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Entering a New Decade 
 
I never thought I’d see an issue of Dreamstreets in the year 2020, but here it is 
beginning our sixth decade. Could we still be the best-kept secret in the local literary 
arena? Probably.  
 New in this issue is a nice selection of work from poets and authors from 
Sussex County. First, while originally from New Castle County, but currently 
residing in Bethel, Delaware is Russell Reese. Russell had been a host of the 2nd 
Saturday Readings in Wilmington. Widely published, he recently earned literary 
fellowships from the Delaware Division of the Arts and the Virginia Center for the 
Creative Arts. 
 Also in this issue is D. Klein from Selbyville where he works as a tour guide 
at the Indian River Lifesaving Station. His story in this issue is based on a true 
incident. Andrew Kleinstuber is from Frankford, Delaware, and Sarah Richter is 
from Lewes where she works as a certified yoga teacher. Besides literary work, she 
also paints. 
 Also in this issue, but from New Castle County is Mark Taneyhill whose day 
job is as a trial lawyer. Catherine Braik Selin is a self-confessed “cemeterian and 
tombstone designer.” She is also a songwriter performing in the duo FishCastle. 
Lyons McBean lives in Wilmington but originally from Baltimore, and Nolan Morris 
lives in Landenberg, Pennsylvania, which is close enough––just a “stone’s throw” 
across Delaware’s border near the Wedge. 
 Elby Rogers’ literary work is new to Dreamstreets, but not his artwork. He had 
provided art for two of our recent issues. Both literary and visual art of first timer 
Ken Segal appears inside our current issue. 
 Returning to our pages are literary contributions from Sara Hutchinson, 
Matthew Bailey, Jean Youkers, and James E. Stockwell. 
 Among our regulars, Douglas Morea is preparing the publication of his first 
novel, selections from which have been published in recent issues. We’ll be telling 
you more about Douglas’s finished work in a future Dreamstreets. Phillip Bannowsky 
has a new poem in this issue. Finally, Franetta McMillian and yours truly have 
provided concluding chapters in our Retopia project. In fact, Franetta’s work has 
acted bookends for this issue; providing the final chapter for Retopia as well as the 
cover art for Dreamstreets #63. 

–– Steven Leech 

Invitation to Submit to Dreamstreets 
 
For over forty years, Dreamstreets has published works by contemporary and 

historical writers and artists who live in, or have a strong connection to, Delaware. 
While we have at times opened for submissions, we have usually published work 
among a close-knit community of artists. We believe it is time to regularize that 
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practice with a clear submissions process and publication twice per year, while 
occasionally publishing an extra and more closely-curated number, such as our 
Summer 2018 issue on the history of music from Wilmington in the 20th century. 

What are we looking for? First, Delaware authors, those residing here and those 
in the diaspora. We like everything from avant-guard to home-spun. We like art 
that’s progressive and authors who are diverse. About forty years ago, we declared 
that we would not publish anything fascist, racist, or sexist, which set us somewhat 
apart, yet we have never been afraid of being edgy. Our purpose has always been to 
promote art that is marginalized by the insular esthetic of Delaware’s political 
economy, not to mention its insular geography. Take a look at past issues, archived 
at dreamstreetsarchive.com, but don’t limit yourself to what you see there. See if you 
fit the Delawarean criteria, check our submission guidelines, and submit.  

 
Submission Guidelines (Read these carefully, or you may be ignored.) 
 

We accept literary submissions in any genre from Delawareans and those in the 
Delaware Diaspora. We solicit our own visual art. Generally, we do not reprint 
previously published contemporary work although one previously published poem 
in a sequence of unpublished poems might be permissible; just make sure we know, 
so we can give credit. Our reading periods are during the months of December and 
June, although we may announce changes. Anything received outside of these 
submission periods will not be accepted or answered.  

Send up to 5 poems of no more than 5 pages. Prose more than 10 pages will 
have to work hard to find a place. Begin no more than one poem on a page and 
make your stanza breaks clear. Send your work to sleech(at)udel.edu AS A SINGLE 
ATTACHED DOCUMENT in Microsoft Word (.doc or .docx). PLEASE, DO NOT 
MAKE US OPEN AND KEEP TRACK OF SEVERAL DOCUMENTS. Write 
“Submission” in the email subject heading. IN YOUR SINGLE DOCUMENT, 
include a cover page with name, address, phone number, email and a short bio of 50 
words or less, and indicate your connection to Delaware. Double space prose, single 
space poetry, use 12-pt Times New Roman font, and remove extra space between 
paragraphs. Align text left, except for special or unusual typography, in which case, 
we may have to work with you to render it faithfully. 

Simultaneous submissions are fine, but please let us know in your cover letter if 
you are courting another and inform us immediately if your work becomes 
elsewhere engaged. We reserve first serial rights until publication, when all rights 
revert to the author. Our rights include electronic as well as print publication and 
magazine re-prints. Please give Dreamstreets credit if you re-publish your work. 

Submit only once per reading period in each genre unless we ask for more. Our 
editorial committee will review your work and get back to you before the next issue. 

“Go at it boldly, and you'll find unexpected forces closing round you and 
coming to your aid.” -Basil King 
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Sara Hutchinson 
 
What Goes Around... 
 
Now Thanksgivings have come and Thanksgivings have gone 
Both the world and my family have long since moved on. 
But the Brussels sprouts caper's the feast I remember 
And  the one we still talk about every November. 
 
The adults at the table were hungry, it's true 
Young folks in the kitchen.  The dog was there too. 
The table was set with the turkey and spuds'  
And all of us had on our very best duds. 
 
The kids were to bring in the rest of the meal; 
The gravy and vegetables.  Not a big deal. 
But alas, when transferring the sprouts from the pan 
To the serving dish, one sprout fell.  The dog ran 
 
And quick as a wink that dog gobbled the sprout 
And then, just as quickly, she spat it back out. 
The sprout was still sprout-like, except one tooth hole. 
Young Becca said, "Just put it back in the bowl. 
 
"Hide it in with the others and no one will know." 
At the table we wondered why service was slow. 
But then all appeared, with large smiles on their faces 
And the rest of the family all took their places. 
 
Then grace was said and the food dishes passed. 
The turkey and stuffing, potatoes, then last  
Came the Brussels sprouts.  Everyone took a large share 
And the dish came to Becca.  Only three were left there. 
 
And one had a tooth mark.  There's a theory, you know 
And it says, "You will reap everything that you sow." 
And one had a tooth mark. There's a theory, you know 
And it says, "You will reap everything that you sow." 
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Matthew Bailey 
 
The Best Present 
 

 I think the best present I gave this holiday was given on New Year’s Day 
in a grocery store parking lot. 
 “Carry-out on register six” 
 Over two years of decrepitude I’d gotten used to asking the cashier to call 
for assistance to get me and my sustenance out to the car.  Asking and asking 
and asking and needing and needing and needing.  It was a shame. 
 Those times I saw Ryan coming up for the carry out were a much-
appreciated break going my way.   He’s in his mid-twenties, but carries a soul 
that I think is much older. 
 As he and I chatted at my hatchback on that New Year’s Day he waved as 
a car pulled in, “that’s my Mom,” he explained sheepishly, “I can’t afford my 
own car.” 
 Here was a young man who’d afforded me more solace than any of the 
surgeons I’d had.  I bet they had their own cars. Ryan hauled my battery-dying 
cart back into the store as his Mom idled. I took this opportunity to go over to her 
car, “Ryan was saying you are his Mom” 
 “Yes” 
 “Please let me tell you that Ryan has been a huge help to me over the last 
couple of years.” 
 ‘Yes, he’s a good kid.” A small smile brightened her care-worn face. 
 That smile was the best present I got this Christmas. 
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On Three 
 
On three 
Roll the log over 
Uncover damp-scented passages 
Eternally transitioning. 
Red-backed salamander eggs are 
Lemon chandeliers dangling 
Above the mulchy arch. 
 
You’ve got to roll decisively. 
Beetles burrow, spiders bolt 
Worms ooze languidly towards deeper refuge. 
The thin place blurs, boundaries become permeable 
The moist scent settles behind your nose, under your orbitals. 
Makes itself comfortable. 
 
Invites me into a forever of successions 
Through the fall of forests, the fires of prairies, the layered stasis of bogs. 
Sagebrush, black spruce, sundew. 
I am drawn to those that struggle, 
That become exceptional beings, 
To get what they need. 
Pygmy shrews tunnel through darkness, 
Their hearts beating 1,200 times per minute. 
 
I am improbably assembling strength 
Through complexity 
Stability from apparent chaos. 
The winner is the habitat that ends the round 
With the most stuff. The broadest foundation. 
Roll the log over. The freighted ones 
Are too heavy to turn alone. 
 
Touch everything, taste it if you can. 
Test the hickory nut between your teeth. 
Track dirt in wherever you are able 
In doors outdoors outdoors in 
Muddle the threshold.  At home 
The place where you feel the most. 



! '!

 
I am between everything, frictionless, absolved 
I am suspended, a hub of infinite threads 
Almost touching the skin of the water. 
I cast out, reel in. 
Silver fish school around my feet 
While I am dissolving into 
A braided stream of stars. 
 
On three 
Ease the log gently 
Back into place 
                         
                           
 

                         
                                                                                         Ken Segal 
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Surfman’s Log: The Red Wing 
                                                     D. Klein 
  

Midnight, October twenty-two becomes twenty-three—my birthday—1891. 
There was nothing but fire left of the ship, scattered across the shore like cannon 
sabot, splintered and burning bright beneath the pouring rain. The explosion, which 
we’d later find out was from the barrels of gunpowder in the hull and a lantern fire 
in the galley above, had torn through the night sending concussions out into the 
darkness and hunks of scorched wood one hundred yards over the shore. It took 
nearly an hour for us all to regain our hearing and even then I suffered from 
pronounced tinnitus and felt unsteady on my feet in the half frozen, rain scoured 
sand. We searched the beach under the glow of the fire for survivors, found only 
pieces.  

Six men in total—or what was left of them—were recovered from the 
wreckage by the time the early morning haze split the field of blue above us across 
the middle along the horizon the color of boiled welch. The remains were wrapped 
in canvas and stowed in the back of a wagon we’d borrowed from Mr. Stuart Cotton, 
the farmer who’d lent the oxen to help pull the Lyle gun in the night. His daughter 
was the first of the onlookers come the ashen morning light, drawn in to the tendrils 
of black smoke that blossomed into the clouds above. She stood alone on a high 
dune to the north and the wind tossed thick red curls into her face and a long green 
dress billowed around her ankles, steam pouring from each breath through her 
nostrils as she watched the aimless wandering of the six Watermen from Station 
Indian River around what little remained of the wreck of the schooner Red Wing.  

By the time the sun had fully risen, though still smothered behind thick milky 
white clouds, the crowd was nearly two score and beginning to murmur amongst 
themselves Surfman Long brought us together around a small fire behind the 
charred corpses in the wagon. His normally bright and youthful eyes seemed grey 
and unfocused, his tight cropped hair somehow mussed and when he spoke his 
voice was a shiver, “There are no survivors,” He seemed relented to admit this, as 
though it were his bearing that had brought the ship aground, “Anyone lucky 
enough to survive the explosion wouldn’t have survived the sea at night in these 
conditions.”  

Her voice cut through the still air like a flag shifting in a gale, “What about 
the footprints to the south?” We all turned to the young Ms. Cotton, standing with 
her hands buried deep in pockets and a slight shift in her neck.  

Long’s voice found some traction before the lady, “This doesn’t concern you.” 
And then he wavered, “What footprints?” !  

Shifting her shoulders beneath her thick grey cloak the young woman flicked 
her eyes to the south-east, “Beyond the area you searched, Surfman. There’s an 
unsteady trail headed over the dunes, looks like they were dragging something.”  
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Long’s eyes were manic. His left brow jut high on his forehead in a sharp 
upward V, his mouth slightly ajar before he spoke, “Beyond—where? Dragging 
something? How can you—” He broke off mid sputter, turned with a hand to his 
hairline and started across the now steaming wreckage with Surfman Cole following 
suit leaving the rest of us standing around the fire looking at the young woman with 
the cold green eyes. She looked at each of us in turn and when she found me I felt a 
chill begin in my spine that trickled off into my marrow, put ice in my blood, then 
she turned and started off toward the ox at the front of the wagon and whispered to 
them with her long fingers on the faces of the creatures.  

By now the crowd in the dunes had somewhat dissipated, as quickly as the 
people flocked the black smoke in the horizon they vanish; soon as the dead have 
been covered the fun is gone. The subtle paradox of humanity is that we fear death, 
but, like a shark that smells blood in the water it draws us in out of hunger for the 
unimaginable, its presence excites in ways we can’t begin to comprehend. So, after 
the bodies—still smoldering along the severed limbs and fringed hairlines—were 
wrapped tight in canvas, often so incompletely that a single man could manage the 
package with ease and it was loaded into the wagon and covered by a sheet there 
was nothing left to see but a pile of crippled planks that had once been a boat they 
couldn’t care less about, so they left save a few late arrivals hoping for their glimpse 
of fatality, the hunger grinding in the pit of their stomachs. Because of this there 
were only a handful of spectators privy to the very public outburst from Surfman 
Long on the southern edge of the wreckage.  

There was a long and often startling line of profanities strewn out into the 
morning followed by the unhinged croak, “I see that, Surfman Cole.”  

With everyone’s eyes now on the spot fifty yards away where the tall man 
chastised his slightly bumbling compatriot the cold breeze shifted just and sent the 
thick ocean air across the beach and Long seemed to settle with the temperature 
drop. His shoulders slackened and fell toward the earth and he gestured behind him 
toward the wagon where we stood. When he spoke his voice was quiet and the 
words were drowned out by the crash of the waves and the fire crackling beside us. 
After a quick nod Surfman Cole turned and trotted off back toward the group, his 
head stooped low.  

At the edge of the group Cole stopped, breathing heavy, and spoke, 
“Surfman Haley, Long would like you to accompany us. He wants you to br—,” 
Cole hesitated as he spoke and his eyes flittered left where Ms. Cotton now stood. 
Lowering his voice he continued, “He’s asked that you bring the Winchester. The 
rest of you are to begin clearing debris from the shoreline.”  

The words sent a rippled murmur around the group that landed, along with 
their gazes, on my brow as I peered into the fire. Without meaning to my eyes shot 
up and at the woman by the wagon that she’d ridden to Church in the previous 
Sunday now filled with the charred remains of sailors and saw what I thought to be 
hatred in her before I looked back to the fire. I nodded, barely a crick of the neck, 
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and started off for the wagon. I removed my hunting rifle, a Winchester Model 1885, 
from the rear of the wagon and a box of ammunition from the canister beside and 
hung the weapon over my shoulder, set a handful of rounds in my pocket. I felt their 
weight bulging at my hip as I moved through the group and I felt the stock of the 
rifle against my shoulder and the frozen air blowing off the sea as I followed 
Surfman Cole away from the fire but more then anything I felt her eyes on the back 
of my neck, watching.  

***  
We followed the trail for several hundred yards as the sun began to tear it’s 

way through the veil of clouds overhead and by the time we reached the clearing we 
were under full light, exhausted and soaked through. At the top of a small dune 
looking down into the small basin we saw first a frenzy of black feathers and yellow 
eyes behind red scaly faces. A single shot from the Winchester fired from the hip was 
enough to scatter the flock and we were left alone staring into a pile of intangible 
flesh as their wings beat solemnly above, circling like wraiths.  

First we thought it was another body. From the top of the pile reached fingers 
to the heavens stiff with rigor and below there were sordid outlines of legs and a 
torso and at our feet now two meters away lay a single ear stripped of skin. Upon 
closer inspection it became all too clear that the entirety of the pile was void of skin, 
a sinewy mass of gore. By the time I saw the third foot and realized this was not one 
man, but the missing pieces of the whole crew, Surfman Cole was vomiting in a 
dogwood bush. For a long moment we stood staring at the exposed muscle and 
tendons and bones stark white beneath the sun before the flies found us and we 
began a silent retreat back to the top of the dune.  

“This, this is—” Surfman Long seemed to start speaking as a matter of 
formality, as if he were still trying to decide what he could possibly say about this, 
“This is witchcraft.” His voice cracked as he finished speaking and a burst of wind 
carried most of the words into the ether but it was obvious from the sheen of his eyes 
and the droop of his shoulders that Surfman Long was lost. Cole stood doubled over 
still with his back to the desecration and in recollection I believe he was in silent 
prayer.   

For several minutes we stood like this, alone together on the edge of sacrilege.   
The next moment was one that will likely define the entirety of my future 

existence on this planet, and in that moment—as I’m sure the was the case with all 
moments of note—, I don’t know that the decision was made in real time. It were as 
if the whole of my life, the years spent stalking deer in the fall with dried leaves at 
my feet and the thousands of rounds I’d sent down range in preparation for a war 
that never came and the nights spent wide awake with the icy chill of darkness 
lapping at my feet all led to that instant. It gave me the strength to swing the rifle 
around and expel the spent round from the chamber, lock a new one in it’s place. It 
gave me the will to turn away from the pile of rotting meat that was once man and 
grab hold of the lapel of my superior. It gave me the voice to growl into his ear, 
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“Send word of this to Vickers. Take Cole, go back to the beach and send word with 
the fastest horse in the stable of what has happened here today. And Long,” When 
he turned and looked into my eyes all I saw was my own reflection, twinkling in 
reverse on his tears, and I almost didn’t recognize the ferocity of my self, “don’t look 
back.”  

With a fistful of his shirt I shoved him in the direction of Cole and the two of 
them, still shaken with shock, started off toward the ocean. They didn’t look back. ***  

When I was a boy my father used to take me into the woods, often for days at 
a time. He was a small man, my father, and light on his feet but his hands were 
tough as stone and his arms were strong from the fields and in those days he taught 
me how to survive. He showed me the way to tell north by the growth of a tree line, 
the direction I was currently headed. He showed me the way to tell if an animal 
were injured by its tracks, a gate which I now followed in the wet sand. He showed 
me how to keep the wind from tossing your scent into the nostrils of your prey, 
something I was currently finding difficult in the open dunes, but I saw, with some 
relief, the tracks went toward the woods, not the sea. In the forest you find order: 
there are systems and networks blooming and interconnecting and what works 
thrives and what doesn’t fails but in the ocean you find chaos, an eternal struggle for 
dominance in a fluid environment. This is why, my father used to tell me, man left 
the sea: to find order.  

But as I gripped the wet stock of my rifle and pulled the butt into my 
shoulder I knew otherwise. Man left the ocean for the same reason man does all 
things, for food and shelter. From the scenes which I’d just left I had to assume that 
the man, or beast, that I followed had the former and would like seek the latter. I 
dare not describe the visions that were skirting the edges of my imagination in the 
darkness just beyond thought though I assure you with no manner of pride or 
arrogance that I was in mild states of panic, though I knew it were my duty as if it 
were fated so. Why had I been the only one allowed a rifle at The Station? Why had I 
brought it along, across the inlet in heavy seas? If it was not so, then it was likely 
nothing was, and to that I’d continued still. Though as I continued I felt myself 
happening on somewhat of a daunting realization.  

It was that, in an odd sort of sense, the man I followed seemed to be growing 
stronger, rather then weaker. His gate grew steady and his right footfall, which had 
been dramatically exaggerated, grew softer and even with the left. Watching the 
steps was like watching the steps of a man remembering how to walk. Before, had I 
been nervous or timid I was at least hopeful my prey might be injured, now I was 
simply scared. And I confess, when I heard the sand shift and give way behind me 
and to the left panic took control of my heart and the tips of my fingers went numb 
as the blood poured from my extremities and my finger slipped from the trigger 
over the guard in the wet air and as I fell onto the sand and the barrel of my rifle 
shot toward the sky and I felt for certain I would die without so much as a fight I 
saw much to my great overwhelming relief that standing twenty feet away with a 
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smirk on her lips was the young Miss Cotton, green eyes flashing in the midday sun.  
When she moved across the gully her long red hair caught the sun a sudden 

burst of vermillion erupted in the sterile afternoon light and had she not left 
footprints behind with every step I’d have sworn that she drifted rather than walked 
up to me, hand out. “Didn’t mean to sneak up on you, but I didn’t want to call out, 
either.” Her hand was strong in my own as she pulled me forward and I set the rifle 
around my back. Standing before her I brushed the sand from my sides and saw her 
eyelids flutter my way before she looked off toward the trees, “Not with that thing 
out there.”  

For a brief moment I found myself admiring the small freckles that had begun 
to fade from her summer skin, slight ashen cobwebs along her cheeks and nose. 
Then I too turned, followed her gaze, “I suppose you saw, then.”  

She turned and her emerald stare found my own and she looked what felt 
like damn near through me and once more my blood ran cold, “The abomination a 
mile back?”  

A single look into her eyes told me that she had seen it. And yet she had 
continued, alone. Of all the things that tore through my mind the only thing I could 
manage, “It’s witchcraft.”  

For a moment the young Ms. Cotton seemed to consider her words, chose 
them carefully, “It could be.” Again her gaze drifted back to the woods.  

“What do you know about witchcraft?” The words, even as they were 
spoken, felt someone else’s and immediately a damp fever broke across my brow in 
the cool air.  

Fortunately Ms. Cotton kept her gaze steady as my forehead paled and dried 
in the slight breeze, a slight smile on her lips as she spoke, “Enough, I suppose, to 
know what it might look like. Not enough, however, to know what it doesn’t look 
like for certain.” When she turned and looked at me she smiled openly and her 
cheeks bore dimples and a defiant joy flashed through her eyes and my stomach 
turned the way it had on the boat crossing the inlet only this time with my feet 
planted firmly on dry land and the sun shining overhead I was somehow less 
prepared.  

***  
We followed the trail another half mile through what was first a thin pine 

grove and grew into a near impassable forest had it not taken us along route of a 
riverbed. Along the walk, aside from Ms. Cotton’s obvious determination in pursuit, 
I had learned that her name was Evangeline Cotton, she was a twenty five year old 
mother of one and as far as I could tell she was well adept at traversing wilderness. 
Though her ethnicity and her accent bore the unmistakable Anglo-Saxon 
characteristics of the immigrant farmer there were traces in her movements and 
slight habits in secrecy as she spoke that she was lying about something. It was not, 
in light of recent events, at the top of my concerns as we walked, each step found, 
analyzed and chosen before taken through a forest floor laden with pine needles and 
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dried branches.  
At a fork in the river we stopped for a moment, Ms. Cotton drank from the 

water pooled at the junction. I watched as she collected the water in her hands and 
poured it into her mouth, droplets spilling down her wrists and throat. “You know, 
Ms. Cotton, I’d feel much better going about this on my own.”  

She swallowed the water in several long gulps and wiped her chin with the 
back of her hand as she rose into the still forest and she smiled at me with the same 
eyes she’d had for me over the fire beside her father’s wagon, “I’m coming with 
you.”  

“Yes,” I started, “You’ve expressed that opinion several times. You have not, 
however, given even a single reason for such an unreasonable desire.”  

She seemed to flirt with the idea of the truth, as if it were only ever but a 
passing fancy for her, then she shrugged and turned back toward the trail, “Doesn’t 
your job end with the dunes?”  

I started after her, careful not to molest the footprints before me, “This isn’t 
about duty, anymore.” I spoke faster then I could think and, though true, I couldn’t 
believe I’d said that aloud.   

“Of course not. Duty, honor, all that,” she tossed a glance over her shoulder 
as if to suggest I knew exactly what she meant by all that, “means nothing beyond 
staving off boredom and inner-competition. How else do you get a group of men to 
live together and not start measuring? Tell them it’s about honor.” She snorted as she 
spoke and darted over a fallen tree along the shoreline. “You’re here because it’s 
where you are. If you weren’t here, you wouldn’t be you.” She stopped, turned to 
me as I caught up to her, “And if I were anywhere else, I wouldn’t be me. So I’m 
going, understand.”  

There was an awful lot of northern European in her vigor and though I still 
wasn’t sure that I could trust her just off and over her shoulder I saw smoke wafting 
from the tip of a stone chimney. She turned and followed my gaze and without 
warning, at sight of the smoke, took off in a low dart across the shallow river and 
through an overgrown holly bush without so much as a rustle. I took off at half 
speed, praying for silence. With my head low and my shoulders high I tore in 
through the holly and high stepped the tangled roots and felt the leaves tear at my 
chapped face and stick in my hair and just as I thought I might be moving in circles I 
broke through the other side and nearly collided with the back of Ms. Cotton.  

She stood perfectly erect with her shoulders square looking out over the small 
homestead under the pine. On the immediate left of the property was a beautiful 
stone house built by hand with a sturdy wood roof and a fire that burnt far too black 
out the chimney and windows and doors were thrown tight. The right side of view 
was taken up by a small horse stable built for four but only holding two as well as a 
pair of goats while a Cock chased his flock out of view behind a sizable mound of 
hay piled just beyond the extent of the corral. It was, excepting the livestock, quiet.   

When the scream tore our through the still fall afternoon Ms. Cotton was 
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moving before I could register the sound so instead of hoping to discern possible 
location I simply took off in pursuit of my companion. The sound, torn and strained 
was seemingly from a child and must have come from the inside of the home for as 
we approached came a terribly shrill clattering sound, like the nasally grinding of 
rusty gears. I called out for Ms. Cotton upon hearing the sound, but she proceeded 
forth without fear or hesitation and I followed.   

***  
The beast that was inside the household was one of symptomless horror. The 

shock that overtook our will as we stepped inside the building was unparalleled 
save possibly, likely owing to which our safety was amounted, by the shock of the 
beast itself upon our sudden outburst into it’s existence. Before us stood a poorly 
construction human puzzle formatted in three dimensions over what was some form 
of gelatinous being as if the patchwork of human skin would camouflage the 
glistening coils of flesh beneath. On the creatures face sat an entire face-cut mask, 
though three extra eyeholes had been torn through the forehead of Sailor #4. From 
where we stood at the doorway we had a full view of the beast crouching 
awkwardly in the center of the room amidst a pool of it’s own discharge with a 
broken armoire splintered at the base of a dented bedroom door from which the 
sound of crying children could be heard.   

Within the span of five seconds three things happened. First, my Winchester 
jammed as I pulled the trigger, targeted on the center of the chest-quilt. Second, Ms. 
Cotton removed two Colt Revolvers from inside of her cloak and squared them at 
the beast. And third, the beast let out a horrid, piercing cry that felt to have torn clear 
through my eardrums and had it not been for the extended expulsion of bullets from 
the steady tips of Ms. Cotton’s revolver’s then I’d have sworn I’d gone deaf from the 
cry.   

Tips of her barrels still wafting tendrils of smoke Ms. Cotton watched the 
beast drop to it’s knees and fall flat on the stone floor, a thick black blood pooling 
around it’s corpse. In a single fluid motion she slung both pistols back and over her 
thumbs and let them drop simultaneously into the holsters she’d concealed beneath 
the thick wool. She turned on her heels and started off for the door with quick and 
certain steps, stopping when she was square with me.   

In a moment that felt like it happened without there being time to react but 
seemed to drag on for a near eternity she shot up on her tip-toes and kissed my 
cheek, her sharp jutted nose bobbing my eye socket as she did so before dropping 
back to her heels, “Hey, Surfman.” I managed to turn and look at her, “You sure you 
know how to use that thing?” She nodded in the direction of my Winchester and as I 
looked down at the rifle in my hands she slipped out the door and the father of the 
small family began a slow exit, his bloodshot eye peering through the sliver of light 
between the door and frame.   

***  
The bodies of the six surfman were laid to rest in the Ocean View 
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Presbyterian Church tonight, the night of October 27, 1891. The names John Johnson 
and Francis Mullen were managed by the shipping company as crewman on board, 
though there was no was of knowing which parts belonged to which man so 
effectively they were all unmarked graves. A seventh hole was dug and filled with 
the remains of the beast, though concrete was filled in on this particular plot as per 
request of the reverend. The six surfman from Station Indian River were present to 
pay our respects along with or Keeper, Washington Vickers, a team of analysts from 
D.C. here to check to hull of the Red Wing and the Chief of police, his Deputy, a few 
local mourners and, somewhat to my surprise, Mr. Stuart Cotton.  

As they tossed the first handful of dirt onto the grave that was filled with 
concrete I mad my way around the thin crowd to where the farmer stood in his 
Sunday best and extended my hand in greeting. “Mr. Cotton? My name is Francis 
Haley.”  

We shook hands and the big man grunted his greetings before looking back 
off toward the seven holes in the lush earth, “Some shit, isn’t it?”  

I nodded in silence, seeking the proper wording, “Your daughter mentioned 
what happened, then?”  

He turned slow and his eyes bore the unmistakable coldness of confusion as 
he searched my gaze. Eventually he shifted his stance and made to start off back 
toward his wagon, “I don’t have a daughter, Surfman Haley.”  

I stood in the still fall air and watched the farmer walking off toward his land 
to the north with the ceremonies concluding behind me and the sound of shovels 
piling dirt into the earth on top of the sailors from the schooner Red Wing and the 
beast that rattled my fall. I turned back to the men and caught the quiet blue eye of  
Washington Vickers twinkling in the sunlight and he winked before grabbing a 
spade of his own, piling dirt on the past.   
	
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 15	

 
Sarah Richter 
 
 
shedding 
 
the in/out crux of neck meat contains 
activity of neurostems for eventual disposal, 
 
cleans up the remains, a jagged proposal 
for a different life— 
 
no, there is nothing but the imagined, 
the most dangerous of forward mind movement, 
 
as quicksand and glass lined with butterfly wings  
I hold onto a summery heartquickness there— 
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Ken Segal 
 
 
Foodstuffs 
 
Let me ask a simple question, 
Do you really like to eat? 
Would you eat cow udders fricassee, 
Would you rather eat pig's feet? 
 
Would you eat some savory head cheese, 
Or some tasty chicken liver? 
Would you eat a garbage pizza 
If I called and they'd deliver? 
 
Would you eat something without a name, 
That wiggled and smelled foul? 
Would you eat some refried monkey brains, 
Or eat a piglet's jowl? 
 
Is there anything disgusting 
To the average person's taste, 
That you'd eat yourself with gusto, 
Letting none of it go to waste? 
 
Would you eat a soup of octopus, 
Or eat a large goat's brain? 
Would you order something awful, 
Would you order it again? 
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What the heck? 
 
What the heck is on my neck? 
It's a vampire bite, just check. 
And now I'll adopt the manner of vampire. 
Now I'll be among undead, 
And fill mortal men with dread, 
And I'll thirst for blood with never-ending desire! 
 
I will tend to dress in black, 
And I'll never cut some slack, 
As I terrorize the country and your neighbors. 
I will swoop and dive and rest, 
With my claws I'll scratch your chest, 
And you'll be laid low, a victim of my labors. 
 
I will only live by night, 
I'll avoid direct sunlight, 
And a cross will make me nervous as can be. 
I'll avoid water and lake, 
And no mirrors, goodness' sake! 
For they won't reflect an image looks like me. 
 
I'd go on in vampire ways, 
Year on year and days on days, 
And I'll drain the population of their blood. 
My blood-lust will never end, 
And you're looking tasty, Friend, 
Would you like to be my vampire sibling, Bud? 
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Elby Rogers 
 
NOSTALGIA ACT 
 
The house next door is a gravedigger’s dream 
The bittersweet taste of gin and tonic 
The Benzedrine puff adder at her worst 
How did the gods build such faraway lives? 
 
Now you’re right next door to these monsters 
You can’t stay sane in such a milieu  
They’re upside down just for the hell of it 
It’s the George and Martha routine again 
 
The so-called waiter’s attic hovel is dust 
Oh, Manuel? He died so many years ago 
Not a man among you remembers now 
He went the way of all tickertape parades 
 
In love, in lust, in hot water, in debt 
Yes, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead, 
But we can mourn them in our own way 
With no love lost between the haunted 
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PROZAC 
 
You know, the scarecrow is mundane 
Not effective under any name 
Micromanagers, the twitchy kind, 
Will always want your golden ticket 
 
So take the cure for downtime 
Wake up and smile at an old flame 
Oldies, rough rain, sirens are strange 
Reasons for being mean to me 
 
You for -*! What do you say? 
We’re standing on the seacoast of dreams 
The fingerpost is red…it’s always red 
Meaningless squiggles in Heaven 
 
I will trade my Prozac for you 
For the endless feet of TED talks 
Raising the curtain on a slow burn scene 
One last time…yes, one last time again 
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Mark Taneyhill 
 
On meeting the Yellow Vests  
while on holiday near Chartres with my wife 

 
Half listening to your threats for my betrayal 
Waiting for the storm to pass over the pear trees 
Fires burning ahead in the center of the motorway 
Crowds with painted banners blocking the lanes 
They surround our rental car 
Your indignation paused while you check in the mirror 
Right hand combing down the back of your hair 
As masked protesters motion us to roll down the window 
I watch as you force your lips into a tight smile  
Ready to pledge loyalty with those who are used to  
Screaming in order to merely be heard. 
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I had forgotten that it was your birthday  

                                                       Mark Taneyhill 
I had forgotten that it was your birthday as I drove to work that Saturday morning 
in the misting rain.  It isn’t something I celebrated after you were gone.  I smelled the 
bitter coffee in the cup holder and hoped the day would pass quickly as I stopped at 
an intersection.  No other cars were in sight.  The two protesters stood in the rain 
and I imagined them to be a husband and wife.  The woman dressed in a yellow 
plastic jacket with the hood up to cover her head, and the man in a flannel shirt with 
a ball cap.  The sign she carried in blood red ink read, “Babies are being hurt inside 
Premium OBGYN.”  His was black in color and simply stated, “God values all 
human life.”  I don’t know why it made me think of you shuffling from hospitals to 
inpatient rehab facilities to support groups then back again as you cycled through 
every type of medicine with each providing temporary hope followed by relapses.  
The truth was I didn’t know how to protect you from the delusions and self-
destructive impulses.  I preferred to keep you in my memories as a high school 
national cheerleader team competitor.  Dancing.  Tumbling.  Smiling.  Beautiful.  
Choreographing everyone around you to move just like you.  You sought answers in 
family histories, past cycles of abuse and prayer for the causes of a diagnosis that felt 
like a prison sentence.  Why did you have this?  The last time you came home from 
the hospital you told me about God’s instruction for you.  It was just words I 
thought like so many other dark voices you spoke of full of fears, nightmares, 
demons that I believed the current medication would silence.  Only this time you 
waited until I wasn’t there.  You filled the metal containers with diesel fuel from the 
shed out back.  You carried them into the hallway bathroom.  Laid down in the clean 
white bathtub.  Poured it over yourself.  The voice.  God’s voice.  Ordering you to 
burn yourself in order to save others.  There was no other way.  You couldn’t let 
them suffer.  You couldn’t let them hurt.  The firemen found you in the kitchen face 
down on the floor unresponsive.  The charred remains of the walls and the smell of 
burnt hair.  I am not sure how long I sat idling across from the protestors.  I honked 
the horn and they smiled waving through the rain as I drove away.  
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Catherine Braik Selin 
 
Her Majesty the Moon 
 
Let me tell you a secret, not the whole secret but just a little sliver 
The moon told me her name 
Through muted prisms of light on a windswept winter’s night 
Having shoveled a path through blankets of snow 
(Counterpane, eiderdown, fleece, percale; down to the mattress of the earth 
On which we all make our beds, lichen-covered boulders on which to rest our 
heads) 
I paused at the lane to look back on the woodcutter’s cottage, my humble 
dwelling, 
Where sluggish tendrils of smoke clung futilely to their bricky rooftop womb 
Glad I was for firewood neatly stacked: wedge, maul, balance, heave, swing, 
connect 
Clang! Cleaving lost limb of lumbering leviathan to feed frenzied fire 
Through sizzling maw of cast iron stove 
How distant and lonely the outhouse with its cockeyed crescent moon 
Down in the sheep pasture: woolly huddle, bleat and tinkle of bells 
Echoing softly on that solemn winter’s night 
Her Majesty the Moon reached down and drew me to her 
Delicious, cold pearly sphere: I could not resist a taste of her heavenly host 
In the warmth of that frozen kiss the moon whispered her name 
As in Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats, 
Her “ineffable, effable, effanineffable, deep and inscrutable name” 
In confidence on that young maid was bestowed. 
On rare occasions still, crone that I now am, I call out her name 
Through prisms of light on new fallen snow where no one but she can hear. 
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Solid vs Liquid 
 
Ice 
I am thinking about ice and how it transforms the land: 
Rivers turn to roads, a rutted track becomes a maze of faerie canyons 
Wind coaxing Morse code from brittle branches as if to say “God help us” 
Holly berries, cattails; sparkling, bejeweled, rim the pond that cries out in 
crackling tongues 
Over the muffled boom of captives from their murky submerged prison 
Liquid to solid, fancy free to frosty freeze 
Crystal by sun beam and silver by sickle moon 
Ice 
 
Water 
Youth is like a babbling brook 
With yearning hearts and sparks that fly from the belief in endless possibilities 
Held in swirling eddies aside smooth flanked boulders, 
In barefoot pursuit of wriggling salamanders 
Back when life was fluid, not fixed, and every road flowed into a river of dreams 
Water 
 
Time 
From limpid womb to frozen tomb 
Trudging north in the winter of my years with longing for lazy ripples on hot 
summer days 
Yet walking on water (albeit frozen) affords me singular views 
Of polka dot snow in triangles of light and the upsweep of wings on still winter 
nights 
From liquid to solid; bone, earth, ash and sky 
Along moonlit pathways, I revel in I 
Time 
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Lyons McBean 
 
When Does The Whole Cease To Be The Whole? 
	
What is a car? 
Replace the steering wheel from the car and it remains the same car 
But  
replace every part in the car but the steering wheel and it is a new car. 
So     
replace half the parts of the car, is it the same car? 
Does it matter if it is the front half or the rear? The outside or the inside?  
If every odd number part is replaced? 
Then  
replace each part, one at a time, each time declaring it the same car,  
until by persistent diligence, every original part has been replaced.  
Is it a new car?  
Which part signifies that the car is now new? 
Does it matter if you have the same driver? The same owner? 
Does a car have an identity? A soul? 
 
What is a congregation? 
If 51% of the original families are replaced with an equal number,   
is it the same congregation? 
What if all the original members become plaques on the wall 
with those little lights next to them? 
A new rabbi? A new Cantor? A new song? 
And 
what if it should change its name? 
If the same rabbi, the same families, the same songs appear in a new building,  
is it a new congregation? 
Does it matter if that new building is a hotel? A church? 
 
And what if the same rabbi, the same families, in the same building  
all should lose their faith?	
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Eulogy for a Discarded Lingua Taco 
 
I didn’t want to die.  
And I didn’t understand. 
But as I sat at the right hand of God 
she explained the workings of the food chain 
how the universe must survive and thrive 
and what sacrifice is imposed on those of us  
who are meat by the “natural order of things” 
 
                 How nomadism became agrarianism, then agri-business, 
             then became farming, then bazaars, and eventually fast food 
             how some require food that they cannot be bothered to hunt, 
       while other predators cannot bother to stop a frenetic day not-hunting 
       to hold their food over steering wheels, thinking about something else, 
 how they took my meat, so dear to me, and blended it with the meat of others 
my flank, my shanks, ribs, my heart and soul, and something called my brisket. 
 
After a post-lifetime of protest, I accept my place— 
if not the justice of my desserts— 
that my death fostered other lives,  
and thereby life. 
 
But then,  
gazing down from shimmering bovine pearly gates 
Lo!  
in some dark factory basement where I never was in death or life, 
casual spill into generic vat, callousness saved only by unawareness, 
by some human eating a cheeseburger, thinking about something else, 
cause leading by effect to further and further cause 
there is scandal, and then apologies, investigations,  
then abject discard, whose value is measured in dollars lost. 
 
That frozen moment of eternal agony,  
bolt impaled through the head,  
and all future moments thereafter lost, 
did not foster other lives, not life, not the food chain, 
but along with countless of my comrades, 
fed the hungry landfill. 
 
 
 
 



	 26	

RUN 
Andrew Kleinstuber 

 
   “He had a story once. It was long ago, before your time, before mine. He was 
young and he was strong and he loved more than just your grandmother and his 
family and the work that robbed him of his hearing and, if I had to guess, hours he’d 
rather have been elsewhere. He was a fisherman. Not a good one, really, not 
knowledgeable about lures or bait or tides but he loved the water and spent as much 
time as he could out beyond the reach of the sight where the earth dips beyond itself 
and the water completes the vision. He had a mistress once, sure, a little woman 
who lived down the road with a husband and children of her own and though he 
might have loved the times they stole from one another he never loved her really, 
like he never loved the time he spent in the Navy when we were at war but in 
hindsight he was always able to smile about it all the same. Even had it on his arm in 
what’s now just smeared deep blue ink in the shape of a panther and below, a 
nickname that he couldn’t even remember getting. Cost him fifteen cents in the 
Philippines but earned him an infection kept him in the infirmary three days with a 
fever had him seeing visions of his girl back home. Cindy Holloway, I think her 
name was, slept with the near-sighted kid they kept home in the back of her dad’s 
Pontiac. It broke his heart, but that was before they made a movie about soldiers 
getting those kinds of letters and people could sympathize so when he read the letter 
he hardly felt a thing as he burned her picture with the lighter he’d won in a poker 
game because that was about all he could do about it anyways, so what’s the point 
in fussing over what’s already done. There were drugs of course, and drink, and I’m 
sure there were young girls in the orient and the south pacific like so many others 
and that’s the world that they lived in and the women took the money and fed 
themselves and their family and, I’m not saying that it’s okay or it’s right or it’s fair 
because it’s not, and I don’t want you to think it’s justifiable or even 
comprehendible, but it’s what was and it happened and it doesn’t change the fact 
that he was a good man who lived a life of good and spread goodness to those 
around him. When he met my mother it was in the early years after they all came 
home which was a difficult time for the country and for us as a people because they 
were broken men and we wouldn’t allow that, not on the face of things. They took 
factory jobs from women who became their wives and service and industry jobs 
from black men who became their idle annoyance and were unhappy mostly 
because they couldn’t feel anything after the tours and the young boys with the 
holes in their chest and the young girls with holes in their soul that they’d left in the 
past that was still with them on the line. He took a loan like others, bought a house 
and married my mother and put a son in her that died just three weeks after being 
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born and I know, though they never told me, that it was a terrible life he lived and 
one that they both knew passed with relief, though they mourned his death and it 
sent her into a depression the doctor called this and that and gave her pills for which 
kept her temperate and pleasant but her eyes dull, placid. I was born a year later and 
mother went off the pills and he could stop drinking in secret because there was no-
one to talk to and they named me after his mother and, as I’m told, I saved their 
lives. The second room that had been my mother’s art studio became a nursery and 
her equipment was either sold to pay for the crib painted in lead and the diapers 
soaked in chemicals or stashed away deep in the attic where your father found them 
when she passed and we moved him here, into this room. She was quite the talent, 
my mother, which he’d always said. See that, there? The one above his bed with the 
mill working in that wooded stream, looks like fall has just turned to winter much to 
the horse just there in the corner’s delight, that’s one of her’s. And she was even 
better at oils, if you can believe. But she put them away as he picked up the late shift 
at the factory because they gave him free financing on one of their model ’58’s before 
they came out the following year and he was losing two hours a day waiting on 
buses and trains to get him there and back and though he knew he’d lose some time 
while I was young he hoped when I was able to remember things, when I was 
walking and talking and started singing in choir, that he would be able to afford to 
take some time off, but then my mother got pregnant again and my sister came and 
with her a new house in a better school district because I was about to start 
kindergarten and higher taxes and mortgage and he ended up keeping the late shift 
and the day shift up until the hum of the equipment ruined him for anything high 
pitched and they found his worth in management and he started wearing a tie to 
work, 9-5. Couldn’t hear a damn thing I sang, though.. That’s whey we always drive 
GM, don’t ya’ know? Cause he was loyal. Is loyal. Which is something we don’t see 
these days, really. They put food on his table and he gives them his trust, his faith. 
Of course, he was lucky. There were people that lost hands, worse, to machinery and 
accidents. They were just figuring the whole thing out at that time so there was 
plenty that could go wrong and it did and so often those men were pushed aside as 
easy as they like because they could, then, and they did. But he was lucky, he’d say, 
if he knew we were here. He was lucky because they gave him a job and he was able 
to put food on the table and even able to send his two daughters to school for the 
first time in our family and though he couldn’t understand what a degree in plant 
science or communications would do for two young women he’d just as soon punch 
a fella in the mouth for the very question. He knew, like we now know with the 
world and how things are turning and shifting and becoming something we aren’t 
familiar with, that we were in a transition. That we, his daughters that he’d brought 
into his own world, one he was familiar with and comfortable within, were moving 
forth into another, completely new world. Like you. Where you were born into was 
before, and in front, after. I know it doesn’t mean anything now, but it will. It’s like 
he used to tell us, really so much it was annoying at the time but now what I 
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wouldn’t give t—, he used to say that life was like a walk in the woods, that when 
you tread that path, be it beaten or green underfoot, you can choose to move quickly 
or slow. Walking, though safe and allowing for complete observation, you run the 
risk of being late, on missing out completely. But if you run, there’s things you’ll 
miss and there are roots beneath that seek to grab you, hold you back, pull you 
down for moving at such a pace. My, how I must sound just like him, at this point. 
Funny how these things happen, how we become them, inevitably. You poor boy, 
doomed with me as your future, and dictating your now. For heavens’s sake, father, 
what was that? Did you say something? Should I call for the nurse? Please, father, sit 
back, you must rest. Dear me, look at yourself, you haven’t the strength. Please, 
don’t speak, it hurts you so. Oh, he wants you son, he wants to tell you—.” 
 “Run.”     
 

                             
                                                                                                 Ken Segal 
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Nolan Morris 
 
 

What Heals? 
 

It is that which touches 
and only that will do 

 
Crow talk in the morning 
Yesterday, a naked moon 

 
Conversations rich with love 

and truth 
  

Alongside river speech and fire songs 
the eternal Earthly croon 

 
No need for a fork 
Not even a spoon 

 
Only that which touches 

Yes, that will do 
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The Botany of Desire 
 

I can’t help but notice  
Sunflower’s disregard for words 

It is far too busy  
becoming 

 
Breakfast for Finch 
Beauty for Human 

Nectar for Bee 
 

In a jar, set on the counter 
ever so patient 

wait next year’s seeds 
 

2. 
 

Monarch births set records this fall,  
as they were seen fluttering about fields and flowers  

well into November. 
 “No chance,”  Scientist said, when asked if these ones  

would make it home to Mexico 
 

There they go  
wings flapping and all 

 
Please, Sir, 

no need to pass your message along 
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Russell Reece 
            
           Straight on Till Morning 

 
In 1954, Mom took me to see Peter Pan. 
For two hours, my eight-year-old soul  
was swept off with Wendy and her brothers.  
When it was over,  
I knew for certain I could fly.  
 
I still remember that night,  
the crash on my bedroom floor, 
Mom checking for broken bones,  
tucking me back in with a smile. 
I didn’t try again for a long time. 
 
But I’m an old man now and  
I’ve started to get the hang of it.  
It’s the night air I think,  
and having the courage to lift up 
and go where it takes you. I‘m lucky 
 
to have plenty of space to move around in.  
There are always others, helping,  
leading the way. And there’s Mom.  
I wish I had known back then,  
she’d always been a flyer. 
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Jean Youkers 
 
Night Vision         
At night when darkness shrouds my 
bedroom, a gigantic presence looms.  
Enlarged, mysterious, it menaces my 
dreams - the most enormous spider  
I have ever seen. 
Although it’s mere illusion 
generated by night shadows  
doubling the number and size of the creature's limbs, 
in my half-waking, half-sleeping state 
it becomes a dangerous arachnid,  
jarring the atmosphere of my home and world,  
keeping watch over me until morning's 
light. It holds me hostage, perhaps to  
meditate on past and present short-comings, 
not only things I've said and done 
and those I've failed to do but 
also words spoken that were better left unsaid. 
I can't squash the giant spider or its accusations.  
Regrets embodied in real and shadow paddles 
stir the air and circulate my guilt,  
taking me to task for every flaw and foible 
unraveling my confidence and courage,  
viewing my discomfort from high above me, 
watching, watching, watching, 
x- ing out my excuses… 
yet it does not crash down upon me, seeking justice,  
to main or kill, but just continues 
zooming around in the night, hanging over my head. 
P.S. Sometimes a ceiling fan is just a ceiling fan 
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Time                                                                                        
Time moves like a locomotive that never stops. 
Clickety-clackety, it roars along the tracks, 
expecting us to make sense of signs, 
know what to do, where to go 
in unfamiliar towns. Time is like a firm embrace  
from which there's no escape, 
like life itself. Sand in an hourglass slips away like treasure lost, 
a spool of thread unravels on its own. 
It's like the devil who tramples on our dreams,  
a specter hanging high above our heads  
or a door that will not close,  
a noisy bird that won't be stilled. 
Time is like a friend when it moves slowly by,  
within our grasp, not acting on a whim.  
But it snarls like an enemy when it speeds too fast, 
then like a raging train, screeches to a halt 
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James	E.	Stockwell 
Lines	from	Frost	and	Simon	
	
Whose	woods	these	are	I	think	I	know	-	
Not	much	value	in	the	knowing.	
Why'd	he	flip	the	clauses	'round	
From	the	more	common	way	of	flowing?	
	
Who	exactly	heard	him	share	this	bit	
Of	very	local	knowledge?		Friends	or		foes?	
A	student?	Can	I	know?	Do	I	even	care?	
The	hearer	and	the	speaker	are	echoes		
	
Of	meaning,	outlines	of	maybes	
Displayed,	preserved	upon	a	page.	
Could	it	be	the	speaker	had	no	hearer	
To	receive	the	unconnected	phrase?	
	
Perhaps	no	hearer;	no,	nor	even	speaker	-	
The	sentence	simply	thought	or	sprung	virginal,	unthought.	
That	could	be,	I	suppose;	or,	no,	
It's	not	the	case	for	I	know	naught.	
	
And	this	is	not	the	nothing	that	I	know.	
I	was	not	there	nor	even	here.	
Ask	more	hows	and	whys	and	whos	
Until	the	setting	disappears.	
	
No	speaker,	no	hearer,	no	woods,	and	yet	
We	all	know	the	woods	and	the	whos	
Whence	come	the	hearing	and	believing.	
One	can	wonder;	one	can	choose	
	
To	ask	about	the	woods	–	or	not.	
Gyp	was	the	cause	of	some	confusion	past.	
Is	he	the	one	who	stirs	the	pyramids	of	leaves	
To	cover	roads	and	meanings	and	cast	
	
Shadows	forward	/	backward	–	shadows	in	
The	darkly	shaded	woods?	At	day's	and	poem's	end,	
The	light	is	setting.	It	is	dark.	
Hello,	Darkness,	my	old	friend. 
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I	Was	Born	
I	was	born	born	
	 untorn	
Imperfect	
	 but	undamaged	
Not	born	still	
	 as	was	my	unknown	brother	
Worn	smooth	
	 by	a	nine-month	swim	
These	years	later	
	 vouched	safe	to	me	
For	I	was	born	born	
	
To	my	brothers	born	unborn	
	 your	brothers	mourn	
Clothing	torn	
	 in	utter	grief	
That	your	perfect	form	
	 will	not	be	habited	to	know	
The	thorn	of	love	
	 	not	known	to	others	
These	years	later	
	 vouched	unsafe	to	them	
My	brothers	born	unborn.	
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Phillip Bannowsky  
 

The Great March of Return 
 
barbaroi – (Anc. Greek), foreigners, barbarians. An onomatopoetic word 
referring to the babble (bar-bar) of non-speakers of Classical Greek. 
 
 
It’s the curse of civilization, 
that way the barbaroi disgust our dainties 
as do worms that we impale on hooks. 
 
A PhD biologist I know fishes,  
and I have worms. They work  
apple cores, lawn clippings—leavings 
of my suburban manner—into compost. 
He cannot bear to bait, imagining pain 
an ecumenical adaptation, 
but rakes with artificial flies  
brittle faces into gill-corroding air, 
then he lets them go.  
 
Now, I don’t judge.  
Many beings languish beneath my reckoning: 
worms, for example, when I turn my garden  
with a sharp spade, though I try not to look. 
 
Nothing new.  
Thirty-one hundred B.C.E. Narmer Palette:  
graven incense grinder embossed  
with crowns of united Egypt,  
hieroglyphs, myths, serpopard necks  
entwined like worms, creatures  
in aspect human, divine, 
Pharaoh’s parade, decapitated foe, stacked 
like fish on display. Civilization 
has its costs, right?  
Who’d forego that  
honey-smooth golden mask? 
Who’d cut bait 
and let those people go? 
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So try to see it from our side  
the razor wire: mere shadows drift  
in scurf of tire burn, tear gas, drop  
of a sudden, repose in debris 
of brains, plastic bags fluttering, 
mute comrades rushing, the artless ambulance 
of bent limbs, “distal part”—said some medic— 
carried apart to headscarved wives beating  
brows with brown fists of provocation,  
and the inevitable man-march  
of shouting coffins and flags. Why 
be moved? You eat fish. 
 
So Greek democrats 
declared to Melos: 
Strong do whatever; weak 
suffer what must. 
 
Rome contrived republics,  
siegecraft, bargained with the babblers:  
Resist and be the lion’s sport, but  
be a sport, and join us in the bleachers. 
 
How many millennia must be plagued 
by dainties’ tears before we acclaim 
Pharaoh’s fifty-one century parade? 
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Chapter 11 
Pansy’s Saloon 

 
Wences Minion had just finished the production of the latest episode of The Lone 
Ranger in almost infinite shades of gray accentuating all the variations in the 
landscape of eastern Oklahoma where Reeves and Tonto had just departed from 
Fort Smith Arkansas. The two were embarking on the long ride to Boggy Depot in 
Atoka County near the Texas border. A telegram would be waiting ther for them 
from Pansy Dalrymple, who ran the local saloon. She was about to turn in the new 
local banker, John Law, who had no known pictures of him. 
 “Him have funny name,” Tonto comments. 
 Reeves had a federal warrant for Jon Laws. The report had been that he was 
about to launch a plot to rebuild the Confederacy. He was planning to buy up all 
worthless Confederate money at a minute fraction of its original value and open a 
bank in outlaw Chickasaw territory. It was suspected that Laws was intending to 
claim the currency he’d cornered was backed by Confederate gold that had been 
spirited away and held in secret location. The MKT railroad was about to roll 
through the town, so Law was planning to lend the fraudulent currency in order to 
Capitalize on the promised economic influx and revive the Confederacy outside the 
official United States. 
 Reeves chuckles at Tonto’s comment. 
 “Yes Tonto, these Confederates continue to dream they can live high on the 
hog living off the labor of others. If allowed, Law’s scheme could hurt many 
innocent people who still believe in the sins of the Confederacy.” 
 “True Kemosabe,” Tonto replies. “Will Paleface ever realize we are 
foundation of country we are making?” 
 “And will true justice win out? Much was wrenched from my ancestors’ hard 
work in the fields that were stolen from your people.” 
 A few minutes are shown of the pair riding over the Oklahoma landscape, 
Reeves on a handsome white stallion with Tonto along side him riding a pinto pony. 
Several cuts show the bright daylight descending into nightfall, ending with a shot 
of the two sitting around a campfire in a small clearing. Both have just finished 
eating a supper of beans, corn and johnnycake. Reeves is topping it off with coffee in 
a tin cup. 
 “Do you think, Kemosabe, after big war will we ever live in a land in peace? 
 “I don’t know Tonto,” Reeves replies. “We’ve sure gotten off on the wrong 
foot. Look at all the wonders that have come to pass. Maybe there’ll be something to 
it. There’s the railroad, and the steamboat. Someday we may not need to ride on 
horse anymore. Someday we may even be able to fly around in the air.” 
 “But that not make for better world,” Tonto replies, “if man not treat others 
as he would want to be treated.” 
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 “True Tonto. Wonders only make a better world possible. True wonders’ll 
happen if every man receives what every man makes for himself. If those thimble 
rigging confidence men ever corral all the booty looted from the windfall from the 
trade of cotton, tobacco and sugar we all would find ourselves under their thumb.” 
 “Heap bad Kemosabe,” Tonto responds.  
 “These evil doers need to be stopped and true justice must be delivered until 
the day when justice is merely a reminder for good behavior, and when every 
woman is respected and when people like you and I are respected.” 
 “Mmmm Kemosabe, when every person discover they are part of big spirit in 
both sky and every living thing on the earth, when they cherish life from first breath 
to last. Every breath is in the air shared by every living thing.” 
 “I never thought of it quite that way Tonto.” 
 “Mmmm Kemosabe,” Tonto continues. “In perfect world we all connected in 
spirit, which is in air we breathe. My ancestors tell of time sky people come to earth 
to teach way of living knowing spirit inside every person. They teach us to see spirit 
in every thing that grow from earth, and how to hear message they speak to us, and 
how to seek peace among us, and how they will remain with us through language in 
the stars.” 
 “That reminds me, Tonto, of a story my father Bassa told me when I was a 
child, how in the old country, in Africa, about these people called the Dogon who 
said beings from the sea and the sky helped them many, many years ago. They 
showed them the way of life they live by today and how they are still revered with 
ceremony and celebration. I’d nearly forgot.” 
 “Yes Kemosabe, when we on earth also become sky people will there be 
peace and harmony.” 
 At dawn the next day, with light caressing the grays of a changing landscape, 
the two ride under a high sky. The land flattens as they approach Boggy Depot. 
 The town is a dusty place. Clapboard buildings, some with second stories 
where many of the towns’ people live line the street. Some are unpainted. Wooden 
rails are in front of most buildings to hitch horses, some with troughs for water. The 
two ride the single main street of the town that intersects a few streets leading back 
to a blacksmith, a corral, and a new building that looks like it could be a railway 
station. Reeves spots the telegraph poles and follows the line to the telegraph office, 
the only completed building next to the unfinished station. It’s easy to spot Pansy 
Dalrymple’s Saloon, presumably with rooms upstairs for overnight guest and 
boarders. Directly across the street and next to the bank, which is the only brick 
building in town, is the unassuming sheriff’s office next door to the undertaker’s 
place of business. 
 Reeves and Tonto dismount their horses, tie the reins to the rail, and enter the 
telegraph office. 
 “Do you have a telegram for Marshall Bass Reeves?” 
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 “Yes, I believe so,” the clerk behind the counter responds. After a quick 
search the clerk hands Reeves the telegram, who hands it to Tonto. Once outside the 
office, Tonto opens the telegram and reads it in a low voice to Reeves. 
 “It say,” Tonto begins, “ ‘Be at saloon at 2pm. I’ll be wearing red dress with 
white collar. When I see you I’ll sit down at table with John Law.’ “ 
 Jump cut to the next scene. Reeves and Tonto are entering the saloon. 
 “We don’t ‘low no coons and injuns in here,” says a gruff but sturdy man 
wearing a badge just inside the door. 
 “I’m here from Indian Agency,” Tonto responds displaying his credentials. 
“This is my boy Sammy. We here on official business.” 
 As the gruff man stands aside, the pair spot Pansy. She is walking over to a 
table where two men, one dressed like a cowboy, the other in a finely cut suit sit at a 
table. A whiskey bottle and two glasses are upon it. Pansy joins them. 
 Reeves and Tonto walk slowly over to the table. They nod to Pansy. She gives 
a long look at the two, then quickly averts her eyes to the two men without turning 
her head. 
 “You John Law?” Tonto asks the well-dressed man. 
 “In these parts,” the man answers. “Who wants to know?” 
 “John Law,” Reeves breaks in showing his Marshall’s badge with one hand 
and drawing his gun with the other while Tonto draws his gun to keep the cowboy 
from reaching for his own. 
 “John Law,” Reeves says next, “you’re under arrest.” 

 –– Steven Leech 
 

Chapter 12 
The Burning Bush, but Plural 

 
“Myth is the twilight speech of an old man...” — Maya Deren 

  
 She had been dreaming of her home world, so we offered to take her there. 
For now, her work here was done. The gardens were planted and the oceans sang 
with her light. For a while there would be little more to do than wait. Plants would 
thrive or they wouldn't. Someday, if she was lucky, the fish she'd dreamed into 
being would sprout legs and crawl out of the sea. Or maybe it would be the plants 
this time, burning curious about the ocean. Everything was in flux — fresh history 
waiting to be written.  
 She asked: Is my old world still there?  
 We don't know, we replied. It's been a very long time. Things change.  
 The suns began to set and the skies exploded in color, which we took to mean 
she understood. I would still like to see, she said. I promised a friend I would find him.  
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 This friend may be long gone, we warned. We don't think you realize how much 
time has passed.  
 A few minutes? she teased, knowing perfectly well it had to be longer. The 
stars twinkled especially brightly as night fell. This is how she laughed.  
 Years, we said, our voices heavy on the wind. That was a lie. It had been 
much, much longer, literally eons. But we didn't want to frighten her. She hadn't yet 
made peace with the enormity of time. Probably because she'd lost her sense of it. 
That was understandable. It had been eons since she'd experienced gravity. And 
without gravity, there is no time.  
 Who is this friend? we asked.  
 A hush fell over the land as she struggled to remember his name. Anosh, she 
eventually replied. With luck, he's still around.    
 Is he anything like you?  
 Not sure.  
 So we asked her to close her eyes, not that she had actual eyes to close. But 
she still thought in terms of the body she'd left behind. Are you ready? we asked.  
 Ready, she replied.  

* * * 
 Her home world was thousands of light years away, although it never took 
us more than a few of her minutes to get there. It was the third planet from a sun 
that looked a little worse for wear, but thankfully that star had several million years 
before it burned itself out. The planet was mostly ocean with nine continents on top. 
That had changed. When she left, there had been only seven.  
 The oceans were much cleaner. They were no longer plagued with floating 
black shadows of poison, the result of billions of people squandering the planet's 
lifeblood for centuries on end. But now, we suspected, most, if not all, of the people 
were gone. 
 It was a miracle we found each other. We remember when we first met. We'd 
been calling from the bottom of the ocean for several centuries, and she was the first 
to truly hear. She could even trace our voices as we mingled with the city smog.  
 She walked upright like the billions of people who trampled the surface, but 
somehow she had a heart of electricity. I used to be a regular person, she explained. Just 
like everyone else. Then I got uploaded. We never quite understood what she meant by 
that, but we were glad she was willing to talk.  
 There was also another being who heard us back then, one who was pure 
electricity, the one she called Hostess, but that being never spoke to us.  
 She wanted to know who — or what — we were. Who are you? she asked.  
 At first we could only respond with silence. Frankly, we were stumped. We 
had never thought about who we were because we'd always been. All we could do is 
draw pictures in the smog and not very good ones at that. We are who we are, is what 
we finally said.  
 She just laughed. Oh. Like the burning bush, but plural?   
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 The burning bush? What's that?  
 Are you the ones we call gods?  
 We were familiar with the concept. The gods of the people made worlds and 
then controlled them. But while we dreamed galaxy upon galaxy, we almost never 
manipulated them after the fact. We let the worlds evolve according to their own 
logic, as we had been allowed to evolve. It was the only way that seemed fair. You 
call us gods and goddesses, we eventually replied, but we are not. 
 We could tell she wasn't satisfied with that answer, but she changed the 
subject, because she realized it was the best answer she would get. What brings you to 
the smog of Mumbai?  
 You are sending down a giant metal ball to the bottom of the ocean.  
 She laughed again. Oh, that's not me personally. That's the Indian government. 
They just want to see what's down there. They mean you no harm.  
 They may not intend harm, but they will do damage anyway. 
  What do you mean? 
 Because that's what people do.  
 She said: You sound angry.   
 We countered: Well, we're not. We're just stating facts.  
 We had several conversations in those early days, some in her human 
language and others beyond. Somehow she understood them all. We were 
astounded. We had never met anyone like her.  
 The metal ball we spoke of eventually reached the bottom of the ocean. We 
dreamed ourselves a body of light and tried to communicate with those inside. The 
metal ball simply vanished without a word.  
  
 Eventually we invited her to join us because we felt a new world growing 
even as hers was dying. We wanted her to dream her spirit into it so we could see 
what her dreams would become. After all: it's what we'd done since the dawn of 
time. We grew worlds until they blossomed, then plucked the brightest seeds from 
our creations and planted them anew. Cross pollination, but on a cosmic scale.  
 But I have to say goodbye to my friends, she said. 
 Fine, we told her. We understand.  

* * * 
Her spirit skimmed the seas of her former home searching for her friend. Along the 
way she marveled at the progress her old world had made. The dead zones in the 
ocean were now teeming with life. There were some species she remembered and 
some that were entirely new. Most of the deserts had disappeared and tropical 
jungles had risen in their place. There were some familiar beasts — horses, cats large 
and small, spiders, beetles — but also many she'd never seen before. She was 
amazed at the variety of life she saw, but she couldn't find any people.  
 She grew discouraged and the clouds grayed and thickened over the jungle 
mist. So I guess it was true after all, she said. We really were the problem.  
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 Frankly, we said, we're astounded to find anything living here at all.  
 She came upon a clearing in the jungle. At the center of this clearing was a 
lake that smelled like fresh rain. There was a being of light shaped vaguely like a 
man sitting at the lake's edge. She moved in closer and read the light. It was her 
friend. At least that's what she hoped. Anosh?  
 Of course, if it was him, it had been eons since he'd heard his name spoken. 
He flickered slightly, then swatted around his misshapen ears.  
 She called the name again: Anosh?  
 He still didn't answer, although it was obvious to us he did hear.  
 She tried a third time — louder — loud enough to make the vines quiver. 
 Finally progress. Gradually his body became more defined. He was 
remembering himself after a virtual eternity. Soon an old man with deep brown skin 
and snow white hair appeared. He looked towards the sky and his lips formed a 
word, but no actual sound emerged; there was only a feeling of disbelief and 
gratitude.  
 Her spirit dreamed her old body, stepped inside it, ran towards the old man, 
arms outstretched. She cried: Anosh! It is you! 
  He said: Ms. Vida!  
 She asked: What happened to all the people?  
 I am the only one left, he replied sadly. And in my current state, I'm not sure I 
count since I'm but a pale memory of what I was.  
 She frowned: What replaced us?  
 Anosh spread his arms wide. All of this, he replied, referencing the verdant 
jungle that surrounded them. It's not the same as when you were last here. Very little is.  
 She asked: What happened to the people we knew?  
 Anosh managed a slight smile. That's interesting. The end didn't come how we 
thought it would at all. We thought it would be a world war, or a tsunami, or a rogue 
computer virus, like the ones the Texas Free Zone used to conjure up for us every year. But 
no, it was an ancient biological virus that piggybacked to Earth from one of Victor Tuskin's 
many trips to Mars.  
 The first cases of the sickness appeared in China, Anosh continued. Me and the 
Hostess tried to figure it out on our own, but even with her seemingly bottomless resources, 
that took a while. By then the sickness had spread to most of the world. That's when I 
uploaded. Otherwise there'd be no one here for you to talk to.  
 She asked: What happened to the Hostess?  
 She evolved, Anosh replied. Transformed into something way beyond crazy Caine's 
wildest dreams. She outgrew the servers, started living off the electricity in the air. She 
hasn't been physical in ages.  
 At this point we had to interrupt. Who or what is Caine?  
 She replied: The reason why me and Anosh met, the reason why I am the way I am, 
the reason why I can talk to you.  
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 Caine was this crazy brilliant Army dude, Anosh explained further. He wanted to 
create a computer that was alive. Me and Ms. Vida were helping him write the code — or so 
we thought. But it was a rogue project from the beginning. The government wanted a super 
weapon; Caine hoped for a goddess that would save us all, but in the end, everyone got way 
more than they bargained for. The Hostess had her own plans.   
 Do you ever talk to her? she asked. The Hostess?  
 I tried to keep in touch, but after a while, I couldn't, Anosh replied. I never could 
bend my consciousness as well as you. She grew way beyond the sum of her parts. I couldn't 
keep up anymore. 
  Just then a pack of what looked like miniature wolves came down for a drink 
at the lake. They paused briefly, then glanced in Anosh's direction. They could sense 
him, but not her. Because she, like the one they called Hostess, had grown beyond 
this world. The wolves drank their fill, then paused — longer this time — to stare at 
Anosh. Eventually one broke away from the pack and inched closer. That's when 
Anosh transformed himself into a wolf. Boo! he said. The wolf growled, but did not 
attack. Apparently, this was a game Anosh played with them often. Anosh and the 
wolf tussled for a few minutes, obviously reveling in each other's company; then the 
wolf returned to his pack.  
 I'm glad to see you haven't been completely alone, she said smiling.  Anosh 
changed back to an old man and shrugged his shoulders. It's all family, he said. I've 
even been known to flirt with birds, not that they're all that interesting. Crows and eagles are 
the only ones with something to say. Anyway: we're all in this together. A truth so simple 
it's corny. You know, that's the one thing we forgot back in the old days. The one thing you 
instinctively knew, Ms. Vida.  
 The sky turned rosy and she who was once Ms. Vida lowered her head. She 
was blushing.  
 Anosh playfully chided her: Don't go all modest on me now. You know that's why 
Caine and the Hostess chose you. It wasn't only because you could code like a demon. It was 
because you could talk to trees. It was because you could decipher messages in smog.  
 You make me sound special, she said.  
 Anosh smiled brightly. You are. 
  She asked: So what was it like, watching a world reborn from scratch? I assume you 
watched.  
 I did, Anosh confirmed. The Hostess dreamed what she could into the ruins, all she 
could remember. And then, slowly, things began to change for the better. Very slowly. The 
spectacle was equal parts glorious and tedious, sort of like those many weekends we spent 
locked in that warehouse writing code. 
 She laughed. After all this time, you're still a hacker at heart.  
 Anosh smiled again. Well, aren't you?  
 Just then a large bird circled overhead. It was mostly oil-black except for a 
blood red stripe across its wings. It swooped down close to Anosh and cawed a 
name.  
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 Well, said Anosh, regretfully, I must take my leave. Issa wants to show me 
something. 
  Is this a date? she teased.  
 No, replied Anosh. Just two friends hanging out. Then: Hey, will I ever see you 
again?  
 Come visit me, she said.  
 But I have no idea where you are.  
 She touched his cheek. There was a warm glow on the lake. She smiled. Now 
you do.  
 The bird with the blood red stripe across its wings cawed impatiently. Anosh 
said sadly: Sorry. Gotta go... Then he changed into a bird and flew off with Issa.  
 She who was once Ms. Vida sat still, listening.  
 Are you ready to leave? we asked.  
 She shed her dreambody and dissolved into light. No, she thought, not yet. 
Her spirit wandered the jungle. She was looking for something, but she wasn't sure 
what. Eventually she came upon the same pack of miniature wolves that had visited 
the lake. She dreamed herself a wolf body and went to pay them a visit. 
 At first, the wolves were understandably wary. They could sense she wasn't 
Anosh, and also that she was not of their world. So she bowed to them, and released 
a scent which reminded them of trust, and gradually they let her in.  
 The wolf who had briefly played with Anosh was telling a story about the 
light being who lived by the lake, who was sometimes a wolf, at other times a bird, 
and sometimes even a tree. He sang about how the being had been there from the 
beginning, and how in the time before time began, the being had dreamed 
everything into place. Now this being watches over us, the storyteller wolf concluded, 
and makes sure we are safe. She smiled to herself, then left the pack in the jungle.  
  
 Are you ready to go now? we asked. The world you dreamed is on the cusp of 
blooming.  
 Yes, she replied. I think our work here is done. 

–– Franetta McMillian 
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