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Cover Artwork: - Not Fade Away - Photograph - Marcela Wanderley

A Letter from the Editor

Change is inevitable; it happens every day,
all the time. It may not be happening to you right
this instance, but somewhere that same-old routine

is being recreated; a butterfly is emerging from
its cocoon; a musician decides to pick up their W carL ?’& back and
violin again; a literary journal is transforming into Jdtant o e e LN but

something new.

These last few years have been years of change : Ww ColL Jtost t?%taua/ ond

for Brushing: changing from a nonexistent and dead

journal to a vibrant piece of campus media; from molRL, a. Mluwr MdUL?/

simple to elaborate designs. This journal has been

revived twice and now lives stronger than before.
But the change itself isn’t what’s remarkable;

it’s the choice to change, the decision to make

a diffence, that creates something new: new

beginnings, new endings, new purpose.

Nastassia Alayeto
Editor in Chief



Copyright 2009 - Volume XXXVII
Rollins College

1000 Holt Ave, Winter Park, FL, 32789
Phone: 407.646.2000
bjournal@rollins.edu

www.brushingjournal.org

L —



N)

TARLE OF CDMTEMTS

ART

Royal Rainbow
Marcela Wanderley

:B
Melissa Mays

Lakeside
Nastassia Alayeto

Eggs
Ashley Light

Light
Ashley Light

On the Prowl
Morgan Conroy

Man with the Umbrella
Allison Osterloh

Roses Park Ave
Ron Pease

Postal
David Celis

Hlumination
Mengdi Yao

Water Droplets
Ashley Light

The Ordinary
Akin Ritchie

Infra Red Peace Lily
Ron Pease

Hidden Away
Marie Patrick

10

12

15

17

20

22

25

26

28

30

32

Midnight Fire Bright
Allison Osterloh

Abandoned
Ron Pease

Skyscraper
Melissa Mays

Palm Island Paradise
Rachel Hessling

The Onion
Ashley Light

Hood Tree
Rachel Hessling

Rot
David Celis

Old Mill
Ron Pease

36

39

41

42

44

47

49

Angel at Bethesda Fountain S0

Allison Osterloh

Primitive Design
Leslie Capobianco

Boy
Ashley Light

Girl in the Shoes
Allison Osterloh

Bottles
Ron Pease

Burnt
Marcela Wanderley

Strawberry Shortcake
Marcela Wanderley

Brushing At & Literary Journd!

S

(5]

55

56

58

61

69

Balancing Act
Ashley Light

Violin Bliss
Marie Patrick

Azul
Rachel Hessling

Thinking
Elizabeth Hollabaugh

Standing Out
Marie Patrick

Kylee
Melissa Mays

Hairdryers
Hannah Walsh

Three Friends
Melissa Mays

* % %

PoETRY

Lantern Road
Anthony Baker

Mama
Kim Hambright

Puddle
Jill Gable & Evyn Griffith

Emancipation
Rebecca Webb

Empty House
Jonathan Stamm

71

72

75

82

86

96

101

101

11

13

14



The Movie Star
Christian Scholer

Liberty
Savannah Vickers

Foolish Love
Alex Ruiz

My Amazing Mother
Rebecca Webb

16

16

18

21

Perfect, Considered, Mindless

Nicole Jones

Your Eyes
Gene Moore

The Giving Food
Emily Bailey

Dew
Danielle Lincoln

2@r
Maritza Melecio

Woman
Jessica Drew

A View
Sandra Chavez Johnson

The Bright Things
Victoria Sanchez

The Art of Compassion
Rebecca Kon

Archaeology
Mistie Watkins

23

24

27

27

29

31

33

35

37

38

View from a Sidewalk in
Key West
Gene Moore

The Blank Everyone
Alex Ruiz

At the Border
Sandra Chavez Johnson

Days in Argentina
Jessica Drew

New Orleans
Sandy Hill

A Day in the Evening
Rebecca Kon

Leafless in February
Rebecca Kon

The Room
Cathleen Bota

Silent Jars
Rebecca Kon

Dirt Cookies
Rebecca Kon

Ballad of the Dead Child
Victoria Sanchez

Comfort
Colette King

The Sack of the Gods
Victoria Sanchez

40

42

45

46

46

48

51

52

54

54

57

59

60

CJZEA'TIV'E
NonFICTION

Sore Thumbs 64
Aaron Stoler

Food Porn 68
Kate Hays
Abuela 70

Nastassia Alayeto

The Secret 72
Sandra Chavez Johnson

s s i
Bedsitter People 78
Glenda Ganung
Beach Day 80
Ryan Fitzgerald
Mother’s Season 82
Elizabeth Hollabaugh
These Hands 86

Danielle Lincoln

Neighborhood Friends 920
Vanessa Blakesley

May Angler’s Stories 97
Amanda Drum

VO XXX









Lantern Koad

I found a can of crayons

In the back of Grandma’s closet,

A Maxwell House of memories

From a time since forgotten, cherished.

I poured them out before me

And stared at them, like a rerun

Of a past so comforting

That I felt secure, as only a child can.
God-like they lay, the broken nubs and stubs,
Curled up wrappers, and shavings;

The colors of my youth: Burnt Orange, Aqua,
And Flesh when it was still politically correct.
The hands of the child I once was

Trembled as I combed through them.

The joy of such a discovery,

The sorrow that accompanied it.

Like molten wax, the present melts to expose
The fiery wick of lost childhood imagination.
The jubilation they once brought,

Not only to me, my brother,

But to our parents, our grandparents.

How many refrigerators adorned

Our dreams and our wishes

Created by these simple instruments?

How many came true?

If only those crayons held the power

Now that they once held.

I would draw a picture

Very similar to those I drew then:

Mom, Dad, Nana, Pop,

Chris and |

Together.

Anthony Baker
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MAMA

Mama drinks from a big, clear bottle when she sings the blues,
After Daddy yells about the dark, dark chicken and her brand new shoes.
She cleans all the knives but leaves our plates to soak,

Then hides out on the porch to light up and smoke.

Rocking gently on the swing, her warm tears slide and fall,
She can’t see me through the window, her back against the wall.
Pulling on her sleeves to cover up the purple marks,

I watch the butt of her cigarette dance alone in the dark.

Hearing rough footsteps from the hall, I move away.
“Don’t let Daddy hurt Mama again,” [ begin to pray.
Jumping onto the couch, I pretend to lie still,
Avoiding Daddy’s eyes, you know his looks could kill.

Opening the door slowly, he creeps outside,
So I run to the window, my eyes open wide.
[ watch as he approaches her, afraid ‘cause she’s so weak,
But he pushes her hair back and softly kisses her cheek.

Kim Hambright
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Pridd/e

P:uddle is going to die very soon.
He didn’t live long, not even a whole day
People have been avoiding him
Except for children and now...
? will be gone before the day ends.

llJ don’t worry, Puddle knew this was going to happen.

Rather than worry about his impending death,
e thinks about looking at the sky and how he reflects the sky himself

> was very good at waiting calmly and watching.
vas thankful that he wasn’t late or responsible or even loved

ause apparently love brought tears.
ier that day he had seen a woman cry a puddle of tears and it dried up so

kly it scarcely had time to see the world

le didn’t care if he was considered dirty, for he
nade of rain that came down from heave and just a splash of coffee.

made him feel special and just a little jittery.

able ‘89 & Evan Griffith ‘82




When I dream
[ see you
You’re
In the tides of the dark morning
Ocean
You’re
In the afternoon light
Golden
Your eyes
One with the clarity of clean blue skies: dreaming
One rich and warm like black coffee: focusing
Your hands
One waves at me- the outsider: loving
One inside your pocket: guarding
Your smile
Only covers one side of your face
The other half is firm and determined.
I reach
In an effort to rest my hand
At the summit of your smile
But I am confronted
By a layer of glass
I curl my hand into a fist
In sincere preparation to set you free
While I see your ex-pocketed hand curl
u No longer a slave to subjectivity
We lean in close for one last word
In a deafness cushioned by plasticity
Eggs - Photography - Ashley Light When I notice
We have matching bruises.
[ am half-paralyzed.
“Hello rebecca.” I hear one of us say.
“Forgive me if you’re superstitious.
It’s seven years of bad luck
But I have to do this.”

£

Rebecca Webb
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Yesterday,

Driving up

With her,

Parents in Argentina
Empty house.

“C’mon, it’ll be good for us,”
quality time

reassures her.

Coercion

Shouldn’t be

Necessary.

The house reeks
Of our lust.
The ghost
Taints

The car,
Beach,

Pool
Bathtub,
Shower,
Counter-tops,
Washer,
Balcony,
Futon,

Bed.

Mom’s wine

Dad’s whiskey
Candles, high heels,
Lingerie,

And

The heat.

Is this the same room
It was all those years ago?

No one else,
Just us.

The mint green walls,

Swaying of the willows outside.
Sunshine burns my eyelid,

And

Her hand reaches over.

Jesus,
What have I done,
Bringing her here?

Jonathan Stamm

Brushing Art & Literary Joumnal



Light - Photography - Ashley Light

volmia YOO ‘















Roses Pagll Ave - Digital Art - Ron Pease

- Bushing At & Literary Joumadl










Zofout o

From the bottom of a well, you can see stars, even in daylight; hi
were like that, all raucous with light and laughter till the moon ro
were folded against one another like the soft sections of a Fibona
perfect, considered, mindless.

Like struck steel he’s folded and coursed through with himself, li
and you can show the pattern with acid, if you care

to try: all that blood and all those days of anger; all the waiting, t
till the right moment and then

running. He’s good at that, too; always a tripped balance ready to
how I found and lost him, those moments teetering and he’s a bri
a hinterland of longing, a long salt-slaked swallow that took me
to nothing.
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White, ancient seeds

encircle a glazed earthen bowl
Each grain reflects the sunshine
in this sweet, joyful experience

Walting Jasmine scents

Nut-like morsels tease my taste
Simple, soft pearls stick to the pallet -
Aromatic cereal of wellbeing

Birtiied by the Monsoons

Aching limbs toiling

Buf alo muscles straining

Gro ving where other grains hesitate

Slen der, tiny beads

atreasure to humankind

urtires and quells my cravings

Min ifully, T consume the giving food.

Emily Bailey

L

A bead of moisture

Rolls down taut skin,

Creeping along leisurely,

As if it has no place to go,

Slowly rolling,

Leisurely creeping,

Precisely between two rises of rosy flesh.
And as it crawls

Lower,

Lower,

Lower,

It leaves a trail of itself behind

To evaporate into the expectant air,
Or to be lapped up

By whatever hungry predator that
Happens to pass,

Following the trail from bottom to top
With a pink tongue eager to grab
Every

Last

Drop.

Danielle Lincoln




The Ordinary - Photography - Akin Ritchie
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[ sit in my

brown leather chair
reclined,

at a loss

where to find

comfort

for my soul

enduring

even sublime

or

at the very least

a few hours

of peace of mind
elusive rest

merciful pause

of wandering thoughts
traveling

a circular route

with no end

despite the growing pressure
behind my forehead
causing my face

to recoil and tighten
as if it were better

to implode

then explode

out onto the ground
where it would become
someone else’s problem now
that my thoughts

have spilled out

no longer bound

to the madness

of being.

A point

moving

along the perimeter
of a circle

trying to find

a way out.

Maritza Melecio
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Infra Red Peace Lily - Photography - Ron Pease




Woman

As peaceful as a storm you are,

A feather of a fight.

When you no longer play the lamb
I’11 kiss this dove goodnight.

Jess Drew



Hidden Away - Photography - Marie Patrick



A View

looking at
a knot in the ash tree
seems an evil eye

your sigh
cues the knot
in my stomach

swirls
of cigarette smoke
follow your words

light
dances with dust
at my feet

a window
a passage
a myth

a brick
a stone
a ritual

a ribbon
a string
a knot

a path
a road
a guide

until you draw the drapes

Sandra Chavez Johnson



Midnight Fire Bright - Photomanipulation - Allison Osterloh
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I woke this morning like Adam after Eve’s creation.
Numbed by God’s poignant fingerprints
on my eyelids, on my tongue, on my chest—
When I remembered to inhale,
something like a sad little waltz
echoed in the hollows of my ribcage.
A pure, innocent melancholy
slept along the sea of my skin—
but I was Awake.
[ bit on all those bright things
with a euphoria that nibbled the trembling limit
of my breath.
The elegant, raw light in my mouth
pierced me as I swallowed and
ignited like coals when I spoke.
And though God warns not to swear—
I swear, I swear they fell to their knees
when they heard!

Victoria Sanchez
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It makes one fume to see the other side;

Where no pastel green grows, and perhaps

ke | In the absence of high-healed shoes or platted forms
Abandoned - Digital Art - Ron Pease 4 , One loses the individual beneath the canvas,

Inside the brush, there liecs REM branded sleep.

As Moses’ art fiddled amongst the steep-angled stars
And prayed for supple, mental notes of sheer
Brilliance! One network of galvanic revelation!

If only dreams could mesh oil
with oil, and grow marvels out of faith- o
less beggars buying cardboard, ' o
borrowing Sharpies and holding their way of life.

Rebecca Kon

VoM@ XX
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I love you like Florida, pre-European invasion,
when the squirrels could run to Tennessee
without touching the ground.

Like the darker loam of the post holes
of the Tequesta, Tocobago, and Calusa
who built in the sugar sand and limestone.

Like pottery sherds discovered at a midden,
small broken pieces that might make a jug or bowl.
A history lighter than you would expect.

I love you like the meticulous levels,
counted in centimeters to preserve the importance
of tiny parts and their relation to others.

Like the sketches of bone and carved rock
that inevitably caught centuries old soil that

smudged over my carefully wrought pictures.

Mistie Watkins
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View
from
a

Sidewalk
in
Key

West
(for Johnnie Keen)

Sweat,

in the breezeless,
predawn darkness
on Frances Street.

I am washed in heat and humidity

as hopeful, roving bands of lecherous
roosters announce—Sunrise!—with the
rising, eastern, pastel canvas.

Key West reveals itself,
as [ walk the short distance,
up to Mallory Square:

Stale beer,
hardened vomit,
crusty conchs,
street cleaners,
closed shops,
rain trees,
bums,

hens.

Cats, straw hats, palm trees, stink, water, baby chicks, cigarette butts.
Beauty.

Condoms, plastic, cigars, vegan restaurants, drag queen bars, dogs, conchs, public sex,

Duval.
Illusions, sand, gays, food. Booze,

massage parlors,

tropical,

money,

homelessness,
B & B’s
5 star,
leather.

Organic, banana and

blueberry smoothies

with Synergy.
Scuba, :
blackened-tuna,
key lime pie, i
tarpon.

Blue Heaven.

Sex shops, palm readers, fire dancers, grouper sandwiches, black beans, blown glass, tequila.

Brushing Art & Literary Journal

The Concha Hotel.

Clothing optional, coconut shrimp, crack-heads, ginger bread, sailboats
margaritas, , ,
ceiling fans,
excitement.

. Bougainvillea.
Over-priced everything.
Cruise ships,
air conditioning,
towels,
sandals,
sunglasses,
artists,
yellow rice,
old men.

Young men, frozen bananas, termites, police, old women, young women.
Blue.
Coffee, jet skis, helium balloons, garbage cans, tofu, piercing, sushi, lesbians, street people.
Breeze,
Cuba,
Navy.
Loneliness.
Avant-garde, Coast Guard. Tattoo.
Pink.
Green tea ice cream with red bean sauce. Help wanted-apply within. No public restrooms.
Hemingway, wood-rot, Cuban bread, panhandlers, pink taxis, bicycles.

Yellow.

Havana, ATM machines, Jjewelry, cash only, Fort Jefferson, time share, para-sail, musicians.

Marlin,
bridges,
literary,
Tennessee Williams, ™
Bahama Village. :
Poets.
Ports,
hurricanes,
The Custom House, and
Mallory Square.

Roving bands of lecherous

r00§ters announce—Sunset!—with the
Setting, western, pastel canvas before retiring
for the evening; dissatisfied, however all

the more hopeful with the coming day.

Gene Moore

Palm Island Paradise - Photography - R
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THE PLANK EVERTONE

“Headpiece filled with straw. Alas!”
T.S. Eliot, The Hollow Men

There’s something passive to be said of hollow men,

As if a you couldn’t figure that out for yourself:

They stand, they sit, they eat, they sleep,

Love to them is an expectation;

Sex , a movement moderately desired

Like feeling the urge to take a walk on a cool, breezy afternoon.

Who should they find to bother them?

They read papers and may remark on regrettable lives,

Perhaps even support a starving African child

Cradled in the arms of a woman with a cross on her neck and a tear in her eye;
A few pennies a day is all the cost of redemption!

Seems like a fair trade.

Onion - Photography - Ashley Light
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These are the men who fall asleep after most ejaculations,

Roll over and prepare for the next day

Soon at hand with a moderately priced, sensible looking alarm clock—
The analog kind with real bells—

Every so often, he hits the snooze button once or twice,

But only so often, and never more than twice.

These are the women who cook easily out of books:

They can chop an onion and pour it in without so much as a drop.
Afterwards, they sit down with a magazine or new hardcover,

Legs curled together, but with an oddly straight back,

Sipping something brightly colored

With Chopin playing (not too loud) in the background

This is they, who we aspire to be,

Parents to poets and clones alike,

Who love because it’s expected,

And don’t feel the need to go to church because it seems impractical;
Yes, indeed, there’s a Bible on the bookshelf,

But it isn’t like they’re going to waste time filling in the family tree.

And on the day that he dies,

Sometime around year 74.6,

It’ll be a nice funeral, with a nice tombstone—
Nothing too extravagant—

He wouldn’t like that;
Besides, we wouldn’t want to spend too much more than the funeral insurance.

[ visit the grave every now and then,
And always like to leave a few sunflowers or daisies

A simple name, a few dates,

It’s pretty in a way, if you like that sort of thing;
The graveyard people keep everything tidy;
She’d like it that way.

Alex Ruiz
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Hood Tree - Photography - Rachel Hessl;
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AT THE BORDER

Smells of lemon and baby diapers
It’s always best to cross the border in the morning, Papa says
Squinting in the sunlight
Chavez, Moreno, Ramirez, Rangel
Cars crawl
Beggars and sellers wave wares into open windows
Chiclets, Rosaries, and Luck
Garcia, Perez, Guadalupe, Hidalgo
Crossing border requires card
The important part is on the back, he says
Was admitted to the United States as an immigrant on 08 25 55
Worked Fields, Built Railroads, Cleaned Toilets
At 35 he went to find a Virgin in México
and came back with my mother
I wanted to know if | could still have children, he says

Sandra Chavez Johnson
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Dragging through the avenue my dainty gait,
I reck of that sad resigned sound-
An exhalation through closed lips

No, I bear these chirps, rustles, and sways as marble sheets

It’s springtime in reverse and in these weakest weeks

stand
Lonely, trembling goddess of resigned solitude and forlorn beauty

ew Chleans . | {
for Michele .

to know the destiny of her leavings,
we went to view destruction as spectators seeking
martyrdom in the cracks, the crevices, the rotting carcass of a kingdom,
as grief swayed a lynched city. hope stretched
barren branches towards the heavens to grasp the indifferent hands of God.
communication useless as town criers noted
death toll lotteries with increasing apathy.

we went to view destruction, the remnants, of the rage of elements.
winds of gnashing teeth left torsos of opulence, the eccentric backbones of architecture.
we went to view destruction. the days dead buoyed by, poached pale
pillows rolling rinds curled puddles posed as rivers gone awry.
wood, stone, brick, perishables rocked bobbing coffins blinking
macabre Morse codes for those.
for those who never came we traveled by roadsides trampled barren, broken by
occasional clusters of cowering wildflower’s scent, the heartless stench of futility, the
irrevocable choices, strong or weak, young or old, live or die.
we went to view destruction, where the natives rippled under
over others lay stood stacked sandbags of opaque horror still
signposts at schizophrenic crossroads as Nikon harnessed predators
eyed their prey with insatiable appetites.

Sandy Hill

Brushing At & Literary Joumal

All those lonely sounds of peace and trees known for just one moment
Sounds that banally recall in some the breezy airs of springtime

S/ That fortify a crowned kingdom of sorrow in every barren province of my soul

I cower before the city and bleed the blood of a captive goddess I beg to under-

Jessica Drew
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a day in the Evening

This morning the sky was white,

All bereft of indignation and classification.
Shapes storied of lives born

To die

Usurped the coddled air.

As time would tarry, 2
It tinted blue,

Which was pleasant
Despite its tethered arena
All resplendence in chains.

The insensible found their
Windswept ends decked with horizons
And on the eve of dropping in

1 overheard a sundry call:

Take to the wind and breathe.

Old Mill - Digital Art - Ron Pease

Abiding by the hue of its day —

To see eye to foot; ever so

Willingly like the river

To flow with the creek.

Break banks, hold yourself on crags.

As a black mass tucked in the night

I was unsettled; the water with ripples.

I stepped onto shore, kissed discontentment,
Embraced the contrast [ never grew up with,
And found a new day in history standing there.

The white pinpricks were born

With the evening; all weathered,
Anticipating a life of matched moments.
So, I saw no difference

When the lights went out.

But I didn’t know the difference,
And that made a difference.

Rebecca Kon
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The sheets of my imagination,

,slighted, brittle;
ndInOnePiece

Painting death,
A poison rose,
One =

Black, a tint to be
Challenged.

And as longing does

One is




Primitive Design - Digital Photography - Leslie Capobianco

The Room

Cathleen Bota

White paper cranes

hang from clear fishing wire
across stark crown molding.
Floors shine like

the face of your guitar.

Furniture made of snowy down,
hungry for a visitor.

In the center, a neat pile

of blank canvases.

[ know what the room
looks like.

I’ve seen it behind
your eyes.

Inside,

the fan disperses

synaptic connections.

An infinite braid of light
glows brightly on the ceiling.

Knock, knock

I shake you awake.
The curtains pull open,
and you say “hello.”

Silent Jars

Rebecca Kon

Allegation against Playstation
“I’m lovin’ it”—humanists

It’s not fast food,

It’s new blood, fresh off the kettle.

Let’s settle
This—two night,
A three day revolution cruise,

Sensational and having it your own way.

Obliterate the obstinate;
Candidates for objection

And roll in courtesy, yes courtesy;
An uncommon Clydesdale.

Competition—a Bengal tiger

Prey on the young and drag;
Ripping apart electronic carcasses,
Rumbling the stoic drift.

In the Sun we Trust, like
Mobil, you can get the best
Two political whiplashes
Served with a side of fries
And a fresh Coca-Cola.

Bigger better—contribution,
Useless fallacies and wonky
Corporate followers,

Under the table

Leave slips of choices

For the impoverished
Dollars collecting dust.

Opportunity? Yes, opportunity.
Cannot buy butter,

While overseas they huddle
Pockets bulge in thick hands
And call to mind our
Opportunity for recession,
Descending into depression

A lesson on closed ears

And toppled grease.

Your pot is melting America,
Fresh out of the oven

Come and get it

Before it’s gone.




Dirt Cookies

Wake up. There are children eating dirt cookies.

It was lunchtime, but it was also hungertime.

There was a mix of emotion included

In the batch of mud and starvation.

Those who saw it stood with a caught breath for

A prayer not yet answered. And so their hands

Loosened their grip on the image—just another moment...

Just another moment ago, the taste

In the mouths of God’s littlest children knew

; The earth better than any. The heat oven

Pressed against the roofs

Of their mouths; they swallowed their last resort.
The sun shown wearily on those dirt desserts,
And mixed three unlikely ingredients

The salt, the vegetable shortening, the dirt,

Into one glob of survival.

Their stomachs churned with gritty mud in their throats.
The dirt gave to the hunger, and took away from the thirst.
The thirst begged the rain. The rain was dry.

A stomach growls

In the coming of lunchtime,

A prayer was heard, but not yet answered.
Those who normally ate

Breakfast noticed the dog inside their stomachs.
Scratching their throats and howling

In intervals, the dog moaned

And still could not rest. It dug its nails deeper.

The village knows not
What God has in mind for those
Who eat the earth...

So with mixed emotions they inhale

The smooth and gritty dirt cookies,

Waiting for their answer and for the dog to release its nails
From a hopeful and emaciated chest.

Nails of tension. Nails of faith.

Nails of anticipation for a turkey sandwich

And a glass of whole nourishing milk,

Like a mix of skim and chocolate

A delicious, united elixir.

Boy - Photography - Ashley Light
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4 ? At once the hairs on my arms rose.
& [ wished to run away.
i; [ tried to turn my head, but my
?\ : body would not obey.

My eyes were fixed on her—oh God!
That woman stared at me!

“She looked! That woman looked at us!”
. ' Dear mom smiled. “It can’t be.”

That night a blackish lump appeared
‘ before me, bent and weak.

{s-‘ i I rubbed my eyes but there it was,

i and it began to speak.

-
&

“The sons I bore are dead, but oh—
"% \ my daughter lives, it’s true!”

; Her bony finger pointed straight.
“My child,” she cried, “It’s you!”

“I'had to eat, I was so poor
and surely I did so,

and one by one your brothers fell
in our bread’s daily dough.”

- Balladof the
- Vead chuld

“They threw you in the river, but

i
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‘That woman, there!” my mother breathed.

‘She’s wept ten thousand tears.
One thousand for each dead son,”
Vlom whispered in my ear.

i She wears black every single day,

And stares with hollow eyes.

gnd he who dares to walk past her,
he plagues until he dies.”

“l heard it from our baker—Oh
¢ swears his cousin passed,

ind after ten long days wore shrouds.
cath will not be surpassed.”

my darling girl survived,
I searched and searched to make you mine
so happy you’d not died.”

“Now come, my child, to your new home,
you’ll now live with me.”

She took my arm and gripped me tight,
[ struggled fruitlessly.

Now I live on with dear sweet mom,
on that white corner where

we haunt the souls who dare to pass
our mourning figures there.

Victoria Sanchez

VOLTIE OO K7




Bottles - Digital Art - Ron Pease

%Wm

She sobbed, “No!” He said, “What?”

He mumbled, always he mumbled, fumbled.

Fumbling with mumbles and other things he should not
Caused her to lose footing and stumble.

He said, “I don’t know why; let me forget.”
But for all his unsurety,

How could she trust he remember that which
She should let him forget?

Instead she remembers for him

Lest he forget why

He did what he did but wishes to forget.

She simmers the memories in a teapot,

(laced with a lop of laughter;

Spicy tears; boredom; an angry shot of indignation;

Pride; jealousy; steeping pain; not without seeping sadness.)
Lemon, arsenic and sugar-- served up hot--

Remembering to add a drop-full of Forgot.

Colette King



That night I stormed Valhalla, a million

years ago, t'was I, Queen of the Red Red Sea—
who bore my wearied soldiers on my back

and led them to our rest. The golden spires

of shields shined in the dense dust of dead stars,
on this, our bleak and glorious passing. “Ah!

My foes there drift,” [ mused, “And I dispatched them.

[ breathed and drank and swam in bitter blood.
I sent their souls with severed heads, t'was |
their dread incarnate, face of Soldiers' long
dead lovers.” Lovers...I loved once, I think—
when my forgotten body drifted not

in blackened ash of smothered fires or white,
limp corpses of these bloodless mortals. I—

I can recall a man of Incan race

whose fierce, black eyes were tamed by mine alone—
before I stormed Valhalla so very

long ago... White gods came from distant shores,
desired to conquer tribe and nation. But,

I pledged myself before their battle in

the shadows of the night—not stars, not moon,
not Valkyries—saw such a splendid sight.

“I would, my lord, be yours for all you'd have
me do. The living threads of sea I spew

from savage lips I'd gladly hand to you.

I'd set your navy in the swiftest paths

along my skin of spinning fingertips.

I'd weave the strongest armor of the scales
that cover both my hips and, yes, you'd be
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the envy of all generals—amongst

the living and the dead! My body I

devote to serve whate'er your dark desire—
traverse my fearless vagabond, 'long dust

that longs for you.” My lord then smiled at me.
So cold it was and cruel! He knew his fate.

He knew! He knew—he murmured soft into
my skin. “Tonight we storm Valhalla, Queen.
This very night I die.” We walked into

my sea. He took those things I sacrificed

and many gave to me. Dawn blindly charged—
the garish sun in silver sky arose.

The deed was done, the battle won, but our
ill-fated war was lost. Our men now slept.

The judgment passed—not one was left with breath.
Valhalla quickly captured him and now

to him I go! I fly amid the stars—

'mid solar labyrinths of violet suns

that bold in violence, threaten to explode.

I bid farewell their faded skeletons;

The bright gold spires I see! The holy gates

of our Valhalla! There I'll be ‘till the

world has need of you or me, my Incan

lord, and your Queenly sea. We shall await

the Ragnarok, my Incan lord and 1. We'll

remember the night we stormed Valhalla—

the glorious night we died.

Victoria Sanchez
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The sign said “Piedmont Acres” with an accent..I
drove past it, mostly ignoring the perfe.ctly mani-
cured expanse of grass that frequently dlsappéar.ed
behind hills of more grass. The occasional dlst.m-
guished oak tree blotted out the morning sunshine
in shady moments that were gone just bef(n‘*e they
could be appreciated, like the world was poking fun
at me for being sleepy.

“Well, fuck you then,” I murmured. :

“Aww, is Maxy going to be grumpy this
morning?” asked the figure in my passenger seat.
Goose was always cheerier when someone else was
in a bad mood. I looked to see his disturbingly boy-
ish face smiling out from underneath a short mo-
hawk and a scrotum of facial hair. He looked like a
kid who was promoted to adulthood without going
through puberty.

“Wasn’t talking to you. Anyway, do you
know where we’re supposed to park?” I asked.

“Up here on the right,” he said.

We rounded a final hill to see a mostly
empty parking lot on the right of the country club’s
entrance. My truck rolled to a stop next to a very
used white subcompact. As I got out and stretched,
I glanced at the mess of automotive magazines. and
styrofoam containers strewn about the car’s inte-
rior.

“Someone else who doesn’t want to be
here,” I thought to myself.

I grabbed my backpack out of the backseat
and started toward the entrance, where Goose was
already talking with a lady at the front desk. Loqk-
ing through the glass front door, I saw her with
hands clasped tightly together, eyes dancing fitfully
between me and my partner before they fixed on
my shirt for several seconds. I opened the door and
walked into a brick wall of air conditioning.

“Er... yes. As I was saying to your... friend,
here, the band is still clearing their equipment off
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the dance floor. You two can wait outside, it will
probably be another twenty minutes,” she said, her
knuckles beginning to turn white.

I felt her eyes on my back until the door shut
behind us. .

“Classy joint, eh?” said Goose, cigarette al-
ready dangling from his lips as he wandered through
his numerous pockets for a lighter.

“Real bourgeois, if that’s what you mean.
Do you know what we’re doing?” I asked.

“Picking up the dance floor. Don’t worry,
the whole thing’s modular,” he said as he lit his
cigarette.

Modular. Since I’d become a stagehand, I’d
learned that practically everything could be 'modu-
lar. Most stagehands were men at least twu.:e my
size who spent their days building and demolishing
functional structures on short notice; they defined
“modular” like a pack of lions would define “bite-
sized.”

“Won’t have much use for this then?” I
asked, pulling at the crescent wrench in my pocket.

“Eh, you never know,” he said in a puff of
smoke.

I shook my legs a little bit to get the con-
tents of my pockets to settle down again‘, feeling
my wrench slide into place next to my kmfe and a
cheap multitool. The orange chalk 'bag chpped. to
my waist rolled lazily against my thigh, gonceahng
a roll of purple electrical tape, a screwdrlve'r, some
tie-line, my wallet, and a small first aide kit filled
with a condom and breath mints. I felt like a boy
scout.

We watched as a shiny black sedan rolled
over the hills toward our designated waiting area.
Jaguar. Obscenely bright blue-white headlights
washed over our shady spot as it pulled around to
the front door, leaving us staring at a vanity plate

that read “VANITY,” lit red by the break lights. I
glanced at Goose to see him rolling his eyes. It was
too early for meta-humor, apparently. _

“Aww, and I bet he thinks he’s clever,” said
Goose with his pity voice. “You want to hear a bet-
ter joke?”

“We both know that you’re going to tell me
either way,” I said, sitting down on the curb. :
“How do you know if a stagehand got laid?”

he asked.
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I drew out the pause, watching the sedan’s
driver walk past us up the front steps. His hair was
graying at the sides, clashing with his orange tan
and a maroon polo shirt that showed Just a hint of
beer gut. Business style khaki pants over black tas-
seled loafers rounded out the fashion faux pas.

“They have two clean fingers!” he said.

“Thanks for that, Goose. Did you know that
Hellen Keller had a dollhouse in her backyard?”

He shook his head, bending down to snuff
out his cigarette.

“Neither did she,” I said.

“Excuse me,” said an irritated voice over
the whoosh of the glass door opening.

We turned to see a black three-piece suit
with a golden name-tag holding the door open; the
large bald man in it looked angry.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“CrewBums, local labor,” Goose said.
“We’re here to take out a dance floor.”

“Why are you out here then?”

“We were told to wait out here until the
band finished removing their equipment,” I said,
smiling.

He looked across the hills to see two more
cars approaching, a pained expression on his face,

“Wait inside,” he said, stepping aside and
waving us through the doors.

Back into the air conditioning, I gave a little
wave to the desk lady. She smiled back at me like I
vas a dentist.

“Follow me,” he said, setting off down a
allway with his angry walk.

I fell in behind Goose as we jangled along
chind our guide. My boots sank into the plush-
lded earth-tone carpeting, my eyes swimming up
he off-white ceilings, down the champagne walls
rimmed with wood. It was clearly supposed to be
isteful.

“In here,” he said, standing beside an open
oorway.

“Thanks, it’s much nicer in here,” I said as
dropped my backpack near a wall and sat down
>xt to it.

The banquet room was painted plain white,
ith windows across the wall to my right and one

« ['those temporary walls hanging gray to my left.

tterned carpet ran wall-to-wall, except where a

dance floor had been laid over it near the windows.
Luckily, those windows were situated away from
the rising sun, meaning the room wouldn’t be ob-
noxiously bright for a while yet. [ watched as Goose
walked over to talk with the stagehands pushing
road-cases off the dance floor. It occurred to me
that the three-piece-suit-man was still standing in
the doorway.

“You.” he said, meaning me. “Don’t you
think that that’s a bit inappropriate?”’

He was pointing at my shirt. I looked down
at the white block lettering on black fabric and read
to myself upside-down: “NAZI PUNKS FUCK
OFF,” spelled out around a crossed-out swastika.

“I think it’s racism that’s really ‘a bit nap-
propriate,’ sir.”

He struggled with a retort while I pretended
innocence, admiring the changing topography of
his furrowed brow. When eye contact became un-
comfortable, I turned again to see Goose looking at
me expectantly from across the room.

“I believe we’re going to get started now,
sir,” I said, adding another genuine smile as I rose
to my feet. “Thank you for showing us in. If we
need anything else we’ll look for you.”

The suit-man exhaled loudly as I turned
away, rooting through my backpack for gloves.
Goose stood on the edge of the dance floor with an
amused expression on his face.

“You do that on purpose, don’t you?” he
asked, nodding his head toward the logo on my
chest.

“Sometimes, but today I just got dressed in
the dark. Besides, look at your shirt,” [ said, indicat-
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