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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR

Our story has a theme. Keep moving. Keep going. Life will take you down 
the weirdest back alley streets and cities, and you’ll see things you never 
thought you’d see in your lifetime. I started this journal with nothing. A 
shitty computer, a word processor and some flyers on a Starbucks bul-
letin board in a small town just outside of Houston, TX. I didn’t know 
how to do any of this, or what it would look like. But somehow it all 
worked out, and for 10 years it kept going, and going, and going…

Vagabonds is more than a magazine to me. It’s a start, and it contin-
ues to be a catalyst into some of the best times of my life. It launched a 
whole publishing house. Weasel Press was nothing without this journal. 
And honestly, I might not have the partner that I have today (long story 
short, we met because we both managed publishing houses). 

So this journal is a hell of a lot for me. And I hope it’s something that 
I’ll be able to continue doing. It’s been around for 10 whole years, and I’m 
amazed it’s made it this far. 

I hope you enjoy volume 10. And I hope you enjoy the smaller volume 
10.5 that will be out later this year. If you like this journal, please share 
it with a friend. Leave a copy at a coffee shop or a little free library, or 
anywhere you think someone might just find this. While sales might be 
important, I just want people to read this. 

Thank you so much for picking this up, and if you’ve been with us for 
a hot minute, thanks for sticking around. We ain’t dead yet, and the road 
is bumpy as all hell. Open up, and hitch a ride. 

Izzy Torres, aka Weasel
They/Them
www.vagabondsjournal.com
www.weaselpress.com 
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In three years, the fires burned away the 
Great Forests. It took another two for 
the Baltic Permafrost to melt. But it was 
only when the cruise ships ran out of fuel 
that people finally accepted the world 
had ended. 

Life after the Melt was nothing 
like the biblical prophecies spouted in 
the streets. There were no arks, no ol-
ive branches, no reckonings. Life was a 
three-story party ship with nothing but 
seasickness, water slides, and cheap alco-
hol.

They ran out of alcohol within a 
week.

Zara was still a minor when she and 
her brother Sam boarded the Jubilee—
not that they were checking IDs—but she 
was still disappointed when the captain 
broke into their cabin and stole the wine 
Sam was saving for her 21st.

Sam said she should be glad the wine 
was all he took.

The passengers of the Jubilee weren’t 
untrustworthy. Zara had plenty of 
friends. There was Claude who knew 
the best way to catch and cook the vent 
rats and there was Marlene who was too 
old to paint her toenails. Zara gave her 
weekly pedicures in exchange for a but-
terscotch; she had no idea where Mar-
lene got them. She never asked and the 
old woman would never tell.

Otherwise, Zara kept to herself. 
She watched the fish through the port-
hole, giving them names she never had a 
chance to learn. There were yellow-fins, 
blue-fins, and black-fins. Flat-greys 

and round-spikes. Every kind of rain-
bow-stripes. She particularly loved the 
silver-specks. They were the fastest and 
most resourceful, flitting through the 
holes in the dredging nets. They were so 
small and so fast Zara thought they could 
never be caught.

She cried the first time Sam brought 
dinner and she saw the dulled head of a 
silver-speck staring up at her.

“Have mine,” he offered, passing her 
a blackened flat-grey.

She held her plate closer. “Don’t!”
“Don’t waste it,” he snapped. Snatch-

ing the plate, Sam dropped the flat-grey 
into her lap. “We don’t waste food.”

Zara picked at the fish in her lap 
and ate as much as she could stomach. 
She ate timidly compared to Sam. He 
tore chunks out of the fish, crunching 
on the bones and spitting them out with 
a clatter. He gnawed off the head of the 
silver-speck. Zara could’ve sworn she 
heard a squelch when the dead white eye 
popped between his teeth.

Sam never brought her silver-specks 
after that.

Zara was sitting by the window, some 
weeks after the silver-speck incident, 
watching the fish jumble themselves 
up in the nets when the mountaintop 
struck. The ship jerked, throwing Zara 
against the starboard side and sending 
an ungodly screeching through the halls. 
She shoved away from the cold metal, 
her forearms vibrating. Voices and fran-
tic footsteps carried in from outside her 
room.

Red-Blue-Silver
Sarah Edmonds
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Zara stayed, gaping out of the port-
hole, as a massive looming shadow passed. 
The ocean darkened with jagged edges 
and sharp angles black and unmoving as 
far out as she could see. It was a monster, 
teeth gaping as if they would swallow her 
whole. Only the mountaintop closest to 
the ship had any sort of color and even 
that was a dull stony brown. It moved 
slowly—no, the ship crawled—away from 
them.

As the Jubilee veered farther port, 
the screeching lessened then stopped. 
Zara watched, helpless, as the mountain 
fang that had scarred the ship snagged 
on the fishing net. The sea turned red as 
the peak gored the captured fish, tear-
ing jagged holes through animal and net 
alike. Dead fish and piles of severed fins, 
heads, and tails, escaped through the 
broken weave. They left a trail of bloody 
bits behind as the ship limped away.

Zara continued to stare out into the 
sea of red-blue-silver, hypnotized by the 
scales catching light as they twirled in 
the wake of the ship. She stayed until the 
sharp-tooths came. Tearing through the 
last of the net, they feasted on the dead 
and dying fish. Biting holes out of each 
other in their frenzy, their massive jaws 
snapped so close that Zara feared they 
would break through and gobble her up, 
too.

Tearing her eyes from the carnage, 
Zara scrambled to her feet and out of the 
room. The halls were alight with activi-
ty. People gathered in crowds and piled 
by the main stairs to catch news of the 
impact. Zara saw Marlene peering out 
from her room. The old woman looked 
out with sad, sad eyes, shook her head, 
and shut her door with a decisive thunk. 

Turning towards the crowd, Zara tried 
to push her way through to the stairs but 
there were too many bodies.

A whistle. “Z! Here.”
She turned to see Claude’s spiky 

black hair sticking through the decora-
tive grate above her. Her friend smiled, 
popped off the grate, and held out their 
hand.

“You’re still scrawny enough to fit, 
aren’t ya?”

Zara didn’t have the heart to make 
a face at the comment. She climbed up 
onto one of the nearby tables, grabbed 
Claude’s hand, and wriggled her way into 
the vent behind them.

“You tryna get above deck?” Claude 
asked, already leading the way through 
the vent. They navigated the tight space 
with ease, not having to feel their way 
along the walls to know where to turn.

“Uh-huh,” Zara grunted. She was 
sweating and the claustrophobia made 
her want to vomit.

“It wasn’t a rogue,” Claude offered, 
pausing at one of the turns as they wait-
ed for her to catch up, “so I’m sure he’s 
fine.”

Zara nodded, not trusting herself to 
answer. Her brother worked up on the 
deck as a rower. It took almost half the 
passengers to move the Jubilee now that 
they were out of fuel. They had torn up 
the deck, the dancehall, and the bars to 
make oars. It was a dangerous job. Rogue 
waves took out most of the crew in the 
first year. It paid well, though. That was 
why Sam and Zara each got their own 
fish to eat every meal.

Zara didn’t think it was worth it. She 
would gladly share her fish with Sam—
and she knew Claude would share their 
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rats if they were still hungry—but he in-
sisted. No matter how much she hated it.

And she hated it.
The flood of cool air and fluores-

cent light was a miracle. Claude dropped 
Zara by the utility stairs that led to the 
deck from the upper rooms. There were 
no crowds there—the people of the up-
per rooms would never be seen near the 
crew stairs. They were the type of people 
with shiny things and soft clothes. The 
kind who traded things for sweet foods, 
smelly smoke sticks, and less-lucky peo-
ple. Zara hated the upper rooms even 
more than she hated the vents.

Her legs shook as she mounted the 
steep angular stairs up to the deck. Now 
that she was closer, she could hear the 
shouts continuing. An incessant creak-
ing muffled their words.

The mountains were gone. The ship 
was still floating. It should have been 
quiet. It should be quiet.

Zara squinted through the harsh 
light of day as she threw open the heavy 
stairway door. Her eyes burned and wa-
tered, refusing to adjust to the bright 
blue of the sky. It was so different from 
the deep rich blue she saw out her win-
dow every day. Thin. Ephemeral. Like it 
could whisk away and leave them with 
nothing but white-hot sun in the blink 
of an eye.

Zara blinked as shadows descend-
ed upon her. A group of crew members 
were trying to usher her back down the 
stairs but she shoved them off. No one 
was allowed above deck without permis-
sion. Zara herself had only seen the top of 
the ship twice—the first time when they 
boarded and the second when Sam had 
worked himself into a heatstroke and she 

had had to carry him back to their room.
“Where’s Sam?” Zara asked the near-

est person, pushing her way out farther. 
“Where’s my brother?”

She asked again and again. Each time 
the hands fell away. No one answered. 
She asked more.

By the time Zara reached the edge of 
the deck where the rowers were grunt-
ing, bodies folding and unfolding the 
ship forward, she had stopped asking. 

Her eyes had adjusted to the light 
and she could see the gaping holes in the 
deck where the already-unstable floor 
had crumbled upon impact. People were 
shouting up from the hole.

Names. They were shouting names.
“Sam!” Zara ran to the edge. She saw 

only silhouettes of people and shadows 
of might-have-been-people scattered 
around their feet.

“Zara?” The voice came, weak and 
coughing, not from the hole but from 
another smaller group of people on the 
opposite side of it.

It was Sam.
Zara sprinted across the loose and 

breaking beams, circling the hole and 
falling to her knees by her brother’s side.

“You sure you want her to see this?” 
A large man squeezed himself between 
Zara and her brother, blocking her view.

There was a pause before Sam an-
swered. She could still see his eyes be-
tween the man’s legs. They were brown 
and shining.

“She’s strong.”
The man looked her over doubtfully, 

but moved nonetheless. Zara had braced 
herself. She was glad that she had.

Sam was pale. His leathery sunburnt 
skin was sickly and bluing. She saw the 
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blood. How could she not? She was 
kneeling in it. But Zara tried her best 
not to stare at the crushed and mangled 
leg hanging off of her brother’s body, 
wedged between two snapped ends of 
broken decking. 

“You’re not okay.” Zara didn’t look 
away. If she looked away, she was afraid 
she might see the jaws of a sharp-tooth 
leaping out of the water to feast.

“You’ll be okay.” Sam’s eyes were dim-
ming. His blinks were slow. His hand 
shook as he pulled something out of his 
vest pocket. “For your birthday.”

Zara caught the object as it slipped 
from his fingers. It was a bag, cold and 
metallic silver. It crinkled in her hand, 
the wrinkles stained with blood.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t get you some-
thing better.” Sam’s hand wrapped 
around hers, pressing her fingers over 
the hard lump of a knot that held the 
bag close.

“It’s not my birthday.”
“I know.”
Zara cried. She cried with his hand 

clasped between hers until his body went 
cold.

The crew took him away then. She 
didn’t want to go back to that empty 
room with that empty net and that red-
blue water outside.

She wandered to the front of the ship 
and, under watch of the rowers, leaned 
with her arms folded on the ship rail. The 
sky had turned rich blue, like the water. 
The stars reminded her of silver-specks 
only still. She wondered how small she 
would feel under the weight of a rogue.

With stiff fingers, she pulled the tie 
of the bag loose. Inside were three piec-
es of shriveled up something. She sniffed 

one.
Fruit. She barely remembered the 

taste of fruit. It made her mouth water 
and her stomach sick all at once.

As she pinched one of the dried piec-
es of fruit between her fingers, a piece of 
darkness broke from the sky, landing in 
a flutter on the rail beside her. It was a 
dove. At least, she thought it was a dove. 
The only birds Sam told her about were 
doves and pigeons. She didn’t think it 
was a pigeon. 

It was grey and round and sluggish 
and dull. How stupid, she thought, to 
be a bird and have no better place than 
there to land.

The bird hopped closer, staring 
unabashed at the sliver of dried fruit 
pinched between her fingers.

“Don’t waste it.” Zara upended the 
bag onto the ship’s rail, watching as the 
dove hungrily snatched them up. One 
black eye turned her way. “We don’t 
waste food.”

—
Sarah Edmonds is a queer author and 
filmmaker whose films have screened at 
Barebones Film Festival, Global Shorts 
Film Festival, and FlickFair Film Festi-
val. She has fiction in Wolfsinger Publi-
cation’s Us/Them Anthology and Whis-
key(tit) Journal; poetry in Backchannels 
Literary Journal; and upcoming non-fic-
tion in West Trade Review.
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Sibling, Also

means body
and known gesture
yesterday 

when my eldest
asked me about a tremor
I said, nonchalantly

it happens
meaning
when you get older

and distant
tremors
emerge 

as tells
that there’s someone 
and something

creeping;
it’s a reminder 
that you have a body 

on an Earth
as borrower
a borrowed thing 

always 
shows
its wear

I am afraid of my own mind
not my dominant mitt;
growing up

I had two 
to choose from
I switched at the plate 

at the base of a diamond 
it’s not a great feat
to do

the same 
at the dinner table
I switched 

my wedding band over 
now
I have two 

generationally speaking
I’m married to my past
my wife, and my future;

sibling 
means translation 
there are oftentimes errant words

that stand in for the right ones 
but the bonafides can be found
beneath a sibling tongue

words like hatred 
can stand there, naked
like a brave brother 

before a fist meant for you 
which translates to
I hate the thing I’m doing 

for
and to
you

—Terence Degnan

Terence Degnan has published two full-
length books of poetry. He is a co-director at 
the Camperdown Organization which was 
created to increase access to publication and 
education as well as promote agency for un-
derrepresented writers.
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Self Portrait as a Bad Habit

Lift me 
to your lips
and burn me.

Dash out the door
so you can savour me
on your coffee break.

Yearn for me 
like the attention 
your mother never gave you

when your first
ex-boyfriend told 
the whole school you were queer.

Use me as 
a socially acceptable reason 
to abandon family events. 

For a quickie. 
Suck me in 
as fast as you can. 

I’d rather 
you slow 
down.

Have me 
in between 
the sheets.

When you’re 
flushed 
and breathless,

and I have 
clouded
your senses,

slip 
me in 
the soft 

part
of your 
lips.

Give me 
a sigh 
that sends 

our worries 
to the 
wind.

Give me 
the 
deepest 

breath of 
your 
day.

Willingly, 
hand me 
your life.

—LA Rudy

LA Rudy is a genderqueer archaeologist of 
beauty, poet, personal coach and peer sup-
port worker. Though their pieces often deal 
with what society has typically kept buried, 
Rudy excavates raw gems from the human 
experience. They spend their time dancing 
between Winnipeg and Scotland feeding 
people wherever they go. Rudy has been 
most accurately described by loved ones as 
“able to find themself in anything”, “hope-
lessly optimistic”, and “a snack gremlin”. 
Keep up with them on Instagram @Lyric.
Rudy and @conscious.strides.
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I wake up, call a taxi, and put on my 
uniform and non-slip shoes. The cabs 
in town are notorious. As the only taxi 
company here, they might make you sit 
for five minutes or fifty. 

 At least, I slept last night. The next 
time I see my doctor, I will ask about 
my medication. The last time we met 
he changed my dosages: I’ve been having 
bouts of insomnia. Lack of sleep is one of 
my major seizure triggers. 

After an hour, the taxi shows up. It 
smells like cigarettes. The driver is surly. 
I have no choice but to tip: I’ll likely have 
this same driver sometime in the next 
few days. 

I go straight into the back and start 
chopping onions and tomatoes. This is 
my favorite part of my shift. Emily and 
Rylie--twins, high schoolers--are work-
ing today; they’re my favorites--friendly 
and intelligent. I’m in school to get my 
education degree. The twins are iden-
tical, except Emily is on the wrestling 
team and broad-shouldered.

And Shane is working. Shane’s an ex-
con. That’s all I know--and more than I 
wanted to know--about Shane. Once he 
saw me taking my medication and asked 
if he could buy it. He acted like he was 
kidding. I told him: “You can’t get high 
off Keppra or Zonisamide.” 

Today, Shane is running the grill, the 
twins wrapping, and the manager, Da-
vid, is up front. We’re short-staffed. 

There’s a machine, the oven, that 
cooks frozen burger patties on a tread-
mill. You feed them in on one end, and it 
drops them out hot into trays. This is the 

easiest job at Burger King and literally 
anyone could do it. Without exception, 
David always stations me at the oven.

One assumes I always work the oven 
because David knows about my epilepsy. 
Fine by me. Grilling and wrapping suck.

On my break, Shane asks me how 
hot my wife is? Honestly, I don’t want 
Shane to know anything about my wife. 

“What?” I say.
I take out my phone and show him 

a picture.
He deems her a “four.” 

After work, I go to a party at my friend 
Dylan’s house. His band plays in the liv-
ing room; they’re called “Sweet Jesus.” 
Dylan plays in several bands. This one is 
a hardcore-punk-bluegrass hybrid thing. 
Tonight, Dylan plays standup bass. 
Smooshed into the sweaty room and 
buzzing, I attempt to stomp my foot in 
time to the band. Around my neck, I feel 
a thick arm and find it belongs to Shane. 
He shouts, and I gather he wants me to 
stop stomping. In an aggressively friend-
ly manner, he lifts me about an inch off 
the sticky floor.  

With the sudden appearance of 
Shane, I feel a deja-vu like sensation. This 
is how my seizures usually begin. I try to 
wriggle free, but Shane’s already forgot-
ten his painful half-hug. 

My doctor, my wife, and I have as-
signed my seizures labels based on their 
severity. I have ones, twos, and threes. 
In the living room, gripped by Shane, I 
suffer a one, which begins with that de-
ja-vu sensation and is followed by several 

The Burger Queen
Travis Flatt
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seconds of light-headedness. I will feel 
drained all evening. 

If I didn’t want to buy weed from 
Dylan, I’d slip outside and cab home. 

Shane eventually drops me, my 
shoulder smelling like his armpit, and ev-
eryone cheers for Dylan--it’s mostly the 
alcohol cheering. I wait an interval and 
then grab Dylan while he’s talking with 
some black-clad teenagers in the kitch-
en. He’s annoyed but leads me upstairs. 
We’re followed. 

In Dylan’s room, there’s five of us. 
Dylan and I stand by his computer desk, 
and he tosses me a baggie from a draw-
er; he has it ready. On the bed sit two 
of the guys from his band. They’re ema-
ciated, extensively-tattooed guys, road-
worn, the type of guys who might pan-
handle for gas money--crusties. The air is 
expectant, so I offer to smoke everyone 
out. While I pack the bowl, Shane flips 
open Dylan’s laptop. “You guys need to 
see this shit.” 

Drunk, it takes him a long time--
cursing--to find his video. “They’ve got 
tons of these.” 

I’m expecting porn, but it’s a fight. 
Highschool kids--two girls throwing wild 
hooks for fifteen seconds until a squat 
woman, middle-aged woman--Shane and 
I’s age--throws herself into the fray. 

One of the girls is Emily from work. 
“That was Emily,” I say. A guy from 

the band has lost interest and takes the 
bowl from my distracted hand. 

Shane grins and says: “Yeah, man. 
Who do you think was filming that shit?” 

“What?” I don’t understand. 
“Her sister--Rylie They plan’em out. 

There’s like ten on here. Emily’s is the 
fuckin’ champion, dude. The Burger 

Queen.” He throws his head back laugh-
ing, his eyes are wild. 

The next day, I put in my notice. I tell 
David because I need to study for finals. 
He’s not surprised; he tells me I can come 
back anytime. There’s no way in hell. I’m 
standing at the oven feeding in burgers, 
riding out the end of my last shift, and I 
feel that deja-vu sensation. I never know 
if it’s going to be a one, two, or three--
they each begin the same. 

I get light-headed, then I start to hear 
music--the theme song of some television 
show that I can’t place --which means 
it’s going to be a three. Deja-vu, audito-
ry hallucination, loss of consciousness. I 
need to sit down. I make it to the break 
area, which is some chairs by that table 
where I cut the onions and tomatoes. 

Everyone stands around me. I’m sit-
ting down. They all look pale. Emily tells 
me they’ve called an ambulance. I want 
to ask them to cancel it; ambulance rides 
cost a fortune. I feel like shit--my head 
pounds. 

They saw me blank out; they know 
why I only run the oven. 

I try to tell Emily not to fight--that I 
could end up teaching her senior class. It 
all comes out soupy. Shane and David say 
to sit and relax. Someone, I think Shane, 
says they’ve called my wife. 

—
Travis Flatt began writing when his life 
pivoted away from music and theatre 
due to illness. Where not all of his sto-
ries are about disabilities he feels that 
depression is an underlying current in all 
of his work.
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East

You said,

take what
I want
and leave
the key
under the mat.

But as I stand
leaning on
front door frame,

there is
nothing
that belongs
to me.

Instead
I leave the
key in the
door and
walk east
and stare
into rising sun

wondering
how many
steps it will
take to forget
your name.

— Katrina Kaye

Katrina Kaye is a writer and educator seeking an audience for her ever-growing surplus of 
poetic meanderings. Find previously published writing on her website: ironandsulfur.com.

Wild

Our hunger was
never so animal
as it was on
the Cold Moon,
never so bloody
as the first
of the month. 
We salivated;
the slick of the bone,
the cut of tooth
on tenderloin.
Counted pulse beats
and tick of time,
dripped words
like weapons.
In a hurry,
panting and
pacing, a dog,
not of war,
but of conquest,
of revolution.
By winter we
didn’t have enough
meat on our bones
to gnaw against our gums.
We never really
learned how
to survive
off of more than
each other,
to scavenge feathers
falling soundless,
the ruffle of the lost.
It was our isolation
that buried white teeth
deep in the earth.

— Katrina Kaye
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Ophelia

She squats on her toilet, elbows to knees, bangs draped over eyes.
Between bare feet—paint-flaked nails—grout lines as grimed 

and somber as herself stretch off into shadow,
leading to questions she demands of the dark:

When did I lose my way? 
Was no one sent to search?
Could they not hear my wails?

But who is ever heard? Each voice a foreign tongue.
So already missing, why not just vanish? 

Open the door and walk away, 
or perhaps go without leaving. 

Turn her locks. 
Draw dust-furred blinds. 

Settle. Swing— 
hang ever heavier from old bones 
of her house.

They’d eventually nose her body: 
most certainly a postal worker
stooping to retrieve glossy bright flyers 
strewn beneath an overstuffed box.

But even that may take months.

—Gina Marie Bernard

Gina Marie Bernard lives in Bemidji, Minnesota. Her daughters, Maddie and Parker, share 
her heart. Her work has been nominated for Best of the Net, Best Small Fictions, Best 
Micro-Fictions, and the Pushcart. She is completing her MFA in creative writing at the 
University of Arkansas, Monticello.
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It was our eastside neighborhood high 
school. Just off campus was a coffee shop 
where many of us spent too much time. 
Either inside pretending we enjoyed the 
mud that was coffee, or outside when 
the weather allowed, leaning on our cars, 
talking like the experts we were on all 
subjects. The cars we drove were older 
than we were, but we were grateful to 
have them. Walking to school in the win-
ter, especially as teenagers, was the epit-
ome of uncool. And of course, we were 
cool even if there was nothing cool about 
us. We were alike in so many ways - sim-
ilar in background, experiences, and so-
cio-economic status. We stuck together, 
sometimes to our detriment.

I remember him well as the scar 
carves a deep memory. He would hang at 
the coffee shop or out by his truck when 
waiting for a class to start. He was charm-
ing, not that he knew it. His smile was 
perpetual, and always with kind words. 
His thick, straw-colored hair waved as he 
went by, and his tender brown eyes often 
at ease. Tall, lean, and muscular - a true 
cowboy. But even with his athletic phy-
sique, he had no interest in taking part 
in school sports. He was not aggressive 
in anyway. On the outside, he was the 
epitome of the well-balanced, ground-
ed teenager, yet far humbler than his 
peers. And he was smart. He had insight 
and wisdom beyond his years, things he 
learned from the rocky path his life had 
taken thus far. He knew his place in the 
world but wasn’t always comfortable in 
it. Yes, he struggled, as we all do. But un-

less you knew him intimately, you would 
never know of his demons; demons in 
the minds of others which he ultimately 
embraced as his own.

When he would come upon us, he 
would announce himself as just me as-
sured that he was no one to get excited 
about. Even he was convinced he was not 
special in anyway. But he was wrong. The 
inner magic that we all once had, un-
til it is worn away by life’s experiences, 
was gone in him at an early age. Little 
did he know, he was still magical. I saw 
it in him, like the suntan that radiated 
from him, as he fussed with the engine 
of his jalopy. He was often shirtless when 
the weather allowed.  His rodeo-riding 
physique sported a tattoo of a bucking 
bronco just above his waist band on one 
hip and a tattoo of a lasso on the other. 
Rust and red, his grandpa’s old truck was 
his pride and joy, despite the ridicule he 
suffered when he stepped down from it. 
His grandpa’s cowboy hat, a worn leath-
er spectacle, hung from the gun rack 
in the cab. It was something to behold. 
Dirt and grime from many years on the 
trail. A pinched crown with a wavy brim, 
miles of wear adding to its legitimacy.

He would often get harassed by a few 
adults in the building and some students 
- those who thought a little too highly 
of themselves, all because he was a bit 
different. They were not shameless in 
any way and not subtle. He was a young 
cowboy, lost and trying to find his way 
in an unfamiliar urban environment that 
couldn’t be more different from where 

A Cowboy Lost
Jack Cooper
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he had originated. The adults saw him as 
a likely problem. He would say that none 
of that bothered him and confessed that 
he really didn’t know why he was given a 
hard time. It was a diverse student body 
with kids having more in common than 
not. 

He did look out of place - cowboy 
hat and boots. A prominent white Skoal 
ring in the rear pocket of his tight faded 
jeans. Strange that his chewing tobacco 
never came out of his pocket. He wore 
a replica of a six shooter as a belt buck-
le. He spoke with a bit of a slow drawl 
which matched his easy-going demeanor. 
He walked with an exaggerated slowness. 
He drove his beat up, old pickup truck 
with Tennessee plates. The administra-
tion would not give him a parking per-
mit. The admin in charge of parking said 
that his truck wasn’t road worthy, so a 
parking permit was not going to be is-
sued; unfair and untrue as it was. 

Yes, he had a hard time fitting in. 
Misplaced as he was in this school, some 
were willing to accept him. Those who 
did give him a tough time didn’t try to 
get to know him. But I did and we be-
came intimately close.

His mom, who I knew from my vis-
its to their apartment, was expecting 
the worse from the school community, 
as experiences had proven to her over 
the years. She wasn’t disappointed. His 
dad was never mentioned, so I never 
asked. Much of that year, as I remem-
ber, he would get hassled by some of the 
adults in the school. They treated him 
as the resident outsider associating him 
with some of the unfavorable incidenc-
es that occurred in the building; none of 
it having to do with him. They couldn’t 

pin him on any inappropriate behavior, 
aside from being peculiar. Yes, he was an 
outsider; nothing more than that, really. 
He made it difficult to provide any one 
with reason to suspend him. Not that 
they didn’t try.

He tried keeping a low profile but 
stuck out everywhere he went. He 
seemed different enough to be consid-
ered one for trouble but doing wrong 
just wasn’t him. Some of the adults would 
keep an eye on him. He couldn’t walk 
down the hall without having one teach-
er or another keeping tabs on where he 
was going, watching from their assigned 
posts. We saw the whole thing with a lit-
tle exaggeration and comedy. He led us 
to believe that he had experienced this 
same treatment in the past since moving 
north. He did speak fondly of his school 
years in Tennessee. 

He was, in fact, different, but not 
in a way that others would have known. 
It emphasized his uniqueness as well as 
his separateness from others. He was far 
from the eastern mountains of Tennessee 
from which he had come. The adults who 
ran the building had their own prejudic-
es. That made it difficult for some to un-
derstand him, so refusing to accept him. 
He was an easy target. A likely victim of 
bigotry and intolerance. He struggled 
with his own demons as if that weren’t 
enough. Six months before he was to 
graduate, he didn’t return to school. He 
lost, they won. 

It wasn’t long after that we learned of 
his passing. He died on a cold, cloudless 
night in January. The story goes that he 
had taken his grandfather’s gun, which 
he had inherited before leaving Tennes-
see, behind the garage apartment where 
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he and his mother were living. His mom 
had heard the gunshot. She got up to 
check on him and noticed the light was 
still on in his room, but he wasn’t there. 
Fearing the worst, she went out to look 
for him. She found him where he had 
been sitting behind their garage apart-
ment with a self-inflicted gunshot to the 
head, his grandpa’s cowboy hat beside 
him. What we knew for sure was that he 
took his own life. The details didn’t mat-
ter. It was a tough time for those of us 
who knew him. It was an especially chal-
lenging time for me. We had become as 
close as two boys are able given the fire 
that burned inside us both.

I visited his mom when I had heard 
the news. Her eyes sad and tired. She 
was packing their belongings into mov-
ing boxes. I didn’t ask why. According 
to her, he grew up in a small southern 
town, where the stigma around suicide 
is forceful. She had learned that his re-
mains would not be allowed in any con-
secrated ground or hallowed plot but be-
yond the churchyard and cemetery walls 
where the suicide and un-christened 
go. She said that where she comes from 
someone commits suicide because it was 
considered a crime and a sin, adding 
churches wouldn’t let people who did it 
be buried in their cemeteries. She strug-
gled to maintain her composure, though 
she did not succeed. To say that she was 
grief stricken was an understatement. 
It was clear that she was now alone in 
this world and returning to her small 
southern town without him. The horri-
ble, heavy ache in my chest had grown 
tighter and tighter. I struggled to find 
something to say.

He didn’t deserve this, she said of 

her 17-year-old son. He was a kind and 
loving person, now gone forever. I knew 
this to be true. He was kind and loving 
and in ways no one really knew. Beautiful 
and pure as a dream, he was, but just as 
fragile and easily torn. She knew of our 
fondness for one another and made clear 
her gratitude for it. 

She shared that he once said how bad 
it made him feel being so far away from 
Tennessee. He was trying to find himself 
in this environment. I knew that finding 
himself would be difficult given who he 
was and where he had come from. But 
he knew as I did that it would have been 
more difficult in a place like Tennessee. 
She said that school officials may have 
bullied him, saying that if no one liked 
him, it was because they didn’t know 
him. 

Yes, from where he had come, they 
like confederate flags and shooting pis-
tols, pickup trucks, and cowboy boots 
and hats. He liked working on his old 
pickup truck that he got when his grand-
father passed. But confessed that he felt 
different from those back home as well. 
He was who he was, and yet proud of his 
southern heritage.

All I could think about was the un-
bearable pain that his mom was suffer-
ing, and I knew that it was the result of 
narrow-minded bigotry and the social 
and religious norms that dictated the 
times. And really, what was so differ-
ent about him to bring about such con-
tempt? He was young, and beautiful, and 
blossoming, and he was in their care. 

From time to time, I would think 
back, allowing myself to feel the need, 
a touch, or a word from him to fill the 
ache of the moment. Sadly, it was not to 
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be. So, I would put away the urge, but it left an echo, the blank, unfilled shock of a 
craving deferred. There is nothing that changes a life more than the death of a loved 
one, and yes, I am angry still.

Our tender moments have become elusive as a forgotten dream, replaced by the 
horrible, heavy crush of heartache and grief. And upon feeling the pain once again, 
I would yell out the most outrageous things. Some of it was pure hatred of the in-
justice. Some of it was the hostility and regret that I bottle up inside and never give 
voice to before the pain wrenches it out of me. Then I would fall silent, mourning 
what was gone and would never return, the way the years slipped away, robbing us of 
our pleasures, the love and the lust that seared us.

—
Jack Cooper is author of A Boy Lost and other pieces of life’s painful experiences - intol-
erance, and injustices, and the resulting tragedies. He has a MA from Union College in 
Upstate NY where he spends his time renovating properties with the love of his life 
and their Great Dane, Jack. His past time is writing, renovating, and retiring.

Pilgrim

Cigarettes gnawed soft in fog.
Char-scruff spills through wire-tight reeds.
Trampled stubs of chain-smoked trees.
It’s smooth, almost, for skies to land.
The clouds will nest in pitted mines.
Encroachments balder than a God’s. 
Asphalt grows the gardens hard:
when did the street metastasize?

—Thomas Sorensen

Thomas Sorensen is a recent Ph.D. graduate 
from the University of Western Ontario. He 
is presently living as a sort of hermit on a lake 
in northwestern Ontario for his green card so 
he can join his husband in Salt Lake City. His 
work has been accepted to the ASP Bulletin, 
filling Station, The Los Angeles Review, The Dal-
housie Review, and the Danforth Review, among 
other venues. He has also published academ-
ic literary criticism in the Arizona Quarterly 
Review and the Wallace Stevens Review.
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Hysterical

I spent years of my childhood
Picking at my skin and
Pulling apart split ends.
I was worried if I shared
That it felt like bugs had
Dug their way down to my dermis,
Someone would surely
Tell me I was crazy.
What’s crazy is spending ten years
Thinking my mind was
Sabotaging my body
And not the other way around.
What’s crazy is two dozen doctors
Baffled by common conditions
When presented with marginalized patients.
What’s crazy is the anxiety
Is still chewing on me,
Sucking the flavor from my marrow
Before the next doctor’s
Gaslighting routine begins.
What’s crazy is going back to them,
Still desperate, over and over again,
Expecting different results,
Or whatever bullshit some doctor
Named Einstein called insanity.
Now I know that the creepy crawlies
Hiding beneath my skin’s surface
(And a thousand other symptoms)
Aren’t “in my head” but I’m still told
It is all in the mindset.
I’m still finding I’m smarter
Than the people treating me,
Or at least more well researched,
Even if a tad bit crazy.

—Maggie Bower Maggie Bowyer is a poet and author from 
North Carolina. They are the author of 
When I Bleed: Poems about Endometriosis (2021). 
They have been featured in Bourgeon Mag-
azine, Capsule Stories, Wishbone Words, 
and more. They were the Editor-in-Chief of 
The Lariat Newspaper and a Marilyn Miller 
Poet Laureate.
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The Coffeemaker

She opened the top of the coffeemaker and
huffed at no one in particular.
There were old grounds in the machine.
Either one of her roommate’s grounds,
depending on when they last made coffee.
She closed her eyes at the disgusting leftovers,
wet and cold.
Leftovers from someone else’s use.
She lifted the bucket and
dumped the flimsy paper filter,
covered in sludge,
into the trash.
Richard and Gilbert were sitting in the living room.
Her roommates.
She heard them playing video games again.
“Hey!” she yelled from the kitchen,
“when did you last make coffee?”
“Huh,”
Gilbert’s typical response.
“When did you last make coffee?”
“Yesterday morning, around nine.”
Gilbert yelled back
over the noise in his headset
“And you?”
she hollered at Richard,
setting the basket back into the maker.
“I made another pot around four.”
“Ah!”
she took the carafe to the sink to wash out the remains of his coffee.
His.
“Why do you ask?”
“No reason!”
she sang back.
He was the culprit.
She rinsed
the last of him
from her coffee pot
and filled it with fresh water.
She wouldn’t tell him.
There was no reason to.
The carafe filled
she took it back to the coffeemaker.
Fat tears
spilled down her cheeks.
She was starting over:
a fresh pot of coffee.
She wiped her cheeks and
took out the coffee filters,
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her breath whispered into them
until the top one blossomed forth.
She lifted it with grace
placed it into the basket.
Her bottom lip ached between her teeth,
she reached into the depths of the cabinet
standing on tiptoe
to reach her beloved
hidden
coffee.
With a patinaed old spoon,
shaky-armed out spoonfuls of grounds
to her favored strength
powerful and dark.
With a great belly-swelling inhale
she closed the lid to the machine.
And with a great expulsion,
she exhaled and pressed the START button.
This was her coffeemaker.

—Randi Neville

Randi Neville is a disabled queer writer originally from Conroe, Texas. She is the CEO and 
Principal of her own digital marketing agency, ThatGirlRandi. Her interests involve watch-
ing pro-wrestling, watercolor painting, and being the world’s best aunt. She currently resides 
in Houston, Texas with her husband and family.
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Larissa Hikel is a writer and photographer with a lot of weird ideas. She alternates 
between sleepless nights of productivity and doing nothing for weeks at a time. Her 
first writing gig was providing the fortunes for inside cookies served at a birthday 
party. She still wonders about those kids and whether they opted to take the free 
advice. In between recovering from rejection letters, she enjoys eavesdropping, li-
braries and making clothes. Her writing has been published in Dress You Up A Fashion 
Anthology, Nature’s Healing Spirit: Real Life Stories to Nurture the Soul, and performed 
onstage in Sarasvati Productions FemFest 2019.
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Tasteful

they want us tasteful
without the tastes

they want us pressed
and buttoned-down
with no wardrobe malfunctions

no breasts exposing themselves
to wink at our lovers

they want us tasteful
but not the taste full
of our flavors

our cunts in each other’s mouths
our cocks‒high, hard and slick
our asses and crevices

they want us tasteful
not old and still full
of starch and sweetness

—Melissa Cannon

Bull Dyke

restraining the ocean
with her fingers in all
the holes

she’s a terrier   
who won’t let go
until you come in waves

—Melissa Cannon

MELISSA CANNON lives and writes in Nashville. She has had work in many small-press 
journals and anthologies, including THE ELEPHANT LADDER, IMPOSSIBLE ARCHE-
TYPE, THE IMPOSSIBLE BEAST: QUEER EROTIC POEMS, SINISTER WISDOM and 
WICKED GAY WAYS.
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Wonder Women & The Trans-Fem Experience

I can’t remember a time that I didn’t look up to women. 

Jean Grey was my favorite superhero as a kid, 
I only liked female singers – such as the Indigo Girls & Tegan and Sara,
I looked up to my sister the most, not my brothers. 

My friends used to make fun of me for liking Princess Zelda,
though I think it was because I’d always kick their asses with her in Smash Brothers.

I wore bandanas around my head to pretend I had longer hair, 
my father wouldn’t let me grow it out, even though he sported a 
ponytail for many years. 

Seeing pictures of my mother with her hair down to her waist felt
magical to me. 
I remember thinking to myself: 

“I can’t wait to look like that.” 

Doubt and dysphoria chewed on my self-esteem as I grew.

No one around me realized how uncomfortable they made me feel.

“Oh, you’re so handsome!” 
“Look at those broad shoulders.”
“You’ll be as tall as you father soon.” 

I’ve never wanted to be handsome. 
I want to be beautiful and soft.

I didn’t want to be broad. 
I want to be slender and lithe.

I didn’t want to be like my father. 
But I knew I didn’t want to be like my mother or sister.

At least, not entirely.

I’ve always been a mixed palette of “feminine” facial features badly traced
onto a “masculine” body. 

I like certain parts of being a man but 
I’m not limited to them or by them. 

I exist between the planes of the binding binary,
at least, that’s what I tell myself when I 

need to feel good. 
Accepting and understanding who I was nearly killed me.
Everything I had been told was wrong felt right. 

I had no one to turn too. 
They had either ascribed to the molded roles they were given or because 
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I was too unsure of my identity to share myself.

All I could do was to find more 
Wonder Women
who I’d grown up
loving and envying and wanting. 

I found Wonder Women where I hadn’t before.
I had to.

People who I thought – who I’d been taught to believe – 
could never hold that mantle.

Being wrong can feel so relieving. 

I think I’ll look good with the Lasso of Truth. 

— Brian "Brie" Sheridan

Brian "Brie" Sheridan is a writer and educator suffering through Winter on the East Coast. 
In his free time, he enjoys drinking excessive amounts of coffee, buying concert tickets he 
can't afford, and studying ways to become Stevie Nicks' protégé. The rest of his work can 
be found on his website at https://www.briesheridan.com/
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We were slurping margaritas, loosen-
ing up. J said, “I want to give you space. 
That’s why I left for a bit today. If you 
wanted to, you could.”

I said, “I would never. Even if you 
were gone. Just you knowing—or even 
thinking I might—would humiliate me.” 

Saying humiliate brought me to 
tears. They were silent. A small stream of 
snot began to escape one of my nostrils. 
I used the back of my hand to wipe it 
away and turned my head so I was look-
ing away.

He said, “You haven’t used that word 
before.” 

We ordered another round and it made J 
sick. He went to the bathroom to throw 
up and then we drove home. He moved 
from the front door to the bed, a straight 
shot, laid on his back and closed his eyes. 

“Everything’s spinning,” he said, and 
then he got up quickly and rushed into 
the bathroom. J shut the door behind 
him. I could hear him vomiting—the 
forceful noise of a gag. 

I opened the door and walked in. 
He said, “Get out.” 
“Let me rub your back.” 
“Please go.” 
I said, “If it were me, you’d be in 

here.” 
He didn’t argue after that, and I 

stood behind him as he heaved, told him 
good every time.

I used to babysit for a couple. Their boy 
was an angel—big eyes surrounded by full 
spider-leg lashes, round lips, and small, 

still-growing-in white teeth. He was lit-
tle for his age. That made it easy to lift 
him up and swing him around. He loved 
that game. He smiled and laughed, but he 
didn’t talk much. His parents took him 
to see a doctor for that. Delayed speech. 
He was almost three years old and still 
not putting his own sentences together. 
I could tell his mom was insecure about 
it. He imitated, though, so when I was 
alone with him, I told him I love you. I 
hoped he’d remember it and say it to his 
parents. 

I said, “Andrew, I love you!” Then I 
picked him up and spun him around. 

He laughed. 

We sat on the couch, watching cartoons. 
It was almost bedtime. Andrew’s little 
body curled next to mine, and I imag-
ined he was my own. I focused on the 
lower parts of my stomach, tried to feel 
the emptiness rotating through my uter-
us and then tried to force the feeling of 
a solid thing being born into that empti-
ness—briefly, my throat tightened at the 
thought of all the love and worry that 
would accompany pregnancy, but nau-
sea quickly replaced the love and a new 
kind of worry piggybacked itself to the 
previous one. I felt my stomach expand-
ing in that moment, the heavy thoughts 
of pregnancy manifesting themselves as 
phantom growths widening my midsec-
tion and bloating my entire body. Stop. 
I leaned my head down and smelled An-
drew’s hair, rubbed my nose through his 
soft strands and onto his scalp. The faded 
scent of fruity children’s shampoo teased 

Lurch
KateLin Carsrud
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my nostrils. 
“Bedtime, baby,” I whispered. I 

scooped him up and carried him to the 
bathroom, talking to him as I walked 
down the hall. I said, “Let’s go brush your 
teeth. Mommy said you needed a bath. 
You wanna play with your boat? Let’s go 
swimmy in the ocean.” 

I walked down the overgrown hiking 
trail in slow, thoughtful steps, aiming to 
crunch an acorn beneath me every time 
one of my feet met earth. The air was 
brisk, and I saw my breath as it left my 
lungs. My cheeks felt wind-burnt—red 
and dry, tight—but I liked it. I hadn’t felt 
the outside in almost a week. 

It still made J dizzy to lie down, so we 
sat on the couch, hip to hip, and listened 
to music. His head was tipped back 
and resting on the couch, eyes closed. 
I leaned my temple onto his shoulder. 
Sweat smeared across his forehead, and 
he mumbled along to Conor Oberst. 

He moved to look at me, and I kissed 
him. I could taste the sick, warm and 
sour. It tasted like sharing. I pushed my 
tongue in his mouth to taste more, slow-
ly, because I knew he might not want 
to, but he didn’t say no. He moved his 
tongue to touch mine. 

I stood up and took my clothes off. J 
undressed faster; he was only in his box-
ers. I felt rushed, urgent to have him in 
me. I wanted his body and I wanted him 
to forget that I’d stood behind him while 
he curled himself around the toilet. My 
perception of him hadn’t changed; he 
was still my man.  

I spat on my hand and rubbed it on 
my crotch, bent over the couch—me in 

front of him this time, his hands holding 
my shoulders, hips, body. J slid in and out 
of me. It was rough at first, then smooth 
as I got wet. I told him to go harder. 

Nature had always been a place of rest 
for me. I liked to walk deep down a trail, 
see where I ended up. I never cared to 
hike to the top. I followed the trail until 
it faded out of existence and the trees ca-
ressed my skin and hung over my head. 
Dirt and stray acorns were replaced by 
knee length grass. The Black Hills tow-
ered around me. I was alone and I could 
breathe; just me and the plants and an-
imals. I inhaled the newly made oxygen 
from the leaves, infused it into my body.

We fucked too hard. He said he felt sick 
again. 

I had a plan. I’d been thinking about it 
all evening, while little Andrew and I 
were shooting Hot Wheels across the 
hardwood, while we were playing mon-
ster-chase-the-kid, while we watched 
cartoons before bed. I’d come up with it 
while I was making Andrew dinner—di-
nosaur chicken nuggets. He dipped them 
in Ketchup. I was hungry, really starving. 
For two days I had told myself no, told 
myself to be good. The smell of the di-
nosaur chicken nuggets made my head 
buzz.

Bite off the head, I said to Andrew. 
Like this. And then I grabbed one of his 
chicken nuggets and bit off the head. I 
just wanted a taste.

J headed to the bathroom, all his clothes 
off. I followed him in again, naked too. I 
didn’t stand and rub his back this time. I 
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sat behind him, wrapped him in legs. 
He said, “Please go.” 
“No,” I said, same as before, though I 

wasn’t surprised he asked again. 
I rubbed his back; I let my hands 

wander to his neck, his jawbone. I want-
ed J to know that I was there. Not in a 
small way—I wanted to feel his neck 
flex when he heaved strained expelled. 
I pressed my body as closely to his as I 
could, tried to become him, to take on 
his pain. I wanted my body to lurch with 
his, to be in sync with him. 

I gave Andrew a bath, like I did every 
night. Then I put his pajamas on him—lit-
tle white undies with pictures of cars on 
them and a matching t-shirt. I combed 
his hair, brushed his teeth, made him use 
the toilet like a big boy. I wiped away the 
splatters of pee that landed on the rim. 

“Come on, Andrew, time to get in 
bed,” I said, then lifted him into my arms 
and carried him across the hall. His tem-
ple and pudgy little boy cheek pressed to 
my breast, and he looked up at me as I 
walked him to his bed. 

“Book,” he said quietly. 
“Okay, baby,” I said, “dinosaurs or 

puppies or ladybugs?” I held three books 
in front of him. 

He didn’t speak but reached his chub-
by pointer finger to the puppy book. 

I read it out loud, cuddling beside 
him and thinking about my plan for 
when I finished. 

Andrew wasn’t asleep when I left the 
room, but I cracked the door and told 
him goodnight. Sweet dreams, I said. 
Sleep tight. I love you, baby. 

I’d left the oven on. I pulled the dino-

saur chicken nuggets out of the freez-
er, dumped some on the pan I’d used 
to make Andrews’. They were supposed 
to cook for 25–30 minutes. I circled the 
kitchen island while I waited. Impatient-
ly, I opened the oven and peeked inside. I 
listened for sizzling. They were still cold 
in the middle when I ate them, taking 
large gulps of water in between every 
few bites. That would make them come 
up easier. 

I sat down in the grass, weaved my fin-
gers into it. I’d probably only needed 
two days off from work, but I decided to 
use some extra vacation days. The whole 
week had been restful; so many movies, 
takeout most nights—although I had 
cooked myself one fancy meal when I 
started to feel better. I turned my phone 
off before bed, slept for as long as my 
body wanted, let myself wake up natu-
rally, with the sun or even hours later. 
This was my first time out of the apart-
ment since the procedure. I’d saved it for 
my last day off. I didn’t have any regrets 
about the abortion; I saw it as a service 
to myself, the first time in a long time 
that I’d chosen me. I’d always avoided 
that, always avoided myself. 

After a while, the environment over-
took me. I’d been so still that the small 
creatures I’d originally frightened with 
my presence now slipped back into their 
routines. I wanted them to see me as a 
tree, new vines and blossoms emerging 
from my skin. Crawl on me. 

I walked softly through Andrews’ par-
ents’ bedroom and into the master bath. 
I didn’t want to wake up Andrew. I never 
knew if I would be loud. I didn’t kneel in 
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front of the toilet like usual. I stood, bent 
over, stretching my face down, as close to 
the porcelain surrounded cave as I could. 
My left hand was for my mouth. My right 
hand pinched between my body, shoved 
into my stomach. I wanted to squeeze ev-
erything upward and out. 

My brain turned itself off and mus-
cle memory took over. My hand was its 
own being as it invaded my mouth and 
slipped to the back of my throat. My 
body strained and surrendered, letting 
go of sustenance, over and over, until my 
stomach sucked inward with nothing to 
stop it. 

I wanted to help J, to show his that it 
could be easy, so I moved from behind J 
and sat next to the toilet. Watch, I said, 
like this. I put my hand in my mouth, 
gagged, threw up, and remembered ev-
erything sweetly. 

“Leave your hand back there as long 
as you can,” I said. “Let it build up.” 

 
Andrew wasn’t in his bed when I went 
to check on him. I remembered I hadn’t 
drained the bathtub.

Repositioning myself behind J, I told 
him to try to mimic what I had shown 
him. I rested my head between his shoul-
der blades and waited. J kept heaving and 
coughing and choking but he couldn’t 
get it right. 

I said, “Let me help you.” And he 
stilled, waiting for me to move, trusting 
me. 

I took my hand from his stomach, 
where it had been holding him, and 
I moved it up and up, until I was cup-
ping his cheek. My fingers tip-toed to 

J’s mouth, and he parted his lips for me. 
My hand stretched back and back, until 
my fingers felt the curve of his throat. 
J’s neck muscles tensed around me, but 
I stayed, longerlongerlonger, until he 
erupted and his sickness forced my hand 
out on its own. 

I whispered, “Good boy. Now try it 
by yourself.” 

He did, and it worked. 
“Good boy,” I said, my face nuzzled 

into your back. “Good.” 
We sat there, my body a blanket 

over J’s, neither of us moving. My skin 
was stuck to his, both of our sweat a hot 
glue that held us together. I peeled my-
self away, slowly, difficultly, and reached 
for the roll of toilet paper hanging by the 
toilet. I used it to wipe the vomit and sa-
liva off my hand. I got a new piece for J, 
told him to sit still while I cleaned him. 
I dabbed his face, the sides of his mouth, 
his lips. I grabbed his hands and cleaned 
between every finger. The air-condition-
ing kicked on and cold air floated around 
our bodies, cooling us. Neither spoke. I 
could hear Conor Oberst singing in the 
living room. And I’m not sure what the 
trouble was / that started all of this / the 
reasons all have run away / but the feel-
ing never did. 

I thought about leaving. Grabbing my 
things and walking out the front door. 
I’d disappear, become a new person, but 
I knew I couldn’t walk past the bath-
room door and not look in. If I looked 
in, I wouldn’t be able to leave. I thought 
about crawling into the tub with An-
drew, pressing my face in the water until 
we matched. 

My head felt hot and cloudy as I 
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walked to the bathroom. I moved slowly, 
not wanting to make a noise. I pretend-
ed I wasn’t there—not in the house, not 
in the hallway. Even so, I edged my face 
around the doorway and peered inside. 

Andrew was sitting by the edge 
of the tub, on his knees, making mo-
torboat noises as he zoomed his toys 
around in the water. I took quick steps 
toward him and then collapsed. I tried 
to play it off, pretend like I was sitting 
by him. He looked at me like he was in 
trouble; he knew what bedtime meant, 
but I couldn’t summon the energy to get 
mad. I felt weak, like all the life had been 
pulled out of me. Heat rushed over me, 
and my skin went damp. 

“Baby, what are you doing?” I said. 
“Are you playing?”

He nodded.
“You want to do something fun? 

Come here.” 
I picked him up and stepped into the 

now cold bath water. The coolness was 
what I needed, and I sat down, clothes 
floating up to my sides. Slowly, I set An-
drew in: toes, shins, knees, and then he 
was standing. He giggled. 

“Let’s play some more,” I said, “just 
for a little.”

Here. This was where I belonged. I 
couldn’t remember when I laid down, 
but the back of my skull matted the grass 
underneath it. Now the knee-length grass 
towered over my face, the trees towered 
over the grass and the hills towered over 
all of us. I was the smallest in the uni-
verse. I wasn’t ready to have a baby. I 
pictured myself pressing myself down 
father inside, forgetting more and more 
to live. I could be consumed by almost 

anything. Remembering to make space, 
quiet moments, places for me to exist 
and be a body in the world was already 
hard for me. I thought about hating the 
thing I was supposed to love. Sometimes 
fear needed to be overcome but some-
times it was necessary. Gratefulness 
hummed around my body, hummed in 
me; the grass folded me in its arms and 
the breeze made room for me, parting as 
it hit my frame and lovingly sliding along 
my skin. 

—
KateLin Carsrud is a graduate student 
in the Center for Writers at the Univer-
sity of Southern Mississippi. Her work 
has appeared in Baltimore-based liter-
ary magazine JMMW, MEDICINE AND 
MEANING, and EQUINOX, where she 
was awarded the 2019 David Jauss Prize 
for Fiction. Her poetry has appeared in 
THE CLOSED EYE OPEN and NINE 
CLOUD JOURNAL. Lastly, she has art 
published in the sex-positive magazine 
THROATS TO THE SKY.
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you (again)

it takes 43 minutes to walk from my house to the bottom of your steps
a little sweaty
my forehead shiny like a lightbulb too hot to touch

my therapist says i’m hopeful
frankly, an understatement 
i think i’m pining for you
yearning in a way that makes us both
uncomfortable
but it’s effortless to be in pain
i want the hurt and the tears that drip down, my pillow wet
salty
i don’t want to be in the bubble of reciprocal love
floating in the air like the wind couldn’t pop me
i like it when 
it’s hard

it takes 57 minutes to walk to you
if i want to go slow, take my time, keep my pace
(not get sweaty)
i won’t glisten in the sun
the back of my neck won’t be damp and cold
when you touch me
i will be dry and i will be good
for you

—Shanna Williams

Shanna Williams (she/her) is from San Francisco, currently residing in San Francisco. After 
a long hiatus and a few heartbreaks, she is writing again.
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Seamen on Shore Leave

Men who take leave of shore
to sail the sea and be
in the company of other men,
when on shore leave keep it still.

Seafarers of old used to claim
that women on ships were bad luck
these men don’t believe that, but
can see how that notion started.

Seamen in each other’s company
grow close to each other in a
unique sort of way, releasing 
semen in each other’s company.

Unable to contain it
pants come down. The
world is their quarters
lust overflows dockside.

— Bernardo Villela 

Bernardo Villela has short fiction included in periodicals such as Coffin Bell Journal, The 
Dark Corner Zine, Constraint 280 and forthcoming in Rivet. He’s had stories included in an-
thologies such as 101 Proof Horror, A Monster Told Me Bedtime Stories, From the Yonder II, 
and forthcoming in Disturbed and 42 Stories among others. He has had poetry published by 
Entropy, Zoetic Press, and Bluepepper and others. Website: www.miller-villela.com Twitter: 
@BernardoVillela Instagram: @bernardodeassisvillela
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Aron was a year and a half when Laura 
and I divorced. I’ve spent a good chunk 
of my life guilty about the pain I caused 
and the misery of the break-up and the 
chaos in his life afterwards.

She and I had met in college and 
rushed into, what was for me, an affair 
based on homosexual panic; my first 
with a woman – and my last. Of course, 
in my innocence, I got her pregnant and 
there was no other solution but to mar-
ry. It’s a familiar story in Ohio. where I 
come from – a long way from Stonewall. 

The truth could not be kept hidden 
for long – not from me – and when it 
exploded, so did the marriage. I found 
a new life but still kept closely in touch 
with Aron; visiting him regularly. When 
he was older, he started spending week-
ends at the new home I shared with Pete. 
Pete, because he loved me, also loved 
Aron. He was a music teacher so one of 
the ways he connected was to give Aron 
piano lessons. The boy was amazingly tal-
ented – he’s grown now and, what do you 
know, a musician! Pete would be pleased 
if he knew – but Pete and I broke up, too.

What happened was that Aron was 
seeing the school psychologist because 
he was causing trouble in class and Laura 
and I were required to see her also. At 
one meeting, she said, “Aron talks a lot 
about Pete. Who is Pete?” In my stupid-
ity, in my new-found freedom and bra-
vado, I said, “It’s never come up so I’ve 
never mentioned it but I’m gay and Pete 
is my lover.” After all, Laura knew and I 
had grown so comfortable with my new 
life that it made sense to have it out in 

the open. 
Apparently, not in Ohio. Laura re-

acted as though I had committed a felony 
– not my being gay, but my announcing 
it. The psychologist was worse. She bab-
bled on about how she couldn’t continue 
to see Aron if she was put in a position in 
which she had to keep secrets from him, 
how perhaps he shouldn’t visit my home 
any more, how she would have to check 
with her district supervisor, how Laura 
might be advised to talk to her lawyer. 
This was only twenty years ago. Can 
young people today even comprehend 
what it was like?

The idea of fighting never occurred 
to me; too cowed to check with a lawyer 
on my own. So I gave in to the school’s de-
mands – supported, of course, by a stony 
faced Laura. Aron could visit my home 
only if I assured them that he would have 
no contact with Pete. Pete would have to 
stay in a motel any time Aron was there. 
It was either that or Aron would have 
to switch to another school and Lau-
ra would take me to court. Guilty and 
ashamed about Aron, I agreed – now to 
be guilty and ashamed about Pete.

After all, he loved the kid, too. It had 
started because he loved me and wanted 
to be part of my life but it had evolved 
into a love all of its own between him 
and the little boy. When I told him what 
I had agreed to, the blood drained out of 
his face. Soon, it drained out of our life. 
How could I have said something like 
that to a man I loved? How could I have 
told him there was something so wrong 
with him that he could have no further 

For Pete
Edward M. Cohen
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contact with my son? Society starts the 
process but we end up punishing our-
selves. 

Pete and I broke up not long after. 
The hurt, the disappointment, the si-
lence between us had simply grown too 
wide. I don’t know where he is now. I 
don’t know what happened to him. But 
I am writing this as a love note to him. I 
hope he gets to read it. 

Recently, I knew I had to tell Aron. 
I was afraid he would discover the truth 
somehow and never forgive me for lying 
to him. I didn’t want some slip of some-
body’s tongue to destroy the trust that 
had been built between us. I couldn’t 
imagine he hadn’t figured it out on his 
own – he is a bright, sophisticated guy 
but I wanted him to hear it from me.

Walking to the movies one day, I 
blurted it out.

“Aron, there’s something I want to 
tell you – and it’s going to be hard.”

“What’s that, Dad?”
“I want you to know the truth about 

my life - that I’m bi-sexual.”
“Oh....”
“Well, gay really is the word. I was 

bi-sexual when I was married to your 
mother. That, I guess, is obvious...”

Thank goodness, he giggled. His 
charming little-boy giggle.

“But since then I’ve been gay. All my 
lovers have been men...”

“Pete...” he said.
I was astonished. It had been many, 

many years since he had seen or heard of 
Pete.

“Pete,” he murmured. “My first piano 
teacher..”

“That’s right.”
We walked in silence but I was so 

shocked by his immediate connection 
that I didn’t know what to say. He seemed 
to be mulling it over so I waited for him 
to go on.“You know,” he said slowly, 
sweetly. “My girlfriends are always aston-
ished that I have such deep, close men 
friends. It’s something that’s always been 
in my life and something that’s really 
nice. That comes from you, from you and 
Pete. Because I always knew how much 
you meant to each other.”

What could I say? Now that I think 
of it, I should have said, “Thanks.” But I 
was stunned into silence – and admira-
tion. He’s such a wonderful boy, such a 
lovely, loving son. Obviously, I didn’t do 
everything wrong.

But I wanted you to know too, Pete, 
wherever you are. 

—
Edward M. Cohen’s story collection, “Be-
fore Stonewall,” was published by Awst 
Press; his novel, “$250,000,” by G.P. Put-
nam’s Sons; his novella, “A Visit to my 
Father with my Son,” by Running Wild 
Press; his chapbook, “Grim Gay Tales,” 
by Fjords Review.



31

One Blink

One blink
and you’ve lost the handsome guy
in the crowd, the cruising crowd dissolving
into alcohol and smoke. Your eyes smart. 
Your heart smarts. You turn
into the man 
whose smile’s so sick
you want 
to hold him
till it’s well. One blink…
you’ve lost another handsome guy. O you
who lie
beside your love, yet fail
to love— I guess
I know
what kind 
of love 
you look for
in this bar.

—Ken Anderson

Ken Anderson was a finalist in the 2021 Saints and Sinners poetry contest. His novel Sea 
Change: An Example of the Pleasure Principle was a finalist for the 2012 Ferro-Grumley 
Award and an Independent Publisher Editor’s Choice. His novel Someone Bought the House 
on the Island was a finalist in the Independent Publisher Book Awards. A stage adaptation 
won the Saints and Sinners Playwriting Contest and premiered May 2, 2008, at the Marigny 
Theater in New Orleans. An operatic version premiered June 16, 2009, at the First Existen-
tialist Congregation in Atlanta. Mattie Cushman: A Psychodrama won First Place in Drama 
and Grand Prize in the Louisiana College Writers. It was produced twice, 1986, 1991, and 
aired often on cable.
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ugly bitch

give me some ugly names.
i want to be a mushroom,
i do not want myself
   to be defined by 
 pleasant sounds.
i want a knife on a chalkboard,
  on pizza on a rhyme.
slobber ugliness in me i do not care if it is defeatist.
there is no beauty to be found in this mud, no razors to cut
the unworthy or    unfit or  
it is dusty and overgrown. these plants
keep obstructing, these
sharp teeth keep eating,
these planets keep rolling around
getting burned bright and young
moons dizzy and fun.
tell the stars
 they can get fucked
 the world is of the nothing,
the universe is void
 and we own this shit

— Juliana Freire S. H. Nascimento

Juliana Freire S. H. Nascimento is an 19-year-old lesbian Brazilian poet. They grew up in 
a weird, coastal, not-quite-big-nor-small city, called Santos; in a peripheral neighborhood 
sleeping in the same bedroom as their parents. Having no privacy, they quickly adopted 
English & poetry as their own ‘secret’ language and connection to the rest of the world. 
They were a part of Desireé Dallagiacomo’s Undercurrent, Monstering Magazine and Tran-
sitions Project.
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Explosions of lesbians…

You and I…are two of a kind,
Yet different, our souls are tied…

I can feel you touching me,
In such dynamic symmetry…

Oh, you know that I want you,
And, I know, that you want me too…

Please use my lust and sensuality,
Aphrodisiac chemistry…

Get erotic with me, at your core,
Let my body, meld into yours…
I want to feel my skin pressed,

Against yours; tongue caressed…
Let the breathes and moans you hear,

Tickle the neck, and, ring through your ears…
Hear me growling and start pleading,

Wet and swollen; starving and needing…
Oh, our rhythms collide, in a wet, clapping heat,

As swollen lips press, drum, ride and meet…
Orgasmic feeling and love eruptions,
Quaking and running explosions…

Collapsing and colliding into bodies,
Lesbian explosions! Lust and sensuality!

— Jennifer Etheridge

Jennifer Etheridge is an expressionist at heart. She lives in the woods, and is inspired by na-
ture. Having lived enough for seven lifetimes, she loves to express love and passion through 
poetry. Having been raised in a conservative part of the country, to be able to express love in 
this fashion, is of paramount importance. She believes the writing will help promote accep-
tance of the lesbian and gay community. Jennifer still lives and deals daily with intolerance 
and dogmatic beliefs in the South. She is hoping her poetry can be a message of hope and 
love to lesbian writers.
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This Little Loft

If only I can indulge in this simple little loft
where the jewels of the sky can watch me
through the three windows.

The bum-ba-bada of the bass from the neighbors – 
their chatter like brewing flies suckling away 
my remnant nostalgia. 

I’m a pupa under this blanket,
nestling as the alarm clock screams 
its banshee cry – 
the previous night’s pot smoke fogging my eyes,
they are glued shut
by the salt of raining tears.

If only I can indulge in this 5’x10’ loft
where I watched the ramose vocal chords snap
at the whipping tongue of a belt, leaving threats.
How I’d come back after a night out
fantasizing which car was prime to crush me. 

This little loft of horrors.
What is there to indulge? 
The compact space
where I spent my eternal notions
and contemplations
drumming up insomniac ideas with
a caffeinated heart.

Bum-bum-bum
was that
the neigh
bors or
my chest? 

— Paprika Poe

Paprika Poe is a 22-year-old writ-
er from Miami, Florida. He’s been 
writing for about four years with a 
focus on magical realism and sur-
realism. He’s currently enrolled in 
Florida International University. 
He’s been published in the anthol-
ogy Flee to Spring by publisher 
Wingless Dreamer. He’s also pub-
lished various articles for Florida 
International University’s news-
paper PantherNow. He’s won 2nd 
place for Best Lifestyle Article in 
PantherNow.
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The Satin Bowerbird

Decorating rooms with blue artifacts,
your face brimmed with haughty joy. 
A shivering came over me,
arbitrary dominance galloping in
as the footprints on the snow.

Seeing a Bowerbird in the dream,
the wanton disregard for my preferences
to arrangements of my harbor. 
My pride vanished as traceless as 
a thaw of bygone snow,
as a vague prelude to 
the moment of your appearance.

At the pitch-dark night,
your wanton playfulness appealing
for my stark windy life.
Unexpectedly,
A ray of angelic light from heaven,
slowly revealed, with steamy aroma 
an earthly dish of dried radish omelet.

Served lightly browned,
it rifted the fiery passions in my heart. 
In a zigzag way,
you became the Charleston Green
when the sun hits the garment of
my serene mind.

—Yi Jung Chen

Besides teaching pupils of learning 
difficulties at Dounan Elementary 
School of Taiwan, Yi Jung Chen used 
to write scripts for illustrated picture 
books and poems in English, Chinese 
and Taiwanese language as well.
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Burn Baby Burn
Thomas J. Misuraca

CHARACTERS
ROBERT - An up and coming figure in the literary world.
PEG - His wife, slightly jealous.

SETTING
Their home.

TIME
Night.

LIGHTS UP ON:
(A living room. ROBERT enters, at first he is all smiles. But his expression changes 

as he sniffs the air.)
ROBERT

Peg! Is something burning?
(ROBERT starts to race across the stage, before he reaches the other side, PEG en-

ters. She sports a confident grin.)
PEG

I’ve a fire going.
ROBERT
It’s August.

PEG
It wasn’t for warmth. It was for... revenge.

ROBERT
Ohhh... Sounds devious. Need a partner in crime?

PEG
The revenge is against you. I burned all your manuscripts. 

ROBERT
(confused)

All my... Why?
PEG

I know you’ve been sleeping with Edna behind my back. 
ROBERT

She’s my editor.
PEG

Just an excuse to spend more time with her. 
ROBERT

She’s a lesbian.
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PEG
Never stopped you before.

ROBERT
What’re you talking about?

PEG
You’ve been unfaithful our entire marriage. 

ROBERT
I’ve never done anything more than flirt with young women at poetry slams.

PEG
I knew it!
ROBERT

And you flirt with the young men.
PEG

But never did anything.
ROBERT

Neither did I.
PEG

Liar! But you’ll pay. I’ve burned every piece of  writing I could find in your office.
ROBERT

Those were just proofing drafts. All my finished books are on my lap top.
PEG

I’ve reformatted your hard drive. You thought you’d outwit me by having a password 
on your computer.

ROBERT
You know all my passwords. And that one was our wedding anniversary. 

PEG
I figured it out. And erased everything.

ROBERT
(feeling pained)

Everything?
PEG

Back to factory settings.
ROBERT

(sigh)
Well, that’s inconvenient, but I have my back up drives.

PEG
I ran those over with my car.

ROBERT
All of  them?

PEG
Yes. It took multiple times. They’re very durable. I’m going to need new tires. 
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ROBERT
Lucky for you, I back up to the cloud as well.

PEG
Oh, I deleted all that before I reformatted your computer. Even made a TikTok vid-

eo of  me doing it. Wanna see it?
ROBERT

No.
PEG

That’ll teach you to mess with me. Or mess around on me.
ROBERT

You do know I constantly e-mail things I write to myself. There’s decades of  e-mails 
with various versions of  my work.

PEG
(didn’t think of  this)

Well... then I’ll change your e-mail password to something you’ll never guess.
(PEG runs off-stage. ROBERT quickly takes out his phone and dials.)

ROBERT
(into phone)

Hey Edna, you know those back-up CDs I burn for you, the ones you call old school? 
Could you put those somewhere safe for me. Thanks, love.

(ROBERT hangs up and exits out the front door.
(BLACKOUT.)

—

Tom Misuraca studied Writing, Publishing and Literature at Emerson College in Bos-
ton before moving to Los Angeles. Over 100 of  his short stories and two novels 
have been published. Last year his work appeared in Capsule Stories, The Crypt and 
Alchemy Literary Magazine. His story, Giving Up The Ghosts, was published in 
Constellations Journal, and nominated for a Pushcart Prize. He is also a multi-award 
winning playwright with over 135 shot plays and 11 full-lengths produced globally. 
His musical, Geeks!, was produced Off-Broadway in May 2019.
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‘Okay, so what you’re saying is: statues 
convey our history, right? They convey 
history.’

‘Yes,’ James’s mother responded.
‘Interesting. I mean, I completely 

agree. The last time I walked past a status 
of a historical figure I suddenly realised 
that all the information about that per-
son had been directly injected into my 
head,’ James nodded. His mother didn’t 
look impressed. ‘It was like that scene in 
The Matrix. I looked at the statue, my 
head shook a bunch and I turned to my 
friends and said: “I know Paul Kruger”. 
My friends were like… so amazed that 
I somehow now knew everything about 
Paul Kruger just by looking at a statue of 
him. It’s pretty remarkable.’

‘J-’
‘I mean, I didn’t even need to open 

a textbook or watch a documentary or 
check out a biography or any historical 
sources or go to any museums. Those 
places don’t give real historical informa-
tion, after all. It’s all in the statue. It’s 
the only way we can stay connected to 
our past. It’s the only thing we have to 
remember great people who only some-
times decided to enslave people and de-
stroy the land that they took in the name 
of an imaginary man in the clouds.’

‘James, it-’
‘Whenever I look at a statue I think 

to myself: wow, this monument to a dead 
guy isn’t used as a way of deifying a hu-
man and turning them into an idol that 
can be used as a symbol for nationalism 
or fascism. Nope. That’s definitely not 
what we use statues for. We definitely 

don’t use them to turn the person they’re 
based on into some kind of a special god-
like figure that can be used to further op-
press people.’

‘I was-’
‘I never think it’s kinda weird that 

people who call themselves Christians 
are the ones that want to erect a modern 
golden calf that they can use as a means 
of contemporary worship of traditional 
ideals. I never think about how it’s some 
kind of inherent hypocrisy or something. 
I just see a statue and I think: gee, I’m 
sure glad that statue is there because 
without statues we’d never know about 
history. I still think it’s weird that my 
brain somehow knows about Stalin, Pi-
nochet, Mao and all sorts of others and 
I’ve never even seen a statue of any of 
them! I mean, I’ve never seen a statue of 
any of those American Founding Fathers 
because I’m not an American but some-
how I know about them. It’s really weird. 
It’s almost as if historical information is 
stored somewhere other than statues.’

‘Okay, James, I-’
‘Isn’t it weird, mom? Like really, real-

ly weird? Where did all this information 
come from?! How am I a history teacher 
when I’ve hardly seen any statues?! Oh 
god, I’m having an existential crisis! How 
do I know about American, Russian and 
English history when I’ve never been to 
any of those countries and I’ve never seen 
any statues depicting their historical fig-
ures?! Oh god, oh god! I don’t know how 
I could possibly know anything without 
those statues around to guide my knowl-
edge of history! They must be extremely 

It’s a statue
L.C. Lupus
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important and can’t be pulled down. If 
that happens, all this knowledge in my 
head will somehow disappear!’

‘James. Okay, so I-’
James screamed and waved his arms 

around. ‘I can’t let them pull down any 
statues because if they do, I’ll lose all my 
knowledge and have to find another job! 
How am I supposed to find any knowl-
edge without statues around? You’re an 
accountant, mom. Which accountancy 
statues did you pray to when you learned 
about accounting? I hope they don’t pull 
that statue down because if they do, 
you’ll also have to find another job too!’

‘Okay, James. Fine, you win.’
‘But, mom, but you wanted to know 

why they’re pulling down statues. You 
wanted to know how we could possi-
bly preserve our history without them. 
I haven’t explained any of that yet,’ he 
watched her, his eyes wide and filled 
with pseudo-fear.

‘J-’
‘Ahhhh! I can feel the explanation 

of systemic racism statue being pulled 
down! Oh no! I can’t explain it to you 
anymore because the statue has fallen 
and now all that knowledge and history 
is lost forever! Oh no! How will I ever 
explain it now?!’

‘I’m going to bed.’
‘But, mom, mom! I… oh no, the abil-

ity to walk statue has also been pulled 
down! What do I do, mom!? How do I 
get off this couch!?’

He shouted after her, but she was 
already down the passage and in bed. 
James believed in commitment though, 
and he thrashed around on the couch for 
a few minutes longer before finally get-
ting bored and leaving.

‘Good news, mom, the walking stat-
ue was put up again! See you next week. 
Hopefully the ability to open doors stat-
ue hasn’t been taken down,’ he opened 
the front door. ‘Guess not. Love you! 
Bye!’

She didn’t respond. He left. 

—

I’m a writer from Cape Town, South Af-
rica, and I go by the name L.C. Lupus. 
I have a passion for stories in all their 
forms. I’m currently doing my Master’s 
degree in theory of literature and I work 
as a private tutor and freelance writer in 
between research sessions. I have fiction 
published in HASH. You can find him 
on Twitter at @LC_Lupus



41

American
Tureygua Inaru

Tureygua Inaru is a poet from Florida. Her poems have appeared in two poetry books: 
Issue 3 (Nine Cloud Journal Series) and Found A Proverb (Poets Choice) . Her poems 
were featured in the play INDIGENOUS (2018) , and have also appeared in Oddball, 
Zoetic Press, Rigorous, and other online journals and magazines.
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Why I Can’t Hang Out With the White Bros

At first, 
it’s always fun around these types.
Drinking beers, and passing around the bong 
until our lungs burst 
Getting wasted as if tomorrow wasn’t Monday.
Because who cares about Monday
when they get to show up whenever 
since the they own their own company 

Everything is jovial in discourse 
when I am around them.
Sports, fashion and movies. 
Typical conversation to have
yet politics sneaks in 
and they usually claim to be socially liberal 
but fiscally conservative before stating a point. 

But I know I can’t hang out with them too long. 
They always bring the topic back to me.
They learn I’m not like them and that I had it rough.
They’ll try and empathize
and then turn to the topic of gangs and drugs.
I hear a laundry list of everything they smocked, swallowed 
and stuffed up their pale nostrils.
As if I’ve tried them all too.
Perhaps in their limited bro minds all Mexicans from Cali 
do drugs and perhaps sell them too. 

Then we return politics
And here, I have to hear them 
play devil’s advocate for three hours.
“But, what if you were a cop, 
don’t you think you would use excessive force?”
“Why do poor people have so many kids? 
I think we need to sterilize some of them!!”
“You know Ramon, Gentrification can be done in good way.”
“How much would you pay to kill someone?”
And so on and so on 
until I decide I have to go and call it a night forever. 

— Ramon Jimenez

My name is Ramon Jimenez, 
I am a writer and educa-
tor of the Mexican diaspora 
who resides in Seattle, WA. I 
teach language arts and I run 
a summer youth poetry pro-
gram. I write poetry that fo-
cuses on immigration, culture 
and travel. I am interested in 
exploring locations and how 
they connect to memories. 
My poems are published in 
Rigorous Magazine and the 
Anti-Languorous Project.
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Nothing to Give

I was chatting with her,
trying to get a first-date when 
it hit me like a fastball.
I’ve got nothing left to give.
You’re to chat with them beforehand now,
be explicitly implicit about the serious and the mundane,
all at the same time.
It’s much.
And I’m not good at it.
I’ve nothing left to give.
Not to her, not to the world.
The runway hasn’t ended, but this part 
is so corrupted with weeds and fissures 
there’s no making use of it.
I can’t get people my own age to laugh,
anymore.
The old love me, and 
kids are still kids, thankfully,
but I’ve nothing left to give the rest,
no gifts to share with society’s median.
It’s hard to live like this.

—Alan Keith

Alan is a substitute teacher working out of Toronto, Canada. He tries to keep his writing 
honest by only writing about what he sees, but if he’s being (really) honest, he actually makes 
a lot of it up. Alan has printed two short story collections and a novel; they sit anonymously 
on his bookshelf... A poetry collection is his next project.
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9-2-2018
Brookline, MA

Woke up early this morning to get 
ahead in line for Toxic Waste Dumping 
Day.  Elizabeth and Jeremiah, the people 
I work for, want me to get rid of some 
old paint and turpentine.  They left in-
structions last night on the hallway table 
outside of the old servant’s room in their 
mansion.  I live in this room for free in 
exchange for being a handyman fifteen 
hours a week:

• “Dig up leaf mold and spread 
some around the blueberry 
shrubs.”  

• “Clear out junk from the walk-in 
closet in the 3rd floor bedroom.”  

• “Sweep out the wine cellar and 
mop with ammonia.”  

• “Take chainsaw to the shop – tell 
them to clean out the motor (Lit-
tle Jerry put in bad gas).”  

I keep a record in my journal of the 
work I’ve done, and the number of hours 
put in.  At the end of each week, I tear 
out the list of completed chores and 
leave them on the hallway table for my 
employers.        

Arrived at the dump at 8:30 and 
twenty cars are already in front of me.  
The gates don’t open until 9.  A woman 
with a clipboard makes her way down 
the line of cars.  She stops at each vehicle 
to jot something down.  The woman in 
the car in front of me gets out to pick 
and eat some roadside berries.  

Knew I would have to wait so I 
brought the journal and picked up some 
coffee and an onion bagel beforehand.  

Want to get this down about what hap-
pened at the bakery before I forget... 

While waiting for my bagel to be 
toasted and cream-cheesed, a father and 
his two girls were also waiting for their 
order.  I noticed one of the girls was star-
ing at me, perhaps she heard my deaf 
voice or noticed my hearing aids.  The 
younger one had her nose up against the 
display case where multi-colored cakes 
and pies revolved on glass shelves.  She 
slapped her hand on the glass every time 
a cake circled past her nose.  

The cashier wrapped my bagel in 
wax paper and rang up my order.  When 
I turned to go, I noticed a sour odor and 
a murky puddle on the floor.  The older 
girl had vomited.  It must’ve happened 
very quickly.  The father was already out-
side dabbing his daughter’s mouth with 
a handkerchief.  And she was still staring 
at me.  

Sitting in my car outside the bakery, 
I couldn’t help but wonder if the little 
girl was shocked by the sight of a deaf 
person.  People not used to seeing a phys-
ical handicap can get ill or act repulsed 
by what they see or hear.  My mother 
once told me that when she was in junior 
high school, they had a dance where ev-
eryone drew their dance partner’s name 
out of a hat.  My mother’s partner was a 
girl with no arms; her hands were way up 
at the shoulder joints.  Thalidomide poi-
soning.  The girl’s mother probably took 
it as a sedative during her pregnancy.  
What my mother had to do was hold this 
girl’s little hands and dance.  My mother 
became sick to her stomach and had to 

Toxic Waste
Willy Conley
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leave.  She never came back to the dance that night.
I still think there are hearing people out there today that feel the same way when 

they see a deaf person for the first time in their lives.  I’ve been told deafness is an in-
visible handicap, but I don’t think that’s always so.  Sometimes people are stupefied 
at the sight of sign language exchanged between deaf people.  Occasionally the deaf 
will let out grunts, groans, and odd vocalizations that may be offensive to the ears 
of the hearing.  Some may look alien as a result of a particular syndrome that causes 
deafness – Waardensburg or Treacher Collins, to name a few. 

Well, here comes the clipboard lady.  Let’s hope she can maintain her composure.

—

Willy Conley’s most recent book is The World of White Water -- Poems. His other 
books are Visual-Gestural Communication, Listening Through the Bone -- Collected 
Poems, The Deaf Heart -- a novel, and Vignettes of the Deaf Character and Other 
Plays. Conley, born profoundly deaf, is a retired professor and chairperson of The-
atre and Dance at Gallaudet University in Washington, D.C. For more info about his 
work, please visit www.willyconley.com.
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Larissa Hikel is a writer and photographer with a lot of weird ideas. She alternates 
between sleepless nights of productivity and doing nothing for weeks at a time. Her 
first writing gig was providing the fortunes for inside cookies served at a birthday 
party. She still wonders about those kids and whether they opted to take the free 
advice. In between recovering from rejection letters, she enjoys eavesdropping, li-
braries and making clothes. Her writing has been published in Dress You Up A Fashion 
Anthology, Nature’s Healing Spirit: Real Life Stories to Nurture the Soul, and performed 
onstage in Sarasvati Productions FemFest 2019.
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Other Titles from Weasel Press

Going Somewhere by Joe 3.0
auto-disruption by sudeep adhikari

Rose Ambient by Ryu Ando
What Makes a Witch by Linnea Capps

Book of Beasts by Holly Day
The World Isn’t the Size of Our Neighborhood Anymore by Austin Davis

Requiem for the Plastic Clown by Billie Duncan
notsleepyyet by Alexander P. Garza

The Moon Crawls on All Fours by Robin Gow
My Name Does Not Belong To Me by Luke Kuzmish

Dirty by Laura LeMoon
Dirty Money: Memoirs of a Stripper by Erin Louis

Biting Silence by C.L. Methvin
Bone by Aaron J. Muller

Things for Which You Thirst by Claudine Nash
The Hypochondriac Society by Michael Prihoda

Cause for Concern by Neil S. Reddy
Radiant as Rapeseed by Jennifer Sakamoto
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Blood Criminals: Living with HIV in 21st Century America by Jonathan Thurston
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