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PROSE
The Chicken Did Not Die 
“No se murio la gallina”

Alicia Alvarez-Schlesinger

A little girl of four years and four months old was told by her 
grandmother (as the child lay down for her siesta) that “Abuelita” would not 
be gone long at the marketplace, where she had to go and buy vegetables 
for the chicken soup dinner. No sooner was Abuelita out of sight, into the 
horse drawn carriage, down the steep cobblestone ramp gone, disappearing 
in the distance where only a trail of dust remained. Suddenly the little girl 
got up, ran outside to the far corner of the backyard where the animals were 
kept. She abruptly grabbed by the neck a half-sleeping yellow chicken. The 
chicken tried to squawk. Struggling, it lifted one leg up and grabbed hold 
of the little girl’s right arm that held it so tightly by the throat. Its claws dug 
deep, drawing blood and almost freeing itself. But the little girl quickly 
grasped the chicken with both hands, squeezing ever harder to try and pull it 
away from her body, so she could twirl it up and around in the air and snap 
its neck. But Abuelita did it with such ease and facility many times over and 
over again she thought. With one claw still deep in the right arm and the 
other clinging onto the upper torso of her body, digging deep into the chest, 
tearing-ripping the dress, drawing blood. The relentless little girl looked like 
an archer that lost her arrow, desperately casting about for it. She started 
running frantically through the backyard, banging the chicken hard against 
the trees. First the kumquat tree, then the lemon tree, avocado tree and last 
the mango tree. With tears in her eyes, supplicating, she asked, “Why won’t 
you die? Please die.” She turned quickly, tripped and fell into a puddle of 
dirty water. Exhausted, releasing from her hands a limp, semi-alive chicken 
that laid motionless with its pink slender tongue thrust outward to the  side 
of its beak, panting. The defeated, crying little girl ran inside the house, “It’s 
my siesta time and the chicken did not die.” She cried herself to sleep.
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Sin Titulo – Without Title
Alicia Alvarez-Schlesinger

In the sandy, dusty roads of Pueblo Chiquito lived an older dark 
man who wore baggy pants made of gunny-sack and tied with rope around 
his thin flat waist. His ribbed, sleeveless T-shirt, no longer white but gray 
with time, exposed his long brown bony, leathery arms with hands as big 
and wide as an open fan and fingers longer than any spider legs I had ever 
seen. He was a man of few words who stood quietly. Flung behind his 
back, suspended from an old thin rope, was his guitar. He wandered slowly 
down the road and sat himself down under a mango tree or any tree that 
shadowed him from the scorching sun. There he played for hours while the 
Pueblo took its siesta. The music was like nothing I had ever heard. Most 
music we heard was in church, requiems for funerals, organ and choral 
music for different occasions. But this music took me where I had never 
been before. He commenced playing, singing softly to himself with patterns 
of lyrical rhythms, using melodic chords that ranged from high to so very 
low, fleetingly rapid and then slow adagio. Suddenly he would break into a 
“cante jondo,” and the vivacity of his rhythms crescendo into an exhilarating 
form of “flamenco.” It was as if he was trying to expose the wounds of his 
life through his music. When the pueblo awoke from its siesta, some people 
would whistle or hum one of his tunes as if it was “The Popular Tune of the 
Day,” and go about their daily lives not so emotionally affected. “What is it 
called?” They would ask. “Without Title,” he answered. But for me his music 
changed, captured and seduced me for the rest of my life. Silenced me into 
deep thought at an early age of four and a half years old. Wondering why it 
stirred so many unexplained emotions; this was the most memorable solo 
piece of music I had ever heard. I will forever be a prisoner of “La Guitara” 
and an aficionada of “Flamenco.” “Musica sin Titulo,” music “Without Title,” 
played by the Tall Dark Old Man with hands and fingers as big and wide as 
an open fan. The Tall Dark Old Man from Cuba.
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Saima and The Eternal Crystal
Briana Geary

Koit squinted out the window from his cold soulless castle. A coal 
black vapor bled through his windows, drafting an icy chill throughout the 
room. Mother Nature appeared in the doorway. Her glossy red hair billowed 
to the stone floor. He glanced at her slim figure. Koit then looked up at 
her heart shaped face, and her bright green eyes stared back at him, full of 
resentment. She wore a long dress made of crooked tree branches and lilies, 
her tiara of coral colored lilies sat delicately on top of her head.

“She’s building the army, Dawn. Saima is going after the Eternal 
Crystal.” Mother Nature said softly. She gently put her hand on Koit’s 
shoulder and squeezed it fondly.

“I’ll destroy it, like I always have.” Koit replied fiercely. Mother Nature 
sighed; she paced around the room, looking through Koit’s vast bookshelf.

“It’s not fair of you to hoard all the books Koit.” She said, pulling a 
large red leather bound volume from the bookshelf. “You should donate 
them to my library. I’ll keep them all safe.”

“You need to tell me where the crystal is. It’s rightfully mine.” Koit 
said venomously. Mother Nature shook her head, the small crystal in her 
tiara jingling.

“It belongs to the old you, Dawn.” 

“Don’t call me that!” Mother Nature put the book down in front of 
Koit and flipped through the pages. She clucked her tongue.

“You also shouldn’t keep these magic books from the fairies. They 
have no control over their powers.”

“Good, they shouldn’t be allowed to control their powers when I can’t 
even use my own!” Koit ran his fingers through his tousled hair. Mother 
Nature pulled a wand made of tree branches from her skirt. She waved the 
wand in small circular motions. The dark room was soon filled with light. 
Koit flinched, covering his eyes with his hands.

“Knock it off!” Koit said angrily.

“Ah you’re so over dramatic Dawn, you act as if you are younger 
than my son.” Mother Nature said. She waved her wand once more, gracing 
the room with an abundant of bright red roses, vibrant purple lilacs and 
sunflowers that stood to the ceiling.
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“I don’t care about the young Prince! Stop decorating my home!” 
Koit glared, he waved his hand, flakes of darkness swirling from his palm. 
The darkness wafted into the air, hooking onto the budding flowers, causing 
them to wilt, their color deteriorating to a pale muddy brown.

“My poor flowers.” Mother Nature sighed, as she looked at Koit. 
“Must you always pick on those weaker than you?” Koit glared at her, his 
eyes cooling to charcoal irises. 

“They all deserve it, Mother.” She sighed, shaking her head sadly.

“Tis not true Dawn.” Koit turned his back to her, stomping from the 
room; he walked down a hallway carved of black Granite. He grimaced when 
he could make out the faint echoes of Mother Nature’s delicate footsteps 
trailing behind him. He stomped to his throne room, sitting upon his throne 
of deep ruby red velvet, which had onyx trimming sewed into the border. 
She stood in front of him and reached her hand forward, stroking his hair. 
Koit quickly slapped her hand away gruffly. She winced, holding her hand 
delicately.

“It wasn’t their fault! Stop blaming everyone for what her mother did 
to you!” Mother Nature pleaded. “Send the darkness away, it has already 
caused a delay with the blooming of flowers around the land.” Koit shook his 
head, as he smirked to himself.

“Will my precious son be included in her army?” Mother Nature’s 
eyes grew wide.

“Listen to me, Koit. You will not harm my son.”

“Where’s my crystal, then?” Koit questioned. Koit crossed his arms 
over his chest. 

“I have no idea, Dawn.”  Mother Nature replied. Koit’s dark eyes lit 
up, casting an eerie glow upon his long face. “You cannot continue to storm 
through my land and kill my people.”

“They are not your people, they’re her people.” Koit hissed. Mother 
Nature sighed; she walked over to one of the windows, unhooked the metal 
lock and swung the window open. She gazed into the darkness, and watched 
as it floated through the sky, colliding with clouds, injecting them with their 
cruelty. “Perhaps we could help each other, dear Mother.” 

“I think not, keep your dark magic off my nature.” Koit narrowed his 
eyes at her. 

“You think I’m afraid of you and your dirt?” Koit sneered.
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“No I do not, or else you wouldn’t be harming my nature! But you 
are afraid Koit, and it will come back to bite you I promise!” Mother Nature 
shouted. Koit glared down at her, he stomped his feet on the ground. 

“Get out now!” Koit screamed, he snapped his eyes shut.

Ravens now! Koit commanded. Mother Nature grabbed hold of Koit’s 
hand.

“Koit!” She screamed. The castle walls began to shake as thousands 
of Raven’s flew through the windows, shattering the glass into millions of 
spheres that shot through the air, nearly hitting Koit.
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Oroitz’s Memory Box
Emma Lee

Otoiz’s shop was always full of people in winter. Each customer gave 
him the memories that would make them whole again. They left, sometimes 
more broken than before. Winter was a time of remembrance, of longing, 
after all.

I stayed in the back of the room and watched the line of customers 
dwindle. Wind rushed in each time the door opened. A cracked locket was 
dropped into Oroitz’s hand. “Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer” filled the 
shop, played on the tarnished record player in the corner. Later, Oroitz told 
me the record contained the first memory he received.

After finishing their business with Oroitz, most customers would 
leave. Some would stay, drawn into the shop. Wooden floors creaked, 
making me feel like I was on the deck of a ship. Customers treated 
everything in the shop as if it were made of ice—they grazed their fingertips 
along the walls, even stepped gingerly on the floor as if it would shatter 
under them.  People sat on burgundy cushions that were scattered around 
the room. Lamps with stands made of zebras, lions, dolphins, snakes and 
other creatures sat on every surface. I relaxed on a cushion. Feet aching.

A young girl was next. Oroitz loomed over her, his tattered cloak 
whispering against the floor like crow feathers. At first I thought her fingers 
were burned, they were so black.  She dropped a sticky lollipop stick into 
his palm, leaving a grey streak behind. Not burned, then. Soot. She was a 
street urchin like me. I watched as the adults in line narrowed their eyes. The 
woman standing behind her even covered her nose with a handkerchief

Oroitz closed his fingers over the stick. He never smiled as he patted 
her head. I couldn’t imagine Oroitz hanging out with the other boys that 
gathered on the street, passing a cigarette back and forth. He moved so 
slowly, like he was starting to transform into a statue, and had to fight it. 

“How old are you?” I asked him later. We were sitting on cushions 
and I had told him a joke. Instead of making him laugh, his face remained 
motionless. I’d thought for sure this would make him laugh, or at least smile.

“I’ve lost count,” he said.

Oroitz put a gentle hand on the girl’s back. “You may go,” he said to 
the woman. Oroitz’s face was smooth. I wondered if that was a sign of youth. 
His features were small, not small enough to be mistaken as a woman’s, but 
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not full and large enough to be a man’s. The woman blinked at him. Held out 
a diamond ring. Oroitz shook his head. “You can keep that.”

The woman stomped out of the shop.

Oroitz gestured to one of the cushions and the girl sat down. He 
disappeared into the back of the shop, behind a purple curtain. He returned 
a moment later with a bowl of soup and handed it to the girl.

Lifting the bowl, she set it in her lap, then raised it to her lips. Tendrils 
of steam, like dragon’s breath, floated up from the soup. The girl jerked her 
head back after the first sip and blew on it once. She slurped it all down.

The line became shorter and shorter. Customers dropped picture 
frames, broken pens, mirrors, and envelopes all into Oroitz’s palm. 
Sometimes he would offer someone a seat, sometimes he would step behind 
the purple curtain and return with a new coat, new shoes... But only if the 
customer didn’t have any of those things.

The lamps grew brighter as the sunlight faded. A new line of 
customers appeared, customers that could now handle their memories, 
needed them back. They stepped in front of Oroitz, palms up and cupped. 
One by one, Oroitz placed a matchbox, a book, a picture frame back into 
their palms.

I left with the last person in line.

I wasn’t supposed to know what Oroitz did with them. The next night, 
I broke in after the shop closed, hoping to lie on the wooden floor or curl 
up on a cushion, maybe steal a lamp. I was supposed to be gone once dawn 
breached the windows.

But the stairs were too inviting. I stepped up and up, testing the 
pressure of each step before I rested my weight on it. There was only a short 
hallway and one door. A door with rosy light shining under it. A door that 
was open just enough so a thin ray of that light could escape. I bent on one 
knee, easing the door open.

Oroitz sat on a purple cushion. A tin box rested on his lap. His fingers 
moved too swift for me to get a good look at them, moved like shadows that 
you see out of the corner of your eye.

One after the other: a baby shoe, a purple heart, a grey teacup… 
Oroitz lifted the people’s memories out of the box. He brought them up to 
eye-level, staring at each one. Sometimes he put one on the left, some on the 
right. He looked like an automaton that could only move his hands. I’m not 
sure he even blinked.
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Oroitz lifted the baby shoe from the right pile and held it under his 
chin. The shoe was cream white, dotted with little red flowers. A price tag 
dangled from it. As he held it, blue light emanated from the shoe. He opened 
his mouth and the light curled and twisted, flowing into his mouth.

Oroitz’s lips twitched and his eyebrows rose. He smiled, the beginning 
of a grin. Like when you catch a glimpse of a long lost friend from across the 
room.
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Snails
Kristian Sloan

When I was baby, my parents moved to Singapore for some reason. 
Singapore used to be a tropical island but by the time I lived there it was 
city. While most of Singapore’s rain forest is now gone, some the animals 
that used to live in it have stubbornly adapted to the concrete environment. 
One may find a ten foot boa constrictor in a dumpster behind a restaurant, 
or come home to a monitor lizard chewing up the couch. In our house we 
had little green geckos. I used to sit underneath the dinner table and try 
to catch them as they sprinted up and down the wooden legs. In the back 
yard I could find snails that had shells that were as big as my hands. These 
snails had pointed spiral shells, similar to a conch. There were the smaller 
snails with round shells as well but I did not find those as interesting. I could 
hold the shells of the large ones and watch their bellies retreat inside the 
shriveling gray lips along the edge of their bodies.  That is my most vivid 
memory of living in Singapore. 

Like most people, I’ve had many forgettable encounters with snails 
throughout my life. Most of the time I meet a snail it is after I have already 
stepped on it accidentally. Stepping on snails is never a pleasant experience. 
The sound of the shell cracking makes me cringe and the mess left on the 
bottom of my shoe is disgusting. Sometimes, I’m unlucky enough to step 
on a snail while walking barefoot and the shards of the shell will penetrate 
my foot. It’s the snail’s tiny act of revenge before its untimely end. Another 
negative experience I have had with a snail was when I was in elementary 
school. One of my classmates found a snail in the school-yard and thought it 
would be funny if placed it on the mouth of the drinking fountain for a few 
minutes. He did not feel the need to tell me he did so until after I had drank 
from said fountain. It was a disgusting joke, and thinking about drinking 
water laced with snail mucus still gives me a vile feeling in my mouth.  

When I was a toddler in Singapore, I had a little red wagon which I 
would fill up with all the snails I could find in the back yard. I thought they 
like me, for their lives must have been so boring before I bothered them. 
One day my parents and some friends were talking on the front porch in 
the blazing heat. I took my red wagon around to the back yard to catch 
some snails to impress everyone. I found two big ones and three small ones. 
I decided that the two big ones were mother and father and the three little 
ones were their children. I took my wagon around to where the adults were 
sitting and I sat down on the porch and peeled the snails out of my wagon 
to display them. I tried to explain to the adults that the two big ones were 
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the parents and the three little ones were the children. I was congratulated, 
as usual, by grown ups who probably did not understand my three-year-old 
English. I sat there and listened to the adults talk while I watched the snail 
family sit still on the porch. When they’re left alone, snails don’t look like 
living creatures, its only when you touch them do they resemble something 
that may be alive. Eventually, my dad stood up to get something to drink 
and he accidentally stepped on one of the large snails with his bare foot. I 
immediately screamed and my mother wrapped her arms around me while 
I sobbed frantically. My mom tried to comfort me by saying we could find 
another large snail to replace the now broken one, but I knew that it wouldn’t 
be the same. The family of snails was ruined.

A few years later my family moved back to California where I could 
not find anymore big snails. The small ones with round shells seemed to still 
be hiding among the plants in our backyard, but the were not as fun to play 
with, especially after my father taught my how to catch lizards. A few years 
later, I must have been seven or eight-years-old, I was playing basketball 
against my dad in our driveway. We had a hoop above the garage. The 
garage door was open and my mom was in there doing something. I noticed 
that beneath the hoop, at the base of the garage, there was a snail. It was 
sitting still, as they do, and I was concerned that it may be crushed by the 
ball. However, I did not have the nerve to stop our game to rescue it. Sure 
enough, I put one through the hope and the ball fell to crush the innocent 
snail. I tried to put the sound of the snail’s shell cracking out of mind but I 
couldn’t. I tried to forget about the snail because it was just a worthless snail, 
but that didn’t work either. The only thing I could allow myself to think was 
that the snail had maybe survived. 

After the game was over I could not find the snail. In and act of 
desperate thinking, I believed it had slid away to safety. I decided to ask my 
mom, who was in the garage, if she saw what happened to it. I tried to sound 
as uninterested in the snail’s life as I could, wording the question as if I was 
just curious about where it went. However, when I asked my mom, “Do you 
know what happened to that snail?” My voice came out high pitched and 
shaky. It was clear that I was worried about its life, and that I knew it was 
dead. My mom told me she didn’t see the snail and tried to comfort me as I 
held back tears. That night I could not sleep. I went into my parents’ room 
and pretended that I was having nightmares. My mom saw through me and 
asked if I was worried about the snail. I couldn’t say yes or no, but I think 
I started crying. My mom told me that the snail was very lucky to have 
somebody who cared about it and she said the snail was in Snail Heaven. 
Neither my mom or I were religious but hearing that made me feel slightly 
better, as the promise of heaven always does. When I fell asleep I had a 
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dream about snail heaven. I was in a dark tunnel which was illuminated 
by a giant glowing snail with a mouth and eyes on top of his feelers. He 
told me in a deep voice that I was in snail heaven, and that the little snail I 
accidentally killed was there too. This is all true.

Now that it’s spring, the snails are back and I accidentally killed one 
again. It happened in the morning as I was walking my dog in a field during 
the sun rise. It was a beautiful morning, the field had new poppy flowers and 
seals were barking in the nearby ocean. The harmony skid to a halt when I 
heard the sound of a snail cracking beneath my shoe. After lifting my foot 
and apologizing to what remained of it, I once again tried to put the death 
of a snail out of my mind but it would not let me be. I know that this means 
I’m a kind person, but it is difficult to function as a human being if my day is 
ruined every time I accidentally kill something.   
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Little Green
Xiao Xiao

Locust Tree Hutong had been a serene neighborhood in Beijing. 
Every morning the residents woke up to birds chirping on the locust trees. 
Chess lovers played Chinese chess in the hutong – the narrow alley between 
the courtyard houses – with several bystanders observing. Five years ago, 
the neighborhood changed when a new business complex was erected one 
block outside Locust Tree Hutong. More suits and ties appeared in the 
neighborhood. Some families rented out rooms to the young professionals 
while others turned their courtyard houses into hotels.  The rest set up food 
stands in the hutong to sell soy milk and buns in the morning. You would 
rarely see onlookers surrounding two chess players now. Everyone here was 
talking about one thing: Locust Tree Hutong would be demolished soon for 
the developing of new Beijing. 

It was a summer morning. The red door of a courtyard house was 
pushed opened from the inside. Out walked an old man, carrying an empty 
birdcage. The neighbors called him Old Lin. He wore a straw hat, his back 
slightly hunched and his gray hair combed to the back. Age had carved two 
deep lines on his forehead. His white short-sleeve shirt hung loose over his 
navy blue polyester pants. No wind. Cicadas shouted “too hot” up in the 
locust trees. Lin looked between the courtyard houses, behind the food 
stands, and up in the locust trees. Once in a while, he called loudly, “Little 
Green! Come home!” 

Little Green was a parrot, who had been Lin’s best companion after 
his wife, Yue, died ten years ago. When Lin first saw Little Green at the bird 
market, he was instantly stunned by her beauty. Her body was covered with 
bright green feathers. Her curved red beak matched the red circle around 
her eyes. In a high-pitched sweet voice, Little Green greeted Lin “Ni hao!” 
(Hello!). Right then right there, Lin made the biggest purchase decision 
in his life. He left and soon came back with 6,000 yuan, his three-month 
stipend, and took Little Green home. 

Little Green didn’t like cold weather, so Lin stayed home with her by 
the stove in winter. He taught Little Green many new words, such as: “hao” 
(good),” “bu hao” (not good), “leng” (cold), “e le” (hungry), and “zao shang 
hao” (good morning). 

In summer, for the past ten years, Lin carried Little Green in a 
birdcage to the bird market to meet his bird-loving friends every morning. 
On the way to the market, Little Green cheerfully greeted every passerby 
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“Zao shang hao!” The market was swamped with bird lovers. Some of them 
were first timers, some were experienced and willing to give a lecture to the 
newcomers at any minute. A variety of birds were chirping from birdcages 
hung on both sides of the alley. With his friends surrounding him, Lin let 
Little Green stand on his straw hat. Little Green greeted the crowd, “Dajia 
Hao!” (“Hello everyone!”) One time Little Green suddenly shouted, “Da 
bizi! Da bizi!” (“Big nose! Big nose!”) Everyone turned and saw a European-
looking man nearby. Everyone laughed, including that foreigner who 
understood Chinese. A man in the crowd offered Lin 20,000 yuan for Little 
Green. Lin said, “Little Green is not for sale.”  

“Little Green! Come home!” Old Lin’s desperate voice echoed in the 
hutong. He couldn’t believe that Little Green was gone. Yesterday, Lin’s seven 
year old granddaughter, Xiao Yu, took Little Green to the courtyard to let 
her fly. She had read a story about a caged bird who longed to fly freely in 
the sky. Little Green had been let out before and had never flown away. But 
yesterday, the sudden loud noise from the construction site nearby scared 
her. She flew to the roof and then after another loud noise, Little Green was 
nowhere to be seen. They all thought Little Green would return home before 
it was dark. But she didn’t. 

“Little Green! Come home!” Lin stopped where the hutong ended. 
The world outside the hutong made him dizzy. A wide bustling street was 
filled with cars, buses, electric bicycles, tricycles, a few bicycles, and people. 
People were everywhere. The new subway station was on the left and the 
business complex was on the right. Two blocks down, a new shopping mall 
was under construction. Several cranes were busy transporting building 
materials to the scaffoldings. As the contemporary saying goes, the crane is 
China’s new “national bird.” Lin had an urge to cry.

In the past fifty years, nobody had ever seen Lin cry, not even when 
his parents died. Nor when his wife died, nor when he received a notice 
informing him that he had to move to give room for new Beijing. He had a 
high tolerance towards life because he had survived the Japanese invasion, 
the Great Famine, and the Cultural Revolution. In the past two decades, the 
economic miracle in China had made him proud. It was the beginning of 
the new millennium. China could finally have a say in the world again, but 
then the world moved too fast for him to grasp and nobody cared what he 
thought or how he felt. 

Across the street, a group of young people were gathering in the new 
park with their expensive bicycles. They wore helmets and tight cycling 
outfits. When did riding bikes become fashionable? He remembered when 
he was a math teacher in a local middle school. He rode his old black bicycle 
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to school alongside Yue, who was an English teacher, every day. In the 
narrow street outside Locust Tree Hutong, they joined hundreds of other 
bike riders. The “ding-ling-ling” sound of the bike bells was a collective 
composition of the morning symphony. Lin looked at Yue; her face looked 
beautiful in the golden sunlight, and her short black hair danced with 
the breeze. They first met in the street when everyone in Beijing was out 
celebrating the surrender of the Japanese army in August 1945. He was 20. 
She was 19. That day, she wore a green Qipao that fit her elegantly. 

“Little Green! Come home!” Lin turned back and walked home. It was 
almost noon. In front of his house, he sighed and pushed the red door open. 
It was a typical Siheyuan – a traditional courtyard house – in Beijing. Three 
families shared this courtyard. Lin’s house faced the red door, the south, and 
the other two families faced each other. A tall locust tree stood by Lin’s living 
room window. 

Lin’s family had lived in Locust Tree Hutong since the Qing 
Dynasty when his grandfather arrived with his starving family escaping 
from the famine in the North. Lin himself was now a grandfather with six 
grandchildren. When the grandchildren visited him, they were always busy 
texting or playing video games, except Xiao Yu, who loved to read books.  

Lin put the birdcage on the black wooden table and sat down. The 
image of him with his head down reflected on the sunglasses by the birdcage. 
Lin stared at the empty birdcage for a long time. It was a redwood-colored 
bamboo birdcage. The handle on the top was real redwood, carved with a 
dragon on one side and a phoenix on the other. A week ago, in that birdcage, 
Little Green said “Happy birthday!” to Lin at his 75th birthday in front of his 
relatives and friends. Xiao Yu had taught her those words.  

Lin took off his straw hat. As his fingertips touched the claw marks 
that Little Green had left on the edge of the hat, tears rolled down his thin 
cheeks. He might never see Little Green again! The whole neighborhood 
would be demolished within a week. How could Little Green find her way 
home? He felt a pang in his heart as if it were being pinched from the inside.

Lin looked around and his eyes landed on Yue’s framed photo, which 
stood on the shrine table against the north wall. She was smiling. Lin walked 
towards her and began to sob like a child. All the tears he had held inside 
for the past fifty years were pouring out like water rushing through a broken 
dike. 

The sun was gone now. The empty birdcage was waiting in the dark.
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POETRY
Disambiguation

Stephen Galiani

Walking the dog 

In the neighborhood

Sky bluing

Sun gawking

Apartments arising

Trees greening 

Houses inviting 

Palms waving

Medleys of autos

Pavement shimmering

Fences staggering 

Hedges spattered purple and red

Then the church

What’s God doing in there
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Charnel Ground
Stephen Galiani

This would be the perfect place

to die:

to collapse upon my favorite path

beside the muddy rushing creek.

Soft spring rains would cleanse my body

and the crows could conduct the service,

dancing and chanting and cawing to all.

Perhaps a pair of puddle ducks would pause

on their way across to build a nest in the salt marsh,

preparing to bring new life into the dharma

even as this tired old one departs.

My other friends might also stop by—

the geese, gulls, sparrows and jays—

to pay their final respects with a nervous peck or two.

Only the turkey vultures would hang back,

red waddles bobbing,

patiently waiting for the service to end,

my soul to depart,

and my corpse to properly ripen,

ready to consummate 

my perfect sky burial.
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Little Bug
Shauna Gamble

The things I wonder 

About little creatures like you

Do you have a name, personality and feelings?

I like to believe you do

I like to think you are as human as I

And I as bug as you

And the Cynics Shall Inherit the Earth
RJ Hongisto

Papal plea for peace

With prayer white doves released

Savaged by black crows
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The Gazelles
Carrie Goldstone

Gazelles (they) are easily recognizable

By their slender legs and long necks, 

In their fawn-colored leggings

And sheer shirts.

Branded by Lululemon or La Perla 

Or Yves Saint Laurent.

They smell as sweet as Light Blue

That saccharine scent drifting 

Through summer’s air. 

It reminds me I am hungry, 

I am starving,

I need to eat.

The gazelles are appreciated

For their grace, 

And their fluid movements, 

Skipping and stotting

To avoid their predators,

Their eyes, big and sweet and innocent.

They are easily recognizable 

By their vacant expressions,

By their need to be in a group,

(A clique, a cohort.)

By their tendency to get swept along,

By the herd.
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Although gregarious, with their mouths 

Formed in an ever-slight smile,

Gazelles (They) are small-brained mammals.

(They) cannot form lasting adult relationships.

When resources decline, the herd 

Breaks up.

In truth, they may be pretty,

In their beautiful (Burberry) coats

But I would never want to be

At the dining table with them,

Unless they were to be served on the menu

At brunch.
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Christmas Eve
Shauna Gamble

I lie in your lap

Weightlessly

My legs too short to reach the ground-

Slowly rocking back and forth

In an aged wooden chair

Smells of crisp pine and kindled logs

Warm, smooth air envelops my face

Nothing 

But the crackling fire

And your precarious breathes

The feel of your heart beat against my ear

Softly stroking my hair with your delicate fingers

As I drift away

Into a deep sleep
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Grandmother
Lynne Celeste González

You’ll never see

The color of hair

The hue of eye

The length of lash

You’ll never feel

The warm touch

The pride

The joy

You’ll never have

The visits

The drawings

The cards

You’ll never hear

The questions

The laughter

The endearments

You’ll never know

The turn of wit

Or the hint of you

In the sight of me

You’ll never touch

The skin of silk

The baby tears

My heart

For when you gave

My mother up,

You missed out

On loving me.
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Mothers
Annie Heth

Once I was trapped 

beneath the earth

drinking mud and growing roots 

preparing to stretch

into daylight.

Now I am here and joy is the quenching rain

sadness is forgotten violet petals

quietness falls from the sky as

darkness puts me to rest.

Soon my seeds 

will drop to dust.

Winter will wear them down

and thrust them below the mud

so they can thrive.
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Cape Cod
Annie Heth

Old bones rattle in the salt wind

crushing me with their weight.

Rhythmic waves crash into my mind

peeling back memories with the tide.

The sand is cool 

and alive.

We sat here together, once 

innocent shadows of ourselves.

I rested my head on your chest 

as we studied the November sky,

wondering who we could become

salty and desperate

to live and to love

on these ancient shores.

In the cloak of night

gleaming water

chases the swollen moon.

The summer frogs chirp

an everlasting 

ringing in my ears. 

A part of me is always here.

I leave it behind

eternally incomplete and

impeccably broken.
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Eleventh Inning Game
Yeshua Maldonado

The hot midsummer day is now warm, still.

Whole families! Sitting on green chairs

With empty beer cups under a crystalline sky.

Babies sleeping in their mothers’ arms—

Husbands, arms crossed, stare at the box score:

Away 1, Home 0, bottom eleventh, two outs, two strikes.

The full moon watches from its seat over the bay. 

Seagulls circle the ballpark waiting to feast.

Angry fans curse and leave, 

People depart to avoid traffic,

But the faithful remain seated 

Hoping for extra innings.

The bleachers start a heartbeat, 

The crowd stomp their feet in unison,

Creating a vibration like a heard of Buffalo running 

Across the Plains, faster and louder until the pitch.
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A crack of a bat—silence; home run. 

Roars and cheers fill the stadium.

The babies wake up.

I imagine the seagulls hovering over us

Think we are crazy. A bunch of humans

Pleased to be seated for hours, moved uniformly

By a spirit which delights them. Some glide 

Onto empty seats, and poke at nacho cheese, 

They get it. The game continues.

Players replenish their cups with Lethe Water.

I sit next to my father

Smiling down at me.

It has been ages, but feels no longer than a day.

Everyone’s hair has turned gray.
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Peaches
Stefan Meholick

It’s still raining in Wrotham

As her father steps out of the car

And prepares to speak.

Even as he stands there

Rain soaking through

His charcoal black blazer,

The papers speculate

About what had happened.

Accidental overdose?

Suicide?

Or,

Health complications

Due to a diet 

Of nothing but juiced vegetables?

It had to be something.

She was only 25.

Did it have to do with her family?

A family that had been,

Fractured by tragedy 

And loss.

Mom left dad

For the brooding rock star.

Then came the messy public divorce.

Cameras,

Parked outside her home.
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The rock star hangs himself

In a penthouse suite

And 3 years later

Her mother…

Her Mum ODs on heroin.

She remembered her father,

Rushing past the gauntlet of reporters

Squeezing her hand

Tightly.

Her father remembers too,

As he stands

His hand pressing

Into the side of his face

As the rain continues to fall

Soaking deeper into his clothes. 

She was only 11

When Mum died.

The papers said that

The day after it happened

She went to school

And she didn’t cry.

Not even a tear.

Then

14 years later,

Five days ago

She posted a picture 

Of her Mum and herself
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To Instagram.

As she looked down at the photo

Her hands trembled

And a single tear

Fell between their faces

Glimmering 

As it spread across the pixels

Distorting the image beneath.

That picture was taken when she was 2.

She wore a red polka dot dress

With a red bow tied into her golden hair.

Despite her age

She looked knowingly at the camera.

Mom wore a blue bow

Tangled into her peroxide platinum hair.

She can be seen

Encouraging her daughter

To face the camera.

By the time she had posted that photo

Peaches had children of her own,

And a loving husband

And a TV show

And lots of friends

And everything to live for.

And then,

In a moment,

Everything was in the past tense.
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Now, 

Her father faces the cameras

Again.

Eyes still red-rimmed

Voice still raw

Heart still torn

He speaks about his daughter,

He speaks about Peaches

As he looks into the cameras.

She’s not a story.

She’s not a cautionary tale.

She’s not supposed to make you feel better

Deep inside

As an example of how,

Even the beautiful

And the wealthy

Suffer too.

She was a friend.

She was a wife.

She was a daughter.

She was the world

To those that loved her.

She was a world in herself.

Her father continues

His voice gravelly

Choked by tears

Barely above a whisper. 
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“She was the wildest, cleverest, wittiest.”

Was.

“She was a beautiful child.”

Was.

He winces as he says the word,

Was.

He draws a slow deep breath and continues

“Her sons Astala and Phaedra

Will always belong in our family,

Fractured so often

But never broken.”

It’s still raining in Wrotham

As her father sits in his car

Suit soaked through

Watching the water bead on the windshield

Before a swipe of the wiper blade

Clears everything away

For the briefest moment,

Before the process begins again.

(In memory of Peaches Geldof 1989-2014)
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Where She Is Now
James Tipton

Between two redwoods

 view of the bay 

 and the mountain

 a bird calls

 sun on my face

 wisps of cloud

 

sunset glazed on the bay

 as we drive west, towards the mountain,

 glint of gold

 

 through the cloud-door by the peak

 twilight winter breeze.
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Riding With Ludwig
James Tipton

The darkness is made of mist

and rain and I drive relentlessly 

deeper and deeper into it.

I have stopped behind taillights

reflected in the asphalt, with green

and yellow shining crisscross

on the black road.  Now only

far red blurs of other cars;

pale headlights: fish eyes, luminous

underwater, coming from the other direction.

The world has receded and only

this night and I, alone in my car

going north, going north, exist.

Memory is a phantom that crosses

through my brain and is gone.

One whom I love and who has died

visits my thoughts and is gone.

There is a mystery I love 

as the night deepens.  How is it

that this moment, propped on all

the others, has its sway, then too,

vanishes in the mist

that settles all else down

to the bare essentials of moment

and moment passing and ancient days

stacked on one another,
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yet knowing no chronology:

the comfort of all times as one

flooding in with the unceasing

rain on the windshield.

Then Beethoven comes on the radio —

strident, confident movements

that accompany the downpour,

throbbing bass notes of the past,

the steady stream of the present,

and I’m riding with Ludwig

on and on into the night.
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ART

Blackie’s pasture  |  Stefan Meholick

Ukraine  |  Stefan Meholick
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Scribbles

Linda Enders

San Pedro Road  |  Stefan Meholick
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Rhinoceron  |  Meg Regelous

Le Cour (left); Love Sees Not with the Eyes (right)  |  Meg Regelous
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Charcoal Selfie

Mary Sage      

Study for the Black Cat 2

Meg Regelous
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AUTHOR BIOGRAPHIES
Meg Regelous
My name is Meg Regelous, I am studying ceramics and jewelry/metal 
crafting this semester...  I have studied drawing, painting, printmaking, 
sculpture and ballet as well as English French and astronomy.  

My inspirations include Edward Munch, Joseph Cornell, Beatrix Potter and 
Albrecht Durer. (to name a few)

Alicia Alvarez-Schlesinger
I am a current student at College of Marin. I am not a staff and I have lived 
in Mill Valley for 25 yrs. I am associated with the English Department 
.Books that influenced my life are Moby Dick & The Brothers Karamazov. 
Some of my favorite authors are Federico Garcia Lorca and Ruben Dario. I 
am going to College of Marin & will continue with Reading & Writing. The 
kind of writing I want to do is like vignettes like those of “telling stories” of 
Joyce Carol Oates. Additional information about myself: I just turned 70 
last Halloween, 2013. I am a retired nurse from the City & County of San 
Francisco Jail Health Services (Sheriff ’s Department). I lived in Espana & 
Nicaragua (Born) raised in my teens in San Francisco, Ca. I graduated from 
City College of S.F. with an AA degree & my Nursing License. And now 
in the Autumn-Winter of my life, I am recollecting memories of my early 
childhood; events that profoundly changed & impacted the fears, discipline 
and tolerance in my life. Writing exposes to me where and how I came to be 
today.

Stephen Galiani
This summer I will be joining the staff of the Emeritus College as instructor 
of a new course titled “A Poetic Journey: The Pleasures Of Reading and 
Writing Poetry” in the Community Education Program at the College of 
Marin; I am also currently a student at COM, working towards a certificate 
in French.  I hold an M.F.A. in Writing (University of San Francisco) and 
an M.A. in Humanities (Dominican University of California).  My poetry 
has been published in a variety of small press publications, both print and 
online. 
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James Tipton
I’ve taught literature, composition, and creative writing at COM for 20 years.  
I have a B.A. and M.A. in English, emphasis creative writing, and a Ph.D. 
in English literature from U.C. Davis, where I worked with pulitzer-prize 
winning poet Gary Snyder and the feminist critic Sandra Gilbert (who’s also 
a fine poet).  I’ve published poems and stories in California Quarterly, Blue 
Unicorn, Literature & Psychology, and others. My historical fiction, Annette 
Vallon, A Novel of the French Revolution (HarperCollins, 2008) was a San 
Francisco Chronicle bestseller and a Barnes & Noble Discover Pick.  I had a 
job singing in the San Francisco Opera Chorus for 8 years.

Yeshua Maldonado
I’m a current student at College of Marin majoring in English. My favorite 
book is The Stranger by Albert Camus and my favorite author is Ernest 
Hemingway. I’ve been at COM since the spring of 2011 and I’ve completed 
all of my General Education plus some Chemistry (131).I’ll be transferring 
to San Francisco State University in the fall of 2014 and I’ll be studying 
English Literature. I like to write poetry and short stores and as far as art 
goes, I enjoy drawing stick figures and coloring in things.

Xiao Xiao 
I am a current student at College of Marin. I am associated with the 
Department of Drama, Music and Dance. I am a returned student at College 
of Marin, born and raised in China, educated in Preventive Medicine and 
Business Accounting. Now I write and perform. I mainly write non-fiction, 
my own stories of growing up in China and coming to America. “Little 
Green” is my first and only fiction short story I’ve written. Besides writing, 
I do solo performance and storytelling to tell my stories on stage in the San 
Francisco Bay Area. 

Annie Heth
Annie Heth grew up on Cape Cod. After graduating high school she moved 
from Massachusetts to the San Francisco Bay Area where she has lived for 
5 years. She is currently an English major at College of Marin. She enjoys 
writing fiction and poetry
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Emma Lee 
Emma Lee loves Studio Ghibli films, reading, writing fantasy. She has 
been writing since third grade and is a past College of Marin student. She 
currently attends San Francisco State University and is majoring in creative 
writing. Some of her favorite authors are Neil Gaiman, Miyuki Miyabe, Laini 
Taylor, and Patrick Rothfuss. 

Lynn Gonzalez
Current student at COM. Scheduled to graduate in Spring, 2015. AA in 
Communications, AA in Language and Humanities, AA in English.

“Alice in Wonderland” and “Through the Looking Glass” are my favorite 
books. John Steinbeck is my favorite author. I’m retired and have returned 
to first love, school and learning. I have a poker party once a month (nickel 
ante). I write poetry and prose, knit, crochet, cook, bake, sew and garden. 
I am certified to teach the Enneagram in the Narrative Tradition by Helen 
Palmer and Dr. David Daniels. I’m a graduate of the Berkeley Psychic 
Institute.  

Kristian Sloan
Student at COM. English Major. Favorite book: The Sun Also Rises by 
Hemingway. Favorite Author: Ray Bradbury. Kind of writing I like to do:  
all kinds. Art I like to do: I wish I could do art. Additional information: I like 
animals. I want to be a special ed teacher.

Mary Sage
I am a staff member in DSPS as Assistive Technologist. My Favorite book 
is “Einstein’s Dreams” by Alan Lightman. My favorite author is Chris Van 
Allsburg. I am a past and current student with my major Fine Arts I keep a 
vivid journal, images and collection of interesting articles. In your question 
of what kind of art do I like to do: your question is limiting in my depth and 
breadth of being a Maker. I make jewelry, greeting cards ( had a business 
with sales rep in NYC with sales of 100’s of dozens of hand-made greeting 
cards sold across the globe*)  I have made art with paper, wood, gold, 
fabric. I am working in the field of technology I am deeply fascinated with 
3-D printers and printing, laser cutting and all the possibilities current and 
evolving.
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PROSE
Saint Patrick’s Day Massacre

Rick Finney, Mariner 1983

There was thunder and lightning in my linen closet and I was in it, 
becoming drenched. It was not actually raining in my linen closet but it 
was ironic that above my head were neatly folded rainbow and cloudburst 
patterned sheets. No, it was not raining, but I was soaked, not from rain, 
but from lakes I had been releasing through my sweat glands. And the 
perspiration was due to a horrible claustrophobia I had. 

Get me out of here!  

I felt as if I had just been pushed into a pool with my clothes intact. 
This thought had terrible childhood images swimming through my head.

I was nearly seven and I was visiting my sister and her family; she 
had three daughters; one of which was older than me. We were playing at 
a neighbor’s pool. My three nieces were as adept as fish when it came to 
swimming; I was not unlike a cement overcoat placed on a guy who knew 
too much. They were jumping off the diving board and speeding down the 
slide while I was being the stomach of a very ridiculously colored seahorse, 
bobbing up and down in two feet of water. My manly pride could not stand 
any more.  Before anyone could stop me I was zipping down that slide. It was 
great fun until I hit the water. I was only about three feet from the surface, 
but I had no idea how to propel myself that short distance. So I remained 
there for an eternity. Until my niece’s friend’s mother with clothes intact 
dove into the pool and rescued me. I coughed and spit chlorinated water for 
hours, walking aimlessly around that oval-shaped menace. 

I now felt similar to the way I had felt submerged in that consuming 
liquid. I was confined with no known way out.  I heaved my sweating 
body against the door. It did not give. My cries for help were useless. I was 
imprisoned in a linen closet and I was going mad. Again I shoved all I had 
into the door with a crazed fury.  I peered through one of the three bullet 
holes in the door to see if I had budged the chair that was propped under the 
door’s handle. I had not. I think I was crazy now. 

My Tiburon apartment had moments ago been ransacked and I had 
the misfortune of returning just prior to the thief ’s departure. He reacted 
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like a teased cobra. One shot tore through the plush brown carpeting I’d paid 
hundreds of dollars to recently have installed. 

“Relax! Don’t shoot anymore. Take whatever you want.”

“I just did, asshole.”

“Okay. I don’t know you, so you can just split and everything is cool.”

Fortunately he wore a very cliché nylon stocking over his face, so I 
really could not have recognized him again.  Looking at someone close-up 
wearing a stocking over his head is similar to meeting the elephant man. 
God that guy was ugly.  He forcefully pushed me past an empty TV stand 
and into my bedroom. If the big California earthquake ever hit, it would 
leave my bedroom in better condition than this jerk did. He pushed me 
farther into the bedroom and I tripped on a dresser drawer that he had flung 
onto the floor.

“Hug that damn drawer like it was your old lady. Till I figure out what 
to do with your stupid ass.” He quickly scanned the bedroom.  This had to be 
a damn nightmare, I thought. I’m lying on the floor making love to a drawer 
and a tree wrapped in pantyhose is determining my fate. 

“Get up Mr. Rich Playboy. I want you to see your new home.” 

I stumbled to my feet in a disbelieving trance.  So this was what it was 
like to be a zombie.  He ushered me over to the … linen closet?

“Hey, wait a minute.  Come on now, buddy. I don’t know who the hell 
you are.  Why don’t you just take a hike? Come, come on, I’m claustrophobic 
as hell man. I can’t handle being closed up in a small space like that. I’ll go 
crazy.” 

“Maybe you’d rather I just splatter your little head all over this room.”

“How am I going to breathe in there? Please just go.”

He instantly fired three bullets into the closet door. I can’t handle this 
guy. He’s a walking nightmare. 

“Okay, rich little baby. Now you can breathe. Get in there asshole or 
the next two holes are going to stop you from breathin—and shootin your 
damn mouth off!” 

The closet door was about six feet high, but the top three feet 
was taken up by shelves full of brightly colored towels and rainbow and 
cloudburst patterned sheets.  The nice bright colors did not exactly send 
me into joyous merriment.  For a passing moment I thought of taking 
my chances with those two remaining tiny little bullets, until I turned my 
attention to the silver dollar sized holes staring at me from the closet door. 
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Relax! Cool it! Hell, how is he going to lock me in here anyway? I’ll be out in 
less than a minute.  Besides, Sandy probably already heard the shots and the 
cops are on their way. 

Sandy’s at work. This quiet little duplex is a mile from anyone’s ears. 
What if he does come up with a new way to lock me in here? Suzi won’t be 
home for hours. Hell, I can’t even handle thirty seconds in this brightly lit 
colored coffin. 

“Sleep tight, Rich Man.” He closed the lid and suddenly I could hear 
the earth being shoveled onto my little death box. He grabbed an overturned 
black wooden chair and carefully placed it under the coffin’s handle. 

“Let me out of here. Damn it, let me out! I can’t handle it.” I pounded 
on the lid but the dirt kept coming. 

“How about two more holes, buddy boy. I’m sure a smart guy like you 
can figure out some way to dodge them.”

I heard the front door shut.  I waited a minute or two and then I 
started ramming everything I had against that lid.  It would not budge. The 
sweat leaked from my not yet rotting flesh.  Panic, terror, visions, dreams, 
memories flooded my body.  A child remembrance suddenly threaded itself 
onto the projector in my near crazed head. I was about nine. A couple of 
friends and I went down to the creek to catch frogs.  There were hundreds 
of them, so it didn’t take long.  We stuffed several into a cardboard box.  
When I got home, my mom went hysterical.  My dad managed to talk her 
into letting me keep one.  I carefully poked holes into the shoebox and 
plopped old Clyde into the little, tiny, confining, small home. How could I 
be so cruel?  Oh God, Clyde, I’m sorry.  So it wasn’t a coffin I was in, it was a 
shoebox, and I was Clyde. 

###

Suzie heard a muffled sound coming from the Swiss cheesed closet door. 
When she removed the chair and opened the door, she found me frozen in 
frog-like crouch, with my Saint Patricks day attire soaked. For hours all she 
could get from me was ribbit, ribbit. 
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Trio A La Mode
E. Eric Grissell, Mariner 1963-1964

John James McLintok sat backstage at Gilroy Hall. Two hours 
remained before his performance, and his hands fluttered nervously over the 
keyboard. He paused momentarily to reread the poster which hung near the 
back door.

GILROY HALL

Presents

JOHN JAMES McLINTOK

In an all

Maxfield Program

John liked to see his name in those bold letters, and he knew his 
family would too. He has sent them a poster, but he knew they were too far 
away to attend the performance.  Anyway, his mother would show everyone 
the poster, and that was all that really mattered. She could boast about her 
famous son to all her neighbors and relatives.

 “If Mother could only see me now,” he said aloud. 

Two technicians walking by whispered something about artistic 
temperament and began to prepare the hall. 

John got up from the piano bench and walked slowly up the narrow 
stairs to his dressing room. His mind wandered back to another room—a 
room where he had spent many months of his life practicing. It had been 
his mother who first wanted him to take lessons, but he really didn’t mind. 
In fact, he liked to play. His mother had found Mr. Engle, who taught John 
for many years.  Once a week Mr. Engle would come to the room where the 
piano stood, and he would whip out music for one hand or two hands or 
sometimes even four when he was in the mood.  John remembered that Mr. 
Engle especially liked to play duets with him because he was so much better 
than the other students.  So much better, in fact, that Mr. Engle had told him 
he might be of concert quality.  That had inspired him to practice longer 
than ever, and prompted him on to dreams of greatness.  But John recalled 
that dreams often change, as they had that afternoon when Mr. Engle stayed 
for tea.  He had been in the next room when he overheard the conversation. 
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“Mrs. McLintok, I’m afraid I have something very difficult to tell John.  
Perhaps you could tell him better than I can.  I once told him he might have 
a career on the concert stage. I’m afraid I was wrong.”

“But John plays very well, doesn’t he?” she said. “You told me that 
yourself.”

“Yes, he is good, but he’s too mechanical.  He can only play music 
like—well, like a mathematical equation.” Mr. Engle pointed to the music 
sheet. He starts here and ends there with all the correct notes between, but 
he doesn’t have a feeling for the music.  True artists have a special quality 
about the way they play. I’m afraid John just doesn’t have that quality.” 

“Fifteen minutes,” a harsh voice said, tearing John away from his 
thoughts. He slipped quickly into his tuxedo, not conscious of how he 
looked.  He knotted his bow tie, but set it slightly crooked as he strayed into 
the past.  Despite Mr. Engle’s words, John had continued to play.  He recalled 
that his debut performance was in the school.  He still remembered how 
good it felt to be applauded that first time.  After school it had been local 
concerts round the country, but nothing bigger.  John painfully recalled the 
numerous auditions he had failed in.  Not once had anyone big wanted him 
back. 

“Wait a while,” his mother had said.  “You’re all right here. The people 
like your playing.  The big shots will be around soon enough.”

“Oh Mom,” he had said. “We both know Mr. Engle was right.  I 
don’t want to play here for the rest of my life.  I don’t want to play to these 
bumpkins—half of them don’t even know what good music is.  I want to be 
appreciated—to be famous.  Let’s face it Mom, I’ll never be remembered.”

“That conversation could have been the end of John James McLintok,” 
he thought to himself as he slipped his shoes on.  He sat there thinking 
about his travels after leaving home. They had taken him many places and 
had taught him many things.  He had seen and listened to the greatness 
of the old master pianists and he had been impressed.  He had been even 
more impressed by the young, modern pianists like himself, who were 
contributing new life to an old art.  

“After all,” he thought, “youth and newness go together.” These people 
who had befriended him were the source of his new inspiration—his new 
drive.  He thought now of the audience waiting for him.  Many of these same 
friends would be out there now, waiting to hear a fellow musician. 

He got up from the chair and put on his coat as he walked to the door.  
A press clipping, tacked to the wall, caught his attention.  “Mr. McLintok is 
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certainly to be regarded as a convincing spokesman for this young group 
of musicians,” read John. “An able musician, Mr. McLintok successfully 
interprets the newness of this group to the general public.” Those two lines 
gave John the confidence he needed, and he opened the door of his room 
and went down the steps to the wings of the stage. 

From the wings he could see many familiar faces in the audience.  The 
house was full of waiting people, dressed in their finest gowns and tuxedos.  
The lights dimmed, the voices stopped, and John James McLintok walked 
onto the stage amid a burst of applause.  He seated himself at the piano 
bench and gave the cue for the young lady to walk out on stage. She emerged 
from the wings with a small black bag in one hand and placed it on a table 
behind the piano.  She then walked off the stage only to return moments 
later with a bird cage containing a canary.  She set this carefully on a stand 
beside the piano.  John nodded to the young lady and she handed him the 
goggles.  Then he gave a cue to the technician across the stage.  The fellow 
turned on several tape machines which began to emit the introductory 
theme of the work.  John banged around on the piano, knowing that he 
was in perfect synchronization with the tapes.  The young lady opened the 
black bag and began to throw rocks and sticks onto the piano strings.  John 
thought a few notes were off, but he hoped the audience wouldn’t catch 
them.  The canary began to sing at frequent interval; John hoped it would 
have sense enough for once to stop at the right time.  If it didn’t he would 
make certain they got another one for the next night’s performance.

John stopped playing, but the machine continued as two men took 
away the piano. He received a pair of rubber gloves from the lady and put 
them on as another piano was brought in.  When he was ready to play, the 
young lady handed him a small hammer and he began to tap on the edge 
of the piano.  With the tapes echoing the distorted sounds of a foundry, he 
grabbed another hammer and began pounding furiously on the strings.  This 
was the most demanding part, he thought.  After this crescendo it got easier 
and he could relax for a moment, and then—and then he could be engulfed 
in the applause which was always meted out to those who rise above others. 
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August
Marla Koss, Mariner 1972

A multitude of neighbors from all different yards around mine saw 
Luke and me hoist ourselves up onto the roof.  My parents weren’t home at 
the time, so it was perfect for a little flying experiment we’d been working on.  
Luke, a neighbor boy who had already turned thirteen in July, pinned a pink 
and white striped sheet on back of me, the reckless hero, and I adjusted the 
rusted springs under my shoes. 

“Ready, GO!” Luke pushed and I plunged feet first with collapsed 
parachute off the top of our house onto hard green grass.

“Aaaaaaaa! Help! My foot’s broken, my foot!”  The sheet covered 
me almost completely so all I saw was pink and white.  Miss Foster, from 
next door, reached me first; then Luke came and unpinned me.  He said 
he guessed it wasn’t such a success and he’d go home and work on it.  Miss 
Foster left for an ice pack.  My little brother wiped his nose on the sheet.  
Mom drove up and Miss Foster slapped the pack down too hard.

“Aaaaaaa!”

“Oh, Ellen, I’m sorry… what did you do that for, anyway? Look how 
old you are and the childish things you are still doing. Mary, your daughter 
seems to have broken—“ 

So that day I got the whole hospital treatment, all ending in a big 
heavy ankle cast. My parents made sure that Luke was punished to their 
satisfaction; when Dad carried me into my bedroom early in the evening 
I could see Luke at his window waiting out his prison sentence in stoic 
stillness.  The heat of August chewed my cast; I wished it would melt into 
a puddle on my bed.  I read Archie comic books for a long time in fading 
window-light, then put one over my face and went to sleep. 

Around two or three in the morning someone opened my window, 
and its dry whispers woke me slowly from one darkness to another.  Luke 
crept over to the foot of my bed, inspecting the cast’s guilt-inducing glow, a 
white landmark.

“Hey, you didn’t have to push, you know.  Now I can’t do anything 
anymore.”

“I’m sorry, I guess.  Anyway, now I’ve got to stay in my room a couple 
days.  I’ll go crazy. Maybe I’ll work out a better aviation plan for next time.  
We’ll use my roof.” 

“Wait till I get my cast off.”
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“Sure.”

Luke dropped onto my bed and touched my dad’s old T-shirt I was 
wearing. 

“Have you ever ‘made out’?” 

I jerked my head at him and stared as hard as I could in the dark. He 
was smiling.

“Yeah, back in Minnesota…” I said.

“Well, want to now? Your parents must be asleep.”

“Okay, but be careful of my cast.” I really wasn’t sure what activities 
“making out” involved, after hearing stories from my friends. 

We kissed a little, then again and again and again until it all just grew 
together into one long kiss. My arms braced me against the headboard, 
his rested somewhere in the dark.  Soon they shifted around my neck; he 
squashed me and blocked my breathing.  It was fun, though, until he pulled 
at my T-shirt and demanded that it come off. 

“What?”

“See, I’m taking off my pants, so you have to take off something.  It’s 
way too hot in here, anyway.  It’s the middle of August, for cat’s sake.  Let me 
help.” He yanked if off with one hand and threw it on the floor across the 
room.  The way it settled down made me think of ghosts, and since neither 
of us seemed to know what to do now, I started talking about them in a new 
nervous tone. 

“Did you know that sometimes when a person dies real suddenly, 
sometimes he doesn’t know he’s dead yet, and walks around eating and 
slamming doors and things. My cousin Sarah left us  note on the morning 
after she died.  It said: ‘I want a blue satin dress,’ so we buried her in that.” 

Luke glanced around the room. We both sat there awfully naked for 
our age, scared of who might be seeing us like this. 

“I’m leaving. What if your stupid cousin is sitting right there on my 
pants? She could be watching. I’m leaving.” He threw me my shirt, the ghost, 
and now I felt better with something covering me. By the time I’d pulled it 
over my head he was running in the moonlight across Miss Foster’s lawn; 
he approached his window’s garbage can launch too fast, and the lid banged 
loud against more metal. His parent’s light flicked on. As I lay back down 
they yelled and I pulled off the shirt once more. My breasts seemed to have 
grown quite a bit in the past few months. Suddenly school’s starting again 
in a couple of weeks excited me. If I could get Mom to buy me a few tight 
sweaters, everything would be fine. 
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Cause and Effect
Cecile Thompson, Mariner 1978

Our perception of the world is based on the principle of cause and 
effect,  the idea  that if something happens then something else must have 
caused it.  It is the premise that something cannot come nothing and that 
the cause must be greater than the caused.  We believe that the universe is 
readily explained and controlled through reason and logic.  Things just don’t 
happen.  Something pushes them.  I think that through this system of always 
reaching for a cause we lose some of the impact of the effect. 

Take for example the oatmeal on the floor.  Gabriel was eating a bowl 
of oatmeal and now the oatmeal is on the floor.  Gabriel is a baby and he 
eats his oatmeal with his hands; at this stage he doesn’t share the common 
prejudices towards oatmeal and he seems to get along with it quite nicely, 
playing and laughing and having a fine time.  Suddenly he turns the bowl 
upside down and the oatmeal slides to the floor.  The effect is the oatmeal on 
the floor.  And the cause would be, seemingly, that the dish was turned over 
and that gravity therefore pulled the oatmeal out of the dish and onto the 
floor.  And that should be all there is to that.

But what caused Gabriel to turn the bowl upside down?  Did he 
discover that he does not like oatmeal?  Or is it that he likes the oatmeal, but 
that he did not intend to eat any more of it?  Was he simply making himself 
clear in a way that would not be misunderstood?  Dare I presume to know 
what is going on in Gabriel’s mind?

It could be, of course, that he finds some aesthetic satisfaction in 
seeing the oatmeal gliding from dish to floor, the grey slime spreading into 
a thick, turgid pool.  And most likely he doesn’t really care what caused it to 
land on the floor.  Now Gabriel doesn’t know if the oatmeal fell, dropped, 
jumped or was pushed.  Does he need to know about gravity and the laws of 
motion?  Does he need a cause for the traveling oatmeal?

As always, though, there is a logical explanation.  Gabriel is a baby 
and he doesn’t know any better. 
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POETRY
Three Days

Felicia Brock, Mariner 1978

You came to be

Deep, there, in me

There’s no filling it now.

A great wave breaks.

Lost child flounders,

Slips away.

At noon, air fresh from the rain

The bird flies in the window

What’s to be done? 
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You Know
Lyn Elder, Mariner 1963–1964

You know the sound:

Rain splashing distortion

down a new-cleaned pane,

as her voice

soft-breathes your name. 

The silent-whisper rain

plays gray light on your eyes,

disturbing sight,

as her nearness distorts all reason.

You know. 
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In Mill Valley
Kathy Evans, Mariner 1981

In Mill Valley a woman might breast-feed

 until the child is six,

 flip her bosom out of a blouse

 in a shoe store and feed the kid.

It’s organic, she’ll say. 

In Mill Valley a group of old folks swim

 In the high school pool

outdoors at 6 a.m. every day in the pit of winter.

They call themselves the Polar Bears.

It’s healthy, they’ll say.

In Mill Valley all sandwiches have sprouts,

People hover in the Bus Depot  to hear the local poets—

 Buddhists, bone doctors, busboys,

 Former heavy-weight title holders,

There in the smell of sour food and gin

 under the circling moths and whirring fans,

But because it is a right-brained experience.

In Mill Valley even the cops wear running shoes.

In Mill Valley if one wants to take a stand against

 jacuzzi’s and weavers,

 Sierra Club calendars and herbal teas,

 Brewer’s yeast and seminars on 

The Noetic Co-Evolution in the Emergent Cosmic Age,

One can,

by eating chocolate all day.   
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A February Cliff
Donna Franzblau, Mariner 1983

We sat, we three

In a silence of mosses and granite;

Our thoughts spread drying in the thin light of the afternoon.

An egret came,

Entered the body of its reflection like a goddess

And stood in the narrow waters, 

Its head toward the underworld.

A sudden fish

Bent like a flame from an edge of the egret’s beak

And disappeared.

Neither hair nor feather nor scaled water moved.

Then the bird felt the shadow of our glances

And flew. 
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Limbo
Caitlin Hines, Mariner 1978

In the cab of your awkward

pick-up truck

you crumple like the cellophane

on a pack of cigarettes you smoke,

Lucky Strike, as I

sit in my cautious corner,

knees hunched up, eyeing you.

Like mercenary angels we count each breath,

our Dresden-still faces

cool and poised and frightened.

O the mouth

 is a hole

 is a door.

You slam it shut against me. 

Words in our throats die like lemmings

driven into a sea 

of possibilities

where we swim around like fishes all day

and do not speak.
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Buddha
Rick Seymour, Mariner 1963-1964

Is the light of the farthest star,

Reflecting in the eye of a newt. 

Sunsetbird
Ian Stewart, Mariner 1972

Sunsetbird

fly over the hills

lighting them to orange

with your fiery wings.

Sunsetbird

chase the chariot sungod

over vermillion sea

up from the silhouetted treetops

spread your wings to the night.

Sunsetbird

up the glowing mountainside

a starpath you must find

for evening’s shadowed valleys

follow close behind.
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Writing Craft Tips
1. Use active, not passive sentence structures

2. Vary sentence structures

3. Avoid adverb tags; such as she said sadly. Rather, show the emotion 
within the context of the dialogue or character action

4. Use concrete sensory details

5. Use economy of language. Less is often more in writing

Grammar Tips
1. Its = Possessive, belonging to

2. It’s = It is

3. Your = Possessive, belonging to

4. You’re = You are

5. Their = Possessive, belonging to

6. There = A specific location

7. They’re = They are 
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