing might be a solitary act, it doesn't have to be isolating, and it
shouldn't be. A writing community, like any other coommity, means people coming together.

JT: When | was younger, | had a much different expectation for what a writing community

would look like. I pictured dinner parties with lively conversation or late nights commiserating
over beers about rejection legeThe reality, for me at least, has been something quite different.

It looks more like witty banter over social media posts or text messages about progress on this or
that project. But most importantly it shows itself most in those moments when yau get t

celebrate the work. The work of your friends, the work of your acquaintances and the work of
your heroes.

TW: Well this is a really interesting question,
part in a handful of fictiofwriting worksho p s , but | 6ve never workshop
or community. | generally only show my work w
ask for help on a poem if I édm really stuck, b

another sta, and we have done a regular writexgrcise practice via email for years, but even
that is more a way to force us to write, or try new ways of writing, and have a deadline, rather
than a true workshopping process.

For me, the community part of it e®s from the publishing and the publishiaiated events.

For several years | was lucky enough to be picked up and carried along by some other writers
who had presses or creative projects they were working on, and | got to contribute and edit, both
the poofreading kind of editing and the more general submissditslg and boolorganizing
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kind of editing. | 6ve enjoyed that tremendous
part of those larger projects. That is always joyous and oftenraucollsut of cour seét h
pandemic really shut all that down. | actually just participated in a reading for the first time in

yearsanditwassurrées ur r eal to think Aoh we used to do
and Al candt belri egyveearist s nbceee N O6tvher esee/efnowa |l | t h
a good idea to be doing this, still?06 | d6ve mi

a bit tainted, now, sadly.

4- What does Bear Flag mean to you? Why do you want to bepart of it? Why do you
think people should want to submit their work?

EL: Bear Flag is another outlet, hopefully for those who haven't been able to publish elsewhere,
who've found the process of submitting so often to only have one piece of work pybfished

that. It's also a chance to set the standards of what we think is good/interesting/brilliant/creative
writing. And in that way, we can connect with our community in a new way, as publishers, and
maybe even shape the discussion. All the while, weogetaich out to writers as writers, as

people who understand how important it is to share our words and thoughts and who are, in fact,
in the process of writing our own novels and poems and sending out submissions. We get to
receive and provide community aur little corner of the literary world.

JT: Bear Flag is a space for writers and readers to collaborate. I'm hoping it can be a place where
storytelling becomes more of a conversation, where each story helps tell a larger story about who
we are and whate've done to get herfor better or worse.

TW: | think the losses from the pandemic have made Bear Flag really mean even more than it
would. Itds been great to be able to pull thi
three different i me zones. | dondt know t kolfactwayhof s wo ul
doing things without the pandéwmeareretilll.alblo
and work together on a creative project, just in this slightly different iwagnt to be part of it
because | really just want to hang with these
excited about sharing writing that we all love, and hopefully finding writers who are new to us,

and giving them a place to share thveark and, practically speaking, add to their publication

record and become a part of supporting their overall career as writers. Finally, what | really love
about Bear Flag is our determination to publish fewer writers but more writing [deseyt

Maguire mission statement joke here]. Instead of taking one poem each from multiple writers,
wedre going to take a wholdd Wuwn otk ftrhoam 6fse vseor g
a poet a chance to really show off their writing, their aestheticeondtic passions, tell a story

through their poengs | think this is something rare in publishing, even with online presses, and a

great opportunity as editors to spotlight writers and a great opportunity for writers to become

better, more deeply known.

5- What are you reading right now?

EL: I'm reading On the Road and rereading Neurda's collected poems. Both are good reads, but
I'm also a believer that all books are good reads, even if it's for not so good reasons.

JT: I'm reading too many things rightwol have an early copy of Camille Dungy's hew memaoir
Soilthat explores her experience as a Black mother who gardens. It is so compelling how she



yut | 3 S . SN ctlF3 wSO@ASgs

braids her own experience with her knowledge about plants and ecology and the history of
gardening that runthrough her family's history and the history of Black Americans.

I'm also reading he Knockout Quedny Rufi Thorpe. | had met Rufi at AWP in Seattle through

a friend, and later that same friend texted me the opening page, which blew me away. I've been
surprised by the pacing of the book and how gripping the plot has been so far. | would have
probably ripped through it already if it weren't for all the other reading | have to do.

And the last book I'm reading right now is a self published book by év&ian Off Clark

Walker is a professional skateboarder who has been publishing books recently. This is his
second! | really enjoyed his first book, and the second one has been even better. I'm hoping to
write a short piece about this one once I've fiagreading it. It focuses on a topic I've been
interested in for a while, one that I've been researching in connection with the doctorate I've been
working on at the University of WisconsMilwaukee (go Panthers!), and it has to do with the
guestion of vaat we teach when we teach about skateboarding. | should also mention that I've
been riding a skateboard since | was ten. Just can't seem to quit it.

TW:|1 6éal ways embarrassed to reveal that as a poc¢
Sshould say | dondét seek out-A-Bayeéenmis, andflfolpw et r y .
poets and writers online, and those are the ways | learn about anditgt akout writers and
poemséot her people discover them first. I jus
asapoet,lat hat | dondt exclusively read poetry. I
di scour aged as a athettar wriger out th€rl, someodessaymd what yvwsanted

to say a million times better than | can ever say it! | actually stopped reading anything but online

junk altogether for a few yedas completely lost my identity as A Voracious Reader, and that

wasa wf ul . | 6ve started reading books again, buf
reading history was just a method of disassoc
relationship to reading now.

6- What kind of work do you like to read?

EL: | think my last answer suggests | like to read everything, and | do. But | have a soft spot in
my heart for nerdy things like Fantasy, -&¢j and Steampunk. Also, | love poetry (I should
since | got a degree in it).

Mostly I like reading things thdave the audacity to be vulnerable. "Write hard and clear about
what hurts," said Hemingway. | couldn't agree more. It goes back to that idea of sharing, and
sharing is always a risk.

JT: I'm not religious, but | heard St. Vincent say once about herspwituality that isn't it more
exciting to believe in something magical? | think about that when I'm really getting into a piece
of writing, whether I'm reading a novel or short story, poem or nonfiction. | gravitate toward
narrators and characters waie tapping into the unexplainable. | like a mystery, but it need not
be a thriller. | like the supernatural, but it need not be total fantasy. Sometimes the best stories
feel real because they find a place somewhere between reality and the uncanngud tiese
stories | remember most.
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TW:1 6m assuming you mean this question as what
editor for Bear Flag Press. 106d answer that b
poems | contri betdetoadltendtothifikefengself note eften as

what | call a fAnarrativeo writeréthose poems
them as fAnarrativeo in that theyod6re not part.i
are more directly inspired by or record basic dailydifiée Cat ar act 0 i s most | i ke
ARoanso is a little more lyrical and a little
rooted indayto-d ay ( w etd-dayétalMEy emotionsl&& gr i ef and envy. The
conversational, more accessible, at | east in
Poems | ike Ainvisible |Iighto or AJuniper Tree
for example, is modeled on teennet format, from a larger sequence of poems based on

Gri mmés fairy tales. Ainvisible |Iight,o I|ike
from a | arger sequence of poems on the histor
those poems i f | was doing another reading; the

ACataract 0 i & soaldd@appretiatenmof® foomally structured pakrasd it too

is taken from a bigger projeéttwriting Golden Shovels based on my ownddi(i.e., failed to

find publication!) poems. Thatdéédmohepohgtoée hte
poets will submit their sequences, or otherwi
formats of poems, al Ipingfygrséhat vesgetrsame poem es; what
submissions that are linked to each other, or tell some sort of story or arc of experience. But |
dondt want anyone to |l imit themselves.
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JL Mar tlinntdraoldeu ct I on

Written by

Terry Ann Wri ght

T h e rsenuchl loveaboutIJLMa r t i rpdeayl.l bvEe berwit. | love herspareunflinching

truth. | love hergroundednesasmuchasl love herPlathianallusionsto myth andthe ocean|

d o rki@ow how you write aboutour Westwithout writing aboutnatuse, evenif it showsupin
yourwriting in thesubtleswaysd andwhetheryoumeanittoornotWhen | first r eac
JIMartitnadadsk for permission to iBrecalru@d apart po
of our way of eigntlir osdaiitd sotgeelotust s yourwords Inthe
sunbakedheat,underthe sprinklers,n acoolpoolofwa t é&mdt & aekaétlyoneof the
(many)thingsl love aboutherpoetry,andwhy | pickedherwork for our first issue: shecaptures
preciselythenuance®f SoutherrC a | i f bypearspexificslimate(insertobligatorysnide
remarkaboutour lack of seasons)venwhenwriting aboutthingsthathavenothingto do with

climate | knowtherearedesertelsewhereandmountainsandvalleys,andyuccaplants,and
unrealisticallyhypergreenswathsof lawnd butunlessy o u bvedéiere youc a nmedlly

understandt. Justlike Didion writing aboutthe SantaAnas,Martindaleis able,in themostspare

way, to makea readeifeelthatsenseof storedheatradiatingoff cinderblockwalls; the subtle

menacef fire seasonn awisp of cigaretteor barbequesmoke;the sensuaty of the salinity of
theoceanair whenthebreezeshiftsjust theright way; thewild riot of roseshatd o rfitbour
desertclime but somehowflourish hereanyway.T h e rawdirdlushnesshatcrashesip against
ourarid, low humidity, andthatweirdnesspermeatedla r t i rpdems$wheresnythology
crashesgainstanality,whereromanticlove crashesgainstfucking,whereRa ppacci ni 6 s
gardencrashesgainstRonaldR e a g airrc@nditionedomb.In the mosthyperspecificplace,
shewritesaboutthe mosthumanthemes: parentsandparentingjove, sex,mentalillness,war. |

love herwork, andl hopeyou do, too; againsimy kneejerk, EastCoastbornsnobberyshe
makesmeadmitl couldloveit here,too.
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Poems
By

JL Martindal e

Photo by Sonnie Hiles

Snake

On I ndependence Day we burned bl ack pellets
that | engthened then slithered and squir med
on cracked concrete until they crumbled into
and di sappearedeti kieptboe biver Batlkebor os.

Dad didn'"t need a jack to work under a car, a
with his tools beside him on an old quilt.

|l never | earned to fear the hiss and shake |
|l nst ead, I was fed barbecued rattle snake.

|l t t aestaensytlhiikng el se cooked naked in fire: bur

Sh!t Men Say to Me: A Poetry Anthology in Response to Toxic Masculinity , Moontide
Press 2021
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For Poseidonds Violation
What i f instead, our god
with flowers that bl oom
Opi-atented seasons coul d
despite rising venom of
|l snét that pain enough f
Revhee from haggard horr
from all the hunters who
bet ween her mind and her
Woul d Perseus stildl behe
Or would he brave starin
Mi ght he see: i1itniwag memwu
but tr es pmearithggd smheom e
picking flower s,

pl anting poison

l i ke snakes

in sacred gardens.

ess, Athena chose to
n crimson fIl ame?
trade fear for hope
aunted memori es,

r defl owered Gorgon?
r, free her from sha
d sever what remai ns
sex.

d Medusa?

the rape burning be
toMstdama tu
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Pull You with the Weeds

We never fucked on Reagands tomb.

m

wat er

Wr i t i
sed w

d us?

S youl
your

Searched that whole |library

Pretended we were in | ove

anRlepubl i can

but could not find where they hid his corpse.
Somewhere under concrete and rose bushes
or in that menthol stench helicopter.
Maybe | was only half pretending

When there are no eyewitnesses,

I contemplate the blue |lines in my ar ms,
you smoashheran abl et in the kitchen.

Your girl named sin waits in your bedroo
and the ghost of your father yells over
Ginsberg, Altés time for dinner!o

He dr-mpmbd and stomps around downstairs
Sso any proper goodbye becomes i mpossi bl e
| | eave ygpw ttdheareotamedr page.

Your body hunched over the cutting board
head in prayer pose; |l candét watch.

|l ce sl ams against my gl ass,

|l drink the |l ast of your bourbon.

You take a Il ong snort and rise from the
bitterness and vertigo flavors your Kkiss.
We atsd#¢ dead drunks who finished what we coul d
We are drunk and fucked

stained your white | inens

cried for all the art we failed to make.
We are not the intellectual s, academi cs,
not those special fuckers everyone pr omi
We finish another bottl e

or was it the bottle that al ways finishe
Your phone buzzes against the table; ito
But you are passed out on your back with
|l i ke a scream.

The radiant heat pops,

|l think ités morning.

Threain outside falls sideways
hits window |ike hungry sparrows peck
my dry | ips crack, bl eed bl ack.

The Bottle and the Boot, co-written with Daniel McGinn ; limited release hand-stapled
chapbook and CD, Sadie Girl Press 2015
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Dirty

We attend-church base

ment meeti-cgwghtmeont her
connecting over

coffee, blue | abel <creamer
force confessions for strangers

to AA, NA,

ACA sponsors, judges

webre hoping to prove

her recovery happened.

Later, i n her Civioc, of f

Reseda all eys

she dives fomshreasure on

day and-hsagys, off

Airel apse Iis normal o and Athe

cat piss smell will fade, in time.o

Cadence Collecive, April 2015
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The poem about the straight girl who decided | needed a coming out intervention after she
kissed me first

Shgai nted her nails with whiteout
carving skull s, hearts by ball point
claimed she |iked my apocalyptic poetry
and sharpied epics down my | eg.

Gutted men and pierced appendages

bl ed black through my blue jeans,

down our naked thighs.

She injectien -ilnkieed IBeitct er s

over my neck and shoul ders

during duPrattods | ecture on the gilded age
where pretty girlsdé affections destroy

only men.

Like a Girl: Perspectives on Feminine Identity , Lucid Moose Lit, 2015. Reprinted
in Making Up , Picture Show Press 2020
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Terry Ann Wright

invisible light:

angel 6s trumpeét, devi
a guide fomplanting a moon garden:

often confused, but easy to tell apart:
some open quickly in the evening

and stay open until after sunrise. only take caf
only one moonflower is edibde

fat white petals you can lay on your fat pink
tongue. it Opsettuméteward yoh ¢

in the twiligh® watch what you taste,
what poison you dip your tongue into.

Photo of Terry
at night they watch their new element glow
in the darkfairy lights, she calls them.
in their garden: green veins in white throats

gl eam, shetayteldr dygh hex moon.
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The Juniper Tree

The Cfhirgurte in your third story has no chil dr e

Did you ever ask about the | ack? Maybe that w
of the attraction from the start. A bear adop:
and itoés a |l ove affair from the start. You ad:«
and name i tilalfegre.r Yao us etraikeel ak nephew

camping and make a fire in the pit in front o
Your husband wears a kilt. Your poems are youl
birthed in austere circumstances where you ti

r children and

fishing knots. You cook the poo
the bones undern

feedttohgmur father. You bury

the junipen hmaedy, Jondhpebow growi ng

or that remains evergreen in most <c¢climates.
O father! O mother! your poems, your <children
beneath the junipéearnttoregeoladnd hope they turn



Myt | 38 . SN cftlr3 wSoiSsSgs

Cataract

For an uncountable amount of ti me, |l thought
was someone el seds poem. Turns out, it isnoét,;
I had only forgotLtoewre t hat | had written it
was the poem | was writing over and over; thi
was somet hi ngl everidd Ths s was

yet another reminder that when | wasndét watch
I was doing something else entirely. AlIl the
could not restore the right memory. | tried t
out some internal c¢clock, but here now proof |
foed by the same consequences all of

us | i quored up and drugged up (and all my
addictions) bore: this damp fledgling in my h

Terryds Workspace (wit
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Roans

It may be forgiven. The postul ant deserves
her solitude. She iIis seeking, her heart i s si
the fields where she goes to measure her step
are blanketed, herself wrapped for war mth.
She has seen her future and can taste the
dance of héeondags S&hehées betrayed

not in the heart of winter, asleep or dozing
with one eye open in case a mouse creeps

from the heater vent, a herald of a realm
behind the wall, crib of heartache & excremen
hanging between one room and the next.

She ksl hevy sel f wide awake, a deep pleasure

in being a tree in which the parrots of truth
The next year isn6t so far away after all . A
neat handwriting stays neat A girlbés song
stays in one key. She hears keening, makes
bread unders,f lpowersys etshumke

pedal to the floor and | ets Texas sunlight
blind her, pretends to hear horse hooves, mak
sure to put the ponies in a poem. The mouse n
crumbles to dust. The breeze comes in through
the open window, that opened eye A creep

up the coastline | eads to a basement apartmen
the damp muffled by the arms that <cradl e.
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Nancy Nguyenintroduction

by

John Thurgood

I met Nancy Nguyen at a dinn
Nancy and | are doctoral stu
Wi s c oMmisliwaukee, and the Creat
Department was hosting the d
Nguyen's | atest novel. He ha
progm in 2007, and in a way, the dinner was t
he had had many successes to brag about over
During the dinner, | sat beside Nancy, and
Shekas a great sense of humor, and we joked abc
the stipend money inevitably ran out. At some
placed with Crazyhorse (now swamp emil ml)s., A dmnmil
al ways | oved that magazine, and | 've had a su
|l ooked it up, and it blew me away.
| | oved the writing immediately. 't s funn;
George Sawnudgenr smaybe filtered through a mill en
AdjBrienyah's work, and how he manages to take
Saunders' stories and filters it thraAdpéaéi al/l
Brenyah and Nguyen both manage to capture the
era of 9/11, the financi al col |l apsecandl|l eampa
a point were realism iasgf#Hhenskbarder to belie
Nguyen's story " At Your Convenience" does
feels real enough to have existed alongside a
first sentence, which setsgep the stoasyg péente
controlling the narrative with a sure hand. T
want ed, and that becomes the main tension. It
deal with thdédeenwsvy sslee shas hfeopressures she fe
the expectations she has for herself as a wom
| truly hope that you enjoy this story as
into what we'hehbédoeiag Beapubl ag Press.
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Nancy Nguyen Bio

Nancy Nguyen grew up in Orange County, Califo
Wi sconsin, where she is an Advanced Opportuni
Creative Wri2t0iln9g .AsSheen Wdog das Emer ging Writer F
Mc Cor kl e Schol ar at the Sewanee Writerso6 Conf
i ewamp pink, Jellyfish Review, Pigeonholes, a
and coabect i women, magi c, bodi es, and war.

At Your Convenience

by

Nancy Nguyen

Ol'd Lien wanted a son so badly-tsshe&ide minded
eBay. Her sisters thought she was crazy for s
that died because it was wasted.pelriceennt hpoonseivtei
feedback, and she'd read all 39 verified revi
Highly recommend!!" And in two weeks, a box t
made the mistake of Ityr ytihnrge w oh epri cbka cikt owpt .a nTch e
about the weight, as he wusually only sold eno
warned her about the di fgfrioovinl,t Yo uitn wom&a twiarsg wdh
muscles knew best

Lien pushed the box into her house by scoo
pushed it wunti/l It was in the middle of her Kk
Lien used her sharp thumb imaitlrutcd i omt btolo&k | ted p
bottles of ingredients, gl ass beakers covered
(after Lien expressed concern over not having
the heavy weight.

Theans were without the wusual paint | abel s
tape. "Condensead shlidash

Lien worked half the time recommended, |l ab
morning. The tasks weruetn otnsumfeamiilriear ,p oaus itnlg
working with her fing@wistmfwaetrern hlee Coma emsrea
kiddie pool. The only difficult part was deci
go in her esme'BBi £ hlkksdarnt whas supposed to be. Li
represented her best accomplishments: a copy
yell owed receipt from her first sale at her <c
whhcLi en managed not to | ose coming to Ameri c.

More than anything, Lien didn"t want her s
unremar kable in her old age, but when she was
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sisters. W spyg bhhimohsaimosa, bagfaone as | arg
of all, she had an under bite and a habit o
Old Lien modeled her son after a realn otrhea
Vi etnamese newspaper. He had a good di mpl ed
he seemed | i ke the kind of man who provided

After she molded and shaped her son to h
|l eavingf ekt nsothtmaéer than silicone. He | ooked
side, his feet splayed in a plie, and the <c
chin point to the sky. |t was tieme Rl e dihntc an
first, Lien retrieved a pillow and bl anket
Lien waited a few more minutes, nervousness

Al wi || |l ove you, o0 Lien said, hetecoi go®u

After a few seconds, his eyebrows miracu
if waking from a |l ong sl eep. Liendbs ears wa

He opened his eyes and squinted into the
eyebrowswed, | &a&s fiufr rloi en had done somet hing
smoothed and then raised into a more innoce

AHel | o, Mot her, 0 he said in Vietnamese,
from the south.?0fWhat is my nam

AJohnny, 0 she said before she could stop

AHMmM, 6 he said, considering this, and Li
for him but decided to throw out the newspa
what ki ndl 2 man am

Now, it was her turn to think. She | ooke
know, someone she had just met
"You are strong and protective," she said.

"Okay." He yawned. "I can be those thing

Liehpkd him to the pullout sofa in the |
beginning to chirp outside her window, but
she | ay on her pillow, her eyes eleasey., Lie

*

She had come alone to America 40 years a
sore joints to save money and sponsor her f
forgotten. Their respect foropmemedwa nadd revde
instead of marrying and having children, I
often posed their opinions as concern. A we
Minh's house in I€é asemomd . olMilaeaht waand after
optometrist husband | ast year, she had been
out of the settl ement.

It isn'"t right," Minh said, pinching th
di amonds arranged in a triangle. "1lt"s just

Yes, Loan, the middle child, said. "

"Some things shouldn't be that easy, " Mi
You '"'damel p how they come out into the world."
didn't sip. "1 just don't want you to do so

"Fortunately,"™ Lien said, her voice quav
"mgeci sion is really none of your concern. "
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They were quiet for a moment, but they went o
procedure and how a corner of her mouth had b
Someti mes, Lie di
t

0
n id noti seengnhae hecoment
with appearances as hey' d gotten ol der, Mi n h
of for her good | ooks and charm, had become t
auburn with brisghtl

tomwarsg e@m ohisgllrieg htMi nh wal ked
when people were around, she always hid it in
stopped speaking to her | awyer daughter after
| ivewmd Mi nh"s house. Despite his unempl oyment,
needed food or money.

"Why exactly are you doing this?" Minh ask
|l ooked down at her wringihgnéahbwndslf "ysui aréec
to your house to keep you company." Minh's ey
suggested Peter work at Lien's store. Lien, h
woul d playahodkwenarn est out of the register. "T

"Cl ot hes, ' Lien said "Give me whatever cl
wi || need them."

*

Lien sat wup at dawn and went to her son. J
groaned and pursed his |ips, but he eventual/l
unhel pfunesstekisemad told her aehewThegfaehid
Lien needed to set a strict precedent, to han
drawn to what they wanted more than what they
instructing Johnny toobsuahdhwashethé& carpoers
felt awkward telling all At hmws tt obodhielrin kse>xap h iavéh jo e
ft o teach you tohe right way to | ive.

Johnny cleared his throatiOfnrdoa,r idhatt hars, f a
saifidnd | must be a gomd son and |l earn quickly.

Lien made her son breakfast of eggs on ric
used to making one serving and of@ierseetm mat end n

He @uieckly, al most alarmingly fast, probably i
to swall ow whole spoonfuls of food, though Li
and incisor. Lien told him totslhow dawrkllye $te
mot herly instincts came to her. As she cooked
read, which he i mmediately became d&nggymsed i
shorts amdhiwhi twe ttheeg el dhmmwnyaradpmdststlad mksed | i k

Mot lblee , sai d, hi sitbireorves asrcer umacnhie dk @kevs her e
put a finger Whmatt hddo e wesptapretri. on mean?

Lien thought for a moment. She had heard o

escapéMy hsesrhe said, putting a platodmf weoggs on
t oo muadh.allwadysn ok now ei t her .

Alf | want tomae,algomudtbknndomweaout busi nes:s

AYou wi bdhd emamwdgl! | o each you.

He thought about @Bhuits,yoa fjiurgg eksnatia &yliolu tdhogn
wo rahse, dlasid.t here someone el se who caabbeach me
From the way he tilted @&i snelamad,o biuen bhrder st

AEat yourostree aNafi dlsatv,e a | ong day ahead of u:
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They went to the convenience store and ope
turn ometfheongt sidgn, Yavthri c @oSshaae e, veenrcteual |y f or g
conversation at breakfast once Rosa, her only
was to move boxes, keep stock, tadhred pepealk dSmanr
empl oyee.@ Svheer ywaosind, but after having two chil
coud@ ddo hefs &infeesRaga ck@@dstand fbe tooal daoang a

fiWow LOR®s.a said while Johnowpnoaedrijedl ywdrcr
fridgeHé&isérey strongLi 8mfdadeanesoanme war m.

n had made a |ist of things for Johnny
ry truck, throw owte.allJlohtnlmyt fhad sthean od
He even | earned how to use the cash re
gr t customers with his dimpled smile
t i's as wel |l
ny said frofiWeadhraves at lpeg obd emt er .
o] at the security camera m
f g milk candy and panda
al, but they rmdbder t ook
rneath the counter to a
n e @dlbireen fishas @,. wi | | | eave
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AT hi & irgdhgphtn,ny saind.t hHad sc chuamtddilom bgeod enmge tao f i
speak &@o them.

iMy cbasined aiecd 3® don

fldim s or r ygh eMostah edr.,

He marched up to the teenagers, and | i ke t
Lien was gl ad shddemasddodbolmnmpltttal t han t he fou
to |l ook down&datwvoti temwehohmown to a | ow regist
theyGdpdh everything back, he warned, he woul
whaeevwas in their pockets. For a moment, the
And Lien felt the dread of | osing something t
separate Then, the teenagers aemptderddy hbked ak pv
they found them

Her sisters convinced Lien to properly int
creation a week ago, Lien had been keeping Jo
prying eyes Whoefn ehveerr ssihset esra'ws ocneer s par k out f
work in storage, |l eaving her sisters to |inge
shoul ders. She had also been avoiding calls f
According to them, Johnny needed to socialize
for him to be around other men, and who was L
enough? "The cruelest thing,o'wnMiknihn.s"ai d, "i s

Profits improved with Johnny's help. Hi s s
the sort of | abor that bored hi m. Lien bought
proposed ideas: why had t hey dn ath ait mgli eéimd.n teend t
expanding and opening another At Your Conveni
business wasn't something one could | earn in
money into her sawmengbf,hidshbogkguanddsai d mon:
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i should | ook into investin
f the money in her wallet. Th
t
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g. She
ey wen
house, car i |l ed out the driv
ark across

eveinnfamil
ce.
r," he s
n
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treet , three hou
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t he s
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h s aMidn h amas aalssmal fl | ws
d at Johnny, her face
ers and then his temples. " My
onwi IClo meak el heent ywof adt yforui ends.
ould have a say, her son went
tood and smoked.

with her sisters who were un
e ohigels,melldawifngvi nei.t Tared tl oo
glittering eyes she hadn't s
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e a great job,"™ Loan said.
, Bao said.
igk ¢ tThea or esali dt. hi
h ed their circle with two gl asse
Lien, who never |iked the taste, <crad
k e m all to yourself?" Minh said.
, A adadmi tted. "I was going to introduce
e sSso serious," Minh said. "You

S
| e

n of yours.

ed," Loan said, l eaning 1in. "Does he
naonddd ehde,r si sters sighed and shook thei
ion about their own children's shortco
nd had n prospects of findingtiombs
It went again

nw -5 Qo-
(0

-

[
a 0

ying weal't

successful sons who called infrequent|l
n and only ever spokeownme ehea' she had
n S

, " Loan aid. "How did you manage to

hy men because

I wat ched
coul d fee

I h , expectant. Lien did
e I
her does, S
r n

n

r
the tRkrroat we'lll i s gppposde t|
he said. "1 try to teach
passed, and Johnny came back insid
got <cl osei, Dioenmniyotsi ce e pt mends tt bhrmalh |
nny's waist because Peter was hel pi
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Johnny, but Peter was wide in his shoulders a
t ook af teerr wvhiitsh nhoitsh | arge eyes, tall sharp nos
only had two drinks, Auntie," Peter said, gri

Lien set down her |l ukewarm wine and went t
herd eawentually, both Johnny's arms were arour
belched, and Lien rubbed small <circles on his

"Mother," he said in the car. He | ooked at
cousin. "

"You donhat kywow svay, " Lien said, reaching c
him i n.

"Peter is also intelligent," he said. "He
me about some of them."

"Ilntelligent people dond' tLijemstsagidt around

"He wants to start his own business, Mothe

"Everyone wants to start a business," she
will be home soon enough. "

He continued to sit up and | ooktaoat!l i s wi
reclined and closed his eyes, either out of e
Johnny vomited on the front | awn and continue
his chin on the toil etdrsyeahte avLe de nansd rhookpeedd ha sl
would be forgotten by morning.

*

It had been decades since Lien was respons
sisters They had come to America as tegynager
Airport, she was stunned by how much small er
sisters were wan, brittle. Their | ips were dr
remembered thinking how shendgiebit|l ittopy, yoasanghed of
young to go to a new country alone with the C
they ate with a terrible quickness that made
thinly sprkeadsesberfgelyeanst She worked multip
cleaning dishes at a Chinese restaurant, scru
attended community college but was never able
sisters, who began to change in America.

They | istened to Lien |l ess and | ess, dismisse
timid of the worl d which was filled ripe opp
possi bl e, eheianvd nwi tLhioeunt ba word, much | ess an a
signed checks, as I f money was enough to pay

Perhaps Lien should have been stricter wit
been in Vietnamd Revbapseshbasbdeu on them fro
with stories of her own beginnings in new ter
world cold and alone and would eventually | ea
t heemd her sisters grew up seeing a much diffe
spoiled that boy rotten, and there was nothin

Throughout the night, Lien got out eof bed
so it covered his chest. She made sure he sl e
agai n. Mostly, she observed @i mttaemdliwzdd anoll



SFN Ccfl 3 wSO@OASG t JuaT

shaped. He | ooked noddhimagelfsheePadVi ¢h bédaausea
she got up and went back to bed.

Johnny overslept. Fortunately, the store w
unt il noon. When she found him, he was sprawl
clothes. It took a few nudges fppeadanedton whake
He groaned, rolled over, hugged his pillow so
cl apped her hands and sat him up. She brought
way, so she | ef'tl fi tyowun dtomé tsidde ntkab'l d.i en sai d
headache of yours will be the I east of your w
water He cradled the glass on his | ap.

Lien prepared his usuaderbwiemgks acsft roifc &,0ulbrut
came into the kitchen, they were cold. He had
Peter's old basketball shorts and a shirt wit
Johnny' s kiang wmst sd iltack. Hi s face was swol | e
sharp features of the man in the realtor ad.
with him, grimacing after every swall ow.

"Mot her," he saidaidl" think it's time | ge

"Get paid?" Lien said, bringing his breakf

“"A man is nothing without his money," he s
know who these words belonged to

"What do you need money for?"

He was sil ent .h Hehe usi deneo feghgiss wiar k.

"1'd |li ke to save some for myself, "™ he sai
Don't you want that?" He suddenly grathibsed her
hand still felt dry me@edsoubbeay. bé&Dmgndwnyman:

After breakfast, they stayed at the table
wage and overti me. He had worked for a full w
hundred doll ar s. Leireen swheen tk etpot tah es npaalnlt rrye swehr v e
canister for emergencies. She counted out Joh
carefully accounted for each bill . “"Thank you
feel . "

Peter cameséyl aher ht hat day. He was the | a:
could not very well twurn him away after he pu
grocery store fl ower s, Mi nh'"s 1 dea mead biarb ltya
kiss her on the cheek. "Is Johnny home? We ha:

Lien took the bouquet and moved aside for
jogging, as if Lien would chase afted HWiemerSh
in the | iving room

"Hey, man!" Peter said, patting Johnny on
and stood up from where he s-atapnhbndsha#de 4ano
must 6ve | earned the nhhghmobeyodehnPRgetbkadpli ekt
and thumbed through it. "Pay day, huh?2"

"Yes," Johnny said, smiling. "1"'"ve finally

"Very cool ," Peter said, handing the money
jumped at the sight of Lien, who had been sta
pl ans for today l's this al/l right, Auntie?
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turned towards
no plans for t
more drinks.
he and Johnny

was already slightly
s'i ome g aiod . herWe have
Lien relented. " No
tie," Peter sai as

I..

d "

*

o

Laesi sgotwad
progress re
to run away
i Al ways' tame
he only had a
been (a bar i

<~~~ pg< >

ECDIU)IO
OSSO D —~W0n 5

n
Rosa sai
" Lien
a big deal, Rosa s
wi lelm.s tTahretn ,| eyaorun ignegt
restock the seaweed .
into Johnny and Peter' ni ghtly
they needed moywewernto isritag tt. h @nt
| ot hes she haddobwnugshhti rhti nt.u cHee dc
even combed his hair with wate
hepeeal Tlhe m@idct mr @ hleach eguisyp@an Li
l'y losing, | ike water in cupp
[ but Johnny's sl eeves were

t
e

S

e—o-'mp_,—

business with s
They even sol
coul d ngetmet maidr
| egwor k. They
company they wo
, Mot her ?" he said. "
coul dn't see her
come into her store
d resel |l bremus®8hes hew
knew her son would be
Rosa was right ab

get into
i WO men.
t hey
do t he
t the
O yo
and
e .
t hat
f ool
nt to
Lien
ot e
eous
m and

hfacc®anoed
. He grabbed
ked her for

for t he mask
her hand, mo
everything.

lad dnolsda s tr etl h e viean €
easily doubl e i
second. He shar

Li ehe twars
he coul d
very | ast
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could overhearshhegsaemked spoke, making it se
thing that just happened from time to time. B
unexpected and apol ogi zed: Hey, [ ' nhm nsnoyr rsya,t m
motionless on three crates of energy drinks f
him be.

On the way home, Lien didn't feel l'i ke | ec
"There will be other opportunities."

Johnnyg sttaréehe window, his mouth fogging t
"Why couldn't | have this opportunity?”

"Some things aren't easy," Lien said. "Som

"And what about the peoplkedwhd Srhwiudn dop go rtth
puni shed?"

"Sometimes," Lien said but faltered. " Some
who most deserve it."

There was that Iook on his face again He
window, agiinfg he waese tsromet hing far off

That night, they got ready for bed. Johnny
the way she did when he wanted to stay up to
puotut sofa, hiwabbankétteophad hreuble sl eepi ni

Somet hing happened in the night that coul d
Hi s |l oafers | ightI| ywakaipmge dh erh.e Hwo okdn efllto olry, hhear
that he had itmggoriaght makken h he kissed her ol
rang for what felt |ike a second | ater Lien
maki ng dbewas etshe "one who came to us," Minh sai
you. "

Peter's truck was parked out front Hi s ca
t hat not all Lien'"s money was gambl ed away M
passenger seat beside her. There were a few sn
green crescents on his face, the beginnings o
were bandaged around his knuckles with gauze.

"Where is kka?" "Whemeas s my son?"

Minh | ooked back to the bed of the truck,
wrapped in floral bed sheets and | aying in th
was | oose from t heits hfeert st,e m nde schred ss,t aweidt iart g
Mi nh came out of the <car, cheeks glistening.
house in the middle of the night, how Johnny
of def énsgeen had to understand.

" Oh, Lien, R make it up to you, " Mi nh s
you doubl e what you paid. Then, you can buil d

Lien only closed her eyes. gWhheinm sihnes iodpee n"e d

Peter carried hi m, huffing al/l the whil e.
now He | ay Johnrowt gseoftd.y Whmen hRee tpeurl land Mi nh
Johnny and pull ed down t hgenibza hmihmetHi sShey ead m
There were no bruises or cuts, but there were
dented in. He felt as cold as t hGa rmdda ywasthesr ,had
when she mixed him in a kiddie pool

nted to blame Minh or Pet
son's head and cradl ed
her y,mpfadri etnetr hsatnudpsi d hhac

Amd as much as s
wel | . Lien | if
She was regret
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should have known better. She should have tak
more attention to the eyes to see things how
Lastly, she shownl d eltaawe tadddhedn,hesro d hat he cou
knew, that the world was a much |l ess kind and
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TRACKING THE ECONOMY OF ELK

by

John Thurgood

We ' lveen tracking el k for the past month now. \
haven't seen any around is because the econom
who don'"t know any better arengouxeBegey Stlwiahk:
" m too little to understand, but | "I show h
prove it, once the el k come back.

Our fort | ooks own on a wide bend in the

d
buil t ihte Hhhiuggh e twho pass through this part o

with deer piss. They |l ove that stuff.

We stole wood from the housing devel opment
fort. Benny says it ' ecakusg t hewerstpatt foobmtih
From the deck, |1 have the best view of the sh
Weinzapfel property sl opes down to the water
l ooks | i ke aogteéonrtongpectand. The grass i s
themselves and |l ap in the breeze pushing down
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tracking. I f any el k were gonna drinkcdulodn t h
guenblemsel ves at our bend.
| sit up here most days and watch the wate

supplies. He says that the end is coming soon
we' re going t o ondese da nsdo npel ecnatnyn eodf ghoot t | ed wat er
creek, and | try to imagine the end. I see f
can taste the ash and mustard of a fried ham
* k% %

AThis i s Betsy, o0 Benny says before pulling hi
a heavy scowl, then | ooks at the book I'"m rea
undone, and he's not wesaraitnghiasn aurnmdpeirts.h iTrhte.r eH
AWhy are my books up here?o0

The girl c¢climbs up to the deck and stands
stupid. She's from the housing devel opment ac
fakeli ke they wer eshmade hfacsr aa rdgl li.n Here tshoul
ot her wi se.

Benny grabs the book out of my hand. AYou |
the book | i ke he's gonna hit me.

| don't flinchnl yyewanutse® tlokgetw deriose out ¢
tosses the book back into my hands, but | fum
littl e.

Benny smiles. AWell, don't c¢cry about it.o

Al ain'"t. And those're Dad's books. 0

AMor e r ekaes otnh etro btaac k down to the house. 0

ASo Betmsmy it. o | kebmoteBefTbognal pick up my
ver my shoul der before heading down the | add
brother in theeéyd bBagawsoaenelt hk mgw mean ot her wi

* k% %

Reverend PertTheRPaedsscsmlgaty  bie Smaerkhomwetldry nher.
sysoemthe worl d asnd dtom&emiosrtndameti mes | think
happening. Ftr oen wohed £,dgle ®dn see across the hi
devel opment on the other side. The | and over
created a flood plain. They dug out the trees
Gut Bamsttelre corner. There' €omi hgpgSebgn there n

Someti mes when | walk through the woods, I
return. | think about | ife before the housing
ani mahlesm and | ess traffic on the highway. Dad
enough, I can al most remember mom, even thoug

| take out my hatchet and pick a tree | th
at the bottom of a ridge. The bark | ooks thin
take aim and get a few chopgsesndbewhothel gheanar
comes over the ridge -sMmeiarrti nggnda jfdamsn.elHeh'ast ,c aw
When he sees me, his | ips tighten, and | thro
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My dad glances atanhe @Fbiad |y mu ckoe tmat he DI
s side. The blade | ooks |Iike the teeth of a
ouldn't be back here anyway. o

AWe' re tracking el k. 0

AEl k?70 Dad gl ares down atheepilckep wheagpe wheeé
opped the flashlight AYour brother back he
at he did.o Dad turns and starts toward the
icken wire fence to our property.

Il ook for my hatchet in the | eaves. | took
xes underneath my dad's workbench. Il " m not

t hough He had other tools. Better tool s.

| gl ance dowlre,atr utshiteeddulnl skploa s. The handl e
the paint is rubbed away and smudged with

c h, but I plan on it. Once the el k return,

fore wkeobui &hdthefore we started tracking e
few nights in a row, Benny had been climbin
using devel opment. I wanted to see ewmhat he

uses, peeking into windows occasionally. Wh

the devel opment, he sitbefpopuerds tlhicnaevda hurpy hlei K e

taring up at the rafters, studwanyg, thewmingi k
ow to make their meaning mine.

The next night, when | was asl eep, Benny |
he clasped his hand over my mouth and | ooked
you isl gepro he said. AAnd if | ever catch yol
wish you could murder yourself in your own da
words settle in the darkness bet weemetohuirnd.eds

A pile of lTumber | afyininshéde di amewexk oo a
|l ooked at the house and down at the stack of
When | asked him why, he | odikfefde rag n anee tsh ate waa/ c
waved a hand and said that these houses had r
had gone Mom had | eft with the el k, and thes

Benny pickeldyf oprsoandt Wo ok edmdthieam a ch fhad rs me
do the same. | could only carry two. The gr ai
me for being weak, but then, he nodded and st

We crossed wet grass and crept gruoiucnkd. hWeu s e
knew how to be quiet The woods had taught wus
el an. viitlmdd t hought disto mae &amthgt d ogrdow wh e tht ewnv ol
The way | pictured it wass anhdatt htehye reeca cwhe rhea dch etrh
better. The smarter animals, the animals that
got to grow the best

Benny turned a corner and stopped. I near.|

From the shadow sotfe pap ehdo nieo,r waa rgdi.r She was we
sweatshirt with a witch on it. Her knees | o0k
her then.

AAre you stealing that?0o0

ANo, 0O Benny said.
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AWhé&r eeou get that?o

Dad dioelsonok . He must hraovueg hh etahred smed ew adl oko ri.n
a minute to adjust to the shade. The&garage d
gl owi ng.

|l pull the strap to my hatchet tight over

AWel | |, I hope yodwhotundvoutfindhegethlndenf
We already have one 4t hnedd ithwa.hee family. We d:«

He reaches for a pair of pliers and pokes
|l ooks I|I-bkaia,rebmethingunadempmnedtptr obwtbf iyto mutsh
garbage disposal. Dad fixes things for peopl e

AfBe®dnyeen sl eeping in our tree fort.o

AFi gures, 0 Dadé saynnarigtetil ffGhlwdermh éhoegen hi s s oc

AHebeen sl eeping with some girl up there.o

Dad pauses and glances over his shoul der.
AThose girls from across t hevehingehtwasyo rigea voef ptalhre
appreci atde havetftdanylenmonr e. 0O

| dorknow how to respond, so | just stand f
what he is supposed tba idcdag. Bleetlsly Bevrenry ahney ncoa re .

Dad | ooks back at me over his shoulder. Y
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back to his workbench and stabs at the motor
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| wake® dardk. tCi cadas wai l outside. t@Geer t he ¢
window clicks. Something bangs | oudly, and Be
an empty duffle bag flies in and | ands on the
into the room. | pretendethohbetashseepo bargltn
rummages through the drawer s.

AWhat are you doing?06 | ask.

Benny stops and glances toward me. Il sit wu

ANot hing. Go back to sleep. o

Betsy |l eans her head in through the window

AWh@&atshe doing here?b90

Bennys lowe&kr his shoul der. He waves for Bet s
his head and | ooks at me.

AWe e | eawii ntge.l IDobnad. 06 Benny tur nds Itwmokihreg dr
for. He stuffs it in his opeosc kiett dnlaikdere® tdeelnle Dbayd
morning. 0 Benny grabs a handf ul of clothes an
old madm doeenyou any shit about Méeigaottl®m da,s
all .o

| get out dafo hWéde anddwal. k1 peek my head ou
|l eani ng agai s twetalrd nilgo ulas eb.l a%Xtke beani e.
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A We | come back for you. o
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of his eyes and there is a cuts owaerrm.t he bri dg

AD&d getting worse, o0 | say.
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hangi ngs sSBiedhenyo fs tehrep tdyr eesxsceerpti for a small tin
been saving to buy a car. The money inside th:
The next morning, I wal k out to the fort 1|ike
to ignore i1it. tl DaantitdotiogBemaeaywhaven though
woul d put the fear i n him, make him forget ab
thing for keowlhadwnto do it on my o&nnonAl éveé |
sharp. Benny and Betsy are probably foll owing
from this pldalcef.olMaoyw et tahteyt o t he ocean. Il try
and waves, the sun shini negr rayl |b uosvheers, awadr ng raansds
thousand el k, chewing cud and standing in the

| reach the & otrtye.anld HophepRenny i s trackir
ocead.l Heme back for mé& omhcye hhee |feifntd endes hoeeemn.i nTc
to keep watch over the bend.

I grab a rung to cli-omwboupsthetoréebde We umki |
When | get to the top, Benny is |l aying on his

Al thod@ghtt wome by now. 0

AWeldn not . o

I

wal k over to my post and | ook down at th
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