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Grumblings
by James B. Nicola

the grumblings of a disaffected crew

who sensed but could not put their fingers on
the pivot when the world stopped were toew
and not one poet noted that the dawn

so long unnoticed was now all but gone

Prompt: PostApocalyptic Theme



Chester A. Arthur is Prepared to Gnaw Off His Own Feet
by Kate LaDew

Prompt: If you've got an idea where you've either got too many people in space
too small, or not enough ple in a very big space, reverse the idea. Write the
same story, but put lots of people in a big space, or very few people in a very small

space.

An elevator had been planned for the use of President James Garfield's elderly mother, but after his

assassination, successor Chester Arthur installed an early hydraulic model in 1881, which required the removal

of a back stairway. As the elevator was relatively new technology, most did not trust it, especially Arthur.

Always aresourdedzf Yl y>X KS KFER | LI Iy F2NJ 2dzad Fo62dzi SOSNRGKA

Chester A. Arthur was more than a little sure people liked him. Numerous, numerous
LIS2 LX S o 2 KFGSOSN) ydzYSNRdza | RRSR (2 ykddy S NR dza
Arthur. These people no doubt thought about him and talked about him and remembered
things Arthur said so they could tell other people about what Arthur said. These people waited
for him and bought things for him and wished sincerely for Arthuredappy. And not just
because he was President of the United States. It was because they felt sincere affection
towards him. He knew it to be true. And all of this was very nice, all of this was splendid.

Arthur only wished some of the peopiaot al, but some- some of the people who were
ASydziySte F2yR 2F ! NIKdzZNJ FyR (GK2dzZAK0G 2F KAY &
these numerous, numerous people were on the elevator with him right now. Because Arthur
was more than a little sure they wenot. Not in the slightest.
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elevator. That was the thing of itf there was a thing, it was that. Having never claimed
thinking up the elevator, he could hardly bear the responsibility of its mistakes. And damn but
did it make mistakes. Big mistakes. Monstrous. On a scale of the worst mistakes ever, which
hadtoSEAa (> GKAA LI NIAOdz I NJ St SGIFG2N GKIG ! NI Kdz
mistake fell between drunk telegramming and the Great Chicago Fire. And Arthur was not
prone to exaggeration. Anyone who liked him, and there were numerous, knewrAvdginot
prone to exaggeration. All these people he was currently trapped with, there on some kind of
tour his sister insisted on having, all of whom most obviously thought of Arthur as the inventor
of the elevator, and not just the President of the WitStates, which was all he had ever
claimed, were likely to be under the impression he was prone to exaggeration. He was not.

Arthur and the people who liked him knew this.

So what, anyway. So what if he shrieked and immediately bashed thedatiewith the
palm of his hand after the elevator he did not invent stopped between two floors with an
SlidZAft AONAdzY &aKF{Ay3 062dzyO0So 2 KFEG 2F AGK ¢ KA
shriek when an elevator stopped where it was not meantwhen would you do your
shrieking?
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any, ever. Simplytepping onto an elevator and nodding at the attendant and declaring the
number of your desired floor and remembering as people do that this was not in fact the floor
you wished to be deposited on and smacking the attendant in the head so that he layg@rone
the floor--this was not now, not evera cause for the whole damn elevator to stop. It was a
mistake. A simple mistake that would not have registered on the scale of the worst mistakes
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not going to start eating feet. He had promised to himself throughout his life he would not eat
feet. Even if he found himself in a feet eating wmstance when eating feet was the logical
O2y Of dzaAz2zy G2 |y 200A2dzafteé o0l R RIFI&X KS ¢g2dz R
was something Arthur would not negotiate. Looking around at the dead, hungry eyes, the
dead, hungry eyes looking atshieet, Arthur wondered. Maybe God wanted him to eat feet.

Maybe this was a test to see how much Arthur valued life. What he would go through to keep
AlGo {2YS 1AYR 2F fSaazy KS 41 a YSryd G2 €SI N
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by almost everyone, especially those who thought feet were a good idea. There had to be a
better way. Maybe the same person who came up with the worst mistakasseade could
work on this. Could it really be a test God thought up? The Guy did have a lot of odd ideas.
Arthur knew that. But coaxing people to start gnawing on body pavtaybe God wanted him
G2 RASO al@oS GKIFGQa ipwolldendl KAagowind tiought! & @ ¢ KA
Arthur was young. Yourigh. Only fiftytwo. In fact, comparatively, he was the youngest
person on this death trap. With the most to live for. He was guessing on this, but no one else,
none of the dead, hungry eyésoking at his feet, seemed very accomplished. In fact, if Arthur
had ben asked to choose seven people he would most not like to get stuck in an elevator with,
at least six if not seven of the ravenous beasts would have made the list. Especiallyethat on
guy. Maybe God was using this elevator Arthur did not invent as a means to an end, but it sure
Fa KStf glayQid ! NIKdzZNRA SyRo® CKAA glayQd Ad
than upset that all of these people who had nothing to livevimuld blame their timely
misfortune on Arthur and his feet just because he smacked someone once. It was time for
action.
GL 'Y 0St2@0SR FY2y3 Ylyeées Ylye LIS2LS yR Al
because | did not invent the elevator! Mapgople love me and | never said | invented the
damn thing and | am not, no matter how much you beg me, going to eat your stupid feet and
GKSNBE Aa y2 gleé& Ay KStf @2dzOQNB 3IylFgAy3ad 2y YAY
The eyes of the people Arthur had never wishede on an elevator with stared at him with
a mix of shock and dismay before bouncing towards the elevator door as it was opened by the

N.



dazed attendant. Pausing a moment to situate pocketbooks and straighten ties, they filed out
in silent confusion, camuing the tour with trepidation.
Chester A. Arthur put a hand to his chest, breathing deeply. Those two minutes had been
the longest of his life. He guessed he might want to file these last moments away as a
reference for future elevator etiqueti® b2 @SftftAy3 lo2dzi D2RQ&a LJX |\
before the five minute mark.



Lunch Date
by Carrie Herzner

Thisis a 'scene' piece written from a prompt in my online writing class. Our instructor simply asked us to write
about a time when food andonitrol merged. | immediately found myself in a restaurant, with a man | wasn't
supposed to be having lunch with, talking about anal sex and eating chicken wings. | wasn't supposed to be having

lunch with him, because my husband thought we were having fair aPerhaps he was psychic.
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just as | do as he begins telling me this.
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sticky fingers and winks at me. For some reason, | want to lick every single drip from his
fingertips.
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Two Poems
by Mark DeCarteret

Prompt: Writea poemwritten without any words longer than 3 letters

etc

is the jaw of the ass
& the rib of the man

etc is the sky we hit up for air
& the sun we pin on it

etc is the god we sit up for on tv
& the pit we go to for our fix

etc is the car we eat out of
& the oil we buy so as we can go at it

etc is the war to be all one can be
& the you we can not see in any of us

etc is the day the pig has its say
& yes how | too am a put on etc

SiX

you had to go do it,
pig, ask how one sky can
do, one suHit seg one god?

so we had to say six
say it so low as to
be a fit of air... six ...



The Exclamation Point Shed
by Caroline Berg

t NEYLIGY ¢KS AyOfdRSR LKgG25 LI d:

| gazed over at the shed with the large, white exclamati@rkpainted on it. We stood
beside one another like two embarrassed strangers in an elevator. My eyes wandered over the
sweeping grayness of the courtyard. | scuffed my sneakers absentmindedly right and left on



the dusty brick surface. | drew a halfobe¢ with my right foot, hands in my pockets. | looked at
0KS R22NJ G2 Y& FTNARASYR [SaftAasSQa LINIYSylo b 2
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stiffens against the weight of my hand.
G¢KIFFQa/ %2 L YdzyYof So
| extract a bobby pin from my messy updo and begin fiddling inside the keyhole. Just
last week | had accidentally locked myself out of my apartment, so | was feeling pretty
confident about this breaking and entering business.
Screeeech!
| look over my shoulder to see Leslie skipping down the stoop.
G, 2dz aK2dzZ R 3S4G a2yYy$8S 2Af F2NJ GKI
Gall NAASY gKIFIGQNB @&2dz R2Ay3IKeé [ Saf
between her brows.
G2 KFEiQa GKA& SEOfé YU GMRLJ &K SN #- X G dzd roy2zike |
keyhole.
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Click!
GhKXZ &2dzd {Aff&@ SRAGENI 2y @2dzNJ NI YYI NJ KA
| replace the bobby pin in my hair and push the arthritic door open. | creep inside.
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through the door.
@[22 dgia~ S X1 S2yS I
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| pick my way through the little room, over loosened floor planks, empty Sacks and
a ratty blanket. | notice something protruding out of the opposing wall like a fuse box. | pull
the sleeve of my sweater up over my hand and pluck the metal window open. Unconsciously, |
hold my breath as | read,
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watch the seconds tick away like a time bomb from a James Bond film.

| take a moment to indulge my imagination, but then try to rationalize the situation. |
G6Stf YeaStT AdQa LINRolofte az2YS adNIy3aS I Ny
residents for their electric bills.
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| distance myself from the pack. My friends are all yelling at each other like a bunch of
aljdzh 61 Ay3s K2NX2ylf OKAO|ISYasz IyR L R2y Qi KI @
stare out at the lorizon beyond Marblehead Harbor. | wish on magic to teleport me to that
peaceful point.
| check my watch and notice the second hand is counting backward. | assume faulty
mechanics.
| look up at the afternoon sun. | notice it reverse its trajectorgt aome to shine at its
noontime apex.
¢ KIFGQa yIzhink ty @yNeélf ani stare at the sun.
Seconds later, | watch the sun ride its orbit clockwise across the sky, inching closer to
the horizon as quickly as my heart beats.
GDdz2ax¢é¢ L TONMSY Raddli (2K Sve@ I NB adAftf aljdzZ 66f A
One by one, they quit their chatter and look over at me.
G221 +d GKS adzyH¢ L atkeée FyR LRAYy(OH 2dzi 2@S
We all witness the sun descend into the horizon.

G2l & GKIG | aLJd | ath staring atkhdBpStywiereltha dua  |j dzA S Gt &
dropped.

In that instant, we all realiz& he sun just dropped into the ocean.

RUN!

My first few strides feel as heavy as racing through a trough of molasses. We only make
it a few feet before the infinity of sgce engulfs us in its black nothingness. | look down on
9INI KX G(GSya 2F GK2dzalyRa 2F YAfSa lgleéex |yR
SFNIKQa FdY2aLIKSNSE fA1S F aGd2yS (GKNRBgy Ayl?2

It then occurs to me:

hKZ aKAUO® LQY RSIRO®

- ax

a h ¢ Hxclaim, waking up to the thud of my body falling onto the floor.
| sit upright, gaze at my bed and think of the exclamation shed.
LO@S 320G .0G2 OFrtft [SafAs
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caled an emergency meeting at 5:30 to brainstorm a new motto for the-evetvingChina
Lifemagazine. With my hands hidden under the conference table, | text SOS messages to Leslie
for 60 distressful minutes until my boss mercifully calls the meetinghterad.

[ dZNRS . SA2Ay3aQa NUzAK K2dzNJ GNFIFFAOO® ¢ KSNB
chances on the subway, which takes me three attempts just to elbow my way onto a train. |
feel like one too many shrimp thrown into a harvesting tank.



Yards before the third stop at Dongsi Shitiao station where | plan to get off, the train
rumbles to a halt. | stare desperately at the black wall outside.
G FRASE YR 3ASyidfSYSys LI SIaS 6S LI GASYy(dz¢

over the inter@ Y @ G¢CKA&a Aa 2yfte | YAY2N) RStle&o h dzNJ
Two minutes pass and the same announcement is made. The peopl around me shift,
Y2@QAY3 YR NNYy3aIAy3d GKSYaSt @gSa AL Sl N S
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Again, the announcement. | look at my watch.
7:30!

| make it to the shed, out of breath, a half hour later. Leslie is holding a hammer in one
hand and a pair of scissors in the other.
G/ 2@ R 282dzNJ £ I yRE 2NR O2YS YSSG dzakKé L |&ajio
Leslie tells me she had called the landlord, who was surprised to hear about a timer in
the shed and confirmed no known use for the gadget.
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| dig out a flashlight from my backpack and shine it on the floor. My eye catches on a
blotchy brown banana peel sprawled out on the shed floor.
Was that there yesterday?
| scrape the peel aside withe sole of my boot and march over to the box on the wall. |
pry open the cover and see twentyne minutes and twentywo seconds remain on the clock.
| take the box in my hands and give it a yank. A sound emits, like a suction cup getting
rippedoffi Ay F2Af YR LQY lo06fS G2 ¢6A33tS (GKS 02E f
Gl dzK @ aledosS 6S 62yQiG ySSR | KFEYYSNI FFG4SN
me.
G, SFKX LINBGGe aK2RReé O2yaidNHzOGA2y>é¢ [SatAs
| give anothe tug and rip the box an inch off the wall so that it hangs with the support
of two wires, a red and a blue.
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| reach the scissors around the backside of the box, open the scissor blades, and wince
slightly as | pinch the blades firmly through the red wire.

The clock instantly shuts down.

G, SaHé [SatAS SEOfI AYaZ K2LILAWRAYEA 2Kt & a5
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| wrap the scissor blades around the blue wire and snip.

Silence. | hug the box into my chest like a bouquet of flowers and look at Leslie.
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We decide to go to aufavorite Chinese barbecue joint to celebrate. We manage to
snag a spot up on the twtabled rooftop terrace. The other table is packed with partially full
and fully empty Yanjing beer bottles, and a gathering of lively locals.

Leslie and | order someolbed peanuts, a handful of spicy lamb skewers and a couple of
Yanjings for ourselves.

GL 62yRSNI AT GKIFIO NBrtfte glra || o02Yox¢e [ Saf
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peanuts that just arrived on our table.
Xiexi€ ¢ L GKIFy{1l GKS 61 AGSN®D
| throw my head back and pop a couple peanuts in my mouth. My eye catches on
something in the sky. My jaw clamps shut on the mashed peanuts and my chest tightens. |
watch a fiery red object soar across the sky.
L F2NOS (GKS LISIydzia R2gy Y& GKNRBIG yR Faj
Leslie looks up at the sky.
G2 SANRZ¢ &4KS aleao {KS LI} dzaSa (2 GKAyYy]l I o
probably some new militarytegh2 f 2 38 G KS@QNB GSadAy3a 2dzioé
| suddenly feel cold. | grab my shoulders with opposite hands. Leslie senses my unease
and continues to ponder the foreign flame in the sky.
Nashishenmé¢¢ L 2@OSNKSFNI I @2dzy3 Yry | ahpdlld G§KS
see the man pointing out the red flame to his friends. They all stare spellbound at the sight.
Now, the flame transfixes us all.
About thirty seconds pass until the flaming red object reaches the point of the horizon
in which the city buildings btk our view. | stare anxiously at the point where the object
disappeared. Seconds pass. | notice a faint cloud of dust spill over the horizon of rooftops. |
clench my shoulders and jerk my spine straight. | flash a look of terror at Leslie. $ies cayc
fear and her eyes widen. My body becomes a petrified plank.
G Sat ASZ¢ Ye @2A0S GNBYofSao
The sound of a deep thud sweeps over the rooftop like a wave of warning. The group at
the other table erupts in a mash of shouts.
| jump up from my stoolrad Leslie follows suit, like a chain reaction. | lead as we run
toward the door to the spiral staircase. A haze of cries and clamor buzzes in my ears as | make
it inside the stairwell. | grasp the railing and leap over a couple steps. Instinctigely back
to check on Leslie. | see her and one of the Chinese men following close behind her. | look back
at the metal steps as | take another leap. A shrill sound, like steam erupting out of a tea kettle,
strikes my ears. And then, there is nothing.

*kkkk



No one witnesses the banana peel transform into a golden robed monkey. The creature
sweeps a blanket of empty flour sacks into the corner with a single swing of his wood staff to
uncover a metal hook fastened to the floor. With a swift stab,tienkey pokes the staff
through the hook and lifts a square wood panel to reveal an underground chute. The monkey
whips the staff 180 degrees and jabs the panel upright. He props the opposite end of the pole
securely into the soaeladen shed floor and soersaults like Sonic the Hedgehog into the hole.
GvdzSSy az2i0KSNJ 2F (KS 2 SaiharedwérSan BuhgingBeé | RR
a blossom tree and stroking the curved beak of her bird, Qing Niao.
G2 KIFIG Aa AlGX 2dzl 2y 3KE (0 Kike Mordey Rigg. | &1 &
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The Queen Mother sits up and takes Qing Niao in her arms.
Gl1 2 02YS L RARYQU KSIFNJIGKS FfFNYKE GKS vdz
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her eyes.
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The Queen Mother pauses to sing a birdsong to Qing Niao. The bird extends Rer twig
like legs, hops off her perch and gracefully glides down to meet the Monkey King.

GvAiy3d wARIFIBKBWE (2 FTAYR (KS ONIySs {dz {Kd
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belt athis back, straddles himself over the bird and reaches up to grip the top edges of Qing
bAlF2Qa Sy2N¥2dza NBR gAy3Iaod ¢KS 0ANR | NODKSa K
down passenger. The Monkey King nods his head. The bird comes out of hbendand
makes a great flap with her wings to take off.
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Within ten seconds, Qing Niao lands with a light swoosh on the coast of Cameroon. The
MonkeyKing pats the back of the pterodacsiked bird and slides off onto the beach. Qing
Niao calls out with a nasally honk to a crane standing fifty feet out in the Atlantic. Su Shuang
cocks his head toward the couple standing on the sand, extends hisaaeckign of happy
recognition and sets sail upon the waves rolling into shore.

¢CKS az2y1Se& YAy3d O02YYdzyAOFGSa az2¥idtesx odzi O
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and immediately sets out over the Atlantic to find the great fish Peng.

Midway between Africa and South America, Su Shuang plunges from 500 feet in the air
straA 3K R2g¢gy Ayid2 (GKS RSLIWIKA 2F GKS !t ydiAaoQa



until he comes to the home of Peng. The crane peaks his head in through the floating fort of
seaweed to find the fish taking his dinmea whale.

Gt F NR2Y AARFZEY § NAz{ Kdzl y3 ale&a G2 tSy3 oe& of
sort of Morse code.

Peng looks at Su Shuang and gestures the crane in with a wrench of his head. Su Shuang
gives the news.

Gaes 2K YeézXé tSy3a alea (KNbashid rdlinguisBedzi K T dzt
thehaltSI 6 Sy 6KIFfS O NDOIFaao G- PSS (T TP T2 it JI

Su Shuang bids farewell to the lumbering fish and shimmies his way back up to the
g GSNRA adz2NFI OSo aSFcygKAf ST t Sns3phigfbrg®a | |j dzA
sets out to contact the mayor of Atlantis.

Pescia sits before her vanity, tying some seaweed ribbons into her braided hair, when
she notices a shadow fall over the lfand side of her bedroom. The mayor turns her head to
FAYR tdeyace@dakirfg dzthrough her bedroom window.
G!'1 Hé tSaOAl SEOfIFAYaA FTNRY (KS AYyAGALFE &K2
Peng and takes in a great sigh of relief.
Peng nods to Pescia through the window. The mayor sits up from her stooleaysd w
her shiny green tail as she propels over to open the window.
Gt I NR2y GKS AyiUNHzZAA2YZ¢é tSy3a aleaod ¢tKS F2
G2 GNBYofSo G, 2dz NB f221Ay3 (208Stex a Ifgl
Pescia chuckles and gives her old fdienpeck on the cheek.
GD22R (2 aSS @é2dz tSy3aszé GKS YSNX¥YIFIAR St 02
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Peng waits outside for Pescia to finish decorating her hair. Within a minute, Pescia
emerges from her widow and the two friends take off for a leisurely swim through Atlantis,
looking like the ultimate odd couple.
Peng and Pescia conduct small talk along Grand Seawayf I Yy G A dQa YI Ay (K?2
t SAOAl LIRAyGa 2dzi ySé o0 dzkviska nfoRth ag@ahy shareddeO i SR &
ySga 2F KSNJ RFddzZZAKGSNRA FF OOSLIikyOS Aya2 (GKS Sf
marine biology. Finally, Pescia leads Peng to the Atlantis Coral Gardens, where they take a seat
beside the multitiered buble fountain.
Gt SAO0OAL T GKS L)22OlIfeéeLlasS KFra O02YS FyR 32y S:
The mayor gasps.
G¢KS KdzYly NI} OS A& SEGAYyOGzZé GKS FAak 02y
Pescia looks up at Peng with her mouth slightly agape.
GLG Aa y2¢ GKST1ihdui®rmst pa\Elvaizihe Taidies, ihg cehtduds,
the lake monsters and allotherdi 2 Of  AY 9F NI K F2NJ 2dzNESt 0Sade¢
G2Stfts¢é tSAOAl aleéasx FAUSNIF GK2dAKGFdzZ LI
AdaflyR 2F Gt yaaaos
She looks up at Peng and flashesvale.



do you feel white frost

by Eleanor Bennett




Cold
By Patrick Cline

Prompt: Write a short piece evoking a specific mood.

It gets bentover and huddling cold here in the winter. Snow and sleet alternate most
days and cover over our clearing. It becomes difficult to cross the distatagen each other.
Walking anywhere, we have to break through the different layers of ice up to our knees, up to
2dzNJ OKAf RNByQa (GKAIKaAD | SNBX oNHzaK KIFNRfte& KIFO
FEAO] dzZLJ YR 0S02YS aBdnari, closk ByMdwv, towb<aelgettyi@ G £ 2 2
NIFT SR {2YS 2F (GKS OKAfRNBY KI @S 0SSy o6NRdAKI
heard the war stories of charred bones and burnt towns come suddenly, the skin of corpses left
behind after they returnrito these same trees. They vanish like that. We see many tracks in the
snow, along our outskirts and sometimes crossing our own paths. They seem to be animal
tracks, but after a certain weight it becomes more difficult to tell and not much less dangerous.
LGQa O2fR Sy2dzaK (KId GKS SAYR LINAROl&a tA1S yS
ONHzZRIAY3I {dzyRI@ Y2NYyAy3aaod LGQA y2i4 a2z audN) y3s
see and touch out of their mouths and arms. Who knows how they comga®fd his land
KFrayQi 0SSy a02dz2NBR Sy2dzZaKo



If You Can Haul It
by Malka Davis

Prompt: This story is the result of an exercise based on the philosophical teachings of Aristotle. Teleological
reasoning, Aristotle states, is directed toward a parécwdnd or purpose. Consequently, | began this story with a
specific ending already written and moved toward it

There had been a hail storm in the afternoon. It was a Tuesday. | remember because
Tuesday is liver and onion night at The Dinner Bell, aedér miss it. From my table | could
see Jimmy Bailey across the street assessing the damage to his used cars. The year before, he
had lost nearly a hundred pounds on some liquid diet, but he still walked with the swagger of a
man carrying a simonth supply of feed out to his truck. He waved his arms about and cursed
GKS al1eé Fta AF Al KFER I LISNaA2YyIlFf 3INHZRIS 3l Aya
the hell was insurance for anyway?

LG 61 ayQia dzyGAf F2dzNJ esStaédi arfd BllipSadduniiok 2 dz3a K
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piece of machinery. But a week after Denwes killed working for the Apple Valley Linghe
washing machine gave out, too. None of the Johnson kids had the mechanicahkmoaf
their father, and with her impending compensation from the railroad, Josie fixed on buying a
new one. So a couple oféhbigger boys swiveled and rocked the thing from the kitchen to the
front porch and down to the end of the drive, where they taped a cardboard sign on it that said,

IF YOU CAN HAUL IT YOU CAN HAVE IT. That afternoon hail the size of gumballs fall across ou

part of the state. And though it seemed unlikely that anyone would want a broken and now

battered washing machine, it sat for nearly four years, night and day, through rain and snow,

dzy GAf AG 61 a NHzZGSR YR INRGgY 2XSNR B AWKAE MSSR af
lies low and meek beside a willow tree three miles north of the town center, next to a stretch of

tracks that crisscross the twlane county road, the only route in and out of Dixon.

To say that Dixon is a town most people drive thiotg get someplace else would miss
GKS LRAYyGD® 52¢yG2ey o06S3IAlLYy Fa | aayatsS GNIFFAO
been talk lately of just turning it into a flashing red, but you know how people resist change
especially of the declining soBack when | was a boy, one of my teachers told a stone of
those mythological kindsabout a fellow who asked for immortality and got it. Only problem
was he forgot to ask for perpetual youth in the bargain, and so he spent the whole of eternity
getting2 f RSNJ ' YR Y2NB RSONBLAGD® L RARY QG YdzOK OF N.
the poor guy deteriorating so without the ability to die. | suppose that was the whole moral of
AGY R2y Qi €221 F2N GKAy3Ia 2 deldieforaSeasoikableagt! G dzNJ f
GKFiQa GKS ¢gle& L (G221 AGd .dzi L 62yRSNI AT azy
same mistake.

. FAfSeQa ! ASR /I NB dzaSR (2 R2 | fA@Steé& odza
folks would drive all thevay from Indianapolis to get a heck of a deal on a Buick and then walk



across the street for ajjou-caneat catfish. Josie was the cook during those days, and though
aftertwenty-i 62 &SFNAR FNIKNAGAA 3F20 KS ohathel 2F KS
S5AYYSNI . Stf CNARIFI& yAIKGIZ fFdAKAY3I KSNI LINBGGe
the dawn of time. She still lives in the house Denver built out by the tracks, but her six children

leftt as most of the young people deas soonask S& O2dz R | FF2NR 2yS 27
C2NJ 0KS F2dzNJ Kdzy RNBR 2NJ a2 27F dza f STl 0SKAYR
R2Say Qi NBIjdzZANBE YdzOK GAaA2y o | 2dz YAIKG are 4S
We no longer have ourselse mayor just a town council that meets once a month at The

Dinner Bell to discuss such weighty matters as the single traffic light, and whether or not Moze
Lawson ought to be allowed to shovel snow outside the elementary school since getting his

oz
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stick to you. Like dried paint.

LG ol a W2aASQa e2dzy3Said o2& 2y || @GAairil TN
about the washing machine.Mi 6 KS¢é LINRPOIl o6f& Fad20AFGSR Al 6AC(
and no doubt Josie was just as happy to keep it for precisely the same reason. Matthew called
me one morning after his momma had left the house and asked me to meet him with my

pickup and handi NHzO1 @ awSYSYoSNEé KS alFARX aLT ¢S Oy
Lid- #a & K2ga " Rté& Fa L OFy NBOFfifd |IRYQ

on either side of the county road were the color of a pale moon. From a distance of about fifty

yards | could see Matthew standing in front of the machine. His head was bent like someone

had drove by with a twdby-four and knocked it over. Even when | turned into the gravel drive

KS RARY QG Y2@S3: RARYQG YIS I Adpatitdandon éa6St f 2 2
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when | got nothing else to offer. | went deayia the pockets of my overalls and felt around for

' AGA01 2F 2NR3IESeQa aLISFNXYAYy(dzZ o6dzi RIFIYYSR AT
Matthew had growed into a pretty tall fellow like his dad, and as dark skinned as his

momma. But he had a mouth all hisvot a scar on his lower lip that looked like a very thin

third lip, the result of a cut his little sis gave him after he chased away the first of her many

028FNRASYRAD a2l AGAY3 F2N GKS aLAy O0eotsS G2 Sy

the boy from his reverie. It didjust not the way | expected. He looked down at me with a pair

2T LISYOAf LRAydGa F2N SéSa IyR alFARI a2 KIFGKE
Until that moment | figured he had been staring at the machine to determine its weight,

or a strategy for lifting itom its foundation. Maybe he was contemplating the space that

would be left behind, an emptiness made visible by the perfect outline of weeds and exposed

earth. | thought he might even have been thinking of Denver, whose own negotiation with a

piece of mahinery had come to a disastrous end. But when Matthew answered my bit of

playful humor with a searchingalmost agonizing plea, | understood there was something at

g2N] L O2dA R y20 aSSo L 2dzald R2y Qi KIS GKI G

mouth while the other skittered over the surface of the washer, where the depressions from

our hail storm four years earlier had oxidized into small blotches of dried blood. On account of



his strange sobriety | asked if maybe he was having second tit®agout hauling the thing
gl @d 2 2dA RYKGAKIADz 3§RH > 1 dAK® |S aKlk(1Sa KA
y2i0oé
So | pulled the hand truck from the back of the pickup and after some considerable
effort, which involved the hacking away ofergrowth and shoveling of hard earth, we
managed to extricate the Kenmore from its earthly roots. All the while, Matthew told me about
his studies. He was going to be an anthropologist, he said, without going into somilahep
explanation of what anrahropologist was, but just assuming | krewwhich | appreciated. He
was the only one in his family to attend a university, and he said it made him feel a little like a
stranger to his momma and siblings. But he seemed like the same old Matthew to meythe b
who would help me with my crossword puzzle in between busing tables at The Dinner Bell; the
same Matthew who took the fall for my grandson when a friendly game of pool at The Phoenix
turned ugly. Josie harangued me for weeks for posting his bail kmew what her boy had
done for Tyler long before Tyler stumbled through his-halfrted confession.
We secured the machine to the hand truck and rolled it over to the rear of the pickup. In
the time it took me to hoist myself into the bed and get in piosi Matthew was once again
absorbed by the resdrange blotches atop the machine. From where | stood they looked like a
3FGKSNAY3 2F O2NB2LHEAE® a2KId A8 AGZ alGGKSHK
looked up at me and squinted againstthe glafe oli KS & dzy 2 JSNJ 2dzNJ KSIF R& @
FILOGKSNE aNX¥ hQ/ 2yy2NKE
| told him of course | did.
GRS G Wl O AT AR N> ol
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Matthew smiled and pointed up the drive as if heutd see someone walking toward us.
G,2dz (y29 K2g¢g aGNRBYy3I KS gl asz aNP hQ/ etfaf 2 NKé !
man was so strong, when we got to be about kiégh to him, he would hold out one arm at
KAada aARS ftA1S (KNXOtogaRIFKBY &KSJYasSRREB®»A GWdzA
g2dzZ R 2dzYL) dzLJ ' yR fF 00K 2y ®dé 1S RSY2yadNI SR
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| laughed too, although mostly at the telling of it, as | had never actually Beawer
perform that particular stunt.
GaNXP hQ/2yy2NEE al G6KSg alFlARY ¢gALIAY3I GKS
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The question took me by surprise, and | hardly knew what toldayew Denver had
given up the bottle for good the day Josie walked out of the house in her bare feet with a baby
Ay SFOK FINXY YR Iy20KSNJ 0 KSNJ KSStaod L |f a2
tolerate backsliding. But who knows what a man migéatup to a hundred miles from home. |
told Matthew | had never heard it spoken of before and asked him what on earth gave him such
an idea. He looked up and down the county road as if someone might be eavesdropping.
GCKFEGQa oKI da2YSORBEt KRPSRABMEGD yAIKG
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| thought about it for a moment and said that if his daddy had been drunk there was no
way in hell the railroad would hale OO S LJG SR NB aLIR2yaAoAft AGe FT2N KAa
1ARE aldiKS¢> YR L FAIdzNBE &2dz Ydzad KIF @S | £ NB
matter to rest, as he said nothing more about it. And so with Matthew on the ground and me
up in the bedwe hefted the old hunk of metal with one swift and mighty prayer. Standing up
there, waiting for my heart to stop hammering inside my chest, | took stock of the situation. |
turned and looked up the drive, thought of those boys who had rocked and switheded
machine all the way from the kitchen and reckoned we got the easier end of the deal. The only
thing that remained to be seen was where on earth we were taking it. Matthew looked at me
fA1S Al oslayQid lye ljdzSadgAazy |4 fftod a¢2 GKS O
GKS OSYSGSNEH¢ L NBY2@SR Y& Ol LJ G2tim ONI G OK
case it had escaped his noticéhat his daddy already had a respectable monument.
| S aYAfSR YR Yy2RRSR® 4L {y2¢djustadditagty 24 G |
A ( @ settldd himself in the cab as if a great burden had been lifted from his shoulders. The
tension in his face was gone, his mouth relaxed so that the corners lifted a little. | thought of
Jimmy Bailey, the way he still moved with the lumbering gait of enfn. His wife must have
badgered him about losing those hundred pounds during most of their married life. But it
gayQi dzyiAf GKS 2fR 3IANI RASR dKFdG WAYYE ass
moment that things might have gone awholeotiez g @ = GKI &G AF L KIFRyQil ¢
R2dzo0 G | 62dzi 5Sy@SNRa RNAY(1Ay3 ¢S YAIKG KIF@S
Plymouth. Instead, | backed up and headed south into Dixon.
You might think | was a bit concerned how folks woelalct to a beatup rusted
washing machine sitting in the heart of their only cemeteiydzi L g1 ay Qi ® L 1y Ss
Dixon would see it that way. No, it all came down to a question of whether we had a right to
haul it away to begin with even though the damthing had been put out there for someone
to take. After all was said and done, though, | think it was the sign that was to blamade it
out like it required some extraordinary measure of physical strength, the power and courage of
Hercules. When the triit of the matter was, it was no great feat at all.
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by rob ntlennan

What little resemblance this would have to Amy's wedding,

for Amy Dennis and Andy Cook,

I've lost my way on
more than one occasion.

Keith Waldrop Transcendental Studies: A Trilogy

A sublime, frame. Premeditates. Sibilance, and. Displaced into entirely.

Meditations, into fact. From a boréry tree. Haphazard, through the earth. Overwhelmed, a
doubtless pleasure. Plawtrapped chairs, bouque of pavement, walk. Hope springs eternal,
Welsh. Thin, barracuda rage.

Applause of light. Atlantic, wanders. Coastlines, wither. A window, thinking about itself. Does
anyone. To bed, with a ring. Step backwards, dance. Reflexive, of. This. A cddamlzzmd.

The blondest wish. She eyes, we carpool. Squandered water, a square. Perfectly, different.
Escape, of true complexity.

Torn apart, by crinoline. Fisherman's light, the family. Enjoy, variety. Confetti, tinkers. Children,
beckon. A simple thinglistorted. Conversations blossom. Show of hands.



We don't know how an apartment works. The food was glorious, again.

What darting glance, a crease. Complies, a flower. From the yard. | wish for people, standing.
Redwood. Slipped, into the burlyayind. The English countryside, a patch of planets.
Formidable, a myth. Walls, were closing. The end of the movie.

Burlington. Old music, longing marvels. A silver pin, a bridge. Sublime.

| open heartbeat, read. Domestic space of writing, hearth. Adkione. Saklthick, an orange
sweater. Method, burning. Blowing smoke. Undid, tanned hands. A context, isolated. Expert
means. Outside, a single, bubbled froth. Champagne, these incandescent bursts. She turns, an
atmosphere of pearl.

The wedding afternoo, so slowly. Delicate, to balance. A tonal, underlined. We drive, between.

Heaven's, bronze. Fool's quarters. The shape of, basins. Cadence, trains of thought. They coast,
a cool spray. To even me, who'd seen.

Topology, a wonder. Tune slowly to taste.

To unfold as a rich and interesting collaboration,

for Khalia Scott,



Enough failed attempts at Beauty
to declare, are these unique responses
to specific questions?

Sachiko MurakamRebuild

An altstar. Gorgeous, restraint. A vertical, I. Neaots descend. Art replicates, responds. An
emphasis on execution, craft. Of certain landmarks, up through planks. What window, turns.

A business lunch. Silhouette. At least, a meeting.

What, glorious knowledge. Of what can, happen. Side door of a rApiblication for a slow.
Ten photographic, prints. Something or, discussion. Rock stars, rush the stage. Walk now,
slightly south. Adaptation, leaves.

To trade this: skin, for bone. Portfolio. What kind of, drawn.

We texture, spilled glass. Windstormpmhales. Thin blink of cherry trees.



A quest, nonwriting. Dalhousie, blues. Beware, this syntax. Lower, town.

In, lowercase. | can explain, everything. Is not, the city. Whom, assigned. Restriction makes it,
beautiful. Some portraits, of. A workingater. Pecked, out of the sky.

Flown down, among. Barbituate heat. The sunflower, perfectly still.

Street surface, curved. We raise the question. Accident, of labels. Can't manage, what the
earth. Two cars, collide. Grappling, an argument. To sgktshingle. Improved, intellligence.
These sagging trees.

Courses, craft maintains. A famous line.

Impossible is all we have.

Staring straight west, beach to beach, from Kitchissippi Lookout,

for Wendy McPhee,

Only that which exists can be spokei

Fanny HoweCome and See



Watch, the river. Her, two. The one for whom, is hidden. Mystics, tidepool. Wandering, the
beach. Collective, heaven.

The river, great. Invention, sunshine.

Your only, progress. Cities, roundabout. He makes, tdkissnouth. A salted, quarter. Wood,
or words. Awareness, of this distance. Sailboats, floating. Small, white dots upon horizon.

Demand it. Ask for what you need.

Have prompted, warnings. A thought, that carried through. So much, can disconnect. These
glassy waves, the water. Windsurf, clues. Reflected light, amid. A second century. The shoreline,
passes.

What is, in the eye. Such beauty, anyway.

Imperfect, figures. Such, staring. Fallow, blue. The earth, another bird. Carved stone.

An entirely different. Shore, to distant shore. Among. Her-higart, now warm as bread. The
space around, enormous. Hilly grass, gives way to sand. Dignified, in passage. River's edge, e
coli levels. Dead leaves, a yellow spot.



Shallow, several hundred. They tweet.

Beyond, an iron railing. Listen. Bodies, in creation. Waterlogged, a wet dog. Floating, boy.
Remote control, a tugboat. Passengers, on board. Seduce, a sunset. What is in the eye.

Even, individuals. She pulls, the cloudy curtains.



Two Poems

By Nancy Flynn

Wisdom for the Twitter Generation

A penny saved is a penny urned.

A potted watch never boils.

A Rolling Stone gathers no moss.

A stitch in tine savesein.

A head always fishes from the rot down.
Absirthe makes the heart grow fodder.
rfftQa FTFIENB Ay 208 9
Brevity is the sole of whit.

Due as | say, not as | dew.

52y Q0 LJzNI agAyS G2
Even a turn will worm.

Evil is the route of all money.

Every tell stories a pitcher.

Fever a cold & feed a stag.

Flocks of a feather bird together.

Fly times.

Hay makes waist.

He who tunes the call pipes the payer.
If deals lemon you life, Liz Lemade!

It never pores but it reigns.

Make haste while the son shines.

Leave no stone unterned.

Let lying gods slgr

Never book a cover by its judge.

Never gift a moutHook in the hoarse.
Nothing is taxed but dearth & curtains.
Rod the child & spoil the spare.

Rush fools in where angels tread to fear.
The fall does not fruit far from the tree.
The whirly bird catchethe worm.

Thick is bloodier than water.

g2 NB @
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Prompt: The things | took for granite.



Those who dog with sleep will flee with rise.

t220a O2YLIyeés GKNBESQa | ONHZRO

Two wons are better than head.

The fence is always grassier on the other side of the green.

The world that cradles the rock rules the laan

2 KIFG GKS 3INARST R2Sahyari aSSs (KS Se&S R2SayQi F
,2dz Ol yQil K2dzyR ¢gAGK GKS KIFIAN) 3 Kdzyd ¢AGK GKS NYzy
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Young is wasted on the you.

All That Remainetb Be Discovered

t NEYLIGY !'f€f GKAA NBYIFAYSR

channeing Molly Bloom

the boy behind the counter puts a bag namdfrestin a cardboard cup when | ask for mint tea and
other customers talk about chocolatmvered cherries and gingerbread while the boys behind the
counter speak in tongues the argot of coffeamericano cappuccino doubjeande mocha latte two
shotsand- halft and | hold the pen tight and Dean Martin croons Christmas and the café door opens
night winds of December and more voices young women Jade and Vanesst keidstas bitching

about Stabucks and | turn riion sentence running to a cliff of no meaning above a house on a beach
above Possession Soundaramel macchiato my warranty expired on the tomuchcrazy or is it that |
never broke in the first place only toyed with his danger aniatahction of two misfits sitting on the
plaid linoleum my head against the GAlVator wall oven in the Titus Avenue house both of us drunk
on that liter of wine when he said will you marry me€ggnog frappuccino and | thought about ahis
boys the capenter the cokehead the vampire my own budding juvenile delinquent son but there we
were at long last same floor same town same force of the same universe colliding like in 1973 another
bang in 1992 so | said yes and he lifted the empty bottle and wettook last drops anointing our
tongues kiss be happy he was happyiple nonfat espresso ristrettol remember he was happy yes

the boy behind the counter puts a bag namedfrestin a cardboard cup when | ask for mint tea yes



IS worry seen

by Eleanor Bennett




So Fine and Subtle WeTrdey
by Meg Stivison

Prompt:Vulcan was very angry when he heard such dreadful news, so he went to his smithy broodingmischief, got
his great anvil into its place, and began to forge some chains which none couldeither unloose or break, so that they
might stay there in that place. When he had finished hissnare he went into his bedroom and festooned the bed
posts all over with chains like cobwebs;he also let many hang down from the great beam of the ceiling. Not even a
god could see them,so fine and subtlerasthey.Homer'sOdyssewIll Il. 266369, Butler Translation

Vulcan was very angry when he heard such dreadful news, so he went to his smithy brooding
mischief, got his great anvil into its place, and began to forge some chains which none could
eitherunloose or break, so that they might stay there in that place. When he had finished his
snare he went into his bedroom and festooned the-pests all over with chains like cobwebs;

he also let many hang down from the great beam of the ceiling. Not eged aould see them,

so fine and subtle were theomer'sOdysseWIll Il. 266369, Butler Translation

She has rules about it. She checks her email only at work, she calls him only from the cocoon of
KSNJ OF N {KS R2SayQi doiyh towy, Bo la@inigh@ Kt$ha afficg/ 2 F NR S
{"KS a0 ST 8s V2% 08 YSe GKTF 05 & K2 dzf R0 S %t Sl SNDF O
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the endless nagging about wet towels not neatly hung, lights left olk, forigotten at the

A02NBK ¢KS SyRfSaa RA&AOdzAaA2Yya Fo2dzi 2Af OKLl Yy
christening, sucking every bit of pleasure from a shared life.

She imagines, though, those same conversations with Richard, their relationship ugpfédin

AKS FAYRA 2dzi 0KIFIG KS R2SayQid SrkaG LISEFOKSa 2NJ
stillness of the same stories over and over. Sometimes she imagines Richard beside her, wishes

he could hear her say something clever or see the way hesthangs forward when she

laughs.

There had been one night. One drunken night in a city neither of them called home. Ruby was
02NBRYX aKS (yS¢ aKSQR yS@OSNI 3Si OFdzAKGZ &aKS g
things, she was sick of herself. All badsons to make a bad decision, but it had led to her

those hours with Richard.

She is enamored of everything about Richard. She loves the clutter in his bathroom, the rings
on the tub that translate both into a dreamy ideal of an artist unfocused oplysical
surroundings, and also into the knowledge that Peter's criticism about a fingermark of
toothpaste left on a mirror will never come out of Richard's mouth.



She wants to know everything about him. She's thrilled to her fingertips when he suffixes a
description of a name in wide cast of characters with "I think you'd like him," she wraps herself
in that tiny announcement that he wants her connect their lives. He texts her good mornings
and good evenings, that tentative connection of their lives.

WhSy AKSQR FANRG YSG t SGSNE aKSUR 0SSy AYLINBaa
voice on the phone late at night would become a thamki bottle of wine after Peter had gone

out and fixed whatever silliness had taken their network down. Sivaited up for him, in

those days, made the extistrong coffee he loved ready for his 5 or 6 AM return, when he

would sip it, shrug and say he might as well stay up. They would get the paper, do the

crossword together in the dawn.

Now, though, he pickedp his own coffee from a driviaru, and the late night calls meant only
a cranky, overtired Peter the next morning.

She remembered that one night with Richard. She replayed every detail, remembering how he
took her and how he held her. He was afratBoy I y | f LKl YIF £ S> Fff (GKS
forsaken when she met kind, stable Peter.
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guestions about the air conditioning filter or the airport shuttle framsuspicious Peter. But
Richard stayed in her thoughts.

More than sex, more than the ndteterness, more than Richard himself, it was a feeling that

her story was not over. She was still capable of the glancing and touching of attraction. She was
stilthSNB St F YR y2i0 tSGISNRa gAFSd {KS gl a az2vysSzy
misplaced the insurance paperwork.

Sometimes, when Peter was out on a tashute call at night, she would go downstairs to the
study and sign in to chat. It was breaking herc@rdzf  NXzf SaX odzi GKFdQa oKI

*k%*

Peter knows. Of course he knows, after so many years, he could tell from her grocery shopping.
The small green bottles of shampoo, although she agrees that faméyis cheaper. And then,
as if in aplogy, the imported capers he likes.
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updated, but she smiles, thanks him, and goes back to her book.

She was not a bad wife, overall. She constantly wanted wugceven before this thing. Her
suggestions of bars and restaurants to try with him turned into nights out with a group of
friends, a seamless transition, without getting caught in a wifely nagging phase. Now she was



kissing his cheek cursorily and tajjihim where she was going, reminding him that he was
welcome to join, but nowadays not even waiting to hear why he wouldn't be coming.

He had, a few times, driven by the restaurant when she'd said she'd be. She was having, as she

said she'd be having, shi with coworkers, or she was drinking coffee with Lisa and Lisa's sister,

the blonde one, whose name he always forgot. Once he caught her alone in a coffeeshop, and
GKFd aSSYSR a2YSK2g &l RRSNJ GKIYy AT KSQR & dzNLJIN.

A few days ago, riglafter the capers and shampoo, he had agreed readily to her request for a
girls' night DD, insisting on coming inside when he picked her up. He found only empty wine
coolers, romcom DVDs, a hafiiten tray of brownies, and someone's niece's oujia boatdclv
thoroughly embarrassed Ruby.

He flipped her PC into slavemode, jerigged a keylogger, planning to catch her in the act,
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glancing through her PC. Thereswao secret file of her lover's photos, no messages, but it was
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fan, andsomehow the feeling that Ruby was no longer so passionatelyaéinigtics as she

been once was a worse betrayal than anything physical that might have happened.
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Left to herself, Peter knows, Ruby would pay the bills when theashnibtice came. She would
clean, cursorily, when the mood struck or company was expected. She would never clean the
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And yet, Ruby was the prize, the trophy wife. She had been out of his league, he was amazed by
her. She had come tarh not for his money- her father was loaded- but for what he

provided emotionally. The secure home. He was sure of it. It was not his looks, this was certain,
but she had been enamored with his stories, with all the things he could tell her, witieall t

ways that he could make her laugh and take care of her. Had once been enamored. Maybe it
was gone.

He could catch her now, there was no question,when next she talks next to his rival. He
imagines a confrontation, when she cries and apologizes and 1speaks to the other man
again. Never speaks to or about the other man.
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. dzi KS RRaSeénfyoftationghe wants things to go on as they were, the peaceful

contentment he has known with Ruby. He imagines her tears and apology. He imagines how it



will feel when he has incontestable proof of her infidelity. He imagines, this time, her

foolishness dying a natural death when Ruby sees, so clearly, that he is the one who takes care
of her.

In the morning, she is asleep on the couch when Peter comes in.



Two Poems
by Danny Barbare

October Night

Prompt:"October Night" was inspired aftering alone working as a janitor in a closed in building. When | came
home, | was inspired by the fresh air, my surroundings as | walked Miley. It was this beautiful October night that
relieved me of being closed up. It in a sense awoke my senses.

L QY nely jafhit@r

Now at home looking
Up at a roof of lovely
Stars and soft moon
And silhouette of pecan
Trees as | walk Miley
And listen to the rattly
Crickets and feel the
Lively breath of wind
On an October night.

The Janitor

Prompt: "The Janitor"s also about being alone. But in this poem | was able to resolve my conflict at work before |
came home. If | can, | like to think up poems while working, because it helps keep me at a certain pace, much like
farm workers in the past you might say, or pémdoing menial labor jobs. It doesn't take all my brain to just mop.
This poem was inspired by my job and was in sorts a therapy, that a sense of saying what | want, and this always
inspires me to want to keep writing.

Mopping
my

way
down
that

long
hallway



start
alone
like
always

then
the
floor
shines

deservingly
clean
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by Lindsay Irish
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Prompt: My prompt for this poem was watching the clip fraime Wizard of O&here Dorothy
Tl Y2dzatée aAy3da
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sentimental,
about the ironic omen
of Dorothy singing
somewhere
over the rainbow
of dzS 0ANRA TFfeéx
52NR0iKeé h5QR | yR
a daughter with a voice as
crazy as hers.
IS e R R
in bad way,
except in the seja tones of Kansas
and the city lights of St. Louie
and in me on Halloween.
She made the child realize
we have more to carry within us
than the sight of Chinese lanterns
and chow mein noodles,
buckets of candy in
fluorescent pumpkins,
the fractures oflight
on shoes
glittering fire.
There is more to give than
kingsized candy bars
from the insides of
white doors;
there are avenues of
terror that mean more
than the grim reaper
sitting in a lawn chair.
There is more trouble to be
had in the corner ba room
alone
than ringing the doorbell
and running away.
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Somewhere over the rainbow
LQY 3IAGAYy3I &82dz | ff28SSy>
SO as to say:
You are not alone.
LQY aAy3IAy3a f2y3 ALK &2dz
So as to say:
Trouble is the fool,
behind the moon, beyond the rain.



The Pompt
by EdVieek
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The prompt is the color blue picked out of a hat,

and someone in a raincoat with a reason for being there.

Elements of a short story orreovel or maybe
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Say you put yourself beneath a blue sky on your way

to meet someone. You wear your raincoat

because Emily, the ditzy weathergirl, cheerily predicted rain.
Now, you feel betraya by her, the weather,

and the government. Meanwhile, the sun

burns your eyes, sunglasses left home.

You grip the umbrella like a weapon

until your hand turns blue waiting for the light to change.
¢dzNya 2dzi @2dzQNB yS3IIFGAGBS o6dzi Ay Ol LI
of crossing the street, never mind

assuming a persona.

Yet we all assume a persona

whenever we don the raincoat
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for someone or something to change

our ignominious lives.
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This is jst to say
by Jane Blanchd
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by William Carlos Williams.

| have written
My last letter
To the editor
Of the newspaper

Because you post

As well as print

Such matter whee
Anyone and everyone

Can leap on it

And heap on it
Beyond the bounds
Of civil discourse



Dig
by Michael Cronin

Prompt: Create a story where the setting defines the character, rather than the
character interacting with the setting.

Everyone in Sloawas dead except for the grave digger. There was no trace of violence;
no sign of disease, famine or panic. They had simply perished where they stood, leaving the
table
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ground, and there was no remnant of their bodies, but the Digger searched for them anyway.
Others had been mauled by various animals and hauled off to feed some wretched horde in the
woods. He searched for those, too.

The man had woken up in the falk be always did, at dawn. There was no alarm to
startle him; no crow to stir him up. He simply arose at the first light and went about his duties
with the same unwavering diligence as on any particular day. He kindled the fire and lit the
stovethe old fumace had died long agand cracked an egg over the frying pan. The table was
set for three, but on that day, as always, he would dine by himself.

. & aS@Sy 2Q0f201 KS KIR SIHGSy KAA FAff X
and retrieved the ra& and shovel to throw into the flatbed. The Digger made his rounds that
morning, examining the grounds of his cemetery and bearing down on every leaf and stick that
riddled the hallowed land, so as to make it most appealing to those in mourning. Heglid thi
the meticulous manner which always accompanied him in his work. He was a good caretaker,
and took his job seriousiyo much so that he was reluctant to hire any hands to help with the
grunt work, save a young man by the name of Crowley who workedipston Sundays. The
Digger buried him, too.
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started up the battered pickip for a drive into town. Sloan was a small place with few
inhabitants, but even for a township of thaize there was usually some amount of traffic. As
the
Digger drove toward the common, however, there was no sign of the typical afternoon
congestion.

The man heard the first noisaside from the choked cough of his engimehe stopped
at
a redlight onMain Street. It sounded like a car horn, but droned on in an infinite monotone. As

he drew closer, the sound began to dim and droop as if weighed down by some heavy baggage.

He drew up alongside a large SUV, whose bumper was staved in by a fire hydtant tha
protruded

from a nonexistent license plate, water spewing lazily from its end in dying spurts. The driver
seemed to be praying. Her hands were clasped together on the steering wheel; her head bowed
below them and limp against the horn. The incessant loeggputtered and gurgled, then

ceased.

The Digger moved on, and after a short while found that there was much work to be
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the last call. The Police Departntevas littered with boys in blue, and by the time the Digger
managed to get all of them out of their chairs and into a neat pile by the sidewalk, they had
begun to rot.

When he reached the first row of houses, he pondered the idea of liberating a larger
truck
from the nearby dealership, but decided against it on the premise of larceny. The man piled
bodies intothe trunkbed & Yl yeé | & 62dzZ R FAGS 6A0GK2dzi SEOS
and
chugged back to the cemetery to fill the fresh holes with tiieiure occupants.

He dug in the morning and at night, so as not to labor during the hottest hours of the
day.

He reserved that time for collecting bodies and supplies. The work was slow, but the Digger got
into a groove, methodically dragging, haulinglaatacking as he passed each house. He marked
each door with a cross as he departed so as not to forget the ones that he had already
searched.

The man was thorough, and not a one escaped him.

The digging was the easy part. If his collecting was methothead,his grave digging
was honed down to a science. He would shovel by hand, for lack of an excavator, and the earth
gave way with a speed that ascertained the urgency of his enterprise. He laid them out in neat
rows, even measuring the distance betweére igrave sites. Crosses would be added later, after
the digging, but for now simple flags with numbers etched onto their canvas would suffice as
markers.

By Saturday the Grave Digger had excavated some three hundred graves and checked in
one hundred some a@d tenants into their final hotel. The bodies had begun to feter with decay,
0dzi KS RARY QU YAYR® | Aa KIFIyRa ¢6SNB aLRGUGSR gA
trips
to the store for new gloves, placing money by the cash register and helping himbedf
change. As the sun approached its apex in the sky, the Digger paused in his work and looked
across at the mass of fresh, brown graves. A bead of sweat dripped down from his forehead
and
fAl0 2y GKS SYyR 2F KAa alLl &Sol | BKEKRISNBABRS ab



On The Empire Builder
by Iris Gaville

The prompt: Write an exuberant story as a fon long sentence.

| could get to New York from Seattle in five hours,4stwp on Alaska Airlines, but last

Christmas my husband and | snaked acrossufiper United States on the Empire Builder, the
train leaving Union Station four hours late (we would have been approaching JFK by then if
GSQR Ft2oy0 2y | Ot SINE O2f R 5SOSYOGSNI I FiSNYy
turning east toward Weatchee and Spokane and on into Montana where, at 4 am, the Empire
Builder wheezed to a stop to accept bleayed, halfasleep passengers who had expected to
board at 11 pm and now were ushered to their sleeper cars by the attendant, Juan, atwenty
two yea veteran of the rails who smiled in the darkness as he oriented the new arrivals to their
cabins, converted the two lower seats to a tvéize bed and pulled down the upper bunk with

its crisp, white sheets tucked tight with hospital corners and its téwg wool blanket turned

back, welcoming them to be rocked to sleep as the train rumbled on through the rest of the
night until the dining car opened at 7 am for omelets, raisin bread, and juice to be shared with
strangers before any of us had even had ooffee.



old sour

by Eleanor Bennett




The Land of the Dead
by Michael Kavanagh

Prompt: for "The Land of the Dead" came from Writing Fiction: A Guide to Narrative Craft: "Describe a place where
a character feels trapped. It could be obvieagail cell, a dentist's chair, eletor, or orphanagebut it might be
less obviousan RV, an amusement park, a wedding rehearsal, or a library. Use sensory details to suggest your
character's discomfort, claustrophobia, or dread." Obviously, | chose a cemetery as the place whefeelastin
most trapped. The story evolved from there.

In his camouflage uniform, Justin was the most conspicuous person in the Delta terminal
at JFK. He was aware of the eyes watching him, wondering about him, as he waited for his bag
to drop onto the caousel. A woman pushed past him, trying to retrieve her bag before it got
out of reach. Justin grabbed the bag for her and set it at her feet. When she bent down to
retrieve it, Justin could smell her perfume and it reminded him of Amanda. The woman
thanked Justin for his help and for his service before walking out into the November night. It
was good to be home. After collecting his bag, Justin exited to the passenger pickup area and
waited for Dan, who had never been on time in his life. Whenrdbsiil called from Atlanta to
give Dan his flight information, he told Dan an ETA that was thirty minutes early. He should
have gone with fortyfive.
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As they drove along the Belt Parkway away from the airport, Justin looked out the
window, trying to determine if anything had changed in the past two years, and as far as he
could tell, it hadn't. Dan kept quiet for mostofK S RNA @S> odzi FAYyFEt & | aj
FEAIKGKE
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thrill. He lept his nose pressed to the glass and looked for the skyline when the plane got
closer to the city. As the plane flew along the southern coast of Long Island, Justing tried to
identify landmarks and roads to figure out just how far he was from the airpidd had
probably flown in and out of the city a hundred times, and every time he had a window seat.
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Cypress Hills Cemetery straddled the border of Brooklyn and Queens. Among its many
residents were JackiRobinson, Mae West, and Charlie Williamson, Justin's father. Of course,
Charlie was the only one of these to actually have a pulse. He was thtakareand lived in a
house near the south entrance on Jamaica Avenue. Justin had grown up in thatthougg,
he had not seen it or his father in almost two years.
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Justin climbed out of the car, and told Dan he would meet him later on.
@ SYf f 0S |G YStfeUuaopé

After Justin retrieved his bags, Dan drove off and Justin walked towards his father's
house. He had no key, so he rang the bell. A light flicked on in the hall and soon after that,
Justin's father arrived at the door.
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Justin entered and dropped his bags on the living room floext to the couch. He
plopped down and surveyed the room. On a small table in the corner was a photograph of
Justin's mother and Justin's Army graduation picture. Two candles stood burning on either side
of the picture frames. The television was onts) but tuned to the local news. A glass of
whiskey sat sweating on the coffee table.

A AaKS al ¢ &2dz

Qx
(j'))

Gaz2yY ¢g2dzf R KIFI @3S 0SSy LAaA
YR 2 R

¥ &
Y SR KAd KSIRO® Gl ;

;U<

Charlie smiled halk S| NIi SRf &
getonLindd & o6FR &ARS®E

G{dzNB>X 5FRY gKIFIGSOSNI e2dzu@S 320 b

Charlie disappeared into the kitchen and brought out a glass with ice and a bottle of
Bushmills that was nearly empty. He placed the glass on the table in front of Justin and poured
until his son waved hisand. Then he filled his own glass and sat down.
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a 2ell you sure did. It's great to see you, kid. Nice that you walked thrgugh the front
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Justin nodded slowly before picking up his glass and taking a long siBu3itnaills
warmed his throat. Charlie reached for his own glass, and the only sound was the tinkling of
the ice cubes as Justin and his father drank.
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door.

G{SS &2dz fubtiii \Bal&d o WhRedTharlie stood watching him from the
doorway.
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It would have been simpler to take the bus up Cypress Hills Street, but Justin decided to
walk through the cemetery insad. Going that way would take him over an hour to get to
Kelly's, but Justin had always liked to wander around the cemetery and knew all its ins and outs.
He knew there was only one road that went underneath the Jackie Robinson Parkway (so
named becausef its proximity to the Dodger great's final resting place) and where most of the
famous graves were. He knew that the hill behind the abbey was a great place to throw a
kegger and that Cypress Knoll was as good a spot as any to lose your virgirkhewHe
avoid Houdini's grave in the Hungarian section because of all the weirdos trying to
communicate with the dead magician. Most of all, though, he knew where his mother was
buried.

The grave was near the north entrance, on the Queens side. Jastiwélked there
countless times since she had died at the beginning of Justin's senior year of high school. Her
death was one of the main reasons he had joined the Army after graduation. Justin felt
compelled to retaliate against the people who had sneakh plane into his mother's office
building. He also knew that he didn't want to live in the cemetery his whole life and that going
to college was his only way out, but Charlie couldn't afford it and Justin wasn't quite smart



enough to get a full rideSo he went to a recruiting office and signed the papers. The recruiter

told him he had made a wise decision, that he would get paid to see the world, and that when
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for whatever school he attended. Charlie protested when Justin told him, but also understood

that the decision was final.

Justin sat on the ground next to his mother's headstone. He leaned his head against the
cold granite and took a pack of cigaretfesm his breast pocket. Justin had started smoking
when he was fifteen and though Charlie never caught on, Justin suspected his mother knew.
Even at twentytwo, Justin never smoked in front of his father.
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stream that appeared thicker when mixed with Justin's frozen breath. The cemetery was
mostly dark around him, but some light carried from Cooper Avenue, enough for Justin to see
the graves that surrounded his mother'se Had never really taken notice of them before.
Since it was only a few weeks after Veterans Day, many of the graves had small American flags
stuck into the ground near the headstone. Most of the veterans were buried in the National
Cemetery at the westamost point of Cypress Hills. There were even a couple hundred
Confederate soldiers there. But in all the years he explored the cemetery, he never noticed just
how many of the dead had served. Justin checked his watch and, seeing that it was getting la
left Cypress Hills and hailed a cab on Cooper Avenue.

At Kelly's, people crowded around the circular bar, drinking and laughing with one
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and cheered and welcongethe returning soldier. Justin walked to Dan who threw his arm
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having trouble getting through any more sentences than that, so he put his beer into Justin's
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him a cold bottle of beer and refused to take his money. Another thing the recruiter had
promised that he'd have a hero's welcome when he gotka The free booze was a nice perk,
but it wouldn't have bothered Justin to pay for it all the same. Turning back to Dan, Justin
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Justin hoped some of his other friends were léasnk than Dan and he walked around
the bar, shaking hands, giving hugs, everyone telling him how glad they were to see him. Some
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who had a great job on Wall Street. They all asked what he was going to do now that he was

back. When he told Kristin Miller he was thinking about going to St. John's, she made a face
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Kristin went to hug him, but he walked away. He signaled to Mike again, but when the
0SSNJ I NNAQPSR> WdzaliAy aK22]1 KAa KSkeRetungdR al ARZX
Justin knocked back the whole glass in one shot and slammed it on the bar. He looked over at
Kristin who was talking to someone and pointing to JusBome welcomehe thought, and
ordered another drink. With a belly full of whiskey, Justent outside for a smoke. He
thought about going to Amanda’'s and pounding down the door, but even in his drunken state
he knew it was a bad idea. Justin found himself with no desire to go back into the bar, so he
began to stroll down Eliot Avenue. T@24 bus was stopped at 8Gtreet, so he climbed on.

But he didn't have a MetroCard so he asked if anyone had change. An older man got up and,
using his own card, paid Justin's fare.

The end of the line was near the Cooper Avenue entrance of the tegyneJustin
walked to the gate, but remembered that the gates get locked at 8:00, so he climbed over the
fence. He fell when he hit the ground, but picked himself back up and walked back to his
mother's grave and sat down. He lit another cigarette luked again at all the stones with
flags next to them.

L 3IdzS533 2yS RFré& az2vYS2yS gGgatt AaAdA0]l 2yS 27
right Mom? Then people will see it and think, "Wow, a hero must be buried there." You know
what | did over lhere? | dug fucking ditches. Hundreds of 'em. We tossed in the bodies. I'm no
KSNE @ Wdza G | 3I2RRIFEYY 3N} FSRAIISNI FNRY . NB2]f

He got up and walked to each stone, reading names and dates, trying to figure out
which wars the people had fought inhd8re were a few from Iraq, judging from the dates they
died, but Justin didn't know any of the soldiers.



Back near his mother's grave, Justin saw one of the tiny flags lying on the ground. He
picked it up, looking for a headstone that might be missing.oHe went to the grave next to
his mother's, where no one had been buried before Justin left. On the stone was written,
G/ KI NI Sa 2 A-f0AF WAAYIAWMDPAFSs GKFEG LIS2LX S 2F0GSy
but didn't know that his father had adady reserved a spot right next to his wife, let alone had a
tombstone made. Even more troubling for Justin was that the stone next to his father's read
GWdza GAY 2 A £di€A | YWd2ayU AwpyD2 £ | LJASRY GKS gKAA] Se a
planted the flag at the base of his own tombstone.



Setting the World Ablaze
by Christian Behrend

Prompt: American fronts of W.W. II.

Red white and blue reign down
Red gold and black retaliate
Trees mowed over as if grass underfoot
Waves of men in green sidy advancing
Birds flutter above, eggs dropping
Rain falls from the sky
Sherman rolls down a French street, the stocky man on edge

He knows a Tiger is near

A thousand miles away lies a simple circle
The Rising Sun lighting up the mountain
The Stars abovieying to blot it out
A flag envelops an island, trapping the sun in

A Fat Man flies over cities, and mushrooms begin to grow.



Two Poems
by Kate Falvey

Prompt: Write about a dream destination, fantastic, real, or really fantastic. My daughter hashe=reto
Scotland and has developed a real crush on the Loch Ness monster. We plaomealas, couldn't takea trip to

{2y3 T2NJ! YVl Q&

Could you travel to the highlands

and lure the creaturdorth

you would keep her icy secret
WiAf GKS CANILK 27
is ghostly on the maps of time

and severed from the Lorne,

and the sea is but a rumor

and the Loch itself a myth.

Song with Gowan and Deuvil

for a hypocritical Catholic

Your forkedtongue tamps

the tasty bits,

with all the gowans blowing.

The ease with which you pick your teeth
with bloody bits ashowing

against these fields of sweetness

Scotland. Burns' work was a fun Scottish excursion.
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is of certain to be owing

to your unholy compact

with a kindred field of knowing.

So tell your beads anglurse your lips
and laud your blatant faith.

You are a seffleceiver with

dead boneflowers on your breath.



The Blues on Tuesday

by Jennifer Anolik

Promptda& adzZYAaairizy Aa | LIRSY NBALRYRAYy3 G2 | ndhatieaolr LIS
K PRS2 0 LS SETl OS5 Jhwr. #28NIR i L+t

He looks about forty, with a tweed hat.
| see him look at me

as | stand at the traffic light, waiting
for the walk signal. At first

| think he is going to ask for money

and | cue up my stet-ward mumble.

LT GKAA Aa e2dz2NJ OAGeéexr L f20S e2dzNJ OrAGezé KS
| thank him, startled, and he slides

into my stride as we cross the street. He tells me
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for five weeks and has eaten a lot of Cuban

food in the néghborhood. He likes the plantains

and mojitos the best. And every

Tuesday he goes to hear the blues

on South Street.

He says Philadelphia is the only place

you can find quality hats.



| S OFyQl NBaraadg F 3F22R KI G
and now he has to figure out how
to fit all of his ten new hats into his suitcase

tomorrow when he travels home.

G¢CKAA Aa Yeé aidz2Llée L (St
when we reach the next corner.

He tips his hat and steps

on toward the lights of Center City,

his fingers snapping to some

saxiphonic melody.



The Litle Johnny Series
by Maureen Crowley

Prompt:For this exerae, | chose a picture at randoemdwrite a dialogue about what wasappening in the
scene. The purpose dfisexercse was to learn proper dialogysinctuation.

©

The RPoblem With Little Johnny

On the day of the big game, Little Johnny was running late. His father was questioning him about
things that never happened.

"Why did you break Mrs. Johnson's window, Remus?" his father asked.

"My name is JohnnyJohnny replied, frustrated. "Mrs. Johnson died three years ago!"

"Now Billy, | know you didn't mean to set that bus on fire."

"What?"

"Harold, how did you get that cat stuck on the ceiling?"



"My name is 3"

"You know we can't get puppy, Sue."

"Wh-What puppy? Wait, Sue is a girl's name!"

"That's it, Chad," his father said angrily, "go to your room!"

"But dad, the game!" Little Johnny protested, but his father made up his mind. Upset, Little Johnny
trudged up thestairs. "For the record, my name is Johnny!" he yelled, slamming his bedroom door.

b¢KFIGda ¢KIG L GK2dzAKGX {FYYezZé GKS FFGKSN (G4K2dz3
| don't have kids!"

Little Johnny Goes Hunting

One day Littllohnny and his father decided to go hunting, though it was his father who made the
decision.

GhY .2060é&X Al0ad GAYS dKIFhG &2dz 65O0FYS | YlIy=Zé KAA
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His father grabbed a gun.
G2 KFEG FNB ¢S F2Ay3 (2 R23 akKz22( GKS FA&K 2dzi 27
G2 KId FAEAKK 2 SONB 3J2Ay3 ljdzr Af KdzyGAyIoé
G¢CKSNB FNByQil S@Sy lidd At Ay GKAA& F NBI HE
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into the car and drove out of town. Some time later, they arrived at a remote wooded area. After what
felt like hours ofvalking, they finally arrived in front of a quaint log cabin.

G2 SQNB 3J2Ay3 (2 0SS adreAy3a Ay GKSNBKE [AGGES w2K
Gb2gs .Syyes (KAA Aad 6KSNB gSQNB KdzyiAy3asze KAA 7T
huntingturkeyA &8 GKIF G GKSe& NS 2dzad a aOFNBR 2F @2dz [ a @
[AGGfS W2KyyeQa FFEGKSNIFAYSR KAa 3dzy LG F g2Vl

cabin.

G5 R y2H¢ [AdGGES W2Kyye ONASR | & KBtwhkeHBSR KA &
the woman and burrowed into her fine china cabinet. Alarmed, she and her family evacuated the cabin
and ran screaming into the surrounding woods. Little Johnny and his father stepped over shattered
glass as they entered the abandoned cabin hy GKS GlFofS glFa GKS FlLYAf@&Qa
and all.

Gal NDdza> 3INI o6 & YdzOK | a @&2dz OFryHé KAa Fl G§KSNJI
G¢KAA AAYy Qi NRIKGZI RIRHE
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Against his will, Like Johnny stuffed his pockets with cranberry sauce and stuffing.
Gb2¢ (GKAA Ad K2¢g @&2dz KdzyiHé KAA FlLUGKSNI &l ARO®
Little Johnny Dies
GWSNRYSS AdQa GAYS F2NJ ez2dz G2 fSIFENY (42 RNAROSHE
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Before he could say anything else, he was whisked away by his father.
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At that moment, a woman came from the house, her face white with horror.

Gae SINERH: aKS aONBFYSRO® { KS [|viinviggaufips ®n and G SR dzL
tread marked by the black Modé&l sitting in her garden.

Gwdzy 9RRASHE KAa FFHGKSNJ &FAR FyR 0602f3GSR FTNRY
Adams in her yal with the wrecked car and maimed flowerbed.

Suddenly the car began to roll backwards. Little Johnny glanced over his shoulder.

G! KX RIFERK¢ KS &l ARO®
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his father. He was tired. At that moment, the car made a sickening crunching sound. It was not the car.
[AGOES W2KyyeQa FFGKSN) GdzZNYySR | NRdzyR (2 &aSS | f d:
continued to roll away. Little Johnny was nowhersight. A deadly silence set in. His father crept over
to the pile.
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through the crowd.
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Disappointed, the crowd began to dissipate.
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Wait a secondLittle Johnny thoughtlf he is preocquied with this garden gnome, maybe | can
finally do what | want without being involved in his shenanigans. This is perfect!

G! K 60&8S RIFIRZ LQY 2FF (2 KSI @Sy y2éXé¢
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Little Johnny ran happily down the street. He was free. Baseballeirpdink with friends,

swimming at the local pool, and even a milkshake with Mandy Walsh, the girl of his dreams. He did it all.
Sadly, these events only lasted about five hours.

He strolled through the neighborhood, bored. On his way home, he notidedge crowd,
even bigger than earlier. The cops were even there. Little Johnny raced to the scene. As he joined the
crowd he noticed his mother among the faces.

Ga2Y> gKFGQa JA2Ay3 2yKé KS raisRo
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Little Johnny frowned. He began to feel guiltyNS Y& FIF 0KSNXRa FyadAaoa NEBI
day? the boy wondered as he went to is distressed father. Seeing him, Little Johnag.sigh

GLG sAff ©0S hYX W2Kyyeésx ¢S OFy Llzi &@2dz ol O1
gnome.
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His father looked up. Time seemed to stop. The crowd froze. No one dared to ntakela s
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He stood up and put his arm around his son. The crowd cleared a path for thegethdr,
Little Johnny and his father left.

G2 K2 A& 3J2Ay3d G2 OfSty (KAA dzlKé a2Y82y8§ Ay (K



The Things He Has Misplaced
by Alli Marini Batts

Prompt: Write 12 objects on 12 slips of paper, shuffling them livat or a bag. Draw one and compose a piece
where the object drawn is utilized for something OTHER than its intended purpose. The object drawn for this piece
was "car keys".

| have found and put where they belong,
dirty socks in the laundry,
car keyshung on the rack,

his wallet on the dresser, next to a coffee mug of change

and his wedding ring,

which he left
in the left pocket
of a pair of pants | did not buy him

but will wash, with his socks,
regardless,
then fold,

and place in the dresselrawer where they belong

next to my bitten tongue.



Travis Jackson Lives
by Nels Hanson

Travis Jackson was a friend of mine,
Cowboybred but out of time
The West is going, going, gone,

You can hear it fade when you hear his song.

The day before wevere supposed to fly out earlyto Rendt 2 Sy S S R-hdalthY Sy i | f
ONBIF {12 .dz0O1Z 2dzad GKS (g2 217 calad dowrf watlyaSetrible S F 2 NB
flu, complete with fever and chills and a feeling of weakness in my eyes. I lay sick in bed, wit
my head propped up, a box of Kleenex in my lap, the curtains drawn tight, aspirin bottles and
half-filled glasses of juice crowding the night table.

W2RAS YR L | NBdZSR® {KS &FAR | LINI 27F YS
improve between us.

GWwSadzaz W2RASI LQY oO0dz2NYyAYy3 dzLJH 2 K@ ¢g2dz R L
thermometert Look at me €

GLQY adz2NB @2dz R2y Qi FSSt 4Stf e

She stood at the closet with her back turned.

G, 2dzONB Kdzy3d 2@0SNX» , 2dz RARY QO 3ISG Ay GAff

She moved to the bureau and pulled open a drawer.
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Jodie turned.

GL 1ySs CINRY ,2dzy5|cb | S RASR Aigasiegponm Wdzy S
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Jodie swiveled toward me.
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Jodie stepped to the foot of the bed. In one hand she held a black silk slip.

G, 2dz 61 yiu ¥ BSYyRIFI BRSR NR2YKE
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She turned away.

GLQY fSI@Ay3IAxeé aKS alAR [[dASiHfteod
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thrown her ring at me and gone off in the Blazer to meet Johnny Black and his band

{KSQR 02YS 6101 /KNRaAGYlI& 5+ Ay 6KAGS 0dz
fed me clear soup for a week, before the Coles started througlstitow for Denver and the
Cowboy Club to join Johnny.
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| sat up. Jodie had a suitcase open on the loveseat and was throwing clothes in it.
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Jodie slipped a pair of red spike heels into a plastic bag, pressing them down on top of
the clothes. She snapped the suitcase shut and stared at me with what looked like cold murder
in her heart.

GLOQPS 4SSy e2dz waarolQ (22 Ylye (AYSadé

The fron bell rang. She lifted the suitcase and started across the room.

GW2 RASKE

In the doorway she stopped short and half turned.

GLQY y2G FSStAy3d a2 3AINBIOG vYeaStfFfo L LIy i
plan to have a decent dinner tonight,y R Yl 86S | FTS¢ RNAY1a4P L R2YyQ
you, think of you, for a week, till we go on stagé
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There was rage in her voice, but also sarcasm and condescension. Now that we were
famous and lived in Nashville, Jodie was the only one who really knetvmshfriendship with



Travis had meant. It stung me.
L ¥Sf4G 0SGNIX¥@&8SRzZ GKS &alryYyS Fta AF aKSQR OKSI
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Did she believe it? Had she talked about it with Laura?
Years ago Laura Bush threatened to leave her husband, gave mmutfimatum, and
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asked for another Travis story.
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become huge stars, the song was sure to be a monster hit.
GW2RASHE
| got up and staggered after her through the house.
| stood at the front window, watching her.
She was marching dowthe walk toward the limousine. Her boots clicked on the brick
YR aKS RARYyQl €221 o0lIFO0O1X Fta AT akKS 4SNB g1 f]
betrayed too.
| winced against the bright light. Jerry was there with his bandaged hand amfokeso
face, holding the car door open for Jodie.
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itwasamimit RedStam@ & > W2KyyeéQa LISRIFf &dGSSfrand I @ SNE O

tossed the vase and wounded Jerry when | ducked.
Their heads came together and then they turned, staring toward the house.
| stood watching them as they watched me.
| went down the hall angot back into bed. | pulled the covers around my neck. |
shivered hot and cold, but finally | was able to fall asleep.
| had a nightmare. In flickering blaakd-white leaf shadows from the bedroom
window, Jodie was making passionate love to someogedaZf Ry Qi &a4SS> gK2aS 7Tl C
watched the back of his head.
Unable to rush forward or turn around, to shout or speak a word or close my eyes,
condemned to stand and watch, | stood paralyzed in the doorway, listening to the moving
leaves
| wokeup dripping sweat. | saw the fluorescent stars Jodie had pasted to the ceiling, to
remind us who we were, and looked over at the radium clock face. It was 10:45 p.m.
| crawled out of bed and took a hot shower, then put a clean dry towel across my pillows
and lay down again.
Once the phone rang and when | picked it up it sounded like Bush. He wanted to tell me
I 2218 KSQR KSINR R26y Ay ¢SElFax |o62dzi (G662 0 dz
. dz0O1 Qa y20 KSNBXI¢ L althaphdnedropS RARY Qi @20GS
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Johnny had been dead hardlyeek, shot by a rapper with a flintlock on an Arizona
ranct KSQR 0S5S02YS | &a02dzi FT2NJ/ 2fdzyoAl wSO2NR&Z
2 KSY LQOQR KSINR lo0o2dzi W2Kyyeé LQR ySIFENIeé& aLXAd

After three days, | fela little better.

b2 3A22RX o6dzi 6SGOISNY 2KSy L 3I20G dzLJ L RA
Ayi2 GKAy3aod aé SeSada RARYQOG KdzNI a2 o6FRX |y
doors at the pool without squinting.

| began to move aund the barnlike house, eating snacks and sippirgf, reading the
newspaper, sitting out on the shaded patio. There was fan mail, and a fancy note from the
2 KAGS 1 2dzaS:T NBIldzSadAy3a GKS o6dzYLISNI aGAO1 SN F2

ItriedGd 2 OF ff ¢NI @A& &aSOSNIE GAYSA odzi KS g1 ay
watched movies, one after the other, to take my mind off Jodie, then Johnny Black and his
widow, Marlene.

wlke aAftlryR Ay a[2ad 2 SS{ SyrREstartdtGpayich y 3 T2 N.
until he finds the bottle hidden in the lampshade of the overhead light.

G¢CKS ¢CKANR alysé gAGK AdGa SSNAS T AGKSNI Ydza

Blackcoated Harry Lime murders an accomplice and has him buried in place of himself,
so Lime can go on sellingdblackmarket penicillin and killing children. His old friend Joseph
[ 20G6Sy > GKS | dzil K2 NIw B OKOE5S FFIAK Rald [5A2Y0800aS | O NB &
in the sewers of Vienna puts the wounded Orson Welles out of his misery.

L K I Ryitniyeass S8 §fad forgotten the weird plot.

hy GKS f13GS aK2 g3 twBakySlelson plls it hiskdrivawiay aCtheO S ¢
end of a workday, but his frol® 2 2 NJ | S & wiieg lye Rniocks, hisiwife and his double
stand in the doorway and ask wie is.

¢tKS a20AS / KIyySt YIRS YS [ yEA2dzAE L RARYQ
turned it off.

L {SLIW N¥zyyAy3a Yeé FlL@2NARGS GF LIS a52dzwoftS w
bullwhips, eachwhig& Y R ¢ NJ LJLJA y 3 | NP dzy Ranking hin2famii the saddld. & | A &
Lash leaps between the horses, a hand on each horn, a boot in each stirrup.

He gallops through the oak shadows and moonlight on the pinto and the bay, toward
the burning cabin where the pretty datkaired girl in a calico dresstied up.

L RARYQ(O 3SG GANBR 2F Al LG NBfIESR YS: 7
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Each afternoon | had a single shot of whiskey and sensed my strength slowly coming

y
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back.

But the empty house and dead telephones made me more and more nervous. At night it
was strange sleeping alone. | checked the medicine cabinet but Jodie had taken all the sleeping
pills.

2 a4 aKS ¢g2NNASR> (GKIFIG LQR R22NRaREd AKS2RS
about Travis Jackson?

Twice more | dreamed of the same black and white room of flickering shadows, of Jodie
making love to the faceless stranger as | stood rooted at the ranch house door and the
cottonwood rattled in the wind.

| woncered if Jerry had gone with Jodie to Reno, if they were having an affair. If he



touched her breast with his bandaged hand

L 62YyRSNBR ¢KId LQR R2 AT Al 6SNB GNHLS: (K
K2QR RNAGSY (KS NeBaba, pughbidudéf e carfamd et et walkigy
ONRP&aa UGUKS RSASNI dzyGAf LQR LlzZ f SR dzLJ Ay @K
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L ¢l ayQi &adzaNB || yeé nzhbdark mKimaginadidn dan WiB. | fought | y R
the urge to jump up from bed and drink a-giack of beer.

| half thought of calling Laura Bush, to see if Jodie had talked to her, but it was always
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line.
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died from grief, before Jodie showed up at the ranch in the Cadillac that snowy Christmas
Y2NYAYy3IAZ F FUGSNI AaKSQR FAYAAKSR (GKS (2dzNJ 6A 0K W
sorgs.

But what could | do?

W2RAS KIFIR &aFAR y20 G2 OFff |1 I NNIQKQa |yR L
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get hold of Travis.

Anyway, | needed some time too, to rest apd get my bearings. The flu was nearly
32ySs AlG o6& Y& YySNBSa GKFEdG 6SNB NI gz FTNRBY 02
been a shock, and then the scene with Marlene, who blamed Jodie.

[ A1S W2KyyeQa 3IK2al>X al NEEKYPORobENAdNE yEiIE a
room on the Donny Williams Show and thrown the white cake. It had made the news, Laura
had called to see if Jodie was all right.

YR KSY UGKSNB gl a W2RASQa O2yadlyd ylF3a3aay

| had to do something, just to get my &y moving again. | thought about swimming, but
| was afraid of a relapse

L RSOARSR LQR RNA@GS 2dzi 42 bS@FRIZT G118 Ad
GAAAG ¢NYGA& WHOlazy 2y (GKS gl & (2 wSyKad®RyLQMR
aSSy KAY Ay UGUKNBS @SINARIZ GK2dzaK fFdSfte y2g Iy
was past due that we meet up again.

| was all packed to go early Wednesday afternoon when the doorbell rang.

For half a second | thought it mighé l3odie, no one else could get through the gate.

Then | felt a shiver. Maybe Jodie had asked the Bushes to set up an intervention, flown
to Washington, D.C., instead of Re&no

{KSQR adzy3d G¢NI @A& WFHO1az2ye |0 (K®SusevSLldzof A
Fff GKS GAYS 2N GFf1Ay3 6A0GK [l dzZNF X W2RASQR ¢

hyOS> L ai22R Ay (KS KFIffgle& IyR KSINR KSN
something about somebody staying up all hours of the night.

| took a breath and op®ed the front door.

| was relieved.



A woman about 60, wearing too much maigp and dressed in shiny rayon, stood on
the step.

G52Sa&4 W2RAS wAidadaaya A0S KSNBKE

She adjusted the front of her orange blouse.
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Gb2i GKIG LQOZS KSFENR 2Fdé C2NJ y2 NBlFazys L
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It was sudden, real hurt, then shock, then something in between that canceled both and
stared out at me blankly like a thraathen dissolved into shy embarrassment.

GLQY KSNJ Y230KSNWE
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| studied her powdered face, tryingtosgeK S I K2a il 2F W2RAS® LG 41

G! NB @2dz KSNJ Kdzaol YRKE

G, SFK® LQY . dzO1 [/ 2f So¢

This was a new one. | held onto the doorknob.

The woman put out her hand.

GaSft @l wAIITAYyaoé

L £221SR 4G4 KSNIKIFIYR FT2NJ I Y2YSnivx GKSy ¢S
provoke a crackpot, trigger an incident.

GLQY 3ASGOGAY3I NBIFIRe @& GFr1S 2FFx G2 32 YSSi

GL 62y QG aidle t2y3o LQff 2dzad LISS1Td® L gty

. ST2NBE L O2dzZ R ai2L) KSNJ aK StobRghtd dadghtbISR R2 6y
of Jodie in the swaying of her hips, in the way she leaned forward to tell the driver.

¢KSY L FAIdzNBR AF &2dz 4SS (g2 LIS2LXS FyR A
right away the eye finds a resemblance. If someone lsaidel and Hardy were fraternal twins,
you might find similarities.

lyedgleés KSNI Y2G3KSNJ ¢4 RSIRXY a!LJ 6A0K GKS
porch in Nevada and watched the night sky.

Jodie and | were orphans as well as Western idols, thatpaat of our Cinderella story.
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Country fans and Republicans ate it up.
| started to go call security, but the woman was walking briskly back up the sidewalk.
The taxi sat at the curb, its engine off.
GL R2y QG oyl (2 020REGNI WERESOTFOHOESQA R2YyS
She sounded a little breathless.
G52 @2dz 1y26 aKS aSyRa YS YzySeKe
She stood on the steps, looking at me.
b2 L RARYQ( ®¢
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Again she touched a button on her blouse.
G, 2dz R2YQNRYYRREI Y&E T

She began to fiddle with her purse.
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Gl SINB

She fished out a creased black and white snapshot and handed it to me, of an attractive
girl in a sun suit holdg up a bald baby in a blanket.

¢KS (SSylI3ISNJ RARYyQil 221 YdzOK fA1S W2RAS:
philandering father rather than her alcoholic mother. Jodie had said at the ranch that both her
parents drank too much before they died.

The baby might have been Jodie. It might have been anybody. Sun bounced off its head.

GeKIGQa KSNI G AAE Y2yidikKaodé {KS aYAf SR LINE

| stalled a second, then surrendered.

G2Sftfx O02YS 2y Ayzé L alARo®

| led her into the living room.

She looked at the ceiling and walls and rugs and the gold and crystal awards on the
mantel, stared hard at the Grammies, the framed portrait of the Bushes, then the platinum
NEO2NR F2NJ a¢NI gAa WFHOlazyde

| saw her locate the obsidian rock on its glags$tR> W2 RASQa f dz01 & adz2y
Canyon she posed with for feature storiesefore her eye caught the wet bar.
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though they looked a little blurred and might be contact lenses.
She was waiting, a thirsty set to her lips.
GLQff 2dzald Kl @S 2y Soé
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She sat in the easy chair, staring up at a big oil portrait of Jodie and me in our trademark
black and red cowboy clothes. | poured a good drink and offered it to her with a fancy cocktail
napkin. She seemed harmless enough.

GCKFEYy1lao 2dz R2y Qi sl yli 2ySKE
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| sat down in the leather armchair.

L RARY®UG NBFfAT S

But what could | say? That she was alive?

| hesitated as the woman stared at me, waiting.

GW2RAS IARAIR GMBIKSNI YR aAa0SNE¢ L alFARX (3

She nodded and took a drink.

Ge2yY g2NJa 0 GKS YAfftd alNE ! yyQa | ydz2NES
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Something was off.
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The woman drank from her glass.
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the horses the first morning at the ranch.

Melva smiled.
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She looked taken aback.
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singing €
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She frowned, trying to remember.
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dressed in orangand blue and eager to reunite with her loigst daughter.
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Jodie might have given out the information, though it seemed unlikely. Jodie never
GFrf 1SR G2 ai0N)}y3ISNER | 02dzi K SaNillyTolme excéptkhaf KSQR K
her parents were long deceased, one in a bad wreck.
GLa &aKS 3F22R G2 @&2dxK¢é
The women bent forward over her drink, looking at me closely.
G52854 aKS GNBFG &2dz NAIKGKE
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| nodded, to cut it short.
| thought she might be a plant, from a tabloid.
G¢KFiQa 3I22Rpe {KS &l d o
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The woman turned her glass in her hand.
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Melva threw back her drink and set the glass and napkin on the coffee t&bR. | L2 dzNB R
a double Jack Daniels and she was finished.
Gl @S y2i KSNKE
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We sat smiling at one another. The clock ticked from the mantel, then the ice machine
emptied under the bar.
G2Sfftx L 2dzald ¢l yGSR G2 asSSoé
She started taet up.
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Wasshe related to him too?
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easy for me to lie.
GLGQE 2dzad | a 6Stf de
She stood up with an effort. She raised a hand to pat her hair.
GLGQA 0SSy | f2y3 {NRAL®E
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| got up reluctantly.
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Her brief smile clouded over.
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She shook her head.
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Now she looked worried. She smoothed down her blue skirt.
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She said it matter of factly.
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and ended up draped over an oak limb.
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Now everytling started to slide again.
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She lifted a hand to her brow.

GL al¢g 2y (GKS ¢+ gKSNBE W2Kyye .flO1 ¢t
She seemed eager to switch the subject.
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She looked me in the eye.
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She turned and | followed her to the door. She put her hand out to shake. | started to lift
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| started to ask if she needed some money, for the cab, then decided adainst

lyegles aKS aFrAR W2RAS gFa | fNBSFRe aSyRAy3
last gift from Jodie.
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| glanced at my watch.
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a good long visit with Travis. | felt in my pocket for my money clip, tohgiwa couple hundred.
{KS YA3IKG ySSR AGX FFGSNI W2RAS KSIFNR aKSQR &k
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acted up and | needed an ace in the hole.

There was no need to cut off Melva frdmer source, if she had a source. | doubted that
Jodie gave her very much.
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ragsto-riches legend.
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| watched her walk down theidewalk to the taxi. She smiled and waved as it drove off.
L £221SR dzZLJ 'd GKS LIAYyGAy3a 2F W2RAS YR Y
it into the kitchen. | noticed the orange lipstick on the rim and for a second felt a sliver of
doubt. I hought of keeping it, for DNA, but decided against it and turned on the tap.
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The first night at the ranch, after Fry\ad abandoned her in the desert, Jodie had stared
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she floured and fried the chickend ¢ NWB D i a2y o1 & + FNASYR 2F YAyYyS

She set down her fork.
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She traced the curved crease with her fingernail.
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She turned hers over, so our palms met digeside on the tabletop.
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flickered with the moon and rustling shadows of cottonwood leaves.
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siblings Tom and Mary Ann and their father dead of cancer. | turned to get my suitcase, thinking
about Jodie and Reno and the long drive in front of me, about what waitedeonther end,
maybe a Jerry or Slim Frye

Then suddenly | smiled to myself, for the first time in a week, as | saw the coming scene
light up in my head.

Travis Jackson would be fairly amazed when the white Caddie pulled into the barnyard
by the big catonwood.



Scaffolding
by Chelsea Clammer

Prompt by Kathryn Deputat from the bodkow Write!
Directions:
1. Begin with a specific topic (moment, person, place condition, etc.)
2. Find an image that draws you, and bring it into your writing space. Tageimhoes not
necessarily relate to your topic.

3. Make a list. Write the first thing that comes to your mind in the response to the following
prompts whether it relates to your topic or not:

1. an expression or phrase

2. a day of the week

3. asound
4. sanething you associate with a grandparent

5. something in you refrigerator

6. a sensation

nd® DfEFYyOS G GKS AYF3AS YR y2GA0S gKIFd OF §0OKSa

which you glimpsed and contine writing without stopping for twentintas. As you write,

bring in the items listed in number 3.

Alright, so here is what | set myself up with:

1. Licking a lover's back
2. The cover of a book found on the desk
3. Tuesday
4. a phone with an answering machine
5. bang
6. cake
7. chill

It's the ring on her finger that catches my eye. It rests attentively on her middle finger, the hand
almost curled into a fist. But it's not quite a fist, not quite ready to punch out. The ring is silver
shining gold, her skin a tan hue. | have a ring like gms,l bought at an antique mall when |

was in high school. | haven't been to an antique mall in years, and | wonder what | would find in
one now. | wonder if I would find one of those old phones, like my grandmother uses. Not the
rotary kind, but a new gt of antique. A phone with an actual answer machine. An answering
machine with an actual tape you have to rewind and erase, recording one message over the
next.

It was a Tuesday night when | left a message on her voice mail. Emma had a cell phone, a
number | used to have memorized, but now it is just a jumble of digits in my mind. It was a
Tuesday that | called her, because Tuesday was the day in which | always felt manic. This was
when | was in high school, this was when my bipolar disorder was tratorg unmedicated.

There was a bang in my mind, a chill that went through my spine. Yes, this was Tuesday because
| was flying down the highway in my truck, leaving manic messages on Emma'’s cell phone about



how great the world was, how happy | was to heti

Emma had curly brown hair and dark brown eyes. Later, | would look at Jen and | would think of
Emma's eyes. | would think of the way Emma'’s eyes always looked into mine, as if she could see
past the mania, past the dizzying swirl of my irises atmthe actual person that lived inside.

Jen did this, and she could do it even with her eyes closed.

We are in my bed, | have tugged my favorite ring off of my finger. The one | got at the antique
mall, the one that's silver shining gold in the soft@ellight of my room. The ring is a heavy

silver, and consists of thick swirls. Lying on my nightstand, it stares back at Jen and |, as | flip her
over on her stomach and lick my way along her back. Even with her eyes closed, even with her
face turned dowrto my pillows, | can feel her presence penetrate me, eat at me as if | were a
delicious cake. She divulges into me, and | come back at her with hands full of noise.

| am on top of her, our skin smooshed against each other. But this is before we ceyloefse
her girlfriend gave us permission to do so. So | lick her back and taste all of her skin that | can.
Her sweat is like icing, a sweet layer to savor | will eventually bite into more.



Wasting Time
by Samantha Nelson

Prompt:dl used the videdJNB YLJG 2F (GKS Of 201 GAO4Ay3 FT2N

Wasting time
| plan to unwind
I'm in the kitchen
pouring my wine
Skipped work today
Drinking away
The hours will go
But the buzz always stays
It's nice to kick back
Just sit and relax
pouring glass after glass
As the time seems to pass
| sit on my ass
Wasting time



Veil Lifted

by Gary Glauber

Fie on thee, fiend financier.

He who deceived friends and neighbo
the thief, selling a piece of the dream
with strangely reinforced returns.

Prompt: Create a poem using as many ie and ei words as possible.

rs,

A proprietary fiefdom of inscrutable liens

and phantom hedge fund niceties,
a steady diet of piebald skeins

woven into leisure and fancy eiderdown,
eight pieda-terres with views of te Seine,
an inveigled world where crossed circuitries

created a deity of false beliefs, where

unwavering loyalty

to this fiery nonpareil of the investment field

unveiled a quiet acquiescence that be

lied

the Frankenstein reality, a feisty monster
gone anok with seismic grief, veiled threats,
and an unsteady diet of seized assets and

sovereign guilt, with weighty ties to all

Promises now forfeited are sadly reinvented
as a collapsed vein, a no yield nightmare,

a receipt for the void that exists in lieu

of the tiersinthispseud® A y 4G SAy Qa aOKSYSo

Vanished in a brief, piercing way,

tied to the mast and drawn through the sieve
until all that remains is a short pier and a long walk,

a beige reverie and the heavy freight
of knowing their deficienciesna how,
even in grief, nothing can be retrieved



Two Poems
by Michael Pagan

Promptd . 20K 2F GKS&S LIASOSa o6St2y3a G2 F+ £ NHSNI YI ydza ONR |
the Ordeal also known as Human Society by Marvelous Swabis.Bdtrs once mentioned in an interview that all
he ever tries to do with his poetry is "create an environment." That's definitely an element that | try to explore
throughout my manuscript and these two pieces in particular. What | did was employ twoustilintairrative
approaches: the narrative sequence form, and how it relays poetic narratives in newer and more unique ways, and
I RAFE23A0FE | LIWNRBFOK LQ@S G4SN¥YSR ! tSNLJS(dzZf ¢SyasSxz |
realities are @ven agency to perform within the same space, at the same time. Simultaneity, in short. Tom
Stoppard's play Arcadia was a huge influence thpaaticularly the final scenes of the play. In a lot of ways, |
believe that's how "reality" works: we're constly juggling between private time and public time; private reality
and public reality; reafime and memory/imagination/personal history.

Dramatic Gesture Above the City

There are new, subtle red
edges-a breathtaking sound
dusting the rounded elbows;
trees, large as brains:

the organ of an unsuccessful genius.

Swooping about, the city was too, imitating
motions of brushing the pavement, at
the window, inhaling the city:
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--weeping into a pillow

7

G6S Ydzad aAd KSNB FyR gl AlG GAfS

C N
A
w
(0p)
<
X<

2F¥ 0K
--all moving the same directien
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ineluctable dust; at the edges, ate. Loving
in fragments-air made soundt am the victim

Gl yeK2gs GKAA OBRIOSNRIIAKZY Kl a f Ay 3ISNJ

this side of the highway grass, alongside



the foot, where my bare feet grub along,

and pry loose drowsy pools of rain water;
collapsed on its side; stripped like grasiethes; lying
the sounds of clapping; moving the sound

of shambles; itslepressed soles mumblinginking.

What are the autobiogeographies of green grass?
How does one get to know the crippled limbs of a city?

The street-as in the actual road
like broken shoelaces

A DIAPHRAGM OF AN HUMAN

This is where | becamesautiful

fresh and clean after the aftermath of the rains

the color of God (whose real name we never really knew)

by the time the rains came at the end of August,

under-world marriages were taking place, then someone dared to say:
those contraptions willdll, will slice my head in the dark hours

and leave my body in the discolored morning sky for the day,

as cheaply as possible, to conceive even more ambitious plans

AGQa 0SOFdzaS AdQa ljdAadS KSI@e | yR
well, at least one of us will make it
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that was the end of plaguey optimism the end

of lungsbreath the end of good

shall | call you Gd. instead?
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you will fly with happy thoughts

by Eleanor Bennett




Everything After the Before
by William Henderson

Prompt: Post Apocalyptic

¢KSe GKAY 1 o thedh Rayh Rlind KO kndziot blind, and because they think

LQY o0fAYRI LQ@S aSSy o02RASa yIF{1{SR FyR agSlae
rapture ¢ enraptured, probably, but in rapture is more apt, | think, and because hislistory, |

am this story. | will use the words | want to use without regard for how you might want me to

use these wordg and sometimes they can no longer sit in rapture and sit still and then they

are not still. I invite everyone inside, and they, umrt, occasionally, invite someone inside, men

inside men inside women inside men, feeling, not wanting to feel, remembering, not

remembering, humid afternoons becoming necessary showers, leaning against a tile wall,
sweating.

And | do not stare because the¢hink | am blind, and there was a blind storyteller before,
Tiresias, who told stories, and who was blinded when he did not name Hera the loveliest of
them all. And | might one day be blinded because | am unable to name one of these bodies
lovelier thanany other, because these bodies are alive, and surviving.

| found my son in his room. He was wearing a greeoaded jacket. | hated this jacket. Hate this
jacket. My son wore this jacket regardless of season. Adgptstand still, that goddamned
jacket.

My son was wearing this jacket and he had tied the hood tight so that all | could see of his face
were his eyes, amber. And his eyes were open, though his body was not open, and he was not
breathing and | held him and | cried and | offered to switch plagdgshim and | wondered why

| was not taken and he was still there, not being there, and | held him and | told him about the
day he was born, even though | haybad( told him that story so many times.

Remember Alas, Babylon? | read this bqgkophecyc in tenth grade. Mrs. Rowe, loved to

teach this book and did, every year. | remember the women who stole jewelry off dead bodies,
rings and necklaces, bracelets, and whose skin, where touched by these stolen rings and
necklaces and bracelets, turned gre

If jewelry is being stolen and worn, we cannot tell. Nothing green here. And | miss the color
green, and | ask sometimes for someone to define green for me, and each definition | hear is
different from the one that came before. | like that each defon is different from the one

that came before. They define green for me because they think | am blind, and | do not tell

them that | can see, and that | have seen green, and that the color green is the color | most miss
because we no longer live in a iain which things are green.

If I tell you that | am getting aroused telling this story, thinking of you reading this story, getting
aroused at my arousal, would you tell me what you think of the color green?



The emergence, because what else to call hawentured out of our hiding spaces but
emergencehappened slowly, then all at once. Men and women and children, some related,
most not, venturing outside, emerging, blinking into the August sun, not sure why the sun was
still shining. Is still shininguspended, rising, falling. The moon remains, too. How these orbital
bodies remain suspended, doing what these orbital bodies do, is a mystery.

They ask me to solve the mystery, to find out who did it, and with which instrument, and in
which roomc library, kitchen, the oval room with the red phone always tied to Moscaive
flash originated.

A child in a grocery cart, in the back of the cart, clinging to a box of animal crackers, wanting to
open this box of animal crackers, angering his mother, a chpritnair, a hastily tied ponytail,
shoes without socks, tired, sad, still angered by thisdbgr sonX; clinging to a box of animal
crackers. Before the flash, they were in aisle seven. After, they were still in aisle seven, the box
of animal crackersrothe ground. No ark would keep these thg-two animals safe.

James and Juliet. Or Peter and Marie. Chris and Samantha. Son and mom. Mommy. Mama.
Baby boy. Wet thing. Names we give each other, ourselves, the people we call community and
home. | call thespeople the last two people | saw before the flash. | was in aisle seven behind
them, and | was holding a box of animal crackers, and | was going to open the box of animal
crackers and eat one in front of this complaining child because complaining cHilolifeer me.

L R2Yy QG NBYSYOSN) YdzOK | 62dzi GKS FflFrakKed L R2yQ
was doing before washing my cag and | remember what | was doing aftenot washing my
carcodzi L R2y Qi NBYSY0OSN) gKI derthefla’sh.R RdzZNAy 3Id ! yR
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In the beginning, even before the heavens and the earth, the flash must have been. | imagine it
lurking out there, in here, wherever it was before it did what #saborn to do, and | imagine it
with a moustache, because most villains have moustaches.

After the flash, because we have no other words for what happened othertti@flash but

before the emergence, because what else to call how we ventured out dfidung spaces but
emergencewe waited in basements and storm cellars, barns, attics. We were Anne Frank and

her family. We remember that story; we remember most stories about hiding. She died. Most

2F dza KIS RASR® hNE {mg$he flaghaNo otBeFwonisifor th&flash RA Ry
but the flash

Everything since, after, has been because of, or due to, our inability to name what happened as
anything other than the flash.

My fellow Americans, Europeans, Eurasians, Antarcticans, and splaneé with My fellow
humans, said once a month by a shifting rotation of former world leaders who share leading
this after world.



My fellow humans, today is the £145", 79", 100", day since the flasheven our world

leaders use the wordthe flashto describe the moment after which everything changeahd
today is a little better than the day before, and tomorrow will be a little better than today,
because we are here and we are thriving and there is plenty for which we must give thanks.

Days tured to weeks turned to months. Food and water dwindled, but not as quickly as you
might think. 6.94 billion becomes fewer than 1 million and the food and water supply continues
to stretch. Farther. Through. Around.

Some of us were afraid to eat and driid some of us starved because of it, and some of us
YSSRSR G2 adlINBS F2NJ I 6KAfST 0SOlIdzaSs @&2dz 1Y
remember much from before, because the after is much like the before, but with fewer of us

f STG G2 remembEr much o Heloie.

On that first Thanksgiving, we hunted turkeys and we mashed potatoes and we traded pie
recipes and we did not sit as a group, because the best way to spend that first Thanksgiving was
alone, eating until we slipped into deep ttgphanfueled sleeps.

We still have electricity, and laws and order and mostly no one breaks these laws, and order is
kept, and no one is put to death because we no longer live in a lottery world.

Plenty of room to expand. Up, sideways, down. Maybe netrddJnderground remains
underground. Tools? We have plenty. No need to reinvent the wheel.

That first Christmas, we waited for Santa Claus to present himself as real, because, in this after,
everything we once thought unreal was real.

Buildings were lefundestroyed, mostly, but cars no longer work. Who can say who picked and
chose what would remain viable. Some of us remain viable and are repopulating. Every night.
Repopulating. Before, we would have called this repopulating fucking. | liked sayingoiftat w
Before.

We leave the dead where the dead were left, because we have few places to move the dead
that were left after. There is no stink. Or, there is stink, but we no longer can separate stink
from life after. For a while, some of us wore masks, amdafwhile, we fought over these

masks, but when those without masks outnumbered those with masks, we knew that we no
longer, and never, needed masks.

No one knows why the flash, and when then, the flash, and why those who are not dead and
left where thedead are left are not dead and left where the dead are left.

2SS KIF@SyQi OKFy3ISR GKS ylYSa 2F GKS OAGASa Ay
Freedom and Never Forget bullshit. Cities keep their already fosmgnding names: Tampa
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us, sure, but is less such a bad thing?



I miss music, new music. Nothing new is being recorded or released. A lover made me a mixed

/5 2y0S G2 OStSoNIGS 2dzNJ FANRG =+l fSydAySQa 51
given me roses in a long time,dbefore | went home that night, he gave me this mixed CD,

and when | miss music most, | remember this mixed CD, and | may not remember each song on

the CD, but | make up the playlist. | think | get at least one or two songs right.

LF¥ G KSNB @amukh jay, K ioyldbe kaken dway.
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but | knew the | love you was coming, on the tips of our tongues most nights, and | had not yet
memorized his body, #ascars on his wrists, where, one night, he had cut himself, just because,

he had told me when | asked him about the scars. And just because he used the words just
because, | stopped seeing the scars as anything but the before in his life leading ternigthf

me.

| look for him, for adults | knew as a child, and | look for faces and voices | once knew,
sometimes intimately, and each time | seek familiarity, | am reminded that nothing after can be
familiar because we have nothing to compare after to.

Roses are gone, or, if they live, they live somewhere else. We are restricted to the places we
can reach on foot. Some set out to walk the world. An old womprobably 70, if 70 can be

called old in our afteg led the walk. She wanted to see Australiddre she died. She was

living in a place called lllinois before. After, she was in Topeka. A tornado, she said. A
farmhouse. A woman on a bicycle pedaling furiously outside the window in the tornado. She
had a dog, this woman inside the farmhouse, but tteg had been afraid and died, after,

always after, because the people and animals who died during would not remember being in a
farmhouse in a tornado while, outside, a woman pedaled furiously on a bicycle.

We do not live in her tornado. We live elsewhghere, somewhere over the rainbow, where

we dream in black and white because anything brighter than black and white reminds us of the
flash and we do not want to be reminded of the flash because reminders of the flash mean
remembering what was before thiéash.

This music on the CD he made me made me love him and hate him, because | knew that by

loving him, when he no longer loved me, or when | no longer loved him, or when we decided,
mutually or otherwise, to stop loving each other, would remind me of &imd of this specific

+f SyiAySQa 51e& ¢6KSy S SEOKIFIYy3ISR NrasSa FyR K
used the word love in a card and | badly wanted to tell him that | loved him, but | did not want

to taste saying these words out loud. Out loud.
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have. He knew how and where to touch me, the times to be gentle and the times to not be

gentle, and the moment when he decided to no longer love me, he knew thateng too,

and he knew how best to tell me that he no longer loved me so that | knew definitely that he no
longer loved me.
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Harriet, even though Harriet is not heame. We named her Harriet as in Ozzie and, because
she was in a farmhouse in a tornado and landed elsewhere.

| liked the before. | ran each morning, and | wanted to like yoga but | did not, and | was
apathetic about religior think how quickly that chaged for many of ug and | went to work
where | worked and hated the work | worked, and | kissed my spouse hello and | kissed my
spouse goodnight and sometimes my spouse and | did more than kiss goodnight.

My stories become their stories become our stories

/I 2YS AyZ L G4Stf GKSYZ IyR Ay (GKS& 02YS3ZI 6S0I dz
incoming outgoing postcard from before.
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month, that day, for days ahmonths and years after, you know about the day the towers fell

because we were each inside those falling towers and we were each the bodies falling outside

of the falling towers and we were the rescuers and the mourners and the newsmen and women
trying to capture the moment the towers fell because already, then, we knew that we would
remember wanting to remember the moment the towers fell.

Before those towers fell, we did not know of an after the towers fell, because we did not think
in terms of before ad after. Only after a before do you think in terms of after.
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will say nothing about not knowing what to say about not knowing what to say. And | will train
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willing to try anything at least once and hopefully more than once, because storytelling is a

lonely story to be. | must be everything to everyone and | end up beittgng because | have

nothing left to ensure | stay everything. This apprentice will become the new sorcerer, and

under his reign, brooms and mops will dance and make merry.

We need more merry. We shrouded our mirrors in black and tore our clothing seuil wntil
we were waterlogged from crying and we went to cemeteries and talked to the belead
because there is no room for the aftdead and | feel | must archive each aftkrad,
remembering their beforalead, resolving their afterlives.

A soccer sta A home run legend. A father who tried and failed to quit smoking. Lovers under
bridges in parked cars in locked rooms in hallways and schoolyards and beds with limbs akimbo.
| like the way the word akimbo sounds and feels, though | have stopped recwptiiz sound

my voice makes when my voice has a sound to make.

We went to church and we asked for forgiveness and we asked for reasons and we kept saying
that word, why, whywhywhywhywhywhywhy, until we sounded like a murder of crows.



The Fender BenderiiNa
by Bonnie Ditlevsen

Prompt: This is a flash poem, written in response to a writing prompt to find a creative way to detail one's most
recent vehicular mishap

When the love tap happened

on the 164th exit, that

stupid right turn where you get your awlane

but nobody ever knows that

and they slow, sometimes stop

When the love tap happened

since you, Fool from Not Around Here, had stopped,
then only half accelerated

And I, kind of tired,

having driven my boys all day up the Gorge

having tasted high dest wines, their sage still in my throat
Well, | stepped on it, wanting to get home

thinking you were stepping on it, t@o

and my eyes checked the two lanes to our left

because cars will change lanes right into a person there,
even a tired person

just backfrom the Gorge

and

| rammed your dirt bike rack

Ruining it

and the front end of my car.

e 2 LS| R Usa N I™ e Sol (el a0l aldzO Tt SiR
T He's a rebel, like his dad was

and the little guy flew forward into my back,

and | hated you for not driving when you were suppd to just
drive

T With no one in front of you, what was the delay?

but it was my bad

[though this spot is the worst in the county]

And | knew you would not like me

But | never dreamed

You'd step out of your Bronco, yell FUCK

raise your two arms like aragle

And your right leg, foot to knee

then do a Warrior Ill move at me,

Arms clasped, right leg sticking out

holding yourself like that



before storming my way

My sons said Did he use thenérd, Mommy?
[that's 50 cents in the swear jar]

and | quivered in mseat

Not sure if | should talk to you, Tall, Angry Ninja
American freedoms make head cases

out of so many of us

But | got my balls together

Like any selfespecting solo mother

and stepped out, looked at you

Thought about that Warrior 1l move

and why.

| used deference

and told you | was tired

driving tired

And that | was sorry about wrecking your bike rack
and probably your bike.

You were tall, nerdy, one of those

Intel types

and you stared at my butt

and then, seeing the kids,

ceased with the harshness

We worked it out

You wore a gold band

And later on | laughed

each time my sons asked me

Why, Mommy, did that guy want to ninja us?
Because, boys, | said,

he wanted to use his yoga somewhere
outside the studio

and we gave him a really cool chance to.



Qhd
by Letitia Moffitt

The prompt: Write a creative nonfiction essay entirely in dialogue. Normally we think of a nonfiction essay as
having narrative at its core, but why should this be so? Eliminate narrative intervention entirely and see what

happens.
Tenyears ago:
aSy LQY 32Ay3 o601 G2 a0Kz2z2f G2 3ISG I tK5O®
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Her: (long silence) Business school?
Last year:
MeY LQY 32Ay3 (G2 R2 | tSFEOS /2NlJla adAydao LQY
my life.

Her: (long silence) How about law school?

Last month:

aSy LQY LINPolofeée y2G4 3I2Ay3a G2 R2 Yé tSIFOS /2
life to deal with right now.
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Two weeks ago:

asSy LQY GGKAY1AY3 |
Her: What kind of business?
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Her: What kind of business?
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Her: What kind of business?
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One week ago:
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what you wanted to study first.

Me: Can we not talk about going back to school, like, ever again? | already have a PhD. They
R2y QG YIFI1S RSINBSE KAIKSNI GKFIy GKI G@ ¢t KSNBEQa

Yesterday:

Her: If you want to start usiness, | have money. | can help. | have over one hundred

thousand dollars set aside.

aSy L glyd G2 R2 (dKAa YeaStfo L R2Yy QG oI yi
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Me: Then why did you bring it up?
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Me: | am thinking maybe Lauren could work with me. She needs a job.

Her: What kind of business?

asSy [ 2212 L 2dzaid KIFI@S ARSIFa NARIKOG y26> YR L
all.

Her: | am not rejecting. | am just sayingttif you do something like this with your sister and it

fails, it will affect us all.

asSy CKIyYylao L KIFE@Sy Qi S@oSy adadlNISR ft221Ay3
failing. And people wonder where | get my negative attitude.

Me: ljaild oFyd (2 KSELI KSNI 2dzio {KSQa y24G R2Ay3
Her: | saw her just last week. She looked fine.

Me: She cafookfine and still be sick. She can look fine one day and be a total wreck the next.
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Her: | talk to her often almost once a week.

Me: Once a week. She talks to the mailman more than that.
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aSy ¢CKSNBE INB | 20 2F GdKAy3aa akKS R2SayQi 4GS
Her: What things?

asSy { K SanRie dellyour ¢

Her: What things?

asSy 52y Q0 aio LiQa (22 KdzYAfALFGAYy3a F2NI KSN
borrow money from you to pay her bills.

| S NY LGQa y2i0 KdzYAfAlIGAy3o

Me: Not for you.

Her: | can help. | haumoney. | just want you and your sister to tell me everything.

Me: (silence)
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Me: You want to hear everything? | hate my life. | hate my job. | have not achievefithay o
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successful one, remembe? | dzNBy Aa Fo62dzi | (K2dzlyR GAYSa ¢
school and her ambitions reach as far as being a receptionist in a hotel or a data entry clerk for
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guadriplegics who have more of a social life than she does. All of her friends are old people.

We aremessed up We arenot normatp l'YR L OFyQl aLlSI{1 FT2N KSNE
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Her: (prolmged silence)
Me: You still there?
| S NY .Sa3x LQY KSNBo L 2dzad ¢lyaG G2 1y28 s6KI



| touch your side as | climb on
By Betsy JohnsoiMiller

Prompt: | hate to fly, and because | was going to take #otdppan (long flight, big ocean), | started talking to the
plane in my head. This was part of the conversation.

plane, you are an obsessed dog
ready to chase the ball of light
across the blue lawn; you are the grave
waiting to take me to new life.
| step inside your belly knowing
you will vomit me into air. safer
than lightning, you are still mighty
capable of sky fire.



Two Poems
by Kenny Fame

KWAANSABA: (THE MAKINGS OF YOU) PEACH COBLER

Prompt: Create a found poem out of a cookbook. Using batmehts found in a recipe & imagination.

fruit scented aroma invadedmy nasal passage

AYlI 3Sa SYKIyOQR 2dzh O& RNBI Ya gl 1SyQ
sticks dancing with nutmegs hint of sweet

perfume made thisblack boy blush sight

of stic ky syrup ths i craved so

much eyes watered at that flaky crust

YAAaaAry3 0 KS g1 N GK Ay Y & S TNl ey



PREGNANT MOON

Blink
of an eye you appear

blue.
Half dazed;crescent

Moon
you remind me of

good friends.
All I have to do is

look for your
bright face, agast a wall of

grey &
| know that | am good.

Prompt: Take a catghphrase or word found anywhere: a word in a
favorite poem, or aatchy sloganan interesting term
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