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Dear Reader,

At the heart of The Oval, Volume
VI, you will find a unique and renewable life force. This specific life force is one born of creativity
and ingenuity, raised on revisions and drafts in the creative writing
workshop. If one looks with care, it can be seen in the space between
stanzas, heard in each phrase of prose, and felt while trailing fingertips across the art. During the selection and publication process of
Volume VI, I requested that the staff take special consideration of
this creative life force. It is the indefinable quality that escapes descriptions of form, content, and mechanics. It is the sublime tickle
on the brain following a poignant line break, almost causing an intellectual sneeze, but just falling short before returning the reader to
normalcy and the next line.
This “it factor,” this je ne sais quoi offers cohesion of content.
We, undergraduates of The University of Montana, offer further
cohesion of content in the origins of the creative works contained
herein: the prose, poetry, and visual art are by undergraduates. The
layout and design, editorial choices, and content selection are also
by undergraduates. The Oval exists both by and for undergraduate
creative works. It validates and furthers everything learned in workshops, in classrooms, from professors and from peers and mentors.
In validating the work done by students, The Oval does a great
service to artists, writers, editors, and the entire University. But this
magazine is the result of collaboration and thanks are due to the
following individuals and organizations: Maria Mangold and Jill
Bergman, of the English Department, Judy Blunt, Karin Schalm,
Bryan DiSalvatore, and David Gates of the Creative Writing Program, Lois Welch, Kevin Head and the Writers’ Opus, Juana Alcala
and Enrollment Services, ASUM, Topher Williams and the Student
Involvement Network, Sue Samson and the Mansfield Library, Lorilee Evans-Lynn and Aerie, Ken Price and his staff at UM Printing and Graphics. Finally, a thank you to Robert Stubblefield and
Shannon Janssen. They are both our mentors, advisors, leaders, and
friends. This magazine would not exist without their support and
dedication.
On behalf of the staff of The Oval, Volume VI, thank you,
dear reader, for picking up this magazine. Enjoy the read.
Chelsea Elwood
Editor
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emma andrus

Milk River: Early Spring
droplets hesitate
quivering
fall
bead slick between shoulder blades
slide, meander
trace the map of a river
across my back.
cottonwoods in spring
smell
inexplicably
of lamb formula.
tufts of cotton
newly shorn from branches
float lazily
land
rippling into
the glassy surface
of slow, brown water.
miles away,
dreaming the smell of lamb formula,
sweat pools feverish
and I am lonely
for the banks of the Milk River
early spring.
I carry my love in memories
sketched across my back.
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gabrial kerber

Seely Storm
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missy lacock

Baptized in Castle Creek
River waited in line at the Town Pump with a gallon of
milk and a pregnancy test. She was glad Sister Vera Mae wasn’t
working today. River imagined her at church with the rest of
the Holy New Jerusalem Family, on their knees and chanting
the eternal testament after Brother Eilar: “The Lord knoweth
the way of the righteous, but the way of the ungodly shall perish.” She wondered if they remembered today was her birthday. She hoped they didn’t. River’s hand felt slick on the cold
milk carton, and she pictured bacteria teeming under her palm.
“Can I have the restroom key, Cutter?” River moved to
the counter and shoved bills on top of the test, head down.
Cutter’s lip was packed with tobacco. “Sure thing.”
River recognized everyone she passed in the aisles: Jolene
Sometimes, Buck Ashley, Sawyer Christmas, Cain Black. It was
the first time she’d been to Castle Creek in weeks, and she
was relieved people had stopped asking her why she wasn’t in
church on Sundays.
Barney, Gary, and Wayne yanked beers out of the cooler
in their logging gear. “Hey, sweetheart,” one called.
“Hiya, fellas.” She waved and bolted the restroom door,
the test box crushed in her hand. River knew she should pray
for their souls, knew she should fast for their deliverance from
Babylon, but her hands itched and seared until she could hardly keep from crying out. Winded, she threw her hands under
the faucet.
She should take the test now and be done with it. She
wondered how she would tell Dale. River looked at the flaking
mirror and thought she was pretty. She liked her cotton-blond
hair and the curve of her eyes and mouth, but she knew that
was vanity and self-love. River remembered the first time she
had worn a pair of jeans and lipstick for Dale, how she couldn’t
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stop staring at herself, how readily she strayed. Satan clutched
her too easily.
“Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity and cleanse me
from my sin,” River chanted, eyes shut tight. Her hands stung,
and she washed them again. She imagined a demon crouched
behind her on the avocado ceiling. River hurried out, the box
still sealed.
“Well, happy birthday, River.” Her Uncle Beau leaned
against the counter, buying his weekly lottery ticket. River
hid the test behind her skirt. “I wondered if you’d make it to
town.”
“Needed some milk.”
Beau hooked her in a side-armed hug. He smelled like
cinnamon and alfalfa, and River was surprised how good it felt
to be with family. A new wrinkle cleaved Beau’s cheek. “Wish
our Quiana could be here for your big twenty-one.” Quiana.
“How’s your grandpa’s cabin treating you?”
“Just fine.”
“Well, we worry about you way the hell up there.” Beau
smacked the scratch ticket against the counter. “Kiss it for
luck?”
River tutted. “You know I can’t.”
“Ah, you’re not part of that cult no more,” Beau said. He
tweaked her braid fondly, the way he did when she was a kid.
“Wish your mama had left, too. You can do whatever the hell
you want now. How is Dale these days?”
River glanced over her shoulder, afraid. She should tell
him that the Family was still the Way, that the Word was truth,
that she just hadn’t been strong enough to stay. Instead she
whispered, “Cult is an ugly word, Uncle Beau.”
“Is it, now?” His eyes were shrewd, and she was confused.
“Good to see you, Uncle Beau.” River breathed in cinnamon and alfalfa again, thought of Quiana, and stepped into
the sunshine.
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Castle Creek never changed. The old logging town was
pared into Montana mountains as green and buckled as elephant apples. Its townspeople were poor but happy, and most
left the Family alone—which was
“Beau smacked the
why it stayed in Castle Creek. Female members in long traditional scratch ticket against
dresses and men in suits prodded the counter. ‘Kiss it
grapefruits and pumped gas in for luck?’”
peace beside dirty loggers. The
city had launched only a few legal cases against the Family,
all of which involved Brother Eilar’s anti-medicine Revelation
and children with life-threatening ailments. Like Quiana.
River lobbed the pregnancy test onto her pickup passenger seat and squinted down Main Street. She could barely see
the white church at the bend, the blacktop ablaze and steaming. The landscape looked like an enormous, shivering egg
yolk. River’s hands hurt. She needed to get out of town.
“River.” Cutter trotted outside, one thumb hooked under
a suspender. “Forgot your milk.”
River envisioned germs swathing the container again.
She didn’t want it. “Thanks.”
Cutter handed her the carton, looked toward the church,
and spit a black stream of tobacco onto the pavement.
The drive up the mountain was hot, and River felt better
the farther she drove from Castle Creek. It was evil to find
sanctuary away from the Family, but her hands seemed clean
now, and she was pleased to go home. Maintaining the isolated
cabin she inherited was hard work, and she was happy there.
River draped her hand out the window and enjoyed the
smell of pine and the hum from the actual Castle Creek. She
wondered if Dale would visit on her birthday. He had been
River’s only solace after her little sister died and she abandoned
the Family. Dale’s construction company drilled the well east
of her cabin, and he kissed her the day they hit groundwater.
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Their love was fierce, but Dale—a heathen and bondservant
of Satan—couldn’t understand River’s constant guilt for backsliding. “How can you still believe in a church that lets babies
die?” he had said. She doubted again. She was weak.
River’s truck hugged the mountainside, road dust billowing from its tires. No one understood why River had left
Castle Creek or why she hadn’t at least moved to the city, but
“She stopped to watch the cabin had been her only
option. She couldn’t face the
the deer pant, its bones Family, and she was afraid to
small and sloped and live in the world alone, full of
its coat gleaming in the its wickedness and lost souls.
Fortunately, River loved her
sun.”
new self-sufficient life, loved
keeping the garden and orchard, loved tending her little flock
of chickens. Most of all, River loved knowing she never had
to seek Brother Eilar’s permission to leave home or receive
visitors—although she rarely did either.
River was thinking about canning season when she turned
the bow and saw a deer caught in the cattle guard. She stopped
to watch the deer pant, its bones small and sloped and its coat
gleaming in the sun. It was moon-eyed and frightened. River
knew the deer wouldn’t survive two broken legs and needed
to be put down, but her shovel leaned against the shed fifteen
miles up the mountain, and she never carried a gun.
“Pretty thing,” River said.
Castle Creek rushed beside them. It wasn’t gelatin or
smooth like the wide piece running beside River’s cabin. Here
the creek beat against a massive boulder. The rock looked like
it was skimming the cream off milk, like it was being scrubbed
with white suds. River imagined the demon squatting on the
rock, its eyes black.
The deer wrenched itself away from River with a wounded wuf. A slender, pale bone pierced its hide. Blood smeared
the steel bars, and it reminded River of the day Sister Minnie
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unpinned her dress and climbed naked over the church pews.
Her legs were hairy, and her arms had bled from where she
clawed herself. Doctors had diagnosed her with schizophrenia
years ago, but Brother Eilar said she was being punished for a
secret unrighteousness. River had been afraid of Sister Minnie,
afraid of the shrieking, the laying-on of hands, the babbling of
tongues. She had covered her nose and mouth with her collar,
terrified of contracting a demon herself, and chanted with the
rest, “Away with you, you cursed ones, into the Eternal Fire
prepared for the Devil and His Demons.”
River released the parking brake and crossed the opposite
cattle guard with a clang. Her hands didn’t feel clean anymore.
She met the deer’s brown eyes, thought of Quiana suffering on
her little bed, and left the deer trapped by Castle Creek.
The stick was as white as a yarrow flower. River re-read
the instructions for the third time, the milk forgotten on the
counter. Sunlight filled the cabin, but River imagined the demon standing in the corner behind her with its mouth agape,
maybe wailing, maybe grinning: “She has rebelled against her
God. They will fall by the sword; their little ones will be dashed
to pieces, and their pregnant women ripped open.”
River slipped the clean test into her apron pocket and
plunged her hands into the kitchen wash basin. She scrubbed
her hands with the soapbar until her flesh burned, but her skin
still crawled. She went for more well water.
The sun felt closer here, and the creek was quiet and
moved like a giant, lifting beast. A black barn cat sunned itself
by the shed, and River considered fetching a load of firewood.
She felt better.
River pumped the well and wondered if her mother had
prayed for her today, if she would ever forgive her apostasy, if
she had kept Quiana’s room the same—the room of a sweet
four-year-old, full of all things purple. She thought of the deer.
Impulsively, River dropped the basin and sprinted into a Juneberry bush. She fished out the pregnancy test.
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Two minutes later, River hauled the basin into the kitchen, sloshing water onto the plank flooring. She set the capped
stick on the counter without looking at it and soaked her hands.
She knew they were still soiled. They stank and were full of
slime. River grabbed a wire dish scrubber and started scraping
her skin, scouring every crevice of her palms, of her fingers,
of her nails. The basin filled with blood.
A car door slammed.
River froze and relief surged through her. Dale had
come. Loving an unbeliever was unrighteous, but at least it was
love. Love on her birthday.
River knew the knock well. Her cabin door opened. It
was Brother Eilar.
“The Lord sent me to minister to you,” he said, as he had
many times before. “Happy birthday, dear Sister River.” River
saw the demon stooped beside him, saw the skeletal body, saw
the blanched belly. Brother Eilar saw nothing except River’s
bloody hands.
“Now, River,” he henpecked, his voice like a trumpet. He
could have been good-looking except his lips were too bulbous
and shiny. “You always wash too hard.” Brother Eilar jerked a
dishtowel from its rack and wrapped it around her hands. His
tongue was white with plaque. “The Family sends its blessings
and prays for your deliverance. They miss you.” He said the
same thing every time. He touched her throat, and his voice
changed. “I miss you.”
River was afraid of the demon, of the roaring in her ears.
“Did you know there’s a deer wedged in the guard by the
crik?” Brother Eilar spotted the milk and broke the seal. “Had
to cut its throat.” He drank straight from the carton. River
heard milk swill over his teeth.
Quiana, Quiana, Quiana.
Brother Eilar left the milk on the counter and played with
River’s hair, her dress buttons. She remembered him praying
over Quiana’s small body, pouring oil into Quiana’s fine hair,
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preaching, “It was God’s will,” at Quiana’s gravesite. His hand
moved down. River hated him and knew she would burn in the
Lake of Fire for it. The demon swelled and sucked the sunlight
from the room.
“My hands are dirty, Brother. I’m dirty.” River tried to
reach the soap, but, as always, his grip was like a clamp.
“Sister, you know the Way: ‘The soul that sinneth, it shall
die,’” Brother Eilar chanted. His eyes were potent. She was
afraid. “You can’t be cleansed by worldly things. You must be
judged.”
“Save me!” River said to him, to the demon, to the woods,
to her dead baby sister. “I’m scared.”
“Doubt is from Satan,” said Brother Eilar, said the demon. “Now pray.” He had the authority of Heaven and forced
River to her knees. He clutched the back of her head, and River
knew she would always suffer by Castle Creek. On the counter,
a symbol blossomed on the white stick and the milk spoiled in
the sun.
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jennifer dutoit

Are you sincere?
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rose dickson

Boat Ride to Yaxchilan
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sophie o’brien

Dig
Darling, please. Get your hands
out of the mud. Pull your body
from the clay.
What do you expect to find in the garden?
The pansies certainly won’t
thank you for scooping soil from beneath
		
them, leaving their tiny tentacles
exposed and suffocating.
Will you discover a pure and perfect power hidden
among the peonies? Secrets told only in
		
petunia whispers?
Dear, I don’t understand the dirt
on your breath or the dust that dries
		
in cracks on your skin.
You made the sandbox your bed when I protested
rocks in the sheets and worms in your pockets,
but I never asked you to leave.
Darling, please take your eyes from the earth,
stop picking through your private pile of
		
cigarette butts, quartz crystals, and dead leaves.
Search the sky instead;
savour the sweet strawberry sunset and hold
		
the lightness of a lark’s song
between your fingers.
Put down your rusty trowel and let me lead you from the garden.
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stephanie reiman

Give Ear
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alissa wynne

Fantasy Hat

ink and pencil
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bridget gibbons

Heat
When I was younger, my family lived in a quaint, old-fashioned home that was heated by a floor furnace. It lay between
our living room and dining room, spanning about two feet in
width and four in length. We children used this heater as an
automatic drying system, standing above it in our towels after
a bath or shower. I can still hear my mother yelling, “Don’t let
the water get in there!” as droplets fell from my body, making
a relaxing hiss each time one of them landed on the hot metal
under the grate. I’d stand there, until the heat began to chafe
my well dried bare skin.
The furnace was a symbol of happiness to me, and occasional rebellion when I didn’t heed my mother’s words. Looking back, I wonder if my regular encounters with concentrated
blasts of hot air have anything to do with my constantly feeling
cold. Living in Montana, you might think it is usual to feel less
than warm all of the time, but most people find themselves
plenty comfortable within their homes. I, on the other hand,
shiver even on the warmest days. You’re likely to spot me in a
heavy sweater in the middle of July, no matter where I am.
If you think a floor heater might be dangerous in a home,
especially one with young children, you’d be correct. Once,
after disappearing for the night, my father stumbled into our
home, drunk and incoherent. He collapsed on the floor after
taking a few steps from the door. I peered over the couch I had
been sleeping on (since the couch was rather close to the heater, and therefore warmer than my bedroom) at the six-footfive giant of a man. Maybe I would have tried to move him into
his own bed if it weren’t for his size. As it was, he remained
passed out there on the floor, inches from the furnace.
The next morning I awoke to yelling. My father had outstretched his arm in the night and now a crisscrossed pattern
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burn could be seen, raised from the skin and inflamed. He continued yelling, at my mother and at my sister and me, as if we
had intentionally contrived a plan to hurt him. He punched a
hole through the living room wall before storming outside and
into his ancient blue pickup. The hole is still there, covered in
the same plaster that my mother used to fill all the unfortunate
openings in our home.
My father’s burn was not the only time the heater caused
someone pain. One morning, after a friend of mine had stayed
the night, we woke up and quickly moved to stand above the
“But my friend heater. The warmth combined with our
camaraderie brought out a dark side in
and I coaxed her me. Granted, I was only in elementainto it, showing ry school, but I still knew that heat can
her how fun it cause pain. My younger sister pranced
was to fall back- into the room, and began bothering
us. She was always doing that; trying to
wards”
be friends with my friends. It made me
terribly angry this particular morning though, and I told her I
wanted to play a game. I chose “the trust game” in which one
person falls backward with their eyes closed, and the other person catches them.
My sister was immediately suspicious, knowing how easily this game could be a ruse. But my friend and I coaxed her
into it, showing her how fun it was to fall backwards. Finally,
she assented. Standing straight with arms crossed and me behind her, my sister began to fall. The precariousness of the
moment seemed to drag on, until finally, she fell.
She screamed and stood up, tears streaming down her
face. My mother rushed in and asked what was happening. My
friend and I had begun to laugh, but now we realized there
had been a flaw in our plan. We meant for the fall to shock
her, maybe scare her a little if she came near the heater. But
the result of our trickery was much more serious, as poor misjudgment of distance resulted in her falling directly onto the
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scorching metal covering. A palm-sized burn appeared on her
lower back, just where her shirt had come up above her pants
when she fell. It looked even worse than the one my father had
received. The crisscrossed pattern was more prominent, and
the raised skin was eerily free of any color. My sister continued
screaming, weeping in pain. I froze, regretful of what I had
done, knowing that it was completely my fault.
My mother treated the burn with cold washcloths and
bandages, while I cowered in the corner. My friend was sent
home without a chance to say goodbye. I stood there, unmoving, with tears swelling up in my own eyes. I knew that I had
something bad coming to me, and I only prayed that it would
come from my mother and not my father.
I was, in fact, spared the wrath of an angry patriarch,
but still punished. For weeks, I watched my sister’s burn turn
to scab and eventually into a scar. She says it’s gone now, but I
think I can still see it. The mark reminds me of how ruthless
and spiteful a child can be, and how fragile the flesh really is.
The heater is still embedded in the house’s floor, although it is no longer used. A more efficient system has been
installed in the ceilings and walls. I stop by, occasionally, but
even this simple change makes me uncomfortable. There is no
longer the danger of burning yourself, sure. But the lack of
direct heat leaves me feeling empty, out of place, and—worst
of all—cold.
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sophie o’brien

a haiku
all hail Medusa:
her cranial space full of
witch brains and honey.
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shelby johnson

Refrigerator
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mary callahan baumstark

Sorrows (A Sestina)
Erratic flutters the bird trapped inside this heart of mine.
And with the cupboard of my chest exposed, it uses my ribs to nest.
Sorrow makes its bed, sinking home.
My chest is a cold cathedral, a bare bones goodbye.
Water trickles down the eaves when I swallow
and stains the floor like paper.
Like the floor, I am a tea stained piece of paper,
and I’m sinking. This empty body of mine
curls like dog-eared pages, makes it hard to swallow.
This bird made a roost here, to nest,
filled with bits of nothing and letters of goodbyes.
The rib-lined cavern of my chest is becoming home.
It’s cozy down there, sorrow is furnishing a home,
hanging pictures from my sternum, walls covered in paper.
Breathing as deep as I can, there’s no exhaling a goodbye.
The bird and sorrow are hand in hand, just out of reach of mine.
Their embrace is cold and shivers ripple from their nest.
In this cold cathedral, nests are only made by swallows.
It seems that the dip in flight of the swallow
is the turn of the confused seeking home.
And they have made a place to nest,
between the ribbed walls, and with dark, stained paper.
They seem happy in this wicked chest of mine.
They needed room for an armoire, so my right lung said goodbye.
It was a difficult goodbye,
more difficult than forcing sorrow into a swallow.
As for my chest, I have an armoire, a lung, and sorrow in mine
and my ribs are without the skin they call home.
My breath is as white and crisp as paper
without a lung in which to nest.
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Like the intertwining of threads, the nest
is the fabric of this sorrowful, desperate goodbye.
Woven from my tangled hair and the bones of paper,
I look the bezoar in my mouth and swallowed,
like a war-time secret, desperate for home.
These threads, tangled or not, are mine.
Without this tearful nest, I am without what is mine.
Sorrow has made such a home here, it is impossible for goodbyes.
The swallows are content to swoop and dip as they please, and
I am paper thin.
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jocelyn catterson

Berthoud Pass, Colorado
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james burkhart

Thompson O’Reilly
Anna P. (Childhood Friend)—There were a lot of rumors
going around about what had happened to Tommy. Like, in
the time span of an hour, I had heard that he died in a car
accident, a police shootout, that he was murdered by a substitute teacher, and finally that he had committed suicide. It was
pretty easy to rule out a couple of the rumors. Tommy’s dad is
a police officer.
George A. (Classmate)—I got a text message that night.
Some long forward message from a number I didn’t know. It
came in as a media message, so I naturally assumed that it was
a picture of a dancing pig or some naked girl at a party. It blew
my mind when I saw Tom’s face looking at me when I opened
the text, his birthday and death day below his picture in enlarged colored font. I called Braxton to see if it was true. He
didn’t answer.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—I met Thompson O’Reilly when
I moved from Mississippi in the fourth grade. My brother had
told me that when I started in my new school that I should
find the biggest and baddest kid on the playground, and beat
the living shit out of him—to let the school kids know that I
wasn’t some pussy inbred hick from Mississippi, ya know? I
scanned the schoolyard and saw this big ol’ redheaded kid playing foursquare. He knocked that red rubber ball around like a
madman, his beady little ginger eyes burning with foursquare
passion. I walked right up, grabbed the ball, and hit him in the
fucking face. Then I turned around, waiting to inherit my little
slice of the schoolyard, when suddenly that redheaded son of
a bitch took me out at the knees with a whiffle bat. We were the
best of pals ever since.
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Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—This...this is really hard for me to talk
about. What happened? What went wrong? I ask myself that
everyday. Could I have stopped it? Was it something I did? Or
something I didn’t do? It’s just that he always prom...he always
promised me...I can’t do this right now. I’m sorry.
Anna P. (Childhood Friend)—I remember when Tommy hit
Braxton with the whiffle bat. Braxton was crying, and Tommy
threw the bat down and went to help him up. “What’s your
name?” he asked him, and Braxton told him. “Braxton...do you
want to play foursquare?” That’s the kind of person Tommy
was. Quick to forgive, easy to talk to.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Tommygun and I were like Bonnie and Clyde. I was Clyde. I’m not structurally sound to go by
Bonnie.
Mr. Jackman (Art Teacher)—Tom and Braxton were best
friends. Braxton was always referred to as “the leader” of the
two, mostly because he was loud and liked to crack jokes. Always the center of attention.
“his beady little ginger Tom, on the other hand, was
eyes burning with four- more of the strong, silent type,
square passion.”
though he was fully capable of
throwing a zinger into the mix
—Braxton D.
when he saw fit. Tom excelled
in art, and had one of the biggest hearts I’ve ever seen in a
student. Braxton could barely touch pencil to paper without
resorting back to stick figures. I think the only reason he stuck
through three years of my art class was because he couldn’t
imagine suffering through class without Tom by his side.
Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—I met Tom in art class, freshman
year at Lincoln High. His hair was brownishred, and his skin
was covered in freckles. A lot of kids called him “Ginger.” I
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just called him Tom. He was always so sweet, with the perfect
mix of corny thrown in. He asked me to the winter formal by
drawing a rose on his art homework, which he had Braxton
deliver to my table.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Yeah, I had T’s back. He probably wouldn’t have ever ended up with Stacy if I hadn’t had
brought that rose drawing over to her.
Mr. Jackman (Art Teacher)—My brightest memory of Tom
was one day towards the end of semester one year. The majority of the class had finished up their assignments, and we were
playing a game on the board, with the points scored during the
game counting as extra credit. Tom didn’t need any extracredit,
but he also happened to get all of the trivia questions correct.
He gave all of his extracredit points to Kyle Brown, a young
man who had extreme mental and physical handicaps. Kyle
flailed in his wheelchair, whistling and laughing. Tom smiled,
fist bumped him from across the table, and continued to rack
up extracredit points. Everyone loved Tom.
Tony B. (Classmate)—To be completely honest, I always
thought Thompson was kind of a prick. He always just carried
himself like he was better than everyone else, like he always
knew what was best. Of course that wasn’t true by a long shot.
I hated the way he helped my little brother in Art class. Kyle
didn’t need his help and he sure as hell didn’t ask him for it.
Carrie O. (Mother)—I was so proud of my boy. I still am. I
just wish that things would have worked out between his father
and I...maybe none of this would have ever happened. Mothers aren’t meant to bury their babies.
Coach Dunn (Hockey Coach)—We had the privilege and
honor of having Thompson on our team for one season, as
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the goalie. He carried the Lumberjacks all the way to a state
championship. All the boys on the team called him “Red
Beard.” Thompson’s hair was brown, but when his facial hair
grew, it came out red. Half the kids in high school can’t even
grow a mustache, and here is Thompson standing in the goalie
box with his beard growing out from his helmet. I’m pretty
sure Red Beard won that state title for us. I wouldn’t be surprised if his beard scared the other teams into submission. He
looked like a goddamn viking out there. It’s a shame that he
didn’t come back the next season. “Troubles at home” is what
he told me.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—I miss Tom so much.
Having him there during my first year at high school was huge
for me. With all of the stuff going on with Dad...I’m just glad
I had Tom to talk to, ya know? I told him things I would never
dare even speak to anyone else. I guess I never realized how
much it was tearing Tom up about Mom and Dad’s divorce. He
was the closest to Dad, always trying to impress him, to make
him proud. To say Tom looked up to Dad would be an understatement. He fucking worshiped him.
Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—We’d always talk about having kids
eventually, stupid high school couple talk, you know how it is.
He wanted two boys: Owen Ransom and Benjamin Memphis,
so that they could grow up like he and his brother did. He also
wanted a little girl, Jordan Nichole. He always said how he was
going to be a father someday, just like his father was to him. A
lot of teenage boys want to grow up to be better than their fathers, but not Tom. Tom always said that if he ended up being
a quarter of the man that his father was, he would have done
the impossible. He lived for that idea. I think that is why he was
so torn up when he came home and found his Dad that night.
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Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—Mom was out of town,
at some board meeting for the school district. I was staying at
a friend’s house, and Tom was supposed to be heading out of
town for a hockey game, but a bunch of the other team’s players had gotten sick, so they had to forfeit before the bus even
left town. So Tom went and hung out with Braxton before he
came home. Tom told me that when he opened the door, he
saw Dad lying naked on the couch, fucking some girl. Tom said
that Dad turned around, saw Tom in the doorway, and leaped
off the couch fast as lightning and tried to explain.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Tom called me later that night,
pissed as all hell. Told me that his old man was sleeping around
with some other woman, getting shitfaced and fucking some
barfly he picked up after his shift. I guess the way it went down
was that Tom came home after we went to the movies, opened
the door, and saw his prick of an old man dipping into this
whore on the couch. His dad stumbles around and tries to
explain to Tom, still naked as a centerfold. T tells him to go to
hell and that he is calling his mom, which sends his drunk dad
into rage, pissed as an alley cat. Rears back and slugs Tom right
in the face. “You better not mention this to your mother, because that bitch doesn’t need to know.” Meanwhile, the cooze
he was getting it on with starts running her whore mouth,
when Papa O turns around and slugs her, too. Tom takes the
keys to his dad’s ‘70 Chevy Nova and blows out of there, leaving his drunk abusive dad to hit up that dirty bird for seconds.
Goes straight to Stacy’s house with a big ol’ black eye, looking
like he just scoped himself.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—Tom tried to tell me that
he got the black eye during hockey practice, but I knew that it
was from Dad hitting him. I guess he just didn’t want me to
chalk up another strike against our old man.
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Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—Tom stayed at my house that night.
He cried. It was the first time I had ever seen him cry. It was
the strangest sight, those tears falling into his red beard, and I
still can’t get it out of my mind. I...I can’t ever get him out of
my mind. I’m sorry, this is still just really hard.
Carrie O. (Mother)—Tom called me that night. I was 90
miles away over in Brandenton for a school board meeting.
Tom had the most serious tone to his voice, and I knew something was up. I had always suspected that Sean was messing
around behind my back, so that didn’t upset me as much as one
might suspect. But when Tom told me that Sean had hit him, I
jumped into my car right away.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—Like I said before, our
father was God to Tom. And when your God turns out to be
a lying, cheating son of a bitch, you’re gonna be upset. When
your God turns around and smites you, you set your sights on
burning heaven down. I think that is what happened to Tom.
He had told me later on that his whole life up to that point had
been a lie, that he had wasted the first seventeen years of his
life molding himself in reflection of a waste of air. He asked
me where he should go, what he should do. I had no idea what
to tell him. The affair was a huge surprise to the both of us.
Capt. Sean O. (Father, Police Officer)—I’m not sure what
Carrie or the boys expected me to do. When you’re not happy
in a relationship, you need to find a way to get out of it. Granted, getting drunk and starting an affair isn’t the best example,
but it was all I could think of at the time. Whiskey will do that
to you. It’s not like Carrie is a bad woman, I still love her and
am incredibly proud of what’s left of my family. I just hope
Tom knows that I’m sorry. I’m so incredibly sorry.
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Braxton D. (Best Friend)—T was so torn up after that
night. Who can blame him really? He looked up to his father
so much, to experience something like that would be like a
Catholic walking in on the Pope buttfucking your little brother or something. Tommy started questioning himself, and
everything around him. He even started driving Stacy away.
Whenever we’d hang out, we’d always end up out in the woods,
staring at the creek. Sit there. For hours, sometimes. Then I’d
say, “Tommy, I’m going home. You wanna come eat some dinner or something?” and he’d always just say, “I’ll walk.” That’s
it. Staring at the creek for hours, and the only words he could
say were “I’ll walk.” He’d always end up at that creek. That’s
how I knew where to find him.
Carrie O. (Mother)—Poor Tom. I know that he must be in a
better place now, finally happy. That’s what I like to tell myself.
I was so worried about him for months after that night Sean
went nuts. When Sean and I finally had our divorce settled,
Tom got even worse. Benjamin dealt with his anger or depression or what have you by
“It was the strangest sight,
joining the track team, the
swim team, and becoming those tears falling into his
more involved with Boy red beard...”
Scouts. I suggested Tom —Stacy N.
do the same, but he didn’t
want to go back to Boy Scouts or hockey. Sean had been his
Scout Master and had been to every hockey game. Tom would
just lock himself in his room as soon as he returned from
school. He did nothing but draw and paint, and pretty soon his
walls were covered in his art. Pictures of abstract things, dark
things. One picture of a little boy with a backpack on standing
in the shadow of a huge statue. When Tom wasn’t in his room,
he was outside. Sometimes he’d be gone four hours at a time.
One night I hadn’t seen Tom for longer than usual, and he had
taken the Nova out. I started to worry, you know how mothers
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are when their boys are driving fast cars, on top of me already
worrying about him being so distant. So I called Stacy. She
hadn’t heard from him. I called Braxton, he hadn’t heard from
him either. Then I called the police.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Mama O called me looking for
Tom, but I hadn’t seen him. I told her I’d go out and look for
him. Pulled on my boots and headed towards the woods, figuring that Tom would be out there staring at the creek again.
My truck’s headlights reflected off of the Nova’s taillights right
when I rounded the bend to the field with the creek, so I shut
off the engine and started walking. I had no idea how that was
going to change my life.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—When Tom and I were
really little, we’d go out duck hunting with Grandpa O’Reilly
and Dad. Grandpa had this old side-by-side fourteen gauge
shotgun, the most beautiful gun I have ever seen in my life.
Perfect hardwood, with gold inlay and etching on the metal
parts, even on the trigger. Watching Grandpa shoot that gun
was like watching an artist with his paintbrush. It was practically an extension of him. When Grandpa passed away, the
fourteen gauge was passed down to Dad. He knew that Tom
loved that gun, so he left it and the Nova at the house after he
moved out. He hoped that Tom would eventually let him back
in, I guess.
Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—After the night with his father, Tom
told me to tell him if he ever started to act like that, because he
was so afraid of letting people down like his dad let his family
down. I haven’t told anyone this, but there was a night at a
hockey party when I walked in on Tom kissing a different girl.
Annie or Anna or something. I was a little drunk, so I blurted
out “Just like your father, huh Tommy? A goddamn monster!”
I wonder if that sent him over the edge. I called Braxton and
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made him take me home, and I kissed him. He didn’t stop me,
and we agreed Tommy could never know. We were all drunk,
stupid kids. Sure, Tom and I had our problems, like everyone
did. But I, I still wonder if what I said was the straw that broke
the camel’s back.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Now when I remember it, the
field was dead quiet that night. I started looking for Tom
through the back window of the Nova, but couldn’t see anything. The inside of the car was all smoky. I was going to be
pissed if Tom had started smoking, because that shit killed
my mom, but the closer I got to the car, the less it smelled
like cigarette smoke. When I opened the door, I damn near
threw up. There was Tom, slumped over in the driver’s seat,
that side by side shotgun laying across his lap. The blast had
blown off his bottom jaw. His mouth was nothing but a glob
of red, with jagged white on either side where splinters of his
bones were stabbing through. Blood all over the cream interior
of that Nova. The shot had blown little holes in the roof of
the car, and the moon shone through them and illuminated the
back of Tom’s head. I started crying, didn’t know what else to
do. Tried hugging him, shaking him back to life, but he was
long gone.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—Braxton called the house
crying. I could barely make out a word he said, so I put Mom
on the line. Mom’s face turned ghost white, and after she hung
up the phone, she broke down. We headed down to the woods
where Braxton was to meet the police and identify the body.
I was in such shock, I can’t even remember where exactly we
were. Braxton could barely breathe he was sobbing so hard,
and Stacy was there too, crying. The cops shoved us all out
of there after a couple of minutes. I remember Braxton kicking and fighting the police officers as they escorted him away.
“That is my best friend, you motherfuckers! My best fucking
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friend!” I followed Braxton, collapsing in the woods and just
crying with him.
Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—Braxton called me and the O’Reillys
before he called the police. He later said that it was because
he didn’t want Tom’s dad to come down there before the real
people who loved him got a chance to know what happened.
I hated Braxton for a minute then. I didn’t mean to shoot the
messenger, but I couldn’t help it. I don’t live far away from
the woods, so I ran down as quickly as possible. I could hear
Braxton crying before I could see his truck. He stood up when
he heard me coming, and I could see that he was covered in
blood. My heart stopped beating, I started crying. I cried so
much that night I thought I was going to drown. “Tommy’s
dead” was all that I could make out between Braxton’s sobbing.
My heart broke.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—I think it was when I was
lying in the grass with Braxton that it finally hit me, that Tom
was gone. No more duck hunting, no more hockey games, no
more teaching the younger kids in our troop how to tie knots.
I wasn’t going to be an uncle, or be in Tom’s wedding, or go on
any of the trips we had always talked about. Hell, just a couple
of weeks earlier we had talked about building a boat when we
were older and sailing it to Africa, down around Cape Town
and to Madagascar. We joked about seeing if those penguins
from that stupid movie would be there.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—The police asked me why I was
covered in blood. “He’s my best friend, he’s my fucking brother!” I screamed at them. When they started zipping him up, I
told them not to touch him. My best friend deserves more than
to be man-handled by a bunch of fucking pigs working for the
guy that drove him to this.
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Carrie O. (Mother)—Have you ever had to pick out a casket for your child? Put together a funeral for your first born
son? I had been involved with planning funerals before, but
everything was such a state of shock for me that I don’t really
remember much of it.
Mr. Jackman (Art Teacher)—It’s protocol for the school
system to not hold a remembrance service, a dedication, or
anything like that after a student’s suicide. The idea is so that
the kids don’t think that the community is glorifying the suicide. The entire school system is put on suicide watch for two
weeks following the death of a student. But if any student
deserved a remembrance service, it was Thompson. Everyone
loved him, and his loss changed the tone of the entire school
forever.
Tony B. (Classmate)—I didn’t go to Tom’s funeral. What
the hell is the point? I was at that party when Stacy walked
in on him finishing up with Anna. Way to learn your lesson,
huh Tom? If you’re going to be selfish and stupid enough to
kill yourself, you don’t deserve my sympathy. If anything, your
family should get a swift kick in the ass for raising an idiot to
believe in taking the easy way out.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Tommy and I had made a pact
way back in middle school that if either of us died while we
were still in school, we were going to have our funerals on
a Saturday. That way, none of the stupid little drama queens
who didn’t even know us would show up to our funerals just
to get out of school. It was the worst when Jimmy Atkins got
into that car accident freshman year and his funeral was on a
Tuesday, and the entire school was there, but not for Jimmy.
They were only there to get out of school. So I held true to
our promise. Tom’s funeral was on a Saturday afternoon in the
park.
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Stacy N. (Girlfriend)—Tom’s mother had asked me to speak
at the funeral. I didn’t know what to say. Tom had always been
there for me ever since he gave me that rose in Art class. I
was at a loss of what to say right up until the morning of the
“Only Braxton would pick service. A couple of
years ago, Tom was out
an 80’s Glam Metal song doing some communifor his best friend’s funeral, ty service with the Boy
but I guarantee that Tommy Scouts, a highway clean
up. He found this little
was smiling...”
ragged flap of a match—Anna P.
book, and written on it
was “Love wasn’t put in your heart to stay, Love isn’t Love till
you give it away.” Tom gave it to me later that night. Perfect
amount of corny, right? He told me, “Baby, we’re going places.” And at his service, I told that story. I talked about how
Tom was always giving away his love, and therefore was one of
the only people our age to know what true love even is. And
we’re still going places, Tom and I. I’m going to have Tom with
me forever.
Carrie O. (Mother)—Mothers shouldn’t have to bury their
own babies. I will never have a full heart again. I still see Tom
though. After the service, I started reading some spiritual
books—to try and make sense of everything, I suppose. My
favorites ended up being about Native American belief systems. I liked how they dealt with nature. I learned that eagles
are a symbol of good luck for most Native tribes. Every time I
see an eagle in the sky, that’s Tom for me.
Anna P. (Childhood Friend)—At Tom’s funeral, Braxton got
up and put a CD in this big stereo system that they had set up.
Piano started coming through the speakers, and it took me a
second to realize what the song was. “Home Sweet Home” by
Motley Crue. Only Braxton would pick an 80’s Glam Metal
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song for his best friend’s funeral, but I guarantee that Tommy
was smiling behind that big red beard wherever he’s at.
Capt. Sean O. (Father, Police Officer)—That was the hardest day of my life, the day of the funeral. I know that a lot of
people there blamed me. Hell, I even blame myself. But forcing
the blame didn’t make it any easier. I would take the weight of
everyone’s problems for the rest of my life for one more day
with my boy.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—When we were carrying Tom’s
casket to the hearse, that was the toughest. Me and Ben, some
kids from their Scout troop, and Tom’s dad, right next to me. I
heard him sniffle, and I looked over at him. Silent tears, man,
just pouring down his face. Looking back, I don’t know why it
surprised me, but it did. After we slid Tommy into the car, I put
my hand on his shoulder, and he just looked at me and nodded.
A silent understanding, I guess. I’m sure that still tears the old
bastard to pieces.
Tony B. (Classmate)—Like I said, I’m not sure what the big
deal was about Thompson O’Reilly. One less cheating, arrogant prick out of the picture is fine by me. Tragic? Sure. Stupid? You fuckin’ bet.
Benjamin O. (Younger Brother)—The weird thing about
death is that the truth comes out, and it’s a shame that it takes
loss for the truth to finally show. After Tom’s funeral, I had
so many people come up to me, and tell me secrets they had
shared with Tom, feelings they had for him, what they truly
thought. There were girls that Tom didn’t even hang out with
that were practically in love with him. He made their day, hell,
he made their life, when he held the door open for them at
school. There was also a kid on the hockey team that told me
that Tom was like a father to him; the kid didn’t have a dad
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at home, and Tom had taught him how to play and cheered
him on in the games. It’s the strangest damn thing that it takes
death for the truth to shine.
Braxton D. (Best Friend)—Tom’s old locker at school was
covered with notes that next week. Sticky notes, sympathy
cards, poems, you name it. Every single one of them said
something about how he had changed their lives, made them
live stronger, or better, or love more easily. I wonder if Tom
had known that, if he would have stayed. Tom was raised right.
He made some mistakes, sure, but who doesn’t? I guess he saw
too much of his father in himself. After all, he spent his whole
life trying to be like his dad. He just didn’t want to put anyone
else through that, felt like he was damaged goods or something. I guess he didn’t realize what he really ended up putting
us all through. I promised him I’d take care of Stacy. I’ll tell
you one thing though: you don’t get hit in the knees with a
whiffle bat every day, and I’m not ever going to find someone
to do that to me again.
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Time
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Balance
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steven michael abell

I Saw, a Small God
Our boiling green splashy sphere
furnished a range
another awful mouth. Wonderful.
Snappy strings held masks to the heads
of children pushing through grey slush and wind
to homes tied-up with dogs.
Moose
went the barren streets.
Wind
scratched at the crust of drifts.
Passing deer making prints, you might leave
small mounds
where kids dug in, pushing,
shrieking to be king of anything.
Doors hung behind chain-link,
brown, counter to blue and green siding; sickles
dripped on stoops; long hallways of numbered rooms whistled.
Grownups decided to be things they weren’t.
Track stars with knives. Bald. Painted green.
We were told the man drooling
in our neighbor’s front yard
was mostly a bottle of gin—giddy for more
than another wild winter in Alaska.
Sense ensnared in icy gusts—the smell of sea bit,
lap and drag of water over sand; fall’s flouted leaves
fled their brawny weave: freed—signals in
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a dream, the painter, four-fingered for frostbite,
rose nosed, abstract asleep—
Brushing branches heavy
with needles, numb womb,
twiggy, snow-shadowed core:
October. Your scratchy throat and
breathing red eyes. Out, everyone flicked and puffed up,
adjusted their
masks. Orange fell. Sunny on grayed banks.
My mother equipped me with a pencil mustache and
plastic six-shooters—4 dollars burnt in my pocket
for bus-fare, maybe a hot dog, bubble-gum soda.
I’d more than a few fingers to pick my
		
nose with.
I was
		off! Emancipated.
Holding a candy cigarette in my mouth,
I watched a shivering woman in white
vomit behind the Laundromat
and a bottle of vodka unhurriedly
navigated his fickle landscape.
I loaded a fresh set of caps and cocked my pistol.
Arm in arm, the woman and her
werewolf businessman embraced,
stumbling under the suggestion of night.
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Love and Trust

scratch board triptych
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james davenport

Tricho
I can’t grow a beard without pulling the fucker out. Gets
long enough, quarter-inch or so, and I can’t stop feeling the
thing. It’s a buzzing presence, stimulating every follicle with a
slight irritation.
I smooth it down with the grain. Just spread my palm and
flex my jaw and rub it on down. I feel hot spots, hypersensitive
areas, their distinctions arbitrary. Now I know where to begin.
Generally, I pinch a tuft, then twist to find the nice brittle ones
in a given hotspot. These hot mamas are nice and thick, have a
strange mass to them, like they’ve been dipped in wax and shot
directly into my dumb face.
The twist is a filtration method. Twist a tuft long enough
and the thinner hairs phase out or get wrapped up with the
thick ones, the kind not worth keeping around. What remains
is pinched and pulled taut. This is to get a sense of root integrity and skin sensitivity. Sends pleasure signals flying up to my
neurotic roommate, the brain. I pull his hair and he pumps my
blood.
Tension and release. That fucking capital-tuh-eeh Tension.
Pull taut, slow. The birth of a feeling. Like a tickle, an itch,
but sharp enough to register as pain. Bounce it, bounce it, and
PULL. It’s out and my skin is vibrating, numb. Observe the
hair and/or hairs. Chew them up and let them go where they
will.
I’ve been doing this, well, I don’t know how long. Somewhere in that hazy transition from childhood innocence to
The Hairy Teenage Confusion, and finally, to me today: James
Existential-to-the-bone-hey-let’s-bone Davenport; somewhere
along that (hair)line and that long drive I slept through, between Redwall and White Noise, twixt the birth of contemporary
terrorism and fast-food oriented political agenda, in the midst
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of my pockmarked sexual discovery—cum socks and secret
sweat—tucked away somewhere in there was the moment in
which I ripped out a single hair, tongued it between my central
incisors, and bit down.
A Scientific Theory on Why
Trichotillomania is loosely categorized as an ICD, or
Impulse Control Disorder, the same category of psychological disorders as intermittent explosive disorder, kleptomania,
pathological gambling, pyromania, onychphagia, and dermatillomania. Fire starters, money-gobblers, penny-pincher-pinchers, and folks who really can’t quite get enough of themselves.
That’s me.
The people in white coats have yet to peg down a direct
causation for the disorder. How could they? Regardless, a bullet list of archetypal instigators is out there: anxiety, depression, PTSD, all typical symptoms of existence.
Turns out our brains might be composed abnormally,
though there is a distinct lack of structural MRI evidence to
make it science-science. Not a “A rolling trichobezoar
surprise, the unbearable shame gathers no moss.”
of admission and whatnot.
Trichotillomania might still be a burrowing hereditary-habitual
footnote if not for bored college students and the Wikipedia
wormhole.
A few fellow hair-munchers reportedly have more gray
matter up top than the status quo. Maybe that’s where all the
hair goes.
A rolling trichobezoar gathers no moss. No moss because it’s a giant ball of hair rolling around in your belly, fucking with your function. Rapunzel Syndrome, an extension into
the intestines. The self-induced tapeworm and, appropriately
enough, my greatest fear.
Someday, I’ll probably have a real difficult time taking a
shit. I’ll go to the doctor and say, “Hey, Doc! I’m having a real
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difficult time taking a shit!”
So he’ll cut me open and find it all wadded up in my
viscera, a massive hairball. An opportune moment for him to
connect the dots, maybe whip out a life-affirming metaphor,
and say, “Son, I know you must be having a rough time, eating
all this hair and whatnot, but you can’t ‘eat your feelings.’” And
I’ll be like, “I’m unconscious. Shh.”
My Head, In the Right Place
I remember this: bored classrooms and math lessons, the
lazy intellectual gospel, a hasty transcription directly from the
textbook. (McGraw-Hill, where would my generation be without you?)
I remember the hardest part of fifth grade was staying
awake. An elbow propped up on the faux-oak desk, my forearm and wrist at ninety-degrees, and my squinting head resting
upon it all, gushing drool. The other hand drooped at my side,
a short lean away from the off-white tile in an Archimedial
posture. The eyes below a blonde bowl-cut begin to close. The
free hand reaches up, doesn’t rub the eyes—no, this signals
defeat—rather, it reaches for the blonde bowl-cut and, like a
genie lamp, rubs—an unconscious effort to summon my muse.
Oh, Muse of paying attention in math! Come to my aid!
Bring thee visions of applicability! Of relevance! Visions of
lunch! I’m hungry! Oh, Muse, bring thee a sandwich!
My scalp vibrates. Each root is distinct. I feel the depth
of every hair and my eyes widen ever so slightly.
The Rub was part of muddled process, impossible to
track. Find me the intellect that can illustrate trichophagia as
a strict scientific phenomenon. More like an utter confusion,
Satan coasting through chaos on the Fall; a happy accident,
because in a way, it’s a cure; maybe it’s a temporary anxiety, a
threshold on my course through physical development that I
might never cross.
No, more like a genetic habit, an inept encoded skill.
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And, as expected, human ability takes root and multiplies with
experience, something I’m apparently a sum of.
I Have an Arm or Two
A healthy body is a healthy body. I’m running intervals
on the Kim Williams Trail, getting my sexy right. Trying to.
(I play Counter Strike the rest of the day with a spoon of peanut butter in my mouth. ‘OOOOOM, ‘EADSTHOT! A ragdoll
model slumps and my mouse clicks in retraction. Tension and
release.)
Television static floats above everything: the Big Sky, the
stone M on Mount Sentinel, the Clark Fork River, floater free.
No beer spilt today in the name of Summer. The Airborne
Toxic Event erases all evidence of the North. Winter is coming. August and forest fires: the Montana guarantee.
“I wish I was a boy.” I’m listening to “A Cold Freezin’
Night” by The Books, not the ideal workout music, but, hey,
I’m a disgusting introspect, subconsciously chasing that death
wish. I need this time, air toxicity warnings be damned.
“I’m gonna kill y—STAHT RAH-NING.” A Scandinavian interrupts the music to let me know rest time is over. Yeah,
I’m using an app for that. Technology lets me know when to
run and when to Tweet the run to my followers.
One foot before the other. Faster now, my momentum
grows. All I hear are distorted guitars and the faint internal
muffle of labored breath, rubbing a pillow on a live microphone. Heavy inhalations and the sting and stench of smoke.
My arms pass in rhythm before my eyes and fade in my
periphery. “Asshole,” says a little girl in my ear. An arm passes
again and I see the hair.
Alone, a grotesque black curl sprouts near my inner-elbow. It spills forth, a curtain-call for every meager translucent
neighbor. Opaque.
The smell, the sights, the sounds of the Swede and The
Books and my burning breath all dissipate. I stop running and
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eat the fucker after I pull it out of that tangled mess.
A Personal Theory on “Why”
Love: Love because even though the hair-pull drowning-victim safety-procedure saves lives, a fistful of brittle, and
even plenty of strong, healthy, honor roll hair, will no longer have a place in your head; rather, it will find a new home
among chlorine, Junior Lifeguard Tammy Johnson’s death-grip
of visceral evacuation, gasoline-tainted sulfur-bubbling mud,
maybe the belly of an endangered Bull Trout that you mistake
for a common Laker (you couldn’t taste the difference).
“Please, for the love of Gaia, catch and release,” says
your father from the back of your throat.
And maybe, because that hair is no longer there—something solid, dependable, now gone and slow to grow again,
but brittle and wiry this time—you come to think of hair as
something that doesn’t
“Maybe it’s a temporary deserve the attention. No
anxiety, a threshold on my more hair cuts from a
course through physical professional. Just buzz it
development that I might yourself. No more conditioner. Let the natural oils
never cross.”
do their thing. No more
active attention. Keep pulling it out, ingesting it. Yum? No,
just tension and release and endorphins coursing on through.
Just do it. The Bull Trout would have brought it home anyway,
you trout endangering dickhead.
Extroversion: Yell at a car and it won’t move. Probably.
Maybe. No direct causation, just circumstance. Put fuel into
a car, ignite the engine, maybe throw her into first and lay a
foot on the gas, then the car will move. Probably. Maybe. I
guess that the only reason a vehicle moves is controlled circumstance.
This is the type of control I have over my anxiety. Chomp
down on a few thick ones and BAM, I’m numb.
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You: What’s up?
Me: GOOD.
Incorrect answer, but, hey, it’s a start. Add more fuel,
stoke the fire, toss some soft breath on those coals to really
feel the burn. The wheels are turning. Snap, crunch, etc.
You: What’s up?
Me: NOTHING.
Now we’re moving! All aboard!
Makes sense, really. Heartburn? (But all that cheese.) Light
your heart on fire and the acid reflux will reflux.
Fear: If I’m going to die, then I might as well eat my hair?
The casual, semi-secret (not anymore, whoops!) assurance that I’m still here, still growing, somehow still churning
out fingernails, dirt-calloused skin, and hair, hair—long, beautiful hair. If the keratin is still coming, then I am too. Can’t eat
consciousness though. If only.
Auto-cannibalism isn’t masochistic. No, it’s a basic survival check. That said, I’m worried that when my body shrivels
up, and the water floats away into the high heavens, that someone might mistake my dehydration for hair growth. No! A tree
grows in a swamp and the swamp dries up. A tree cannot grow
without water. Growth is an illusion. The ground just shrinks
away, feigning height. Now, let me rest.
That feel, bro: Tension and release.
A cut and dry, scientific explanation for Why isn’t feasible. I think the Why Nots would be more interesting.
You: Why don’t you obsessively pull out and eat your
hair, Mister Davenport?
Me: Because I’m perfectly happy and comfortable all the
time. Because brain surgery isn’t rocket science. Because GOD.
I Have Legs as Well
I’m on a boat. I don’t remember where. A lake, I guess.
Probably. Some high school classmates surround me—Bud
Light, Mike’s Hard, the typical age-appropriate beverages
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abound—and we’re going fast. Senior year and we’re nurturing
our nature, accenting out accents, really digging for that sense
of belonging in a place we’ve yet to fully comprehend, America.
She is there. She assimilates without a hitch. I, on the other hand, sit in the back of the boat, heart racing (we’re drunk
driving, you guys!), eyes darting (there are strangers here!), and
one hand, dipped low like the first step in assuming the fetal,
picking away at that calf.
She pulls me aside later. Squirrels chattering in the tall
pines. The boat’s maw-me-maw in the distance, and a faint sulfuric odor.
“You’re not okay.”
“How can you tell?”
She touches the bald spot on my calf. A three, four inch
diameter, obliterated. A barren patch, once a heavy forest of
my assured masculinity now clear cut.
Not bad, I note, tonguing the hair stuck in the gums between my two front teeth.
I, Too, Have a Heart
I was in love for a good while. The kind of love that
starts in high school oblivion, strengthens via the toil of collegiate distance, and whiffs out once in the vapid tunnel-vision
of reunion. Elongated, exacerbated, intense hope and adoration, snuffed out in an instant by lurking incontinence and archetypal aspirations of SELF-DISCOVERY™. As if we ever
stop searching. This is how I forgot how to cry about love.
But I look in the mirror and see a missing patch. I don’t
even remember pulling. Tension and release and the destruction of symmetry. This is what makes me cry.
The only intense feelings I can muster are for a missing
patch of hair. Nearly twenty-three years of grand American
living, and this is my life. This is what my brain interprets as
my biggest problem. I don’t cry for love, death, hope, injustice.
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I cry for my fucking beard.
Through a thick, robust, healthy psychologist-beard, the
psychologist—healthy and robust—asks, “What ails you, Mister Davenport?” My beard, sir. I keep pulling it out.
And he laughs, oh, does he laugh. A psychologist-beard
laugh. Making direct eye contact with a department store mannequin. The distant sound of a baby crying through brittle
sheetrock.
And Beyond My Heart is My Chest
Yoda’s death scene in Return of the Jedi is uncanny incarnate. Luke bounces between incestual inquiry masked by harrowing hereditary concern and ingenuine, dismissive sorrow
for his dying master. Luke is never quite present while Yoda
does his Miltonic thing and blindly proselytizes to the wall.
He curls over in what looks like a potato sack and closes
his eyes, marbled glass. Nine-hundred years of wrinkles solidify and harden in the low-light of the fireplace. Long gray hairs
expand and glow.
I look down at my chest, my own hairs alight in the unnatural incandescence of the television. My neck bends at a
near ninety-degree angle between my head against the wall and
my naked body on the floor. Hairy mother fucker.
I signed the lease the day before. Only a blanket in one
corner and a television at the opposing end.
The chest hairs are numerous and unique, each a different level of translucence. A few, black and spindling. They all
curl in a chaos of direction, following no set pattern, no hairline, no grain.
The chest is unique, a delicacy. I pinch a nipple and its
circumferential hairs. Twist, rip, tension and release.
“That is the most beautiful shot in all of Star Wars,” I say,
chewing with a grin.
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I Can’t Find My Feet
We can all agree the whole eating dealio is a ubiquitous
social taboo. I’m not sure how I, or anyone with mild autocannibalism, are supposed to embrace such habits. I can’t speak
for the autophagia community as a whole, but I certainly don’t
want to embrace them. Ripping and chipping away, yes, temporal relief, but, Jesus-H, it also brews a whole new breed of hormonal imbalance. An earthquake existential lubricant, eating
hair.
My ultimate goal of I-don’t-know-what is nihilistic motive; the only obtrusions are talk of therapy. Not shock, mind
you, but a mild form of such. If anything, I need to be trained,
though I feel beyond that.
“I don’t cry for love, death, I’m no dog. Most medicihope, injustice. I cry for nal treatments for trichomy fucking beard.”
tillomania and trichophagia aren’t successful since
they tend to just be antidepressents; some have been known to
even increase the amount of hair pulled and consumed. This
begs the question: is it worth treating? Something to even be
treated? Do I eradicate a physically harmless (so far) coping
mechanism purely because it doesn’t gel with societal norms? I
catch my dog eating shit all the time. Why can’t I follow suit?
Because eating your beard will really fuck up that Walter
White Halloween costume. That Heisenberg hat was twelve
bucks. Twelve. Bucks.
Because eradicating your armpit hair certainly isn’t conducive to that smell you make. What is that? Grandparents’
basement?
Because pulling pubes is a nice way to convince your
loved one you have herpes. Prank’s on them!
Because the only thing eyebrows are good for are when
you want to be passive aggressive and no one—noooo one
likes that.
Because boogers just get all hammed up in your nose
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hairs, and the opposite sex go flaccid or dry up at the very sight
of them anyway.
Because belly hair just points to your penis and/or vagina.
Because—because it’s just weird, freak.
I choke on laughter, but whether from the tragic beauty
in irony or the presence of a trichobezoar the size of an infant
baby’s head in my intestine, I know not.
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josh hamilton

Seven
Hello, Dr. Caz would like to welcome you to The Dr.
Caz O’Neill Show featuring the Seven Week, Seven Addicts Road to
Recovery Summer Special©. Just so you know, you won’t actually
be meeting Dr. Caz, not until you’re onstage, and even then
you’ll be reading from the script. You have been reciting the
script five times a day with a partner? There are extra copies
on the coffee table in the blue room if you feel the need to
refresh yourself. The room is blue because it’s meant to calm
your nerves. There’s an assortment of complimentary cookies,
fruits, and coffee in the blue room, but don’t eat any of the
cookies or the fruits and don’t drink the coffee. Do not rely on
the blue room. Have a glass of water if you start to feel sick,
but not too big a glass; you don’t want to be onstage and have
to use the restroom. But if you do feel the urge to go, cross
your legs and just remember: always follow the script.
There will be teleprompters to help you out in the event
you forget your lines. Don’t rely on the teleprompters. The audience has cues when they need to boo and snicker, too. You,
however, will not be receiving any applause.
Since you’re the alcoholic you should know our network
has a commercial sponsorship with Pabst Blue Ribbon®. That
means when Dr. Caz asks what your alcoholic beverage of
choice is always be sure to answer Pabst Blue Ribbon®. It’s in
our contract that their brand needs to be mentioned at a minimum of three times, so when in doubt just answer: Pabst Blue
Ribbon®.
Please, allow me to show you around. That’s Angus. Angus is a dairy addict. For his audition he drank a gallon of
2% milk in under ten minutes. He weighs over five hundred
pounds, has a difficult time walking, and will most likely die a
virgin. He carries around Kraft cheese slices in his front pock62

ets and snacks on them as needed. They melt in his pockets
sometimes, but he also keeps a supply of cheese whiz in the
console of his car. You’ll notice his teeth are orange and rotting. When you meet him he’ll try to shake your hand and if
you take it you will end up with a coating of cheese covering
your fingers. It’s okay if you choose not to shake his hand, but
if you do be sure to sanitize yourself immediately afterwards.
Do not lick the cheese. Do not lick the cheese. Also, he only
has his pinkie and thumb on his right hand after multiple accidents involving a dog and a power saw, so when he offers you
his hand, and this is only if you decide to shake it, ignore the
stub and try to smile. He’s prone to losing his emotions very
suddenly. You do not want to see Angus lose his emotions.
Wait for the promo to see that.
In the corner, near the dressing room, that is Celeste. She
will try to fuck you. She fucked Dr. Caz to get on the show,
but don’t tell anyone that, and definitely don’t hint to Dr. Caz
that you’re aware of this. Dr. Caz, like Celeste, is an aficionado
of wild sex games. The two rented a cheap motel room one
Saturday night and the entire next week neither of them could
walk a straight line, nor could Celeste explain the bruising on
her neck and wrists.
Celeste loves to tell the story of how she lost her virginity
at age nine to a Hispanic boy who was in the sixth grade and
rode the same school bus as she did. She won’t tell you this,
but she also contracted Chlamydia at ages thirteen and sixteen
and had multiple yeast infections throughout her early twenties, which made her go into a psychosis where she believed
she was the reincarnation of Mary Magdalene. The Chlamydia
and infections and psychosis are gone, for now, but that still
doesn’t mean you can fuck her. We don’t need our addicts fucking each other.
The snot-nosed eighteen-year-old with braces over there
is Denny. Denny cannot stop watching internet pornography.
He spends at least five hours a day in front of his computer,
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but Dr. Caz is going to say it’s actually thirteen hours. Denny has agreed to this. Denny, like Angus, is also a virgin. Celeste will fuck neither of them, and Celeste fucks everyone. In
his audition, Denny
“The second was a meth-head,
told us when he was
but he was deemed too good fourteen he came to
looking for a television meth- the conclusion that
head.”
a woman’s clitoris is
somewhere up her
asshole. He convinced himself that finding the woman’s clit
is the equivalent to dating, and that women can only be emotionally stimulated by nothing short of a daily rim-job. This led
to porno, which led to Denny dropping out of high school,
which led him to The Dr. Caz O’Neill Show©.
Denny is also an avid telescope enthusiast. For the past
two years he has spied on his German neighbor’s bedroom escapades. Denny then goes to local sex addict groups and tries
to pass off what he observes as his own doing. Nobody believes him. Sex and lies sell, and for this information Denny
will receive the best compensation of you all. Lucky for us, the
compensation will come in the form of a college scholarship,
which Denny will never attend.
Just so you’re aware, both Angus and Denny will recover
at the conclusion of the eight weeks. Denny will find Jesus
Christ. Angus will become a vegan. This will happen with a
highly dramatic, highly scripted breakdown that will end in joyous tears and heart-filled hugs from Dr. Caz. Never touch Dr.
Caz unless he touches you first, which will most likely never
happen. Whether or not you will recover is still up to the writers. And no, you cannot question the writers on what your fate
will be.
Over there with the plastic blow up doll is Chester. Chester’s nature was debatable, but ultimately our staff decided that
living in a fantasy world can be defined as an addiction. The
blow up doll, her name is Suzie Q. Chester often strokes her
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hair, massages her shoulders, and whispers jokes into her ear,
which only he laughs at. If he tells you that Suzie Q. wants to
talk with you, then just go with it. Suzie Q. has a French-Canadian accent and will compliment you on your ‘pizzazz.’ Be
sure to thank her. Tell her she has eyes that remind you of your
mother’s. Initially, Suzie Q. wanted to have a threesome with
Celeste and make a video out of it, but Chester was so offended that he almost quit the show before the cameras ever started
filming. Dr. Caz had to convince Chester to stay on board.
That is something Dr. Caz will never do with you. You were
third on our list for candidates with a substance-abuse problem. The first one died of a heroin overdose two weeks ago.
The second was a meth-head, but he was deemed too good
looking for a television meth-head. He even had all his teeth.
But you’re an alcoholic, and you have all your teeth, so don’t
forget that. Alcoholics are a dime a dozen.
Behind the one way mirror in the safe-proof room is
Hannah. Our legal team has decided to keep her secluded for
your, mine, and everyone else’s safety. Hannah is an animal
hoarder and was volunteered by her family. And since Hannah
can’t read, but can sign a contract, it’s her family who will be
receiving all of her payment from The Dr. Caz O’Neill Show©.
This will probably result in a substantial amount of money.
Viewers will tune in by the millions, wanting to watch a woman
who has over fifty dead and decaying chickens stuffed in bins
around her kitchen. The more viewers who watch the show,
and the more dead chickens, squirrels, and snakes we find in
Hannah’s house, the more income the show, and Hannah’s
four sons, will generate.
Hannah also has a problem with biting people on their
arms, neck, and ears. This is a quality trait outside of Hannah’s
expected range of dead animal hoarding, and her four sons will
be paid extra for it. Last week she bit two of our camera men.
Rumors are already spreading that she is involved in a satanic
vampire cult. This is why she must be secured at all times. The
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writers are working on a scene where she will attack Dr. Caz on
stage, but they are wondering if there needs to be a script for
that. Dr. Caz is prepared for this. If Hannah bites you, report
it immediately and we will get the wound on camera as fresh
and as bloody as it possibly can be. Medical services will also
be supplied, free of charge. But always remember: audiences
love blood.
The woman who is smiling, that is Ingrid. That is a fake
smile. She was injected with Botox this morning and she has to
keep her face in that position for at a minimum of four hours.
You will also notice her chemical peel, rhinoplasty, multiple
collagen injections, otoplasty, chin and check augmentation,
rhytidectomy, lip enhancement, browplasty, hair transplant,
etc., etc.
Ingrid has gone from an A cup to an EE bust size over
the course of three surgeries. These surgeries cost Ingrid tens
of thousands of dollars, countless bottles of Vicodin and
Oxycontin, and years of her life to accomplish. Although she
was against it at first, Ingrid has agreed to surgically remove
her silicon breasts and return to her natural 32 A cups within
the first two weeks of the show to prove that she is willing to
free herself from the cosmetic world she lives in. She will be
reimbursed for this inconvenience.
If Ingrid asks you how she looks, lie and tell her she
looks awful. Say she looks hideous and that she reminds you of
a ghoulish Halloween mask. She has low self-esteem, and our
writers have determined that she needs to attempt suicide in
order to draw in more viewers. This endeavor of taking her life
will be staged, as will the stitches in her forearms, but Ingrid
is a terrible on-camera personality so we need all the criticism
aimed at her as much as we possibly can manage to make her
act believable. The magazines and news outlets that are under
the same corporation as The Dr. Caz O’Neill Show© will help
us in this effort, as will Ingrid’s family who it was decided that,
once she has her fake breasts removed, shall be the ones to
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officially push her over the edge. They have agreed to this.
The suicide attempt will not reflect the professionalism
of Dr. Caz in any way imaginable. He will do everything in
his power to help Ingrid. He will provide care for her at Saint
Clair’s Hospital for the Mentally Insane. Whether or not Ingrid
actually recovers is entirely up to her. The writers have already
come up with an ending that will read:

Ingrid has accepted these conditions.
As for yourself, you will agree with Dr. Caz on live television that you will enroll in a twelve step program. Dr. Caz has
done episodes in the past where he challenges the set-up and
rehabilitation rate of the twelve step program and this is the
reason why our writers will most likely fail your recovery.
The audience will initially be on your side, as you whiz
through the first three steps of admitting you are powerless to
God, then agreeing with God to restore your sanity, and letting
God make the decisions in your life. Whether or not you let
God into your life is on your shoulders. You will fail the fourth
step, unable to make amends with your father after the killing of your mother from the drunk driving accident you were
involved in two years ago. You will also receive a third DUI
during the show. This will be staged.
Your twin sisters, Mia and Mina, will also be on the show.
We checked their birthdates, and we must know if it is true that
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you are exactly nine months younger than them? You cannot
lie about your biography. If you are found to be lying about
your biography, or if you slip up and tell an outside source of
what really happens behind the scenes of this show, then you
can 100% expect to be facing a lawsuit. We will not provide
legal defense for you.
You will remain sober for the first twenty-eight days of
the recovery program. Whether or not you actually choose to
be sober is entirely up to your. Just don’t be caught drinking
in public. And if you must drink in public then, please, make
sure it’s a Pabst Blue Ribbon®. But keep in mind that if you
do drink in public and are caught on camera, then we will be
forced to provide different means for recovery, of which you
do not want to happen. The Dr. Caz O’Neill Show© also reserves
the right to take legal action against you should this scenario
arise. So only drink in your house with the curtains drawn. But
don’t worry, this is only for the first twenty-eight days.
As stipulated in your contract, you have agreed to let
cameramen into your residence as often as we see fit. You
also agreed to allow hidden cameras to be strategically placed
in your dwelling. In the event that we televise an image with
your nude body, you can rest assured that your genitalia will be
blurred over. Only our editors will see your naked body. They
are very discreet. Also, you cannot know the locations of these
cameras. Do not try to find the cameras.
Over that way is the stage. When you’re cued to go out
there won’t be any applause and the lights will be blinding. Just
walk left until you see Dr. Caz. His seat is eight inches higher
than yours. This is because on screen the camera angle will
simultaneously make it seem that you two are on even ground,
yet Dr. Caz will be taller. Try not to feel intimidated. Most feel
intimidated, but you’re the alcoholic. That means you’re an asshole with a passion for Pabst Blue Ribbon® during the next
few hours, so you cannot feel intimidated. And yes, we know
of your crying problem. You cannot cry tonight, you’re the
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asshole. Rest assured though, our writers are working on a way
to incorporate your crying into the show.
We cycle in different audiences for each addict. Keep in
mind that the audience has been waiting in line outside in the
sun since early this morning. You will be on after Denny and
his internet-porn-clitoris-capade at 8 p.m. Do not mention
Denny or any of the other addicts. Dr. Caz has a reputation for
being an insomniac which is why we will be filming till 3 a.m.
with thirty minute breaks between each addict. You are not
allowed to leave until that time. Your slot will consist of forty-five minutes of filming and afterwards you will be escorted
to a different backstage than here. Catering will be provided,
free of charge.
For now, go sit over there. Don’t talk with the rest of the
addicts. If Celeste tries to fuck you, ignore her. If Ingrid says
hello, tell her she’s repulsive. If Angus tries to stand and his
knee braces give out, alert the cameramen.
If you see a writer walk by, be nice to them, smile and,
perhaps, ask how their day is going. But don’t be too nice or
they may write you off the show sooner than already scripted.
Maybe during your third DUI you get into a major accident
and break your neck. Writers can be assholes. But don’t think
of them as assholes. You’re the asshole. An alcoholic asshole
with a crying problem that has twin sisters exactly nine months
older than you. Remember that and you’ll be right on your way
to a seven week recovery, except in your case, which will result
in a massively theatrical failure.
If you need me, I’ll be in Dr. Caz’s dressing room, prepping him on the specifics for tonight. Do not knock on the
door. Do not even wait by the door. If you need anything, go
talk to Rick. He’s the stage manager, over there with the clipboard. He’ll relay what you say to my assistant, Jen. But don’t
bother Rick. Rick is a busy man. He’s a good man. Just talk to
Jen and whatever you need will get sorted out.
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erik petersen

CrÉpuscule

acrylic, pen and ink, watercolor, and collage elements
on cardboard and paper
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erik petersen

Circular aesthetics

acrylic, pen and ink on cardboard
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kathryn egan

Gemstones
This story has only two parts:
How it started and how it ended.
It ended with abalone shell lining the back of your throat,
Making your words precious and spit-slick.
You had opals of sleeplessness under your eyes and
Cancer torching the lapis of your veins—
There were pearls to be borne from you yet,
But you only had what, three weeks left then?
Maybe less.
Already you were calcifying, becoming overgrown with moss—
Reclaimed.
You said the stars told you your scales couldn’t balance.
You would die, not recover.
I could smell the earth in you then,
When you asked me to remember you as Diana, free and tidal.
Two weeks removed and
I could already see the origin in your dilated eyes.
It started with a tremor, the slimmest margin of instability
Making your hands the first traitors in the battle.
You had dreams of the four horsemen and
Dresses made of nebulas—
There were balls you would attend with Jupiter at your side
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But it ended in plastic, with no mythical balls to miss.
No heroic battles to lose—just a normal life.
And how I remember you now is as gemstones.
You were gemstones.
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sarah eisenlohr

Sunset

collage, magazines and glue
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brady schwertfeger

October Geometry

taken on the shores of turquoise lake in the mission
mountains, early morning, late october.
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sarah eisenlohr

Harbor

collage, magazines and glue
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micah fields

Squalls
I was sixteen when Katrina blossomed into violent red
swirls and made digital landfall on my living room’s television.
And sixteen when, two hundred miles east of our home in
Texas, she killed almost two thousand people. Somewhere, just
barely across the Mississippi, was chaos. Families were being
hoisted from their rooftops and into the scrawny jon boats of
volunteers. Yachts were crashing into storefronts. People were
stealing iPods. News anchors gestured wildly at clips of floating corpses, then a sweeping shot of a sunken New Orleans,
and finally, a multi-hued reenactment of the storm’s progression. But all this felt somewhat peripheral. Sure, our stadium
held refugees who ate MRE’s and dried off, and my classes got
a bit bigger. I even wore a rain jacket and caught a few redfish
that had fled their wrecked coastal flats, but Katrina was not
my storm.
The next month was promising. Bourbon Street was still
sopping, and Rita was churning in the Gulf, this time on a
neon track of arrows pointing to our town. Evacuation notices
were announced, and the lasting footage of Louisiana houses in soggy piles enforced them. This time it was personal. I
handed nails to my father, who stood on a ladder and tacked
plywood into the window sills. I scoffed at the emptying neighborhood, the sagging minivans headed to guest rooms in Dallas. We stayed.
And we felt it. We huddled in the bathroom with five
dogs. We shuddered when a massive oak speared the roof.
Winds purred into the hole in the attic. Culverts became lakes.
I straddled our Great Pyrenees in the tub, closed my eyes, and
Rita passed.
We arose from our asylum like haggard soldiers, and sectioned the limb in our rafters with a chainsaw. We set its seg77

ments on fire in the front yard, and warmed our palms while
evacuees returned, disgruntled from days spent on congested highways. Rita had whimpered after swirling through the
beaches, then the hills, and died at our door. In some irrational
teenage way, I was disappointed.
So last year, when tropical storm Don threatened to break
a ninety day drought, I sacrificed some tip money and drove to
Corpus, thinking of rain. With parched river beds and melting
asphalt in the rearview, Don got closer. The wall of gray to the
east looked like some kind of summer reward, a dangerous
and sweating glass of ice water. Sunshine faded with each mile.
Seguin, then Beeville, then Robstown, then some faint drops
on the windshield, and that musty smell in the vents. I could
taste it.
Downtown was deserted and wind-whipped, but didn’t
seem to care about some storm making its way across a cartoon map. Corpus had run the race before, and wasn’t showing
its cards to Don without a healthy shove in the chest. They
were still serving shrimp on the docks, and I leaned against
salty gusts on the pier’s edge. People, whatever their reason to
stay, were getting drunk and stumbling over corroded wooden planks. Heavy clouds rumbled toward the shore. I thought
about being wet, of a soaked t-shirt, and of the dock’s planks
swelling in the rain. Then somewhere behind me, a small crowd
cheered. Don had turned south, and its flashing yellow trajectory was being traced on a screen above the bar, to Baffin Bay.
The edges of the storm whirled off, slinging only a few
fat drops our way. The waves fell back into their mild, drowsy
sets, and we stayed dry. On the Weather Channel, theories were
shared regarding updrafts and air temperatures, frantic explanations for shoddy predictions, but storms are storms. Storms
are not formulaic, or methodical, or conservative. Storms are
wild, scruffy things. Storms are high school drop-outs in their
grandmother’s LeSabre. Draw a neat line on a map, and see if
they follow it. I wouldn’t.
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abby sweet

Personification
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shelby johnson

Crossing
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bert carlstrom

Cartographie Speculatif
Cartographie speculatif \kaR ta gRafi spεc u la tif\ n.(v.)
from the Bertian English, speculative cartography (2013),
through O.Fr., Med.Lat., Grk., etc. 1: the science of
charting the unchartable 2: mapping the unmappable:
linguists often employ cartographie speculatif when explaining language acquisition 3: the mappa mundi of the mind
4: wondering what lies beyond the fog bank; where
the trail leads; what happens if you lose sight of the
coast: set sail fine fools! New continents to be discovered are,
new patterns mapped amongst the stars 5: the use of projections, charts, and other scientific apparatuses to imagine
non-being; chartology of phantasmorgia: childs footprints,
a network of cartographie speculatif in the snow 6: the
development of the ultra-real from the real: don’t touch
the floor is lava the couch is safe and the blue tiles only 7: the
making of charts and maps; the charts of making and
maps: the charting of maps and art 8: here there be dragons; here where I will go will map might burn or fall off
world’s edge where the dragons be will I be 9: but say
this tree is base so I’m safe
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Contributors
Steven Michael Abell is a freshman studying English. He
hails from Red Lodge, Montana.
Emma Andrus is a Film Studies and Creative Writing major.
She came to Missoula from Glasgow, Montana.
Jennifer Bardsley was born and raised in Helena, Montana.
She completed her BFA in Painting from the School of Art
at The University of Montana in May of 2012, and is currently working toward her BA in Art Education. She has been a
working artist since 1998. She lives in Missoula, Montana with
her husband and two children.
James Burkhart is a Creative Writing and Film Studies major
from Anaconda, MT.
Mary Callahan Baumstark is a senior receiving her BFA with
an emphasis in Ceramics. Her work deals mainly with the integration of text and form. She’s from Missoula, Montana.
Bert Carlstrom is a senior majoring in history. He comes to
The University of Montana from Three Forks, Montana.
Jocelyn Catterson is a Junior Resource Conservation major.
Her hometown is Evergreen, Colorado.
James Davenport is from Deer Lodge, Montana. He is an English Education major, a senior, currently teaching in Frenchtown, Montana. He would like to shout out to all his students:
“Do your homework.”
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Rose Dickson is a junior majoring in Environmental Studies
and English teaching. She is from Missoula and feels lucky to
have grown up in a place surrounded by mountains and rivers.
Jennifer duToit is currently a BFA candidate with a focus in
printmaking. She will graduate in the spring of 2013. She was
born and raised in Butte, Montana, which is a place that often
makes a presence in her work.
Kathryn Egan is a junior in the Pre-Pharmacy program. She’s
from Los Angeles, California.
Sarah Eisenlohr is a senior Fine Arts major from Lakeside,
Montana.
Micah Fields is a transfer student from Austin, Texas. He
is a sophomore studying Creative Writing and Literature. He
spends his weekends and summers wandering in the woods
and rivers of Montana, Washington, or wherever he can.
Elaine Fraticelli is currently a sophomore and an Art Major
from Kalispell, Montana.
Bridget Gibbons is a junior with a Psychology major and English minor. She grew up in Montana and enjoys influencing
others’ perceptions through words.
Kari Goettlich is senior in the BFA program, getting a focus
in drawing, though she has a strong affinity for analog photography. She’ll also earn a minor in Art History and Criticism.
Her hometown is Missoula, Montana, and she looks forward
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to creating art in new city and culture after graduation in the
spring.
Josh Hamilton is 23 years old, originally from Three Forks,
Montana, and majoring in Psychology.
Shelby Johnson is a junior working on her BA in Art Education K-12. She hails from Elliston, Montana.
Gabrial Kerber is a senior majoring in Fine Arts with an emphasis in painting. He’s from Missoula, Montana.
Missy Lacock is a senior majoring in English: Creative Writing. She is from Missoula, Montana and has an AA in Liberal Arts and a BA in Biblical Studies. Missy has worked at the
Montana Kaimin as a copy editor for two years, published two
semester columns, and won the James P. Welch Jr. Memorial
Scholarship in 2012.
Sophie O’Brien is a junior in the English Teaching program
and a frequent reader at Prose and Poems.
Erik Petersen is a senior Fine Arts major. He comes from
Seattle, Washington.
Stephanie Reiman is a sophomore majoring in Fine Arts
with a minor in Media Arts. She comes to The University of
Montana from Helena, Montana.
Brady Schwertfeger is a junior studying Philosophy. He’s
from Austin, Texas.
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Abby Sweet is a junior pursuing a BA degree with a focus in
Art Education. She was raised in Stockett, Montana. She lives
happily in Missoula, with her three-year-old son, Brody, and
her wonderful companion, David.
Erika Tibbetts is a sophmore studying English: Creative
Writing. She hails from Santa Rosa, California, and has been
involved with photography for many years.
Alissa Wynne is a junior Art Major from Glendive, Montana.
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