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of the authors, poets, and 

artists helping us with 

this journal , and letting 

our dream lift off the 

ground even higher than 

the first journal . 
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about 

 

why borrowed solace? 

 As a group of college friends sitting around a round table every Friday for two years, we toyed around 

with the idea of creating a blog, a collective book of stories, a website, a journal or a magazine, and so many 

more things. The last semester, when most of us were graduating, our dreams finally became a reality. We    

created a website. We created a blog and social media pages. We launched the submissions and began our 

journey.  

 But before all of that happened, we first took two words we liked and smashed them together to create 

borrowed solace, but the meaning goes even deeper than that. If you notice the initials are a part of a literary 

rambling we wanted to gather and then release into the world one word at a time. To borrow the works of 

others for others’ solace. To comfort, to soothe, to put people in a better mood. We pledge to you this is a 

bunch of bs, but we love our name and who we are because of the words we choose to live by and these are 

two of them.  

how is the journal published? 

 We intend to publish two online versions a year. Our Spring edition will be our un-themed journal. Our 

Fall edition will be our themed journal. We will accept submissions from April to July and October to                

December with our journals coming out in September and March. Submissions come through our website 

at borrowedsolace.com. We collect four genres: fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and art. We pick selections based 

on the magic they create, the way they engage us as readers and as writers, making us crave more, and that 

allows us to walk alongside the authors while reading.  
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continued 
 

  

 Our dream goal is to publish two online journals a year, and a printed version of the best stories from that 

year. Right now, we publish two online versions of each journal. A teaser for free, and a small fee for all of the      

stories, plus the bonus content of interviews from the authors, poets, and artists, and craft essays. The journals 

are sold online at our website borrowedsolace.com.   

who are we and what we are about? 

 We come from all different backgrounds and we each have our own stories, but our passions and interests 

drive us to the same conclusion. We love writing. We love reading. We love the power and magic of words. We 

are based in Colorado Springs, Colorado because that is where we all met. One of us was born in California, one 

in Iowa, and two in different parts of Colorado. But we all converged in one state, in one city, at one college, with 

one dream.  

 Our dream is to build up the world with words others said, written, forced out, given to us, lent us. So we 

can share them with the rest of the publishing world of oceans. The vast blue waters filled with hundreds of sto-

ries and poems, with thousands of words, and millions of alphabet letters, and our journal is one ship among the 

many. A ship to tread the waters, scooping the finer stories out from the new and old authors. Foolish and wise 

creators and composers of the trade. We are the sailors, the dreamers underneath the stars, and this journal is 

our borrowed solace. This is what we are about.   
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letter from editor 

  
 Spring is my favorite season for two reasons: one, Iowa has cold harsh winters—so winter is 

over! Two, I get to see nature be revived for the thousandth time. In Iowa, everything goes 

dormant for the winter. The trees are bare and brown, the grass brown, the fields, hills, and river 

are brown. Everything looks bleak, so when spring arrives—the sun chases the dreadful wintery 

brown to begone. The buds on the trees give me hope. The chirps of the golden finches and 

screams of the eagles relax me into the humid summer to come. The smell of black dirt and trac-

tors at work give me optimism that nothing can turn into something. And that something can 

turn into a creation from those who planted a seed. The rain falls down its thunder, and the sun-

shine allows the seed from the soil to rise into an orange sunflower. These stories and poems 

are the sunflowers in a field in which the editors are the soil, rain, thunder, and sun.  

 

 Please enjoy this spring creation, and the beauty that comes from as writing comes from 

the moment captured of exquisiteness. 

 

 

 

—executive & art editor, Nicole McConnell 
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Spring creaks awake like a rusty gate hinge  

shaking earth from its slumber  

and causing life to bloom again . 
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nonfiction 
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nonfiction introduction 

 Often it is said that the truth is better than a lie. This, however, does not make truth 

merciful. Truth is frequently more stinging, biting, and exhausting than a lie. 

 Dealing with the truth is a rich and complex experience that is both haunting and 

inspiring. In the following pages, you will find three compelling pieces dealing with hope, 

tragedy, and human experience. Each of these works contains a truth that speaks to the reader 

through elegantly crafted prose packed with striking imagery. These pieces are such stark 

pictures of experience carefully wrought with raw emotion that they will move you. 

 I encourage this movement, this momentum will push the reader into an unfamiliar 

space. Embrace the push, travel with the authors as they take you through a roller coaster of 

emotion. I hope you enjoy these lovely works as much as I do. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
—nonfiction editor, Nicole Taylor 
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in the air 

Sarah Eshleman  

 

 If we can believe tree rings, the plaque says 
that the giant redwood, from which this cross sec-
tion was taken, germinated in AD 528, a thoroughly 
unremarkable year, according to Wikipedia, except 
for marking the birthday of this rather remarkable 
tree. 
 The relic slab is standing on its side along the 
way to my terminal, as if it rolled from Scotia, Cali-
fornia, to the second floor of the Cincinnati air-
port—a traveler like me, but stranded in the middle 
of a station connecting people from all points of 
the globe. I’m not sure why it’s here, except per-
haps to remind us. 
 The circles start at the center where a pebble 
of time dropped onto the wood. Extending out-
ward, century by century, the ripples run together, 
less individual years and more the tree’s sum of life. 
Shown here in polished wood are generations, mil-
lions of lives building civilizations, decimating for-
eign lands, facing new frontiers, warring among 
themselves, working together in peace, falling be-
neath division, rising to new heights together—
cycles as round as the rings on this tree.  

* 
 Over the revving engines, I can barely hear 
the flight attendant’s safety speech. But I’m sure 
she will say, “Be sure to secure your oxygen mask 
before helping children or other passengers with 
theirs.” I remember this instruction from previous 
flights because it remarkably reconciles everything 
mean and noble in our society. 
 “Save yourself,” says the narcissist. 
 “Save others,” says the saint. 
 “Save yourself so you can save others,” says 
the flight attendant. 
 We’re rising. The sky, it seems, has no history, 
it is more or less the same from age to age. Though 
my ETA in Orlando is 2 p.m., for now, I am a woman 
without a past, without a future—suspended in a 
timeless space. 
 When houses become game pieces, and the 
blood returns to my knuckles, the pilot takes us 
higher. 
 The Big Sky theory assumes that the sky is so 
large that no two planes could collide. Have you 
looked out a plane window at 40,000 feet and seen 
another aircraft? Ever spotted anything but the 
wispy sea and your reflection on the thin layers of 
plastic? Ever gazed into the somber vastness of the 
heavens, forgetting the earth and all that therein is? 
 Now we can see nothing through a haze of 
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vapors. There is nothing above me but more clouds, 
beneath me no earth, around me no landmarks. 
Nowhere to land and nothing to do but fall. 

 Is this what the Creator saw when He divided 
the waters from the sky, holding the planet of 
swirled vapor like a marble in his hand? I am here 
before Adam, before Eve, before the first breath of 
life—in the beginning with cosmic silence throbbing 
in my ears while God decides what’s next. 

* 
 In a moment, I’m launched through time, mil-
lennia streaking by my window, brought back to 
this plane cabin to be with the company God chose 
to keep. 
 The baby four rows behind me cries. The man 
in front of me coughs. The woman beside me 
yawns. Two pilots I’ve never seen set us back on 
earth, heaving a sigh of relief. 
 Together we rose in the air, together we’ll 
land, together we’ll disembark and breathe. 
 I had almost forgotten. 
 How much did the redwood give in its life, 
year by year taking in carbon dioxide, giving out   
oxygen. Taking and giving. Taking to give.  
 This is life, to breathe and give breath. 
 The circles remind me, I am not alone. 
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the “accident” 

Cynthia Scott Wandler 

 

 It’s only 8 o’clock but I am in bed already. I 
think I’m getting the flu. I endured my husband’s 
staff Christmas dinner and now, babysitter dis-
missed, he is putting the kids to bed so I can sleep. 
Warm in my flannel pajamas, I am finally relaxing 
beyond the tummy ache and body aches, just drift-
ing off when the phone rings. Claude opens the 
door to our room, surprising me. He comes over to 
the bed, phone in hand. “Cole and Luke have been 
in an accident,” he says. 
 I imagine my brother-in-law Luke and my 
cousin in the backseat of a police car on St. Albert 
Trail, filling out statements while they wait for one 
of us to come pick them up, Cole’s car up ahead, a 
fender bender. Or maybe they hit the ditch. I can 
see them illuminated by the headlights of a 
passerby who has pulled over to help, whirling 
snowflakes black in the beams of light. They walk 
out of the snowy ditch along the tire tracks, wear-
ing jeans and runners, hands fisted in their pockets, 
heads bare, breath looming around them in clouds. 
The car is sideways behind them, snow packed 
against the trunk of the car, stark trees behind it sil-

houetted against the softer darkness of the starred 
night sky. The driver who saw it happen and has 
pulled over asks if they need a cell phone. Or may-
be the accident was more serious than that? 
 Claude will go over to my sister Elizabeth’s 
and wait with her for further news. This makes the 
most sense: he has first responder training, is calm-
er in an emergency than me. I push back the blan-
kets and get up to put the kids to bed after all. 

Later, I sit on the couch waiting. The house is dark 
except for the light from the lamp on the end table, 
once Grandma’s lamp, now mine: colored glass 
base, blue flowing into green, dangling beads. I still 
don’t know anything other than that they’ve been 
in an accident. The phone rings.  It is my husband. 
Cole has been sent to hospital by ground ambu-
lance. Luke has been airlifted.. 

* 
 Cole slid into the seat beside Luke and buck-
led his belt. Thinking about ice fishing, he put the 
vehicle in gear and pulled out of the coal mine 
parking lot. 
 “So, are we gonna go out this weekend?” Cole 
asked.  
 “Ice fishing?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Sure, let me talk to Beth,” Luke said.  
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 “Let me know what she says—I really don’t 
want your kids to come. It’s too dangerous if we 
stay late and it gets dark. I wouldn’t want them to 
slip into one of the holes. That can happen you 
know.” 
 “Yeah, that’s fine,” said Luke. “I can take them 
another day. The baby’s too young still but I can 
take the other two one afternoon maybe.” 

 “That’s been a good spot for us, hey?” Cole 
saw snowflakes falling, the forecast was right, not 
that it was hard to predict snow at this time of the 
year. He flipped his wipers on low. 

* 
 The phone rings again; it’s Mom this time, 
calling from my sister’s where she is now 
babysitting, Beth and Claude on their way to the 
hospital to meet the helicopter and the news it car-
ries. 
  “Well aren’t you coming over?” she says.  
 “Noooo…”   
 “You realize we could be losing Luke tonight.”   
 My body is a bell, her words the clapper, re-
verberating deep within me. I knew it was serious 
but I hadn’t thought about it that way yet. I feel like 
a child again, naïve, not privy to the goings-on of 
the adult world. 
 “The kids are asleep,” I answer stupidly. Then, 

processing: “And I have no way of getting them 
there.” Our van, with the car seats in it, is in front 
of the house Mom is phoning me from; it’s how 
Claude got there. I make sure she will call me as 
soon as she hears anything.   
 I phone Cole’s sister next, she like another 
sister to me, to make sure she and her mom know. I 
quickly process whether everyone who should be 
told with a phone call knows and then I post on Fa-
cebook. We have a big, close family and lots of 
friends: too many to call right now. 
 Facebook pings a message at me right away. 
It’s Luke’s son Grant, online from Newfoundland.  
Shit—oh shit!—he was the one person I hadn’t 
thought about.   
  
 I just saw ur status now, is it about dad?   
 Are you at home? I type. Are your grandpar-
ents with you?  
 yeah 
 K, calling you right now. 
 
 I call, tell the 17-year-old on speaker phone 
that his dad has been in a car accident on the other 
side of the country and is being airlifted to the  
hospital.   
 As people begin to phone and text me for  
updates, the world does not exist past the   
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illumination of this lamp. It’s like when one of the 
kids is feverish and uncomfortable in the middle of 
the night and I hold her on the couch within this 
haven of light, stroking her forehead, silently urging 
her to sleep. Or when my husband is away at work 
overnight and I keep this light on, a beacon against 
all things undesirable, such as bumps in the night. 
The messages continue to come, and I continue to 
reply, although I know nothing new. But I am an in-
formation disseminator and I am good at it.   

* 
 “So, we should go Christmas shopping to-
gether for the girls,” Cole said, turning the radio 
down.  “If you’re getting Beth a charm for her 
bracelet, we could go together because that’s what 
I’m getting Krystal. She wants that new limited edi-
tion one, a pink rose or something.” 
 “Yeah, we could. I have to shop for the kids, 
too. I don’t know what we’re getting for the baby.  
Beth will probably figure that one out. The other 
two kids want bikes. Those things are expensive by 
the time you get helmets and training wheels, and 
they’ll probably want baskets on the front and 
bells. But if they really want bikes, we’ll get them. 
We’re still saving up to re-shingle the roof though.” 
 “Have you been getting enough overtime?” 
asked Cole. “I heard that Bob’s been getting a lot of 

shifts—people are starting to get pissed off.” 
 “Ah well, I’m getting enough, I don’t need to 
make a big deal about it. So, you going to go to 
Scott’s funeral?” asked Luke. 
 “Probably—we’ve worked with the guy for a 
year now. That was pretty decent of you to give 
that geode to his wife.” 
 “Yeah, well, look at that! What are the chanc-
es that I would turn a geode up with the digger and 
the guy was already dead in a car accident and we 
just didn’t know it yet? He was looking for one of 
those as long as he worked there.” 
 “I wonder how much that thing is worth?” 
 “I dunno.”  

 * 

 Claude phones back with details about the 
accident although he has no update about our men 
yet. What he tells me reminds me that first re-
sponders don’t call vehicle accidents “accidents” 
anymore, they call them “collisions” because they 
aren’t necessarily accidents; often someone is cer-
tainly at fault.   
 I picture Luke and Beth’s three children, 
asleep right now: crescent eyelashes dark against 
smooth cheeks, little puffs of toothpaste breath, 
sleeping children a quiet opportunity  for gazing 
upon, marveling at. They are five, three, and seven 
and a half months old. The baby is still 
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breastfeeding, for pity’s sake. How’s that going to 
work, with my sister at the hospital? The baby has 
never taken a bottle before, refused it last week 
while I babysat for a couple of hours. How uncom-
fortable will my sister be by morning? No matter 
the emergency, certain human conditions demand 
attention: the need to pee, poop, puke. To relieve 
engorged and leaking breasts. And what of my 
Newfie nephew as I teasingly call him, who talks 
with his dad every week and comes to visit every 
summer? I cannot believe someone has done this 
to Cole and Luke, cannot believe my nieces and 
nephews may be waking up to a dead father. 
As my husband continues to talk, I imagine Cole 
and Luke in the car, crushed, helpless.   

* 
 Cole feels someone’s hands supporting his 
neck, preventing him from moving. “Don’t worry 
buddy, help is on the way.” He opens his eyes, 
swivels them right, tries to see Luke. But his right 
eye is filled with blood from the cut on his forehead 
he doesn’t yet know he has. He can’t see Luke at 
all.   
 “Luke,” he says.  No answer. 

* 
 I lay on the couch in my pajamas, the ones 
Beth bought me, still sick, feeling sicker. I stare at 

the ceiling, think about the day. I had spent the 
afternoon weeping on and off, absorbed in CNN 
and the horror of a shooting at Sandy Hook Ele-
mentary School that morning in the States. I knew I 
should be working from my home office instead of 
standing in front of the TV but first I wanted to 
know who had shot at these children? Why? Was 
this person still alive? On the loose? So I’d sat 
down.  How many people had been hurt?  How 
many children? It was a K-4 school, for crying out 
loud.    
 Within two hours, numbers had started com-
ing in. There had been fatalities. Children, some 
staff. Mostly children.   
 I had finally dragged myself away from the TV, 
blinking at the passing of the afternoon, shutting it 
off before picking the kids up from school.  
 I resist the urge to call Beth or Claude—They’ll 
call when they know something!—and think instead 
of gopher hunting with Cole when we were kids. 
Every weekend we sat in the pasture, orange bail-
ing twine looped into a noose and carefully placed 
over a gopher hole. The sun warmed our backs as 
we hunched over our end of twine trailing away 
from it. Slowly, slowly, the gopher would poke its 
head up. I would look over to where Cole was 
sitting, his posture a copycat image of mine, and 
gesture with my chin, showing him it was almost  
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time. Then the gopher’s head would be all the way 
out of its hole, finally that thin neck in the right 
spot, and I would yank my string backwards, 
wrenching the gopher from its home. I would feel it 
struggling against my string and Cole would drop 
his to stand up and come running over. When my 
adrenaline ebbed and I began to feel sorry for the 
gopher, it was Cole who would capture it gently be-
tween his hands and risk being bitten to ease the 
noose off and set the gopher free again. 

* 
 As Cole waits for the ambulance, people are 
milling around under the street lights at the side of 
the road, talking on cell phones. Cole is pale be-
neath his freckles and the blood on his face looks 
black in the alternating red and blue strobe lights. 
Droplets of blood cling to the eyelashes of his left 
eye where they are starting to form crusts, like the 
sleep in morning eyes, but red, foreboding. Later, a 
firefighter will notice these blood droplets on Cole’s 
eyelashes and be amazed; he has never seen blood 
cling to eyelashes like that before. 
 The car is no longer a heated people contain-
er. It has been rent and torn, and the winter wind is 
swirling in to take up residence. Cole is freezing, 
has never known such cold, will never be warm 
again. His feet are prickling like when he’s been 

snowshoeing too long and his lips are no longer 
pink, now a worrying shade of not-quite-healthy-
looking, warning calls from his body he is helpless 
to answer. He wants to tuck his left hand under his 
thigh, to try and warm it. He moves carefully be-
cause he does not know whether his body will co-
operate, what he will hurt if he tries to move. 
Left hand tucked now, he tries to move his right 
hand. He can feel pressure against his arm and is 
not sure why. What he doesn’t know is the entire 
console has been shoved up against him and Luke 
is now as close to him as a new lover. Cole shifts 
his right hand and his broken ribs grind then begin 
wailing to him, a keening lament he wishes he had 
never heard, one whose melody will haunt his wak-
ing and resting hours in the months to come, if he 
survives that long.  
Cole flicks his eyes toward Luke again, tries to see 
him without moving his head. Instead, he hears 
him. 
“I can’t feel my legs.” 

* 
 So, do you think you and Krystal will ever 
have kids?” Luke asked. 
 “I don’t know,” Cole said. “She already has her 
daughters. I think it would be weird for her to start 
all over again with the other two already moved  
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out. But I know that if I said yes, she would have 
another baby. Maybe I should just go for it.” He 
reached down and turned the heat up a bit. 
 “You think those wigglers of yours have what 
it takes?” 
 “My wiggler’s bigger than your wiggler and 
you managed it, buddy.” 
 Luke laughed. “Speaking of wigglers, I’ve got a 
fishing joke for you. This Newfie’s going ice fishing. 
He starts to drill a hole with his auger when a loud 
voice says, "There’s no fish down there!" So, he 
stops drilling and moves a little ways and starts to 
drill again. Then the same voice says again, "There’s 
no fish down there!" So, he moves a little further 
and is gonna drill again, but the voice says again, 
 "There’s no fish down there!" The Newfie 
looks around and says, "Who are you anyways? 
God?" And the voice says, "No, I’m the arena man-
ager!" 
 “You told me that one before,” Cole said, 
laughing anyway. 
 “Yeah, but it’s good, innit?”  

* 
 I lay within my protective light, but in my 
mind, I’m at a crosswalk. Beth and I are walking to 
work and she is telling me about her date last night. 
He was so shy, this Luke, and after supper all they 
did was walk the mall, but he was funny, making 

jokes about the mannequins. She tested him with a 
few Newfie jokes and he laughed right along with 
her, his accent making his own Newfie jokes more 
authentic. “He is the rugged sensitive man’s man 
I’ve always been looking for,” she said, and with 
those words I knew he was the one, and I was right. 
We had danced and laughed so hard at their wed-
ding and our mom and his had giggled together all 
night, hitting it off as though they were long lost 
friends reunited although they’d only just met, 
coming together from opposite sides of the country 
to celebrate their children’s love.   
 Beth had looked like a queen that day, regal 
and beautiful beside her military man in his dress 
uniform. They had already endured months of sepa-
ration while Luke was away on a posting, he pro-
posing as soon as he returned. They couldn’t know 
then how the next posting would challenge them, 
she pregnant with their first child when he was 
called to serve away again.  Their daughter was 
three months old before he met her, the man Beth 
had kissed good-bye before Afghanistan replaced 
by this one, the only father their children would 
know but not the man she had married. 
 Years of counselling followed to target his 
post-traumatic stress disorder, his ranked among 
the highest rating  the military gives out. Three 
years in, Beth was asking the preschool teacher to 
avoid putting happy face stickers on school work,  



24 

happy faces the warped insignia on the land mines 
that had killed her husband’s comrades, the sight 
of which even on school work would trigger his 
PTSD. Luke spent hours, days, weeks, years work-
ing in the garage, avoided stores because crowds 
and people of a visible minority made his muscles 
tighten and his anger flare. He stayed home with 
earplugs in while Beth, my husband and I took our 
kids to the summer fireworks in town, mosquitoes 
buzzing at our car windows while the kids squealed 
in our laps. There were the darker moments too, 
the ones my sister only hinted at when she 
phoned, times when she said things like, “I went 
out to the garage to call Luke in for bed and I didn’t 
mean to scare him, but I did.  He grabbed a ham-
mer, but it still took him a minute to put it down, 
even after he realized it was me.” 
 Then finally, light. Luke began to make jokes 
again, stuck around after supper for a game of crib 
once in a while instead of always disappearing into 
the garage. He had resigned from the military three 
days after he returned, went to work at the mine, 
and had gotten Cole his job there. They carpooled 
because of the distance, a 45-minute commute 
each way. I asked Luke once whether he found 
driving heavy equipment boring; he was clever 
with his hands after all, always building something, 
always problem-solving, successful at it. “No,” he 

told me, “nobody tells me what to do and I like that 
it’s repetitive. I don’t have to think.” 

 Now this collision, a sure PTSD reset, after all 
the work they’ve done. If he is still alive.   

* 
 “Are we going to stop to pick up those 
Christmas turkeys tonight with those work vouch-
ers or should we just go home?” Cole asked, pulling 
into the city. 
 “It’s out of your way tonight,” said Luke. “We 
can pick them up after fishing this weekend.” 
 Cole advanced into the intersection on the 
green light to make his left turn. The light went yel-
low and a truck drove through the intersection an-
yway. 

 “Asshole!” said Cole. He looked ahead again, 
eased off the brake, pushed on the gas. The car 
started forward and that’s when the second truck 
hit them, the truck that came out of nowhere, that 
ran the light which four witnesses would later state 
was red, the truck that spun their car four times 
before the car hit a snowbank and stopped. 

* 
While Cole is sitting and freezing, trying to get a 
look at Luke, Luke is bleeding to death. The femur 
is the most dangerous bone to break because of  
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the blood you can lose. Luke’s femur has punched 
through his skin, ripped his thigh on its bone-
turned-sawtooth-knife edge. His pants are absorb-
ing some of the blood but can’t possibly absorb all 
of it. It collects along the bottom edge of his jeans, 
droplet by quivering droplet, coalescing until the 
weight of the blood is too heavy. Then it drips into 
his new running shoes, pooling. 
 The first responders have arrived—they will 
have to peel the vehicle off the men. The Jaws of 
Life work only enough for them to extricate Cole 
though and he is hefted into a land ambulance.   
 “Have you called my wife?” he asks.   
 “We’ll call her once we’re at the hospital,” a 
paramedic says. 
 “Call her,” he says, “call her. She’ll be worried. 
Please call her. Luke’s wife doesn’t know where he 
is either. Call my wife, call her.”   
 The paramedic relents, calls.   

* 
 I am in bed sick, drifting off to sleep. 

* 
 “Okay buddy, Luke? Luke, you hear me? We 
have to cut the roof of the car off now. It’s going to 
get loud. You with me buddy?” 
 It takes them 30 minutes to do it. Luke 
doesn’t register any of it. In the cacophony of 

sounds that night, the sirens, the voices, the hum of 
unbroken vehicles which, unlike theirs, are driving 
by uninterrupted, all Luke hears is the soft whisper-
drag of someone’s coat when he leans over Luke’s 
seat after the roof is finally off and the whup-whup
-whup of the helicopter blades later as he is lifted 
above the traffic into the sky.    

* 
 The phone rings. I have fallen asleep on the 
couch so I sit up, shifti ng away from the lamplight , 
and answer it. It is my sister. I stop breathing, afraid 
I won’t hear properly. Luke is still alive. I relax back 
into the light a bit. He has had x-rays and it is 
worse than they thought, worse than the nurse’s 
whispered prediction to Beth that his shoulder and 
arm are broken too, not only his leg.  Broken collar-
bone and shoulder blade, crushed pelvis. Broken 
femur, both bones broken in his forearm, two bro-
ken vertebrae, broken tailbone. He is getting stitch-
es in his forehead, needs surgery on his leg and his 
arm: they will thread the pieces of his broken bones 
onto titanium rods, like kids in daycare stringing 
macaroni noodles onto yarn.   
 Then Beth is laughing into the phone and I 
think she must be in shock, but she is laughing be-
cause of Luke. High on painkillers, he is telling inap-
propriate jokes to the nurses: What did the canni-
bal do after he dumped his girlfriend? Wiped his 
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ass.   
 She has news of Cole also. Broken ribs, bro-
ken pelvis, bruised lungs and liver, but alive too. No 
paralysis for either of them, at least not at this 
point. Something to be thankful for today. 

* 
 The next day, I see a newspaper photo of the 
collision scene, a man crouching on the road, backlit 
by headlights, an RCMP officer standing looking 
down at him. Part of the crumpled, roofless car is 
visible at the right edge of the photograph, no long-
er the main attraction.   
 “Do you think that’s the driver that hit them?” 
I ask Beth of the man referred to only as a 
“passerby” in the newspaper tagline. 
 “No way,” she says. “We passed the collision 
scene that night—we saw that guy’s truck. The en-
gine block was pushed right into the cab—there’s 
no way he walked away from that.” 
 Except that he did. We learn later that the 
man in the photo was indeed the driver of the red 
truck. The driver who hit them walked away un-
harmed. Not that we wished him injury, but if 
somebody had to be hurt, shouldn’t it have been 
him? Why does it seem like the person who caused 
the collision is always the one to walk away? 
 Also in the news is more about the Sandy 
Hook Elementary shooting. Twenty-six people 

dead, plus the shooter and his mom. Twenty chil-
dren. Jack, Charlotte, Noah, Ana, Jesse… 
 Newspaper images register the tragedy in mi-
crodots. There is a young woman with beautiful, 
long hair beside an ambulance, holding a cell phone 
up to her ear. Her eyebrows and eyes crumple 
downward as, mouth wedged open by grief, she 
wails soundlessly into the phone, her body bending 
forward at the waist under the weight of her an-
guish, the hand not   holding the phone over her 
heart, as though to hold it together inside her chest. 
Another photo, of a fire fighter placing a blanket 
over a little girl being held by a man, her skinny el-
bows jutting from around his neck, legs dangling at 
his sides, white tights inside shoes with plastic 
bows and elastic straps. Now an image of a police 
officer, head down, swiping her knuckles across her 
eyes, carrying half a dozen red roses in the other 
hand, captured with one leg raised as she steps to-
ward a makeshift memorial. 
 Social media reports indignation, outrage. 
Despair.    
 “That’s why I’m never having kids.”   
 “Should have shot himself first and saved 
everyone else.”   
 “What is this world coming to?”   
 I Like or Retweet most of the comments.   

 * 
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 It is three days after the collision, my second 
visit to see Luke. His hair stands in stiff curlicues as 
he rolls his head on the pillow to look my way when 
I enter. He has only had a wet washcloth run 
through his hair since he’s been here, after Beth 
picked glass out of his scalp, piece after piece, in 
the emergency room. The gashes in his forehead 
are crusty and black against his blue stitches. It 
feels awkward to see his hairy chest where the 
blanket is peeled away, electrodes nesting there. 
He still has coal dust under his nails from the mine; 
of course, he never got to shower after his shift like 
he usually does.  
 “Have you farted yet?” I ask. 
 “No,” he says. 
 The gas build-up in his stomach from days of 
not using the bathroom is causing him excruciating 
pain. He is the only person I have ever seen light his 
farts on fire, back in the days when we were a gig-
gling drunken foursome home at my and Claude’s 
place after the beer gardens. Later, when Luke and 
Beth had kids, he’d always let one rip and then 
blame one of them, grinning while I protested and 
my sister hid her smile. Now Luke has a tube up his 
nose, down his throat, and into his stomach to try 
to relieve some of the gas pain.   
 “I will never bug you about farting again,” I 
say, and show him the lighter I brought, my attempt 

at getting a smile. He just stares at me. 
 He can have apple juice today, the first thing 
with flavor since the collision. He cannot move his 
broken body properly to drink it out of the cup and 
finding him a straw becomes my life’s greatest pur-
pose. 
 A little while later, a nurse comes by to shave 
his face and I ask him if he would like privacy. He 
says no so I take pictures instead because I have 
never seen a nurse shave a patient before, nor has 
it occurred to me that nurses do. Wearing blue rub-
ber gloves, she swipes shaving cream on his right 
cheek and he closes his eyes as she pulls a red plas-
tic razor through his bristles. The rasping noise 
sounds so normal. His cheek finished now, eyes still 
closed, he arches his neck backward on the pillow 
to expose his throat to the razor as she leans over 
him. I put the camera down, uncomfortable with his 
vulnerability, moved by the intimacy of this stranger 
touching my brother-in-law’s face so he can feel 
more human.  
 When she is finished, the nurse nods at me 
when I thank her, ducking around the privacy cur-
tain on her way out. I keep my banter up and smile 
on until I leave an hour later, when I return to our 
van to clutch the steering wheel and cry, pieces of 
soggy Kleenex tucked in my hands. 



28 

* 
 Cole is home from the hospital in time for 
Christmas; Luke is not. We spend Christmas Day at 
the hospital: Mom and Dad, Claude and I, Beth, five 
kids between us aged seven and younger.  We wear 
festive sweaters, red blouses, drag snacks and gift 
bags to the fourth floor. Luke is in a bed in the cor-
ner; Beth had pinned garland and family photos to a 
bulletin board on the wall beside him, the foam or-
naments I’d made with their kids hanging from the 
push pins. Construction work is happening behind 
the wall at the head of his bed, air-nailer-staccato 
our Christmas carols. How does he sleep, I wonder, 
even with all those drugs in him? Does the air nailer 
stain his dreams with Taliban gunfire when he is 
asleep, pierce his mind when he is awake?   
 Luke is having a blood transfusion when we ar-
rive. I help the nurse hang a Christmas stocking she 
has brought to put over the blood bag on the IV 
stand so the kids won’t notice it as much.   
 The three-year-old climbs onto the bed beside 
Luke while Beth holds the baby, asleep. My husband 
is out walking the halls with their oldest child, who is 
freaked out by the tubes connecting her dad to ma-
chines; it is only her second visit to see him and she 
is only five. 
 Eventually, after a few turns of taking “Just a 
few steps farther!” into the room, she joins her 

brother on Daddy’s bed and it is time to open pre-
sents. Never enough chairs in a hospital room, 
Claude and I perch on the opposite hospital bed 
while Mom and Dad sit on chairs we’d brought in, 
holding our kids as we all watch the exchange.   

 Earlier, I had tucked the gift Luke had asked us 
to buy Beth beside him, just under his hospital blan-
ket. She tears up when he pulls it out and hands it to 
her, shaking her head because that is easier than 
speaking. Afterward, we crack jokes until the kids 
become too restless and it is time to go. Although 
he seemed okay at the time, in every photo I have of 
that Christmas in the hospital, Luke’s eyes are never 
quite focused on where he’s looking, never quite in 
the moment. 

* 
 I look up the Red-Truck-Driver on Facebook. 
While my brother-in-law was having his umpteenth 
blood transfusion, this guy was skiing in the moun-
tains: close-up selfies of mirrored goggles against 
ruddy cheeks with white snow and green pines in 
the background. I scroll through his statuses, back to 
the day of the collision. No mention of an accident, 
or being thankful to be alive, or being thankful he 
hadn’t killed anyone that night. I check out his Face-
book status every day after that, usually more than 
once. “Chugging some brewskies!”  and “Stuck in the 



29 

the Timmie’s drive thru, FML.” Luke’s status would 
have read: “Had solid food three days in a row 
now!”, Cole’s: “Took a step without the walker to-
day but had to hold on to the counter.”   
 I notice on Facebook that Red-Truck-Driver 
and I have a mutual friend. I run into her at the gro-
cery store one day. “You know that’s the guy who 
put Luke and Cole in the hospital, right?  So what 
kind of guy is he?” I ask her. “Looks like he has a lot 
of fun doing stuff - is he even sorry?” She unfriends 
me shortly afterward and the next time I try to get 
onto his Facebook page, I am blocked.   

* 
 As I scrub shampoo over my hair, I think of my 
nephew this morning. Beth and her kids have been 
staying at our house as we adults take turns be-
tween accompanying her to the hospital and 
babysitting. He was crying for his daddy. Mom tried 
to scoop him up to let Beth finish packing her lunch 
for the hospital but he was too upset, Grandma’s 
magical soothing powers fizzling against his child’s 
pure emotions.   
 Beth squatted down in front of him, pulling 
him into a hug despite his resistance. 
 My compassion curled through the air toward 
my sister, all business as she squatted down to hug 
her son, explaining she knew he missed daddy and 
he would be able to see him soon. 

 I clean my nails, then lather my legs for shav-
ing. Growing up, more than I’d wanted to be a 
dancer and actress, more than I’d wanted to be a 
teacher, I’d wanted to be a mother. I will sew all my 
children’s clothes and volunteer at school, I’d 
thought. When they bike through the mud, I will 
not yell at them about having to do laundry, I’d 
thought, and I will encourage their curiosity and be 
amazed at the wondrous little beings they are.   
 After I was married, I reconsidered. Since my 
earlier days of wanting to be a mother, I had had 
years to watch the evening news, years to become 
jaded. Did I really want to bring a child into this 
world? To face terrorism, discrimination, violence? 
While I was reconsidering, I got a positive pee stick. 
What had we done?  

* 
 I am out doing errands, rushing because I 
want to stop by Luke and Beth’s to shovel their 
walk before she gets home from the hospital and 
before I pick my kids up from school. I return to the 
van from the post office, yank on my toque and 
gloves, then head over to their house. I hope the 
shovel is by the front door; the gate to the back 
yard always sticks. I pull up to the curb and see 
someone has been there before me—the sidewalk 
and path all the way up to the front door have al-
ready been cleared.  
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 I get back in the van and flip through the mail. 
There’s an envelope from someone I went to high 
school with; we were friends then but not close 
enough to maintain it much all these years later.  I 
followed her blog though; had she mailed me 
something she was promoting? Inside, there is a 
smaller envelope addressed to Beth and Luke. I run 
it up to the house and slip it into the mailbox be-
fore leaving. 
 A few days later at Beth and Luke’s, I see the 
envelope clipped to Beth’s calendar, a reminder to 
herself to send a thank you card. Behind it is a 
note: “I know we’ve never met but I went to high 
school with your sister and I can’t stop thinking of 
you and your family. Please accept this gift card 
from us, it’s the best way we can think of to help 
right now. You are in our thoughts, Brook.” There is 
a grocery gift card attached behind it. 

* 
 I update and monitor Luke’s Facebook page 
daily to make sure people are being kept in the 
loop—it’s something I can do while Beth fills out 
shifting piles of paperwork in Luke’s hospital room 
as he dozes. A cousin of Luke’s, hours north of 
where we live, asks if she can do anything.  I mes-
sage her privately to say Beth and the kids could 
use meals. She contacts a local company that preps 
meals for people and orders some. A couple days 

later, Claude brings them home, two whole boxes 
of healthy, pre-packaged meals to store in their 
freezer. They replenish the space most recently oc-
cupied by at least a dozen other meals which have 
already been brought by others and eaten.  
 A local radio station has heard about Luke: 
that he is a war vet, that he has three young chil-
dren, that he spent Christmas in the hospital. They 
phone me to tell me they are going to give Beth 
and Luke some money in their annual Pay-It-
Forward campaign. Beth is at the hospital when we 
phone her live on the air to tell her. She thinks, at 
first, I have called the radio station and asked them 
to cheer her up—she thinks she is participating in 
some trivia game. When she realizes why we’re ac-
tually calling, she says, “Are you for real?” Then, 
teary laughter, “Is this real?”   
 “Yes,” the on-air host tells her, “it’s real, Beth.”   
 “Thank you,” she whispers from the waiting 
room.  

* 
 Luke decides he will walk out of the hospital 
on Feb. 14th, two months to the day after the colli-
sion, a Valentine’s Day gift for his family. As the day 
for lovers oozes closer, it is clear he will not be 
leaving the hospital by the 14th, let alone walking 
out of it. In fact, when it is time for him to come  
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home, it is a month after he’d planned to and he’s 
still not walking. Because she doesn’t have enough 
to do already, caring for three children around days 
spent at the hospital, filling out claim forms, re-
membering to swipe deodorant on because she 
hasn’t had time to shower, and chasing down doc-
tors who have left their parts of the insurance 
forms incomplete while she has bills to pay and no 
money coming in, Beth begins outfitting their 
house for a wheelchair. She takes measurements, 
learns their doorways are different sizes. Debates 
between installing a permanent or temporary hand-
rail in the bathroom. Tries to figure out how she will 
pay for a wheelchair ramp to be built up to the 
house. 
 As I am polling people I know to see whether 
anyone has access to discount supplies and labor, 
Beth calls to tell me a friend from high school has 
phoned her to say he works for a construction 
company and will donate his time to build the 
ramp. He also tells her he will talk to his boss about 
donating the lumber. 
 On the day of ramp construction, I pull up to 
drop something off for Beth. The treated 2x6s 
stacked under the pine tree in the front yard don’t 
belong there; it is both an announcement and a re-
ality check. Then again, the men building the ramp 
don’t belong there either, but they’re still there, 

aren’t they? 

* 
 It has been half a year since the Sandy Hook 
killings, a significant milestone what with the 
school year coming to an end. “Six months since 
Sandy Hook” and “Sandy Hook mum’s gun law 
vow” are the latest headlines as newspapers and 
news channels revisit the tragedy, interviewing 
grey couples on their couches at home, seeking the 
opinions of psychological profilers and retired po-
lice officers as they regurgitate and over-analyze 
the stories of six months ago. A round of conspiracy 
theories circulates on the Internet, people sug-
gesting the Sandy Hook killings were a covert gov-
ernment operation to advance gun control legisla-
tion. 
 Also, there is still indignation, outrage. Des-
pair.  
 “We never had to practice lockdown drills at 
school in my day.”   
 “Every time I see this mass murderer's face, I 
want to vomit. There are no excuses for what this 
coward did.”  
 “People can do the most horrendous things. 
Just when you think they can't get 
worse...someone proves that they can.”  
 But there is another tone of comment entire-
ly, one I missed six months ago, although posts in  
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that vein certainly date back to then. “Instead of fo-
cusing on the person who did the hurting, I choose 
to focus on all the people who came to help.” As I 
read more comments, I realize the first one seems 
to be an echo of a statement by Mr. Rogers, the re-
tired children’s TV host, which says: "When I was a 
boy and I would see scary things in the news, my 
mother would say to me, ‘Look for the helpers. You 
will always find people who are helping.’ To this 
day, especially in times of disaster, I remember my 
mother's words and I am always comforted by real-
izing that there are still so many helpers – so many 
caring people in this world."   
 Although church elders have gone to visit 
him, Luke has not attended any church services at 
the hospital nor does he attend after he gets home, 
still in his wheelchair. It is six months after the colli-
sion when he returns to church, the wooden rod he 
is clutching supporting the metal one in his leg.  
Luke goes about getting to his seat the same way 
he always does, along the side of the church in-
stead of down the center aisle. But this time the 
entire congregation rises around him, applauding 
his return, the wave of clapping rising upward, a 
different type of worship to God that morning than 
the usual singing.    
 After the service, Beth goes to pay for the up-
coming women’s retreat. She has weighed the 

monetary cost against the spiritual one and alt-
hough she is worried they can’t really afford it, she 
knows she needs the dedicated time for reflection 
and to renew her faith. She opens her wallet and 
tugs out the three twenties. She is passing them to 
the secretary when the secretary pushes her hand 
back. “Someone has already paid for you, Beth.”  
Beth lowers her head. When she looks up again, 
the wetness in her eyes only makes them look 
brighter and more beautiful.   
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what i heard at the 

flight 93 memorial 

Sarah Eshleman  
 
 
 
 My best friend Laura and I stumbled upon 
Shanksville, Pennsylvania, one afternoon in April on 
our way back from visiting family in Maryland. 
We’re still not sure if we took a wrong exit, or if the 
GPS arbitrarily rerouted us through the Alleghenies, 
but the view was lovely. Fields and rolling moun-
tains, little farmhouses and back roads; it was the 
least likely place for a destination. 
 While still trying to figure out exactly where 
we were, we passed a brown state park sign an-
nouncing, “Flight 93 National Memorial Ahead.” 
 After several moments, the details converged 
in my mind: Pennsylvania. Flight 93. September 11. 
“Let’s go back,” I said. 

* 
 Last fall at my parents’ house, I rummaged 
through some old college and high school memora-
bilia—ticket stubs, journals, best friend bracelets, 
stuffed animals, bookmarks, pictures, and a weird 
cat tapestry—once significant things that had shriv-

eled in my memory like the dead bugs in the 
bottom of the box. My sister and mom watched as I 
stuffed junk in a trash bag and stacked things to 
salvage. 
 After a while, my brother-in-law poked his 
head in the kitchen from the living room where 
he’d been watching TV. “Hey, they just caught the 
Superbike murderer.” 
 “Who’s that?” I asked. 
 “A guy who killed four people at a motorcycle 
shop in the early 2000s,” my sister explained. 
 Throwing a melted frog candle in the trash 
bag, I asked, “How did I never hear about that?” 
 My sister, never one to shrink from the raw 
truth, stated, “Well, that was in your early teen 
years—back when you were only thinking about 
yourself.” 
 It was a fair enough point. My teen years had 
largely consisted of me jotting down stories and 
poems in notebooks, researching World War II his-
tory for a novel that still sits unfinished, or day-
dreaming at windows. Often trapped in the con-
fines of my self-made, idyllic reality. 
 Looking back now, I don’t recall the details of 
much outside my own little world at that time. But 
with striking clarity I do remember one day—a date 
so infamous we know it by cold numbers: 9/11. 

* 
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The sun settled on the carpet like powder, with leaf 
shadows trembling in the morning breeze, as I com-
pleted my homeschool math assignment. The 
phone rang once in the kitchen. A few minutes lat-
er, it rang again. When I heard a third call come in, I 
went to investigate. 
 Still on the phone with the latest caller, Mom 
placed a hand over the mouthpiece and whispered, 
“Somebody flew a plane into the Twin Towers.” 
 A little over a year earlier the news would 
have meant nothing to me. But just that August I 
had visited the World Trade Center, paid the 
$11.00 fare, rode in the elevator with more buttons 
than I had ever imagined, and stepped onto the ob-
servation deck to see more of the world than I had 
ever surveyed. I could hardly comprehend the tow-
ers’ height; I surely couldn’t comprehend their terri-
ble fall. I don’t even know that I tried. 
 I spent the next months and years avoiding 
any stories or conversations about 9/11. I changed 
channels, turned up music, buried my face in a 
book, and typed faster. I descended deeper into my 
own stories and poems and fears. Forgetting the 
smoking towers, the rubble, the flames, the falling 
people—the tremor in my mom’s voice when she 
told me the news. Fearing I might shatter if I faced 
this real world, I refused to absorb the horror these 
people had endured. 

 I’ve often wished to remember what I did on 
September 10—the night before the world 
changed. The last night. That’s what the terrorists 
called their plan: The Last Night. Copies of this 
plan—giving detailed instructions for the day of the 
attack—were recovered from the terrorists’ cars, 
and a suitcase that didn’t make it on the plane, and 
one damaged version was found at the Flight 93 
crash site. It was the last night before crushed met-
al and lives, before burning buildings and raging 
war, before debilitating division and fear. 
 It was an almost seamless plan. But there was 
one thing the terrorists didn’t foresee, something 
so tragically glorious that they, in their hate-twisted 
minds, could never have fathomed: a field in Penn-
sylvania. 

* 
 Traveling the long, somber road was like driv-
ing toward death, toward the past I had never con-
fronted. I tried to imagine the land as only a field 
before the concrete and fences and signs. The first 
sign along the road to the right labeled the horizon, 
the mountains and the placid row of houses over 
which the 757 descended in its final minutes aloft. 
 We passed the visitor center and followed the 
signs until we ran out of road in a parking lot and 
stepped out. Mammoth dandelions sprouted all 
around, too cheery a greeting for what we had  
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come to see.  
 More signs outlined the story, and another 
displayed rows of faces and names—people I’d nev-
er thought of as individuals. Yet here they were, 
staring me in the face—their eyes and names and 
hometowns and ages. From California and New Jer-
sey to North Carolina and Hawaii, they had gath-
ered from across the United States to fulfill their 
time and place in history. 
 According to one of the signs, witnesses re-
ported that the sky glistened with metal and debris 
that morning after the crash. But today there were 
only gray clouds threatening rain, so we continued 
on the walkway, which ran along the northern edge 
of the crash site and debris field. 
 Several hundred feet away, a boulder marked 
the point of impact. In the background stood a jag-
ged grove of hemlock trees, still bearing the marks 
of the crash. 
 At the end of the walkway waited the wall of 
names. Though from a distance it had appeared to 
be one continuous marble slab, up close the wall 
was really a succession of separate slabs, each 
bearing a chiseled name. A sign explained that the 
design honored the individuality of each victim’s 
sacrifice and the unity of their last efforts. 
 “We need to go.” Laura nudged me. The rain 
had started, and we still had to stop at the visitor 

center at the top of the hill to see the other exhib-
its. 

 We turned from the wall and sprinted back to 
the car, to the dandelions bobbing in the rain. 

* 
 The solemnity in the visitor center was palpa-
ble, like walking into a funeral parlor where, after 
16 years, the bodies of the crew and passengers 
might still be laid out for viewing. Other visitors 
stood soberly before cases holding artifacts from 
the crash, personal belongings of the victims, me-
mentos of the year, and signs telling the account  
minute by minute. 
 I stuffed my hands in my pockets and milled 
about, trying to hide my vulnerability and silent 
horror. This wasn’t a Pearl Harbor exhibit, or Revo-
lutionary battlefield, or a museum at Harper’s Ferry. 
We weren’t mere visitors shaking our heads in shal-
low pity, removed safely from the atrocities of his-
tory by the shatterproof glass of time. This was an 
event through which we had lived—an event that 
still lived in us. 
 The next exhibit resembled the back of an air-
plane seat with phone handsets. And I immediately 
understood its purpose. Visitors held the phones to 
their ears, stifling sobs and sniffing into tissues. 
 Most parts of history left us letters; 9/11 left  
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us voices. This exhibit offered not re-enactors read-
ing a script set to sound effects, but the actual 
characters, in all their raw fear and unrehearsed 
panic, sending their last words to those they loved. 
 My stomach tightened as it did those months 
after the attack when someone mentioned the rub-
ble. When the TV flashed scenes of the missing 
persons posters, the photos of people falling, the 
footage of planes colliding with glass and metal and 
souls. The stories of the stairwell encounters, the 
heroes running in and victims running out, the 
courage and chaos. 
 For a moment, I stood frozen, unsure of 
whether I could listen—afraid to somehow hear 
their indictment on my disregard for their stories or 
to glimpse a shadow of future suffering. I had 
looked in their eyes, but I just couldn’t listen to 
their voices. 
 Fortunately, the exhibit was in full use, and in 
relief I slinked by it. But then one of the visitors 
hung up the phone and walked away. I had no ex-
cuse, no good reason to pass by that empty phone. 
 It seemed like a chance to redeem myself, to 
expunge my guilt. After all, I’d come so far, right to 
their final resting place. I now knew their names; I 
owed them this listen. 
 So, I stepped up to the exhibit. 
 A warning was printed above the handset: 

“Please be advised that these recordings include 
content of a sensitive nature.” It might as well have 
said, “Once you lift the receiver, you won’t be the 
same. You will forever carry with you their last 
words.” 
 Slowly, I lifted the receiver and for the first 
time listened to September 11. 
 The first voice, flight attendant CeeCee Lyles, 
sounded calm, as if on-the-job training had pre-
pared her for such a moment, as if long ago she had 
resigned to going down with her airship. “Baby, you 
have to listen to me carefully,” she spoke to her 
husband on the answering machine. “I’m on a plane 
that’s been hijacked. I’m calling from the plane. I 
want to tell you I love you. Please tell my children 
that I love them very much, and I’m so sorry, babe.” 
She apologized with a sigh, as if she would merely 
be late getting home. It sounded like guilt, like an 
apology to us all for what we would have to bear. “I 
hope I’ll see your face again.” 
 The first tear streamed down my cheek. 
 The next voice, Linda Gronlund, started calm-
ly leaving a message for her sister. “I only have a 
minute. I’m on United 93. It’s been hijacked by ter-
rorists.” The longer she talked, the more earnest 
she sounded as she gave the combination to her 
safe and detailed instructions for after her death, 
much like digging her own grave. 
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I nearly hung up the phone, unable to process 
the sadness. But the third message started before I 
could act. This was Lauren Catuzzi Grandcolas, the 
one whose marble slab on the wall held a faint en-
graving beside her name: “and unborn child.” On 
the answering machine to her husband, she said 
quite tranquility, “Sweetie, pick up the phone if you 
can hear me. [A pause.] OK, I love you. There’s a 
little problem with the plane. I’m fine and comforta-
ble for now.” 
 And that was the end. 
 I struggled to breathe as I hung up the receiv-
er and stepped away with my face down. I’d run 
from their story for so long. “We will never forget,” 
the nation still declares on September 11. But I had 
forgotten—in fact I had never remembered in the 
first place. But standing there shuddering with 
sobs, I grieved for a tragedy that the rest of Ameri-
ca had mourned 16 years before. 
 They weren’t just 40 passengers riding the 
plane to their fate. They huddled and plotted. They 
voted among themselves, using their freedom of 
democracy to decide whether to retaliate, to volun-
tarily sacrifice their lives so they might at least save 
others. They called their loved ones with last items 
of business, last assurances of love. And then they 
used what they had—food carts and hot water and 
broken glass—to attack their attackers. Perhaps self

-preservation made them move, perhaps self-
sacrifice. Many remember them as patriots. 
 But that April day, I simply remembered them. 
 The mountains watched that September 
Tuesday morning, with the hemlock grove and dan-
delions, witnesses to their last full measure of de-
votion. So we mark that place. But as Abraham Lin-
coln recognized in another field over 150 years ago, 
the place cannot adequately honor their sacrifice. 
 We cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, 
we cannot hallow this ground. The brave men . . . 
who struggled here, have consecrated it far above 
our poor power to add or detract. It is for us the liv-
ing, rather, . . . to be here dedicated to the great 
task remaining before us—that from these honored 
dead we take increased devotion to that cause for 
which they gave the last full measure of devotion. 
 Their story is hidden away in a humble field 
outside an unassuming Pennsylvania town where 
they fulfilled their final duty; our duty is now to re-
member and honor them with our lives. 
 Perhaps on a future day of terror or despair, 
their voices will come to me from that field, telling 
me how to live, teaching me how to die. 
 
 And I will listen. 
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poetry 
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poetry introduction 

 In my experience, poetry is something that must grow on a person. I admittedly didn’t even like 

poetry a few years ago. I don’t think I understood it, and I don't think I had every truly read good poet-

ry.  That’s the key with liking any sort of art, I suppose, being exposed to good art. That’s why I'm so 

excited to see how the poetry section of borrowed solace has started taking shape. We have 

some good poetry in issue 1.2 and I can’t wait for you to read it. 

 The things that strike me as being different in this issue’s poetry is that each poem takes you 

somewhere. They create an atmosphere—one of fear, eeriness, light-heartedness, joy—that captures 

you and changes your mood or they carry you to a different time and place —a doctor's office, a coffee 

shop, the 1980s.   

 I hope that as you read through the poetry section you’ll be transported away with me.  Reading 

is unlike any other art form in that it relies on the imagination to create worlds and stories as well as 

the words on the page. Step into the workings of your own imagination as you examine the poetry 

in borrowed solace issue 1.2. These are some good poems.  

 

 

 

 

 

—poetry editor, Addey Vaters 
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a heavy wistfulness 
James Piatt 

 

 

Memories flicker in the fading 

horizon as the day crowds into 

the past. The wilting hours 

vanishing into the mist, leaving 

me with a heavy wistfulness 

and my mind weeps… 
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untitled 

Samantha Clarke 
 
 

Our eyes held hands… 

Our eyes held hands across the restaurant 

as her glazed eyes searched drunkenly for your arm 

and his angry eyes glared at his pasta. 

Your glance trickled down my body like a clinging water droplet 

And I 

didn’t blush. 
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3:15 AM 

Erin Brady 

 

In a moment I’ll come back to bed 

   still seething 

until you move to the side 

       leaving behind some heat 

and stretch out your hand 

in forgetful sleep. 
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shame 

Jennifer Mazur 

 

 

Stifling heat not relieved by 

fanning 

with a torn magazine 

muffled coughs and sighs, tears rolling 

down too warm faces, waiting. 

the sharp sting of disinfectant 

burning my eyes and nose. 

Thighs sticking to the cracked vinyl seats pulling 

my skin tight. 

Names are called—everyone turns biting 

nails, twisting hair 

my name is sitting on the lips of the nurse 

at the passageway. 

I stand, dizzy with the heat and smell 

my eyes grazing the dusty tile floor as I pass through 

My shame is hidden 

but if follows me—a shadow on the paper-covered table. 
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portland 

Samantha Clarke 

 

 
The loneliness of my soul is no match 

for this kind of belonging. 

Where high rises commune with pine and maple, 

there is a pentacle floating just above, 

a tribute to oneness 

and to the two million souls entangled, like Northwest vines, with the limbs of their forested mother. 

Peace, she whispers. There is hope. 

I breathe. I am home.  
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on harrow gate drive 

Richard King Perkins II 

 

 
We’re convinced we have everything— 

complementary patterns of color entwined with sleep, 

the possibility to rise above earth, 

captivations to entertain in your own private prisons, 

hazards to stumble upon during your midnight walks, 

discs and reservoirs laid out somewhere in time, 

and fearsome mannequins taken from mechanical forests. 

An eyeball at the edge of possibility, 

harbingers of stolen light, 

caskets for dying plants, 

even some useful objects to hold— 

simple things offering the false promise 

of a second life.  
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dialectics 
Emily Strauss 

 

 

Now we come to investigate the truth 
of our opinions and to study the post- 
human and its environment, how we 
live in the world, our views of the sky 
maybe not factual, but only feeling 
unable to touch the blue or reds 
perhaps sunset is only an impression 
like an image on film is not memory 
but only a representation, the authentic 
destroyed by the canvas in the act 
of painting. Even giving the definitive 
name ‘dusk’ destroys colors’ continuity, 
even the label ‘night’, that destruction 
of luminosity, means we forget dawn 
will return, yet this routine removal 
of self is an essential operation of life, 
the un-winding of bright day into repose 
is the mirror of death coming slowly, 
the stars we only see at night 
cold reminders that our truths are only opinions 
lit up by morning, reduced in the dark, 
to doubts and fears we cannot imagine. 
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black widow 

Donna Fitzgerald 

 

Dangling just above the pond’s surface 
under a slab of rock she drags  

a grasshopper three times her size 
back to her web 
winds and winds, 

releasing the silk from her belly 
around and around she goes 

not resting until 
the grasshopper is a tasty shroud 

ready to be devoured. 
 
Resourceful, she does 

not permit waste 
every move she makes 

is a calculated one: 
who she will eat 
who she will mate 
who she will annihilate 
who she will bind in her web 

with all the delicacy 
of a seamstress 
the moves of a ballerina. 

 
I humbly acquiesce 

to the horrible beauty 
of this woman 

and with no reason to destroy 
what she has accomplished 

I leave her to her life. 
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nesting 

Jessica Mehta 
 
 

I have one of you sitting 
in my throat like a pigeon. 

Dirty birds— 
we hate them because they’re like us. 

When you ask, 
Tell me something, the droppings 
are so sticky, dusty white, I can’t 

choke them out. My voice 
has always been stifled, 

after all, 
it’s far too crowded down there 
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for us all to sing at once. But know we, 
scrape by struggle. I’ll tell 

you everything with my fingertips. 
You’ll find my words scrawled 

on paper scraps, your something’s 
inked in permanence. They’re loud, 

gaudy and nakedly unashamed 
in a way my voice could never bear. 

So let the bird be, the filthy thing 
is cleaner than all of us, 

and especially me. What diseases 
I’ve waded through, infections I’ve borne, 

and disgusts I’ve clutched dear, 
to whoosh across the wild to you. 
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chapter on dry 
Lori Levy 

 
 
 
She’s not just hiking; she’s reading the canyon 

as if it’s a book offering clues to her life. 

In this winter chapter she confronts the dry:   

the cracked earth thirsting for water; 

bare stalks along the trail 

where yellow used to bloom, wild as passion. 

She pulls at a twig, snaps it in half. 

This is how marriage looks, she says, 

when love is not present. 

She points to the brown, the barren, the dead. 

But then, as she turns a bend: 

red berries on a tree and even there, 

beneath the stalks, grass still green and vibrant. 

She spies a blossom on a stem; 

marveling at its glowing white petals, 

 

 

 

 

warmed alive by the sun. 

Evidence, she says, of the power of love. 

And she can’t ignore the late afternoon sky 

with its orange-pink swirls, lush as desire— 

though it’s the violet she remarks on, 

how it has slipped in and altered the blue. 

By the end of the trail, she has 

shifted her focus from thorn to bud. 

The canyon is her prayer book: 

she immerses herself, praising, extolling. 
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motheaten 

Mickey J. Corrigan 

 

When my mother died 
I could smell her  

five and dime 
perfume, fresh snow  

moth holed and yellowed 
bridal dresses, canned 
chicken noodle soup. 

Dusk kept falling, the air  
full of sand and bullet  

holes 
you could see through 

to the dirty lining 
of a heart rubbed raw. 

No more salted beer 
laughing between 

menthol chains, I listened 
for the rustling of shadows 

old lovers, tragedy 
too green  

to understand. 
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On the grey marble slab 

her cheeks like caves 
no one could enter 

rouged flesh taut 
as a rubber doll. Cold 

silence enshrouded us 
and I could not speak 

loud enough, 
loss and strangeness 

self-addressed coffins 
a half-lit gilt room. 

Later the full moon 
broke apart at the seams 

like runs in a nylon stocking 
and I didn't know 

who she used to be 
to anyone 

other than me 

and I was nobody now. 
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flight 76, l .a. to d .c. 
Richard Atwood 
 
 
Life runs down a package— 
     the mists 
between sunset and shattering... 

 
a silver ribbon through the air, 
the gray-great hulking planet beneath: 

 
in this space we have stopped, are traveling... 
forwards through the crucifix, backwards 
by the clock—rising, hiking, hollowing— 
     nowhere... never there. 

 
And it matters 
only that the heart keeps its promise, the mind 
its new reward: the destiny of hope 
  in each of us 

 
untrammeled, scorched no more against 
the rising prayer 

  to live, be, become—. 
 

I, myself, and you... whomever: 
I have inside a whole complex of Christmases  

 
 
 
 
 
waiting to be unwrapped.  They are all I am 
—or should be.  I give the gift. 
Hold it.  Take it.  Some carving in the rock 
greater than history; as long as a moment. 
Hello. 

   Today, yesterday has ended. 
We are here.      

 
The sound of rushing steel rotors— 
a tapestry of power in the air. 
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rhymes with ... 
Charlie Brice 

 
 
Mirror of myriad romances, 
mother of méconnaissance, 
tyrant of tides, lunatic lady 
who locks asylum wards, 
 
weaves her glow down country roads 
at midnight, and in her fullness 
grows hair and claws on mythic beasts. 
Huge orange orb that hovers 
 
over harvest and heath and hauls 
hordes of tiny sugar heathens 
through Halloween, their bulging bags 
of legal extortions visible in her light. 
 
Sphere that lent her name to an infinity 
of rhymes: goon, tune, maroon, raccoon, 
zoom, lagoon, lampoon, buffoon, 
Cancun, baboon, monsoon, festoon, 
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and at whom wolves and frustrated 
men, nads of blue, howl—the one 
for lack of anything better to do,  
the other because lack will not do, 
 
but mostly that cool sister of sun 
that burns too brightly to hide 
silent moments shared by lovers 
under her hoary, old-timey, halo. 
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butter and jam 

Michael Brosnan 

 

The city is doomed, 
of course. 
 
How do I know? 
Gravity + Sea + Time. 
 
So it’s heartbreaking 
to walk the streets 
 
this morning, dodging 
the spaced-apart bodies 
 
led by the tight logic of hurry, 
then turn the corner 
 
and see how alone 
and engaged you are 
 
at the café table, 
slathering butter and jam 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
on a freshly sliced 
baguette, 

 
your coffee 

still steaming beside 
 

a three-quarters-
read book. 

I try to imagine 
 

this as something 
simple and beauti-

ful — 
 

the start of the 
needed shift 

to healing. 
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boxer’s fracture 

Kyle Heger 

 

Empty stars cluster 
on the drywall where 
my adolescent son’s 

fist has broken 
through. I hope they 

aren’t the center of an 
expanding universe. 
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once upon a bad time 

Mickey J. Corrigan 

 

My father held my hand 
while they drew the blood 

that blossomed on my shorts 
like a bougainvillea. 

I didn’t know then 
what I know now 

about flowers 
and things. My father 

fed me pebbles, straw, dust, 
and the flouncy apron I wore 

on kitchen duty 
matched my mother's 
as she lay yellowing 
in her tiny twin bed. 

Hospitals turn you white, 
cold as the sheets 
they press you too. 

I learned the hard way. 

My father shook his head, 

frowned when I sold myself 

to the system for a promise 
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and the cucumber moon 
dimmed, greening  

as I fled north. 

The world mailed me back 
marked return to sender 

and I was no longer 
brim full 

but brittle 
as a sucked bone. 

The snow fell around us 
and dishes were cleaned 

until they hurt. 

Spring opened the earth 
like a box of ripe mangos 
and my father grimaced 

at the oceans of salt, 
the sun's needles 
I put between us. 

The dream withered 
shrinking to its roots, 

a fictional story 
I had been telling myself 

in his voice 
all my life. 
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the matter of autumn 
Emily Strauss 

 
 
Here we come to the matter of Autumn 
when trees denude themselves in two nights 
leaving barren branches with old nests 
now visible, we see white skeletons 
long hidden in the canopy, brittle bones 
of fledgling hawks never flighted. 
 
Autumn revels in bare trees and brush 
the detritus of growth, for a moment 
the ground is golden with leaves, then 
brown, at last snow-filled, white drifts 
cover more bones and graves, smells 
of decay, the living wait for their turn. 
 
Autumn no longer matters as winter 
finally arrives, bodies retreat inward 
shivering with one eye open to measure 
the depth of snow on the trunks of spruce 
and larch, sleeping under fur or feather 
quilts, and some expire before it ends. 
 
By Spring we will find more bones 
and graves, some hidden, some lying out 

 
 
 
 
 
in the dirty snow, some laid carefully under 
flowers and markers with dates chiseled 
in stone to tell us the old die more often 
in winter than in Autumn's golden showers. 
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joy enough to spin 

Keith Moul 

 

Liquid half-light of fog 
dims dry prairie land 

that absorbs late passage 
by beast, bird or even man 
in their dubious purposes: 

land that left forlorn fits out 
blind pursuit of weariness. 

 
Here’s our spot we said 
with joy, enough to spin. 

 
It might have been there. 

 
To alter our view by steps 

perhaps altered our isolation. 
 

Fog serves to cool for a moment, 
for change in morning light. 

But fog hung above this field 
may augur ghostly shapes, 

 

over years obscure our past. 
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80’s tunes 

Jonathan Jones 

 

I can’t answer that. Maintains 
the gift of second sight. 

 
No popular 80’s 

tune. Can’t trust yourself 
to like good people. 

 
Loved that school. 

 
A new estate 

full of parents who 
worry at making 

the money. 
 

“Move c---” words 
heard behind you 
like soft volume. 

 
Make 1 into 0. 

 
It’s alright 

to pretend to be one 
of the lads. 
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That’saliethat’saliethat’saliethat’saliethat’salie. 
 

Only the way we made a start. 
The regular small town 

 
crawl. 

 
Three houses held the same three 

years. With curtains drawn. 
 

the plastic black remote 
 

control. 
Like a brick through glass 

 
or clean cold shower 
thatbrakesandbrakes 
andbrakesandbrakes. 

 
Recite thin on material 

the times. 
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against coffee as the  

holy grail 

Neall Calvert 

 

Coffee stains 
the brain, strains 
the adrenals, kills 
the inner child, who needs 
no stimulation—is no child 
rather an indefatigable 
energetic principle . . . 
 
We, so carefully transporting 
(sometimes in each hand) steaming, 
star-bucking chalices 
of ersatz elixir-of-life 
as if holding the Grail itself—what lack 
are we medicating? What’s missing 
when our omnipresent affable pushers 
proudly proclaim on their chests: 
Fueled By Caffeine? . . . 
 
Perhaps it’s authentic life, 
powered not by stimulants rather 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
by a (long-abandoned) dream— 
finding God’s Goblet of Grace— 
that still lives but is now drowning 
in a Great Flood, and that society 
has lately convinced itself comes 
in ten-cent cardboard cups. 
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fiction 
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fiction introduction 

We all have the capacity to give life. To create worlds that are exclusively 
our own. 

Fiction is the womb—the molten core. 
All you need do, is explore the confines of your mind  

and see what you write and what you will read. 
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a block of lard 
Eowyn Randall  
 
 
 I sit on a low stool and carve pieces from a 
hunk of fat. 
 I am not the artist. 
 The stool rests on top of a round platform 
about a foot high and eight feet wide that rotates 
slowly. The fat has its own pedestal, too. We are 
equally important performers in this piece, even if 
neither of us is the artist. Its altar is a refrigerated 
plinth a little taller than the stool, which, for one, el-
evates it—practically and ideologically—but, even 
more practically, keeps it from melting into total 
uselessness as a sculpting material. 
 Over the course of my shift lard piles up 
around the plinth’s base. Whenever the stability of 
the block looks tenuous I lean down, scoop up a 
handful, and slap it back onto the slab. The smack-
ing noise echoes satisfyingly in the room of the art 
gallery where the slowly rotating pedestal I am 
placed on turns continuously. 
 I am not the artist. 
 Whatever I’m making out of the fat isn't the 
art. 
 The person who directed me (indirectly) to sit 

here and mutilate this lump is John Scheeves, so 
he’s the artist. If you asked him he’d probably say 
that the idea is the art. The performance is the art, 
and the performance is separate from the perform-
er. The performance is his even though I’m the one 
performing it.  
 It’s his name on the plaque on the wall. 
 I stick pieces back on the block. I carve differ-
ent ones off. 
 My shift is almost over. My hands are slimy 
and frictionless, my fingerprints buried under a layer 
of grease. The knife I use to carve the fat—a per-
fectly balanced butcher’s knife, the kind top chefs 
pay top dollar for according to the plaque—keeps 
slipping in my grip. My back hurts. I’m more than 
ready to be home and in sweatpants instead of the 
pink 1950s house dress, nylon pantyhose, 3-inch 
black heels, and frilled apron that the artist dictates 
be worn for the piece. 
 The gallery room is quiet right now—only 
three spectators—but it never gets too crowded. 
Usually no more than ten folks at a time, and at 
least a quarter of them stare intently at the slightly 
more traditional art on the walls so that they don't 
have to to admit to my presence in the room. Some-
times someone belonging to that quarter will even 
read the plaque all the way through and still make 
sure not to look at the art it describes, at the person 
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creating the art that John Scheeve’s name is on. Oth-
er people stare outright. It doesn’t make much differ-
ence to me. I’m used to being stared at, used to 
avoiding eyes. The middle-distance and I are old 
friends. I’d be used to this just from living, but I’ve 
had extra practice. I pick up gigs as a model for life-
drawing classes sometimes, which is how I got con-
nected to this job in the first place, in case you were 
wondering. I’m used to being stared at wearing a lot 
less than a pink house dress and heels. But then I 
know what I’m doing: I’m modeling. This job? I don’t 
know what I’m doing. I don’t know where the art ex-
ists and where I do. Well, that's not entirely true. I 
have a suspicion about where the art and I stand in 
relation to one another and I don’t like it much. Of 
course, this gig I don’t have to converse with the 
middle-distance, I’ve got the slab of fat. I make it 
smaller. I build it back up.  
 The woman who sits on the pedestal after 
me—who also wears a pink 1950s house dress, nylon 
pantyhose, heels, and a frilled apron—will decon-
struct and reconstruct the slab after I leave the gal-
lery. Another woman will take it up after her. I do 
know we're all women—it’s in the performance 
notes—but I’m not sure how many of us there are, if 
we’re all in our 20s, if we’re all white. We don’t ever 
get a chance to talk. It’s not like we’re co-workers, 
even if we might be compatriots. 
 Okay, actually, there’s one person in the room I 

make eye contact with—sometimes. The security 
guard. She’s not art or the performance of art. (Her 
dark brown skin somehow manages to glow warmly 
in the gallery’s fluorescent lighting.) She’s doing her 
job, which, I suppose, in a way, so am I. (She usually 
keeps her arms crossed, though she looks like she 
wants to shove them in her pockets.) Maybe we’re 
more alike than the visitors think; they certainly nev-
er watch her the way they watch me. (Her hair 
bounces around her head in tight curls.) She doesn’t 
have a plaque on the wall next to her naming the 
artist. (Her eyebrows are usually drawn into a frown, 
but they arch like they want to be smiling.) Some-
times, when the pedestal has turned me to exactly 
the right angle to catch her eye, I glance away from 
the block of lard to see if she’s looking at me. She’s 
usually not, but if she is, I wink. 
 The first time I did she looked surprised and 
her gaze darted around to the other people in the 
gallery to see if any of them had noticed. None of 
them had. The second time she smiled hesitantly. 
The third time she grinned. The fourth time she 
winked back. I might've looked a little surprised then. 
I hope I played it cool. Either way, now it's our thing: 
whenever our eyes meet on a rotation, we wink at 
each other. 
 Well, it’s something to look forward to, any-
way. 
 By this point in my shift the apron is always  
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covered with flecks of lard that have sunk in and are 
turning into grease spots. I turn the outfit in when I 
leave the gallery and it’s always hanging in my locker 
the next time I arrive. It’s always starched and stain-
less. I guess someone must wash it. Or maybe it’s 
discarded.  
It could be a new dress every shift. I’ve thought 
about marking the inside of the collar with an “x” to 
find out. I wouldn’t put my initials. I’m not anyone 
when I sit on this stool. I guess it doesn’t really 
matter. 
 The lard sticking to the pantyhose is the worst 
bit. 
 There’s a man standing about a foot away from 
the pedestal talking to a woman he clearly doesn’t 
know. You can tell by their postures. It’s easy. He’s 
telling the woman that the slab of fat I’m half-
heartedly carving (not because I’m half-hearted  
about it—I’m even less than that—but because it’s in 
the performance notes) represents the body. How I 
represent woman’s constant struggle to control  
man’s body by denying it and pleasuring it. I guess  
he didn’t read the plaque. 
 A small child walks up to the very edge of the 
pedestal and asks me what I’m making. 
 “She’s not making anything, honey,” the person 
with the child says. “That’s the point.” 
 “I wanna make it,” the child says, and reaches  
for one of the dollops of lard on the platform. The 

person grabs the child’s hand and they move on to 
the next room of the gallery. 
 If only you could, kid. It’d be more interesting 
than whatever this is, I’m sure of that. 
 Sometimes I’m tempted to form the fat into a 
shape a little more tangible than the blobby trapezoid 
it is most of the time. But we aren’t supposed to do 
that. The performance notes mandate that as well. 
 The pedestal is about to put me at exactly the 
right angle. I glance up. The guard is looking at the 
door. I’ll try again after two more rotations. 
 The woman who isn’t listening to the man ex-
plain to her that the fat represents the male body is 
nodding faintly. She hopes he’ll leave first, but she’s 
starting to doubt that will happen. I think about 
chucking a handful of the lard in his face. This would, 
of course, get me fired immediately. And destroy 
whatever statement the art is trying to make. Proba-
bly. But since I’ve been put in charge of performing 
the art isn’t anything I do inherently part of the art? I 
don’t suppose I get to say.  
 There’s no clock in this room. No way for me to 
check the time. My shift has to be almost over. My 
back hurts. The rotating pedestal feels like it goes 
faster the later into my shift it gets. There was a guy 
once who walked around it as it turned so he was al-
ways in front of me. He did this for at least three full 
rotations. He had that look on his face that people 
get when they look at modern art. A gentle frown,  
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eyebrows drawn together. It’s a face that says “I’m 
thinking.” It’s similar to the face you use when con-
fronting one of those 3D Magic Eye pictures or a Ru-
bix cube. When people use this face on art they’re 
trying to say: “I’m intelligent, and I will figure this out, 
but I’m intelligent enough to recognize its complexi-
ty, so I’ll think about it for awhile, and accept that it 
has depths I may not be privy to.” Or something like 
that. That’s what his face was saying at least. 
 I wanted to throw a blob of lard at him, too. I’ve 
been getting that urge a lot. Kind of like when you're 
standing over one of those metal grates in the side-
walk and you think you should drop your phone 
down into it. You know you shouldn’t. You don’t even 
know why the thought crossed your mind. But a part 
of you itches to do it anyway. Just to see. Call of the 
void. Is that the term? What someone decided to 
name it, anyway? Maybe that’s what this piece is 
about. Of course, I’m the one feeling that urge, and 
this piece of art isn’t for me. I’m just performing it. So 
instead I indulge at winking at the security guard 
when she notices me looking. It scratches the itch a 
little bit. Maybe the spectators feel that call too, 
though. Maybe they want to reach out to the pedes-
tal and dig their fingers into the lumps of fat at my 
feet and squeeze, but only that kid realizes it’s actu-
ally an option. It’s a pleasant sensation, the lard be-
tween your fingers.  
 I used to eat butter as a kid. I’d open the refrig-

erator when no one was looking, grab the stick from 
where it sat on the door’s top shelf under that plastic 
cover that flips up and down, peel back the wax pa-
per, like unwrapping a present, and take a bite. Of 
course, then you leave teeth marks behind, so it did-
n’t matter whether anyone was looking. They figured 
it out. 
 Later I started slicing off pieces—just small 
enough that the stick looked the same size—and 
eating those. I wouldn’t bite or chew at all. I’d let 
them sit in my mouth until it felt like they were sink-
ing into my tongue. Sometimes I think about licking 
my fingers when I’m done with my shift. I haven’t yet. 
We’re supposed to walk quickly and unobtrusively to 
the changing room so none of the visitors notice us 
along the way; the Pepto-Bismol pink dress is kind of 
hard to miss, though. This means I’ve never gotten to 
talk to the security guard. I want to know her name. I 
wonder if any of the other women who shape the fat 
wink at her. Or if they have their own thing. I wonder 
what they think about when they’re up here. 
 Someone suggested once that the column of 
fat was being shaped and re-shaped into a phallus 
over and over again. People see phalluses every-
where. Especially in art galleries. After that I spent a 
few days working at making the fat look as yonic as 
possible. Nobody noticed. People never see yonis. 
 My back has started to hunch a little, this blob 
I’m holding won’t stick back to its source and I’m  
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focusing so hard on getting it to attach to the main 
piece again that my shoulders are getting tense. I 
probably have a frown on my face. I realize this and 
straighten myself quickly, smooth my face back to 
implacable passivity. I’m not supposed to show any 
effort in this work. To do so would suggest that I had 
some part in designing it, that this pillar of fat is the 
art that is being constructed and not just a represen-
tation of the idea of that the piece is constructing; an 
idea that was thought up by the artist. To look like 
I’m concentrating, to show any expression at all, 
might imply that I think, that I have some part in this 
process, and am not just a tool in creating a concept. 
The viewers can't start to think these things. 
 I was so fixated on getting that piece to stick 
that I missed the moment in my rotation when I can 
make eye contact with the security guard. I’m disap-
pointed. I decide she must have been, too. The next 
time I spin past that spot she’s busy telling someone 
to turn off the flash on his phone camera. She has to 
do that a lot. 
 Before I make it all the way around again I see 
my replacement walking in from the hallway. I drop 
the lump I’m holding to the platform and stand up. 
One of the men watching me looks startled for a mo-
ment and then a flash of revelation passes across his 
face. He thinks he’s figured it out. He’s solved the 
Rubik’s Cube. He knows what this piece of art is say-
ing now. And he didn't even have to read the plaque 

on the wall. 
 The woman replacing me offers up a hand to 
support me as I step down and I take it gratefully. 
There was nothing in the performance notes about 
not touching the other performers, just about not 
speaking to them. We smile at each other, quick and 
small, so that no one but us can see. 
 I left the knife next to the shapeless fat. She 
picks it up and continues the work. 
 I don’t look at the security guard as I leave the 
room. I don’t look at anyone. I can feel people watch-
ing me leave, though. This is always the moment 
when people become most engaged with the piece. 
They feel like they've gotten a peek behind the cur-
tain, like they’ve seen through the trick, like they 
know more than the other people who’ve stood and 
watched a woman in a pink dress rotate, watched 
chunks of lard get detached and re-attached. They 
feel superior. I don’t get to tell them there isn’t a trick 
or a curtain. I don’t get to say anything. They can 
read the plaque. 
 It’s a quick walk to the room where my street 
clothes are stuffed into a locker. I probably leave a 
few splatters of lard behind me as I move down the 
hall, still not looking at anyone. A few of the people I 
pass will figure it out when they get to the room 
where the art installation is. They’ll feel superior, too. 
They’ll be sure they’ve figured something out that 
most people haven’t. 
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 I change quickly, leaving the apron, the house 
dress, the stockings, and the heels in the hamper. 
 They’ll be in my locker and waiting when I re-
turn tomorrow—or a different but indistinguishable 
set will be. Who knows? I didn’t draw an “x.” But I am 
going to do something different today. I’m going to 
put a name to someone in that space. Instead of 
leaving by the rear entrance like I usually do—it’s 
closer to the locker room—I go back the way I came, 
through the gallery’s halls. I feel a bit like a spy. 
Where I was hyper-visible before, in my pink house 
dress and stained apron, I’m just one of the crowd 
this time. I turn back into the room where the wom-
an I just helped up, who just helped me down, is ro-
tating on a pedestal and shaping a lump of fat. I don’t 
look at her. She has enough eyes on her as it is. 
Though I do wonder if she’d even recognize me out 
of costume. I wonder if I’d recognize her. 
 I walk over to the security guard. 
 “Can I help you?” she asks, her eyes cutting to 
me briefly before resuming their continual scan of 
the room. There is no recognition on her face. I’m 
both thrilled and disappointed by this. I don’t know 
whether it means I’m an even better spy than I 
thought or whether the tentative connection I’d de-
cided we had didn’t exist at all. 
 “I’m hoping so,” I say, and she turns to look at 
me again, disgruntlement at my crypticness already 
beginning to form between her eyebrows. She has to 

deal with selfish, demanding, imbeciles all day. She 
doesn’t know I’m any different. (Maybe I’m not. I like 
to think I am. They probably do, too.) 
 I’m having too much fun as a spy to give up the 
role completely though, so when she asks curtly, 
“What do you want?” I wink at her in response. 
 Comprehension fills her face, like the people 
who think they’ve seen behind the curtain, but she’s 
actually comprehended something, not just told her-
self she has, not just given meaning and shape to a 
pile of lard. 
 She grins. 
 “Will you tell me your name?” I ask. 
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playing with earth-

quakes 
Emily Walling 
 
 

Behind some bushes next to the campus clock 
tower, there is a crack in the earth unnoticed by 
everyone. 

The crack exists because of an earthquake 
that happened exactly twenty minutes and eight 
seconds ago. I keep looking down at my rusted rose 
gold watch. Twenty minutes, thirty-three seconds. 

Marching band students run in front of the 
clock tower, instruments pushed tightly against 
their chests, feet pounding against the ground. Oth-
er students run by, dropping their belongings and 
searching for friends or a professor with infor-
mation. I stand here, secretly glancing at the 
ground, and then back up. 

It wasn’t that bad of an earth shaking. Twenty-
two minutes, ten seconds. The trees dance a little. 
My feet feel unbalanced a little. But no one else no-
tices this crack. It fascinates me. 

I put my hand out in front of the crack, my 
mind telling it to not move. I drop my messenger 
bag and jacket on the ground, and I run back to the 

engineering building. I need rope. 
Bricks fall from the stoic buildings as I run. 

They still stand. I get back to the lab and grab some 
recently purchased rope. I rub dust out of my eyes 
as I exit the building. 
 My feet are laborious getting back to the 
crack. Students continue flying around frantically. 
The crack is still there, unnoticed. Twenty-six 
minutes, forty-four seconds. 
 It isn’t wide enough! I wrap the rope around 
my left arm and kneel close to the crack. As I peer 
around a bush, I don’t notice anyone paying atten-
tion in my direction. 
 I lean forward, my mouth almost against the 
dirt. I inhale deeply, the earth rising into my nostrils. 
I part my lips and breath out into the crevice. Twen-
ty-seven minutes, three seconds. I stop looking at 
my watch. 
 The crack in the ground is silent, but not for 
long. It slowly spreads open and exhales quietly in 
return. I scoot back a little as the crack devours 
parts of itself, bits of the ground sliding into the 
earth's belly.   
 I unravel the rope from my left arm and begin 
making a figure eight knot around the clock tower. 
It’s one of the only knots I know and will hopefully 
work. The clock tower... it hasn’t chimed yet. A cou-
ple of students meandering nearby also say  
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something about the clock tower.  
I peer over the crevice and get a glimpse of 

below. It’s a void. I’m ready to explore. I breathe in-
to the crack a little more, and the fissure opens wid-
er. Students scream.  

Before anyone comes in this direction, I wrap 
the rope around my waist. I know it’s risky, but I 
didn’t know how else to go about it. I begin my de-
scent into the hole, surprisingly unnoticed by oth-
ers. How can they not see this beautiful crack in the 
ground behind the clock tower? 

The wall I’m grasping onto like a bat slightly 
moves toward its twin on the other side, then away 
again. It sways jaggedly like a ship on the brink of a 
maelstrom. My pulse quickens, scared at the 
thought of being eaten by the earth. Clamped shut 
and never found. 

I turn to my right and look over my shoulder 
down into the hole. Just enough darkness to main-
tain my wanting to explore. I climb down too greed-
ily, and my feet slip. My knees bang against the dirt 
and rocks, and blood trickles down my legs. My 
breath escaping for a few moments, stinging in my 
knees from the cut. 

I can’t get a grip on the wall again, and I free-
fall. I see it now: the rope tied around my waist 
snaps against the tug on the clock tower, breaking 
my body in two along with it. My ribs completely 

snapped, protruding out of my flimsy body. My right 
hand, the stronger of the two, manages to grab a 
ledge and stop my fall. The left hand can’t grab onto 
anything, so my body rotates swiftly, slamming my 
back against the wall while the right hand strains to 
hold on. 

My head cranes up, my mind foggy. The sky is 
cloudless. I feel like I am under water, looking up at 
the surface.  

I slowly look down, aware that I may fall any 
moment. There is something down there; the dark-
ness starts to light up. I want to see it. As if the 
earth hears my thought, a strong wind blows be-
neath my feet and pushes me up. I’m able to grab 
the wall again with both hands, but the wind isn’t 
letting me climb back down. 
 “No, stop,” I say to no one listening. “Let me 
back down!” 
 I try pushing myself down against the wind, 
but I fail. It increases its intensity, urging me to the 
surface. I notice the blood from my knees trickling 
down to my sneakers. I pull myself up and over, 
hands digging into the grass. As soon as my entire 
body is out of the crevice, the earth rumbles again. 
 I crawl around to look at the crack, and it be-
gins to close. The earth exhales, and I hear people 
screaming once again. I frown, the crack now invisi-
ble.  
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 Feet pound against the cement nearby. I turn-
around, still on my knees, to look up at people walk-
ing toward me. 

“Are you okay?” One of my science professors 
lunges at me, looking down at my cut knees. A cou-
ple other students come by. 

“I’m fine,” I say, wincing a little. My chest 
stings when breathing. 

My hands scoot back on the grass a little to 
lean away from all the attention, and I feel some-
thing. My fingers dig down easily into a small crack 
in the ground. 

“Let’s get you away from the clock tower,” my 
professor says to me.  

I look up at the tower, and it’s leaning a little 
toward us. It is ready to fall any second. 

My hands feel around the crack; it moves a 
little, nibbling my fingertips. It’s still here. 

I shake my head back and forth rapidly. “Go 
help other people,” I say to her. “I can get up. Other 
people need more help than I do.” 

She makes a face but listens to me. They leave 
me by myself once again. I look around; no one no-
ticed I disappeared. They didn’t ask about the rope 
tied around my waist. Or they didn't notice it. 

Another aftershock comes. It’s too chaotic for 
the other students to notice me. The bushes and 
the clock tower halfway leaning over guard me. The 

fissure exhales a sigh, opening its mouth once more. 
I smile, ready once again. 
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those who cast stones 

Brian Sweeney  

 

Like a demon escaping hell, the old, rusted 
Chevy Camaro came to a roaring halt, its engine 
grunting like a ghoul, as its wheels slid over gravel, 
barely avoiding the street sign marked Pearl Gate 
Street. Sam, an older looking man with dry features 
and tired eyes complete with bags larger than milk 
saucers, reached out towards the bent mailbox and 
pulled out a large package with his name written 
across it in black ink. He knew exactly what it was, 
it’s weight and shape were just like all the others. 
Package in hand, he pulled up to an ancient, decrep-
it looking log cabin surrounded by woods on all 
sides except for a lake hardly a few feet away. He’d 
moved here for the tranquility that came with 
choosing to abandon society; originally a paradise 
for his isolation, time had grown his paradise lost 
into a self-sustaining prison. At this point, the only 
thing returning him home every night was a tired 
mind and the microwavable dinner trays. 

He forced the door open with the tip of his 
boot until its locks could no longer fight back. The 
cabin was considered livable by only the barest 
standards; tables were covered in empty bottles, 

crumpled papers, and stacks of manuscripts tow-
ered over every inch of furniture. Empty plates and 
microwave food trays littered the floors and now 
the foul air from them had started to move in; there 
was simply no place for anything anymore. Even the 
mice stopped coming after the house became taint-
ed with an irreplaceable feeling of trepidation. 
 Sam lit up a cigarette, it’s amber glow illumi-
nating the room enough for him to find the sticky 
light switch.  He stumbled across the wine stained 
rug and slammed down the package next to the on-
ly thing not covered in dust, cigarette ash, or dirty 
dishes: a typewriter with his name engraved on the 
side, a remnant of his short-lived prior life. It was a 
little brighter than what Sam had originally intend-
ed; its shell was perfectly painted a vibrant ruby red 
color like one of the hotrod pictures he used to 
have hanging around the house. Still, it was the only 
thing in the house that looked pristine anymore, like 
it was maintained every night after its frequent us-
es, almost obsessively so.   
 “Let me guess, another reject? Don’t know 
why they even bother wasting the stamps any-
more,” Sam muttered as he took a drag, sliced open 
the package with an old buck knife, and inspected 
its contents. 
 “Dear Samael Ryan, we regret to inform you 
that your submission ‘A Love Between Birds’ will 
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not be accepted for publication at this time. We are 
sorry to inform you of this news, but romance is a 
promising and intellectual work of art, one that 
must be unique in the eyes of readers,” Sam read 
the note allowed, each word further tiring his voice. 
 He tossed the letter aside to the floor like an 
angel cascading down from heaven into a pile with 
an uncountable number of rejection letters. He 
could feel the mix of looming rage and wasted years 
building at his temples. Both passionate and furious, 
he grabbed the manuscript he’d just received back, 
no corrections or signs of being read, just sheets of 
paper, and threw it into a bucket along with his oth-
er sent manuscripts and marched out the back door. 
The cool winter air nipped at the tip of his nose and 
lips like thousands of needles piercing frail skin, yet 
still he continued onwards, a furnace building inside 
of his heart. He pressed forward and onto a small 
hill just next to his house and looked out over the 
oppressing mountains and black lake, waiting for a 
sign to prove him wrong. Nothing came, and so he 
took an old metal garbage can, all the manuscripts, 
and drowned them with a bottle of cheap whiskey 
even he had grown to despise, then took one last 
drag from his crumbling cigarette before he tossed 
it inside the barrel. 
 “Pointless shit anyway,” Sam said as he 
watched the flames consume five years of his work 

and transform it all to embers.  
 “Is this what she meant? Is this another joke or 
a sign from you?” Sam shouted into the cold, aban-
doned azure of the lake. “What a joke.” 
 Sam sipped some of the amber liquor with a 
great pig-like gulp and cleaned the remaining whis-
key from his seven o’clock shadow as something 
moving at the riverbed caught his attention. His 
eyes struggled to focus as the embers danced 
around him like fireflies; their sharp contrast to the 
dark veil of night fought for his vision and focus. 
Faintly, he could make out a dark silhouette trying 
to crawl from the water like a wounded man. It 
struggled to drag itself closer to shore, leaving part 
of its body still submerged beneath the murky lake. 
He ran towards the man at full speed. 
 “Hey? Hey there, what are you doing on my 
property?” Sam shouted as he placed his hand on 
the being’s back.  
 He recoiled as he thought he’d placed his 
hand on the skin of a fish for a second as his hand 
slid down and off the man’s back like oil on water. 
Though dark, Sam could make out a spot where 
there was a small, circular wound in the creature’s 
lower abdomen leaking a strange, white substance 
that glistened underneath the moonlight like a star 
leaking blood. Confused, but acting on instinct, Sam 
wrapped his arm around the man and dragged it 
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inside his house 
 As he carried the almost weightless being 
whose appearance was still shrouded by darkness, 
the brown, dead grass around him slowly began to 
take shape again as its green hue returned. Sam 
shook his head in dismissal, it had to be the adrena-
line he thought as he continued to drag the man. 
Once inside and in better light, Sam recoiled in 
equal parts fear and confusion as he saw exactly 
what it was that he had brought into his house.  
 Under the light, the man’s skin was onyx in 
color, but looked like there was a primary layer over 
the dark skin that had a slight milky, opal color that 
was less opaque around its face, stomach, and 
hands. Its skin swirled like galaxies twisting in the 
void of space; different colors ranging in type made 
up what looked like small clouds of cosmic dust that 
occasionally popped up through its skin’s surface. 
 In amazement, Sam studied the creature’s 
physique until his eyes met with it’s almost entirely 
black, yet, oddly gentle. It blinked so rapidly, Sam 
had lost count at what felt like hundreds of blinks as 
its head continued to bob around observing the 
house in perfect stride. Sam tried to step back qui-
etly and slowly, only for his creaking floor to wake 
the creature from its distractions. Suddenly, it 
stood, taller than him by a foot, and leaned its 
mouthless face closer, until it was practically touch-

ing Sam’s face. In the corner of his vision he stum-
bled to grab the nearby knife off his desk, his fin-
gers dancing around the knife like a ballet dancer, 
but it was too late. His body froze as its eyes drew 
him into a strange, alluring trance. Suddenly, the 
smell of something familiar subtly enticed his eyes 
to close; it smelled of flowers, ones he’d picked be-
fore for someone that lulled Sam into a strange, 
sleep-like trance as he relinquished his will to stay 
coherent in the face of the beast. 
 His mind, stolen into a mirroring world, like an 
image’s reflection in a puddle, began to wander 
through the memories engrained in the fibers of the 
house. Each was fragmented and impossible to un-
derstand clearly. It was like each memory seemed to 
take the shape of a single, grey snowflake as they 
collected and gently covered the whole of the 
house. Sam tried to close his eyes before something 
ripped him away from the cigarette smoke and lin-
gering recollections sunken into the house’s wood. 
He woke up, his eyes opened, intensely focused, 
and searched desperately around him in this new 
environment. It was dark, so dark that it seemed de-
void of any light or hymn of hope, but he could feel 
something in the darkness soothing his fears, like a 
siren’s song. Like there was someone next to him, 
gently humming in his ears the same tune a mother 
would to her expected child: a promise that the  
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world was safe. 
 Sam felt his body go limp, like one would 
when they float on top of a calm sea under the sun. 
Oddly, it wasn’t cold like Sam expected it would’ve 
been at the sight of the endless void, like the abyss 
underneath the sea was, but warm, like a natural 
hot spring. Sam’s eyes darted around the darkness 
as despair slowly contested tranquility at the cor-
ners of his mind. He felt it: something circling him in 
the darkness, like how a diver understands a shark’s 
presence in murky water. Slowly, small, quiet lights 
started to pop up around him, illuminating his body 
like little fire flies, each a different color. He could 
hear them, each calling out to him with a unique 
voice, desperately searching for a method to under-
stand one another as the lights continued to repli-
cate. Soon it started looking like a galaxy of stars 
and vibrant dust were all encircling him, like he was 
the core of their solar system. His despair quickly 
dispersed as his heart stopped pounding like an in-
coming train, and instead it’s almost quiet now, to 
the point of death. His breathing became shallow to 
the point where Sam started to question if he was 
even still breathing at all or if he’d just stopped all 
together. All the anxiety, doubt, and shame that 
blocked his thoughts like mud clogging a pipe were 
all at once flushed out. He desperately wanted to 
know what was going on, but did he, truly? This 

feeling was nothing he’d experienced before: it felt 
like life was given back to him, but not the kind of 
life he knew before. 
 Then, accidentally, as if to be violently ripped 
from heaven, Sam blinked and everything was back 
to normal in his disgusting home where nothing had 
changed, except for the creature quietly humming in 
front of him as it played with empty bottles like a 
child.  
 Sam stood in shock, his entire body pulsing 
with sensations he didn’t even know existed. “What 
was that? Can you please, take me back there? It 
was so calm,” Sam asked. “I don’t even know how to 
describe that sensation, can you take me back, 
again?” He asked. 
 The creature ignored him and continued play-
ing with the bottles ever so gently. Sam wondered if 
the creature could even understand him. 
 “Hey? Do you hear me? Take me back,” Sam 
demanded once more as he slammed his hand 
down onto the table.  
 With unfair luck, his hand managed to find a 
bottle accidentally and soon enough blood was 
dripping down his hand with a slow trickle. Annoyed 
and hurt, Sam let out a throaty howl of pain as he 
frantically searched for a cloth to cover the wound. 
The creature tilted its head and cupped its hands 
around his wound. Sam initially recoiled, but once 
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he felt a similar warm sensation, like he was sleep-
ing in the sun on the beach, he returned his hand to 
the creature. Sam watched, interested, and amazed 
as a warm light washed over his hand and quickly 
after, the wound was gone. Like it hadn’t existed in 
the first place. In shock, he fell backwards, acci-
dentally slamming his hand onto his record player, 
activating the device as it began playing “The Man 
Who Sold the World”. The creature’s head perked 
up in enjoyment as it stared at the record player. It 
ran over and studied the contraption, each spin 
pulling the creature’s attention deeper like thread 
on a spinning wheel. 
 “You like that, huh? David Bowie wrote that 
song; it was my wife's favorite,” Sam said as he 
studied David. “Guess, since you don’t have a name, 
I’ll call you David, for now then. Yeah? Sound good?” 
Sam asked.  
 David continued to watch intensely as the vi-
nyl disk circled the pin while Sam rubbed the spot 
where just moments ago he’d been bleeding pro-
fusely. What was this creature, Sam thought to him-
self as he continued to study the creature’s oddly 
shaped body. Sam watched the creature intensively 
as his eyes traced the strange, dangling flaps of skin 
on the creature’s back; Sam wondered if even an-
gels could look so strange, demonic almost. But he 
caught himself thinking as he studied each word of 

his thoughts carefully. It couldn’t be, they were 
myths crafted by people who were afraid of the un-
known, something Sam could have cared less for. 
 “Hey, can you take me back into that…  place?” 
Sam asked. “I felt inspiration, real inspiration I have-
n’t felt since maybe forever. I need that inspiration 
more.” 
 After a few minutes of silence, the creature 
lost interest and the glint of the red, perfectly pol-
ished typewriter caught the beast’s gaze. It moved 
in to observe the tool, scared to even touch the 
metal as it hovered its long, stretched fingers over 
it. Sam’s eyes fixated once again on what he be-
lieved were wings as they occasionally twitched. 
They looked small, compact even, but had an ethe-
real beauty to them as Sam could make out what 
looked like black, feather shaped objects through-
out the wings. 
 “Hey, don’t touch that,” Sam shouted, “It was a 
gift from my wife. Took her a lot of money to buy 
that thing,” He said before a thought caught hold of 
his thoughts. 
 His tone had scared off David as it ran out of 
his living room and into his kitchen, hiding behind 
his ancient refrigerator. It was in this moment that 
Sam knew just how important this strange, chance 
meeting had become. Whatever the creature was, it  
was no longer important. It was what Sam could do  
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with such a beast that was. 
 He’d complained his whole life about every-
day being the same failure, the same story he was 
trying to find and could never come close to cre-
ating. And yet, here it stood, right under his nose. 
The story he’d been waiting for; a story that would 
be his chance to introduce his name into the world 
beyond one, terrible one hit short story. This was a 
novel waiting to be born. A story about a being 
forcefully stricken down into our world from heav-
en, misunderstood, unknown, and broken, hiding 
from those who’d hunt it down mercilessly until it 
found an innocent soul. A story about one person 
who saw beyond the flesh and strange nature of the 
beast and believed it to be an angel, sent to rekindle 
their faith. A story of love so strong, so pure, no 
publisher could call it boring, Sam thought. He 
poured himself a final drink of wine, not whiskey 
this time, prepared some bread in case he got hun-
gry, and started to write like he was possessed by 
an idea no writer could stop writing.  
 For three days, day to night, Sam wrote in si-
lence like a monk; his mind focused on the only 
thing that mattered, the story that could finally 
change his life. He wrote, completely, only pausing 
to bring David a new toy, usually a cooking imple-
ment like a whisk, as a bargain for more 
“inspiration”. David would fiddle with the new and 

strange toy until he’d eventually cave and send him 
back to find more inspiration. Sam assumed maybe 
this meant David was reaching out to communicate 
more, but there were too many important things to 
keep Sam from ever getting too serious about try-
ing. While Sam would write, David sat on the floor, 
spawning strange arrays of light, at first, they were 
simple abstract creations, only to then become 
more increasingly intricate designs of animals based 
on statues in Sam’s home. It seemed like the crea-
ture needed nothing more than a quiet place to heal 
its body. David never begged for food or water; he 
never needed anything, though Sam, so intently fo-
cused on his work, never even thought to ask, or 
even once say thank you. 
 On the fourth night, before passing out at his 
desk like always, Sam turned to the creature who 
looked as if it was sleeping like a statue, upright and 
glorious. 
 “I wonder,” Sam said quietly. “Do angels cry, 
David? Can they cry, have you seen it?”  He asked. 
“I must know for my work.” 
 David’s eyes lit up like a royal blue sun, no 
longer pitch black, as he stared at Sam with a child-
ish, but adorable, jumbled look. On cue, David an-
swered, his body shifted like a chameleon from its 
normal black hue to the same milky white opal color 
that Sam had seen bleeding from David’s wound  
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when they’d first met. Sam smirked in disappoint-
ment, as he assumed it was just another odd quirk 
of the mystery that was David. 
 It was on the fifth day, that Sam suddenly 
threw his arms in the air, frightening David, and 
kissed the freshly inked pages. 
 “I’ve done it! I’ve created the story that will 
make me famous beyond any other writer; the story 
you helped me find, locked away inside of me, Da-
vid. The story that will make me a legend,” Sam ex-
claimed.  
 The following day, a single, small letter arrived 
in the mail, it was different from the usual returned 
manuscripts and failed projects. This one was light 
to the touch, almost impossibly so. Sam stared at 
the letter, hesitant to read it at first. Soon, however, 
his hesitation was consumed by curiosity and Sam 
tore apart the letter, scanning it until his eyes found 
the bottom of it, until they found the single word 
he’d searched his whole life for: accepted. He’d 
done it, every American would soon be reading his 
work from all corners of the country. In celebration, 
he left David, without a second thought, and only 
returned once he had found the most expensive 
bottle of wine purchasable. Sam burst through the 
creaky door, letters of all shapes cradled in his arms, 
a smile carved clean across his face. 
 “I did it, David. I’m famous. I proved her 

wrong, I actually did it,” Sam shouted, an expensive 
bottle of wine in hand. 
 David, like an awkward dog, scampered into 
the room, his wings now large enough to begin top-
pling things on top of shelves over, further frighten-
ing the skittish creature. David watched in anticipa-
tion as Sam poured himself a glass of wine, then 
drank the entire thing, leaving not a drop for his 
muse. 
 “Now I’m famous. I’ll write stories about you 
until I die and become the most famous writer im-
aginable, the richest even,” Sam happily shouted as 
he downed another glass of wine. “Just keep bring-
ing me to that place and we’ll be unstoppable, you 
and I.”  
 In the distance, through his cobweb filled win-
dow, Sam noticed lights, one after another in single 
file, all rushing down his dirt road. That’s odd, he 
thought. He’d never have visitors, certainly not this 
many. Maybe it was press, coming to ask the next 
Shakespeare how he came up with such a genius 
idea, he thought.  
 Go, into the basement. I can’t have people 
seeing you. They’ll steal my ideas,” Sam said as he 
struggled to fit David through the cellar hatch. 
 “David tried to fight going down, like he al-
ways did every night, though Sam had just assumed  
it was a fear of the dark or something to that  
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childish degree and latched the hatch shut. With 
David in the basement, Sam threw an old carpet 
over the cellar door just as there was a knock on the 
door. 
 Sam opened the door a crack. “Can I help you? 
I don’t you know and it’s rather rude to interrupt a 
writer's work—the ideas, they leave your head if 
you’re disturbed,” Sam said. 
 Three men, donning black suits, sunglasses, 
and all perfectly synced like mannequins, stood be-
hind one, senior looking agent. His long, blonde hair 
made Sam think he looked like the kind that over-
saw the others. The alpha of the pack. 
 “Good afternoon, Mr. Ryan. I hope we’re not 
interrupting anything?” The tallest man asked 
through the half-opened door. 
 “Yes, yes you are, in fact. I’m in the middle of a 
great project. I’m sorry, but who are you?” Sam 
asked. 
 “You can call me Michael,” The tallest man 
said. “We’re here because a contact of ours recently 
gave us the pleasure of reading the new manuscript 
you submitted earlier this morning.” 
 Sam opened the door a bit wider now, like a 
fox walking closer to a trapped piece of meat. He 
stepped outside, his arms crossed as he observed 
the other emotionless men behind Michael. Each 
one of their faces looked the same, almost eerily 

identical. 
 “Oh? And what did you think? I’m sure it will 
be a winner myself, but it’s nice to meet my first ev-
er fans,” Sam replied. 
 “I believe it’s an idea far too expansive for a no
-name author like yourself. Too much detail, almost 
like it was, well, damn it if I say, based on something 
real,” the lead man said as he silently waved in his 
agents. 
 Sam felt a wave of ice flood through his veins 
like he’d just leapt head first into the frozen lake. 
Perfectly synced, they flooded the room and tore 
through everything like a machine, knocking over 
anything valuable, tarnishing edited manuscripts 
searching for clues, until one stumbled over a 
crease in the rug by accident. Suddenly, in a second, 
each of the men stopped what they were doing on 
cue and turned to face the crinkled rug. Sam bit his 
lower lip in fear of his muse being discovered, in this 
moment, his entire life’s work could vanish in the 
blink of an eye, he thought. Michael silently bobbed 
his head as they all prepped the handguns fash-
ioned at their sides underneath their suits. One 
opened the cellar and two men pulled out a cower-
ing David.  
  “No, wait. There’s got to be some misunder-
standing here, surely,” Sam pleaded as he rubbed 
his arms viciously. “I need him, for my work. I need  
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to go back.” 
 Michael studied David who was now cowering 
on the floor like a puppy caught in the act of soiling 
a rug. They could all hear the two-toned whimpers 
echoing throughout the house that were coming 
from the terrified David.  
 “Perfect description. You nailed its liking, Mr. 
Ryan. He’s a match. Boys, you know what to do,” 
Michael said. “Thank you for your cooperation in 
capturing our recently escaped little friend. We 
might not have found him, had we not been tipped 
off by you,” 
 Sam watched in horror, as each soldier un-
loaded a clip into the creature’s body. Each shot 
leaking more of the florescent, glowing blood. David 
sat, lifeless on the floor, curled into a fetal position; 
his wings curling around him and shriveling back to 
when Sam originally found him down at his lake. 
 “You monster! That was my life’s work right 
there, those were all of my stories and you just de-
stroyed them,” Sam exclaimed as he fell to his 
knees. “That was my future. How am I supposed to 
go back now?” 
 “You’re a writer; come up with something 
new. Oh, and it goes without saying that your man-
uscript was taken for research, so officially, it never 
existed,” Michael said. 
 Sam watched on his knees as each agent 

grabbed a limb and began dragging David away, 
while the last of the agents was busy spreading gas-
oline across his wine stained rug, his desk filled with 
notes and rewrites, and even his typewriter. 
 Sam ran out, latching onto Michael’s leg and 
sunk his weight into the earth. From behind him, he 
could hear the sizzling of a fire beginning to con-
sume the years of his life spent in each and every 
word that was sprawled throughout his house. Eve-
ry dedicated moment that further wedged him from 
his reality would suddenly be gone, replaced with a 
castle of ash. In the distance he could see the path 
of grass, slowly changing to a vibrant green, that 
trailed off towards David’s body. It was then that 
Sam noticed a single, perfect tear clinging to Da-
vid’s body’s eye. It was white, like a misshapen 
pearl, just like the strange, opaque sheen his skin ra-
diated.  
 “How could you? You took everything.” Sam 
muttered. 
 Michael knelt to eye level, disappointment 
clear across his face and whispered into Sam’s ear. 
“It wasn’t me who damned this little guy to the 
world; I wasn’t his father who used him as an exper-
iment, or the prophet who failed his test, I am only 
the disciple who answered the call.” 
  The men tossed David’s lifeless body into 
their vehicle and drove off, leaving Sam, on his  
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knees to watch as his house cindered bright orange 
under the night sky. Sam turned around, his eyes 
blurred by salty tears, and considered the roaring 
flames. The same roaring flames which desolated 
his kingdom and annihilated his history from the 
world. He closed his eyes and began to walk to-
wards the sentence he was due. 



86 

the four dollar bionic 

man 
Jesse Bradley  
 
 
 Mom sometimes had the advantage of putting 
her wants over my needs when she brought home 
the Inspector Gadget toy from the local Kay Bee. 
She held Gadget high, said “Go-Go Gadget Helicop-
ter” and flew him around the living room that dou-
bled as her bedroom, She flapped her lips to make 
the rotor noises, hovered him over me long enough 
so I could try and reach for him. “You’ll never catch 
me, Dr. Claw,” she said. I managed to touch the cuff 
of his pants before she flew him away. 
 Mom stopped flapping her lips, said “Go-Go 
Gadget Coat”. She turned him left, right, and then 
upside down looking for the valve to inflate his 
coat. “Let me try and find it,” I said. “You’ll never 
catch me, Dr. Claw,” she said again. She aimed 
Gadget at me, said “Go-Go Gadget Arms” and his 
hand smacked the bridge of my nose. I tried loosen-
ing her grip on Gadget by starting to cry, only for 
her to rub my head. “Nice try, Dr. Claw.” she said. 
When I reached out for Gadget and asked for a turn 
with him, Mom reminded me how much she’d al-

ready given before banishing me to the bedroom 
she wished she had. I picked up my stuffed Ernie, 
petted him like a fat cat, and vowed to get Gadget 
next time. Next time. 
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what everybody 

wants 
Samantha Knight  

 
 
 A cold rain plummeted into the streets of Van-
couver as the wind blew garbage from one block to 
the next. Scraps of newspapers came to a sudden 
halt on the windshields of stopped traffic. Passing 
bicyclists attempted to shield their face by looking 
down and keeping only one squinting eye open on 
the bumpy road ahead— until they noticed what the 
commotion was about. 
 Around a sky-rise, vehicles have parked, and 
the drivers gathered in the courtyard in front of the 
building. The building was a bank, and the people 
stood in awe and shock as they stared at the roof 
where a man in tattered clothing stood— shreds of 
his garments blew away from his body, his right shin 
visible even from such a distance. 
 Bystanders gossiped amongst each other; no-
body moved or attempted to do anything, they 
simply watched. Police stood nearby examining the 
situation, calling into their radios and discussing the 
best solution—time was critical. 
 “What does he want?”—but did he have to 

‘want’ something? People figured that such a public 
platform begged such a question. And if he did in-
deed want something, would it matter to them any-
way? 
 The other woman replied to the stranger, 
“someone said they heard him hollering about mon-
ey.” 
 “Oh, I see, because it’s a bank. My my.” 
 A policeman leaned through the passenger 
side of his squad car and spoke into the radio, “we 
have identified the jumper as a man, maybe late 
thirties or forties, likely homeless, or an addict. Most 
likely mentally disabled. He’s made demands about 
money. One officer has already gone up in attempt 
to control the situation, but we need back up...”  
 The man—indeed homeless, but not an addict 
or mentally disabled—shivered in the rain and wind, 
which felt like needles from the elevation. He nerv-
ously glanced behind him and then back over the 
ledge, anticipating an arm to grasp him from the 
precipice, or, startle him into making the leap. The 
height was higher than he had anticipated, and be-
ing on the edge of death, staring it in the eye, was 
like no situation he had ever expected to be in. He 
could not only see his breath, but he could hear it as 
loudly as the wind howled in his ears.  
 A single sailboat on the choppy ocean in the 
distance reminded him of back when he had the 
choice to either stay in the safety of the shelter and  



88 

continue working odd jobs to save up for future sur-
vival, or to leave and make things happen in his 
own, quicker, way; in this moment, he now felt con-
flicted, but he had come too far, and his little girl 
was depending on him—though he envied the worst 
case scenario of the sailboat.  
 “Give me the money, or I will do it!” his voice 
stuttered but was loud enough for the audience to 
gasp—all they needed to hear above the city racket 
was, “do it”. 
 “My blood will be on your hands! On the 
hands of the police force and the bank owners!” The 
last bits of his cries were carried away in the wind. 
He didn’t necessarily want to die, that much was 
clear by his consistent hesitation and the fact that 
he wanted something. But he did know that he 
needed money quick and did not—or could not—
want to waste the time working for it. 
 “Shit, where is Daniels? He should have been 
up there by now!” 
 “What are we going to do next, Sargent?” 
 A younger man in his late twenties approached 
the two officers. He wore a gray suit with a name 
tag, identifying him as the bank’s assistant manager. 
He was oddly calm, and his top hat kept his thick 
brown hair from blowing about, though he had to 
hold his hat to his head. 
 “What is it that he wants?” 
 The officers looked at each other, then back at 

the bank assistant manager, who cocked his head 
slightly in genuine curiosity; they didn't figure that 
mattered. 
 “Is your manager here? We will speak to him.” 
The Sargent carefully closed his notepad as he ex-
amined the young man and pondered his peculiar 
words. 
 “No, Sir, he is away on vacation until next 
month. But he has left me in charge. Is there any-
thing I can do to help, Officers?” The way he exag-
gerated their title, “Officers,” was as if he was trying 
to enforce their sense of duty in such a perilous cir-
cumstance; by the puzzled expression of the Sar-
gent's face, he seemed almost offended by the oth-
erwise respectful remark. 
 The other officer hesitated before clearing his 
throat and taking over. “Have any of your employees 
said anything about the man? Did he approach them 
before he got up there? How did he get up there?” 
“No, he did not approach my staff, not to my 
knowledge. As for his position, we have restrictive 
access that he wouldn’t have been able to breach. 
However, there are other businesses in this building, 
and all of them have roof access.” The man paused, 
removing his hat to scratch his head. “But I won-
der…this isn’t the conventional sting-up for cash…
seems to me this was not a planned threat, but one 
of spontaneous desperation. Therefore, wouldn’t it 
be a time sensitive situation?” He didn’t want to  
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seem condescending, so the man swiftly went back  
to his initial offer. “Again, if there’s anything I can 
do, please let me know. Something ought to be 
done sooner than later, or we will all have a bloody 
crisis on our hands.”  
 The officers rolled their eyes in an obvious 
manner, but also to conceal their amazement at the 
man’s intelligent analysis. 
 “I have heard some of the whispers…what 
does he want?” he inquired again. 
 “Money,” the Sargent sighed. 
 “Hm,” the bank assistant manager pondered 
this for a moment. 
 “Well? What do you suggest?” the officer 
blurted out sarcastically before chuckling with his 
higher-up. 
 Not engaging in the petty humor, the man 
continued sternly, “give him what he wants then.” 
Both officers coughed in laughter, shaking their 
heads at the foolish suggestion. “You want us to ac-
cept his threats and give him money? It’s your bank, 
you will be the one who will get fired for making 
such an idiotic decision, among other possible law-
suits.” 
 The Sargent cut in, “anyway, we’ve already 
sent someone up there to reason with him. I can’t 
be condoning this sort of behavior and rewarding it 
with cash, and in front of all these people? Rub-

bish.” 
The assistant manager contorted his face in bewil-
derment, taking a step forward. Reluctantly, he re-
plied to the Sargent’s inhumane solution. 
 “Forgive me, but I think you’re missing the 
bigger picture. Seems to me that a man’s life is 
more pertinent than currency, don’t you think? I do. 
I think his family, if he has any, would agree with 
me. Not to mention the possible lawsuits against 
the police department for handling a life-
threatening situation so poorly, and insensitively, I 
might add…” He was no longer hesitant to insult 
them, after all, what could they do when there’s an 
obvious humane solution to such a public specta-
cle?—Except for waste more valuable time, he 
thought to himself. “Gosh,” he continued, his eyes 
widening as he covered his mouth with his hand, “if 
the worst were to happen here, I imagine that 
would be quite the black spot on your reputations…
all to set an example for the people?”  
 The officers again glanced at each other; they 
couldn’t believe what they were hearing—was what 
he was saying moral, insulting, or simply crazy? The 
Sargent inhaled deeply as his fervent eyes nar-
rowed on the man’s vacant and unchanging expres-
sion.  
 “I will gladly take full responsibility,” the assis-
tant manager announced confidently, breaking the  
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 tension. “So, if you will permit, I would like to give  
him the money for his life,” he paused, and then met 
their judgmental eyes with a kind smile. “His life is 
clearly derailed and he’s not thinking straight, maybe 
eventually he will. But if you honestly think that 
denying him what he wants in this moment, despite 
whether you think he needs it or not, will change an-
ything for the better, you are mistaken. That out-
come will only cause further issues.” 
 The massive clock tower beside the bank be-
gan to dong the seventeenth hour of the day—
closing time. 

* 
 The large theatre is breezy, and the lights 
dimmed, except for the stage which is brightly lit. 
Students flood in through the two doors at the top 
of the stairs and settle throughout the many rows of 
chairs. 
 “Welcome first-year students, to Philosophy 
101!” The Professor begins, even though the chatter 
has not died down. “For some of you, this may be 
your first course, and for others, you’ve probably had 
a taste of the pain and agony you’re about to endure 
for the next eight months. But, this is what you all 
signed up for , and I am here to follow through.” He 
pauses before grinning at the mass of young adults 
in lecture theatre 201 of the Fipke Building. The pro-

fessor is in his late fifties with a wispy salt and pep-
per comb-over, and he is wearing an outdated gray 
suit with a purple tie—he typically dresses more pro-
fessional than other professors, certainly more so 
than the Fine Arts ones. 
 He strokes his trimmed mustache before con-
tinuing. “I am Professor Andrews,” he announces 
turning away to slide one of the white boards over 
the other, which reveals a full board of neatly written 
notes; there is a projector and screen, but he prefers 
his old-school ways of teaching. 
 “You may call me ‘Professor’, or ‘Professor An-
drews’. My assistant has already emailed the sylla-
buses to you all, meaning that you should have gone 
over it on your own prior to coming to class. We 
shall begin immediately.” 
 He turns back around to face them with a stern 
look on his face. “Phones, laptops, iPods, iPads, and 
any other gadget that has an ‘i’ in it is prohibited in 
my class. You shall write your notes, as it is a more 
efficient way of learning and maintaining infor-
mation. If you miss a day, and I don’t give a rat’s ass 
why, excuse my French,” he smiles at his own joke, 
“you will have to copy them from someone else.” 
 An indistinct chatter again echoes quietly 
throughout the lecture theatre as students complain 
under their breath to their neighbor. 
 One student with a floppy green tuque sits in  
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the front row. He glances around the room curious-
ly,  realizing he is only one of the four students 
sitting in the first two rows. One of those students 
sits beside him, another guy, but he wears a Van-
couver Canucks hat and has brought no notebook 
or pen—he clearly did not read the syllabus. In fact, 
most of the students have not come prepared, as 
evidenced by the numerous glowing laptops 
lighting up their faces. 
 The guy in the tuque leans over inconspicu-
ously and whispers in his ear, “well, this course is 
gonna suck… I might even drop it. I want ‘A’s, not 
torture.” 
 “Right? Who needs this shit anyway…” 
 Professor Andrews looks at the two guys in 
the front row, who hastily straighten up in their 
chairs as if they were never engaging in a conversa-
tion. 
 “Ah, the first out-of-turn speakers of day! It’s 
interesting that I heard one of you mention what 
you ‘want,’ because that is exactly the philosophy 
we will be discussing today.” He draws his attention 
back to the entire class and announces loudly, “with 
all the choices we have in our privileged society, 
and more specifically this University, you all chose 
to take this class. Choices, perhaps, don’t always 
encompass our desires in the moment, but they do 
influence the bigger picture: what we will want.” 

The theatre goes quiet. One student raises her 
hand cautiously; her many bracelets bunch up at 
her elbow. 
 “But, Professor, what about the concept of 
‘need?’ Is there not a big difference between what 
we want and what we need?” her voice breaks on 
her last few words, feeling intimidated by Professor 
Andrews’ attentive gaze and confident posture. The 
other students stare at her, impressed at her bold 
question that seemed to be undermining his lec-
ture. 
 He finally blinks, then smiles as he re-
positions his hands behind his back. 
 “Glad that you asked! Indeed, there is a differ-
ence, but that is a fine line you are drawing in the 
sand, Miss…?” 
 “Kelly.” 
 He doesn’t respond, and an awkward silence 
stills the room. 
 “Kelly Linburg.” Her face is now red and her 
hands going white from constricting each other. 
 “Ah, Miss Linburg. You do make a fine point…
literally,” he, again, laughs at his own joke, to which 
the students muster up the best fake giggles they 
can. “It’s human nature to often confuse the two 
concepts, considering their different technical defi-
nitions and our own life experiences—we tend to 
think and act in the moment—but this kind of  
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thinking prevents us from seeing the bigger picture, 
Miss Linburg.” He clears his throat. “It is, in fact, our 
choices that dictate what we think we want versus 
what we need. But in the end, we will inevitably see 
our desires through, and justify the means they are 
accomplished by based on the label we give them. 
Via, need or want.” 
 The students sit silently; some expressing ob-
vious confusion through their dumb-founded gaze, 
while others frantically take notes, unsure of wheth-
er this is “test material” or not. 
 Professor Andrews walks back towards the 
whiteboard, stopping just under a spot-light, which 
makes his tattered, moth-eaten, suit noticeable. He 
uses his red pointer to bring their attention to their 
first assignment. 
 “You will each write four research papers 
throughout the duration of the term, and each one 
corresponds to the four chapters we will discuss. 
The various topics and requirements are outlined in 
the syllabus. However, not noted in the syllabus are 
the due dates for each paper, this is because you 
are adults and I’m giving you the choice to write and 
hand them in when you want. To pass, you will need 
to complete and submit all four by midnight before 
our final class.” 
 Unsure and bewildered, the students watch 
attentively as the Professor makes his way to a desk 

at the corner of the stage. Some begin writing the 
notes on the board, as instructed at the beginning 
of the class, while others wait a few minutes before 
quietly leaving the lecture theatre. 

* 
 The leaves on the campus trees have grown 
back in bright colours, some green, some purple. 
Socializing and completing homework, students 
gather around the fountain in the courtyard, which 
flows rapidly once again, washing away the dirt and 
rubble from the harsh winter. 
 Papers litter the walls in the Fipke 201 lecture 
theatre, which all contain student numbers and the 
corresponding marks for Philosophy 101. Before 
taking their seats, the students push and shove one 
another to see their own final mark, a greatly antici-
pated moment after a long and odd course. Curi-
ously, there is more to be noticed than one’s own 
letter grade, and nearly every student sits down in 
utter confusion after staring at one of the papers 
posted on the wall—it must be a mistake, they all 
assume, for they have all simply received A’s. 
 Professor Andrews, in his regular tattered gray 
suit, stands center stage, patiently waiting for them 
all to settle before addressing their confusion. But 
for a few, it is instead irritation, since some were 
more diligent in handing in their papers and  
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spending more effort on their work than others. 
 “You have all made it. Congratulations on your 
new educational experience and passing the 
course!” He turns his attention to the board, which 
has various “Family Feud” style questions on it, on 
the topics studied throughout the course; many of 
the students sigh in relief at the confirmation that 
there will be no surprise final tests. 
 One student speaks up for what she is certain 
the rest of the students are thinking. 
 “Professor? I just have a question before we 
start, and I think many of us are on the same page,” 
Professor Andrews cuts in, knowing exactly her 
concern. “Ah, you are all wondering if the final 
marks are correct, since you have all, and by ‘all’ I 
mean those who did not want to drop out, received 
‘A’s as your final grade… no percentages, no ‘best’ 
and ‘worse’ students, no failures. Is that correct, 
Miss Linburg?” 
 Kelly hesitates before replying. “Um, basically, 
yes. How can there be no differentiation between 
final marks? Ion, and Kelly glances around the room 
frustratingly, why am I the only one to address this 
obvious issue? she asks herself. 
 The professor laughs under his breath.  
“Perfect? That's a bit of an overreach. But, it is a val-
id question, and the answer is simple. Indeed, the 
conventional way is to utilize exact letters and num-
bers to speak for your level of education and intelli-

gence… a systematic way of herding a wide variety 
of people, who think and learn in different ways, in-
to one narrow assembly line that attempts to edu-
cate in a cookie-cutter fashion, so to speak.” 
 Only half of the students listen attentively, 
trying to understand his concept that seems to be 
turning into one last lecture. The other half are 
simply happy they got what they wanted and care 
not to question it. 
 Professor Andrews inhales deeply before con-
tinuing. “Perhaps not all of you understood the ma-
terial the way I intended you to, and maybe some of 
you excelled more than others, in my opinion. But 
your intelligence and levels of understanding are 
not to be dissected and judgmentally analyzed by 
my opinion, and thus given a numerical grade that 
assumes you all learn and think in the same way. 
For example, let’s use your first assignment, which 
was based off our first lecture. Consider the bigger 
picture, beyond a written paper that was simply a 
requirement to pass this course…I gave you all a 
choice to write and hand in your work when you 
wanted to. You already knew what you needed, 
whether that be the credits or a particular course, 
either way, what you needed and what you wanted 
ended up giving you the same result—sometimes 
one is a longer and more difficult route, while the 
other easier, but perhaps less rewarding. You need-
ed this course, and you wanted A’s… I simply gave  
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 you what you  wanted, because the point wasn’t 
for me to determine your degree of education in 
comparison to your classmates, that will be deter-
mined in the level of success you each achieve on 
your own in the future, inevitably. My goal was to 
help you understand the material, which you all do 
now, judging from your four assignments…and let’s 
face it, you were all going to choose what you want-
ed to do and the effort you were going to put in to 
this course no matter what letter grade I gave you in 
the end.” 
 Some of the students have already left, but 
others, including Kelly, remain antsy in their seat, 
clicking their pen or shaking their leg. Professor An-
drews can see this, and he smiles; he is nostalgically 
thinking about when he first learned this valuable 
lesson. 
 “Okay, let’s consider, for a moment, a real-life 
situation. There’s a seemingly homeless addict, who 
is probably mentally disabled, standing on the ledge 
of a tall building. We don’t know him or his past, but 
it has influenced his drastic choice to threaten his 
life in public. You can assume and try to dictate what 
he needs, but what he wants is far more pertinent in 
this moment—desires are inherently more powerful. 
What should you do?” 
 After a moment, Kelly responds without a 
hand. “Well, give him what he wants, until it's safe to 

figure out what he needs.” 
 Professor Andrews’ grin grows in excitement. 
“Precisely. One must determine what the more im-
portant question is in the moment.” 

* 
 The class has finally ended, and all the stu-
dents exit contentedly from the lecture theatre, ex-
cept for one. 
 “Professor Andrews?” Kelly stands before him 
as he re-reads the papers at the desk in the corner 
of the stage. 
 “Something else?” He gives his full attention, 
crossing his hands gently on top of the papers. 
 “What happened to the man on the ledge?” 
A large air duct in the ceiling above their heads rum-
bles, and the vent blows a cold chill down both their 
spines. The theatre is quiet otherwise, absent of stu-
dent body. 
 “I gave him what he wanted… and he didn't 
jump. Turns out it was what he needed.” He took a 
breath. “Afterward, I asked about his life and why he 
made such choices. The man, indeed homeless, had 
a young daughter who he never had custody of, and 
rarely ever saw.  Unfortunately, she was battling leu-
kemia and the costs of treatment exceeded the 
mother's wage and coverage, and that’s when he 
knew he needed to make a decision that would help  
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his daughter in a time-sensitive situation—yet an 
other life-threatening circumstance.”  
 Andrews had never been a particularly open 
man; he wasn’t exactly proud to have been a bank 
assistant manager for much of his youth, but his 
choice that day revealed a gilded path to helping 
people, and later, students. 
 But he continued. “I then helped him succeed 
in what he needed to do, but in the right way. My 
bank made a generous contribution to the Chil-
dren’s Leukemia Foundation, and sponsored his 
daughter, who received all the treatment she need-
ed. But, because of his poor choice of action, he did 
serve a short sentence, but went on to pursue what 
he always wanted to be: a father, which also hap-
pened to be what he needed out of life anyway.” 
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pretend it isn’t  

destiny 
L.L. Madrid  

 

 

Neck 
 

 You view those breathless moments from up 
above. How strange it is watching blood vessels 
burst across your neck, your eyes bulging. Below, 
you are losing your grip. You’re going to drop her. 
Your baby… 
 Your lips move. Did you manage a sound?  Is 
that plea why he lets go of your throat? 
 Back in your body, you have only seconds. 
Tighten your grip on the baby and run. She giggles 
at this new game, Daddy chasing Mommy. You slam 
the bedroom door. Huddle in the closet. Starfish 
hands clap as you slide the mirrored section closed. 
Hide-and-seek. 
 The knob rattles. A fierce pounding. 
 “I’m calling the police!” A lie. 
 You don’t have your cell phone. 
 
 

Teeth 
 

 The room is cylindrical, the walls vermillion. 
An egg-shaped mirror holds the reflection of clumsy 
fingers prodding the divot in your gums. You press 
the tooth back into its spot and exhale relief. 
 Two more incisors fall like faux pearls into 
your palm. You panic at the pulpy strands of saliva 
and blood, the tumbling of teeth. Scrambling, you 
jam the enamel shards into ready slots. At last, all 
are in place, quivering in a shiny toothpaste ad row. 
 

Feet 
 

 You wear a vintage, tea-length dress. One 
hundred bobby pins pierce your skull, forcing the 
updo in place. The bodice digs into the five pounds 
you promised to lose. Not used to heels, you shift 
from foot to foot. 
 Two nights ago, drunk and pressured into 
wearing a plastic tiara, you confessed to a bar 
choked with bachelorettes that you weren’t sure 
you should marry him. They laughed, ordered you 
another shot—one with whipped cream and a chem-
ically red cherry on top—and assured you that it was 
only cold feet. 
 Now your soles are slick with sweat. You want 
to kick off the sparkly stilettos and run.  
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 The minister is looking at you. Everyone is 
watching. Waiting. You answer. 
 It sounds like a question. 
 

Belly 
 

 When the midwife says, One last push, you 
know she is lying and oh, how you hate her. The wa-
ter in the birthing tub has gone cold and is tinged 
pink with blood. All you want to do is quit, but you 
are breasts, belly, and knees, the only way out is 
through. Just one more. You want to scream at that 
woman to go fuck herself, but the contractions ren-
der you feral, grunting, wordless. Sixteen last push-
es later, there is a release: A swirling of red and an 
inky black head of hair. You reach into the water and 
pull out your baby. She doesn’t cry. She regards you 
with storm gray eyes as wide as planets. You have 
never seen anyone look this way, so knowing yet in-
nocent. You fall deeply in love.  

 

Heart 
  
 Orange flames devour the velveteen menager-
ie and scale the pale pink curtains. The butterfly 
mobile catches, embers of wings drift like snow-
flakes. In the center of the inferno, the bassinet 
Your baby cries as you dash through fire, sparks 

burning stars into nightclothes. You lift and press 
her to your chest. 
 Her downy head tucks neatly under your chin. 
Your hearts beat in alternating currents. 
 

Lips 
 

 It takes two years to miss men. The desire re-
turns when you spot a stranger. Weights held aloft, 
chrome and black, the man shines with sweat. Not 
just sweat. He’s glowing. You stare stupidly. Your 
friends laugh when you struggle to explain it: Really, 
he was glowing. You don’t tell them that you know 
this is destiny. 
 Despite trying different times, more days, and 
staying longer, you never see him at the gym again. 
You do, however, lose those final stubborn pounds 
of baby weight. 
 A year drifts by. A lonely night plus a bottle of 
cheap wine culminates in the creation of a dating 
profile. A rosary’s worth of bad first dates follow. 
You try one last match. His picture is friendly and 
vaguely familiar.   
 You wear your standard date outfit to the 
Starbucks with the well-lit parking lot. He grins, 
Don’t I know you from somewhere? 
 Your lips smile back at the glowing man. You 
order a chai and pretend it isn’t destiny. 
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Ear 
 

 This place is an endless rippling of turquoise 
water. The linen-draped people float, their faces se-
rene. You’ve been here before but never remember 
later. 
 You wade through waist-deep turquoise to the 
skimming stone of the Gods. The pockets of your 
tunic are laden with objects: A lump of petrified 
memories, an Akoya pearl, a ball of borrowed 
strength, and a rock of raw tanzanite. One by one, 
you send the items skipping along the water. They 
vanish at the horizon. 
 Light fingertips flutter across your back. A 
woman you know only from other dreams releases a 
briny breath into your ear. Her words tingle, a star-
burst in your mind. 
 This time you’ll recall everything but her 
words. 
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the last man in space 

Michael Triozzi  

 

 

The last man in space has already been born. I 
don’t know how old he is. He could already be 
breezing through the physics courses of his large, 
well-regarded state university. Or he could still be 
staring through the wooden slats of his cradle at the 
distant lights of the night sky.  

He will go to space sometime in the next few 
decades. Maybe it will be his first time in space. 
Maybe he will be an old veteran astronaut by then. 
But he will go, and he will go for the last time. It will 
be a routine mission—possibly to fix a satellite. 
Mostly just to prove that Americans can still put 
people in space, like in the Good Old Days, if they 
really want to.  

He will not know that he is about to become 
the last man in space, even as he sits in the capsule, 
waiting for the thousand explosions of rocket fuel 
to carry him through the atmosphere like an ant 
strapped to a stick of dynamite. He’ll say a little 
prayer during the countdown, even though he is not 
all that religious. I probably would too. 

The last man in space will not be the last hu-

man in space. He will be tied for that honor with 
two extremely capable and well-trained women – 
the commander and pilot of the mission. It would be 
better to write about “The Last Humans in Space,” 
but those weren’t the exact words that crawled un-
invited into my mind this morning as I looked out 
my window onto the strange landscape of a planet I 
will never leave. 
 During a NASA press conference, a reporter 
will have joked with the last man in space about 
how he will feel being the only man on a spaceship 
full of women. In answer to a follow-up question, 
the last man in space will say that he has no idea 
whether astronauts have sex in space, and that he 
certainly never has. He will wink at the reporter, but 
it will be true.  
 We will have liftoff.  
 The mission commander will have an old-
fashioned yet cool name, like Evelyn. As several 
times the force of gravity shove him and his com-
rades into their flight chairs, the last man in space 
will find himself wishing that he had a cool name 
like Evelyn. The three of them will hurtle, rattling 
through the blue, and come to a serene still in the 
black. 
 Unstrapping himself from his flight chair and 
feeling the weightlessness take him, the last man in 
space will now have a choice: there are two 
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windows in the capsule. If he looks out the one fac-
ing earth, he will remember that he first wanted to 
become an astronaut when his teacher told him 
that the Great Wall of China can be seen from 
space. Even though he will have long since known 
that this is not true, he will will be the large streams 
of toxins running off into seas full of dolphins and 
fish and mud crabs. He will pause and admire the 
serene perfection of that beautiful globe. 
 If he looks out the other window he will see 
that same moon that hung over his cradle as a baby, 
backed by a field of those same stars. They will look 
no closer than they did back then, even from that 
high above the earth. He’ll wonder whether it’s true 
that humans are the only animal that look up at the 
sky and feel the need to explore and learn and won-
der. He’ll wonder why he doesn’t feel that it’s futile. 
 On the second day of the mission, while Eve-
lyn and the pilot are asleep, the last man in space 
will notice one of the emergency lights blinking on a 
control panel off to the side of the capsule. The lack 
of gravity will be the only thing preventing his heart 
from sinking to his shoes. He won’t know how long 
the light will have been blinking for, but it will indi-
cate a problem that could potentially end their lives 
in a soundless explosion. Their space capsule has 
not been built yet, but it will already be old and in 
need of repairs by then… 

 Thinking quickly, the last man in space will fol-
low the electrical wire that leads from the control 
panel to the life support systems in the next com-
partment. He will float with all of the stillness and 
quietness he can manage-still enough to calm the 
pounding in his heart and quiet enough to hear the 
faintest whisper of a hiss. He will be fifty – no, sixty 
-  percent sure he hears the telltale sound, and fol-
lowing it will find that a gasket has come loose on 
some critical piece of equipment. He will tighten it. 
 He will report the repair to mission control but 
will not mention a word of it to the others in the 
capsule. 
 No, the last manned space mission will not 
end in catastrophe. It will end routinely, but it will 
end over-budget. Administrators will begin to calcu-
late that astronauts are not a cost-effective way to 
explore our solar system – not with so many prob-
lems with hunger and toxins and mud crabs here on 
earth. 
 Until the day he dies, the last man in space 
will wonder if he saved all of their lives by noticing 
the blinking light and fixing the gasket. Many years 
later he will claim to his drinking buddies that this is 
true, and will immediately feel a strange pang of 
guilt for the possible exaggeration. His drinking 
buddies will have long since been tired of his space 
stories anyway.  
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 No, the last manned space mission will not 
end in catastrophe. It will end routinely, but it will 
end over-budget. Administrators will begin to calcu-
late that astronauts are not a cost-effective way to 
explore our solar system – not with so many prob-
lems with hunger and toxins and mud crabs here on 
earth. 
 Until the day he dies, the last man in space 
will wonder if he saved all of their lives by noticing 
the blinking light and fixing the gasket. Many years 
later he will claim to his drinking buddies that this is 
true, and will immediately feel a strange pang of 
guilt for the possible exaggeration. His drinking 
buddies will have long since been tired of his space 
stories anyway.  
 Over the course of the coming decades, inter-
est in the space program will wane and he will begin 
to realize that he may actually be the last man ever 
to go to space. He will say that this thought is 
bittersweet, and that will be half true. He will pre-
tend to see the humor in it, and will begin using the 
Twitter handle @LASTronaut. He will tweet for a 
couple of months and gain an interested set of fol-
lowers, but will soon realize that he has very little to 
say and will stop. From time to time he will consider 
calling Evelyn, just as an old friend. Each time he 
will decide against it and pour another drink or 
reach for another pill. 

 During an increasingly rare television inter-
view he will crack a joke that may have been funny 
during his youth but will by then be considered in-
sensitive. Maybe it will be about sex in space. May-
be it will be about the mud crab problem. It will 
cause a small controversy, and his @LASTronaut 
Twitter account will be suspended due to the public 
outcry. But the news will move on and Twitter will 
fold later that same year for unrelated reasons. 
 It’s possible that he will become very religious 
later in life. Many astronauts do. It’s very possible 
that he will stop giving interviews. In quiet mo-
ments he may wonder if Evelyn ever went back and 
read the mission logs and saw that he probably defi-
nitely saved their lives. 
 With the advances is medical technology and 
the general physical fitness of astronauts, it may 
have been possible for the last man in space to live 
until the beginning of the next century. Sadly, this 
will not be the case. The last man in space will be 
eaten alive by mutant mud crabs, along with most 
of the adult male population of the eastern United 
States during a single day toward the end of this 
century. In the face of a mass catastrophe of that 
scale, no individual obituaries will be printed. But 
his epitaph may read something like:  

The Last Man in Space 
An inspiration to us all 
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Devoured by mutant mud crabs 
Survived only by our common hopes 

 
 The mutant mud crabs will swiftly develop 
their own art and civilization. They too will begin to 
wonder if any of their brave and noble race will one 
day walk among the stars. They will start wondering 
with eager anticipation who will be the first mutant 
mud crab in space. And although they do not know 
it, they will soon begin to wonder who will be the 
last. 
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autumn rain 

C.R. Beaumont  

 

 

And what were those feelings, 
covered in the folds of brightly colored daffodils as 
we lay in fields of summer. 
The world seemed so bleak and grey before I met 
you... 
It was as if the sun never shined and all that exist-
ed was the rain. 
That soft pitter patter of drops to keep me compa-
ny amidst my solitude in a fortress of sorrow. 
But now the Autumn leaves turn their shades 
which I have never seen, 
orange, yellow, and brown. 
A sight and festival of colors which all should be-
hold, 
a side of life who’s meaning I cannot quite glean. 
Yet I know one thing: 
I love you. 

 

 

 

  
 It was the soft pitter patter of raindrops on the 
bay window that roused Ruby from her slumber 
amongst the massive pillows that lined the sill bed 
nestled into the wall and overlooking the world out-
side. Wild flowers could be seen lining the hill side, 
forever sloping down towards the lake which lay 
just outside the manor. Their colors were only di-
minished by the soft rain clouds which loomed over 
head as if some never ending blanket of gray cover-
ing the world in a soft void of sleepiness. A yawn 
began to escape her lips as she roused and 
stretched, her eyes peering out the window into the 
bleak grayness. Those two solitary emerald orbs 
simply stared out, checking the blanket of colors be-
low before trailing up to the unrelenting gray which 
rained upon the abode in which she resided. 
 What was it; a simple pause that held her 
attention, some memory lost in time that tugged at 
the back of her mind like a fog that refused to let 
up. She shook her head gently before blinking and 
settling those orbs upon a single white flower. It’s 
swaying caught her eyes and transfixed them solidly 
upon the flower’s position amongst the droplets of 
water which cascaded over its white petals. Then 
suddenly it was as if the dam broke and everything 
came cascading back to her in a flood of feelings 
and images. Tears came unbidden, as if slowed by a  
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breach in time, and trickled down across her 
cheeks. 
 Instantly she was back there; amongst the 
warm autumn sun, the fields of flowers, and was 
nestled within his arms as they wrapped around her 
and sheltered her from anything that might wish to 
harm her in this world. The sweet smells of wild 
flowers, pine, and rushing water assaulted her nos-
trils. The sounds trumpeted in her ears of birds sing-
ing sweetly, the sound echoing across a breeze that 
also carried the breath of the river with it. His arms 
were strong and his body was warm, his scent was 
filled with the outdoors and hinted of mountains. 
The cool wind licked at her face as if some way 
ward pet that craved more attention and caused her 
to shift, nestling ever closer to him. 
 It was the leaves that caught her attention the 
most. The vibrant colors of orange, red, yellow, and 
brown that all stood out like flashes of lightning vy-
ing for her attention. The way they seemed to shiver 
in the wind was like bells dancing and performing a 
symphony just for the two of them as they clung to-
gether in the soft cool grass. He was a mystery to 
her, yet she felt so safe and secure in his arms. Arms 
that were strong enough to snap a man in twain, yet 
they wrapped around her so gently. When his hand 
trailed along the side of her cheek it was as if spring 
itself caressed her face in some loving moment of 

eternity.  
 The wind shuddered once more and the 
hillside was alive with festivities as the flowers and 
leaves danced to some hidden melody. It was a 
song that echoed throughout the glade, a soft jin-
gling that reached in towards the soul, begged for 
celebration, and could not be refused by any. The 
crescendo was the wind; the rise of the orchestra 
was the stream and the leaves. The music was a 
rush of sounds and coolness that could not be 
tamed or rewritten. It was a beautiful harmony 
which stood out in time and memory and it drew 
the two of them closer. He was everything she de-
sired and wanted, and he was nothing. 
  It was his soft touch that led her face to 
slowly tilt upwards, his lips which robbed her of her 
senses as they caressed her own. She could feel the 
fire rising up inside of her as he gently traces his fin-
gers across her skin as if she were some delicate 
porcelain doll which required care and a grace un-
known to any living man. His lips seemed like honey 
to her, soft and sweet as finely aged mead that 
begged to be consumed. A soft sigh escaped her lips 
as she felt her breath rise within her, his arms laid 
her back gently against the cool grass. Those emer-
ald wells met with ones of sapphire, pure and blue 
as the sky upon a spring morning. He leaned in, a 
slow deliberate gesture, and she felt her breath  
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catch in her throat. Her spine tingled and she could 
feel the fire rise up in her breast and between her 
legs...  
 Ruby blinked and the daffodil lost its hold up-
on her, only the soft patter of the rain echoed in her 
ears. 
 The wet hillside which led down to the lake, 
blanketed in gray, was the only sight that met her 
eyes. The chill of fall showers seemed to permeate 
from the window and she found herself shivering as 
she wrapped her arms around her legs, drawing 
them up to her chest. Who was he? This phantom 
of a memory that would take hold of her and refuse 
to let go, that solitary moment in time which made 
no sense and stuck in her mind almost as if a dream. 
It was only a year or so ago, but it seemed like yes-
terday. It was but a chance meeting upon the forest 
hillside near the ring of mushrooms. He was all she 
ever wanted, all that she needed...and she didn’t 
even know his name. But the wind outside knew, 
and it echoed where she could not hear it. 
‘Wayland’...it called. ‘Wayland’...it echoed. But she 
could only stare back out the window at the daffo-
dils and slip back into her memory, lost to it once 
again. 
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the beautiful suicides 

Annie Blake  

 
 
 Suicides are hanging over corn fields like orna-
ments.    

* 
 I drove my old-fashioned pickup to the clear-
ing where they said aliens left the imprint of a lem-
niscate. I wanted to see if it was true. Some said it 
was a hoax. Maybe it was. But it probably still 
meant something.  

* 
 It looked more like the image of a spider to 
me.  

* 
 I hung around a little. There was something 
about this place—a seductive hook. I had to find out 
what it was so I could make my way home. I was 
salted inside the mirage of a long death—these 
beautiful people swinging from the sky. Unable to 
curl themselves up like shells. Unable to find a way 
to walk through the mazes their bodies could 
sheathe. They seemed to forget that death hangs—
that there were the ears of children underneath 

them who were watching and listening to see how 
living could be done.  

* 
 I walked inside the field of corn.  

* 
 The husks and leaves were rivulets—
swimming as if alive. At first, I ran so hard I mowed 
down the ears of corn like a machine. 800 kernels 
like jammed teeth. I had to remember whatever I 
looked at was a reflection of myself. The ear was 
made up of kernels like whole people of one person 
held together.   

* 
 I shucked an ear and moved it around in my 
fingers. Kernels could also be drawers. All I had to 
do was slide them out. The openings were as small 
as the round head of a pin. The light only shines 
through if you believe it does. The light is narrow 
because home is virginal and infinite. I climbed in. I 
could hear someone whispering. Urging me to make 
the journey of the ear.  

* 
 I dug through it so I could hear myself more 
clearly. I was in a spiral hall. I walked to the rhyth-
mic beating of the drum. The drawers were as large 
as rooms with stairs. There were hearths to keep  
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hanged bodies warm. Some people swing in draw-
ers forever because they avoid mingling withspi-
ders. But drawers are meant to protect us tempo-
rarily. They are supposed to do more than just store 
our clothes. They are transitory places for people 
who hang upside down.  

* 
 The wind in the field kept trying to shake off 
the walls even though they were as twisted and 
hard as knots. 

* 
 The ornaments of the field remembered they 
were stratified. They had to find water and sun to 
grow. This is the tropism of suicides. Sun and water 
mix a sweet juice which fills shells. And we have to 
frog-kick to spade ourselves through it. A shell’s last 
door is the shape of a vulva. When I washed myself 
in the mud of her legs, my body became silvery like 
the sun. 

* 
 The pointy features of my face grew out. Pro-
truding into the nose of a plane. The metamorpho-
sis of my arms made wings. My shoulders became 
pulleys raising me into the sky.  

* 
 I knew I was human again because I kept run-

ning through the slap of corn.  

* 
 I trained myself to run with the beat of the 
drum. Forwards and then backwards. I didn’t stop 
until the corn grew higher than me.  

* 
 I watched my legs folding into the propeller of 
an airplane. The tassel of silk eventually found con-
tact with the sky’s electricity wires--the in-between 
blue. I didn’t stop running till I knew the plane could 
take off. My fuel was learning to eat spiders. I re-
membered to look for them where they were unex-
pected. Especially in the drawers of ears. Especially 
under stairs. I learnt how to pick at their old skin. To 
slice off the tips of their legs so I could walk in feet. 
To swallow their eight legs. To see through their ka-
leidoscope of eight eyes. 

* 
 When legs are kept still they are like pendu-
lums. When the knees of legs bend, they make the 
shape of arches. Keep feet covered by stepping up, 
then stepping down again. 

* 
 It takes eight minutes to land inside the orbit 
of the sun. 
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biography 

 

 She was born in the Iowa cornstalks, where the 
Midwestern wind blows, and the limestone grows. 
She has two communication degrees, and a minor in 
creative writing—specializing in organizational and 
strategic communication, and fiction. She has over 14 
years of writing experience, over 5 years of freelance 
editing experience with published authors, and 23 
years of reading mystical worlds. She was published in 
riverrun, and runs two blogs, one on hubpages, and 
the other Pixie Girl Writing Tips. On her days off, she 
is an adventurer of no roads traveled (and usually gets 
in trouble), a sailor fishing for stories and blogs to 
conquer and put down, and a warrior with her side-
kick pug who is not fat—she is curvy and is gor-
geous—to battle all cornfields of everyday life. 
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Nicole Taylor 

nonfiction editor 

biography 

 

 Nicole graduated with a double major in English 
literature as well as women and ethnic studies with a 
creative writing fiction minor in May 2017. In July 
2017 she completed a publishing certification pro-
gram. She is a Colorado-based writer who is currently 
working to build up her freelance writing career while 
she fleshes out her editing, marketing, and design 
skills. On the weekends she enjoys her free time by 
volunteering with a local cat adoption agency, playing 
tabletop role-playing games, and playing video games. 

Nicole reading The Eye of the World by 

Robert Jordan  
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 Addey Vaters is a writer hailing from the Rocky 
Mountains of Colorado.  She has a degree in English 
Literature and Creative Writing from the University of 
Colorado and presently works in higher educa-
tion.  Addey’s work has been published in riverrun Lit-
erary and Arts Journal, Sleet Magazine, Miss Milennia 
Magazine, Viewfinder Magazine, and Odyssey, where 
she was not only a contributor but an editor.  She 
loves anything and everything related to cats and/or 
folk music.  Follow Addey on Twitter @AddeyVaters 
and visit her website, www.AddeyVaters.com, for 
more about her meanderings through the world of lit-
erature. 
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fiction editor 

biography 

 

 Amber was born in Fort Carson and is currently 
working on finishing her bachelor’s in Psychology—
with a minor in creative writing—from the University 
of Colorado Colorado Springs, and will be graduating 
after spring semester. Sometimes though, she wishes 
she would have stayed with languages, if only for the 
diversity in cultures and the faraway places she could 
have traveled. She loves writing, particularly: horror, 
fantasy, young adult, and humor. Also, she’s rather 
fond of video games—especially those with good 
characters and story—and getting lots and lots of 
sleep. 
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Cynthia Scott Wandler is an award-winning freelance 
reporter, who, outside of her day job, has been pub-
lished in The Hopper and the #yegwords Coffee 
Sleeve Project. She also has work forthcoming in Un-
derstorey Magazine and Far Off Places! Living in 
Morinville, Alberta, Canada, she can often be found 
either writing on paper or hugging the trees that 
make it. You can say hi to her on Twitter and Insta-
gram at @likes_words or learn more at 
www.cynthiascottwandler.ca. 
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Cynthia Scott Wandler 

interview 

 
 Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 Canadian writer Jessica Kluthe’s memoir Rosi-
na, the Midwife was the first creative non-fiction 
book I read. I had been struggling with how to do 
creative writing, when I tended so much toward jour-
nalism. Her book, and the gift of her time and en-
couragement when I shared some initial writing with 
her (which was for this piece, actually), helped my 
writing style emerge. 
 Ian Brown, a Canadian journalist, has written 
honest, revealing memoirs that prove how truth reso-
nates, even in circumstances we may not have per-
sonally experienced, and even when the truths show 
our ugly bits. 
 Finally, Stephen King’s book On Writing is one I 
would recommend to any aspiring writer, fiction or 
non-fiction. His advice on everything from dialogue 
attribution to character development to seeking pub-
lication is an easy, helpful read. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written which book would you choose and why? 

 As if the horrifying, moving post-apocalyptic 
story Cormac McCarthy tells in The Road isn’t 
enough, his phrasing is beautiful. “In that long ago 
somewhere very near this place he’d watched a fal-
con fall down the long blue wall of the mountain and 
break with the keel of its breastbone the midmost 
from a flight of cranes and take it to the river below 
all gangly and wrecked and trailing its loose and 
blowsy plumage in the still autumn air.” What writer 
wouldn’t want to take credit for that sentence? His 
writing style, description, and word choice are won-
derful too; I looked up so many words reading his 
book, and loved it. I dare you to find the word 
“salitter” in a modern dictionary. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing process? 
 For years, I have heard writers in interviews 
comment about not knowing where their characters 
would take them, or not knowing how the story 
would end, etc. This seemed ridiculous to me—it was 
their story, how could they not know how it would 
unfold? But now, having made the time to develop 
my own stories past the initial ideas, I understand 
what they mean; my favorite thing about writing has 
become discovering/unlocking the details in my mind 
that I didn’t know were there until I gave them my 
full attention. 
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Samantha Knight graduated from the University of 
British Columbia, Okanagan, in 2014, specialized in 
English Literature and Creative Writing. Her work 
has appeared in Papershell, Cicatrix Publications, 
The Deaf Poets Society, and Foliate Oak Literary 
Magazine; she has also had a painting showcased on 
the Dying Dahlia Review. Through continued dedica-
tion and growth, she hopes to have her novel pub-
lished in the near future, a work of historical fiction 
that weaves mythology into the unravelling of the 
Athenian golden age during the height of the Pelo-
ponnesian War. In addition to her writing career, Sa-
mantha is also a fitness instructor, and she and her 
husband are expecting their first child in April. 



117 

Samantha Knight 

interview  
 
When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer?  
 When I was in grade four, an author and edi-
tor—whose name I cannot remember unfortunate-
ly—visited Harwood Elementary School (Vernon, BC) 
to work with a few select students who presented 
an interest/flare in writing; I was among the young-
est and I remember being so excited to meet a pub-
lished author, she was like a celebrity to me. My par-
ents were thrilled when they found out that I was 
one of those selected for the program, to eventually 
complete my own story and have it edited, bound, 
and even “copyrighted”—more as a learning experi-
ence to understand how the process works. By the 
end, I was so proud of what I had accomplished, 
writing just came so naturally to me. From that mo-
ment on, I knew it was my true ambition to become 
a writer when I grew up and eventually publish my 
own novel. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from?   
 I always had an active imagination as a kid and 
I poured that creativity into writing stories in my 
spare time, even spending lunch hour in the library; 
there was just something so exciting about creating 

my own world with characters I fancied as heroes, 
and sharing that work with my family and friends. 
This passion stayed with me into adulthood and was 
further defined in the creative writing classes I took 
in University, where my work was finally able to be 
read and critiqued in a more professional manner by 
others who shared my ambitions. Throughout the 
course of an advanced writing class in my final year 
(acceptance was based on the submission and ap-
proval of a portfolio), I completed my first novel, 
which I am still editing and revising to this day—is 
any piece of work ever really “perfect” or polished 
enough for its author? Gosh, at some point I hope 
so! 
  
Do you have advice for other writers?  
 On that note, my advice for fellow writers out 
there—or for those still aspiring to begin—don't 
overthink (creativity isn't about organized thoughts 
neatly typed on a word document, that's an essay), 
don't re-read the same page over and over hoping 
for something better, and don't give up. Just keep 
submitting your work and moving forward; trust in 
what you want and what you've achieved so far, no 
matter how many times people ask you, “what are 
you going to do with an English degree?” 
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 D. Marie Fitzgerald is the author of Reruns, a col-
lection of poetry and prose published in 2013 by Dog 
Ear Publishing. Her poetry has been published in 
Coachella Magazine, The Pen Woman, Cholla Needles, 
Spadina, Straightjackets, Alternative Fiction & Poetry, 
Louder Than Bombs, The Pinehurst Journal, and The 
Paterson Literary Review to name a few. She was on 
the editorial staff of both The Idyllwild Word and The 
George Williams Review, as well as creator and advisor 
of The Lion’s Quill, the arts and literary magazine at 
Cathedral City High School in Cathedral City, Califor-
nia where she taught both English and creative writing.  
 Her education includes a Bachelor of Arts in Hu-
manities, graduating Magna Cum Laude, from George 
Williams College, and a Credential in English Examina-
tion from California State University San Bernardino.  
 She was raised in Southern California, but has  
also resided in Colorado and Chicago, returning to  
California in 1986. She currently lives in Palm Springs,   
California.  
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 My favorite writers are F. Scott Fitzgerald, John 
Irving, and Richard Russo, but I don’t believe they 
have influenced my writing. My poetry, however, has 
been influenced and inspired by my favorite living 
poet, Sharon Olds. Her bold honesty and ability to 
create unique similes has helped me shape my own 
voice. Other poets who I greatly admire are Pablo 
Neruda for the passion he exudes in his work and 
Carolyn Forche for her attention to minute details. I 
turn to these muses constantly, hoping to emulate 
the same in my own work. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why? 
 The Razor’s Edge by W. Somerset Maugham. 
Although I adore The Great Gatsby and other works 
by Fitzgerald, The Razor’s Edge is by far my favorite 
novel. Why? Because the main character, Larry Dar-
rell, is a role model to me. I would love to be as calm 
and peaceful as him. I actually own a first edition, 
and it is a book I have returned to many times. After 
rereading I approach life with more serenity than  

before.  
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
 I love finding just the right simile or metaphor, 
one that is fresh and not cliché. I always read my 
work aloud while writing and listen for just the voice 
I am attempting to impart. I enjoy the process of se-
lecting line placement. But in all honesty, I find the 
whole process difficult; it is only the end result 
which makes it all worthwhile. 
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 Sarah Eshleman lives with her best friend, 
Laura, and her dachshund, Dudley, in the Cincinnati 
area where she works as a content editor. She 
has been published in Ruminate, Counterclock, 
and internationally in Mslexia. Read more of 
her writing at The View from Goose Hill blog 
(theviewfromgoosehill.wordpress.com). She 
believes that between the lines, life is poetry, 
tragic and beautiful, and at the places where 
life gets knotted up, you’ll find the most beauty 
and grace. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 The longer I live, the more the word favorite 
strikes me as an ungrateful word. I’m thankful for 
every voice that has ever influenced me from the 
page. Perhaps we can define favorite by which writ-
ers I aspire to emulate in my own writing. In that 
case it would be Annie Dillard, Peggy Noonan, Leif 
Enger, Mary Oliver, Billy Collins, the authors of scrip-
ture, and E.B. White. There’s a cadence to these 
writers, and I compose to their rhythm (or try to, an-
yway). 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why? 
 For revenue and expansive influence, the Har-
ry Potter series—but that might be greedy. However, 
Annie Dillard’s The Writer’s Life is my pure answer. 
The book is transcendent, alive, spreading new 
truths each time I read it. (It would have also been 
scads of fun to have been Erik Larson researching 
for and writing The Devil in the White City or Mary 
Roach writing Stiff.) 

 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
 The surprise. I love that you never know what 
idea might arrest you, what detour the idea might 
take, where an edit might lead, which emotion might 
give rise to what memory, what details might work 
together precisely, or who the work might touch. 
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 J. Bradley is the author of the forthcoming flash 
fiction collection Neil; Other Stories (Whiskey Tit 
Books, 2018). He lives at jbradleywrites.com. 
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 Martha Clarkson manages corporate workplace 
design in Seattle. Her poetry, photography, and fic-
tion can be found in monkeybicycle, Clackamas Lit-
erary Review, Seattle Review,  F-Stop Magazine, 
Alimentum, Hawaii Pacific Reivew. She is a recipient 
of a Pushcart Nomination, and is listed under 
“Notable Stories,” Best American Non-Required 
Reading for 2007 and 2009. She is recipient of best 
short story, 2012, Anderbo/Open City prize, for “Her 
Voices, Her Room.” www.marthaclarkson.com 
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What made you stop to take this photo?  
 
Picture #1, “art saucer” 
 I was early for a class and stopped at a park. I 
had never been to it before and was astonished at 
the scale of this art piece, the dramatic stability of 
it, but also the sense of flight it had. 
 
Picture #2, “time is up” 
 I was walking in montreal, discovering a new 
part of town, on my way to relive Expo memories, 
and was startled to find this cage above me. It was 
near Halloween. Look up! always look up. 
  
What does art (photography) mean to you?  
 Photography is a chance to capture a mo-
ment in time that will never exactly happen that 
way again. But it only works if you look. 
 
What do you love the most about art 
(photography)?  That it’s free, well essentially, 
once you load 

up the tools. That a good shot can happen any-
where.  
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 Jennifer Mazur is a writer, mother, teacher, 
wife, sister, and daughter who lives in Florida. She 
has taught English at every level, and ESOL in Asia. 
She currently teaches composition at a two-year col-
lege. She enjoys reading, writing, canoeing, camping, 
and video gaming. She has always written, but has 
refocused on submitting work for publication in the 
last two years. She prefers writing poetry, and crea-
tive nonfiction. She is part of small writing group 
that has provided much needed encouragement and 
inspiration. Her recent work can be found at Six 
Hens, and Foliate Oak. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did they 
influence your writing? 
 Currently my favorite poets are Mary Karr, Billy 
Collins, and Mary Oliver. Their influence is more in-
spiration than anything else. To read such raw, beau-
tiful words that speak to the human condition is a 
wonderful gift. Billy Collins does so much with every-
day situations, and it seems simple, but is entirely 
complex. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
writtem, which book would you choose and why? 
 This is a tough question, but I will go ahead and 
say that if I could have written any book it would be 
1984 by George Orwell. That book has stood the test 
of time, and in our current world seems so important 
to revisit. It does what the best fiction does, it makes 
you think. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing process? 
 The most fun part of writing is when you get 
the seed of an idea, and it blooms fully into a poem or 
a 

story. It feels like magic, but only comes to fruition 
with hard work. That combination of inspiration and 
sweat is a great thing. 
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 Kyle Heger writes poetry, short stories, and non-
fiction. His work has been accepted by 53 publica-
tions, including “London Journal of Fiction,” “San Fran-
cisco Examiner” and “U.S. 1 Worksheets.” His writing 
has also earned him a number of awards, including a 
Grand Award from Awards for Publication Excellence 
(Apex) in the special reports and manuals category, an 
Award of Excellence from Apex in the feature writing 
category and a Maggie Award from the Western Pub-
lishing Association in the best editorial or opinion 
piece category. 
 Heger has attended seven colleges and universi-
ties, netting him a Bachelor of Arts degree in Journal-
ism (San Francisco State University), an Associate of 
Science degree in Health Information Technology 
(Chabot College, Hayward, CA) and a Certificate in 
Landscape Horticulture (Merritt College, Oakland, CA). 
 Former managing editor of “Communication 
World” magazine, he also has done administrative 
work, fundraising and public relations for Greenpeace 
Great Lakes, Northern California Freeze Voter Political 
Action Committee, Contra Costa Country Nuclear 
Weapons Freeze, Public Interest Research Group in 
Michigan and Ground Zero.  
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing?  
 My favorite authors include Octavio Paz, Edgar 
Allan Poe, Robinson Jeffers, Doris Lessing, and 
Thomas Wolfe. Paz teaches economy, Poe the pow-
er of the subconscious mind speaking through sym-
bols, Jeffers the relevance of nature to human 
hearts, Lessing the importance of substance over 
style, and Wolfe the value of earnestness. 
 
 If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 I would choose to be Marcel Proust because 
his great work combines two qualities that are not 
often found together: subtlety and depth of vision. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess?  
 What I love most about writing is the way my 
material and I can change each other through a pro-
cess of give and take, back and forth. In some ways, 
the relationship is not what it seems because the 
work and “I” are but semi-distinct parts of a greater 

whole. The work is “I” objectified, and “I” am in some 
ways inseparable from an accumulation of impres-
sions made by the “outside world.” 
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 Former SGT in the U.S. Army, now medically re-
tired. I found my interest in horror, the occult, and fan-
tasy. I've spent many years abroad, from Korea to Ger-
many, Poland to France, Iraq to Afghanistan. I have 
seen the world over and find each experience and cul-
ture to be a new and enlightening encounter. I tend to 
pull from my own and friends life experiences for my 
writing. I also pull from the games I run, people may 
not know it; but, dungeons and dragons with a custom 
world and riveting characters created by players can 
be a huge inspiration for a new and fascinating world. I 
have studied at various universities, though none of 
my degree programs have been for writing. Theology, 
business, art, and game design. My higher learning has 
been as diverse as my life. Each experience in life is 
like my own muse, giving me the freedom to demonize 
or make a hero out of any person I meet. Life may be 
fleeting, but you will always live on in one of my sto-
ries.  
 The art of writing is a continual learning process, 
an evolution of emotion and life.  
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Why do you write?  
 I write simply to write. I wish to share the ad-
ventures, romance, tragedy, and horror which I expe-
rience in my dreams and imagination with anyone 
who is willing to enjoy them. 
 
Do you have any tips for other authors to use?  
 If I had any tips for other authors it would be 
to never give up. Keep writing, keep editing, and 
keep brain storming. And never let any of those false 
publishers cheat you out of your success. It's all to 
often now days that those supposed self publishing 
firms actually destroy an authors career before it 
even begins. Try to go with a well established pub-
lisher or simply go with amazon if you want to self 
publish. Otherwise you might find that your work 
has been for naught and you'll never see a penny 
from the sales. Also, sometimes I find it immensely 
helpful to write the ending of a story before the be-
ginning. I know it may sound odd, but if you know 
how things are going to end then you can always fill 
in the blanks through out the rest of your writing 
more easily. 

 
What is the hardest thing about writing and why?  
 The hardest thing about writing for me is hon-
estly just sitting down and doing it. I tend to procras-
tinate a great deal. Though I have note pads full of 
ideas and story lines drawn out I often find myself 
just sitting there. Sometimes you have to just sit 
down and start with the first  word, everything else 
will flow after. Laziness and procrastination is a writ-
ers worst enemy. The only other thing is self criti-
cism, I am always over critical of my own writing and 
honestly very sensitive about it. Don't be too hard 
on yourself, others will do that for you. 
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 Taylor Burnfield was born and raised in Dallas, 
Texas and recently transferred to the University of 
Colorado Colorado Springs. She is an English major 
and hopes to publish a novel someday. When she is 
not taking photographs or writing, she enjoys watch-
ing classic movies, reading, and exploring antique 
stores. She owns a portrait business, Van Anne Pho-
tography. You can view more of her photography on 
Instagram @tayannphoto. 
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What made you stop to take this photo? 
 The first photo, the cover photo, was taken 
last year. I had gotten some flowers on Valentine’s 
Day and wanted to photograph them. I normally 
shoot flower bouquets in a vase with a white back-
ground, but I wanted to do something different 
this time. So I took the flowers out of the vase, and 
laid them down on a piece of black fabric. I 
thought it was a unique way of looking at a bou-
quet of flowers, it wasn’t stereotypical. 
 The second photo of the red roses was taken 
a few years ago in my backyard in Texas. We had 
several rose bushes that had bloomed beautifully 
because we had gotten so much rain that year. I 
was feeling sad that day, although I can no longer 
remember why, but after photographing the roses I 
felt so much better. That photo of the red roses is 
probably my favorite photograph I have ever taken. 
 
What does art (photography) mean to you? 
 Someone once told me that photographs 

should look like stills from a film that does not ex-
ist. That piece of advice has always stuck with me. 
I always try to make my photographs look like they 
are a part of a larger narrative. 
 There’s a saying, if you want to know what 
someone is afraid of losing, look at what they pho-
tograph. 
 I started getting into photography when I was 
twelve years old. I remember at that time, I knew 
that my childhood was about to come to an end, so 
I began taking photos of all my friends. I somehow 
instinctually knew that once my friends and I be-
came teenagers, that everything was going to  
change, and I wanted to capture that childhood in-
nocence before it vanished. 
 I never thought that I’d still be taking photo-
graphs at age twenty-four. What started out as a 
small hobby has become a big part of my life. I like 
shooting portraits, but my real passion is photo-
graphing nature, because nature is dangerous and 
unpredictable. The forest you photograph today 
could be burned down tomorrow. 
 
What do you love the most about art 
(photography)? 
 Photography always makes me happy, espe-
cially floral photography. Growing up, my mother 
worked at a flower shop and she would always 
bring  home beautiful bouquets of flowers.  
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I loved to take home beautiful bouquets of flowers. I 
loved to take photos of the bouquets. Flowers are 
my favorite subject to photograph. It is impossible to 
feel depressed when you are surrounded by flowers. 
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 Jessica (Tyner) Mehta, a member of the Cherokee 
Nation, is the author of the novel The Wrong Kind of 
Indian by Wyatt-MacKenzie Publishing. She’s also the 
author of seven collections of poetry including the 
forthcoming Drag Me Through the Mess by Unsolicit-
ed Press, the forthcoming Savagery by Airlie 
Press, Constellations of My Body by Musehick Publica-
tions, Secret-Telling Bones by The Operating System, 
and Orygun, What Makes an Always, and The Last Ex-
otic Petting Zoo by Tayen Lane Publishing. She is the 
recipient of a 40 Under 40 Award from the National 
Center for American Indian Enterprise Development 
(NCAIED), received a Barbara Deming Award in Poet-
ry, and was a Top 10 Pick from Portland Story Theatre 
for "Indian Burns."  She’s the associate poetry editor 
for Bending Genres literary journal. 
 Jessica founded MehtaFor (www.mehtafor.com), 
a writing services company, in 2012 which serves a va-
riety of clients including Fortune 500 enterprises and 
major media outlets.  
 She’s currently pursuing her PhD in Creative 
Writing at University of Exeter in the UK.  

http://wymacpublishing.com/0.2010/the_wrong_kind_of_indian.html
http://wymacpublishing.com/0.2010/the_wrong_kind_of_indian.html
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1944864091/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1517185618&sr=8-2&keywords=constellations+of+my+body
https://squareup.com/store/the-operating-system/item/you-look-something-jessica-tyner
http://www.tayenlane.com/orygun
http://www.tayenlane.com/what-makes-an-always/
http://www.tayenlane.com/shop/the-last-exotic-petting-zoo
http://www.tayenlane.com/shop/the-last-exotic-petting-zoo
http://www.mehtafor.com
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 

 The writings I keep going back to are Li-Young 
Lee’s, and I pay small homages to his voice in some 
of my pieces. His poem “Braiding” is particularly 
heartbreaking, with his line “There will come a day/
one of us will have to imagine this.” I included “One 
day one of us/will have to remember us” in a recent-
ly published piece. 

 However, I also adore the works of Kim Ad-
donizio. I consider myself a confessional poet, yet it’s 
the post-modern confessional works that really hit 
me hard. Addonizio is the first poet I heard read 
aloud when I was an undergraduate. Her poem 
“What Do Women Want” is etched into a mirror in 
my bathroom (as is Maya Angelou’s “Phenomenal 
Woman”). 

 I do believe we write more and more like what 
we read—so read what moves you. What burrows 
into your organs and won’t let go. Of course, I can’t 
possibly consider myself amongst the ranks of the 
greats, but I do see my poet-voice shifting and pay-

ing tribute to the poems I go back to more and more 
with each collection. 

 

If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written which book would you choose and why? 

 Sylvia Plath’s The Bell Jar. It was the first book 
I read where it hit home: I wasn’t alone. Other peo-
ple have felt this way. I saw myself in Esther so com-
pletely. It’s why I chose to focus on Plath’s work for 
my doctoral program. Line by line, I saw myself re-
flected. Words are meant to be read—obviously, 
right? Yet poetry, or poets who also write memoir/
fiction (such as Plath), is often so seen as inaccessi-
ble and elitist. The Bell Jar persists, even after all 
these decades. It’s beautifully written and unabash-
edly honest. 

 

What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 

 For me, poetry absolutely demands to come 
out. It’s the last part in the digestion and processing 
of what I’ve been mulling over. Without writing it 
out, the cycle hasn’t ended. Sometimes it takes years 
for a certain feeling or situation to make its way into 
a poem, but it comes when it’s meant to. My favorite 
thing about writing is two-fold: It’s in the letting go, 
and it’s in the knowing that, just maybe, it will make  
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 its way to someone who needs it. It will tell them 
they’re not alone. 



137 

Lori Levy 

biography 

 

 My poems have appeared in Poet Lore, RATTLE, 
Poetry East, Nimrod, Mom Egg Review, and numerous 
other literary journals and anthologies in the U.S., Eng-
land, and Israel. In October, 2013, my work was fea-
tured in the Aurorean as one of their “Showcase Po-
ets.” One of my poems was read on a program for BBC 
Radio 4 in September, 2016. Another poem, “When 
I’m Old and Demented,” placed as a Top 5 Finalist in 
New Millennium Writing’s Monthly Muse contest on 
the theme of music. I have also had poems in psycho-
logical journals, Jewish journals, and medical humani-
ties journals, including a hybrid (poetry/prose) piece I 
co-authored with my father, a physician. Though I 
grew up in Vermont, I lived in Israel for 16 years and 
now live with my family in a multi-generational home 
in Los Angeles. My three young grandchildren keep me 
on my toes and entertained. We are excitedly awaiting 
the birth of our fourth grandchild in April. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing?  
 Some of my favorite poets are Robert Frost, 
William Carlos Williams, Naomi Shihab Nye, Donald 
Hall, Jane Kenyon, Sharon Olds, Ruth Stone, and 
Grace Paley, among many others. I enjoy accessible 
poetry by poets who have something provocative to 
say and who express their thoughts or observations 
with beauty and simplicity. This is what I aim for in 
my own writing. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 I would have loved to have been the author of 
The God of Small Things. I was so inspired by the 
beauty and poetic quality of the writing in this novel 
that I wrote a letter to the author, Arundhati Roy, 
complimenting her. This is not something I usually 
do, and I don’t know if she ever received my letter. 
Even when Roy writes an essay on the subject of 
dams being built on a river in India, which could be 
boring, she stuns with her beautiful, poetic way of 
expressing herself. Her essay on the dams, “The 

Greater Common Good,” appears in her book, The 
Cost of Living. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess?   
 What I love most about the writing process is 
playing around with words. I lose all track of time 
when I am choosing words and arranging them in 
the best way possible to get across what I am trying 
to express. I like painting with words. I often use col-
or and food in my poems and like to appeal to the 
senses. I like to raise questions, especially psycho-
logical/human nature/relationship ones. Writing po-
etry is my way of processing whatever is occupying 
my mind at any   given moment. 
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 Michael Triozzi is a Peace Corps Volunteer cur-
rently serving in northern Morocco who writes sto-
ries shaped by his experiences living in strange cor-
ners of the world. 
 He has previously worked as an activist and 
campaign manager in Ohio and as the director of a 
small NGO in Kathmandu, Nepal. Following the 
2015 earthquake in Kathmandu he assisted with re-
covery efforts and later helped run a community cen-
ter that provides free classes and vocational training. 
He also lived in Italy for a bit but doesn’t really talk 
about it. 
 In Morocco he continues to work with youth 
and community development. Sometimes he plays 
chess or draws poorly. 
 He always dreamed of being an astronaut and 
still does. 
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When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer?  
 I started telling stories because I shared a 
bunkbed with my brother. My brother—about a year 
or so younger than me—was one of those kids who 
could fall asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. 
But I would toss and turn all through the night, and I 
would be lonely if he was asleep. So I would tell him 
stories to keep him awake longer. I’d make up bi-
zarre, goofy stories about baseball teams or video 
game characters. I read a lot of books, so the lan-
guage of stories came naturally to me. Around col-
lege my friends started to notice that I had a knack 
for stories and encouraged me to start writing things 
down. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from?  
 I don’t know if I can honestly say that I love 
writing. It can be meditative and it can be exhila-
rating, but it’s always been more labor than rapture 
for me—more like struggling to open a jam jar than 
struggling to open my heart. If I love writing it’s only 
as a part of loving stories. I love finding stories and 
listening to them and inventing them and crafting 

them and sharing them. The ability to share an expe-
rience through a story is such a distinctly human en-
deavor. It’s one of the most beautiful expressions of 
that deepest need of our shared humanity: whether 
we’re sleepless kids in a bunkbed or comrades hud-
dled around a fire or astronauts on a space station, 
we share stories to feel less alone. 
 

Do you have advice for other writers?  
 The only advice I can give to other writers is to 
remember that stories start out as wild animals.  
Convincing a story to sit still long enough for you to 
tame it can be difficult. Be patient with it. Don’t hurt 
it. Don’t let it run away. 
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 Samantha Geovjian Clarke is a poet, writer, co-
median and activist. She has been published in So-
cialist Worker, xoJane, SheKnows, and Paper and Ink 
and Overneath literary magazines, and her poetry 
collection The Knowing of Being Loved is available 
on Amazon. She is also a writer and editor for the 
comedy podcast network Unpopular Opinion and 
her work can be found at unpops.com. Find her 
spending way too much time on Twitter 
@comicwisdom. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 I was heavily influenced by Black feminist writ-
ers—Alice Walker, Toni Morrison, Maya Angelou—
and the ways they all captured the intricacies of sor-
row and beauty and pain; challenging society from a 
position that understood it so deeply. I would say my 
favorite writer, though, is Anne Michaels, who wrote 
Fugitive Pieces. She was a poet and Fugitive Pieces 
was her first novel, and I’ve never read anything like 
it. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written which book would you choose and why? 
 Not to beat a dead horse, but it would 100% 
be Fugitive Pieces. The entire thing is a poem, and I 
mean a lyrical poem, not that epic Homeric non-
sense (sorry to insult an entire ancient art form, but 
let’s be real, no one likes those anymore). And yet it 
is absolutely still a story. I’m Armenian, and it’s about 
how Jewish Holocaust survivors handle their trauma 
even a generation or so later, so there’s an obvious 
connection there. But more even than the way she 

actually grasps what it means to feel the weight of 
history born into your heart, and explains it, she also 
tells a very human story that anyone can under-
stand. It’s impossibly beautiful. If I can ever write 
something 10% as good I will be satisfied. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
 I am not one of those writers who loves to lan-
guish over the pages; I’m lazy and impatient and I am 
not in love with the process of writing. What I’m ad-
dicted to is what happens when I sit myself down 
and actually do it. If I focus, I can snatch a moment 
or a feeling out of time itself and pin it to a page. I 
can find words that other people might not think of. 
And that, to me, is far too beautiful to waste by lazi-
ness. So I push myself through the writing process to 
get to the reward at the finish. 
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 Erin Brady is a freelance translator and writer 
who grew up between the US and the UK. She    
graduated from Princeton University in 2010 with a 
BA in French and Italian and a minor in Creative 
Writing, and since then has lived in various places in 
Europe. Now based in Spain, she has poetry              
published or forthcoming in Amaryllis, Sky Island 
Journal, and parentheses (Barcelona). 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 Three of my favorite poets are Mark Doty, Car-
ol Ann Duffy, and Matthea Harvey. Doty's poetry 
has shown me how a simple description or observa-
tion can be turned into a moving commentary on a 
bigger theme. I'm inspired by the wordplay in many 
of Carol Ann Duffy's poems, and I like her rework-
ings of stories in her collection The World's Wife. 
And Matthea Harvey writes strange poetry with bril-
liant use of language that appeals to my love of sci-
ence fiction and the surreal and motivates me to ex-
periment when I'm writing. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why? 
 My answer to this question changes all the 
time, but for now I'll pick The Ordinary Princess, by 
M. M. Kaye, which I first read when I was about 
eight. I loved reading fiction and drawing before I 
started reading or writing poetry, and this alternative 
fairy tale has a very poetic quality. The Ordinary 
Princess is a beautifully written book and the author 

also did the wonderful illustrations herself. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
 I love that one of the best ways to improve my 
own writing is to read all the time. I love the feeling 
of focus I get when I write, whether for myself or 
while working. And I've also made some close 
friends through sharing and workshopping pieces. 
Although I generally think of writing as a solitary ac-
tivity, it’s all about communicating and finding out 
how to express yourself and listen to others better. 
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 Eowyn Randall is a student in the University 
of Pittsburgh’s MFA program. She spent a year 
traveling North America by bus and reading the    
stories of other people on journeys. Particularly 
interested in genres, she’s constantly looking for 
new ways to blur the boundaries between them. 
Her work has appeared in A Lonely Riot. 
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When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer? 
 I’ve been writing stories since before I could 
write. I used to fill up notebooks with interconnect-
ed loops—my imitation of cursive—as a child. Stories 
have always been important to me as one of the 
main ways I understood, and sometimes escaped 
from, the world. Writing my own tales to create win-
dows on the world is therefore a power I treasure 
and an act I relish. There was never a moment when 
I wasn’t a writer, and wherever life takes me there 
won’t ever be one. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from? 
 I truly don’t know. Writing and story-telling is 
so much a part of me that I can’t think of an origina-
tion point for it in my life, or imagine who I’d be if 
these things weren’t central to my personality. I sup-
pose spending many evenings being read to sleep by 
my mother as a child was important, as was figuring 
out I could write the sorts of stories I wanted to see 
and hadn’t found, but I don’t think there’s one par-
ticular place my love of writing sprung from. 
 

 
Do you have advice for other writers? 
 Write. And write to the end. Then you can re-
vise. It’s a cliché you’ve certainly heard many times  
before, but it’s the rule that’s gotten me this far. 
Don’t get bogged down in word choice and syntax 
until you’ve got the whole story on the page. Then 
you can fix it. 
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 James has had 4 novels, “The Ideal Socie-
ty,” (2012), “The Monk,” (2013), “The Nostradamus 
Conspiracy,” (2015), and Archibald McDougle PI: An 
Archie McDougle Mystery (2017), as well as 35 short 
fiction pieces published, and he has also published 3 
collections of poetry, “The Silent Pond” (2012), 
“Ancient Rhythms,” (2014), and “LIGHT,” (2016 and 
over 1,060 poems.) His fourth collection of poetry is 
due for release this year. He earned his BS and MA 
from California State Polytechnic University, and his 
doctorate from BYU. He has won poetry awards, was 
published in the “100 Best Poems Anthologies,” in 
the past 4 years, and his poems were nominated for 
pushcart and best of web awards. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing?  
 My favorite writer of all time is Shakespeare, in 
almost every sentence there is poetry, and some-
thing memorable. Other writers that have had an in-
fluence on me are Kazantzakis, Camus, Kafka, Tao Te 
Ching, Hemingway, Pike, Sartre, Niebuhr, Tillich, Pla-
to (and most philosophers since I once taught Phi-
losophy), Sagan, Fromm, Jung, and so many others. 
Down through the years each one has had an effect 
upon my thinking, my world-view, my feelings about 
humanity, and my place in this tiny org in the uni-
verse in which we all live. In regards to my favorite 
poets, they would be John James and Sarah Piatt, 
Swift, Pope, Cowper, Blake, Burns, Byron, Shelly, 
Keats, Emerson, Whitman, Dickinson, Yeats, Frost, 
Pound, Eliot, and Dylan Thomas, they each gave 
something of themselves to me, which influenced by 
poems. 
  
 If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 To limit my choice to one book, is extremely 

difficult, but I guess it would have to be the Bible. It 
has influenced more people than any other book, 
contains not only religious concepts, but also history, 
and a nurturing and caring philosophy of living. 
  
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess?  
 It helps to keep me alive, and active, and pro-
vides a way to keep my mind alert. It also is a way to 
escape into my world and away from the chaos of 
the modern, real world.  
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 Richard King Perkins II is a state-sponsored ad-
vocate for residents in long-term care facilities. He 
lives in Crystal Lake, IL, USA with his wife, Vickie and 
daughter, Sage. He is a three-time Pushcart, Best of 
the Net and Best of the Web nominee whose work 
has appeared in more than fifteen hundred publica-
tions. 
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 Emily Walling’s visual and written work can be 
found in Apeiron Review, The Caribbean Writer, Cac-
tus Heart, The MacGuffin, a nuclear impact poetry 
anthology from Shabda Press, and other literary jour-
nals. She writes about the physical, emotional, and 
psychological connections people have with the nat-
ural world. One of Emily’s short stories was nominat-
ed for the 2016 Write Well Award from the Silver 
Pen Writers. Emily is working on a master’s degree in 
rhetoric and writing at The University of Findlay. 
She’s also the prose editor of Slippery Elm Literary 
Journal.  
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When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer? 
 I wanted to become a writer after feeling in-
spired in my high school English classes. I had one 
English teacher who made me fall in love with crea-
tive writing. I studied journalism in college, and that 
fueled my love for writing even more. When people 
say they like something you’ve had published, it 
gives you a special feeling that you don’t get any-
where else. Once I had my first creative piece ac-
cepted by a literary journal, I knew I wanted to con-
tinue as a writer. I had so many doubts along the 
way, but writing continues to be a big part of my life. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from? 
 My love of writing came from my love for read-
ing. I try to read 1-2 novels every month, which is 
hard when you’re in graduate school and working 
fulltime. I had more time to read when I was young-
er; my book collection is rather large. I like looking at 
the writing styles of other writers, so I read a lot. 
 

 
Do you have advice for other writers? 
 My advice to other writers would be to not ed-
it while you’re writing a first draft. Get the thoughts 
down on paper first, and then go back and revise. I 
used to have this issue when writing long manu-
scripts. I constantly edited while I created new pag-
es, and it would take me a couple years to write 200
-300 pages. The process goes much quicker if you 
write without thinking, and then edit later. Don’t 
lose the cool ideas by getting stuck in edit mode! 
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Being an older person, I was most influenced by 
those writers coming to prominence and acknowl-
edged in the early sixties, though at the time, being 
stationed in Germany at a small air base, the mate-
rials available at the library were modest at best. So 
I would have to say Sandburg, Ciardi, Frost, Wm. 
Carlos Williams, Lorca, and some unforgotten oth-
ers. I never was into poetry except from taking 
some Univ. of Md. Extension classes on base; for 
the most part disliking what I was reading, and thus 
began to write my own—expressed unlike those I 
was familiar with. This was further enlightening 
when a young lady I corresponded with back home, 
attending college, sent me a copy of Ferlinghetti's A 
Coney Island of the Mind. And discovered I wasn't 
so weird after all. Compounded by the discovery of 
a tattered, coverless copy of Walter Benton's Never 
A Greater Need, at a friend's off-base German 
apartment. Where it came from, no one knew. I 
gave a reading from it at our base Little Theatre 
Group. And this was a major influence for the rest 
of my work. Being involved in a love affair with a 

married woman at the time, I too began a diary. 
Later found it was actually turning into a book of 
poems, and declared I wanted to one day publish it 
with her picture in the front, (a b&w photo, which 
won 3rd place World-Wide USAF in 1965). Imagine 
my shock, when I returned to the states, and saw 
Dr. Zhivago... and declared they had stolen my 
idea!! Nevertheless, the affair long ended, and hav-
ing almost every publisher in the world reject it, fi-
nally published You, My Love... (a diary in verse) on 
my own over 40 years later. While a tad on the 
sweet/naïve side at spots, a child of its era, I am 
still proud of it, and find it unlike any other book of 
love poems ever written, save for Benton's other, 
This Is My Beloved. His writing is to me indelible, 
never to be forgotten, yet now practically un-
known, and much superior to mine. Such is the 
tragedy of poetry. 
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Who are your favorite writers and how did they influ-
ence your writing? 
 While my comment here may not be welcome, 
I truly dislike most poetry written these days, thus I 
and the literati do not get along. That which is pub-
lished in so many lofty journals contains some mar-
velous wording, flights of colorful expressions, re-
markable uses of language... and leaves me mostly as 
vacuous as an empty tin can. If a poem cannot “say 
something,” I don’t know why it is written; and most 
of what is written today I can neither enjoy, absorb, 
nor relate to. If I need two degrees in alien biology to 
understand it, no thank you. To wit, the enormous 
tons of poetry currently published, and the poets... 
who will remember their names hardly three issues 
down the line, and whose poems do you want to 
read and re-read again next year, much less next 
month?? Yet I, too, have a closet full of things no one 
seems to want. Luck of the game. (Oddly, the poem 
chosen to be published here was actually written in 
1973.)  But admittedly, I consider myself an un-
learned, unknowledgeable man. So where does that 
leave me or them? All artists struggle. We do what 

we have to do, and cannot control the rest. To glory 
for some, others perhaps never. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why? 
 So Benton is my choice of a poet for books I 
wish I could have written. And while some may dis-
dain the idea, Rod McKuen's first two books are also 
to be noted. Their simplicity, and his defining of an 
“age” in our culture is outstanding. Others I have 
liked are Sexton, Plath and MacLeish. All those men-
tioned herein have influenced me the most. Plus Ca-
vafy. 
 
What do you love most about the writing process?   
 I am afraid I am one of those who flies by the 
whim of inspiration. Rarely do I work something out 
in painstaking fashion. Tweak later, yes, even years 
later. But when I get the first line, must have paper 
and pen handy, or it’s “gone.” Oddly enough, like the 
novel I wrote, it wrote itself, no sweat crying or la-
boring over it (except for the arduous editing, after). 
There are perhaps only a half dozen poems I have 
ever labored over very intensely; one was the title 
poem of the diary, above. Usually it was never word 
problems so much as spacing on the page. Or punc-
tuation. Though that seems to be of no concern to 
anyone anymore. The less the better. Though on that 
I cannot always agree. I feel poets need to be more 
astute and punctuate appropriately. As well, 
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of tangents personal emoting can be fine and good-
rapeutic; but to be considered poetry, it must contain 
an element of universality to it. 
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 Annie Blake is an Australian writer, thinker 
and researcher. She started school as an ESL stu-
dent 
and was raised and continues to live in a multicul-
tural and industrial location in the West of Mel-
bourne. She is a wife and mother of five children. 
Her main interests include psychoanalysis, meta-
physics and metacognition. 
 She is currently interested in arthouse writing 
which explores the surreal nature and symbolic 
meanings of unconscious material through dreams. 
Her writing is a dialogue between unconscious ma-
terial, conscious thoughts and synchronicity. 
 Her work has been published or is forthcom-
ing in 45th Parallel, Communion Arts Journal, Gam-
bling the Aisle, The RavensPerch, West Texas Liter-
ary Review, Typehouse Literary Magazine, Riggwel-
ter, Lady Blue Literary Arts Journal, The Hunger, 
The Slag Review, Sky Island Journal, Trampset, 
Anomaly Literary Journal, Haikuniverse, North of 
Oxford, Blue Heron 
Review, Mascara Literary Review, Red Savina Re-

view and elsewhere. 
 Her poem ‘These Grey Streets’ was nominat-
ed for the 2017 Pushcart Prize by Vine Leaves Lit-
erary Journal and her fiction ‘How I Swallowed a 
Snake’ has been nominated for the 2018 Pushcart 
Prize by The Slag Review. She holds a Bachelor of 
Teaching, a Graduate Diploma in Education and is a 
member of the C G Jung Society of Melbourne and 
Existentialist Society in Melbourne. You can visit 
her on annieblakethegatherer.blogspot.com.au and 
https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?
id=100009445206990. 
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When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer? 
 It came on slowly. When I was a child I used to 
lie on my bed and recite lines from movies and po-
ems. I connected with the movie Anne of Green Ga-
bles. When I watched it the first time, I sat down in 
the morning and started to write my own ‘novel’. I 
was just a kid, but I already felt the need to say 
something. I loved ‘The Outsiders’ by S. E. Hinton 
and how it incorporated Robert Frost’s poem 
‘Nothing Gold Can Stay’. One of my teachers was 
very inspiring. And I am 
grateful to her because I didn’t realize I was good at 
writing until she pointed it out. She used to read out 
my work in class—swear words and all. It was funny 
because it was a pretty rigid Catholic school but she 
was happy for me to evolve honestly. Since then I 
have kept journals of writing/reflections. I started 
writing seriously when I reached 40 and after I had 
all my children and resigned from my teaching posi-
tion. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from? 
 In Secondary School, I used to go to the library 

and read poems from really old books. I felt misun-
derstood by most people and poetry was the only 
thing that understood me. I connected with the sym-
bolism. I also really loved books like Jane Eyre by 
Charlotte Bronte because the emotions in the story 
felt genuine and raw. I loved words that were cryptic 
because that is how I could make meaning out of 
life. I enjoy analyzing the behavior and words of peo-
ple because they contain so much information about 
them. I have read about how schizophrenics com-
municate—many speak on an existential level which 
makes a lot of sense to me. They’re language can 
sound like riddles, but when you scratch beneath the 
surface so much comes to light. It’s fascinating. 
 So, I suppose writing relieved me. It was some-
thing I could go to and feel a release of tension. It 
was one way I could express how I felt about things. 
I generally feel that my emotional side is extrinsic. I 
find it difficult to understand why I am feeling a cer-
tain way sometimes. Writing helps me through this 
process. I usually start writing a story or a poem and 
by the end of it, and after I spend hours picking at it, 
I am surprised or even shocked to find what I am re-
ally 
feeling/thinking. I find writing so much easier than 
speaking. It comes to me intuitively. When I have 
something important to explain, I will often write my 
husband a letter instead of speaking with him. 
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Do you have advice for other writers? 
 Writing is a very personal process and journey. It 
is a medium to help you find who you are. Try and be 
as honest as possible. And share this honesty with 
others. 
 Integrate writing with your life. It shouldn’t be a 
separate thing. Some people will connect with it and 
some people won’t. Because we are all on different 
stages in our journey and have had different experi-
ences. Try and write without thinking there is an audi-
ence. Sometimes the audience is not aware of what 
they are able to relate to because their complexes and 
desires are unconscious. 
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 Originally from Boston, Mickey J. Corrigan lives 
in South Florida. She writes hard-boiled pulp fiction 
from a female point of view. Her novellas and novels 
have been released by publishers in the US, UK, 
Canada, and Australia. Poetry has appeared in Penny 
Ante Feud, ink sweat and tears, r.kv.r.y quarterly, 
Scrittura, and elsewhere. Poetry chapbooks include 
The Art of Bars (Finishing Line Press, 2016) and 
Days’ End (Main Street Rag, 2017). Project XX, a 
crime novel, was published in 2017 by Salt Publish-
ing in the UK. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did they 
influence your writing?  
 When I was young I had no diseases, but that 
was before I moved to the tropics. Once I had a mys-
tery virus for a whole summer. Now every day is mys-
terious and viral, the air around me disturbed by a 
dark wind from across the sea. I bury myself under 
layers of blankets and books, as I did when I was child 
confined to bed. I want to thank Dr. Sylvia Plath for 
saving my life. I want to save Dr. Charles Bukowski for 
making me laugh in an angry way. I want to thank 
Anne Sexton for telling me about bruises. 
 I want to thank Larry Levis for saying it’s okay to 
ride hard and hurt. I want to thank Dr. T.S.Eliot for tak-
ing me to the wasteland so I could see that I already 
lived there. I could go on and on but time is shorter 
than we might like. 
 Doctors will give you drugs for your suffering, 
but it won’t help. Poems work faster and have fewer 
side effects. They may not save your life, but they will 
change it. You will wake up with a new dream in your 
head. 
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 Emily Strauss has an M.A. in English, but is self-
taught in poetry, which she has written since college. 
Over 400 of her poems appear in a wide variety of 
online venues and in anthologies, in the U.S. and 
abroad. She is a Best of the Net and twice a Pushcart 
nominee. The natural world of the American West 
is generally her framework; she also considers the 
narratives of people and places around her. She is a 
retired teacher living in Oregon. 
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Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 I was introduced to poetry in high school 
through Robinson Jeffers, who was my first favorite 
poet, but for most of my life I have most admired 
Gary Snyder. Yet I have developed my own voice by 
trying to live alertly, so I may speak of my actual life, 
not ideal life—the concrete rather than the abstract. 
That means my work is the result of my personal ex-
perience, a product of its historic times. 
 The natural world is usually my model, the 
framework—my theme being the tension between 
nature and humanity, how we can understand mach-
inations as reflected in the world around us. I find 
myself returning consistently to the desert of the 
American West—focusing on the particulars of rock 
and geological forces—the silence of the landscape, 
the solitude of the observer. I try to make the senso-
ry life of the earth breathe through my poems using 
highly concrete images. Thus, I have been called an 
“imagist”, though not in the same way as HD and 
others of the 1920s who carry that label. 
 Ideally, I want my poetry to reflect the state 

that characterizes reality at a level that our language 
cannot reach—nature starts out from darkness and 
nothingness to ultimately reveal the loneliness of 
place and relationships and poetry can illuminate the 
darkness of the gaps between men. By listening to 
the land, we would remove that darkness and know 
ourselves more clearly. Or by reading poetry—which 
should be experience distilled to a crystalline drop. 
  
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written which book would you choose and why?  
 I want to be the author of my own work; while 
I love some poets and have shelves of books, I value 
the uniqueness of each one and wouldn’t want to 
own any of their voices. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
  My task then as poet is to concentrate on the 
natural images I observe closely and capture the ide-
as that those images release to me. This is what I 
love about writing: to try to show what I’ve seen and 
how I feel, to play with precise words until I can take 
the reader to the places I’ve been.  



162 

Brian Sweeney 

biography 

 

 Brian Sweeney is a recent Western Connecti-
cut State University graduate who holds a Bachelor 
of Arts in Professional Writing. A resident of south-
western Connecticut, Brian spends most of his time 
writing and building his works for his budding writing 
career. When not writing, he is a lover of the great 
outdoors and playing competitive video games as 
hobbies. An avid writer, Brian is best known for his 
work in the science fiction and dark fiction genres. 
Fresh from college, Brian found success in his first 
publication, Those Who Cast Stones, in Borrowed 
Solace. Immensely interested in the writing world, 
Brian looks to continue building his writing career 
and sharing his stories in hopes of one day achieving 
his professional dream: script writing professionally 
for video games, a love of his that fuels him to 
challenge himself to break into the writing world and 
make a name for himself. 
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When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer? 
 I don’t think there was ever one specific mo-
ment where I sat down and realized I wanted to be-
come a writer. When I look back at my childhood, I 
always laugh because there were so many moments 
that, looking back now, played instrumental roles in 
me loving writing. In my youth, I frequently got in 
trouble, all the way through high school even, for not 
paying attention in class because I was too far into 
my own imagination. When our teacher told us to 
take notes, I would always write stories or charac-
ters instead of my history notes. I think a part of me 
always knew I wanted to write, at least for myself, 
but it wasn’t until college when I really realized it 
was something I wanted to pursue. Originally, I 
wanted to go into the psychology field at my state 
college, only to very quickly learn that I had to pass 
two statistics classes. Math was my biggest downfall 
in life, so I quickly decided I did not want to practice 
psychology. I left the department that day and took 
a writing class instead. Turns out, I loved it and my 
professor loved my work. So, if I had to answer when 
the “first time” was, it would say it was then. It was 

the first time someone else believed in my work and 
those are the moments that really make you realize 
what you want versus what somebody else wants for 
you. 
 
Where did your love of writing come from? 
 That’s an easy one. My love of writing and cre-
ating came from the unique minds that created 
some of my absolutely favorite stories that I still 
hold dear. I was an only child growing up and my 
mother was a very hard working, single mother who 
wanted nothing but the best for us. So, a lot of my 
childhood was very lonely and so I spent a lot of it 
playing video games and watching movies, specifi-
cally science fiction and dark fantasy. I fell in love 
with their world’s, their characters, and those awe-
some aliens that I was fighting. It was these fictional 
universes that absolutely blew my mind as a young 
boy because there was so much to see, so many fas-
cinating worlds to learn about that, even if they 
were fake. Seeing Luke and Vader fight in Episode 5 
with lightsabers, or Master Chief from Halo being 
this unstoppable hero, it was everything I wanted. I 
found myself so enthralled with these worlds that I 
even started creating my own heroes and villains. I 
loved everything about that side of creativity from 
the moment I first saw it and I still do to this day. My 
passion and love for writing came from the freedom 
to express and create things that we don’t see every 
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day; to create places where we could escape to for 
hours and feel like the heroes we want to become. 
 
Do you have any advice for other writers? 
 I think there is a lot of advice to give to other 
writers, though obviously the most common is to not 
give up and keep writing. And to many degrees, that is 
very true. You shouldn’t give up and you should con-
tinue to write. But don’t just “not give up”, I would like 
to take that one step further and say, “don’t give up 
your voice in your writing”. When we write, we’re ex-
pressing, whether we like it or not, parts of ourselves. 
In every piece you write, you’ll be leaving behind a 
part of yourself, like a maker’s mark, somewhere 
throughout the words of your story. It might be in the 
conflict, or villain, or the hero and their fears, but 
there will always be some part of you in every on of 
your stories. Sometimes you’ll laugh when you realize 
it, and other times you might get hurt, but that should 
never stop you. When you fight your voice, it comes 
through and it feels fake. The passion doesn’t seep 
through the words anymore and if you thought writing 
it felt like a drag, reading it is much tougher. We want 
things that have passion behind them, both heart and 
soul. You can’t be afraid to share either of those with 
someone, you have to embrace it. Because, when you 
give up your voice, you give up what makes your work 
incomparably unique and beautiful. 
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Heather Lewis 

biography 

 

 She is the epitome of a true southern girl. She 
was two weeks behind schedule when she was born, 
and she has not sped up since. She doesn’t like to 
call herself slow feeling as if methodical is a better 
word. In one person, she is the only child, the oldest 
child, and the youngest child. It’s not as complicated 
as it sounds. 
 Her work is intensely personal, yet has the abil-
ity to ignite and stir memories within the viewer of 
their own personal family album. She creates images 
and mixed media installations dealing with themes of 
memory, loss, and grief and how through each, you 
can find what you are truly made of. Each piece 
houses a quality of nostalgia and without many clear 
personal identifications, one can easily interpret 
themselves in them. 
 She completed a Master of Fine Arts degree 
from Savannah College of Art and Design, a Bachelor 
of Arts degree from East Carolina University, and an 
Associate in Arts from the Art Institute of Atlanta. 
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Heather Lewis 

interview  

 
What made you stop to take this photo? 
 This photograph was taken in an area of the 
Great Smoky Mountains called “The Road to No-
where.”  
 The hike was my first experience of this road 
and the lore behind the area had an eerie feeling to 
me. The feeling didn’t subside upon happening 
across this tunnel that once inside seems to stretch 
on for miles, with an incredibly quiet atmosphere. 
And of course there’s all sorts of graffiti ranging from 
evil to erotica up and down the corridor.  
 I lingered for a bit at the head of the tunnel 
with reservations about continuing the hike. I had 
two children with me who thought it was an intri-
guing place and ran throughout the darkness while I 
still remained at the head. 
 I contemplated how I placed my adult thoughts 
on the tunnel: what had propelled people to spray 
paint this and that, the name “Road to Nowhere,” 
and the ancient burial grounds on the other side that 
were no longer accessible due to the fact the origi-
nal road now lay at the bed of a lake. All this com-

bined gave me reservations to walk through. But if I 
could just peer at it from the viewpoint of a child I 
would see 
it as an incredible opportunity to explore on foot 
what we normally just drive through. 
 All these thoughts I had and within moments 
one child had already reached the end of the tunnel. 
I could see how bright it was on the other side and I 
took this photo and started walking. 
 
What does art mean to you? 
 The very definition of art sums it up perfectly: 
the expression of skill and imagination 
which produces works to be appreciated for beauty 
or emotional power. 
 As does the definition of art therapy: a form of 
psychotherapy involving free self-expression. 
 I define the word art for my purposes as: the 
expression of a feeling which produces work to visu-
ally articulate what I cannot find the words to say. 
 
What do you love the most about photography? 
 Studies show that every time you recall a 
memory, you don’t recall the exact moment the 
memory took place, but instead you recall the last 
time you thought of that moment. So each time you 
produce a recall, you lose a piece of the original 
memory. Photography is a memory aide. Often times 
the only way you can truly remember a memory is by  
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looking at a photograph.  
 Photographs are truth makers, a story teller’s 
aide, and a thought provoking tool that needs little to 
no words to describe what a viewer sees. 
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Charlie Brice 

biography 

 

 Charles W. Brice is a retired psychoanalyst and 
is the author of Flashcuts Out of Chaos (WordTech 
Editions, 2016) and of Mnemosyne’s Hand 
(WordTech Editions, forthcoming, May, 2018). His 
poetry has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize and 
has appeared in over sixty publications including The 
Atlanta Review, Hawaii Review, Chiron Review, The 
Dunes Review, Fifth Wednesday Journal, Sport Lit-
erate, SLAB, The Paterson Literary Review, Spitball, 
VerseWrights, The Writing Disorder, and elsewhere. 
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Charlie Brice 

interview  

 

 Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 What a question! I have a lot of favorite poets, 
here are perhaps the top five: Maria Mazziotti Gillan, 
Thomas Lux, Jim Harrison, Dylan Thomas, and Rob-
ert Fanning. I wrote my first published poem in a 
workshop run by Maria Gillan at a writers’ retreat. 
Maria’s poetry speaks to the core of human experi-
ence. While her language is simple and her form usu-
ally conventional, I can read her poems over and 
over again and always experience a new emotion. 
Maria has written several books which I often refer 
to for encouragement. She helps me want to write 
and write and write. My favorite poem of all time is, 
“Daddy, We Called You” (From, Things My Mother 
Told Me, Guernica Editions). I heard Maria read this 
poem at a writer’s conference years ago, and 
watched shame float around the room and land in-
side each audience member. Brilliant! Thomas Lux 
has also written my favorite poem of all time, 
“Irreconcilabilia” (from New and Selected Poems, 
1975-1995). Tom was also a teacher of mine who 

got me to think about how to begin a line, to watch 
for soft vowels and weak consonants, and to never 
begin a line using one. Jim Harrison was a friend and 
a terrific poet. His poem, “Counting Birds” (The 
Shape of the Journey, Copper Canyon Press) is tied 
for my favorite poem of all time. Jim celebrated life 
and stared death in the face, along the way he en-
joyed the view of many waitress’s derrieres, much 
good wine and food, and relished the always sacred 
visits from bears and birds. His poetry reminds me 
that it’s good to be alive and I try to import that en-
ergy into my poems. The Michigan poet, Robert Fan-
ning, another teacher of mine, taught me that each 
poetic line should contain a complete thought. I lit-
erally think of Robert every time I decide where to 
break a line. His poem, “Interstate 75” (from The 
Seed Thieves, 2006, Marick Press) is a novel in ten 
stanzas and is tied with “Daddy, We Called You,” 
“Irreconcilabilia” and “Counting Birds” for my favor-
ite poem of all time. Finally, I try, and usually fail, to 
emulate the stunning rhythm and sound that 
seemed to come so easily to Dylan Thomas. I try to 
cultivate the love of words that shines through his 
poetry into my own work. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 The book I would have liked to have written: 
Any one of David Kirby’s books, but especially,  



170 

Talking About Movies with Jesus. I am envious of his 
ability to use pop culture, humor, and his incredibly 
wide breath of knowledge in his poetic work. He also 
uses this terrific saw-like form and writes long poems 
that take the reader on amazing intellectual and sen-
sual journeys. It’s wonderful work—wish I could do it. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing process?  
 The part of writing I like the best: Revision. I en-
joy the first draft, slopping something down on a page, 
but I’m very critical of my first drafts and hardly ever 
think they’re any good. I’ve learned to wait a couple 
days before throwing something away. Often I like a 
first draft better a few days down the road. The real 
pleasure, for me, is in crafting the poem into some-
thing I think is art. To me it’s like sculpture, you keep 
working and working until the hidden shape of the po-
em emerges. For me, doing this takes many, many 
drafts but they are all enjoyable. 
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Michael Brosnan 

biography 

 

 Michael Brosnan is the author of THE SOVER-
EIGNTY OF THE ACCIDENTAL (Harbor Mountain 
Press, 2017), which poet Naomi Shihab Nye calls, “a 
stunning book…poems which stir language, 
memory, momentary intense awareness, to give us 
back the bracing joy of clear thinking.” His poetry has 
appeared in numerous literary journals, includ-
ing Confrontation, Borderlands, Prairie Schooner, 
Barrow Street, New Letters, The Moth, and Rattle. 
He is also the author of Against the Current, a book 
on inner-city education. For years, he was editor 
of Independent School, an award-winning quarterly 
magazine on precollegiate education. Now he serves 
as senior editor for the blog Teaching While White 
and writes often on issues in education. He lives in 
Exeter, New Hampshire. 
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Michael Brosnan 

interview  

 

Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 I’ve had different favorite writers at different 
stages of my life. In graduate school, I loved the nov-
els of two of my University of New Hampshire 
teachers, John Yount and Tom Williams. I’ve read 
them again recently and think they still hold up very 
well. Few people talk about them today, but I en-
courage readers to check them out. As for poetry, 
also at UNH are Charles Simic and Mekeel 
McBride—two writers I’ve been following and admir-
ing for years.  
 I find I can fall in love with the work of vastly 
different writers who move me for different reasons. 
Sometimes it’s a sheer delight in their creative geni-
us (Wallace Stevens, Anne Carson). Sometimes, I feel 
a deep humanity rising from every stanza (Wislawa 
Symborska, Phillip Levine). Sometimes it just feels 
important to be reading poetry of witness (Jimmy 
Santiago Baca, Kevin Young, Carolyn Forché). Some-
times, I’m deeply moved by a poet who just flat out 
knows how to examine life’s smaller moments and 

build that bridge of connection (Stanley Kunitz, Ruth 
Stone, Eamon Grennan). Sometimes, I just love the 
powerful voice and presence of the poet (Alan Gins-
burg, Walt Whitman, Sylvia Plath). Every year I also 
stumble upon poems by new-to-me poets that take 
my breath away. If I were a more committed reader, 
I’d track down books by each and every one of these 
writers. 
 As for the influence on my own writing, it’s 
difficult to say. When I was younger, I lived in Maine 
and was influenced by a number of wonderful Maine
-based poets, including Kate Barnes, Betsy Sholl, 
Baron Wormser, William Carpenter, and Wesley 
McNair. I know that poets like Mary Oliver, Mark 
Doty, and Eamon Grennan force me to be more con-
scious of the natural world—to look with as much 
care as possible. I suppose all the poets I admire 
push me to ask harder questions about what I’m 
seeing and to think about the musicality of every 
line. I don’t write many poems in traditional form, 
but I’m always looking for ways to make the sound 
of the words—including internal rhymes—carry a po-
em. I love Wallace Stevens partly because he was 
brilliant and partly because his work encourages us 
to let our imaginations run free and then demands 
that we describe the trip with care and courage. I’ve 
been heavily influenced by Phillip Levine, too, for his 
precision of language and his unflinching examina-
tion of life. 
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If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why? 
 Is it conceited to say my own book, The 
Sovereignty of the Accidental? It’s the only poetry 
book in existence the closely represents me—and 
that feels like the best I can ask for in a book. If you 
are asking in a fantasy kind of way, I suppose I’d say 
The Bone Clocks by David Mitchell. I’m supremely 
jealous of and moved by all of his books. I think The 
Bone Clocks is one of those great works of literature 
that tells an engaging, moving story in a strikingly 
original form while also having something essential 
to say about the irreversible damage we’re doing to 
the planet and every living thing on it. If I need to 
pick a book of poems, today I’m going with Wislawa 
Symborska’s collection Here. Every poem dazzles 
and moves me and makes me jealous. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess? 
 That it happens in another dimension. I know 
we’re supposed to talk about the daily discipline of 
writing. I don’t think in those terms. I think about 
how amazing it is to enter into the writing mind and 
seeing what appears. I’m not a fast writer. I’m mildly 
dyslexic. My earlier drafts can be seriously embar-
rassing. But when a poem works—when I feel that 
it’s on a good track—I’m happy to keep pawing at it 
and see what happens. To earn a living, I’ve done a 

lot of writing about education, too. It’s a completely 
different mindset from writing poetry, but I’m very 
glad to be part of the ongoing national dialogue 
about what good education looks like in a demo-
cratic society. 
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Keith Moul 

biography 

 

 Keith Moul’s poems and photos are published 
widely. Finishing Line Press released a chap called 
The Future as a Picnic Lunch in 2015. Aldrich Press 
published Naked Among Possibilities in 2016; Fin-
ishing Line Press has just released (1/17) Invest-
ment in Idolatry. In August, 2017, Aldrich Press re-
leased Not on Any Map, a collection of earlier po-
ems. These poems are all from a new work about 
prairie life through U.S. history, including regional 
trials, character, and attachment to the land.  
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Keith Moul 

interview  

 

Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did they 
influence your writing?  
 My favorite poets are from the past. I admire al-
most all of William Stafford and Philip Levine, much of 
James Dickey, T.S. Eliot (prosody and intellect), William 
Carlos Williams and Richard Hugo. Stafford and Hugo 
propelled me through the period of creation, always 
pushing further for epiphany. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 A cornerstone book is Robert Frost’s Complete 
Poems, for its being sheerly indefatigable. 
 
 What do you love the most about the writing process?  
 I write to feel peculiarly alive. I am very alive 
otherwise, but writing provides far more 
satisfying results. 
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L.L. Madrid 

biography 

 

 L.L. Madrid lives in the desert with the other 
feral creatures. She is the 2017 recipient of the 
Luminaire Award for best prose. When L.L. isn’t 
writing, she edits a peculiar journal called Specula-
tive 66. She tweets as @LLMadridWriter and shares 
her stories at www.llmadridmakesthingsup.com. 
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L.L. Madrid 

interview 

 

Where did your love of writing come from? 
 My love of writing sprouted from a passion for 
books. I was an awkward child whose nearest neigh-
bors were cows and books quickly became my best 
friends. An hour bus ride to and from school gave 
me plenty of time to obsess over my paperbacks. 
Despite frequenting the library often, I’d run out of 
reading material between visits and I’d swipe my fa-
ther’s westerns or my mother’s true crime retellings 
and devoured them.  
 
When did you first realize you wanted to be a writer? 
 It wasn’t long before I found myself searching 
the stacks for ideas I had swimming in my head, sto-
ries I wanted to read but didn’t yet exist. That’s 
when I first realized I wanted to be a writer. 
 
Do you have advice for other writers? 
 Now, the shelf above my writing desk sags 
with how-tos, author memoirs, craft exercises, gram-
mar guides, and books with titles like Show, Don’t 
Tell. All of these are brimming with tricks, and tips—

but they only help with the writing. My advice to 
other scribes is simple: To survive and thrive in a 
competitive landscape, every writer needs a writer 
friend. Seek out someone who’s all too familiar with 
rejection, appreciates the excitement of getting long
-listed, and has felt the gut punch that comes with 
spotting the word “unfortunately,” in a literary re-
sponse email. Find a writer pal, in real life or join a 
community online. The world is a cruel place for 
artists and dreamers. The writing life is infinitely 
more bearable if you have a pal hunkering beside 
you in the creative trenches. 



178 

Neall Calvert 

biography 

 

 After graduating from Western University in 
London, Ontario, Neall Calvert spent four years as 
a journalist at Canadian dailies and then twenty 
years as a book editor in Vancouver, Canada. He 
is also a photographic artist. Neall began writing 
after a series of insights prompted him to study 
the German spiritual poet Friedrich Hölderlin and 
then to create the essay “Encounters with Friedrich 
Hölderlin, Germany’s ‘Poet of the Gods’” (see neall-
calvert.blogspot.ca/2013/01/; it has received 
12,000 visits). He has also written on “the poets’ 
poet” Rainer Maria Rilke and Rilke’s relationship to 
creativity, nature and solitude (see neallcal-
vert.blogspot.ca/2013/01/rainer-maria- 
rilke-singer-of-solitude.html) and on clouds: 
“Confessions of a Vancouver Cloud Watcher: An 
Essay on the Nature of Nature” (see neallcal-
vert.blogspot.ca/2009/08/). 
 Neall’s essay/memoir “Growing Up on a Trac-
tor: Darkness and Light Among the Fraser Valley 
Mennonites” appeared in Recovering The Self: A 
Journal of Hope and Healing, Vol VI, No. 2, 

and an essay/memoir, 
“The Power in Wild 
Things,” appeared in the 
Douglas & McIntyre an-
thology ‘How I Learned to 
Speak Dog’ and Other An-
imal Stories. Poems by 
Neall Calvert have been 
published in The Men’s 
Journal (CA: now defunct) 
and online at Recovering 
The Self (see 
www.recoveringself.com/
poetry/unwakeable-slee 
ping-infant). 
 Since becoming aware at midlife that he was 
suffering from the aftereffects of fundamentalist 
religious violence as a child, Neall has dedicated 
himself to the study of psychology, creativity, reli-
gions, recovery, inner child honouring and holistic 
wellness, and to a lifestyle called ‘a journey of heal-
ing’. His purpose now is to help raise consciousness 
through his writing.  
 Neall lives on Vancouver Island in Campbell 
River, BC, where he is writing a photograph-rich 
book titled A Difficult Father: Memoirs of a British 
Columbia Mystic. 
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Neall Calvert 
Interview 

 
Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing?  
 Mystical encounters with the German poet 
Friedrich Hölderlin (1770–1843) got me writing. I 
researched his life for many years (even before there 
was an Internet), his voice ‘speaking to me’ several 
times along the way. (“The fire of the gods drives us 
to set forth by night / and by day,” Hölderlin wrote.) 
That led me to studying poetry in general, and when 
I found that Rainer Maria Rilke (1875–1926) was a 
major influence for many poets, I began to study 
him, and found that he had been influenced strongly 
by Hölderlin (and had written a poem honouring him: 
“To Hölderlin”). It’s hard not to be uplifted by Rilke, 
widely considered the greatest poet of the 
twentieth century: 
 
Ah, not to be cut off, 
not through the slightest partition 
shut out from the law of the stars. 
The inner—what is it? 
if not intensified sky, 
 
hurled through with birds and deep 

with winds of homecoming. 
[in Ahead of All Parting by Steven Mitchell] 
  
The thirteenth-century Sufi mystic poet Rumi has 
helped me keep my strength up (“Ours is not a cara-
van of despair. / Come, even if you have broken your 
vow / a thousand times, / Come, yet again, come, 
come.”). I had been raised with a God I couldn’t be-
lieve in, and I wanted to get to know the kind of 
Higher Power that Rumi—perhaps the best-loved 
poet in North America currently—celebrated. 
 Julia Cameron, author of the book The Artist’s 
Way, positively influenced me by broaching the sub-
ject of ‘enemies of one’s self-expression’. One of 
them is helping others with their creativity as a dis-
traction from developing one’s own. As a freelance 
book editor I assisted writers in making their dreams 
come true. When after many years at this I starting 
getting sick every time I began a book project, Julia’s 
wisdom made me at last admit to myself that I was 
‘leaning my ladder against the wrong wall’—
sabotaging my own creative urge by continually 
helping others do just what I deeply wanted to do: 
write a book. (After quitting editing, I began the 
book and it’s now 90 percent done. I found a new, 
more meaningful path that energizes me rather than 
tires me out.) I am strongly influenced by the Beat-
les, especially the songwriting and arranging capabil-
ities (as well as the harmonizing talents) of John  
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Lennon and Paul McCartney. That level of lively 
creativity inspires me, and it reminds me that being 
an artist is a legitimate (and rewarding) life path. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written which book would you choose and why?  
 Jungian analyst and former humanities teacher 
James Hollis, PhD wrote his fourteenth book, 
Hauntings: Dispelling the Ghosts Who Run Our 
Lives, despite thinking that his thirteenth was his 
last. Hauntings contains a nine-page preface, titled 
“Spectral Presences,” on how he came to write this 
book that is worth the price of the volume itself. I 
consider Hollis to be the best psychologist alive to-
day. 
 In this book, Hollis capably demonstrates—
with enriching literary and poetry references—that 
he understands how the past influences our present, 
how “we are all governed by the presence of invisi-
ble forms—spirits, ghosts, ancestral and parental in-
fluences, inner voices, dreams, impulses, untold sto-
ries, complexes, synchronicities, and mysteries—
which move through us and through history” . . . and 
offers a way to understand them by engaging with 
mystery. “From such engagements, a deeper, more 
thoughtful, more considered life may come.” 
 If I had written this book, it would indicate that 
I had achieved a certain level of mastery over psy-
chological complexes (the past), and was in a posi-

tion to make a skillful contribution to society based 
on that mastery, based on a level of wisdom I had 
attained. It would mean that I was knowledgeable 
about, and could choose from, the outpourings of a 
wide variety of history’s literary geniuses, and could 
bring them to bear on the issues of thinking people 
today. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess?  
 Writing is putting one’s inner world out at 
‘arm’s length’, from where greater perspective can 
often be gained—on any kind of subject, but espe-
cially on difficult or complex subjects or conun-
drums. So it eases the mind. . . . Writing is under-
standing that there is value in ‘thoughtful mo-
ments’—and making one’s thoughtful moments avail-
able to others leads to honest and meaningful con-
nections. . . . While in the process of writing a book, I 
find that—any time of the night or day—fresh ideas 
emerge that hadn’t ever been thought of before; 
writing seems to access a higher, better part of my 
nature....Being a writer is having a ‘steady compan-
ion’ always within you—an ally more willing and 
kinder than the sometimes rough connections of the 
world. My poem “It’s Writing, My Friend,” which was 
written on a difficult : day, in my journal, in the car 
(the title can be read in two ways: “It’s Writing, My 
Friend” or “It’s Writing, My Friend”), ends with these 
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 lines Jesus Christ! (that ubiquitous prayer disguised 
as profanity): Teach me compassion; soften my 
heart. I need gentler communication: the kind I get 
reacquainting myself with pen and paper. 
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Jonathan Jones 

biography 

 

 Jonathan Jones is a freelance writer and aca-
demic currently living and working in Rome. He qual-
ified in 1999 with his M.A. in Creative Writing from 
Bath Spa University College and in 2004 with an 
MRes in Humanities from Keele University. He now 
teaches writing composition at John Cabot Universi-
ty in Rome and is studying for his PhD in literature at 
Sapienza University.  
 He has had several pieces of work published in 
'The New Writer', 'Poetry Monthly', 'Iota', 'East Jas-
mine Review', ‘Foliate Oak Literary Magazine’, 
‘FLARE: The Flagler Review’, 'The Dr T.J. Eckleburg 
Review', ‘Washington Square Review’, ‘The Gambler 
Mag’, 'Negative Capability Press', ‘The Manifest Sta-
tion’, ‘The Ear’ and 'Dream Catcher'.  
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Jonathan Jones 

interview 

 

 
Who are your favorite writers/poets and how did 
they influence your writing? 
 My main influences vary depending on my 
mood, but the more constant figures of my canon 
are John Keats, Mary Shelley, the Brontes, Rupert 
Brooke, T.S.Eliot, Joseph Conrad, F. Scott Fitzgerald, 
Raymond Chandler, Grahame Greene, Marianne 
Moore, Elizabeth Bishop, and Toni Morrison. 
 
If you could have been the author to any book ever 
written, which book would you choose and why?  
 If I had to name one book I would have most 
like to have written myself I think Ford Maddox 
Ford’s The Good Solider would be a fine candidate 
just for the sheer brilliance of its narrative structure 
and tone of voice. 
 
What do you love the most about the writing pro-
cess?  
 What I love most about the writing process is 
the challenge of always looking for a different per-

spective and the sense of detachment that paradoxi-
cally brings you into closer contact with other peo-
ple; the worldliness of language. 



184 

These last few months have been a journey. 
Even though this is only our second issue, we 
have come so much farther and learned so 
much more than we could have ever imagined.  
 
We are so proud of this issue and the excellent 
works it contains. Without all the hard work of 
the authors and the diligent support of our 
readers, this journal would never have become 
what it is! 
 
Thank you for being with us on this adventure. 
We hope you will join us for our next issue! 

afterword 
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And as soon as the shaking ceases—and 

the blossoming radiance settles—spring 

is washed away in a flood of summer 

warmth . 


