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The Urban Dictionary defines love child as òthe illegitimate offspring of unmarried parents ó & really, 

what better a theme for the last issue in which Sam & I will be the sole editors?  Dirty Chai is in every 

sense of the word our love child.  But , digging even further, our sub mission call asked for work  that 

represented something beautiful from unexpected so urces, remnants of the past, going against the status 

quoñand wow!  We were blown away at the response we received.  We want to say THANK YOU to all of 

our contributors, and to everyone who submitted ñwithout your incredible talents, we would not have 

anything to publish!   You make Dirty Chai what it is.   

 

Sending our love,  
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Artist: Jacob La ndrith  

 

Onions for Our Dear Leader 
-Kirsti Whalen  

Rub food around your mouth without 

consuming it! Masturbate without achieving 

orgasm! Only interact with potential mates 

online! Never attend shows, but read 

promotional material with gusto! Consume 

the concept of something, but do not lay your 

hands or heart upon it! Honour your Dear 

Leader! Honour your Dear Leader to keep 

your families safe but resist belief in him!  

  We chant beneath our breath so the 

wardens donõt hear us. Those who no longer 

have breath, who absorb the air as it is 

filtered to them: they do not chant. But they 

think, hard alongside. We think hard 

together beneath our layers, in the soft core 

that knows that all of this is wrong.  

 

No one believed us, at first. In the 

world outside the greenhouse. They didnõt 
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want to; hadnõt weaned their ears from the 

loudspeaker long enough to listen to their 

children.  

Think! Be! You have the right to be a 

primate, an upstanding humanoid, a person 

to attached to flesh and bone and rational 

thought! Mai ntain the integrity of your 

species! Restrict your nourishment to the 

eating of non -human persons!  

Even in the greenhouse the 

propaganda drones, so it is only natural that 

our rebellion was conceived in slogans. We 

didnõt want to come here, but we were found, 

hauled, dragged and planted.  

We will be soup. Our skins will be 

peeled and we will be segmented. We hope 

above all hope to be delivered back to our 

families, a nourishing token for their loss. 

And our mothers will cry as they chop us into 

slithers but  they will not know why they are 

crying, and this will be our last act of 

gratitude. We will be served in steaming 

bowls and will be rich on the tongues of our 

families, and this will be our last act.  

At night, when it is dark and we are 

afraid, some of u s say that perhaps we are 

all destined for the tongue of the Dear 

Leader. On the wavering line between 

human and bulb we were delirious upon 

entering this place, so not one of us 

remembers whether this greenhouse serves 

the public plate or the Dear Leaderõs private 

supply. We become afraid. When we are 

afraid, we chant. Tell your fears to others! 

Your confession will come at a cost! But as 

you offer your fear it will light the fear 

brighter in another, and together they may 

burn so bright that they will bur n out!   

 

The desperation was brought on by 

the itch long before the acts in which we 

were caught and captured. We were found 

bald. We had minced our follicles between 

our teeth in hunger and inquiry, our hair 

long since plucked out to make way for 

whatever  we knew was beneath our skin. 

They teased us fibrous from our families 

until we were cold and out in the open, like 

our roots. We were all different, I suppose: 

the thick -soled girls from the north; the 

draped and privileged of the capital. But 

each girlõs skin had thinned by the time she 

arrives. Our eyes sat milky and white 

against the green pluck of our unripe skin. 

We could have been anything. And we were 

all equal, in a way: we had been chosen from 

birth for this, which they called a great 

honour. Car ried away from our mothers and 

pricked with the change that would come.  

On arrival we made whatever claims 

our uniformity allowed for. That our fathers 

were Generals in the Dear Leaderõs army. 

Our fathers were the Dear Leaderõs sushi 

chefs. Our fathers wer e not the chefs but 

they placed the delicate items on the Dear 

Leaderõs tongue and once the Dear Leader 

touched our fathersõ fingertips with his moist 

saliva, and it was as fresh as a thousand 

rains filtered through the petals of the noble 

national flower.  (My cousin became a 

national flower. She was indeed very pretty). 

And none of our fathers were too afraid  to 

help us: all of them knew the Dear Leader 

had a great and noble destiny held in his 

fruitful mind, and when they expelled us 

from their houses it was only so that we 

could fall into the Dear Leaderõs arms.    

We spoke these truths before we knew 

our own, and we chanted them until the 

truth of the greenhouse grews louder. We 

began to wonder why we had to become 

foodstuffs, rather than little girls se cure in 

our own houses. We wondered what greater 

rights the wardens had than us, those men 

who smelled of mulch and slid their hands 

around our sleek and bulbous forms under 

the guise of fertilizing.    

 

The revolution is in your throat! Youõll 

find it in your throat if you read it out of your 

bones! If your throat does not work you have 

your thoughts, and if your thoughts are all 

you have then you must believe they are 

enough! Sing it: the revolution does not go 

unsung! The revolution cannot be 

lobotomized!  
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We are all becoming Onions. You can 

hold the fibers in, for a time, like any bodily 

function. But they came, in the end. Spooling 

like thread at the base of our necks. It came 

and it was almost a relief, once we were here, 

away from the quiet contempt of the rest of 

the world and even the others who came out 

at night: the husk of the skin or the dinner -

plate eyes of the people who didnõt yet know 

what they were to become.  

 

We would like to broadcast our 

slogans to others. We hope that if we think 

them hard enough, they will grow into new 

flesh. When it comes time to make soup they 

will swallow, and our truths will catch in the 

esophagus.   

 

Be afraid! Be more afraid than you 

can imagine! Do not fear fear! We diminish 

the fear in others so as to lessen our own. But 

it is human to fear! Maintain the integrity of 

your flesh! The great joy of your species is 

that within fear, there is hope!  

 

        
Artist: Matthew Gorrie  
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Antelope 
 

Your form ink -drawn, bold -lined,  

Like a foreign script,  

One I could tr ace with my finger,  

But never interpret.  

In brown eyes I found beauty,  

Near but not close in the least,  

Like a letter from a lover,  

Sent from the East.  

I was no hunter, though,  

I think you could tell,  

No beasts on this plain,  

Would my hand fell.  

And in tim e gaze met gaze, 

Lazily baking in the heat,  

The moment pregnant with silence,  

My admiration replete.  

But in that last moment,  

Before we parted ways,  

All words did escape me,  

On that summer day.  

My dear antelope,  

In my parlor would hang,  

Your head if youõd let me,  

Your blessings tõbe sang. 

 

-Christian Harris  
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Possession 
-Lisa Chavez  

    

  The Demon Lover.  So many 

variations.  Tall, Dark and Handsome: 

silk tuxedo, waves of black hair tied 

back with a velvet ribbon.  Skin like 

cream, a courtly bow.  And my , what 

sharp teeth you have. The Bad Boy:  

leather jacket and cigarette sneer, bad 

habits galore.  The Latin Lover: smooth 

brown skin, flashing eyes and trigger 

temper.  Or La Belle Dame, if you 

prefer, the pallid Beauty of the Woods.  

The Vamp, the Cowboy , the Femme 

Fatale.  The Lady's Man.  A thousand variations on passion.  Friends disapprove and you swoon.  

The Same Old Story.  

 

I  

 

    The winter solstice --seventeen below.  Bonfire flames lick greedily at icy stars.  Faces wink 

out of leaping shadows, c louds of frost.  The party flows and ebbs --in the house and out, to the 

fire, to the sauna.  You seem him again, across the flames.  He grins.  Eyes werewolf green.   

 Later he approaches you with his offerings:  a shot of vodka, distilled by the cold into  a 

burst of icy sparks; a jalapeno pepper; a mandarin orange.  

 

II  

   

  He peels off your clothes like the rind of a fruit, as if he could consume you in one juicy 

bite.  You shudder.  The sauna is rough:  naked logs, glowing barrel stove.  Hot as a beatin g 

heart.  He tosses something into the  fire --sparks rise,  scented smoke.  Sandalwood and myrrh.  

He parts your legs with his lips; winds rise, rushing noisily through the tiny room.  When he 

raises his head, face glistening, his eyes appear golden and ut terly inhuman.    

  

III  

 

 He is not remarkable, your friends remind you.  A common enough type:  the work clothes, 

the baseball cap turned backwards, the beard and quick grin.  He drives an old 4x4.  Smokes.  

Drinks too much.  Works when he can.  He is utt erly unremarkable, to you, utterly strange.  

 

IV  

    

         You sleep with him in his house, dreaming in a nest of tangled blankets and dirty clothes.  

A single candle burns all night; he clutches you in his sleep and moans.  This is what you dream: 

afloat in a warm sea, surrounded by fish colorful as confetti, your bones are pliant as strands of 

kelp.  You drift in the current.  Then you see him, a green -eyed merman, rising from far below.  

On his tongue, a single perfect pearl.  He grips your thighs in a  lover's embrace and he pulls you 

down, down, down.  You drown.  
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V 

    

 Each night, he grips you to him, grasping your shoulders so hard they bruise.  You are 

characters acting out a thousand different versions of the same scene, wandering through rooms 

of cinnamon and cloves.  Rooms alive with the rustle and whisper of those who played this scene 

before you.  Rooms where heat and animal screeches rend the air.   

 You stand on the porch naked: the temperature hangs at twenty -two below.  The cold 

electric.  Your skin a neon blaze.  

 He tells you he loves you.  

 

VI  

 

 You argue.  I don't love you, you tell him.   

 He shrugs, lights a cigarette.  You're not really my type anyway, he says.  

 Anger breaks the spell and you leave him in his kitchen, table littered wi th car parts.  You 

feel free.   

 Indifference reigns.  You think of your estranged spouse, who lives in another city.  He 

calls his former girlfriend.  You toy with the Tarot.  He is the knight of swords.  You are both the 

tiny figures, chained to the devi l.  You gaze at those goat eyes.  Familiar.  

 January passes, the cruelest month of the year.   

   

VII  

     

 Alone your nights are restless.  You dream of him and waking remember:  the crescent 

scar on his thigh, the words he growls in your ear when he come s, the rasp of his beard on your 

skin.   

 Shake your head and with these memories free yourself from his spell:  the Jim Beam in 

his morning coffee, the way he flirted in bars, knowing you were watching.  His casual cruelties.  

The assault rifle in his clo set.  This is a web you don't want to fall into.    

        

VIII  

     

 He telephones you.   I need a place to stay.  Only for a few days.   

 You sigh.  His voice does not move you.  Only for a few days, you say.   

 When he enters, the house becomes radiant .  The pine walls glow; the wood stove sings.  

The spruce outside bend closer, trembling.  Winter closes around you like a fist.  

   

IX  

 

 A three -day storm.  Snow seeps beneath the door like sand; snow whips through the open 

window and melts on your burnin g skin.  Your bodies blur with sweat.  He enters you again and 

again, new every time.  You are a golden melon, split apart and sweetly dripping.  Candles gutter 

and hiss.  An owl cries in the darkness.  Or is it you?  Your head is full of stars, symphonies  of 

light.  His eyes are dark amber, semi -precious stones. 

   

X 
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 You see a man like him at the bar.  He is not remarkable.  He is drunk, arguing loudly.  

His opinions are beneath contempt.  His hair is thinning; his jeans are smudged with oil.  Then 

he turns; his face becomes radiant as the rising sun.  Your friends' voices fade as you drift to his 

side.  He smells of whiskey and cedar, cigarette smoke and engine grease.   

 What do you see in him?  You don't know.   

 

XI  

  

 These are the gifts he brings y ou:  a coat rack, made by his own caressing hands.  A can of 

smoked oysters.  A bottle of good champagne.  A beaver pelt.  A wreath of garlic and dried herbs.  

Panties of Shantung silk, the color of a bruise.  A gold earring.  His old jean jacket. And two Sufi 

love poems, copied from a book.  These are about divine love, you tell him, amused.  About God.  

You are my religion, he says.   You become uneasy.  It's only February.    

 

XII  

  

 The vernal equinox approaches.  You rarely go out.  Some days you never  dress at all.  

When you have to, you go to work, but you are distracted, feverish.  One day he appears like a 

phantom in your class.  He stands in the rear, smiles, then is gone.  Later, you're not sure it 

happened at all.    

 

XIII  

   

 Your friends disapp rove.  Your colleagues disapprove.  Your spouse calls from far away.  

Insignificant, like a buzz in your ear.    

 One night driving home, both of you crazy drunk, you take him in your mouth and he 

drives off the road when he comes.  The truck settles in an  explosion of snow.  Neither of you are 

hurt.  You think perhaps you've lost your mind.   

 The moon leans in the sky like a splinter of bone.   

    

XIV  

   

 He waits for you in a mountain meadow, Pan -agile, pipes in hand.  You're rank as goats 

and lecherous : he fucks you from behind.  Bitten bruises on his neck, your lover's tattoo.  You 

bathe in the magic spring over and over, are sucked into the vortex he creates for you, spin 

downward, breathless and confused.   

 Later, he will feed you cloud berries, one  by one, each a scarlet drop he places on your 

tongue.  He's feeding you his heart, bit by bloody bit.  When you've licked the last piece from his 

palm, you will possess him entirely, with all that ownership implies.  

  Or perhaps it was only a bathtub, an d strawberries, out of season.  

    

XV 

  

  The geese return.  The sky echoes with their cries.  Water rushes beneath your porch; the 

days are noisy with melt and spring.  You're fierce with desire.  A woman looks at him in a bar 

and you turn on her, hissin g like a cat.  That night, he glides into you on a river of blood.  It's on 

his hands, his cock.  He anoints you with it, your breasts, your belly. We will be together forever, 

he says, solemn as if in ceremony.  Blood sacrifice; strange stigmata.   

 Morni ng follows, blood turned to rust.    
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XVI  

 

 You should become a pair of mute swans, gliding forever side by side in some birch -glazed 

lake.  You should chase one another like white foxes over the blue desert of winter snows.  You 

should ascend to the s kies like the aurora, to dance a tortured reel.  You should devise a suicide 

pact.   You should marry.  You should live together forever in a gingerbread house deep in the 

woods.  Your passion burns like a witch's furnace:  secret, seductive, deadly.  You would fashion 

for him a cage of ivory and silk, lock yourself inside.  I love you, you croon.  I love you.   

   

XVII  

 

 Don't believe it for a moment.  You say those words, fingers crossed behind your back.  You 

have eaten his heart; you are passionate, fie rce, jealous.  But not impractical.  Spring wanes.  

You were drunk; now you are sober.  You were crazy; now you are cured.   

 I'm going back to my husband, you say one day, and pack up.  Outside, your demon lover 

crouches in the rain, rocking back and fort h on his heels.  He is crying.  He is just a man, after 

all, neither magic nor possessed.  His hazel eyes wet with tears.  You kiss him goodbye, taste 

salt.     

 

 Years later, you'll stand in a storm on a distant shore, taste seawater and remember. 

Without  regrets.  You'll try to recreate him, but your creation is myth.  The man is quite beyond 

you:  distant, complex, and utterly ordinary.  ƍ 

 

 

Ghana 
 

She dances 

like a spiral staircase  

with her left arm touching  

rays of lig ht  

she spins 

gently  

on the wooden f loor 

her toes 

become 

musical scales  

she spins 

her body sprinkles  

movement  

and she floats  

toward me  

with her long  

white gown  

swirling  

in the air  

like a dream.  

     -Patrick Sylvain  
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                                                                                                      Artist: Kayla Pongrac  

 

 

 

Dear,Dead Daddy 
 

When my daddy went  head  

first  into  a plate  of osso bucco  

(his  favorite)  

while  dining  in  an upscale  

restaurant  in  Studio  City,   

several  prominent  physicians   

sprang  to his  rescue. 

He had suffered  a stroke.   

It  wasnõt the first.   

Anything  to get away from  my  

step-mother.  

-Alexis Rhone Fancher 
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Loving Kiri 
-Esther Whitman Johnson 

 

n a restaurant just outside Phnom Penh, 

Kiri sits on my lap, brown legs hanging 

out of big -boy shorts that one of our team 

members has left him. He fiddles with a 

carved radish, a table decoration heõs turned 

into a doll. He turns radish girl round and 

round, adjusting her carrot hat, marching 

her across my leg and back again.  

Everyone at the table is w atching the 

little boy, and he knows it. They pass him 

their carved radishes, and soon Kiri has an 

army of whimsical vegetable dolls. But even 

they are not enough to stop the tears. He 

buries his head in my chest, arms around my 

neck, shoulders heaving as he sobs. 

No, please no. Kiri, donõt cry. Iõll start, 

and then everyone else will too.  

--- 

Itõs the last day of our build with 

Habitat for Humanity Cambodia. And as is 

the custom, the entire team shares a farewell 

dinner with the new homeowner. Ten -year-

old Kiri has never crossed the threshold of a 

restaurant, and his brown eyes show the joy 

of the experience. Weõve brought him with us 

from the village housing project in our bus, 

another first for him, having never traveled 

anywhere except by foot or on the back of his 

fatherõs motorcycle. 

Overwhelmed with novelty and 

excitement, Kiri sags from the strain. The 

last of the big -boy bravado has drained away. 

Hard for him to say goodbye to foreigners 

whoõve been like family for two weeksñthe 

team that built his n ew house, put the roof 

on, attached a door that locks, and put in 

windows that close. Hard to say goodbye to 

the guys who played soccer every day on 

break time with his neighborhood buddies, 

goodbye to the ladies who whitewashed the 

house walls, a little e xtra perk not part of a 

regular build.  

Hard for Kiri to say goodbye to me, the 

woman who sat in the dirt with him every 

day, pulling flash cards from my ômagic bag.õ 

Adding and subtracting with our fingers, 

giggling, laughing, and tickling each other. 

Me, the woman with the Power  Rangers 

coloring book who gave out pages and 

crayons to his friends, always saving the 

biggest and strongest Ranger for Kiri . 

--- 

Kiri is my Love Child, embodiment of 

every child around the globe on my dozen 

Habitat builds on four continents. He is 

Maria in Guatemala, Tonjona in 

Madagascar, Luis in Chile, and Bayarmaa in 

Mongolia ñlove children with little 

fragments of my heart embedded in theirs.  

These are the faces I see on the 

building site as I tie rebar, haul bricks, mix 

cement, and throw stucco onto walls.  These 

are the faces I remember when I get home 

and look at my photographs.  

  Kiri is only one of the children Iõve left 

continents away. His is the face I visualize 

as I sit at my computer today, scanning the 

website for the n ext build in the next 

country. And the next Love Child.  ƍ 

 

 

 

I  
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            Artist: Jacob Landrith  
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Inclement 
What if I were to tell you Iõm a descendant of Clement C. Moore?   

What if I were to tell you I discovered this lineage through an inscription written inside a 

greeting card entitled òTwas the N ight Before Christmas ó?   

What if I were to tell you this card was sent to my young daughter from a grandfather she had 

never met?  

What if I were to tell you I met my biological father at age nineteen, years before my daughterõs 

birth?    

What if I were to  tell you that during our introductory lunch, a business acquaintance stopped by 

the table to ask who is this young lady  with a pronounced, cartoonish wink?    

What if I were to tell you my father replied didnõt you know I had a daughter as casually as the 

napkin he unfolded on his lap?  

What if I were to tell you this gentlemen conveyed more information with one directed wink than 

my mother ever revealed about her first marriage?  

What if I were to tell you the conveyance of my birthright was not a Hallmark  moment?   

What if I were to tell you I learned who I was not at age fifteen during a heated argument with 

my stepfather?    

What if I were to tell you he yelled Iõm not your father! as we squared off alongside a busy street?   

(What if I were to tell you I was oddly relieved?)  

What if I were to tell you as a young girl, I studied my face in the mirror to consider why I didnõt 

resemble anyone in my family?    

What if I were to tell you I was convinced my brother had my eyes?    

What if I were to tell you in my  forties, my stepfather would reveal he had a daughter from a 

previous marriage?  

What if I were to tell you this daughter and I eventually met and laughed our asses off regarding 

the drama swirling about our respective births?    

What if I were to tell you  she and I are both writers?    

What if I were to tell you my family is a tribe of expert secret keepers?    
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What if I were to tell you every one of my relatives --including my pseudo sibling cousins --all 

knew and never breathed a single word to me about my b iological father?    

What if I were to tell you none of them know I am descended from Clement C. Moore?                                               

-Sheree Shatsky 

 

 

Too Close to the Sun 
-Matthew Brennan  

 

 I  taught  my boy to shoot. Started  him  on a bird -shot  peashooter when he was eight.  Took 

him  hunting  on cold winter  weekends all  while  he was in  school, brought  us home antlers  and 

venison and rabbit  furs.  He was steady and patient  from  

the very  beginning,  loved the anticipation  of the hunt,  

òthrill of th e kill,ó we would  say. Bored, restless while  I  

field -dressed the animals,  already  thinking  ahead to the 

next.  I  projected him  into  his  future,  imagined  him  a 

soldier,  an army  sniper,  to retire  a huntsman  to a ranch  

in  these same woods. These were the skill s I  taught  him.   

 There are many  ways to create a monster.  But  I  

blame his  mother.   

 He was fourteen  when she left  me, convinced the courts  to confiscate him  along with  my 

house and furniture  and savings, everything  except what  she didnõt want.  My  guns, my trophies.  

He wasnõt ready to leave me yet,  I  hadnõt taught  him  everything  he needed to know.  Had  always  

thought  there  would  be more time  for  those lessons, but  to the jury  I  was a bitter  war  vet still  

clinging  to the only  thing  I  knew.  I  disagreed. The judge did  not.   

 Parenting  feels like  sprinting  downhill.  One misstep  and youõre flat  on your  face. And  you 

never see it  coming till  youõre on your  back looking  up at  your  mistake.   

 The morning  my boy shot his  way into  his  motherõs school, I  was deep in  th e forest  a 

hundred  miles  away, didnõt hear about  it  until  I  turned  the news on that  evening,  the two rabbits  

Iõd brought  home already  on the grill.  I  stood watching,  breathless,  for  a long time,  the rabbits  

smoking,  charring.  At  first,  I  was only  worried  about  my ex-wife,  some old instinct  kicking  in,  

gradually  piecing  together  that  my son was the shooter. And  that  both of them  were dead.  

 One day when I  was a boy, I  got into  trouble  at  school and was punished  with  a switch  

across the palm.  My  father  picked me up and saw the marks  and stormed  up to my classroom, 

conveying in  no uncertain  terms  that  no one was ever to lay  a hand on his  boy again.  He then  

drove me home and gave me the worst  beating  of my childhood.  He had no qualms  with  corporal  

punishment.  But  if  there  was a lesson to be taught,  he wanted  it  to come from  him.   

 I  wish  my boy had lived.  I  wish  theyõd all  lived.  His  mother.  The teachers. The students.  

But  more than  anything,  I  want  him  to know  what  heõs done, to pay for  his  mistakes,  and to 

come through  the pain  of redemption.  I  want  him  to see the aftermath  of his  actions,  the pain  

engineered by his  hands. I  believe that  there  is more tragedy  in  loss than  in  death,  that  heroes 

and little  ones find  their  way home. Pain  is of the world.  But  my son, too, will  no longer  feel it.  

Therein  lies the paradox  of believing  in  a merciful  God. I  cannot  trust  in  justice  for  my son that  I  

did  not  give. And  that  is my greater  loss. ƍ   

THERE ARE MANY WAYS 

TO CREATE A MONSTER. 

BUT I BLAME HIS MOTHER.  
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The Old Man of Molalla 
-Jaim e Mathis  

 

The old man had a genetic 

disorder th at left him and his son too 

blind to pass a driving test. They were 

cattle ranchers in Molalla, Oregon. 

Every summer, the old man would 

appear at my great -great uncle Elmerõs 

farm on horseback to ask after the 

possibility of buying extra hay off 

Elmer for his cows that winter. 

Sometimes, heõd show up just to chat. 

How that horse knew where to take 

him was a complete mystery to my 

father Jim, who was ten at the time, 

and lived on Elmerõs farm during the 

summer partially to help him out and 

mostly because he loved the land. It 

was the 1960õs.  

According to dad, the old man 

was skinnier than a bean and his 

Leviõs would hang off his waist like his 

body went straight from legs to torso. 

Heõd ride into town to pick up 

provisions and pack them into leather 

saddle bags he slung over his saddle 

horn. Once home, heõd somehow 

manage to negotiate the blackberry 

thicket that had completely cocooned his house. Apparently, not being able to see negated any 

regular maintenance and left the berries to run rampant. His son, wh o had slightly better 

eyesight, could discern enough to know his father was living in a squalor that even he could not 

tolerate, so he moved across the property to a 12x16 foot shack that at least wasnõt enveloped in 

briars.  

The memory of that thicket encr usted home tickled dad in its re -telling. His eyes crackled 

away and he was right back in front of that bramble, gaping at the tunnel carved out by the 

blind old man.  òI just couldnõt believe it!ó he laughed in delight and slapped his leg to prove it. 

òTalk about magical to a little kid!ó 

There were no women in the picture. The old man and his son had blackened teeth and the 

old man was usually in filthy clothes. He wouldnõt have known the difference, but I wanted to 

know if there was a smell that accompan ied the unkemptness. It didnõt figure into the memory.  

Elmer usually had enough hay to sell to the old man and his boy so theyõd show up with 

their two psychic horses hitched to a wagon with rubber car tires and the son would buck hay 

while the old man dr ove the team. Theyõd make several runs that way until they had enough hay 

to tide them over so they could sell off the cows they needed for ends to meet come spring.  
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I couldnõt stop wondering how they got their horses to take them where they wanted to go 

without being able to correct any wanderings. Dad didnõt know either, but they showed up at 

Elmerõs farm most of the summers dad spent there. When I asked him what happened to them, 

he shook his head and I swear nostalgia floated off his shoulders. òI donõt know, Jaim, it was so 

long ago.ó  

Dad told me that story driving back from Canby, Oregon the summer of 2014 when my son 

Espen was seventeen months old. We were picking up windows for a tiny house dad was building 

my husband Tobias. As we bounced down the  back roads between Canby and Molalla, the 

landscape spurred dadõs memory back to when he used to live there.  

The logging roads have turned into main thoroughfares since the 60õs at Elmerõs; the farm 

land and old Yoder store are now housing developments a nd holograms in dadõs mind. When he 

talks about the old man though, I can see his rounded back and old leather hat against the tree 

line. I can hear the slow syncopation of his horseõs hooves as they crunch gravel on the way to 

Molalla. òItõs a gift,ó I think, as my mind revels in the picture of a blind man on his horse, 

magically living his life without phone or cane or seeing -eye dog. òThese are riches to a family of 

story -tellers and legend holders.ó In that moment on old 99E, my father brings an old blind man 

back to life and I cannot help but marvel at my own gleeful eyes as we watch him ride back down 

the lane and across time.  ƍ 

 

 

Bitter Harvest  
 

Like a man in prison awaiting trial  

remembers blissful days when he was free,  

I probe the barren landscape  of my vile  

deed with a prosecutorõs scrutiny; 

seal the crime scene, where graveyards of my grief  

have done tormenting me, and sow the seeds  

of healing that will spring the new -born leaf.  

I walk loveõs path before it fell to weeds. 

Forget since garnered cr ops that distance me  

from knowledge of the rot my chill would yield.  

I seed with torturing consistency  

the fertile furrows of that fateful field,  

then comb for nectar honeybees had sucked  

from blossoms which I subsequently plucked.  

        -Frank De Canio  
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Bull Birthing: Parts 1 & 2 
-Adam Van Winkle  

 

Part 1  

 

he little legs and hooves were right there, hanging out of the mama cowõs ass.   

òSheõs havinõ troubleñin a lot of pain,ó my step-dad, Leon, answered before I could 

ask the question.  

I couldnõt tell she had feelings one way or the other about the calf half -hanging out of her 

rear -end.  òShe donõt look it,ó I pronounced in all my twelve-year-old worldliness.  

òSee how much snot is running out her nose?ó I hadnõt before, but he was right.  It was 

pouri ng like a faucet.  

òYea I see that now.ó 

òKnow how you gotta blow your nose when you cry?ó 

òYea?ó  I didnõt like that he said thatñmade me feel like a little kid.  

òSame thing.ó 

Iõd been around live births.  Iõd always watched my step-dad and whoever pull th at little 

Bambi -walking thing out and set the mama and baby up with special post -birth vitamins to get 

their strength up.  Never paid much attention to how they got it out.  Never remembered my 

step-dad talking about a difficult birth or the mama cowõs pain.  I had to ask:  òWell, why is she 

in so much pain?ó 

òThose are the back legsñcalfõs cominõ out the wrong way.  Mammals come head first, just 

like us.ó 

òWhyõs it backwards?ó 

òWho knows?ó 

T 



 pg. 21 

 That was unsatisfactory, but I could tell now was not the time to push for a real 

explanation.  So instead I asked, òWhat are we supposed to do?ó 

 Leon, almost too slowly, went into the corner of the corral where the almost -Mama was 

laboring to stay standing.  He looked at her rear -end again where the calfõs back legs were 

hanging out.  Finally he confirmed what heõd already said: òYeañson of a bitch is backards.ó 

 He went into the tool shed by the corral lot and came out with a rope and a come -along.  

He dropped the come-along off in my waiting basket of arms ñalmost knoc ked me down.  He 

walked, still slowly, over to the cow, eased her against the fence so she was part -standing, part -

leaning against the cedar boards of the corral pin.  Then, he slipped the lassoed end of the rope 

over the pair of legs and hooves dangling, and snugged the noose around the little unbornõs 

ankles.  

 He walked out of the pin, and left the big gate open.  Whatever the plan, I wasnõt going to 

know ahead of time.  He crawled in the old Ford farm truck sitting by the barn, its bed stationed 

under th e hay loft.  He cranked it up, wheeled it around, and backed it to the open gate of the 

corral pin.  

 He hopped out of the cab, left the truck idling with the door open.  òAlright,ó he directed, 

ògo put the big hook of the come-along to the bumper.  Then st retch the cable out 2 or 3 feet.ó 

 I marched over, carrying the big come -along with both arms.  When I got to the back of the 

truck, I let it fall from my chest to the dirt.  Then I bent down and put the big metal hook into a 

t -slot on the truckõs aftermarket steel bumper.  

 I should have pieced together the plan by now, but I was just following individual 

directions at this point.  I released the come -alongõs reel, and pulled out what I thought might be 

2 or 3 feet just by eyeballing.  

 Now back by the cow, my step-dad hollered, òNot so much, thatõs fine.  Lock it there and 

ratchet it up some.ó  I awkwardly set the cable right.  Meanwhile, heõd tied another loop into the 

end of the rope not wrapped around the calfõs ankles, and was walking toward me with the loop 

extended, the slack rope drawing tighter with each step.  Instinctively I grabbed the loop as he 

reached me and picked up the smaller hook from the end of the come -alongõs cable and fed it 

through the little loop and let go.  The rope and the come -along both hung freely in the air, one 

end hooked to a calf, the other to a rusty old bumper.  

 By this point the plan had come together in my mind: he was going to use a Ford to birth a 

cow.  Or we were.  

My step -dad delivered the next steps with a casualness that was shocking, telling me, 

òOkay, crawl in the truck, put your foot on the brake, put her in drive, when I say, ease her 

forward.ó 

That seemed like a mistake in speech or in planning.  òWhat?ó I asked. 

òJust get behind the wheel.  Close the door, lean out the window, and Iõll talk you through 

it.ó 

òHow come youõre not driving?ó 

òGotta help the calf out on this end,ó he said, kneeling at the cowõs haunches and reaching 

both hands and wrists and forearms into the mama, around the off -spring.  

He was right.   Driving sounded the easier task.  
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I crawled into the cab, closed the door, put the window down, and fixed eyes on my step -

dad and the cow at the end of my tow line reflected in the side mirror.  I put both stretched feet 

on the brake pedal.  The column sh ifter slid all the way down to drive with little effort.  I got 

ready to give the gas whenever Dad hollered up for me to go.  

 

Part 2  

 

 Being young comes with a complete lack of touch.  Sitting there, undoubtedly on the better 

end of a cow, a calf, a come-along, 20 feet of rope, and an old Ford farm truck, I was questioning 

my touch for perhaps the first time in my life.   

 My step -dad had hollered up, òToo much gas and youõll break his neck,ó of the backwards 

nearly -born he was elbow deep in helping to pull .  òBut donõt be too easyñnone of this is 

comfortable for her,ó he threw on about the mama cow. 

 So all I had to do was be perfect.  

 The crash from the summer before was adding pressure.  I felt my step -dad thinking about 

it too.  I couldnõt figure out the right touch on that 3 -wheeler.  Not in time anyway.  

 òOkay,ó he said, for the first time sounding a bit impatient, òease on forward!ó 

 Seconds lapsed.  No out was given.  I had to go.  I pushed my foot down on the accelerator.  

The back end of the Ford su cked down against the force of the resistant bull calf.  

  I pushed harder.  My ass was sliding forward on the hot vinyl bench seat because of my 

short legs.  I had to watch on the rearview mirror.  The back tires kicked dirt ñI saw it fly and 

hit Leon and t he almost -mama cow. 

 òStomp on it!ó  Leon was getting tired and Iõm not sure this was any strategy or simply his 

exasperation.  Either way, I stomped on it.  

 I pushed the pedal all the way to the metal.   The exhaust popped, the rear -end squirreled 

side to side in the soft corral dust.  

 And then, everything broke free.  

 I could still see the widescreen shot in the rearview mirror even though I was practically 

laying down under the steering wheel now, the back of my head pushed into the back of the 

sweaty vin yl seat.  The bull calf flew up in the air, a foot and a half or so, and crashed down four 

or five feet from the mama cow.  I slammed on the brakes, and skidded to a stop, a cloud of red 

dust sailing past me.  I hoped I hadnõt damaged the newborn in dragging it anymore.  

 Barely remembering to throw the column shift in park, I bailed out of the clanky door and 

made my way over the uncertain dry dust of the pin to where Leon was helping the calf stand up.  

Unharmed.   

 I was out of breath, but on top of it, g rabbing the come -along, releasing the tension in its 

cable as Leon pulled the rope off the little bullõs back legs.  As I watched, I let the come-alongõs 

release pin spring down, failing to remove my left ring finger from its path.  It pressed then tore 

most of my finger nail off.  The rest filled with blood.  

 òWhat?!?ó My stepdad whirled around and asked when I let out a twelve year old 

whimper.   He was concerned ñstill amped from the shaky delivery.  Still trying to ascertain the 

damage or lack thereof.  
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 òNothing.  Just caught a finger.ó  I thought Iõd have to fake being tough, but bad as it 

looked, I was actually  toughing it out.  It didnõt feel as painful as it should anyway. 

 Leon threw the rope, calf shit, cow shit, and everything thing else in his bun dle over my 

shoulder.  In turn, I threw rope, come -along, chain, calf shit, cow shit, and all into the bed of the 

rusty blue Ford.  I grabbed the mineral lick, knowing weõd leave that in the pin with mom and 

calf to get their strength.  

 The brown mineral b lock was heavy, so I carried it granny -style between my legs with 

both hands, pressing more blood out of the naked end of my ring finger.  I stumbled forward a 

little as I threw the block up on the little rusty feed stand, the slick bottoms of my boots get ting 

no traction in the thick pin dirt.  

 The mama was just getting up, and my stumble, I suppose, made her jump.  She was 

anxious and tired and pissed off, which was fair because sheõd had a bull calf jerked out of her 

ass with a sputtering V -8 Ford.  

 She turned a face of snot and cut red eyes around as she stood.  She stared me down 

standing.  I turned to confirm I was between her and what weõd all worked so hard, but 

especially she, to birth.  It was an innocent mistake. Thatõs where the feed stand happened to be. 

 Dad must have seen it as soon as she charged because he yelled automatically, 

instinctually, òStand thereñstare the bitch down!ó 

 That sounded pretty stupid.  The opposite of what everything in my legs was buzzing to 

do.  Why I obeyed then I don õt know.  Lack of trust in my soft boy body to out run a fat post-

partum cow, or complete trust in Dad.  

 My eyes hit hers hard.  Both her legs went stiff in front of her, like skis on a water plane.  

She skidded to a stop, no less offended in expression.  

 Nevertheless, she turned and went back to the corner of the pin.  

 I turned with nerves still jumping, chest to feet, but smiling, a little, trying to contain a 

bigger smile.  Dad didnõt say a wordñwas already leading the little calf back to his mom, nothin g 

between them.  

 òWhat the hell was that?ó  I knew the answerñshe thought I was trying to come between 

her and her firstborn.  But it felt like a conversation starter.  I said it as manly as I was capable.  

Or at least, what I thought manly sounded like.  

 òMamas are just protective of their young ôuns.ó  He said it as a universal truth, without of 

much care, ignoring that my mom had let her young ôun out here in a pin with a lot of anxious 

beef.  Or maybe trying to suppress elaboration on the notion.   

I kn ow he thought about that though because he tacked on, òDonõt tell your mother.ó 

òOkay, Dad,ó I said, closing the corral gate behind us.ƍ 
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Poisoned Rum 
-Molly Rideout  

 

e almost got her to make out 

with us.  

òThat was a weird 

night,ó James said around noon the next day 

in our bedroom, curtains drawn, acting hung 

over. James claimed never to get hung over.  

òWhat part?ó 

òWe almost had a make-out party with 

Shane,ó he said. òAlso the porn.ó 

òShe didnõt see the porn,ó I told him. 

òShe definitely saw the beginning of 

the porn.ó 

òShe was in the bathroom by that 

point.ó Although I wasnõt entirely sure. A 

poorly taken webcam shot of some woman õs 

impossibly melonous breasts floated through 

my memory amidst a sea of vodka tonic. Had 

Shane been with us on the pull out couch, or 

had she already expelled her foamy -brown 

round -one into the toilet bowl, her stomach 

contracting into a body of poor deci sions.  

òI have alcohol poisoning,ó she told us, 

back on the pullout. She was shivering under 

the pink, acrylic blanket I had found for her. 

It was the sort of blanket, produced en masse 

in the 1980s, which every house seemed to 

possess and relegate for it s guests. The hotel 

blanket. In every room in America.  

òYou donõt have alcohol poisoning,ó I 

replied. Determined not to follow her lead to 

the bathroom, I stuffed my face with Wheat 

Thins at the end of the bed. She continued to 

shiver. Holding her hand ti ght in his, James 

curled up beside Shane. He pushed her thin 

hair out of her face. He had taken his glasses 

off. Under the covers Shane pumped her legs 

for warmth. None of us noticed the open 

window behind the closed curtains, the cold 

air drifting in.  

Shane had arrived around a quarter to 

eight. The whole house and Joe were out on 

the lawn, sprawled on a mixture of plastic 

patio and kitchen chairs. The remains of 

dinner were crumpled between us on the two 

card tables James had dragged out of the 

spider roo m and set up. An empty bag of 

baby carrots lay tucked under a cheap 

mixing bowl filled with cantaloupe rinds and 

their discarded seedy innards. The vines of 

our gardenõs midget-variety melons had died 

back unexpectedly (natural causes, our 

gardener assured  us) so Elisa and I had 

harvested the palest from the limp -leafed 

bed. They were the size of large grapefruits. 

Elisaõs northern Iowa farm hands could 

grasp two at once. I took off my grey sweater 

and filled it. The thin, cotton fabric bulged 

and stretched  as we hurried them back to 

the house. 

It was the last night of the artist 

residency session. The gallery show had 

opened the evening before with equal 

mixings of relief, pride and boredom. The 

women in the house had spent the last 

month working toward the  exhibition, the 

two painters, the two writers, and the 

filmmaker, and despite the opening 

reception, the cheese, the crackers, and the 

cheap wine all packed away and digesting in 

the townõs assorted stomachs, Mindy spent 

the following day finishing her pa inting that 

already hung in the gallery. Oils spread 

across a glass plate in hand, she dabbed a 

little more tan onto the red of Joeõs electric-

shock hair and pondered changes perceptible 

only to her. A portrait of her time at the 

artist residency. I suppos e I would have 

called it abstract.  

I am often asked what it is like to run 

an artist residency, what itõs like to share a 

house with people who come and go, with 

fingers covered in ink, with spray paint 

fumes and stretcher bars. Donõt you and Joe 

ever get sick of it? Doesnõt James? I wave my 

hand about as if I havenõt yet come to a 

conclusion on my opinion of the place. Oh itõs 

good, I tell them. Itõs a lot of work. A lot of 

bathrooms to keep clean. A lot of doors to 

make sure are closed at night. òItõs nice, I 

guess. The communal life.ó  

W 
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It was my night to make dinner, and 

thanks to Mindy and Mindyõs painting, I was 

late. In a frenzy, I chopped and sautéed the 

vegetables from the garden, threw two kinds 

of pasta into one pot. Elisa harvested lambs 

quarters,  a weed almost as common as grass 

on the farm, and we used it to augment my 

basil pesto up to eight servings. Joe, James, 

the five visiting artists and I each took a 

plate outside. The evening was barely warm 

enough for outdoor eating, and as the sun 

began to set, the air cooled. By a quarter to 

eight when Shane arrived in half a smile and 

shorts, it was no longer shorts weather.  

òWhat size pants do you wear?ó she 

asked me. She clutched her arms about her.  

òNot your size,ó I apologized.  

It had taken me twe nty -four years to 

realize that I was small. I didnõt feel small. I 

stood at mostly the same height as other 

women. I looked mostly the same width at 

the shoulders. But the bras that fit me best 

were little girl bras, and the clothes that 

were too tight on my friends were too big on 

me. When Joe asked me to unlock the 

costume cage at the community theatre so he 

could find a good fur coat to rage nights at 

Burning Man, the one he picked was short in 

the sleeves. On me the fur stretched all the 

way to my finge rtips. It had once been his 

grandfatherõs, I told him. He seemed to 

recognize it.  

òShane,ó Melissa called from the head 

of the table, already on her way to drunk. 

òDid you hear that the kitten died?ó 

Mindy began to moan at the memory.  

òHit on the highway,ó A heavy young 

writer named Emily, supplied.  

òStop, stop, stop. I canõt deal with 

this,ó said Mindy. 

òJoe had to clean it up with a shovel.ó 

òDid you bury it?ó Elisa asked. 

òI put it in a trash bag.ó 

òWhat did you do with the trash bag?ó 

òI put it in the dumpster.ó 

òIõm going to go home for some pants,ó 

said Shane. 

òGood idea. Weõre doing a beer run.ó 

òBeer and mixers.ó 

Half an hour later there was eighty 

dollars of new liquor in the art studios and 

half the girls were watching Youõve Got Mail. 

The other ha lf were cleaning their 

workspaces, packing for the next dayõs 

departure. Out at the fire pit, James was 

trying desperately to start a bonfire by 

lighting a pack of twigs wrapped in treated 

cardstock. I searched the brush pile for 

better wood. On a fallen b ranch at the top of 

the heap I spotted a four -inch stick swaying 

against the breeze. A praying mantis. In the 

semi-darkness, I held my cell phone up for 

better light. Her head swiveled toward me as 

if to say, òGet that fucking monstrosity out of 

my face. Iõm walking on this branch.ó Even 

as I stared straight at it I kept losing the 

insectõs twiggy body in the cellular light. 

òThe last time I saw a praying mantis 

that big, I was in the college dorms,ó said 

Joe. I pictured a slightly chubbier, high 

school art  geek smoking joint after joint in 

Cleveland Hall back in 2003, doing whatever 

he could to show off to the older college 

students around him. òThat little fucker flew 

in through the window and started to bzzzz, 

bzzzzz, bzzzz all over the room.ó He shot both 

hands through the air to mimic the insectõs 

panicked trajectory. òWe thought it was a 

bird, it was so huge. Everyone was yelling.ó 

He grabbed the branch with the aim of 

bulking up the now successful fire. Heõd 

dismantled Jamesõs bundle of twigs and built 

the regular old Boy Scouts kindling teepee, 

replaced the matches with a lighter. Amid 

the shaking leaves, I lost sight of the praying 

mantis once more.  

òDonõt disturb her!ó I shouted. 

òSheõs the symbol of feminism. Sheõll 

do fine.ó Joe gave the branch one more yank 

and dragged the wood to the Giving Tree to 

break it in half.  

The original idea for the Giving Tree 

was very simple. Conceived the year prior by 

a temp worker weõd hired named Ames, the 

structure consisted of a fortified pole with 

welded metal br anches radiating from the 

trunk. On each of these branches, Ames 

explained, should hang a bucket filled with 
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pack-rat miscellany gathered up from around 

the farm. Anything found in a bucket could 

be used for an art project: flat tricycle tires, 

nails, a to rn American flag. With the help of 

five work -study artists, Ames raised the 

center pole within the towering interior of 

the residencyõs old white barn. Together they 

welded on three scrap -metal branches. By 

this point it was mid -November, and there 

was no heat in the barn save for the heat of 

their own sweater -wrapped bodies. Theyõd 

run out of welding wire and weõd run out of 

money. The project was abandoned. A month 

later Ames was fired for breaking the 

tractor, drinking on the job and because weõd 

run out  of money. When Joe returned from 

Philly the next spring he dragged the Giving 

Tree out behind the corrugated metal hut 

that had become the metalworking studio 

and tried to forget it had ever been built. 

Today, the Giving Tree provided a solid 

frame agains t which we broke branches for 

firewood.  

In the light of the now crackling 

bonfire, I watched James and Shane share a 

bench of concrete blocks only big enough for 

two. He was leaving in three weeks for 

graduate school, I was drunk, and we had 

both agreed to  try and lure Shane into our 

bed. I was comfortable. I was that person Iõd 

always hoped Iõd be: rational, methodical. If 

all it took was making out with another girl 

to break up our relationship, we didnõt have 

a very solid relationship to begin with. That õs 

what I told myself. Thatõs what I told James. 

James and Shane talked and drank, Shane 

falling into James more and more as she 

became agitated about the hell -in -a-hand-

basket state of the country. Mitt Romney had 

announced Paul Ryan as his presidential 

running mate for the upcoming elections, 

and even though we were still two days away 

from Todd Akinõs anti-abortion comments 

that òThe bodies of legitimate rape victims 

have a way of preventing pregnancies,ó she 

was despondent. I know, James consoled. I 

know. He still hadnõt told her heõd voted 

republican in the last presidential election.  

òBut James, itõs so bad. Itõs so bad!ó 

Beside them, the two writers, Erika 

and Emily, sat pressed together on a log 

bench. Erikaõs espresso cup was finally 

empty of the fo ul concoction she had mixed of 

rum and tonic. After a few forced sips of her 

mistake sheõd pressured it onto Joe and 

James, who downed it between the two of 

them. Their contorted faces reflected like 

gargoyles in the firelight. Not a drop of rum 

wasted. 

The next morning, Joe decided the 

rum had been poisoned.  

òI thought I threw up. But Iõm not sure 

I did. Parents showed up early this morning. 

Surprise visit. I had to get real stoned to deal 

with it. But seriously, that rum. Poison.ó 

òShane and I threw up,ó agreed 

James. 

òI thought I was going to,ó Joe said 

again. òYou okay?ó he nodded at me across 

the claw -footed kitchen table that had 

arrived on the farm with his great -

grandfather, decades ago. Its surface was 

sticky with liquor.  

òI stuck to vodka tonics,ó I said.  

The three of us had spent many 

mornings in this fashion, around the table, 

grasping at the dark dregs of French -press 

coffee. Together we rehashed the previous 

eveningõs events in great detail. We told each 

other just how drunk I got and how drunk 

she got and remember all those crazy things 

you said? I did not. You did. It went like 

thiséThe human race has always been 

proud of its oral history, from the Nordic to 

the Greek epics. But when I thought about it, 

those old tales really werenõt much more 

than embellished versions of Joeõs, Jamesõs 

and my bard -like retelling. Oh man, you 

missed how wasted Beowulf got last night at 

the lodge. He ripped this pariahõs arm off! 

Aw, you should have seen it! Everyone 

laughed and a chorus of Yeah, I was real 

drunk  bounced off the solid timbers of the 

great hall. Yeah, that shit was crazy.  

In the light of the previous nightõs fire 

we drank all eighty dollars of alcohol. On her 

bench Emily sat straight -backed, the girth 

that came from no exercise and 52 ounces of 
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Pepsi a day sloping out below her. She belted 

across the circle a monologue about some 

anime no one else had heard of. Her words 

came fast and large like the first half of a 

high school debate. No one bothered to throw 

out a counter -argument. Beside her, Erik a 

slumped sideways, using her friendõs 

shoulder as a back rest as she stared at the 

darkness, focusing her daze every few 

minutes on the passionate conversation 

James and Shane were having about 

whether or not Shane should email a Swede 

sheõd met once in Germany for tips on how to 

become an expat. Every now and then Emily 

stopped her monologue, put a protective arm 

around Erika and mutter something in her 

ear. Both laughed. James told Shane she 

should email the Swede. Shane nodded.  

After a lengthy discussio n of our 

limited prospects, James and I had decided 

to pursue Shane for a 30 -rack of reasons: she 

was both single and a little crazy, had just 

moved back to our small town and was more 

than a little panicked about what kind of 

sexless future this decision had caused. She 

was attractive, a coffee shop fashion, hair 

feathered and dyed a subtle red, hazel eyes, 

quirked mouth. She knew more about gender 

politics than I did, read more than I did, and 

when tipsy had no verbal filter. For all of 

these reasons, I d ecided, rationally ticking 

boxes down the list, I wouldnõt mind sleeping 

with her. James needed no convincing.  

The largest reason was her breasts. 

Because, seriously.  

I moved around the fire and sat down 

in the grass beside the cinderblock bench. 

From whe re James sat I could tell he had a 

solid view down Shaneõs v-neck top. Shane 

owned many shirts, all of them thin and low -

cut.  

òMolly,ó Shane told me, still half fallen 

in Jamesõs lap. òThis country. This whole 

country. Itõs awful. Iõm serious.ó She sat up. 

òWe should watch porn.ó 

 òNo,ó said James in a firm voice. òNo, 

we shouldnõt.ó 

òWhy not?ó Both Shane and I looked 

at him.  

òBecause youõll open the computer and 

ask me to drive, and I donõt want that kind of 

pressure.ó 

òSeriously,ó agreed Joe from Jamesõs 

other side.  

òLetõs do it,ó I said. 

òLetõs go,ó said Kate. 

We stood, linked arms and headed 

back toward the house. òThat thing you 

asked me about earlier.ó Shane stumbled as 

she whispered into my ear. òI want to try it.ó  

I heard footsteps and Jamesõs arm 

wrapped around my waist.  

òI need water,ó Shane told us. 

Ten minutes later she was vomiting.  

òDo you think Emily and Erika were 

doing it?ó Joe asked James and me the next 

day, after a furry -mouthed Shane had snuck 

home and the artists had all departed for t he 

session. We scoffed. 

òAlthough, what was with that kiss at 

the gallery opening?ó I conceded. òMy angle 

was bad so I couldnõt see. Was that a cheek 

kiss or a mouth kiss?ó 

òCheek kiss,ó Joe and James chorused. 

We had the event on film. Joe offered to go 

back through the footage to recheck just in 

case. We laughed and then tried to guess 

which of the two young women would have 

been most likely to ruffie the rum and make 

us all sick.  

òErika.ó 

òNo definitely Emily. Am I right?ó 

These were the things we talked  about when 

our artists were gone and we were left with 

the mess and the ants and the mice theyõd 

left behind. ƍ
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Punk Rock and Dashrath Manjhi 

òDashrath Manjhi, a native of Gehlour...using only a hammer and a chisel carved out a 360-ft 

long, 25-ft h igh and 30 -ft wide road from a mountain. This took him no less than 22 years."  

-from The Viewspaper.net, òThe Mountain Manó 

 

 

My niece has discovered the Descendents:  

now she calls me lame for not being angry out loud,  

wears decibels for earrings and knuck le dusters,  

learning to flex this wanting war over every slight.  

 

She says it's a matter of giving a fuck,  

getting pissed enough to fight for yourself,  

moving mountains by force of will  

And I tell her about the Tunnel Man.  

She rolls her eyes, brushes it of f. 

 

She's only listened to this music for a week,  

thinks her home begins and ends at the picket line  

so I won't tell her about my band days just yet ñ 

how no one picked up a guitar to raise fresh hell  

without first getting the promise of family.  

 

I want to  say it's a matter of fighting despite yourself.  

If a man could defy a mountain for his wife and village,  

I can think of no better protest than to love so fiercely  

only decades of building will satisfy.  

      -Marc Santos  
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High Fructose Corn Syrup Boy 
-Alex Vigue 

 

They can make so many things from corn. Car fuel, plastic, cheap sugar substitutes, 

alcohol. They can even make people.  

I am one of them.  

The process is lengthy and disgusting but so is sex. So is love or lack thereof.  

When an entire country is run by the Corn Industry people start to get upset. òWhy are 

they feeding us this? Youõre killing small farms. I donõt even like corn.ó They had to find a way to 

appease customers. 

I was plucked from artificially enriched soil by monstrous harvesters. I  was ground up and 

put into vats. I was boiled and liquefied.  

Somewhere in Ohio a man invented a chemical that could extract the DNA from 

organisms. They stole his formula and got him kicked out of the scientific community for playing 

god. They mixed his formula into the vats that contained me. They set me into great spinning 

drums where I was rolled into curds. Yellow corn lumps with bits of life inside.  

The FDA was paid off; allowing for my existence to continue.  

A woman in Florida built a machine that  sequenced DNA. She called it the RRNAM. 

Robotic Ribonucleic Acid Machine. They 

hired her to feed wet chunks of under 

purposed òcornó into her sequencer. When 

she saw what came out she quit and 

moved to Germany.  

A baby with corn husks for hair and 

fingerna ils. Eyes like kernels. Fingers and 

toes reaching with roots.  

I was hideous but they painted me 

normal and better.  

The news said they revolutionized 

life. Infertile parents could now have 

babies without surrogates or adoption 

paperwork. The Whitehouse pra ised the 

Corn Industry. They even had a child made for the president and her wife.  

The advertisements on TV all said that we were healthy and happy. They said we were 

just like anyone else. But when we grew up and we dated others like us and had unplanned  

pregnancies the Corn Industry took the children. They hid them from the media. I wanted my 

baby more than anything.  

It kept happening; we kept having babies and multiplying. There was talk of sending us 

all to an island or outer space. We were a problem.  The babies were a bigger one. They didnõt 

have faces like we did. They didnõt have cute little noses or rosy cheeks. They had corn silk all 

over their bodies like the wild corn of the past. All of their kernels were different colors; they 

were unpaintable .  They grew faster than any plant or animal. They took root and swallowed the 

entire mid -west in stalks and fat corn bodies.  

Their roots spread. Mexico and Canada put up walls. Their seeds caught on the wind. Our 

children ate up the world. The humans wer e smothered. ƍ 

  

THE ADVERTISEMENTS ON TV ALL SAID THAT WE 

WERE HEALTHY AND HAPPY. THEY SAID WE WERE 

JUST LIKE ANYONE ELSE. BUT WHEN WE GREW UP 

AND WE DATED OTHERS LIKE US AND HAD 

UNPLANNED PREGNANCIES THE CORN INDUSTRY 

TOOK THE CHILDREN. 
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Artist: Sarah Lazaretti  

 

 

 

 

 

more beautiful than any gentle archetype 

--for Aralyn  

 

I listen to my daughter sing and she is more beautiful than any gentle archetype. Arms moving 

with sensibility she thinks of only lyrics as she si ngs to no one but me. For such a display I am 

shamed at the mosaic of broken shells within. I braid her hair and sigh as I occur finally past my 

rubble and debris. She is the most lovely part of this second skin.  

         -Anna Ivey   

 

 



 pg. 31 

Starbucks is the new McDonalds 

-Robin Wyatt Dunn  

 

Starbucks is the new McDonalds. As Mickey Dõs shot 50s culture forward into the future, 

Starbucks shoots 90s culture into the future. Each adapting to the times but retaining that 

certain frisson  unalterable of the age, its g enetic fingerprint.  

 

It must be said that Starbucks decor is more consciously a decor of leisure; if McDonalds invites 

you to sit down in order to keep moving, Starbucks invites you to sit down in order to navel -gaze. 

This despite the fact that the menus o f both restaurants have achieved near parity (though 

Starbucks does not yet have bacon cheeseburgers).  

 

We know this, or I know this, but it is uncomfortable to be reminded of it, to be reminded that 

this is me, this horrendous and grievous accumulation li ke plaque in an artery of the culture of 

my nation, always eager to adapt, no matter how absurd the addition to the mix, no matter the 

long-term consequences, Starbucks sails the wide open seas of limited possibilities, eager to 

defuse a wide swath of sens ible alternatives in favor of the neoconservative, healthier option, the 

diverse but largely immobile shibboleth that is the genius of the Starbucks chain, its aura.  

 

My memory is not improving; if anything it is getting worse. So it is amusing that someth ing like 

a chain restaurant brings these feelings back full force. Any number of absurdities may occur, I 

may undergo huge and grievous physical and psychic injury, my known universe will continue to 

collapse, but Starbucks in its all its carefully modulat ed Americana makes me feel, well, 

American, and safe.  

 

Itõs safe to be in a cafe, with the successful people. With the whining college students. 

 

The wars are still far away. Jesus is still only a mild oath rather than a horrible entity who can 

invite reli gious wars on your doorstep. Capitalism, though having lost any moral authority it 

may have gained after World War Two, retains something of its moral character  despite that, of 

sensible people behaving sensibly, not talking too loud (for Americans), not b eing too perverse 

(for Americans), not worrying too much.  

 

Donõt worry too much is Americaõs slogan, from Alfred E. Neumannõs lips to our hearts, and I 

salute that, I salute this our slogan, for it eases the horror and the insanity.  

 

Things are horrible, a nd I am insane, but I can be provided with mass -produced fast -heated 

coffee beverages and bacon entrees in attractive packaging served with a smile, deducted from a 

carefully branded Gold Card that bears my name, my personal investment in this whole ocean of 

effluvia and retroactive cultural DNA spirals, I am a beautiful mammal who belongs among my 

own, equally confused but well -meaning people, who stumbled into history with a furious religion 

and a penchant for money -making, our stubbornness always greater  than God, or Allah, our 

stubbornness almost Russian, it makes me want to weep.  

 

Weeping is not allowed in Starbucks, however, and so I drink my coffee instead. ƍ  
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Kissing Pocahontas: A Story in Six Acts 
-Kate Homer  

 

Act I, Scene 1 

The summer before ninth g rade, sheõs cast as the title character in the Epic Teen Theatre 

production of Pocahontas. The play is an outrageous version of the already outrageous animated 

Disney movie filled with elaborate musical numbers and a lot of girls dancing with fruit baskets  

and boys brandishing prop swords.  

 

On the first day of rehearsal, she finds his name on the cast 

list: JOHN SMITH, played by TYLER JOHN MORGAN  

 

She wonders if he included his middle name by choice. Or if 

his mother insisted when she signed him up for th is. She 

shakes her head. It doesnõt matter. She likes the symmetry of 

his name. It dances through her head syllable by syllable. 

During their first rehearsal, the director has everyone sit in a 

circle and introduce themselves to the cast.  

 

John Smith intr oduces himself as Tyler. No John, no Morgan. 

His voice is smooth, already mature, already resonating in her 

ears. She is so taken aback by this development that she 

barely gets her name out of her mouth and when she does it 

sounds like a squeak.  

 

SOPHIE  

òIõm Sophie. Sophie James.ó  

 

When she sits down, her face aflame, Tyler turns to her and smiles. And she thinks how lucky she 

is to have been cast as the female lead in this epic love story between Pocahontas and John Smith.  

 

 [Years later, she will learn  just how historically inaccurate the story is. Years later, 

she will be embarrassed and become very upset at the portrayal of Pocahontas and 

Native Americans in the media. Years later, she will write to Disney and express her 

discontent in a strongly word ed letter that she gets her entire sociology class to sign.]  

 

But now she is fourteen. And at fourteen, she loves the elaborate musical numbers, the new songs 

she learns, her delicate fawn -colored costume, how her troublesome curls are hidden under a slee k, 

black wig, and the idea that two very different people can fall in love. But mostly, she loves the pin 

pricks of excitement that she feels all over her body when she pictures him as John Smith kissing 

her, as Pocahontas, right on the lips.  

 

Act I, Scene 2 
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He hadnõt intended to kiss her. He hadnõt intended for any of this to happen. Epic Teen Theatre 

wasnõt his idea. It was a ploy concocted by both his parents, the Lawyers, to get him out of the 

house for a month. He hadnõt intended to be cast as the male lead. In fact, his mission was to 

infuriate the director, the assistant director, and all of the adults who helped out backstage so heõd 

get kicked out and spend his days hanging out with his friends. And he did have unauthorized 

sword fights and hatch sc hemes among his fellow Englishmen to steal the fake fruit of the fruit 

basket -bearing maidens, but along the way something happened. He started enjoying rehearsals 

and found himself looking forward to them each night before bed, looking forward to seeing her.  

 

The night before the final show, the director tells them both that it would probably be better if 

John Smith and Pocahontas didnõt kiss. But here they are. Itõs closing night, the final of five 

performances. The lights are bright, the audience is the  best theyõve had so far, and thereõs 

something sparkling in her dark blue eyes that makes him think itõs a good idea.  

 

[Years later, heõll transfer out of Sociology 101 and pick up Civil War History instead. 

He wonõt think about the implications of how Native Americans are portrayed in the 

media. But he will think about her and how she looked under the lights in this 

moment.]  

 

So he takes her hands in his.  

TYLER as JOHN SMITH  

òNow that I know you, my life will never be the same.ó 

SOPHIE as POCAHONTAS  

òNeither will mine.ó 

 

He smiles and leans into her. And as their lips collide, the audience cheers.  

 

Act II, Scene 1  

In September, sheõs surprised to find him in her homeroom at her 

new high school, though she shouldnõt be given the close proximity 

of the fi rst letters of their last names. He sees her and grins. She 

likes his grin, the one he puts on his face when he thinks heõs 

being clever. She likes his eyes and how green they are and how 

they remind her of a field of young corn and how that reminds her 

of Pocahontas.  

 

But freshman year, they donõt get along. The boy who was once 

her John Smith is a horrible lab partner. He does not want to fill 

out the diagram of the cell or answer questions related to the cellõs 

organelles and their various functions. In stead, he holds contests 

with that blond girl, Courtney Stuart, to see who can sound like a 

better platypus. Sophie tries not to be jealous, but Courtney 

Stuart is a Big Deal and she, Squeaky Sophie, is not. She spends 

half of the year rolling her eyes at him and the other half ignoring him. She does not return to Epic 

Teen Theatre that summer.  
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[Years later, upon hearing the word òplatypus,ó she will think of him, sitting on top 

of his desk all hunched over and mooing.]  

 

Act II, Scene 2  

He canõt help it that cells donõt interest him. You canõt even see them. And furthermore, they bore 

him . Most of their third period biology class, himself included, is not going to need to know about 

cells or their organelles about a year from now, possibly not even six mon ths from now. And he 

doesnõt like Courtney Stuart, at least not in That Way. Her hair is kind of a brassy blond and her 

chin is sort of narrow. But he does like that sheõs popular. This never interested him before, but 

this is high school. Things are diffe rent and he feels like he needs to somehow guarantee his 

survival for the next four years. Providing Courtney Stuart entertainment in third period biology 

earns him an invitation to sit with her and her friends during fifth period lunch.  

 

So, for most of freshman year, he ignores the fact that Sophie ignores him. Instead, he perfects his 

various animal sounds with Courtney Stuart and Charles Martin, his new best friend who tells 

horrible jokes, and tries not to look at Sophie when they pass each other in t he hallways.  

 

But in the spring Courtney Stuart betrays him. A Ziploc of marijuana is found in her locker and 

she tells the school guidance counselors that it belongs to him. The school guidance counselors are 

so distraught over this that they proclaim it  an Incident and they call the Lawyers in for a 

conference. Convinced that heõs turning to drugs as an outlet of adolescent self-expression, the 

Lawyers send him to Sedona to spend the summer with his grandmother. He doesnõt return to 

Epic Teen Theatre eit her.  

 

[Years later, heõll still be drug free, and 

heõll curse himself for all the time he 

wasted trying to impress Courtney 

Stuart.]  

 

Act III, Scene 1  

Her parents move from one town to another and 

suddenly she and Tyler are riding the same bus to 

school next fall. She ignores him at first. Then one day 

he sits next to her and recounts how stupid he was 

freshman year and that the Ziploc was not, in fact, his. 

So, she gives in and they talk, first about how horrible 

Courtney Stuart is and then about the upc oming spring 

musical (Damn Yankees), seventh period geometry 

(awful), Mr. Shermanõs haircut (even more awful than 

geometry), and Kyle Ryan and Lucy Shelleyõs hook up 

last weekend (SHOCKING).  

 

And then the next day he asks her to the homecoming dance.  
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At  the dance, she canõt believe he wants to kiss her with those braces in her mouth, but he does!  

 

His lips are soft.  

Warm.  

And his tongue tender like a summer peach.  

 

Her mouth responds to his and itõs like a rush of sweet fruit that glazes her teeth and her tongue. 

This is only their second kiss, but everything about it has her aching for more.   

 

When the song ends and the lights come on, he pulls away slowly, reluctantly. His face awash in 

a sheepish grip and they walk hand in hand toward the exit. At  the end of the night, after diner 

food and enduring about ten thousand of Charles Martinõs groan-inducing jokes, he kisses her 

again on the front porch of her parentsõ new house. Her skin tingles where his hands have touched 

her. For the rest of the night , his kisses echo with every pump of her heart filling her with 

something new and warm and excited.  

 

[Years later she will realize his kisses filled her like nothing else ever had, like 

nothing else ever would.]  

 

Act III, Scene 2  

The day after the homecom ing dance, the Lawyers take him to the 5K walk /run for Cancer 

Prevention!, a h ospital fundraiser. The Hospital is one of their biggest clients and they are in full 

lawyer mode. And who is there but blond Courtney Stuart, daughter of the Head of Oncology. H e 

still hates her, but decides that spending most of the morning sitting down by the river watching 

her smoking half a pack of Virginia Slims and bitching about 

school is better than the 5K walk/run.  

 

Somewhere between her second and third cigarette, 

Courtney Stuart apologizes for the Incident.  

 

And somewhere between her fifth and sixth cigarette, she 

presses her lips against his. And he doesnõt pull away.  

 

On Monday morning, Courtney Stuart takes his hand in the 

hallway before homeroom. She asks if he w ants to come with 

her to see her favorite band on Saturday night in the city. 

Before he can respond to either the hand -holding or her 

invitation, he sees Sophie. Her eyes see only his hand 

entwined with Courtneyõs. As Sophie shakes her head, her 

unruly cur ls bounce back and forth. He drops Courtneyõs 

hand, but Sophieõs gone, lost in the rush to get to homeroom 

before he can try and explain.  

 

In homeroom he approaches her desk after the morning announcements. He wants to say heõs 

sorry. He wants to tell her  that this is all a huge misunderstanding. That he canõt possibly like 


