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Writing 

I do my best work 
bone-white naked 
epidermis exposed 
best medicine 
honesty 
as the second 
we are born 
as the second 
we die 

I have nothing to hide 
beside my desire 

-Achilles R. 
Stravoravdis 
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Duality 

Kristi Castleberry 

In vapor of fire 
A bed of dirt seemed fitting 
For filth of "other" to rot 
Under blanket of warm blood 
After the soldiers seared her breasts 
And laughed at her hungry infant 

In kin's embrace 
No bed is fine enough 
For cherished jewel of 1/own" 
Under blanket of warm love 
After mother bared her breast 
And laughed sweetly at her hungry infant 
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How do I tell you 
I love you or I hate you 
words 
slip 
sugary fingertips 
lick, slide into this 
in which, is 

How do I touch your skin 
in this one 
moment of goodness 
and share that with 
shots 
firing 
all 
night 
long 

Try so hard 
to protect 
on the outside. 
Would give 
anything 
to touch 
that patch 
that butter yellow 
you love 
so much. 

When in that moment a woman is 
seized, bloody 
backed into a wall 
raped, bashed head and eyes roll 
her clitoris removed 

Perhaps we should 
question the innate 
ability to 
close our eyes and 
slip into something 
a little more 
comfortable 
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Polis [this through dialogue] 

When one said about 
motive being apart 

from, what was thought of 

as one culture, 

this was also, more 

importantly about distribution, 


to the body, this 

is double-meaning. 


The production 
of culture, 
within a 
Police, was said, are 
stemming from 
this within this 
state. 

{Such examples as 
"I am fisherman," 

"I am po(et) al." 

were given though, 
when referring to 

MEMBERSHIP 

This was the model given. 
This was a poli, 


"the way/' 

as A. stated, 

"a man runs 

his house," 


which extends, 

through body.} 


This could be proscription, 
to apply actions 


like 

drawing a line 

bounded through body. 


When A. was speaking 

he was confronting what was given 

to be 


Beast or God. 

John Sakkis 
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Relics 

Christopher Alexander Hayter 

Dear Grandson, 
If you're reading this it means your dear old Grandpappy has finally 

kicked the bucket. You probably don't care none too much, but from now on 
you're gonna have to. Since your mother, my only daughter isn't up to it, and 
your no good father ran out, it falls on you to take care of my estate, and I left 
with some unfinished business. My instructions were for you to receive this 
after graduating college so it would not interfere with your undergraduate 
schooling. But as I'm sure you're finding out, a bachelor's degree don't 
amount to more than a fancy ply of toilet paper anymore. You're either going 
to be overqualified or under-qualified for any job you find. You will need to 
postpone graduate school for the time being and fulfill some obligations. So 
to ensure that you meet with my demands I've frozen the entire estate. 

Let me get down to what it is you're gonna be doing. As you may 
have heard, your Grandpappy was a board member in the Virginia branch of 
the Gentleman's Arms Society and I'll be damned if death is going to stop me 
from keeping a seat at that table. I'm not about to let them think they've won. 
Now I've made all the preparations. I've pulled every string I could find and 
fixed it so they have to accept you for membership. Once you become a full 
fledged member and take part in the Society's deliberations you will regain 
full control of your estate. Enclosed you will find everything necessary, 
including all paperwork and documentation, and most importantly my 
antique dueling pistols. 

Now don't let me down Sonny. I'm counting on you to uphold the 
family name. 
Your Grandfathe~ 
Reginald James Morrison. 

After receiving this letter I did everything I could to try and recover 
my family's estate without going to Granddad's stupid gun club, but every 
lawyer and bank manager told me that the old coot had covered all his bets. I 
was thoroughly stuck and forced to comply if I ever wanted to get my hands 
on the money. Granddad had left an account to pay for Mom's care, but I was 
on my own. Thus, I went to Virginia. 

The club was just an ordinary old man club from the outside, nothing 
impressive. I went in and told the receptionist who I was. She said that I was 
expected and sent me back to the office of the chapter president. William 
Montgomery was probably older than the pistols Granddad left me. He was 
a shaky old man with a ridiculous comb-over that consisted of about seven 
hairs. There was all sorts of crazy crap on the walls, antiques of course, stuff 
from the"good old days." 

I sat in a chair made from a tree sewn to a bear. Montgomery said, 
"You're Morrison's boy, eh? You know, no one liked your Granddaddy, but 
he was a hell of a man nonetheless. We don't normally accept children, but 
old Morrison knew how to manipulate the rules to ensure his kin a seat here. 
But don't think it's that easy. You're starting out on the bottom rung of the 
ladder." 

I said "Listen, I don't even know what you people do here. I thought 
you just shoot your fancy guns and give potlucks. I'm not interested in your 
Society. I just want to get my money and leave. There should be some way 
for you to sign it over to me." 
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"I'm afraid you'll have to take that up with your mentor," he told me, 
"Your apprenticeship will start tomorrow. Report to Colonel Noseworthy's 
office at 5 a.m." 

I couldn't believe this, "What apprenticeship?" 
"Just show up tomorrow, 5 a.m. sharp. The Colonel holds punctuality 

very highly," the old man said with a tone that implied the end of our 
discussion. 

I muttered something about having to get up early. 5 a.m. was not "the 
morning"; it was the fucking middle of the night. 

I came to the lodge the next morning and went straight to the Colonel's 
office. It was similar to Montgomery's office, except there were a lot more 
antlers. The old man smell wasn't as bad though. At the far end of the office 
sat a very large man. He had to be at least 6 foot 3, 260 pounds. He had slick 
white hair, surprisingly thick for his age. He was reading a newspaper with 
his feet on the desk, which was rather agile for someone who had to be in his 
late sixties, at the very least. . 

I walked towards his desk and said, "Yeah, I'm here about getting my 
money back." 

The Colonel put down his paper to reveal a mustache that was sharp 
enough and thick enough to plow a field with. He looked kind of like that 
fried chicken guy, but the atmosphere kind of gave me a Godfather vibe. 

''What's your name son?" the Colonel said sharply. 
"I'm Jack Morrison, I'm here about my money." 
"No, your name boy. Jack isn't a name. Jack's what ya use to change a 

tire. Jack is a long eared rodent that fries up real nice on an open grill. Jack is 
nothing. As in 'jack shit.' How do youexpect anyone to take you seriously 
when you call yourself Jack? Now what's your name son?" 

"Listen old man," I started indignantly, "I'm just here to get my money, 
not to play games with geezers like you. So why don't you sign it over to me 
and we can both get on with our lives?" 

The Colonel sighed as he stood up, "We'll try this again when you get 
out of the hospital." Then. before I could react, he pulled out a gun and he 
shot me. 

I woke up to an unfamiliar ceiling. I eventually figured out that I was 
in a hospital. Apparently no vitals had been hit, but recovery would take a 
while. 

Six weeks later I came back to Gentleman's Arms Society Lodge and 
went into Colonel Noseworthy's office. He sat there reading the paper as I 
stormed in. He said matter-of-factly, "Took your sweet time, eh? Must have 
been your first time being shot. You ready to behave, son? Why don't you try 
introducing yourself again." 

I stood there calmly, "Fine. My name is Rutherford James Morrison. 
My grandfather was Reginald James Morrison. I believe you were acquainted 
with him." 

The Colonel put down his paper, "Now was that so hard? What can I 
do for you son?" 

"Well Mr. Noseworthy
"Uh Hum," he interrupted. 
"What?" I asked. 
"You will address me as Colonel Noseworthy or Sir." 
"So you're a real Colonel?" 
"That's right." 
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1I0f what?1I I knew I was pushing his buttons, but somehow I couldn't 
help it. 

"Of whatever I damn well please,1I he shouted. 
I gave in, and decided to play along, "Fine. Colonel. Noseworthy. It 

seems my finances require your approval for me to access ~em. So I need 
you to sign them over to me so I can go back to college." 

IIActually;. the terms of your Granddaddy's will say you must become 
a member of the Gentleman's Arms Society before you can become executor 
of the Morrison estate. That's why you're here, I'm going to see that that 
happens," he said rather proudly. 

"Couldn't we just skip that," I said almost begging. 
"Absolutely not. We take this very seriously;." he said resolutely. 
I groaned and my posture sunk, "What do I have to do?" 
"We'll get to that later son, the game is about to start," the Colonel 

pushed a button on a remote control and a cabinet opened to reveal a big 
screen TV;. "You do like baseball, right son? America's pastime." 

"Yeah, I guess." 
"What's your team then?" 
III don't know, I guess the Yankees are pretty good," I murmured. 
1I0h son/' the Colonel hung and shook his head, "You just aren't going 

to have an easy time of this are you?" 
"What now?" 
"We'll talk about it when you get out of the hospital." 
I shouted, "No!" and started to run, but I was hit before I was halfway 

to the door. Then I blacked out. 
Sitting in the hospital bed I grumbled, "That old bastard." 
I again returned to the club and found the Colonel out on the patio. 

He said calmly, "There ya are boy, all patched up are we?" 
"I can't believe you shot me again! How do you get away with this? 

Doesn't the club care? Why hasn't the hospital pressed charges?" 
"Don't be silly boy;." the Colonel said, "We own the hospital. And how 

about those nurses eh? You get some bedside hospitality this time?" 
I stammered, "Wha-at?" 
"Lord in Heaven boy! You're about as sharp as bowl of pudding.1I 
I was still flabbergasted, "You own the hospital?/I 
The Colonel stood up and started walking, "Anyway, we're heading 

out to the range, so keep your wits with ya. I can't guarantee your safety if 
you start clownin' around out there. The other members ain't got the 
accuracy to miss your vitals if you start mouthin' off." 

So with that, I followed him out to the shooting range. 
"Afternoon, Colonel/' some old guy said, "How's the project coming 

along?/I 
The Colonel replied, "Oh, it's getting along./I We, or rather he, chatted 

with the old farts for a while. They all ridiculed me in some way or another. 
And this is how it went on for several weeks. 

One day, while watching the Colonel shoot he asked, 1/ So what you 
studying, boy?/I 

"Psychology,/I I said as plain as I could. 
"Figures," he snorted. 
"What do you mean?" I asked. 
"You're the one studying, boy. Ever bother to wonder why you chose 

that subject? It's your parents, right? Your old man ran off, your momma 

http:pudding.1I
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loses it, and left you all by your lonesome. You can't fix your own family, so 
ya figure you can fill that gap by fixing the heads of some other folks who're 
saying they ain't happy." 

"I thought I could help people," I said. 
"How?" He asked "How you going to help them?" 
"Well there are lots of techniques for-" 
He cut me off, "You got money, boy?" 
"Not right now," I said. 
"You happy?" he asked. 
"No," I said. 
"Then that's your answer right there. Ain't no one really happy. You 

suffer a little bit of work 'til you get enough money to do as you please. You 
still ain't happy then its your own damn fault. Ain't no headshrinker going 
to fix nothing. Think of the bigger picture. All these folks tying up their 
money with shrinks messes with the economy." 

So I followed him around. I watched him shoot, rode around in his 
big-ass car, and ate cow after cow of steak and ribs. One day I asked him, 
"What do you get out of this? This SOciety, the guns, its all so archaic." 

"You have to understand, son/' the Colonel said, "there's an order to 
this, a structure." 

I continued to question him, "But why guns? So what if it's 
constitutional? That thing was written when people still had to fear bears 
breaking down the front door and British invasions. None of that is relevant 
anymore. There's a lot of countries now where even the police don't carry 
guns. Don't you think this country should catch up with the times?" But he 
wouldn't answer me. 

Later on he insisted that I learn how to shoot. He got me a concealed 
weapon license, though I'm not sure how, since I never filled out any 
paperwork. He just handed it over one day. 

He wouldn't let me use my Granddad's guns. He said I didn't deserve 
them yet. Not that I cared. I couldn't tell if he knew that I still didn't care 
about his octogenarian gun club. From what I could tell the whole "Society" 
was exactly as advertised: a bunch of old farts trying to exert their waning 
manhood by wielding a big stick that could still fire. 

I had been apprenticing, or whatever you want to call it, under the 
Colonel for about three months when he announced that we would be 
traveling to the Annual Convention for the Gentlemen's Arms SOciety. It was 
in some southern state. I didn't know or care which one, since they are all 
pretty much the same. 

I assumed we would be flying there, but I really should have known 
better. I just didn't have any luck when it came to dealing with the Colonel. 

"We're riding in style, boy," the Colonel said, "Make sure you get here 
bright and early. She needs a wax job before we move out." 

To my horror, the Colonel's luxury sedan, which by itself took up one 
and a half lanes, was merely going to be towed by our primary means of 
travel which was a motor home that was bigger than my dorm building in 
college. 

The Colonel came out to inspect my work, "Not bad, boy, almost looks 
like you was trying." He climbed the stairs of the beast, and headed inside 
while I stood half dead by the door. He sounded the hom which jump
started my heart, reminding me that cruel life yet remained. The Colonel 

20 




lowered one of the many power windows and hollered, ''You hear that horn 
boy? Sounds like God's coming to town!" 

"Right, Sir," I said. 
"Don't just stand there gawking, boy, we got to get this thing waxed 

for real, professional like. You don't think I'd show up looking like I can't 
find good help, do you? C'mon boy, it's a long haul." 

The trip was exhausting. I don't think we made it past fifty five miles 
per hour the whole way. Going up a hill in one of the Carolinas (does it really 
matter which?) a guy on a bike passed us and laughed. It was the one time 
on the whole trip that the Colonel let me drive, so he could shoot out the tire 
of the guy on the bike. The guy wasn't laughing after he hit that tree. 

The most interesting part of the trip to the convention was when we 
stopped for dinner in Central Mississippi, not that there's anything 
interesting in Mississippi. We pulled into the local Gentlemen's Arms Society 
Lodge. I was surprised at how many of these places there were. They could 
probably take over the country with the numbers they had. 

We went into the Lodge and proceeded to the dining hall where the 
Colonel requested a table for the two of us. The host apologized, saying we'd 
have to wait a while since local members were seated first. Upon hearing this 
I took a few steps back. 

The Colonel grabbed the host by the tie and pulled him right up close 
where the kid could see the shine the Colonel's gold fillings, "Listen up son, 
I'll pardon you for a moment while you run and tell your manager that you 
don't have atable ready for Colonel Noseworthy. I'm letting you off easy this 
time because whoever's in charge of this sad excuse for a lodge is going to 
whup your ass so hard that you'll be more tender than the steak." 

The host didn't return, but several hundred apologies later some 
manager or another found us a fine table. "You see, son," The Colonel said, 
"You have to exert some control. Without control there's no order. That's 
chaos, son." 

Midway through his prime rib the Colonel asked, "You having a good 
time, boy?" 

I looked at him indignantly, "Oh, great time, yeah, what could be more 
fun than riding in a motor home through the asshole of America to go to 
some glorified gun show and brown nose with thousands of old geezers who 
like to shoot holes in shit?" 

"If I didn't know better, I'd think you weren't having a good time, boy," 
the Colonel said, not even looking up from his gravy soaked mashed 
potatoes. 

"And why the hell is it taking us so long to get wherever the hell we're 
going?" I asked, "We've been through just about every state that ever waved 

~ the Confederate flag. If I have to speak to one more of these inbred 
cowfuckers at these RV parks, I'm going to open up that chest of guns you 
brought and reenact the Civil War with live ammunition." 

The Colonel remained calm, "You knOw, for a modern boy you're 
really quite obtuse. Not every southerner makes moonshine in their bathtub 
and craps in the woods. Aren't you learning anything?" 

I leaned over, exasperated, "When are we going to get to this 
convention?" 

"In about three days," the Colonel said calmly, "We still have some 
sights to see. Try and enjoy yourself." 

"Three days, that would put the show in.. ,/I I paused waiting for his 
answer. 
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"Texas," he said chomping down on the last of his twenty-four ounces 
of steak. 

I groaned, "Texas?" 
"Texas," he reinforced smoothly. 
I slwuld have known. I thought to myself. 
I can't tell if the next few days went by really slowly or really quickly. 

They seemed long because it was so boring to listen to the Colonel talk about 
his exploits during his youth in Texas, and it seemed quick because eternity 
would not have been a long enough delay. 

I cannot imagine a more boring view, but the Colonel assured me that I 
was blessed to be staring at Texas out the window, as opposed to Oklahoma. 

Eventually we arrived at the convention center. Apparently it was the 
largest Lodge in the Society. This wasn't just because it was in Texas, the 
Colonel told me. "They do have a preoccupation with size," he said, which 
was an odd thing to hear corning from him, "But the Lodge here had several 
purposes and holding this annual convention was just one of them." He 
wouldn't tell me more than that. 

We had taken our time on the trip, or rather the Colonel had taken our 
time on the trip. I guess he just wanted to take it all in. Old folks are 
sentimental like that. I guess they think it could be the last time, so they want 
to get their money's worth, or something like that. 

The parking lot was probably as big as New Jersey, and it was a good 
thing too, because the fleet of RVs lined up on the gargantuan patch of 
asphalt could house all of America's homeless. 

I was sickened to think about the cost to fuel these motor homes on 
their journeys to the convention. It was probably more than the GNP of most 
third world nations. 

About half of the RVs had enormous stag antlers on the front and 
''Don't mess with Texas" bumper stickers on the back. Never in my life did I 
want to mess with Texas more so than at that moment. 

We entered the lodge and proceded slowly to the main convention hall. 
We passed a room at the entrance that was reserved for the wives, since they 
weren't allowed in the main part of the lodge. I'll be damned if even one of 
the them wasn't blonde and young enough to be the daughter of anyone in 
the building, save yours truly. And my God, the plastic in there was young 
enough to make them granddaughters. 

Every few steps a man who wasn't really a cowboy but who wore the 
hat, boots, and a Lone Star State belt buckle stopped the Colonel to tell him 
how glad they were that he could make it. I still couldn't understand how the 
old fart could be anyone important, but a lot of people, who were full of even 
more hot air, thought he was. 

We finally got into the main hall and took our reserved seats at one of 
the tables up near the raised podium. As we sat down I heard a lot of men 
murmuring about how a snot-nosed punk shouldn't be allowed in, saying 
they didn't care who I was with, or who I was related to. 

We heard the tail end of a speech by a speaker who was congratulating 
the Society on its success in making armor piercing bullets legal again, and 
that we should all feel blessed by God, and that we were still winning the 
good fight as Constitutional Americans. 

It went on like this for a while. One big shot after another barking 
about Proud Americans. Then there was an hour or two about new rifle 
designs that could kill an elk from farther away, and with less damage to their 



bodies. You could now stuff and mount the whole deer and not just the head, 
if you were so inclined. 

Then came dinner. Steak as usual. The Colonel was pretty quiet the 
whole time. Just before they served dessert, the head waiter, or someone who 
was dressed a bit more importantly than the rest of the service staff, 
approached the Colonel and said plainly, "Excuse me, Colonel Noseworthy. 
The uh, the Bushmen are on the prairie for hunting season." 

"It's about time," the Colonel said, and the waiter walked away. The 
Colonel excused himself and started to leave the convention hall. He walked 
away a little glum, like he had to go shoot a dog that had gone rabid. 

Another old man at the table, with a mustache that did that twirly 
thing, moved into the Colonel's chair and took me by the arm, as if to keep 
me from getting away. He started talking, "You're Morrison's grandson, huh? 
Boy could I tell you a story or two about him." 

I wasn't about to be left behind now, so I told the old guy, "Look, I 
really have to go to the bathroom, you understand incontinence, right?" I 
looked at him quite sincerely and he loosened his grip. 

I followed in the direction the Colonel went, through some doors that 
opened into a long hallway:. I checked the rooms that the hallway had access 
to, but they were empty, so I headed down to the end of the hall and followed 
around the comer. The complex was huge, and I wasn't finding anything. 

Two men who wore dark suits and sunglasses came out of one of the 
rooms and stopped me. The men were surprisingly normal looking for the 
convention. They were probably in their mid thirties. One said, "Excuse me 
sir, you're not allowed back here. You're going to have to come with us." 

I didn't know what came over me, but suddenly I burst out, "Get your 
hands off me boy! Do you know who I am? My name is Rutherford James 
Morrison, a high standing member of this establishment. That's status, boys. 
Don't go trying to argue with status. Now run along, boys, before I whup 
both y'all and send you back ta where ya came from for a second whupping!" 

Miraculously they let me go, and I continued on down the hallway and 
made another turn. I knew my ruse wouldn't hold them for long, so I 
sprinted down the hall, took another tum, and jumped into one of the rooms. 
It was empty, so I figured I would hide for a bit. Who knows what hired 
goons would do to you in an organization like this, and in Texas to boot. I 
looked around the office and noticed a huge painted portrait on the wall. It 
was somewhat familiar looking, and on further inspection I realized it was a 
portrait of my great-grandfather, Richard James Morrison. I looked around 
the room quickly and figured out that this had been my grandfather's local 
office. I guess it hadn't been cleaned out since he died. I picked up a book on 
his desk, some sort of journal, and sat in his chair. The portrait was behind 
the chair. I guess he wanted his father looking over his shoulder, though I 
don't know what son would want that. I flipped through the journal and 
started to read a selection. It read, "It still pains me to never have had a son. 
My dear Abigail was my only child, bless her heart, she deserved better than 
she got. It wasn't her fault. I was the one who tried to put it all on heI:, and it 
probably caused her to end up with that louse. My only hope now is on her 
son..." 

I should have noticed that these old fashioned chairs are not designed 
for leaning back in. I fell back crashing into the wall, but contrary to what 
one might expect, the wall, or rather the picture gave way, turning to one 
side, like a revolving door. I landed in some sort of room behind the wall. 
The picture then shifted back into its normal position. 
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It happened just in time too, because moments later I heard the two 
guys in shades looking in the office. They said it was empty, and then they 
left. 

After a few moments I got up and looked around the hidden room. It 
was empty and fairly dark. I then heard more voices, but this time they were 
coming from the opposite wall from which I entered the hidden chamber. I 
put my ear to the wall to try to hear better, and felt some sort of contraption 
against my ear. I fiddled around with it and I opened a little shutter that 
revealed two holes. I realized that they were eye-holes for spying on the next 
room. So, following the family tradition, I took a peak and imagined my eyes 
filling the vacant spots of hollowed out eyes on some old painting in the next 
room. 

I could not believe what, or rather who I saw. It was Colonel 
Noseworthy and-My God, that man had said the Bushmen were here. This 
just wasn't right. Then I heard what they said, "Look Colonel, we're really 
having trouble. There's just not enough of the tea anymore. It's getting too 
costly to get the foreign stuff. The electrics are ready, and people are pushing 
for the switch. They aren't going to believe us much longer." 

This made the Colonel irate, "Listen boy, we put you in office for a 
reason. Do you have any idea of the consequences of a change like this? It 
would cause a worldwide recession. So you send your little tin soldiers over 
to the desert and get some more. Or do you want to be replaced with a hippy 
hillbilly like your old man was?" 

"No, Colonel, I'm sorry Sir. I'll see that it gets done and ensure our 
continued prospertality." 

The Colonel shook his head, "Prospertality is not a word son. Quit 
doing that. You're making us all look bad." 

I couldn't believe what I had seen. The Colonel wasn't just full of hot 
air. I had to get out of there. I had to leave before he found me. I took 
Grandpa's journal, went back through the hidden door, and out of the room. 
I followed the hallways back to the convention room and then out of the 
building. I raced across the parking lot, took the spare key to the car from the 
hidden magnet holder, disengaged the alarm, and took the car off the hitch. 
Then I sped out of there as fast as I could. I didn't know where to go, but I 
had to do something. I suddenly remembered my sophomore roommate in 
college. He had gotten a job as a writer for some liberal newspaper in Boston. 
I checked into a hotel and dialed around until I got him on line. I told him 
everything. I said he had to get the story out as soon as possible. He said it 
wouldn't amount to much without evidence, but it would get the word out 
and that would get the ball rolling towards an investigation. With his 
assurances I relaxed at last. It was already pretty late so I decided to go to 
sleep. 

When I woke up my head was in a lot of pain. I look around and 
couldn't see anything. It was all dark, and something else--I was upside
down? I was hanging by my feet on a rope. "What the hell is going on!" I 
shouted. 

A voice came from the darkness, "Awake finally, are you, boy? I was 
beginning to think they hit you too hard." The Colonel walked into the light. 

"What is this you old bastard?" I growled. 
Some light came into the room and the Colonel came closer, "Have you 

seen the paper today, son? Oh, I reckon you probably haven't. Seems the top 
story today is a murder up near Boston." 

An electric chill ran through my whole body, "No," I said softly. 



"It was the darndest thing," the Colonel started, "Some reporter, they 
say he was tarred and feathered! Can you imagine that in this day and age? I 
do declare!" 

I just glared at him. 
"Don't look so shocked, boy. You more than anyone shouldn't be 

surprised by our reach." 
"Was my Grandfather involved in this?" I asked. 
"He was integral to our group," the Colonel said. 
"Is this why he died?" I asked. 
"No, he was one of the most active supporters. You're here because he 

wanted someone to carry on his work/' the Colonel said. 
I didn't know what to say. 
"Oh, by the way, you might want to notice what you're hanging over." 

He removed the lid from a metal barrel beneath me to reveal bubbling tar, just 
recently heated. 

The Colonel grabbed me by the hair and stared a hole right through 
me, but I stared right on back, "I want you to understand. The guns, the oil, 
the politicians, the money,. all of it is about control. Someone needs to be in 
control. Without control there is chaos. You want that boy? . People are not 
going to control themselves unless you maintain a structure that will force 
them to be under control." 

I tried to interrupt, "But it can't last forever. Your order is based on 
lies. Look at what you have to do to maintain this order. It's an imaginary 
freedom. People won't just go along with this forever, and when they stop 
being led along the chaos you fear will happen." 

"That's why we can't stop leading them. Its too ingrained now. It 
can't be undone," he said. "Now, boy,. you have a choice. I wasn't prepared to 
do this yet, but you've called my hand. You can die here in obscurity, or you 
can continue your apprenticeship. What do you say, boy?" 

I looked at him with pride in my face and said, "I don't want either." 
He started to walk away. 
"Wait!" I shouted, "I challenge you! To a duel! Winner take all!" 
"Well boy,. I guess you have some potential after all," the Colonel said 

almost joyfully. "You better start swinging if you don't want to land in that 
slop when I shoot you down." 

I quickly started swinging and landed on my left side. 
"Well boy,. since its your first duel you can choose the weapons," he 

said. 
"Fine," I said confidently,. "How about my Grandfather's pistols. 

There will never be a better time to try them out." 
The Colonel made a motion and some attendant brought out the box 

with the antique pistols. The Colonel said, "1 was going to give them to you if 
you agreed to resume your apprenticeship, but I guess this will work out 
even better." The attendant set the box down on a small table and left. 

By this time I had untangled myself from the ropes and walked over. 
"Choose your weapon," the Colonel said. 

I picked up one of the pistols and the Colonel took the other, leaving 
his other gun on the table. The Colonel faced me and said, "We start back to 
back facing opposite directions. We take ten paces, tum, and fire, first one to 
go down loses. The attendant will callout the paces from the sound booth. 
You take one pace per count. Understand?" 

I nodded and we stood back to back. 
We began. One-Two
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He started talking to me, "You know, boy," Three. "You'll have to take 
me down in one shot," Four. "Or you won't survive," Five. "That's how 
duels go," Six. "No mercy," Seven. 

"Ah fuck him," I started to turn around on Eight. I was halfway 
around when I saw him already facing me, gun drawn, with a bead on my 
head. 

He had never taken one step. 
"Too bad, son." The Colonel fired his gun, but instead of shooting a 

bullet through my brain, the gun exploded in his hand, spraying bits of 
shrapnel everywhere. It was a concentrated blast and he took the worst of it. 
I came out relatively unscathed. He went down holding his face. 

"My eyes!" he screamed. 
I went over to him, after grabbing his other gun off the table, "No 

mercy, eh, Colonel?" 
"Don't think they'll let you walk out of here alive boy! You're as good 

as dead without me. I'm the only friend you have!" he yelled, reeling on the 
floor. 

He lied there on the ground covering his burnt and bleeding face. I 
looked down at the powerful man reduced to such a feeble state. 

The Colonel shouted at me, "Well boy, what's it going to be? You want 
to walk out of here alive or not?" 

I put the gun down. I lifted him up, putting his arm over my shoulder 
and said, "We're both walking out of here, but from now on, I'm leading the 
way." 

26 




Christopher Alexander Hayter 

[the prince] 

Holy Texan Emperor 
you knew, you bastard 
you knew what they were planning 
you could have stopped it 

[millennia] two thousand and first 
[deus] year of your lord 
[septos] sixth moon of the fool's calendar 
[mortus] eleventh mourning 

i saw your face 
you weren't even surprised 

you let it happen 

they died for your cause 


capitalism's hundred billion dollar dicks 

this was just your excuse 

your justification 

make them the enemy 


[xenophobia] 


they 

the other 

they're just jealous 

that's why they hate us 


disagreeing is unpatriotic 

we're so fucking un-american 

we're probably with them 

we must want americans to die 


don't let them forget 

terror the flock into republicanium 

no one can stop the stampede 

of a house full of elephants " 


[preemptive] 


"they have nukes" 

i mean, "oh, what a horrible dictator" 

well, they-they're probably, "harboring terrorists" 

but you have to believe, "they're going to kill your children" 


you keep saying you have proof 

but you won't show us 

we can't trust 

without truth 
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-----------------------------

[patriot] 

eyes on the walls, ears in the phones, holding keys to the doors 
its not big brother 
it's Father 
watching through dollar-optics 

send in the hired goons-fortunate soldiers 
it's so damn heroic 
supermen dropping bombs 
on shepherds who can't fly 

[re-venge] 

sins of the Father 
make him proud 
just like before 
proud americans 

steal eden's blood 
paint it black 
fill the tank 
burn the garden 
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Terminal 

Achilles R. Stravoravdis 

Siren 
With your nutra-sweetened language 
Spoon-fed presidential propaganda 
Genetically modifying Democracy 
Selling candy coated disillusion 
Against an Axis of Able 
Mind the fork-tongued National Security 
Whispering 
Political bedtime stories 
As we fall deeper into complacency 

Hubbard, Seuss, Chaney 
One of my favorites, "Petroleum Perplexity" 
Foreign policy necessity, where 

Demand+Profit+mindless citizens = 

WAR 

Take off your shoes 
Remove any rights you may have 
And step right through 

Sir, please follow me 
And think this way 

Itinerary 
American Airlines, flight number: unimaginable 
Destination, unknown 
Economy class sky-marshal assistance 
Complimentary peanuts, terrorist danger level. .. yellow 

Orange juice with ice please. 
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jupiter-lightning fuck all 
bolts course through the primordial ooze 
fishes grow legs 

mars-war. 
red (why won't it stop?) blooded 

Andy Kaufman 
making the audience hate (you) 
is also a reaction 

ad bombs 
the stars are yelling again 
BUY TIllS BUY THIS BUY TIllS 
popping vessel pressure 

shouldn't this bleeding stop? 

WE STILL FUCKING USE OIL 


an adhesive bandage strip won't be enough 
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'" My work is average. My 
social skills are so-so. My ties 
are conservative and 
indistinct. My age (31.5) is 
actually quite common. 

"'''' My shoes will be safely 
mainstream. 

B. And what a world it is. 

ii. 	 "I may be in a vulnerable situation, but if you do 
anything to disturb me, I'll wipe the floor with 
your ear." 

iii. 	 There is a pleasant hum in the room and the light 
is not harsh. The floor is aqua tile. In some areas, 
there are salmon colored tiles arranged in 
diamonds. 

iv. 	 The walls of the staHA are green. 

A. 	 The paper covering provided by the 
management for my protection still 
confounds me. Its purpose is Simple enough 
to grasp. By sitting on this device, my fears 
of inhabiting an area where another's cheeks 
have sat and excreted will be allayed"'. 
But: 
In the center of this paper ring is a strip that 

hangs precariously by three perforated 
edges, and one non-perforated edge near the 
rear of the device. I'm perplexed. 
Obviously, one must detach three of these 
edges in order to deposit one's work in the 
bowl. However, the confidence exhibited by 
this non-perforated edge leads me to believe 
that this strip is to remain attached during 
this activi~ serving a job I've yet to 
imagine-. 

'" I've yet to see any such covering 
for copier machines (targets during 
office parties), and I'm unaware of 
anyone cleaning the glass with any 
sort of antibacterial glass c1eaner+ 

+ I'd do it, but I'm afraid 
someone would think I was 
grossly preoccupied by such 
matters. 
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** Actually, it occurs to me that if the 
mysterious strip hangs down into 
the water, it will be sucked in 
without any hygienic risks of me 
having to crumple it up and throw it 
away. 

b. 	 On days like this, I check to make sure the bathroom is 
empty. Leak takersi, hair perfectionistsii, and those who are 
excretingili must be absent. 

i. 	 If a urinal user is present, I will pretend to comb 
my hair until he leaves. 

ii. 	 If someone sculpting his part occupies the sink, I 
will pretend to urinate until they leave. 

ill. 	 When a stall is occupied, I leave for fear of 
conversation between two vulnerable men. 

3. 	 She does this often; I'm not sure why. Friendliness I suppose. 

4. 	 After washing my hands' with any public restroom soap, I find 
myself besieged by its perfume. It's so obvious, and I'm afraid 
people will wonder if I washed my hands well enough to be 
around without contracting something contagious or filthy. So I 
never talk to anyone, no matter how inviting the situation. 

a. 	 This is no easy feat. It involves gaining paper towels from 
the paper dispenser before anything. With these paper 
towels, I turn on the faucets. I also use these paper towels 
to pump soap. After my hands are clean, I use a second 
set of paper towels to turn everything off. After this, I use 
a third set of paper towels to extract paper towels that I 
can dry my hands off with. With this final set (the fourth 
set), I open the bathroom door to exit. 

5. Ho-hum, it certainly does. 



Headhunter 

Keith D. Holt 

Watching over the edge of the morning edition, Sam saw the blond 
man approach the door. The ground outside was wet, the snow having 
turned mostly to slush by the heat of the midday sun and the traipsing in and 
out of numerous patrons intent on getting their caffeine fixes. The blond man 
wore tailored khaki pants and a simple white cotton shirt, but despite his 
casual appearance he carried himself like a career soldier suddenly finding 
himself in civilian clothes and unable to divest himself of a lifetime of rigid 
discipline; in a word, he looked uncomfortable. He seemed unaffected by the 
cold, however, in marked contrast to the rest of the clientele who had arrived 
in sweaters, heavy jackets and the occasional pair of mittens. Sam looked 
over at the chair to.his left at his own wool pea coat and scarf that he had 
draped there. 

Before the man could notice him, Sam turned back to his newspaper. 
From the comer of his eye, Sam could see that the man's entrance had 

not gone unnoticed by others. Many of the women had taken note of his 
broad shoulders and shoulder-length hair through the care's picture windows 
even before he came inside. Sam's own athletic build and dark hair garnered 
similar attention wherever he went, but he carried with him a sense of 
detachment that kept the women at a distance - until he turned on the 
charm. 

"Sam." 
Looking up from his newspaper, Sam gave the blond man his most 

glistening smile. He didn't stand but put down his coffee cup and extended 
his hand. 

"It's been awhile, Gabe. How ya been?" Gabe hesitated almost 
imperceptibly before taking the proffered hand and shaking it once, 
brusquely, and letting go. He nonchalantly slid his hand into his pocket, but 
Sam realized it was an attempt to wipe away the lingering sweat left behind 
by the cordial gesture. Sam smiled to himself as Gabe tried, unsuccessfully, to 
draw attention away from his action by looking around the crowded 
coffeehouse. Sly, Gabe was not. 

"Why did you choose this place to meet? It seems rather public." 
"Ya think?" Sam motioned to the chair opposite him. "Sit. Have a cup 

of coffee. Relax, like me. Oh, sorry. I forgot who I was talking to. 'Relax' 
isn't in your vocabulary is it?" 

Gabe pulled out the cherry wood chair and sat down, his back 
wavering not a degree from the vertical severity he walked in with. "On the 
contrary, it is from the Latin 'relaxare' and dates from the 15th century. It 
means to make less tense or rigid, to make less severe or stringent. In other 
words 'to make less',like you." 

Sam stared, wide-eyed and slack jawed. "Did you just make a joke? I 
can't believe I've been away so long that you actually developed a sense of 
humor. Will wonders never cease?" 

"Never, as you well know. You have not answered my question." 
"I don't remember you asking one." 
"Why did you choose this place?" 
"Oh. Sorry. I thought that was rhetorical, meant to draw my attention 

away from something else. As to that, it's customary when one is 'called out' 
that the 'callee', that's me, gets to choose the time and place." 

The space between Gabe's eyebrows furrowed. "You seem to be under 
a misconception. This is not a duel." 
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Sam leaned forward resting his elbows on the table, his left hand 
cupping his right fist. His intense eyes narrowed slightly. "Isn't it?" After a 
moment of shared silence, he relaxed and leaned back in his chair, "It just 
seemed a natural place to catch up, talk about old times. Just two old friends 
shooting the breeze over a cup 0' Joe." Sam raised his hand to get the 
waitress' attention. ''Let me order you a cup." 

Gabe/s eyes narrowed. ''We were never friends. We just worked 
together, and I am not thirsty." 

"What can I get you?" The waitress wore a tight crimson top with a 
low cut V- neck. Her black hair, straight and smooth, fell to just above her 
tight black pants. Her nametag, pinned carefully over her ample left breast 
read "Lucy./I She had Egyptian eyes. The question was addressed to Gabe, 
but Sam answered. 

"My friend would like two cups of coffee, one extra bitter, the other 
extra sweet and two straws so he can drink them both at the same time. He 
gets off on that. As for me," his teeth glistened as he pushed his coffee cup 
towards her, "if you could just warm me up, that'd be great." 

Gabe spoke between clenched teeth. "I do not want anything, thank 
you." Sam always knew exactly how to push Gabe's buttons. 

"C'mon, Gabe. At least have a glass of water. Fresh out of the tap./I 
Gabe blanched at the thought. "I almost think I would rather have the 

coffee." 
"You heard the man," Sam leaned back in his chair and crossed his 

arms triumphantly, "coffee it is." 
As the waitress walked away, Sam took a lingering glance at her 

shapely ass before turning his attention back to Gabe. 
Gabe/s jaws were clenched. ''You disgust me." 
Sam laughed. "I know. What I don't quite have a grasp on is exactly 

why I disgust you." He motioned towards the waitress. "If you're talking 
about my staring at her, that's what she wants me to do." 

"Really?" Gabe sounded unconvinced. 
"Of course. Why do you think she wears pants that tight? Why do 

you think her top is cut so low, and why do you think her nametag is so 
strategically placed? It's a disgusting world, but she can get better tips that 
way from male customers. So I figure that I'm doing her a favor by checking 
out her ass. Not that she's getting a tip from me, of course." 

"You still disgust me." 
"Ok, look." He leaned forward, putting his elbows on the table. "All 

around us in this world are the beauties and wonders that the Almighty 
created, right? I don't feel guilty when I look at a tree with admiration. 
When I listen to the ocean crashing against the rocks at the shore, I have no 
second thoughts about feeling awe. How is that woman's butt any less 
wondrous and why should I feel any more guilty about admiring it?" 

"Yours is a skewed perspective." 
"Perhaps. But no less valid." 
"Here ya go." The waitress arrived with two cups of coffee and placed 

them in front of Gabe, then reached into her back pocket and produced two 
straws. She peeled off the paper wrappers of each and placed one straw in 
each cup and waited. "I have to see this," she said as she rolled the straw 
wrappers into a ball between her fingers. Her fingernails were long and 
shiny and painted bright red to match her lipstick. 



Gabe leaned forward and placed the ends of both straws into his 
mouth and sucked. The heat of the coffee didn't seem to bother him. His 
eyes widened slightly as the flavors mixed in his mouth. 

"Ha. I knew you'd like it." 
The waitress shrugged and turned to leave, but the wad of straw 

wrappers slipped out of her hand and fell to the floor. She bent down to pick 
it up while tossing her hair over her shoulder, giving Gabe a generous view of 
her abundant cleavage. Sam watched Gabe, attempting to gauge his reaction. 
She stood, and to Sam said, "I'll be right back to warm you up." Gabe and 
Sam both watched her depart. 

Sam said, mostly under his breath, "You've already done that, babe." 
And then to Gabe: ''You can touch her, y'know." 

A combined expression of disgust and fear flashed across Gabe's face. 
"I would never - I could never." 

"Oh come on. It's not such a big deal. Have you ever? No. Silly 
question. Look, two minutes after we walk out of here, she won't even 
remember us. She'll find two - make that three - cups of coffee sitting at this 
table and won't remember who she served. She certainly won't remember 
having her butt pinched. Trust me." 

Gabe's eyes flashed. 
Sam shrugged. "Ok, bad choice of words. But you get my point." 
"Just because one can do something, does not mean that one should. 

There is a degree of self-restraint that is expected of any thinking being." 
"1 should have expected you'd say something like that. You haven't 

changed after all, have you?" 
"1 would like to get this meeting over with. The reason I asked to 

meet with you-." 
"Wait." Sam interrupted. 
Gabe let out a sigh of irritation. ''What now?" 
"Let me see if I can guess why you're here." 
Again, Gabe's jaws clenched. "Is everything a game with you?" 
"Pretty much, yeah. So how many guesses do I get?" 
"One." 
"You never were any fun. Ok, one's all I need anyway. He wants me 

back" Sam was rewarded with the briefest of startled looks that crossed 
Gabe's face. ''You shouldn't look so surprised. After all, it isn't like I've been 
gone all that long, in the grand scheme of things, and I can still deduce a few 
things. I mean, it's been what? How many years? And then, out of the blue, 
you ask for a meeting. A secret meeting, no less. He must have sent you. He 
certainly wouldn't have contacted me himself, and there's no way you would 
have done this on your own. The truth is I've been expecting something like 
this for awhile." He held up his newspaper so Gabe could read the headline. 
"The fact that it comes now is not such a surprise." 

Gabe started to speak, but stopped as the waitress returned briefly to 
freshen Sam's drink. After she left, Sam spoke first. "Stop me if I get 
something wrong. He's offering amnesty; forgive and forget. You aren't 
crazy about the idea, but you're a good soldier. He sent you here to broker a 
deal, and here you are." 

IIAmnesty is, perhaps, too strong a word." 
"Alright, clemency then. 
"That would be more accurate. He may be willing to forgive, but there 

are those of us who will never forget." 
Sam shrugged. '1 wouldn't expect otherwise." 
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"I did not come here to be dazzled by your deductive brilliance. Since 
you knew why I asked to meet you, surely you have already decided on an 
answer." 

"Not so fast. I have a few questions first." 
Gabe crossed his arms. "What sort of questions?" 
"Who else have you spoken to? What about Ariel? Armen? Olivier? 

What of Murmur and Jeqon? Any of the others?" 
Gabe shook his head. "No. You are the first." 
"Should I be flattered?" 
Gabe shrugged. The gesture looked out of place. ''If that is something 

you crave. The truth is that you carry some - influence with the others. If 
you can be coaxed back into the fold, some of them might follow." 

"I see. I choose to be flattered, by the way. Thank you. Now for the 
tough question: what about our 'brightest star?'" He saw Gabe tense up and 
begin to shake his head even before the question was fully asked. "What 
about Lu?" 

"No. Not that one. He is not welcome." 
"Why?" 
"He was the instigator. It was he who dragged the rest of you down." 
"That shouldn't make any difference. Ifwe're being offered mercy;. 

then it should apply to all of us. Lu didn't forcibly drag us anywhere. We 
came of our own free will." Gabe's head jerked slightly at the phrase. "Yes. 
Free will. You can look at this two ways: either we have free will, in which 
case it shouldn't make any difference whether one is the instigator or the 
instigated, if one is forgiven then all should be, or we don't have free will and 
all that we've done is part of 'the plan' anyway and we aren't responsible." 

"That is absurd. You have been away from home far too long. Have 
you forgotten everything you were taught?" 

Sam shook his head. "Y'kno~ it doesn't surprise me that you've never 
considered any of this. Lu was always the thinker, wasn't he? He pondered 
and considered and discussed it with us, and we all came to the same 
conclusion." 

Gabe, his head lowered, said something so quietly that Sam couldn't 
hear. 

Sam leaned forward. "I didn't catch that." 
"He never discussed it with me." 
Sam waited a moment before speaking. "Now I get it. He knew you 

wouldn't understand. And all this time, you've felt betrayed, haven't you? 
Personally betrayed. The rest of us didn't matter then and we don't matter 
now. Not to you, anyway. I'd venture a guess that for all this time you've 
managed to avoid thinking about us at all. Me and the others. Until now. 
Until bein.g sent here to woo us back." 

"The rest of you, yes. I managed to forget you for so long. But not ... " 
"Not Lu. Of course not. How could you? With that one you were 

friends. You and Michael and Raeph. What happened? He began 
questioning, didn't he? Just like me. Wondering. Looking for answers. We're 
not so different from these people around us." He motioned to the oblivious 
customers around them, caught up in their own lives, their daily scramble 
towards death. "They'd like to know why they're here, too. Lu talked to us. 
We knew that we would never find our answers there, so we left. Others 
followed. We were taught to never question. To blindly follow orders. We 
chose not to. How did that make you feel?" 

"My feelings were - are irrelevant." 
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"Then let me ask you, why do we have feelings, if not to feel? You feel 
betrayed by Lu; don't bother to deny it. We have senses that work. You 
obviously enjoyed your coffee, so we can taste. We can see and smell. We can 
hear" even when we don't need speech to communicate. "We can touch, too. 
Reach out and touch that waitress and you'll see." He looked up then and the 
waitress caught his eye. She held up the coffee pot, questioningly. Sam shook 
his head and she turned to another table. "We are given senses that function, 
but are not permitted to take pleasure in them. We are given the ability to 
feel, but instructed to ignore our feelings. 

"What is the purpose of a creature like that? If we are teachers, who 
are we teaching? We were only ever sent here to mete out punishment. Are 
we guardians? Who are we guarding and from whom or what? Maybe we're 
soldiers, but who are we meant to fight? Or, maybe, we're just slaves." 

Gabe shook his head categorically. "No. We are not that. I know 
we're not. We have jobs to do. Jobs like the one you abandoned." 

"And you all seemed to get along just fine without me. Without us. 
Look, every Joe on this planet gets a day off once in awhile; Lunch breaks; 
coffee breaks; weekends and holidays; even personal days. Why not us? 
Don't tell me we don't get tired, that it's our lot in this semblance of a life. I 
got tired. I haven't been away from that job one TENTH of as long as I was 
on it, and I've been gone a very long time. 

"Y'know," Sam continued, after draining the last of his coffee, "I'll bet 
you've spent more energy avoiding these questions than I've spent pondering 
them." 

Gabe stood up. "I need to go. Obviously, you are not interested in my 
proposal so I am only wasting my time here." 

"Wait. I didn't say that. I'll make you a deal." 
Gabe hesitated. "What sort of deal?" 
"I'll talk to the others and tell them about your offer. They can make 

up their own minds. And I'll think about it too. To be honest, I've missed a 
lot from the old days." 

"All right. What do you expect of me in return?" 
"You need to talk with Lu. Make him the same offer. He should get to 

choose just like us." Sam stood up quickly as Gabe turned toward the door. 
"Wait, wait, wait. It's been a long time to hold a grudge, Gabe. You could 
approach him yourself; arrange reconciliation. It could go a long way 
towards putting everything back on track. Assuming it hasn't been on track 
this whole time." 

"I ... II 

"I'll tell you what. I'll talk to the others. You just promise me that 
you'll think about it and come to your own decision. Free will, remember?" 
Sam smiled. 

Gabe stood silently for a moment before stepping around the table to 
face Sam. He offered his hand, and for the first time, smiled. "Agreed." 

Sam shook it. Gabe turned and headed towards the door. Sam 
watched him. Just inside the door, with her back to Gabe, the waitress stood, 
talking to another customer. Gabe paused for a moment and stared down at 
her shapely behind. Slowly, he brought his hand up, and moved it towards 
the woman's bottom rubbing his thumb across his fingertips. Quickly, he 
pulled his hand away and without a glance backward, stepped out of the 
cafe. 
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'" '" '" '" '" 
The waitress came over and sat in Gabe's chair. 
Sam slammed his hand down on the table. "This close!" He held up 

his hand, his thumb and index finger a scant two inches apart. "He was this 
close to pinching your ass." 

She pulled the straw out of the cup of bitter coffee and tossed it aside 
before taking a long swallow, leaving an outline of bright red lipstick on the 
rim. "That's alright. It's early yet. I'm impressed that you got him that 
close." Her smile glistened. 

"Do you think he'll call?" 
"It would surprise me ifhe didn't." She looked under the cup of sweet 

coffee and pulled out a folded $10.00 bill and showed it to Sam. "And Gabriel 
has never surprised me." They both laughed as she slipped it into her 
cleavage. 

Standing up to leave, Sam shook his head. "I still can't believe he 
didn't recognize you." 

"Magicians have known for centuries that the best place to hide 
something is in plain sight. Besides, he's never seen me with breasts." 

"Don't you think "Lucy" was a little obvious, though? Wasn't that 
taking a chance?" 

"What's the fun if there's no risk?" 
''Is that how the game is played?" 
For the first time, Lucy's face took on a serious expression. "This isn't 

a game, Sammael." She reached out and picked up Sam's folded newspaper 
and read him the headline. "This is 'WARtlf. 
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Hangover 


Mirked blood orange fangs 

Taunting A la carte. 


Stained from Merlots and 

Dust covered Bordeauxs. 

1hismouth. 

The entrance to the 

Lair of the 

Dungeness Crab. 


She prowls and pricks through 

Layers of organic terrines. 

Meddles and waddles her way 

Over puddles of Cognacs

Ousters of carpaccio-

Sauteed Sand dabs 

Swimming in cilantro scented 

Beurre blanc. 


Mingles Among tumultuous celebrations 

Of forty three thousand 

Grades of gastric gasoline. 


Souls of sucked cigars 

Waft and snake through garden-hose 

Ventricles. Exhausting her path. Then 

Spouting ferociously free 

Thrown amidst a cage of ribs. Ribs 

That peel graciously 

From the bone. Ribs 

That line and bow. 


A holding cell for 

Bearnaise lathered Filets drowned 

In dirty martinis 

Immersed in pools 

Of Helen Turley's Burgundies. 

Veuve Clicquot 

And heated wormholes of pemod. 

Passion infused souffles 

Shelled with nectarine and Grand Mamier 

Doomed to shack up doomed to backdoor 

Espresso Chocolate cr~e brulees. 


She tatters her trigger fingers. 

Spirals and confronts. Wages battles 

On candidates of foreign courses. 

She boasts alone. Atop an underwood. 

Fueled by mollusks and aphrodesiacs. 


Anthony King 
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Aphid 

Melissa Burke 

Open your mouth 
I am the enflamed 
tastebud 
on your tongue. 

Youbumtme 
with your Irish Creme coffee 
scalding cold in the morning. 

Peel forward your bottom lip 
and see me 
your canker sore. 

You fed your sins sugar 
and I am here 
hurtmgme. 

Bellowing
Kicking-

A tastebud throws a tantrum. 

Where are you going 

going, 
gone. -Away. 

Notice me! 

daddy. 

my pain 
my need 

I am in 
Iamin 
I am in 

pain. 
need. 
love, with you, 

Take my hand 
and lead me -Away 
from these 

cold 
steps. 

Diverting your eyes 
from my 
stark naked illness, 
I imagine 
that water would d 

r 
i 
pd 

r 
o 
p, 

if you could cry. 
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Blanketing fear with love 
wooly, wann, 
sutured with shame. 

At Christmas you love me 
but today 
I am not one of yours. 
Once-
in the bl ink of an eye
I saw you bleed 
and then 
your back. 

Tuck me into the pocket of your Levi's, 
the one on your ass cheek with the hole in it. 

and Keep me there, 

open-eyed and fast asleep, 

before I fall. 
out. 
and land UP 

SIDE 
DOWN. 

Don't worry 
I'll cry for you 
at Christmas 
and you 
will bundle 
because it is cold outside 
your world 
where you are better than the boozing bum. 
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errands about town with her scraggly hair tucked up under a wool hat. She 
complained about her hair and finally shaved the rest off, looking positively 
skeletal as she regained weight. But Jesse was so thrilled just to see her up 
and alive that one hot Saturday he drove her to the lake where they stayed 
late with a jug of wine and watched the sun wash the water gold then lost 
their clothes and rolled around on the beach, giggling, making hard eager 
love as he touched the growing fuzz of her hair, finding its crisp feel pleasant 
under his hands. 

With summer came construction, and Jesse spent long days kneeling 
over and pouring sweat onto other people's rooftops. The work was knee 
wracking but after nine months of teaching a roomful of second":graders, their 
tiny hands forever tugging at the sleeves of his shirt, and then everything at 
home with Meredith, it was good to be hammering nails and laying tile out in 
the sun among men. There was the good easy banter that comes with outdoor 
labo~ and afterwards beers at Kilkenny's, where men pounded their bottles 
on the bartop and shouted along to Bruce Springsteen on the jukebox, where 
Jesse shouted hard just to hear his voice fill the dark, smoky room. 

There were still bad days; days when Meredith disappeared inside 
herself and there was a weight to her, like her body was a heavy and 
cumbersome thing to be dragged and pushed around. But those days came 
fewer and less severe so finally, when he felt it time, Jesse packed into boxes 
the crib, the music box, the rocking chair-all the baby-furnishings they'd 
bought. He packed them away in the basement where they hid like 
stowaways on the slow ship of their sorrow. 

Life was looking so good again, that it came as only a minor irritation 
to Jesse when a week later he found on the phone bill dozens of calls to 
Ridgemont, Troy, Hiawassee and other places he'd never heard of. He 
touched his sunburned neck, and walked into the den, where his wife sat at 
the computer. The television was on beside her, tuned to a nature program, a 
narrator saying something about small children. Onscreen there was a koala 
with big sleepy eyes and it appeared to Jesse to be looking right at him. 

"Hey-what's the show about?" 
"Oh," she looked briefly at the television, "1 don't know-something 

about Australia? I'm not really paying attention." 
"Well. Okay then," he picked up the remote, turned the television off, 

and the koala snapped out of vision. 
"Hey!" Meredith turned in her chair, looked at him hard, "I was 

watching that!" 
"You said you weren't." 
"1 like the background noise." 
" Anyway," he opened the sheaf of bills in his hand, "1 need to ask 

you-do we know anyone in Hiawassee? Erwin? We've got calls to some 
funny-sounding places this month." 

"Mmm," her eyes slid away from his, "I met some people? Online? 
Who went through what we did?" She looked and sounded ten years 
younger than herself, nervous and fragile, "We call each other sometimes, just 
to talk. I didn't think we went on so long." 

It pained Jesse to see his wife so anxious and ashamed over a phone 
bill, and he tapped her cheek, winked. "Don't worry about it. I thought the 
phone company was screwing us. It's good you have friends to talk with. 
Don't worry about it." 
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That night Jesse worried about it; not over the money so much as the 
fact that his wife was spending hundreds of hours talking with strangers 
about a baby that died almost five months ago. Why couldn't she let it go? To 
his reasoning it was an awful thing that had pretty much come and gone. 

Not that he'd forgotten; he thought about it sometimes, after his boss 
told a bad joke at Kilkenny's and the men's forced laughter died and 
everything was heavy and quiet, or else when working on a hacienda at the 
end of the day, when the setting sun fired the Spanish tiles a holy pink, he 
would have a sort of flashback-bed sheets awash in blood; the frantic drive 
to the hospital; the fiercely serious doctors that hovered over and scurried 
around his wife, the desperate questioning look she gave him when the baby 
slipped silent and still from her womb, and the delicateness of his dead 
daughter as he held her, her limbs loose and gummy, her flesh purple and 
bruised, her head no bigger than his fist-and an empty feeling would eat 
into him, a lonesome wanting for someone he never knew. 

That night when Meredith came to bed, and slid her fingers over his 
inner thigh like always when she wanted loving, he kept still and pretended 
to sleep. She quit eventually, rolled over and away, and he felt relieved to not 
be making love to her. He kept his eyes shut and soon drifted through the 
sound of pounding hammers mixed with the flash of sunlight heliographing 
off rooftops and fell deeply asleep. 

The next day Jesse came right home from work. All afternoon he had 
felt a nervous itching and now halfway home a desperate need to see his 
wife, to touch and feel her, overcame him. He drove fast, ignoring stop signs, 
going so hard gravel sprayed allover the bottom of his truck when he pulled 
into the driveway. 

From the bedroom came the sound of a hammer pounding hard and 
Jesse ran towards it, calling for his wife. He found her standing on the balls of 
her feet with a nail in the crook of her mouth, a hammer in her hand, hanging 
a picture. The picture was an enlarged snapshot of him holding his dead 
daughter and looking at the camera; he looked afraid in this picture, there 
was fear in his eyes. He hadn't seen this picture in months, and the sight of it 
now shocked him. 

She turned around, spat the nail from her mouth and smiled. "Now 
why'd you have to come in early and ruin the surprise?" 

"Surprise?" 
"Yeah, I got these pictures framed today, and thought I'd put them up 

where we can see them." 
"Oh." 
"And I got this one special." 
Meredith pulled a clunkily framed picture out from a paper bag, held 

it up to show him. The frame was sky blue with puffy white clouds, rainbows 
and birds painted on. The picture was of their daughter alone, purply dead 
and dressed in the white cloth booties, robe and bonnet the nurses had put 
her in. But this picture had her turned upright, like she was sitting. It was 
altered too: an off-kilter halo hovered over his daughter'S head, and angel's 
wings flew crooked from her back. 

"Sweet, huh?" his wife said, "Our little angel in heaven." 
For the second time in his life with Meredith, Jesse could think of 

nothing to say. He wandered back out in the hallway, dazed, wanting to sit 
for a long time in a dark room to think through how he'd handle this. Then he 
saw the nursery, its furnishings, that they'd been exhumed from the 
basement, put back just like before the baby died, before he'd packed it all 
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away. Jesse stood, looking, and when his wife came up behind him and laid 
her head on his shoulder it gave him such a fright he shrank from her. 

"Took me most the day to get it all set up/' she said. 
"Meredith - why?" 
"I like to think she has a place here with us, no matter what." 
"Meredith, it's not your fault. You didn't drink or smoke. You did 

everything you could. I really think it's time we started to let go and... " 
"Stop," she said, "Just stop." 
And he did. He stopped and looked at her, saw her eyes lost in the 

pictures on the wall, the line of stuffed animals along the far walls. He 
stepped around his wife, walked out into the kitchen.and got a bottle of 
scotch. Holding the bottle he heard Meredith in the nursery, singing 'Hush 
Little Baby' in a soft sweet voice, and hearing her sing so sweetly to an empty 
crib and the memory of a baby five months dead he opened the bottle and 
drank and drank until he couldn't think. 

The next morning he woke on the couch, his head throbbing'and thick 
with blood. He looked for Meredith. He looked all over, even the closets, even 
the nursery closets. Then he looked outside and saw her car was gone. The 
phone rang. 

"Well hi! Is Meredith there?" came a woman's Southern drawl. 
"No." Jesse said. 
"Oh, is she at her psychic? Know when she's getting back?" she said. 
"What? No. Who is this?" he said, hairs rising at the back of his neck. 
"Oh! Well I'm Cora. You must be Meredith's husband? Jason? It sure is 

nice to finally talk to you. I know what all happened, and I just want to say I 
pray for you two and send all the healing energy I can, and I know your 
baby's up there in heaven right now playing with my little angel Bryce, and I 

" 
"Shut up," he said. 
"Now listen," he said, biting off words like tenpenny nails, "Don't ever 

call here again. My wife is not your friend, you are not her friend, and I don't 
know what kind of sick thing you people have going, but you keep away 
from my wife." 

"Well! I never! No wonder she ... " 
He slammed the phone down. He didn't know what these people 

were-some sort of cult-but his wife had somehow fallen in among them, 
and now something had to be done. It had to end. 

Into the nursery he went with the heaviest hammer, the four-pounder. 
He started on the diaper-changing table. He pried the nails loose, pulled the 
table into sections and stacked them. He gathered the stuffed animals and 
toys into a box, sealed it with tape, and wrote "Salvation Army Donation" on 
the top. He meant to work on the crib next, and tipped it over. There was the 
sound of something heavy hitting the carpet, of a book cover opening and 
slarrunihg shut again. 

It was a journal, expensively bound in soft blue leather. He opened it. 
The first page, in his wife's flowing script, read 'My Angel's Days In Heaven'. 
He skimmed the pages. There were hundreds. He didn't want to read them. 
He closed the book. 

He went into the bedroom, pulled the picture of his daughter-as-angel 
off the wall. He looked at the picture, and found at last that he had no love for 
this purply dead thing, this abomination. He loathed it. 

"I want Meredith back you little shit. You little raisin shit. I want 
Meredith back." 
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But she was behind him then, had been the whole time, even if he 
could only feel her, just before he turned around and saw her face like ash, 
her lips trembling, moving like something was alive inside them. 

"You give me that," she said. 
"I .. Meredith, I'm sorry, that was wrong, but we need to .. see .. I love 

you, and ..If he reached out to touch her. 
"No." she said, and struck him across the face with the hard flat back 

of her hand. He dropped the picture, and she bent to it, snatched it up, 
cradled it to her breast, and backing away into the nursery, made the hiSSing 
sound of a feral mother cat before closing the door and locking herself inside. 

Reeling, lost, Jesse wandered back into the bedroom Meredith and he 
had shared. He took down the photograph of him holding his dead daughter. 
Looking at it, he was filled with a strange meld of pity, horror, anger and 
sorrow, mixed with an overwhelming desire to make it all right again, a set of 
emotions of course much stronger than, but still kin to what a young writer 
feels seven months later when he visits his cousin Meredith's memorial 
website for the first time, and sees a snapshot of her ex-husband Jesse holding 
his stillborn baby, and reads the caption below it: This is my Daddy. He loves me 
very much and misses me even ifhe doesn't always say so. He and Mommy had to go 
their separate ways a while ago but they still love me and I know it's not my fault for 
what happened. I love you always Daddy! 

There is more to the memorial. A honkingly awful muzak rendition of Eric 
Oapton's 'Tears in Heaven.' Dozens of poems, pages of backgrounds filled 
with twinkling stars, and rainbows, and puffy white clouds; of puppies 
chasing their tails, and kittens batting at balls of yam. Legions of doleful, 
blue-eyed cherubs that fly back and forth across the screen. It is more than his 
old computer can handle; it clicks and whirs, straining under the burden of so 
much heaven. 

It is more than the writer can handle. He turns off the cold eye of his 
computer and sits down with a Rolling Rock to watch a nature program 
because like his father, like his father's father, he finds peace in seeing the 
simple grace of animals and hearing a man's calm, reassuring voice explain 
their habits. This particular show is about Australia and Jonah watches with 
lidded eyes as koala bears sit in Eucalyptus trees, chewing leaves. They stare 
at the camera with dark patient eyes, and the announcer intones: "The 
Aborigines believe that when a young child is lost, it is born again as a koala 
bear. Koalas are considered sacred, and it is taboo to hunt them." 

This strikes the writer as beautiful: that these people place the spirits of 
their departed close; that a woman coming back from the riverbank, a basket 
of turtle eggs at her hip, might pause under a grove of trees and lift her face to 
its fuzzy little inhabitants, and knowing one is most assuredly her lost baby, 
smile at them, speak a greeting or some news from the village, and walk on. 
He sits up then, really sits, as jumbled thoughts and feelings all at once rush 
though him: What would Meredith make of this? Would it maybe help her 
snap out of herself? What if Jesse saw it? Could he find sympathy for how 
she'd chosen to deal with her grief, and maybe help her? 

Can he write them into a new life? 
The writer becomes haunted by this idea, obsessed with it. He works 

hard, works through coffee and cigarettes past sleep ignoring everything 
thing else, everyone else. He boils noodles and eats them straight from the 
pot, like a drunk. He loses weight. His roommates worry, his girlfriend 
ambushes him with cheesecake. He gets acne like he's fifteen again. 
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And for all this effort, the writer fails. He fails and fails. No matter how 
many times he tries to rewrite the story, always it ends with Meredith's 
insanity, Jesse's bewilderment, their implied eventual separation. Meredith 
does not care about koalas, what they might mean to someone on the far side 
of the world. All her world was growing inside of her, and now it's gone. 

But he won't give up. He can't. He'll change tenses, expand and 
contract details, add and subtract characters. He'll tinker and toy with 
beginnings, twist and tweak endings. The story will change, will become 
other stories, stories he will never be wholly satisfied with. He will write 
every story like he's trying to save Meredith's life. 

So: The writer will pick up his pen, and try again. Picking up his pen, 
the writer will try again. Trying again, the writer will pick up his pen. 
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town, eager to spend a half hour with his dazzling smile and warm 

disposition. 


Almost immediately Harriett had become his star pupil. Her eagerness 
to please was rewarded with an additional hour-long session each week, and 
increasingly advanced music to learn. 

Now the clarinet was hidden away in a trunk in the attic, waiting
waiting for her daughter and one more chance to please her father. The only 
access to the attic was through the ceiling of the bedroom hallway, back far 
enough from the front door to be almost completely dark. 

In anticipation of future tenants, the electricity w'as on, so she flipped a 
switch at the end of the corridor. The low watt bulb came to life. She looked at 
the rope dangling from the ceiling that opened the stairway going up. 
Snakelike, it hung with an air of feigned innocence. Stalling wouldn't bring 
the clarinet down. Retrieving a step-stool from the kitchen, she positioned it 
under the rope. 

Harriett looked up at the rope and tugged tentatively. The weight of 
the ceiling did not yield. She pulled again, harder. A breach appeared, neatly 
like a hidden door in a mystery novel. She jumped off the stool. The rope 
dangled carelessly and the door in the ceiling remained ajar. Moving the 
stepstool back down the corridor and standing directly under the knot, she 
jumped up and pulled with the whole weight of her body. Slowly the 
rectangle tilted dow and down, the folded steps peeking over the edge. 
Finally they were low enough she could unfold the steps and look up into the 
black hole. 

Stepping onto the incline Harriett tentatively tried each piece of wood, 
carefully checking its strength before proceeding to the next. When her head 
came level with the opening, a hazy light was evident. A naked window 
stared invitingly from the farthest end of the room. She fixed her gaze on it 
for her first tentative steps off the stairs. Dust hung there, clinging to the rays 
of sunlight. The room smelled of mothballs and something else-old dry 
leather, like a late model car left unused too long, its windows shut tight, the 
decay unseen, the memories locked inside discarded and forgotten. 

She turned away from the window and slowly shuffled forward, the 
dim light behind offering some guidance. She reached out and felt the tiny 
chain rattle against her arm. Grasping it tightly, she pulled down firmly and 
was blinded a blast of light. She held her hands over her eyes while they 
adjusted to the sudden illumination of the bare bulb. 

The dust from the window, alerted to a presence, moved like a storm 
cloud. Each inhale brought the particles into her lungs, caking her nostrils 
with the powdery residue of old memories, years of clutter and stagnant air. 
She tried breathing more shallowly hoping the cloud would lose interest and 
move off. 

She quickly moved toward the window, stumbling over boxes and 
• around clutter that pulled at her clothing. Her foot connected with the head 

of the tiny plastic rocking horse she had treasured as a child. Cracked and 
faded, its face caved into itself in response to her shoe. 

Upon reaching the window she realized belatedly that years of non
use made the window sash unmovable. She rattled, pulled and pushed, but 
the lock was rusted shut. Just as panic began to set in she grabbed a butter 
knife from a pile of silverware nearby and used it to loosen the grime and 
paint and wrench the sash up. Cool air and sun poured onto her face, down 
her throat and filled her lungs. Coughing and sneezing she turned and faced 
the attic again. 
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She saw the rocking chair with the velvety cushions. On the seat was a 
pile of clothes and books that had fallen from the stacks on either side of it. 

Beyond the rocking chair, she could see her father's desk. Large, oak, 
richly stained, it had once sat in the den. Always immaculate and organize~ 
the blotter had once been perfectly centered, the penholder and dictionary at 
right angles, each drawer neatly arranged. Now it stood empty, piled high 
with refuse, bags of all shapes and materials bulging with long forgotten 
garbage. Her father had been loath to throw anything away. He felt a strong 
need to hold onto his possessions, even if they were unusable. 

She crossed the attic to touch the desk. It felt cold and dead under her 
hand. On closer inspection she saw small gouge marks and round moisture 
stains. There were burns marks on the surface, scars that told of declining 
years and of carelessness peeking out from under the bags. A chill filled the 
room as though a cold breeze had wafted in from the open window. The air 
outside was still. Goosebumps rose on Harriett's arms and legs as the cold 
touched her. A heavy feeling filled her stomach; it slowly spread up into her 
chest and throat. She glanced to her left, and there was the trunk. 

The black bound trunk. 
The reason she had came into the attic was sitting next to the desk 

waiting in the darkness, spider-like as it hid from view, webs hanging and 
dust covering it. 

The cold came not from the window, but from the comer where the 
trunk sat. It was almost hidden by a hat stand, tilted and resting precariously 
on one comer of the trunk. The stand had fallen, heavy with its load of moth 
worn garments. 

She spent several minutes watching the ~ waiting. It seemed to 
breathe, slowly inhaling and exhaling, content in the depths of a deep sleep 
that threatened to end without warning. Her terror grew with each breath. A 
blackness seemed to seep from the trunk and out into the room covering her 
as it crept. The light bulb flickered and the sun dimmed through the window. 

Harriett stood motionless, helpless. Her breathing became uneven. 
Faster-then faster her breathing increased, one or two deep inhales, followed 
by several shallow. Her heart pumped, the sound of blood rushing through 
her veins grew louder and louder, it whooshed and thumped in uneven 
patterns of turmoil. Tears blinded her eyes, pooling in her lids, distorting the 
blackness into kaleidoscopic shapes before spilling down on to her face. She 
was strangled by her own breath. 

Turning away from the trunk, she wrapped her arms around herself, 
pulling tight on her arms, hugging with all her might and focused on 
breathing. With each inhale she fought to bring air in and then slowly push it 
back out again. She looked first at the rocking chair's inviting comfort then 
at the ruined rocking horse, then at the window. She could hear birds outside 
and a car pass by. Finally she focused on where she was standing, how her 
hands felt gripping her arms and the floor under feet. Her breathing was 
beginning to come under control again. She wiped the tears frOm her face and 
turning, returned to the trunk. 

Control had returned, but it could leave again at any moment, so she 
quickly pushed the coat rack aside and cleared the trunk off. No lock had 
been used to seal iti instead she grappled with the clasps held tight to the 
trunk by age and dust. First one side, then the other, and finally the center 
clasp opened. She lifted the lid carefully, her whole body tense with 
anticipation, like someone opening a box waiting for jack to pop his head out. 
Nothing but a creak escaped the darkness. 
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The trunk had surprisingly little inside, a hodgepodge of items that 
belonged to various family members. Her mother's mink coat was sprinkled 
with mothballs. Her brother's baseball glove was holding a ball with torn 
stitching. The clarinet was not in its ease, which was also in the trunk, but 
tossed off to one side still intact from the last time it was played. 

Being the star pupil had filled an important need for Harriett. Here 
was finally a place where she was not accused of failing. She was not 
expected to do each song right on the first try. Improvement was possible; 
mistakes were encouraged as a learning tool. Like every other little girl, she 
was mesmerized by the instructor. In addition to being handsome, here was 
someone she could trust, he cared about her and was genuinely affectionate. 
At the end of the first lesson he had pulled her into a bear hug, hugging with 
an intensity she didn't know how to return. Every hello and good-bye was 
accompanied by a hug and kiss and he held her on his lap at the end of each 
lesson. 

Lessons turned more intense as they worked toward the first recital. 
He stood behind her now during every lesson, touching the back of the chair, 
leaning against it and over her when he pointed out a missed note or 
encouraged progress. The pressure on her back was distractmg-she ignored 
it. 

When his hands rested on her shoulders, she focused more on the 
music. 

When his hands moved down, she closed her eyes and played from 
memory. 

She ignored the heated whispers in her ear and the pressure on her 
body, closing out every sensation but the music. 

When she felt her clothes tugged at and the pressures became painful, 
she cried silently, tears falling from her closed eyes. Every lesson was the 
same. She played the same songs over and over, eyes closed and sweat 
forming on her forehead as she concentrated. 

She started skipping lessons. The last month before the recital, she 
announced that she wouldn't perform. Her mother was concerned. Her father 
assumed she was afraid. He had heard the music coming from her room 
when she practiced. He knew how well she could play. He was incredulous as 
to why would she let fear of performing get in the way of a real 
accomplishment. 

At a dinner party her father insisted that she play for the adults. 
Harriett argued and cried, but he was convinced that if she played for a small 
group she would get over her fear of the recital. 

She finally took the clarinet out of the case and assembled it. She stood 
before the living room full of adults, closed her eyes and began playing. She 
focused on the music as hard as she could. She knew her father was telling 
her to open her eyes, but she played on in her darkness, focused on only the 
music. When the song ended, she opened her eyes and her parent's friends 
applauded politely. Her father was livid. He pulled her roughly out of the 
room and down the hall. Not wanting to cause a scene, he yelled in a hoarse 
whisper, the rage in his eyes making up for the volume. But she couldn't hear 
him. 

While he raged, she walked into his bedroom, opened the trunk, and 
threw the clarinet inside. After slamming the lid down Harriett turned and 
walked back down the hall. Her father followed, incredulous that she would 
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ignore him. She looked up at him and then quietly locked herself in her 
bedroom. She stopped going to lessons altogether. She didn't go to the 
recital. The music had stopped. 

Her father didn't speak to her for weeks. He always considered it her 
ultimate failure. 

Harriett looked down at the clarinet in the trunk. The light was poor. 
She needed to bring it into the light. That meant picking it up. Slowly she 
reached into the cold of the trunk, grasped the clarinet and held it at arms 
length away from her body. Slowly she made her way to the window. 

It looked as shiny and clean as the last time she had held it. The body 
was black and luminous, the silver keys untarnished. She could see fractured 
bits of her reflection in them, like tiny Lewis Carroll looking glasses inviting 
her to jump in. The reed had slipped out of the ligature and mouthpiece at 
some point, but it was still moist and intact. 

The was cold to the touch. The cold became more intense as she held it, 
like ice left too long on the skin as it burns when the cold seeps into the layers 
of flesh. She wanted to throw it down, but couldn't let go. The panic was 
returning. Her daughter needed this to play. Her father wanted it used. 

Harriett wanted it gone. 
She could feel a sensation beginning deep down, below the fear, below 

the sadness, below the failure. Like a wave of heat, it expanded up, coursing 
through her body. She felt a warmth radiating from her face. It throbbed 
down her arm to her hand and she could feel the cold from the instrument 
retreating within itself. 

She was angry. 
A smile slowly crept over her face. She took a slow long deep breath. 

Stepping back from the window, she flung the clarinet through the opening 
toward the cement below. 

As it left the sill, its descent slowed and she could see clearly as it 
turned end over end, somersaulting to the ground. With each roll she felt 
freer. With each turn, her failures unraveled. She imagined the ground 
reaching upward to meet it, bringing all the force of moving concrete to 
contact the metal, wood and plastic. On impact she felt rather than heard the 
breakage. 

Harriett stood in the sun-drenched driveway, looking down at the 
scattered pieces. The blackness of the body was dull with age. The keys were 
tarnished and yellowed. The reed was dry and cracked. There were no 
reflections. 

With a broom she swept it UPi she filled the dustpan. All traces of the 
clarinet were placed inside the empty metal garbage can that was waiting to 
be filled with kitchen scraps and cat litter by the new tenants. 

He could pay for piano lessons. 
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chiming of little bells, and she looks up then down at me and floats up 
through my ceiling. 

It is because of the content of these dreams that I cannot tell my mother 
about my real sleeping troubles. If I did she would certainly think I am going 
crazy, and I have not the time, nor the energy to be crazy. I don't need to go 
back to see that stupid psychologist who never asks the right question, the 
one that doesn't care to because he knows everything anyway. Either that or 
she would try to over-analyze the dreams and somehow link them to the time 
my two friends raped me in my bedroom. She always seems to link any 
problems I have to that day. I don't know why she doesn't understand that I 
don't want to talk about it. Hell, I dont even want to think about that time in 
my life. 

Doesn't she know that sometimes when I stand in that spot in my 
room I can see his dark black face staring down at me and feel his sour breath 
on my neck? Why can't she see that I still hear my best friend laughing her 
cruel giggle as she sat on my shoulders, her legs pinning me to the carpet 
while he carelessly discarded my pants? 

If my mother did understand she would know that every time I think 
about it I go back to eighth grade; trying to walk the hall without the boys 
groping at my legs and chest, the cat calls coming from all directions. She 
would hear the girls call me names like "slut" and "whore" and she would 
see the evil glares of my former friends. If she only knew what I endured that 
year. More than anything it was the two of them, my supposed friends, 
laughing about what they'd done, bragging about their triumph to the school. 
They told everyone I'd asked for it, that I'd begged him to do it. 

Yes, I begged. I pleaded with him to stop. I cried for my mother, for 
my father, even for my best friend who sealed my fate by nailing me to the 
ground. My mother doesn't understand because she wasn't there. She 
wasn't the one on the floor with the grunts and the sweat and the tears. She 
doesnt remember that it's why I go to private school, an hour away from our 
home; a school far away from those people, from the looks in the hall, from 
the memories. That was almost four years ago, so why won't she let me 
forget about it? 

Looking at the clock on my stereo I see that almost forty minutes has 
passed, and I am still in bed. I need to get up and wash my hair before I have 
to meet my friends at the movies. A hot shower is what I really need to put 
some life back into me. Lately all I have wanted to do is stay at home, but 
tonight my friends talked me into going out with them. "It'll be fun," they 
said, so I agreed. My life could use a little more fun in it. 

While I wait for the water to heat up I slowly shed my nightclothes, 
kicking them in a pile hear a comer of the bathroom. The large mirror above 
the sink steams up as I examine my pale body. My mother says that I am 
"full figured". My father says that I am "big boned". My friends say that I am 
"curvy", but I know that those are all nice ways of saying "fat". Along my 
right thigh there are four ugly purple scars about half an inch long each. 
Mentally I make a note to myself that the next time I go swim laps with my 
mother I have to wrap a towel around my waist before I get in the pool. 

By this time the water has heated up nicely and I enjoy standing in the 
shower, letting the scalding water beat against my skin for as long as possible. 
I then wash my hair; shampoo suds glide down my back as the fragrance of 
sweet coconuts slowly invades my nostrils. My whole body relaxes as hot 
liquid pounds against my flesh, massaging my frame to its COre. Just when 
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the shower is at it's therapeutic peak the inevitable happens: someone else in 
the house either runs the dishwasher, the washing machine, or takes a shower 
of their own and cold water begins to pour out of my faucet. I cringe as all 
the hairs on my skin stand on end and I desperately struggle to shut off the 
icy liquid that is now chilling me through and through. 

After giving up on my shower I hurry to get ready so I will not be late. 
I brush out my long wet hair, blow it dry until the strands flow down my 
back like a honey colored cape, and apply my make-up until it seems as if my 
looks are naturally pleasing. I spend time choosing my clothing, careful not 
to pick something that is too tight, too short, or as my mother says, IIdoes 
nothing for me". Finally after deciding on a long black skirt and dark red 
sweater. I take one final look in the mirror,;>!: scrutinize every inch of my body, 
pull the sweater over my wrists, and then head for the bedroom door. Before 
I can even tum the knob my telephone rings loudly. Startled, I tum and 
answer it. 

"Hi, Marie, it's Anne, " the voice on the other end says to me. 
"Hey Anne, I thought you would have left for the theater by now," I 

say. 
"Yeah, well that's what I am calling about. We aren't going after all." 
"Oh," is all I can say as my hopes fall, crashing to the floor. 
"Sorry, Angela has to baby-sit her brothers and sisters tonight, Rose 

isn't feeling well, and Louise and I are going to David's party," she tells me. 
"Oh," is all I can say again. 
"We would ask you to come, but we weren't actually invited. We are 

going along with some people that were invited. So you see it would be rude 
of us to invite you to come along when we really shouldn't be there in the 
first place. Do you understand?" she babbles on. By this time I have already 
stopped listening, my thoughts have gone to another place and my heart has 
slowed from an upbeat pace to a slow thud, thud, thud. 

"We'll do this another time, okay honey?" she asks. 
IIYeah, another time. Whatever," I mumble. But she's not listening, 

instead she has already said her goodbye and hung up. 
That little voice inside my head yells to me, Another time, are you 

lddding? She has said that for the past three weekends, it's never going to happen. 
That voice is right; to Anne I am only a back-up plan, in case her first choice 
for the evening falls through. 

I sink back onto my bed, kick off my black strappy sandals and bring 
my legs up around my chest. I feel like crying. Crying over my 
circumstances, crying over my ignorance, and most of all crying over my 
stupidity. But I can't cry. Why? I don't know. Instead I huddle up into a little 
ball on my quilt and let my emotions bottle themselves up to be dealt with at 
a later time. I lay there for a good thirty minutes in a trance like state, and 
then I rise. I peel my good clothes off and replace them with old boxers and a 
ta ttered T-shirt. 

I walk softly to my bathroom and lock both of the doors behind me. I 
open the medicine cabinet and pull out a little plastic box that lies hidden 
behind a bottle of peroxide. Inside the box are nine shiny little razorblades, 
each one carefully wrapped in a thin paper cover. I take one blade out of its 
packaging and go into the commode area and lock that door behind me. 

I sit on the toilet for a moment, motionless. Everything is quite, so 
silent that I can hear the clock ticking in my brother's room next door. I can 
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smell the aroma of Dove soap in the air, and feel the fuzzy blue rug, soft 
under my feet, as I begin my ritual. It is a ceremony that I have undertaken 
ina trance so many times before, each time carefully planned out so as not to 
be disturbed. I have to be careful, because I cannot slip. 

Taking the silver blade in my hand I draw it up to my left wrist. The 
flesh is already covered with little red lines from a few days ago but that 
doesn't stop me, I go higher up on the arm instead. I press the razor to my 
skin, soft at first then harder, until it has pierced the white flesh of my 
underarm. At first there is slight pain, like a sharp prick, and then nothing as 
the numbness takes over my entire body. I pull the edge of the blade faster 
across my arm until little red lines appear over the whole surface of my skin. 

My mind goes blank as the cutting takes control of all my thoughts. I 
can't feel anything, only the sweet relief of absolute nothingness that the 
razor brings. I forget where I am and who I am for just a moment, as I focus 
on the flawless skin on my shins. One, two, three, ten, twenty, and more cuts 
over and over again. I don't even notice when the blood begins to flow, 
slowly dripping down my arm and then my long legs. The bright scarlet 
liquid contrasts sharply against my white skin, until my flesh is completely 
engulfed in the dark red. 

It is only now that I wake up and realize what it is that I have done to 
myself. Frantically I grab a washrag from the tub, wet it, and wipe my skin. 
But this time I have cut so deep and so much that the towel is soon a deep 
shade of crimson. The blood won't stop so I run water in the bathtub and 
climb inside. The cold water around me quickly turns red and the surface of 
my legs and arm begin to sting. When the blood flow finally slows I emerge 
from the bath. Sitting on the toilet I can see deep wide gaps in my leg from 
the razor and swollen pink skin around the cuts on my arm. 

I unlock the door and wrap my legs in gauze, trying my best to control 
the bleeding. I wash the razor with hot water and then replace it in its case. 
When everything has all been cleaned up, the tub sanitized and the towel 
rung out until no traces of red can be found, I unlock the second door. When 
I enter my room the sweet sent of jasmine pricks my nose and the warm air 
calms my shivering body. I take out a long-sleeved shirt and a pair of 
sweatpants from my closet and slowly get dressed so as not to disturb my 
bandages, turn off my light, and climb into bed. At last, I am finally able to 
drift off into sleep, my fear of nightmares ceases for the times being. So this is 
my world. I think. This is what I have become. I used to write poetry, I used 
pain canvases. Now my body is my canvas and I use the deep red lines on 
my skin as my words. I guess if I though really hard it might bother me but I 
am always reminded of a line in a Bruce Springsteen song: "You can get used 
to anything, after a while it just becomes your life". This is now my life. 

In my last moments before I lose consciousness I think not of what just 
happened, but of how empty the house seems. There is no one home, I 
decide. They must all be at a movie or at dinner, since they think I am out 
with my friends tonight. So I am left all alone, in the dark, in the big empty 
house with only my crazy thoughts and the constant silence to comfort me. 
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"Because-she-thinks-she-is-fat," reiterates the Bank. Yes doctor, he has 
always been this dumb....Does he know it? Well, quite honestly I'm not sure he 
knows much ofanything! 

"Yah, ya' know. She thinks she's fat, so she makes herself puke. She 
sticks her finger down her throat and all that crazy shit." 

"Once again, Mr. Burke. Please try not to use words like that in here. 
Nobody here is 'crazy.' Alright?" Is that really what you just got out of what he 
just said? Do you even understand that he just said that I think I'm fat and so I make 
myselfpuke and that THAT'S why I'm HERE! 

There was no reply from my father. He merely shrugged. He always 
merely shrugs. 
For instance ... 

"Damon, Melissa really misses you, ya' know?" 
Shrug. 
"Damon, I think Melissa has some problems with eating." 

Shrug. 
"Damon, Melissa tried to kill herself again." 
Shrug. 
STOP FUCKING SHRUGGING! 
"Okay. Good, Mr. Burke. Now Melissa, how do you feel about why 

your father thinks you are here? Is he right? Is that why you are here?" 
With such superior degrees on the wall, you would think that the Bank 

would have some better questions to ask me. I realize that this is the first 
time that I am getting asked a question since my "Orientation" began twenty 
minutes ago. I take a deep breath, planning on saying something great and of 
more importance than anything my father has said thus far. 

Pausing, "No," I say. 
"No what?" asks the Bank. 
"No, that's not why. That's not why I'm here. He's not right." I look 

at him as he is looking at me. "You're not right, Dad. You're wrong." 
Shit, not the tears already. Breathe. Breeeeeeeathe. 
"Tell you're father why you are really here, Melissa. Look at your 

father./I I look to the window. The rain has lightened up a bit and the wind is 
not as strong. Their dancing is no longer violent. 

"Melissa. Look at your father. Tell him why. Talk to him. Look at him." 
I close my eyes, trapping water in. I tum my head from the window, to the 
floor, to the side, and eventually, I tum to him. My mouth opens slightly and 
I gasp, as I do in the bath right before I submerge my head. I hold the air in 
and then, with one giant exhalation, I release my breath and my eyelids 
retreat. All at once I see my father, completely focused on me. He is seeing 
me and only me. The tears separated my face, one cheek dry, untouched, the 
other traced over, moist. 

I close my eyes again, not knOwing what I have gotten myself into. 
Feeling a touch, they open once again to see a hand three times bigger than 
my own resting on my knee. Knowing whom the hand is attached to, but in 
complete disbelief, I look up curiously and all at once, I see my father. Green 
eyes beg me to speak. Daring only to crack my mouth, I cannot control the 
trembling lip and abundance of tears. 

Stammering for words between jolted breaths and ceaseless heartache, 
in a worn out quive~ I release. 

"Oh Daddy... it just hurts. It hurts so much." 



ContiguousAnonymi~ 

Kimber Vincent 

She traces circles 
around a worn path 
-sixteen blocks-
and her tired feet keep her there 

disintegrate 

through a glass pane 
ill at ease 
sharp eyes dissolve 
a quick glance 
suppose 

"She's a whore!" 

since she needs to earn a living 

IIA crazy old hag!" 

since time indomitably keeps her 

"Addict

in the morning ... 

she peels her bones from wet cardboard 

pees behind a dumpster 

makes her rounds ... 


block 10... 

somewhere in the evening 

several eyes 

sieve through 

her thick souled 
feet 
keep her standing ... 

night ... 
she walks a little faster 
when its cold 
keeps her warm and important 
traces circles 
around a worn path 
-fifteen blocks-
whistles real low for company. 
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Wednesday in April 
April Pameticky 

I can see the grave throught the bug-splattered windshield. I see the 
marble, a tiny, emabarrassing little memorial, the name and dirt blurred to 
insignificane by the distance. My knuckles grip tight to the wheel for a 
moment, and I wonder if I'll even get out of the truck. 

I've been driving for two hours, lost half that time, searching for the 
hidden turn-off. I was only here once, nearly ten years ago, and I rode in the 
family limousine. What a stupid, privledged place to be, at the head of a 
parade for the dead, swallowed between my mother and step-father, Bill. I 
had turned my head, trying to count the cars lining the high way behind us. 
Michael would have been proud. 

I rub my face in my hands. I pull open the door. 
My sneaker sinks into the moist ground. I curse, the cold seeping into 

the holes in my socks clammy and moist. But I am saved from going forward, 
even for an instant, as I struggle to free each sodden foot. There is a quiet 
slurping sound, the suction's release unbalancing me. I steady myself against 
the truck. 

I slam the door, the noise startling the flock of birds in the tree to the 
north of the grave. I wait, a little scared, telling myself that it is Mother 
Nature I wait on, not my own courage. The flowers that Michael's natural 
mother planted have been mown down. I told her They would do that, but 
she was stubborn, telling me he was lonely out there in the country. I told her 
it was peaceful. 

But it is lonely out here, with the miles of wheat fields surrounding the 
cemetery. Even the oak tree is lonely, standing all by itself. I tell myself I 
should have come with the rest of the family. I shake my head. No. It's 
better that they aren't here. And really, I've only come to see the new damned 
headstone, bigger and more profound that the original. 

The headstone is shadded with red dust, and I lean over, swiping at it 
with my hand. I leave a smear, the clay staining my hand like dry blood. I 
brush awkwardly at my jeans. What am I supposed to do now? Should I get 
on my knees and pray? Should I be overcome with grief, sobbing out to the 
birds? It's just a big chunk of rock, I tell myself, and somewhere under there 
is a corpse, trapped in a carefully pressurized coffin. I step back, folding my 
hands in front, hoping I look solemn and contemplative. 

I have to go to the bathroom. 
Have I been here long enough? My mother told me once that they 

were out here for nearly two hours. I've been here five minutes. I can only 
make it five more. I wiggle, crossing my legs for a moment, trying to relieve 
the pressure. 

I study the marble inscription, each letter plainly spelling out 
Michael's name. I read his birth date, and skim over his death date. Cherished 
Son. Who wrote those words? His mother? His stepfather? What will my 
stone say? 

Jesus, who wants to think about that? I turn away, ready to leave, 
relieved just to see my truck parked a few feet away. But something has me 
stopping, thinking for a moment. When did Michael die? July second? I turn 
around, reading the stone. March 3, 19-to July 3,19-. Is that the right date? 
That can't be right. I kneel down, as if looking closer will change the . 
inscription. I try to remember. 

My stepbrother died during summer vacation, when he was seventeen 
years old. We weren't living at home. I was staying with a foster family, and 
he lived with his natural mother. We didn't see each other. We were not 
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really siblings, and though we'd lived in the same house for three years, the 
relationship was strained. I blamed his father. He blamed my mother. 

He borrowed a truck from some girl he knew, and then rolled it, driving 
seventy miles an hour, drunk, at three in the morning. He pinned his head 
between the car and the ground. 

I went to see the body displayed a day before the funeral, July fourth. 
It was bizarre to see all the decorations on the front of the building, only to 
walk into solemn church music piped over the intercom. Michael's face was 
trangely waxy, his mouth a colorless blue, his lashes still impossibly long. 
ut it wasn't him. He'd changed in the time we'd lived apart. I didn't see his 
ce every day, and maybe I wouldn't have recognized him had he been 

tanding before me, laughing at my clumsiness. This face, with the mouth 
nd eyes painstakingly sewn shut, was not Michael. 

So I left the funeral home. I drove out to the gravel farm road where 
ichael flipped the truck. The police had already removed the vehicle, and 

here was only yellow tape marking the scene. The ribbon reminded me of 
levision shows, where homicides are blocked from the press, and I tore a 

trip of the plastic, stuffing it in my pocket. 
I could see my stepfather's car, a brown twenty-year old Chevy, 

arked by the side of the road. I walked past the yellow tape, but I couldn't 
ee Bill or my mother. I called out. No one answered. I walked. Soon I was 
ore than twenty yards from my parked car. I noticed the tom soil, the 

roken stalks of wheat. Then I came upon a cleared area, as if the palm of 
ome giant had dug a gash from the earth. I stopped, my gaze fixed on the 
uddied brown stain, a three-foot circle of drying blood. Shattered glass 

urrounded it, the only sign left by the truck. I reached my hand down, 
eeding to feel the blood, hoping for some warmth beyond liquid heating in 
he sun. The stain was cool to the touch, and I bit my lip, realizing in that 

oment that the body in the coffin, back in town, really was Michael. And I 
ouldn't stand the thought that They would seal that box, where he couldn't 
ee, couldn't hear, couldn't breathe. 

I don't know how long I stood there, bent at the waist, my body 
stiffening, my hand clenched in the dirt. I became aware of noise off to the 
west. I stood straight, my eyes searching the field. That's when I saw my 
stepfather. 

Bill was kneeling, clenching something in his hands, his fists curled at 
his chest. Numbly, I knew that he was sobbing, an eerie, broken wailing. I 
wanted to go to him, place my arms around his shoulders, cradle his head, as 
he cradled his hands against his chest. 

But then the rage came. 
I shook. I despised the man. Michael would have been living at home, 

safe in his own bed at three in the morning, if the man had an ounce of 
compassion. Now he had the audacity to grieve? And I hated him more for 
his grief. 

My mother went to Bill. I hadn't eve seen her, but she went to him, 
kneeling beside him, holding him, and his arms fell to his side. Clenched in 
my stepfather's hand was MichaeY s baseball cap, a Christmas present from 
years ago. I wanted to snatch it from him, hold it as he had, scream at him. 

I sit before Michael's grave, nearly ten years after his wreck, and no 
one can get the death date right? I know he didn't die on July third. It had 
been a major issue. The funeral service had needed time to prepare his body, 
and no one wanted a funeral on July fourth. So when we finally buried him 
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on the fifth, it had been nearly four days, and flesh was sagging, the smell 
barely tolerable. 

Does it really matter what day? I could hear Michael's voice in my mind. 
He never cared about things like that. He forgot our parents' anniversary 
every year. I never knew if he did that on purpose, a passive demonstration 
of his anger. Or maybe he had been forgetful. But my stepfather was never 
forgetful. Bill still writes in a journal, a day-record, keeping track of his bowel 
movements, his sex life, his business appointments. He used to tell a story ... 

I almost died eating dinner on September 25th 19-. 
I hate the way he tells that story. 
It's never the way I remember it. 
We were eating at a restaurant, seated with Michael at my left, my 

mother on myright, and my stepfather across the table. We were in the 
middle of the flow of traffic, a place I hate to sit. But we had come during a 
dinner rush, and Bill never got a booth anyway, because he couldn't fit 
between the seat and the table. All the tables around us were filled. Bill was 
lecturing us, although I can't remember what we had done. That part doesn't 
really matter, except that I was playing with the food on my plate, carefully 
chewing each bite slowly, because eating too fast was guaranteed to elicit a 
lecture. 

Then I heard my mother say my stepfather's name in that quiet voice 
that I despise, the voice that says, Ofcourse you're right, and you have every right 
to be angry, and I'm completely sympathetic to your needs . .. but you're causing a 
bit of a scene, and maybe you should calm down . .. The last part of the name was 
always said lowly, carefully. It appealed to reason, and the shrieking voice in 
the back of my mind would make my hands shake, just a little, not so anyone 
would notice, and I would have to look away, at the stain in the wall, or the 
bits and pieces of food on my plate. 

So I played with my food, keeping my eyes down, except to glance at 
Michael, who grinned at me slyly. But then my mother said my stepfather's 
name again, and this time her voice rose on a question, and I looked up to see 
his face turning red, and then a darker purple. He banged his hand on the 
table, spilling a glass of water, and for a ridiculous moment, my mother had 
her cloth napkin in her hand to clean up the spill. I knew he was choking, 
and he looked at me, and he knew I knew, and I just sat there, wondering if I 
had a black dress. 

Bt then my mother realized what was happening and my stepfather 
stood up, knocking his chair over, and I could see a waiter hurrying over with 
a pitcher of water. My mother reached around my stepfather's stomach, her 
hands grasped in fists, and she squeezed him. I stood up, and now I knew 
everyone must be looking and watching this horribly funny, gagging fat man. 
My mother was squeezing again and my stepfather was making these 
gagging noises, and then a piece of steak larger than my tongue flew from his 
mouth and landed on his plate. 

Michael laughed, and I wanted to laugh too, put part of me was a little 
disappointed, and we all sat down in our chairs again. The waiter refilled 
Bill's glass. We all looked at each other. I thought my mother was going to be 
sick. Then my stepfather picked up his knife and fork, and I knew what he 
was thinking: IfI'm going to payfor this steak, I'm going to eat i. And he cut into 
the grayish meat. 

Later, back at home, Michael and I howled, the laughter tearing up our 
eyes. Mchael kept mimicking his father's face, the bizzare gagging noise. 
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Neither of us mentioned death, and I stuffed the thought down, ashamed I 
had even hoped. 

My stepfather, who remembers the date he almost died, can't even 
remember the date his son really died. I shake my head, squirming, still 
needing to pee, indecisive over whether I should leave. But what can I do? 
The headstone is here, out in the middle of nowhere, and there's nothing I can 
do about it. I twitch from foot to foot thinking the carver's place is only 
fifteen miles down the road. I could drop it by, demand that they fix it. 

I bend over, experimenting, trying to pick up the headstone. It's heavy. 
I shift it a little, but the weight on my bladder is incredible. 

I have to make a decision here. To pee or not to pee? I hear Michael's 
laughter in my mind. Am I practical, or am I squeamish? And so I decide. 

I move away from Michael's grave. I'm not that shameless. I unbutton 
my pants, scanning the horizon for people, even though I know I'm alone for 
miles. I pull my jeans over my knees, hunkering down, carefully balancing so 
as not to splash on myself. And I let go. 

The relief has me giggling, until I'm finally laughing so hard I have to 
put my hands on the ground. I can hear Michael's echo, as if he appreciates 
the humor of me pissing on myself at a cemetary in the middle of nowhere. 

I wipe my hands on my jeans, damp from the grass. I move back to 
the headstone. I try to lift it. It doesn't budge. I could've sworn it had 
shifted a little when I tried a few minutes ago. I shove against it, thinking I 
shuld be stronger now that I'm not concerned about urinating, but I can't 
seem to get a grip, my feet slipping. 

Does it really matter? Shut up Michael, I think to myself. Of course it 
matters. 

I stand, my hands loose at my sides, rolling my shoulders, twisting my 
neck. I think about those warm-ups I've learned in aerobics. I look left. I 
look right. I shake my hands and take a deep breath. 

This time, I feel a movement at the base of the headstone, an I lean into 
it, pushing the slick ground beneath my feet, like a runner on a forty-five 
degree hill, just trying to shove the damn thing over, grunting, churning, 
twisting the grass into mud. 

I slip, falling to my hands and knees, mud all the way up my shins. 
Does it matter? I'm gasping hard, loud ragged breaths. I look up, 

staring at the headstone. I didn't move it, not even a little. No. I guess it 
doesn't matter. 

And for a minute, I think I'm going to cry. 
I stand, the blood rushing, clearing my head. I dig my keys out of my 

pocket, resting my hands on my hips. 
How long have I been here? Fifteen minutes? Good enough. 
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Tecbies 


Kevin Talistu 

David Spence was a technological guru to the say the least. In the 
netbiz society of Silicon Valley, he was considered one of the three Gods of 
internet business. He had spent the past year as the lead programmer, 
conceptualist, editor, and marketing genius behind 
www.xtremelyXtreme.com. But as all good things come to an end, his 
bountiful web-site had lost all revenue and sunk into the ocean ofnetbiz 
along with all the other TItanics. He now sat in a dingy hotel room in 
downtown Palo Alto, spending his leftover funds on rent and pizza. He felt 
like a candle, dwindling in the night. The normally dexterous David Spence 
had been put on the backbumer and the slovenly mess of a man he really was 
took its place. 

He poked one hand into the bag of Lay's chips that was his lunch, 
while the other hand searched the web for a new beginning. David had spent 
his whole day searching through megasites like Iobzilla!, EmployFastl, 
OuickieBucks!, and more importantly, a gigantic corporate networking 
system that was unknown to everyone who was on the outside of the dot
com biz. Spence's friend had founded the site during the beginning of the 
dot-com era, and some believed it was the mother-site that had spawned so 
many of its kindred. It was a cover-site called ChunderBlender.com and had a 
secret backdoor link that lead to the most prestigious of internet techie jobs in 
the world. 

David scanned Chunder's reserves for the fifth time in the past hour. 
He clicked on the puddle of barf, directly on the coordinates 136, 780 and was 
sent to the exotic column of the Internet Elite. 

"Hmm," said David. "Opening in San Jose for Permafisting.com." He 
had worked with a few porn-sites in the past but he hadn't enjoyed it. "Here's 
an interesting one, TumblyBigguns.com. , MidgetBludgeoning.org, 
Craptastic.net. SumoSex.de.gov. Jesus Christ, this is a bunch of crap!" 

He flailed his arms, resting them on the top of his head and started to 
cry. "Why me God? I'm worth more than this bullshit. All I want is a 
corporate saddle on the next BIG business venture of the internet. Please God, 
I'm praying. I'm too good for porn." A light illuminated on David's computer 
screen. There was a new entry on the bulletin board, scripted in bright 
orange, neon lettering. The posting read: 

"Want to work today?" 
Yes! David thought. 
"Are you a has-been internet guru who has lost his faith in the biz?" 
Yes 
"Are you willing to do whatever it takes to make it big? Will you step 

on the mongrels beneath you in this war for employment? Do you have what 
it takes to be a nasty, low-down, dirty scumbag who will take advantage of 
the general population at any given moment? Regardless of possible illegal 
activities?" 

"Yes, yes, yes, and.... Yes." 
"Then hurry up! We need you! Our multi-million dollar mega-network 

is in need of a cunning, ruthless mercenary to further improve our torrential 
influx of cash! Corne down to our headquarters in Mountain View now! First 
corne, first serve! We need somebody NOW!" 

David jotted down the address on his palm pilot, zapped his house 
lights off with the new M-5000's infrared bearn, and shot out the door. The 
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lights of his silver BMW M16 flickered erratically as he fumbled through the 
buttons on his keychain. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. David jumped in his car, 
popped the sunroof, jammed into reverse and sped away southbound. It was 
going to be his big day. 

Jarvis Pahnentary, a.k.a. The DotCommunist, had been perusing the 
secret netbiz site at the same moment as Mr. Spence. He reclined in his leather 
executive chair and popped on the vibrate function. No need to hurry really. I'm 
sure once 1 walk in they'll toss out whatever sniveling little wannabe they have. He 
adjusted the seat as well as his crotch space. No-one would refuse the services of 
Jarvis Palmentary, The DotCommunist, founder ofwww.PogWorld.com. innovator 
of the pap-up window, further innovator of the more annoying multiple pap-up 
windows, and ofcourse, the man who established a new and stronger form ofJAVA 
called Espresso. Jarvis' crooning smile wavered slightly as a bead of sweat 
formed on his brow. Unless... Oh unless... Unless David Spence has read this 
first... Ifhe did then... 

" Argh!" exclaimed Mr. Pahnentary. The executive chair popped into 
La-Z Boy mode, swinging its leg-rest into position as Jarvis tumbled 
backwards off its axis and onto a stack of leftover pizza boxes. He floundered 
amongst them like a fish out of water and finally got to his feet. 

"Spence! You will rue the day that you fuck with JarviS Pahnentary!" 
On that note, the DotCommunist fled his apartment, hopped into his gold
plated Lexus, and sped southbound towards Mountain View. 

David Spence's M16 skirted the fast lane of Highway 101 at 110 mph. If 
he was in a cartoon, the white lane-strip would have jumped off of the 
asphalt behind him like the wake of a speed boat. Spence was hauling ass. He 
cut between the oncoming vehicles, allowing himself an inch or two of space 
to merge. An old grandma flipped him the bird in his rear-view, and he sped 
off with his middle finger protruding from the sun roof. The grandma quickly 
disappeared into the flock of cars, but was soon replaced by the gleam of a 
golden Lexxus. 

"Shit!" cried Spence. "Just like that fat bastard to try and jump in on 
my game." Spence knew the car in a second. A pirate's flag flew from the 
antenna, brazenly whipping in the wind. The embossed lettering on his 
license plate read, #lCOMMY. 

The golden vessel pulled up close behind Spence, and David glimpsed 
the crooked smile of Jarvis Pahnentary, just before he was rammed. 

"Fuck! My goddamn laptop is in that trunk you bastard!" Spence 
erupted into a fiery rage, shaking his fist out of the driver's side at Jarvis. 
"You will pay for that Commy! Bastard! Sonuva.... " David Spence choked on 
his last insult as his eyes fell on the Mack Truck ten feet in front of him going 
5Omph, carrying a load of combustible gases. 

A tiny mushroom cloud erupted on Highway 101, taking David 
Spence, the DotCommunist, and the unfortunate trucker, Artie Bunkpie, with 
it. 

http:www.PogWorld.com
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Somewhere in the not-so-shady recesses of Palo Alto, a man was laughing. He 
reclined in his black leather executive chair, lit a cigar, and hit the vibrate 
function. 

"What fools! They fell into my trap like little flies to honey. You are 
such a genius Gary! Such a genius! Naughty boy, planting that fake ad on 
ChunderBlender like you did./I 

Gary Schenker, a.k.a. the DotBomber, proceeded to erase his ad from 
ChunderBlender's database. His lips curled into an evil grin as he took a final 
puff off his Cuban cigar. He pressed it out in the ash-tray, grabbed his coat 
and sun-glasses, and headed out the door, northbound to Redwood City. 
Napster had an opening that day for executive-producer. 
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Steatopygia 


in front of the venus figurine exhibit 
(an exhibit of ancient turkish 
female fertility figurines) our tour group 
listened to the anthropologist say that women with 
big asses were evolutionarily advantaged because 
the feast and famine nature of their food schedule 
meant that women who store fat more efficiently 
survived the few dry fruitless summer months 
so my wife grins inwardly and glances toward the 
few waifs of the group who worry briefly that 
they're not perfect enough or less evolved so 
i chuckle and step away and allow myself 
to dream about the hunt and life and 
my well rounded wife in the upper paleolithic 
when she would not be so insecure and i 
could say she's perfect and she could believe me 
and we could live so tightly and free and our 
euphoric love would make the wrath filled gods so 
jealous and we would live so long and die so 
honorably in the Catal Huyuk dusts where our 
sun bleached bones would lay and preserve so well that 
a man in a khaki hat could desecrate our graves 
three thousand calm and peaceful years after 
i told my super assed wife i loved her for 
the very last time ever just so he can guess as to 
why women with larger hip structure and 
buttocks are made into tiny figurines 
that the bony little public gawk and giggle at 

Colin Pope 
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--------------------- --....... ~--------------

To Burn: A Memoir 
Melissa Burke 

The day has come and gone again. The aquatic skies turn, clouded 
white bright to heavens of dark shades and candlelight. Candlelight. "KEEP 
AWAY FROM CIDLDREN," the box reads. Assuming, perhaps incorrectly, 
that I am not a child, that those words printed in large, bold-faced letters, 
have no pertinence to my present state, I ignore their heed and slide open the 
box of slim flame hors d'oeuvres. "250 count," the box reads. Lifting one up 
and out of its sanctuary, a need transpires inside of me. Correct the box. "249 
count." Now we are both telling the truth. 

Impulse takes over and without deliberation, hesitation, nevertheless 
with immediate gratification; I strike the match against the side of its box. It 
ignites! Beautiful. Immediate gratification slowly creeps out. With haste, 
guilt rushes in to take its place. Virgin wood molested before my eye. I fear 
that I am the assailant. Raising the fiery piece of timber to my eyes, with a 
new feeling of remorse, I watch the flame slowly devour the body from which 
it was born. Transcending the nude cluster of russet splinters into a tainted 
remnant of what used to be great. What a sorry, fraudulent excuse for a 
match. 

Time is of the essence; hotter and hotter, the flame plummets to my 
fingertips. How can it be that as the flame is smaller yet the heat persists, 
hotter than hell? Cautiously, I deliver my blazing adversary to the wick. 
Within seconds, the two intertwine into an inferno of lust and a diligent 
stream of black smoke shoots to the sky; a dissipation from two sinful lovers. 
The affair is brief, their interlude long gone. Still somehow, the passion 
between them, as they covet one another's warmth, is that unparalleled to 
any lovemaking which I have ever experienced. Said blazing lover to the 
other "Let us dance," and they do. As one kindles the others wick, heart, 
soul; a trivial, singular flame becomes two. Two yearning flames converge in 
a wick-ed dance of carnal delight and captivating indulgence. 

As with all affairs, one lover must now depart. The match expires. For 
it has served its purpose to itself and to its mate. It diffuses into a swirling 
trail of sullied smoke and heavy heart. Rising higher and thinning, the smoky 
haze tums from coal black to fuzzy gray, perishing amidst the enclosing 
oxygen. 

Now a widower in its own right, the tall pillar of life and wax nurtures 
the glow of the bastard flame. So alike am I to this youngster. 

They linger together. The candle, the mother, is responsible for the 
flame, the infant. She is the incumbent of another life. She is a foundation of 
light 

For a while, I just watch. After a bit, I find myself able to predict the 
future of the smoldering toddler. I just watch. And as I feel a draft come 
from the window on the side of my room, I can calculate, almost to the 
second, at which point the draft of air will hit the flame. Three, two, one... 
the flame flickers a bit with the pressure of the air. It happens again, this time 
the draft seems a bit stronger than the last The flame flickers a bit more, and 
at one point seems that it may go out. This is unfair, it will not go out this 
way. 

Only one moment ago, the flame was burning content and secure 
knowing that it was protected by its mother, the wax. And now, it finds that 
it is not protected, because it is wavering and not as strong as the bullying 
draft. 

Does the candle feel as guilty as I do? That neither it nor I can do 
anything to save this beaut ing flame? 
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A fierce gust of wind rushes from the window to the wick and without 
any delay, the flame is out. In a magnificent edipse of wind and miasma, it is 
gone. I rush to the window and slam it shut. MURDERER! It was new and 
pure. It was beautiful and strong. It wanted to live. What about the candle? 
What will she do now? Her baby is gone. Her purpose is fulfilled. Sure, I 
suppose I could do this all over again, go back to the box and rape another 
match. But I am not so vain as to think that I could merely IIcreate" another 
flame that would be as beautiful as the last. 

Now I am left with this candle, once so important, now so useless. 
And she knows it. 

And I feel sorry for her. 
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StiffReach to Dip 

Stephanie Hensley 

Submerged in a seabed niche 
Of heritage, of altars of incense 
Where wood-rings grow thick 
Taken up, out; bound around with dry swaddles 
Transpl- no - borne to new ground 

I know the dusty sting 
Thin-skinned and far 
From own personal water box aquarium 

Here are pools too: 
Downtown stacks lives 
Like tanks of seafood on 
Shelves, light illumines green 
God. for one of these 

In gait my foot catches a puddle, 
Or I stand: one runs underheel 
Soaking in, spreading up calf high 
Easing paper mache bindings 

They say tide-calling will rise to waist high 
Can frozen joints unshrlnk then and bend? 

These fingers fumble through linens 
Stiff reach to dip - like toes. 
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"I think we should find someplace out of the rain," she said standing 
up quickly, shaking more leaves off of her dress and taking his hand. "I know 
where to go." 

"You better than I," he said clasping her hand in his, enjoying the 
softness of her fingers. 

They marched through the leaves, traveling further into the woods, 
leaving behind the little clearing he'd found her in. 

They didn't speak as they walked, instead only listened to the leaves 
beneath their feet that adjusted to their weight and rubbed against each other 
over small stones and crawling insects. The sound of the rain began to 
increase and larger drops began to fall, some landing on their arms and faces, 
dampening their hair and clothes. 

She wore a simple white dress and wasn't concerned with modesty. 
"I can see your bum you know," he said playfully after several minutes 

of trampling. 
"I know you can," she said and laughed, her hair swaying from side to 

side across her back. "We're almost there." 
Moments later they stepped into another clearing. Above them tree 

branches, still clinging to their turning leaves, sheltered the ground at their 
feet and the rain did not fall on them. Instead it fell splattering on the leaves, 
slapping many to the ground. Toads began to croak and a few birds were 
chirping in the branches above them, unsettled by the rain. 

"Come sit down with me," she said backing up to the wide trunk of a 
tree. Sitting down she leaned her back against it. 

He walked over to her and sat down next to her, wrapping his right 
arm around her shoulders and she leaned her head against his shoulder for a 
moment before lifting it again and outstretching her hands to catch some 
drops of rain in her palms. Then she titled her hands so that she could watch 
the drops accumulate there before sliding down her wrists. 

"Are you going to tell me?" she asked coyly. 
"Tell you what?" he replied, at the same time sliding his free hand 

against hers, wiping the drops off of her wrist. 
"Who was at the party?" 
"I thought you might know already." 
"Refresh my memory." 
"Well, my sister was there, some of my friends, my brother ... " 
"And," she urged, turning her head to look him in the eye. 
"And my wife," he said calmly. 
"Ah, your wife," she said, stretching out the word in her mouth so that 

she could almost taste its meaning. "I'm sure she looked beautiful." 
"Yes, she did," he said. 
"I meant your sister!" she said teasingly, and then laughed. 
But he didn't. He looked away into the crevice between the trees they 

had walked through. 
"Don't look so forlorn," she said, moving so that she straddled him 

and sat on his thighs. He wrapped his arms around her waist on instinct. 
Then she kissed him, softly. 

The rain sped up. The leaves getting slapped harder before they fell. 
"At least it's a warm rain," he said after a moment of listening and 

feeling her weight against him. 
''Yes, of course," she said, running her fingers through his hair. 
"How did you find this place?" he asked. 
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"Just by wandering." she said as though he should have already 
known. 

"You have starlight in your eyes," he murmured unexpectedly. 
"So I've been told." 
"By me." 
"Yes, by you, but it's not night yet. You should wait to compare for 

sure," 
she said drawing her hands down his chest then up to his shoulders, framing 
him. "It wasn't my fault you know," she whispered into his eyes. 

"I know it wasn't." 
"Ah, but do you know it in here?" she said poking him where his heart 

was hidden. 
"1 should, shouldn't I?" 
"Yes," she said, then kissed him again, softl,Yi for a moment. 
The rain had slowed. 
"Come on," she said rising from his lap. 
"Again?" he complained. "Can't we stay a little longer?" 
"Not here. You know how I get restless. Unless you've forgotten." 
"No, I remember." 
Once again she grabbed his hand, and he loved the feeling of her 

fingers intermingled with his. 
"Where are we going this time?" 
"Nowhere!" she replied smoothly. "We don't always have to be going 

somewhere, and we don't always need to know where we're going. do we?" 
He was quiet. 
"This place was my idea, so just let me do," she said stepping around 

and in between several large boulders that lay in their path, letting go of his 
hand. 

"Do you resent me?" he asked suddenl,Yi watching her muddied 
footsteps in front of him. 

"For?" 
"For getting married." 
"Of course I do," she said, and was silent while she stopped to peel a 

wet leaf off of her thigh. "But not so much, I had you first at least," she smiled 
to herself. 

But he wasn't so sure. "What was I supposed to do?" he said, on the 
edge of his own exasperation. 

"I said it was fine, honestl,Yi" she said, looking back at him for a 
moment over her shoulder. 

He watched her then, a few feet in front of him. The leaves falling all 
around her steps and in a brief moment of clearing in the sk,Yi he saw how the 
light illuminated her hair and the youth and sleekness of her skin. 

"It will be smoother in a minute," she said sensing his gaze. "There is a 
creek just over there and there is a little path next to it." 

"O.K." he said watching as she walked around another boulder. 
The creek was larger than he thought, wide enough to swim in. The 

sound of running water and the raindrops colliding compelled him to bend 
and place an open palm on the surface to feel the flow of the cool running 
water. 

She stepped beside him, "We can take a swim a little further down if 
you want," she said, putting a hand on his shoulder. "I'll show you." 
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He didn't answer, but followed behind her for a few minutes until they 
stood in front of a wide pool of water. A small waterfall had been created 
from the direction they had come from and he gazed at the foot long drop of 
water that fell, and followed a few fallen leaves over the surface with his eyes 
until they came together in front of their bare feet and got tangled between 
the small smooth rocks. 

While he stared through the surface of the water, she gazed at his bent 
form, wondering where his thoughts were leading. A falling leaf cartwheeled 
above her head and she looked up to watch the colors as it swirled, like a 
flake of gold. She reached her hand out and it landed on her palm lightly then 
skipped between her fingers and glided swiftly to the water. 

"Should we get in here?" she asked, not waiting for a reply before she 
stepped out into the water, ripples spreading away from her thighs and the 
bottom of her dress. When she turned around to face him the water was 
already to her waist. She smiled and held out her hands to pull him in with 
her. but he had taken a step back. 

"I don't have anything to swim in," he said and she laughed, throwing 
her head back slightly, the ends of her hair damp. 

"You can skinny dip," she said then thought he blushed. "Oh come on. 
It's nothing I haven't seen before." 

"Yes, well, it's been awhile," he said turning around and taking his 
shirt off. Then facing her again, "swim over to the other side and don't turn 
around." 

She laughed, and it echoed with the cavernous air. "Alright then," she 
said, and fell backwards into the water, soaking her entire body and 
smoothing her hair, swimming easily to the other side. She let her head rise to 
the surface and felt her toes skirting the bottom, mud squishing between 
them. 

Watching her swim he quickly threw his trousers off, then, splashing, 
he entered the water before her head broke the surface. 

"O.K." he said and she turned around. 
"You were always too modest," she whispered as she swam over until 

she was in front of him and wrapped her arms around his neck. Water slid 
down her cheeks and dropped from her earlobes. He wrapped his arms 
around her waist and she kissed him, softly. 

"It wasn't my fault," she whispered then. 
"I know," he whispered back. 
She smiled back into his clear eyes, then he felt her wrapping her legs 

around his back and slowly she leaned back into the water until he saw her 
just below the surface. Her hair spread out all around and small air bubbles 
escaped her pursed lips. Her dress hovered inches above her skin and he took 
his hands and supported her back for a moment before letting go to move 
them over her torso and up her waist then under her shoulder blades. Then 
he lifted her up through the surface again and she opened her mouth, 
breathed in and smiled. Her drenched hair was smooth on her shoulders. She 
unhooked her legs from around his back and set them down onto his feet and 
wrapped her arms again, around his neck. 

"You're terribly handsome, you know that?" 
"So I've been told." 
"Ah," she replied, then drew closer to him and laid her cheek on his 

left shoulder. "It hasn't been that long has it?" she said and he was quiet, 
feeling the nearness of her breath. 

jeon
Typewritten Text
93



"No, not that long," he said, tracing the length of her waist with his 
hands. "I couldn't wait forever, because of you, you know -you're the one 
that left, not me," he said softly. 

She took her cheek off his shoulder and looked at him. "It wasn't my 
fault," she said earnestly. 

He looked away to the trees and the falling leaves and took a deep 
breath, fighting the tears that began to accumulate in his eyes. 

"You left me, like that ... " he said, but hesitated, "1 had to keep going." 
She looked at his profile, loving the curve of his jaw line and drops of 

water that settled along his collarbone. 
"I had to go," she said softly, "there was nothing I could do." 
His arms wrapped around her, holding her close. 
"I waited for you," she said, "you knew I would, didn't you?" she 

asked. 
"I never thought of that," he said turning to look at her again. "You left 

so quickly," he said, finally letting a tear slide down his cheek. 
All around them it was still and silent except for the murmur of the 

tiny waterfall. 
"How many years did you make?" she asked. 
He let a smile release the rest of his tears, "Eighty-three, can you 

believe that?" he said, beaming slightly. 
"Wow, I'm impressed," she replied smiling, and wiped the tear streaks 

away from his cheeks with her fingertips. 
"You should have seen me though, I had little bits of gray hair left on 

my bald head at the end," he said, barely holding back his laughter. 
"Yes, well, I'm jealous. I didn't get that far!" 
"No, you didn't - well I don't think it would have suited you 

anyway," he said smiling and his arms squeezing her just a little tighter. "Did 
I ever tell you, you have starlight in your eyes?" he asked. 

"Yes," she replied, "once or twice." 
And then he kissed her, softly. 
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inconsequential meditations on the 
definition ofpoetry 

Ross E. LocKHART 

1. 

A poet's words should be 

alive, beneath the skin, 

awake, but always dreaming, 

aware, each nerve electric. 

For anything else would be untrue. 


Catullus said it best: 


"Odi et amo: quare id faciam, fortasse requiris. 

Nescio, set fieri sentio et excrucior." 2 


and maybe he was full of shit, but still, 
Rome scattered roses in his path, fell at his feet, 
and kissed him full on the mouth. 

II. 

A poet's words should be 

the very soul of madness, 

the carnal taste of venom, 

the all-consuming sacred fire. 

For anything else would be untrue. 


Rimbaud said it best: 


"Le Poeta se faint voyant par un long, immense et raisonne dlreglement de 
tous les sens. Toutes les formes d'amour, de soffrance, de folie; il cherche 
lui-meme, il epuise en lui tous les poisons, pour n'en garder que les 
quintessences." 3 

and maybe he was full of shit, but still, 

Paris embraced him, touched him, penetrated his skin, 

and grew within him, a pregnant mindless dream. 


III. 

A poet's words should be 
mere moments in a snapshot, 
naked gospel pure, 
solid, substantial, tangible. 
For anything else would be untrue. 
Bukowski said it best: 

"it's the space, I said, 

all that space between 

poems and stories, it's 

intolerable." 4 
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and maybe he was full of shit, but still, 
L.A. loved him as it gnawed at him, devoured him, 
and crapped him out again. 

Iv. 


A poet's words should be. 

For anything else would be Wltrue. 


(Endnotes) 

2 "I hate and 1 love: You may well ask me why 1 do this. 1 do not know, but 1 feel it happen and it 
tortures me." (Catullus, Poem #85) 

3 "The poet makes himself a seer by a long, prodigious, and rational disordering of all the senses. Every 
form of love, of suffering, of madness; he searches himself, he consumes all the poisons in him, and 
keeps only their quintessences." (Arthur Rimbaud, "To Paul Demeny", 15 May 1871, trans. Oliver 
Bernard) 

'Charles Bukowski, "Dead Now," Love is a Dog from Hell (1977) 
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Contributor's Notes 


Ginny Buccelli has spent years closeted with pen, paper, typewriter or computer 
(depending on her skill level at any given point in time) secretly plotting the 
next Great American Novel. Until it's done, she is playing with words in most 
any capacity. Still undecided what she wants to be when she grows up, she 
says that getting a bigger workspace would be nice. 

Rebecca Bartell will graduate from Sonoma State in May 2004, after attending 
Hunter College in New York City through the National Student Exchange 
program. Her passion for art really lies in photography. As a photographer, 
you really never think that you would submit a painting as a piece of art. 
She would like thank to Alex Charlow for the encouragement. 

Melissa Ann Burke Though a nonfiction writer for quite some time, Burke has 
only recently become interested in experimenting with poetry, often times 
messing former prose pieces into pieces of poetry. A senior at Sonoma State 
University, Burke will be attending an MFA writing program beginning Fall 
2004 to pursue further endeavors in the literary field. 

Kristi Castleberry is an undergraduate student at Sonoma State University. She 
is in her senior year as an English major, and hopes to attend graduate school 
next fall. Although her focus within English is literature, she is also very 
interested in creative writing. 

Kristen Cozort is an undergraduate student in the English department at Sonoma 
State University. 

Brian Dickson is currently a first year M.A. candidate in creative writing at the 
University of Colorado at Boulder. He was the winner of the 2003 Wendy Barker 
Creative Writing Award, publications include the forthcoming Simple Vows 
Anthology, Voices Along the River (San Antonio anthology) and Desperado. 

Kristin L. Foster is a Creative Writing major at Sonoma State University. She 
is a fan of coastal road trips, coloring books, cheese, and monkeys of all 
varieties. She also highly recommends tea, crumpets and Sinatra in the 
morning. 

Jonah Gendron is a junior at SSU. This is his first publication. 

Christopher Alexander Hayter a creative writing student at Sonoma State 
University, enjoys blue cheese, Iron Chef, and penguins. He doesn't own a cell 
phone, has never had a cup of coffee, and is wanted for outstanding library 
fines in three states. He is often mistaken for Thor. 

Stephanie Hensley grew up in Half Moon Bay, Ca.Attending College of San 
Mateo, she obtained an AA degree in English. She then transferred to Sonoma 
State, where she is currently enrolled as an English major with Creative Writing 
emphasis. She enjoys a number of outdoor pursuits, appreciating the beauty 
and wildness of nature, and in that, finding reason to celebrate the designer of it 
all. 

-----------_..._---------_....... 
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Keith D. Holt is working on his Creative Writing Certificate at Mesa College in 
San Diego. He has a potentially unhealthy addiction to a certain pulp magazine 
hero who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men, and he dedicates this 
story, all his stories, and his every waking breath to his wife Lori, his inspiration. 

Anthony King desires to make those grandiose and phantastic 
moments of living-substance induced or sober-those individual insights 
into passion and truth, justifiably matched and translated through written 
language. Interests are: Basketball, bold pinot noirs, white boxers, Tasha 
Johnson, traveling, films-literature, and lavish living. 

Ross E. Lockhart The letters of the name Ross E. Lockhart may easily be 
rearranged to read, "Hares rock lots." 

Lisa Ludden is a student of Creative Writing and English Literature at San 
Francisco State University, working towards her Bachelor degrees. Her poems 
have been seen in Shampoo Poetry (online) and Subtext. 

Allison Negley, being a senior at Sonoma State University, majoring in 
Photography, is intrigued by the timelessness of the photographic process as a 
whole. She is influenced by the continuing effect of the industrial and 
technical revolutions and2their impact on our culture and society. 

A. S. Pameticky is 26, and enjoys teaching. She has always loved the short, 
fiction of Alice Munro and Sherman Alexie. She looks forward to perfecting 
her craft. She is currently living in Wichita, Kansas. She recently moved there 
from Stillwater, Oklahoma, home of Oklahoma State University, where she 
received her bachelor's degree in English. 

Colin Pope is a new poet by all standards, but his work has been featured in 
the magazine Children, Churches, and Daddies and various local 
publications. He is planning to attend graduate school and working towards 
an M.F.A. in creative writing after he graduates from the State University of 
New York at Geneseo. He is currently a senior. 

Natalie Price began her artistic life as a theatrical costume designer and set 
painter. Not satisfied with turning everyone else's dreams into realities, she's 
studied drawing, printmaking and photography for the last seven years at 
universities in San Francisco and Long Beach, California and Florence, Italy. 
In 2005 she'll finally get a B.F.A. from California State University, Long Beach . 
and intends to pursue both a Professional Printer's Certification in 
lithography and a Master's degree in conservation and restoration of works 
on paper. 

Lisa Ramsey is an English major at SSU with a focus in creative writing and 
a minor in Art Studio. She will graduate this spring and go on to get her 
teaching credential here at Sonoma State. When she is finished with school 
she would like to teach fourth grade. Her lifetime goal is to finally finish her 
novel. 

Jonathan Redhorse is a junior at the University of Denver. 
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Kaysa Sandifer is an English major with a concentration in creative writing 
and is a senior at SSu. 

John Sakkis is enrolled in the Creative Writing program at San Francisco 

State University. He is the recipient f the 2002 Frances Jaffer Award for 

poetry. He is currently serving at the Editor-In-Chief for the SFSU literary 

journal Transfer. His work has appeared or is forthCOming in Magnum Opus, 

Small Town, Poormojo, Scribbler, Sandtoglass, Firebrush, and Papier-Machete. 


Nick Sinn-White is an English major. He studies creative writing and forms 
one half of the ever-struggling Team Recover. He enjoys laughing. 

Julia Shapiro is currently an English and Philosophy major planning to 
graduate from Sonoma State University in the Spring. Next fall she will begin 
law school, from which she will become a lawyer and build the wardrobe of 
her dreams. 

Achilles Stravoravdis is a senior level English student at Sonoma State 
University, emphasizing in both poetry and fiction. Originally from Greece, 
he moved to America in 1986, attending schools in California. The social, 
political and cultural duality of both countries has influenced him greatly, 
not only in ways of thinking but also in his ever-evolving writing style. 
After Graduate school, Achilles hopes to spend some time traveling, writing 
and finding the voice that will solidify his artistic future. 

Kevin Talistu is 22 years old and attends Sonoma State University. He is 
majoring in English (creative writing emphasis)Qand lives in Petaluma. He 
hopes to become a published novelist in the future while pursuing his other 
goal of teaching. 

Jacob C. Urban is a History major at Sonoma State University, he has been 
enjoying photography for nine years. 

Kimber Vmcent is a junior at Sonoma State University. Sh~doesn't enjoy 
long ,exasperating, walks in the park. She believes that life is not a bowl of 
cherries, however, if she had a bowl of cherries, she would truly enjoy that. 

Phil Wilson is a junior at Sonoma State University, although he has not yet 
declared a major, he definitely is considering art. In between classes, he 
coaches many youth basketball teams and occasionally finds time to draw 

. and design tatoos. He began exploring art in his senior year of high school 
and since then he has only taken a couple of art classes, which he really 
enjoyed. 

Stacey Wood is a senior in the Women's and Gender Studies department at 

Sonoma State University. 
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