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In December, 1995, I was a full-time Communications faculty member at CMC 
and invited English student Dena Gast to serve as founding editor of a literary 
magazine for the college. Fortunately, she accepted, and with the help of the 
Associated Students (ASCMC) and various staff and faculty, we were off to a 
promising start. To select a name, ASCMC hosted a contest. The title Howl was 
submitted by Carolyn Hopkins, CMC’s first Library Coordinator, now retired. 
She explained that as much as Howl evokes Allen Ginsberg’s 1955 classic, the 
title infers creativity and self-expression. In the first issue, Carolyn asked that we 
“HOWL to the moon, the stars, the sand, the cactus, friends, family, the barking 
dog next door.” The first edition was published in Spring 1996.

Through the years, many students have served as Howl’s Editors. During my 
tenure, they included Dena Gast; Catherine (Baker) Inscore; Brenda Finnicum; 
Cheryl Cochran; Charlene Naylor; Marla J. Hayes; Stephen M. Rilley, Shan 
Octavio, Jonathan Overbay, Stacey Schooler, Linda Theriault, and Donald Wyatt. 
These remarkable individuals taught me far more than I taught them. Their 
devotion to the magazine, work ethics and creativity are woven into Howl’s 
enduring story – and mine.

During my faculty years, I hosted annual Howl readings, dozens of authors’ events 
and two meetings per month of the Creative Writing & Literary Society in an 
effort to foster a local literary culture. Among the Creative Writing students 
who worked with the magazine, several authored books of their own. Savya 
Lee’s The Sky Through the Hole in the Bone describes her life at the center 
of the 1940s Greenwich Village art scene and her time working for Georgia 
O’Keeffe. Another, retired nuclear physicist Donald Sachs, had worked on the 
Manhattan Project. His book of essays, poetry, and fiction, When Is Writing Like 
Mulligan Stew?, displays a brilliant and curious mind’s musings. And there was 
Les Rogers’s book, Chasing the Horizon, where he sets out his travels in Alaska 
and his time as a gandy dancer. All in their 80s when working with Howl, these 
village elders enriched my life and that of our magazine. Other students who 
have gone on to become published authors include Lauren Henley and Nathan 
McClain, two highly regarded poets and professors, their works widely available.   

When I retired from the faculty and joined CMC’s Board of Trustees, the role 
of Faculty Advisor passed to Danielle Panto, with Richard Sanchez serving as 
Faculty Co-Advisor for 2012. Their Student Editor was Heath Tessmer. In 2013 
Professors Panto and Sanchez continued to oversee the magazine with Kali 
Poulin and Brandon Weirich as Student Editors. 

In 2014 Professor Ellen e Baird began her half-decade journey as Faculty Editor 
and took the magazine to new levels of design and typology. During those years 
she shared her leadership duties with faculty members Robert Wanless and 
Heidi Pieper. Community and Student Editors included Charlotte Burns, Steven 
Lusk, Katie-Lynn Sarchet, China Ice, Yoshi Caguioa, Anna Hartley-Poole, Aferom 

Howl ,  A Retrospective
by Greg Gilbert  |  Founding Faculty and Advisor, 1995-2011
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Letter from the Editor
Thank you all for reading this special edition of HOWL. 
As the new editor, it was a special privilege for me to 
read every single contribution to this great publication, 
starting with Issue #1. In the course of my reading, I was 
able to acclimate myself to HOWL’s style over the years, 
and the way that not only the writing but also the artwork 
and overall look and feel changed and evolved. Of course, 
there were some constants – the main constant being Greg 
Gilbert, who was kind and generous enough to share his 
birds-eye history and remembrances of HOWL in this issue. 
Overall, it was a fascinating and rewarding experience.

HOWL 2020 is an “Editor’s Choice/Best-Of” issue for a couple 
of different reasons. There were practical considerations, 
with regards to the transition to a new editor and the time 
frame in which that process took place. We also felt that 
this transitional period for HOWL would be a good time to 
reflect back on what has come before, as we make the firm 
decision to go forward. 

The poetry, short stories, and artwork that I chose to 
highlight in this “Editor’s Choice” edition were chosen 
either because they resonated with me on a personal level 
(a highly subjective rationale), or because I found them 
to be exemplary in terms of technical skill; in other 
words, the writer displayed an excellent command of form. 
Of course, many of the selections in this issue fit both 
criteria. As I reflect back on what I chose, I’m able to spot 
a few recurring themes and elements in the work I responded 
to most strongly:

 » Humor

 » Strong emotional resonance

 » Writing and artwork that refers to or reflects in 
some way our unique high desert environment/physical 
landscape

 » Writing that reflects the experience of men and women 
of color

 » Writing that contains a unique way of depicting the 
author’s experience as a CMC student

As a relative newcomer to both the Morongo Basin and to CMC, 
reading these issues of HOWL has served as a deep window 
into the cultural history of this area and this college. 
I am humbled by the opportunity to serve as HOWL’s new 
editor, and excited about continuing HOWL into the future. 

Abraham, Brianna Hams, Alena Zebley, Gary Tufel, Tunisia Dorionne, Joshua 
Torres, Sherry Harwin, Turq Teischa, and Tanner Leader. 

Professor Baird’s leadership made each Howl’s debut a social happening. She 
hosted multiple readings across the length of the Morongo Basin, invited 
musicians to perform, saw to refreshments, advertising, and showcased the 
works of visual artists. She collaborated closely with the CMC Foundation, 
the publisher, and the magazine’s staff to take Howl to new heights. As with 
professors Panto, Sanchez, Wanless, and Pieper, Professor Baird built on a 
tradition now 25 years in the making, one that she passes to CMC’s Library 
Coordinator, Derek Monypeny. 

After a quarter century there’s something satisfying about the magazine 
returning to the care of a library where its name originated. Its hero’s journey 
has been shaped by its staff as well as by early administrators who suggested 
that the Friends of Copper Mountain College, now CMC’s Foundation, establish 
a line item in their budget to cover production and publishing expenses on 
a permanent basis. Following my retirement, Howl became a stipend faculty 
position. Today, Howl is a well regarded elder within the Morongo Basin’s 
growing literary scene, and like our college, a local dream come true.   
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I intend to do all I can to ensure that HOWL continues to 
reflect the deep wells of creativity that exist in this 
singular part of the world. 

My deep thanks and appreciation go to:

Ellen Baird, who has been extremely generous with her 
time and insight

Greg Gilbert, HOWL’s sage

Melissa Sabol, continuing her great work in the 
publication of HOWL

Sandy Smith and everyone at the CMC Foundation

Carolyn Hopkins, my predecessor at the CMC Library and 
the person who gave HOWL its name

Everyone who has contributed in some way – either 
by contributing creative work, editing, sponsoring, 
coming to a reading or other community event, and of 
course reading – over the years and into the future.

Thanks, and enjoy this very special issue of HOWL.

Derek Monypeny
HOWL Editor, 2020

Literature

RETROSPECTIVE
1996 -  2019
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I am afraid of my yard,

With its cannibalistic tendencies. 

Everything it touches, it assimilates;

There are no boundaries, no orderly rules, 

Only tentacles!

A plaid suit a bad suit

A yellow pastel had suit 

A suit in a photograph 

Not yet cracked

My yard is endless;

It thinks it's the whole world!

It is the whole world,

And Death sits in God's office

Like a mortgage broker in a yellow coat.

A plaid suit a bad suit, 

A yellow pastel had suit 

A suit in a photograph 

Not yet cracked

I am afraid of my relatives, 

With their tortuous intricacies.

Everything they touch, they burn;

There are no boundaries, no orderly rules, 

Only tentacles!

Cannibal Yard
by Melissa Reed Geiger

Dear Miss O'Keeffe,
I have lived in the desert for 

some years now. I collect rocks and 
bones. Sometimes in the mornings 
in the spring when the desert is 
blooming, I can hear the sound of  
bells. Sometimes I can hear the sky. 
When it is midday blue, cloudless, 
it sounds like a sin gle note, 
unwavering and  forever. It is so 
intense that the heart can  not bear 
it but must close itself  against all 
of  that light, that blue. But when, 
very rarely, dawn comes softly 
with rose and gold, magenta and 
sapphire, emerald and amethyst, 
the notes dip and soar like birds' 
wings, like  flutes and chimes, and 
the heart soars with them. On dark 
cloudy mornings the sounds are 
drum and rat tle, cello and clash of  
gongs. Then the wind, ghosting 
around obstacles, creeping 
through interstices, howls its fury, 
its  passion,  urging the heart to 
open. These notes tumble about, 
they separate, then merge like 
the waves of  the sea. A weight is 
lifted—I surrender into expansion, 
into wildness and joy.

The desert I live in is not the 
one you love and painted. The  
rocks are not real but seemingly 
drab at first looking. Then as the 
gaze deepens, the shades of  beige 

The Sky Through the Hole in the Bone
by Savya Lee

and brown begin to intensify into 
softly rounded lights and mottled 
angular darks. An interweaving 
of  masculine and feminine, at 
the same time forming fantastic 
shapes, magic creatures that come 
to life when no one is looking, 
guarding Cyclopean fortresses and 
stone castles.

I have hiked this land. I have 
tried to photograph it through the 
holes in the rocks and fallen Joshua 
trees. I have seen the sky through 
the holes in the bones but I have 
not painted it.

Yesterday I walked over the 
mountains. There is a sandy clear
ing surrounded by a circle of  rocks. 
It is down in a wash, a space with in 
a space. And there on the ground 
a scattering of  raven feathers—
black and poignant and yet very 
strong. There must have been a 
great struggle. As I gathered up the 
shining feathers, I saw beside them, 
a sunbleached jawbone, the teeth 
still intact. Coyote. Two deaths at 
different times. JUXTA POSlTION. 
You would have appreciated that. 
Perhaps you would have painted it.

I am sitting at the kitchen table 
this early morning, remembering 
that you have died. It is so cold 
the oven is on, spreading the smell 
of  stale fish throughout the air, 
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con trasting with the music. I am 
playing a tape of  Gregorian chant 
to commemorate your passing. 
Frances O'Brien said, although you 
were not Catholic, you were very 
sympathetic. The music touches 
my skin, vibrates upward, out  
ward, encompasses me in a sacred 
litany of  death ...A litany of  death 
… what is that? What does it mean 
to be dead? The music is taking me 
into another space.

I am separating from the world 
I exist in. I do not understand 
any of  it, the near or the far. The 
kitchen—what is it? What is a 
kitchen? I have detached myself, 
yet I am incredibly clear, sharp and 
distanced where nothing means 
anything. Not  the mountains I see 
from my window, still gray in the 
morning light; not the branches of  
the cre osote bush nodding in the 
wind; not the bird sitting in a silver
needled cholla; nor the quail calling 
out their melancholia. I watch it all 
from my own separation. My eyes 
are wet. Can I be distanced but 
still feel the pain of  that distance? 
Can tears flow because nothing 
has meaning? Are the tears then 
meaningless? Or do they flow 
for you, Georgia O'Keeffe, for 
someone who  has  gone away  and 
will not he back—or for myself  for 
being older now than you were 
when I knew you? I was still in my 
twenties and you were ancient to 
me at sixty, but so vibrant. Doris 

said you had more energy than 
most people half  your age.

Then, there was  the article 
in The Times about you and Juan 
Hamilton, and how you died 
without  power at the end. I could 
not conceive of  that. You were 
always so alive, magnetic; people 
fell in love with you. I was in love 
with you, with your strength, your 
joy.

When I first read of  your 
death, I went through a complete 
rejection. This powerless  woman 
was not the O'Keeffe I knew, the 
one who had most influenced 
my way of  being. I felt a kind of  
horror. Perhaps the horror was 
fear. Perhaps the fear was of  my 
own mortality. And at first I could 
not forgive you for betraying me. 
But of  course I realized that no one 
betrays us, can betray us without 
our permission. I have recovered 
from your ending—you  lived  
your life and death  creatively, 
with power and without. As I am 
remembering you, I can again 
approach you with admiration. 
And I know that you walk your 
beloved desert still—as you said 
you would.

And now, the morning has 
broken. The formless has moved 
into form and I feel the sun.

Be at ease,
dear Miss O'Keeffe. 
Carol Allen

Limbs torn asunder by life's  
vicissitudes  
Current-tortured
appendaged  ripped whole 
from  
anatomic mutability 

Bones leached of marrow, swirl 
in blood-red cataclysmic 
tourbillon d'eau.

Oiseau aquatique pick beads of 
crimon on dead patella.

Black-robed and eon-riddled 
Lachesis, Clotho, Atropos
Shriek silent from flood ravaged
shores:

Quo vadis?
 
AGehts du zue die See?
           
Ten cuidado………..cuidado

El diablo anda suelto!!

Sirens, Lorelei, Mimi, Aida 
Chant triumphal dirges

Vanity, vanity, all is vanity.

Life's 
Rivers
by Cora Lee Brown 19
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As we boarded the Greyhound 
bus in Knoxville, all three of  us were 
excited to be leaving Tennessee for 
the first time. I wasn't planning to 
stay in California long; I'd taken a 
leave of  absence from my job at 
Woolworth's to escort my youngest 
brother and sister on their four 
day trip. Our mother died when 
I was nine and we had lived with 
Grandma ever since then. How 
she had raised five children on an 
oldage pension intended for just 
herself, I don't know. Daddy was 
an outofwork aviator for most of  
that time, though he sometimes 
worked in a traveling aviation 
stunt show. Daddy flew for a troop 
of  wingwalkers.

  When I was eighteen Grandma 
died. Grandma had nearly raised all 
of  us by then. Only the youngest 
two, Jimmy and Velma, were still 
living with her. My brother Gene 
had enlisted in the Navy, and 
Catherine was married. I had a job 
and shared a rented room with a 
school friend. Jimmy and Velma 
were going to live with Daddy and 
our stepmother in Van Nuys.

The driver took our tickets 
and we headed back to the only 
empty seat. I was painfully aware 
of  our shabbiness, me in my black 
rayon dress and old coat, Jimmy 

Turkey in the Straw
by Cheryl Barber

in knickers (who wore knickers 
anymore?), and Velma in faded 
gingham and a patched red sweater. 
Jimmy had his homemade guitar 
strapped on his back and Velma 
clutched a battered, longlegged 
doll that would have been left 
behind, had I not feared someone 
might think Velma looked too old 
to ride on a halffare ticket.

"Yeehaw! Turkey in the straw!" 
someone near the back yelled out. 
Everyone on the bus laughed at 

us. We sat down quickly. A new 
shame came over me. We were 
used to being shabby and wearing 
handmedown clothes. I had 
always dreamed of  having nicer 
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Seen through a window blackened, 
the night rains exploding light.
Streaming and shrieking its way down, 
like the war we argued.
 
I flash back to scenes surreal 
mirrored in the Mekong's light.
Inherited visions, now held 
captive by your past:

The napalmed girl replaced, 
by a gutted Biloxi boy.
The letter in his fatigues, you 
mailed with the family missive.

A skirmish erases my seeing dark stare, 
reflecting this paned side, and that long 
sterile hall where you lie. The prince of 
little girl dreams—gone.

Now shrunk bodied, waging whispered war, 
yet still scheming a final sortie.
I long for a cease fire. Come soon moments; 
To transcend those shadows you shoulder—

Always awaiting battle. Please rage not. 
But feel defiance ebb away,
like this country's honor you paid. 
You are no more duty bound.

Finally Father, take it.
This medal, ranked-not, titleless. 
I will pin it for you.
It has come—a peace you've won.

4th of July 
Reconnaissance
by Kim Adolph | for my father
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clothes, but it hadn't occurred 
to me before that we would look 
like hicks to everyone on the bus. 
I consoled myself  by thinking how 
different the ride back to Knoxville 
would be. I'd get a job in one of  the 
defense plants and make enough 
money to buy new clothes. I'd get 
a permanent wave. I'd even shop in 
Hollywood where the movie stars 
shop, and buy a Ginger Rogers 
hat like the one I saw in the Sears 
catalogue.

I dreaded spending four days 
on a bus with people who would 
taunt us and shame us. To my 
surprise, Jimmy saved us. Both of  
my brothers had always amazed 
me, how they coped, thrived 
even, in times that would have 
driven other boys to petty theft 
or truancy. They made little what
not shelves and sold them in the 
neighborhood. They made good 
grades and excelled in every kind 
of  sport. Jimmy crafted his own 
guitar and taught himself  to play.

Our fellow passengers 
soon tired of  their New York 
City newspapers and glamour 
magazines. They asked Jimmy 
to play a song. He knew all the 
old tunes that our worn out 
old Victrola had wound out so 
many nights on the front porch, 
entertaining us and the fireflies on 
Saturday nights. Again and again 
they asked Jimmy to sing "My 
Darling Clementine," "Red River 

Valley," and "Old Shep:" A man 
named George McCall actually 
had tears in his eyes. "You've got a 
beautiful voice, boy. You bring back 
my old Rowdy when you sing that 
song. I can almost see him again, 
curled up on the rug by the fire."

They told us about their jobs 
and families, what it was like in 
New York. They even bought us 
sandwiches and PepsiCola at the 
rest stops. By the time we arrived 

in California, I felt adopted by 
these strangers.

I didn't feel as welcome when 
I arrived at Daddy's. My step
mother was from Mississippi, 
and was as genteel as you could 
want. Yet there was something in 
the cramped air that said, "You're 
not wanted." It whispered in 
the silence at the dinner table. 
It chirped cricketlike from the 
baby’s crib in the living room.  It 
hung over us at night as the three 
of  us pinched   ourselves into one 
bed in the nursery. I was happy to 
leave for work each morning and 
escape.

I worked at Radio Plane, and 
quickly learned to mold cloth 

to the little airplane framework. 
The planes would be flown radio 
control, and it felt good to know 
that no young boy would be flying 
over enemy targets in them, or be 
killed in them.  At last I felt like I 
was an important part of  the war 
effort. On weekends I could go 
to the picture show, or go skating 
with my brother and his friends.

Most of  the women I worked 
with were older than me and 
married. Norma and I were the 
youngest girls there. Again .I felt 
adopted. Even though she was 
only sixteen and two years younger 
than me, Norma became my 
glamour coach. She talked me into 
buying movie star red lipstick and a 
lipstick brush. Patiently she coaxed 
me as I struggled to make my thin 
pale lips pouty and sultry like hers. 
She insisted that I go with her to 
Lerner's and buy a pushup bra, 
formfitting little work overalls and 
tshirts. I couldn’t believe the girl I 
saw staring back at me in the fitting 
room mirror.  The face was mine, 
but everything else was so curvy! 
I also took the bus to Hollywood 
and got a permanent wave that 
made my porcupine quill hair curl 
into bouncy waves like Jeanne 
Craine.

I tried to fix Jimmy up with 
Norma, but Jimmy refused, 
recalling a girlfriend of  mine 
I'd once talked him into going 
out with. Frances had not only 

been very plain and too shy to 
talk, but the day before the date 
unexpectedly developed a boil 
on her normally unblemished 
cheek, making her face look rather 
lopsided and swollen.

 "No," Jimmy said firmly, "no 
blind dates. I remember the last 
one."

"Norma Jean is really pretty 
and vivacious," I assured him.

"No, I don't go on blind dates."
"You'd like her." 
"No!"
Only a few months after I 

started working at Radio Plane, 
Norma nearly shook my arm off  
one morning. She was jumping 
with excitement. "V.I.P.'s are 
coming around today," she said.

"What's a V.I.P.?"
She smiled. "Very important 

people. They’re looking for a 
girl to photograph. They want a 
typical factory girl, like us, to pose 
for a picture showing us working 
for the war effort."

"WWhat?" I couldn't 
understand why she wanted a 
stranger to take her photograph.

"It's going to be published!" she 
gushed, "in the Stars and Stripes!"

   I didn't know how she learned 
about these mysterious V.I.P.'s, but 
the plant manager did come round 
to our department later that day, 
and he let us stop our work and 
made a speech, introducing the 
V.I.P.'s. Norma wriggled up to the 

"I dreaded spending 
four days on a bus 
with people who 
would taunt and 
shame us."
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front of  the workers, dragging me 
along. When the speech was over, 
she again grabbed my arm. 

"Come on;' she insisted, 
"They’re going to the other 
departments and we can sneak over 
there too." I worried that we'd get in 
trouble, but let myself  be dragged 
along.

Again, Norma pushed us up 
to the front of  the group and we 
heard the speech a second time. 
When she wanted to follow them 
again, I refused.

"We'll get fired. "
"No we won't. Don't be afraid."
We parted company and I went 

back to my job. I don't know how 
many times Norma listened to that 
speech, but she was discovered by 
the V.I.P.'s. I wasn't too surprised 
since she was the youngest and 
prettiest girl in the plant.

Less than a month later I 
returned to Knoxville, feeling 
even more glamorous than I’d 
daydreamed I would on the 
homeward bound trip. I soon found 
the truth in the old saying, “You 
can never go home.” As soon as I 
could earn enough money for the 
bus trip, I returned to California. I 
didn’t go back to Radio Plane, but 
to Bendix. I never saw my friend 
Norma again.

It was years later that I learned 
that my glamorous little friend had 
undergone the glamour treatment 
herself. The studios dyed her 

brown hair platinum blonde, 
taught her a whispery speech, and 
changed her name to Marilyn.

My little granddaughter once 
said, "Grandma, if  you had just 
gone with her you might have 
been discovered too. You could 
have been a rich movie star!"

I tried to imagine what my 
life would have been like if  I had 
been discovered too. All that came 
to my mind were the ordinary 
things my life has been: washing 
and rewashing the familiar 
old dishes with the familiar old 
chipped edges,  all the work shirts 
and school shirts, and Peter Pan 
collars and handsmocked dresses 
I ironed, shaking water over them 

from a BubbleUp soda bottle with 
a cork stopper, all the gardens we 
planted and weeded, all  the family 
dinners cooked and eaten, all the 

"Norma became my 
glamour coach."

talking around the dinner table, 
the PTA meetings, the goodnight 
stories about rabbits and bears, 
the children tucked  in at night, 
and the  grandchildren, the 50th 
Wedding Anniversary party with 
homemade food and old friends. 
Such ordinary things, such quiet, 
unglamorous things were my life.

"Grandma," Tiffany insisted, 
“you could have been a movie star, 
too!"

"No, I don't think so," I said 
gently.

"But Grandma, I've seen your 
picture when you were young. You 
were real pretty."

"Yes, maybe back then. But if  
I had, I might not have met your 
grandpa at the skating rink. You 
might not even be here."

Tiffany's little brows screwed 
up in thought. “Guess you're right. 
But I bet your brother Jimmy is 
sorry that he didn't go out with 
her!"

"Yes, he must be. Maybe she's 
sorry too."
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The kind of poetry I want to write is a sort of modified 

T.S. Eliot, full of esoteric allusions and obscure references, 

preferably in anguages no one speaks. I want my lines to be 

intricate and intertwined so students and erudite scholars 

will puzzle over the symbolism and compose treatises of 

exposition that will provide enlightenment on what I meant or 

maybe meant to mean. I want to provide fodder for pseudo-

intellectual descussions and academic arguments. I want to be 

the topic of term papers and doctoral theses. I want readers 

to keep looking for the new angles and perspectives to view 

me from. I want to be so deep, I'm scary.

Complaint
by Cora Lee Brown
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It wasn't that the tree was particularly beautiful or unique. Nor was 
the tree needed for shade or other things that trees are used for. In 
reality, this was just a plain eucalyptus tree, planted in the wrong 

place and much too tall and gangly to look beautiful. The tree's roots were 
destroying the brick walk on one side, threatening the pool on the other 
side and its tall branches were potentially dangerous to the roof  of  the 
house that stood about twenty feet away.

"Gonna have to cut that tree out, Mrs. Haggard. Down the road you're 
sure to have trouble if  you don't." Jim was our yardman, just "turned 
forty." He came once a week to cut the grass, trim the shrubs and generally 
maintain the yard. I always enjoyed a short talk with him. His manner was 
simple, honest and uncomplicated. I watched him as he walked slowly to 
the shed to get the lawn mower. He limped slightly and I noticed that today 
he seemed older than his age. But then, many things seemed older these 
days. In fact the whole would seemed older and worn out, like it wanted to 
give up and stop trying.

I chuckled for a moment as I thought about the world, as I knew it, 
giving up. What an absurd thought. The world doesn't give up. It doesn't 
even care or feel. It doesn't get old or stay young. It just keeps going, 
apparently oblivious to our struggles, unconcerned with pain or comfort, 
sorrow or joy, old or young. Why should it give up?

On the other hand, the tree seemed to be the one thing at that moment 
that didn't look old. It stood straight, strong and full of  life. Its vibrant 
energy reminded me of  youth and its insatiable desire to reach up and out, 
youth that believes it can do anything, be anything, achieve anything. What 

Stand Straight, My Son, Like A Tree
by Evelyn Haggard
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is it about youth that seems to mock itself ? It is always trying to get older 
and when it does it grieves over the youth that has been lost.

As a young person I too believed in a future with hope. There was that 
burning desire to live, to express, to learn and to achieve. Later I was lucky 
to have three sons with the same aspirations. I watched them grow, and I 
excitedly heard them express their enthusiasm and curiosity in much the 
same way that I had. Their energy seemed inexhaustible. I knew they could 
fill in any of  the little corners in life where I might have failed, that they 
could achieve their dreams, create a better world, live more abundantly. In 
my mind they stood straight and tall in the same way that this tree reaches 
for the sky.

Today the sun was warm as it reflected off  the water in the pool. I felt 
reminiscent as I thought back six years earlier when my son, David, then 
26 years old, helped me plant this tree. It was a day much like today. The 
mockingbird was warbling from its perch on the telephone pole, sending 
an endless number of  melodies into the air and the chickens in the yard 
next door answered him with their incessant clucking noises. I was intently 
doing a job that I have done many times before, pulling out the constant 
supply of  weeds in the garden, when I uncovered a single, straight shoot of  
a new little tree. Who knows how it might have gotten there, but I knew 
it couldn't remain where it was. I had often pulled out misplaced shoots 
in the past and thrown them away with the weeds, but for some reason 
beyond my understanding, this shoot was destined for a different fate.

"David;' I called. “Come help me plant this little tree someplace where 
it can grow better."

David was my second oldest son. He had remained home, working 
during the day and composing and recording his music in the evenings and 
on weekends. My other two sons had gone to seek more distant adventures. 
The oldest, Frank, lived and worked in Germany and the youngest, 
Mark, was finishing his military service in the Air Force while stationed 
in England. David, although he worked in construction, had created a 
recording studio in the garage. His dreams were to land a contract in the 
field of  recorded music. He spent every free hour that he had writing and 
recording his songs.

David was handsome with his kind, gentle manner as he put down his 
tools and came to help me. He was always quiet and I marveled at his 
strength and coordination when he worked. We chose a place near the pool 
deck where nothing else was planted and David dug the hole while I placed 
the small, straight twig into the earth.

When we stood back to admire our work, he asked, "What if  it grows 
too large for this place, Mom?"

''Don't worry, Honey, we can always replant it or cut it down for that 
matter if  it causes any problems. I just hate to destroy it today. For some 
reason I just want to give it a chance to grow a little taller. Can you imagine 
such a straight little thing, struggling so hard to grow?" I gave David a hug 
and returned to the garden to resume the unending task of  pulling weeds, 
not realizing then that today, this tree would seem to be one of  the only 
things alive in my world.

For two years I paid little attention to the tree until the last day that I 
shared with David. He and I sat on the back porch together listening to the 
chickens next door and laughing at their strange sounds. It almost sounded 
as if  they were laughing, too.

"Look how big the tree is, Mom," he said. "I can't believe it has grown 
so fast. I still remember the day we planted it two years ago."

"Yea? I hadn't really noticed;' I said. "We'll probably cut it down soon. 
Sure is ruining the walk."

The tree was by that time as tall as the house and growing fast. We 
knew by its leaves and bark that it was a eucalyptus tree and that it would 
soon take over the back yard if  we didn't remove it. Maybe we should have 
taken the time to remove it that day.

Maybe if  I had done something different that day things would be 
different now. I have often explored the circumstances in my mind, like 
rewinding a video and starting the day over, but that day changed my life 
forever. By the end of  the day my son, David, was dead, killed in the garage 
while working on his car.

At times like these, the human mind tends to search back in history 
in order to make some sense out of  what has happened or to cling to 
memories that make things better. My mind tends to turn to the tree that 
now four years after David's death continues to grow and destroy the 
sidewalk even more.

I find it strange that others don't feel the same way that I do about the 
tree, but how could they know? One day I came home from work and my 
oldest son had cut the tree down. I remember struggling to keep the tears 
down as I surveyed the bare three foot stump that remained. My knees felt 
weak and my hands shook.

"I'm sorry, Mom," Frank had said. "I really didn't know the tree meant 
so much to you. I'll leave the stump. Maybe we can make something out of  
that, a bird bath or something."
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Frank was the one who seemed to get things done. He and I have spent 
many hours working in the yard together. Now he talked about making a 
bird bath or bird feeder once the stump had dried out and died. I knew he 
would create something nice.

Much to my surprise, several weeks later, the tree stump began to 
bud out with branches forming from its base to its crown. The tree soon 
became so full of  leaves and branches that it looked like a giant, round ball 
of  green. We trimmed the branches off  the base, and thinned them. What 
a beautiful tree it had become!

Today as I look at the tree I marvel at its determination and I wonder 
what sort of  living spirit it must hold inside to have survived the original 
weeding of  the garden and the later extermination attempt. It stands as an 
example of  the "Thing Itself;' always renewing, replanting, reincarnating. It 
helps me remember that my son, David, is also a part of  that indestructible 
life force that branches forth even when it is no longer visible to our limited 
sight. That mysterious life in each human being, in every living creature, is 
forever present, forever reshaping itself.

I was drawn back to the present as Jim, our yardman, was getting ready 
to leave. "Would you like me to plan an extra day to cut down the tree?" 
he asked.

"Not yet, Jim:' I said. “Not for a few more months. Let's let it grow a 
little longer."

He waved goodbye and I heaved a sigh of  relief  as he drove off. The 
sun was getting low in the sky letting me know it was time to go inside. 
"Not today, Jim, not in a few weeks, not in a few months, maybe not ever," 
I thought as I gathered my things together. I took a last look at the tree 
before leaving. It stood straight, branches reaching to the sky, obviously 
unaware of  its precarious but significant existence. "Stand straight, my son, 
like a tree." I whispered softly so that only the tree could hear me. 
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The castle of Glen Mora 
Still whispers out her name,
Lady Anne of the MacDonnell's 
Who lived there, once, in shame.

The lass was carried there, 
Choking down her bitter tears, 
For one lost to her at Culloden, 
Her love from childhood years.

"O! Cold blows the winds 
And deep rolls the sea, 
May your rocks be my bed, 
Since ye're gone from me."
 
The glory of Prince Charlie 
Filled pride in Scottish hearts 
In silent fear she stood, 
Watching her love depart.

For Charlie needed them 
And so they left their homes.
A free Scotland would be again, 
With a Stewart on the throne.

Not long to wait for love,
There was no need to fear
Peace and justice would return
In less than a year.

The Lady MacDonnell
by Linda Vasconcelos
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"O! Cold blows the wind 
And deep rolls the sea, 
May your rocks be my bed,
Since they took ye from me."

Southwards they marched, cross 
borderlands, 
While George trembled in fear,
Victory was within their hands,
'Til false council filled Charlie's ear.

Then turned they back to the Highlands,
Claiming victory with their retreat.
But waiting there, to sear the clans, 
Were the flames of their defeat.

"O! Cold blows the winds 
And deep flows the sea, 
The hills cry ye're names 
Since ye're gone from me."

A cousin from the lowlands, 
A Campbell by his name,
Came to visit the lass MacDonnell, 
And his heat became inflamed.

To have her and the lands 
Was what he hoped to gain, 
But stood the Highland laddie,
Between what he would obtain.
So he joined his other kinsmen, 
Set against the 'Imposter's' fame, 
To down all Charlie's followers 
And win the final game.
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At Culloden, the players set, 
The Highland heroes came,
With the British and the Campbells 
To circle round the glen.

"O! Cold blows the wind 
And deep flows the sea, 
What life have I now
If they take ye from me?"
 
In the darkened shadows of the night 
A message came his way.
A word changed here, another there, 
To lead the general astray.

"No prisoners!" was the battle cry, 
"Defeat this vermin here, today.
Silence the names of Highland clans. 
Few will survive this stay."

Wicked ways, the jealous heart, 
Hatred stronger than love, 
Striking out, on kilt and kin, 
Leaving nothing but the tomb.
A tomb to bury kin and foe, 
Blinded rage has no cares.
How many names, cut down, 
To win the trophy there.

The blood of Scots, the Mother drank, 
Into her bosom all that week,
Both lass and laddie were defiled, 
She heard their wailing shrieks.

To George and Campbells went the prize 
The British monarch remained on the throne. 
With it, injustice reeled through the lands, 
Sending the rebels from their homes.

"O! Cold blows the wind, 
And deep flows the sea,
The Mother weeps bitter tears, 
For the sons she canna' see.''

Long, lonely nights, the lasses crept, 
Through the carnage, they came.
To carry the lads, to their Highland Homes 
And lay there in the Mother's final embrace.

As Anne walked the muddied field of blood 
Her heart cried out in fear,
Father, brothers, cousins stilled 
Paling shock wore bitter tears.

Yet on she walked 'til moon drenched light 
Displayed the golden hair,
Now, soaked in blood and matted dry, 
No longer soft and fair.

Upon her knees she fell, 
To touch his ashen face.
Her mournful song, joined with others, 
As she took her last embrace.

To the Glen of Loch Mora 
The Campbell finally came,
To claim the lands of Lady Anne 
And save her from the shame.

The Campbell's name she was to bear, 
While her mind was lost in grief.
Father, brothers, and lover lost, 
She sought to find relief.

The rocks below the coastal cliffs, 
Filled the mist with a haunting refrain, 
Calling the Lady Anne to listen
Upon her wedding day.
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"O! Cold is the wind 
And deep rolls the sea. 
Come sleep in our arms 
We hold out to ye."

The castle at Glen Mora
Still hears her mournful cries,
As she walks the valley of her home, 
Calling her last good-byes.

Though Campbells claim the lands, 
No Campbell Laird remains.
To hear the banshees howling songs, 
To watch her ghostly frame.

'Tis the castle of Glen Mora 
That holds her proud fame,
Of love and loss, so greatly bore, 
Stout Highland hearts, the same.
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I’ve said this before, and it’s really true. I can’t stand shitheads, and this 
guy Dick was the ultimate shithead. He married my wife’s friend, May, and 
came here to live. I don’t know where May dug him up from, but it must 
have been a deep hole.

That was when I was working at the mill over in Whitinsville, in the 
shop building I showed you. I knew I was in trouble when Dick got a job 
there, wandering around the production floor. He’d pass through our 
section four or five times a day.

Was he a machinist? No, not hardly. He just walked around with this 
clipboard and made notes. Some kind of  checker, I guess. He claimed to be 
an engineer, and wore and I.D. badge that said “quality control.” Basically, 
he was a tool of  management and the big shots over there were always a bit 
strange. You’d think they didn’t work for the same company as the rest of  
us. The crew on the floor was a good bunch, though. I didn’t hang out with 
most of  them but they were okay to work with, just like our guys here. 
They work hard, and they leave you alone if  you don’t feel like socializing. 
And you know me. When the whistle blows I’m out of  here, and I don’t 
want to hang out with the same overalls and caps with the visors turned 
backwards.

Nobody figured Dick did anything useful. He didn’t tell us what to do 
or even talk to us, so we all ignored him, no problem. Except he really got 

Slide Rule
by Les Rogers
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to me, because the wife would invite May and him over once a month. She 
said there was nothing wrong with Dick, and I could put up with him now 
and then for her sake.

And she’d insist I take my dog, Bruiser, out back and tie him where 
he wouldn’t bark at them when they came. Heck, you know Bruiser. He 
mostly likes everybody, but he sure didn’t take to Dick. Smart dog. He 
recognized a shithead when he saw one. When I tied him by the woodpile 
he knew who was coming.

So May and Dick would come over, and what do you do in a one room 
cabin in the winter with a guy who looks down on you and you can’t stand 
him and he wants to talk to you about how he rides on top of  the heap and 
what you should do to improve life for you and your wife.

“Hey, good to see you away from the plant,” he’d say when he came in. 
“Yeah, it’s nice that you and May could come over,” I’d say.
“I love this cabin,” he’d say, “especially the stone fireplace.”
“Well, have a seat there on the hearth,” I’d say.
But, he’d just walk around, looking at things, like he had an imaginary 

clipboard with him, checking my sheetrock work on the walls, looking up 
at the rafters. And the wife and May would already be off  to themselves. I 
don’t know how they got away that easily in a one room cabin, even a big 
cabin like we had, but I’d be stuck with Dick.

“You need to start building your addition,” he’d say. “Get yourself  a 
bedroom and a kitchen.”

“Yeah, I know,” I’d say. “Sooner or later I’ll get to it.”
“It’s important to your wife, you know,” he’d say, suddenly looking at 

me like he’s sharing some great knowledge that’s a step beyond my grasp. 
Then he’d move closer and lower his voice.

“Are you two getting your problems worked out?” he’d ask.
I couldn’t believe this shit. Some guy like this Dick trying to play 

counselor with me. And then sometimes he’d come up with his ultimate 
counsel.

“You need to join the church,” he’d say. “May says your wife would like 
that, and it’s what we all need. If  you turned your life over to God, you 
wouldn’t have all these problems.”

Can you believe this? I’d get this boiling feeling inside. I’d tell him to 
enjoy the fire for a few minutes because I had something to take care of  
outside. “Be right back,” I’d say and I’d grab my jacket and go out to the 
woodpile and talk to Bruiser and split some fire logs. That was my planned 
escape. When I knew May and Dick were coming over, I’d be sure there 
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were only a couple of  logs inside so I’d have an excuse to get out of  the 
cabin when things got too heavy in my gut.

You’d have to see this guy, this Dick, to get the full picture. A tall, thin 
guy, with a long neck and a crew cut. He dressed in regular work clothes 
like most guys in the mill, except for his field vest. Lots of  pencils and pens 
showing in the breast pockets, and a notebook or manual in each side 
pocket. And he always wore engineer boots. Yeah, you know what they 
are, loose at the tops like cowboy boots.

The engineer boots were a tipoff  to the image he was after. Always, I 
mean always, on the left side he kept his pant leg tucked into the top of  the 
boot. On the right side the pant leg mostly hung over the boot. He wanted 
the informal appearance of  a busy project engineer, just returning from a 
field inspection to prepare his report.

But you know what got to me the most? His damn slide rule. An 
expensive K & E ten inch slide rule, the log duplex trig model in a leather 
sheath hanging from his belt. I never saw him us it, but it was always there, 
like a cop carries a gun, except that a cop takes his gun off  if  he’s going to 
someone’s house for dinner. But Dick always had this slide rule on his belt. 
He showed it to me once at the cabin. Same model as my dad use to use, 
but Dad was a real engineer.

Why in the hell did he need a slide rule all the time? Did he think someone 
was going to rush up to him in an emergency and ask for the logarithm of  
some number? Or, hey Dick, what’s the tangent of  ten degrees? I mean this 
is a shithead for you. Maybe he thinks that someday he’ll be sitting in the 
can and someone will knock frantically on the door, yelling for assistance. 
Like, hey Dick, quick, I need some help with cube roots.

You get the picture, right?
So, when the wife decides to leave and go home to Des Moines, the 

good part was that Dick and May didn’t come to the cabin anymore. The 
bad part was I didn’t really want her to leave, and I don’t think she really 
wanted to leave. But then, maybe she did. Just before she left, she and May 
were always talking on the phone, going to lunch and stuff  like that. And 
I think she told May some things and May told Dick some things and after 
she left Dick would glare at me whenever he passed my work station.

(new paragraph)
“What’s Dick got against you?” guys would ask me.
“I don’t know and could care less,” I’d say.
It was a few months after the wife left that I was up for the promotion. 

They increased the number of  workers in our section and they wanted a 
foreman and some of  the guys figured I should get the job. “Since you’ve 
been here the longest,” they said. Some of  them put notes in the suggestion 
box by the time clock and the assistant super talks to me one day at lunch.

“You’ll be the new foreman,” he says. “That okay with you? Nice 
increase in pay. And you’ll still be on the production floor, same section.”

“Any paperwork?” I ask him, and he shakes his head.
“Nope, I know you wouldn’t want that,” he says. “Mostly you’ll do what 

you’ve been doing, but when operators need help, they’ll come to you. And 
you’ll train the new guys.”

“Okay, I’m in,” I told him. It sounded pretty good, especially the extra 
pay part.

“Good,” he says. “It’ll be official next week when the super gets back 
and puts the paperwork through.”

I was wishing the wife was still around and we could go out and celebrate 
for a change. She’d have been impressed. But I decided to celebrate anyway. 
So I stopped at Sam’s Meat and Fish and got some big bones for Bruiser, 
and then the liquor store in The Emporium for a sixpack of  Samuel Adams 
Boston Ale, and then a six piece takeout dinner at Kentucky Fried.

You kidding? Does Bruiser know what a celebration is? You bet he does. 
A fine, meaty bone and the tipoff  is he gets a bottle of  ale. Yeah, you said 
it, he’s a happy hound.

But you know what happened at the mill? The guys are all congratulating 
me, and I’m helping the newest hand, just like I already had the job, and the 
super gets back from Springfield and calls me into his office.

“You’re a good man,” he says. “At least you have been, and I don’t want 
to lose you. But I can’t approve you for foreman.”

“What’s the problem?” I ask him, feeling really confused. I was 
embarrassed, you know, because all the guys already thought I was the 
foreman. And I thought so too.

“Well, maybe next time around,” the super says and he’s looking at 
papers on his desk, like he’s trying to figure out what to say next. Then 
he looks at me sort of  sideways, like this, and says, “I know you’ve got 
some problems in your life. When this happens it often affects our job 
performance. A report from our quality control shows that your production 
has slipped a lot.”

“What?” I say. “You mean I’m not producing enough?”
“There’s also a problem with quality,” he tells me. “We’ll be monitoring 

the production reports more closely for the next few weeks and I’m 

20
01

 -
 I

ss
ue

 5



38

Howl Art & Literary Magazine 2020   |   RETROSPECTIVE 1996 - 2019

39

Literature

confident you’ll show us significant improvements. If  not, we may have to 
take you off  the production floor and put you out in shipping for a while. 
You know, until you get your life straightened out.”

So then I know what the hell’s going on. Right! You guessed it. 
Everybody’s old buddy, old Shithead Dick, is out to get me. And how much 
chance do you think I had to convince the super that the reports were 
phony, that his quality control shithead was a shithead. The odds against 
me were down to fat chance, slim chance and no chance.

No, I didn’t quit, not right away. Like most guys, you know, I thought I 
had a good job and there were lots of  guys around that didn’t have jobs and 
were having a hard time. Even for guys with jobs life wasn’t exactly easy. 
Times were tough before the war.

Yeah, I did quit, finally. It was about two months later. That’s when 
I came to work here. This guy I knew told me they were going to hire 
another machinist and he’d put the word in for me if  I was interested.

“Hey, who do I talk to?” I asked, and a week later I was working here.
When I told the assistant super I was quitting to take another job, he 

looked relieved.
“It’s probably for the best,” he says.
“You got that right,” I tell him. 
When Friday comes, my last day there, I go up to the admin offices at 

the end of  the day, as soon as the bell rings. The pay clerk gives me some 
papers to sign and hands me my pay envelope. I look inside the envelope 
and count the money and it’s all there and I start to leave.

“Good luck,” the super calls out from his office. I look around and give 
him kind of  a wave.

I’m walking toward the stairs to come back down to the floor and I 
pass the head that the bosses use. They had their own head upstairs, with 
lockers and a shower. This is where the story gets good. You’re going to 
love this.

I hear the shower running and there’s somebody’s work clothes on the 
bench and I see these engineer boots standing there on the floor. Engineer 
boots! Shithead Dick is taking a shower! There’s some clean dress clothes 
hanging in front of  one of  the lockers. I stop dead in my tracks. It’s fate. I 
have to do something. And you know damn well I’m not going to wait for 
him to come out of  the shower so I can say goodbye, nice knowing you 
Dick, and all that stuff.

Guess what. Right next to his clothes on the bench is that damn slide 
rule in its leather sheath. I run in and I grab the slide rule and I’m out of  

there, running down the stairs and out of  the shop and across the parking 
lot, and then me and the old Chevy truck are gone for good.

It’s celebration time again. I stop at Sam’s and get a huge knuckle bone 
for Bruiser, and then it’s The Emporium for a twelvepack of  Samuel 
Adams and Kentucky Fried for their big eight piece takeout dinner. As 
soon as I get home Bruiser knows it’s party time again.

No, I couldn’t eat that much chicken if  I wanted to. You know how it 
is – I wanted to celebrate. Actually, I just ate one drumstick and one thigh 
and then I poured an ale for Bruiser and sat in my wicker chair with the ale 
right there in reach and watched Bruiser work over the bone.

I was surprised when he got tired of  the bone. He sits there looking at 
me like he knows there’s something else and then I got this brainstorm. 
The fitting end for Shithead Dick’s slide rule. I toss it to Bruiser, and he 
sniffs the leather case and I see him quiver just a little and he looks at me. 
He knows! I mean he knows this is Shithead Dick’s slide rule.

I tell him to go for it and he’s running around the cabin with the leather 
case in his mouth, growling and shaking his head, and the slide rule comes 
flying out of  the case, and he drops the case and lays down and starts 
chewing on the slide rule. I pour him another ale.

You wouldn’t believe it but there’s still a couple chunks of  that slide rule 
left. It’s just that you wouldn’t know it’s a slide rule anymore. Sometimes I 
see him pick up a piece and walk around holding it in his mouth. Then he 
drops it again.

The leather case? Oh, that’s long gone. He ate it.
I love that damn dog.
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On the last day of  my visit home, I was driving from 
the prehistoric ocean floor of  the Coachella Valley, 
through the winding pass of  the Morongo Grade 

to spend the remaining time with my father. As I crested the 
twentyfour hundredfoot elevations and saw the "Welcome 
to Morongo Valley" sign, the sensation of  home overcame all 
other feelings. Two weeks prior, I had packed the baby and our 
bags, temporarily leaving my estranged husband to fend for 
himself. The time away had helped to regroup the decisions 
that would need to be made; however, there was still a sense 
of  loss.

The End of  the Beginning
by Deborah A. Carter

From an aerial view, Morongo 
Valley resembles the spout of  
a funnel, as the great territory 
of  the Mojave Desert sprawls 
from this origin. The old town 
had lost its quaintness as the 
young city dwellers, escaping 
the violence and high cost of  
living, crowded the old city 
dweller retirees that had found 
recluse in this desert paradise, 
thirty years before. The talltale, 
espoused by the old timers, was 
that a big earthquake would 
cause the San Andreas faultline 
to break Southern California 
apart and make our little town 
beach front property. The lack of  
development indicated that the 
newcomers had not settled in this 
nestling valley with the hope that 
property values would escalate.

A quarter mile outside of  town 
I had reached my destination; 
I was home. The Property had 
always transported me to a time 
of  simple pleasures, confirming 
who I should be. The term, the 
Property, had referred to the 
original desert shrub acreage. 
The name stuck, because family 
and friends, visiting on weekends 
from the city, viewed our 
lifestyle as rustic, even after the 
improvements had been made.

I had needed emotional 
refueling for the journey back to 
the life in question, for that reason 
Daddy and I decided to stroll 
the Property. Unlike past strolls 
through summer thunderstorms, 
this July day displayed the 
effects of  a drought. Everything 
had become gray and barren, 

including Daddy's brilliant blue 
eyes against his dark olive skin.

 The handsome man appeared 
fragile, as if  the shrinkage of  
aging had taken hold from within 
his body. The steadfast garments, 
a Hanes white cotton tee shirt, 
with a pocket for his cigarettes, 
and the Levi Dockers, hung 
loosely. His dark hair, still with no 
gray, was long overdue for a trim 
and was starting to curl around the 
edges of  the little black welding 
cap he always wore. The truth of  
his chronological age had always 
been dis  guised; his biological 
genes of  Native American 
ancestry were responsible for his 
youthfulness. His large hands, 
muscular arms, and assurance of  
stride had always given him the 
appearance of  being more than 
five feet, eight inches tall. On this 
day, he appeared smaller.

The instant we stepped 
through the frame of  the back 
sliding door, into the backyard, 
my eyes were those of  a surveyor 
and magnified the contrast of  
what had been and that, which 
had remained. The two large 
pepper trees hung shabbily 
disarrayed from lack of  pruning, 
year after year. There lay an 
old garden hose stiff, brittle, 
and dead like a snake from the 
elements damaging effects. Only 
in my mind's eye could I see 
the metal tubs filled with iced 

cold beer and soda, por  table 
tables over crowded with every 
visitor's specialty dish, children 
scampering though mingling 
adults and someone shouting 
to stay away from the sizzling 
hot grills with charring beef. 
The weekend barbecues fizzled 
around the same time the close 
relationships dried up. As we 
walked toward the old worn path 
that connected what were once 
two separate fiveacre parcels, it 
became obvious from the weed 
sprouts scattering the walkway 
that Daddy had been driving the 
short distance for some time. 
When our farm had been in full 
production, this trek was a daily 
jaunt, at least two times a day. 
Now, the only reason to make the 
journey was to fire up the special 
rigged car engine that operated 
the well that filled the twenty
five hundredgallon water supply 
tank, at an amazing rate of  twelve 
minutes flat.

To the north there had 
been a one and a half   acre lush 
green alfalfa field, that when the 
sprinklers were full force, would 
ricochet a dancingwaterplay  
ground. The menagerie of  farm 
animals we had collected, grazing 
at their leisure had turned to rock 
and tumbleweeds. Off  to the east, 
the livestock pens, chicken coops, 
and corrals, were decaying posts 
and tangled wire left behind as if  
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soldiers guarding sacred ground. 
The corrugated tin roofs had 
been removed for other uses 
and the interiors lay exposed. 
Looking around presented a slide 
presentation of  spring birthing, 
auction trips, early morning 
milking, sheep shearing, stall 
cleaning, scheduled mass 
slaughters; there were endless 
memories of  the good times and 
hardships of  growing up on a 
farm in the middle of  the desert.

Coming down the incline to 
the back of  the old cinder block 
cabin, I sensed in Daddy's reserve 
that this was where his heart 
rested. Years of  weekends had 
been spent building a new life; 
those dreams had been mortared 
into each brick. Shortly after my 
adoption, the cabin had been 
completed and we moved here 
permanently. We lived in the 
cabin like pioneers, the first six 
years of  my life, until the modern 
house was built. Curtains and 
furniture sectioned off  the four
walled cabin. The kitchen had a 
reciprocating water pump; rather, 
an oldfashioned left pump that 
when the handle was pumped up 
and down water flowed from a 
spout. The elaborate outhouse, 
with its flushing toilet and hot 
and cold running water shower, 
replaced the holein  theground 
structure and bathsinatub.

Throughout the years that 
life sped by, this part of  the 
Property held the memories of  
what had been intended. After 
Mama's passing, he returned to 
this place and set up a workshop, 
spending endless hours working 
out his inventions and rebuilding 
damaged engines. Eventually, 
as he resigned himself  to the 
inevitable, he abandoned this 
place, leaving his secret longing 
to be beside her with the ghosts 
inside the cabin's structure.

This day, Daddy did not 
tell stories of  our ancestors' 
search for food, shelter, or 
spirit guides, which had been 
the usual ritual when taking a 
stroll. In fact, if  we spoke at all, 
the words are forgotten. He 
was a natural storyteller and 
there was a time when he could 
enthrall an audience for hours, 
sometimes days. As a young 
man he had traveled the country 
industriously and stored eve1y 
experience and learned story in 
his head and heart. He brought to 
life the embellished tales of  how 
his Cherokee and my Nez Perce 
Nations had lived to protect the 
land, revered all creatures as 
one great circular cycle and had 
instilled within me a heritage of  
pride and honor. Through these 
stories he had also taught me 
that being adopted was a gift, be  

cause I had been chosen.
We had walked down the 

long driveway, to the front of  the 
tattered main house, completing 
the ten  acre circle. The feeling 
of  being alone had been over  
whelming before this trip. I had 
come home to be with my father, 
knowing he could help inspire 
the ability to remember why 
commitment was important. 
Now, the emptiness had been 
replaced through reconnecting 
with my spirit guides. In this soil 
were the spirits of  Mamma, 

Uncle Jimmy, Uncle Paul, 
and even my biological parents, 
which I had been separated from 
at birth. We stopped and stood 
beside the old creosote tree, 
its height marked the duration 
of  time living on this land. 
“Wherever you go, I'm always 
beside you," he stated, sounding 
like an old Indian proverb.

Daddy hugged the breath 
right out of  me saying our final 
goodbyes and as I coughed the 
parting tears away, I noticed, 
again, the grayness in his eyes.

Three months had passed, 
since the visit home in July. I had 
been diligently applying new 
answers to old questions, yet I 
was still uneasy. The clay after 
my son's second birthday, my 
fate was revealed. The circular 
stroll that my father and I had 

taken around the Property had 
not been completed.

'Tm a Jaybird," cawed Jayson, 
flapping his arms to fly. The clay 
before, Grandpa had called to 
wish Jay a happy birthday and the 
phone call still had him ex  cited.

"Yes, you are Grandpa's 
special JayBird ... he gave you 
that name when you were born 
...  you are Nez Perce," repeating 
the conversation for the millionth 
time.

After repeating all the key 
words, Jayson would then ask, 
"Why?" starting all over again.

Dinner had just been served 
and we were trying to stop the 
bird from squawking, when 
the phone rang one time. The 
phone was above my head on the 
kitchen wall. "Don't answer it," I 
ordered.

Time was suspended, and 
during the second ring I was 
transported beside the old 
creosote along the driveway, 
saying goodbye to Daddy. It was 
then that I recognized the gray in 
his blue eyes. As my bewildered 
husband said, "Hello," I knew 
I was an orphan for the second 
time.
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Two roads diverged in a graying city, 
And happy I was, not to drive both 
And be one motorist, parked in pity
And through smog saw one road very gritty 
To the construction work I do loath

The other I viewed just as far 
Taking probably the battered share 
Because its potholes were ajar ; 
Though the traffic there from afar 
Had scarred them both equally bare

And both during the rush hour time lie 
Under black trodden grease and grime 
Oh, I left the fast for another try
Yet knowing how day leads to day, I
Would be back at tomorrow's morning time

I shall be telling this with a sigh
In my boss's office next morning hence 
Two roads diverged in a graying city, and I  
I took the road less traveled by
And that dam flat made all the difference

Parody of 

"The Road
     Not Taken"
  by Brian Strader

The students sit
Perplexed and contemplating, 
Heads bent and pencils poised, 
Seeking answers.

Perplexed and contemplating, 
Eyes mesmerized in space, 
Seeking answers
In corridors of the mind.

Eyes mesmerized in space, 
Clouded vision becoming clear 
In corridors of the mind —
Philosophy's playing field.

Clouded vision becoming clear, 
Kaleidoscopic theories tumbling toward 
Philosophy's playing field,
Combatants in the game.

Kaleidoscopic theories tumbling toward 
Intellectual battlegrounds,
Combatants in the game 
Of our chameleon life.

The students sit
In symbiotic synthesis,
Heads bent and pencils poised, 
Revealing answers.

Midterm
Exam
by Lois Valero
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This desert,
this dried, forgotten memory 
ancient with love.
These mountains and hills, 
the dry washes,
these invisible trails, these stories 
of rocks and stones, this insoluble 
landscape made graceful by
heart that knows without ceremony.
 
Mojave brown and Colorado red,
Space without direction, space without calling, 
Arms outstretched to sky,
the heartbreak of love 
alive in the heart that sees.

This Desert
by Richard E. Lee

In memory of 

Richard E. Lee 

March 10, 1922 - December 14, 2001
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Loneliness grips me as I reflect on my life and the years past. It's 
a hard thing to face; one day you wake up and there you are, 
alone, sitting at the end of  the bar. I can't describe anything 

more terrifying than that feeling that your life has slowly wasted away. I 
have felt many times that I just do not exist. Sitting on the bar stool barely 
able to sit upright or stand, waiting for a knight in shining armor to come 
and rescue me. Now this seems unreal to me. When I was a child I dreamed 
I would be someone else. But then somewhere down the road you find 
yourself  stuck in a cold, dark place in your own prison cell. I have fought 
the passion, time and time again, to walk into this sordid place, a place of  
confusion and lost souls. But every time, I give into the pain, and one more 
time I enter the spirit room. Fear grips me as I am struck with the reality of  
never being able to escape the evil around me.

The Spirit Room
by Paula Sheehy
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But it's one more time back to the only thing that fills the hole inside my 
heart. The spirit room is in the middle of  an old coalmining town called 
Jerome in Arizona, a town that never left the late 60's era. It's in here you'll 
always find what you're looking for. Dollar drinks, best friends, and lovers 
are all you need in this little room. Andy plays the guitar on weekdays; 
then a fourman band closely resembling the Beatles plays on weekends. 
And then right down the street there stands an old Catholic Church where 
you can go to confess your deep dark secrets in the morning. It was here 
I met my first husband and it will be here I meet my last. William, the 
bartender, won't respond to anything like Will, Willy, or anything shorter 
than his own name, William. It is about the only class he has about himself. 
Gotta love him. After all, he is the supplier. Then there's good old Loraine. I 
think every pub has one. She's the woman with the big mouth, the one you 
need to cut off  even before she enters the barroom. This is where my story 
begins and ends because it's all about the one spirit that paralyzes you, the 
one that takes your life and returns it to you a little at a time.

My father was a good man, at least he's well known as one in the 
town bar. I can't get away from his memory in the spirit room, for he has 
become a part of  the ghosts that are imbedded in the walls. And every 
time I enter the room I can feel his presence just like old times. I was four 
when I first came to this room; now I'm thirty. Doctor Smith was my dad's 
best friend, and tl1ey would meet here every day after work along with ten 
oilier buddies. I was a cute and entertaining child, a lot like Shirley Temple. 
My dad would help me up on tl1e bar to sing and dance for the fellows 
after a long day's work. I always believed my love for music would take 
me somewhere, but I had no idea it would lead me in the footsteps of  my 
father. Gold panning was a big thing in those days. My dad would take me 
along, with a twelve pack of  Bud and a six pack of  Near Beer. I could be 
like one of  the guys and drink a whole sixpack within a couple hours. Ah 
yes, the good ol' days alright, when I could drink and still walk around like a 
young lady. There was no real booze of  course but the feeling of  adulthood 
in a can of  Near Beer.

Things got rough at home. Sometimes the sheriff  had to be called for 
scrapes mom and pops got into once in a while from his drunkennessbut 
no real cause for alarm. Mom dealt with and understood that the man had 
a tough life. He was a hardworking man, so she would let those times slip. 
My dad was my best friend. There wasn't one thing we didn't do together. 
You know it's when you start to get older and find other boys that all the 
problems start. And did they ever.

I remember hiding out at the old church to meet a very special boy 
whose hair was long and beautiful. I just will never get over how beautiful 
he really was, a lad filled with poetry. I loved to sit with him when he'd 
utter words that came together in such sweet melody. I fell madly in love 
with the way he'd carry himself, like a reincarnation of  James Dean. I 
sat in awe listening to everything that would leave his lips. I was 16 years 
old then. I was young and full of  life but with a bit of  a warped frame of  
mind. I thought love would take me places, but just as my boyfriend faded 
away, something in me faded also. I met my first husband at age 21, as I 
was hauling my father out to the car and pouring him into the back seat. 
Moon was his name. In this old hippie town everyone had a name like Rain, 
Dusty, Star, and so on. It was like living in a story book of  some kind, and it 
kind of  took my mind to a fairy tale land, which may have been my biggest 
problem.

Moon was a tall, tancolored man. He was Irish and Indian. That should 
have given me my first clue. He was also very charming, and lots of  pretty 
girls would stare at him when he'd walk by. That's why I was surprised that 
I got his attention, though I really wish I hadn't. It sure put an end to me in 
a short amount of  time. Moon and I married three months after we met. 
We were madly in love at the time, and it seemed the best thing that ever 
happened to me. Within five months I became pregnant and nine months 
later, I gave birth to Destiny. The greatest miracle I had ever seen was her in 
my arms. I can remember the smell of  milk and baby lotion, and this smell 
warmed my heart. Moon was absent during her birth because he couldn't 
escape the leather stool with the tall legs, and the smoky room. I can still 
feel the way it felt to not have him there, as I watch my cigarette smolder 
between my fingers. I kept the joy to myself  that evening and never shared 
it with him. I wouldn’t let him have one bit of  that glory. He didn't deserve 
it.
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The cave was ceremonial. At least 
our guide said ceremonial.
A hundred years or more ago. 
By whom? With what?
Serrano? Chemehuevi? More like
a boulder the size of a house thrown 
atop other boulders, all sinking into 
sand. What could I be but moved?
A discovery after all this time, perhaps 
we are not the first to see this cave
since they left. What can we know sitting 
outside the opening staring at its mouth
as mouth stares back at us—chin gone to sand 
with only lips and smile resting on earth?
Inside we lie on our backs and look up 
two feet or so above our heads.  It takes 
a quick eye to see ripple lines that mean 
water, takes courage to lie
there, let it all occur. And to the right
more lines, scratches really. A man? A hunter?
This cave will become a number 
on an archeologist's map.
We slide out on our backs, feet first,
stare at the open sky above. When we face 
the cave again, we stand around, intruders 
on some family mystery.
We leave, start down the trail, look back. The cave 
cannot be seen. It's gone to sand and stone,
to Joshua tree and distant hills, to haze. 
Just like that, it's gone.

Cave Painting
in Joshua Tree
by Richard Lee20
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'I finally have my own Pocket Robot,' thought Rion.
He walked down the sandy sidewalk to Grovestand Extra Pulp High 

School, more confident that day than any other he could remember since 
he started going to GEPHS. He had always been drastically smaller than 
the other kids. Even as a sophomore he still hadn't gone through a growth 
spurt. He didn't even have hair on his face, which made the other boys call 
him a homo. However, Rion was exceptional at calculus and he sat at the 
Asian clique's table during lunch as a result. They would play games on 
their calculators every day and discuss which Street Fighter and Tekken 
characters were the best Today, Rion stood a little bit taller, knowing the 
little alloy man was rolling back and forth in his pants pocket. It made him 
feel great—mature

Four burly juniors wearing letterman jackets popped out from behind 
the imposing spikes of  a yucca plant. The blondehaired, blueeyed leader 
held a football.

"Hey homo!" he yelled, raising the football above his head in a menacing 
gesture. 'We're gonna take your pants, homo!"

They took off  their jackets, revealing football armor. They ran towards 
Rion and pulled off  his pants as they whooshed past.

Suddenly, Pocket Robot popped out of  Rion's pants, landing on the 
ground with a thud. The little robot had buttons on the front and an 
antenna coming from one side of  its head.

"Pocket Robot attack!" Rion screamed.
It flew into the air, over the jocks, and dropped a blue laser cloud over 

them, making them go away forever.
Rion pulled his pants back on and motioned toward his robot. "Return, 

Pocket Robot!"
Robot obediently flew into his hand and Rion continued his path to 

school.
"I have a Pocket Robot," Rion told his Asian friends at lunch.
Johannes jumped out of  his seat.
"I'm not Asian!" he exclaimed. "I'm a Pacific Islander! The Philippines 

aren't part of  Asia!"

PDA
by Justin Little
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"I didn't say..."
"That isn't even a pocket robot. It's just a key chain." Pocket Robot 

became sad.
"It is too a Pocket Robot! It just laser clouded some jocks." Johannes 

laughed.
''Yeah right. Why don't you take your key chain and get lost." Rion left, 

feeling friendless, and ate lunch in his 5th period class, alone.
"I've become depressed," said Pocket Robot. Rion looked at him.
"Me too," Rion replied, "but it won't be long now."
He turned to the sky, his long coat flapping in the wind, his glasses 

rejecting the sun.
"It won't be long now..."
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Rattle tattle tales
Dried pods of mesquite tree seed
Wind songs bearing fruit

MESQUITE 
SONG
by Sandy Pratt

After being diagnosed with an ABI (acquired brain injury) almost three 
years ago, the prognosis was shocking and unfavorable to say the least. 
It was at this time I decided that if  my brain wanted to take a vacation, 
I would keep its memory busy in hopes of  removing any extra time for 
"days off." Immediately following the diagnosis from the Mayo clinic in 
Scottsdale, Arizona, I journeyed home puzzled and confused. Once the 
shock had worn off, I began to research everything I could get my hands 
on concerning memory loss and neurology. With the assistance of  the 
Internet, I was able to embark on a learning adventure that would change 
my perception of  those challenged and disabled. I now was among those 
affected with a disability, and decided to take charge of  my life.

Days and even weeks passed before I noticed what was
happening to me. Reading books on neurology and researching web 

sites, I discovered that I was using a broader vocabulary and understanding 
complicated medical journals relating to acquired brain injuries. I then 
made the decision to expand my learning abilities with the assistance of  
magazines and newspaper articles that were challenging and interesting. 
I watched as my depression faded, and my overall sense of  wellbeing 
improved from these new memory games. Who knew?

Now, granted, I was a little apprehensive at the start, but realizing that 
education was my new weapon against my brain injury set my wheels 
turning. What if  I went back to college? Could I comprehend the classes 
and make a passing grade? On a hot September day in the California's 
high desert, my attention was drawn to a Copper Mountain Community 
College catalog. I was overcome with excitement and started making 
phone calls immediately. After some investigation, my research revealed a 
program that assists those with disabilities during their tenure on campus. 
The program offers learning aids and supervised guidance to those who 
qualify. Later that evening, I sat down to write some short and long term 
goals, and ironic as it may be, everything led to attending college in the 
spring.

If  I Only Had a Brain
by Ronnie Land
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After reading manuals and studying college catalogs, I began asking for 
help by making my first phone call to the college. I was instructed to stop 
in and take the assessment test, which would place me in the appropriate 
classes. The next morning I awoke from a restless night's sleep, obviously 
nervous about visiting the campus. Breakfast for this day was out of  the 
question as my stomach was in much turmoil. Before leaving, I needed a 
quick walk with the dog to help calm my nerves and collect my thoughts. 
Driving to the campus, I had music blaring in hopes of  overpowering 
the nervous energy that had decided to tag along. The campus is located 
thirteen miles from my home; today the drive seemed as if  the campus had 
been relocated to another state. I arrived at the campus nervous and anxious 
to take the assessment test. In the past, test taking was never a good thing 
for me and it made no difference whether it was for credit or not. Arriving 
at the student center, I was greeted with courtesy and professionalism, 
and then instructed on where to go for the assessment test. I wanted to 
take advantage of  the full twohour time limit if  needed and to inform 
the desk person if  I had any problems. The door closed gently behind 
the staff  member, and I could feel the sweat dripping from my forehead. 
Breathing deeply and trying to relax, I took a minute to familiarize myself  
with the computer, collect scratch paper and then began the test. During 
the first few minutes of  the test, I could not help but recall the words of  
the specialist from the Mayo clinic declaring that I would lose short and 
longterm memories "in the near future." My fingers acted as if  I had never 
touched a keyboard before in my life. Nervous and clumsy, I guided the 
mouse to the correct answer and pushed to proceed from there. Before I 
knew it the two hours had passed and I needed some fresh air.

Standing in the courtyard under sycamore trees, the wind humming a 
tune, I was overcome with sense of  accomplishment. I did it; I had taken 
the first step to registering for college. While outside, I was approached by 
a couple of  students asking if  I was registered for classes. Redfaced and 
shy, I replied, "I am working on it as we speak." I was given a pat on the 
back and an "it will be alright." It felt as if  the winds had sent caution and 
then strangers appear with kind words and support. Leaving the campus 
for home, I was on top of  the world. Full of  life and dreaming of  a future 
in a new career, for a moment in time I had forgotten I had an acquired 
brain injury.

The day I arrived for the intake, I was full of  excitement and emotions. 
Spending an hour or so with a counselor answered most of  my questions 
and I was able to leave the campus feeling informed. On the way out the 

door, I was handed a piece of  paper and on the top was written Spring 
Semester Schedule. I was in a dizzying state for a second and I managed to 
fight back tears until I was safely alone in my car.

In preparation for class, over the next few months I began to reconstruct 
my daily schedule, starting with watching less television and creating a 
place where I could study and prepare homework. Planning ahead with the 
assistance of  a calendar and note pads, I sat down and made lists of  chores 
that needed my attention and started completing them immediately. To 
soften the shock, I started mailing memos and note cards to friends and 
family explaining that I would be attending college fulltime. Daily phone 
calls and appointments kept me moving and helped take the anxiety away. 
Todo lists and postit notes decorated my refrigerator for weeks and then, 
days before class began, the lists had been completed.

While in Georgia over the Christmas holiday, I broke the news to my 
parents that I would be attending community college in the spring. They 
were a bit surprised, as I have had millions of  great ideas and have seen 
few of  them mature. This time I was for real and more serious than ever. 
I told them the good news on Christmas Eve and then asked my mother 
to take me shopping to purchase my backpack for school. The initial look 
of  comedy graced my mother's gentle face and then a look of  intrigue 
prevailed. She gracefully smiled and replied "OK!" We began to collect our 
things and plot a course to the Samsonite luggage outlet, ten miles from 
the house. While driving to the outlet, my mother began asking small and 
casual questions about college classes, schedules and future goals. She was 
curious, how would I be able to keep up and stay on track with an acquired 
brain injury?  It was at that moment I felt her sincerity in the way she was 
responding and knew she was proud of  her son.

 Over the last two weeks before class, I worked on organizing supplies 
and study area, stocking up on bottled water and notebooks. Over the 
Christmas holiday, I was given three backpacks for school and spent several 
days hauling and lugging around books trying to evaluate the performance 
and mobility of  each one. At last a bag was chosen, red in color and 
with mesh pockets on the side; it included an organizer and the piece de 
resistance, wheels!

'Twas the day before class and the projects complete, I started the day off  
with some scholarly reading and a hot cup of  coffee. I wanted to dedicate 
a majority of  this day to my best friend with four legs and a great sense 
of  adventure, my dog. Hours of  fun with the puppy stirred up quite an 
appetite. What would I do for lunch? Alas, the lunch was complete; puppy 
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and I took a well  deserved nap and dreamt about being on the honors list.
The morning of  my first college course, nervous and anxious, flooded 

with enthusiasm, I made my way to the campus. "Arrive Early" was printed 
on the literature, along with more detailed information that the first
time college student would need. My first professor opened the class and 
explained now that we were attending college; society would recognize 
us as leaders. Although the words were beautiful and motivating, without 
warning the overwhelming realization of  "Oh my God, I'm in college now" 
sent chills down my spine. Trying not to show reaction to the comment, I 
began to thumb through my textbook and wipe the sweat from my hands, 
hoping no one would notice.

I now have an education plan, which lays out the classes and units 
needed for me to reach my educational goals. At this point I have no time 
to worry about the memory loss or the acquired brain injury; I'm focused 
on my future and my college degree. With my first homework assignment 
in hand, notebooks and textbooks stacked around me, I now feel like a 
college student. I will read this paper years from now and hold on to it as 
my motivation during rainy days, while at the same time remembering 
how excited I was the day I sat and wrote it.
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like the paper cup
sipped by lips after lips
leaks

like the prophet's pocket
picked
for a bigger place
on the porch of grace

old divinity
folded over and over
tents to crease
by

religion reinvented
by elise sky
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IX
bounties, poisons, traps 
meant to eliminate
the "brush  wolf" 
only served to create 
the super coyote-  
birthing larger litters, 
smarter, larger, faster

X
the mottled coyote 
prances lightly 
over the snow, 
trailing the elk
who stirs the mouse

XI
midnight hymns 
raucously melodious, 
fill the air with 
youngling's yipping
excitedly teaming 
adventure's hunt from 
mom and dad

XII
a solitary traveler 
prances down the road, 
wary, aware,
checking for trash 
or handouts
or cats.

XIII
alone, he hunts,
his voracious appetite 
driving him to wander, 
hated or feared, 
persistent still

XIV
symbol of the Old West,
wide open spaces, 
success in the face
of human persecution —
the coyote,
a tough little survivalist

I
grey wolfskin 
stretched over a 
frail  skeleton, 
the coyote chases 
a desert mouse

II
bared teeth and 
darting eyes,
a tough survivalist 
mythologized across 
cultures and generations

Ill
making a home of 
a burrow or even 
conduit pipe,
the prairie wolf 
mates for life

IV
hunted, maligned,
but always victorious, 
the coyote survives 
human inventions
of extermination

Four teen Ways of 
Looking at Coyotes
by Lois Valero

V
versatile opportunist 
shy, playful, brazen, 
a garbage gatherer
or marauder of sheep 
day or night

VI
domesticated by Native Americans, 
following settlers moving Wests 
eating lizards, skunk, deer,
harness buckles, shoe leather  -
determined to survive

VII
clever coyote 
tricking his prey, 
feigning disinterest 
or playing dead, 
survival tactics
evolving with the years

VIII
catch the coyote 
in your trap —
he'll teach his clan
to circumvent,
even release the mechanism 
on another day
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Monday: Nothing really happened today. It was just another day. Mr. 
Sanderson was out of  the office most of  the day, and I did get a lot of  the 
little jobs completed. My filing is finally caught up. A young woman came 
in to see him, but he was out and even then he rarely takes walkins. She 
seemed nice enough but she is very alone, like me. I guess she is worse off  
than me because she is married and her husband just seems to come and 
go and they don't spend much time together. They don't have any children. 
Her parents live in Cleveland, Ohio and she can't talk to them very often. 
They don't email, but there really isn't much for her to tell them. She works 
at Piggly Wiggly and doesn't have many friends there. She waited for Mr. 
Sanderson over an hour, but he never came back to the office, in fact, he 
called to cancel an appointment because he couldn't make it back in time.

Tuesday: The whole morning was devoted to making people unhappy. 
Mr. Sanderson got called to Judge Brown's office because of  evidence 
illegally collected and I had to cancel all of  his afternoon appointments. 
One of  girls in the secretarial pool had a birthday today.

Wednesday: The police picked up one of  the juveniles on Mr. 
Sanderson's case list and I spent the day keeping him company while Mr. 
Sanderson arranged bail and talked to his case worker. 

Thursday: Carol Dalton announced she is getting married. I knew she'd 
been dating someone pretty seriously. I hope she is very happy.

Friday: End of  the week. No court. Mr. Sanderson went to the seminar 
this morning.

Saturday: Finally cleaned out the closets today. I gave the stuff  I can no 
longer fit into to the lady downstairs. She lost the 20 pounds I gained and 
doesn't want to buy any clothes until she loses some more weight.

 Sunday: Church and the kitchen was a mess again. No one ever seems 
to have time to clean it. I bought some sleeping pills today because I don't 
do enough during the day to be tired enough at night to sleep. Maybe I'll 
feel better when I can get better rested.

A Day Too Soon
by Sandra Griesmeyer
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Monday: I got a jury notice today. I got a flat tire on the way to work 
and the guy at the garage didn't have time to fix it. I hope I don't get another 
one before I get the tire back.

Tuesday: The juvenile from the other day came in to see Mr. Sanderson. 
He ran away from the foster home. I had to call the police and keep him 
there until they came. He talked to me all day. I didn't get any work done. 
I'll have to catch up on all of  it tomorrow.

Wednesday: The young woman from last week came back. She wanted 
to know if  one of  the partners would see her. One of  them asked her to 
wait, but he got called away.

Thursday: Mr. Sanderson came back from the seminar and asked me to 
read up on some of  the topics discussed. Mostly family law.

Friday: Finished the booklets for the training Mr. Sanderson will give 
based on the seminar.

Saturday: It rained today.
Sunday: I tried to take all the sleeping pills tonight. I couldn't take that 

many pills before my gag reflex reacted. I just threw them up.
Monday: Secretary's Day. Mr. Sanderson sent me flowers and he and 

his wife gave me a certificate for two for a day at the Palisades Resort with 
free use of  all their facilities ending with dinner at their restaurant. The 
secretarial pool took me to lunch. I got my tire back. He didn't charge me 
because he said I'd been very kind to wait.

Tuesday: The woman came back again today. Her husband quit his job 
and they are moving across state. He says he spends too much time away. 
She wanted to thank me for making her feel welcome while she waited in 
the office and for the little conversations we've had. I don't even remember 
what I said. I am glad it helped.

Wednesday: The juvenile from the other day came in to see Mr. 
Sanderson. He thanked me for listening to him while we were waiting 
the other day. He said usually grownups only talk they never listen. Mr. 
Sanderson is sending me to a seminar for Legal Aides on Family Law. 
He says I will need to know more of  how the law works  because  he is 
expanding  the practice and I will be asked to have a better idea of  what is 
happening here, to better coordinate the clients.

Thursday: I threw away the pills.
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The first year I saw him he had a long ponytail. The next year he 
had cut it and his hair was short. I read in his bio in the program 
that he was something of  a prodigy, that he began performing 

professionally at age twelve. He had performed in Madrid, Germany, Japan, 
New York, Los Angeles, but for the past few years he had been coming to 
our town, to the cafe I worked at, Cafe Marvillosa.

The cafe was pretty much dead during the wintertime, only the locals 
came then. But in spring, and more importantly summer, the cafe was busy 
with summer guests vacationing at the Inn de Los Chimanyos next door or 
the dancers and musicians who came to study at the summer workshops.

Our cafe is large.  We have two buildings.  The main building is where 
we have the main dining rooms. Wooden tables and leather bound chairs, 
tablecloths in bright rich colors, and a blue vase of  white daisies in the 
center.  There is a large chiminayo in the corner that is painted pink. The 
floors are dark brown satillo tiles. Between the two buildings is the outside 
patio seating. There are chile Christmas lights strung across. The beautiful 
garden and cool fresh summer air always make this a popular spot. 

El Fuego
by Fabianna Borghese
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despite all the i am 

that i am

that i possess

an illusion am i yet.

i am an aethyr image

alight upon... the surface 

of the mirror's motion...

so long as

i am, as i am...

unconscious... i display the meaning 

i am hiding in every false pretense... 

awake... i am the ageless eternity 

and i know this myself to be.

Dharma Day
by Richard Westman
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Our other building is known as "El Fuego." Here there is more dining 
room plus the bar. This building is more dimly lit than the other. Here also 
we have our stage. This is where the fiery passion of  flamenco dance came 
alive. The attitude, the sultry expression, the ferocity of  passion that the 
dancer possessed was flung so viscously upon the walls of  this building.  

I had first seen flamenco dancing when I was about eight. It had such 
excitement that I couldn't sit still in my chair, but had to force myself  so I 
clasped my mother's hand so tight that both our knuckles turned white.

The cafe is old and was built by a local flamenco dancer, Senior Juan 
Marvillosa, who wanted to attract other dancers to perform in our town. 
For a while a company of  dancers from Barcelona came every summer, but 
the crowds were not large enough. The stage and El Fuego were vacant 
for years. Then the Inn next door was built and visitors from all over found 
tranquility and peace in our little town. When the visitors to the Inn were 
coming in steady numbers a certain young man from Madrid visited our 
little town. He had a group of  performers from Spain that were looking 
for a new venue to try their talent. The time was ripe for El Fuego to come 
alive again.

The young man, Guillermo Guijarro de la Ora, brought his group, 
known as Flamenco de la Ora, to El Fuego the following summer. It was 
my third year working at Cafe Marvillosa and it was the summer I first saw 
Cisco. Cisco was the lead singer or cantero as they call them in flamenco. 
He was also a percussionist. He would come out on stage and sit on his 
cajon, a flamenco instrument that looked like a box that the musician sat on 
but was like a snare drum when it was hit on the top and a bass drum when 
it was hit towards the bottom. His other drums, congas and bongo drums, 
his wind chimes and then a microphone also surrounded him. When Cisco 
sang it sent shivers down my spine. It was soulful  his eyes would close and 
he would wail and chant up towards the sky. There were two guitarists in 
the company, Toto y Toto. Their names were almost exactly alike but for 
the accent. Those were their real names. They had met while studying at 
school in Madrid and found that their styles complimented each other so 
they began performing with a dancer friend of  theirs, Juan Siddi. 

The singer and guitarists of  flamenco are challenged by the dancer. 
They follow the dancer and the three components work together to create 
flamenco. There is such communal passion in the dance that it flows and 
takes on its shape and form as it moves along. The trio of  Juan and Toto y 
Toto were discovered by Guillermo Guijarro in a little known club tucked 
away in the coils of  Madrid. He liked the energy and personality of  the 

young group and introduced them to his current finds Cisco and two other 
dancers, Maria Rosa Guijarro (of  no relation) who's stage name was simply, 
La Rosa, and an Italian, Alessandro Calveri.

Flamenco de la Ora's first summer at El Fuego was a huge success. 
The cafe was packed and there was standing room only. During the 
performance time the kitchen was closed to El Fuego and only the bar 
was open. The liquor and the passion of  the dancing made for a raucous 
crowd every night.   I had to move carefully and quickly through the tables 
carrying trays of  fancy glasses. The whole room rumbled with the notes of  
the guitars, the strong wailing of  Cisco, the harsh stomping of  the dancers, 
the palmeros and their accompanying clapping and the crowd stomping 
their feet and hands and shouting. When I came down to the lower tables 
closest to the stage I would receive a shower of  sweat come flying off  the 
dancers. The audience gets a kick out of  it, especially when Juan Siddi spins 
his long curly hair flying sweat like a sprinkler.

I've taken a few lessons of  flamenco dance. I once took a workshop 
from Juan Siddi himself. He was incredible. He doesn't speak much English 
and so he taught the entire class in Spanish. I was able to muddle through 
it. But this summer, I have my sights set on taking a singing workshop class 
with Cisco. I want to be able to pour out my soul into song. I want to feel 
the passion of  flamenco resonating in my chest and lungs, my whole body. 
I want to be a cantero.20
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I am perched on a narrow ledge on the west wall of  the canyon. It is 
the only shady spot. Josh, my neighbor's dog, has joined me. Clearly 
uncomfortable, he is slowly inching his way towards me. I remind 

him that it is not my problem, as I did not ask him along. After a few more 
tentative but determined steps forward, he collapses against my leg in a 
cramped heap and begins to pant loudly.

I left my own dog asleep on the kitchen floor. As I locked the door 
behind me, I assured myself  that only part of  him wanted to go with me 
anyway. The other part remembers too well the rock hopping and cholla 
encounters. Besides, I have no choice. I have to cross the National Park 
boundary to reach the rocks and they do not allow dogs. Josh is another 
matter. He usually shows up well after I have crossed into the park and I 
have no recourse but to pretend that I don't know him. To his credit, he 
seems to understand that certain rules apply, and I have seen him ignore 
fleeing rabbits he would gleefully have pursued at home.

Josh is the protector of  the neighborhood and joins me on walks as 
though duty bound. I do not have the heart to tell him I would much rather 
hike alone. He braves packs of  coyotes at night and hunts so successfully 
during the day that he usually refuses my offerings of  biscuits. He has a 
regal bearing, even when peeing on every piece of  furniture on our porch. 
There is something about his quiet and stealth that lets you know he is 
watching out—for all of  us. As a hiking partner, he is not bad. At least he is 
quiet and does not require all of  my precious water.

So I suffer his panting and look around me to see what has changed since 
my last visit to the canyon. Today is warm, which means less bird song and 
more bees. Their drone is remarkably loud, considering most are solitary, 
their holes hiding in sand and rock crevices. They congregate on yellow 
catclaw catkins, yucca and buckwheat flowers and other delicacies. Still this 
sound is nothing like the roar of  a swarm of  bees. I know because last week 
we were standing on our porch when, all of  a sudden, we heard a loud rush 
approaching like a tornado. I have only been in one tornado in my life and I 
still remember the locomotive roar that preceded the wind. Though I could 
not see the bee swarm flying over us, it inspired the same tingling fear. The 
steady murmur in the canyon does not convey the chilling unity of  a bee 

The Ledge
by Carolyn Conway

swarm, merely thousands of  bees and wasps minding their own business. 
Yet they are the voice of  the canyon in late spring and summer, a sound as 
if  all the boulders are whispering at once.

I decide to climb a bit today. I am no climber and no longer young, but 
sometimes I need to scramble to the top of  these boulder piles to get a 
sense of  things. When it feels right, I just keep putting one foot above the 
other in a place that look likes like it might hold me. If  it begins to feel like 
it won't, I find another way up. Soon I am quadrupedal, negotiating the 
rocks with the whole of  me in order to find a route that will work for my 
body. It is hardly elegant, but the reward is that I am close enough to enjoy 
the cool surface and sweet smell of  granite along the way. Sometimes, I 
scramble straight up, whether safe or not. If  I could watch my progress 
from one of  the higher rock pinnacles, I would see my life's pattern: hardly 
straight and tortuously slow most of  the time, with occasional spurts of  
energy, even daring.

I learn the same way. And since learning is most compelling reason I 
have yet found for being alive, I have spent a great deal of  time paying 
attention to my learning process. I did not grasp how I learn until well after 
college, while dancing as part of  a small modern dance troupe. I discovered 
that I was essentially a slow learner who needed context and a clear internal 
logic—or I was doomed. My fellow dancers used musical counts to know 
when and where to perform the next movement. After a short time they 
could skip to any part of  the dance, pick it up and continue. Counting only 
distracted me. I needed to steep myself  in the logic of  the whole piece and 
then pay attention to the transitions between places on stage or musical 
cues. They led me like logic to the next place. This meant that I usually 
had to start from the beginning a hundred times before I could approach 
each movement with the right energy and rhythm. It took a lot more time, 
but the reward was that the dance became a logic process I could follow 
like a map. Our troupe choreographer noted that while I took a long time 
to get there, I usually arrived with the feeling of  the piece, as well as its 
progression.

The technique served me well during a memory whiteout on stage. 
Suddenly I hadn't a clue as to what to do next. Fortunately the movement 
was both my primary language and the trail. I knew that as long as I stayed 
within its logic, I would eventually find a place on stage that would propel 
me back into the dance. Afterwards, only my fellow dancers and the 
choreographer knew that, for a brief  time that seemed like eternity, I was 
totally lost. 
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When I left dance and a home in Virginia, I used a different kind of  
logic. I took a risk and jumped across country. I eventually landed in a good 
spot—a wide desert filled with boulders, yuccas, washes and canyons. I 
am learning its rhythm slowly by wandering. Occasionally I pause in high 
places like this one.

From 40 ft. above the canyon, two blackthroated sparrows are tiny 
spots on a skeletal tree below me. Their backs are a dull brown, but their 
sweet piercing trill is as vivid as their black and white throats. Though I 
thought Josh could not join me on this much higher ledge, I am again 
proven wrong. Soon, all sound is obliterated by heavy panting and I am 
deaf  to the birdsong and wind.

When all is still again, I hear and then spot a large male Gambrel's quail 
moving from boulder to boulder, quietly snuffling with every step. He 
seems to be looking for his covey. After starting out in several directions, he 
hops to the top of  a rock platform and calls loudly. The canyon is suddenly 
still. Even Josh is quiet while we wait. Finally, a small voice answers and 
the male moves toward the sound. A few minutes later, two quail emerge, 
murmuring to one another like an old couple doing their weekly shopping.

It is time to leave. Josh and I rise stiffly and head home. Along the way 
I come upon four ravens on a rounded boulder, silhouetted by sky. They 
seem to be waiting for something. Suddenly, one of  the larger ravens takes 
off, skimming across the canyon with expert ease. Soon another rises 
and glides to the far canyon wall, circling back as if  to scoop the others 
airborne. It is then that I realize the rockbound ravens are smaller and that 
this is probably a flight lesson. It takes a few more minutes before one, and 
finally the other youngster plunges over the edge to catch the wind. Clearly 
at the mercy of  the wind and their own inexperience, they soon they opt 
for a bumpy landing on a nearby rock. 

For a while, all three of  us are content merely to watch their parents in 
silent admiration. I suppose someone like me would have a difficult time 
learning to fly. Inching along and endless repetition would never get me 
off  the boulder and into the air. Instead, I would be required to leap and 
risk crashing. I can do that too—when I have to. The exhilaration of  those 
times is still fresh in my memory. But between major alterations to life's 
course, I am a wanderer at heart. Whether among boulders or across a 
small square stage, I know that if  I continue to pay attention to what is 
between here and there, I will find my way forward.

Tia Angelica wasn't really my aunt. She was actually my mother's 
second cousin. I think. But in Chile, children are expected 
to refer to all adults as "tio" or "tia." Sometimes even grade 

school teachers were aunts and uncles.

Tia Angelica Garcia had two children. The oldest girl, Paloma, was my 
age. The younger boy, Herman, was Jaime's, my brother's age. Our families 
attended the same church. Every Sunday after church we would switch 
families. I often slept over at Paloma's and Herman stayed with Jaime at 
our house.

I was jealous of  Paloma. Her parents owned two cars, while we had 
none. She had a pink room and her hair was waist long, while mine was 
just below my chin. I spent so many days wishing I lived in her house, that 
I was her, likewise that my mom were more like her mom.

Tia Angelica was fancier than my mom. I often told my mom that 
she should be more like Tia Angelica, who wore expensive leather gloves, 
stylish miniskirts and elegant black suede leather boots that made her look 
like a famous actress. She even had a pair of  sunglasses. I had never noticed 
anyone wear sunglasses before. She was marvelous.

One humid summer day she showed up unexpectedly at our home. 
Mom was cooking and was wearing a plain, long summer dress, a dress 
Tia Angelica inspected thoroughly before walking in with all her glamour 

Tia Angelica
by Karin Moreno
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and long, red fingernails. She sat down. But before touching the couch she 
smoothed down her miniskirt to back of  her thighs. Then strategically 
crossed her legs and bounced her foot back and forth. Mom sat across from 
her and called me.

"Have you said hi yet, Camila?"

"No mom," I said as I approached Tia Angelica to give her the habitual, 
customary kiss hello on the cheek. When she kissed me I could feel the 
red lipstick sticking to my cheek and realized my mom never wore lipstick.

Soon after the civilized greeting I was dismissed and reminded children 
ought not to meddle in grown up conversation. So naturally, I pretended 
to go to my room and instead eavesdropped behind the hall wall that 
separated the living room from the bedrooms. As I stuck my head out to 
better observe adult behavior, Tia Angelica discovered me.

Just when I thought I was exposed and surely punished, she winked 
the littlest smile, so that I could only see it in the dimples of  her mouth. 
Timidly, I gave up espionage and returned to my room. But in the silence 
of  my room, the adrenaline wore off  and I was able to decipher what 
they had spoken about; my heartbeat sped up. In my memory I read Tia 
Angelica saying:

"You know, Paloma is already starting to grow breasts. I've already 
bought her a training bra. I'm sure very soon she will begin menstruating."

"Really?" My mom replied, in feigned interest, almost blushing.

As I recollected privately in my room, I was disturbed by a gentle knock 
on the door.

"Camila!" Mom called. "Tia Angelica wants to ask you something!"

When I walked into the living room, Tia Angelica was sipping on a 
glass of  water. She put the glass down and I noticed the ice combined with 
her breath had made the glass steam and water trickled down the crystal, 
looking more beautiful than it ever had. "Camila," She interrupted my 
trance. "Are your breasts growing yet?" She asked casually.

"I don't know," I replied sincerely and meekly. At almost nine years old, 
I really could not tell.

"Let me see, then," she asked firmly. My mom reddened and said, "You 
don't have to, honey, that's silly. Go to your room."

I did so. I shut the door behind me and turned the lock, which was there 

only for the illusion, since the lock had been removed by my dad. I leaned 
my back against the door and slowly slid down until my legs were parallel 
to the floor. I looked down at my flat chest covered by my boyish white 
polo shirt with green stripes, which I often shared with my brother.

I could not understand the point of  the earlier occurrence. Curious, 
since I did not know if  my breasts were growing, I lifted up my shirt in 
innocence and examined myself. If  I pushed down gently, I could feel a 
pair of  beans growing under my skin. I heard a door open and close, then 
slightly after a knock. This time it was louder, stricter sounding. More 
precise.

"Camila, Open up." Tia Angelica demanded.

Afraid of  being insolent, I opened up, as ordered. I turned the "illusional" 
lock and bent forward to create a wedge in the door. She came in, leather 
boot in first. Then she bent her body to enter.

She had pulled her leopardprint sunglasses over her head and I could 
see the bags under her eyes, and the attempt of  distraction with her thick, 
clumped mascara.

"Where is my mom?" I inquired.

"In the bathroom, she'll probably be a while, as always. I got lonesome 
waiting, why don't you keep me some company?"

"In the bathroom," I thought. "She always takes such a long time in the 
bathroom!"

"Sure," I responded silently, whispering. 

"Lift up your shirt."

''No."

"Come on, we're both girls."

"No ''

As much as I refused, she lifted my shirt. Mom was in the bathroom for 
a while, long enough. Too long.

"How long?" asked my boyfriend as I cried into his chest nine years and 
a continent later. "How long?" "And then what?" he implored.

"And then..." I drifted off, "PANIC."
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Memories drift past like a spider’s web caught in a breeze. 
My face is the web's mirror.
Chocolate-drop eyes shine atop a bashful blush.

Brawny novice arms surround my waist.
A languorous bar of blues slithers into my soul.
Musky cinnamon curls around his neck 
and tastes like red-hots on my lips.

Memories taste the way a jagged jar felt sliding into my foot: 
a cold slide nudged off my pirate's raft by Alma Richardson

in a Long Beach, California Cherry Street mud puddle 
because we were that cooped up the winter of '66.

We weren't that cooped up the winter of '66.
Protestors chanted in the cars of amputees 

and peace ran like blood
though none of us knew the difference.

None of us saw Puff, heard the Hueys
because we were young and thought young thoughts.
"I am a Rock; I am an Island"

had words I heard and could repeat.
The calm voice of patriotism and disinformation salved our fears.
We were about as enlightened as Torquemada.
We danced through our mirrors

and dined on romance every night.
The Mouse saw it all with her quick black eyes, 
that Tomorrow, Forever, 'Till Always

she would blossom among desiccated weeds 
and candy thistles that sang

songs only she could dance to 
until she's unique, so magical

I'll have to go blind to see all her steps. 
Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa—
while the fog parts her hair,

while the mists strip to skin, 
while this fugitive slice of reverie

sweeps me into its breezy web-soft dance.

Dance of Ages
by Sharon Terleski
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 9 I solemnly bind myself 
I starve on my voyage
Oh what poison do I taste in my food 
I kill with hunger
A virtue of necessary 
Trapped in thick white skin 
Wicked coercive thought 
Whirl faster
Rapid disintegration 
Lack of endurance 
Sanction myself 
Audacity to die?
Evolve 
Hungry.

Bound
by Tracey Smart
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She dresses with a special fastidiousness, almost fussily, pointed 
shoes, and a wellpaced accessory located precisely and respectively 
at ten and three o'clock, aesthetically pleasing. She's read all the 

magazines preaching balance and complimentary colors and enough feng 
shui to last a lifetime. Me, I'm sinking slowly into the back of  my chair to 
hear the soft hiss of  air from plastic. The menu is written almost entirely in 
Italian—arrogantly, probably in lieu of  "some sort of  pasta in red sauce.”

Her fingers scuttle along the tabletop, creasing the cloth of  her napkin 
anxiously through her fingers. Sliding a cigarette out of  the pack, she asks, 
"Mind if  I smoke?" as a pretense while looking for a lighter. The guts of  
her purse are gradually emptied along the ivory white against her glass. 
Powders. Pills. Contraceptives. The obligatory box of  overpriced mints. I 
sigh inwardly and grope in my bag for a book of  matches.

"Here," I say as I flick them across into her plate. They land faceside up, 
a hotel name emblazoned on the front.

"Thanks," she says as she strikes the match against her heel. Quirking an 
eyebrow, she exhales slowly through her nose. "Smoker? Or pyromaniac?"

"Girl Scout," I fib suavely. I don't know why I said that. I could never 
stand the idea of  the miniature brown skirts and domesticity. Besides, 
it's the Boy Scouts who are always prepared. Anyways, it doesn't matter, 
because it only served as a complimentary beat in her grand performance.

Marble Embodiment With Broken Noses
by Carly Harrower
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Meanwhile:   "_____ you've just got to go; the professors are just 
something. I'm pretty sure I'll go there if  I do. I mean, if  I don't get that 
other scholarship. Although, I guess it would be cool to go to school in 
New York, but god, I hope they accept me."  A pregnant, halfexpectant 
pause. It's my line.

''You'll get in for sure," the words float out of  my mouth effortlessly 
past three years of  orthodontic work. Across the table, the other mouth 
resumes its movement. I'm not exactly an expert on beauty products, 
but I can tell immediately that it takes at least three to achieve that look 
of  military precision. I wonder just what exactly she thinks about in the 
morning when she puts on her face, and whether she knows just what 
exactly is in her lipstick, and just why exactly she does it all. She's got a bit 
of  salad stuck just exactly inbetween her front teeth.

"I've been super busy lately. I just barely got done with all of  the 
applications, and all of  a sudden, just all this crap comes down on me. I 
mean. Hello? I barely have time for getting all of  my stuff  together without 
all of  these projects going on, "as another forkful of  spaghetti disappears 
into the gaping void.

"I know what you mean," I say as I stab a mushroom. "But it's not 
necessarily a bad thing. I'm shooting this really fantastic series next week 
for that photography thing that I told you about, which is infinitely better 
than schoolish things."

She shoots me a blank look. ''Yeah." She draws the second half  out to 
form another syllable, a bridge disguised as interest. I've come to recognize 
this as a Trojan horse.

"So," she continues brightly, linked to the last only through a 
grammatical formality, "I've got this friend that I met last summer, and he 
is so great; he's got this goal to make all the girls swear...."

I can feel the dull throb of  exhaustion announce itself  through my 
temples. All of  a sudden, I'm tired of  this room and this hour and this face. 
I despise the way that she formulates all of  her statements as questions, a 
poor reflection of  interaction that she cleverly manipulates through simple 
inflection, the careless alternations between alcohol and cigarettes, the 
smear of  tomato sauce against her chin, this whole farce of  play.
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the way a bee samples pollen 

from every bloom across his path, 

my thoughts move through 

painted time—

sipping from the saps 

of sweet clarity,

pausing on the petals of awareness,

... with hope to regain equanimity.

painted
       time
  by elise sky kost

The thing about life is the long hours
My grandmother's parchment skin glistens 
Beneath the tap, the chipped yellow enamel 
colander
The shelling of peas, the slant of sunlight
The dying black screened light above the sink
Purple veins coursing life
Slender fingers snapping
Peas through watery prisms 
The hollow drain

In my mind the old gathering
The talking faces of my childhood 
Eyes on my eyes
Hands on my hands
Nascent scent of closeted shoes
Knap and flowers of the living room carpet 
The flickering of the pilot
In the floor furnace 
A dark grated world
Where the Devil's legions toiled 
Beneath our feet
I'll never get old said my father 
A steel worker who
Polkaed with flying feet 
Whose molten blue eyes 
Obsidian hair and glinting 
Libido would hold sway

Life is the Long Hours
by Greg Gilbert
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Peas snapping into a chipped colander 
My mother's voice in the background 
Musical arias of unlived lives
Milk skin, burnt hair, edgy laughter 
In the highest octaves
Serpentine swirls of smoke 
Maybelline lips
And Eisenberg Ice
Her father, Grant Woods stolid 
Smoker of Roi Tans
Cedar boxes for baby 
Stacked behind the big chair 
Near the grated mystery
Of the floor furnace
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(Extract from essay titled "Handbook for Artists in Times of  the 
Apocalypse and Persimmons.")

There is a story of  an elder poet who stood up at an academic 
symposium on the arts and said poetry is a higher form of  
art than painting because rather than paint's base materials, 

it employs the subtleties of  advanced, conceptual thought. Another, who 
was a musician, said that the ancients considered music to be the highest, 
purest, most moral of  all the arts. Then the painter put down his glass and 
pointed out that neither poets nor the ancients were painters or they would 
know that colors and line transmit light with its own incomparable merits. 
Time and timelessness are the two things all art shares.

Timelessness in a Work of  Art
by Tom Loret
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Time is essential to all arts. Music is sound in time, poetry are words 
in time while paintings pass through time—but what makes timelessness 
itself ? Since the only way to know timelessness is in our minds I suggest 
that timelessness is a clockwork of  sensations that mesh the seer with the 
seen, a way to converge consciousness into a full sense of  the here and now. 
It is called synesthesia, a way to look into the simultaneity of  self  and the 
cosmos without a tremor of  fear. It is an aesthetic way of  seeing.

For me, time is the emotional distance between all the anxiousness 
of  my egotistic self  and my transports into a transpersonal, or universal 
self  where timelessness is the lingua franca. It is where subject and object 
blend into one, a supreme way of  being rather than the dichotomy of  a self  
and a supreme being. Whitman is one of  the first, and perhaps foremost 
author of  this full  bodied, lusty awareness of  a panhuman, all inclusive 
awe. He spelled out the American consciousness in Leaves of  Grass—
its verse embraces the infinite. Like a figure eight, he wrote humanity's 
self  into union with the universal I, into the autonomous I of  one's own 
selfcreation. We as free citizens are not the property of  any tyrant  state, 
church, corporate entity, or personal neurosis. Americans, at their best, 
are charged with the selfdetermination to awaken, grow, and attain the 
clarity of  a freeborn consciousness. It is through the arts that this unique 
realization becomes the very idiom of  its visionaries.

Tyrannies require a totalitarian grip on time. They promise an eternal 
tomorrow that is either a rosy heaven or an apocalyptic doom. Their 
ministries of  culture and their legions of  compliant dabblers obsessively 
portray realism as a way to promote a past that is as stolid, repetitive, 
and unchanging as the superimposed social order. Art abhors repetition, 
cliché, and all the other symptoms of  a vacuous commerce that puts the 
machinery of  its business over the heart and soul of  humanity's poetic 
sensibility. When Rembrandt or Caravaggio took a peasant off  the street, 
dressed him in robes, and painted him as a hero, they knew any man was as 
good as any god; whereas tyranny insists that replications and reproductions 
are as good, even better than the unique or personal. Its ceaseless stream 
of  overproduction impoverishes the intellect by commodifying art into 
a cheap, thoughtless unit of  purchase. Contemporary and commercial 
realism mimics a symbolic stasis, a happy place with its grinning glossy 
headshot portraiture. This coopted religion promises to save the 
consumer through product identity in a changeless paradise of  highways, 
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minimalls, and a twisted aesthetic calculus that equates culture with print
ondemand sprawl.

A tyrannical culture obliterates functional cognitive reality with a 
preponderance of  pseudoculture that takes possession of  time's definition. 
For example, peace, love, and liberty are simply trademarks of  an era, a 
product line, or record label without any regard or reference to the mother 
tongue's true definition. Language once meant to inspire and lead to one's 
own voice has become owned and operated by political and market forces 
that imprints and imposes its voice on its subjects. In this environment, the 
citizen is a stillborn, a dummy, floating in an amniotic fluid of  the tyrant's 
cultural womb. Timelessness is freedom from this terrible aloneness, this 
inability to speak one's heart with one's own words. It is a synergetic, or 
coincidental reverie that is experienced as a very personal and at once, all
encompassing awe. It is tyrant free, an unintended enemy of  the state.

Weak art stems from the personality's avoidance of  life's intrinsic chaos. 
Real art is a remedy for absolute chaos. Weak, pictorial, messageoriented 
artwork always wants to sell something to the viewer. Real art sells nothing. 
Its value is its own vitality. Weak art plays on the tastes and sentiments of  
popular infatuations. As a propaganda tool, it plays on state, church, and 
occult symbols. Anything without the substance of  creative force is simply 
commercial, lobby art, handicraft, wall furniture, or wall paper.

Timelessness is poetry of  vision, a mindscape of  boundless thought. 
Here, religion and philosophy are poor substitutes. They only talk about 
light in terms of  conceptual brilliance or as a mythic Christos bearer. For 
an artist, particularly a painter, their media is the very light that carries their 
ideas into form and formlessness, another word for timeless. The literature 
of  Chinese art calls the notion of  timelessness, emptiness. It is a place of  
nonexistence, from whence all things rise into time.

We drove in Hoyt's Impala 

past curtained vans and cows 

that led us to the hills where

we climbed the fence to freedom 

waiting there behind barbed wire 

and no trespassing signs.

We tied back all our long hair 

with leather, lace and beads,

then hiked to the forbidden place 

through paths that led away

from city streets to hills 

that we willingly fell down.

We sat beside the stream 

amid the macramé and moss

while breezes lifted up our skirts

that trailed around our heels and swirled 

into beds like woven tapestry of ground. 

We reached into our basket of mirrors,

rope and wine that Danny bought behind the counter 

from the store on Belleport Drive

while we waited in the car with all our engines running.

We lay among the weeds listening to the sound 

that floated 'round us in the fog emitting

from the trees with Cream and Ten Years After

pretending they were there. We wiped away 

our footprints that stayed upon the rock

and smelled just like patchouli wafting down to us 

as we climbed the fence to freedom in our

faded Levi jeans that we tore by accident.

After The Renaissance Faire
Malibu 1971
by Candace Gilbert
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A cracked beaker holds everything you pour for the briefest of 
moments, like a broken heart or an ear

carved of ice, like glass I tend to spend 
decades blowing into some shape I hope will

either carry or contain—the act of 
forming memory, letting each 

go slowly, one drop at a time. Like 
hydrogen to my oxygen, without you

I'm ground into powder, into dust. I hear 
junior high boys singing songs about re-

kindling old flames (I want to be your Bunsen burner, 
love, your test-tube, baby), about growing

men from atoms, as though culturing us from scratch might 
nullify the impulse sleeping in the human heart. If 

only you were a telescope, I'd  look through and 
pull my future up close, my Milky Way, my swirling 

quasars. My professor has a desert
rock collection, a constellation of distant parts forming a 

sum, a whole, a story—like stars against 
the backdrop of silence and space, a few 

understated shots in the dark, like your 
voice, calling from one end of our history 

(which is all we have anymore). You're the
x to every chemical equation that equals me,

you're the inventory list of my heart, the 
zinc to my ammonium, the lab welded shut.

Chemical Supply
by Nathan McClain
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Through holes we are conceived 

Through holes we are born.

Through holes it is we see 

Through holes it is we hear

Through holes it is we breathe  

Through holes it is we eat.

Through holes it is we relieve ourselves 

Through holes it is we speak.

Through holes it is we're thrown in 

The day we cease to breath.

Holes
by Senaida Sanchez
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Lao Tzu would tell us, if he could,
That his foolishness lasted until he was what? 
Forty? Fifty? Maybe older? His role
As an archivist preparing him to see
Beyond the folly of yesterday and tomorrow. 
One day you just WAKE UP!
Like in a David Byrne lyric, and ask, "How 
did I get here?" Suddenly, you're Gregor 
Samsa, tiny legs scrabbling the air, The boss 
pounding at your chamber door,
And just like that, SNAP, nothing makes sense. 
Tumbling out of his life, Lao Tzu awoke 
Surrounded by musty parchments, each 
Allegiant brushstroke a dead terracotta
Soldier frozen in eternal review

Even now, Lao Tzu might say
That the fishes of state are rotten at the head 
Or that standing on point can lead to Hammer 
toes. He might remind us of
The transitory nature of the unmovable

It is said that a young Confucius 
Once sought out Lao Tzu
And discovered himself ill prepared 

Lao Tzu Would Tell  Us
by Greg Gilbert
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For the feast of a grain of rice.
Afterwards, confused and consternated, 
Confucius disclaimed the Old Man 
Saying, avoid him. He is dangerous!
Enigmatic, isn't it? 
Paradoxes and Koans!
You wander through holy places 
A piece of flesh amid the stones,
Astral warmth woven into searching breezes,
Wistful white ribbons of moisture embracing rocky steeps, 
And you think, out of nothing, everything
—and nothing

The myth of proximity,
The faces that comfort,
The temporal allegory of otherness, 
The shadowy arc across the sunset,
The sphere of the earth cast upon the void, 
The dewy constellations of day break,

The all converging and 
Infinitely emanating center
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I've got phrases whirling and tumbling like a renegade 
comma,
no solidity, no profundity, just an unbearable urge to say: 
gutter juice, lemony loess, and nun butter.
I scratch the itch. The gloves are on. 
Spurned syrupy saccharine discharge? 
Don the trunks.

Goofy footed similes wax poetic and grant me the look of a 
prize fighter and pugilist of mediocrity
I enter the ring:
all corners and no circles.
Pink tongue nervously probing.
The Max Baer of verse: my opponent. 
Dried spittle on my lips from the weigh-in 
rife with halitosis telling me to
Submit.

Lumbering stutter-steps and butteflyed uppercuts 
give me pause to smile and take it
 right on the teeth.
Only revealing enough to get me started, 
baring only enough of my soul to be likened 
to a Mennonite skin-flick,
I hit the canvas as solid as a raw potato. 

Pugilistica Poetica
by Sean Conroy
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Head reeling,
I hallucinate.
The past made flesh
dreamy visions of infrequent visits 
breathing life passed my swollen lips.
Legs wobbly and unsure like a newborn fawn's, 
equal parts of blood and beauty.
My lips part, hemorrhaging from the onslaught. 
A rattled breath escapes, crooked smile emerges: 
footing regained,
I swing with Cassius accuracy
and sting with the most deft of bumblebees.

The chorus of me now silenced.
Head pounding and knees quaking from adrenaline…
 I can win this round.
Solid shots landing,
Wrists aching, shaking,
 Baer tumbles and falls.

I wheel around to my corner.
A watery blur adorns everything,
Mouth full of shattered teeth
 and broken syntax.
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It begins with morning. 

That ancient urge to believe 

This time the stone's will

Can be bested. Because belief 

Requires a kind of forgetting. 

Because morning light softens 

Features, blurs boundaries,

The clarity of memory. Because 

Morning begins with ablution, 

The filling of basin, hands cupped 

With a prayer of water. Because 

Morning is a time of forgiveness, 

Of letting the phantoms

Of failure trail into erasure.

Until those hands touch

The solid surface of stone, that is, 

And its implacable weight

Is measured in the press of body

To obstacle. Then the groove 

Appears, where it has always been, 

Worn to a point long before

The summit; and so it is, belief 

Becomes tempered by its old 

Nemesis doubt.  If gods, 

Made in the image of men, 

Arenothing without vanity,

It is more so for men.

All things are possible, he says. 

And the day begins.

Sisyphus , on Ritual
by Steve Mueske

This street is a beginning; this prelude 

is an avenue painted with green trees. 

This is the way we pass, eyes looking,

hands concealed. We nod, not seeing; speak, 

not saying. Words are fences, white washed, 

trimmed. We are safe again on this street 

full of departing angels who display wings

of green and gold and fly over horizon 

after horizon into prayer of who they 

never were or wanted to be. Their absence 

is an entrance into ourselves. Thus begins 

this meeting, this you and this I, on this 

bland street we have never walked before.

Between 
Words
by Richard Lee
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i.
You can do it in one day, 
even a large lot;
so think about the relationship
between lives of horizons and a shunning 
of crossed lines. Be sure
the height around the camper and boat 
is higher than the vehicles;
there isn't anything worse 
than when you see clear

to long-past sportsmanship, camping 
and dreams of the future—
it's distracting, causes discontent.

You don't want
to get a fine from the development 
office. Sneak in a cheat,
but don't tell a soul.
Be sure your patch
is covered with wood 
glue and sawdust.

ii.
Kick dirt over it.

Building Fences
by John Vick | for my father

iii.
You have to get everything 
delivered the day before;
you don't want any surprises. You can't do it 
the same day
if the wood has to be hauled.

You have to build up

to things, let everyone else know 
at one point or another;

alert those affected.

iv.
Boring holes is necessary, and no, 
a regular shovel won't work,
but you can probably borrow a 
post-hole digger; there isn't a 
way around that.

Sometimes
others just think things out 
better than we do.

v.
A roundabout 
way,

when you don't
want to dig too deep
and lumber is at a premium,

use
rougher concrete
to grip clayey soil
around the posts as you seal
a deal with the most binding statement
possible; don't come home
to see it broken, don't risk injury 
to innocent bystanders. You want 
to put one more part gravel into 
the mix; it should be stiff,

unrelenting.

vi.
Your concrete may appear lumpy 
like oatmeal cookie dough; 
something sweet
to remember the rules by.
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In the small town my grandmother keeps in the parlor, my 
grandfather has just gotten back from the war. He sits on the porch 
telling the wrinkles in my grandmother's face to fold him in her 

time. In turn, she brings him memories in bed and talks about how the roof  
above her head always leaks. For the next few hours, I hear tiny nails in tiny 
boards no louder than the ticking of  a watch.

At night, I swear I hear laughter from the parlor, but when I venture 
to take part, she's fallen asleep in her rocking chair. Photos slip out of  
their museum casings piled in her lap. The inchwide sidewalks are empty, 
and the light bulbs have long burnt out. A little open suitcase coughs the 
last of  its papers into the street while the untended rose gardens lack the 
conviction to draw blood. Starry nights through the parlor window search 
for long abandoned wishes.

Exploring the big town that gave birth to the little town, I see no one 
walking on these sidewalks either. I close my eyes, willing that when I open 
them, I'll be staring up at my grandmother's teapot nestled near Baker 
St. (now Roosevelt Ave.), where it won't steam eyelid sized awnings. My 
grandmother teaches me that home may not be a town, but someone who 
sits with you while you fall asleep. But she never remembers.

These summers with her compel me to build a little town of  my own. I 
have no experience with wood or tile, planting seeds, or pouring tea. I build 
one cardboard room that I'll never quite know how to make additions to. A 
single window illuminates the interior, but I forget to cut out a door. I store 
it under the bed to avoid starry searchlights.

When the night laughter seeps through the vents to my room, I set my 
town next to the bed. With my arms clutching my chest, and the laughter 
growing fainter, I stand looking through the window at myself  looking 
through the window at myself  looking through the window at myself.

Little Town
by Ivone Alexandre

 Danny, later

Small, that's how it starts, they say. 
They're right you know. A match
from a kitchen drawer, the sidewalk,
a blown sweet gum pod -the kind
that looks
like porcupine curled in a ball —
in a nest of dry leaves
already past their summer green
and the red-gold gleam of autumn.

When the gum spat and shivered
it broke open like an egg,
two bowls of flame. Inside
the shimmer, the fleck of a moth,
wings, then legs, then body,
then nothing but smoke.

When the preacher speaks of
brimstone and the tongues of flame
on the apostles' heads—dust
into dust, flame into flame—
I picture it there, smoldering.

Sweet Gum
by Amy Unsworth
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The tissue-thin layers of a croissant,

the yolks of eggs, the membrane

skins of pomegranates, all

more delicious when displayed.

In class she dissected pigs,

loved cracking the jaw,

the incision from the corner

of the mouth  to neckline,

the beautiful tongue laid out.

In med school she sliced

through cartilage of cadavers,

then struggled to break open

the rib cage to observe

the heart within, how each is molded.

She scratches at your shoulder

the way she scratches a lime's skin,

to burst the cells beneath her nails.

She bites an ear lobe or the blunt tips

of fingers, your lower lip and thigh.

She splinters ice in her teeth between kisses.

She Likes To 
Pull Things 
by Jeannine Hall Gailey

You may only hire a worker if you promise to feed it and clean its messes.
Please allow two to four weeks for your worker to arrive.
Please allow your worker out of its metal crate twice a day for exercise.
If you turn the heat up slowly, your worker will not attempt escape.
You may only redeem your worker for store credit with a receipt. 
Your worker must be this tall to board the corporate jet.
You may not carry your worker in your briefcase.
Your worker will not attack itself in the mirror if you're watching. 
Do not bite your worker back.
Wagers on your worker fighting are legal in international waters. 
Your worker is licensed for Florida and Indiana only.
In India, your worker is a delicacy or sacred, maybe both. 
Your worker does not contain tasty candy bars for vending. 
The tenth time you use your worker, you earn a free drink. Y
our worker will stare up at dropping stocks until it drowns.
No, you may not buy another worker-you don't pay the one you have.
When your worker dies, bury it after you leave it in the freezer at least a year.
Do not flush your worker.

So You Want a Worker 
by Steven D. Schroeder
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(epigraph)
We were like animals hiding from our predators.
Or maybe, we were just hoping that we had predators. 
In the end, we found we were our own.
Before something is found, it must be lost. 
Therefore, we must have been.
I could never admit to it before.
So I must have learned something in the process. 
(/epigraph)

The trash can is round 
And its color is black, 
With its mouth on top
For throwing something out 
And never getting it back.
I do this every day
And I probably will never stop.
To me, it doesn't make any difference 
Where I follow what science says, 
Because despite giving it a fight, 
Someday I will be dead.

The only thing keeping me alive 
Will be a camera
That was once seen through by an eye. 
Sometimes I feel I'm being seen through, 
Like I'm invisible,
Except that you still talk to me 
Like I'm there. That's how I know 
That I haven't vanished into the air.

Will Comply
by Kevin Stetz

I know that there is something wrong with me. 
When I learn about disorders
I always relate to something.
But then I think that that's everyone; 
That I'm in a crowded room
And someone let loose a dove. 
Some people are scrambling for it;
Some people are trying not to catch shit. 
Somewhere in the middle is me,
Trying to not to be noticed in the hustle 
And bustle of what is happening.

So I’ve made it aware to everyone
That they shouldn’t try to rely on me.
I even convinced myself
To stop believing those dreams.
Even though there’s so many nights
I’ve spent expending excuses
And refusing to put up a fight,
(because without a fight, no one loses)
I wish you’d knock me out
So I no longer see the stars;
So I no longer hear the sound
Of what I pretend to know about.
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You asked for a prayer in your note.

 When I turned down my eyes

I thought that no gift. 

What can I tell you?

What can I give you now that you've cut short Clotho's thread? 

My echoing prayers for you evaporate in cloudy haze.

You must know I miss you, 

that I expected more;

And now, the time you ask for gifts

is long after the holiday

when you yourself are but a prayer.

You said you love me in the dreadful letter.

Now, when I need you, I cannot imagine what you meant. 

You claimed you had to leave me,

but I know that's a convenient fabrication.

You said the tolling knell was surely for you, 

but never listed reasons or refuted arguments 

you knew that I would have.

With all you had learned by then,

when you committed your name to ink,

you knew that a miracle was five minutes from appearing. 

And you ask me for prayers.

When I turn my wet face to another day

where I shall stand before a crowded mass 

and smile to see you there,

anguish moves to impatience.

I am one who shall wait until

my time has come, instead of forcing it; 

and my grieving prayers

are letters of a better sort than you gave me, 

announcing eventual arrival, not premature departure.

David's  Note
by Shannon Bryce Rumsey
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At 4.30 this morning

it rained. not much

But enough to jog the mind

Into remembering a town

in Australia where rain

fell for the first time

in seven years. We took

off our few clothes and Danced

and Shrieked in the not so

Dusty Street.

A gift from God.

A week later the desert was a carpet

of multibright flowers

further than the eye could see.

At 4.30 this morning in the Mojave

it rained. not much

but for the third or fourth time this year.

Still a gift

yet nobody

took off their clothes,

nor Danced,

just Shrieked

Oh dear,

it‘s raining.

Night Rain
       by Aubrey Leahy
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初に晩
花火の海や
生きる空

初に晩
ha-tsu-ni-ba-n
The first night,

花火の海や
ha-na-bi-no-u-ma-ya
a sea of fire flowers.

生きる空
i-ki-ru-so-ra
The sky is alive.

Translation/Haiku Notes:

Japanese is a pictorial language, meaning it uses representative symbols to convey sounds. 

Due to this, Haikus are fun to read and write in Japanese because you can draw a picture 

with the words you use as well as their meanings. An example of this can be found in the 

combined meanings of 花 and 火. By themselves they mean fire and flower, but combined 

they mean fireworks. Other subtleties can be found in the characters themselves. One 

example is 海, which means sea, but if broken down the “radicals” or picture bases of it 

are “water,” and “mother.” A great haiku writer is aware of both the literal and pictorial 

elements of their writings, so they create art on many different levels.

Japanese
Haiku
by Lexy Sherman
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The setting: a 250 sq. ft. semicircular patio, foliage all around. 

 Facing north, partly covered, private, quiet, peaceful. 

 Set back more than a football field from the street, 

 Feet away from the front door and window: clear view.

 Chairs, table, rocking chair, wicker sofa – all under cover.

The lure: Flock’s Wild Bird Food (millet, milo, cracked corn, sunflower seeds) 

 Some seed in bird feeder, hung on a tree;

 some on the patio in patterns of my own design. 

 Also, water in a 2x12 plastic pan,

 for drinking and bathing,

 all surrounded by several green trees. 

Thus, birds have food, water and escape paths.

Most numerous: multicolored House Finches 

 Thirty plus, little birds, big appetites 

 In reds, yellows, and oranges

 They prefer the small millet seeds–their size. 

 Sit on the feeder, eating some seeds, 

 pushing larger ones out onto the ground.

 Their lesson: reminding us of the need

  for color, variety, and easy intermingling 

  of living in various environments,

  and the energy of helping others.

Most gentle: Mourning Doves, in shades of gray

 Their soft coos soothing to heart, mind, spirit 

 Out in force mornings and evenings;

 Waiting under feeder for fallen seeds 

 preferring millet and milo: symbiosis

Daily Avian Lessons
by Diane “Ravenstar” Tunis
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  and discerning possibilities, knowing 

  there’s enough time: right timing 

  enhances growth and development.

Most humorous: the lanky Greater Roadrunner, 

 stealth in its quiet approach to water, 

 checking that no one is watching, but him,

 clicking his beak, flashing his luminescent colors. 

 Yet, it’ll sit and “listen” if talked to.

 Its lesson: being aware and alert to possibilities, 

  knowing when to show off and when to run.

  Its crest’s flexibility reminds us

  of mental agility, changing as necessary.

Most awesome: the magnificent Cooper’s Hawk!

 Appearing quietly, it takes my breath away 

 every time it sits one legged on the sofa

 or holds and eats prey on the rocking chair. 

 Its power and beauty apparent when bathing: 

 grooming feathers, revealing its wing span.

 Keen eyes watching all–everyone else is gone. 

 The lesson: importance of a quiet presence,

  that appearance and self-care do matter. 

  Its soaring reminds us to take and create 

  opportunities, yet to stay grounded

  enough to follow through on plans and dreams.

 Their lesson: energies of peace, promise, and 

  patience; the spirit of receiving.

  Ancient messengers, signifiers of waterholes, 

  bringers of prophecies.

Most noisy: unique in Mohave, the Cactus Wren

 squawks its arrival, scattering finches and doves. 

 Beautifully colored in blacks, browns, beiges, and oranges.

 They take over, especially on cement

 (feeder rails too small), eating lots of sunflower seeds. 

 Their lesson: there’s a time and place for assertiveness,

  a time to be bold, make your presence known.

  Famed for their lovely voice and closeness to earth, 

  they remind us to sing and stay grounded.

Most communal: bevies of Gamble’s Quail,

 Males resplendent in black, brown, gray, and orange, 

 Standing sentry over 10+ itty-bitties

 All antennae bobbing as they peck at

 cracked corn, sunflower seeds, and nearby ant hills. 

 Their lesson: the importance of “family,”

  biological and spiritual.

  Closeness bespeaks warmth and protection for all. 

  Loud sounds and mass flight portend danger.

Most kinglike: Scrub Jays, blue with grey tuxedos, 

 announce themselves before showing up, 

 viewing from above; regal, they stand tall, 

 assessing food choices, observing the realm, 

 then gracefully eating whatever appeals.

 Their lesson: waiting before acting, 
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We have permission to walk through the door.

 Night-time zombie bliss framed by silver sky 

that has brought us from deep slumber once more.

 Akin to androids devouring soft light, 

consumer dreams feed implements of war.

 Resistance is vain, she knows they will bite.

We bleed green as envy treating her bite.

 With no choice, we recoil from the door.

We are now on the inside of this war,

 with no memory of the silver sky, 

under showers of ultra-violent light.

 We came in peace but these zombies want more.

This black and white grainy film score, once more, 

 will seduce you to seize a modest bite.

Tall shadows fall, consumer-eating light,

 it is this darkness that consumes the door, 

and bleeds out pink clouds in darkening sky.

 We fight and beg to end this futile war.

If it is war they want, they will get war.

 If it is more they want, then give them more.

Wanton choices screen the odious sky,

 we are given the choice to take a bite.

Wal-Mart (Sestina)
by Dennis Alvarez

We are in too deep to look for the door, 

 one last shot at the liberating light.

In this place, they never turn out the light. 

 They televise revolutions of war,

and do everything to blockade the door.

 Their greed is a sickness of needing more, 

as they encourage you to take a bite,

 from the needs of the insouciant sky.

As we retreat, there is no silver sky,

 and this zombie-darkness consumes our light.

This apple of Sodom you cannot bite,

 on the evening of the birth, or the war.

There is a way to seek free will once more.

 There is freedom, if you can find the door.

The exit door, exposed war and light gray skies everywhere 

the cold air bites.

 Our only hope for shelter here is a Target.

Put on your “Juicy” shorts baby, we have to go to Wal-Mart.
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It had been dark for some time. A very long time, in fact. But that was 
the way it always was on those overnight transatlantic flights back 
to the States from Europe. As a flight attendant, I had gotten used 

to the hours of  watching over a dimly lit warm cabin of  186 lightly dozing 
passengers. It was a lot like the babysitting I had done in high school – just 
make sure that everyone is comfortable and safe. Comfortable was clearly 
easy: a warm meal, a cold drink, an extra pillow or blanket, all given with a 
pleasant smile. Safe was never quite as clear. It would be eventdetermined, 
couldn't be practiced, and probably didn't need a smile.

That night, every seat in the cabin was filled with a spirited group of  
Germans, members of  the German American Club. They were traveling 
from Frankfurt, Germany, to Newark, New Jersey, to see firsthand what 
America was about. Laughter, singing, and visiting filled the cabin the first 
hour after takeoff, followed by cocktails and dinner. What did not fill the 
cabin was English. German American Club members were for the most 
part middleaged plus, and what English they might have learned in distant 
school days was long since forgotten. The seven flight attendants, including 
myself, had between us one who could speak German. Amazingly, one was 
all that was required by the FAA for flight safety. Hand gestures and facial 
expressions would have to do for the rest of  us. Happily, the routine of  
cabin service required only a minimum of  verbal communication. A cold 
beer or wine served along with tiny bags of  salty, oily nuts could be pointed 
out on the drink cart.

The dinner service was a true example of  verbal economy, for there 
was no choice. Dry beef  in a watery brown sauce was the entree; however, 
in a nod to our German passengers, we were told it was sauerbraten. 
Frozenforyears potatoes and peas, rock hard rolls, and a mystery sweet 
rounded out the meal. The passengers were thrilled; nothing, it seemed, 
could dampen their spirits. Indicating their contentment with smiles and 

Stars or Cities
by Yvonne Richards

a murmur of  “Danka, Danka,” we began our afterdinner coffee service, 
complete with bedtime chocolate mints. Extra blankets and pillows were 
offered, more “Dankas” were received, lights were dimmed, and with the 
droning of  the four PrattWhitney jet engines our lively and contented 
group nodded off.

On this particular evening flight, I was assigned to work the front of  the 
plane. Since the German American Club had chartered the entire plane, 
there was no first class, that is, if  you excluded the prima donnas in the 
cockpit. Rank has privilege was the unspoken rule. I consoled myself  with 
the fact that one less cockpit prima donna this evening would certainly 
make it easier.

Missing tonight in the cockpit was the navigator. Aircraft were just 
becoming fitted with Doppler computerized navigation systems, making 
navigators obsolete. Programmed coordinates were input to the onboard 
computer prior to departure. Tonight's trip across the Atlantic would be 
guided by those inputs. This flight was not the first time Doppler was used, 
nor was it the first time for our company, but it was the first time for this 
cockpit crew. Departure out of  Frankfurt was delayed as coordinates were 
checked and rechecked. Finally, we rolled down the runway and lifted off  
into the night, guided only by a green computer screen.

Ancient seafarers making this same dark Atlantic crossing knew the 
value of  handheld instruments that could determine latitude and longitude 
by measuring the distance between the horizon and the stars. It was with 
these sextants and the stars that nighttime crossings could be ensured to 
stay safely on course. Our navigators could, if  needed, take these same star 
shots with a sextant through a small porthole in the roof  of  the cockpit. 
The time warp of  jet engines and the ancient sextant in the same small 
space was worthy of  a science fiction time traveler. The navigator provided 
physical reassurance that losing our way in the vastness of  the crossing 
would not happen. But the economies of  deleting an extra employee ended 
this comfort level. Doppler was said to be infallible. As unsinkable as the 
Titanic, I thought to myself.

The flight was scheduled to take just a little over seven hours. The cabin 
service on a flight of  this duration would be cocktails followed by a hot 
meal, and a snack and beverage service two hours before landing. The 
dozing passengers began to slowly awaken as we began the final service 
of  sandwiches and fruit. With the excitement of  the anticipated landing, 
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now less than an hour away, coffee and tea were popular beverages. The 
cabin became alive: groups visited, passports and papers were checked and 
rechecked, and guidebooks to popular American cities were consulted and 
debated. A long, pleasant and uneventful flight was nearly over – except 
that it wasn't.

With less than a half  an hour left, we knew we would soon feel the pull 
of  gravity as the plane nosed down for the gradual descent. There had 
been no word from the cockpit, but that didn't necessarily mean a problem. 
They were just busy, I told myself. The festive atmosphere in the cabin after 
the snack service gave way to still silence as we all waited and checked our 
watches. Call lights began to come on, as small groups of  passengers found 
their best English speakers to ask in tense voices where the lights of  the 
eastern seaboard were. In English or German, it was clear that they were 
asking, “What's wrong?” With no information from the cockpit, the one 
German flight attendant did her best to reassure the passengers that due 
to strong head winds, the flight was taking a little longer than usual. But 
frightened people want to be surrounded by assurance. Each walk down 
the aisle to answer a call light brought anxious stares. I couldn't help them 
– not only did I not know what was wrong, I couldn't speak to them. I could 
feel the cold/hot sensation of  fear creeping over me. The security of  my 
jumpseat by the forward passenger door offered nothing. Over and over 
I said to myself, “Nothing is wrong, just strong winds, all is okay, vicious 
head winds, plane lost at sea, reportedly out of  fuel.”

When a bad case of  nerves hit, I typically pace back and forth along 
stairs, paths, hallways  just to keep moving. Pacing the passenger aisle, I 
was clearly aware that anxious eyes were searching me for information or 
reassurance, neither of  which I had. To calm myself, I stopped at the seat 
of  a nervous older woman. With a direct look and a hand gently on her 
shoulder, the best I could remember from high school German was “The 
captain is strong.” To my surprise, she nodded, closed her eyes and seemed 
soothed. Continuing down the aisle, I could sense that the passengers had 
focused their fear on the ominous fact that the lights of  the eastern coast 
should have been visible an hour ago. The ancient mariners had scanned 
the horizon for land just as we searched the dark horizon for coastal lights 
that night. The sight of  land, then as now, would be welcome relief  from 
the hostile environments of  the sea and air.

Finally, the cockpit light came on calling for coffee. Opening the 
door with the coffee tray, I could not believe what I saw. It validated my 

worst fears. Maps and charts completely covered the floor and the empty 
navigator's seat. Instead of  the usual dim lighting from the instrument 
panels, the cockpit was bright from every overhead light. The coffee was 
briskly taken, no words were spoken, and the door was quickly shut. I 
knew that to say the word “lost” was a pointless exercise in fear, but it was 
now time to confront that horror.

Calm composure was difficult to come by, but somehow I gathered 
enough to make a trip back down the aisle. Passengers were clustering in 
small groups near the left side windows and wildly gesturing and pointing.

“Lights! Lights!” could be heard everywhere in the cabin.

“No hope. It's just low stars,” my coworker quietly said to herself.

I had to see for myself. Yes, there were a few twinkling lights far off  
on the horizon that could have been stars just as easily as they could have 
been cities. Soon, though, these lights were joined by others, a string of  
lights that formed an unmistakable coastline. Still in the grips of  anxiety, 
I wondered how far away these lights were. Surely the fuel tanks were as 
empty as the galleys. Sensing the need to sit down to accommodate this 
new worry, it finally happened. The engines cut back and our feet felt heavy 
with gravity as the plane abruptly nosed down for a controlled descent.

We landed in Atlanta, Georgia, without enough fuel to taxi. As the 
exhausted Germans disembarked for buses to the terminal, they thanked 
me. I wasn't sure what they were saying in their thanks, but maybe it had 
to do with the shared fear and hope we experienced together in the aisle.

After months of  official hearings, it was determined that the flight did in 
fact become lost over the Atlantic due to the incorrect input of  coordinates. 
Navigators were never brought back onboard. Oceans are vast and 
unmarked and terribly unforgiving to careless navigation. I always choose 
a window seat since that flight, one more set of  eyes scanning the horizon.
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It's cold. And overcast. Not a great day to be out, but, perhaps,a great 
day for an execution. The setting fits the occasion.

I never would have expected to die this way: a public execution, 
in front of  people who cheered when I was born. Yet here I am, cold iron 
chains biting into my wrists and ankles, rings of  fire binding me with pain, 
walking barefoot down a rough cobblestone street. My destination is my 
death a pile of  wood with a large stake in the middle. Rather mundane, 
yet to me it looks like an obelisk surrounded by the twisted limbs of  its 
sacrifices.

There is a crowd on both sides of  the street, yelling at me and throwing 
things. The guards in front of  me stand close, taking the hits from most of  
the thrown objects themselves. The guard behind me does nothing to help, 
making sure to leave enough space for anything to get through, yet still 
close enough to make sure I keep moving.

The buildings on the side of  the streets are made of  fitted stone, 
ominous and gray, washed away of  character. The center of  town, where 
the execution is to be done, is the rich part of  town; normally the gates to 
the inner city would be closed and only the rich would be allowed in, but 
this is a special occasion. Everyone needs to see this.

Last March
by Brandon Weirich
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All along the entire march, there are people watching me. In the 
beginning, as I passed the poor at the outskirts, I was merely watched: no 
hatred, no shouting, and no pity. I simply did not seem to matter to the 
poor; I was a curiosity that would pass, and they would go back to trying 
to survive as they always did. They stood in the doorways of  their straw 
huts, too small to be called houses. The children were dirty and thin, and 
many did not know who I was; incomprehension was in their eyes, and 
when asked, their parents refused to tell them, saying only, "A passing time, 
when she is gone, our lives will be the same as they are now, just as when 
it was her time."

A shock of  pain shoots up my leg. I stepped on a sharp rock that was 
sitting on the road, breaking my thoughts and bringing me back to myself. 
A wind cuts through my dress, sharp and bitter, malevolent. I start shivering 
uncontrollably; barely able to shuffle along, my breath is ragged. My hands 
and feet are completely numb now, which helps lessen the pain I feel from 
the shackles. I no longer feel the blisters on my feet.

The noise is unbearable: the people on the street screaming insults at 
me, the hockers trying to sell things to the crowd, the children chasing each 
other, shrieking in delight. The general conversation among the people 
was becoming a cacophony beating against my skull.

"All of  you wait here," the guard captain tells his men as he walks me 
up to the stake alone.

The stake is actually just a tree cut from the woods nearby; its bark 
stripped and limbs hacked off  and used for kindling. I feel there is some kind 
of  odd, dark poetry in this: that I am going to be killed with the mutilated 
corpse of  another innocent sacrifice, pulled from its home, stripped of  its 
dignity and finally its life, then used to murder another innocent. Could I 
be used in the same way, somehow? Could my bones be made into daggers 
used to cut the throats of  nonbelievers?

The guard captain steps between me and the tree and says in a low 
voice, "Take this, swallow it. You won't feel any pain."

The Captain grabs my hand, and, turning it over, quickly places a small 
glass vial in my palm before unlocking the shackles on my wrists. Realizing 
what he has given me, I deftly hide the vial in my dress, not wanting any 
in the crowd to see it and demand it taken from me. I don't know if  I can 
drink it, effectively ending my life early, but I still want the option. When he 
finishes removing the irons from my feet, he stands and looks into my eyes:
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"May your journey continue and your understanding grow after death, 
Daughter." I look up at him in shock—what he just said to me was the 
farewell given to the dead. And he had called me Daughter; this was my 
exalted position in the Order; it was a title of  respect. If  the Captain is a 
believer, then why was he going to kill the head of  his religion?

''Why are you doing this?"

"Because I can't change it. If  I were to do something, I would be killed. 
My family made outcasts. And they would eventually catch you again 
anyway. I can't change the world; I can only make this as easy as I can for 
you."

Before I can respond, he steps back behind me and gently pushes me 
toward the tree. There have been large gouges cut into the side of  the tree 
in a staggered pattern; it takes me a second to realize that they are hand
holds, a makeshift ladder ascending the tree. I reach out and touch the tree; 
it is smooth and calming, the flesh still living. The tree must have been cut 
this morning. Although it is certainly dying, it clings to life: trees live slower 
than other creatures, and they die slower.

I find the first handhold and begin to climb; a raucous cheer explodes 
from the crowd, egging me on. The Captain follows me, staying just one 
step below me at all times. The crowd finds delight in seeing me climb to 
my own death. They think I am broken, but I ascend with dignity. Putting 
pride before life is a foolish choice; if  I could escape, I would. If  I could 
fight, I would. If  I tried to resist—I would be cut down; I would be lynched 
by the mob waiting to see me burn. I go to my death willingly because I 
will die close to the sky, and because the tree and I can comfort each other 
in our moments of  death.

The tree is tall, more than fifty feet high, and I stop several times to rest. 
The Captain shows patience when I stop, not saying anything and showing 
nothing in his demeanor that implies irritation. When I get about halfway 
up, I notice a small platform nailed to the tree near the top, just big enough 
to hold two people. When I make it to the top, I am more exhausted than I 
have ever been in my entire life. I am nauseous, sleepdeprived, hungry, and 
scared. I just begin to realize that my hands are shaking and the sky begins 
to turn. I lose my balance. The Captain easily catches me and holds me up 
until I feel steady.

Without saying a word, he kneels and grabs a bundle of  rope sitting on 
the platform. He starts to wrap the rope around my midsection. While I 

wait, I finally look up at the sky, I mean really look, and pay attention. I had 
looked up while climbing, but I was preoccupied; my mind on my task, but 
now I can pay attention to what is happening to the sky. Something is off; 
the clouds are black and swollen, pregnant with malice. I know it cannot 
be any later than midday, but the sky is as dark as twilight. The looming 
clouds look like storm clouds, yet there is no smell of  rain, no cool breeze 
with moisture on its breath.  These clouds hold no promises of  a delayed 
sentence; today I will burn. There will be no intervention from the heavens.

The Captain was done, yet he left one of  my arms free: "I left your arm 
free so you can drink what I gave you." He said this with a grave look in his 
eyes. "I am truly sorry."

At that, he turns and descends the tree. Closing my eyes, I place my 
palms against the tree, seeking comfort and giving comfort. I smell 
burning; it has a pleasant scent to it. It smells strongly of  the tree, as if  the 
fire released the essence of  the tree, allowing it to roam the sky. Perhaps 
the same will happen to me; my ashes will float up into heaven, and I will 
be reunited with my Mother and Father.

Perhaps death is not so bad.

But the smell grows stronger and is stifling, choking. Coughing, I look 
down. The guards had already gotten the fire going pretty well; they started 
at the outside and would let the fire burn in toward the tree. This leaves 
me looking down at a ring of  flames, inescapable. That is when I realize I 
can no longer get away. Any chances of  escape are cut off; I will die today. 
The flames representing my impending death bring back my fear. Perhaps 
death itself  is nothing to fear, but this death, trapped and sacrificed, incites 
horror.

My gaze follows that of  the crowd; they are no longer looking up at me, 
instead pulled toward the base of  the tree almost directly below me, their 
attention is seized by a priest.

I cannot quite make out all of  what he is saying, but enough small 
snatches get up to me that I can tell that he is reciting a list of  my "crimes." 
I have apparently sacrificed many children to demons. I created the plague 
that is decimating the city. I have also taken part in orgies; my insatiable 
lust taking the lives of  the men—and women—I brought to my bed. Never 
mind that I am actually a virgin, having never even kissed anybody. The list 
goes on, but I stop listening when he says, "She steals men's penises in the 
night and feeds them to her hounds of  hell!"
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I almost find the absurdity amusing, if  not for the fact that I am going to 
die for these supposed crimes.

The smoke is becoming stronger and starting to burn my throat. My 
chest starts to convulse, but a sharp breeze blows by, taking the smoke with 
it and giving me a reprieve. I take out the vial the Captain had given me. It 
is a small, plain glass container with a simple cork stoppering it. The liquid 
inside looks no different than water. I bring it to my other hand and pull the 
cork. I bring the vial up to my nose and sniff  it; there is a mild mint smell 
and nothing more. Without thinking, I drink it all in one gulp, not letting 
my fear stop me, not giving myself  time to debate. The Captain meant 
this as a kindness, and I will not spurn this opportunity to die on my own 
terms.

It tastes like it smells: minty. Is this what death tastes like? Water with 
a slight hint of  mint? I don't feel any different.  Maybe it takes some time 
to work. I look back up at the sky, and things start to change; maybe it is 
working. The sky no longer looks menacing, but rather it appears to be a 
landscape. In the clouds I can see mountains and plains, cities and forests. 
It is a fantastic mirror of  the world below. I feel drawn to it, part of  it. The 
clouds call to me, pulling me to them like the Earth pulls all things to it. 
The blue sky between the clouds invites me to swim in its body and relish 
the gentle caress of  the wind, like calm waves in the ocean.

I blink, and I notice that there is a fire down below. It is too far away to 
see what is burning, but I feel a palpable sense of  despair, hatred, and fear. I 
no longer feel like looking towards the Earth; lately it seems to only evoke 
negative feelings. It is no longer joyous to gaze on the vast stretches of  land 
and imagine that they are clouds and sky, filled with people and cities, and 
vessels floating through the water. I stand, caressed by the soft clouds, and 
make my way back, passing through clouds and sky, a slight breeze lifting 
me towards my home. I am eager to see the gentle face of  my Father and 
the proud strength of  my Mother, assuring me that all is well.

Coyotes cried somewhere tonight 
beneath the veil of the moonless sky 
We were hoping we could get it right 
but I chose to fly instead of fight

And I'm disillusioned
A satellite stuck in orbit 
Traveling on the same path over and over again
But would I rather be an asteroid with such speed
Who takes one trip around the sun before I take my leave

The flowers died that frosty day
and crumpled to the earth from which they came 
Happy memories slipped away
and short of pain little else remained

I've been disillusioned 
A satellite stuck in orbit
Traveling on the same path over and over again
But would I rather be an asteroid with such speed
Who takes one trip around the sun before I take my leave

The rain danced round me and you 
but the clouds above were far and few 
Funny, I had been asking for a clue 
Now everything was washed anew

No longer disillusioned 
A satellite stuck in orbit
Traveling on the same path over and over again
But God I'm scared to be an asteroid with such speed
Who takes one trip around the sun before I take my leave
Never again to be seen...

Vicissitude
by Charlotte Burns
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trace before strikes aimed to harm as if  
laughmaking it hits inane hands get it right 
ideal amusement dérisoire as if  there were 
something else to do today do you feel special 
six rows of  layered sound interpret interpreting 
what did it say crack collide smash you into the 
ground pick the terror out of  that a silken dress 
a full moon night and one frown one who will 
know one Will and who will know besides the 
moon fueled bled and bending chromosomes 
react distract pretend it cracks again defend and 
grin you mean nothing naught as all else give 
in impulse sheer force like changing water into 
stone the future lights what we can never know 
lightning strikes in clear skies while we wade in 
the vein the life some night when you bleed in 
the harbors of  first light drenched in each and 
every sound

Spoor
by Charlotte Burns
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I’m trying to find myself

from where I’m buried beneath the lines

hiding behind the binary. 

My coffin is under words miles deep. 

I can no longer breathe, 

so there I sleep. 

Cover me with your love

in the form of broken blood vessels;

mark me as yours

and hope they don’t fade. 

If I were made of numbers, 

the universal language of love, 

I could make it easier

and mail myself to you, 

send myself to you over wires, 

just ones and zeros. 

Beneath the 
Bianary
by Jessica Griffin
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Banshees, all,

Morgan and Morgause,

Wicked women without form;

They circle above and

Beyond me in Fairy Barge.

Accusation, sneers, awareness 

That I reflect not Artos.

Not me.

My life is like DC comics,

A hero without a sword

Facing painted angels

Strong, tempting, mine.

Like a mother 

They are all too willing

To punish those they love

For their own good.

Marble statues are pious virtues,

Serenity a checkerboard lawn

On an Isle of Glass.

Banshees
by Shannon B. Rumsey
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The snare drum hits

like it’s having fits

the cymbals are sobbing away

The Sax is crying

The guitar is frying

The bass line’s been walking for days.

The Singer is singing

about life’s meaning

she says that it’s better to stay

the piano comes

to the sound of the drums

and they both rip holes in the sky

the Horns just might

go pick a fight

so they’ll never grow old and die.

The Preacher is preaching

about my dreaming,

He says to go home and pray.

The sound is ringing

the words have meaning

I know that it’s better to stay.

It’s Better 
to Stay
by Torrance Brent Simpson II



120

Howl Art & Literary Magazine 2020   |   RETROSPECTIVE 1996 - 2019

121

Literature

In a time long ago, in the land of  Perodontis, there existed two 
kingdoms, Dentia and Tartaris. Dentia was the most beautiful 
kingdom in all the land, renowned for its dazzling, enameled 
white walls surrounded by large, pearly white gates. The 

kingdom was white and bright and sparkled in the sunlight.  The 
kingdom prospered, and the citizens flourished and were happy. Clean, 
white smiles abounded in the kingdom, and everyone had exceptionally 
good breath. The kingdom was ruled by a benevolent king and queen, 
King Colgate and Queen Cresta.  They were blessed with two beautiful 
daughters, Flossy and Flourida, two princesses who were wise beyond 
their years and much beloved by the people of  Dentia.
           Tartaris, on the other hand, could not boast of  such a beautiful 
kingdom. It was more akin to a wasteland.  Comprised of  rubble and 
filth, it was a land of  darkness and decay.  The inhabitants of  Tartaris 
were called Caviters.  Tiny creatures, barely visible to the naked eye, 
they lived in dirt and darkness and thrived and multiplied in cracks and 
crevices.  Led by the evil Queen Gingavitis, the Caviters, infamous for 
their bad breath, were bent on spreading their brand of  destruction and 
decay. 
      Time and time again, Dentia had repelled repeated attempts by the 
Caviters to invade their kingdom. Dentia possessed a powerful army 
called drillers and an elite special forces known as the White Strips who 
kept the evil Queen at bay. Even the citizens were vigilant in the fight, 
armed with a weapon they forged during the Plaque Wars, a long staff  
with bristles attached to one end. But this time it wasn’t enough. The evil 
Queen had a plan. She consulted her sorcerer Fructose, who concocted 
sweetened syrup from corn. Sneaking this concoction into Dentia’s 
food supply, it weakened their defenses and allowed the Caviters to get 
inside the kingdom. At first, the citizens did not realize they had been 
invaded, as the Caviters hid themselves well in the cracks and crevices 
of  the enameled kingdom walls. But slowly, as they continued to thrive 
and multiply in their new home, the people of  Dentia began to see the 
decay that resulted from their invasion, and they were alarmed. The evil 
Queen had finally infiltrated their beautiful kingdom. They would soon 
make a dark, crumbling wasteland of  Dentia.

Lord of  the Crest
by Navarre ‘Navigator’ Unruh

20
14

 -
 I

ss
ue

 1
8

     Concerned for their kingdom and their people, Princess Flossy and 
Flourida made an appointment to see the wise council of  dentists. Even 
though they were wise, many people in the kingdom were afraid of  
them, including the royal family, but the princesses had to put their 
fears aside and save their kingdom. The dentists informed them that 
the salvation of  their kingdom lay within them and that they must work 
together to find a solution. And that’s exactly what they did. Princess 
Flossy invented a strong waxy string to get into the cracks and crevices 
and remove debris and decay, which weakened the Caviters’ foothold.  
And Princess Flourida, a sorceress in her own right, invented a paste 
that could be applied to the bristled weapons that the citizens already 
possessed. This paste, which she named Colgate in honor of  her father, 
dissolved the Caviters and actually prevented them from taking hold in 
the enameled walls of  the city. Armed with these new inventions, the 
wise words of  the council of  dentists, the army of  drillers and White 
Strips, and the vigilant citizens with their bristled weapons and paste, 
the Caviters were finally forced out and annihilated. Fillers were quickly 
dispatched to repair the damage that the Caviters had left in their wake. 
Soon the kingdom was restored to its former brilliance. But three out 
of  four dentists from the council recommended that the people of  
Dentia remain vigilant in order to fend off  further attacks from Queen 
Gingavitis, Tartaris, and its evil inhabitants. From that day forward, the 
citizens watched for corn syrup in their food. They used the wax string 
that Princess Flossy invented every day in the cracks and crevices of  the 
kingdom to prevent the Caviters from ever taking hold again. And the 
people used the Colgate paste that Princess Flourida invented on their 
bristled weapons daily as a preventive measure. By doing so, Dentia 
never again had an invasion from the Caviters.
               And it remains that way today. If  you see your dentist regularly, 
floss and brush daily with fluoride toothpaste, you will prevent cavities 
from invading your pearly whites and avoid the drilling and filling.
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My parents would never let me have a dog. I campaigned for 
one all through my childhood and came very close to convincing 
them on one or two occasions, but for one reason or another, 
they always refused to get one. We did have a cat, but she was no 

fun, just a fat and lazy thing that would lie around all day like a rolled up 
bathmat. Much as I tried, I never could get the cat to fetch or roll over 
or speak (or shut up).  The only trick she performed was “lie down,” 
which she prettywell mastered without any prompting from me. As 
for obedience, the cat seemed to live and breathe to inconvenience the 
people around her by begging for food when her bowl was halfempty, 
knocking things off  every shelf  she could reach, or throwing up on the 
bedside rug in the middle of  the night. The cat finally died around the 
time I turned six, leaving us petless for several years afterwards. For all 
its uselessness, though, the loss of  the cat only served to magnify my 
desire to have a pet of  my own.

One day, I was in the garage poking around for nails to build a raft out of  
rotted fence planks I’d salvaged from an abandoned homeimprovement 
project when I came upon an empty cardboard box tucked into a corner 
near the trash bins. It was just a simple apple box, no coloration save 
for a “Granny Amy’s Orchard” label in a blue arch across the sides, 
ovoid holes at each end for handles, no lid. We always had such produce 
boxes on hand for moving and storage, but most of  them were either 
never unpacked, were already in use for storing holiday decorations, or 
had been repurposed for various structures I’d created in the yard, the 
detritus of  which lay scattered around after every rainstorm. As a kid, 
one senses a potential in an empty cardboard box that parents don’t seem 
to appreciate, and I was no different. A cardboard box held possibilities: 
you could stack them for shelves to display your toys, flatten one and 
cut out shapes to make new toys, or you could even wear one on your 
back and be a Ninja Turtle. If  you were lucky enough to find a bunch of  
boxes, they were great building material for things like forts and mazes. 
But even a single box was promising.

Raft project forgotten, I looked over the apple boxweighing the 
optionswhen I suddenly remembered a conversation I’d had earlier 

BRex
by John Largé
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that day in which I had once again approached my mother to discuss 
the possibility of  owning a dog. “Are you going to feed it,” she had asked 
me, “take it for walks, give it a bath, pick up after it? I don’t think so.” Of  
course, I told her I would, even if  I had to clean up my room every day 
for the rest of  my natural life and further if  necessary, but even with an 
offer like that, she wouldn’t budge. Parents can be very unreasonable.

In that moment, I decided that if  they wouldn’t give me a pet, then I 
would just have to make one. Popping the box over my head like a giant 
helmet, I carried it up to my bedroom, where I immediately plundered 
my drawer of  art supplies and got to work. 

Turning the box over with the open side to the floor, I drew out the 
face on one end with markers, making sure he had big viciouslooking 
green teeth that no one would want to mess with. With my colored 
construction paper, I then began cutting out all the necessary body 
parts, attaching them to the box with tape and glue: tail at one end, big 
ears flopping down on each side, and a big slobbery tongue sticking out 
of  its toothy mouth. I think I may have cackled evily as the creature 
took shape beneath my diabolical hands, but the thing was eventually 
finished, and I stepped back to admire my handiwork. It wasn’t exactly 
the dog I’d always imagined (the one I’d always imagined had legs), but 
this one would be special, a pet of  my own creation. 

I wasted no time starting him out on some tricks. “Roll over!” I 
commanded the box. 

I grabbed its sides and rolled it across the carpet. 

“Good boy! Now, fetch!” 

I rolled a baseball a couple feet in front of  the box’s face, got behind the 
box, then scooped the ball inside. 

“Good boy! Now, play dead!” 

The box did not move. I was satisfied.

I gave the box a pat on the top and waggled his tail for him. “You’re 
a good box,” I said to it. “I’m gonna call you…” I hesitated, looking 
thoughtfully at the box’s pointy teeth. “’TRex’... No, ‘BRex!’ You know, 
‘cause you’re a box.” 

I wagged the tail enthusiastically at this.
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“Come on, boy,” I said to the box, “let’s go show you off  to Mom and 
Dad.” 

Looping a belt around the box handle for a leash, I led BRex down the 
stairs, glad at how well he seemed to manage them, only tumbling once 
along the way. I led the box into the living room where Mom sat reading 
a magazine and Dad watched an old sitcom. “Mom, Dad, look what I 
made!” I exclaimed grinning and pointing at BRex, whose tongue had 
crumpled a little.

Dad regarded the box from the couch. “Oh, neat,” he said, “a bear.”

“No, it’s a dog! See his tail?”

I presented the appendage. The box grimaced at the floor.

“Wow, cool,” Mom said over the top of  her magazine, a note of  
theatrical enthusiasm in her tone. “You got yourself  a dog. What’s his 
name?”

“I named him BRex,” I said proudly. “You know, ‘cause he’s a box.”

“Well, you’d better take good care of  him,” dad said turning his attention 
back to the television. “Don’t let him wander out of  the yard.” 

“What kind of  dog is he, honey?” Mom asked me.

I considered this for a moment.

“He’s a boxer,” I said.

I don’t know if  my parents were truly impressed with my pet, but they 
must have been relieved that I had stopped asking for a dog. From that 
point on, BRex became my inseparable playmate, following me just 
about everywhere my parents would permit. He quickly proved to be 
a handy pet to have around. If  I wanted to play at being a secret agent, 
he never refused to be the bad guy I had to assassinate. If  I wanted the 
box of  cookies on top of  the refrigerator, BRex could usually fetch it 
down for me if  I stretched my arms and feet. And, of  course, he was 
very handy to carry things around in, though he probably wasn’t too 
comfortable with his belly full and blood rushing to his ears.

My parents were generally tolerant of  my new pet at first. I think they 
were just glad I was having fun doing something besides building rafts 
or soggy forts in their yard. As long as we weren’t causing trouble, they 
tended to leave BRex and me to our own business. 
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As time went on, however, my parents began to grow concerned as I 
became more attached to BRex. For one thing, they were forced to put 
the parental foot down when I kept trying to take him along whenever 
we went anywhere in the car, and they absolutely refused take him to 
the vet when the cardboard started to fray. These little injustices towards 
my pet often obliged them to endure a tantrum that usually landed me 
in big trouble. Yet, for all that, I would still spend hours with BRex, 
rolling around in the yard with him, talking to him, and taking care of  
him when I imagined he was sick. 

My parents grew increasingly worried over what I’m sure they perceived 
as an imbalance in their child’s mental state. “Don’t you want to play 
with your other friends,” my mother gently asked, and then, a little 
shamefully, “or even possibly a nice videogame?”

My dad had a more aggressive approach. “It’s time for you to put a stop 
to this,” he growled over his morning oatmeal. “It’s not a dog, it’s just 
a box. Put it away, go outside, and have fun like a normal kid for once.”

“He’s my dog,” I protested, holding BRex closer. “I want to play with 
him.”

Dad flung down his spoon hard on the table. “I swear if  you don’t knock 
it off  with that nonsense, I’m going to burn your dog!”

It’s a funny thing about fathers and how frequently they say stuff  in 
an impulsive moment of  authority that they end up immediately 
regretting once sense recalibrates itself. Dad atoned for his threatened 
homicide of  my pet by buying ice cream cones for both me and BRex, 
and nothing more was said of  the matter.

One night, I awoke from a terrible nightmare into the darkness of  my 
room. Heart racing, I darted my eyes around until I made out BRex 
where I’d stationed him in front of  the closet door to guard against the 
monster I felt convinced lived in there. Reassured by his presence, I was 
settling myself  down to go back to sleep when I became suddenly aware 
of  noises coming from downstairs. Someone seemed to be moving 
around in the kitchen. It occurred to me that Mom must be up late. She 
sometimes had trouble sleeping, and the last time I found her up and 
about at night she gave me apple juice and read me a book. Never one 
to pass up an opportunity for some latenight sugariness, I slipped out 
of  bed, picked up BRex, and slid through my bedroom door.
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I had felt my way down the stairs to the living room, BRex supportively 
tucked beneath my arm, when I noticed a beam of  light darting around 
beyond the kitchen doorway. Curious, I set BRex down on the floor 
and turned the corner to look in. The outline of  a man rummaged 
around inside the cupboards and drawers with a flashlight in his hand, 
apparently searching for something. It quickly dawned on me that the 
power must have gone out, and Dad was looking for candles.

“Hi, Dad,” I said.

The flashlight whipped around and pointed right in my face, forcing 
me to squint at the dark figure somewhere beyond the beam of  light. 
The figure stared at me a moment, no doubt surprised to see a very 
small person in Cookie Monster jammies standing in the kitchen 
doorway, then all at once the figure lunged forward, darting past me 
into the living room. There was a thumping sound and a garbled cry 
like “Grargh!” followed by the loud crash of  breaking glass. Alarmed, 
thinking Dad might have hurt himself, I rushed out of  the kitchen and 
flipped on the light switch. There, in the middle of  the living room, 
was a man, all in black and wearing a ski mask, lying on his stomach in 
the metal framework of  the glasstop coffee table he had just smashed 
through. One foot was still tangled up inside of  BRex.

A door opened upstairs as the man started pushing himself  to his feet, 
a duffle bag dangling from his hand. He pulled his foot out of  BRex 
and was trying to scramble out of  the table. “Oh no you don’t!” I cried. 
Grabbing up BRex from the floor, I popped him over the man’s head 
from behind and yanked as hard as I could. The man flailed his arms 
to keep himself  upright, but the duffle bag upset his balance, and he 
toppled over backwards, his head smacking hard against the exposed 
wood of  the couch. The man gave a sharp gasp and then a groan, then 
lay still upon the floor, just as my parents appeared at the foot of  the 
stairs. I turned and held BRex up to them, trampled and ruined by the 
man’s attempted escape. 

“Mom, Dad,” I cried as they gaped around the room, “BRex needs a 
vet!”

For the rest of  the evening, my box and I were treated like heroes. The 
burglar had lain there unconscious until the police arrived, shortly 
followed by the ambulance that carried him away. I explained what 
happened to my parents and to the police officers, and all of  them 
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exclaimed over what a brave boy I had been. Of  course, I had to give 
all the credit to BRex, since he was the one who actually caught the 
burglar in the end. My parents seemed too relieved to argue, so even 
they praised BRex for what a good guard dog he had turned out to be.

The ordeal, though, had been too much for my poor box. I tried to 
patch him up the best I could, but he never seemed quite the same 
after his encounter with the burglar. Not long after, I forgot him out in 
the backyard overnight, and a rainstorm drenched him right through. 
When I found him in the morning, his tail and one of  his ears had 
come off, his back had a gaping tear, and his mouth was dripping green 
ink. I crouched beside the mangled remains of  my old friend, cursing 
my negligence, and holding back my tears for the fallen hero. I gently 
collected him up, and with all the reverence he deserved, I solemnly 
buried him behind the toolshed, along with his tail, his ears, and my 
mother’s oven mitt, his favorite chew toy.

I did finally get a real dog years later, after I turned fifteena wily, happy 
little pup I named “Rocky,” and, of  course, he’s a boxer. I learned quickly 
that it’s much harder to take care of  a live animal than a box, but I loved 
him all the same, and still do. Even so, BRex has never been forgotten, 
and I occasionally find myself  thinking of  him, especially when I’m 
packing or unpacking boxes. Don’t get me wrong; I love Rocky to death 
and wouldn’t trade him for the world, but I must say that in all the time 
I’ve had him he has never once caught a burglar, and, truth be told, he 
just doesn’t have the simple charm and easy maintenance of  my old 
corrugated cardboard pal BRex.

He does, however, hold up better in the rain.
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George owned a very large motor car. When they first met in the Beverly 
Hills showroom was the exact shade of  color as waxed holly leaves on 
a sunshiny day. The vehicle wore an impeccable, upright, almost regal 
and elegant military demeanor. ArmorAlled® tires, gleaming chrome 
and a shine that scared away every mote of  Beverly Hills dust. Even the 
spare tire sparkled. 

George purchased the car, and, as tribute to Hannibal’s elephant, 
christened it Surus. And promptly drove them both around the desert 
for forty days and forty nights. 

That was then but now, after many,  many years of  desert dwelling, it 
may well still have been Holly Green but it was hard to tell. George’s 

As green as waxed holly leaves on a 
sunshiny day

by Aubrey Leahy
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major nod to conservation had been to save at least 50 gallons of  water 
a week by not carwashing but relying purely upon the rare desert rains 
to clean and refresh Surus.

 23 years, 45 equinoxes, 16 transcontinental trips and with a speedometer 
that read the same 273,497 miles as when it had broken 6 years ago, 
the jumbo was, apart from one or two minor imperfections, still a fine 
piece of  modern engineering. The odd blemish which, in addition  to 
its cracked, but as yet uncrazed windshield, broken manifold, retired 
cylinder head, coat hanger wired exhaust and an air conditioning 
system that largely relied on raising or lowering the windows, was still, 
at least to George’s eye very much the same fine and noble vehicle of  
two decades ago. 

But, in less than a week it was due to undergo a legally imperative, but 
certain suretofail, smog test. One which would enable reregistration 
or be declared nonoperational and become a yard ornament. Unless 
big bucks were spent.  

There was one more option. One which had not existed when Surus 
was built.            Craig’s List.

And so, with an apathetic heart, George advertised Surus. Fairly 
honestly listed all it’s obvious faults, mentioned the tires and brakes 
were still “Sorta good” and quoted he wanted $700.00 in exchange  for 
his longterm companion. Cash only. Five days later an interested party, 
looking for a vehicle to use on his farm, came acalling with his wife. 
After a test drive, and with but one hour left before the new registration 
due date, haggling began. And ended, with more or less mutual 
satisfaction at $550.00. Cash. 

Papers signed and with a touch of  sadness, George waved farewell to 
his erstwhile companion and watched it drive away, down the hill and 
into the sunset. Not, however before noticing that one brake light was 
defective. A fact he had forgotten to mention. And moments later also 
remembered that 23 years ago he had placed, in case of  an emergency 
which never came, five, green as waxed holly leaves on a sunshiny day, 
one hundred dollar bills……..
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In the crook of the Joshua tree’s arms,

Gleamed a hubcap.

I taught my six-year-old son in this green, fat desert.

I put a pistol in the space between two hands

Clasped like halted prayer.

Through the sights, mi hijo.

Freeze your heart.

Fence in your breath.

Then squeeze.

Mi hijo, did you find some girl

Among the thistle and briars of that desert

So far and so high that they sent you to?

Did she have breasts round as hubcaps?

Did you cup them in the space between two hands?

Did you hold your breath the moment before?

Did her love freeze your brain with her clear white light?

Did she fence in your fear and loneliness?

Did she teach you better lessons than your stupid papa?

LUCERNE VALLEY: SCATTERING ASHES
By Chuck Von Nordheim
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My father defied gravity and tested the limits of  flight and now 
he is dead. But he’s not really gone.  He still buzzes around my skull’s 
higher altitudes, pesky as always. I feel small and disconnected, fiddling 
with the radio in my rental car, getting static. I’ve been driving hours, 
conscious of  ground passing under tires. I haven’t been in a military 
facility for years. I resent having to show ID to the kid in the guard 
shack.

I don’t remember much, except I was born on this base. Summers 
were the worst. My pale skin baked. I couldn’t go outside without my 
mother trailing behind, saying, “Don’t let yourself  get burned.”

Burned. The consuming of  fuel. What remains after an explosion. You 
remember lights from the rocket propulsion lab shining through your bedroom 
window, creating glare in the plastic eyes of  your stuffed animals.  You can’t 
drink the water. It leaves a salty rim of  jet fuel around your lips. Your clothes 
come out of  the washing machine stiff. Your mother won’t stop crying.

In the pale California sunlight, my husband and daughter at home 
in Virginia seem imagined. I clung to their images while wending my 
way from LAX over the trafficclogged freeways, up through the San 
Fernando Valley, by the overpass that collapsed in the earthquake, past 
the upturned rocks where bandits once hid. But when I hit desert, they 

AFTERBURN
By Margo McCall
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floated away, my daughter inside a plastic bubble, crying “Mommy,” the 
shadow of  my husband’s eyes closing. The sand and sky and vegetation 
blend into vast nothingness, like the rooms of  my childhood after the 
movers came.

At dawn, the general could be found blasting into the stratosphere, 
twisting and turning, spiraling toward earth solo then thrusting upward, 
closer to God. The pink canyon walls, panorama of  orange and gray radiating 
over shifting sands, light playing off  metal buildings, cars crawling below like 
ants—all was his. And always that achingly blue sky. He loved the sky more 
than anything.

The first thing I do after settling into the guest barracks is look up 
Debbie. My old friends—girls with movie star names like Judy, Debbie, 
and Barbara—easily made the transition from military brats to military 
wives. Nothing in the housing area has changed in twenty years. 
The cheap, postwar dwellings still stand, with their brass lawn signs 
indicating rank. Debbie’s husband is a colonel. I press her doorbell. Its 
shriek nearly breaks my eardrums.

Debbie answers the door in a flowered dress, and clutches at me 
as though I’m something to be consumed. “You look so different,” she 
says.

“I’m not sixteen anymore,” I say.

“That’s how old my son is. Can you believe it?” Debbie’s trying 
not to stare, shocked at coming face to face with the object of  the 
stories. She knows about me screaming antiwar slogans, the arrests. I 
feel much smaller than my reputation.

“Come on in. I just made cookies,” Debbie says. She takes my 
hand, but can’t seem to think of  anything to say. “So tell me what you’ve 
been up to.” 

“Not much,” I tell her.

“Well then, would you like coffee?” Debbie collects cups and 
saucers, and the clean kitchen reminds me of  another time. Nine years 
old again, sitting in my mother’s kitchen. My mother’s making a cake 
for the Air Force Association potluck the first time I hear the story.

 “It was the middle of  summer when we drove out—hot and not even any 
air conditioning. I prayed for a town—Lord just for some sign of  civilization, 
but there was nothing but sand.” A halo of  fine dust rises as your mother sifts 

flour. You watch her crack an egg into a bowl, and begin her slow stirring. “It 
was so different from Maine.” Cold sea slops at the pier footings. Your  mother 
likes the clammy caress of  fog and the man whose kisses are like ocean waves. 
Later, your father will wipe dandruff  from his flight suit and ask you to wave 
at him as he flies overheard. You do, but he won’t wave back.

The dress I wear to the awards ceremony for my father makes me 
uncomfortable. 

When my turn to speak arrives, I’m nervous. I tell the group of  
grizzled pilots about the time my father crashlanded thirty miles from 
nowhere right before lunch.

“He searched the pockets of  his flight suit for something to eat. 
He didn’t care that he crashed, only that his stomach was empty.” I have 
to scream to make myself  heard. The old codgers are all deaf  from the 
roar of  jet engines.

You think the sky will never end. There are always planes screeching 
through it, and explosions that shake the ground. You lie in the backyard and 
feel vibrations from things blowing up. The sky’s the limit, one giant step for 
mankind. You walk over sand that melts your shoes, looking for wreckage. 
Then your father is being transferred. You cry; you’re getting good at it. 

Debbie tells me she liked what I said at the ceremony. “Your father 
would have been proud,” she says. “And that’s such a pretty dress.” 

I run to the rental car that will take me away. I feel the sky closing 
in as I grapple for my keys. There is the fear I won’t get out before lifting 
off  into space.

Your father’s casket wears a flag. “Taps” lingers in the chilly air. 
Something inside you explodes. Your screech is like a jet taking off. You’re 
convinced you’ll understand if  you can see it from all sides. If  you could get to 
the other side of  the pink clouds, burrow under the layers of  sand to bedrock, 
you could bring the edges together.

Above is where heroes cruise many times the speed of  sound. Larger than 
life, their lungs fill with pure oxygen, their bodies holy receptacles for earthly 
G-forces. During the day, they’re black specks that look like birds. At night, 
they’re ghostly red satellites that circle but never land.
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“odors bleed
from the sweet throats of the night flowers.”
Sylvia Plath Drunk again on noon wine – have a nap and finish the bottle.
What is there then to do?
water the gardens,
leaving the hoses
to run all afternoon.

Sober again, drive into town for the lottery another cold bottle and 
moonflowers by the road.
Moonflowers: phallic Datura,
furled like flags
hard-clenched on the shadeless gravel
fisted at
the harsh self-righteous sun.

Pull over.
I carry the clippers always for these:
my grandmother’s flowers
grandfather’s “noxious weeds.”
I cut them for the table
the way others must have roses, lilies – they will pay – I never do.
Only the wine and the numbers
cost; these weeds are free.
Waxy as candles set in a centerpiece
on a pale damask circle –
when sundown hits,
the western windows bloom
in neon.

MOONFLOWER AS MUSE
By Lalo Kikiriki

Then moonflowers trumpet
their poisonous perfume,
glory the darkening spaces
under the angled ceilings, room to room.
Breathe deep.
The wine sits in the icebox, untouched,
Under the influence of this nocturnal narcotic the notebook opens on its 
own and sings.
It sings.
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“Wow. Jo, you should have been there.” “Oh man. I never saw 
anything like it!” “Boy. You sure did miss out on something today.” “I 
saw it, and I don’t believe it.” “You’re never gonna, never gonna believe 
it.” “It was amazing, really simply amazing.”

“Quiet down!” I hollered at all of  them, wondering what the heck 
was going on. The whole group just kept on talking.

“Man Jo, you should have been there!” my friend George said. 
“It would have knocked your socks off. If  you ever get to see it, just 
remember to hold on to your hat. I saw it and I don’t believe it.”

“Oh, no kiddin’ Jo, it was unbelievable and scary and the biggest 
thing I’ve ever seen,” Florence said, chiming in also.

LIE ME NO LIES
By Joanne Hanson

“It was so cool,” her brother Daniel said, while his twin brother 
Darren stood there shaking his head up and down. “Yah, oh so cool,” 
Darren added.

Doyle was jumping up and down, spinning around with both 
hands clenched. He seemed to be vibrating or humming or maybe he 
was purring. “It was so cool. Man, I wanna go back and see it again. 
Nobody’s gonna believe it, nobody.”

I found them over in Florence’s backyard after I’d finished my 
chores and looked around for them. This was my group, or at least 
most of  them.

First, there were Florence Buckman and her two younger 
brothers, Darren and Daniel, then there’s Doyle Berryman who, though 
older than us by a couple of  years, is sometimes the youngestacting. 
Next is George Bailey, whose dad works for my dad now and then on 
our chicken ranch.

George, Florence and I are around ten, give or take. George is ten 
and a half, Florence just turned ten, and I’ll be ten shortly after school 
starts in September. My birthday is in October. The twins are a little 
over eight, and Doyle is almost 13.

We all live in a region called Sunshine Acres. It’s about five square 
miles, rural, so the blocks are real big. We are just south of  Whittier, 
California, and north of  Norwalk. My folks have the chicken ranch, 
Doyle’s folks both work in town, and they have a small fruit tree farm, 
with lots of  fig trees, lemon trees, a couple of  orange trees, and a bunch 
of  black walnut trees. George’s family lives the farthest away, about a 
country block away or so, and both his folks work too. Mrs. Bailey is a 
school secretary, while Mr. Bailey, who used to work at the Studebaker 
plant until it closed, now works part time as a mechanic, and like I said 
before, he helps out at the ranch sometimes.

Mrs. Bailey helped take care of  me after my mom died, at least 
until Dad remarried; then my stepmom took over. They all were still 
friends, and that’s how I met George. His sister Vickie use to hang with 
us, but now that she’s a teenager, it’s ”beneath her to associate with all 
us kids.” We understand and really don’t mind because she wasn’t real 
adventurous, so now we can be a little wilder and explore more.

Flo lives across from Keltner’s Market, which is about halfway 
between all of  us. That’s how we all met and started hanging out. Doyle 
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and I go to the Lutheran School in town, and all the rest go to the local 
public school. Keltner’s is a little momandpop place where the kids can 
go, and where the parents can get things they run out of  and don’t want 
to drive all the way to the market that’s a couple of  miles away. Also, he 
lets the kids buy cigarettes for the parents without any hassle. He does 
a little bit of  cash and carry for some of  the families who only get paid 
once a month.

You would love Keltner’s. It’s small, packed with stuff  you don’t 
find everywhere. He sells a lot of  candy, especially the twoforapenny 
stuff. Also, some of  the sodas, like Nehi soda, and Vernor’s cream soda, 
that are so hard to find, and the big fat dill pickles that are in the big 
glass jars that look like big barrels. Those pickles were so good and so 
sour they would make your toes curl. They were five cents each, so we 
had to save up for those, although I was lucky cause my dad gave me a 
good allowance for helping out on the ranch, so I was able to buy candy 
and pickles for my friends sometimes. Mainly I bought horse statues, 
and mom made me put money away in the piggy bank, with the tipping 
hat, that my grandparents had given to me for Christmas.

We were young, and it was summer, and I couldn’t make heads 
nor tails of  what they were talking about. They all seemed demented at 
the moment, and though I knew they were a little strange – that’s why 
we all got along – they really weren’t as crazy as they were acting.

“Come on. One at a time,” I kept saying. “One at a time. You 
guys sound like the chickens.”

Slowly, they all shut up, and I pointed to George to tell me what 
they were all riled up about. Usually he was the sanest of  the bunch. 
Not today, though.

“Jo, you won’t believe it. I was there and I saw it, but I don’t 
believe it!” He shouted. “It was incredible.” They all looked entranced 
or loony, depending on perspective.

“George, so help me, I want to know what the Sam Hill you’re 
babbling about.”

One of  the problems of  having to do chores is I missed out on a 
lot of  cool stuff. Sometimes, I would be late going home, and my dad 
would be furious, but it’s hard sticking to a work schedule when you’re 
nineandahalf  years old.

“Let’s try it again, George,” I said patiently, “What are you all 
going on about?”

“I’ll tell her,” Flo said calmly. “Look, we found this really big 
spider, Joanne. You have to see it before it runs away. You won’t believe 
it.”

I knew she was being serious because none of  my friends call me 
by my given name unless they’re trying to make a point. I really don’t 
like my name. It seems too girlie for me. I’m a tomboy. I wear jeans 
and a tshirt, with a flannel shirt if  it’s cool outside, and I’m always in 
cowboy boots except in school. Then, I have to wear a skirt, blouse, and 
those silly penny loafers that every girl hates. I won’t wear a dress; they 
are too darn confining. I need to be able to move around, even when 
I’m dressed like a girl.

So, when Flo called me Joanne, I knew this was serious business.

“We heard about this spider from one of  the guys that was down 
by the hobo camp, and so we went down to see if  he was pulling our leg 
or not, and there it was: the biggest spider I’ve ever seen, right there, in 
the pathway. The web is monstrous, blocks the whole path. We wanted 
to stay longer, but the train came by, and I guess the engineer saw us, so 
he tooted the whistle, and the spider started to move, and well, we all 
took off  and ran back to my house.”

“A spider? You’re all going on like this for a spider? All this 
commotion over a silly spider? Come on, we’ve seen big spiders before. 
What’s the big deal?” I was really confused. We had all played with 
spiders and all other types of  creepy crawlies, and nobody ever got this 
stupid over it. At least not as stupid as everyone was acting right now.

We all had tarantulas at one point or another, and of  course the 
little gopher snakes and fireflies, and anything else we could put in a 
bottle. Mostly, we kept them long enough to scare our families and the 
teenage girls in the neighborhood, some of  the boys too. Sometimes, 
they died before we could turn them loose, but mostly we let them go 
before anything like that happened.

“No, not any like this one,” Flo said while everyone nodded their 
heads real hard and fast.

“Okay, let’s go see this ‘big’ spider.”
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They all looked excited, but they sure didn’t rush to the path we 
used to cut through the big field. I’ve seen them move slower, but not 
often.  

After we got down to the railroad tracks, the path splits. You turn 
to the right and it takes you down to the peacock farm, about half  a 
mile down. They are beautiful birds, but noisy. They have a scream that 
pierces your eardrum. Past that is the old Quaker Church where the 
Quakers still arrive in their horse–andbuggies. Their church is small, 
and I don’t think many attend it nowadays, but the property is real big 
and is surrounded by a barbed wire fence. There are some trees there 
that are so tall, it looks like you could climb up and have a facetoface 
talk with God.

If  you turn to the left, like we did, you would go down towards 
Imperial Highway, which was a fourlane road, and it runs from far 
away left to far away right. On the far side of  the highway was a great 
big pig farm, and if  you followed the road to the right for a couple of  
blocks you would find the Metropolitan Community Hospital. Here 
they had a bunch of  people who were held because they were deemed 
unable to live in a normal society. The place was old and made from 
bricks and bigger than any of  the other buildings in the whole area. It 
was four stories, set like in a park, with a large lawn, and big old trees. 
If  you forgot about it being a mental institution, it had a beckoning 
appearance, like a beautifully manicured mansion or a park for the 
wealthy. You couldn’t put that feeling aside for long, though, because 
most of  the time when you were close to it you could see one or two 
of  the inmates out by the corner fence just preaching away. We never 
could hear what they were talking about, but every now and then you 
could hear “God” this or “God” that, so we all called it preaching. None 
of  them were criminals; they were just unable to care for themselves.

The highway was about a mile or so down, and between us and 
there was the hobo camp. This was a really neat area, surrounded by 
tall reeds and real tall grasses. The hobos had made an area close to 
the tracks with a couple of  big logs and some old wooden blocks that 
were like the wood the tracks sat on but weren’t long enough or were 
broken. I guess the hobos thought it was a good spot because they were 
close enough to a big highway and close enough to the railroad, so it 
was the best of  both worlds. It was isolated enough that they could 
build a fire and not have it seen from anywheres close.

The path here was wide enough for two of  us to walk, but it’s 
rough and uneven, so it was best to keep looking down and watch where 
you’re stepping. Lots of  kids had sprained their ankles down here, and 
we all made a pact to never come down here alone, just in case.

I hadn’t realized it, but it finally dawned on me that I was all alone, 
or at least there was no one beside me on the path. Just as I started to 
ask why everyone was so far back – “Jo! Stop! Now!” – Doyle shouted, 
and then the twins hollered out together. They always seemed to talk as 
one person. Eerie, huh?

“Wait Jo, Stop,” they said.

I looked up and started to turn around to talk to them, when in 
front of  me, I saw it.

“Oh my Lord,” I stuttered quietly, though I wanted to scream. 
You have to put up a good face in front of  friends, you know? Bravery 
was really hard that day, because about ten feet in front of  me was a 
web that could have probably held the Jolly Green Giant, and right 
smack dab in the middle of  it was this big yellow and black spider. The 
legs were totally spread out. It looked like it could cover a dinner plate. 
The body was about the size of  a Zippo cigarette lighter, except it was 
shaped in an oval, not a rectangle.

I lost my momentum, thankfully, and I thought I was going to 
swallow my tongue. I was flabbergasted.

Slowly, I backed up, and with each step I could feel the hairs on 
the back of  my neck relax and lie down.

“Wow, you guys sure called it,” I said, backing farther away and 
closer to my friends.

“What are we gonna do with it?” George asked.

“Nothing!  It’s not bothering anyone, so we won’t bother it,” I 
said.

“But Jo, nobody’s going to believe us,” Flo said.

“I don’t care Florence.” Yep, she knew I was serious when I used 
her real name too. “We leave it alone.”

We all walked on home, and because it was coming on dark, we 
didn’t stop and talk too much. We all had lots to think about.
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After dinner, Mom asked if  I was all right. I had been real quiet, 
and I guess my folks noticed. I wasn’t sure I should tell them or not, but 
before I could think, I found the words pouring out, and I couldn’t stop 
them.

“We found a big spider today. It was yellow and black and bigger 
than any spider I’ve ever seen.” In great detail, I told them all about 
what had happened, leaving nothing out.

Now, Mom had only been my mom for about a year or so, and 
I was still at the point when I was trying to impress her and tried ever 
so hard to make sure she liked me, so she wouldn’t leave me like my 
real mom did. I know it sounds silly, but I think every kid who has lost 
a parent wonders what he or she did to make that parent leave. It’s not 
true, and we know it, but we can’t help but feel it.

“Joanne,” Mom said to me, “its okay to exaggerate a little from 
time to time. We all tell those fibs or little white lies, but you can’t tell 
big lies and expect people to like you or respect you. You’ll get a bad 
reputation, and soon no one will believe anything you say.”  

“But Mom,” I started.

“Your mom’s right,” Dad said. Looking at each other, my dad 
shook his head and turned to me and said, “No television tonight and 
tomorrow, also, no playing with your friends tomorrow.” 

“But I’m telling the truth. I swear it’s true, every bit of  it. You can 
ask all of  the others; they saw it too.” 

“No,” Mom said, “It’s clear, you all got together and decided to 
scare everyone, and you will lie to make every one believe it. You all 
must learn that this type of  behavior will not be tolerated. We can’t 
teach your friends, but we can try to show you what’s right.”

Dad cleared his throat, and I knew that neither one would believe 
anything else I said. 

“No phone either,” Dad said as he walked away.

I was so mad. I wanted to yell and hit something, but I was smart 
enough to know that would only lead to more trouble. So, I took my 
punishment quietly, but I seethed inside. 

~ ~ ~  

“Where’ve ya been?” Doyle asked me two days later, when I was 
finally able to come outside and be with my friends.

“I told my folks about the spider, and they didn’t believe me, so I 
got grounded, with no phone privileges,” I told him.

“Why would you do such a fool thing? You know they only 
believe what they can see, and sometimes not even that,” he added.

“I know, I just wanted to share, and I couldn’t stop myself,” I said 
sadly. “Go get George, Flo and the boys, and meet me at Keltner’s,” I 
told him. “And hurry!”

While Doyle went to get the crew, I went to Keltner’s. Thirty six 
hours of  seething had given me an idea, and I couldn’t leave it alone.

“Mr. Keltner,” I said when I got there, “do you have any of  those 
big dill pickle jars around? One that’s empty?”

“No lass,” He answered, “But I have one that’s almost empty. It’s 
got about six or eight pickles left in it.”

“I’ll buy them all,” I told him. “If  you will, please wrap them up 
real tight in the butcher paper? I’ll pick them up later.”

“Sure,” he said and did so. There were six of  them, which worked 
out well, considering there was six of  us.

Soon Doyle returned with everyone who had gone the other day 
to see the spider. I told them that when we were done we all got a 
pickle.

“Done with what?” George asked, looking at me as we walked 
away from the store.

“We’re gonna go get that spider, if  we can find it,” I told them all.

“But,” Darrel and Daniel said together. “You said we couldn’t 
catch it,” Darrel said. “Right,” said Daniel. “Ya said so, ya said so.”

“I know, but today’s a different day. I don’t want to hurt it, but I 
do want to catch it if  we can, and as soon as possible.”

We all trekked out to the path and headed to the hobo camp area. 
I was in the lead, and I’m sorry to say I was still really hurt, and mad, 
and it showed in the speed I was walking. 

“Hey, Jbomb. Slow down,” George called to me. He started 
calling me that a couple of  years before when we had learned about 
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the Abomb and started practicing the duck and cover in school. I didn’t 
get mad very often, but he said when I did it was like a bomb going off. 
Since then I had worked on my temper, and I didn’t explode any more, 
but I hadn’t learned to completely control it. He called me Jbomb to 
help me stay calm. George was a good friend that way.

“Sorry guys,” I said, slowing down. “I just have to get this done.”

“Okay, sure,” Doyle said, and everyone else nodded.

We would need a lot of  luck, and thankfully we had it. It looked 
like the spider hadn’t moved a bit since the other day, but its body was 
smaller, so we figured it was still digesting its last meal, whatever that 
was.

“How we gonna do this?” Flo asked.

“Easy,” I said, knowing nothing about this was going to be easy 
at all.

The plan we came up with was fairly simple, and I never want to 
do anything like it again. George and Doyle got two fairly good sized 
sticks, and each stood on opposite sides of  the spider. Quickly they took 
the sticks, entangled them in the web and used the web to catch the 
spider. They put the whole mess into the jar, while I broke off  the sticks 
and closed the lid. Surprisingly it worked, and before we knew it the 
spider was inside working hard to get the web off  of  it.

I had already prepared the jar, washing it out real good and poking 
holes in the lid. I had made the holes bigger than we usually made them, 
but I wanted to make sure the spider got plenty of  air. Most of  the 
spiders we were familiar with could have climbed out of  the holes, but 
this one sure couldn’t.

Carrying that big jar was my duty because it was my quest, but 
my hands got sweaty, and I was afraid it would slip out of  my hands 
and shatter. Didn’t favor that thought at all. When we got back to Flo’s 
house, I borrowed her brothers’ wagon and a small blanket to cover the 
jar with and continued the journey home. Flo came with me to hold the 
jar, making sure it didn’t bounce out, and to keep the blanket over it.

When we got to my house, I left Flo with the wagon and the jar 
outside the gate. I went to get my folks.

“Come on out guys,” I said to them when I found them. “I have 
something to show you.”

“The chores come first,” Dad said.

“Please, you really need to come out,” I begged them. “It’s 
important to me.”

They reluctantly followed, and when we were all standing around 
the wagon, I nodded, and Flo left. I turned to them and said, “Yes Mom, 
I know the difference between a white lie, a fib, and a big fat lie. I want 
you to know that if  it’s important, I will lie me no lies.”

With that, I removed the blanket.

Both my parents were shocked, and Mom sort of  stumbled back 
and grabbed my dad’s arm.

“Well I never!” she said, and Dad smiled and shook his head. 

“Shall we keep it?” I asked. “It could be a good reminder to us 
all.”

“That’s not necessary,” Dad said. “I think we all got the message.”

It was not my finest hour. With parents as old as they were, I 
should have been more forgiving. My feelings had been hurt, and I had 
to prove to them that I wouldn’t lie about important things. They had 
to learn to believe me and give me the benefit of  the doubt, even if  it 
seemed impossible.

The whole crew went with me and took the spider back to where 
we found it. I took off  the lid and quickly rolled the jar away from me 
as fast as I could. I decided the spider could keep the jar if  it wanted to.

The dill pickles weren’t as good as they usually were. They didn’t 
smell like they had before, and the taste was foreign to me. They were 
still juicy, but they were tart rather than sour. That was our last pickle 
party. I had lost my taste for them.
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I discovered the California hidesert during the height of  the 
spring wildflower season, Memorial Day weekend 1977 the beginning 
of  a love affair that lasts until this day.  Having grown up in central 
Michigan as far away from the desert as you can get and spent much 
of  my adult life so far in the Los Angeles area near the Pacific Ocean, 
I never thought I would be happy very far from a large body of  water.  
However, on that camping trip with Santa Monica Unitarian friends, my 
new husband, Joe, and my two young kids, I opened a door to the “wild 
life” 3,000 feet above Palm Springs in Joshua Tree.  The multicolored 
blooms that carpeted the sandy floor of  the Joshua Tree National 
Monument surprised me in their variety and lushness.  Who would 
have guessed they lurked beneath the hot and dry surface waiting for 
the right timing of  soaking rain, angle of  the sun and hard winter 
freeze? Timing appeared to be right that year!  So, delighted to witness 
this light and color show, I was afraid to walk for fear of  trampling the 
perfection under my feet.  We even struggled to find a protected spot in 
the “Indian Cove” campsite where Boy Scouts and other fellow nature 
lovers shared the search.  The love affair has continued with the desert 
and its unique wild vastness, but not with my second husband, which 
ended in divorce a couple years later, but I give him credit for helping 
introduce me to Joshua Tree and opening the door to a “wild life” I 
never imagined before.

On my recent return to the hidesert with my granddaughter 
Sarah, dogfriend Buster and traveling cat extraordinaire Sweetie to camp 
out in Joshua National Park  tho the locals still call it the “monument,” 
as I tend to  we planned to arrive in the first half  of  May hoping to 
catch the peak of  the flowering season, but we missed it by over two 
weeks…is it the effects of  “global warming” that eases the seasons to 
change earlier? Or just a natural cycle affected by the weather patterns 
of  200809?  At any rate, the yucca plants boast huge green scalloped 
blooms, the ocotillo burst their red flames at each tip and the squaw 
tea bushes joined the yellowblossomed creosote shrubbery greeting 
the happy visitors at every turn.  Zebra tail lizards, jackrabbits, “horny” 
mating ravens and cactus wrens, and kangaroo mice joined in the fun as 
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we marveled at the jumbo rocks regurgitated from the ancient volcanic 
activity, providing a noble shadow onto our latest campsite in Hidden 
Valley.

Little did I know in the mid 80s, when looking for cheap housing 
out of  LA I moved to Joshua Tree and nearby 4corners Sun Fair,  that 
this natural wildlife was a convenient cover for a different kind of  
“wildlife,” the kind impoverished, bored and idle humans manufacture 
for themselves in the remote and seemingly unreachable homesteads 
staked out in an optimistic postWW II era, when land was up for grabs 
for a small commitment of  time, cement and lumber.  20 X 16 foot 
cabins dot the landscape, many empty and cannibalized by ”speeding” 
vagrants.  Some of  these humans became my friends.  We have all 
heard the term “desert rats” given to hardup folks who attempt to 
scratch out a livelihood from the harsh crusted desert floor, littering it 
with collections of  brokendown vehicles, barely functioning washing 
machines, fencing and other building materials collected when ambition 
was fresh and immediate, debris now all clearly visible from dusty roads 
winding across the hills and valleys, turned brown and dry after the 
spring season evaporates like the infrequent summer showers.  In the 
safety of  the night, when most do not venture very far from home for 
fear of  getting lost and maybe turning up as a meal for the opportunistic 
coyote or occasional mountain lion, another kind of  wilderness – of  
soul and determination – shoots up the nastytasting but exhilarating 
methamphetamine to raise hopes of  action and accomplishment.  
Partying with friends or alone, we are compelled to do that mechanical 
job again on that old Toyota engine that would run great if  we just had 
the right tools; deep clean the cabin or rake the front yard sand into even 
and flat pathways bordered by rocks hauled off  the desert landscape 
nearby.  Usually ending with a ”crash”  long nap  to awaken hours and 
sometimes days later with all the sense of  purpose obliterated by the 
longing for more “speed;” this cycle often takes otherwise good human 
beings down an addictive path leading to lost lives, wasted energy and a 
blending of  the human and animal wildlife indistinguishable from each 
other – scurrying from dark place to dark place – shadow… to night – in 
search of  restoring energy and life purpose.
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Between the desert gloamings
Arrives the night. But not the silence.
First heralds: Two of too few
remaindered, bats squeaking to each other. 
Humanly Inaudible. But they can hear. 
First creak of cooling as house settling into nightmode. 
Wending homeward traffic rumbles 
Whizzes, wheeeees, whines, rolls and roars along the hiway. 
Tires hiss, Red and blue flashing but silent 
CHIP motor car pursues a screaming, 
Whirling red dome lit Ambulance 
who serenades the distant injured, 
Help is coming. 
Soundlessly, a single stranded, blinking 
pearl necklace of Jumbo jet planes, 
threads its way down to LAX. 
Journeys almost done, 
House sharply cracks and wind 
scrapes against the windows. 
Midnight dogs and coyotes kick up their paws in the 
call and respond of an ancient Saturday night hoedown. 
A cockerel, satiated or forlorn, cocks his doodle doo 
announcing dawn. Four hours too soon. 
Two hours later a neighborhood  donkey 
Hees and Haws in hopes of an early breakfast. 
While the International Space Station 
with wise men and women aboard 
appears from the east, and for three minutes 
winks and blinks its way across the moonless heavens. 
Crew looks down on us looking up at them. 
House settles and creaks as encore. 
Semi-silenced calm descends until, 
After a few house creaks and ‘pops,’ 
The deep tympanic rumblings of empty 
Jurassic style garbage trucks rumble by 
in search of archeological treasures 
to be excavated from landfills millennia hence. 
Divorce papers between earth and sky are filed and 
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demarcation begins with mountains faintly 
showing independence from the night sky. 
With the predawn arrives 
the morning gloaming along with… 
A very, faint, at first…humm, thrum, humm, 
fading away, returning stronger, 
louder, more insistent and 
again as a phalanx of thirteen 
Marine Corps choppers, 
in a three, four, three , three formation….. 
helicopter       Helicopters     Helicopters
stuttering, chattering whirlybirding 
WHUMPF   WHUMPF   WHUMPFING 
roaring, home trembling, house shaking
WHUMPFING   WHUMPF    WHUMPHING of a

, a heavenly earthquake envelopes the awakening world.  
Helicopters    helicopter        helicopter          h e l i c o p t e r……… 
rotoring away into the fast dawning day and the rising sun. 
The bats silently return home a half hour later 
and, if the air and thee remain very still, 
the downbeat flap, flap flapping of ravens’ wings can be clearly heard

Sunrise broaches the ragged horizon and a new day in the desert dawns.

taps the baton and another symphony begins Movement
in the desert symphony? chorale....
The conductor heavenly? unseen/ unknown...I Her Baton?

Garage trucks dinosaur (Jurassic) of today collecting archeological 
treasures oft omeemmorrow inaudible bats fly back to rest, digest and 
hide from what the day brings.
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