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Louis Bourgeois
Louis Bourgeois is the Executive Director of VOX PRESS INC, a non-profit avant-garde literary press. His memoir,
The Gar Diaries, was nominated for the National Book Award in 2008. Bourgeois lives, writes, and edits in Oxford,
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He was strange like most of my father’s friends; he was short and fattish, and his hair dark and greasy. He was
an auto parts manager or something like that. He was stupid, sort of, and miserably sane. His greatest plunge into
debauchery was eating a dozen of his wife’s chocolate éclairs at one sitting. Brother Gomez was his name, I
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guess he was someone’s brother but I never found out whose. I’d only seen him once or twice before, talking

Blue Boy

with my father for hours it seemed, about cars, and car engines. They’d get nostalgic together talking about

Louis Bourgeois

different models of cars from the 1950s and 60s. I had no interest in automobiles or automobile parts, but it was
certainly better hanging out with them than it was going to school and listening to those teachers going on and on
about subjects I cared even less about than the automobile world, etc.
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Brother Gomez was the only person I’d ever known who caught squirrels with rat traps. His backyard was an
arbor of century old oak trees, so thick that no grass grew at all on the ground because so little light could get
through the thick hanging gray moss. He would set a trap at the foot of each tree. He’d bait them with peanut
butter, which I thought was particularly odd for some reason. I was used to shooting squirrels with shotguns and I
thought catching squirrels with traps was a sissy thing to do. He sold the dead squirrels to the black families that
lived at the end of his road in a small community of shotgun houses lined up side by side. I’m not sure what he
had against the squirrels in his back yard so as to kill them in such a gruesome way as rat traps, where they died in
slow, agonizing contortions brought on by snapped backbones or cracked skulls. Why didn’t he just shoot them
from his back porch with a pellet rifle or with a .22 rifle?

Behind the oak trees of Brother Gomez’s yard, was a small wooden two-room house with a screened in front
porch and no back door. This was where Brother Gomez’s son lived,

his name was Charles. I’d only seen

him once, and he died not long after. He had some kind of heart or blood disease that gave his skin a bluish
aspect, nearly as blue as someone with mercury poisoning. He was not expected to live as long as he did, but I
met him when I was sixteen and he was thirty-three years old. The three of us walked through the grassless and
darkened backyard with the seemingly obligatory concrete statue of the Virgin Mary placed in the middle of the
yard, and paid Charles a visit toward the end of a long early September day just on the outskirts of the Old Town
District of Slidell, Louisiana. There’s not too much to say about Charles except that he had wild curly black hair
and he wore thick black framed glasses so that he looked like something between a hippy and a scholar—but you
could tell simply by being around him for a few minutes that his only education was this life-long disease—I got the
feeling that he was probably illiterate but he wasn’t just an out and out moron either, like his father seemed to me.
He spoke clearly, but in low tones as if he was afraid that speaking too loudly might blow his heart to bits and
pieces.

I don’t remember the details of his little house, but I remember the way it felt. It felt like immobility, as if it was stuck
in time, but not in any particular generation, like a home stuck in the 1950s, 60s, or 70s. It was just static, and
when we left I was extremely depressed because I knew he was going to be dead soon, the three of us could feel
it, and when Charles died, the Coroner’s Office was going to drive his body to Honaker Funeral Home and then
Honaker Funeral Home was going to drive his body in a laced coffin in a decked-out late model hearse and
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ultimately Charles’ body was going to be lowered into the fertile bug-infested top soil near the beautifully polluted
canal in Slidell Cemetery. Perhaps some women would cry and some would chant inane and repetitious
lamentations from the Douay Bible and that would be the end of it. He wrote no poetry, painted no canvasses; he
left behind no recorded music. How could he? He was simply trying to stay alive in a body that wasn’t meant to
live, a timid heart that had held out much longer than was expected. One stroke of the pen might have ruptured his
heart on the spot. He had to live quietly and in great fear of movement to keep alive at all, and if you ask me, that is
the worse fate that can befall anyone.

He died a few months after my visit and all happened as I expected. The cold, wet, Slidell soil was shoveled onto
his white wooden coffin. And that was it; the polluted canal water rushes by everyday where his bones still lay,
unless the worms have been working overtime on his formaldehyde body and there’s merely an outline of being,
an outline of dust. But my point in writing this is that I want the world to know that:
Charles Seymour Gomez

did exist on this earth for a little while. Perhaps he didn’t have any reason for existing at all, except to fill up one
small moment in my life when I was a teenager, so that I might learn something about existence, so that I might
remember it one day.
I call him the Blue Boy because he made me feel strange and nostalgic for something I still can’t understand;
where he is now, he will always be and it’s better that way.
1986
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Juliet Grable
Juliet Grable divides her time between the mountains of southern Oregon and the waters of Richardson Bay,
California. She holds an MFA in Creative Writing from the University of San Francisco and currently teaches College
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English at the Art Institute. She also freelances as an environmental journalist and personal essayist, and is working
on a book about living aboard a sailboat. Her work has appeared in Bay Nature Magazine, where she writes about
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everything from marsh restoration to elephant seals.
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          It was one of those delicious San Francisco days when the air blows in liquid and the sun graces everything
gold and anything can happen. We were in the Haight, Brint and I. The late summer sun drenched the streets in
syrupy amber light as we walked side by side, watching two young women prance along the thronged sidewalk
ahead of us: Brint’s teenaged daughters, Tara and Raven. Though four years apart they were almost exactly the
same height, but Tara wore her mop of copper curls short while Raven’s straight, shoulder-length hair was dyed
flamingo. Seventeen-year-old Tara wore black tights, impossibly short red shorts and a bustier-style top that
exposed her midriff. Raven, younger and slighter of build, relied on accessories: an elaborately embroidered belt,
thick yellow spirals through gauged ears, silver rings on most of her fingers. The girls looked funky and sexy. They
were attracting attention and they knew it, yet there was an innocence about them, a healthy animal playfulness,
like fillies that canter and roll simply because their bodies are strong and the sun feels good on their supple skin and
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they’re excited about the potential inherent in every juicy hummock.
        The girls had come down from Oregon to spend two weeks with us. I had taken them to the Haight to
show them a part of my world: the café I liked to frequent between classes, the thrift shops, the flamboyant
Victorians, looking as though they’d been rolled in fondant then gilded and bejeweled, the mash and swarm and
pageantry of the kids and freaks that posture and pose and the tourists that come to bear witness. Watching the
girls bounce ahead of us, I realized they were much more at home here than I was. They were in their element: two
more bright flowers joining a parading celebration of youth.
As we approached the Blue Front Café, my favorite lunch spot on Haight Street, I noticed a trio of street
urchins hanging out by the front door: a tall, gangly adolescent with long blonde sideburns, wearing a Dickensonian
top hat and a guitar slung across his back, and another young man and a woman, colorfully costumed and happy,
not hostile like some of the street kids and hippie-gypsies that haunt the Haight, leaning against storefronts with their
grungy knapsacks and dogs-on-strings, panhandling for change and cigarettes and spitting sarcastic “have a nice
day”s at my back when I shook my head.
We went into the cafe and I shepherded Brint and the girls to the counter in the back. They were craning
their heads to read the vast menu on the wall and I was making suggestions (the falafel burrito, the baklava) when
suddenly the trio from outside appeared before us. The boy with the top hat stood in front while his friends hung
back, flanking him. He was clearly on a mission; his smile stretched from sideburn to sideburn. The boy--he was
maybe nineteen or twenty--had a large mouth and one of those toothy infectious grins that made him look like an
errant hayseed blown into the big city.
“I just have to tell you,” he began, then took a perfect little beat: “You’re gorgeous!”
For half a second I thought he was talking to me. But of course he wasn’t. The lovely creature he stood
breathless and vulnerable and emboldened before was Tara. He beamed at her, and she beamed back, and said
“Thank you!” and they stood this way for a good fifteen seconds until finally the young man tipped his hat and
turned and he and his friends filed out of the café. Tara blushed, Raven pinched her and growled and Brint looked
bemused and proud, as only a father can. We smiled at her, with her, as did the handful of customers waiting to
order. As the front door banged shut and set the bell a-jingle, I called after the trio; “What am I, chopped liver?”
with just enough razz and bravado in my voice to reassure people I was only joking.
Anything can happen. Tara glowed and tingled through lunch, a secret smile playing on her lips. No doubt
the scene continued to dance through her mind, even as she talked about other things. I replayed it, too-“You’re gorgeous!” echoing, echoing--for the incident shocked me, shook me good and hard with the
knowledge that somehow, as I stared down forty, what was once a brash declaration--Anything’s possible!--had
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evolved into a practical and thoughtful question: What’s possible?
It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t as if I wanted strange men following me into cafes. And it wasn’t as if I
resented the fact that the spotlight had shifted, for it hadn’t. Indeed, the spotlight remained focused where it
always had been; I had simply moved through it and become a part of the audience. It took a young man in an
absurd top hat, beaming his admiration at a beautiful woman in the full flush of her burgeoning, to deliver the full
voltage of this truth. And the beautiful woman just happened to be Tara. Tara, who was in love with the world, in
love with herself, and with Possibility--the word was her breathless mantra.

1 2 >>
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In the days that followed, Tara spent hours perched conspicuously on the coach roof of Brint’s sailboat,
coercing poems out of the old Royal she had rescued from a dusty corner of an antiques store. One afternoon she
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donned her black felt hat with the red flower and I helped her lug the heavy typewriter most of the way to downtown

<< Page 2 of 2

Sausalito, then stood on the boardwalk watching her walk purposefully towards the ferry landing. She wanted to do
this on her own. Tara taped a hand-drawn sign to the back of the typewriter, set up on a bench in the middle of
the current of tourists streaming from the docked ferry, and waited. She improvised poems on request for couples,
for children, for single people missing their significant other, and for a lone backpacker, accepting tips in the
typewriter’s worn case. She bravely flung her words into the world and the world rewarded its new daughter with a
kiss. I could only stand by, wondering, stunned at the boldness of youth.

As a teenager I secretly dreamed of being a street musician just as Tara aspired to be a street poet, only
my mind played out the fantasy in another sensual city: New Orleans. The Big Easy evoked for me the same
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golden-tinged delirium as the Haight on a sunny afternoon, especially during Mardi Gras. My family and I often drove
there from Dallas, attending as many parades as we could. Possibility is what I sensed when I glimpsed down
alleyways in the French Quarter, or through ornate iron gates into courtyards bathed in melon-gold light, or up at the
balconies that tumbled flowers over their railings. The French colonial architecture and the stew of strong smells
steaming up from the streets excited me. The city dripped with sexuality, but I didn’t identify that specifically, I just
knew I responded to it, yearned towards it like a tender shoot seeking sunlight. I recognized only the city’s
romantic sheen, oblivious to its underbelly of vice and poverty. The artists sketching street scenes in the Quarter
and the open travel-worn musician’s cases winking change and crumpled bills dared me to imagine outside my
presumed trajectory--the straight-A’s lined up like arrows to a future pointed and predestined--to something more
akin to jazz, free-form and open-ended.
I was fourteen the year we caught the Irish-Italian parade. On the parade route I strained ahead of my
parents, following floats draped in red, green and white, wearing my jean jacket and sunglasses and a beret as
ridiculous as Tara’s young man’s top hat. I flicked my mane of hair, aware that it was curling in the humidity and
casting flecks of red-gold. I gave in fully to my giddy greed, clutching at the deluge of doubloons and cheap plastic
beads: junk transformed into treasure, into the tokens of Possibility.
I caught the eye of a young man riding on one of the floats. He was considerably older than Tara’s young
man, perhaps in his mid-twenties, and he wasn’t cute or goofily endearing but dark and dangerous, with sensual
lips and a soccer player’s physique and bona fide facial hair. He leered at me and shouted something I couldn’t
understand, so I simply grinned back, and as the float was about to pass he jumped down, swooped over, and
took my face in his hands, and before I knew what was happening he was kissing me like I’d never been kissed,
because in fact I hadn’t been kissed at all, but he didn’t know that (did he?), nor did he know or care that I was
only fourteen, and because of his recklessness my mouth was full of his tongue and hot saliva and new
knowledge. Then he was running back towards the float, head turned to throw me one last devil’s grin, and
people on the sidelines smiled at me as I tingled and jolted, briefly spotlit and as much a part of the parade as the
musicians and the floats. And the beads and doubloons rained down and the grabbing hands reached towards
heaven and the shouts from the crowd mingled with the molten brassy notes that swirled out of the musicians’
horns, offering themselves to the enchanted afternoon light.
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Kirby Wright
Kirby Wright was born and raised in Honolulu, Hawaii. He is a graduate of Punahou School in Honolulu and the
University ofCalifornia at San Diego. He received his MFA in Creative Writing from San Francisco State University.
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Wright has been nominated for two Pushcart Prizes and is a past recipient of the Ann Fields Poetry Prize, the
Academy of American Poets Award, the Browning Society Award for Dramatic Monologue, and Arts Council Silicon

Mango Wars

Valley Fellowships in Poetry and The Novel. BEFORE THE CITY, his first book of poetry, took First Place at the 2003

Nonfiction

San Diego Book Awards. Wright is also the author of the companion novels PUNAHOU BLUES and MOLOKA’I
NUI AHINA, both set in Hawaii. He was a Visiting Fellow at the 2009 International Writers Conference in Hong
Kong, where he represented the Pacific Rim region of Hawaii. He is the 2011 Artist in Residence at Milkwood
International, Czech Republic.
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It was my mother's 45th birthday and I was alone in the house. Mrs. Machado had just picked her up and
taken her to the Muumuu Show at the Kahala Hilton. 
Barry, my big brother, was hiking Diamond Head crater and
my kid sister, Julie, was hanging out with her girlfriends around the block—they were a bratty gang obsessed with
collecting Trolls and Liddle Kiddles. I missed the days of pushing Julie in the stroller, feeding her in the high chair,
and even changing her diapers. She’d seemed as vulnerable as a Woolworth’s turtle. But I knew it was good
for her to be away from the house because our father was overly critical. He’d told Julie at the dinner table to quit
eating mango slices with her mouth open and she solved that problem by pretending to eat; after dinner, she
retreated to her room and gorged herself on Cheetos and Famous Amos Cookies. When I’d told her to just save
her dinner and eat it later, she said she didn’t like our mother’s cooking anyway. She would usually stay in her
room and spend the hours before bedtime grinding crayons into coloring books.   
I wanted to kill time so I decided to spiff up the Plymouth Barracuda. 
Barry always washed and waxed our
mother's car on her birthday, but I wanted to beat him to the punch. My mother took turns getting crushes on
Barry, Julie, or me, depending on how much we’d done for her. It reminded me of a horse race, with my brother
and sister challenging me around turns and along straight-aways. I’d given my mother a framed picture of Judy
Garland before breakfast and she said it was one of the best gifts she’d ever received. I knew I had the lead.     
I pulled on Barry’s faded green trunks with the hibiscus print and my father’s old V-neck undershirt; half
my wardrobe consisted of hand-me-downs because I hated shopping for clothes. The V-neck was soft from
washings. I found the plastic bucket in the garage, put in dish soap, and filled it with hot water from the kitchen
sink. I backed the Barracuda out of the garage and parked it in the shade of the hala tree. I rolled up the
windows, squirted it with the hose, and sponged the white hood with hot soapy water. I liked the lemony smell. It
felt good to do something besides homework or picking mangoes off the trees looming over our roof. The
blacktop warmed my bare feet.
The Olds pulled into the driveway. My father climbed out and stared at me, as if I’d done something
wrong. 
His 5 o’clock shadow made him look like a tough on Hawaii 5-0. He was hapa haole and had been
raised hanai in Kaimuki; he’d told me he ran the two miles to Fung’s Meats for a pound of hamburger and Mr.
Fung said, “Go home, kanaka boy. Granny’s credit all broke.” I wanted to go back in time, drape an arm over
his little boy shoulders, and tell him there’d be better days as he trudged home empty-handed. Our relationship

http://swback.com/issues/015/Mango-Wars/1.html[7/11/20, 9:04:12 PM]

Fiction
Art

Next Work >

Switchback - Mango Wars - Kirby Wright
had turned dark the night I ran out the front door to avoid a strapping for telling my mother she should get a divorce
if she wasn’t in love. Running was a cowardly thing to do but it had an element of bravery because it showed I
wasn’t going to sit around and take it. I knew my father feared me a little—I could hurt his reputation if the police
got involved. Knowing I had that power made me feel good. But I also realized the beatings were his way of
toughening us up. In his mind, the more he beat us the tougher we’d get and the better equipped we’d be to
fight for what we wanted. The toughening made me both fear and hate him, the way a dog fears and hates a
brutal master. Barry was different—he’d told me we deserved to “catch dirty lickins” for blowing up the water
meter with a homemade bomb and for growing pakalolo in pots on the roof. I wondered if my brother secretly liked
getting strapped because every strike of the belt meant his father loved him enough to discipline him.         
“You get the mail?” my father called.
“I think Mom already did.”
“You think? Don’t you know?”
“I know she got it.”
“She get my flowers?”
“I dunno.”
“Goddamnit, Kirby, are my red roses in the house?”
“I didn’t see any.”
Dealing with my father was a tricky matter. He was the best guy to have on your side but a nightmare if he
got mad. 
I never knew what was going to set him off, even if I did something good. I never washed his car. Barry
had washed it once and got blamed for scratching the paint. After that, he avoided the Olds like the plague. My
father wanted Barry and me both to be lawyers like him, but he was having his doubts because our grades at
Punahou High were mediocre at best. The school threw gas on the fire when they sent him the results of our IQ
tests. He said we’d be lucky to get into Podunk U. 
He thought we were spoiled. He’d won a competitive
scholarship to Saint Louis High School and had fought for everything he had in life, including his rank as Major in the
Army during World War II. I’d worn his bronze Battle Stars on my Cub Scout uniform despite the protests of my
fellow Scouts. In my father’s world, the willingness to do battle scholastically determined whether you’d succeed
or fail in life. I wanted to be a fighter like him but school didn’t come easy. He tried motivating Barry and me by
pitting us against one another, but that only served to weaken our already fragile brotherhood. We were both
juniors because Barry had been held back. 
Every day was a reminder he’d failed to match up intellectually and he
spent his lunch hour in Punahou’s weight room to make up in brawn for what he felt he lacked in brains. He’d
been called “muscle-bound retard” by some kids at school, and most doubted we were brothers at all. Barry
took after our Irish mother with his green eyes and blond hair. I had the dark complexion and slanted eyes of our
father.         
My father swung a black jacket over one shoulder, pulled a briefcase out of the backseat, and shut the
door. 
Bifocals made his dark brown eyes look huge. He wore a gray tie, a white shirt, and black slacks. He
kicked an orange hala seedpod—it went sailing out into the street.
I ran the sponge along the blue pinstripe on a front fender.

"Help Me, Rhonda" played on the

Barracuda’s radio. I'd turned it up full blast to hear music through the glass.    
My father sauntered over. I smelled the Yardley Brilliantine coming off his hair and figured the secretaries
knew that odor all too well. He was about my height but outweighed me by a good thirty pounds of fat, not
muscle. 
My father reminded me of the actor Ernest Borgnine in the series McHale’s Navy, only a sterner version.
His hair was salt-and-pepper. He had sideburns but the hair was long in some places and short in others. For the
first time I noticed his ears were too big for his head. His lobes looked heavy, like ornaments hanging off a tree.
Sometimes he jogged a few miles after work but his inconsistency kept the weight on. I jogged in secret every
night after dinner to stay in better shape than him. 
"Quit blaring that god damn crap," he told me.
"Why is it crap?”
"Boys singing like girls," he said, flinging open the car door and switching off the radio.
"That's the Beach Boys."
He slammed the door. "You don't know good music."
"So what is 'good music?'"
"Arthur Fiedler and the Boston Pops. Is your mother in the house?"
"Mrs. Machado took her to the Muumuu Show."
"Chrissakes," he said, loosening his tie. He had a look that said it'd been a rough day in the salt mines and
I figured her absence made him feel as if he were slaving away for nothing. 
Whenever he got in a foul mood, he
expected us to treat him like he was the most important person in the world, and to tolerate whatever bad things
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he had to say. He thought it was our duty to get picked on. I was sick of it. So was my mother. Sometimes,
when her temper flared, she’d tell me, “I wish I’d never married that man.” 
She thought he was crude and
uncivilized but stayed with him because he was a good provider. Her biggest fears were raising three children
alone and having to work for a living.
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"Are the mangoes picked yet?" my father asked me.
I knew it bugged him when I didn’t answer immediately so I finished soaping the roof and started in on the
windows. I whistled to the tune of “Help Me, Rhonda.” I sensed he’d given up on me leaving a mark on the
world and that infuriated me. I knew I’d leave a mark, I just didn’t know how or when.
“I asked you a question, Kirby.”
"No,” I said, “the mangoes haven’t been picked.”
"Do it right now."
"After I wash Mom’s car."
"I said now. If those mangoes fall, they’ll bust the shakes on the roof."
"They won’t bust."
My father glared, as if encountering a hostile witness in court. He’d become senior partner at the firm and
along with the title came more responsibility and worry. His fellow partners had told him the lady paralegals called
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him "Simon Legree" behind his back. He’d earned a reputation for chewing up secretaries and spitting them out:
he gave Rita the Redhead a nervous breakdown; Miss Lau left the firm with a bleeding ulcer; Mrs. Takahashi said
she'd rather swim in a sea full of stinging jellyfish than take his dictation. He’d told us his “Secretary Stories” as
part of a spiel to prove women were the weaker sex. I think he’d adopted his Women Are Weak attitude after his
kanaka maoli grandmother signed over her 200-acre share of Palolo Valley to her brothers for the promise of $50 a
month.  
My father took off his bifocals. He chewed on one of the tortoiseshell stems. "I'm getting sick and tired of
your attitude, Kirby.”   
"What attitude?"
"You're constantly challenging me. You and Barry do that every chance you get. Now, as long as you're
living under my roof, you do as I say. Go pick the mangoes."
“Mom’s birthday comes once a year. You want her car peachy keen, don’t you?”
He slid on his bifocals, placed his jacket and briefcase on the hood of the Olds, and headed for the
garage. The mango picker was leaning against the wall and he grabbed it. The picker was a 10-foot retractable
pole with a scooper. 
The scooper had a row of steel hook-like prongs. He hustled over with the picker and
shoved it in my face. "I said N-O-W, wise guy. "     
"After I finish the Barracuda," I said, turning my back to him. "Wise guy" was my clue, but I ignored him
because I didn't want him thinking he had power over me. Then came a swoosh. The scooper hit me in the neck
and the prongs felt like fingernails. I dropped the sponge and leaned against the car to steady myself. The skin
stung where I’d been gouged. My father grabbed my hair and smashed my head against the fender. 
I fell to the
ground and he kicked me in the back.
"No, Daddy. Stop!"
He kept kicking so I rolled under the car.
"Get out," he said, "get the hell out!"  
I turned my head and saw his oxblood shoes. He tried kicking me but his ankle banged the exhaust pipe.
“Kukae!” he said, hobbling around the driveway doing a pain dance. He swung the door open and got in. The
Barracuda roared to life. I rolled out and made a run for it. When I looked back, my mother’s car was heading
straight for me. 
I jumped into the bamboo in front of the house. The brakes squealed. I peeked through the stalks
and saw my father climbing out. "Get outta the bamboo."
"No."
"You’re a coward, Kirby. You’ll always be a goddamn coward.”
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A burning sensation began in my stomach and rose to my chest. My hands trembled. Part of me wanted
to die. Another wanted to kill. I squeezed through the stalks and charged out, flailing my arms like a madman. He
hit me with a straight left to the jaw, but my momentum carried me through the punch. Our bodies collided and he
fell back against the Barracuda. His bifocals flew over the hood. I slugged the soft of his belly and grabbed the
end of his tie and yanked—his head jerked forward.
"You're getting it," I said, slapping his face. He put his hands up to protect himself and I grabbed his collar
and pulled. The shirt ripped down to his belly, exposing his undershirt. He threw a hook that struck me in the
chest. I kicked him in the shin and swung a wild left that found his eye. I heard running. A pair of big arms grabbed
me from behind and got me in a bear hug.
"Stop it, Kirby. Stop it now!"
"Keep that pupule away from me," my father gasped.
My brother dragged me over the blacktop and used his weight to pin me down on the hood of the Olds.
He was forty pounds heavier and most of that was muscle. My father was on his hands and knees searching for
his bifocals under the Barracuda. I used my head to butt his jacket and briefcase off the hood onto the wet
asphalt.   
"Lemme go, Barry. He needs it! 
He really needs it.”
Barry didn't let me go. I jabbed his ribs with an elbow but he only squeezed harder. I stuck a foot
between his legs and tried tripping him, but he widened his stance. I elbowed again. He lifted me up and
slammed me down on the hood. "You're not getting away."
"I want him dead, I want that bastard dead."
"You'll go to jail, is that what you want? Listen to me, Kirby, listen. He's your father."
"I'm doing it for you and me, and for Mom and Julie. Please, Barry, please lemme kill him."
My father found his bifocals and looked over.
"I'm going to kill you,” I called. “You’ll be dead someday!”
My father shook his head and stumbled into the house while Barry kept me pinned.
"Calm down, Kirbo," he said, "it's okay. I know how you feel. Mom and Julie know how you feel."
The minutes went by and the red inside me turned to blue. I wanted to find a way back to my father,
some safe path through a field loaded with land mines. I wanted him to put an arm over my shoulders and say
everything would be all right.
Barry pulled me off the hood. My body went limp but he held me up. It was the first time my brother had
held me like that, and I began to weep.

Notes:
hala: pandanus tree
hanai: raised not by parents but by extended family, usually the grandparents
hapa haole: part-Hawaiian and part-white
kanaka: 
derogatory term for Hawaiian man or boy
kanaka maoli: having at least 50% Hawaiian blood
kukae: shit
pakalolo: marijuana
pupule: crazy
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Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have appeared in Partisan Review, The New Yorker, and elsewhere.
For more information, including his essay “Magic, Illusion and Other Realities” and a complete bibliography, please
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What chance does this moon have
the way for a few hours every day
not one drop makes it back, held down
as the thirst that never lets go
and you swallow hillside into hillside
—a few hours! that’s all and the moon
still trying, takes from your jawbone
some ancient sea half marrow, half
no longer flowing through as moonlight
heavier and heavier with the entire Earth
backing you up when the moon is lifted whole
from inside your mouth, to be returned
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then gather you in for the fire
that is nothing without the night sky
still claiming you with headwinds and rain
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even when there is no rain
—there is no fire left though the moon
never dries, clings to your lips
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the way this dirt drinks as much as it can
and everything it touches is want
—you don’t have to empty all these flowers.
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I hold two worn rosary beads in my fist. You are a thousand miles away. Planning
a divorce. It could happen any day now. Breakfast dishes wait unwashed in the sink.
Bed unmade and unslept in. Grocery list tagged on the fridge: Coke, loaf of bread,
peanut butter, AA batteries for the alarm clock. I measure time in words, sentences
short enough to sweep away seconds. The woman in front of me asks How did he die?
Seems such a shame. You shower alone. Mouth the words to your favorite poem.
I shuffle forward. Wish you knew me before I was broken. When I could name
the different shades the sky turns when it fills with birds.
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Amorak Huey is a former newspaper journalist who now teaches creative and professional writing at Grand Valley
State University in Michigan. His poems have appeared in The Southern Review, Oxford American, Crab Orchard
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“The difference between the right word
& the almost right word is the difference
between the lightning & the lightning bug.”
Mark Twain
According to wire reports –
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Hawkes Point, south coast of Australia –
man & woman survive lightning strike while nightsurfing.

What chance does this moon have

The wire won’t tell you (for such is the nature
of wires, omitting that very part of a story
which binds it to us)                they were waiting

Standing in line for the Alexander McQueen Exhibit at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art

for a particular wave – a crazy impulsive
wall of water whose whims might carry them to Oz
or Ontario.                  Or that as they straddled
slick boards side by side this man grabbed this woman’s hand –
opened his mouth to ask something important.
She immediately thought someone else’s name
& stared skyward, seeking divine interruption –
& so had a perfect view of thinsliced white light
unzipping the sky all the way down to where
their fingers laced together
      at the fractured surface of the sea.
Also at that moment in Livonia, Michigan,
another man started his backswing on the 18th fairway –
long iron & putt from the best round
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of his middle-management life
until a stiletto charge

The Underworld in Springtime

from the only cloud in the hemisphere
screamed onto the sweet spot on the open face of his club.

Rebecca Givens Rolland

By the time a reporter from the Observer & Eccentric
visited his hospital room, the man was recovered
enough to observe he guessed it wasn’t true,

Alex Stolis

We built this city

Dreaming Ciechanowiec
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that bit about even God not being able to hit a 2-iron.
His wife wrapped her fingers in his & cautioned him not to joke,
she knew it sounded weird
        but at the instant her husband was hit
she felt a sting that started in her palms & seared
through her body, left her limp, liquid.            She omits
the part of the story that might make us think
differently of her: at that shocking moment
she was in bed with her lover,
who knows
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a thing or two about electricity, who’s lit
enough darkened rooms to know the difference
between goddammit & goddamn:
sometimes lightning –
sometimes bug.
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Renee K. Nelson
Renee K. Nelson holds an MFA in Creative Writing from San Francisco State University and currently teaches
English at Community Colleges in the Bay Area. Her poems have appeared in Transfer, Eleven Eleven, Ping Pong,
and Broadsided. She lives in Santa Cruz, CA with her two cats and is co-editor of im(prompt)u review, a literary
magazine dedicated to the writing process.
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I.
Hey, I’ll give you something to fly about. There are ways of flying that haven’t been invented yet, ways to open
cupboards under sinks and drink Drano. My great-grandmother was a visionary in this sense, a [
] in the
gene pool. The family’s known for thinking outside the locks. Sometimes we feel like a grass skirt/coco-nut bra;
sometimes we melt our own esophagi.
Inside every family is a mother caught trying to bury her living infant. One could argue an ounce of clinical
depression is worth a pound of Prozac. One could argue a shovel by any other name. One could treat their brain
like a petting zoo—sell tickets to see skeletons and the closets they hang in.
But this is not your mother’s crazy. This is a body on the tile—a drain, so to leak. We don’t always know how to [
] the wheel—we don’t always know how to end our own [    
        ]—
II.
The son found her afterward: the cupboard opened   
the pause    the Draino, drunk   the body twisted: 2NO3− +
9H2 → 2NH3 + 6H2O + stomach under the liquid chemical flush   =    pun asphyxiated on the linoleum        that
[                ] she was a mom

The husband wouldn’t talk about any of it, not even: the hospital checked into    the wonder of why & what   the
thought of tomorrow I’ll leave   speculations + let me wake up + never happened   =   fine ok fine    son
She had waited for her husband to leave, her son to take the bus to school. In the morning, she liked to be
curious. She was always a looker & judger, one who looked & judged, made important decisions: This plant here.
Birds are wayward. I will wait till they leave. It was a whim of might as well.
That afternoon, she was a [

], a follow-througher.

III.
Plagiarism is a slit wrist, a bathtub, a spry for yelp. And we don't forgive the ones who do it on purpose. You best
take note ‘cause this will be on the test. We say words like “bummer,” “saw that comin’,” “what did she
expect,” as if she was a she {the a in muerta the tits in ash}, as if expectations are self addressed cross dressers,
a body an enveloped waiting to be dripped
mom
Who did she expect Drano to taste like? All of the beloved.

<Previous Work

Poetry
What chance does this moon have
Simon Perchik

Standing in line for the Alexander McQueen Exhibit at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art
Alex Stolis

The Difference
Amorak Huey

Skeletons & Such.
Renee K. Nelson

Adiabatic Cooling
Sylvia Chan

Nighttime, Enigma, and Nostalgia
Amy Small-McKinney

We came upon this road on our way to
somewhere else
Alex Stolis

California Rectangle
Jennifer Liberts Weinberg

The Underworld in Springtime
Rebecca Givens Rolland

We built this city
Alex Stolis

Dreaming Ciechanowiec
Amy Small-McKinney

Fiction
Art

ISSN 2325-0380 | © 2004-2019 Switchback
Visit us at our new website SwitchbackJournal.com | Master of Fine Arts in Writing | University of San Francisco | 2130
Fulton Street | San Francisco, CA 94117

http://swback.com/issues/015/skeletons-such.html[7/11/20, 9:06:44 PM]

Next Work >

Nonfiction

Switchback - Skeletons & Such. - Renee K. Nelson

http://swback.com/issues/015/skeletons-such.html[7/11/20, 9:06:44 PM]

Switchback : Sylvia Chan

home

news

issues

submit

craft

reviews

interviews

more ▾

Sylvia Chan
Sylvia Chan lives in the Bay Area, where she also grew up. Her exceptional qualities: ambidexterity and math,
neither of which pays very much. She is currently working on a song-poem project.
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Hide and seek. How does one of them
live with themselves. They’re sold
separately. They took my breath away.                          I was filled and filled and filled and didn’t let up.
Each tremor passed the gist of                                       pink noise, velar and deeply glottal. It was good
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to get free, though sometimes, they’d just                     throttle on. Not everyone is beautiful. I struggle
to get through to the shade in the air that’s                    not resolved in your mind. Mine,
it’s wispy haze, or energy so great its
thick bark insulates against fire                                    damage. Pink is runny enough through the
stratosphere. Its color is so exceed                               –ingly loose, we’re going to pretend on in
serpentine amusement. My ex said I                            should write music because I cannot be helped.
Just what was in me, and try to live any                      way. I barely knew how to augment 7th’s, but
that root was the only option. I had a                           good ear which pretended not to
care. On Tuesdays one of them comes                         as soon as we open. They create the more or
less infatuated seedy thinking that we’re                     all fated to break down, in the beauty of
just me or you. Is it just or does the other                    of them lower himself for the double-chinned
horror slant of not coming back the                             next day. The one’s devoted, like the Wal-Mart
steal of acid house’s grim smiles to                             market cheap synthetic quality. Like prayer at a
Buddhist temple in the middle of                                 Ukiah. To come off as the right one, which is the
tune followed by 21st-century music                           theory. We won’t want to diminish the other
when we quit we don’t hear the lower left                   bass. My aural test scores were always    
7/12. Not that I was miffed I wasn’t involved.
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                                                                                    Enough. The left hand stuck, and I
didn’t snap. I had been passed                                    first, though they
took my prize and gave back the fumble                    of Nice-Try, Your-Career’ll-Be-Over. If you
try this again. Which goes back to how                      appropriate it is to love someone like
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your father. My ex speaks Hakka, which                   makes him 1/90 million worldwide. Nothing
compared to the 890 million Mandarin                      utterers, but he’s a gem all the time. So I talk
about sideman Bay Area’s Edo Castro.                      He’s no AABA Every-Breath-You-Take,
but his middle 8 keeps the one of                                them involved. I help this one, and when the
gleam of October’s Daylight                                       saves the free run of darkness, he
returns. You can have what you                                  want, he says, and hands Denis Johnson’s
Angels. As I do work in my                                         surroundings, I double back and reach
over. The one of them says he’ll break                      
the date with the other, and after the genital              slack of That-Was-Wrong, we stop the time.
When we stop all acid jazz becomes                            soft. I had been trying to get soul into my
looped beats. You’d been helped, still                         you miss. Deployed, you dry out young.
When you snap but I go first. Like absolute                 0’s the experience has the scald of a
demand of already hot, enough. Each whiff                 ‘d do anything for you
If the air cools below the dew point.
Pardon’d close with a cadence on the tonic.              This was set down in secret so unhidden or
half-there it pushes back up and up                           and defers the sweep down.
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Amy Small-McKinney has published two chapbooks of poetry, Body of Surrender (2004) and Clear Moon, Frost
(2009), both with Finishing Line Press. She was nominated for a Pushcart Prize in 2004 and again in 2006. Her
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Fifth Review, and is forthcoming in SAND, Berlin’s English Literary Journal, as well as Lips. She is the 2011-2012
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        after Arshile Gorky
Memory, starvation,
night, and night.
How can one black
trapezoid be everything?
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A child: Vosdanig?  
Those eyes. Opened?
I see you.

What chance does this moon have

Actually.   Not a child.

Standing in line for the Alexander McQueen Exhibit at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art

Almost a fetus.
Almost a red blanket.
And the body always in pieces.
That I am certain of.
Finally. Merciless boots.   Never an enigma.
Look, I tell my mother, long dead. She answers
(in a language I can not speak):

Simon Perchik

Alex Stolis

The Difference
Amorak Huey

Skeletons & Such.
Renee K. Nelson

Adiabatic Cooling

1. When a face is green, its mouth opens.
2. Objects always wander into objects.

Sylvia Chan

3. Believe the browns because they are earth.
4. Be willing to admit white is regret.

Nighttime, Enigma, and Nostalgia

Oh, Shushanig. To finish this painting means you are gone.
Dearest, never forget the repetition of black slits.
Or from where you were born.
What remains unattainable, remains.

Amy Small-McKinney
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We came upon this road on our way to
somewhere else
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We came upon this road on our way to somewhere else

What chance does this moon have
Simon Perchik

We were driven back. It was the night of the lotus eaters. Driven by ill winds. Hands flat
on the table. We weep. Haley Bonar sings about drinking. Today it is all over. Out. We weep
for broken wings. For tulips, daylilies and purple flox, the empty spaces where butterflies
fell to the ground. Pick up the clothes scattered about, sweep the floor. Talk to the dead, call
it prayer. Feed the dog, let out the hem of your dress. Today is all out. Over. Nick Cave sings about Jesus. Take
your time, baby. You are the earth, dirt, fire. I’ll be a fugitive. Shut my
eyes to water and sky and the sun, moon and stars.
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Jennifer Liberts Weinberg
Jennifer Liberts Weinberg's poems have appeared or are forthcoming in The Paris Review, Tuesday; An Art Project,
and Subtropics. She received her MFA from Columbia University. She lives in Portland, Oregon with her husband
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and three children.
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Where my grandmother
folds herself
into an aluminum lawn chair,
yellow flowered housedress,
her legs a tiny map
of Eastern Europe.
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And the dog a prickly weed
stuck to her hip.

What chance does this moon have

Where the humpback

Standing in line for the Alexander McQueen Exhibit at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art

of the big hill
breaches the terrible sky
and the boy throws garden snails
against concrete.
Where the kidney shaped cloud.
Where the slap of monkey flower
agapanthus
one live oak.
Somewhere hamburgers.
And my uncle at the window
Ice
Tumbler
Wild Turkey
Teeth a stab
of cigarette butts.
Where my grandmother
falls asleep,
thread of spit
stitching
her mouth closed.
White hair a slick
of Vaseline,
the smell of boiled
potatoes, rutabaga,
steamed green beans.
Where the backyard
is a blind hem.
A sexy second cousin.
And my grandmother’s
voice is the violet stitching
of a bird’s wings.
The neighbor’s backyard
a perfect
California rectangle,
neat as a spinach
casserole.
Only the pool
is blue and I swim
there every summer
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with the Olson boy,
and wonder how his glass
eye might feel
in my mouth, rolling about
on my tongue.
I imagine the things it sees
from the orbit
of his skull.
I want it to see
something beautiful,
like the snail does
as it flies, headlong:
Wind bend
Tree limb
Blue switch
Mint roots
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Rebecca Givens Rolland
Rebecca Givens Rolland has new poems published or forthcoming in Colorado Review, American Letters &
Commentary, Denver Quarterly, and Witness. She lives in Boston and studies education at Harvard.
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After so much exactness – after
one angle of wind that
shivers, lashes metal filings till
                        underlying rust flattens
out – after it no longer contains
any motion, wheels
of tendons threaten to unwind, dissolve
                        in dawdling ash as shipwrecks settle, elsewhere, on the inattentive
                        floor, biding time for
what flickered under salt and would still
                        clutter, clarify the open
views, fluttering of flags, butter in a pan
                        that singes, will not be
calmed, that finds the house in a ransomed
                        era, does not demand one
ounce of its release – dampens no fluid,
                        no lucent openings,
wrestles matter through surface air – ten
                        darts, a hundred, letting
arrows refract sky’s commitment, sibilant
                        burden on which just
the sharpest points agree, honing in returns,
                        definitive, to those who
earlier had no aching eyes, no weeping over
                        the season that craves no
messages, that blows its silence through one
                        sheer word – and then
refuses to say –
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Nonfiction
We built this city

I stopped listening the day Jefferson Airplane became Jefferson Starship. What arrogance.
What conceit. There is no fire. Only ash and scorched remains. We lean into the wall.
My hands in your back pockets. You say you have no tears, no time to let out your breath.
I touch the broken button on your blouse. Shift my leg between yours. Sand and gravel.
Brick and mortar. We are dust and bones. We reassemble ourselves from flint, tinder.
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What chance does this moon have
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Sylvia Chan

Nighttime, Enigma, and Nostalgia
Amy Small-McKinney

We came upon this road on our way to
somewhere else
Alex Stolis

California Rectangle
Jennifer Liberts Weinberg

The Underworld in Springtime
Rebecca Givens Rolland

We built this city
Alex Stolis

Dreaming Ciechanowiec
Amy Small-McKinney

Fiction
Art

ISSN 2325-0380 | © 2004-2019 Switchback
Visit us at our new website SwitchbackJournal.com | Master of Fine Arts in Writing | University of San Francisco | 2130
Fulton Street | San Francisco, CA 94117

http://swback.com/issues/015/stolis-2.html[7/11/20, 9:09:56 PM]

Switchback - Dreaming Ciechanowiec - Amy Small-McKinney

home

news

issues

submit

craft

Dreaming Ciechanowiec
Amy Small-McKinney

reviews

interviews

more ▾

Issue 15
Rosita
Spring 2012

The Synagogue of Ciechanowiec… It is an empty building…
   
The mole on the skin—
I remember watching the shoulder
above me slant toward the sun.
It is best to remember only parts of the sum—
sweat spilling off of a body,
a black smith awl searing into skin.

<Previous Work

Next Work >

Nonfiction
Poetry
What chance does this moon have
Simon Perchik

In my skin, you rise
and in my dreams
you demand:
Today is no different.
Today is not another day.

Standing in line for the Alexander McQueen Exhibit at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art
Alex Stolis

The Difference
Amorak Huey

Skeletons & Such.
Renee K. Nelson

Adiabatic Cooling
Outside,
the branch that fell
from the maple
is dragged
with indifference.
I do not turn once
to watch them haul
the stricken limb away.

Sylvia Chan

Nighttime, Enigma, and Nostalgia
Amy Small-McKinney

We came upon this road on our way to
somewhere else
Alex Stolis

California Rectangle
Jennifer Liberts Weinberg

Inside,
I turn twice.
He carries me over
his shoulder.
The others—his mother,
her mother, the mother before—
follow us into the driveway,
into the green Chevrolet,
into our day as we planned it.

The Underworld in Springtime
Rebecca Givens Rolland

We built this city
Alex Stolis

Dreaming Ciechanowiec
Amy Small-McKinney

Fiction
Night riddle:
Where are the lovers, sisters, brothers, neighbors?
Listening for Schönberg,
his Survivors from Warsaw,
before he composed it.
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Choose. Choose.
Remember us.

It is too late to choose.
My life is being led
as I dream you,
it will end
soon enough.
My father is dead.
He died a year ago
from modern disease.
The slap, the stare,
the fist raised above
with a hunter’s grief
are gone.

Black bib of memory, comfort of dreams,
smooth scent, sound—the lace collar against a chin—
how she dressed when she wasn’t dressing
horses with poultice for thrush, gashes.   
This is her horse,
its shoe perfect against its pad,
black eyes beneath brown fringe:
You are not who you are supposed to be.
“You are right.”
.
   

Ciechanowiec : The Bialystok District of Poland
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Eric Ramseier
Eric Ramseier was born and raised in Kansas and now lives in Virginia. He has had stories published or
forthcoming in Stone's Throw Magazine, Shaking, and others.
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            The twenty minutes it takes me to

<Previous Work

drive from the garage to my house were

Nonfiction

always the best part of my day. It was real
dry that summer, and the fall didn't hold

Poetry

any new promise of rain. I put the long

Fiction

pedal to the floor just to see how much
Tractor Incident

dust I could kick up on the county road to

Eric Ramseier

my house. I turned the radio off when I

Seven Billion Ankles

went that fast so I could hear the truck

Alex Haber

when it was stressed like that. The springs

Homey Don't Play

bounced, the doors rattled and hidden

Elise Glassman

bolts squeaked. The engine coughed like it
wanted to quit, but I knew it wouldn't. TJ's

Sometimes a Fistful
Lisa Piazza

farm was at about the half-way point
between my house and the garage. I saw
his tractor out in the alfalfa field. It was

Tree_4-19-11_color_3
William D. Hicks

Anonymous
Michael James Rizza

doing donuts and creating a cloud of dust to rival mine. The cloud of dust was too dense to clearly see the driver,
but I knew it wasn't TJ behind the wheel.
TJ was a deputy with the sheriff's department, and that took him all over the county, and in them days, he
was mostly on the western side of the county by White Cloud and the Reservation and down to Leona. He wasn't
anywhere near his house most of the time. That usually left his son David on his own. David was the same age as
my youngest, and from what I heard from the mechanics and some customers, was a bit queer in his ways—kept
to himself, didn't much talk in school or to girls or run around with the guys. I didn't think that particularly strange
since he still went out for football and had a job.
I reached the tractor right as it got too close to the culvert. If I were driving a tractor that fast, I'm not sure I
could have avoided tipping over. I told myself: TJ's tractor is one of them Fords—they were built not to tip over. The
dust cloud obscured everything. I tried to keep my eyes trained forward, tried to lose myself in the squeaks and
squeals of the truck, tried to convince myself that David had some sort of maniac ability to drive a tractor while
avoiding all danger. My imagination bested me, and I pulled my foot off the gas and slammed it into the brake. The
back end of the truck stuttered and bucked and the cloud of dust enveloped the cab of the truck. I wished the
cloud were like a cloud of locusts, erasing from existence whatever occupied the ground they'd just covered. I just
didn't want to have to deal with it.
That whole scene was a god-awful racket between David's high-pitched yelps and that tractor
mechanically gulping in air and fuel, trying to keep chugging along. I took the shop rag out of my pocket and
mopped the back of my neck. I looked at the rag. It was caked with mud. I was sure David was two steps from
death, but I went over to look on him. I didn't really run, though—it was more of an amble. I was still hoping the
whole thing would disappear. I didn't think calling an ambulance would do any good at all, and there was nowhere
even close to call from, anyway. But when I saw him, his left leg turned in a direction it wasn't meant to go, his face
covered in blood and mucus, he hadn't given up or realized the inevitable. It felt wrong to watch, even though that's
what it felt like I was doing for god-knows-how-long. I eventually blinked myself back to the situation and cut the
tractor's engine. I regretted that because then all you could hear was David's screaming. And he just wouldn't stop.
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If he were an animal, it would have been easy: 
just put my boot over his neck and press until he was
snuffed out. I even considered it. I stood there staring into the tangle of metal, bone, skin, blood, and oil for what
seemed like hours. I'm not sure what possessed me, and I don't know how it happened because even then I had
a poor back and a set of bad knees, but I pushed my back against tractor's body and it lifted up just slightly. As
soon as I had that tractor's weight on my lower back, I could feel the loose-packed soil shifting and crumbling. I
thought every blood vessel in my head was about to burst. I yanked David out between my legs and let the tractor
drop back down. We both collapsed in the culvert. After that, he stopped screaming and just wheezed horribly,
blowing snot bubbles out of one nostril. It was like he didn't have no more muscles or bones in his body. He was
just limp. When I went to pick him up, though, he was the heaviest thing, like a bag of cement, and he smelled like
fresh-killed game. He looked me right in the eye. It was unsettling, like I was looking at a ghost. He opened his
mouth, but only a hoarse wheeze came out. I thought he was cursing me and thought about putting him back
down.
I'd gone this far, though. It was one thing to be crushed to death by a tractor. It was something completely
different to be beaten and bloody but have that weight lifted off you. I looked around, hoping someone else would
come along, but I knew that wasn't likely out this far. I didn't know how to provide any comfort. I tried to think back
to times when I was his age and was hurt and what words my mama or daddy offered me. There was nothing,
though. "You look pretty bad, so I don't know if it'll do much good, but I'll take you to the hospital anyway," I
whispered to him. He looked into my eyes again, and I nearly dropped him. I put him in the bed of my pickup and
got in. From the rearview mirror he was a heap next to the tailgate. Like a bag of seed or a fresh-killed deer. I got
out of the cab and put a tarp around him. It would keep any road dust off him, but really I was just trying to put him
out of my mind. I swung the truck around towards St. Joe.
I kept looking back through the window, making sure he was still there. I hoped he would just fly out
without a trace. I was that committed to wanting this responsibility lifted off my hands. The good thing was that I
could only see the tarp being whipped by the wind on the highway. I had an aggressive enough tread on my tires
that the noise would have drowned out any kind of screaming David might have done.
I pulled up to the emergency room entrance and was surprised to find David laying, docile in the back. I
started to pull him out when a couple of nurses came out and stopped me. They went back in and reappeared
with a gurney and a wheelchair. The wheelchair was for me, but I got back in the cab. "Sir, where are you going?"
a nurse asked.
"He ain't mine. I'm going home," I replied.
"Sir, we'd like to ask you about what happened."
"Hell, he rolled under a tractor. That's just about the limit of what I can tell you about the whole matter. The
rest ought to be figured out by a doctor."
"Sir," she said, placing her hand on my arm. She wouldn't let me go, so I just followed her inside.
They asked me a few questions about David, but nothing they couldn't already guess at. The main reason
they brought me in was so they could treat a burn on my lower back. Without realizing it, I had put my back against
the engine manifold. As soon as they touched the burn with a cotton swab, that's when I felt all the pain that I
should have from the beginning. They put a bandage on me and doped me up full of pain killers, but I was
otherwise free to go.
I thought about leaving, but I didn't know what was required of me, so I stayed in the waiting room next to
the OR, leaning forward in the seat so that no pressure was on my back. A few crying, sniffling people cycled in
and out through the day while I sat there lacing my fingers in different orientations after I read through the one fishing
and hunting magazine. No one came to tell me anything about David, though I guess that's about right since we
weren't related, so that left me to guessing whether or not they could put him back together.
That drive home was one of the few things in my life that didn't have some memory attached to it. When I
got home, in the summer, I would prepare an easy supper and then just sit on the porch where I used to horse
around with my kids in the crotch-smell humidity that blanketed my house next to the cut in the Missouri River. In
the winter, after supper, I would just give up and lay in the same bed I shared with my wife, the covers up to my
chin in the pitch-black bedroom, watching my steaming breath disintegrate in the icy air. On the porch and under
those sheets I was always alone. My wife left me and took the kids with her. She said I was never around and
when I was around, I wasn't really around. I couldn't argue with her, but I did miss those kids. It had been years
since I'd seen any of them, so complete was their break from me. But that drive home. I would have to pay
attention to where I was driving, the windows were down in the summer—the heater rattled in the winter—and I
always had a cassette tape of duets from Merle Haggard and Willie Nelson stuck in the tape deck. It was the only
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time in my day where my mind was occupied by nothing. I didn't have to think about the automatic transmission I'd
have to rebuild or listen to the other mechanics talk about what position they thought their kids were going to play
for the high school football team and how I missed seeing my kids grow up. I didn't have to think about every
horrible or boring thought during those empty nights.
I slept until morning when TJ finally showed up. He came rip-roaring in and told me he got in past dark and
slept at his house not knowing anything was wrong until he saw his tractor overturned in the ditch. It struck me as
peculiar that he wouldn't notice a missing person from his house when it was just the two of them. I told him I
passed out and couldn't have told him anything until just then. He asked where David was and I couldn't answer
that, either.
He shot straight past me for the nurse's station. "You need me?" I asked TJ, but he just left. He didn't
answer me, but he also might not have heard me. I ended up following TJ back to David's room since TJ was
looking wild-eyed and I was the only one who really knew anything about the boy got in this situation.
That room smelled like steaming sick. The air was real still and the lighting was dim. I could taste the
antiseptic in the air. It just felt all wrong. TJ was talking to a doctor in the corner, his arms flailing around while the
doctor pointed out things on his clipboard. David didn't look real bad, to tell the truth. He had a bandage wrapped
around his head and his pelvis and left leg were in a cast, the leg elevated. He stared at me as I stood in the
doorway. I will always remember that stare. It was vacant, like a dead body. Just like in the alfalfa field. It made me
feel guilty. It made me feel like I did something wrong, like I shouldn't even be there—as in alive, not just in that room.
TJ grabbed me by the arm and led me out of the room, giving David a glance back as we left. He walked
me down to my pickup, which had a ticket on it since I parked illegally, but he said he'd make it so I wouldn't have
to pay. "I gotta thank you," he said. "You saved my boy's life."
"He don't look all bad," I replied.
"Well, he's done with football and baseball is what the doctors say."
"He weren't going to be making the team young as he is, anyway." It probably wasn't the right thing to say,
but it was all I could think of.
"I suppose that's right." His head dropped. "Thanks again."
TJ was looking around and fidgeting. He was fumbling with his sheriff's hat in both hands. "So, what's
next? For the boy," I said.
TJ walked a small circle and kicked a pebble across the pavement. "Damn it all. I'm sorry," he said, "I'm a
bit preoccupied. I got to get into work. I can't be taking off just to sit in a hospital room. Shit, I don't know what's
next for him." He thumbed towards the building. "Observation, they say. Whatever that means. Hey, thanks again.
I'll talk to you soon." He left me standing there and got in his cruiser and left.
I sat in the cab, letting my body melt into the seat. I really felt sore then. I started the engine and drove
towards the highway. I crossed the Pony Express Bridge and turned off on the dirt road to the house. The whole
way, I couldn't shake that stare. I stopped the truck next to the overturned tractor. Oil was dripping out of the
carburetor. Dark blood stains coagulated with dust in the brown grass of the culvert. The kid had ruined my drive
home.
I turned the truck around, back to the hospital. I walked up the four flights of stairs to build my vitriol as high
as possible. I felt the bottom of my spinal column being smashed to bits with each step. David's room was empty
except for the electronic beep of his heart. He had seen me come in and met me with the glare that I couldn't
forget.
"You didn't have no right to do that. You're damn lucky they were able to fix you up," I said. "If I hadn't
decided to give it a try and help you out, that would've been a pretty miserable death you would've suffered out
there."
He answered me with the blank stare. He was perfectly still—not that he could have moved too much, but
it was still eerie, almost sinister.
"Every day I drive home without having to think about anything at all. When I get home to my empty house,
all I can do is think about things. You get yourself killed or you don't snap out of this whatever-it-is-you're-doingnow, and I'll have to think about that on my drive home. You won't ruin it."
Blank stare. But I thought I understood it finally. It was the same sort of look I see in the mirror every day.
That emptiness. The kid was giving up. I was never much of a father—never really had a chance. I knew, though,
that this kid was too young to be like me. It made no sense. He couldn't have made the kind of mistakes you can't
go back on. He had time on his side. "This is what you'll become," I said. "You can't see the consequences yet,
and that's to your advantage in most situations. But let me tell you, this is what you become. And you don't want
none of it."

http://swback.com/issues/015/tractor-incident.html[7/11/20, 9:10:49 PM]

Switchback - Tractor Incident - Eric Ramseier
The boy closed his eyes, and I don't know what it was, but the room seemed to change just a little bit. Like
something happened to the air and the way it hung. I eased away from him and walked over to the window. A
thunderstorm was coming in from the west—just like any other day in the transition from summer to fall—and the
room was getting dark, the fluorescent lighting turning the room the color of the river. "Your daddy asked me to stay
here and look out for you until he comes back," I lied to him. I wasn't sure, though, that I accomplished what I set
out to do. I wasn't sure if my drive home would go back to the way it was.
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Alex Haber is a fiction writer living in Virginia. His work has recently been published in SmokeLong Quarterly, Quick
Fiction and The Emerson Review.
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We were standing with our feet in the

<Previous Work

water, our shirts melting onto our backs.

Nonfiction

That day on the beach our limbs became
tongues, glistened with the stench of

Poetry

protective summer goop. Your bra, milky

Fiction

and padded, was sweating through the
Tractor Incident

cotton.

Eric Ramseier

Seven Billion Ankles

Everywhere hummed the heat of

Alex Haber

overpopulation. Children moving sand,

Homey Don't Play

packing it with the red butts of shovels.

Elise Glassman

Teenagers throwing Frisbees, making
heroic lunges, splashing near-naked

Sometimes a Fistful
Lisa Piazza

friends. Stomachs spilled over and chests
fought for freedom. Every skin restless,
eager to escape.

Mega-fauna
Leonard Kogan

That day on the beach the water kissed our ankles, urged us to take a swim. Our hands, limp at our sides, our
toes sloshing in our shoes, we watched them drink the sun, ignored the sky clawing at our white parts. Out there
the fish flung their tails, slapped at the bareness of intruders.

Which way to the beach? they asked us. We lost ourselves in the itchy tall grass. The pale hidden parts of nature.
That way, answered the dull lips of your thumb, anxious to be away.

We spread out on the shaded bench, let the insects explore us. In the distance: the bloating of everything. We fell
asleep drooling, our clothes falling off of our skin.
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Elise Glassman lives and writes in Seattle. Her work has appeared in The Colorado Review, The Summerset
Review, Main Street Rag, The Portland Review, Referential Magazine and Tawdry Bawdry. Her story "The Shabiby
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“Yo—ma’am. Can I get the key to the bathroom?”
<Previous Work

God, she hated ma’am.

Page 1 of 3 >>

Reaching under the counter, Luci
produced a traffic cone, a silver door key

Nonfiction

dangling like an appendage.

Poetry

The kid looked at the cone. He

Fiction

was little and sharp-faced, in a sideways
ball cap and Seahawks jersey. “For real?

Tractor Incident

This’s wack.”

Eric Ramseier

“It may be wack but it’ll be

Seven Billion Ankles

back,” she said.

Alex Haber

Shaking his head, he grabbed the

Homey Don't Play

cone and headed for the bathroom.

Elise Glassman

Three girls clattered into the

Sometimes a Fistful

center, all legs and slouchy boots and
plastic neon jewelry. “Well hello, After

Show of the Show People
Dr. Ernest Williamson III

School Specials.” Luci slid the sign-in sheet clipboard across the counter.

Lisa Piazza

Anonymous
Michael James Rizza

Keysha lisped around her orthodontia. “Luci, did you see the car wash? It’s all blocked off with cop
cars.”
Art

“You mean Swifty’s? What happened?”
“We heard they found a dead body,” Dineen said, breathless.
“Calm down, bitches. I seen like four dead bodies.” Marz signed in with her own purple pen: Maritza
Isabella Lopez.
“Language,” Luci reminded her. Community donations kept the youth center going, but the private
money came with caveats, like Bible classes and clean language.
“What else I’m supposed to call my homegirls?” Marz said.
“How about ‘homegirls’?” Luci said.
The three giggled. “You’re cool, Miss Luci,” Keysha said. “Whatever you did, it’s cool you’re here.”
The kids all knew the scuttle on her community service. The three sauntered across the linoleum to the couches to
start their homework.
“Shoe’s untied,” Marz called. When Luci looked down, she giggled. “Made you look.”
“Wack’s back,” the young kid said, setting the traffic cone on the counter.
“Thank you one and all.” Luci checked in the key and went to look out the front doors. Across the sunblistered highway, cop cars were parked at rakish angles to Swifty’s Auto Wash. Yellow police tape fluttered in the
afternoon breeze.
***
“It’s not your fault. This is about Thomas, not you,” her sister Lanni said, over a mocha at Zeitgeist
Coffee. Killing time before she hopped Amtrak back to Portland.
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Luci nibbled a crust of maple doughnut frosting. “I know that.”
“Are you okay? I’m worried about you.”
She ducked her sister’s concerned glance. “I’m fine.”
“You’ve lost a ton of weight.”
“I’m fine.”
“You posted on Facebook at three a.m. the other day. On a work day, Luci, really?”
“You know what, maybe you should stop fucking Internet stalking me.”
A tourist family looked over, four heads swiveling in identical ball caps. Luci had the urge to punch them all
in their bovine faces.
“Oh, sis.” Lanni rifled through her purse and came up with Chapstick.
What was it to feel so smug and satisfied? All Luci knew was loneliness. It sliced through her night and
day. She went over it again and again: what had she missed with Thomas? What if she’d been thinner, sold more
paintings, what if they’d gone out more or the sex had been better?
What happened, she’d asked.
He’d shrugged. You were always someplace else.
What the hell does that mean, she’d pressed, but he’d never been able to explain.
***
The 7-11 door alarm chimed. Refrigerated air chilled her skin. “Hey Durell,” Luci said.
The lanky black kid at the register looked up. He wore tortoiseshell glasses. Bulbous headphones clasped
his neck. “Yo, Gucci Luci. What up.”
“I’m good. You? What are you working on?” She reached into the cooler by the porno magazines,
pulled out a protein drink. She hadn’t slept in weeks. It felt like her body was wearing out, nails splitting, face
breaking out in zits. Something feathery whispered in her lungs.
“Rhymes, baby, always.” Durell slid a notebook into a pocket of his jeans and scanned the bar code on
the protein drink. “Four thirty-seven, please. You’re coming to my show, right?”
“Oh, yeah.” She handed him a five. “Friday night, right?”
“Check out our poster over at the center. ‘Homey Don’t Play.’ It has a owl playing the tuba.”
“Definitely, I’ll be there.”
He withheld her change in his fist. “What about you? How’s the painting?”
“Oh—it’s going. It’s good. I’m getting a lot done.”
“You hitting it every day?” he pressed.
Why had she ever mentioned art, painting, her studio? She hadn’t put a brush to paper in weeks. She
doodled on her bills and old receipts and the sample pads at the office supply store, but when she sat down to
paint, her fingers froze and she stared blankly at the empty canvas.
The door chime went. A cop came in. He wore a gray uniform and snug cutaway gloves.
“Change, yo,” Durell said softly.
The cop turned away from the racks of soda bottles. “Come again?”
“I’m just giving the lady her change,” Durell said. With the barest razor-edge of hostility.
Luci said, “What happened at the carwash, Officer? I work over at the Height Center. We heard they
found a dead body.”
The cop made his way over, taking his time. A big swinging dick. His shoes made no sound on the
scuffed linoleum. “Did you ever see anything funny go on over there?”
“No, but we can’t really see it from where we’re at.”
“I may have to ask you some questions later. We’ll be detecting for a few days.” He grinned and
dumped Sun Chips, smoked almonds, and a Mountain Dew on the counter.
He was flirting with her, she realized. She smiled and felt like crying.
“And you, son. What’s your story?”
The soda rolled close to the edge and Durell waited until the last possible second before scooping it up
and scanning the bar code. He seemed to be moving against his will, with a slow clumsy grace. “My story,” he
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said, slinging the stuff into a plastic sack. “My story is school. Beats. Work. That’ll be eight fifty-nine.”
“Thanks, brother,” the cop said, slipping on mirrored shades. He took his time leaving, stopping to scan
the headlines on the newspapers stacked by the door.
“What a tool,” Luci said.
The boy looked out the window after the cop. “Just doing his job. Like I do mine.”
***
She woke to the dreary monotone of NPR. In one motion she rolled over, popped a pill, swallowed it dry,
waited for xanaxical relaxation to ooze through her body. Lately she’d noticed the effect was less marked. Her
chest burned. She was probably still loaded from last night. The guy at the bar had really wanted to come home
with her.
She floated through work feeling as though she were underwater. Morning drop-off was a well-oiled
machine, moms and the occasional dad, sleepy kids, some teary good-byes. Luci’s job was to manage the signin sheet and assign numbered hangers at the coat closet.
“How are you?” one of the single dads said. He seemed nice: pressed khakis, good smile.
“Well, I’m here,” Luci said.
“Hey, some days that’s all you can ask,” he said.
Smiling, she wished that she could leave with him and get into his Audi or his Subaru and or whatever
bourgeois ass-mobile he leased and be chauffeured off into his comfortable life.
His daughter ran over and wrapped her arms around his neck. He said, “Have a good day, Sophie. Byebye. Daddy loves you.”
Luci looked away. The purity of the hug—open, unabashed—made her angry. Sad. So tired. At lunchtime
she locked the cash register and went outside. The weather was hot for Seattle, in the mid-80’s. This time of
year, high pressure parked just off the coast, shimmying in weeklong heat waves. A bunch of kids scattered across
the parking lot in a swirl of cigarette smoke. She picked up an empty Marlboro pack. Ma’am, she thought, and
dropped it.
Watching for a break in traffic, she loped across the street. No cop cars sat nosed up to Swifty’s today.
The yellow tape hung limply in the still afternoon. She picked her way across the cracked blacktop, crunching on
broken glass and peanut shells and gravel. The car wash was a stucco shell open on both ends, fringed with
lozenges of fabric curtains. A whitish powder coated the pavement. Someone had masking-taped a garbage bag
around the metal box where you punched in your code. She stopped. Sounds came from inside the structure, a
regular, rhythmic chant. A little scared, she poked her head between the fabric sheets. “Oh. Durell.”

1 2 3 >>
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He turned, brows raised, anxious, crumpling the paper in his hand. Then he relaxed. “Yo Gooch.” He
wore a basketball jersey, and knee-length shorts. “The acoustics are filthy in here.”
“Swifty’d love to hear that.” The old guy was old school Seattle libertarian, drove a Hummer and blared
Tom Leykis from his office all day. She looked around. Light leaked in through the fabric strips. The interior was a
maze of metal poles and rods and a conveyor track for car tires and a rack of listing water jets. No brushes though.
Maybe the cops had impounded them. “What about the dead body? Doesn’t it weird you out to be in here?”
He shrugged. “Heard it wasn’t for sure even a dead guy. Or maybe a suicide.”
“Why would you kill yourself in a car wash?”

<Previous Work
<< Page 2 of 3 >>
Nonfiction
Poetry
Fiction
Tractor Incident

“Why would anybody kill theyselves period?”   

Eric Ramseier

She could think of reasons. Leaning against a post, she said, “Keep going. I’ll be quiet.”
He zipped up his backpack. “Nada. You have to pay a cover like all the other heads.”
Damn, she’d forgotten again to look at his poster. “Friday,” she said, with conviction.
“Shoreline Community Center, eight sharp. We’re opening. Blink and you’ll miss us.”
***
A siren whooped as she jaywalked across the street, back to the center. The officer from the other day
watched her from a patrol car. Flirty Cop. “Howdy.”

Seven Billion Ankles
Alex Haber

Homey Don't Play
Elise Glassman

Sometimes a Fistful
Lisa Piazza

Anonymous

“Howdy,” she said.

Michael James Rizza

“Trespassing is a citationable offense. As is jaywalking,” he added.
“Luci?”
They looked toward the center’s doors. Her boss Dennis stood squinting into the sunlight. She looked at
the cop. “You better get back to work,” he said, not smiling.
Dennis met her at the front desk, holding a clipboard. “You did morning sign in, Luci?”
“Hey Den. Yes, I did.”
He ran a hand over his salt-and-pepper crew cut. “You checked in Sophie Kincaid.”
The little girl who’d snuggled her dad. A little ache bloomed in her stomach. “Yes?”
“She’s four, Luci. She should have been with the Snowflakes. Instead she got in with the Cheetahs and
when they went to Classroom B, she wandered off out front. Another couple of seconds and she’d have been in
the street.” Dennis’s face was pale and sweaty. Visions of a dead kid, she supposed, of lawsuits, a revoked
license, two cubic yards of paperwork.
“Shit! I’m so sorry. I got distracted I guess.” She looked around. The After School Specials were
camped out on the visitor’s chairs. All three girls not looking at her, listening hard.
Dennis leaned against the counter, sagging. “It’s not personal, Luci. It’s—”
“I know,” she said, cutting him off. “It could have been worse.”   
“No. You need to be here,” he said.
“I was here,” she said.
***
Homey Don’t Play/Mastah Funky/EnnYCee
July 22
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Shoreline Community Center
All Ages
“Five dollars, ma’am,” said the kid working the door. He wore a Cookie Monster band-aid on his left
index finger.
Ma’am. Sighing, Luci handed over the money, waited for her wristband. Moms by the snack bar
checked their iPhones, looked bored. Two boys shouldered past her. One clipped the wall and they collapsed into
laughter. Inside she saw a strobe light, heard thumping beats. Suddenly, sharply she missed Thomas. They’d
gone clubbing a lot early on, dancing until they were sweaty and giddy, grabbing taco truck on their way home.
“Gucci Luci.” Here was Durell, sweat beading his lip, lugging an armload of equipment, a turntable and a
box jammed with cords and speakers.
“Hey! I can’t wait to hear you guys,” she said.
He offloaded everything but headphones and some albums to a waiting guy in dreads and a red stocking
cap. “I already spit my beats,” he said, continuing past her.
Blink and you’ll miss us. She’d gotten stoned after work and dozed off, waking up just in time to put on
lipgloss and rush over. “Durell—” She hurried after him. “I’m sorry. I got busy.”
“Painting?”
“Yeah, actually. I’m in the middle of this really—” She faltered, unable to finish the lie.
He held the door for her with his foot, politely, pointedly. “Another time.”
“When’s your next gig?” She should have been here. She felt it. She’d let him down. He was a kid
and showed up on time for gigs and here she was an adult and a pathetic flake.
He said, “I’ll let you know.” Turning, he headed for the Ford sedan waiting in the loading zone, wipers
going, hazards flashing. “Moms. Pop the trunk.”
A petite girl hurried out, red hair tied up in two ponytails, followed by a kid in a ski cap. They slid into the
back of Durell’s mom’s car, the girl bouncing excitedly on the seat as though it were a ride and Luci felt as
though something were squeezing her chest.
***
Durell asked about her painting. As though he had a right. As though he knew anything, as though he
didn’t know that art was a jealous ex, that painting was a cop determined to catch her out. When she painted her
mind went still and all she could think about was her old house, the way Thomas had held her chin when he kissed
her, his breath after he sneaked a cigarette. He wanted to be friends, he said. There was no reason not to be
civilized. She tried to paint her way out of the ugliness, but everything became the same thing, charmless,
graceless, unrefined, a confusion of grays and browns, a camouflage of vomit.
And hell yes there was every reason to be uncivilized. What could be more wounding than this? Thomas
had rejected her, dismissed her, sent her packing. She felt swelled up with sadness, with loss, the absence of him
so strong that it was nearly palpable. But she didn’t cry anymore. Now she shut herself in her closet and
screamed into a towel until her throat burned and then she drank vodka until it didn’t hurt anymore and then she
screamed some more. She medicated too. Pills had zero calories; they didn’t scour the liver or bloat her stomach.
She counted them out each night, three white lozenges or two little blue discs, one ushering her into dream land,
another easing her into the jagged morning. Pills eased the landing and muffled the blow. Her beautiful wonderful
pillows.
***
Marz could blow bubbles the size of her head, which was something being that the chica had a noggin
the size of a regulation basketball. Rumor was among the boys that she had other blow-related skills but they
clammed up about it when Luci was around.
Today she stood outside the office door, snapping her gum while Luci typed last week’s check-in sheets
into the computer. Dennis had been throwing beaucoup paperwork her way, anything to keep her away from
parents and little kids. As an unreported concession, she’d decided to take only half a xanax during working
hours. Her newfound sobriety meant that Marz’s gum cracking now sounded like pistol shots. Exasperated, she
leaned back in the office chair. “Don’t you have homework to do?”
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The girl grinned. “Keysha’s doing my maths. I already finished my spelling.”
“Oh, fantastic,” Luci said.
"Lighten up, Gucci Luci. I been getting a A in math all year.”
She hated these kids sometimes. She hit Save on the spreadsheet, waited as the ancient PC labored.
Then it hit her. Gucci Luci. “Marz, do you know Durell?”
“We all know Durell.” Now Marz was fidgety. “You know his cousin was the one who got died at
Shorty’s, right?”
“What? Are you serious?”
“The cops found Durrell’s fingerprints in the car wash and took him downtown. His moms is trying to bail
him out right now.”
“What the hell—“ She hurried out to the counter, found Sal, the octogenarian cashier, playing solitaire on
a little handheld game. “Hey, is Dennis around?”
“At lunch with the B.O.D.,” Sal said without looking up.
The Board of Directors met quarterly at a buffet joint on Aurora Avenue, where Dennis presented the
financials and drank too much Chardonnay. “I’m taking a break,” she said.
A brisk walk across hot pavement. The 7-11 door handle unnaturally cool. An A/C blast to the face. The
door chime went. Vijay poked his head out of the back room. “Hallow, Luci.”
“Have you talked to Durell? Is he okay?”
Vijay came into the store, wiping his palms on his apron. Dust sprinkled his moustache and glasses.
“Durell’s shift ended one hour ago. He packed up and—zoot. Gone.”
She leaned against the counter. The pill had worn off. She felt heartburn, felt claws needling her arms and
face. “Someone said the cops picked him up.”

<< 1 2 3 >>
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Homey Don't Play
Elise Glassman

Issue 15
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He waggled his head. “You need to purchase anything?”
“No—”
“No? Well, I am making inventory. Have a good one.” Turning his back, he went back to work, as
dismissive as the cop. As her boss. As Thomas.
Passing the rack of porn magazines, she swept a stack of Playboys to the floor. Same with Hustler, so
vigorously that a cover tore. She kicked the stack of newspapers, watched as they slithered across the floor.
Behind her, Vijay protested. Outside, she started to run.
Seeing Luci sprint across the parking lot, Marz ran away from the center doors so fast that she lost her
gum on the hot sidewalk. “Marz! I swear to fucking God—” Luci stopped.
Dennis stood in the lobby among the B.O.D., his patrons, six jowly men in pressed shirts, their necks
flushed from heat, exertion, Chardonnay. “Luci. In my office. Now.”
“She told me Durell was in jail,” Luci said, nearly sobbing. “I didn’t mean to swear.”
Over by the lunchroom door Marz stood with her posse, bleak-faced. “It was a joke, Gucci Luci,” she
said softly. “Just trying to lighten you up.”
“Dennis, is this a community service partner?” one of the B.O.D.’s said.
Luci snapped, “Yeah, I’m a CSP. My ex took me to court over our divorce settlement and there’s no
way in hell I’m paying for his girlfriend’s goddamn boob job—”
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“Everyone, stay right where you are,” a voice barked, and Luci saw uniforms and a billy club and Flirty
Cop’s outstretched cutout glove. “Ma’am, could you step over here please? Keep your hands where I can see
Art

them.”
She stared. They were all staring, the B.O.D.’s pale and silent, the After School Specials chomping their
gum, the trio of cops standing with shoulders flexed, hands at their belts.
“Ma’am. I’m not gonna repeat myself,” the cop said.
“What’s going on?” she asked, coming around the counter. Then, “Oof,” as the nearest cop
grabbed her arm and folded her down to the floor.
“Leave her alone!” Marz screeched.
Luci lay with her face pressed to the sticky floor. The pressure from the cop’s hands, gripping her arms,
his knee in her back, felt oddly reassuring, even calming. She hadn’t been touched in such a long time.
“Yes, officer, this is the woman who vandalized my store,” a voice said.
She opened one eye and saw dust-speckled shoes. “Vijay? You called the cops?”
“You vandalized my business. You intimidated me, Luci!”
“Let her up, Harrison. I’ll process her,” Flirty Cop said.
Luci got up slowly. Her knee hurt. Her face burned.
“Identification please, ma’am.”
“Stop calling me ma’am,” she said.
The cop stared at her. There was a gummy snap. Marz bobbed around in his face. “Some body got
dead in Swifty’s car wash and you’re going SWAT on Luci’s ass. That’s wack!”
“Wack,” the After School Specials murmured, moving closer.
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“Marz, Keysha, Dineen—go wait in the playroom,” Dennis said wearily.
Flirty Cop gave them a look. “The only person that ‘got dead’ was a bum who drank himself to death.
And little girls should do as they’re told.”
Dealing him looks that could fry baloney, they shuffled off. The B.O.D.’s had departed but Dennis
hovered, silent and anxious, like a waiter expecting a bad tip. The remaining cops stood at the front door, one
looking at his phone, the other staring outside. Vijay was gone, but the powerful smell of his cologne lingered. Luci
reached for her purse.
***
“Thought you might come up in here, Gooch.” Durell tipped his head in time with the beats coming
through his headphones, one arm raised a little, leveling a hip-hop blessing.
“Yeah. It’s been a day.” She kicked a spot clean of debris and sat down, resting her back against a
post.
Keeping an eye on her, Durell resumed:
            Dead guy in a car wash
            But the cops obsessed with porno
            Goochy Looch vee
            The SPD
            She gonna do hard time or no
            Shitcanned maybe
            No more Play-doh yo
            Sue their ass
            Goochy get some cash—
“Durrell,” she said.
He slid one headphone off his ear, raised his eyebrows.
She said, “Maybe you could use some original art, for your next show. For the poster.”
He shrugged, not giving her anything.
“I know what you’re thinking. I didn’t even show up on time for your show—”
“That’s right. You gotta show up, Gooch.”
Whatever. Fuck him, that hurt. And what was the point? The past was fading and the present hadn’t
come into focus and the future—any future--seemed unimaginable. But—maybe. And if maybe, then painting was a
kid in track pants and thick glasses, calling her out.
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Nights Deed tries but cannot sleep. I stretch out beside her, halfway dreaming.
<Previous Work

Tonight she says: “Tell me

Page 1 of 2 >>

something, Eric,” in a slow voice I don’t
hear so often. I turn toward her to draw out

Nonfiction

the moment, touching her angular hips

Poetry

lightly with my palm. Even this late in

Fiction

pregnancy she is mostly all edges.
“Don’t touch.” She twitches.

Tractor Incident

“Just talk.”
I start in without thinking, or else I
never would have told her about the dog.

Eric Ramseier

Images for Accident, Regret, Bitter
Alf Dahlman

“I don‟t know who brought the dog,” I begin.
“Oh,” She moans. “Everyone has a dog story, Eric.” In the shadows of our bedroom she tucks a piece
of hair behind her ear, then rests her arm across the bulging tabletop of her belly.
“Not like this, Deed.” I protest. Her mother named her Deidre but called her Dee-Dee from day one. I call
her Deed because she is serious and permanent, nothing you would want to lose.
“Maybe.” She shrugs. Another guy would have kept it simple and come off heroic: Saved a dog once,
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he’d have said.
But not me.
I say that and more, telling her everything about that summer, starting with the hint of warm air and my
mother’s slight uncurling at the promise of long evenings under Sheila’s shady deck next door. “Come for
dinner, let’s celebrate!” Sheila had shouted over the gate; my mom gathered Dale and me to follow.
(“Dale?” Deed asks.
“Just listen,” I tell her.)
Dale and I had no choice but to go. Earlier that week Dad had taken his big bag to Pop and Gigi’s and
though Mom hadn’t said anything official, I could tell by the way she breathed his name he wasn’t coming back.
    Like I said, I don’t remember who brought the dog. That night half the neighborhood had shown up to
Sheila’s, wine bottles in hand, and I had no idea (then or now) who the dog belonged to. I know for sure it wasn't
Sheila’s. We’d eaten enough dinners with her and Rich to know they only had a mangy cat with yellow fur and
yellow eyes. “Sicker than a dog,” Sheila always said, but not a dog itself.
Unlike my mom, Sheila loved to cook, so we ate our best meals over there: roasted chicken and buttery
potatoes, whole fish, eyes in, grilled on both sides, fat juicy burgers for the kids. The storyline of each dinner was
success; Sheila only ever had good news. She worked in music and waved her arms around, talkin’ large about
contracts or tours, recording sessions, labels. Her husband Rich smiled kindly from his seat at the head of the
table. He was a retired architect who mostly worked for fun now, Sheila said.
“Lucky bum!”
Deed sighs loudly when I tell her how my mom worked her way in to the gaiety of Sheila’s world, telling
stories of win-win situations that didn’t match the lonely home life I knew. Dad’s sudden departures never made it
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to the table.
(“Does your mother ever tell the truth?” Deed asks.)
In those days my mother had cropped hair, dyed a bright red. She painted her lips a shimmery gold and
because of her olive skin people told her she looked like summer. I knew her to be nothing like the lazy days of
June, July and August. She was sharp and tight and quick, imposing a rushed impatience on us that made it
impossible to relax. She didn’t pause for the details, didn’t have time for any explanation.
“Too quick even for me,” Dad had said when I finally asked him, years later, why he left.
With Sheila it was different. Sheila was more my idea of a mother and so, over time, I took to her like a son.
Took her grown sons’ old Lego kits, their wooden train tracks and once, because she insisted, the small tin tool
box filled with a matching red-handled hammer, screwdriver and wrench that her father had given her boys years
ago. Sheila knew I was a boy intent on the small bits; a boy desperate to puzzle together pieces and somehow
eke out a whole. I heard her tell my mom I was, “of interest” more than once.
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            “You know, your boy never goes anywhere empty-handed.”
            “Of course,” my mom had said, but what did she know of the metal sockets and wind-up gears I tucked
in my pockets? The coins I fingered, the nails and screws and sometimes a fistful of rocks.
I learned early on how to blink back at life. My older brother Dale (“You have a brother?!” Deed interrupts.
I keep talking.) was born seeped in a foul mood and his rancor often shifted to the rest of us before we even knew
it. That summer, when I was eleven and Dale was thirteen, he seemed impossible to avoid – lurking downstairs or
in our shared room – eyes flashing and smile cocked. It wasn’t a happy smile. With Dale that look meant
something was on the verge of falling or splitting or teeming or worse. With Dale anything at any time was apt to
disappear, disintegrate, evaporate. Leave. Just like that.
Just like Dad.
By the time the dog showed up at Sheila’s that night, the party felt dreamy and unreal---detached. We
kids had scattered ourselves behind patio chairs and skinny trees, under the deck and in the shed playing hide and
seek. We liked this time of night best, when the adults became overly happy and seemingly unaware.
That night I climbed the tree house Rich had built for his sons. Most of the rungs were falling off the trunk,
but I knew my way around that tree. I had sat up in the shielded fort many times when Mom and Sheila started in
on the wine. I thought the platform floor of the fort was empty until I felt a thick shoe and the heft of Dale’s right
foot, then his left as he tried to kick me down.
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“I was here first,” he fumed.
Down below we heard one of the younger kids yell, “Ready or not, here I come!”
“Move over.” I push myself in. Dale was big but not fast. Sharp but not smart. He and I waited and
watched as the other kids got found. Then like a flash, the dog came bounding up the stairs, entering the fray of
Sheila’s crowded kitchen with an idiotic exuberance. He circled around the large kitchen island and wiggled under
the stools, wagging his tail, licking at crumbs and feet. People laughed, then squealed, tucking in their toes.
“Let’s get him!” Dale whispered. Then, louder, “Let’s get him!” because he had stopped caring
about the game. He climbed down from the tree house, breaking off a small branch on his way and carrying it with
him like a spear. The adults, I knew, wouldn't notice a thing, but the other kids crept out from their hiding spots and
crowded around Dale. He was alluring the way all danger is alluring at first. Under Dale’s lead, the kids took off,
chasing the dog around the house, through the kitchen then back around.
“Play somewhere else!” The adults shouted as the crew sped by.
“Whose dog is that? Careful!” Sheila laughed, shooing the young ones.
(“Why didn’t anyone pay attention?” Deed asks. I tell her Sheila was the type who courted the best
without counting the worst. Even then I saw it as a problem.)
At first the dog was game. It was a nipper who yapped back at the kids. The littlest ones laughed, asking,
“What’s your name! What’s your name, dog?”
But Dale didn’t want to make friends. He was playing a different sport. I could tell by the aggressive way
he lunged for the dog.
The night mellowed out when dessert was served. Most kids went in and sat by their parents for pieces of
berry pie, warm with ice cream melting into it. I kept an eye from the fort. Someone may have asked, “Where’s
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Eric?” but from my perch in the tree, I couldn't hear.
One by one, the kids filtered back out. The sugar had made them hyper and they took off looking for the
dog again. In the last bit of light I saw the mutt crouching, panting, hiding behind Rich’s garden shed. He was
hidden, but Dale knew where. He had stayed out too, watching. He led the kids tip-toeing behind pots and
shovels, bags of dirt, the compost heap.
When Dale trapped the dog and pulled his stick back I got to my knees and dug in my pocket. A marble,
tiger’s eye, wouldn’t do. On the other side, thankfully, was something heavier: a rock, small and jagged, from our
front yard. I cupped it in my fist, determining the sharpest point. I knew what I had to do. Not because the dog
meant anything to me (“It didn’t?” Deed questions. “I thought this was your great dog story?”) but because I
knew Dale wouldn’t be able to stop what he was about to start. That this night would only compound, growing a
need in him, forcing an urge too big to quell.
I raised my hand and aimed, trying to focus my eyes in the dim strand of Christmas lights Sheila had hung
between the trees. When I caught Dale’s outline (he was tallest by far) I threw the rock. The sharp point struck him
on the side of the head. The other kids looked around, ducked. But Dale stood eerily still. The pain only seemed to
infuriate him, triggering a hatred he heaved eagerly on the dog. When he plunged the stick forward the dog cried
out low and loud and long. It was the true sound of pain.
One of the adults rushed out. Then another.
“Jesus. What happened?”
“Who did this?”
Neither one knew Dale’s name but they pulled him by the arm into the harsh kitchen light. He was still
holding the stick, red on one end. The rock I had thrown had cut open his head, mixing blood into his hair. Sweat,
and not tears, covered his splotchy face. Even from the tree house I could tell his angular jaw was set far from
sorry. No. My brother was mad enough to peel off his own skin. And probably mine too.
(“God, this is awful. What did your mom say?”)
Mom did not rush over, but eventually she did come. I’m sure she expected Dale to be
involved somehow. Teachers had been telling her for years to get him some help. Probably some for me,
too.
Rich told her to take Dale to the Emergency Room, just to be sure. Sheila offered to stay with me. She
looked, but didn’t find me (curled in the treehouse) until morning.
Deed wants to know why I never told her anything about Dale before. “Wait. How come I didn't even
know you had a brother?”
“He ended up fine. Couple stitches is all.”
“That’s good.”
“I guess.”
“You guess?”
“I mean, people like Dale always survive. They find a way.”
“Well, where is he now?”
“In L.A., maybe.”
“You don‟t know?”
“We don’t keep in touch.”
“Obviously. And the dog?”
“Don’t know, actually,” I say. I know it couldn’t have lasted long.
Deed says, “Eric, this isn’t about a dog at all! And you didn’t save it.”
I have to think about this for a second before I realize she is right. In my mind the night still comes out
differently: Dale drops the stick, turns away. I climb down and cradle the dog, reassure it, pass it safely to some
unknown owner waiting at the gate. In my mind Mom, Dale and I walk back to our house. Dad is waiting. Home to
stay.
“I thought you lived with your grandparents?” Deed says and again, she is right.
Mom thought it best, for my own good, safety even, I guess, if I spent the rest of that summer (and then
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the rest of my schooling) at Pop and Gigi’s with Dad, who only so often stopped in to sit at the kitchen table with
his head between his hands. He had grown a beard. It was shaggy and unkempt; no one said it looked good. No
one said it was a sign of wisdom. When he showed up, Gigi would pat his back, as if to say, These things
happen.
“Why are you telling me this?” Deed wants to know. I can’t answer her. It is quiet for a long time and I
think maybe I have put her to sleep, but then she hisses, “You should have chosen something else.” I have
pushed her to her limit. “You could have told me anything!”
I say it’s not all bad and tell her about the one time Dad came by, seeming almost himself. I caught the
familiar light in his eye---not like Dale’s---because my dad was kind and inward in a way that really had only just
gone too far. Being with him was like watching (from the top down) a person sinking to the ocean floor. But this
time he made contact by putting his hand on mine; I knew it was his way of saying sorry. I looked at him, then out
the kitchen window and down the path to the creek that ran behind Pop and Gigi’s. It was a small thing, a trickle,
really. I liked it there. I spent hours sitting on the rocks, catching tadpoles, collecting more than a dozen in jars filled
with moss and rocks.
A home away from home. I studied those things endlessly, watching for the exact moment those legless
spurts morphed into their final form. They always made it look so easy.
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<Previous Work

            A week before Labor Day, at

Page 1 of 2 >>

Hillcrest middle school, someone had
been raped.

Nonfiction

            “It happened right here,” Chris

Poetry

said.

Fiction

            They were by the back doors,
where a strip of black top ran along the
edge of the building. It was in the morning,
before the first bell rang, and the air was

Tractor Incident
Glimpse
Mary Wilson

crisp.

Eric Ramseier

Seven Billion Ankles
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            Shawn put his books down and squatted, as though he were looking for something.
            At first, Danny didn’t know what they were talking about. He kept his hands in his pockets and glanced
down at Shawn, then at the books. In his backpack, Danny had the same spiral notebook, but Danny’s had a
blue cover and tabs to keep his subjects divided.
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            “I heard she ran home that way,” Chris said, casting his arm back in a gesture toward the field and the
woods beyond it. “But it happened here. The paper said it was by the back doors.” Chris put his hand into a
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brown lunch bag that he was carrying.
            Looking down at the black top, Danny heard the crunch of Chris biting into an apple. Danny remembered
what his older brother Jeremy had said at the kitchen table, about how the creep was in his senior class, how
he’d always seemed a little weird. He had red hair, and he’d done something to a girl, but Danny didn’t know
what exactly. It must have been something awful, because Jeremy had said that when the police had finally found
the creep, fresh welts and old scabs were all over his body, from a cigarette lighter that he kept in his desk drawer.
            “Who do you think she is?” Shawn asked.
II
            Actually, it occurred on the grass, where the sod was churned up in patches and punctured with cleat
holes. Her left cheek was pressed to the dirt, and his fingers were squeezing the back of her neck, and he was
saying Shutup, Shutup, Shutup, and she had no idea that she was making any sound at all.
III
            The guessing began:
            Two hundred and eighty-one students were in the seventh grade class, and out of these, one hundred
and sixty-three were girls. On his way to homeroom, Danny glanced at people in the corridor, sensing that the
smiling faces could be dismissed. Girls crowded by lockers in groups and pairs; they talked and laughed. There
were new breasts and new hips, and he felt that for many girls, their bouncing gait was given a new grace. He
noticed that a girl who had worn thick black glasses last year was now wearing glasses with thin wire frames.
Another girl, Cindy, had painted her lips red and kept brushing her hair from her face. Linda wore a skirt and had
emerald studs in her ears. Nancy was still fat.
            But some of the girls had downcast eyes, and they didn’t seem very happy. The hurt girl was probably
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one of these, but there were still too many to say which one she was.
IV
            At lunch, Danny listened, realizing that Chris and Shawn assumed that most likely she was absent.
Apparently, it took longer than a week to recuperate from being raped.
Shawn dipped his straw into his chocolate milk, put his finger on top of the straw, and pulled it out. Lifting his finger,
he let the milk flow back into the carton.
            Chris, who several periods ago had eaten the lunch his mother had packed for him, was eating two
servings of school tattertots. He put a dab of ketchup on each one.
            Danny listened.
He knew that a story was spreading, because Shawn said things like “Jack said,” and “Pam said,” and “I
heard.” Chris seemed to have an intuitive knowledge of the details. As far as they knew, four girls were absent.
Morgan, the short girl, had moved away; Vicki’s father had just died of a heart attack; Emily was sick with strep
throat or something.
            “Maybe mono.”
            “Maybe.” Chris puckered his mouth into a kiss.
            They laughed. Danny smiled.
            And Katie might have been held back a grade. She wasn’t in anybody’s class.
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V
            Danny remembered:
   
        She sat on his front steps. On her right ankle were five “friendship braids,” which he knew was a girl

<Previous Work
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thing, like cat’s cradle. Her sandy blonde hair was falling free from its barrette, and she sometimes put a lock

Nonfiction

between her teeth. She had a necklace her parents had given her on her birthday; her name was in gold, in the V

Poetry

of her collar: Katie.
            They leaned over the Sunday comics, and he showed her silly putty.
            “Do Hagar now,” she said.

Fiction
Tractor Incident

   
        He pressed the putty against the paper, and he watched her face as she looked down at his hands. He
felt her fingers, when she helped him peel up the putty. The duplicate of Hagar appeared, and she laughed.
            “Now do Snoopy.”

Eric Ramseier

Seven Billion Ankles
Alex Haber

            She smelled like strawberries, and he thought he might marry her.
VI
   
        He held her down by the neck for a long time, looking at her pale flesh. She was so pale, but he couldn’t
make himself work, because she kept whimpering and gasping. So he put his finger inside of her, and he looked
off to the woods, feeling her muscles contract around his finger with her every gasp, and with every gasp Oh God,
Oh God, Oh God.
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VII
   
        For Halloween, they wanted to do something wild and unheard of. They met at Shawn’s house before
walking to school, and they laid their shirts out on the grass. Standing bareback in the chilly air, Shawn shook a can
of purple spray paint. He put a number one on the front of his shirt and a tiny “one” on each sleeve; a piece of
cardboard was inside so it wouldn’t bleed through. He made Chris number two, Kenny, whose idea it was to
dress as numbers, was “three,” and Danny “four.” They also put numbers on bandannas and tied them
around their heads and thighs, and numbered their cheeks with face paint.
            At school, most of the students were in costumes. Mr. Miller wore a tuxedo and stood by his classroom
door between bells, with his thumbs tucked into his cummerbund.
            “What are you supposed to be?” he asked.
   
        “The number one,” Shawn answered, and when they walked into the classroom, he jumped onto
Danny’s back. “Now, we’re a quarter.” Shawn laughed.
            “No fractions allowed,” Mr. Miller said and told them to take their seats.
VIII
   
        The frost-covered grass and leaves cracked beneath Danny’s feet as he followed Chris through woods
behind his house. An oak tree had fallen over. Its roots, packed with dirt, stood straight up from the ground. Chris
sat in the hole and leaned back against the roots. Danny climbed down beside him. Chris had hidden a briefcase
under the tree trunk, and now he sat cross-legged with the briefcase at his knees. Its leather top was torn, and
yellow padding showed beneath it. A piece of a broken hinge jutted out from the side. The briefcase made no
sound when Chris opened it and took out the first of the magazines. It smelled musty. The pages turned stiffly and
crackled and puckered and seemed almost as if they would break. He read the captions aloud and laughed.
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Danny laughed too.
            On one page, there was no other image but the flushed, pouty folds of a woman’s
vagina.                          
IX
   
        Several days before Thanksgiving, Danny walked home from school with Shawn. It had rained the night
before, so now, bloated worms slunk and shriveled on the cement. Looking down, Danny was careful not to step
on them. Nancy was a few paces ahead. She was wearing a brown plaid skirt and white stockings. Her black
shoes must have been very hard, because they tapped as she walked. Eventually, she turned around and smiled,
because Shawn was singing a Christmas carol. “What Child Is This?”
            “Real nice, Shawn,” she said. “You’re a month early.”
            He shrugged and continued to sing.
   
        When a car pulled up beside them, Danny lifted his head. Although he didn’t recognize the car, his
brother Jeremy was leaning out of the passenger side window and grinning. Danny gave a slight wave.
            “Wait till you get home, Dan. Mom’s pretty pissed off at you.”
            “What did I do?”
            As the car started away, Jeremy said, “Watch out, buddy boy.”
X
   
        She felt him stop, but she couldn’t lift her head, because his hand was still pressing down on the back of
her neck. She had an idea that maybe some of the other girls from softball practice might see her and laugh. She
felt the length of his forearm on her spine, his breath against her cheek, and then she felt him inside of her again.
She didn’t want her mother to worry, and she didn’t know what had happened to her glove, and she kept
thinking Mom, the word pulsing like her blood, and she didn’t know if she were thinking it or saying it, because he
wanted her to Shutup. She shouldn’t have gone to softball practice, and from now on, she would be careful
when she drank milk in the living room. She didn’t know where her glove was, and she didn’t want anybody to
laugh at her, and then she thought JesusJesusJesus until it was over.
XI
   
        He saw his finger smeared with blood, and there was blood on his palm. He wiped his hand on the grass.
Then he leaned closer, pleading in her ear for her to Shutup. Everything was urgent and beating. His vision seemed
to close in from behind him, so all he could see was his free hand clutching the grass. There was blood on his
knuckles and wrist. Then he realized what he was doing, that he was slipping in and out and in and out of blood.
He stared down at the grass beside her head, because he wasn’t going to stop. He wanted to stop, but he
wasn’t going to stop. When he was done, he stood up and looked down at her. She lay flat on the ground, so
pale and still for a moment, and then she curled herself up, hugging her knees.
XII
   
        Danny sat on his bed, looking through his window at the settling dusk; everything appeared shadowless
and empty, with no wind in the trees at all. His mother had just left his room, saying that he had spoiled the
Thanksgiving turkey. Two weeks ago, when he had helped her unload the groceries from the car, he was
supposed to put the turkey in the freezer in the basement. But he’d put it in the refrigerator instead. Even as
she’d yelled at him, he had felt relieved that this was all it was. He had ruined a turkey, “wasted money” she’d
said, but he couldn’t feel bad about it.
            It was really nothing.
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journals. Some of Dr. Williamson's visual art and/or poetry has been published in journals representing over 30
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colleges and universities around the world. He is a Christian, adjunct professor, self-taught pianist, poet, singer,
social scientist, private tutor, and a self-taught painter. His poetry has been nominated three times for the Best of

Show of the Show People

the Net Anthology. View his website.
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Alf Dahlman
Alf Dahlman is drawing out of Astoria, Queens. These images are part of a collaboration with writer Allison
Campbell, illustrating poems with the same names. Illustrations are made with fine ink pen. More work can be
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viewed online.
Images for Accident, Regret, Bitter
Art
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Illustrations are made with fine ink pen.
Glimpse
Mary Wilson

ISSN 2325-0380 | © 2004-2019 Switchback
Visit us at our new website SwitchbackJournal.com | Master of Fine Arts in Writing | University of San Francisco | 2130
Fulton Street | San Francisco, CA 94117

http://swback.com/issues/015/Images-for-Accident-Regret-Bitter.html[7/11/20, 9:14:32 PM]

Next Work >

Switchback : Leonard Kogan

home

news

issues

submit

craft

reviews

interviews

more ▾

Leonard Kogan
Leonard Kogan was born in 1978 in a former Soviet bloc from where he moved to Israel in 1993 and then to the
United States in 2004. Currently, he lives and works in Baltimore, MD. In Israel, Leonard obtained formal art
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education and evolved as an artist. His works incorporated philosophical and psychic fusion used to raise
issues such as assimilation and dissimilation, displacement and migration, self-identification and restructure. He

Mega-fauna

participated in a number of solo and group shows in Europe and the United States.
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Oil on canvas 12 x 16 inches 2011
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Sheri L. Wright
Sheri L. Wright’s visual work can be seen in Blood Orange Review, The Single Hound and is forthcoming in THIS
Literary Magazine, Prick of the Spindle, Blood Lotus Journal and Subliminal Interiors. More examples of her work
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can be found online.  Ms. Wright is also the author of five books of poetry, including the most recent, The Slow Talk
of Stones. Her work has appeared in numerous journals, including Chiron Review and Crucible.

Trapeeze Artist
Art
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What is discarded and overlooked, perceived as having no value, can often be a source of interest, even beauty, if
approached from a different perspective, one from a desire to find stories. The tale told to me in this image, is one

Tree 4-19-11 color 3

of brilliance despite what darkness may attempt to overwhelm our flight.

William D. Hicks
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William D. Hicks
William D. Hicks lives in Illinois by himself (any offers?). Contrary to popular belief, he is not related to the famous
comedian Bill Hicks (though he’s just as funny in his own right). Hicks will someday publish his memoirs, but they
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will be about Bill Hicks’ life. In September 2011 his horror story, “Twist,” was published as an eBook. His poem
“At Christmastime” appears in Ideals 2011 Christmas magazine. Several of his stories/poems appear in the

Tree 4-19-11 color 3

eBook, Heavy Petting, due out in December 2011. Cover art/photography appear on The Blank Page Handbook,

Art

Anti-Poetry and Mixed Fruit.
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“Accessible” art is what I create. I borrowed the term from my poetry. Accessible art has no deeper meaning. It is
art. While I hope you experience some deep emotion or gleam some unintended truth from my work, I hold no
such expectation. I created my art because I found it beautiful. I hope you do also.
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Mary Wilson
Mary Wilson is the current President of the international Photographic Society, based in Washington D.C. (she is
originally from Glasgow, Scotland) and can be reached at wilsonscot@hotmail.com. 
Mary's photographic goals are
to make images that leave a lasting impression on the viewer, and tell a story or capture a moment that may
perhaps be gone forever.
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These images were taken on a cold winters night in Washington D.C. of people rushing by, huddled against the
cold, unaware of the photographer, who caught glimpses of them heading somewhere! anywhere! where it's
warm.
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