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Dear Manastash Readers, 

For this 32nd edition of Manastash journal, we wanted to find out what it means in 
our community to cope with issues big and small in our journeys back to wellness. 
The concept of wellness has moved from being a trendy buzz word to something 
that we have learned is necessary to consider mindfully. Many of us are trying to 
figure out how to be kind to ourselves, understand our pasts, forgive, and move 
forward. We are witnesses to growth and the creation of art through caring for each 
other, careful introspection, appreciation, and inspiration. 

We are eager to share with you the resplendent work of these contributors. In 
search of wellness and the means of coping, this issue of Manastash addresses 
sensitive topics. We ask that you read with discretion for your own mental and 
emotional wellness. 
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hold my hand 
please. Reach out 
slowly and let me 
intertwine our fingers. Please 
don’t mention the coldness 
of my skin, the sharp bones 
of my fingers, my chewed up 
nails. Just, stroke my hand  
with your thumb when I start to shake. When 
my palm gets sweaty, just  
hum a little song, let our hands 
swing in between us through  
cold air. Notice when my head overflows but don’t  
crack the silence, just take a slow breath 
for me. When my throat tenses, my lips 
zip closed, when my shoulders rise with the water, when 
I squeeze too tight, squeeze back  
for just a moment, just a breath. Through the silence 
remind me I’m not separate, deserted; remind me  
that I’m here, and 
when my eyes drip, like a tree 
after the rain, don’t let go. Please 
don’t let go. 
 

Aubrey Higdon
Before I spill over  
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Brittany Padgett

Erasing Texas Abortion Law

PROHIBITED 

knowingly a woman 
as 

a test 

A 
test required 

restrict 
regulate a 

or

pregnancy
law 

prohibits

emergency exists 

shall 
woman's 

belief 

prevent

physician's 
notations

not right 

This 

prosecution  woman is
induced 

violation 
repeal

 

Erasing Texas Abortion Law
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Emily Lyon
Gadreel (Wall of God)
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Zachary Schloss
Red Pulse

Red Pulse 
By: Zachary Schloss 
 

lamb arrhythmia 

 
Grandpa jabs pipe sprinkler  

into the fleece  
pasture spine. He bends back  

the steer’s hoof  
shaves away keratin with his pocket  

knife, uncovering 
the ratchet piece he couldn’t find in the drawers.  

Severed leg  
                                    drags to the steel barrel, bone joint clunking  

against its ridges         
                                    coiling inside like a curled paw.  

Rat terrier 
                                             compressed into a crinkled nutshell, 
lies, forepaws tucked 
                                    on steer limbs, echoes a yowl out the metal 
drum. 

Grandpa loosens 
                                                the bolts from his truck wheel 
dropping them 
                                    in my hand, pointing at the tomato 

garden stew  
                                             boiling in the barrel. I smell beef, 
wet grass 
                                        Spike’s breath. I don’t grab  

the ladle  
                                                he tries to hand me. 
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pulmonary embolism 

Had I known the bolts were the final ingredient, 
had I known the mixture would run down his  
lungs and fill them with fifteen more years  
of breath, I wouldn’t have thrown them  
into the apple orchard.  

Had I known 
staying awake 
one last night 
with him would  
be enough, I  
would have stood  
in the pasture black, 
stirring the barrel  

until morning. 
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Gail A. Murray
Through (after A. Van Jordan) 

through (─>) prep. 1. During the whole period of; from the beginning to the 
end of. Esp. time, a marriage, a life, a childhood, a good night’s sleep without 
snoring, through the night or an enduring. 2. Expressing the extent of turning 
from one orientation to another, esp. as expressed as an arc of a circle, as in 30 
degrees of separation, or how you were 30 minutes late to see her because you 
could not get through the traffic, or you turned through another. 3. Moving in 
one side and out the other side of an opening, or channel, like tears through 
eyelashes pattering cheeks, a body beyond the slammed door, pollen through 
a bee, a splash of wine through her lips. 4. To be perceived from the other side 
of, to go through a fourth dimension, a twilight zone, shooting stars through 
snow, a spiritual plane, to go through to where the wild things are. 5. To make 
a hole or opening in expressing the position or location of something beyond 
or at the far end of, the edges of the universe, a black hole, a white hole, or 
through a bullet hole in a heart leaking love. 6. Moving around or from one 
side to the other within, as in breech birth, or an infant son through a deep C 
cut, cross-legged, pulled through blood and flesh. 7. Over the whole surface 
or extent of; in or to all or many parts of; everywhere in. Like motherhood, 
like through the earth to your own hot core, like one ocean, like through and 
through, and through again. 8. To be tired of; to have had enough of. To be 
through with lies, or crying wolves or falling through his hands. To chase a rat 
through the crack in a wall; or skull. 9. phrasal. To be through with. To have 
arranged matters with (someone); to have come to an agreement with. To sign 
papers, to see the ink leak through, to go through separation, to break through 
to the other side; or fall through the ground until it swallows you whole. 10. 
With emphasis on completing an action, process, undertaking, etc., or (esp.) 
surviving or emerging from difficult circumstances: all the way to the end of. 
Thunder cracking through the sound barrier, or a lightning bolt in your shower. 
A break-through, a revelation, an epiphany. A peace through silence. 

 

 

Works Cited 

“Discover the Story of English More than 600,000 Words, over a Thousand Years.” Oxford English 
Dictionary, https://www.oed.com/.  
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 i.

them tattered dirt canvas wool callous palms dig dig dig sponge pink surface 
in search they want the souls to peel out candle smoke leaving scars where they 
claw the shallow them marionette phalanges never asking my permission

 ii.

whistle frost bones through each stalk of grass each stand of pine to find a wet 
star home but no one houses ghosts so stalk the field mice in their dirt dens 
stalk the sparrows on wing of light whispering but where but where until 
morning chokes cries left spinning in my cloudless chamber

 iii.

o catch is catch and mine cannot her teeth tingle for thick red blood the blood 
of innocent others but her haunches grow cobwebs and her jaw locks too tight 
too weak to trace the mountain curve with the bellied moon no flesh to eat no 
blood no blood she screams for help as I try to sleep

 iv.

dark field come catch me if you can restless youth white cotton gown there is 
no one to hide and seek no bedtime for the pitch starless sky left right left right 
carry me until the flesh pads run raw finding nothing then collapse to the earth

 v.

leave me here on red rock to absorb sun milk never hot never hot enough for 
my bread crust scales ice blood on the red rock let me breech into the sky to 
suckle her yellow breast lest I shiver with the raven’s song

Gianna Starble 
spirits of body 
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I. Are you still a professor?

 a) I switched schools, but sometimes I think I see you. In the beady eyes 
of my attentive coworker, or the exaggerated limp of an injured athlete.

 b) Sometimes a man smiles, and your wrinkles are copied and pasted 
under his eyes. I never mistake young men for you.

II. Is there a young girl in your class right now? Do you refuse to use her 
name too?

 
 c) I’m not unaccustomed to nicknames, but you managed to soil the 

practice. Sandwiched them between hate-filled language.

  1. Bitch
  2. Sweetheart
  3. Cunt
  4. Honey
  5. Whore

 d) I can’t hear or say any of them without remembering your false 
kindness. I wasn’t some naive little girl. I was an adult in college. I 
asked you to stop, but maybe “stop” is a word you detest.

III. Do you still leave your office window cracked?

 e) The slight breeze was the only thing breathing life into that room. 
Blew the hair back from my sweaty neck.

 f) Between:

  6. the shelves upon shelves of unread books,
  7. the decaying human in the wheely chair,
  8. and the door that always seemed to shut itself,

 g) your office always had a musty aura.

Emma Crowe
Sec. 1681. Questions for my Harasser 
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IV. Are you still a fan of beer?
 
 h) I don’t touch the stuff. Ever.

 i) I remember the time you encouraged me to drink before your class.  
 Thought it would fog my brain. You don’t know this, but that was the  
 day I ran to the bathroom after class. I ran away faster than your first  
 wife.

 j) I can still taste the bile lingering in the back of my throat, sitting next  
 to the slimy feel of your tongue. Nothing I eat or drink tastes how it  
 used to.

V. What are the policies on touching students without consent?

 k) There were too many times I had to dodge your sweaty palms.   
 Sometimes I didn’t move fast enough. You’d place your hand, the one  
 with your wedding ring firmly affixed to your second finger, on my

 lower back, under the guise of guiding me forward.

 l) It would take 2 or 3 times for me to shake you off. Like a piece of 
 tape stuck to the bottom of my converse.

 m) One day, you told the class you kissed a student without consent.
 Smacked your crusted lips against her and sucked out her soul.

IV. Do you remember the last time we spoke?

 n) It was almost 2 years ago.

  9. Dropped out of class.
  10. Dropped out of life.
  11. Fell off a cliff and laid there broken at the bottom.

 o) You said I’d never get away, never break free from the cage you  
 trapped me in. A monster popping up around every corner, words

 like honey- coated knives falling from between your lips

 p) “I promise to give you an A.”
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Joshua Collins
Panic Attack I
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I am the mischief 

I am the daughter 

The dandelion bloom 

From the sidewalk crack 

 

I cope with my words and shouts 

Tendrils of snakes from my mouth 

I break things as I was 

I shake things just because 

 

I want to. 

Mia Lopez 
The Mischief; The Daughter 
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Balls of wool graze parky ryegrass coffined in peat; 
nibble on carrot peels, cucumber stems, apple cores as 
ewe’s toothpick hay. I count gold kernels in wired pasture.  

Square teeth flat pulp, hooves stomp mud pools 
thick in split of caulked cloven bone this dawn.  
Bleat vibrato to white cat perched on barbeque grill. 

Black lab whimps at the whip of brown wool kicks, ears  
petaled sharp to headphone winds, static in the pollen bud 
from western honeybee. Wax sheaths of Apini tribe larvaed 

with royal jelly, hive waggle dance, rounding tremble  
for wax cell honey, fanning the warmth in tall branch 
Queen Juglan, naked bark soul curled in laddered rings. 

She dreams for ivy spired cathedral groves of  
oak and beech to cuddle her roots in death-defying  
drama. Roots blemish with spoiled placenta sugar.  

She believes in dewdrop kinship but is alone. Skeletal  
crown drops ancestral jewels for Grandma Massey. Nut 
vultures rub on salt lick pole, claw popped peanut and corn. 

Pappy emeralds fuzz under chain blue swing, licorice rope. 
Bite and taste of vaginal sadness, bitter without egg and cream 
boiled to syrup in uteri soup pot, where tamales sweat and sleep. 

Rose tea umber in dwarf crystal glass clumps glacier on sugar rim.  
Tastes sweet against dried grape vines of orchard rows, plywood 
stakes surfing the curve, sunlight warm in daisy garden stage. 

But nothing is familiar. The air smells of fruit and honey, 
not the smoked stone stove of Abuelas that I lick with love  
when the farmers burn twig piles, roasted baby cottontails. 

I do not see mud walls in the orange flower wallpaper 
of Grandma Massey’s trailer home. I do not see the wood  
basin with powdered soap in her Samsung dishwasher.  

Karla Maravilla 
Hibbard-Massey & Hibbard Estate 
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The orchards kill me now with furrowed rows, 
black strings taught compared to my limp veins, 
stakes a meter apart from every beat I heart. 

feel the bandanna on my face, 

Ultraviolet radiates me, paints my bones with calcium 
that blooms thickets in ligaments that stretched   
through swarms of flying ants on cobble hilltop village 

El Cometa’s pomegranate children lick palomas 
and huevos, suck stalactite nails, dientes al dente 
with rust and red currents, sour cream dreams 

But then, I see the farm hand, Anastasio,  
know the Borregos, Abejas, and Vacas  
hablan Español on the Massey estate.  

They see my brown skin and call me Mama.  
Bleats a baby’s crow, buzz a slap to ear, 
moos a stinging bolero, and I am nurtured. 
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My childhood neighbor Eli, now 85 years old, looked around my parents’ decrepit 
garage, filled with termite debris and a pile of trash that reached the ceiling and 
covered most of the floor. He squared his gaze at me in serious concern, “How 
are you coping with, uh, everything?” 

I stared. All the old neighbors, the ones still living, had been stopping by 
relentlessly while I tried to work on the house. Patty to snoop, Les to gossip—and 
I should have enjoyed their company, these people who shared my childhood 
memories, but I couldn’t. As I faced each visitor, they became like screen doors. I 
could focus on their intimate little wires, or I could look right past them, beyond 
them. There was no in-between. Eli’s form shimmered like a mirage, dissolving 
and resolving before my eyes. I blinked. 

I wasn’t coping. 

“Do you, uh, have any tomatoes at home?” Eli always relied on gardening 
as our common ground, “I have extra; would you like some?” He pulled down his 
mask and peered closer at me. I must have looked catatonic. He didn’t wait for an 
answer. He was gone before I knew it, off to gather produce for my family. And 
me. Who had been eating nothing but Kettle chips for the past 10 months. Since 
Covid. Since Mom and Dad got so bad. 

I wondered if this would be a good day to stop at Monterey Court Memory 
Care to see my parents. Dad’s hallucinations had become his full-time reality, 
and Mom only spoke in riddles and gibberish. Both were sliding into irretrievable 
mental oblivion. Seeing them was all I could do anymore. I wondered if I could 
even do that. 

I looked at the mountainous garbage pile again. It was only a start. The attic 
was still full. Dusty, unused canning jars, moldy forgotten Coleman tents; part 
of our old swing set, the wide, face-to-face glider was up there, too. Its formerly 
cheerful barber-pole-style blue and white whorls had rusted into something other 
than color. Dad had somehow pushed the old glider deeply into the recesses of 
the attic. The open floor section was covered in blown insulation with no plywood 
“floor” to walk on. Just old joists. It was too dangerous to salvage the glider—or 
to trash it. It was staying. A relic in the attic.  

The odors wafting from the garbage were making me sick. I went inside 
the house where the smell was worse, but I only had a couple of days to sort my 
parents’ old papers for shredding or trash, and there were stacks of them. Dad 
had hoarded every bill, bank statement, and investment report. He had written 
the Social Security numbers of our entire family on every scrap of paper in the 
house, like a madman compelled to send a secretly coded message to some future 
finder. 

Janelle Serio
Psithurism 
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The cabinet installers had been there earlier to demolish the old kitchen 
cupboards. I had stayed out of the way, sitting on the stained leather couch in the 
living room, trying to act like it was all an interesting exercise. I even recorded the 
cracking and splitting noises on my phone and sent them to my husband. Wasn’t 
it crazy? Yeah. Wasn’t it crazy that I hired strangers who are now ripping out 
53 years of our lives and chucking them into the back of an unmarked white van 
only to be forgotten in the unmarked grave of the dump? Crazy indeed. 

There was water damage under the cupboards. The once tan-colored 
subfloor was mildewed-black with little mouse carcasses scattered across it. A 
few years before, the guy who “fixed” the dishwasher had split open the vinyl 
floor in the process, and Dad had not wanted to repair it. But you can’t argue with 
dementia—especially not with the paranoia that comes with Alzheimer’s. Dad 
had never listened to any of us anyway, and his lifelong, irrational stubbornness 
wasn’t helping me now—now that I was remodeling the house so a bank would 
approve a loan for someone to buy it. Everywhere I turned, something else; the 
electrical system, the old attic vent, the plumbing, the sewer pipes, and a host of 
other things needed repair or replacement. The remodel project was becoming 
a total gutting. 

I stepped through the sliding glass kitchen door to the old patio. The sun 
was shining in a clear, blue sky. The Maple and Hawthorne trees Dad had planted 
40 years before were a vivid green against the blue. They flickered their leaves 
playfully in a passing breeze. Beyond the trees in the yard, beyond the fence, 
stood a long, single row of towering evergreens lining the old driveway to the 
North Clackamas Skills Center. 

The ancient trees stood like medieval spires, ever reaching in heavenly 
aspiration. The breeze gusted into a wind, catching the massive branches in its 
wake. 

Those trees once terrified me during a thunderstorm when I was small. The 
storm was especially violent, something unusual for Portland. That night, my 
mother tried to assure us we were safe, but when the power and phone went 
dead, I hid, sandwiching myself between the sliding glass door and its heavy 
curtain. I watched the clouds jetting and scudding across the sky, running from 
the storm. I thought they must have been scared, too.  

The huge forms of the evergreens behind the house were silhouetted now 
and then with passing moonlight or lightning. The trees blew and bent wildly. 
The wind screamed and tore at them, and they cried back with voices like 
turbulent oceans louder than the wind. I could hear them through the glass. I 
was just sure those trees were going to fall on our house that night, and I wanted 
to know when it was about to happen so we could run. I watched. I waited. But 
the trees did not fall.  
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Now, in the breezy sunlight, their familiar voices whispered in placid 
calm. The rustle sounded like an ocean. Psithurism. I looked it up once. It is the 
word for the sound trees make in the wind. A language that sounds older than 
language. A tidal symphony carried on air, green waves of leaves and needles and 
branches, rising and falling. I have always wondered what they were saying, what 
they are saying now. I wished I could understand. I wished I could understand 
anything. I hoped the trees were talking to me. I hoped they were telling me that 
some things would never decay. 
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What may be more glorious than the sky’s expanse? 
of fibrous clouds / puffy disentombed bodies -- 
Roll on! Roll on! Row on. 
 
God walks dully along. / Drowning man 
un-abandoned / until 
one knight comes, a thief arrives  
at this raucous garden with a sword. 
 
Stands before 
  sealed mysteries/ 
redundant prophecies/ it is an oblong bible,  

yet, God speaks orotund to the blind. 

God Speaks 
1.Line 1: Cf. “Crossing Brooklyn Ferry” by Walt Whitman 
2. Line 4: “God walks dully along”; Cf. “walking dully along” in “Musée des Beaux Art” by W. H. Auden 
3. Line 7: “with a sword”, Cf. “Miss Avery/Comes out into the garden with the sword” in “In Time of War’ by 
W. H. Auden 
4. Line 9: Cf. “Sealed mystery” in The Gospel of the Sons of God (1891), by Ven. J. M. WILSON, Vicar of 
Rochdale, and Archdeacon of Manchester. 
5. Line 10: “redundant prophecies”; Cf. “these redundant locks” in Samson Agonistes (1671) by John Milton 

6. Line 12: “orotund”; Cf. “My own voice, orotund sweeping and final” in Song of Myself by W. H. Auden. 

Mitt Ann 
‘God Speaks’  
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Emily Lyon
Dumah (Angel of Silence)
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Grandpa died when i was six. i came from school and Dad came from work He 
hugged us-me 
in my spiderman backpack. He smelled like mothballs and 
pinebaskets. Grandpa was mothballs and cigarettes He quit His heart was too 
large. we appealed, hands clasped 
left under right and then Dad came home and said He had died like my goldfish 
died 
the turtle ate Him. i hold His hand again in the coffin and mine have never felt 
so warm. 
Cousin died when i was twelve i didn’t know her and knew at the funeral 
Mom said Auntie killed her with too many pills. how 
pills made me feel better. i played hide-and-seek at Church and went to Mc-
Donalds and threw up my happy meal in the third hour of 
the cartrip home. 
Grandma died when i was eighteen. She had too much Blood and They were all 
there for years and made the circle again 
asked me to hold Their hands and i said no. Let me into the garden to pick the 
magic herbs and try alchemy take me instead 
don’t pray like that. i was glad when She died so i didn’t have to be sad any-
more. 
Twin died when i was twenty-four. He had too much heart and it broke and 
went to live with parents in Idaho. He’d message me late 
strange things maybe He’s drunk or high or whatever how are You Troy. He 
woke up. His parents and said goodbye is what Father 
said at 
the funeral when They tried to convert me too. Troy didn’t even believe in god 
but He told me who the Devil was. i’ll be thirty years old 
soon, my Brother

Austin Fricke 
So it goes 
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Violet petaled the  

room and there was 

me; living doll, small 

and large, the vibrations 

of night buzzing through 

making static heart,  

static brain. There was 

you: other, [beast], wild 

heart, satellite mind; you 

are cloaked in violet, too.  

Beside me you fill  

every space that was 

empty with your humid 

exhale, warm meadow  

weight on my stomach.  

No one can see us, we can 

feel us, static together,  

metamorphosis under 

violet, violet petals.  

My heart glides so 

wide from our energy, that 

my belly opens.  

Opens for you.  

I make a  

cave for you, dear one;  

dark and moist and cool

Gianna Starble  
In utero 
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you sniff inside—there  

are good smells, olfactory  

jackpot, in my womb. You  

climb inside, you’re a fox 

you’re a polar bear, and I  

am saving you. No, you 

are saving me from many  

days staring blank at a  

bleeding sun.  

From being empty. 

And my body 

evolves. With you inside, I  

am the Black Canyon, I am  

Columbia Basin; so thick, fluid,  

constant. Please stay, dear one,  

be my wandering star welling 

in utero. Together, we have no 

fears, we are not weighted  

down. 

Together, we harvest 

the love field.  
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Monday 
Today was the first day of spring cleaning. Feeling good. Good feeling. 

Going to keep this journal to show everyone I’m keeping busy in here. Got all my 
aches stretched out and muscles ready to work. No more laying around, letting 
it pile, letting it stew. No more. Can’t remember the last time I cleaned. Forgot 
how nice it is to get things done. It’s an awful mess in here. It’ll be easy once I get 
going. Needs it bad. Needs to be better. 

Got the kitchen shined up a little, but there were casualties. My best rag is 
done, so is the toaster. All my food’s gone bad. Out of trash bags, so I squashed it 
down the drain. Can’t smell it now. Can’t get out. And there’s grime I can’t quite 
get at. It’s all over the walls. The ceiling wall, and the floor wall, and the other 
walls too. Can’t reach it all. I worry it’s mold. Don’t know how to tell. Maybe I’ll 
call someone if I can find the phone book. Not sure where I put the phone. 

Something else in my favorite coffee cup. Not sure about it. The bottom 
was bad with something. Used to be hot cocoa, maybe, and marshmallows. 
Don’t know where I got marshmallows. Now it’s something else. I used some 
chopsticks to scrape it out, shut it up. Might have been a sin to kill it. No choice. 
Me or it. It or me. No choice. I cried after. 

I don’t want to think about that cup anymore, what it might mean. Maybe 
tomorrow will be easier. Maybe. I’ll do the bathroom. The cabinet under the 
bathroom sink rattles sometimes. I worry it’s rats. 

I’ll clean it tomorrow. 

Tuesday 
I was at the bathroom for a while this morning. I think it was morning. The 

washer and dryer were easy enough. Swept and mopped. Had to change out the 
brand-new curtains on the tub. They went bad real fast, thick with scum. Same 
as the stuff in the cup? On the walls? Couldn’t scrub it off. Seems weird. My arm 
is sore from all the scrubbing. 

The tub faucet won’t stop dripping and dripping. Turned the water off and 
still it dripped. Water is foul with rust. Can’t believe I’ve been bathing in it. Found 
ivy growing out of the drain too. Smart place to grow. Lots of water. Need to call 
someone about the pipes. I don’t want them to hurt the ivy, though. Need to call. 
There’s a phone around here somewhere. Not sure where it is.

I threw out the coffee cup and the bath curtains. It felt cruel. It made me 
cry. Need to stop thinking about it. Need to open the cabinet under the bathroom 
sink. It rattled again. Angrier this time. Maybe big trucks rumbling by down at 
the road shake the pipes. That’s all it is. That’s all. Can’t remember what I had 
under there. Can’t remember there being a cabinet under there when I moved 
in. When was that? Maybe I’m confusing it with somewhere else. Another home.
Another place. I’ll get under there tomorrow. 

Kelly Wildrick
Spring Cleaning 
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Wednesday 
The living room is a spotless success. Vacuumed the carpet three times 

before it looked clean. Hate carpet. Hate how cheap it looks and the hidden 
staples. I’ll be limping for a few days. I think the boards under there are just dry 
rot. They give more than they should over by the window. 

It’s not a good view, that window, just thick with half-dead ivy. Almost no 
light gets through. I should cut them down. Not sure which side of the house 
they’re on. The layout in here gets me turned around. I go left when I should go 
right. I think it’s the stairs. They don’t make sense, like the builders threw them 
in at the last second. 

There’s a low buzz in the air. Noticed it the other day. It’s always in the 
room with me. Thought it was insects or a TV I left on. Don’t think I have a TV 
anymore. Did I ever? Radio wasn’t plugged in. Can’t be it. Can’t be all. 

I’m not motivated to do more today. I have a headache from all the buzzing. 
And that damn cabinet. I’m being stupid. Stupid enough. I don’t care. I’ll do it 
later or not at all. I don’t even know what’s in there. I’ll bet it’s empty. 

I hope this headache is gone when I wake up tomorrow.

Thursday 
Did the bedroom today. I think I need new sheets. They’re tattered. I couldn’t 

get them off the mattress at first. Worried I’d tear them. Tear me. Knocked over 
my guitar in the process, clanged out a note I couldn’t place. Thought I’d broken 
it. Tried to find the right fret but no luck. No place. Needs new strings. New 
strings, new sheets, new toaster, new shower curtains, new cup, new me. 

Filled four trash bags with old clothes. Moths got to some. The rest were 
too baggy or someone else’s. Whose? Can’t remember anyone else. Did I love 
someone? Did they love me? I hope we were happy. It’s just me here now. 

My foot hurts, and my head’s still pounding, and those trash bags were 
heavy. I’m glad I live in a one-story house. Hauling all that up and down stairs 
would have been miserable. I think I threw the coffee cup in one of those bags. 
I’ll have to be careful, or I’ll lose it. It’s an heirloom. Can’t lose it. I’m too tired to 
look now. 

I’ll find it tomorrow. 

Friday 
The bathroom looks like I never cleaned it. Muddy, scummy prints leading 

out and up the stairs. When did I get stairs? Dust on the windowsill and couch. 
Someone left the window open. Me? Dishes in the kitchen sink. Did I use those? 
I swore I’d stay on top of them this time. When did I turn into such a slob? 

I’m not sure which room I was going to clean today. I don’t have a dining 
room. The entryway is just there off the kitchen, or maybe the living room, 
whichever. Maybe I’ll take the day off. Foot might be infected. Staple went deep. 
There might be bandages under the bathroom sink, but I don’t want to get them 
just now. I’m tired and afraid. 

It can wait until tomorrow.
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Saturday 
I opened the cabinet under the bathroom sink. I don’t know what I expected. 

Something else. Something awful. I had it all built up, like a monster under the 
bed. It’s nothing. It’s just full of ivy, like the windows and front door. All looped 
with ivy and buzzing. No matter. I don’t want to think about what it might mean. 
It makes my head hurt. 

I haven’t left the house all week. I’ve just been cleaning. I’m thin and pale. 
Need some sun. Think I’ll go out if it isn’t raining. I could leave through the 
cabinet under the bathroom sink, maybe. It rattles on its own sometimes. I could 
just squeeze through. 

I’ll try tomorrow. 

Sunday 
I crawled through the cabinet. It didn’t go outside. It was just ivy. In the 

walls. In the windows. In me. Couldn’t get out. They’re so thick on that side of the 
house. Which side? Couldn’t get to the yard. Was there a yard? Yeah, there was 
a yard. And there were stairs. Up and up. So many flights I got tired. Ivy all the 
way up. I kept seeing someone up ahead. Someone else? Me? I stumbled a lot. 

I came in through a window. Cut my hand. My foot’s infected. I might pull 
up the carpet later, get those staples out. I hope there are some bandages under 
the cabinet. 

I’ll look tomorrow. 

??? 
Did I write all this? Did you? Do you know what day it is? I can’t seem to 

remember. I don’t want to think about what it might mean. I think too hard, too 
much. It makes my head hurt. It’s like ivy and buzzing in my head, looping. A 
strange loop. It’s okay. It’s okay. I’m okay. 

I’m excited to do some spring cleaning this year. Going to keep a journal to 
keep track and show everyone I’m keeping busy in here. I have to remember, the 
cabinet under the bathroom sink keeps rattling. I worry it’s rats. I need to get in 
there. I need to make everything clean. 

I’ll start with the kitchen tomorrow. 
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Gail A. Murray
book store reflections olympia
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Martha Hill
(Untitled)
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Emma Crowe
Date Night Checklist

1. 

Outfit that makes me feel confident in my body but remains somewhat modest: 

low-cut blue blouse that shimmers in the light like an icicle hanging from a tree 
branch, black leggings that cling to my skin and accessories with pointy ends 

 

 2.

Purse packed with essentials: lip gloss, gum, extra cash, 

pepper spray to aim at the red eyed monster, 

the open zipper with teeth that sinks into dewy flesh 

 

3. 

Shoes I can dance in. Shoes I can run in. Shoes I can use as a self-defense 
weapon  

aim for the smooth bald head and crack it open, 

a chick hatching in the night with blood dripping from the jagged edge 

 

4. 

Group text to my friends to share the outfit I chose, the name of our 
destination, 

list of identifying features: 

square jaw, thick fingers, beady eyes, and a sharp tongue used to carve out my 
heart 

 

5. 

Share my location. Stay alert. Stay on edge. Enjoy myself. 

Let loose, but not too loose. Cocooned in bed, wrapped in blankets 

dodging a touch in a club 

hand down my shirt, blazing a trail over my skin 

darkness, pain, pins and needles in my limbs 
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When the people I love leave—move away, grow apart, lose 

interest—I write their name in ink on a piece of paper, surround it 

with scribbles of all the reasons they hold me together;  

then, I glue it to my wall. I did this first when my sister left. 

Every time I had a secret I wanted to whisper to her, I wrote it on another note 

and stuck it next to my “I love you” page, my “I miss you” page; 

I pressed all the edges smooth and clean, and I stared at it.  

When someone eventually knocked on my door, I became embarrassed,  

possessive of my precious, confessional pages;  

I refused to let them in.  

With every departure, a friend’s dream job, another’s degree, their  

“I can’t be stuck in this town” ambitions;  

with every “Don’t forget me” hug, every “I need you” thought, every page torn 
off the calendar: 

a new note fastened for my mural—six, seven, eight, nine. 

Slowly, quickly, my pages spread along the walls  

like a spark in a field of dry grass: a blaze, a lantern, my brief sun  

until every inch of my room was covered in paper, overlapping,  

ink spilling into ink, and everything went dark. Silent, enclosed,  

I couldn’t see the door, I didn’t even reach for it, 

just stared at all the pages, smoothed them to the wall with my fingers feeling 
nothing. 

Another knock, another “I’m fine, I’ll be out soon”; another “Are you sure 
you’re…”  

another “just tired,”  “not hungry,”  “school’s great”; another  

they can’t know that I’m empty. 

At some point, a storm started. The knocking, the dread of knocking, became 
thunder,  

muted rumbling drumming closer, heard the wind weeping in from the 
windows,  

fluttering the pages, brushing against my face, my numbness.  

Aubrey Higdon
Voluntary Confinement
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I watched my notes, my tethers, loosen; 

tried to grab them, catch them as they detached from the wall, scrambling 

in slow motion, chasing with ragged breath, my hair whipping across my face, 
the silence blaring, crushing around me.  

When the final gust came, like a deep breath  

screamed out, my paper house collapsed. 

The rain washed the ink, my brittle link, right off the parchment.  

I watched it stain as it spread right down the canvas, slow black streams 

down an ashen mountain, before everything stilled.   What is ink 

if you have no one to write for? 
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Gail A. Murray
jelly and broken dollar
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The squeal of the tea kettle on the stove jolted me out of the yellowed pages of 
the old novel. A curse slipped from my lips as I rose, padding over to the stove to 
move the kettle off of the burner. Grabbing a mug from the wooden cupboard, I 
poured some of the boiling water into the cup, accompanied by a bag of Earl Grey 
tea. I stared into the mug, the tea bag releasing a deep chestnut-burgundy color 
into the hot water.  

The color of the tea swirled and danced like ink, slowly turning the clear 
water into the darkness of tea. I turned the stove off, the gas burner eating the 
flames back up. I glanced outside to the moonless night beyond. The hairs on the 
back of my neck prickled at the thought of Morgan walking through that door, 
smelling of old trees and diesel fuel.  

Blinking to clear my head, I sipped the tea and headed back to my book—a 
classic historical romance just to pass the time. I plopped down on the worn 
olive-green sofa Morgan had brought from our old house in the city, which was a 
far cry from the small log cabin we now occupied. The isolation among the trees 
often made my chest tighten, the need to run until my lungs collapsed  

I ran a hand through my long auburn hair and flipped the book back open. 
My brain didn’t register what was happening in the story, what the characters 
were saying, as my eyes continued to flick to the clock mounted on the wall. 
At 9:45, I set the book down, drawing my legging-clad legs closer to my body. 
Thoughts of Morgan walking through that door, demanding what he demanded 
nearly every night after work without asking me first if I was even in the mood, 
made my heart thunder in my chest.  

I downed the rest of the still too hot tea in one gulp, the temperature scalding 
my throat and tongue. The distraction of the pain made my muscles relax a bit. 
They beat-up Chevy reached my ears from outside.  

The memory of my mother’s voice on the phone a day ago, telling me to get 
the hell away from Morgan, made the anxiety racing through me erupt further. 
Two black eyes and a split lip that the doctor said would scar were the only 
congratulations I’d received for trying to run away from my once best friend.  

The quiet squeak of the door held me still as an adder, my hands clenched 
around the empty mug. “Those damn bears don’t know when to get out of the 
road,” Morgan’s deep voice said from the foyer. I heard him wipe his boots on the 
welcome mat, imagining snow littering the floors.  

He stilled at my silence, my lack of response to his greeting. After a minute, 
he said “Everything okay, Josie?” Was that actual concern in his voice? 

I opened my mouth at the sound of my name; rarely did he call me Josie, 
instead of Josephine. He must be in a good mood tonight. Maybe, for once, he’d 
let me go to bed by myself, let me sleep by myself. 

“Yeah, everything’s fine,” I lied. “How was work?” Relief that my voice 
didn’t tremble washed through me.  

Erin Moine
Rage-Flavored Tea 
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Morgan shrugged off his thick coat, his dark brown hair peppered with 
snowflakes. Dark stubble accompanied his ensemble. At one point, I would have—
had—felt my legs turn to jelly at the sight of him. In the city, I’d caught several 
other women—and men—glancing twice at Morgan in appreciation. Lucky for 
them, they didn’t know the monster hiding beneath the rugged handsomeness. 

“It was fine. Jared showed up late, again, which put our whole schedule 
behind by at least an hour. Then, the whiny bitch finally shows up with his 
Starbucks peppermint mocha and says ‘oh, sorry, I ran into traffic.’” Morgan 
scoffed, shaking the snow from his sleek hair. “You don’t show up late with 
your damn princess coffee and give some lame-ass excuse—lie, actually—about 
traffic.” 

I didn’t dare bring up that it was a Friday, one of the busiest days in town 
where tourists and locals alike milled about town. I didn’t doubt there had been 
traffic. Morgan, not bothering to ask how my day was, padded into the kitchen, 
rifling through the cupboards. 

“So, we don’t have any coffee pods left,” he said, not as a question. 
A jolt of fear went through me. I was supposed to go to the store today to 

get more. Chores, and the desperate task of distracting myself from the dark 
emptiness that often ate at me, had made me forget all about the coffee pods. 
“Uh, I didn’t make it to the store today. I’m sorry.” My heart was beating so hard 
I wondered if I was going into cardiac arrest.  

Morgan’s silence made my throat tighten. “So, dumbass Jared can make it 
to work through traffic while also stopping for a six-dollar coffee, but you can’t 
make it to the store to get one thing.” His eyes darkened. “You had all day, what 
were you doing?” 

“House chores,” I replied quickly. My knuckles were white around the mug.  
Morgan glanced toward the ceiling, then shut the cabinet door with more 

force than needed. “That’s just great.” The smack of the cabinet against the wood 
made me flinch.  

“I’ll go tomorrow and get some,” I promised him, getting to my feet. He 
ignored me as I stepped into the kitchen, skirting around him like a frightened 
deer. I set my mug in the sink, tossing the tea bag into the garbage can underneath 
it. I felt Morgan move behind me, his muscular arm reaching for the fruit basket 
a few inches from me. 

“You’ve been distant, Josephine,” he said, his words rumbling against my 
back. My body froze in place, my muscles so tight that little shoots of pain were 
ricocheting through my shoulders and the small of my back. 

Morgan’s hand closed around an apple, then moved to my hips. He tugged 
me back against him, and my eyes flicked to the dirty knife in the sink beside the 
mug. A thousand images of that knife plunging into his chest, his neck, his eyes, 
flooded my mind. The room tilted and spun.  
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“I don’t like it when you’re distant,” Morgan murmured against my ear. The 
apple dug into my hip bone as he pressed his hands tighter against them.  

My hand reached for the knife, and I felt Morgan pause as my fist closed 
around the hilt. “I need to wash the dishes,” I said firmly, a harsh, red anger 
replacing the terror icing my blood.  

Morgan started to say something, but my rage had me shoving him away, 
my knuckles whiter than the five feet of snow outside. “I said, I need to wash the 
dishes.”  

His hands came up in mock surrender. “Okay, okay, jeez. Wash your damn 
dishes, then.” 

He backed off, turning to the cutting board where he began slicing the 
apple. Instinct told me to take advantage of his lowered guard 

I blinked again, turning back to the dishes. There was only a small plate, the 
mug, and now the knife that needed to be washed. Numbness crept over me as I 
soaped up the knife, then the plate, and finally the mug.  

“You know, you never answered my question,” Morgan’s voice only made 
the raw anger return, making the blood rush in my ears. “About why you’ve been 
so distant.” I felt him step toward me again. “You know, maybe we should go 
upstairs . . .  

My hand gipped the handle of the mug, the anger and numbness morphing 
into something that should have terrified me, should have made me question my 
sanity. Instead, all that registered in my brain and blood was an astute calmness, 
like the calm that tears the sky just before a lightning strike.  

“Come on, Josephine, let’s go upstairs. You need to relax, and so do I.” At 
the first touch of his fingers on my elbow, I moved.  

My hand swung around, mirroring the lightning in the skies where I grew 
up. The mug crashed against Morgan’s skull, breaking into several pieces and 
slicing Morgan’s skin like he’d sliced the apple. Deep red blood poured out of the 
cuts on his face as he screamed in pain and shock. A piece of glass had wedged 
itself in his eyeball, like a botfly wedging itself into an animal’s skin to lay its eggs.  

My feet carried me to the door, my hand grabbing the keys to the truck 
as the blood rushing through my ears drowned out the sound of my husband’s 
screams. Not bothering with shoes, I ran out into the freezing night, my thick-
stockinged feet pounding the fluffy ground. I wrenched open the door of the 
Chevy and started the engine, my hands surprisingly steady.  

I caught a glimpse of Morgan stumbling out onto the porch through the 
rearview mirror, his rifle in his hands. I slammed my foot on the gas and the tires 
spun against the snow, carrying me into the dense forest. 
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Martha Hill
Out of Place
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Rhiana Perry 
The Pierced Veil 

The miraculousness of a life half lived, borrowed time on a sliver of slate, 
is that she deserves a fucking medal for getting out of bed and taking her meds.  
Some days there isn’t even a sliver. Only a shadow,  
or a cycle spinning for eternity; the delicates disintegrating  
as all she can do is watch. 
 
On those days, she ruminates on bygone words needled into the cross stitch of her heart.  
She thinks about her brother who knows she’s going to hell and told her  
that she wouldn’t suffer any more if she just let Christ back into her heart. 
Now she doesn’t tell anyone shit.  
 
She wonders if anything is real and she doesn’t tell anyone that either 
because she fears the guise cracking and a creature far more complex than her 
crawling out of her therapist’s skin to confirm her suspicions.  
Not that she’s spoken to him in half a year.  
 
Turned 30 in a pandemic and she thinks her life is already over. 
A boy she knew K through 12 became a man, and an anti-masker, and died of COVID, 
and everyone from high school said they missed him so much. 
Nobody liked him when he was alive. Is that what fate has in store for her?  
 
On those days, she thinks about what the lady piercing her septum  
at the metaphysical shop said, wiping away tears and a single drop of blood: pain is 
purifying.  
And she holds onto that like a man holds his power because if someone 
gives her consent to self-harm, who is she to deny the universe’s permission?  
 
She may not cut her wrists with lady Bics anymore  
or burn her thighs with Clippers, but she smokes her cigarettes and wonders  
what it would feel like to press the cherry into the physical trappings of soft skin.  
She’s too much of a pussy to do that shit again. So on those days,  
she drives too fast and spends her rent money on things that are nothing  
but dandelion seeds to the carnivorous hole that is her rotting brain, 
or injects her insulin cold. But preferably, she just gets another piercing.
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Theresa Stuart Daigle
A Life Lived: Musings on a Garden 

Springfield 

There is never a time in your life when you imagine your mother telling you 
to go in the house to get the bullets for the rifle she has trained on the boys in the 
neighborhood. We were living in a house built next to the Projects in the South 
End of Springfield, Massachusetts. The South End, a place where the sweet smell 
of Italian sausage mixed with the spicy scent of Puerto Rican rice and beans. 

The day began as any other day in the 1970s. Outside after breakfast to play 
in our patch of yard that was no bigger than a postage stamp. My brother, Bobby, 
and I would take his plastic, toy cars and build small cities out of dirt, rocks and 
bits of trees and leaves. Of course, because he was the youngest of three sisters 
with little say in how we played with his toys, those cars became like the Barbies 
we couldn’t afford. There was a red car and a yellow car. We gave them names 
of Ketchup and Mustard, personalities and voices. We would play with them for 
hours. 

Billy 

Billy and I met when I was in high school. I was working a part-time evening 
receptionist job at the police academy. He used to make excuses to come and 
talk to me at the front desk. I never thought he was handsome, but after several 
girlfriends told me they would be interested in dating him if I wasn’t, I decided to 
give him a chance. After a year of dating, we moved in together. It was a quick six 
months, and then we were engaged and married shortly after. That’s when things 
began to change. Being married to a police officer was like having a relationship 
with a lie detector machine. I was constantly being questioned about everything 
– where I had been, who I had been with, what I was doing. This made me a 
nervous wreck. At 5’7” I was a mere 114 pounds, not because I didn’t want to eat 
or couldn’t eat, but because I shouldn’t eat. Billy made it abundantly clear that 
he could always trade me in for a younger model. 

Springfield 

Alongside our patch of dirt was my mother’s paltry garden. She so 
desperately wanted to have a garden to grow things. Unfortunately, growing up 
in Queens, NY, she did not have much of an opportunity to learn the ins and 
outs of taking care of living things – plants or otherwise. My father grew up in 
Winterport, Maine in the rural country. He tried his best to give his wife what she 
wanted. That summer, it was a garden. 

The morning started like any other, outside playing cars and swatting away 
bees and mosquitos. Thunk! A small, hard ball rolled into the garden. On the 
other side of our chain-link fence was the back of a brick apartment building 
where many of the neighborhood Puerto Rican boys used to play handball. 



37
MANASTASH 

Sometimes that ball would fly over the fence and land in our yard. But because 
my mother had decided to start her garden, that ball was now landing in her 
precious seedlings. The teenagers would hop the fence and traipse through the 
garden to retrieve their ball. Then, once again return to the other side of the 
fence to resume their play. After the first couple of times this happened, my 
mother enlisted our father to go outside and speak to the teens. He politely asked 
them, in a slurred voice, to not hop the fence and trample through the garden. 
We would happily get the ball for them and toss it over so as to protect the plants. 
Then he retreated to the house, his chair and his beer. My mother, however, 
sat vigilant at the kitchen window waiting for the problem to either subside or 
continue. Unfortunately, for everyone, the problem was to continue. 

Billy 

When asked what shift he would prefer to work at the police station, Billy 
said, “Third,” without even thinking to ask me what I thought. That meant every 
evening he would put on his uniform, Kevlar vest and gun belt, take his lunch I 
had made for him and leave me in an empty house. I would work all day at my 
corporate tech job and get home in time to see him just before he would head out 
to play cops and robbers. During that time, I looked forward to Friday nights. 
On my way home from work, I would swing by the neighborhood Chinese take-
out and order the same dish of combination fried rice to go. Sometimes, I would 
add an egg roll for a change of pace if I was feeling especially skinny that week. 
While waiting for the delicacies, I would go next door to Blockbuster Video to 
pick out my evening entertainment. Tom Cruise and Harrison Ford were my 
dinner dates. I was 21 years old and felt like I was 45.  

Springfield 

Thunk! went the ball into the garden. And, again, the sound of the rattling 
chain link alerted us as the teenager hopped over the fence to retrieve his ball. 
Once again, he found the ball in the garden and very casually climbed back over 
the fence and resumed the game. This, of course, infuriated my mother who, 
in turn, told our already drunk father who decided to physically show the boys 
how serious he was about the situation. Extracting himself from his lounge chair 
while smashing out his cigarette, he went out the side door, around the house 
and through a hole in the fence that connected one apartment building to the 
next and boldly confronted the teens.  

Billy 
We purchased our home in the early 90s. That’s when first-time home 

buyers could get a home loan with just a signature and a smile. It was a three-
bedroom, one-bath ranch set on a cul-de-sac in a small town in Ohio. It wasn’t 
big, but for two people in their 20s, it felt like our own palace. In the back yard, 
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the previous owners had planted a large garden filled with asparagus. I hated 
asparagus. That first summer I went to work ripping out all of those plants. It 
took me weeks to get rid of all of them, including the roots. When I was done, 
there was just a large garden plot filled with nothing but dirt, bits of rock and the 
random roots protruding out of the ground. I never did plant anything to replace 
the asparagus. 

Springfield 
As my father was trying to, very loudly, tell the boys they were not allowed 

onto our property, the teens started to back my father into a corner. Nearby was a 
pile of discarded lumber. Seeing this as an opportunity, my father reached down 
to pick up a two-by-four board with a nail sticking out of the end. My brother and 
I were glued to the fence, mesmerized by the scene that was unfolding before us, 
when I felt my mother standing next to me. I glanced over and saw that she had 
my father’s rifle in her hands and was sliding it through the chain-link fence, 
training it on the boys. She looked at me, and I looked at her. It felt as though 
time had stopped. Whispering, she told me to go inside and get the bullets. I 
knew there were bullets in a drawer in her bedroom, so I ran into the house, 
grabbed a few out of the box and quickly dashed back outside. I handed them 
to her, and she whispered back that they were the wrong bullets for that rifle. 
Undeterred, she yelled to the group on the other side of the fence that she would 
shoot them if they touched my father. Now we were at a stand-off. No one was 
backing down.  

Billy  
In one of the guest rooms of our house, there was a lock box in the back 

of the closet that he kept his gun in – a 9mm Glock 17. Once he took me to 
the shooting range so I could learn how to shoot. We went to a good ole boys 
club in the middle of nowhere. Being the only female at the range that day, I 
was ignored by the older men but was the object of flirtation from the younger 
shooters. Either way, I wasn’t interested. I was focused on the fact that I would 
have to shoot a gun, not a thought I relished. The weight of the gun felt heavy 
in my sweaty hand as I aimed it at the target of a paper sheet with the outline of 
the upper half of a human body. Loud bangs nearby were muffled by the large 
headphones covering my ears. The first shot caused the gun to recoil, and I felt 
the vibrations ricochet throughout my entire body. I didn’t even leave a mark on 
the paper target in front of me 

Springfield 
In the blink of an eye, my sister’s 16-year-old Puerto-Rican boyfriend came 

running. He was a big deal in the projects. Every teenage boy knew and respected 
him. David effortlessly slipped through that same hole in the fence and placed 
himself between my father and the teens. I couldn’t hear what was said but in the 
next second those boys turned around and walked away. Confused and scared, I 
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turned to my mother for comfort, but she had already begun walking away. Not 
sure what to do at that moment, I watched as my father came home. The gun was 
once again put away in the closet and the incident was never spoken of, much 
like the rest of what happened in our home back then. 

Billy 
Our marriage lasted exactly four years. On a sunny summer day, I decided 

to surprise him at home in the middle of the workday with lunch from Taco Bell. 
I walked in on him in our bed with another girl. He desperately tried to deny 
anything had been happening. Even after I blew the candle out that he had lit on 
our dresser. She ran out of the house while I was hyperventilating in the garage. 
The bitter scent of gasoline and the musty smell of dirt mingled with the salty 
taste of my tears. After that, there was another four months of me trying and him 
not really caring anymore. I chose to move out of our house. Leaving behind the 
palace of locked boxes, patches of dirt and bad memories, I began to live again.
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Jampa Dorje
Carthage
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Teresa Telci 
Fuck Wellness, Love Coping  

I tried to do something that can be entailed by wellness. 

It turns out I’m a lot better at coping.  

 

A way with the bottle, or so they call it.  

Numbing is my wellness.  

Losing items,  

Burning throats, 

Dying liver. 

Coping, or so they call it.  

 

I tried the other stuff, 

Hiking,  

Drawing, 

Writing. 

 

I enjoy more the bruises, 

Busted chins, 

Unexplainable men.  

 

I have this coping thing down 

It is wellness that is my downfall.  

 

A cheap bottle to match a cheap smile, 

A double shot for the nerves. 

An eyeroll for the perves.  

 

An excuse to pregame. 

Friends with matching tattoos. 

I know these habits will outlast them. 

Or is that too taboo.  
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Aubrey Higdon
Mercy

at some point in my adolescence,  

i swallowed a rat. 

 

i don’t remember the big gulp, per se,  

but i remember the little spiked claws  

 

slowly crawling down my windpipe at night,  

the way it nested in my stomach  

 

as i stopped growing. 

in loud noises, voices, 

 

it wakes up twitching. 

with the smell of new places and questions 

 

it stands, neatens it’s little ears with its paws, 

it jolts me, tickles my stomach,  

 

makes my throat dry. 

as clocks tick it chews at my core,  

 

dull teeth nibble nibble nibble into pink,  

whiskers flickering, 

 

and my body curls, hunches, 

eyes aim down at carpets, not at faces. 

 

my rat has faces:  

a mirror, a science test, a pointed sigh. 
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as it’s sleeping tonight, i’ve decided, 

it will die. 

 

i’ll draw it out, 

for weeks, months, inch by 

 

inch, 

tell it compliments: You’re so  

 

beautiful, Your actions so 

delicate, Your words so 

 

calm and vivid, and 

i will fluff it, i will stroke it gently, i will feed it a sweet cupcake of poison 

 

and it will die. 

softly, gently, like i deserve, and it dies, a mercy 

 

to ourself.  
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9133 Palimpsest
Rob Hill
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Rob Hill
MARCH 3RD, 1991 

Sometimes hope looks like 

 your own hand      clamped 

over 

 your own mouth      holding 

your own rust      blood 

from spilling onto 

        boots 

brilliant black 

 in the streetlight      and 

the grey/green      wash 

 of night      vision 

on the evening news. 
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Transfiguration
Jessika Roe
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 Down your throat. 
Down your throat I go, 
     amplified 
by your swallow.  

 I’ve shuddered 
     down your throat— 
sometimes along with extra tears 
      or anger.  

Down your throat I go, 
      while you sit,  
your chest heaving, 
      on the bathroom floor. 
Tears love you. 

Sometimes you mix me 
     with Salt, Lime, or 
Whiskey.  
     That time did not go over well.  
That time, I did not 
     go down well.  

Well, now down 
     I go.  
To the raging pit, 
     the gurgling mosh 
of your shrunken stomach.  

 
Earth rotates. 
     The Sun swells. 
Things called days 
     walk down 
on you.  

Erin Moine
Down Your Throat
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  Still, here.  
     We are here.  
You—you still tolerate me.  
      You yearn for me  
in your blood. 
     You crave forgetfulness. 
So, on down I go.  
     Down your throat, 
I go.
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Moreno Cuevas
(Untitled)
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The Covid thing. A breathing thing. Smoke from fires, all summer, from every 
direction. A breathing thing. BLM protests with “I can’t breathe” written on 
my mask. And then, Waldenstrom Macroglobulinemia, a rare blood disease 
catches me unaware, sneaks up like a “smyler with a dagger beneath his cloak” 
and nearly snuffs me out. A breathing thing. So, being a master of meditation, 
I holed up for a year, took online philosophy classes at CWU and wrote essays 
on subjects ranging from ecological degradation to psychedelic katabasis, 
allegorically synthesizing the emptiness within with the emptiness without and 
doing chemotherapy. I’m in remission. Lucky me, I have a brave son, a Virgil, 
who was my north star and guided me through the rounds of daily life. I was 
lucky to have the support of my family and friends. 

Next, I was diagnosed with a case of Chronic Obstacle Pulmonary Disease, 
followed by a bout of pneumonia. Breathing things. The pneumonia put me in 
the intensive care ward at the local hospital. The doctor said I was septic. I had 
shot right through the Bardo of Dying into the Bardo of Supreme Reality, and 
sitting in full lotus in bed, I began my practice of Consciousness Transference 
until the nurses stopped me, saying I was making their monitors flash. After ten 
days of intensive care, I returned to the Bardo of Life. 

At home in my monk’s hut, sobered by my near demise, I have been inspired 
to finish two compilations of my writings, one of all the chapbooks I wrote for the 
classes I took in philosophy over the last five years. Yikes! I finished Æsthethics: 
The Philosophical Treatises of Richard Denner, Jampa Dorje, and Bouvard 
Pécuchet, running to five hundred pages, a tome that weighs a ton, and now 
I’ve completed Jampa’s Worldly Dharmas, a series of tales that is my biography-
autobiography, written in the third person about Jampa Dorje by Bouvard 
Pécuchet—scribble, scribble, scribble, print, print, print—or, as David Bromige 
put it, “The sad thing is I won’t live to finish my autobiography.” But I’m doing 
my damnedest and living to the max on every cubic inch of the air I breathe. 

You can stand in the doorway and snicker, Death. 

I’m not ready yet.

Richard Denner (A.K.A. Jampa Dorje) 
A Breathing Thing 
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 She is what quiets me 
when every whirlwind and every storm 
lie in a pool in my stomach 

bile and retch cannot empty it 
so she cups my face 
Spoon-feeds a warmth 

Until i’m well enough to stand 
Not unlike a tree which rain 
Feeds its roots 

And i hope 
That i don’t rot 
In the mental mold and mildew 

Found in unclean sheets 
And crumpled clothes strewn like 
Autumn leaves on a dying hill 

But with her here 
She wraps arms around my sides 
Pulling my pieces together tight 

Until my bones and skin 
My heart, liver, and lung 
Are all back in place 

My breath is a tide 
Shallow and full 
But with her near, 

I find peace 
In that goodnight, the sun 
Will rise again, 

Just as my smile 
Will rise again, 
And i hold her too 

Alicia Norgate
Self-Soother
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 For she is me, and 
I am her 
And we are one, sticking 

Bandaids on 
Whisper wounds 
That hover underneath 

And like a bruised peach 
We find our worth 
In just how sweet 

We are to ourselves
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Emma Crowe
Branches and Twigs

It is, in fact, 
a struggle to curate my facade 
and force tight fabric over my plump thighs 
as I would much rather breathe, 
slide into cotton shorts and 
pull up my thick hood 
deprive my ears of sound, 
chicks chirping in the morning 
the wind whooshing by my head, 
and hide behind the safety 
of my armor, 
pulled from my wardrobe that very morning 
when I still felt hope 
my smile attached to the cloth 
like it would protect me from a storm 
or family affair 
or insecurity 
raging through my brain, unstoppable, 
unlike my body confidence, 
I stand in my packaging 
a plus-size doll stuck 
in a box in the back, 
a girl who doesn’t feel 
like she fits in her body 
needs a crowbar 
to pry herself from the cardboard box, 
squish into the coffin 
handed down to her 
from her mother 
and her mother before her, 
generational in nature 
feeding on time 
growing stronger with each 
young girl it consumes 
from the family tree 
until all that remains 
are the branches 
and twigs.
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Gail A. Murray
Narrows Bridge 2
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At 84 years old, Omy’s mobility consists of a four-wheel walker and a brand-new 
wheelchair. She wheels around our house just fine. I mosey in from work to kiss 
the top of her head, take her to the bathroom and make us all dinner. A nurse 
comes twice a week to give her a shower.  

At 85 years, Omy face-plants into the carpet in her bedroom. We arrive 
home to find her lying on the ground, her walker sitting out of reach, and her 
fingers playing with the carpet threads. She’s been staring at the darkness under 
her bed for four hours. To discourage walking on her own, we confiscate the 
walker.  

Later that year, I walk in and see Omy sprawled out on the kitchen floor. 
While making coffee, she forgot to put the brakes on her wheelchair. For two 
hours, she laid on the hardwood in a pool of black—now cold—coffee. For her 
safety, we pay for a nurse for four hours a day, no weekends or nights. I take on 
that responsibility.  

At 86, Omy buys herself an electric recliner. Sitting in the wheelchair all 
day is hard for her hips. The recliner, a brown, faux-weathered leather, has two 
buttons on the side to control the footrest. To my relief, Omy can’t reach the 
buttons for herself. I ask the nurse to settle Omy in the recliner in the afternoons. 
She’ll be safer that way. Like placing a baby in a play pen, I know she can’t get out 
of the chair on her own. It’s uncomfortable to think of her as stuck and locked in 
position, but I’m satisfied she won’t be kissing the floorboards anymore. 

At 87, Omy calls 411 instead of 911 while we attended a Superbowl party. 
Our anxious 85 lb. golden retriever, Ella, decided to climb into the recliner and 
stand on Omy’s chest. 411 forwards Omy’s call to my work number, where Omy 
leaves an urgent message yelling, “help, help, help!” We come home to a cowering 
dog and a red-faced Omy, but I don’t get the voice message until Monday. After 
this incident, we rehome Ella.  

At 88 years old, Omy learns how to slide out of her recliner. Slinking out 
of her seat, Omy grabs her wheelchair and uses it like a walker to go to the 
bathroom, where she can’t take care of her own needs. I open the front door to a 
disaster zone. Omy sits halfway in her recliner with her pants at her ankles and 
a trail of shit from the chair to the toilet. From then on, we keep the wheelchair 
out of her reach. Omy starts calling the recliner her prison. 

At 88 and a half, the power goes out and Omy is trapped in her electric 
recliner. We use an extension cord and car battery to get her out. That year, we 
get her a hospital bed with bars. At night, I lift the bed to the highest point and 
put the bars up to prevent her from getting out of bed without help. We attach a 
baby monitor with a call button. We sleep with the monitor on for the next two 
years, always listening. 

Brittany Padgett
The Recliner 
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At 89, we can’t leave Omy more than four hours. Her medications, her 
willfulness to do things on her own, and her restroom needs are intensive. 
Her nurse quits. We call in all our favors to anyone willing to assist. We try the 
agencies, but their cost per hour limits the care we can afford. My husband uses 
his vacation time for Omy’s doctor appointments. I use mine for the days the 
nurses call in sick or don’t show up.  

At 89 and a half, Omy is constantly trying to take herself to the bathroom, 
trying to slide out of her recliner, trying to climb out of bed, even when help is 
available. Three falls, two ambulance visits, and three x-rays later, I am crying 
and asking her why. “Why can’t you just ask for help?”  

She shouts at me with her heavy Dutch accent, “I just want to feel independent 
again. I hate feeling trapped.” I understand her more than she realizes.  

89 and three-quarters, Omy’s evening and weekend care is non-existent. 
We are it. But sometimes we sneak out for a few hours if Omy is fed and asleep in 
bed. The nursing agency has a four-hour minimum for their services. This means 
date nights cost us $150 just for Omy care. But it is our 10-year anniversary, and 
my sister is offering to help. I feed Omy, dress her, lock her bed and bars in place 
before I turn on her Downton Abby and kiss her forehead goodnight. I know my 
sister can’t lift the 150lb Dutch woman, but I am desperate for a night out, and 
we leave them together.  

I have just finished eating the free bread when we get a call.  Omy needs to 
use the restroom.  

I want to protest, throw a tantrum, maybe slide out of my chair just like Omy 
and demand some independence. I don’t want to feel so trapped. But instead, we 
sigh and pack up our enchiladas into the compostable takeout boxes and drive 
our dented Ford Fusion home. 

A week before Omy’s 90th birthday, she moves into a nursing facility. What 
little she owns, we either donate or it goes along with her.  

All except for the recliner.  

“While she is alive, I’m not getting rid of it,” my husband tells me. So, now 
the recliner resides in my living room, but I won’t sit in it. 
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Jampa Dorje
Merz for Clayton
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Gail A. Murray
Green Guest

Snuck in aluminum, screen door propped, handfuls of laundry laced 
with earwigs and damp-grass scent. Charming green smoothie steals 

into summer kitchen. Sweet pea praying Stagmomantis carolina— 
in Virginia. In and out, in and out— 

Make-up your mind, you non-invasive, pest-eating, cannibal female. 
Like a leaf blowing in with the breeze, two and a half inches 

of stubborn mantid madness. I give up, I give in— 
to your company. One day goes by, I put you out. 

But you’re back. Making yourself visible. Grabbing a few small ants to go. 
Gardener’s best friend, pining for peanut butter on a spoon, I concede. 

Fed mantid femur and tibia grasp smooth silver 
with sharp spines, never scratch, discovering my sweet potato love. 

I don’t know what I’m doing, and still, you stay alive for months, 
in my free-range kitchen, you never sneak out my open backdoor. 

Come fall you’re hanging from the spider plant over warm soapy dishes.  
You like humidity, fogged windows. In the evenings, I play solitaire  

at the red Formica table and feel you in my head. Gently prying delicate, lanky 
bug-body from hair, my perfectly cut black strands land on linoleum. 

I’m not your mate, but it is possible you’d like to decapitate me. 
I don’t care, I like your company. But soon, the desert twilight is here. 

Your color is fading, pace slows with diminished appetite. You lose your grip 
like I do when I come home— 

To find you laying on your side on my dusty floor 
too near a killing dry heat, front legs fixed, stuck in your tarnished molt. 

That last step before you’d lay eggs. That last step missed. Like you. 
You never planned to stay over winter. I know that now.  

I lift the dried fetal leaf of you from the floor, mourning 
lost oothecas and the pitter-patter of baby cannibal nymphs.
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 Wealth I found 
past the cracked shoreline 
where the temper of the rain 
is always less than kind. 
Across the grass gone to rot 
in fields capped gray 
seared to pathetic dust 
fed on by insects 
and home to spiders. 
Beyond the sealed tops of wells 
whose water had all soured 
from dirt made mud 
reeking of sulfur 
which fouled the clarity 
and the taste. 
Against the backdrop 
of a melted sun 
pouring its soul 
into an endless blue 
as night shadowed close 
to extinguish the light. 
Deep in the badlands 
mind spinning wildly 
sparking against the solitude 
a heart caught flame 
and in the darkness 
exposed the gold 
staining each footprint.

Skye Emerson
Trek 
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 The words no longer feel 
stuck to my tongue. 
I don’t have to use sand 
paper to remove them. 

They flow in the breeze, 
but they are not lost. 
I hold onto my paper kite, 
every word still attached. 

And I read it without the dread 
that everything is imperfect 
or unoriginal—it is mine. 
My paper kite is small and it’s not as 
pretty as the others;  
It’s been tattered and  
torn—but it’s still flying.

Kelsey Bursch
Paper Kite
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Martha Hill
Vent
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Charlie’s wistful heart tingles as he pulls up to 437 Wilton Street, the apartment 
building from his childhood. Everything is gone but the skeleton of a structure 
and the echoes of Charlie’s memories. You can board up the windows, but you 
can’t cross out the souls that once occupied the walls.  

Every Saturday night, the entire block would light up with a Fourth of July 
jubilance. Dueling music speakers battled to steal the humid air at full volume. 
The Ramones shouted to the rooftop. Bruce Springsteen crooned to the moon. 
And Sam Cooke sang to the heavens. 

Out in the street, Rich used to show off his candy red Mustang. Rich thought 
he was a lot cooler than he actually was. His hair grease looked like a mixture of 
egg yolks and cement. Charlie hasn’t forgotten the time that Rich revved up his 
ride in front of the whole neighborhood, only to blow the engine. As everybody 
laughed, Rich’s face blushed redder than his broken car.  

Shawn was the tallest human that Charlie had ever seen. He dribbled the 
basketball on the bubblegum-stained concrete like he had the world in his hands. 
He never did make it to the pros, though. But he did become a pro of another 
kind. Charlie hadn’t heard about Shawn in years until the day a familiar voice 
spoke through the television. It was a commercial for a landscaping business — 
aptly named Shawn’s Professional Landscaping.  

Charlie wished that he were older. Then, maybe he might’ve gotten noticed 
by his first crush, Henrietta. He’d often daydream about her curly hair, sparkly 
lip gloss, and mysterious eyes. Sometimes when Charlie passed by her door, he’d 
hear loud yelling and harsh bangs. Wherever she is now, he hopes that she’s safe 
and happy. 

TJ always treated Charlie like a little brother. He’d even give him extra cash 
for snacks every single week. Charlie always admired TJ’s bright red Nike shoes. 
One day, TJ got arrested by the cops in front of Charlie’s very own eyes. It turned 
out that TJ was selling a certain kind of product, and it wasn’t chocolates.  

Charlie’s grandma cooked the most delicious spaghetti. It smelled like love. 
The sauce was made from fresh tomatoes that she grew on the building’s rooftop. 
Charlie still thinks of her sweet smile with the missing front tooth, and the big, 
dark moles on her cheeks. The cancer eventually got to her. When she was put to 
rest, Charlie was forced to go into a new home. But it wasn’t really a home. The 
memories from that place are the ones that Charlie permanently boarded up in 
his mind. 

After snapping out of his trance, Charlie picks up a decrepit brown brick 
from the building and sets it on the passenger side floor of his pristine Cadillac. 
When he arrives back at his quaint house in a quiet neighborhood, he places the 
brick in the soil of his tomato garden and smiles.

Zach Murphy
437 Wilton Street (A Brick Story)
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Mia Lopez
Drapery



MANASTASH 64

Alcohol cured me. It cured my mom, it cured my dad, but most of all it cured me. 
I never understood what was so great about this strangely disgusting, cringe-
worthy drink. All it ever did was make my parents violent. They were happy, 
and then they were sad, but somehow alcohol kept them alive, or so I thought. 
I hated alcohol in my childhood. I hated it because of how it changed my life. 
Smashing bottles to make a point. Replacing vodka with water. Stay hydrated, I 
thought as I watched my mom pass out in a broken lawn chair in the garage. Stay 
awake, I said, scared that they may not open their eyes to see the home their best 
friend Mr. Alcohol destroyed. I worried, worried that they may stop breathing. 
Parts of me glad that they took a breath, other times wishing it was their last. It 
was so easy, they said, the alcohol drinking that is. It just happened so quickly. 
One drink a week turned to two. Two drinks turned to six-a-night. Only to find 
out that the best way to solve their problem was to avoid it entirely with a full 
bottle of scotch. Developing this addiction, they could not see it happening. What 
once was fun is now a problem. Without the fun, only one thing can happen—
death. The death of me is what it became. I am dead, the real me at least. In my 
childhood, I never got to learn to be me, learn who I really am, you know like 
what I am interested in and stuff. I was a parent, not a son, not even a brother to 
little ol’ Tommy. The pain they caused me I cannot explain. I promised myself I 
would do better; I would not drink. I would never become them. But the weirdest 
thing happened to me. Apparently, addiction ran in my family, genetics maybe; 
it’s a real thing. I took one sip when I was 21. Laughed just like they said I would. 
But then after my parents both died in a car accident, a DUI, I realized what I 
was turning into, what my fate was going to be. Of course, all I could think was, I 
should have done more shouldn’t I? I didn’t cry. All my tears left my body when I 
turned 18 and ran away with little ol’ Tommy boy. They always told me not to cry. 
Hide your tears, let your cheeks be dry. That was a funny rhyme I was told when 
I was little, but now I realize I should have been allowed to cry. Maybe if I cried, 
I wouldn’t be here, on the floor, bottle of scotch getting drained from my blood, 
ready to take my last breath and join the rest of them. All the pain I felt over 
these last 32 years, I could blame alcohol for taking my parents away, destroying 
my childhood, killing me on this day. But I won’t do that. Alcohol helped me 
realize something—problems can’t be fixed with a few chugs or sips. Lying here 
almost dead, hearing the ambulance and seeing little ol’ Tommy standing over 
me praying that I stay alive, I realized that I am not my parents. I don’t want to 
be. For eleven years, I had an addiction. How it didn’t kill me, I don’t know, but 
I am here fighting for my life—a life. Seems that this overdose is all I needed 
all along to finally realize that alcohol is not for me. I want a life of happiness. 
Not a moment of joy that poisons my body, my future, and increases my manic 
depression that was built up of all the cruel things I witness when I was just a 

Jaquelyn Rodriguez
The Cure 
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kid. So, I make a vow: I vow that from today on, if I live to tell, I will change my 
future. I will not let them take over. They created a sinful lifestyle for me—mom, 
dad, alcohol. It was bound to happen, says statistics, but I refuse to follow the 
devil into hell. Watch me rise up and become my own masterpiece. Alcohol may 
have broken me enough to bring me to this moment, had its grip on my destiny, 
and it may have cured my parents’ pain momentarily, but at some point, we end 
up with an option: an enjoyable life or a slow death. I choose life. I choose to find 
out who I really am, who I have the opportunity to be. Ultimately, that’s how 
alcohol cured me.
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Quentin Ragan
Slopes of Purgatory
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Brittni Tovar
Afloat
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Life is all about those simple, small moments / the little things / the lullaby of 
the ocean’s sway / the hum of goosebumps as they sweep across your skin / 
the shudder of the creek as it puckers around your ankles / the peal of laughter 
pouring from a baby’s mouth / the breath of wind burbling through a legion of 
leaves / the wink in the eyes of an elder / the murmur of fingers as they whisper 
through your hair / the scent of damp earth, of lilacs and wisteria, of brownies 
and hot cocoa on a wintry night / the chop of a butterfly’s wings / the flutter 
of your favorite shirt flitting against your skin / the staccato rhythm of a dog’s 
oscillating tail / the trill of a bird’s daytime verse / and / the chirr of a cricket’s 
nighttime chorus / the stammer of stars as they glister in the dark—luring 
sirens / the sorbet horizons / the balmy blanket fresh from the dryer / the swell 
of warm water cascading over your naked figure / the spate of brisk rainfall on a 
sultry summer day / the lambent memory of a sparkler within a child’s clutches 
/ the mindless, madcap dance while solo / the hush of a waterfall / the echo 
of your lover’s nimble hands / and these moments / these simple, little things 
/ are the moments / that you can’t let slink by / that you stop to revere with a 
flicker in your eye / moments that ripple through time / that make life vast / 
that make life everything

Brittni Tovar 
Simple moments ripple through time
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Denise
Rob Hill
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DENISE
Rob Hill

Cursed hiss leaked after broken teeth 
   and nicotine stain. 

Gritty still august air, purulent 
 with the iron slap      of blood. 

A lit lucifer      pinched, shivers 
 and gutters before held      breath  
  under carnelian berries scored by pentacles. 

Tahoma      seething on the skyline. 

A heap of greasy shop rags tilting against itself. 

Gnarled branches of European ash 
	 like	arthritic	fingers	accusing	
a sallow      snake 
 who collapses to talc      in a whisper. 
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Lung Purgatory 
Zachary Schloss 

Grandpa’s stringed palms 
cup the irrigation puddle gushing 
from the broken PVC. Water  

leaks through the exposed bone 
and dangling sinew of his hands. 
Blue lips kiss the brown murk surface. 

Diced peaches, pears, and mangos clog 
the	flesh	of	his	windpipe.	His	choking	jaw	bites,	
gulps the air like a faucet washing down 

peanut butter from its epiglottis blockage. 
I	watch	his	twitching	fingers,	whispering	
Better place. Better place. 

Blue	face.	Blue	fingers.	
Better place. Better place. 
My knees press the mud smooth, 

pushing up grass roots until the skin 
gapes. I don’t hold your hand. 
There’s a better place. Ants bubble 

from your chest, your skin like cheese, 
tunneled, protruding like a dirt hill. 
Its peak erupts, a fountain of larvae 

white	gush	laces	your	fingers	like	a	caressing	
hand. I can’t hold it anymore. Your bone body, crumbled 
granules rolling between my praying hands. If there is no 
better place, there’s nothing more to grab.
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The Evidence 
Carl Ross 

(In a graveyard near the home of clan Ross, Scotland) 

We see a gray day, 
The evidence. 

There lies a surname 
Black on gray water stained, 

I see a stone 
Looking for you to look through my eyes. 

I feel your kiss: past us. 
Our names on a headstone 

Here	lies,	
One who died 

With my name, 
Here	lies	

His	devoted	mother	
Your name, 

Wife of another 
With my name, 

Who died 
And here lies, 

Even his brother 
Still lies, 

In another country 
We lie. 

I touch a cold word. 
I feel the wet grass. 

Sealed on a death date 
Two hundred years gone by. 
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 Still relating our lies 
Still too far away, 

I feel I could touch you a thousand miles 
Rushing to meet me through some past. 

We already died 
So hold me. 

I’ll send you the feeling 
Of old stone 

All the evidence 
That we’ve known. 

We’re each other before 
Here	near	the	sea	

High	gulls	fly	
Set black in a gray day 

We see our names 
But don’t cry 

I’ll bring them home to you. 
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Hidden	Message
Sophia Smith
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The Orange Beacon
Erin Carr

I can’t remember when this picture was taken. A glaringly bright day in the semi-
arid climate of the Tri-Cities creates deep shadows on three faces. We contrast 
sharply against the backdrop of a two-door, orange Cherokee Chief. Our white-
washed faces show little details other than the deep eye sockets and the half 
smiles given at the moment of the picture. My mother and I share the same 
shadow pattern, a steep angle cut with dips and hollows, my round cheeks and 
soft face already model her face structure. My brother, sandwiched between us, 
has	both	our	arms	around	him.	His	high	forehead	is	a	replica	of	my	father’s,	who	
stands outside the frame taking the picture. I can feel the hard sun-heated metal 
of the hood beneath me, unyielding. The hood warms my hand as I touch the 
smooth surface.  

We	 are	 dressed	 in	 the	 style	 of	 a	 planned	 family	 picture,	 blue	 jeans	 and	
multi-color	stripes	repeated	in	triplet.	I	imagine	my	mother	setting	the	outfits	on	
our beds, asking me to change as she wrestles with my one-year-old brother to 
get	him	into	a	pair	of	jeans.	She	then	stands	behind	me,	her	hands	and	nails	soft	
and soothing against my skull as she pulls my hair into a half ponytail and parts 
my	bangs	just	so.	My	mother,	slim,	shows	no	signs	of	the	small	sister	yet	to	come.	
She	fluffs	up	her	permed	hair	to	match	the	clouds	behind	us.	Undiminished	light	
and resistant metal next to the soft curves of youth beg a study in contrasts. 
What prompted this photo? The celebration of a new car? Or is the man behind 
the	frame	just	basking	in	the	glow	of	his	young,	beautiful	family?	His	harsh	and	
troubled past clashes against the easily molded curves of our skin, much like the 
light. Will he let the softness take hold of him now and leave behind his past? 
Will he break the cycle of abuse? Will he resist the urge to mold us into the way 
he grew up?  

After the photo is taken, perhaps the family gets into the warm interior 
of the car to go get ice cream. My mother buckles my brother into his car seat 
while my father leans the front seat forward so I can crawl into the back and 
onto the burning tan leather seats. The smell of hot leather permeates the air, 
sharp	and	smooth,	pungent.	My	fingers	trace	the	stitching	on	the	arm	rest	and	
the perforated leather beneath me. I buckle my seat belt, but still slide side to 
side on the slippery seat as we go around corners. We drive up to a window and 
order a peanut buster parfait for my mom, which I secretly want. I am allowed a 
chocolate dilly bar. Maybe we sit in silence, eating; my mom shares hers with my 
brother. The picture of a perfect nuclear family. As we drive home, the forward 
slant	of	the	jeep’s	grill	propels	us	down	the	road,	leans	us	into	the	future.	Orange	
is the color of urgency, of caution, a warning for an upcoming hazard.  
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Years down the road, I sit in the back seat without the option of my own 
door to get out. My brother and sister sit beside me in the dark. The sun has 
been	down	for	hours,	and	outside	the	windows,	an	open	field	of	tall	wild	grass	
spreads	side	to	side	and	behind.	Shades	of	monochrome	reflect	the	moonlight.	
In front of us, across a road, sits a low sprawling house with a converted garage. 
An apple orchard hugs the edges of the yard. My father sits in the front seat, a 
black outline. Once in a while he looks back at us without saying a word, the 
faint light from the moon shines against the bump in the middle of his nose. We 
are no longer the family in the picture who moved to this isolated house with a 
new address. Now separated, we spend one weekend a month with my father; 
he could not leave his past behind. The picture, frozen in time, is tucked into the 
visor of the car, a reminder of what he used to have.  

Without	a	word,	after	a	dinner	of	Hershey’s	kisses	and	Butterfinger	bars,	
he	loads	us	into	the	jeep	and	drives	us	to	sit	outside	of	the	last	house	we	lived	
in	 together	 as	 a	 family.	The	 front	porch	 light	 turns	 off.	The	 car	 of	 a	man	my	
mother	is	seeing	is	parked	in	the	driveway.	My	father	stiffens.	Across	his	lap	lies	
a shotgun, and his hands rest on top of it. The air feels close, my chest is tight, 
and my breath sounds loud in my head. I am eight years old. Beside me, at six 
and four, my siblings argue softly, oblivious to the tension. The minutes slow 
and stretch. Finally, his labored breathing slows, and he turns on the car, driving 
us	away	from	the	house	and	the	field	into	the	night.	The	bright	orange	Cherokee	
Chief rumbles down the road, a beacon of caution.
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We Gather 
Timory Malone

We gather around an indoor picnic table 
squeeze our thighs in the gaps 
ridged grain writes easy patterns 
into skin 
this stubborn tabletop redwood slab 
gathers in the weight of our bodies 
orbiting	fingerpainted	plates	
piled with scoops of supernova 
mounds of milky way 
spilling rosy light across our faces 
in this darkened room. 

Culminating vapor fog clings  
the windowpanes  rolls down 
gathered threads of Betty Crocker 
scented atmosphere d r i p p i n g 
onto wool sock clad feet 
shuffling	across	a	speckled	floor	
scattered with papery garlic husks 
and	rogue	oiled	coffee	beans	
thick coiled steel chords hum 
in the ether 
cosmic string vibrations emanating 
from a weathered mahogany Martin. 

We gather and swallow warm mouthful 
orbs of constellations 
Cassiopeia chained clusters softened 
in an antique cast iron pan 
drink	fluted	glasses	of	champagne	
while condensation ghosts  
watery planetary bodies 
on	the	floral	printed	tablecloth	
gathering among the little purple violets 
mixing with marinara stains and soft 
fraying spaces. 
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 We are gathered here by hood vent light 
and wispy incense strands of smoke 
to	leave	our	fingerprints		
along those creamy edges 
of milk glass plates  
and patinaed antique spoons 
as we feed each other  
from nebula cloudy bowls of soup 
and rivers of luminous captured 
solar	flares.	
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Golden Trails
Erin Moine
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Adulting 101
Maggie Gautschy

Sometimes I need to remind myself 
I	don’t	need	to	suffer	

If I’m cold 
I can turn on the heater 

If I’m hungry 
I can make a snack 

If I’m tired 
I can take a nap 

If I’m cranky 
I can step away from my desk for a minute 

I shouldn’t need to remind myself 
But I do 

And sometimes 
It helps
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Beauty in Decay
Janelle Serio
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If I Forget My Pills
Emma Crowe

after	“If	I	Should	Come	Across	Your	House	Lonely	in	the	West	Texas	Desert	”	
by Natalie Diaz  

don’t be alarmed when I can’t 
recall your face, 

the memories of my happiness reside 
in little orange pills. 

When I swallow down the slices of life, 
my mind comes back to me, 

like a tabby cat who found 
its way back to their home after a storm, 

retrieved from the wilderness– 
where my mind wandered helplessly 

traveling in circles 
around the honeyed pine cone trees 

amongst red-tailed foxes 
chasing their tails, 

vacant expressions 
in the red eyes of racoons 

who passed by their nest  
once, twice, third time’s the charm. 

Bring my mind back to me with powdered 
happiness, pearlescent granules, 

the smooth addictive medicine, 
balancing my mind and its fragile state. 

If you say to me, Did you take your pills? 
The ones that smell like chalk dust? 
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 I will not remember, 
I will bite my nails and panic, 

beg my mind to recall accurately 
the sound of thick plastic popping, 

check the pale green notches on the plastic, 
click it open and closed, open and closed, open and closed.  

My mind will scream at me.  
Torture	me	for	forgetting	my	mass	produced	joy.		

I’ll never be, Just right. 
I’ll always need the little orange pills, 

synthesized Emma. 
If I forget my pills,  

the way I forget to leave 
my room and eat, 

my mind will remind me,  
You are no one without them, 

I’m nothing but 
An unmade bed, 

An	empty	coffee	pot	
With a stain line as low as my pain tolerance. 

My mind will say, Take them, breathe–and when I do, 
I will say, You were right. Thank you.  
Until	then,	my	mind	is	lost	in	the	wilderness.		
We’re separated parts of a whole. I can’t 

remember your name, and my mind’s 
circling the fallen pine needles. 
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Grapefruit B-Side
Joshua Collins
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arr[O!]wed 
Gianna Starble

o, common cousin! 
you met me in my dreams, 
your feathered sun wind chimes, 

your	inflorescence	of		
mountain	field,	yellow	thatch	
canopy; are you singing a song? 

tickle	me,	floppy	beach	
bucket hat, sweet house 
for grouse in their posturing 
 
o, how you spear the sky 
sage! velvet adaxial warrior, 
queen of western meadow 

sacrifice	your	limbs,	your		
tender meat, dense and oiled 
babes,	the	five-course	meal	

and tonic. o, abundance! 
show me your roots of  
morning ritual, how you  

let	the	flames	devour	you	
only to resurface tenfold,  
yolk	of	phoenix	flying	

invade my sleep, whisper 
secrets of spring.  
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Exhausted (after A. Van Jordan)
Aubrey Higdon

Exhausted	(adj.)	ex·	haust·	ed	|	\	ig-’zȯ-stəd

1.	depleted	of	energy	:	extremely	tired	:	when	I’m	almost	done	with	just	five	
more	things	at	11	p.m.,	so	what’s	fifteen–	no	sixteen–	no	forty-five	more	
minutes?	:	when	the	“c”	and	the	“t”	from	the	“incomplete”	on	my	screen	reach	
out and hook into the skin below my eyes and gently drag down to brush 
along	my	cheekbones	while	my	eyes	just	watch—do	you	know	what	I	mean,	
my dear friend? : when my temples pulse in tandem with that little email icon 
thrumming like the half beats above the whole notes of my broken harmonic 
breath, too cold to be in tune : when I yawn and yawn and yawn and I pull in all 
the	ships	nearby	on	the	waves	into	my	mouth	while	“Deadline”	picks	off	the	rest	
of my relations with her many heads : when my house is silent every night. 

2. completely or almost completely depleted of resources or contents : when 
another	person	makes	a	request	that	rises	into	my	ears	like	smoke	and	it	flaps	
around	slowly	in	my	skull	looking	for	land	but	it	doesn’t	find	any	because	my	
shoulders are melting towards my ribs and my eyes are the only things that are 
full	of	sun	and	heavy	and	wide	and	blank	and	the	hinge	of	my	jaw	creaks	down	
but no words come out because there’s a river stone on my tongue, but they 
don’t	want	that	either—do	you	still	want	from	me,	my	one	and	only	friend?	:	
when there’s gray and gray and gray. 
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The Salem Monster
Caelyn White

Tucked	in	the	recesses	of	the	United	States	lies	one	of	the	twenty-two	towns	in	
America	named	 “Salem.”	This	Salem	 is	 small	 and	 reclusive.	With	many	of	 its	
residents having lived there for generations, thick family roots creep into the 
endless forests and climb up the mountainside. 

It	is	sleepy	and	cozy,	circled	with	sky	scraper	firs	and	gifted	with	bad	phone	
reception. Flowers bloom in sidewalk cracks in the spring, and in the winter 
when	a	foot	of	snow	fills	the	cracks,	front	doors	stay	closed	for	a	town-wide	snow	
day. Any adult will tell you; this Salem has never met a witch. 

Once every seven years, a child goes missing in Salem. 

The forest holds a million ways to kill. If the wolves don’t get you, the woods 
may simply swallow you whole. Parents sigh or cry when they hear the news, but 
they are hardly shocked. This is the price of nature. 

The	children	tell	a	different	story.	

• • • 

Ten-year-old Kimiko sat up in bed unable to move, paralyzed by him. 

He	filled	the	room,	white	eyes	illuminating	the	shadow	of	his	boney	face.	
Antlers	sprouted	up	the	walls,	dripping	in	moss	and	cracked	with	dirt.	His	form	
surrounded	her,	all	encompassing.	Had	she	ever	lived	a	life	before	this	moment?	
Or was he all she had ever known? 

The	face	leaned	closer,	and	Kimiko	felt	his	icy	hands	grab	her	bones.	He	had	
no	pupils,	but	he	examined	her.	His	head	cocked	and	a	freezing	gust	of	air	hit	her	
like a long exhale. 

“Kimiko.”	His	 voice	was	not	one	voice	but	 a	 thousand	voices,	 all	pitches	
intertwined.	“You	are	the	one.”	

• • • 

“I	heard	he	lives	in	the	cave	out	through	the	back	of	Madison	Park.”	Kimiko	
read a book, her back pressed against the rusty chain link fence. She hadn’t 
meant to eavesdrop, but the kids passing around a soccer ball were both close to 
her, and very loud. 

“I’ve heard it’s, like, ten feet tall. And it moves around in the shadows. You 
can	only	see	it’s	big,	glowing	eyes.”	

“It knows the future. It told Sarah something bad would happen, and then 
her	parents	got	divorced	and	she	failed	her	last	math	test.”	

“I	saw	it.”	

Kimiko	couldn’t	keep	her	eyes	from	flying	up	and	focusing	on	the	speaker	
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—Jeremy	Palmer,	the	fastest	kid	in	grade	five.	The	other	three	boys	turned	to	him	
as well, desperate to hear more. Kimiko dropped her gaze before anyone noticed 
her gawking. 

“What?”	

“What	did	he	say?”	

Jeremy	smirked,	“It	told	me	I	would	have	a	good	life.”	

“Were	you	afraid	it	was	going	to,	like,	eat	you,	or	whatever?”	

“No.	It	only	eats	outsiders.”	

Kimiko felt a shift of pressure in the air. She looked up and saw four sets of 
eyes locked on her. She tried to hide in her book’s pages. 

A	sudden	pain	hit	Kimiko’s	face.	Her	head	bounced	against	the	chain-link	
fence	as	her	hand	flew	straight	to	her	nose,	throbbing	with	pain.	She	heard	an	
instant chorus of male laughter, and Kimiko looked down at the soccer ball with 
sprinkles	of	blood	on	it	that	had	bounced	off	her	face.	

“Hey	idiot!	Kick	the	ball	back.”	

Kimiko’s left hand gently held her bloody nose as she stared at the four pale, 
gleeful faces watching her. 

She rolled the soccer ball back. 

• • • 

Seventeen-year-old	 Kimiko	 was	 beginning	 her	 fourth	 and	 final	 year	 at	
Salem	High.	She	worked	part-time	at	the	public	library.	Her	report	card	claimed	
she was a pleasure to have in class even though she was docked points on group 
discussions. 

Seventeen-year-old Kimiko’s territory was in the back of the classroom and 
cafeteria. She got weird looks from the others at the food her mother made her. 
She liked looking at the girls in her class more than the boys, told no one, and 
still it felt like everyone knew. Most peers kept their distance. Some chose to 
insult her up close. 

Seventeen-year-old Kimiko spent spare moments researching colleges on 
the East Coast. 

Seventeen-year-old Kimiko remained hyper-aware that her eighteenth 
birthday marched slowly nearer. 
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Seventeen-year-old Kimiko tried, and failed, not to think about how the last 
missing child was nearly seven years ago. 

Seventeen-year-old Kimiko walked with a chill in her bones. 

• • • 

Thirteen-year-old	Kimiko,	 three	years	after	his	first	visit,	finally	dared	to	
walk	down	the	trail	on	the	edge	of	Madison	Park.	Her	backpack	and	her	hesitation	
weighed	her	down,	making	every	step	its	own	journey.	The	trees,	thick	from	an	
earlier	downpour,	dripped	water	down	from	above	—a	second	rainfall.	

She halted at the foot of the cave. She could see only darkness within. She 
heard	nothing	 except	 the	 drip,	 drip,	 drip	 of	water	 against	 the	 cave	floor.	 She	
unzipped her backpack and poured the contents on to the damp ground; all the 
meat	she	could	find,	along	with	a	single	container	of	her	favorite	nail	polish.	She	
sprinted	to	the	nearest	tree,	putting	significant	distance	between	herself	and	her	
offering,	then	stared	at	the	cave.	

His	presence	was	announced	by	silence.	The	birds	stopped	their	chirping,	
the wind ceased its whispering, and Kimiko could swear even the drops of water 
held themselves from dripping. Blackness spilled from the cave like a thick fog 
cloud,	his	bone	face	appearing,	antlers	standing	tall	and	eyes	white	voids.	He	did	
not	look	at	her,	but	she	still	felt	his	chill.	He	examined	her	offering,	her	tribute,	
her cry for mercy. Long black tendrils reached forth and investigated the meat. 
It	held	up	the	nail	polish	—Unicorn	Pink.	Kimiko	figured	that,	if	meat	were	not	
an appropriate gift, perhaps the creature would want something that mattered 
to her. 

With	a	 jolt,	 blinding	white	 eyes	 turned	 to	 face	Kimiko.	Before	 she	 could	
think to run, the face shot forward, inches away from her own in an instant. 

“This	is	from	you,	child?”	a	million	voices	asked.	Kimiko	nodded.	She	held	
her breath. 

A	lifetime	passed.	“Do	not	be	afraid.”	

Kimiko was nothing but afraid, but as she clenched her eyes closed, she 
heard a drop of water hit a tree breach near her. When her eyes opened, the 
creature was gone. 

She	looked	to	the	meat.	There	was	no	Unicorn	Pink	nail	polish	in	sight.	

• • • 
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By	fifteen,	everyone	in	Kimiko’s	grade	had	a	story	of	him.	Some	only	claim	
to have seen a silhouette slinking through the streets at night, others claimed he 
visited them, heralding prophecies great and small, all of which came to pass. 
Only Jeremy had ever been told good news. 

Kimiko and the creature had not spoken since she paid him tribute, but 
she	 felt	 his	presence.	He	was	movement	 in	 the	 shadows,	 a	 cold	breeze	on	 an	
otherwise hot day, a glimpse of deep white eyes. Somehow, something was 
comforting about the slinking shadow behind her on her late-night walks home. 
Maybe	it	was	hard	to	fear	something	with	an	affinity	for	Unicorn	Pink.	

That is why, as she walked home from school one evening, she dared to 
speak	to	it:	“Why	do	you	only	tell	good	news	to	Jeremy	Palmer?”	

White eyes illumined the alley she walked past. She stopped and turned to 
face	it	but	found	she	could	not	make	eye	contact.	“What	have	I	told	Palmer?”	it	
asked. 

“You	said	he	would	live	a	good	life.”	

Kimiko	could	feel	the	darkness	beginning	to	fill	the	streets	behind	her,	like	
her	words	had	opened	a	dam.	He	answered	with	a	question,	“Why	do	you	wait	
until	night	to	walk	home?”	

There	were	 too	many	 answers.	 She	 liked	 finishing	 her	 homework	 at	 the	
public library near the school. She didn’t like walking home with other kids 
around who could trip her, or laugh, or stare, or whisper, or worse, yell, or worse, 
hit. She was a clear target and clear outsider. From her quietness, to her lack of 
resistance, to her name, to her food, to her love. No one cared that her father’s 
family had lived in Salem for generations. So, she hid in the bathroom until most 
of the kids left, then she made her trek to the library. 

Today, as she dodged and snuck around her peers to reach the bathroom, 
she	collided	with	Jeremy	Palmer.	She	hit	 the	floor	hard	and	 jolted	as	Jeremy	
swung his foot into her ribs. 

Then, he stepped over her as if it hadn’t happened. 

Kimiko	stared	at	the	concrete,	“I	feel	you	as	I	walk	in	the	dark.”	

“Does	that	not	frighten	you?”	

“You	once	told	me	not	to	be	afraid.”	

The void could not smile, and yet, Kimiko felt it. 

Months passed. 
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“What	are	you?	Why	do	you	do	what	you	do?”	Kimiko	asked	the	darkness	
outside her window. 

The	voices	called	back,	“I	am	a	guardian.	I	am	here	to	save.”	

• • • 

At seventeen, Kimiko still did not know what to make of him. She still feared 
his saving. She still feared his prophecy. She still counted the days until her 18th 
birthday. Somehow, though, she found comfort in his presence. 

It	was	a	crisp	Friday	evening	in	spring.	He	did	not	watch	her	lock	up	the	
library,	push	in	every	desk	chair,	vacuum	every	corner,	and	flick	off	the	lights.	
Her	 commute	 was	 so	 ingrained	 that	 she	 barely	 looked	 ahead	 of	 her,	 opting	
instead to admire the sky, searching for a shooting star. 

“Kimikoooo.”	

Her	eyes	shot	down	from	the	stars.	Jeremy	leaned	on	a	porch,	a	house	she	
had walked by a million times but never questioned. 

“Bitch!	I’m	talking	to	you.”	

She	stopped	moving.	He	stepped	off	the	porch	towards	her,	a	drunken	sway	
in	his	steps.	He	didn’t	speak	as	he	approached,	but	her	mind	raced.	What	would	
she	have	to	endure,	words	or	fists?	He	surprised	her	though.	He	stopped	close	
enough for her to smell the beer on his breath. 

“Kimiko,”	 he	whispered,	 dripping	with	 disgust.	 “You	 don’t	 like	 boys,	 do	
you?”	he	laughed.	His	toothy	grin	sent	a	wave	of	fear	through	her,	harsher	than	
any the creature had. 

He	 lifted	 his	 hand	 to	 her	 face	 and	 carefully	 pushed	 a	 strand	 of	 her	 hair	
behind her ear. 

She	sprinted	toward	the	woods.	His	hand	wrapped	around	her	wrist,	pulling	
her down. She tumbled into the grass next to the concrete, wind knocked out of 
her.	He	yanked	her	ankle.	She	flipped	over	on	her	back,	and	as	her	hazy	eyes	
looked into the sky, to her surprise, the stars were missing. It was all dark except 
for two bright, glowing orbs. 

Her	body	went	icy	cold,	filling	her	from	the	tips	of	her	fingers,	through	every	
crevice of her brain, through her shaking legs. She felt herself lifted, and her 
body	felt	infinite,	sprawling	and	eternal.	As	she	turned	her	head	towards	Jeremy,	
she	felt	the	world	shift.	He	stood	there—gaping,	shaking.	

For	the	first	time	in	her	life,	rather	than	to	freeze,	Kimiko	felt	compelled	to	
fight.	
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“Jeremy,”	Kimiko’s	voice	was	one	of	thousands.	“When	I	spoke	with	you,	
I	did	not	promise	you	a	life	of	happiness.”	Darkness	began	enveloping	him,	her	
darkness, her power. 

“I	told	you	you’d	get	what	you	deserve.”	

• • • 

Eighteen-year-old Kimiko stood at the train station platform, strumming 
her	fingers	on	her	suitcase.	Five	months	ago,	Jeremy	Palmer,	the	fastest	boy	in	
Kimiko’s	fifth	grade	class,	had	gone	missing.	His	girlfriend	had	received	 texts	
from	him	earlier	that	night	confirming	he	was	intoxicated,	and	he	had	told	her	
he	was	going	outside	for	a	smoke.	He	was	never	heard	from	again.	

Kimiko had no intention of returning to Salem. She urged her father to dig 
up	his	roots	and	find	another	town	to	plant	himself	in.	As	for	her,	she	waited	at	
the station now, with a ticket to the East Coast, tucked safely in her luggage. 

As	she	boarded	 the	 train,	a	 stiff	cold	 lined	her	bones,	a	gift	 from	Salem,	
something she would hold forever. 

There was nothing quite as comforting.
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Nature’s Rebirth
Ellen Mersereau
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Rob Hill

Where Does The West Begin? An Idea in Image

Megan Hansen’s images begin in Sheridan, WY, home of the Apsaalooké (Crow), 
Cheyenne  and  Očhéthi  Šakówiŋ people1. Discovered on long, dusty summer 
walks to the corner store with cousins for otter pops and candy calculus, Hansen’s 
perspective of the west was borne on the spinning magazine rack by the door. 
Idols carried home in a paper sack, then left clattering around the living room for 
a century; the same idea of the west that filled drive-in movie theaters and photo 
albums. Chain-smoking cowboy billboards blowing real smoke. Symbols of the 
American west both figuratively and literally, these slick advertising images show 
us an American history through a tightly focused lens, the aperture large enough 
to capture the magnitude of the landscape, yet still too small to capture its voice. 
In Hansen’s images we see this idea of the west deflated and draped across the 
inside of a studio and we begin to understand the language all artists speak.

The idea of the west Hansen communes with wasn’t born there, though. It 
was created. The first western novel to capture America’s attention was written 
by a man born  into affluence on the east coast. Owen Wister’s work of proto-
western  fiction, The Virginian, inspired by an 1885 western sabbatical and a 
critical link in the sacred geometry of American myth, tells the tale of a nameless 
man on a quest for justice, trapped between unrequited love and his duty. Later 
translated into a TV show of the same name, The Virginian gunned down the 
man in black at high noon and jangled his spurs on the wooden sidewalk outside 
the saloon. So does Hansen’s work. In the piece, “Americana,” we watch the 
timeless battle between good and evil played out in reductive binary; satire that 
is both deadly  serious and filled with whimsy as  infinitesimally  small parallel 
lines score an immense western landscape. Hansen ties together the boots of the 
bully and we see truth. 

The myth of the American west was inflated on the big screen, too. Over the 
25 years between 1939 and 1963, director John Ford and John Wayne teamed 
up to make 14 films: 10 Westerns, six in color; only one a comedy. The grandest 
film in the Ford/Wayne folio, The Searchers, plops the pair of Hollywood tough 
guys in Tse’Bii’Ndzisgaii, the Monument Valley, solidifying a career that would 
parallel the evolution of the motion picture industry and establish a standard 
for  cinematic  grandeur  few  could match.  But  for  all  its  magnificence,  Ford’s 
work recording the drama of the scenery failed to accurately capture the nuance 
presented by its people, opting instead to rely on the performative heroism 
of a good vs. evil paradigm, embodied in John Wayne’s lawman swagger. In 
communication with this pop culture narrative, Hansen’s piece, “Suburban 
Paradise,” speaks directly to this erasure. In Hansen’s image we see a woman in 
a fur coat and stocking feet amid layers of history that culminate in a TV news 
story about the corruptive tendencies of technological progress. The message 
relating more to the hypnotism presented by the tiny, black and white screen 
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than the eons of human history at her feet.

As we consider Hansen’s work, we must remember that in the glut of media 
produced by Hollywood and Madison Avenue, we’re only shown the part they want 
us to see, the part that most efficiently delivers and reinforces a specific idea of the 
west (for a small fee, of course). Missing from these super-sized advertisements 
are the dynamic cultures coaxed over generations from the very soil  the myth 
relies on for its longevity and power. What we don’t hear, the voices of the people 
indigenous to the land, as well as those of the women and the workers relied 
on for the west’s development, silenced for decades; replaced in our collective 
psyche with easily understandable technicolor tropes. To understand the truth 
of the west, first we must see it. And that’s where Hansen’s work glistens. Each 
of Hansen’s images tells a unique story exclusive to her positioning in time and 
geography. The apparatus she uses to imbue her art with energy, though distinct 
to her discipline, is the same relied on by Wister and Ford: narrative. The story.

In Wister’s novel, the reader must recognize themselves in his words for the 
message to strike true, as is the case with Ford’s films, Hansen’s photography, 
and in the collection of ekphrastic poetry and prose generated in response by 
Manastash staff following this introduction. At Central Washington University, 
in the Professional and Creative Writing Program, we learn to use the artist’s 
ubiquitous tool. We scour dictionaries and thesauri for emotion embodied by 
words that create a figurative fistula of energy uniting us with our readers. We 
forge images and language into narrative. We perform magic by guiding our 
audience to join our hearts as we extend ourselves as artists. Every word we write, 
every sound symbolized by a letter represents our connection to the cosmos and 
binds us to the first artist; the storyteller whose work began when they looked 
upon their mother’s face, and seeing themselves, unknowingly touch the infinite. 
A  coltsfoot  seed  carried  on  the  wind,  sweeping  through  thousand-foot-high 
sandstone pillars, drifting endlessly under a multitude of stars. Narrative is a 
communion with an eternal tradition – the thread binding all artists together.

Please join us as we embark on a journey through the myth of the west 
presented by Megan Hansen’s photography, and consider the possibilities 
offered by the written pieces inspired by her work.

1. From www.Native-Land.ca 
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Megan Hansen
Wild West Show Artist Statement

Upon entering a futuristic, robotic, Old West themed park in Michael Crichton’s 
Westworld (1973), John turns to his friend Peter and says “there’s a lot to do 
here.” In many ways the collective history, legend, and memory of the American 
West  is  like  a  vast  amusement park, filled with  elements primed  for  critique, 
admiration, and dissection.

Wild West Show is a photographic body of work that utilizes appropriation, 
collage,  and  tableaux  to  speak  to  a  collective  relationship  and  understanding 
of  the Western United  States.  I  collapse  the  non-linear  history  and myths  of 
Western Americana into imagery that is both a satire and a love letter.

Sublime landscape imagery and its distribution has roots in colonization 
and  tourism  within  American  expansion. While  many  of  us  could  list  iconic 
monuments, National Park attractions, and places of personal meaning 
and interest, when looking through image after image of beautiful Western 
landscape I realized that much of this imagery is symbolically interchangeable—
it  represents  sublime natural beauty  the  same way  it did over 200 years  ago. 
With this in mind, I collage backdrops together with pieces of landscapes from 
my own and found photographs to create a scene that is believable at first glance, 
but impossible and untrue in reality. These digitally stitched together landscapes 
are then printed at a large scale to be used as the backing for a set piece featuring 
similarly farcical costume, props, and scenarios. Children’s toys like a cap gun, 
a stuffed deer, and an inflatable cactus become stand-ins for the real thing, but 
also a reminder of inauthenticity that is often present in pop culture memory of 
the fantastical West. Costumes are embellished with a bedazzler, a hot glue gun, 
and fringe somewhat haphazardly, “like a rhinestone cowboy,” yearning for a 
time period and a heroic glory that is impossible to reach on a realistic historical 
timeline. Often historic found imagery is further incorporated into the sets, such 
as an archival painting of fauna or an old image of man interacting with nature, 
as a reminder of how these ideas have been presented in the past and the non-
linear nature of history, as well as ideas of God and manifest destiny that carried 
Western  expansion. When  the final  image  is  realized,  there  are  several  layers 
that begin to collapse onto one another, situated in humor and fantasy, falling 
apart like the fragile notion of what the West is and stands for within American 
identity.

Wild West Show is work that is personal to me, as someone that has grown 
up and resided in the Western United States in both rural and urban areas. But 
it  is  also work  that  I  hope will  allow  anyone  to  reflect  their  own  perceptions 
and identities and subconscious into. When writing about his famous traveling 
vaudeville Wild West Show, Buffalo Bill Cody said it was his “effort, in depicting 
the West, to depict it as it was.” I aim to do the something similar—to depict 
authenticity of the American West as we understand it in the past and present, 
through measures of inauthenticity. 
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Americana
Megan Hansen
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Gail A Murray
Americana Gaze

I dread
his patriotic   pink 
prick in my red balloon    floating
over summer’s picnic lunch
cherry-checkered tablecloth
Betty Cracker cook-out.

A Kool Aid moustache
gobbles up my skirt. Untuck
unfuck-over his gray leisure in vertices
splash in the valley   of my monumental nerve.

Legs slack, thighs ample
crisscross countries of pinched flesh
Run finger over aluminum
chalk it in prairie storm,
I     will dust you.

Bullets graze pastures.
Silver pistol, capped with candy-apple
plastic at the barrel, only a toy
not real                          smell
the sulfur on brown leather
Cowboy boots      larger       than death
rise up from Monument Valley.

I am a cowgirl                                    Angel-fringed
in white                          mini-dressed in knee-highs
silver stilettoed        I’ll line your clouds in gunfights.

Teeter like buildings on occupied ground 
Gut-spin spiral cherries,
Bleed rock-red brown, bandana
at my throat. 

Fingers clutch Americana blood
Cowboy crowns                      the eternal gaze.
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Sunlight beams reveal farce—
colonizer’s good intentions.

Two men stand opposite—
battle for the sake 
of the West.

Guns raised high, metal gleaming—
race against time 
and circumstance.

Single shot shatters—
no peace 
for open lands.

Blood collects dust—
bodies stack,
sink below earth.

Who should stand on these great mountains—
indigenous prince or
quickdraw intruder?

Quickdraw
Brittany Lopez
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Megan Hansen
Impossible Beef
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Beef Belly Bleed
Zach Schloss

Slip your hoof into paper wrap. Snap 
your carpal joint in the rust bar 
as your gut crusts against the manure 
hair tangle of the surrounding steer. 

You saw your brother’s hind leg dangle 
off the metal drum, watched his fly pile 
tail flick brown on the blue jean shin.
I tasted you, let your juices string down 

to my needled chin. You splashed on my 
boot, and the dog smeared you away 
with his tongue. You patty body thing. 
You ketchup heart vein. Make my dirt 

maroon. We sip Coors, scrape the grill 
as it heats our foreheads into glass beads.
Clammy palms crush my stetson crown.
You squeeze my colon into polyps,

stampede my clenched belly, drive
horns into the lining until you come out red.  
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Megan Hansen
Subliminal Messaging
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discovery
Aubrey Higdon

Give a beach ball to a horse
call it rodeo as it jumps, stamps, chases, loose in the field
you can’t stop me—
put your stetson on a cactus
call it, Harmonica—I hope you’ll come back   someday
—fall to him in mock desperation  draw blood  laugh

stand on a hill in classic westerns
call them high heels
wait for the irony of a sputter
my lip gloss drips  catches tumbleweeds
from the untamed plains 
call it killer woman

You want a  cow-girl 
70% lean   all-American     grass fed
in a halter,  wanna kiss me?  Kiss 
dirt say you’re sorry crawl your ass back home

I shoot a gun,   no recoil  only
bucks flinch  the doe dares me,   try it—
point pretty little pistols at her feminine rebuff—
she knows  to pull that trigger I’d shoot myself.
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Megan Hansen

Opossums of Instagram: 
The Finding of Moses
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Before the Gunfight
William Sharon

(Inspired by the music piece of the same name by Leila Wilson and the work of 
Megan Hansen)

Rojo, New Mexico.  Just  another  spot  in  the middle  of  nowhere  for  the  stray 
traveler to come and quench their thirst. That’s all it really was, but for the two 
boys, it was home. One was Jedediah Morton, younger of the two by just under 
a year, sporting his dirty blonde hair that shone like gold under the overbearing 
sun. The other, Clyde Boone, with his greasy, black hair and tattered, dirty clothes 
swinging in the breeze. The two friends were out a ways from their hometown, 
inspecting the nearby fault line. Jedediah didn’t want to go near it, but he always 
went along with his friend’s escapades.

The two boys peered down into the depths of the miniature ravine. “What 
do you suppose made this whole thing?” Jedediah asked. “No clue, Jed” said 
Clyde “but whatever it was, it had to be big.”

Jedediah leaned back from peering downward and turned back to look at 
their homes. The two boys lived across from each other, their homes separated 
by the thoroughfare.

“Maybe we should go back” Jedediah said, “My father won’t be happy if he 
sees me out here.”

Clyde scoffed at him. “That sheriff  father of yours, of course he wouldn’t 
want you out here.”

“Well, after coming out here and seeing it myself, maybe he’s right about it 
being dangerous.”

“Why do you gotta always listen to that damned father of yours. Just try to 
have some fun.”

Jedediah eyed his friend with a little trepidation. Clyde wasn’t normally this 
cold when regarding his father who happened to be the sheriff of Rojo.

“Something gotten into you?” he asked his friend. “Still upset at your own 
father getting caught?”

Clyde’s face turned sour. “I’d hate that man more if I didn’t know why he 
done it.”

“Why he done it?” Jedediah echoed.

“You know they’re gonna put him down, right? Cause he killed a man?”

“The baker, Smith? I never really liked him, but he didn’t need to die.”

“Of course, he didn’t. No one deserves to die. Not even my father.”

“But didn’t he kill him?”
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“Yes, but mama told me-“

Clyde paused then peeked around to confirm nobody was close enough to 
hear them. Then he leaned into Jedediah’s ear.

“Mama told me he was stealing bread for us. He didn’t wanna kill the baker. 
But Smith saw him and pulled a knife on him. What else could my father have 
done?”

Jedediah was appalled. “He could try not stealing bread for one, why’d you 
father have to go and do that?”

Clyde stared at his friend, brows furrowing. “Did you forget? My father’s 
broken arm? That accident at the mill left him crippled and he couldn’t make 
money no more. We could barely afford food and clothes already but now we’ve 
got nothing.”

Clyde turned away from his friend, his face darkened. “Without my father, 
what are me and mama supposed to do?”

Jedediah just looked at his friend blankly. “I don’t know if I can answer 
that, Clyde.”

“Of course, you can’t” Clyde retorted “both your parents have jobs, they 
make plenty of money for food and clothes…”

Clyde slowly turned back around; his eyes sharp as daggers. 

“Plus,  your  father  is  the damned  sheriff,  he  can do whatever  the hell  he 
wants round here!”

“Clyde, that’s not- HEY!”

Clyde suddenly shoved Jedediah backwards, his anger rapidly building and 
blinding him from his actions.

“Your father’s the guy that took my father in, and now he’s being sentenced 
to death because your father happened to catch him. I’ve been thinking about it 
over and over and I can’t shake the thought that my dad isn’t at fault.”

“But he- OW!”

Clyde pushed Jedediah again, harder this time. Hard enough for Jedediah 
to briefly lose his balance. He looked fearfully at the precipice right next to them 
and took steps away from the edge while Clyde continued to advance on him.

“What else could be done? My father can’t work, my mom can’t find work 
that’ll take her, we are starving at home!”

“Clyde, there must be another wa-“
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“You don’t even understand what I’ve been going through these past few 
weeks! My dad is going to die and there’s nothing I can do about it! What’ll 
happen after that?!”

Clyde pushed Jedediah once more, weeks of bottled anger flooding out of 
him. Jedediah was slowly losing his cool and fight or flight was starting to kick in.

“That’s enough!”

Jedediah leaned down and shoved back. For a split second, everything 
halted as he slowly realized what he had done. The few steps he took away from 
the ravine made Clyde’s trajectory line up to fall into it. Jedediah saw the look 
on his friend’s face. Where there was anger and grief, now there was shock, fear, 
betrayal.

He fell.

Hours later, Clyde was laid in a bed with bandages all over his head and 
body. Jedediah was sat in a chair next to his bed as he heard the doctor talking 
about his condition.

“He’s mostly got some minor and major lacerations from the fall itself. The 
worst he received in the fall was bruising and blunt force trauma, especially in 
his right shoulder. Depending on the severity….”

“He may not move his arm again, doctor?” Jedediah asked tentatively.

“Trauma to the shoulder like this tends to damage certain nerves, young 
man.” Said the doctor. “If those nerves severed in the fall, yes, he might not be 
able to move his right arm anymore.”

Clyde’s mother was weeping in another room, Jedediah could hear her. 
The doctor left to speak with her about her son’s condition, leaving the two boys 
alone.

Jedediah said nothing. Nothing could be said to remedy what had happened. 
Without a word, Jedediah slipped something he had been carrying onto his 
friend’s right wrist: A sky-blue cloth bracelet. His only means of apologizing for 
his friend’s suffering.

The two boys never spoke to each other again.

Jedediah looked up into the clear blue sky, his badge shining brightly in 
the sun. Sitting in his chair posted right outside the sheriff’s office, he heard the 
comings and goings of the townspeople around him, the laughter of the children 
fresh out of classes. Today was a peaceful day.

Then he heard a door open abruptly next door. He turned his attention to 
the bank where he saw a man leaving with a small, hefty sack in his left hand. He 
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was grinning like he was on top of the world. It wasn’t hard for Jedediah to put 
two and two together. He stood up and stepped out into the road, following the 
stranger.

“Say, mister.” He said aloud. “Mind tellin me what you got in the bag?” The 
stranger turned around slowly, his long and dirty black hair spinning with his 
head as it swiveled to face Jedediah.

“This?” asked the man. “Why, just enough coin for a month’s worth of food 
if you ask me.”

“Ah, I see” Jedediah said. “And that money is yours, is it?”

The man gave a shrug. “It is now.”

“Not on my watch it ain’t.” Said Jedediah as he removed the cover on his 
gun holster.

“Ah, of course.” Said the man as he let the sack in his hand drop to the 
ground. “You’re the sheriff, ain’t ya?” He reached the arm down to uncover his 
own gun.

“That I am, son.”

“Heh, I got a bit of a soft spot for sheriffs like you. Always giving me a real 
riot.”

“Left-handed are ya?” said Jedediah. “That’s not very common.”

“I’ll have you know that it is my good arm. As you can see-“

The man shifted his body side to side, his right arm swinging limply. 
Jedediah noticed something on the man’s wrist. A sky-blue wristband, worn with 
age.

“Can’t even used the damned thing.”

“Excuse me but that band on your arm.”

“This?” The man looked down at his limp arm. “Just a worthless trinket. 
Got it from the same person who took away my arm to begin with.”

Jedediah’s eyes widened. “Clyde?!”

After hearing that name, the man’s eyes widened as well and his cocky smile 
turned to a grimace.

“Oh! Well… I certainly didn’t expect to see you again. Didn’t even know I 
had wandered back home.”

“Clyde, you’re-“

“Don’t call me that” His voice carried a sinister hiss. “Anyone who knows 
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me calls me a different name now. Lefty.”

Jedediah stared his old friend in the face. “Why are you doing this? Everyone 
in town thought you died.”

“Yeah? Maybe that would’ve been better.” He lowered his head in shame. 
“After mother died, I just couldn’t stay there anymore. I left and never looked 
back, taking whatever I needed to stay alive.”

Lefty looked up to glare at his childhood friend. “It was never easy. Some 
nights I would just lay on the hard ground, starving, freezing.”

Jedediah looked his friend in the eyes, eyes that were hardened and hurt. 
“We don’t have to do this, Clyde.”

Lefty chuckled. “But what else can we do? Either you jail me or one of us 
kills the other, and I’m not looking to go to jail after everything I have done.”

The two men stood there staring each other down. One of them was going to 
die today, this was certain. After pausing for a second, Jedediah raised his voice.

“I understand.”

Lefty allowed Jedediah a moment to ensure all the people on the streets left 
for their homes, a sort of last kindness for his old friend. Then the two squared 
up in the center of town, the bag of money placed between the two of them. 
Without a word, the two slowly backed away from each other, hands hovering 
over their holstered guns, one right-handed, one left. When they felt it was right, 
they stopped. Then they stared, hands twitching in anticipation. The seconds 
ticked by slowly.

One...  Two...  Three...  Four...  Five...  Six...  Seven...  Eight...  Nine...  Ten... 
Eleven... Twelve... Thirteen... Fourteen... Fifteen... Sixteen...

With a swift hand movement, one of them dies.
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Megan Hansen
PBR
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Out West on the Shan Plateau
Carly Evans

As the taxi wound up the mountain pass, I watched the landscape pass by. We were 
heading to Heho Airport in Nyaung Shwe, a small town in Northern Myanmar. 
It was the type of airport without security or any barricades. There was a small 
landing strip and a building to wait in, no bigger than an average shop. You could 
sit on the tarmac and watch as the planes from cities like Mandalay and Yangon 
swept past to load up on a few passengers and refuel. 

The drive to Heho from where we lived was long and beautiful. As we made 
our way up a mountain and through valleys, we reached the top and could look 
down on the Shan plateau. It was very hot and dry, and the bare branches looked 
hard and dusty against the yellow dirt. Dark bushes dotted the landscape, thirsty 
and baking in the sun. 

I sat in the backseat with my German boyfriend. Our backpack was placed 
in between us on the hard, leather seats as the old car jerked us around. I left 
the USA four years before and had been living around Southeast Asia. Our latest 
home was in Taunggyi, a city in Northern Myanmar where we had been living 
for a few years. 

“It’s like we could be in a desert,” I said to Ruben, looking out the window. 

“Or Spain. We could be in the Meseta,” he replied, as he stopped scrolling on 
his phone to look my direction. 

“It reminds me of all those Westerns, all of those John Wayne movies,” I 
said. We had started a habit of choosing a director, watching their movies, then 
moving on to a similar director or similar style. One of the latest kicks we’d 
gotten on was Westerns. 

“You’re right, it could be a setting for one of those,” he said. 

“Which one of those did you like the most?” 

He thought for a bit before saying, “It’s hard to remember. They’re all so 
similar, with the tropes and fights. I know I certainly didn’t like Shawn.”

“Shane, I think you mean. I didn’t like that one either,” I said. “It was basic. 
I don’t know how it got to be so acclaimed.” 

While Westerns were interesting to watch, they were all about an American 
culture I didn’t know. I understood the tropes, the pop culture, the history. But 
they didn’t feel like movies that were meant for me. The West that was in these 
movies was meant for a certain type of man, and that was it. It was a part of 
American culture that I wasn’t particularly proud of. 

“Johnny Guitar was pretty interesting,” he said after a beat.
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“Oh, you’re right. I really like that. Joan Crawford and those outfits! She was 
so good in it.” 

“And the villain... her nemesis. She was also a woman, right?” He says, now 
looking up. I can feel his mind turning and recalling the story and characters. 
“There had to have been more women like that during those times, right? All 
those John Ford movies would have you think it was mostly men out there.” 

Mostly men, and mostly white men at that. You wouldn’t have known that 
the West took all types of cultures, people, and genders to build by watching 
these movies. 

“That’s right. Emma and Vienna. Emma was so perfectly  terrible, and the 
way she had all those men bend to her will to get Vienna,” I said, trying to 
remember the details. Emma, the villain all in black and a maniacal smile played 
by Mercedes McCambridge. Joan Crawford is Vienna, the tough and bold saloon 
owner.

“But I wonder why it would be called Johnny Guitar. He barely mattered in 
the movie, really. Those two were much more interesting than him.” I said. 

“Maybe it’s because he saved Vienna in the end,” Ruben said. 

“Maybe. Or maybe the studio was worried people wouldn’t see a movie 
called Vienna and the Posse,” I said. In the movie, Vienna using her cunning and 
connections to a cowboy posse to come out of the showdown unscathed. 

“It was in the 50s. People thought differently back then,” Ruben replied. 

“Back then?” I said, raising my eyebrows. 

I found the old movie poster online and thought of what people must have 
thought about Crawford’s Vienna. An independent woman, unapologetic, 
riding horses and wearing bright red. And even McCambridge’s Emma, not as 
glamorous as Vienna but a strong and brave woman in her own right. 

The landscape rolled by, and the desert vibes remained. I opened my phone 
and started searching. If there was one Western movie that looked at American 
culture a bit different, there must be more. Maybe I could see more about the 
people who weren’t talked about, an American culture I could be proud of. 
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New Rug for the Old Cabin
Megan Hansen
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Jaquelyn Rodriguez
Strangers

Sacred—canceled, denied.
Lead pellet shattered 
through the thick surface of their rare, fleshed bodies. 
Veins splurging, 
draining the red dust through the mud. 
A pound on the ground, 
a sacred life taken, 
of whom was never an enemy. 

Face of the sacred animals’ death 
lined beneath their feet,
Lying there, 
fur flushed between their webbed padded stance. 

A protector, 
the ending of a beating heart, 
never the ending of an era. 

His flawed, helpless presence 
Forever bonded with others, 
never to be mistaken with resistance of hope.

The hearts that still beat, 
holding on to what was once pure. 
Sensing, feeling, observing 
the guilty ice-cold souls scented with betrayal.

Stolen—a glimpse of security. 
Destroyed by a slight bend of a joint. 
Destroyed by enforcers.

Broken wood, sliced, thrashed. 
What was once a home, 
A treasured place for loved ones—taken.
A wall filled with paper, 
ink pressing the outline of the beloved ancestors—torn. 
Hidden folk grasping their last memory. 
Flashing deaths of all within.
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Disrespected,
Disruption of livelihood,
Repudiating rights to land.
Possession, a quality that they believe should be obliged. 

Stranded, yet not with defeat.
It’s that moment,
That sensation,
when clarity arises.
Sacred—resume, undeniable. 
Never to be silenced again.
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Megan Hansen
Suburban Paradise
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Traveling Cross Country
Gail A. Murray

Chevy suburban dream,
graffiti-less trains 
steam-chase artless time.

In the tenth National Park, 
my mother forces
a gap-tooth smile 
over carnelian drinks poured
from a shiny steel thermos. 

Slate-green Stanley cooler,
filled with Pabst Blue Ribbon,
My father drips and sips on apple pies
Tupper-wared on a picnic table bench.

I am splayed on lawn chairs chaised
in Croquet mallet stripes
like inauthentic horse blankets decorated
in man-infested
patterns    of destiny.
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Megan Hansen
Death of the Marlboro Man
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American hero
Emily Lyons

“The cowboy, now, as he is represented in culture, is maybe the last great 
American symbol of masculinity … in reality, nobody can be him because he 
didn’t exist like that, in the way we understand from film and video games and 
comic books.” 

- Megan Hansen

For your Han Solo type lead you make him
All leather and a sexy ride. You make him
Save the day, get the girl, and roll out of town     
 
Without ever looking over his shoulder  

He’s your John Wick with a woman-object 
To avenge. The picket fence life wasn’t 
For him anyway; it spat him out and back 
On the trail again. “Ride or die, but do it my way.”

Your John Wayne cowboy whose home 
Is on the road, was written that way so he 
Could leave before anyone else left first. A ride 
Off into the sunset scorched by loneliness  

He loves too hard or he feels empty for too long.
Someone is always watching him. And when they aren’t, 
The performance never ends. Andy is always just 
Outside the door, and Woody can’t stop pretending.
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The High Mountain Valley 
Local Authors Collection 

According to Jamgon Kontrul, when Atisa, an 11thc. Indian scholar, discovered 
the store of Sanskrit texts at Pekar Kordzoling, the library of Samye, he was 
amazed at that the degree to which Vajrayana Buddhism had spread in Tibet 
beyond what had occurred in India.  

We owe a debt (or not) to the 12thc. Islamic philosopher, Averroes, who 
wrote many commentaries on the Greek philosopher, Aristotle, whose works had 
been abandoned after the fall of the Roman Empire and without which a strong 
foundation for scientific enquiry would have been lost. 

According to Thomas Cahill, author of How the Irish Saved Civilization, 
everyone today owes a debt of gratitude to the Irish monks of the 5th century, 
who stored the written record of western civilization and kept it safe during an 
era of anarchy and constant warfare. 

A Canticle for Leibowitz by Walter M. Miller Jr. is a post-apocalyptic science 
fiction novel set in a Catholic monastery in the desert of the southwestern United 
States after a devastating nuclear war.  Over many centuries, the monks preserve 
the remains of our scientific knowledge until the world is ready for it again. 

There is, of course, no guarantee we have a future on this planet.  There 
is no icon labeled “P” to push for Posterity.  We are in an era of rampant self-
archivization via social media, especially during this time of pandemic and civil 
unrest, but if our electronic infrastructure collapses, the so-called “cloud” would 
dissipate.  The intricacies of digital archives are beyond my expertise; still, the 
main task of developing any archive begs similar questions. Where does it begin 
and where does it end?  What is to be included and what suppressed?    

Let me begin, here, with the idea for my High Mountain Valley Collection.  
The idea came to me in 2018, following the death of Mark Halperin, a close 
friend, who had taught creative writing at Central Washington University for 
many years.  I checked to see if his books were in the special collection at Brooks 
Library.  Only his early works were there, and some works by other authors I 
knew.  I noticed two library-bound editions of copies of Vagabond, an anthology 
of poets and story writers, edited by John Bennett, a courageous underground 
mimeo mag published by John, in Ellensburg, during the small press “magazine 
wars” of the late 1960s and 70s. There were some of my self-published books 
in the collection, but there were no copies of the Ellensburg Anthology. This 
anthology of local poets and writers was initially sponsored by the Ellensburg 
Arts Festival Committee, a committee that later morphed into the Ellensburg 
Arts Commission.   

Richard Denner (aka Jampa Dorje) 
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Ellensburg Anthology was sometimes subsidized by a Washington State Arts 
Grant and had a variety of editors during its run, between 1980 and 1987.  I looked 
for a copy of Dick Johnson’s Then King Down Came, a novel I read after my 
family and I moved to Kittitas County, in 1974, to manage the Diamond Hanging 
J Floating I cattle ranch out in Badger Pocket, but I came up with a blank.  Might 
be interesting to round up and corral a collection of books published from that 
time forward, I thought.  

The title of my collection comes from a chapbook of this period (which I will 
dub the Ellensburg Renaissance)—Anarchist Murmurs from a High Mountain 
Valley by John Bennett, circa 1972. It was one of John’s first works after landing 
in the valley.  Dick Elliott, taking the role of Coyote, told him this was a high 
mountain valley. 

Thanks go to Paula McMinn for unearthing specimens of Ellensburg public 
school writing, to Rolf Williams for connecting me via internet with local authors 
who sell their books at Jerrol’s Bookstore, to Daniel and Debbie at Brick Road 
Books on Main Street, to the many writers in the humanities departments at 
Central who donated copies of their works, to Julie Prather and Jane Orleman, 
who opened their libraries and presented me with valuable finds, including the 
holy grail of my search, Then King Down Came, and to Marlene Chaney, who has 
forgiven me for incinerating her copy of Gregory Corso’s Long Live Man in my 
microwave during a preservation experiment.  Believe me, a burning book in a 
microwave is a terrible thing to see.   

Here is the blurb at the Special Collection’s website: 

The High Mountain Local Authors Collection contains a selection of Central 
Washington’s unique and noteworthy literary efforts. It includes examples of 
various literary forms and genres, novels, poetry, history, philosophy, children’s 
books, romance, science fiction, fantasy, new age, memoir, and essay.  The 
arc of the collection includes examples of academic publishing, mainstream 
publishing, small-edition-self-published works, mass paperbacks, print-on-
demand books in hardback and soft cover, underground literary magazines, and 
art zines.  For those keenly interested in documenting the history of books and 
printing, the collection includes a spectrum of printing techniques, letter press, 
offset, photocopying, linoleum block printing, mimeograph, and calligraphy.   

These days, I can send a word file via email to a print-on-demand publisher, 
like Xlibris, where it will enter a digital template and be run on a production 
copier, say a Xerox D136 hooked to a Horizon BQ-440 bindery machine, that will 
print out a single perfect-bound book.  The only time a human hand touches the 
book is when a shipping clerk slips it into an envelope to mail it to me. 
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Besides preservation, there are two important aspects of an archive.  The 
authority of the archive and the sequencing of the documents—the provenience, 
which is the place of origin or earliest known history of a work, and the term, 
respect des fonds, a principle in archival theory that proposes to respect the order 
of a collection of records according to their groupings, that is to say, according 
to the way they were created or from which they were received.  This, in turn, 
informs the authority of the collection. 

I have contracted a bad case of archive fever.  How did I catch this bug?  
When Julia Springfield moved Special Collections from a corner room in the 
back on the fourth floor, to more spacious digs, here, on the second floor, I saw 
this as an auspicious opportunity to install a new collection. 

Also, while browsing the philosophy section of the library, I came across 
Jacques Derrida’s Archive Fever, a lecture delivered in London, in 1994, at 
Sigmund Freud’s house, at the time that it was then becoming a museum.  Derrida 
is the founder of deconstructionist philosophy, and his writings lead the reader to 
consider the nature of an archive, especially an internal contradiction within the 
Greek word, arche—which means both a commencement and a commandment.    

I won’t lead you down the rabbit holes taken by Derrida in his quest to 
analyze the notion of archive, but I will note that he points out “to archive” 
derives it meaning from the Greek arkherion, a residence of an arch magistrate, 
an archon, who as a commander, as a guardian, shields the archive, and since 
the person who holds this post—be it a house or a fort—has political power to 
interpret the archives, to “lay down the law” in matters related to the archives.  
Consider the Supreme Court and the archives of constitutional law.  Consider 
the Ark of the Covenant and the Ten Commandments given to us through Moses 
from God.  Arche is order and anarchy is chaos.  Two orders of order, sequence 
and command.  As Lu Garcia says of poetry, “The orders come; they are the only 
issue.” 

An archive is both public and private.  You will notice this as you enter.  There 
is a bell at the door to signal your arrival.  You are seated at a table away from the 
stacks.  You are asked to put on white gloves to handle the books.  The books are 
brought to you to handle.  You can not leave the premises with the books. 

From the books in my personal collection and those collected with the help 
of friends who donated books, by my mining bookstores and the internet—
thriftbooks, Abe’s, Amazon—I drug a bunch of battered books together and put 
them into alphabetical order and signed them over to the public at this state 
university.  At this point, they mystically trans-substantiated themselves into 
both items of reference and items of reverence.  



123
MANASTASH 

Let me shift from this kind of thinking and discuss the types of books I 
have collected for the present archive.  I wanted there to be breadth and depth 
to the collection, high art and low, ivory tower poets and street poets, serious 
and not-so-serious fiction and non-fiction intermingled with scholarly works in 
these labyrinthian recesses. An archive is like the human mind, and analyzing 
an archive is a bit like archeology.  Some things are on the surface and some 
things are hidden.  Digging down, an archivist may come upon a lost civilization. 
Perhaps, one will find that the Universe is a vast archive. 

Besides being a showcase for the talents of the region’s writers, my collection 
is a platform for the presentation of a preponderance of books, over one hundred, 
by my many personae.  I am a prolific writer and book publisher. My mode of 
writing is counterintuitive.  Rather than beginning with the manuscript, I begin 
with the book.  I initiate the writing process by visualizing the completed form 
the manuscript of my telling will take, and I fill in the empty pages.  Over the 
years, the books have piled up.  And the words might even mean something. 

From early on, I collected my poetry and published chapbooks under the D 
Press logo.  The “D” comes from the first letter of my last name, but there are 
other associations—feeling depressed and it being “the” press.  Since the poems 
reveal my interests, I consider these to be an inner autobiography.  Later in life, 
I began creating a prose narrative of my adventures, and I chose to have these 
stories told in the third person by a fictional biographer, Bouvard Pécuchet, 
whose name is derived from a combination of the last names of the protagonists 
of Gustave Flaubert’s novel, Bouvard et Pécuchet, a pair of court clerks with 
intellectual curiosity, who delve into all branches of human knowledge with 
disastrous results. Combine two idiots and get one author.   

The High Mountain Valley Collection is not my first foray into the art of 
archive installation. I am fortunate to have three hundred and eight of my books, 
as well 7 ½ linear feet of my literary detritus, archived in the Bancroft Library 
of the University of California, Berkeley. In these confines, I rub shoulders with 
Shakespeare folios and Aztec codices.  The Mark Twain Collection—rumors of 
Twain’s demise still circulate—resides in opulent splendor.  Here, one might 
expect to get some well-deserved rest, but after a brief suspension of time, one 
hears complaints about wormholes and arguments over limited shelf space.  Some 
nights, there is table tipping during seances convened by Madame Sosostris, and 
one can hear the sound of weeping and laughter beyond the garden wall.  Finally, 
one gets use to being dead.  However, that is then, and this is here and now.  
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Derrida says that archive fever is “...to burn with passion. It is never to rest, 
interminably, from searching for the archive right where it slips away. It is to run 
after the archive, even if there is too much of it, right where something anarchives 
itself.  It is to have a compulsive, repetitive, and nostalgic desire for the archive, 
an irrepressible desire to return to the origin, a homesickness, a nostalgia for the 
return to the most archaic place of absolute commencement” (Jacque Derrida, 
Archive Fever, University of Chicago Press, 1995, p. 91). Poets have their city 
muses.  Dante had Florence; Baudelaire had Paris; Hart Crane had Manhattan; I 
have Ellensburg.  My end is in my beginning, my beginning in my end… 
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Last winter, I watched the birds  
abandon town. Memory so often fails  
me, but here rings true.  
Silhouettes. The sun spat ink. 
How wonderful, to see the frost  
coming and to flee, confident of your return.  
That winter, I ate potatoes  
and darned my hems, torn from slipping on ice.  
I fell many times  
into the waiting earth:  
bloody palms,  
cracking bones.  
Each time I continued walking.  
The frost etched ferns into my windows at night. 
Outside, a lone bird  
turned circles in expectant blue.  
I wanted to run. I wanted to fall again. 
Listen, my body said.  
I am trying to say this the only way I know how. 

Kathleen Singleton 
Crow, are you a boy or a girl? 
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Clacking away at his keyboard, Terrence drowned out the sounds of merriment 
and conversation creeping from under the crack below his door. He paid it no 
mind as strings of letters appeared on his screen, becoming sentences then 
paragraphs and finally whole pages. This flow was interrupted by the sound of 
footfalls from just outside. Without bothering to announce themselves, they 
barged the door down, light from the hallway flooding into the room and landing 
on Terrence’s unkempt hair. There was only one person who would dare to barge 
in on him while he was writing. 

 “Hi, Cherryl,” he croaked. 

“Terrence! What on earth are you doing?” Cherryl’s voice boomed like a 
hammer on a nail. 

Terrence slowly relinquished his hold on the keyboard and turned around 
to face his wife. 

Cherryl looked down at him with admonishment, “You’ve been sat in here 
for hours while all our family poured into the house. You should step outside; 
everyone wants to see you.” 

Terrence groaned and turned back around to look at his progress, “This is a 
big project. I need time.” 

“You’ve got plenty of time to work on your stories on literally any other 
day!” She exclaimed. “Why do you have to work on it now, on New Year’s Eve, 
when all of our family is here to see us?” 

Terrence peeked over his shoulder sheepishly, “I don’t know what else to 
do right now.” 

Cherryl sighed, “Look, Terrence. I know you aren’t the best with people, let 
alone with my family, but your family is worried about you.” She walked over by 
his chair and put a hand over one of his that was desperately grasping the arm 
of the chair. 

“I’m worried about you. I don’t want you to become so absorbed by your 
work and thoughts that you forget about everyone around you.” 

Terrence gave a sigh of his own and put his other hand over hers, clasping 
them together, “Honey, that’s not completely it.” 

“Then what is?” she snapped, “Is there something you haven’t told me?” 

“No, honey. It’s just—” he paused. He could hear the laughter of children 
and the talking of the adults through his open door. 

William Sharon 
Disheveled



127
MANASTASH 

“I don’t know, really,” he finally said. “I’m not sure why I’ve kept like this 
for so long.” 

Cherryl knelt to look at him eye-to-eye, “Terrence?” 

He turned to face her fully, and her arms came up and around to embrace 
him. He took a moment before returning the hug, wrapping his arms around her 
frame. The two stayed there for a few brief seconds before Terrence broke the 
silence. 

“Honey?” he said, “help me with my hair, won’t you?”Replace this text with 
prose text.
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This is my path, this path beyond the dunes. The one lined high with oceans of 
brilliant, yolk-yellow sprays—daintily-lobed faces, perched atop  

finely-haired clusters of oval leaves, like 

Trefoils of grass green.  

Proud, golden fairies on emerald thrones.  

They hold their shameless heads erect. Mighty wooden stalks lift them high 
into the breeze off the sea, their graceful faces shimmering like yellow flags of 
victory.  

Your flowers are never white, old friend.  

There are those who would have your stalks instead be pikes. Those who  

abandoned you, called you “noxious,” tried to reduce you, poison you, cut you 
down. But to little avail.  

The damage was never permanent.  

The earth continues to feed you, the sun to warm you. And in late summer you  

declare your life to the world—a  

ticker-tape parade—complete with a cacophony of fireworks in miniature, black 
seedpods snapping and popping,  

wildly spiraling into the stratosphere. The swift winds rush with rapture to 
capture your offspring, lift them aloft, to 

broadcast them far and wide. 

You have won another season on this neglected path, its thinning gravel giving 
way to the rising stones below.  

Even the stones can reclaim their places. 

I reach out to you, the unwanted seedling. I curl my hand around your 
burgeoning black pod, dry and rattling like a maraca. You crackle into my palm, 
spilling your tiny spheres through my fingers. A gift, a greeting. You are telling 
me that it is August.  

And that we are kindred.

Janelle Serio 
The Scotch Broom Path 
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Sunshine  
In a wild flower-filled field 
Light sparkling off of morning dew 

Late night  
Talks between love struck loners 
Laid out underneath ancient stars 

Fresh snow 
Rolled into toys of play 
Thrown across clear skies at frozen friends 

Mountain boots  
Covered in red dust 
From trails leading up to Heaven 

A dreamless sleep 
Wrapped in strong arms 
Fireflies dancing by the window 

A day off 
Bundled in blankets 
Movie marathons that stretch from the TV into reality 

Road Trips 
Bouncing along a winding road  
Looking for another adventure  

 

Wellness is… 
Tiffany Wehr 
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They LIED. Love trickles red on moon-snow. Trapping fireflies with 
my bicep. Judge Robert Pitman RULES—the blue woods. 

Stars hang in heavens overhead. Mild rubies diffuse my marrow. 
My sisters, witches, wanton women daring. Quiver 

let the arrow sail. Cherry tree smoke chokes toxic amber 
stream. Glenoid rim of Vesuvius mass. Underground pipelines 

across state lines. Colorado, Illinois, Oklahoma, New Mexico,  
Washington. Like cattle. Burdened like beasts, herded, corralled.  

These pipelines don’t run under border patrol. Impregnation, 
visa-regulation, deportation, menstruation, show us your papers.  

and that heartbeat they lie about. It’s only electrical impulses 
from a cell to put her in a cell, in prison-orange or pink and blue. 

I save myself for the moon, I wait under the cypress tree 
stroke a furry antler. Dig up winter, exhale fog. 

Aim for his heart she falls to the ground in a salty 
sop of tears. Then a soothing ice water kiss of lucidity. 

One intact bone, ignore torn tendons, sheath and anchor. 
Wounds refuse my doctor to see.

Gail A. Murray

Telehealth sessions of safe dose myth, 
non-linear math and risk 
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Flower Baldwin
Mt. Stuart in the Flesh
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Mt. Stuart on the Page
Flower Baldwin
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My aunt’s English garden, 
the grass is emerald and the sun bright gold. 
Emerald shoved in with yellow in my eyes. 
My hands burn where they touch 

the black, crusted, stainless steel scrubber. 
Black turns to green when washed off 

in the stainless steel sink. 
 
My pink petal palms stained dark green. 
It won’t come off 
when I scrub with hot soap and water. 

A garage filled with tools. 
The iridescent lights are on. 
Hard, white, plastic masks with yellow elastic 
sit in a basket on a shelf, 
looking like surgeon and construction masks combined. 

The types of masks we were supposed to use 
when around the chloroform. 

A price tag says $500 for each mask, 
just to wear it once. 
 
The green and yellow substance— 
– the word chloroform won’t leave my head. 

It sticks to my rosy flesh. 

It won’t come off as I scrub with white-bubble soap. 
I try to wipe it off; it looks like paint. 
 
It smears, bleeding and expanding 
like an ink blot on paper. 

Emerald Chloroform 
Erin Moine 



MANASTASH 134

My aunt’s driveway on an early spring evening. 
The golden globe touches the horizon, 
spilling his golden liquor over his mirror 
that stretches the landscape. 

Roses, poppies, chrysanthemums, 

emerald and gold chloroform fill my head. 
The word chloroform white as snow 
against a black background. 
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Janelle Serio
Waiting for the Right Time
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I always knew. 

When you were 3, and we were inseparable, and you were in your car seat 
with your blonde curls and pink ribbons, and you were wearing your Sleeping 
Beauty costume from Disneyland, and you suddenly burst out of nowhere that 
you would “never marry a hairy man” – I knew.  

And when you were 13, and you dyed your hair galaxy blue, and everything 
was girlfriends and sleepovers and cosplay and Dr. Who and Doc Martins—but 
never boys—I knew. And when your anxiety was rising, and you’d cry during 
Mrs. Condon’s algebra class, and you would tell me it was “because you didn’t 
understand math” – I knew.  

And when you were 14, and your hair was pink, and you wore that Pusheen 
the Cat T-shirt every day until it unraveled, and the new, volunteer youth group 
“leaders” at church were homophobic but weren’t phobic about displaying their 
homophobia publicly, I wanted to protect you because I knew. And when I went 
to the youth ministries manager and informed her long and loud that kids need 
understanding and love, and that churches weren’t supposed to be hateful and 
political, and that they were supposed to be safe places of learning and faith, 
and I got snarky, and I didn’t care if she told Pastor Tom what I’d said – it was 
because I knew.  

When you were 15, and you straightened your cherry-red hair, and you stood 
up for LGBTQ rights at school, and you wanted to tell me about gender-neutral 
bathrooms and rising violence against trans people in passionate, eloquent tones, 
and I didn’t know what to say because I couldn’t say what I wanted to – I knew.  

When you were 16, and your hair was black, and you loved David Bowie and 
The Cure, and you were wearing frilly thrift-store skirts and platform combat 
boots so you could be taller, and I heard you through the paper-thin door of the 
ancient counseling office on Officer’s Row saying the words to your therapist 
but not to me, and I heard the agony in your voice as you worried about what 
your family would think—what I would think—and I couldn’t speak up because 
my gay friends were telling me it was your story to tell and that people told that 
story when, and only when, they were ready. I waited. But I knew. When my own 
anxiety was rising, and I thought you might drown in the narrow, biting world 
we live in, and I couldn’t put my arms around you for the right reasons yet, and 
my hands felt tied, and exacerbation was suffocating me like a secret that no one 
should have to keep, but I told myself I had to wait a little longer – I knew.  

When you were 18, and your bangs were green, and you graduated from the 
arts school, and you wanted to live in downtown Portland, and you moved into 
the haunted brownstone by the old Synagogue on 17th and Flanders and went 

Janelle Serio
Dear Andy
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to work at Buffalo Exchange across the street from Powell’s books, and I was 
in a stoic panic that you would be on your own, mingling among the cruel, the 
violent, and the unwilling, and you were so small – I knew. 

And when you were 20, and you were so bold, marching in protest with 
BLM and raising money for the cause by selling your art, and you called me out of 
the blue that day on June the 11th at the height of the covid pandemic—which felt 
suddenly insignificant—and you didn’t let me speak because you said you would 
lose your nerve, and you burst into tears, “Mom, I’m coming out to you!” And all 
the things I had wanted to say came tumbling out, words over words over words, 
and I told you that you were brave and strong, and that I was proud of you, and 
that I had always been on your side, and that now we could be closer than ever 
because everything was honest and free, and that you’d never have to worry for 
a second about you and me in spite of my Baptist upbringing and in spite of the 
bastards in the world that might try to bring us down, and I reminded you that 
June 11th was my birthday, and we burst out laughing, long and loud, and it was 
the sort of laughter that comes after a great relief –  

Like when your child has just been rescued from a deep well where she has 
been trapped for days while everyone above ground held their breath but feared 
the worst, and once she’s in your arms, she immediately asks for something 
mundane, like crackers, and tears brim your anguished eyes and spill over onto 
the child in your arms, and onto your shoes, and then onto the earth beneath 
your shoes, and then they flow down into the well that held your child, and they 
fill the well and it overflows—because the relief will never end –  

Then I told you that I love you forever because you are mine, and even if 
you weren’t mine, I would love you anyway because you are spectacular, and the 
world rarely understands precious things – but I do. 

I always have.  
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Still Beating
Ellen Mersereau
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Blue Doors
Rob Hill
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Swinging blades like a lever   picture 
 frame      skips transparent  
  filmstrip off greased black gear. 

 Scissors down the calendar. 
 Neon white New Year’s Day 
  and robin’s egg      Easter. 

 Closed down strobe of Winter. 
 Several seawater 
  futures stamped silver and black. 
Steel scales layered in chlorine sting. 

 Gingham rays in cinder and grout sewn 
  together      a cobblestone 
 memory      of hovering child, 
  fainter by day.      Fever dream 
of childhood on spindly legs. 

Electric clash of magnesium beaks 
 built of hollow hidden crosses. 

   Heaven’s glass knife edge 
      slipping through 
        doorway.      Bird’s eye fixed to wall 
   like the north star.

BLUE DOORS
Rob Hill
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Spring announces itself with a solid week of sunshine burning through winter’s 
frost. The whole sky is a whiteboard wiped clean, nothing but blue stretching 
horizon to horizon. Every pine tree candles itself with new buds. Birds return 
to the sky, temperatures retreat from freezing, and Sarah Freeman takes her 
students to Cantaloupe Creek to release salmon. 

The creek cuts a slender vein through the Robinswood Forest, winding its 
way to the bay in flashes of silver, not a half mile from the school. Sarah stops 
there after work sometimes, releasing her second graders to their parents and 
walking down to the creek to stick her hands in the slow-moving current. The 
smell of moss and dirt clings to her fingers as she drives home, taking the water 
with her. 

As with many salmon, the Coho salmon is anadromous. 
This means even if they live most of their adult life in the sea, 
they are spawned in fresh water. Every year, salmon return 
to the rivers from which they were born, navigating home by 
nature’s compass. 

Sarah’s class is made up of fourth graders—old enough to take care of a dog, 
not quite old enough to use a stove unsupervised. Before leaving the classroom, 
they are each handed a plastic baggie with a salmon fry inside it. They had been 
learning about the fish for weeks, lessons about salmon life cycles mixing in with 
the rest of their lessons.  

If the fishery gave us 1000 eggs, and we divide them up 
between 10 teachers, how many eggs will each teacher receive?  

Sasha worries for the fish sometimes. A lot of the time. They’re achingly 
young, each fry more water than bone, and so pale they’re translucent. There’s a 
lot that can go wrong with a young fish. If they don’t catch a disease, they can get 
a fungus. They can be eaten by birds. They can freeze. They can starve. 

This all proposing they’re not dropped by careless fourth grader hands to 
die, stunned on the unforgiving ground.  

They aren’t dead yet, but that doesn’t stop her from worrying. 

On a good year, a Coho salmon will release up to 2800 
eggs in a clutch. Of these, only one or two will return to the 
river alive. 

Sarah only knows her birth parents through the stories her father tells her. 
There isn’t much to know—she had been taken into the foster care system before 
she was three. But sometimes, her father will tell her about her birth mother, 
who had been a fishman. 

Kathleen Singleton
River
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The ocean took her, is what he says when it is still too painful to hear that 
she drowned far away from land with only the fish for company. 

Nothing from that boat returned alive. 

The trail to the creek is pleasant this time of year, sunlight cathedraling the 
canopy. Sarah’s class is laughing as they run ahead. Half of them are trying to 
escape. She takes a moment to confiscate the sticks two boys are fighting with, 
only to turn around and realize two kids at the back of the class still haven’t 
caught up. By the time they make it to the bank of the creek, she’s sweating.  

“Students, this is the place. Find somewhere on the bank to release your fish 
and be careful. Remember what we went over in class. Put the bag in the water 
before you open it, and let the fish go. Once you’re done you can give your plastic 
bag to me or keep it with you until we’re back in the classroom. Don’t leave it on 
the ground somewhere. Do we all know why that is?” 

“Littering is bad!” one student says.  

Sarah smiles. “Exactly. Ok, you’re free to go.” As if she dropped a rock in a 
flock of sparrows, the class scatters.  

“Stay close everyone! Don’t go where we can’t see you,” Sasha calls. They 
don’t listen to her, scattering along the riverbank, dipping their fingers into the 
water curiously. The air smells like moss and fresh dirt. 

The survival of salmon fry, once in the water, depends 
largely on the stream they live in. Access to shelter such as 
boulders and logs helps them from being washed down river 
before they can survive the ocean.  

When Sarah is six, she is adopted by her new father. The very next month 
they move across the country, leaving behind Washington’s wet spring for 
Arizona’s arid heat. Sarah grows up with sand between her toes, chasing a 
horizon line always on the verge of disappearing into sunset. Her father tries 
hard, but they’re both adapting to a new life. Some things slip through the cracks. 
Sarah spends long nights alone: thirsty, tired, and waiting for a father who won’t 
return from work until dawn. 

When she finally returns to Washington, it is with a teaching degree and an 
itch at the back of her throat. Spring in the northwest is a draught of cool water.  

The sky bends down when it rains. Drink, it says. And Sarah does. 

What is home for a salmon? They spend much of their life 
in the ocean, only returning to the river when it is time to spawn 
and then die. Their children grow up in the same streams their 
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parents do before swimming off into the unknown. Many of 
them will not survive.  

The majority of their lives will be spent away from fresh water. But if you 
plucked a salmon from the ocean and asked it to swim home, it would turn 
towards a river. It would return to where it was born. 

Sarah had been the one to propose the salmon program to the principal. 
The school didn’t have the budget for it, but it was perfect for the curriculum they 
had introduced two years ago, fourth graders learning about the life cycle. The 
principal had hemmed and hawed and eventually agreed to the whole thing, so 
long as Sarah was the one handling the funding. 

She had spent a summer writing grants to the local school board, writing 
lesson plans, and spending her weekends haunting the local fishery. It had all 
paid off when she first got the fish tank in her classroom, watching her class see 
the salmon eggs for the first time.  

The wonder in their eyes had made it all worth it.  

“Why can’t you stay here?” he asks her. There’s a dinner plate clutched in 
his hands like an afterthought. They’d been doing the dishes when she started 
this conversation, and he still hasn’t put it down.  

“I can’t, Da,” she says, because that’s all that she’s been repeating for hours 
now. Somewhere along the fifth pathetic repetition, she had forgotten how to say 
anything else. 

His eyebrows curve, settling like disappointed caterpillars over his eyes. 
“We’ve talked about this, Sarah. Washington doesn’t have half the opportunities 
you can find here. I can’t guarantee you an interview, let alone a position. Not 
like here.” 

Her reply tears something on its way out, escapes her mouth bloody. “That’s 
exactly why I can’t stay. I can’t sit here while you try to give me—” They both 
pause for a second, and Sarah takes a deep breath. “I can’t stay here forever, Da. 
You know that.”  

Her father’s hands clench around the plate. “I don’t want to stop you. I’m 
just worried.” It takes him a moment to summon up more words. For all that he’s 
eloquent in business meetings, words desert him when talking to the person who 
matters the most. “I’ll miss you. Washington is so far away.” 

Sarah takes the plate from him, setting it gently in the drying rack. “I know, 
but I can still call, right? I’ll FaceTime you on the weekends, it’ll be like I never 
left. I just can’t stay here.” 
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Not even for you, she doesn’t say aloud. 

Every year, fewer and fewer salmon return to the streams 
where they were born. Temperatures rise, fishing increases, 
and they are swept away by changing currents, never 
returning home again. 

Gravel crunches under her students’ feet as they run along the bank of the 
creek. The bank here is shaded with deciduous trees, arching their branches over 
the water. Sarah smiles when she sees that most of the students have chosen a 
spot already, eagerly letting their fish go.  

“Woah, it just vanished,” one student says to his friend, throwing his arms 
wide. “Super, super, super quick. Like, woosh!” 

“Mine did too!” another student chimes in from further down the bank, 
running over to their side. “I didn’t know fish could swim that fast.” 

Slowly, the novelty ping pongs around the class. “My fish was the fastest,” 
becomes a common refrain, darting around with a silver flash of understanding. 
Within ten minutes, all the fish have been released, and Sasha starts rounding 
the class up to go. Except when she does a headcount, there’s one student who 
hasn’t left the bank yet. 

“Hold on,” she tells the class, and walks over to where the student is 
crouching. It looks like she’s watching something. 

It was one of the students trailing behind the group earlier. “Alex?” she asks 
when she gets close, “Is everything ok?” 

Alex raises her head and puts her finger to her lips. Sarah blinks for a second 
before Alex points towards the river.  

Tucked in the shadow of a nearby log is a salmon fry, tail fin twitching in the 
cool water. Sarah looks at it and back towards Alex, who asks in a whisper, “Can’t 
we wait? Just until it decides to go.” 

There’s nothing special about this fish. In the classroom two weeks ago, 
they did the math as a class. If 2800 eggs are laid, and 2 fish come back, what are 
the chances that one salmon will return home to the creek it is born in? This fish 
will not remember this moment, where it floated in this lazy current, flicking its 
tail, watched over by the two of them. 

But still Sarah says, “Of course. Just until it leaves.” 

Sunlight falls in sheets through the canopy above them, and Sarah stands at 
the bank. Sarah watches the fish too.
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I’m going to put my letter in a mailbox. 
Not the ones posted as sentries in front of white picket fences,  
but one of those bins on the street corner 
that stands on four legs— 
the ones angel-kids use to send letters to Santa  
in Hallmark movies. 

I’m sending it to the man in my stomach— 
a desperate attempt to reach out  
to inside. 
He’s kind of  
cut me off recently— 
isolating himself within the walls, 
he’s not taking guests anymore, 
not really  
breathing anymore. 

I’ve tried calling, of course, 
but he isn’t taking calls. 
I think I know when he stopped, I think I felt it 
when he ripped the landline off the wall 
and crushed it. Don’t know why. 

It’s a sad story really, 
he thinks it’s over, thinks 
he’s got cancer,  
or maybe the virus,  
or expiry.  

I’ve tried sending gift baskets— 
his favorite pastries or fruits— 
placing them neatly in front of the door. 
I even added a bow with a red ribbon and rang the doorbell.  
They were there next week 
covered in dust. 

I thought maybe it was my fault. I’ve done something wrong. 
Knocking on his apartment door,  
I told him maybe I can help 
if he’d just open- 

To the man in my stomach 
Aubrey Higdon



MANASTASH 146

I could feel him like a statue behind the cement walls—  
sitting on the ground, his 
fake-arms gripping tense muscle, his  
not-eyes not leaving the floor, not 
blinking, not moving, not eating. 
It’s okay. I said, It’s okay. 

After two weeks I knew he was starving. 
I called the police,  
I called the doctors, 
I called the post office... 
they said, 
you can lead a man to food... 

Listen, 
after everybody’s gone, 
and there’s the quiet, and the ache, I  
know he’s still there. I know 
it’s not a quick-sick— 
it’s a quarantine. A 
dying, not-dead condition, a 
continuation. 

I’m sending him a letter, because  
they always make it to Santa 
in the movies— 

the ones where everyone—their bodies moving together— 
comes home, 
shares a food-meal and a heart-meal, 
and isn’t sick. 
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The Famous Grand Father, 1961 

They had no choice but to leave Mexico, their lives were being threatened. The 
family split up at the border and didn’t get in touch until years later. Some went 
to Texas, some went to Chicago, and some went to San Francisco. My grandpa’s 
name was Vicente. He traveled so far with his wife and five young children. The 
pressure he felt to fit in, to have his family fit in, to the American lifestyle was 
rough. He refused to allow his family to speak Spanish in his house. Everyone 
could only speak English. He had a plan to open a shop and let it be a family 
business. A few years later he did it. He had this strength that he wanted everyone 
to see. He used it for good, but mostly for bad. His temper was wild, he was 
abusive to one of his sons. He thought that son was the weak one in the family, 
or maybe he thought he had bigger opportunities and needed to set him straight. 
He told his son to get groceries every week, and every week his son encountered 
a gang in front of the store. They told his son to give them his money, but he 
knew what his dad would do if he didn’t come home with groceries. So, he took 
the beating, kept his money, and got the groceries. There is no way to know if 
Vicente was ever proud of his son. He never said it out loud, he might have never 
even thought it. But when he died at a young age the mourning was brief. Sure, 
the kids missed having someone to take care of them, but the kids had each 
other. The son later grew up and became a support system for the rest of the 
family. He learned English well and even had an American accent. He worked 
for the government, too. He was everything his dad always wanted him to be, an 
American. 

The Between, 2008 

The thing is, Vicente was not a great father. He had high expectations, and he 
died so young he never got a chance to meet his grandchildren. He missed out 
on family events, or so his children thought. His father was also stubborn, and 
he knew that there was nothing anyone could do to take away the memories he 
never had. So, he sits in their living rooms, observing. He stares, he watches 
everything his people do. His presence lingers and no one knows, except me and 
it always makes me feel tense.  Is he proud? Well, he is stuck in the between. He 
lived a harsh life, not a glamourous life that would help him join Heaven. He is 
stubborn enough to fight the devil and go to Hell. So, he sits, he observes, he 
speaks, he yells, he cringes, he is angry. All he sees is their faults. They will never 
be good enough; Luckily, he won’t be able to tell them that. Maybe it is better that 
his children don’t see him. Maybe it is good that I don’t see him anymore either.

Grand Father’s Obituary 
Jaquelyn Rodriguez
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Long-Distance
Sophia Smith
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Necessity 

We wear a mask to cover our mouths. Not to keep the words in, but to let 
them out. Working as though our lives depend on it because they do. Is the mask 
made of cloth, paper, or ignorance? Striving to meet the demands of policy, all 
intentionality pushed aside. We put on our masks and open the door. 

Walking to the store, your mask, fluttering in the breeze, is held loosely in 
your hand. As a person approaches, you awkwardly slip the loops around your 
ears and adjust the mask over your mouth and nose. Marching forward, they are 
choosing to be barefaced in the wind. Looking at you, disdainfully, with pure 
anger on their face. “Why are you wearing a mask?” they shout. “It doesn’t work. 
Go back to your herd, sheep!” Their face is naked, yet they still wear a mask. 
Hiding behind anger and politics. 

Convenience 

Women wear masks, created by foundation, rouge and lipstick. A mask 
carefully applied is no less a shield than a mask hastily put in place before 
meeting a friend, enemy or lover. What is hiding behind your mask, you think? 
Are you smiling, frowning or empty? 

At the entrance to the restaurant, you put on your mask before opening the 
doors. “I have a reservation for two,” you say. Guided to your table by a hostess 
with pink hair, pink eyeshadow and a pink mask. Sitting down, you remove your 
mask. What makes the air so different when you are seated as opposed to walking 
through the restaurant? Who is the mask protecting? Is it protecting anyone, or 
is it just a feeling of protection?  

Hope 

Grandma is turning 87 today. Wishing her happy birthday through a 
window at her nursing home. You wear a mask and hope that she can see you, 
hear you, know you. Protecting her from the unseen, you sing, “Happy Birthday 
to You,” off-key. You smile and hope it reaches your eyes. 

Masks
Theresa Stuart Daigle
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All I See is a Cow
Victoria Philp
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Kimberly Smith 
The Only Way to Go from Here 
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Two days after Stephanie Newton’s grandpa died peacefully during his 2 p.m. 
nap, his cat Peaches trotted through the garden’s wet grass and stepped out into 
the sleepy neighborhood street. She made it halfway across, leaving a trail of 
crisp round pawprints, before being rammed into the pavement by the neighbor’s 
moped. The neighbor, Darryl, knocked on the family’s door holding the broken 
bundle in his teenage-boy arms and weeping. 

Stephanie’s family decided to bury them, remember them, together. Man 
and Cat under stained-glass windows on a sunny day. Darryl brought daisies to 
the memorial. Stephanie asked her mother if she could bring her pet hamster 
Rocky. Her mother couldn’t think of a good reason why not, so Stephanie 
squirreled away her pet in her sweatshirt pocket and stroked his fur while the 
mourners sang hopeful hymns in shaky voices. 

Cosmically speaking, it was the town of Lakesdale’s worst year ever. In 
January, a fog descended and would not clear, but somehow, they got used to it. 

In June, after playing half-heartedly in the sandbox, Stephanie stuck her 
plastic toy shovel into the dune she had made. She tripped over the splintered 
sandbox edge, landing in the grass on her face. Before tears could well up in her 
eyes, her mother knelt down and sat her up. Checked for cuts. Brushed her off. 
Handed her a cool glass of lemonade.
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Erin Moine 
Alone

Beaten scales crusted 
against 
hardened onyx, 

the warmth heating 
my thick skin.  

Heavy eyes the color of 
chemical fire— 

- purple weaved into blue, green, orange, gold 
- stare into nothing until velvet dots  
ballet across my vision. 
My head rests against a smooth rock, 
the only sound that of  

distant waves. 

They crash against the beach, 
smelling of salt and  

barnacles, 

like I crash against trees 
as I land. 
Worn, bruised scales the color 

of burnt blood,  

stained from the liquid of war. 
They shield me 
from arrows and 
bullets 
and steel teeth. 

They shield me from 
Winter's breath, Summer's saliva. 
The appendages along my shoulder-blades, 

heavy with the pressure of my depression.  
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They lift me 
when I cannot lift myself— 
- when I don't want to lift myself 

from this onyx rock. 
Alone, I stay on my rock 
with only the waves of 70 percent of Earth 

as company.  
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Gail A. Murray
Purple and Parsley

Po
et

ry
Au

br
ey

H
ig

do
n

Po
et

ry
Au

br
ey

H
ig

do
n



155MANASTASH 2021

Rob Hill 
Mantis Priest
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Rob Hill 
AMALGAM

Smooth mung shrine of mantis priest 
 crowned in flickering candlewax, flame 
pulling the wings off a barn swallow, 
 the wage of life in hand. 
 
 A winged birthmark on his forehead, 
a harbinger of parched silver lips 
 split and fissured feebly, 
trembling for a trill of cool water. 

 Sacred sounds rinse across supplicants 
like a floodlight, escapees caught 
 flapping and wet-gilled, silenced 
by clicking hallelujah. 

We all join hands  
 in communion. 

Compound eyes scatter 
like a mirrored zeppelin set ablaze 
 by spotlights, floating over the blitz.
 
 Tiny larvae, thousands wriggling and pale, 
champ free, feeding on bee vomit 
 and the lilt of a cool, night breeze. 
 
 From the low-light front porch, 
a totem flying forgotten in the road 
           under a cracked black cross. 
 
 A kiss from the obelisk. 

  Pulling the wings      off a barn swallow. 
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Brittany Lopez 
overwhelmed 

clothes piled  
dishes stacked 
mind      blank 

dinner burned 
alarms flashed 
body      frozen 

hair torn 
eyes shot 
tongue      numb 

overworked 
overstressed 
overwhelmed 
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Caelyn White
It’s Getting Easier
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i wanna put it in a bottle
send it off to sea, save
it for another rainy day
when I’m too happy

good times are gone with you as
memories warp and stretch and
find themselves with
tears and aching brains

i can feel you against my leg

Slumping.

it happens to the best of us and
we are all the best of us and
i’ll keep moving on into tomorrow
even after thirteen years

and when my chest gets tight
thinking back to you in thirteen more
let the sea salt prove to me
that the good times were the best

Just like you.
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Teresa Telci
My grief is Like a Child of Divorced Parents 

My grief is like a child of divorced parents. A regular schedule, two weekends 
a month. I pack my sadness in a duffle bag, often alongside a list of memories. 
I spend my time in a second home. One where I have no control, when I stay 
or when I go. No one wants to pick favorites. I cannot say which I prefer: the 
comfort of sulking in grief, or the guilt of experiencing life. I take only the 
necessities with me, enough to keep me alive. Four days a month, much like 
a child of a custody battle, it was me who lost the war. There is no arguing 
with courts, and there is no arguing with death. I do as commanded—sit and 
sulk. Is this the best way to cope? Maybe not. They say there is no time limit 
on grief, yet I wonder: will I spend 18 years grieving those down under? Or, 
one day, will I be free of this joint custody? Will one day my grief only visit 
me, on birthdays and weddings, graduations, and celebrations? No longer an 
involuntary commitment, when will my grief turn pleasant? There are so many 
questions when your grief is like a child of divorced parents.
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Karla Maravilla 

Así como siembras, así cosecharás             
(or to you, my child, 30 years in the future) 

I. 
Jamie cups his hands into the water
ankles buried in the granules of shells
searching for pizza cutters and pony beads.

We run on shards of glass against the coast
find soda tops between our webbed toes
and frayed ropes on rocked spears.

He whispers in my ear that he found a jelly
our heads crouch close to their pod
which floats grey in the water.

He grabs a pointer finger rod
and sticks it in the ripples
like a fork twirling noodles

And when the jelly wraps like 
cellophane on a roll of cardboard
he drags the pod back to sand

where in shine, the grocery bags
drip sea foam and goop
red Thank You’s glaring

in the flash of my Samsung.
Jamie proud to have caught
not one, but a pod of jellyfish.

Zach, my husband, is quiet, 
arms full of blue crab shells 
labeled Aquafina.

My eyes drip down his chest to
the hairs peeling from its pores
through ocean chemical exfoliation.

All three of us in diesel rainbows
that bangle up our soaked thighs
smelling of salt, queso crema, and
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the sweat between horse hairs
in the sawdust pellets of the stables
where the cats urinate in threes.

Barbed wire surrounds the heaps
of trash beached on the coast 
marking the borders of pathogenic

organisms that feed off our follicles,
tug the cells that net our flesh,
lick the marrow of our femur,

But we cannot stay away—

Jamie was born in a fish tank
134 miles away from the North Pacific
That is why we are here.

II.
I watch the coke cans crawl to sea,
tiny noses poking through sand,
their shells clanking in the chill.

Jamie collects bleached coral loofahs, 
white spork crab arms, wine bottle fish,
knobby ball puffers, and a kite ribbed octopus.

He stores them in his arteries, 
clogging his small drum that beats
a kazoo on crushed fish lips in slack jaws.

Zach is pinching brown paperclips, 
crushed staples, algae bottle caps, 
and plastic cigarette bud filters.

He stores them in his gut the way 
seagulls beak the head of hunger
when wind is precious down south.
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My body is on its side under the shadow
of a rain umbrella and a white dryer
that was dumped here illegally.

I think about that: The word illegal.

Jamie, palm shaking over the thick
cactus bristle comb that was buried 
under an ice cube tray, shouts he has found 

a whale tooth he will wrap around his
neck to take for show-and-tell.
I correct him: A baleen plate.

Running, he crushes the coke cans with
the hard casing of callus on pointed heel,
their yelps a bubbled departure but 

those coke cans have no fizz
to the turtles with genetic signature 
cascarones buried in the caves of sand

of my childhood, scattered with
farms of tadpoles who circled my toes 
like butterflies when salmon still

fluttered its sleeves under the lamp-
posts of McNarry Dam, riding tide-
pools and currents to the Philippines.

Now all I find are Hello Kitty band-aids, 
toilet bowl rings, Crest toothbrushes,
and polar bear coke cans dancing in the EAC.

I clutch the swollen trout of my belly
knowing a fish squirms inside ready to swim,
toes a hoof of galloping star showers sprinting upstream.
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III.
Jamie brings the mouth of a red solo cup to my belly button, 
against the seam of unstitched muscle where flesh is a fleece 
blanket of threaded chicken feathers coated in lilac ostrich skin.

He flattens his ear to the butt of the hollow cup
as I meditate to Kota the hopes and fears that charge 
my synapses by the hour in the flask of my purkinje cells.

When you are born, I begin, you will not be a Paper Tiger.
When you are born, I add, you will glide through
an eighty-gallon fiberglass horse and cattle trough

opening all the doors of my dendritic spines, 
signaling the fire of neurons against the wall of thought,
the trout that will gallop the waterfall and fly dragonborn—

I do not want him to be the seahorse that curls around a pink q-tip,
the horse that never runs in pasture grass, thighs of diesel bangles,
but the ocean, with its isle of plastic, does not promise me this.

The Harvard Crimson reads:
“A team of undergraduates dug through your trash this month, 
searching for solutions to a growing environmental concern.”

“The filthy raccoons,” I would’ve joked, but that was
written November 22nd, 1999, more than fifty years ago
when I wasn’t yet born on the saddleback of Toppenish,

or living my life kicking the spurs of Granger, worried more
by where I’d buy milk than the mother’s infected utters
that gave me such creamy pus hormonal pleasures,

just as the sea licks Jamie’s belly. I worry for you, 
Kota because Yakima Farmers lose 
so much water these hours, yet rainfall

in Snoqualmie Pass comes more regularly
than snow, Riverqualmie we joke, Riverqualmie
and hydroplaning is all you and Jamie will know.
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What nutrition can I give you but the backlogged
sewer waters that cram into the streets of Puget Sound,
that flood Seattle’s Georgetown and South Park?

What can I do but teach you the divine solution
of trash as treasure when my breasts are water-
logged by the microplastics I’ve consumed today?

The doctor says you are feeding from the plastic
that blooms in my placenta, convincing me
of the head start I’ve provided you by choice.

By choice.

Jamie fills the solo cup with sand, pouring 
the flood like glitter against our walls,
knocking chicken feathers astray.

IV.
We plow the root sucker stump of 
an acacia deep into the mud of 
the cracked parking lot, bleeding

bitumen beyond the barbed wire and
ribboned coastline with its throng-
ing petals of smoky aquamarine quartz.

With thin and peeled skin
that tastes fingerly into the sand,
I pray for the acacia gum to rot the Earth

into an abundance of cottontails
that will leap into the waters
yipping through currents,

nibbling every polymer band electron
that zips infinitesimally along the
Ziplock bag of the ocean’s ripper.
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To raise peonies and moonshine in coiled 
breastmilk that’ll perk Kota’s lips when 
seas hold more plastic than fish.

Zach brings an assortment of jelly’s, 
pink, red, blue, green, purple, yellow,
the small kind that doesn’t sting like

the poison of purple moose tracks
prickling into the arms of human branches
captivating bird flocks to leaves at night.

The small kind that holds your dog’s poo, 
my cat’s litter fouls, every baby’s boiled diapers,
the breath of suffocation in the hours of sleep.

Slowly we tie North Pacific Tropic jelly
pomegranates to the branches, sowing 
a thermoplastic fruit tree of our own.

Works Cited
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ResouRces foR those stRuggling with mental health issues: 

National Suicide Prevention Lifeline: (800)-273-8255. Offers support 24/7 

A Guide to Identifying Different Types of Mental Health Issues: https://www.afforda-
blecollegesonline.org/college-student-mental-health/. Helps identify the different types of men-
tal health disorders present on many college campuses and among individuals attending college. 
Gives resources and additional information on coping/working through the different types of 
issues.

Mindfulness Guide: https://msw.usc.edu/mindful-living-resources/. Gives tips on how to in-
corporate mindfulness into your routine, also gives info on the benefits of mindfulness.

The TLC Foundation: https://www.bfrb.org/. Gives information about different types of 
OCD and gives resources on how to work through the issue.

Social Work License Map: https://socialworklicensemap.com/social-work-resources/men-
tal-health-resources-list/#anxiety. Lists many different resources and information for different 
areas of mental health issues for different types of people. Lists different organizations who give 
support for those in need of help.

National Domestic Violence Hotline: 800-799-7233 
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(509) 962-9841 
kvhealthcare.org 
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866-904-7721 

KVH Medical Arts Center 
www.kvhealthcare.org 
100 E Jackson Ave, Ellensburg, WA 98926 
(509) 933-8777 

Kittitas Valley Urgent Care Clinic 
702 East Mountain View Avenue, Suite 1, Ellensburg, WA 98926 
(509) 968-5273 
kvurgentcare.com 


