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Editor’s Notes

T

here’s one step to getting published no one really talks
about. It comes after your work has been accepted for
publication but before you can celebrate its appearance in print.
I’m talking about that special time your work spends with an
editorial staff, and how you, the author, deal with those final edits.
Sometimes this polishing involves nothing more painful
than agreeing to some additional punctuation or suggested word
choices. But there’s always the chance you’ll find yourself being
asked to give up a cherished passage, hone the edge of a theme,
or even alter your words to the point where they don’t feel like
yours anymore. In order to earn the publication credit, you must
consider each and every confusing, outrageous, or illuminating
suggestion and decide how or if to implement it. Whether you
enter into this enforced collaboration willingly or resentfully, you
must endure it. And when all is said and done, it’s a step in the
process no one will think to ask you about.
The capacity for handling final edits may not be as important
as the ability to create the publishable material in the first place,
but it is one of the skills successful writers must practice their
entire careers. Luckily for the editorial staff at NRR, the writers
in this year’s anthology submitted to the rigors of their final edits
with wisdom, grace, and diplomacy. And like true professionals,
they made it look easy.
For those writers who didn’t get that special time with our
editorial staff this year, I hope you will keep trying. That is a large
part of getting your work published, too.

Susan Bono
Editor
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Carmen Gabriela Etcheberry-Freund Fellowship
DIVERSITY/NEW YORK
Laurel Moss

I

will forever consider myself a New Yorker. I never assimilated
in California. On 9/11, I mourned for the losses: the dead,
devastated, and destroyed. I mourned for a city much maligned by
people who had never lived there, with their tales of rude in–your–
face passersby who would rob you and step over you if you were
down.
True, there are those people in New York. But in my years there
I found people who organized rent parties to help their friends and
neighbors, who spoke a multitude of languages, who argued with
each other about the best restaurants to go to, the best films to see.
These people had opinions and put them out so you could test them:
shopkeepers who joked with customers, diners who eavesdropped
on conversations, and joined in even though they were strangers,
strangers who told you their life story hanging from a strap in the
subway, strangers who became long life friends, having met at a free
concert in the park, friends who for entertainment checked out the
religious section of the New York Times to see what music or free
concert was playing in which church. Friends who partied on the
roofs of houses and slept on fire escapes when the apartment was
too hot. My New York was a city that provided lectures, concerts,
and theater free in parks, museums, libraries, and settlement houses.
Oh yes, I got flashed in the subway station once coming home
alone at night. Sitting on the long bench of a train with passengers on
either side of me reading their daily paper, an audacious strap hanger
held on with his unbuttoned coat hanging loosely on either side of
his pecker. The other passengers, deep in their reading didn’t notice
and I, too embarrassed to scream, was relieved when he buttoned up
and left.
Another time, in the popular Horn and Hardart Cafeteria, a
gray-haired lady glared at me with hostility when I attempted to sit at
her table. She was alone, the cafe crowded, and the chair across from
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her vacant. She grudged me the seat, but I sat anyway and smiled.
“I'm visiting from California. How are you?” For the next forty-five
minutes I not only found out how she was but also heard the saga of
her life and family. We parted as friends.
And then there was the waiter in the Lower East Side deli who
handed me a menu and then argued with me about what I should
eat and what he would serve me.
“There’s a special on matzo ball soup,” he told me. “Just made
fresh. Try it.” So, I ate, grateful to the waiter for the choice. At
another table I overheard a young man order pastrami on white
bread with mayonnaise. Probably from the Midwest, I judged, a
steak-and-potatoes man.
Upon returning to New York after many years, the kids at the
recycling storefront assured me that the neighborhood was safe, but
a cop I encountered that night told me, “Lady, ain't no place safe.”
He proceeded to follow me down the street to my friend's house
where he waved goodbye.
Someone said, “New York ain't no place for the scared and
timid.” But reach out and you will get answers.
Ask how to get to the museum and there will be a crowd around
you, each person pointing in the opposite direction. If two or more
people point in the same direction, try that way. Chances are, when
you turn to thank them, they’ll still be arguing and asking about the
stranger and where did she want to go?
In summers when I was a child, the streets were full of families,
friends, and loiterers. There were neighbors sitting on the stoops
drinking soda, or from beer cans disguised in paper bags. Kids
playing stickball and stoopball dodged cars. Fire escapes bloomed
with potted geraniums; clotheslines stretched across apartment
buildings. Housewives leaned precariously out of windows, pulling
clothes off the line. Always people in the streets, on the stoops,
sitting on car hoods, giving advice, mothers hollering down to their
kids,
“Sonny, go get some milk for supper, to the grocery. I'll throw
down the money, Wait ! O.K, Now catch it, in the handkerchief, fifty
cents. Bring me the change.” A banana peel, piece of chalk, a rope:
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enough equipment to play for hours.
“One, two, three, four, home and turn, five, six, seven. Oh, you
touched the line. Out! Wanna play leap frog? Jump rope? Jacks?
Marbles?” No end to games until the call to come inside for dinner.
The street became quiet then, lights came on. There was a
murmur of husbands and wives, children, radios turned on to the
news, The Lone Ranger, Stella Dallas, an occasional shout, an order,
a giggle, a guffaw interrupted by a distant siren and a clatter of heels
on the sidewalk, A gradual quieting until the early morning stirrings
began: the sound of horses’ hooves on cobblestones, the morning
clink and tinkle of milk bottles, coal deliveries, garbage pickup and
the city street sweepers. Apartment windows opened wide to let the
heat escape and the cooking aromas too: garlic, onions, cabbage,
chicken. Oy! Such smells mingling with the cat piss and urine.
And walkers. Everywhere there were walkers: neighborhood
strollers, walkers seeking jobs, trekkers with bags and boxes, with
musical instrument, books, and toys. Walkers with dogs and bird
cages. Walkers pushing baby carriages, carrying knapsacks, avoiding
street repairs. Hurrying mothers, hand in hand with children, and
lovers walking with arms around each other. Chattering kids hopping
and skipping over cracks in the sidewalk.
I recall red brick three-story buildings with potted plants and
bird cages crowding the iron fire escapes, cats surveying the action.
Below, small neighborhood shops sold fruit and grains in barrels and
boxes on the sidewalks, and restaurants advertised their specialties,
pasta, bagels, perogi, noodles, wurst and exotic fruits. There were
awning-shaded carts of clothing, candy stores, and newsstands with
papers in Russian, Yiddish, German, Italian, shops for notions for
sewing, hardware, paints, and a butcher shop with window displays
of plucked, dead, naked chickens hanging on lines, head and feet still
attached.
In my memory, there is no end to the diversity, the energy, and
the sounds and smells of New York.
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Ginny Rorby Award for YA Literature of Social Significance
BEARDED LADY
Allison Landa
Chapter One:
1985

D

on’t expect to understand my family. You’ll have better luck
comprehending the history of the Middle East, or a Rubik’s
Cube. The answers there may not be formal or finite, but they at
least exist. When it comes to my family, there are few answers.
We live in northern San Diego County, a casually affluent burn
zone decorated by waves of red tile roofs. Here people think they
can beat the inevitable by waving magic wands: money, image,
charm. Sometimes it works. Sometimes they wind up with their
homes reduced to ashes.
My parents have charm. They use it as a strategy, a way to beat
back the flames. A grin can flash into something darker or remain in
sunshine. You never know.
My mother is Joan, but I occasionally call her Nails. She has
talons the shade of blood and hair the color of rust. She is prone
to crying fits and lengthy explanations. These ride on one premise:
Once she had dreams, then she had kids.
She regrets moving here from the East Coast. She claims my
father forced her into it so he could pursue his perversions. “He
wants to do threesomes,” my mother says, speaking in italics. “Wifeswapping. I tell him he can play a nice game of Hide-andGo-Fuck-Yourself.”
My father is Steve, but I think of him as The Rooster. His
comb-over flaps in the wind. Cordial in the outside world despite
my mother’s insistence that he tries to nail everything with legs, at
home he can be every bit as aggressive as the barnyard animal. His
eyes are black. When he yells they turn almost violet. Violet and
violent.
Somehow these two came together to form me and my brothers,
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Middle and Jonathan. Jonathan is the Accident, or if you’d rather be
more tactful, the Surprise. When he pisses me off, I call him the Birth
Control Poster Child. It doesn’t seem to faze him.
Middle and I go to public school, but in the county’s best district.
Back in sixth grade, the Social Studies teacher asks: What do your
parents do? My classmates answer: doctor, plumber, pro football
player. Then it is my turn.
“He drinks beer,” I want to say, “and watches Hill Street Blues.”
Instead I say, “He’s an engineer,” imagining him at a desk doing
paperwork, just as he does in his den for hours with the door shut
and locked.
I know why work is important: It makes you money. Money
means a lot to Nails and Rooster. It’s how we have our house, and our
house is serious business. It’s a style my mother calls French Country
Castle. The house has a persona all its own: haughty in a laughable
way and too big for its own britches.
But inside it’s a warren of small rooms with locks to close
ourselves off from one another. The carpet is stained and sad, the
victim of Rooster’s dirty soles. When my mother complains, he says,
“What do you want from my life?” Then he slams into the den and
does paperwork.
Our entryway is the size of some studio apartments and gives way
to a dining room with no carpet. It flooded a week after we moved
in and my parents never bothered to replace the flooring. Bare nails
jut from the concrete floor, but they just closed it off and forbade
Jonathan from crawling across the room.
By night my mother retreats to her own hiding spot far from
that cold entryway and dangerous dining room, all the things she
and Rooster have created but cannot maintain. She locks herself in
my bathroom. There she smokes, taps her ashes into an empty yogurt
cup. She writes in her journal, filling pages with her classic longhand.
After the last cigarette is smoked and the room vacated, I slip into the
bathroom to read her written confessions.
“I’ve never been happier than when I was pregnant.
Sometimes I can’t watch my kids for very long without
bursting into tears.
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What have I done wrong? Should I list it alphabetically or
chronologically?”
It’s a different Nails than I know during the day, my toughtalking chain-smoker of a mother. This is a tender Nails, a rueful
one. It’s a Nails that makes me ache and want to read more.
I, too, write in a journal, a spiral notebook. I use a ballpoint pen,
pressing so hard that the imprint of my words can be found on the
paper that lies beneath. Writing makes me feel safer than locking my
door and freer than when Rooster is on a business trip, which makes
me want to write more. I chronicle the events of the day—dude,
when the credit-card bill showed up, my dad frickin lost it—along
with my goals. I want to meet Madonna, be a cheerleader, have a
boyfriend. I want to play first base on my softball team. I want to go
roller skating on Saturday.
Most of all, I want to be pretty. Pretty means a small waist like
Scarlett O’Hara, and I love Gone with the Wind. Pretty means good
hair like Madonna. Pretty means a nice smile with straight teeth,
which I don’t have because Rooster would not spend money on the
braces my orthodontist recommended. I frown into the bathroom
mirror, flanked by nicotine-stained walls. I resemble nothing so
much as a human chipmunk, complete with fat cheeks and wide
eyebrows that meet in the middle. My crooked teeth point in all
directions. My eyes are small, my nose wide, and my hair something
out of Return of the Jedi. Jabba the Hutt, not Princess Leia.
Pretty means thin. Beauty is slim and angular, long and lissome.
My body is curved and convex, rounded and generous. My breasts
are already larger than those of most girls my age. So are my belly
and behind. I run my hands along the arc of my hips, the swell of
my thighs. My shoulders are wide like a linebacker. My upper arms
bulge. Even my forehead looks large, a pale fleshy expanse. How will
I do the things I want to do if I’m fat? Madonna won’t want to meet
a butterball. I wouldn’t even be able to fit into a cheer uniform. And
no boy will love a big girl. Even I know that.
I often vow to lose weight. The matter seems simple: Take
in fewer calories than you burn. We learned that in Health class.
Losing weight is an issue of numbers, but I’m no good at math.
When my parents fight, I fake a headache and skip dinner. Then I
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go downstairs after the table is cleared and consume: chips, cookies,
handfuls of cornmeal. I slather pieces of white bread with margarine
and shove them into my mouth. I pour bowls of cereal and eat them
dry. I belch and I smile. Sometimes I laugh. The cheeks of my face
and butt are dimpled because eating makes me fat, but the food feels
good. It feels familiar, like a grandparent. It also hurts, like nails
going down my throat. Scratchy. Bloodletting.
While I eat and evaluate myself, my brothers find their own
hiding places. Middle tucks himself in his room and watches pro
wrestling, takes mental notes should he need to bust out a halfNelson on the bully next door. Baby Jonathan chews on teddy bears
in his crib. Outside, the sun grows shy and the sky dark, swaddling
us in nighttime as we dwell in our separate spaces.
I am in seventh grade. I sit on the floor of the Black Mountain
Middle School assembly room, the hard linoleum stings my butt.
The place smells like hairspray and sweat. Laughter and catcalls ping
off hard surfaces, making it hard to hear even the person next to me.
Maybe this is what they mean when they talk about being alone in a
crowded room.
A voice behind me says: “A werewolf !”
A second voice: “Where? Lemme see.”
Werewolf ? That’s way more interesting than the German rock
band that’s about to perform for us. The show’s meant as a history
lesson, an idea that appeals more to school administrators than to us.
I want to see the werewolf too.
“There,” First Voice says.
I hear the finger being pointed.
Laughter gathers, blooms and spreads. I start to join in—and
then I feel that flush. It starts in my cheeks, climbs to my forehead,
and drops back down to my chin. It makes my skin feel hot and
prickly, itchy. Dummy, it says, don’t you know?
I’m wearing a Wonder Woman t-shirt. It’s pulled up and out
of my jeans, exposing my lower back. I can feel eyes looking at that
space. I reach back to pull my shirt down—and there’s hair. On my
back. It feels soft, but soft in this case doesn’t feel good. It feels like a
razor blade. Tears sting my eyes, but I don’t cry. Instead, I bite my lip
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and feel my heart slam against my ribs. I can hear its drumbeat in my
ears, feel it in the pulse at my wrists. It sounds like a warning.
On the bus ride home, I glance at my arms, exposed by my shortsleeve Wonder Woman shirt: hairy. Were they this hairy all along?
I edge up the leg of my jeans: hair there, too. Already my body feels
different, a trap rather than a tool. An object of shame rather than a
point of pride.
Werewolf. Something that changes into something else.
I think of Michael Jackson’s “Thriller” music video, his eyes
going wide and dull as his features shift from human to zombie. I
wanted change, but not like this. I wanted to be beautiful. This isn’t
beautiful.
I climb off the bus and walk the steep, sloping driveway toward
my house. It curves and dips and finally reaches its destination. In
front is a basketball hoop and patches of dead grass. Whenever my
mother asks my father when we’re getting a professional gardener, he
counters, “When are you getting a job?”
I hesitate. I stand in front of my house and think what an
impressive mess it is, how the external can be so deceiving. Inside, I
am not a werewolf. Inside, I am a smoothly manicured girl who fits
into small-sized Guess jeans. Inside, I laugh at girls who look like me.
The key turns with a single smooth motion. The door works, why
can’t my body? I step into our massive entryway, meant to impress
and intimidate. Enter this house. I dare you. My Keds make a strange
sucking sound on the marble floor.
“Mom?” I yell. I’m pretty sure how she’d react if I called her Joan
or, God forbid, Nails. She doesn’t believe in corporal punishment,
but my ass wouldn’t stop stinging for a week. I find her in the kitchen,
smoking and working a crossword.
“What’s with you?” she asks. I turn my back toward her and
slowly roll up my shirt.
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Under-25 Mathey Scholarship
WAR STORIES
Eden Lorentzen

“Y

ou didn’t fight in the war, did you?” he asks me on our
fourth date.
“No,” I say slowly. A truth, by definition.
“Good. I’m a pacifist.”
So I had a pacifist boyfriend.
I can hear Cathy’s voice in my head, exactly like she would’ve
said it: You fucking hypocrite.
And I think I’m falling in love with him.
“So how did you avoid the draft, then?” he asks me as we press
beneath the awning of our hotel, bracing for the rain-soaked sprint
to his car.
“I was working.”
“I was a conscientious objector. What field?”
“Mechanics,” I say easily. A truth, at a stretch.
I can’t decide whether you're too serious about this guy or not
enough, Cathy says. In my head, her voluptuous brown eyes always
blame me.
“Things that would help the war effort?”
We dash, and he forgets to resume the conversation.
“You never finished saying what you did during the war,” he
says as we’re curled up on the sofa in our new apartment watching
cheesy sci-fi.
“Designed and built transmitters,” I say casually. A truth, if
circumstantially.
“Communicators,” he assumes. I don't correct him. “Can’t
fault you for that.”
Cathy’s livid. When did you get so goddamned good at lying?
You taught me, I tell her.
“You’ve been in combat zones, haven’t you?” he asks after the
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fire siren makes me flinch and drop a wine glass.
“Twice,” I admit softly. A truth, unequivocally.
“It must have been horrifying,” he says, holding my hands,
commiserating.
You deserve it, Cathy condemns. Not that it’ll fix what you did.
Get out of my head, I say.
We move to a new apartment, one with plaster angels standing
sentinel over each entranceway. I don’t believe, but in a way they’re
comforting.
“What did you actually do during the war?” he demands when
I receive a thick package marked TOP SECRET. It’s from the
government, and I shake it open to find a service medal.
I’m done evading. “I worked at Valas. I was a mechanical
engineer; we designed transmitters, shielding ... detonators. Bombs.
I designed bombs. That's what the damn medal’s for—I’m a patriot.
It’s just another reminder that nothing I will ever do can make up for
what I already did. If they try to bury me with a flag, put “murderer”
in my epitaph. People deserve to know who killed their children:
me. I killed ...”
Cathy. I’m sorry. Your death was my fault.
I think mine was the only one that wasn’t, she says, but there’s
something softer in her tone now.
I loved you.
She smiles. I know.
“I love you,” I echo, this time to him. The truth, definitively. I
can't meet his eyes as I reach for the door.
“I’ll make you a deal,” he says, hoarse. He’s staring at me, prey
in front of a predator, rapt. He clears his throat, sticks out his hand.
“Hello. I don’t think I've seen you around here before. Can I buy
you a drink?”
“So what did you do during the war?” he asks me on our first
date.
“I made bombs that killed millions of people,” I say honestly. A
truth, for better or for worse.
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“Oh. I’m a pacifist.”
“So now I have a pacifist boyfriend.” I can't hear Cathy’s voice in
my head, but I know what she would say: “We make a pretty weird
couple, don't we?”
And I think he’s falling in love with me.
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Terra Cotta Warrior
Mixed media, frottage and collage
Caroline Garrett Hardy
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Second Prize: Flash Fiction
WHAT HE HAS TO DO
Ron Morita

T

he itch of lice, a threadbare wool uniform that tickled on a
cold November morning, the pinch of falling-apart shoes
two sizes too small, and the stink of fifty-six thousand farm boys
who relieved themselves any time the urge came to them vanished
when the first Rebel shell screamed overhead. Matching his pace to
the others’ fast walk, Zack looked down the second of three blue
lines undulating over rolling grass. Half a mile distant, Missionary
Ridge rose like a five-hundred-foot green wall, its crest dotted with
puffs of smoke.
Occasionally while sleeping under the stars or gazing at clouds
rolling past on the prairie, Zack felt naked, exposed to God’s allseeing eye. The sensation came back to him now, but it was the
enemy on the ridge who watched. With an effort he visualized Sara’s
blonde braid, swaying like a cow’s tail as she walked among scraggly
apple trees on the hill behind their one-room log house.
There was a thump and a squeal like a pig’s. Fleeing into dreams,
Zack became a boy on a farm too small to support a family, but
whose chores were never done. His father, a mean, intense bull of
a man, had disappeared one Indian summer day. For two years the
heavy work had fallen on a petite woman and a ten-year-old boy.
When his father returned with a knife scar across his throat and
deep lines between the eyes, all he said was, “A man does what he
has to do and lets God take care of the rest.”
A ragged volley interrupted his reverie, and a ball buzzed past
like an angry bee. Wails and explosions melded into a deafening
roar. A gray cloud grew over the rifle pits at the base of the ridge.
Zack plunged into acrid smoke and continued blindly, struggling
to stay even with the men on either side. Another volley thundered,
less intense than the first. After some fifty paces the ground fell away,
and he stumbled into a hole. At the bottom lay a barefoot young
man in butternut rags, the left side of his face gone. Bluebellies
milled about, some firing up the ridge and others crouching in the
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trench, which provided minimal protection from the enemy on the
high ground. Zack sat beside the dead man, took off the ragged
wool cap he had found trampled on the road during the chaotic
flight from Chickamauga, and wiped his brow.
“Form a firing line!” bellowed the lieutenant, out of sight on
the right.
Zack spat and took out his canteen. The third line emerged
from the mist. A knee jostled his elbow, spilling water on his shirt.
“Son of a whorehouse pimp,” snarled Zack, shoving the intruder.
“What you doing down there, wagon dog?” said a bearded
soldier, joining the thickening blue snake.
Rifles flashed on the ridge, and balls thudded into the dirt.
Emitting an incoherent gurgle, the bearded soldier fell with blood
spurting from his throat. Others lay on the slope firing back, hastily
plunging ramrods down rifle barrels, or cringing. The only one
upright was Lane—who any moron could see was under age—
holding the tattered regimental flag. There was fear in his eyes, and
Zack wondered whether he was too petrified to lie down.
He recalled the starving time, when the enemy cut the army’s
supply line and he went foraging every night. The area around the
camp had been picked clean, but there was loot to be had around
Chattanooga if he was willing to fight for it. Rebel campfires in
three meandering lines on the ridge had seemed so close that Zack
could reach out and squeeze one in his fist. He had heard a scuffle
and a voice nearly as high as Sara’s. Praying that some scared sentry
wouldn’t blow his brains out, he had run forward with a shout and
found Lane lying in the road, clutching a few grains of corn he had
stolen from the horse feed. For a month, the boy had followed him
like the lice in his pants. Zack had cuffed him many times and called
him every foul name he knew. Eventually, because he had grown
fond of having his shoes clean and his canteen full, he had said a few
words to the boy.
Zack had been forced to enlist after blinding an eye of a rich
man’s son in a fistfight, but Lane volunteered. His father had gone
missing at Shiloh. He talked endlessly of reaching Atlanta and the
prison camps beyond. Often the boy would look at him moon-eyed.
The stare brought out feelings Zack was ashamed of, and he would
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walk away until the sensation subsided. Lane loved tinkering with
gadgets. Zack had forbidden him from touching his rifle, but he had
fixed others that were prone to misfire. He was going to apprentice
himself to a mechanic and someday would start a company that
made stagecoaches pulled by a kerosene engine. Zack would be his
foreman.
Muskets boomed. Zack sprawled with his head in the grass,
trying to avoid the insects zipping past.
“Stand fast, and form a line!” bellowed the lieutenant.
“Blind as a headless chicken,” said Zack to his lucky rifle with
the Z carved into the stock, which had been with him through two
years of dust, terror, and longing.
A shell whistled overhead and exploded behind them. Even
Grant, who was a known drunk, couldn’t have come up with
something this stupid. Union artillery was too far away for effective
support, but eventually the enemy would find the range. There
was a piercing scream. The flag was gone. Feeling cold inside, Zack
crawled until he came upon Lane, who was lying on the incline with
the flag draped over him.
“You fixing to nap ‘til this hellfire is over?”
Lane looked past him, eyes wide with awe. “Take good care of
the colors. I got this pain in my side that hurts like the Devil.”
“Man’s got to be crazy to be a color bearer.” Zack brushed long
blond hair from the boy’s forehead. “A bull’s eye for the whole Rebel
army.”
“You’re a good man, Zack. You take care of them.”
“All I want is to get back to the farm and see the apple trees
bloom one more time.”
“I’ll meet you after I rest in the shade of those trees.”
Putting his hand down to comfort the boy, Zack felt wetness.
He lifted the flag and saw glistening intestines like a mass of snakes.
The shriek was so loud that he thought a demon had escaped from
Hell. As if in a dream, he found himself running up the hillside.
Instead of his rifle, he was carrying the flag. From behind him came
a shout which turned into a roar.
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First Prize: Poetry
Under-25 Scholarship
THE RULES
Annelyse Gelman
The spiral on a spiral notebook’s sharp enough
to pop a water-wing. When the nurse unwound it my whole life
fell out of order. Is it such a crime to cry in a swimming pool?
Do I have to wear this bracelet? Once you’re crazy
anything you do’s crazy. One time I asked a blind woman
what she saw. I was six. Was that crazy? What’s behind you?
she said. I don’t know. Exactly. In summer camp
before I knew what deaf meant I yelled at a boy
for capturing the wrong flag. I couldn’t understand why
the grownups kept saying he’s death, he’s death.
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METAPHOR
Annelyse Gelman
The sun is a ball of fire, counsels a voice from the catwalk.
Life is possible because we fall in its direction
and/or because we keep our distance.
Suddenly, without knowing why, everyone is aware
of breathing in. All explanation is disillusionment,
the voice is saying, all understanding incomplete.
All part of the narrative. When the heroine faints,
she is a feather. Our secret gladness is a selfish lung.
We are the audience. We’re meant to hold our breath.
The lull between curtains reminds us to applaud.
Our applause reminds us of our nakedness.
That was magical, we say, to dispel the magic.
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Under-25 Scholarship
NATURAL HABITAT
Shayna Maci Warner
I.
Dust catches fire in the sunlight
and your world is set ablaze.
There is only one square of silence in your living room
uninhabited by
anthropomorphically clumping particles:
the wooden chair by the south window.
It’s not ergonomic, but it fits you.
Sometimes, you sit and read.
Or you sit, and remember.
Novels
poems
National Geographic articles.
When weak light bleaches your skin,
you picture Kodachrome centerfolds.
Your shoes lay scattered around the chair’s legs
in an uneven semi-circle.
You find it aesthetically disturbing.
But Sarah has placed them there as
encouragement to get up, get out.
So you leave them.

— 28 —

You want her to be happy.
To her, they’re enticements of progress.
To you, they look more like the moats
medieval castles feature,
and you’re afraid of crocodiles.
II.
Mother calls at least twice a week
to remind you that:
Your incarceration is self-imposed and you’re wasting your future,
and you won’t be young forever and you’re losing any chance at
happiness after all she and your father and the Big L (and by Big
L she means Lord) have given you and did she tell you she met a
nice boy at Walgreen’s the other day and he’s going to Yale and he
aims to be a lawyer doctor city clerk he’ll find the gene that cures
Alzheimer’s or was that causes Alzheimer’s but it’s of no matter did
she mention he attends Yale and did your father and her cause you
to be this way—it must have been your father.
Anyway,
she loves you.
III.
You say you’re fine.
You’re healthy.
You don’t have that rheumatoid arthritis she’s so worried
you’ll develop from cracking your knuckles all those years.
But you’ve forgotten the material of that
psychology test you crammed for
in eleventh grade.
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Grief manifests like a stone fist
resting on your heart.
And the bruises spilling across your wrists aren’t imaginary.
You claw at your collarbone
and try to tear your ribcage apart
because he’s gone
he’s gone
thank God he’s gone
but you still weep for him.
In the middle of the night, you wake up with your hands
around your wrists,
squeezing in a facsimile of what his grip was.
You’re too small to encircle yourself so completely,
but you can cause the same pain easily enough.
Every blooming, pansy-like bruise
brings you closer to ripping your esophagus out.
Because you were ready to spend the rest of your life with him.
Because he went to Columbia, Mother,
and though you never heard him say it back
you loved him with every sore muscle in your jaw.
You’re close to puncturing your palms
because it took him walking away
for you to realize
that you needed his open fist
like a sapling needs forest fires.
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IV.
Sometimes you feel like giving National Geographic a ring.
You’re sure they’d find you interesting.
You’d invite them into the living room,
open the blinds,
and unbutton your blouse.
They could do a centerfold of you,
of the reds and blue-blacks and sickly chartreuses on your torso.
Maybe you will venture out of the house today.
If only to get the mail.
You still subscribe to a few wildlife magazines,
and their contact information
is written on the back page.
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Noyo Bridge
Watercolor
Darlene Wescombe
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First Prize: Creative Nonfiction
ROAD TRIP
Beth Harvey

W

e started out with I Spy, Twenty Questions, and listening
to the three eight-track tapes we brought along: Steve and
Edie, Neil Diamond, and Barbra Streisand. I was ten that summer,
and my parents, older sister, and I traveled in Dad’s burgundy Buick,
all the way from California to Pennsylvania on a trip of a lifetime to
see our great country. We memorized the names of towns and places
we wanted to visit and restaurants that promised split pea soup or
bittersweet chocolate ice cream. But those places were usually “too
far” from wherever we were. It didn’t take long to realize Dad just
didn’t want to stop. He liked making “good time.”
My sister Janice lounged on the car’s long backseat, and I
stretched out on pillows that filled in the wheel wells where our feet
should have gone. The big hump in the middle had to be evened out
with four cushions from our olive green couch. I loved that spot in
the car, even though I had to work to get comfortable. The constant
whirr of tires rotating beneath me gave me the feeling of hurling
through space like a meteor.
Dad always drove, no matter what. Mom was in charge of
finding highway connections, folding and unfolding maps, and
figuring out the distances between destinations. Then she’d fall
asleep sitting straight up, no matter how rough the road or time
of day. The movement of the car rocked her to sleep like a baby,
impossible to wake. She could sleep through anything. Even the
noise Janice and I made from the backseat. Even when Dad needed
her help with us.
Our first big stop was the Grand Canyon. None of us had ever
been. We arrived at the South Rim by sunset, after twelve hours on
the road, too tired and hungry to enjoy the view. We looked over
the edge, took a few pictures, then checked into the El Tovar Hotel.
Janice and I begged for—and got—real Indian bead necklaces from
the gift shop, and souvenir t-shirts that said, “Living on the Edge”
and “Watch Your Step.”
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The Canyon was unbearably hot that summer. After one night
in our cramped hotel room, we were ready to move on. We’d seen
what we’d come for.
We checked out early that morning, determined to find a hotel
with a pool. The car was hot and it didn’t take long for Mom to
fall asleep, as usual. Janice and I sat in the backseat counting the
beads on our necklaces and thinking up games we could play to pass
the time. We’d already grown tired of the three eight-track tapes
and long hours in the car. Our new t-shirts stuck to our backs and
our short shorts made our bare, sunburned legs stick to the vinyl
backseat. I suggested standing on our heads.
Why not? If we elevated our legs, we wouldn’t stick. I tried
balancing in position by bracing my feet on the roof of the car,
behind Dad. Janice tried balancing once behind Mom, fell over, and
went back to her bead counting. Even at thirteen, she didn’t have
my stamina. I loved the challenge, even though every bump in the
road sent my feet flying into Dad’s face while he drove.
“I can’t drive with your feet in my face,” he said. “Now stop it.”
“Sorry,” I said, giggling. “It was an accident.”
“Sticking your feet in my face is not an accident.” He swatted
my feet away. “Now sit up.”
“I’m bored,” I whined.
A new game had begun. If I lost my balance, I could pretend
it was because of the bumps in the road. He couldn’t blame me for
that, could he?
Janice sang along with Barbra Streisand. Mom slept. I balanced,
until another bump in the road jolted me sideways. My right foot
slammed into Dad’s ear.
“Sorry,” I said, quickly. “Didn’t mean to.”
“I told you to stop it,” he said, firmly. “Now sit up.”
Janice leaned over and warned me with her eyes. She never did
anything wrong, and didn’t want me to either. But she looked so
funny upside down, I just laughed.
Another bump, and my leg fell over the top of Dad’s head.
“Stop it!” he yelled. “Or you’re not going to like what happens.”
“So sorry, darling,” I said, in a snobby, Bette Davis kind of way.
— 34 —

(I’d just seen one of her movies and liked how she could outsmart
people. She had me believing I could outsmart Dad.) “It’s going to
be a bumpy night.”
Janice squeezed my arm, but I batted her hand away. Torturing
Dad was my only entertainment on that hot, dusty drive out of the
Canyon. I was having fun.
“If your foot lands anywhere near my face again,” he said,
angrily, “I’m pulling over.”
What was the worst that could happen? A spanking? Dad’s
spankings were never that bad. So I decided to let him know who
was boss—Bette Davis style—and tapped my big-piggy toe against
his ear.
Dad swerved over on the side of the highway, turned off the
engine, and flew out of the driver’s seat. Now I knew I was in trouble.
I reached over to lock the back door before he could open it, but he
was too quick. He yanked open my passenger door with a wild look
on his face.
I’d never seen him so angry. His eyes glared and his lips pressed
tight together. Only then did I realize what I’d done, how I’d misread
his cues. I looked into his eyes, searching for the dad I knew, but he’d
become someone else. He was out of control. Fear entered my body
like a poisoned dart. I careened towards Janice.
“No,” I pleaded. “Dad. I didn’t mean it. Please.”
Dad reached into the backseat and grabbed me by the collar of
my new Grand Canyon t-shirt, breaking the strand of Indian beads
around my neck.
“I’m sorry,” I blurted, and reached to gather my fallen beads.
He gripped my shirt tighter and hauled me out of the car onto
the side of the road, where I landed, barefoot, on rough gravel. I
squirmed to break free from him—from the spanking that was
coming.
A big-wheeler passed by in a rush of wind. My t-shirt lifted off
my stomach. The trucker sounded his horn with two long blasts—a
warning for us to stay off the road—as Dad dragged me across the
gravel to a small mound of dirt: a spanking platform. He held me up
by my armpit, my feet barely touching the ground.
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The first thwack landed on my sunburned thighs and traveled
up my legs and throughout my body like an electric current. I
instinctively moved away from his swinging arm, dancing on tiptoes.
The next thwack, only slightly less painful, landed on my butt. He
drew back his arm a third time. I swerved, and one of my toes slipped
through a hole in the dirt. There was movement beneath me. Then
my whole world changed.
Large red and black ants raced up my legs, biting hard. Monster
ants, quadruple the size of ordinary ones, like the kind I’d seen in
documentaries. I tried to maneuver off the mound, but Dad was
too angry to notice what was happening. He held me there as ants
swarmed up under my shorts and onto my belly. I pulled as hard as
I could, away from Dad and the ants, towards the car, desperate for
Mom.
Mom stared out the window at us, suddenly wide-awake.
Her eyes held mine, but she didn’t move. I became a wild animal,
writhing and screaming out to her. Why wasn’t she helping me?
Janice’s hands pressed against the backseat window as if pushing the
scene away. I’d entered another world, cut-off from them, as Dad
spanked me, squashing the ants onto my bare legs.
Dad finally awoke to the ants. They’d bitten him too. He
brushed off his arms and charged back to the car ahead of me,
muttering something I couldn’t hear. Ants were still crawling on
me, biting me. Not knowing what else to do, I jumped into the car
next to Janice, where the ants crawled on her like fresh meat. She
screamed and jumped up onto the backseat to get away from them,
but there was no escape.
Mom launched into action, hinging herself over the front seat.
Her face a ghost white, hands moving fast, she swatted the ants as
fast as she could. Janice and I screamed and bounced around on the
backseat. Ants fell away from us, but their bites remained, stinging
our skin with tiny drops of venom. Janice kept screaming and I
sobbed in pain. Every inch of my body hurt.
I heard the car engine start up again. Dad’s eyes scowled into
the rearview mirror.
“If I hear any more screaming back there…”
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Janice stopped screaming. I whimpered. Mom squashed the
remaining ants as best she could, looking back and forth between
us, warning us with her eyes to stay quiet. We all kept quiet. She
hardly ever talked to Dad when he was angry, but this time was
different. She kept her mouth shut.
The tires skidded as Dad drove the car back onto the pavement.
A plume of dust arose alongside the windows. Dad gripped the
steering wheel with both hands, exhaled deeply, and accelerated
into the fast lane. We were back on the road.
I stayed alert for any ants we might have missed. Ready to slap
them away if they crawled out or moved again. Janice glared at me
and mouthed the words, “I… hate… you.” Her cheeks flushed red, as
they did when she was angry. She had every reason to hate me. I was
just like the ants. I never knew when to stop.
Dead ants lay everywhere. On the vinyl backseat and olive
green cushions. On our shorts and t-shirts. Our legs and arms were
covered in more welts than I could count. They looked like little
targets with a bulls-eye bump in the center. My belly burned where
the ants had swarmed, and I could still feel them crawling on my
skin. I was afraid to look at my stomach, afraid to see another ant.
Afraid they’d come back somehow, even after we’d killed them.
Their bodies lay alongside my scattered Indian beads. I couldn’t tell
them apart.
Mom mouthed the words, “Are you ok,” her eyes a mixture of
fear and confusion. Was she scared too?
I mouthed back, “It stings,” and placed my hand on my stomach
to show her where I hurt.
She put her hand over her mouth and turned around in her seat.
Why wasn’t she saying anything? Maybe she knew I’d crossed the
line with Dad. Maybe she was angry.
Dad drove with his red, welted hands gripping the steering
wheel at ten and two o’clock. He moved once to brush off an ant,
but kept his eyes on the road. Miles went by. We were making good
time. No one said a thing.
The stinging grew worse. Tears streamed from my eyes. Janice
rubbed her arms and legs. I tried that too, but the rubbing didn’t
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help. Dad watched us from the rearview mirror. He seemed calm
again. Mom unfolded the big map onto her lap, her eyes scanning,
back and forth.
“We can stop in Flagstaff,” Mom said, voice shattering the
silence like a rock through glass. “We can get the girls cleaned up.
Get something to eat.”
“How far?” Dad said. His voice had softened, his breathing had
returned to normal. One of his hands let go of the steering wheel
and touched the map in Mom’s lap. “How far to Flagstaff ?”
“About twenty more miles,” Mom said. “Anyone else ready to
stop?”
“Yes, please,” Janice said. She leaned forward, draping her arms
over the front seat to show Mom her welts.
I couldn’t move.
“Anyone else?” Dad asked. He looked into the rearview mirror
and waited for my response.
Words formed in my mouth and disappeared before I could say
them. What could I say? Mom turned and looked, encouraging me
to speak. Janice frowned back at me. I’d ruined her trip of a lifetime.
Dad waited for an answer with his eyes still on me in the
rearview mirror. The same eyes I’d looked into my entire life. Except
that everything had changed. And for the first time in my life, I was
speechless.
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First Prize: Short Story
Suzanne Byerley Memorial Scholarship
A HEAP OF BROKEN IMAGES
With apologies to T.S. Eliot
KC Kirkley

S

he is asleep and nameless there on the shadowed sidewalk,
curled into a question mark, wreathed by scraps of clothing
and a frayed tarp. Fast food wrappers have collected in the crook of
her knees. What is the question she is marking? I believe it is about
me, as all things seem to be. Perhaps she is asking why I am alone on
this sidewalk with her or how it has come to be that I would pull
this gun from its snug place in the small of my back where it was
held by my belt.
The neon bar light behind me flashes from red to blue in some
ecstatic nod to intoxication. It colors her skin in the convex places
but leaves the rest in darkness. The hollows of her eyes and nose are
grim doubts, her eyes black pearls, a pallor of mourning upon her
still life. These shadowy places are why I curl my finger toward my
palm.
My boys appear within seconds. One of them swipes the gun
from my fatal hand, tosses it on the roof of the bar. They act quickly,
crowd around me and stare at the body as if we have just arrived,
also drawn by the sound of the gunshot. We fix our eyes before our
feet. The crowd grows and together we behold the ruined woman
and wonder about her killer. What motive? What purpose? Who
would do such a thing? If I don’t look at her shattered skull, she is
unchanged. A thick canvas of blood creates a slow rich field around
her.
More people pour from the bars. We melt back into them until,
slowly, we are at the outer rim of the crowd, our hats pulled low, our
collars popped up. The others are elbowing drunkenly against one
another, each straining for his own morbid view of the bleak scene,
and they seem not to notice us. It’s clear, at least, that they don’t
recognize me.
We wander off, feigning nonchalance, to our ride.
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Little Willy waits until we are a few blocks away and then lets
loose. “What the fuck was that?” he says. “What in the holy fuck
was that shit?”
I’m not sure, myself, what that was, and I tell him this. Also, I’d
prefer he didn’t cuss, and I tell him that as well.
“They’re going to find the gun,” he says. He rubs the heel of his
hand into his forehead. “It’s not registered,” I remind him.
“What about fingerprints?” He throws his arms forward at me,
palms up, as if I need examples of what he’s talking about.
I nod. Little Willy has a job to do—keep me out of trouble—it
is clear to both of us that he has failed.
“A homeless woman? What’s the point?” he says.
The neon and the gun and the mournful contorted shape of
the woman’s body conspired for a moment and that is enough of a
point.
“There were these dark sunken places.” It is pointless to explain,
but still I try. “There were stones where her eyes should’ve been.”
A crystal obelisk mounted on a bronze base sits between me and
Little Willy. The city’s passing streetlights make brief flashes along
its surface, faint reminders of the light that bursts from cameras.
We have been celebrating this obelisk—my winning of it—tonight.
Earlier, there were speeches and earnest shaking of hands and
sincere embraces with civic luminaries. Manly tears. Backslapping. I
wonder what Little Willy and the rest of the guys think of me: Do
they know that the same gray impulse gave birth to both the obelisk
and the murder?
“You, of all people,” Little Willy says.
“I wonder if anyone knew her,” I say. It is suddenly important
that someone cares. “You think there will be a funeral?”
The boys shake their heads. Sometimes, they can’t deal with me.
I know that.
I tell Ricky to drive by the hospital. It is early morning now, too
early for the day-timers to have started their shifts, so the parking
lot is populated by only a few cars, spread far apart, glistening in the
dew and the halogen glow of the lot lights.
I want to see the sign on the south end of the building. Ricky
messes around a bit, slaloming our SUV between poles and parked
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cars, and then pulls around to the south. There it is, brand new, high
and bold, my name illuminated by fifty-two domed lamps: “L. R.
Stetson Children’s Wing.” A fifteen million dollar donation put it
there. Those are my initials; they were also the initials of my son.
I’m certain the guys all think that’s what this is about.
“I don’t suppose they brought her to this hospital,” I say.
Louis grunts, the first sound from him since the bar, and says to
the ceiling, “No hospital for that bitch. D.O.A., right?”
I nod like a child caught in a lie.
“Straight to the morgue.” Louis believes himself to be a
legitimate thug; he believes himself to be experienced in these types
of things, but he’s just another one of the guys from my college team
who wasn’t drafted. He says this, though, as if he is a judge passing
down a sentence. It seems to me that I am the one being condemned.
We look at the sign in silence. I’d seen it before at the ribboncutting and a few times after, driving by during the day, but it is
something to see illumined as one of the glowing motes of human
light, holding off the darkness. I know that the sign and the obelisk
can do nothing about the numb twilight in my head casting long,
thin shadows across my fate. I’ve been dealt a wicked hand of cards.
I feel it even now.
Ricky says, “It’s really beautiful, man.”
Little Willy says, “You’re a good person, Lance. You’re a good
person.”
I can’t tell who he’s trying to convince.

Because of the humanitarian award and the recent opening of
the hospital wing and the significance of the coming game against
New York, there is a packed press conference after practice today.
Right away, I see the woman in the back, not one of the usual
reporters, not a reporter at all, I’m afraid. She must have a cold. Her
eyes are red-rimmed and wet.
“How does it feel to have received such an award?” says a
reporter.
It’s not so much a question as a prompt. He knows what I will
say. It is what I have learned to say and what he has learned to write.
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I will say what is scripted by the great sports trope-machine:
I’m honored and humbled.
Others also deserve to be recognized.
We all do our part.
I accept the award on behalf of all the players who do so much
for their communities.
And yet, if I tell the truth, if I say what I am tempted to say,
then I would tell them something new, something different from
my shadow striding behind me at morning or my shadow rising up
to meet me in evening. I want to answer honestly: I feel nothing
at all. Tell him this is it, this is everything: I’m just trying to see
what the thing is that I’m carrying around on my back. The victories
and fame and wealth, those were the beginning, but they didn’t do
it. The donations and the charity work, the days and weeks spent
in the horrible places of the world, holding the sick and dying, the
self-deprivation, the self-loathing, the humiliating task of learning
to identify, by the slackness of skin and sudden restfulness, the exact
second when a ruined soul has escaped from life to death. My son, a
small mass of fading flesh in a cocoon of wires and tubes. Now, my
own violence. That still, I’m having trouble feeling.
You think this chunk of engraved crystal will do the trick? It’s
just another broken image. Throw it on the heap.
The questions continue, and although they are technically from
a free and independent press, we all follow the norms as faithfully as
our consciences allow. After the press conference, I head back to the
locker room. The woman with the cold from the back of the room
sidles up to me. She slides a card into my hand.
“Important people need to meet with you,” she says.
I look down into her face and try to find it in a memory. She
doesn’t look like a hooker. An agent? An old college boosters’ bait?
“I’m not interested,” I say.
“You don’t have a choice.” She glances around to ensure no one
is paying attention and then flashes the inside of her jacket. I don’t
see, exactly, what it is, but I recognize the sudden black gleam of
light. I play dumb.
“Are you going to mug me in my own locker room?”
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She smiles. “You know, it’s kind of a funny thing, this is actually
not my gun. Perhaps you can help us return it to its proper owner?”
“Who is ‘us’?”
“That, I can’t tell you. I’m just a representative. You have an
appointment. Drive yourself, don’t involve your friends.” She
glances at my hand to indicate the card I palmed and walks away.

The address is out of town, a network of highways and truck
stops. This is a wasteland of dust and exhaust and grease. The
most limited of the human joys hang about in the air, frank and
unapologetic, promising no more than what there is, honesty as
noble as it is depressing. The meeting place turns out to the Red
Rock Diner. It is closed, out-of-business closed, abandoned to
disrepair by absentee landlords. There is a parking lot in the back,
shielded from the main traffic, where a tree is lying on its side. Its
roots clutch at the air, making final appeals for life.
What I am walking into, I assume, is an extortion scheme. I’ve
been through them before. Normally, I can call a bluff, I can tell
these types to go ahead and publish those incriminating (doctored,
I swear) photos of me in S&M leather with a goat, or dare them to
follow through with their threats to reveal new evidence about the
shadowy death of my son. These are the threats that drove my wife
underground. She changed her name, moved to Nova Scotia, works
as a transcriptionist so she doesn’t have to take my money. I, on the
other hand, see the ancient humor inherent in such schemes. These
extortionists are trying to shape the world into an image they can
recognize, like the rest of us.
Turns out this is not extortion; nothing of the sort. Sitting
on a broken-backed chair among the heaps of trash and junked
appliances and remnants of juvenile delinquencies, is Ellison
Villalobos, our Esteemed Mayor. He is the pride of our city: young,
handsome, full of optimism and energy, headed for bigger things
someday, certainly, and now flanked by a couple of blank-faced
assistants.
“Quite a night last night, wasn’t it?” he says.
“I’m not sure what you mean.”
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He smirks. “The gala? The award? Quite a night, eh?”
“Oh. I suppose so.”
He nods and tucks his lips in his teeth. His face is round; his
skin is taut and brown. “The thing is,” he says, “no one wants to lose
a hero, you know what I mean?”
I know what he means.
“You and me, we have a responsibility to the public,” he says.
What he means is that we have responsibilities to ourselves, to
protect ourselves, and that means protecting each other.
“Did she have family?”
He grimaces. “It’s best not to get involved. It’s best not to ask
these kinds of questions. What’s done is done and the important
thing is, we make it go away. Let’s leave it at that.” He sighs and rubs
his forehead. “Foremost, I need you to do two things for me: Stay
away from this—situation—and stay away from guns. You need
protection, let me know, but no more guns. Understand?”
I hate being talked down to, and perhaps in a different moment
I would protest or stand up or storm out, but I can’t.
“Will there be a funeral?” I say.
“I’m telling you to stay away from it.”
“But what happens to her? Is there a service?”
“You understand what will happen if you get involved. What
you care about, the press cares about. They will get involved; they’ll
start connecting things. I won’t be able to help you. Once the press
starts in, I can’t do anything.”
I look out through the grease-filmed window at the uprooted
tree. I can see myself and the mayor hanging from one of those
airborne roots, nooses tight around our throats, grinning death
grins and rotting in the silence. We are already dead, so why not
do something different? I am tired of seeing my own shadow, its
haughty stride rising up behind me.

The hummocks of my estate roll down toward the sea from
Slocomb’s Hill like the slow bouncing of a child’s ball. They would
be a dappled green if not for the oppressive fog. Instead, they are a
slightly deeper shade of gray from the sky and water. Cypress and
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eucalyptus pierce the gentle slopes of the grounds, here and there,
like somber sentinels of the afterlife. Our procession winds through
the shorn fields until we reach the site, a quiet hyacinth garden
between a low hedge and an appalling vista of open sea and sky.
We are protected, for the moment, from the reporters. They
have crowded the gates. Soon their lust will surge and they will
break through and flow down the hills toward us like an exhalation
of bilious blood.
My son’s grave is here. A dry stone marks his body. There are no
words on it. What should have been written could not be.
Now, the nameless, homeless, friendless woman will join him
in my garden.
I order the mourners to walk round the garden in a ring. They
cry, wail, dump ash upon their heads, rend their sackcloth garments
with their hands, gnash their teeth, and gouge themselves with their
own fingernails. This is what I’ve paid them to do. We will plant her
in my garden and she will sprout and bloom in the spring. I won’t
be around to see it.
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Second Prize: Poetry
Under-25 Scholarship
TOMORROW IN AUSTRALIA
Tara Camgros
There's always time, somewhere in the world.
It's not even tomorrow in Australia yet,
and the day's just begun on the New York streets.
So pack your bags and keep flying west,
and you'll never have to deal with the days you leave behind.
There might be a chance of redemption
on some undiscovered island in the South Pacific sea.
But there, tree trunks are riddled with bullet holes
from a long-forgotten war—and you want a world
without problems.
When sunset stains the warm waters red,
these beaches will remember a different dye,
and dream of sunken soldiers somewhere underneath the waves.
These places are old, where the stars cannot see
and simple beggars hold secrets of great import.
A street like this is not meant for a tourist's feet,
with cobbles cracked and broken under the strain
of eons. You are not welcome here, and your dreams
will find no rest in this town. Follow the lamps as they flick on:
one, two, three, four. One, two, three, four.
If you stop counting, you might have to look
at those things the lamplight carves from the shadows.
One, two, three, four. One, two, three, four.
They were people, once. Two. Three. Four.
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You're half around the world in your dirigible mind,
nose pressed against the glass of another century.
Can you see the smokestacks? They're burning our years away,
and all of London is lit up with the glow.
But Siberia is cold, even in summer, and the sun just rose last week.
The sedges are star-shocked, but warm wind calls you in.
Don't let the bright glow of northern lights keep you up
after dark. This night is six months long,
and you are already late for another day.
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Climbing Into Night
Monoprint
Janet Self
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Honorable Mention: Poetry
Friends of MCWC Scholarship
GILBERT AND ED WASHING THE WHEELCHAIRS,
TELEGRAPH AVENUE COIN-OP
Kathleen McClung
We come each Saturday. Sometimes we sing,
tell knock knock jokes to lighten, lift our chore—
car wash duet, our prayer for bodies aching
in wards of orderlies and moans, in wings
with Ansel Adams prints on walls, Half Dome décor.
We come each Saturday. Sometimes we sing
Sinatra, fly me to the moon. We bring
our boom box in the van, open both doors,
		
duet, our prayer for bodies aching,
confined to narrow beds, remembering
a picnic, August 1934.
We come each Saturday. Sometimes we sing
but mostly listen to high-powered spray rinsing
these fleets of unfilled seats, each week a dozen more,
				
our prayer for bodies aching
we never meet yet surely know those whispering
our names and words we’ve heard somewhere before.
We come each Saturday. Sometimes we sing,
					
our bodies aching.
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Honorable Mention: Creative Nonfiction
CROSSING OVER
Christine Dietrich Cragg

T

he little girl who lived across the street was a bully. I was
hardly old enough to understand what the word meant,
but I knew she enjoyed teasing me over the fact that her mother let
her play in the street and mine did not. She'd see me playing in my
front yard and call to me from her side of the street, then laugh as
she skipped across. Once she'd completed her ritual tease and was in
my yard, we'd play, and I'd try to ignore the way it made me feel—
but it did bother me.
I had a red swing set in my back yard and a sandbox under the
peach tree. On hot days we would play in the sprinkler, if there
weren't clothes hanging on the clothesline. One summer afternoon,
thirsty from a vigorous round of trying to see if we could pump
high enough to swing a full circle over the top of the swing set—
something I never tired of trying to do—I turned on the hose that
lay in the shade of the plum tree, and as I put my mouth to the clear,
wet stream, out slid a little grass snake. It was a beautiful emerald
green and smooth, with tiny yellow stripes running down both sides.
Growing up in Texas, bugs and reptiles were as often playthings
as my Barbie doll and her outfits. I captured the squirmy creature
quickly, before it could slither to safety in the lawn. It was so small
and pretty, I didn’t want to hurt it. Cupping it carefully between my
two palms, I waited for it to calm down. When it stopped wiggling,
I opened my hands and gently caught it just behind its head. In
complete innocence, I held it up to show my mean little friend. She
let out a high-pitched screech, which startled me, but it only took
a second to realize she was afraid of my wiggly captive. Testing my
theory, I extended my arm toward her, the little snake's shiny black
eyes a bit closer to her wide-open blue ones. She screamed again,
turned, and ran.
I felt a rush of something that was unfamiliar in my young
world—my own power. She was allowed to cross the street, but
she was also afraid of snakes. I was not. Holding the harmless green
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creature at arm's length in front of me, I giggled with revenge as I
chased her around the back yard, up the driveway and all the way to
the curb, the snake dangling from my hand. I delighted at the sight
of her, still screaming, racing across that forbidden-to-me ribbon of
asphalt. It was a long time before she ventured to my side of the
street, and she never teased me again.
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Third Prize: Novel
THE FOG EATERS
Jan Edwards

W

illa leaned her shoulder against the cool glass. A spool
and scissors stood ready on the sill. The north-facing
window had good light for handwork, plus she could see Alcatraz
and sometimes part of the Golden Gate Bridge on a clear day. That
morning, however, a hazy scrim blurred the view.
The window belonged to a costume shop perched at the end of
a pier. The creaky structure had once been the morgue for a Civil
War fort, and was built over water so the breeze would blow the
stench across the bay. In recent years, the crumpling fort had been
revamped to house nonprofits, and the building now had livelier
occupants. Yet, as Willa would attest, there was still something odd
about the place.
When she started working there, just walking into the shop
gave her the jitters. But these days, she barely noticed when a hat
vanished from a shelf, or a light flashed on in the props room.
She’d grown accustomed to rustling in the petticoats, whispers in
the walls, and the greenish glow hovering near the dress forms. She
dubbed the shop “Brigadoon,” since it appeared suddenly from the
mist and seemed to encourage a light hold on reality.
Willa pushed the needle through the soft leather. Summer was
half gone and still she waited for a sign. Not a comet or solar eclipse,
just an everyday omen to point her in the right direction. The bright
dreams that lured her to San Francisco years ago had dulled. A new
nudge was long overdue. Maybe she had missed it. Meanwhile, her
days rolled out like a bolt of beige flannel; practical, predictable,
and drowsy.
Suddenly, out of the fog, a huge white bird bashed against the
window. Willa jumped.
“Ow!” The needle jabbed deep, leaving a glistening red bead on
the pad of her thumb. She wrapped a scrap of muslin around the
wound to keep blood from staining the jacket.
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The sharp pain got her attention. Could this be the sign? Maybe,
but not all of it—there must be more. Portents, she recalled, often
came in threes.
And this was the second unexpected event of the morning.
On the way to work, the button had come off her jacket. She was
slipping it through the hole, as she had a thousand times before,
when it fell right into her hand. It had been sewn on properly with a
heavy button twist, so this event must have been years in the making.
Yet, today it chose to come off. And if that weren’t enough, while
sewing the button back on, that crazy bird bumped the window and
she stabbed her thumb.
He did that on purpose, she thought. He’s been harassing me
for days. A beady black eye caught hers as the bird circled once more
round the shop.
“Willa. Willa. Willa, feel your light.”
Willa turned to the young apprentice. “What did you say?”
“I said, Willa, do you feel all right?” Kaitlin looked concerned.
“Do you?”
“I’m fine,” Willa replied. “What do you need?”
“I can’t thread the overlock.”
“Tie the thread and pull it through.”
“I tried, but it’s Medusa. That machine hates me.”
“Don’t take it personally. She’s just a finicky old lady.” Willa
checked her thumb; the bleeding had stopped. Tossing the scrap
of muslin into the trash, she followed Kaitlin across the workroom
towards the temperamental overlock machine. Her right knee ached
today, which slowed her pace. It was strange to hear that phrase Feel
your light again, especially when Kaitlin had not actually said it.
Why had she misheard?
The term was common in the theater. Onstage, it’s difficult for
actors to tell if they are standing on their marks. They need to feel
the light on their faces to be sure. When she was younger, Willa
used the concept to make choices in her life. When something was
right, she could almost feel the light shining on her. It had been
years since she had felt it, however. These days were perpetually dim.
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As she approached the overlock, she saw people milling around
her ironing board, and a muffin with a candle on top. The Medusa
thread jam had obviously been a ruse. She forced a smile.
Kaitlin shouted, “Make a wish!”
At the command, Willa’s mind flashed on an image that slipped
by so fast she couldn’t catch it. She closed her eyes and blew out the
candle anyway, wondering what she had just wished for.
Carolyn bustled over from the festival office. She held a small
paper box wrapped with colored raffia. “A little something for you.”
Willa shook the box lightly. She glanced at Carolyn who, as
usual, was wearing a large, flashy, beaded . . .
“Necklace?” Willa guessed.
“I thought you could use a little flair now that you hit the big
5-O.”
Willa opened the box and held it up, showing its contents for
everyone to ogle.
Carolyn grinned. “Put it on.”
Willa lifted her braid and Carolyn hooked the clasp. As the
necklace landed, it pulled her black crewneck down, accentuating
her collar bones and the flatness of her chest. She felt the glass
encircling her throat like a slave collar. What was that large center
bead, a carved wooden rabbit?
“Thanks Carolyn, it’s . . . amazing.”
Carolyn kissed the air and pivoted on her kitten heels. As general
manager of Bard on the Bay she tried hard to dress the part—perhaps
too hard. Her style had a carefully cultivated edginess: eggplantdyed pageboy, quirky eyeglasses and chunky beads bouncing on her
bosom. An armload of bangles chattered as she left the shop.
“Willa, you look really terrific for fifty.” Kaitlin said. “My mom’s
forty-eight and she looks much older than you.”
“Thanks.” The words caught Willa by surprise. Until this
moment she hadn’t realized she was old enough to be Kaitlin’s
mother. Though she was fond of the girl, the relationship felt more
mentor than mother. Willa wondered if they would stay in touch
after the season ended.
Kaitlin was a competent apprentice, but unlikely to be cut out
for the backstage life. Willa assumed she had volunteered for the
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summer festival as a lark, hoping to have some fun before embarking
on a real career. Today the girl wore spike-heeled ankle boots and
a ‘40s style geometric print sundress with a sequined cardigan to
match her fuchsia hair. No serious costumer would dress like that,
not for work.
Willa, like Coco Chanel, almost always wore black. And
Kaitlin was right—she did look terrific. With a ballet body, long
dark hair and grey eyes that picked up tints of nearby colors, Willa
still turned heads. But a few strands of silver were braided into the
black, and, along with the morning, joint stiffness she detected a
new ache in her chest. Sometimes it felt like longing, sometimes
regret.
This weekend, the last of the summer shows had opened. The
costumes had been transferred to the theater and were now in the
care of the wardrobe mistress. Willa would have to switch roles
from designer to shop head and oversee the clean-up. She hoped to
get things squared away before the summer apprentices drifted off
to their real lives.
She crossed to where the sketches hung crooked on the wall,
weighed down by the fabric swatches stapled to their corners.
They looked washed-out under the fluorescent bulbs. She pulled
the push pins from Titania and the fairy court, stacking them in a
manila folder. The end of another Dream, she thought, writing the
date on the cover.
As she dropped the folder into the drawer and pushed it shut,
the heavy necklace smacked into the file cabinet. Willa hated
ostentatious jewelry, but it seemed ungracious to take it off before
she left work. Carolyn might come back and her feelings would be
hurt. So adjusting the beads to balance their weight,
Willa
headed to the racks.
Long rows of galvanized pipes hung by chains from the ceiling,
higher than Willa could reach without a step stool, with a second
row below the first at elbow height. She sighed. This was her most
difficult task: thinning out the costume storage racks. The chains
swayed and groaned as she parted hangers crammed with dusty
capes. Willa slipped inside the row and the faded velvet closed
softly behind her.
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Light was dim and sound muffled in the narrow fabric maze. She
made her way, navigating by touch: fur, satin, vinyl, corduroy. Her
fingers passed chain-mail made years ago from the tabs of old soda
cans and dried macaroni sprayed gold and glued onto velveteen to
imitate Elizabethan embroidery. She stood for a second to breathe it
in. Most people would have sneezed, but not Willa. The scent of the
racks enveloped her in tales of transformation. A well constructed
costume was built to evolve. In a shop like this, it would have many
lives. Each garment, from brocade doublet to muslin petticoat,
started as a unique creation, designed to fit an individual actor in a
particular production. When that show closed, the costume came
here to hang in limbo, awaiting reincarnation. To her, this was the
essence of theater.
Over the years, Willa had worked with every costume piece:
re-cutting, dyeing, changing trims, fitting them to another body,
another story. These threadbare velvets and stained silks became her
creative partners. What appeared to an outsider as tattered rags, she
recognized as seasoned troopers, bringing character and gravitas to
each role. Her clever partnering of garment with performer could
spark synergy. She’d watched an antique farthingale train a stiff
ingénue to move gracefully, and a nervous understudy shine with
stage presence when draped in a veteran cloak.
Costumes held emotional charge. Perhaps because they
experienced such highs and lows of energy, night after night,
the fabrics themselves transformed. Costumers talked of feeling
overwhelmed by spirits in the wardrobe room. What could one learn
from Hamlet’s ruff of agony, grief, madness; or of first love from the
ribbon on Juliet’s cap; or magic from Prospero’s mantle? Time only
set the imprint deeper. Standing among them almost made her faint.
Maybe Willa did faint, or at least space out for a bit, because
she came to her senses standing several rows from where she had
entered. She rubbed her eyes. Where was she? The costumes had
grown into a looming forest. The branches grabbed at her braid. Her
birthday necklace had become tangled in something. It was twisted
tightly, but she tore it free. Head spinning and heart racing, she slid
to the floor.
Another panic attack. Willa told herself to get a grip. She wasn’t
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lost, only inside the racks with her imagination going wild. She
pulled her mind back into her body, took a few deep breaths, and
her heart slowed.
She stood slowly and shook her head. What was she doing
here? Oh yes, deciding which costumes stayed and which had to go
to make room for the new. She hated this part of her job. It felt like
losing old friends. With no idea what would be needed next season,
there was only one way to choose. Eyes closed, she silently called
for volunteers. Her fingers reached out until they poked through
loosely crocheted yarn.
“Thank you for your years of service,” she told the shawls.
“Remember this isn’t the end.” She didn’t say that just to cheer them
up. They would easily find new homes at the Halloween sale. When
Willa exited with an armload of shawls, she was stunned to find she
had been hours in the racks.
“Wilhelmina Grant, where were you? Didn’t you hear me
calling?”
She blinked in the relative brightness. Her friend Jeremy stood
near the cutting table wearing an electric blue sweatshirt with a
cartoon of a polar bear clinging to a shrinking iceberg.
“Don’t say it,” he said. “Horrible, I know. It’s the new promo
gift. We have to wear them.” Jeremy worked at Wild World, an
environmental group with an office in the next building.
“I’ll never understand why people want to wear billboards.”
Willa grumbled, although she would be the first to admit that every
garment made some sort of statement.
“Still up for lunch, birthday girl? We should hurry if we want
our table,” Jeremy said.
“Lunch, of course. I got sidetracked.”
Kaitlin appeared and scooped the shawls into a cardboard box.
“Don’t forget your past,” she said.
Willa spun towards her. “What?”
“Don’t forget your badge. Your costumer’s badge.” Kaitlin
pointed to the cluster of safety pins fastened to Willa’s shirt.
While removing the pins, Willa noticed a bit of frayed satin
ribbon wrapped around the rabbit bead. She recognized it
immediately. “Darn! The necklace must have caught on the old
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whalebone corset. If I’d realized, I wouldn’t have pulled so hard.”
She set the ribbon on the cutting table to repair later, and readjusted
the unruly necklace.
Jeremy frowned at the colored beads. “Let me guess. Carolyn?”
“Remember Jeremy, it’s the thought that counts.”
He shook his head. “But what in the world was she thinking?”
Willa shrugged and headed for the door, carrying her black
leather bomber with its newly sewn button. Without it, she would
freeze in the festival of fog known as summer in San Francisco.
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First Prize: Flash Fiction
Under-25 Scholarship
SPACEMAN
Amanda Coats

I

t’s coupon day at Cosmic Pizza, which means that if you
come dressed up all spacey you get free Galacta-coins. It also
means that if you work here you better hit the Aqua Net pretty hard
and wear your good spandex, because play your cards right and the
tips will be outta this world. Most of the Cosma-girl outfits look
pretty much the same, which is to say, they look like a cigarette girl
from the Playboy Club that’s been sent to be chromed and then
accessorized by a couple of the chicks that Captain Kirk boned.
From there, it’s tinfoil on your fingernails and a slinky that doubles
as some kind of pneumatic spring around your ponytail. It’s fun, for
like, a day, but it’s also the most skin the customers will see all week,
so they tend to be generous.
We get two kinds of clientele here around this time: teenagers
who look like the pizza and insist that Space Invaders has gone
mainstream, and their 30-year-old counterparts, who’ve come back
for shits and giggles or to avoid hearing another rant about strollers.
The returners always leave realizing what total nerds they are, and
count their lucky meteors they’ve found someone who didn’t care
that they can speak Klingon or have a collector’s set of Star Wars tea
cups, and the kids, well, you learn to deal. They’ll be here every day
until closing, until the day they aren’t.
I’m on token duty tonight. So far, I’ve cashed in four Spocks,
three Darth Vaders, some kind of space cowboy, and about ten
miscellaneous aliens. This latest one’s painted himself green, and
has what’s got to be either a prosthetic third eye, or one Pluto of a
pimple.
“Do you guys have the new Droid Battle Pro yet?”
“Uh, yeah,” I stutter, distracted by the wiggle of Mt. 3rd Eye
between the green boy’s eyebrows. “It’s in the back.”
“How much does it cost?”
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“3 Galacta-coins.” It can’t be real. He just got the application
wrong, is all. A little too much glue, a little too much paint.
“And ... how many do I get?”
“Ten.” It pops.
The kid moves on with a disgruntled sigh, dripping little circles
of green paint off of his tail behind him. I watch the trail grow in a
path toward the game. I don’t even try to stop him, even though I
know that kid’s going to make it a scrubbing night. I can already feel
the twenty years of wrinkles and tin foil cuticle cuts the Clorox will
leave as I scrub that paint up.
Next in line is a spaceman. You’d be surprised how few of those
we get. He stands tall and soft in his inflated white suit and blackedout helmet.
“Nice suit there. First spaceman I’ve seen all night.”
He shrugs, nods a little, and gestures at my flight badge.
“Oh this? It’s nothing, really. It was awarded to me for my
service in the Beta Galaxy raid. I was a nurse to the wounded of
Vector 7.” Actually, Marge, the heavyset assistant manager, had
taken a break from doing the stock inventory last night to sew a
piece of an old canvas bag over the grease stain where a six-year-old
Chewbacca had thrown a piece of pizza at my suit.
Spaceman nods his head again, giving a friendly salute. I hand
him his ten coins, and smile. I envision myself taking off his mask
and seeing the first smooth-faced man of my own age to ever come
into Cosmic Pizza, then leaving this place for good. Already, I hear
the shock in my mother’s breath when I call and tell her, “I was right!
I didn’t need to go to college to find a husband!” before running off
to Vegas to get married by a fat Elvis impersonator.
I shake out of my dream, the spaceman still standing there
holding his ten coins.
“Screw it,” I say, handing over the burlap sack of Galacta-coins.
“I’ll meet you out back at 11:00.”
He nods, clinking down the green path.
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SUPERGIRL
Excerpt from 104 Raves: A Memoir
Samantha Durbin

C

layton was wearing a big goofy smile when he plopped into
my white ‘76 VW Beetle.
“Hi, doll face,” he said, leaning in for a kiss.
He tasted more like cigarettes than weed this afternoon. “Hi!
So, are you going to tell me where we’re going? And what my second
birthday present is?”
“We’re going to my friend Dave’s place. He wants to be a tattoo
artist. We’ve talked about getting tattoos, and I really want you to
be there when I get my first one. And if you want one, it’s my treat.”
That morning I woke up more nervous for him than me. His
first gift was a hand-drawn graffiti piece with my name in a bubbleletter style. All weekend I’d been admiring “Samantha” on thick,
fancy paper alive in red, silver, and purple colored pencil. The art
was polished, and the gift was thoughtful—I could tell it took him
hours to create, and I was planning on framing it. It would be hard
to up himself with another (affordable) present; he didn't have the
money for the new pair of Adidas kicks I wanted, and Clayton’s idea
of dining out was a trip to Taco Bell.
“Oh, really?” I said, gripping my furry zebra print steering
wheel. I stared at the street ahead of us, unsure I wanted to move
forward.
Getting tattoos together was bold. And naughty. It was like
we were Clarence and Alabama in True Romance, about to stamp
ourselves with our eternal love for each other. It seemed more
romantic now than when we’d talked about it some stoned night.
Clayton wanted to draw his first one. I didn’t know what to get but
knew it wasn’t a heart with his initials in it. Back then, I didn't have
reservations of what to put in my body, but I always seemed to know
what looked good on my body. I knew better than to dedicate my
first tattoo to someone else.
“Who is this Dave guy?” I started the car up. “Is he legit?”
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“He’s a friend’s older brother, and yeah, he’s cool. He’s just not
established yet. I’ve been talking to him for weeks about this, and
he’s stoked to meet you and practice on us. Everything is clean and
professional. You’ll see.”
I shifted into first, and we chugged toward the freeway. The
words practice on us echoed in my ears, but I didn’t stop brainstorming
about what to emblazon on my body.
What statement should I make? And where? It couldn’t be
anywhere my parents could see it. I’d just turned 17, still a year away
from the legal age to get a tattoo. I didn't consider asking my parents
for permission. They wouldn’t authorize my tongue piercing, and
I did it anyway; I’d successfully hidden my tongue pierce from my
parents for the last six months. Lately, I’d been wearing oversized
men’s clothes per my raver princess style (with a hip hop twist).
Hiding a little tattoo seemed like a cinch compared to a metal bar
in my tongue.
Clayton was talking about the design he’d drawn, a thin-lined
black tribal pattern with ghostly faces throughout. “Just get back on
the 1 going south,” he interrupted himself.
Curving onto the highway, I flashed to the tacky tribal tattoos
of some raver chicks, their tramp stamps centered on their lower
backs, peeking out from baggy pants. The swirly black lines seemed
masculine and ambiguous. For me, that spot, though somewhat
hidden, was too obvious. I wanted something that represented who
I was at the time: empowered, independent, Ms. Red.
Bouncing in his seat like a kid raring to go to Disneyland,
Clayton said, “Take the Collins Street exit. It’s a few down.”
It was a typical foggy day in Pacifica with blue sky hinting
through drifting gray clouds. I was bundled in a GAP hoodie and
JNCO khakis because I was never warm under the enduring fog
with added coastal chill.
As we exited the highway, Clayton pointed to the right. We
drove past simple one-story houses, many weathered and stripped
of any brightness. Parked cars were of the Toyota and Chevy variety,
rather than BMW and Lexus. The neighborhood was similar to
Clayton’s. It was pleasant and felt safe, but it was lackluster. Pacifica
wasn’t the fanciest town.
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Driving along, I thought about how Clayton and I had different
ideas of clean. I often reminded him to scrub underneath his gunky
skater boy fingernails. Even though my fingers were reddened
by incessant cuticle picking, my nails were always filed and clean,
usually adorned with glitter polish. I remembered learning about
HIV in junior high, and that you could get it from contaminated
tattoo needles. Could you really sanitize properly in a DIY tattoo
shop?
“Park here.” Clayton had clicked his seatbelt free before I turned
off the car. He seemed more excited about this than when he lasted
for five minutes of sex, I thought, slightly annoyed.
Through Clayton’s passenger window was a white house with
navy blue trim; not the nicest house on the block, but not the worst.
When I walked around the front of my car, I noticed a healthy grass
front lawn with a nearly naked tree on one side. Black pebbles and
shriveled fall leaves circled the foot of the tree. The same pebbles
crunched under our sneakers like Pop Rocks as we walked the path
that led up the front.
We stepped onto a grainy wooden front porch, and just as
Clayton lifted his fist to knock on the door, it flew open to reveal a
stocky guy with a ready smile. His raspy voice yelled, “Hey, man!”
They gave each other a half-bro hug. “Come in guys,” Dave
waved us inside.
Clayton pulled me into the entryway. “This is Samantha.” The
pungent stink of canned tuna fish hovered in the hallway with us.
“Hi, I'm Dave,” he extended his hand. “Great to meet you.” I
shook it, awkward, since most ravers greet each other with a hug.
His smile exuded a genuine ease while I gripped his hand loosely,
hoping he didn't just shake his unwashed tuna fish sandwich mitt
with mine.
“I’m really excited about you guys coming over. I’ve got the
studio all set up.” He motioned for us to follow him. I had expected
a greaser guy wearing a white tee shirt with a cigarette pack rolled
up one shoulder, arms covered with tats, his hair slicked back. Dave,
in his classic Levi’s blue jeans, navy blue tee shirt, and vanilla-plain
haircut looked more like the guy behind the counter at Blockbuster
video.
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We walked past a living room where two brown leather reclining
chairs sat front row to an enormous television framed by shelves
of VHS movies. Under a window, a mahogany bookshelf housed
magazines, more movies, San Francisco Giants bobbleheads, and—
wait—was that a slinky? On top of the bookshelf stood a half-full
bottle of Jack Daniels with the cap off. Next to that was a framed
photo of two dudes and two older folks, presumably Dave and his
brother and parents. Sweatshirts and tee shirts were passed out on
the dirty beige carpeted floor. There was one wall decoration: a
dartboard.
“As you can see, me and my brother are clean freaks,” he joked,
as we moved through the kitchen toward the back of the house.
He took us to a den-like room with a couple windows with
drawn curtains and a black leather chair as the centerpiece. Filmy
pieces of paper with drawings on them were tacked to the wall. They
flapped like an audience wave as a desk fan rotated its blow at them,
a subtle crackle with each flutter.
Dave handed me a large black binder. “These are the pieces I've
done, in case you want to look,” he said. “You think you want one?”
I looked at Clayton, who was urging “yes” through a closedmouth smile. “Yeah, maybe,” I said glancing at the papers on the
walls.
“No pressure.” Dave walked to a cluttered counter by the
window. “Let me know if you need any ideas. Do you guys want
water or anything?”
“Yeah, man,” Clayton said as he took off his baseball cap and
shirt and sat in the black leather chair. He explained his design to
Dave as I wandered around the room.
A tiger, a cheesy rainbow with butterflies, an orange and green
owl, a sun and moon, an old-fashioned sailor girl seductively curling
through an anchor. Dave's style was rudimentary. Nothing spoke to
me.
Dave left the room, and I went over to the counter to examine
his spread. There was a gun that looked like a hot glue gun made
from metal rather than plastic, cloudy plastic bottles of every
possible color of ink, pens and tracing papers, little plastic caps. I
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inspected the technical-looking power box with cords coming out
of it and relaxed when I saw a six-pack of needles safely sealed in
plastic. I reached a hand out and Clayton breathed, “Don't touch!”
Dave walked back carrying two glasses of water. “Is Creedence
cool?”
I hadn’t heard Creedence Clearwater Revival since one of my
dad’s floor-vibrating Saturday morning wake-up-the-entire-house
calls. At least their feel-good tunes were more pleasant to wake up
to than ABBA’s cheesy pop. Dave pushed play on a CD stereo and
twangy classic rock lit up the room, transporting me to the True
Romance scene I’d envisioned earlier.
Dave assembled things on a small metal tray propped on the
arm of the chair. He copied Clayton’s drawing to a piece of tracing
paper, and water transferred it onto the inside of Clayton’s upper
left arm like you do with a fake tattoo. Clayton’s kinky armpit hair
glared while Dave asked if the design was in the right place.
The buzz of the tattoo gun blew like a swarm of bees into the
room. I watched as Dave bent over Clayton, eyebrows squished
together in concentration. Ten minutes in, Clayton said, “Aw man,
I’m dying for a cigarette.”
“Sorry, you’re going to have to wait until I’m done. Gotta keep
things clean.”
Clayton was tapping his toes together and gripping the sides of
the chair tight. “Does it hurt?” I asked.
“It’s more of a sting,” he said through gritted teeth. “Not too
bad.”
“Uh-huh, right,” I said, noting not to get one on the inside of
my upper arm—the hairless baby skin looked too delicate. I turned
to the black binder and a red image flashed at me.
“I’ve got it! I know what I want!” I beamed.
Two hours later, Clayton’s upper arm was bandaged in a
Saran Wrap cast as we smoked cigarettes on Dave’s front porch.
Anticipating my turn, I ducked back into the house to empty my
excited bladder and wash smoke stench off my hands.
Entering the tattoo den, I announced myself by taking off my
baby tee, revealing a burgundy lace bra, confident as two pairs of
eyes admired my slim body. I jumped onto the cool leather chair and
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undid my belt and zip fly of my khakis before slithering my pants
and underwear down a few inches.
“Right here,” I said, pointing to a smooth patch of skin just
above my tuft. Instead of back and center, I opted for front and
center, right above my newly-liberated womanhood.
“That’s hot,” Clayton said.
“Yeah it is,” Dave agreed.
Intoxicating rebellion washed over me as I looked down at my
exposed target. This is hot, I thought. Warmed by the adoration of
two guys, I asked Dave if my needle was fresh out of the plastic.
He stopped, serious, as if I’d offended him. He reassured me that
every person’s needle was always a clean one and quieted to draw my
simple design onto tracing paper.
I looked at Clayton, who was holding a hand mirror up to the
underside of his arm, even though all you could see was a plasticized
blur. I hoped Dave was going to take pictures of our tattoos to put
in his binder, but I was too nervous to ask. He did the water transfer,
and because it was a hard angle for me to see straight, Clayton
confirmed it was in the right spot.
“Are you ready, Supergirl?” Dave asked me, gun in hand,
prepared to fire.
“Hell, yeah.”
The loud buzzing interrupted the song, “Midnight Special.”
Oh my god, I know this song,” I said. “Do you guys remember
that driving scene in the Twilight Zone movie?”
Dave laughed, “Yeah, I do actually. I forgot about that movie.”
I lay my head back to relax. The ceiling was a boring wash of
white, so I turned my head to watch the animated papers on the
wall. There was a tug of my skin, and then the swarm of bees banded
together to sting me at once, a hundred at the same time. The pain
of a tattoo needle was certainly more of a sting, but the sharpest,
hottest sting I'd ever felt. Within seconds, beads of sweat bubbled
on my forehead and wetness spilled out of my armpits. I focused on
staying still, surrendering to the buzzing pain.
Every fifteen minutes I reminded Dave to make my tattoo
as feminine as possible. He patiently said “OK” every time. The
buzzing stopped after about an hour. I peeled my clammy body
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off the black leather to sit up and look down my chest at a swollen
patch of pink skin that appeared redder because of the red ink of
the design. The size of a small kiwi fruit, the Superman symbol
was forever stamped on me. A black outline intended to define the
diamond shape looked blurred. When I pointed this out to Dave,
he said, “Don't worry. When it’s healed, it will be clearer.”
The rush of adrenaline left my body depleted, and my targeted
spot strangely warm and numb at the same time. But my mind was
alert—I couldn't wait to see the final result. Clayton taped a patch
of Saran Wrap below my belly button. To avoid rubbing my fresh
wound, I had to sag my pants low around my hips.
We smoked a few more cigarettes on the patio, and I learned
that Dave’s mom had moved to Mendocino a couple of years ago
after his father died, leaving him and his brother with the house.
Dave was trying to get an apprenticeship at a tattoo shop in San
Francisco, and he and Clayton met doing graffiti together.
After two weeks of cleaning our wounds and applying Lubriderm
lotion to crazy itchy scabs, the tattoos revealed themselves. Clayton
was satisfied with his raw, ambiguous styling; it was the beginning
of his deep connection to tattoo art, igniting what many tattooed
people know as an addictive means of self-expression.
Mine wasn't perfect. The black outline still blurred after it
healed, and it wasn’t as feminine as I’d wished. It was off-center on
my body, floating more to the left. My Supergirl had blurred lines
and misdirected angles: a symbol of a girl trying not to be perfect,
but to be superhuman.
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Under-25 Terry Connelly Scholarship
APRIL 2014
Jasper Henderson
Month of five Wednesdays,
Noble creature of time—
Month with three paydays—
Two for rent but one all mine.
O four-leaf clover of months,
Pot of gold, one wish granted—
Whence thine power? Thanks a bunch—
My money woes, for now supplanted.
April’s not the cruelest month. February.
Twenty-eight days of toil.
Make your nut or things get scary—
Tighten the lid. Bring to a boil.
Thank you, fat month, and see you next year,
And if I’m still solvent, I’ll buy you a beer.
‘Cause a day and a night are as straight as a line,
But a month is a figment, a creature of time.
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Second Prize: Novel
TEA AND VENGEANCE
From Chapter I
Marion Deeds

November 4, 1929

A

mbrose Earnshaw, Seattle’s Commissioner of Magi, looked
across his wide ebony desk at the young woman seated
there. “Mortimer Lester is a good friend,” he said, “but he is not a
great a judge of character. I am, and I investigate thoroughly.” He
touched the open file folder before him.
The woman nodded. Her expression was serious but not anxious.
She was pretty, with green eyes and black hair, unfashionably long
but tucked up bob-like under a gray cloche hat. Her hands were
folded, and he could see where a tear in the thumb seam of one
glove had been nearly perfectly mended. He guessed that the gray
wool skirt she wore, which ended just below her knee, was at least
two years old.
“You came here from California, and you attended Miss
Meritage’s Young Women’s Academy in San Diego,” he said.
“My parents died when I was ten and Uncle John was the only
one who could take me in.” She had a low-pitched voice. “When I
was thirteen my aunt got sick, and with that and the four boys they
couldn’t look after me, so I went to Miss Meritage’s.”
“I have her letter here.” He cleared his throat and read aloud.
“‘Miss White was a conscientious and obedient student. While
she possesses no magical affinity, she is a careful and methodical
potion mixer. She is reliable, punctual, and tidy. If the position you
are filling does not require great imagination, she will do well. I
recommend her to you.’ ”
If Miss White was hurt by this blunt assessment, it didn’t show.
Earnshaw said, “You cared for Mortimer’s great-aunt, in
Tarzana, until she crossed over.”
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“Yes.” Miss White shifted her hands. “I came to Seattle looking
for work. Mr. Lester told me you might have a position.”
“I do,” he said. He glanced around his room, stroking his
mustache with thumb and forefinger. The study filled him with a
sense of satisfaction, from the teak wainscoting to the marquetry
ceiling carved of bird’s-eye maple. The rich Persian carpets had been
chosen by his wife, now four years dead.
“I’ve done a bit of research about you, too, Mr. Earnshaw,” Dolly
White said. “I understand that you are the Commissioner of Magi,
and that your elder child, Francis, is in the Order of Protectors,
which I assume is a magical police force. Although the city police
force doesn’t care much for them, it seems.”
“Short-sighted fools,” he said. He shot his cuffs. “The
Commission is a ... well, a governing council. We recommend
policy on magic to the Mayor, and we investigate complaints.
We’re responsible for the licensing of magical practitioners and the
collection of fees.”
“We didn’t have one of those in California,” she said.
“California is a hotbed of magical crime.”
A silence fell.
“Well,” Dolly said, “I admit I’m confused. You want a companion
for your daughter, but I’ve seen her picture in the society pages, and
she isn’t an invalid, is she?”
“My daughter is a drunkard.”
Dolly White raised her eyebrows.
“Fiona is about to be engaged to Antonio Arbelio, the scion
of a fine magical family. But she, lately ... in the past six months she
has frequented a vile criminal enterprise, a speakeasy run by that
loathsome Violet Solomon woman. Fiona’s behavior grows wilder
and more outrageous each day.” He cleared his throat. “We haven’t
even had the engagement party yet. I’ve thought of moving up the
wedding date, but—”
“Oh, no, you mustn’t.” Dolly shook her head. “That leaves both
families open to the worst kinds of gossip.”
“I see that you understand. She’s gotten wilder and wilder. Four
nights ago she drove her car into a light pole. As if I didn’t have
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enough on my mind last week, what with ... well. Something has
to be done. The problem is even worse, because I believe the gin is
spiked with shimmer-shim. That terrible stuff should be outlawed.”
“The herb has a valid use, Mr. Earnshaw, as a pain reliever.”
He stared, then smiled a bit sourly. “I forgot you were a scholar
of potions. Well, once Fiona is safely married, there might be a place
for you on the Commission staff. If you can keep her away from the
precipice until—”
The doors opened and a slender young woman reeled into the
room, wrapped in a pink silk dressing gown. Fluffy pink feathered
mules covered her feet. “Are you interviewing my new jailor,
Daddy?”
“Don’t be flippant. Miss White, my daughter, Fiona.”
Ignoring Dolly’s outstretched hand, Fiona staggered over to
the other chair and fell into it. The diffuse afternoon light from
the French doors bleached her wavy blonde bob to the color of a
dandelion clock. “I hope he’s going to pay you plenty, Miss White,”
she said. She yawned. “You’ll need it. Lord! I’m tired.”
“How can you be tired? It’s two in the afternoon. You’ve slept
through breakfast and lunch.” Dolly leaned forward, staring into
the girl’s face. “You’re under the influence of shimmer-shim right
now.”
“Good Lord,” Earnshaw said.
Fiona smiled and closed her eyes. “Gin-and-shimmer. It’s my
favorite.”
“I can help with this,” Dolly said. “We’ll try an infusion of
Paean’s Touch.”
Earnshaw pulled the bell-pull. As Fiona struggled to her feet, a
young maid came into the room.
“Hot water in a teapot, and honey, please,” Dolly said. “And
we’ll take it in the drawing room.”
“I hate tea,” Fiona said, “and I hate the drawing room.”
“Too bad for you, then,” Dolly said, taking the girl’s arm. They
crossed the marble foyer into the drawing room. The room’s pale
silk drapes had been drawn open, giving a view of the mansion’s fall
garden.
Fiona winced and covered her eyes.
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The maid carried in a tray. Dolly poured a cup of water, added a
dollop of golden honey and dropped in a sachet she took from her bag.
“Are you poisoning me? Surely Daddy wouldn’t have spent a
week checking the bona fides of a poisoner, when he could hire one
in an hour.”
“You think this behavior embarrasses your father,” Dolly said,
“but it just strengthens his position.” She handed Fiona the cup.
“Here, blow on this, it’s hot.”
“Aren’t you bold behind Daddy’s back,” Fiona said. The cup
rattled slightly on its saucer.
“I’d say it to his face,” said Dolly. “Now drink it.”
Grumbling, Fiona drank down the tea. She set the cup on the
tray and dropped back into the chair. “He’s impressed you, hasn’t
he? Seattle’s White King of Magic.”
“He seems to care about you.”
She shook her head. “You don’t know anything about my
fam—” An expression of surprise crossed her face and she sat up.
“I—? I feel . . . awake.”
Dolly nodded. “And you can continue to feel awake, and better,
as long as you avoid alcohol. It’ll take about three days for Paean’s
Touch to drive the shimmer out of your system.”
Fiona pouted. “What if I don’t want it out of my system?”
“Ask me that question again in four days.”
Fiona laughed. “Aren’t you clever! I’m hungry. Let’s go to the
kitchen and get Mrs. Chambers to make us something to eat.”
From his study, Earnshaw monitored the change in his daughter’s
tone. Miss White seemed to be a good choice. She was poor, but not
a pushover. And clearly she had Fiona managed. He closed the file,
pushed it to one side, and reached for some paperwork. A while
later he heard footsteps cross the foyer.
“So, is Fiona’s duenna here yet?”
Earnshaw looked at his son lounging against the door jamb.
Francis Earnshaw was six feet tall, with brown eyes and his mother’s
golden hair. He wore a tan suit with an expensive yellow shirt, and
topaz cufflinks.
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“Her name’s Dolly White. She’ll be helping Fiona until the
wedding is on track. Perhaps she can even assist with the planning.
She seems organized.”
Francis smiled. “I think Tony Arbelio can help with the planning
too. That little cake-eater could even do the flowers.”
Earnshaw stared at his son, his bristly eyebrows drawn together.
He didn’t speak. Francis gazed back, half-smiling.
“Arbelio may disgust me, too,” Earnshaw said, “but we need this
alliance. We need it more than ever since Black Tuesday.”
“You do,” Francis said, as if agreeing.
“My needs are your needs, Francis. I won’t clean up after you
anymore.”
Francis sketched a mocking military salute in his father’s
direction and turned away from the door.
“Francis? No trouble with this girl. I mean it.”
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Photograph
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Second Prize: Short Story
THE LAST WINTER
Gary Durbin

S

everal springs ago, Sten and Han had returned to the Itak
village from a hunt with word of the strangers. The strangers
were tall with foreheads that crawled down their faces straight into
their eyes. They barely had any eyebrows. Sten and Han told the
village how they had crossed the fifth ridge into the valley with
the snaky river and seen them. Sten told about the skins that the
strangers wore—heavy skins of the mammoth.
The two hunters from the Itak Village had been following a
deer into the valley across from a high wall of white stone. Hradef
knew the valley. It was below a sharp pointed mountain that kept a
snowfield on its north side all year.
The strangers hunted in a band of ten. When Sten said this, the
villagers looked to Hradef, but his foresight was dark. He couldn't
see anything into the future, but felt fear. The Itak hadn’t sent out
so large a band for many years—not since the dry time. “They must
have many to feed if they sent so large a band,” a villager said.
Feeling the eyes on him, Hradef asked Sten, “What kinds of
bows do they carry?” The Itak were excellent bow makers and traded
them with other villages. Hradef was the elder who decided which
birch trees to cut for bows. The Banta family pounded fibers and
twisted the bowstrings. Whenever a villager found a large feather,
they brought it back to Kinsk, the arrow maker. Eagle feathers made
the best arrows.
“They had long bows painted red and blue,” Sten said. “Some of
them had long spears.”
“Why would they have spears for hunting deer?” one of the
elders asked.
“I don’t know,” Sten said. “We watched them from some bushes.
They headed down the valley after the deer we were hunting.”
After dinner, the elders discussed sending an emissary to the
strangers. The Itak traded with the Yendo to the west and the Kelto
to the south. The Yendo made good earth pots, and the Kelto hunted
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the birds with bright colors. Itak’s young men were eager to go on
the trading trips. Sometimes they returned with more than goods.
Three of the Itak women were Yendo, and one was Kelto.
That night they danced for knowledge.
The elders took several days to reach an agreement. Concerned
with balance between the village, the land, and the forest, at last
they agreed that meeting the strangers was not a job for the young
men. When Hradef looked around the fire at the other elders, no
one met his eyes. Even Shena, who had been old Netcha’s mate and
borne his two sons, found the fire fascinating. Shena had led the
trading trips for several years. Next to Hradef, she was the most
senior of the leaders.
For three days, they danced for balance while the elders argued.
On the fourth day, as the fire burnt into coals, Hradef stood.
“We are chewing this dry,” he said. “We need to visit the strangers
in order to find out who these people are. The elders must visit.” The
eyes of the elders around the fire rose to meet his. “I will go. I would
like Shena and Oren to go with me.” Shena was an obvious choice
because she was the best trader. Oren was the youngest of the elders
and the best archer. He was taller than most of the Itak—his mother
had been Kelto. The villagers danced the dance of hopefulness.
The strangers called themselves Ara. Two guides had met the
Itak as they approached the village and brought them to a clearing
in the center. The guides knelt on their knees when they approached
the man sitting on a wooden bench in front of a large hut. The hut,
made of skins and poles, was the largest Hradef had ever seen. The
man wore a robe of a strange white fur and a headdress of fur and
feathers. One of the guides motioned for Hradef, Shena, and Oren
to kneel. Hradef felt strange on his knees in front of the man. The
Itak stayed on their knees until the man motioned for them to come
forward.
The Ara did not speak the same language as the Itak. It was
unlike talking with the Yendo or Kelto—the same language with
some different words. This language didn’t have any words they
knew. By a combination of hand signs and some new words, they
learned that the strangers had arrived from the east and the man on
the bench was called Kirg.
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Shena placed two bows, some arrows, a carved stone statue of
two lovers, and some deer skins on the ground in front of Kirg,
offering them to trade. Kirg looked at them, nodded to Shena, and
had one of the women take the items into the hut. They waited
for the Ara to bring goods to trade, but nothing happened. Shena
danced for understanding. Kirg watched, but made no move to
trade.
The Itak stayed through the evening meal. On each side of Kirg,
two women knelt. They each wore a strip of the white fur across
their chests from shoulder to waist. One of them wore a headband
of white fur. Women from the village took turns at the spit where
a deer roasted. One by one, the women with the white fur went to
the fire and cut slices of meat that they placed on bark trays and
brought to Kirg. As they approached Kirg, each woman dropped
to her knees and scuttled forward holding the tray in front of her.
When Kirg took the offered tray, the woman bent so that her head
touched the ground.
After the first woman had backed away from Kirg, Hradef
looked to where Shena knelt beside him. Her eyes held a great
sadness as if to say, “What could make them act like this?”
The Itak returned to the village under a full moon without any
traded goods and with more questions. What made these people act
so strange? Why was Kirg treated so differently? Why would these
women act so submissive?
While the Itak worried the questions, a darkness came to
Hradef. The future was cold and dark. He had never seen the future
so cold.
A week after the trip to meet the Ara, Sten and Han returned
from a hunt to report that they had killed an eight-point stag.
While they were cutting a sapling to carry the stag, a group of Ara
appeared. The Ara pointed their spears at Sten and Han and took
the stag. For the first time, the village couldn't decide on a dance.
The Ara continued to push their hunting closer and closer
to the Itak. Their large hunting parties with spears and arrows
overpowered the Itak. As the Ara pressed them from the east, the
Itak hunted farther west. While the men traveled widely in search
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of game, the women seldom traveled farther than the adjacent
valley where they picked berries and dug roots. By summer, the only
woman who had seen the Ara was Shena, and Shena had no wish to
return to the Ara village.
Lea, daughter of Oren’s son, came into the village just as the sun
turned red. The sky made the red welt on her cheek and the blood
on her nose and hands dark. She had been picking berries by the
pool below the waterfall when a group of Ara men had appeared on
the ridge above. She waved to them and returned to picking berries.
When they came out of the forest, she offered them berries. The
men grabbed her and forced her to have intercourse with several of
them. When she struggled, they laughed.
The Itak men were as shocked as the women. It was common for
Itak couples to drift off into the woods together, and all the men and
women had several partners by the time they settled into a more-orless exclusive relationship.
Rage boiled inside Hradef. He felt a responsibility for Lea as
strong as for his family. The women started the dance of mourning.
Hradef joined Lea's father, Jond, in the sweat lodge. Even though
Jond screamed his outrage and danced forgiveness, Hradef could
still see anger swimming behind Jond's eyes.
It took the villagers only a week to decide that they had to
move. Summer was upon them. There would barely be enough time
to build huts and lay in stores for the winter if they left immediately.
Hradef looked back from the west ridge of the valley he had
known as home for many years. He turned away from the peaceful
glade and the sleepy river with tears in his eyes. Even though they
danced the homecoming dance in the new village, the place had a
loneliness.
The Itak moved again and again, first farther west and then
north along the coast. They learned to fish and gather clams instead
of hunting the forest. The winters were more severe; the land was
unfamiliar. When Sira brought the first body, Tonora’s son, into the
village, Hradef saw the future as if from the top of a mountain. He
could dimly make out the animals moving in a far forest; he saw the
Itak dwindling as the Ara pushed them to the north.
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Even as the death toll mounted, and Ara raiders became bolder
and bolder, the Itak could not kill the Ara. Hradef felt that killing
the Ara would kill something in the Itak, something so old and
precious that their souls would die. Hradef ’s bloodline would end
with the Itak. He lived with a passion for life, a love of the land, and
an intense sense of community.
When the time came to move again, Hradef was the last to
leave the rough village. He climbed out of the valley and stopped on
the north ridge holding the hands of his two granddaughters. He
looked down on the thin forest and the tiny stream that had been
their home for six moons. Lira was the youngest. She had danced
the dance of womanhood at the beginning of summer. Lou was
spending more of her evenings with Shena's grandson.
They turned east away from the villagers and stayed the night
in the forest. Over dinner of dried meat and nuts from Hradef ’s
pack, he told them about visions and how they would come to
them in time. They hugged each other for warmth and comfort as
they slept under his deerskin. The girls had chattered on the first
day while he led them through the woods, but on the second day,
as they passed through valleys they had known when they were
younger, they walked behind him in silence. At noon on the fourth
day, Hradef saw the smoke from the Ara village. As they emerged
from the woods on a craggy outlook, Hradef was shocked by the
changes. Stumps marked where many trees had grown. A massive
log building squatted in the center of the village. The village was
much larger. Small buildings were scattered around the main
building. Smoke filled the valley.
The girls held back, but Hradef took their hands and led them
down the hill. The villagers paused to watch the three Itak walking
in their midst, but no one stopped them. Kirg’s bench had grown
larger, and now had a canopy. Three women knelt on each side of
the bench. Two of the women had white headbands. Kirg looked
surprised when Hradef stepped into the clearing in front of where
Kirg’s bench sat. Hradef dropped to his knees and told the girls to
do the same.
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Kirg raised his eyebrows and stared at Hradef for some time before
motioning for him to come forward. Hradef took the girls’ hands in
his and scuttled forward until he was about six feet from the bench.
Some of the women tittered to each other but were quickly silenced
by a glance from Kirg. Kirg studied Hradef and the girls, and then said
something that Hradef took to be a question.
Hradef placed Lou’s hand on top of Lira’s and approached Kirg.
At first, Kirg drew back; his eyes glanced at a spear resting against the
arm of the bench; then he sat forward, his thin eyebrows raised. Hradef
reached out and placed the girl's hands on Kirg’s knee. He spread his
hands. Kirg’s eyes moved from Hradef ’s to roam over the two girls.
Hradef backed away. Lira turned her head and looked at him. Her
eyes said that she understood what was taking place, and their sadness
tore a hole in his chest, but she let her hand remain on Kirg’s knee. Kirg
raised his eyes from the girls and looked at Hradef. Kirg nodded.
Hradef turned and walked quickly from the clearing and through
the village. He headed west toward where the Itak village had been. The
first frost of autumn had turned the leaves golden, and the afternoon
light that filtered through the trees reminded Hradef that it was time to
gather nuts and store dried meat for the winter. From the ridge above
where the Itak village had been, he could see the valley, misty with
smoke, and the Ara log huts. He followed the ridge north to the snowy
mountain and the granite staircase he had played on as a child. Like a
phantom in a dream, with the world at the edges of his vision, he sought
out the small cave where he once spent the night as a child.
The cold seeped under his skins making him sleepy. As he detached
from the aches of his body, his spirit sought the granite prominence
far above him. From there, he looked into the future one last time.
Lira and Lou would bear several children. All would carry the seeds
of the Itak. Slowly, that seed would spread through the Ara. Slowly, a
different way of thinking would emerge. Groups of people would find
that they shared a common view, one where community was stronger
than power. Hradef saw the conflict between these worldviews ebb and
flow through the ages. Before he could see where the balance would tip,
the peace he sought came.
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Clay Craig Scholarship
BIRDS OF A FEATHER
Karin C. Uphoff
They came from a wiser place,
two sisters landed in strong arms and a cozy nest.
They always knew what they were here to do
like the geese on Durban’s pond
knew which day to leave in autumn.
Sun shone through their fragile skulls
and spring leaves left patterns on their faces.
Field grasses engraved love-notes
on their sharp bony shins
and trees whispered secrets in their ears.
In a place that came closest to their language-of-origin,
a fairy ring was found and they listened . . .
That soundless speech of the wee-ones,
instructions to navigate the world.
Setting forth on separate trails,
dank and mossy,
dry and rocky.
Life unfolding each
like uniquely patterned papers
(in the hands of some force
that was also them)
paper cranes in this soggy and singed world.
It is easy to forget what you know, and they almost did.
Until they flew back to nibble the rich
dark earth they had eaten as children—earth
that shaped their bellies.
Until they tasted dew coming off the mountain
then like geese, returning to the waters of re-creation,
landing gently, relieved.
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Capo da Roca, Portugal
mixed media, frottage and collage
Caroline Garrett Hardy
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Suzanne Byerley Memorial Scholarship
SHARING SHADE WITH GYPSIES
Novel Excerpt
Nicole Nella

“H

ola, Colette! Cómo estás?” asked Eva, my friend from
Fuengirola, Spain, as she greeted me. She was my first
flat-mate when I lived there six years ago. In Buenos Aires, Argentina
she was a nurse, but in Spain, she sold clothing downtown—that’s
how we met.
“Eva, hola! I am just fine. How are you? How’s home?”
“Oh, I’m very busy working at the hospital with my mom. It’s
almost winter—Gracias a Dios! I can’t stand the heat anymore. The
summer was too hot. Last night was a full moon and three babies
were born—ah, they are all healthy and precious. I got off work an
hour ago and thought I would call you. How’s California?”
“I am busy like you. I am working for Multicultural Education
Travel right here in San Francisco. I create educational tours in
Europe and North America. I also set up meetings with universities
that want to partake in exchange programs abroad. If Buenos Aires
University wants to get on board, you let me know!”
“I will. I will. Do you ever hear from Da—”
“No, I don’t. I don’t want to ever again.”
“Bueno. Are you developing tours for Spain, La Costa del Sol,
where we lived?”
“I am, actually. Well, near there. I just finished designing a tour
for a community college in Madrid. One of the excursions will be to
Córdoba. That will be close enough to Fuengirola for me. So many
memories. Do you miss Spain, Eva?”
“No. Not now. When I was there I missed my mom, my crazy
brothers, my home.”
“I remember the missing, too. Nothing makes you miss home
more than when you move half way across the world.” In the brief
pause, a muffled beeping noise sounded on Eva’s end.
“Shoot! I am getting a page from work, Colette. I have to go. I
will call you again soon.”
“Ok, but want to go salsa dancing after work tonight? Just like
— 83 —

we used to on Tuesday nights in Fuengirola? I will meet you at our
usual spot.”
“Yeah, sure. Order me a mojito when you get there.”
“I will, Eva.”
“Ah, I wish we could really do that. Besos, Colette. Adiós.”
“Ciao, Eva.”
Memories of Spain. After hearing Eva’s voice, it was almost like
I was there again. When I lived in Fuengirola for two-and-a-half
years, I taught myself how to feel connected to home. Off the living
room of my old flat, I had a black wrought iron balcony, and when I
looked over my left shoulder I saw the soothing Mediterranean Sea.
She,that ebbing sea, was my savior, my sanctuary, my connection to
home. Every day I prayed to her, laid prostrate to her. She sparkled
and sent sun winks to me, acknowledging my sailed sentiments, my
longing for home, family, and the friends I left behind. She flowed
and rushed at the silky, sandy shore, kissing its tawny grit with
her aquamarine-sapphire liquid tongue. At night the moonlight
danced across her midnight surface, her ebbs and flows playing like
ebony and ivory keys on a piano, and the Andalucía breeze plucking
strands of my hair away from my face like an expert flamenco guitar
player picking his strings. I danced with her, too, this ancient gypsy
dance of sea rhythms only sea foam and sirens and the Spanish
people knew.
When I absorbed the last of my red Rioja wine, I made wishes
and wore them like garnets around my heart, and after that. she sent
all my secrets to live among the stars. She sang me lamenting, seamisty lullabies that transcended time. Finally, I slept by her side and
dreamt of my home, my Pacific Ocean town.
My Grandma called it God’s Country. Our home, our
luxuriously peaceful, laborious little Pacific Ocean town swept
local and foreign hearts away under currents of kelp beds and giant
redwood shadows and perfectly crooked coastal bull pine trees. In
our Mendocino County town, Pinot Noir grapes grew better in our
slightly acrid micro-climate than most wine-making grapes known
to the French. Here prospered farmers who encouraged kale, beets,
carrots, squash, Swiss chard, zucchini, and sweet peas to rise from
God’s succulent soil. These gardens marked our foggy coastal lands
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and they nourished our people. Grandma grew up on a small coastal
farm here, and she told me stories of dairy cows, goats, and sheep
that bleated and mooed “Hellloooo!” every morning, asking her to
be milked and petted and fed. Chickens squawked dust storms as
they flapped their wings, scratched, and ran from a nearby skunk
who looked upon its dinner through famished forest eyes.
When we, Dali and I, had arguments, I transcended time to evade
his verbal bashings. In my mind, I escaped and traced the infamous
craggy, rocky Pacific shoreline headlands, and I visualized eyefuls of
Indian paintbrush with bold persimmon-hued blooms, deep purple
wild irises, and gilded poppies, all of which were guarded by actual
and mythical guardians: great white sharks, grey whales, mermaids,
fishermen, treasure hunters, and California gulls. Below the surface,
it’s a diver’s paradise: red abalone, fan shell scallops, and California
gold sea urchins.
Another public scolding on another full public bus. I felt
embarrassment settle into my bones like a disease; I felt the people
staring, wondering why I tolerated him. My entire being was racked
with his violence, and my soul’s eye returned to yet another image
from home. I beheld a sunset of sorbet madness, an artist’s dream
in raspberry whispering red, tangerine orange, yellow dust, and
lime green all fading into indigo and violet vastness; a hazy horizon
bordering an endless possibility of watery expansiveness, both
earthly and dream-like in quality, this glittering, swelling substance.
Home without fear is a far-reaching dream for many people,
and I was one of the many who knew this vast, out-of-reach place. I
longed for the Pacific Ocean and how it reflected differently in local
and foreign eyes every day. I yearned to gaze into it like one would
gaze into a crystal, for inside its profound depths drift an array of
lilac-lavenders, frothy emerald greens, deep dark azure blues, frozen
misty greys, nimbus cloud whites, and the promise of renewed life.
It’s a seafarer’s cocktail and a land-lover’s tonic. I blended these
images and hues of home in my mind like an artist attempting to
capture light in its purest form, mixing oils on canvas. I tried to
capture images of my purest memories of home in the midst of
mayhem.
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Even in my dreams, I hovered over Highway 20 and floated
through redwood groves. I saw the sunshine breaking in between
the ancient tree canopies, and I smelled the redwood forest floor
baking in the warm midday air. It smelled like dusty mushrooms,
drying redwood litter, and sweating ferns.
Another night after he roared at me, awakened the Israeli
neighbors, slammed the door in my face and left fuming at 1:30
a.m. into the darkness, I reposed and attempted to enter my dream
world. It beckoned me to Grandma’s backyard garden. I saw luscious
spurts of forget-me-not flowers growing in the shadows beneath her
periwinkle and faery-plum-purple hydrangeas. Frilly pink and light
lavender foxgloves tolled like forgiving church bells. Pretty-in-pink
naked ladies, date-night-red-lipstick rhododendrons, and royal
purple princess plants gathered in front of her house as if they were
gathering for a local dance. I gathered myself there and hid amongst
the shadows of her flowerbeds.
Here on the coast it all happened for Grandma. She grew like a
California calla lily: grand and wildly beautiful. She unconditionally
loved her husband and amorously tended to him every day of her
life, as if he were a transplanted West Virginian flower in her garden.
She and Grandpa had three children, all with families of their own
now. She fed her Presbyterian community homemade strawberryrhubarb pie as if the Red Sea, or the Noyo River, were parting for
good. She told me when I met the right guy my own family life
would bloom just like her garden flowers.
Six years later, I opened my eyes to my MET office, and breathed
in a brackish breath of air as it snuck past my slightly open slidingglass doors. Through my remembered sense of home, sense of
family, and sense of place in the world, my strength to overcome the
seemingly impossible thrived. When I needed it most, my memories
were my salvation and protection; they sparked my fading light back
to a luminous state. A taste for the good California life was still on
my lips, and I found my path again—I came home again. Here I am.
Outside, overlooking the white caps of the Pacific Ocean from
my office’s balcony, I absorbed all land and cityscapes. A warm
cement balcony floor met my bare feet. I lifted my heels off the
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cement, placed all my weight on the balls of my feet, and I stretched.
I permitted this warmth to take me over, just like one of Grandma’s
hugs that makes everything in life right again. Even the seagulls
cried, “Welcome home,” and I could hear Grandma’s whisper in the
wind, “Colette, I knew you’d find your way.”
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Judges’ Comments
Poetry judge Indigo Moor on “The Rules” and “Metaphor” by Annelyse Gelman:
“What set this work apart was exquisite precision of thought and execution. I value
poetry with concise language, unexpected word choice, and haunting imagery. Highly
accomplished work, deserved of the top spot. I look forward to seeing more from this
poet.”
Short Fiction judge Lisa Locasio on “A Heap of Broken Images” by Kyle Kirkley:
“The voice in this story grabbed me from its first line; days after my last reading, it is
still whispering in my ear. ‘A Heap of Broken Images’ takes a noir mood and uses it
to explore the inexplicable: death, love, and the self. With subtle and accomplished
gestures, the story evokes worlds of feeling and an entire spectrum of pain and
loss. Compelling and cinematic, this is the work of an author who understands the
bittersweet rawness at the core of human life and possesses the power to faithfully
render it.”
Creative Nonfiction judge Sheila Bender on “Crossing Over” by Christine
Cragg: “... the essay really sings ...”
Sheila Bender on “Road Trip” by Beth Harvey:
“The author has so well captured the awkward and often terrifying moment
in a young girl’s life when she becomes cognizant not only of what she could be
punished for, but the actual effect of her behavior on others and their desires. The
essay builds well to the climactic moment with details of boredom and back seat
behavior during a cross-country family car trip.”
Jody Gehrman on an excerpt from the novel Tea and Vengeance by Marion
Deeds:
“There’s something so whimsical about mixing flappers, murder, prohibition and
magic. The dialogue is well-crafted and the pacing feels just right.”
Judge Marianne Villanueva on “Spaceman,” by Amanda Coats:
“Every detail counted. Paid off big-time. I loved the deft conjuring of the geek/
nerd world, the ‘coupon day at Cosmic Pizza’ combined with the galacta-coins,
the Star Wars references, the attitude of the narrator. I also liked the way it ended,
with the promise of something more.”
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Author Biographies
Tara Camgros has been writing stories since she could hold a
pencil. She graduated from UC Santa Cruz in 2013 with a BA in
Anthropology and a minor in Earth Science. She uses these interests,
as well as her love of the outdoors, to craft poetry and prose that tries
to transport the reader somewhere different, somewhere new—and
hopefully somewhere memorable.
Amanda Coats graduated from the University of California, Irvine
with a Bachelor’s in English and an emphasis in Creative Writing.
She currently lives in Southern California, where she keeps busy
with many professional, artistic, and social pursuits. She is passionate
about the art of storytelling, be it through words, images, or audio,
and is intensely interested in the way observation of story plays a
substantial role in daily life. For more about Amanda, visit www.
amandacoats.com.
Christine Dietrich Cragg, a Texan by birth, fell in love with
the majestic redwoods and powerful Pacific while on a family
vacation, and moved to California upon graduating high school.
She published Memories and Reflections, a collection of her early
work, was a winner in the 2007 Pacific Sun’s “Freeway Fiction 101”
competition, and is included in the anthology I Want You to Know.
Christine facilitates Creative Women Writing, an on-line writing
community she founded in 2009. If you are interested in receiving
monthly writing prompts and lots of support, contact Christine
at cww.christine@gmail.com or visit her brand new showcase for
writers http://creativewomenwriting.blogspot.com
Marion Deeds lives in Sonoma County, CA, and has been writing
stories since she was six. Her work almost always has an element
of the fantastical, and has been published in various small presses.
Look for her essays and book reviews at www.deedsandwords.com
and www.fantasyliterature.com.
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Gary Durbin is a retired software executive and entrepreneur whose
publishing experience until 2003 was confined to technical articles
and a book on computer operations systems for the National Bureau
of Standards. He wrote this story after reading a scientific article about
Neanderthal art in which the authors speculated about Neanderthal
interaction with Homo sapiens as Homo sapiens displaced them The
authors believed there was no genetic transfer between them. Now we
know what really happened.
Growing up in Oakland, CA, Samantha Durbin's first icon was Punky
Brewster. Samantha adored the television character's spunky spirit
and funky style. Samantha graduated from The Fashion Institute of
Technology in New York City, and decided to “work hard, play hard”
in advertising. After heading back to the Bay Area, she found herself
a professional blogger as Editor of PopSugar Fashion. Now, she is a
freelance lifestyle writer living in Venice, CA. Her website is: www.
samantha-durbin.com
Jan Edwards writes long and short fiction on the ridge above Point
Arena, where she lives in a cabin with her husband, Bill, and dog,
Victor Hugo.
Annelyse Gelman is a California Arts Scholar, the inaugural poet-inresidence at UCSD's Brain Observatory, and recipient of the 2013
Mary Barnard Academy of American Poets Prize and the 2013 Lavinia
Winter Fellowship. Her work has appeared in Indiana Review, Hobart,
Swarm, The Awl, the PEN Poetry Series, and elsewhere, and she is the
author of the poetry collection Everyone I Love is a Stranger to Someone
(Write Bloody, 2014), where these poems first appeared. Find her at
www.annelysegelman.com.
Beth Harvey is a novelist and short story writer living in the Bay
Area. She draws inspiration from her two children, a deeply religious
upbringing, and her own transformative experiences. Beth would like
to thank her editor, popular MCWC presenter Charlotte Cook, for
inspiring this piece.
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Jasper Henderson is a writer and teacher from Fort Bragg, California.
He teaches poetry through California Poets in the Schools and can be
found on twitter and instagram @jaspernighthawk. His website is www.
jaspernhenderson.com, and his cat is named Sybil, after the sibilant, the
favorite sound of cats across the galaxy.
KC Kirkley is a teacher, writer, and editor from Mendocino, California.
His recent publications include short stories in The Los Angeles Review,
Upstreet, Chicago Literati, and Sixfold. His work has been honored as
a Finalist for New Ohio Review's Fiction Prize and Honorable Mention
for Glimmer Train's Family Matters contest. He is a contributor for the
Curbside Splendor Blog and the editor of Curbside Splendor e-zine. He
holds an MFA degree from Spalding University.
Allison Landa is a Berkeley, CA-based writer of memoir and fiction.
Her work has been featured in Salon magazine, You and Me magazine,
Toasted Cheese, Word Riot and Defenestration, among other venues. She
has held artist residencies at The MacDowell Colony, Playa Summer
Lake, Kimmel Harding Nelson Center for the Arts and The Julia and
David White Artists’ Colony. Allison earned her MFA in fiction at St.
Mary’s College of California and the Mendocino Writers Conference’s
Ginny Rorby Scholarship. She lives with her husband, young son and
two manic Lab-Australian Shepherd mixes in a converted preschool.
Stalk her at www.allisonlanda.com.
Eden Lorentzen is a senior at Mendocino Community High School
who is passionate about science and science-fiction alike. She has
gained much of her writing experience from fanfiction and Katherine
Brown's Mendocino College creative writing class. Eden had poetry
published in the Mendocino Arts Magazine (Fall/Winter 2014) and
has participated and placed in county-wide poetry slams. You can find
her on Wordpress at edenlorentzen.wordpress.com.
Kathleen McClung, author of Almost the Rowboat (Finishing Line
Press, 2013) has poems in Mezzo Cammin, Unsplendid, Atlanta Review,
Ekphrasis, West Trestle Review, A Bird Black as the Sun: California Poets
on Crows and Ravens, Raising Lilly Ledbetter: Women Poets Occupy
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the Workspace, and elsewhere. A 2014 Pushcart Prize nominee, she
judges sonnets for the Soul-Making Keats literary competition www.
soulmakingcontest.us. Kathleen teaches at Skyline College and the
Writing Salon and lives in San Francisco. www.kathleenmcclung.com.
After growing up in Chicago and the Bay Area, Ron Morita earned
degrees at U.C. Berkeley and UCLA’s Brain Research Institute. He
obtained a Masters in biomedical engineering from Case Western
Reserve and became an electrical engineer. His short fiction appeared
in The Chamber Four Literary Magazine, Vine Leaves Literary Journal,
and seven other literary journals. His web site is www.ronmorita.
wordpress.com. This story appeared in Issue # 2 of Red Earth Review.
Laurel Moss has been writing for 83 years, starting when she was five.
Her work, mostly poetry, has appeared in Sojourn, Mendocino Arts
Magazine, Senior Gazette, Poetry magazine, the internet, in various
foreign papers in China, Brazil, Yemen, Czech Republic, Mexico, and
Greece, where she taught English as a Second Language for about 20
years. She is now working on memoir, essays, short stories, and more
poetry.
Nicole Nella is a blossoming writer and is the author of a novel-inprogress, Sharing Shade with Gypsies. Her loves are reading and
traveling to discover the world’s secrets (and her own), learning foreign
languages, teaching moral and ethical lessons of classical literature, and
exploring poetry with her students. She resides in Fort Bragg, CA,
where she teaches high school English.
Karin C. Uphoff was a zoologist in animal behavior research before
metamorphosing into becoming a holistic health practitioner in
massage and herbal medicine. She is the author of Botanical Body
Care: Herbs and Natural Healing for your Whole Body and co-host
of Holistic Health Perspectives radio show on kxyx.org. Read more
about her at: www.rainbowconnection.net
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Shayna Maci Warner is the Media Columnist and Managing
Editor of OutWrite Newsmagazine at UCLA, where she is pursuing
a bachelor’s degree in World Arts and Cultures/Film. She is also
California’s 2013-14 National Representative for the Poetry Out
Loud National Recitation Competition. She has previously written
for Point Blue Conservation, and the COLCOA French Film
Festival, and is delighted to have her first published poem appear in
the Noyo River Review.
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About the Mendocino Coast
			Writers Conference

S

ince 1989, the Mendocino Coast Writers Conference has
brought writers together for a three day conference in late July
– early August on the beautiful Mendocino Coast. The guidance
of established writers, editors, agents, and publishers encourages
participants to develop their craft and their connection to other
writers and the world of publishing. Over the years, faculty has
included James Houston, Camille Dungy, Gerald Haslam, Alison
Luterman, Ellen Sussman, Judith Barrington, John Dufresne, Kim
Addonizio, Steve Almond, Jody Gehrman, Robin Hemley, Elizabeth
Rosner, Natalie Serber, Peter Orner, Malin Alegria, Josh Weil, Joshua
McKinney, Carolyn Cooke, Lewis Buzbee, Kathleen Alcalá, Victoria
Zackheim, John Lescroart, Lynne Barrett, Valerie Miner, Jean
Hegland, Ellen Bass, David Ulin, Gennifer Choldenko, Ben Percy,
Luis J. Rodriguez, Sharman Apt Russell, Susan Wooldridge, Carole
Weatherford and many more.
The presenters for the August 6 to August 8, 2015 conference were:
David Corbett, Indigo Moor, Sheila Bender, Catherine Ryan Hyde,
Albert Flynn DeSilver, Lisa Locascio, Frances Caballo, Kate Gale,
Chelsea Lindman, Gordon Warnock, Emily Lloyd-Jones, and James
Maxwell.
Board Members for the twenty-sixth conference were: Henri
Bensussen, Susan Bono, Maureen Eppstein, Tony Eppstein,
Kate Erickson, Barbara Lee, Amie McGee, Ginny Rorby, Linda
Rosengarten, Fran Schwartz, Nona Smith and Norma Watkins.
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