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“Just plug in, then fade out. It's the real deal, electric feel.”
~ The Genitorturer's “Machine Love”
“And there goes your last freedom of choice. There goes the last human voice. And
there goes the last DJ.”
~ Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers' “Last DJ”
“Radio is a sound salvation. Radio is cleaning up the nation.”
~ Elvis Costello's “Radio, Radio”
“Despite all the amputations, you could just dance to a rock and roll station.”
~ The Velvet Underground's “Rock'n'Roll”

“Jackfield was once smaller settlements.”

1
JACKFIELD

Coming
Changming Yuan
Then will be nothing
To support
Or break, no
Thing but
Plants, such
Future as you plough
Present. Why not
Eradicate some days
Here, many
Roots holding beneath
Their feelings

Time vs Space
Changming Yuan
Divided into narrow cars
Time is where
All men and women
Get on or off
As the train keeps
Running forward
Along the rails of
An endless space
Except one butterfly that can fly
Freely from one car to another

Directory of Directions: A Parallel Poem
Changming Yuan
North:

after the storm
all dust hung up
in the crowded air
with his human face
frozen into a dot of dust
and a rising speckle of dust
melted into his face
to avoid this cold climate
of his antarctic dream
he relocated his naked soul
at the dawn of summer

South: like a raindrop
on a small lotus leaf
unable to find the spot
to settle itself down
in an early autumn shower
my little canoe drifts around
near the horizon
beyond the bare bay
Center:

deep from the thick forest

a bird’s call echoes
from ring to ring
within each tree
hardly perceivable
before it suddenly
dies off into the closet

of a noisy human mind
West: not unlike a giddy goat
wandering among the ruins
of a long lost civilization
you keep searching
in the central park
a way out of the tall weeds
as nature makes new york
into a mummy blue
East: in her beehive-like room
so small that a yawning stretch
would readily awaken
the whole apartment building
she draws a picture on the wall
of a tremendous tree
that keeps growing
until it shoots up
from the cemented roof

Ritual: A Parallel Poem
Changming Yuan
A seagull glides
Its motionless
graceful glide
Above a million freshly foamed waves
From this realm
You hear the gull
As all birds are
Little is definitely impossible

Spring Sunlight
Changming Yuan
On the lawns covered with chilly dreams
Like a huge heavenly herbivore creature
It wanders in ever fresh and warm leisure
With its transparent tongue reaching far out
As it licks at the snow left under the tree shade
From under the thick quilt of last winter
Hills wake, and all buildings loom up
Like its bulky body showing its strong figure
While the wind collides with the clouds
As if it were shaking down its fur like feathers

All Being Watched
Changming Yuan

Hanging above the horizon
Or rather, below the thin borderline
Between light and darkness
Are billions of human skulls
Like so many lanterns, stars
Simply too far to be noticed
Each emitting no more light
Nor any more darkness
Nor any vision held there
But each is full of holes
Like so many eyes, minds
That used to contain thought
They are all looking down upon us
Speechless, as if observing

Success
Changming Yuan

Like a brilliant butterfly
It has a most conspicuous fluttering flight
Though it used to toil within a cocoon
And before that
It wormed
And wormed
And wormed
With its whole eerie body
In the mud
Like the mud

Just Because
Lisa Bekaert
I want to lie next to you
Just to be close
Feel you breathing
Listen to your heartbeat
Link my hand with yours
Kiss your lips to taste you
Kiss you because I want to
Touch your face just to touch you
Touch your skin to feel you
Hold you tight to feel you against me
Hold me because you can
Hold each other because we want to
Hug when we miss each other
Hug when we don’t
Hug just to hug

The Locust
Alessandro Cusimano
Autumn 1927. Next to the abandoned rose gardens of Oliphant Hall, Sir Fergus
Trevelyan makes an awful confession to Father Winston Latimer, Irish Catholic priest,
friend and confidant. Psychiatrist of international repute, Trevelyan had left London one
year before, bringing with him his young French wife, Simone Devereux, and the
valuable evidence of the authenticity of his studies and his discoveries in the field of
regressive hypnosis. Alone to stay in his magnificent residence, immersed in the fog, on
the Isle of Man, his image as a defeated man continues to live in this palace of rare
beauty in which loves and betrayals chase each other. Readings and magic, music,
shadows, voices, lives hanging in the air, like never free lives. We are in the world of
hypnosis where people who build their own path know its eerie charm. Intensely
dramatic dynamics, reaching outcomes of amazing vitality. Themes evoked as in
transparency, culminating, then, in overwhelming crucial moments. In the island of
long sandy beaches and striking cliffs, missing in the Irish Sea, unspeakable things
happen, becoming images, visions, mazes, disturbing portraits, as well as the story of a
creature half woman and half beast.

Chapter 1
Fergus:
The beast, disclosed, moves into the mire of Eden. From the human to the animal,
from darkness to light. In a loud voice, the bestial image finds truly exceptional
mirrors, revealing the animal to the same beast, to the creatures who observe, at least
for the time of a glance. In these rooms I consumed my immoral thoughts. Sounds
strong my weak constancy, my inquietude. Serves no purpose my way of looking at
things is almost miraculous, religious, eternal moment, courage, unknowability,
mystery.....For many months, in my sleep, I have shortness of breath or I feel a chest

congestion. These feelings of suffocation are often attributed to a demon known as a
nightmare, because habitually makes its visits at night. She is, I am sure, is Simone!
During the night, in the form of a monstrous creature, crouches on my chest, mute,
immobile and malevolent, an incarnation of the evil spirit. Her intolerable burden
compresses my breath and her stare, relentless, petrifies me with horror, makes my
existence unbearable...
Winston:
According to the Fathers of the Church, the nightmare was an angel fallen from grace.
As the demons were only spirits and had no bodily form, it was assumed that the
nightmare took the physical form reviving a corpse, or used human flesh to create its
own body, then endowed with artificial life. Particularly malicious and intelligent
nightmares were often able to do so to appear in the shape of real individuals, as a wife
or a neighbor. And the medieval reports are full of picturesque stories of creatures half
human and half animal, which, according the conventional wisdom, had been created by
nightmares. You'll be surprised if you knew how many resources an old Irish Catholic,
like me, can hide. Furthermore, our friendship, Fergus, lasts almost for half a century,
perhaps because of an almost Irish stubbornness of a true Scottish like you.
Fergus:
When I knew Simone, she was so young and beautiful. As if she was a promising
creature of the afterlife. The black hair drew her in the most handsome figures and his
blue eyes extolled her wanton malice and affected exuberance. Together we passioned
about the hypnosis. Simone showed, right from the beginning, extraordinary abilities
she perhaps could not even imagine to have. She seemed to be able to communicate with
remote worlds and times. Soon I realized that she was using me for her purposes. Her
power over me and everything around her was increasing day by day. I understood that
when she had no longer needed me, she would have abandoned Oliphant Hall.
Ambition, greed, arrogance. Simone thought she could get to Lucifer and become the
favorite. It was impossible to resist her. The demons to whom she addressed now knew

that Simone had become one of them...
Winston:
It is difficult to determine to what extent various forms of hypnotism may have to do
with the occult. And what about the effects of hypnosis on the mind of an individual?
A legitimate concern is that the hypnotized may have little control over his behavior.
Would it be advisable that a true Christian let muddle his mind through hypnotic
suggestions? Could a man keep a good conscience if he agreed to fall into a state
where he can not have full control of his thoughts, his desires or even of his actions?
You can not accept to believe that your life is dominated by dark forces manipulable
by magic rituals, or that your future is written in other forms of foreboding. The man
did not get the dominion over the demons to be able to use it as he wishes, but must
have a declared war with them. So in no way is permissible to seek the help of demons
with tacit or expressed agreements.
Fergus:
Her mind was superior, impressive, fascinating. Nevertheless perverse, intended to
evil, to that darkness she herself had chosen. Simone is the beast that moves into the
mire of Eden .. I listened her to dominate the wandering souls and guide the demons
to herself. And, through the demons, speaking formulas and rituals. The day and the
night, the young Simone and the queen creature eager to sit at the side of Satan .......
That night, our guest was my young English colleague, Julyan Angell, when we heard
her saying the following words...

Simone:
hellish exile of the east peacocks...worship of the great flame...
ray of the vain vampire...
in the pagan temple I cross the pavilion with the half-mask

and the rule of the despot queen
winning the pedestal
in the underworld, of the ragged little girls, my serpentine allures
each sharp talisman every drunk javelin
in my room...bricks with a transparent bark...tapestries...mats...
torn canvases
decorated shutters climb up from time to time...a cobalt coloured carpet draws chinese
ideograms
oriental lamps...similar to distant galaxies with a bright opacity...
commend the pale meeting
of demons and witches...the pandemonium
the stubborn emptiness of chatters attracts the discontent
and an intermittent fever
in the meaningless space of a vacant abyss
myriads...gaps...secrets...the profane grants the Sabbath...
the small of the abuse...the crackable demonic...
the officiants pass the sentence...the holocaust of pythonic...
my hair detains the instant century...with the favorite balsam...fruity
the loss is made elixir....essence and flower
the guillotine runs through the hazel thinness
with the rush of maltreatment
dishevelled...wrapped in a tipsy cloth...the lifeless body...
on the infamous slope....
cold
in the shade of slaughter...

Trevelyan:
Simone, now you will sleep deeply and go five years forward every time you hear me
calling your name, until you reach the present moment.

Angell:
Simone's vision splits into a sort of outside narrator ego. The tone of voice says that
her vision dissociates in relation to her past identity. Nevertheless she is involved in
the story.
Trevelyan:
My young friend, Simone's vision coincides with that of her past identity, Simone has
spoken to you in the first person.
Angell:
I disagree. It might be a conscious myth-making: the story of the hypnotized subject
corresponds to a guided dream. Or else we should talk about multiple personalities,
and in this case the visions are nothing but products of schizophrenic attitudes: a
splitting of the ego. Parallel universes? Memories that belong to her own dual,
existing in a parallel universe? Perhaps a collective memory, from a community other
than her own?
Trevelyan:
It's amazing. When, the first time, I explained to Simone what I'd have tried to do
with a session of regressive hypnosis, I gave her all the details, in order to give her a
possibility of choice and the opportunity to act. Memories, of a past life, emerged.
Some experiences, for various reasons, are not understood, because refused, because
painful. They remain as foreign bodies within the consciousness and lead to chaotic
and self-destructive impulses: enclosed in a shell that makes them resistant to
change, parasites of the mind, absorb energy and resources, steal abilities and talents.

Angell:
The mind has the ability to spontaneously get rid of most of these foreign bodies:
positive experiences, relationships rich in love, can break the chain of traumatic
experiences and bring the detained energies together within the person. In addition,
some natural states of consciousness, established during both wakefulness and sleep,
such as during the phase of the dream, are able to elaborate these experiences.
Trevelyan:
Simone had a very varied and complex psychic symptomatology. She could enter
voluntarily into a state of altered consciousness, reliving episodes of the past. To
increase the benefits of this mode, I decided to use hypnosis to induce the altered
state of consciousness more frequently instead of waiting that occurred
spontaneously.
Angell:
Nevertheless, the most recent clinical practice has shown that some highly emotional
experiences are not communicated, vented, because of a sort of inability to do so or
inhibition: the unexpressed emotions remain encapsulated within the psyche. In
addition, during the regressive hypnosis, you can relive, as occurred, real facts and
facts that are not reflected in the biography of the subject hypnotized...
Trevelyan:
The regressive method of hypnosis, however, remains the most valid. Reliving,
remembering, responding, expressing, communicating what was an isolated and
locked element in the individual psyche, reveals the evolutionary path. You must
relive these
traumatic eperiences in order to eliminate the negative energy that stops the personal
growth.

Angell:
So, starting a process, identifying the path, the first steps...
Trevelyan:
The attitude of the hypnotist should be that of a companion. That's the technique
called “light door”. After asking the patient's age, you will send him into a trance and
make him remember what he did the day before, a month before, a year before and,
then, jumps of five or ten years, until he was in the womb, where he may sit for a
while to get rid of the responsibilities of this life. At this point you'll make him see a
dark tunnel ahead, at the end of which there is a portal that gives access to a powerful
white light, whose function is to clear the mind of the person he is, to accommodate
that of the past life. The contrast between light and dark facilitates the transition to a
different personality and a different historical period. Beyond the light there is the
regressive experience in a previous life, her own or others'.
Angell:
Fascinating...
Trevelyan:
Then, if the subject does not say to be died for various reasons, or simply if the virtual
events are blocked in a stalemate, you can then return him to sleep and let him go
through the tunnel to the contrary, back in the womb and then progress to the
present moment. We must not forget that the real protagonist of this experience is the
person who regresses. The therapist is only a guide in this fascinating new world, this
should never be forgotten.

Angell:
But Simone, in her vision, was killed...
Trevelyan:
True, but as I have already set out, after explaining, to Simone, in what constituted
the regressive hypnosis, I gave her all the choices and the opportunity of learning to
act. Mr.Angell, hypnosis is one of the terms surrounded by an aura of mystery
because it was originally created with shades of magic or irrational. The result is that
the original meaning now seems to be supported by research worthy of respect. In the
case of hypnosis, for example, according to scientific evidence, it seems well
established that it is absolutely impossible to hypnotize a person without his
cooperation. Because hypnosis takes place you need an implicit agreement between
hypnotist and hypnotized. Hypnosis is also based on a series of techniques of
suggestion and belief; the hypnotist therapist suggests this possibility as the mind
creates it.
Simone:
We have our voice, because of it we are recognizable. The sound blends with the spoken
words. The relationship that develops between me and Fergus largely determines the
effectiveness of our hypnotic procedures. This is because I could never leave someone, I
don't completely trust, bringing me into an unfamiliar territory. This confidence must
not be obtained through deception. Soon our therapeutic relationship would be
compromised.
Angell:
This aspect shows how the relationship between speaker and listener, is the basis of
the phenomena that occur. I find rather amusing the tales of some people I know in
my consulting room. They report having been followed, for a few sessions, by

colleagues who used hypnosis with them. Unfortunately, they were not hypnotizable,
perhaps refractory to hypnosis. At my request, I listen to nice stories. Someone was
requested to imagine of lying on a lawn, someone else to enjoy a tropical setting. But
a question arises spontaneously in me. By what logical assumption, involving
consciousness so intensely, would it be possible, then, abandon it?
Simone:
My mind does not forget to know that Fergus accompanies it with his own voice. His
voice ceases to be a text and begins to be more like a sound, tends to look like a music.
Trevelyan:
There is nothing more wrong than to think you can induce the same kind of experience
in two different people. Some people develop very quickly a considerable depth, others
remain very close to the words of the hypnotist. Simone has a spontaneous and vivid
imaginative activity. Other people have a well-developed checking habit. They tend to
interfere with the natural and spontaneous processes that develop within them. They
control emotions, reactions, behaviors and much more. But this should not upset the
hypnotist. To face a difficult means to take advantage of such an important occasion.
Angell:
In describing the operating characteristics of the unconscious I often find useful to look
it like a child. As children we were much less, but we could become much more.
Simone:
When we enter a new room for the first time our attention is attracted by several details.
The arrangement of furniture, the lighting, the way our voice sounds in the
environment. Then we are less and less attentive to details and gradually all becomes
familiar to us. The inner place, of the person, is new and must be explored gradually.

Trevelyan:
The conscious control is like a sentinel that can continue to observe all the words that
come from outside or to leave them enter freely. For this phenomenon can be used a
variety of terms: to yield, to learn, to move away, to get distracted, confused, and finally
to fall asleep. What I call unconscious listening is a central concept. What is not logical
is not identified anymore as not possible and the mind can start to open in unexpected
ways.

Chapter 2

Angell:
Hypnotism has always been the focus of much debate and controversy. Even experts
have difficulty to define it. Most people are more interested in the possible uses than
in the nature of hypnosis. On the other hand, many associate hypnosis to spiritualism
and the occult.
Trevelyan:
The claim that hypnotism is related to the occult is not just the result of someone's
fertile imagination. The link between hypnotism and spiritualism has a foundation.
Throughout history, magic and witchcraft have been commonly considered forms of

hypnosis. The hypnotized subject can be easily influenced even by veiled suggestions
and can have free access to the unconscious drives usually hidden and may even think
that any personal restraint has been removed. He is very concentrated on his
faculties, which makes him extremely attentive to the suggestions of the hypnotist
and ready to implement them. "

Angell:

And Asmodeus said to Solomon: "Do not ask me many things, because their kingdom
will be destroyed after a short time and their glory will not last a season. It will be
short their tyranny over us”

Trvelyan:
The demons are immortal, a "season" is nothing more than a few thousand years for
them. There are different levels of experience when you establish a contact with a
demon. By telepathy; the words of the demon come to us through our thoughts. At first,
it may be difficult for those who are not sensitive enough or do not have the psychic
ability to differentiate among their own thoughts. We see and hear the demon; this
happens to people more open psychically. We invoke the energy of the demon; this is
powerful and electrifying: we are enveloped in an aura of power. During this period, we
can often hear the demon talking to us and. During the invocation, the demon appears
and speaks to us through the reflection in a mirror or in the smoke of incense. By
reflection in the mirror, if we are sensitive enough, we can feel the demon touch if he
decides to do so. Concrete contacts; moving objects in the room, there is physical
evidence of the demon that has been present.

Simone:
It will never be possible to put out the Black Flame burning in the hearts of those who
are smart enough and strong enough to understand that the truth is just round the

dark corner, because only in the darkness you will be able to easily capture the spark
of wisdom that leads with fatigue to the divine.
Trevelyan:
There are texts that can fully explain, in detail, this wonderful system of culture...
Simone:
For too long, Satan has been unjustly accused, remaining silent, secure, laughing. He
will show his immense power!
Trevelyan:
Our intent is not to declare a presumed truth, because you already know, consciously
or unconsciously, but to attack, incite, threaten everything that moves thought and
reflection. As Seth, the one who destroys Stasis on behalf of Chaos. Our experience,
gained in these years of study and passion, advices us to take stock of the situation.
We will therefore collect what we learned in this Left Hand Path, and set it in time,
almost like the nail-hinge of a fundamental and basic philosophy.
Simone:
Perhaps, Julyan, you do not realize that the way you see things is already changing...
Trevelyan:
This path can be represented metaphorically as a journey. A journey that begins when
we decide to abandon our old beliefs, faith, religion, our point of view, often
Christian, for the will to become what we know to be true. To destroy to recreate. Seth
is mainly referred as a god. God of Primordial Chaos that originated the Whole.

Simone:
Seth allows contemplation and intuition, but who allows us the knowledge is Lucifer,
the fallen angel, the proud, the rebel, the one who brings the Light of Wisdom. Lucifer
brings exaltation of the Mind and Spirit, brings us the desire and craving for
knowledge. And having cleared our mind, thanks to Seth, Lucifer leads us in our
ascent to Sophia, Wisdom, Knowledge.
Trevelyan:
Who will cross the Abyss, will lose all purely human knowledge, will know that you
can dispense with rationality, and then will be ready to make the descent into the
unconscious ego, the deeper, instinctive, represented by Satan. He and Lucifer show
similarities. They are both the aware man, the man god of himself and creator of God.
Where Seth is God, Satan and Lucifer are the ego, but if the first of them is the
unconscious ego, the second is the conscious side.
Simone:
Satan descends the tree. He brings down that which is high, is the awareness of the
instinct, not only of the potential of Reason. Satan is ready to explore his dark side
without fear, but with strength and determination. He does not fear hate, love,
violence, envy, victory and defeat, always knows how to benefit from both positive
and negative! He knows the relativity of good and evil; in his eyes, they are clear
expressions of fear inherent ignorance. He never stops, never stops! He is the lion
that fight, free in the arena, against the gladiator, he is the hungry wolf, is the strong
self, the conscious, the one who knows ignorance, who knows the human duality and
can go beyond.

Trevelyan:
Satan is also rebellion, but a conscious and mature rebellion. Who or what is Satan?
Thanks to a couple of millennia of misinformation the ancient figure of Satan has
been changed into something negative, enclosing the possible feelings of guilt and
fear, thus acting as a real scapegoat. The oldest model you know of the Prince of
Darkness can be traced back to ancient Egypt, in the form of the god Seth. His
worship lasted over time. The Christian imposition despised the individualism, and
Seth was cleverly used as most representative of all the negative values and principles
of this religion. Ultimately, can it be argued that the primordial origin of Satan is
Seth? Not necessarily. But one thing is clear: Satan is not a mere invention of the
Bible! One of the earliest depictions of Seth is a cobra with, over his head, a Sun. The
similarity with the winged serpent of the Aztecs is staggering. Why Christianity just
use the snake as a negative symbol, when this has always been used in pre-Christian
age as a representation raising towards the divine? As in Egypt there was the worship
of Seth, so also in the West in the post-medieval age, the power of the Christian
transformation of Satan culminated in this very period. The medieval occult practices
show that, in that era, there were the orgiastic Sabbath, demonic witchcraft and
everything natural that you wanted to remove indiscriminately.
Simone:
Women, just as an example, in the ancient Roman Empire, could even walk down the
street with their breasts exposed. Sex was so gratified, that bisexuality was an
everyday something. The Church, in relation to its decadent philosophy, forbade
everything which could give pleasure, forcing the man to miserable lives and no
satisfaction.
Trevelyan:
But, as you well know, is always the instinct to win, so the more you try to suppress,
the more you will get adverse effects. And here is Satan, understood as true god, the

evil enemy of God, but, at least, by the side of man.
Simone:
My dear Julyan, is it better to survive as dogs, constantly suffering in silence, or to
form an alliance with who can help you to live with a little more honor? Who is, in
this case, the good of the moment, the friend of man, God or the Devil? According to
tradition, the conjurers of Satan asked more frequently, gold, women, love. Not gold
to satisfy all worldly desires, not women for lust and physical pleasure, not love for
the joy of being loved. But gold to give to others, women from exhaustion, love to tie
them, but not reciprocated. Here one finds the pure philosophy of the Magus who
dominates what surrounds us; people, things and energy attached to achieving his
goals.
Trevelyan:
There are sects that still practice the worship of Satan as an actual existing deity and
hostile to God. These groups have a well-established philosophy, starting from a
hidden anti-Christian tradition that has lasted for centuries. To believe in Satan as the
mythical adversary of God, you must first believe in God himself. The unbelief of
white, for mathematical definition, cancels also the belief of the black.
Simone:
The chosen know the Left Way through the brambles of human desperation...because
not for despair you survive, but for power you live.
Trevelyan:
Satan is the formidable adversary of God, and therefore the enemy of all that God
expresses. He rejects absolutely any kind of dogma that can somehow hamper the
physical and spiritual growth. The dogma is a bar of the cage that enslaves the man

and therefore, limits his freedom. Why cover the eyes when you are free to grope
every street of knowledge? In a purely Christian system, dogma is an obligation. God
exists and must not be questioned, thus avoiding any kind of reasoning that might
call on its knees the whole system. We have to begin to wonder the reason why all that
surrounds us, to test each theory through the use of knowledge, study and practice
magic. The dogma stops the evolution of any philosophy, prohibites any enrichment.
Only by destroying it you will create space for something new.
Simone:
Shaytan was the enemy of God, that wonderful angel who gave the man the gift of
divine knowledge and elevation, prompting him to eat the famous apple as the snake
Samael, one of the emanations of Shaytan.
Trevelyan:
The Devil in the broadest sense has been and is the enemy of all religions that have
always stifled the human soul, making the man a poor slave, an incompetent, a
mediocre. Satan represents the opposite, the rebel, the warrior who raises the sword
in the air as a sign of revenge, and hurls it with strength and hatred against those
unnecessary and meaningless rules, created only for the exploitation of man. Satan is
individualism, selfishness, pure and simple. Although the review considers the first
two social factors such as defects, in fact they are the most powerful things that
mother nature has never been able to provide in order to survive in the jungle. The
instinct, selfishness and individualism are the first vehicles to be able to comply with
the rules of nature.
Simone:
When you're born, you're born alone, and when you have sex, you enjoy yourself and
when you die, you die alone. Also the selfishness leads to pride which is what allows
everybody to stand against each other. In nature and in society only the first win,

while the second and third are always bound to lose. To say that the last shall be first
is the farthest thing from the truth. Those who live by mediocre will not get nothing
but mediocrity. Today, man aspires to the professional and personal success, is ready
to fight his peers to get more power, is intended primarily to personal gratification, by
excluding any form of altruism.
Trevelyan:
Every man is different from the other and, while Christianity tries in vain to get the
same sheep. Satan provides the individual differentiation. What is the difference
between Atheism and Satanism? Nothing could be easier. While the former refers to a
complete lack of faith and belief, the second abjure the faith, but maintains the belief.
But beware! Believing and having faith is not the same thing. Faith, in contrast to the
belief, needs necessarily the dogma to survive. And if the atheist is limited only to see
what he can see, the Satanist believes on the basis of his arguments, proved by the
magic through the precise mechanisms of the occult practices.
Simone:
While dead things follow the current, the alive ones swim against it! The Baphomet is
our flag, symbol, seal of honor and strength. This single and simple figure shows all
the Satanic power. In the rituals acts as a catalyst for mind and energy. The
Baphomet is Satan himself, his iconographic representation. His every tip, every line,
are the representation of something enormously powerful and important.
Trevelyan:
There are many variations of this symbol, but all have the same basic elements. First,
a five-pointed star. This one, with the tip pointing downwards, by definition, was
named "Star of Seth"; adding, in the figure, a goat, you get the Baphomet. On the
other hand, using only the five-pointed star you will get the definition of the
Pentagram or Pentacle: the base of Baphomet. Several religions used the Pentagram.

The Celts believed that the pentacle was the symbol of the goddess Morgan. Not to
mention the use made of it in Christianity. It's late, you must be tired, Simon will
guide you to your room. We will continue our conversation tomorrow...
Angell:
Goodnight, Simone...
Simone:
Julyan, I've been waiting a long time. Long before your arrival I saw you by one of the
countless eyes of Satan. In this way I could see a brilliant young man, with the angelic
beauty, come to join me. Seven nights ago, I grabbed a cross from the handle keeping
it overturned and I hit a mirror so to break it into several pieces. I took a piece of glass
and I called the Lord of the Abyss, the one who searches without being scrutinized. I
asked him to grant me a glimmer of omniscience and I put the piece of mirror in my
eye, thinking of what I wanted to see. Suddenly, you appeared as if time had stopped:
you are the fifth angel, the angel of the bottomless pit. You came for me, everything
talks me about you, nothing has sense anymore in my mind, I understood from the
first moment I saw you. Our eyes, on your arrival in Oliphant Hall, have crossed many
times, both of us run away from a life we chose not to accept. Our meeting will change
all this. You will heal my inability to love, my misery. I married, almost without
knowing, an incomprehensible and overwhelming man. With you I shall recover my
freedom; Julyan, do not repudiate the most important project of your life, otherwise
we will only be ghosts

Chapter 3

Fergus:
I saw her taking a bath before that first ritual. She lit her incense, let it burn and fill the
room. She lit some candles and filled a chalice with wine. She wore a black tunic. Then
she rang a bell, turning on herself counterclockwise and uttered the following words:

Simone:

“In Nomine Dei Nostri Satanas, Luciferi Excelsi.
In the Name of Satan, Ruler of the Earth,True God,

Almighty and Ineffable
I invoke the forces of darkness
because they infuse into me their infernal power.
Open the Gates of Hell and come forth to greet me as your sister.
Deliver me, Oh Mighty Satan,
from all the disappointments and all the past mistakes,
fill me with truth, wisdom and knowledge,
keep me strong in my faith and my service,
I will remain faithful,
Praise and Honor and Glory to you
forever and ever”

Fergus:
Then she drank from the cup. She was at the height of her ritual. She lingered in a few
moments of meditation and concentration. At the end of the ritual she turned clockwise
and rang the bell. The next night, she designed the seal of the demon she wanted to
evoke. She closed her eyes and visualized the seal in her mind. She opened her eyes and
looked again at the seal to get a clearer picture. Meanwhile I heard her singing almost as
the demon, repeatedly...then she recited the following prayer:

Simone:

“Satan My Lord,
grant me, I pray the power

to create in my mind and do what I want,
whose purpose I will achieve with your help,
Oh Mighty Satan,
the one true God who lives and reigns forever and ever.
I implore you
to inspire the young Julyan Angell to reveal himself to me
and give me true and accurate answers,
so I can get my order.
Humbly and respectfully I ask this in Your Name,
My Satan
Lord, may you judge me worthy,
Oh Father”

Fergus:
In the form of a demon, Julyan manifested himself in different ways. Through a mirror
like reflection, I myself saw the demon in the mirror. Through the smoke of incense or
directly, when you are sensitive enough and in a deep state of meditation. When she had
established a relationship with the demon, it was no longer necessary to perform the
ritual of evocation. The demon appeared in the night or day. Then, for a quarter moon,
she did not yield to the temptations of the flesh, not adorn with jewelry made of metal,
not distract from the thought of his work. She ate frugally, avoiding meat, at noon and at
midnight, or at seven in the morning and seven in the evening. After each meal, she
recited her prayer:

Simone:

"I beseech you,

Oh Lord and Master of all Spirits,
and I give you my soul,
my heart, my body, my hands, my feet, my spirit,
my whole being.
Be conducive to my work"

Fergus:
Simone slept as little as possible. She got a hematite stone and took the utmost care of it.
The sacrifice, the Victim of Art, was a virgin kid. She bought it and, on the third day of
the moon, cut off his head with one stroke, using a knife, never used before. She had
previously prepared it, adorning its throat with a wreath of vervain, tied with a green
ribbon. She went to a secluded place, dressed in the tunic which left uncovered her right
shoulder. She had, with her, a large brazier in which blazed a fire of willow and the
consecrated knife she would have used again for the sacrifice. Before to begin, she spoke
this invocation:

Simone:

"I offer to you this creature
For the Honor, the Glory and the power of your name.
Deign to accept it, if you appreciate"

Fergus:
At this point, she cut the kid's throat. So, she skinned it and threw the body on the
brazier, because it reduced to ashes. She took a handful of those ashes and scattered in
the direction of the rising Sun, invoking again the Deity, in this way:

Simone:

“For Honor, Glory and Splendour of Thy Name
I pour the blood of this sacrifice!"

Fergus:
She kept the skin of the kid, because, then, she would have used it to make the Circle of
Evocations. Prepared the skin, she was ready to perform the ritual. She still needed two
candles, made by a young virgin, with beeswax never used before. And, also, two
candlesticks, two crowns of vervain, flint and steel to make fire, holy water, incense, a
bottle of water vine, camphor. Four nails taken from the coffin of a child. The kid's skin
was cut into strips and she brought with her a gold coin with which she would have
compensated the spirit when it had appeared. She agreed to be accompanied by me
acting as assistant. I took all those things, but I had not to speak and stuck to her orders.
Simone arranged the skin strips, of the sacrificed kid, in a circle and anchoring them to
the ground by the nails of the coffin. Done that, she used the stone of hematite to draw a
triangle inside the circle, touching it in all three vertices, the first of which should be
directed to the East. At this point, Simone and I were able to enter the inside of the
shape. I fixed the candles in their holders and leaned them to the ground on each side of
the triangle, within the circle, surrounding the base with garlands of vervain. I lit the
candles and the fire in the brazier, which I fed with a little brandy and camphor. As soon
as the flames were firm and safe, Simone addressed this prayer to Divinity:

Simone:

"I invoke you
because you attract what I want to be attracted,
"I order you ,

for the irreconcilability of fire and water,
to share all that I want to be divided,
how everything was separated
on the Day of Creation"

Fergus:

So, many spirits appeared around the circle and produced great noises. Simone ignored
them and I did not say a word. She took the camphor and threw it into the brazier,
making sure that the fire in the grate and the flames of the candles were burning well.
Then she continued with his plea:

Simone:

“I offer this incense, the purest I have found,
purified, like these coals, made of the best wood.
Deign to receive it,
I offer you that with my soul and my heart.
Be favorable to me
with Thy power and grant me success
in my arduous undertaking"

Fergus:
Having completed the preparatory rituals, Simone came to the true evocation of
Lucifuge:

Simone:

“Emperor Lucifer, the Prince and Lord of the rebellious spirit,
I ask you to leave your home,
anywhere in the world it is and to come to talk to me.
"I command and order to come and answer,
with clear and intelligible voice,
word for word,
the questions I will ask you.
And if you do not,
you will be forced by the power of all other noble spirits
that will force you against your will.
Come, come, come! Submitte mihi illum Lucifuge,
or you'll be tortured forever!
I command and order, Emperor Lucifer,
idem sicut antea
and I swear
that, within a quarter of an hour,
will cast on you the most atrocious tortures”

Fergus:
Warned the spirit, she waited in absolute silence. Then she looked at the flames of the
brazier and heard the scary screams of the spirit. At this point, Lucifuge appeared and
asked the reason why of his torment. Simone, then, repeated her demands, threatening
him, if he had refused to accept her terms:

Simone:

"Prince Lucifuge
Go now in peace, withdraw without noise
and without harassment.
Do not forget our deal, or I will distress you."

Fergus:
The next morning I found Julyan and Simone in the large living room, waiting for
me... outside it was still dark and I understood immediately that their eyes would
have never been the same again...
Simone:
Fergus, you better know it now. I lied to you. The blend of my good intentions got lost.
The untrue assertion spirts the clever arguments and predisposes to the prodigious. You
must make friends with the lie, being ourselves hands over to the hypnosis and the
paralysis, to the opposite of ability. The absolution returns a merciful grace, a sugar
plum wich satisfies the lame matter. Consciousness is rude. I am not satisfied with the
peasant scuffle, with the resentment, the amusement. I pretend and hide every policy,
opinion, pandemonium, without the deception of discernment, of the wrath!
Fergus:
Simone, stray queen, malicious, full of grace and confidences, sovereignty of mirrors
and sofas. You are an hellish absinth, a fragrant drink of damnation that scalds and
flares up and knocks again in the dark. A jewel case for Dionysus, usable misleading,
female with a blessed voice, flowing in the shadows, extraordinarily restless, with a
principle of faith absolutely compliant.

Angell:
Yet I get delicate perceptions, genuine, or otherwise desperate and however capable of
confessing love, to take my hand, to make me understand. Then there is a rebirth for us.
Simone, I let myself fall and see you in your poignant naturalness, because I simply yield
to you as you to yourself. But a violent memory torments my soul; well painted on my
face, has the sound of a chorus of voices, and the voices die in the most bestial notes in
the history of my humanity...
Simone:
Julyan, we'll run caught up in the Moon; the only shadow, on our way, will divert the
light. As two apples so round that no snake will ever be able to encourage to leave the
paradise. That is our natural destiny, where time is absent or hidden in our breath. The
day will end and fragment in sunny moments. The night, at one blow, will sever the only
Sun, no regrets. The glances of a moment will move our melody and give us an
unbeatable final!
Angell:
My madness seized your sorrow and became a flower in your hair. I met happiness,
living, for a moment, the emotion of a different life. I flattered the delirium which did
not recognize me and felt in love. In the shade, where the soul lives life with resentment
and bewilders the reason. The storm raged inside me for the time of your eyes. Demon
of devils, I will accept, on a whim, the agony, will invoke, sweetly, the insanity. I will
uphold, I swear, the torment, will implore mercy.
Simone:
I will be the gaze that bends the darkness. A creamy flower. In summer, I will be the
night that put on its coloured plumes. I will be the great silence that wakes up and takes
away the agony of boredom. The wail of a rose will be the cry, at night, of a carnivorous

locust, with sweet mouths, showing off brand new throats, with its multiple body,
innumerable and victorious. A terrible event condemned to repeat itself endlessly,
perhaps only a moment of pain, a feeling suspended in time, like a photograph out of
focus, like an insect trapped in amber, a blue rose, a ghost. This is me and I will be
forever...
Winston:
Fergus, it's too late, it's over now. Julyan has rebelled against the demon, condemning
himself to oblivion, an errant fate. Simone is still with us, I feel her, but she is weak,
tormented, betrayed by who she believed to really love and who eventually abandoned
her not to betray himself...
Fergus:
Lucifer's color is blue. Even the demons show up wrapped in a blue aura. Hell is
pervaded with blue. The dark blue represents the total quiet; the simple fact of looking
at this color produces a peaceful effect on the nervous system: the tension decreases, the
body relaxes. On a psychological level, the dark blue further develop the sensitivity. It is
the representation of basic needs: peace, satisfaction, tranquility. The blue represents
the bonds, the stability, equilibrium and harmony. Representing the depth of feeling
and, lastly, a condition that promotes energy, the experience of beauty. The blue is
symbolic of femininity: its sensory perception is the sweetness, its emotional content...
the tenderness
Winston:
Revelation. 9:1-12. "And the fifth angel sounded, and I saw a star fall from Heaven
unto the earth: and to him was given the key of the bottomless pit. And he opened the
bottomless pit, and there arose a smoke out of the pit, as the smoke of a furnace; and
the Sun and the air were darkened by reason of the smoke of the pit. And there came
out of the smoke locusts upon the earth. And in those days shall men seek death, and

shall not find it: and shall desire to die, and death shall flee from them. And the shape
of the locusts were like unto horses prepared unto battle. And their faces were as the
faces of men. And they had hair as the hair of women, and their teeth were as the
teeth of lions. And they had breastplates, as it were breast-plates of iron; and the
sound of their wings was as the sound of chariots of many horses running to battle.
And they had a king over them, which is the angel of the bottomless pit.”

Dream House
Vivekanand Jha
A House! A House!
That he must have to live in
With children and wife.
Where no place for
Uterine brother and sister
Where no room
For aging parents
Even if he has to become a tyrant.
Where in hospitality of in-laws
There shouldn’t be any deficiency and flaw
Where all hell breaks loose on madam
When visits any guest
Pretending ill health, she lies on bed
Restaurant in the vicinity does the rest.
Where all luxuries and amenities
Should be available in apartment
Though children in the exam
Comes out with compartment.

“Riding the fader can be useful for balance and reverberation.”
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The Secret Keeper
Malaika King Albrecht
think how long I have known these
deep dead leaves
without meeting you. W.S. Merwin
She will cradle your handful of bees,
the fire ants, your lemon slices,
and the pale green luna moth.
She will hold your mouthful of marbles,
spent matches and kindling,
the sorrow jar, and a single key.
She will carry your field of dandelions,
the slice of borrowed sky, and your twisted
river in hers until you meet again.

The Frozen Dialect of the Tundra
Malaika King Albrecht
How wet when melted and yet now
it cannot quench. What it does not
swallow like rocks, crops, or whole
villages, it shuts out in the cold.
Damn we say and we mean God.
Mercy we write, white on white
broken letters in the snow
glinting like petroglyphs.
We say Ice which means do not yield.
In northern nowhere, the flint sky
has no spark for us, and what we love
most doesn’t have wings. The ground
knows why we hold each other
shivering and only the wind is never full.

The Broken and the Lost
Malaika King Albrecht

I have woven a parachute out of everything broken William Stafford

I have jumped out
of the plane of my life,
free-falling like a rock
to break free
or break apart
along the fracture lines
and build a beach
of what remains.
It’s the lost things
I can’t find
another use for:
his mother’s jagged ring,
a 40th birthday card,
the heart-shaped stone.
What can be done
but to make a ghost
of what leaves
like the fog erases
the difference between
road and river
and drives us straight
into a swift swim?

The Family that Reads Together
Stephen Graham Jones
As a joke on our dad once we waited until he was asleep then took down all the books in
his study and put them back on the shelves backwards, with the spines in, facing the
wall, and then—this was my sister’s idea, not mine—we also arranged them by height, so
that the short ones started on the right side of the door then grew taller as you tracked
around the room, finally getting to the really big ones on the left side of the door. It was
beautiful. Our dad screamed in agony. At the time, he had about six thousand books. It
had taken us all night. As for how he got us back for this, he composed himself by
degrees (it involved straightening his shirt over his chest and licking his lips too much,
until they shone) then just pretended not to have noticed what had happened to his
study, joked over breakfast about having seen a mouse-sized cockroach in the hall
earlier, or maybe it was a cockroach with a mouse in its jaws, he’d been running for the
bus by then, couldn’t tell. Instead of changing all the books back, too, or making us do it,
which we were half-expecting, he started living in the walls of our house, so that we only
saw him when he darted out for food. What he was doing in the night, we were pretty
sure, was scraping away the backsides of all the walls of his study, so he could see the
spines of his books, run his fingers over the raised titles, linger over his collection like he
used to before it turned its back on him one morning, and though we staged vigils all
through our teens and tried to lure him out with apologies spoken into electrical sockets
and pleas whispered into light switches, he had gone too far, our joke had clicked
something over inside him. He didn’t see the humor of it at all, and so, in response,
isolated himself over the course of years, insulated himself from us with his clandestine
studies, leaving us with only two options, really: either turn all his books back around
and arrange them alphabetically, or leave some perfect book in the middle of his study,
just on the floor, like all the other books had turned around just now to look at it. Would
either tempt him out, though? If we turned all his books around, would we find him in
the morning pale, gaunt, and panting in his old chair, as if he’d always just been a
reflection of that library, or would he fill the walls with another scream, because his
inside-out world had just turned even more inside out? And . . . and if we left that lone,
perfect book out as bait, for him to retrieve while we were pretending not to look, not to
listen, would he find a way to wedge it into his shelves backwards, then return to the
walls, start scratching again, making a window there so he could see that title too?
Nevermind that if he scrapes one bit more off the backsides of our walls, the house will
surely come crumbling down around us. Unless of course the books have become loadbearing themselves, which is entirely possible, but to accept that we also would have to
accept that for all these years living in the walls between our rooms, our dad hasn’t been
able to read a single page, for fear of bringing the roof down onto us, and if that were
true, if he loved us more than his precius precious library, then why would he be living
in the walls in the first place, right? Better that it all fall down, we say, so we can stand
from the rubble, say all of our insincere sorries to each other, and close the book on this
whole affair.

Good shoulders, no beer belly, big hands, no ring. You wish you hadn’t skipped all those
aerobic classes you’d paid for. You feel your stomach against your belt. His suit—not
Armani. Shoes—probably American. Leather belt. Tie—wasn’t there a guide in one of
your magazines that tells you how to interpret a man’s occupation from his tie style?
Flowered meant stockbroker, striped equalled doctor, all the attorneys wear diamond
patterns now? Forget the tie. At least it’s hanging at the correct level, just below his belt.
When you get up for your stop, you think you feel the newspaper he’s holding against
your hip. There’s a tingle, and you’re almost touching. Do you smell his cologne?
You’re face is hot. With a twist of the hip, you squeeze in front of him to get to the door.
You turn. Is the handsome man leering? You’re not sure why, but you feel awkward.
When the door whips open, the cool wind of the tunnel pulls you from the car, and your
weekend begins.

How We Read
Robert Ficociello
This is the day that the earth is apparent again. This is the day when spring won’t
be a memory, but a hope. The snow’s crust cut by sun. The city is not blocks of cold and
frozen expressions. Instead of bus and car fumes, the redolence of moist dirt rises from
brown geometries between concrete. Your high-heeled Guccis press a porcine
exclamation point in the dirt. The day seems permanent. You realize that you’re leaving
work with all of this still visible, and then you descend the steps into the subway’s
constant exhale.
***
The thing about being a pervert, my friend Rob tells me, is not just that one
thinks about sex all the time, but when one is in a public place, the realization of how
incomprehensibly close those female body parts really are sinks in. A barrier of mere
fabric, he says. Cotton and satin stretched and tightened around breasts and thighs and
hips. Gussets underneath canopies of skirts. Rob says that there’s a subtle separation
between voyeurism and perversion. A voyeur simply looks, and then the gratification
comes. The object doesn’t perceive the subject. Perverts cross the line into the
abnormal or, as he says, into bad taste. But that line waivers and has shifted constantly
throughout history. I have my doubts about Rob, but he considers himself a voyeur.
There are different methods to observe, Rob tells me. First, there’s the stare.
That’s the long gaze as she walks into a coffee shop or bar, and the place is crowded
enough so that if one gets caught just look at the person behind her. Plus, she’s looking
around as if she’s looking for someone in particular, but she’s actually checking to see
how many heads are turning—who’s looking at her. Next is the quick glance followed up
with the double-take. This usually happens with her walking in the opposite direction at
the mall or on summer sidewalks. One wishes for more time to do the stare. Teenagers
do this all the time. In fact, lots of people do these things.
Rob has the greatest luck in the spring. Women load up on clothes for the frigid
mornings; then, when the afternoon warms up, they’re stuck wearing heavy wool coats.

Subways are especially fruitful venues, he says. Because subways usually hold a
reasonably high percentage of strange folks, people are on guard. But when the cars are
packed, that’s when the fun starts.
Rob’s proud of the fact that he has never physically touched anyone. He looks
like a normal guy, and I think he is a normal guy for the most part. He has a girlfriend, a
tidy haircut, and a college education. He wears a suit, isn’t visibly pierced or tattooed,
and doesn’t have facial hair.
On his commute, Rob secures a choice seat and rides the line until she gets on.
Ideally, she’s wearing a low-cut, sheer blouse or one that’s unbuttoned a bit. He offers
the seat with a disimpassioned, polite smile then grips the handrail above.
Unfortunately, this situation doesn’t happen often enough so that precision reigns, or
else all men would be doing this, he figures.
At each stop, the train accepts more bodies and swells from the strain. She’s
pressed into her seat, and above her, he’s squeezed by the other passenger’s bodies.
From behind a newspaper, Rob just watches her jostling around as the train pulls the
bodies along. Her breasts are forced together when a lady with a shopping bag next to
her bumps her arm. He sees the freckles above her snow-white lace bra. The lights
flicker and the wheels screech against the rails. The temperature rises, her face looks
flushed, and he’s close that he can smell her perfume releasing. She tries to wriggle her
wool coat off her shoulders a bit. Everyone on the subway has the face of uncomfortable
restlessness, of heat.
***
A twelve-year-old boy was brought to a dentist because two cavities needed to be
filled. The twelve-year-old’s mother pulled an expensive foreign car to the curb in front
of a red-brick building downtown.
“I’ll be waiting in the office when you’re done. I’m going to do a little shopping.”
The mother looked at the twelve-year-old. “You remember which office it is, don’t you?”
The twelve-year-old shook his head without moving his hands from his lap.
“You know. Up the stairs to the second floor, then it’s the third door on the left.”
The twelve-year-old stared at the dashboard of the expensive foreign car.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be there when you get done.” The automatic door locks clicked
up, and the mother sighed. “It’s almost time for your appointment, Sweetie, and I’m in
a loading zone.”
The twelve-year-old watched the expensive foreign car driven by his mother melt
into traffic and disappear. The red-brick building loomed above him. A varnished dark
door was the third one on the left at the top of the stairs. The door displayed the
dentist’s name on a black plaque.
Inside, the twelve-year old announced his name to a lady behind glass when she
slid the tiny window open.
“Where’s your mother, little man?”
“Shopping. But she’ll be here when I’m done.”
“She’ll need to sign the insurance forms.”
“She’ll be here.”
The lady behind the glass looked at a big clock on a wall and sighed. “Have a seat,
Doc will be with you in a minute.”
The little man sat in the waiting room where a mother and her eleven-year-old
daughter sat. He thumbed a Highlights for a few minutes and glanced at the daughter
until the dentist, holding a clipboard and smiling, greeted him. The dentist led him into
a smell and sound of tooth excavation.
The procedure didn’t hurt, but the little man’s mother was not in the crowded
waiting room after. Cotton kept his cheeks away from his tender gums. The little man
sat in the open seat across from a woman behind a Glamour magazine. He held a
Highlights but stared at the woman behind the Glamour.
The lady behind the glass slid the window open. “Little man, your mother needs
to sign the forms before you leave.” The crowded waiting room looked at the little man.
The lady behind the glass looked at the clock on her wall.
“She’ll be here.”
He turned back to the woman in front of him. She exhaled and thumbed
vigorously through her Glamour. The dentist, holding a clipboard and smiling, called a
female child, greeted her and her mother, then led them both into the sound and smell

of tooth excavation.
The woman behind the Glamour looked at her wristwatch then slapped the
magazine on the table. She picked up a Mademoiselle and began thumbing through it in
the same manner.
The crowded waiting room fidgeted in their seats.
The woman behind the Mademoiselle rolled the magazine in her hand. “If you
don’t quit looking at my tits, I’ll smack your little chipmunk face with this magazine.”
The crowded waiting room looked at the little man. Motion ceased. His face
warmed, eyes swelled, lips quivered.
The varnished dark office door flew open. The crowded waiting room looked at a
mother leaning toward the lady behind the glass.
“Is my son done?”
The lady behind the glass pointed, and the little man materialized close to his
mother as the window slid open.
“I couldn’t find a parking spot,” the mother offered to the lady behind the glass.
“You need to sign the forms.”
The mother removed a ball-point pen from her designer purse and asked the little
man, “What’s wrong with you?”
He moved tightly to her side and shrugged.
“Can you just let me sign these forms?”
He remained close to her.
“Does your mouth hurt?”
The little man nodded and pointed to the cotton bulging his cheek.
“Okay, okay, I’m almost done.”
When the mother finished signing the forms, the lady behind the glass said, “Give
the little man some aspirin.”
The little man opened the varnished dark door without looking back at the
crowded waiting room. Inside the expensive foreign car, the mother commented that
next time she wouldn’t schedule the appointment that close to rush hour.
***

The subway is warm and seems slower than usual. Today is Friday, and yet again
files crowd your briefcase. There’s a din of impatience as if the whole city had left their
offices early. The train grows increasingly warm with each stop. No one exits, but
commuters surge in when the doors slap open like coronary valves.
The office never slowed down around the holidays, now tax season is upon you,
and another year has passed. The dating landscape has dismally consisted of the firm’s
holiday party highlighted by a co-worker’s drunken confession of a secret crush. His
gushing has turned into embarrassed indifference since. The attention was nice, but he
was only a paralegal. One must have rules.
The lady with a Macy’s bag on her lap bounces against you from every pump and
recoil of the train. A seat can be a curse sometimes, but how often does a decentlooking, normal man offer his seat in this city? The percentage of knights in shining
three-pieces on the subway is nominal at best. His face was obscured by the Times every
time you looked up. Then the bodies got too dense to do anything but remain at the
mercy of the mass and look straight ahead. Your vertical field of view ranges from his
shoulders to his shoes.
Good shoulders, no beer belly, big hands, no ring. You wish you hadn’t skipped
all those aerobic classes you’d paid for. You feel your stomach against your belt. His
suit—not Armani. Shoes—probably American. Leather belt. Tie—wasn’t there a guide in
one of your magazines that tells you how to interpret a man’s occupation from his tie
style? Flowered meant stockbroker, striped equalled doctor, all the attorneys wear
diamond patterns now? Forget the tie. At least it’s hanging at the correct level, just
below his belt.
When you get up for your stop, you think you feel the newspaper he’s holding
against your hip. There’s a tingle, and you’re almost touching. Do you smell his
cologne? You’re face is hot. With a twist of the hip, you squeeze in front of him to get to
the door. You turn. Is the handsome man leering? You’re not sure why, but you feel
awkward. When the door whips open, the cool wind of the tunnel pulls you from the car,
and your weekend begins.

NARCOTRAFICANTES
Chuck Calabreze
The gringos say “Maria” but her real name is Bert
Raised by pentecostals in a styrofoam yurt
She bussed it down from Sandpoint with a half an ounce of weed
They found her in the Chelsea speaking tongues and shooting speed
She bumped Tupac and Willie, liked to sleep till way past noon
Liked to holler at the TV in the Florida room
Maxwell wore his pinstripes, his bluetooth in his ear
Said he was a banker, but he never told her where
You got a gringo in Ray-Bans and a WalMart suit
Got narcotraficantes with their cheap cheroots
Lawmen in the roundhouse, bankers in the hills
Snort designer coke through a hundred dollar bills
Kept a loaded Mossberg underneath the trundle bed
Cooked meth in a trailer just to keep the baby fed
Rigoberto paid the feds off, the narcos never knew
Until some thugs came sniffing and Rigo spiked the brew
Narcotraficantes at Taco Joe's stand
Juan Marcos saw Max lurking but he didn't tip his hand
The girls were wearing leather, drinking gin out of a jar
They slapped esposas on him, frog walked him to the car
You got a gringo in Ray-Bans and a WalMart suit
Got narcotraficantes with their cheap cheroots
Lawmen in the roundhouse, bankers in the hills
Snort designer coke through a hundred dollar bills
Drove to Samalayuca in a battered HumVee
Tejano in long johns in the passenger seat
Someone nailed milagros to the cornhouse beam
They stopped to slam tequila in a town without a name
They stopped to slam tequila in a town without a name
Druglords kicked the door, sprayed the bar with lead
Hunkered in the Hummer, Max yanked the hood off of his head
Took a day to saw the cuffs off, one to hitch a ride,
Another day to stumble out to Highway 45
Another day to stumble out to Highway 45
You got a gringo in Ray-Bans and a WalMart suit

Got narcotraficantes with their cheap cheroots
Lawmen in the roundhouse, bankers in the hills
Snort designer coke through a hundred dollar bills
A rutera with maquilas rolling toward the Rio Grande
There's musicians in the flophouse and putas in the band
Sangre verde flowing down the Rio's tied-off vein
Junkies dance like scarecrows on the bridge across the line
Junkies dance like scarecrows on the bridge across the line
The gringos say Maria but her real name is Bert
Raised by pentecostals in a styrofoam yurt
She bussed it down from Sandpoint with a half an ounce of weed
They found her in the Chelsea speaking tongues and shooting speed
They found her in the Chelsea speaking tongues and shooting speed

They didn’t tell me; it was not my story
Hayley Addis

They didn’t tell me, when I followed my favourite story from the sea, that losing my voice
would be so hard, that stepping, daily, on pins would be so painful. I followed my favourite
story and the sunlight burned my skin, soft from the amniotic ocean which had cradled my
dreams and fed my spirit with ideas that winked past me, moment by moment, like the shoals
of brightly coloured fishes of my home.
They didn’t tell me that I’d learn to fear the deep, my tail sliced in two and shaped for walking,
dancing. I danced instead of singing till the pins sliced my feet and I could no longer bear it. I
became my favourite story, forgetting it was only a story, forgetting that the sea-witch didn’t
have my voice, forgetting that the pins were of my own making – I could swim if only I could
face the world beneath the waves.
They didn’t tell me of the hope I’d feel when I heard tell of my sisters whose red-cloaks
allowed them to breathe beneath the water. Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps. The words whispered
in my mind. Perhaps I too could find a cloak that would give me back my bravery. Like the
little girl, eaten by the wolf, who chose the path of pins, I found myself a red, riding cloak. A
white horse kindly carried me to the waves, sides stained with the blood of my pin-pricked
soles. He couldn’t tell me, for I wouldn’t hear.
They didn’t tell me that a cloak woven on the sands would not hold the courage I was seeking.
Nor did they tell me of the guilt that would gnaw at my heart when I thought that the only way
to return would be to steal another’s ruby bravery. I railed against it for a time, finding myself
watching for the flash of red beneath the wave-worn rocks that would reveal my path home.
Thankfully I never found one, though once, just once, I saw a coral-coloured shadow slipping
out to sea beneath the moon.
They didn’t tell me that the story I’d followed was not mine. I made it mine. Slowly I learned
that the story I’d borrowed could be re-written. Slowly I learned that I needed no red cloak, I
had a voice of my own and the pins were not mine (though I’d carried them so long I could not
leave them behind).
They never told me, for I had to learn it on my own, that my slippers, stained red, could carry
me home.
I sang beneath the moon that night and the waves washed my ruby slippers forever-white
again.

The Root People
Maria Brandt

Scattered leaves cover the stage floor, the suggestion of roots and trees nearby. We are in a
forest clearing, the river not far away. Two girls, 16. ELIZABETH guides a blindfolded SAM.
SAM
I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.
ELIZABETH
Shhh.
Brief pause. They stop walking.
We’re here.
She removes Sam’s blindfold.
That’s it.
Sam walks over to the roots, touches them gently.
SAM
What is it?
ELIZABETH
It’s called Taxodium Ascendens, Swamp Cypress. Those are its roots.
They help it breathe.
Sam straightens. Beat.
SAM
You blindfolded me and took me into the forest so you could show me a tree?
Elizabeth laughs. Beat.
ELIZABETH
Away from the river, the tree doesn’t do this. It’s normal, like other trees.
Sam looks at Elizabeth, then sits by the roots.
SAM
Okay….
Sam takes out a tube of lipstick, applies color to her lips, and puckers. Elizabeth sits next to
her. Awkward.

ELIZABETH
Do you think I could borrow some of that?
SAM
Sure!
She gives it to Elizabeth, who puts it on.
SAM
I stole it from my sister.
Elizabeth laughs. Sam shrugs.
She won’t notice.
Pause. Awkward.
What time is it?
ELIZABETH
I don’t know. Why?
Pause. Awkward.
SAM
I thought we were going down to the river. I thought that’s where you
were taking me.
Elizabeth looks away.
Everyone’s gonna be there. (Beat). What?
ELIZABETH
Nothing. Yeah, we should go.
SAM
What?
Pause. Awkward.
ELIZABETH
Why do you steal things, Sam?
SAM
Oh, whatever.
She takes the lipstick and stands.

Jack knows I took it. She watched me sneak out and it’s not like I tried
to hide it later. I made sure she saw me wear it. She doesn’t care. (Beat).
I mean, she doesn’t care about the lipstick. So?
Pause. Awkward.
ELIZABETH
Sam. I saw you. (Beat). Kissing him. (Beat). Oskar.
SAM
Oskar? Is that why you brought me here? (Beat). This is stupid. Let’s
go to the river.
She doesn’t move.
ELIZABETH
This isn’t stupid. You know that.
SAM
You blindfold me. You show me some roots. You talk to me about
being normal, and—
ELIZABETH
This isn’t stupid. (Beat). Do you remember when I moved here? (Beat).
Sam?
SAM
(Giving in)
Yeah.
ELIZABETH
We were in sixth grade. Still played hopscotch. Someone threw a rock
at me, a boy.
SAM
You had blood….
She extends her hand to touch Elizabeth’s face. Elizabeth turns away.
ELIZABETH
And I came home and wanted to talk to my mother, not about the rock
but about the boy and about everything but she was on the phone with
my father and I remember knowing that she wasn’t listening to me.
And I just stopped talking. I was invisible.
She looks at Elizabeth, who is still sitting among the roots.
SAM
You’re not—

Elizabeth blushes.
You just need to find ways to stand out more.
ELIZABETH
I know.
SAM
And be normal. That’s the trick.
ELIZABETH
I know.
Give me that blindfold.

SAM

Elizabeth gets up and gives it to her. Sam puts the blindfold on Elizabeth.
What do you see?
ELIZABETH
Nothing. Sam—
SAM
Come on. What do you see?
ELIZABETH
I—I don’t know. Spots.
Sam removes the blindfold.
SAM
Spots. We really should go.
ELIZABETH
(Rubbing eyes)
Bright red spots. Like lips…. Like people….
She stops rubbing and sits. Sam waits, then sits. Elizabeth takes back the blindfold.
Awkward.
SAM
Did I ever tell you about my fight with Jack?
ELIZABETH
(Laughing)
Sam, you fight with Jack every day.

SAM
No, the fight.
ELIZABETH
I don’t know. I don’t think so.
SAM
She was kissing herself in the mirror. Ignoring me. And I kept asking,
What are you doing? Can you show me? But she pretended I wasn’t
there. So.… You won’t tell anyone?
Elizabeth gives Sam a look.
So I stole a pair of her underwear, planted them near the river, went
for a walk with Mom, and made sure she found them.
ELIZABETH
Whoa.
SAM
Yeah. Things got kind of crazy. Jack started crying, saying she had no
idea how that happened, how it wasn’t her, how could Mom think it was
her, all that kind of thing.
ELIZABETH
And what did you say?
SAM
I started calling her, River Whore. “River Whore! River Whore!”
She laughs.
She turned and looked at me. Like she knew. I thought I was watching
the world from under water.… She moved toward me, grabbed me by my
collar, pulled me up to her eye level, puckered her face into this, terrible,
tightly-clenched little ball, tilted her head back, and there it was.
ELIZABETH
What?
SAM
Spit. Right in my face. (Long Beat). Your turn.
Silence.
I’ll spit!
Beat. Elizabeth laughs. Brief silence.

ELIZABETH
My face was still swollen from the rock—
Sam touches Elizabeth’s face. After a beat, Elizabeth moves away.
ELIZABETH
—when it started. My parents were unpacking, we just had moved…
and I went to the bathroom.…
Beat. Sam gets it.
SAM
You got your period? When we were ten?
Elizabeth looks at Sam. Sam covers her flat chest by folding her arms.
ELIZABETH
I could hear my parents in the other room. It’s like they were glad I
was gone, just for a minute, his hands down her—
SAM
Elizabeth!
ELIZABETH
And I wiped myself—
SAM
Geez—Elizabeth!
ELIZABETH
And there they were. Bright red spots on the toilet paper. I could still
hear them but I also could see the spots and I felt like, wow. This is
big. So, I walked out there, pants around my ankles, the paper in my
hand, just to show them.
SAM
(Sincerely)
Sure.
ELIZABETH
I must have stood there ten minutes. My butt hanging out, dirty
toilet paper in my hand—
SAM
(Understanding)
Invisible. My sister’s lipstick all over my face.
ELIZABETH

(She looks at Sam, then looks away.)
And they didn’t…they didn’t even stop. See? It’s like I wasn’t there.
Sam takes the lipstick out and puts more on.
ELIZABETH
I waddled back into the bathroom. Threw out the toilet paper. Pulled
up my pants. Turned on the water. Washed my hands. Turned off the
water. Opened the medicine cabinet. Took out my mother’s sleeping
pills. Opened the bottle…. Before I knew what I was doing, I took
every pill. Do you remember, Sam? Swallowed each one down until
I was swimming in red spots.
Sam moves closer to Elizabeth and puts more lipstick on her. This is tender.
When I got out of the hospital, do you remember? I came here. I come
here a lot, Sam. These roots, they stick up like that, where you can see
them, to help the tree breathe. And I’ve thought about that, and about
how hard it is for me to breathe, and that maybe I need roots, too. By
the river. That people can see. So, I’ve studied these roots and when
the light is just right, I swear to God, they’re not roots anymore, Sam.
They’re people.
She gestures through this.
This is the old woman. Oldest woman in the village. She’s the healer.
And here are the children. And there’s the pretty girl who works at the
store who wants… And here’s the priest—see, you can tell because of
the way he holds his arms out. And they’re all broken but they’ve all
gathered around the old woman, waiting to be healed.
SAM
Elizabeth…
Beat.
ELIZABETH
They know me. They share their lives with me and I share my life with
them.
Sam stands. Elizabeth remains sitting.
ELIZABETH
That’s not all.
SAM
They’re roots, Elizabeth. They’re not people.

Silence. Elizabeth rubs her eyes.
That lipstick looks great on you.
She takes Elizabeth’s hand.
Come on. Let’s go down to the river.
Elizabeth takes back her hand and begins crying softly.
ELIZABETH
That’s not all.
Silence. She takes a deep, rattled breath.
They’re people, Sam. And they’re filled with my secrets: boys with
rocks and blood on my underwear and swimming in pills and so many
secrets. I tell them my secrets and then, like the Taxodium Ascendens,
I can breathe. And I wanted, Sam, I wanted so badly to tell you, maybe
even back then, that day with the rock. I wanted to tell you. But I came
here instead, and then I brought him with me here, and he touched me,
and it was like the way my parents touch each other, normal, but they
don’t see me, no one sees me, and he didn’t see me, and I’ll never be
normal. But we did it, Sam. We did it.
Who?

SAM

ELIZABETH
We did it, Sam. Right here. We did it with the Root People watching.
And then I saw you. I watched you kissing, and I decided I would tell
you, they would tell you. I would blindfold you and take you here and
you would know and we could breathe together, and it wouldn’t matter,
even when the Root People were, even when the Root People were—
Who?

SAM
ELIZABETH

Him.
WHO?

SAM

Beat.
Oskar.

ELIZABETH

SAM
You had sex with Oskar? (Beat). Here?
She slaps Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH
But it didn’t work. So I came back in the middle of the night last night
with a knife.
My God.

SAM

ELIZABETH
And I cut them. The Root People. I cut them and I took their broken
parts home and put them under my pillow and I dreamed about you and
the next morning, this morning, this morning, Sam.
Beat.
I did it with Oskar, but I still couldn’t breathe. So, I killed them. I killed
the Root People. And now I’ll never breathe again. And I had to tell you.
I had to tell you because—and I think you already know—Sam—
Silence. Sam understands.
I’m glad.

SAM
ELIZABETH

What?
Still standing, she leans down and kisses Elizabeth deeply, tenderly.
SAM
I’ll see you at the river?
Elizabeth breathes.
ELIZABETH
Yeah.
Sam exits. Slow fade to black.

Music Begins with a Longing
Steven Warren
Music begins with a longing
which can never be fulfilled, forever forlorn.
This poignant geometry, a string stretched sharing two points.
I chase this ever-fading, cascading echo
fueled by my own false inferences, true motives.
Music begins with a longing.
Notes which rise, distances shortened,
spiraling, constantly receding,
the apprentice never fully the master.
Leave behind a legacy. Work completed, abandoned,
distanced; firmly in the tender warmth of a mistress’ arms.
Why? Music begins with a longing.
Mimicry must move the masses.
An audience filled with warm adulation,
throbs with passion, feedback, crescendo.
A specter muses gazing meditatively,
listens to silence, imperceptible to human ears.
Music begins with a longing.
The outcast, never, ever truly belonging.

Soul/Heart
Steven Warren
The cardinal greets me with his warm song.
through my soul
out of my heart
Filling me with unfulfillable longing.
through my soul
out of my heart
His flight climbing to heavens
beyond the bluest skies,
Then he swoops to rejoin
us flightless creatures.
In His hands he continues to float
child do not be afraid
Landing on the electric wire
child do not be afraid.
through my soul
out of my heart.
child do not be afraid.

“A mixer is a fun, exciting way to get people to establish connections.”

3
Mixer

The Way You Can Sometimes Think About a Dream You’re In and Change It So
You Come Out Ahead This Time or End It Just Before the Man with the Knife
Finds You Hiding Behind the Door
Scott Owens
Here it is always Tuesday,
and the wind blows as if
the house is never closed
enough. This is another habit
my body has picked up,
like crying at bad movies,
like lying in bed too long.
There is a woman here
with no lines in her hand.
Her body is nothing
like the temple I expected.
Each night I check beneath
the bed. Each night my head
fills with things drawn
from a twilight full of doves.
Here the road is soft
and gives like clay
beneath the fingers.
What you make of it
will not last until day.
Each night paper butterflies
bend and fold their way
to a sky falling like rain.
In a place like this
heaven is an open field
bordered only by clouds.
There must have been a moment
I could have said, “No.”
A man hands me a box.
Inside a boy’s leg is eaten by dogs.
He is in the next room.
The same boy is burning in the corner,
his hands turning into flame.
He is at the door.
The same boy is nailed to the wall,
his head bowed, his skin peeled
back like a loose shirt.
He is turning the handle.
The same boy is being followed everywhere.

He is here beside me,
his face turning into my own.

In the House of Falling Light
Scott Owens
Sometimes his body betrays him;
his skin creates insects out of air
crawling up his legs; his throat
opens and shuts like a trap door,
his nose not open at all.
Sometimes his heart heaves
in his chest, lungs quicken,
stomach sours, rises, overflows.
He says the night is like two lights,
one yellow, one white,
one rising, one falling, each
bearing its own cross of illumination.
Sometimes his mind refuses
to sleep in this body, walks out
at night naked and alone.
He knows (they constantly tell him)
it would be easier to give things up,
to leave certain stones unturned,
certain things undone. But he says
to himself, or whoever will listen,
“I will deny nothing I’ve seen
night or day. I will carry every part
of what I know in the warm pocket
of my mouth like words, breath,
like life’s first voice gently
touching the length of my tongue.”

Postmodern Evening in America
Scott Owens
No one comes to the table for dinner.
The table has moved
to the car, the office, the posh
restaurant that just opened
across town, the upstairs
bedroom with the door closed.
Dinner is in the fridge,
just pop it in the microwave when you’re ready.
Dinner is not a time
or a place, not even a happening
exactly, just a sort
of fluid thing that happens
at a time, in a place
a little different for everyone
but still around, about , within dusk,
which is still happening outside
though no one notices,
a good thing since dusk
is such a no time
anyway, nebulous, liquid,
indeterminate, one moment
here, or so you say,
gone the next in our best estimation
into night, evening,
evening out what exactly?
Light? They came on hours ago,
never really went off. We leave them on
in our permanent evening
to light our way from morning
into the last of evening,
also a little different for everyone,
but someone, usually, the last one,
sometimes, remembers, hopefully,
to turn them off before wrapping up
the going down in the coming on
of something we call by a word we know
to be inadequate, imprecise,
but we use it anyway to separate
all those things and their inadequate
words from all those things and their
inadequate words that will come after
in a place called America
though we know it should have been
called something else and though we know

the lines are never clear
between air space and territorial waters
and digging and even the visible,
hard, unmoving land asks
how wide is this thing call boundary
and whose water is this that lands here
where even this
word
is left meaning
less.

To Be a Wrestler
Scott Owens
Dusty from his last defeat
he rises from the mat,
screams defiance, spins
with flair around the ring,
grapples whatever dares
stand before him, runs,
jumps, flexes, flings
his body against the ropes,
locks legs, arms,
heads into submission.
Victorious he stands
in the center of the ring,
arm upraised, head
thrown back in laughter,
awaits the next challenger,
sees him, seizes him
by the throat, swaps chop
for chop, stroke for stroke,
staggers, falls, is raised
to the sky, dropped to the mat,
sat upon for the count
of one two three,
loses, leaves, already
planning his return, knowing
defeat is never final,
knowing tomorrow he can start
again, knowing even death
or disbarment demands
only another mask,
another outrageous name.

Generating the Void
Scott Owens
“craft of culture.
How we go on.”
--Gary Snyder “Axe Handles”
Beheld
by small eyes
we become
small
amount to
little
selfish
unquenched
insignificant
desire
silent as stone
unwilling to risk
less to believe
smaller
apathetic
empty
dwindling to
almost
nothing.

Surge Capacity:
Jessica Karbowiak

the ability to obtain additional resources when needed during an emergency;(e.g.) a surge
connotes large motion, a burst of feeling, a sudden increase, a power increase, a pushing
forward.

Write it nice and close. Write it clearly. Use paragraphs, punctuation to underscore certain
lines, words, to emphasize the dark. Create a character, a woman with long dark hair and full
lips maybe, one female readers can relate to, one male readers can desire from far enough
away to be safe. She could meet him in a bar—a pub to make it less trashy—not on her third
or fourth whiskey but sipping a first and only glass of light beer, legs crossed and demure,
artificially tanned and shaved close so the smoothness of skin, the softness there reflects light
from the dim bulb above and behind the bar.
Maybe he walks in quietly, confident but not aggressive, masculine in subtle ways, the
smell of his skin, for example, is his own, not artificially perfumed with musk, a male almost
animal smell. She may sniff salty sweat and the stale sweetness of deodorant. If he catches
her eye, it is perhaps because of the dark dark of his hair and eyes, the way he looks from the
side, the profile so much like the ancestor she’s heard about ad nauseam from her mother and
her sister, who are into those things; the history of past hurts and joys that keep a family
insular. World Champion. Bantamweight. Featherweight. It would influence her.
She thinks of this ancestor now, the dark hair and eyes over a blunted forehead and
somewhat bulbous nose, not typically handsome, not really handsome at all, but those hands,
so rough and calloused from work, from the many bouts he fought to become title holder and
feed his family. Maybe as this young replica leans over the bar, asks for a whiskey and smiles
sideways at her to show the white whiteness of teeth, she feels the pull of history there, her
history, something she’s never felt before, the way in which he melds her past and her present.
She needs this right now.
Maybe as he walks over to her, lights a cigarette and bends close, she smells more
powerfully the animal smell and the light hair on the back of her neck will rise in exhilaration
and fear, telling her run run far, but she will sip her drink cautiously, or roughly, depending
on who she becomes at that moment, stares him boldly in the eyes without blinking. Maybe
she could lean into his left shoulder so the fabric of his cream-colored shirt touches the fabric
of her black blouse in a way she likes, the interplay of rough and soft, light and dark. And the
borders of two worlds would seem to shift and unify briefly, so much so she puts a great
import on the touching of the fabric when really, it is just crowded in there, a group of frat
boys has come to lean upon the counter, ask in over-loud wobbly voices for more beer, and his
closeness is only a fabrication really, a circumstance.

If she wrote a narrative about the night, she would maybe feel foolish, a bit cliché, after all it
happens to many women, women more vulnerable who come from more innocent places,
know less things. She is older now so it doesn’t pang the way it did at twenty-four, writing
while her fingers trembled with adrenaline, too many late nights drinking, too many smokes,
maybe wrought from too little sleep and over-thinking.
She would maybe start the narrative with Terrible Terry, a fitting way because the
name would signify the tone really, for the whole piece, and he was someone who fought his
way out of many tight corners. Describing him would hopefully create a luscious dialogue
between reader and writer, a dialogue she cannot sustain these days, one that used to come
quick and light. She could describe the way his dark hair cropped short against his head made
him look almost disproportionate, the oval arches of his eyebrows making his eyes push
forward, away from the backdrop, their focus mighty and fixed. Or the way his square jaw and
almost-square nose made him look defeated before he entered any ring. As a kid, she liked to
look at his picture, framed on the wall with others in her parents’ bedroom, the way in which
he was always talked about as a surprise, a short, quick surprise to amazing fighters like Oscar
Gardner and Thomas “Pedlar” Palmer. She liked to look up at his picture, let the eyes follow,
focus on her, saw the similarities there, the almost-seeing-herself-in-his-face familiarity that
made him feel like someone she knew, had always known though he’d been long dead before
she was born.
She might spend a whole section of the piece explaining her connection to him, far
beyond features, the way he had become an alcoholic, suffered depression, lost his two little
girls in over-sad ways. Maybe the connection she fostered in the story as writer would be
strong enough to move the reader back to the bar or pub, create enough of an appeal to see
her as more-than rather than less-than, which so often happens in stories like these. She
would be back on the stool twisting her straw and the newness of him, the dark, might lure
her, coupled with the almost-animal smell. Yes, she might be both lured and frightened at
once, maybe tell him how he reminds her of this boxing legend, who in turn reminds her
somehow in some way of herself. She will read too much into it.
They left already, I think.
But if you want, that’s not a problem. I can drive you home.
It’s only two blocks from here. I can walk.
Maybe I can walk you.
Uh, sure, maybe. Let’s see.
Awkward, struggling conversation but electric tingles when his hard hand comes down
on her soft one in passing or for a light. There is an intensity in him she cannot name, it is
different from her own, a darker dark that makes it hard to focus on his face for too long too
hard, the edges blur and wobble, make her feel sleepy and off-guard. She may look around for
a few straggling friends at this late hour but see only strange faces and movements, hear loud
silly music rhythmically bouncing from one wall to the next.
Excuse me. I have to use the bathroom.
Her eyes angle wide toward the back right corner, a line. She grips her small purse
tightly, feels frenetic and wild for a moment, out-of-control really, though she is not drunk,

only tipsy.
I’ll walk you, if you want. It’s pretty crowded. Are you all right?
The strong grip of those fingers again, this time on her shoulder, she feels it, feels his
essence really, coming through his fingers and invading the softness of her shirt, pushing deep
down into her skin, her bloodstream (though all the writing teachers she’s ever had may
grimace faintly reading those lines, they are all too true so she risks it). She wants to get away,
vomit it up and out, leave this place and this strange feeling.
No, I’m fine really. I’m a big girl. But, thanks really, that’s sort of nice to offer.
Maybe then as she pushes the words out there is a Strange Look, an arched, quizzical
brow and something has changed, she knows, though she is too young to know it truly, not
yet, at this moment, which she will feel guilty about after. She knows now it is the movement
of care, empathy leaving maybe, something that signals she is real for him, human and
uncomfortable. Her face stares back at his, impassive, even if she knew staring then what she
knows staring now, she would remain so. Best not to give it away.
The walk to the bathroom maybe takes longer than expected. It’s a small dingy bar or a
light-colored pub (whatever creates more pathos here). Either way it takes over-long and she
feels time elapsing, too much somehow, and this feeling of time moving past her makes her
dizzy enough to lean over the toilet, stare down into the stained muck and wait for the feeling
to pass, something coming, something lost, time she cannot get back. It stills, finally.
When she rises, rinses, feels the pulse of the night less emphatically, she maybe leans
her head against the gritty door, sighs loudly and pushes thoughts of Terry out, the tragedy
there, the loss of sacred places, feelings, people that comes with getting older and pushing out
of a tiny world. She maybe pushes him out more forcefully now because he makes her feel
disjointed, out-of-place there in the dimly-lit bathroom where loud knocks reverberate from
drunk girls on the other side, calls for hurry up, hurry up please, we have to go, it’s time for
you to go, that somehow make sense beyond what they should.
It’s only later she wakes to a cold coldness, an unfamiliar ache, pushes her eyes open
though it takes more effort than she can ever remember it taking before, sees thick flesh on
her flesh, pushing down on her skin, movements swirling and blurring themselves as she
squints, tries to focus but succumbs to the black. She cannot see but she can feel slightly, more
she can hear everything, the grunt-of-an-animal sounds, the wind outside pulsing at the glass
in loud, violent spasms so she has to wonder where she is or who she has become to get there.
She feels the down of the comforter with the fingers of her right hand, moves the index finger
and thumb slightly. It is all she can manage, really. A pulling downward, an almost dull thud
of feeling comes from her thighs and crotch, she wants to cry out, call for her mother, her
father (cliché yes, but in the moment it feels real, it fits) but her face feels frozen in slackness,
her jaw half-open, eyes still squinted shut, immoveable.
If she is lucky, she will wake up later, far later and after, move herself toward the side of
the bed, leaning and sliding until she feels the edge of the mattress, can put her two legs on
the ground, rise herself up and away from the down she sees is off-white now and wait until
her feet stop tingling, feel stronger.
If she is not lucky and too loud, she will do this and move toward the bathroom she
sees across the hall with the door ajar, though the time it takes to get there feels surreal, a vast

desert of space she crosses, out-of-time, to lift the toilet lid and spew out alcohol or memory,
too much of both. She might still be leaning over when his strong footsteps hurry there, hold
her hair back as she continues to retch, and maybe she retches for so long there is nothing left,
the dry-heaves. Her body simulating expulsion.
She will be confused maybe at what he is, who he is, where she is for some time, though
time feels stopped here, or sliced into what came before and what comes after. She will not
understand the ache-turned-sharp-pain below, the light movement of blood down her leg that
pools inelegantly on the floor beneath her naked body as he holds her hair, says soft things,
and confuses everything, just everything, for her. No, she will not understand it, even as the
doctor later stitches her from ass to front while she bites her lip, all she can see is him holding
her hair like that.
If she is smart she will say nothing, nod in his direction a silent no to dissuade him that
she does not need a ride home, rather she will move quietly back toward the white down of
comforter where her underwear, shirt, pants are strewn and beg in a small voice for coffee to
get him away, his maleness, soft and hard there, too close.
If she is smart, she will think of Terrible Terry quickly and vividly now so that he is
there with her, an almost-presence in the room as she foregoes underwear, slips into pants
and shirt with shaky hands, searches for her purse, for keys to where she lives, her apartment,
her own. Terry, urging her forward with the harsh guttural voice of all the men in her family,
whispering instructions so she can be smart enough to lock the door of the bedroom, crawl out
and down the side of the window pane into shrubbery, move across the street without fear or
hesitation that brings fear in times like these.
It may be so early that she is alone with Terry on the small side-street, hugging the
right side and moving out, out and east, until his voice tells her sharply, pulls at her shirt
sleeves so that she flags down a car, an older couple (safe here) moving away, driving out from
here. She assuages their concern, the way the old woman’s eyes take in her sloppy
countenance, whispers she is lost, please take me home (insert address here).
She maybe can feel Terry sitting beside her, his short stocky body pushing into hers for
warmth, the old couple have the window open. She hears him, the voice she’s heard so many
times before, in taped interviews after bouts, talking shop, she can hear him slightly even
when her brother coughs and shuffles down the front steps for work in early-dark with her
father when she is home for summer. His voice, close and thick in her right ear, telling her
stay up stay up dammit, duck away from this moment, so that his voice becomes my
grandfather’s voice, my mother’s voice, my brother’s, my own, and I clutch my purse and
Terry’s hand to my chest, feel the comfort of the rough-I-know there, push myself everforward into light.

21ST CENTURY SPARTAN
Gregory Gunn
I, a tagtail, attached like a string
to the kite of a poem, floating
in the faraway airspace where
nothing under the sun for me
ever occurs. Nor do I long for it to.
I have utterly been destitute
of a wealth of things:
social intercourse,
ambrosias & nectars
of amiability, love...
the provincial ladies don’t dangle
before me. Nor do I desire them to.
There simply is nobody else, as far
as I am concerned. Myriad aspects
may have quenched my spare-time
activity. It matters not for I am
past my prime.
Focussing on the theme of mortality
I am absolutely certain, likewise
nirvana is unachievable and fate
as well, lightproof to logic.
I’m fortunate not to be subjected
to terminal infirmity, I surmise,
no atrophy to persist throughout
the cold weather. I partake of neither
drugs nor liquor. Of all these aspects I
hereby choose quiescence, the precious
stone of majestic Sisyphean labour,
begrudging to make reverence,
the unpolished texture of the psyche’s
defiance: you witness it unmasked
on the visages of the frees-spirited ones
who passed over prematurely.

To The One Who Loved Too Dearly
Daryn Houston
The Duck had a very plain room with a desk and a bookshelf. More file drawers than a law
office. Only his old yellow notepad, fading to a brown from a coffee stain, gave the room any
semblance of him in it. He scribbled things while I talked to him. Memos of our time together.
I want you to start writing again, he said. I looked at the floor. Not a journal, he said. Don’t
worry. He pulled a chart filled with rainbow grids, boxes and dots. It looks more complicated
than it actually is, he said. I stared at the paper. It’s not a journal, I said. Exactly, he replied.
He kept his eyes on me as he folded his hands together on the desk. You can add notes to it if
possible. The more written, the better.
While I waited at the nurse’s station, I thought about the grid, the ROY G BIV, the dots.
Interested in how it all worked if only I gave it a try. Connect the dots, I said. The nurse caught
my eye before I looked down to my slip-on shoes.
I had to get rid of him, my ex. It was getting to a point in our lives that I was incapable of
loving him. It’s not that there wasn’t something inside me that cried desperately to have him,
but for what? Comfort? Stability? Who am I kidding; we were as stable as Pompeii. The shit
was bound to explode. Why should I stay in the backseat over a stepdaughter that wasn’t even
his? He’s more bound to this girl than his own kids it seemed. “My favorite girls” he used to
call his daughter and I, but the stepchild was not there. The brat showed up and put us on
defense not but three days prior to me breaking up with him. He missed her, he said, he
wished he had her back in his life. And what about me? Where do I fit? I asked, and he didn’t
respond. He could only think of the daughter that wasn’t his. Now I think of the guy that
wasn’t mine and delete his number from my phone. At least I never had the luxury to
remember it.
There’s a knock on the door. After inquiring, Duck walks into his office. It’s chart time, he
says.
No, I say.
Why not?
I don’t feel like it.
You never feel like it, Duck replies. He slides the paper in my direction and lightly tosses a
pen. He sits in the chair across the table from me. The month is almost over. Just fill in how
you feel today.
His expression never changes as I try to stare him down, give up, grumble under my breath as
I unfold my arms and grab the pen:

We started out as acquaintances. Nothing more, nothing less. He was just another indirect
supervisor on the call center floor. We said our hellos, maybe a how are you? I bummed
cigarettes from him whenever possible. If he was around. He wasn’t at work much. We started
talking after he became my trainer, dealing with the feeling of his presence over my shoulder
as I worked, his handwriting scribble making barely enough sense to relay to me that he didn’t
understand why I needed training. I didn’t tell him it was because they didn’t like me. Trying
to give a woman a hard time in a man’s world. He talked and I listened, pulling varying
degrees of personal information from him, only for him to shrink back into his turtle shell.
Short sentences. Curt.
You’re not his friend, I told myself. Just a co-worker. An acquaintance.
I was still let go. He was the last to see me. He didn’t understand and was upset as I was. He
still thought I was a cool person. We exchanged numbers. He shook my hand. It was a
pleasure to work with you, he said. Keep in touch. A few days later, he sent a text, making sure
I was doing okay. Gave me a freebie code from the office to purchase odds and ends. I thanked
him. The first of many.
You have small lungs. What? Your lungs. They fill quickly. We were chain-smoking outside my
old apartment building. He stopped by and dropped me off Mexican enchiladas. He tricked
me into telling him what I wished I could eat. Enchiladas and tacos filled with cheese, beef,
chicken and pork. I didn’t have a specific meat in mind. The smoke blew east towards the
Inland Empire where he resided when I felt his hand against my collarbone. It’s amazing. He

fiddles with a lock of my hair. Have I told you how amazing you are? That was the first time.
There would be a last. Yes, you have, I replied. I showed him the candleholder I bought with
his code. How each candle held a classic stress-relieving scent. There were five. You don’t light
them up at the same time, I explained. All of the smells together are overwhelming.
A couple months later, he smelled me after I exited the shower. Overwhelming, he murmured
under his breath.
Yes, I replied. Overwhelming.
I like to keep telling myself Sheryl means nothing to me. I thought I hated her as much as he
did. Thinking about it, she’d done nothing to me, before and after. She hung around me, asked
me to come over and hang out, the workings of a friendship. It annoyed me. She warned me
well ahead of her ex-husband’s misgivings, but it didn’t stop me several months later. What
was once curiosity in her answers became envy. Grudges melted into envy. Jealousy that she
had him first. She was his wife; give him his kids. A family he always wanted but was never
meant to be in hers. She knew the potential he had and still messed him over. He couldn’t
stop talking about her, out of spite. The way she said things that angered him. Only if you still
had those feelings would she be able to hurt you. You won’t admit it.
I don’t love her anymore. I don’t like her. She’s the mother of my kids though and I have to
fight her one of these days. That’s it. You have to trust me.
I won’t state how many times we had this conversation. Not when every other sentence was
about Sheryl. Or Sheryl’s daughter; his stepdaughter. It wrecked my jawbone from clenching
at night and waved in clonazepam and aripiprazole. It forced me to sit in front of the Duck,
new to his master’s title, probing me with a soft intensity that only newbie duckies did. Never
wanting a fight.
I think about killing her, but it would make no difference. She had no hate towards me. How
could I hurt a person who wants to be around me? It is not about me or her. It’s him. It’s
unnerving. Unnerving. Bitch. Hate. Hate. Bitch. Hate. Him. Jealous.
2:45AM: You will never replace her. You will always be in the backseat. You will always be left
behind in the desert. (x100)
You know the anxious feeling of waiting? It’s how I feel a perpetual state of anxiousness. I
want to say my restless legs were a side effect to the medications, or if it’s not smoking. I
remember getting it after putting down the butt a few years back the first start of many
attempts, but not quite like this.
But really. If it wasn’t for him, I’d never get a proper diagnosis. I might be shitting myself in a
corner over not finding my favorite Dove haircare product. Or writing lists of all the hotels I
wish to stay. Or knowing that I would be over him and move on. Right. Right?
There’s a sense of calm now. It’s not a drugged feeling but one that takes me to the place that
knows what is right and wrong. Plenty if I think of him and what he means. I’m not sure what
my feelings are anymore except I know there’s nothing more I can do; there’s nothing more he

can do. We’re done. All should be well. He was a good start but not the end. It’s great to know
that I’m on track, but I can’t help but think about him. We were one in the same. He could be
just like me as we were in so many ways. He needs the proper diagnosis but he’s afraid. That
fear is only hurting him and there’s no way I can get through to him. I don’t rush for packs of
cigarettes from hearing his name anymore. I don’t get crabby when I reach out and talk to
him, only put him in his place and shake my head in pity. The road ended a long time ago and
sometimes I wish I’ll keep walking and find the beginning of a new path again. I won’t. Duck is
proud of me. He thinks I’ve come long ways since we first met. It makes me want to ask about
staging an intervention, but that’s out of my power.
There are other men around, but none quite give the intimacy of knowing or wanting to know
me as more. I sift through volumes of delusional memories to keep my mind entertained. Only
until the next one comes.
Every moment is an adventure. That’s what you told me in the beginning and coursed
throughout our time together. You are a genuine seeker, an intellectual but naïve sailor
through a series of misfortunate events. Your cantankerous nature helps you prevail; your
stubbornness leaves you low, stuck, maneuvering the same path. You deem your failures on
life as examination of your being. You shut yourself away from the world to secure protection.
The hopes that your real fears will never come to being while constantly worrying they’re right
behind you at every moment, nipping your heels. You seek them out when not needed.
Therein lays the beauty of your mistakes. The act of forgiveness, to acknowledge and let go, is
still a hardship and one too complicated to throw away as it will only bring discomfort.
Remember your knowledge isn’t always an undoing. Taking life one step at a time is better
than being stagnant and wallowing. Remember your smarts and ways of helping others can be
as much of a help to you. You need not lay your head in shame and shake society off. You are
loved in many ways, seen by me, and the little stars that woke us up each morning and
continue to, at least for you.
Honey, we’ve been through more than we should have, haven’t we? Jumped the shark and let
the shit hit the fan. It’s been months now and I’m the only one cleaning. There’s still a huge
spot and I feel you should do something. If only with the use of a toothbrush, it’s better than
nothing. Pick yourself up out of the hellhole you created for yourself. Admire what’s around
you; who’s around you. Feel the sun on your skin and admire the rays of dust that can’t be
seen by the light of a computer screen.
And when the day comes for you to know the answers and solve the riddles, we’re here for
you. I’m here for you. We’re still in this together. Think of it as another adventure.

Compact Generations
Maree Scarlett
Curl, contort, convulse, my body moves
without break approaching, an umbilical point
tonight, my legs generate
a verse of an absconded time
receding
uncurling, breaking apart, I
a dancer put perpendicular
and pitched sharply away
screaming from my navel.
Brushstroke bruised bodies – relative
to color polyphony compare
catastrophes,
of life, of death; of birth with me
and their musings are remembered
in my mind.
‘The night wind revolves in the sky and sings’
it is the orchestra, in my mind
I can utter no word without referent
and yet, I doubt desire rising
to speak a word with reference
to their memories
my mémoires, me
I curl and uncurl
until dawn breaks
my oceanic amnion
digesting me
I am
penetrated, by a pitch
perpendicular, a
shadow verse
a clamored capitulate

Conspire When ?
Maree Scarlett
… Your breath entered me in repetition
and long drawn out syllables pulsed
your life into my mouth with blood,
like a night violet exuding finesse.
I heard your stomach ache
To land against mine
While I could only talk
Through music to you.
You cast spells in sleep.
Deep dreams
in repetitive caress, churned ample
at my breasts and my heart knelt, softened
silk against your cheek in a reparative blush;
the blush of holy sex smelling of sweet spice!
…. siphoning me, slipping with me into the sea –
perennial animals, love cats.
A terrestrial gravity has bound us
Your arms hold me
You have awoken me
To us, the equivocal
…Since your breath entered me
I cannot breathe…! I conspire
In sleep with you – Your steps
come closer to me, waking, vaults
between my legs , a red- sea- parting
in each heartbeat, a song...
…Conspire when? We are lovers
- we are animals, of the temple
awakening our humanity;
I love you... let's go...

Spiel of Intent in a theatre of Thespian meaning.
Maree Scarlett
What do you perceive? I tell you it is not me.
Your penis does not define me In phallogocentric
difference.
You perceive what you will and your will
is to power. To control.
What being-ness do you see? I tell you
it is only your own logical, rational discourse
the analyst of nought.
Tissue damage has run deep
in myself attempting to fit your paradigm,
I bound myself in pretty dresses
gagging, my voice, in bad faith,
I became wasted.
Even Bataille looked on in horror
in death, at the stench of my waste
in the blue of noon
the story of my eye[s], lost.
Apollo laughed and Dionysus suffered
until Bacchante came to save words
on a semi-dialogical approach.
Written in my own body
I defined my textual interpretation, I
a set of rules no matter the subject matter
and the subject I have seen
is me, obejctively.
There is no scientific method.
You can not know me.
I am not a property of statements
as seen in relation to your world.
Phenomenology, of what?
In-and-for-itself?
You are 'for ' yourself, only and if only.
A method man, not dialectical
I am moved, thrust by desire in
a prime state, no ethic toward your polis.
Being now, without absurdity of choice
maybe nothing, absurdity! No existential crisis.
I perhaps, am contemplative and descriptive?
(In mimetic play, I use this language -from the inside a centre,
a subversion aimed in sharp point)
But, your fist has not come out of your mouth.
The mirror stage, you can not pass through.

In a psychic act you still view breasts
as good and bad, good and evil, differentiation is not developed
while i sit in jusxtaposition, grafting in form
a content with meaningful intent.
Then, what do you see now, was my intent obvious?
The meaning is 'for' you, reader
reading, from 'in' your own solid, panopticon.

ARIA, WITH GOLDFISH
Lee Ann Roripaugh
Wade had no idea why he did it. He had no idea why, using a pair of tweezers, he’d
offered the bulbous root tip of one of his own hairs to the celestial goldfish. Nor did he have
any idea why Alban had decided to strike at it--swiftly gulping it down in one quick, bubbly
swallow. Wade supposed it was hunger. Alban had probably mistaken the proffered hair root
for food--for some type of newfangled, gourmet tubifex worm. Horrified, Wade replayed the
moment in his head over and over again in slow motion: How he’d held the hair root over the
aquarium, and how the celestial goldfish had zeroed in on it with its slightly crossed, skywardfacing eyes set in protruding knobs on either side of its head. How the goldfish had swum
awkwardly but with surprising speed to the surface of the water. (This, despite the fact that it
usually preferred to lazily wiggle about on the bottom of the tank due to the ergonomically
incorrect weightiness of its bulging-eyed head.) And how it had then stretched open its wiry
round mouth like a greedy rubber bathroom plunger and snatched the hair root from the tip
of the tweezers.
It had never even occurred to Wade that the hair might get eaten by one of the goldfish,
let alone the celestial--one of the more exotic breeds, known for having a particularly delicate
constitution. It certainly hadn’t been his intention for there to be any physical interaction
whatsoever between hair and goldfish. All he’d really meant to do was to hold the hair out
over the surface of the aquarium. As if to use the aquarium as a comparative foil or backdrop
by which the problematic nature of the hair could be made more apparent. As if he were, in a
way, also showing the hair to the goldfish, and thus validating its existence as a suspect hair.
It was, after all, evidence.
*

*

*

Wade sometimes liked to blame his difficulties on the fact that his name was a verb.
He often wished his name had the abstract expansiveness of an adjective, instead. Like Rich.
Or Frank. Or even Beau, for that matter, although he had to wonder if a name actually
counted as an adjectival name if it was only an adjective in French. But even a simple, solid
noun for a name would have suited him just fine. A noun name like a newscaster’s name:
Brad, Clay, Lance, Hart, or Ray, for example. But when your name was a verb, he often
thought to himself, like Wade, Pat, or Bob, then it was as if you were linguistically doomed to
go through life perpetually wading, patting, and bobbing. He found all this excess, built-in
action wearisome.
Mornings were the worst. The arduous rituals of his mornings were both timeconsuming and emotionally taxing. He began by turning on the overhead light to the large
aquarium in his living room and feeding the exotic, fan-tailed goldfish. Typically, he offered
them a mix of goldfish flakes, sometimes a partial cube of freeze-dried tubifex worms, and
occasionally chopped-up portions of a frozen green pea. The goldfish were constantly
ravenous, and eagerly finned their way up to the surface--their suction-cup lips mechanically

popping open and closed like plastic coin purses.
In addition to the celestial, Wade also had a red-capped oranda, a calico ryukin, and a
puffy-headed orange lionhead that he affectionately called John Casey Merrick, in honor of
the Elephant Man. The other three fish were named after 20th-century composers: Arnold
(Schoenberg), Anton (Webern) and Alban (Berg).
While the goldfish gobbled at their breakfast--sucking it in and spitting it back out,
then sucking it back in again--Wade would scrupulously and apprehensively examine each
and every one of them through the aquarium glass for any signs of illness: chipped scales or
fins, white cottony fungus, moldy patches of bacterial infection, salty crustings of ick disease,
the puffed-up bloating of dropsy, or the inebriated, upside-down topsy-turvy swimming of
swim bladder disease. Sometimes he felt a little bit faint when he saw them eating their own
poop, and he became momentarily short of breath until he saw them spit it back out again, at
which point he exhaled a sigh of relief.
Wade loved the goldfish beyond all comprehension. During the afternoons, when he
went into the university to teach his classes and meet student composers for individual
lessons, he constantly worried about the goldfish. He had terrible thoughts. For example, he
fretted about whether or not his apartment was on fire, boiling the goldfish alive in the
aquarium. Had he left the coffee maker on that morning? How about the stove? He mentally
pulled up the faces of all the people who lived in his apartment building like a slide show of
mug shots. Did any of them look like potential arsonists? Could the goldfish be on a slow
simmer toward goldfish soup--shimmering scales melting off their tiny bones, their eyes
turning to burnt jelly? Or maybe he’d forgotten to lock the front door and vandals were
breaking into the apartment--smashing the aquarium to bits and leaving the goldfish to
writhe and flop about on the floor with raw, heaving gills. Were they slicing their soft bodies
apart on shards of broken glass? Had he really double, triple, and quadruple-checked the
front door carefully enough to make absolutely sure it was locked?
As a matter of fact, these types of concerns were why Wade insisted on living as close to
campus as possible--even though it meant residing right in the midst of the student ghetto,
which was noisy, crowded, and decidedly unprofessorial. So when the thoughts become too
omnipresent and disturbing for Wade to handle, he could easily sneak home in the middle of
the day. Just to double check. Just to make sure the goldfish were okay, the apartment wasn’t
on fire, the coffee maker and stove turned off, and the front door really locked. When these
abrupt compulsions to dash home occurred, he oftentimes left behind a wake of astonished,
murmuring students and colleagues--sometimes even an entire classroom. He left them
waiting, in medias res, until he returned, fifteen to twenty minutes later--sweaty, stammering,
flustered, and out of breath.
*

*

*

After feeding the goldfish in the morning, Wade always donned a towel in preparation
for his shower, then stood in front of his bathroom mirror so he could examine his head for
suspect hairs. With a pair of tweezers in one hand, and using his other hand to tautly pull
back small sections of hair, Wade scanned his scalp for hairs that were shorter and stuck up

sharply, that seemed thicker or curlier or differently colored than the other hairs, or that
simply gave him the uneasy sensation of aggressively and maliciously poking him in the head.
When he found a suspect hair, Wade firmly grasped it in the tweezers and, as if he were
harvesting a tuber, gently rocked it back and forth a few times before rapturously sliding it out
from the white loam of his scalp.
“Cocksucker!” he’d triumphantly mutter each time he extracted a hair with a thick, soft
oniony bulb at the root. The bulbs were cool, fleshy, and damp. Sometimes he gently drew
the bulbs across his mouth so he could confirm their texture against the sensitive skin of his
lips. Sometimes he carefully bit them in half. Sometimes he dropped the bulbs into an old
plastic prescription vial to save as evidence. And on this particular morning, he’d made the
catastrophic mistake of accidentally feeding a bulb to the celestial goldfish.
Wade usually found this ritual of hair pulling inexplicably soothing. It lulled him into a
meditative, trance-like state, and he could easily lose up to an hour or more of his morning in
this way. Although he returned to this activity periodically throughout the day--particularly
when he became anxious, which was, in truth, quite often--he regarded these subsequent hairpulling sessions as maintenance, or upkeep. Quick fixes. The morning session was key,
though. He’d found that he couldn’t function properly throughout the day unless there’d been
a solid pre-shower session of sectioning, inspecting, and pulling, followed by resectioning,
reinspecting, and pulling some more.
Once his ablutions were complete, Wade, who was usually exhausted by this point in
time, would then move on to brunch. Since he found the categories of breakfast and lunch too
stultifying and oppressive, he liberated himself by opting for the blurrier and therefore less
threatening category of brunch, instead. “I’m foraging for sustenance,” he repeated to
himself over and over under his breath as he selected and prepared his meal. It made him feel
vaguely intrepid, rugged, and adventurous. “I’m foraging for sustenance,” he chanted, as he
repeatedly opened and closed each of the kitchen cupboards four time apiece while pacing up
and down the length of his small counter. Latches clicked against their magnets like
castanets.
Despite the fact that the choices were limited, it was always difficult for Wade to decide
what to eat. Typically, he tended to fixate on a couple food items at a time. Two cupboards,
for example, were completely filled with symmetrically-stacked boxes of Duncan Hines Moist
Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix. Another cupboard was entirely filled with canned beets
because lately, Wade had become hypochondriacally obsessed with the status of his prostate
gland--so much so that he was convinced he either had, or was in the process of developing,
prostate cancer. Having read in Prevention magazine that beets were an ideal food for
prostate health, Wade had decided that an appropriate course of action for his “condition”
would be to obsessively eat massive quantities of beets. Because he ate so many beets, though,
his urine was frequently a bright-hot shade of magenta--causing him to worry that if he were,
in fact, peeing blood, he wouldn’t notice it disguised within the brilliant sunset hues of his
toilet bowl. As a result, he was in a constant, agonizing quandary over whether or not he
should really be eating more beets or less beets.
A fourth cupboard was full of Campbell’s soup, sorted into rows by type: chicken noodle,
cream of chicken, cream of mushroom, cream of celery, and tomato. Each time Wade

opened this cupboard to expose the geometrically-configured, red-and-white tubes of
stacked soup cans, there was a temporarily stunning effect reminiscent of an Andy Warhol
soup can exhibit, as seen through the multifaceted prism of a fly’s eye. A final cupboard
was bricked in with large, blue boxes of Rice Crispies. As Wade opened and closed the
cabinet doors four times apiece (swinging the door open wide after the fourth closing click
to peer into the recesses of each cupboard, even though he already knew exactly what was
inside) he spent countless minutes delaying brunch by waffling back and forth over the
extremely fraught decision of whether or not he’d be eating any beets.
Finally, with either a bowl of beets, or perhaps a bowl of softly sputtering cereal in
hand, Wade rewarded himself for his efforts by sitting down in the black leather office chair
planted squarely in front of the goldfish aquarium. There, he watched the goldfish swim while
he ate. Hypnotized by the propeller-like finning and supple turning of the goldfish, Wade
eventually began to relax. Finishing his brunch and setting his empty bowl down on the floor,
he would then eventually turn his attention toward the stack of handwritten scores on the T.V.
tray he kept next to the chair. Having successfully jumped through the rigorous and
unrelenting hoops of his morning routines, Wade could finally allow himself the luxury of
focusing on what, aside from the goldfish, truly mattered to him--composing music.
Once he began working, it never took long for Wade to find himself drawn into the
complexities of voicing, instrumentation, melody, harmony, and form. Wade’s hand
confidently sketched in the staves and key signatures as he scored the composition measure
by measure--first listening to the music in his own head, then transcribing it down onto the
staff paper. He initially worked in a type of shorthand to tease out the broad gestures of a
piece--capturing the general shape, texture, melodic and harmonic structures at first, then
going back later on to fill in the specific details of notation, scoring, and instrumentation.
Periodically, he might scoot his chair--a black leather office chair with rolling metal
casters--over to the upright piano, which, in combination with the aquarium, was the only
other significant piece of furniture in his living room. He would use the piano to play back
what he’d written so he could listen and make small adjustments--experimenting with certain
gestures and sounds prior to actually notating them down onto the score. He rarely needed
the piano for extended periods of time, however, and his preference was to keep the chair in
front of the aquarium where he could see the goldfish whenever he happened to glance up
from his work.
Consumed in this manner, Wade would frequently lose all track of time. So much so,
that he had a rather checkered history of simply working straight through the afternoon and
forgetting to meet his classes and student appointments. Consequently, Brenda, the
departmental secretary, had adopted the habit of calling Wade at home after she returned
from her lunch break to make sure that he did, in fact, manage to show up at the university.
Not that Wade ever actually answered his phone. The ringing, however, would break his
concentration--letting him know it was time to start thinking about coming into school.
*

*

*

On the particular day in question, however--the day of feeding the root of one of his

own hairs to the celestial goldfish--Wade was completely unable to proceed with the
remainder of his morning rituals, let alone do any composing. Instead, he paced the four
rooms of his apartment. He was so upset by his worry over Alban that he found it impossible
to settle down into any sort of concrete activity. Over and over again, he returned to peer into
the aquarium, searching for any sign of strange behavior or illness. And then, when the
anxiety became too much, he wandered back into the bathroom where he pulled out more of
his hairs with the tweezers. He did this so frantically that over the course of the morning, his
bathroom sink became completely littered with short black hairs and the white porcelain
basin looked, from a distance, as if it had been crazed with hairline fractures and cracks.
When the phone rang, Wade jumped, startled, and his heart started pounding. He
realized that it was Brenda, the departmental secretary, and that it was almost time for him to
go into school. He realized that he was still standing around in his apartment clad only in the
worn yellow towel he’d wrapped around his waist earlier that morning with the prior intent of
taking a shower. He realized that meeting with his students was totally out of the question. A
complete impossibility. And so he called Brenda back on the telephone and asked her to
cancel his afternoon classes and student appointments.
“Are you sure?” Brenda asked. “You’ve missed a lot of classes, Wade. The students are
starting to complain.”
Brenda and Wade had dated for awhile shortly after Wade came to the department as a
new faculty member. In the end, Brenda became fed up with Wade and had broken up with
him when, even after almost two full years of diligent, once-a-week dating, he still refused to
let her inside his apartment. Although it had been almost three years since the breakup, she
still found it difficult to relinquish the protective role she’d taken on during the course of their
relationship.
“Bren. No, Bren. Listen to me. You have to cancel my classes. There’s been an
emergency.” Wade attempted to make his point through speaking in italics.
“Oh, my God. Wade, what’s wrong? Are you all right?”
“No, I’m not. I’m very upset.”
“What happened?”
“I’m not sure I really want to talk about it right now,” Wade said.
“Was there an accident?” Brenda pressed him. “A death in the family?”
“Yes. An accident. If anyone starts nosing around and asking questions, you tell them
there was an accident.” Wade could hear the sound of multiple phone lines on Brenda’s
phone ringing urgently in the background. “Don’t you have to get that?” he asked.
“Wade, never mind about the phone. Tell me about the accident.” Brenda spoke more
slowly than usual, and over-enunciated, as if she assumed he’d been addled by concussion.
“Are you injured? Do you need me to take you to the hospital?”
“It wasn’t that kind of an accident.” Wade lowered his voice and whispered into the
receiver, even though there was nobody around to eavesdrop on his conversation. “There was
an accident with the goldfish.”
“Jesus Christ, Wade!” Brenda sounded annoyed. “I can’t believe I still fall for this type
of thing with you. I thought there was an actual emergency!”
“There is,” Wade said plaintively. “Which is why I need you to do something for me. I

need you to get on the computer and Ask Jeeves whether or not goldfish can safely digest
human hair.”
“Wade,” Brenda said firmly. “I’m going to cancel your classes and appointments for
you because it’s my job. But other than that, I don’t have time for this. I have work to do.”
“Molybdenum!” Wade blurted out.
“Oh, Wade,” Brenda sighed. She sounded sad, but hung up the phone on him anyway.
Wade spent the remainder of the afternoon calling up the offices of local veterinarians,
one by one, in an attempt to get a better handle on Alban’s prognosis. Some of the
receptionists thought he was joking and refused to offer him serious assistance, while others
put him on hold so they could confer with the veterinarians. Despite the ticking by of
numerous, anxious minutes, none of the receptionists returned to the phone with any
concrete or useful advice to offer Wade. At best, they told Wade to keep an eye on Alban and
hope that he would “pass the hair.”
Wade continued on in this manner--losing himself for half hours at a time in between
phone calls by standing in front of his bathroom mirror and tweezing out more hair--until
5:00 arrived, and all the veterinarians closed their offices for the day. By that time, Wade’s
stomach was churning with acid from a combination of hunger and panic, and he thought he
could feel his prostate swelling like the ripe, tumescent flesh of a tomato. His day had been
completely and utterly derailed.
*

*

*

Had it been a more typical day--a day less marred by personal catastrophe--Wade
would have clipped on a bow tie (in emulation of the great pianist, Vladimir Horowitz),
donned a close-fitting blue fleece ski cap (to cover up the thin patches on his head where he’d
pulled out too much hair), slipped his arms through the straps of a worn, forest green
JanSport backpack (the same backpack he’d been using since he was an undergraduate piano
performance student at Julliard), and reluctantly made his way toward campus after receiving
Brenda’s phone call reminder. Being at the university and having to be around other people
was stressful and exhausting for Wade, and so he stayed away from the music school as much
as humanly possible--preferring, instead, to compose, review student compositions, and grade
theory homework in the safe nest of his apartment, rather than at the office.
In fact, what Wade thought of as “the office” wasn’t, in fact, his actual office on campus,
but rather a run-down Waffle House located about two blocks away from the music school.
Wade held all his office hours at the Waffle House, and whenever he could get away with it, he
insisted that his individual composition students meet for their lessons there as well. There
was a rounded, back-corner booth that he favored--the harvest gold vinyl of the seats was
cracked and duct-taped from age and use, and he’d memorized the pattern of chips and dings
that pockmarked the surface of the formica tabletop. White-haired waitresses wearing gold
polyester uniforms with frilly brown aprons, chunky brown shoes, and rubbery support hose
steadily refueled his cup of coffee over and over again. During his office hours, which almost
nobody ever actually came to, and in between sessions with individual students, Wade either
graded theory homework, reviewed and commented on student pieces, or worked with fierce

and steady determination on one of his own compositions. By the time he left the Waffle
House his heart was pounding, his ears were ringing, and he was tuned up hard and shrill and
tight as the E-string on a violin.
He was aware that his chronic avoidance of the university had led to the posting of a
campus map on the main bulletin board outside Brenda’s office. As a departmental joke,
music school faculty, staff, and students gleefully inserted colored pushpins into this map to
mark the precise location of a “sighting,” should someone actually spot Wade setting foot on
the campus proper. Once in awhile, Wade felt perversely flattered by this attention--as if he
were a rare ornithological specimen whose appearance was being catalogued with
appreciation by avid bird watchers. Most of the time, though, it just made him feel paranoid.
As retribution, he refused to attend departmental meetings and social events, and sometimes
he would sneak back into the music building late at night when it was empty to confiscate all
of the pushpins. Taking them back to his own office, he would meticulously push them into
neat rows, sorted by color, in the otherwise empty corkboard located above his desk.
Wade was also aware that music school students, particularly undergraduates,
entertained themselves by doing cartoonish impressions of some of his behaviors and tics.
For example, having received his doctorate in composition at the famed Eastman School of
Music, Wade felt inexplicably compelled to ostentatiously cross himself every time he
mentioned his alma mater--a situation that wasn’t helped by the fact that he compulsively
spackled many of his conversations with incessant references to “Eastman School of Music”
(insert sign of the cross). It had all started out as a bit of a joke, really, after Wade received his
Ph.D. But the gesture ended up taking on its own life--becoming a habit that required
constant repetition--an activity as necessary as breathing, over which he ultimately had no
volition or control.
Similarly, Wade’s habit of becoming hopelessly fixated on a random, given word for
weeks or months at a time also made him an irresistible target for additional mockery. When
Wade became tractor-beamed onto one of these words, he experienced uncontrollable urges
to blurt out the word, with no surrounding context whatsoever, in the middle of
conversations, lessons, or even when he was teaching a class--particularly if he was feeling
uneasy or awkward, which was, truthfully, most of the time. Wade was currently obsessed, for
example, with the word “molybdenum.” He tried to ignore it, but could regularly feel it
simmering away deep within the base of his belly, building up speed and power as it worked
its way up through his diaphragm and chest, forming a painful, ever-expanding balloon in his
throat until he finally allowed the word to shove its way out of his mouth. It felt like a gigantic
belch. It occurred to him that this was how the goldfish must feel when they burped out
silvery, plosive streams of bubbles.
“Molybdenum!” he’d blurt, and his colleagues would politely ignore him, while the
students might glance at each other with raised eyebrows, frequently making half-hearted
attempts to stifle their knowing smiles or soft snickering. Before “molybdenum,” the word of
choice had been “squeegee.” The dictatorship of squeegee had come to an abrupt end,
however, when Wade was leaving the music school late one night following a push-pin
confiscation session and heard the word, “Squeegee!” bellowed from the students’ smoking
lounge, followed by peals of hysterical laughter. Horrified, he’d changed directions and

tiptoed out of the building via a different exit. For almost a week after that, Wade had been a
mortified, albeit deliciously blank, slate. It wasn’t long, though, before “molybdenum” had
inextricably insinuated itself into Wade’s consciousness in lieu of “squeegee,” and he was back
to his old tricks (or tics) again.
Given Wade’s host of eccentric behaviors, as well as the frequent student complaints
resulting from his twitchiness and unavailability, his tenure had been a difficult one, to say the
least. In the end, though, his obvious gifts as a composer, along with the prestigious honors
and awards garnishing his curriculum vitae, had clearly made him much too valuable a name
for the department to lose. Since the time of his initial hire, Wade had received an NEA grant,
as well as numerous other smaller grants and fellowships. His music had been performed by
major symphony orchestras and recorded on well-known labels. Plus, in an unprecedented
double-header sweep serendipitously occurring the year before his bid for tenure, he’d
managed to win not only the Barlow Competition, but also the International George Enescu
Competition as well.
It certainly hadn’t hurt, either, that a handful of devoted graduate students in
composition had written incandescently glowing, swearing-that-he-walked-on-water letters of
support for Wade’s tenure file. Because there were, in fact, those students who adored Wade
unconditionally, despite his strange habits and mannerisms. These students emulated his
skills as a composer and had benefited enormously from his minute and rigorous feedback on
their compositions. None of these students ever considered it an annoyance or hardship to
walk two blocks off campus to the Waffle House to meet with Wade for their composition
lessons. In fact, in their eyes, Wade’s quirkiness seemed to take on a certain Glenn Gouldesque, geeky-chic, mad-genius sort of charm. Some of them even went so far as to adopt
aspects of Wade’s sartorial style, such as the omnipresent bow tie, head-hugging fleece cap, or
nylon JanSport backpack.
*

*

*

Always drained and disconcerted by a day at school, by the sheer effort of having to be
around other people, Wade inevitably came home more than a little freaked out by a heady
combination of social horror and too much caffeine. On a typical evening, Wade returned to
his apartment where, with an overwhelming sense of relief and gratitude, he would
immediately change out of his school clothes into sweat pants and a t-shirt, feed the goldfish
again, and take out a box of Duncan Hines Moist Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix from the
kitchen cupboard--making sure to open and shut all the cabinet doors in the kitchen four
times before finally pulling out the cake mix. He’d locate a spoon from the silverware drawer,
open the top of the cake mix box, and cut off one large corner of the inner plastic lining. Then
he’d slump down into the leather office chair in front of the aquarium and eat the cake mix
with the spoon. The raw cake mix would stick in tangy, orange-flavored clumps to the roof of
his mouth like drywall plaster, and he’d patiently work each spoonful around in his mouth
until he’d generated enough saliva to gradually change the texture into more of a smooth,
creamy, batter-like consistency.
He understood, intellectually, that orange cake mix was not a major food group--that,

in point of fact, it wasn’t even an appropriate food choice--but it was the only thing he ever
wanted to eat at night. Systematically spooning the sweet, floured spoonfuls of cake mix into
his mouth was one of the small things he genuinely looked forward to on a day-to-day basis.
He’d tried, in fact, on several occasions, to go cold turkey and eat something else for dinner,
something less embarrassing, but each time he’d attempted to enforce this rehab attempt
he’d ended up feeling so miserable, so depressed, and so bereft that he’d gone back to eating
orange cake mix again within a matter of days.
He viewed this need for orange cake mix as a shameful addiction, and constantly
worried that one of his colleagues or students would eventually discover that he was a closet
Duncan Hines Moist Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix junkie. He dealt with this fear by
doing his grocery shopping in the middle of the night, although he was still fine-tuning his
strategies for preventing detection. Sometimes he drove to many different supermarkets all
across town, where he’d purchase only a couple boxes of Duncan Hines Moist Deluxe Orange
Supreme Cake Mix at a time, so as to not attract any extra suspicion. He found this to be a
tedious and time-consuming process, however, so at other times, he’d drive to one or two
supermarkets, and simply buy out their entire stock of Duncan Hines Moist Deluxe Orange
Supreme Cake Mix all at once.
This second method was, of course, much more risky and nerve-wracking. It entailed
having to roll a grocery cart laden with an incriminating overflow of red and white Duncan
Hines boxes up to the checkout counter. There, he’d have to somehow find a way of discreetly
loading them onto the conveyer belt without drawing too much attention to himself. After
which, Wade would be forced to stand by anxiously, sweating and fidgeting, while a nightshift cashier, usually a little bit stoned, rang up box after box after box of Duncan Hines Moist
Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix--occasionally sending Wade into a full-blown panic by
making innocuous comments on the purchase such as, “Dude, that’s a whole buttload of cake
mix you’ve got there.”
In addition to being touchy about the logistics of purchasing the Duncan Hines Moist
Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix, Wade also went to elaborate lengths to disguise the
disposal of the empty Duncan Hines boxes. Like an alcoholic who was desperate to avoid
being caught with the noisily damning clink and clank of garbage bags filled with empty
bottles, Wade made sure to flatten down the empty cake mix boxes, then placed them in a
specially-designated garbage bag that was a different color, brand, and size from the type
he used for his everyday trash. He even made sure to use a different style and type of
twist-tie. This way, he figured, should anyone decide to go snooping through his trash,
they wouldn’t discover even so much as his name on a stray piece of junk mail in the same
bag as the empty cake mix boxes. He’d hide this garbage bag in one of his closets, and
when it became full, he’d wait until the middle of the night, then dump it in some random
stranger’s trashbin located several alleyways away from his own apartment.
*

*

*

On this particular evening, though, on the day of having fed the celestial goldfish one of
his own hair roots, Wade couldn’t find any pleasure or consolation even in Duncan Hines
Moist Deluxe Orange Supreme Cake Mix. His stomach was gnawing and grumbling from not
having eaten all day. He felt hollow and diminished. He wondered, dully, if Alban was going
to die. There was a tight hard knot in his chest, and he protectively clenched his body around
it, even though he was physically and emotionally depleted from all the clenching. At the
same time, he worried that if he unclenched even a little bit, the knot would begin to spin out
of control, like a berserk gyroscope, and that he would simply come unraveled.
Desperate, he thought about calling Brenda, only he realized that he didn’t have her
home phone number. When they were dating, she’d always been the one who’d called him.
He looked for her number in the phonebook, but it wasn’t there, and when he called city
information, they told him that her number was unlisted. Wade decided to try calling campus
information to see if they had her number on file somewhere.
“University switchboard,” the operator answered. “How can I help you?”
The operator sounded way too perky, like Judy the Time-Life Operator, and Wade
suddenly became intensely self conscious. He almost hung up. But instead, he cleared his
throat, then--trying to sound as official as possible--said, “This is Professor Blankenship from
the Music School. I need the number for Brenda Peterson. It’s an emergency.”
“Dr. Blankenship?” The telephone operator sounded momentarily startled, as if she
recognized his name. But then she reverted back to telephone operator-ese. “Do you need me
to connect you to the campus police, sir?” she asked briskly.
“Why on earth would you do a thing like that?” Wade was momentarily nonplussed. He
definitely did not want the police involved!
“I was just checking. You mentioned there was an emergency.”
“It’s not that kind of an emergency.”
“Oh. Okay.”
Wade heard the telephone operator tapping away on her computer keyboard in the
background.
“Is that Peterson with an e-n or an o-n?” she asked.
“O-n,” he said. “I think.”
There was some more clicking on the other end of the line. “I’m afraid we seem to have
a lot of Brenda Petersons listed here,” the operator said. “Can you give me a little bit more
information to go on?” she asked. “For example, is she faculty, student, or staff?”
“Staff,” he said. “She’s employed as secretary to the music department. And I need to
speak to her right away.”
“Oh . . . you mean Brenda.” This time, there was no mistaking the recognition in the
telephone operator’s voice.
“You know Brenda?” Wade asked suspiciously.
“I do, actually,” the telephone operator said. “From the CWA union. Well . . . ,” the
operator hesitated for a moment before coming clean. “That, and I used to be a doctoral
candidate in piano performance. Until I dropped out, that is.”
“Does that mean you know who I am?” Wade suddenly felt exposed, vulnerable--like a

mollusk out of its shell.
“You’re that very strange composer who keeps winning prizes,” the operator said
matter-of-factly. “At least you were winning prizes before I left the school. Are you still
winning prizes?”
“A few,” he said. “What makes you say I’m strange?”
“Let’s just say I have a vague hunch about these things.”
“Did you ever put a push-pin in the map?” Wade suddenly demanded.
The line went quiet for a moment. “Yes, I did,” she said. “I’m sorry. That thing with
the map . . . I guess it was kind of rude. I’m sure it never occurred to anyone that you might
actually know about it.”
“You’re not the one who started it, are you?”
“No,” she laughed. “It wasn’t me. Actually, the rumor I heard was that it was Horst.”
Wade thought of his colleague, Horst: his fussy little goatee, how he laughed with his
mouth wide open so that Wade could see his uvula wriggling like a spastic pink worm, and the
way he was always slapping Wade too heartily on the back with his large, meaty hands--which
Wade hated because he didn’t particularly like to be touched. “Molybdenum!” he blurted out.
“I’m sorry?”
“Nothing.”
“All right. So here’s the thing,” the telephone operator told him, “I can obviously give
you Brenda’s number, which, as I’m sure you already know, is the main number to the music
department. But as I’m also sure you know, the office isn’t open right now and Brenda’s not
going to be there until tomorrow morning.”
“That’s why I need her home phone number.”
“I’m sorry. We don’t carry listings for off-campus numbers. You need to call city
information.”
“I already tried that. They said she’s unlisted.”
“Yeah. Probably to keep professors like you from calling her at home in the middle of
the night.”
Wade couldn’t tell if the operator was serious or making fun of him. “I’m not calling
because I need her to Xerox something.” He tried to keep from sounding overly defensive.
“Besides, we used to date for awhile,” he added.
“And you don’t have her home phone number?”
“No.”
“I see.”
“You really don’t have the home phone numbers for staff members? You know, for
emergencies?” Wade persisted.
“No, I’m sorry. We don’t.”
Wade sighed, frustrated. “Listen . . . what’s your name?”
“Olivia.”
“Olivia, do you think you could Ask Jeeves something for me?”
“Excuse me?”
“You have a computer there, right? I don’t know how it works, exactly. I don’t like

computers. But I heard some of my students talking about it once. They Ask Jeeves questions
on the computer and get answers.”
“Oh, right . . . Ask Jeeves. What do you need to know? I’ll Google it for you.”
“You’ll what it?”
“I’ll run a search on the Google search engine. What am I looking for?”
Wade hesitated. He wasn’t the type of person who liked to reveal anything about
himself to another person unless he absolutely had to. It just wasn’t like him. In fact, this
entire phone conversation with the telephone operator had been completely out of character
for him. “It’s confidential,” he told her. He tried to imagine that he was talking to Brenda, but
since he’d never really been able to open up to Brenda even when they were dating, it didn’t
particularly help. “No, this isn’t going to work. I don’t think I know you well enough to
discuss this with you.”
“You don’t know me at all. That should actually make it easier.”
Wade thought she might have a point. He sighed. He thought about Alban and
plunged forward. “Sometimes my hair is, well . . . it’s suspect. It looks strange, or it feels like
it’s poking me in the head, you know?”
“No, I don’t know,” Olivia said. “But go on.”
“Well, it’s suspect. And so sometimes I have to . . . molybdenum!”
“I’m sorry?”
“Sometimes I have to pull the suspect hairs out with tweezers.”
“Your hair? On your head? With tweezers?”
“Yes.”
“Is that why you always wear the hat?”
“Yes.”
“Doesn’t it hurt?”
“Not really. But that’s not the important thing. The important thing is that one of my
goldfish accidentally ate the root of one of my hairs and I want to know if he’s going to be all
right.”
“Did you call a veterinarian?”
“Yes. But they all told me to keep an eye on the goldfish and wait for it to pass.”
“Um . . . wow. Okay. Hang on for a second and let me see what I can come up with,”
said Olivia.
Wade paced with the phone while Olivia attempted to find some answers for him on
the computer. He listened to the faint clicking in the background as she typed on the
computer keyboard.
“I can’t find anything about whether or not goldfish can digest human hair,” she said,
eventually breaking the silence. “But listen to this. It’s kind of weird. Apparently, humans
can’t digest their own hair. In fact, people who’ve eaten too much of their own hair sometimes
develop an intestinal blockage, and they have to undergo hairball removal surgery.”
Wade said he didn’t like the sound of that.
Olivia then made him write down a 1-800 number, telling him that it was the phone
number for the Trichotillomania Hotline.

“The what line?” Wade asked.
“The Trichotillomania Hotline,” Olivia repeated. “I Googled ‘hair pulling’ and it pulled
up numerous websites for trichotillomania. I thought they might be able to offer you some, I
don’t know . . . support, I guess?”
Wade froze. He felt his entire body flush with an intensity that was almost painful, and
his heart began beating rapidly. Wade wondered if he was having a panic attack. Quietly and
surreptitiously, he gently lowered the phone receiver back into its cradle and hung up on the
switchboard operator. Then, as an afterthought, he reached over and deftly yanked the phone
cord out of the phone jack.
*

*

*

Several excruciating hours later, though, Wade changed his mind and plugged the
phone back in so that he could dial the number for the Trichotillomania Hotline.
“Trichotillomania Hotline,” the hotline volunteer answered. “You’re not alone.”
But when Wade stutteringly asked if a celestial goldfish could digest human hair, the
hotline volunteer thought Wade was making a prank phone call and hung up on him--after
curtly informing Wade that trichotillomania was a serious disorder and no laughing matter.
Defeated, Wade kicked his leather chair off to the side of the room and, still clutching
the phone, lay down on the floor in front of the aquarium and assumed the fetal position. The
overhead fluorescent hood in the aquarium was the only source of light in Wade’s darkened
apartment, and in the cool, bluish glow, the shadows of the fish smoothly glided back and
forth across the hardwood floor and over Wade’s prone body. For some reason, the motion of
the swimming goldfish shadows made Wade think of the colored lines used in lieu of notation
to shape the vocal melody of John Cage’s 1958 composition, Aria.
Wade stretched out a hand to touch the shadow of a bulging-eyed head--Alban’s head-as it skimmed a plank on the floor in front of him. He wondered if that motion--that leisurely,
rhythmic, circular phrasing--was the music goldfish made. He imagined a piercing, fluted,
solo voice. A boy soprano. He imagined the gentle, liquid unfurling of this voice, aleatoric
and atonal, drifting in a solitary cycle across a score. The shadow of a tail softly brushed his
face. He wondered about other people, in other apartments--eating Doritos and watching the
QVC shopping channel, flossing their bleeding gums, washing dishes and taking out trash,
trying to get their kids to go to bed. He wondered how long he’d be like this, on the floor,
touching shadows. He wondered if he ever had any other choice than to be this much alone.

Boris Karloff is like a God to Me
Vincent M. Basso
Late night public access, and the electric dead have come
through the punctured squall of signal, as it downs to spectrumed barcode.
I can’t sleep.
Patrol flare slaps the window, then sinks from the block, the next, then gone.
Something happens to my heartbeat.
Something scratches at the walls.
The actor suspects he can’t go on.
It’s 1931, and something’s in the wind.
Missive of smoke from the ashtray. Los Angeles
burning bright.
Lawrence fires up his cyclotron.
The Empire State Building rises to lord above Midtown.
The Scottsboro Boys are arrested and tried and convicted in Alabama.
It’s just a story. Some foul truth you’re trying to get at!
Well, I didn’t believe it then—I don’t believe it now!
[Spits. Storms into his trailer.]
Edgar Casey once predicted California would fall
into the sea.
The dead return from the broadcasts of his youth.
Gassings at Ypres, Flesquières. Air raid at Yarmouth.
Sunday, it’s on the radio, I am the Resurrection and the Life.
He who believes in Me…
The dead reel at the spectacle of it.
Great laughter—guffaws from the Café Bohème.
Such politics! The ragged beasts demanding fascism, war!
The antiseptic garden. The corpse parts embalmed in jars.
A dungeon humming with light.
The make-up girl with the blush red lips whispers, Virility, as she oils,
then talcs his face.
The director with his riding crop and bullhorn shouts,
Immortality is a monster! Now get on stage! Lights! Camera!
The Thames crawls steadily on its knees.
He fingers the worn cloth cover. Thinks, California would be perfect
this time of year. The sun. The starlets. The sea.
The stone rolls free.
Imagines it not the Mojave, nor fictive Giza,
but the earth of Bethany
dank and sweet as the bowel of a god, where the roots have broken free

from the cavern walls, and worked themselves into a sort of fervor.
Imhotep, waking to the maze.
It’s all he’ll talk about for days.
The earth of Bethany, a salt dried deep in the brain—he could taste it.
Urine and sweat of the body diffuse, even there, in the dining hall, where a bird
that must have gotten in through an open window, or an air duct,
lit from the rafters—glided
above the nattering gossip, the clatter of spoons,
collective antiphon
of each mouth formed into an O.
Outside, the cockroaches tick, tick, tick from the stones.
Stars burn cold. Winter,
come free from the bone—
It’s 1931, and something’s under the skin.
The dead lay prostrate across Manchuria.
Rally near the Abyssinian frontier. While the trains of Aliyah tread
the earth of Bethany
where cast and crew gather in disbelief,
as the waxen light removes what was known of the prophet’s face.
Only a man,
struggling against the applause of thousands, of hundreds of thousands
packed into movie houses across America.
The actor suspects he can’t go on.
Late night public access—moans come softly from the room I enter—the light—I know
that no one can heal with surgery or analgesics,
your immaculate body of scars.
Oh, carbuncular sage, there are days I can’t remember
though I have dreams—desires.
My kind Monster,
promise me a future,
beyond this dread
survival,
and slow drag
back to life.

Small-Town Metropolitan
Travis Hedge Coke
Sam Royce was irritated by the tininess of the store. He was annoyed that the
proprietor, Anthony Cotton, would not turn away from a soldering job and look him in the
face while the business was conducted. It rubbed him wrong that the business was being
conducted every morning and they were nowhere nearer a conclusion. He hated to think
Cotton, of all people, might get away with cheating him.
"Cheating me, Cotton." He was irritated to tinnitus.
"It's too early in the morning to cheat you," said Cotton working a candy on his lip like
it was a cigarette and touching soldering gun to dismantled radio, tip to wire. "It's a toy car.
Sam, you come in here every morning, have for a week, and you want to buy that toy, so buy it.
Let's do something."
"This isn't something?" Sam wanted to be contentious; he did not have a plan for that
question.
"Buy the toy. Put the money on the table. Go see that fiancee of yours."
Sam did visit Joyce after leaving Cotton's store, but he did not make a purchase first.
Cotton was not driving the boat this time. Sam would not allow Cotton to set the price, to keep
the price so high. It was empty-handed that Sam walked from Cotton's to the diner, where the
Doctor stood before the door, holding it open for him. The Doctor's cane lay at an angle
against the railing out of reach, but she stood so it seemed she held the door erect as well as
open.
"Doctor Oshima," Sam said, nodding his head to her. He waited the last second before
entering, though, and his hands felt for his pockets but could only lay flat against his legs, bare
to the world. When he did step through, she gently spread salt across the doorway with a
casual hand, then let the door close.
She is trying to witch me, ruminated Sam before the door opened again and with cane,
the Doctor herself, came inside. He made a line for his intended by sixth sense, though maybe
it was a mix of her recognizable perfume and her personal scent and he only did not realize it.
Joyce was always findable for Sam. It had been so since the first week they knew one another,
and now that was so long ago, Sam would simply say it had been that way always.
"That friend of yours, Cotton, pricks my feet," he said to Joyce as he located her under a
Jim Croce song and in front of a slick rig for hashslinging. "He cheats me because of you, and
you and me."
Joyce dips her head so not even a hair on her touches the speaker above her, and kisses
her fiance on the hollow of his left cheek. "He isn't cheating you."
James could have said something about Joyce cheating on him. He could have said
something cruel about Cotton and fidelity. Kept his mouth shut on that, and turned to "Why
haven't you married me yet?"
The waitress James had never bothered to remember a name for hovered nearby, but
she was not in the conversation. Did she matter? To herself, maybe. Maybe, to someone else,
but this was Joyce and him, why was she even standing there?
"Why are you cooking in your own restaurant," he asked before she could get a
response in, "slaving over eggs and sausage when you own the place? Why aren't you at home
in bed instead of here working? What's it going to take for you to accept a new ring, sign the
papers, and take my name?"
The song on the speaker changed abruptly. Sam had to put a hand down on a wet
cutting board, put his arm between his fiancee and her waitress. His suit suddenly felt

awkward in the kitchen, between the heat and humidity, the strong lights, the steam of grease,
the smell of gristle. The knot of his necktie was on his throat. The french cuffs! Why wear
french cuffs with no intention to visit the paper today? If called on it, Sam would have no
defense, no explanation for anything not even his berating (lovingly, of course, always
lovingly) his fiancee. He was a country boy trying to measure up; no need for this.
"Sam, you know why I won't use your surname. And you know if you really want that
damned car, you would just pay what I am sure is a fair price, shake hands with Cotton and
get it over."
"Take my name!" He blurted it. Could not have been done dumber.
No silly doctor was witching Sam Royce. He went out the backdoor, checking for any
fine white along the exit. The heat was in his head, leaving that kitchen, so he cut across the
street and off the pavement into the woods. He could know the river nearby with at least three
senses, from smell through hearing it, and made his impromptu path in adherence to it but
never cleaving nearer.
Still early in the morning, white moon behind the leafless black limbs that stretch
highest. Sam takes to the wood like he was born to it and not raised in wheat fields and an
entire Main Street of mom and pop stores. Should not have said it. Sam knows what he should
and should have said, but he did as he did and out between the trees his head fills with Joyce
and Cotton, Joyce and that jackass Philo! God it was enough to make anyone sick. Felt like
hanging himself by increments, pulling the tie to get it off his neck, but he had to loose it.
Gaped for breath, mouth wide as he plunked through the wood one foot at a time.
It was going to get brighter and hotter and sunny (dammit) before long. Sam kept on
his walk. He hummed Boodah, Duke Ellington, to soothe himself and broke the ends off
branches he neared, deliberately. Cruelly Sam broke twigs, snapped branches, as the day
enforced its brightness and stability. A cresting stability.
Joyce was in the diner. She was slaughtering eggs with a spatula. Nobody was twotiming with goddammed Cotton. If he could believe that you could sell him big city bridges.
Sam would sooner lose scent of the river, walk in eyes open and be sucked to the Atlantic
before he could willingly blind himself to that degree. He wanted to spit but it rolled back
down his throat instead. Sam gagged and almost burped by it was not going to happen. His
own body would not allow him the peace of a belch. Not this deep, now surrounded by heavy
magnolias and dark rigid pines.
Was it such a stupid thing, for a grown man to enjoy replicas? Cheaper than genuine
cars and he probably had as much use out of the toy ones as collectors of normal cars did
theirs. Sam took his loosened his cufflinks and put them both in his right hand which he
clenched down to a fist with trembled-out knuckles. If he had only gone to work. The
newspaper would present something for him, even if he was only owner and ghoster of better
stories than he staff did. If only there had seemed a point to going in. But, he had to visit
Cotton's thrift shop. He had to walk in and look at the blue Mustang again, softly in his hands
not like the cufflinks he possibly bending he held them so tight. How Cotton got his hands on
things was a mystery for the ages, if the ages were generally bored and had already answered
much of everything else in life.
Sam Royce was the kind of man the neighbors tried to speak to and eventually asked,
"Are you some kind of socialist?" but he was a physical man by nature, came from physical
stock. His parents gesticulated in conversation, they raised their voices, they threw things
when happy and when not. What Sam had not learned in Barber County to repress behind
eyeglasses of virtually no prescription to speak of, unkempt hair, bad posture and letting his
words trail off, his time in Newport settled for him. His arms never went above his shoulders.
His eyes never went higher than his shoulders.

If little cars helped him keep that sedated, what was the harm? Why would Cotton
charge so much for a paint and metal if it were not to rile him up? To dig in about Joyce? Sam
was not going to go down that route again, imaginary sounds lively in his head. He stepped on
a snake.
The water moccasin kicked its back and tail up and a half second Sam felt worried with
his shoe on the head that the snake might lash up and break its neck. Neck and snake and
cottonmouth collided in his brain and after that half second he puked, steeled himself. He
very quickly leapt all his weight away from the serpent as far as he could get his other leg, and
then bounded five more broad steps before he broke into a run. This was a mild run (though
heartfelt) as he had to navigate all the trees, uneven ground, and other potential snakes. There
weren't any.
Sam unclenched his fist, dropped the ruined cufflinks into his pants pocket. He could
make a long loop through the trees and make it back to the diner timely enough he may not
have to apologize to Joyce before she had forgiven him.

“It can be important to channel to a particular end.”

4
Channel

Vantage Point
John Sibley Williams
Not a movement forward,
growth,
or being
one, alone,
or one of many
but in tilting the head
sideways
the slightest degree
that hideous vertigo
of a whole new language.

On I-66
Kimberly L. Becker
At Manassas the highway stained with blood
from where you hit the deer or seepage from
the Civil War (you didn’t hit the deer
but might have or perhaps you hit the person
whose bicycle—front wheel and severed frame
was one of three incongruous symbols
seen that day as you drove towards Roanoke,
the others being a group of three white horses
and a stone bridge to nowhere now--now here?)
And in your highway reach of mind you held
sadness swaddled like an infant, stillborn,
and said goodbye to every inch of it,
examined it like they say elephants
do their dead, exploring all the contours
in a ritual of grief, saying God be
with you or in Cherokee or German
until we meet again, knowing that you wouldn’t

The Darkness at Sweetwater
Kimberly L. Becker
Werk des Gesichts ist getan,
tue nun Herzwerk—Rilke
The cave was cool—there’s that—and the work of
not losing footing kept you from dwelling
too much—didn’t it?—on all the losses
and uncertainty waiting aboveground
You realized there was work yet to be done
underground and out of sight of your surface,
public life, where you had begun to lose
yourself (lost is not the same as hidden),
before you could come close to saying you were
finished. Life is not an allegory,
nor is this cave, where shadows are just shadows,
not Confederate soldiers mining saltpeter, bat guano, for gunpowder,
not Indians at council around a fire
These shadows have their own commentary
to make on what is cast from shape and light
You descend into this karstian landscape
through tunnels blasted and widened, bearing
some signage of previous explosion
and you can’t help but think of your lover
and that intent and focused exploration
that continued despite risk of collapse
and being buried under all that rubble
Patterns on the cavern’s ceiling created
from swirl of whirlpool’s flood, an artist’s touch,
a potter’s wheel of water in the clay of cave
(Under the right hands healing can be found
Under the wrong hands, only fear and pain)
At one point for everyone’s amusement,
the guide turned off all the guidepost lights
explaining you were now in total darkness
found only in some caves and ocean’s floor,
how in a matter of days you’d go blind,
as your retina searched for non-existent light
(Who hasn’t made that futile effort?
Gone near-blind from seeking what was never there)
Then latent fear began to rise like water:
fear of inheriting family blindness—
cataracts, glaucoma, already manifesting,
already blurring, already damaging
nerves worn thin as old cotton

You could sense discomfort among others,
children starting to whimper, thinking of
the giant Pleistocene jaguar whose bones
were found here after deadly plunge in dark
Adults also began to shift their feet,
opening up cell phones to mitigate the dark
with uselessly small light, but before that:
the weight of darkness also a comfort,
like that wool quilt you favor in winter
*
The last descent revealed the hidden lake
phosphorescent with limestone’s greenish cast
stocked rainbow trout the only prisoners here,
blind, well-fed, longer-lived in captivity
The lake testament to equilibrium—
how formation comes from seeking balance
between supposed opposites of light/dark
dry/wet, good/difficult (not evil)
It’s the same with secrets, formed from tension
of revelation and self-preservation,
thus preferring dark of non-disclosure
They are like lakes that glow in the dark,
self-contained, lustrous with promise, lost sea
of possibility, hidden from view,
not lost, just not as yet uncovered
What can be learned from their dark harboring?
Easy to cave in and stay in blatant dark,
but you continued to seek outlet, crawling
through tight passages, by light of helmet lamp,
fighting panic, choking on the dust
You were like a mole, blindly intuitive
in its velour and velvet assemblage
Remember how the cat killed one then
brought it inside, its mauve nose trailing blood?
You’d followed their progress from aboveground, but
this was different: mimicking their terrier
tunneling, private industry of earthwork,
moving only what was just ahead, no more
Memories ricocheted against cave wall
of your mind and memory lodged yet deeper
against all you tried so hard to forget
and all your body forgot on your behalf
(What happened? Does it matter? You are not
each other’s answer; there is only echo)
Sometimes words come back with as much impact
as when they first were thrown; your task is to
excavate what can be used and let
the rest decay, like the body of the jaguar
Old words are dust, are bones, are dated carbon

Even the blind can see false prophecy
Bones distill in cleaner form the message
body held when it lived and moved and breathed
At times you thought you might embrace it after all,
despite the consequence—total darkness—
that you’d just as soon stay underground
with its rare and flowering anthodites
cave flower/wall flower that you are or have been
What flowers in the dark that can withstand the day?
*
Still, there are some plants that struggle and straggle
to grow in paltry pools of artificial light,
spawned from spores carried in on hair or clothes
and released by ordinary movement
Things happen that way sometimes, by accident
then take sparse root and hold, defiant
You stayed inside this mountain as long as
you possibly could and on the ascent
back to surface you fought again to keep
your balance and not slip as you birthed yourself
out into the prodigal sun, blinding
bright, knowing that what we see is so
limited, that so much is kept from us,
even from those we love or who profess
to love us. Truth is withheld or ignored
so we can interact without fear of
being seen; we cultivate selective blindness
Instead, lives are illumined by dreams’ lake
where shadow selves vie for recognition
and urge us to cave deeper to see what
might be hidden or mistaken even
Throw a rock in every direction
You’ll hear a splash of water in return
The lake is vaster than what’s been discovered

FISHING HOLE GHOSTS
John Grey
This is the old fishing hole.
I don’t throw in a line
unless remembering is casting.
I’m looking for the old man.
A stranger with a face like mine
pointed me toward the graveyard.
I stood beside the tombstone,
amid dead flowers and dried-up tears,
didn’t catch a thing.
The lake’s a haven
for scattered fishermen.
Some are solitary,
silent, bewhiskered,
take up no more space
than their rear end
planted on the bank.
Three young bucks
share beer bottles and flies.
And there’s fathers with their sons,
passing on something
that will have to stand for everything.
I’ve been to the old house
but the new family have erased all evidence.
I’ve seen the precious Caddy in the junk yard,
its best parts long purloined.
The bar loads up with heavier drinkers.
The bench is weighed down by people living now.
But here, somewhere below the surface,
a lake trout doesn’t see that hook coming.
The bait is up for anything,
bobs in the water,
then it bobs in time.

PEELING
John Grey
The potato has its own eyes,
dry as a sermon.
It’s a cruel, hard, inviolate vegetable,
able to live in a burlap bag
with a hundred others of its kind.
As she peels its dull skin,
her fingers form a cold compromise
with the blade.
If the cut is slow and even,
it will leave her flesh alone.
And, if her eyes are to water,
they must do it on their own.
Her husband’s in the military.
In his world, potato peeling
is punishment.
She hasn’t seen enough of him lately
to appreciate the irony.
There’s no gruff sergeant standing over her
unless life itself is a gruff sergeant.
She looks up every now and then
but that’s not where the orders come from.
She much prefers onions.
They attack her eyes
from the first invasion of their skin.
Tears well up
and who’s to say where they’re coming from.
A potato is indifferent.
An onion sympathizes.

BROKEN HALVES
Elizabeth Seward
There are no professions
Left to spare
No paroxysm cradling
Any worthwhile weight to bear
No unsaid pivotal words
Not chafed by repetition
No steady legs to support
My tumbling suspicions
We are broken halves
We are broken whole
We are discordant
Awake without the lull
Of predictable those
Lapping
Waves

LOVELY AND INTOXICATING
Elizabeth Seward
Mean what you say
When it slips off your smooth tongue
When your quick lips quiver and
You tell me I am the one
Weigh down on, each protruding rib
With muscles, anchored, heavy
Study the lines multiplying on my face
I will stop to breathe you in.
I am drunk.
You are lovely.
And by that I mean, intoxicating.

Some Other Time
Norm Breyfogle
The future is now.
But, come some other time ...
it will still be now.
King Id
on my flaming hog
riding ‘til I die
I laugh up at God
spit right in his eye
on my flaming hog
with my buxom babe
packin’ forty-fives
I am not afraid
if I live or die
with my buxom babe
takin’ what I want
fuck society
I am on the hunt
my high times are free
takin’ what I want
dealin’ with the mess
fightin’ those I hate
I ain’t gonna stress
I ain’t gonna wait
dealin’ with the mess
when you fascists come
be prepared for pain
I ain’t just a bum
I am Anarchy
when you fascists come
when the fascists come
I’ll be anarchy!

Haikus
Norm Breyfogle
Ceilngs always fall.
Nothing supports forever.
Such is gravity.
Time, space, matter: one.
They knit a cloth without end,
an infinite plane.
On a razor's edge,
mankind’s most powerful eye
splits the atom.
Uncertainty waves.
I wave back at its kindness
in letting me live.
Mass and energy,
contained, then free, ever one,
spin out all our lives.
Sculpted neural nets
and symphonies of desires
motivate our forms.
Let us all have fun
living out alternate lives
in far-flung cosmos.
Unique and fragile,
in all the cosmos we see,
we may be alone.
Butterflies affect
cataclysms far away
in worlds yet unformed.
Chaos is order
that’s infinitely complex:
transcendent logic.
The world's a circle,
a sphere, or a spiraling,
tetrahedral ghost.

Photons are divine,
agelessly non-temporal,
infinitely now.
Quantum particles
–probability tricksters–
allow for all states.
Galaxies exist
in numbers we know equal
atoms in a bath.
The Mandelbrot heart
clearly mimics brain structure,
and math is brain-spawned!
Occam's Razor shouts
of devaluation of
imagination.
The past and future
grow in the present moment,
leaves on our branches.
The past and future
are both present in the now.
We're time travellers.
Time's an illusion,
one that the most enlightened
have not yet mastered.
Everything's real
in infinite dimensions
through infinite time.
The history clock
has moved so close to midnight,
I hear angel trumps.

Hellspout
Norm Breyfogle

atop my small mound of corpses
racked with guilt
nauseous from the fumes
sprawling and swooning over my bloodthirsty lifestyle
my eyes fall on the huge mass far in the distance
towering over its numerous foothills
hills far larger than my own tiny knoll of death
clustered in combined numbers and bulk
forming a gigantic and distant mountain of dying and rotting
plant
animal
human
flesh
gushing oil
apoplectic
I abandon my bloody bluff
while others atop nearby mounds gape at me
running barefoot and naked on the free grass
screaming
I feel grease squish between my toes
and notice the grass is dead
I almost step on a motherless brood of dying newborn puppies
or kittens
or squirrels
or seagulls
or cetaceans
cradled in my lap for comfort and warmth
they morph into human fetuses
all bearing the condemning eyes of God
completely innocent
completely horrified
utterly doomed
weeping and hiking
avoiding currents of crude
scaling bone cliffs
passing golden mansions wherein the death-dealers luxuriate
insulated from their own wastes
I climb to the mouth of the volcano
and in front of everyone

watching from their gilded cages
surrounded by taste and good breeding
and a remorseless black rain
I throw myself into the roiling oil
like some primitive sacrifice
or a fruitless protest
a flaming monk
a suffocating dolphin
an emaciated child
a crippled veteran
a crucified thief
any living thing
a maggot
long after I die
the fumes and slicks remain
poisoning and crippling and killing and damning

Long Distance Travel
Crisosto Apache
To kill a tick for the sake of disease is more interesting
than a miniscule creature resembling an eminent threat.
I drink the stream water and am less fearful of dysentery.
A breeze settles upon spruce and aspen, I wade.
Dead trees hinder, much like the way I sway
in this shift. With the constant flow of running water, I fade.
Hollow logs—dense trails—falling leaves—sifting sun
Sun veils passing clouds. The slick consistency
of water slides as I lift a handful of sand and compare the particles
to my life as it slips away and drifts far behind.
My fingers swell like satin, unable to sustain form,
like a wind upon my breath I lose myself again.
My vigor in walk, keeps me moving forward.
I watch the gaze travel in my eyes as I sit in my seat.
Silhouette wonders beyond my view as I continue,
unaware of my tribulation. I lean towards the crest
of mountains, wishing to be held high, like those jutting peaks.
The canyon gorge is like a row of rural land furrows
or the fibers inside my vascular refrain. I look to the time
when I extrapolate my moment of poise.
I drive south towards the absence of my affirmation.
The further I drive, the more malignant this feeling
of adoration consumes the years of ferment
and excitement, which I can’t seem to dissipate.
Distant scenery holds a distraction, like scattering night insects
scintillate in the diffidence of space between light. The anticipation
of waiting, beckons. It is more dangerous now than last night.
My chest saturates in every drop that pounds my windshield.
This distressing drive impels inside my diminutive carcass,
suggests the supple act of droplets prevail like the blind against
the blast of rain that dissolves in its wet structure.

In the reverb haze of recall, dragon flies resonate
and I think of granite, Ponderosa pines and water
splashing on rocks. The wipers still flick back and forth.
Staccato erases the congestion of wet spaces.
I drive fast and dangerously, contesting the dazzling question.
Is it an empty bed that you seek or my company that you savor?
I have not made up my mind.
The unnatural caress of membranes on my chest
diminish like salt to the cold collapse of vessel, I
a bed of solitary vacancy.
I will remain under the influence of writing verse.
I sense an aqueous presence but with each glance there
is absence. Years will pass and I still taste you in my mouth,
smell you on my skin. The odor is faint and musk.
The ghost still flows on my follicle’s edge. The rivulet apparition
still projects, always two steps behind. The wisp of skin
will remain as a stain upon my whispered refrain.
Tornado clouds—sage brushes—horses—accumulate
The clouds pass and reveal a time we both sat on a ledge
of a steep canyon. These memories are an elusive ray of sun
trying to reach my face.
One day I will not go through small towns as traveler
or a remnants of destination. A contempt onlooker
of districts, embankments and low hanging telephone wires.
70 mph—sudden stop—VW bug in a ditch—engine hum
On this evening the wind releases a soft draft
in a small unknown town in New Mexico. This belief
mimics the moment before the horse was hit and killed.
Like the burden shroud of any disease and a part from death,
I unknowingly kill those next to me.

San Francisco, California 1962 -for Evangelina
Crisosto Apache
She was a brave girl soul—
who was from an Indian reservation in New Mexico.
who never dreamt of leaving the lush green arms of her people.
who felt secure amongst the unscathed air, where gravel roads
led her heart and blood rush towards home.
She was a brave girl soul—
who played with her rabbits in the summer at her grandma’s house.
who spent time to visit with relatives.
who ran off to unusual places with cousins, like El Paso or Juarez, stranded.
who returned and greeted by a strap that scared horses.
She was a brave girl soul—
who went to San Francisco in the fall of ’62 with her aunt Birdie
and cousins Tweedy, Cucumber, Crow, Roderick and Norman.
who arrived in the calm of night and welcomed by a broad array
of smells and noises.
who was far away from the silence of trees.
She was a brave girl soul—
who lived among darker people than she, in a neighborhood in Berkley
where the city remained constant.
who made friends with black city block kids and sat beside them
on the public transit and in classrooms.
who blended into the same colors to feel safe.
who walked along the evening light as the winter mist pressed
on the apartment walls as James Brown echoed.
She was a brave girl soul—
who had seen the lanterns of China Town dangle.
who thought she had traveled to a different country.
who had spent Christmas without gifts that year.
who received a memory of a million speckled lights
which remained with her till old age.
She was a brave girl soul—
who walked the Golden Gate Bridge and, dazzled
by the incredible height and slight swing,
who took a ferry beneath the massive bridge and gasped
at the immensity of water that surrounded her,
who gazed upward and watched herself peer over the queasy edge.
who became entangled by the views of decorative nets
and swirl of gulls and pelicans.

She was a brave girl soul—
who rode the trolley which zigzagged through
the steep streets of the city.
who smiled at the cars that swiveled at the lines end.
who sang the tune to the San Francisco’s Treat.
She was a brave girl soul—
who returned early fall of ’63 to the safety of her mother’s little baby girl embrace.
who returned to the smell of wood stoves swarming though the solid valleys.
who returned to the beginning of life.
who returned when girls are transformed into women.
who returned a glimpse of folks living in San Francisco.
who returned to revisit her journey inward.
who returned to remember the times during that year.
who returned to remember the man killed in Dallas, Texas.
who said, “The fall of ‘63 was a sad time”.
She was a brave girl soul, whose memory remained with her till old age.

“Phantom power is not unintentional.”
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From a Mother
Holly Day
The insect that initially landed on
your shoulder is now in your ear.
It has begun to find its way to
your brain, and it is probably
too late to save you. This is why whenever
we go to the lake I always check
your hair, your back,
underneath your waistband, your socks. There are things
in the world that will kill you, simple
things, and it's my job to protect you.
Now don't you feel stupid for going
camping without me?

How Many Tour Guides Does It Take to Screw in a Light Bulb?
Eugenia Rainey
The night before New Year’s Eve I stood in an empty parking space on St. Peter Street
in the heart of New Orleans’ French Quarter. With me was a sixty-something, ex-cop, a fiftysomething, ex-comic, a few Star Trek geeks, and a guy whose claim to fame is inventing a light
bulb joke— aka my co-workers. We were chatting about our New Year’s Eve plans and
watching the line of people outside the voodoo shop getting longer and longer. The line isn’t
just over the holidays but every night. People aren’t there for spells or readings; they’re there
to hear about Julie, the frozen mistress on the rooftop, and tortured slaves in the attic at the
LaLaurie mansion. They’ve lined up for the ghost tour.
Up until a few months ago I never bothered to wonder why. Then I got a Facebook
message from an anthropologist at my alma mater. She was interviewing people in the
tourism industry and asked to talk to me. How flattering, I thought, and the chance to spend
some time with a professional anthropologist, something I hadn’t done since I was a student
of the subject.
“So if you were to put on your anthropologist’s hat, why would you say people take
ghost tours?” It wasn’t her first question, but it was the one that stumped me. Why do people
follow me and my co-workers around the Vieux Carre every night to hear strange stories:
sometimes gory, sometimes stomach-turning, sometimes completely mundane, but all of
them about “ghosts.” Some vague phenomena that some of them believe in, sure, others
consider possible, and others? Utter bullshit.
Why indeed?
About a week ago I asked someone on my tour what a ghost was, exactly. When she
started to grimace and stammer, I felt guilty. It’s a question I’ve been burning to ask one of my
tour participants, mostly those that poo poo the idea of ghosts, but I’ve been unable to phrase
the question without sounding pissy. This was a teenager and as we chatted she insisted to me
that she didn’t believe in ghosts, not really.
People ask me all the time-- women waiting in the bathroom, people walking close
enough behind me to catch my ear-- “So, do you believe in all this stuff?”—“Yep,” I reply.
Often it’s a skeptical guarded question, as if they expect me to confess that it’s all a sham. Of
course others are hoping to find a comfortable place to lay their own bizarre inexplicable
experiences. But since I hate to argue abstractions, let me clarify what I mean when I say,
“Yep, I believe in ghosts.” I think there are two types of people in the world: people in bodies
and people not in bodies. It isn’t that I don’t believe in some higher plane. I just don’t buy that
managing to die, or die having pledged your allegiance to a certain faith, gets you there. Time
and many lives will get you there that I can believe. Probably that explanation is still a bit
abstract, but clarity can be hard to come by when you’re talking about something you can’t
see, or have a two-sided conversation with.
But back to the original question, why do people take ghost tours? There are the
concrete answers, like what else does a family with young children do in the French Quarter
at night? Some people take ghost tours wherever they visit because they appreciate what a
ghost tour can be for everyone—believers, skeptics, and naysayers alike—it’s a chance to get to
know a town, get familiar with its history, the stories its people tell. For the town itself, ghost
tours are a chance to sustain and build a local identity, something hard to come by in urban
sprawl strip mall America. After all it doesn’t get much more local than the bodies fertilizing
the soil you walk on.
There are ghost tours everywhere now. I had no idea when I began the job, but over the

years I’ve gotten reviews of tours from Seattle to Edinburgh and everywhere in between. No
doubt shows like “Ghost Hunters” and “Paranormal State” feed the same audience, but why
the audience?
“I think it’s a way to connect,” I told her. Ghost tours are one small way to connect to
something beyond you. Sure, religion is meant to do that, but big institutional religions have
their own agendas: power structures to maintain, real estate, wars, politics, barriers. Ghost
tours are a way to have some connection without all of that in the way. And they’re something
that you don’t need to commit to. Two hours later you can decide to take it or leave it, and no
one will damn you, or make you any promises—except that there will always be more stories
to tell and Trekkers to tell them.

HORN GHOST
Liz Henry
Although the building is empty
chairs are up on the tables bone rib
and the dust waits for dance feet
to sweep it clean.
Packed up & gone ghosts.
The horn ghost
the car alarm
Once there was a fire
and clarinet and trumpet
and poets to put it out.
Hands nipped the string stalks
to feel the fat wheat
ready for harvest.
The saxophone torch.
Tongues grew delicate on the vine
tendrils into the marsh reed pipe fingers
while the air let the embers sit soft
in the deep strings
in the grate
in the star furnace
in this radiator right here
The windows were useless
for dreams
but now only dreams
come out from the wish smoke
& the people laughing in the loading zone
& the empty glass
& night sky
& toothpicks
left planted in this city gone to seed
and dreams are the only thing left

If you stand on the pavement
long enough
and look in the windows
at the reflections of headlights,
the night goose
will ghost its flock
over the vacant lot next door
& honk
& the car alarm
& distant fog of the train horn
on the way to the harbor
where scrap metal
is loaded onto conveyor belts
and gypsum comes back
where the cormorants have their yachts
and the echo of the honk
nests in the salt pond
where poison feeds music
with its boozed up dreams
Some things are impossible to have
because they are gone
in the mist of morning
but the demolition
is so slow
that waiting for it
is like hearing a bell
just before it rings

HARD USE
Liz Henry
Come time
when the sun
hot on the truck bed
might need
the box dust
brick dust tequila bottle
alleyway rattletrap
the rust loved out of the scratch sap
gold mud pollen crust
rattle up wood-stake spade and rake
shoot that agave smack to the gas can
radio: ay! cumbia!
pop into the dust groove
needle in the cinderblock
gas cap, hubcap, rope
loud hot in the truck bed
all might come handy

The Party and Afterward
Alex Becker
“Let’s go into the woods!”
The bonfire had gotten out of control.
The friends were drunk.
“Come on Julie! Follow us!” they yelled.
She stayed.
The group continued on, the fire shrank to a speck in the distance.
They came upon a shed in a clearing.
Screams could be heard.

JENNY FOR CIRCUS
Desiree Santos
Jenny, formally, describe your relationship with your father—
I am drowning, fuck, no – wait. FUCK. I feel like – I, I have drowned in my feelings for
him. I quit him, or like smoking I want, I'd like, to quit him. I'm so all over the place, I can't
think - THINK! - okay. Let me put it to you this way. He transferred an invisible disease to me
through my mother and I sit here, with you, quietly hosting this parasite. My father he, well
he, he burns, brighter than the sun and, that day, his face, laced with serenity said ‘my, my..
it’s a beautiful day to die.. isn’t it?’ This voice it, it lives with me. It cuts into me so deep, that I
suddenly know no language when I hear it. I get lightheaded and, everything becomes blurry
like in bad weather when you’re driving. In my head, there is always bad weather, a constant
static, an inability to see things clearly. Maybe it’s my eyes cause they’re his, same color. I
wanna fucking scream someone give me a new lens, a new pair of eyes, take these away. Man
(father is referred to as man, because he is the primary man, the very first man a little girl
grows into and the one from which all destruction/succession stems) possesses the woman I
would have become.
He holds her in his hands and it’s not that he wants to crush her, but like a flower, she
is so fragile and his hands are too big and rough, unable to be gentle. He thickens the air I
breathe I am the jester he is the King, and he is constantly, dismissing me. From birth his
demons his sins have been fighting me, they fight me and I can’t fight back, so I try with
nothing no weapons nothing. My hands, fuck, my hands tied, bound, in spite of what he has
done I am bound to him, maybe that’s why I cut I try to sever the invisible tie between us
make it go away, make it disappear decay divorce it from me but nothing is ever good enough.
Not even my cutting abilities. With this disease in me, I spread like wildfire, monsters make
monsters and so forth and I begin to travel through my world developing more monsters,

spreading his infection with these tools he gave me – he bred me for this I believe in this I
believe in this. I know man wants my love but that he cannot have, that he will never have, I
am closed up shut down I feel this way when involved in relationships because everyone is
him everywhere is him. I used to wear man’s clothes his cologne drive his car watch his T.V.,
waiting. Waiting for him to come back I split him in two you see man was two people to me, I
presented him to everyone in a circustry sort of way: LADIES AND GENTLEMEN! BOYS
AND GIRLS! We have two shows playing for you tonight: on the right, we have the ethereal
charismatic fulfiller of dreams and love and to your left, you can catch the abusive incestuous
alcoholic [please attend whichever applies to you most conveniently].
Thus in entertaining him, in acting as a mime, a fucking mime, to communicate to all of
my closest/dearest friends, and family, I used the only money I had left, to buy tickets to his
nightmare. That is exactly how I feel if I can pinpoint exactly when I started to feel this way
I'm not exactly sure if I can. Only this holds true: I have turned myself inside out for his
viewing pleasure, I have slept, outside of his door for years, I have trapped myself inside of my
undersized 15-year-old body – stopped the hands of time stared at a clock with no arms
waited for someone to fix me fell asleep by accident several times in front of his door, like a
bum, like a hobo awaiting some kind of revelation to emerge from behind a dumpster. I have
knocked, I have banged, I have scratched at his door to where my nails have bled, all in this
waiting process, like a patient I wait in his waiting room. He appears to me as a doctor, I am
waiting for him to come out and tell me if I will live or die, if the carcinoma that is him has
traveled so far into my liver or lungs or brain, where I can no longer function – and he has
stepped out in a white coat, the careless heartless man in the white coat, and said to me with
his stupid clipboard and stupid glasses and stupid fucking pen sticking out of his shirt pocket,
that I have x (x=0) amount of years to survive, to live. So I walk around the walking dead,
dead I am, falling off the edge into a downward spiral headfirst, feeling as though pain and

suffering are embedded in my chest, overflowing from my lips eyes mouth gushing blood,
blood love aren’t they the same? I can no longer tell the difference.

On Loving the Dead
Carter Meyer
It’s happening again.
The racing of my heart, the shaking of my hand; all these things that I had nearly forgotten.
The site of her lying there on the floor of the basement, her brown eyes wandering around the
room looking for something to catch her attention; her fingers grasping at the beige carpet,
deep in thought and beautiful.
Damn.
I take a drag of my cigarette in hopes that it will chase the memory away.
It doesn’t.
I rest my head in the crook of my arm and sigh. Damn.
Nothing helps.
But there’s something that keeps pulling me back. Those brown eyes of hers. The fact that she
doesn’t care. The fact that she’s been gone for years, and the fact that I’ll never see her again.
Damn.
I take another drag, and outside, it rains just a little bit harder.

