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The Look-Away Club
by Graham Tugwell
Puddles blacken the sides of roads made polka-dot with blossoms shaken down by
showers. Daffodils lean in heavy-stemmed bunches, weighed by droplets, with heavy
heads they kiss unruly grass. Above some trees stand shameful bare, others flecked
with points of green, still others coming out in full and flaunting bloom. All
reminding us how small and transient we are.
‘Here forever,’ laughs the breeze through branches.
This is a story of April.
This is how we came apart.
We take her out into the fields, crossing a plank over a ditch, one of us on
either end of uncertain water-logged wood, a hand in each of hers to lead her over.
April smiles when it wobbles, looking down at the drop of half a foot.
We make encouraging noises.
And the next barrier to overcome; we swing legs, keeping crotches from barbs
of wire. The metal is taut but we push it down as far we can for her and there the
barren field, an upturned bowl of fallow earth, dark hedges rims around, and at the
far end, along a fox’s track, the last portioned square of earth.
Navigating the plodding wary of cattle, slow-socking hoof and fetlock in clings
of muck, sloshing dead-eyed, beefshoulder to beef. Tossing bullish heads in turn
away when we come too close, slow white and umber scattering meat with three
children venturing in between.
Towards a line of trees with bases in a ditch cleft sunk, for in the fourth Andy
and I have built a tree house. A lip of earth reaches half-way up the trunk. You can
step right into it.
We do—Andy, stooping, and April following, and me...
No room.
But in I go regardless.
All three squashed between wooden walls, open irregular to let branches loop
and where wood ran out. Along one wall a shelf in a slant, crowded with stones
(mundane) and stones (unique), an owl pellet and a pair of chrysalises. It digs,
remorseless, into my back.
‘Well,’ I say, ‘Here we are. The clubhouse!’
‘What do you think?’ asks Andy.
April smiles a little smile. ‘It’s nice. Very well made.’
We beam. Her little fingers play with the blue rope holding the floor to the
stoutest branch.
‘We’ll make it bigger,’ I bark, and this is news to Andy, but he nods along,
‘We’re going to make it bigger. There’s three of us now so we’ll need a bigger space,
won’t we?’
‘There’s a lot I can do with this place,’ she says, her eyes a brightness.
‘Curtains and cushions.’

Table of Contents | Contributors | 5

‘I could make this place so beautiful.’
Sun down through trees...
Already beautiful.
But all places get to be beautiful, at least for a time.
This all took place when Harry Carberry was still alive to take care of
Promissory House, but before the Mulligans came to town and made beautiful the
house by the pump on the Old Stone Road.
It takes place in the years when the yard of the old hotel at the curve of the
town was still a ruin of brick and nettle, when we still lived behind the community
college. There, estates flowed into and out of each other, numbers flipping from odds
to evens on a whim; there a hutch of severed seventies huddling in a cul de sac, there
a speckle of integers around a rusty green. Low walls knocked through and left
rough-ended allow new lines of traffic in.
No planning.
Just good enough for now.
Here was home, with my parents and my brother Andy.
Up until then there had just been the two of us.
We were twins.
Mam wouldn’t tell us who came out first. ‘It would only cause an argument,’
she said and so we never knew. We still slept in the same room, and though there
were two beds, morning would find us in one or the other, sleeping together back to
back.
We were almost identical. It wasn’t until our abortive sojourn down the Black
Hill on a poorly-constructed cart that we were graced us with our real differences:
A chip missing from my front tooth.
A lump under Andy’s ear.
Indelible marks adventure had left on both of us.
And one day, there were three of us.
Andy and myself, as always.
And April.
With her family she moved into the house next door. Andy and I watched as
she carried boxes up the driveway, heedless of the sudden shower.
April.
A little kick to her nose, a bump to the bridge that drew my eye so I couldn’t
look away.
It cut through a face made for smiling; her cheekbones high, mouth wide roselipped, her eyes so blue they were steel. She wore her red-brown hair in a short
bounce of pony tail, an unrestrained curl fell across her forehead.
She was taller than either of us and slender. I could have closed my hands
around her waist. And watching her I wanted to, but didn’t know why, I wanted to
but knew I couldn’t.
We fell in love with her.
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Both Andy and I, in that same instant, and both as deeply as each other.
But we were twins and we never fought.
We shared.
It didn’t need to be said.
April would be friends with both of us.
Or neither.
Two hours of watching her and we are bold enough to make our move.
Standing at her gate I looked up at her bedroom window, at the backs of dolls
already pressed against the glass. In a year she’d have outgrown them, but for now
they framed the light with soft and smiling bodies.
We knocked on her door, Andy first, then me.
Her father answered.
‘We’re your neighbours,’ I said and pointed at our house.
‘Is she... is your daughter in?’ asked Andy.
‘We’d like to say hello,’ I said and smiled.
‘Oh, and say hello to you too,’ and Andy held out his hand for a shake.
I did so too. ‘Hello,’ I said and shook.
‘Polite young gentlemen,’ said her father and smiled. ‘I’ll see if she wants to
come out. Wait there. I’d ask you in but.’
He opened the door for us to see.
‘The place is a mess.’
He laughed, a comedy character, and left us peering in: Uncarpeted floors,
pictures leaning against walls, a box scrawled with WINTER CLOTHING, filled
with crockery and a busted lampshade.
And April walking towards us.
‘Hello!’ I said, a grinning sudden.
‘Hi,’ said April, looking from Andy to me. Trying to tell us apart.
‘We thought we’d... we thought we’d,’ and I was gabbling and nothing was
coming.
‘It’s a club,’ said Andy with a quick smile, inventing the spring and summer
ahead for us. ‘Will you join? Will you be in the club with us?’
‘We have a clubhouse.’ I said before she could answer and pointed off to where
it could’ve been.
‘Oooh, club,’ she said, grinning, ‘What do you do in your club?’
Andy opened his mouth.
‘Everything,’ I said, my turn for rescuing, my hands slow rainbow expansive,
‘And we can show you all around the town!’
‘We can show you were all the cool things!’ said Andy.
‘We can show you the clubhouse now,’ I said, ‘If you’ll come with us!’
‘Come with us,’ said Andy.
I found my hand in hers.
Andy took the other one.
She looked up at her father, her brothers appearing in the hall behind him.

Table of Contents | Contributors | 7

‘Can I go Da?’ she asked, ‘Or do you still need me to help?’
‘Oh, sure go on,’ laughed her father, ‘You can leave all the heavy lifting to us
strong men,’ and he flexed his arm and pouted
Her brothers and father laughed.
Comedy characters all.
Off we ran to the clubhouse.
Our last spring began, there on the cusp of change. Next year, and forever, it
would be girls against boys, everything splitting along gender lines.
But for now it us against them; the children versus adults.
One was a world of adventure and story, the other...
The other was its negation, a world unimaginable.
So what if her hair was longer and she was prettier and delicate too?
She was one of us.
Part of the club.
But we couldn’t stop it.
Our bodies were growing up.
Picture the scene:
The sun is going down and day become a lazy gold.
We are waiting for April.
Andy is sitting on the edge of our tree house, his feet free-swinging over the
crackling furrow of the ditch.
‘Adam,’ he says.
‘I have a.’
He turns to look at me.
‘Do you ever, Adam, do you ever wonder if you are.’
‘Em.’
‘Right?’
I put down the stone I’m examining. ‘What do you mean?’ I ask him.
‘Changes,’ he says.
Knowing, I nod.
(Darkening hairs in novel places.
A filling out and falling.)
‘Changes,’ he says, ‘Down stairs.’
‘I’m.’
He looks away.
‘I’m worried.’
‘Show me,’ I say.
He shakes his head.
‘Show me, I’m your brother.’
‘I won’t laugh.’
‘I won’t judge.’
‘I’ll look and I’ll... I’ll tell you what I think.’
Through the holes in the wood come bars of light.
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The smell of moss and earth.
The long trill of pigeons, hidden somewhere in the trees.
Look out at the fields— warm and soft and open places.
The potential they hold.
Andy sighs. He gets to his feet
‘I don’t,’ he says, and his hands at slow work on his belt.
‘I don’t think...’
‘Trust me,’ I say.
Creak of wood.
Down with his trousers; pale legs, white underpants, thumbs hooked in elastic
hem.
And a pause.
‘Changed my mind,’ he says, ‘Everything’s grand.’
‘And anyway it’s cold. And she’ll be here soon. No need to—’
Stern I look at him. ‘Do I have to pull them down for you?’
‘No, I... I...’
‘Andy,’ I softly say, ‘Show me. We’re twins. It’s nothing I haven’t seen
already.’
Slowly, in slants, the underpants down to reveal.
A little pink in a fuzz of brown.
‘Look away,’ whispers Andy, and a torture swallow blurs his words.
‘Please.’
‘Look away.’
But I won’t.
I kneel.
‘It’s awful, isn’t it? A mess.’
And it is.
It’s a mess.
‘It’s not,’ I say, smiling for him, ‘It really isn’t.’
‘It’s just.’
‘It’s just,’ and my smile becomes a grimace frozen and I have no more words
for him.
‘It’s not right,’ he says, ‘No-one should have a... a thing like this.’ His hands
come down to shield but I take them firmly and move them to one side.
He fights for a moment but gives in; my hands come back to explore.
He makes a soft noise when I touch.
Gold with sunset through a gap.
I see pits and furrows where things are missing.
The hole at the base where it’s barely attached.
‘What did you do to it?’ I whisper.
‘Nothing,’ he says, and there is a sharp desperation to that word.
My fingers gingerly enclose for the base.
‘Stop,’ breathes Andy, ‘Stop.’
But.
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It comes off in my hands.
Stunned I sit back on the boards and look at the severed thing.
A twitch.
I look at it.
‘Not right,’ my brother frantic, ‘That’s not right! It shouldn’t do that!’
So warm, so very soft in my palm, a curl of flesh I feel gentle throbbing.
‘Give it back to me,’ says Andy in a small voice. ‘I’m wrong without it.’
It changes hands.
He cradles it.
Fumbling, it goes back on.
Andy gets dressed and without looking at me returns to the lip of the tree
house, waiting.
And there is the voice of April.
Adventure.
And what does the club do, exactly?
We go to the house at Clarke’s bridge, exploring the rotting rooms as it rains
outside.
A jar of mustard. A loaf of bread. A sleeping bag.
‘Someone is living here!’ shrieks April, hands covering her grin.
Down the road the three of us, laughing, and her, long-legged in sandals,
kicking at the raindrops.
Or the time we found the old orange caravan out in a field behind an estate.
Pulling aside corrugated iron we find an empty space, unlit by strips of smashed
fluorescent lights.
A fly or two in dismal circle, dirt and rags and rubber hosing in the corners. It
smelled like egg, like boiled vegetables. We walked away from there, silent and
softly wrong, smiling with the horror.
And a dozen other empty places we painted adventure on all across the town
and in the bog and hills beyond.
But most of the time we sat in the tree house and thought of things to say to
her. Things that made us look good in her eyes.
‘Do you want to see me jump the ditch?’ I suddenly said, ‘Do you think I can
make it?’
She smiled. ‘I don’t know.’
‘Watch,’ I said, and jumping down took up a position tensed to run.
And I saw how wide was the ditch, and all the nettles and thorns in the way.
Go.
Grimace. Wince.
Go.
I launch a body through the knives and bang a belly off the lip.
Everything ever in me empties in a second.
But still I rise smiling.
I rise to her laugh and clap.
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And the rest of the day is spent throwing stones at the dangly parts of cows—
when one hit the thing would wail unearthly and its nozzle would swiftly disappear,
like a fist racing back up a sleeve.
April is such a good aim— three stones in an hour, all hitting, three cows
jumping out of their skins!
And when she bites her bottom lip, concentrating for the fourth stone, I stare
and a world seems to open up before me.
I look at Andy— it’s there for him too.
A terrifying world.
And things we’d love to do with her.
And to her.
Nameless things.
She throws.
Bald rabbit shooting back in its burrow.
Another scene:
Night-time and Andy has been asleep for hours.
I feel his warmth under my covers, I hear him breathe.
My stomach is bruised from the day before, but that pain is on the outside—
there’s a deeper thing I’m feeling, moving down through me in sharp sudden jolts.
I find my hand clutching, trying to hold the pain in.
Fingers in a fist, I writhe a mouthful of soundless noise.
And softly, a tongue running a suck over a gap between teeth.
That noise. That feeling.
It comes away.
That part of me.
Scrabbling in the dark I try to put it back in place.
I can’t.
Can’t find the right end.
Too many soft irregular edges.
It yields and flows between my fingers.
Frantic I lose it in sheets and my desperate untangling legs kick it further down
and out.
Soft its landing on the carpet.
‘Oh no.’
‘Oh no!’
And Andy wakes.
‘Wha’s wrong?’ and fingers to an eye to wake it up.
‘It happened,’ I say ‘It happened to me as well.’
Fingers in my mouth with the horror of it: ‘It came off. It fell out of the bed.’
And out we get on hands and knees.
In the dark.
‘Find it,’ I say, ‘Find it.’
And I feel to see if I am bleeding.
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And I feel the hairs of the carpet.
‘Must be here. Look for it. Look for it, hurry.’
Night is dark and I am desperate and Andy is still half asleep.
Dawn and an arm in full stretch rescues me from under the bed.
Green-yellow light is just enough to see me back in order.
Exhausted I drag my pyjama bottoms back up.
‘Twins,’ says Andy and yawns.
‘Twins,’ I say, holding myself in place.
Not daring to let go.
We called it the death pool.
Industrial or agricultural effluent had leaked and killed it. It stank of bleach,
one sniff and it felt like the lining of nose and throat was scalding away.
Around it bushes and trees a march of skeletons, dry and white.
In the shallows the speckles of poisoned flies, the maggoty chest of a starling,
while flotillas of scum, light green and beige, performed a stately regatta across the
surface.
We could not see the bottom.
The death pool was black and perfectly round.
Stones were thrown into that too; it swallowed them with a globular belch,
disappearing suddenly into black, a moment, a breath, a heartbeat before the thick
water closed over the wound.
‘Deep,’ she said, ‘You could lose yourself and no-one would find you ever.’
A strand of hair by obliging wind for her to bite.
‘No-one would ever find you.’
‘Come away from the edge,’ I said and Andy took her by the upper arm.
‘The ground can be a bit unstable,’ he said.
She stared and stared and finally she came away.
That night I place that part of me on a flannel on the side of the sink and I look
into the hollow it has left behind.
A dark red gap I can fit my fist into.
Smooth and warm.
I expect the weeping ends of tubes.
I expect blood and severed meat.
Not this.
Too perfect.
A scooping spoon in vanilla mousse.
Andy and I are in the tree house.
A wet Sunday in a veil of grey.
April is with her aunt.
We are showing ourselves to each other.
‘Look,’ I say, ‘The three pluggy piece along my side.’
A finger along to point them out.
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‘Don’t you think... don’t they look like they’d fit into the holes on yours?’
He pawed his to one side and scrutinised.
‘Three holes,’ he said, ‘What are you saying?’
Rain is beating on the roof. The tarpaulin is leaking. We’ve put her cushions
where they will stay dry.
‘Should we try to put them together?’
Andy is very quiet.
Finally: ‘That feels.’
‘I.’
‘I don’t know how that makes me feel.’
‘We can try it. If we don’t like it or it doesn’t work, we don’t have to do it
again.’
With a gentle practised twist mine comes off in my hand.
I hold it up.
‘C’mon Andy.’
He turns his the other way and with the pop of tongue in cheek it detaches.
We go down on hands and knees and look at the pieces.
Scraps of meat laid side by side.
I crouch so my eyes are level with them.
‘You do it,’ says Andy, ‘I’ll only mess it up.’
I take my own in my left hand. I take his in my right and slowly, carefully, I
bring them together.
I find the bits that want to go together.
The holes that want to be filled.
And when I’m done I it let go and let it sit there.
Soft pink shape on roughened wood.
The thing we’ve made.
You can barely see the join.
It’s perfect.
And seeing it like that, it’s clear how wrong the parts were on their own.
‘We’re twins,’ I whisper, ‘It makes sense, doesn’t it?’
He nods.
‘I can feel it,’ he says, ‘I can feel the wood on the... on the... on me...’
A smile slow syrup across his face.
‘Wait,’ I say, ‘Let me...’
I think of it moving.
I think of it stiffening and getting hot and glossy.
I think.
Of April.
Softly it flops on its side and grows.
I give a soft gasp. ‘You see that? I made it do that with a thought!’
But there’s a look on Andy’s face.
His finger rubs under my nose and comes away red.
‘You’re bleeding.’
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‘Mind power!’ I laugh, making blood bubble between my lips.
What have we in the treehouse to wipe the blood on?
Nothing but her curtains.
We take our little thing apart—it’s hard to do, it doesn’t seem to want to break
—and we put the pieces back in place and grin at each other as we do up our
trousers.
And I’m tying shoelaces when Andy says:
‘I want.’
I turn and wait for him to finish the sentence, finish the thought.
‘I want to give it to her.’
He blushed with shyness.
‘I think we should.’
‘Both of us.’
‘I think she’d like it, Adam.’
‘To know how we feel about her.’
He took a step towards me.
‘Because we do, don’t we?’
‘We feel the same?’
I nod.
So very gently.
‘I don’t have words for it,’ I say.
‘But it looks good when we put it together?’ says Andy, ‘It looks right, doesn’t
it?’
And I have to agree with him.
Nothing has ever been so right.
‘A pink ribbon?’
I shook my head. ‘I don’t think that would look right.’
‘Light blue?’
He held it against the skin of his wrist so I could see the contrast.
I pursed my lips, doubtful.
He pulled a dark green ribbon from the basket.
One finger and thumb in circle and wink.
Perfect.
She looked down at it.
Light from the doorway spilled gold upon the doorstep.
Me and Andy stared from the bushes.
April, her dressing gown tight around her, protecting against the chill of the
evening, stooped to get closer.
The look on her face.
No idea what we had left for her.
‘Make it sit up,’ Andy grunted, his fingers white entwined with mine.
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And we thought.
We thought as hard as we could.
Oh, we strained.
We gave it our all.
We striped our faces bloody with it.
And look—
On the doorstep—
It moves! It sits up!
A gaspy laugh from us with freely flowing noses.
And April recoiled, making a little disgusted noise.
‘She sees it!’ said Andy, ‘She sees it!’
‘And the card?’ I whispered, ‘What about the card?’
Hours we had spent on it:
APRIL
WE LOVE YOU
CAN YOU LOVE US TOO?
ANDY ADAM
‘She doesn’t see it,’ I whispered, ‘She doesn’t see it.’
The look of terror on Andy’s face: ‘What happens now? What’s supposed to
happen now?’
I shake my head. ‘I don’t know. I’ve no idea.’
She stamped.
She stamped on us.
She stamped us to pieces.
We watched.
We couldn’t look away.
She stamped and stamped and kicked the bits and slammed the door.
*
Zombies.
Dead men in the dark.
We gathered pieces.
Shocked with a pain that would never leave us.
Red-handed.
We carried parts by green ribbon lengths.
We gave them to the death pool.
Watched them sink.
Bottomless.
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When mother allowed him, when she thought us well enough, April’s father
came. In his hand the note we wrote for her.
‘You’re young,’ he said, ‘You’re too young.’
‘I don’t want you— either of you— to try anything like again.’
He leant forward. ‘I won’t say anything to your parents for now. This is
between us men. Do you understand?’
Nod from Andy.
Nod from me.
‘Good.’
He left us lying in our beds.
Months or years later, she moved again.
And no desire in us to find out where.
No drive to seek her out.
April ended and so did we.
The world went on and left us behind.
Sometimes we talk about the things we’ve missed out on.
The things we’ll never have, or do, or feel.
But it’s easier for both of us when we don’t.
It’s enough to know we’re empty, no need to feel it too.
We sit in the tree house and watch the world.
‘Here forever,’ laughs the breeze in branches.
We cannot bear to be looked at.
Look away.
We don’t know what we are.
Please, look away.
We go into town only when it is dark.
Flowers to plant.
Hoardings to paint.
Glass won’t wash itself, nor do pavements sweep themselves clean.
This is all we can do.
Making things beautiful.
For a moment at least.
Making believe we are still part of the world.
In the end there will be the death pool.
Hand in hand.
‘No-one will ever find you,’ she said.
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Get off the Testicles, Grand Dad
by Nick Bosworth
Across the road, near the end of the driveway
pigs mate. In profile.
‘big sons of bitches aren't they’
The wrecking-ball shadow swings
between sow-back and boar.
‘people eat those, you believe that’
We roast one every fall.
‘call 'em oysters sometimes’
In Maine,
at a pier-restaurant
they pulled mussels up
through a hole in the floor.
‘rocky mountains I think’
30 mussels spread—
popped from steam—
brined flowers opened—
‘where again’
Maine—
‘look at 'em jangle’
(Should I just talk about balls?)
‘lucky gal...’
I saw a guy get mauled
by a deer. Mauled.
Hooves are sharp
like blunt things,
which is to say enough.
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The Fish and Other Bad Things
by Sonia Christensen
The Fish showed up in the spring during the time when snowmelt makes all the
creeks and rivers run high. They were obviously a very bad sign. People said they
were probably just the native trout messed up by pollution or crossed with some sea
creature, but I don't think anyone really knew for sure what they were or where they
came from, why they were so weird.
No one knew how to get rid of them and no one had the time to figure it out
because of bigger problems like jobs disappearing and banks closing.
So the Fish stayed.
They weren't toys, I can't pretend I didn't know that. I guess I just didn't know
that meant I couldn't play with them anyway.
*
James showed up with the snowmelt too. He was my older sister Gracie's new
boyfriend and he seemed to come out of nowhere, same as the Fish. He wasn't like
all the other boyfriends Gracie had—the popular boys at school, always older than
her with secret handles of flavored vodka tucked under the front seat of their cars and
fake smiles for my mom. James was different, complicated. I liked him right away,
though he was a weird choice for Gracie, just didn't fit exactly right.
Gracie was pretty and she always cared a lot about that kind of stuff, looks, and
James wasn't that much to look at. Not the first time you saw him anyway. It took
knowing him to love his face.
He had black hair and kind of blue-green eyes. Like green in the center fading
to blue at the edges. It was hard to make him smile and when he did it was always a
slow smile, a surprise. It seemed like he was always a little sad but trying not to be,
like he had secrets. He was sixteen, like Gracie.
He was alone in our kitchen the first time I met him and he was eating my
taquitos, the ones Mom bought to make me feel better about her working so much. I
told him that was my taquito he was eating and he stopped chewing mid-chew and
asked if I wanted it back, held his hand in front of his mouth like he was going to spit
half-chewed taquito out and give it back to me if I asked him to.
I told him that was the grossest thing I'd ever seen and he laughed and I saw
the slow smile for the first time and I told him it was okay about the taquitos, he
could have them.
I remember wondering who he could be, where he could be from because he
dressed differently than the boys in our town and talked a little differently too. The
possibility that he could be Gracie's boyfriend didn't cross my mind until Gracie
came in and made introductions and I could tell she really liked him because she said
his name really gently and proudly. And she touched his arm like he was made of
gold.
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I know it should've made me happy, to see my sister happy and really liking
someone that I also liked, based on the ten seconds I had known him at that point, but
I felt that plunging stomach feeling, the same way I felt when she and I were littler
and she always got the best Christmas presents just because she knew what to ask for
and how to ask for it.
That night I thought of things to say to James, tried to think of something
smart, something Gracie could never think of to say, something that would make him
smile.
*
The minute I heard about the Fish, I wanted to see one in real life. At first I just went
down to the creek and leaned out over the water to see if I could see any strange,
bulbous silhouettes floating past but after a couple weeks of seeing just ambiguous
shadows, I started bringing one of the fishing poles Dad had left behind with me
down to the creek. I'd stand there for hours, watching the colorful lure twist in the
water.
I guess I never thought it would work, never really thought I'd get a bite
because the first time I felt a tug on the line I freaked out. The Fish was heavier than
I thought it would be, or maybe stronger, but I got it reeled in and on the shore. But
then I couldn't remember how to get a fish off a hook so I just dropped the pole and
ran away into the trees.
I freaked out for a while in there, trying to decide what to do, until I realized
that I'd been freaking out so long the Fish had to be dead.
I found it lying on the shore right about where I left it with the hook in its
mouth, not moving. It was a kind of golden brown on the outside and when I got
close up, I could see the shadow its organs showing through its scaly body. I
inspected its mouth with the help of a stick, examined its spiny teeth. I touched its
glassy eye with my finger and poked its side, right near the fin, trying to determine if
it was squishier than a regular fish, couldn't tell for sure.
It was a little pretty. Weird, definitely, but a little pretty in its own way.
I didn't know what to do with it so I took the hook out of its dead lip and flipped the
body back into the water, watched it float away. I felt bad about it the whole way
home.
James was sitting in our living room looking out the window when I got back.
I wanted to say something to him, one of the smart things I planned, but I felt like
such a little weirdo so I snuck away, down the stairs to my room. Maybe he saw me
or knew I was there though because after that I could've sworn he looked at me a
little differently, longer, like he knew I had secrets just like him.
I remember thinking, if I was going to tell anyone that I finally caught a Fish,
that I knew things about them that maybe no one else in the world knew, it would be
James. Of all the people I knew, I thought he would understand the most.
*
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From the very beginning, James was at our house every single day. It took me about
two weeks to notice he never left and when I asked Gracie about it she told me he
even slept in her room with her. He would pretend to leave right before Mom got
home and then wait for Gracie to call him and tell him Mom had gone to bed and
then sneak in Gracie's window and then sneak out again in the early morning.
Gracie seemed proud of it, that they slept together every night. Maybe it made
her feel like an adult.
During the day Gracie and James hung out either in the living room or her
room, just kind giggling or talking privately or watching TV. Sometimes I would
watch TV with them or try to talk to them but it always seemed like I was barging
into their own private world. And as much as I would've liked to be in there with
them, there was just no space.
Gracie wouldn't put up with my company for very long anyway, would always
ask James if he wanted to go into her bedroom. She never treated me like that with
the other boyfriends. She was always okay with me hanging around as long as I
pretended not to notice when they made out.
*
I started dissecting the Fish I caught probably sometime in late June, maybe early
July.
I did it at night because I knew it was a weird thing to do, a secret thing I didn't
want anyone catching me doing. I was trying to find the poison in them, the thing
that made them what they were. I think I was expecting something obvious,
something like tumor but I never did find anything like that.
Maybe I thought that if I could figure out what was wrong with them, I could
fix them. Or if I could explain them, they wouldn’t seem so bad.
The guts were like fish guts, like regular fish guts, as well as I could remember
from the few times Dad took me fishing before he left. Slimy and pulpy, just a mass
of bloody entrails. Nothing special, I guess, even though they made me gag more
than once.
It was the hearts I really cared about though, the hearts I examined the most
carefully with my flashlight. They were really small, I remember, smaller than I
expected. But I didn't know if they were different from normal fish hearts because I
didn't know what a normal fish heart was supposed to look like.
*
I asked James once why he was always at our house, why he never went home and
he just said, ‘What, you don't like me here?’ He was eating my special ice cream
right out of the carton and I didn't even care.
‘No, I like you,’ I said.
‘You want me to leave?’
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I shook my head no instead of answering because I couldn't think of anything
good to say and I snuck right up next to him to get a bowl from the cupboard for
myself.
‘Well, good.’ He touched my arm, kind of like a soft punch and I remember
blushing like a freak and just holding the bowl instead of making any move to get
myself some ice cream.
‘By the way, where do you go at night?’ he asked me.
I shrugged and it was only after I felt him kind of tense up beside me that I
realized Gracie was in the doorway to the kitchen, not saying anything, just watching
and not looking very happy.
*
I remember that afternoon as an important one because I went down to the creek after
that, mainly just to get out of the house, to get away from the ominous feeling that
had leaked in. I took the fishing pole, I think just out of habit because I didn't bring
my little knife, just scissors to cut the line if I caught a Fish.
And I did catch one but the thing about it was that it didn't have the empty look
of most Fish, the helpless look of dying. It looked at me, right at me like it
understood that I was the cause of its pain and it came after me, snapped at the line
with its spiny teeth. It scared me so I cut it loose with my little scissors and watched
it flop back into the water.
It occurred to me later that of all the Fish I caught that summer, that was
probably not the one I should've let go.
*
I can't remember when I started trying to touch James all the time. Not real touching,
not that I knew what real touching was when I was twelve but just touch his arm or
sit close to him on the couch. I thought I was so sneaky but now I know it was
obvious, that Gracie must've seen it every day. That it must've felt so strange and
wrong to see me trying to take something of hers and succeeding, maybe just a little.
He didn't reciprocate or anything, not really. He just didn't do anything to make
me stop.
I still don't know if that was the cause of any of their fights or if they were just
getting sick of each other or were starting to feel the differences between them but
they started fighting a lot in August. It seemed like most of the times I passed by
Gracie's door, I would hear angry voices instead of the slow music I used to hear.
I watched them fight once, in the backyard. Gracie had a hand on her hip and
she was talking fast, talking a lot with a lot of hand motion. I'd seen her angry
enough times to recognize the signs. She was yelling about something and James was
nodding like a kid in trouble. I remember thinking, why does she have to be so mean
to James all the time. Why can't she just leave him alone.
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She wouldn't speak to me, just glared a lot. I didn't care that much—it felt like
I was finally winning a game I'd been losing all my life.
*
James caught me sneaking out to Fish one night during the time of relentless fights.
Gracie must've kicked him out of her room because he was just sitting on the couch,
looking at the turned-off TV.
‘Hey, Molly.’
I jumped about a foot in the air. ‘Hi.’
‘What are you doing?’
‘Going fishing, I guess.’
He looked at me for a second before he answered. I couldn't see the expression
on his face, just the shape of his nose and cheek. ‘I thought people were supposed to
stay away from the creek. Because of those freaky things in there.’
‘They're not as dangerous as they seem,’ I said. ‘They just look bad.’
‘That's not what I heard.’
‘Maybe you can come with me sometime and I can show you.’
‘Maybe.’
I heard the clock down the hall counting off seconds but he didn't say anything
else and I couldn't think of anything either so I said bye and left.
I didn't catch any Fish that night. I saw a bunch of them slide by in the
moonlight, more than I'd ever seen in one night but none of them bit.
That night in bed I thought about James just like I always did, about what it
would be like if he was with me instead of Gracie, how safe and good I would feel all
the time, how that would make everything fall right into place. I kept thinking also
that he would be safer with me than with Gracie because I would never, ever leave
him or hurt him. And I guess I thought she might.
*
It was after that night he caught me sneaking out that James changed. I thought he
was mad at me, or didn't like me anymore or thought I was weird. He avoided me,
avoided sitting near me on the couch, avoided being caught alone in the living room.
Started being extra attentive to Gracie, like he had been when they first were dating.
I was upset, so confused.
I cornered him in the kitchen one day, almost at the end of the summer, asked
him why he didn't like me anymore.
‘I do like you, Molly.’ He put his hands on my shoulders and for one second
everything was right with the world and then he took them away and walked out of
the room and everything was wrong again.
I kept thinking, I just need to get him alone one more time, I just need to talk to
him.
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*
James and Gracie had a fight sometime near the end of August and Gracie slammed
her door and yelled through it, ‘Just go home.’
He didn't say anything, just turned away from her shut door and found me,
standing right there. My heart was beating so fast. I wanted to hug him, or be hugged
really but instead I just said hi.
‘Hi,’ he whispered back.
‘I want to show you something,’ I said.
I told him to come with me and I got an extra fishing pole from the garage and
I took him down to the creek with me.
It was a warm night, warm enough to just wear a t-shirt and the moon was out,
made my flashlight almost unnecessary. But not quite. Because I wanted to show him
the guts and that tiny Fish heart and I needed a flashlight for that.
It look so long to catch one—all that silver water sliding by with nothing
happening and neither of us saying anything, just standing there with the fishing
poles. I'd been waiting so long to get him alone and as soon as I actually had him
alone, I had no idea what to do. I guess I thought maybe he would do something. But
he just stood there, not saying anything, just fishing.
I did finally catch one.
I cut along all the old lines, the lines I'd been drawing all summer, pulled the
guts out and put them to the side so I could find the little heart and held it out to him.
‘See look,’ I said.
‘Wow,’ he said. ‘It's so small.’
His face was right there and he was smiling at me so I leaned in and kissed him
and it was like I thought it was supposed to be for about ten seconds and then he
pulled away fast and it put me off balance so I put my hand down to steady myself
and it ended up in the creek, the shallow part right near the shore. The part where it
should've been safe, where nothing should've been lurking. But I guess things that
should be safe or seem like they are safe aren't always.
It must've been a baby Fish to fit in between the rocks by the shore. Or maybe
even a different animal that was like a Fish, messed up by pollution. Or maybe it was
a full-grown one that wormed its way in there somehow, maybe it was that one I let
go, the angry one. Because it bit off my fingers, two of them. My pinky and my ring
finger. I knew right away something was wrong, the crunch of teeth going through
bone was audible and disgusting. I didn't scream because I couldn't scream because
everything I was doing was a secret and I couldn't have people running over and I
didn't know exactly what had happened, just that blooms of blood were leaking out
of my hand and into the moonlit water. I couldn't feel anything, not any pain I mean,
not yet.
I pulled my hand out of the water and the blood was gushing, going over my
palm and down my wrist, dripping off my elbow.
I kind of tried to stop the blood I think, like cupped my stumps with the other
hand but it was just too much, it wasn't going to be okay.

Table of Contents | Contributors | 23

I looked up and James was all pale and looking like maybe he was going to cry
or throw up. I held my hands out to him like I thought he could fix it for me or help
me but when you think about it, he was just a kid too. He just shook his head like, I
don't know. So I wrapped my hand in the bottom of my t-shirt and said, ‘I think I
need to go home now.’
He said fuck and kind of grabbed his hair, made it all stand up and then he
looked the other way, not the way to my house, but the other way. And that's how I
knew that he wasn't coming with me, that he was going to go home, or maybe
somewhere else entirely and he wasn't going to help me and he wasn't really the
person that I thought he was, the person that I made up in my mind who loved me or
liked me a lot at least. He was just a kid.
He said my name but then stopped because there really wasn't much else to say
and also there wasn't any time to say it in because I had to go. The blood was so
warm and sticky, sticking my shirt to my stomach and I just couldn't think anything
except I have to go home, I have to go home.
He said fuck again and threw the fishing rod down and kicked a tree and then
he was gone.
All the way back home I kept seeing him the way he looked before I kissed
him, that is, the way he'd looked to me always, perfect.
*
Gracie was in the living room when I got back, sitting in the dark. She asked me if I'd
seen James and I said no and then she asked me what my problem was because I was
still holding my hand in my t-shirt. I told her I didn't have a freaking problem, that
she was the one with the problem, obviously and then I ran down the stairs into my
room and wrapped my hand in the sheet without turning on my light and thought, oh
my god, I could die right now. That is exactly what I thought, over and over again
like a train on a round track going around my head.
I could die right now.
I thought I would be able to stop the blood by myself but it was too much and I
had to go into Mom's room and wake her up, show her the bleeding stumps and I will
never forget the way her face looked, how disgusted and confused she was, how
disoriented, blinking in the lamplight.
Her hands were shaking when she wrapped them both around my maimed one
and she did cry and that made me cry as well, for the first time that night.
Mom took me to the hospital where the doctor who sewed up my hand kept
asking me to tell him again what happened and shaking his head. She called in sick
the next day and made pancakes for me and Gracie in the morning. Gracie had hers
in her room because she didn't want to see anyone, especially not me, I imagine. She
didn't come out of her room for a week, at least not while I was there. That's how I
know she probably knew I had something to do with James disappearing. She didn't
speak to me for a long time.
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She waited for him to come back for longer than I would've expected her to but
not for as long as I waited. I think I'm still waiting, actually, for him to come back
and yell at me, to come after me.
He hasn't shown up yet, though.
I never did tell anyone that he was with me when I lost my fingers, that I was
the reason he went away without saying goodbye. I know Gracie knows and I wish I
could say I'm sorry and maybe hear her say it's okay but that's one thing I guess I'll
never be able to do. There are some things you don't get to fix.
She's married now, though. She's happy.
*
The Fish died or left that winter and they didn't come back in the spring. I never
heard of them turning up anywhere else and I stopped hearing people talk about
them, especially after we moved and started over again in a new place.
I know it's better that they died, I know that they were messed up and scary but
I still look for them all the time.
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Haze of the Night
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Galveston Mermaid
by C.A. Schaefer
Here, in this place, action never results in change. The guards may scatter lights over
the water caps, the breaking waves, and they may drag their nets and divers in search
of her. She may even one day be caught as one of their fish. Or she might wash up by
the staggered houses, admitted between their hurricane legs to the sound of children
playing, screaming, calling home. It doesn't matter. Here. She is present, fully
present, as she will never be anywhere else. Her arm bobs forward and lifts, fingers
spread before they curl up again. Here she is always drowning.
The undertow grips her, fingers like strong pieces of seaweed, and shakes her. For the
moment, her body orients towards shore, but it is not permanent. After some time she
will be caught again in the sea like a nylon net. Like legs wrapped in seamed
stockings. Pinned up, finally. She has no choice about when she returns.
She used to swim with her legs undulating like a mermaid. That was what they did,
those sirens, the Melusine who grew fins in her Saturday showers. She jerks her
ankles to steer. Left, right. One day her legs would fuse together and grow shiny,
iridescent plastic scales. Turquoise or bright pink.
On the first day there, they tell her about the dolphins and point them out by the jetty.
But she would rather stay close to the house. She heads out with a wet board but the
waves are small and tug her down there, urging her to look. Just once. She raises her
head and sees their triangular black fins and their bobbing and glistening heads. The
water churns, fast and angry, sucking at her feet.
Fish shoot up through the waves next to her, too afraid to swim around the contours
of her waist. Sometimes a bird descends flatly, into the water, and the quick beak
snatches the fish and rears back at the sight of her. Flying fish are eaten by flying
birds like takeout. Thai and Chinese and even pizza. Some smaller sharks drift
towards her, curious about the decaying seal, but then they catch her smell. Body
voided, scrubbed of remaining perfume, sweat and hair. The fish should eat her, but
so far they seem afraid to even touch. She wants to hollow herself out and offer it.
Pass herself around.
She is photographed calf-deep in the ocean, back turned to the camera.
The cousins gather around her at night.
‘What's wrong with your skin?’
‘Acne,’ she says.
‘Acne,’ she says. She swats at their hands.
‘Nothing,’ she says finally. She was born like that.
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When she makes her way back home, she drags the board by the strap and it requires
no effort. She lays flat on it, wraps her legs around the back, and pushes out further
into the water. She only gets a few feet before she falls over and clings to the board.
Her hair haloed around her. It floats like brown fire. If she stays here long enough,
her eyelashes will crust with salt.
‘So the Arizona girl has turned into a Texas mermaid,’ her uncle says. She
doesn't correct him, but before she was an Arizona girl she was born outside the
Oregon coast, where flat black rocks scattered and the waves smelled consistently of
salt and dead things. But she doesn't say anything. Turquoise, she decides, for her
fins. It’s better, more traditional. That night in the bath she puts both her feet together
and lifts them up to look at them. The reddish scar on her left ankle winks. The
cousins pound outside the door. We have to pee! they wail. She puts her head
underneath the water. Their shouts echo dimly through the bath, distorted until she
has to raise her head to breathe. Come on! We have to pee!
The sandbar catches her once and her feet touch ground again. If her eyes still saw,
they would open with surprise. The water breaks when the sun rises and seems to
part and spill over the sand. She floats on the bar where everything is warmed again,
none of the chilly swaths that accompany the depth.
Her breasts are flattened inside of her brown swimsuit and buckled into place. She
fingers the fabric over her hips and squirts sunblock into her hands. The greasy white
film covers her collarbone and the tops of her thighs. The girl next door wears a suit
the color of red lipstick and her breasts emerge from the top of the fabric, enviably
soft, irrevocably displayed. She stares at the girl. That is what she must want. That is
what she is asking for.
Turning her back to the camera erases her terrible skin and reveals her hair and
shoulders. Her ankle-length swim wrap hides her geography from the world and
herself. She forgets her thighs, her hips that carry too much blood, and the overgrown
thrust of pubic hair.
At first she grows goose-skin, pimpled up. She could take her fingers and pinch it
away like the skin of a whole chicken, cut it off in thin, slick strips, fry it on the grill
until it curled and snapped, spat fat. Next, the washer-woman’s skin, swelled and
wrinkled. Long ago women always had hands like hers, no matter how many creams
or salves they used to pray for pale palms. But it’s not until adipocere begins, and her
fatty layers emulsify, then turn to soapy stone, that she begins to imagine herself a
statue.
The cousins trap two gray fish in a hole and fill it with water. The children stick their
fingers in the salt water and scream. The fish dart by their hands and rush at them,
infuriated by this piece of fate. One even hurls himself (because everything, she
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rationalizes, is gendered, and she doesn't believe this act possible of a female fish) up
onto the air and the sand. His body flops twice and shudders, and one of the girls
pokes him back into the water. She pities the fish but she doesn't stop the children
from playing. She has found a nest for herself stretched out on a Minnie Mouse
beach towel with a bottle of water and a box of caramels tucked by her side. A few
minutes later she hears a man ask if the children are being kind to the fish. It’s time to
give them back to the waves.
Who would identify her like this? Rocks rub up against the current and distinctive
whorls chip away. She is pickled and brined. Her jaw sags and her mouth falls open
and salt water seeps inside, fills her up and she balloons. Her throat, long-freed from
its tight guard, ushers in gallons of the sea. She never thought it possible to hold this
much inside of her.
On Wednesday they find a dead jellyfish stretched out on the beach. She stops the
cousins and puts her arm out. One girl tosses a piece of shell onto the translucent
back. Or is it the face? She was the first one to see it. The jellyfish retreats back
towards the water as the tide draws them back inside. She wonders if it is still alive,
but when the water is gone the jellyfish doesn't move. The white tendrils of the
jellyfish seem to seep inside the sand, preserved by dried salt and foam on the shore.
She thinks that this is the kind of thing that other people might eat.
There are shadows on the horizon that she believes are trees. They look like versions
of the tree of life saddled in the middle of the gulf.
‘What are they?’ she asks. ‘Are they trees?’
Someone laughs.
‘It’s oil equipment,’ her grandmother says. ‘Oil rigs. They aren’t far from
here.’
Trees! she hears them chuckle later. Trees!
A slick black oil spill would shoot full of color from the light and coat her soft
tissues. She has seen pictures of birds, crippled and slick, saved only by Dawn soap.
How can they lift their wings to fly when tarred to the ground, lungs and beak full of
angry glue? She wept for the pelicans and their dirty-white feathers. They were
already smudged by pollution, smog, and dirt, yellowed with the chemicals they
pumped into the air. The trees on the horizon turn deadly, threatening, cold.
The kayak her uncle has rented capsizes fifty feet from the shore and hits her on the
head, but her lifejacket forces her to the surface. Her head is fine: the kayak is made
of lightweight orange plastic and black nylon straps. She touches her face and her
hair. She can touch her feet to the ground underneath the water. Crabs scurry away
from her, the fish break off into the distance, and sediment and shells give way to her
toes. Her uncle grabs her arm.
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‘You okay?’ he asks when they are both safely floating. His hand slides over
her forearm and grasps at the crook of her elbow. She spits water out of her mouth
and it skitters over the waves. ‘Are you okay?’
‘Yes,’ she says. ‘I'm great.’
She laughs and wipes her eyes. The salt in the water pierces her tongue, the
tender beef sides of her cheeks, and she blinks hard against the sting. Tears stutter
down her cheeks and clear the area of saline. Salt for salt. It's a fair exchange.
Later on, though, she thinks that the photographs they take reveal her
disappointment.
Her skin turns the colors expected by the sea. She is pale blue, filtered green,
exhausted by sand. Her teeth flash a grin at the passing fish. Feathered seaweed
tangles in her hair. A crab joins her in death, nestles in the brook of her shoulder and
she whispers to him. Her body remains buoyant for a time, although her toes skim
sediment and begin to wear themselves down. A passing wave runner dismisses her
as a shadow. The salt and chill of the water preserves her, mostly.
She contorts in the waves. Still swimming, to her disappointment. She thinks that
women drowned should float and bob gently against the surface of the water, their
faces buried in trailing water weeds. Her swimsuit catches on pieces of rock and shell
and eventually tears across her hip. Her callused ankles emerge. And then her face.
Her acne has long since been scrubbed away. Her body sags in the lulls between the
tides, and she tumbles. She falls through space, through water, into what she believes
must be infinity, but she returns to hover just beneath the surface. The sea births her
through narrow channels and wide swaths of force.
She makes taco salad for her dinner night: she shreds lettuce, chops jicama, olives,
tomatoes, avocado, piles bowls full of sour cream and salsa, arranges Fritos and
Doritos and tortilla chips. She slices her finger open and blood slips into the pan of
ground beef and seasoning. She does not throw the pan out but cooks it, mingles
herself with the powdered chili and salt and oregano. That night, before they lift the
forks to their mouth, she must say grace.
‘We-thank-thee-oh-Father-for-the-bounty-which-we-are-about-to-receive—’
Given in remembrance of them.
When the hurricanes come the air and light will crackle over her, and her body may
even wash up onto shore briefly and temporarily, only to have the water's mouth
purse and suck her back into the teeth.
She learns how to let the wave swallow her. Before the water crests she drops to her
knees and plugs her ears, squeezes her eyes shut. She doesn't rub her face but
emerges from the water sodden and triumphant. The cousins float behind her on their
doughnut floats and scream each time a wave squeezes them forward. She

Table of Contents | Contributors | 30

challenges herself. How far can she swim out? How far? Each time the cold water at
her ankles makes her turn back.
The red swimsuit girl strips off her suit on the balcony at midnight. It takes a few
seconds for her to wrap herself in a beach towel emblazoned with clownfish and
starfish. Her skin looks like it would be warm to the touch. She leaves her suit to dry
on the balcony.
The kayak carries her over the breakers and into the soft, sleek motion of the little
waves further out from shore. Her paddle dips into the water and propels her in the
opposite direction. Out here, the force of the water can be manipulated so easily; all
it takes is one paddle and a clean swipe backwards. Then she moves.
Her uncle's guitar shines wet in the setting sun. Cheaply varnished and strung with
steel, she sees his fingers and his watch reflected in the finish. He strums folk songs,
old ones that you’d only hear on the radio. She sings along and stares at the pattern
of sand and skin on her sunburned thighs. Bye bye, Miss American Pie, drove my
Chevy to the levy, but the levy was dry. She traces dead white curlicues of the skin
peeling off her knees, mixes them with her sandy finger. She is as hot to the touch as
if she were a stove. A lover would burn up at the feel of her flesh.
Everyone could see her veins now, if they would look. She is exposed. Her body
tumbles inside out and the carnival would cry out see these useless organs, how slow
the blood runs and now she is just organic matter but she is still herself, still her
shape even if her heart separates from the cluster of arteries and floats detached in
her chest.
When the sand dries she can see her footprints scattered in light sand on dark sand, a
painter's touch and not a physical remnant of her presence. Closer to the house the
sand is always warm and thick, and it gives beneath her feet. The sand wants her
shoes, and so she takes off the red-flip flops with the plastic ladybug wedged
between her toes, and she hurls them into the tide.
At night the dark erases her body. She floats by sea creatures, the smiling rays with
their harmless barbs, the dim lights of the jellies, the crabs and silver fish that
surround her. At night the current cannot be seen. Only felt.
She drifts further from the house. A new family enters and shouts at the sight of the
space. Look, bunk beds! A starfish lamp! Sea shell soaps, how cute. They carry in
grocery totes filled with toilet paper, cans of beans, boxes of chocolate sponge cakes,
bags of tampons and condoms. One drops a gallon of water and it sloshes over the
steps. When they take out the ingredients for taco salad she smiles.
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Girls on the beach stretch out on their nylon chairs and close their eyes. They swipe
their oily palms over thighs and breasts. They stare up towards the sun. They cover
their eyes with dark glasses like coins for passageway. She floats, eyes closed,
oriented towards the sun. None of them wear red suits, brown suits. For the next
while those colors will be forbidden from the beach, clean as—
—the kitchen cabinets she wiped down with a damp paper towel. Blue liquid turns to
clarity and wet dust in the ridges of the towel and her knuckles. It fills up her love
lines, life lines, knuckle creases, even the fine edges that are supposed to predict how
many children she will have.
The action of the water opens her eyes and she gazes around the trembling scene, her
fingers wreathed with kelp. Seaweed yellow kitchen sponges, red kidney beans,
ground beef. Hungry. She drinks the sea.
They might hunt her down, key on the map. Picture on the board. Gone missing,
gone swimming, fishing. Here she is as happy as a plastic figure on her uncle’s
dashboard, shaking her plastic hula hips.
In the morning she shivers under the air conditioning. The windows are patterned
with condensation, raindrops and swirls. She breathes on it and writes her name with
a fingertip. Then huddles back under the coverlet covered in palm trees and imagines
that she is sewn inside.
They will call her siren now.
Freed from state boundaries and lines, she drifts out to the Atlantic. In her crevices
she grows hair from the sea, jeweled with barnacles, fern-like and mossy.
Maidenhair, fernhair, kelphair.
She pokes her skewer into the nest of flames and roasts marshmallows. She eats them
off the stick and one drops beneath a log and melts into sugared glass. White coats
her lips and her soft tissues and she can hardly breathe.
Her lungs are marble now, tangled between grey-blue to dark crimson, splattered
with rose and yellow. If she could touch her own, she could press her finger into their
surface and leave a hollow.
The second time out she learns to press her weight down on the kayak seat to keep
herself from capsizing and they came to rest safely on the sand but
here she rises and
thrusts, a man at last
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buried in between them is her old self, last photographed when she was seen
here, still alive but not almost that
proud sailor but she uplifts and reaches for the red suit girl who waits and
might even ask for her
but she still rises
three times.
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Bind
by Jessie Nash
It’s often assumed she’d prefer large breasts,
but the firmness of almost flat boy-chests, nearly rock,
is what she’d rather own. Feel her wish,
watch her bind with a bandage, tape the wish,
and you’re right to assume she enjoys breasts,
just not her own, but nipples on lovers, rocks,
a part of her strapped becomes other, rock-hard, packing in pants, strutting, deep-voice wish,
in mirrors girl-image greets, cruel breasts
she hugs flat, rocks herself and wishes: no breasts.
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Flying in My Mind
by Heather Frederick
The last thing you remember before dying, Frank was kissing you in the front seat of
his pickup truck, and your legs were closed despite his hand slinking up your thigh.
He showed up at eight o'clock instead of seven, which gave your father an extra hour
to remind you to be home by eleven.
‘Boys that age want one thing, Dana. You're lucky I let you go out with him at
all.’
‘You treat me like a prisoner,’ you said. Even though you knew what he meant.
After five minutes, your jaw was tired and your lips were too wet. ‘Stop. I have
a headache,’ you said. More like a sledgehammer at the base of your skull. You
pulled back to wipe off Frank's spit when your vision caved in and a heavy cold
slammed shut your mind.
As you struggle to rise from death's tepid darkness, memories fight your grasp.
You let them go. A train chugs a familiar rhythm through your body that reminds you
to breathe. You think, This better be a dream.
The next time you wake up, death has left the train, but you are still on it. You
open your eyes to a hostile world of bizarre machines. Strangers wearing white coats
and varying expressions–boredom, pity, curiosity–loom over you. You try to flee but
are unable to move. Another thought hits you: Alien abduction.
Terror mingles with unreality.
One of the strangers places a stethoscope in her ears and pushes something out
of the way to listen to your chest. The cold shoots up stimulation-starved nerves. A
gown hangs off your shoulders, and a young man in a short white coat is looking at
your breasts. From your arms grow a tangle of tape and tubes, some diving into
bruises as long as your hand.
The woman with the stethoscope speaks with authority to the room. ‘We should
have a family conference today. Ann, can you call the parents again? She's been here
for a month. We have to keep pushing withdrawal of support.’
The young man who was staring at you speaks up. ‘Dr. Kelly...’
The woman continues. ‘Dr. Finley, what's your plan?’
At the foot of your bed, another man in a longer coat reading from a clipboard
says, ‘I'd like to get her off the antibiotics–the cultures were negative–and we should
get her on the surgery schedule for trach and g-tube. We can start NG feeds and wean
off the TPN.’
Dr. Kelly nods. ‘Good. Let's go to bed 8.’
The young man stands at the foot of your bed, while the rest of the group
moves on. He says louder, ‘Dr. Kelly, I think you need to see this.’
Dr. Kelly comes back into your field of view. ‘What is it Jamal?’
‘She's looking at me.’
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Your parents come to see you that day. Your mom cries and your dad holds her
up. You blink at them. They talk at you for an hour and hold your hands the whole
time. After the first few minutes, the sensation fades and you go back to feeling
nothing.
You had a stroke, Dr. Kelly tells you. A blood vessel burst in a very bad spot,
and Frank saved your life by driving you straight to the emergency room. You
wonder if he has visited, but there is no way to ask.
Over the next days, the doctors are delighted with your progress. Jamal beams
at you each morning and tells you how great you are doing. Nothing moves except
your eyes, up and down. The tubes remain, except one in your mouth has been
replaced by a surgically placed one in your neck. It makes no difference to you.
You stop looking forward to your parents' visits because they fight with Dr.
Kelly.
‘You told us she only had days to live, and now look at her!’
‘Your daughter suffered a devastating aneurysm. She was unlikely to even
survive. We had no way of knowing–’
‘If you didn't know she'd survive this long, then you don't know she won't get
any better. We want her home with a full-time nurse as soon as possible.’
Dr. Kelly puts a hand on your mother's shoulder. ‘Mrs. Patterson, Dana is
probably never going to breathe on her own or lift a spoon, much less walk again.
But we only want what's best for her. We'll start working on the transfer, if your
insurance will approve it.’
While you wait to hear about the transfer, Dr. Kelly is replaced by a man whose
name you never learn. Your parents stop coming to visit every day. There is no way
to tell them how you thought you'd been abducted by aliens. Your dad would laugh,
but your mom would tell you that you watch too many horror movies.
More days pass, and you are told you have to start going to hospital school.
You finally leave your room, but not your bed. A different aide comes every day to
push you through the halls. You are afraid people will stare at you, but you stare at
everyone else instead. People with bloody bandages and tubes, people leaking brown
and green fluids, people sunk into their beds like rotting fruit.
Half-dead, you think, is still half-alive.
School takes place every day with seven or eight other students. The youngest
is six years old; most of them have cancer. They study, play and laugh with each
other. You find them unreasonably cheerful for children with such a dismal disease.
For the most part you are left alone. They prop you up and put on a pair of
special glasses connected to a computer, which is loaded with books. Finally, they
have given you the power to control something. Even if it is only the turning of a
page, it opens a room in your mind. You completely ignore the tutor assigned to help
you with Trig. You revel in Toni Morrison, Lady Chatterley's Lover, and Emily
Dickinson:
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MY cocoon tightens, colors tease,
I'm feeling for the air;
A dim capacity for wings
Degrades the dress I wear.
You can blink to indicate yes or no, and your alphabet board allows you to spell
words by looking at letters. There's a more sophisticated eye-tracker system that
would allow you to write with a computer, but your parents' insurance won't cover it.
Your needs are met, but with the primitive tools you are entitled to, how can you
describe your desires?
You do have desires, buried by near-death, but slowly emerging like a butterfly
from a cocoon. Jamal, who first heralded your awakening, came to visit twice. He
told you how great you were doing, then left after a few minutes. You fantasize about
him kissing you. In your mind he keeps his hands on the outside of your jeans,
mostly. You've now read of men who use fingers to explore places you've only
touched yourself, and imagining the press of his hand sends off an explosion of
longing between your thighs.
The heat of your fantasies shrivels the cocoon that encased your devastated
brain. In the void, you reconstruct your house in the walls of your mind, and–as only
a teenager can–you take it over. Your sister's larger room can be all yours. The
bathroom has the wallpaper you always wanted. You finally have a canopy bed, and
on it you do whatever you want.
One day you have a visitor to your hospital room, a young doctor who asks
strangely personal questions in a detached, impersonal way: ‘Have you had any
thoughts of killing yourself or harming others?’ Then he looks at a laminated card
he's pulled from an overstuffed pocket of his white coat. You blink ‘No’ and he
moves on to a query about the quality of your sleep, but you've already retreated to
the cozy living room in your mental fortress and left him in the foyer. You throw
yourself into your father's chair, pick up a journal, and start wondering about ways
you could possibly hurt someone in your disembodied state:
1. Blink furiously at the nurse to distract her while she's preparing my drugs
and hope she stabs herself with a needle (because she pulls my hair when she
changes the sheets)
2. Tell mom I was running away with Frank when I had the stroke (because
she's too busy to visit me thanks to Anna's violin lessons)
It was a short list filling the first page, but the idea entertains you for days.
Every time you enter the living room, you add another item, until you've found ways
to inflict emotional if not physical damage on: Jamal, who stopped visiting you; Dr.
Kelly, who wanted to kill you before you even woke up; and Frank, for never visiting
at all.
But the exercise fails to amuse you for long. You spend hours memorizing a
new layout for your bedroom. Increasingly sexual fantasies fill your journal.
One nurse stands out among the many nameless bringers of food, drugs, and
false cheer. Maria is Filipino and petite, with strong, steady hands. Though your
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athletic build remains whole in the mirrors of your mind, your physical body is
wasting, and it hurts. When Maria changes the sheets, she rolls you slowly and pads
the bones of your hips so you're not lying on the wrinkles that crater your flesh.
When she washes your hair, she combs it with conditioner and works on the tangles
as patiently as your mother did when you were a child.
Baths happen at night, if they happen at all. Maria always finds time. She
brings in two buckets of warm water, draws the curtain all the way closed, and
uncovers your chest. Her sponging presses you like an embrace. Though the water
cools quickly, her hands move expertly across your body, efficiently covering your
skin with more warmth, seeming to explore every part of you as thoroughly as the
lovers you have only read and dreamt about. Carefully she raises your arms and
washes your armpits, the hair now fully grown in. She smiles, looking you directly in
the eyes. You smile back at her in your mind, from your peaches-and-cream
wallpapered bathroom.
She rinses you with water from the other basin, dries your breasts with a warm
towel, then moves down your body. She washes your stomach, your legs, and finally
between them. In the house from which you can never leave, you float in your
bathtub, a finger on yourself like you used to before, with the door locked to keep
your sister from barging in. A sponge and thin gloves are all that separate her hands
from you, and you can feel the pressure every time she squeezes more water between
your thighs, the rivulets stirring sensations like fingers gently stroking. If there were
anything you could do to submit to her ministrations, you would. All you can do is
blink ‘Yes, yes, yes.’ Maria dries you thoroughly, smiles, and says, ‘Have a good
night. I'll come check on you later.’
Between your mental fortress and your fantasies, you're not as sad as your
parents look when they stare at you, and you wish you could tell them that. High
school classes were less fun than hospital school, and you were always so busy
before. But they don't ask, and spelling it out would be excruciating. You can't help
but hope that the transfer is approved soon. Once you're home, you can see your
friends. You'll probably get your sister's larger room.
Life can start again.
One morning, as the doctors surround you, Overstuffed Pockets begins with the
usual intimate details: ‘Vitals stable, tolerating tube feeds, no change in exam.
‘I did a depression screening,’ he announces, ‘and I'm worried. She denies
suicidal ideation, and the checklist was mostly normal, but I can't imagine lying there
motionless all day is good for anyone's mental health. I'd like to start an SSRI.’
The oldest doctor, a white-haired man with a shabby long coat, nods. ‘Hmm,
good idea.’ He turns to a young woman in a short coat, a medical student. ‘What are
the side effects of SSRIs, Colleen?’
‘They're used to treat depression, and–’
‘That's not a side effect, that's the main effect,’ Long Coat cuts her off. ‘Write a
page about all the selective serotonin re-uptake inhibitors to present tomorrow on
rounds.’ Colleen blushes and starts to speak, but Long Coat is already turning to
someone else. ‘Doctor Dooley, can you help her out?’
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Overstuffed Pockets steps to the foot of her bed. ‘The most common sideeffects of SSRIs are headache, nausea, insomnia, dry mouth...’ He drifts into silence.
Long Coat persists. ‘What is the one thing that patients are going to walk into
my clinic complaining about after I put them on Prozac?’
'Depression' sounds as foreign to you as 'aneurysm' did; but one showed up on
gray and white pictures that you couldn't deny, and the other is a word you can slam
the front door on. You retreat to your Dad’s comfy chair and pick up your journal to
start an entry about Long Coat: Grumpy old dwarf, cold hands, wore same pants
yesterday.
Colleen speaks up hesitantly, ‘Lack of sex drive?’
‘Finally!’ says Long Coat. ‘But that's really not a problem in this situation, is
it? We'll start with twenty milligrams a day and go up from there. She'll probably
start feeling better in a couple of weeks. It's the least we can do before we transfer
her to the long-term care facility.’
You blink ‘No, no, no!’ but the team leaves without ever looking your way. The
journal closes on an unfinished sentence and drops to the floor.
In front of your eyes is the wall of your cocoon.
A power of butterfly must be
The aptitude to fly,
Meadows of majesty concedes
And easy sweeps of sky.
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Mime Hanging
by Bob Towey
In this mime cage,
flat
in a soldier's suit,
neck stiff to its noose,
facing us like our eyes were rifles.
'No cure for me'
he said, we knew he'd surely considered death
just tied it back and walked it off,
worn it. Like a mule
the burlesque fed.
If I survive myself
I mean to shake on that same stage–
swoon on beat,
suck coarse teats, faint
from the weight of the air
for art's sake:
passive, knuckles soft,
eyes rolled, the tut tut of
torturer's knives to
a mime's flayed back.
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untitled [for obvious reasons]
by Ron Riekki
Günther. Your name begins with gun. You set up shop
in Shanghai because that’s where the money is, say
you want to be a writer, but you’re an ad man, a creep-snake,
your place is in the silence of money, in the evenings of money,
in the sadness of money, the cigarettes and whisky of money,
the diapers and detergents of money, the China of dried up days,
of loss and smog, it’s a China for the money lakes of money
rocks, rots, the powerlessness of power. You seemed so sad
in your office of light with its obedient senseless secretaries
and their whirling nothingness, so much nothing in the money
of money, so many boatmen waiting to steer you through
the black river of day, the black river of night, the backwaters
of life that you’re missing. You asked me how to be a writer—
the penitence you’d need would involve cooking your heart
and pouring chunks of it throughout Somalia, Yemen,
the sanctions that are made for you. I wish you much massage
parlor success, much burstings of anger, much self-congratulation.
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Grey Grass
by Redfern Jon Barrett
The children are dead. And the old. And the sick. Most are dead.
We Three are alive. For now, We are alive. Me and Him and Her.
And some others. Thirteen others.
We wander onwards, carrying things with our spindly arms.
We are hungry. Always, We are hungry. Me and Him and Her.
And the others.
At the front is the priest. The priest leads us like procession. This is a ceremony. I do
not know why it is a ceremony.
We Three hold hands when he isn’t looking.
We like to hold hands.
The others walk in pairs. They see Us. They do not tell the priest.
The grey limp of grass is flat beneath the feet. Grey grass. It is hard to remember the
time before the grass was grey. And the tree trunks. And everything.
We Three talk.
He says that He misses the colours of the world. She says that We must make
do with what We have. I listen to Them Both. They are Both right.
I say We should be happy, We have us Three.
This makes Them happy.
It mostly makes Them happy.
The priest glances back – the priest doesn’t often glance back. We withdraw Our
hands, the priest doesn’t see. Our hands are hidden beneath coats, behind the people
in pairs. The priest faces forward. We join hands once more.
I will not talk about how things were once. It doesn’t matter. There is only now.
Swollen bellies and stick-thin limbs.
This is Her advice:
Do Not Dwell.
*
The birds are dead. And the mice. And the fleas. Most are dead.
We Three are alive. For now, we are alive. Me and Him and Her.
The others have stopped. We have stopped also.
The priest is speaking.
The priest likes to speak.
The priest dishes out hope, cold and congealed. We know hope is old, we know
that it tastes of nothing. It doesn’t fill our swollen bellies.
We don’t need hope. Me and Him and Her.
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And the others.
The priest speaks, no-one listens. They pick bits from one another’s hair, they
stroke and sooth in pairs. The priest speaks. He is unaware that no-one listens.
We’re walking again, swollen toes over worn-out tracks, swollen eyes staring to
nothing. The grey grass doesn’t end. Nothing will end until We end.
We will die.
We know this. We Three have talked about it.
We talk about it often.
She says We have nothing to fear, for We shall feel nothing, and We cannot
fear nothing.
He doesn’t say much, He is afraid. He trembles. She and I take an arm each,
soothing him. We kiss his neck, when the priest isn’t watching. He trembles.
Until He stops trembling. He knows we are there.
Until We end.
One of the others has found something. Look, he says. Look.
We look.
One of the others has found a stick. The stick is flattened at one end, pointed at
the other. The pointed end is brown with blood.
Others were here.
The priest tells us that it is a sign. We have not been forgotten. We are chosen.
We know that We are not chosen.
No-one takes the stick. No-one wants a weapon.
The men with weapons are dead. They killed one another, fighting for food.
I have said I will not talk about the past.
Only now matters.
The stick is left behind.
*
There is a wailing. We are woken by a wailing. The others stumble up, to find the
source of the wail. There is no surprise. The wail is familiar.
One of the others is dead.
No, two of the others are dead.
The wailing brings the god of dying.
We Three are not surprised.
We Three link hands.
The priest begins his business.
Tears fall to the grey grass, breath and snot gurgle through a stranger’s face,
their heart breaks. They are facing death.
They must save their energy.
The priest mumbles and waves his hands.
The priest casts a faint shadow from faint sunlight.
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We Three do not need the priest. We have Our own gods. We made them Ourselves,
We whisper their names late at night. Right into one another’s ears, so only We and
the gods can hear.
She made the god of walking. It sings to our legs.
He made the god of pure breath. The god of pure breath is rare.
I made the god of dying. Sometimes it walks behind, sometimes in front.
Our favourite is the god of the loving Three.
We don’t remember who made it.
The priest talks of his god. The god of the priest is less specific, it seems to want
everything, including us with our tattered bodies. But there is nothing left. Does the
god of the priest want grey grass? The god of the priest can have it.
The god of the priest seems angry. Our gods aren’t very angry.
Our gods can’t see the point.
*
A bird. A bird. A bird.
One of the others has found a bird.
Not long dead.
One of the others holds it aloft, high about his head. He shakes it. Its wings
flap. We all laugh. Even the priest.
We are giddy.
It is a long time since we have seen a bird.
We are hungry.
It is a long time since we have eaten.
The priest issues soft orders. We all take turns to pluck out the feathers. We
Three place them in one another’s hair. When the bird is bare we make a fire. We pull
chunks of flesh free.
We roast them.
A whole mouthful each.
We watch our chunks darken. Our mouths fill with spit. We are quiet. Even the
priest.
The meat sizzles.
Even the flames are hungry.
The meat sizzles.
Even the priest is quiet.
We are all in a circle, we take our mouthfuls.
We eat.
I have no words.
I save a tiny piece for Him, a tiny piece for Her. They each save a piece for
Me, and for each other. We place the pieces in one another’s mouths.
The others do not tell.

Table of Contents | Contributors | 44

The priest does not see.
He has fainted.
We all laugh, slurping meat spit for our chins. We are in a circle. We dance.
This is celebration.
We dance until we sleep.
*
He and She walk hand-in-hand, near the front. The priest, We have decided, will not
notice. His head is mushed inside. We will take turns.
I wander alone, near the back.
I miss Them.
They miss Me. They glance behind, trying to find Me.
They wander toward Me.
They wander to the back.
We shall not be separated. We do not have much time.
They kiss an ear each. I have my ears kissed.
I kiss their mouths, each in turn.
At the back where no-one sees.
Water slops about a grey stream. We, the priest and the others, cup hands to mouth,
gulping, gulping. The water is bitter, it curdles in our bellies. The water isn’t safe.
But nothing is.
The priest tells us to drink. We are already drinking. The priest drinks in
hungry gulps.
She raises her hand to mouth, firm and solid. He raises his hand to mouth,
careful, careful. I do not watch myself.
Our mouths feel better for grey water. Our bellies gurgle.
Eleven gurgling bellies, and Us Three.
We sleep wrapped in dirty rags. I sleep to their snores.
*
The world is silent. So silent. The thump of My heart deafens.
The trudge of our feet stamps out the silence.
This is why we walk.
This is why we walk.
It is hard to sleep in such silence.
I can only sleep as They snore.

Table of Contents | Contributors | 45

Grey bones crunch beneath Our feet. They brought the animals here, in the early part.
They kept the dead together. Hope drove them to it.
The bones crunch and snap, thick hollow grey twigs. Some are from people.
We know this.
We have a new god, the god of hopeful bones. Perhaps we will see this god
again.
*
The stubs of grey trees grow fewer. Small scars of fires remain. The bitter earth once
tilled. We have reached a place where someone lived. It is still standing. No-one is
there. Clothes are frittered over the floor. Tools and utensils.
We shall stay here tonight, says the priest.
Why not?
Because the god of dying likes the indoors.
We do not know why. He just does.
But we shall stay here, no-one argues with the priest.
We pick things up, put them down. There is nothing to take. All we need are
legs. Legs to keep walking, because what else can we do?
Walking is our goal.
The grey sun slips away, bringing grey night.
We all sleep on piles of clothes.
We Three sleep head-to-head, legs flayed outward.
I lie awake. I hear Him snore, then Her.
I stroke Their hair, each with each hand.
The morning sun slips through.
It is morning, says the priest.
The priest likes to talk.
We raise our heads together, We look around. We are indoors.
Most are still sleeping.
We must move, the priest says.
There is a terrible smell.
Four are still sleeping.
We must move, the priest says, shaking one with his foot.
Four are still sleeping.
Four won’t stop sleeping.
They will never stop sleeping, swollen bellies ripe to burst. Fruit oozing brown
seeds.
The air here is rancid.
Flies should swarm, but the air is still.
I remember fruit.
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Shall this be Us? Is this how We shall go?
We shall go, but We don’t know how.
We have already decided We shall be the last.
We Three shall be the last to go.
We are alive. For now, We are alive. Me and Him and Her.
And some others. Seven others.
*
We hear the roar. The roar is the sea. We do not go there, there is nothing at the sea.
Nothing but dead fish, jellied in grey sand. I will not speak of the past.
The roar beats back the silence.
For a while we stop walking.
The priest stops talking.
The sea speaks, but the sea has nothing to say.
It is empty. Like us, it starves.
Like us it is hungry.
We Three sit side-by-side, a hand apart, the priest is watching.
The wind howls so the sea sings, spitting salt into our hair.
With salted hair we walk once more.
We reach a ledge. A clifftop. We can see forever. Grey clouds, grey sun, grey sea to
the end of sight. The grey grass is never-ending.
Two of the others run.
There is no warning.
It might have been expected.
Two of the others run. They run past Us, they run past the priest. They run over
the edge.
We see them shrinking. He hear them shrieking.
They vanish.
We cannot see the bodies. I think the blood is grey.
The priest shakes his head. They lost hope, the priest says. Such happens with
lost hope.
We walk on, We Three.
And five others.
We walk until the sea stops singing. The silence returns.
*
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The priest, two pairs, and Us. He says that time runs low. She says that time has
stopped. They are Both right. I ask if we all are the last to know time. He nods. She
shrugs.
The pale sun fades. They grey grows dark.
The priest talks of other lands where the grass is green.
The priest talks of other worlds.
The priest talks.
We whisper while the priest sleeps. There is no god of time, time lives in us only.
Time will die with us. We Three agree on this.
The god of walking sings to our legs.
The god of dying hovers above.
The god of the Loving Three warms us. This god is strongest. Stronger than the
god of walking. Stronger than the god of dying.
Far stronger than the priest.
The priest cries in his sleep. We do not wake him.
*
The others fight. They found some nuts. The priest shouts at them to share. They do
not hear the priest. They growl and shout, the two pairs. They growl and shout at one
another.
The priest gives up. He walks away. The priest never walks away.
One shoves another. The other claims the nuts.
We Three watch. We are surprised. These things are from the past.
Fighting for food.
We Three do not fight. We will die. We will all die.
The god of dying sings out loud.
The others shove and kick. They snarl.
They have hope, this is why they fight.
She and He and I watch.
The four are on the ground, groping, grunting.
They grasp at rocks.
A leg snaps to a scream.
They bleed, all four.
An eye is missing. Then two.
They bleed onto rock.
They drip about their bodies. I am surprised the blood is red. She smiles, She
loves the colour. He covers His eyes with His hands. We Three watch.
A big belly opens, worms squirm to the ground, mouth open in silence.
A neck bleeds, a head collapses.
The last groans. The last groans for hours. We patch the bleeding body with
leaves. The priest told us to. The grey leaves stain red. The groaning stops.
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The priest gathers the scattered nuts.
But they are not nuts, they are stones.
That is hope.
We walk, We Three and the priest. The priest has stopped talking, his breath a
wheeze. It is harder to breathe. The priest is in pain.
We walk, side-by-side, a hands-width apart. The priest glances back, there are
no others to shield us. Hands apart.
The priest staggers around the stumps of trees, bulbous belly stumbling.
The air is grey.
It tastes bitter.
Do Not Dwell, we tell the priest. The priest does not hear us.
The priest cries to his god.
The god of the priest wants everything. The god of the priest has the priest.
*
The priest is dead, glassy eyes up, lungs scorched by the scalding air. You can tell it
was the lungs, the hacking and choking, blood on fingers. You can tell. He hacked
and choked blood into his fingers all night.
She woke first, She was the one to find him. She smiled.
We are not sad to see him die, We are sad at death.
We are not happy to see him die, We are glad he is gone.
She smiles and takes His hand, and Mine. I smile. We Three smile, hand-inhand.
We do not smile at death.
We smile for one another.
We leave him some grey grass.
We walk hand-in-hand. We have Us Three. We have only Us Three.
No others.
We do not hide.
We are at the front and the back.
We sing aloud, we sing to Our gods.
We kiss one another. We kiss where we like.
At night we hush Our voices. Habits are hard to kill.
Harder than customs. Harder than tradition.
We Three have habits. We don't mind that.
I sleep to Their snoring.
I always sleep last.
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She and I sleep, sore backs to the craggy ground, arm in arm, leg over leg. He
wanders to and fro. We sleep.
We wake.
Before us is a flower. Not a real flower, not a real flower. The flower is made
of stones.
Purple stones for petals.
Sand stones for stalk.
At the centre a bright yellow pebble.
He made it. He made it whilst She and I were sleeping, arm in arm and leg
over leg.
There was no-one to see.
She calls the flower intoxicating. She says that She can smell the flower. She
dances around the flower, spindle-arms aloft, sagged belly weaving, stick legs
creaking. She dances until she falls to sleep once more.
I kiss Him.
He is pleased.
*
We reach a lost place – small houses nest together, squatting in rubble. Splintered
boards scratch at our feet.
There are no people here.
Just Us. We will not stay.
For now, He looks for food. He knows there is none.
For now, She needs to rest. She sleeps on a pile of mould-gnarled clothes.
The marks of strange gods line the walls. I add the god of the Loving Three.
The town is old.
The town is at its end.
Squares of bitter earth mark the graves of vegetable plots.
Piles of stones mark the graves of others.
The grey sun dims.
He returns to me. He has found no food – He has found a fat blue pebble. He is
happy with the pebble.
We go to wake her.
She will not wake.
She will not wake.
He panics, He drags Her, limp, upwards, heavy.
Bloated belly and spindly limbs, eyes rocked to the god of dying.
I take His arms.
Wake up, He cries. Wake up.
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We will not stay here.
She stays.
A pile of stones mark Her grave.
At night He sniffles. The sniffles turn to snores.
I cannot sleep.
I leave Him, I go howl at the grey clouds, where once there was a moon.
*
I walk around the tree stumps. There isn’t grey grass here, there is only bitter earth. It
is quiet, as always, it is quiet. I return to Him.
He has made a shape from pebbles and stones.
It is Her.
I know it is Her.
A big blue pebble belly, stick-stone arms.
He is crying. I am crying.
I take His head in My hands, press His face to Mine. Our tears mingle, I can
taste His, We cry Together. His mouth on Mine. Bulbous bellies pressed close.
We do not cry at death.
We cry for one another.
It makes Us happy.
It mostly makes Us happy.
The god of death sings to Our backs and to Our fronts.
We have us Three.
Me and Him and Her in the grey ground.
There are no others.
We wander no more. We do not see the point.
I hear Him heaving. At night.
Heaving dry air.
Hot dry air from the lungs.
There’s not long left.
The air is poison.
It wasn’t before. I shall not talk of the past. There is only now.
And there isn’t much of that.
I hold Him.
I tell Him to stop.
He cannot, he retches at the earth.
The bitter earth.
I hold on to His body, if I hold on He cannot go.
He retches. He cannot breathe.
Breathe, I tell Him.
Please breathe.
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He retches.
I am still holding onto Him.
Even though He is gone.
And She is gone.
And the others.
There is only Me.
And Him, gone in my arms.
And Her in the grey ground.
The gods dance above.
When I die they die too.
I am left.
The world is vast and empty.
Now I walk. I do not know why I walk.
It is a ceremony. I do not know why it is a ceremony.
It is celebration.
They crumble to soil.
They take my hands.
I wander onwards. I carry nothing in my spindly arms.
The creak of my legs.
Me.
Do Not Dwell.
There is only now. And now I need to sleep.
I shall not cry at death.
If I cry it will be for nothing.
If I cry.
For Us Three.
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Alice, Her Katabasis
by L.S. Johnson
I remember: it was unusually warm that night. I carried the specimen case while John
brought his lenses and books. The dark, narrow streets were as strange to us as the
new species we were certain of finding, but I felt no fear. Many mistake me for only
a wife, but I have many talents: I have studied both Latin and Greek, I can
manipulate the lenses, I have a fair knowledge of classification. I complement John, I
know this; without me his work would not be so quickly approved by the Academy.
But I am digressing. Forgive me. This night, I cannot approach it directly—
and how I loathe to say that I cannot, no matter the topic.
It was a warm night, and the streets were very narrow, very dark. I carried the case,
which I held before me like a pot; John cradled the lenses in one arm, the books in a
satchel he clutched tightly in his free hand. We were pressed for time and unsure of
our way. I heard songs, songs I had never heard before, from the little houses we
passed; I saw dark figures in doorways and alleyways, I heard the muffled noises of
fierce quarrels, filled with anger and hate. The windows seemed to have rags for
curtains, there were feces in the gutters. The whole of the area had a peculiar odor,
for which I had no reference, save perhaps my mother’s sickroom before she died.
Never before had I felt such an absence of humane comfort in a place.
And then we came to an open square, though with neither statue nor church, only the
same grimy houses on all sides. Our ship, we knew now, lay just beyond, waiting for
us. Hurry, John said, we must hurry, and we rushed across the beaten ground.
I remember: a flurry of movement, as if two figures were scuffling, at the far right of
the square. And then I saw a young man, his face still boy-plump, running towards us
yet seemingly heedless of his surroundings.
He careened straight into us; I lost my footing and fell. The specimen case flew up
and struck my chin, though thankfully it managed to stay intact. There was a strange,
metallic slithering on the ground near my head. John, who had managed to stay
upright, rushed to my side. He laid down his own baggage and helped me to my feet,
holding my arm until I had mastered myself once more.
It was then that the boy cried out. Not before; he made no sound before; I would
have thought him clear away, if he had not cried out.
We had difficulty seeing him, in the darkness, but at last we saw him huddled on the
ground, with a man standing over him. I do not know where the man came from. He
was older and swarthy and he had a piece of metal, long like a pipe or a bar, and he
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was beating the boy with it. It was terrible. Up and down, up and down, while the
boy whined and cried at his feet like an animal. Never have I seen such savagery, as
if it were not enough to injure, to punish. The man’s face was black with anger, and I
could hear the boy weeping, but I could no longer see his face—
Forgive me. If I could have just a moment.
I remember ... I know I said John. And again, I said it louder, John! And he turned
my face away, he held me close, telling me the truth of it: we could not interfere, we
were strangers in these parts, we knew nothing of the circumstances. That there was
no law among these people, not as we understood the word to mean. That we needed
to go to our ship.
More people had started to come by then, I do not know where they came from. It
was as if all those dark, ugly houses, they were like rabbit warrens. I have never seen
so many people. They crowded around, and some took the man aside and they were
shouting and arguing, and then they began shoving and I was certain there would be
a brawl. Others, I know, carried the boy somewhere, I know not where. I know not.
And I took up the specimen case, and John picked up his lenses and his books, and
we continued on to meet our waiting ship and set sail at first light.
I know that boy is dead. No creature could have survived such violence.
I know that, and I know that when I stooped over to pick up the specimen case, I saw
something. A locket. A cheap brass locket. The kind of flimsy gewgaw you can get in
any market. That was what had fallen beside me, what I heard was its chain tangling
atop itself.
And I am haunted now. That such a trifle might have been the cause of their dispute,
something we could have bought by the dozens, on the spot. That it might have been
a talisman, a cherished memento, and the boy died without it. That I left it there, that
I did not pick it up, that I did not speak, that in the time it took me to settle my
foolish nerves and listen to John, in all that time we might have done something—
I am sorry. I am sorry to lay this before you. But I cannot tell John, what if he thinks
me too frail to travel? I do not want to spend my days alone, I want to explore, I want
to learn. But I had thought myself capable of understanding, no matter how strange a
land we would find ourselves in; yet how can I place any faith in my powers of
comprehension, when I do not even understand the people who occupy our own
country, who live mere miles from our own village?
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dream sandwich
by Jonathan Bond
Who, my darling, doesn’t dream
of a herd of horses
galloping upside down
under the sea –
hooves treading, crashing foam
nearly (but/not) breaking
the waves?
*
I fell asleep in the tub,
dreamt of reading a book
floating on my back in the dead sea
when I came to in the watery bed of the bathtub
it was night.
The paperback I’d been enjoying
had drowned
and the candle had burned down
*
She said she’d never taken a bath
in her new place.
said the tub looked like a murder scene,
that no amount of bleach and elbow grease
could make it clean.
Understanding my duty I invited her
to come bathe at will,
the only decent thing.
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dream job
by Jonathan Bond
(to be read in the head in the voice of Jane Goodall)
Not really.
I have a dream job.
I should say I have a job in my dreams.
I mean in my dreams I have a job.
I am saying when I’m sleeping I’m working.
Other people may fly and drive spaghetti
but I punch a clock,
wear a jumpsuit
and work in a bleak factory
picking out tiny defective pieces
on a fast moving conveyor belt.
Or sometimes I solder tiny electronic components
onto boards for eight hours.
I carry a lunch pail and a paunch.
I am called Larry.
I’m required to wear a hairnet,
the even more absurd beard-net
and clear booty slips over my work-boots.
I have okay benefits and two weeks paid vacation,
and for that time I dream without working,
but the wage is oppressive and there is no opportunity for advancement.
There is a strong union and sometimes I attend meetings
but mostly for the snacks and coffee.
my wife has become her mother and my child is a stranger to me.
She is called Stephanie.
She is a cat, this is, after all a job in a dream.
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Sometimes while working I glimpse my waking life
I think about escaping into my real life
all while discerning, deeming and removing imperfections
in repetitive, practiced, plastic-gloved movements.
My lower body forms a large stub
where legs are normally found
and there is a single, wide wheel where feet would be
made of hardened tissue similar to a tusk but with some elasticity like rubber
formed from the same fiber as fingernails and hair, of which I have neither.
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Sea Change
by Gail DiMaggio
In the back hall, Mama’s scrubbing the checkerboard floor.
Will you. Please. Wipe your feet. Daddy’s gone
to sea again. On the left, a door leads to her winter kitchen
where she stirs buttery circles into the pale field of our cream of wheat,
then the dining room, where she spreads open
Daddy’s sketches on airmail-blue. My brother’s
a cowboy. I’m a ballerina. This wallpaper is
the white-flecked green of the ocean he sails. Left again –
to the living room and through a drift of curtains, a stone wall
draped in the sea-serpent faces of honeysuckle. She taught us
to seek sweetness at every throat. This house
is a nautilus spiral, each chamber diminishing toward
the bed where she curls among rucked blankets,
her voice so close to silence I must climb to her
to hear, Take your brother
into the kitchen. Feed him oranges.
Under us, the cellar, a hole in dark earth.
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Overheard in Passing
by Emily Strauss
...haven't had a vacation
in twenty seven years...
he laughs
I wonder about the dinghy
the lake dying in late
summer, prow scraping
dried mud beside the dock
dragonflies hovering as he
scrapes the wood clean
by hand, he left at 3 AM
to arrive by dawn
the sun a pool of flame
swallowing the far shore
already warm he rolled up
his work shirt still stiff
with paint and sweat
started the day's labor
stooped over, his neck burnt
coppery, not a vacation
exactly but a smile
when he glides into the shade
of willows bent to the water
tiny ripples falling away
and inspects the riverine
gravel for fingerlings.
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untitled
by Wesley King
Kissing is good for the body, or so I’ve read. It’s been in places like Science
Magazine and the Times. I hear you like to read those. Do you ever step away from
that microscope longer than you need to? Your hair is always pushed back so
carefully; your shoulders always hunched. You want ever closer to your latest
specimen.
You always make notes. Your handwriting is much too pretty for science. You
could be a calligrapher, you know? Whatever you do with your signature I bet it will
be worth a lot one day, and I’ll still be over here talking about words written by
people long dead.
I couldn’t live like you, all sterile all the time, thinking in chemical equations
and Punnett squares. I know what your world is like, though–discovering new things
under the microscope or making them in a vial. You create, just like I do; only my
words don’t blow up and inflict second-degree burns. And I don’t get paid.
You have that tattoo, right? You mentioned it once when I first saw you in the
real world, where people eat and sleep and read and write hopeless stories. Jeans
don’t look right on you, even if they look great on you.
‘The Lewis Structure of oxytocin,’ you said it was. ‘The chemical of love.’ It
was cheesy. Thank god you leave the wordplay to me.
‘Yeah,’ I wanted to say. ‘Kissing releases oxytocin into the brain!
I read it in the Times.
Wanna try it?’
Funny how my own words get in my way. I keep telling myself I’ll just save
them for the next time you come into the café.
I’ll learn to draw the Lewis Structure of oxytocin on your cup. And maybe my
name. And maybe my number.
And maybe, ‘Kiss me.’
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Motherjoker
by Saul Jennings
It was an uneventful Monday morning and I was strap hanging on the Central Line.
The woman sitting down in front of me was reading a novel and masturbating
frantically. Between her, the guy snoring and the couple having sex, I had the
recurrent wish to be anywhere but here. My mind drifted back to last night with my
wife, to the joke she had told me. How did it go again? Oh yes; I recalled and I must
have smiled as the woman had stopped touching herself and was glaring at me. I
flushed with embarrassment and willed the train to go quicker.
At my stop I got off with relief and got out of the station as quick as I could, I had to
push past a bunch of teenagers who were showing each other their genitals. One
muttered ‘comedian’ as I did so. Whatever.
At the office reception the woman on the desk briefly showed me her breasts and I
grabbed my crotch in response. I walked deeper in the building past the marketing
guys who were having their usual morning orgy. It made me feel uncomfortable as it
looked like bullying to me. It always seemed to be the same young guy on the bottom
of it all. But he didn't seem to mind. Maybe he relished the attention.
I sat down at my desk and straight away saw the e-mail from my new boss. I was
concerned she may become a ‘problem’, suspecting she had a thing for me. Last
week she said something that sounded like it might have been a joke. When I'd
looked back at her, her head was turned so I couldn't tell for sure. But you know, you
get the vibe.
I went to her office and she greeted me. She kept her breasts in her blouse so she was
either in a bad mood or in a hurry. To be on the safe side I kept my hands in my
pocket.
‘Nice weekend?’ she asked.
‘Sure,’ I said, ‘how about you?’
‘Not bad,’ she said ‘drinks with the girls on Saturday. Still single though, so no
comedy for me. How about you, you get any laughs this weekend?’
I started to splutter something to deal with the inappropriate comment, but she cut me
off.
‘Sorry, too blunt, I know. One of my bad habits. Look I'm pretty much busy all
day now, but I need to get that Johnson report out tonight. Could you stay a little later
so we could finish it?’
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I told her sure and tried to be cool but I was worried about her motives a little. I
phoned my wife to tell her I would be late and she must have caught my mood. I
feigned that I was just fed up with work and she sympathised. She started to tell me a
story about an octopus that could play musical instruments and said she'd finish it
that night ‘if I was lucky’. I had to hide in my cubicle for an hour just to make sure I
didn't giggle.
The rest of the day was uneventful, apart from James ejaculating prematurely on my
desk. The others think he's a total joker but I think his hearts in the right place. The
poor lad just tries too hard. Then the evening came and the building emptied. An
email popped up telling me to go to my boss's office so I did with some trepidation.
As I entered her room she was behind a filing cabinet.
‘So this report...’ I said.
‘Actually I wasn't so bothered about that,’ she said. ‘I wanted you to look at
this instead.’
She stepped out from behind the cabinet and was dressed head to toe in a clowns
outfit. She had full make up on with a little tear and was wearing enormous shoes.
Despite myself a little smile flickered on my face.
‘Well,’ she said,’what do you think? Do you wanna fool around?’
‘Look I'm sorry, really sorry,’ I said, ‘but I'm happily married and, though I like
you as a colleague, as a friend even... I just don't find you funny.’
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The Grocery Store
by Keith McCulloch
Butterbeans? Canned? Nina, she says they’re good. No, they’re too heavy to carry. I
should have a car. Or maybe I’ll get a ride next time. Anyway, where’s the soup
aisle?
Why would she want butterbeans? No, I guess she doesn’t. I never thought of
butterbean girls as that pretty. I wonder what she’s going to get now? No, no, that
soup’s crap. Move a little this way, yeah, now you’re good; the Italian stuff. No, that
way, right there. Well, that’ll do.
Nina’s boyfriend, what was that dogbreath’s name? Gino-something. Yeah. I bet he
liked this garbage. She moves out with him, I get the whole damn rent. I’ll handle it,
I mean it’s not like I got to start eating Ramen yet. Now this stuff, what the hell is it?
Organic chicken rice? On the drumsticks from last night, yeah, go for it.
Why do I have to get a cart with a bent wheel? What if she hears it? She’ll think I’m
following her. I wonder what kind of food she likes? Couldn’t be that back to nature
stuff. She looks too healthy. She eats meat, I can tell.
Wonder if they’ve got any of those Eskimo pie sandwich things? Ah, they’ll melt,
anyway. Hey, there’s bacon!
I knew it!
Thirty percent off. That means I can get it.
‘Good bacon. Best they’ve got.’
‘What? Oh, yeah, yes. Hey, your cart.’
‘Right. I know.’
That guy, he lives just down the road. Nina, she’d say he was cute.
I wonder if she likes curried eggs. God, what if I’m out of curry?
‘Hey!’
‘Me?’
‘Yeah, with the cart. They’ve usually got good eggs here, but they’re out.’
‘Right, I know. Free roaming, that’s what I get.’
‘That’s good. Seems nicer somehow.’
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No, no, don’t move, my god, what an ass. Light rye, I’ll get her that. Maybe she’s a
white bread person. If she is, she won’t like curry. Who the hell do I think I am, I
don’t even know her name.
‘How are you today, Ma’am? Paper or plastic?’
‘Plastic, I think. I’m walking.’
‘Certainly. Not far, I hope?’
‘No, no. I always shop here, but I usually check out at the other register.’
‘Where that gentleman is...’
‘Looked like he might be in a hurry so I thought I’d let him, you know.’
‘That was kind of you.’
‘Hey man, paper or plastic?’
‘Plastic’s good. Easier to carry. In fact, double bag it.’
‘Got it. Thirty-two even. Your girl there?’
‘Well...’
‘Cause if...’
‘Yeah. She is.’
Damn it, I should have stayed in line in front of him. Maybe I could’ve seen his
name on his credit card.
God, now she’s going to think I’m following her home. Well, what the hell, I sort of
am. This has got to be the same girl that lives just down there, the yellow house.
This guy, why haven’t I ever seen him before? I mean, I guess I have, but not many
people dress like that. Wonder what he does? Maybe I shouldn’t be looking at him
like this; what if he thinks I’m a hooker or something.
‘Miss, you live right down this street, I mean, you do, don’t you?’
‘You live around here too, I bet.’
‘Yeah, there, right there.’
‘Okay, hey this...’
‘Look, my name is Alan Reid. I own a restaurant downtown.’
‘You mean actually?’
‘What I’m trying to say is I’m a nice guy. I’m up front...’
‘Actually?’
‘Well, I’m not some ...’
‘No, no, I mean the restaurant!’
‘I’m not trying to...’
‘What’s the name of it?’
‘What?’
‘Your place. The restaurant.’
‘Harpo’s. I just thought...’
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‘Like in the Marx brothers?’
‘Yeah, yeah, but...’
‘You learn a lot about language from silent movies, you know that?’
‘I guess. Hey, it’s not as safe around here as it used to be. You being alone and all,
I could at least walk with you.’
‘Well...’
‘Don’t be like that. I walk with you, you walk with me. Simple. Let’s do it.’
‘Okay.’
‘You’re sure?’
‘I said.’
I think I’ve got a real human being here. Maybe she reads books. And look at her.
God, I hope Nina doesn’t decide to move back in. This guy’s okay. Restaurant. But
buys his own groceries? Owns the damn thing? No wonder he dresses like that.
Allan says, ‘You don’t mind telling me your name, do you?’
‘No.’
‘Good, I wouldn’t want you thinking...well, what is it? Your name.’
‘Jo. Joanna Demitrakis.’
‘Nice. That’s...’
‘Greek.’
‘I know, yeah, I’d like to go back.’
‘You were there?’
‘Just quick. Navy.’
‘I was born on my fathers trawler halfway between Greece and Florida.’
‘He’s a fisherman?’
‘Sponges.’
‘So it’s what, a family thing?’
‘The stench, I couldn’t take it. I work for an electrician. He’s maybe ninety.’
‘An electrician? You?’
‘Ninety. At least a long time. All his life.’
‘I’ll take your word. So that’s your house, right?’
‘Like it?’ Joanna opened the door. ‘ Come, come.’
‘Good color, yeah ... hey, you might want to keep your door locked, this is not the
safest...’
‘Greek girls, we’re tough.’
‘Fine, but I don’t think ... aren't some of these things antiques? Like this.’
‘The china? Limoges, yeah. It was my grandmother’s. I use it every day. She said
it was worth way too much to do that.’
‘She was French?’
‘Never let you forget it.’
‘You’re not going to believe this.’
‘Try me.’
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‘She–your grandmother–was right about the value thing. I tried this same set in
the restaurant when it was smaller.’
‘For real you used this stuff? I love it! Grandmom would have another heart
attack.’
‘My business partner looked it up. He said it was crazy to be serving food on a
plate that was worth ten times as much as the food itself.’
‘I think that’s neat.’
‘Yeah, well, we got bigger, I just didn’t have enough of this stuff. It’s not that easy
to find this kind anyway.’
‘I could sell you guys this set, then you would.’
‘You wouldn’t want to...’
‘Oh hey, it’d be great! God, you’d have people saying not only is the food
incredible, but they serve it on fifty dollar plates. I mean, c’mon!’
‘Your family...’
‘Allan, who’s ever done anything like this? Pure class. It’d pay for itself. Besides,
you know you want to do it.’
‘You can’t just sell family stuff.’
‘I’d come.’
‘What?’
‘I said...’
‘I heard.’
‘And?’
‘Well, yeah. That’d be good. You know where it is?’
‘I need to? I’ll be walking in with the owner.’
‘I was right.’
‘About what?’
‘You.’
‘Look, the plates, they’re mine, so I can do...’
‘No, no, from before. Back there at the grocery. We’re standing at the checkout. I
watch you talking to the cashier. I watch you and I think, “That girl, what does
somebody like that say? I’d like to know.” That’s what I thought.’
‘A girl you just met at the grocery store? No, you’re thinking...’
‘A girl I just met in the grocery store, yes.’
I wonder what his house is like? I wonder if it’s nicer than mine. I bet it is. He knows
about antiques. ‘So what do you do running a restaurant? I mean, I don’t know, is it
fun?’
‘Well, you could say that. My partner actually runs the place; I cook. I sort of
invent food and how it should be eaten. The fun part is when I come up with an
amazing dinner and can show the other chefs how to make it the same way.’
‘You do that?’
‘Sure. We‘ve got two other chefs...’
‘No, I mean you make stuff that you have to show people how to eat?’
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‘Want to eat in one minute tops, get a straw at McDonald’s. Come to me, you get
the best food in the world. First I’ll show you what to eat it with then how to eat it
right. You’ll want to be ready to spend some time, too.’
‘You talk like that and you buy your food at a supermarket?’
‘I work out most of my stuff at home. It’s like with toys.’
‘Still...’
‘Besides I’m hooked on their donuts.’
‘Allan, you’ve got a really great place here.’
‘Yeah, and I’m building a porch.’
‘Watch the zoning people. My neighbor says they’re like Humpty-Dumpty.’
‘You’ll really come?’
‘God, yes! And you’re taking my grandmom’s Limoges.’
‘Yeah, okay. Hey look, the guy didn’t really say Humpty-Dumpty?’
‘What he said. Where do you want me to put this stuff?’
‘Kitchen table, wet veggies in the ice box.’
‘My God, it’s an old Coke-Cola cooler!’
‘Sixty years. Beats refrigeration. Refrigeration is a timing thing.’
‘I guess.’
‘Hey Jo, remember I was saying about the curried eggs? I’ve got a thing I do with
them ... unless of course you already have plans with the love of your life.’
‘Oh, stop it. No, no plans.’
‘So you...’
‘Nobody, alright?’
‘Alright, alright, okay?’
‘It’s just I was married a couple of years ago. Took a while to get over.’
‘Know what you mean. Kids, you got any?’
‘Would’ve but the Gulf thing. You?’
‘Boy and a girl. In New Orleans.’
‘Her still?’
‘With her, yeah.’
‘No, I mean, are you two...’
‘Not. We’re not.’
‘Does she know that?’
‘She’s there, I’m here.’
‘I’m saying does she know how you feel?’
‘About what?’
‘Her. You.’
‘Now?’
‘There you go.’
‘We don’t even talk anymore. The kids are doing what teenagers do.’
‘Come on!’
‘So what do you want me to say?’
‘People don’t want to talk about their ex, they talk about the kids. You might start
with their names, that’d be good.’
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‘Hank. He goes by Jim, I don’t know why. And Tali. How about you, did you ever
think about names?’
‘It never really came up, I mean we started falling apart before.’
‘Before what?’
‘Over there in the desert. I’ve seen pictures of her.’
‘This guy leaves you? For some...’
‘She speaks Arabic, Turkish and English. And she’s beautiful.’
‘Do you speak any Greek?’
‘Yeah. No. Of course I do. What the hell are you asking me that for?’
‘Greek, English, Beautiful. My opinion, your husband was an asshole.’
‘You know what?’
‘What?’
‘What you just said. It’s nice. It’s like I’m different than what I was. It’s nice’
‘Yeah?’
‘Yes.’
‘Jo, you know what I always wanted to do?’
‘I hate it when people say that.’
‘Then I won’t do it.’
‘Okay, what?’
‘Teach you how to cook.’
‘That’s why I hate it. What do you mean always?’
‘Make it a short always. You want to give me the cilantro.’
‘This is the same crap that grows around my parents place.’
‘Side of the road. Best kind. Now a little water, splash it.’
‘Like that?’
‘Right, yeah. Now give me those scissors.’
‘These? They’re all beat up.’
‘I made them.’
‘Why? I mean, why? They’re not...’
‘Cause I can do this with them.’
‘My sister, she’s a nurse. She can get you whatever kind of scissors you want.’
‘But not these.’
‘I’m talking about tools they operate with. And they’re clean.’
‘Clean tools are for the health inspectors. Me, I make perfect food.’
‘These things cut better?’
‘No, they cut the way I want them to. Now I stir the cilantro in, add orange peel,
then ... give me the scissors.’
‘Again? Why?’
‘The spinach.’
‘Spinach?’
‘Well, yeah. But first that knife; I need that.’
‘I guess you made this, too.’
‘Yeah, but I’ve ordered one from Japan that’s supposed to be better.’
‘For doing what with?’
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‘I’ve got to cut up that pepper– no, the green one. The onion, too.’
‘With a meat cleaver?’
‘With this you never touch meat. With this you can cut vegetables so thin you can
see through them.’
‘Why would I want to do that?’
‘You can control flavor with shapes. The way you put them together.’
‘No, no, I mean see through my food. Why?’
‘What?’
‘Well, onions are onions, peppers are peppers.’
‘You think so? Here.’
‘They’ve got to be in something, not just raw!’
‘Try it. The onion.’
‘You go.’
‘There. Now you.’
‘If this is some kind of a trick...’
‘No trick. Here. You loved it, right? Now, tell me the truth, It’s perfect, am I
right?’
‘First I’m thinking how serious you are, but that’s not it.’
‘Well, at least it’s good, right? The taste.’
‘Oh yeah, yeah, it’s fine, but it’s this passion thing, the way you talk.’
‘Passion?’
‘Well, that sounds stupid, I know. Okay, what I mean is this: you care about what
you do, what you want.’
‘Okay, passionately is good.’
‘Allan.’
‘What?’
‘Your eyes.’
‘Eyes? My eyes?’
‘You, with your eyes, it’s more like, well, you know.’
‘I think...’
‘Don’t answer, just look at me.’
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CONTRIBUTORS
Redfern Jon Barrett: A manic giant with a PhD in queer literature, Redfern writes
weird sci-fi and polyamorous decadence. He has worked as a regular contributor
for Scifi Methods, and his writing has featured in magazines such as A Cappella Zoo
(2012; 2013), The Future Fire, and Sleek; the literary journal Gender Forum; as well
as the books Witches/ Sorcières published by the Maison Populaire Paris, and Shaped
By Time, published by the Danish National Museum. His queer speculative
novel Forget Yourself was released in August 2012. Stalk him at redjon.com.
Jonathan Bond is uncomfortable writing about himself in the third person. He is not
one of the world’s leading Hurdy Gurdy players. He is working on a novel. Some of
his writing can be viewed on his website: 15Watt.com. He thanks you.
Nick Bosworth is an MFA candidate at The University of Montana. Originally from
Indiana, Nick is interested in rural communities and the effect they have on identity
and culture.
Sonia Christensen lives and works in Boulder, Colorado. She has a degree in
Creative Writing from the University of Colorado.
Gail C. DiMaggio spent years watching her husband survive and occasionally
flourish as a jazz musician. She has decided it’s time to find out what she has to say
for herself. She writes from a long perspective – but up close – about what it’s like to
live an ordinary woman’s life. For that, she has all the credentials she needs. Her
poems have been published recently in such venues as Aries, Cobalt, Fiction Week
and Eunoia.
Heather Frederick is formerly a medical doctor who has recently been pursuing a
career in speculative fiction. Her work has appeared in Bewildering Stories and is
forthcoming in Mad Scientist Journal. She lives in Durham, North Carolina, with her
husband, children, and four cats.
Saul Jennings lives in Greece and earns money throughout Europe doing
undefinable things ‘with computers’. After several decades of having unusual ideas
that seemed like they might make interesting stories, he has taken the step of writing
them down and letting them loose. So far two of the ideas have been re-homed in
Linguistic Erosion and Bartleby Snopes.
L.S. Johnson lives in Northern California, where she obsessively photographs
horizons and trees. Currently she is working on a trilogy set in 18th century France.
She lives online at www.traversingz.com and lsjohnson.tumblr.com.
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Wesley King is a queer literary superhero living in California. He is only here for
your tears.
Keith McCulloch attended the Rhode Island School of Design, B.F.A. Sculpture. He
worked in a bronze foundry, did medical sculpture and carved gravestones. Now he
carves marble and alabaster, cedar and oak. He does clay portrait sculpture, paints,
and works with the emotionally disturbed.
Ivan de Monbrison was born in Paris in 1969 from a French Protestant father and an
Egyptian Muslim mother, both mixed with Jewish origins. His interest in art can be
linked to a very liberal artistic education, where African and Ocenian arts were in the
center of his interests. This left him with a desire to pursue the question of what art
meant in the old days, and how can this be dealt with in our modern and absurd
world of thriving technology.
Is art religious? In which way can in it still be in a non-sacralized world?
Chasing the human figure in a distorted way, like Bacon and Giacometti did in the
past, has appeared for him the best way for this non-religious ‘spiritual’ quest. It has
appeared to get even more important as art has tended to become nowadays more and
more similar to publicity, and fashion. Ivan's works have been shown in recent years
in various countries.
Jessie Nash is a queer genderqueer British writer. They have an MA in English
Literature, and have published poetry, features, and reviews in online and print
magazines. They won the Thompson Prize for Best Story by a Local Author in the
Altogether Now 2012 short story competition.
Ron Riekki's next book is The Way North: Collected Upper Peninsula New Works,
http://wsupress.wayne.edu/books/2345/Way-North, featuring 48 poems by 28 poets,
20 stories by 17 fiction writers, all U.P., never before published. ‘Beautifully edited,
The Way North is more than a collection. It is a collaboration of writers, each of
whom understands in his and her own way what is sacred about that utterly unique,
fresh-water peninsula known as the U.P.’ – Stuart Dybek, author of The Coast of
Chicago.
C.A. Schaefer is a PhD student at the University of Utah, where she teaches creative
writing and is a managing editor of Quarterly West. Her work has appeared or is
forthcoming in Western Humanities Review, Tidal Basin Review, Passages North,
Drunken Boat, and elsewhere. She lives in Salt Lake City.
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Emily Strauss has an M.A. in English, but is self-taught in poetry. Over 100 of her
poems appear in dozens of online venues and in anthologies. The natural world is
generally her framework; she often focuses on the tension between nature and
humanity, using concrete images to illuminate the loss of meaning between them.
She is a semi-retired teacher living in California.
Bob Towey is a philosophy graduate and musician who works in a busy office in
East Anglia. If you want to read more from Bob you can find other poems online at
Bad Robot Poetry, in print at Vector Press and in two inch high letters on a wall in
Addenbrooke's Hospital, Cambridge. The website is www.bobtowey.com and he
tweets from @bobtowey.
Graham Tugwell is an Irish writer and performer and the recipient of the College
Green Literary Prize 2010. His work has appeared in over fifty journals, including
Anobium, The Quotable, Pyrta, THIS Literary Magazine, L’Allure Des Mots and
Poddle. He has lived his whole life in the village where all of his stories take place.
He loves it with a very special kind of hate. His website is grahamtugwell.com.
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Thank you for reading Issue Seven. We really hope you enjoyed it.
Corvus is released for free viewing and download four times a year. We are a
non-profit journal with an editing staff which ranges, based on the weather and
various astrological phenomena, between two and three. We have no food or
clothing and are frequently forced to proofread and compile our issues naked,
outdoors, in the snow. The cats are starting to look tasty. If you like cats,
please consider making a donation via our website: corvusmagazine.com.
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