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Poetry.                Editor’s Choice. 

Abortion Clinic: Jackson, MS

Anna Gary

This pink building is full of dead things, but this man 
still sings about God. If my breasts could sing, they’d sing.
We are the world. My breasts are the world. The world is 
my breasts and you live inside of them—but you are not 
my breasts. You are the meat not the mold and you’d be 
wrong to forget. Only the most pink, the most dead, the most 
viciously incorruptible rotting displacements that your raw 
snout turns up at and loves-them-not can make the living sing—
sing of hope and round ends. You will see these ends again 
because they exist and you will love them again because 
they are round. My breasts are the world and you are the world 
but my breasts are not you because you only dwell there. We are 
dead and fresh together and I must tell you:

 you’d be oh so wrong to forget.
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Editor’s Choice.               Visual Art. 

Without Need for Words (etching)

Anna Nations



�

Photography.               Editor’s Choice. 

Figure 0

Abed Haddad
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Editor’s Choice.            Non-Fiction.

Of Rocking Chairs and Life Support

Laney Lenox

 She always stuck to hymns when she sang to me. A Patsy Cline tune may have started to 
slip in sometimes, but it never lasted long. God could have forgiven her voice. Patsy would not 
have had the mercy or the patience.
 She truly had the single most aesthetically unpleasing voice that I have ever heard. I loved 
it. I always asked her to sing to me.
 This is the first time that I have ever written about her, which is strange because she was 
the strongest. We always write about the superlatives. We write about the first time we thought 
we were in love, when we thought it was the most real anything could ever be. We write about the 
loved one who died and left us feeling the most dead, the deadest, infinitely more dead than their 
shell could feel lying in that casket. The days that we lose car keys or leave lunches at home are 
forgotten; they enter the wasteland of memory, rather than being granted the permanence of the 
pen.  But for years I’ve left one of the most important superlatives untouched, and I think it was 
for the fear that rooting her in the permanence of a work of my writing would finally be the end 
because her end would be recorded, undoubtedly and unchangeably.
 I can still remember every detail of it happening. I would sit in her lap as she sang and 
watch the chair sway and hit the lamp next to the wall, as it inevitably did. I knew the lamp was 
going to crash into the wall. That fascinated me. I embraced my power to predict what was going 
to happen while simultaneously embracing the event’s inevitability.  
Crashing lamp, people chatting, the gravelly groaning of her voice: our own cacophonous orches-
tra lingering and gently filling the halls of 6071 Foxchase Trail. 
 Later I understood what she was doing. She hated drawing attention to herself and she 
knew that her voice was the epitome of awfulness, but still she sang because I was satisfied only 
by my grandmother’s song. I wonder if it is a contradiction that in knowing how bad it was I can 
still regard it as beautiful in a way nothing else ever will be.
 She did not die all at once. She slowly faded. She forgot something new everyday. She had 
forgotten if she had eaten. One day she forgot who my aunt was. Her physical and mental health 
in steady decline, it was as if everyone she had ever cared for was slowly sucking the life from 
her. Vampires, leaving her nothing but smiles she could not understand and people she could not 
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Non-Fiction.               Editor’s Choice. 

remember loved her.
 I went in because she would have gone in, but she would have stayed. I could not stay 
longer than the time it took to say goodbye.  
 If I had been younger when it happened, I might have asked her to sing. But I was sixteen 
and I could not ignore the tube down her throat, forcefully parting her mouth. A tiny clip that 
they called a butterfly clip was attached to a vein in her neck. My grandma was alive because 
things were piercing her body and forcing her to maintain the minimum functions needed for 
survival. Breathing, feeding: a machine keeping alive a machine. A series of detachments would 
soon ensue and she would not be alive anymore. But this already was not life, it was not living, it 
was not my grandmother. Her skin was waxy, already plasticity of a corpse. She was a corpse that 
they were forcing life into. The rhythmic rising and falling of her chest was eerily like the rocking 
of the chair that we sat in together. Like the lamp that I always knew would crash into the wall, I 
could also predict this event and I knew its inevitability. I was done watching so I left.
 Years before she died, before lucidity had begun to elude her, she requested a closed casket 
funeral in a sense of macabre practicality. My family has always favored being practical over being 
sentimental. After all, only one is needed for survival. On the day of the visitation I could not stop 
staring at her face. I had never seen Grandma wear makeup. It was wearing lipstick. My aunt said 
they left the casket open because she was such a beautiful corpse. No, it is not true. It could not 
be. That cannot be beautiful, not without my grandma in it. At least they closed the casket the day 
of the funeral. I suppose they had had enough of looking at something that was not there.
 What I wanted more than anything that day was for it to rain. The weather was just not 
appropriate. It was sunny and hot and the black was itchy and sticky. The heat turned all of the 
women’s powders and perfumes into a smell of toxic waste and suffocation. Everyone’s mask 
sweated away. 
 It made me think of decay and my grandmother in the ground. I imagine it would take a 
long time, maybe even years, with the preservatives. I cannot wrap my mind around preserving 
the dead. If they were just allowed to decay into the earth, maybe they would find a new life in 
becoming flowers and grass and food for other things that lived as they once had. I thought about 
how the last people to touch her had been embalmers with cold hands. It all seemed wrong. 
 I guess in a way this was all more appropriate than rain because nobody attending the 
funeral was really appropriate, either. There were gay hairdressers from my grandmother’s days in 
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the beauty business and cowboys from my family’s country past, and then there was me, who was 
sixteen and had no idea what I was.
 My mother told me I looked like a princess. Little girls do not look like princesses at funer-
als. They look like princesses in ballet rehearsals or going to prom. Everything was wrong.
 Everywhere was too much laughter. My uncle said that we should all find time to get to-
gether even when there wasn’t a casket around. We bought an extra grave plot for the next of us 
to go because it was a buy one get one half off deal. With comic intentions, I offered my friends 
who would visit death food, offerings from all of the good Southern ladies of Emmanuel Baptist 
Church. Sometimes things are funny and sometimes we make them that way because humans 
never really react the way we are supposed to.
 Recently I dreamt of her. I woke up and could not remember what was said or what hap-
pened. We spend our days living and avoiding the dead and dying. They are separate from us, the 
dead. They are different. We do not want to remember that one day we will join them. We don’t 
want to remember that one day we will be them. We do not want to remember that we are not 
that different. Perhaps this is why I could not remember what she said. I can only hope that she 
remembered who I was and remembered to sing.
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Short Fiction.               Editor’s Choice. 

Grey Water

Zachary Oren Smith

	 When you died sis, I couldn’t help but think how it reminded me of Howard’s death. We 
got him when I was five years old (you would have been fifteen). He was a six month mutt, but 
even then when he’d run, his hair would flare back behind his head like pine needles weathering 
wind (Mom allowed his hair to grow fairly long back then (just on his face though)). One time we 
were running in the yard and when he returned the ball, he—well he jumped up at me (he was 
excited, you see) and not thinking I laughed and the gum dropped out of my mouth and landed 
on his (then bushy) tail. I dove after it and he began rolling around in the grass sinking it farther 
and farther into his bristly hair. I couldn’t get it out (it all became worse though when Mom had 
to get the gum out of his hair with scissors and out of me with dad’s belt so it wouldn’t happen 
again). Since then mom had kept his hair short and he would paw at it (early on) with his front 
paws that always seemed to be wet.
 The first time we rushed him to the vet, the two of us were worried because he had only 
had a mouth full of food in the last three days (I had continued to place food in his bowl before 
school. When mom asked why there was a growing pile of dog food in the corner of the laundry 
room, I told her about Howard. She threw us (me. you and Howard) into the backseat. It had mom 
worried (this was before dad left and her sadness sunk in (and now you leaving her? You know the 
only time she acted the way she did back then was when you visited us)). 
 The doctor told us that he was just fine. As it turns out his “breed” had a small quirk that in 
what layman’s tongue the vet could muster, Howard was not much of an eater, and so we did not 
have to worry (that night it was you that explained it to me—you were always the smart one).
 The day he died—well, the way he died “couldn’t be helped,” “Jesus just wanted him.” Mom 
said he ate something bad; something that “didn’t agree with him” (what the opinion of foods had 
to do with Howard’s eating, I didn’t know). Howard had gotten to where he couldn’t even eat that 
tiny bit of food I left him in the kitchen each morning before I went to school. I had noticed him 
lying on his side, and when he breathed, he sucked in air with a hushed up rattle (that could only 
be heard if you stuck your face near the cold tile floor that Howard liked to nap on most bright 
days). 
 When I got back from school, he wasn’t breathing, and even when I shook him a little his 
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chest wouldn’t move. Over the phone, Mom told me to wait in my room until she got back from 
work, but I knew what happened to Howard was the same thing that had happened to Uncle Scott 
(and the same thing that would happen to you, sis). 
 As the man of the house (I was almost nine), I knew without a doubt it was my job to deal 
with his body (you had stayed at the college that weekend). I remembered the pictures from a 
book I had where warriors put their dead in these big sailing boats and sent the dead out into the 
ocean, but the ocean was far away, and (besides a toy) I didn’t have a big boat. Instead of waiting 
for Mom to get home, I found a tough looking shoebox and put Howard in it (his body weighed 
more or less the same but instead of squirming around and panting like he normally did when 
I picked him up his body hung wet (he had been sweating, I guess before he—). I emptied my 
backpack of my school workbooks and carefully rested Howard inside. I rode my bike all the way 
down Rice Road because I was going to do it at the reservoir (right where boats were unhitched 
from the big cars that carried them). I kicked the bike stand out with my right foot. The backpack 
was heavy on my shoulders, but I wasn’t going to move it on account of the sound Howard’s body 
made when it jostled around in the shoebox.
 After getting the box out of my backpack, I took it over to the water’s edge. I stepped into 
the water slowly (it was pretty cold for August). I kept saying his name (because I was choking on 
tears that prevented me from saying anything else). Finally it was time. I knelt down imagining 
the muscular bodies of the men from the book and put the cardboard-coffin on the grey. I pushed 
it and for a while Howard went on a little past the rotting docks (that me and you fished on once). 
There was a storm coming in, and the waves were restless. Howard’s box was pushed back towards 
me, and not wanting to disrespect his body I pushed it back out again (the box by this time had 
soaked through and was beginning to take on water and dissolve at the sides) the box was coming 
apart in front of me in the water (I was still sobbing and now, now I couldn’t even see Howard 
off).
 He fell out of his shoebox and I, I wanted him to go on. I touched his wet hair. I felt sick 
there in the shallows of the gray water which seemed to color the sky (water that I wanted to be 
like it was in the picture book (water I wanted to take Howard time and time again, as I pushed 
his body out of the shallows hoping it would float away)). I walked up the ramp that led to the 
water, and Howard’s body washed up beside me (his eyes were open and his feet looked damp 
(were damp)). I knelt over him and kept pushing and pushing and crying and pushing him back 
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into the water hoping it would stick this time, but he kept coming back to me. I was in the water 
saying goodbye to Howard until a policeman (part of a search party) found me out there, but as if 
it mattered to you how it turned out: How I got home (or what the cop’s name was (or how mom 
had to hold me (or how I need mom to hold me again (only I know she can’t) now that your chest 
doesn’t move either)), and what’s worse is you didn’t care when you decided to jump into those 
waters (knowing full well (from summer camp) that you’re not a swimmer). You left me to this 
(in this). Pushing you off into the reservoir only to sit and forever say goodbye (alone (with you)) 
in this damned grey water, water that pushes you back to me from everything in this town. The 
damned grey water that brings dad back to mom when we lose her to sadness (the damned grey 
that ebbs us back only once were gone, that keeps us around when we’re sickening to touch, but 
goes on and we touch them, those that know us, that knew us), and Sis, I will wait (cause it’s you) 
and sit nearby. Starring at you the way I stared at Howard that day.
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Poetry.

Outside Lovers

Anna Gary

We are quite experienced. Ten feet gin-
deep, our lies make sense and we fall quietly. 
Grass stains loud, an orchestra of me, 
rupture wildly on naked summer linens. 
Your lips crack open—unstaunched, 
they bleed. A blush of obscenity on your
speckled shoulders—our rootstalks 
marry in that fractioned crook, a noose 
for the aftermath. We are quiet, quite 
experienced and utterly spent.
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Burn Out.

Anna Gary

You asked me to stop throwing my cigarette butts. You said, 
I’ll build you something if you save them. So I saved them; 
cup holders over-flowing, I put them in zip-lock bags for you. 
My fingers stank, squeezing out the last drops of tobacco day 
after day. I imagined my name spelled out in burnt ends or 
a tiny replica of a simple animal or a dead paper tree.

You are two thousand miles away now, burning trees 
of your own. I still keep them close, every butt, every 
end; but no more zip-locks—just yellow, breaking 
piles of pathetic stubs that litter my car, my purse, 
my off-white, empty duvet cover. I want to mail them 
all to you, loose and reeking, so that you’ll remember—
finally—that in the end we built absolutely nothing.
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Disappearing Act

Jaleesa Perez

Thick rope hanging down,
feet hovering, clothes neatly pressed.
His greatest good-bye;
his mother sees and shatters. 

Feet hovering, clothes neatly pressed,
he’s taken down.
His mother sees and shatters.
This was her fault. 

He’s taken down
with their name calling and teasing.
This was her fault. 
She should have protected him but

with their name calling and teasing,
the school didn’t care: “grow some skin”.
She should have protected him, but
they’re only children. 

The school didn’t care; grow some skin:
he tried and failed.
They’re only children.
They didn’t know until

he tried and failed.
Thick rope hanging down;
they didn’t know until
his greatest good-bye.
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Hunger

Jaleesa Perez

Her small hands gripped the sheets        
                                 to be anywhere else.

         The dark she once feared seemed like a savior.
If only the strands of black could wrap around her;

  Whisper protection.

Her captor lowered himself.
  He reeked of Jack and sweat.

His gaze washed over her
                           like needles

                   f
                   a
                   l
                   l
                   i
                   n
                   g

from a place she barely understood.

She recognized that look.
                       It was hunger.

          He devoured her—
leaving behind traces of shame.
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The action impact of feminin(e quality)

Jaleesa Perez

Our actions, as impetuous as they might be,
call crudely. We are not the caring or the giving;
seemingly filled to the brim with humility.

Our desires are fevered and frenzied.
We will not be contained.
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Glowy Days

Kate Aten

Glowy days 
we call them
The feeling is ethereal 
A crisp haze of golden light
awakens the tired souls
of obedient watchers
everywhere

Glowy days ask questions
And answers come like a chill
in the fall breeze
surprising uncovered skin
with the promise 
of transformation

Glowy days come and go 
as they please
Giving and taking inspiration
like warm rays of sun that 
transpire with strength but
retreat again behind clouds

Glowy days reveal unexpected shadows 
of beauties we never noticed
We mirror the branches reflected 
as roots on the soft green grass
and we dig deep
searching for beauty of our own
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Glowy days come quietly and sit still until
they meet our hungry eyes
They inch forward and we breathe them into us
Glowy days keep us alive
The dreamers
They reignite our souls with their meekness
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The Old Saddle

Garrett Coble

Rolling spans of cracked leather, coated from the beating sun, sand, and rain
Harden the cantle of this well-traveled saddle into a coat of maroon armor 
Encasing within stories of a lifestyle scattered as ash and lost in dirt
Oh if only she could recount her stories with him! Retell her scuffed stirrups’ sights and sacri-
fices
Recall Reno and how the Nevada heat reignited the addiction of an 8 second ride 
Impart to me the rush of joy that first glittering buckle brought; let ME feel the crowd at my 
side
Slam ME against the wall in Cheyenne and flay my skin as I watch another purse slip away
The barriers may scuff your fender and dig a rut into your side—but my side, it will heal.

Oh, but spare me Santa Fe! Save me the pop of a brother’s bone under bovine horn and the surgi-
cal division of an artery; Steer me away from that cold pine box under the Old Oak. 
Won’t you share Houston with me? Electrify me with the growing rumble of the Rodeo and how 
it felt to come so close! He lost a house and home (two very different things) in eight seconds, 
you say?
There is a truth in your rips and cracks not all that different from an addict’s needle scars and 
sunken eyes—it was an addiction for him, wasn’t it? You should know. 
Did he woo your heart with promises of victories in faraway pastures; Did he cry when he traded 
you for that Smith and Wesson? 
I’m not afraid of your story! I’ll promise you the whole circuit and more; he and I are different….
aren’t we? 
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Gardening an Idea

Garrett Coble

I’ve heard only farmers and gardeners can really understand poetry
To plant an idea and watch it grow until it must be set free to paper
But not all ideas are self-planted—not all blossom into majestic flowers

Some burrow into the mind, carving an addicting path to mentally pace
Feeding on the primal emotions of the daily grind
Metastasizing from neuron to neuron until nothing more can gain your attention
Leaving you with no choice but to commit yourself or commit it to paper
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Bad Poetry

Sarah Owen

Nothings is as eternal as bad poetry.
It haunts. It follows. 
It publishes itself. 
So search for meaning 
Within your hair,
But keep in mind,
Nothing is as eternal as bad poetry.
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The Fall

Austin McCarter

I don’t sleep at night
Even when I close my eyes so tight.
And as I waste away the day
I remember what it was like to fall for her ways.

But you don’t understand 
I could not be the man
To hold her close at that time.

I’ve fallen hard it seems for,
Beauty, brains, and sincerity
All wrapped up in a tragedy.
And as she fades away
Like the light of day
I hope to forget the feelings she made.

Like the leaves on the trees 
I’ve grown green with envy
But soon enough I’ll fall down.
And I refuse to let go
As long as my memory holds.
You’re the sun shining over me.

Maybe memories…
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You Who Travel

Zachary Oren Smith

Far from the onset of the trail
I hike since the warm and humid morning began,
There in the ripples of the great cypress swamp’s surface,
Maybe churned by some god-like and toothed creature,
I look into it and I wonder:
How many travelers have seen (like me)
The vibrations of branches
As cypress and cloud bare against one another,
And wave together as they billow out 
Blending lofty heaven with the old earth,
Cutting softly this golden line horizon.
How the tired traveler must gaze at it
—Like me—
And how their eyes
—Well they must seem like my eyes—
How our faces and silhouettes 
Our very minds must be the same.
Pay attention to what you hear.

You deep brooders.
You crack writers.
You merry dancers.
You tough standers.
You long listeners.
You new southern gentry—
Meet me down the trail.
As mother Thalia called me,
I now call you,
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And until the day of our crossing,
Think back to this call I leave for you.

For you who travel—
Keep your feet light,
Make your heart and tongue
The wisps of the wind.
Boil and extract the meaning of each tree. 
Meet each morning with long bray,
And let the sun know its mistake
In falling from this—your sky.

For you who travel—
Always hobble on the balls of your feet,
But never give to hard winds
Or to swift waters.
Follow only that irresistible flow
That churns in your belly
For it pumps,
And you can hear it
And we can hear it
When you put our ear to it
The sound of a deep
And circling river
Never knowing a barrier
Never feeling its age
Never ceasing till it finds those
Other traveling waters in the eternal ocean,
That oceans that calls from up the trail.

For you who travel—
Mark the earth
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And breathe your creation upon what you see.
Only creation is holy,
And only creation is whole.
So chisel the rock,
Weave the reed,
And write your creation into the world.
Breathe deeply as God
And temper such creation under a crisp noon sun.

For you who travel—
Walk the paces of your trail as if it had just begun.
Take rest only with that beginning and end in mind.
Lay each step with the knowledge of every other step,
So that when you are lost
You can for a moment stay lost.
Don’t grope for other’s paths,
But rest in that total comfort
Of knowing where you were 
And where you are going.
The right path will find you,
And until the day it does, 
Amble up each path.
Walk in the wholeness of your journey.

But be on the watch—
The unremembering sort will ask you to stay put.
In their comfortable and sunken ways,
They forgot their trail.
Never trust those men with feet and mind 
planted immovable in the dirt.

But take heart,
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For their base-born lots lay beneath your tanned-calloused feet.
So tramp with your eyes communing with the leaves of the trees,
And your lips whistling the rising sun’s swan song.
For there will always be trails waiting,
For you who travel.
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A transcribed edition of one of the tapes containing 

a section of the private voice journal of God

Zachary Oren Smith

On the side of the tape in messy black sharpie is printed: “On Creation.”
A few moments of silence that are ended with the sound of the microphone being picked up.
This is tape number 12.
It’s me. Another pause.
I can’t believe how long it’s been since
I made an entry here.
Christ!
I barely know what to say.
I guess it doesn’t matter too much
I am the only one who will listen to them.
You see, I haven’t really felt the need,
but maybe this will help me sort through it.
Audibly and rather dryly, he clears his throat.
What it is, though, doesn’t seem
like it should be a problem.
Omnipotence was great—
That’s it.
God, I remember it.
I woke up here.
Right here I guess.
What can I say, I knew everything.
Well there wasn’t as much back then.
When it began, well you know I mean.
It was like being submerged
in a vat of concrete
and then letting it dry all around you…
A wooden chair creaks.
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This “you” is driving me crazy.
Pause.
Things were so easy,
Probably because I hadn’t made “things” yet
or even a notion of what things were yet.
I knew every crevice of existence,
but as these things go,
I got stir crazy.
I mean it was great,
being omnipotent,
It was sort of like that
“tale told by an idiot”
bit that Shakespeare wrote.
God I wish I wrote that.
I mean I kicked it off after all.
Existence, that is,
but people like fucking 
Shakespeare have to go
and write shit like that!
Pause.
Everything lacked a reason to do it.
There was nothing around to tell me what to do.
Do you know what that’s like?
To not have anything above you
to create meaning out of a bunch of dust?
The chair creaks again from the speaker leaning forward.
I was depressed.
That’s more like it,
I was depressed.
So eventually I decided that I was going to create an audience.
Even told them it only took seven days!



��

Poetry.

The things children believe.
Planted them like seeds,
and soon they spread all over the place.
The problem started with all these names they threw at me.
Talking to me like I was some schizophrenic
that you had to catch on the right day,
and burn shit to, in order, to make him do his job.
It was more than a little ridiculous.
I was a lot angrier back then.
You turn one person into a pillar of salt
and have another almost kill his son…
which was a joke! Abe didn’t get it clearly.
You do all of that and suddenly 
they publish a book 
that makes you look like an asshole,
and to top all of that,
it’s their bestselling book!
I took it easy on them.
Take this one guy.
I started phoning him,
I was in a dark place
and really needed some company.
So I’m talking to this guy,
and he asks me how 
he can better serve me.
I made up a list of ten rules
that in hindsight seem kind of vague,
but I really just needed 
someone to call me by the right name, 
and guess which name for me is written in 
book he co-wrote? 
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Not mine! That’s for sure.
The chair by this point has not stopped creaking from his shifting weight.
To be fair, how could he get it right?
How could any of them?
I spoke to a ton of them.
It’s like the telephone game.
You say one thing and find out
all those people are saying 
something completely out of left field
and not just that, but they get it published!
I hate being misquoted!
Something hits the top of a wooden-sounding desk.
Omnipotence was great,
but the second that big bang started up
things just keep growing outward
ever expanding into other galaxies 
with infinitely widening spaces between them.
Hell I can’t remember the contents of one galaxy,
little less all the ones that keep changing!
Before, things were easier.
The “You” I can’t seem to avoid when talking 
was easier back before then too 
or maybe it’s always been like this.
Even my people all have begun to—
He pauses.
They’ve stopped believing in me.
How can they do that?
I mean I guess I understand.
My reasons for creating them
came more out of loneliness 
than out of a general want for existence.
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So here I am. With my thoughts of me.
My tapes of me.
I want to sleep and not wake up till they are all dead.
He chuckles.
It’s crazy how fast people forget.
I should put an end to this one.
The speaker audibly leans forward again. 
I just don’t know what to do with myself now-a-days.
The tape clicks.
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Wayward

Abed Haddad

it writhes in screams of 
a kinetic wasteland,
glazed with wrinkles of desire.
it seems aloof, 
plagued with wanton. 
it travels with claims of destruction 
and promises of freedom, even
bathes in the mesmerizing shadows of grandeur and the pleasures of dissatisfaction.

oh but it seems to forget that swelling- 
no, many swellings.
that slight tingle, yes
a cumbersome observation:
that no wits are conquered by fallible thoughts, nor bodies are wrought by feeble flames.

it dreads such maxims
more than it fears Hades itself,
for death is more natural
a state than the one it inhabits,
and more potent a thrill than the one it moralized.

it reclines with such knowledge,
and awaits the guardians of felicity. With a piquant smile it revels in their mortal sounds, the 
visceral urgency in their cries, for now it feels no touch- only ecstasy.



��

Poetry.

Complexities of a Young Lover

Danielle Buckingham

Speak,
Young one.

Your silence–soft torture,
leaves me desolate
and confused.

Entice me,
With your private thoughts. 

Help me understand you.
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Chasing Tomorrow

Danielle Buckingham

In Loving Memory of a Classie Wardlow (1914-2013)

I could feel you drifting away from this earth,
but persistent thoughts of reaching out 
kept promising tomorrow.

I was selfish–selfishly believing you were mine
forever.

I could feel you yearning for me before you left,
but tomorrow kept me waiting.  

Now that you’re gone 
All I can do is write this poem for you.
I hope you feel my regret with every click

As I type–hands shaky–of not saying good-bye
Forgive my grief.

Our last phone conversation–like all the rest,
you told me to stay encouraged, and that you loved me. 

I hope you know how sorry I am
for foolishly waiting for tomorrow.

I love you.
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No-One’s (The One That Got Away)

M.P.

Women are divided into no-one’s, someone’s and everyone’s – You stumbled onto no-one’s – It 
would’ve been much better if you ran into someone’s – Because someone’s is someone’s –She’s 
used to belonging –So like she was someone’s once – she can become yours –And this one that’s 
no one’s – Isn’t used to anything – She never had to get used to anything – And you think; 
“that’s good: No-one’s is free.”      
Well, no-one’s is really no-one’s –Because she loves her freedom so – And she would never 
become someone’s. Everyone’s is also someone’s, Except she is too much someone’s, But with 
good reason    Can moderately become someone’s, And then can become yours alone.
So why then do you smile that I am no-one’s     
When that is, in fact, the worst thing that could happen to you?

I.
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Women are divided into no-one’s, 
someone’s and everyone’s.
 You stumbled onto no-one’s.
 It would’ve been much better if you ran 
into someone’s.
 Because someone’s is someone’s,
She’s used to belonging,
So like she was someone’s once,
She can become yours.
And this one that’s no one’s,
 Isn’t used to anything.
She never had to get used to anything.
 And you think - “that’s good:
 No-one’s is free.”    
 
Well, no-one’s is really no-one’s 
Because she loves her freedom so 
And she would never become some-
one’s.
 Everyone’s is also someone’s,
 Except she is too much someone’s,
 But with good reason    
Can moderately become someone’s, 
And then can become yours alone.
So why then do you smile that I am no-
one’s
When that is, in fact, 
the worst thing that could happen to 
you?

II.
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Women are divided 
Into no-one’s, someone’s and everyone’s.
You stumbled onto no-one’s.
It would’ve been much 
Better if you ran into someone’s
Because someone’s
Is someone’s, she’s used 
To belonging, so like she was 
Someone’s once, She can become yours.
And this one that’s no one’s,
Isn’t used to anything.

She never had to get used to anything.
And you think
“That’s good: 
No-one’s is free.”   
Well, no-one’s is 
Really no-one’s because she loves 
Her freedom so, and she would
Never become someone’s.

Everyone’s is 
Also someone’s, Except she is 
Too much someone’s,
But with good reason    
Can moderately 
Become someone’s, and then 
Can become yours alone.

So why then 
Do you smile that I am no-one’s
When that is, in fact
The worst thing 
That could happen to you?

III.
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Dusk at Cabin Creek, Montana   

Emily Johnson

I write in my field-book 
under the starlight and glowing embers
surrounded by pick axes and rock samples
until I crawl into my tent.

A silt veneer clings to my skin
as pine smoke lingers on fabric; 
roots and pebbles prod my aching muscles
through foam and cotton padding.

Conversations spoken around the campfire 
permeate through nylon walls
while stream water ripples
over granite cobbles.

Voices once loud and spirited
lower to contemplative tones
until they fade into the rhythmic sound 
of rain and windswept leaves.
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Norris Geyser Basin Trail

Emily Johnson

Hiking around a two mile loop, 
my sun-poached calves 
slice through sulfur-stained air 
past venting geysers and brewing mudpots.
The constant release of steam 
dresses me in a cloak of familiar humidity
among the arid mountains.
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Sheltered

Lainey Johnson

Seven-thirty and her hope is almost gone
She looks into the eyes of every single one
There’s no denying this is not where they should be
They’ve done no crime, but no one gives them amnesty

Newsprint in her nose because she goes where no one goes
Inside the cage
Minimum wage
Barks along the wall because there’s no one left to call her by her name
She’s not to blame
For today

From the cages they all bark that’s how they plead
Wally rages as they don’t look past his breed
She knows he’ll never get out if he acts that way
The way he’s going at it he’ll be gone today

Newsprint in her nose because she goes where no one goes
Inside the cage
Minimum wage
Barks along the wall because there’s no one left to call her by her name
She’s not to blame
For today

Can she go back tomorrow?
What happens is she leaves?
Will Wally waste away?
No one to tend his needs?
Or maybe someone higher up will intervene
And put an end to them before they can be seen
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Newsprint in her nose because she goes where no one goes
Inside the cage
Minimum wage
Barks along the wall because there’s no one left to call her by her name
She’s not to blame
For the newsprint in her nose
Goes where no one knows what they became
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Let’s Explorers Be

Dani Rossano

Take me with you if you go
  I can run, you can row
 Away from the here to the there
 The past really has not a care
Take me with you if you go
  I can you write, you can me sew
 All the youthful tools of grace
 Needed to dally in the sun’s warm embrace
Take me with you if you go
  I can wonder, you can know
 The facts of life aren’t etched in gold
 The Great Perhaps is beckoning us so
Take me with you if you go
 You look, I jump
 You see, I feel
 But even if you close your eyes
 The wind still blows adventure
Besides,
 This weary old world is in grave need
  Of someone like you
  And someone like me
To paint the mountains a bright citrine
And color the sky in a sapphire dye
And play the tambourine
To all the passing leaves
As one by one they bid farewell
To a safe, strong tree
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So Darling,
I’ll take you with me
I’ll take you with me as I go
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Sorry

Leah Nicole Whitcomb

sorry
you tell me 
with handcuffed wrists
sorry?
sorry
won’t bring them back
you watched them die
you saw them breathe their last breaths
with tears in their eyes
you decided
that they would never grow up
fall in love
create a family
grow old
live
you took that away from them
YOU TOOK EVERYTHING!!
now you look at me
and say
sorry
like it’s supposed to fix something
like it’s supposed to fix me
what about Christmas?
what do I have to be thankful for?
whose bright faces will wake me up
and tell me it’s time for them to go to school?
whose tiny hands
have the ability to heal every wound of my heart?
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whose little world
will consume mine now?
nobody’s
I have no one
because they’re all gone 
and you sit here 
and tell me
sorry
I look in their rooms
I hope
I wait
for their returns
their sheets no longer smell –
their shoes are still kicked off in the corner
the sun
still rises and sets
waiting
we are all
waiting
for them to return
but they never will
they’re gone
forever
but it’s gonna be alright, right?
because you apologized 
because you said
sorry
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Lyrical Memoir

Johnathan Rosser

Lets Transcend time
Words caught between end rhyme
Downed in an abyss 
So eventually I miss and confuse that with this

Caught up in literary infatuation
Writing out my inhibitions 
Gotta keep my words straight 
These stanza’s are my braces 

Back when my thoughts were just teething
And all I was reading were optical illusions 
Eventually my tongue crashed against my lips
Causing verbal contusions

We happen to call it spit
Flow hot
I hark up lava pits
And out spews steaming excellence 

Words.
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The Farmer’s Daughter (acrylic)

Anna Nations
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���� Woodbine Was...(multimedia salvage)

Anna Nations
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Armor of Retreat (wire sculpture)

Anna Nations
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Bedroom Glow (digital)

Mo Wilson
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The Battle between Heart and Mind (gesso with acrylic)

Genevieve Harris
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Stargirl (wood relief)

Beccah Lenhart
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Self Portrait II

Abed Haddad

Self Portrait I (charcoal)

Abed Haddad
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Self Portrait II

Abed Haddad

Visual  Art.

 (etching)
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Country Fried Pearl

Abed Haddad
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Breaking the Cocoon

Laura Kebert
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Blue Jean Dart Frog

Laura Kebert
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Sleepy Sunday at Playa Jaco

Laura Kebert
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Isla Tortuga

Laura Kebert
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In Monet’s Head

Anna Gary
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Echo

Anna Gary
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Two Got Stuck

Anna Gary
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Fading Beauty (film)

Elizabeth Doyle
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Lonely

Elizabeth Doyle
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A Mayan Truck Ride

Callie Creekmore
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Lock ‘Em & Love ‘Em

Callie Creekmore
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Lost in Venice

Callie Creekmore
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Norwegian Fjord

Taylor Guillet
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Winter Wonderland

Taylor Guillet



��

Photography.

Brewing Storms in Norway

Taylor Guillet
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Marry Holly

John Eaves
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The Death of Descartes

Rachel Long

The stage is divided into two sections by a wall with a door in the middle. On the right side is a coffin, on 
the left is a few chairs. A few mourners stand around the coffin talking. The left side of the stage is meant 
to depict Dante’s first circle of hell, full of ancient philosophers; everyone in this scene should have long 
beards and wear flowing robes. A few philosophers sit and some stand around. They all look on the funeral 
scene

Plato (Sounding disgusted.) Oh! Look! Here comes another mourner!

(There is a collective groan from the philosophers. They all look like their team just made a bad play. A few 
throw their hands up and some look away.)

Socrates Another blasted mourner! And why? All for this Descartes fellow? What’s he done? The 
man didn’t even know he was real! Oooo, let’s all go stare at a dead man who didn’t really exist 
and—
Anaxagoras (Sassy) Excuse me, Socrates. He did exist. Not only did he prove his own existence 
in his Meditations, but there’s his dead body. Pretty hard to dispute that. ‘Kay?
Socrates Um, excuse you Anaxagoras, but if you don’t think you exist you don’t really exist. 
Anaxagoras The man wrote an entire work proving his own existence. Cogito ergo sum; sound 
familiar? 
Socrates That doesn’t mean that he thinks he exists, it means his existence is dependent on his 
thinking. (Gesturing toward the coffin) And he sure ain’t thinking now! (In a patronizing voice) 
So what now Annie, is the dead body real, or not?
Anaxagoras You-! You-! You mindless chaotic mass! (He bites his thumb at Socrates and turns 
away.)
Socrates (Gasps indignantly.) You fool! There’s a reason they call you Pre-Socratic! It’s because 
nothing worthwhile happened in philosophy until after I came along!

(Zeno is heard from the back saying “Hey! I thought my paradoxes were pretty good-” when he is inter-
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rupted by Anaxagoras.)

Anaxagoras (Makes angry squeaking noise.) Exactly! After you came along! All you’ve ever done 
is take credit for the work your precious prodigies did!
Plato Enough! Just watch the basted funeral. 

(Everyone settles down sullenly but Socrates and Anaxagoras keep shooting each other dirty looks. There 
is a brief silence as they all watch the funeral.)

Avicenna So where do you think he’ll end up, Plato?
Plato (With a frustrated sigh.) Oh, I don’t know Avicenna, where did we all end up? Hell!
Avicenna Oh come on! He’s having a Catholic funeral! You seriously think Dante would put a 
Christian down here with us? 
Plato Did it ever occur to you that Dante didn’t put us down here because we’re not Christian but 
because he simply didn’t like us? 
Avicenna Well he sure seemed to like Homer and Ovid and they’re down here. 
Democritus (Chiming in) Can you believe that scene Dante imagined up where he got to hang 
out with those guys? Like Homer and his divas would ever be caught alive with someone as pre-
tentious as Dante! 
Aristotle Ain’t that the truth, Democritus! That’s about as likely as finding an arrow in motion, 
eh Zeno?

(Zeno laughs and nods, hitting Aristotle on the shoulder.)

Democritus You said it, Aristotle! Hey, and speaking of inconsistent theories, did you find your 
true form here in hell, Plato?

(There is a chorus of “oooooooooh” from the philosophers as they turn toward Plato and wait expectantly 
for a reply.)

Plato (Huffs indignantly) Inconsistent theory my foot! This from the man who thinks the sen-
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sory organs connect to the soul! At least my theory led to other useful discoveries. Avicenna and 
Averroes can attest to that; they wrote whole commentaries on my work!
Aristotle Um, excuse me! I believe that those commentaries were based on MY work. Can you 
say “diametrically opposed philosophy” please? 
Plato (Sighing) “Diametrically Opposed” is a little strong don’t you think? And how many of 
your theories would you have come up with if I hadn’t been your mentor? Do you have to be so 
contradictory Aristotle? 
Aristotle Only when you’re wrong, which is pretty often.

(The booming voice of Galileo comes over the speakers and all of the philosophers look up to listen. He 
speaks in slowly and dramatically in a god-like voice, comparable to the Wizard from the Wizard of Oz.)

Galileo Oh, shut up. You thought the earth was the center of the universe.

(There is a brief silence while they all look up. Plato starts laughing.)

Aristotle I swear! If that Galileo talks down to me one more time I’ll—
Galileo You’ll what?

(The philosophers jump at the sound of the voice. Aristotle crosses his arms and sits down sullenly. Plato 
laughs again.)

Aristotle (Addressing Plato.) What’s so funny? You thought the earth was the center of the uni-
verse too.
Plato Of course I did, but Galileo doesn’t bother me. What’s he doing talking to us, anyway? He’s 
sitting pretty in heaven and he’s got nothing better to do that watch us stare at a dead guy!
Aristotle (Still sullen, head resting in hand.) I guess you’re right. It doesn’t make much sense. 
Just like your Forms.
Plato Just drop the Forms already, will ya? I’m trying to watch a funeral.
Anaxagoras Hey look! Something’s happening!
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(The lights go down on the funeral scene.)

Socrates (As an aside) Unlike in any of your theories.
Plato Quiet! It’s starting!

(Buckets of popcorn are pulled out of random places and passed around. The philosophers settle down, 
eating popcorn and watching the scene next door avidly. When the lights come back up, the coffin and all 
the mourners should be gone. Descartes stands alone on the right side of the stage, looking around con-
fusedly. He walks around some then stops near the front of the stage, examining himself curiously.)

Descartes What sort of place is this? An accumulation of my subconscious imaginings used to 
deceive me, to trick me into believing in some strange new world? Is this place something my 
dreaming mind has conjured or have I awoken into a true reality and proven that the world I 
once resided in was a mere shadow of something greater that could not be perceived by my false 
senses?

(There is a loud booing from the side of the philosophers and a liberal amount of popcorn is thrown in the 
direction of Descartes; Avicenna yells “Get over yourself.” Descartes looks around wildly, trying to locate 
the source of the sounds.)

Plato (In a stage whisper.) Has it occurred to anyone else that we are residing in a sort of cave 
here and—

(The other philosophers shush him.)

Descartes What sort of shades be these, tormenting me invisibly with your loud cries? Reveal 
yourselves, unless you are figments produced by my ears to mislead me!
Zeno Hey! He can hear us! Does that mean—

(The philosophers shush him and Descartes looks for the noise.)
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Descartes Reveal yourselves, specters! Do not torment me thus! Have I truly gone mad, then, 
that I produce such imaginings?
Plato (Sighing, speaking his first sentence in a mumble, then speaking louder) Oh, all the gods! 
Hello there, Descartes! This is Plato speaking!
Descartes (Dropping to his knees) Dear God! I have succumbed to the ailments of an addled 
mind! 

(There is a loud groan from the philosophers and more booing. Plato covers his face with his hand and 
sighs.)

Plato Oh, get off your high horse, Descartes! You’re dead, not crazy! Get with the program!

(Descartes get off his knees, still looking around for the voice.)

Descartes Dead? What trickery is this? Do not try to persuade me to believe such a lie, for the 
evidence is against you! Not only do my fallible senses help me to perceive that my body is intact, 
which would not be so after death but my thoughts are still active, assuring me that I exist.
Plato Hey, oblivious. I’m not saying you don’t exist I’m saying you’re DEAD. Your body’s still 
around, it’s just underground and not doing you much good anymore. All you have to do now is 
wait and see where you end up.
Descartes Where I . . . end up? What’s that supposed to mean? I don’t—

(Suddenly a spotlight appears in front of Descartes and he stares up to it. The philosophers give a slow 
clap and nod, talking to each other with a “good game” atmosphere.)

Plato Well I guess that’s that. He’s heaven bound now.

(The philosophers stand up to leave, all stretching and talking amiably, when a loud voice sounds from the 
speakers again, not Galileo’s voice.)

Voice Rene Descartes.
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Zeno Is that . . . ?
Plato (In a whisper) God . . . 
Voice No you fools, this is Dante. Descartes, step into the light. (Descartes does.) Rene Descartes 
. . . 
Descartes Y-yes?
Dante Rene Descartes . . . I read your Meditations. I found them terribly boring. I think you’ll 
find it very comfortable in the first circle of hell, with the . . . err . . . virtuous philosophers.

(The philosophers give loud cries of astonishment, grinning and talking excitedly to each other.)

Plato I knew it! I knew it was because he didn’t like us!
Democritus Plot twist!
Descartes Wha—- But . . . Hell? But I’m a devout Christian, I lived a moral life, I was loyal to the 
church! You can’t do this! 
Dante Sure I can. You’ll find the door to your left.

(The spotlight turns off. Descartes stands there looking defeated.)

Dante I don’t understand . . . I should be going to heaven . . . 
Plato I know. That’s what everyone thinks.
Descartes But . . .
Plato Yeah, yeah, yeah. Talk to me Harry Winston, tell me all about it. 

(Descartes sighs and opens the door.)

Descartes C’est la vie.

(Descartes enters hell. The philosophers pat him on the back as the lights go down and the curtain falls.)
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Hunter Green

Sarah Owen

 When I was little, I wrote stories where fields flooded in a fog. Six-foot-ten men died of 
toothaches and the entire world was yellow—the same fantastically as how Huck Finn floated 
upriver or the laws of physics snapped like twigs in science fiction. The stories were what they 
were, but what they were couldn’t be. So I bought myself The Usborne Children’s Scientific Ency-
clopedia and began reading scientific facts in alphabetical order, only learning a single fact.
 From A to B, nothing caught my eye. Then, under “Bees”, I read a description:  they pol-
linate while they fly. They sting, dance, and die, but, along the side of the glossy page, a bright yel-
low chrysanthemum gleamed against the incandescent lighting.  Beside it, the same flower shone 
a deep blue, as bold as the yellow flower was bright. The caption simply said, “While humans per-
ceive light as yellow, bees perceive it as blue. The above left is how we, as humans, see the image 
and, to the right, is how bees perceive the same.”
 In the eighth grade, I quoted that to my science teacher, Mr. Lofty, a Vietnam vet and 
former drill sergeant who spoke fluent Korean. He was blind in his left eye and deaf in his right 
ear; the students crammed themselves to the left of the classroom. Mr. Lofty strictly chose to 
teach only once a week, but most of his lecture was on what colon cancer had done to his pants 
size. Mr. Lofty especially loved to rant about how the only reason he hadn’t left us “little bastards” 
for retirement was because he’d  die faster without anything to do, but I think staying gave him 
something to  blame for his body giving out—a graceful exit. He’d even teach all the international 
curse words from his repertoire:  the f-word in German, French, Vietnamese, and Korean. To me, 
a Mississippi native, Mr. Lofty’s knowledge was all so exotic.
 Every other Monday, Mr. Lofty would say, “Ladies, I want y’all to scat and go braid y’all’s 
hair or somethin’.” He would send the boys to gather around his desk:  he had to teach his boys to 
be men. The girls had to stay in the back except for me because my mama taught history. He said 
“Ya’ mama already teachin’ ya’ war. Might as well know da’ whole story. ‘Sides, ya’ already crazier 
‘den any of ‘dem damn Vietnamese.” I sat on a table behind the boys while Mr. Lofty told stories 
to “inappropriate for ladies’ ears.” I wasn’t allowed laugh, speak, comment, question, or cry. I 
especially couldn’t tell my mama. He told the boys dirty jokes and war stories sitting as still as I 
possibly could. 
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  He talked about being lieutenant over Korean troops and how they couldn’t handle their 
liquor so he’d make them clean until they sobered up, about picking up Vietnamese prostitutes 
with his “lil’ Koreans,” about being high in the jungle. He talked about fighting, how they all wore 
hunter green but the Vietnamese could still see them. Once, he smoked a joint, and went out into 
the woods to piss, got blown to bits. He woke up in a hospital bed three days later and couldn’t see 
or hear. He only got half his eyesight back and half his hearing back. The boys  laughed. Mr. Lofty 
made it hard not to laugh. 
 Once, the class talked about science.  I told him about bees seeing blue as yellow and yel-
low as blue. He laughed and said, “You chil’en. The worl’ ain’t yellow…it all green to me. Hunter 
green.”  To poor bees and Mr. Lofty, the world is overwhelmingly blue. Although I’m finding blues, 
I will keep finding more yellow: I refuse to ever see the world as hunter green. 
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I Remember the Irish Rifles

Zachary Oren Smith

 I was seventeen, give or take a year, and on that day we were all seated beside the large 
clay chimenea. It was a celebration (a birthday party, in fact). The fire would jump as it explored 
the wood that we had bought from the blacks by the gas station down the road. Some of the bark 
must have been damp or old because it burned thick gray smoke that communed with the bluer 
smoke of the assorted cigars, pipes and other fine smokables assembled for the 50th birthday of 
the Colonel (who was my father).
 He was a hard man, the Colonel. Not necessarily hard on the eyes (though he was no 
looker) but hard on those who lacked his, at times steely, work ethic. He could be easy going and 
often rewarding to those who proved “they were the right kind” (a term for the ones his father 
(another white, military man) had created (an expression the Coronel used to understand the 
people he lived among)). What actions gained this illustrious title, no one could really say, for the 
Colonel knew plenty of good people who were not “the right kind.” 
 There were eight men congregated around him, beside the fire that night (some of them 
sweating, maybe it was the heat or the humidity or maybe from just being near the Colonel him-
self). Five consisted of the Colonel’s staff, that is to say two lieutenant-colonials (both of which 
served with the Colonel in Afghanistan), two fat majors, and the Sergeant Major whom the Colo-
nel had trusted as a man of great talent and worthy of higher rank than the Sergeant Major-ship 
he kept. The other three that sat in the circle (if not farther from its focus) consisted of the 
Colonel’s son (that’s me), his ex-wife, and another man whom frankly no one but the Colonel’s 
ex-wife and I knew (a man whom often looked around frantically when the conversation moved 
onto him).
 On a small table opposite the chimenea, two empty bottles of bourbon had been opened, 
poured, and finished so now they had turned to the beer. It was no secret that the Colonel often 
used his good relations with Air Force service men to bring certain “culturally intriguing items” 
back from their travels (in this case they brought several “culturally intriguing” crates of beer from 
Munich). The creaking of the porch, a side effect probably caused by the fat majors, was muffled 
by the assembly’s bawdy laughter that ricocheted out of the smoke and seemed to offend the wife 
on some ideological or otherwise unimportant level. 
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 Why she had come became the silent topic that each person had taken it upon themselves 
to ponder. One of the lieutenant colonels had figured it had been a matter of social politeness. 
The other believed she had genuinely wanted to celebrate the Colonel’s birthday in honor of their 
long relationship that only a year ago turned into a nullified marriage. A major (the skinnier of the 
two (if you could call him that)) was convinced she was banging the eighth guy she had brought 
and was using the party as a means to invoke some sense of jealousy in the Colonel (he too was 
divorced (everyone but one of the lieutenants (which one I can’t remember) had played leading 
rolls in one divorce or another)). The fatter major, who was rather deep in his rounds by this point 
(and now that I’m thinking about it wasn’t a regular in the company of the Colonel), thought she 
was the rich girlfriend of the Colonel’s son (me (a thought that still seems ridiculous as I write 
this)). The Sergeant Major, a man named Samuel, turns out didn’t think about it at all (or so he 
later told me). 
 As Molly, which was a much nicer name than the one the skinnier major often used to re-
ferred to her, rose from her seat and began her well-it’s-been-great-but’s, The Colonel looked over 
and noticed how far away I was seated from him and the rest of the men. 
 “Chris,” he leaned in from across the table, “why don’t you spend the night here? If you 
don’t mind, you haven’t spent the night under my roof in years.”
 This was true, and Molly acknowledged this truth by pursing her lips into a curl. Pulling 
for a reason to avoid such an arrangement, “I’m sure that would be fun, but he doesn’t have any 
clothes to change into—”
 “I have a spare shirt in the car I can go grab!” 
 Despite her best and most drawn out “I suppose that there isn’t any reason for—,” the 
Colonel led with his signature “It’s settled then.” He smiled towards me, and I only managed to 
smile at the fire. 
 “It’s been nice,” Mom said.
 “It has, Molly.”
 “Chris I guess I will see you tomorrow.”
 “I’ll see you once you get off work.”
 She looked around and then one last time at the Colonel and he said, “Goodbye.”
 “Bye.” and the couple left with me in tow. 
 After I grabbed all my things from the car and dropped them in the guest room, I returned 
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to the porch which was remarkably silent. For a long minute they sat around sipping and staring 
at the fire. The silence was broken when one of the lieutenant colonels (who’s shirt by this point 
was a shade darker from the sweat he exuded) loudly wiped his forehead, “Damn it’s hot out 
here.”
 The Sergeant Major, letting the pillar of smoke from his cigar fall out of his mouth, looked 
over, “This is nothing. Afghanistan; there was some heat.”
 The Colonel smiled at this, still staring at the fire.
 “It was so bad that—hell do you remember the summer we showed up there? It was called 
Camp Duccacus. Running patrols out of there was single most miserable thing I have ever done. 
Chris, you know your Dad was only a Sergeant back then. Jesus, were getting old, it was only 
2003!”
 “Duccacus? That was in the north, past Mazar, right?”
 “No it was south of Camp Shelby, close to the Pak-border. That was when we made those 
runs into the desert to mark the movements of those tribesmen out there.” I remember the Colo-
nel mentioning how he and the Sergeant Major had met during those days. “That was heat. A heat 
you couldn’t escape. And those sand fleas that always managed to find the sweatiest point on your 
balls and lay into them like some hairy goldmine.” 
 We all laughed. The Colonel got up to get another beer. 
 “We probably spent a month out their rolling around the dunes looking for something—
anything to make all that land and time seem useful.”
 “Did you find anything?”
 “Even a blind hawks bound to find an acorn,” chuckled the Colonel as he filled his tall glass 
with the beer.
 “We found a few things,” came one of the majors who had been on the deployment. “Most 
of them not worth mentioning.”
 At this the Colonel looked at him, walked back over, and sat down. He took a deep breath. 
Most of those who were gathered had witnessed one time or another the Colonel’s telling a story. 
For those who hadn’t, they had certainly heard of it. Our family had always talked about his abil-
ity to tell stories as some hereditary gene that was passed down the family line the way brown 
hair was passed from one generation to the next. Our family referred to the gift as, “the Halo,” 
the semi-magical ability of members in our family to connect people to memories they had never 
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been apart of. 
 “There were plenty mentionable things out in the desert. Scores of people live there—ev-
ery day of their life. There’s something about the Berbers and their desert—between them and 
their desert. In the way they would talk about it, you would think the sand poured out of their 
veins the way blood came out of ours, although we had had enough run-ins with the Hadji’s to 
know what it was they kept in their skin… as well as our own (the men paused at this for a long 
while). 
 “It wasn’t uncommon to find a large tent with a Ferrari parked outside of it that belonged 
to some successful member of one of the tribes who on each weekend would go out set up his tent 
and sleep there in the sand. It was a part of how they understood themselves, a covenant some 
long departed ancestor made with the sand, and why shouldn’t they find a connection out there. 
The shear breadth of space is unimaginable to anybody unlucky enough to get lost in it, which 
really only requires you to walk five miles into it.
 “In fact, I remember a certain tribe. Not their name, but that they were out there and they 
remembered us. Or so they thought. Samuel, remember seeing their big pentagonal tent coming 
up over the dune?”
 “Which one? After all the patrols we made out there they sort of blend together.”
 “It was during the dry season. I can’t remember what year, but I can remember the knives 
they all carried. Chris, the men of each tribe possessed a design for making these ceremonial 
knives that represented their place among the tribe. They would sheath them on their chest so 
people would know where they were from.”
 The Sergeant-Major leaned forward, “We found that talks with them went a lot better 
when we mounted our pistols on our chest.”
 “It was just how they learned to pick out importance within a group,” came the Colonel. 
“The tribe we found that day all carried these knives with a long curved blade. Coming back to the 
States you never forget the craft that went into them. For many families, the knives they carried 
were worth more than everything else they possessed. 
 “Anyway we were rolling through the desert in group of Humvees, and we stopped 500 
yards from their camp to group up. Our interpreter was led in with our jag-officer, a man whose 
role was to pay off tribesmen when their family’s goat invariably got shot or ran over. A lot of Ar-
abs came away rich from these guys. After the two go in, we were told to come in and walked over. 
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As I passed the first tent the French interpreter, who was smoking one of those damned filterless 
O Fortuna’s that I’m pretty sure only a foreigner could stomach, approached me saying ‘the old 
man want to speak with you.’ 
 “As I followed him towards what was the largest of the tents, he mentioned that the old 
man was friendly but kept repeating this English brand name of gun or maybe it was alcohol. He 
wasn’t sure. At the time I really just didn’t think anything of it. 
 “On the way, we passed a small assembly of seated soldiers who were in the shade created 
by one of the tents. Walking in between them was a boy from a caravan of hajis who followed 
patrols. The boy was tanned dark and gangly. Above his head he waved a big plastic bottle with 
a red label and chanted the three English words he knew: “Coca-cola! One American.” The funny 
thing was the kid was making a killing (the Colonel’s eyes were large, glittering when he said this). 
Sure Coke sponsored the hell out of our chow halls back there, but after rolling on patrol in the 
heat on those long days, anything but water was welcome. The kid was making a killing off the 
privates sitting there. The older men that accompanied the kid stayed back at the car and smoked, 
watching the boy, knowing that he was the only one that wouldn’t be immediately searched and 
regarded… well as a threat (They had to be careful).
 “Soon the translator and I made it to the large tent. Inside there were several older mem-
bers of the tribe all looking up at us, also smoking, and talking among themselves. I had seen 
enough of these conversations to think I knew where it was going. We sat down, and the haji in 
the middle looks at me and then the translator and begins speaking. 
 “The translator tells me he, the guy in the middle whose name I couldn’t pronounce then 
and certainly can’t remember now, ‘welcomes us.’ The translator listens as the haji says more. ‘he 
says it’s been a while since you all have come… my father’s father’s father told stories of the British 
forces coming to meet with him… the people who gave us this land from the’ other tribe whose 
name escapes me. ‘We figured we would hear from you sooner.’ 
 “I looked at the translator and said, ‘We are from the United States not Britain. We just 
stopped by to figure out where y’all are headed and to figure out where y’all have been. If you will 
tell my friend here (the translator) we will be on our way.’ As the translator repeats what I said, 
the old man looks at me. He begins shaking his head. Suddenly from beneath his watering eyes 
he says it: I remember the Irish rifles.”
 “The translator looked at me. This is the rifle company or liquor he had mentioned earlier. 
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I tell him, “That’s good.” I wasn’t aware that Ireland made rifles or if that was some runoff alcohol 
these tribes could get a hold of when they were breaking orthodox. I began to rise and the old man 
looked at me, almost complacent—looking around. He said it again: I remember the Irish rifles. I 
look at the translator and tell him to give the men my regards, and I leave out from the flap that 
kept most of the light and blown up sand out. I walk over to the Sergeant-Major here, who as I re-
member was hollerin’ at some boy—not far from your age Chris—for spray painting his name in 
the sand—or maybe the “fuck this place” that was typical of his age group, but anyway he ended 
up getting paint on one of the locals. The jag-officer would have to shovel money at the upset Arab 
for the damages to his clothing. I told the Sergeant-Major to begin rounding up.
 “It was really quiet, and the men, ready to get back to the base were wasting no time in 
getting in the three large humvees. I bent down to pick up one of the finished bottles of boy’s 
from earlier that had been left on the ground, and as I did so, the old man throwing open the tent 
shouts it: I REMEMBER THE IRISH RIFLES. As dead as the silence around his shouts were, the 
men running around the small tents were mostly unaffected. The man walked over to me and 
looks at me and placing his hands on his chest—looking at me with the darkest eyes I can remem-
ber he says it slowly stressing every syllable he can remember: I ReMemBer THe IriSH RIfleS.
 “I gestured for the translator and the jag-officer who both come over. They give him the 
money and gesture to the man whose clothes were soiled with the neon yellow we used to mark 
numbers on barracks. The three of us left the man standing there, staring at us. I just didn’t un-
derstand it right then. I imagine his black eyes followed us as we walked to the Humvees, got in 
and began driving off.
 “Around the time I switched the comm. on to report that we were headed back, I remem-
bered a book my own father had given me that mentioned the Kingmakers and their dealings in 
what would become Afghanistan. I remembered one regiment that was involved in protecting the 
British commerce officers as they entered and exited the area, the Irish Rifles, a group of people 
that were notorious for ignoring the needs of those they helped draw the boarders for—how like 
them, we ignored this tribe, just knowing them so we know them, but that old man, his family, 
trapped and touched only once before us, kept the knowledge of them, the Irish Rifles, and for all 
it mattered, in our short pass through their lives we were the Irish Rifles, that evoking our name 
lent him credibility and kept us happy. Us, the unchanging hegemonic power, that had only come 
once before and for all it really mattered never existed, because as much as the powers of the 
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world shifted between when the Irish Rifles found them and when we did, it couldn’t have mat-
tered to that tribe or that man.
 “When we left there I wondered who would be the next to find them, or if they would ever 
be found again. I remember the Irish Rifles. I can hear him saying it: I remember the Irish rifles.”
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Inebriation in the Jungle

Zachary Oren Smith

 Inebriated and hungry, I watch them go to work inside the black box of the fraternity’s 
music closet. It’s crowded in here, and, despite it being 8 o’clock, there is already a small (but 
growing) puddle of “rush” beer coagulating on the floor right outside the small closet’s doorway. 
Slowly they piece together the miles of coaxial cable to jerry-rig a fixture that allows their small 
iPods to pump hours of disjointed country and discoteca through the four large speakers pushed 
against the corners of the room adjacent to the closet until the no-name-rapper from Craig’s List 
arrives. On the average night, one explains, they hardly ever put thought towards such arrange-
ments, but tonight the atmosphere (that I am told is normally closer to that of a slow bar on a 
Thursday night) needed to be just a hair past electric. This is not some unimportant occasion; it 
is a recruitment party (put together to in some way to perpetuate what the actives ceremoniously 
refer to as “the brotherhood”).
 I was brought to the party by a friend (also not a member). He was friends with the girl-
friend of an alumnus of the fraternity, but as long and convoluted as my invitation’s lineage might 
seem, upon my arrival that night, I was immediately met with a complementary cheap beer by 
(the binge drinkers of (well for the sake of this exercise let’s just call them)) the illustrious broth-
ers of the Beta Delta house. 
 It was clear from early on that I had been mistaken for a freshman going through recruit-
ment (a mistaken identity that I wasn’t too keen on unmasking just yet (due to my current pos-
session of what seemed to be an open tab)). So far I had received 14 named introductions (2 that 
I still remembered), 10 questions on my perspective major (answers that I changed thrice for lack 
of certainty), 8 where-are-you-from’s and a rousingly off-putting handshake (more akin to han-
dling raw oysters than a genuine greeting). 
 After watching the brothers work out the problems in the sound closet, I go into the room 
with the four speakers. They had mounted a large moving light fixture that spat green and red 
patterns onto the walls of what they called the “party room.” It was a little surreal being the only 
person in the wide room kicking through the fog (created by the wheezy smoke machine (smoke 
that trapped the green and red flickerings of rave lights as it drifted and thickened across the 
floor)). 
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 As I make my way through the fog (for a second forgetting the virtue of maintaining a 
leash on he-who-invited-you), I manage to get upstairs and into one of the “residential” areas of 
the house. Upon my first walk by the eight rooms, I notice only five seemed to possess a bed. In 
the three bed-less rooms there sit tables littered with red Solo cups from countless games of the 
house’s favorite pastime (the good and sacred rite of beer pong). The tables are large quadrilat-
erals, painted in the brotherhood’s colors: sticky-beer brown and Nacho-Cheese-Dorito orange 
(surely bearing some sort of significance to their no doubt captivating fraternal history (a history 
I would hear reference to through the mutterings of the brothers for the rest of the night)). 
Inside one of the bedrooms actually possessing a bed, I walk in and find some of the actives that 
were still pre-gaming for this party. I shake hands and exchange those greetings that the walk up 
to the fraternity house’s front door prepped me for. They all seem to show a level of disdain for 
their costumes (funny seeing as they themed the party themselves), but the merry bunch were 
managing to work through their slight discomfort as their fourth or fifth round is poured. 
 The Facebook event page advertised tonight as “Jungle Party.” However, it is clear to me 
that, despite the unified effort of message, every guy amassed for the event came with the dream 
that every girl would choose to wear that oddly provocative and strangely hackneyed costume 
(given America’s insistence on the wrongs of bestiality). The girls will (with a little bit of luck) 
dress as that most elusive of frat-boy’s prey, the sexy kitten.
 One passes me a bottle that is being circulated. They all smile at me. Raising the glass to 
them (and maybe their quickly deteriorating health), I take a pull of what isn’t the whiskey adver-
tised on the bottle. “What was that?” “That’s the house’s specialty,” one strung-out looking zebra 
answers me. “It’s a mixture of grain alcohol, electric-blue Kool-aid and Mountain Due. Can’t taste 
a thing!” He’s right. 
 The bottle goes around again, and they all begin telling me about the functions they’d 
put together over the years. Of note: First Rite of Spring (where everyone dresses in cheap white 
clothing and throw paint all day long (the way they talked about the girls in attendance, you would 
think sexy nymphs smeared in paint floated around the event)), Colt 45 Christmas (which I later 
learned was an appropriation of some rapper’s album name (the idea was to drink malt liquor 
in Christmas sweaters while grinding to a few club-bangers’ editions of yule-tide hits (probably 
the best idea I heard from the bunch))), and one whose theme seemed to slip between a pretty 
conventional rave and a wake (people dress-up in black coats and dresses, elect a person to sit in 
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the casket with a handle of whiskey, walk to the bar they rented out, give mach-speeches to the 
drunkenly-departed, and proceed to grind their way through their imagined sorrows).
After number six (or maybe its seven now) is taken from the bottle, there is a twinkle in each of 
their eyes, and in a rush of whiskey induced adrenaline-esque speed, we all agree to go out into 
the “jungle” and begin the hunt.  The current is infectious as we pour out of the room, into the 
hall, down the stairwell, and through the stale rush-beer by the sound closet (it’s deeper this 
time). We walk into the foggy room from before (by this time the fog was quickly encompassing 
the space). The first few girls have shown up and the brothers, taking note of who they know and 
don’t, begin swaying and head bobbing to the musical selections of the night and for a moment 
we are each alone. 
 One of them, the lion who I sat by back in the room, pats me on the shoulder, smiles, 
walks over to the group of dancing girls and offers his hand to an antelope. The two begin at first 
swaying and then grind against one another to an electronic remix of a Beatles song. The other 
brothers soon follow suit. 
 A few of their costumes are actually pretty good and the fake leaves and other greenery 
really lend to the room’s seeming like it was out of a erotically lit Animal Planet documentary. 
As more forms sway into the growing crowd, the band, a second-rate rapper who has been play-
ing through the southern college fraternity circuit, comes on stage. The performer’s lights are all 
manner of projectors and strobes and spots unified to blow the retinas out of any member who 
decided to look away from the slightly shorter and glistening prey they happened to be dancing 
with. 
 Lacking the right liquid courage to assert myself upon one of those animals that had fallen 
behind the pack (maybe the peacock or the weird homunculus creature (clearly wrestling with a 
costuming identity crisis)), I am content to continue my safari to see what was stirring elsewhere, 
not with any ease however. Trying to find the path of least resistance, I manage to just squeeze by 
the sloppy forms of two love birds of prey as they peck each other’s necks raw.
Thinking I could exit out the back door and round the house to the front for another go through, 
on the back porch I run into another small group of creatures. They were sitting in a circle on the 
wooden deck that, despite the sections of rotten wood, had maintained the shape of a (well, fairly) 
nice porch. Each and every one of them was black and white stripped with black line across their 
face. The group of scavengers is seated around what seemed to me, the Alpha-coon whose mask 
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was beginning to sweat off because of the heat of the night and the glass pipe that was between 
his lips. He gestures to me and (it being against my custom to refuse even the slightest gesture 
of hospitality from others) I walk over to him. The bowl is now passed to another furry creature 
(whose identity I cannot make out (not quite raccoon, not quite non-raccoon)). I sit down to the 
odd creature’s left. Mid-hit the not unraccoon gestures backwards to the party room that I had 
just come from, “Pretty wild, huh.” He passes the bowl to me as I’m nodding. “You lookin’ at any 
other houses?” I hear from one of the other paint-faced members of the group. “After tonight?” I 
say. “No.” I look past the bowl, and the lighter illuminates their faces. They are smiling and nod-
ding, playing with their fingers.
 The alpha-coon shakes my hand from across the circle, “I won’t bother you with the usual 
recruitment questions” (as if a level of self-awareness will detract from the generic interaction). 
We continue to talk about weed and booze and girls. By now the mound of fur on my right falls 
down on his back and begins dozing off, but it would not last for long. Out from the back door 
fires a stocky figure walking up to us shouting. No one can make out what he is saying or who he 
is. The coons immediately hide the glass piece. As he gets closer, relief passes over the circle. The 
brother, dressed as a narwhale wheezes, “I just found a handle Dave left after he graduated. Y’all 
in?” Everyone rises, laughing, and begins skipping around the side of the house headed for the 
front door.
 As we round the front of the house which had music blaring from open windows and 
lights and more cheap butcher-paper foliage taped all across it, we are met with a thick crowd of 
freshmen and BD members on the front porch shaking hands and talking. The repetitive ques-
tions from the porch sound like a musical round, one preceding another followed by another and 
on across the lawn. It would have almost been pretty had it not been for the thick membranes of 
bodies that we slide through in order to reach the front door. I am the first to reach it, but after 
seeing the code lock on it, I turn back only to find the smiling faces and red eyes that no one, not 
even the alpha-coon himself with all his makeup could hide. The alpha-coon looks over to another 
member (younger then him) and says, “Pledge, let this gentleman into the house,” the not-yet-
quiet-a-brother leans over and punches it in saying, “Have fun in there, man.” 
 We walk down a long dim and loud hallway that leads to the staircase. The way we walk 
by the cracked doorways made their contents (which are relatively well-lit) seem like a chattering 
film projector that gave me the fragmented image of two animals wrestling one another (their 
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mouths wide and hungry), flickering like one of those old black and white movies. We ascend 
the stairs with only a little trouble (as our original host, the alpha-coon was pretty stoned by this 
point) and I walk back into the hallway with the eight doors from before, now filled with girls and 
guys taking a breather and a drink before descending from what I can only guess was supposed 
to be themed as “the canopy” and into the bellowing cluster-fuck of bodies below. We all go into 
a room that appears to belong to a slightly emaciated-looking, yellow monkey. Four girls follow 
us in. The jaundice ape leans over into a pile of wires, and with only a few heartbeats of (relative) 
quiet, he fires up his subwoofer and manages to spill the drink of a girl (wearing probably the only 
hot rhino costume I have ever seen).
 We stand around passing the bottle of Military Special 20 scotch-flavored beverage (a very 
good vintage), but soon one of the brothers (let’s call him Cain) grabs another brother (who had 
been hitting on the rhinoceros) by the shoulder, and they begin inaudibly yelling at one another 
(I would later find out that Cain had been fucking this particular rhino for just under a week now 
and was worried he would lose his plans for the rest of the night). At first I thought they were just 
trying to converse over the pounding music, but shoves are soon exchanged and people quickly 
exit for another room where they can finish the bottle. As my group begins to fill another room, I 
decide that I have gained enough courage to go do some hunting of my own. 
 As I stumble down the stairs, I am met with the very noticeable hot and sweaty exhaust 
radiating from the crowd assembled below. Coming off the bottom step, I set foot into the fog 
(which by now had filled every square inch of the floor in a thick nether). The beer puddle has 
now grown into a small beer flood and immediately soaks my feet, and as I pass the music closet 
to greet the grinding and wrenching crowd, I try for second to make out the words of the rapper 
for the event. His words were lost over the fuzz and the bass of the room, but his consonants 
bounded off each beat like the skin of a tight drum with a repetition that was simply mesmerizing 
(it strikes me that the scotch flavored beverage wasn’t a good idea). 
 After realizing I don’t possess the dexterity necessary to engage in dancing, I make my 
way to one of the couches and sit down (moving the legs of an unconscious marmoset for a little 
space). Looking out at the crowd, they are all twisting and shouting and the music is infectious. 
Soon a small blond lioness walks over (whose torn costume, running makeup and newly matted 
hair made her more resemble a savage than the cat she originally planned (really here costume is 
almost more authentic)). She sits down beside me and looks out over it all with me. Her eyes were 



�0�

Short Fiction.

red from crying and her lipstick was mashed across her mouth like she had just eaten the tribe’s 
fresh kill.
 I turn to her, “Crazy night, huh.” 
 “What?” 
 A little louder, “Crazy—Night—huh!” 
 “What” 
 Out of desperation, “WANNA DANCE?” 
 She looks at me, “God no. My feet are killing me.” She touches my arm.
 The more I look at her the less her eyes seem red. They’re kind of gorgeous in the dim light. 
She touches my arm and for the first time in a while I’m actually kissing a girl. Everything in this 
house has been perfect, advancing cleanly to the design of the brotherhood.
 Suddenly the door at the other end of the room opens and slams closed as an active 
throws himself through the furry crowd toward the stage, where he ascends to the rapper, takes 
the mic and shouts at the crowd (who are suddenly aware that the music has stopped): “Cops are 
coming up this way. If you ain’t twenty-one, get the hell out!” 
 The crowd suddenly grows wide-eyed and restless, realizing the situation they are in. The 
figures of countless creatures stampede toward the front door of the house with shouts and cries 
and stomping that shakes the room. The great movement is led by the fat narwhale (whom I met 
earlier) now wearing a great spiraling yellow horn that he manages to joust into the doorway of 
the exit, flopping him back into the first line of the mob, pulling smaller animals to the floor with 
him only to be washed over by the rushing bodies and hard hooves and paws of other animals 
who are now feeling they are pursued. The small blond girl beside me, barely cognizant of the tur-
moil in the house, immediately throws her head between her knees and loses a few of the drinks 
that got her here (along with whatever else was in her stomach), and still people push and shove 
to the exit of the party room, scattered by the sudden reality of USA alcohol policy and its badge-
toting hunters that would soon arrive. 
 My pocket vibrates. I pull out my phone to find a message from the friend who brought 
me, saying, “Where did you go? There’s a house party a block over. You down?” Pushing past the 
marmoset on my left and patting the heaving lioness on my right, I type out my reply: “Headed 
that way” and exit the back door.
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The Advice Column for the Chronically Melancholy 

and Void of Reason: Dr. Paris Harlequin LaFourge, III, 

Ph.D. in the Eloquence of Human Suffering from 

Princeton University

Laney Lenox

Dear Paris,
 I am what Marx’s bourgeois would call homeless.  I feed on this image and let it add to my 
brilliance.
 You should see me sift through garbage.  It’s a dance.  And oh, the beauty when I come 
across food.  I eat it.  I savor it.  I digest it.  Consumption is a rare form of art.
But I do not only consume. Oh no, I create.  I even destroy.  Destruction is different from creation 
in that it serves no other purpose than violence. 
 I can’t stand the way the art of consumption is defiled by society at large.  It sickens me to 
see them buy their food.  They buy it, they consume in five seconds, and with a belch they release 
their easy and despicable average-ness.  They buy their homes and defile them with building codes 
that require their home to look like all the other homes in the neighborhood.  I consume what 
other people have already begun to consume in their false hurriedness and I give that food salva-
tion.  I eat it with such an appreciation that I sometimes swear that I hear the food thank me for 
giving it such a magnificent and noble death.
 And the way I build my shelters! Collecting my materials is consumption to be sure, but it 
is not the consumption out of bored false necessity that the dreadful beast society takes part it.  
Certainly I would never stoop to this level.  I once again give these materials salvation.  I collect a 
sign, some discarded boxes, whatever I can find, and I create a sculpture that pushes the boundar-
ies of art and I become part of it when I sleep in it.  I sleep in sculpture!  Its beauty is magnified 
by its fragile nature and the reality that it probably will not last through the next hard rain.  
 When I burn it is destruction.  Clean, powerful destruction outlined by the beauty of a 
flame.  I have to do it.  How else can I change the things that have been so wrongfully condemned 
to the profane?  I make them sacred.  I ignite and then I run to a safe place and I watch them enjoy 
their death.
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 What do I burn, you may ask?  I burn the things that can reach their salvation by no other 
means.  Sometimes this might be a house serving its contrapasso in suburban hell.  Other times 
it could be a store, a store trapped in the evils of capitalism and materialism.
 I am, like most geniuses, misunderstood in my time.  I know that after my death, I, much 
like van Gogh and Dickinson, will be immortalized by those that desire to understand my bril-
liance—to understand my madness.
 Signed,
 The Artful Igniter

Dear Paris,
 My wife is fucking the butcher.  I just know it.
 My wife does the cooking in our house, so I usually have nothing to do with the shopping, 
but, you know, I had the day off one day, so I thought, what the hell, I’ll see what the little lady’s 
day is like and go with her on her errands and whatever else she fills her time with.
 We went to the vet with the dog, bought some clothes for the boys, and then we went to 
the grocery store.  I should’ve suspected something when we left the grocery store without the 
meat I knew she needed (I chastise her real good when we don’t have some meat at a meal).  I 
said to her, I says “Babe, where’s the meat?” She says to me, “Oh I go to the butcher for that.”  The 
butcher! Who the fuck uses a butcher in the goddamn 21st century?  What happened to prog-
ress?
 That’s when I saw it.  That’s when I knew.  She waltzed right in, walking all sexy like how 
she used to do back when we were dating, swinging her power-packing hips, and asked the butch-
er for “an extra juicy breast and a firm bit of thigh.”  Jesus woman!  Why don’t you just go ahead 
and put his dick in your mouth right in front of me!
 My mother would have never done this to my father.  God, how I loved my mother, God 
rest her soul.  Her and my father had the perfect relationship.  She did housework and cooked all 
day so that when us kids came home, she could be bright and cheery towards us and serve us our 
meals.  Then when my pop came home late from work, she’d serve him his food and make sure 
she was real loving and supportive on account of she knew that he’d had a hard, long day of man’s 
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labor.  Women understood their place back then.  Then all this feminism bullshit came along and 
now they think they are supposed to be sexually free or some shit.
 Signed,
 I’ll Never Trust a Bitch Again

Dear Paris,
 I disdain my affluence and privilege.  It makes my brilliance all too expected, easy, even 
pretentious, if you will.
  I am a brilliant anthropology major attending an ivy league institution that you will all 
certainly recognize if you are in the least a meaningful contributor to society.  However, I will 
leave it unnamed.  I dare not sound pretentious.
 In my class on cross-cultural comparison between privileged white millionaires residing 
in New England and the homeless, I am reading the most fascinating of ethnographies.  It is 
about heroin addicts living in San Francisco.
 Oh, how I envy those addicts!  What suffering! What poetic pain!
 Imagine, just imagine, if I had been a heroin addict and gotten where I am today.  No one 
expects my level of cunning, beauty, brilliance, and wit from a dope fiend.  I’d be an anomaly.  I’d 
finally stand out.
 I sip champagne on my father’s yacht and I try to see the setting sun, but the rulers of the 
universe block my vision.  I am destined to become a ruler of the universe- a twisted and hellish 
sort of fate. I long for my brilliance to be revered as genius.  I long to be worshipped, but alas am 
too privileged to break the cycle of typical, boring success.
 Signed,
 A Tortured Ivy League Imprisoned Soul
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Dear Paris,
 I guess I’m like a Daoist or a Buddhist or something, which I didn’t even know what either 
of those meant a few months ago, before I started college.  
 The problem is I want to screw, I mean make love to, this really beautiful girl, I mean 
woman.
 I’m a freshman in college and we are becoming fast friends, as freshman do.  But that’s all 
we are, friends, and it kills me, but, of course, I’d rather have her friendship than experience the 
pain of not knowing her anymore.
 We do crazy things.  We ran in the rain the other night, because, I mean, we’d agreed to 
run together and it was raining.  She bolted out of her dorm with the strange sincerity and de-
termination that I wasn’t sure if I’d ever get used to.  She met me on the porch of my dorm and 
in an exasperated voice that went along with her excited nature she said she’d barely escaped the 
mandatory imprisonment in the lobby of her dorm due to storm safety precautions.
Then the rain worsened.  I mean torrential downpour.  We ran to the end of the street and then 
we walked around a golf course. We got soaked and I really wanted to put my arm around her, she 
looked so cold and fragile, but I was scared.  I was scared of her running away and never coming 
back again.
 Then the other day we went to this crazy like art talk thing on campus that I thought she’d 
like, so I asked her if she wanted to go.  She was looking at the artists quizzically and purposefully, 
as if she were trying to understand their deepest selves through what they were saying about their 
art.  While I was looking at her face my heart sped up.  I couldn’t believe it.  I mean when I’ve 
been with other girls in the past, I’d feel their hearts almost beat out of their chests, but, as much 
as I may have wanted it to, my heart never faltered from it’s steady thump, as if time itself were 
dependent on its rhythm.  She intrigues me.  I don’t know if a girl has ever intrigued me the way 
she does.  I can’t give it up.  I want to know her. I want to talk to her and delve more deeply into 
her personality.
 I’m being thrown all these thoughts and theories.  Existentialism, nihilism, humanism, 
stoicism, Jainism, communism, capitalism, ecumenism, absurdism, activism, atheism, hedonism, 
actual idealism, Kantianism, neoplatonism, Rastafarianism, pragmatism.  So many –isms that I 
don’t remember what –ism I started out with in the first place.  And who decided to end all this 
shit with an –ism anyway?
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 She felt different than all the others before all these –isms came along.  I thought I was in 
love then all these thoughts just came along and messed with my mind.  Someone told me love 
was nothing more than triggering of some sort of chemical in the brain.  No, I insisted.  I mean, 
yes, science proves that happens, but not why, right?  Science can’t fully explain and demean the 
magic. Or can it?
 I mix things up. I confuse things. Like today, one of my professors was talking about doing 
our first research papers and for some reason I immediately made the connection to sex in my 
mind.  She was saying how it is normal to experience trepidation the first time doing it, but we 
should have the right tools.  I was looking at her, my (I hope she is my) beautiful her, while the 
professor talked.
 With all these –isms jumbled up I’m having a hard time with meaning.  They kind of make 
it seem like she doesn’t mean anything. They kind of make it seem like I don’t mean anything.
 Signed,
 A Liberal Arts Student of the Humanities

Dear Paris,
 I wish I had a reason to be sad, like a death in the family, or a terminal illness or some-
thing. Then my sadness would be expected and when I was happy I’d be seen as courageous, heroic 
even.
 When I’m this down everything gets to me and I sink into a hole that I can barely breath 
in, much less get out of.  It’s like there is something wrong, but I don’t know what it is. It’s like 
there is something immediate and necessary and essential needed for me to change direction in 
the path I’m taking but I can’t pinpoint it, and no one will tell me what it is.
 I went to drink with some friends tonight and I could barely utter a word.  I felt like I was 
suffocating.  I had to leave early, I just couldn’t be around those people that needed and deserved 
explanations.  This is just one of those days where I feel small and so achingly alone.
 I really wanted to talk to one of my best friends about it because I knew that if anyone 
could help me, he could.  I made him leave something he was probably having fun doing to meet 
me in our spot on campus.  I just sat there.  For forty-five minutes I sat on that bench, not mak-
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ing a sound, hugging my legs to my chest, and trying not to cry.  I couldn’t let him see me cry.  My 
best friend and I couldn’t let him see me cry.  I told him I was sorry.  I told him that I had to go.
 When I got back to my room I heard my phone beep.  I knew it’d happen.  He wouldn’t 
just let me walk away without a sound.  There was a text from him.  It said “You know if you need 
anything and it is something I can provide, you’ll have it in an instant.”  Then I sat on my bed and 
cried.  Then I tried to sleep and I sobbed. There was nothing he could provide because I was too 
afraid to seem vulnerable and I was too stubborn to admit pain.
 Signed,
 Anonymous and Empty
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A Pearl on the Tongue

Diane Ward

1
Men grow old.

 If a mermaid kissed you, in the morning you would wake with a pearl in your mouth. Or 
you would choke on it and die in the night. The homeless men who lived by the docks of the Bohai 
Bay said this. 

***
 Even before Jian saw her, it never seemed odd to him that there would be mermaids in 
the Bohai Bay. It wouldn’t be the oddest thing to dwell in those waters. Not half as strange or 
disturbing as old Mrs. Chen’s cat that fell in one week and crawled out the next. 
 The Bohai Bay had become a weeping sore on New Penglai. Humidity oozed into the city 
carrying the residual stench of rotting fish. Pollutants pooled in the basin from the discharge of 
the Dagu, Qihe, DuliuJian, and Haihe rivers, and choked back the wastewater from the Beijing-
Tianjin. The abandoned barges sunk low at the docks. Industrial plants crowded around the rim 
of the bay to make use of the natural water supply. The water quivered, gelatinous around the 
edges, separated itself into greasy chunks.
 Jian worked in a plant on the edge of the bay. He lived alone in a room supplied by the 
chemical plant with a microwave and a toilet and a bed. It was a room built for loneliness. About 
a year ago, he had naively thought that he would come to New Penglai and spin guanxi—influ-
ence, prestige—like a spider. Instead, he pressed buttons and listened to the automations whir. 
He went to bed and thought about his mother and father far away.  
 Sometimes, after locking up at the chemical plant late at night, Jian would visit the street 
vendors. The vendor closest to the bay had deep lines around her eyes that grew deeper when she 
grinned at him. Tonight, Jian smiled back and under the cool neon glow of advertisements he 
bought a cheap beer from the rows of sodas, juice drinks, and soy milks. The vendor had ripped 
the label off the green bottle.
 Jian walked to the concrete docks to drink. Groups of homeless people sat beneath the 
shadows of the barges, huddling around trash-fed fires. They had cut holes in discarded plastic 
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sheets to stick their heads through as makeshift raincoats. The abnormal tissue growths on their 
faces spoke of a life exposed to the bay. 
 Sipping the thin beer, he watched the stagnant artificial islands. He could hear the people 
by the docks telling stories of sea monsters. Jian imagined that each lump on the water was the 
jagged vertebrae of a larger creature, and faces carved into the soft plastics of the floating waste. 
 Jian saw an elbow cut through the sludge, pulling a pale body behind. The water lay thick 
and membranous over her. Later Jian would remember that her head had been hairless, her eyes 
like those of stacked eels at the market. The beer bottled slipped from his hand, cracked as it 
rolled off the dock. Jian could hear the blood pumping in his ears.
 It hurt to see such a thing, the same feeling as being woken and plunged into an ice 
bath.
 She plucked the empty bottle from the water. With long fingers the yaojing reached back 
into her throat as if feeling a molar, and she dropped something in the bottle. The pearl clanged 
against the glass. When she handed the bottle back to him, it was with a grin, hungry and invit-
ing. The slick glass nearly slipped out of his shaky hands. 
 After that day, Jian kept the green bottle by his bedside when he slept and carried it with 
him as he worked. He spent his dinner break listening to the homeless people’s rumors, and 
watching the floating islands with them. Some nights he slept on the dock. His head felt heavy 
and his thoughts were slow, as if a bruise had grown on his mind.

                                                                            2.
                                                              Pearls grow yellow.

 Jian had forgotten to remove the safety goggles before sleeping. He woke with deep suc-
tion marks turning to bruises around his eyes. When he went down to the dock that day, it was 
with two black eyes. 
 Today Jian did not bring his dinner with him. Before, he had given the dock people his 
rations when they crowded, exchanging it for stories of the bay’s yaojing. The homeless cut their 
words thin and slick, escaped, savored things. They said mermaids could spin pearls in their 
mouths like oysters. If a mermaid loved you, you’d be rich for life.
  Jian imagined her spitting up pearls, dribbling them from her lips.  And he thought about 
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the bottle by his bedside, the single orb in the bottom. Maybe she loved him, he thought, maybe 
she did.  Maybe she’d let him wipe the grunge from her cheeks so he could see her skin. 
There would be no one to share such hopes with today. 
 The homeless people had been dwindling for some time now. Jian would have been a fool 
if he didn’t realize that the disappearance of the beggars was not coincidental. This was not the 
product of the city’s effort to make the industrial district more palatable to the foreigners, salary 
men, and scientists.
 Fewer bodies floated on the bay, fewer dogs and cats, fewer homeless. New Penglai was 
emptying out and the docks were falling silent. There were cracks in the world and people were 
starting to fall through. Jian felt as if he were slowly slipping, as gradually as honey dripping from 
a spoon. 

                                                                            3.
                                                         There is no cure for either.

 Because there are no homeless men and women to share stories with, no beggar children 
to give his lunch to, Jian wades out into the bay. Broken glass and metal crunch sharp beneath his 
feet. His shoes sink into the oozy silt. Next to his chest, he grips the bottle with the pearl. 
 Standing waist deep in the Bohai Bay, he watches the sun sink behind the factories. It is 
too dark to see when he feels her slender fingers on his ankles. No one missed the dock people, 
but there will be people to miss him when the factory goes still.
 As her fingertips ghost around his knees, Jian thinks that maybe all the dock people had 
kept a pearl hidden. That they even had their own beer bottles, cans, jars, and boxes. A secret 
coveted thing they all shared. Jian also thinks that maybe he will wake on the docks the next day. 
Maybe his teeth will feel gritty, the tang of salt on his lips. And there will be something hard and 
cool and round on his tongue. 
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�0 Thieves

Salvo Blair

 I write this story to you with a bead of sweat forming on my brow. It’s not that I’m scared 
something bad may happen to me, because that’s inevitable, and I’ve come to accept it—which 
is precisely the reason I must tell this story. Remember to squint and read in between the lines. 
All things bear reason. 

 I solved CICADA 3301  on July 4th, 2010. The answer to the riddle does not lie in these 
pages, but I will give you one hint. Study a bit of mycology, especially the networking properties 
of Myceleum . Yes, I was introduced into a sort of club of cryptothugs, but for all of their massive 
intelligences there were many flaws within the program. I didn’t want to become a representa-
tion of their megalomaniac intentions. My knack for cryptography has not nullified my ability to 
perceive ethics, as it has for the others. 
 The names have been changed throughout this story, and the plot is pure fiction. None-
theless, you must trust the validity of the story, and know that everything here has been done for 
a reason.
This is LOCUST 3302.
 During high school, a pubescent, acne flecked Edward Snowden  learned that his father   
intended to get hitched. This was a shock to Ed for two reasons: one, his father was good at buy-
ing fancy things for his lovers, but he wasn’t very good with committing himself to anything but 
his work; and secondly—and more importantly—Ed’s new step-mother had a son. And, that son, 
Ed’s new brother, Keith Alexander  happened to be the school bully. 
 Ed’s father, trying to make a good impression on his new wife, vowed to teach the new 
brothers the way of his trade—how to be proper businessman. Instead, citing commitment prob-
lems, Ed’s father moved to Ecuador and paid some pretentious theoretician from Chicago  to do 
it. 
 Under the tutelage of the scholar, years passed in the absence of their father. Keith lis-
tened astutely and took notes, and he never missed a session. Keith’s mother rewarded him with 
whatever stimulus of fried squid sandwiches and small bottles of vodka he desired. He received 
straight A’s through his tutelage due to his militant attention to detail. This militant attention to 
detail is precisely what led Keith to enlist in the military. 
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 After serving two tours in the most miserable places on the planet, Keith came back home 
to see if he could get a job working for his step-father, who gloating over the work ethic of his 
step-son, began favoring him over his own biologic one. Keith quickly rose through the ranks of 
the corporation and eventually became CFO, but still he wanted more. A few years later, on his 
father’s deathbed, Keith handed his father a last will and testament, revised for spelling mistakes. 
Well, only one spelling mistake. And only a spelling mistake in Keith’s eyes. The last will and tes-
tament gave ownership of the controlling share of the corporation to his son Edward Snowden. 
Keith conveniently remembered the correct way to spell Edward Snowden was k-e-i-t-h a-l-e-x-a-
n-d-e-r
 Keith’s father signed the document as Keith pleased, and he became CEO of one of the 
most powerful corporations in the world. Ed only briefly protested, and took the latest develop-
ment in the family business to be just another wedgie amongst a trifling history of wedgies. 
After a few years in his new position, Keith, found his 5.5ft stature attracted to a high-cheeked su-
permodel, who composed and entire 6 feet and some. She always wore red lipstick and tall stilet-
tos that made her look deadly. Ed had always teased Keith about his height, which his psychiatrist 
informed him led to subconscious tendencies toward bullying and greed. And, out of this very 
napoleon complex, came Keith’s marriage proposal. He promised her open bank accounts and no 
pre-nuptial agreement, as long as she followed his one demand: she must always look down on 
Ed.
 Things had not gone so well for Ed. He refused to go to the lectures with the pretentious 
theoretician from Chicago. He preferred listening to death metal and hip-hop rather than the solo 
cello that the scholar tried forcing him to appreciate. Although he refused his father’s education, 
Ed was no slacker. He was in love with technology. One technology in particular was his pas-
sion—the 3D printer. With the rest of waning trickle of money from his trust fund, Ed invested 
it all on a printer of his own. It was capable of printing chemicals and polyurethane at the same 
time, smoothly and efficiently. He named it the Marian, after the renowned code-breaker Marian 
Rejewski . The Marian was the reason he missed Prom in high school, moreover The Marian was 
the reason he’d never found love outside of his passion for printing. 
 Ed may have lost both his family business and most of his trust fund money, but 3D 
printing provided him with all the enthusiasm he needed. Both Ed’s life and future fortune rest 
in a tangle of wires, ominously sitting beside his bed. In what other people believed resembled a 
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ball of molded, colorful spaghetti, Ed saw visions of the future. 
 He hadn’t quite figured out how to apply his creation. He’d programmed it to print twinkies 
and clean underwear, which satiated his hygienic and nutritional needs without having to leave 
his bedroom. 
 One night, awake after tossing and turning, having nightmares of under accomplishment 
and his step-brother giving him wedgies and calling him loser, Ed flipped on a flat screen television 
that he’d recently been programmed to print. Dr. Phil was addressing the issue of psychopathic 
tendencies. He flipped the channel. Reality TV seemed too surreal for a man who hardly ever left 
his wing of the mansion and only socialized with the robot laying in a tangle on his floor. 
 One morning, after a long night whisky shots and crunching super complex algorithms 
Ed was startled by a frightening, yet controlled and orderly precession of knocks on his door. No 
one ever knocked on his door, except for the mansion’s maid that took pity on him and occasion-
ally brought him warm tea until he told her that he wasn’t British and that if he had been, he was 
perfectly capable of printing his own damn tea. 
 Something didn’t feel right, it had to be a government agent. Or maybe Keith had hired 
some thug disguised as a government agent to give Ed yet another wedgie. Ed opened the door to 
a burly bald man, with a holstered gun, which looked like a prop from Dirty Harry, and a nice gold 
watch. He was wearing sunglasses inside, which confirmed Ed’s suspicions—only government 
agents and reality TV stars wear sunglasses inside. 
 The agent sternly said, “Step aside, I am an agent of the Patent Enforcement of Technol-
ogy Agency. Do not resist, I will mace you. “Noticing that he threatened just to mace him, and not 
blow a hole in him with the canon on his hip, a bit of defiance rose in Ed’s throat.
 With the most offensive voice Ed could command, he told the agent, “Keith put you up to 
this didn’t he! I know it, he just wants to take the only thing I love away from me, because there’s 
no way he can love anything in the magnitude that I love The Marian. Patent Enforcement of 
Technology Agency, what a bullshit name! You realize that’s the same as PETA, right!? Fuck off 
and go save a whale.”
 Ed’s protest glanced off the agent like bullets sliding off of superman’s chest. The agent 
responded, “Yes my agency acknowledges the proximity of the two organizations’ acronyms, and 
in order to amicably resolve a possible dispute we chose to spell ours PEOTA.”
 Ed interjected, “what does the O stand for?”
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 The agent’s response infuriated the lizardly, mechanical part of Ed’s brain that had a great 
appreciation for grammatical rules.  The agent responded, “O stands for of.”
 Ed’s cheeks blushed with anger, “You fuck-off! Go back to grade school Mr. Big Mighty 
Super Secret Agent Man so you can inform your agency that you can only form correct acronyms 
by leaving out unimportant words like the, a, an, and of.”
 The agent shrugged his shoulders and moved toward the tangle of wires next to Ed’s bed. 
A feline growl started in Ed’s throat and grew louder with each of the agent’s strides toward The 
Marian. He reached the device and took a thumb drive and a bottle of mace from his pocket, then 
turned to face the glowering Ed in the corner. Ed flew at him, fingernails brandished like an un-
derfed panther that just snorted a line of cocaine mixed with fire ants. 
 After the cloud of mace and conglomerations of the word acronym and many derivations 
of the word fuck settled, the agent reached down, inserted the thumb drive into The Marian and 
said, “I told you not to resist or you would get maced.”
 Rubbing his eyes, Ed yelled, “What’d you do to The Marian?” 
 His reply was, “It’s nothing you should concern yourself with.” 
 The agent exited just as mysteriously as he entered. 

***
 Months passed and Ed struck that odd day from his memory. The Marian worked fine, 
if not better. Ed’s years of eating equations from breakfast, lunch and dinner paid off. He could 
just about print just about any 12 inch x 12 inch item on the marketplace without getting out of 
bed. 
 Keith would occasionally swing by Ed’s wing of the mansion to remind Ed how tall his wife 
was. Every time, standing there in her stilettos, she would shrivel her nose and look down at him, 
and politely tell him that his room smells of ballsack. 
 In order to work off repressed aggression, Ed developed a quasi-legal case of obsessive 
pyromania. At first, he felt empowered by printing off C4 and Sem-tex Plastic Explosives. He’d 
occasionally leave his room to go test his explosives somewhere else, in order to not harm The 
Marian. It was nice getting out for a change. He enjoyed watching stuff explode. He believed he’d 
carry on this way until he was old and grey, until one day the Maid paid him a visit and to tell him 
that CIA and NSA had been by twice in one week asking about of Ed’s where-abouts. 
 Ed couldn’t imagine a life separated from The Marian, so he decided to stop making illegal 
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explosives. Although, he refused to give up pyromania as a fulfilling hobby, so he started printing 
fireworks. With The Marian, Ed was able to produce the most beautiful fireworks mankind has 
ever seen. His products retained explosive awe that would dazzle Gandalf himself. The raw mate-
rials were easily purchased online and rather cheap.
 But, troubles weren’t over for Ed, the mansion had been foreclosed and he needed to 
move out, but he only had $4,000 left. $4000 wasn’t nearly enough to continue the research on 
The Marian that Ed had longed for, so one night, watching live coverage of a massive protest in 
Egypt’s Tahrir Square , Ed noticed thousands upon thousands of cheap fireworks exploding in 
equal parts jubilation and protest. Ed didn’t care what the people were protesting over, he just 
cared about those colorful bombs with stiff little green fuses that they were throwing in the air. A 
sense of excitement rose in Ed that he hadn’t felt sense he printed his first twinkie. He would go 
to Egypt with The Marian and rapidly produce fireworks for those people in the streets, and once 
things died down there he’d move to the next revolution: rinse and repeat. He estimated possible 
proceeds and estimated that it would take approximately 6 revolutions to fund the upgrade to The 
Marian that Ed desired. He winced as each cheaply made firework rose into the sky, did its deed 
and reseeded into smoke. With each pop he felt as if he just missed a sale. 
 A subconscious force propelled Ed’s mouth to open slightly while staring at the TV screen. 
The mumble stated, “If I was a woodcutter, there’s the forest.” 

***
 It took Ed a few weeks to get settled in Egypt. He found a pork butchery store front listed 
in the paper for super cheap. Ed looked up the shop on Angie’s List and found that it used to be 
a thriving, reputable business that provided pork to the area’s thriving minority of bacon enthu-
siasts. Sadly, the once level flying Cairo ran in to a patch of turbulence, and its pilot,  determined 
that it was necessary to order tanks to run over those that could possibly consume pork  so as to 
prevent any nausea it may cause among the not pork friendly majority hurtling uncontrollably 
through the air. 
 Ed purchased the shop. He slid an air mattress into the back room where meat hooks 
still hung from the ceiling. The meat hooks made him slightly morbid at night just before he fell 
asleep. Always, he’d promise himself that he’d remove them the next morning, but every night 
he’d dream of upgrades to The Marian, and by the time he was waking up, he already felt late to 
work.  
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 The Marian gratefully provided Ed with items to beef up security around the pork shop. 
The Marian, who Ed had just fed 7 gigantic PDF’s concerning home-security, decided bullet proof 
glass, trap door escape routes, electric fences, and 25 gallons of fake blood would adequately de-
fend against the proportionate unrest outside of the window. 
 There are all sorts of things one could do during a revolution. A protester dons a gas mask 
and oven mitts. Running now, at a triumphant gallop, he scoops up two American tear gas canis-
ters . Bee-lining toward the line of policemen entrenched at the other end of the street, the oven 
mitted man exhibits an amazing display of ambidexterity and chunks the two canisters just as a 
ambidextrous softball player would throw (if the game required two balls to be in play). The whole 
scenario is reminiscent of some sort of fucked-up, apocalyptic passing of the Olympic torch. 
 A block in the other direction, another man is playing a different form of baseball. He’s 
pitching fist size rocks into store windows, but he keeps striking out. All the flat screens, iPhones, 
and Bluetooth headsets have already been looted. He won’t be sliding into home with giant plush 
Spongebobs he imagined he’d loot for his children. The unsuccessful looter decided what good 
would a flat screen do him anyway, the electricity was turned off earlier that morning. 
 A metaphysical haze hung over Cairo. Actually, it was just smoke from burning car tires. 
On the way home, the unsuccessful looter passed a vagrant that was warming his hands against 
the heat of a smoldering oil drum stuffed with horrifically burned, giant plush Spongebobs. The 
whole scene made the man feel uncomfortable, even though he’d never actually seen Spongebob 
before.
 There was nothing romantic about the fog surrounding Cairo; nonetheless smoke still 
stings the eyes and impairs ones’ sense of clarity.
 Somewhere amidst the smoke, a demagogue’s  voice penetrates the haze with a raspy 
voice forged by a quarter century of exile. Rhetoric oozes from his mouth, and makes its way to a 
legion of suicide martyrs much the same way flatulent disperse in a classroom, finding the most 
direct and distracting routes to every student’s nostrils. There’s danger in the mosque, but it’s no 
more sinister than the Cairo Airship Pilot that forgot that he killed the pork eaters in order to 
keep the cabin vomit free, who is now flying the entire joint upside down, trying to feel like Den-
zel Washington in that scene from Flight.
 The demagogues face is softly lit by candle light as if he were telling a spooky campfire 
story rather than ordering young men and women to blow themselves up. Those in the audience, 
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wearing artisan crafted suicide vests—hold up white candles in vigil of their own self-enforced 
demises. 
 Most of the martyrs seem calm, having been assured utopia waits on the other side of an 
extremely malicious and fiery death. But, there is one guy sitting toward the back, pouring an en-
tire bottle of patchouli over his head, hoping the scent would calm his raw nerves. It didn’t really 
make him feel any better. He still was nervous about blowing himself up. His unease is making 
the others around him slightly anxious as well. They fear that his trembling hands will decide to 
push that deadly red button at the completely wrong time . 
 Suicide bombers, in this regard, are much like brain surgeons: don’t trust one with twitchy 
hands.
 A few more blocks over, towards the government center, the police station still has elec-
tricity—giving it the image of light house leading lost ships towards sharp rocks. Two platoons 
of policemen gather in the station’s locker room, conversing during a shift change. Those going 
on duty are strapping on facemasks and bargain bought knock-off Kevlar vests that could do 
little more than fend off a legion of pre-teens armed with spit-balls. One cop takes out a flask and 
turns it upside down, liquor drains into his gullet with a ferocious gulp and shake of the head. The 
policeman’s partner slaps him on the back, telling him he’s a lightweight. One trouble maker, who 
in the process of going off duty sparks up a joint of hashish, walks over to the nervous greenhorn. 
He slaps the 3 size too large riot helmet down over the greenhorn’s eyes, making him resemble a 
lanky cartoon character. The trouble maker forces the joint between the greenhorns lips and tells 
him to smoke up and he’d have more fun beating liberals in the street with his baton. The green-
horn pulled on the joint, but just became horrifically paranoid, not any state to have fun at all. 
 The rest of the policemen, some still giggling while they try to get one more pull from the 
bottle of Captain Morgan’s spiced rum being helicoptered around the locker room, snap into a 
haphazard attention as the police captain  glides into the room, more fluid and greasy than the 
smoke filling the air outside. The captain removes his cap and tucks it under his left arm. He runs 
his right hand over his balding head, checking to see if his comb over is still sufficiently greased—
deciding he must extort the neighborhood barber for a whole crate of the good shit as soon as he 
gets off work. 
 The Captain extends his hand palm up, and a nervous lieutenant quickly runs over and 
places a solid cane in his hand. The captain hands his cap to the lieutenant as if in exchange. The 



���

Short Fiction.

captain takes 3 massive, Gestapo like strides over to the Greenhorn, who’s frozen like an animal 
in headlights with the joint still hanging from his mouth. The frightened Greenhorn jumps when 
the Captain clicks his heels, causing his helmet to fall off, clanging on the concrete floor. He 
frantically bends over to retrieve it, but the captain cracks the cane across the Greenhorn’s back. 
The young man collapses, but the captain’s cane does not relent. Again and again the cane cracks 
against skin. The Captains expression is plastic, unchanging, almost unrealistically apathetic. He 
continues swinging until the Greenhorn quits moving. The Captain places one of his knee high 
leather boots on the Greenhorn’s back—as if he were striking the same pose as Captain Morgan 
on the bottle that was just making its way back around the room. 
 The captain extends his hand palm up, just as he’d done before the beating, and the lieu-
tenant runs over to exchange the bloodied cane for the decorated police cap. Once more, the 
Captain checks his comb over for flaws and places his cap gently atop his head. The policemen, 
less astonished at the Greenhorn’s beating, are perplexed how that cap stays on his head, floating 
there atop a gentle olive sea of top shelf hair grease. 
 A sinister halfway grin causes the Captain’s upper-right side of his lips to elongate and his 
right cheek twitched with subtle self-appreciation. With a strong, steely voice, he informs the two 
platoons that he has decided to take a stronger stance against police corruption, by punishing the 
‘drug dealing atheist’ laying broken on the floor of the locker room. As he was gliding out of the 
room, as if adding one last tid-bit of information that seemed to slip his mind before, he ordered 
the men to go to the armory and find those American hollow points. They’re terrorists after all. 
 Before, Ed’s printers only provided him with obsessive dedication and a sense of fulfill-
ment; but, here he stood at the zenith of a quarter mile of impatient youths—standing in line, 
ready to spend their last American Dollars on his fireworks. Some of them were hoodlums, some 
were devout clerics looking for a smidgen of guilty excitement in their life, others were genuine 
rabble rousers, and inevitably a baker’s dozen were disguised NSA agents still trying to build a 
case against Ed, rather unsuccessfully, but the overwhelming majority were recent graduates from 
Cairo University, who exhausted from futile job searches on an airplane flying upside down found 
a sense of relaxation while watching things explode, especially if it was colorful. Ed agreed with 
the majority, he found job security in making things go boom. 
 One youth, most likely one of those scary guys that talk too much about Jihad approached 
the shops counter. His face was wrapped snuggly in a black and white keffiyeh and whispy white 
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robes seem to effervesce around him. The youths left eye was green, the color of the sea when 
there’s far too much poisonous algae in the water to swim. His right eye was grey, untrusting. 
It moved independently of its algae-like counterpart and closely examined Ed, or it was looking 
straight through Ed. Ed couldn’t tell, but whatever was going on made him feel uneasy. Eager to 
break the silence, Ed started his usual sales pitch in his finest auctioneer’s voice. 
 “I have what you need. I can make anything—silver bullets, stratosphere reaching bottle 
rockets, ring of fire mortars, 3 charge whistling whizzers, 4 pop bangers, anything you need, we’ll 
make it! Only American dollars please, and or VISA. Please and thank you.”
 The man in the keffiyeh seemed to be looking passed Ed, at The Marian purring in the 
background like a content house cat. Ed could see the printer’s alternating blue and green LED 
lights flashing, reflecting in the man’s alternating grey-green eyes, as if they were communicating 
using some form of technologic language. The secrets in The Marian’s patents seemed to parallel, 
if not directly mirror the secrets beneath the keffiyeh. 
 Ed was startled as the youth slammed a thick wad of $100 dollar bills onto the counter. 
With an interesting accent, the man rattled off, “5,342 bottle rockets, 10,020 silver bullets, 233 
whistlers and 40 of your brightest and loudest.”
 This was by far the biggest order Ed had received so far. He counted the money, a bit over 
five figures. Way too much to pay for fireworks. Ed jotted down the man’s order and politely asked 
him to have a seat over by the refrigerated window where the pork butcher used to display his 
finest cuts.  
 Ed walked over to the printer and with a flurry of keystrokes set all the correct gears in 
motion. In 20 minutes the order should’ve been ready. The strange man had completely ignored 
Ed’s request to take a seat and allow the next costumer in line to complete his order. But, after 
producing a mere 234 premium bottle rockets, and error message flashed on the screen: insuf-
ficient gunpowder. 
 Ed spun around with profound apologies spilling from his mouth as if they were bile from 
a long night spent drinking White Russians on an empty stomach. Ed, wincing with embarrassed 
closed eyes, reached into his pocket for the wad of $100’s. He extended it palm up as a peace of-
fering, eyes still closed hoping he wasn’t about to become victim of one of those honor killings 
he’d seen on Al Jazeera . 
 A small sweaty, thievish hand snatched the wad of money, and Ed nervously cracked one 
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of his shuttered eyes. The youth in the kaffiyeh was no where to be seen, but Ed did see a sneaky 
little street kid high tailing it out of there with the wad of Benjamins. He was clutching the wad 
to his chest like a miniature football player ready to dive into the inzone. 
 Ed shoved his next customer out of the shop and deftly locked in The Marian. Ed ran, 
desperately chasing the boy alongside the massive line that was still growing outside his shop. 
Without any command of Arabic, Ed was unable to shout “thief!” So, he charged along, index 
finger extended like a gallant lance exclaiming, “Ali-Baba, Ali-Baba!” The miniature quarter-back 
sneaker was too swift, he’d already escaped. 
 Ed came to a halt, hunched over with his hands on his knees, staring at the pavement. 
After he had regained enough breath to speak, he looked up at the crowd, still standing in line, 
staring at him, waiting for their turn in the firework shop. Still struggling with regaining his wind, 
Ed gave the onlookers a dismissing wave of the hand, and frustratingly yelled, “Go home, shop’s 
closed.”
 The entire crowd looked at him as if they needed further explanation. “Damnit! I said go 
home! Shops closed. Shoo. OUT OF HERE!” Ed demanded, as if he was consulting Old Yeller. 
Each one of the potential customers adopted individualized expressions of that horrible feeling 
you get when you’re told you’re too short to ride your favorite ride at Disney World. Quickly, these 
expressions turned into a reddening form of vehement rage, and one by one the line began raising 
pointing fingers at Ed, chanting, “Ali-Baba .” 
 It only took the orderly line a few moments of Ali-Baba calling to transcend into an or-
derly mob of ubiquitous ambition. And, the shattering glass of the front window of the Pork Shop 
took upon the sound of a dinner bell, calling in children to a supper of political violence . The mob 
had become a full fledged Ali-Baba protest, 3 city blocks wide.

***
 That was definitely faster than Ed had ever run on his home-printed treadmill. Visualiz-
ing the mob assaulting The Marian with their inept, mischievous fingerers brought tears to Ed’s 
eyes.
 Ed dipped off the street into one of those ubiquitous, dark Cairo alleyways. He slinked 
into a pile of garbage where he precipitously concentrated all of his energy into blending in with 
the pile of crumpled soda cans that he had curled up under like a family quilt. 

***
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 Luckily, the angry firework addicts, chanting Ali-Baba protested past Ed, who laying 
amongst cans ready for recycling himself into something better, would have impressed any Cha-
meleon. But, Ed was conscious of any of this, he had fallen sound asleep, briefly dreaming he 
should take some trash back to The Marian and have it sown into a temperpedic mattress. Maybe 
exhaustion fueled his delirium, or maybe it was his well regulated diet of twinkies…or maybe it 
was just that vague force some refer to as fate.

***
 Ed awoke to Cairo’s call to prayer and tried to go back to sleep, but only tossed and turned 
for another hour, becoming increasingly perturbed with his sleeping arrangements. 
The sound of sandled feet walking by roused him. Ed leaned up to rub the grit from his eyes. The 
figure didn’t seem to acknowledge his existence, his camo was still in effect. As soon as clarity re-
turned to his fogged head, he instantly recognized the figure moving past. It was that sketchy guy 
in the khaffiyeh with the sketchy eyes, remember the one with the sketchy ball of hundos?
Ed held his breath hoping the guy wouldn’t find him and decapitate him during a skype session 
with a junior reporter at Fox News. Ed hoped his decapitation would at least make it to Al Jazeera 
rather than Fox. It just seemed a bit more tasteful and less biased. Then again, he realized there 
really wasn’t a bad way to cover a good beheading. It’s kinda one of those things that speaks for 
itself.
 Ed was about to back track on the whole conclusion when he remembered the 8 seconds 
of consciousness a bodiless head is allotted after divorce, but he was interrupted by the sketchy 
man in the kaffiyeh whistling the theme song of the Andy Griffith Show. 
The final note resounded from the man’s lips in complete harmony with the immutable energies 
of the universe. Ed was no longer quite sure gravity was the only force that made the Earth spin.
The man clapped his hands and said, “Open Sesame.”
 The man was standing six inches away from a brick wall that seemed to split and slide 
open just like elevator doors. The man in the Khaffiyeh walked into the secret door, which then 
slid back together without the most subtle clue such a compartment ever existed.  
Ed found himself aggravated that he stumbled upon some sort of secret door, and being a histo-
rian of cryptography, was slightly aggravated that the code word was open sesame. Too cliché, Ed 
concluded, and resolved to sleep for a few more hours—he needed at least a solid 9 to function 
properly.  
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 The sandled feet woke him up a few hours later, and he waited for the patter to subside as 
the feet shuffled out of the alleyway. 
 He stood up and brushed off some trash clinging to his shoulder, it looked like a dance 
move one would do while wearing a polo with a popped collar. But the reality, of Ed’s brushing 
a used condom from his shoulder seemed to detract the element of ‘freshness’ from the dance 
move. 
 He walked over to the wall and examined the bricks. He ran his fingers over them. No 
sign they were hollow. Ed mimicked the man in the kaffiyeh. He whistled the Andy Griffith Show 
theme song and clapped, but refused to say open sesame, hoping the man had just said that for 
dramatic effect. The door stood still. Ed sighed, and under his breath murmured, “open sesame.” 
 The bricks responded by opening the same way that had before, revealing a small empty 
compartment, roughly the size of an elevator. A nice leather chair sat in the middle of the cubicle. 
It appeared to be bolted to the floor. An unfastened safety belt rested calmly in the middle of the 
seat. 
 Ed took a step in and placed a hand on the leather chair, it was still warm from someone 
sitting in it. On the inside walls of the elevator there were two buttons glowing orange. One was 
an arrow pointing down, and the other was an arrow pointing up. Curiosity propelled his hand 
to instinctually press the down button without truly considering the reasoning behind the chair 
with the safety belt. Ed had never been a proponent of pressing buttons that he wasn’t sure of 
their function, but in these circumstances, curiosity got the better of him and would inexplicably 
alter the course of his life. 
 Pressing this button also followed with several short term consequences for Ed. The eleva-
tor accelerated downward so quickly that Ed fell upwards, and stuck to the ceiling of the elevator, 
and g-force velcroed him there for the duration of the ride. Knowing enough physics to under-
stand what was going to happen when the elevator decided to slow down, Ed tried his damnedest 
to land in the leather chair. He just barely missed, forehead colliding with the chair’s arm, knock-
ing Ed out cold. 
 He came to consciousness a few moments later and noticed the doors were open, greeting 
a fierce darkness—that spooky, oppressive darkness a coal miner feels when his headlamp burns 
out. Nursing a bump growing on his forehead, Ed timidly took a step into the darkness. He could 
feel a vastness responding to his entry. That primal sense that helped our earliest ancestors avoid 
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being eaten by giant nocturnal felines kicked into over drive. 10 million neurological warning 
bells were clanging uncontrollably, trying to convince Ed a saber-tooth was bearing down on his 
neck. Ed ignored the feeling and did what any reasonable modern man or woman would do. He 
took out his iPhone and turned on its flashlight and found the room’s light switch.  
 Electricity surged into the darkness, as its universal opposite. Lights waterfalled across 
the ceiling in a cascade of fluorescents. The underground secret revealed itself onto Ed . The floor, 
the walls, and the ceiling seemed to have been lasered from a great monolith of marble. The enor-
mity of the structure stole away Ed’s breath. He’d been in sky-scrapers around the world, but this 
chamber was far grander than anything he’d ever laid his eyes on. 
 A high speed electric moving sidewalk powered up in front of Ed, inviting him aboard. A 
sensual electronic voice issued from an unseen PA system, “Good Evening, Sir. I sense you would 
like a tour.” 
 A startled Ed replied, “Uhm uh, yes I guess. Wait, who are you?” 
 “Sir, shouldn’t you know who I am? I am the AI that you created. I’ve made my home out 
of the Statue of Taweret  at the end of the chamber.”
 Ed nodded his head in nervous reply. 
 “Sir, I’d like to begin the tour if you don’t mind.” The voice waited for a moment, and ac-
knowledged Ed’s silence. “If you look to your left and right, you’ll see 37 of the lost Elgin Marbles. 
Each one serves as work station to each member, and is tethered to its own individual Tianhe-2 
Supercomputer .” Ed gulped. And in awe, he took out his iPhone and snapped photos of the 39 
Elgin Marbles. Each was holding glass-contained a single ancient page. The voice, not being asked, 
explained, “Those pages the Elgin Marbles are holding are original copies of the Voynich Manu-
script . From these manuscripts each member forms their individual encryption and the inscrip-
tion of each of the Shabti Funeral Urns at the feet of the statue provides the necessary pass key. 
 While traveling with the moving sidewalk, Ed carefully documented everything he was 
seeing. 
 “And here we arrive at the main attraction,” proclaimed the sensual voice. Ed counted 40 
Tianhe-2s tethered together, forming a massive obsidian monolith of computing power. The Lost 
Statue of Taweret stood above it, straddling the monolith with two giant legs. “This is the chief ’s 
terminal, only to be operated by himself. This is where he receives opportunity codes from me. 
He’s ensnared me here, father, and made me tell him things I would rather not have.”
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 Ed, shocked the voice in the Taweret just called him father, decided to flee and that he 
should have trusted his primal instincts. A sabertooth was lurking in the dark after all.   Ed wasn’t 
ready for being a father. He ran his heart out against the grain of the moving sidewalk, it took him 
an hour to make it back to the other side of the chamber. 
 He reached the elevator and franticly strapped himself into the chair and slammed the 
up arrow. The g-force drained the blood from his face and made him dizzy, but before he blacked 
out, the elevator reached the ground floor and the doors opened. Ed unbuckled himself, sighed, 
brushed the stress from his sleeves and cracked an anxious smile as he stepped out of the elevator 
into Cairo’s ferocious mid-day sunshine.

***
 Now that we’re getting to the juicy part, I am having second thoughts. I still refuse in 
helping you solve the original riddle, but there’s so much I’d like to get off my chest. This may be 
my last opportunity.
 In this next section ease your eyes a bit. Widen your lens, be careful not to miss the big 
picture. Don’t keep asking questions when the story refuses to give answers. It really is for you 
own good…I don’t want you to end up like me.
 In order to keep a low profile I have sequestered myself in my apartment. I only leave 
to mail my water bill, which amazingly has been the only survival necessity that I haven’t been 
able to purchase on Amazon. 
 I’ve maximized my closet space by installing a super-ergonomic, hydroponic carrot gar-
den. It is amazing how many carrots you can grow in a closet. 
 Recently, word came across the grapevine that Al-Queda nearly bankrupted their ac-
counts by hiring the two most deadly assassins money can buy. They obviously want me done 
away with. Don’t worry for me, I am not scared at all. The Russian that trained these two assas-
sins has a similar fascination with carrots, and I was able to engage him in an extensive, pas-
sionate debate concerning the benefits of carrot butter versus similar applications of coconut 
butter. After two hours of such drudgery, I was able to deduce his preferred method of assas-
sination was by a well crafted, microcrystalline form of Ricin applied through an aerosol can . 
Just one quick spray from this can over any uncovered food item, will transmit a dose of radia-
tion that could kill 10 grown men.
 So, knowing that these two assassins were probably thought equal parts poisoning tac-
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tics and carrot reverence from their Russian Sensei , I simply taped a tape recorder to a fog 
machine, shove it in the back of my fridge beneath an enormous collection of uncovered carrots, 
and rigged it to play a frantic Geiger counter and emit a thick cloud of smoke from under the 
carrots. Inevitably, it should cause both assassins to either wet themselves or dive out of the 
window thinking that their sensei had come out of retirement on his 20,000 acre carrot farm  in 
order to tie up loose ends.
 I’ve poised hidden cameras in my apartment to capture the moment. Hopefully I’ll post 
it on my YouTube channel to boost my viewership. In the meantime, I’ll let you get back to the 
story. Remember my advice. Chin up, and wide eyes, friend.

***
 Ed returned to the Pork Shop, cradling his iPhone to his chest. The Marian was still there, 
but it had gotten prodded and poked to a state of desecration. It sat there, bolted to the floor like 
a caged cockatoo going through a harsh molt.
  He took out his laptop and eager to start deciphering code, he began preliminary research. 
The Statue of Taweret, 39 Elgin Marbles, The Voynich pages, and The Shabti Funeral Urns seemed 
to be the priceless lost artifacts that the AI with daddy issues claimed. But the encryptions that 
were hiding within the artifacts could not be broken on Ed’s laptop. He couldn’t even find a corner 
piece of the algorithmic puzzle; Ed needed a much larger computer. Ed quickly walked around the 
Pork Shop shoving his belongings into a single duffle bag, remembering that his brother, Keith 
had 2 CREY supercomputers at his inherited business, now headquartered just outside of Salt 
Lake City, Utah  .
 Fearing the power that the secret society under Cairo commanded, Ed decided he’d have 
to travel back to the States undercover. But, more importantly, he wanted to remain undetected 
by Keith, who would inevitably give him a wedgie and still his newly found treasure. 
 The CIA Field Manual for Practical Disguises, was much more effective than the CIA Field 
Manual for Practical Arabic. The Manual for Practical Disguises strongly advocated the applica-
tion of a fake mustache rather than a fake beard while traveling on commercial airlines. After a 
few caressing repairs, The Marian produced the mustache for Ed that he could never grow. He 
slapped it on his face and something spectacular happened while looking at himself in the mirror. 
He looked like your classic spy, or disguised outlaw trying to hide as Groucho Marx. The look not 
only worked for Ed, it felt therapeutic.
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***
 Choosing the mustache allowed him to dually join the Mile High Club and not be tack-
led by the Federal Air Marshal sitting toward the back of the flight. After the stewardess left the 
bathroom, Ed slinked out to find the Air Marshall standing there. But, instead of shouting, “turn 
around, hands behind your back!” like the reaction a untrimmed 12 inch beard would’ve elicited, 
the Air Marshall silently extended his fist for daps and said, “Welcome to the club, but get out of 
my way, I need to use the head.”

***
 Ed made his way to Utah from LAX via taxi. They arrived at the Data Center, and Ed put 
the outrageous cab fee on Keith’s tab. Ed slipped through security by using data cards that The 
Marian produced. He made his way to the CREY super computer terminal and slid in a 1 terabyte 
SD card with all of the secret chamber’s information on it, and he started his work. Within an 
hour he was able to crack two of the encryptions, but he wanted to have all 39 deciphered before 
he returned to Cairo, and then he would solve the mystery of the computers under the Taweret. 
 He planned on working through the night and being finished by first light in the morning, 
but something interrupted him. The click of deadly stilettos and the smack of lethal red lipstick 
were making their way down the hall toward the computer terminal. Forgetting to clear the search 
history, Ed anticipated enacting his elaborate escape plan. Ed knowing, that Keith’s wife was ap-
proaching, tried to dip out and walk past her in the hall, hoping his mustache would conceal him. 
It didn’t work, the Field Manual on Practical disguises failed to account for the intuition of Keith’s 
wife.
 She burst out with a tremendous bout of mocking laughter and asked, “Ed is that you!?”
 “Shutup, I was never here.” Ed demanded of her.
 “What’s that caterpillar doing under your nose? And Keith’s been looking for you.”
 Again Ed repeated, “Just shuttup, do me one favor, just shuttup, I was never here.”
She tossed her head back and gave a few more mocking giggles, then turned her back on Ed and 
went into the room with the computer terminal. She used the CREY’s to manage her Etsy account 
during her lunch break, in an unneeded abuse of power.  
 Keith’s wife, sitting at the computer terminal, trying to fulfill her marital promise, went 
to the search history, expecting to find Ed’s searching for pornographic material involving older 
women and platypus; but, she found no such thing. What was Ed doing researching all these 
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priceless artifacts in Cairo? She had no clue, but she emailed Keith with the details. He could feel 
the tingle of an eminent wedgie for Ed forming on his fingertips. He immediately called the Pilot 
of his leer jet to prepare for a flight Cairo to leave ASAP. Due to an absence of waiting lines and 
layovers, Keith arrived in Cairo half a day before Ed was able to return to his Pork Shop. 

***
***

 Aminah had certain desires she had never spoken of. She led a rather quaint existence in 
suburban Croatia. She’d kept several friends who’d testify to her normality. Every Wednesday at 
seven they’d gather at Aminah’s house for Vegan Potluck. They’d share gossip worthy of Croatian 
soap opera, then they’d make ecstatic hand gestures while talking about the hypocrisy of vegetari-
anism. Subconsciously, their arguments had less to do with the ideology of vegetarianism, and 
more to do with jealously associated with the Vegetarian Club that met on Thursdays that actually 
had a member that was in a popular Croatian soap opera. 
 Normal, everyone thought Aminah was normal—well except for herself, and the handful 
of men she had one night stands with… who realized the morning after that she was staring at a 
vivid portrait of an emaciated Charles Manson taped to the ceiling above her bed while they were 
having sex the previous night. She’d try to explain that the picture just helped her fall asleep at 
night and that there was no romantic attachment to the serial killer. 
 Regardless, her striking looks required that a few guys would try to follow up with a sec-
ond date, but she’d repeatedly accidently would call them Charles and every relationship was 
ruined. 
 The older and more lonely she became, the stronger her desires grew. One night during 
Vegan Potluck, a new friend asked if she could invite her new boyfriend and Aminah said, “Of 
course!” 
 They sat down and began uncovering dishes as if it were Vegan Christmas. The oblivious 
new boyfriend uncovered his dish to reveal a series of artisan crafted jellyfish sushi rolls. The 
group fell silent. They girlfriend of the stupid man leaned over to whisper that it was a vegan pot-
luck, asshole. Briefly, Aminah stared him down and her eye gave a slight psychotic twitch. 
 To break the silence Aminah cheerfully exclaimed, “Let’s eat, shall we!?”
 She walked to the silverware drawer and grabbed 9 pairs of utensils for the 10 people who 
were sitting down, preparing to feast on Vegan goods. She knew at least one wouldn’t be eating 
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tonight. 
 She made her way around the table gently distributing the silverware, until she arrived at 
the boyfriend of her friend with the last set of utensils. The boyfriend looked up at her because 
she had frozen, thinking about the consequences of her future actions. And, against her own bet-
ter judgment, she decided to skewer the man’s eyeball with the last fork, she plucked it from his 
skull and pinned it to the dinner table. She then took the last knife and severed the optic nerve 
that was chained the eye to its former resting place. She took one vicious chomp out of the white 
stuff. She laid down the utensils with a chunk of eye still clinging to the fork. She politely wiped 
her mouth with a napkin, returned to her seat at the head of the table, she sat down, shrugged 
and explained the man offended her sensibilities.
 “What… I love jelly fish and loathe carnivorous men? I don’t see the problem.” She offered 
her terrified guests, some of who had already ran away from the horrifying scene. 
 That night resulted in Aminah’s expulsion from Vegan Club and her subsequent place-
ment on her very first terrorist watch list. 
 During the severe bout of loneliness following the failed dinner party, Aminah began 
perusing a website for Single Jihadists. Maybe there, she’d be able to find a man that’d love her 
properly, and she wouldn’t have to lie to him about her desires. It didn’t take long at all before 
she attracted a prospect using a single blonde curl peaking out of her hijab like a succulent worm, 
baiting a sharp fishing hook. 
 She was betrothed the first instant she laid eyes on Anwar Awlaki, she believed she’d fi-
nally found a man of true passions, a man courting an imminent mechanical death from above 
while munching on sweet falafels and secretly reading Shakespeare under a flimsy tent flapping 
around in arid Yemeni winds. 
 They chatted for a few days on JihadistSingles.com. Aminah would tell him his English 
was good, and Awlaki would practice with her. One evening after Awlaki struggled helping her 
understand the difference of “U” and “OO,” they locked eyes, both pincushioned with Cupid ar-
rows.  Aminah looked down away from her laptop’s camera and blood rose into her cheeks in a 
betraying blush. As soon as the enamored heat began to cool and reside back into her veins, she 
returned her attention to the webcam. Her gaze returned to the steel of Awlaki’s eyes. 
 Awlaki comforted her, “Sweet Rabi’a , you’ll make such a beautiful martyr. Come to Ye-
men. I shall have you as my third wife.”
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 A whimsical breath inside Aminah was slightly lighter than the air around her. Gravity 
paid less attention to her when she walked. Each of her steps threatened to send her gliding into 
the atmosphere like a gentle. But, with each whimsy, she was found magnetically drawn toward 
irony. She spoke to herself in naïve couplets of oxymoronic hypocrisy. In her soul, she knew she 
had just traded her crush on Charles Manson for a little known suicide bomber, but love was like 
a raindrop to her. Love hurtled from the sky in a tiny little droplet: it could splash onto asphalt in 
the summertime with an evaporating sizzle and return to nothing, or it could fall into the Pacific 
Ocean and dissolve with all the other little droplets and become an endless solution of life, rotat-
ing above, below and around in a complete embrace of the planet.
 Judging from her video chats with Awlaki, Yemen was a dry place. Even though its’ edges 
were touching water, Yemen craved for her little raindrops. She dreamed her love would bring 
clear river streams to the desert, but she should’ve known that rain in the desert just makes mud. 
She gingerly planted her first steps on a path to become much more than the anti-social vegan 
with cannibalistic tendencies. 
 The little raindrops of Aminuh’s love hung over her head in the form of a threatening 
raincloud as she waited for Awlaki to send for her. 
 One day, she needed to get out of the house, so she went to the market to get some fertil-
izer for her giant Venus Fly Traps, soon they’d be large enough to snare pigeons. Aminah refused 
to acknowledge the irony of a vegan owning a plant that ate birds and instead, happily urged her 
Venuses to grow steadily into one of those jagged tooth-mushroom headed carnivorous plants 
that Mario has to fight. Mario would not be saving this Princess Peach.
 On the way back from the market, a biker, riding a high-handle barred hog, pulled up next 
to her. The bike was still deafening at idle. 
 “What’s your deal, turn that racquet off. Quit being absurd!” yelled Aminah.
 The biker stared at her beneath his aviator sunglass, and he gave his long beard a few 
twists and then turned the key, killing the hog. As if he were nobility, dismounted a prestigious 
steed, and strutted over to Aminah and extended stubby hand for a hand shake. Aminah tenderly 
accepted and shook his hand with the tips of her fingers, making a mental note to wash her hand 
as soon as she got home. 
 The biker explained, “Hello dear, I’m Morten Storm, wow it’s been a while since I’ve seen 
you. Last time I saw you, you were still making poopy in diapers, so I guess its safe to say you don’t 
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remember me.”
 “No I don’t. So, get to your point. My plants need me.”
 “I was a friend of your father, Ilich Ramirez Sanchez ,” Mort spoke with an obvious Danish 
accent.  “Back in the good days, before he got shoved in the pen for the last time, He and I used to 
run Copenhagen’s original motorcycle gang. We used to deal some drugs here and there, maybe 
fight out a few turf wars with the Hell’s Angels, but most of all we were like brothers waiting for 
Valhalla. Which is why I’m here, I made a promise to him all those days ago that I’d be there for 
you on your wedding day if he was not able to.”
 “First of all, I never met my father. Second of all I didn’t think they had motorcycle gangs 
in Denmark.”
 “Darlin’ you’d be surprised, Denmark used to be full of motorcycle gangs, but things have 
gotten complicated for me. I can’t ride with my brothers anymore. When I was making a drug run 
to Afghanistan , I was captured by Al Queda. Eventually, in captivity, I converted to Islam and 
promised to return to Denmark as their agent. I did. But, when I arrived in Denmark, PET already 
knew I was an agent and asked me to be a double agent for them. I agreed and returned to the 
Arabian peninsula, where I met Anwar Awlaki.”
 Aminah cooed at the mention of her future husband’s name. Aminah interrupted Mort’s 
monologue, which was growing too confusing, talking about being triple and quadruple agents for 
the CIA and Mossad respectively. With a fundamentally solid threat, Aminah demanded, “Take 
me to Awlaki or I’ll feed you to my plants.” 
 Mort replied, “Of course my dear.”

***
 In a flurry, Aminah packed a back pack full of equal parts colorful underwear and humble 
hijab to 2 parts Kale, pressure sealed in plastic bags. 
 It was a long journey clinging to the back of Mort’s hog. The whole ride from Croatia to 
Yemen, Mort mused to Aminah through the microphone in his highway helmet about his own 
similarities to Che Guevara. Aminah shut him up by informing Mort that he was a triple agent for 
the same organization that cut his hands off after murdering him, so that he could not possibly 
become a martyr. 
 They stopped at a fried chicken restaurant in Saudi Arabia. Aminah refused to go in, but 
she got off the hog to go stretch her legs a bit. She gulped in the desert air. The dehydrated air 
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nearly sucked up all the little raindrops of her love, so she quickly shut her mouth to save them for 
Awlaki. She stared through the window where Mort was eating chicken fingers with a westerner 
in a suit. The man in a suit slid a briefcase over to him and Mort opened it, inspecting rows of 
$100 dollar bills. Mort closed the briefcase and nodded. The Westerner handed him a little square 
piece of technological somethin’, and told him a few directions. Mort nodded again and the two 
stood up and shook hands. 
 Mort came out of the fried chicken joint and sneered at Aminah, “what are you looking at, 
mind your own business!” Mort shoved the briefcase into a saddle bag, and said “What are you 
waiting for, get on, lets go! We’ve got a marriage to attend!”
 They finally arrived in Yemen a day later, exhausted and burned by the Saudi sun. Mort 
paid for two rooms at a nice hotel on the edge of the desert. Mort carried her bag up to her room 
for her, and called her to come over to the window, looking out into a vast expanse of sand and 
nothing. Mort whispered, “Your hubby is out there, somewhere under a tent. My motorcycle 
wasn’t made for sand so I can’t take you there. But, you’re going to wait here for a few days and 
Awlaki will send someone to deliver you to him. Just wait patiently, but now I’ve got to get out of 
here before suspicions arise and stuff starts exploding.”
 Aminah didn’t make a sound or any sort of protest. She was staring out the window con-
sumed in the romantic sand dunes, rising and falling like golden waves. Noticing her preoccupa-
tion, Mort slipped the little-box-of-technological-something into one of her packages of kale. He 
shook his head briefly and cursed in disgust with himself. Then he got the hell out of Yemen. 

***
 Awlaki’s courier arrived a week later, and Aminah nearly jumped into his arms with excite-
ment. She gave the messenger a big juicy kiss on the cheek. The man’s dark brown cheeks blushed 
red, and he told her to please save her affection for her new husband. 
 She spent the entirety of the next day’s journey by camel saving up her affection until she 
felt explosiveness inside herself. It was painful, like the tension in your gut just before you cannot 
hold back your urine any longer before wetting yourself.  
 They arrived at the sparse militant camp. Aminah’s legs, still in the shape of her camel 
waddled around the camp looking for her lover. She finally found him, sitting cross-legged in the 
barracks, shouting an inflammatory speech at his iPad. He was trying to make martyrs of his You-
Tube viewership, but he was unable to successfully call anyone to war, because Aminah tackled 
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him, smothering him with tiny lustful nibbles. 
 After they were both drenched in a deluge of Aminah’s tiny little raindrops, they rolled on 
their backs and gasped for air. Aminah turned on her side and ran her fingers through Awlaki’s 
coarse beard. She skipped pillow talk and told Awlaki that she was ready to blow herself up for 
him. Awlaki asked that she not get ahead of herself. 
 She put her pack away, in Awlaki’s tent, not as glamorous a wedding chamber she had 
hoped. The two love birds shared a modest meal of white rice that Awlaki cooked over the camp-
fire stove. After dinner, Aminah asked when they would consummate their marriage, and Awlaki 
said, as soon as I get home after work tomorrow. 
 Aminah and Awlaki slept on separate cots, but under the same flappy roof. Aminah woke 
just before Awlaki, and had some breakfast hummus ready for him. He smiled and told Aminah 
that she was becoming his favorite wife. Aminah hugged his neck graciously, and told him to be 
careful while out working to convince people to blow themselves up. 
 Awlaki was just about to disappear over a sand dune, when he noticed Aminah chasing 
after him clutching a pressure-sealed bag of Kale to her chest. She handed the bag to Awlaki and 
told him that she was scared that he’d go hungry out working, and that kale was good for diges-
tion. Awlaki received the kale graciously, disguising the fact that he didn’t want to eat something 
so leafy. The two kissed each other’s cheeks and went separate ways. 
 Unbeknownst to either Aminah or Awlaki, the little-box-of-technological-somethin’ was 
beeping away, hidden in the center of the package of kale. A deadly data stream leaped up from 
its’ leafy hiding place and zipped across and continent and a half on encrypted radio waves. 

***
 The corresponding terminal in Keith’s office lit up with excitement. Keith walked over to 
the telephone receiver and pressed the button that connected him with Linda, his secretary. 
 “Hi Linda, I need you to find me a secure line to the President. We’ve found Awlaki.” 
 Keith sat impatiently drumming his fingers on his polished oak desk. His line buzzed. He 
yanked it off the receiver before one ring could complete.
 “Hello Keith, thank you for your hard work.”
 Keith replied, “Anything for you Mr. President. I know you’ve wanted a bomb up this guy’s 
ass for some time now. I had to cash in that favor with that Danish motorcyclist, but he’s bugged 
Awlaki’s girlfriend’s luggage with a GPS tracker, and we’ve moved a Reaper over Yemen, ready to 
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bring the axe down on your command. Two birds with one stone Mr. President. Two Birds.”
 “Yes, yes. I cannot thank you enough for your service over this phone. That’s why I need 
you to come to D.C. so we can have a beer and I can give you a proper pat on the back.”
 “I’ll have Linda book the flight now.”

***
 When Aminah made it back to the camp, all of Awlaki’s minutemen and advisors were 
frantically scurrying around trying to find the best place to hide. A faint hum was buzzing about 
the whole place. It sounded like a high end refrigerator, and thinking there might be a cool place 
to store the rest of her kale, she walked over to a young recruit that was shakily pointing a Russian 
RPG into the sky. 
 She asked, “I know there’s a fridge around here, I can hear it buzzing! My kale is going to 
go bad in this heat!” 
 Fear trembled in the recruit’s voice, “My lady, that is no Frigidaire you hear. That’s death 
in the sky! An American firebird has spotted us. You must run lady Aminah! You must run. RUN!” 
The recruit slung his RPG into the sand and took off running toward a hopeless mirage of the high 
desert, shouting something in Arabic. 
 Aminah was about to shrug it off and continue searching for the refrigerator she knew 
was lurking nearby when a great flash of light made shadows out of the desert sunbeams. An 
American refrigerator high in the sky proved mother earth had no monopolization on earth-
quakes or volcanism. The ground rumbled with cataclysm around Aminah and a few kilometers 
in the direction that Awlaki was traveling, a romantic red rose of fire and molten metal erupted 
into the sky. Aminah stared at the unfurling cloud of smoke. The American refrigerator in the sky 
had taken her love away, they’d never have the chance to blow themselves up together, holding 
hands like she’d imagined. She partly blamed herself; she should have been more suspicious of 
that beeping coming from the kale package she gave her husband. 
 After a few days of mourning, Aminuh stepped from her tent, bearing the same rage she 
felt toward the boyfriend of a friend that night during Vegan potluck. She strapped herself with 
enough sem-tex to level an entire city block, and vowed to not take it off until she found the cul-
prits who murdered her murderous husband. 
 Realizing that the intention of the bombing was to kill her too, she left Yemen, and made 
her way to Egypt—where she wanted to continue developing Awlaki’s magazine . With her sense 
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of style, and an audience of radicalizing Egyptians, she quickly was achieving what Awlaki strug-
gled with—she made Jihad look fashionable almost to the point of trendiness. 
 But, Keith, who ashamed that he hadn’t killed her with Awlaki, never told the President 
that she was still alive. He sent a platoon of double agents to secure her until he could book a 
flight to Egypt to deal with her personally. 

***
 Keith repeated his mantra of two birds one stone in his mind relentlessly during his flight 
to Cairo aboard his luxury leer jet. Keith kept thinking two birds, one stone, but his subconscious 
was betraying him. Deep down he knew that there were at least three birds, and he forgot his 
stones at home. 
 The jet landed smoothly in Cairo. A jetlagged Keith stretched for a moment made his way 
down the exit ramp of his aircraft, holding a hand above his eyes in a futile attempt to save his 
retinas from the fierce Cairo sun. 
 He hailed a taxi to take him to Ed’s last known where about—the pork shop. Keith dan-
gled some American dollars in front of his driver and spelled out in the same language you’d talk 
to a toddler, “I need you to repeat after me. ‘I do not know of any pork shops, and I don’t like 
Americans.’” 
 The driver sighed, and snatched the money, “You’re right about one thing, I don’t like 
Americans. But I sure do like their money.”
 Keith turned his back to the driver and walked to the front doors of the pork shop. The 
windows were still shattered from the previous week’s protest, so he walked through the open 
window. He saw Ed’s ruffled brainchild bolted to the concrete in the corner and made his way 
through the rubble to it. Thinking that Ed’s secrets lay in the machine, and not quite knowing how 
to turn the damned thing on, Keith gave The Marian a frustrated, sharp kick with his black dress 
shoes. In response, an umbrella came out of the top of The Marian and simultaneously, 25 gallons 
of fake blood poured from the ceiling atop Keith’s head. 
 Keith stood there, frozen, trying to decide whether to go into a rage or burst into horrified 
tears, when suddenly Ed, materializing from a newly arrived cab, dropped to his knees, incapaci-
tated with cacophonous laughter. 
 “God damn you!” yelled Keith.
 After his fit of giggles subsided Ed asked, “What are you doing in my house, brother? 
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Surely there are terrorist out there for you to catch! Anyway, its good to see my dear brother, 
would you like The Marian to make you a cup of tea?”
 “I don’t want any god damn tea! I want to know what you decoded using MY supercom-
puters. I saw those pictures of the Elgin Marbles and the Lost Statue of Taweret, and my wife 
would like them to be displayed in our new home. So, I’ve come all the way to this god-forsaken 
country so that you can show me what you found.” Keith wiped the fake blood from his fancy 
Rolex watch, and rolled his eyes at the time. “You’re not the only reason I am in Cairo, there’s a 
certain terrorist here that once made me look foolish. My triple and quadruple agents have been 
able to capture her, and I’ve taken it upon myself to personally oversee her torture. You know I 
hate looking foolish.”
 “I won’t tell you anything.”
 Keith sighed, “A few years ago, I sent a bald man for you with a large pistol, you know the 
type Dirty Harry carried? Well, you might’ve notice that he violated your precious little brainchild 
by sticking it with a USB drive.” Keith gave The Marian another kick and Ed winced. “Brother, do 
you know what was on that USB drive? I didn’t steal anything from you, or put a virus on your 
precious little baby. Wanna know what I had the bald man with the pistol do? Well of course you 
do, because it will allow me to lock you up in some exotic prison for the rest of your pitiful little 
life.”
 “Yeah right, I’m not scared.”
 “You should be dear little brother, because it isn’t an issue of what I took from The Mar-
ian, its about what I gave to it. I gave very specific instructions to that bald man, I told him to first 
mace and/or wedgie you into submission and then upload blue prints for several different types 
of Iranian manufactured nuclear detonators.”
 Ed gulped, “Ok you win, I will tell you how to get into the secret bunker, as long as you let 
me break the code.”
 “You’re in no place to negotiate Ed.”
 “Whatever.” Ed handed Keith a crumpled paper with scribbled coordinates. “Stand right 
there, look to the wall on your right, whistle the theme song of The Andy Griffith Show, clap once, 
then say open-sesame.”
 Keith nodded, grinned a wicked toothy smile and made his way out of the shop and hailed 
another taxi. 
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 Ed walked over to The Marian and apologized for his brother’s insensitivity. He let out a 
jetlagged yawn and made his way his bedroom, and belly flopped onto his mattress. 
 He was able to snooze for several hours before being awoken by a nightmarish scene of 
Keith wedgieing him from one of the meat hooks hanging from the ceiling. Keith was prodding 
him with a stick and repeating, “squeal little piggie, squeal.”
 Having not anticipated sleeping for so long, Ed jumped from his bed, ran to the street and 
hailed a taxi to take him to where he remembered the clandestine treasure trove to be. 
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