Dear Readers,
“Traveling is a brutality.”
Given that Outside In focuses on travel and journeys, ostensibly regarding them as
pleasurable, this quote from Italian poet and novelist Cesare Pavese, might seem like
an odd choice for the opening remarks of Issue Thirteen. And yet, I believe there is
truth to this statement, especially as Pavese continues: “It forces you to trust strangers
and to lose sight of all that familiar comfort of home and friends. You are constantly off
balance. Nothing is yours except the essential things – air, sleep, dreams, the sea, the
sky – all things tending towards the eternal or what we imagine of it.”
When so much is unfamiliar and so little can be claimed as a traveler’s own, the
smallest acts of kindness from strangers—that one would take a moment to offer
directions as you squint to read your map in the fading afternoon light, to lend a hand
as you try to cram your embarrassingly overstuffed backpack into the train’s overhead
rack, or even just to offer a warm expression, a look of understanding, a smile—help to
balance the scales once again, to remind you of the goodness of those things which
are yours— the air you breathe, your sleep and dreams, the memories and moments
that you will take home because they have become a part of who you are.
This month, as we debut the new Photostories format, it seems fitting, then, for our first
to be “A Smile from a Stranger.” A smile not only often represents the opening of a
door, a first tentative welcome to someplace new, but is also universally familiar, even
at times when nothing else is. Check out great photos by Elizabeth Titus, Cindy EstelleStauffer, Adrian Schulte, Susana Case, Adrian Mangiuca, Oliver Gray, and Brandi
Dawn Henderson that provide snippets of their journeys across India, Nicaragua,
China, Tennessee, Turkey, Afghanistan, and Swaziland, through the smiles of the
strangers who brightened them. Each month we will accept photos on a new theme,
allowing us to share more individual moments or snapshots into the journeys of our
contributors. The theme for June is “What I Brought Back” and will focus on the more
tangible side of travel—the memories evoked through the objects we choose to bring
home.
Check out great work by our contributors in other genres this month, including
nonfiction pieces by Darla Reed on dancing (literally) her way into a new culture and
from Adrian Mangiuca, who introduces us to Patty, an eighty-something year old
woman working at a truck stop Pizza Hut, along with a pair of pieces from a motherdaughter duo. Margaret Garcia writes about how a love for writing was passed down
from her mother and how she now sees the same love developing in her daughter,

Paloma Garcia-Couoh, who is just eight years old. We are proud to have included
Paloma’s first published poem along with illustrations. Shenan Prestwich's short fiction
elicits breathtaking images of horses in the sea, and Edward Perlman's trenchant
poem Cartagena is the perfect introduction to this month's remarkable poetry
collection. And, as always, remember to take a moment (as that is all they require) to
appreciate our microjourneys.
We hope you enjoy reading this issue as much as we have. As always, keep
journeying, keep writing, and keep submitting!
Vicki Valosik
Photostories Editor

Nonfiction

Patty | Adrian Mangiuca
Pattyʼs employee number is 1124. I know that from the receipt I got that had “Patricia
1124–thank you for your business!” written across the top. She works at a Pizza Hut in
the South Somerset Rest Stop, somewhere in rural Western Pennsylvania. She is very
old to be working at a Pizza Hut, perhaps in her mid eighties. I hope she is no older than
that; my heart would break to wonder.
I met Patty two weeks ago when my Greyhound bus stopped there for food. I was in the
middle of a good science-fiction novel, and with my mind on spaceships and aliens, I
walked into the mini-mall on the highway.
To tell you the truth, I donʼt know who I am writing this for. I am not making this story up;
this is real. Granted, I have changed Pattyʼs number and name, but only for the sake of
her privacy. She is a real person—with a real, four digit employee number, and she is a
tragedy.
Or maybe I am inventing this, after all. Maybe she has a loving family back home, two
healthy, middle-aged children and five grandkids who canʼt wait to see her.
You be the judge—but let me tell you how we met, and what I saw.
Most of the bus had gotten in line at Popeyeʼs Chicken; those who did not went for hot
coffee-like-liquid at Starbucks. I felt like coating the better portion of my cardiovascular
system with petrochemical grease, so I chose Pizza Hut. Funny, I thought, there was
nobody in this line, while Popeyeʼs next door had a queue to well outside the food court.
I asked the leathery woman behind the counter if this was the line for Pizza Hut, thinking
that the stores shared a register.
She looked behind her and up at the glowing sign with a slow, measured turn.
“Looks like it to me, young man!” She smiled and straightened her red Pizza Hut
Express cap. It had a little lightning-bolt under the Express.
“Yeah, Iʼll just have a pepperoni slice thanks.” I handed her my debit card, wanting to
engage as little as possible.
“Oh…well let me just go see if we…Hey Emma, do we have any pepperoni slices?”
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“No, Patty, I told you to put them in earlier!” came the curt reply. Thatʼs how I found out
her name.
“Oh, well… sorry, young man, you may have to wait for three or four minutes,” she said,
with my card still in her liver-spotted hand. She seemed to be propping herself up
against the counter with it.
She looked up at me, and blinked behind thick glasses that double-magnified her
squinting eyes. I did not see curiosity and kindness in her eyes immediately. I regret that
now.
“Say, where are you headed to today then?” My debit card was still in her hand. She
spoke in a frail half-whisper, so I couldnʼt quite hear what she had said. When she
repeated the question, my patience began wearing thinner.
“DC.” I was still watching the card, wondering when she would charge me so I could go
wait for my pizza while doing something more useful—like twiddling my thumbs or
texting my friend in Pittsburgh.
“But youʼre not from there, are you?”
What was I going to tell her? No? What do you mean from there? I was born in
Romania, and no, I donʼt have an accent. Why are you asking? I was raised in Detroit. I
just moved back from London, but before then, I was in India for a couple of years. Do
you know where those places are? No, not Romania, Alabama. Not London, Ohio.
Romania. The country. London, the capital of the United Kingdom. Who the hell are you,
lady? Why do you care? Canʼt you see Iʼm on a Greyhound bus with all the errata of the
American Dream, just trying to keep my head low enough so I can get to my destination
in four hours without being asked any questions?
“No. Iʼm from Detroit.”
“Ah.”
“If itʼs alright, I can pay now? Might be faster…”
“Oh, well, I never really got the hang of this thing… one second…” She looked at my
card as if sheʼd never seen one before, and tried running it several times, the magnetic
strip clearly facing the wrong direction. The girl who had snapped at Patty earlier
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apparently saw this and came to the front counter.
She couldnʼt have been older than 16, spots of acne all over her pale, young face; a
couple teeth—not quite buckteeth—jutting out from a mouth that could not afford
braces.
“Patty I told you a million times, this is how you do it. Look—pay attention. See?” she
ran the card, her rural accent now apparent to me.
“Oh…well…I guess I wasnʼt…”
“Just do it right next time, okay?” She looked at me, “Can I help you sir?”
“Em…no, itʼs just…” I pointed to my card, which the young woman had left with Patty.
“Oh, sorry.” She smiled and took the card from Pattyʼs confused fingers, handing me my
receipt.
By this point, a line of two people had formed behind me. The young woman shooed
Patty from the service counter with a nod while she competently tended to the next
customers. Patty turned to cut the pizza which had just come out of the oven behind
her.
Thatʼs when I saw it: Pattyʼs gimp leg. That was why she had her hands on the counter
the whole time: she was supporting a bowed right leg. She hobbled over to the large
pizza, cut it into slices, and boxed one for me.
Handing it to me, she smiled and readjusted her owl-glasses.
“Have a nice journey, young man.”
“You too, maʼam.”
You too, Patty. I said it in my head then and Iʼve said it many times since. Have a nice,
safe journey Patty, and may your days be easy and may you keep smiling. I wish I had
returned that smile.
And the reality of her world briefly washed over me. I glimpsed it, as if it were a
landscape in the night of someone elseʼs life, briefly revealed to me by a flash of
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lightning.
Itʼs funny how, sometimes, we donʼt notice important people until itʼs too late.
I want to believe that Patty has a family who supports and loves her. I want to believe
that she lives in a society that has not grown callous and cynical enough to say that a
woman of her age deserves to be working on her feet for eight hours a day, earning
minimum wage while attending impatient customers on their way to… elsewhere. That
thatʼs an honest living for honest people.
What the fuck do people who say that know about honesty?
I want to believe that Patty is happy. I want to live in the illusion that working with
teenagers who spend their money on movies and condoms makes her feel young again
—that they appreciate her wit, that theyʼre curious about her stories which have covered
what I can only guess is 1933 to the present. I want to know that she will have plenty of
good food tonight; that she wonʼt have to drive (or god forbid, walk) too far to reach it,
and that it will be served in a warm, safe home.
I want to believe that this whole goddamn nation sees Patty, knows Patty, hears Patty. I
want to believe that so many of us have not gotten lost in the fantasy that we get what
we deserve—always—that itʼs not our job to help one another, to be our brotherʼs, and
Pattyʼs, keepers. But I ask a whole nation to see Patty…yet I could not see her, her age,
and the tenuous warmth in her brittle eyes until she handed me a pizza after limping
over to bring it.
All I can do is hope that better days are on the way for Patty, for all of us. I want to
believe that. I do.
—
Adrian Mangiuca lives in Washington D.C. and sits outside on sunny days. He enjoys
travel, the company of friends, and no more than two cigarettes a week.
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Trumpets Fade | Kyrill al-Makedoni
There must be some kind of way out of here,” said the Trumpet to the Thief, “Thereʼs
too much confusion, I canʼt get no relief” –Bob Dylan
The empire I thought we were building turns out to be nothing but sand. In the Forum,
they filled my impressionable head with talk of conquest and fresh lands to carve into
lush estates. I received a choice appointment to the Legion. I dreamed of laurel leaves,
trumpets, flourishes, and adoring crowds.
Now I find myself in a dusty, barren land between the Oxus and the Indus, beset by
treachery and villainy. My quiver is thin (an old Berretta, three mags and 45 bullets). My
resources few, the Legion despondent, and the Empire retreats like an out-going tide,
leaving me to make my own way.
I hear the native tribes in the hills at night. I feel their eyes upon me from the shadows
during the day. I know they are waiting, waxing as we wane. Biding their time.
Sharpening their spears, filling their quivers.
In Kabul town one does not know friend from foe. I see schemes and plots and
schemes within schemes and plots. Factions rise and then dissipate like almond
blossoms in the spring breeze. Talk of coups and counter-coups and brief rain showers.
Rumors race through the bazaars and tea houses like rats through the kitchen.
The snow melts in the high passes and I hear muffled drumbeats in the far valleys.
Soon I shall see the enemy battle streamers and as the prophet said, wheat shall be
separated from chaff.
There is still time. There is always time until suddenly it is gone like quicksilver down the
drain. But not time to dither, nor to draw complicated plans and ponder Queen 7 to
Bishop 6. All I can do is attend to my gaggle, my motley charges, and trust my liege to
bring us through. The trumpet blast faded, and now is but an echo, twelve years on. Oh
for the time I was a young Centurion and Reagan was Pro-Consul and Thatcher ViceConsul!!
Trust not in CNN, put your faith neither in Fox News. Truly, I say, both are wrong.
I am putting my blistered shoulder to the wheel.
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—
Kyrill al-Makedoni is a pseudonym for an American who is a lawyer by training and
diplomat by profession. Kryill has served in Uzbekistan, Tajikistan, Russia, El Salvador,
Iraq, Jordan, Mexico, New Zealand, and Nepal. His stories focus on the risks and
absurdity of Foreign Service and expatriate life abroad. This is his first contribution for
Outside In.
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Utila Diary | Greg Leichner
Most of the coast of Honduras faces to the north. Fly north out of San Pedro Sula and
you might land in New Orleans. Tegucigulpa is the largest city in Honduras. Hondurans
like to joke that their second largest city is not San Pedro Sula but New Orleans.
Twenty miles off the coast of Honduras are the Islas de la Bahias, the three Bay
Islands, Guanaja, Utila and Roatan. Here you will find world class scuba diving
opportunities along a stretch of the second largest barrier reef on the planet. You will
also find world class fishing and a society of islanders living somewhere between
primitive 1930 and the cyber-wacky 21st century.
July 1
At the crack of dawn the four of us took Continental to Houston, then to Roatan: John
and Barb, Chris and myself. John and Barb have been visiting Utila annually for twenty
years. Their house on Joe Point was completed in 2005. Thanks to John and Barb,
Chris caught Utila fever. Her house was completed in 2009. All the houses on Joe Point
are built ten feet up, on cylindrical concrete pilings. All the houses have floor-to-ceiling
louvered windows, fine-mesh screens, and that laid back Key West feel.
The van sent by Fosterʼs West Shore delivered us to Mr. Fosterʼs low-key bungalow
hotel on the beach. We took a late afternoon dip in the warm saltwater. We spent
cocktail hour at a table in Fosterʼs large open-air bar & restaurant, its many ceiling fans
slowly circulating.
At dusk we took a water taxi to the Half Moon. An old man and his 10-year-old grandson
transported us in an open longboat, the 20-to-40-foot traditional water craft the
Hondurans call a panga. We dined on grouper and I fell in love with conch ceviche. My
beer of choice quickly became Port Royal. In Honduras the rum of choice is Flor de
Cana.
At 10 p.m. Chris and I entered our room and found it as refrigerated as a walk-in cooler.
In the bathroom a small crab scratched at the slick sides of the huge pink fiberglass tub.
I carried the crab in a coffee cup to the relative sanity and justice of the great outdoors.
July 2
Indeed, itʼs whom you know. Barb is good friends with flight nurse Cindy Peterkin. Barb
ran into Cindy last night during cocktail hour at the bar at Fosterʼs. Today at 1 p.m. at
the airport, we boarded the red Medivac helicopter piloted by Ron Shortis, Aussie and
Vietnam vet. In the Russian-made Sikorsky S62A, we flew to Utila at 120 knots at 750
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feet. We landed on a flat of broken coral in ten inches of water just off Pigeon Key. Fifty
children and adults smiled and cheered. The older children carried our luggage to
shore.
In his fiberglass panga Carlos, the caretaker of the Joe Point properties, took us north
across the reef to Chrisʼs dock, then to John and Barbʼs dock. Anna, the housekeeper
for Joe Point, and her fisherman husband Noel, had stocked both houses with fresh
vegetables, beer and albacore tuna steaks. We four dined on sashimi at John and
Barbʼs, sitting on wicker stools at the long black granite breakfast counter, the green
parrot Paco looking on and protesting. I met Carlosʼs large black friendly dog Duque
(DOO-kay) who visited all the properties on a daily basis. Pelicans and frigate birds
drifted over the crystal clear water.
The Bay Islanders are not Catholic. They are a mix of Cayman, Carib and the offspring
of African slaves and of English privateers and buccaneers. They are Methodists,
Baptists and 7th Day Adventists. Both hardware stores in Utila Town are owned by 7th
Day Adventists and thus they are closed on Saturdays.
July 3
During my morning snorkeling exploration east of the dock, I discovered, alone in the
sand in eight feet of water, a huge bulldozer engine, an impromptu reef housing
lobsters, black prickly urchins, anemones and scores of colorful fish. This afternoon
Chris and I took the kayaks out and followed the beach and jungle coast to the west.
The First World, represented by the upscale dwellings on Joe Point, quickly segued to
the Third World, a channel that took us past an open-air shack, a rotting fishing boat
strung up between four rotting dock pilings, and way back in, where the channel quickly
narrows, we found the Utila Island landfill, and it was appalling. The poorest of the poor
live around the landfill. They move silently through the jungle, freely crossing the Joe
Point properties, carrying burlap sacks filled with wriggling blue crabs. Not once did
even one of the poor look my way. The swarthy among them are almost invisible.
Norman (30) is a native of Pigeon Key, a quarter mile long, 100 yards wide, and just a
few minutes by boat from Joe Point. Houses and docks, a church and a school fill every
inch of Pigeon Key. Many fishermen live here. Norman has three youngsters under
seven and a hard-case wife. Heʼs a fishing guide. He says canʼt wait until heʼs 70.
The power went out, but who cares? Norman took us in his uncleʼs panga from Joe
Point to Pigeon Key for dinner at the Harbor House, run by Americans Henry and
Victoria. By battery powered candlelight, we dined on fresh snapper. I overheard Barb
relating a story to Chris and Henry: “Loretta was outside searching for a cell phone
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signal and she walked off the dock and broke her wrist.”
Pigeon Key parents name their kids Elvis I and Elvis II, Roy Rogers, Pat Boone. George
Jacksonʼs two dogs are named Rambo and Obama. George, a pirate at heart, built all
the beach houses on Joe Point.
July 4
Utopia Resort, a mile east of Joe Point, is owned by Kyle (40) and Deb (48), two women
from Kansas and Austin. They hosted an afternoon party, open-air cash bar, free
burgers and pulled pork sandwiches. Chris informed me that I was among ex-pats,
renegades, and the lovers of the magic in a magical land. The instant camaraderie with
two dozen adventurous Americans was as good a way as I know to celebrate the Fourth
of July. All of these people have a long-standing love affair with Latin America, the
Caribbean islands and the Gulf of Mexico. All are boat people.
July 5
When I feel trepidation, it is usually because I am facing a new experience: my first solo
flight, riding deck class on a Turkish freighter from Barcelona to the Greek islands,
dancing and stripping naked on stage to a live version of “Pretty Woman” in a cowgirl
bar in Frenchtown, Montana. John and I were scheduled to head out into the open sea
before dawn. A cloudburst hit at 1 a.m. All fresh water on the islands comes from rain
channeled off corrugated roofs and into private cisterns. By 4 a.m. the rain had stopped.
I was dressed in long pants and a long sleeved shirt and ready to go, standing by on
frequency 8. John radioed, “Lucky Duck, Lucky Duck… Joe Point. Go back to bed.”
July 6
John and I headed out in dark at 4 a.m. with Rex, Pigeon Key fisherman, on his 37-foot
fiberglass panga. Over calm water we headed east past Utila Town, into Pumpkin Hill
Bay and out onto the open sea. The moon was a chubby crescent, an ark among the
stars. We were fishing for albacore, trolling the tuna boils, activity visible on the surface
as the tuna fed at the crack of dawn. A shark showed its fin and disappeared. Flying fish
flew right past our faces. We each caught six 6-pound tuna, more sashimi for us, more
bait for the fishermen. Rex fished with a hand line, with duct tape around his fingers to
protect his flesh. Early in the hunt a monster hit my line and pulled out 300 yards of 30pound-test. I held the rod while John tightened the drag as far as he could. Rex turned
the panga and began the chase, but the big yellowfin broke off and escaped.
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July 7
On Pigeon Key, the four of us ate breakfast at the Harbor House. We shopped for
groceries at Chisui´s store. Chisui´s mom chose that name so her husband would never
forget his affair with a Thai lover named Chisui. A young girl sat on a stool behind Chisui
and watched “Sponge Bob” on a small color TV. I wandered the two short aisles while
Chris exchanged American dollars for Honduran lempira. Chisui was well stocked with
beer and rum.
July 8
It was a blustery morning. A squadron of dragonflies acted like a windsock facing
straight into the warm wind, a hover pattern. The rain came down at noon and didnʼt let
up until cocktail hour. Throughout the gray indoor day, Chris and I finished our novels,
did a load of laundry, I installed a new blind on the back door and we made a salad.
Chris and I have known each other for forty years. Weʼve been through a number of
stages of the man/woman relationship. After much distillation, we have settled on the
big three: we know how to live together, we know how to party together, and we know
how to travel together.
July 9
After a lazy morning reading on the screened porch, Chris and I kayaked to a nearby
reef and snorkeled. A cuddlefish hovered and allowed me to get close, eye to eye, yet
another personal moment when I can declare that this is exactly how life should be.
At two oʼclock Norman transported us in his uncleʼs boat ʻSea Huntʼ to Utila Town where
I reserved a room at the Mango and bought my Sosa Airlines plane ticket to La Ceiba
and San Pedro Sula. We bought groceries at Denny´s, and then boated back to Pigeon
Key for fish cakes and breadfruit at the Jackson house, and FIFA soccer on TV,
Germany v. Uruguay. I am indifferent to soccer, but I do enjoy championship sporting
events of all kinds, even curling. Chris and I shared the dining room table with the
Jacksons, and with a Costa Rican husband and wife and their two confident daughters,
both on break from college in Paris. They were renting the lone house on tiny Sandy
Key. There was some small talk among us, but mostly we allowed the game to unite
us.
July 10
While John and Barb drank beer with the Costa Rican family, Chris and I found even
more startling snorkeling off Sandy Key, a reef wall in crystal clear water. In the maze of
brain, pipe and leaf coral upheavals, a school of fifty blue tang passed and nearly
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grazed us. We saw parrot fish, butterflyfish, the lesser electric ray, the sharptail eel; and
twenty feet further out, the sea dropped off into the depths. Straight down. Fade to
black.
We four took John and Barbʼs boat, the ʻWater Bird,ʼ across the bay to a picnic table
lunch at the Purple Pelican. John and Barb call the place the Purple Skeleton because
the service is slow. A dive boat followed us in. Ah, youth! It was an international bunch in
baggies and bikinis. Twenty-somethings come here from all over the world to scuba dive
at a fair price.
Iʼm not kidding about the fresh fish factor (FFF) off the coast of Honduras. Last night:
grilled rockfish. This afternoon: albacore steaks served hamburger style. Tonight, thanks
to the fishing prowess of the true pro, Rex, we ate barracuda steaks for dinner.
Gastronomic breakthrough: Thanks to the Utila experience, I will never forget the
meaning of fresh fish.
July 11
John, Barb and Chris dropped me off at the dock of the Driftwood Cafe in Utila Town. I
had opted to stay for two weeks. John and Barb and Chris always stay for two months.
July 12
In room 108 at the Mango, I turned on the bedside light at 4:15 a.m. I showered,
dressed and repacked my small red duffel bag. The downpour began at 4:30 and it
didnʼt let up for an hour. At 5:30 I was soaked and standing on the covered porch of the
Mangoʼs front office waiting for Hank and his van to take me to the airstrip.
The rain let up at six. By 6:15 I was in my seat on the right side of a 12-passenger twoprop Sosa Airlines puddle-jumper. By 6:30 we were in the air and I got my last view of
Joe Point and Pigeon Key. It was a twenty-minute flight to La Ceiba on the mainland,
thirty minutes to San Pedro Sula, then Houston, Albuquerque and home.
This trip was pure immersion. Daily I was baptized in the waters of another world.
There is a life-affirming soothing eroticism involved when living in a bathing suit and
sleeping naked on top of the sheets.
—
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Greg Leichner won the First Annual (1995) Rocky Mountain Artists/Eccentric Book
Competition for his 15-postcard series “Citizens For A Poodle-Free Montana.” His
personal essays and editorial cartoons have appeared in numerous literary reviews and
regional publications.
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The West Coast of Wales | Greg Bogaerts
Jill, my wife, wanted to go back to Llanelli on the west coast of Wales to see where her
great grandfather came from. She just wanted to know what the place was like. Bloody
cold, thatʼs what it was like. Those wind-swept streets with handfuls of sleet blown
against the brick walls of the council flats are not easily forgotten. Those black and
bleak escarpments on the edges of the town wonʼt escape memory either.
Still, after our epic train trip, the bleakest of towns would have been welcome. We got
almost to the west coast of Wales, traveling in a straight line across the UK when the
train came to a stop because of an obstruction on the line. We had to change trains,
carting our luggage up a steep flight of stairs and across the overhead bridge. Our new
train took us in an arc through northern Wales and down most of the west coast until we
made Llanelli, eight hours late.
Llanelli is a former mining town and a former steel-making town like Newcastle,
Australia. The histories of the two places are remarkably similar. Both places have been
victims of economic rationalization: cuts in production, cuts in wages and cuts in
employment, reducing the coal and steel industries until they have pretty well folded.
The destruction of local protective barriers ensured the demise of work, placed pressure
upon family bonds and structures.
We left the train to check into our bed-and-breakfast upstairs in the pub opposite the
station. I couldnʼt help but notice the three pubs and one club clustered at the
intersection. Just like Newcastle, I thought, especially Newcastle in the nineteenth
century when every block had at least one pub to slake the thirst of miners and, later,
dusty-throated steel makers.
As I lugged our suitcases across the road, I noted the two long lines of traffic on either
side of the rail gates, the bell ding dinging until the train finally left, allowing the vehicles
to move off. Very much like Newcastle, I thought, especially when some of the drivers
rolled down their windows and let forth streams of choice language for the benefit of the
station master who, big-bellied, stood at the end of the platform. Not that it particularly
worried him as he raised his hat and two fingers to the offending drivers of the vanishing
vehicles.
After checking into our bed-and-breakfast, we decided to explore the town even though
we were deadbeat from the rail journey from Brussels to Waterloo then onto Wales all in
one day. As Jill and I walked towards the main shopping area, we saw a repeat of what
weʼd seen in London and what weʼd see again, a week later in Dunfermline, in Scotland:
groups of young people on the streets obviously unemployed with nothing to do except
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chat, ride their bicycles, or duck into one of the many pubs or clubs.
And the young girls all wore the same ʻuniformʼ weʼd seen in Paris, London, Brussels,
and Newcastle, Australia, before we left: tight jeans with short tops showing a mile of
belly and a plunging neckline. A boobs-and-belly fashion that enslaved the young
women, who shivered horribly in the teeth of the icy Welsh wind which rolled off the
cleared heathland surrounding the town.
The sameness wasnʼt confined to fashion. As we walked along the main street, we saw
the same fast food joints, the same banks and building societies, the same travel
agencies, the same newspapers plied their trades, all identical in thousands other cities
and towns around the world.
Where were the monuments to the men of Jillʼs great grandfatherʼs generation of
miners? Where were the museums containing the relics of steel-making? Where were
the libraries with shelves packed with local histories and anecdotes of past deeds done
in Llanelli? Where were the quaint cottages that might have defined a difference in
these people from all the others around the globe?
Only the language, the accent of these people, seemed to place them apart or make
them unique and that had to be something positive. But the overwhelming force of
globalization was a tidal wave as steep as some of the hills surrounding the town. It
could not be escaped. When Jill and I returned to our room, we turned on the television
only to find CNN plying its monopolistic trade in news. Not that CNN really gave us
news so much as skeletal headlines, summaries of events without analysis, the rest of
the program devoted to stock market reports. A corporatization of information served up
to viewers like bite-size, deep-fried, cholesterol-choked chicken chunks.
After two days in Llanelli, I was fighting to find something that made the trip seem
worthwhile. It was easy to find fault, to criticize the bleakness, the sleaziness of a place.
I didnʼt want to do that; I wanted to find something positive about the town even though
Jill said that she could see why her great grandfather left. And that comment came only
an hour after weʼd set foot in the place.
We met an old lady the second day we were there. She was lovely, coming up to us as
we waited for the traffic lights to change, and chatting to us as though sheʼd know us all
her life. This warmth, this friendliness, only made the hand-to-mouth existence of many
of the citizens seem even sadder. Such warm and hospitable people deserved more
than unemployment, dislocation from their way of life, and the mind mush fed to them by
the media.
Sitting in our room, the last afternoon before we left, I noticed two lines of men marching
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up the street. There were fifty or sixty in two lines and they marched into the club
opposite to our hotel. I was taken aback by the sight of two lines of grown men
marching to their club. It took a while, but I figured it out when I thought of Newcastle.
Years ago Iʼd read a history of Lambton, one of the mining towns of Newcastle. In the
book there is a description of how the miners in the nineteenth century, when they had a
claim for better pay and conditions, would march up the main street to the colliery
ownerʼs house, all to the accompaniment of the minersʼ brass band. No individual was
appointed as a representative of the men to approach the mine owner. It was all or
nothing with all the miners in two lines marching on the house of the owner to demand
their rights.
Thatʼs what I saw in Llanelli, the same thing: a solidarity even when these men were
merely going to their club for a drink. The mines and steel mills may have almost gone,
but the spirit of unionism and comradeship was still there. The same as Newcastle, I
thought once more, and remembered the day the gates of the BHP closed. The
workers, men and women, all marched out the front gate, not the side gates, to the
accompaniment of the Steel Choir.
When we left Llanelli on another epic train journey, I breathed a sigh of relief. Weʼd only
been there a few days, but Iʼd become almost convinced that if we stayed one more day
then weʼd be trapped. It was the same feeling I had when living in Newcastle; a feeling
that Iʼd never escape the unrelenting poverty of unemployment, violence and ugliness.
But as the train pulled out, I saw the local café owner standing on the platform. He
waved to us. The day before, Jill and I had gone across the road from our pub to buy
some deep fried quick food from the cafe. The owner insisted we have a free cup of tea
each while we waited for the food to cook. He chatted to us about Oz, and brought us
up to date on where the television series, The Bill, was up to. The UK was eighteen
months in front of Australia in episodes of the British cop drama. A small benefit of
globalization for tourists?
The café owner was warm and friendly just like many of the small shop owners back in
Newcastle, Australia.
As Llanelli slipped away, the train gathered speed and moved through the hard winter
sunshine. The hills and the abandoned mines and steel mills loomed over us, casting
shadows, making a landscape of light and dark.
—
Greg Bogaerts is a writer who lives in Cooranbong, Australia. He has had many short

15

stories published in journals, anthologies, and newspapers in Australia and America. He
is married to Jill and has a cat called Whisper.

16

Hyderabad: A Day In The Life | Jay Hansford Vest
Following my presentation at the Global Seminar styled Exploring the Cultural and
Literary Nationalism of Fourth World Literatures hosted at Acharya Nagarjuna University
in the Guntur District of southern India, I took Raja up on an offer he had made. Chair of
the English Department and our conference host, Raja had promised to show me
Hyderabad and accompanied me to the city for a day of sightseeing. With a diverse
population – Muslim, Hindu and Dalit communities – Hyderabad contains over twenty
million people and getting about there can be very difficult. The traffic is madness from
mid-morning until midnight with the same aggressive traffic patterns and unprotected
pedestrian crossings I had noted earlier in Vijayawada.
Our first stop was Charminar; dating to the late sixteenth century, it translates as the
“Four Towers” and features four ornate minarets with a distinctive Islamic arch opening
to each of the four directions. Here in the “Days of the Beloved,” there is an account of
an enamored Muslim king – Qutb Shah – who constructed the Charminar on the very
spot where he first glimpsed his future queen, a Hindu woman named Bhagmati, and
after her conversion to Islam, Qutb Shah renamed the city Hyderabad. It was said, each
morning he swam the Musi River so as too be with his beloved; eventually, when she
converted to Islam, they no longer had to hide their love although she had to then cover
her charms. The tower contained one hundred forty-nine steps, although we engaged
only fifty of them to reach the second floor. On the way up it was very claustrophobic in
that it featured a narrow spiral stairwell with high and steep steps which demanded
much care in negotiating the internal climb from someone so large as myself.
At the top, our guide addressed the four directions – an event which always comes
home to my Native heritage. In the brief moments of reflection afforded me, I could not
help but see in the tale a reversal of the enamored Muslim princess narrative common
to the West since the twelfth century. In this tale, as I had known it from folklore study,
the Muslim princess on first sight falls in love with the Christian crusader and then
betrays her father and brother to free him. She subsequently marries her paramour and
converts to Christianity while giving him the treasures of the kingdom. In a brief
interlude, I attempted to explain this tale as a taking narrative like the one created by the
English in the Pocahontas story. The Muslims, in this case, were the third level of
occupation after the aboriginal Dalits and the usurping Aryan Hindus; hence, the
enamored Muslim king variation fates the king to love a Hindu woman who converts to
Islam, and suggests Muslim suzerainty in a taking of the land as represented by the
alluring Hindu woman. It is thus another variation of a conquerorʼs desire to have a
place foreign to his culture. There is much in common with the Pocahontas figureʼs
infatuation with John Smith that leads to a giving of the land to the English according to
the sixteenth century romance crafted by the Virginia Company to justify their taking of
Tsenacomoco (Powhatan, Virginia).
Our day gave me pleasure in meeting many prominent Dalit leaders, which included
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having lunch with a local tax official. Raja spoke of them as warriors and it was good to
see the so downtrodden indigenous people rising from the ruins of discrimination.
Proceeding to a central imminence known as Golconda – Shepherdʼs Hill – we were not
through with the Muslim occupation of Hyderabad. As early as the thirteenth century, a
fort had occupied Golconda and it included a temple dedicated to the Hindu goddess
Kakatiya. In the sixteenth century, however,
Shiite Muslims from Iran conquered the city and, as a means to hold it, they constructed
a massive granite fortress on the Golconda site extending some five kilometers in
circumference. This huge open space was trespassed upon in recent times by the
impoverished masses that built shacks and other housing that served to squander the
countryside. The inner gate to the fortress includes a false disguise so as to confuse
and slow any attacking enemies. After penetrating this maze, there is a gatehouse with
unique acoustics designed to warn anyone atop the hill at a quarter mile distance from
the entryway. In addition, massive waterworks were developed with pumping stations
designed to sustain the population of the inner fortress and keep it habitable even under
siege. Hence, the clever alarm system and waterworks made the fortress secure.
Unlike the story of Charminar, the Muslim king in this earlier period imprisoned his
Hindu advisors and, in one case, a holy man who was trapped in a dark store room with
only an opening at the top through which his essentials were passed to and from the
chamber. Inside there was a second landing with stairs to what may have been his
sleeping quarters? Here he had found the Hindu god Rama, personifying light, and
painted the image onto the walls so that the site was once again affirmed as a holy
place to the faith.
With a palace at the summit including a mosque, the captive Hindu holy manʼs
discovery of Rama and liberation with the kingʼs respect gave new meaning to the
fortress as the Hindus, some many years later, came to construct a shrine nearby on
the hilltop. It thusly appears that with the construction of the Hindu shrine, there is a
reversal of possession favoring a new co-existence between the two faiths and cultures.
Adjacent to the Hindu temple, there is a ravine used today to contain all the refuse of
gifts given in pilgrimage to Rama over the course of a yearly cycle. It nonetheless
seems an odd way to commemorate the sanctity of a sacred place.
Turning to the eastward descent, there was a series of very steep steps that bring you
down from the summit in a great hurry; one almost falls upon the harem quarters where
there is also a nearby mosque for use of the king following his visitations of the ladies.
Golconda had an earlier meaning, however, with the legend of a shepherd boy herding
flocks about the primordial hill. One wonders if this legend is a memory of the primal in a
pastoral guise, reflecting the indigenous Dalit regard for the axis mundi of their world.
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Hence, the urban fort replaced a shrine, which had replaced a pastoral way of life and
perhaps an earlier primal tradition replete with nature persons and visions of the sacred.
In reflection, I am reminded of the biblical story of Rebecca who favors the second son
Jacob, a pastoralist over the first born Esau, as a means of taking the original birthright
to the land. In my mind, the transitions of primal to pastoral to urban and post urban
were written largely on the Golconda landscape.
My visions of Hyderabad were, however, not yet finished as we raced through the
endless traffic stream to a lake containing an illuminated statute of the Buddha rising
from the waters. Said to be the second largest Buddha image in the world, workers
installing it were made sick from the sulfur-smelling fumes rising from the lake. Giving
off this horrid stench, the lake, filled with agricultural chemicals, made it impossible to
appreciate the aesthetics associated with the Buddhist tradition and its compassion for
all living things; in fact, I could not but think its purpose in conveying Omni-benevolent
compassion was defeated in the pollution of the lake. And above it all, there are the
Banjara Hills, once sacred to the Dalit, but now home to the Bollywood stars.
In a land of diverse and conflicting religions, I found myself adding one more tradition to
the cultural milieu when declaring: “Come my shadow, go with me” as I departed in the
wee hours of the new day.
—
Jay Hansford C. Vest is Professor of American Indian Studies specializing in Native
American Religious Traditions at the University of North Carolina at Pembroke. A Native
American, he is an enrolled member of the Monacan Indian Nation and he is also a
direct descendent of 17th century Pamunkey leader Opechancanough who took
Captain John Smith captive as a murder suspect. In addition, he was given a name and
ceremonially adopted as an honorary Pikuni (Blackfeet) by the late Joe Crowshoe of
Brocket, Alberta in June 1989. Since 1980, he has taught American Indian Studies at
universities in Montana, Washington, Arizona, Alberta, Minnesota, New York and North
Carolina. Twice awarded Fulbright Fellowships, he was a 1992-93 lecturer in Bamberg,
Germany and a 2005-06 Research Chair at the University of Alberta, Edmonton,
Alberta, Canada. He has also held scholarly fellowships at the DʼArcy McNickle Center
for the History of the American Indian, Newberry Library in Chicago (1995) and the
Oxford Round Table for religion at Jesus College Oxford University in the United
Kingdom (2008). With interests in Native American religious traditions, oral traditions,
cultural studies, ethnohistory and literature, as well as comparative world mythology,
environmental ethics and the philosophy of ecology, his scholarship includes more than
one hundred peer reviewed publications and more than one hundred formal
presentations world wide. He is author of Will-of-the-Land: A Philosophy of Wilderness
Praxis and Environmental Ethics (2011) and The Bobtail Stories: Growing Up
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Monacan (forthcoming).
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Dance As If No One Is Watching | Darla Reed
I was late. Only by ten minutes, though. I wore a sleeveless brown dress with a light
sweater as cover, just in case sleeveless was not appropriate. In my hand was a card to
congratulate a married couple I had never met.
“Is there a wedding reception here?” I asked the hotel clerk at the Howard Johnson.
“Yes, you follow the hallway, take a right, then a left, then a right and the room will be on
your left.”
“Thanks.”
I followed paper posted signs with arrows and what I suspected was the hyphenated
name of the married couple. I passed several other parties on the way, dismissed them
for not being the one I wanted, and neared a rather small room with thumping music
sung in a language I didnʼt understand. Red, green, and blue disco lights swirled about
the darkened room with a bride and groom at the front. Standing beside them was my
student, the mother of the groom, the only person I knew.
I recalled how I had met my student five months previously while teaching an adult
English class for speakers of other languages, or ESOL, as it is more commonly known.
“And where are you from?” I had asked one of my new students who was several
decades my senior.
“Elon.” she replied.
“Elon?” I had never heard of a country called Elon before. I racked my brain trying to
think of where it could possibly be, but came up with nothing.
“Where is that?” I asked, finally, at a loss.
“Ah, Persia. Iʼm from Persia.”
Persia I did know, and I realized that I wasnʼt familiar with the pronunciation she used
for her country, since many English speakers, including myself, pronounced it: I-ran.
I stood at the doorway, rather timid, watching a photographer take photos of the couple.
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Even being smack-dab in the middle of America, I knew beyond that doorway was
another place entirely. My student had asked if I was doing anything over the weekend
and invited me to her sonʼs wedding reception. Knowing she really wanted me to go, I
had said I would and asked what I should bring and wear. She had said a card would be
fine and to wear whatever one usually wears to a wedding reception. What does one
wear to a Persian wedding reception? I went with what I would wear to an American
one.
A woman in a golden gown near the door spotted me immediately, gave a big smile and
came toward me.
“You must be my motherʼs teacher. Welcome! Come in. She was worried about you.
She waited out front for a while because she thought you might get lost.”
The woman beckoned me into the room as we waited for the photos to be finished,
which did not take long. Once they were done, my student came over to me, gave me a
hug and said, “You made it. I was worried since the name was not the same as mine
that you wouldnʼt be able to find it.”
I smiled, apologized for being late and reassured her that I had asked the way and had
no trouble finding it. She introduced me to her son and eldest daughter and invited me
to take a seat at one of the five tables that were set up in the room. My student had to
greet new arrivals and left me to my own devices.
Thus began my foray into an unfamiliar Persian culture where everyone spoke Farsi.
Fortunately for me, they also spoke English. I took an empty seat next to a couple and
introduced myself to the woman. She was very friendly and offered me coffee. She
never seemed troubled as I spoke with her. Everyone was still in the arrival and settling
down stage; a few guests passed around little wedding cookies and baklava snacks
while everyone waited. The bride and groom were greeting their guests. I took the time
to look around. The crowd was mostly of an older generation than I. At the front of the
room were things one might expect to see: to the left was a place for a DJ, speakers,
and a disco ball, but to the right, beside the first table, was an unfamiliar scene.
Two chairs covered in cloth faced a picnic-type spread. Silver dishes and trays holding
an assortment of sweets were placed on the floor cloth. From where I sat, I could see
strawberries, chocolates, baklava, and other pastries. Beyond those dishes was a
frame. I didnʼt know what was in the frame nor what the spread meant, so I asked the
woman beside me.
“Excuse me, what is that up there by the dishes on the floor? Is it a picture of the
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couple?”
“Oh, no,” the woman said, “it is a mirror.”
“A mirror? Is it tradition? What does it mean?”
“It is tradition,” the woman said, “The married couple sits on the chairs and sees
themselves in front of the sweets. Iʼm not really sure about where it came from, but it is
supposed to mean wishes that the marriage is as sweet as the sweets they see in front
of them, and reflected back to them.”
I thought it a very nice tradition. As we all awaited permission to eat, I spoke with the
woman about her family and heard many conversations going on around me in Farsi. I
asked if we were having traditional food, and was told that, though it was not ʻAmericanʼ,
it was not traditional either. The couple went first for food. It was buffet style, and table
by table we went. There was a wide variety of food, including: rolls, salad, a cucumber
dip, a type of saffron chicken, saffron-orange-peanut jasmine rice, plain jasmine rice,
chicken coated in a white sauce (which was so tender and delicious, with a familiar
flavor nobody could name for me), as well as pasta alfredo.
With my plate full of appetizing food, I sat down to eat. For some reason, the shredded
carrots on the salad decided they wanted to try my lungs instead of my stomach, and
the water I drank to help qualm the arising coughing fit did the same. I tried to cough as
little and politely as possible, but it did not stop the woman beside me from noticing.
“Are you all right?” she rushed to ask me, concern apparent in her voice. “Itʼs okay. If
you donʼt like the food, you donʼt have to eat it. You can leave it and get another plate.”
Oh no. Thatʼs not it at all, I thought to myself. “No, no. The carrots and water just went
down the wrong way, thatʼs all,” I desperately tried to reassure her, hoping sheʼd
understand. I really do enjoy trying new foods and I despaired that they might think I
didnʼt like the food and was forcing myself to eat it. In fact I liked it very well. It was, all
of it, delicious.
I spent my time enjoying the delicious food, feeling very much like I had stepped foot in
another country. All around me were conversations and laughter. The man beside me
left and an older woman and young woman, who appeared closer in age to me, took his
place. I was surprised at this and asked if the man who was there before was not still
sitting there. The woman beside me said, no, that he was the DJ.
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I spoke with the newcomers, a mother and daughter pair.
“Oh, so you are her teacher,” said the daughter, referring to my student. “You must feel
awkward here by yourself.”
“A little,” I admitted, “but not much.”
Though I knew no one there and spoke not a lick of their language, everyone I met
treated me as if I belonged and was part of the family. They never seemed bothered by
having to speak to me in English or explain anything someone said in Farsi. Since no
one gave me cause to feel uncomfortable, I was able to enjoy myself. I spoke to the
daughter quite a bit. Her story was interesting. She had been born in Iran, but moved to
the States when she was six months old. Since then, sheʼd been back and forth to Iran.
She said that, once, when she moved back, she was even teased because her Farsi
had an outsider accent. It seemed to me she enjoyed talking to someone closer to her
own age.
The meal finished, the picnic spread cleared away, it was time for dancing. The couple
had their first dance, surprisingly, to an old American song. Then the music changed to
a language I didnʼt understand, and I watched them dance in Persian fashion with
fascination. I likened it to the way a belly-dancer moves, but slower. The bride swayed
her hips, raised her hands, and made distinctive movements and motions with them like
the waves of an ocean tide. The groom danced similarly, and even I, who know nothing
about this style of dance, could easily see that his bride was a good dancer. My
deduction was confirmed by others sitting at the table. As the song progressed, the
bride and groom moved out into the crowd and invited others to dance with them. Then
those invited to dance invited others, and still others. Soon, my student came toward me
and made a motion for me to join too.
So there I found myself, not a good dancer anyhow, with no clue in the world how to
dance the Persian way, being invited insistently by my student to join the others in the
front of the room on the dance floor.
I didnʼt hesitate. If my years have taught me anything, itʼs that at times like these, if you
want to have fun, you have to take the chance of making a fool of yourself. I moved past
the tables and chairs and stood beside my student. I followed her steps, the motions of
her hands, and swayed as she did, as best as I could grasp.
The songs changed and the dancers moved about, gliding across the floor, hips rocking
from side to side, arms tracing intricate patterns in the air. I found myself next to the girl
at my table.
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“I have no clue what Iʼm doing.” I told her as I danced.
She laughed. “Make sure your arms always move outward, like this, and sway your hips
a little more like this.” She demonstrated the movements for me.
“There you go,” she encouraged me as I moved my hands in a slight imitation of her
own and began to incorporate my knowledge of hula dancing, moving my hips in my
interpretation of a figure eight.
We danced for a short time until the DJ played more modern music to which she wasnʼt
sure how to dance. I took the time to get water and rest. So much dancing had made it
very warm in the room and, thankful that I had seen others in sleeveless dresses, I shed
my sweater. I watched the dancers and rested, standing, in a corner by my table. My
studentʼs middle daughter came up beside me as I was trying to imitate some of the
way the dancers moved.
“This song is from the North, where my motherʼs from. You move your feet like this,” she
said. I looked down and watched her feet move forward and back, almost like the chacha. I did my best to mimic her footsteps. I had to try a couple of times, but finally got
the idea.
“The cake will be coming out soon,” she informed me.
A few songs later, the cake was brought out. My student had come to see how I was
doing and talk with me. She clucked her tongue about the cake, since it had a slight
lean to it. It was yellow cake, but the frosting was completely whipped cream. There
were two kinds of pieces passed around – one had strawberries inside, while the other
had shaved chocolate. I delighted in a piece of the strawberry one.
“Is this type of cake a tradition?” I asked the woman at my table who I had been
speaking with most of the night.
“Not really. The cake can be any kind, but it is made in the traditional way of Iranian
cakes,” she told me. “We donʼt have the frosting you have here. We use whipped cream
instead of frosting.”
After the cake, it was back to dancing. They played a few American songs including the
Electric Slide, the Macarena, and even Billy Jean, to which my studentʼs grandson even
did the moonwalk, after much cajoling. Then the music returned to the more modern
Persian songs. Almost everyone danced; very few stayed in their seats. The mother and
daughter at my table didnʼt really seem into dancing and just watched until I persuaded
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the daughter to join me. It seemed she really did enjoy it once she was out on the floor.
“Come and dance. Youʼre my teacher,” I told her. “You have to show me what to do.”
For some songs, the dancers made a circle around the bride and groom. Sometimes
different people would move in and out of the center. At other times, those surrounding
would sway their hips and clap. There was even a conga line for one song. A time or
two, the music had a more modern beat, to which the girl said, “Thereʼs not really a way
to dance to this one. I donʼt know. Just dance the American way.”
“Okay, though Iʼm not really a good dancer either – I really donʼt know what Iʼm doing.”
We laughed and just danced, really, as if no one was watching, or as, even if they were,
we didnʼt care.
When the music switched back to Persian, she always told me how to dance to it and I
followed her lead. “To this one, you move your shoulders more than your arms.” She
swayed one shoulder forward then the other. Sometimes both came forward; sometimes
both went back. She told me where the songs came from – which region, whether they
were modern, and whether there were certain ways to dance to them.
Thus I danced into the night, incorporating the steps I had been shown, the arm motions
I had been taught, and the hip and shoulder movements I continuously attempted to
imitate. Though the style was the same, everyoneʼs motions were always uniquely their
own.
The last song of the night was from the southern region.
“This songʼs from the South,” my tablemate said, “you just dance like you have, but
really fast, and you wave your hands in the air like this.” She held up her hands and
rotated them left and right, as one would do if signing applause. All the dancers – tired,
sweating from dancing, with strands of hair falling out of place, some barefooted –
danced in a fast past to the last song of the night.
The music ended and the dancers dispersed, searching for water, fresh air – or, in my
case – the area beside the air conditioning. I stood near the cool air while my tablemate
sat down on a nearby chair. My student motioned for me to sit and she took a seat
nearby with the bride. They laughed and spoke to one another in Farsi. One of the
gentleman, speaking to my tablemate-turned-dancing-teacher in Farsi, motioned to me.
She laughed.
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“You graduate,” she said with a smile. “He said you get an A. You dance very well.”
The gentleman nodded and repeated, “You dance well.”
“I had a good teacher,” I said, slightly abashed. I had a hard time believing I had done
well, considering I began the night unaware of how they dance and knowing how bad of
a dancer in general I was.
“By the way, what is your name?” I asked the girl beside me.
“Sahrzad,” she said.
“Ah, thatʼs close to Scheherazade,” I said, the sound of her name reminding me of one I
was familiar with, having read some of The Arabian Nights.
“Yes,” Sahrzad said, “That is the Arabic pronunciation.”
I spoke more with Sahrzad as the night wound down and discovered she taught children
with autism. As most of the guests began to depart, I also took my leave and thanked
my student for inviting me, assuring her I had a great time.
I had journeyed into a foreign land when I stepped through that doorway. Despite not
being able to speak the language and my being clueless about the culture, all gathered
welcomed me as one of their own, helped me when I seemed lost, and treated me with
the greatest courtesy. I discovered much I did not know, met many friendly people, and
learned rahg (Persian dance) – which, apparently, I can do pretty well.
—
Darla Reed is a science nut who currently volunteers her time teaching and tutoring
English for Speakers of Other Languages (ESOL) to adults in Ohio where she has the
wonderful opportunity to meet people from other countries and learn about their
cultures.
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Yaks and Baijiu | Colleen MacDonald
The best way to recover after six hours of vertical hiking to heights of over 2,800 meters
obviously involves several cold Dali Beers (2.5 APV) and a liter of Baijiu. Having clearly
not learned our lesson on New Yearʼs Eve, the nightʼs Baijiu-fueled conversation
(shared with several European architects) found us deciding, halfway through the bottle,
to extend our two day hike into a four day hike with an easy climb to 6,000 meters.
Since the paradise of Thailand and a lovely lady called to the lone Brit of our trio,
Climber Man and I were left to make our own dynamic duo of fun (and venturing up
mountains seemed utterly appealing). Fun, appealing decisions made whilst imbibing
Baijiu can be both terribly bad life choices and amazingly good ones. Ours fell
somewhere in-between.
Eight in the morning found us wheezing behind an athletic local guide in his fifties and
dodging giant piles of yak poop whilst contemplating the genetic origins of yak verses
domestic cows. One of the party (namely I) maintained that yaks are more ferocious
and bigger than domestic cows, whilst the other (Climber Man) maintained that yaks are
indeed smaller than domestic cows and are in fact rather docile “nice” creatures. It could
be ascertained from this conversation that the altitude may have reached our heads,
when in fact it had not.
After reaching 6,000 meters, we sat (fell) onto the ground and once again picked up a
conversation about all things related to hiking, animal shepherding, rope bridges, epic
adventures of small hobbits, and what dinner would consist of.
Several hours later, after being surrounded by a herd of yaks (not docile in the least),
our guide fell asleep, and upon meeting our first yak shepherd, we were seated in said
shepherdʼs hut. The night fare consisted of intestinal sausage, various meats of
unknown origin (it was guessed of genital origin, as rarely does nature produce round/
dark chewy balls from yaks that are otherwise) and mugs of home-brewed Baijiu.
Preferring to not know (exactly) what animal bits we were ingesting, we kept quiet. We
hadnʼt much to say anyway, since one hour into the hike had exhausted all my Mandarin
abilities, which basically meant that our hiking conversation had consisted wholly of: No.
Yes. Thank you. We are American. This did not prevent one of us (me) from trying to
ask for suggestions on where to use the toilet, which resulted in the guide making a very
convincing pantomime of taking a poo. Not sure weather to laugh or be puzzled, I
simply ventured outside to brave the wind, darkness, and a steep 200 meter drop.
Consequently, the next hour in the hut was spent discussing (in low, muttered tones) the
parameters of how to save oneself if one did indeed happen to take a tumble down a
200 meter drop with pants around oneʼs legs in the dark. Having not reached a
satisfactory conclusion beyond dividing up expensive climbing/photography gear (with
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past lovers/current friends taken into account), it was time to retire for the night.
Accommodations consisted of an adjacent hut (several 2×4 boards nailed to tree
trunks), one small Chinese childʼs down jacket (which presumably was supposed to
function as some sort of sleeping bag), one small Chinese adult sleeping bag, and a
Yak fur blanket. Climber Man, displaying characteristic stoicism, was heard to mutter,
“Thatʼs, uhm,…small,” (in reference to the jacket) and I was heard to mutter, “I am not
brave,” (also in reference to the jacket and the reality of having to construct some sort of
head wrap to substitute for a sleeping bag). Gamely contorting ourselves into the
smallest possible shape atop/alongside each other (for warmth) we slept in the times
between overlapping conversations about zombies (my topic) and husbandry of animals
(his; mostly yak-related, though dogs, sheep, and llamas earned honorable mentions),
which were punctuated by cataclysmic flatulence (yakʼs revenge) from both of us.
Waking and collectively deciding that surely in the history of awkward hikers on Haba
Snow Mountain, none had spent such a romantic night, we managed breakfast (fresh
Baozi from the Shepherd), a descending hike (decidedly much easier), a cramped bus
ride (which smelled of rotten cheese, which was surprising given the general lack of
cheese in China), and somehow ended up in Shangri-La.
Shangri-La disappointed in comparison to 6,000 meter hikes and yak-induced
flatulence, but delivered in the areas of painfully blue skies (so beautiful one cried, both
from cold and happiness), fresh Tibetan air, and Chinaʼs largest Buddhist Temple. So
impressed were we that we stayed only two nights before slowly making our way back
towards Dali, Kunming, and Hangzhou, all the while contemplating the mysteries of how
certain cities obtained mythical status/fame/laudations based on a combination of
grossly pandering tourism and woefully misinterpreted literary works.
Hangzhou greeted with predictably dreadful weather and shambling hordes of travelers;
there would be no figurative or literal kissing of the ground this time. We had seen Karst
peaks, snow capped mountains, and breathed the tantalizing air of the Tibetan plateau.
My spider-infested flat, complete with creepy misogynist upstairs neighbor (who plays
an unknown stringed instrument very, very badly indeed) and shagging feral cats,
seemed both comfortingly and, maddeningly, normal.
—
The hidden, derelict and marginalized attract her; with a desire for adrenaline rushes
and a love of heights, Colleen MacDonald has photographed everything from
abandoned highrises in Detroit to Particle Colliders in Russia. With an eye for portraits,
a belief that everyone has a story, and a love of drains, she has been wandering
through foreign countries since 2007. Accused of being a spy, a prostitute and a
missionary; having repelled down elevator shafts, been caught up in political protests
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and nearly arrested, she has developed a fearless approch to photography seeking out
the moments both violent and peaceful that give life meaning.

30

A House With A View Of The Mountain | Katya Kulik
When I made a spontaneous decision to keep my childhood friend Nastya company on
a trip to participate in a volunteer summer camp in Iceland, there was no way for me to
know what I had gotten myself into. I did not know that I had signed myself up for a 72hour trip to the place of our destination which would include getting on and off two
trains, a bus, and three planes. I did not know that I would sleep about ten hours during
those three nights.
I did not know that before I could go on that trip, I would have to endure the tedious
process of applying for an Icelandic visa: throughout the five pages of the application
form, you have to emanate the strongest unwillingness to emigrate to Iceland (emigrate
to where?).
I did not know that during the four months between the time when my friend Nastya and
I applied for the project and the time we met in Saint-Petersburg to continue our journey
to Iceland together, I would sometimes be so mad with her that I would seriously
consider withdrawing from the project even though that would involve losing the money
paid for participation.
Because, even though we have known each other from the kindergarten, we are
absolute opposites. I am a disorganized slacker whose whole life can be narrated as a
chain of more or less successfully screwed up deadlines, and she is a meticulous,
anxious planner. I live in a state of emergency and procrastination, while Nastya is a
punctual and consistent hard worker.
She started planning our trip even before our applications were accepted, and I had to
participate, because she “could not do everything on her own,” which meant worrying
about something that would not happen in four months.
I did not know what would await me as a result of my impulse, but the moment I said
yes, I regretted it, and immediately started to complain. I complained about the price of
the airplane tickets. I grumbled about the inconvenient working hours of the visa centre.
I lamented spending two weeks of August, the warmest month of the summer, in the
place where I would have to wear sweaters, socks, and a raincoat to keep myself warm.
“Why?” I would wail “Why would I want to go to Iceland? I donʼt know anything about
Iceland except what I learned from those sagas I read as a freshman at University of
which I mostly only remember the one about a woman who chopped a bunch of Vikings
out of revenge!”
I sadly contemplated the prospect of being one of the oldest participants (at the age of
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28) in the camp as I went to the volunteer orientation where I was surrounded by
youngsters any one of whom could be among the students I taught at Moscow State
University.
I rolled my eyes every time Nastya would discuss “spreading the joy of love among the
residents of Bolungarvik” (the village we were going to) with enthusiasm, because this is
another difference between me and her — she is a delightful “eat, pray, love”
philanthropist, steady in her love for humanity, and I usually range between misanthropy
and forced toleration of “those humans.”
I complained so much that at some point Nastya snapped: “Why did you agree to go if
you hate the idea so much?”
I shut up. I knew that I was not thrilled about going to Iceland, but I am a born nomad,
and therefore any trip (even if it is an hour on a local train) makes me at least mildly
excited.
The truth is that complaining is what I do. Complaining makes me feel better. Things go
wrong if you do not complain enough beforehand. If you get too happy about the
upcoming trip, then nothing will go well on that trip. In early May of 2009, I was wildly
joyous about my six-day getaway to New York. I even packed my bag a couple of days
in advance which had never happened before. One day before the flight, the swine flu
craze seized the world, and I spent six days wandering around in New York among
people wearing face masks, as if I was an extra in an epidemic movie.
I did not want anything to ruin my trip into the country of nowhere.
–
When the bus from the Keflavik airport brings us to Reykjavik main bus station, we see
a group of backpackers outside the entrance. About five or six people are sitting on the
ground wrapped up in their sleeping-bags. One of them is frying the tiniest, saddestlooking pancakes in a small pan which she/he (it is impossible to tell because of his/her
bundled up appearance) holds above a primus stove.
It is two in the morning, and eight degrees Celcius.
My regrets, which were more or less mitigated by the stop in Copenhagen and the thrill
of a successful landing, are back. However, I check myself and donʼt say what I think
aloud.
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Nastya does: “I hope we will not be in a situation like this in OUR camp”
Hmm. Me too. But the fear that things will go wrong returns with a vengeance.
In the volunteer hostel, I discover that tap water in Reykjavik smells of rotten eggs.
Sulfur, that is, because in Iceland they use geothermal water which does not need to be
heated for their centralized water supply. What was described in touristic blogs as a
“mild smell” turns out to be a stench which makes me breathe hard to suppress vomiting
urges while I attempt to brush my teeth in a somewhat clean bathroom.
The bad feeling inside me is growing stronger.
After we arrive to the town of Isafjörður, we discover that there will be no buses to
Bolungarvik (which is located in 13 kilometers from the town) because it is the first
Monday of August, an inexplicable Icelandic holiday during which Icelanders travel
around the country. Since we are on a tight budget, Icelandic taxis do not interest us
that much at first. However, we end up taking one anyway because we are too tired and
the weather is too cold to walk that distance.
I try hard not to complain.
We come to Bolungarvik and, by chance, find out that our group meets in Isafjörður,
because one of the local organizers screwed up something, but no one, since
Icelanders are not in a hurry to explain anything, knows what. Nastya and I exchange
glances, and I let out a slight whimper, because I feel the pressure building up inside.
One of the villagers gives us a ride to Isafjörður. We spend an hour waiting for our
camp-leaders to appear, and when it turns out that they were standing behind our car
the whole time, I canʼt help mentioning that our camp is obviously going to be led by a
pair of idiots. Sleep-deprived, cold, and tired Nastya agrees with me way too quickly for
a devout humanitarian.
We meet our fellow volunteers in a bar: there are two guys and a girl from Spain who –
in addition to our camp-leader Carlos, and a half-Spanish, half-Italian camp-leaderess
named Sabrina – establish a tightly-knit Spanish-speaking diaspora; a French girl
named Cindy and Quebecois Fred, who exchange remarks in their light bird language
as Nastya and I sit down at the table and wonder whether we should order beer; an
Italian ex-pat named Luca, who looks older than most of us (which makes me sigh with
relief), and a Korean girl who might be younger than any of my first-year students. I look
at these people, and realize that for the next two weeks I am going to spread love to the
residents of Bolungarvik as well as share food, lodgings, and, most importantly,
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bathrooms with total strangers.
Since the village of Bolungarvik is not ready to host us until the next day, we spend the
night in the gym of the Isafjörður middle school. The Spanish-speaking bunch makes us
pasta, and we eat it in awkward silence which at times is broken by our camp-leaders
who are desperate to start team-building as soon as possible. I am in the daze of
exhaustion. I do not talk or even listen; I dry the dishes moving my towel round and
round and round the same dish. Once the dishes are dry, our camp-leaders suggest we
play cards together. It is 8:30 pm on Monday, which is 11:30 pm in Moscow, and I
havenʼt slept properly since last Friday. I stand up and excuse myself from the
communal activities. Nastya perseveres for fifteen minutes more, and then joins me on
the floor of the gym.
“So, what do you think?” she asks
“Letʼs sleep and see,” I mutter.
The next day, we go to the local swimming pool for a shower. The water in the pool is
slightly soapy to touch because it is geothermal, but the good news is that it does not
smell of rotten eggs. Later, I learn that only in the northwestern part of Iceland the water
does not have the sulfuric smell. The weather is still gloomy, the skies are low and grey,
but it is not as cold as it was the day before. Or maybe it is a full nightʼs sleep that
makes me more benevolent. Because I have nothing serious to complain about at the
moment, I look at the low flat-top mountains with streaks of snow here and there on
both sides of the fjord with its dark-grey water and they remind me of the place where
Nastya and I used to live as kids. It makes me miss that place a little. However, I am
suspicious of feeling too good, so I am preparing myself for some bad stuff in
Bolungarvik.
After lunch, our volunteer coordinator in Isafjörður brings a minivan to transport us to
our future home. The minivan is not spacious enough to hold eleven people and all of
our enormous luggage, but somehow we manage. I find myself squeezed in the right
corner at the back row next to Pablo, a volunteer from Spain, and I notice that he is one
of the cutest guys in the group. It makes me feel better as I am buried under somebody
elseʼs 30-pound suitcase and my own backpack, which is the size of a well-fed baby
elephant. The joke about the sardines in the can has always worked for me in similar
circumstances, and it works this time as well. Our laughter shakes the minivan, where
the only person not to laugh is our coordinator Ziggy who drives with an impenetrable
look on his face. We start wondering if Vikings ever smile.
In Bolungarvik, we learn that for the next two weeks we are going to live in a house
which is the community center for local kids. It has a disco room with a DJ switchboard
and a sound system, a room with one ping-pong and two billiard tables, a room with
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foosball and space hockey, and a Coca-Cola fridge, most probably donated by the local
supermarket. Our group, most of whom have turned out to be in their late twenties,
greets every new discovery with shouts of triumph.
For a second, I am afraid that they are going to wake up some ancient Icelandic gods,
who, even from my limited knowledge of Icelandic epic forms, I know were not that
kindly disposed.
Fifteen minutes after we enter the house, Nastya, Eunjin, Sabela and Luca are playing
foosball, and I go to check out the kitchen area since I have a suspicion that I am going
to be constantly hungry during this camp. On my way, I overhear Carlos and Sabrina
discuss our campʼs fiscal state in the internet room, which holds the most contestable
object of the camp — the computer. I learn that our prospects are not that bright — the
budget for food is going to be five Euros a day for each volunteer. I do not have a clear
understanding of how little it is, but I know that I am too old to be hungry and cold all the
time, and I know who to blame for the situation I now find myself in.
I tighten my jaw in frustration as I enter the kitchen, and it is then that I see it: the view
of the mountain from the window. It is one of the highest mountains in the area —
emerald green, with long grey patches and a couple of snow-white specks at the top. Its
ridge descends down to the black cold sea in broken triangles. The mountain fills the
whole window (and Icelandic houses have big windows!) as if our house stands right at
its foot. It emanates calm and eternity.
I stand in front of the window and look at the mountain. There is a red apple on the
windowsill. A peal of laughter is heard from the ping-pong room. When I finally realize
that for the next two weeks I am going to wake up before everybody else to drink my
morning coffee in silence in front of this view, the nuclear explosion mushroom that has
been growing bigger and bigger inside me begins to dissipate.
I smile. I am not going to complain about anything this day, or the next one, or – for that
matter – any day in the coming fortnight.
—
Katya Kulik is a third-year graduate student in the Program for Writers at University of
Illinois at Chicago. Prior to moving to Chicago, she lived in Ukraine, Siberia, Moscow,
and New York. When she doesnʼt grade or read for comprehensive exams, you can find
her in the opera, at tango festivals, or at home writing short stories and memoirs or
blogging at www.1001reasonsto.wordpress.com.
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Birth Of A Writerchick | Margaret Elysia Garcia
I donʼt remember when I started writing things down. I always had paper. I always had
pens. I always didnʼt say what I really wanted to say at the time. I always wanted to
show them, just wait and see. My revenge. And then I wanted to write because I wanted
to figure out what I was trying to say.
My mother writes poetry. Not always great poetry. She definitely suckles at the teat of
Emily Dickinson. The influence is overbearing and my mother refused to go to college or
even take an adult ed explore your hobbies sort of class to improve her craft. So, not
unlike Emily, she stays home and writes her poems in semi-sequestered conditions and
unleashes them on her answering machine. Or leaves renditions of Emily Dickinson so
that the caller must sit through the dead and dying despair in order to leave a message.
“Because. I. Could. Not. Stop. For. Death. ––.” delivers my mother in her slow staccato
on her answering machine while I scream in my head, “I feigned death on my answering
machine!” Most of Emily Dickinsonʼs poems are short but my mother makes them sound
like epics. Most people hang up before the end.
But I wasnʼt there at my motherʼs beginnings. I donʼt know what put her pen to paper. I
just know this is my lineage and that Iʼm actually kind of grateful for it.
My daughter is a writerchick too. Before she knew how to write sheʼd sit with a notebook
and crayon and scribble page after page of wavy lines and tell me that she was writing.
She was frustrated early and needed the alphabet by age two. I taught it to her. Her
teacher perfected her reading and writing, and now at age seven she has emerged, a
writerchick.
Not long ago I asked my daughter why she writes. She shrugged at first and then told
me:
“The world can get boring. Stories make it better.” She went to her room and came back
down.
“I thought about what you asked, mom.”
“About writing?”
“Yeah. Iʼm a girl. Girls write.”
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“What do they write about?”
“Whatever we want to write about.”
“Why do you do it?” She looked at me like that was a ridiculous question. “Because Iʼm
a girl. And I think about stuff and I write it down.”
I wondered. Had I not been a writer would she have seen this all differently? Would
writing be some thing we do at school? Would she not rush into my office and pull her
secret notebook out from behind the tall green bookcase and write a few words down
thinking it is entirely a secret in a secret sacred space? I think about my students who
hate writing and assess into community college with the writing skills of someone my
daughterʼs age. What do their mothers do? What did their grandmothers do?
I think of the other women my daughter knows: writers, painters, musicians. She sees a
world where women create things. At my office she often runs upstairs to my 69 yearold office mate Jane–an environmental journalist. So my daughter every day sees two
writer women with an office next to the pharmacy and across from the police station. An
ordinary job. An extraordinary calling.
Recently, my daughter finished her first full-fledged short story. She said I couldnʼt read
it until she did a second draft–but then she said? I could edit it for her and for that sheʼd
clean the cat box for a week.
When she finished the second draft –a story of roughly 500 words based largely on the
mysterious adventures of our cats when we are away from the house–she looked up at
me and sighed.
“Do you want me to read it now?” I asked her.
“Yes. But I have a question…” she looked at me with her signature scowl that always
makes me hesitant.
“Sure…” I said.
“Where do I send it now that Iʼm done? Who takes stories from seven year olds? Do
they pay you anything?”
There were many ways to respond. All ways I had to do without smiling, without giving
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away how funny and sweet and sad that all seemed to me at the same time.
“Well, Paloma, we can look up childrenʼs stories on the writerʼs market and see what
comes up. But maybe youʼd want to just share it with us first? Weʼd love to hear your
story.”
“Itʼs not your kind of thing, Mom. Besides, I want to see it published.” What could I say?
I totally GET that. I want to see my work published too and I certainly donʼt want to read
my work to my mother…
“Sure it is.” She was skeptical and like any budding writerchick, she had every reason to
be. Iʼm glad she is building that skin. It will come in handy during rejection time.
A couple days later–the next time Paloma was in our office–I called up to Jane and told
her that Paloma had a story completed and needed readers. Jane and I had her read
her story to us up in our conference area by the big picture window. The warm afternoon
sun light was a great backdrop and though she is a writer now, she did not seem the
least bit depressed. We gave her suggestions on where she might want to tighten up
language and where she might want to expand the story. Jane suggested the best way
to approach this was to treat her like one of us.
It might mean that instead of the child-centered exuberance usually bestowed upon
childrenʼs creations that we took a smidgeon of her childhood away by treating her like a
ʻreal writer.ʼ But the look of earnest on her face while we made suggestions followed by
this wry smile when she saw how an issue she had in the story could be resolved was
beautiful. My baby girl is still my baby girl, but she is her own writerchick.
To read Palomaʼs first piece, see The Flower That Never Bloomed in the Poetry section.
—
Margaret Elysia Garcia writes memoir, essays, fiction, and poetry. Her recent work can
be seen in GirlBodyPride, Brain Child, The Peopleʼs Apocalypse Anthology, Huizache
Journal, Catamaran Review, and other literary places. She lives in the remote
northeastern Corner of the Sierra Nevadas where she teaches for Feather River
College and hosts an alternative womenʼs radio show and book club show on Plumas
Community Radio. Sheʼll be making her directorial debut for the national Listen to Your
Mother Show this May. You can follow her adventures and links to publications on her
blog Tales of a Sierra Madre.
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Epilogue As Prologue | Rebecca Harris
Tall trees, maybe big as redwoods, seemed to form and un-form with every misty
illusion of what lay beyond the roadway. She wondered about something just beyond
her grasp, tried hard to figure out exactly what it was that she was almost able to recall.
The trees were still; she could detect no sway. It all reminded her of something.
Seconds were peeled like onions and became infinite.
It was something Shakespeare and Virginia Woolf worried about.
She imagined herself in the center of a clearing, surrounded by wolves in various states
of desperate hunger. They were starving and she could help them all to carry on, could
get them through the Fall and into Winter.
Above her, like banshees, like flying monkeys, like angels– she was guarded by the
mothers who raised her. There they were, silhouetted against a darkening sky (skies are
always darkening in her dreams) and spiraling downward, working their way toward her.
To save her? To serve as witnesses?
And she watched the half dozen women circle above: Viola; Momma; Granny Dodge;
Aunt Jet; Auntie Margaret; and Colleen. There were more – more aunties, more
mentors– more women who opened their capes and drew her into their breath. They
rose and swirled with the morning air over the Interstate as the mist obscured the bridge
until the final turnoff. Ladies who bore her from moment to moment, from birth to now.
Horns. The sounds were there; they did not begin; somehow, there was no actual
beginning to the sour echo of horns from all sides.
The horns turned to music – at first indistinct and then to the Secret Sisters crooning:
Do you love an apple?
Do you love a pear?
Do you love a laddie with curly brown hair?
She was nearly too late with the brakes, and there was nothing but guardrail between
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her and the Susquehanna.
She remembered her oldest sisterʼs advice about always accelerating into a curve. She
remembered the time she drove from Sherman down to Dallas on the closed interstate.
She had been told the roads were closed and for good reason but she drove past the
barriers on the access road and ended up spinning her car into a snowy embankment
less than 20 miles into the journey. She slowed down after Van Alstyne and made it
okay—she had been lucky. She had luck then.
She thought of that Chaka Khan song that she and her sisters always sang to:
Tell me somethinʼ good
Tell me that you love me, yeah
Marginal effort to slow before impact made even less powerful by the split-second
reality of the pickup bearing down, pinning her between him and the back of the moving
van.
Now it was Ani DiFranco:
we live to hear the slack-jawed gasping

we live under a halo of held breath
She had lost control, could feel the uselessness of her grip on the wheel. She wondered
if she had gotten it right, any of it? Did it begin to make sense at some point, the
struggle, the way home? She couldnʼt say.
The moment opened. Movement Ceased.
Wait; this was perfect. Fast. Easily explained. So little traffic—there could hardly be
much mess and she had less than a quarter tank of gas. (Her ex would have been
driven mad by her getting so close to empty.) She had no more say in the matter, of that
she was certain. Survival was no longer up to her.
No deer. No birds. She wanted to see an animal before it was over.
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Colleen.
Yes, Colleen.
In the new, noiseless space, she conjured Colleen with crystal clarity– her freckles, her
long neck, her raspy voice and the winking, brown-eyed smile with which she entered
rooms. Colleen could have ridden shotgun on this one, could have held tight to the rollbar of love as wheels left pavement and she would have screamed, “Yi-HA!” at the final
moment. “Might as well, right?!” she would have said, grinning and as aware of her own
rhetoric as she was of the need for it.
Darlinʼ had only known her for 2 years—the first year and half, they worked together at
the real estate development company in Beverly Hills. The office was actually tucked
into a corridor of The Beverly Hilton, next door to Merv Griffinʼs office and above Trader
Vicʼs.
They used to stand on the sidewalk facing Wilshire and watch the Mazdaʼs, Mercedes
and Maseratiʼs drive by; the trophy girlfriends perched next to fossilized George
Hamilton-types; overloaded pickups dangling all manner of gardening gear. Colleen
smoked Marlboro Light 100ʼs and laughed off the stress of packaging $500 MM of
Southern California real estate and assured me that this too would pass.
Darlinʼ missed her, missed knowing where she stood with someone as clever and
worldly. And Colleen had raised two girls. She was an un-parented parent who seemed
to do it without fucking it up, seemed to still have a relationship that made sense with
both of her teenaged daughters. Once she got the diagnosis, she said she was instantly
grateful for her girls and for how they had turned out – only, she didnʼt say it that way.
Colleen had the best way of saying things.
As of that morning, just north of Havre de Grace, It had been more than a decade since
she met Colleenʼs oldest daughter for the first time in the elevator at the Loews Santa
Monica Beach Hotel on their way to Colleenʼs memorial.
“Oh, youʼre Darlinʼ,” said the beautiful young woman with the pixie haircut as she smiled
a relaxed, full smile, dropping the anonymously polite demeanor she had been
extending to the crowd of her motherʼs friends in the lobby. She had, in fact, just
extended this courtesy to the only other person in the elevator, a secretary with whom
Colleen and Darlinʼ had worked. “Itʼs so nice to meet you.”
Afterward, as they left the elevator, the secretary stopped and put her slim hand on
Darlinʼs: “Did you hear her?—Colleen told her daughter about you. Thatʼs really
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special.”
Darlinʼ was glad to be there. Glad this was the moment she could live in, back in Santa
Monica, rising in that gleaming, plush-carpeted, glass-walled elevator car, nervously
smiling at the young woman who had her dear friendʼs eyes, all of them facing the
Pacific.
—
Rebecca H. Harris received her BA in Psychology from Austin College in Sherman,
Texas and her MA in Writing from The Johnʼs Hopkins University. She is a former
Instructional Designer and marketing specialist, is the Poetry Editor for Baltimore-based
literary zine, Seltzer, and works on a consulting basis as a writer and editor.
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Lucky | Oliver Gray
When he had finally mustered enough courage, he looked up.
He stood in front of the ruin and took a moment to remember it. The dirty, butt-stained
sidewalk that had hosted dozens of drunk denizens who smoked their cigarettes in the
Boston air, the flower boxes that had sheltered and nurtured his motherʼs favorite purple
butterworts, the green and red sign that had proudly cast the name “Flahertyʼs” over the
tiny side street now burnt and crumbling and black, everything ruined by smoke and
flame and the power of unattended random chance.
If he hadnʼt been late that morning, if he hadnʼt been so slow to rise with head fogged by
one too many late night whiskeys, if he hadnʼt needed drink after drink to quiet his guilty
conscience, if he wasnʼt a coward and an idler, James thought, maybe, just then maybe
when the over due bills in piles in the unkempt backroom caught those fledgling flames
from that gas oven that should have long been replaced, he might have stopped it; not
had to watch his fatherʼs dream, an Irish life reborn and infused with American pride,
billow and ascend, smoke colored black by all that carbon and shame.
The claims adjuster was late. James kicked at some fallen wood near the door, careful
not to venture too far inside the building, worried that it was still in the middle of its death
throes, still capable of collapsing a little bit more at any minute. The morning air gusted,
picked up the scent of charred memories, kegs and coat racks and day-old beer. Inside
the doorway he could feel the warmth still radiating off of the remains of the tall tables
and long bar, all the stored energy seeping out of the wood like it was bleeding.
James lost focus at the sound of car clumsily hopping up the curb while trying to park. A
young, fat man, maybe 29, 30, struggled to lift himself out of the driverʼs seat. His pants
were an inch or two too short, his tie was a hideous spotted yellow, and his receding
hair line was barely visible in the stubble of his closely trimmed blonde hair. James
could smell his Old Spice, old school, from 50 yards away. “James? James Flaggerty?”
“Flair-tee.” The mispronunciation of his name, his fatherʼs name, at this moment, in this
place, felt like a poorly timed punch to the gut.
“Oh, sorry.” The adjuster pulled out some papers, shuffled them trying to find a specific
line on a legal-sized form, then looked up. “Oh man. Youʼre lucky this fire didnʼt jump to
these neighboring buildings. That would have been an insurance nightmare.”
James kicked another beam of wood, uncovering a half-burned coaster. A tiny
shamrock, the only Irish cliche next to Guinness that his father perpetuated, was still
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clearly green and alive on the bottom corner of the cardboard.
“Heh. Lucky.”
It felt wrong to sit in another bar, drink, even kind of enjoy himself. But the whiskey
burned nice and the ice melted slow, and the homemade Irish red ale was just as his
father would have liked it: overly malty, crisp, sneaking hints of Irish moss that lingered
on his tongue. It was from his father he learned to drink, so it was to his father he drank
the next one.
And the next one.
And the next one.
James didnʼt stumble home, his careening so practiced that it was almost just one long
graceful fall from bar stool to pillow. The whiskey normally stifled his dreams, but tonight
they flared and seared, father and fire and failure all whirling together in an inferno of
nightmarish scenes. He woke up, head pounding, throat dry, vomit lurching in his
stomach, to remember that both his father and the bar were, in the waking tangible
sunlight of reality, gone.
He looked at the clock: 10:49. His phone buzzed. For a moment, he thought about
letting his head slam back down onto the pillow. The number was familiar, but not one
that heʼd stored in his phone. He waited for the third buzz, sighed, and answered.
“Mr. Flaggerty?”
The already horrible headache intensified. “Flair-tee. What can I do for you?”
The claims adjuster sounded even more nasal over the phone. “I just got the report from
the fire marshal. Iʼve got the final coverage numbers, but the inspection found
something I think you should see.”
The pub looked less dejected now that the fire had completely gone out of her, the shiny
black of the beams reflected the midday sun almost defiantly. Most of the debris had
been cleared from the entrance and the street. She looked scarred and damaged but
respectful.
“Mr. Flag…Flaherty. Thanks for showing up so last minute. Most of the worst of the
mess has been cleaned up, so if youʼll just step inside for a moment, Iʼll show you what I
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was referencing earlier.” The claims adjuster did his best to gracefully move through the
rubble, trying to avoid getting his ill fitting khakis stained by any soot, leading James
near the back of the pub where theyʼd taken keg and food deliveries. They passed the
slumping, massive piece of oak that had been the bar; two tarnished tap stems,
standing proud, the only things that seemed relatively undamaged by the fire.
Near a large hole in the floor was a walrus of a man, a man whose stature and uniform
said authority but whose huge white mustache and kind eyes said grandpa. He looked
at James then back down at the hole. “Did you know this room was here?”
Confused, only remembering the back of the bar as a place of refuge from the
commotion of the patrons and the trajectory of drunkenly tossed darts, James didnʼt
know what this man was talking about. He inched closer, pushing past the combined
girth of both inspectors, trying to look down between the broken floor boards. A few
boxes, an old filing cabinet, nothing really shocking, except for the fact that this pub, a
place heʼd literally and figuratively grown up in, been reared and scolded and taught to
drink, had a hidden secret.
“Iʼm going to try and climb down there.” The fire marshal huffed and recommended
otherwise. Ignoring the man, who probably wouldnʼt have even fit down the hole had he
wanted to explore it, James threw his legs over the edge and slowly lowered himself
into the room below.
The room was small, but not tiny, stinking of mildew and oldness, the kind of place youʼd
expect a pub manager to turn into an office if a pub even needs something as official
and business-like as an office. James used his cell phone as an impromptu flash light,
shining it over the boxes – no crates – that we stacked neatly along one back wall.
Clear glass necks poked out the top in rows of 6, columns of 4, case after case of the
stuff, hundreds of bottles of whiskey left sleeping for decades.
He grabbed a bottle and brushed away the dust and blackness. Eyes wide, he read the
years on the bottles: 70, 73, 85 years old, some even more ancient. All intact. Perfect,
pristine. An army of golden soldiers in glass armor.
James moved to the filing cabinet. Years of rust and dust had seized the runners, but
with a little force and a lot of curiosity, he forced the middle drawer open. He thumbed
through the yellowing paper, tilting the phone to get a better look at the faded writing on
each page. The first folder housed records, names and bills and income for years well
before James was alive. The second folder was empty, short of an old, wooden handled
bottle opener. The third, packed nearly to the point of bursting, fell from his hands as he
lifted it from the cabinet and spilled all over the floor.
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At the sound of this, the fire marshal called to him, shining his flashlight down to see if
James was OK. This beam of light caught the papers on the floor just long enough for
James to read the titles: Flahertyʼs Oatmeal Stout, Flahertyʼs Pale Ale, Flahertyʼs Irish
Red Ale. Next to each recipe was a hand drawn little green shamrock, perfect mimicry
of the one his father had so insistently included on anything associated with the bar.
The claims adjusterʼs head appeared, upside down, from the hole above. “Are you OK?
Looks pretty messy down here. Youʼre lucky you didnʼt get hurt.”
James smiled. “Yea. Lucky.”
—
Oliver Gray is a student in the MA Writing program at Johns Hopkins University, an
editor for 20 Something Magazine, and an apprentice to a powerful wizard. He also
loves to brew, drink, and write about beer, usually in that order. More of his work can be
found on his personal website at www.literatureandlibation.com.
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Crown | Jessica Barksdale
Sitting next to Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine in the tour bus is dangerous, but sheʼs
rarely given me a choice, finding time on each drive to scoot me over and plop down,
leaning close, a tanned claw on my pale wrist. Sharp and hard, the pins on her beauty
contest winnerʼs sash and the plastic points of her bejeweled silver crown are hazards
as we round the turns of the desolate Burren roads, the wide tour bus taking up both
lanes. I try to fend her off, but she sways with me as though we are shoots from the
same bulb, her bejangled skinny arms leaning into my rib cage, the smash of her shiny
sequins on my hands. Once, with an oomph, she knocked her crown into the side of my
head, one plastic knob grazing my temple.
Her husband looks back at the two of us wide-eyed, begging me–I think–not to say
something to his queen about returning her original seat. Heʼs moved into the center of
both seats in his row, a bag on the one she left behind. But what can I do? How can I
say Iʼd rather be alone, freed to gaze out the window at this strange Irish moonscape?
As an older woman on the tour by myself, it would seem impossible or downright odd to
insist on isolation. Besides, the queen has adopted me, her new pet project. Thereʼs
space in her life—one pageant over, another not for a few months. Iʼm her cause now,
and Iʼm here ready for the saving.
“Itʼs so ugly out there,” she says now, leaning over me to get at look at the coastline, this
northeast strip of Ireland harsh enough that even on a bright sunny day, it reminds me
of starvation. But at least it is what it is. No pretense. There arenʼt even any tourist
traps, save the Cliffs of Moher, but that was just a gift shop and an information booth.
“Donʼt you think so, Cindy?” She looks at me with her “saving” face, pity and kindness
and concern underlined, bolded, italicized.
Iʼve lost two husbands in twelve years, and I donʼt need saving. But try telling that to
people. My two daughters thought I needed a vacation, so now Iʼm here in Ireland
where I imagined the green would slide me into peace. I left my home and my church
and my children and grandchildren to travel alone with strangers.
“So tell me everything, Cindy. How did it happen?” she asks, settling back and staring
hard into my face. ”The second one. Kind of sudden, right?”
“He had a heart attack,” I say, as if that could explain anything about the afternoon when
my second husband Ray looked at me over the breakfast table, leaned back in his chair,
and brought a hand to his shirt collar. Two minutes later, he was dead. From the
moment we were married, I understood he would die before me unless I stepped in front
of a car or contracted a swift moving virus or a raging cancer. Mostly, weʼd assumed
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heʼd die before I did at some point in the near-ish but uncertain and murky future. Ten
years older than me at eighty-two, Ray was spry and swift, slick on his feet on the
dance floor. He still golfed three times a week and played tennis doubles with fellows
decades younger. We traveled on tours just like this one because we both had the
money. We ate out four times a week. We spent money on our children, bringing
presents and big checks when we visited. Eight more years, I used to think. Maybe ten.
Even as the paramedics took him away, I really didnʼt believe he was gone.
“A widow maker,” I heard a nurse say from behind the curtain at the hospital as they
pulled the last of the tubes and wires from Rayʼs body so I could say goodbye.
“Painless. Great for him. Totally sucks for her.”
“Thatʼs just awful,” Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine says now. “No preparation. How could
you bear it?”
She gazes at me with her big brown eyes, looking more baby basset hound than
anything sweet or bright or, god forbid, sunshiny. Sheʼs still pretty, though I can see
more of what she used to look like than what she does now–her makeup is more of a
map, a reminder, than accentuation.
But who am I to judge? I look like a large piece of white cardboard, shaped like a
rectangle in my rain coat. Nothing about me is notable: white hair, white face, khaki
pants. I lumber forward. Nondescript, plain, seventy-two year-old woman. Invisible and
uninteresting, I knew nothing else would happen to me so I made a decision to keep
moving. Go, go, go because, well, Iʼm not sure what might happen if I stop.
My girls told me to garden, so I did. My pastor told me to volunteer at the soup kitchen,
so I did that, too. My neighbor told me to come to her book group on Wednesday
evenings. I did. For every activity, I could wear the same pair of sneakers, red with white
laces.
I signed up for the tour one day when one Sunday, I realized I didnʼt know what Iʼd done
all week long. Seven days of nothing. Seven days of sneakers.
I turn to look out at the grayish rocks, piles of them, walls and walls of them–what else
were the Irish to do? They built houses. Barns. Walls. Fences. What little ground they
could reclaim, they planted. But how they managed to grow even blighted potatoes here
is a mystery.
“And then the one before him? What happened to him?”
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I want to be rude, but itʼs not in my nature. Itʼs so far from my nature, I donʼt know how
to actually summon rudeness, though I recognize it in others: harsh, dismissive words.
Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine canʼt or wonʼt see it, but thatʼs the way all the others on
our Week in Ireland tour respond to her, pulling away, turning their backs. A shrug, a
sigh, a weary glance.
Even from a distance, it makes me cringe, feeling my motherʼs stern look from her thirtyyear-old grave.
“If you canʼt say anything nice,” my mother used to tell me without a shimmer of irony,
“donʼt say anything at all.”
So I tell the Queen of all the Seniors the summary of my first marriage: the pertinent
dates, the two children, my husband Johnʼs cancer, which unlike Rayʼs “widow maker,”
sucked for everyone. She listens, nods, clicks her manicured nails on the seat rest. She
has a ring on every finger, each cheap and shiny, fake gold and silver, faux pearls and
diamonds.
“Oh, you poor thing,” she says, grabbing me again, talking into my ear about her own
dead, the list of parents, sister, cousin, niece, the accidents, the illnesses, the hushedup suicides.
I look out at Ireland. All around me, there is limestone in heaps and piles and the
looping small walls to nowhere. To my right, nothing but Atlantic, an ocean I have never
understood, the Pacific my water. I donʼt know anything about this part of the world. This
Ireland is not the land of fabled lore. This is the hard scrabble land of mud and muck
and famine, the folk hoping for a leprechaun to spring out from under a white thorn tree
with a pot of gold to save them.
“But Iʼve never lost a husband. And Iʼve had two myself. Oh, you poor thing,” Miss
Sweet Senior Sunshine says.
And I think, Iʼm only “poor” because you are sitting next to me ruining my time. I think,
why donʼt you go back to whatever county gave you that ratty velveteen sash? Why are
you inflicting us with your show-offy antics at every opportunity? Why do you mash your
face next to anyone who stops to ask about the crown, needing one more photo
opportunity? Bad thoughts well in my throat like gas, and I close my eyes, wait, one,
two. Then I blink, open my eyes, and nod, turning to the Queen and finding a small
smile to give her.
If Iʼve learned anything from two dead husbands, itʼs this: thereʼs pain under everything,
in the cracks and fissures, in the pieced together walls of backbreaking work that lead to
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the edge of the world, in the fake jewels on a cheap plastic crown.
Blarney Castle once protected its inhabitants from the world, swift, vertical walls of
stone and mortar rising from the verdant green landscape, tower windows slit for
shooting arrows. One hundred and twenty five stairs to the top, a wend of staircase that
passes by the murder hole (the spot for pouring hot oil on unwelcome visitors trying to
bash down the oaken door). Now itʼs a tourist attraction, all of us welcome at twenty
Euros each. We come from all over the world to kiss the stone, wanting the gift of gab.
I follow behind Mavis and Frank Butler, who have several times tried to help me steer
clear of the Queen and her consort.
“Sheʼs an immature woman,” Frank said last night at dinner, able to pull me to a table in
the corner. “She needs attention from everyone.”
“Frank!” Mavis said, but I could tell from the gleam in her eye that not only did she
agree, but that she loved the heat and ire in Frankʼs eye, that sexy slice of hate.
“Narcissistic personality disorder,” Betty Davidson, another traveler, added. “Like
Clinton. All she wants is attention. She doesnʼt care what we think.”
Betty and her husband David sat round and sure in their seats, nodding to the general
consensus that we were traveling with a nutcase.
“Thereʼs probably nothing that the tour company can do about it,” Mavis said. “Itʼs not
like they can do a mental health screening before taking our money.”
I sipped my water, glad of that.
“Poor Maggie,” Betty said. “How to be a tour guide to a queen? That woman just takes
up all the oxygen.”
“Sheʼs harmless,” I said.
“Nothingʼs harmless,” Frank said. “Especially not fake royalty.”
All royalty is fake, I thought, but then it was the salad course, plates arriving at the table
on cue under metal domes, which the waiters ceremoniously lifted with a whoosh at the
same time, all of us suddenly royal.
In the dark nave of an empty cathedral, we stand in a circle around the bagpipe player,

51

listening to his solo. The Irish bagpipes are different than the Scottish instrument and
sound nicer even though the notes float on a cloud of melancholy, the tune lonely, like
wandering around in a foggy sunrise on a sodden hill. But gentle, too, like a nursery
rhyme, lulling despite the message.
The Irish pipes are called ilin pipes, ilin the word for elbow. Even the outfit the player
wears is nicer, no fuzz and plaid and knee-high socks. He wears regular clothes that
somehow look Irish—dark shirt with buttons down the front, open at the neck; baggy
pants, leather shoes.
“Are you okay?” I wonder why Maggie asks until I feel myself crying.
“Oh, yes,” I say. ”Itʼs just so beautiful.”
“A lovely song,” Maggie says, moving on to speak to Betty, now that she knows Iʼm not
losing my mind. But as she leaves, I want to grab onto her, put my face on her sturdy
shoulder and cry, the kind of cry that needs support, a wrenching, a keening Iʼve kept
inside for so long, maybe even longer than the deaths of either of my husbands. The
kind of cry that is like the ilin pipes, a mournful sound that rocks inside me.
“You doing okay, hon?” Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine asks, and I nod because at least
Iʼm alive. At least Iʼm not wearing a plastic crown.
I nod again, swallow down the sadness, and listen.
On the first day in Dublin, we walk the twenty five minutes to the Guinness Storefront.
Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine has her arm through mine. We are lost, somehow, fallen
back behind the crowd, missing a right or a left, and we are now on Plimco Street
standing on the corner.
“There is a gown walk,” she says, even though I havenʼt asked her anything. ”And an
interview about your platform. You know. Our big issue that we want to call attention to.
My platform is childhood cancer.”
“What kind of childhood cancer?” I ask, knowing there are so many different kinds that
children get. The terrible brain tumor that can be removed. Also, that leukemia. But
there must be other hidden kinds that canʼt be cured, and it might be possible that Miss
Sweet Senior Sunshine wearing her sash will bring recognition to her platform.
“And a bathing suit competition.” She nods, tugs on my arm. I feel her fake fingernails in
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my flesh. “This girl can still shake it at 72.”
I take in breath, realizing we are the exact same age. I feel so much older than she
does, as if my personality is heavier or slower or both; like my character is partially
frozen. Wise, but still.
“Bathing suit?” I ask.
“Hon, I can tell you know this already, but you just canʼt give up. Who am I talking to,
anyway? Look what youʼve survived. Me, Iʼve seen a lot of ladies just sit at home and
forget about living. Maybe I look crazy to everyone on this tour, but Iʼm living not dying.
Not yet anyway. And besides, when I twirl, you should hear the crowd roar,” she says.
“Actually, you can. Itʼs on Youtube.”
She leans forward and smiles.
“So what kind of cancer?” I ask again, my voice louder than it has been for awhile.
“Oh, well,” she says, pulling away a little, her breath moving from my ear. “Any kind. All
kinds. The bad kinds.”
She sidles in close. ”Itʼs just terrible.”
“What?” I ask.
“Everything.”
Sheʼs right. It is all terrible, death at any age, one husband from cancer after a long
marriage that was supposed to go on forever, one from a heart attack as unexpected as
an earthquake in winter.
She makes a fine little turn, terrible all gone. “But itʼs my ribbon dance that brings down
the house,” she says. ”I used to dance with fire, but it was an insurance liability. Canʼt
burn down the venue. I donʼt want to get the pageant in trouble. There are still ladies
who need to tread the boards!”
I look at the street sign again, hoping for an answer that doesnʼt come. A man walks by
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and he does a double take.
“Are ya a true queen?” a man asks, his English more Irish than anything else. She
laughs, disengages from me, shakes herself a little, a one, a two, a movement back and
forth. She glitters in the sun, the rare Irish spring day hot, blue, bright.
“I am,” she says. “A lost queen.”
“Brilliant,” he says. “Grand.”
“Can you tell us how to get to the Guinness store?”
He points and talks, and I wish I were back in the hotel. I hate dark beer, the taste like
something old, something dark found under a wet board. My first husband John loved
beer, whole Sundays spent drinking it. We married after knowing each other for six
months. Thatʼs the way it was in those days. Meet and get married. Forget about
knowing who each other really was. There were houses to buy and kids to have. Chop,
chop. Who had time to think about anything, much less happiness?
Later, much later, after the cancer had crawled up into his brain and killed him, and I
thought about our decades together, I knew that if Iʼd considered his proposal for a full
ten minutes, I would have never married him. John couldnʼt help it, but he was boring–
like wood paneling in a family room addition–and stiff. Dry like toast, barely there, but I
didnʼt really notice that until he was gone, and then I realized I didnʼt miss him. Heʼd
been gone already.
“Thank you kind sir,” the queen says, pulling my arm. “We are forever in your debt.”
“Tʼis nothing,” he says. “All in the service of the queen.”
After Guinness, everyone is a little loopy from the free pint, and on the walk home—
Maggie making sure no one gets lost this time—Mavis pulls me aside and forward and
tells me of the plan to lose the Queen and her husband.
“Itʼs in the contract. Something about tour disruption,” she says. “Like last night when
she got on stage with the Irish dancers? All that picture taking and falderal? Well, that
disrupted our tour. It became her tour. Disruption.”
“What do you mean lose? Like ditch?”
Mavis laughs, the sound deep and loud. “Oh, no. That wouldnʼt be nice. I mean official
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lose. Kick out. We sent a delegation to Maggie.”
I turn back quickly, spotting the Queen and her husband walking several yards behind,
heads close as they talk.
“Does she know?”
“Not yet,” Mavis says. “But she will.”
I pull away slightly, feeling the tug of Mavisʼ fingers. “Itʼs not like sheʼs done anything
wrong.”
Mavis turns to me, her eyes sharp narrow arrows, something she might shoot out of slit
tower windows. I swallow and try to find my breath, feeling like I used to back in
grammar school, the mean girl cornering me in the pink tiled bathroom.
“What about that day on the boat? That picture with the captain? We all had to watch
her pose and smile, the whole room taken over with her. Then that dance! What about
the train station and the conductor? Ridiculous. That poor pub owner in Cork? Really. All
that fuss for a free dessert. Day after day.”
Mavis continues, and I think of second grade, all the girls turning against me because of
my torn hem, saggy bobby socks, broken barrette. Every day, the same chanting: Cindy
Bindy, loose and windy.
Then they made farting sounds on the playground, on the bus, in the back of the class
during reading time. The first and last sounds I heard at school. Fart, fart, fart.
Third grade was much the same, fourth grade better. By junior high, most everyone had
forgotten the rhyme, and I became slightly pretty, dating Danny Johnson from
sophomore year till graduation. And when I could leave, I did, college my way out from
who Iʼd always been.
Cindy Bindy.
On this tour, the queen is like second-grade Cindy, with a crown instead of saggy socks.
“I think youʼre horrible,” I say to Mavis, who stops and stares hard at me, a glimmer of
shock in her gaze.
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“I think youʼre acting like youʼre in second grade,” I say. “I think youʼre unkind.”
And then I walk away alone down Nassau Street, swinging my arms.
No word on the tour eviction of the queen and her husband, we board the bus the next
morning for a quick visit to another county, and it all just starts when we disembark and
walk past the ancient stone buildings and into the 9th century cathedral. Iʼm crying
before I touch the back wall, crying as I pretend to look at the scar of the old fireplace.
Crying as I scuff the tips of my walking shoes on the stone floor. Crying as I listen to the
stark history of Irish priests.
“Follow me,” the monastery tour guide says, and everyone walks out of the dark square
room, everyone but me and the queen.
“Whatʼs wrong?” she asks, but I shake my head, no words to explain the sound like
bagpipes in my chest. Itʼs an old feeling. Older than two dead husbands. Itʼs a
loneliness before there was loneliness, ancient as these walls.
“Oh, now. Hereʼs what you need,” she says, moving closer. I hear her rustle, and then I
feel it, knowing exactly what it is the second it touches my hair.
Miss Sweet Senior Sunshine slips her crown on my head, tucking it behind my ears,
adjusting it just so. She smoothes my hair, just like my mother used to before sending
me off to school in the mornings, gentle, appraising. My mother was softer in the
mornings, calm before the long day beat her down. Her face was sweet from sleep,
relaxed from rest. She had time to touch me, to pet me, to give me the only minutes of
attention I would get from her the rest of the day, dinner full of activities and my father
who ate the room, the air, the house.
But those morning minutes? She helped me dress. She fed me. She opened the front
door and bent down, kissing me on the cheek, right in the space between my hair and
mouth.
“Have a wonderful day, darling,” she would say, and off I went into a day that would be
anything but, the rhyme only minutes away. Yet at that moment with my mother, I could
almost believe it would be different. There was still hope. Things just might change.
“I knew it. Youʼre a queen, too,” she said, and I look into Miss Sweet Senior Sunshineʼs
dark doggy eyes and feel it, see it, know the way it would be to sashay across this
cathedral floor, walk and spin like a queen—even for a moment—twirl my ribbons out
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the door, into the Irish sunlight, away from the heavy stone walls, away from the dark.
—
Jessica Barksdale is the author of twelve traditionally published novels, including Her
Daughterʼs Eyes and When You Go Away. Her stories and poems have appeared
in Salt Hill Journal, Masonʼs Road, Gargoyle and many others. Her short story The
Possibility of Fire won Carve Magazineʻs 2013 Esoteric Award. She is a professor of
English at Diablo Valley College in Pleasant Hill, California, and teaches online novel
writing for UCLA Extension.
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Dreamers | Shenan Prestwich
“Any attempt to conciliate an inexplicable momentary state with logic strikes me as a
boring kind of game.”
-Tristan Tzara
I. My Dream
Iʼm in Manuel António, Costa Rica at the rim of the Pacific Ocean and I havenʼt been
back there in a long time. I left eight days ago but the days right after you leave are
longer than the rest. Iʼm standing on sand and the skies are dark and steely, and there
are a thousand horses drowning in the sea. Itʼs horrible and strange and silent; the air
sucks in noise just like water does. The horses are struggling in the water against the
waves, their own weight. Some are on their sides, on their backs, positions their limbs
donʼt know how to handle, and they donʼt know how to center themselves again. Their
knotted walking-stick legs so capable on rocks and terra firma seem spindly and overextended, like awkward egg beaters in the water. The horses are giant, like long-necked
sea dinosaurs. They crane their necks up, nostrils flaring and heads thrown backwards
to try to suck in as much air as they can during that fleeting dry hang-time that their
heads are above water, before they crash down again to get a lung full of salt and sea.
Some have just resigned to drowning, lying there on their side taking in the water, but
the ones that intrigue me are the ones attempting that half-moon curved act of
resistance. They get thrown back down again and again to their aqueous graves, but
they still struggle. They are dying, they know they are dying, and they dance, like young
punks in ripped sneakers, throats thrown upwards, arms punching holes in the sky.
A girl is standing in a dress behind me reciting a poem about them which adds metal
cymbals and screams to the scene but itʼs turning the horses to art so I let her stay. I
couldnʼt make her voice or the words leave anyway.
Theyʼve called a doctor from some banana-leaf house and he arrives with a bag and a
stitched-up horseʼs head on his neck as his own (heʼs akin to them so he can work
miracles). Heʼs come to try to save the horses. But he takes one look at them all in the
sea and retreats behind a door. The iron door closes heavily in front of me and a wheel
turns and Iʼm behind the door, separated from the horses. The walls are made of glass
so I can see beneath the surface of the water, and the skeleton of a horse falls down
softly to the ocean floor, and I think to myself that anyone who swims these waters will
come across these horses at the bottom until waves move the sand to bury them.
II. Your Dream
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You told me it played out like a Charles Bronson-style revenge movie: you didnʼt have a
moustache, or skin like a furrowed leather hobnail boot, but you did grab the knife from
his hand by the blade and stab him through the chin. He was my ex-husband, and the
blade erupted through his palette and into his head like a monument plunging up
through the ground and into the sky. You didnʼt have a line like, “Do you believe in
Jesus? Well, youʼre going to meet him,” or “Iʼve got a cure for your dandruff problem”
right before you detonated a bomb, but you were pretty cool, in retrospect. The way you
tell it, anyhow. The way you tell it, my ex-husband, who does not exist in this world but
sounds like a total psycho, abducted our child. He wanted to kill us and raise our son in
the art of kidnapping and hiding out in motel rooms and being the kind of psycho that
only populates dreams. I guess heʼd teach him to speak in hieroglyphic languages and
shape-shift and bring the kid you sat next to in your sixth grade history class, long
vanished from your life, into situations he has no business being in, if weʼre talking that
kind of psycho.
But you killed him, and I told you, “Great! That means you killed the part of yourself you
were struggling with!” Because if every player in our dreams is a part of ourselves, a
different key on our piano struck to form a chorus that we canʼt distinguish in our waking
hours, then maybe my psycho-ex was really the “ex-you,” the you before you came to
be whoever you are now, the one I fell in love with when I was someone else as well.
Maybe he and all that he wanted could very well change the present you, and me, and
the cats and the kitchen and all that now colors your days. Or he might threaten the
future you, your son, the potential of your genes. What did that guy hopping out of the
past, strange and unknowable to you now, think of love, of its limitations and its
possibilities? What did he think of self-determination, of self-creation? What did that guy
ever think heʼd do if he found himself here, with us? You start to think about all that, and
sometimes youʼll end up defending your potential futures against your past by stabbing
parts of it in the chin.
You told me, “Or maybe I just like action movies.” And, “We need sausage for the
spaghetti tonight.”
—
Shenan Prestwich is a Washington, DC-area poet, cognitive researcher, over-confident
dancer, and general hobby collector. Sheʼs been living by Robert Hunterʼs edict that
“once in awhile you get shown the light in the strangest of places if you look at it right”
ever since she heard it in a Grateful Dead song long ago, enjoys compulsively kicking
over every stone in her path, and uses poems to process most of what she sees (the
rest is taken care of in the form of epic playlists). Her work has been seen in a diverse
spread of publications including Slow Trains, PigeonBike, Lines + Stars, Dirtflask, Dr.
Hurleyʼs Snake Oil Cure, The Dead Mule School of Southern Literature, The Camel
Saloon, Lip, Seltzer, The Baltimore Review, and Apeiron Review. In addition to her
literary interests, she enjoys old cameras, strong scotch, long drives, loud bluegrass,
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excessive hospitality, good people, and bad karaoke. You can follow her pursuit of all
these things (and more!) over at shenanprestwich.com.
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Cartagena | Edward Perlman
1.
We jerked to our last stop, dead tired.
The train from Bogota that shook
our bones carried goats. You inquired
about a scenic overlook.
Donʼt you remember? A gun fired
outside the station; you said “what
the hell was that?” What then transpired
shocked us. First we saw a mutt
dragging its bleeding rump, a hard
first sight. Nobody stopped to help
or even watch. The station guard
stepped in front of you and said
perdoname. A piercing whelp
followed his shot; the dog lay dead.
2.
After afternoonʼs heat
a woman with a veiled eye
took her evening seat
upon her balcony.
Across the square the church bell tolled:
Ad te levavi animam meam.
A new moon chased away the vesper light;
we welcomed nightʼs relief from too much sight.
Rum drunk, we slept with angels
bright as novena candles,
and dreamed of Spanish galleons
sailing the seas of heaven.
3.
The whitewashed Hotel de los Angeles
looked out across a citrus scented square
where leather leaves of ancient trees rattled
like dry bones come alive with wind-blown breath,
a brittle company. Arcaded walks
and turned-wood balconies displayed the weight
of settling years. Inside, the lobby floorʼs
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waxed chevron alternated black and red,
the natural hues of local hardwood trees,
and water splashed from terra cotta lips
of Neptune astride a seahorse riding through
a courtyard fountain. What we came to see
we saw in dazzling clarity: our room
had a view. We watched the rising sun
plate ancient domes of empire, set ablaze
the San Felipe ramparts, and singe the air.
Weʼd heard about the searing light for years.
And wind. Remember how it made us mad
at night, whistling down high-walled narrow streets,
screeching through the conventʼs speechless cloister,
berating all our talk as vain excess?
—
Edward Perlman teaches in the M.A. in Writing program at Johns Hopkins University.
He is the publisher and senior editor of Entasis Press (entasispress.com), an
independent literary press publishing poetry, fiction, and creative nonfiction. He has
been an associate artist at the Atlantic Center for the Arts in Florida where he studied
with Anthony Hecht. The Washington DC Commission on the Arts and Humanities and
the NEA awarded him an artist fellowship grant for his poetry, and his essays and poetry
have appeared in various journals.
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The Language Of Building | Don Kunz
In Chiang Mai, Thailand,
Outside the Royal Llanna
Hotel, we wait, volunteers
From China, South America,
England, Vietnam, the States,
Gathered after breakfast eggs,
Corn flakes, coffee, curry,
Wait to climb up the backs
Of dented pickups rumbling
From the Night Market,
Toyotasʼ hauling beds capped
To screen us, their foreign cargo,
From cold monsoon rains,
Fitted with teak benches
Where we will sit wearing green
Paper masks to cut the fumes
Of diesel exhaust, listening to the
Horn-filled whizz of rush hour,
Escaping into green fields,
Pointing at Brahma herds,
Smoke trees, lemons, mangoes,
Chattering about concrete block,
Rebar, the one fifteen five
Ratio of cement, sand, water
We will mix with hoes in plastic tubs
To make mortar thick as oatmeal
And carry in bucket brigades
To raise walls straight and plumb,
Or how the family that will live
Within them, frame windows,
And speak in smiles, wais,
Clasped hands, a shared,
Muted language, outside walls,
Reminding us of the tiny
Birds in wooden cages that ring
The Royal Llanna Hotel parking lot,
Where we now stand waiting,
In the company of weathered
Men and women, beggars,
Who can no longer build
Anything but snares and cages
To catch and hold small birds,
And whistle toothless smiles
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When, for luck, we pay them
Thai Bhat every morning to free
Brown sparrows fluttering, rising,
Carrying songs into the wet
Thick air above the Ping River,
Like murmuring clouds,
Building and rebuilding,
Above the green rippling water.
—
Don Kunz taught literature, creative writing, and film studies at the University of Rhode
Island for 36 years. His essays, poems, and short stories have appeared in over sixty
literary journals. Don has retired to Bend, Oregon, where he writes fiction and poetry,
volunteers, studies Spanish, and is learning to play the Native American Flute. He has
served on Habitat for Humanity Global Village Builds in Guatemala and Thailand.
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Stingray City | Kate Horowitz
Some time after we split up the china,
after I moved away, I found
two honeymoon photos still stuck together.
The glossy paper ripped as I pried
the pictures apart, and there we were—
well, there you were in one, and me
in the other. We never thought
to hand our camera to a stranger.
I took that picture of you
in the cove they call Stingray City,
where a slowing boatʼs propeller
calls a swarm of the silky slate creatures.
Youʼre forever frozen in swim trunks, your hands
flat on the wolf-sized ray, your lips
poised to plant a kiss
on her slick, thrashing wings.
The Caribbeanʼs milky green in the photo
of me. Iʼm sun-glassed,
bikini-clad, up to my white waist
in water. Laughing because
why wouldnʼt I be, twisted as I am
away from the horizon, away
from the approaching hurricane,
the clouds black as Stingray City.
—
Kate Horowitz is a science writer and poet based in Washington, D.C. Her work
celebrates lifeʼs marvels and oddities, and has appeared in the Washington Post,
Pitbull, Compass, and Poetica magazines, and in the book Men and Angels: The Art of
James C. Christensen (Greenwich Workshop Press, 2008).
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Bienvenida (Antigua, Guatemala 1999) | Logan Perkes
Finger
colored cloth
huipiles, rows of
human blood
stained womenʼs
fingers toiling
with history and
against hunger,
visible in faces
pallid and listless
look at me and
see white
white white
pink red
skin tender
delicate beware
sun exposure heat
quetzales hot
in my clasp,
body cold
to touch,
belly full
of black beans.
I drop quetzales
in the street
the plaza
the market.
Kids lift
fingers cupped
so tight
I could pour
bottled water
inside
gated courtyard,
separating
hot hands that
graze fat
pockets.
—
Logan Perkes lives in Austin and is a social worker. She has an MFA in nonfiction and
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has published essays and poems in many journals, including Post Road and Third
Coast. Logan loves to travel whenever she can.
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In This Place | Jnana Hodson
Such slow, deliberate chewing
(a cud)
unperturbed, youʼd think,
but be wary.
-–“Now, Adelaide, there you go again
being needlessly redundant,”
Robert Nichols interrupted
his wifeʼs retelling of a family outing
years earlier on the Kancamagus,
after sheʼs said:
“And a great big daddy moose was blocking the highway
and we all got out of the car to admire him.”
-–Years later, I pause on my way to work
and examine new tracks
in the Department of Transportation sandpit,
like others in its snow a month earlier,
straight to the precipice and down steeply.
I still wonder why he did that.
Thereʼs no more food down there
than up here.
-–This time of year, juvenile moose
get the boot
to seek out their own territory and mates.
The cows make room for new calves.
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A maternal moose will kill a bear
approaching her offspring.
-–At twilight, a form dashes from the woods
behind a suburban housing development.
At first, I think an escaped horse is about to dash
onto the highway, but it turns unpredictably back
and I realize Iʼve just missed colliding with a moose.
A decade later, sixty miles to the east
at midnight, another darts from the drive-thru lane
at a Dunkinʼ Donuts just off the traffic circle.
This time, followed by the blue
flashing lights of a police cruiser.
-–So much gangly bulk
high up on stilt legs
and thatʼs all there is
to it, except for hunting season
or a rack over the door
or fireplace
or the unwitting
collision.
-–To be mighty carries its own afflictions
– thousands of ticks, in the case of a moose, arenʼt uncommon,
just listen to state Fish & Game officials.
-–Out from a marsh or newly sprouting clear-cut forest
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at twilight, through the night
make way.
—Adelaide Dustin Nichols, 1916-2008, in memoriam
—
A native Midwesterner, Jnana Hodson has been an editor at daily newspapers in places
ranging from Washington state to New England, where he now lives in a former seaport.
He blogs at Jnanaʼs Red Barn.
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Christmas Wind | Emily Strauss
At Christmas the wind
that had blasted our tent
for three days died and stillness
fell– I heard a single coyote
call from the cliff behind us
the nearly full moon rose
behind a bank of rain clouds
like some dusty nebula,
light glimmered far below
where the freeway ran
in the valley
pink dusk shone a moment
beneath the clouds like
faded neon, the rest gray
layers– it would rain soon
and the dry sand would soak
it in and green shoots
would appear at the base
of long-dead grasses
in the wash, the old tracks
would fade
range cattle would huddle
under thin pinon pines
and the night under
the clouds wouldnʼt be
so cold
though we would hold
each other as if for our lives
and maybe it would be
our lives that we felt so
closely in that thick absence
of stars, the directions
themselves erased
without the wind, the land
seemingly erased of all
existence coming to rest
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yet we remained dying
for daylight.
—
Emily Strauss has an M.A. in English, but is self-taught in poetry. More than 90 of her
poems appear in public online and in anthologies. The natural world is her framework;
she often focuses on the tension between nature and humanity, using concrete images
to illuminate the loss of meaning between them.
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Poem For Miklós Radnóti Written At The Serbian-Hungarian Border | Sean Edgley
The train stops
in the middle of the night
at a small station made of fog
and green phosphorescent lights.
The doors open, slamming against
the sides of the train, and the boots
of the border control fill the aisle
as they begin to ask for papers.
It wouldʼve been September
or October in the exiled season
of your forced march
that you passed here,
cheeks hollowed out
by shadows, recalling
afternoon siestas in Budapest
that portended death
and poppy seed.
For three months you were led across
two countries, walking
until collapsing in exhaustion,
ears caked with blood.
From the vantage point
of the grass, memory wove
a garland around the sun
like a ring of young girls
circling a record player.
Witness to the execution
of other internees at the hands
of their own countrymen
you continued on, beaten
for writing in the small
Serbian exercise book
you kept in your trench coat,
from where you tried to balance humanity
like a pencil on your finger.
They led you to a field
of leafless trees and sketched nooses
in the air, laughing.
One November day in 1944
in a village near the Slovakian border,
shovels were passed around.
In the sky
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there were no clouds.
—
Sean Edgley is a northern California native currently residing in Paris, France. Having
finished his MFA at the City College of New York this winter, he has been recently
published in the anthology Some Stories Are True that Never Happened and Scapegoat
Review. He has been an adjunct lecturer at City College and was recently in Seoul for a
translation residency at the Literature Translation Institute of Korea.
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Twenty Avocados | Jason Braun
I am not now, nor have I ever been, a linguist,
just a thirty-something gringo mumbling in this hostel.
I want to find some girls to laugh and drink
and baby talk in Spanish. However all the other
dudes here are younger, thinner, and look seven times
more like Jesus. Spoon River says, every soldier has a woman
at his back. What about every Jesus in this look-alike contest?
I ainʼt been laid in forty days and itʼs starting to show.
An empty bed in a beautiful country
where you can buy twenty avocados for a dollar
is still an empty bed. I drink and pretend to blend in.
Chameleons pose in the open air café here. I wonder,
are these lizards like mice to the locals?
But they donʼt seem to eat their way through the pancake mix,
so that makes them esta bien.
Waiting for the shower again, I dream a keyhole
big as my head to see the Danish girl, the Bulgarian girl,
the German girl and the lukewarm water falling from the heating
contraption with wires wrapped round the head into a socket above.
This girlʼs soap, too stubborn to lather
right is now dripping into the grated
drain and I see the women that would have come
here with me if Iʼd given them my name:
the one in Turkey who hung on my back
as I walked away, the one who ran to Tokyo to teach English,
that one in Brooklyn moving through the book stacks.
Her cart wobbling and making too much noise,
she parks it and goes back to shelving, supple
fingers on the stiff spines and ordering titles,
stopping before she clicks on
How I Went All the Way to Guatemala
and All I Could Think of Was You Singing in My Shower.
—
Jason Braun currently teaches English and is the Associate Editor of Souʼwester at
Southern Illinois University Edwardsville. He hosts “Literature for the Halibut” a weekly
hour-long literary program on KDHX 88.1. He has published fiction, poetry, reported or
been featured in Prime Number, ESPN.com, Big Bridge, The Chronicle of Higher
Education, The Evergreen Review, SOFTBLOW, The Nashville City Paper, Jane
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Freidmanʼs blog, and many more.
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The Flower That Never Bloomed | Paloma Garcia-Couoh
(Read Margaret Elysia Garciaʼs introductory essay to her daughterʼs work in Birth of a
Writerchick in the Nonfiction section, and see Palomaʼs illustrations online at
www.outsideinmagazine.com)
A bud. The bud never bloomed.
It got smaller and never bloomed.
It got bigger but still did not bloom.
But one day a witch came by and
said this flower needs to bloom.
So she started singing:
“Bloom! Bloom! Bloom! My beautiful bud!”
Then out of the blue?
Came a beautiful flower.
Paloma Garcia-Couoh has submitted her work to New Moon Girls and American Girl
Magazine this year, but this is her first publication. When not writing, she practices
quilting, cooking and cake decorating in 4-H and takes gymnastics, guitar, and art
lessons. Her favorite heroines are Pippi Longstocking, Carmen from Spy Kids, and PJ
Harvey.
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Microjourneys
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Tony | Adeoye Shobakin
The silence before dawn, you could slice with a rusty razor. But when the first light
breaks the boughs of dusk, the arena becomes a hub of buzzing bumble bees. That
was how Tony described it. He took a look at the arena and decided then and there to
pitch his tent.
Each day starts off slowly; the distant muezzinʼs call to prayer, then muffled shuffles of
feet travelling wherever. Tony mumbles along, hardly moved until the magic itself
begins. As if by a vengeful virus, the arena is consumed. He finds it difficult to tell who
starts it. Somebody somewhere yanks at collapsible steel doors. Whoever such persons
are, they do it in a rush as if chased by a ghoulish killer squad. Then the bus arrives and
its conductor bawls at the passengers, literally shoving them onto the bus and clearing
out.
Some gyrating madness, Tony calls it. From then on it is a rush. And lots of crush.
Crushing of feet, crushing of bones, sometimes crushing of lives too. These go on daily
and Tony wonders why they still do it anyway.
He hates it when they gather in the morning, like runners congregating before a
marathon, faces stern and in a hurry. He prefers when they come back to the bus stop
in the evenings, which is when he goes out to them to beg for his daily bread.
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Moleskin Entry 2007-2-14 | Michael Shattuck
I got a room with a jacuzzi tub and sushi from room service. Altogether $100. Fuck it.
Iʼm spent. Face and shoulders sunburned. Everything hurts: legs, back, everything. That
walk yesterday. That walk! A painful memory, but not a failure! I made it. Set out through
the jungle for the farm and found it. Thank God that extortionist had a boat to bring me
back to Viejo. Terrifying to imagine hiking back through that muck. Would I be able to
stand? Be confined to a clinic? No dwelling, sushi to eat.
Costa Rica is Florida of Central America. The sushi is a little bland. Feeling restless.
Want to quit, go home, get married, never think about travel again. Ha! I should list all
the eligible women. What if they get engaged by the time I return? Have to start over
then. Maybe email them all, ask if they would ever marry me. Canʼt imagine a more
disingenuous act. I can, but still pretty evil. Yet, Iʼm curious. Get them together, stage a
battle royale. Me, Harold of Troy. But then Iʼd be afraid of whoever won.
A shot of bamboo wine. Ready for bed. Still hungry. At the farm a small girl asked me if I
was fat. Was she being polite? Was she confused? I showed her my gut. She said
“gross” then asked to see it again. I asked her to guess my age. She guessed 28.
Probably the march made me look six months older.
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Stranger in Somalia | Ryan R. Nolan
The “English” of the attendant at the information desk was neither attending nor
informative. “Yes your bag arrive.” “No I donʼt have.” “Security X-ray machine not pass.”
“Manager help soon.” She never looked up but only flitted her hand towards an overcrowded waiting room, patrolled by under-dressed security guards armed with
exceptionally-intimidating machine guns. “Special area to wait manager,” she called it,
and “Christian,” she called me.
Filthy travellers filled every chair, so I sat on the dirty floor. Tiny rocks gouged into my
back, the air reeked of mildewed shit, and my ears burned from whispered babble, likely
“look at the white boy” jokes in a glottally-constricted or clicky-pitched language that was
a million miles removed from even McDonaldʼs and Starbucks. I smiled. Rule #27 of the
missionary handbook: blend in with the indigenous population.
“How much time. Have you. Been waiting?” I asked one of the “clickys” while pointing at
my watch, then him, and then his chair. Without a word, he got up and moved to the
other side of the room. Didnʼt even look at me. None of the travelers looked at me. Only
the guards looked at me. I took the seat and just as my back started to enjoy it—
“Christian!” I whipped my head around towards a new guard brandishing a scarier
machine gun and a fancier army uniform. “Iʼm the manager,” he barked. “Come with me.
Now.”
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Hangman | Ope Olumʼdegun
It baffles me that he wonʼt stop crying, even after the priest has absolved him of his sins
and his hands have been tied to his back. Not tied to each other and hanging above his
ass; I mean tied together and strapped to his lumbar with a triple braided nylon rope,
which also pulls in his potbelly like a crunch belt. He is naked from the waist up; the
rope strains each time he inhales; dark tracks crisscross his belly; the dried blood has
tinted the dirty rope a shade darker.
He is my four hundred and sixty-second, and perhaps the ninth that I have no remorse
for. If youʼre so stupid you canʼt commit a real crime in this land without getting caught,
you deserve to be hung upside down and have your head clubbed till it turns into batter.
His leg chains make an eerie rattle as I guide him up the steps, his head swinging back
and forth with every third syllable of his unimpressive dirge. I look down at my hands –
throbbing and aching and unforgiving. My fist folds around the blindfold and the pain
sears through.
I just wish heʼd stop wailing like a mourner.
Sharap! the warden yells at him.
My sentiments exactly. The ones before him were all sober at this point.
He quiets down.
What is so sad about being escorted to the gallows like a champion? The warden
continues. Itʼs like early retirement. Leave sorrow to the living.
Better yet, to your executioner.
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Photostory
To view our new Photostory format, visit www.outsideinmagazine.com and click on
Issue Thirteen. This monthʼs topic is A Smile From A Stranger.
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