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October 15, 2016
Have you ever had a boss so detached from what
you and your co-workers require that they incessantly
impede progress, whether they realize it or not? With
this election cycle, by banding together with your fellow
disgruntled employees, you have the ability to fire that
asshole and give someone else a chance at running the
show in your state.
I know, I know, I’m sure you’d rather shoot yourself into space than sit through another discussion about
the presidential race, so we’ll go elsewhere.
There are 469 congressional seats up for election
this term, an opportunity for an 85% overhaul of America’s quality conductors. While there are a handful of truly civic-minded officials in place, a troubling number of
these seats are occupied by pandering, finger-pointing,
self-serving pricks with no business holding authority
over the occupants of a litter box, let alone our communities. Let’s get some people with fresh ideas in those
seats, people who won’t sell out their constituents to
avoid upsetting the order of things.
Forget the media circus. Forget the fear and paranoia, the rhetoric and misdirection. Be a voice of positive action and help elect officials who will strive to put
people first.
Josh Smith
&
Your pals at Bedlam Publishing
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Those trapped forever in Giza’s shadow know best;
the last living in Yunnan who slide around
with toes turned into their arches feel it most–
once formed some things are indestructible.
Next to world wonders,
hollow Big Houses in swamps sink
into obscurity,
but for the echoes that flow from them.
They whisper away the shacks
that once lined pristine grass,
nudging them towards the other side
of the tracks.

Virgil Saunders

Spanish
Moss

Click to hear Virgil’
s
poem read by Gay
Pasley, accompanied
by Tiger Gilliam!
Download
MP3!
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Well-built and well-preserved,
even hurricanes cannot wash those pillars away.
				People decay much faster–
				 anger lingers longer in generations,
				than in stone foundations.
		
		

If the live oak can stare down fire,
how could it forget what’s hung from its branches?
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Clouded are those who seek refuge beneath it,
but only some still catch
that scent of rotting fruit,
the sweet smell that beckons
on a muggy breeze.
If it still makes them retch,
how long can the others ignore
the acid burrowing through their soles?
Virgil Saunders is a Maryland native with a passion for language and literature. While Virgil has been writing since childhood, it was not until the University
of Maryland’s Jimenez-Porter Writers’ House came calling that they were exposed to what creation could be. Exposure to various forms of life through the work
of journalism has led Virgil to a more realistic sense of storytelling on subjects such as Rwanda and the world of retail. A thirst for learning new languages is
only one aspect of Virgil’s appreciation of the art of words through syntax and sound. And indeed it is an interest that has led to many travels. Drawing on life
spent in the Washington, D.C. area, Montreal and France, they have crafted poetry published in The Voices Project and Blackberry: A Magazine, with much
more going towards the re-telling of world events.
Gay Pasley is an award winning community leader, respected health care professional, pragmatic writer and distinguished photographic artist. Her gifted storytelling style developed out of lifetime of giving to and connecting with people.
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The

Low Firmament

Brian Michael Barbeito

9

As one American soldier explains, “We must understand that attempts to armorize our force
against all potential enemy threats…shifts the ‘burden of risk’ from a casualty-averse military
force onto the populace. In doing so, we have lifted the burden from our own shoulders and
placed it squarely upon those who do not possess the material resources to bear it—the civilian
populace.”
-Gregoire Chamayou, A Theory of the Drone

Reenactment

F.C. Brown Cloud

“I ran in the opposite direction to the exit door and a minute later the second blast happened,
near the Brussels Airlines counter, and I was hit by all the glass debris. Everything was covered in dust and smoke, people were crying. It was horrific.”
-Mariama Touré Kindon, as quoted in Drozdiak, Steinhauser, and Verbergt, “ISIS
Claims Responsibility for Brussels Attacks; More Than 30 Dead,” The Wall Street Journal, 22
March 2016.
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G

enerals fight the last war. They send
young men out to die while standing
safely back, stroking their chins, watching
disaster unfold and muttering, “S’pose that
won’t work anymore.”
Reenactors dip back even further. They
fight battles from decades, sometimes centuries, ago. It’s long enough to feign ignorance
of what the real causes were. Grown men
playing dress-up at Gettysburg talk of “states’
rights,” while their counterparts in Normandy mention only conflicting political ideals
and crippling economic retribution. It’s long
enough for the horror to fade. They wear
vintage uniforms, heft vintage guns, “blanks
only boys, har har,” crawl through dry fields,
and have a jolly good time mocking dying
again and again over the years.
What good is it? Reenactors are wasting their time chasing immersion in a history that never was. Well, not me and my
buds. We’ve been reenacting the next wars,
and not in that overbearingly moralizing
Einstein way of sticks and stones. We use
robots and retroviruses and shit that would
definitely be classified if the DOD thought of

it before we did.
For a while, Dwight tried to get us to
call what we do “preenactment” because it’s
the guys whose forebears slaughtered each
other for reals who’ll be doing it again, but
eventually I convinced him that “preenactment” sounds stupid. So we all call it “re-”
even though there’s a risk somebody’ll hear
us talking and assume we’re like the others.
The time wasters. We’re not! We know we’re
not.
Usually it’s brutal, but we have our fun.
Think of something clever and you get to
put it in. One time we’d planned an event
for the weekend but on the Thursday morning before, my team all dressed for action,
stormed into Dwight’s team’s houses, and
captured ‘em. We tied them to their chairs
and declared preemptive victory.
Everybody was late for work, but it was
worth it.
“Asynchronous combat, dude!” I shouted into Dwight’s sullen face before whipping
out a sharpie to draw an “L” on his forehead
and selfie us. Then I raided his fridge and
helped myself to a big-ass breakfast. Losers

can buy more groceries.
Sometimes, though, shit goes wrong.
At our latest engagement (for which we all
made it to the field the same day and same
time as we had planned. Just like in the real
world, great strategies rarely work a second
time), I rounded a corner, heard the loud
buzz we’ve been using to simulate death rays
(the kerrack! of a gun blank would sound totally out of place in a battle of the future),
then glanced down at my chest to see the
red bead of a laser pointer wavering over my
heart.
“Fuck,” I muttered, letting my weapon
clatter to the ground. I dropped to my knees
and shouted, “Hit! I’m going down.”
Except…there was Dwight, strolling
toward me, chuckling. So I was like, wait a
second, Dwight hit me?
“What the fuck, dude? You went down,
like, twenty minutes ago!”
“Well, now it’s your turn.”
“No way. You can’t kill anybody if you’re
dead.”
“My side invented a workaround.”
“A…? No way. You weren’t even, like,
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hit in the chest and left to bleed out in the
rubble where maybe cryo people or somebody could’ve saved you. Our cannon spotted you. You were vaporized!”
“Yeah, but we’re storing backups. Before each battle, our soldiers undergo a fullbody atomic scan, positions, momentums,
spin states, everything. If we die, we get reloaded.”
“That can’t work, dude.”
“It can. For my team, it already does.
That whole Heisenberg uncertainty thing
says it can’t work perfectly. The me who
didn’t see your cannon isn’t exactly the same
as the me who tagged your ass, but he’s close
enough. Your side is fucked.”
It sounded like he had me, but I figured,
okay hotshot, reality check time. Because if
you can nail somebody on his logic, you can
bump off their technology. That’s one of our
rules: nobody can kill you with a weapon
that wouldn’t ever exist.
“Wait a sec, though…if your side had
discovered this whole scanning, cloning,
atomic-precision replication thing, you
wouldn’t be sending out an army. There’d be

no Dwight on the field. You would’ve found
your best soldier, made a hundred copies of
him, then let the original and everybody else
stay safe at home. Your story doesn’t make
sense. Your team wouldn’t even be here looking the way it does if you’d invented that.”
“Wrong, dude. Our army has to look
like this. ‘Cause, your plan? We considered
that. Two reasons why it wouldn’t work: one,
the clones would know that they were clones.
They’d notice they all looked the same. So
why would they fight? They’d be almost
identical to the guy getting to stay home and
watch the action on TV, and they’d start
thinking, why him? What makes him so special? And, why not me? No way they’d fight.”
I frowned.
“I’m only telling you all this, by the way,
I only even know, ‘cause I’m privy to some
seriously high-level privileged shit. Commander and all.”
If Dwight didn’t have such a wicked inferiority complex, he wouldn’t need to mention that all the time.
“And then, two, the enemy, meaning you, except not you, ‘cause you’re dead,

dude, but your clueless doomed-ass teammates, would know that they were fighting
clones. And that wouldn’t work. It’s the same
problems as sending out drones. As soon as
one side realizes that the other isn’t risking
anything, not anybody’s life, just money, just
stuff they made, they’re not going to settle for
a fair fight. They’ll switch targets and start
murdering civilians. Happens every time.
That’s why you guys gave up robots, remember?”
It was true, my team had thought we
were brilliant, dressing up in foil and claiming we were machines, churned out by assembly line, impervious to gas attacks or
biologics, replaceable if any of us came to
harm.
Dwight’s team turned and ran. We were
standing there, laughing it up, feeling like
rock stars, but I got a call that night from my
mother, sounding shaken. “Your friends are
here, a-and they’ve got…guns? Like those
rayguns you always wanted for your birthday? They keep saying we’re hit. They’ve
been yelling. Your father and I…they keep
asking us to lie down on the floor. We need
12

to go to bed, honey, but your friends won’t
leave, a-and they’re making so much noise
…”
If I’d had a girlfriend, I’m sure they
would’ve stormed her house next.
That’s when we realized, sure, we could
keep ourselves safe, but at what cost?

F. C. Brown Cloud teaches creative writing at the
Monroe County Jail and corresponds with inmates
across the Midwest for his work with Pages to
Prisoners and as director of the Indiana Prisoners’
Writing Workshop. He has published essays, stories, and research articles in journals such as Chicago Literati, The Weeklings, and The Journal of
Cell Biology. Brown Cloud received his B.A. from
Northwestern and his Ph.D. from Stanford. Find
him in Bloomington, Indiana or at fcbrowncloud.
com.

“If you think that political poetry is out-of-date, well, think again.
Prerna Bakshi’s first collection, “Burnt rotis, with love” is an
amazing shout of freedom that will leave no-one unaffected, and
prove that yes, poetry can and will make a difference.”

“Burnt Rotis, With Love is an extraordinary work. It is both a clenched fist
held up to patriarchy and the exploitation of human labor, and a lilting call
for a renewed spirit of resistance and
struggle, animated by a revolutionary
love.”
-Peter McLaren, Distinguished Professor in
Critical Studies, Chapman University, and author of Pedagogy of Insurrection.

Click to order in paperback or digital!13

Nat Von Sky

Ahead
14

Vidya Panicker

Life

Show

“No more smoke from the kerosene lamp
or candle wax on the floor,” she mutters,
as the men in blue uniforms erect the post
and stretch the lines.
A bulb in the kitchen, one in the only
other room so the kids can sit and read
after sunset. A table fan perhaps,
for the summer months.
The man comes home later with a TV,
forgets the rice, lentils and salt–
nothing unusual in that though.

Click to hear Vidya
read her poem
accompanied by
Kevin MacLeod
Download
MP3!
15

Bulbs and the fan never came. T.V. plays
white grains and nothing else. She hangs
clothes on it when it rains. The kids brag.
He trips on it, falls down twice, cursing her–
nothing unusual in that either.

Based in the God’s own country of Kerala, Vidya’s poems have appeared in The Feminist Review, So to Speak,
Shot Glass Journal, One Sentence Poetry, The New Verse News, Three Line Poetry, Aberration Labyrinth,
Bangalore Review, 4and20 Poetry, and several others.
Kevin MacLeod’s music has appeared in Felicia Day’s The Guild, Scorsese’s Hugo, and thousands of other films
and projects. He distributes royaly-free original music at incompetech.com. This piece is called “Colorless Aura,”
Licensed under Creative Commons: By Attribution 3.0 License http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/3.0/

16

Buyer
Beware

Brian Michael Barbeito
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M

ommy said when we were done at the hospital she would take me to get ice cream.
The nurse with the short yellow hair looked like a man, and she hurt my leg when
she tried to bend it back in place. It felt like she was trying to snap my leg in half, but I kept
thinking about ice cream and trying to be good so Mommy would still take me.
I was really sad because the manly nurse lady had to cut my favorite Winnie the Pooh
overalls to put on the cast and take a picture of my bone. They didn’t use a camera to take
the picture of my bone. My mommy said she would sew my Winnie the Pooh overalls back
together, but I thought that then it would have an ugly scar in the middle, like how Frankenstein looks. My overalls would be broken, more broken than my leg, because no one can
even see anything wrong with my leg. Besides, the doctors are magicians and can make it
perfect again. But my overalls would always be ugly.

Haley Zilberberg

Ice Cream Sunday

The doctor came in holding a black and white picture of my bones. She talked to Mommy who seemed to be mad at Daddy. The doctor’s name was Dr. Rose, which I thought was a
very pretty name. She told my mommy and daddy that it’s a hairline fracture. I didn’t understand how a hair got in my leg and broke it because I didn’t fall on hair. I fell on the concrete.
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Daddy took me to the playground earlier today, and I was excited because all the
big kids were playing. Jake was on the swing
and Courtney was jumping off the slide. Rachel and Jonas were on the monkey bars. I
walked up to Courtney, the oldest and the
coolest kid in the neighborhood. She was
seven, a whole two years older than me!
Daddy was looking at a magazine on the
bench in the middle of the playground. His
eyes were really shiny, and it seemed like he
needed a nap time.
“Hi,” I said to Courtney while standing
as straight as I could. I was trying to be taller so Courtney would think I was older and
want to play with me.
“Hey, Sandy!” Courtney said as she
pinched my cheeks. I went red in the face.
Courtney was a head taller than me, with
pretty blonde hair in pigtails.
“Hi, Courtney,” I said, puffing out my
chest. “My daddy said I’m a big kid, almost,
so I can do more big kid playground stuff
now.”
“Oh! How cute! What did you wanna
do, Sandy?”

I didn’t like that she called me cute. I
scrunched my face and stood taller. “What’s
a big kid thing I could do?” I asked.
“You could…hmm…jump the fence!
That would really prove you’re a big kid.”
The fence was as high as my head. I
gulped. But I was excited to prove I was as
cool as the other kids.
Courtney said, “I can stand on the other side and I’ll catch you if you fall!”
“Dad,” I called from across the playground, “can I jump the fence? Courtney
said she would watch!”
Daddy didn’t look up. He just said,
“sure, honey” while looking at pictures of
pretty cars inside his favorite magazine. It
was permission enough for me.
I followed Courtney to the fence that
went around the playground and she jumped
over to the other side.
“Jump,” Courtney yelled.
“I’m not ready.”
“Come on, Sandy, you gotta!”
I asked, “And you promise you’ll catch
me?”
“Of course, don’t be a baby!”

I couldn’t let her think that, so I jumped
right then after counting back from three.
Three…two…one…My leg crunched when
I hit the concrete. Courtney didn’t catch me.
I didn’t mean to, but I screamed. Daddy let
his magazine fall onto the picnic table and
ran over to me. He picked me up like a baby.
All I kept thinking is, I am not a baby! I didn’t
think Courtney was cool anymore.
Daddy walked back to the house carrying me. When we got there, he slammed
on the door instead of ringing the bell. My
mommy opened the door in her towel. I was
still screaming.
“What the fuck, Steve? What the fuck?”
“She fell. I couldn’t stop her!”
Mommy reached over and scooped me
into her arms. When she was leaning in to
grab me, she looked as if she was sniffing
Daddy’s face.
“You were drinking at four in the afternoon? What is wrong with you? I thought
you said you weren’t going to do that again.”
I didn’t see what was wrong with drinking. I
just had some apple juice and no one said it
was a problem.
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Daddy didn’t respond. He just stood
there.
“Steve, just go do something useful. Go
grab my bag and the insurance card.”
Mommy turned to me. I was still in her
arms and she sat me down on her lap on our
big tan suede couch. She started petting my
hair and telling me it would be okay. She
said we were going to go to the hospital. She
started kissing my face all over. Even though
my leg hurt, I couldn’t stop giggling.
The cast Dr. Rose put on my leg was
white. My mommy said it would be no big
deal and everyone was going to think it was
so cool that I broke my leg. And everyone
was going to sign it, like a yearbook.
Dr. Rose was really nice and had pretty
red hair. I kept asking her questions about
the cast while she was putting it on and she
answered all of them.
“How do I get the cast off, Dr. Rose?”
She responded, “Well, Sandy, we’re going to use this special tool.”
My eyes widened and I said, “You’re not
going to cut off my leg, are you?”
Dr. Rose laughed, “No, I promise. Just

the cast, honey.”
“How long do I have to wear the cast?”
“About eight weeks, Sandy. And you’ll
pick up some crutches tomorrow so you can
walk in the meantime.”
“How long is eight weeks?” I asked.
My mommy interjected, “You’ll get it
off just right after you have your kindergarten graduation.”
“That’s forever! I’m going to have it
during my birthday? Can I still play?” I was
really sad, and my eyes were getting watery.
Mommy smoothed my hair, but Daddy was
dozing off in a corner. He seemed really
sleepy lately.
“You can still play. Just not as much,
baby,” Mommy said. As soon as the doctor finished putting on my cast, I got really
itchy and there was no way to scratch it, so
I complained to Mommy. She told me about
how she had to use a fork to scratch inside
her cast when she was a little girl. I couldn’t
believe my mommy had a cast once, too, or
that she had been little once!
“Sue, we aren’t going to have to admit
Sandy. It’s not that bad of a break, so you’re

going to be able to go home once we fill the
prescription and get you the discharge papers,” Dr. Rose said.
“Thank you so much.” Mommy gave
her hand to shake Dr. Rose’s.
The clock in the hospital room was
the kind my mommy said I wasn’t allowed
to have. It had big glowing numbers that I
could easily read. My mommy said I had to
learn how to read time on a big round clock.
The shiny red numbers read “2:22” but it
didn’t look sunny outside like it always does
at two. And I felt tired, not ready to play, like
I always do at two!
My mom pushed my daddy to wake
him. He was snoring in the plastic chair.
Daddy rubbed his eyes and grunted.
“Oh my God, Steve. Could you go maybe one day without falling asleep during important events? Maybe the day you’re, I don’t
know, in the hospital with your daughter
who you didn’t watch?”
Daddy looked like how my friend Candace looks in math class when we do addition
and subtraction. He kept staring at Mommy
like she was speaking another language.
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“Whatever,” she said, lifting her arms,
“Just letting you know we are leaving soon.”
The white sheets on the bed in the hospital room were scratchy. The pillow wasn’t
fluffy enough. I still fell asleep and woke
up later when the doctor was handing my
mom papers and a bottle of medicine. My
mommy was shoving the papers into her big
purse and putting the pills away when I was
waking up. She nudged Daddy with her elbow and said, “Wake up, Steve.” He adjusted
his glasses and looked really confused. My
mommy picked up his magazines and put
them in her purse.
We were finally leaving at 3:50. The sky
was much darker than I had ever seen when
they wheeled me out into the parking lot. I
was sleepy, but still hopeful about going to
get ice cream because Mommy had promised and she always followed through on
promises.
“Mommy, are we going to Dairy Queen,
now?”
“No, sweetie. It’s closed now. It’s too late
to go to Dairy Queen. We can go tomorrow.”
I started to cry again. I had only been

so good all day at the hospital because she
promised. She said she was going to, so she
had to!
“No, baby. Sandy, please. Mommy is so
tired. Please, Sandy. I know it’s been a big
day for you but it’s also been a big day for
Mommy. Sweetie, please, please stop crying.”
“But you promised!” I said, crying
harder. I cried and cried and Mommy kept
saying to please stop until I finally fell asleep.
I didn’t remember going to sleep in my bedroom. The next morning I woke up there,
though. Daddy must have carried me in.
I slept so late that the hands on my
watch were showing that it was 6:00! Wait,
no…12:30. It was still very late. The calendar
said today was Sunday. I tried to walk out of
bed but the cast was too big so I screamed
for Mommy.
She came running, still dressed in her
night gown. Her hair was a mess and she
looked like she just woke up. “Baby, what is
it?”
“It’s lunch time! And I slept too long.
And I’m ready for ice cream. You said we
would finally get ice cream today!”

“Baby, I just woke up. Please give Mommy some time. And we have to go get your
crutches today so you can walk, baby. Please,
this is a lot for Mommy today. I’m going to
send Daddy in and he can play with you now
so I can sleep just a little bit longer. He definitely slept enough yesterday anyways.” She
kissed me on the forehead and smiled but
looked kind of sad.
She left back to her room, rubbing her
eyes. A few minutes later, Daddy came in.
“Hey, Sandy. How are you feeling?”
“Okay,” I said, pouting.
“No pain from falling?”
“No.”
He eyed the bottle of medicine the doctor gave Mommy yesterday at the hospital as
we were leaving. It was on my dresser next
to my Piglet stuffed animal.
“I told your mommy that I’d make sure
you would get these pain pills when you
need them, but it seems like you’re not in
any pain, are you?”
“No, I’m not. I feel fine. I just want ice
cream,” I whined.
“All right, well, how about I take the
21

pain pills for you since you don’t need them.
And I can get you some ice cream later, baby.”
He took my bottle with a big word on it that
started with a P on it and slipped it into the
pocket of his cargo shorts.
“Okay, promise you’ll get me ice
cream?”
“Of course, baby. You know, let me go
grab my wallet and we can go right now.” I
watched as Daddy walked back to his bedroom. On the way, he stopped in the hallway
and opened the bottle of my medicine. He
swallowed some. I guess Daddy was in pain.
I don’t know what from.
I couldn’t get off the bed to get dressed
or brush my hair or teeth because of my
big white cast. I waited in my room until
the hands on my watch showed 1:14. Daddy didn’t come back. I didn’t understand
why Mommy and Daddy were so mean and
wouldn’t get me ice cream. I was so good. I
behaved and did everything they asked.
A little while later, Mommy came to my
room. I was still sitting on the edge of the
bed in my Barbie nightgown with my hair
in a rat’s nest. My mommy asked me where

Daddy went, and I said he went to go get his
wallet a long time ago and never came back.
She started muttering under her breath
about Daddy and helped me up to get to the
bathroom to get ready.
Mommy’s face was stern when she was
getting me ready up until she buckled me
into my car seat. “Mommy, are we going for
ice cream now?”
“No, baby, we are going to go get your
crutches. You can pick out stickers for them,
how does that sound?”
“Mommy, I really want ice cream,” I
said.
“I promise, afterwards we will get it.
We have to do this first. The store closes in
an hour baby,” she said. She put on her sunglasses and went to the front seat and started driving. Five minutes up the road was a
place that had “Rx” written on the sign. We
went in and got pink crutches. Mommy was
helping me get used to them when we were
walking out the store.
“How do they feel, baby?”
“They’re okay. They make my armpits
feel weird. And my leg hurts a lot.”

“Didn’t Daddy give you your pain pill
when he came to check on you? Is it not
working?”
“No, Daddy said I didn’t need them
and he took the bottle with him. I think he’s
in pain because he took some.”
Mommy looked up and made a really
stern face. “I guess Daddy is in pain, you’re
right. Do you think maybe the ice cream will
help you not be in as much pain?”
“Yes!” I screamed.
“Well, let’s go to Dairy Queen now!”
Mommy looked so excited.
When she finished buckling me in the
seat, she went to her own seat to start driving to Dairy Queen. It looked like she was
crying a little bit behind her sunglasses. She
wiped her face and asked me, “So, Sandy,
what flavor are you going to get?” She was
smiling at me through the mirror.
Haley Zilberberg is a senior studying Social Work
and Creative Writing at the University of Central Florida. Haley has had her work published in
Loud Zoo #5, Inklette Magazine, Eunoia Review,
First Class Lit, and Quail Bell Magazine.
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I know you can see me. You only think
that I’m a man without a face.

Download
MP3!

Click to hear
Amber’
s poem read
by Wm Lindmier,
accompanied
by mattlikestapes

You gawk at my suit, wonder
if it’s Versace. I hate
to tell you, taxpayer, it’s 1966
in my world, 12 years before Gianni
made it. Well, I had a face. That’s
before these bigots called me a ‘faggot’
and disconnected my cartilage, my
connective tissue, and my smile
for kissing a man in a pub after his
father kicked the can. I do

Le

Paysage
de
Baucis,

Amber Braden

1966
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not blink. I cannot smell. I cannot taste.
My brown leather hat floats in mid-air
as if there were hair growing from
the invisible scalp underneath it. My red
silk tie drapes gracefully from a nonexistent neck because my mother
always told me I need to look
the man. Well, Magritte, you have fooled
everyone with your painting of me. The brown
casket and white fluff that surrounds
my body was conveniently left out
of your brush as if your bristles

25

were afraid to stroke the true landscape
in which I lie. Place this canvas
flat on the ground, face up,
and you can see what I see–
a thousand bright-eyed stars beaming
at me, as if they really cared what I looked like.

Amber D. Braden holds a Master of Fine Arts degree from Vermont College of Fine Arts. She was a nominee
for the Best New Poets 2009 Competition. Braden has served as an assistant editor for Tecumseh Review and
was a guest judge for Autumn Voices. Her most recent works appear in Ellipsis…Literature & Art. Braden is
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Graceless

leanth Bachmann was fifty-seven when
he began his tryst with Emily. He was
in good shape for fifty-seven, but aging. His
muscles were firm, without significant fat
deposits, but his skin had loosened and hung
on him like pizza dough. Age spots speckled his back. His leg hairs had mostly gone,
except for a few white wild ones scattered
about his shins. His beard still had brown

in it but grey and white had taken over. He
wore horn-rimmed bifocals.
At times, he was able to acknowledge
to himself that this adventure with Emily
would most likely be his last such adventure. Fifty-seven seemed too young for this
to be possible, but the evidence was against
him. His wandering eyes, his smiles on the
sidewalk to the women whose gaze he could

Marcus Emanuel

catch, were now treated as if they were something unwelcome or worse, as beyond comprehension. He had been a late bloomer to
understand the power of such things and had
expected some sort of recompense for lost
time. Briefly, it seemed as if this might be the
case. When he’d come out of his divorce almost a decade ago, Cleanth had been pleasantly surprised to find that he was still mar28

ketable, and then, as each year went by, more
surprised that this remained the case. While
his colleagues shuffled off into obsolescence,
their wardrobe stagnating, their posture
shriveling, Cleanth found he was still able
to hold a conversation with a woman about
nothing at all and to make her laugh without
saying anything funny. Now he was discovering he was not immune to the effects of
aging. As a young man, his metabolism had
not slowed until his late twenties so that, for
years more than most, he was able to think
disdainfully of the pouches and cellulite that
his peers fought so desperately against. Then
suddenly, inexplicably, it had appeared on
him, too. Like the others, he’d been forced
to resort to salads and early morning runs.
He had suffered and sacrificed to maintain
what he’d thought had been his right—and
to largely fail in doing so.
How was one to fight for his sexual
prominence? No, one couldn’t. Any attempt
would only lead to desperation. Like an ouroboros, it would consume itself.
Early in the fall semester at Grinnell,
a thrum of excitement stirred through the

campus as the students tried to position
themselves favorably before the freeze of
winter set in. With a heavy sigh, Cleanth
tried to sever himself from this restless hubbub and distance himself from this familiar
anxious energy. It was disturbing how simply this was done. He had not consciously
flirted with his students in years, but now,
having forcefully segregated himself from
the herd of the living, he found his pedagogy
transformed. No longer detached in his lecturing, he found himself taking on an avuncular manner. He played for their affections
by reaching for jokes and puns he thought
they might find humorous, even if he found
them absurd. He was more successful than
not, but this success only disturbed him further. My God, he thought, when did I become this clown?
Still, he couldn’t ignore the flash of a
dark blue cashmere sweater tight against
swelling breasts, thighs crossing beneath the
hem of a skirt, a long thin neck extended in
laugh—these were things his body charged
him to grapple with, to engage, but of course
he could do nothing but resist. Was this what

it would be now? he asked himself. The body
yearning and the spirit denying in a tired
whine? Those nights of small victories—the
women in his room, their bodies laid out
on the bed, his pale, age-speckled back bent
over them, his grey and brown beard matted
to his face as their sex filled his mouth—were
gone. In a flash, it was clear to him how one
could accept the decrepitude of becoming
elderly—perhaps the numbing of the body
would squelch the screaming of his loins.
Then, in the spring semester, Emily appeared before him. He walked into the first
day of his Classical Mythology survey course
and found her seated in the front row of the
rounded auditorium. Holes in her jeans
showed her knees knocked together. Her
v-neck cotton t-shirt pulled to the curves of
her body, and her small mouth and plump
lips dangled the end of a pen. Throughout
his lecture his eyes kept wandering back to
her. No one sat near her. At the end of class
no one talked to her, and no one noticed her
as she walked out, head down, arms holding
her books tight to her chest.
Do you know what you are doing?
29

Yes, he thought. He was submitting to the
demands of the body. A few months was
all he had held out—one semester, nothing
more—but he was not ashamed of that. He
knew the type that was able to refuse their
bodies, and he was not ashamed to not be
included among them. Do you know the
sacrifices that come with this submission?
Yes, yes, he thought, I am well aware. So this
is how it will end, then, in something messy.
It did not change his perception of himself
as much as his perception of those who had
ended in such disgrace before him.
But no, to be honest, he had no idea
what he was doing.
§
He found her in the library among the
stacks of books. It was not intentional nor
was it accidental. He thought he’d seen her
enter the building, and he’d wandered among
the floors until he happened to find her.
“Emily,” he said, smiling, then quickly
reprimanded himself for it. Don’t go playing
the clown now, you fool.

“Professor Bachmann.” She said his
name quietly and curtsied with her eyes.
“Please,” he stepped closer to her,
“Cleanth.”
She nodded and smiled.
They were simply standing before
each other, neither speaking. The grey metal shelves forced them close to each other, and the low ceiling and thick carpeting
kept their sounds muted. Her body was still
turned away from him, towards the shelf, but
her chin was over her shoulder, facing him.
Awkwardly, Cleanth clenched his hands to
fists and shoved them in his pockets, thinking them safer in there.
“What are you studying?” he asked. He
tried to smile in a detached manner but his
gaze couldn’t leave her.
“Oh,” she looked around herself in a
surprised manner. “I was just wandering.”
His smile widened. “Me too. And let’s
see,” he inspected the spines of the books
around him, “it seems we’ve found ourselves
in the sociology section. Do you know much
about sociology?”
As if confused, Emily scanned the

books around her. “No.” Her eyes wandered
up the shelves, squinting to read the small
print.
“Ah! Well, it’s very important, especially for Classical Mythology. But you’re…
my class is an elective for you, no?” He had
pulled her file and he couldn’t remember if
he was supposed to know this or not. Had it
been discussed in class? No, she didn’t speak
in class.
“I’m a fashion studies major,” she said,
more to the books than him.
Cleanth had to stop himself from appearing doubtful. The girl dressed as if she
were trying to hide. It was a difficult thing
to believe. “Well, it’s certainly important for
that, too. Here,” he grabbed a volume from
the shelf. It was something by Durkheim,
a work he wasn’t familiar with, but if it was
Durkheim it would be difficult enough. He
held it out to her. “A good starting point.”
Emily turned sharply to look beyond
the book and directly at him. The work
hovered between them, bobbing slightly in
Cleanth’s hand.
“Extra credit,” he said, “if you’re inter30

ested.”
Still, she stared at him. Cleanth thought
it must be that we knew more than we realized. He’d known a woman once—Karin, always clad in tight black leather, with a body
like a praying mantis—who’d believed that
people communicated in ways we didn’t understand yet. Not just some psychic mumbo-jumbo but information and emotion
passed through smells of which we weren’t
aware and body language we didn’t know we
saw. We communicated one subconscious to
another, she claimed, more than in any conscious way. In this moment Cleanth thought
she was most likely right. Staring at him,
Emily seemed to see his loneliness, his desperation, his desire trembling just beneath
his skin, his fear at the spectre of senescence
hanging over him. Through some smell or
some awkward hip movement, he had revealed it all.
Emily took the book.
Idly, as he returned his hands to his
pockets, she flipped through it. “It looks difficult,” she said.
He was already turning away from her.

His body was trembling, screaming at him
to run. He clamped down on it. “Yes,” he said
coldly, “it is. Let me know if you need help
with it.”
“Thank you,” she said, but he was already leaving the aisle, his legs threatening
to break into a run.
Four days later he sent her an email.
How’s the Durkheim? Let me know if you
want to take me up on my offer. He’d sent the
message on a Thursday thinking, perhaps
late on a lonely weekend night she might be
tempted to write him back. But within an
hour he’d received a reply:
Yes, please.
§
A week and a half later, at around 4:30
pm on a Sunday, Cleanth was cooking cacio e pepe. Schubert’s Sonata in A Major
was playing through the kitchen stereo, and
he was thinking of Gillian. In his mind he
called her the river goddess. It was always as
if she’d wandered away barefoot from some
commune, through the city streets until she

ended up in his apartment. She kept the
smell of firewood caught in her hair. She’d
been tall and thin, a model’s body, with a
man’s nose dropped in the middle of her
face. It had poked him when they kissed,
but over the four months or so that they’d
known each other he’d come to like it. She
had thin lips and high cheekbones and a
wide forehead between her eyes. Their love
making had been awkward but wonderfully so. What were they to do with those long
legs of hers? When he finally figured it out,
folding them up against her, wrapping his
arm around them, it had clicked. Together
they had slipped into something neither was
aware they were capable of. Her hand would
find his shoulder and squeeze it tightly while
she moaned ceaselessly in his ear.
After a few months, she wandered away
and he let her because, well because what
was one to do with a woman like that? That
had been his comment to a colleague that
had enquired, but now the question came
back to him with renewed force. What was
one to do with a woman like that?
Things had not gone well with Emily
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on their first encounter, and Cleanth found
himself anxious anticipating her arrival for
their second meeting that evening. The first
time, just shy of a week ago, had ended with
Cleanth leaning over her, his mouth stained
red, asking repeatedly why she wouldn’t stay
for another drink. He couldn’t think back on
it now without tensing. She had laughed as
she left, and he hadn’t been sure of the meaning of it. The laugh had been like the look she
had given him in the library—something
strong and vibrant rising out of this timid
girl. Whereas in the library he had met it (or
come close to doing so), in his apartment,
with his wine glass shaking in his hand, his
gaze wobbly on her as she stood by the front
door, his spirit had stumbled.
“Please see me again,” he had muttered
as she walked out.
Why had she agreed to? He had emailed
her afterwards, asking for a chance to make
amends, but why had she agreed? Why had
she not cast him aside as he probably deserved to be? Was it just loneliness? Lack of
confidence? He had no idea. He was terrified to find out.

She arrived later than he had expected.
She was flustered. Her hair was slipping out
of its tie and her cheeks were redder than
usual. She kept apologizing and shaking her
head as if to get loose of something. Their
night had barely started, and already it was a
mess.
“It’s okay, it’s okay,” he kept saying.
“Here,” and he reached out for her coat. It
took her a moment to understand the motion.
The cacio e pepe was still warm, but a
coldness crept at the edges. A thin filmy layer of moisture covered it from the lid being
kept on.
“It’s delicious,” she said between bites.
They were eating at the small table in the
kitchen with two thin chairs wedged between the windowsill and the oven. She bent
low to the table and shoveled in bite after
bite. Her eyes were a little bloodshot and
still glistening. How old was she? He tried
to think. She slurped up the noodles so that
the ends flapped around, leaving pepper
flecks on her nose, before they disappeared
into her mouth. She looked up at him and

smiled, but there was a tiredness in her eyes
and in her body, and it overcame him, too.
He didn’t eat at all; his appetite was
gone. He didn’t speak; there was nothing to
say. He sipped his wine and listened to the
sounds of her eating the dinner he’d made
her. He sighed, and he could feel his bones
ache. He’d taken to the tiredness quickly. It
seemed to become him.
She suddenly seemed revived. Perhaps
because he’d taken the burden from her, or
perhaps the dinner had simply energized her.
She stood in the small kitchen, in the middle
of the horseshoe of greystone countertops,
and made small dance steps to Ravel’s Bolero, playing on the tinny kitchen speakers.
She laughed at the mistakes she made and
tried not to spill the wine. Cleanth thought:
Yes, I’ve seen this one before. And, honestly, he’d seen better. He’d watched Isa in her
underwear and high heels perform flamenco to Sabicas just a few feet from here. Her
heels made dull thuds in the throw carpet
of the living room as her hands clapped the
complex pattern high above her, and a small
smile lit her face. He’d sat spellbound at the
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tiny vibrations the insides of her thighs made
as she pounded the ground to the ferocious
rhythm.
“Emily, did you bring the book?” he
asked.
“What?” She was focused on the dance
step she’d made up, but she was hopelessly
out of rhythm.
“The Durkheim?”
“Oh, no,” she laughed, bubbly, overly
so—could she already be drunk? “I’m sorry!”
He tried to smile but he couldn’t manage it. He shook his head and walked into
the living room. It was a warm room, full of
carpeted surfaces. A large, dark oriental rug,
filled with dark blues and yellows in an intricate pattern, took up the majority of the
floor space. There was a corner desk and
bookshelves everywhere, all overflowing.
There was a large couch in the middle, soft
and well used, facing a wall without a TV.
Instead there was a stereo lined with rows of
records and CDs. Cleanth picked out a copy
of the Ives’s Concord Sonata and put it on
quietly, so as not to disturb Emily and her

Bolero. He spread himself out on the couch
and closed his eyes.
Cleanth opened his eyes to find her
standing over him. She’d had a cable-knit
sweater on before, but she’d removed it. She
wore a grey-speckled tank top. Her dancing
had hiked it up so that the skin of her belly
peeked out from the bottom. She’d taken off
the hair tie and her black hair was tousled,
wild over her shoulders and neck. In one
motion, Cleanth stood and grabbed her. One
hand went high on her neck, his thumb beneath her chin and his forefinger wrapping
around behind her ear. The other slipped
quickly beneath the tank top and found the
small of her back. Her skin was damp with
sweat, and the shirt clung to her. He pulled
her into him and kissed her. His lips pressed
hard against her mouth, and his hand kept
her head in place. She started to fall backwards and her hands shot out, one to steady
herself on the couch, one to grab him by his
shoulder. Quickly, though, Cleanth pushed
her down so that she reclined on the couch.
He put his thin, frail body on top of hers and
rubbed against her. One hand was trapped

beneath her, but the other left her neck to
fight down the top of the tank top. Her breast
was so large he could barely hold onto it, but
he squeezed. Her head free now she pulled
her lips away, over him, and gasped for air.
“Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait.” She spoke
the words quietly, sucking in quick breaths
between them. Cleanth’s hand shot back up
to her chin and arrested her face again, his
lips pressing into hers. He wrenched his other hand free from beneath her and began to
undo his belt buckle.
He could feel her breath laboring as her
chest rose and fell. She began to whimper.
The sound leaked out of the corner of her
lips, trying to escape the dampening of his.
Her tears ran down her cheeks and spilled
over his hand clasped around her neck.
Cleanth detached himself from her. He
sat himself up on the opposite end of the
couch and tried to regain his composure.
The two of them were there together for a
moment, both next to each other, gasping.
Emily was still lying down, her shirt hiked
up over her belly button, one areola showing. Her hair was a tangle beneath her and
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there was a red print on the skin of her neck.
Slowly, her breathing began to level out.
Cleanth was sitting upright at the opposite end. His belt buckle was undone, and
his pants sagged just below his buttocks. His
grey briefs were exposed and with them, his
pale thighs. His hands were shaking. His
mouth was open as he pulled air in desperately, unable to calm himself.
Finally Emily moved, quickly, rolling
off the couch and away from Cleanth. She
pulled her shirt down and hurried to the
kitchen, around the corner and into the
horseshoe where she couldn’t be seen.
Cleanth’s pulse beat throughout his
body. My God, he thought, my God. He was
angry at himself and then furious at her.
A few minutes later, Emily hurried past
him and out the door. Her purse and sweater jumbled in her arms.
Cleanth remained on the couch. The
strange chords of the Concord Sonata were
still shimmering around him.
§

He let out a sigh of relief when he entered the classroom to find her not there. His
hand hovered over the attendance sheet for
only a minute before he marked her as absent. He marked her absent three more times,
once that week and twice the next, before he
received notice that she’d dropped the class.
It was by email and he read it at his laptop,
a half eaten sandwich in his hand, with the
light of the afternoon casting a glare on the
screen. He had to stop eating. He thought he
was going to cry or be sick. It took him ten
minutes to recover.
He thought that after this, life would
return to something close to normal but, of
course, this was ludicrous.
He was in the grocery store when the
first image came to him. He was at the olive bar, spooning out pickled garlic, when
a mother, exhausted and beautiful, and her
child walked past him. Suddenly a memory
of a face overcame him. He couldn’t remember her name, but he could remember her
face—her upturned nose, her sloe eyes with
thick eyeliner. It must have been fifteen years
ago, maybe more. They were naked, and he

was on top of her. His legs were less scrawny,
but already their thick coat was starting to
thin. She moaned, but in his memory now it
was a whimper, muffled and wet. In the image, his hand was clasped over her lips and
her eyes were wide and her hand gripped
his wrist. He broke out in a cold sweat at the
thought of the image.
There were others. The rhythmic churnings of the copy machine loosening the image of Annie in his mind—kneeling on the
bed, her face in a pillow, Cleanth holding
one of her hands behind her back, her small
wrist bones beneath his grip. Riding home
on the train, Magdalene’s face appeared in
the reflection of the window. His hand was
holding her hair tightly above her head, his
knees had her shoulders pinned down to the
bed. But no, he remembered Magdalene. He
remembered her buoyancy and her quick
smile. He remembered her straddling him,
her thighs strong and beautiful from riding
horses, and he remembered how she laughed
gleefully at Cleanth’s moaning. But still the
image was there, her eyes wide, her face trying to turn away, and he couldn’t get rid of it.
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After two weeks of this he emailed Emily. If possible, I’d like to see you again. Please.
She didn’t write back, but a few days later
she showed up at his apartment around 9:30
in the evening.
He was flabbergasted to open the door
and find her there. Why would she return?
Why would she come at his calling? Unless,
he thought, his memory had been wrong.
Unless it hadn’t ended with her running
from the apartment with her cheeks red and
wet. No, he looked at her and knew otherwise. He was lurching for it again. He wanted to push her against the door frame, undo
the silver button of her black jeans and fight
down the fabric. He turned away from her
and invited her in.
They walked into the room and sat
down on opposite ends of the couch. The
stereo was turned off. They both sat facing
ahead, far from each other.
“I wanted to see you again because,” he
started, “I…” The words trailed off. There
was nothing to replace them with. They sat
in silence together until finally he asked,
“Why did you come?”

She, too, was quiet for a long time. She
had crossed her legs so that she was sitting
on her heels. She was looking down at her
hands in her lap.
“Because you asked me to.”
“Yes, but…” He turned to look at her.
“Emily, what I did wasn’t right. I’m sorry for
that. It was very wrong of me. Truly, I’m very
sorry.”
She nodded.
“You deserve much better than that.
I should show you that I’m a better person
than that.”
She shrugged. “You stopped.”
“No, Emily.” He half turned his body
towards her and raised a hand in protest.
“That’s no excuse–”
“I know,” she said, nodding. “But I get
to decide whether I come back or not. And I
felt sorry for you, you seem so lonely.”
Cleanth turned away from her. He
looked at his own hands in his lap. One of
them flexed into a fist over and over again.
“I’m lonely, too,” she said.
He could hear that she had turned so
that she was looking at him while she spoke,

but still he looked at his hands. He was
hunched over, his head down.
“Cleanth,” she said, and he turned to
look at her.
She was smiling slightly, and her gaze
was steady. It locked him in and neither said
anything. He thought again yes, she knows
everything, she can see everything. And
then, smiling, she nodded.
Cleanth turned and moved towards
her. Emily turned so that she was facing him.
She spread her legs so he was able to come
closer. Immediately, giddy, his hands went
for the bright silver button of her pants, as
in his imagining. “No,” she said, and pulled
them up. He grabbed onto her stomach,
whatever he could find next, and then her
breast. She didn’t resist, so he fell onto it,
his hands freeing it from her sweater and
his mouth clasping onto it. Slowly, her head
leaned back. Cleanth began to move more
eagerly and he rubbed himself against her,
but her hand came down on his shoulder to
slow his movements. He couldn’t slow himself, though and she had to push him away,
lightly, and his mouth was against her stom35

ach as he finished in his khakis.
They lay still for a moment before Emily pulled down her sweater. She eased herself out from under him and, putting her
shoes back on, collected her purse and left
the apartment.
Without his request, she showed up
again a week later. By that time, Cleanth
was desperate for her. All week long he had
been hounded by the spectres of the women he once knew. The protests had become
more pronounced. In the shower he saw
one, curled on the bed, her hands tied with a
belt behind her back, crying out. Walking to
the front of his class, suddenly, an image of
hands pushing against the hair of his chest,
frantically, trying to toss him off. Less and
less often was he able to put names to them,
but all of their faces rang true in his memories. Still, though, the veracity of their expressions terrified him.
When she came to his apartment, Emily took off her shoes and put them by the
door. She asked him if he would like to put
any music on and he did. She would sit on
the couch, cross-legged, and sway to the

music. Often, during Bartok’s string quartets
or Penderecki’s threnody, this seemed impossible but she was never discouraged by
this. In fact, she always seemed quite content and in tune with the music. Then she
would nod and Cleanth would come over to
her. After the first time she placed a finger
beneath his chin and drew his mouth away
from her breast. She allowed him to place
his hand there instead. It took longer, but
the outcome was the same. As before, after
a suitable duration of rest, she would collect
her things and see herself out.
In the bathroom stall of the school,
staring at the scratched graffiti on the door:
a woman naked and running from him towards the bedroom, laughing, but then hiding, jumping away, running frantically as he
got closer and closer. At the Levee, a beer
bottle in his hand and the baseball game on
a screen above him: a woman crying, mascara running down her cheeks, as he stood
over her.
Emily would show up at the same time
each Thursday. She would let him touch her,
but only over her clothes. His fingers would

linger at the edge of her fabric while he
rubbed himself against her leg.
In the café on the weekend, his cappuccino warming his hand. At the whiteboard,
the marker squeaking against the plastic
surface as the color ran out. At the art house
cinema, a small bag of popcorn between
his knees. Everywhere he saw them, everywhere.
Emily would sway to the music. Sometimes a finger would tap a rhythm against
her ankles folded beneath her if there was a
rhythm to tap out. He would watch her, eagerly, waiting for her to nod. But she would
simply sway, drinking in the music, until
she’d had enough. Then she would collect
her things and see herself out.
Some time later, Cleanth realized that
she wouldn’t be coming back. Staring into
the soapy dishwater, the public radio barely
audible over the running faucet, the realization crystallized within him. That night he
had a dream:
He walked down the steps of the auditorium and toward the lectern. He turned
when he got there and found the classroom
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full of the women of his life. Naked, they
sat behind their desks. Only Emily, in the
spot he had first seen her in the front, was
clothed. She stood and came to him. Gently,
she guided him before the lectern in the middle of the room and helped him to lie down.
Cleanth watched Emily from his position
spread-eagled on the floor. The linoleum
was cool against the flesh of his buttocks and
back. Slowly, she walked from desk to desk,
and tapped each woman on her shoulder,
as if dismissing her. They stood and walked
slowly to Cleanth. They crouched down beside him and began to bite him. Their teeth
dug into his skin and severed it. They came
away with tendrils of muscles dripping
blood from their jaw. It was excruciating. He
could feel each bite distinctly. Even as they
chewed it and swallowed it, he could feel his
flesh being burned by their stomach acids
and tearing between their molars. He was
pinned and helpless as they came around,
climbing on each other in a controlled fashion and took their bites from him. When his
flesh was gone, they devoured his entrails.
When there was nothing but bones Emi-

ly came around again, tapping them now
on the other shoulder. Each woman, once
tapped, selected a bone, stood, and walked
out of the room with it. His femurs, his ribs,
his phalanges, were taken apart one by one.
Finally, when they were gone, he was alone
with Emily. She smiled at him and then, in a
single motion, nodded.

Marcus Emanuel is a freelance writer living and
working in Chicago. He recently received his Masters in English from DePaul University and has
previously been published in The Rag Literary
Magazine. You can read more of his writing at
Melkshakes.wordpress.com.
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Nat Von Sky

Under

I was born in Poland in 1983 and now I live in the
UK. I am inspired by old cinema and music, Frida
Kahlo’s self expression, graphic design and street
art. My photography is about fears and passions.
I am using manipulation to create dark, powerful
portraits as a way to describe myself and the world
around me. Photography helped me find myself in
this world, it helped me get rid of my demons and
find my confidence.
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Lauren Albin
Her thigh is a window filled with yellow light
and the outline of curtains. Her left arm branches
out of her shoulder like a tree. She knows
the kitchen table is not a kitchen table
when she isn’t looking, that the fire extinguisher
has a mind of its own. In this lighting it’s easy
to think about the future, about how long the body will last
before it’s all just–
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but for now,
there’s a jacket slung over the arm of a chair
and a cabinet has been left open. Outside, a traffic light
senses when to change. She knows the kitchen table
is not a kitchen table. She wonders what she is
when nobody is looking.

Lauren Albin lives in Tempe, AZ where she is an
MFA candidate at Arizona State University. Her
work has appeared in Appalachian Heritage and
Mead: The Magazine of Literature and Libations.
Check out new music, album updates & free downloads @ soundcloud.com/tigergilliam
Fall 2016 dates are booking now!
Shantal Jeewon Kim is a world drifting artist who
takes photography and videography as her medium
of work. She is interested in things like shades, layering, and expressing equanimity. She loves what she
does. More on: shantaljeewon.wordpress.com
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Brian Michael Barbeito is a
resident of Ontario Canada.
He is a writer and photographer. Brian is the author of
Chalk Lines (Fowl Pox Press,
2013).
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When he woke, he found
he’d been reborn.
As a cowboy.

The air was unseasonably cold
a gentle tug pulled him
into the ring
his satin shirt shone
brighter than the buckle
of his belt
in the rodeo his
damaged mind
bucked and galloped.

Click to hear
Magdalena & rob
perform their poem!
Download
MP3!

Magdalena Ball

&
rob walker

it wasn’t fair to the steer.
not to mention his own terror.
images tumbleweeded into his mind.
sentient bulls, endangered varmints,
the barrens—them sparse hills on the horizon
and revegetating with seedlings he’d propagated.

Reintarnation

42

The wind ate his skin
on the rock where he sat
his hat hovering over his face
against a cheering crowd’s silence
no open range, stockyards or endless trails
vaquero, he whispered, in the vacuum of
his cracked lips
rolled his eyes
went back to sleep
and dreamed of absquatulating
to some place atwixt them hills
to find peace afore his
final rest in the bone
orchard
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