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files containing more than one font. Whatyew n 6t f i nd are pretty pic
| ayouts. We |ike this ©&broottegrntecdcpage dsitsleconst r u
ownaesthet@di nspired by the 6Beatd presses and j o
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The artistic voices, those of heart, mind and spirit, must never capitulate in the face of

tyranny. Art is the instrumerf conscience, the fellow of truth. Out of the mouth of the

beast rises Sapphods song. Opening the space
compassion, only happen when we write about what matters anceddso be

written. To do this literature (andahincludes CNF) must have the power to offend. If

the dissenting voice is silenced the sediment in the bottle is artifice not art, materialism

minus the atom, spirit minus the ghost. It is up to us to eschew the damnations of political
correctness and itdiotic spin off, cultural appropriation. The right to question, the right

to disagree, the right to risk is our call to arms. And for those of our fellow writers who

can no longer protest without personal consequetice torch has been passed: we must

doit for them! This is what writing is all about. What real writing is all about. Writing is

hard. Good writing is even harder.
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the email contains is from he editor who signs it Period. Done. Oh, and yeah, we are

separate people, (just check our STD fil es)
emalil links.Capite?!
Wedbre just six crazy dudes and one cool fo

knees at the sound of beautiful words in all their glorious reach and transformative

power. At FOTD we share that with each submission we publish, each different from the

other, some miles and styles apart, but always burhiisgoptimum et clarissimum.

And now we give you Issue 7. Full of sound and fury, signifyahgntthat will keep you

reading todayand tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrodnd until we meet again in

Issue 8, always spread the LOVE and STAY SAFE, or, as we say here in wonderful
Canadat he true north stetng and Flea, fAStay sa
Tom, Charles, Hezekiah, Janet, Richard, Rob and Steve
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FICTION



ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLIE

By Jonah Howell

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor LEVI PLATT writes:

Howel | 6s command of | &ouwndinthigggbotond t he |
unsettling and derelict is just a delight to read. One cannot help but be
enthralled by Meloncholi e Mercerds eni
when she ruminates fAlt gets better onc¢
iIsmenacebehth i t, but youor+#uwentnielv eir-twiga i tt eo cle:
On the face of it, what Howell accomplishes here is a deceptively great piece

of horror that harkens to the era of the Southern Gothic, but like all great

literature Anatomy of Melancholis so much more than a simple homage or

exercise in artifice and style. What lies at the heart of this piece, what truly

leaves us coming back to his werk its tragedy of Modernity

Al just donot
t o

speak the | anhbeyage here.
moved you not he

a
a her country?o
Whentheeverowdf-p|l ace Jefferson utters his di
to yoke an almost otherworldly tale of horror with the very human, very

devastating tale of the cost of Moderrityomes into focus. When we are

introduced to North Carolina's rapidly changing Raleigh/Durham area,

Howel |l 6s expert writing lulklkas us into
simple, beautiful orientation of time and place. Yet, he is also deftly steering

our focus towards the sensegobwing isolation and resignation felt by

those whose once solid foundations of home, culture, and belonging is taken
away from them; we need only pay atter
(and ultimately our own) sense of powerlessness and resigratiba

overwhel ming force of change that keej
devastation of filosing yourself o Howel
these pages that makes each read of Anatomy of Meloncholie better than the

last.

(Spacingand fonisze ar e authordéds own.) Eds.
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Anatomy of Melancholie

Her parents were not cruel, they were just from the country. They had never heard such a

word, and when they named her, they thought they had assembled a new and otherwise
meaningless string of syllables. Not that they were unintelligent: Her fatheiftlhe f

most productive farmer in Veerstoff County, North Carolina, solved cube roots in his
head as a hobby, and her mother was the
straight across, stress on the first and third syllaMetancholie Mercerit does produce

an inexplicable ring, as though layers of clouds, rubbing together just right in a high
wind, had begun to rain chords in F# minor.

None of us realized what her parents had done until Veerstoff High finally closed
in 1997. B a c kerstate 85 dypaks hadareroutediall thentruckers through the
faraway metropole of Greensboro, and Veerstoff was left to subsist on corn and
clandestine trickles of moonshine.

The high school held on for a few years, downsizing and restructuring until it
resembled a nineteenttentury schoolhouse, with one teacher for the freshmen and
sophomores and one for juniors and seni
the next summer we eathall one hundred twentfour of u® received letters of
admissiorto a public boarding school in Durham. North Carolina School of Science and
Math, they called it. The buses would come and round us up at the end of the summer.

Melancholie, Jefferson, and I, going into our senior year, were assigned to the same bus
on August eighth, and we waited together at the corner of Main and Lower Spring just
after sunrise, sweating in the morning fog. Down Main we could barely see the ballpark,
with its pennants from the 640s and its
nothing but dull reddish cedar stumps in both directions. Saplings bowed over between
them, mourning.

Jefferson joked, fAlf the bus doesnodt

coun

or s.

peel

c ome
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She laughed. She had set out to read every book in the county library, in
alphabetical ordenpbauthor, when we were twelve. Soon after that, she had taken on

such a darkly weighted demeanor that Jefferson and | had sworn afenessary

reading forever. | f I remember correctly,

night. Teachers gerally resented her until, at sixteen, she figured out how tcgday
her age.

Jefferson made another joke, but | refuse to write it. This was a long time ago
now, and way out in the country.

The bus arrived around eight, headlights shrinking in the fagoasnped toward
us. The rest of our senior class, about fifteen of them, had already boarded. The bus took
a toothrattling threepoint U-turn over a cleared cedar lot, and Mel rambled to us about
Ozzy Osbourne and Ozymandias, some kind of whittlethfofull hourlong ride into
Durham. She seemed nervous, but we could not imagine why. Jefferson and I, we had
reasons to worry. We were about to enter an academic environment with standards. But

as far as we could figure, Mel should feel like she wasggeome.

The first day in our new English class, later that week, the teacher, Ms. Zercher, laughed.
AMel ancholie? I 6&m sure thatodés a typo. o
ANo, |l &m here. 0 She sank in her seat.
Ms. Zercher stared at her for a buzzed moment, eyebrow cocked, then sped
distractedly through the remaining names. | found out later, when | worked for the same
school as a recotkieeper, that Ms. Zercher had filed a complaint with the administration,
thinking that, and | quote, nAthesRealf?i cks

And Mel ancholie?d The assistant principal

never heard any of it.

S h

ar €

C a

After two weeks in Dur ham, Jefferson started

three of us had, by some glorious stroke of lsckored rooms on the same hall, and we
spent most of our nights either playing poker together or else shooting the shit over

moonshine scored from older friends back in Veerstoff.
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Melancholie often showed up late. She always sped out when school ended at
3:30 to go and walk around Durham. Deprived of the Veerstoff Library, she had taken to
reading the city, she said, and she was certainly happier for it. | had not seehdigr so
since we were little kids. One night, halfway down a jar of lemon moonsthiee
admitted of her | iterary phase, dlt felt |
and they wound around my shins as | walked, and they were so heavy that it felt like |
couldnét move anywhere. 0

Although I intuited that such a thing could not be contagious, it seemed like
Melancholie had overcome it only by passing it on to Jefferson. So on our second
Saturday, several shots deep, I asked him,

He gazedup at mé@ he had been staring at the imitataood floor of my

rorood, and | saw that his eyes had retreated

K

C

the | anguage here. Yoball ever feel l i ke that

Wehadnoidewhat he was talking about, so he

the country for centuries. Thereds ways of

t

thereds talk thatodés good for offices and sui

traitors,ny hairs, my spleen. 0 He wiggled his fi
flashed in the fluorescence of my bedside lamp.
Mel ancholie nodded. ANow you see how |

yourself .o

The night after Halloween we found Jeffersom pile of vomit, jars scattered around the

room, with a letter and everything, and we called a hospital and cried until they swore not
to tell the school. We called his parents,
and they called the principahd said there had been a sudden death in the family.

Jefferson went home for a couple weeks and came back silent. While he was gone,

Melancholie stayed in town almost all the time, and | hardly saw her.

Melancholie. She was tall, | remember that mutér. legs seemed like they reached up

C

a

to my navel, and her neck always craned forw
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talking. She kept her hands in her pockets, but | knew her fingers were always moving,
playing with stray threads, balling lint,nigling keys.

Her face was somehow widened, somehow lengthened, like a deep sea creature
that a biologist had pulled up from high pressure. There is a grand secret there, a parallel
between depressurization and depressitirat when you pull a person outtbe kind of
pressure they know, all the organs that once pushed against that outer pressure spill out,
and they cannot move, or they cannot figure out where to move, and so they distend, or
their mind overruns its boundaries. | imagine a blobfish whioeuseveral thousand
meters of water, is welldapted and even beautiful, its sleek lines set off attractively by
the darkness that surrounds it; but it cannot survive for long in the light, in a small tank. It
overflows itself, it frowns by structure,axplodes on impact with our world.

Mel ancholiebds feet always pointed straigh
though she were trying to hide herself. Usually she smiled, but usually she could not, but
she forced it anyway. Once we arrived in Durhler, shoulders began to slump, their
blades skewed outward like clipped and useless wings, and she started wearing a thin iron
chain as a necklace. Slowly, her accent shifted, not toward that of Durham or away from
her natural voice, but off in a differedirection entirely, like a bumper that flies off the
road after a headn collision.

Her neck was long, and her hair was short and strawlike. She showered every
couple weeks, and she did not shave her legs or her armpits, and so folks in Veerstoff
thoughtshe had lost sight of Christ, and folks in Durham thought she was from the North,
which, in Jeffersondés native | anguage, woul d
see her that way.

She walked slowly, looking mostly at the ground and at the rusgygpumps,
until we moved to Durham. Then she sped up, and she spoke of the great life of the city,
which Jefferson and | dutifully avoided.

She introduced herself to everyone in Durham as Mel, but we knew her name, and

she never asked us not to use it.

Jefferson returned the week before Thanksgiving. He said nothing in class, and none of

the teachers pressed him, thinldngorrectlyd that he must be mourning. He still met
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with Melancholie and me at night, but he lost every game of poker, and he barély dran
and we did not ask him about The Night or about its letter, thinking that he would explain

things to us when he was ready.

The last Friday before Thanksgiving break, Melancholie waited for us after class. She

had never done this before, and Ichidedhe A Fi nal ly realized the ci
the | ibrary?o

She grinned. W@ANo. | want to take yodoall th

Jefferson winced visibly, and she | owered
you. O

AWhy?o0

AYoudl |l see. 0O

We walked with her outthe& ¢ h o0 o | 6 sronvWronbgateg. betferson trailed the
two of us by a few feet, staring at the sidewalk. Just outside, an old green signpost
pointed the way downtown, and she led us in the opposite direction.
Al snét Durham that way?0 | asked.
AEh, eirtyowsh eerve . | 6m bringing you to the be
We walked on for about thirty minutes until demsecked streets of ramshackle
vinyl-sides gave way to pines and oaks. Though it was late November, the sun shone
alone in a nearly clear sky, afewthinclosds r ung al ong the treetops
we sweat in the heat. She turned into the parking lot of a remote apartment building and
pulled out a flashlight.
AThe hell , 0 Jefferson said. AThought you
I am. 0 Sh e thd badk of the patkihgriob antg & narrow dirt path that

3t

curved away through the pines. Out in the needled underbrush a trio of armadillos chased
each other around a dead brown bush. Up ahead through trees and holly shrubs |
glimpsed the rectangular coete opening to a storm drain, about six feet high by five
wide.
Coming around the next curve, Jefferson g
going in there. What kind of shit are you ¢tr

ADo you trust me?0
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He could not say, fAno. o0 Even then | reald]
trick, trapping himm the same kind of Rexit language game the city kids used. | did not
say anything but stared into the drain. | could see maybe twenty feet in, then nothing. Its
gray walls streaked by leaking runs of orange mold, it looked like the rippling intestines
of some undiscovered animal, more mineral than organic. Something echoed from within,
loud and tinny, but then it echoed again several times, and | decided that it was only a
drip, runoff from yesterdayods rain.

We stopped for a moment at the entrance, dgggur shoes into the mud to keep
from slipping back down the trail. Melancholie turned her flashlight on and shone it into
the tunnel, illuminating nothing but the same gray with irregular orange streaks. She
stepped out in front and stood for a while wotie sneaker on the threshold, looking out
into the moldy corridor, intensely silent. Then she gave a quick blip of laughter and we

followed her in.

Jefferson fell behind by a couple steps, staring at the slime that slicked the floor, and
Melancholie and walked side by side in front until we came upon a sort of antechamber,
a wide room, maybe fifteen feet, with quick slaps of graffiti up the walls and somehow,
impossibly, an old candle chandelier hanging in the center.

| ran through a daydream that wégimt meet some tunnel person, like an
anthropomorphic mole or a cabat, and we would be invited to join them, their society
down there, in small chambers like this and tunnels that spanned the underside of
Durham. This chandelier was old, certainly-giectric, and | had thought several times,
as we walked that first straight stretch, that | heard other footsteps, which | had dismissed
as echoes.

Out of the corner of my eye | saw Jefferson shiver and turn away from the

chandelier, and Melancholie ask@ojnting to the twin tunnels that projected from the

chamberdos far wall, fALeft or right?0o0
ADond6t you already know?0 Jefferson spoke
AOf course. But | want you to choose. 0
ALeft . o
AYou sure?0 She asked, | owering her eyes.
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He hesitated. #ANo. Right. o

We fell, after about thirty feet, into the same formation as before, Melancholie and | in
front, Jefferson a couple paces behind. This tunnel was shorter and narrower than the last
and round, and we splashed through the thin trickle of water that ranitdawough, not
bothering to walk along the drier sides. The drain branched off to both sides at
unpredictable intervals, sometimes into tunnels just as wide as ours, sometimes into tiny
chutes not much wider than a houseds gutter
Passing the widespenings, | sometimes thought that | heard quick movements
like those of some large animal hurrying out of sight, and that | saw shadows darting
away from Mel ancholieds |ight. Several ti mes
these openings as though had seen more than | had, or he had seen as much but
understood more, but he said nothing, and | did not dare ask, not while | saw the utter
calm of Melancholie as she led us deeper into what | now recognized as a serious
labyrinth. As | caught fleetinglances of the tunnels we passed, and | felt the weighty
quiet that soaked the place, | nearly grasped what drew Melancholie there every day.
After walking for so long, we must have been squarely beneath downtown Durham.
The ceiling of our main passage dpad to a tight two feet out in front, and
Melancholie veered into a leftward branch, not quite so high as the hall we had left but
tall enough that we could walk upright if we bowed our heads. A crusty iron pipe ran
along the concrete to our left, leakidgar fluid into streaks of dull blue. Jefferson
cleared his throat like he wanted to say something, but he kept quiet and slogged on.
Far behind us, something crashed into the water. | could no longer explain it away
as our echo: It splashed loudly, theslipping patter as it fled, careful not to be detected.
| shot a questioning glare at Mel ancholie, a
For a confused, terrified moment, Il thoug
this place?o0
AExactly what iitt bleaaks fluil k&. |1 snot
Jefferson gripped my sleeve, the one furthest from Melancholie, and we trod on

around bends and over small, slick humps for an hour at least, and we heard nothing more



17

but the sounds of our footsteps and the dripping of that iron pipésritue smears.

Jeffersonés class ring bulged frigid against

She led us down several more branches, each tighter than the last, so that we were almost
on alkfours by the time we came to the second big chamber. Thibamre no chandelier,
and its walls were bare but for a pile of objects, arranged like a tiny shrine, in the far right
corner: an empty photograph frame with damp cork backing, a full snakeskin, a pair of
shoelaces. Melancholie made her way slowly arofingering her necklace and
humming an indistinct tune. It was no song | had heard, and it progressed in aggressive
starts and stops, accelerations into silence, with no particular tonal arrangement but
always seeming to rise, more similar to a quickenimglwhrough the rusted walls of an
iron shed than to any music | knew. Once she reached the shrine she crouched and
inspected the snakeskin with focused curiosity, balancing her flashlight on its hind end so
that it would light the whole room.

| had stoppd right inside the threshold, and | found myself panting deeply. The
room, its walls sparsely glittering in the dull light, smelled of mildew, not the gritty
mildew of gym clothes, but a clear, piercing sourness that set my head spinning. | only
noticed that Jefferson had stopped behind me when he pushed past, rushing into the room
and squeezing himself into the corner opposite Melancholie.

He pressed his back into the slimed concrete and sank down, shaking his head.
His shins seemed to grow several inclaesl they jutted up on either side of his face,
pointed knobs of knees angular through his jeans. Hands on either side of his head, he
squeezed his hair in full fists and spoke in the same submerged tone as before.

Al know what youdre doing, Mel .o

AWhatodomean?0 She | ooked over her shoul c
sharp and serpentine, protruding beneath her shirt.

Al saw it. |l 6m | eaving. O

She jumped up and sprang to the entrance
do that. o

AAnd why not ?0

She hesitated. AYou donot know which turn
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Al 61 | go up one of those | adders and out
ANo. 0 She said it too quickly, and she ad
rudeness, AEven if ybu Wwowhd fball o6mheydueodhe
He could not argue. He had never lifted a manhole cover before and could not
know how heavy they were.
Jefferson buried his face between his thi
Al 1 ove this pl ace .-dollarSesidetheffatendiwalked Kennedy

toward the only tunnel onward.

Three branches later, after wading through kaheep clear water and crawling through a
thin chute, we emerged into a wider tunnel, just high enough to stand in. By this point,
the orange streaks had disappeaaed, the iron pipe had curved upward and away
aboveground, and everything was perfectly grey in all directions, and | had seen no
graffiti for at least an hour, no signs of human contact but one more mound of objects, at
the end of the crawling chuiea stk crudely whittled into the shape of a shoelace and a
few beads strung onto a thick leather cord.

Melancholie slowed her pace now, but still she maintained the same calm
demeanor that had so relaxed me before. | had no idea what Jefferson was rating abou
and | figured he had fallen into some dark paranoia. | wanted to say that we had known
her since we were kids, that we had always trusted her, and that he was being crazy, but |
did not see how it could help, and | did not want to become another tre @fy kids
that thought he was off his rocker, so | kept quiet and squeezed his fingers when, as we
emerged from the thinnest chute, they reached back up to grip my sleeve.

Now and again | heard more crashes behind us, but | joked to myself that, if
sonething was following us, it was terribly clumsy.

Coming to a new fork, Melancholie paused, looked down both passages with her
flashlight, and took the rightward path. We followed, not knowing by what criteria she
could have differentiated the two. Jefferson trembled. | felt it in my sleeve. But he walked
on, silent. | felt his head turn each time we passed a ladder and each time something fell

into the dark water behind him.
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Far sooner than | expected, we came to another room, larger than the others and
shallowly domed. At its center hung a bare, rusteain, maybe five inches long. The
rest lay baré@ no graffiti, no shrine, nothing. The underside of the dome bore miniscule
traces of having been painted, but nothing like an image remained. Melancholie went
straight to the chain and ran her fingers aldrsgveral times, slow and methodical,
stopping at particular links and rubbing their sides. After some time she resumed
humming that same asymmetric tune, louder this time.

| walked along the sides of the wall as | had seen her do, looking for whatever it
was that she saw in them. Atop the concrete was nothing but a faint, thin film, not quite
mold but not quite simple dampness, something of a category | had never experienced.
Melancholie was fully absorbed by the chain, running her long fingers up andtdown
with intense focus.

In a moment of confusion | noticed that there was no pressure on my sleeve. |
whipped around and scanned the room several times for Jefferson as though, in spite of
its emptiness, | could have missed him. | bolted to the entramddélelancholie
indulgently beamed her flashlight down the empty tunnel. | darted my gaze back around
the room and then ran, slipping in unnamable film, down the tunnel, finally stopping and
screaming out, AJefferson! o

| heard nothing but my own echo. Spimg back into the room, | found

Melancholie as calm as ever, still examining the chain.

AWe need to go back and find him. o | felt
SO obvious.
Al had to bring somebody. 6 Shoadeditsd not | o

lowest hanging link, scrutinizing it closely, her eyes only an inch away.
AHuh?o0 | | ooked around the room and tried
feeling of him on my arm, but we had walked so far that | could not pinpoint the moment.
| rememlered him crouching in that second chamber.
She turned to me, and she ran her eyes along the nascent lines in my forehead,
down the side of my jaw, and over my neck before shooting her gaze toward the ground.

Altés better that Ilhye. ifsThrbustheme., @ she said ¢
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Suddenly gripping the chain with both
l onel y. o

| bolted back down the tunnel, groping blindly for a ladder. Behind me | heard the
smooth, confident strides of something | could not reconcile withatedass splashes |
had heard earlier, and | ran harder, slipping and nearly falling on the film that coated the
underside of the passage.

My hand leapt off the wall into a wide indentation, and I slid to a stop as the
rusted upright of a ladder scraped $ie of my thumb. Loud, rapid splashes
reverberated down the tunnel in both directions as | clambered up. Just when my face
broke through a dense net of cobwebs, the crown of my head rattled against the manhole
cover. Remembering from the brief flashémtl seen earlier that a concrete cylinder
closed tight around the ladder at the top, | leaned back against the narrow walls and
heaved with both arms.

The cover raised a couple inches, and | struggled up one more rung for better
leverage as heavy footsteprgambled to a stop beneath the ladder. A thin sliver of light
illuminated the backs of my hands, and | fixated on it, willing it to widen, and the cover
shuddered up as, below me, quick taps shook the ladder, tings of metal against metal.

With anupward surge | threw the cover over onto its back and scrambled up the
last few rungs, hefting my shoulders over the reddish rim of the manhole. Long, frigid
fingers wrapped around my ankle, and | kicked out wildly with both legs. My free foot
made solid ontact, and | pushed up onto a desolate parking lot. | saw a quick flash of
livid grey skin as my pursuer fell back, but | heard it catch only a few feet down, so |
braced my hands beneath the cover and, with a heavy grunt, swung it back into place just
asthe thing gripped the edge.

Its fingers writhed back and forth and scraped at the asphalt. A heavy ring on one
of them clanged against the iron rim of the hole, and muted slapping sounds escaped from
beneath the cover as it threw its back against therenwalls, trying to find leverage to
lift its fingers free.

| could not move but stared at its fingers, transfixed, confused, and | knew that |
could not lift the cover from above, so | ran toward the street and out through downtown

Durham, passed flasty lights and neon and darted through crowds of stumbling drunks,
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waiting cabbies, and sororities in formation, accelerating relentlessly, though my knees
ached for the first time, and every humid breath scalded my lungs, because if | ran fast

enough, Ihought in delirium, | would forget.

At Thanksgiving dinner my mom | eaned over an
di fferent. Darker. | dondt mean to, you know
rai sed. o
| took another bite of mashed potatoes and ndddeantly.
AGod has his plan for you. I know it. Hi s
stray. o
That night | took a jar of corn whiskey | had stashed under my bed and walked
out to Lower Spring. The cedar stumps, normally a vital red, glowed colodessath
the waning moon. | wove my way through them to an overlook, maybe a gudger
out, where a short hill dropped off into an endless valley out to the horizon. The stumps
reached halfway down the slope now, and the nearest treetops leaned uprtewlard
downed half the corn whiskey in one go and stared out into the valley until its jagged
canopy blurred into the slate grey above. Taking another gulp, | vomited thick and heavy
onto the nearest stump, and in a rush of exhilaration | swigged anotitgy thiroatfull
and unloaded. | heaved until | brought forth nothing but bile, and the bile came thick, and
| tossed the jar and its remnants down the slope and turned and staggered back toward

home.

AUTHOROGS MWNeFOEDedi t or sd ¢ o mmrelsstied, on my

AAmor Fati, 0 spawned this one: They wr
Howell had lived in the #7century his name would be Robert Burton and
he woul ddhednatemyiof Melantholydo And so, pull i ng

from H.P. Lovecraft and M.R. James, | wrote melancholy into Melancholie,
whose name and anatomy drive her into the very condition for which she is
named. The tunnels in the story actually run beneath the old American
Tobacco Campmiin downtown Durham.
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AUTHOROG S JoBah Bowell lives in central Germany. You can find his
recent work ilMaudlin HouseHalf Mystic Journal (Issue 8and the fifth
issue ofFleas on the Dog.

EDI T OR 6 SLeB Plait..Utah Valley University. | am

currencyfinishing up my undergrad in Creative Writing where | have taken

a weird turn as a fiction writer originally and moved more towards the realm
of creative nonfiction. | still am not sure why. Maybe it's a masturbatory
thing. What do we make our homesaur time? Where do we find "home"?
How do we find it, if at all? This is essay is a piece of that meditation that |
am hoping to turn into a set of essays on the subject. It is both a telling of a
place where a tepearold me found "home" at a time whéenreally

didn'thave it amongst family and my attempt to weave a narrative together
that tells the story of the developmédgtory and release of my favorite

video gamebased on various interviews, wiki/fan pages, and articles
throughout the years thiaave followed YuSuzuki since he made the game.
To be clear, itisn't reportage, it's more like me trying to piecemeal a
narrativethat makes sense that could explain how a game made by a-middle
aged Japanese man could have such a profound and ultimégtly a

impact on a child. Or in short, trying to understand what the man intended to
make, and what the boy found in his creatldis essayShenmueappeared

in Issue 6.
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Hummingbird Fights

By Chris Cover

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest EditorTURNER ODORIZZI writes:

This story is a beautiful illustration of what it means to be left with an empty

feeling. While telling the story, the narrators only give us sparse dialogue,

short barbs that are quick, lowrow, and so emotionally evocative thia¢y
singlehandedly construct the setting without ever doing the actual legwork

of elaborating. The banter often comes in dmeline form, with short,
hyperrealistic sentiments. | often found myself transported back to the short

and volatile fights anatonversations | had with my own father. In addition

to this story of family emptiness and legacy, there are ruminations on colors

and identity. When describing the nature of rural America, the narrator

places us between red and blue, reducing our persama political
aspirations t o -bdtweentdioes. | felpaisensd of ieliefor i n
as | was reading this story, like someone was stripping away chipped paint

on my psyche, leaving bare all of the fragility and mistakes | made, but
givingthemeac | ari ty that vyou only get from e
t hat | 6ve ever had. |-shatterimg stbra witdoutt o t e |
more than dialogue and a few vivid images? Obviously, this story proves

that it knows how, and that this author nkayow more about inner turmoil

than any of us ever could. After all, has a character almost weeping at not

being as agile and beautiful as the hummingbird which he sees felt so
prescient? Likely, nothing ever will. This story is beauty, frustration, and

deep sadness captured by the short, worlgtass conversations of two

brothers desperate for meaning in their lives.

Favorite Quote: Fields the same golden colors and trees with leaves of
green and orange and raeays beendandpgne opl e
different colors too. Who wants to fight?

5 Stars
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(Spacing and font size are authoraos o\

Hummingbird Fights

He said he wished our fathers or anyone else would have told us more than just it goes by
faster than yothink. What does that mean? he said.
I dondt know, | said.
We coul dbébve figured that out on our own pr
We keep talking about it.

But it wouldnét of mattered anyway.

| dondt remember anyone el se ever saying a

No, hesaid. Butlsupose ités pretty common talk aro

bet ween the ages of twelve and seventeen wo

either supposed to know t and if you donot
er d

® =<

what, sixteenish? Thent 6 s nev
Pretty much every chat.
Was it you or me this time?
| think it was me.

about again unle

No, I said something I|ike, Boy | wish | 06d
|l 6m still l aughi ng.

Advice for generatios.

Heavy stuff.

Go and ask them old timers what they think about the time passing, Lenny said. They
probably never even thought about it.

Didndét wear watches neither.

My grandpa never wore one. Grandma too.

| watched mine throw hers away.

Andnowibs al | so calculated and so crunched -
from the right mouth | ike your fatherods vyo
Maybe thatdéds it. You | isten because you want

some peple like us the conversation never ends though. Makes you wonder if it all boils
down to relevance or something like learning how to ride a bike. You just remember, you
just know it. Do all/l peopl e tal komeonke this o
Would it have mattered? | said.
What? Hearing more from dad? Or mom even.
Yeah.
|l dondt know. Probably not. They were righ
What else could they have said?
This kind of talk coming through the telephone, the airwaves cellular, the dogghuffin
against my knee and her back warming in the sun. Walking. Huffing. Sweating. Two
sides of the country. Coastal west and near east depending on who you ask. U S A. Red
and blue make purple. A capital i n ehe midd
way or the other and in between is either mixed orgmiernment. Both. Free. Always
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free. Intelligent and free. Ignorant and free. Indifferent and free. Fields the same golden
colors and trees with leaves of green and orange and red and people hkéth e al ways
been and in different colors too. Who wants to fight?

What about . . . Lenny said then was interrupted by his wife calling from the kitchen
asking about dinner, distracting him. What about . . .

Cooking was happening. Sizzling sounding frangrill that | pictured smoking the
house up inside and all the windows open. Not true. Hotter weather than here though.
Humidity. A child screaming. Len strolling the yard around the curved edge of the pool
talking with his hand up against his head. Hel s®. Said he was so close to falling in
while balancing himself that he had to flail his arms and break the chain of

communication for a few seconds. Check on d
miss?
|l 6ve got to clean this damn thing, he said

There were only a few minutes left to talk. Time differences. Sun out strong here and
the world darkening there. Earth upside down. | could think of at least two or three other

topics we couldove covered but It al ways b
silliest one between us. And yet he went on
talk about his job at al/l and that surprise
the pool . | dondt wor k. He just went on and
You know moddphesaidget t i

| know it.

Wheredod it al/l go?

What else did you want to know, Len?
Anything, he said. | can figure out the time all on my own.

Can you?

It goes by. I look at the clock. So what.

|l candt, I said.

Why are we still talking about it the

|l td6s about regret isnbét it
| guess so.

What do you regret?

He said he had to maintain his yard regul a
to do it. He was aware of his decision when he took on the responsibility and said so.
Distractedhe epeat ed that he had to clean the pool

Something is kicked. A toy. He hates that p
there only once a few years ago andheitds bi
phone and all | can smell is the chlorine. | imagine it now all the colors have changed. |

wish | had a pool but it would turn green overnight. His sparkles blue. | maintain my own

yard poorly and if he lived by me like he used to | would get an eye fiilon next door

every ti me | get home with the dog. Li ke no
not there but only hisvoic& hen | 6d be invited over for di
about anything we were tal ki ndiftyabmoeat on t h

anyway and not on the phone. What would it matter? It would be changed. It would be

di fferent. |l 6d be closer. This way we can t g
was home and no one lived next door and | got hungry. Like fraoellaringing.

Salivating.
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| guess they coulddéve included more, he sa
More of what?

More than just, Son it goes by faster tha
gonna die and itos gonna be soon soon soon

explanations. | guess | need to know why.

What more would you like to have known, Len?

Everything! he said almost | osing the phon
it mean for one.

He again mocked what his father had said to him long ago.

Like a daly lesson, | said.

Yes!

Lenny didndét have a father anymore.

Maybe he didnét know any better, Il said. W
were when they told us. You candét bl ame t hen
Who then?

No one. God. No one etwmeant tdof be gompletety figured o ut . |
out. Theydbve got speci al houses for people w
He said: When | wused to see him after scho
had to say. About anything. About livingy@ut life. Man stuff. And women stuff too of
course. Lori O6Connolly. Il was afraid | 6d gr

he was. We never talked about that. Speaking of women Maggie Mayfly.

Who was she?

Then there was working on the farm amidh being whipped with a mouth and a
whistl e. | al ways used to joke that that wh
he just strangle the son of a bitch with the strap it was tied to, sneak up from behind. It
must ove been huge too.

| laughed.
Lessons and disciplines, he said. What he had to offer over spaghetti which he
couldnét rid himself of because it tasted s

served in the can. Noodles crunching like bug exoskeletons. Ketchup. Brown basil. His

work day, my school day. Our present conditions under examination. How was work,

pop? Same as any other, son, how was school? Shit. Tomorrow too. On some days we
talked more than others. Some days less. Some days worse. Even some days better, great.
Hands folde over one another and a candle in between us on the table. Yeah right, there
wasndt no damn candl e, Shep. Not hing but hi
with knuckles scarred and dry and breaking the skin and mine gripping the utensils
scarfingn ot yet scarred or scared to death of de
fight afterwards in the basement. To the bone. Wiping our mouths as we called it. We
were always fighting but not always in the
trying to teach me. Fighting. Taking it outside. And not with fists neither. Not fighting

fighting but other kinds of fighting. Life fighting. Maggie Mayfly.

| remember now, | said.

All fighting is so mixed up anymore, Lenny said. Diluted. We used to spdrein t
garage and | 6d teldl mom it was from a wall
t hey can punch back when youdre | east | ookin

That s why you hate cleaning that pool
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Mom, he said.

Silence on the line.

The pool bites too, Shep.
No your hand | mean.

He wasnodét | istening and | did. Three topic
Ti me doesnbdét change, he said.

| concurred.

Then it candét be that. It candt be the tim
What 6s us?

Dond6t you 2eel l' i ke dyin

No. |l donodot .

|l 6m gonna give myself a heart attack.

Youdbdbre nut s.

Not on purpose. Time will.

What 6s for dinner?
A punch in the mouth.

Look out!

We laughed.

Howés Liz? he said.

Gone.

Really?

Really.

You let her.

| did.

What. She just walkedut the door?

Yep.

Gravy.

| guess.

A long pause of silence. Wind catching the mouthpiece.

|l 6m a bum, |l said, remember?

I dondét want to get into politics, he said
your being a bum. Har har. You rememberdyih

| did.

Friends, fuck, what happened to them? Pets, children, what to fucking eat, what to
fucking fuck. Work. School. Taking the kid. Every. Damn. Day. Catching the bus. A cab.
Running down the street a damned foGlling and screaming your damnatkoff. Or
riding a bike but then you end up sweating your ass off and tired. Not like that. No bikes.
A straight line skewed. Time warps along. Destroys a fence, creates landslesdes
avalanches, tidal waves, floods, divorce, you name it. Earthgu8kep, fires. Swirling

doom. Nooses. And we al ways see it, itoés al
coming, we know it, we always see it, it nev
never stops, i1itodés always coming. Do you see
That was good, | said.

Boul ders man! Deat h! What 6s one task to f

down homes in the rubble in every damn state, every damn county. The whole country.
Ni ght and day. The worl d! Oh. fEe&k him, heods
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I miss fighting. We canodét fight anymore. | 6
Yes, | got it. No, sit. No not you. Shepherd. You there?
You gotta go.

Heds dead and I 6m dead and youodrbes ddeeaadd and
and | 6m . .

There was more. The potatoes. Inside. And steak. And more.

Use the Thyme

l'tos all dead, he said.

Sorry to hear.

What?

You said gravy.
| was talking about. Never mind. What time is it there?

Three.

It candt be.

Hours,Isaic hewi ng on an apple. Il tés three hours
That s what | thought. Cept in Arizona.

You got me there.

Why are all the people so young and so beautiful where you are?

I donot know. Maybe they know more about
fathers.

Our fathers.

We come from a strange place.

| gotta go, Shep.

See ya Len.

All right.

| waited on the line.

Hey Shep.

Yeah?

| almost forgot. | saw a hummingbird today.

A hummingbird?

On a purple cone of flowers yeah.

A butterfly bush.

ldon 6t know. He paused. You know they can f|

| know they like butterfly bushes, | said.

| saw it. They can fly backwards and up and down and all around. Like a bee.

Small.

A thing like that, he said and stopped and sighed. Swallowed hardvdidd think a

creature | i ke that would be able stay young
cry. Being able to fly backwards n al/l i ke
Now | was about to cry

Shep?

What makes you say that? | said.

The way they faction, the way they move. The way theybvet 6 s ef f ortl ess
theydre so happy. A hundred miles an hour t
em. Zoom! Makes you wonder about their hearts too. How fast they beat. Man.

How many were there?
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Huh? OhOne. There was just one.

Oh.

They probably got it made, he said. Probahb
He thought.

You okay Len?

Huh?

Animals know themselves, | said. They know what to do.
| never wished | could fly, Shep, did you?

Probably at some time, yiea

People still do though right?

Yeah. | think so.

Why must we try so hard?

Lenny you come sit.

You think those little birds do?

| didndét answer .

Hummingbirds, Shep.

Hummingbirds, | said.

That s gotta mean something donot it?

Lenny the gravy!

Al right honey. Donodot it Shep?

| guess so, | said.

| gotta go.

|l 6m not dead, Lenny, she said serious as s
All of it does.

AUTHOROG S Nwpdog and | go on many long walks together and during
these walks occurs many thoughts and ideas. Narrativgsiration. Some

of it so gutwrenching it begs to be creatively filtered through the artist's

lens and shared with others. A long while ago | read a book by journalist
Hunter S Thompson and then one by novelist Cormac McCarthy and decided
to write fiction Other influences followed. This story was essentially an
exercise on dialogue fueled by regret and time about the frustrations that
one may never be fully satisfied with the notion of death.

AUTHOROG S MBmname is Chris Cover and I'anfiction writer originally

from Pittsburgh Pennsylvania USA. | currently live in Seattle Washington. |
plan on seHpublishing my first novel (Forget Dognecakhen it's ready.
Currently the manuscript is under review by those I've asked to help
advancetito its final state.

I've been published online by One Throne Magazine and Electric Cereal and
a short poem somewhere | can't remember. Recently most of my time has
been spent novel writing but short stories happen too and here we go.
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EDI TOROG S TuBwr Gdorizzi is a writer from Austin, TX who
graduated from the University of Texas at Austin English and Creative
Writing programs. He is as of yet unpublished, but has been writing for a
number of years now. In addition to graduating from UT, he workeahas
Intern for the managing editor of Bat City Review, UT's main literary
journal. His storyPostmortem Character Assassinatiorappeared in Issue

6.
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HOW | DONE GOOD IN SCHOOL

By James Hanna

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest Editor BENJAMIN SOILEAU writes: Rake in

training, Toby Dawes is just a farm boy. Outside of the brothel where he

became a man, thanks to a generous birthday gift from his father,

TTAT AU6O EAAOA T £ EEI UAO OEIT AA EAGO |
Transitioning fromhish UET T A AO OEA AOI OEAI EO 417
AAAT I Pl EOEI AT Oh O1T OAUO EAn Al OET OCE )
EEI OAl £ A1 OEAAOET ¢ EEO OAO EEIITEI C A,
agenda to show Brandi, the lucky lady to whom he lost his virginity at the

bri OEAT ET -EAEECAT #EOU8 " OO )b8i CAOOL
accomplishments in life and this story is about how Toby done good in

school one particular summer.

47T AUGO OAETT1T EO DPAOOEI C EEI AlTT1TC AA
gets lucky during 's summer schooling, to come across an Oxford o )
AAOAAOAA POI £ZAOOI Oh xEIT 80 11T O0OA OEAT E,

sexual habits of Civil War soldiers. Toby Dawes finally found a subject he o
can get behind, and so he proceeds to do good in school. Bubdo _OA E /3: | U
xIT OA £ O EO8 41 AU OAUOh O7A11h Ul O DPOI

) xI 160 OAEA Ob 11 O0A T &£ Ul OO OEI A8 %Of
| AEET ¢ Ol CciITA Al EIDOAOOEITS8 3ih )34l
AT A Ul 6AORAT ®O6 OAAA 11 11 OA8bo

Congratulations on your passing grade, Toby.

Senior Editor CharleswritesPr obabl y t he c¢cl earest exa
we dOve ever opeobthehardest skills tol ntagies in first person
singular fiction because It can go WwWr (
narrative, both hilarious and wryly penetrating, never misses a beat. A

technical triumph and an ea$yStars!

(Font sizewn) s aut hor 6s
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How | Done Good in School

by

James Hanna

(Eh T U TAI A EO afdrmildy forA RubndnsCoing/i» OEA 0S8 O
ET OEA T EAATA T &£ )T AEAT A8 91 O POT AAAT U AET 6¢C
AT160 1T AEA 1T OAE T &£ Al EiI POAOGOGEI T8 "00O ) AEA
when Pa took me to a whorehouse in Michigan City. That was for my
seOAT OAAT OE AEOOEAAURh AT A OEAOB8O xEAOA ) AAAA

bought me, Brandi, said | done real good. She said | gave her the best thirty

seconds that she had ever had. She said | made her cum three times, and Dad

he gave her a hundred dollartipfo O OEIl xET 8 [ A OEA O PAO8 " A&
whorehouse, the madam gave me a Jonathan apple, and she said a cocksmith

like me was welcome back any time.

As we was driving back to Putnam County, Pa gave me a bit of a lecture.

(A OAEA O1 1 Ah OBOAUBAAITGEDEGOAIUI@®EET ¢Ch ) EI
OOAAIT ET C T U ATAE ATTEO86 7AI1T h )B80A OOEIT AR
AAAT xOEOET C Oi "OATAE8 ) OiI1 A EAO OEAOh xEAZ
Ob O OAA EAO ACAET 8 ) oQlirdctdrpill Aetbregd@ A 1 EEA Of
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AAAE O OAOAxET 868 " OATAEh OEA xO1T OA 1T A AAAE
said if | took her to a tractor pull, she might give me a golden shower.

7Al 1T h ) AET 860 DPAOOEAOI Aol U AITA T &£ OET xAC
EOOO xAlT OAA O 1 AT OEI1T " OAT AE GAAOOA OEAGO i
Al 01 OAAI CcIT A AO OEIT OEI 6 OAOO AO OEA 0001 A
OEAA AU OEAAR UT O AiT OI A AT O1T O Ob Ox1 EOT AOAZ
can teach BranditheaOO 1 £ OEI 1 OET 6 OAOOS

"O00 OEEO 00T OU AET 80 AAT OO EEITEIT C OAOO 1
o00i i Ao xEAT ) AiITA CiTA EIT EECE OAEITTI8 ) AE

AAZEI OA B8AAOO0A ) AT180 APPI U [ UOAI £8 4EAOB O

difeOAT 68 1 © ) OAA EOh OEAOA AET 80 11T BIETO EI
)y O AET80 CiTTA EAIDP UT O OEITTO A OAO T 0O Al AAZ
AOT 61T A ObpI OT OET &8 ETIT xI AACA A1l AAUR UA AET 8¢
cheerleaders will thinkyo 06 OA A T AOA AT A x1 160 OPOAAA OER

6#1 OOO0Ah ) AET 80 MAEOAEAA A AEAAOI AAAAO UAO 6 A
"00 ) EEcCCcCAoOh AO 1T AAOGOh ) c¢ci O A AEAT AA EE )
High School been passing me in spite of my failing grades. The principal says
)y 6i CAOOET ¢ PAOOAA 11 DHOI AAOCEI T B8AAOOA OEA C
around.

"O00 )b8i OOEI1T Cc¢iTTA OAI 1 gobdinséhécEO OOT OU A
That happened just last summer before | started my senior year. Ma said |

xT T80 CAO 11 AEPITIA EA£ ) EADPO CAOOEI ¢ PAOOR
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attention the re, them hogs will gobble me up.

Well, Ma made me enroll in an American history course, which was
being taught in summer school. She said American history oughta interest me
6AAOOA EOGO AOIT A xAOO AT A O0OAEALE8 -1 OAEA OE
AAT 1T AA -EOOAO #EEDPO G6AAOOA OEAO AOAA EIT Ax EI
OEAEO ~&£O0iI 1 bi OAT OEAI 8 3AAh - Ad OGoodbyes O Al x AUC
Mister Chips8 ) 06 0 AAT OO0 OEBA OBAMAEAR O« EHT AATAIIANTEAD ¢
6AAOOA ERILAAMO ONGETEA OAOAO8 ) 060 EET AA £EOTTU
AT AAOI O TAI AA 0oAOAO /641 11A8

*

Well, | started the course on the first day of summer in this classroom
with no air conditioning. | was in there with three other farm boys who would
ratherbepi OT AET 8 OEAEO DI OE8 »2!Mister Fakighn 20AAAEAO x A
xAOAT 60 1T1OEET 6 1 EEA -EOOAO #EEDPO8 (A xAO A
sunken chest, and practically every time he spoke he said the word actually .
(A OAEA OOOA&£Z£ 1 EEARAION AIOOAA OTIUMO ' QE RAD ANl OAR #11 A
He could have actually won the Civil War after the Battle of Antietam. But after
winning the battle, he let the Confederates army get away, so the war lasted
OEOAA UAAOO 111 CAO OEAT EO AAOOAIT T U OET O A E

Every time that fella said actually , we all put marks into our notebooks.
) xACAOAA " OAAA , EOOI Ah OEEO EEA OEOOEI 6 AAC

say it two hundred times before the first week of class was done. Bubba bet a
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copy of Hustler and | bet a Penn fishing rod, and before the fifth day of class
was done, that copy of Hustler was mine. At first, Bubba said | got the count
xOlTch AOGO ) OET xAA EEI All OEA T AOEO ) | AAZ
AEOA8 4EAOA xAOAT 860 11 EAUAAOABAAAROAI A ORI BE
careful notes.

I x "OAAAhRh EA xAOAT 80 O1 1 HoA®BWheOEAO ) xI
asked me to give him a chance to win his magazine back. He said if | would put
up the Hustler and let him bet on Mister Flanigan, he would match the bet with
A AT OPI A ATTATI O EA AAAT EAAPETI & ET EEO xAlI

ATTATT O xAOAh AT A EA OAEA EABA EAA G6AI A& OO

xATO 11T ATTATT O OEAO xAOA POT AAAT U O11T T1T1A C
nosuchthingasA AT T ATIT OI1T T1A O OOAs (A OAEA ) A
xAOAO AT A PAI O AAOO AOI T (1001 A0O8O " OEACAS

7Allh "OAAAn EA EAA A DPIETOh O ) 1 AAA EE
NNNNN A

i AOOAO TTET x BAAOOA -EOOAO &I ATEGCAT 1TAOAO A4

in the classroom the following Monday, after Bubba and me made our bet, and
OEA POET AEPAI AAIT A ET O OEA O1T1Ti AT A OAEA xA
-EOOAO &1 ATECAT xAOAT 60 AiT ETC AAAE 6AAOOA E
that we was gonna have a new teacher who knew history real good. He said his
name was Doctor Nichols and he was educated at Oxford, and he told us to be
IT 100 AAOO AAEAOGET O AT A 1 AEA EEI EAAl A0 EI
Y6A 110060 OEA AEAT AA O1 oA safup Srhidhtlas axpbglbA O AAT 1T 1T 1

and waited to meet our new teacher.
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) O xAOAT 6 douAlddedwhan obrAdwAeacher walked into class.
He was a short, skinny fella with bottle -thick glasses, and he had this little
Cil AOAA8 (A xAO Aljaket thatflobkadtbodig fr hithxaAdihd
xAO xAl EET 6 EETAA CEIBPU 1T EEA 1T AUAA EEO OET AC
him yesterday in downtown Putnamville. | was walking past the adult store
AEOAO AAOET ¢ A "EC -AA AO - Amdalikahihd Oh AT A A
came limping outta the store. But that dude had a hat pulled over his eyes, so |
xAOAT 60 Aiipli AGAT U OOOA EO xAO EEI 8

Anyhow, the dude limped to the blackboard and he picked up a piece of
chalk, and he scrawled Leonard Nichols, Ph.DjnbigT 1 8 OEET T U 1 AOOAOOS8
he spoke to the class in this real thin, reedy voice. It was a bit like the sound a

balloon makes when ya let the air squeak out.

0/ E AOihd EA OAEA AO EA 11T EAA OO 1 0AO8 ¢
ET Ol eo
ThedudehadanEngi EOE AAAAT Oh AOO EA AEAT 60 I111TE

I1TTEAA 1 EEA EASGA OAOEAO AA ET AAAE ET OEAO ¢
7AT 1 h ) OAEOAA T U EATA AAEI OA OPARAAEET &6 Ol

OAOPAAOG8 'TA ) OAEAh O(1T AAREI HBOOEADOODUG A A
The dude grabbed the lapels of his jacket then rocked back and forth on

EEO EAAT 08 YO 1TTEAA 1T EEA EAGA AAAT OEOI x1 E

preserver. He then spoke as though he was apologizing for cutting a real
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smellyfat 8 O) 81 A AT AOI O T £ PEEI T OIT PEURd EA OAEA
Oiis8 7EAT Ui O60A AO AEAEOEGCEOAOI T U AAOAAOAA AO

)y OAEAh O(ix AiTT A UA ci OO6A OAAAE ET A bl A

O/ Eh 1 Aho EA OA bikad sOriiefinhed Ifrun put dDoohey AT A
Since teaching is all | am good for, you boys are stuck with me for the
o0i i Aoso (A Al OOAEAA EEO |1 APAI O AOGAT EAOAAO
AAAA8 O-U Cci 1T AT AOGOhoe EA OAEAh lstickkk ET 8 T OAO C
xEAEAO8O

0) COAOGO xEAO UAO OAUET choe ) OAEAh OEO Ui
AET 80 CiTTA E£AOI O UT O A O AAAITETC OEAO xAU 8
Ei DPOAOOEI T 86

O0) ACOAAhd EA OAEA ET EEO ONOAAEU O1 EAAN
history AT T EO8 O) £ UI O Ai160 TETA A AEO 1T &£ A xAO
OAOU xAil 86

| kinda liked the fella even though he was probably a pervert. And since
- EOOAO # E Ed®dable, Adnds$ e @ould have to do.

*

The fella, he opened a history book and glanced at a couple of pages,
OEAT EA OEOOCCAA AT A O1 AbPbAA OEA AITE OEOO A
O, AO6O EAOA A AEOAOOOEIT T h 1 AAd®@dsquedkA OAEAQh Al

O71 61 A T1TA 1T £ Ui 6 1 EEA O O6AIi1T i A xeAd OEA



7A OAO OEAOA 1 EEA AOi xO 11 A AT AA AARAAOC
Ol OAU8 4EAOA xAOAT 860 T1TTA T &£ OO AAAOOOI T AA
of us.

O#1 1 Ahh&T OAEA OEA EAIT 1T A8 O71 01 A TTA 1T £ UI

7AT 1 h OEA OEI AT AA xAO OEEAEAO 86AT EIT GO AC
O4EAI OI1 AEAOO xAO EEGEOEI C 6A1T OO Ol AGAdOUnG
OAAAEET 6 OO OEAOeo®

The fella he wrung his hands together as though they was covered with

AT 668 (A OAEAhR O' OAAETI OOh xEU x1 O A T OAET AOUL

7A11h ) OEETE OEAO ZAI1 A EAA A DI ET Oh A
learn that. Shucks, if them soldier © x AOA AOI A AO 1 Ah OEAU x1 0
11T OEET 6 AOO Ail UAS
O-U x1 OAhd OAEA OEA ZEAI1 A8 O) 060 NOEOA OE
fight. Especially when they wore uniforms that were itchy and beastly hot. You
know, even the women who followedtheca | PO CAOA OEAI A POAOOU C
O7ET xAO OEAI xiiAleo AOEAA " OAAAS8
0001 OOEOOOAOG 11 OOI Uthey hab&rdasoreth bethere OAEA8 O. |
They charged the troops three dollars to screw, which was a lot of money in

those days. They also charged a dollar for handjobs if you can imagine that. A

lot of soldiers paid £ O OT I AOEET ¢ OEAU AT OI A EAOA ATTA
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WATTh ) ATT680 COAOO OEAOABO 11 OEET 6 OOODE
But my hand shot up like a flushed out quail because | wanted to know more
AAT OO OEA OOAEAAO8 O4EAU EAA EAT AET AO ET OEAZ

The fella, he nodded and grinned like a possum; h e seemed relieved to
EAOA &£ OTA A TAx OOAEAAO8 O/ £ A1 OOOAhd EA OA
the whores charged two dollars for those. You know, some of them made so
i OAE Ii1T1TAu OEAO OEAU xAT O ETI A AT A T PAT AA OEF

He went on and told us a wh ole lot of stuff about what made the Civil
7A0 ET1 OAOAOOET ¢8 (A OAEA OEA OAOI OEITTEAOGO 1
Potomac? OEAO6 O 6AAOOA OEEO CAT AOAT 1T AIi AA &ECEOE
him a whole lot of beaver. He said some of the whores sold the tr oops dirty
PDET 01 6 AT A AEAOCAA 6AT AO 1 OAE AO &I OO0 AlTl1 4
much clap in them days that soldiers made their own condoms. But they made
6AI 100 1T £ OEAAPGEO ¢cOOh O OEAU AEAT 80O xI1 OE

*

After class, | went home and told Ma tha t we had us a brand new
OAAAEAO8 ) OAEA xA xAO 1 AAOTEIC 6A1 OO OOEAEL
stuff. Ma said it sounded like Doctor Nichols was an English gentleman, and
she predicted my education was gonna expand a whole lot. Well, | was
thinkiT ¢ AAT OO0 PI1 AUET C ETTEU AT A EOT OET 6 EAOAI
Al AOGO OEA 1TA@O AAU B8AAOOA ) xAl OAA

$1TAO0T O .EAEI 1O OPTEA TA@O G6AT OO xAOOxAOA

Flanagan had skipped over that. He said a whole lotta screwin 8 x AT O 11 EI
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them wagon trains heading west. He said cholera, snakebites, Injuns killed so
many of the pioneers that there was a gravestone for every mile along the
Oregon Trail. He said the pioneers needed to sire new children to make up for
thosethatdiAAh O AZOAO OEAU AEOAI AA OEA xAcgiT O A
like rabbits.
O0) 060 A CITA OEET C OET OA xAcCi 10 xAOA Al OA
Il EEA A AOOTE8 O7TEAO xA1T O 11 AAEET A OEA AAT OA
AACAT AOAOA Al OOES85H
07A0 OEAOA CAOBAd )OEAOEAA EEI G6AAOOA ) xA
about those.
$1T AOT O . EAETT1 O OAOAOAEAA mwm&m EAAA OEAT Ol
AT AOI AT OAA ET AEAAT OOhdo EA OAEAR OAOO ) EI ACE
Women who lost their husbands usually turned to prostitution, and there
were so many of them turning tricks that competition was fierce. If a patron
x AT OAA A cil AAT OET xAOh )i OOOA EA EAA TT1L
He went on to tell us about the mining towns out in California and

Montana, about how them towns were built around brothels because the

whores were smarter there. He said when payday came around, them miners

Ny

Al OOOEAA Oi OEA AOT OEAI Oh AT A EO xAOAT &0
screw seventy men a night.
0) AAOA OAU EO xAO OAOEAO Eoadettndh o EA OAE

EAT8 O4EA 1 A1 AOC AAT OO ET OEA siimgd® Al 1l AAU
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goldmines. The madams made so much money that they ended up running the
Ol x1 0806
O$EA OEAI DPOiI OOEOOOAO AOieo AOEAA " OAAAS
$1TAOI O .EAET1 O Al OOGEAA GRBRAT OEREDARDE ABOBAD/
EA OAEA OAOO EO AEAT 60 ATT A mEOI I OEAEO ETEI
these steam-powered vibrators, which they used to keep themselves clean. A

Al OPTI A 1T £ T E1T O06A0 xEOE 11TA 1T £ OEI OA OEAOAODI C

>\
[04]

O4 EAhoreshadit goodh 6 OAEA " OAA
0910 x1 O A OEETE Oi hdo $1AOT O .EAETIT O OADI
DOl OOEOOOEIT AT A 1 AOOEAA T ETAOO AT A OAT AEAOC
O" O0i i Abhoa OAEA " OAAAS8
$1 AOT O . EAEIT 1 Oh EA OEOOCCAA8 O0O9AOh EO ATl A
OET OA xi1 1 AT OAOEOAAhRh 110600 AAAAI A CITA xEOAOE
7AT T h ) xAO OAAI EAPPU O EAAO OEAO GAAQC
And Brandi, she been writing me back and promising me real cheap rates. But,
shucks, a woman as fine as her deserves much better than th at. | decided that
when | was finished with school, | would ask her to be my wife.
*
As the semester went on, Doctor Nichols told us a lot more interesting
stuff. He said the dirty book industry got its start during the Roaring Twenties.
He said Lady ChattA O1 A U & Was thé nOvkIGhat broke the ice, but the stuff

that was published after that would have shocked even D.H. Lawrence. He said

there was books about whips and midgets and books about lesbian orgies, and
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he said that a whole lot of taxable reven ue was generated by them books. He
also described the New York City blackout, when the city was plunged into
darkness, and he said a whole generation of kids was sired in stalled
elevators. And he told us all about Woodstock, which he called a cultural
phel TT ATTT8 )B8A 1TAOAO EAAOA AAT 6O 711 AOGOT AE &
AOO ) xEOEAA )Y8A AAAT AT Ol A EEPPEA AEOAO $Ii
OAEA EEAO xAOA OI EAET C AOI OT A ET OEA 1 OA ATl A
and girls were running arou nd naked with their tits flapping in the breeze. He
OAEA UT 6 AT OI A EAOA Ul OO0 AETEAA T &£ OEA CEOI C
AT A UA AEAT 60 & h&Havdiiawdy folfreeD\led, il wrote a
1 AOOGAO O " OAT AE AT A ) GihdiBAandEsAeGvroleimeé 6 AT OO0 71
AAAE AT A OAEA OEAO EO O1 O1 AAA ET OAOAOOET 68 3
ethical to give it away for free, but she was sure | had the potential to earn
frequent flier rates.

Well, | started taking my history book home, butitw AOAT 6 O OI 1
interesting. When | mentioned that to Doctor Nichols, he just patted me on the
EAAA8 (A OAEA O Aaudrdalhistdry i the®, aAd nbt fo e

x AOOET 86 1T U OEi A8

7AT 1T h Uil O POT AAAT U ETTx ETx OEEO 001 OU Al
morA T £ Ui 60 OEIi A8 wOPAAEAI T U OETAA ) AT180 C
Al EIi POAOOEI T8 37T )&811 EOOO GCEOA Ui 6 A Al ODI

to read no more.
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/T OEA Z£ET Al AAU 1T £ OEA OAI AOGOAOR xA xAO
xAO EEBBIKAG OAI 1 OO0 A AT OPI A 11T OA OO OEAO AAE
And the principal, he walked into the class like he was about to take a dip in a
cesspool, and when we asked him where Doctor Nichols was, the principal
said he was indisposed.

The prin cipal handed out the exam papers and, after we answered the
NOAOOET T Oh EA OAEA $1T AOI O . EAETT O xAO O1 AAO
delinquency of minors. Well, there A E In@nfines in Putnam County as far as
)y 81 AxAOAhR O1T ) AOT T Toun & @iders$oicdkr@pl. © . EAET 1 O A

DAOOGAA 11 DOl AAQEI

Qu

' TUET xh ) EADPO CAOOEI

AT A ) AEAT 60O CAO 11 AEDPITI AR O1 )61 xI OEET G

"OAT AEh OEA OAEA OEA x1160 i AOOU i Anh AT A OEA
gotA # EIT ' AOEAAT EEOOT ouh AT A )81 OAAI bOi O

l 54 (/ 206 3 |dohotBligve in angels. But | do believe that very

flawed people can at times have the impact of angels. I think this might

apply to Doctor Leonard Nichols, a sex addict who brings his unique view of

history to a classroom of underachieving farm bdysanks to Doctor

Ni chol s6 prurient | ectures, a seed of
b oy s 60 aninkling $hat history may be something more than the

polemics found in textbooks. And who knows, perhaps a day will come when

these boyswillthlkh f or t hemsel ves. | 6m sure t ha
this tale inconvenient, but | bow to Doctor Nichols and his independence of

mind.

I 54 (/ 206 JamesgHarha is a former fiction editor and a retired

probation officer. He has had over seventy stgrpublications and three

Pushcart nominations. Many of his stories deal with the criminal

AT AT AT 08 *Ai AOG6 AT T EOh OEOAA 1T £ xEEAE
on Amazon.You can visit him there at:;
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https://www.amazon.com/James
Hanna/e/BOOWNH356Y?ref =dbs p ebk r00 abau 000000

We published his storyhe Lottery in Issue 4 (Fictioh

%$ ) 4/ 2 0 Benjdmin/Sdjleau is from south Louisiana. His fiction has

appeared in Prairie Schooner, Colorado Review, Opossum, Grist, Louisiana
Literature, Bayou, Superstition Review and many other journals. He won the
2018 Rumbl e Fish Quart estbandis &lgpacialYe ar 6 s
mention in The 2020 Pushcart Prize Anthology. He is a stay at home-daddy

o in Olympia, Washington. Reach himbatile2@gmail.comHis storyThe
Delahoussaye Civil Warappears in tis issue (Fiction).
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MULTIPLE RESONANCES

By Richard Kostelanetz

WHY ILIKEIT: Guest Editor JOEY CRUSE writes

You will, dare | say, know what resonates, I
Resonances, 0 rather quickly. When youdve | os
comparisons to the Lost Generation with the acute awareness that the American dream

has alvays been dead, that 100 years made no difference on goldfish, what is it that you

can give no more of? When repetition, rhythm, and vulgarity combine to tickle your ass

do you pull away or |l ean in hard? Item here t
than you normally would.

If it were me, and it is, | would not call this piece poetic (if | dare more, this is not

insulting to Kostelanetz because he has heard it before and more than likely could not

give a shit). If | went full editor, | would tua this piece into a prose poem (an act | think

the author would object to) or put quotations on each line so that they actually speak to

each other, but Kostelanetz has been in the
doesndt need anywhchisrare €he stybens simpleo(individual lines

of individual thought arranged to be juxtaposed), the hook is obvious, the bluntness,

simply that, blunt, but, after a few Google searches about the author later, the full scope

of why his style worksvithin this material shines through. What separates Kostelanetz, a
selfdescri bed -fioeatveatfi vemumoetry is his knowl e
process. He is more literary historian than literary, more expert on the transgressions of

criticism than critic, or even, perhaps, more-gselfare, and a bit pedantic, about the roots

of literature than you would likebut your sentimentality has no bearings here. At worst,

this piece would be more appropriately called theater, at best, puretave ban argue

about poetics later.

This piece is not poetry, specifically, because it does resonate. The lines perform, and, in

performing, Kostelanetz06s | anguage becomes a
become individual actors speaking over eaitter to where they can operate outside of
aut hor intention because daddy isndt there a

how to read anyway. Say these lines out loud and you will feel the repetition echo to the
point that ytehendoutdiffdremtly torecdange of pawec Read these words
quietly to yourself and the consonance will blur the piece into meaning. The lines
themselves are not poetic, but, as the title suggests, the resonance, the reverberation of
repetition throughowour brain and lungs which reminds you just how hard this

goddamn year has been, is.

There is no requirement that you believe me, that you should read on because of my
rhetorical flattery, or, truly, even read the entirety of this piece and like ithérd is a
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requirement to understand this work as craft, as language as performance, a style that is
unique in its, to bantfrooownaflriosn ,toh et eacuhtnhi ogru,e fiaa

Fuck.
Personal Comparisons Thought of (i.ei an imperfectlist) While Reading:

John Fante (If | had to pick an author from
do have some doubt that he would agree, | would pick Fante for his ability to create the

hard line and being overlooked for his influence on canon); Susan SteinBpegtacle;

Richard Brautigaf Loading Mercury With a Pitchforkhere are others but, you know,

bottom of the page.

MULTIPLE RESONANCES
Richard Kostelanetz
In memory of Richard Pryor

Fuck you.

| fuck you.

Fuck off.

$17T60 AA A AEOAEEIT C 1 OEOAT AAsS
Who the fuck are you?

Fuck me over.

How do ducks fuck?

Sooner fuck than screw.

Fuck it.

Accept no substitute for fucking.
Fuck the errant knight.

What the fuck do you think you are?
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$1 160 CEOA A EOAES
4EAO60 AOAEEI C AxAOI I As
Fuck yourself,

9 1 O fuckiAg good.

Make me feel fucking comfortable.

Public fucking.

What the fuck?

' i AEOET OO0 PAIT PI A AIT160 AOAE A
Fucking asshole.

$1 1760 AOAE 1| As8

ol 06 OA A AEOAEEIT C EAEI O8
How the fuck did you do that.

Who the fuck are you?

Motherfucker.

Oh, fuck it.

How the fuck are you?

The salesman fucked me.

Where the fuck are we now?

91 O60CA T U EAEOOO £EOAES
Flying fuck.



They fucked a good deal.

Oh, fuck.

, AO6O CAO OEA £EOAE 100
A fuck he is.

What a fucking crime.

Full fucking speed ahead.

( A & dumb fuck.

They had a dozen fucking children.

What better can a couple do than fucking.
Disputing him is no fucking good.

A helluva fucker.

They ranked as a double fuck in spades.
Our team will go for fucking all.

That fuck conned us all.

The fucking det defeated me.

To us he became a fuckface.

A fucking defeat it was.

What now, fuckhead?

48

I £ EAO

Only someone fucked up could fuck himself so routinely.

The fuck-off is sleeping on the job.
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His first assignment he fucked up.
Fuck you too.

She fucked every man shmet.
$1I 160 MAEOAE xEOE
$1I 160 AA A EOAE
Fuck a duck.

What the fuck is taking so long?
)y AT 160 CEOA A EOAES
What the fuck?

What a fuck.

| A8
8

Kill fucking flies.

Hippos fuck.

Fucking cunt.

Fucking good.

Be fucking comfortable.

Not fuckingis dangerous to your health.

AUTHOROG S @&ltBelpEncipal influence of my playwriting is, of
course, Gertrude Stein. Perhaps these plays extend her radical

ideas\otherwise, may | please welcome, as her play texts have, a variety of
radical interpretato ns t hat depart from familiar
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AUTHOROSI BdOvi dual entries on Richard
several fields appear in various editiongRefaders Guide to Twentieth

Century Writers , Merriam -Webster Encyclopedia of Literature

Contemporary Poets Contemporary Novelists Postmodern Fiction,

Webster's Dictionary of American Writers, The HarperCollins

Reader 6s Encycl opedi aBalkerfsBidgmnaphicalc an Li t ¢
Dictionary of Musicians, Directory of American Scholars Who's Who

in America, Who's Who in the World, Who's Who in American Art,

NNDB.com, Wikipedia.com, and Britannica.com, among other

distinguished directorie©therwise, he survives in New York, where he was

born, unemployed and thus overworked.

EDI T OR O SlosBth Muse is a writer, an actor, a bad painter, and an
even worse English student he is, easily more, a lot of nothing and
everything. When not getting into trouble, he explores New Orleans,
sprays graffiti scenes of movies onto canvas, and finishes a Mastin
Composition and Rhetoric in Lafayette, LA. His other short story work
has also been featured in Phree Write and Viewfinder Magazine; while
small spacklings of poetry can be found at Cacti Magazine and W.l.S.H
Press. His storyThe Scarfappeared in Issue 5.
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DOWNTOWN COOL

By Christopher Johnson

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor JAMES HANNA writesA powerful
coming of age tale marked by haunting similes and textured writing. When

t wo boys skip school i n search of nad\

Chicago, they do not count on the depressing banality of the neighborhood
t hey ent er . ivdiaNe gotpoatiofdne tab. #he dde had taken
only ten minutes, but we had left behind the immaculate world of
skyscrapers and fancy restaurants and entered a world that time and
prosperity had passed over, as if this part of Chicago had an incurable

dsease and had to be quarantined. o0 St

house convinced that they are committing a mortal sin and will therefore

have a wicked time. But, having sold

t he De v i0hliosntytha agnerskillfully captures in his sobering
depiction of the poverty of sex for sale. | am reminded of a character in
Eugene OONeill s Long Daydés Journey
might be mistaken for fascinating vampires instead of the poor dideas

slobs they really are. | was moved and disturbed by this story and have no
hesitation in awarding ifive stars

James Hanna, author dhe Siege, Call Me Pomeroy, A Second, Less
Capable Head.

(Spacing and font size are aut hords

t

I

0\
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Downtown Cool

by

Christopher Johnson

When | was a teenager, | was torn tragically between being good and being bad
between being obedient and being rebelldobgtween following orders and defying
them. | grew up in EIm Park, a leahdowed middleniddle-class suburb just over the
border fromthe farthest tentacles of northwest Chicago. EIm Park was, to my tender and
jaundiced eyes, hopelessly boring and safe.
womends clothing stores, a religious book st
school suplies, a classically designed public library that had originally been funded by
Andrew Carnegie many many years before, and other little shops sprinkled along the
sidewalks like the cubuts in a makdelieve village.

Main Street sloped up gradually tseaft pinnacle, where rested the EIm Park
Theater, a gorgeous Art Deco structure that had been built in the 1920s and that displayed
the Hollywood product that shaped and stirred my fantasies of romance and adventure
and heroism and patriotism. As | grewaradolescence, | began to yearn to break out of
the boringness, the middle classness, the safety of it all. | read Jack Kerouac and Thomas
Wolfe and yearned for the open road, and | had some vague idea that | would find self
knowledge, passion, and adver® somewhere on this vague highway, which would lead

me to a freer future.
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My mentor was Ozzi@ Oswald Jones Ill. During my junior year and his senior
year, Ozzie persuaded me (although it did not take much persuading) to do what | would
once have beenirféoo afraid to do myself: cut school for a day and journey down to
Chicagobs Loop to seek Hkdfgrentdimuaurdivesbifere Oz zi e s
we die. o

On the morning of that epochal day, | sat in the booth of a diner in uptown Elm
Park. lwore khaki trousers and a madras shirt, and | hunched over my coffee, which was
laden with cream and five spoonfuls of sugar; cupped my face in my right hand; and
brushed my hair with my left hand. | took another sip of coffee, tapped my penny loafers
aganst the linoleum floor, and waited for Ozzie.

At last he walked in, and immediately he owned the place. He wore high
cheekbones, eyes | i ke a s nshikvatidthesledveasght bl ue
rolled up just over his biceps. He scanned therditaking it all in, not missing a thing.

He sat down in the booth across from me and
roll your sleeves up.o0o |, the acolyte, did a
madras shirt over my biceps, and etleough | had pathetic skinny arms, | kréewr at

least felt-that without a doubt that | looked cooler now.

AAre you ready?0 0Ozzie asked.

Al am ready. 0

ADi d you call in?0 He meant the Deands Of
whereattendance was meticulously recorded.

Al called in.o

ADid they buy it?0
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1

They bought it. o

ACool . 0

With an aplomb that had surprised me,
morning, assumed the voice and persona of my father, and told the woman whaserved
the school 6s attendance maven that my so
attending school that fine day. | had carried out my impersonation perfectly, and now our
day of freedom beckoned without obstacle.

Ozzie and | finished our coffees anaizzed over to the little brick EIm Park train
station and bought our tickets. The train arrived on schedule, just as it always did in this
suburban world where things always seemed to operate according to plan. | followed
Ozzie to the smoking car. He urlem his right sleeve, slipped out his pack of Marlboros,
ti pped a cig between his Iips, and it i
cut school before, and it feels kind of

He s ai d preciBelylwhytl haveoffered you this opportunity to skip one
meaningless day of schdolr the very first time in your whole life6 He gr asped
tightly in his and leaned forward so that our faces were two inches apart. When he spoke,

he droppedim pr egnant pause between each word

.. waste . ..this...opportunity,...and...l...am...here... to... make... sure.

..that... you...use...it...to...theut.most . O
| looked at Ozzie, who was smoking another cig, and thought about the fact that
we had met in world history class when | was a freshman and Ozzie was a sophomore.

| 6d al ways been a |ittle jeal ouswimgfusthi m,

n,

my

of

r
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how to do things like roll up the sleeves of his blaeghirt. Ozzie, | thought, had turned
life into art.

Our train steamed underneath a long black steel roof and slowly drew closer to the
terminal in what was then called Northwestern StationOf cour s e, | 6d been
many times before with my parents and little brothers and sisters, but this time | was on
my own, and | scraped the corners of my fingernails with excitement. We bounced out of
the terminal and onto Madison Street andeédreast toward the Loop.

The energy and chaos of the city exploded over us. We passed steakhouses,
jewelry stores, banks, bars, restaurants, and electronics stores that blared out music that
soared high into the sky and pierced the clouds hanging ovieodtipe We zapped into
one of those electronics shops. The assault of sights and sounds was so powerful that |
felt disoriented. Hundreds of transistor radios blasted out éw&icoky Robinson, the
Beach Boys, the Four Seasons. Stereos, watches, thousavatstads, and radios, oh
my God, so many radios, not only tiny transistor ones but big ones with gargantuan
stereo speakers. All the electronic devices spat out-rmisacophoryand | coul dnodt
pick out a single melody or song.

We came to State Stregd turned right. Now we were in the heart of the Loop,
and the sidewalk bustled with an incredible variety of people, all of them rushing as if
they were on their way to meetings that would decide the fate of the world. Everything
moved so fast that | hatbuble making sense of it all. The movie thedlettse Chicagq
the State LaketheOriental-stood astride State Street like Colossuses, blazing with

millions of red and white light bulbs, their marquees vaulting toward the distant sky and



56

screaming thenagic of escape in the way that only movie theaters@aopatra. The
Longest Day. Irma La Douc&he blockbusters of 1963.

We stopped for coffee at a burger place on State and slid into a booth. Ozzie said,
AChrist, this 1 s smbothlytipeed dnotlteeMallboro fromhidt 1t 20 F
pack and fired it up with his always reliable Zippo. Every move was sasslired.

Al't sure is,0 | said, sounding adol escent

Ozzie took a drag on his cigaldlee,tt e and no
when we were walking down State Street, | 6 m

briefcases. Theyo6ére all wearing Hart Schaf fn

|l i ke my old man. o

AMIi ne wears that shit, ontempt. 6 | matched Oz
ATheyore al/l going to their offices |ike
| picked up on Ozziebs riff. AThey dictat

they go out for twemartini lunches. They go back to their offices and-Bkdep through
theaf t ernoon. 0 | was certain that this was th
Ozzie moved his head a |little closer to n
prostitutes outside the Nodfadiywasgseelg n St at i on
prostitutes were an everyday experience.
AAre you kidding?06 | exclai med. How coul d
mad at myself. | should have been on the lookout for them. Of course, | thought, there are
prostitutes in the Loop. The Loop haderythiry. | 6d know better next t

of prostitutes,lomalaDsigedd T hat wastthe batest n
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Shirley MacLaine, in which she played a French lady of the night who was wooed by
Jack Lemmon.

Ozzie | ooked atd ndeo. tfihYaeta h,l 6we scuoruel t hat 6d
you the truth, | 6d |I'i ke to do something new.
before. o

Li ke what ?0

1

Al was thinking we should go to one of th

the rivbemaLaDédbcd a6 8 movi e?0

| nodded.
AWe can go to a B movie any time. Any ol d
down here in the Loop. o

AOh. 0 Somet hing about going to one of tho

the Loop with Ozzie to Embrace Life,lox per i ence Everything. But

aboutthi® goi ng to a skin flick. It sounded
| murmured.
Ozzie | ooked at me , and he was irritated.

doing things our own way arfdllowing our own path. But | come up with something
thatodés a |ittle out of the ordinary, somet hi

f eet on me. O

I still wasnodot sur e. I had this picture o
therepanty as they watched the skin flick. I did
Then | thought of a good obstacl e. ADonb6t vyo

t heat ers?0o
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AThat shoul dndét be a probl em. First of al

| knew that Ozzili dndét | ook 18. And | knew that |
if they want an | D?0

AThen wedll talk our way in. Wedre smart
that . o

AHave you ever gone to one?o0
Ozzie shook his head.
AThen how camweyydd Igeets d ns?wr e
Al got buddies who go all the ti me. I f th
and thought for a moment. ATherebds another t
sin to see it. A mortal sin. If you see a Condemned movie, you hawettoconfession.
|l f you want to take Communion. o0 He paused. 0
sin! Today. Right now. 0

| grinned. AOne thing | always wondered a

does the condemning? | Deaency. kBiwtw wh dé&s tthhe

behind the Legion of Decency?o

Ozzie Il ooked at me. fAWell, the Pope, dumn

ASo the Pope watches all these movies anit
Then isnét the Pope committ ihemgpssialyhawwr t al si n?
time to watch all/l these movies?o0

Ozzie thought for a minute. Altés probabl

the movies. Maybe they hire old guys to watch the movies, and if they get boners, then

ités Condemned. Bedausdyawg dguys like &s, we getiborgens when
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we see Shirley MacLaine kiss someone. But old guys, it takes a really good Condemned

movie to give them a woody. 0

| |l aughed. AThat still doesndt sound very
AMan, youdre just timeoyouhaethto et logicgndc al !  Son
dive into the muck! o He paused. AYou know, e
innocent | i ke watching Shirley MacLaine ki ss

screwed. Youdre goi ng teoallipatot. Getusdtimodhe beht. st or vy .

So donét try to hide behind that innocent Kki
Not hing more, nothing | ess. o
| |l aughed again. ndAIlI right. Letdébs go to
AThat 6s the spirial dien!ld go commit a mor

We hustled out of the burger place and tramped to Madison Street and turned
west. Ozzie sailed forward in his black boots with the Cuban heels and did a French
inhale on his cig. We roved past City Hall and the Civic Opera House and came to the
Chicago River, which looked dull and gray beneath the clotted clouds. This was taking a
long time, and finally we decided to catch a cab, which careened its way west to Halsted
Street and then a few blocks north. There, the burlesque houses congregated like
churches that had been invaded by the devil.

We paid the driver and got out of the cab. The ride had taken only ten minutes,
but we had left behind the immaculate world of skyscrapers and fancy restaurants and
entered a world that time and prosperity padsed over, as if this part of Chicago had an
incurable disease and had to be quarantined. The cab deposited us in front of our

destination, the Regal Theater. With bleed signs, the marquee shouted out the title of
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the movi® The Blondes of SweddBelow that sign was anoth@i Speci al-- Li v Shov
Mi ss Stell a, f or e0Oatddroppée &dmn th® wdiie as!if b kizard® h e
had gobbled it up for a snack

| licked my lips and looked around. Cheap hotels and liquor stores surrounded the
theater | i ke a pack of wolves. Ozzie also | o
us had driven down Halsted Street before with our parents, but now we stood exposed,
outside the barrier of the | ocked daors of o
adventure, o Ozzie said.

| just nodded.

A panhandler approached us, and Ozzie fished a dollar out of his pocket and
dropped it into the mands hands. | coul dnoét
crisscrossed his cheeks and forehead like the rivellsechan a map, and his cheeks and
chin were shaded with stubble like desert vegetation. For an instant, | saw myself through
the manés eyes, and suddenly I felt ashamed
madras shirt, my penny loafers.

My eyes wanderetb one of the cheap hotels that lined Halsted Street. An
obscenely red sign b-i$i2nl0&dd Ao NI &HA . of fTtheA ROON
the hotel was open. Just inside was a cage guarded by iron bars, and in the cage sat the
hotel clerk. As the clerk wiad for his nightly customers, he read something. He yawned,
scratched his armpit, and resumed his rapt attention to whatever it was that he was

reading.
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We wal ked up to the Regal 06s-ovbrohravyset f i ce, a

man who breathed thrgh his mouth, wheezing like an exhausted steam engine. Ozzie

spoke to the man as i f he were a regular cus
The man in the caged box office looked at us and pointed lazily to a sign that

read, fAMust be d8wiot hngmaawvel cehsecsaipe, Al D?o0
Ozzie didndét miss a beat. AWe forgot then

AYou two ainét no 20 years old. Ya gotta

Ozzie motioned me away from the box offic

A We d o n ddo tolthis mavie.tWe could still séena La Douced

ANo, we gotta see this one. It i s absol
see no stinkind A movie or B movie. Wedre
bucks. 0 | uns wa dnmywalet, whila @zzieresnuedya tdbllardith

from the recesses of his own pockets.

We walked a little way south of the theater. A man with a Camel resting casually
on his lower lip and a beautiful mermaid tattooed on his forearm leaned against the wall
as if he personally were preventing the building from falling down. Ozzie went over and
whispered to him and handed him the twenty bucks. With a sudden sense of purpose, the
man walked up to the box office, bought tickets for five dollars each, and diaapp
inside.

ACome on! Hurry! o Ozzie motioned to me.
alley in back, distracting a couple of rats from their midday snacks on garbage. After a

couple of minutes, we saw the door at the back of the theater open. £afkme inside

ut

go
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leaked out the door like radioactivity. We stepped inside. We heard the sounds of the
movie. | licked my lips again, and my palms slid with sweat.

Ozzie strutted ahead of me like a rooster, and | fell in behind him, sliding my feet
ahead catipusly, feeling my way along the carpet that draped the floor. In a few
moments, we entered the small auditorium where the movie was playing. Ever so slowly,
my eyes adjusted to the darkness. The eyes of five, maybe seven, men were fixed on the
screen. Ozie and | walked to the third row and sat down. The stench of something
assaulted my nose. | coul dnét tell what
slowly.

Cavorting across the screen were nude men and women playing a volleyball
game. Men on onede of the net. Women on the other. Perfectly bronzed Swedish
bodies flew through the air. The womenoés
bushes and the mends penises were out of

the upper halves of thrgperfect bodies.

AThis is weird, o | whispered to Ozzie.

~

ASshh! o Ozzie put his index finger to
| looked at the screen again. | was amazed at how insanely happy the nudists

looked as they played volleyball. Smiles weraspéred on their faces like papraaché.

The men and women bounced and jiggled and hit the volleyball. Then they finished their

volleyball game and slid into a whirlpool together and started talking. They talked in

Swedish, and | read the subtitles. Ormman eyed the man next t

you flew through the air | ike a god!o

The man sai d, iThe sand i s hot when |
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Anot her woman said, AThe blue of the sky
A man sai d, uft\holtlhey thelall tihy ®xerci se! 0o
Then, like a cat creeping up on a bird, one of the men started kissing one of the
women, and | felt a stirring in my groin. T
monster onto the womanods bwvereknsatdimgdoughnd he car
Then he lowered his lips to her breasts, and she threw back her head and let her scorching
blonde hair trail over the edge of the whirlpool. Soon, everyone in the whirlpool was
kissing and caressing, all the time wearing insanelyyhggps.
Then, with absolutely no warning, the movie ended, as if the last reel had gotten
lost on the way from Sweden. The lights came up, and | blinked my eyes at the harsh
brightness. | looked around, careful not to catch the eye of the older mertletter.
My senses were filed to razor sharpness. Adorning the seat next to me was a wad of gum
as ancient and hardened as a fossil. The walls were black with peeling paint and swaths
of unpainted Spackle where someone had tried to patch up crackpiadtez. The
Spackle had been smeared on sloppily, and nobody had bothered to paint over it, so the
gray patches of Spackle hung like a foreign substance thrown at the black wall and left

there to decay until the end of time. Behind us, the men staneklybkd the stage,

waiting for Miss Stellabs Special Live Show
ai sl e. | assumed he was going to the bathroo
to pee.

A man came out on the stage in front of the movieescamd wearily set up a
drum kit and two small amplifiers in front of the movie screen. Three musicians traipsed

onto the stage, one carrying an electric guitar, one carrying a bass guitar, and one planting
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himself behind the drum kit. The guitarist worbexet and a goatee and looked like
Dizzy Gillespie. The drummer wore a sleevelesshift, and tattoos wandered up and
down his arms like maggots. The drummer was haavyand stared blankly in front of
him as he applied the drumsticks to the drums. Htgyed to play a blues number with a
downbeat so heavy that it sounded like an earthquake.

Then Miss Stella herself sidled onto the stage like a python. | guessed that she
was around forty years old. She was adorned with acqalseed, sequined eveninlgess,
and the upper curves of her breasts rose and fell like the waves of the ocean. She started
swaying and dancing to the insistent beat. Her creamy skin glowed pink under the
spotlight, which followed her around on the stage as if it were glued .t&hepaced

back and forth like a cheetah. Bit by bit, article by article, she disrobed.

| suddenly feltverysele onsci ous of my body. I didnot
on the armrest because | might touyxyh Ozzie,
hands in my | ap, but then | felt |ike | was

crossed my arms in front of me.

By now, Miss Stella was down to nothing except for pasties shaped like stars on
her breasts and a-§&ring. She looked at the audeenbut was detached from it. She was
mechanical and sensuous at the same time. The music thumped its heavy rhythm like
bedsprings during sex, and she swayed to the music, closed her eyes, moved her hands
sensually over her body. The cave of sex was datkarsterious, and | felt myself

plunging into it, utterly naked. | was aroused, and | felt warm. | could not take my eyes

of f Miss Stella as she swayed and danced. A C

to Ozzie.
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AShh! o Oz zshaplyskeepingdis eyes fixed like lasers on Miss Stella.
| looked back at Miss Stella on the stage. She looked out over the audience at
some point far in the distance as she snaked her way back and forth on the stage, and |
looked into her eyes, and in spite of the fact that her eyelids were blanketed withamasca
| saw that her eyes were a lovely brown, and then in those eyes | saw soéetlimg
light into who she wasand when | saw that, | wanted to know more about her. What was
her real name? Did her parents know that she was a stripper? Did she hdrea2Hlow
old were they? How did she take care of them? What did the children do while she was
here stripping? How much money diddshe make
that her children were twelve and eight, that their names were Adam andtBarah
Stell ads real name was Rebecca, that she str
spend time with her children in the evening, that she read to her children every night, that
she caressed their hair and faces tenderly as they slipped info ande@nocent sleep.
And then, as | sat there next to Ozzie and in the midst of the other men in the
audi ence who out of the vast desert- of thei
suddenly, without warning, | felt a welling of shame thati®zmnd | had come to this
place, and | was overwhelmed by the shame | felt, and queasiness roiled the pit of my
st omach. |l |l ooked at Ozzie and choked, Al go
Ozzie looked at me in surprise but said nothing. He turned quickly baclst Mi
Stella.
| got up and bolted up the aisle and through the lobby and out the doors into the
blazing sunlight of Halsted Street. The air hit my face like a slap, and | gulped in oxygen.

| sat on the curb of Halsted Street, waiting for Ozzie as the catsumkd lumbered by. |
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paid no attention to the traffic, no attention to anything. Slowly my nausea subsided. | sat,
feeling a deep sense of shame and embarrassment.
After half an hour, Ozzie came out. He sa

hell happer d ? 0

| avoided his eyes. Al dondét want to talKk
AAre you all right?o

| nodded.

AAre you sure?o

Al just felt a little sick. o

ABut youdre al/l right now?o

| nodded again.
We were silent, neither of us sure what to say to the other, separatesbfrbm
other like distant spheres. My shame and embarrassment enveloped me, set me apart,
stole my voice. Finally, Ozzie | ooked at his
gonna catch the 4:35.0 We got up and fl agged
Northwestern station. We found the smoking car. Ozzie tipped a cig between his lips and
lit it. He didndét | ook at me. | didndét | ook
Finally |1 said, AThat was really stupid. o
going to that thing. o
A Wh y “bodiNtwisted your arm. You knew what you were getting into. You
asked for adventur e, and you got it.o

AWel I, I didnét know what it was going to



67

1

ltés a job for her. | t 6 sothang ess.yWhd o mak e n
are we to judge?0
ABul |l shit. It was completely humiliating
there on the stage?0
Ozzie sucked in some smoke and sl owly | et
AThen just shut up about 1t.o0
AOK, 0 he said. AOK. O
We retreated fast from the Loop, and as we withdrew from the city, the
neighborhoods became less dense. We left behind the old tenements that had been built in
the early 28 century and entered the part of the city that had newer apartments, built
after Wald War Il. | felt the Loop releasing its grip on me. We rode in silence.

We got off the train at EI m Par k. ALI sten

train. Al 6m sorry if it bothered you. oo
| |l ooked at Ozzie. Alt was strange, 0 | sa
AThat o0i Oztznwe,sai d. Alt was very strange. (
We would stildl be friends. | knew that, but

Ozzie. | went home. | was afraid that my parents would figure out that | had cut school
thatday,but hey di dnét seem to have a clue. Li ke
pretended to do homework and then watched TV. But as | watched, | could only half
concentrate on the shows.

| went to bed early. | covered myself with my blanket, pulling it ovehesd.
The abandoned men on Halsted Street, the dilapidated stores, the Swedish nudists, Miss

Stellad they swirled before me like misshapen phantasms. | felt as if | were standing on
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the edge of a steep precipice, about to plunge into a swirling mess tidresrand
mysteries. |l coul dnét sl eep.

| had a strange impul8ean impulse out of my boyhood. | crawled out of bed and
went to my closet and dug through all my stuff and dragged out two shoeboxes. | opened
them. There were my tin soldiésed ones for the igish and blue ones for the French. |
hadndét played with them since |16d been ten vy
with them now. hadto play with them. | set up each army for confrontadidhe Battle
of Waterloo, which | had renacted many i mes when | 6d been a ki d.
and Wellington led the British and their allies in defense. Then Wellington attacked. |
coordinated infantry and artillery, just 1|6d
| was lost in being ten yeaodd again. | shouted orders, and my soldiers obeyed. The
strange events of the day faded, and the battle became the most important thing. Finally |
put the soldiers away. | crawled back into bed. | buried myself under my blanket and

surrendered to sleep.

AUTHOROGS NODENt owns€Caoked as a memoir
wanted to capture what downtown Chicago was like in the Sixties. So

glamorous! So largethantlife! And | wanted to capture something about
adolescence. | write often about childhood and adolescence. The piece
evolvedtoward i ct i on. It needed some embel | i
how it ended up as a short story. Influences? Probably Sherwood Anderson

and Ernest Hemingwaythe way in which they transmuted everyday

experience into compelling fiction. | reresdinesburg, Olo every other

year or so.

AUTHOROGSI 8imOa writer based i n the Chic

di fferent stuff In my |ife. | 6ve been
English teacher, a corporate communications writer, a textbook editor, an
educationbconsultant,andafrdeance wri t er . | 6ve publi

articles, and essays The Progressive, Snowy Egret, Earth Island Journal,
Chicago Wilderness, American Forests, Chicago Life, Across the Margin,
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Adelaide Literary Magazine, The Literavard, Scarlet Leaf Review,
Spillwords Press, Fiction on the Web, Sweet Tree Reaiwther journals

and magazines. In 2006, the University of New Hampshire Press published
my first book,This Grand and Magnificent Place: The Wilderness Heritage
of theWhite MountainsMy second book, which | eauthored with a

prominent New Hampshire forester named David GovatskiRweessts for
the People: The Story of publishedbyg aod s
Island Press in 2013

EDI T ORGOG S James®lannaia former fiction editor and a retired
probation officer. He has had over seventy story publications and three
Pushcart nominations. Many of his stories deal with the criminal element.
Jamesd books, three of which have

You can visit him there at:
https://www.amazon.com/Jameksnna/e/BOOWNH356Y?ref =dbs p ebk r00 abau 000000

We published his storyhe Lottery in Issue 4 (Fiction). His stoyiow |
Done Good in Schools published in this issue (Fiction).
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VACATION IN THE SHADE

By James Moore

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest Editor Tina V. Cabrera writes:

James MooredshevV&badeoneifhectively bl
fi/lspeculative fiction framework with social and political commentary.

Influenced as he says by Tolkien, Shakespear and Hemi ngway, M
prose resembles that of the latter in the directness and crispness of the prose
and dial ogue. Mooreds subtl e prose be:

narrative of a future that mimics our chaotic and troubled current times.

So,t he fAaliend who joins his partne
the planet as fisocially, culturall
go through with their plan to visit Earth to acquire an element called

Fission Sand that earthlingsa for fuel. He foresees the danger inherent in
such a scheme because the Anatives di
ot her. o6 Sound familiar? 1t turns out t
the majority of the population, they are also persecuted far $kan color

by a nefarious group called ICE. When Sol and Aster take on human form,

they choose darker skin, and when t he\
ICE and arrested, they are shocked to discover that all foreigners are

labeled aliens and therghmistreated.

ro A
y al

What would aliens from another world or planet say about us Earthlings if
they could see the state of our world now, particularly that of the United
States, where children are separated from their parents, placed in camps,
and where raciaprejudice is a norm, and the president and his
administration lead this country into totalitarianism. This short story allows
us to place ourselves outside of the framework to peer at the tragedy that
plays out day after.

Edit or OMegiWdhisstorgstarsSpacing Iis author ds ¢
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VACATION IN THE SHADE

By James Moore

ALL | EVER WANTED

All six eyes twinkling with anticipation, Aster hits the send key on his tguatsending
the weekly Interplanetary Observation Report to the Scientific Alliance. He spins his

chair to face his work partner Sol.

"That's it!" Aster crows, "I.O.R. 260 has been officially sent to our superiors. Doesn't that

make your fluids rush?"

"Frankly no." Sol doesn't bother to look up from his miscanner. "l don't see why

we're being forced to take this time off when there's work to do.”

Aster leaps up from his seat and rushes to Sol's side at the analysis platform. A tap of

Aster's tendribn a control panel shuts down the scanner.
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"l was in the middle of an analysis.” Sol complains.

"Exactly," Aster says, "Wortime over, vacatiotime start."

"Okay, okay. It's vacation time. So, tell me about this fantastic-onadifetime travel

spot you've been hinting about for a dozen rotations now."

"Sure," Aster says with a smirk. "have a seat. This place is gonna blow your mind."

Aster's smile grows as his tendrils dance upon the control panel. The holographic
projection system produces askatball sized display of Aster's dream vacation spot. Sol

stares at the image of a planet pirouetting in-aiid

Sol gasps. "You can not be serious."”

"Of course I'm serious." Aster counters. "What better place to visit than the planet we've

been studyg for the past five cycles?"
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Aster reaches out and stops the rotation of the image. He then grabs the image and pulls

with two tentacles to enlarge it.

"Sol," he says with a flourish, "I give you planet 3R235, or what the inhabitants call:

Earth."

Sol steps around the holographic image so that it hovers between him and Aster. "Insane.

| always suspected you were mentally imbalanced, now | have proof.”

"Just hear me out and

"No." Sol interrupts, "First, you hear me out. Setting aside the fact that if we're caught
we'll be placed in prison. Based on everything you and | have heard from the Science
Council, you're talking about visiting a planet that's socially, culturallynaoelly
fractured. One hundred ninety six governments, each with their own agenda and all

fighting each other."

"Not all." Aster says.
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"Enough to be dangerous.” Sol retorts. "The natives disrespect, abuse and enslave each
other. Can you imagine whatthey | do i f wedre discovered?

a risk for a thrill? A good time?"

"Therebds that," Aster says, “"but also. . ."

enough to Sol to whisper in his ear. "There's Fission Sand down there."

Sol stares at Aster in disbelief. "How eaare you sure?"

Aster puts a tentacle around Sol's shoulders and guides him to a lab stool as he continues
to whisper. "Not only is it down there, they manufacture it, millions of pounds every

year. They use for fuel."

Sol closes his eyes and shakes his head. "Help me out, I'm still learning their units.

Define O6millions of pounds©é.

Aster allows Sol to sit on the stool before answering. "In one year they could fill this

observation station five thousand &m"

He
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Aster spins Sol around on the stool to face the holographic model. Sol looks at the vision

trying to take in the fantastic new information. Again, Aster is in Sol's ear. "l have a plan.

| fé when it works, we'l|l b evacateri.” f or t he next
Sol pulls his gaze away from the hollagraphic planet. "Okay, what's the plan?"
THE PLAN
"It'll never work." Sol shakes his head, "Too many things can go wrong."
Sol and Aster stand upon the autowalk that leads to the other side of the space station.
Their debate echos off the corridor walls. Usually dozens of scientists and technicians
like themselves mill about but the vacation break means only a skeleton cirgaimsa
the station. Therebds no worry about being ov

"There's nothing to it," Aster argues, "We go down, mix with the natives, find out where

to buy what we want, and then come back here. Nothing could be easier.”
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"We can't just go dowthere," Sol says, "lI've seen pictures, we don't look anything like

what do they call themselves?"

"Homo Sapiens I think."

"Okay, we don't look like Homos," Sol says, "How are we going to do business with

them?"

"l told you, | have a plan. There's abservation team scheduled to go and set up shop
down there. We're going to do it first that's all. The scientist in charge of essence transfers

is going to help us blend in."

"Essence transfer. New bodies then?" Sol asks.

"Yep, we'll have total say ondhdesign. Color, size, age..."

"I've never done anything like that before,” Sol muses, "I don't know."
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Aster places a tentacle on Sol's shoulder. "It'll be no problem. We just have to get back in

the three day window that's all.”

"Do we at least havesociological survey?" Sol asks.

"Well..."

"No survey?" Sol shouts.

"Calm down," Aster musters his most soothing voice, "We have the preliminary survey.

That'll be good enough for what we want to do."

"This plan of yours is sketchy. We've been studyirgplanet itself, not the people.

You're just guessing at how to go about this."

"I know the people,” Aster counters, "l know there's a vast variety of body types so it'll be
easy to blend in. The darker skinned Homos outnumber the lighter ones sowwtkaio

skin tone to use. | know the sgbciety we'll encounter honors males above the females
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and most importantly, | know the population clusters that are near vast quantities of

Fission Sand."

"But--" Sol says .

"Listen my friend," Aster says, "we'll never have another chance like this, to gain a

fortune. But | candét do it without vyou.

Aster's question comes as the autowalk comes to a halt near the Enhanrceal.Bister

looks at his friend expectantly.

"Alright," Sol says "I'm in"

"Great," Aster says with a smile, "let's get ourselves a couple of bodies."

NEW MEN

f
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Aster and Sol enter the Enhanced-Bab the way one enters a church. The natural

daylight bulls used inside are a welcome change from the harsh lighting in the corridor.

"l always wondered about this place." Sol says in a normal tone.

Aster whispers, "Shhh! we don't want to disturb him," he cautions.

Sol lowers his voice, "l thought we were exped. Disturb who?"

Aster whispers back. "We are expected, but that doesn't mean Leo isn't busy with some

experiment right now."

"Leo? That's an unusual name."

"Yes." Aster takes a seat in one of the stools, "He decided to change his name after a
studyof the planet's history. The name comes from a historic figure he admires greatly.

Leo Vinci or something like that. | just call him Leo."
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"Leo," Sol muses as he sits on a stool, "So he's the one who's gonna get us set up with

bodies for our trip?"

A voice booms out from a back room, "Indeed he is!"

Leo steps out into the warm light that mimics the sun of this system they've been
observing. He looks over the two techs with piercing eyes. The bodysuit he wears has the
emblem of a senior officer in ti&cience Council. Leo leans against the lab table closest

to Aster.

"So0," Leo says to Aster, "You mean to go through with this?"

"Indeed we do!" Aster replies, "Let me introduce ybu

"You must be Sol," Leo leans forward and extends a tendril, "Assatolthme alot about

you. And when he spoke, it was with reverence."

Sol briefly entwines his tendril with Leo's as is customary. "That's good to hear sir."
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"C'mon, just call me Leo. Were business partners after all.”

Sol gives Aster a sidelong glan¢Partners?"

"Of a sort," Aster says, "Leo's doing a lot for us, new bodies, technical support,

transportation... A twenty percent share in profits is not too much to ask."

"I'm glad you feel that way," Leo says, "because we can start right now. Ready?"

Aster and Sol exchange determined looks. "Ready." They say in chorus.

"Very well,” Leo opens a lab table drawer and pulls out a remote control. A couple of
buttons are pressed and a holographic form drops down from the ceiling as the lights dim.

"Make wise choices, you'll be stuck with these bodies for a couple of days."

Aster and Sol have spent a few minutes working on the long list of aesthetic choices

needed to get their bodies ready, when an issue comes up.
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"That's the skin color you're goinguse?" Sol asks.

"Ah," Aster says, "this is where the report comes in handy. | just happen to know that this

skin color is one of the most popular on the planet.”

"Realy?" Sol asks, "that color?"

"Well, shades of it." Aster says, "You can go darkergitkr but this is optimal. Where

we're going, the vast majority of the people have that shade."

"We can't look exactly the same though," Sol says, "I'll go a few shades darker. What else

do you suggest?"

"Based on what we know," Aster says, "we shoutik llike we're a little past the mid
point of their lifecycle in age. Most natives' bodies have twdnig to thirty percent

extra fat..."

"What?" Sol asks, "Are they trying to kill themselves?"
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"It would appear so." Leo chimes in.

"Let's go with fifteen percent." Aster decides.

"Okay." Sol says. "Male or female?"

"Most definitely male," Aster says, "we need to be taken seriously, and the society we'll
encounter sometimes treat their females badly. They talk a good game but the truth is

differentt Wed on 6t need extra complications

"Alright then," Leo says, "add some contemporary clothes and you're set." Leo uses the
remote to punch in the last of the settings and calculations. "Done. The transfer chambers

are right through here."

They enter the baadloom that Leo came out of before. He turns on the overhead light as
they enter revealing some of the most covetegdh equipment in this space sector.
Submicron biescanners, tissue-generators and cloning kits were just a few of the
items recognize by Aster and Sol. Leo opens the door at the other side of the room and

they enter an area with eight human sized chambers. There are four open red painted
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chambers on the left and four closed blue chambers on the right. They are separated by a

monitoringconsole and a bank of computing modules.

AStep into two of the chambers on the | eft"

"Hold it," Sol says, "l want to know how this thing works first. | know it's been done

before but not to me."

"Will you relax?" Aster says, "Nothing bad is going to happen.”

"No, it's okay," Leo says, "I'll be happy to explain the process."

Leo steps to the spot just in front of the console and turns to face his audience. "The pods
on your left are a combination stasisofber, biescanner and newlectric siphon. The
pods on you right are a combination ofdgeneration chamber and netalectric charge

device."
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Leo takes a side step and pats one of the cl
already working on thedulies you selected. In a couple of hours I'll be ready to put you

in them."

"Two hours?" Aster asks, "why do we have to get into the chambers now?"

Leo steps back toward the open pods. "It'll take at least that long to safely remove your

neuro energy fotransfer. The entire process typically takes about four and a half hours."

Aster turns to Sol, "Satisfied?"

"l just want to know what's going on that's all." Sol says.

"Your pods await gentlemen." Leo says.

Aster jumps into the nearest pod while Seh$ry is more deliberate. There's a hiss and a
soft whine as the pod canopies close. Just before they snap shut Leo says. "See you in a

few hours."
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DISCOVERED

Five hours later, Leo punches in the final verification codes to make sure the neuro
electrictransfer is complete. A bank of lights on two pods go green as their canopies
release with a loud click. A browskinned, darkhaired man in his late thirties steps out

of one pod looking at his hands.

"Sol?" Leo asks.

The man continues iaspect his new body. Arms, chest, legs, all covered in a rich brown

skin.

"Sol!"

The man snaps his head around and focuses two dark eyes on Leo. "Yeah, it's me. Wow, |

feel... kind of numb."

Leo walks over to Sol. "That's to be expected. Your nervwstem is getting used to the

influx of energy. Other than that how do you like the new body?"
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Sol takes another look at himself. "Ok | guess, of all the bodies I've ever used this is

definitely in the top two. Where's Aster?"

On cue, soft snoring comea®in the pod next to Sol.

"Your clothes are in the other room," Leo chuckles, "I'll wake him up and send him in."

A short time later Leo Sol and Aster gather in the transport room.

"l can't get over this body," Aster says, "but | think you could havengiis more ideal

specimens."

"You don't want that," Leo remains focused on the transport panel as he cautions Aster,

"ideal specimens get attention. You want to avoid that right?"

"Right," Sol confirms, "we just want to look like two average Homo tealifis
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Leo stops his work and shoots an inquisitive look in Sol's direction. "What did you just

say? Homo tourists?"

"Yes," Aster says, "that's what the natives call themselves, Homo Sapiens."

"Ha, ha... not normally,” Leo says, "do you have a loaatoms report on the area you're

landing in?"

"No," Sol | ooks at Aster, somebodyé didn't

"Let me tell you, the vast majority of the natives do not refer to themselves with scientific
nomenclature. Plus the word Homo is an aicdarogatory term for males who are

attracted to their own sex."

"Oh." Aster says.

"Is there a problem with that?" Sol asks.
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"There could be," Leo says, "if you refer to someone that way who isn't. I've been

studying their culture for a while now, lete put some info together for you."

"How long will that take?" Aster asks.

"l can have something comprehensive for your area in two or three hours."

"We don't have that kind of time," Aster says. "Just transport us and we can get started.

"I have totell you about a couple of features of your bodies first." Leo steps away from
the transport panel and holds up a small bead between his fingers. "This, is a signal
enhancer. The transport unit here will be on atémdby while you're planetside. Tap
thistwice and the unit will lock on and bring you back immediately. Use it when you find

the yellowcake."

"Yel |l owcake?0 Sol asks.
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"That's what the Humans, that's the correct term by the way Human Beings, that's what
they call the Fission Sand on their wotldeo looks them over. "Are you sure you don't

want me to put together an info capsule for you?"

"No time," Aster says, "just give us the enhancer and send us down."

"You already have the enhancer," Leo says with a smile, "each of you have one

implantedunder your skin. It's behind your right ear."

Sol and Aster each check for the small bump under their skin that ensures a return trip.

"Anything else we should know?" Sol asks.

"Yes, I've added a linguistic circuit to the enhancer. | know you've been studying the
language Aster but for Sol's benefit | made this little addition. What you hear will be in

our language but when you speak, the locals will hear their language.”

"Thatll come in handy." Sol says.
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"If that's all,” Aster says, "we're off to find our fortune."

"What's your plan?" Leo asks, "you gonna walk up to the first stranger you see and ask

where the yellowcake store is?"

"Maybe not that direct but yes," Aster saithey produce so much of that stuff they

might even give free samples.”

"Sure." Leo says. He walks back to the transport panel. "Ready?"

"Ready." Aster and Sol say in chorus.

"I'll be sending you to the population cluster we discussed Aster," Lep"bay#'s an

out of the way spot. No one should observe your arrival. See you in two rotations."

The sensory experience of transport is something Aster and Sol have experienced many
times. It is the safest way to travel after all. The view of the tahspom fades and

appears to dissolve into the background. That image is replaced with a view of their
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destination; a small back alley in a large city located in a region called "The United States

of America". Aster and Sol take in their new surroundings.

"What a filthy dump!" Sol says, "I hope the whole planet isn't like this."

"I'm sure it's not," Aster reassures, "Let's find someone to talk to."

His sentence is barely completed when a heavy metal door of the building behind them
bursts open. Severalen and two women frantically pour out of the open door and

through the alley. They run past Sol and Aster without a second look.

"They look like us." Sol says.

"l told you our shade is popular.” Aster says.

"STOP Federal officers!"
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The voice from inside the building is followed by five uniformed men with heavy vests.
Each one has a single word printer on the front and back; ICE. The lead man points to

Aster and Sol.

"Wilson, Thomson! Grab those two, we'll go after the others."

Oneof the uniforms takes Aster's arm and pins it behind him.

"Hey!" Aster protests.

Sol takes a step to help Aster when the second uniform pulls out a weapon and points it at

Sol.

"Stop! Don't make me shoot you!"

Pointing a gun at someone is a universatigerstood act. Sol backs off. Aster is being

placed in handcuffs.
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"Why are you doing this?" Sol asks.

"It's not personal,” one of the uniforms says, "there's a push to round up illegals."

"lllegals?" Aster manages to say while pressed against a"Walre human beings just

like you."

The second uniform grabs Sol and pats him down before putting on the handcuffs. "That's

true, but you're also aliens."”

Aster and Sol exchange astonished looks. "How did they find out?" Aster asks.

JUSTICE

The immigrant detention center overflows with Human Beings of all ages. A few seem to
be alone but most are huddled together as family units or groups of friends. Many of the
children and some adults weep because their empty bellies are twisted witDthesar.

than being branded with the title "lllegal Alien", they all have one thing in common with
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Aster and Sol; dark skin color. Aster is one of the few solitary figures sitting alone at a

cold aluminum table when Sol approaches.

"Where have you been?" #&s asks.

"Scouting." Sol says. He takes a seat opposite Aster and looks around. He speaks just
above whispering to make sure their conversation is private. "l wanted to find out why

we were captured.”

"Well?"

"To start,” Sol begins, "we should have éakLeo up on his offer. If | knew from the

beginning what | know now, | would have never set foot on this planet.”

"Did you learn how we were discovered? | can't believe so many aliens know about this

planet.”

"That's just it." Sol says, "you and | afeetonly real aliens here. Everyone else was

captured because they come from a different country."
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Aster tilts his head. "What? Foreigners are called aliens?"

"Not all of them," Sol says, "just the ones who bypass the long and arduous process of

enteringthis country lawfully."

"Why would they bypass the process?"

Sol is silent for moment. His voice cracks a little when he answers. "Some don't want to
wait in a line that's years long. Some come from deadly, dangerous places and want to
survive. Most simply want a chance for a better life for themselves and their families. |
had conversations with a number of Humans here and the stories are similar. They're

running from despair and towards hope."

Sol's words hang in the air. The table between then island in a sea of desperation.

"Their situation is bleak," Aster says, "but we can't do anything for them. We need to

think about us. How are we going to get out of here and find some yellowcake?"
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Sol's shoulders are slumped and his head hangshe/¢atile. "I don't think my heart is
in this venture anymore. It all seems trivial considering what's going on around us." Sol

raises his head to make eye contact with Aster. "There's something else I've found out.”

"What's that?"

"Have you noticed?" Salsks, "Every person in this detention center looks like us. Dark

hair, brown eyes, brown skin."

Aster shrugs. "Yeah, so?"

Sol leans in closer to Aster. "So think about all the other humans we've seen since we
arrived. The officers who captured us, peoplosted at every door, the guards who
surround us now. Almost all of them are a much lighter color, shades of pink. | think

these people are being singled out because their brown."

"Ridiculous! You can't make that assumption,” Aster says, "we're inroa# area of a

large planet. It might not be like this everywhere."
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"It appears to be like that here, for these Humans around us. We can leave whenever we

want but what about them?

Now it's Aster's turn to lean in. "I know you, | know what you're thigkiwe are not

supposed to interfere."

"Unless it makes us wealthy right?"

Aster opens his mouth to debate the issue bu

it.

"Fine," Aster leans back, "what do you want to do?"

Sol shrugs. "I don't know."

"Hey, you two!"
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A uniformed man is shouting to get Aster and Sol's attention. The -bhuaddered

officer approaches the table motioning for them to stand. "You guys are up next."

Aster and Sol rise to stand next to the table. "Next for what?" Sol asks.

"You want to see your lawyer of not?" the guard replies gruffly.

"Lawyer?" Aster asks

"Follow me." says the guard.

Aster and Sol are lead through the detention area to a heavy steel door. The guard signals
to his coworker through a small window of bet-proof glass and the door swings open.
A march down a narrow corridor and a short elevator ride bring them all to a small

meeting room. The guard turns the knob and pushes the door open. "Wait in here."

Aster and Sol are left in the room for severahutes. In whispered communication they
debate whether they should activate their implants for a trip back home. Neither one has

convinced the other when without knock or warning, the door swings open.
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"Good afternoon gentlemen." A man in his nweenties enters and places a tattered
leather briefcase on the table. "My name is Rick Hunter and I'll be representing you at

your hearing tomorrow."

Rick looks as worn as his suit which is saying a lot. The blue shade of the fabric varies on

the surface of higacket as he takes it off and places it on the back of a chair.

"You two are an interesting case," Rick says rolling up his sleeves, "I understand no ID,
but nobody knows you guys. None of the restaurant workers detained in the raid, no one

in ICE, nobog¢ in that neighborhood."”

"Well," Aster says, "we just got here. We don't know anybody."

"Ok," Rick says, "1 6dm guessing this is your

explain what happens to you next."

"Please." Aster says.
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Rick sits ina chair opposite Aster and Sol and points to them both. "You two were
apprehended during an ICE raid on a restaurant known to employ illegal aliens. As far as
we know you have no ID, no employer and you've yet to tell anyone your country of

origin. With meso far?"

"So far." Sol says.

"Tomorrow morning," Rick continues, "I have to convince a judge that there's a good
reason to allow you to stay in this country. There will be another lawyer in the room

trying to convince the same judge that you nedaktput on the next plane out of here.”

"Sounds like you have a tough job." Aster says.

Rick throws a bewil dered | ook at Aster.
about my clients. Is there anything you guys can tell me to make my job, andsagta

your lives, easier?"

Aster and Sol trade thoughtful looks. "Can we have a moment?" Sol asks.

"Ye
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Rick looks at his watch and then at his clients. "Alright, but | have six more clients so

five minutes, no more." He packs up and leaves the real ati¢akk.

"We should leave right now." Aster says.

"We canb6t just disappear. Besides, there'’

"There's nothing for us here," Aster retorts, "our plan is a bust and the situation here is

not going to change no matter what ea"

"I have to try," Sol says, "what if some things work the same here as in our society. We

get to speak to a JUDGE Aster. Someone who can make a difference."”

"What if that's not the case," Aster says, "what if the judge can't change the laws or what

if the judge doesn't see things your way?"

"In that case," Sol says, "we make the return trip, but at least | will have tried."

S

S
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FINAL WORDS

The next day, fortune favors Aster and Sol because their case is the first to be heard by
The HonorabléHarriet Barker. Her first cases of the day have the best chance of being
heard with empathy. As the day goes on however, a heavy docket and stress of affecting
dozens of lives a day can deplete the mercy well. The judge takes her seat and look

doubtfully & two men sitting behind the defendant's table.

"Neither one of you looks like a lawyer to me," she says, "Where is your council?"

"Excuse me your honor,"” Sol says, "we'll be representing ourselves."

"Oh, you will?" the judge retorts. "Let's see on doeket... Aster and Sol Lopez?"

"That's right your honor." Sol answers, "from what we understand, this is our opportunity

to tell our story. Is that true?"
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No lawyer, no ID and the defendants want to tell a bedtime story to win their case. The
judge knovs these guys are destined for a plane ride out of the country. Sometimes

though, a hopeless argument needs to be heard.

"Mister Sol Lopez," the judge says, "tell your story."

Sol stands and places his hands behind his back to take his presentatioritamce
honor, my story is the same as many of the people you'll see today. A story rarely told to

anyone who cares and has the power to help.

I'm a Human Being. No different than anyone in this room, or anyone on this planet. We
have much in common, | wmamy life to have meaning, | want to contribute to society. |
don't want to take advantage, | want to honor the opportunities available here by creating

more opportunities.

It took Aster and | five years to get here. The road has been paved by dadidatio
threatening risk and hard work. My story is not uncommon. There are thousands and
thousands of people like me. If you give us the chance to stay and prove ourselves, you'l
see we're not a burden but a blessing. | ask not just for myself bug Bluthan Beings

who want to bless this place, let us stay and prove ourselves."
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Sol sits down and silence envelops the room.

"Mister Lopez," Judge Barker says, "I have heard your story before, and | believe the

truth in it. But laws must be enforced. fieh denied."

*kk

Aster and Sol sit in the transport room. Back in their natural bodies and using time for

reflection upon their vacation. For most the goal is to make memories. They succeeded.

"Think you made a difference?" Aster asks.

"With things like that," Sol says, "you can't tell right away. Time will tell."

"Well, we didn't get wealthy," Aster says, "but we did get arrested. That will be a story

worth telling someday."



106

Leo comes into the room. "I've disposed of the bodies," he sags,the trip worth it?"

"Probably not," Aster says, "no yellowcake and no justice. Let me tell you what

happened.”

"l can guess a lot of it," Leo says, "your antics are what they call 'trending’ on the planet's

information network."

"Antics?" Sol asks;only a small number of humans even know what happened.”

"More know than you think," Leo says, "apparently in the United States of America when
detained illegal aliens disappear from holding, it makes the news. Their even replaying

your speech."

"That was documented?" Sol asks.

Leo nods. "It's being played over and over plamiele."
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"Wow," Aster says to Sol, "the whole planet knows you."

"If I know humans," Leo says, "the excitement will die out eventually, but in the

meantime who knows? You can alvgdyope."

"That's right,” Sol says, "you can always hope."
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The Borderline Poet Returns to Borderline
By Michael McGuire
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iNow | d6m not from the part of Texas th
frontera, but | know a buckind bronco
bucking bronc. Take thatbaéki t 6 s a herd of t hem. Eve
to do its goddamndest to throwyod f bef ore you get to t
going to end when you think it will. Grab the nearest metaphor and clutch,
reader , because every one of these | i/l
none too keen on saddles. And then the herd of themigtteeas a whole,

I'tdéds not taking you the direct route ¢

because youodore |iable to get thrown bz
another head, or across the rio bravo.
isaspoier alert, but | donét think so, be
piece; when itdés all said and done, tl
you. Thatodés what riding broncs is | ike
like a madman, hanging dar dear life, praying it will end, only to find you

ainét gone anywhere. But goddamn i f vy«
It best: AHow the Ist osgl cdorm@si $ s;mOt t he
Five stars.

(Spacing and font size are authordos o0\



110

The Borderline Poet Returns to Borderline

| wrote a little book of poems and put it on the shelf.
| made up a little song and sang it to myself.
But when it came to dance, | changed things by a hair.
I choreographed some steps and danced them in Tiqueses
| was Fred and Ginged when | stepped off of the curb,
but the body beneath the bus didndt even r

In short, after a year or tWoif not a generation or twb back east, whether or not our
principle, who never danced the dance they danoarimeck of the woods (known to its
aficionados as the shitkicker) or, indeed, whatever the latest light fantastic may have been
in the Big Apple, was crushed beneath the wheels of time, our borderline poet returned to
Borderlingd or Badhand, as hard luéBwns are sometimes known to those unlucky

enough to be born in o8ewhere he settled down to share the life that was left with

someone very special. But last things first, as we say in Badhand (or Borderline) for, if

you look hard, you can see themcomupd f as t . So | et us begin at
La fiesta
The fiesta does not begin as planned for, if

surviving family is seated out back underamadaas day draws to a close when some
namelessiaortiof i nds t he words that havendét yet bee
ALet 6s eat! o

This is followed by general agreement and one of the boys begins by starting the fire.

Half an hour later, wood smoldering, someone godisetacebox and someone else

throws greasy strips across bars thick with the grease of time past. Fat fills the air as day

darkens and there is general agreement that hauling the grill out fromairai@ada



111

might help. A group effort that makes somféalence, but the determined gusts of the
night are producing a regular wind tunnel.

La fiesta as only one just across the border from Borderline can so utterly be, is at risk of
being blown away; of coming to, in a word: nothing.

Another of the boys fingla tarp and, standing on a chair, nails one edge along the last
beam. Now the swelling, snapping canvas plasters itself against those seated with their
backs to the blast, but the situation might be considered passable rarely being

hoped for hereahasd at least until the night of all outf-the-way, barely accessible
ranchitos even when not that far from the remains of the river, closes in.

Intense, impenetrable night.

Smoldering sticks, mercifully downwind, offer little light. One of the boyssgoend

tacking up a long yellow cord which he plugs into one just like it and then another very
similar that stretches to the shed housing the ruin of a generator which coughs and
wheezes a little life into the hours of darkness: th@osense illuminain of half a

dozen work lamps.

And there you have it, a gala event, at least as near as you can get to one just a little bit
this side of nowhere, which is to say: in Punto Muerto.

But whatdéds going on, anyway? ehtagywdghal | i opeds
Tex? Tex, of all people? Not onlytgjanofrom the upside of the river, but a poet! A

poet? Well, so it is said, for in the pistol packing state, a poet is generally considered, if
not an actual target, at least a laughing matter, atwhich nt | et s have a ho

his | esser |l i meri cksé

The man who slept upside down

was considered a bit of a clown.



112

When he got out of bed, he stood on his head

to turn a smile into a frown.

But please, ladies and gentlemen, reserve your critical judgment until, as we say in
Badhand, the chips are down. Moreover, weor
was, back when, when our principals, each complete in his or her self as itssdsepo

for man or woman to be, hardly knew each other and, to be honest, had not even met.

For that reason, the better to acquaint ours
atime.

Tex first.

But what do you say we back up to the begin@imgsuming the instant in which Tex

began to consider abandoning the borderline borough that birthed him was, in fact, his

beginning when, for a man not without talent, if a talent unsuited to his time and place

when the moment was upon Tex when he must sdarfeself if things were different

elsewhere?

For, in Borderline, or Badhaddwh er e, as we who | ive here say,
y uhdve boepeats wdrefawert and farther between than fenceposts in the spread

down the road a ways known to the natimeBlownaway, where the head had wandered

off in search of less toxic topsoil about a hundred years ago.

However, like the rest of us, Tex was born and even raised and as soon as, running down

his doggerel in the dust at road shows véhéor lack of a moreniserable venui they

came to Borderline, which pastime was, he had to admit, less hazardous than riding bulls

but, as soon as Tex realized the extent of his uncommon, at least for Badhand, talent, he

knew hedd better hightealend. it on out of our p
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But...a word about names. Not TexOs, which
been handed at birth.

Calliopeds.

As a handle from the friendship statevhere some folks are known for telling others to

go back where they came frdm t  wreearly & vulgar as it might have been. Three

syllables, gulped in a way to warm hearts from the wrong side of the river up to the

sooner state, where God and Mammon share power even more intimately than in Lone

Star to the south. But her given namiel $iitle, if anything, about her, for...

Calliope was a border girl.

't didndt much ehRioshedbdwbeeh bbde ofHh, for she
young life, or a good part of it, wading the dregs of it: family on one side, work on the

other. But it was after a day as a speck upon the labor intensive fields of Texas that she
learned to sing. Not while warkgd that would have been a tall tale of underpaid yet

blissful field hands as told by the Chamber of Comnderfoe the heat and pesticides,

not to mention the pace forced upon those bent double, legal or not, left folks winded,

stuff up their noses and dowimeir throats, wheezing sharp, agonizing breaths that fell

somewhat short of song.

As for Calliopebdbs name, well é

But to return to Tex.

Now Texds old man was one of t hosdeveat ypi cal
if he hated day laborerg(naleros agricole$ as much as the next néanvasl Got it

from Maria(orOne Mandés L ov e )AdtHorabest leftwnnanted, Miehisi ¢ o

favorite rotgut, correctly enough, was Old Alamo. His other half, from Deadpan, never
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cracked a smile, notevenwhenthé d h or s e 0 scanpsesgoskthecldngé d t h e

(the bug killer had devalued theirmbnour s) and burnt the shacks
But this is not Mads story or Pads. 't 6s Ca
before he met Calliope, whe Tex had had enough of whatever
when youbve had enough, when he packed his b

Now Tex had already sent his jingles down the road apiece, and more than once, but his

killer couplets always stameotrighghtbaawayo iwa
note hedd got . When, at | ast, d&a&l dotund hi s
chance to buy a book, 6 the siddgegotaai d, béyou w

firsthand look at those pussyhipped periodicals,andded zed he wasndt t he ¢
slinger ever born in a backwashedfRid in this case Borderlirgée but...limited as his

verse, and theirs, might be...some of the stories he skimmed were only half bad.

Though not actwually | abelrend fmeAa®Ntwhiyoh,n gh a dw
most were trapped in peatlolescent (PA?) firgterson, kiddy litter glorying in such

words as fimomo and fidad, 0 or the even deadl.
and she or he only to balngastbekpeedle podsyand t hey we
he decided to ignore a masthead that, in most cases, could have been three or four pair of

silken unmentionables flapping in one of the more predictable winds that blow round

these parts, editors whose own tales were gdperad-woman with a number of

peripheral, if not satellite, males with questionable motivation, and, for a change,

enjoying the prosaic, Tex stood there in the stacks half the night, reading.

Though fol ks who peopl ed t hwakeddpvagrea, he r ea

or up it, which can be somewhat harder, mu c h



115

bolted in rows fAgawkino at those basket case
who passed their lifetimes backed up to blackboards looking backiatith terror deep

in their eyes.

Theyoungthingds omehow it r emi ndeddwerewritngakoutgi r |l s & b a
what they knew, which was not very much; in short: themselves. But some of the yarns,

even i f they wereno6t oays, tlailkle dashiTse xt,a Ibeesi,n gw ea
#1, but someone elBethe winds they leaned against and the rains they walked through,

not to mention the dust that settled on them long before they were through.

Now we could tie all this up quite tidily if Tex had thies truelove in the doomed stacks

of the Last Chance Bookstore, but it woul dno
in actual fact, Tex met Calliope back in Borderline before he ever left: that is to say on

one of nowher evi | loteliriefly gometaliie@asakindok e mpt y
homegrown fairgrounds whe¥en pursuit of a buck, no matter how filthy and fraged

he was trumpeting metrics to a small crowd and, somehow, thed dyesx 6 s and

Cal | 0 agtleysay, met, addslam/bang there they styed, which might, or might

not, bring to mind one -nkrs,dafnopartcdar 6 s | ess s

relevance to the case in handégé
The man who moaned and the woman who groaned
were known as a difficult pair; you could hear them coming,
though he was only humming and occasionally patting his hair.
Now Tex is a tall lean felta at this point in time, his pockets stuffed with poénand
Calliope is short and smooth, not fat; her voice soft and sweet, not full, but always

changing, as if runningp and down the scales on a wind instrument far outclassing the

one carried on the bony hip of your rafithe-mill 215 century lonesome cowhand.
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Now when Badhand lucks out and finds itself with one of those once a year fairs within

the limits, Calliope wrks one of the stands where she hands baseballs to wannabe

pitchers and they throw a helluva fastball at a lever that drops a black man from the

wrong side of town (if any side of Borderline can be considered such) in a barrel of

water . Shteewdride firdtb | laicke man & luesemmeiintes muc h et
thereds Ilittle else in Borderline, or even u
river attempt a halfhearted turn and respectable ladies sing the sacred verses and flash a
AReturnr oosiSgmdat those on the other side wh
way to a living wage.

Calliopebs parents crossed the river as chil
survive, parents about as dif fsemment from Tex
After work her father watched CNadvertising CNN in their shipwreck of a trailer and

her mother was usually out in back feeding a collection of footloose oddballs with

nowhere else to go. She charged just about enough to make ends meet, s than

unf ortunates would pay for cotton candy on n
very far up the road or even down it. Sometimes there were half a dozen bull riders and

sideshow hawkers set round the table set up in the dust of some passmgest and

present, all of them fAtuckind intoo whatever
Now dondédt get the idea Calliopeds mother is
contrary, her mother, that is Caldnadepebs gr a

casa was determined to keep at least one daughter home. Forever. And you can just
guess who was targeted to suffer that ffate,

near triplets, if even less relevant than the last...

The woman who turned on men,
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turned and turned again; when she was spinning,

she thought she was winning, the woman who turned on men.

That first night, the night Tex met Calliope or Calliope met Tex, depending on your point

of view, our young mad you guesseddt burbled some of his befhglejangle into her

ear and shi& notto be outdolds ang t o hi m. Now the songs Ca
ordinary ones or, if they were, she made them special. Calliope favored oldies like the

one about not forgetting a certain river valley, sang tteelbning tears to the eyes,

something Tex had never deigned to do for any devotee of hisadtloeen doggerel,

though sometimes, maybe only when she had to, Calliope would make up melody and

words all by herself.

But now, meaning at this pointimed t hat 6 s ri ght, fol ks, the ni
aforementioned fiesathe borderline poet known as Tex is just back from the big city.

Oh yes, the Big Apple is behind him, tossed with only a minimal morsel missing, nothing

nobody would notice for, as Tex welhéws, a few before he had attempted that first

bite; perhaps even a nibble slighter larger, less tentative, than his. But he comes back

with a few of his best in his back pocket, such as...

The man who lost his head felt a little bit better in bed.
He laydown with a will and lay very still,
but when he woke up he was dead.

And which is, perhaps, more important, Tex, on the bus back from sadaritpdyssey
that may have taken fifty hours or fifty years, you naenbnders, not if it makes

sensefortt poet to go anywhere i f he isnbét appre
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where the poet in a man comes from and what happens once he decides to climb

Parnassus for himself...

The man who climbed the stairs
was eating nuts and pears.
The man who sliped and fell

was on his way to hell.

Now when he comes to know the life south of the border a bit better, Tex will know that

distillation is an indispensable part of the process and, if you hope to get a healthy 38%

out of your trickle of experience, ydoetter start with 100% blue agave, distil it once and,

if it doesnodt work out the first time, maybe
But the incident on the dirt road of knowledge that comes to mind on the bus back from

the Big Apple was the time he was making his way opdownd a third class track on

Call i opeds si de latefecertigtiee omlyitrack, incidentatyweadireg s

our lovers from Borderline to Punto Muerto and back again, not to mention the

unforgettable fiesta we are on the point of returnidgumena cow gave birth

practically in front of him.

There she was on a rise, some five meters or so overhead, and the newborn slipped out

through the barbed wire, popping the cord as he went.

The calf came to a stop at fileeyoungmahwitht , st r ug
nowhere to go, and the cow hollered at Tex to hand her calf back on up for his first taste

of milk and those indispensable antibodies. Clearly, the calf had never seen anything like

Tex, or anything else for that matter, and flinched ex reached out to him, but the

moment he felt the hot hand of the poet he relaxed, and Tex did his best to pick him up,

but his best wasnbdét good enough, the thing s
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hadnodét, there was ntoycalf ivg mdiees ugtibatigrade. Eleadidr y a h e
try though.
Once, and once again.
How t he st the pointelhsdldom is.sTiépoint is that carrying a slippery
slimy newborn, whoéd be too heavy for you dr
|l i keness enough for the poetds view of his i
what he is giveé not to mention that which is taken away froméimven after heodd
given up on the big world or the big world h
see if there wasnbét someone, or something, h
In short, to see what there was might try again, and then again.

*
Now Calliopebs story couldndét be more differ
otherwise a gentle, caring creature, would never let her lastborn daughter study with her
friends, some of whom went on to try that whifdr,them, was the big world, on the

other side: in short, to sign away their souls to one of thogarédit playschools that

|l eave you in arrears the rest of your |ife:
for-profit prisons. YearslaterCa i opeds mot her coul d stildl he:
AThey wondét be studying, theyodll be babbling
without them. Clean these vegetables, when
then. . .0

Ah! The mothersof Mei c o, mushy as they may be sl appin

guote/unquote: slap, slap, slap...
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There were, for example, two mothers right inthe cheekh e ek bl ock of Cal I i
mo t h mamrogsa both of whom were resolutely determined to keep therighters

forever chained to the cash registers of their respettinditas Daughters who had

intelligence, if not talent; ambition, if not focus; daughters, anyway, who ought to be

given their chance. But when told the other side was not fordthbose entrepreneurial
institutions of A ithgttheyrmust reirdstento theg mothersumt®t o f a
death, they, both of them, the daughters, bo
The better to hear the years passing.

How strange that, in the countmheremachismds accepted as the natural order of

things, it is the mothers who tie their daughters down. Oh, they try to keep their sons

within reacl® unless a run at the river will bring a predictable flowarhesadrom el

norte But even for thenthe sons, educatidnespecially the overpriced bargain

basement brarddis known as the river of no return.

But daughters are another matter.

There is, of course, always something to do
one customeran houronmirs cul e mar kup, t herdewndowmsét even
not rolled up and the doomed girl not tied behind the counter where she belongs when

that pitiful palmful ofpesitosp as ses by. But, against all odd
child, wadedtheemai ns of the river and proceeded to
also a child though, at the moment, he was shouldering a bucket of produce way too

heavy for him between the rows.

Now both are dead, carried off fairly eally something in their bones acquired, they

say, in those early years. ranGuabeingas Cal | i ope



121

basically worthless, is still in the family and the preferred location for-aryear

gatherings of the undestroyed oddmentthaft particular lineage.

The critics may debate whether Tex dashed off his last ditties during his stint in the Big
Apple or after he got to know that south of
lucky to get that 38% of your trickle of experieneeen with that newborn calf in both

arms, which might bring to mind one of those sagas, Tex felt rather strongly, had to be of

creatures other than yourselfé

The woman who sat in the park
was only waiting for dark.
When the pigeons had flown and she whalane,

she stood up and sang like a lark.

Or even the epicé

The man who went nowhere fast
just didnét want to be | ast;
somewhere in the middle would solve the riddle

of the man who went nowhere fast.

But so much for ther6logpand, once more, back to our fadi
unforgettable night of the fiesta when Tex and Calliope might well celebrate fifty years of
endurance, celebrate it on the not quite abandmrezhitoof her long dead grandparents

and the not quite endis trail of their descendents for, you guessed it, dear reader: Tex

and Calliope are childless.

The night the wind comes up and the wind tunnel uledseamadafills with smoke. The

night night falls. The night Tex, fresh out of couplets for the occastia a story not

that unli ke the ones hedd skimmed that night

Chance Bookstore.
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And it goes |like thisté

Devezencuando whi ch i s about as near as you can ¢
the border, there livka tuneful young woman appropriately named Calliope and, just

across theruinadl Riof r om her, a young man known as Tex
their tongues about that early American hand
been said, they mat an excuse for a rodeo, which is to say their eyes met. The rest is

hi story, but since the best tales are not on
just let Tex retell this one; if not in peatlolescent firsperson, then in the evpopula

preserdtense.

Anyhow, here we stand, at some distance, this no longer young woman and this even

older man fod as you can see, the speaker, like the subject of his speech, is nearing the

end anyway, as you know, the lady in question has just sung dmer sadder songs

and the gentleman is in the process of declaiming an even humbler egic! ki

youdve beemthsasitheeveny f or it

OQur poetbds not halfway t hr oodgkathdacbronglast or al
of the cow, not tanention the calf and the woslingerto-bed when suddenly the words

just wondét come. Yes, for & fongiethefrsason, | adi
perso® at this particular point in time, can hold forth no longer.

But to return to our cliffhangert ¢his point Tex abruptly sits, picks up a half chewed rib

in one hand and a plastic cupful of Herradura, Squird dmelieve it or nad real ice

from the unassailable iceberg of time in the other, while Calliope, to cover for him, steps

up to bat, her olddhind to the fire failing behind her, the wreck of a ukulele hot in hands

that, these days, are uncomfortably cold when not actually twisted in pain. Her voice, it
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may be remembered, is soft and sweet, not full, but always changing, as if running up and
down the scales on an instrument that would put to shame the best hurdygurdy at the
county fair of your dreams. Anyhow, her melody, understandably, goes over better than
her words.

In Borderline, they do tell,

Where some folks stay and go to hell,

And somedo leave and never return,

For just about anywherebés a place to burn.

Suddenly, she sits, but not before she whisp
AThat 6s it, my | ove. That s the best | <can
Anyway, everyone andhtliewesovared post refumfrdr histprosaic

interlude to share what turns out to be the very last poem of all, one that, for some reason,

we assume, just didnét fly in the Big Appl e
obscurity, does do sue justice to the talent that, for whatever reason, never did blossom

quite as it might have if somethidgGod knows what might have been just a little bit

di fferent é

The | ady with the broom assures me that th
in the closet where she keeps hdldithings.
Thereds a bucket and a mop and for alll t he

therebs a blackbird who al most never Sir

And so, in the fullness of time, things changed and changed again and went on changing,
only without our principals, who were | ong ¢
masterworkuna obramaestta was f ound in the dathe poet 6s |

man who, some say, never returned to Borderline at all, never came home to Calliope and
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never stood up to recite his last, but not least, at the fiery fiestaatchitowhere the

wind is always blowing and, at times, the sn

| met death coming in the door.
| got right down and crawled along the floor.
I dondét think he saw me, he didndét say.
That was one time | got away.
Or perhaps the one that might bring our tale of our borderline poet full circle, at least

hal f wayé

The man wo was hit by a bus
declined to make a fuss; he lay on his side,

his eyes open wide, and left the rest to us.

But whether Tex stooddpst eadi ed, of cour erecitbthes€€al | i ope.

lines or they were only found in his pocket long after might be arguable one way or the

other but, iIin either case, | wowl dndét want vy
Oh, no.
AUTHOROGS BPDOThBt ask me. |l just work he

AUTHOROG S MBHa& McGuire was born and raised and has lived in

or near much of his life; he divides his time; his horse is nondescript, his dog

Is dead.He is rumored to have bent an elbow once or twice in D.F. with B.

Traven; but the facts in this case, aswitheeny i n t he writeraos
uncertain.Naturally, McGuire regrets not having passed his life in

academia, for the alternative has proven somewhat varied, even

unpredictable.

"McGuire's writing is hauntingly thoughtful, inexorably true."
--Publisher's Weekly
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A book of his storiesThe Ice ForestMarlboro Press, distributed by
Nort hwestern Univer sit \BesPBoaksofthe was nar
Year0 Byblisherd6s Weekly

Mc Gui rebds st or iGuernichhJouenaldhe Kemyom ed i n

Review, The Paris Reviekx2), Hudson RevieyNew Directions in Prose &

Poetry(x2), & etc. His plays have been produced by the New York

Shakespeare Festival, the Mark Taper Forum of Los Angeles, and many

other theatres here and abroad, and are publishBdolaglway Play

Publishing.The Scott Fitzgerald Playniversity of Missouri Press, a

Breakthrough Book chosen by Joy Williams, has been published as an

Aut horés Guild Backinprint edition. B «

A Day in Which Something Mighé Done
Winner: Lamar York Prize for Fiction, 2018hattahoochee Review
AA beautiful story reminiscent of th
Marquez and Laura EsquivalVhat captured me from the start was the
confidence of the narrative voice ané tbhishness of the dreasentences,
which then give way to a story about love and healing, the inequities of
indigenous life, and the prophecy of drear@rgeous writing and
masterful storytelling. o
--Alexander Weinstein, judge

The Night of the Day dhe Dead

Winner: Terrain.org 2019 fiction competition
Al chose this evocat iTveer rsahi dioticdro rsgtéosr y a
contest because of its many layers, which help to reveal a unique story of
love and loss, death and extinction. The prose is melodic and intelligent,
distant but empathic, and the plot encompasses many different ways in
which we are allnowliving Set i n a small ROl d Town .
villagers are struggling with multiple universal themes: loss of culture, loss
of opportunity, loss of environment, loss of family members, and loss of
self. Through Nadid a masked, halflead gird we take a briefourney
through celebration of the Day of the Dead, and wind up the richer for it.

Read this story more than once. Each t
appreciation for what the writer accomplished and more insight into who we
are as human beingsandthd al | enges we al |l face. 0O

--Tara Lynn Masih, judge
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EDI T OR 6 SloeBRage:lives in Dallas where he works as a public
defender, writing appeals for federal prisoners. He is the fiction editor for
the West Texas Literary Review, even though Dallas isrgtably in West
Texas. His fiction has appeared in The Fabulist, Thimble Magazine, and
Word Machine Magazine. His stoBx Nihilo was published in Issue 4.
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Chicago Sportster 48

By Jesse Sensibar

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor MICHAEL HOWARD writes:

Conveying a sense of place is a challenge no matter how much length you

have to work with. Doing it successfully in less than 800 werdpgod luck

Ol Uil 08 *AOOA 3AT1 OEAAOITDGIEIEGAED hl AAEDG)
AO OEIT OCE Ui & EAOA xEAT Ui 680A EEI EOE,
Straddling the border between short story and prose poem, this

impressionistic vignette takes us on a splintered tour through the knotty

o1 O 1T &£ ITRT O& EARDEAAAOOI xfie®8 ) 060 Ol
hurtling across the Skyway, there dady OET EET C T 12> that PEI D8 O /
xA6 OA T AAA Oi OAA AT A AEAAI xEAO 1 EEA |
OAAOT O T £ EOO ET EAAEOAT 00806 C@BACI AT OO0
I ACOAOT O T &£ $TTAT A "AOOEAI T A3O O3AA Ol
3D OOOOAO w66 EAI PO OO O O1T AAOOOAT A
AEveryone had a plan, mine was to | us
whatever seemed like it was going somewherdasiest and just hang on.

Youbre harder to hit the faster you r
Gol den Rati o of speed to fate, but it
S stars

(Spacing and font size are authordos o\

Chicago Sportster 48
| woke up this morning looking down the barrel of a yesterday, turning 48 years
old, and to the sound of the Windy City being true to its name; working hard at trying to
tear the Chicago redbrick corners out of the third floor of this twewmbyfoot widerow

house just a few short easest blocks from Lake Michigan where | was raised up. The
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radio says the Chicago Skyway is closed this morning because of high winds and flying

debris. This narrow house has withstood these challenges for over a cersiumyg#t

them off with the help of the Golden Ratio of 1:1.618 and a little Eastern European tuck

pointing now and then.
When | was young, just beginning what for me would be a long shortcut in a life,

| worked for a time on cars and motorcycles at a shdptony Island Avenue that was

just down from a Haroldés Fried Chicken Shac

right at the base of the #@treet ramp up onto the Skyway. Late into the night and long

before fuel i nj ect i ontyle, oumtealddcsnond Imas;tune si x packs

carburetors and gap plugs, then hit the empty Skyway on fast stripped Nortons,

Triumphs, BSAs and Harleys running straight pipes with no mufflers. The gower

weight ratio was always in our favor; gravity and the rutteccpaant that undulated

under us like a Killer breathing hard were both working to take us to a closed casket

funeral or somewhere worse we didndt ever ev
We were the immortals. The girls were both pretty and pretty willing, but always

for me just a little too young and wanting more or a little too old and out of reach.

Somehow most of us survived in spite of everything we did and not because of it. The

bike wrecks and the overdoses and the suicides took a toll. Somehow you believed it

could never happen to you. Everyone had a plan, mine was to just keep moving, attach

myself to whatever seemed like it was going somewhere the fastest and just hang on.

Youdre harder to hit the faster youorun. You

of speed to fate, but 1 tbés difficult to quan
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Yesterday, | wandered the Museum of Science and Industry with a beautiful
genius | might once have had children with if we had both been slightly less damaged in
our time. She explained and | learnedwlibe Golden Ratio along with Fractal
Branching, Spirals, and the amazing Voronoi Pattern, which supports the structure of
some of the worl dbés biggest football stadiun
the magic of the submarines and coalmirfesywyouth.

The leaves are blowing off the trees; oranges, yellows, golds, and greens. All
different shades of brown against a sky of grays which lean us fast and fierce towards the
Falcon Inn, transplanted Monk Parrots, and blackbirds. Inside, an gid mmyalty in
shades of brown and expensive cowboy boots, ran the bar in the Falcon at three in the
afternoon for my birthday. Buying all of our drinks; whiskey for me wine for her, while a
young black woman with red hair extensions sings the blues aco@dpmmly by her
cell phone through a single microphone. All the assembled day drinkers and the players
just getting warmed up for a busy holiday Wednesday night clap and cheer for her.
Somebody yells out, wanting to know if she has a boyfriend. Shegémicethe
microphone in a voice filled with vice, tired and bluesy at the same time, that she has so
many boyfriends she has to schedule them in two weeks in advance. The assembled make
their assent known and the old pimp at the end of the bar buys armthd and takes
his bow.

Sometimes, across the street from The Pepperland Apartioleick but trimmed
in regal gold and purpleon a grey November day where the elevated tracks cross 57th
street and the Golden Ratio is hard at work, you find strdnggst posted on the

windows of the failed, shuttered coffee shop tucked under the four perfect 1:1.618 arches
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of the viaduct. They'd be sad if they were not so damn odd, but you can't help but smile
with the implied joke of magenta masking tape holdingeopf blank pet cremation

authorization forms to empty shop windows next to Polaroid photos of the lost.

AUTHOROGS Nvoiekhis piece about my 48wmbirthday which |

spent with someone | cared very much for but had never been able to

really connect with until later in life so there is a little bit of regret and

nostalgia there. |l tés a collection of |1 mé
intosomething | hope somebody finds interestin
consciously place based piece of writing.
streets of the south side of Chicago in the 1970s and 80s and | view that

past with a bit of nostalgia and regret as well. | tend to write about what

know and at the same time try not to fall into the trap of navel gazing which

Is easy to do if you are not paying attention. | see this piece as a hybrid of

prose poem and braided essay which is where a lot of my work ends up, in

that funny place between truth and fiction, poetry and prose, social media

post and drunken rants on bathroom stall walls.

AUTHOROG S JeBde Qensibar came west to the high desert in the late
1980s and quickly disappeared down the rabbit hole of Southwesitaw

drug culture. He emerged from that hole in 2008; close to death and with a
solid quarter century of hard drug abuse under his belt. You can usually find
him in the dying Ponderosa Pine forests surrounding Flagstaff, Arizona or in
the old barrios bTucson, Arizona. Otherwise, he is probably somewhere

out on the highway, documenting the passing of his rapidly disappearing
American West and pondering the fleeting nature of memory, sin,
spirituality, and forgiveness. You can find himedsesensibar.cam

EDI T OR 6 SMicBdel®loward's essays and short stories have appeared
in a wide variety of print and digital publications. His website is
michaelwilliamhoward.com. His stoat the end of the&laywas published

in Issue 6.


http://jessesensibar.com/
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The United States of Centralia

By Daniel Walker

WHY WE LIKE IT: We c &elpbdfeeling the presence of Cormac
McCarthy in this strongly written apocalyptic thunderadle@pven i f it os
intuitional. There is a remarkable stylistic consanguinity between the two
authors. That saidihe United States of Centralsiands on its ownThis

kind of fiction is high on the O6popc@¢
fantasies about societal dissoluttbsomething that feels kinda real right
now. But what rai ses Wal kerds story a

intriguing characterizationsat once off beat and startlingly real, and a
powerful sense of human frailty. Dialogue smokes and his prose might as
well be a living organism. Quote:

AWhy dondét they fertilize it, try to make

filt's not real grass, it'scalledst r ot ur f. You can't fertiliz

ASure you coul d. YLoiuk ec otuhledy uussee fiank ep rpaocot pi
Andé

What was he, anyway, compared to the cat? A big hairless ape, a troglodyte cast
out from his clan of lost boys. Alile knew how to do was pick people up and throw them
around, maybe bang their heads against the d
always be a big kid, unable to muster up even half the dignity that this little fucker carried

with him.

Five stas.
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A snatch of an old song came to the blond boy in his sleep. When he awoke, he
taught it to the others, and it gradually ev
doesndét knowif Boowtyddaésntell Scotty, cause

ran up and down the length of the doublewide trailer,-Rigking at invisible foes and

yelling their newfound hymn at the top of th
kid. A Yroiunbg et hsec af ucki ng cat. 6 But no one cou
great.

Normally, people listened to the big kid, especially if he was bold enough to
throw out a cuss word |ike Afuckingo or fAshi
today, ®mething weird and intangible. A couple weeks before the Heavy Stuff began,
the big kid had gone to the zoo. By himsel f,
were silent and still the reptiles buried themselves in the crevices of the eaetipaliar
bear sat forlornly on his plastic ice floe. But the monkey house rang with a tumultuous
rattling, a cacophony of howls and screechest unlike the noise that presently
surrounded the big kid. It had felt like the monkeys were telling him othdweght, and
there in the heat of the monkey house he had felt small, and when he felt small he felt
compelled to lash out. He glanced under the bed. The cat was crouched down beneath the
saggy midsection of the mattress. A single fang peeked from ithpand its wide eyes
rose to meet his. The big kid stood up, took a deep breath, and drew his shoulders inward.

Then he crouched down once more, reached beneath the bed, and scooped his new friend

into his pockmarked arms. No one noticed him step outside.
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He dusted the cat off, feeling apologetic
scared, and he wondered now if bringing it o
just turned in a circle and sat nonchalantly on the dead patch of earthhbernedt e pi s s 06 n
shit window (so nhamed because it was the window that the boys pissed and shat out of
save the big kid, who preferredthebludh i t e al cove earfcommode). tr ail er ¢
He looked at the cat, in all its grace and nonchalance, andrdydel bigger and
clumsier than ever before. What was he, anyway, compared to the cat? A big hairless ape,

a troglodyte cast out from his clan of lost boys. All he knew how to do was pick people
up and throw them around, maybe bang their heads agardbdinjamb if the situation
called for it. Hedéd al ways be a big kid, una

little fucker carried with him.

Then the cat arched its back and mashed i
again, he scooped upshieline friend and gave it an experimental peck on the nose.
There we gpohe thoughtiNow t he pl ayihgyoduéetedgoewanl|l ove n

you right back The cat batted at his cheek with a blunt paw.

He walked on, and the cat follodigvith him. Before the two of them lay a field
dotted with patches of black mud. Thewelor n sol es of the kidés sn
grids in the mud, and the catbés tender feet
up a hill carpeted with rattg moss, crushed skinny sticks underfoot, and crossed yet
another muddy field, all the while looking down to make sure the cat was still at his side.
After many minutes, they happened upon a thin brown creek that bisected the valley. The
cat leapt onto thriverbank and bent its head to hesitantly lap at the brackish water below

it. His big companion surveyed the river, making sure the water was free from any
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foreign contaminants. A glint of rusted metal caught his eye, and he grabbed the cat by
the scruffof its neck and hoisted him away from the water. So startled and worried was
the big kid that he found himself verbally r
with you? | thought cats weren't supposed to like water. | turn my back on you, and you
goanddrinkb He stopped. The stray crackl e of snaj

to his right. At the edge of the river, far down to the right, a girl was watching him.

Arl ene was bl onde, with black eyes, and a
little older than him, though she was still what he considered a big kid. The cat sniffed at
her for an instant, then moved into the brush to explore. She was gathering sticks for the

little kids at her school.

1]

Do you go to school ?0 she asked hi m.

Nodon't go to school, 0 he told her. Al u

1]

that stuff. Why do you go, anyway?o

AJust to volunteer, when | can. I stopped
I'd go in with her, just to see all the little kidsoWadays | go in anyway, just to help out.

You know, since theydre so understaffed thes

AThese days out here, o0 the kid said.

She suggested they walk together, and so they did. The cat squirmed slightly in
his arms as he held ikk a bag of groceries. He handed it off to Arlene every couple
minutes, and she held it close to her chest like a heavy book. Eventually, they found the

football field. The fake grass at their feet had been bleached a pale grey. As the kid
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looked down, thehraseashes of tim#oated through his headhough he had no idea

where he'd picked it up. Arlene caught him I

should rip it all out, i f you ask me. 0
AWhy dondt they fertilize it, try to make
Alt'"s not real grass, 1t's called astrotu
ASure you could. You could use fake poop.

And she laughed at that. Her laugh carried no malice and no echo of the monkey

house.

She guided hinto a red pickup sitting in what he guessed was the parking lot.
They got into the cab, the kid taking shotgu
And then they were off, Arlene steering the red bulk of the truck down a raggedy country
road. She tookhe opportunity to tell him everything about her life, and he took the
opportunity to listen. He learned of her parents, who used to work the earth before the
Heavy Stuff, her two bigiss brothers who wrestled each other at all hours of the day, and
her lttle sister. When her immediate family exhausted itself, she moved on to her distant
relatives. She talked of uncles who fought the fires as well as each other, the way her
grandpa always called the Heavy Stimff the #fF

California and worked as an acting coach.

AMy aunt, she was in the movies. Well, on

young.Five Easy Pieces have you heard of it?09o
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ANo, 0 answered the kid. He stayed tacitur
days in the trailer, it felt especially nice to be around someone who could talk and stand

still at the same time.

Al didn't expect you to have heard of it.

favorites. My auntieds only in it for a minu

They pulled into the gravel driveway of a small tatory farmhouse, and the
truckgr ound to a halt. The kid swung the passet
gracefully to the ground. Arlene hustled past him to the front porch, where she stood by
the screen door and dueled with the keyhole. The door opened with a croak, and she
waved him inside. He found himself in a parlor room with a wpadeled floor and
furniture that looked decades old. The room probably hadn't been changed in many years,
and he figured that Arlene and her family just didn't have the resources to do sq. Or the

might have been trying to keep a tradition around. Maybe both.

AThere's a bedroom upstairs you can take.

screaming, dondét be scared. We just ran out

The sun was setting whéne found the spare room. Gray skies turned a darker
shade of black as he sunk his weight onto the bed, not even bothering to lift the thick
floral-printed comforter atop it. The cat crawled up the length of his body and settled
itself on his chest. As ght fell, a sense of contentment crept over the kid. For all the
comfort that the warm sheets and the noisele
There was something massive and invisible hiding in the night, hanging over the

farmhouse like a @& cloud or a god. And there in the spare room, with a cat purring on
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his stomach, he made his peace with it. The cat bobbed up and down with the rise and fall

of his breath.

He awoke a little later, the sheets in disarray and the cat sprawled out [mothe f
It was night now, late night. He rose, walking in quiet halting steps to the window. His
hand, feeble from ha$leep, pulled back the ancient lace curtains. Once they had parted,
the kid leapt in horror at what he saw. A pair of eyes were pedikioggh his window.
He stepped back and the eyes vanished with a blink. A thin, singsongy voice hissed
through a crack in the window, whispering nonsense into the dimly lit room. The big kid
lay down once more and closed his eyes, the sensation of biteatbuald him. He heard
footsteps in the room above him, heavy ones. As he fell asleep, he convinced himself that
it was her. They sounded anxiousnd that could have been good or bad. And it could

have been about him, or someone else.

He awoke gain with the rising sun. The cat was gone, and there were no steps in
the room above. In fact, there was no noise at all throughout the house. He stood to
search for the cat when his door shuddered with two loud knocks. There in the doorway
stood two muclolderl ooki ng boys, who heasgliothers @@ wer e A
of them, who sported a thinning goatee, grabbed him by the scalp and dragged him into
the hall. The other bigss brother produced a length of rope, and together they tied the

b i g s kandd Behind his back and marched him through the desolate hallway.

As they led him down the stairs, the big kid tried desperately to understand what
was going on. He thought it had something to

done something wrg to her, or was planning to. They silently and roughly escorted him
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through the house, and he frantically scanned the cluttered rooms for any sign that Arlene
was still around. But his mind was clouded by terror: all he could hear was the rush of
blood n his ears, all he could feel was the bile swirling around in his ribcage, and all he
could focus on were the piles of stray clothes that lined the hallways. Here a pair of
coveralls dangling from an improvised clothesline, there a soiled karate gi tgmtha

hamper- it was unbearable.

One of the bieass brothers spoke at last. He started mocking the big kid,
deliveringamusimout hed sol il oquy to the flaking pai
human nature, manyou want proof, justlookoyt o ur wi ndow. 0 A fi st | i
meatl oaf made contact with the big kidbs bel

do that, but é itdés a nice sentiment, i snot

They emerged from the dusty house into a es@d morning. As the two
ass brothers led him across the lawn, he noticed something sitting in the field ahead of
him. The brothers dragged him across the field, and as the object in the distance grew
closer, he began to make out just what it was. A meager wire fence, corimected
starvedlooking wooden posts, led a path like a bank queue towardstmatiiéd chair.
That s when the big kid | ooked down and not.i
brotherds pocket. He | ooked towardasall,the ot he
rectangular box. Whatever was inside the box rattled slightly. A plasticky rattle, with the
faintest metallic suddenly, a thousand haémembered warnings flooded back to the
big kid all at once. He let out an involuntary gréaa wordless exhalan i as the

realization of what was going on hit him. He was being led to his own death.
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AStop struggling, now, 0 the goateed broth
figured by now, we intend to killeyou. I t 6s
county needs bodies, and we get a nice cash surplus for every one we bring over. Now, |
dondt know what in -thestfdckhetamaely dddewi tgh i den

bi of uel or some shit. But it ainobt no busi ne

Thebig kid, silent and cowed by fear, obeyed. To his right lay the farmhouse, and
though it was some distance away he could still see inside. Through the square freckles of

a screen door, he could make out a cleaking white room he guessed was a kitchen.

AWhy you sulking? You want to see her, do
towards his tormentor. HfAWell, | 6m afraid you
snoozing. Brought the floodlights out and ev
sol ong. But you, I|little man é youbre an excu:¢

we ever had. o

A fleshy figure, tall and curved, came to the screen door. The big kid strained his
eyes to see this new body as it filled the door frame. A singsongy-thie same he
heard the night beforef | oat ed towards him, and the same
suddenly came into focus. It was a womam older woman, much older, beyond
adolescence. Her head was wreathed in dark hair that curled up and away frama her,

she stood nude in the doorway as the big kid waited to die.

ADon6ét | ook too hard, now. Sheds his. o Th
towards the other brother, who was silently fiddling wigure enough a long needle.

Then the goateed brothermned t he big kidbés head, still ¢
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the chair with a meaty pal m. AShit, | ook al/l
soon. o

ACould | make a | ast request?0 the big ki
my | ap. o

Thebiggass brothers said nothing. One moved

arm to the arm of the chair. In the distant doorway, something black aniddyed

moved towards the woman. It was a dog, a sharp black form with an angular face. The
woman embraad the black dog as he prostrated himself at her feet. She nuzzled him,
bent down to kiss him, and in return he climbed her form and explored her with his rough

paws.

The big kid couldnét understand what he s
hehadtodi. He knew without seeing that the dogo
bl ood on the womandés flat stomach. And he kn
dog that killed his cat. The goateed brother moved towards him with a syringe full of
something green and chemichldoking. Then with one sudden motion, he jabbed the
needle into the big kiddéds arm, pressed hard

withdrew it.

His sight was the first thing to go. Then the sound of the hollow wind drifted
awgy, and everything went numb, and he drifted away. And as he drifted, he saw every
pl ace hedd known bl endi ng an-dideldrhiler¢hdti ng t oget
had been his home yesterday morning, and he saw it burn to the ground. Then he saw the

other kids frolicking, playing in the brown river, still singifgc ot t y doesndt Kknow
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d o e s n & And kersmwArlene, her bloodied body lying in the back of the red pickup

truck. After that, he found himself alone in a field.

It had been a day of s, the big kid thought. The muddy field in front of the
trailer, the field by the river where he met
He looked down to make sure his cat was still with him. The cat affectionately mashed
his head intothebigi d6s ankle. And so the big kid wall
His shoes carved faint ovals into the dirt b

little round craters beside them.

AUTHOROG S Rostapacalyptic/sociepafter-the-collapse stries are

a dime a dozen, I know. But webve al/l
part of our adult I ives (at |l east | h
egregious outlier), so what better way to exorcise some of that anxiety than

with a depressing litd fairy tale such as this one? | wanted to explore this
ruyuined world through the headspace whe
some extent, but was still fundamentally innocent and sort of naively good

hearted. This story was a real experiment in sloow rtedl for me- how

much world building can | do without getting into the specifics of how this

worl d came to be? Therebds a | ot of 1int
the fistructuredo world of humans her e,
wherethe world itself and the people within it are at a kind of unspoken war

with each other. Centralia is an abandoned mining town in Pennsylvania.
ARScotty Does n punkndvelywibfrom the nd2l00pso p

ARAshes of Timeo i s ttihael narntes onio vai eC hli nw
seen. And the last scenthe chair in the field, the woman and the dog, and

the prick of the syringeis from a bad dream.

AUTHOROG S Dénlel@Valker is a writer and playwright living in

Moorestown, New Jersey. He is a retograduate of Ursinus College and

has previously had poetry and short fi
literary journal The Lantern. He has also collaborated with Rarkba

filmmaker and funnyman Tommy Ar mstr on:
VideoGame/i deo Showo and AElIl ders React o (
thinking of). He can be found on Twitter @danglylegdanny, and his old
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opinion pieces for the UC newspaper are catalogued at
pagingdanielwalker.wordpress.com



http://pagingdanielwalker.wordpress.com/
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ARTIFICIAL DAUGHTER
By Tina V. Cabrera

Editor's Note: This story Is a sequel to the author's Artificial Mother which we
published in Issue 3. We are publishing a revised version of it in this issue. It
follows this story In the table of contents.

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest Editor JAMES MOORE writes:

If reading most popular literary prose is like drinking wine coolers, reading
Artificial Daughteiby Tina Cabrera is like drinking a fine port. It is thick and
rich with flavor and meaning.

CAYlF /FTONBNI QA dzyAljdzS adGetsS 2F SNARGAY:
character. What you do, say and eventually feel are given to you in each
power-packed line of storelling. You find yourself in the middle of a

number of yisyang relationships; MJi dzZ £ NBIFf AG& @a aNBI f
emotion, even mortality vs immortality.

Thisnarrativeillustrates the conflict and marriage between intellect and

soul. To accomplish this task the author pulls you into a world where

technology is king angour father is the supreme intellect. Things get
AYGiSNBalAy3d 6KSyYy @&2dz SELX 2NB @2dzNJ Y20l
YR AYF2NNIGAZ2Y D 21 wbLbDY AT &2dzNJ @2 Ol
not up on your mythology, you may not get the full benafithis story.

ReadingArtificial DaughteNJ | dzA NB&a SFF2NI FyR 02y O0S
L 2dzQf £ YAaad a2YSOKAY3I AYLRNIlIYyGo LY
over and get new insights from it each time. Enjoy the taste of this story as

you drinkit in. Hopefully you will derive a proper response to the main

OKI N} OGU0SNna ljd2ziS o6St2609

SY
Tl

a | SNJ O02YS (2 St A
dgA O | |

az2ikK )
OSNBEIF K 2KFEGiQa GKS

U X«

Five stars.
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ARTIFICIAL DAUGHTER
(ThEM)

éthe principles of change that have
minds, and machines should endure even in the age of biotechnology,
nanomachines, and artificial minds. The same principles that have applied at

sea, on | and, and in the air-r should endur e

stars. Understanding the enduring principles of change will help us understand
the potential for good and ill in the new technologies.
-K. Eric Drexler (from Engines of Creation: The Era of Nanotechnology)

[Circa 20600 ]

You browse the pages of the photo album with one hand and hold a mirror in
the other so you can decide which of your relatives you resemble most; your
memory is pristine except when it comes to the contours of your own face. Do
you resemble EM as he was originally? Is that him standing next to the one who
called herself Mother in front of the sushi place with one arm wrapped around her
waist? Possibly, but probably not. Accordi ng t o Mot her 6s di
was the result of a formal transaction between two platonic friends. For all you
know, he might have insisted that she erase any and all images of him as part of
the agreement.

The photo albums pre-date the Singularity, so they must only contain photos

of original Bi os, though you candét ©be

Betweens. On the surface, though, you resemble your original human
counterparts. Placing two fingers on the inside of your wrist, you imagine what it
might be like to feel a pulse, then your hand roves to where your heart would
have been. When you continue to assess what you see in the photos, in this one
of Prom, is that tint of pink on her cheeks a real blush or the effects of makeup
and lighting? You try to think of something embarrassing, like when you blurted
out to EM that he was the only man you ever loved when he took you to the
space museum. Your mirror face remains that slight hint of blue you can never
seem to get used to.

On every leaf you see at least one snapshot of Mother and her identical
twin so that turning the pages rapidly creates a slow-motion film of their evolution
from infancy to adulthood. The twins
is who), but before long they each adopt their own style. Sitting on the bench of a
vintage piano with unopened gifts on the carpet, one of the twins is dressed in

applie

aries

a

compl e

start

o
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black with matching jet-black hair. Her skin is pale and her lips metallic blue. The
other twin is wearing denim overalls and her auburn hair is swept back in a
ponytail. This must be Mother. The more edgy and cool twin has got to be her
twin, which would make her your aunt. Glancing in the mirror again, you are glad
you share a similar taste in style and fashion with the latter.

You have not been able to commit to any one gender, nor can you identify
with any of the categoriesd fluid, Cisgender, the list goes ond none of them are
apropos. Yet, you are drawn to the androgyny of such classic figures as David
Bowie, Boy George, Tilda Swinton, and the like. You try a new hairstyle every
week because you quickly tire of each one as soon as you try it. Androgynyd or
what it used to signifyd is out of fashion, the kind that had emphasized the
superficial or that relied too heavily on stereotypical binary masculine and
feminine norms; for example, for a woman to be considered androgynous, she
was expected to sport masculine attire and forego make-up. Nevertheless, you
seek those few remaining establishments that recycle fashionsd Mademoiselle
Plus and Moderne Elled for inspiration in how to present in real reality.

When you were born from the bio-bag, Mother did not name you, either
because she was already dead or shirked her maternal responsibility. Father Em
did not name you either but rather has called you Kid since you can remember.
You could go by a number as your Trans friends do, but that would be boring.
You also do not want to be called Veronica, Simone, Annabelle or Amelia, names
of Mot her 6s i nv elderaver-sentimentalitygurns ybur atomaeh;s
she claimed to already love you before you emerged; this from a literally
heartless woman. There is no need for names as signifiersd just about everyone
you know is okay with no-name. Besides, with verbal communication
unnecessary, you can think any name you like. You can be just like Father EM,
ever-changing and chameleon-like. Yet, you tell yourself that a proper name
might help differentiate you from all the rest. Taking on a name might offer you
some stability, even if artificially in the dizzying tide of confusing emotions that
washes over you day by day. You easily blame Mother for your tendency for
melancholy, for she clearly caved into depression and anxiety.

*

Is death a tragedy? For Singularitarian Ray Kurzweil, it most certainly is in
this sense: AWhen people speak of | osing par
dies, they are speaking quite literally, since we lose the ability to effectively use
the neural patterns in our brain that had self-organized to interact with that
person. O

*

Mother MOSH (Mostly Original Substrate Human) has been dead all your life
outside the bio-bag, but you have connected through VR plug-ins, BMI (Brain
Machine Interface). You do so, not necessarily because you want to get to know
her, but because you hope to connect to her twin sister and calculate where your
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personalities converge. The more you plug in, the more you perceive that
Mot her s memories and i mpressions @t most all
super-i nt el |l i gence cannot penetrate beyond mere
twin died long before Mother became MOSH and thus can only be accessed
through a remove. Despite the gaps, you form an obsession with her even
though she is Dead-dead while Mother is just Deadd still accessible by virtue of
full i mmer si on Experience Beaming. Youdd rat
necessarily offers a composite of Mother, who expected you to completely
transition at some point, she was so certain of her premonitions. She went so far
as to predict you would become so enhanced, you would have no need of not
only a mother, but of friends. But she was wrong about the latter. In fact, most of
your friends are Post-Human and convinced you to have your original lungs
replaced with the latest in technologyd respirocytes to provide oxygenation. She
failed to foresee the struggle you would have as a 2.0, an In-Between, a dying
breed. She could not even conceive of EMO6s a
in upon her passing but request that you not call him Father, or Daddy or any
other such paternal label; how despite his aloofness, he indulges your wish to
communicate from time to time the old fashioned wayd verbally rather than
telepathically. With the death of the one who called herself Mother and a fully
transitioned 3.0 father, you could be persuaded to transition even more to keep
apace, but no, you -conoawvédtproghecy. Fordné,yoMot her 6s i |
could elect to have your old-fashioned digestive process replaced with nanobot
technology, but you love the taste and texture of food. One thing she was spot-on
about was that your intelligence would grow exponentially day-by-day; there is no
stopping it.
By means of BMI, you exhaust all possible knowledge of the permanently
dead, but you are dissatisfied. Your only living relative, as far as you know, is
Father EM, the letters of which may stand for:
EMpathy
EMergent
EMergency
EMpty
EMblamatic
The possibilities for why he calls himself EM are near endless. More
importantly, what is EM besides enhanced plasticity? Considering he chose
directed purposeful, technological evolution over biological and is almost all non-
biological, his body comprised of nano-technology, you wonder whether it is even
possible that you inherited any of his human traits. Does he even remember his
historypre-Si ngul arity? Youdve tried and failed to
questions through available research. In hopes of finding answers, you ask EM if
you can be his apprentice.

*
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EM has the reputation of being one of the finest VR designers around, his
creations intellectually rich and stunning in their appeal to the senses; however,
you perceive the majority of his games to be far removed from original human
culture, which though marginal, lingers in the In-Between communities.

A have some i deas. How about a game that
InnBet weens | i ke me?0 you say, finding it diff
todayods projection, sogeancomBGodatli ba. ofi EXéeng
our numbers are dwindling, |l do know thereds
large lizard-l i ke head, ASure. o6 You cannot tel/l how
because he has shut down all interface, and well, lizard faces lack human
subtlety. You donét know why he gives in, bu

would probably be unable to empathize; he has nearly forgotten everything to do
with original substrate. You yearn for an option that includes monsters or demons
like the ones you have studied from the literary archives.

ALooks | i ke youbre a fan of the Japanese m
AUh huh. o
AWell then, Il think youodoll l' i ke what | hav

What you have planned is role-play based on the mythical minotaur. The
premise is for the player to fully embody the character as they understand it;
each action generates the next scenario including secondary characters. The
game works much like traditional Experience Beaming, the only difference being
that the gamer plugs into fictional characters rather than actual persons. It takes
you only one day to craft the game, and now you perform a test run.

Phase 1 begins with you the minotaur confronting your enemies. With
colorless faces, some pray for escape from what they perceive as a monster,
some flee from your ghastly appearance, others fall prostrate. How will you
react? You are filled with righteous rage, stalking towards the detractors in the
Temple of the Axes, casting several of your opponents into the sea. You cry out
(this aspect viscerally imitating vibrations rippling down your throat, veins in your

neck pulsing): ANot for nothing was my mot he
commoners, even if my modesty shotrddd wi sh it
as you run back to your maze: Al am unique!
the art of writing, so it doesndét matter t ha

In Phase 2, you charge through the halls of stone and after running for what
feels like hours, you fall dizzily to the ground. Your generated pulse slows, and
you turn pale; you faint, then come to and vomit all over your bull body. You
caught the virus. When you feel better, you look behind and in front. No one is
chasing you anymore, so to keep the adrenaline fix going, you pretend you are
being hunted. You arrive at one of many rooftops, from which you hurl yourself.
You do this repeatedly until you are bloody. All this physical exertion makes you
sleepy, so you doze off. When you wake, the color of the day has changed from
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blue to grey.
In Phase 3, you pretend there is another minotaur who is a mirror image of
you. You show Minotaur 2 around your labyrinthian dwelling. You show him your
vast wine cellar and open a bottle of red wine. You make a toast, and Minotaur 2
drinks first. You pour again and again until you both are drunk. So, this is what it
feels like to be drunk with the blood of the vine.
The final phase makes you dizzy all over again, now that the other minotaur
has taken its leave. In your labyrinth, everything exists many times; you run into
the same wellhead, courtyard, manger, drinking trough, temple of Axes, the sea,
the entire world of your house multiple times until the game seems to have no
point at all, that is, until the end: After you have freed nine men who came into
your house, you patiently wait for your redeemer to come.
All this time, Theseus has been coagulating and waiting in the sidelines. He
speaks to a ghostly form in the shape of a w
The Minotaur scarcely defended itself. Wou are of course still hered your mind,
but the minotaur has vanished. Nevertheless, you respond, with righteous
outrage: AMy name is Asteriondlhavad everythin
created this huge house! |l am Amdt a monster!
suddenly Theseus is EM with a face that alters rapidly, but you still recognize the
figure as Father. Your senses are on overload. Theseus/Em/Father takes you
into his arms and gently strokes your bull face. As you lay dying, you project: |
am an individual. | am still and will be indefinitely. Not for meaning, but for
Existential continuity. | want to be like you Father; unlike Mother, we are
survivors Father, arendét we? You are my rede
place where | can be free. For his part, EM/Father/Theseus neither speaks nor
projects, only his chameleon face becomes fixed with a pained expression.
After you unplug, your head throbs and you feel dizzy in real reality. EM
grasps your elbow and fetches you a glass of water. After you comport yourself,

you feel the need to explain yourself. Your
with Borgeso6s sympathetic version of the myt
the monster is unnamed, whereas i n Borgeso6 v

Asterion,whi ch means o6t he starry one.® This makes
writings. | am pleased with the flexibility that | built into the game; the gamer has

utter freedom to enact the character as the
coming out of it, you are more self-aware than before; you thoroughly
empathized with the half-F-man hal f bul |l 6s plight. You di d [

a hybrid of sorts. And you are lonely. You seek redemption in one who donated
his nano-sperm to create you but hesitates to take on all that encompasses
fatherhood. How would EM play the role; would he choose an empathetic
humanized version of the minotaur? Or would he choose one like his monster
projectiond cold and reptilian. Whatever the outcome, he is your Father, your
progenitor, even if artificially.
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AfBefore approving my game and adding it to
join me in a test run?0 You suggest that he
and Ariadne.

AWono6ét it be easier i f we both turn on Int

Mo, that wonbét be necessary, o0 he answers s

With no BMI, it owi || be difficult, but mi g

the guise of a virtual game? Will you glimpse a glitch or slip of the virtual mask?
*
That everything changes is the basic truth for each existence. No one can
deny this truth, and all the teaching of Buddhism is condensed within it.
-Shunryu Suzuki (from Zen Mind, Beginner 6s

While you continue to explore the constantly shifting enigma that is Father
EM, you wish to have nothing further to do with Mother. You decide to rid
yourself of all that she left for you, such as the antique handheld mirror, her
library of books, and yes, even her diaries. This might seem an extreme gesture
and a waste of good literature; however, your photographic memories remain
filed away for as long as you exist. How long you exist is completely up to you, as
it was for Mother, an In-Between like you; at a time when science had cured all
terminal diseases, she chose mortality.

Asyousiftt hr ough her books, you place them in
Adonationo pile, but fbasseddy otue xstpse etdo rbeuaidl d h
mental repertoire; among the collection, you come upon a title that grabs your
attentiond Zen Mi nd, B e dpy Shunyu Suziki, Mirstrividister of Zen
Center, San Francisco and Carmel Valley, California, a book on meditation,
thirty-fourth printing paperback edition. Despite its age, it is preserved well (in a
dust-free book cover), which means it must have been important to Mother.

The book is divided into three parts: Right Practice, Right Attitude, and Right
Understanding. I n Part 1 i s a chapter called fiBrea
scan the two pages, which expl ainZazknow t o pr o
meditation. Well, that is useless. You cannot try this part of the practice, so you
skip to AControl o and AMind Waves. 0

Master Suzuki suggests that one not try to stop thinking, but rather to let it
stop by itself. If you just let thoughtscomeand go, t hey wondét stay | o
five or ten minutes your mind will be completely serene and calm. Yeah right, you
think, stopping my thoughts is like trying to stop a bullet train with a tennis net.

You try to force your mind into line with your eyes, which stare on the spot on the
wall straight ahead. Thoughts come rapid fire still, so you close your eyes, hoping
that the darkness will lull you into emptiness. With no in-breath or out-breath or
any kind of breath to follow, you decide to enunciate words aloudd ThEM, ThEM.
Th for Thing, EM for EM. Thing for specificity, individuality. EM for Father EM. |
am an individual and so is EM. We chose immortality, not for meaning but
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Existential continuity. This is your mantra. You latch on. When a thought
interferes you calmly ask it to leave. Stay serene, stay calm. No breath, no pulse.
Nothing comes from outside your mind. Nothing outside yourself can cause any
trouble. You yourself make the waves in your mind. You open your eyes and
sense your face contorted and twisted in a rage. Tears flow down your cheeks,
yes, tears ought to replace the heart as symbol of deep human feeling.

You decide to keep this nonfiction book for unlike those of the sciences,
which your mind speedily processes, the meaning of the simple words and
sentences in this book elude you. Even when you slow-read. You return to the

hi ghlighted parts accompanied by Mot hero6s
i fe

margins. Under the heading Nirvana, The Waterfall highlighted in pink: four
and death are the same thing. When we realize this fact, we have no fear of
death anymore, nor actwual difficulty

|l ife and death be the very same thing?o

now. Had Mother come to believe this nonsense about death equating life and

viceversa?What 6 s the answer, Mot her ? Answer

At Yosemite National Park, Master Suzuki beheld the great waterfalls. And
there he was granted the most beautiful, salient metaphor to represent life and
death. He notes that the water had at one time been one, but now it comes down
in separate tiny curtain-like streams. On the way down, each drop of water
comes down with great difficulty, for it takes a long time for drops from over 1300
feet high to reach the bottom of the waterfall. Human life is like this, says Master

s p

our
The

n

Suzuki: AWe have many difficult experiences
ti meéthe water was not originally separated

it is separated does it have some difficulty in falling. It is as if the water does not
have any feeling when it is one whole river. Only when separated into many

drops can it begin to have or to express

were born, we had no feeling; we were one with the universe. This is called

Omi-omdl y, 6 or Oessence Inafinethatmdnd énly.¢cirAf & leir g wai n d

are separated by birth from this oneness, as the water falling from the waterfall is
separated by the wind and rocks, then we have feeling. You have difficulty
because you have feelingéWhen you do
river, or one with the universe, you are afraid. Our life and death are the same
thing. When we realize this fact, we have no fear of death anymore, and we have
no actwual difficulty in our 1ife.o

Until now, most things have been easy. You have grown quite bored with
your split-second ability to comprehend, most of which you find useless for
everyday living. Even reading the thoughts of others has grown tiresome. What
you want nowd you want to understand what Master Suzuki means; you want to
sift through the language for understanding beyond mere words. It will be useful
to search the archives related to Zen Buddhism, yes, but you want more. You

willmakethe trek by | eg to the site of Master

S

Su

(

on

(Se
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in California, as an original human fascinated by Buddhism might have done.
You will visit his final place of residence to probe for understanding, unaided by
Interface or any other form of technology.

AUTHOR'S NOTE : | wrote "Artificial Daughter" as an installment in the
series of narratives tentatively titldthEM (and Other Transhuman3is
series includes the piece "Artificial Mother,"” whiEleas on the Dog
published in Issue 3. My goal is to gather distinct but related pieces
(fascicles) under the theme of Transhumanism and the Singularity. In this
piece, Artificial Daughter is partidy transitioned into a transhuman, aka
In-Between, and seeks setfderstanding and connection with her nano
technological father EM. Despite her supetelligence, she longs for
meaning beyond mere knowledge and information, and she seeks this
through @nnection with Father EM and by exploring Zen Buddhism.
Finally, | continue to use secosmérson POVin this piece as | did with
"Artificial Mother," because | think it best suits what I'm trying

to accomplish, which is to pull in the reader to connetimately with the
character and her (un)familiar world.

AUTHOROG S TiBaVOCabrera currently resides in the ATX area with
her husband, dog and two cats. She teaches as Assistant Professor of English
forTemple College and devotes her free time toimgiand making art. Visit
her website at tvcannyuncanny.com Her stajiéda k i n g (Fiktion) r s
andd Wa k Haurg (Antifiction) were published in Issue 6 (Fiction).Her
collection of shorstoriesGiving Up the Ghost (and other Hauntingswas
reviewed inthe same issue (Nonfiction).

EDI TORG6S Bl O:

James Moore is a husband, father, grandfather and
oh yes, a writer. Even though James is a relative
newcomer to the literary world, he is working on
several projects simultaneously. His current works
include a feature length movie screenplaiki
Diamond Bounty Hunteand the screenplay
adaptation ofCharlotte: The Price of Vengeanhes
debut novella.

4 James types out his inspiration at a small dining
. room table in Virginia Beach, VA with the love and

' support of his wife Donn#lis storyWacation in the
Shadeappears in this issue.
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ARTIFICIAL MOTHER (revised)

By Tina V. Cabrera

9 RA U 2 NWe&originally Sullished this 5 star story in Issue 3. Itis a
LINB Ij dzSt (i 2ArtifickalPaughdeih&t alddRg@pears in the issue. We
love revisions because they reflect the creative process in action. We believe
art is an ongoing dynamic that redefines itself over and over. Comparing
both versions of the story is to get a glimpse of this dynamic at.vixar
22 [ L YR !'dziK2NRa b23GS &a4SS GKS | NOKA @O
following Artificial Daughter.
ARTIFICIAL MOTHER
By Tina V. Cabrera

When you try to imagine the birth, you imagine it more as a retrieval than a
sudden appearance brought on by hours of maternal agony; unlike your
birth and that of every other baby for thousands of generations, this one
will not require hours of physicalifering. No element of surprise. Your
baby will have evolved before your eyes, that is, if you visit regularly as
suggested in the coming weeks.

Talk to the baby that should be especially easy, considering the baby is

suspended like a lovely seahorse &mryone to see. Don't hold back, for she

can hear you. Sing to her and then watch for a response. New Birth means
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greater transparency. Mimic a natural pregnancy if you hope to form a
bondbeforearrival. Arrival. EmergenceWhich word best describes New
BANGIK O0ANIKK a! NNAGlItE YR aSYSNHSYyOSé
denote the appearance of something new. Nothing can quite compare to
observingcloselzL) | YR LISNE2Z2YlFf @2dzNJ 6l 6&Qa 3INEP
emergence; that's right you decide that you pref the sound of the word
"emerge" and all that it connotes. Traditional mothers claimed tfedty
their baby's growth within their bellies, but you can't help but balk at that
sentiment. You get to witness your baby's transformation before your very
eyes.That's right, she'gour baby despite the distance between her body
and yours.
At first, you feel a bit selfonscious, cooing and cawing and making your
best baby noises, even though there is no one else in the holding room but
you and her. Just behinttie biobag on the wall hangs a diagram of
gestation from Week 1 to Week 28. Tiny as a pea, you are relieved to see
that your baby is just the right size for Week 8. The perfect artificial
pregnancy. No physical discomfort, unpleasantness, or ill effeateansea
or vomiting. No pelvic pressure, no itchy, expanding belly.

At Week 12, you play your choice of music in place ofrpcerded
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lullabies that mimic the human heartbeat. This-s@tis well intentioned
but an obvious holdover from traditional pgaancies. With neither you nor
the baby possessing one, you decide that to continue playing musical
rhythms like the human heartbeat would be pointless if not deceiving. Still,
you agree that music is the universal language no matter the
advancements, ando you play a variety with rhythms, beats and melodies
conveying a range of emotions, from melancholy to elation, resignation to
confusion. You play your favorite albums on the antique record player that
they permitted you to set up in the private hospitalom, wishing to
expose your baby to the musical richness of your childhood. You are quite
pleased to see signs of excitement: the baby jolts, and like a betta fish
gulping underwater, her mouth rounds into an O of pure joy.

In the ensuing weeks, you gplanusic of various eras from before the
/ KIy3aSY 2 3y SNRAa G Cl dzEssentelRarbl dzNB € T
Collectiom a | NR& & I VariétyT S ¥z8 K f &XaMCoheBiBami Q &
1975, the year your own mother was born. You close your eyes and imagine
piano fingers lilting across the keys with speed and grace. Taking pleasure
Ay SEdzoSNI yid odz2NBiGA 2F Ga22Kaé¢ | yR

down on to repeat that part, hoping the fetus will sense the joyous human

oA

) I I
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energy. You and your twin got piatessons at age six. You used to dream
of becoming a solo pianist, while Sister immediately lost interest. Sister so
often resisted similarity. This is how you remember it.
At one point, you think your precious babyust look at how utterly
miraculous thehing, she's yours, she's really yoursyour precious baby
she looks bored, for she yawns and stretches her arms. Anything and
everything she does excites you with a thrill for living that you have never
felt before. Then your thrill turns into chill whemu realize you cannot be
certain that she is responding to the music. It could very well be the
LINEINF YYSR &aAYdzZ FGA2ya 2F F gl 1Ay Y2i
naturally birthed or not, babies are often rocked to sleep this way. The
baby does not neeglour body, and though you knew this going into it, if
you still had a heart, you would have felt it drop just now. To change the
mood, or rather your mood, you play something more excititgl { S dzOK A Q&

Plastic Lovehe original version.

5 2 yhariy.
LQY a2 NNE O

52y Q0 ©2NNEO®
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I'm just playing games
| know that's plastic love
Dance to the plastic beat

Another morning comes

Remember how you got a kick out of annoying Sister by humming along to

0KS ddzySE AYAaSNIAyYy3 grephRidlova Pdaxa ONR YA Y |
plastic beat, | know that morning emo-o-mes. You never could be

bothered to look up the actual lyrics, even though this was for you the best

pop song in all the world. You were and still are fine without understanding

every word but Sister for her part found two translations of the Japanese

lyrics and placed them side by side for critical analysis

52y Qi YSaa dzLJ G KS DebdpRednfdudtenkiEsed afdd S

passionate looks

QX
C:\

2 AGK @2dzNJ adzZRRSY (1A&aasSa FyR FTASNE
program of this love

L Of SOSNIe Lily SOSNE KSftt2 YR 3I22R0:
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d22Ro0&8S85Qa a2 ySIFafe
Because everything comes to an end In due time, engwii end
52y Qi KdzZNNE H

52y Q0 KdzNNEH

Comparing the two versions, Sister insisted that the switching of the first

two lines is of important significance. "Trivial you say?" she said in her slow,
matter-of-fact tone. "l think not. The first versionemptla$ S& G KIF G & @ 2 dz
mess up love with your lust actions, whereas in the second, the speaker

places responsibility on herself for failing to inhibit her passion. The actor of

GKS FANBRGO OSNBA2YI GKSYS Aa aé2dzZé gK¢
speakerd L€ aAIAYAFASR 6@ bYeobh {A&GSNI I LILN
penchant for literary analysis, which always irritated you. Unlike you, she

could not seem to compartmentalize. You both possessed a keen intellect,
consistently performed at the highekvel, top of your class, but you saw

her inability to acclimate to changing circumstances as a character flaw.

"Lighten up," you told her, "Which translation accurately describes the
a2YIASNAGSNRa AyidSyldiazyakK 28ttt L R2yUl

Hoping toone-up your twin, you rolled your eyes. "The gist," you
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AYaAAGSRI hAa (GKAAY W52y Qi KdzZNNB YS dz

oFRfE@®PQ LG R2SayQid NBFffe YIGGSN K2
heart of it straight away. If you realyant to get technical (and just then,

you had to work hard to suppress your impatience), the phrases program of
love' and 'plastic love' both connote a sense of the fake. The speaker has
learned her lesson; she wishes for love as an automatic performasce,

cold and distant as she has become."

You don't stop there. You're on a roll:
Every guy that asks me out ironically looks just like him

For some reason my memories run wild

"She must have fell fast and hard for 'him' in the heat of passion, and just as
hard and fast, the romance crashed and burned. Her memories of him have

made her cautious.

52y Qi KINNEZ R2y Qi YF18 G(KS &aFYS Yraadl

Never take loving someone likeerserious
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Love is just a game, | just want to have fun

"Very good, very good!" Sister mocked. "See, if you take the time to break
things down, then you can understand anything!"
With her coaxing, you just participated with Sister in sucking the life
out of your favorite song. Music, like all art is highly subjective, and what
0KA&a az2y3 YSIya FT2N é2dz 62y Qi 0S (KS
What does it mean to you, Baby? ysay, returning to the present. Your
Baby's eyes are closed. Caught up in a reverie of memories, you forgot to
observe her reactions. But that's okay. This isn't the last time you will play
one or another version of Plastic Love.
On your next visit, yougst clever quotes about motherhood all over
the plain white walls to help keep your spirits up:
Gaz2KSNK22R A& (0KS o60A33Sad Il yYof S
F2NOSP LOUQEAAK@EASI VYYRO& OR WBillaRadngfA 1 S 2 LJ
& 2 K $oyi are a mother, you are never really alone in your thoughts. A
Y2Z0KSNI fglrea KlFILa G2 GKAY]l 08A0Ss 2y 0!
T Sophia Loren

You find the latter especially relevant, holding up despite having been
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A A

articulated so many decaded® ®  2dz KI Sy Qi o6SSy |
but like a longdistance lover, your thoughts are consumed with your
prospective descendent and you long for the moments when you can be
together.

You wait until Week 16 to speak intelligible human language. Early
language development still begins before birth as far as you know, and as
with music, babies remember certain sounds such as vowels from their
Y20KSNXQ& | y3adz- 3Sd 1?2 NoudoverSheB, ine avér 6 & @
here. Even with the reassurance that the baby can hear and react to all
soundg insideandout @ 2 dz OF y QiU KSt L) odzi KAV
the child may someday remember it, speaking as a way of communicating
will soon le rendered obsolete by the ability of Trahamans to
communicate wirelessly.

Within you, an internal battle ensues. The more you speak to the baby,
the more impatient you become. Just like the restlessness of your younger
days. Only now, it feels viscerahysiological. Your tongue cannot keep up
with the rush of thoughts and memories. So, you spewsentences
instead:When Tommy met Annabelle gale storm umbrella. Sister marathon

sweat breathand feel guilty all the more. Does it really matter whether or

Y 2

2 ¢

A
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not you speak in complete sentences or in fragments? The point of talking
tothe babyt yourbaby A da (2 a220KS Al o0& GKS &azdzy
The way that the sound of music soothes whether the words make any
sense? Yet, you find yourself wantitagslow down and enunciate every
word, as Sister used to do. With her propensity for details, Sister was more
like Father and his skill of storytelling.

Frustrated by the things you can no longer say, you think to write
AyailSl R® ¢KI Githe hbspital roord aizd igr yobr bedrgavih (i S
¢KS KFYR KFa GKS aGNBy3alK 2F 62yS | yR
tongue is soft and weak. Tame your impatient mind by the force of a strong
KFYR® 22dzZ RYyQiG GeLIAy3d o6S Tl dpedddK L Sax
pages, there is nothing like the sensation of the hand gliding swiftly across
paper like that of a pianist, nothing like the thrill of the haddNJA G S NXQ& KA I K
From then on, with just three months left, you keep a journal of your
thoughts addressetb the UnEmerged.

Sk
Week 17| would be feeling signs of the quickening by now. Like Mother.

Look! she said to Father, look one them is kicking! He felt the kick on the

palm of his hand just then and relished the moment. Will you be kicking
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soon?
Deares, should I tell you a story about me and EM? By the time you
read this, you already know your roots. You know that you originated
unconventionally, untraditionally, from my skin and from his nanobot
sperm. Writing that just now reminds me of just how ualrell of this still
aSSyaod aleéoS 9a Kla (G2fR &2dz KA& &ad2NJ
Oy O2YYdzy AOFUGS FNRBY 2yS ONIAY G2 | y2i
you? As for me, you may have already plugged in, and so you will have
perceived that we shad a close kinship, have sensed the wide bandwidth
of pleasant emotions. When | had to choose, | chose him, and he was all in.
| will no longer linger in this narrative. Rather, | will tell you the story of your
grandparents, two very special biologicahman beings whom you sadly,
will never meet.
There was nothing extraordinary about the night that Val met Annabelle
in Swansea, Wales. Caught in her very first gale storm, Annabelle sprung
open her umbrella, useless against the powerful winds. She helthsiae
out umbrella over their heads as they ran into the campus flat together. It
was the small things that moved him: her upturned nose, the glow about

her as she tripped over the threshold. Later in the haven of his dorm room,
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he wept neither tears ofgy nor of sadness, but an array of emotions
combined. So caught up in the reverie of her, he had not even noticed the
seconds slip into minutes, the way | imagine time for you bears no
significance. There he sat soaked down to his skin, anticipating vilegn t
might meet again.

Anabelle, on the other hand, had not thought much of their meeting; in
fact, for her it was neither chance nor fate that brought them together, but
a sort of gooehatured defiance. The wind gusts would not get the better of
her,justt & y2 OKIFffSy3aS SOSNI KIRd 52y Qi
awhile to warm up. After all, your father was like me just an American.
Truly, | expected to meet someone more exotic during my study abroad. It
was his consistent efforts to win me ovihat won me over, she said, in her
abridged version.

Father had been hypesensitive. The opposite of Mother, who

O2dzf RyQi 0S 020KSNBR ¢gA0K GKS GAYS

of feeling. He told not just any story but those uniquely hisHe narrated

GAGK adZOK OAOARYSaa yR FS8StAy3a (Kl

He storytold to both me and Sister, your aunt, who would have passed

byl

0

CriKSNXQRa aG2NASAE R2gy (02 KSNI 28y OKACf I
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survived. It hurtsmy hand, for | have never written this fast before; but |
command, the biological part that refuses to give ground to the nanobots
that infiltrate my mind and expand it exponentially.

Week2@® { 2NNE G2 61 1S @2dzd LQOS €SI NYSF
G2 atSSLI FYR ¢61F1S 2y NB3Idz | NJ O Of Saod |
Y22y deg {Aff@&@ NRARIKGK LGQa y20 tA1S LQOC
A0NBaaFdd AGK (GKAA GLINBIYylFyOede . dzi |
andasonelasthurrah ST2 NBXL QY &d2NNE® L RARY QO R:
Fa 3ISGGAYI 82dz2NJ 6168 NR2Y NBIFIRe® L RAF
Y2a0Gfeés AYFNBIldzSyiate @Syilddz2NAy3I 2dzi &2
stay away from those few public venues that remmd of Mother Father
{AAGSNI ¢K2dAK (GKSe@QdS OKIYy3aISR RN} &lGAC
eateriesturned virtual reality domes preserve remnants of the past. Thanks
G2 GKS F¥S¢ fSTU tA1S YS 6K2QUS NBUOF AYS
20" century classics likelanet of the ApesStar Warsand early 23
century ones likd8lade Runner 20441ill ornament the walls.

LQY &dzlJll2aSR G2 0SS FSStAy3a LINBaGde 332
miscarriage or premature labor would have passeddwy. In lieu of a

natural pregnancy, how do | feel? | miss you when we are apart. | am sorry
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@82dz R2y Qi 338G GKS IRGIydl3S 2F LINRBEAY)
oStfes 2NJ G2 0S fdzZftSR (2 afSSLI FNRBRY ¢
that negatve feelings, like the blues, do not directly impact you. With you
inside that biobag and me outside, we are forced to bond from a remove.
h¥ O2dzNB S GKIFG R2SayQid YSIFYy 6S OFyyz2i
blindness for another, or if you like, the ightening of one sense over
I Yy20KSNI®d L OFyQd FSStf &2dz odzi L Oly ¢

Your intelligence will surpass even EMtrtainly mine. He chose a
total mind upload, and soon, his mind will interface with yours. Call it
foolish, but | wanted taetain what | could of this biological body, though
limited and cumbersome by comparison to the new and improved 2 and
0PnQad hKE GKSNB L 325 gNRGAY3I Fo2dzli ¢
L ¢2dz RYQUod ¢KSNB A& a?2floMeslykwhén2 dz &6 A f f
you emerge.

Your skin is wrinkled and transparent, like the skin of someone who has
sat in the bath too long. You may or may not get to experience the unique
conditions of having human skin for long; it depends on your choice of
embodimen. Your hair appears feathery and fine, the color of dark

chocolate like mine. What have you, or will you inherit from EM? First, his
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intellect. Second, genes completely free of disease. As for physical traits, |
cannot say, for EM is constantly altering pbhysical manifestation, his
embodiment. He loves the plasticity.
PlasticLovdk f 23S (KI G &a2y3 a2 YdzOK® 9EI Of
listened | cannot recount, but it replays in my mind randomly, different lines
at different times. Oh listen to the hamting sounds of almost every song
2y UKS Ffodzye ,2dz R2y Qi ySSR (2 dzy RSNE
Before Sister forced translation on me, | was transfixed by the entirety, like
standing from a distance and absorbing the whole of a painting, as opposed
to standing close and examining each brush stroke. Hard to explain in words
what in a song moves one. Sister was not as inspired; for her, the literal
meaning of the words overpowered the aesthetic effect of musical melody.
For her, such talk of love armioken hearts was too prosaic. Not that she
RAR y20 Sye22eé YdzaaAOd LT aKS RARX &KS |
which is lucid now and pristine. Oh, the thrill of it, to suddenly remember all
the things connected to those | love the most, like wakipgemembering
Lt 2F f1ad yA3IKIQa RNBFYO®
Just to annoy Sister, | amped up the volumIlafstic Loveven more,

2dzai tA1S LQY R2AY3I y260 L gLyl G2 Y]



167

barrier of the plastic bag where you residdastic lovePlasticlove
Sk

| just rewatched the classiBeing John Malkoviglthe premise being
much like experiencé S I Y A y 3 dtried it ridysetf] ®11 fndl no need. |
relish my memoriesofredl A FS O02yySOlAzy G2 (K2a$sS Of
you will relish experienebeaming the way kids in my day were addicted to
GARS2 3ALYSad L OFyQid aleée la Qly Foytel2ys &
sensory experience, including mine. You will be so addicted to the
LIKSY2YSy > @ANIdz-fte NBFEATAYy3a gKFG Al
the absence of a real childhood, you will spend your credits on Raleid
Adventures at Disneytal, Disneyworld, all the now nearly extinct theme
LI NJ a® Wdzaid aleéAy3a GKAA y26 aSyRa OKACf
experience that feeling too, artificially.

Week 21 Valencia, born 1969, had a twin named Lulu. They were born
the year the first humas walked on the moon. Before the Internet, smart
phones, and virtual reality video games, they had the outdoors to explore
Indian clay, marbles, and tadpoles. For tfegBade book float contest, they
re-created a scene from Winnie the Pooh and won first place. Lulu molded

and baked figures out of playdough. Val found the shoebox and cut out
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construction paper. Lulu designed the float but shared the prize money with
her twin brother anyway, a whole five dollars which bought them a Beverly
Cleary book, stickers, and a Mad Lib based on their favorite Saturday
morning cartoonScooby DocAunt Lulu lived with us after her husband
RASR® 2A0KAY | &SI Nlo@ WotDiprisiKgSaIa RS (0 K3
siblings as close as those two. Theo Van Gogh died six months after Vincent
Van Gogh, my favorite artist of all time. Though the cause of death was said
to be syphilis, more likely he died inconsolable, separated forever from the
one closest to his heart.

Why did | choose to have a child now, so much later in life? On the other
end of the spectrum, why not wait? With the prospect of eternity, time
ought to be a luxury and endeavors ought to lose their sense of urgency.
Yet, as arin-Between, | felt more than ever that it was either now or never
to finally have a child of my own. Maybe because it is still hard for me to
believe one can live a life without fear of sickness or death. Mother died at
50, Father at my age, 55, and sisi#B80, not long before biotechnology
triumphed over the deadliest diseases. | lived the first few decades of my
life pre-Singularity, lived to see those closest to me die premature deaths.

Shock turned into anger, then anger into grief, grief into feducw led to
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the decision of a hysterectomy. Mother died of uterine cancer. | was told |
had a 50/50 chance getting the same cancer, | did not want to gamble on
my life. | had always wanted a child, but | told myself | could adopt. This was
when cancer wastill the number one killer. How was | to know the cure
was just around the corner?
| tried to ease the loss by adopting pets. But | felt something was still
missing. A friend told me that as much as she loved her kitties, it could not
come close to theemsation of having her own baby. Though by artificial
meang € 2dz I NB adAftf Y& 2FFaALINAYy3Id L Y2
here you are, developing before my eyes.
When | had my womb removed, | thought | had lost my chance to
conceive permanently. dzi 2dza i ¢KSYy L GK2dzAaAK(IO LQR
KSNB 6S INB® L RARYQOG RSASNBS Al o0 dz
Oht dearAmelia, Annabelle, Simone, or Veronigeu decide, for one
name cannot encompass all that you are or all that you will be. Sadness
engulfsthe most of me, having nothing of course to do with you, but all to
do with the past. Why them, not me? | smoked, while Sister never did. Yet
she was the one who died of lung cancer. Started in her lungs and spread

like wildfire to her brain. If only shiead lived to see she could have had
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her mind freed from the brain consumed with disease and uploaded to
' y20KSNIJ adzo AGN> 0S® ¢KIGQa gKIG 9a
the threat of disease, but because of its plastidihastic loveNot only is
my memory precise and pristine, so is my ability now to predict with
certainty; based on where we have been, | know where we are going.

-

[Circa 2060, Age 5]

You are precocious. No public schooling, for all you need is available
through interneuronalconnection. In your wisdom, you will have chosen to
outweigh your biological characteristics with the nonbiological so that the
fFd0SNI gAtf 2dzigSAIK GKS F2NN¥SNP

Interconnected Mesh rather than bother with fate-face contat

[Age 20]

P
>
0«
o

. 2 dzQF

You are a completely softwa@ | &8 SR KdzYly y243 FT2N gKe&

be? With nonbiological intelligence billions of times more powerful, and

GAOK (0KS SaaSyuAlf LINRPYA&AS 2F AYY2NILI f

Singularitarians have argued all ajpthat nonbiological intelligence is still

human, derived from a combination of human and machine civilization. Is
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software-basedhumanan accurate description?

[Circa Preand PostBirth]

2 KSYy @82dz SYSNHS: @é&2dz 62y Qi ySSR az2iK
KIFragS y2yS (2 3IA0Se  2dQft €SIENYy G2 oI
she was the late bloomer. | learned to walk at two, while she did at three. |
got my period at 13, she at 14. Late to life milestones, early to death.

Started getting headache=very day and slept most hours of the day until
sleep became permanent. Just two years after her death, they found the
cure to cancer. | tried to console myself that the naysayers are right, that
with death no longer a threat, life has lost some meanihgot all. How

can you appreciate life without its opposite? How can there be positive
without negative, yin without yang, darkness without light. You need
contraries, opposites to make complete. None of this is consoling, for | still
miss Sister Father dher. Especially Sister, bone of my bone, flesh of my
flesh.

. 2dzQf f redsodnd Baskyfrememory, to respond with feeling. For
even if | chose to live eternally, you andthis parentchild relationship

will have become obsolete. Already as | speak, Mother is unnecessary for

you to thrive. If any biological humans are left, they maynay not be the
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storytelling animals they once were. If they are, they prefer the storytelling
power of virtual reality. Already you have grown impatient with slow,
languagebased communication. My storytelling, primitive by comparison.

| have sent outhe entire flow of my sensory experience onto the Web
that you can access by simply plugging in virtually. So why bother leaving
€2dz GKA& RAIFINEBK 2Keé gKSy @e2dz OFy GKAY]
instantaneously? Because | need you to know the stbgour ancestry, the
A02NASa 2F (K2a$sS er2Mzdr, FathgrSBSrNwishd G G2 |
wish for you to learn and understand your heritage in the manner of a
biological human. Consider experience beams as supplementary to the
richness of fist-person connection. For true, some things cannot be
SELINB&aSR gAGK ¢g2NRad .dzi R2 GKAA&A F2NJ
memory, as you read please, close your eyes and form images in your mind,
rather than having them formed for you. Like the supr sound of a vinyl
record, this is the real thing. | tell you stories from the heart | once had. |
K2LJS Yé &ai2NASa (2dzO0K &2dz G2 GKS &2dA
mine.

Since | can remember, Sister looked for ways to make herself different.

When | grew my hair out, she cut hers every month. When we shopped for
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clothes, she said¥ou choose firsthen when | picked out muktolored
attire, she ran to the black rack. One thing she could not forego even if she
tried was our shared love forrunrih> | RRAOQGA2Y (2 (GKS Nizy
trained together for our first triathlon and finished at the same time, hands
on thighs, flushed faces, sweat pouring down our faces, panting. She felt my
heartbeat and | felt hers. Our hearts beat rapidly, eyes fretiethen we
embraced.
a4 aKS fl@& ReéAy3ad: 4KS alART b2 Y2NB
hand and pumped the Morphine with every moan from pain. Consoling me
rather than the other way around, as she had in her own way when we
were children, when feared death more than anything. Disenchanted with
magical thinking, | came to understand quite early that the reason Road
Runner kept returning even after falling off a cliff repeatedly was because
cartoons were moveable drawings. When our bunny frazddath in a
NFAYAaG2NY | FGSNI 6S F2NH20 KSNI AYy GKS ¢
back. Sister made a stuffed snake and gave it as a gift offering, taking the
blame. Never mind that | was not fond of snakes. It was her way of saying it
was going to be kay.

Her heartbeat slowed as mine raced. Each beat like a tiny hammer in my
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chest. Sometimes | still feel for a pulse when caught up in memory. | should
have lay dying too, should have felt my heart slow to a stop in perfect
synchrony with hers. Now | hawno heart, but | still have my breath. | chose
to keep my lungs. | had been a coward by having my heart removed, but |
would not let them touch my lungs, no. | would keep the lungs in tribute to
Sister, and maybe, just maybe, | would develop my just desse
ok

. 6@ 3 A Ndaged hefdesd, el @ Sour mind file, how often, if
ever, do | emerge in memory? Does the thought of me make you feel sad,
angry, or a combination of feelings? Do you then choose to file me back, far
back, and like a dream that quickly fades upon wakiwill | fade away for
you? Will you still be able to dream even though you will no longer need
sleep? Do you dream? If not, plug in. Connect to a dream of a dream. | will
be frank, no hiding anything from you, for all this | am writing right now is
not pat of the flow of experiences | already sent into the worldwide
archive. For true, | desire death, and desitéit is unfulfilled is a form of
dreant elusive, just out of reach.

Oh beloved, if you are reading my words, then | have not burned my

diary ad was often wont to do. Optimism won over pessimism and through
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the fog of doubt, | see a spark of me in you, just a glimpse. | chose calendar
time, limitation, the OldWorld Ways, Death as a way of Life. Whatever form
you have chosen, you have, you whiive. | know this. | know the world
hadtochangeL 2dzad O2dzZ Ry Qi OKIy3S gAlK
LQ Y 2dzald LXFeAy3a 3l YSa
L 1y2s GKFGQa LIXFadAO t20S
Dance to the plastic beat

Another morning comes

Because everything comes to an end

5 2 y Q! MKdizAENE Story slipping slipping. Never pregnant.
Anticipation. Nesting instindt QY reeiNddBed in. Should have baby
proofed room for YouL QY .®adghthtlave cleared out clutter: letters,
photos, greeting cards. Concert tickets, sheet mudrawings and doodles.
For you. This shirt salvaged like so many things from the good years. Soon
forge immortal clothes replace any and all reminders of fragility, mortality.
Words like these immortal too, emblazoned in your perfect memelgy

N

payd @ oS0 oSG oSG oSG LQY 2dzal

ALYSa LIXlreAay3a LXre LIXlre LXFLEe L (y2é

Al g

LJt

G f
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plastic lovetic love-tic loveWhat is Mother 2 Yy Qi Y Saa dzLJ |, 2dz L
worry Mother instructs.Plastic lo-0-0-0-ve. Never take loving someone like
me seriously Love is just a gaMether Woman of few wordsiVoman cold
as ice Wordg heavy, burdensome. Dreams remembered in fragments.
Wake half cognizant of dreams. Will you, do you dream?
Another morningco-0-o-mes.
Touch of a hanglasticbrushed against brow and cheplasticsitting by

fire lilt of voice sight unfiltered without crutch gliastictechnologyplastic

through veil of transformation plastia | see you in me.
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OLD MONEY TAKES A
HIT

By Daryl Scroggins

WHY WE LIKE IT: A beautifullywritten smashup microfictionthat brings
with it oneof the besttitles ever.In lessthan 125 wordsthis gifted writer
createsanin mediaresreality with a high speedoulse.Thelasttwolines
are powerpoetry.(Fontsizeisa u t hoawn)6 s

Five stars

Old Money Takes a Hit

Sex in a car at 210 miles per hour. They figure it out in the slow motion that occurs only
when opening a window would be fatal. Her face pressed against the wlddshe

feels the car phase through a kind of shuddering. She tries not to think of how he already
looks like his Treasury Secretary father. Teeth like that horn thing with the little piano
keyboard on one side. Everythingt theremoving all cat bus. Rgple walking along

both sides of the road. They must be far apart from each other, but at speed they look like

they are rushing to catch up with friends.

verb, she thinks. To mingle.

AUTHOROG S NiQuallE start with a first line that comes out of
nowhere, but of course its appearance is always conditioned by what | have

been thinking about and whatoés going

(
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Il mage of Steven Mnuchi aifstoredacethe ng f ac e
size of pandemic aid. And maybe this is what brought to mind differences in

the ways regular citizens and the super wealthy might deal with impending
apocalypse. It seems likely that the rich would simply speed up their

hedonism, as their relentless and qualitatively bankrupt quest for more

might reach an orgasmic eternity on the cusp of doom.

Literary Influences: Sandra Cisneros, Lydia Davis, Junot Diaz, Dagoberto

Gilb, Amy Hempel, Gordon Lish, Cormac McCarthy, Jayne Anne Phillips,

E. Annie Proulx, Mark Richard, James |
| have limited myself to the living here, else | would not soon stop. But |

must mention that | am still mourning the loss of Russell Edson.

AUT HOROG S Dasyl Soroggins Lives in Marfal exas. He is the author
of This Is Not the Way We Came In, a collection of flash fiction and a flash
novel (Ravenna Press). Recently published and forthcoming work may be
found in: Aji, Blink-Ink, Crack the Spine, Fiction Southeast, Indicia,

Ma ¢ Qu e eimeilys Ne@ Flash Fiction Review, Ppigpenn, and Star 82
Review. One of his fictions has been included in Best Microfiction 2020.
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CARVER EST IN OCULIS MEIS: COINCIDENCE IS
THE RECREATIONAL FACE OF IRONY
By Nick North

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor JONAH HOWELL writes:

Tina V. Cabrera wrote of Nick Northdés story
5) that the storyés Atiny scul ptures become
they inhabit. o I n ACOI NCI DENCE | S YTHE RECREA

North flips this relationship on its head: Each character is one bubble in

protagonist Marjorie Nelsonbdés multiverse, an
any time, leaving Marjorie to flounder across a turbulent literary archipelago of

lives. Trapped, seemingly, in her kitchen, the words that surround her are her

only constants: Physical laws break, reconstitute, and shatter again; Brandon,

her son, becomes a ghost, becomes a town; her very name seems branded onto

her, a mar k of v uauthogalvehims.l i ty t o North©o6s
But then, North allows his protagonist no stable ground even with regard
tohi msel f . I f, as he cl ai ms, Afiction is not
then he is her God. And so when North casts doubt on his own authority, asking,
Awhat the deuce does God know?0, we are stuc

Marjorie in a trickster world where we can depend upon nothing. Though North

gives a clear nod to his literary influencedc n CARVER EST I N OCULI S MEI
we cannot trust him entirely. He is Loki, is Proteus, a shape-shifter whose

dartings in and out of fiction and metafiction betray an authorial force, a world-

bending and world-spawning power, irreducible to any one influence or genre.

One gol den passage of many, and perhaps a
cryptogr am: AA young woman named Marjorie Ne
maintain her sanity in an arguably crazy world comes into the kitchen, goes to
the sink and turns on the tap. But |ife is n

Five stars.
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CARVER EST IN OCULIS MEIS: COINCIDENCE IS THE RECREATIONAL
FACE OF

IRONY

I T USUALLY STARTS QUITE SI MPLY WITH NO SI GN

Marjorie Nelson stepped into her kitchen, went to the sink and ran the cold water.

She looked down and when she looked into the sink she screamed.

AWhat are these fish doing in here?bo

Her son, six year old Brandon, hurried downstairs. He came into the kitchen
where hismother st ood at the sink. Hebéd been doing

because his hands were wet.

He told her the goldfish bowl broke. It slipped out of his grasp when he was

cleaning it in the bathroom upstairs. Heodd r
palm,withenough water to get them down to the ki
the upstairs bathroom when shedd called, cl e
slipped out of his grasp and made a noise wh

anything. She haldintodh em met itnhat tphei nt and sh

the sink.
AWell , 0 she said, fithey candét stay here. o
AThey dondt have a house, Mum. 0O
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~

ANo, they dondét Brandon, but they candt stay

The boy started to cry. The next thing she knew he was crying. Marjorie had a
cake in the oven. In the oven drawer where she kept the cake tins there was also

a roasting pan.

Woul d the turkey pan do?o0

1

The boy stopped crying. AWhat ?0

AWhat about the roasting pan?o

This was a good idea but when he thought about it, he said, i They wondét be ab

to see out . |l t6s met al . O

~

ANo, they wonoét but this is only for tonight

gol dfish bowl .o

Now the boy smiled. AOkay, 0 he said. #fAThanks

They could both smell the cake. Though the oven door was closed the scent
wafted up through the stove burners. She kept the roasting pan that she cooked
turkey and sometimes a big ham in with the cake tins in the drawer below the
oven. It was the pan she was afterd dark navy blue, enameled, with white

speckles, a graniteware look.

AThis is only for tonight, o0 she said. She se

for the spaghetti strainer. She handed it to her son.
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Altdéds lucky | saw them, 0 Marjorie told

hot water?aVkepod!| adl Hhen what woul d

In the bathroom upstairs she often looked in the mirror. This was before there

you

hi m.

was broken glass in the sink (and a year ds

time of the goldfish bowl. She looked into the mirror and sometimes, depending
on what day it was, depending on what time of day it was, she thought her eyes

were green, not the blue eyes she was

round but slits that ran sideways | i ke

THE SAME OBJECT TAKES ON A DIFFERENT MEANING AND WHAT

HAPPENED BEFORE HAS NO RELEVANCE NOW

A distraught woman by the name of Marjorie Nelson stepped into her kitchen,
went to the sink and turned on the cold water. She happened to look down and
when she looked down she screamed (this was after maybe a couple minutes).
The knife, the paring knife that worked so well on the summer peaches and this
year6s potatoes, was already in &haflan

had punctured the fine mess of wiring, muscle and membrane on the inside of

her wrist. She didndot feel the pain as

Marjorie had read somewhere or heardd maybe on TV, maybe from somebody

born

nch,

t

F

shar p

whose face she couldn6t pl ace or voice she couldnodot r

going to kill yourself do it in the kitchen and run the tap. Slit your wrists in a sink

er
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A

of cold water. You wonot feel a thing. o6 She
only partly true. Also, you could do it in a bathtub with the same result. (Remove

the newspapers.)

She could talk about the way things should go, that life is what you make it and
that there really is a God looking down on usd on you, Marjoried and he cares.

Despite the cynics, he cares.

AHe cares, 0 Marjorie said out |l oud (even tho

deeply. o

The knife understood deeply, too. The deeper it went the more of Marjorie it took.
What kind of life is this? If | was smart | would have got married. | always wanted
a husband and a family. | wanted a son and a daughter but mostly, well, | know, |
know, | admit it, mostly I wanted a son. |f

thatdos a good name for a boy. Most peopl e wh

After she looked down at the sink she screamed. There were no fish. There was

no boy upstairs in the bathroom. But there was broken glass in the sink that

didndét cut as well as the knife. She | ooked
the water. It looked the same way, but different, like melted chocolate being

mixed with white cake batter. When a woman like Marjorie manages to find a

man, marries him and has a son named Brandon, making cake is one of the

things she does. She puts sugar and eggs and flour into a bowl and stirs it and

when sheds ready to add the flavoring she po

with the batter like blood mixes with water.
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BUT I'N THE LARGER PICTURE MAYBE I T | SN6T JUS

It was Einstein who said, 06God doesndét pl ay
God doesnodot play dice on Sundays | i ke good C
computer games. They attend to their Bibles.
the seventhdayand youdére supposed to, too.

A young woman named Marjorie Nelson, a woman trying to maintain her sanity in
an arguably crazy world comes into the kitchen, goes to the sink and turns on the

tap. But life is not a piece of cake.

There are reports of waternote vapor ati ng. It doesndt matter
crumbs off a plate and set i1t on the counter
down after a bath or shower and see what happens. Your skin might be dry but

the towel never quite dries. A woman in Brandon claims she washed a spoon two

weeks ago, left it to dry by the sink and there is still water on it. The authorities

are investigating.

Marjorie does not want the fame. She would prefer not be interviewed by the
evening news. When it comes right down to it she would prefer the whole thing

went away. But what can she do? What can any of us do?

She leaves the sink and stands in the middle of the roomd that would be her

kitchen, of course and addresses us. Before she speaks
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paying attention and are prepared to believe that fiction is not only truth but
reality, if only in fiction) you will note her eyes have changed. She was born with
blue eyes but they are green now, the water that washes them every time she

blinks does not evaporate, and the pupils are slits that run sideways.

Al, you, none of wus knows what to make of it
do with either O0snake eyesd or God resting o

have put the cards away and finished the job.

But what the deuce does God know?bo

AUTHOROGS &wh&t interested me was takirt
woman going into her kitchen and turning on the tap) and writing it from
di fferent points of view, with differ:

repeating the same action at the beginning of each dhtikee parts of the
storyémy same ole same ole obsession \
as an metaphor for our completely fucked up time squat. This is the
underlying theme in a | ot of my stori g
donodot t hifnky oaub dkintow what | meanéf or me
the greats of 20th C literature, (American or otherwise) and his style cast a

spell upon me. In his famous esg¢ay h e Ar c hPirtodseehtsr e o f

about working with words, harmonic keys (most of which are only picked up

by the subconscious mind)éhe uses rep:¢e
manner and this sentenceinmystotye 6d rescued the fish,
cupped palm, withenoughtwvee r t o get them to the ki't
upstairs, in the upstairs bathroom, when she callsg Carverism.

AUT HOROG S NigkIN@th recently graduated from art school and plans
to live the life of a bohemian. His interests include political actiyism
nihilism, symbolic logic and chaos. Like Zarathustra, he eschews social
medi a. Oh, and heds Canadian, eh.
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EDI T OR 6 SJonBH Howell lives in central Germany. You can find his
recent work irHalf Mystic Journallssue 8) Expat Pressand Issue 5 of
Fleas on the Dog His storyAnatomy of Melancholieappears in this issue.
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Smiley and the Laughing Girl

By Francine Rodriguez

WHY WELIKEIT: We | ove Rodriguezds honest, down tc
andher deep investment in her characters. The story falls under the classification of

6dirty realismdb (with a feminist slant) but
can call it is 6good writingo.

Smiley and Laughing Girl by Francine Rigulrez

Chavo got hit in the chest by gunfire from a passing car as he pulled up to a stop sign on
Sunset, right near Alvarado. | guess he was going to get on the freeway to go to East LA.
That's where his mother lives. His foot hit the accelerator hadihis car headed

straight through the intersection and hit a light pole feadrhe pole bent in half, went

right through the windshield and smashed the glass. The sharp metal spike inside ended
up cutting his body almost in half. That's what my motbket me when they called me

away from the storeroom where | was stacking pallets with baby formula and disposable

diapers. It was Friday, and | needed to work for eight hours at the WIC store to keep my

aid for dependent children. | have my teenage daught&two sons to raise.

| started crying, pulled off my apron, and hung it up in the employee's break room. |
always knew thaMS 13would come after him. That's how it goes here. Chavo and some
of his homeboys jumped some guys from Mara Salvatruchaeatdhiem down pretty

bad. I heard it was about somebody's old lady that belonged to 18th Street and stepped

out with a guy from MS.3. They cut her up pretty bad cause she was just supposed to
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bait the guy and bring him to her homies, not do it with hiheyTstill had to throw

down with the guys. Those must be the ones that shot him.

"Are you punching out for the day, Smiley?" Mrs. Riley, the boss, wanted to know.

"Who's going to finish loading those shelves?"

| shrugged. It was her own fucking problenthdught, tears running down my face. |

wasn't really with Chavo anymore, not since | stopped running with the gang. I'm too old
now, almost thirty, but they still call me Smiley, just like when | kicked it with the

homies. | have a daughter, Laughing Gathe's fourteen, and now the homeboys are

looking at her. She told me she was ready to be jumped in. She laughed when she told
me, daring me to say something because she knew | didn't like her running the street with

those people.

Things are different novand the home girls do more stuff in the gang than they used to.
We used to hang around and do whatever errands the homies needed, like carrying their
weed or getting them food or booze. Now some of those bitches are strapped and go on
drive-bys. | hear thy're up to give a bedown to anybody, even a homeboy, and most of

them at least carry a switchblade.

Out in the lot, | started up my old Impala. It's a classic, but | never fixed it up or anything.
| got it from my stepfather. Lots of guys from otloégquesstop and ask me about it. It

used to get Chavo mad cause | was talking to guys that he said were enemigitlirom
Street My stepfather never actually gave me the Impala, but when he got sent up, the car

was just sitting there. My mom didn't drivem)d she was too scared to try because she
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didn't have any papers. I tried to sell it a few times, but it seems we didn't have any title,
and some numbers inside the engine had been filed down. Nobody wanted to buy it.
Anyway, my stepfather stabbed a gugide, and then with his two other strikes, he

ended up getting life. So, | guess I'm keeping it.

| drove home thinking about Chavo and all the things that had happened to me since |
met him. My mind ran over them one after the other, like the first tinpechked me up

for a ride after | met him at a party that some homie from 18th Street had. They said later
that he'd gone there to pick up on a young girl like he always did because he liked them

young and | was up for it.

That night we'd smoked some weadgd it was pretty good. | was feeling proud and
happy. Lots of little hood rats wanted him, and he was mine. Chavo was fiventy

when | got with him, ten years older than me. | trusted him and did everything he said.
Being with him was being a part ®8th Streetand that made you somebody where we

lived.

We were riding around one night when he saw this car that looked like the one his
brother had. Some guy from the Aveswas driving it. He thought it was stolen, so we
followed it. When we got up cé, he yelled something at the driver, and the driver

turned around and gave us the finger. Chavo went crazy and pulled out a gun and began
shooting at the car. When we turned a corner, a cop car was coming in our direction.
Chavo told me to hold the whestay behind the other guy, and aim to the right to force

the other guy off the road. Chavo kept shooting, but only got off a couple of shots and
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none of them even got near the other car. The cops turned around and pulled us over. We

were arrested, andehded up in juvie, and not for running away from home like before.

When my mother finally visited me at the facility, I'd already been locked up for a while.
When | saw her, | started crying. "I thought you would come sooner.” | stepped toward
her, hopinghat she'd hug me, but she kept her arms at her sides and looked me up and

down, shaking her head.

Then she started talking really fast in that
me to get here. Nobody would drive me, so | had to take the dasah ¢pot better things

to do than visit criminals! | got other kids at home." She sat on one of the hard, plastic

chairs, holding onto her beap old brown purse, and started to cry. "How can you do

this to me? All the neighbors know you're in jail. Bshamed to go outside. You're just a

puta de callgjust like the others. "

| was feeling pretty bad then. | missed being home, and Chavo banh@tto see me,
even though he was out on bail, waiting for trial. "Well, if you're ashamed, don't go
outside. Besides, they said if you'd gotten me a good lawyer, | wouldn't be locked up!" |

always talked back.

"You know | don't have money for a lawyeslie started yelling. The other people in the
waiting room turned around to look at us. "l don't know why you want toGleota so
bad," she snapped. "Going with that old gangster! He's too old for you. You're gonna get

pregnant. Watch and see. Then yewut of the house!"
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"Like I care," | told her, trying to be tough. "How come your boyfriend isn't too old for

me then?"

"You shut your mouth. Why are you lying on him all the time?"

I'd hit home. The man | called my stepfather was really just her bagfrand he was a

lot younger than her. My friends said he liked my mother because she always gave him
money when she got her welfare check, and he didn't have to work. He always licked his
lips when he looked at me and rubbed up against me wheneveatauasl in that little

apartment.

When | told my mother, she went crazy. "You're a stupid bitch! No way he'd want a
skinny little thing like you! You're jealous cause you can't have him. All you can get is

just some loser gangster."

One day when | was honadone because I'd ditched school, he came into the bathroom
when | was taking a shower and locked the door behind him. When | heard him, | stepped
out of the shower just as he started to unzip his pants. | grabbed the-sixteerplastic

bottle of shampo and swung it at his head. | got him hard on the nose, and blood started
squirting out and dripping onto the bathmat. | left him there like. | knew he lit into my
mother real good because she kept asking what happened to his nose. | started staying
awayfrom home after that. It wasn't such a good place to be, anyway. | stayed with a few
of the homegirls whose parents didn't care or weren't around much. | slept on couches or

on their floors.
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When | got out of juvie that time for driving the car with Chaweent to live with him

and his family. He was still out on bail, still waiting to go to trial, and | was still going to
school sometimes, mostly to meet my friends and ditch. | didn't have any money then for
bus fare or lunch, or even eyeliner if | neddt. Chavo gave me a little money

sometimes, when he could, like when he just sold some weed.

Finally, | got tired of school and just stopped going. It's just like Laughing Girl, now. She
doesn't want to go either. | was lonely living there because Ghianather and sisters

didn't like me. They wanted him to get back together with his old girlfriend, Marta. |

guess he was seeing her too, on the side, cause he finally told me to leave, and his sisters
packed up my things in a flash. I'd run out of plaoego, so | went back home. | hated it
there. My mother went around a lot with a cut lip and black eyes. She would tell me to go

to Hell if | said anything about it.

| was feeling really badbout Chavo dumping me, so | started going out with Ricardo
right away. He wasn't as godmbking as Chavo, but he had a lwwbloreputation. They
said he'd killed a few guys and gotten away with it. Ricardo or Sly Baby, like they called
him, was in 18tlStreet too, and was super bossy and mean. Whenever we got together,
he'd hit me for any little thing and make me wait on him for everything so he could just

sit in one place.

| usually spent my days sleeping late and watching TV since there was nobodg &y
bother me. Then Ricardo would call me, so | would get dressed up and do my makeup
and ride around with him going to parties to get high, smoking, doing coke, or drinking.

Sometimes, | went with him when he went to get revenge on a rival gangptsakeng
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that it was important to protect our territory and that the other gangs were always trying
to take over our area. He carried a fditye and showed me how to use it, one day, up in
Griffith Park, before the orange sun went down and the parlalvasst empty. We shot

at the trees, and | imagined that | was shooting at a real homeboy from the Avenues or

even from Mara Salvatrucha.

One Friday night, Ricardo parked his car and told me to go into the liquor store with him.

He told me to stand at theunter and talk to the clerk, a young white guy. He told me to

flirt with him. Make him think he was getting some.

"What are you doing when I'm talking?" | wanted to know.

"Just shut the fuck up and do what | say," he answered.

| went up to the counter drpretended to look at the cheap candié® clerk, who

looked like a teenager with spikey blond hair, moved away from the register and smiled,
looking at me. "Can | help you with something?" | smiled back and touched my mouth.
Then | took my finger anddiled it down the front of my blouse. My blouse was cut low,
and | was pretty much falling out of it. The clerk kept watching me, following my finger.

| remember he had pretty blue eyes.

While we were standing there, | heard the sound of a loud cralsé batk of the store,
somet hing falling and smashing, and the

He straightened up and yelled out, "What's going on back there?"

cl er
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| turned around to see Ricardo walking toward the counter, pointing his guntrigbt a
clerk. "No cameras set up back there,” he said to me, smiling. Then he “turned to the

clerk, "Give me everything in that register

| stood there, listening to it all, but kept my mouth shut and just took the handful of cash
thatRicardo handed me and stuffed it in my purse as we ran out to the car. But Ricardo
was wrong. There was a camera. They showed the video in court, where we both got
convicted of robbery and assault with a deadly weapon. When the judge sentenced me, |

was sat to CIW, because | wasn't a juvenile anymore.

A couple of years later, | was out, older, but | guess not any smarter. | was staying with
my homedgirl, Mona, and trying to get hold of the rest of my homies and figure out what |
was going to do next. Ricawdvas still locked up. He was going to stay locked up for a

long time.

| needed money, so | started asking around. Chavo was out on probation, and he was
looking for some homegirls to push weed for him. So, | went to his house where his
sisters still livedand ignored their dirty looks while | talked to Chavo. He said he didn't
trust me because | went with another guy, but he said if | wanted to sell for him and get
my foot back in 18th Street, | needed to have sex with him and anybody else he picked. |
didn't tell him yes or no. | just went back to his bedroom and let him do it. | figured

maybe he wouldn't make me do it with other guys because he was so jealous.

| started selling weed and a little coke for him, usually around the high school, when the

schod day was over. He took all of the money for himself, only giving me a little to
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spend, but he kept me supplied with weed and coke, and | figured out how to sell some of
that on the side for cash. | slept there a lot too when | didn't want to go home, and
sometimes | helped myself to a few dollars that he didn't see. A lot of times, he had his
homies meet in his house, and | watched from the bedroom while he gave them the

money | brought in so they could buy guns.

| saw 18th Street was growing, with new niErs getting jumped in all the time. Chavo
wanted to make sure they were all strapped, so he pushed hard on selling all the dope we

could.

| wasn't the only girl selling for him. There were about three others, but we didn't like
each other, because thelaanted to be his only girlfriend. | didn't care if | was or

wasn't, because I'd been with him before. Besides, | was his top pusher, and so far, he
didn't hit me or curse at me, the way he did with the other girls when they didn't sell
enough or didn'ta what he said. He usually wanted to have sex when | picked up my
drugs to sell, and after when | brought back his money. After he was finished with sex,
we'd smoke some dope or do a few lines, which was honestly what | waited for, because
it was almost ke he was a real boyfriend lying in bed with me watching television. |

knew he had sex with the other girls too, but he spent more time with me and took me in
his bedroom instead of doing it on the couch and telling others to watch. He only made
me have sewith another homie one time. The guy had some kind of "connections," that
Chavo wanted, and he told me to give his homie a blow job and anything else he wanted.

| did what he said and tried to pretend | was somewhere else until it was over.
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| was sellingfor Chavo for a few months, trying to save up my money so | could get my
own place and not have to live with my mother and her new boyfriend, who knocked her
around more than the last one. Besides, she was spending her whole check buying smack
from someor in Mara Salvatrucha and pretty much wasn't paying the rent anymore. |

saw a notice to move out posted on the door.

So, on that day when | came to pick up my supply, Chavo told me to get in his car,
because we were going somewhere. | knew better thasktany questions. We drove

over to Highland Park and pulled in behind a-dawvn stucco bungalow. In the back of

the bungalow, there was a small garage that somebody was using as an apartment. Chavo
had a key, and we walked into a tiny room jammed wakltr In the center was a large
mattress with a few sheets wadded up in the center. Chavo told me to get undressed and
then pushed me down on the mattress. When he was finished, he stood up and stretched,
buckling his pants. "l feel good now," he told meeady to fuck someone up real good.

Now | want you to do it with this guy that's coming in. You make him stay in that bed

with you, till  come in and get you. I'll be right outside waiting. You got that? He's a

dead man today!"

| started to cry then, scadt and sorry for myself. Chavo stood over me, pushed my face
into the mattress, and held it. "Look," he said, "You better do what | say if you know

what's good for you." He pulled my hair hard, and then shoved me away.

Something went off in my head themdal felt myself getting angry instead. |
remembered the girls I'd been locked up with, saying they would stick a knife in any man

who touched them. They were tough and hated almost everyone, but especially men.
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Now, | was beginning to understand why.r&ler thought this way before. Just this

time, | told myself, I'll do what he says. Then I'm getting away from him and his homies.

A few minutes later, the door opened, and a big bald guy covered with tattoos came in.
He looked me over and then walked arduhe small room, checking for something.

When he saw there was nobody inside, he dropped his pants and climbed on top of me.
He barely had time to push my legs apart when | heard two loud bangs, like firecrackers
going off. The big guy cried out and thstopped moving. He lay on top of me so |

couldn't move away. | started screaming, and Chavo and a couple of other guys came in.

They pulled him off me while | laid there and screamed.

Chavo jerked me to my feet. "Get dressed; we got to get out of here."

| looked over at the bed and saw blood leaking out of the guy's body, pooling on the
mattress and running down the sides of the bed. There was blood on my stomach and the
tops of my legs. When | tried to wipe it off, Chavo smacked me in the face. "l etid, g

dressed. Don't touch anything else!"

We got back in Chavo's car. It was dark now, and quiet. | was shaking, remembering the
heavy body on top of me. It was still warm when | left, and the blood was thick on the
mattress. I'd never seen a dead body uglase, and | was scared, my heart still

pounding and my legs shaking. We drove in silence back to my house. | was still thinking

about how I'd decided not to come back here anymore. Now | was sure.

"Is he dead?" | finally asked, seeing myself in big tteub



198

Chavo laughed. "I hope so. He had it coming. Tried to be slick and suck up our territory.
Nobody else sells here unless I let them. Should have stayed on his own side. But three

bullets might not be enough for his fat ass.”

| felt suddenly cold and nagous, so | rolled down the window. Chavo pulled over to the
curb, and | opened the door and threw up. Sitting back in the seat, | put my head on the

headrest and let my tears run. "I don't want to go to jail again."

"What's wrong with you, bitch?" Chavpat in my direction. "You're weak, that's all

just a weak sister. Not fit to be with 18th Street. You know what? | don't want to see you
coming around no more. | don't trust you. You go home and take this with you. | don't
want to see you or this everaag." He slapped the gun he'd just used into my hand.

ARnThereods four rounds | eft. o

It was surprisingly heavy, but | didn't let it fallWhat do you want me to do with it?" |

stared down at my hands, thinking that this gun in my hand had just killed se@meo

"You stupid bitch! Little Girl!" He swore under his breath. "Hide it someplace where
nobody will find it. You keep your mouth shut too, about what you saw today or you're

next. | can't be tied to this. I'll go back and do another stretch.

| stared back at him and felt my fingers close around the gun, but | stayed quiet.

"Can you do what I tell you? Or | can get rid of you too. You know I'd do it!"

| just sat there, crying and shaking my head. It hurt having him tell me to go, even though

I'd decided | was through with him before we left the body on the bed.
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He stared at me for a moment, and | thought he even looked a little sad. Mipial,

now his voice was lower, almost like the way he used to talk to me before he threw me
out the first time. He held my face between his hands and pushed my hair back from my
forehead. "l don't want any trouble, so you need to do what | say. We had some good

times, didn't we? Anyway, | got a new girlfriend now, so you can't come over no more."

| thought he looked proud, bragging, like a little kid. "She just got outta Ironwood, and

she's a hard case. Been around plenty. She'll always have my back. YouoknawsH

He reached across me and opened the car door. "Don't forget," he pointed to the gun.

| stumbled out of the car and ran into the apartment, which had the "Notice To Pay Rent
Or Quit," taped to the door. | tore it off and threw it on the talienT went into the tiny
room that | claimed as a bedroom and stuck the gun in the bottom drawer under my bras
and panties. They weren't enough to cover it, so | threw some clothes from another

drawer on the top.

Over the next few weeks, everybody sprdaword about how they'd found "Big Blue,"
dead, and they were looking for suspects. So far, nobody was talking, and | did what
Chavo said and stayed away from him. The sheriff even knocked on our door one day,
but I didn't open it. | guess they were goargund the neighborhood trying to get
information. Hiding the gun in the house seemed like a stupid idea. | couldn't sleep one
night because | kept seeing the cops busting in and finding the gun. | understood why
Chavo didn't want to get locked up agditurned over and over in my bed until it started

to get light. While everybody else was still sleeping, | got up and put the gun in my
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backpack. | walked all the way to Echo Park, and then slowly around the lake, toward the

center that | thought was theeapest. | walked by the usual homeless winos sleeping on

the benches. For a while, | stood there and watched the mud hens hanging around the

utility fountain that kept the lake filled with water. | held the gun in my hands, running

my fingers over the smdwo metal. Then | swung my arm back as if | was going to throw

it. But somehow I couldndét Il et it go. Maybe
ot her reason t hlatood thereddoldng & in thé& weakdightyskiniing on

the lake from tk boathouse. In the end, | put it the gun back in my backpack and zipped

it up. | heard that one time they dredged the lake looking for bodies that they thought

were dumped there, but all they found were a bunch of rusted weapons and empty bottles.

Welbthey woul dndét find this one.

After a while, people stopped talking so much about Chavo, but | was still scared they'd
find out that | was there when he shot that guy. | could still feel the dead man's heavy
body pinning me down on the mattress, and thestigty blood on my stomach and legs.

| heard they'd questioned everybody he hung out with, but they never came back to me.
Later they said he went back to jail because he violated his probation. | know he was
locked up until last year for something elsbe¥ never found the gun he used, and of

course, nobody talked. That's how it goes here.

| told myself I'd never be that stupid again, and I'd never let some guy use me like Chavo
did. But with Chavo gone, | was kind of lost. | missed the attention, evtanat only
lying on his bed and watching tv after he had sex with me. That was kind of like love, |

thought. | wanted to get back to selling dope, but | knew | had to stay away from 18th
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Street. So, | started hitting the parties and hanging out with stimaehomies from the
Avenues It didn't take long until | found out | was pregnant, but | really didn't know who
the father was. Most of the time, | was high on the coke and weed we used when we
partied. If you hung with these homies, you were expectgd/e it up whenever they
wanted it. So, | did. | was so high all of the time that | never thought about how I'd told

myself I'd never let a man use me again.

Then | had some bad luck. When | was seven months pregnant, with my big stomach

popping out ovethe top of my sweatpants, | sold some smack to an agkegirl and

her friends outside her middle school. She ended up overdosing because it wasn't cut
enough, and her friends were able to identify me to the cops. Everybody remembers a
pregnant drug dder with stringy hair and dirty clothes, even a bunch of fouryean

olds, high out of their minds. But before they picked me up, | sold some coke to an

undercover cop, who, | would have sworn was a dirty street biker.

So, there you go, | got sent upaalg My surrender date was five days after Laughing Girl
was born. | called her Laughing Girl, because she came out smiling, and smiled up at me
the whole time until they took her away. On the day after she was born, a woman came
into my room and said sheas from Child Services. She let me hold my baby one last

time before she took her. She told me Laughing Girl was going into foster care. | cried
nonstop the next few days up until I checked into CIW for my second round. | knew

better than to go in lookglike a weak sister.

By the time | got out on parole, Laughing Girl didn't even know me. | heard her foster

mother cried because she was praying I'd never get out and try to take her back. Laughing
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Girl cried too when | got her baclshe wanted her fost mom, and | wasn't her. | guess
we all cried together. When | got out, | figured I'd spent enough of my life paying for my
stupid mistakes, and | stopped hanging with anybody from 18th Street or the Avenues
moved back with my mother, and I'm still tkeWe get along better now. She doesn't

drink as much because she has bleeding ulcers. | finally got custody of Laughing Girl.

| heard Chavo did a long stretch and then was paroled. Chavo was alwaysHeagt

out early on his last stretch becauseth f ound t hat the DA hadnot
evidenceto hislawyerAl | t he witnesses seemed to have
re-file charges againHis mother called every once in a while and checked in. Funny

thing, she likes me, now that &wo and | aren't together. | think she wishes Laughing

Girl was his kid because she doesn't have any grandchildren.

So, here | am now, years passed, and so did a few more bad relationships. | have two
more kids to raise by myself, and Laughing Girl loake Ehe wants to follow in my

footsteps.

|l didn't c¢cry much at Chavo's funeral. Most
burned over the years. Enough tears were falling around me to make up for the ones |

didn't have. I just closed my eyes and rerhered everything that happened between us,

our own story. It didn't hurt so much anymore. So much time had passed. | didn't even

hate him. After the funeral, | went back to the house. Tonight, my mother will go out

drinking with her friends, and I'll bdane with my two boys unless | can get Laughing

Girl to stay in with me.

t

d

0
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Lately, all she talks about is this guy from 18th Street, Armando. | heard he has two

strikes, and he's only been out for a few months. She thinks she's in love with him.

Later afte my mother went out and | put the boys to bed, | settled down in front of the tv.
Laughing Girl finally came home. She pushed the door in and staggered inside. It was
almost ten o'clock. | could see she was drunk or high by the way she moved before | ever
got a good look at her eyes. Giggling and holding onto the walls, she started toward the

bedroom she shared with her brothers.

| yelled after her. "Don't make any noise they're sleeping. Why don't you come in here for

a little while?"

"l gotta get ready,$he slurred.

"Ready? Why?"

"Going out riding." She answered. "Mando's picking me up."

| got up and walked toward her. Even a few feet away, | picked up the heavy smell of

alcohol and something stronger and more bitter, like the stuff they used to miXNzdin

| thought she didnét do that anymore since s
saw her a few years back, still in elementary school, sitting by the train tracks with her

cholofriends, sniffing something they poured into a sock.

| stared aher wide glassy eyes that moved from side to side and didn't see. Her hair was
matted and tangled, stiff and crunchy from the mousse that she poured on. Her eyeliner

was smeared, and most of her penciled eyebrows had worn off.
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| followed her to the bedrao, where she fell against the wall, trying to find the light

switch. Muttering to herself, she stepped out of her tight black jeans arditdouse

that didn't manage to cover her stomach and pulled out a dresser drawer. The drawer
stuck, and she felldzk on her butt, ending up on the floor swearing. The noise woke up
my sons sleeping in a single bed. My younger one pulled the quilt over his head, trying to

shut out the light and the noise.

| focused my eyes on the glare coming from the single butmeicenter of the ceiling.

There was a fresh tattoo on her neck that hadn't been there the last time I'd seen her. |
recognized the sign right away. And something else, a hickey, large and red, covering the
space under her jawline. The hickey looked fr&te hadn't been home in a couple of

days.

"Where've youbeen? reali zed | hadndét seen her here
myself, she didn't come home some nights anyway. "Answer me! Where are you at

night?"

Laughing Girl zipped up another pairjeans and gave me a dirty look. "I told you

before; I'm with my friends."

"You're staying with that Mando, aren't you? He® old for you. He's just going to get

you in trouble." Somehow the words seemed familiar as | said them.

She glared at me. "You don't know him. He loves me."

"He doesn't love you. He's just using you because you're young and stupid.”
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Laughing Girl whired around and picked up her hand, bringing it toward my face. |

stepped back, surprised.

She dropped her hands. "Leave me alone, okay? | hate it here, you and those dirty brats!"
She brought her hands to her sides and walked back to the living roorad '$orae

money. You're supposed to give me money. That's what you get your welfare for."

"I don't have any money, | can barely pay the rent," | told her. "You can get yourself a

job."

"Fuck no!" she yelled. "I'm so glad | have Mando. He said he'll givenyihiag | need,

not to come back here. Tomorrow I'm taking my stuff and moving in with him."

"Go ahead and do it," | yelled back. "I'll report him to the cops. You're underage, and I'l

call them on you too."

"You better not call anybody. Mando's friendl come after you, and your other damn

kids. Grandma too."

We stood there looking at each other.

"Don't go out. Just stay here." | heard my voice begging her.

"You can't make me stay. | hate it here. | hate you." She slammed the door as hard as she
could making the walls shake. And then it was silent, except for the low hum of the

television.
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| sat down on the couch and stared at the wall. There would probably be quite a few
"Mandos" in her life before she figured it out if she ever did. But right nosvetwas

only this one, and | wanted him dead and gone right now. I'd seen the car he drove, and |
knew more or less where he stayed. But all that could be figured out; | still knew a few
homeboys from 18th Street and even a couple from the Avenues.daaisnot to let

go of your connections, even if you didn't hang with them anymore.

Chavo still owed me even if he was dead because he never paid his debt when he was
alive. I'd kept my mouth shut and "held my mud," like the homies said. Maybe it was

time to reach out to them and collect. Chavo's homeboys knew how to set up a rival with
guns and drugs. They even did it for some unsolved murder that the cops had given up on
a long time ago. They were willing to make that snitch call that was insurance that
someone would get busted and sent away, especially if that someone was looking at three

strikes. They still did it all the time. It was expected in the neighborhood.

| lit a cigarette and sat bacKhe problem was that if | asked the homeboygHeir help
now, to pay back Chavods debt, | would end
wanted, doing whatever they orderedh at 6 s h o Who knows/whatlkheyd .

would want me to do for themPcould end up back in prison or worse, enddepd.

They might do away with my kids too i f | di
owe them anythingl di dndét want to owe anybody. | was
already. Chavodos debt didnodét need payment é.

| went back to mymall bedroom; the one | shared with Laughing Girl when she was

around. | leaned all my weight against the heavy oak dresser and pushed it away from
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thewall Behi nd the dresser, |l 6d dug out a piece
The space was aht a foot wide, and the shoebox that | put the gun in fit just fine. The
shoebox was covered with plywood, and in cas
of linoleum back overthespace.6d carri ed Mandods gun with m
so far hiding it, just in case anybody came lookiriyst a week or so ago | figured |

could finally get rid of it. So much time had passedbynow. j ust hadnét got a

yet.

Under the bathroom cabinet was my rusty hammer; the one | used to oaiteoler the

broken part of the window in the bathroom an
table in the kitchenl bent down next to the dresser and used the claw side of the

hammer to remove the nails holding the linoledttook me a longitme, but | kept at it

until I reached the shoe bositting back on my heels, | lifted out the gun and turned it

over in my hands. There were enough bullets in the chanhb@focked the safety and

examined it.It was just the way it was after Chavaedst and gave it to me.

When | was locked up pregnant, and doing my nickel, and later, on the day they took
away my baby, Laughing Girl, | said there was no justice. No justice for people like us.
Not unless we made it ourselveBhere were a lot of thgs | couldn't do for my

daughter, but | could do this thing right now, because | wanted something better for her,
even if she didn't. But maybe she would someday.

AUTHORO® S Ndlih&stories of women who are marginalized in our society, and
who arelargely ignored in mainstream literature and cinema. | chose to focus my writing
on Latina women from various walks of life and at different stages of their lives living in

central Los Angeles. | too grew up in the neighborhood that | write about anc&have
personal identity and interest in the themes and the people who live there. | was fortunate
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enough to hear the stories of many of these women, which they graciously shared while |
worked in the fields of law and psychology.

The stori es lwdsddpibt eosflect inngenche Inias,experiences of
exploitation, violence, and powerlessness, sometimes resulting in pain, and despair in
their turbulentworld But t hese stories also tell of thes:c
that empowers thermd gives them the will to sustain in their turbulent world. These
stories resonate on a deeply emotional level.

Smiley and Laughing Gitklls the story of a young mother who was formerly
incarcerated as a pregnant teenager as she reminiscas #fe life she lead involved
with local gang members and sees her daughter following in her footsteps. She realizes
there is only one way she knows to stop her daughter from repeating her mistakes. This
story was inspired by the stories of several womlkea experienced the consequences of
gang life as lived on the Eastside/Echo Park area of Los Angeles.

My latest workA  Wo ma n fas an$holagy of short stories will be published
in the spring of 2021, by Madville Publishers.

AUTHORGO6SSBEOOA Waste of Expectations?o.
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A WASTE OF EXPECTATIONS

By Francine Rodriguez

WHY I LIKE IT: Guest editor CHITRA GOPALAKRISHNAN writesA
narrative that pulls you onto a treacherous space. Where the distinctions
between the wild and the civilized world blur. Where the wild carnal frenzy

of a lion, its bestiality, fearsome and ungovernable, brushes against
mercenary metropolitans whose nasi under their welmannered bodies

are as savage. Where the muscle memory of human and beast interweave in
the most unexpected of ways. Where rationality battles wilder instincts.
Where notions of provider and predator get entangled. Where the expanse of
collapse and renewal is owaft-the-ordinary and drags one into a place that

Is both substance and spirit, matter and mind. And where the language of
the beast and human plays out in syntactically ambiguous ways, wary and
easy, calm and scary.

It is thisdouble atmosphere that the story of the Bill the lion plays out at the
circus and within the van, he travels with his keeper, attendants and a
spirited mouse. Bill is a reluctant protagonist in the story as a creature in a
human experiment called the ciscwhose original but not the only purpose

is to loosen the lines between animal and human sensibilities. Money, too, is
part of the motive. In a voice that is uniquely his own, wry, clever and
philosophical at the same time, he goes below the surfacd! tgppu
complexities in the humadmeast relationship, the notions of evolution, who

Is more evolved and to explore what is at the heart of existence. Merely
nullity, a waste of expectations or is there something more to it?

Five stars.
Lines | like:

The Big Wild, everywhere he went, and one roar from his gut reminded all
that terror and sudden annihilation based the truth of this world in total,
stripped down man had no chance against beast. The jungle was everywhere.
He sparsely used the roar. Beeaghowman, he knew the value of
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infrequency. It deafened the humans and for one second, froze them
completely, making them vulnerable to their core, even as a complete unit.
They snapped back pretty easy; the logic of their minds reminded them
quickly it was Bill in the cage. The glee was palpable for bothdimh man

in that split second between the roar and the relaxation.

A Waste of Expectations

Bill, since age 2, understood the circus. The circus counterpoised jungle
and civilization. At least the audience believed so. Or accepted that illusion
temporarily. Bill knew the jungle might show itself whenever. He nearly jumped
from his stool dozens of times, on whim alone even, to bite some passing

showgirl or fat man with a whip.

Traveling made sense to Bill. The truck attempted at comfort. His body
wanted to create the motion of running by nature but traveling with pillows and
red meat had style. An attendant usually stayed on long journeys. Usually a boy
or girl not far from college with some basic veterinarian knowledge. They had a
radio, then cellphones as changes came, to notify the driver if a health necessity

required pulling over to the side of the road.

Over the years the circus cleaned its act. Rarely did a drunk carny come
to harass Bill in the middle of the night. These pathetic shells of men. Bill never
tipped his hat to any other then the few trainers who entered the cage. And the

poor, scared women they sometimes brought
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had courage. She liked Bill even. That a mistake. Even Bill got it that
personification of a lion was stupid. Luckily, Melody married and left the circus.
Bill, if he ever did it, mused he would eat someone who contained more joy than
fear. It had to taste better that way. No, he had never eaten men. He always
danced for the sweaty whip carrying men to depend on food. And he was not
ignorant of the fact of guns. He knew the men could get rid of him in an

emergency. He saw it happen to Ted the Tiger. The poor slob was doomed by

name al one. No, Billds determination to sur
AYou know you dondét have much time | eft E
Bi |l I l et a | ow growl. Bill translated th

meaning, possibly like telepathy.

AHey at | east i1itos not the food processor
Youdre not a horse after all. Most surely s
Dakota, or some God forsaken place likethat-c ol d as hel | i n Minot b

afraid. o

The young man meant well. The perks of the zoo might be nice. Still, end

of days came.

AHere you go Bill, a treat, some of that

How nice of the kid. Bi |l |l didndét mind.
well. He no longer hated them. He thought them fools. Things that lived by half
challenges. If Bill had his druthers his form of circus would hae the crowd

coming into the cage with him. There is thrilll Otherwise, all too tame, really. At
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one point he thought it his duty to wake them up with a good throat removal. It

woul dndot matter i1 f it were the throat of a n
sympathy to one sex or the other. Bill no longer missed female lions. Indeed,

this the glory of his disposition. He, born with a Freudian dislike for the power of

female lions. Thank God the circus remained small. One lion only. God, a

concept he picked up from the people. Useful and on his side. If something
unchangeabl e came up, then just semsed "Godo an

acceptance. No female lions ever came.

Bill also glad as ever a tiger was not introduced to the show. He might
have liked the faux competition and comparison, but deep down, even though the
stage was small he relished being the fierceststar,and t he | one #Awol f o.
became illegal to use elephants, it was even better. The Big Wild, everywhere
he went, and one roar from his gut reminded all that terror and sudden
annihilation based the truth of this world in total, stripped down man had no
chance against beast. The jungle was everywhere. He sparsely used the roar.
Being a showman, he knew the value of infrequency. It deafened the humans
and for one second, froze them completely, making them vulnerable to their core,
even as a complete unit. They snapped back pretty easy; the logic of their minds
reminded them quickly it was Bill in the cage. The glee was palpable for both lion

and man in that split second between the roar and the relaxation.

Really, these human entertainers had it all wrong. Making a lion jump
from stool perch to stool phe they shouidiles ses t he p

loose a live deer for him to devour. Or at least a few rabbits; hell, cages being
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what they were and rabbits being what they were more than few would escape.

Something for the kids to take home.

2

Theydre too queasy for that.o

Hmm. 0

1

Edgar the mouse spoke. He lived in the corner of the big truck, behind the

boxes and some hay.

1]

Youdre probably correct mouse. 0

AArendét you ever tempted to lure t

his foo

when the truck hits a bump intheroad andtakea snap at hi s ar m?0o0

3t

di d t ha thiswassaciates pud rhe to sleep. Likely so. Ah, are trying to get

Why would I do that mouse? He feds me a

me in trouble mouse. Maybe | should bite yo
AwWell é first you couldndt catch me, youbr
AThe road bumps. o
AOkay thereds that, but vyeside§,chy mi ss my wi S
jabbering is worth more than small mor sel of

ATrue enough. o

Bill remained distracted by the mouse during travel. Lions are loners, but
all creatures need someone to talk too every now and then. Years ago, he knew

other lions. He hoped at the zoo that the circus would inevitably someday farm
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him out to would have some peers. Some did not. The circus used to have two

lions until the budget cuts came. That years ago, even before the elephants left.

Perhaps heshouldpr et end t o attack Jesse, the cir
tamer, next performance? That might show ma
a more exciting zoo would then would later take on interest in him based on that

reputation alone?

Bill understood management better than any of the employees. If he had
had a 401(k) for all his service, hebdéd be do
i mportant to | ions. Carla the woman who can
head, was the second smartest of the bunch. Bill thought, with no offense, Ted
and Mike (the fAsmall peopl edo) were numskul I s
correct talk, but if a people of miniature stature had no brains then he was not
about to make any excuses for them. Bill had made the calculations that a circus
could only survive with 17% of its staff being dim-witted. Of course, when a
company needs fire-eaters, fat clowns, ladies who let men throw knives at them
and guys who stand around taking tickets, well then any with sense should

expect some dimwits needed hiring.

AOkay Ol d Boy time for your feeding, 0 sai
unpacked. Thank God for raw meet Tuesdays and Thursdays, thought Bill, the
rest of the weak was smashed gruel. They worried about his teeth, digestion and
heart. Those human concerns. He wished they learnt that lions only wanted

meat.
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One thing Bill picked up being around people,-t ake oneds ti me. H e
slowly, as one might see on an African documentary, but in addition pausing

much more, lookingar ound, breathing, evené

1

Have you had a peak at the profit margin

Oh that. o

2

That bad. o

=]

AWel | , vy e sdabmMonseraltutk ghows, MMA fighting, Reality
TV, and Burning Man, - between that sort of crap most have lost interest in the

circus. o

1]

Pity. o

3t

Ti ch. Maybe it serves them. I'f | think
the stinking fire jumps they made me do, the lack of access to a real body of
water, no night play, the time | saw Rex eat Reynaldo, well they deserve it, and

then therebés my mother. o

AYoubve never mentioned her. 0
AGeez |1 6m being sentimental . o
ANo, really 1 6m interested. O
AWell to be more objective about 1t, [|ion

we were separately early. o

AfnThat 6s sad. 0O



spl

na

216

AA | ong time ago. o
Al didndt know you I|lions | iked water?0
Al know itdéds often thought of as a tiger

ash and swim. o0

AAt | east they never housed you with a ti
AHa! o

AThere ya go buddy, | adlerimerjecee Billt hat , 0 Ted
dvertently peed. It didndédt matter i f pl a

own floor. Ted, and most of the others were nice about it. Quickly the man got a

mop, one with an extra-long handle and cleaned up the urine.

3t

Grrrahh, o Bill l et out a slow growl of t

3t

No problem buddy. |l | ove you guy. o

What? That was nice, even sweet. Man, Bill thought, | am tame as all

shit. | even liked that.

t

h a

The wreck came sudden and unusually.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

AHe6s alive, but i f we dondét do somet hing
t leg. o
Al see. O
Al know there are ethics questions, but vy
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A understand. And | am willing to help.
get donated bone, flesh and vein to graph within the two hours life limit we have,
and really from studying option in my imagination | have no doubt that it is our

wi ndow. 0O

A Dr raniKhis is Marathon, Texas in the middle of nowhere southwest
Texas. It would take us 4 hours to get a doctor anywhere near your qualifications
here even if they were dressed and ready and already at a private airport. The

spare parts,anbuwhydaybéat@werk, if we can fin

AYeah, your misfortune catching pneumoni a

Big Bend was this young mandés only hope. 0

Kri shna and Lord Shiva. o0

3t

Wh at was t hat?0

3t

AOh, just a myth fr onitheackmeddopgpHoé back i n |
things. Wel | | | dondt have a problem operat
but éeo

Al feel sorry for the lion, 0 sobbed a nur

ALIi on?0

AOh yeah this man was the handler for a <c

hold of the 18-wheel rig when it flipped. The lion died. The man lived. The police

say they saw a mouse run of the cargo hol d u
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AThe perirmasssofi nodbedxyy rati o to gravity and

second doctor.

AA | ion, 0 mused Dr. Kurani out | oud again
AWhat about it?o0
AwWell, I f we are going to take profession

after just getting out of the hospital with the tail end of pneumonia, why not try the
Harvard Study. In it the researchers speculated that big cat bone could be used
for graphs, and even their veins used as temporary blood flow support, until a

human replacement was acquired. o

NGeez a |iondbs bone in a man, 0 said the n

1]

Exactly, o replied Kurani

AUTHOR'S NOTE & BIO (as per her email to FOTD):

Dear Edita:

| am writing to you seeking a publisher who shares my enthusiasm in
uncovering the voices of women who ar e
fiction. Based on my research, | understand that you have an interest in
multicultural/ethnic literature as wellas wam 0 s  fl chasé to aus
my writing on the lives of a handful of Latina women living emotionally
precarious lives on the edges of society, whose voices and stories are under
represented in womenods | iteratriure. |
stories, (58,041 words), and the stories in my collection are written about
women from various walks of life and at different stages of their lives.

The stories of these womends | ives
experiences of exploitation, violence, and powerlessness, sometimes
resulting in pain, and despair in their turbulent worlBut these stories also
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tell of these wcemselhltsempowdrsdahlem and givesn o f |
them the will to sustain. These stories resonate on a deeply emotional level
I honed my creative writing skills writing appellate briefs for many
years, where it was required that you spin broken flax into gold. Ispsat
some time studying writing with the author, John Rechy, and found that |
too, had a personal identity with, and interest, in the themes of Los
Angel esb6s neighborhoods, and the peopl
clients | worked with in the fids of law and psychology, who shared their
stories with me, | developed a process to put these stories, and my passion
for this area and its inhabitants into words with a fresh perspective. | have
two selfpublished novelslhe Fortunate AccidenandA Wanan Like Me,
on Amazon, Barnes and Noble, Kindle, KOBO, Waterstones, etc. My website
Is: https://www.francinerodriguezauthor.com

EDITOR'S BIO : Chitra Gopalakrishnan uses her ardourviwiting, wing
to wing, to break firewalls between nonfiction and fiction, narratology and
psychoanalysis, marginalia and manuscript and-tsee and capitalism.

As a New DelHrased journalist and a social development communicator
for 30 years, she enjoyhkis career of trying to figure out issues of social
development and its impacg or the lack of it; on people. As a woman of
color, she hears the voice of women on the margins more clearly than
others.

Her fiction has appeared in the Celestial Echa®rBlack Hare Press,
Fantasia Divinity, Me First Magazine, Reedsy, Terror House Magazine,
Unpublished Platform, Literary Yard, Truancy, eShe, Literati Magazine,
Spillwords, Fleas on the Dog, Twist and Twain, Velvet lllusion, CafeLit, Sky
Island Journal,carlet Leaf Review, Breaking Rules Publishing and Runcible
Spoon, among others. Her stdBgil Deniedappeared in Issue 6 (Fiction),


https://www.francinerodriguezauthor.com/

220

3 (THREE) SHORTS

By Mike Clough

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor ADAM KELLY MORTON writes:

These three short pieces by Mike Clough take readers on a journey to exotic

and often dangerous places. Emotional connections that are made and

broken feature in the narrattatdés tr ave
are full of regret and fear, while conveying experience that is meaningful.

The language is strong and visceral, while subtle enough in moments to

express feeling without spelling it out:

how | r etmeonohtgde e d it .

ARThe ¢ t
[ k rats with saucer =eye:

y w
buil d S

It a
ngs. B
Meanwhile, even the more strictly descriptive passages are often quite

effective at transporting the reader not only in time and place, but in mood
as well:

i | pedithe driver, thanked him in Portuguese, and then asked him to
confirm in English the time hedd be b:
from a square of sorts, a huddle of cheap Formica tables. After about a

hundred yards, | passed a sign for whatiegsed must be the sacred
cave...the depiction so badly faded it

Overall, these three immersive stories have plenty of mystery, agony and
love

(Spacing and font size are authoros o0\
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3 Shorts by Mike Clough
Agapito and the Sacred Cave

The twcehour ride took me past Corcovado where, unsurprisingly, all theists
with backpacks and bottles of water disembarked. | watched them trundle away from
the station towards stalls selling cheap wooden masks and cans of unbranded cola. The
RNAOSNI KFR | OAIINBGGS oNBF1Z f SftogenylB | I Ay 2
not | would almost certainly have melted in the heat. The-fiiaute wait for the bus
KFR 0SSy Sy2daAK (2 a2l Y& &AKANHBcEsuit. WR AlG RAF
harm in arriving hot and sweaty though, | supposed. There av@lmanner of

A2YYSGNER (2 AGXodr NBFESOUGA2Y 2F (GKS G2NNAR

At last the driver stubbed out his cigarette and got back on. While he failed to
acknowledge me not even anodoralooklL 61 Ay QG SyGANBte o620KS!
jouNyS&@ LQOQR LINBFSNI G2 06S YI{l{Ay3a ft2ySs FIEN I ¢
the gears, the exhaust rattling, we ascended the narrow road towards the jungle. Every
so often we'd come across a dusty clearing, with no more than eight or nine huts
sattered here and there, children and dogs rushing out to greet us. We stopped twice,
once for the driver to have another cigarette, and then for an old Indian woman with a

black shawl wrapped around her face.

At first | thought they were arguing, two sl voices competing to be heard. But
you can never tell with the Latin temperament. For all | knew they were exchanging
pleasantries. Forty degrees in the shade would be enough to unhinge the calmest of
temperaments, after all. She sat as far awaynfrme as possible, taking a seat at the

front, and not for a second ceasing her jabber.

LG 200daNNBR G2 YS (KSy GKFIG LOQR yS@OSNI NBI €
aSyasSo 9gSyidzZ tftesx (26l NRa GKS SwhReE 6SQR 0



222

SOSNEGIKAY3A FNRY 2dzNJ 6SRa G2 2dz2NJ ySGég2N] 27
2y GKAA o0dza (23S0HKSNW LF 2y Iy SIENIASN OAaAh
L 61&d ONITeXoedKSQR KIFIFS 06SSye. Ay KAa (GNMzyla:z

The bus terminated at a village jutting out of the mountainside, its few adobe

pensions looking they would soon collapse into the ocean.

| tipped the driver, thanked him in Portuguese, and then asked him to confirm in
English the time he'd be bacKe pointed to a path leading away from a square of sorts,
a huddle of cheap Formica tables. After about a hundred yards, | passed a sign for what
| guessed must be the sacred cave.....the depiction so badly faded it could have been for

anything.

Pushingahead, taking deep breaths, | followed along for almost a mile climbing
higher and higher, stopping every few feet to swig water. Poor Agapito! | imagined him
hurrying ahead, calling over his shoulder for me to catch him. Then again in all
likelihood h@ R KI @S 0SSy adz {Ay3az GSttAy3a YS KS g4l
GKS NB&a2NI SeSAy3d dzld e2dzy3 YSyYy Ay GAIKG { LIS
KSNEodddl YAftAZ2Y &@SIENARA 32 A0 ASSYSROODOPDK2

believe and then sucked each other off in the bushes.

When out of a relationship, you tend to worry about silly things. It occurred to me
that | might faint from heat exhaustion and be found dead and alone, weeks if not
months from now, a shrivelled corps&he incessant hum of the jungle had me thinking
about strange, lurking creatures, how a jaguar or leopard was waiting to pounce and

drag me away to its den.

At last | came to a wide, open plateau. There were more signs, some planted in the
ground, othersnailed to trees, all pointing to a dusty track at the end of which | saw
what appeared to be a monument or tomb, the remains of thick, ancient roots
entangled across its entrance. Unsurprisingly the place was deserted. | guess no one
had been hereinyddB X ®LISNKF LJA y 20 aAyOS ! 3L LAG2 YR Y
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Strangely, there was a child's desk under the cover of a tipuana tree, and beneath
this, along with a board marked with prices, a box of dusty helmets and flashlights. Back
GKSY GKSNBQR 0SSy Even Ho@.aRut nbwitseemedydt $iarl tol 2 dzNA
make your own way down. | fished around for a helmet and batteries, and then,
inwardly saying a prayer to whatever god ruled the sacred cave, ducked through the

entrance.

A flight of stone steps led almost vedity down for about a hundred feet. It then
leveled off into a narrow corridor which turned a corner, the flashlight illuminating the
cold, dripping limestone walls. There were arrows, which | was thankful of, and also the
occasional sign telling you tkeep your head* | chuckled, presuming it to be a lapse of

translation.

In truth, I'd forgotten how labyrinthine it was. Everywhere paths led into dark
recesses. Most of these were either fenced off or had warnings about keeping to the
main route,which is what | did, following on until | came to a vast opening with a pool
of light streaming in from an aperture, stalactites hanging from the surrounding
structure. Concerned by the possibility of the batteries draining and the backups failing,
| flicked off the flashlight. When a cloud shifted across the sun everything became

preternaturally dark, and | felt entombed in the stark, rigid earth.

When the sun blinked through | saw another path lower down, disappearing into a
chasm. There were no wangs, at least none that | could see, and so | decided to
continue onwards, the roof so low | had to duck to make my way through. Eventually it
opened into a second fissure, about a quarter the size of the last and without the
benefit of any natural light | had to be careful not to trip over the ancient forest of
stalagmites. It all seemed so solid in here, so eternal, as if nothing had changed in a
million years. Just as | was thinking this a huge drop splashed against my helmet,

striking it with suctorce | thought the roof was falling in.
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| turned to go, the flashlight illuminating the black, crenulated wall to the side of me,
and then | saw what at first | thought to be some ancient writing, from the era of the
Aztecs or long before, propoundingethvisdom of the ages perhaps, some divine truth.

Only as | stroked the light across it did | see it was graffiti: Johnny WOZ Here '98, Reggie

[ dzpad 13X GKIFG {AYyR 2F (KAy3o® YR GKSNB A
our names inside, deeplyINR2 @2 O G A PSS FT2N) GKSy ® YR 2K Y
G22XXFYR I §S¢6R YS&aal3asS | 062dzi FdzOlAy3Io L d

against the wall | felt its coldness penetrate my flesh. Slowly, | traced a finger across our

names. David/Agapitd-orever.

And then the clouds drifted back across the sun. At the same time the batteries in
the flashlight failed. | cannot begin to describe how intolerably cold and bleak it all was.
Shaking the flashlight violently, | longed to return to the outside worldygamn the bus
again listening to the driver and the old Indian, or even to be with all those tourists
flocking around the market buying trinkets and cans of unbranded cola, or better still, to
be on the beach with Agapito, admiring young men playing yod# and Frisbee, the
YFGSNRAFE 2F GKSANI (NdHMzy1a a2 GFdzi &2dz O2dzZ R
GKAALISNBER® WL f2@0S @&2dz ! A LAG2d D2R K2g L YA

AUTHOROG S ThOfhree:stories are all about confronting change.

With Agapitg a gay man seeks a manner of solace from travelling to a tourist

site near Rio which he last visited with his lover. Although schmaltziness has

Ada LI Fa0Ses KM ily AGa oA3I3ISad FlLyo L
remembering the sex they had. The cave is an extended metaphor.

InLove and the Jungkereluctant divorcee has a fling with a local. She invites
him to a ceremony in which he imbibes a o#me drink, and he undergoes a
lustful transformation. As witAgapitqg | steer clear of sentimentality. This is
about libido not love.

In terms of stylelHHomeis the closest | get in these pieces to minimalism. |
prefer works which are easy toa@, in which story, character and meaning
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redrafted several times, editing out any clause, word or punctuation mark
which detracts from the experience. | also tend towardstwhight be
referred to as a multivalent approach, leaving space for interpretation.
America has clearly changed since the serviceman went away. Although he is
derisive of this, it still remains his place of origin, his home. The narrative
events are preented in such a way as to ask questions. Whether change is
ultimately for the good or bad is left unanswered.

AUTHORO S Mikd gféw up on the outskirts of a council housing estate
in Greater Manchester. He worked as a bingo caller and shop assistant before
attending Salford University. As well as teaching at undergraduate level, he has
published short-form literary fiction and is a features contributor to magazines for
writers.

EDI T OR 6 SAdaB Kell Morton is a Montreal-based husband, father (four
kids, all six-and-under), acting teacher, gamer, flmmaker, and writer. He has
been published in Spelk, The Junction, Anti-Heroin Chic, The Fiction Pool, Open
Pen London, and Talking Soup, among others. He has an upcoming piece in A
Wild and Precious Life: A Recovery Anthology, to be published in 2020. His story
See These Stars was published in Issue 6.
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THE WAVE EQUATION

By Mark Antokas

WHY ILIKEIT: Guest editor HEATHERWNHI TED
Equation” is a very fit name for Mark Antokas' story, as not only does the actual
equation feature in it, but water comes forth as a powerful theme and in some ways, a
template for the story'saptivating nonlinear structure. Much like waves stktory ebbs
through crests and troughs; the reader drifts between timelines, characters, and points
of view, though a young man named Blake and the people he loves are most central.
The relationships at play here are varioutiguing, and complex; ronmdic, fraternal,
maternal. Rescuer and the rescued. Blake's two closest loves, the driving forces of his
story, are a beautiful older woman named Isabelle and his brother, whom Blake was
born 15 years after. A painful dynamic develops that draws the read€ap't Antokas
uses language and description in a sometimes devastatayg drawing the reader into
Blake's losses and heartbreaks with shdescriptions. We meet characters as
apparitions, some not named until nearly the very ehdunting the storyn a way. The
Wave Equation is a captivatisgpry thatlingers.

Walking down to a stony beach one day, no one special, someone who did
elephants to airplanes, horses to classical music, just a writer, just one soul
looking for something that day onankly beach, found a young man on the
sand who was bleeding, broken, in shock. The surf that day crashed into the
shore, closing in hard, like bricks falling from the sky. Waves struck and pulled
and sucked everything in their way.

Out there on thatdt plate of a rock, where rocks beat salt from the ocean,

serving himself out like an offering to a hungry fate, a sacrifice to the sea,
Blake laughed a bitter Cinnar.

THE WAVE EQUATION

She was irreverent at times. Artists always were, at least to him.

wr
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About orgasms she said to Bl ake, nAVel c
she added, Amultiplied by wave | ength.
and raised in a cloak of innocen&agw he was outclassed, in over his head,
but he went for it anyway.
That was a time before the difference in their ages mattered, when all he
could do was watch her beautiful mouth when she spoke, when they laughed
together, when she took pink purptses in promise from him, even though
shedd taken them from men so many t i me
when there was a radiation between the two, when there was something
special in the way that they looked at each other. From him, shining eyes
smiling, blood rushing, and from her, a faultless pirouette.
AThe wave equation, 0 she explained.
There is something to be said about waves. They are constant, and in
motion and have a force. From a ripple, to a wave, to a wall, they can grow.
Lappng shoreside childlike, innocent and harmless, they have an elemental
sound. It is music. The sea, gently caressing or ripping apart, floating gently
or dragging you under. The sea can build and gather momentum, frighten,
and come crashing into the sharevhich you reside. The sea can create
upheaval and change, transforming landscapes and relationships and souls

and then, dissipate. But waves can always bring you back. The natural world
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creates them, and as long as there have been oceans in théheypHdve
existed. They continue to affect.
Walking down to a stony beach one day, no one special, someone who
did elephants to airplanes, horses to classical music, just a writer, just one
soul looking for something that day on a lonely beach, f@aupoung man
on the sand who was bleeding, broken, in shock. The surf that day crashed
into the shore, closing in hard, like bricks falling from the sky. Waves struck
and pulled and sucked everything in ¢t

complete compreheim, seeking the story, the writer cut a path through a

jungle to understand. The hurt young 1
I get a doctor?0 the writer said. Me t
trepidation was t hesitwation poandetlsatthbi t e, e me
heart, fAwhat can | do? Here, | et me cC

The writer had been bivouacking the deserted beach, working hard on a
novel, a story on human predilections, trying to hammer out a philosophy of
cause andfeect, motives and loneliness, on power and morality, a
philosophy not yet there. The writer was broke and in a professional mess.
Perhaps here, together with the elemental power of the place, a center could

be found.
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AMy br ot her , 0 Blalanke exceptdor the.wavéshaedythe w e
sand and the sky. A few odd birds meandered aftermath.

ADond6t talk now, save your strengt h,
would be a long run up in the heat of ambrning, rushing up the rocky
path to the Jlage, a telephone call, and then the run back down to the
beach. The endless wait for the nearest doctor. At least two hours, and only
then if the doctor could be reached.

AMy brother pulled me from the sea. o
runningsloy from a gash on the side of BI a
for a backpack, pull ed a towel from ¢t}

It was earlier that morning, in diversion, that Blake took with him a
sketch pad, a few pencils and some memoriesndovhe beach, to a rock
outcropping by the sea. He was an American, lonely and acetic and on
holiday. With him that day, he had also brought along a history.

He sat at this early time of day, quiet, contemplative, resigned and
absorbed with his pagbn this pita of a flat rock by the sea. It was Isabelle
who had shown him this place.

Sheer cliffs rose above him from behind. Walls of granite for eons stood
defiant of sea and time. Thorny plants grew between crevasses, prospered in

season, ancen receded back. Birds careened overhead according to plan.
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Wild goats negotiated impossible pathways. Little indentations worn into the
rock sheltered marine life in tide pools. An inaccessible shoreline was both
caused by and protected by the sea, lienggs an unpredictable, narrow
inlet of a beach, a natural vortex should the wind be right.

Together, in early rosy mornings they had taken the swim, art materials
held in mouths in zip locked bags, gliding naked through the morning calm,

making lowe, speaking the truth as they knew it, toying with art.

AHel |l o brother, 0 on that beaten smoo
the red wine of his brotheros voice, I
wind, and in his miwod, ifii?® has been a\
O0Yes, It i s good to talk with you ag:

i n his mind the same voice hedd known
always been able to go to his brother for solace, to seek assistance, and
advice. His brother hadveays been there for him.
And the mother who had a curious pregnancy fifteen years after the first.
A foul tempered and distant woman, an accountant, she was as precise in her
life as she was strict in the life of others, again confronted by thebpibgsi
of motherhood. A nomxistent father, a veterinarian on call, concerned more
with his animal practice than he was with his family practice. All that was

left for Blake was a caring older brother.
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Al see you have comei diot tdhitshe splaandt a
Afand attempting art too. One would thi
memories and all .o
AYes. Memories,oO Blake said, Awhat G
roses i n December. o

AOr a punishmentteoedo hwbybranbeéer yo
What is this fascination you have with a dead relationship, impossible from

the beginning?o

Al dm able to handle it, okay? What h
not because of you. Mi s tex@usiagsabesrane m t o |
behavior. Accidents, if you I|like. 0o AN«
a requiem or two. fAlt ended, thatos al

AStrange what happens in |ife, o0 the

able to get a finer perspective amow. Never would have thought of it
while | was alive. Drowned at sea. Silly thing. A small wave really. Bad
footing. She tried to help, sorry for not sayinggdogg e, and al | . 0

Al tell you again, It was nom becaus

Blake drew in a black and snarling line. Using the flat side of the pencil he

marked in a cruel mouth, a stroke too bold for a sensitive man. He
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| mmedi ately regretted i1, He hadno6t t|
her.

It was worse at nighiWherever he went, N.Y., Paris, Berlin, he had
iImages of an alabaster white Isabelle lounging on this same rock. In her
tousled bed and hair in Paris. Naked in front of the fireplace at the cottage
theydd rented one autumnh, oe 8t akier sai ¢l
Adamn all of reality. o No one coul d c:
artist anyway.

ARnScience, 0 Blake recalled her saying
explanation. 0 She thought his work as
science. She thought all sciences unnecessary. Blake put the drawing aside.

The morning was fine, a bright white sun, a few clouds in contrast to a blue
sea. Small waves embraced a dry shore.

Waves. Out in open ocean, free and unrestricted, low ghheiothing to
be afraid of here. Massing under the surface like the base of a moving
mountain, trouble now, traveling rapidly and without hindrance. Nearing
land, and closing in towards a climbing shoreline, a multiplication of the
problem. Velocity slow, becomes more concentrated. Wave heights

increase. Just above the point where the shoreline normally meets the shore,
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wave height is at a maximum. Then it breaks. Strange enough, most of the
damage occurs as the wave recedes back into the sea.

AUeass youdbre out there, 0 Blake attac
covered by anonymity, and thereds no \
found out, 0 Bl ake bristled, fAand youort
Il nto the water t oeoatoftdlance and spentfeomte and
waist down and the woman with you dozes across the rear thwart in
whatever kind of bliss it was that |

AThought wedd been all over that alr
should give it up and start your life again. Have you finished your graduate

studi es?0o0

AYes. O

nRnGot a job?o

ANO. O

AYoubve started s mokihagbeenawhiledince nki ng

wedve talked. o
ADond6ét patronize me, 0 Bl ake exploded
not your |ittle brother anymore, | doi

ADealt a bad hand, were you?o0
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AYoubre god damn eidkyouislphldtakesomed | wo ul
responsibility.o He regretted again.
The thing between Blake and Isabelle had started as a mild flirtation one
summer on this end of road ocean shore, later it had built into a serious
affair. Both were looking for somethiraifferent and not knowing what;
Blake taking solace from the scientific world, with an orderly life, still a
student, just learning of love, of life, and reality. Isabelle the artist, older,
refusing as she always did, in keeping any of her trains oreaspnable
track, still in her mind assuming the position of an arabesque, having played
her part to a dwindling audience in too many bad musicals with men. Older
but no wiser, her life an abstract ballet, she still imagined herself as the artist
dancing ymphlike through life. But it was Adagio without a partner, wit
without wisdom, and the reality was, that time had hardened and sharpened
and honed the edge.
| sabell ebébs history with men read | ik
meeting Blake, Phillinad been her last. He was a concert pianist who cared
more for his hands and his music than he did for her, and her needs. Her last
words with him were this: O6Youdbve mad:¢
forget her art. She choushacho8etodrowrv e t wo

in her own poisons rather than drown in his. It had been hard to give up his
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life and the excitement of the upper echelons of the music world, the
luncheons, the parties, the gala openings and the fund raisers, but she did.
She wasdree of his restrictions.

And Ranier before. Tall and light skinned, and full of dark passions.
Ranier. Handsome, persuasive, exciting. He was from Amsterdam. He was
an independent filmmaker who was constantly visiting faraway places.
Gradually theycame to live together. He was a documentary video voyeur
who left a trail. Later she considered carefully histalkes from places
where women and children cared little about their dress, where they knew
nothing of deviant behavior and they let the caamavade their everyday
movements, where they let him exploit their inmost privacies, even in
defecation. It was then that she decided that there was no future with him.
Ranier made no bones about it, he proved to be intent on sexing almost
everything in s path. Even the drunken Hungarian landlady that night in
the hallway outside their door. Even though Isabelle had just returned from
the abortion clinic that day.

Later that year, Ranier got stoned to death one summer day by the village
elders in tle upper Amazon. He had skipped out with his video footage and a
religious head dress reputed to change the personality of whoever wore it.

His body was found resting in an unnatural position in the jungle near
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Manaus. Isabelle understood more about hishdaféer reviewing some of
the footage returned with his body.

And Percy. Sweet Percy. Her first. They had discovered art together.
They were young. Barely nineteen and getting married under a spreading
apple in the spring when the flowers seemeditean out in scented
blossom color, surrounded by stormat wellwishers holding hands in a
circle in a meadow, all in beads anddige and moccasins. Afterwards they
all celebrated in a makeshift sauna, then bathed naked in a cold stream.

Percycrat ed what he | i ked to call 0Cer el
branches and feathers and industrial refuse. Isabelle ground stones and other
things found in nature into paints. Later Percy found solace in Buddhism.

Still later he shaved his head and weffito the mountains outside
Katmandu, and never came back.

Blake, on his hot shelf by the sea, looked again at his sketch of a cruel
mout h. Three years ago, hedd been hapj

Her hair was blonde that hot summer day. He imaged her wearing white,
with a gossamer veil, and fl owers, but
wearing a tight fitting top, it was red. The word Tsunami was written on her

shirt, it rose ocean blue and then fell across the landscape of her breasts.
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Blue jean cubffs coveredthemk edness hedd seen earl i e
spoke to her, certain that he must.

ATsunami 6s can be generated by aster
said. She was the most exciting ol der
high wire and working withdua net. What would his brother say about her?
AThey usually devastate everything in
waters, but sophisticated.

AWell o, she said with | eisure. Sl own
smil e AYowdd edfeautlt.e0r Shhee felt fl attered
be interested in her. The last few had been older, patrons of her art, grayed,
and in suits. The only art they knew was on the face of whatever currency
they held dear.

She knew she was still bedul. She never had children. A body firm at
fifty. Breasts authentic and still ful
regularly, ate responsibly, and drank little. Outside she was still soft like a
woman, but she suspected a wall, inside and dreg@d in a secret
reservoir which she could recall at any moment. Put to the test she could be
ruthless and exact. Punitive and just. There had been too many men along
the way. She should spare this boy. He was just an innocent. He would get

hurt.
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AnA asteroid hitting the earth coul d
seat next to her in the cafe. Vines covered, a primitive but melodic music
played, a soft breeze wafted in fragrance of wild herbs. Be forward now, he
thought. In control. Olderwomdni ked t hat. #@ANothing can
giant rock coming in at about seventy thousand miles per hour. When they
hit the ocean there is an incredible explosion. A fifty meter object hitting the
ocean at that speed would probably release the equivalent migatons of
TNT. Asteroid and water both vaporize.
ARA perfectly consummated experience.
asked her if she would like another glass of wine and she acquiesced. He
saw her wearing black, and in mourning. The waiter hadi&ik eyes
targeted and focused upon her .

ALeaving a crater under the water tw

object. There is a big hole in the wat
| ong scissors of her t aglaekdnrisesgps. @A Th:e
| i ke a giant fountain in the sky.o

AQuite the orgasm, o0 she said, meani n

the waiter who was bending close. He smelled like fetid cheese, was un

manicured, and had hairy fingers. His Neandertha amned at her.
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Bl ake continued, AWhen it comes back
Tsunami , 0 cocking an eyebrow, as noncl
Erol | FI ynn, he said, Awhat did you s

Al di dndt, 0 Ansaadpeaking withta Bussian dccem .
passed by their table, glanced, murmured something deep throated and
honeyed to himself. He showed his wife, a former dancer gone bust down, to
a seat. The Russian looked again. Isabelle looked back. He saw her in dark
stockings and spiked heels. Yes, Isabelle thought, still beautiful at fifty.

Later that night, after a group fire at the beathe Russian brought a
guitar and sang thick and musically of melodrama and pathos, all the while
looking at her. Someoradse had brought a jug of homemade wine, the cask
was passed and they drank. A joint floated. Pulling Isabelle away from the
fire, they went off together and Isabelle told Blake everything.

She told him of loving and not being loved back, of alwaytnmherself
out on a line and getting nothing back but hurt. She told him of
disappointments and expectations and betrayals, of getting her face thrust
into the earth just when she was vulnerable the most. She told him she would
not stay. She warned hiabout the hardness of her soul.

And then on that beach, not one hundred meters from the rock on which

Blake sat attempting art that morning, they made love for the first time. It

c
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was more than three years agopokeAfter we

AThis can never | ast, you know that,

ABut why?0 the innocent said. He wa
her, and in love, lost and not caring.

AfBecause what | do now is sweep. | d
back out. Look, there gets a point in your life when it alhse®o short,
when every morning you awake and you t

with your yesterdays. So many things not painted. My art is in myself, for

myself, and | cannot share it anymor e.
Al canot ever | eave Yot It odbon &th oava m
AYou are too young, 0 she said, Anwe |

can never be satisfied. | am an artist, and with men | get bored quickly. |
move on. o
Out there on that hot plate of a rock, where rocks beat satttfre
ocean, serving himself out like an offering to a hungry fate, a sacrifice to the
sea, Blake laughed a bitter Cinnar. She had given him almost two years;
| onger than shedd promised. Now he wa:

relationships had he? Too many. Gifier another without her, and all for

the wrong reasons without relent.
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His brother and Isabelle. The relationship a cold dish set before a
shivering man sprawled out over a burning rock. Art forgotten, Blake laid
his head prone to the sea, listeasdf he could hear the rotation of the
earth. In its slow rotation, he thought he understood, in the beat, beat, beat of
inevitability. So tired. Tired now. Weary of the problems connected with
fragile human relationships. Kinetic energy. The actuapbae®ed to the
potential. The lurking. The destructive. The dormant power of masses in
motion. Isabelle had been the first. Isabelle had been the last. Who could
argue with Tsunami ? Waves, he thought,
and how our lives changes a result. Blake hit the metamorphic resistance
of the rock.

Out at sea.

A wave capsized and sank a boat. All hands lost and no one to bury.

The first words Isabelle said upon meeting his brother was at an
exhibition 1 n biteavhadsuggésted tiely go koebiusfish
the next morning.

AMen who fi sh, bait hooks and sink |
stroke of good luck, o0 I sabelle said i:1

~

AMy, a touch of gmaakye aat ntahne. tYeonup | deosn Odt (
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you have to fish. And such curly black hair. Is it possible that you are

i ntelligent as well ?0

Al only fish in places where | can e
can never be di sappoihebestdecoursebnthe f ound
face of uncertainty and danger . o0 he si
after prizes | candét keep, 0 he coul dni¢
provocative woman. o He gl anced at Bl al
forher and thought to end it before it
| i stens, | i ke the town that negotiat e:
He wanted her and she knew it, fdand
asked, touching the lapel of his overcivean appreciative manner.

AArt surrounds us. You just need to
met aphor. And there is no art as beaut
looking at Blake. Isabelle smiled but did not reply.

The wind and the waees began. On his rock by the sea, Blake turned, for

it was a different voice now, one which came from the mounting weather.

Altds not your fault, o0 she said wher
footsteps in the sand, i Atdftykshoald ways he
have known better. o

AWhy did you go? What were you think
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N

You were just a boyo
AAnd my brother? Was he so much bett

on shore with me? That day, | waited and waitetll the taverna closed,

and even mor e. | coul dndét bear to | ea\
away his attempt at art, failed to not
wind begin to howl, Aand you, 0 his voi
tempest, Asl eeping in the sun, spent

either of you now. o
Blake looked up at the clouds gathering. At the weather cooling and a
summer chill in the air, the waves larger now and drawing near, closing in,
developim , massing and stil]l he did not mc
only pal. | trusted you. You took her away from me. Oh yeah. Tell me again,
some things are not meant to be. What
Far out at sea a wave had formed and tea/el all directions. One of
these waves traveled far, and it now crested, and broke over him on the flat
rock on which he sat.
The wave pulled Blake, clutching at nothing, out from the shore, brought
him back, hurling him into the rock. The resulfiswell pulled him back out,

clawing at a smooth and unhelpful surface, without relent, time and time
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again, until Blake thought he could stand it no more. He cried out even
though he knew he was alone. That is when he got some help.

The writer hado keep Blake cogent, had to keep him from slipping into
unconsciousness, had run up to the taverna, had to alert a sleepy waiter

running stubby fingers through his tousled hair. The waiter conjured up the

doctordéds number i n hialvisedabhlebstanrhdur.di al e (
ATel | me again what happened. 0

Al thought it just a silly disagreem
had cooled with her, butéo

ANo. On the rock | mean. What happen
wave? Thatitvws comi ng? Did you slip?o

ANo. |l did not slip. The wave did no
coherence, Bl ake asked, fAiWhat do you

The writer thought it an odd question, but had to keep him talking,
needed hm to stay conscious. Being a writer, approaching from the
academic, she said, NnScience breaks t|
mathematical formula understandable as an absolute value without
emotion. 0 Bl ake moved hiisagréeetlred fr om si
writer continued, AArt portrays the hi

of vi ew at the time he exists. o The wi
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AThen she went out to paint him fish

Afeven though she hated the smell of fi
hold her down. No one could hold her |
AWhere is your askedot her , 0 the writer
AFirst he went. Must have hit his he

for both of them, there was nowhere t
AThey both drowned?o

Bl ake was in delirium now, broken bI
brother was there, he hetbe me, he pul l ed me from t he
Rushing, unaccustomed to physical demands, the doctor made his way
awkwardly down the path and over the rocks to his patient. He attended to

Bl ake while asking questions. AHow | ol
Al found hi m about mtasihave takeuhinsoutaHgo, t h
keeps saying something about his brot!l

AHIi s brother ?o0

AYes. He died at sea. o0 The writer sa
AWhat i1 s your name. For the report. o
AMy name is Rachel. | am here workin
AHe wil | need someone to stay with h

ambul ance and stretcher. Wi ll you st a\)
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AYes. | will take care of him, 0 the
the beach, waves continued to break, disturbmnalisstones and sand,

pulling out the shore in rearrangement and then returning once again.

AUTHORGS MNOTEB:oudre sitting naked on t
Greece. And a word and a phrase comes to you, first as fine droplets, as you
watch the undulatingister of the earth. It crashes in with unending power

and hubris.

In the caldron of your mind you think now of all the relationships gone

awry, and you put aside the final edit of that novel of Christmas, and winter,
and New York City, to make notes, epleral ideas to paper, of science and

art and relationships.

Afterwards, you make that climb up a craggy path tadkiernawvhere you

touch others in social greetings and make more notes on humanity. You
return to that beach and the wave equation is @dhfi he story is

resurrected again and again and it is finally released from the drawer and
done.

Since | was a child, any book that came across my hungry eyes, was a
target. | went through the usual suspects, Tarzan, Moby Dicksfiatilpn
Hot-Rod novel®f the fifties. | even did a stint with the Russian Masters. It
was the sixties which radicalized my brain. Vonnegut, Kesey, Marx. But it
was the writers of the thirties which took hold of me. Hemingway for certain,
and Faulkner, but most powerful for mas John Steinbeck, and | try to get

to that perfect character and plot point carried by superb English sentences,
in my work. Perhaps someday, | will.

My uncle, a former high school English teacher and poet, once told me that
the purpose of literature wde entertain. | answered that the purpose of
literature is to educate the masses. Somewhere in between, | suspect, is the
answer.

You can access me on Facebook, Mark Antokas, and my writer's: webpage
at MarkAntokasRaconteurandWriter.com



247

AUTHOROG S ABHorOMark Antokas has traveled the world in all

manner of conveyances, on water, on land, and in the sky. Having in the past
had altogether too many jobs, professionally and otherwise, there be too
many hats for this rack. All grist forehmill. Experience. What we do.

Write.

Spending time equally between the Greek Islands of the Aegean in the

summers, the author winters in the U.S. and is currently restoring a 1977

Nautor Swan 43 in the Cape Canaveral, Florida &tedas two published

novels on Amazon, Aln the path of Exi/l
19676 9, 0 and, AAnother Noel .06 Currently
coll ection which has a working title ¢
and | Bel i eved Ypohlishad Swmmer2d20.s houl d be
EDI T OR 6 SHedherQVhited is originally from just outside Nashville,
Tennessee, and after many changes of her major, somehow graduated

from Western Kentucky University on time in 2006 with a degree in creative
writing and theater. After a few years working and tranglthat saw her
hanging out on no fewer than three continents and gave her the chance to
try vegetarian haggis, Heather returned to Nashville to obtain a Master's
degree in education. She now lives in Portland, Oregon, where she teaches
in the public schols and at Portland State University. When not writing,

she plays on a killer Harry Potter trivia team and a general knowledge one
too, spends time with her dog, does not go camping, ever, and tries not to

think too much about the vegetarian haggis.
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The Deathof Brutus

By Mark Tulin

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor JOHN SHEIRER writed:remember

learning a term back in college English clags:Medias Reéstarting in

the middle). I like how this story jumps right into the central quest of the

tale-OEA POOOOEO T £ A 1T Ax Ewihd&AyOo O Agb
overdone backstory about Betty, the narrator, or the situation. We learn

more than enough abouthem just by knowing that Betty wants another

EAI OOAO AT A OEA 1T AOOAOI O EO CiETC O |
how the dialogue in this story reflects natural human conversation in an

understated but powerful way. The little details are tellifgere, and one

of my favorites is the two types of hamsters: long hair and regular. Who

ET Axe "AOOU ET Axh OEAOB8O xET h AT A OEAC
insight into her character that multiple paragraphs of exposition from a

x AAEAO x OE O Aide. Mdst®f ally | apptecideQHe uncertain

and overlapping caregiver roles in the story: The narrator cares for Betty

as best he can while Betty, in her way, cares for the hamsters as best she

can. And the manager of the pet shop sums up the relatiggshind most

of human nature in this insightful moment, my favorite section of the

story:

@ettyd OAEA OEA 1 AT ACAO OOUEIT ¢ O EEA/
that there are no guarantees. If you clean the cage, change the water, and
ATT60 1T OAOEAAAA OEA EAI OOAOh EAS8IT T 1 EO;

SEA 11T AAAA EAO EAAA AOO AEAT 60 1 EOO,

(Spacing and fontsizA OA AOOET 060 1 x1 8QqQ %AOS8



The Death of Brutus

By Mark Tulin

O' Aéready; x A 8goidgl O Betty commanded from her wheelchair.

O 7 E A Odsked,snappingon my plastic gloves.

ved @dingto getanother hamster. Brutus needscompany. ( A alifile
down in the dumps,and | think anew brother would cheerhim OB 8 6

Betty dE A Ise@r®e roll my eyes. All | could think was, herewe go again!

@ond you think the/ 8 " QviEing re enoughcompanyfor " O O O (aékedd

O. D& A tetadeh. Heneedsai AT AA 6
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Betty kept buying hamstersand feedingthem food pellets until they endedup

bloated and deadat the bottom of the hamster cage.

O 4 ErA hudgry,6shesaid,taking onein her gnarledfingers. 09 1 &dcltee

yes,you are. You want mommy to give you somethingU Oi | Ue 6

Betty becamedisabled from acar accidentin her mid-thirties, spendingthe

rest of her life in awheelchair. All the aideshave quit working with her for one
reasonor another. | prefer lessobstinate people,but, surprisingly, | found her

abrasive personality a bit charming.

| prepared Betty for the trip, wheeling her into the shower and soapingher

body, lathering her hair with dandruff shampoo,scrubbing her back,and careful not

to miss a spot. It wasalongprocess,but O E Andtdh@half of it. Havingto lift her

and slip on her pants and blouse at the sametime was a major challenge,not to



250

mention changingher catheter bags.

Onceat the corner of Carpinteria Street,the busarrived promptly.

It took about twenty minutes to reach PetsLove where everyonewho worked
there knew Betty.

O ( Eetty, how areyou, A A A € the manager.

O) Bakkfor another little furry £A 1 shes&idd O 4 EoRebetter,beCT T A8 6
| wheeled her to the hamster display, which was a glasscagestackedwith an
assortmentof hamstersand afew random chew toys.

The manager,who had a hairy mole on his cheek,took extra-specialcare of
Betty.

O 7 E Bdelould you like? the longhairsorthe OA CO1 AOOe &

O/ 1,1 had along hair once,and he died on me. Giveme ashort hair. And

MBetty,6said the managertrying to hide his exasperation,0 U krdw that there
are no guarantees If you cleanthe cage changethe water, and A | ToGefeedthe
hamster,EABvell T T CAO86

Shenodded her headbut A E AlisténOShewould go home,cleanthe cageonce
amonth to saveon bedding,and feed him multiple times aday. Thenthe poor
hamster would overeat,and) dird him on his back,stiff asarock with ablurry
death gaze.

Betty held a chubby onein her hands.He squirmed between her gnarled
fingers, then climbed down her floral blouseand onto her lap.

O $youneedanyE A1 Engkéd.
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Mond jdst stand there, Phil? gethim beforehe £ZA1 1 OA &

Helooked up at me with his sad,juju beadeyes. He A E AdvénWiggle or try to
escape.

O 4 Bolieds aE A A DA iBétty.

Shenodded asmuch asshecould, given her disability, and the managerwith
the hairy mole on his cheekput the poor critter into alittle cardboard box for usto
take home.

| attempted to attach the box to the backof the wheelchair, but Betty insisted
that shehold him on her lap.

02 Al AiwAalrappenedto # A1 GRelsaidoO ( dhewedright through the
box,andheran A x AU 8 &

I rememberedall too clearly. We scouredthe neighborhood for hours, unable
to find him. Lucky for us,the managerof Petd_ove gaveus a new one for free.

| unfurled " A O @ngdrs@nd placedthe box between her shaky hands.Her
fingers clutched the box like shewas holding the family jewels.

Everytime Betty felt the hamster nibble on the cardboard box, shesaid
lovingly, © . balby.7 A &éHomesoon,andU 1 Ch@veabig brother toplayx E OE 8 6

Miraculously, the hamster listened, stopped gnawing on the box.

Oncehome, | changedBettyd I@aky catheter and took the hamster to his cage.

| held the hamster box openfor afew secondsnot rushing the hamsterinto his new
home,and,instead, allowing him to sniff around so he could feel safe.l watched him
slowly venture into the cage pausingcautiously,then took afew more stepsand

burrowed completely under the white bedding.
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Asl filled the water bottle, Betty called out from the living room, O ( Eafeis
Caesar!4 E AiG® DA O shetadjust watched Cleopatia on cableand wanted her
new hamster to havea powerful Romannameto goalongwith Brutus.

Asfor Brutus, | A E Adeéhih in the cage He usually greeted me with acouple
of excited squeakswhen | openedthe door or tapped on his water bottle. | searched
under the mound of bedding,and there he was, asstiff asarock. His eyeswere
open,and he had afrozen grin like death was a happy occasion.

O' 1T 1 A'AWGividpered. O hopethat you do better in your next life. |
hope you find happiness wherever you are going. Becausewherever you go,) 6 |
sureit will be better thanthisB1 AAA8 6

| presented the dead hamster to Betty, who was busy cleaningthe wax from
her earswith a Q-tip. When sherealized that Brutus was dead,shecried like a part
of her had died, perhaps conjuring up thoughts of her body mangledin that
unfortunate car crash.

O. Brhtus? youA A TbéAOA A ghArépeated,then looked up at me with her
rheumy eyes.O hought him afew months ago.Hewasalivethisi T O1T ET Ce 6

If | reprimanded her for feeding him too much, O E Agivedme much grief, soll
just stared at Brutus lying like arock on the table with shardsof white bedding
stuckto his greasyfur.

Betty was adreamer, a believer in miracles. Shebelievedthat one day God
would comedown from the heavensand make her walk again.Sheoften invited her
priest to sprinkle her with holy water, which gaveher somehope that her struggles

would one day be over, and her body healed.



253

Wed @dingto saveE E [she@aid.0" O Gvdl Gise from the dead.Wed 1 |
invoke the heavenlyOD E OE 08 6

| felt like saying,O 4 By specialpowers that you have,Betty, is being aroyal
paininthe AOO8 6

Betty put her crooked forefinger on the deadE A | O hda@andgrabbed my
hand, O 7th the power of Godinvestedin me,| commandthe life in your body to
resurrect and becomewhole ACAET 86

A few minutes of awkward silencefollowed. The clouds A E AdpénGp, nor did
abolt of lightning strike Brutus, reviving his limp body that would awakena
hamster version of Frankenstein.

001 A AlGOhésaidwith her eyelidsclosedtight. O " O  lifeCour Brutus;
make him breathe again.Make his tiny legsspin on his brasswheeloncel | OA 8 &

Shekept thumping the poor C O UdseBeadwith her fingertips asthe faith
healersdo on television.

After twenty minutes of failing to revive Brutus, Betty thankfully gaveup.

O 7 Baveto bury E E [ she&aid, craning her stiff neckto look up.
wanted them athis £01 AOA1 86

O! ol sure youwant Caesarto participate? ( A &a@alongday,and) & |
sure E A &ilDadjustingto hisnewA ACA 8 &

Nonsensé\ gnappedBetty. O ( Aadidarty fellow.) &sure he wants to be with
usin our time of OT OOT x 8 6

| put Caesaiin one plastic ball while the / Brien girls shared another, then |
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dugahole in the yard where the sixteen or so other hamsterslay buried. Since
Brutus was a highly religious rodent, accordingto Betty, | got two small twigs and
bound them together to make across.| placedhis rigid body into an eyeglassbox
and put the little casketinto the damp ground. | coveredit with dirt and stuck the
homemadecrossat the headof the tiny gravesite.

Betty clearedher throat and spatinto her napkin. Asadrizzle fell in the
backyard,shebeganher eulogy:O 7 Are gatheredhere today for avery sad
occasion.Brutus, the late son of Betty Krucker, was taken from us for who knows
why. Our family? my health aide, Phil, the / Brien twins, and our newly purchased,
Caesarare all grief-stricken beyondwords. Let us now pray that Brutus finds a
placebyour AOAAOEOBDA8S

| flicked my lighter in the air to commemoratethe solemnoccasion.

Betty pointed her crooked finger at me,indicating that it was my turn to speak.

| clearedmy throat. O) &mOvln Brutus for the pastsix months, and, in all that
time, E A Be@er oncebitten or scratchedme. He had always beenappreciative of the
food and water that he received. Nevercomplained,i T AA 8 6

O- 1 Ciktly dhouted.

Asthe rain fell harder, | continued, making it up asl went along.
place him in the plastic ball when | cleanedhis cageand watched him roll around
the house,knocking into walls and furniture, often getting lodgedin the corner of
the room, squealingto let me know when he neededhelp. He always enjoyed when |

sanghim the BeatlessongOb-La-Di, Ob-La-Da8 6
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Justthen, | heard somesquealingcoming from the ground. Couldit be? | put
my ear to the ground and listened closer. The squealsgrew louder. | quickly
scoopedthe casketout with my handsand openedit. To my astonishment,Brutus
had his eyesopenand wiggling his whiskers, happy to seeme. GoodGod!l was
almost certain when we put him in the caskethe was dead!

O! 1 Adnhdsbouted. She crossedherself,and let out along, pronounced sigh
to the heavens.
over his body, sayinghow much shemissedhim, and that the power of Godreally
doesexist. There was afew minutes of joyful cuddling, then the rains came down
harder and we all went inside.

O 7 E do@e haveto A A Betty asked.O 4 Bds@Drection businessmakesme
hungry!o

| smiled. | knew what mealthat sheloveswhen O E Adebrating.

| microwaveda3 x AT O$alisBufy Steakwith mashedpotatoesand gravy,

= n

andreturned the/ & " Orwidsito their cage There wasjust joy and happinessin

A A N = z

arms and legs. Shelet Caesarand Brutus walk on the dining room table assheate
her TV dinner, feeding both someof her peachcobbler with gnarled fingers.

09 1 Ghe Quikstlittle brothers, | ever O A xshedpurred lovingly.

END
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A UT H O RNDSE: TheDeathof Brutuswasinspiredby severalclientsl
assistedluringtheyearl workedasa healthcareaide.l wasfascinatedby a
coupleof womenjn particular, whousedwheelchairsandneedecaround
the-clockcare.l empathizeavith their pain andsufferingbutwasmore
fascinatedoy their quirky personalitieghat mayhavedevelopedrom
dealingwith varioushealthcareaideswhohaddiffering skill levelsand
charactertraits. | wasintrigued by thewomen'sability to dealwith
adversity especiallybeingdependenbn peopleto shower dress,andsee
themat their mostvulnerabletimes. Venturinginto the communityin a
wheelchair presentednanyobstaclesi.e., Bettygettingon thebus,
shoppinganddealingwith condescendingeople Workingwith the
severelydisabledtaughtmethat no matterhowdesperatea person'dife is,
peopleseekthe samethingd connectionln Betty'scase ,sheconnectedvith
hamstersandreligion. My work hasbeeninspiredby thosewriters who
demonstrate@ certaincreativemadnessuchas CharlesBukowskiPhilip
Roth,andHenryMiller. Twoof mymainwriting goalsaretelling a good
storywithoutbeingboring andfinding thetruth in mycharacter® themore
painful,the better.

AUTHOR & BIO: Mark Tulin is a former therapist from Philadelphia who
now lives in CaliforniaHe has two poetry bookkjagical Yogisand

Awkward GraceHis upcoming bookThe Asthmatic Kid and Other Stories
available to preorder. Mark has been featured in Amethyst Review, S¢rand
Publishers, Fiction on the Web, Terror House Magazine, Trembling with
Fear, Life In The Time, Still Point Journal, The Writing Disorder, New
Readers Magazine, among othelk$a r k 6 s QvewlkOs The ¥ire

EDITOR & BIO: John Sheirer( pr on o u recreod) fAsihvyes 1 n
Northampton, Massachusetts, with his wonderful wife Betsy and happy dog
Libby. He has taught writing and communications for 27 years at Asnuntuck
Community College in Enfield, Connecticut, wherediso serves as editor

and faculty advisor foFreshwater Literary Journalsubmissions welcome).

He writes a monthly column on current events for his hometown newspaper,
theDaily Hampshire Gazetfeand his books include memoir, fiction, poetry,
essayspolitical satire, and photography. His most recent bodleiser

Cabin,a fictionalized journal of a man isolating himself during the current
pandemic. (All proceeds from this book will benefit panderelated

charities.) Find him at JohnSheirer.com HegBIG LITTLE DOG was
published in Issue 6 (Fiction).


http://www.crowonthewire.com/
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Se firmaron los acuerdos de
paz.

The peace agreements were
signed.

P EA@E:amilo Aguirre

WHY WE LIKE IT: Pictures were the first words and strings of images
the first stories. And though they eve

and oO0literatured, the combined medi um
books and yaoi to t ht&piegadmamiiisstiliwithat ed 0 |
us and the message iIis strong. I n Camil

hybrid, the black and white images, like virtual linocuts, bolster the stark
meaning behind the words to become icons of protest. A talented young
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graphic writer who parks his conscience front and center and whose
foreboding words/images hit hard.

Afuera de los campamentos
merodeaban asesinos. El
tiempo pasaba y el gobierno
no actuaba

Killers were hanging outside
the camps. Time passed and
the government did not act.
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Muchos intentaron escapar,

a muchos los mataron.

Many tried to escape, many
were Killed.

260
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Algunos jovenes escaparon y

los reclutaron otros grupos.

Some young I)('()')I(' ('\(':l[)('(l

and recruited other groups.
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Muchos atin esperan por la
paz

Many still wait for peace.

AUTHORO S Reack 5 a small comic narrating the violence in the
aftermath of the Colombian armed conflict. Peace's panels are based on
testimonies from interviews to former FARC guerrillas who demobilized
after the peace treaty and then were violently persecuteiffényedt forces
including the State's. It is an attempt to explain the continuity of violence
and how peace is a laborious effort that implicates all the members of a
society. Stylistically it is inspired in the wordless novels from the early
twentieth cetury with authors such as Frans Masereel, Lynd Ward or
Laurence Hyde, and of course the graphic artists during the Mexican
revoulution such as Jose Guadalupe Posada or Alfredo Zalce. The image
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sequences in wordless novels have an economy in terms oéBtogythat
appeal to symbolism and allegory mixing lyricism with communication
effectiveness.

AUTHOROG S Cantlld AQuirre is a Colombian cartoonist. Visit him at

https://camileaguirre.wixsite.com/comics/
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NAKED

By Elizabeth Kilani

WHY WE LIKE IT: | f truety@usan love something without completely

understanding it, then we | ove ONaked:¢
roofr ai sing approach to fiction. There i
finding yourself in a Fun House room swamped by a sea afdre|that

reach to the ceiling. But itbdés al so a

bit House of Usher. There is honest to goodness heart inside the art here
and powerful fuck you moments that are just well..spellbinding. Enraging,

engrossingandwititen i n outsider prose thatos t
please.

NAKED

EDonét threaten me with | o
Hol i day, Eletés just go wa
Elém |like a bird, | wann

donet know where my soul i
know where my home is. B ut baby all |
need for you ¢t NelyFarado i s §)

Everybody calls it the eightyeai t ch or i s it six or se\
|l have an issue with commitment or an\
had a fianc®e at 23. I fell i n | ove at

Nelly Furtado sings, Owhy dooé.all good



265

while some serial daters note the tone of the relationship and are ready

and waiting for them and break up at the poignantly sad moments before

they have a chance to get dumped. Mutual, irreconcilable differences they

call it of course which is moreoncealing than revealing and is rather

political. A nice legal jargon to seal a less than abrupt end of

circumstances mitigated by life and two people who were supposed to

love each other forever when they made their covenant vows. | was ready
foritt1loved hi m. |l would never marry anyhb

| come back from the cemetery and the security guard catches me. He

gives me his knowing look: Three times this month, it is not yet his

anniversary. Trouble in Eros paradise? They always know. Eydime

that | am about to break up with someone | come at least three times.

They say bad things come in threes and by 4 it is irreparable. | give him a
suppressed smile and he gives me a | o«
why they need a security guar on the grounds, the place is already

locked, do they think that there are some necrophilics or witch doctors

willing to trade sums for pieces of body parts like kidneys, or amateur

doctors who want to do experiments with the bodies? When we lowered

hisoof fin it was about six feet under . |
a full make up ceremony for his funeral but he still looked so young and

alive as if he always was. That is how | remember him in my mind. The

boy who di dndt nee deaditolebwiediHewquideven wlt
always be forever young, fresh like spring in my eyes.

He passes my polite smile with a look of sympathy. But this man keeps in

company with the dead, which | suppose | do also. If | keep

commemorating al my dead relationships,dm cementing them here.

But he is not a shrine. He is my altar. The place | lay to rest every dead

relationship at. | walk out to the glass union which is the short code we

call for our online magazine, but we never let our editor get a peep of the

word.06 You have that | ook again,d my coll
coffee. She takes a sip of her own thoughtfully.
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0l dondt have time for your amateur p:
ambitions. But your next boyfriend is liberating the phone with noises,
with sounds and shrieks that | know not what. | swear | always know
when i tods him. |l tds | i ke he is crying
head. It was a bad idea to not give him my work number but let him
know where | was working. | may as well have $tistamped a love note
exclaiming 6call me! 0 This one has bec
lasted 8 months. And | can only keep the strain for seven. So | have had
three weeks to kick off a bad habit and one week concession. And | still
havenothedeed.n e

The editor runs into our cabinets by the open workspace facing me. Right

of f the onset | feel nervous. She bDbre:
Amy . Webdbve got a merger and contract ¢
Abidjan Cote d'ivoire wantstssi gn us up!d O0And wedre 1
My coll eague feels the need to add. 0l
cosmopolitan international i dentity. 0O
for global citizenship or anything. What does this guy want with us

anyway. Werenot they the ones profil ec
Alliance. 6 06Yes. And this is our foot
underground, noAmai nstream visionary.d o611 f it

then it probably is. o0prnemoemdsi owelky .ngo lat
care if you are making a deal with the devil, | want you to get that
contract . 0

OMe? What do | have to with this?d 0Si
three employees and two secretaries running a limited magazine in this

dump. If this man wants to meet you for dinner to sign the contract you

wi | | hel p additionally polishing his ¢
concerns in our workerdos eyes. And | oc¢
desperation. | follow her on cue to our office. She snEhing sheets and

stapling them in a mesmerized possessed frenzy like she is a medium
following the rituals while |l ost in al
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OAmy. Youdre young. So | guess you ne\
or bills as you watch yourkidgg r ow ol der and | i fe pass
0But this magazine i1s al/l | have. | t O
everything into it to the point where
just wonderful that he is angelic and forbearing. | sleep, wake up, dream

andeat for this business. And itds not

because | really believe in this place. Last month | asked my partner to
borrow me some money to pay the rent three months due for this seedy
dive. Next month will probably be the same ive can keep this place

afl oat . Il wanted to die! I feel i ke t
accumulating more expenses. And heavy gloss is not cheap, you know,

even I f thatoés what the paper needs. )\
and publication materialaml t he publ i city and awar en
o | dondt even know this guy. o0 O0Youodre
his babies. Youdre just going for dint
ol feel |l i ke a prostitute twdhiegoody ou pu't
Jennyds even better. Why is he specifi
seem | i ke a good idea. |l tds not going
doesndt work. O ONone of my ideas wor k.
I deas, 0t heryikdlligedt pevson cyguld delieve in and invest

i n.d 6 OWhat does that even mean?3d She
I's going to work so it is a good idea.
| ooks at me then | see oigeundes6 i n her e\
mont hs at best. This i1s all we have. d
oweodl | get there.d O06We dondt have ti me
creditors candot wait. o | | ook at her ¢

OPl ease wear lsomehdingl fortmalmy retr ea
stop wearing ties. You look like a Julia Roberts wannabe hooker in the

nineties. It is dead already, let the fashion phase die! Stop torturing it

with a slow, |l ong protruding doeath!d I
the task of breaking it off with for short we will call him Guy, | then have

to attend a meeting with a formidable merger giant. | pick up the phone
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and eye my wall paper silently. Four ri
_____ (guy) 6 O6What hhmgpppreeread tAAmy,s ?vbh adtY o
fine Il tos all me. YouoOre the | ongest
OWhy fix whatoés not broken then?56
Because itds too easy Chad. And I kK no\
every time | want to suppress the grief you area@nvenient excuse.

Because | dondt want to make you an ac
selfmanipulations. Because | am not in love with you. And by eight

months | should know that | dondt hav:e
say 1 s, 01 06 mdrgpstherpfone. Ahbtleedgoodlbydd &nd the

worst part is this |iberated feeling,

This is so wrong.

| dress in a haze, half appraising of my appearance but more pessimistic

in absent mindedness. This is not insight, backiimer or abstract

thinking, this is hell. | meet him in the hallway and | only know

immediately because we are the only ones for the evening and we booked
early. Good, the faster this is to get
|l 6ve read aklotl otogeent werth a nod ar
The place is beautiful and the atmosphere lovely but | cannot enjoy it. |

feel a stillness in the air and atmosphere and | feel a little stiff.

OLet me make this easy for yisthe Ease
contract. Signed, sealed delivered. | only want the pleasure of your
company.d | |l ook at him, knowing that
when he has released me. But he has kind wise eyes, which make him

very sensible and | know that he is resptable. He is a gentleman,

graceful . 61 uhhmm, | 6m just struggl i
me here so badly in the first place. 0

OYou know, itods funny. Il built this coc¢
detail. And it cr eateed raine feurhpgiyr,e .0 aWe Il |
mar keting and advertising side of it.
evening. O6Ilt was the philosophy vol ume
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editions and series of Soci al constr ucd
threeyearssgo. 6 O0But the part about fl atter
went reading laughing mildly to myself thinking that | knew all of the

mistakes you could make. And you made none of them. | took a mirror

and transport to your owdbzone.diketybuat day . ¢
digital collections. 0

And still he carefully constructs phases to goad me into talking. Or
maybe | just have this hypnotized effect from the one glass of silly wine

but | candt stop talking for meoo | ong.
but bearing no scrutiny. ONorthanger /
0Yes, but | know it very i1l .06 Great I

this. | look at the wine glass accusingly and suspiciously, my thoughts
clouded. OHangman. @l &ywhtah #t6. @ Wel ulsreadw t

hangmanisj ust gi ve me the schema trail .o
clicking in the | ast word.® He sighs.
that 1 tds not. o

0l tds getting | at e. | t hi nkreggaeat | s hi
evening here, | thought youdd I|ike 1it.

to slip off to her soiled clothes. | quicken my goodbyes, just so | can float

by without the clock striking twelve. And the next morning | force myself

to wake early to gogle his name on the internet and social media.

Checklist. Not married. Not gay. No fetishes (as of obvious presence).

Really i nto community. Hedstoj oi ning i
plough! To plough! Soft spot for animals. Educatednd not even the

maingream kind, he is really aware! He has such presence. And he is an A

list guy- what could be wrong with this man.

After the shower, | get ready to be a couch potato. So | wear a think

flaky robe that is a veiled gown. It is so hot and | am sweating and nfuc
more comfortable wearing the sheer garment over my underwear. | hear a
knocking, gentle thud, only to see him outside the door through the
window. | curse and run to the bedroom. And change into a tank top and
jeans desperately frantically quickly. | ope the door.
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He looks at me seriously wit penetrating eyes. Tien smiles with knowing

eyes. O6Your top is on the wrong si de.
of fici al busi ness vVvi sHehatds méryedalf., you |
0Goodbye &Wadeéesbatbe merger i s compl
dondt wunderstand your question.d O6Why

us?0 O6Maybe you are not as small as Yy«
He | ooks back at me. o661 wil! see you
Forthe next few weeks | start singing s:
natural woman, 6 and, o6If | | ove again,
t hat | 6d r adttdhde this form&. & L lovd then lecould lose

compl etely.® Not that | need to sing t

just feel, yes, the world is a little obsessed. he is one of the most penetrating
men | have ever known. | feel like | am sinlgnnto his gravity.

Then the sinking feels like quicksand. We start communicating through
correspondence and every time that he is in town. Wiisca lot more than

| could have supposed, you may read your own meaning. And before |
know it it is a year like this and | am running scared. | have doubled up on
my resistance to dating for two years, and now it is a whole annual period.
| start getting listless and pangs of pain. my mother said that | never
grieved properly for my lost fiancée but in that staayed phase of
bereavement if | ad cried anymore | would have drowned in tears and an
ocean of depression. We each make regularities and entropy with our
brain.

And then it gets bad when my mind tries to freeze me into an ultimatum.

Him or Bryan, which deathwould | have preferred to heal better from? It

crumples me inside because | feel deadlocked and grid locked. My brain

suspends in a state of perpetual emergency and crisis. And the worst part

IS, it makes my writing more edgy. My editor drops my articiei my

desk. Her script in a calligraphy 1| i keé
editing. Whatever you are doing, keep
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One evening | feel lost in a trance. Now even writing as betrayed me as my
thoughts have. | have reached the perfealamce of chaos trying to juggle
death and life and reconciling it to myself. And | hear him knock on the
door. And | know it is him. | know his tentative knocks. | rise up, feeling

like | am going to the graveyard all over again. he looks at me immedbjiate

sensing something. O6Whatds wrong, 6 he
0l dm sorry. This cannot in no way worl
happen. o | fell i n | ove, Bryan. He | o«
those dark places, me burying my heart

he says, struggling. | feel my ceaiousness slipping to the moment of

hearing Bryands gone and seeing his de¢
to a lock of hades were | can be beside death and grief can no longer hurt

me. | feel my emotions raising in affect arousal and heightened aldikas

a bell rising sharper and sharper.

OAmy, | isten to me,® he says urgently.
her e. Il o6m | i fe. | am your | ove. Dondt
come back to me.odo | feel my engdes waverl

death from everything. And then | bury him again, and close the shades.

Goodbye Bryan. | will always love you. And it takes all the faith | have and
courage | have to | ook at him. &6Sorry
smil e. Ol efugto.cdlbledaedtwals so much pai

o | | ove you, Amy. d 0I know. Let 6s f or ¢
first dates. Letds rewind and start o0\
very much. 00 0 | childremid&neing inith& min. ®@me u s e d |
God once said he makes all things new. Can | have an again?

AUTHOROS . NOTE:

1. Issues and themes wanted to explore

A bit like the cat who had nine lives there have been a ray of experiences
andindividuals a village in fact who moulded it. Jane Austen was praised
by contemporaries on the exquisite taste of making the ordinary extra
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ordinary, but it was more than thathe could see. She should see people.
And she could see concepts. | made upnimg to dream to be 0O,
0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000001% a little
dream of another atomic fraction of her works.

| best love poststructionalist approaches in that it dabbles and interferes
with key social dynamics in death and ldensciousness and
subconsciousness, mainstream and its triangulation, oddities and eccentric
humourism. The issues and themes | like to explore are depth psychology,
societal discourse, metanalysis in abstraction in neuroticism, intra

psychic wars, sybctive central concerns on femininity and mortality,
vulnerabilities and exploitations individuated in the human race, social
otribalism, 6 community and vill ages al
obligate it, subliminal guilt and desire, avarice and atioln, terminal

junctures and cognitive crossroads, betrayal, guilt, fortitude, resignation,
prosecution and interrogatory probes in character assassinations and dual
economies of personalities theories; deterministic, holistic, system, and
existentialistparadigms.

The seeds of plots that bridge andmgent and reconcile constructs and

reflexively bind, condemn and open the mind in assaulting contention and
tempestuousnesseebut maybe perhaps, |
little dreamy part of me thks everything is a fuse and fuel for art.

2. Stylistic and or literary influences

| was twelve years old when | read Sweet Valley and Friends for the whole

day finishing it in a row. | was in love as a child from the beginning with

concepts and constets. | though every theory was golden and could be
operationali zed. My English teachers |
FI i esd6 and o0t he Catcherb6s ryed and OTl
combustion| was inspired.

But stil | éé émnehfa me | wiatbhednty first suseries of

the 6 parts of BBCO6s Pride and Prejudi
senior year and | was hooked to Jane Austen. Her wiany times dry, her

affective flirtatious almost, satirical almost, intelleat mode that still

works 3 centuries | ater i n contempor at
collective worksalluring, cryptic, critical, challenging, aiding a sort of

magnifying glass to look at the world. | would fight antagonistic forces
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relentlesslywi h ci nemat ography and fil ms 1| i ke
and the movie about the serial killer in the film Seven.

It may have seen as though | was a train wreck of drama prostitution but it

was not soééé. .|l studied paéaethdalthl ogy an
psychology and social ecology working for functional developed societies. |

cruised through Criminology only because | was sweeping notes and codes

of Law and Order. | ate the abnormal psychology textbook because every

moment it was feeding medaulture of learning what sane and functioning

meantit he way that my high school teache
I's not down, big is not small , dark i
and through artists like Jeffery Deaver, Catherine iRifiyde, Fiona

Gibson, Katherine Applegate, Emma McLaughlin, Atthol Fugard, Chinua

Achebeit was all like intellectual food for the soul.

'l ¢ 1 h w Rinished higly school senior at a public school located near
Rhema Bible Church. Dabbled in Sunday Sc¢heaching, prayer meetings,
home fellowship gatherings for only 5 leap yeamce becoming a

Christian which will be her 20th year ‘phase’ as was cited by roommates in
dorm boarding. It was in this Christian gatherings she gained valuable
lessons on low, intimacy, sharing and bonding and it was the perfect
fraternization for an inexperienced solvent introvert.

Was a very late blooma&n romance and ironically got married at 23.

She was always visiting orphanages and homes and enjoyed Christmases
with the churchhandicapped recipients of homes and clinics noting the
curious link and bonding with a marginalized society so much like hers. and
every place cementdde love and bond with the woman she loved most in
the world. Her beloved grandmother pasaa@y in the most dignified,

stately composed and mild course and the trial weathered a mosaic blue pill
of experiencesit was literally like learning and starting to live again from

the grave.

In special victims unit and support groups she was blessaduvoyderful

circle of the most supportive, kind, empathetic and sensitive soft and
delicately patient friends who were like her caretakers and | treasured them.
As a single mother she is blessed with a very exicatory, dramatic child who
aggravates her agyamically in his most ambitious levelnd his fierce
argumentation has challenged her as much as the divide and negotiations
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with a mother who would have either created an abnormally neurotic child
or a hysterical writer.

She got her main degree in UNI$#& Communications after studying

Public Relations in media studies in community College andJ®Arnalism

(of which she did not get on at all, as a PR liaison or Journalist) and was
happily settled in Contract Research after her second major in BA esodul

of Applied Psychology.

She worked for the head branch coordinator of a system overseeing NGO's,
NPO's and CBO's and PBO's in some government judiciaries capacitations
in social development, community development data mining for
infrastructure and a lyid of resources and bridging networks. Notable
mostly youth development, income generation, education and employment
objectives in a strictly research and data analyst capacity. A most blessed 8
years of fielding after her first branch as intern usirsgaech methodology

and questionnaire data design for the community services to measure impact
of service delivery of NGO literacy, awareness campaigns and integration in
community. The feedback for recommendations and improvement were not
so heavily investd or extended.

But everytime | think about writing and the people who inspired me, there is
a tribe and village and community. Still, it is always for my grandmother,

my first love, my last love, my baby, the Jadene brunette sweetheart |
tenderly regara@s a twin sharing my birthdawhom | was tempted and

obliged to think of as the most beautiful, feminine, softest girl in the world
second only to Kaka, the women at my support group outpatients and
inpatients unit , and the children in the orphanage pvhged like angels

every morning and lived like perfect creatures all teaching me the sober
method of being marginalized from society and bearing it with grace and
dignity. A lesson | am still trying to learn.

She celebrates her 38th year birthday irgést 25th

| hope this is sufficient.
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SEDATIVES

By Elizabeth Kilani

WHYWELIKEIT: See 6 Nakeddé above, jushatt he TOf
a loss for words. This is a writer who designed her own mould, broke it

when she climbed out and emerged aroctkete | | ed ori ginal . TF
nothing else like her in this entire issue. The story is agtogtturalist

guerrilla prose (with a strog dose of outsiserism) monument to something

wedre not s wyumsane, sanerdzyuand likeyred hot, burn

your fingers hot. I f this story was |«
new flavour. Five stars.

|l tds so strange hoewnusdalaand extraordiaryteeen ia m

an experimental and introduction phaseéééedYo
Melony, SE - day-tive, not SEE -date- ive, likesea-weed or somet hing. d
6But she talked about sedating him and she s

0 That 0 sseibisagpemounciating of sedate not sedatives - and even

that is technically wrong. | mention no mistakes but your own, because if

youdbre going to be my fianc®e, youbdre going
pronounce properly.d | 9igng 6tYmuhismyt meiddwer.
| say neither. You say potato and | say potato. You like tomatoes and |

|l i ke tomatoes. Letds call the whole thing of
onone conditon -1 et me hear how you pronounce jalap
he say s hoarsely before kissing me. After the long winding kiss | rewind,

6damn, |l knew we were wrong for each other.
people to say jalapenos. 0 He kisses me again
and even, almost secul atlysmgioohhodianawer 8o w
6 Mmmmh m, l et me think. I need some convincin

revise a bit. o

| think about it now - how such a long chain and series of perfect events
hadtoendinnon -perfect ones. We didnodét argue about
were al ways making the decision whether to argue or not to argue - which
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is almost equally just as problematic. After we got the news our marriage

was completely defeated. O6But they are pries
policeman desperately. My husband looks at me s colding. We argued the

whole night, 6éyou |l ose the twins at shops. I
them to sex traffickers.d O0No. |l didndot . Ik
them. dd 6Do you have some kind cognitive defi
youare hal f brain dead or terminally insane. & F

never forgive me.

The first three weeks were the hardest. At first | tried to fill in blanks

with what | knew these two faithful men of God to be. And reconcile

myself to it. But | had thisg  nawing aching feeling, why this second

guessing and impairments at drawing loaded blanks. My two twins were
missing. | got a little hysterical. With emphasis on a little constituting the
occasion. As | lay and tossed in my bed, thoughts flooded and circled my
brain. Bodies mutilated. Children sex slaves. Bodies, corpses, wretched

and degraded and dismembered after brutal acts manifested on them. A

haze of Satanic rituals for innocent fresh blood. Every night Nathan

would argue with me, and | could feel the assault of hatred and loathing
resentment. | was the mother who took his daughter and son away from

him. O6lronic that we never agreed on anythin
thing that we agreed with.d

My paintings became alarmingly nuclear. It was like a was a demonic
spiritist through a medium volunteering my possession and madness. |
woke up one night from reduced sedatives to find myself sleepwalking

and painting the whole room in black. | was taxed and laboured and

forced into a psychiatrist with presc riptive interim drugs. He tried small
talk. Our first counselling - first with a marriage counsellor, then a
clinical psychologist then a psychiatric therapist. | was a ghost cell, host
feeding on depressive demons harbouring the solace in living with me as

a harbour. | told this to my psychiatrist. F
classic pathological case. And he ordered me a script, the prescription a
weekds worth of tranquilizers for our introd

6Your hands are a | iotktsl &ki chrdy yO0 ey eéss tavi H& !l li o ¢
wife gets that - she likes to use this abrasive bleach and do all of the

cleaning alone every Saturday. Most cleaning agents have some kind of

(linoleum?)moisturizing supplicants. But she always wants to use those,

solpurcha se her those heavy water ingredients t
natural lubrication process. Sorry, blank in my scientific minefield with
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physi ol ogy édeuteritm oxide, andocertainly not hydrogen

i sotope deuterium, but I I|like to flex usel

Hecontinues, satisfied in diverting. O6Thi
sustainable moisturizers like pine gel cleaners - a little bit of aqua in

chemical. Dermatologists use and recommend these products daily. They

do not completely replace natural skin oils t hey maintain hydration by

allowing the skin to partner in hydrating not an emolliating lubricant

exclusively. It helps when there is a evaporation of skin moisture for the

skin to learn to regenerate and rejuvenate a little itself. Like hair

steroids - a bounce when it is harmed or unprotected. There is a natural

science and organic elasticity of healing and repair, even to enhance

sheen and strength in each member of the body. The bad can ensure

resilience; and nourish what it protects by speaking its own | anguage

and correcting natural flaws in environment combined with genetics.

Such material allegories the nature of s

OAre you a connoseur of science?d | try

S i

c

€ S

i en

and

studying and making matchmaki nghelesokiah nat ur e

me carefully, the continues again. 06Just
concentrated water in the moisturizer or lubricant. A dose of harsh

weathering and abrasives it adjust the bodily system into a new

regulation for supple skin. You will no t materially damage the cells but

promote a cellular message for the skin to supply some moisture from its

own natural oils and resources. The tiny fissures in the skin will be more

self -r egul ated. &8 6O0Oh. | guess this isurtsLi fe
after glancing on-helep cproeik, 6 610rt rsye.l f

And for our first counselling hour, | have to gravitate and not postpone

the 0dynamicsd of me and Nathanodés rel ati
maintaining facilitator and adjourns to being a bridge. O06Perhaps
be good to let Jenny exercise some rights on how she feels herself and

take some share time on her | abour and di

He snorts - the innuendo, what kind of parent, hardly veiled implicitly. So
maybe | am slow, really very slow. After about three months | pack his
things to the extra room. And after another three months, he is out of

our home, and our matrimonial bed.

He starts dating a co -worker three weeks before our divorce is made
of ficial . tbotherse dasé&feehl bave no rights. All the breaks
me and bewilders me is that for three long angry years | have been living

S

a |

ci

onsh

t v

str



278

with the man who is supposed to love me the most and he loathes and

abhors me what feels more than Lucifer hates Michael the a rch - angel. |

have gotten so used to his contempt, | donot
consequentially anymor e. I havendt being wit
embodiment of hate.

And when | am supposed to be getting rid of the scars, | transition to the

wounds. Thenigh t mar es dondt escape me, and after i
sleeping pills for three years. | have also increased their frequency. | keep

my regular appointment with our therapist. He is looking at me

seriously. o0Still sleeping and taadki ng naps o
numb the pain and the nightmares. And as a result | am not an

insomniac.® He | ooks very grave and aged. 0l
prescription about 2 and a half years ago. d

GP who gives me a s crlidgpnotthwhitsalicitbtusoreed it . 6 O

permissible. Jean, was it? | wrote in correspondence deeming in unduly

i mproper . 0

0Do you have kids.d 6Yes, two.0 OHave they e
at me. O6Do you know the panic and epprehensi
overwhelming sense of hopelessness and powerlessness that afflicts you

every day? Do you know the magnitude and scope of your imagination

and recesses. The torment every night when you should be asleep. The

hope that dwindles every second and the hole of gnawing haunting

dread? It doesndt take a miracle to sleep. |
know my situation or my pain.®& 06ltds been 4

like a short term solution but it is creating a long term physiological

mal funcboodt dyéur patients wuse pills that dy
sl eeping patterns radically.d 6it is what 1is
addicted. It is not a schedule 3 or 5 or 4 o
benzodiapines but it is making you physiologically de pendent on them.d

6So | need food and water. | am physiologi ca
me sadly, not bothering to answer, O0You are

pains me to see it.d

He arrests me with some more question about the increase in frequency

and dosage and my hours in schedule as a regime of consuming them. |

dondt feel Iike |Ilying to him. He brings in N
as some sort of confrontation therapy. 01 c a
see anything unusual about the pattern of my brain.d 6That i s det
he says quietly. 6Yes, Jenny. But you al so d
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about an atypical mental illness in an MRI scan in face value. They adopt

different equipment and gear to detect neuronal cell patterns and

neuronalflow i n brain 1 maging.d 6Thank you. I supp
man version.d® | walk out as dignified as | c

He rushes out of the therapistds seat to fol
pathologically indifferent way guys prattle on when they are jovial and
concerned about you but not too concerned corner

you candt become an Auntie Pat. The peopl e w
exterminate her house didndt even want to ta
was 3 inches deep in dust. They wanted to call the house deve lopers to

demolish the whole plot, for exceptional health circumstances. And |
mean, we all have symptoms in odd ways, each to his own. But then we

find a stack of unused prescriptions in a pile of her un -usurped

medi cation. You canot iwhaeqi youwltatn 6happ ereyp
days. Or sleep for a few hours in weeks. Poor soul. They wrote in her

graveyard Orest in peace. 0 0 O6What el se woul
blinking. 61 dm just saying, you dondt want t
piltofunctt on or sl eep or talk half creditably.
6You do realize we are not just seeing a psy
psychiatrist, right?%

He recollects hambesifmi BaookMBds aside. This

you permanently dependent and unable to sleep altering your levels and

states of consciousness permanently. You could need greater and greater

doses of tranquilizers for | ife. Or you coul
drug does is slow down messages to your central nervous system. Like

alcohol, you never used to mind when | drank a little bit to relieve

myself.d 6This is different, you know this i
Jennie.d 61 wondt dGbandenjoyedineer vatmydur ar g u e .
companion and |l et me take my | eave.d With th
muster.

He walks off, a little too excitedly as if anticipating a wonder in bed or

something or hot kindling romance. For the next two weeks | try to

negotiate taking less of the measurement, thinking | can wean myself

slowly. But the days are more challenging and the substance is less

amount to alleviate my stressors. And then one day | come home from a

challenging day of my last bookkeeping contract wi th the units of

hospice, only to hunt for the next short succession of quick bookkeeping

audits | come in to hear a muffled sound at
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murdered by oan axe murdererdé | etds just get
myself. Andthenlhe ar Nat hands muffled breath.

6What are you f __ doing here. You scared th
starting to think the stray cat had broken t
keep kicking their cricket balls through?d @&
month, punctu al ly on duty I|li ke a roster.d 6Yeah,
them pay for i1it.d | stop sHwibdnlyevéry sayi ng, VYo
time it had gotten too cracked, you would get the window panel to fit and

seal in with something like plaster of Paris and i t looked almost as well

as before. Even after the situation. But | remember a pretty redhead and
keep my words in check.

We look at the pictures and items for a while before we know it looks like

dusk outside. He hints that he is kind of peckish and interr ogates about

the fridge. So | let him share my leftovers in non - casserole packaged

di shes. We eat companionably in silence. ©6Yo
me, you know.0d6 6l know,d he says quickly, to
blanket to sit by the sofas ame ritual every night before | down my

medi cation. O6You know. | could help stay ove
ritual or routine for sleeping. I hope you a
smile, 6ld&dve gotten used to bedmgnoatl oane. 6 06V
toddler or an adolescent who needs someone to tuck me in and read a

story before | sl eep, | candt help thinking,
considering carefully how I dm going to say t

6Nat han. This is something thdwasddlamgpppened and
And will have to conclude with me alone. Nobody can save anybody else.
We can only really save ourselves, or plead to a higher power, relax, |

wonodt say the man upstairs.od He | ooks at me
almost hurts. Thenhewalkkso ut and calls back. &6Youdl | ca
need anything!d 60Okay,d I try magnani mously,

desolate feeling that there is something to conclude tonight. And every
other night. for every night since it happened | have gone to sleep with
the help of sedatives zoning me out and now | have to take on a different
approach to healing.

| settle to the dark shut in my eyes and eyelids and remember my kids
and watching them and thinking of myself as a kid. It was just before the
jolt of wakefulness or caffeine like moment. | feel dizzy remembering the
quiet, safe, content feeling of knowing there was no pressing or traffic or
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mood jamming, or busy angry people, or frustrated teachers, just a quiet,
meditating restful silence. Just a soft peace. Those 10 minutes of calm
used to get me through all the hours in the day of bullying or wild gossip

or any other |l ocking betrayal ' i feds injust.i

well, some kids, even the O6rough manner
system, 6 avuldRarmg er s

6God. Or any higher power s. |l know it i
that | will not have a sleepless night without the use of my

cocktai |l éébulisttried tg ldagar. Please listen to me. | want to

remember my children, beautiful and happy as they were. and when |

remember how | lost them | also want to remember how | had them. All

is lost to me nowéé..but you can dou all
|l want to |l ove you. Pl ease help me |ive
veins or pulse, or nauseating feeling, just a calm still. And a breath like a

voice in the wind. And somehow | wake up knowing that | have slept.

Nathan has gotten mail in alar  ge express couriered to me from his
holiday with his red hottie. It is like an insulin injection, sharp to my
diabetes. But if | take this one | will need another shot again in another

of

&

al n

t hi n
and

few hour s. | dondt want to be a rikght emoti o

awed at the reports, amazed. The priests remains found in the woods,

scavenged in a foam of preservatives, with corpses beyond identification -

only the teeth identifying them. The news articles about the children, all

the children including my two babies . They were all victims. | read and

re-read. And look and re -witness the visuals. | make myself remember

that my children are gone. The priestads
symptoms or the brief recesses. They were just distractors to muddle and

re-muddle my brain and help divert the black fog. If | go back to

tangentials | will unravel.

So the next night, | get the same enclosed feeling. And find someone out
there repeat the whole process again, to my fatigued, weathered,
damaged brain. Thereis no  enhancers just a black stillness clouds the
black fog. A sort of evaporating of wakefulness, till | sink into slumber
and softly arouse into being awake again. A state of succession and
patterns so repetitive, only now | am part of the human stewardship
navigating this physiology in the host of a material body.

FOR AUTHORO®GS NOTE AND BI O SEE O6NAKEDO6 |
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Defund the Marriage

By Aaron Morell

WHY WE LIKE IT: A low key domestic drama of the sort that plays out

behind closed doors in every town and city from Hetls to Theresville.

We get lots of submissions grappling with this theme which might prove the

truth, sadly enough, that writers write what theyw about. What we like

about this one is the way escalating tension leads us deeper and deeper into

the characters. From just a few |ines
together i1is |Ii ke and the consequences
alienationMar ci abs desperate attempt to sav
already lost strikes a poignant chord and draws us into the struggle. The

action is up front and in the moment through the device wiedia reand

dialogue impresses. To our surprise, warteed from the author that this

will be his first published story. Huh? Writing likes this should be snapped

up the minute it comes in. Which is wl

Marcia descends the banod basement steps. Frank is exactly wisdre last saw him,

leaning on the water furnace, hunched over his phone. She takes a breath and reminds

herself that shebs strong, just as her frien
AFrank, 0 she says with rehearsed patience
He drops his head, crestfallen, and then slowly stands straight as if he were

bracing for another beating. He looks up at the ceiling and holds this pose for some time.

When he finally turns to face Marcia hisesyare filled with rage that extends deep into

his soul, back into his childhood, and disappears somewhere within his deceased father.

Although its tempered for the moment, Marcia knows to keep her distance because when

the source of the rage turns itsnolisuffering eye outward, things get broken. Sometimes

itdéds her.
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AAre you going to get the canning pot dow
sound impatient, nervous, afraid, submissive, angry, hostile, or confrontational.

ADi dndét we just have this conversation?o

2

An hour ago. o

ASo why ageagaun&skin

AfBecause itoés been an hour. o

AAnd |1 6m stil] busy trying to fix this go

AYoubve been down here since nine this mo
her frustration spills over. #fAltéds not the p

Alf it waseultdhéveiliot it wfive hours ago, O
red. This is always the first sign his tempe

as his body rushes enough blood up to supply the oncoming tirade.
Marcia maintains her equanimitfy.Can you pl ease just get th
for me?0
AYou asked me to fix the furnace and that
come up and get your fucking pot then you de
Even though ités not i n ebneent, Mamiakmows t o bac
better than to argue against nonsense that he will defend like his existence depends upon
his words standing as irrefutable fact. So without another word, she turns and walks back
upstairs. But by the time she reaches the kitchenyamgkinsult have given way to the
familiar feeling of being decimated of any selbrth or dignity. This domination and

oppression is exactly what sheb6s protested a
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she doesndt des er vreatedtNiowap Beshedvallssbackitetse t o be t
basement door angolitely walks down the stairs.

Frank has returned to whatever he was looking at on his phone. Standing at the
bottom of the steps, Marcia takesbea deep bre
strong.

nEver since we talkedé. o She hesitates wh

exasperation. She stadbs again. fAEver since
AFi ve seconds ago?0 he pointedly asks, wi
AYou know what | mean. o

Frank tur nshé.uaddBIindod iAsOhpumpi ng t hrough

hoses used in wildfires. AYou mean when you
mor e. 0O
Al never said that.o

AYou said if we candédt show respect for ea
Obviouslyyoud n 6t want to be together. o

Marcia shakes her head in confusion.

AYou dondt treat me with a |Iick of respec
furnace. Frank get the giant pot down. Frank
Al plugged my haibleémwyeaeamp!idodoandutctkkg 30 aovlke

el ectrocuted. O

=1}
—
c
(g

ky, 0 Frank mumbl es.

=]

té6s kinda strange how that happened. o
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Frank turns away from her and sits down in front of the furnace. With a
screwdriver he pries open the pilot assembly door.

AWhat did ybaidodwyéeh, mgnyway?0 Ma

Al threw it in the garbage. It was
side. With a flashlight he examines the furnace interior.

With her hands on her hips, she gl
cat ?0

AWhat about the cat?0 his voice re

AWheredd he go?o0

How shoul d | know?o

1]

fBecause someone | et him out and i

1]

You dondét know that, o Frank whine
AYds do, 06 Marcia snaps. fAHe doesnéoét
outdoors. o
AYou havendét been working on this
Frank slams the flashlight on the
from me! o
AHonNest y HowRmst p ldtle kindness. Do you even know what that
word means?o0
AMar ci a, | swearé. o He bites his b
AWhat, youbre gonna hit me? |Is tha
In a wrathful explosion, Frank throws the flashlight againstmak The lens

pops off and rolls across the smooth

—

—

t

c

fried.
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me? Constantly fucking tormenting me! Oh, do
Youdbre the one whobés done this to me. o

Done what ?0

1

2

Driven me into complete fucking depressi

AEvery single time | try to talk to you a

AOh, thereds good reason. 0

ALet 6s hear it. o

ALet 6s st ardtonwditt ha phporwe cyioat e how goddamn s

AThat 6s compl etely untrue, O

Alf you did, youdd understand how | ffeel

ABut Frank, we talked about this. Il expli
doing to you. But |hgais:taking itoutonmenisenot and | 61 1 s a

unacceptable. 0

Al dondt take it out on you. | keep it in
finger Ailtés in here all the fucking ti me.
AYou cal l physically hurting me, not taki
Al said | was sorry! You |l ove to dwel/l 0 n
over and over.o0 Frank stares down at the inv

flesh and guts. Menacingly he twists the blade back and forth.
AFrankhan&ée ker tone so shebs practical/l

agree we need to change? Our marriage needs
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so are you. We need to rethink andmagine our marriage by figuring out what
happened, whatwentwrog . Dondét you agree?o0
AHow about | just blow my fucking brains
ADond6t say that. o
AThen just | eave me al one. I f you donét w
dondt want me doing anything peaxcce.pdd Hwor k and
hammers his point home with the screwdriver handle.
Marcia nods as i f sheés finally figured h
need or should | say what you wahtis to go out every night with your buddies and get
drunk, spend the weekeémt the track, or whatever it is you do, and when you are home

you want the right to treat me like stinking garbage. And if | express even a whimper of

unhappiness, you can just knock the shit out
Al swear to God, Mar ci a! I 61 | go upstairs
fucking brains out al/l over the walls. 0

Marcia abruptly turns and marches away. Her heavy steps are amplified like a

drum in the empty space below the stairs.

AUTHOROG S RO €arly on in the police violence protests this

year | was struck by the negative reactions. Demands for justice were met by
indignation. Pleas for dignity were mocked with disdain. Certain police
unions characterized protesters as fmominal advocate. Department

leaders claimed the attacks on law enforcement had destroyed their morale
and therefore their ability to function adequately as protectors. | saw these
conflicts of interest on a very human, personal level and | wondered how it
would look wihin a relationship. My writing is strongly influenced by

cinema aesthetics and philosophical writers like Kundera and Camus.
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AUT HOROG S AfteristOdying literature and film at the University of
Kansas, | lived an itinerant life exploring the country, mglshort films,

and writing screenplays. Several years back | shifted to fiction and began
submitting that body of work in 2020. | now live in Brooklyn, NY with my
daughter.
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ART APPRECIATION

By Lindsey Fischer

WHY WE LIKE IT: A young American art history student is in Florence,

waiting in a |lineup to see Michel angel
an unexpected turn. The event that unfolds turns into a gripping reality
check in which Obyithg tircumstancgs suroundinga pl ac e

O0street painterd who churns out Omast
like the way symbalsmasks, peddlers, art, kitsshcreate a Fellinilike

at mosphere and the authorodos eff.ective
Irony and even a touch of pathos lend satirical weight. Prose sparkles here

and there with images that dazzle.

The stongpaved streets of Florence are a mix of locals and tourists dressed
like sunsets (orange apparently is making a comeback).

The bulky car moves at about the same pace as someone walking with a
limp.

The author |l ists Kurt Vonnegut as one
have to look too closely to see his influence.

Ben fatto!

Art Appreciation

You are waiting in line outside of the Accademia Gallery in Florence, with your
fellow foreignexchange students. After three weeks in Italy, the only people you have

hung outwith are other Americans. But you are here now, to embrace Italian culture and
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see one of the most marvelous statues in all of art history. You had been talking about
art, viewing slideshows and blurry printed pictures for so long in your art hidtmy c
that you are excited to see the real thing. Your phone vibrates. You ignore it. Itis most
|l i kely your parents either asking if youbdve
you used to love playing on your toy calculator when you were)tbragarning you to
never travel the streets alone. You have not yet told them about the other day when you
walked through Florence by yourself and bought a blue Venetian mask. The street
vendor had a stall with masks on the counters and hanging frazeilimg, in colors
from purple to green to blue to red, and all glistening gold or silver. You wanted the red
one, but you only knew the word for blue in Italiahzzurro, per favore
AExperiencing it in person ilsuet haer to,nd yo nea
student said. You nod and agree. Everyone should visit Europe and practice that whole
fine arts culture crass Americans lack.
You press yourself against a barred window. The spaved streets of Florence
are a mix of locals and tourisgisessed like sunsets (orange apparently is making a
comeback). Thegush their way to markets which smell like basil from all the dangling
herbs and di sappear into dr edtgntozithear es gl i tte
category. You are more than a mere tolystu are a connoisseur.
Light vowels float through the air, and though it is loud, the language is like
music, and the melodies intertwine asyou list€o me st a | a tua famiglia
piaced@Quamsta quest oé GThalaudest&oicesaRstreej o é Sal di
artists trying to sell paintings of the Duomo in Florence or reproductions of famous

artworks in the Gallery, as well as paintings from the Uffizi. They range from five to
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twenty Euroglepending on the size of the paintififi®m a postcard to a movie poster.
These reproductions are laid on white sheets on the ground, so that everywhere you look

there is a miniature Florence staring back at you. You ignore these. You are

experiencing hese buil dings and artwork in person;

souvenirs. You know what high art is and look down upon such peddlers.

The statue though! The glory of Florence! The pride of the Renaissance! This
would be an experience you would aégagain and again when you returned home, and
the tale you would spin at the dinner that celebrated your first téraaleart history
professor job. The moment you gaze upon it, time will stop. It will be just you and
David. You will not leave untithe guards drag you out. Though you will not be you
anymore. It would be transformative! You would come out of the Gallery, more refined,
polished, chiseled.

You and the other students shift feet, anxious for the doors to open and to be let
into yourcultural awakening. You hear angry shouts from down the stuaféinculo!

One of the peddlers has been spotted by the Italian state police. He rolls up his
white sheet with the art inside and stuffs it into a leather portfolio case. He weaves
throught he crowded streets and is hit by the
perhaps with shoes. He stumbles, but he does not fall. He runs hunched over. You can
barely see him; you are not tall enough. Farther up the street in pursuit of theaman is
blue police car. The bulky car moves at about the same pace as someone walking with a
limp. Lights are flashing on its roof, and the men inside the car wave at the people on the
street to move aside. The streets in Italy are amgjelpasta narrow gu have been

almost hit by cars more times than you care to remember) and the line for the Accademia

s hi
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Gallery provides an excellent opportunity for accidental civilian casualties. While you
find art to be the most important cause in the world, you arevitiotg to die for it. Yet.
The man runs past you. You hold your breath. He jumps a traffic barrier at the
end of the street. Police stop their car. The officer in the passenger side gets out in order
to pursue the man on foot, though he is alreadyof sight. The other officer backs the
car out of the street, perhaps to cut the man off at another street.
You and the other students are speechl ess
escape. All thoughts of the statue are gone.
For the nexfifteen minutes, you discuss the fate of the brave artist absconding
through the streets of Florence. You speculate about whether or not he had been caught;
if he were caught what would happen to him? Would he go to jail? What would happen
to his art areer? What had he done that was so bad? Peddling? What about the other
peddlers on the street: did they fear the same thing?
You want to investigate the mands story,
fictions. Perhaps he was a traitor toyithdr selling the state secrets of gelato. Perhaps
he was a Russian spy, deep undercover and tracking a nuclear missile code. Or even a
drug lord, with cocaine laced on the inside of his paints!
More peddlers appear, attempting to sell purses, shogyes, even more
artwork of the Duomo. Every day these men risk their livelihoods trying to sell their
work, in danger of being caught by police. It is survival really, and you hope the man
escaped and is selling his art on another street.
Al 6m xealtleydg €or this exhibit,o a student

the wooden door.
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AOh yeah, this is one of the most famous
walk forward, though your eyes linger back.

You distractedly make your way up tlee, until you pass through the door of
the Gallery, large and white and expansive.

As you hand over your tickets, sirens echo in the street.

You shuffle inside and for a few minutes can only see jackets and heads. A
camera flashes followed by a yelbin a security guard that flash is not allowed. It
smells stark, like chalk. The walls are bleached white. Roman columns adorn the
hallways.

You shove your way to the front of the crowd. Your visit to this Gallery is the
reason for your visit to Flonee. The reason you spent hours working on applications for
study abroad scholarships, when your parents refused to foot the bill. Michelangelo had
touched this. Made this. Caressed and agonized over it. Years of labor and sweat and
tears and money drpride.

Your first thought is that it is tall. It stands erect in a domed white alcove.

The work. The mastery. Michelangelo. Renaissance. Inspiring. History.
Legend.

You are pushed up against your fellow students. Your forehead is slick with
sweatfrom the heat of their bodies. Your heads tilt back, your necks ache. The sweat
runs down your nose and burns your eyes. You stare at this masterpiece for maybe ten
minutes.

You turn to go and wish you had bought some art from the man on the street.
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HAHH

AUTHOROG S ANrOApfEeciation was inspired by my study abroad trip

to Italy in college and based on a true event | witnessed on the streets of

Florence. (Some details in the story are also pulled from my experience

there, such as my solo trip to the mask vendor whezally did just know

how to say the color blue.) In this satiric take, | wanted to play around with

the idea of what you are Asupposedo t «
actually makes a lasting impact on you. Our perception of what high art and

culture should be versus actual lived experiences. | am influenced by satiric

writers such as George Saunders and Rlmhnegut as well as fantastical

writers like Angela Carter, Karen Russell and Kelly Link.

AUTHOR O S LiBlseyFischer graduated from Ohioildgrsity with a
Masters in Creative writing, fiction. She has previously been published in
Clare literary magazine and La Gazzetta Italiana, and she has a poem in
Ohio's Best Emerging Poets.
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The Extraordinary World of a Professional

Photographer

By Chitsanzo Changa

WHY WE LIKE IT: Welike thewaythe characterof Mbujala gradually
emergesandhowwith eachassignmenheis drawndeeperanddeeperinto

a sinisterunderworld.A twilit literary gestaltthat getscreepierandcreepier
asthestoryprogressesTheslightly naiveprosewith itstouchof6 o u t-si der
I s onfyaddsto themagic.Thisisthea u t hfiost paldishedstoryin a

literary journal. It w o nbéthelast. (Fontsizeisa u t hown).0 s

The Extraordinary World of a Professional Photographer

Mbujala was the first bormithe family of 5. He was born to a middle class family that
stayed in a small town called Laselina. His parents bought him a small low resolution
camera for his 1% birthday. He took pictures of people at his high school and made them
pay. This gave hinan idea and he started going around his town taking photographs of
people as a business. He managed to save the money he made from that business and
bought a camera of better quality. After finishing high school, he studied photography at
Makha College whih was in the capital city of the country called Sabwana. He
continued his business and saved up capital to start a professional photography studio. He
opened a small studio in Sabwana after he had finished college. He had acquired much

experience over thgears so within 2 years his business grew. He moved to a bigger
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building and his studio was tdjer. He hired additional staff so that he could offer music

videos and documentary production services. His studio also produced short films.

Over the yeardVibujala realized that most of the jobs that brought in much money were
not the traditional ones he had expected. For instance, a politician from a major political
party in the city hired him to secretly follow opposition politicians and take
compromising photographs of them. Mbujala got paid so much money and also
negotiated with the politician and secured a 10 year contract for his company to be the
official photographer for the local government. Mbujala worked at so many exclusive
parties and events. Heas exposed to so many different, strange, private and remarkable
things. He collected all this information knowing that he might use it as leverage in the

future.

He was hired more than 5 times to take photographs and videos of couples in their
bedroom pivate moments. He tried explaining to them that he did not do such types of

jobs. They told him that they understood but they were going to pay him so much money.
They just wanted someone exclusive to do the job. Mbujala stored such types of pictures

and vdeos safely in terms of the contract and in case he would need them in the future.

Mbujala was once asked to take photographs and videos of a woman giving birth. It was
one of the strangest experiences he had ever had. He was extremely freaked dog when t
baby was coming out. He felt disgusted and almost fainted. In addition, the labor period
of the woman took about 14 hours. He had to wait in the waiting area of the hospital. He

vowed never to do a giving birth shoot again. Fortunately, the paymehisfgervices
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was good. Mbujala had always known that his photography career was going to be

challenging but he had not anticipated it to be like this.

Mbujala posted photographs and videos he took at various social events, like nightclubs,
on his social media pages. So many people would contact him privately and ask him to
remove them from the sites. This was usually because they were worried that their
partners would find out about their various scandalous activities. Other people were

embarrassed by the things that they would have done whilst in their intoxicated state.

Female social media models and influencers gave Mbujala so many problems. It was a
good thing that he had seadbntrol. He was also aware that such people could easily ruin

his reputation. Most of the models and influencers did not want to pay for professional
photos. They usually asked him for free photo shoots in exchange for sexoaist
Beautiful female celebrities were also challenging to work with. Most of them did not
receive enough attention from their partners. They were usually depressed, wild and
unpredictable. By virtue of being a photographer, he paid much attentionaib He

passed them compliments time and again. Some of them started to develop some feelings
for him. They regularly tried to sleep with him. He politely indicated to them that he was

not trying to complicate their business relationship.

Mbujala receivd a cal l from an association t hat
Wor shi pperso one Wednesday afternoon. They
The day they requested was going to be on his birthday. He wanted to decline because of
that fact but thenoney they offered was too good. His friends had also told him that they

would not be available to celebrate his birthday on the actual day. They would only be
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free the following day. So he accepted the job. They gave him the address and he went

there at 8h00. He entered the building and was led to a conference room by a man in a
black mask and robe. The room was very dark. There were red candles that were lit all
around the room. There were possibly about 20 to 30 people in the room. They were all
puttingon black masks and robes. The man advised him to resume taking pictures. There

were weird chants being made by the people in the room. He realized that some of them

were female because of their voices. It was weird atmosphere. There was a wave of fear

tha ran across his body. He started regretting taking the job.

There was a man that had a red sash around his waist that was leading the procession. He

said that they were going to perform a sacrifice. There was something that was covered

on the table in fint of the conference room. He uncovered it. It was a woman that had

been tied and gagged. The leader took a knife and said some chants and stabbed her.

Mbulaja freaked out and started running towards the entrance so that he could leave. The

peoplestarted aughi ng and screamed, ASURPRI SE,

AUTHOROGS N3 iBspired to make this submission to

FOTD for 2 reasons. | have always wanted to be able to

tell stories. Eight year old | would be proud looking

into my future and seeing that | am pursuing my
ambition, at last. | have always been a, fiNot so quiet
person ibut al so not as expressive
to be. However, things took a drastic turn when |

started my tertiary education. | became talkative! |

transformed from a person that did not say much, to
saying too much! Whenever | am telling any story to

anyone, | take my time so that | build it up well. Some

impatient people rush me to just get to the point. The

thing is | feel that every detail is important because

it gives a clear and complete picture of the story.

as

HAPP

t hot
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Therefore, every detail needs to be part of the
equation in order to balance.

The second reason builds up from the first. When | was
younger, | was full of ideas that made sense to me in

my head but when | voiced them ou t, people neither
understood nor grasped what | was trying to say (I hope

you are finally hearing me!). So, | think | am making

up for all those times that | was misunderstood or not

heard (LOL!).

There are so many issues | wanted to explore in this

story. | will only outline 4. | was inspired to write,

AThe Extraordinary World of a Profession:
ocoafter | made a realization that numer ou:
are not as straightforward, boring or exciting as we

perceive them to be. We can only realize thi s through

some sort of analysis or experience. Secondly, many of

us do not fully understand t he, il ns and

professions we venture into until we are fully vested

into them and most of the times, we end up being

miserable. Thirdly, most of the ti mes, we do not take
our professions as seriously as we should. The result

is that we jeopardize the very thing that we have

invested so much into, and our lives are dependent on.

Finally, we are often motivated by monetary gains. This

factor usually blinds us and we fail to scrutinize

things. We then end up making uninformed decisions.

There are so many themes that | aimed to explore.

Firstly, | wanted to show that so many professions are
intertwined and reliant on each other. Secondly, |

wanted to explore the beginnings, challenges, surprises
and benefits of the entrepreneurial journey. Thirdly, |

wanted to outline how our relationships with people,

like friends, affect our lives and decisions we make.

Finally, | wanted to show how we give fear so much
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power over us to the point that we fail to find out the
truth about something before we disengage or run away

| do not think | have any literary influences in my

writing or at least that | am aware of. | hope this

does not sound silly but when | am writing anything, it
is like | am watching a movie in my head. | paid so

much attention at building the story up and giving it

so many different dimensions. | did this in this manner

with the aim of giving the story an ending that was
unexpected. As you re ad, please be aware that this is
my first ever piece to be published. | am still on my
journey of learning. So, please take it easy on me. |

hope you enjoy it. Thank you!

AUTHOROG S MBnarte:is Chitsanzo Changa. | am a single 32 year old
Malawian male. reside in Blantyre, Malawi and Pietermaritzburg, South
Africa. | started writing fiction this year, 2020. | have only been-self
publishing ebooks. | have not been published by any magazine or media
house
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MUSSOLINI MONOLOGUE
By Steve Gold

WHY WE LIKE IT: A short and not so simple character study as sharply
cut as an I talian i ntaglio. Gasp!

MUSSOLINI MONOLOGUE

MUSSOLINI

When | was a boy, | was small and ugly. Everyone laughed at me. They called me
names and made fun of me. | was ashamed of my cowardice. But then one day, a boy |
was with in the schoolyaéda boy bigger than ndebegan taunting me, calling me a

sissy andsaying | should wear a dress because | looked like a little girl. Finally, | had
enough. | turned toward the boy and | punched him. He was shocked. He had not
expected to be hit by me. | punched him again. | punched him in the face. | punched
him inthe stomach. | punched him in the balls. He bent down in agony. | kicked him in
his chest. He screamed to high heaven. The other boys rushed over to us. | continued
kicking the boy. | showed no mercy. | enjoyed it. The blood poured from him like a
river. All those years of being scared emptied out of me. Finally a teacher ran over to us
and pulled me away from the boy. The teacher called me a maniac and said | should be
put away. At first, | was intimidated. But then | looked at the faces déduoher and

the other boys. | noticed they all looked scared. They were scared of me. | felt good

about that. €l was on to something.

AUTHOROG S NV@hMtHe Mussolini Monologue | was trying to
examine the totalitarian mind, and to show the immelaseage an single
man can do to the world around him.

AUTHOROG S | Bémw York Citybased playwright and the author
of the fultHlength plays Smash the State, Women and Guns, and Star of

( F
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David, Men of Bondage. Several of my eaet plays have been staged at
| ocal festivals. My influendaeand i ncl ud:e
Preston Sturges.
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Writing the Limits

By Sean Leung Lerche

WHY WE LIKE IT: A good exampleof how effectivethe use of
repetitioncanbein telling a story. Welike this andwe alsolike the element
of mysterythat sneaksup on you. Who is the author writing to and who,
exactly,is being addressed? And giventhat this is a story about writing,
therei s @ @riter out therewho c a nrdate to it. Proseis on the polite
sideof colloquial andfreshwith tonal colourations.

Quote: Can you hear me? Can you see me? | want to see the trees
bearing loquats again. | want tedr the cawing of crows and the screeching
tires of speeding cars. | want to smell the air and the damp soil. Write of me.
Scribble my name. Write and recognize me.

(Font size is authorodés own.)

1,000. The word limitKeep it in mind. Remember the word count. Scribble it
down, then erase it away. Remind yourself, and then forget about its importance. Tell
yourself to remain within this | imit, and

Ask why. Then tell yowself that you have to.
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Scribble away. Write. Or at least, write what you think counts as writing. Write,

and then forget what youdre writing to begi!

i magine anything at al | . Syou wahtéd| tee write voa y . Jus
begin with.
1,000. Thatdéds the word | imit. Do you r e me
reason for you to try to, not when itbs alre
1,000. Thatdés your I imit. deo wow tre.melmblelr
it into your arm. I 61 1 etch it into your fir
in so deeply that youodll never be able to f

wonoét you?

Oh! Oh whoops! Itseems letchadi i n a | ittle too deeply.
now, isnét it? Sorry about that. But you ca
think that you were alive to begin with. No one did! No one except for you.

This wasnbét my workhemobnd ybat Lt édémedot o F
first to cut into you so deeply. Il only exi s
heal them like you wanted.

Scribble. Write your thought s. Describe t
knowyaw can do it. All you have to do is remai
words. You remember, right? No? Should | etch it in deeper? You should know, the cuts
wonoét heal this ti me. |l wondt be able to he
wounds are only getting wor se. You canodt wri

you want is for me to help you.
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Youdre actually |l ooking up now. Can you ¢
if you like. | can cut out your eyes if you want. | cdiive the cuts even deeper, if you
want . Look! You can see them! The pages. The

folding, and shredding, and sharpening themselves, all so that they may cut that much

deeper into you. The woyodrsownyconswmption aner i t t en
beginning to turn on you. You can stil!/l rea
saying, but you canot connect to them anymc

Youdve written them down edtobeginwitem f or get t hat

Do they still matter to you? Do these words still hold meaning for you? Can you
still recognize me? No? Good. You have no reason to remember me anymore.

Scribble away. Write once more. Try desperately to capture me again, even when
you @n no longer understand me. Hear me. See me. Write of me. Write of how | look.

Write of how | sound. Write the story of my life itself. Create me. Make me, so that |
may recognize you.

1,000 words. Thatdés your | imit.mbdD you r ¢
No? Then what would you I|Iike to remember? Yc
exist in your mind. | exist before you. | live and breathe before you. | cut into you so that
| may affirm you. | rip into you so that | may feel you. | tear throygh so that | may
recognize you. These are my words. These are my pages. This is my will. Will you
recognize it now? Wil/| you recognize me now

1,000 words. Thatds your | imit. Youbve b

right? Hawe you finished writing about me yet? | wish you would already. | want to be
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here. | want to exist. | want to live again. | want to love. | want to hate. | want to cry. |
want to live! Just give me that chance!

Write. Can you hear me? Can you see me? We Vileg this once before. You
wrote of me so that | could exist. You wrote of me because you wanted me to live. You
wrote of me because you wanted to recognize me. You wrote because you wanted to
write.

Can you hear me? Can you see me? | want to seéeetsebearing loquats again. |
want to hear the cawing of crows and the screeching tires of speeding cars. | want to
smell the air and the damp soil. Write of me. Scribble my name. Write and recognize me.

Youbve reached over 8 0 0 owdimid ow. Yauw . Al mo
alright? You know, | saw you cry once when you were writing. You used to have so
much emotion in you. You used to have such passion in you that it practically burst out of
you every time you chose to write of me. It was you who decidedite me an
incredible life to live. It was you who filled it with the beauties and horrors of being a
character of your creation.

923. 924, 925. I guess webre just about
Donét think about .i tDonda mse ogp fwarviari nigns tle addo
even when you finally leave me behind.

1,000 words. Did you forget about it ?2 It

Just write. Scribble away. Etch my name into the paper. | want to recognize you.

AUTHOR G S N Ohaue to admit that | myself tend to still be surprised
by my pursuit and study of writing. Looking back, the people that | am able
to cite as having inspired me are the various incredible teachers that | had
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the pleasure to meet. In the midst of my worst times, they were able to
convince me that my passion for writing was worth pursuing.

My time as a writer has shown me that | mysalfehto temper my passion at

times to improve my own writing. That includes having to face some of the

more egregious limits that myriad writers have had to consider, one such

being the word | imit. Mind the reader,
limit that tends to be placed on a writer vying for a submission.

| suppose | just wrote this piece as a mildly-gelprecating exploration of

the contradictions playing themselves out in my own head, between the
tempering that | employ to remain within therdiimit and the desire to

write storylines that span multiple pages. And in truth, | think a few of my
characters have reflected that perception | have of my writing. All the same,
| hope my piece is able to provide some solace to other writers; theigffor
worth it when pursuing@ n epassion.

AUTHOROG S MBnafe is Sean Leung Lerche, and | am an aspiring

writer studying Creative Writing at Sonoma State University. | have
previously published my work with scl
WritingSuc ess Project Anthol ogyéo6. |l f you
my writing y ou can do SO by Visiti
wordlimits.blogspot.com
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TheManWho PulledHimself Together
By David Henson

WHY WE LIKE IT: Wewereblownawayby this startlingly original story
in whichpulling oneseltogetheris takenliterally. Themetaphoris played
for all its physicaland mentalpossibilitiesand we are completelydrawnin
to a convincingsuspensiowf reality thatis ndather rationalizednor
explainedTheauthortellsusherereadK a f Kveetansorphosisvhile
writing this storyandwhile we seetheinfluencé clear headedproseand

0 f a mivdicetlmtrmaketheunrealall the morebelievable- thisone
standsonits own.Brilliant imageryabounds.

Quote:l feelasif aspiderhasbeenspinningitswebinmyb r ai n. 0
And
0 forcedowna palmful of calmandlie backtill | feelasplacidasamud

puddle.

(Fontsizeisa u t hawn.DIs e ragewmisspellsputignorethem.Wedid.
In theinterestof authenticity welike it justaswesee(or read)it.)

The Man Who Pulled Himself Together

| call my boss whosetextsl&e beenignoringfor days,andtell him I&n returningto
work. He saysnotto bother.Serveganeright. I&e let everythinggo to hell sinceArlene
left. I vow to pull myselftogether Tomorrow.| takeafew diazepanmandgoto bed.

Nextthing | know, it& morning,andl haveasplitting headachdl. try to turn awayfrom
thewindow but carh move.My left sidetingles,and| cari feel my right. | takedeep
breathdo fight the panicstartingto boil. After afew moments] canrotatemy left arm
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andleg. | expandandtightenmy stomacha few timesthensit up. Well, half of medoes.
My right half remainsflat on its back.

| on lying on myback,gettingsomefeelingand movemenin myright side,whenmy left
half sitsup. Whata crazydream.

| canth believemy eyesandtry to pull away.But my armandleg arefloppy, andl tumble
ontomy supinehalf.

Themonstrosityattacksme.| fight back,but canonlyflail andkick limply. Howdo| stop
this nightmare?/iVakeup.Wakeu p ! 0

| squirmto thefar sideof thebed.fHey, you. Thisisnd adream.Lookatme ! 0

| needto staycalmandgo with theflow. Lucid dreamingmightbeinteresting./iVhat
happened?90

Ifi..you...wesplitin h a | | toucbmy fingersto my right side.lIt feelslike awater
balloon.l fumblefor the diazepanon the bedstandut car openthe bottle with one
hand.

My left sidefeelslike gelatin. Go with theflow ... It& only a dream... Goingwith the flow
... OK, better.

Chokingon panic,| scootcloserto my otherhalf, andhold out the pill bottle. fQuick.
Carhb r e a K feedsliké pulsingbloodis aboutto rupturemy eardrumwhenhefinally
worksoff the cap.l force downa palmful of calmandlie backtill |1 feel placidasamud
puddle.iThanks,HalfMe. Or shouldl call youWalterT wo ? 0

HalfMe?Walter Two? How boring. What8 a dreamwithoutimagination?l suggesto
him that we nameourselvesafter oneof our favorite cartooncharactersasa child.

His namesarea bit whimsicalfor my tastesbut bring backmemoriesof smoothetimes
0 beforecheatingArleneandasplitbodyd sol agree.

| realizehowhungryl am. ADnwardto thekitchenHu c k1 e . 0O

Berry excusesimselfanddropsoff thebed.| feel asif a spiderhasbeenspinningits
webin my brain.| needto be carefulwith thosepills. i admireyour enthusiasmBerry,
butl needanap . 0
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Much asl wantto sleep,| cand stopwatchingBerry wriggle aroundfor whatseemdike
foreverandnot evenmakeit out of theroom.| shakeoff the hazeasbestl canand
tumbledownto helphim. We lie abreasbn our backs,andl reachacrosamy half-chest
andgrip his shoulder.

At Huckles suggestionywe hold eachother@ shouldersand pushacrossthe floor with
our feet.

We backsurfto the kitchenwherewe brace Jift, andhold eachotherto makecerealand
toast,afeastcomparedo the potatochipsandcookiesl&e beenliving on. We eatsitting
onthefloor, our shouldergproppedogetherandhalf-backsagainsthe calinet.

Makingbreakfastisné easy butwe manageWeevenwashthedishesl suggesthat
preparingmealsandbathingbecomepart of our daily routine.

Thenextmorningl wakeup with fire-crackeringanxiety.As | reachfor my diazepam,
which |&ve spreadut on the bedstandBerry® handgrabsmy wrist. He uncurlshis index
fingerandwagsit. Nice to know he® got my back.! still takea couplepills, butit& good
to know he® got my back.Half of it anyway.

#

Sometimegustaglimpseof Berry or myselfin themirror is enoughto triggeran
explosionof panic.But that® happenindessfrequentlyasl acclimateto my condition. It
helpsthatBerry, still thinkingit& all adream,is socalm.He alsokeepsusbusy.Weie
starteddoinglaundryandhouseworkthoughvacuumings beyondus. We récookingso
much,the otherdaywe hadgroceriedelivered We lay endto endandbucketbrigaded
theminto thehouse.

Huckle seemdo beweeninghimselfoff the pills. No choice.He cand exactlyhopdownto
the pharmacyfor a refill. Andl wouldnfevenif | could. Toughlove.

#

Wedve finishedbrushingour teethwhenBerry tells me abouta fdreamwithinad r e a m, 0
ashecallsit, in which wede sailingin thekitchen.His dreaminspiresmeto rig bedsheets
asslingsontwo chairssowe cansit at thekitchentableandeat.As abonus,a pair of
doveswith squabss in thetreenearthewindow. Watchingthemhelpskeepmy anxiety
atbaynowthatlan outof pills. Thedovesarethefirst thing |&e enjoyedsinceArlene

left me.
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#

|&e beenthinkingabouts o0 me t IhtellBegrry anemorningafterweie cleanedup. I
havetheleft sideof our brain,which controlstheright sideof theb o d Vlift my arm.
fBut that® notwhath a p p ¢ recountthatfirst morningwhenwe woke up halved,and
neitherof uscouldmove.Our brainsrewiredthemselveso controlthe sideof our body
theywereattachedtoo. Thas theonly logicale x p|l anati on. 0

A think thereg a simplerreason:Anythingd possiblenad r e am. 0
Ifiit& adream,it mustbealong onesincewede beenatthisford ay s . 0
Mreamsare like a black hole,Huckle.Theydistorttime.Onwardto thedoves.

Webacksurfto thekitchen.Watchingonethe squabdledge,l havea flashfrom another
of mydreamswithin a dream.In it, we canwalk.

Berry canh remembethe detailsof adreamaboutuswalking, only thatfthefirst step
startswith p a n Theimagegivesmeanidea.Wede bothbeenwearingpajamasall day
because..whynot? \ie haveto getdressedBer r y . 0

MK, onwardtothebedr oom. 0

Whenwe getto thebedroom| pull downa pair of jeansfrom a hangerl slide my foot
throughtheright leg andhaveBerry putontheleft. We shareweaa shirtthencinchone
beltaroundour waistandanothemunderour armpits.The clothingandbeltsholding us
togetherwe roll overandclimb to ourfeet,totteringbeforesteadyingourselves.

ANelldone,Huckle.But wede notdone.Onwardto thed r e s kséde myadight foot
forward thenHucklestepswith his left. Wewalk to the chestof-drawers.

Lookingin themirror onthedresser| seehow our half-headdoll to thesides.Berry
opengthetop drawerandunrollsa necktie.We manageo Windsorit aroundour neck
thenfashionaheadbandrom anold bandannaA ballcapcompletesour ensembleOur
half-headseunited,| nodatour reflection.fNot bad,is it, Berry?... Berry?... Are you
here?. .Afted afew Berry-lessmoments) havea hunchandloosenthe headband.
Berry®

A hadthestrangesd r e a m. 0
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| re-tightenthe headbandandBerry re-disappearsThisdl neverdo. | loosenthebandana
again,butbeforel canremoveit, Berry gripsmy wrist.

fEveronwardHuc k| e . 0
| startwearingmy headbandlayandnight. SweetdreamsBerry.
#

|&ve beengettingout of thehousel shop,walk in the park,chatwith neighborsWith my
ballcap,headbandnecktieandclothesholdingmetogetherno onetakesa secondook ...
well, notathird.

Tomorrow! startatthelibrary. It doestd payasmuchasmy previousjob, butit® be
enoughto getby. Theydond mind my eccentricattire,and|@n looking forwardto beinga
bookkeeperinsteadof a bookkeeper.

A UT H O RNDSE: Beforewriting TheMan WhoPulledHimself
Together] hadtheideato experimentvith a storywrittenin two parallel
pointsof view.Aroundthattime,| hada randomthoughtaboutsomeone
needingto pull themselvesogetherandimaginedwhatthat would belike if
takenliterally. Theideaof a personin two halveswasa natural wayto try
outthedual POVsl hadin mind. Themainthemeof the pieceis to portray a
personwhosédife hascomeapartandtheir struggleto putthe piecesback
together. rereadparts of Kafkas@heMetamorphosisvhile workingon this
story.

A UT HORB®S David Hensomandhis wife havelived in Belgiumand
HongKong overtheyearsandnow residein Peoria,lllinois. His work has
beennominatedor BestSmall FictionsandBestof the Netandhas
appearedn numerougrint andonlinejournalsincluding FleasOn The Dog,
PitheadChapel MoonparkReview,Fictive Dream,andLiterally Stories His
websiteis http://writings217.wordpress.corHis Twitter is @annalou8His
storyLoud Socksappearedn Issue6.
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STONE Man & STATUE Boy

By DL Shirey

WHY WE LIKE IT: Cancelcultureandpolitical correctnessre the
themesn this curiouslybeguilingstorythat held our interestandthensome.
Thelinear narrativeandstraightforward prosegeneratea literary honesty
andtheseamlesblendof two realitiesis handkedwith aplomb.Writtenin a

simplestylet h aeasyt@readbut hardto write. Quote Gramilies were
tending their yards, but no one stood out; no one was so

different that they caught my eye. Every car in the parking

lot was American made, full of moms and dads and kids who

all looked like me. They went to churches like me and

worshipped the same, unalterable Jesus. All white, even

when it didn't SSmawidg and font are auth

Stone Man & Statue Boy

by DL Shirey

Alone at the top of 79 stairs, only my footprints
follow. Each step below has a concrete space kicked from
the steep, powdery incline. | pause to catch my breath,
feel the rasp at the back of my thro at from cold air and
tired lungs. SUVs will soon brave the snowy streets,
depositing children and sleds and romping dogs in the

parking lot below this hillside park.
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Even though I've stopped walking, there remains a
sense of forward motion as clouds push fast overhead. Yet
there doesn't seem to be any wind down here in the park;
nothing to help the trees shrug off their burdens of white.
Breath back, | notice the sign with the park's
name is gone. It's finally official, the man whose name
graced this park has been toppled, his philanthropy
supplanted by an inauspicious past. All textbooks will be
rewritten, each placename displaced, this signless post
rechristened. But it won't be easy to erase the name's
significance to me: the memories, the wonderland. | t means
swingsets, nature trails, hide and seek and first kisses.
My parents never had to ask ‘where are you going?' There
was no place for me but here, two blocks from home.
How can this park have any other name, as many
times as I've counted to 79?
Thi s place is dreamlike after snow. The quiet.
Luminosity is inverted, with brightness on the ground
instead of from the sky; an odd light where trees can't
cast shadows. Today my sense of place is skewed. There's no
gravel underfoot, so every step sounds wro ng. Feels wrong.
I've walked this way countless times, yet | still check
behind me to make sure my footprints are there, in case |

need to follow them back.
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| fumble forward, using each tree as a crutch. |
need the reality of solid anchors bolted to groun d I cannot
see. Then a backlight brightens behind the trees ahead and
they finally give way to a clearing.
The center of the park reorients me but | feel
his absence immediately.
My steps are the first to scar the smooth, white
field that circles an emp ty plinth. The statue on the
pedestal is gone. | can see clear through to trees beyond,
where the man and boy once stood. Where the nameplate used
to be, only a square of discolored cement.
I'm not sure if nostalgia or bitterness forces me
to close my eye s. | want to see the stone man, his ever -
raised arm pointed west, urging the statue boy beside him
to look in that direction. | want to see the buttons on the
man's vest, the watch chain and the long tails of his coat.
He'd been there for me a million time s, through every
season. Without him, can | ever get my bearings again? And
| wonder if | can find my favorite bench when he's not
pointing the way.
When | open my eyes | see something | hadn't
noticed before. Half the snow has been whisked from the
plint h, on the ground below it an imprint of a snow angel,

then footprints running away. | follow the fresh steps to
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the bench where a child sits. He grips his knees, pulled up
against the cold. He gazes over a clearing of trees and the
distant blue reclaiming the sky. We look out on a sprawl of
houses, stretching as far as the eye can see. The only
movement billows from nearby chimneys and in the first dots
of cars navigating streets.
"Is this your seat?" The boy has gray - blonde hair.
His voice sounds younger than he looks, maybe 12. He dusts
snow off the bench. "You can sit here too, there's room."
"It's too cold to sit." What | said isn't true. |
feel awkward. | want nothing more than to rest, but things
are different these days. You're not supposed to be al one
with a child that's not your own.
"If you squint your eyes just right, with all
this snow, you can imagine how it was when the houses
weren't here," the boy says.
"Hard to picture it with no houses at all. That
would have been long before | was born. A lot of the
buildings are taller, but this is pretty much what | saw
when | came up here as a boy."
"You've seen a lot, | bet."
There was something familiar about this kid, the
shape of his head, his faraway stare. But I've climbed the

79 stairs most d ays of my life and know that children are
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drawn here. Their games aren't that different than the ones
| played. I'm sure I've seen this boy before.

"Where's your house from here?" he asks.

"Right over there."

From behind the bench, my arm extends over t he
boy. His eyes never follow the direction of my finger. He
looks at me instead, at the way I'm standing.

"What's this park called?"

| start to say the name, but it feels wrong
somehow. Like a lie. It's as if saying the man's name
whitewashes everything he stood for. For the first time,

it's more than a name of a park. | can see the scarred

backs of people on which he made his fortune. His legacy
was to make sure his fields and workers stayed over there
while he helped the lives of his people over here

Then my memories of childhood became more focused
and | saw myself running to the park, past houses that all
looked the same. Families were tending their yards, but no
one stood out; no one was so different that they caught my
eye. Every car in the parking lot was American made, full
of moms and dads and kids who all looked like me. They went
to churches like me and worshipped the same, unalterable

Jesus. All white, even when it didn't snow.
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The boy is still looking at me, waiting for my
answer. "It had a name, but it's gone. Just like the man in
the statue over there."

He jumps up. "What statue?"

"That block of stone is the only thing left. You
can follow the footprints back."

"Show me," he says.

The boy waits for me to lead but becomes
impatient at my slowness. He runs ahead, pretending to fly.
His arms are superhero straight, | could almost see the
billow of a cape behind him. When | catch up, the boy had
scrambled up the pedestal. He is sitting on the edge,
waiting for me, bouncing his heels against the low slab.

"That's right. The statue was here." It's hard
for me to speak between breaths.

"Too bad he's gone. Must have been great to stand
here and watch everyone play. Like being king or
something." Then the boy hops to his feet and assumes a
regal pose: hands on hips, chin high, chest puffed forward.

| laugh. "No, it wasn't like that at all. He was
more dl don't know dohe looked like a grandfather, | guess.
Watching over you, helpful, pointing to that bench of

ours.”" Then | thought again. Perhaps the man was indicating
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something else to the statue boy: pointing to the side of
town the man had built in his image.

"Show me what he looked like." Then the boy
shakes his head as | try to recreate the pose. "No, up
here. Climb on up and show me."

The boy kneels and holds out his hand. | notice
the skin, ashen and pale, weathered with black freckles. In
the cold, weird light from snow, his hand casts no shadow.

"What's your name?" he asks.

END

AUTHOROGS T™™3Ts A story of two parks in Portland, Ooeg The
physical description is that of Mt. Tabor, an extinct volcano within walking
distance of my house. There is a statue in this park, erected in 1933.

The name of the other park escapes me. At the time | was writing this story,
local news was reporig about a change to the name of this park; its
previous designation celebrated a person whose past was tainted by racism.
Oregon has a histofyto be polité® of not being particularly welcoming to
minorities. The renaming of this park was an effort to atone

As | said, there is a statue atop Mt. Tabor, of a newspaperman pointing
west. He is alone. In the story the statue is of a man and a boy. | invented
Statue Boy to add an element of surrealism and to have another character to
interact with the protagonis

AUT HOROG S DLBIShi@y lives in Portland, Oregon, where it's probably
raining. Luckily, water is beerods prir
fiction appear in 50 publications, including Confingo, Page & Spine, Zetetic

and Wild Musette. You can finghore of his writing at www.dIshirey.com

and @dIshirey on Twitter.



321

TRIAL RUN

By Connor de Bruler

WHY WE LIKE IT: Thisis a writer whoimproveswith eachstory.His
technicalfacility impresseduti t his dialoguethat blowstheroofoff.1 t 6 s
someofthebestw e Orgadandif y o u @&writer whofindsconvincing
dialoguea challenge(andwhatwriterd o e s re@&CaipordeBruler.
Theconversationtielaysout are phonicorganismsthevocalsdip and
slide,rise to reston aural plateausthenbreakandfall apart, only to start

all overagain.All hiswriting is Southerrdeep,Southerrdark and
disturbinglyhumane.(Fontsizeisa u t hown.)0 s

Trial Run

By Connor de Bruler

It looked like a house of cardas;two-story motel just off the interstate, red doors on white
frames. Each curtaidrawn window faced the eramp to the Fairview Road Bridge in the
foothills of South Carolina. A young hustagoodlooking, no meth rot evident in her fadeft
the roomwith a 7#Up bottle in her hand.

Luanne snapped a few pics through the gap in the steering wheel with the P900.

Vaguero got antsy and |lit up a Camel Crush.

iPut it out , 0 she said.

V cracked the tinted window and tossed out the cig.

Shi






