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Current Issue

Reliance on Reliable Plastics

by Elizabeth Barbaza-Cousineau

Reliable plastics make our world an easier place
to live in

So convenient, so fast, so fast food, so consum
able.

Melt and mould, stretch and shape,

Smooth, shiny, clear, psychedelic colors, we lov
eitalll

Our plastic world is so reliably spectacular.

Plastic keeps everything fresh beyond expiry da
tes,

Beyond the years, we will ever conceivably com
e to know.

In centuries to come, others will rely on our plas
tic, for it will endure when we do not.

Plastic nation, celebration, integration, plastic st
ation

Buff and shine, snip and trim,

Swipe to win, cards all in, deal them up and let t
he credit begin...

and perhaps end with deep cuts.
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Girl Call

by Dorothy Neagle

| was a girl, meaning
not allowed to touch my own body

when it pleased me. Not allowed
to bleed and show it. | had to hide

the blood and all its cousins.
| had to lie about it. On our farm

| was allowed to be dirty, but |
could not be strong. When | reached

my full height, | was not allowed
to own what | knew of where the

briars broke my skin, how the
green paint inside a blade of grass

got inside the scratches, left me prickling
when | went to bed without a bath.

Fragile is what they called me instead.
But | remember, anyway, how | grew

up in the woods, inside of books, burned
my eyes looking up at the sky

and | touched what | liked, and | bled
when | was ready, and | was rarely

your idea of clean, but whatever you
thought clean was, you were wrong.
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Pondering over Plasticity

by Yuan Changming

There's no doubt, | would paint my skin
Into a colorless color, & | would dye my hair
Wear two blue contacts, & | would even
Go for plastic surgery, but if | really do
| assure you, | will not remove my native village
Accent while speaking this foreign tongue (I be
gan
To imitate like a frog at age nineteen); nor will |
Completely internalize the English syntax &
Aristotelian logic. No, | assure you that I'll not gi
ve up
Watching movies or TV series, reading books
Listening to songs, each in Chinese though | hat
e them
For being too low & vulgar. | was born to eat du
mplings
Doufu, & thus fated to always prefer to speak M
andarin
Though | write in English. | assure you that even
if lam
Newly baptized in the currents of science, dem
ocracy &
Human rights, | will keep in line with my father’s
Haplogroup just as my sons do. No matter how
We identify ourselves or are identified by others
, this is
What | assure you: | will never convert my proto
selfhood
Into white Dataism, no, no
In the yellowish muscle of my hes
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Digital Narcosis

by Elder Gideon

“The Greek myth of Narcissus is directly concerned with a fact of human exg
Greek word narcosis or numbness. The youth Narcissus mistook his own refl
himself by mirror numbed his perceptions until he became the servomechani
Echo tried to win his love with fragments of his own speech, but in vain. He v
and had become a closed system. Now the point of this myth is the fact that
themselves in any material other than themselves...."

—Marshall McLuhan. The Gadget Lover. (1964)

Echo seated on a warped boardwalk
Bench but it's not the sea she sees or
Peeling nickelodeons boarded up.

Only her phone. Before going home

To squalling tenements decades ago
After sweltering factory work she could
Escape for some hours. Here in a rowdy
Vaudeville or dance hall to release

Her body's desire for space and air

Or return his glance between mixed race
Couples swinging hard. No urban din
Could later quell the swollen urge

To hear her pant his name in the back seat
Over the car radio. Whitewashed

Rock music segregated souls' roots
Into vises between suburban walls.

TV screens televised national vice.

My Lai abroad. Riots at home.
Assassinating our own.

The only cultural authority

Is commercialized leisure

In which teenagers, entertainment
Industries, parents, reformers,

And government officials all jockey

For position and control. We —Jacobson. (
2004)

Are the product now. Identities
Commodified into pixelated

Pools drown Narcissus. He's facedown
Out of Echo's reach some yards away
Alone on his boardwalk bench.

Neither look up from their phones

To see each other. Nor hear

The sea level rising.
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Paper or Plastic?

by Tanasha Martin

A tiny circlet of paper

loosely hung around my wrist,

my companions shriek in shared circumstance,
our cries reverberate off hospital walls.

The Spirit of Detroit tops

a tattered, yellowed certificate,

its foundation soft, stamped, and sealed

in pink and black, “vital record” its background.

We shuffle through school

seen through the lens of papers

that carry the creases, smoke, and mildew

of backpockets, wallets, and forgotten cabinets.

Everyone has them.

And when we are important enough

to sling a burger or drive a Jetta,

we carry its precious permanence in laminate.

When you are important enough,

we check in the boxes and fill in the spaces:
plastic grin, freckled, and fair-skinned,

with little time or energy to question the frame a
Iready set.

Paper or plastic?

We flash them at registers and

in the hope of a Bailey's on ice at a long hard da
y's end.

They carry the heaviness of mortgages,

the joy of legacies, and the shame of repossessi
ons.

When they are lost or mistaken,

we rush to re-establish that we are important en
ough.

Anxiety crashes like waves to drown

who we are in the what we are.

We struggle through our lives

seen through the lens of plastics

that trade us like promissory notes where chang
e

is not counted, so we place them in dark, safe s
paces.

The Spirit of Detroit tops

A fresh, warm-from-the printer certificate,

its foundation stiff, stamped, and sealed

in official consistency, on “vital record” backgro
und.

A tiny circlet and paper

loosely hung from my toe,

my companions silent in shared circumstance,
exist in echoes of hospital drawers.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review




The Fieldstone Review

Current Issue

Blood Loss

by Carter Vance

| felt it flowing through windows,
between walls, in salt air and sea spring
whispers we could take to brick

with us when fading starts,

trips the box breaker.

It struck me still as the

silver cups, upturned and making
noise replied tenfold down
dreaming streets.

| was the kind to go weary
in heat, dizzy-blank from
fear of fortune,

But in this time | am not
so rushed, three-sails and
wounded, yet again.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review




The Fieldstone Review

Current Issue

Plastic Passions
by 1.B. (Bunny) Iskov

Can there ever be a forever love?

Only pliable plastic delivers decades of delight.
Love must be molded like celluloid

to make it steel-strong.

Is love immune to the acid test of time?
Toxic talk eats away at its fibre,

with no guaranty of reliability,

no extended warranty against breakdown
or failure to perform.

Can feelings be shared with that significant oth
er?

In some relationships you may say how you feel
because no one will listen to you anyway.

It is safe in a love affair perpetuated by poetry.
The poem invents a love that lasts forever.

Is love adequately expressed in words?

There are thousands of ways to write about an a
ffair.

Romantic odes expose plastic passions.

Hidden under bleached boxes of old Valentines,
love poems serenade cadavers of long-gone lov
ers.

Does a pre-fab home preserve a love?

Large blue bins contain spent plastic longings,
recycled and sold at second-time-around price
S.

Re-used love goes cheap worldwide.

While | hunger for the well-preserved saran-wra
pped love,

my laminated heart lets me easily wipe clean
messy aftermaths of spoiled love affairs,

one of the advantages of plasticality.
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Lonely Journey
by Rafael Chidiac

| stand, waiting

To start my lonely journey
| don't want

To go

A deep breath,
The first step.
Heavy back
With no load.

| passed a crossroads,
A while back

Which is where

It would have begun

Had | not taken

The road less travelled
The road less wanted
The road less done.

In the distance
Lights are twinkling,
On a road divergent
From my own

At the end of mine

Is unearned pity

The fearful blindness
Of things unknown.
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Bitten

by M. Brett Gaffney

Bitten

My pack’s mouths full of teeth and talking.
They ask me to learn their body language,
how the hair stands up on their spines

like a slope of pine trees,

why their lips curl back like a scared kid
fingering his brother’s pocket knife.

In East Texas, two dogs attack a small girl,
their bodies like angry bricks.
Doctors say half her face is paralyzed.

The next day | kneel down beside

one of the outsiders, a wiry mutt
shaking in the corner of the room,

the hole in his side like a crawfish nest.

He won't look at me while | clean him.

| want to believe he remembers

my blood in his mouth, my scars

and bright spots like stars constellating
my skin. But maybe he doesn't.

Maybe it's just that some dogs bite

and some dogs don’t and some that don't
do when the right moment comes along,
when the tension is hot and foggy,

and our bodies are just flesh in the way.

Sometimes | dream about just letting them fight

| stand back and watch the storm unfold,
the meanest of them sitting beside me,
and the little girl's there too with her hand
on the beast’s head, his tail wagging

to the beat— we are all of us hunger.
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Credit Card Gal

by Carol J. Forrester

Scuffed up, she is difficult to read.

Face turned toward the bulb,

legible lighting is a dying flame,

no denying the shine's rubbed off.

Makes things difficult for herself.

Can't take it like she used to,

her brittled smile doesn't scan,

the swipe of his thumb showing

stretch marks threatening fractures.

All that raised beauty

worn down to the grain.

Even his name is fading slowly,

letter by letter

to a shadow of a scratch.

And she’s waiting for the postman,

the white flash of an envelope

not marking her surrender

but defeat.
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Sit Back, Relax

by Jessie Brown

| love the popcorn, scrape of hands

in greased cartons... Fucking genius. The kind
of thing

| can’t say—another problem

my brothers don't have, like high heels, fear
of interrupting, or five kinds of lotion
(face, hand, foot, body, cuticle)... This is so

not a chick flick. Like the inability
to tune out someone else's baby cranking
three rows back. It's tempting to change seats.

Just move up front. But not behind
a tall guy. They don't dread craned necks,
nightsweats, salesmen who flirt... No way.

Just trade in the patience, the need
to smile—the need? Forget it.
Yes, it's easy to stand up—

sink into an aisle seat, legs apart,
take up all the air. You think
| should apologize, you can think again.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Skiing in Jeans

by Milynn Oln

W st on her aversized flral coueh, dogs aniried
together onthe noth end, me nthe micel, an
onna propoed withapilow on the south end. | pull

a

the all.Her emargency alert neckiace birks vough

both her shirt and sweatshir. ean o ay my chest
Jder. Nonna moans from

pressure. Bono agaist bone. 1 upright

She snuggles the cania nose iece cloer o her
Septum, simulaneously 10gging the tube across her
body. A wistes.

Sh closes he eyes behind smudged yealasses,
which rovide mre peace o mind than vision, her
eyes weakenod by macuiar dogenaration and sge.

W are threa days shy o eight wasks from her 89th

done 1 He's gonethe distance, but st enough to
ke theleac? s Laes and gentlemen, he's done
it A dream four years n the making:

“Iwould be teriied; 1 ay. “They go so fastand all
dounhil:

“1could doit. 16, you know
1o, know. She means che used o alpne sk

For two years viththe roup from the bank. We.
wereal the same on the sopes—bank oficers,

mach. e were married and he htec the snow and
e dt ke th idea o me going up with he group.
Wnatif eI, he said, what ] get really hurt? Then

what? Besides, 5ot pregnant the nxt srig,
anpway.

But boy, was | good”
.
imagine nonna as young Wik,

Wi giggles loucly, staignt blonde halr framed
around prominent cheokbones, rown ayes sharp
berind botte-cap eyeclasses, lean, pett egs,

i

thes, listeningto the radi, suaying i the
ocking hai. AL near midnght, Wil xpocts a i,
sieping house

st s oo

NilM:ummmwmm:k fouve been paying us $50
onth,and snce 1 just me and my daughter now,

Vit o e s reithr o s vy vtk

o payche
abysiter fo he sister, Myra, and he over, who.

for ther two toddie sons, they tllher. Myra takes to
mesting Wille at the drugstore on payday Frdays.

e s dovn o ol et

and ibcary books

A morning that Jul, weeks nt her professionsi b,

ek do et ot bk oo

granito stairs. Down, bac

ok ok ok ok ok et resion
e chalenges another pew gi 1o

Sroce o e btiom of h st et oo

cha around the marble and brass entryay.

“Gis? bellows the bank's undersecretary of the vice

o
ey s i, .Sk Predont s he
ext e steps himsel.

Wil foins the bar' sk team, On Sundays she rdes
the skitrinto inter Pak. i ong jons snd Levi,
she st on rented skis 10 ride down the bunny il
She teaches herset, When i gets 5 coid o

tuck.She racesthe sackbrokers Wil skies nti
the very st minute before the last rain returms
Demver

Atthe e of s seasan, Laurs, another West High
720 typing pool g, begins nvting Wille t Suncay
dioners. Lour's brothr,Carl,is allpaper in a

fed Htallan home. H i shor, one arm unusable,
Dermxmer\ﬂv maimed. He's istant, newy home from

pite
S meatine s oot e o, v
sy e cat spa poer flakes topa
mountain ofspaghet. Wil chokes on th frst
Spoontuland Carllaughs o tears. 1 don' think s
very funny she says, reaching for water. “Salte;

1810 surpise to Wil when Car afers the way ff
s couch. They'drenta room ina house. They

There would't be any extas, but they could make .
0 bette,together.

A month afer her ineteenth birtday, Wile meets
er faher for morning coffee. They st across  small

wooden tabe n another ented foom n house that
a1, e, 73
st She comes alone

Happy,sreyou sure? I ths resly what you want? To
et marred,tohim*

“Idon't sow how s any of yourbusiness; she
sponds.
“Your overeighteen.You can do what you want.

Yo o sy esing. - ko o4 e
into swollen bronn Knuckis

m ot askng for I she says
They bt ko she sn' pregrant.

o and Wil tell Cart's famil together. “You marry
i s fathe says tober.“Withone arm 10 good.
Ho o fnish high schoal.He dink 0o much. He no

Yes.
This s unspeakable desperaton.

Inthe sternaon, the Justice ofthe Pesce marries
Wil and Carl with Loura and he fancs heir
vithesses. Immedately afte,all fourcatch a
downtawn rolley to the dnugstae for colabratory
mikshates.

o stiggls 0 i sl o s

against the couch cushion. Her legs st stretch
across my lap. She s\mv\y s o slen .
Ve are disracted by
Jocbienpiudyyiecrbichsqbideay
sder

“Icould doit. 6, youknow nonna says

1rod, know.
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Current Issue

Do You Know These 10
Common Warning Signs of
Depression?

by Kurt Luchs

Not able to get out of bed

because you are handcuffed to a 1200-pound K
odiak bear

that has four tranquilizer darts in its neck and s
nores.

Persistent thoughts of harming yourself
by eating at Taco Bell.

Little everyday things that used to bring you joy,
like setting fire to your city and throwing bricks i
n policemen'’s faces,

now seem more like work than play.

Pieces of darkness flake off of night's canopy
to settle on you slowly, gently, until
you are covered in a uniform layer of black ash.

You suddenly realize you are rooting for the ad
ministrative assistant

in the Lifetime original movie you're watching,
the energetic young woman who wants to sedu
ce the husband,

kidnap the child and murder the wife.

Even the voices in your head
don't want to talk to you anymore.

When sleep finally comes there are no dreams,
merely an announcer saying that that service
is only available to Premium Subscribers.

You find yourself pretending that every bill that
drops

through your mail slot is a letter from a dear frie
nd

threatening you with violence unless you repay t
he money you borrowed.

Loss of appetite except for truffles; apparently
even a very sad person
can eat an entire box of those.

A small bronze plate appears mysteriously

on your bedroom door to declare that occupanc
y

by more than one person is both unlawful and lu
dicrous.
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Myosotis in February

by Gianna Sannipoli

You are the lover

I'll remember when the world goes dark.

You gave me a bouquet of scorpion grass,
depressingly hued, lulled me with a

romantic appellation and an origin of a knight
who fell into a river. | watched an army of blue
mouse ears follow the mist of your voice,
conducting sylphs in the telling of that river,
that Parisian water waltz. | waited at the bank’s

bench

so devotedly that it became a displaced pew. |
wore

unremovable Red Shoes, cross-tucked under th
e wood.

Amongst the weeds were mice wielding novelty
nacre

scimitars and other things demagnetized from y
our armor.

Pinching creatures, ankle-slitting swords, rising
from

malignant roots. All that came up was breathles
s and

piercing. No daisies. Blood-draining blue. Love,
| have

not forgotten. | need no more reminders. | never
knew |

needed mercy until each morning molded over
with the

dark tar of your absence, and it was my dance,
my stalk

stuck in it. Lifeless. Unmoving. A rotten bench.
Pointe shoes. lll-natured flowers. Hours of indeli

ble devotion

lost in language: ne m'oubliez pas, ne m'oubliez
pas.

Out of darkness, into some softer blue. | will for
get you.
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Riding the Wild Nor'wester

by Donna Faulker

Spider's web a
sticky mess to clean. Whistling
kettle boiled over

again. It's never
cold. My tea cup waits, empty.
| wish to leave behind,

the spider, its messy
cobwebs snaring
flies outside. | wish

to drift away
ride the wild nor'wester.
It's hot breath

shouts at washing
drying. It preserves the baby
bird who failed

at flight, a tiny body
decaying prone on scrap.
Too young to fly, his nest

replaced. | wish upon
puffed up dandelion faces
ready to be set adrift.

The nor'westers
thieving teeth
tossing washing, stashing

pegs. Pink and blue
confetti in the hedge.
It's blustery tail, trails

away but | remain.
The window web flexes
The tea cup waits.

The bird is becoming dust
Dandelions bend but don't break.
A wish granted but not for me

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Benediction

by Katherine DeCoste

Let this anger too be tender.

Let the tide go out still aching for the shore.
Let the crow shatter already-dead bodies.

Let the driftwood church burn before morning.
Let the morning break tuneless and dry.

Let the grief litany itself.

Let the body its own ash swallow.

Let this tenderness too be anger.

Let me number each wave where it falls.

Let the crow light the kindling.

Let the driftwood church burn before mourning.
Let the mourning be tuneless and high.

Let the litany grieve itself.

Let the body be its own ash. Wallow.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Cyclone, almost

after Fiona Apple

by Katherine DeCoste

The poplars seeded twice this year

and we can't get good get gone

go anywhere fucking go

they attacked all my systems until they shut

down mid-air, midsummer
tumbling

from cumulus to crown

| will indulge in you

box me and tie me with tape to this

tarnished once-oak floor, God help

me and we can’t get out get in

get around it or anything else

we're snowed in here

and the river is haunting me
swiftly and surely

all the way west

The maps we made of the moon's
surface are less than useless
my mother asks why | dispose

of medical waste she keeps
piles of photographs of a body
| do not recognize and points to it
Saying my name

I'd dance across prairies

and into mountains with you but it's
Nothing personal only | need

to trace the moss lines to higher altitudes

And clearer airs | am giddy

with oxygen sickness, with wide-eyed

and wide-legged births of new languages

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Doppelgénger

by Bethany F. Brengan

its not the mirror

i know her

its the fun

games with
sticks on bones
names that sound
like mine

me and not-
out
lines

shadows
selves
impressions in
mind

im over

that

no matter

how much more
hated

iam and

-iam

what
i started with

what
were only
echoes

that frightens me
now

house glass
stones flying
other

people told me
this would happen
me watching from the
side, side-

wind and leeward
smudgy

someone elses
no!

here

isn't me

loved or

other

| forget
hands

| forget
voices

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Afterword

by Bethany F. Brengan

"I always thought of paradise as a library, not a ga
(Jorge Luis Borges from Borges at Eighty: Con
versations)

When | dream, it is both—books

along a maze of mossy shelves, never more

than shoulder-high. Heaven becomes a puzzle
without frustration. Hummingbirds

and sparrows dart between memoirs.

Rabbits bound beneath novels. A small overhang
of slate protects poetry from rain; wild

sweet pea vines trail down spines. | pick

new friends and old at will: unknown philosophers
and favored novelists, childhood loves and
unpublished letters, original drawings

and maps previously lost at sea. From every
bend along the path burst soft

gasps of discovery. Delight sits on our shoulders
like sunbeams. There's some irreverence

in the presumption
that God will form Paradise
to your own tastes, still...still...

What is heaven

but the place where your soul’s

hackles finally drop? Under pinking

trees, the labyrinth is alive with sunset-colored sa
and words, the constant whisper of geniuses

and saints and regular idiots, all proofed

and purified. A treasury where neither mold nor
malice corrupts, where booklice

and shame cannot break in and steal.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Exit

or dancing, for what it's
worth

and it's not about not being

disabled

by Samir Knego

When | dream about dancing | don't dream abo

ut being able to stand or step or spin

| don’t dream about dancing as something physi
cal, not really

| don't dream of it as something that my body ¢

ould do or cannot do or should or would do. No,
| dream of dancing as a feeling, as a joy as a flo

ating as a you and |

In space somewhere just moving and laughing a
nd being together

And maybe there is music and maybe there is o

nly perfect silence but somehow

| know that this feeling, this being, this thing tha
tis of my body but not quite in it--

That this is dancing, for what it's worth.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review




The Fieldstone Review

Current Issue

Roofer
by Catherine Edmunds

Danny knew a good strong gust would strip off the
next door, he knew to avoid re-used slates from C
he didn't use spirit levels, didn't measure, used ar
wooden ladder which bounced around like a zany
because aluminium froze your fingers in winter.
Lunchtime,

he'd climb to the top of the roof, no scaffolding,
eat his pie and build a spliff, his yellow fingers
curled round the photo | gave him, just a bit

of fun | said, just a laugh, but don't tell anyone.

In another age, Danny would have been poacher,
not ploughboy and |, the Lady of the Manor—

we would have run away with the raggle-taggle gy
we would have had crazy, fearless children.

My husband employed an expensive firm
to put everything right and finish the work.

Ten years have passed, but | still remember

the smell of plaster, dust sheets, brylcreemd hair,
eyes that crinkled with smiles and smoke, rough h
holding a photo, pert, innocent.

| have borne my husband two sensible, quiet sons
They go to a good school where they will never le:
about tanalised roofing laths, they will never consi
how grey concrete tiles turn slick and blue

in the spring rain, and how when the sun shines
they are glorious, bright as the reconditioned rocc
my husband bought for the library.

| love my sons and | love my husband
and | love the mirror, but sometimes,
the mirror looks back.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Sitting in the Fog

by Laura Glaves

Fighting the fog is futile.
So | let it engulf me.

Its cool mist carries me
to that numb place
where | can breathe a little easier.

The clamor of the outside world grows muffled.
Chatter turns to whispers.

| sit still in my fog
and remember you.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Match Box

by Meryl Reinhart

At times | am the flame

Atop a teetering match
Carefully held

Between nimble fingers.
Capable of great destruction
Of eternal rage;

Or capable of great good,

Like warming hands like yours.

But then,

At times,

| am the striking surface —
Used and abused

By flames glow bright
And then forgotten

In their path of light.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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Living in a Bubble

by William Doreski

Tycho is my favorite crater.
Fifty-three miles wide, impressed
in the southern lunar highlands.
Its eject blankets a network

of rays extended like arms

to embrace us when we arrive.

Yes, we're going to live there

in a large plastic air bubble

with auxiliary bubble in case.
We'll have a perfect view of Earth
in its agony, the seas rising

to wash away the human stain.

In downtown Hartford decades
after Wallace Stevens left it,

| heard the vacant storefronts
cough like hopeless smokers,
their ghosts unraveled, lying flat,
the landlords reduced to ash.

| heard the river of rivers
snickering as incoming tide
reversed its flow, threatening

to overwhelm the weedy levees.
| knew it was time to relocate

to the surface of the moon

where the windless light and dark
would stifle the warp of time.
Einstein didn't think of that,
although his antennae detected
the slightest cosmic nuance.

He would have thought the bubble

of necessary air too large

to transport. He didn't think

of running plastic tubing

from Earth to inflate the bubble,
which we'll ship all folded up
and erect upon arrival.

You'll like living in a bubble.

You'll find Tycho picturesque

as the mountains of Japan.

Let's practice holding our breath
and let's save up for the spaceship
that will free us from this planet

of decrepitude, grief and decay.
Soon enough the crunch will come,
nuclear war and pestilence.

But we'll be off in a stink

of blazing hydrogen, our last
exclamation nailed to the sky.
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Faintly Falling

by Denver Jermyn

After the diagnosis, he drives

back to the shop, sets a 2010 Toyota
on the hoist, arranges an oil pan,
and spins the plug from the drain.

Gone the children, alcohol, and cigarettes,
he shuffles around the garage

in the haze of grease and lubricants
stooping his bent frame under hoods.

He knows everything
about any make and model,
resets check engine lights,
undents their bodies,

refuses his own treatment.

On low nights he sleeps in coveralls
on a cot in the small office

to be closer to her urn.

Under the old Toyota, the oil stream
thins to a wisp, a thread, to drops
faintly echoing into the pan.
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If | Were a Tree

by Lorraine Whelan

My curls could be leaves

crispy and crinkly they would frame my face

and wave in breezy gusts while tethered to my he:
Rustling.

My limbs could be thin branches

or preferably wing-things with soft feathers,
they could flutter among the leaves of my hair.
Whispering.

My body could be some kind of nest

a nourishing stillness to all the movement -
the fluttering, the waving, the looser parts free.
Steadfast.

And secure as a hearth, a home.

If I could really be a being —

part of a new nature, a dryad-bird —
a force that | am not.
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Lord of Dance

by John Whitney Steele

If you wish to join Lord Shiva's dance,

stand and stretch your right arm straight ahead,
bend your left knee and raise the foot behind you,
hold your big toe with your left hand and spin
your arm to form a bow behind your head.

Hold the pose and enter Shiva's trance.

Ask Lord Shiva how to dance the fire dance,
hold the hour-glass drum in your right hand,
beat the pulse, sustain the universe,

hold the tongue of flames in your left hand,
not burn your flesh, destroy the universe,
fling your arms and legs with wild abandon,
and not lose your tranquil inward glance.
Now you know you are the Lord of Dance.
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Clover
by Louise Wilford

Lie in the itchy, late-evening grass,
herb-dry blades brushing your naked arms,
hair's hands sinking fingers into the cool earth.

See, through the half-closed edges of your eyes,
the brown-tipped flowers, pale wasps in the corn-
Floating patiently among the ragged dandelion,

the sluggish cowled nods of daisies, greasy buttel
tasting the hot air, adrift. Let your thoughts
lift and fall on the grassy sea, following the bee's

bobbing wander, shadowing the aimless ramble
of distant clouds. Let your thoughts swim

and dissolve in the wild red evening sun,

coasting, rootless, on a sea of clover.
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There is a Place
by Henry Matthew Ward

There is a magical place,
somewhere between memories and dreams,
where we are not quite sure
whether events have happened

or are yet to happen...

whether they are things remembered
or things hoped for.

Only the very young

and the very old can get there.

A place where a kiss

can make the hurt go away;

where a hug has no hidden agenda;
where "l love you", means just that...
nothing more...nothing less.

A place where tears

and smiles mingle together;

where appearances don't matter,
but we are beautiful, anyway;

A place where music is poetry

and poetry......is music.

You and | have been there,

but that was so long ago...

When did we wander away?

Have you found your way back yet?
| know it's out there

waiting for me to return,

and | shall.

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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she knows our names. Girl, though we are women
now. Girl. Even though anyone who made it out of
Monm's care alive deserves the dignity of a name.

Before | know what's happening, Emma is on her feet.
Running. Towards Vera. Years of hate and hurt
pouring off of her. Emma, the girl who lived her life
avoiding conflict, might kill Vera in broad daylight.
Vera does not know enough to be afraid and hobbles
out to meet her in the middle of the road. Somehow,
breaking through stunned paralysis, | run to Emma’s
side.

Vera's words stop making sense and simply bounce
around in my brain. Emma holds up her hand to quiet
Vera's babbling, but the noise goes on and on. I turn
to Emma in shock when | hear her tell Vera to just
shut the fuck up. Vera looks like someone slapped
her in the face. “That's right,” Emma screams, “a
mongrel told you to shut the fuck up. Call the police,
go ahead. You're about twenty years too late to make
adifference.”

I step between them and catch Emma's arm before
she topples Vera. | tell Vera to go home and | pull
Emma into my arms. She holds it together until Vera
shouts from the safety of her porch, “Once trash,
always trash" As soon as we hear the door slam
behind her, Emma erupts into great, heaving sobs.
It's not the first time she's cried like this, but it's the
first time she’s done it in my arms. “Goddamn,
Emma;" is what | say. “Goddamn, | think we could be
friends.”

You want me to say everything is fine now. I've lied
before so it would be easy for me to give you what
you want if that's what you really want. The trouble is
that I don't believe the lies | tell myself anymore. That
makes the lies you want to hear less believable. So,
let's end on the truth.

Emma and | agreed to sign commitment papers.
Mom's not coming home for a while. And when she
does come home, it won't be to the same house she
left. That one is being sold. Neither of us have
enough strength of character to fix our broken
childhood. So, we're letting it all go—the house, the
trash, the memories. Well, we're going to try to let go
of the memories.

“Stop taking so many damn aspirin,” | told her before
we went our separate ways. Puzzled, she told me she
hadn't had an aspirin since she was a kid. “You have
an aspirin bottle. Like Mom. You shake it when you
are upset” | was surprised, then horrified, when she
told me she had a prescription for oxy. And friends
who would spot her pills when she ran out.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said. “You drink
beer

That's true and | was desperate for one at that point.
“It's not the same.”

“It's not different”

“I'm just surprised someone like you..”

“I came out of the same wretched womb you did."
Wretched womb. This was Mom's favourite?

She walked me to my car and said, “We should do
this again” She shook her bottle and laughed. “Well,
not this. God, no, not this. We should get together
again She searched my face. “I mean, we're adults
now. We can get to know each other without Mom.”
As she walked to the driveway, she pointed at the
brand-new car and admitted, “I can't afford this She
laughed again and promised to call me. “It'll be fun.
You'll ke me. You'll see.”

She has not called.

I don’t know what she did when she got home, but |
got drunk. And then | slept for two days.

I worried | was one naked run from becoming my
mother.

1took a shower. | put fresh sheets on the bed. Three
Ioads of laundry, washed, folded, and put away made
me feel slightly better.

And today? Right now? | open the fridge and look at
the beer, but | do not take one out. You want me to
say | don't drink anymore, that | am a recovering
alcoholic. | would, except I'm ot lying to you.

If Emma would have called, | would have asked her to
come over. That's what | tell myself. | would have
said, “Brace yourself and | would have asked her to
bring trash bags. But she did not call me and | do not
call her. Maybe this is the kind of thing you have to do
alone.

Instead of calling Emma, | call Mom. “It's me, Mom.
Molly," | have to say my name because the fog of
psychotropics doesn't let her recognize my voice.
“How are you doing?"

“Get me out of here," she whispers. *I can't do
anything in here. Every minute of the day is theirs. |
made an ashtray, Molly. | don't smoke. An ashtray."
She stops talking long enough to hum a song she
thinks | might remember. “I used to sing that song to
you when you were little. You're my favourite, Molly.
Get me out of here”

“I'l see what | can do;” | lie. She s in the middle of
another lullaby when | hang up.

I know she only said I'm her favourite so that I'd
spring her from the hospital, but it still feels good. |
stack the last of the boxes in my front yard and call
Goodwil. “Come pick it all up,” I tell them, and they
seem genuinely happy to get my trash. Before they
arrive, | take another look in the fridge. Hell with it, |
think. I'm drinking.
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Three Women / Three Women
Blues

by Timothy Parrish

it was a crazy long drive to that endless night in
seattle, from redding to eugene you were sleeping in
my lap, dreaming of jack that night at wamu, me
stroking your hair and you moaning you were like
three women looking for a pair, somehow we made
neptune before the show, i found blind willie mctell on
brooklyn avenue, he's playing now where i lie alone
but for rose thorns cutting my lips, you said you knew
that record and mentioned white jack’s tribute called
three women blues, smiling at me like creation was a
game show and you were its host, you touched the
jacket and the music started like your finger was a
stylus, i'm overcome by that deathless georgia voice
humming words i'll never understand, slaves in
chains revolting against their masters rose up before
me, and then the crazy mad hard magnetic violence
in your eyes, baby, heads on pikes like it never
happened in this country of george floyd choking
under some dumb cop's knee but happened every
time you came to me on your knees wherever we
happened to be, you were so wild and fun and full of
bile that when i bit into you i had to swallow the
throw-up in my mouth just to kiss you again,
sometimes i didn’t since you told me you liked my
taste on your tongue, i was the one crawling in that
seattle record store, your head nowhere near my pike
since you had swallowed it on the road, i'm dying for
lack of your breath, waiting for you to return it to me,
this coveted record in my hands as you coo, that's
me, babe, i'm all three women doncha know, moving
your two hands' three fingers from your cheek to
your thrapple, as if you were finger-painting yourself,
tracing now the flawless curves of your breasts
where my head almost never rested, your fingers
coming together at your tits’ points, a quick violent
twist sketched in your nipples like they had just
suddenly bloomed, and then your magic fingers
pushed outward as if you had just plucked them for
me, rose petals you carelessly tossed at my eyes,
they found my mouth instead, i craved your flowers’
taste, there's no word in this language for the shade
of your skin, it's more of a sound, a gurgling throat
drowning when it's thirsty, you make it on me
wherever you capture me at my desk, on park
benches, in the driver's seat helpless in the slow-
moving portland traffic and i'm stroking your neck
like its beautiful colour will permeate my hands and
make every object i touch a marvel of the universe,
i'm the yellow, you sang, and i'm the brown too, as for
the third colour, you said it was the black of your neil
young shirt, you'd wear it after the show, in our lay
lady lay bed, showing me again the colours of your
mind that was just my desire unhinged, only i was the
lady you were laying, my pike was forever yours, i
couldn't take it back from your head if i wanted to, i
didn't even try that afternoon on brooklyn avenue
where neptune still stands despite the plague
reaching out to touch what you had drawn on the
canvas of skin, your petals grinding my teeth, forget
these boring record stores, you said, let's follow jack,
he's in portland tomorrow, that's when | noticed him
on the wall, supervising the store from that slightly
ripped poster and singing about the colours your hair
happened to wear that week, red-blonde-brunette, a
different one each day, i prefer your natural black,
say, man, squealed jack, if you really want to rock her,
i'll put on blakey's witch doctor, that motherfucker
was saying, in his voice of pure appropriation, i felt
myself sinking into someone else’s hell and knew no
one could sing the blues like blind willie mctell, on my
knees feeding on you feeding on me, your head again
lending me my pike, i wasn't revolting in this place
more public than keller fountain park had been, your
fresh nipples keeping my hands steady, the taste of
flowers famishes me, the clerk started to holler for
the cops through the window, somehow they were
never far when you were near, but jack's voice stifled
his scream, not mine, from the wall he put your pink
phone in the clerk's hand, its camera eye had been
activated by your rectum always winking in the open
air, your panties your knee pads, you sure know how
to pack for a trip, and it's jack’s three women coming
through the store's exceptional speakers, you had it
put it on when you touched blind willie, the
soundtrack for the movie the clerk was filming with
your phone, he looks like jack too, sitting on the
counter so calm above his california gal going down
on me slow, taking us in through your nether eye, and
you're talking out of the side of her mouth, saying
we'll do this again in portland, babe, then reno, all the
way to nashville, let's make ernest tubb's record
store, it's the best, jack says, you're coming baby, like
it or not, jack screams from the wall, and you pant the
same words in my ears, jack and you in stereo, i'm
always coming between you two, it's ok, you're voice
never sounded sweeter singing i'm like three women
in one, ask jack, i don't have to, i'm watching you
now, you put your movie on my phone, it's like you
have three mouths, how come jack always gets two
for my one, there's no off switch for these dreams of
you, variegated colours of your lay, lady, lay mind in
our lay, lady, lay bed, blues like chains wrapped
around my head.
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different than being stuck. In the glade of passing
trees, he thought of the 58 bus. He tried to envision
his mother—her lined face, her driven stare—but he
couldn't see her, couldn’t remember her, as if he had
been traveling for years instead of hours, and she
seemed a blur behind the bus window. Was it
commitment shrouding his memory? Commitment to
the next ten miles or twenty miles or fifty miles? Or
was it resistance, resistance to turning back, to
retracing his steps, to jumping. He thought about
Slim Bobby and Sunfall Sam and Woody Guthrie. He
remembered them, for sure. He wondered if they had
ever jumped. He wondered if they felt the urge to
backtrack. He wondered if moving on was always
their first choice or their only choice.

The wind rushed into his nostrils and dried his eyes.
His jaw tightened and, into the wind, he shouted the
name of Uncle Jack, but he could barely hear his
voice. He shouted the name again, imagining the
sound as more of a curse than a name. The clear
plastic wrapped around the single pallet of Granny
Dot’s Sunrise Syrup rustled in the car. He kneeled in
the doorway and tugged on the laces of his Chuck
Taylors. He gripped the door frame with one hand,
just as Uncle Jack had done, and rubbed his half-
finger as the wind whipped up an aroma of
lemongrass and engine oil. He breathed deeply as he
looked down to the rail bed—to the streaks of grass
and gravel. His Chuck Taylors vibrated as the train
sped further from Uncle Jack, from Pennsylvania,
and closer to someplace he could not see,
someplace he could only imagine.
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stuckin an ice-bath of fluorescence with her best
friend who's imperfect and their prodigiously athletic
Kid. She had plans for a Sunday alone. But 'm
disappointed. She's not the woman-of-few-words |
have made of her.

“I've heard of bigger problems | say, numbly aware
that Kerri has too, and that my rage is dusted n its
own kind of pettiness.

Ihang up.

I bend my knees and spring out of the mud, crashing
own on the soiled photo. The image is on my hard
drive and | can print it out anytime.

“You're ahead, babe. Pause, babe, pause”

Damien shifts her weight forwards while clamping an
ice pack to her knee. A biip of silence on her end s
followed by the synchrony | find so comforting: two
tracks of tinny audio, spooling out a movie. We've got
ach other on our iPhones and Top Gun on our
computers. Claire has put herself to bed down the.
hall. Here in Edmonton, its three a.m.

When she hits pause again, | freeze Mav in the
middle of his assholish smirk (which she’s been
emulating since high school). “What's up, you?"

“I'm sorry? she says.

For once we haven't communicated the crap out of
things the moment they happen. It was nine o'clock
when | got in, and | somehow got warm. Now Claire’s
asleep and we can talk, but we haven't; both the
accident and my rudeness to Kerri have gone
unmentioned. | haven't brought up the river or the
photograph, sither.

1am arrogant. 've grown cynical towards our conflict
fituals, and | think | know what comes next. She'll ask
my forgiveness for wrecking herself and our
Canadian summer; Il say I'l apologize to Keri. She'll
flare up at this reminder of my actions; Il whimper
piteously. She'lldo a speech straight out of The
Notebook about how happy we make each other
even though we make each other insane, which will
be laced with thetorical pornography and the
bolstering of her stance that there's a line-up of
twentysomethings dying to marry her. Guess who
made vegan red velvet cake—dropped it off at my
work? Sophie. You know the bakery girl. She put on
lipstick to match and invited me to an art show: She's
funny, she’s hot, she’s here, you're not! | hate vegan
cake! 1don't want to date Sophie. | want you to fly
bus walk here without telling me and get ost ask
directions get a sunburn off the snow and when |
come home to you stuffing up a carrot cake hands
‘gooey with animal products | want you to throw me
down on the table and take me so hard I—well,
probably get a yeast infection from the icing sugar. |
reckon my closet's tall enough for your onesies. |
want to fight about where the toaster goes. Let's pick
Claire up from school and tell her you're ours now. |
will groan with jealousy (foolishly defensive of my
baking skils), and giggle and get turned-on and turn
ravenously sad and say | wish | could doft, I wish |
could move for her. She'll taunt me—May | ask what
time it s, sweetheart? This s your best ffe, is it?
‘Alone with your phone, burning the night away on an
app you think loves you.. She'llgo quiet, say its
because she cheated on Kerri. That's what you'e
afraid of. I say it's not. She'll say itis. Il do a
speech about how paltry are her cobwebs and
freshest firtations in comparison with everything real
that's happened to me that she can't understand.
She'llery. Il cry. We'll manage to say "goodnight”
and “llove you:* A day o two will pass, then we'll
ook a meal together. Il give the cat the vacuum and
watch her laugh while he dips his tongue into the
vortex of suction. And finally after a FaceTime bath
we'll have quivering braying FaceTime sex, and when
et go it will not be without the vague notion of
standing at the edge of an abyss, dropping stils of
my life into the grey matter of a bodiless mind~—a
fever dream that wraps the earth and knows, for
better o worse, that | was here.

Tonight Damien starts with none of this. Instead, she
tells me my story.

“You're in a tough spot she says. “Your gir ives
thirteen thousand K's away. Your memories of your
boy live in Edmonton. You've thought about what it
would mean to leave your flat, those shit Alberta
winters. And you'd do it for me if you could, but you
can't. And its alright There's an odd flushed look on
her face.

Her sincerity makes my throat ache and is also so
frustrating. She's gearing up to leave me for the
zilionth time, and the factis that one of these days.
shell get the job done. Permanently. Maybe not
tonight; but there are things you can stand for five
years that you can't stand forever. 'm on my feet,
glaring at the rectangle in my paim.

“I've told you that Cody's a part of you, a part of us
You're Cody's mum and that's how | see you. He's.
with us in the grocery store and on our walks. He's in
everything we do, baby, even when I'm inside you

“Shut up!" | cry, into a ready silence. | manage to say
“goodnight* and *llove you* before my thumb
stomps the red button,

She's a bt stoned and half-asleep when | call her
back on my laptop.

“You're beautiful | say harshly. “Everything you say
is beautiful”

She yawns, limps gingerly to the bathroom, rumpled
dark hair fuzzing into the background. *So what's the
problem?”

“Whatifit's not the same?”
“What if what's not the same?"

1 can feel pooling beneath my breastbone the light we
make. You can't dam it. When the channel blasts
open you might not be safe, but you might not be.
ruined, either.

“What if~* My desktop image is of Cody and me
laughing, by some liacs. | have crushed our faces
into the mud. And they're stil—well, blazing out of
the depths of a monitor, which is a slice of plastic
specked with food particles. My boy laughs and
laughs. With strokes of the touchpad | hide twenty-
Seven-year-old me behind Live Movie of Girfriend,
who's not a bad listener while she pees. "What if—
when | move to Queenstown—

“—everything changes?"
“Yes

“And you miss having me in your pocket, a the.
time?”

“Yes? What if none of it's real,  trick of the miles? |
can'tlose home?.

Damienis laughing, her face next to Cody's, and the
laugh won't be rendered thin by my old speakers.
From unfathomably distant t bubbles up through my
organs, close as you please. “Baby" she splutters,
scolding. “Goddamn.” She wraps a hand in toilet
paper, dabs her leaking eyes, and as her arms move
and my view jigales | know she’s wiping with the
same wad between her legs.

I make her tell me.
“Ifucking hope it's not the samet”

And 110 split my sides, because she makes a good
point. Some time ticks by; she's stuck on the toilet
due to age, injury and being too detrimentally in love.
with me to stand up. When we're done she looks
fight in my eyes, which means she's had to gaze
purposefuly into the lens of her iPhone. Which is
Gumb. What screens really want is to break up like ice.
floes.

1 know this because | am loved and ridiculous—even
Cody thinks so, 1 can tell. And for once in a stack of
blue days | can see a way through.
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SURVIVAL MANUAL FOR A
MEMBER OF THE
ECCLESIA

BILLINGS, MONTANA, 1969-
71

by Melanie Reitzel

1. Help your mother gather up the four younger
children and get them into the car on Sunday
mornings.

2. On the way, try to guess who in the
congregation will be this week's Examples.
Shake your head when The Apostle points to
those who have fallen. Try not to squirm during
the four-hour sermon.

3. Nod when the Scriptures are quoted. Pretend
you care about the Latin root of the word
"transgression.” Promise you'll never step
across the boundary from obedience to sin. If
you lower your eyes and nod knowingly,
everyone will believe you're sincere.

4. Sing whatever the congregation sings. The
message does not apply; the refrain is not
yours. Meanwhile, try to remember the lyrics to
every song they wont let you sing.

5. Keep a few things of this world to yourself that
you have been commanded to give up—old
pennies tucked tight into the black pockets of
their cardboard folders tucked safe in the
bottom drawer of your desk under sheets of
your calculus homework that are filled with
symbols your mother can't understand.

6. Agree to renounce fiction in all forms. Stories,
however, never die—they'll wait for you. You
shall find them.

7. When school is out, ride your bike downtown.
Open the door to the courtroom slowly. Sit in
the back where you won't be noticed. Imagine
you are the lawyer for the defense telling the
judge that you object. Guess how each jury
member will vote.

8. Tell no one. If caught, say you're witnessing
justice.

9. Find ways every day to say Yes that really mean
No.
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Editor's Desk: Plastic

Identities and Escapisms
by lan Moy and Shane Farris

Any string of ideas related to the state of the world at
this point will doubtless sound like conversations
being had by all of us in our everyday lives. The past
few years have been a struggle for all and more than
that for a great number of us. We would like to thank
you for your patience as we bring you two issues that
suffered from delays and wish you all care and safety
as we begin a new year.

When we first met to discuss themes, Plastic
Identities seemed like a reasonable topic considering
our place in relation to climate change and the
struggles of the planet, and perhaps the proliferation
of non-renewable materials. As time went on and
submissions piled up, we realized how important that
theme was becoming to our daily lives; lives many of
us had to live virtually as an avatar on someone else's
screen instead of in person as flesh and blood.

Plastic Identities brings stories and poems about
belonging, reflecting on a life lived from multiple
perspectives, sharing stories through generations,
the challenges of being known by a fading name on a
credit card, stories and poems with a depth and
resonance we have failed to capture in this brief and
terribly general summary. The words in this issue are
confronting and to look beyond is to see more of
them and yourself in a world that teeters
precariously. A challenge, certainly, but a rebirth
upon reflection swathed in our personal truths.

With thanks to our various editors: Megan Solberg,
Kai Monk-McKenzie, Richelle Gaudet, Michelle Kent,
and Dara Gerbrandt, their dedication and
commitment in an uncertain time allowed us to
compile a fantastic collection of writing.

Though it has taken far longer than we anticipated,
Escapisms began as an exercise in finding points of
light in a dark time but became a more natural
successor to the previous issue than we could have
imagined, and we've combined what would have
been two issues into one issue with two parts as a
result. Where once we considered our place in a
manufactured world, we now begin to see the impact
of that world on its people and the desires of those
who search for meaning and ways through. We
wondered at the outset if this might be a heavier,
more sombre issue than we've had in the past and
thank goodness for our authors to realize that reality
in ways that encourage us to keep reading and
rediscover our passions.

In Escapisms we find literal escapes of couples
running away for a weekend armed with disinfectant
wipes, poems that demand our attention and
consider what we are (and what we have) and what
we are not (and what we do not), a drive through
Portland that changes with each reading, and a list of
ways to follow local guidelines while understanding
the importance of subversion for survival in silence.
The vulnerability and openness with which these
writers engage with their subjects in times like these
provides for us readers those escapes that they
themselves might be searching for.

Our editing team of Delane Just, Amanda Burrows,
Jillian Baker, Nicole Jacobson, and Dara Gerbrandt
brought to light a collection shaded in tones of
darkness, poems and stories that give voice to those
emotions we've been struggling with in the face of a
global pandemic.

To our readers in both issues, without you this never
would have been completed. For your time, effort,
and your discerning taste, thank you.

There are two pieces to highlight in these issues, and
those are “Prelude and Fugue” by Diane Callahan and
“SURVIVAL MANUAL FOR A MEMEBR OF THE
ECCLESIA BILLINGS, MONTANA, 1969-71" by
Melanie Reitzel, the winners of the Fieldstone
Review's $100 literary prize! Congratulations to you
both, and thank you for your superb contributions.

We could not be more grateful to those who helped
us reach this conclusion. It is with pride and joy we
bring to you Plastic Identities and Escapisms.

Shane and lan,
Editors-in-Chief

- © 2021 The Fieldstone Review
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